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        A new hire must find a home with some excellent help.
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This is a series of stories that are a sort of sequel to two text-adventure games.
+++++
"You beat the boss to work! Smart move on your first day in the main office!" beamed the receptionist Sally as I dropped my briefcase and box of stuff on my new desk. "She'll be in soon though, so look sharp," she added as she turned at the door of my new office to head back to the front desk. I watched her leave, well mostly I watched her fetching ass leave, before I started to unpack. I set up my laptop, tangle of charging cords, and the beautiful glass pen jar that a ceramics major had made for me back in college after a winter weekend full of mid-blowing sex and very little skiing in Tahoe.
I looked at the wall and decided to leave my diploma, plaques, and awards in the box until I was more settled in. I had bummed around for a year or two after graduating from one of the most prestigious universities on the west coast, but never found a good fit in my intended field of hospitality and resort management. As a stop gap, I had eventually taken a sales job in the San Francisco office of CKE Materials, where I had in all modesty flourished. Before two years were out, I landed a giant national account which in a matter of weeks more than doubled the sales for the whole Frisco office. That got me noticed. Within a month, I had been offered this new position, accepted, and moved to the bucolic midwestern city where CKE's headquarters are located.
A knock on the door and in strode Cathy Ecklesford, the owner. I had not met her before and that was a shame. Cathy was several inches shorter than me, even with the very high-heeled but still professional pumps she wore. The rest of her clothes matched those shoes; hand-tailored to a form-fitting, very flattering cut, but quite business-like in appearance. Together with the easy assurance of a successful entrepreneur, a three figure hairstyle, and striking green eyes, she was a subtle but undeniable knockout. Usually, when I encounter a woman so desirable, my immediate reaction is to start plotting a route into her pants, but I thought much better of it today.
"You are here bright and early. Excellent!" she said, introducing herself. "I have a few account files for you to help get your feet wet, while you settle into town," she went on, dropping some paperwork onto my nearly empty desk. "I do have two important things to talk to you about," she added.
"First, I know HR planned on having you live in the corporate condo for your first few months working here in town, but I need to you accelerate getting permanent digs as much as you can. I'm really sorry, but I have a materials engineer I just hired away from DuPont last night who starts in a month. He's a genius, but he's... hopeless, really." She shrugged. I agreed that I could accelerate my apartment search, since I had a friend or two in the sciences who practically needed a nanny. "You should buy, not rent," suggested Cathy. "You can get three times the house for your money in the suburbs here than you could have even thought about back in California."
"Lastly, I want to lay out some cultural rules we live by here at headquarters. It is a relaxed atmosphere, but the red line rule is absolutely no dating, no relationships, and definitely no sexual interactions with anyone else who works in this building. A lot of us talk a pretty good game, even a bawdy one, but nothing is allowed to be directed at another employee, present or not. Okay?" she asked. I nodded easy assent, glad I had not already started on the seduction plans.
We exchanged a few pleasantries and she was gone, leaving a tantalizing aroma behind. I went over my newly assigned accounts quickly, made a few calls and set up some meetings to introduce myself, but that was all done by lunchtime, and none of the meetings I scheduled were that day. I guessed it was time to demonstrate my go-getter attitude by commencing the house search.
I had already been toying with the idea of buying a house for the first time, and Cathy's suggestion had crystalized the value of considering it. I hopped in my Acura and headed out to the western suburbs, which were the closest to work, and appeared to be the newest area of development.
Pulling up in a quiet little business district, I got out and quickly saw what I was looking for, the small independent realty office I had found online whose staff included several younger, attractive female agents. I have a lot of experience that tells me I am more successful, in more ways than one, when working with women, especially good-looking ones.
I strode in confidently, despite never having spoken to a real estate agent in my life, and was lucky enough to be confronted with one of the more attractive agents I'd seen on the website. Lee was a sweet girl, even younger than I, and of mixed European-Asian heritage. That day, she was wearing a calf-length, dark blue pencil skirt that showed off her narrow waist and suggested rather than displayed nice legs and a potentially stellar butt. Her dark purple blouse was loose-fitting and professionally demure. Her large, dark, slightly epicanthic eyes sparkled behind the heavy, black eyeglasses that I suspected were worn only for show. At least, I could detect no apparent correction or distortion when I found myself staring into her eyes for a bit longer than necessary.
"To get started, let's see how you qualify," she said, leading me to a seat after the obligatory, getting to know one another biographical chit chat. I had a huge bonus in my bank account for a down payment, and plenty of income, so I was pleasantly surprised, both at how much of a loan I'd qualify for, and at how much house I really could get for that here. "Are you married or living with someone?" she asked, but alas, I detected no probing in the question, only professional box-checking.
"No. To be honest, I'm not ready to settle down," I replied casually. "Though," I added, allowing an artful sheepishness into my voice and avoiding eye contact, "I do enjoy exploring the options."
We shared a polite chuckle before she continued. "In that case, I'm guessing you are interested in a smaller, more deluxe home?" I shrugged and replied that I supposed so, but then emphasized that I hadn't fully decided on buying over renting, and I'd be much more likely to buy if I could manage it without using all my money! Laughing, Lee said, "I understand. I hope you don't mind if I do my best to encourage you to buy. At any rate, I'll need to do a thorough search, but if you have an hour or so, I do have one house that might interest you off the top of my head. It's been on the market for a while, so there may be some price flexibility as well. Would you like to see it?"
She went on with a few details about the house, and though it didn't really sound like what I wanted, I certainly thought that an afternoon in a car with Lee would pleasant all on its own, but would also be a good opportunity to get in her head and see what made her tick. And make no mistake, I had already decided that whether I bought anything, I wanted to see if there might be more than one way to get her to "do her best"...
As I followed her out to her seven passenger realtor tank of an SUV, I became more and more convinced that she really did have a great ass under that long, shapeless skirt. I opened her door and helped her up into that ridiculously large, high vehicle, and as she climbed in I upgraded my impression of said posterior from "great" to "world-class".
When we got to the house, I knew right away I could safely be a pain in the ass about it, as it was not at all appealing to me. During the showing, I displayed all my considerable, genuine ignorance of real estate, while picking out every fault I could see or imagine. I was confident Lee did not expect me to buy this beat up, bland old house. She took my pickiness in good spirit and she returned me to her office with advice on what kind of research I could do to help narrow her search on my behalf.
"Thank you so much for all your work already," I said, shaking her lithe hand as we parted. "I do think I lucked out right out of the box in choosing a firm, well, in choosing an agent." She smiled at that and I smiled warmly in return. I went back to the office to work on the paperwork inevitable in a new position and in living in a new state, to get started on the research Lee had suggested, and to just generally be seen staying late my first day on the job.
The next two weeks were a mishmash of introducing myself to co-workers and putting in a lot of time on my "starter customers". Client entertainment is still a big part of sales in our industry, and I'm good at that. But the downside was that my kitchen was gathering dust. I did manage to accelerate my use of the corporate condo's communal gym. I have a damn good physique, and I have always made sure to keep it up, even in the face of my current diet of rich, sometimes delicious restaurant food.
I also did my due diligence for and on Lee. I agreed with her supposition that I wanted fewer bedrooms and upgraded features and location. I also told her that I wanted spaces suitable for manly pursuits, and pretended to make her work to get out of me that one primary manly pursuit would be... women. That got a laugh out of her, and I could practically hear the blush over the phone. She also showed me several more homes, one or two of which were actually decent, but I continued my difficult ways. Frankly, much of the difficulty was genuine. I still wasn't sold on buying over just renting a condo. By the last few showings, I could sense she was getting frustrated with me, and with the process.
The next Tuesday morning, I got a call from Lee. "I think I've found your house," she said over the phone. I was intrigued to hear the tone in her voice, akin to a poker player saying "all in" as she pushed forward her stack.
"Ooh! Somebody sounds confident," I teased.
"This one is special," she replied, as if trying to convince both of us. "It's brand new on the market, so I think it wold be a good idea to see it today. It will have to be later this evening after work though, if that's OK?" she asked, rushing on before I could reply. "I have appointments this afternoon. But we should make it there before sundown, so you can see the outside in the daylight. Can you meet me at my office?"
More and more interesting.
Fortunately, I had no client dinner that night, so I grabbed a nutritious meal for once, and was leaning against my car in the small parking lot outside her agency when Lee's familiar gargantu-SUV rolled up. When she carefully hopped out to say hello, it actually took my brain a few seconds to register what I was seeing. Lee had an extensive wardrobe, but every time I'd met with her before, she was always sleek, professional, and beautifully demure. She still wore a suit today, but the differences were striking, and anything but demure. The fabric was black with subtle red pinstripes, and while she often wore jackets, she never buttoned them. This evening it was buttoned all the way to the military-style collar, and I was unsure if she wore a blouse beneath it at all. In place of her usual calf- or knee-length skirts, or the occasional trousers she always wore previously, this suit skirt was mid-thigh, with a fairly deep slit on the left front. The slit overlapped, but when she climbed down from the SUV, gingerly so as to keep the short skirt under control, I could clearly see that she was wearing stockings instead of panty hose!
She came over to greet me with her usual business-like handshake as if nothing was different. "Thanks for making the time so late. We should get going if you want to see the outside before dark!" She turned to the car and I moved to help her in as I usually did. Her leg lifted and that slit gaped wide.
Definite stockings and garter belt.
She flushed a little and said quickly, "I got it! Thanks!" She slid herself sideways into the seat as if the flash she had to have known was coming had discombobulated her anyway. But Lee's confusion was gone by the time I had circumnavigated the huge vehicle and got in on the other side. Her usual businesslike demeanor was back in place, but I was now a little flustered. I couldn't keep my eyes off the hem of her skirt as she drove, eyes peeled for every flash of the dark tops of her stockings that regularly appeared with each movement of her feet as we travelled.
"I get so few single buyers, especially men," she said casually as she drove, "I have to admit this search has been challenging, but I think I've cracked the code. I really hope you will like this one. It's a ranch on a cul de sac with an open kitchen, only two bedrooms, a big study, a basement you could finish, and a nice backyard with a pool!" That did sound interesting, but how much? "It's not cheap, but it is still in your range," she added a little too hurriedly for my taste, "and I think it's a good price for the neighborhood, which is fairly new and very upscale. The location should be especially good for you in particular. The house is five minutes tops from US 74, which runs practically straight to your work!"
I still was having a hard time looking at things other than Lee's thighs when she gave me the heads up that we were in the area of the house. I manfully shifted my gaze outside the vehicle and the neighborhood was indeed very nice. All the houses were well maintained, with natural materials on the exterior. I hate siding, and it had been one of my go-to objections to throw in Lee's way before now. As she slowed to approach the cul de sac, my thoughts of Lee were momentarily derailed by a jogger running the other way on the sidewalk. She was a tall brunette with a stunning, stacked body which was barely concealed by skintight pink lycra shorts and black with matching pink trim jogging top that, sturdy as it was, could not completely keep her impressive rack under control as she ran. I couldn't help but turn my head to follow as we passed her. Lee clearly saw what I was doing, as she cleared her throat and said, "here's the street!"
I turned back to find us heading down a short dead end street, with perhaps 12 houses total. The house we pulled into was one of the two at the very end. It was gorgeous, with a flagstone exterior and a low, sloping roof of natural wood shingles. No front yard to speak of, but that just meant less maintenance work as far as I was concerned. Lee led me toward the front door, and holy cow did her ass look amazing, swaying under that short, tight skirt. She smiled over her shoulder at me as she unlocked the front door.
The house was everything she said. The kitchen had expensive appliances and an indoor grill. The master bedroom was large, as was the master bath. There was a huge shower with a bunch of shower heads. The shower was so big, I stepped in and observed, "you could have a whole party in here!"
"Yes, I suppose you could..." replied Lee dryly. For a moment, I though she was going to come in with me, but she turned her hesitant movement toward me into a turn toward the door. Had I just imagined that? Something was going on here. I knew I liked it, I just wasn't sure if I was going to be satisfied or not. And I honestly was also distracted by how awesome the house was. We poked around in the barren basement and brainstormed how to Man Cave it up in the future.
I'm a very good salesman, and I was observing that Lee was too, especially that day. She was working me up to a close on this one quite effectively. How hard could I make her work? Could I resist buying this near budget buster? Did I want to resist? Aside from the paint color in the second bedroom, I had been unable to find a single nit to pick about this house so far. I am used to being the hunter, and suddenly I was the pursued, and in more ways than one. It was confusing.
By the time we came up out of the basement, the sun had set. Lee opened the curtains covering the back side of the great room to reveal a wall of windows looking out over the surprisingly large back yard, and the glowingly lit small pool in the center of it. There was lots of subtle landscape lighting in the foliage that covered and broke up the high, solid privacy wall surrounding the property.
I stepped out on to a grassy area and looked around. Lee followed and stood next to me, closer than she ever had before. She usually was a ball of energy, moving around constantly to point things out. Now she was still and close, practically touching me in fact. "You have to love this backyard, especially at night," she exclaimed brightly, looking up into my eyes. Forestalling any reply I might make, she rushed on, "I love it! It... The lighting and the privacy... It's..." Her gaze lowered then and she tilted her head away as if afraid, "It's kind of erotic out here at night," she blurted quietly.
Deciding on this awesome, but expensive house could wait. If that was not the biggest, most deliberate, cutest come on I'd gotten since college, it was damn close. "Erotic is just the word I'd have used," I said softly, turning toward her slightly. She looked up at me again with an uncertain smile. Inwardly, I was confused. Was she coming on to me because she wanted me to rock her world, or was she just doing this to sell me the house? Looking into her eyes, I rapidly reached the conclusion that she was confused about that too. There was one thing I was certain about.
"I hope you don't have anything else you need to do this evening," I breathed softly to her and bent to her upturned face, kissing her, lightly at first. She responded eagerly, and I reached an arm around her waist and pulled her against me. The kiss intensified as she returned my embrace. My tongue brushed her lips as I parted mine and she welcomed my probing, pursing her lips around my tongue before probing back with her own. I could practically feel any last uncertainty on her part, whatever uncertainty that had been, draining away as he pressed herself harder against me.
I caressed her cheek and jaw with the hand that wasn't holding her against me, then loosened that embrace enough to let me slide the hand down between us, cupping a petite breast through the jacket, and she sighed. I moved to the buttons of the jacket and slowly, almost teasingly started undoing them. By the time I got to the bottom one, it was quite apparent that she in fact not only not wearing a blouse underneath, but was braless as well.
Indeed, this girl was a closer. And whichever deal was her primary objective to close this evening, I was definitely going to let her close at least one of them; repeatedly, and comprehensively.
Slipping the jacket off her shoulders, I bent my head to the milky skin of her modestly-sized but firm and beautifully shaped breasts. My tongue licked out to tease at a small, dusky nipple which sprang from pert to stone hard in response. After a good thrashing from my tongue, I wrapped my lips around her peak and sucked greedily upon it. Meanwhile, I slid my hands down her back and at last grasped that magnificent tush, squeezing it as hard as I dared. It felt every bit as amazingly firm and sleek as I had imagined, and I slipped my hands down to pull up on the hem of her skirt. My grasp moved back to her now exposed cheeks and my questing fingers determined that not only was I correct in my guess at stockings, not hose, but my little closer had forestalled any need to remove her panties, since there were none to be found.
Her hands slipped between us and fumbled at the fly of my suit trousers. She undid my belt and let my pants slip to the ground. I kicked free of both them and my shoes as she slipped her hands up under my shirttails and started to push down my soft gray boxer/briefs. The waist band got hung up quickly on my now raging hard-on, and she slipped her fingers to free it. There was a catch in her already raged breathing as she got a good feel of just how much I pack. The freed undies dropped forgotten as she ran both hands up and down my thick, nearly eight inch shaft.



Her nipple popped audibly free of my lips as she sank to her knees, undid the bottom button of my dress shirt, and pushed my tie aside to examine my cock. She stroked it and looked up at me. "Wow! I don't know which is turning me on more now, this house, or your big... um... scarily big cock. She tilted her head to the side a bit as she returned her gaze to my dick, then leaned forward and kissed the head, then let it slip between her lips where her tongue could commence to torture me. It all happened so fast, I barely had time to admire how she Just. Kept. Closing.
She grasped the base of my shaft and started bobbing her head, taking a bit more of my cock's length inside her warm, responsive mouth with each pass. She made it pretty far, and I was starting to quiver as my balls gathered themselves when she started to choke and could take no more. She released my shaft from her lips and gasped up at me, "I'm sorry! I just can't take it all. I want to, but..."
"You are amazing," I replied. "That was amazing. But please don't stop completely! You have an amazing mouth and I'm, well, I'm close," I added with a genuinely plaintive tone in my voice.
"Warn me, please," she asked as she resumed her efforts with more tongue, less depth. "God knows how much you put out from this thing!"
She was about to find out, as I felt the pressure build inside my groin. "Now... ungh, now!" I gurgled in warning. I thought she was going to pull me out of her mouth, but she left the tip between her lips as she ran her fingers along my saliva-lubircated shaft. The anticipation of a couple of weeks of chase, ending suddenly with her basically jumping my bones out of what felt like nowhere had me pent up. I unloaded with a gasp as I let loose several spurts into her mouth. She swallowed most but the quantity still surpassed her and a bit escaped her lips and ran down her chin to both sides of my cock.
"Wow!" she exclaimed, swallowing again and sitting back on her heels. She wiped her jaw free of cum and licked her fingers clean. Then she leaned back forward and tortured my post-orgasmic cock as she licked it clean of any remaining jizz. "Please tell me," she said as she rose to stand before me, without releasing my temporarily softening cock, "that you are not a one and done guy."
I chuckled with experience-born confidence and replied, "I have an idea to give me time to recover." With that I pushed down on her shoulders and pressed her down to lie on her back on the deliciously soft lawn. I bent and pushed up her short skirt to her waist, admiring her full but neatly trimmed bush. But not for long, as I moved down to return the initial favor. My tongue swept up and down her snatch and I received some immediate vocal encouragement. I twisted my tongue until it slipped between her nether lips and tasted her delicious juices. I slipped my grip underneath her to grasp her spectacular ass and lift her up against my face. Lee groaned, pulling her skirt further out of the way, and I was dimly aware that she was toying with her petite breasts as I worked.
I did not need long to get results, as I quickly felt shudders run through those delicious glutes, followed by a guttural groan, twisting hips, and a sudden increase in vaginal juices against my face. She collapsed to the ground beneath me. I smiled up at her and slid forward until my now recovering cock was positioned above her groin. She reached down and grasped it, massaging it back to full girth and strength. Then she pointed it down toward her snatch and pulled until I let her guide me inside her. I felt myself penetrate her smoothly to the hilt, and while she was clearly unused to the sensation of being so full, my size did not seem to make for any difficulty. I rested there inside her for a spell as I kissed her deeply and teased once more at her highly responsive nipples, before slowly beginning to thrust in and out. She did seem a little uncertain about how to take me at first but then threw back her head and groaned, "don't stop!"
I thrust happily into her, holding my own arousal in check as I did so. When I sensed her beginning to rise beneath me, I slid free. Missionary was not how I wanted to finish with this little woman.
"Wha...?" she asked, confused and reached for my cock to guide it back to her, but I smiled and straddled her as I turned her over onto her belly. I lowered myself rub my cock over her bare, magnificent ass. I'd focused on this feature of hers, I wanted to take a moment to appreciate its look, its feel. Lee quivered beneath me, and gasped reluctantly, "No. No! I mean, I don't like it there, and even I did, you'd kill me!"
"Don't worry," I reassured her. "That's not my thing either," I whispered honestly in her ear as a lowered myself upon her, letting my shaft rest between her fantastic glutes. "But you have the most incredible ass, and I want to appreciate it as I fuck you." I lifted her hips upward until she was kneeling on the grass and I slipped her legs apart so I could kneel between them. I guided my cock back inside her pussy and grasped her hips. Lee groaned happily as I entered her once more and she pressed her face into the ground as I began to thrust in full earnest.
"Oh my god," gasped Lee beneath me. "I've always fantasized about getting laid during a showing! This is incredible." I pulled back with my thrusts, now slipping just the first couple inches in and out of her, slowly, teasingly. "This house is so sexy," Lee breathed, pushing her hips backward to push more of me inside her. "You are so sexy! You know you have to have it. Please make an offer!" Her hands stretched out to where she had dropped her briefcase and snatched a set of papers from it.
"I knew you'd like this house... though not how much!" Lee grunted as I started to slide all the way inside her once more, keeping my pace slow as the professional, hormone-free portion of my brain marveled at what she was doing. "So beforehand, I wrote up an offer. I think you can get it for five grand below ask. Please make the offer." She slapped the offer paperwork on her smooth, bare back and waved a pen uncoordinatedly in the air. "You know you'll get the perfect house for you, and I'll have the sexiest realtor moment in history."
I paused my thrusts in a moment of doubt uncharacteristic for me. Was I really going to let her fuck me into buying this house? This house that I really, genuinely did think was perfect? Lee pushed her hips back against my cock. "Oh, Christ!" she gasped, "Buy it or don't, but whatever you do, don't quit fucking me!"
I grabbed the pen, found the places for initials and the signature line and began to carefully sign it. Carefully only because I was damn sure thrusting as hard as I could, and her bare back was writhing in ecstasy, and thus not a very stable writing desk. I finished making the deal and tossed the papers toward her briefcase, arching my back to get every last millimeter of my cock inside her. She cried out beneath me and I felt shudder after shudder of orgasm begin to take hold of her. I gave into my own release and I felt spurt after spurt of my cum spill inside her, enticing a fresh wave of spasms from her in response. I manfully kept thrusting in the aftermath of my orgasm for a moment, but it was clear that Lee, too, was spent.
The seller took my offer.
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"Here you go," said my boss Cathy, sliding a file across my desk to me. "You know I brought you into this office to see if you can crack some of our toughest potential customers. Here is one of those problem accounts." I picked it up and looked over it. "Gus Merkle is the decision maker there. They buy thousands of dollars worth a week, but never from us. No salesperson I have sent in has gotten the time of day from this guy... and I definitely stopped sending women to call on him. Sorry, but he is kind of a creep."
"Looks, uh, fun." I replied. Cathy laughed in reply.
"No pressure," she said, her glossy black hair spilling over her shoulder as she looked back at me while she headed out the door, "but guys like him really are the reason I brought you in."
So. LOTS of pressure...
I picked up the phone and got through to Gus directly, which was little bit of a surprise. He was gruff and unencouraging, but he did agree to see me just after lunch. After lunch? Old school-sounding guys like Gus usually made getting free meals out of salespeople agenda item one.
The account was on the south side of town, in a light industrial area. I pulled up and went in to introduce myself. The initial meeting went well, though I could tell that Gus had someone else take him out to lunch and drinks already, which is why my expense account was not hit on that day. I could also tell that Gus was indeed something of a pig, both in personality and appearance. At least he didn't stink, which was surprising in a guy who looked like a toad in a rumpled business suit.
What I got from Gus was not promising. Essentially, he believed that CKE and our competition all had essentially the same product, which to be honest, in the product lines he purchased, we all did. He also was very comfortable with his existing supplier relationships. They took care of him, and he bought from them. But mostly Gus did not like working very hard. Changing suppliers and shopping prices was a lot of work, so Gus was very disinclined to consider any such thing. As I said, not promising.
As I pulled away from the business glumly, my phone rang. My real estate agent, Lee was on the other end to let me know that negotiations were complete, and I would be the owner of my own suburban home in a matter of days. Lee was an attractive woman and very able real estate agent, who had also demonstrated great skill in balling my brains out on a grassy back lawn. She had reverted to her cordial, professional self after the night she fucked me into making the offer that had just now been agreed to, but I was ok with that. I'm not looking for any one woman at this point in my life. Or any two, three, seven or ten women for that matter!
So now I was a homeowner. When I got back to the office just before most people were knocking off, I saw Cathy in the hallway and told her I was gong to be clearing out of the corporate condo shortly. "Thank you!" she said. "Good work. I do need that condo for the new engineer. You should celebrate. I'd buy you a drink myself," she added, "but I have a hot date tonight!" She winked at the world in general and left, fortunately without asking about Gus.
The problem was, I knew a lot of co-workers, but had made no real friends in the city yet. No one to celebrate with. And, truth be told, having sex with Lee after several weeks of casual abstinence had reignited my considerable libido. I did not necessarily need to get laid tonight, but I did want some sexy fun.
I reversed course and stepped back into my office. I sat down and opened my phone's browser, since this search was sure as hell not appropriate for an office computer, and checked out what the strip club scene was like in this city. I was surprised at how many options there were in town, not just for the size of the city, but in absolute terms. People in this region liked their titties, apparently.
I soon came to the conclusion from the reviews there was one club that stood out, and hopped into my car to investigate.
It turned out the club I had chosen was on the south side of town, back the way I had just come, and not very convenient to the condo where I was staying, or my new home. Probably a good thing, as I am fully capable of spending too much cash on clothing-removal engineers. I was suddenly a home owner. I'd have to start watching my finances. But maybe not tonight.
I arrived and stepped inside to get the lay of the land (after paying an exorbitant cover). The club was pretty big. There was a huge main stage in the center of the room where I entered, round and elevated about two feet above the floor. It had a brass pole reaching up to the 15-20 foot high ceiling and a brass rail running around the stage at about four feet above floor level. Behind the stage was a long bar. Guys sat at the bar, around the stage and at tables spread throughout the room. A wide hallway led away to one side, with a steady stream of dancers and customers flowing in and out. The dancer on stage was chunky and sported tattoos. Too many tattoos. The only real value in looking at her for me was to learn that this was a full nude club despite serving alcohol, which was a combination outside my previous experience.
I found my way to a seat at a table well away from the stage and seated myself. Almost immediately, an attractively rubinesque waitress, dressed in the club uniform of tight, white t-shirt and black shorts, approached and took my order for a Manhattan. As she turned away, I let my gaze rove to take in the club and the crowd. In my suit and tie, I was far better dressed than most of the crowd. Only about a quarter of the guests were in business dress. Of course, the customers were overwhelmingly men, but there were a few women mixed in as well. They always seem to draw the eyes around them, even when they weren't particularly attractive.
On the stage, the next several dancers were distinct improvements. One tall, waif-like one with outsized, certainly fake tits was not only hot, but had some moves. I went to tip her a couple of bucks during her time on stage, but there was a guy waiting to reclaim her time as soon as her set was finished.
My Manhattan arrived and I relaxed, shooing away a couple of dancers whose approach or appearance left me cold. An idea itched in the back of my head, and I shifted my gaze to the guests around me. Most guys were dressed casually, many in shorts, which I knew to be an excellent play at many clubs like this, especially if you left your underwear at home. The customers dressed in business attire as I was were the bigger spenders, and unlike me, they tended to congregate in groups. Most of them took turns buying rounds of drinks, but in a few groups, one person would be buying everything. I saw one such close out his bill with a corporate card. You would need to have some significant earnings to show for it to expense drinks and especially dances at a club like this.
A pretty pigtailed brunette in a sexy schoolgirl plaid skirt and short sleeved white dress shirt that had been cropped at the bottom to display her entire abdomen and an inch of the bottom curves of some genuinely large boobs slid up to my side and asked me if I would like some company. I felt like I needed some more info about how things worked at the clubs in general in this state, and at this one in particular. Also I felt I would not mind getting my hands on what was inside that shirt either, if that was in the offing. I asked her to sit. Ignoring the chair beside me, she slid into my lap, crossing her white mesh stocking-clad legs. Like every worker in the club, she wore 6 inch platform shoes, black in her case. She draped an arm around my shoulders and leaned against me companionably. Her rack pressed against me, a fact that I was sure was totally incidental...
"I'm Shasta," she said, introducing herself. "What are you drinking? A Manhattan? Fancy drink for a strip club!" I just grinned in reply to that. A little more chit chat and I brought up that I was a newbie here in town and in this club, but I assured her that I was hoping to be convinced to come in often. I then asked for the low-down about the club.
"Well, we are in the main room here, and that is the show stage, of course," Shasta said. She waved at the wide hallway and went on, "Down that way is the back room. It has a tiny little stage, fewer large tables, and more large, comfy chairs. It's also a lot darker back there," she added, running a finger down my tie. "The hallway between here and there is you go for the Champagne rooms, which," she said, leaning her tits even harder against me, "is the place for all the best fun."
I asked about rates, and she quoted me prices for basic lap dances out in either of the main rooms that were pretty reasonable. I started to lose interest in her when every number she quoted included the phrase, "plus tip". Especially when she quoted the price for VIP which was "$500 an hour, plus what you negotiate with the dancer for herself, plus tip, of course." I usually tip, I don't mind a little subtle reminding. But I don't like to see a dancer being open about feeling entitled to one, especially not that openly. Still, those tits felt great against me, and I still wanted a scouting report, so I asked her to walk me around. We rose and started down the wide hall, arms around each other, each of us with a hand on the other's ass.
In the middle of the passage was a huge, purple curtained doorway with a pink cursive neon 'Champagne' sign over it, and an equally huge bouncer at a podium that looked ridiculously tiny in front of his bulk. Shasta subtly tried to steer me toward the curtain, but I resisted, commenting that "we will have to talk more about how things go in the VIP." She relented and we entered the back room, which was indeed much darker, especially in the parts away from the hallway or the small, floor-level stage, which wasn't even occupied right now. We paused and looked around as she explained that the small stage was usually only staffed late at night or on weekends.
"How about we find a seat back there," she asked, indicating a darker wall of the room, "and let me give you a dance?"
They were really big tits.
"Sure," I agreed, "Lets sit and you can give me the lowdown on Champagne Room shenanigans until the next song starts." Never let a stripper start dancing as soon as you find a seat.
The seat she chose was in the darkest area of the club, but still more exposed to view than most, and I knew at that moment that I was going to stop at one dance. Had she chosen the nearby chair that was almost completely blocked from view by a pillar and another high-backed chair, I'd have held out hope for game on. But not now. I prepared to get nothing but teased. Her descriptions of activities in the Champagne Room were similarly unpromising. Everything she discussed was vague, and she never promised anything beyond what I could get out here, really. Just more "privacy" and "intimacy".
As the music changed smoothly to the next song, she slipped to her feet and began swaying quite fetchingly as she unbuttoned the few buttons on her cropped shirt, flipping it open and then slipping it off her shoulders. Yes, those tits were indeed very nice. She leaned toward me, boobs dangling just beyond my face, and breathed into my ear, "watch this, will you?" as she tucked the shirt behind me on the chair. She slowly swayed around until she was facing away, and bent all the way over, legs spread and straight. She smiled at me from between them and flipped the already short skirt, exposing a thong-clad, slightly disappointing ass. She undid a catch at her hip and pulled her skirt away.
She then turned again and slid into my lap, trapping my arms with her thighs and began to grind her crotch against mine. She alternated between leaning backward, and pressing forward, swaying her tits in my face, just out of reach my lips, but occasionally brushing my nose. It was a classic example of a lap dance that certainly wasn't an air dance, but was in no way interactive. "I thought this was a full nude club," I murmured to her, indicating her thong.
"Girls who want to can go full nude, but when on stage only," she replied. "When I'm climbing all over a handsome guy, the law says I have to keep the thong on. I guess the legislature thinks I'll lose control!"
As the song neared its end (or rather where it was about to be cut short by the DJ), she turned again, feet now on the floor and ground her ass against my lap. She lifted my hands and held them along her thighs, which were much tauter and more appealing than that flabby ass. When the song ended, she started grinding even harder and looked over her shoulder to ask if I wanted to continue.
I told her I was done for now, it being my first interaction of the evening, and she rose to return her clothes to action stations. I handed her the Andy Jackson for the dance, along with another ten as tip, and told her we might hook up later. "I'll come find you," she smiled. We both knew we were lying. After she slipped away, I rose, not even really needing to hide or adjust a hard on.
I took my time as I stood and walked out of the gloom toward the hallway. My eyes had become adjusted to the dark and I could make out a number of other guys getting dances, some more hidden away than others. It was both irritating and encouraging that most of them looked like they were getting more mileage in their dances than I had. In some cases, a lot more.
As I walked into the much brighter light of the hallway, I felt my arm being taken gently by someone behind me. I slowed and turned my head to evaluate who was going to make the next play.
Hello!
"Hi there, I'm Monique. I don't think I've seen you here before. First time?" she said in a soft, sultry voice. I smiled and allowed that indeed I was a first timer. I gently disengaged her arm and turned to take her in. She didn't try to hang on, but instead preened for me with a well-deserved confidence.
With her six-inch stripper heels, Monique was about my height. She had a bland but pretty face, with just a bit too much makeup. Her blonde hair (obviously a bottle color) surrounded her face in a 80's style corona of curls, teased within an inch of its life. She wore a floor-length beige satin nightgown, with lace ornamentation over the breasts. The fabric was just the right kind of clingy to accentuate her voluptuous hourglass figure within. It also was just translucent enough to gave hint of a bright yellow thong underneath. The lace on the bodice prevented a look through at her tits, but the neckline plunged far enough to give an enchanting promise of a rich, firm, possibly natural pair. Then it plunged a little further.
I introduced myself and asked her if I could buy her a drink, indicating the tables in the main room.
"I'd love a scotch and ginger ale," she said, which was a helluva interesting drink for a stripper. She took my hand, but instead of heading for the main room, she led me back into the gloom of the back. As we walked, she caught the attention of the best-looking cocktail waitress I'd seen in the place, who waved back.
Monique took me back against a different wall to a pair of high-backed upholstered chairs with a small table for cocktails. "Do you mind if I sit in your lap?" she asked.
"Please! Without question," I replied. After the busted straight of my first dancer, I now felt I had a high two pair, with plenty of draws to a Full House. She turned the first chair sideways to the wall, so its back faced the light spilling from the hallway.
"We won't need this one," she said, pushing the other chair out of the way. And by out of the way, I mean she maneuvered it to face away and block any view of us from the rest of the room. I sank into the chair and she sank into my lap like a feather. Her firm, warm ass rested on my right thigh, just brushing against my already stirring cock, and she draped her left leg over mine. I eased one hand onto her posterior and she accepted my caress without objection. She took my other hand and firmly rested it on her thigh, with my fingers draped well down the smooth inner side. She snuggled against me and said, "Tina will be over in just a second. Please take care of her, she's always around when I want her, but she also knows when to... leave us alone."
Tina was indeed over in a second to take our order. It was too bad she was a server and not a dancer. Her black shorts were more like hot pants, with a low waist and legs less than an inch long. She was a little soft around the middle, but her white, club-logoed t-shirt fit very tightly, and the crew neck had been cut away to display some generous cleavage. I ordered Monique's scotch and ginger ale, along with another Manhattan for myself, and Tina wafted away, swaying her ass.
Monique and I made casual conversation for a while; long enough for the drinks to come back, along with a mountain of cocktail napkins. As Tina set down the drinks, she and Monique exchanged a glance and the waitress told me, "I'll leave you two alone. If you need another round, come find me!" I made sure to tip her well before she left, then went back to finding out more about my current friend.
Monique was a pro. She had once hoped to go to college on a swimming scholarship, but had been unable to get one, except to a community college. She went there, hoping to produce good enough results get a place on a team at a four year school. Meanwhile, she had begin dancing to make ends meet. But she found the money so good that she gave up swimming and paused her education after she got her Associate's Degree, instead concentrating on making money full time. That was five years ago and she now owned a condominium and drove a Tesla. I reflected that if she successfully retired and went back to college, I'd want to hire her for something. She seemed to have her head screwed on remarkably tight, especially for a stripper.
During the whole conversation, she subtly tormented me. Her arm that draped around me teased at my shoulder and jawline idly, and she made sure I had plenty of good looks down that delicious cleavage, without giving me the view continuously. Her ass slipped closer to press harder against my now quite eager erection, without giving any indication that she felt it. And as she talked, she slid my hand on her thigh up and down along it as if she didn't realize she was doing it.
After I had a sip or two, I realized that she had waited me out and was going to make me be the one to bring up getting her naked. I asked about dances and how everything worked at this club. Her reply was subtly but significantly different from Shasta's ham-fisted pitch.
"Well, dances are twenty dollars a song, and during them, you can touch me anywhere you like, except you can't 'pet the kitty', if you get my drift," she said with an inviting smile. "Each girl sets her own limits, of course, mostly within the club's rules. The law says we have to keep our bottoms on when doing private dances, but in the privacy of the VIP, lots of girls go fully nude." I asked further about the champagne room, for a variety of reasons.
"The champagne room is really a collection of little closets with heavy curtains over the entrance. Each just has a little sofa and a chair like this." She quoted the hourly rate for the room alone, before you negotiated with the dancer, and I knew that being a new homeowner meant I still was not a VIP. "Some girls will only dance for guys in VIP, most are eager to whenever they can and will sell you on it to the point of being annoying. Just tell them a hard no, and most will keep the upsell down to a dull roar."



"As for me, I never go back to the rooms," she said, rotating to sit on my other thigh, facing my now as she rubbed her leg against my crotch. I raised an eyebrow at her assertion, and she said, "I've run the numbers and it doesn't make sense, at least not for me. Why have you give so many hundreds out of your budget to the club, when you could spend them on me?" She wrapped her arms around the back of my neck and leaned forward to talk directly into my ear. "In the right place out here, like the one we are cuddling in right now, we can get away with pretty much anything that I am prepared to do with a guy here at work anyway. More money for me, less expense for you. We both win." I murmured I'd be interested in just what she was prepared to do, and she laughed. "A new song is about to start, let's do a dance to feel each other up, I mean out, and we can discuss any negotiations you are interested in."
All I could say was, please.
Monique flowed out of my lap and slipped the spaghetti straps of her nightgown off her shoulders. She released them and the garment shimmered to the floor. She really was spectacular. Her bare shoulders were square and broad, which combined with her wide, smooth hips made her high, strong waist feel quite narrow. Her rich, delicious-looking breasts were large but not remotely cartoonish, and lifted quite firmly. I looked forward to confirming my suspicion that they were all natural. Her belly was smooth and just little rounded, with a deep, enticing belly button that was just the tiniest bit off-center. She raised her hands above her head and turned slowly so I could get a look at all of her. It was a supremely self-confident move. Her legs her well-fleshed but smooth and sculpted, and her large, beautiful, firm ass was framed by the yellow fabric of her thong.
Still facing away, she put her hands on my knees and slid back into my lap. She leaned back against me, grinding her ass against my now rock-hard cock. She grasped my hands and placed them slowly but firmly upon her delicious tits. I massaged them gently, lifting and pressing them together as she gyrated on my lap. I clasped the nipples between my thumbs and fingers and teased them oh so gently. And indeed, her breasts were completely natural. I groaned happily.
She kept up the gentle grind for a bit, then swept up and turned around. She straddled me, with her knees on the chair, and resumed pressing her crotch against mine. Monique wrapped her arms around my head, and surged upward to press my face in-between those luscious breasts. I wiggled my face back and forth against the warm, soft curves, and lightly kissed the walls of my face's prison.
She slid down my chest, dragging her breasts down my chest, then belly, until she kneeled between my legs. She rested her tits against my lap, with my bulge nestling between them. She looked up at me with a smile as I slid my hands to cup and caress the outer curves of her breasts, pressing them in against my cock. I matched her gaze and her smile, indicating my extreme approval of this maneuver.
Suddenly the DJ began yakking, and the song changed. I was ready to continue, but Monique rose and perched again on my lap, not bothering to cover herself. "I like you. You are so gentle," she told me. I looked at her quizzically, and she went on. "Lots of guys aren't. You are the kind of customer I like, because, well, that, and um, this," she added, stroking the bulge in my pants, exploring its length.
"So," she said, snuggling down against me, leaving her hand to massage my bulge gently, "since I'm saving you so much money on champagne room fees, how are you going to spend it on me?" We both laughed together.
When a new song began, she had no need to waste time with the disrobing part this time. She simply pressed forward to bury my face between her tits once more, only this time she started dragging them back and forth across my face. The first pass or two, her surprisingly erect nipples bumped quickly over my lips, but then she slowed, and I was able to plant a gentle kiss or two. On the third pass, she stopped, allowing me to take a nipple entirely between my lips. She ran her hands though my hair as I suckled greedily, but gently, since that appeared to be her preference.
Breathing deeply, almost a gasp, she bent her head to say to me, "I'm really letting you get this far in a lot fewer dances than most guys." Releasing her nipple from my mouth, I promised her that I'd make up her shortfall. Re-assured, she returned her breast to my mouth for more feeding. My hands grasped her firm ass and massaged happily. My grasp there was a bit firmer, simply because I could not help myself. A full song passed in various mutations of this activity. When the next began, Monique began to slide down my chest to kneel before me.
She looked up at me, fingers gently massaging my lap, and said, "you know, my personal rules may say my own bottoms don't come off, but they don't forbid your's..." Her idle massage suddenly became an intent exploration of my trouser fly, and in moments she discovered that I only occasionally wear underwear.
She looked up at me with a slightly surprised but very saucy expression. "I'm going to need room to maneuver," she murmured, as if to herself. She checked around to make sure our visual screening was definitely in place, and tugged downward on my pants. I lifted my ass to help and she pulled them down to my ankles. I had ditched my jacket back when we sat, and she shoved my shirt up to expose my belly. My cock was left fully bare, sticking up plaintively. She caressed it gently for a moment, and even leaned forward to rub it softly along the side of her face.
Then she lifted it to point straight upward and pressed it between her tits. She then shifted her hands to the outside of her breasts, leaving my cock held securely between them. "I seem to remember you really liked this kind of maneuver in our first dance," she asked slyly. "How do you like it now?"
"All I could ask for," I replied with a sigh. I stared down at those luscious mams encasing my dick as she began to rock up and down. It was an agonizingly hot sight. Her warm, smooth, firm flesh flowed along the shaft ever so sweetly.
I found myself reacting far too fast, and sought to cool my response. I wanted this to last. Leaning back in the chair, I reached for my cocktail. My hand shook lightly as I first rose it to my lips, but I steadied myself and took a sip.
"Well," observed Monique, as she continued her gentle ministrations, "aren't you all casual?"
"I'm just living the dream here," I replied archly, but in all seriousness. I continued to recline in regal manner and took another sip before putting my drink down.
"I think I'm thirsty too," mused Monique. "Here," she said, taking my hands and placing them on her breasts to keep my cock trapped so she could reach for her scotch and soda. She took several small sips and one big gulp, all the while looking up into my eyes and sliding her body up and down along my penis.
I took the opportunity to massage those tits, marveling at their perfection in my grasp, but restraining my self from grabbing too hard. As if she sensed my restraint, she softly said, "I do like gentle, but you can hold them a little tighter, please!" Please?
We both enjoyed the slow build for a bit, but she soon replaced my hands with hers and began to work faster. She had clearly decided it was time to finish me, and my attempts at attempting to extend the experience were beginning to fail anyway.
Monique was now looking down at where the action was, the purple head of my penis disappearing between her breasts, then bursting back out above them with increasing frequency as she moved faster and faster. The stimulation was amazing and I gave in to the impending orgasm. I shuddered through my whole body and my hips involuntarily bucked upwards. "I'm..." was all I could get out in warning before I unloaded. At the first spurt, Moniques head jerked up and she almost lost her grip on her tits. Several more spurts came after, the first roping across her throat, before she had my cock's head fully encased between her tits, and the remaining load smeared out into the fleshy enclosure.
I gasped, first in ecstasy, then in embarrassment. My first spurt had been prodigious, and had hit Monique full in the face, covering her cheek and nose in dripping jizz. She sat back on her heels, releasing my spent cock and she was a glorious mess. Cum dripped down off her jawline, droplets were all over her throat, and the inner curves of her fabulous rack was smeared in a generous sheen. I was torn between the desire to memorize this vision, and to apologize. I went with the latter.
Monique looked down at herself with a worryingly irritated expression, but then she shook her head ruefully and smiled back at me. "Well," she said pulling a few napkins off the huge pile Tina had 'presciently' left for us and dabbed at her face, "I worked very hard to get that result. I just wasn't ready for quite how much result I got! I hope you were satisfied?"
I barked a laugh and sagged comically in the chair, before grabbing a few napkins of my own and drying my swiftly softening shaft. Watching Monique hunt around her chest and neck for bits of spooge to wipe away was a show in itself, and once I finished cleaning myself I relaxed with my drink to enjoy the view. As she was finishing, removing a thin line under her jaw that had previously escaped her notice, some one bumped the screening chair. Monique swiftly helped my get my pants back in place, then relaxed as I much more slowly tucked my shirt back in. Sure now that she was dry, she pulled her soft nightgown back over her head and let is slide enchantingly back into place.
I pulled out the wad of cash that was supposed to have been my recreation money for the entire week, and peeled most of it off for her. I paid for the songs that played while we were having fun. I paid for those songs again for the extracurricular activity. Then paid for them a third time because, Holy Shit. Finally, I added a pretty good tip for good measure. From her reaction, I had nailed the payment in my intended window of 'generous, but not a patsy'. She and I finished our drinks and I looked at the unholy mess of napkins in and around the empty glasses. I laid down another twenty for Tina, a gesture of which Monique clearly approved.
"I'm on until midnight," she said, standing, "but I think I am going to the locker room to shower before I get back to work! Are you going to hang around?"
"No!" I laughed. "I'm spent, physically and fiscally for tonight. Keep an eye out for me in the future, please!"
"Actually, walk with me for a minute or two, will you?" I added as I rose, my background idea now crystalized. "I need some insider knowledge."
"What do you mean?" asked Monique, walking now arm in arm with me as we headed for the hallway.
"I have a client, a prospect actually, who is a very tough nut for me and my company to crack. My read on him is that the right experience here might be the catalyst I need to break open the customer relationship."
"I think I see where you are going. It shouldn't be hard. We specialize in the right experience here!"
"Don't I know it!" I chuckled. "But I probably will only have one shot at this, so it can't just be 'right', it has to be 'just right'. I need a dancer," I went on, "who enjoys going to the champagne room, and who is willing to go the extra mile, ALL the extra miles, for the customer."
"Okay. As I said, there are plenty of girls here who fit the bill. But you are smart to make sure you are getting one of them."
"I also need her to be in the upper echelons here, looks-wise. After drinks and stage tipping here for a couple of hours, I want him to believe that he is getting one of the picks of the litter."
"That does narrow it down," mused Monique, starting to look around at the various girls working in the club that night with an evaluative air.
"Finally, she has to be on top of her game for this guy," I said, pulling out my phone and showing Monique the picture of Gus that had accompanied his contact info when he shared that with me earlier.
"Well, he is not quite you in the looks department," Monique chuckled.
"Yeah, I doubt he has women banging down his doors. He's also kind of a douche, and I doubt that he is much of a gentleman. The good news is, he doesn't smell."
"Thank heaven for small favors," laughed Monique. "All that does narrow down the options if you need a sure thing..." We walked companionably around, taking in the sights, but I began to be worried that she was taking so long to come up with any options.
"There!" she exclaimed. "I was hoping she was working tonight. There are others you can work with if you don't like her, but Fyre is probably your Ms. Just Right." She pointed over to a dancer who was just detaching herself from a customer in the main room and walking away toward the locker room. I started to follow, but Monique held me back. "She's about to go on stage. We'll let her dance for you a bit up there so you can see her, all of her. Then we can talk."
We moved to the stage side as Fyre was announced and out came a compact firecracker of a dancer. She was cute, slender, but sporting a big set of fake stripper tits that were just small enough to look like breasts, not cartoons. She wore black boy shorts that exposed the bottom third of her big but shapely ass and a mostly transparent band top that covered neither the top nor bottom curves of her tits. It said "Yes, Daddy" across the front.
Within a minute, Fyre was wearing nothing at all as she gryated around the stage, already collecting tips. I nodded to Monique that she was indeed in the upper echelon of women at the club. Fyre was not in Monique's class, but then most clubs could only wish there was even one dancer in Monique's league working there at all.
I still had a bunch of the two dollar bills I use for stage tipping at clubs, since they make you more memorable, and began feeding them to Fyre, who went from having me slide them into her garter to letting me place them between her tits. Monique nudged me and asked for a handful. When Fyre came around to us again she spied Monique with the whole handful stuffed into her cleavage and leaning over the brass rail.
Conversations dies around us as Fyre began to lean down to Moniques chest and pull out the bills one at a time... with her teeth. A few whoops began to be heard around us, increasing as Fyre went. The last bill has fallen deep down on Monique and Fyre took plenty of time with her face buried in Monique's breasts before coming up with the bill clenched inner teeth. Cheers erupted all around and the stage was showered with crumpled bills of more than one denomination.
Fyre leaned down to Monique. "Thanks, I'll have your share of that rain for you later."
She started to move off to collect the windfall, but Monique held her back. "Thanks, but when you are done, you need to come over and talk to my friend here," she said firmly, indicating me.
"I'm with a guy right now," said Fyre, indicating the table she had risen from to hit the stage, "but I'll try to find you in a bit."
"No," replied Monique firmly. "Come see us first. It's for a future night, and it will be worth your while."
Fyre looked at Monique, then me, then nodded.
We sat down at a table nearby, and when Fyre got off stage, she made a brief excuse to the client she was working that evening, and came to sit with us.
I began to try to explain politely to Fyre what I needed and she listened attentively. Then she turned to Monique with a smile and said, "So what he means is he wants to bring in an ugly asshole of a client and have me take him the champagne room and fuck him into submission?"
"Yup."
She looked at me and named a price. I winced, then we shook hands. "Don't let him order the garlic chicken," Monique and Fyre said at the same time.
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Monday mid-afternoon, my phone buzzed as I sat at my desk. It was a text from a woman name Fyre, with her schedule for the week. I smiled, opened my calendar and dialed the office phone.
"Gus? Hey, it's me," I said genially to the pain in the ass that I was supposed to transform into a customer. "Listen, Gus, I want to dig deeper into what I can do to make it worth it for you to do business with CKE. My schedule this week is full up during the day though, so can I take you out after work Tuesday or Thursday? We can have dinner and some drinks and you can tell me all your problems... What? Ha! Everybody has problems, Gus. If they didn't, they wouldn't need guys like me!"
"Tuesday? Excellent. I'm thinking this new place I just found. Drinks are big and the menu looks, um, enticing. I'll pick you up at 5:30?"
I entered the appointment in my calendar and stepped out of my office to head to my next appointment. I stopped at the front lobby to chat with my fellow sales guy, Steve, about the tennis US Open, which was currently going on. There had been a particularly good women's round of 16 match the night before.
"That Traci is so much fun to watch," enthused Steve.
"Yeah," I agreed. "I knew her back in college," I added, dangling the bait.
"No way! Really?" exclaimed Steve loudly. He leaned in and asked in a lower voice, "Was she as hot back then as she is now?"
I savored that thought for a moment. "Oh yeah. Or almost."
"A few years of success and professional trainers helped huh?" asked Steve. He really was a fan boy. "What was she like?"
"Aww, I don't want to make it seem like we spent a lot of time together," I replied. Then I looked him right in the eyes and added, "But she did give incredible head."
His eyes widened in shock, then he grinned and shoved my a little. "Bullshit artist!"
"What's he bullshitting about now?" asked a voice from behind us. We turned quickly, since that voice belonged to the boss, Cathy. She had just returned to the office and was carrying a bag from Victoria's Secret of all places. Cathy set some unusual rules for behavior at her company. The attitude was very relaxed, sometimes even a little bawdy. It worked because the iron rule was, no relationships or activities between any co-workers, and you could make any dirty comment you wanted, just never about another coworker, whether they were present or not.
According to the rules, I had done nothing wrong, but the general male instinct when getting caught bragging by a beautiful woman is to redirect the conversation. "Have a good lunch?" I asked instead of answering.
"I did. And did some shopping. Want to see?" she said happily. That took me a bit by surprise. Steve, who had been there longer was a little less caught off guard.
"Sure! Special occasion?" he jumped in.
"Third date," Cathy said significantly, reaching in to the bag. She pulled out a frilly pink nothing of a teddy that was both practically transparent and cupless. Then she actually went and held the damn thing up against her body and wiggled a little bit before putting it back in the bag.
"Think he'll like it, guys?" she asked over her shoulder as she left, not waiting for an answer. Steve and I just stood there, looking at each other, but not seeing anything, as we were both picturing that teddy on Cathy.
The next day, I arrived at Gus's company at 5:20, since if you are not early, you are late. The cocksucker of course left me waiting in the lobby until after six, with no apology. In the car, we talked about my impending move into my first house, and he actually had some decent advice for me about home ownership.
He looked at me sharply, but in no way objected when we pulled into the parking lot of the strip club. We got out and entered. I paid the exorbitant cover, and I procured us a large table with seats for any 'guests' that might join us. As luck would have it, the waitress I knew and liked from my prior visit passed by as we sat. "Tina?" I called. She turned and approached with happy recognition in her eye. We ordered drinks for starters and relaxed to watch the stage for a bit.
The dancers who shuttled on and off the stage and in and out of their clothes made for a simultaneously relaxing and stimulating show. At one point, Gus bestirred himself to approach a dancer on stage and slip her a few dollars, copping a feel off her thigh in the process. When he returned, I hauled a large stack of ones from my jacket pocket and placed it on the table between us. "Sorry Gus! I should have told you that I brought plenty of tip money for both of us."
Dinner came and went. Gus of course fixated on the garlic chicken, and I had a time convincing him to order something else. I had been specifically instructed, after all. We discussed his company, past experience, needs, and wants. It was a perfectly normal business dinner, just surrounded by naked chicks of varying degrees of hotness. And it was very frustrating. There simply was no overwhelmingly strong business case to offer to place us ahead of or behind the competition, and while Gus certainly was better disposed toward me than before, he didn't like me enough to bestir his lazy ass to do all the paperwork necessary to give us a try, much less to shift his business to us for real.
Several times during the meal, I had seen Fyre, the dancer I had been previously introduced to, orbit by behind Gus, giving me an inquiring eye. I shook her off each time until the meal was done, and I had ordered us another round of drinks. The next time she came by, I gave her a wink. Instead of approaching, she disappeared. I frowned in confusion, but then brightened.
Fyre reappeared with a friend in tow who was cute enough, but not in quite the league of the compact, stacked hottie herself. They approached our table and Fyre moved to Gus's side, caressing his shoulder, while her side girl moved toward me. "Hello gentlemen! I'm Fyre, and this is my friend Georgia. Can we join you?" Without waiting for permission, each grabbed an empty chair and pulled them up right next to each of us.
Fyre kept her eyes locked onto Gus, leaving me left to talk to Georgia on my own. Clearly tipped off, Tina chose that moment to arrive and ask me if I'd like to buy the ladies drinks. I quickly agreed, and they ordered something exorbitant with probably no actual booze in it.
Sipping her drink, Georgia leaned in to whisper in my ear. "I think she's got him, don't you?" she said, her hand resting itself on my thigh, a scant inch or two from my cock. I murmured agreement and appreciation as we watched Fyre get Gus increasingly worked up.
A few minutes later, Tina reappeared to ask if Gus and I wanted refills, and I replied, "You know what, how about I buy you some dessert, Gus?"
"What? No, I don't need anything sweet. How about another...?"
"Oh, I think you do need something sweet," I interrupted. "Um, Fyre, is it? Yes, thanks. Fyre, how would you like to take my man Gus here back to the Champagne Room and take care of him like the VIP he is?" Gus looked at me in happy surprise and I shrugged. "I take care of my customers, Gus. Present and future."
Tina and I (and my corporate card) took care of the paperwork to pay for the room, and the fee I had agreed to with Fyre back when we first met, and Gus allowed himself to be bemusedly dragged off down the wide hallway toward the champagne rooms.
I leaned back in the chair and relaxed. Mission very nearly accomplished. Time would tell.
"I don't think you need to worry about success," said Georgia. "Fyre is a closer. She'll close your deal. In the meantime," she went on, sliding her hand up from my thigh to caress the increasing bulge in my pants, "How about you and I head back to somewhere in the other room and see what I can do about this?"
Two days later, I processed my expense report, making sure I had the morning free to deal with the reaction. Sure enough, within an hour I got a call from a very irritated Audrey in Accounting. "What the hell is this expense report?" she demanded without preamble when I answered the phone. I sighed, gathered the stuff I needed and reported to her office as she demanded. When I arrived in her office, I not only found Audrey, but Cathy as well!
This was going to be a little higher stakes than I had anticipated, but I smiled easily regardless. "Hello Audrey! How are you?" I asked breezily. "Did I screw up the arithmetic on my expense report?" Audrey was one of those essentially plain women whose appearance is either moderately attractive, or painfully dowdy, depending on how they dress. She almost universally went with the latter, alas. At least her face could be quite nice when she smiled. She was not smiling now.
Cathy leaned against the wall, saying nothing. She wore one of her beautifully tailored suits with the skirt just above the knees, and she had her elegant, gorgeous calves crossed as she watched Audrey and me, face betraying nothing. Nothing except that I'd been called into an office by an angry executive, only to find the owner there too.
"Four. Figures." Audrey said coldly. "At a strip club?!?" she added, temperature rising rapidly. "What. The. Actual. Fuck? How did you decide it was appropriate to drag some guy to a cat house and get him laid?"
I replied calmly, with a look of brazen innocence. "Now Audrey, I took a prospect out to a legitimate, licensed, local cabaret for dinner, drinks, and a show, as an exercise in personal relationship building." I smiled at her quietly.
Out of the corner of my eye, I caught a brief quirk in corner of Cathy's mouth. I didn't know if she was amused at that bullshit, or at the way Audrey gawped like a beached fish. Audrey closed her mouth firmly, then shot a quick, wordless, "Can you believe this fuckwit?" look at Cathy, who returned her gaze blandly.
"After all," I went on, "I've turned in expense reports for much more back in San Francisco while working with my big client there. And those were just for dinner at Chez Therese or The Apothecary."
"I remember," hissed Audrey. "But you had revenue to justify it. A lot of revenue. Revenue to offset your profligacy. Even if the nature of this expense wasn't obscene, what the hell am I supposed to offset it against?"
"Oh, I can help you with that!" I exclaimed brightly, and pulled the papers from under my arm. "I just got these in by courier." I laid the first two pages down. "Here are immediate purchase orders of eighteen thousand dollars for number seven sheeting, and twenty four thousand for six different bearings in various quantities from our new customer, Gus. And this last sheet is our contract for the next year with him, with monthly minimum purchases in four product lines. I admit I did have to get more aggressive than I wanted on the pricing, but the discount is still two percent less than the maximum I was authorized to offer, so my commission checks should still be pretty decent." I laid the contract down gently on top of the POs.
Audrey picked up the contract and read it wordlessly. "Jesus," she said at last, giving me another hard, but this time just exasperated instead of hateful, look. "How hot are the women at this club?"
I looked her straight in the eye and replied, "Very."
I turned to Cathy and said, "I wanted to tell you last evening that I had the deal, but he is slippery, and I decided to wait until I had the paperwork signed before I did. You should have copies of it all in your email, and the POs are already headed to Distribution."
I waited for either congratulations or The Axe. I didn't wait long. Cathy laughed and shook her head as she uncoiled from her post against the wall. As she walked by me toward the door, she wordlessly gave me a high five and was gone. I watched her go. It was very hard to not watch Cathy whenever she was walking away. It was always a very nice sight.
I turned back to Audrey who was reading the contract once more. She looked up at me with a slightly shell-shocked smile. "For Christ's sake, no more strip club expenses, please?"
"I'd expect about three a year, at odd intervals, tagged to Gus." I said matter of factly.
Her hand shook and crinkled the copy of the contract slightly. "Fine. Please, please, please send me an email half an hour before you submit another expense report like this. I'll need time to go to the lounge and brew a double espresso before I read the next one."
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The closing on my new house went swiftly and easily. And I found myself standing alone in my kitchen on my first day off from work as a for-real homeowner. There was a lot to be done. I did not have the stereotypical move-in nightmare of a hundred mis-labeled boxes. My problem was that all my worldly possessions barely filled three suitcases and a trunk.
I had managed to buy a luxurious king-sized bed with a firm, high-tech mattress. No sexy tale about that purchase, alas. I bought it from a marginally competent salesman named Larry who did at least manage to get it delivered on the right day. I had been very smug about managing to not have to sleep on the floor my first night in the house... until I realized I didn't have any sheets and had to go out to Walmart at eleven at night to buy some.
While I was there I bought a set of plates, tumblers, and silverware which looked pathetic all by themselves in my numerous empty cabinets and drawers. Also, apparently a homeowner needs a special tray to organize his silverware, or the drawer will look and sound like an accident in a scrap yard every time he opens and close it. Who knew? Add one knife, fork, and spoon tray to the shopping list....
The fridge was at least not the hapless bachelor image, filled with nothing but beer, cheese-whiz, ketchup, and a single bottle of wine. Not at all. Mine also had three frozen pizzas, some vermouth, and a bag each of carrots and apples.
I had a total of three pieces of artwork for the walls: Two framed photos; one of the Golden Gate Bridge, and the other of the New York skyline, and a portrait of me in acrylic paint. It was a really good painting. In it, I am sitting in a chair by a tall, old-fashioned window, shirtless and wearing jeans with the button undone and zipper slightly open. It was painted when I was eighteen by my high school art teacher. She was the first adult woman I ever had sex with, and good lord was she bangin' hot. I'll never part with that picture because, in addition to the fact that she made me look like a greek god, I have only to look at it to bring back a host of delicious memories.
I had virtually no other furniture to furnish the house with. The great room felt like a barn to me, with not a thing to sit on, nor store or display things in. Not that I had much to store or display. The gorgeous hardwood floors had no rugs on them and this made the whole room echo. The previous owners had left some pretty nice outdoor furniture by the pool, and for the moment that was my dining area.
There was a lot to do, and I had yet to wrap my mind around a plan.
Fuck it, I'd go for a swim.
I had just put on my board shorts when the door bell rang. Wondering who it was, I threw on a camp shirt, leaving it un-buttoned as I went to the entrance. To my surprise, a woman in her late thirties, dressed in casual slacks and a green t-shirt was just ringing the bell for a second time as I answered the door.
"Oh!" she exclaimed, startled. "Hello, uh, I'm Samantha. I live the next street over, and... Are you our new neighbor?"
I agreed, introduced myself, and pulled the door wide to invite her in. "It's pretty barren right now. I was living in corporate housing before and I barely have a bed to sleep on."
"It's a lovely house though," she replied as she entered, looking around. "Not many homes in this development have this open a floor plan," she added, turning around to take in all the... emptiness. The turning around and looking gave me a chance to give her a good look in turn and I liked what I saw.
Samantha was easily in her late thirties, with short brown hair cut in an easy to maintain style. Her figure was girl-next-door (or middle-aged woman-next-door) nice. Slender and natural, with no eye-poppingly outstanding features, but not a damn thing wrong anywhere either. There were the shadows of coming wrinkles here and there and I was sad to see that there looked like more impending frown lines than smile crinkles. She was in the kind of very good shape that comes from an early commitment to fighting age. This was a woman who ate right, exercised, and spent more time and money on skin care than cosmetics.
She turned to me and I said ruefully, "Yeah, I've got a lot of time and expense ahead of me to furnish this place."
She smiled a very nice smile. "Oh, I don't know. There is a lot to be said for starting out from scratch." She looked around, "Is your wife at home?" When I declared myself as yet unmarried, she looked at me in surprise. "Really? It's unusual to see a single man of any age, let alone a young one, buy a house. I don't think there is another single man living in this whole area."
"Nope. I am a black swan, I guess. Why did you ask," I inquired innocently enough.
She squirmed momentarily, as if I had accused her of pursuing some shenanigans, which I was pretty sure she wasn't, though a man always hopes. "Oh! Uh, I was just asking because I used to do some interior design. Still have my license, actually. I thought we might compare notes."
"Well, any note comparing will have to be with this troglodyte male," I said, stepping further into the house. "Want to take the nickel tour? I was literally feeling grumpy about not knowing where to begin with all this when you rang the doorbell. I'll take any inspiration I can get."
"You look like you were about to go swimming, not grumping."
I looked down at my bare feet and wiggled my toes. "I didn't buy a house with a pool to do my grumping while sitting on the furnitureless floor," I laughed.
As I showed her around, I checked her out further. First things first, yep, there were engagement and wedding rings on the left hand. That didn't always mean much, but it did mean that if this little tour around my house with an attractive woman led to anything more than a discussion of rugs and furniture, it wouldn't be me that started it. It did not mean I wasn't going to enjoy checking her out. The fabric of her dressy green tee was just thin enough and tight enough for me to make out the basic outlines of her bra. It's design was apparently bland and utilitarian, which was bad for my fantasies, but the contents were slightly above average in size and nicely contoured, which was good.
We walked slowly through the house. I was in no hurry, and it seemed that neither was she. She really did have some good suggestions here and there, though I thought to myself that there was no way I was going to bother to paint perfectly good white walls, and especially not paint them a color like taupe. She also was a wealth of knowledge about the neighborhood, and I learned a lot of good stuff, like the grocery store with the best liquor and wine selection, which pizza places delivered, and the longer route to the highway into the city which nevertheless always had little to no traffic during rush hour.
She also talked quite a bit about her twelve year-old son Justin. My main takeaway from that discussion was that while I had already been aware that soccer was mind-numbingly boring, it was also apparently massively time-consuming. She never actually complained directly about all the time she had to spend being Soccer Uber, instead just mentioning it while bragging about her boy's athletic ability and drive. She was going through the third iteration of this when we finished in the great room and wandered into the next room.
"At least I have some furniture in this room," I said breezily, avoiding the subject of my bringing a married woman into my bedroom.
"Yes," she replied. "It is amazing how much that makes things sound less hollow. And you have some artwork on the walls as well. Is that you?" she exclaimed, her eyes alighting on the portrait of me. I admitted it lightly. She stepped closer to it almost involuntarily and gave it a much longer look than strictly necessary. "Very nice..." she mused, "er, uh, a very nice painting."
There was definitely some potential here, I mused. It would be a long-term project, but it had just bubbled a lot closer to the surface. I took a calculated risk. "What about your husband?" I asked. "Doesn't he take care of these chores too?"
"Oh," she said softly, with a dismissive wave of her hand, "he travels so much for business. And even when he is home, he is always so busy."
"I see. But still," I mused supportively.
"No," she replied with a catch in her throat, like she was talking to herself for a moment. "No, he's very busy, and he's Just. Not. There. Ever." She whirled and looked at me with dim pain and bright frustration in her eyes. I reached out to put my hand reassuringly on her shoulder and started to mouth some sympathetic platitudes.
But at my touch, she collapsed against me, sobbing! "He's almost never there for Justin," she gasped, "and he absolutely never there for me!" I gave her a slight hug, feeling the repressed sobs shivering in her body. She buried her face in my shoulder and went on. "And there are other women, too. Lots of them."
"What?" I asked loudly. It should have been obvious that she was at least neglected, but I was still honestly surprised. Samantha was a genuinely attractive woman.
"Oh, yes," she said, getting a little less weepy and more angry. "He has a mistress right here in town. But he cheats on me AND her all the time when he goes out of town. God know how many bimbos he's had."
"You've seen the signs?" I asked.
"I've seen the evidence," she hissed. "Lot's of evidence." Suddenly, she seemed to notice that we were sort of holding each other. She started to slip back, but then she wailed and pressed herself against me, her anger and grief swirling together. "He barely even puts any effort into hiding it. It's like the bastard thinks I won't notice. And with all his fucking around, we haven't had sex in three damn years!"
She looked into my eyes, and suddenly she kissed me. Hard. I responded for a moment, then hesitated, partly because she really caught me off guard, partly because strategically, it was the right thing to do, and mostly because it was The Right Thing to Do. She sensed my hesitation and broke off and pulled free of my embrace and turned away. "I'm sorry!" she said brokenly. "I didn't mean to presume to unload my problems on you, you're..."
I stepped after and turned her around firmly, looking into her eyes. "Listen, Samantha," I said earnestly, "you are a beautiful woman. I WANT to kiss you. I'll be totally honest, you have me pretty worked up, and I want to do a whole lot mere with, for, and to you than just kiss." She didn't look away from me. She didn't look taken aback. She leaned toward me. I was getting seriously hard.
"But," I said firmly, holding a finger, "I don't do pity sex. It is almost never any good, and it's frankly demeaning to the woman being pitied. If you want consolation, I'll hug you and sympathize all you want." Her face fell a little. "And," I went on, "I don't want to be your revenge, either. It's dangerous, and it's pretty lame as revenge goes. You can and should do better. If you are looking for revenge, let's go buy me a dining table and we can sit down at it and plot." Her lips curled a little bit at that in what might be a smile, but I was mostly glad that neither thing I said had seemed to satisfy her.
I reached out and caressed her soft jawline. "All that said, I may have just met you, but I really want to fuck you. I want it badly." I said matter of factly, looking straight at her. Her eyes widened, but before she could respond, I went on. "I want to fuck you comprehensively, and I want to do it right now. Look, we are two attractive people. I'm a young man, with a young man's sexual energy. At this point in your life, you are at the peak of your sexual powers. Not only that, but all that desire and power in you has been going unfulfilled for years?!? I want that. If you want to fuck me, just for your own pleasure, not for any other reason, then here I am... horny as hell."
Samantha looked at me for moment, then smiled a genuine, and hungry, smile. She reached out and hooked a finger in the waistband of my board shorts and pulled me toward her. She reached up and pulled my head down so she could kiss me deeply, with a surprisingly immediate and assertive amount of tongue. She tugged at the drawstring of the swim trunks, loosening them and slid her hand down inside to stroke my rigid cock gently. Her finger tips slid up and down my shaft, then twirling around it, only occasionally caressing my ultra-sensitive head.
My hands rose to clasp her breasts, kneading at them hungrily for a moment. But their clothed state frustrated me, and I tugged at her shirt, pulling it up and over her heard, before tossing it aside. That broke our kiss and pulled her hand from my shorts, but she dove back against my lips the moment the shirt was clear. I fumbled behind her back, only to discover that the bra hooked in front. I slid my hands across her tasty mounds and swiftly unhooked the bra. She slid it off her shoulders to the floor and then plunged both hands down inside my shorts. I bent to knead and suckle at her breasts. Yes, time had managed to put its mark on them, but they were of modest size to begin with, and thus relatively resistant to its ravages.
She swiftly grew tired of reaching into my trunks, and pulled them off me and to the ground. I slid my hands to her ass and pulled her against me, trapping my throbbing member against her bare belly. My finger tips told me that unlike her bra, her trousers did open in the back, and I quickly did just that, sliding both her pants and her plain, utilitarian panties off her in one eager motion. I pressed her back against the bed and onto it, seating her on the edge. I kissed her once more, then then pulled back a bit and waggled my eyebrows. I sank to my knees before her and spread her legs. Her breathing became shallow and quick as I leaned down and began to kiss, nibble, and lick my way up her inner thigh. At the top, I circled around her sex to torment her lower belly and more of her thighs.
"Oh come on!" Samantha gasped at last, when she could take no more of my torment. "I believe we were discussing my incredible sexual frustration. Eat me, for god's sake!"
I relented and began to comply. My kiss flicked across her nether lips. She was already sopping wet, and my tongue worked its way into her nest. I tasted her juices, and they were a little odd. Nothing bad, thank god, just different. There was an edge to her flavor, almost electrical in nature. I lashed at her clit and she writhed on the edge of the bed. Her fingers wove themselves through my hair spasmodically, and I actually winced a little once or twice as she outright pulled. But it was never enough to deter me, and as I expected, her long-pent up orgasm came quickly. She slammed back on the bed, ass lifting upward, hips writhing, and her moans turned into a shriek of joy before she collapsed bonelessly, lying on my bed with her legs splayed out and dangling off the edge.
I kissed my way back up her torso, discretely wiping her copious juices off my face on her belly as I went. I slid onto the bed beside her and her hand crept back to my cock as we shared a breathless kiss.
Her tongue explored my mouth as her hand began to stroke me gently but swiftly. I involuntarily thrust my hips toward her in response. She broke our kiss and fought to regain her breath, stroking me all the while. When she could breathe again easily, Samantha looked my in the eye and begged me, "Please come in my mouth."
She rolled to her belly and spun around on the bed to confront my eager cock. I hid my laughter that she thought a guy needed anything beyond permission, much less a request. She fondled me delicately with her fingers as she looked me over from close up. Then she began to lick my shaft and head up and down, up and down, and around. She showered kisses on the head repeatedly, each one wetter and deeper than the last, until my dick stopped leaving her lips and she sucked me in and out of her mouth until she was taking so much of me that she found herself choking a bit.
Samantha shifted on the bed, changing the angle of her mouth and throat to my cock, and I realized that she did so to allow her to take even more of me down her throat. She may not have had sex for three years, and probably precious little for a while before that, but at some point in her life some lucky guy or guys had been on the receiving end of a LOT of practice. Her husband was an idiot. I dropped my head back to the firm surface of my bed and let out a happy groan as I fondled a conveniently located breast.
She lifted her head, pulling my dick completely out of her mouth to once again regain her breath. While she did so, she kept pumping the saliva-soaked shaft in her hand. After what had to be only a breath or two, but what felt like eternity to me and my eager member, she bent once more. Now she dispensed with attempts at deep throat and just concentrated on swift strokes with her hand and rapid licks and sucks that almost immediately brought matters to a head. I groaned a warning, but I think she had already sensed my imminent eruption, as she had clamped her lips around my dick and bobbed swiftly but shallowly. My groan changed to a gasp of joy and I shuddered as my perception shrank to a pinpoint atop my legs and I filled her mouth in a single, mighty, stuttering surge of cum. I felt her suck as she swallowed and she jerked me for a bit longer, milking me for every drop. Swallowing again, she then released me and tormented my post-orgasmic cock with her tongue, getting every last drop.
"Water?" I asked her in a raspy voice as we lay on the bed, panting.
"Please," she replied, thirst of all kinds evident in her voice. I slid off the bed and looked for my shorts, but she reached out and snatched them away. "Nuh-uh!" she admonished me. "I want to watch your cute ass going, and that meaty cock waving at me when you return!" With that, she scooted up to lean upon the headboard of my bed, lying there, languidly waiting, her eyes just below my waist as I left to go to the kitchen.
I took a bit longer than necessary getting the water, as I doubted she intended to give me much time to recover. I possess what I've been told is pretty amazing stamina and repeatability, but even I have limits. I puttered around, emptying ice trays into the bucket (I needed to upgrade to a fridge with in-door ice and water, stat), and filling two glasses.
As I re-entered my bedroom to see her still lounging on the bed, my cock could at least twitch appreciatively at her cat-like reclining form on my bed. She drank her water greedily and we both took a minute or two to rehydrate. When I had replenished at least a decent amount of the fluids I had lost to sweat and other secretions, I set down the glass. She was just doing so as well, when I rolled over atop her. I buried my face at the base of her throat, licking and nibbling. She flung her arms around me, tilting her head back to give me more access to her throat. She wrapped her arms around me and soon they had slid down my back and grasped my butt cheeks, squeezing just short of painfully hard.
We made out like this for a while, until my erection made its triumphant return, pressing now hard against her smooth, naked hip. I arched upward to lower my lips to an erect nipple and suckled at it. Now on my hands and knees, it was simple to shift over to where I knelt between her legs. Lowering myself to brush my cock across her abdomen I looked into her eyes.
"Here comes that exhausting, energizing, pent-up sexual energy-releasing fuck I promised you," I said to her quietly. I twisted so that the head of my member slid up and down along her moist, eager slit. I probed gently, but never letting my cock do more than slightly part her lips. Her hand returned to clenching my buttocks. I could take my own teasing no more. Without warning, and in one smooth, powerful thrust, I was completely inside her. I paused to savor her delighted, slightly over-whelmed gasp, before withdrawing almost all the way and sliding back in to the hilt again.



Her fingers grasped my ass even harder, as if trying to drive me even deeper inside for a moment, before she relaxed and slid her arms up behind my shoulders and gave herself to my attentions. I braced myself well above her with my arms and watched her sweaty, eager body beneath me as I established a rhythm. Her enchanting breasts flowed up and down with each powerful thrust I drove into her. Their motion held my gaze for some time, before I looked up to meet her gaze and we smiled at each other. Her pussy felt in that moment like the perfect enclosure, its moist, inviting interior allowed my cock to slide in and out of her smoothly, but with an electrifying, demanding grasp.
I soon found the ecstasy was once again rising in me and I cast about for some trick to extend my performance. But it was soon apparent to me that Samantha too was about to crescendo. So I redoubled my efforts, pounding into her, tempered with as much gentleness as I could manage to impose upon myself. I suddenly lost my rhythm and my cock emptied itself within her in a juddering series of spurts. I saw her eyes widen beneath me as she felt my load flow into her and I watched her perch on the precipice of her own orgasm. I groaned loudly and desperately kept thrusting. In seconds I was rewarded as she gasped and thrashed her head back and forth. Her hips bucked desperately beneath me and I felt her soft confines become, if possible, even wetter. As she came, I kept thrusting into her, extending and multiplying her release until at last she pushed her palms against my belly and gasped, "Stop! Please! I can't take any more. My head will explode."
I playfully thrust once more, then collapsed atop her. "Boom", I muttered into her ear and she laughed breathlessly.
After an indeterminable period of post-coital bliss, I rolled over, slipping out of her moist warmth and flopping back beside her.
"Well, you were right," Samantha observed languidly. "I was a bit pent up. Talk about your explosive releases!"
"I caught the edges of the blast," I replied exhaustedly. "I think I'm a little singed."
Samantha leaned across her body to poke me in the side, but in doing so, she caught sight of her watch. "Oh crap! Soccer practice will be over soon. I've got to go do that Soccer Uber thing." She slid to the edge of the bed and looked over her shoulder at me. "Too bad for you. I was going to see if I could suck another spray out of your cock."
"Well thank goodness for soccer pickups, then," I replied, lying back and watching her grab her clothes and head toward my bathroom. "I'd have been embarrassed in the extremely unlikely event I couldn't fulfill your order!" Her laugh was musical and relaxed and happy as it came back from the other room.
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My neighbor Samantha had left my house with a promise to return in the future and improve upon our performance. I looked forward to it, but I also sensed that now that I had encouraged her to escape the celibate prison of her husband's neglect, she was going to get competitive with him in the number of lovers department. I could only hope that she'd find space in her schedule for at least an occasional return engagement.
In the following days, I set out to employ all available free time to get my house up to speed. There was so much to do. I followed Samantha's suggestion and bought my area rugs first. Laying them out in the main room of the house gave me a good idea of how much space I needed to fill, and with what furniture.
Buying the nice modern sectional I was looking for seemed a promising chance to add another good story. The sales girl and I hit it off, and when we discovered we had similar taste in movies, I asked her out to see the new superhero movie that had just opened. It was a pretty good date, but we parted with closure. It turned out our interests were at cross purposes. She was interested in a long-term relationship. I was interested in ravishing her nubile body. We both had a good time, and each was flattered by the other's particular interest, but the whole exercise ended up yielding me only a great piece of furniture.
As I went about shopping for more furniture, plus equipment and decor, I also made an effort to get to know the suburban area I now called home. I discovered two great pizza joints, one of which delivered to my address. I found a cool bakery/cafe that could meet my morning and occasional evening needs. I found several decent bars, but none of them had either drinks or women of sufficient quality to encourage me to make them a regular watering hole. Finding such was going to be a long-term project.
Among my finds, the bakery, Nikki's (Au)Naturel Bakery/Cafe, became the most regularly valuable to me. They made good coffee there for mornings when I was running behind, and I soon found myself swinging by more and more often as an excuse to also pick up one of their incredible chocolate eclairs. The only weird thing about the place was that they had such terrible employee turnover. I seldom saw the same kids behind the counter on more than one or two visits. The girls all looked vaguely creeped out, and the guys were always confused.
I also worked in a swift trip back to San Francisco to call on my big client back there. No way I was going to let my company lose their business just because I wasn't close by anymore. I spent as much time schmoozing with our own sales and fulfillment teams back there to make sure they handled the client the way I wanted, as I did with the clients themselves.
Overall, I was really starting to get settled in.
I also got to learn the joy of home ownership that is repairs. I replaced a few light fixtures voluntarily, and replaced the main wax seal on my master bathroom toilet hastily and involuntarily. Then several of the bulbs in my awesome backyard landscape lighting began to fail. I tried to be a guy and ignore it, but then the awesome downlight that was placed high up in the big oak tree in one corner of my yard went out. Without the ethereal looking, internally lit oak tree, my backyard at night seemed less magical and more creepy. Time to see how many salesmen it took to change some light bulbs.
The problem was, I didn't know what kind of bulb was used in the tree. The three other landscape lights that had burnt out had three different types of bulb already, and I could just tell that the tree bulb had to be yet another wattage. So the next time I had some daylight opportunity, I threw on some old clothes and got ready to do something I hadn't done since I was a little kid: Climb a tree.
The oak was obviously far older than the house, given how high and full it was, and its branches spread out over the privacy fence to throw shade onto the backyard of my neighbor who shared the end of the cul de sac with me, as well as the two houses on the back side. I had to get my stepladder to be able to reach a handhold, but I managed to swing up and into the branches. It was surprisingly easy to climb once I was in the tree, though I had to be careful. The individual branches were not a thick as you might think for a tree this big, and every time I put my weight on a new branch, that part of the tree swayed as if blown by a non-existent breeze on that calm, sunny day.
I was curious about what kind of homes were behind me, and I was frankly a little disappointed. Both were unremarkable, with the dreaded vinyl siding covering the back and sides of both to save money over the brick, stone, or stucco that appeared to cover the fronts. My house had cedar siding on the back and a flagstone front elevation, I observed smugly to myself.
I then turned to check out my next-door neighbor's back yard. It was larger than mine, and most of the extra space was taken up by a pool that was larger as well and the surrounding patio. I caught my breath when I was saw that my neighbor was out sunbathing. She lounged on her back, wearing sunglasses and a black bikini, and was so remarkably good looking that I got an almost instant hard-on when I laid eyes on her. Her legs were long and sleekly muscled, with firm, tight, tanned skin. She had curvy hips and a narrow waist with a flat belly. She was hardly skinny, but I could still make out the impression of the edge of her rib cage, and the ridges of her hip bones. Her breasts were amazing, thrusting upward from her chest so prominently and perfectly that I knew right away they had to be the creation of the best of plastic surgeons. Like her legs, her neck was long, and her features were sharp. Her mouth was wide with thin lips painted expertly in a maroon gloss. The bikini bottom was a string affair, with the straps sweeping up high over her hips, supporting a small but marginally modest triangle in front. The top was odd, looking like some sort of tailored napkin wrapped around her and strapped over and around her neck. It could not possibly have provided any support for her breasts, not that they needed any.
Unlike most sunbathers, she wasn't reading a book, or listening to headphones. She had not one, but two laptops open, on tables to either side of her chaise. She also had a smartphone and tablet to hand. She swept her gaze back and forth between the computers. The screen that I could see looked like it had a bunch of graphs on it, many of which were visibly updating in real time. She mostly interacted with the tablet, scrolling, typing, and reading on it. After a bit, she leaned excitedly over to the computer whose screen I could not see and worked on it feverishly for a bit, and then sat back in the chaise, pumping her fists and wiggling her hips in some kind of minor victory dance.
I just clung to the tree, watching her, for some time really. This stunning creature lived right next door to me? It hit me then that she was the jogger I had seen running in this neighborhood the day my real estate agent Lee had first shown me my future house. And now I was watching that vision of a jogger as she hung out, wearing even less if that was possible, than she did while running. I did see a wedding ring on her finger, which quite frankly sucked, but recent events had reminded me that that was not always the end of the story...
I remained quiet, of course. I could see her pretty well through the branches, but I doubted she could pick me out in the dark center of the tree, even if she had been looking. Nevertheless, I moved to climb a bit higher, in service of getting a better view of her. And besides, I still needed to that that burnt out bulb to replace. As I climbed higher, I found myself on her side of the trunk, and the softly swaying branches were now the ones that hung over her yard. Oaks are always shedding leaves, and the movement accelerated this quite a bit. All of a sudden, there was a coating of leaves on the surface of her sparkling pool. She did notice that, and didn't like it.
"Fucking leaves," she exclaimed with an angry scowl. She grabbed her phone swiftly, stabbed an entry, then spoke with a happy facade. "Hello? Denise? It's Linda Tarlington. Yes, hi! How's your sister doing? That's great!" she said chattily. Her voice was kind of high-pitched and chirpy. A little annoying actually. It was about time this glorious piece of ass showed some damned fault.
"Denise, my pool is full of the darned leaves. Yes, again already. I need Danny to come out before the regular cleaning. When can you schedule him? Wait, he is in the office now? Please, please send him over! You know how cranky I get when my pool isn't just right." She waited for a moment, her expression melding from a scowl to some form of anticipation. "Fifteen minutes?!? Oh, that's great. Tell him I'll owe him big time. Huh? Yes, I owe you one too! Bye." She laughed and put down the phone.
I shook my head. A few leaves in her pool and she calls a maintenance company? Add high maintenance to her chirpy voice in the faults list. She quickly started to work on one laptop, then the other, and soon had both closed and carried in the house. She came back out, brushing her long black hair. She stood by her chaise and tugged on and inspected her bikini. This gave me a new set of angles to inspect her as well! And to be honest, it made it hard for me not to tug on myself. Instead, I turned to climb further into the tree to find the burnt out light, moving slowly and quietly to make sure I was not discovered. The light was not easy to get to, nor was it easy to get at the bulb once I reached the fixture. I had accomplished both at last, and was beginning to descend when I heard my neighbor's doorbell ring. She jumped a little then pranced into her house. Curiously, I waited to see the pool guy.
In matter of moments, Linda returned with a very handsome dude who looked even younger than me. He was shorter than her, barely five and a half feet tall, but that was his only damned flaw. He had wavy, sandy-brown hair with naturally bleached highlights, and a bright smile full of large, perfectly white, straight teeth. He wore slightly loose red trunks that were much shorter than most guys choose to wear these days. The shorts revealed deeply tanned and muscular legs. His t-shirt with a logo for Glistening Waters Pool Service was loose enough to look like he wasn't showing off, but tight enough to well advertise a muscular chest and flat stomach that betrayed a lot of time in the gym, working out for strength and athletic prowess, but not bulk. He observed that the pool didn't look too terribly bad, since the leaf fall was pretty fresh. "I'll just get to it then, Linda! Won't be long," he reassured her. He kicked off his shoes and pulled his t-shirt off over his head much slower than was strictly necessary, though from her expression, Linda didn't agree with me about the show. Yep, the guy worked out. And he obviously spent a lot of his working day with no shirt, as his tan was as burnished as Linda's. He grabbed the cleaning tools and headed for the stairs into the pool to begin wading around, cleaning thoroughly.
"I was just going to sunbathe, Danny. Hope you don't mind," she replied and turned toward her chaise. He paused and his gaze followed her. She reached behind her back, loosened her bikini top and pulled it off over her head! Those tits were just as amazing as I had imagined. They bounced with each step she took. And they had perfectly round, rosy aureoles, with nipples that were visibly, even from my vantage point, perked up. She stood beside the chaise and slid her bottoms off as well. Her ass was just a perfect as the rest of her, rounded, buoyant, and utterly smooth. She slid down on the chaise and started rubbing lotion over her entire body.
I was transfixed, both by the view and by the scenario playing out before me. I'm not often jealous of other guys, but I made an exception with Danny. He was ten times closer to that vision, and had no branches waving around in his sight lines. I wished I owned binoculars.
Danny made short work of the pool, even with the job made more difficult by the fact that his eyes kept straying from his task. When done, he walked out of the pool, water sluicing off his muscles. His red swim trunks plastered soggily against him and even as baggy as they were, they could not hid a distinct bulge within that I could see all the way up in the tree. He put the tools in the rack and walked straight over to Linda, who was writing out a check.
"Here you go, Danny," she said, setting the check down on the table beside her... the side away from Danny. She rolled over on her side and propped herself up as he reached her. "You got here so fast, and did such a good job, I think you deserve a special tip today."
"Thank you, Linda!" he replied quietly as she reached out and tugged his trunks off him and to the concrete patio! Damn. Not only was this kid built, his swiftly hardening cock was as big as mine, though with a distinct curve to it. Whether this was going to be a 'special' tip or not seemed unclear to me, for Danny sure seemed to be unsurprised to find his client grabbing his cock with intent. Linda stroked its rigid length with her fingers, then leaned in to slurp it into her mouth. Her head turned and rolled as she suckled noisily on his head. She licked at his shaft, then licked and sucked on his balls as well. Then she straightened up and began to slide his cock all over and in between her perfectly shaped and sized tits, teasing her own nipples with the head. She let her head loll back and her eyes seemed to close behind her dark glasses as she reveled in the feel of rubbing his cock across her chest. His hands found their way to her boobs as well, cupping and massaging them. They each toyed with the other like this for some time. It was one fucking hell of a show.
Danny pressed her tits together around his scimitar-like cock and began to thrust his hips. But she straightened up and began to suck on him once more instead, bobbing her head more eagerly now. Linda didn't blow him for long, however. When he began to groan in pleasure, she popped him free of her mouth and looked up. "As I said, I'm feeling like a special tip today, Danny," she smiled. She reached out and pulled him down onto the chaise atop her. He bent to suck on her erect nipples, first one, then the other. Linda toyed with his ass for a bit, enjoying his attentions, before she pulled him in between her legs.
"Oh, we really ARE going for a special tip today," Danny chuckled happily. He obviously felt her need and slid his fat cock against her, and then into her. Both sighed in satisfaction at his entry.
He tried to go slow, but soon I was watching a frenzied pounding, with him grunting and her quietly urging him on. His mouth locked on hers and his left hand fumbled for a breast, fondling it eagerly as he thrusted. Linda had broken out in a sweat and soon was writing happily beneath Danny as he worked, working much harder than when he was cleaning the pool.
He suddenly gasped and I could see in Linda's face that she could feel his cum spurting inside her. She gasped loudly as he shuddered to a halt. "Don't leave me hanging, Danny," she begged. He manfully resumed his thrusts and in short order Linda's hands were raking his ass cheeks as she bucked beneath him in ecstasy. Now they both collapsed, exhausted. He finally propped himself up over her, his cock still buried inside her. "Gee, thanks for the tip, Mrs. Tarlington!" he said brightly, imitating a 50's sitcom kid.
Linda swatted his ass, and pushed him off of her. "You have other customers to get to, I'm sure, Danny," she said with mock sternness. "And I cannot do my tanning with your lovely muscled body draped on top of me!" She grabbed the check and handed it to him after he pulled on his shorts. He thanked her again, genuinely but almost casually this time, grabbed his shirt, and let himself out.
Linda watched him go and writhed a little on her chaise after he left, but she was clearly spent.
Her phone rang and she picked up, grabbing her suit and rising to walk indoors. "Hey honey! How was your day? Are you in Phoenix yet?"
"What do you mean, you are still stuck in Houston? What happened?" she exclaimed with genuine sympathy in her voice as she entered her house. And just like that, she was gone.
I climbed down carefully, drenched in sweat myself. When I got to the bottom, I looked at the blessedly burnt-out bulb in my hand. My cock throbbed in my pants. Time for a cold shower? Nah. It would take a bucket of ice water to make this go away. Instead I changed clothes and headed out. First to Home Depot, then probably to that strip club. I needed a sure thing.



        Ideal Suburbia Ch. 05

        An unexpected cooking class at the bakery.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/ideal-suburbia-ch-05

Title: Ideal Suburbia Ch. 05

Author: Publius68

Category: Erotic Couplings

Description: An unexpected cooking class at the bakery.

Tags: bakery, food, oral sex, cunnilingus, sticky, nudist, blowjob, big tits, chocolate, titfuck

Series: Ideal Suburbia


This is a series of stories that are a sort of sequel to two text-adventure games. Each installment is a complete story on its own, but for a full understanding, the reader may want to start with Chapter 1.
+++++
It was a Friday afternoon at the office. My paperwork was all done (for once), and I was killing a little time in the lobby before heading home for the weekend. I was talking to a co-worker named Wendy, who worked in HR. She was pleasant enough to look at, but it had been clear from the start that there was no chemistry between us. This was just as well, considering our company's no shit, serious as a heart attack prohibition on anything between co-workers.
As we stood, chatting about the total cock-up in Production that week, a cock-up that had us both glad we were not responsible, the owner Cathy came out of the executive wing where her office was located. She saw us both and moved to swing by and say hello. I always paid close attention when Cathy was around, partly because she held my professional future in her hands, partly because she had a forceful, driven personality that made her such a successful entrepreneur at such a young age, and partly because she had an absolutely banging figure and always dressed nominally professionally, but with an undeniably sexy undertone. And she told great dirty jokes sometimes.
Today she had already changed out of her suit before leaving work, and was sporting a trim pink golf skirt that showcased her long, enchanting legs extravagantly, and a black Lacoste golf shirt with all the buttons open. She spun a long club with a fat head in her fingers. "I've got time for nine holes this evening!" she said brightly. "After a week of metaphorically busting Production's balls, I want to go hit some for real." She handed her club to me for some reason. "I just got my new driver in the mail today. What do you think?"
"Uh, it's big?" I said uncertainly. "Is it some kind of special club?"
"Wait, you don't golf?" both Wendy and Cathy asked at the same time, both incredulously.
"Never learned," I shrugged
Cathy snatched her prized new bashy thing back from me as if I was gong to hurt it. "How can you possibly expect to make it long term in sales if you don't play golf, and well enough to convincingly lose to clients at that?" she demanded. I demurred that I was doing alright so far. "You cannot take everybody to strip clubs," Cathy snarked. Wendy's eyes went wide and Cathy laughed at her, "Don't ask!"
"In all seriousness, I want you to learn to golf," Cathy said, suddenly wearing her mentor face. "I'm a member at Winding Hills which is where I'm heading. I'm going to set you up with guest privileges there. And set up some lessons for you too. Probably with Charlie. You'll like Charlie."
"Winding Hills?" asked Wendy. "That's way out on the north side. No wonder you only have time for nine holes! Why did you join that club?"
"In case you haven't noticed," Cathy grumped, "there is no country club anywhere on this side of town. It's a Need." Since Winding Hills apparently was way the hell and gone away, she needed to get moving. Wendy and I trailed out toward the parking lot in her wake.
I drove grumpily down the highway toward my home. As far as I was concerned, golf was nothing but a giant time-suck. And now I had to take up this giant time-suck, and do it with the added joy of a 45 minute drive each way.
I had no real plans for the evening, other than sitting by my pool and binging the first three or four episodes of the new Netflix series with all the blood and boobs. I decided to stop on the way at Nikki's (Au)Naturel Bakery/Cafe, the best little food place I had found in the town center near my house. I'd get one of their awesome eclairs to soften the blow of the whole golf thing and pick up one of the pre-made, finish-at-home dinners that they sold.
When I parked and jumped out of my car, I saw that there was a Help Wanted sign in the window. I had observed in the past that the only problem the place had was employee turnover, but this was the first time I'd seen a sign asking for applicants. The bell rang as I entered the door. It was mostly a breakfast and lunch joint, and I got there just before the posted closing time. The place was devoid of customers. Devoid of staff, too. There were none of the usual confused or irritated looking kids behind the counter.
A deeply alto voice came from the back. "I'll be right out," whoever she was hollered, her friendly tone underlaid with a tinge of irritation. The swinging door to the kitchen banged open and my eyes about fell out of my head.
The woman who swept out, brushing flour from her hands, wore a chef's hat, heavy green kitchen crocs, and a chocolate and flour covered white bib apron of about knee length that had "Nikki" embroidered on it. And not a damned stitch beyond that.
She was middling tall, a few inches short of my height, with a voluptuous figure. Chef's tend to either be fat or gym rats, and Nikki here tended definitely toward the latter. Her hips were rounded but not at all lumpy, and her waist was strong, but just thin enough to provide an enticing contrast with those hips. Her bare shoulders were broad and smooth. They and her arms were sleek, moderately toned, and spattered with as much chocolate, flour and other baking ingredients as her apron.
Her magnificent, bounteous breasts brought new meaning to the phrase 'barely contained' when it came to the bib of the apron. They swelled up above the top the apron, forming eye-catching cleavage, cleavage that had to compete with the ample side-boob to either side. Despite their size, they were clearly unusually firm as they pressed the apron well away from her body.
When Nikki turned to grab a pad of paper, I was treated to additional shocking sights. The apron wrapped barely half-way around her hips, leaving her hard, muscular ass completely exposed (and underwear-free). She turned back to me and my mind whirled, taking all this vision in.
"I said, is this your first time coming in?" her deep voice cut into my consciousness.
"No, uh, no," I recovered quickly, "I was just wondering where any of the usual staff was."
Nikki made a face. It took until then for me to realize that she had a face, I think. It was pretty enough, in a strong, stern sort of way, enlivened by a pair of limpid dark eyes with dark, naturally lush lashes. "I have never been able to keep staff since I opened," she said, "and it's gotten worse and worse. I'm down to two employees right now, and they both have to leave at five, meaning I have to take care of customers and make tomorrow's eclairs at the same time."
"Speaking of eclairs," I said, my sweet tooth asserting itself. I looked into the main case, and couldn't see any.
"Sorry! The Rotary Club bought me out for their meeting at lunchtime."
"Damn! I'll just take one of your Chicken Marsala setups then." I said. "I don't suppose you have any eclairs resting in back?" I asked hopefully.
"I'm just getting started. It's gong to be a long night," Nikki replied glumly.
"Want any help?" I blurted out, jokingly.
She just looked at me for a moment. "Actually, a second set of hands, even unskilled, would save my evening. How's free eclairs for a month if you're serious?"
I wondered briefly if I wouldn't be more of a disaster than help if I wasn't able to keep my eyes on the work instead of on this enchantingly bizarre woman. But I could not resist. I was suddenly both horny and burning with curiosity, in addition to still craving eclairs. "I was sort of kidding, to be honest, but you know what, why not? I have no plans this evening. A working cooking class sounds educational."
Nikki flashed me a relieved smile, turned off the Open sign, and waved me to follow her into the back. It was more cramped than I expected, especially with the huge wooden-surfaced working table in the center. She grabbed an apron and started to hand it to me, but stopped. She looked at my business suit. "Look, this gets messy, as you can see," she said concernedly, indicating the detritus all over her and her apron. This just gave me an excuse to stare at her some more. "I'm worried about that nice suit."
"I'm a nudist of course," she continued blasély as if you ran into nudists out in the regular world all the time. "I'm sure you are not, but I think you ought to consider dressing like me if you don't want a huge laundry bill." My mind boggled yet again. There was genuinely not a trace of come-on in her voice or her eyes. The whole situation was crazed. Oh well. In for penny, in for a pound. I took the apron.
I loosened my tie while my mind raced. How was I going to get naked and into this apron without her seeing my currently raging erection, which at this rate would probably continue to rage all evening. I asked about a closet , and she pointed toward the side. I stepped over and opened it, glad it let me keep my back to her as I stripped and hung my clothes on a peg. I pulled on the apron and tied it behind me, my ass on display similarly to hers. I borrowed a spare pair of kitchen clogs and turned around, smiling brightly. "I'm all yours to command," I said.
What followed was a breakneck course in making eclairs. First, she set me to piping the eclairs onto large baking sheets, admonishing me to make them completely uniform. It took me a bit to get the hang of that, but get it I did, while she kept making more chou paste and reloading the piping bags for me. Nikki kept looking over at me, watching me work like a hawk. I never saw any sign that she might be looking at me to check out my bare ass, and I sighed, contenting myself with checking out hers.
When the piping was all done, I had flecks of chou paste all over the apron and all over the parts of my front that were uncovered. We put half the baking trays in the big oven, and heaved a deep breath. Then we set to making the cream filling. Nikki made it in small batches for best results, and to accommodate her various flavors beyond the classic plain cream. Her signature filling was a kicking good banana cream that was my usual purchase. As I was making a mess out of a batch of the basic cream, Nikki picked up a banana and waved it at me. "Want to mash the bananas, or do you want me to handle this?" she asked.
Was that a dirty joke?
"I'm making a big enough mess as it is with this," I replied, wiping egg-sugar mix on my apron. "You handle the banana cream." I left just an infinitesimal pause after "banana".
We got the cream all into the chiller, then swapped out the eclairs from the oven so the second batch could bake. Nikki wiped the back of her hand across her forehead, rubbing away the sweat, but leaving a smear of kiwi cream in its place. "Okay! I have the chocolate in the tempering machine already, so we have time for a break. Want a glass of wine?"
"Got anything stronger?" I countered.
"Actually," she mused. "How about some twelve year-old rum? I sneak just a touch into the carrot cakes." She went to a cabinet and brought out one of the several bottles of rum she had in inventory. She grabbed two jars and put a few cubes of ice in each, followed by a fairly hearty portion of rum. We toasted and sipped slowly while the eclairs baked. We finished shortly before they timer was up and I reached for the bottle to offer her a refill. "No, please!" she waved it off. "I usually only drink wine, and this rum is strong."
I shrugged and poured myself a splash more. "Well, if you are going to," she said, holding out her glass as well, "might as well hit me too, but about half what you poured yourself, please!" We clinked glasses again and she slid the whole pour down her throat.
The timer buzzed, and Nikki stretched, turning toward the oven. I recommend the sight of Nikki stretching her arms over her head, while wearing nothing but an apron. The process does attractive things to those large melons of hers. I further recommend watching her turn away from you.
But my cock, which had calmed down for a while, was beginning to harden up again, and this was a problem. When fully erect, it pointed up straight up and didn't make much of an impression against the stiff, thick fabric of the apron. But right then, at about half chub or more, it wanted to swing around straight out from my body, and it was leaving a quite noticeable tent-pole. As Nikki busied herself pulling trays out of the oven, she had to have seen it, if she'd been paying any attention. Had she? At any rate, the problem quickly resolved itself, as all those side views of her working, with that round ass sticking out and so much extensive, dynamic side-boob going on, my cock fully snapped to and made less of a visual impression on the apron, though a more significant impression on my own headspace.
Injecting the cream into the eclairs was another tricky task, but I got the hang of it relatively quickly. Nikki of course was doing three for every one I did, but I was still reducing her work load. By the time we were done, my hands were coated in a sticky sheen, as was a lot of the rest of me where it had either dripped, or I had wiped it off. Though she was much better than I, Nikki had her share of sticky patches too.
Finally, we had to apply the chocolate on top. Most bakeries I knew spread or dipped a solid streak along the top of eclairs, but Nikki chose to pipe the tempered chocolate in a compact squiggle all along the length. It used less chocolate, but took more time. And made a bigger mess.
At last, we were done. The trays of eclairs were set in racks along one wall, and the huge wooden work surface in the center of the room was a Jackson Pollack painting in chocolate, flour, chou paste, powdered sugar, and cream.
Nikki dragged the back of her hand along her neck and smiled happily as she surveyed the wreckage. "Well, it's a mess, that's for sure," she pondered. "But we are done hours ahead of where I'd be without your help! Thank you so much."
"No, thank you! It has been an incredible, crazy, gorgeous learning experience. It's been a gas, really." I replied, surveying the wreckage of the kitchen. "I'm afraid my learning process has translated into a giant mess, though."
Nikki laughed easily. "Nah, it is always close to this. You showed a nice touch, actually."
"Well," I said quietly, "Lots of people have told me that I'm good with my hands..."
Nikki arched an eyebrow at that, and turned away to grab the plate of rejected eclairs. Did she wiggle that tasty ass when she did so? The rejects were mostly my work. Most were just too small or too large to look right in the case beside the perfect ones. A few had ugly chocolate swizzling on top. And a couple I had overdone the cream filling and blown out the ends. One of the biggest splotches of cream on my apron (right above my groin, dammit) had been the result of the second such blow out.
"This was a hell of a lot of work to get that eclair that you wanted," said Nikki, leaning companionably on the messy table, "but here you go!"
I picked up one of the under-sized eclairs and took a bite. The soft, light pastry was perfect as I sank my teeth into it. Chocolate smeared over my lips. And I felt a gush of banana cream filling flow deliciously into my mouth. It was scrumptious. And it gave me an idea.
I looked at the tray and selected the biggest oversized pastry. This eclair had been an early, over-enthusiastic effort on my part and it was two inches longer than it should have been, and thicker too. I hoped it was fully baked inside. "You deserve one too!" I said brightly, picking up the eclair. I leaned forward and extended it toward Nikki's face to feed it to her.
She looked momentarily taken aback as that big eclair came at her face, but she quickly smiled, leaned forward and nipped at the end of it delicately. "I've got to watch my figure!" she said after the small bite.
"Your figure is... your figure is fine!" I said firmly, keeping the eclair extended toward her face. "After all this work, you deserve the fruits of your labors."
Nikki looked at me speculatively for almost too long. Then her eyes sparkled as she leaned toward the eclair and opened her mouth wide. I slowly and deliberately slid the eclair into her mouth just bit further than would have made for a good bite. Nikki closed her lips around the chocolate-covered pastry and bit. The amount of cream in this big example was copious and I could see that it exploded inside her mouth. She tilted her head back just a fraction in response. Cream flowed out of the end I still held and plopped down onto her chest. The apron caught a little, but the rest splashed over the bare curves of her upper breasts or sank into the depths of her impressive cleavage. There was too much cream in her mouth as well, and a generous glob escaped her now chocolate-coated lips to drip down her chin. My cock simply ached as I took in this, even better than I expected, result.
Nikki's messy lips smiled as she chewed the double bite of eclair and made a show of swallowing. "And this," she said, making no move to clean any of the mess, "is why we don't make them that large." She took the eclair from my bemused grasp and took another messy bite, then set it down. After swallowing ostentatiously yet again, her licked her lips. Her long and agile tongue swept around her mouth, licking up chocolate, crumbs, and cream alike in slow sweeps. Then she raised her hand with her fingers outstretched. With first one finger, then the next, she slowly wiped the splurges of cream that were hanging from her chin and jaw, and then deliberately sucking each gloppy finger clean. I was intensely jealous of those fingers. "But yes," she said when finished, "this is a good batch."
I could not help but openly stare at her, especially the cream-spattered expanse of her exposed upper curves, and most especially the drips and smears that sank down out of sight into her cleavage. She obviously saw me staring and she spread her arms wide, looking down at her chest. "Wow, I really am a mess," she said, as if surprised to discover her chest was covered in sticky goo. She wiped at the edges of spray on one side and sucked her finger clean again. She looked back up at me. "Think you could help?"
My brain almost skipped a track. Things were suddenly going much better, much faster than I had hoped for. I almost did the stupid thing and pick up a towel to give her, but stunned or no, I'm not that stupid. Instead, I reached out a finger and swept it across the warm, firm flesh of her breast where it swelled above the apron, wiping a section clear. Then I slowly and happily licked my finger clean. Nikki quivered slightly at my touch, but kept her chest thrust out toward me. I reached to wipe another section softly. As I did so, Nikki reached out and wiped up some of the chocolate I had gotten smeared on myself around my cheek and mouth. My lips involuntarily cupped her finger tip in something that wasn't quite a kiss and wasn't quite a suck. She wiped more chocolate from my face and pulled her fingers back to her own mouth, inserting them and sucking deeply.
My gaze was riveted on this deliberate display, and I wasn't watching what my hand was doing as I continued wiping her breasts. I got my fingers caught in the strap that wrapped around the back of her neck to hold up the bib of the apron. Startled, I pulled my hand back away and uttered a quick, "Sorry!"
Nikki just looked down at her still messy chest and mused, "Fat lot of good this apron did today to keep me clean. And now it is in the way of getting me cleaned up." She reached behind her head and tugged upward on the apron strap, pulling it over her head and letting the strap and bib of the apron drop to hang down at her waist.
They really were amazing breasts. Easily the size of large grapefruit, they were round, smooth, and remarkably buoyant for their size, swelling richly before me. Her aureoles were almost pink, oval, and just a bit puffy. Her nipples are large, meaty, and as swollen, hard, and erect as I was. A lot of cream had run down those swelling mounds, especially between them. Most had smeared itself along those deep inner curves, but some had run clean past her tits to drizzle down her hard, smooth belly.



Nikki looked down at her chest thoughtfully. "It really is a huge mess, isn't it?" she asked rhetorically.
"A huge, gorgeous mess," I said to myself, but out loud. I reached out to swipe another finger's worth of cream for a soft curve, and added to her, "But it is going take a lot to get you clean. I've got an idea to speed it up." I then took a literal and metaphorical plunge and leaned it lick the inner curves of those delicious mounds. Nikki caught her breath as I bathed her cleavage with my tongue. I reflected as I licked that her tits were both literally and metaphorically delicious. I expanded my oral cleaning services across the expanse of her breasts and I was unable to restrain myself from cupping them with my hands as I went. Nikki sighed as I worked.
Her nipples were actually quite clean, but I decided that they needed my attention as well. I clasped my lips over first one nipple, then the other, sucking greedily and lashing those big, erect nipples with my tongue. My fingers sank into the firm flesh of her boobs as I worked and I was dimly aware that either her body or my hands were trembling as I 'cleaned'. At last I came up for air, forgetting somehow to let go of those mounds as I looked at her.
Nikki looked back at me, apparently content with where my hands were as well. "You are a mess, too." She declared. Then, my hands still glued to her tits, she leaned forward against me, reaching around behind and untied my apron. Then she grabbed the upper strap, lifted it over my head and tossed it aside, leaving me naked and with a huge erection pointing right at her. Her eyes widened for several seconds when it made its appearance from behind the apron, but then she resumed her plan. She pulled one of my hands from her breast and looked over its chocolate and choux-encrusted surface. She lifted it and began to lick the palm and back clean. My fingers were already clean, but she decided that each finger needed to be sucked clean individually, with plenty of wet tongue for each suction-fulled cleaning. My other hand had remained in place, caressing her breast and teasing at the nipple. Nikki chose not to clean that hand, apparently liking it just where it was, and instead leaned over to lick my shoulders and chest clean of the mostly chocolate mess there. She was thorough and I loved it. At last she leaned back to inspect my chest appreciatively. Then she reached out and grabbed a squeeze bottle of the chocolate and squirted my left nipple with it!
"I thought I missed a spot," she laughed and leant in to lick and tease my nipple. I groaned and returned my grasp to both her boobs. She pulled her mouth off my nipple with an audible pop.
"Nice trick," I said drily. "I like what you pulled there."
She looked me dead in the eye and replied, "If you liked what I did there, you are going to love this."
With that, she sank to her knees before me, took my erection in her hand and decorated it with the chocolate squeeze bottle just like one of her eclairs. She knelt there for a moment, gazing at my cock, stroking the un-decorated underside of it. With a deep breath, she leaned in and sucked the head into her mouth. Her tongue lashed around me inside her mouth, tasting me and the chocolate melded together. She bobbed her head several times, squeegeeing the shaft. Then she released me from her mouth and began to lick down my length, sweeping the chocolate from my skin. When I was clean, she hastily drizzled some more just on the head, coating it.
The blowjob immediately resumed, and I smiled as I felt her swallowing the chocolate she sucked off of me. I was immediately groaning and begging her to continue, and she enthusiastically complied. I was already on the ragged edge from staring at her body as we worked for the last couple of hours, and I felt an orgasm rising swiftly in me. "More cream filling... coming..." I gasped in warning. Nikki just clamped her lips harder around the top few inches of my cock, bobbing up and down as her hand stroked me in unison. My knees nearly buckled as I felt a warm copious flow shoot up my shaft and into her mouth. My whole body shivered as I came and Nikki gulped down my offering. She looked up at me and swallowed, but just like with the eclair, some of the flow had escaped her lips. She smiled as she wiped her chin and sucked the escaped cum back off her fingers. She rose, took a gulp of melted ice water from her rum jar, and kissed me deeply, our naked chests pressing together. "Everything you make tastes good," she breathed.
"Likewise, I'm sure," I replied, lifting her to sit on the edge of the work surface. I kissed her again as I reached around behind her and undid her apron tie, pulling the garment off her and at last got a full look at my glorious nudist. I was a bit surprised to see that she was utterly and totally shaven, or more probably waxed. I had thought nudists went in for the natural look. I bent before her and spread her knees, fingers almost involuntarily tracing the smooth, bare contours around her vagina. "Customers don't like pubic hair in their cupcakes," she observed drily at my interest.
I considered coating that hairless confine with cream or chocolate myself, but my interest was less in the role-play right now than it was in burying my face between her legs, tasting her in turn, and making her come as hard and as happily as I just had.
Indeed, everything she made did taste great.
I lapped eagerly at her labia, reaching up and spreading them with my fingers. My tongue delved inside her, drawing gasps and moans form Nikki. First my fingers, then my tongue swept across her swollen clitoris, and I lashed at it relentlessly as her hips rolled and she threw back her head and cried out happily. She grasped the back of my head and pushed my face against her. My tongue backed off from her clit and delved deeper inside her once more. Her breath grew increasingly shallow and her cries louder as I ratcheted up my attentions. At last she collapsed backward with her back on the work table and her arms stretched wide. I too a moment to appreciate the view of her breasts that this afforded me, but she cried out, "Please! Now! More!"
I swept my tongue out of her depths and swirled it against her clit once more, faster and faster. Her hips were now thrashing about on the table and with the loudest cry yet, they thrust up against my face and I felt wave after wave of orgasm crash through her body. I kept licking her relentlessly, drawing smaller follow-on waves, until she pushed me away finally and gasped for quarter. I leaned over her as she lay, splayed out spectacularly on the wooden surface, and kissed her.
We enjoyed crossing lips for a good while, but then Nikki made to get up. I pushed her back down gently. While delving within Nikki, my erection had recovered and was requesting an encore. I climbed up on the sturdy work surface and straddled Nikki's abdomen. I watched as she stared at my waving cock. "That dough rises quickly," she observed, reaching out to clasp and knead said dough.
"He's a real go-getter," I laughed. I grabbed the piping bag of banana cream filling and began to fill the cavern between Nikki's upward thrusting breasts, smearing them completely. But instead bending to lick them clean this time, I slid forward, letting my hard-on nestle into the warm sticky confines between her tits. Nikki murmured in approval as I did this and still holding onto my cock, began to rub it all over her mammaries, spreading the glorious, sticky mess. After some time of mutual enjoyment of this, Nikki pressed me down firmly between her mounds and pressed them together around my cock. I immediately began to thrust in and out of that deep, warm, very sticky enclosure atop her. I leaned forward to brace myself on outstretched arms to either side of her and drove harder.
Suddenly, she released her breasts and my cock popped free. Nikki leaned forward and licked at my cock, sucking swiftly on it for some gloriously indistinct time. With a gasp, she lay back and pushed me back between her tits. As I resumed fucking them, Nikki groaned, "This feels so good, but don't you dare cum! I've got more for you to do." I reassured her that I would restrain myself.
It wasn't easy. They were amazing tits.
When I dared no more, I ceased my thrusting and sat up, my dick still rising atop her breasts but no longer snuggling between them. I looked down at her and at that view and smiled. Idly, I slid my hands to her shoulders to massage them gently. "Wow!" I said, "Your shoulders are full of knots."
"Occupational hazard," Nikki replied languidly. "You get used to it from all that kneading and chopping."
"Not today," I replied firmly, and commanded her, "Roll over."
She made an approving noise and rolled over onto her belly, sliding up all the way onto the work surface as she did so. I smiled at the perfect buttprint she left in the flour and sugar coating the table. Then I smiled more at the sight of her delicious back and backside, coated in sugar and other delicious baking shrapnel, splayed before me on the table. I straddled her again, and began to massage her shoulders and neck.
I took a massage class back in college, where I had discovered that as I had hoped, a good massage was often an excellent route to a woman's heart, as well as other regions. I also found that I rather enjoyed the zen feeling of working knots out of tired muscles. I worked slowly and effortlessly on Nikki, letting my energy rebuild for what Nikki and I both clearly intended to do to each other shortly. I could wait.
The hell I could. My cock hungered for her. I began to slide downward, working between her shoulder blades, then lower. Soon I was in a position where my cock rested against her backside, shaft running along the cleavage between her glutes. I began to slide it ever so slightly back and forth, enjoying the firm, tight feel of her flesh against me. Nikki began to squirm beneath me and observed drily, "I'm beginning to lose interest in this massage..."
So was I. I crabbed backward abruptly and slid my cock down between her thighs, pressing it back up against her ctotch. It was wet and inviting, and I let myself slide within her. She shuddered as my girth filled her. "I swear your cock is bigger than that oversized eclair you made," growled Nikki as my cock pulsed within her.
"You. Bet. You're. Gorgeous. Ass. It. Is!" I grunted, punctuating each word with a slow but penetrating thrust. Embedded fully within Nikki, I pulled her up onto her knees, her face and breasts still resting on the table. I grasped said gorgeous ass and explored its chocolate-covered curves at last as I continued to bury myself in her pussy. Soon, I was gritting my teeth and felt my pace quicken almost involuntarily.
But Nikki suddenly squirmed herself free beneath me. "Oh no," she said sternly. "This is amazing so far, but I want a lot more, and I want something different." With that, she rolled out from underneath me, and in turn pushed me back to lie face up on the table. Now she straddled me, pussy resting along my cock, but not yet sliding me within her. The whole front of her body and the left side of her face were coated in the makings of eclairs. She was dusted in sugar and flour, mostly sugar, and smears of cream and chocolate were everywhere over her magnificent body. My hands went involuntarily to her breasts, and she put her hands over mine, pressing them deep into her firm but yielding flesh. She closed her eyes and let her head droop as I massaged her tits and she vibrated her pussy against my shaft. I pulled her down lower and I craned my neck so that I could once more suck all that sweet goodness from her chest and nipples.
At last, she could take no more. She lifted up a little and slid a hand between us, raising my cock to where she could impale herself upon me. I gasped happily as I felt her enclose me once more. My hands slid downward to grab her ass, massaging it now, and encouraging her movements as she began to rise and fall atop me. Each delicious passage of her enclosing flesh around my dick was sending shivers through me. I could not help but begin to thrust upward into her in turn. At first, we were out of rhythm and it messed things up, but we swiftly synchronized and were both gasping with passion. Nikki's normally placid face wore an animal snarl as she humped me, and I'm sure my face answered under the effort. Sensing I was closer than her, I slipped my hand around under her and teased her clitoris with my finger. She informed my that I was cheating, but did nothing to dissuade my efforts.
Efforts that were soon rewarded, as Nikki was once more shuddering with waves of orgasm. Rather than the earlier explosion, followed by smaller waves, this time her ecstasy built upward as it took her, rising with each cry as my cock and finger invaded her. As her climaxes finally started to fade, I thrust up into her faster, releasing my hand and focusing all my attention on my cock pressing into her tightly clenched vagina. I shouted out loud, belaboring the obvious about how I was about to come, as my hips bucked spasmodically and I unloaded inside her, jizz spilling forth to fill her in a glorious release. We both cried out one more time, then she collapsed atop me, I kissed her deeply, and my hands clenched at her ass while my cock throbbed in post orgasmic bliss.
Cleaning each other up enough for me to get dressed again was a chore, though the amount of work Nikki, naked and encrusted with sugar, did to help me almost made me try for round three. But I was almost certainly spent, and she seemed so as well.
Nikki was straightening my tie when she said, "When you come in in the mornings for your eclairs, maybe don't let on to the staff about this? I have a hard enough time keeping employees without that to confuse them!"
I laughed, "You have a problem with employee retention because the girls are all having to deal with the fact that you have a better body than they ever will, and the boys are confused because you don't hold it against them!"
"And," she went on, ignoring my perceptive statement, "I hope I see you at closing time every once in a while. Maybe don't wear such fancy clothes."
"If I don't wear fancy clothes, what excuse will I have to take them off before we work?"
"Oh, I can think of several reasons."
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I was settling in nicely to my new house and job in the southern midwest. I was still looking for a few more home goods, but I had enough stuff in my house to feel like it was furnished. Things at my job were going well, with my original big account back in the San Francisco office still happy and producing good revenue. My first significant new account here in the city where our corporate headquarters were located (which I had landed with a creative interpretation of Team Sales) was becoming rapidly profitable. I had met some attractive and sexually willing women. I was starting to get to know my co-workers.
I even found a regular barber. Actually, she was primarily a hair stylist. I had just wandered into her shop one late afternoon because I saw the barber pole outside and was feeling a bit shaggy over my collar. Turns out Yvonne was a licensed barber as well as an aesthetician. She had a small clientele of older men who all seemed to make their appointments early on Monday or Tuesday, when they sat around talking to each other and Yvonne about hockey for some damn reason. That time was out for me because of work, and more importantly because I had no damn interest whatsoever in talking hockey. I ended up coming in every Thursday toward the end of the day to get a trim. I got the side eye from the all-female regulars at first, but within two or three weeks, I found they started treating me either as if I wasn't there, or indeed, was one of the girls. It took me a while to realize that they had evaluated me, found me quiet, well-groomed, very well-dressed, polite, and not giving a damn about sports and decided that meant that I was gay!
I didn't disabuse them of the notion. No one among them was attractive enough to my eye to concern me regarding any opportunities, and besides, women who think there are no heterosexual men about can be as raunchy as guys ever are, just in entertainingly different ways. I would always relax and enjoy the gossip as it flew. I suspected it might be useful at some point. People around this area sure knew a hell of a lot about a hell of a lot of other people's business.
My boss Cathy had discovered that I did not play golf, and had decided for me that it was time I learned. She also decided that I was quite excited about this....
Yeah.
She set me up with guest privileges at her country club, which was way the hell out on the north side of town. She also informed me that she expected to see me in golf attire on casual Fridays, and to leave those Friday mornings free on my schedule so that I could be up at Winding Hills, learning to play the game and lose to customers convincingly. My first lesson day came, and I got up stupidly early to beat the rush hour traffic up toward the club. That meant that I had plenty of time when I got there for a scone at one of the several Starbucks nearby. As I chewed on the dry pastry, I reflected that the local bakery in my neck of the woods was so much better... in so many ways.
I was back in my car and pulling up the long drive to the huge white-pillared clubhouse in plenty of time. It looked like 90% of the other golf club clubhouses across the country. My degree is in leisure management and I remembered that my professor in customer-facing architecture had gone on at great length one day in class about why country club clubhouses all look mostly the same. I had mentally filed that information under "there is a good reason for this, don't fuck with it", discarded the details as to why, and went back to staring at the usually bare midriff of my hot classmate who always sat near me.
I entered through the big, impressive entry and identified myself to the receptionist inside. A flicker of recognition came to her with my name and she reached in to a file drawer and pulled out a club marketing folder. "Here you are! Ms. Ecklesford ask me to put this together for you. It has all the information you need about your guest privileges, and well as forms and info for when you decide you'd like to join on your own behalf," she said presumptively. "The big keys to remember are that you have unlimited driving range access, member pricing on buckets of balls, and charge privileges at the halfway house and the Nineteenth Hole, but not in the main dining room or lounge. Most importantly, you may have one tee-time a month, on weekdays only if you are by yourself, as well as unlimited access to the course when with a member or one of our professional staff."
"Ms. E says she made you a lesson appointment? Well, I won't keep you any longer then. You'll love whomever you work with. All our pros are great."
I followed her instructions to find my way through the warren inside the club to the pro shop in the back. I went to the counter and told the guy behind it that I was there for a lesson. "With Charlie, right?" he said, picking up the phone and pressing an intercom button. "Charlie? You're nine o'clock is here." He put the phone back on the cradle and asked, "I hear you are a first-timer? Don't worry, we will have you joining the Church of Golf in no time!"
As I waited, I looked out the large windows to the course behind the clubhouse. It was very restful looking, with wide sweeping expanses of immaculate grass, and large homes lining the edges, mostly obscured by trees and shrubs. A bright, soprano voice came from behind me, "Hi! I'm Charlie. Pleased to meet you."
I turned to meet Charlie and observed immediately that Cathy had put some thought into making sure I learned to like golf. Charlie was young, probably right out of college, with cornflower blue eyes and long straw-blonde hair that was pulled back by a visor bearing the club logo and bound in a pony tail. She wore a blue, mandarin-collared, athletic cut golf shirt by Nike, also sporting the obligatory club logo. The shirt fit her sleek torso admirably, accentuating lean, powerful shoulders, and stretching just right over the small pert handfuls of her breasts. It was tucked into the high waist of her pink capri golf slacks, cut to add a little curve to her slender hips and athletic legs. No part of her body looked particularly muscular, but her figure just screamed natural athlete. I smiled brightly and shook her hand firmly, saying how much I was looking forward to learning golf, which at least at that moment was actually true.
We spent a while picking out two loaner clubs for me to get started with, a "pitching wedge" and a "five iron", whatever those were. One was longer than the other, but I couldn't tell the difference otherwise, to be honest. I could tell that my idea of golf attire, casual slacks and shirt, disappointed her. I'd need to up that part of my wardrobe.
Now that I was equipped, and made to feel underdressed, we set out to walk over to the driving range, a long expanse of grass near the clubhouse. Apparently, this was where I would do most, if not all, of my learning, at least to begin with. As we ambled over, we got to know each other, and she was older than I had thought--the same age as me, in fact. She had been a nationally-ranked player in college, but had not seen a path to making a living for herself on the LPGA Tour, and had decided not to try it, opting for this gig at a wealthy country club instead.
The first lesson went well. She told me I was better at keeping my head down than most golfers starting out, and I've since learned that that matters a lot. On my part, I managed to hit enough balls properly (a grand total of three the whole hour) to make the rest of my attempts not feel like such a bag of failure.
And watching Charlie demonstrate proper form was the highlight. I asked a lot of questions that necessitated repeat demonstrations. Whether I was standing behind her with a view of her tight little ass, or in front of her, checking out her lovely face, she was joy to watch swing the club. The energy as she wound up her swings, then uncoiled in lightning smoothness to crack the ball was an aesthetic pleasure. And the back of my male brain reflected that this natural an athlete would be superb at any physical activity, not just golf.
That is the way my brain works. Sue me.
The next few weeks, I progressed rapidly. I'm a fair natural athlete myself, and my puppy dog desire to do well to impress Charlie helped keep me focused. I even snuck out a few evenings to a different range and hit a ton of balls. Soon I began chafing at just standing in one place, hitting ball after ball. Where was the good walk that Mark Twain said golf was supposed to spoil?
When the pro shop manager finally got his hooks into me, the clubs he sold me, with bag, were more than half a house payment. I did like them though, and showed them to Charlie when she came in for our lesson. "Well, I guess you are a real golfer now," she observed, looking over my clubs. "Tell you what, how's your putting?" she asked, running her fingers over the ridiculous new putter I'd allowed myself to be sold. Damn thing cost a mint and was apparently not a putter, but a "putting system" that had everything but a LIDAR targeting array. I asserted that I knew how to putt, thanks. In fact, I declared, I was pretty good. Charlie raised an eyebrow at that, but said, "Tell you what, since you have these clubs now, lets play nine today in place of your lesson. You can get a feel for how the game actually goes." I enthusiastically agreed, we threw our bags in an electric cart, and Charlie drove us out to the first tee.
What followed would have been hilarious, had it not been happening to me. After the first few holes, where I endangered the nearby houses with the shanks I hit with my new driver, I dropped back to teeing off with a four iron, the longest club I had any real ability to hit with. Once I got off the tees, I did pretty well, embarrassing myself with the short and medium irons on just less than half my swings. But the greens were the worst. Charlie had presciently expected me to suck at putting, and she could not resist teasing me. "I thought you had putted a lot?" she taunted.
"Yeah, well I'm used to bouncing the ball off the side boards or timing the blades of the windmill," I snapped back. "See any bumpers or clown's mouths out here?" I added as yet another putt sailed 20 feet past the hole. Making attractive women laugh is one of my favorite things, so at least I had that going for me.
The other thing I had going for me was getting to watch Charlie play. That day she was wearing a shortish skirt, tight at the top, and a white golf shirt with an open collar that wasn't deep enough to show any cleavage... unless she leaned over. Spoiler alert, golf involves a lot of leaning over.
Honestly, were she dressed in everyday clothes and sitting in a coffee shop or something, I'd have hardly spared Charlie more than a simple, appreciative glance. But when she moved purposefully over and around the ball, her athletic grace transformed her slender, only modestly curvy body into a work of art that had me thinking about her often throughout the week.
My scorecard had too many digits on it when we finished up, and I was frustrated. "Don't worry," said Charlie, slapping my shoulder. "A few more weeks on the range, we will also mix in some putting green work, and then in a month, we'll try another 9 holes."
When I got in to the office after that, I ran into Cathy in the lobby. She asked how my lesson went, and I said brightly that I played my first nine holes that morning. Unfortunately, she demanded to see my score card, and her peals of laughter chased me all the way back to my office. I slipped out early that day, to avoid any further discussion of my golfing performance.
When I pulled into the cul de sac, I realized that the white van in the next driveway over said Glistening Waters Pool Service on it! My next door neighbor was having her pool cleaned. I pulled into my garage too fast and ran through the house, fascinated to see if the pool cleaning process I had observed a while ago was the norm.
In my backyard, a large oak tree grows next to the high privacy fence enclosing my, like all the other, backyards in my development. I had recently hammered two wooden steps into the tree for just such an occasion as this, should I want to climb it on short notice. I slipped quietly up into the canopy, finding to my relief that the pool boy Danny was still working, wading around in the pool in his red bathing suit and no shirt to obscure the view of his richly tanned and muscular torso. I also found, to my great pleasure, that my neighbor Linda had again found it necessary to sunbathe stark naked while Danny was working. I had observed her lying out alone on a few occasions since the first time I watched her and Danny. When alone, she usually wore one of several bikinis that all flattered her incredible body, or perhaps more accurately were flattered BY that body. Once, I had seen her tanning with no top on. It was also the only time she didn't have her usually present brace of laptop computers with her.
But the only two times now that I had been afforded a view of her neatly trimmed pubic hair was when her pool was being cleaned.
When Danny finished, the two of them went through essentially the same ritual as before: She wrote out a check, then set it aside and talked about tips while staring at his swollen swimsuit. Today, she stood and fondled him through that suit for a long while, as he caressed and groped her incredibly well done breasts. I reflected that his technique in this could use some work, but Linda evidently enjoyed his efforts. At last, she pulled his shorts off him, and pushed him down to lie on the chaise. At first, she knelt beside it as she began to blow him, but quickly declared that her knees didn't like the concrete. Her solution was to climb onto the chaise and straddle his face before bending to slurp noisily once more on his prodigious cock. The damn thing really was impressive. It might not be quite as long as mine, but it probably was even thicker.
At any rate, Danny knew how to take implicit orders, and began to feast on her pussy. They went at each other for a good while, riveting my attention. He was going to come first, but she pulled him from her mouth before he did, jacking away with her hand while still enjoying his efforts between her legs. She closed her eyes and mouth just before he came, spraying jazz all over her face, and she smiled. She didn't even bother to wipe her face, just grooving eagerly to his oral attentions. Cum slowly began to drip off her face and her breathing became shallow before shudders began to run through her toned, tanned body, and she threw back her head and quietly screamed in pleasure.
When she finally caught her breath, she shooed Danny on his way. She stood there naked, watching him go. Once he left, she idly licked a bit of his cum off her lovely face, before diving into the pool to rinse herself off completely. She rose back out of the pool, water cascading off her every delicious curve. She turned and picked up a rainbow-colored thong bikini bottom and slipped it onto her hips, leaving her fabulous round ass essentially completely exposed. Then she grabbed the minuscule matching top and donned it as well, settling her perfectly engineered breasts within. Then she stepped inside, and returned with her two laptops and other devices. She sat down, and in minutes had everything open and was absorbed in her work.
Jesus, what was this guy's schedule, and how could I figure it out?
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In the month after my first, disastrously embarrassing round of actual golf with my teaching pro Charlie, I went to the driving range several times each week. I also spent time on various practice greens, learning to use my ridiculously overpriced putter on a course that wasn't Miniature.
At work, things had gotten interesting. The owner Cathy had swept in one morning, and after she teased me about the golf lessons she was making me take, handed me a folder. "I've got an even tougher nut to crack than Gus," she told me. "And I seriously doubt that you could use the same methodology this time...."
She gave me a challenging grin.
"The customer is Gretchen Williams, whose company buys a ton of products in our segment, but none of it from us. Phil threw in the towel on her on Monday and gave up the account." Wow. Phil was the number one performer in the sales force. A real alpha. If he gave up, this really was a tough one. "Read all his notes about her before you call her. And read all MY notes from when I tried selling to her myself before I gave the account to Phil."
"Look," Cathy said, pausing in the doorway as she left my office, "I genuinely do not expect you to close her, not anytime soon, and not unless something changes with her existing supplier." She leaned against the door frame, giving me a better than usual profile view of her magnificent figure. "But I thought I'd let you have a chance. You are creative and you get results. Even if you suck at golf."
I read the file multiple times, over several days, before taking Phil to lunch and picking his brain, for all the good I thought it would do me. I also attempted to take Cathy for a drink to ask her advice after work one day. (Nothing more, CKE has a hyper-strict no fraternizing policy among its workers) but my brain picking was confined to 15 minutes in the corporate lobby because Cathy had a date that night (different guy from the last one she had told us about). She also had another lingerie bag, this time from La Perla, which she eagerly wanted to show me the contents of. I was quiveringly silent as she held it over her regal body, then managed to croak out a "nice." I suspected that was the reaction she was looking for.
At last, I took the plunge and scheduled a meeting at Gretchen's office. She pleasantly agreed, but I could hear in her voice that this was the kind of sales call people like her took in order to leave my card on her desk when her actual preferred supplier next called on her. That sort of move keeps the incumbents on their toes.
When I was shown into Gretchen's office (she made me wait ten minutes past our appointment time--enough to make the point, but not so long as to be terribly inconsiderate), I reflected that at least this dance would be fun. Gretchen was a lot like my boss. She owned and ran a not inconsiderable-sized business at the same young age, and had the same easy grace and confidence in her position that I always found attractive. She also had a similarly alluring body, and dressed, like Cathy, in a conservative fashion, but with those clothes expertly custom tailored to make their ostensibly conservative lines really draw the eye, and please it too. Finally, she truly had an engaging personality and a genuinely funny sense of humor. She laughed easily, and made others laugh easily too. If she was really gong to be as tough to sell as I'd been told, at least the experience would be pleasant.
I didn't expect any magical business to come out of this meeting. I just wanted to extract some questions out of her that I could get back to her with answers on in a follow up call. It was the salesperson equivalent of leaving my sweater at her house. I also played the Young Man in Need of Mentoring card, asking her a few questions about her industry to which I already knew the answers, and a few more that I genuinely wasn't sure about. I got everything that I could have reasonably hoped for from her, actually. I'd had pretty good dates where had I had accomplished fewer of my goals than I did with Gretchen on this sales call.
I calculated that I should wait about 5 days before calling her back to let her know I had the answers to her questions and also had some other follow up on our discussion. I reflected that I should try to take her to dinner as an 'appreciation' for her time. I would research one of the best restaurants in the city, but not a romantic hot spot, of course. On second thought, most everything had been tried with this woman already, there had been no ring on her left hand, and no pictures of a man in her office. Maybe I should really lean into the attractive young man in need of education thing? It had worked for me before in other situations...
I left the "romantic" hot spots on my list for further consideration.
That Saturday, I scheduled myself to hang the new carriage lights that I had bought for my garage and then plant the flat of strawberry plants I had picked up at the same store. I really loved fresh strawberries, and it was my experience the most women did too.
I was just getting down off the ladder after wiring in the second carriage light when a soft voice purred behind me. "Well, hello there!" I turned and saw a mature woman standing in my driveway. Mature in an excellent way. She was about the same age, I guessed, as my 'friend' Samantha the soccer mom, and probably about as attractive, though in a far more extravagant way. "I heard through the grapevine that we had a new neighbor in the area, and here you are," she said, introducing herself. "I'm Blanche. My daughter and I live a few streets down."
That was smooth. She had told me that she had actively been looking for me, and that she had no man in the picture, all without saying any of it out loud. She was dressed in a style that I'd like see more of which I like to call 'casual sexpot'. She had on tight, dark blue jeans, with sequins encrusting the generous round ass, and silver slip-on sneakers. Her top was a long-sleeved wrap around blouse that left just enough bare skin exposed above her low-waisted jeans to show off a smooth, impressively flat belly. Or maybe it just looked flat underneath her impressive rack. Wrap around blouses can show as much or as little cleavage as the wearer desired, and Blanche desired to show a lot. And she had a lot to show. Her breasts were large, full, arrestingly shaped and gravity defying. Even without the evidence of her nipples subtly poking agains the fabric of her blouse, it was clear from the way her blouse fit that she wore no bra. I reflected for an instant that I now was personally acquainted in this city with almost as many neighbors with surgically enhanced chests as strippers who had made similar investments. And the neighbors had employed a much better class of surgeon.
Don't get me wrong, I have zero problem with fake boobs. And less than that with really well done ones. All I ask is that they not be cartoonishly big, or uneven, or hard as a rock if I get lucky enough find out about it.
I realized that I had left my gaze on her chest for far too long and extended my hand to shake hers. She seemed unfazed by my lingering gaze and I supposed that if you spent that kind of money on a luxury, you'd want it to be noticed. The cut of her blouse certainly supported that hypothesis, though you could never tell with women on that subject.
I released her hand and offered, "Want to come in? Can I get you a bottled water or some iced tea? It's hot today for a walk."
"I'd love to," she purred and followed me into the house so closely she was almost touching me. I waved her to the brand new modern chair I was already regretting spending so much money on and headed for the kitchen. However I noted that she took a seat on the sectional sofa instead.
"Lovely home you have," she called out to me as I poured iced teas in the kitchen. The house has a very open floor plan and conversation between the kitchen and great room is simple. "The decor is very different. You can tell this is a man's house." The way she emphasized the word 'man' was sultry. I shook my head and smiled wonderingly to myself. I'd been hit on plenty of times before, but Blanche was setting a new land speed record. What was her game?
I handed her her tea and sat with mine a few feet from her on the couch. She languidly crossed her legs and took a deep, ostentatious pull on the glass. Her legs were displayed nicely by her tight-fitting jeans, and while they were nothing amazing in the length department, they were certainly well-shaped.
We engaged in idle chit-chat for a bit while she made eyes at me. I found myself eyeing her back, a little warily. Hers were outlined in rather extensive dark pencil, and her lips bore dark red lipstick that I could already see was going to take extra effort to get off that iced tea glass. She made a subtle, quiet slurping, no, sucking sound with each sip of tea. I decided to see how this was going to go and just smiled and leaned forward a fraction more each time she put her lips to that tall glass. "Let me see your kitchen," she demanded suddenly, uncoiling herself from the couch and proceeded toward said kitchen, leaving me to follow with a great view of her swaying, rounded ass.
She stopped as we entered and exclaimed, "Wow! That is a great island in here. There is an amazing amount of counter space in this kitchen. It must be so easy to cook in here!" The sultry momentarily departed her voice. Apparently she really was distracted by my kitchen's fairly extravagant design. But not for long. She turned, her gaze once more on me, and moved to stand awfully close by my side. "Do you have anything else impressive to show me?" she cooed.
Jesus, I felt like the hapless but lucky male character in pornos who gets overwhelmed out of nowhere by a stranger. And then it hit me with perfect clarity, no matter how unlikely it seemed. This woman had decided to live out a porno fantasy... with me. Whether she'd done it before or not I didn't know. By 'done it before', I mean seduced a random stranger, not watched a porno. She clearly liked those. She knew all the tropes. But how had she settled on me as the guy to be her porn star? I chuckled to myself that she was right and I had at the very least the minimum qualifications, but how had she known? Whatever, my part at this point was to be confused and a little scared.
"Uh, well, uh," I stuttered. "I, uh, I think that the kitchen should be an indoor/outdoor thing. Let's, uh, let's go out back. I can show you that!" I rushed outside to the brand new high-end grill I had fortunately just purchased. She followed and looked dutifully impressed, before saying, "I guess all REAL men do love their cooking with fire, don't you think?" She stepped toward me and I stepped backwards to fall on the seat of the patio bench. She flowed down to sit right beside me, her hand finding its way to rest on my thigh... high on my thigh. Blanche leaned across me to point at the privacy fence, her firm breasts pressing against me as she did so. "That is the most impressive privacy fencing I've seen on any street in this area," she exclaimed. I allowed that it was indeed effective (if the neighbors didn't climb the trees), and she sat back to purr, "Good!" Meanwhile her hand on my thigh slid right onto my lap. She looked around, then back to me, starting to massage my swelling bulge. "That way people can wear whatever they want to when they hop in your pool!"
Blanche idly tugged at the neckline of her already clevalicious blouse for a moment. I let my gaze plunge down her front, but then started and jumped up from the frankly, uncomfortable seat. I backed away onto the grass and she followed me with leonine implacability. But I could tell she was getting impatient. My running away could veer away from being my expected part in this little play into a disastrous over-reach. Her next words confirmed my analysis.
"Tell me," she purred, her hand reaching straight out to cup my now near fully swollen bulge, "What does a girl have to do around here to get laid in this house?"
I laughed with a little panic still in my voice, and pretended to make a joke out of it. "Well, you certainly are making a good start!"
"Am I? Good. I guess I'll just have to keep going then," she smiled predatorily, Whatever kind of pornos she watched, they clearly had Cougar in the title. She reached up to pull my head down so she could kiss me deeply and pressed her luxuriant body against mine. I slowly let my hands grasp her ass, pulling her against me hesitantly. "Oh yeah," she sighed. She tugged on my t-shirt and pulled it off over my head, then ran her hands down over my pecs, stroking them hungrily. "You have such a nice chest," she murmured. "Do you like mine?"
I slowly lifted my hands to her impressive archworks and caressed them, squeezed them, admired them. Then, as if giving in, I pulled her neckline open, exposing her tits fully and bent to devour them. She threw her head back and laughed as I suckled at those sizable artifices. Her nipples were dark and large and eagerly erect. I tried to reply, "I like your chest very, very much," without removing her nipple from my mouth and it came out garbled. She got the gist though, and pressed her nipple harder into my mouth.
I reluctantly slipped my hands from her breasts and reached behind her to unfasten the wrap around blouse, eagerly pulling it open and off of her body. Her delicious tits bounced free, thrusting out at me aggressively, just the way a good MILF-porn cougar's should. I briefly wished I had gone ahead and set up the surveillance cameras the guy at Best Buy had tried to sell me, and resolved to do so in short order. I reached behind her to grab her ass, then slid my fingers down and under her to massage the very damp crotch of her jeans.
Blanche muttered happily, but was almost immediately fumbling at the fly of my own jeans. They were button fly and when she tugged hard, they all popped open in quick series. As usual with these jeans, I wore no underwear. When you wear button fly, that is safe enough, after all. All nearly eight inches of me sprang forth and she gasped. I was fascinated to perceive that it wasn't surprise at my size, but in satisfaction about it. She knelt before me and caressed my length as she pushed my jeans down further and I kicked them aside. "So the gossip is true," she muttered to herself almost involuntarily, but I heard her quiet comment.
My mind worked fast. Gossip? How had she heard? Which of the women had I made love to in this town had started the rumor? How many women in these parts were walking around with the thought in their head that a new young, single guy in town was well-hung and DTF? How could...
My wandering thoughts were cut off by the entry of my cock between her lips. I sighed happily as she began to suck on me. I was interested to perceive that Blanche, for all her earthy forwardness, did not in fact know a lot about sucking cock. She simply held the base of my cock like a tea cup handle and was choking on little more than a couple of inches of me in her mouth. But she was game, and that counts for a lot. She pulled my cock from her lips, licked it all over and rubbed it on her face, looking up at me like she was smiling for a point of view camera. She bent to suck my dick some more, plenty wet and sloppy at least. Going with the genre, I pulled my cock from her mouth and bent my knees to slap it against her beautiful tits with my hand, first one, then the other. My dick bounced off their wonderful elasticity. Then I rubbed the head against her eagerly hard nipples and she bit her lip and looked at me.
"You want to fuck my titties?" she asked breathlessly, quoting dialog from hundreds of porn flicks. "You want to fuck my big, beautiful tits?" I nodded breathlessly and truthfully and laid my cock between her breasts. She started to clamp them together around me, then paused and spit a big ball of saliva down on my already sopping wet cock for additional lubrication, then squeezed her tits together around me. I gasped as they entrapped me and I began to thrust in and out of her warm embrace.
"You like my big tits, don't you?" she demanded, and I gasped that yes I did, very very much. "My husband bought them for me... after the divorce. He didn't know he was going to buy them for me, and boy was he mad when he found out, but he bought them." She laughed, departing the porno script for a moment. "And he's never going to touch them!" she almost sang, and began to to shake them up and down around my cock.
Alright, my familiarity shows that I like a porno or two myself, and this scenario that I was suddenly living had my engine going full blast. I reflected that my schedule was free and I had all day to fuck this magnificent cougar, so I let my cock run away with the pleasure. I gasped that I was going to come soon, and replaced her grasp on her tits with my own hands, squeezing them hard together around my sliding shaft.
"Already?" she asked in something like alarm.
"Take all you want," I grunted though the effort. "I'll make more!" My cock was buried deep between her tits as I poured out my jizz. I gasped with release. What perfectly fuckable tits. I made a few spasmodic thrusts more but quickly released her bounteous chest and sank to my knees on the grass before her. She looked down with a bemused smile at her cum-soaked cleavage and wiped at it with a finger. Almost hesitantly, she licked the finger clean.
I lost track of how she wanted to clean herself up. I was moving on. My hands went to the fly of her fashion jeans and tugged it open, revealing a leopard print thong underneath. I tugged hungrily down on her jeans and she stood, wriggling her hips to help them slide downward. I gently lifted one leg, then the other to remove the jeans from her completely. My hands slid up the freshly shaven sides of her firm legs and grasped her round, bounteous ass. I bent to kiss her navel, then slid my lips down, around and over the minimal fabric still covering her. I lifted a leg, and she balanced easily on the other. I planted wet kisses on her inner thigh, moving up to her groin. I audibly inhaled her aroma and let her leg down slowly so I could slide my hand between her legs and slip the fabric of her thong to one side. My fingers probed her pussy gently but deeply, and she uttered a simple, eloquent, "Oh!" I slipped my fingers from the moist interior and with both hands slid the interfering thong to the ground.
Then I pulled Blanche down to the ground as well and lost myself between her legs, my tongue probing her, exploring her depths and the shape of her clit. "Oh, yes!" she breathed, "That! That! That right fucking there! Please don't stop." She kept begging me to keep going, and of course I did. Happily. I did come up for air once, and she wailed for me to continue. She even pressed my head back between her legs. She was obviously close.
I considered torturing her with a longer wait, but this lovely MILF had gone to a lot of trouble to get me to make her come. I am a considerate gentleman, after all. Besides, I could not make her come all day if I didn't start now...
And start I did. I set to licking her with purpose. Pushing every button my tongue could reach. I spread her legs out wide and above my shoulders. She was no gymnast, but she was limber enough. I tickled the spread inner surfaces of her thighs as I licked. Soon, she drew up her knees involuntarily and actually shrieked, loudly, as she came.
I kept licking her to draw another spasm or two from her, but I did stop a little sooner than I might otherwise have. I rose and looked at her with a big, satisfied grin on my soaking wet face. But I raised a finger to my lips and whispered, "Shhh! That was so satisfying, but... While these privacy fences are effective, they won't stop that volume!" Blanche put her hands over her mouth and giggled silently in response. Then she collapsed back against the grass.



As she recovered, she curled up to sit beside me on the lawn. "Well, the walls definitely keep out prying eyes, and like I suggested before, I've never skinny dipped before!" With that, she rose and literally cannon balled into the water. I followed and sat on the edge of the pool, legs dangling in the water. Blanche porpoised about for a few minutes, surprisingly energized for as hard as I had just wrung her out.
At last, she rose in the shallow end of the pool where I sat, the water sheeting off her body, dripping from her nipples and approached me. She reached down and fondled my already recovering cock into full attention and sank to her knees before me. She bent and took me into her mouth once more and I leaned back to enjoy. She still didn't know what she was doing, but she was giving it her best effort. I grasped her hand at the base of my cock and began moving it up and down. She shifted to grab me more firmly and started pumping while she kept bobbing her head.
At least she was keeping her teeth from any sensitive surfaces.
I gently grabbed her hand again and she caught on that she needed to move her hand and head together up and down my cock. She slipped me from her mouth long enough to gasp, more to herself than to me, "Unison. Got it." Then she resumed. In unison. It was good, and if I let her go on, too good. I pulled her upward, and standing, pulled her up out of the pool. I returned to the spot on the grass we had just come from and I lay down atop her.
I was just realizing that this was the exact same spot on the grass where my real estate agent Lee had literally fucked me into getting over my uncertainty about buying this house, and I resolved then and there to bang as many women as I could arrange to on this very patch of loam. Suddenly, Blanche apparently remembered that she was supposed to be the aggressive one in our little passion play. She rolled me over on my back and straddled me. She dangled her beautifully crafted boobs over my face, and I reached up to grasp and massage them eagerly. I lifted my head to clamp my lips once more on those delicious nipples and suckled greedily.
Her hips shifted and I felt her sex rubbing against my the head of my cock. I tilted my hips to point it more directly into her, and she sighed as she slowly slid herself onto me. As her hips sank to encompass me in her vagina, my lips slipped free of her lovely nipples, but my grasp on her breasts stayed firm. Blanche grabbed my hands and pressed them harder agains her chest as she began to rock atop me. Her firm, silken wetness slurped as she rode me, and I indulged myself in twisting her nipples. She arched her back as she increased her pace of riding my cock up and down, and I lost my grip on those luscious parabolas. I slid my hands down instead to her hips and tried to support her in her ministrations atop me.
"Gotta be quiet! Gotta be quiet!" she repeated to herself in a mantra as I felt her begin to climax before me. I contented myself with pleasuring her as she rode to her own, mighty climax, whereupon she bit her own lip hard to keep from crying out. I experienced a monetary lucid flash of wonder that she did not draw blood, given how hard she was biting her lip hold in another scream. I believe her restraint in making noise only served to make the internal explosion of her orgasm... orgasms, even more intense. She shuddered and writhed on top on me, grinding on my cock as it impaled her, until the spasms passed, and she collapsed on me, exhausted.
But I wasn't finished. I rolled her back over onto her back, keeping her on my special spot on the grass. I braced myself and drove my cock into her, over and over, faster and faster until I was on the brink. Then I pulled out over her and yanked my cock but three times before I unloaded a mighty spray of cum across her belly and all the way up to those fabulous tits. Blanche laughed throatily as I played out the ultimate, obligatory finale of any good porno, leaving the heroine scenically spattered with jizz. Blanche raised her head to look down on her cum-spattered torso and threw her head back, laughing. "You figured out my game!" she challenged.
"I had an idea for a while now," I replied, cum still dripping from the tip of my cock onto her groin. "Next time you want to come over and get your brains balled out, how about you text me the scene you want, first. That way I will know where you want me to go."
"Ha! You wish. Next time I show up, you are just going to have to roll with it until you figure it out." She replied, wiping up a bit of my cum and licking it from her fingers. "The least you can do when a woman shows up at your house for the express purpose of jumping your giant bone is to put some creative effort into it!" With that, she rolled our from beneath me and ran toward the pool.
"Hey!" I shouted after her. She turned at the pools edge and looked at me. "As long as your next fantasy isn't bukkake! I've done the best I can already. Even I cannot manage that!"
"What's Bukakke?" she asked, as she hurled herself into the pool to rinse my jizz from her body.
Great. Now she was going to look it up...
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On Sunday, I woke up... sore.
I groaned as I sat up in my bed. I was used to the very occasional painful waking hangover, but I was definitely not used to my body waking up feeling, um, over-used. It had been a very energetic sexual escapade yesterday, but I was used to those. What I was not used to was feeling it the next day. I flopped back in the bed and reflected that my lifestyle had changed. It had become more, ugh, adult.
I was spending much more time driving around, sitting in offices, eating with clients in restaurants, and buying shit for my new house. The only exercise I was getting was sex, and while that was... awesome, it wasn't nearly enough, and even sex was no substitute for the gym. I needed to get back into fighting trim. Or, fucking trim. Whatever floats your boat.
In short, I need to find a gym or a personal trainer. But where? I had really let this agenda item slide since moving to town and now I was regretting that. That regret, however, was no help in finding a solution. I sure as hell wasn't joining a Planet Fitness or any other corporate gym. Not my style.
I crawled out of bed and tried some limbering up exercises, and a few half-hearted pushups. But when I'm working out, just as when I am having sex, or engaging in other strenuous activity, I do my best with someone else exhorting me to do better. In San Francisco, I had a gym with a great staff who loved yelling at me (Two of the female trainers had loved doing more than yell to motivate me, but that was another story). While I was staying in the company condo upon my first arrival, I had mostly kept up a basic schedule, but I'd been slacking off even before I lost access to the equipment there. No, I needed a personal trainer. I was sure there were plenty in town, but where to begin? I was definitely not down with a long series of try-outs to find one I liked.
I lay back in bed with a groan, and my mind drifted instead to my backyard escapade with my neighbor Blanche. She had said something about The Rumor Mill. I still couldn't wrap my mind around how she could have heard about me (and my cock), but it did remind me that word of mouth was always the best referral.
That Thursday, when I went in for my haircut at Yvonne's (where the owner and all the customers thought I was gay) I resolved to put my network of local contact to some use. As I sat in the chair, the only man in a room full of women, I listened until someone mentioned some physical complaint. For the first time that any of them remembered, I actually broke into the conversation uninvited.
"Goodness," I grumbled, "This Sunday I woke up and was sore all over. I could barely move."
"Listen to him complain," chuckled Petra, who at 55 probably woke up every day at least sore and stiff.
"No, I mean it," I protested. "My lifestyle has changed. I'm spending all my time at my desk. I need to get back into shape, and I need someone to whip me into doing it!"
There was various talk of corporate gyms and aerobics workout studios, but I shot those down.
Daria, the youngest woman in the room, only 15 years older than me, exclaimed, "Oh, I know! How about Miss Culver? Courtney Culver? She's a private trainer, and her place is right near here."
"Courtney Culver?" sneered Wanda, another regular, cattily. "I tried her water aerobics class at the Y. I'm not sure that her main selling points are what our friend here is in the market for."
"Oh come on, Wanda!" put in another woman whose name I did not know yet. "I remember that she ran you out of that class because you couldn't keep up with her pace! It sounds like she's exactly what he needs."
The women went on about options for the rest of the time I was there, mostly as if I wasn't there. But for all the ideas they had, this Courtney sounded the most interesting. They all thought I was gay, and that made her LESS appealing? I guessed that meant she was pretty. Well, if I was going to get yelled at for my own good, I'd prefer that the yeller at least be easy on the eyes.
I looked her up on Yelp, and though the reviews were fairly sparse, they intrigued me. Everyone either hated her because she was too mean, or didn't mind that she was so mean, because she got them results. I booked an appointment online.
Courtney's personal training studio was in the far back of a little light industrial/distribution complex that was fairly near the downtown of the suburb where I lived. It is the kind of business location that you would never in million years know was there without being told about it. Heck, I had driven past this entire development more than half the days that I lived here and until that first visit, I had been completely unaware that the place even existed. Rent must have been cheap.
Very cheap. The studio was against the very back wall separating the complex from the residential areas around it. The driveway and parking spaces back there had not been resurfaced in I had no idea how long, meaning I parked on something more akin to asphalt gravel than pavement. Each unit had a garage/loading door and a gray metal utility door. No windows. No large signage. Definitely not retail-friendly. Her studio was flanked on either side by an auto detailing shop that I resolved to ask about, and a tool and die firm that took up three units in a row.
I made sure I had the correct unit, then pushed on the door. It was locked. I noticed a buzzer and pressed it. There was a very brief pause, then the door lock clicked open and I entered. Inside was actually quite nice. Instead of bare concrete, the floor was covered in a thick, black, rubberized tile that almost felt like walking on a wrestling mat. One wall was all mirrors, and there was a quite extensive selection of varied exercise equipment, from several weight machines and racks of free weights, down to ropes, balls, and other smaller pieces of equipment, most of which I was at least familiar with. The lighting was bright but warm and flattering, and there was energetic music playing, just loud enough to still make conversation possible.
I took all this in later, as my first impression was limited to Courtney. One long look at her and I knew that unless she was an axe murderer or some kind of Flat Earther, here was my personal trainer for the foreseeable future. If there were one word to describe her wardrobe, it was apparently lycra. And why would anyone with as exquisitely chiseled a figure as she had, wear anything else? She wore a long-sleeved, electric blue leotard with a modestly scooped neckline over icy blue leggings that cut off at the ankles of her bare feet. The outfit may have covered her entire body, but it did little to conceal it.
Courtney was average height, about 5' 4", and while it was hard to tell her age, I guessed late twenties or early thirties at the most. Everything about her appearance simply screamed "fit". And she wasn't bulky or large either, though her shoulders and back in particular gave an impression of power. Her ass was small but muscular and very pert, and her legs managed to be both curvy and slender at the same time. Her belly was not so much flat as strong, and I had a moment's hesitation as I considered how many crunches a woman with an abdomen like this would consider to be reasonable. Her breasts were a lovely mystery. Clutched hard against her body by the lycra in her leotard, it was hard to discern their natural shape or size, other than to know that they were most certainly there and quite attractive as displayed.
We introduced ourselves, and Courtney said, "I've got a bunch of questions for you about yourself and where you want to go with your body, but let's do that while you use the treadmill. I want to see you move."
I went to the treadmill. It was a deluxe model with an excellently shock-absorbing surface. Unlike most units these days, there was no TV to watch while running. Courtney looked disapprovingly of my loose white cotton t-shirt. "I'd like you to wear something a little tighter or more form-fitting in the future. If I can't see your musculature, it's harder for me to evaluate which muscles are being most worked in each activity. Each exercise has an area that it should be working, but if your form is out of balance, you will be too. Also, that loose shirt will probably chafe with this," she added, holding up a biometric chest band as I began to step on the treadmill.
I shrugged and just removed my shirt and tossed it aside. "All my workout shirts are loose like that one," I replied.
"Or you can just do that, if you are going to be so male that you won't go shopping for a new shirt or two," she replied sardonically. I took the offered monitor, strapped it on like she showed me, and got on the treadmill. I reached for the controls, but Courtney forestalled me, holding up a remote. "I'll control it with this, so I can walk around." She pressed a few buttons, the machine beeped and I began to walk, then stride lightly.
I may have been feeling out of shape, but I still felt like I looked in pretty good shape. Not good enough to impress this panther when I took off my shirt, but pretty good. My worry was that was that she might decide that since I looked in such good shape, she could run me ragged. She did have that mean reputation.
As she watched me run, slightly increasing or decreasing my speed without warning (mostly increasing), she said, "Let me guess, you've always worked out to stay in shape, but it was never very hard for you to accomplish. But now you have a good enough job to afford fees like mine, and to buy a watch like the one that you are wearing, but the lifestyle and demands of the job have made you realize it suddenly isn't so easy." It was not worded as a question.
I nodded my head without speaking for a moment. She had the speed turned up right then, and I was experiencing a lack of oxygen I felt I should not have. I regained my breath and said, "I do swim every day. I have a pool."
"What kind? And does your complex have lifeguards?" she asked, eyeing my running for critically.
"No, I have a pool. In my back yard. I bought a house," I added stupidly.
"Good," Courtney said, but with a frown. "A daily swim is great for keeping limber and fresh. But home pools are usually way too short to sustain effort enough to get even a decent aerobic workout. Or anaerobic for that matter. And most people won't really let themselves get properly tired in the water without someone else around in case they get TOO tired. I assume you live alone? You aren't married." That last was again, not a question.
"No, I'm not. What made you so sure though?" I asked.
"Married guys who look like you don't shell out for personal trainers." It was the first vaguely complimentary thing she'd said to me, and I was already too tired to enjoy it.
After the warm-up, she started testing me out with free-weights to gauge the strength throughout my body. She never invited me to put my shirt back on, and as we worked, she kept touching me here and there to correct my form or otherwise instruct me. Ordinarily, having as fascinating looking a woman as this touching my bare torso, arms, and legs, even my ass at one point, leaning over the top of me, otherwise simply staring at me, would have triggered a potentially embarrassing problem my baggy workout shorts would not have concealed, but she kept me so damned tired, I barely felt a twitch down there.
At one point, during one of the frequent water breaks she demanded I take, I managed to turn the conversation to her. I asked her how long she had had the independent studio. When she told me just under a year, I observed I was lucky to get a time slot.
"I make the rent," she replied curtly. "Finding clients who are willing to work as hard as I ask them to is not easy."
"This is certainly work, but I don't know that it is all that miserably hard."
"Today is just an evaluation. Your workouts start next session," she replied ominously.
At my next hair appointment, I got a grilling from the regulars about my new workout solution. When I told them I had taken the leap of going with Courtney, a few were impressed at my guts. Most apparently thought I was idiot, or a masochist. Given the way I had felt the morning after the first session, I kind of sided with the majority.
But, today was the first time I was the center of the conversation, I decided to try an idea that had come to me recently. I had already unwittingly benefitted from the suburban rumor mill, and not known I had until this little nexus of the greater overall gossip machinery enabled me to figure out what it was and how it worked. Now I was going to try to actively employ the network to give something a try while I had their attention.
"Listen, I'd love to keep talking about this," I said, employing my best effeminate body language these women seemed to expect of their gay mascot, "but I've got to tell you the craziest thing!"
The 'craziest thing', I had learned, was a term of art among these pro-level gossips. It meant a juicy story that was always sex-related. The ladies leaned in. Even Yvonne slowed down her clippers to ensure I could finish my story before she finished my cut.
"I was coming home from work a while ago and I saw from the truck in the driveway that my neighbor has a pool, and it was getting cleaned," I began. "After I grabbed a glass of post-work wine, I went into my back yard. We have a pretty thick hedge between us, but what I heard made me go take a peek...." I carefully changed any details that could tie this story to either me or my neighbor Linda; things like the hedge instead of my actual privacy fence, and the fact that Linda was married, not single. I certainly omitted my climbing the tree to spy!
What I concentrated on in juicy, bordering on graphic detail was they way she sunbathed nude while he worked, then how she 'tipped' him afterward. I omitted discussing how banging hot Linda was, but went into some detail on how the pool guy looked, how he was built... and how he was equipped. There were questions from the assemblage about him. I elaborated in truthful but glowing terms. Overall, I wove a compelling, slightly crazy, true except around the edges piece of epic gossip with only two specific pieces of identifying data: The names Danny and Glistening Waters Pool Service.
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"Gretchen? Hi," I said on the phone to my current impossible sales prospect and general Great White Whale of our sales department. If our number one salesman, as well as our owner herself for that matter, could not get any business from this women, how was I expected to do so? Still, it was my assignment to try.
I had no plan. I just needed to get to know her better so I could maybe find an angle. If I could find an angle, then I'd try for a plan.
"Listen, I appreciate your meeting with me before. I think I have some good answers to the questions we identified. And while you gave me some great knowledge about your industry, those insights have left me with more questions. If you can find time to go over all this with me, I was wondering if I could offer to make it a dinner meeting, that way I'm not disrupting your work day."
On the other end of the phone, Gretchen laughed. "Sure. But what you mean is, a dinner meeting will give you a couple of hours where I am trapped with you and your pitch, as well as give you some expenses to show you are actually attempting this difficult sales job!"
"Guilty as charged, I'm afraid," I agreed honestly. "I was serious about what I said, but... guilty as charged."
"How about Monday?" she replied.
I still had no plan, but I now had until Monday to convince myself that I had one. In the meantime, the next morning was Friday, and that meant my golf lesson time. I was looking forward to this, since it was time for my second nine hole round on the course with my teaching pro Charlie, the enchantingly athletic assistant pro at Winding Hills Country Club, where I was being forced to take lessons by my boss. Charlie was both a good instructor, and pretty enough to induce me into working harder than I had to, in order to try to impress her with my efforts. My results would have impressed no one. So far she seemed happy to have me keep coming back for each subsequent lesson, though I don't know if that was because she thought I was a promising and dedicated pupil, or because she thought I was cute like a clumsy puppy.
I did not like the look of the clouds I saw in the sky as I took the interminable drive up to the north side of town to Winding Hills. I'd be pissed if I missed my scheduled round and had to spend the morning on the range again. I wasn't really admitting it to myself yet, but I was starting to like the game of golf.
When I arrived, Charlie already had our bags on a cart and was ready to go. "The weather looks dicey for later this morning," she said, telling me what I already knew. "Let's get going so we get back before the rain gets here. Try not to shank your tee shots into peoples' yards today. If you spend too much time being chased by dogs while retrieving your balls, we will never get all the way around before the rain!"
I was just glad she hadn't punched out pre-emptively. I had secretly worked hard that month at a public driving range, and its associated putting green. My quiet inner goal was to get around the Par 36 back nine in under 55 strokes this time. For this at least, I had a plan.
My plan immediately ran into trouble on the first hole, when I made triple bogey because of a flubbed chip shot. My short game was supposed to be my strength! I made up the difference on the second hole, scoring only a single bogey by virtue of a remarkable putt (if I do say so myself). Actually Charlie said it was remarkable too. In a way. "Pure dumb luck" and "remarkable" are synonyms, right?
Meanwhile, in her typical effortless athletic grace, my mesmerizing instructor birdied the first hole, and parred the second.
The third hole was a water par three. I was so excited to clear the water and land on the actual green off the tee that I blew my first putt way past the hole and settled for a bogey. I was still ahead of my plan.
The fairly easy fourth was uneventful. I managed a single bogey. At least I had some extra time to stare at Charlie as she found herself thinking about how to manage a fairly difficult putt her approach shot had left her with. She was wearing all white that day, with fairly tight slacks and one of her tight Nike mandarin collared tops that hugged her spare but delicious torso like it was tailored to it. Watching her squat to ponder her putts was always a nice break.
We were in the middle of the fifth hole, almost the farthest point on the course from the clubhouse, when the heavens open up, way ahead of schedule. We ran franticly for the cart (which had no roof) and Charlie began to drive like mad in the opposite direction from the clubhouse.
"Isn't it closer to go back the way we came?" I shouted, barely able to see in the sudden driving rain.
"There is an on-course weather shelter right up ahead," she shouted back, yanking the wheel of the cart to avoid a large branch which must have just been washed out of a tree in front of us. The shelter appeared out of the driving rain and we leapt from the cart and ran underneath the open roof structure. I wiped water from my eyes and looked around. It was sparse under here, with nothing but a single picnic table and no other occupants. I turned and looked at Charlie... and froze.
White is not your best choice in clothing when getting caught out in a rain storm wetter than the bottom of the sea. Especially not in thin, moisture-wicking polyester fabric. Both her trousers and especially her top plastered themselves to her body like paint. Thin paint. I suddenly had a very intimate knowledge of the style and design of Charlie's bra and underwear. Her panties were fairly conservatively cut but covered in a lacy pattern. And her bra was apparently as translucent when wet as her shirt. I was treated to a fabulous view of her large, dark, oblong nipples through both garments as they clung to the pert handfuls that were her breasts. This was going to get awkward.
Cathy looked down and realized how she looked. Her hands darted around, as she appeared torn between looking ridiculous either trying and failing to cover up what had already been seen aplenty, or just brazening it out. She froze in panic, then opted for option C and began laughing uproariously. Her delicate tits quivered under the sodden fabric of her top as she laughed. "I haven't got this drowned in six years," she gasped, and laughed some more. She looked up at me and I suddenly noticed that first, my clothes, though not white, were just as plastered against my body as hers were, and second, my appreciation of her next-to-nakedness has resulted in an eagerly emerging tumescence in my pants. Charlie looked away, but if anything laughed harder.
She perched on the edge of the picnic table and stared at me. Now I was the one trying to decide whether to cover up that which had been seen or brazen it out. I went brazen.
Charlie tugged at the cold sodden fabric of her shirt, pulling it away for her chest. It slapped back to plaster itself to her body anew, serving only to make it impossible for me to look away now. She shook her head and mused, "I had you pegged as an eager puppy." She then rose back from the table and took step toward me, "But maybe you are a hound dog instead." She kept approaching me with a speculative look in her eye. "Are you a puppy dog, or a hound dog?"
"Hound Dog," I proclaimed advancing toward her in turn and she halted, backing half a step in fact.
"Aren't you presumptuous?" she said, suddenly uncertain again.
"What can I say?" I asked ruefully. "My interest has made itself all too clear on its own and without my permission!"
That got her to laugh again, and she ceased retreating. "Are you saying that that, um, club can be mine sometime in the future?"
I looked significantly around at the near solid water racing from the sky. "No one five feet outside this structure could see us. I'm saying it is yours right now, if you are interested," I said, driven by a sudden need I had not anticipated, and displaying a confidence I did not feel.
She smirked at me and took another step to place herself right in front of me. Instead of looking me in the eye, she just stared down at my crotch. I lifted a hand to her chin and pulled it upward so I could kiss her, and suddenly she was embracing me and returning my kiss with interest. We pressed our bodies against each other and kissed ever more deeply.
A demonic thought took me and I slid my hands down to grasp her petite, athletic ass. She murmured her appreciation at this but her cooing was replaced by a shriek as I lifted her up and stepped both of us out from cover and back into the driving rain! In two seconds we were soaked through again and I carried her back under cover. I let her down gently and she sputtered at me in a nevertheless good-natured rage. "What the hell was that? I was just starting to dry out!"
"Well, being soaked to the skin had me doing far better than I ever expected," I replied, a shit-eating grin on my face. "I didn't want to risk our clothes drying out and ruining a very promising mood!"
She stood there, eyes wide at my effrontery. "Well! If my clothes drying out on my body is going to get me drenched again, I'm going to get rid of the clothes!" With that she whipped her shirt off over her head! Almost before the sodden garment slapped onto the picnic table bench, her hands reached behind her to unfasten and then remove her bra. Amazing as they had looked through the fabric before, her delicate boobies looked incredible now. She kicked off her shoes and undid her capris, sliding them to the ground, her panties following right after. She stood up before me, stark naked and preening. She looked ethereal and she knew it.
But then she frowned and crossed her arms, then hesitated and put her hands on her narrow hips instead. "Alright!" she demanded. "Your turn. Or mine, depending on how you look at it. Take it off. All of it. I want my Full Monty. And I want to see my new driver you promised me!"
Smoking hot naked women who demand that a guy strip generally get what they ask for, and this was not going to be an exception. I made short work of my shirt, shoes, and pants. I made a show of hesitation before slipping my boxer-briefs off, having to maneuver the waistband over my engorged penis as I did so. I placed them aside and stood tall before her, in more ways than one. "Satisfied?" I asked archly.
"Not yet," Charlie muttered, stepping toward me as if mesmerized. Her gaze never left my cock until her hand reached out to stroke it. She looked up at me, hand still exploring my shaft idly. "That is one hell of a driver you have in your bag."
I chuckled to myself, then said aloud, "It isn't a driver."
"It's not?"
"Absolutely not. I think I've demonstrated that I don't know how to use a driver...."
She began to laugh, but it turned into a shriek as I lifted her off the ground again. But this time I didn't carry her into the driving rain, but instead moved her to perch on the edge of the picnic table. I tilted her back and smoothly and deliberately slid myself within her. She gasped as my cock penetrated her. I suspected she was already as wet inside as she was outside and the welcome she presented to my entrance confirmed it. I stared into her eyes as I slowly, deliberately buried my tool inside her. Her arms wrapped around me, draping on my shoulders and she clenched her vaginal muscles down on my cock. I gasped a little in return.
But then I stopped and withdrew from her. My cock popped up and waved defiantly as I pulled out to stand-in front of her.
"What? Why?" she asked, confused.
"I promised you could play with this club," I replied with an evil grin. "It's all yours!"
She gawped at me for a moment, her hips still bucking involuntarily against a cock that wasn't there any more. But then she reached out and stroked my penis, almost as if in wonder. I was and am arrogant enough to suppose that she was disbelieving that this thing had gone all the way into her so easily. She grasped it and brought her other hand in to circle the tip with a fingertip.
"You just want a blowjob," she sneered good-naturedly.
"All guys always want a blowjob," I replied, matter of factly. "But then, I want lots of things."
"Well, if I'm to play with this club, I should get to know it," Charlie replied just as matter-of-factly. With that, she indeed bent over and stuck out her tongue. She licked me in soft strokes from the base of my shaft up to the tip, where she ran that tongue around the head to excruciating lengths. Then she licked her way back down to my testicles, which she licked and kissed as well. "You know," she said, in between licks up and down my shaft, "there is an old golf story where Jack Nicolas's wife believed that the secret to his success was that before he left for any tournament, she'd open his bag and kiss his balls for good luck. Apparently, it really made his putter flutter."
It is a very old joke, but I had never heard it. Then my laugh was cut off with a gasp as her lips suddenly wrapped around my cock and she slid me deep into her mouth. Her tongue writhed against the underside of my shaft as she sucked me in and out. One hand worked the bottom of my shaft that her mouth could not reach, while her other tickled my balls playfully. Man, my putter was indeed fluttering. I wanted to let it go on to its logical conclusion, but I was the one getting all the fun, and that wasn't right. Not when we couldn't know how long the privacy curtain of rain would last.
I ruefully withdrew my cock from her mouth and she looked up to see the light in my eyes. I pulled her up to stand and bent to suckle on those glorious titties. More than a mouthful, barely, they seemed independently alive in response to my tongue. My hand slipped down her belly to explore between her legs. Charlie moaned and writhed as my fingers began to probe her depths. My other hand cupped her ass and pulled her upward against me as I eagerly continued to devour her breasts. The slightly better angle let my probing fingers delve more comprehensively within her and it was not long until the stimulation began to build the reaction I wanted from within her. Her increasing moans of pleasure were lost in the thundering downpour and I pushed for more. My fingers flicked and teased at her delicate clit and I felt her knees buckle, leaving her held up only by the firm grasp of my hand on her tight little ass. She suddenly thrashed and nearly screamed as I dragged her shrieking orgasm out into the light of day.
"Oh god! Oh god," she gasped, clinging to me as the shudders washed through her.
Almost before they had completely abated, Charlie had dropped to her knees and had me once more in her mouth. Hungrily she gobbled at my cock, taking even more than before, despite the occasional choking noise when she sucked in just a tiny bit too much. There was still room for her hand to massage the base of my shaft, and her other hand slipped back to tickle my balls and the hypersensitive skin right behind them.
I considered pulling her up once more, bending her over the table and finishing inside her, but I could dimly perceive that the rain was slowing and I did not want to risk resetting my impending orgasm and getting caught out by a sudden ending of the rain. Besides, this was a really first rate blowjob and I so wanted to finish in her mouth.
Instead of pulling out, I leaned back and went with the increasingly rapid flow. Her head bobbed faster and I groaned at the increasing pressure. I moaned an urgent warning and she let me slip from her mouth. I looked down confused, but she was pumping my shaft eagerly with her hand, while she had opened her mouth right in front of my cock, Her tongue licked out and caressed and teased the underside, just below the head. The sight and sensations sent me over the edge and I saw my sperm leap out and spray into her mouth in several ropey spurts. Charlie kept pumping me, massaging up my shaft to milk every drip of cum out of me and onto her waiting tongue.
"Wow," I wheezed. "You can play with my club any time you please!"
"Yeah," she murmured glaring balefully at the suddenly dissipating rain, "and sooner rather than later. That was one amazing fuck you were laying into me to start, and it is pissing me off that we can't get back to it right now." Her hand strayed back to my wavering cock and we moved toward each other. But we both were hit by the sudden realization that the rain had stopped as quickly as it had begun, and we were both stark naked, in an open shelter, with houses right near by!
We grabbed our only slightly dried clothes and pulled them franticly on. We were both barely put to rights when two soaking wet morons who must have found no more shelter than a tree came sailing by on their cart. They saw us and swerved our way, having recognized Charlie. "How long do you think before play can resume?" one called out to her. She kept bent over, pouring water out of her shoe so that they would not see that her shirt still was a bit transparent.
"Not for hours, guys," she said without looking up. "There has to be six inches in the bunkers. Make sure to stay on the paths as you head back. I don't want to see any ruts on the course!"
They grumbled at the answer they already knew, and sped off for the clubhouse and a much too early round of drinks.
"Whew," she said flapping her shirt to help it dry faster.
"I guess you'll get rid of your white shirts after this," I laughed.
"I don't know, it worked out awfully damn well for me today!"
"Ha! Next time it'll happen during your eleven o'clock with Mrs. McGill. There would be some next-level shenanigans then!"
She slapped my ass and walked to the cart. Her shirt was till a bit see-thru, but I guessed she was counting on the breeze of her fast driving to dry it out by the time we got to the clubhouse. If not, some folks would get a show.
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Over the weekend, I really buckled down on the at home part of my new fitness regime, as assigned by my personal trainer Courtney. As I was doing pushups in my back yard, I thought about the obvious fact that her business wasn't doing as well as it ought to. The thought irritated me. I liked her, even if I was a little afraid of her. I also hate to see a good product go unappreciated. It's the salesman in me.
I resolved to see who I could send her way as new clients. Word of mouth is always the best sales tool for businesses like hers anyway. Also, if I got her enough new clients, she'd probably appreciate it. I like doing things to make beautiful women appreciative.
I started with work. I talked her up to a number of co-workers, focusing mostly on the ones that were not in bad shape, but not workout rats either. With most people, I concentrated on what good results I had felt. I also added in a bit of reverse psychology along the general lines of, "she'd be great for you too, but I'm not sure you could take her intensity." I made sure everyone knew to mention me to Courtney if they found the intestinal fortitude to sign up. I even felt like there might be a nibble here and there. I resolved to use it as one more incentive to keep up with the pushups and other homework, so I could act as a walking billboard.
But my main focus that Monday was on my dinner sales call with Gretchen Williams. No one, not even my boss Cathy, had had any luck getting her company's business, so as the promising new guy, I'd been passed the folder on this Great White Whale. So far, I was feeling my way into an Earnest Young Man In Need of Guidance From (slightly) Older, More Experienced Mentor role. I'd had success with older women using variations on that theme a number of times, though usually not the kind of success I was looking for here. Attractive as I found Gretchen, I had all the reasons in the world to focus only on her business, not her. That said, I had resolved to choose a restaurant from the more romantic end of my list to take her to. Puppy dog eyes and a need for guidance and support would go over better in soft lighting and quiet music than they would in a more frenetic venue. Or so I hoped!
I spent that afternoon at my desk, reading over my predecessors' notes on Gretchen, my own notes, as well as my research into what she had asked me and told me at our first meeting. That, along with a fresh shirt and a quick pressing of my suit, had me as ready as I expected I was going to be.
When I arrived at her corporate offices, I found that I would not have to cool my heels much this time. Gretchen was already in the lobby. I had only to wait while she finished hauling an older woman over the coals about something. The older woman looked like a fairly high level executive herself, so I winced as I thought about about her department, upon whom this shit would roll downhill all week.
"Problem?" I asked innocently, as we shook hands after Gretchen turned to meet me.
"Hmm? No. Well, yes, but sadly for you it is not some disaster caused by your competition where you can swoop in and save the day."
"My momentary dreams are shattered," I replied, dead-pan. For this evening, I had to project both confidence and charm, as well as inexperience and curiosity. In short, I needed to come off as the perfect clay for molding.
She laughed. "C'est la vie! Your arrival is well timed, though. Let's go. I could use a stiff drink."
She let herself into my car, and I reflected idly to myself that remote keyless entry had done more to eliminate male gallantry than even the most prickly forms of feminism.
As we were being seated at my chosen restaurant, Gretchen looked around at the place with a skeptical eye. As the host left us, she turned that skeptical eye on me. "Well, this place is certainly... atmospheric."
I had perhaps pushed a bit hard on the romance button. The music was violin music. LIVE violin music. A good 80 percent of the tables were for two. Many, including ours, were in intimate little spaces providing the impression or reality of privacy. Long candles burned phallically on the tabletop.
I looked around the restaurant, hiding the skittish feeling I had inside with an irritated expression on my face. "I've never been here myself," I explained, now glaring at the sumptuous upholstery on the walls. "I have a co-worker who suggested it to me when I told him I was taking you on a dinner call," I lied easily. "I had not figured out until right now that he is a 'Practical Joker'."
"Still, here we are. I imagine the food will be good," I went on. "If it's not, look for a murder mystery in the papers tomorrow." I reached for the wine list, but she dismissed it.
"If you want wine, that's fine," she said, looking at the cocktails on the menu. "I'd prefer some real drinks." I readily set side the wine list that had looked scarily incomprehensible at first glance, and perused the dinner menu. The lead waiter on the team that would serve us that night appeared and Gretchen ordered a Whiskey Sour, while I chose a variant they offered on my usual Manhattan. We made idle chat about the news of the world until our drinks appeared and we made the first half of them disappear. At that point I worked in a joke about the character of the restaurant and again referenced my doomed fictional co-worker. I solicited ides for revenge.
Gretchen laughed heartily. "I have to say that I was not sure what to do with you when we walked in here and saw all this," she said with a grin, indicating the late-modern french boudoir decor. "I mean, even if I was the sort to let a romantic overture affect my business dealings, that idea should have been tried by your boss Cathy back when she had my account."
What?
Gretchen leaned forward to clarify. "You and I play for the same team."
"Ye..., er, what?" I was a bit less confused than I appeared, but this was a very unexpected development and I was temporizing while trying to reevaluate... everything.
"As I feel sure is the case with you too, I prefer women," Gretchen went on mercilessly, but with the same grin as she pressed the point with an evil grin.
I once again referenced my fictional, practical joking co-worker. "I wonder if that bastard knew...?"
"I doubt it. I don't make a big deal about it, and I certainly never told anyone at CKE during any previous attempts at getting our business," she replied. She cocked her head for a second, then went on with another wicked smile, "Though maybe I should have told Cathy. That might have been interesting. She really is hot, isn't she?"
I may not have been as confused as I was pretending to be, but I was still off balance. "Oh, hell yeah," I let slip out.
Gretchen laughed again, harder. "Well, we DO have something in common! Shall we have a discussion on how much we both like your boss's tight, tasty body?"
"How about," I countered, a note of genuine panic entering my voice, "we go over the answers I have for you about what we discussed last time?"
Gretchen relented and we got through the first course on safe business topics. Inwardly, I was both relieved and cursing myself. I was relived to escape her teasing, but cursing myself because a plan had simultaneously entered my head; a hare-brained scheme if you will, but I liked it. Stupid as it was, I was already sure I was going to try it. But that meant that I would have to bring this conversation back around to the general subject matter that I had just escaped.
The food was indeed delicious. I knew it would be. The reviews had been nigh universal on that. She was well into her second Whiskey Sour before I finished my first Manhattan. As we neared time for a decision about desert, I managed to insert the subject of Cathy back into the conversation. After Gretchen rose to the bait, I let her actually goad me into a discussion of Cathy's looks. Despite myself, Gretchen eventually managed to embarrass me again. But it was the opening I was looking for.
"How about instead a piece of cake that my personal trainer will make me pay dearly for," I suggested, "we go somewhere else for a nightcap?"
"The cocktails are actually pretty good here," she replied, "but where did you have in mind?"
I named my favorite strip club.
She repeated the name skeptically. "Is that the kind place I think it is?" she asked archly.
"Probably," I said puckishly. "As you said, we play for the same team. Maybe we go there and hang out like teammates. I'm pretty sure that eye-candy is extremely low-carb...."
She bought the idea. She fucking BOUGHT it!
As we drove from romantic restaurant to raunchy strip club, I was a bit like the dog who caught the mail truck. What the heck was I supposed to do with this? Gretchen didn't help.
"I've never actually been to one of these before," she said. Her voice was filled with anticipation, but overlaid with the distinct impression that she also did not know how I'd talked her into going to one now.
"I've been here a couple of times," I admitted as I pulled up to the valet, who gave Gretchen a thorough glance as he helped her out of the Acura. "It makes for thrills."
We were both still dressed in business attire, of course, which put us in the distinct minority, but what drew attention to us was Gretchen. Any female customer gets a glance in a club like this, but as was her style, Gretchen's traditional business suit was expertly tailored to subtly but very effectively accentuate her already excellent figure. An elegant knock-out like her drew at least a sidelong look from every man in the place, and much more than a simple glance from most of them.
As we found our way to a table, she murmured to me, "I feel like an antelope among a pride of lions..."
"Nah," I replied confidently. "You are more of a mama grizzly and they are a bunch of wolves. They might be hungry, but they would not dare." She laughed at that and relaxed a little.
"We don't sit by the stage?" she asked.
"Not unless you want the strippers to drag you up on it with them and make a spectacle of you," I replied.
"The view is fine from here," she said firmly. As she looked up at the girl dancing on stage right then, she added, "It's quite fine actually."
A waitress Tina came over to get us drinks. She was not one that I knew, and that was good. I really did not come here that often, and I didn't want it to look like I did. After we placed our orders, Gretchen excused herself to the ladies' room. I put my hand on her forearm as she rose. "Fair warning. I'm pretty sure the ladies' restroom will be located inside the ladies' dressing room."
When she returned, she was little wild-eyed. "Thanks for the heads up..."
"Did you see anything you like?" I asked slyly. Gretchen was still little distracted and didn't catch what I said. I tired again, slightly differently.
"I meant, do you see anything you'd like?" I asked, waving around the room at all the workers.
"What? We just order a dancer, like from a menu? Most of these women won't want to talk to me anyway. I'll just look them over while they dance for you, right?" Amazing, this alpha woman was suddenly as cowed as most men are the first time in a place like this!
"Actually, you can 'order' through the waitress, if you see a dancer that really catches your fancy," I said calmly, confidently. "But it can be simpler to just wait and see who chooses to approach a man with a woman. As for them not being interested in you," I went on with a smile, "some of these dancers are full-on lesbians. They just act a good game around men. A bunch are truly bi-sexual, though who knows how many. And yes, most are fully straight, and won't be interested in you, except as a means to get money out of me."
"Tell me," I went on, relaxing back in my chair and looking around casually, "who are the women who meet your fancy? Let's play a game." I was acting totally in control, wise beyond my years, etc., but inside, I was actually regretting this. The whole thing could go badly wrong. "If there is someone who appeals to you, I'll have our server send her over. If the dancer approaches ME, we chat for a few, maybe buy her a drink, and send her on her way. But if she hones in on YOU..."
"What? If she hones in on me, what?"
"To be honest, I don't know. But I'll make sure that she makes sure that you sure have fun."
Gretchen looked around for a while. "That one?" she said at last, pointing out a tall, evening gown-wearing number with curves of modest size, but elegant ratio. Not bad. I waved at our waitress. A quick whisper and a five dollar tip to her, and she scuttled off. We saw her slide up to Gretchen's first selection and pointed to us. The dancer looked at us and immediately began to make her way over. So far so good.
But she came and sat directly upon my lap. She actually ground her hip against my cock as she told me hello, then turned to Gretchen. "Hi there, darling. What do you want me to do to your man?"
Damn. Well, I didn't expect a first try hit. I was about to execute the planned chat, tip, and discard routine, when Gretchen replied, "Just a lap dance. I want to watch this time."
I looked at her and she smirked. The dancer, whose name escapes me, just smiled and rose to her feet. The gown shimmered off her to the floor, and she handed it to Gretchen, who may or may not have smelt it when the dancer turned back to me, wearing only a white undergarment that aspired to be a thong when it grew up. She laid her arms over my shoulders and swayed before me. "So your lady caught you going to strip clubs, and decided to come along?" she asked me. "Well, it's up to you. Do you want her to see a chaste and innocent dance, or do you want me to blow her mind... and yours?"
We were out in the well-lit main room, so I knew no one was getting too terribly mind-blowing here. I drew a breath and whispered, "Get wild for her."
Weird as the situation was, I enjoyed the dance, and it wasn't half bad. Her body was really quite good, and both I and Gretchen certainly enjoyed the view. I could see Gretchen's enjoyment because I was watching her almost as much as I watched my nearly naked lap ornament. Toward the end of the song, the stripper was grinding herself into my crotch while smiling (I assume) at Gretchen, who did not take her eyes off of her. The dancer slid her hand back and between her ass and my lap and fondled my appreciatively hard cock through my pants. She handled it quite comprehensively, for being in the well-lit area of the club.
When the song ended, I paid her, and tipped her well. She rose, dressed, and leaned down to whisper in Gretchen's ear, before slipping away. I shifted in my chair as Gretchen stifled a laugh after her departure. "That wasn't the entertainment I had in mind for you," I started.
"I wanted to see the procedure," she replied.
"What did she say to you?" I had to ask.
Gretchen smiled, "That I should forgive you, my hubby, because I don't want to lose access to that anaconda in your pants."
!
"Um, strippers tell guys they are well-hung all the time," I coughed.
"Yes, but she assumed I knew full-well how well you are equipped, and still said it to me. Tell me, how well-hung ARE you?" Gretchen asked with wide, innocent, evil eyes. I chose discretion over valor, a choice with which I was largely unfamiliar, and decided not to answer.
Gretchen's next two choices unfortunately also made the wrong choice. Neither got invited to give me a dance, though.
"So, it is usually this hard to find a girl?" she asked querulously. Querulous is not an adjective you want to use to describe your client.
"When you are picky and have high standards, yes," I replied honestly. She relaxed a bit, and stopped making choices so quickly.
Another round of drinks came, and were nearly gone, when Gretchen's eyes narrowed and she flagged our waitress. "We'd love it if that one could come over," she said, pointing. The waitress was already moving when I saw who she fetching, and my heart sank. It was Monique, a dancer who had danced for me before, to rather spectacular result, but whom I had not seen since. She looked up, saw us, smiled at me and waved, before making her way toward us.
"I take it she's a friend of yours?" asked Gretchen acerbically.
"She's danced for me before. And she recognizes me. I don't think she will pass our test, which sucks because she is both gorgeous and good."
But Monique arrived and without asking, flowed like a satin-covered river into Gretchen's lap. Monique pulled her arms around her and cuddled into Gretchen's embrace. "I'm Monique," she breathed, stroking the line of Gretchen's jaw. Gretchen rather bemusedly gave her name as well.
"Why didn't you tell me about her?" Monique asked me pointedly. "She's dynamite!"
"Gretchen is my client, Monique. Behave!"
"Don't listen to him about behaving," countered Gretchen. "After all, I AM the customer."
"The customer?" asked Monique brightly, while staring deeply into Gretchen's eyes. "Well you are certainly Miss Right as far as I'm concerned."
"I like her," said Gretchen to me, her hand sliding easily down to stroke Monique's satin nightgown-covered hip. "I'd say you have excellent taste in dancers."
"Scotch and soda, Monique?" I asked with a provisionally relived smile, signaling our waitress.
We had a nice conversation for a while, even though I was hardly included. The two women mostly talked amongst themselves, always skirting the edge of full-on feeling each other up. If my earlier lap dance had gotten me worked up, it was nothing to the raging hard on I was experiencing from just watching them flirt.
"So Monique," I said, sliding my chair over close to them. "I'd love for you to take my client here down the hall to the back and introduce her to your skills with lap dances. Can we make that happen?"
"Hmmm," she smiled. "Lap dances are what I do... but no."
"No?" I blurted.
"No?" asked Gretchen, puzzled and sounding a little hurt.
Monique just cuddled harder against her. "No. This little woman deserves a trip to the Champagne Room."
I was confused. "When we talked about it before, you told me that you don't do the VIP thing," I challenged her.
"Well, not with guys, anyway," laughed Monique. "We were not discussing smoking hot brunettes with soft hands and hard bodies in that conversation."
I shook my head and looked at Gretchen, whose hand had slid around to rest more on Monique's ass than her hip now. "So what do you think? Want to have Monique take you away to some place private and really show you why this industry exists?"
"It's what you conned me into coming for, isn't it? I suppose I ought to see it through," sighed Gretchen, before caressing Monique's elegant jawline in return. "And I find I've really become rather into the idea over the last few minutes." Monique rose, and grasping Gretchen's hand, helped her out of the deep chair.
"Come on," said Monique to me, as she stepped toward the hallway leading to the back room and the Champagne VIP section as well.
"Me?" I blurted. "The idea is to entertain HER. We aren't a couple."
"You're paying," replied Monique sternly. "You need to be at hand if Gretchen decides you need to pay more!"
"Oh come on along," added Gretchen, who I reflected had had five cocktails, "since you are the one paying, you might was well make sure I get your money's worth. How crazy can it get?"
Monique laughed and tickled her under her jacket. "Oh, let's see!"
I followed along, secure in the knowledge that tonight was going to leave me with an epic case of blue balls.



Monique swept into the champagne room lobby, whereupon she presented my credit card to the head bouncer, who did look fairly surprised to see her in there. He then looked at Gretchen, looked at her again, really taking her in, then shot a look of grudging respect at me. I smiled back weakly. The blue balls were indeed going to be fulsome and sore tonight. Financials provisionally handled, the two women went down the corridor, hands on each other's asses, with me in their wake. Those really were two high-class asses, walking in front of me. I decided I might as well enjoy acquiring my blue balls. We entered the last alcove on the right, and Monique allowed the double thick heavy velour curtains to close behind us. The heavy tip I had laid on the bouncer was what Monique had quietly told me I needed to give to ensure no one but a waitress came to check on us.
The small room was dark enough to provide atmosphere and obscure any small flaws a dancer might possess, but light enough to give a comfortable view of the entertainment. There were two seats: a small couch and a large armchair opposite it. Monique led Gretchen to the couch and invited her to sit, while I obediently went to sit alone in the chair. Monique stood before Gretchen and began to dance, swaying sultrily before her, turning around from time to time to give her a full view, and incidentally to sneak a smile at me on occasion.
Gretchen really had taste in women that I could admire. Monique was a stunner. Her shoulders were straight and smooth, and combined with her wide, delicious hips gave her a lushly hourglass figure. Her firm, bountiful breasts also contributed to the timepiece look. They looked almost too good to be real, but I had the privilege to know for sure that they were indeed natural wonders. Her belly was smooth and just little rounded, with a deep, enticing belly button that was just the tiniest bit off center.
Gretchen looked up at her with a rapt expression. Monique slipped first one, then the other spaghetti strap of her nightgown off her shoulders and kept the garment up by pressing it against her breasts. "Put your hands on my hips, and slide this off me," breathed Monique. Gretchen caressed those lovely hips for a bit, before bunching the fabric of the gown up in her hands and tugging softly downward. Monique swayed with the music and released her hands. The garment slid down and off her to the floor. Our entertainer threw her head back and her arms above her head and undulated alluringly in a circle before my client.
She then bent down and picked up her gown. She turned to me and slowly dragged it over my body. "Hold this for me, will you?" she asked in a loud voice, then bent over to whisper, "remember I said I don't come back her because I won't do anything to a guy back here that I wouldn't do out in the main rooms? The things I'm about to do to this luscious piece of ass you've brought me would never fly out there." She turned and briefly ground her ass against my lap and the rock-hard cock that strained there before undulating back to Gretchen. "He deserved a little taste. After all, he is paying." They shared a laugh before Monique crawled onto the couch, straddling Gretchen and began to caress my client's face with her boobs! She then lifted Gretchen's hands and placed them on her beautiful tits, encouraging her to fondle them and begin to suckle as well. When Gretchen finally came up for air, Monique got up to her feet and then down to her knees as she slid down her body to the floor.
Monique looked up at Gretchen and said something inaudible. Gretchen laughed, but it turned into a gasp as Monique placed her hands on my clients knees, then slid them slowly up her inner thighs, until they slipped up under that perfectly tailored business skirt. Way under that skirt. Monique's hands worked as Gretchen's eyes grew wide and she quivered. But Monique was just getting started. Her grip shifted under Gretchen's ass and lifted just enough for her to expertly slide that skirt up practically to Gretchen's waist, revealing a pair of black lace panties that while they were not erotic in design, they were not particularly large, either.
Gretchen looked at me, back down to Monique, and back up at me with a scandalized grin on her face. Then Monique swiftly buried her face in Gretchen's crotch, and Gretchen's eyes practically rolled back in her head. Monique began to rain down a series of soft breaths and kisses of varying intensity on that panty-clad crotch, until Gretchen was squirming hard. Monique looked up and declared, "Not enough."
She slid her fingers under the panties and in a flash had them off Gretchen as well. My wildest agenda for the day had not included 'see my important client's vagina', but there you go. The best laid plans of mice and men oft go astray. I did not see her tightly trimmed bush for long, because Monique had returned her face to block my view and begin an earnest assault with lips and tongue. An assault which produced several waves of intense customer satisfaction in Gretchen in remarkably short order.
With Gretchen gasping for air and a semblance of mental order in the wake of that oral assault, Monique rose and danced a bit longer, slipping her own thong off as soon as Gretchen's eyes uncrossed. Now utterly naked, Monique again slid onto Gretchen, facing her. This time, Gretchen's hands slipped between Moniques legs and along her completely clean-shaven vagina, and it was Monique's turn to moan. As she did, Monique's hands now began to explore the curves of Gretchen's chest, kneading deeply and with increasing enthusiasm. As her own breath became shallower, Monique began to fumble at the buttons on Gretchen's blouse. Soon it was fully unbuttoned and spread wide open, giving Monique (and me) a lovely view of her lacy but conservative black bra, and the impressive set of breasts that it contained. Her hands returned to massage those lovely tits for a bit, but then she decided to slip both Gretchen's jacket and blouse off over her shoulders. Reluctantly, Monique pulled Gretchen's questing hands from between her legs so she could slide both Gretchen's shirt and jacket completely off. Then she swiftly pressed her tits back into Gretchen's mouth while reaching behind and unhooking her bra, slipping it off in a heartbeat. Now my client was fully exposed to Monique and to me, wearing nothing but her skirt, and that was riding up around her waist. Gretchen's boobs were nearly as good as Monique's. They were firm, generous handfuls at least, with dark round aureoles and large nipples that signaled clearly their interest in the goings on. I quickly lost sight of those delicious nipples, as Monique pressed her own magnificent mams against Gretchen's. The two women writhed against each other, both delicately exploring the others exposed curves with their fingers.
Moaning, Gretchen slid her hands down to grope Monique's taut ass, which clenched happily in response to her explorations. After a moment of this, Gretchen clamped hard on those cheeks and began to lift Monique upward. Monique climbed up to stand on the couch astride Gretchen and lowered her pussy to her face. Gretchen slid her hands down and up between those lovely legs before grasping Monique's ass in a now apparently desperate grip. She leaned in and began to return the earlier favor Monique had given her. A favor that was obviously much appreciated.
Had I been watching this on a video some late, lonely night, I'd have jacked myself senseless long ago. As it was... blue balls.
Monique's knees nearly buckled as this assault brought on the desired result, and Gretchen showed surprising strength in her grip on her ass, keeping Monique in position so that Gretchen could fully complete the job. As Monique's moans began to lessen, Gretchen pulled her down to cuddle naked in her lap. The two drew deep breaths in recovery as they fondled each other all over and kissed, each probably tasting their own juices on the other's lips.
My eyes were in heaven. The rest of my body was in the other place.
Monique sat sideways in Gretchen's lap and her fingers began to work their way back between Gretchen's legs again! Gretchen gabbed her wrist almost desperately. "Please, no! I'm mush right now. Give a girl a chance to recover."
Monique made a show of reluctance as she withdrew her hand and Gretchen smiled, breathing hard and looking around for her cocktail. "Good," said Monique, "You rehydrate and recharge. Meanwhile I'm going to go put on a show with him for a bit."
"Him? I thought you were here for me?"
"Yes, but you just said you are recovering. And he did bring your glorious body to me, so I'm thinking it's a extra bonus for me, a finder's fee for him, and one hell of a show for you!" Gretchen just shook her head in amusement. "What?" asked Monique, twisting on the floor to look at Monique, her sudden lack of progress toward me after the unexpected approach just adding to my misery, "You don't like cock AT ALL? Wait 'til you see his. It's a doozy."
Gretchen waved that off. "I've had sex with guys. I just never found that they could do it for me like a good woman. Certainly not like you!" she added in a flattering tone.
"You'll get all I have to offer, don't you worry," replied Monique with a shrug at Gretchen's professed lesbian tastes. "Gather your strength." She resumed her crawl across the floor to me, placing me in a near panic state of anticipation as she approached. She reached me and made short work of unbuttoning my shirt, as I eagerly aided her by pulling off my tie. With my chest exposed, Monique ran her hands down my pecs and belly to my fly. She slipped open the catch and slowly let down the fly. "Last time I danced for him, he wasn't wearing underwear like he is this time," she said over her shoulder to Gretchen.
"Should I be honored?"
"No. You should be disappointed," laughed Monique, "But I'll fix that for both of us. She reached into my shorts and pulled the waistband, letting my agonizedly teased cock pop free. She then tugged downward and I lifted my hips so she could tug both trousers and underwear down to pool around my ankles. She twisted between my legs and cradled my erection in her hands like she was a product model on a gameshow to display me to Gretchen. "Come on, you may not agree it's as beautiful as I think it is, but you cannot say it's not impressive!"
Gretchen started at my cock for a moment with an unreadable expression. "Eh. One of my vibrators is a lot bigger than that."
I could still be surprised by the things I was hearing this evening, apparently.
"Sure. One of mine is like that too," chuckled Monique. "But I'll bet that your FAVORITE one is just about this size!"
Gretchen just stuck out her tongue at Monique, who snapped back, "Don't try to tease me. I'm going to want more of that in a few minutes." Gretchen just licked her lips in reply, her awesome tits heaving as she kept breathing deeply, still recovering.
Monique smiled to herself as she turned back to me and began a series of licks and sucks on the head of my cock in an effort that momentarily caused my perception of the world to narrow to nothing beyond her head and my lap. Somehow I managed not to instantly blow my load on her face, but it was a near thing. Having passed the crisis point, I relaxed back to enjoy the act, with a fat, dumb, happy expression likely adorning my face.
"Hmmm. Looks like it's not just me who approves of her mouth," Gretchen suddenly observed. My view of the world suddenly zoomed out and I perceived that here I was, getting rather stellar head from a naked stripper, while my client watched, splayed out nearly naked across from me, sweat all over her lovely breasts and her legs still spread wide.
There was no way this could get any more deliciously weird, and with that thought, there was no way I could stop this orgasm a second time. I gasped a warning, and Monique slipped me from her mouth and let the main force of my orgasm jet itself across the bountiful valley between her tits, as it had the first time she had pleasured me. But this time, she bent to suck the last of me dry, garnering a small final spurt from an aftershock that slid into her mouth as she cleaned me up.
Then she rose and turned to Gretchen once more, her breasts spattered with my cum. She wiped up a big splash and sucked it off her finger with a loud, "mmmm." Then, "Can I interest you in cleaning me off?" she asked Gretchen, gesturing to her cum-splattered breasts. Gretchen laughed a no thank you, she hadn't liked the taste of cum any more than she had enjoyed the process of extracting it back in her younger years. Monique shrugged and mostly wiped herself off with a stack of napkins. As she approached Gretchen, Monique looked down at her breasts and teased, "There is one big spot left, sure you won't lick me clean?"
Gretchen looked at her sardonically, then said, "Tell you what. I'll clean you off," she said wiping the blob off with her index finger, "but you suck it clean!" Monique just wordlessly placed the finger in her mouth and proceeded to give head to that finger impressively enough to nearly reawaken my resting cock already just from watching her do it. Gretchen clearly liked it too. A lot.
Monique leaned down to kiss her deeply. Very deeply. But Gretchen pulled back suddenly, an odd look on her face. "Yes," laughed Monique, "that is what he tastes like! Better than you remember?"
Gretchen grumbled something, and Monique laughed, but then paused. "They all taste at least a little different. Some taste a lot different," she advised Gretchen. "I've read it is because of what they eat."
But her introspection lasted but that moment, before she dropped to her hands and knees and began to once more orally pleasure my client. She was being a lot more deliberate this time, wanting it to go for a while. Gretchen's eyes rolled back into her head once more, and her hands ran through Monique's corona of blonde hair, but she seemed eager take the long, slow route as well.
Meanwhile I was mesmerized by Monique's bounteous ass, as it swayed with the music, her pussy seeming to practically drip as I stared hungrily at it.
Suddenly Monique lifted her head and stared back at me, lifting a hand to keep the stimulation going on Gretchen's sex. "How much do I have to wave my backside at you before you come over and fuck me with that big cock of yours so I'll make your client's world rock even harder?" she demanded. This time, both Gretchen and I goggled at her in disbelief. My mouth worked, but no words came out. I looked at Gretchen in a panic. Monique has resumed her oral efforts and Gretchen looked back at me, eyes wide, and her mouth open in suddenly reintensified pleasure. But a laugh still managed to escape her lips. "If it's going to make her even better at what she's doing, you better come over here and put that big ass thing to some good use," she gasped, before she let her eyes close and she rolled her head back against the wall, thrusting her own luscious breasts upward and clenching them in her own hands, reveling in what was happening between her legs.
Fuck this. Here I go.
I took a quick step or two across to kneel down behind Monique and caressed her lovely ass. I pushed my hips forward and let the head of my cock rub up and down against her slit, which I could feel pulsing in anticipation. Gretchen lifter her head again and stared down at me as I rubbed my cock against Monique's vulva. I felt my tip penetrate, and I grasped her hips and pulled them back slightly as I pushed my length inside her. I groaned happily as the sensation of her silken walls encompassed me. Monique groaned in turn as I filled her deeply. Gretchen moaned as well, in response to the vibrations of Monique's groan, or maybe at the sight of what I was doing to the girl currently eating her out.
As I thrust in and out of Monique, I lost track of how my client was doing. As my initial ecstatic joy of penetration lifted, I looked up to see Gretchen looking down at me over Monique's corona of hair with a bemused expression. But this strange tableau was soon interrupted as the lovely dancer between us, stimulated at both ends, arrived an unexpectedly early and sudden climax. Her hips bucked hard and something different she did with her tongue as her ecstasy took her pushed Gretchen a bit over the edge as well. But just a bit. A single, apparently preliminary shock of orgasm ran through her, but Monique lifted her head to croon a final gurgling gasp stopping her efforts there, then twisted her hips and slipped off my as yet unfulfilled cock as well.
We both looked down at her, both pleased to see her so fulfilled by our efforts, but also each more than a bit left hung out to dry. Monique looked up at Gretchen. "I know you don't think you like cock, but come on! That," she said, pointing at my exposed, throbbing member, "is world fucking class. He is better than any dildo. Let him finish you now, or you can just wait until I can find the top of my head wherever it was blown off to and can get it re-attached." She started to pull me forward toward Gretchen's wide spread legs. I look up at my client in wordless apology.
But she just threw up her hands and said, "Fuck it. I can give it one more whirl. Come here." Either Monique's argument, or more likely the intense need from her interrupted orgasm, had convinced Gretchen. I was not so sure it was a good idea. But now Monique was pushing me from behind. And my cock was now absolutely convinced it was a great fucking idea. I guessed I was outvoted.
I slid between Gretchen's legs and let my cock stroke her sopping pussy. I looked into her eyes and saw a little of the trepidation that I knew lurked in my own. But I also saw a spark of adventure, and a huge wave of lustful need. Not necessarily a need for me, but a need for release. "Let me know if I need to stop," I said, though I could not keep either my hesitation or my raging lust out of my voice.
Gretchen braced herself, but replied, "Did you not hear the part about my giant dildo? You won't hurt me. Just do it. I'm dying here!"
I slipped into her just an inch, then another, then I pulled back a bit, then another inch in. Suddenly I was buried in her fully and it was magnificent. She was tight as hell around me, but soft and wet and receptive. "Let me know what works for you," I grunted, and began to thrust into her at different speed, then different depth, then different angles. Without words, she let me know what worked indeed, and I settled into a rhythm that seemed to work for her and sure as all fuck was working for me.
Her hands stretched out to grasp the back of the couch and she thrust her hips out toward me in answer to my penetration. Suddenly Monique reappeared and slid onto the couch to grasp Gretchen's left breast in her hand, while she bent to suck on its lovely right companion. I felt Gretchen get if possible even more wet around me as I slid in and out, my own glorious pleasure over-riding my fear that I might not live up to the challenge. Gretchen grasped Monique's ass and pulled her up higher, first to kiss her, then to pull her still higher, so that Gretchen could sucky greedily on one of Monique's lovely edifices. Monique's left hand never left off teasing at that breast, tugging the nipple and twirling her fingers around it.
Gretchen might have still had mental doubts about the utility of this whole Fucking A Dude thing, but her body had fully rejected any doubt. Each passage of my shaft along her tunnel brought her closer. It sure as hell brought me closer too, but I was damned if I was going to let go before I satisfied her as best I could. It appeared that I could in fact satisfy her quite a lot. Suddenly she was thrashing beneath me, gasping what would have been very satisfying but embarrassingly loud cries of ecstasy, had her mouth not been still full of Monique's delectable nipple, like a giant pacifier. I let my own desperately restrained orgasm arrive at last and I slammed into her with a few final thrusts that left me wobbling as I shuddered my release inside her. She gasped a final time as she felt me fill her, and if it did not give her one final orgasmic wave, she certainly experienced a delightfully large aftershock.



We must have looked like quite the sight as Monique's favored waitress Tina poked her head through the curtain just then. She goggled, then oggled at my cock as it slid from inside Gretchen when I turned to stare at the interruption. "Looks like everyone is thirsty in here," she observed, with a big smile that said she enjoyed looking at all three of us.
"Water," I croaked.
"Me too. And a glass of chardonnay," said Monique, much more in control of her voice than me or Gretchen.
"I need a large Budweiser," asserted Gretchen around Monique's tit, which she had refused to release from her lips.
"Looks like someone just had a large Budweiser in her," muttered Tina, as she backed out through the heavy curtain.
Gretchen laughed, and looked up at Monique, at last releasing her lips' determined suction on her nipple. "Alright, I will stipulate that the odd dick here or there may make an acceptable change of pace, at least until I find the right woman to settle down with."
"Don't go for the odd dicks. Go for the good ones. But all good things in moderation--an occasional man is enough." replied Monique archly.
I drove Gretchen back to her office and her car in companionable yet awkward silence. My mind was racing, wondering how I let myself get I to this position. I was physically incapable of regretting the events, as the evening had been one of the sexual highlights of my life, possibly even exceeding the threesome I had with those two cheerleaders from our big rival university, back in my college days. But this had not been my plan, and I had no idea how I should proceed from here.
Gretchen likewise seemed introspective, but as we neared her office, she turned suddenly to me, placing a hand gently on my right thigh. "Listen, I've been thinking," she blurted. "We have a problem."
No shit.
"Tonight was literally mind-alteringly good, but we can't keep doing this. You can either keep making sales calls on me and my firm, or you can occasionally stick that surprisingly pleasing dick in me in new and interesting ways. I owe it to my company and my employees to do one or the other."
She then withdrew her hand from my leg and looked at me silently. At that moment, we pulled into her company parking lot, and I pulled over near her car, taking a deep breath. She had given me a solution, albeit an agonizing one.
"Wow. That's a gut punch!" I sighed, letting some genuine anguish color my voice. I temporized for a moment, then hung my head and said, "then I guess I'll have to call your assistant next week and set up our next sales call. We're back to presentations and Power Point. An occasional lunch maybe?"
"Really?" She exclaimed, a little hurt and a lot of surprise in her voice.
"Look," I hastened to reassure her, "you are genuinely gorgeous, and you pretty much broke my brain tonight. Hell, when you put your hand on my leg just now I got stiff as a board all over again. The back half of my brain wants to drag you into the back seat and make love to you again right now." Her eyes widened, then flashed a speculative look toward the back. I rushed on to forestall any ideas.
"But just like you, I have professional responsibilities to more than just myself. I owe my boss, my company, and my co-workers my best efforts. Hell, I owe YOU, as my potential customer, my best effort. So back to sales calls it is," I finished, dropping my head in honest frustration.
Gretchen just stared at me for a moment. "Damn," she said. "I never for a second expected that to be your answer." There was a definite tone of regret lurking in that sentence, but mostly she sounded impressed. "But if you are that committed, I have to respect that. Come back in tomorrow morning at ten, and we will choose some initial business for you. Show me that CKE can be as committed as you are in the coming months, and we'll talk about it all."
I literally imagined a record scratch sounding my head at how suddenly things had changed from bleak to amazing. "All of CKE will demonstrate its commitment to your company's needs, Gretchen," I said, offering a firm handshake.
"I'm sure you all will," she replied, but did not let go of my hand. "But since we sign this deal and revert to a dry, professional relationship tomorrow morning, let's talk right now about that back seat of yours...."
I managed to time it just right to meet Cathy as she came into the lobby two days later. I said hello, and she asked what was up. I handed her a PO from Gretchen's company. Not a big one, but it was a toe in the door. Cathy looked at me in frank amazement. "How did you do it?"
"Well," I said, "Expect a lot of screaming from Audrey in Finance later today. I forgot to warn her before I submitted my expense report.
"You fucking did not!" said Cathy, scandalized, but good-naturedly so. The woman respected results.
"I took my prospect to a legitimate local cabaret..." I began parroting my line from the first time I pulled a stunt like this, with a more conventional client.
"Man, I did not expect to see you going to a male strip... wait a minute. Was it the same damned club where you got Gus's ashes hauled? With all women dancers?"
"It turns out that is the way the client mostly goes," I murmured.
"Son of a bitch. That makes it easier to understand why I could never connect with her. I kept taking about men, while she was just staring at my ass."
"The client actually had words on that very subject..." I smiled.
"She. Did. Not!" said an even more scandalized but slightly flattered Cathy. She took a deep breath. "According to the rules, you and I are veering into the kind of conversation we cannot have."
"I'm sure the client would be happy to go over it with you herself, without me," I dared to add.
"I will definitely leave this client to you. You just find out exactly what she wants and tell me exactly, so that I can roam the halls of Production and Fulfillment with a flame thrower to ensure everything they do for her is exactly to the letter. I want a lot more than this one PO."
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As the fasten seatbelt sign flashed on, I sat morosely in my seat. Air travel always makes me feel blue. I was a 34 year-old man, traveling alone on vacation. I was traveling alone because I had become a widower at the ghastly early age of 29. The love of my life and I had always loved to travel together. I had no children because there was always going be time for that later. My wife in particular loved flying. Planes took us to exciting new places and let us revisit favorite prior destinations. She even had earned her own pilot's license. We were saving up for a plane of our own.
Fuck that aneurysm. That goddamned bolt from the blue.
So what was I doing vacationing via plane, if planes made me so depressed?
The wheels bounced on the tarmac and my mood brightened most instantly. Because planes took you to places like Vegas, baby!
I particularly like Las Vegas as a destination. I can have a great time there just over a long weekend. I enjoy gambling and am reasonably good at it. And the city is filled with gorgeous women. I may still be pining over lost love five years gone, but that doesn't mean I don't like chasing women and occasionally catching them. I just have zero interest in ever making another partnership for life. I would always have that ugly question in the back of my mind: Whose life? But Las Vegas was particularly good at ephemeral encounters of all kinds.
I Ubered to Caesar's Palace and checked into the class of mini-suite I always reserve. The bathrooms in these rooms are just downright silly. They have an oversized shower, but even more extravagant is the double-sized jetted tub. Moreover, the back wall of the tub is frosted glass and can open up into the bedroom. I freshened up quickly and donned clean, pressed clothes.
A quick trip down the elevators and I put my usual Vegas routine in motion. I usually start with some Craps play during the afternoon. Craps is a fun, social game where you meet a lot of people. It has my favorite blend of highs and lows. And not incidentally, if you know your shit, you can play a long time before you lose all the money you have budgeted for the trip, day, or session. Breaking even is a Win in my book. If I walk away from a table with more cash than I started with, my policy is to spend it immediately.
After a few hours of fun, I move to the pool if the weather is good. Should there be an event making the "European" pool crowded, I will go over there and enjoy all the topless women, but usually, I just wander the main pools, gathering sun and meeting whomever I might.
Then I have dinner at the bar of one of the great restaurants in the city. The food's just as good, and not only do I not look lonely dining by myself, I usually can meet some strangers and have good conversations. If not, bartenders are professionally fun.
At least one night I'm in town, I take in a show, though those are pretty necessarily a lonely experience.
Then some of the best gambling takes place at night. People are drunk and excited and tired. They bet stupidly, which makes for lots of big wins we all celebrate, and infinitely more losses, which we all politely ignore.
I talk a lot about meeting 'people'. By people, I mostly mean women. I talk to lots of guys, but those are conversations that are simply background entertainment. I can't remember conversing with any guy I've met in Las Vegas more than once. But lots of women come to Las Vegas without men. Many of them come for the same kind of one-day relationship that I look for. The trick is to encounter them, identify them, make an impression on them, and enjoy them. And if I fail at any of those steps, I try again. And if I still don't succeed there are alternatives readily available....
This trip, I arrived late Thursday, and it was too late for afternoon Craps or an elegant dinner. I had a ticket to a stand-up show with one of my favorite old sit-com's stars. Beyond that, I ate at the food court and had a miserable failure of an evening at the tables. I just went to bed early to help with the time difference and to change my luck.
Friday dawned bright and sunny. I had a delicious brunch, served by a delicious-looking waitress who was sadly much too young for me. After that, I took one of my cameras out on the Strip and photographed passing pedestrians. I even did a study of the exterior of the Paris casino, which I had never shot before. I hit the craps tables around one and found myself on the corner to the stickman's left, next to a serious knockout who was also at the table solo. Miranda had a a mass of curly blonde hair surrounding a round face made up in expertly invisible fashion. She wore a light blue v-neck top. It was cut what I like to call 'Vegas deep', which is to say it was extravagantly deep while stopping just short enough to be almost plausibly appropriate. And she had a very delicious pair of tits, magnificent enough to draw every eye around. They were works of art in a perfect frame is what I'm saying.
Miranda enjoyed leaning way down to shoot the dice and the people at the other end of the table were getting a real eyeful. We chatted as the play went on and I learned a couple of things. Miranda knew almost as much about Craps as I did. And she was tilting her torso toward me when she rolled so I could enjoy the view as well. Soon we were both flirting overtly with each other.
"Hey," I said, believing the time was right, "How about we take a break? I'm in the mood for a cocktail better than we can get here at the table. Maybe at a quiet cocktail bar."
"That sounds good," smiled Miranda. Then she went on in a lower voice as we colored up our chips, "But the casino bar drinks are crazy expensive. Do you maybe have a bottle in your room?"
Of course I had a bottle in my room. This was not my first rodeo.
We had just left the table, her up $150, and me down half my budget for the afternoon, when her phone rang and she swore. She flushed in embarrassment at me as she answered the phone. "Hi honey!"
Uh oh.
I'm pretty sure that she would have gone to my room with me anyway, even though the cat was out of the bag. But nothing doing on my end. I do not fuck married women. Not if I know. I will admit that I had not made the good faith effort to find out with Miranda that I usually do because, holy shit, those tits. But once I knew, I punched out with leeringly complimentary regrets. Her husband should play less golf, because I'm sure she found somebody else that trip.
Since the weather was great, I went to the happy hour party at the topless pool with high hopes of changing my luck. Alas, it ended up being a frustrating bust. There were indeed a ton of women there. A decent number were indeed very appealing in their skimpy bikinis. But virtually all of the hotties already had a guy attached at the hip. And a depressing percentage of the best looking one's kept their tops on, too. I still saw a lovely selection of pulchritude, but it was definitely not the cornucopia of opportunity I had encountered on some previous visits.
I showered and dressed. I ate dinner without much of anyone, male or female, to talk to. I had some fun at the craps table that evening, but was flagging at the early hour of ten o'clock. The crowds at the table that night were homogenous, and I was having mediocre luck. Before eleven, I cashed out and decided I was done with gambling for the night.
But I wasn't sleepy. It had been a frustrating day in many ways, especially sexually. It was time to explore my options in the more or less sure thing category.
I slowed as I walked past the large casino bar near the lobby. I mused that I need only take a seat alone in there and have a drink or two. In short order, sex would find me. I chose to pass on that. Straight up sex for money with a moderately good-looking California divorcée who had just flown in for the weekend to rustle up the cash for her Audi payment left me cold. I'd done it in the past, of course, but I still had another whole day and night in town, and resorting to the ultimate sure thing wold have felt like giving up.
That left me with Option S: One of Las Vegas's many glittering strip bars. To be clear, this meant that I was NOT getting laid that night. Vegas clubs are full of the hottest selection of strippers I've ever seen, and 'air dance' is a dirty word within, but even in the private high roller rooms, you are not gong to get even a decent hand job. Still, I personally enjoy the hunt for the dancers who give high mileage for my money, while avoiding the strippers with overly strict personal limits.
I sat through a drink or two stage side, happily feeding dollar bills into garters or g-strings. But I was slowly growing antsy because every dancer that I fancied was already spoken for when they got off stage, and every dancer that was available was not up to my own particular tastes. I was considering moving to another club, when 'January' was called to the stage. Her tanned thighs and ass were unblemished and just exactly curvy enough. Her waist was narrow and she sported a deep, deep navel. And her breasts were enhanced to a size that would look a little bit ridiculous on a civilian, but on an exotic dancer were just perfect. She clearly had been gifted with enough natural cushioning to make those edifices look and move almost plausibly real. And her last customer had apparently left when she was called up on stage! After her set, I drew her away to a cozy chair in an out of the way corner where she sat in my lap.
After a few intermittent dances, I began to realize that not only was January hot, she was also pretty--almost beautiful. Her teeth were perfect, her eyes bright blue, and her nose strong but pert. Overall, her face looked sweetly youthful but her expression was intelligent and mature. Her visage was arresting, actually. I found myself staring just a bit more at her face than at her tits, which was weird in a place where you were expected to stare at a woman's rack, and it was also weird because her rack absolutely stunning.
I shook my head as she slid back into her little white teddy after a couple of lap dances so we could enjoy the cocktails that had just arrived. "I don't quite get it," I said to her, being both truthful and flattering. "Why are you working here? Haven't you tried modeling?"
"What kind of modeling," asked January, implying a no either way, "fashion or nude?"
"Either, frankly."
"I dunno. I guess no one has ever asked me. And I do pretty well at this," she replied, wrapping her arms around me to remind me of what she was in my lap for.
"Shit," I laughed. "I'd sure as hell pay to shoot you."
I hadn't meant anything by it, but I saw a light spark in her eyes. "Are you a photographer?" she asked with an interest that made me focus.
"Yes, and no," I replied honestly, but with the spin I wanted. "Photography is not my profession, but I require a lot of photography for my business, and I never need to hire anyone else." I paused to make her wait for it, then asked, "Why? Would you be interested in doing a photoshoot?"
"I don't know..." she replied, though I suspect she already thought her answer was going to be yes. "Nude or clothed?" she asked hesitantly.
I blushed a little at her and stroked her lovely thigh as I replied, "January, I'd probably die of remorse if I took pictures of you and they weren't nudes!"
"Wow. I don't know... That's a very different thing from dancing here with no cameras," she temporized.
After a quiet pause, we both said simultaneously, "How much?" We laughed. It was a dangerous negotiation, since neither of us had any experience with glamor photography, but we came to a price we were both happy with. We then decided we could do it the next day, right after lunch and she agreed to shoot in my hotel suite. "I'm on vacation, so I obviously don't have an assistant," I cautioned. "You'll have to do your own makeup."
January laughed and replied, "I can manage the makeup. And to your unspoken words, you seem fairly gentlemanly here, so I guess I'm prepared to trust you to behave when we are alone."
"Of course I'll behave," I laughed. "Honestly," I went on, looking into her eyes seriously, "I really am mostly a gentleman. And this will be a rare opportunity for me. I'll be too busy worrying about getting great shots, and doing four hands' worth of work with two, to be a bad boy." It was not a rare opportunity for me. It was a unique one. I have never done a photoshoot of any sort with any paid model before, much less an erotic shoot with such a fantastic subject. I knew my mind would be too occupied with planning and worrying about the whole idea to even rub one out later that night.
I was wrong about that last thing.
I shot out of bed at an ungodly early hour of the morning for Las Vegas. I had to eat an early breakfast, then be at a good photography store when they opened so I could buy a bunch of different equipment. I would need that equipment to convince January that I knew what I was doing, and to give me a half-way decent chance to produce some good shots since I definitely did NOT know what I was doing.
I got a ring flash and a remote LED fill light with several reflectors and filters to make up for the shitty lighting in my suite. It wasn't really shitty lighting, but for photography it was. I grabbed a pair of cheap, used, prime lenses in 28mm and 50mm focal lengths. I could have afforded new, but the scuffed equipment would make me look more professional. I even grabbed a tripod. I almost never use them for the candids and landscape shots I usually take, but if I wanted to try anything with natural light from the heavily tinted room windows, I would need it. All in all, I spent as much on equipment as I was going to on my model, but I figured what the hell.
I barely tasted my lunch because my anticipation was roiling my insides. I got back to the room in time to remove and hide all the packaging from my purchases. I had two cameras with me on the trip: my expensive new Sony mirrorless DSLR, and an old camcorder. I thought she might worry that I would try to video things as well, so I attached the video cam to the tripod and laid that out ostentatiously in the open, with the capped camcorder lens pointing at a wall.
I thought I was set until I realized that I smelt of nervous sweat from all my running around in the Vegas heat. I stripped and dove into the shower, scrubbing as fast as I could. I had barely stepped out when January called. She was getting out of her Lyft at the front entrance already. I gave her the room number and rushed to dress. I had forgotten to get out underwear, but I got dressed anyway. She would never know, of course, and the elevators were close both to the hotel entrance down below and to my room up on my floor. I was barely dressed and my damp hair brushed before I heard the knock on my door. At the last second before I went to open it, I remembered to grab my dirty clothes off the bathroom floor and throw them in the closet floor with the rest of my laundry.
I opened the door with an easy smile and ushered January in. I was relieved to see that she had not brought the rolling suitcase I had expected, just a huge shoulder bag. Further, she had arrived quite conservatively dressed in a nice dark suit with a moderately short skirt, dark hose, and pumps with three and a half inch heels that in Las Vegas were demure, but in a city like St. Louis would practically scream "Come Fuck Me!"
"I brought pretty much everything to wear we discussed," January said as she entered the suite. Then she stopped and exclaimed, "Hey! This is a sweet room. I've never stayed in anything like this!"
I declined to inform her how reasonable these little suites were when it was a low-occupancy weekend like that one, and instead told her how amazing she looked. "I'd really like to start shooting with what you are already wearing," I said.
"Really? I kind of thought you'd want me in one of the stripper outfits or my other lingerie."
I laughed. "All in in good time. I mean, that was my plan, but you look so damned good in what you are wearing now, I want to shoot you in it... and getting out of it."
"Oooh! Naughty man!" January cooed.
"I have a naughty subject," I cooed back. We sounded quite silly, and we laughed. I was glad to be silly since it seemed to relax her. At least that made one of us.
"I do need a model release," I told her. She complied easily, and that is how I found out her real name was Elise. I liked that name better and asked if I could call her that. She agreed.
"Okay Elise, I've decided I want to shoot today in what I'll call vignettes. I mean the pictures will progressively tell a story or little series of actions. Got it? Good. Let's start with you simply entering the room, okay? Just come through the door again and I'll walk you through things. And feel free to add your own details if you like!"
January/Elise nodded, still a little nervous. I fidgeted with the lighting, then had her step out into the hallway and come back through the door. I had her pose several ways in the doorway before letting it close. "For now Elise, I want to do this in a kind of voyeuristic style. Pretend I'm not here and never look at the camera, alright? Good. Now throw the privacy bolt. No, try again. Gentler. Again, but keep your fingers straight."
"Oh, you want my to stroke it like it's a cock?" she laughed.
"Exactly." I replied. I got several good closeup shots of her giving the throw lock a hand job, and I found I was already getting hard. I backed up and had her slip out of her jacket, arching her back as she did so to thrust out those massive puppies in profile to the camera. "Hang it up in the closet, please," I asked. It was too late when I remembered that I had tossed all my dirty laundry in the closet in a pile! Elise just laughed before returning to her quiet character.
"Move into the restroom, please," I instructed, and followed her with the camera into the spacious room. "Leave your heels on, and let's work on ways you can take off that skirt."
"I have some professional expertise in taking off my clothes," replied Elise drily. "Can I try some things?"
"By all means!" I replied, a bit more eagerly than was professional.
Elise smiled at me before looking away from the camera. She stood before the entrance to the shower, back square to the camera, with most of her weight on her left leg, her right spread out slightly to the side, She twisted her shoulders to the right and reached back to unzip the back of her skirt. She began to slip off the garment.
"That is gorgeous!" I exclaimed. "But please go slowly. Ridiculously slowly, if you were watching in real time. I want to get lots of shots."
Elise just nodded and let her skirt slip off her sweeping hips an inch or so at a time as I snapped shots. As her skirt slipped lower, it revealed a pair of beautiful black panties that were smallish but cut for everyday wear. "I thought I'd be changing before we started shooting," she apologized. "These are my regular person undies!"
"Not at all," I interrupted. "Actually, they are perfect for what we are doing with this first series of pictures." I asked her to continue. She slipped it to her waist, leaving her firm ass cocked a little toward the camera and revealing that she wore a pair of thigh-high hose that clung tightly enough to her legs to stay up without a garter belt. I had her pause there and shot a series of close-ups encompassing her ass and upper legs.
I moved back and asked her to continue. Elise bent further and stepped elegantly out of the skirt. She straightened and turned toward the camera while keeping her gaze on herself in the mirror. I had her slip the skirt right back on and try stripping out of it again several more times in different ways. None was as sexy as her first effort, but all were turning me on.



"You are good at this," I observed emphatically, as she made a start on unbuttoning her blouse.
"Honestly, after you left the club last night, I asked a friend of mine and a few other girls who have done some private modeling for some tips," Elise said. "I want to do this right if I'm going to do it."
"Well I think that you are a champ already," I reassured her again.
She smiled prettily but I had to ask her to stop because it didn't work with the vignette. Beneath the blouse, she was wearing a black bra of plain design but outstandingly transparent fabric, her dark nipples clearly visible. She looked so hot in her stockings and underwear, I almost didn't have her repeat the shirt removal thing. I'm glad I decided to be professional and ask her to try some other ways of sliding out of the blouse.
Elise stepped much closer to the mirror and stared at herself. I quickly realized that I could move to get both her and her reflection in the frame of the shot. This time I caught deliciously bra-clad side-boob and a frontal reflection as well!
"That is very hot, Elise," I coached. "Let's focus on staying in front of the mirror like that for a bit. Can we lose the bra?"
Elise laughed over her shoulder at me. "You sound so uncertain! I am a stripper, you know. Taking off my bra is what I do."
I bit my lip and then replied, "Not today. Today, you are a model--perhaps an actress. You are telling a story. But yes, let's please take off the bra." I was proud of how I managed to keep a begging tone out of my voice when I said 'please'.
Elise trained her gaze back on herself in the mirror. Despite her bravado, I could feel her hesitate on the brink of being photographed bare-chested for the first time. She suddenly heaved a deep breath and reached behind herself to unhook her bra. She hunched her shoulders forward and let the straps slip off them. The bra slipped downward off her delicious, buoyant tits and she set it gently on the vanity top. Without me asking, Elise tilted her head at her reflection and began to caress her nipples. I shot a long burst of pictures of that for sure!
But I stopped her and asked that she put the bra back on and remove it a few more times. My favorite of her efforts was when she slipped the strap off her shoulders first and pulled her arms free. She then tugged the bra downward to her waist with agonizing slowness. Her beautiful tits emerged before me and in the mirror with a slowness that teased me incredibly, even if it was just to allow me time to get a great many shots.
Once I had her fully topless, I had her stretch her arms above her head and took pictures of that pose from numerous angles.
"I think I'd like some closeups, alright?" I asked, approaching Elise.
She simply smiled and wrapped one arm around herself under her tits while lifting the other to lie atop her head. I shot her both from the waist up, looking off to the side, and then framing just her breasts. Closeup pictures of just a model's tits with no face visible were never my favorite images, but now that I was taking the pictures myself, and taking them of this particular model, I found I wanted a lot of them.
Elise slowly shifted her arms around to pull and lift her breasts in lots of delicious ways. She might be a model today, but being a stripper had taught her how to really work those awesome mams.
I got inspired by my own idea of a voyeuristic shoot. I swiftly changed lenses to a zoom and backed out of the bathroom. The entry closet door was directly opposite the bathroom's and I crawled into the closet. Closing the door slightly, I could shoot through the crack, with the doorway being apparent on the edges of the pictures. Now the camera was 'spying' on Elise.
"Kinky!" smiled Elise. "Want me to take off the bra again?"
"Yes, please," I replied. "And could you move about a foot to your left and a couple toward me first? Yes. Like that."
Elise shrugged once more into her sheer black bra and took her sweet, photogenic time getting it back on and in place. She hit her mark beautifully and began to slip her bra straps off. With them free of her arms, she slowly turned around so her back was facing me and unhooked the bra. I got some very lovely shots of her sleek back as the bra came off and a single side-boob shot as she turned and stepped out of my view, laughing. She stuck her head back around the edge of the door and asked, "Was that what you were looking for?"
"Nice tease," I replied drily, still hunched down uncomfortably in the closet with my dirty laundry.
"That's the thing about the voyeur," she said, still grinning, "They don't get to issue direction about how their target stands."
"True. Very true. But I'm the photographer, the camera is the voyeur. The photographer would very much like it if you'd try that again, only try to make sure 'the voyeur' can properly enjoy your magnificent chesticles!"
"Oh very well. If you insist," Elise grumbled through her broad smile. She stepped out into my view with the bra back in place. This time she started with her back to me, unhooking the bra so I could see her do it. Then she slowly, while I was taking lots of photos, turned toward me as the bra slipped free of her chest. She dropped it to the floor as if by accident, and bent VERY prettily to pick it back up again. She turned to give me a good profile and stretched up to hang the empty brassiere on the corner of the door.
"Now that was awesome!" I said excitedly. "Thank you. I think now we should do a few tries at taking off those panties. Are you ready?"
Elise really did hesitate this time. "I think so... I mean, I take my top off with men watching all the time. But this is a whole different thing." She looked at me and heaved a very impressive sigh and smiled. "Okay. How do you want it?"
"You're a pro, Elise," I said. "I'd like one strip while I'm still in this cramped closet, then I'll unbend myself and we can do some more." She slipped the panties off in profile to me for the closet pics. She had an amazing profile. After that, I came back into the bathroom and had her take the panties off three more times. It was awesome. After that, I took a bunch more shots of her almost totally naked form, clad as she was in only stockings and those heels. It was so much fun.
"Good," I said, taking my memory chip out of my camera and stepping into the bedroom to load the pictures into my laptop. "Why don't we get you fully dressed again, while I check to make sure I haven't fucked up the lighting."
"The same outfit?"
"Yes. This time we will do the same thing, except this time, I want you smiling into the camera all the time like it's a lover's eyes."
The pictures started coming up on the computer and I really liked what I saw. I was actually okay at this! Elise leaned over my shoulder to look and had decided to check out the pictures before putting a stitch of clothes back on. It was damned hard to keep my eyes on the pictures instead of the original object....
"This is actually pretty exciting," she said quietly. "You make me look really, really good!" She kept looking over my shoulder, commenting from time to time about which poses that she had tried that she thought had come out well.
At last, I shooed her away to get dressed and I fiddled with some of the best shots on the computer. I had no idea what if anything I might do with these shots, but I was proud of my efforts and was having a stunningly good time taking them.
"Ready?" asked Elise, once more fully dressed.
"Yep. Let's have you come in through the door once more, but smiling at me, at the camera this time."
She stepped out into the hall, then pushed the door open and slunk into the room with a smile that immediately reminded me that beyond her incredible body, she was beautiful too. She leaned back sensuously against the door as it closed, then turned halfway toward it to caress the privacy bolt again. She smiled over her shoulder at me while she once again gave the bolt a hand job of even higher order this time. She turned toward me and started to slowly strut into the bedroom.
I stopped her and indicated the bathroom once more. She looked at me quizzically.
"I want some parallel storyline," I said. "Also, we won't do as many iterations of you stripping, but I want lots of shots of you staring at the camera through the mirror reflection. And once you are gloriously naked again, I think we will be done with this story. Then I think we can work on some of your other outfits you're brought."
She nodded professionally and proceeded to have a great time making eyes at the camera as she slipped once more out of her jacket. This time, she chose to remove the skirt first, giving me quite the leg show in the process. Her beautiful blue eyes always came back to stare at me through the camera's display, along with a constant smile that ranged from soft and shy, to brilliant, to almost leering.
She paused briefly, standing with her legs apart, arms akimbo, pushing in on her waist along the long loose white fabric of her dress shirt. She unbuttoned the shirt from bottom to top, a process that kept her body teasingly concealed as she did.
"Ready to go on?" she asked challengingly.
"I think so. Let's do it."
With that, my shutter button clicking away, she pulled open the blouse and posed with another big smile.
I grinned in turn and took a number of shots with her holding the shirt open as she turned left and right for a bunch of views.
"Well, that is not quite the same underwear you had on before!" I laughed as I continued to shoot away.
"Well, if I were coming to a beautiful suite like this to see a man I intended to strip for immediately, I would not be wearing that underwear."
"Um. In fairness, you came here to strip for me, wearing that other underwear."
"Yes, but I didn't arrive smiling at you like I'm smiling at the camera now," she replied huskily, an outright inviting expression on her face now.
The new underwear was clearly one of Elise's less substantial stripper outfits. The panties were very high cut red lace that showed off her hips wonderfully. I had not yet seen the back, but I was confident it was nothing but a thong nestled deep between her curvy cheeks. Her bra was also red, lace, and mostly transparent. It was also a size or two too small, forcing her sizable curves to overflow it up top.
The bra unfastened in front, as Elise demonstrated for me next, pulling it wide apart, letting her breasts spill out like a creamy tide of sexual attraction. I made her take it off four times, it was such a damned awesome sight....
The bra at last discarded, I directed her to the mirror and she leaned over, tilting her delicious ass toward the camera. To call it 'thong-clad' would be silly, but her ass was incredibly thong-framed. She looked over her shoulder at the camera with an increasingly lusty gaze, then turned to the mirror. She leaned forward, letting her tits dangle lusciously, and alternated between poking at non-existent flaws in her makeup and smiling at me and the camera through the mirror. I felt drawn closer and I had to be careful that I didn't move so close as to show up in the mirror myself. I got a series of incredible shots with her bare ass in the lower left, some rich side-boob in the middle, and in the reflection her dangling breasts under her smiling gaze. I took some time to set it up, even changing my lens to get it right.
"Is that a lens for closeups or something?" asked Elise casually in between shots.
"Yep," I said, straightening up as she turned toward me. I'll admit that I wasn't looking through the camera as I eyed her next-to-naked body.
"Good," said Elise. Then you'll be able to shoot this."
She then proceeded to sink to her knees right in front of me! It was indeed an awesome shot. Her breasts and upturned face were framed perfectly below me, and her smile was now electric. "I'll have to crop it narrow to keep my pants out of the shot, though," I muttered, half to myself.
"That is not the point," laughed Elise. She then reached up and caressed the front of my slacks.
Now, for most of this shoot, I had been operating at somewhere between half to full chub. In the moments before Elise made this move, I was tending toward full. I felt myself suddenly swerving all the way to raging hard-on now. My slacks were instantly anything but slack.
"Wow, um, Elise. Our contract was only for tasteful softcore. I didn't ask you for this."
"Well, I think," replied Elise, still smiling at me as she swiftly undid my fly, "That something like this is a reasonable part of this last vignette, and I want to get it right."
You can't your ass that I did NOT stop taking photos, even when my tumescent junk made its appearance in the frame. "I want to be clear that I am not complaining," I chuckled nervously, "But things just took a very sudden turn from amateur modeling shoot to this, very lovely might I add, hand job. What happened?"
"Oh, you are getting so much more than just a hand job," replied Elise, her hands still gently caressing my cock as she spoke. "Looking at how hot you made me in those first pictures was such a turn-on. And then smiling so eagerly at you and your camera has just made me wetter and wetter. I think you need to be wet too."
With that, Elise lowered her smiling face and took me between her lips. I groaned as her tongue lavished attention on my shaft. Manfully, I kept shooting, trying to get angles where both her breasts and my cock penetrating her lovely mouth were in the shot at the some time. But it was very hard to concentrate. Elise's hands stroked the base of my cock and caressed my balls while her mouth sucked me in and out.
She popped me free of her lips and jacked me harder as she looked up at me. "Let me know when you are going to come! Where to do you want the camera to see your spray land, on my face or my boobies?"
"What?!?" I laughed in surprise.
"I like sucking cock. I don't like swallowing cum," smiled Elise up at me. "Where do you want it?" she repeated as she began lavishing kisses and licks on my shaft.
"Breasts," I gasped, aware that it would be soon. I really hoped these pictures would come out....
Elise soon took me back into her mouth and tormented my cock, her hand pumping along with her efforts aggressively.
Suddenly, I was having difficulty keeping the camera on the subject and I gasped, "Now!"
Elise straightened up and began pumping me with both hands, pointing my cock at her boobs. I held my finger over the shutter and pushed down hard as I felt my jizz rushing toward daylight. My camera has a big cache for burst shooting and shot after shot clicked off, capturing the forceful spray of my cum spattering all over her bounteous tits. She looked down at her sticky check, then back up at me with perhaps her biggest smile yet. I resumed taking pictures and she smiled up at me while rubbing my cock all over the cum splotches on her tits.
I collapsed back to sit on the edge of the giant tub. I set down the camera shakily beside me and gasped, "I need a minute to make my legs hold up! I hope those last pictures suck, you know," I added.
"Why?" she demanded. "You don't want your dick to be seen? Kind of a double standard!"
"Not at all. I just want to have to re-shoot it!"
Elise laughed. "I'm tired of repeats. I have an idea for my next outfit," she added. She stood, slid her red panties off and walked into the bedroom.
Curiosity was a good tonic and I found myself able to rise to my feet. Since we were getting back to business, I pulled my pants back into place and checked the mirror to ensure I was professional-looking once more.
When I entered the bedroom, Elise was in my bed. The bedspread and blanket had been pulled off and she lay as if sleeping under just a single sheet. I swiftly brought up my camera and checked the light levels. Damn. I knew there wasn't enough natural light in the room, even with the curtains fully open. I dashed back into the bathroom and grabbed the fill light. I brought it back in and tried several setups with it until I got something decent. The whole time, Elise's steadfast effort to appear asleep was regularly ruined by her chuckles at my frantic adjustments.
"I've got it," I said at last. "Stay 'asleep' just like that. Don't move. Is it alright if I pull the sheet off you?" She murmured her understanding as I took a bunch pictures of her stellar form outlined by the thin sheet. "Damn, Elise. You are so hot, you make this whole process almost too easy," I remarked in a calculatedly absent tone. She smiled a fleeting, satisfied smile but I was ready for it and got several shots of it before her face smoothed back to her good imitation of sleep.
I took the sheet into my fingers down about at her hips and began pulling downward slowly, documenting with the camera each newly exposed inch of Elise's flesh. As I had guessed, her idea for her next outfit was the sheet and only the sheet. She was slightly curled up and on her side. When her breasts emerged from the sheet, one was covered by her forearm, and the other was beautifully framed in the crook of her elbow. I moved slightly to get just the right angle. Her lovely dark nipple, only slightly erect now, was so lovely, I paused for some closeups as well.
"Ok Elise, could you bend your left elbow just a bit more? And relax your right. No, not that much. There!"
"Aren't my nipples completely covered now," she murmured in her pretend sleep.
"You are banging hot whether you are exposed or strategically covered. Hell, you are banging hot fully clothed. I want photos of all of it," I said softly in reply as I took several shots of her forearms concealing her nipples but exposing the curves of her breasts alluringly. But not as many as I took when I could see her nipples too....
I twitched the sheet off completely and shot a few of her sleek, naked form that managed to expose nothing exactly. Then I pulled the sheet gently back up to her neck.
"Okay, now I want you to lie on your back, legs stretched out but crossed. Put one arm up behind your head and drape the other across your stomach. Good. Like that."
This time, I reached my hand into the frame and plucked gently on the top edge of the sheet covering her 'sleeping' form and shot deliberately as I tugged the sheet off of Elise. I paused and took extras when her first nipple, tugged upward by her raised arm, popped free of its covering, then again as the second did. I leaned over her to get some low angle shots of her tasty mountains with her restful face beyond. I even managed a few where either her face or her breasts were the only parts in focus.
Elise helpfully shifted around a bit, back and forth as I kept sliding the sheet down until I was taking pictures of her completely exposed on the bed. I got several angles of this most excellent situation, then I began to ask, "Could you move your lower hand..." But she anticipated my instructions and slid her hand down her belly to rest on her pussy, mostly but not completely concealing her smoothly shaven flesh. But then she went further and while her eyes stayed closed, her face began to contort in pleasure as she slid her fingers between her legs and began to stroke and probe herself.
That required a lot of photos. I was amazed at how many were closeups of her face as she pleasured herself, rather than the excellent show down below.
I forced myself to stand back and grab the sheet once more. "Um, I think I'd like to move on," I said diffidently, sliding the sheet once more up her body.
"Are... are you sure? This is no... no trouble. Really," Elise half laughed, half pleaded.
I chuckled ruefully as the sheet covered her midsection and then swept up under her chin. I noticed that she had not stopped stroking herself while I pulled up the sheet. I took a couple more shots of her passion-filled face with the sheet tucked up under her chin.



"Okay. Next set. I want you to slide both your arms out from under the sheet. Yes, both. Sorry! Stretch them up over your head as you sit up, letting the sheet fall off your torso."
"Am I looking at you, or are these voyeur shots?"
"Good question," I replied, thinking. "Let's start with some straight-forward shots with you just not looking at the camera. Then I'll get down next to the bed and get some low-angle stalker shots of the same process. Then we can do some with you welcoming me... the camera."
Elise chuckled, "You must really want to see this sheet falling off my tits."
I just got set in the best position for a full-body framing and didn't bother to say the 'Oh FUCK yes' out loud. At my signal, Elise stretched her arms free of the sheet, and rose up. The cotton cascaded off her breasts and they moved enchantingly as she twisted and turned her torso in one hell of a series of morning stretches. I had her do it again from a much closer angle, then another.
"Alright. Let's go all 'creeper' again," I said. I knelt down at the foot of the bed, resting the camera on the mattress so it looked at if the viewer was just peeking over the edge of the bed from the floor. She went through her routine again, in the most natural movement yet. I thanked her profusely and moved to the side of the bed for a different angle. Man, did I love the way her firm, round, bouncy boobs let that sheet slide smoothly off their curves!
"Again?" she asked eagerly. Who was I to argue? But she had a new idea this time.
I was still crouched down between the bed and the outside window as I shot. When I said go, this time she sat bolt upright, clutching the sheet to her bosom and staring intently in the other direction toward the entrance to the suite. After a great show of deciding that the noise that had awoken her was nothing, she shrugged slowly, then reached skyward to stretch, letting the sheet fall down.
When my camera stopped clicking, Elise asked, "One more? I have another idea."
They way that she was joining in to the creativity of the shoot was adding even more stimulation to my general excitement of this day. My cock was certainly recovered and was back to getting in my way. I shifted a little further down toward her feet as she pulled the sheet back up to her neck.
"Ready here," I said. "Let's see what you are planning. Just go slow so I can keep with you."
Elise sat up languidly in bed, the sheet immediately falling off her chest, as at the beginning. But then she stared at the camera and me and raised her hands with a shocked expression on her face. Then she clapped her hands over her exposed tits and mimed a scream. Then she clutched the sheet back over her chest while still miming a scream at the 'intruder'.
I was frantically trying to shoot this awesome little display while also laughing at the over the top look of horror she was pantomiming. When she started to wind down a little, I said, "This is perfect. But how about you be a little less careful with the sheet. Maybe in your panic, you leave one breast or the other exposed?"
Elise flashed a wicked smile at that, then returned to her visage of horror and surprise as she shifted the sheet to various positions, all failing to keep her fully covered. I particularly liked the one where she shot out a hand toward the camera, letting the sheet over that boob fall completely away.
"Keep it up a little longer," I said, still shooting as I rose up to stand over her. Elise obligingly went through much of the same process of shifting the sheet around while utterly failing to keep herself covered. Finally, she sprang up to her knees, letting the sheet fall completely away. She put one fist on her bare hip and shook a finger angrily at the camera.
"Wow! You are hot when you are pretending to be angry," I exclaimed, lowering the camera at last. "That was a great idea. But now let's go back to looking into the camera's eyes."
"Sounds very good," Elise cooed and snuggled down once more under the sheet. I moved far away to the very entrance of the bedroom. Then I puttered around with the lights, grumbling.
"Oh honey! I'm home!" I sang out and shot away as Elise lifted her head sleepily from the pillow, then smiled at me as she rose. She clutched the sheet to herself at first, but then dropped it free as she lifted her hands to tousle her hair and yawn. I told her that was great, and moved to the foot of the bed to repeat it. This time she kept one arm holding up the sheet while the other tousled her hair, leaving one tit hanging out to see. Why is one bare breast sometimes more sexy that both? And why, when that is the case, does a guy still always want to see the second? It was an awesome tease.
"My dear, you sure know how to torture a man's gaze," I remarked as I reflected on her effect on me.
"Hey, I am a stripTEASE artist, you know. Let's do this."
I stood beside her this time, shooting downward at her 'sleeping' form. Elise mimed waking and looked up at the camera with a sleepy smile. Then she let her eyes trail lower for moment. Her smile broadened as she propped herself up on her side, holding the sheet absently, and low across her chest, displaying lots of cleavage.
"Pull the sheet off," she invited, and I happily reached into frame to tug the sheet off her mams. I took a few delicious shots but then pulled the sheet back up to its original cleavalicious position.
"I think it will be better if you are the one offering your body to the camera and me," I instructed. Elise smiled happily and sat up on the bed, the sheet slipping off her tits and puddling around her waist. She smiled up at me like that, leaning forward slightly to thrust out her chest. Then she straightened and did the overhead stretch, then the hair tousle, while her gaze became positively inviting.
I expressed great satisfaction with her posing and she responded by getting up on her hands and knees, facing me and looking up. The sheet slid free of her hips and ass and the shots I got centered on her lustfully smiling face, with her boobs dangling below her and her bare ass curving up behind were perfect. Even the lighting was perfect without me having to screw with it.
She sat back then on her heels, and I took a few shots of that luscious pose but stopped at her frown. "Your look is not helping me get in the mood for this scene," Elise said, in an almost grumble. "I want a romance novel cover to get me to act really hot and bothered. With that, she leaned forward and tugged my shirt up. I set down my camera and pulled it off over my head, dropping it on the floor. Then I picked up my camera again, pointed it at her and struck a pose for her, flexing my arms slightly.
"How's this working for you?" I asked merrily.
"Much better," Elise replied, resting back on her heels but leaning forward with her hands on the edge of the bed. "Much better indeed," she said almost to herself as she reached out and ran her fingers down my chest and over the very strained front of my pants.
Was she going to blow me AGAIN? If she was, it certainly never entered my mind that I might stop her.
Sure enough, she started to tug at my fly again, but paused. "Is that your closeup lens?" she asked.
I swore and dashed to replace the lens. I took a moment to swap out memory cards, just to be sure I had all the storage I needed, then returned to the side of the bed. Elise stared up at the camera, at me, while her hands blindly reached out and undid my fly, tugging my cock free as my pants dropped to the floor.
"I'm going to have to work to make these shots different than the last set," I proclaimed. Fortunately I had experience to draw on.
"Oh no! I'm not blowing you this time," retorted Elise. "You already have gotten your rocks off once, and I have been working here with a raging fire between my legs almost from the beginning." She waved a finger at me sternly. I took a quick shot of it and hoped that her finger would be in focus and her tasty tis in the background would be slightly out. "No. You just keep up with that camera while I use this nice cock here to pleasure myself comprehensively."
I was not going to argue with my model. That would be a bad idea.
Elise, slid backward on the bed and I photographed her beckoning me onto to the bed. I climbed on and she pushed me down on my back. I propped myself up on the pillows to let me keep shooting while she straddled my thighs. She started by caressing my raging hard-on where it lay on my lower belly. It pulsed and twitched in reposes to her touch. But she swiftly got up on her knees and moved forward, placing her shaven smoothness right over my shaft. She lifted my cock up and rubbed it across the front of her pussy, shifting her hands to give me lots of shots of this. Then she rose up a little more and pointed my cock up straight between her legs. I moved the camera closer to focus on they way she stroked my head against her slit which was wet and indeed blazing with desire.
I pulled the camera back as far as I could to get both my cock and her face into the same shot. She closed her eyes and let her head dip and turn to the side. Then she slowly and agonizingly dropped down, encompassing my dick inch by delicious inch until her bare crotch was flush with my hips.
"Oh.... Fuck me," I exclaimed, more literally than I had intended.
"I think that is the idea," Elise laughed, her erotically demure expression suddenly replaced by a look of excitement. Slowly, she rose and fell on my cock, almost releasing me, then taking me back deep inside her hot, sticky depth. The feeling was delicious, but I had more things to photograph. I set aside the camera on the bed.
I reached up and pulled her toward me, not in an embrace, but so I could roll her on her side and slip my cock out of her. "Wait. What?" asked Elise, who had clearly been grooving and was suddenly a little cross.
I slid off the bed and stood up. Taking up the camera again, I said, "I have more positions I'd like to shoot. How about you lie here in front of me on the side of the bed, with your legs hanging off the edge?"
"Sounds good," Elise replied, sliding around on the bed as I had asked. "But I liked that first set."
"You know I like to repeat shots," I said with implied promise. For the moment, I took my dick in my own hand, pointing the camera down at it with the other. I took several shots of my rubbing the head across her labia, then sticking just the head in and out of her slit. I kept tormenting her like this while I raised the camera to shoot her face and torso. Elise was staring down at my cock, biting her lip most photogenically. I could not restrain myself any longer and slowly let my cock slide inside her, shooting her face, rather than the penetration. It was a good choice as her eyes widened prettily, then went sleepy with pleasure as I began to thrust.
She lifted her legs and wrapped them gently around my lower back, allowing me if anything another half inch of penetration inside her. Regardless, it felt great and I began fucking her harder. Her breasts bounced prettily as I thrusted, to glorious effect. I slowed again to check the camera settings. "I need to adjust the camera," I said, stopping my thrusts with my cock entirely sheathed inside her. "If you could just hold that pose for a moment?"
Elise, whose breathing had become shallower, kept her head lifted. "Sure. I'll do my best," she told me drily, but she then quite deliberately rolled her hips, twisting herself deliciously around my cock. It made it hard to concentrate, which I'm sure was her punishment for stopping the action, but I eventually got the settings changed to the fastest shutter speed I could achieve. With that I lifted the camera again.
Framing Elise's head and torso in the frame, I resumed thrusting as hard as I could. Her rich, enhanced boobies began to flop so arrestingly once more and I pressed the shutter in long bursts to capture her breasts in every sexy form as they waved around in response to my hard pounding. Elise moved her arms around from pose to pose, first on her own, then at my direction. She lifted one arm above her head, then the other, then both. She spread them out wide on the bed and crumpled the sheets in her grasp, gasping as I slammed into her. Each change in her arms made for new and fascinating ways that her breasts could move. I wanted shots of them all.
But eventually, I realized I was just hitting the shutter button to prolong the fuck. I did not want it to end, but I had other ways to extend it. Elise seemed like she was getting close again, so I once more pulled out. "Oh for fuck's sake, what now?" groaned Elise, frustrated at my removal but clearly game for more.
"How would you feel about rolling over right there? I'd like some doggie shots," I asked in as calm and professional tone as I could manage through panting breath. She just grinned at me and rolled over, her legs now resting on the floor. I took several shots of her spectacular backside lying before me, then I stepped closer and let my cock drag back and forth across that rich, taut ass. I reached my hand into the frame and shot more pictures of my hand rubbing my cock across her flesh, then I bent my knees a little and pointed my cock back at her pussy. I rested the head against her dripping labia and took some pictures up at the back of her head.
Elise Turned her head so she could just look back at me and growled frustratedly, "Will you stick it in already?"
Eager to oblige, I let my length slide back into her once more. My abdomen slapped against her ass as I accelerated my thrusts. The fucking was amazing, and I felt both Elise and I growing tense. But the photography was a little boring. There wasn't much to shoot, and while what there was was amazing, I knew this wasn't how I wanted either of us to come, and it definitely wasn't what I wanted to photograph at the finish.
I stopped my thrusts again and Elise groaned, pushing her hips back against me. "You are going to pullout again, aren't you? How can any man stop himself this many times?"
"Hey! I'm working here," I laughed. "But yes, this pause is my limit. You are so hot you are killing me." I slid free from her, almost as reluctant as her, and climbed back onto the bed. I leaned back with my head and shoulders on the pile of pillow at the head as I had been at the start and said, "I think I said I wanted to go back to the first position? Let's finish there."
"Finish?" asked Elise brightly. She rolled onto her hands and knees and began to slowly crawl toward me on the bed. Good girl, she was still moving slowly so I could get as many shots as possible. I practically drooled at what I was photographing. She crawled toward me, breasts swaying below her and the most hungry, lascivious grin on her face.
She straddled me and began to writhe along my shaft as it lay on my belly. I reached into frame and grabbed my cock with my finger tips. I pushed it upwards and Elise looked down at it. Then she shifted and lowered herself down, impaling herself once again atop me. We both groaned intensely as she sank down. With me fully inserted, Elise sat still for a moment, her hands braced on my chest, breasts squeezed together, and looked into my eyes while gathering her breath. It was a crazy erotic image that I captured perfectly.
Then she began to fuck me. She started slowly, as we both reveled in the soft strokes. But both of us were wildly over stimulated. She could not restrain herself and I could not imagine slowing her down any more. Soon, she was humping up and down on me with wild abandon. Her breast were again flopping around, now in entirely new and mesmerizing motions and I stabbed at the shutter button on long burst after burst of pictures.
Elise looked down at me and without slowing told me breathlessly, "I want you... to come inside me. Please. I know it... won't make as good a picture... but come inside me!"
"Gotta respect... the model's wishes," I gasped in reply, pressing my hips upwards as I felt the tension mount in me. I found myself unable to find motivation to hold it off much longer. I moved the center of the frame from Elise's magical tits to her face and pressed the shutter for yet another burst of shots as I felt the surge in my cock. I moaned loudly but kept the camera on her face as my jizz exploded inside her. It was a long, rolling explosion of cum and I swear that only my desire to document the look on her lovely face as she felt my onrush kept me from blacking out. First her eyes widened for an instant, then they nearly lidded and she threw her head back as she exploded over the edge herself. Her movements up and down my shaft became ragged, random, and desperate and while my orgasm was fading away, hers was just ramping up. By the time a third wave was wracking her body, she simply sat, encompassing my shaft, and writhed in pleasure. Her internal muscles spasmed around me and damned if they didn't draw a last, lingering spurt from me as well.
I realized I was still shooting, capturing the rapturous expression on her face. When the final, blissful spasm eased away in her, Elise looked up and into the camera. Her hair was a mess and she was dripping in sweat. She panted through her smile. She looked glorious. I finally set down the camera. "Please," she panted, "tell me you got all that. I can't imagine trying that again!"
"Elise," I gasped seriously, "I can assure you that I will imagine trying exactly that again for years to come!"
We laughed and she collapsed atop me. After we lay there for a few blissful minutes, she sat back up and we actually schlepped as our slick, sweaty skin pulled apart. "I need a shower," declared Elise, wriggling one last time around my rapidly softening member before she lifted herself free. She stepped off the bed and looked over her shoulder. "Want to join me?"
I hopped off eagerly, surprised I still had any energy at all, and observed mournfully, "Too bad this camera is not waterproof!"
Elise just turned and picked up the unused video camera and its tripod. "This could go right at the door...."
Oh, FUCK yes. I grabbed the camera and tripod and followed her lovely bare ass back into the bathroom. The shower was pretty huge, with an overhead rain shower and a hand-held on the wall. But leaving the door open was going to get a lot of water on the floor. Fuck it. That why Caesar's has maid service.
I popped open the tripod and turned on the video camera. "Elise, could you stand in the shower for a second?" I asked. She giggled and hopped in without the water running and popped a Playboy pose, with a little quarter turn and one knee bent. I framed things up nicely, but the light was dim. The camera might be 1080p, but it was older and had a low ISO. I dashed in and grabbed my by now trusty fill light. Yes.
Elise stepped out of the shower and we turned the rain head on to let the water get warm. Sure enough, water was already getting on the floor. I grabbed a towel or two and threw them on the floor outside the shower. When it came up to temp, I started the camera.
Elise reached back behind her toward me and grabbed my cock. I had not really been expending that much energy during most of the shoot, but it had been giving its all that afternoon, and was admittedly a little sluggish. Still, it perked up bit more than halfway at her touch and she led me into the shower by my cock, like it was a leash. I followed her eagerly in.
"Can the microphone pick up our voices?" Elise asked. "Do we put on a skit or something?"
I laughed and reached out to caress her dripping wet face. "I doubt that shitty microphone is good enough to make out anything we say in here unless we shout," I said quietly. "Or moan..." She laughed. "No," I went on, "let's just have some good, clean, dirty fun. The big thing to remember," I added, wanting to keep the idea of this being a photoshoot going, "is to make sure that whatever we do, I don't block the camera's view of your rocking' bod. Like this, for example."



I stepped behind her, leaving her between the camera and me. I turned her gently to face it and grabbed the oversized bar of soap I travel with because tiny hotel soap is crap. Reaching around her, I began to soap up her luscious tits while the rain head poured water down upon us. I pressed my now fully awakening cock against her ass and bend my face to nuzzle her neck. When her torso was covered in suds, I set aside the soap and went to town massaging those fantastic mounds.
"This was a great idea you had," I murmured into her neck. "I could never have shot anything like this with the hand-held still camera."
"Yeah," sighed Elise softly, one hand straying backward to caress my hip. "I think it's pretty fucking brilliant myself."
"I'd like to try kissing you, if you think you're up for that pose," I asked, with just hint of merriment.
"Oh, I don't know, Mr. Photographer," she replied with mocking hesitation. "That seems a little more... intimate... than the simple posing we've done so far." She heaved a huge breath, which must have looked awesome to the video camera, and went on, "But I guess it makes sense for the shoot, so I'll try!"
I laughed quietly and turned her chin around toward me, her body turning after. I leaned in to this vision who had already blown and fucked me and kissed her for the very first time. She could kiss well too. It was all tongue and lips and even some teeth. She was facing away from the camera, so I made sure to tug and fondle her ass with abandon.
Elise's hand crept between us and was tugging gently on my now rigid cock. "Mmmm," she murmured, breaking our kiss. She looked up into the downpour from the rain head above us. "I want to suck this some more, butI think I'd drown under this much water!"
"First," I said, "I am in charge of the shooting agenda here." She took my playful authority in the appropriate manner and gave me a sarcastic salute. "Second, we already have a bushel of fantastic images of your magnificent prowess sucking my cock. I could not return the favor with the camera in my hand. Our little friend out there," I went on, waving languidly at the unmanned, tripod-mounted video cam, "means that I can get amazing images of YOU being serviced this time."
"And finally, I don't want to drown while I have my face between your legs either, but fortunately there is an easy fix for that too." I reached around her and flipped the diverter from full rain head to full hand-held. The rain died away almost instantly, while the hand-held sprung to full life. Unfortunately, the water from the hand-held was initially ice fucking cold! We both leapt back out from under the water, laughing hard.
"Easy fix, huh?" challenged Elise, waves of shivers still running through her body.
I felt the water and it was already back up to the same comfortable temperature we had before. I stepped into the narrow stream and replied, "It is now." I reached out around her waist and drew her back under the water. As I brought her forward, I turned her to have her back to the water, presenting her voluptuous profile to the video cam. I pulled her against me and kissed her again.
I knew from setting the camera up that the wall opposite the shower head was out of view, while the one under the hand-held was in picture. I pushed Elise back against that wall, adjusted the shower head to spray its water just over her, and knelt down.
She just looked down at me, kneeling before her, and I could see her silently shiver in anticipation. I started by sliding my hands up and down her legs, across her stomach, and back to cup her ass. Elise reached out and ran her hands through my sodden hair. In moments, she was pressing my head downward.
Smiling, I leant down, kissing at her sensitive, waxed skin where her legs met. Then I smoothly raised the leg that was away from the camera and leaned in to kiss at her now tilted and accessible slit. Elise immediately expressed her pleasure and I realized that she was already urgently turned on again, despite having such a satisfying fuck just minutes before. My rigid cock, waving around in profile in full view of the camera, informed me that it was almost ready too.
Most of the streaming shower water was running down my back, but we were both magically wet and warm. I began to lick more in earnest at Elise's sex. I rested her raised leg on my shoulder with on one hand while the fingers of my other parted her lips for my tongue to pass. She moaned even louder as my tongue penetrated her delicious, aromatic depths. I licked up within her and encountered her swelling clitoris. I slid a finger inside her to keep her stimulated and lifted my tongue and face from her crotch. She looked down at me, her eyes wide with photogenic but very real lust.
"I want you to rub your breasts for me. Really get into it. Put on a show for the camera."
Elise looked down at me breathlessly. "Get back to work and it's a deal," she gasped.
I happily accepted and bent to her sex once more. Above me, she grabbed her tits and began to squeeze and massage them surprisingly hard. She even tilted her shoulders slightly toward the camera so the view from there would be better.
Even with my tongue buried once more in her steamy depths, I reflected that if Elise ever wanted to trade in stripping for porn, I could give her one HELL of a portfolio!
I had deliberately avoided giving much attention to her swollen, eager clit before, but I found I had located a spot inside her where she really, really liked my tongue. I began to tease there in earnest, and lifted my fingers to twirl around her bud. The combined stimulation produced prodigious results, with Elise suddenly pressing her back against the wall and moaning in sudden, rolling release. I redoubled my efforts as she came, dragging wave after wave of wild ecstatic cries from her lips. I could have kept it up for longer, but she finally yanked her leg from my shoulder and pushed me away, shoving my face right into the full spray.
I shook my eyes clear as I stood up to get out of the spray and gazed at her. She was still leaning backward against the wall and the hand she had not shoved me with was still massaging her breast. I reached out and massaged her other one. Her free hand reached out and tugged at my cock once more.
"He has stamina," she murmured to me, stroking my cock a little faster.
"He loves your breasts," I replied. "I'll bet we can get some spectacular shots of him nestling between them."
"Oh you think so," Elise laughed tartly. "Well," she went on settling to her knees before me, "You are the photographer."
Yes, my cock was declaring itself a BIG fan of her breasts. A big, stiff fan. I asked Elise to turn just a few degrees off sideways toward the camera to start, while I grabbed the bar of soap. I started working it up into a huge handful of lather, then reached down and proceeded to drench her breasts in the suds. It was real soap and the casino water was very soft. That left her skin slick as could be. Elise took the soap from me and gave the same sudsy treatment to my cock.
Turning her back perpendicular to the camera, I asked her, "Play with my cock. Rub it all over your breasts. Give me a good tease." Be careful what you ask for. She was earnest about running my glans over every square inch of her breasts, and she had lots of square inches.
"If we're not careful," I gasped, "you'll make me pop before we get the shot!"
"Well, we can't have that," exclaimed Elise and pressed my cock between her soapy bosom. I sighed mightily as my dick settled in her warm confines and she pressed her flesh together around me. Before I even realized I was doing it, I found myself thrusting into that soapy embrace. I slid so smoothly, so easily in and out it was amazing. I tore my gaze from her soapy mounds, flexing away in response to my repeated intrusion, and gazed into Elise's smiling upturned face.
I got a little lost in that gaze while she clearly grooved to my cock romping on her chest. I was glad my cock was exhausted so I could enjoy this incredible sensation for a while.
I was wrong about that. I became suddenly, almost despairingly aware that I was about to orgasm. "I'm going to come!" I gasped, though why I felt the need to warn Elise, I don't know.
"Do it," she cooed in response. "Come hard!"
I kept thrusting wildly between her tits, desperately bracing myself against the tiled wall over her head. I let out a loud, uncontrolled moan which turned into an incoherent shout when I felt my cock spasm mightily. I doubt that I had much actually jizz to shoot out, but my orgasm was wild. I almost knocked Elise over, my hips bucked so hard.
I gasped for a moment, then pulled Elise to her feet and kissed her hard, her soapy, cummy breasts smashed against my chest. She returned the kiss enthusiastically, her tongue wandering in my mouth with abandon.
Finally we pulled apart, smiling at each other as we caught our breath.
I collapsed back against the far wall and panted, "I think that makes a terrifically photogenic finish to today's shoot."
"We are done already?" kidded Elise, sluicing the soap and jizz off her body, then turning the hand-held on me. "I still have lots of outfits we never got to!"
"I genuinely regret that," I laughed, "but SOMEONE decided to expand the nature of the shoot."
"I like to give 110%," she replied, stepping out of the shower and toweling off right in front of the video cam. "But I'm glad we are both worn out. I still have to go into the club tonight!"
With that, she dressed, and she must have really been late, because she slipped a winner of a stripper bikini on under her suit so she could go straight to the club. She gave me contact info so I could send her the best shots and the video. I would have glorious hours to spend when I got back home, editing video, touching up photos, and otherwise curating that day's mind-blowing work.
Once she left, I grabbed some dinner before hitting the craps tables. I really wanted to play, since I figured that it was very much my lucky day. It was. I hit more numbers in a few hours than I usually do in a whole weekend. Amazingly, the whole time I was still distracted by the impulse to head back to the strip club where 'January' worked. Not because I needed to see her, but because I kept remembering her remark about her friends and co-workers who had also done some private modeling....
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I was out to lunch with a couple of co-workers; Steve was in Sales with me, and Patrice was a sweet older woman in Fulfillment. Over the last several weeks, I had encouraged both of them, and many other CKE employees, to try out working with my personal trainer Courtney, and I wanted to see how both of them were doing. Courtney's business was struggling, and I had taken it upon myself to lead a word of mouth campaign. As we looked around for our server, who had of course disappeared right when we wanted our checks, I asked about their progress.
"Oh man!" moaned Steve. "I quit, dude. That woman is way too much. I mean, she is nice to look at," that was an understatement, "but she yells all the time. I had to give up." I reflected that Courtney only actually yells when you are not giving your all. And, looking at Steve's pleasant but mildly pudgy visage, I could guess that giving his all was probably not in his wheel-house.
"I've lost ten pounds," Patrice said quietly. "And I warm up on four on the treadmill now." She went on to detail how much more weight she was lifting as well. Aside from the weight, her gains so far were modest, but for a woman like her, who was thick in too many of the wrong places, as well as the right, they clearly made her feel a lot better about herself.
"When she yells at you, Steve," Patrice said softly, "she is just telling you that your goals are in reach, just work a little harder."
"What I was hearing when she yelled like that," replied Steve, "was punch the fuck out of this nightmare and swing by Dunkin' Doughnuts."
Patrice and I shared a look.
Shortly thereafter, I took a trip to San Francisco to visit my big client out there. I had been grumpy to find a few things out of order with how they were being cared for and had missed my afternoon flight back. I instead took the red-eye overnight and went straight to the office. After I turned in my reports, and lodged a few complaints, the fact that everyone I spoke to had two faces that overlapped each other told me I needed to take the afternoon off and rest. Courtney was going to have the opportunity to yell at me the next day, and I would need the energy.
As I turned into the cul de sac where I lived, I glanced at my nextdoor neighbor's house, and wondered if it was time to test if my little local Rumor Mill campaign had had the effect I wanted yet or not. Why not? There was noting to lose, and my fatigue seemed to drop away at my anticipation.
Changing into casual clothes, I went into my back yard and quietly climbed the huge oak against the fence between our properties. Though it was still the middle of the afternoon, the multiple laptops on which my neighbor usually worked all day were shut down and stacked beside her favorite chaise. My neighbor Linda was actually swimming in her pool, which I had not thought really happened that much. The view from the tree got better when she started to walk out of the pool. Today she wore a most extraordinary swimsuit that I had not observed before. (I really did not spend a lot of time in this tree watching her. Really. But almost every single time that I had observed her, she was wearing, or not wearing, something different.) That day, it was a mismatched bikini, simultaneously modest and wildly daring. The bottom was a small pair of white boy shorts with a wide belt of matching fabric and a large, non-functional silver buckle. The top... the top was also white. It was solid under her right arm, but then split into three strips to wrap around her. The top was about an inch wide and swept up diagonally to the base of her neck, then back around and across her back. The bottom ran horizontally around her torso, well below her breasts. The middle band provided the only actual coverage, such as it was. It ran straight around her breasts, and was barely wide enough to conceal her dark aureoles. The rich curves of her perfectly engineered breasts were utterly exposed, both above and below the center band of fabric.
As she left the pool and the water cascaded off her lean but sumptuous curves, I could not escape the impression that it did so unnaturally slowly, as if even the water itself was reluctant to release its hold on this vision. Further, I could make out that the fabric of her top was just barely translucent when wet. I could clearly discern the shadows of her delicious nipples. Linda walked idly, humming to herself, toward her chaise, wringing out her long, jet black hair. Even as I watched her sleek round ass while she walked, I began to gently step on the branches of my tree that overhang her yard. She picked up a huge towel and began to rub herself vigorously, and I stepped on the branches harder.
By the time Linda finished toweling off and turned around, the agitation of the branches has dropped a host of leaves into her yard, and especially into her pool. Linda had a very definite complex about her pool not being crystal clear.
"Fucking goddamn leaves!" she exclaimed, stamping her foot hard. It sent amazing ripples through her amazing breasts, jiggling them briefly in the tenuous containment of that extraordinary top. She seized her phone, and looked it it, flipping back and forth between apps. A smile grew on her face for a moment and she actually ran a fingertip along the middle band of her bikini top to correct some slippage from her earlier stomp. But then she looked up at the leaves all over the surface of the pool and she scowled again. She dialed a number on her phone.
"Hello? Denise? It's Linda Tarlington. Yes, hi! How's the boy? Good!" she said, her voice that of someone who regularly cultivates a useful contact.
"Denise, my pool is full of the darned leaves again. Yes, already. I need Danny to come out ASAP. When can you schedule him?" There was a pause and Linda actually pulled her phone away from her ear and glared at it. "What?!? What do you mean fully booked? From now until our next regular cleaning? What the hell, did you guys run a new ad campaign or something?
"Never mind. I WANT these leaves out of my pool. Cassie? No. No way," Linda grumped into the phone angrily. She seemed to catch herself and her better nature made her seem to change what she was going to say. "Denise, I don't want you to think Cassie does a bad job. She's a nice girl, and cute. Have her work weekends when the husbands are home. They'll love her. Ha! That's why she doesn't want to work weekends? I guess she's smart, too. But Denise, she takes forever and she will not shut up while she works. No. I'll just try to do it myself. Please do put me on stand by for Danny."
Linda tossed the phone onto her chaise and started to putter around the pool. I knew what she always did with Danny after he cleaned her pool, and smiled at the fact that she was now irritated about the leaves and at the same time frustrated about the absence of Danny. What I did not understand was how could she be so bad at simply getting leaves out of the water? She sucked at it, but wanted it done, and was frustrated at the fact that it was suddenly her problem. "Goddamn leaves!" she practically shouted.
I slipped down out of the tree. It looked as it my little plan spreading the (completely true) rumor that Glistening Waters Pool Service had a young greek god of a pool boy, named Danny, who was hung like a horse was working. Every lonely housewife for three towns around, eager to at least get a look at him while he cleaned their pools, had scheduled with Glistening Waters. Which meant he was not there at a moment's notice to clean Linda's pool and be very handsomely rewarded.
I slipped into my room and donned one of my tighter bathing suits, the light blue one that showed off, even at "rest", my own far better than average endowment. I threw on a white camp shirt and buttoned it half way, finishing off my "just got up from my own poolside" look with a pair of Key West Wingtips (flip flops).
I opened my front door and went next door to ring the bell.
It took nearly a minute before Linda opened the door. She had shrugged on a pretty, but sadly opaque, green pool robe before coming to the door. "Can I help you?"
I smiled, giving my name. "I'm your next-door neighbor. I'm really sorry that I've lived here so long and haven't introduced myself yet, but I'm always at work, it feels like. Look, I was taking the day off by my own pool and I could not help hearing you complain about the leaves. I just wanted to apologize."
"Apologize? Why?" asked Linda, giving me a gratifying once-over with her eyes.
"I'm sure it is my oak tree that is dropping all the leaves in your pool. Every mild breeze, it is dropping leaves in mine!"
Linda actually laughed a little. (A very little) "Please don't worry. That tree is beautiful, it throws great shade in the mornings, and I think it is one of the few old trees that survived this neighborhood being built. I think it raises both our property values."
"Still, I feel bad," I said, morosely. "I don't know if you have a pool service, but I do the work on my pool myself. The least I can do today is clean it up for you! I'd really like to help."
"Well, I really don't want to make you feel like you owe it to me," replied Linda, giving me another casual gaze. "But I really am picky about my pool, and my regular service is way backed up all of a sudden. "Would you?"
I smiled and followed her through the house. The furniture and decor were far more rich and sumptuous than mine. In fact, her furnishings were far more expensive and exclusive than made sense for any house in this modest upper-middle class neighborhood. At least all the excess material wealth hidden inside this house was in good taste. We went out to her back yard and I looked skeptically at the pool. "Wow! That is a lot. I'm glad I'm still dressed from my swim earlier. I'll have to get in the water to clean all this." I smiled cheerily and grabbed the tools to get started.
I slid my camp shirt off and set it on table, then paused to stretch in the sun. Linda looked on while I started, standing there with her arms around herself. I kept working, but in a minute or two, she shrugged and slid her robe back off and reclined on her chaise, a fucking vision in that bikini. I let myself notice, and smiled up at the clear blue sky. "It's a great day to get some sun, isn't it?" I asked cheerily, pausing to bend my body backward and catch some warmth on my chest.
With that, I stepped down into the water. I bobbed up and down as I worked, reaching the leaves that had already sunk, or were in the very center of the pool. I wiped my brow and stepped out of the pool, the fabric of my already tight trunks clinging to me. "I hate to ask," I said apologetically, "but can I get a glass of water? It is ridiculous to feel dehydrated when you are standing up to your chest in a pool."
"Of course," she replied, and slid to her feet and into the house. Oh yes. She was swaying that fantastic ass a bit more than necessary as she walked. Was it conscious or unconscious? Which would be better for me right now?
She returned with a polycarbonate tumbler of cold water for me. I gulped it down greedily (I really was thirsty), and let some of the water escape my lips, dribbling off my chin and down my chest. She stood watching as I drank. I handed her the empty glass and returned to work.
Behind me, I heard her say, "Listen, I hope you don't mind, but I've been trying to get rid of some tan lines. Uh, DO you mind?"
I let her see me freeze for just a moment, then I kept working, casually replying, "No skin off my nose! It's your back yard. Isn't that why we have these high walls?" I moved so I could obviously see her out of the corner of my eye, watching as she extricated her spectacular body from that crazy top, then slid the shorts down her legs so slowly it had to be a show. I felt some stirrings in my own swimsuit. This woman had a very specific kink, when it came to leaves in her pool, and I was very glad to see that it apparently might not be specific to Danny....
As I worked my way around the edge of the pool, she came fully into my field of view. I could not in a million years have NOT taken a look, so I took a lot of them. It was my intent to be observed surreptitiously checking her out, but it was hard not to outright gawp at her in obvious fashion.
Linda lay on her chaise like a fucking work of art more spectacular than any of the expensive pieces inside her house. She wore nothing but a pair of dark sunglasses, which I suspected... hoped, were there to let her stare openly at me without being obvious. Looking at those amazing, upward-thrusting tits made it damned hard to not just drop the pool net and bite my fingers. Meanwhile, the front of my swim trunks was coming under increasing strain, and had I wanted to hide it, I could not have. I did make a token effort at modesty though, to keep up appearances.
At last, the pool was clean, and I went to put away the tools. "Thank you so much," Linda said enthusiastically. "I'm such a freak about that pool," she smiled up at me as I approached her to grab my shirt. She turned toward me to sit on the side of her chaise and leaned forward, letting her breasts dangle enticingly. Not wanting now to hide it, I watched her move approvingly. "You've saved my sanity," she went on. "I don't suppose there is any way I could... thank you properly?" Her hand reached out and actually stroked up and down my thigh.
"I, uh, I mean, you don't need to thank me. I volunteered," I stammered, then went on hastily as she looked sharply at me, "but it seems like we can figure out a good way together!" I was not hiding my lustful stares now at all, and my cock was straining uncomfortably now, caught up in the clingy wet fabric of my trunks.
She smiled. "I've got a good idea to start," she cooed in her annoyingly high-pitched voice. Well, it would be annoying under other circumstances. Right now, she was completely incapable of being annoying in any way.
Her hand on my thigh slid up and over the bulge in my suit. She tugged the waistband out and reached in with her other hand. She helped my eager cock spring free and examined it approvingly for a moment. Then she slid my swimsuit off my ass and to the ground, immediately returning her touch to my eager penis. "Oh, this is very nice," she breathed. In a moment, her tongue was sliding up my shaft, dodging between her cradling fingers and up to the head. I groaned a quiet thanks as she slowly teased my glans with her tongue. I was shuddering soon, from just this initial teasing, and then she wrapped her lips around me.
I could not help but thrust myself deeper in past her lips, but I was careful to avoid choking her. Her mouth curled as if it would have been smiling had it not been so full, and she accepted my advances expertly. Between her expert skills and my numerous fantasies about this chance, I did not last long. I felt delirious pressure build inside me, and she sensed it simultaneously, withdrawing me from her mouth and pumping my shaft gently but eagerly. She did not stop kissing the tip though, and in a moment I gurgled happily. My hips lurched forward toward her and I felt a huge surge up from my groin and along my cock to burst free in a long spurt of white jizz. Much of my cum found its way directly into her mouth, but I covered her face, lips and tongue with the sticky flood as well.
Linda murmured her approval of my offering, licked her lips clean, then wiped her face with one hand. Her other never left my barely softening cock, as if she wanted to signal that she was not done with it.
I sank down to sit next to her on the chaise and kissed her. She responded deeply, tongue probing against mine, and I could not help but taste my own recent deposit. I lifted a hand and grasped one of those amazing breasts at last. She quivered at my touch. I then bent to suckle upon that breast and she pressed it against my face. With my mouth now enjoying her perfect mounds, my hand wandered down lower to her pussy, tickling at the close-cropped, perfectly groomed landing strip she bore. Impatiently, my fingers slipped lower between her legs and began to explore her pussy. Her breathing intensified as my tongue probed and curled around an achingly pert nipple and my hand caressed and teased between her thighs.
As I brought her higher and higher, her one hand never left my cock, her caress never letting it get fully soft. But soon, she was squirming harder and harder as my fingers caressed and massaged her clit. I could feel a shriek or moan rising inside her and I released her nipple and planted my lips on hers. She bucked hard against my hand, her whole body spasming, and my mouth on hers kept her ecstatic moan low enough to not disturb the neighbors.
She collapsed back across the chaise and her fabulous rack heaved as she tried to recover her breath. But her hand still did not leave my cock, which had recovered in record time. I leaned over her gently stroking and admiring her perfect breasts.
"You like them, don't you?" she murmured as I gave her breast my idle attention.
"They're perfect," I replied, circling a nipple with my fingertip.
"They should be," she murmured happily. "They cost me enough money. $15,000, plus the trip to Bel Air. But now they are my superpower."
"You sell yourself short!" I replied, letting my hand drift down to tease at her navel. Her firm, flat belly undulated involuntarily at my touch. "The rest of you is just as fabulous."
"Yes, but the rest requires a lot more fucking maintenance to keep in shape," she purred, stretching out sinuously below me for my enjoyment. "I run miles every day."
"Remind me," I murmured, in between the kisses I was again planting on the smooth flesh of her breasts, "to tell you some other time about my personal trainer." More kisses, and a few licks. "She will beat your ass up, but if you can take it, she's worth the challenge..."
Her hand had never left my cock and by now she had returned it to its full, eager hardness. I pushed up and straddled her body, unable to restrain myself. I leaned forward and pressed my shaft down between her perfectly crafted beasts, then rubbed it up and around their swelling curves. I looked down at her and begged in a whisper, "Please."
Linda laughed and clasped her breasts, pressing them together around me. I could not restrain myself from beginning to thrust, though I held back my pace severely, wanting to make this particular experience last. Her flesh was slick with tanning butter and I slid between her tits with glorious ease. "Of course," she said, shifting her grip on her breasts to best encase my probing member.
"When I figured out my husband liked doing this with a couple of women, I bought the enhancements so he could do it with me too."
That sentence actually made me pause. Given how good this felt, I would not have thought I could stop for anything. But this? "You have a husband who cheats? On you?!?" I blurted incredulously, ignoring the fact that she was currently cheating with me.
She just laughed, rubbing her breasts along my shaft, forcing me to resume thrusting as my mind continued to boggle. "Of course he doesn't cheat on me, any more than I cheat on him. We just discovered very early on that neither of us was satisfied with just one person. Faster please. I love this too, you know," she instructed parenthetically. "We don't actually talk openly to each other about our Others much, but our favorite way to flirt is to talk AROUND the subject, especially when someone else has taught one of us something new."
"Have... I... taught you... anything... new?" I asked, my thrusts no longer restrained. I was in Heaven. A very weird Heaven to be sure, but the Good Place nonetheless.



"No," Linda gasped airily in reply while I pushed my cock between her smooth, firm mounds. "Not yet, anyway. So far with you, I just have to content myself with your very awesome bod."
A long, shuddering moan escaped my lips as I felt a wild wave of orgasm shoot through my hips and in between her breasts. The flow was not nearly so copious as my first offering against her mouth, but it felt even better to me.
I gasped and looked down, trying not to flop bonelessly atop her. What jizz I had had to offer after so brief an interval had still impressively spattered her breasts, with traces having shot up to the base of her throat.
Linda looked down at her chest and my now rapidly and inexorably shrinking dong as it lay happily nuzzled between her breasts. "Oh... yeah," she breathed in self-satisfaction.
I was definitely going to collapse bonelessly (in more ways than one), so I twisted to the side and flopped down beside her like an al dente noodle (also in more ways than one). She turned and propped herself up beside me, making absolutely no effort to wipe any of my cum from her body. "Yes, indeed. Let's get you some water, and we'll go for a swim."
"A swim?" I gasped.
"Yes, a swim. I'm not letting you leave until I can take a ride on that pony between your legs. What better way than a nice swim in crystal clear, leaf-free water, with a naked woman to recharge a man for one more effort?"
Shortly, we were in the pool. Linda was playfully bouncing around, which was indeed inspiring. We swam and relaxed, drinking more water, for a nice long respite, until her hand brushed against my cock and discovered that I was indeed hard once more. "Ho ho!" she giggled. "Looks like someone is ready for one more thank you!"
She grasped my cock in her hand and led me out of the pool. She walked before me, swaying her hips, leading me by my cock in her hand like it was a leash.
When we reached the chaise, Linda looked coyly over her shoulder at me as she lay down on her belly on the chaise. I reached down to caress her beautiful round ass, which I had sadly failed to adequately worship to this point. My cock strained eagerly in front of me as I slid between Linda's legs. She invitingly spread her them and lifted her hips as I guided my glans against her sex. As I stroked her labia without using my hands, she displayed no patience and pressed herself backwards, impaling her vagina on my shaft. She was tight, and still just a little dry after immersion in the pool water, but my entry was only resisted the first inch or so, before a new flow of wetness surged out to greet me. I arched my back as I thrust, so I could look down at her lovely body. I watched my belly slap against her sleek, round ass, reveling in the feel of sliding in and out of her. Linda's answering sounds demonstrated that she too was enjoying this to the full.
Suddenly, her phone rang beside the chaise with a distinctive ring. I looked and the caller ID on it said "Hubby". I froze in dismay. Linda reached out for the phone and hissed back over her shoulder at me, "Don't you fucking stop. Slow down, please, but keep going!"
She hit the answer button. "Hello darling!" I heard her say, as I obligingly kept thrusting, though at a slow, deliberate, silent pace. "Are you calling from the plane?" She ground her hips back against me in time with my languid thrusts. "Aww, that sucks. Mechanical delay? Still, you are moving now, right? Uh huh... Mmmm hmmm." I felt her clenching her pussy down on me now eagerly. "At this rate, it'll be eleven before you get home, baby! I'll keep a pot of the white chicken chili warm for you. What's that? You randy bastard. You are probably scandalizing all the people in First Class talking like that!"
Whatever bewilderment this conversation was having on me, it was clearly turning her on even more. Hard as she clenched down on my cock, her flowing wetness let me slide in and out of her silken confines with ecstatic ease. I fought to restrain myself, but I could not help but increase the pace at least some.
"Which one?" she asked over the phone. "Of COURSE, the red one. That's your favorite these days. I'm going to have to find something new though, before we get into a rut. Very well, my love. I will greet you at the door in my little red teddy. You can eat your soup and then you can unwrap your desert!" She shared a laugh over the phone, then cut off the call. She flipped the phone aside and looked over her shoulder at me. "Hard. Now," she commanded, or maybe begged.
I obliged eagerly, frustrated with holding back before. That said, I was in no rush to finish. As we fucked each other, Linda treated me to a surreal combination of filthy-mouthed commands and idle chit-chat. "He's going to wear out that teddy soon, then way he tears it off me, but I'm tired of it anyway," was one such comment that came seemingly out of nowhere when I eased off for a bit to extend things. "I think I'll fly out to Vegas, have a few days at the spa and shop hard at La Perla. Hubby deserves some new gift-wrap."
"Expensive shopping trip," I replied, my mind blown both by the fact that we were having this particular conversation in the middle of vigorous intercourse, and by the question in my mind: "How rich is this couple anyway?"
"Oh, I never take more than twenty thousand to lose at the tables when I go," she replied dismissively. She paused as an involuntary quiver ran through her loins, then went on with a gasp, "I make or lose more than that most days in the Market," she added, waving her hand at the closed laptops.
Abruptly, the conversation lapsed. She began to writhe harder beneath me, and her grunting commands to me were replaced by guttural moans. Linda buried her face in the cushion and screamed in stunned, sudden joy as I felt her waves of orgasm immerse my thrusting cock. The shock triggered me as well, and I practically hyperventilated as I felt a truly exhausting orgasm explode inside me. My hips bucked spasmodically against her backside and I sprayed wildly inside of her.
After yet another cleaning swim, I finally left, utterly exhausted, and with the promise that I could be reached for pool cleaning duty in a pinch. But I was not going to shake those branches often. This woman would kill me, from either my balls or my brain over-loading. I was almost fearful as I left Courtney's card with her. As exhausted as she was when I left her, she was eagerly planning to ball her husband's brains out in just six hours. Frankly, I was little afraid of what kind of wildcat Linda would be if she got into even better shape!
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Charlie left me by the clubhouse after our lesson on the driving range. The caddy carried off our bags to storage, and I took a moment to enjoy the view as Charlie walked away. She had on a shorter than normal skirt, in white, and it had some pleats to give it a flounce. I had found no way to repeat the insane encounter we had had in a rain shelter during a raging storm a while back, but I didn't think it was because she was actively avoiding it. The opportunity just had not come up. Regardless, wow did she have amazing legs, and I wondered if she was now wearing these shorter skirts on our lesson days just for me.
I grabbed a quick lunch and took the time to talk to a few of the members at Winding Hills where my boss had provided me guest privileges while I learned the game. I had begun to realize that I was catching the bug for golf, despite my determination not to get drawn into this giant time suck. And I was catching it not just because it meant an hour a week at least with Charlie and her tight, athletic body. It really was a good game, goddamn it.
The problem was there wasn't a single private club on my side of the city, just one truly shitty public course where even the driving range was somehow lame. I was amazed at how many of the members at Winding Hills were from the west side like me, including my boss Cathy.
I looked around and for the first time truly realized how much money was being left on the table because of the lack of a good private golf operation near me. I might be selling custom fabricated materials, and doing very well at it, but my college degree was in leisure management after all. Wheels suddenly were turning and I was seeing all sorts of angles.
I resolved to give some thought to what building and developing a club would take.
I had taken to leaving work early on Wednesdays when I did not have a dinner with clients. It is the sort of thing you can get away with at a good company when you work so many hours otherwise and your numbers are as good as mine.
I was lounging on my couch, reading a book on construction costs and making some notes, when my doorbell rang. I looked up and saw Samantha, my nearly middle-aged neighbor from a few streets over, waving thru the window beside my door. I smiled, though I was little irritated to be interrupted. The ideas were flowing.
I rose and answered the door. Samantha looked over her shoulder before slipping inside swiftly. She placed a quick peck on my cheek as the door closed. Her lithe, still shapely body brushed against me as she did so. I idly realized that Sam was an ideal person to refer to Courtney, my personal trainer.
"I was free for a bit, and realized we hadn't chatted in a while," Samantha said as she bustled into my house.
Chat? Yeah, that was what we did... for certain values of "chat". She had introduced herself shortly after I moved in, and in a series of conversational accidents, I had become her informal therapist. By that I mean, I was always very impressed by whatever she told me about what her child did, and very sympathetic about what, and who, her cheating trash husband was doing. She 'paid' me in kind for this therapy with some fairly impressive sex.
It was an occasional relationship, but we both got what we wanted out of it.
That Wednesday, the chat was centered on her boy, but surprisingly brief before she was crawling over me on the couch. I realized that for once, Samantha wasn't visiting me because she was feeling insecure, but because she was just simply horny.
Very horny, apparently. In no time, my fly had been undone, my pants removed, and she was giving me her usual enthusiastic and pretty damned skilled best at oral right there on my great room couch. Samantha knew how to employ fingers, palms, lips, and tongue to comprehensively stimulate every single nerve ending in my junk. She had settled down to a gentle rhythm of soft strokes along my shaft combined with almost idle kissing and licking of my glans that had me groaning quietly with pleasure but not rising to climax. Today, Samantha seemed intent on making this blowjob a marathon, not a sprint.
I relaxed back on the couch, wondering what village I had saved from marauders in a previous life to deserve my current existence. I though it odd that I had another married neighbor, Linda, who rather than suffering with an outright cheating husband, instead enjoyed an almost completely open marriage, and she seemed thoroughly happy. Maybe I'd suggest the arrangement to Samantha. Her marriage sucked so much, it couldn't hurt.
Suddenly my front door slammed shut. I had been so occupied, I hadn't heard it open. Another Neighbor With Benefits was standing across from us in the middle of my living room, glaring at Samantha. "What the fuck?" she growled.
"Not yet, but that was the plan! What are you doing here, Blanche?" Samantha was glaring right back, having yanked her mouth off my member, thankfully not dragging her teeth across it as she did so.
I made a panicked noise and grabbed a pillow to cover my still very erect penis. Both women looked at me briefly, though neither of their ires seemed aimed at me. I had certainly made it clear to each that I had a lot more women in my life than them. Amazingly, they seemed to have internalized that. "You, uh, you know each other?" I asked, very confused. Their smiles disappeared as they looked back at each other
"This woman," declared Blanche, pointing an accusing finger at Samantha, "is one of the bitches that slept with my husband before I divorced him!"
"Wait," I tried to process that. "You, Samantha, slept with Blanche's husband?"
"Wait," shot back Blanche, irritated with me for the first time. "Are you saying that you'd have expected ME to sleep with HER husband, but not the other way around?" I smiled back weakly and shrugged.
"It was a reasonable question Blanche. After all you're the only one of us with a Reputation," hissed Samantha.
"Are you jealous of how I earned my reputation, or jealous that I'm divorced and allowed to have one?"
The two of them had drawn close to each other, staring each other down. My instinct was to intervene, but I was caught with no pants and my dick waving around, with nothing but a pillow to cover me. In fact, my cock was getting even more enthused, if that was possible, and I thought that just might be a bad thing right then.
"And it wasn't like I tried to take him away from you, Blanche," added Samantha, a little defensively now. "He caught me in a moment of anger and weakness. I was happy to give him back to you."
"Ha! No returns on him!"
The two of them looked at each other for a moment. "He really is useless in the sack isn't he?" said Samantha said with a wry smile, and both nodded their heads ruefully.
"Always was," added Blanche.
My mind raced at this momentary truce. The opportunity was incredible here. Blanche should be easy. Her particular turn on was role-playing porn movies. If this little scenario wasn't straight out of a porn trope, nothing was. How to approach Samantha? Fuck it. Nothing ventured, nothing gained.
"Guys," I said, struggling to my feet while leaving the pillow behind. "Please don't fight. You've each had some bad experiences. You should both move on!"
The two of them were stunned at the balls on me, literally and figuratively. My cock was swaying before me, clearly the most enthused participant in this scene.
I could see Blanche smirk as the potential here sank in. She looked over at Samantha speculatively.
Sam, however pointed at my cock and declared, "I was having a pretty good time 'moving on' already when SHE showed up!"
"Well," said Blanche, suddenly kitten-like. "Go back to moving on. I don't mind."
"In fact, I'll watch," she added.
Samantha looked at her defiantly, then at me. Then she pushed me back down on the couch and resumed her unsolicited blowjob, but now with even more flair. Showy flair. Excruciatingly awesome showy flair.
Blanche did indeed watch. Briefly. Then she slid next to me on the couch and began to kiss me. Samantha saw this and took more of me into her mouth than she ever had before. I gasped happily around Blanche' mouth and tongue, "Oh god, Samantha! That is fucking fabulous!"
Blanche responded by slipping her blouse over her head. As usual, she wore no bra. Blanche had bought herself a nice pair of tatas as her divorce present, and they bounced free as the shirt pulled away. They were slightly incongruous two year-old tits on a late thirties body, but I could not conceive of complaining. She leaned them forward to my face and I sucked on them happily as Samantha likewise sucked on my cock. But Sam saw Blanche's maneuver and whipped off own her shirt as well, pausing my bj. She did have a bra on, a nice little lacy thing, in fact. But she swiftly discarded it as well, before diving back to my cock. As she slid my member in and out of her mouth, she looked up at Blanche as if to say, 'It's your move now!'
Blanche slid to the floor beside Samantha, who drew away, which sadly suspended my blow job again. I briefly reflected that Blanche was cramping my enjoyment here, until she leaned forward and licked me from base to tip, then sat back and looked at Samantha. Sam arched her eyebrows and then leaned in to do the same thing to me. In a few moments, they were each leaning in close, licking my length or sucking the tip in turn.
Samantha suddenly narrowed her gave as she watched Blanche take a turn. "Oh come on, Blanche!" she exclaimed. "That's not quite the best way to do that. Look," she instructed and took her turn. She did essentially the same thing Blanche had just done to me, only much better. I wasn't surprised at this. It had always been apparent that Sam knew her way around giving head, while fellatio was not Blanche's strength. But now I suddenly found myself an instructional aid!
Blanche looked up at me at one point while Samantha was taking a turn. "She really is a lot better at this than I am, isn't she?" Her voice was more surprised than resentful.
"You are fantastic, Blanche," I reassured her happily, my cock still buried in Samantha's mouth.
"Ha!" Blanche snorted. "Just not as good as her. Not at this," she added with some bravado. "Sam," she asked, grasping my cock and tugging it gently out of Samantha's mouth, "how on Earth did you learn to be this good?" Blanche took my glans in her lips and suckled gently on the tip, teasing it with her tongue as Sam had shown her minutes before. She actually look up at Sam as she sucked me, genuinely interested in the answer.
"I was popular in college," replied Samantha drily.
"I'll bet... you... were!" said Blanche around the cock in her mouth.
Samantha laughed earthily and lowered her head below Blanche's to suck my balls into her mouth. Their two mouths on me at one time was sudden heaven.
"You suck their balls too?" asked Blanche in surprise, lifting her head free of me.
Samantha also straightened but made sure to idly stroke my cock so my enjoyment wasn't interrupted. "Sure," she shrugged. "At least when a man is so very considerate as our friend here to keep his 'area' totally shaven. It is fun, and they love it. Give it a try!"
And with that, I now had Blanche tentatively, then vigorously sucking and licking my balls, while Samantha was taking more of me into her mouth.
I was getting lost in the moment, when they decided to have another conversation! At least this time, they both idly caressed me while they talked.
"I do have to admit," Samantha told Blanche, "today is new for me, too. I've never had a sidekick for sex."
"Sidekick? I'M YOUR sidekick?" scoffed Blanche. "Do I look like a sidekick, Sam?" she asked, straightening up and waving her hands to direct attention to her impressive, expensively enhanced torso.
Samantha just smiled, said nothing, and bent over my cock, sliding almost my entire length smoothly into her mouth and throat. I could not contain a groan of ecstasy at this sudden deep-throating.
Blanche just stared. "Okay. In this, I AM the sidekick...."
After a few more moments of wild stimulation, Samantha pulled herself free of me and gasped deeply. "There is a trick to it, Blanche. Want to learn it?" She asked playfully.
Blanche looked at my nearly eight inch robust cock with a leery expression. "Not today, Sam. And not on this monster cock."
Sam just shrugged and laughed, "Okay. We will figure out an opportunity."
These two women had just made plans to suck some other, less well-hung guy's cock together, right in front of me. My mind boggled, but I was hardly in position to be jealous. I chose to ignore the whole thing. That was very easy as they both bent to torment my cock some more. I relaxed and ran my fingers through their lovely hair.
As they continued Blanche's fantastic education, they each accidentally decided to lick up my shaft at the same time as the other. They both jerked back because they practically ran into each other. I just murmured happily and gently pushed their heads back toward each other and my cock. They rolled with my desire, and soon both of them had their tongues on my shaft simultaneously. This situation had gone from scary to amazing in minutes.
My hands slipped down along both of their bodies and cupped a breast of each. Two different mounds, both delightful. Their tongue-lashing grew more enthusiastic, and soon their lips and tongues were brushing against each other almost as much as they caressed me. I tilted forward on the edge of the couch to point my cock straight out horizontally. I guided their heads together along the shaft and they each opened their mouths to kiss it. I rolled my hips ever so slightly, sliding my cock between them. Almost in unison, they both opened their mouths and the tips of their upper and lower lips met above and below my cock.
Both of them sighed at this new erotic situation and I slid my cock between their mouths gently. First Samantha, then Blanche slid forward their tongues to add their moist caress to the passage of my cock along their mouths. It took every ounce of self control not to just wildly thrust away.
Suddenly, Blanche rose to her feet, pulling Samantha up with her. She undid Sam's pants and pulled them to the floor, along with her panties. Samantha, stepped back and out of her pants, standing there in her naked glory. Blanche looked at her and murmured, "very nice!"
I agreed.
Sam preened a little bit at the novel attention. Then she reached out and tugged Blanche's skirt down. I had never seen Blanche wear underwear and this was no exception. Did she never wear any, or just when she planned on jumping my bones?
The two stood there, staring at each other, then at me, in silent tableau.
"So, Sam" Blanche asked her conspiratorially, "Which do you want? Tongue or cock?"
Samantha just answered by pushing me down to lie on the couch, then she suddenly straddled my face, facing down along my body. My tongue headed out to brush against her, and she wriggled happily atop me. Just then I felt Blanche take a hold on my member as she straddled me. She tilted my cock against her and sank down to impale herself on me completely. I was shortly in heaven as Blanche, whom I could not see, slid up and down atop me and Samantha seemed to ache with desire for my tongue.
I pushed up slightly on Sam's hips. First, so I could breathe better, and second, so that I could adjust to get the best angle to lavish my tongue on her clit. Meanwhile below, Blanche was now humping up and down along my shaft so hard I could hear her big boobs flopping.
I was honestly having a hard time trying to figure out how to balance these competing assaults on my senses when my cock chose for me. My knees jerked up hard as I emptied myself into Blanche, hips thrusting upward and practically knocking her off me. She held on and cried out in response, gasping as she kept riding me through several waves of orgasm wracking her own body. Before she was even finished, I regained enough brain power to renew my efforts to pleasure Samantha. She was staring straight at Blanche screaming happily atop my cock, and must have found the sight a turn-on, because between that and my tongue, she too was coming, loudly and extensively.
We held the tableau for what seemed forever, then they both almost simultaneously released me. I sat up between them and they each cuddled against me. Somehow, each had a hand find its way to my cock, and they stroked it together in sudden comity.
"Alright ladies," I panted. "So who want to have sex first?"
I was suddenly being pummeled by pillows from both sides.
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"Kick it! Kick the ball, Merry!" I called out eagerly to my six year-old daughter on the soccer field. ("It's a Pitch, Daddy!")
Why we parents all yell at our kids during a soccer match is beyond me. None of them listen to any of us. I guess that it is just a coping mechanism so that we can pretend that these games where no one keeps score are entertaining.
Meredith did indeed kick the ball. Expertly. Right to a girl on the other team.
"For crying out loud, Merry! Not her!"
THAT Merry heard. She turned to me and scolded me at the top of her voice, "She's my friend, Daddy!"
Sure enough, the friend kicked the ball right back to Merry. Merry went to kick the ball back again, but this kick was more like her usual skill level and the ball careened off toward the rest of the players. Every kid on the field, including one goalie, chased after it.
Beside me, my friend Peter was laughing hard. He clapped me on the back, looked at me, then shook his head and laughed again. Peter's daughter was on Merry's team also. The mass of girls converged on the ball and it popped free randomly, rolling off toward the other team's goal, the one whose goalie had left to chase after the ball with her buddies.
Peter's daughter Felicity popped out of the mass of little girls first, chasing the ball as it rolled toward the goal. Now it was Peter's turn to scream head off. "Run, Felicity! Run!" She caught up to the ball as it slowed before the net, other girls chasing madly behind her. "Shoot it! Shoot it now!" screamed Peter.
It was Felicity's turn to grow ears. She turned and looked for Peter in the crowd. "What do you say, Pop?"
The rest of the mass of muddy little girls surged around the ball and play went on.
I looked at Peter with a shit-eating grin. We raised our cans of Coke and clicked them together. The game continued interminably.
Directly in front of us stood our wives, right at the spectator's line, cheering everything good-naturedly. Both were much more earnest and focused on this titanic athletic contest than we were. Meanwhile, with our daughter's moments in the spotlight with the ball fading into the distant past of three minutes ago, Peter and I both got bored again.
Peter cleared his throat and took two steps backward. I raised an eyebrow but slid back beside him. "What don't you want the women to hear?" I asked curiously.
"Nothing," said Peter casually. "I just think the vista is better from here," he added with a sweeping gesture of the field that ended with an indication of the women.
"I get your point," I said calmly, my eyes resting on my wife's shapely, jeans-clad backside. Of course, it was hard not to let my eyes slide to the right and take in Peter's wife's smaller but equally enticing tush. We clinked Cokes again wordlessly, and I reflected that Peter had just as good a view of my lady's ass as I had of his.
C'est la vie. We were lucky men.
"So, I was thinking," said Peter. "Why don't you and Sara come over for dinner Friday at our place? Could you get a sitter?"
"That would be great," I replied. It would be more than great, actually. Erika and I had just moved to town a few months ago, and aside from her parents, we didn't know many people. In our early thirties, we were discovering it was harder to make new friends than when we were younger. I went on, "I don't think we have plans, and it would be nice to actually get to know you guys and have a conversation without being interrupted constantly by watching the hellions run around like crazy people."
"Let's run it by the actual decision makers," said Peter and we stepped back up behind our wives. Peter wrapped his arms around Sara and I rested my hands on Erika's sleek shoulders. "Ladies," asked Peter, "I was hoping Erika and George could have dinner at our place Friday. How about it?
Erika asked, "Should we bring Merry?"
"I thought we'd fob Felicity off on Ma for the night," replied Peter. "Could you get a sitter on this late notice?"
Erika laughed. "Mom and Dad are always on about having Merry stay over. If George and I play our cards tight, they might take her for the whole weekend."
"Oooh!" teased Sara. "George and Erika alone for the weekend. Gonna do some hot, hot shopping at COSTCO?"
"Maybe, if we get REAL wild," snickered Erika, "George will take me to Target, too!"
"So we are on for Friday? 7:00?" said Peter firmly.
It was a date.
Friday afternoon, Peter called my cell. "Hey George! I just wanted to say, we will probably pretty much hang out in the back yard tonight, and with as hot as it it, you and Erika should dress casually. Sara and I will just be in shorts and t-shirts."
"Thanks," I replied. "I'd been dreading the inevitable conversation where Erika demands that I tell her what was appropriate to wear. Like I'm supposed to know any better than her when we accept an invitation!"
"We have that same convo, man. All the damned time. That's why I called. Just trying to help a buddy out!" We laughed and hung up.
I dropped off Merry at her grandparents' early on Friday. We tended to avoid having Erika do the drop off because all the hugs, the 'I'll miss you's, and the 'just one more story's took forever. And that was just from Erika's mom. Merry was pretty clingy with her Erika as well.
When I got back, my wife was in our bathroom getting ready. She was out of the shower and doing her makeup in her underwear when I came in. I sighed. In part, I sighed because my wife is beautiful. Not just beautiful through the eyes of the man that loves her, but beautiful as in objectively freaking hot. She was a college cheerleader when we met my senior and her junior year in college, and eleven years have failed to make much of a dent in the overall package. Her legs are sleek, and their curves perfectly match her aforementioned scenic ass. Her waist remains slender and while her belly might not be the convex wonder it was in college, she had worked crazy hard to restore its flat perfection after the baby.
But my sigh was also in part due to her underwear. She was wearing a simple pair of flesh-toned beige panties that were cut low at the hips, with an equally plain beige bra. There had been a time when, if we were going out for the evening, Erika would have always sported some sexy, even racy, bra and panty set or even a teddy, in black or a bright color. And she never would have let me see what she had on before, you know, I'd worked for it.
But ten years of marriage and a child had transformed the spark our marriage to a warm, nurturing ember. We still loved each other deeply, don't get me wrong, but our relationship that had once been about adventure together had morphed almost without our knowledge into companionable comfort. It is hard to preserve much mystery in a relationship when you both know each other well enough to talk without using words.
I stepped into the closet and slipped on a pair of loose-fitting khaki shorts. I chose them because, well, Sara is almost as hot as my wife, and I'd never seen her in shorts before. The prospect of that had crossed my mind several times since Peter had warned me about the dress code and I thought better baggy shorts than sorry. I then rifled through the collection of Polo shirts in different colors that form the core of my casual wardrobe. I grabbed the green one and came out, pulling it over my head.
"No," said Erika firmly, looking at me in the mirror.
"What? I like this one."
"No," she repeated. "The collar on that one is getting frayed. Don't you see it? Drop it in the gardening clothes basket and we'll buy you a new green one next time go to the mall. Wear the fuchsia one."
"Really? The pink one?" I asked, obediently tossing the green shirt into the gardening clothes basket, never to be worn in polite society again.
"It is fuchsia, not pink. And you look sexy in it," said Erika. "And I want Sara to see how sexy my man is," she smiled sweetly at me.
"Well, thank you," I chuckled. "I hope you are wearing the tight blue shorts, rather than the soft white ones. I want Peter to know my wife's ass is better even than his wife's."
"Oh ho! Are you saying that Sara has a nice ass?" she teased.
"Um...."
Erika laughed and finally shooed me out of the bathroom. She came out a few minutes later.
She was wearing the blue shorts.
We walked the couple of blocks over to Peter and Sara's house. It was a little hot for comfortable travel by foot, but it was nice to walk together without Merry trying to hurl herself in front of traffic all the time. Besides, this way we would not have to worry about driving home if we ended up drinking too much.
I rang the bell and Sara answered the door, Peter right behind her. Whoa. Sara was wearing a rather spectacular pair of cut-off jeans, or at least they were spectacular on her. They were low-waisted, but her own flat stomach left a considerable gap running around her between the waistband and her body. The legs were several comparatively modest inches long, but her legs were so elfin that they too moved loosely free. The only place the shorts were tight enough for them to keep from falling off was around her hips and across her nice, pert ass. The old, faded, Aerosmith concert shirt she wore was casually, disappointingly loose, but it was cropped just enough at the bottom to leave an inch of delectable belly showing above her shorts.
"Come on in," she said, backing up into the house. As Peter stepped forward to shake my hand, I sensed Erika behind me take her turn to pause. Peter was wearing loose, knee-length gray cargo shorts, but the pause had to be for the shirt. It was a white cotton, button-down, short-sleeved camp shirt that looked about a size too small. At least the arms and shoulders were too small. It was unbuttoned halfway down, giving a broad view of a waxed smooth chest. 'Jesus, he waxes his chest?' I thought with a sudden competitive twang.
Erika and Sara shared a quick hug and I offered the bag I held to Peter. "Thanks for inviting us. I brought a bottle."
Peter slid the bottle of Whistle Pig out of the bag and whistled in turn. "This is better than anything I have in the house right now. Can I pour you a glass of your own offering?"
"Please," I said happily.
"I'll take one too," put in Erika. I looked at her. She had mostly been drinking wine lately. She shrugged and smiled at me playfully. Her look told me that since Peter and Sara were still new friends, she was ready to roll with their groove a little. She was also nervous about making new friends, just like me.
"Four glasses it is," declared Peter, not asking Sara. I followed him into the kitchen while the wives discussed the house. Peter pulled four huge ice cubes from a bag in the freezer, four large square glasses from the cabinet, and then proved himself to be a heavy pourer, filling each glass full.
"Whoa, man! Don't try to empty the bottle in one round!" I laughed.
"It's been a long week at work," grumped Peter.
"Hey, that soccer game was a long week all by itself," I prodded good-naturedly.
Peter smiled, "Yeah, that too. Drink up!" We carried the glasses in to the women.
"Peter Estherhazy, you are trying to get me drunk!" exclaimed Sara upon being handed the glass."
"Of course! If you dress like that, a man's got to do what a man's got to do!" replied Peter, kissing her briefly on the side of her neck.
Erika and I exchanged glances. "They flirt like newlyweds," whispered Erika.
"I know. And I think they've been married as long as we have," I whispered back.
We shared another look, half sheepish, half jealous. Erika broke the mood by standing on tiptoe and kissing me just a hair longer than was really proper in the present circumstances. "So," she asked brightly to Peter and Sara who had been looking at us in turn, "what's the plan?
This time is was Peter and Sara's turn to look at each other and smile. But Peter just swept his hand toward the back of the house. "We thought, heat wave or no, it was time for some good steaks on the grill."
At their invitation, we ditched our shoes and we followed Peter and Sara out to their back yard, which turned out to be much smaller than ours and hemmed around by one of those high privacy fences. It did have a nice pool shoe-horned in that kept the whole yard cooler than it might have otherwise been.
Peter and I did the Man-Fire-Food-Talk act while Sara and Erika split their time between hanging out by the pool and working in the kitchen, finishing up Sara's baked potatoes and broccoli casserole. We all sat and enjoyed a truly excellent meal, our giant drinks, and then got to work on a second round of giant drinks. In fact, the second round was even bigger. The ice cubes had melted down a good bit, so there was more room for whiskey in each glass. When pouring for Erika, Peter told her merrily to just say when. Erika just smiled up at him, whiskey still pouring until the glass was full. "That's a dangerous game," said Peter, who stopped just before the delicious brown liquor reached the rim of her glass. "If this was a bottle of Jack, I'd have just kept pouring until it overflowed and you had whiskey all over you!"
"Chicken!" taunted Erika, sounding for a moment like her college self.
As the sun set fully, the ladies gathered up the plates while Peter and I sat and talked companionably. The wives returned fairly quickly and I surmised that the plates has simply been removed, scraped, and stacked. Washing them was apparently going to be left to Peter, and perhaps me, later.
"So you've never had a pool?" asked Sara as they re-emerged. "You should put one in, they are amazing."
"I don't know," replied Erika. "Don't you worry about Felicity all the time?"
"She was a handful when she was just learning to move around on her own, wasn't she Peter?" Sara said, raising her voice to momentarily include us in the conversation before she turned her back to us again. I didn't mind. At least not the part where Sara turned her backside to us. "But she now understands that the pool rules are hard and fast, like roads and hot ovens."
"Maintenance seems like a chore."
"That is what men are for! Besides, an after dinner dip is the best. Want to try?"
"It does look good, but you should have told us to bring suits!" laughed Erika, "And I'm afraid a suit of yours would not fit me."
"Ha! I wish they would," replied Sara, giving her sweet retort an edge that was just a bit envious, and a little bit raunchy. "But I wan't thinking of wearing suits."
"Sara!" gasped Erika. She stared wide-eyed at Peter's wife, then flashed a significant glance at us, blushing the whole time so deeply that I could see it in the dusk.
Sara calmly looked both of us over, then held Erika's gaze again. "Because they are here? They ARE our husbands, you know. We'll just reap the rewards of their gratitude later."
Erika stared at Sara for a moment, then took a big gulp of pure whiskey, set down her glass and whipped off her blouse! She then turned away from Peter and me and slipped off her bra as well. She seemed to be stripping as quickly as possible so that she could run and hide in the water. Still turned away, she undid her fly and pulled both shorts and panties off as one. With a shriek, she turned and leapt into the deepest part of the pool, popping up in water up to her neck.
My eyes snapped back to Sara, whose shirt was long gone and who had apparently not been wearing a bra to begin with. Her breasts were so damned pert, and at just barely less than half the size of Erika's, were still damned tasty-looking. She pulled her shorts and a minuscule red thong down as one, just like Erika, and strode smoothly but wonderfully slowly to the pool's edge and slipped in after my wife. She surfaced in much shallower water, her nipples barely hidden beneath the surface.
"So," I said with outward calm barely concealing inward raging turmoil, "that just happened."
"Yeah," said Peter, sounding more relaxed, less surprised, but just as appreciative, "that just happened."
And just like that, our conversations resumed as if nothing had transpired. The girls kept on about the benefits of the pool, Erika sounding much more on board, and Peter and I kept on chatting. I don't remember what he and I were talking about, as I was concentrating pretty hard on the naked women bobbing around in the pool in front of us.
But then Peter, just in the normal course of conversation, observed, "That is a really spectacular pair Erika has. How did the conversation go about getting them done?"
I thankfully had not just had a sip, or I'd have choked on it. I checked the reality warping field around me again. Yep, my friend had just asked me about my wife's boob job while said wife was buck naked in said friend's pool, cavorting with said friend's also buck naked wife while trying to keep the aforementioned boob job below the surface of the water. Checked out. Just another day in suburbia.
Peter filled the pause in the air as I remained silent. "I'm just asking because I sometimes think Sara might be interested in enhancements herself. I think, especially right now, that I would be on board with the idea... But I'd like to know how to navigate that conversation without being fed my balls...."
I thought back in a flash. Breast-feeding then weaning Meredith, along with a ruthless commitment to losing her baby fat, had left Erikas 'girls' in what she felt was a sorry, diminished state. For my part, I thought they were still lovely (if slightly diminished) and made an effort to ensure I demonstrated my continued admiration regularly. But Erika kept moping about them and I'll admit I lost patience eventually with her lack of self-confidence. One evening, after half a glass too much rum, Erika saw a particularly nice pair of tits being featured on the TV show we were watching, and went into her mopey, self-pitying routine.
"Listen," I had grumbled, "I've got a bonus check in our account that we can't spend on a vacation this year. Use it get get yourself the pair you want. Hell, use it to get THAT pair," I said pointing to the screen where the catalyst for the conversation was currently bobbing.
"You'd like that, wouldn't you?" she exclaimed, slapping me on the arm, but with surprisingly little heat in her anger. The show moved on from the bobbling tits, and so did our conversation. I forgot about the whole thing. Too much rum, remember?
Two days later, I came into the living room to find Erika watching Merry watch Baby Einsteins and reading her iPad. She looked up at me seriously, and flushed a little as she blurted, "I've been thinking about what you said about your bonus check. She turned around her iPad to show me a lovely woman pictured on a medical practice website. "I just booked an appointment to see what they can do to restore my girls. Want to come along?"
Did I want to come along? That's like asking a guy did he want to go shopping for Ferraris, except it was for tits. Who could say no? Who could think no?
"Sure, I guess," I said slowly. "When?"
We met with the doctor three days later. Each day in between I was mildly surprised that Erika did not back out. I also had to admit to myself that I was more excited each day when she didn't. That was how I found myself in a well-lit doctor's office, with the man examining my wife's naked chest and showing her a book of breasts. After fairly brief deliberation, Erika settled on a modest 200cc implant that would get her back to her original, perky, buoyant, small C-cups. I was largely ignored throughout the process. The doctor seemed content with our thinking, and left to do paperwork and to let us talk it over. After he left, however, one of his nurses, a pretty woman a little older than us in dark blue scrubs came in. She did some additional diagnostics on Erika and chatted about what she was thinking. Erika told her her tentative decision and I actually saw the nurse frown a little. She picked up the chart and looked it over.



"That will barely get you up to a C-cup, you know," she told Erika. Erika agreed, as that was largely where she had started. The nurse made ticking sound in her mouth, temporizing. Then she said, "The doctor doesn't like to say this, because it ultimately makes more money for the practice, but, um... the number one regret we see from patients, and we don't get many regrets, comes from women who got a modest enhancement and realize afterward that they could have gone for more. A lot of them feel strongly enough about it that they come back for a second procedure."
Erika laughed, then asked, "Really?"
The nurse looked at her, then tossed a quick glance over her shoulder at me, "Honey, in your case, we are taking about 100% elective cosmetic surgery, or in coarser terms, you are here to pay big bucks for big tits. Why spend thousands on 'enhancements' that just get you back to where you started?"
"I don't want to look silly..." said Erika quietly.
The nurse cleared her throat, deliberately moved between us so her back was squarely facing me and lifted her scrubs top up. "Do these look ridiculous to you?"
Erika stared. "No," she breathed quietly. Then her voice sharpened. "You can go around with those and not wear a bra?"
"Ha! Now you are asking practical questions! Honestly, I usually wear one, except at work or on a date. It is just a bit more comfortable. Here I don't wear one, well, because women sometimes like to see the doctor's work beyond that sample picture book he loves so much. Go to 400 or 500ccs, and this is about what you'd get. Go on. Feel them a little. They don't look OR feel silly, do they?"
Erika touched the woman's chest softly. "Wow," she breathed, avarice suddenly in her eyes.
"I feel left out of this decision making process," I observed drily.
The nurse just shot my a playfully repressive look over her shoulder, and pointedly did not offer to let me evaluate things. Erika snorted and lifted one hand from the nurse's 'exhibits' to flip me a cheerful bird.
She went with the 400cc job.
I recounted a rather dry version of the story to Peter, who asked a question of two that seemed quite clinical and tame. I thought he was about to get to the 'how do they feel?' questions that guys always want to ask. Guys never actually do ask, but I always half-dread, half-anticipate they will. I think Peter really was going to start asking impertinent (but highly pertinent) questions when he was interrupted.
"Peter, dear," called Sara, stepping around to face us and incidentally moving so that her nipples broke the surface of the water, "I'm thirsty. Can you get us some acrylic glasses so Erika and I can drink in the pool?"
Peter excused himself and sauntered into the kitchen, returning with four heavy plastic tumblers. He poured the women's drinks into the tumblers and walked over to the pool's edge. Kneeling down he handed the glasses in. I noticed that he had approached the pool nearer to the shallow end so Erika had to come into the shallower water to get hers. Bastard even held the glasses fairly high so both women had to reach way up to get their drinks.
Peter turned and wandered back to me, where he transferred our drinks to the plastic tumblers as well.
"Thought better of using glass poolside?" I asked, taking my whiskey back.
"No, I figured we'd get in too," chuckled Peter, unbuttoning his shirt. I saw both women watching suddenly intently as the shirt came off. Peter might be shorter than me but he did put on quite the gun show. A completely polished and waxed gun show. He started unbuckling his shorts and asked me, "Coming?"
"Uh, maybe in a few minutes," I temporized.
"Ha! Got a hard on?" laughed Peter. "Come, it's not like they don't realize they are smoking hot." With that, he shoved his pants down to reveal that he did indeed think they were hot. He turned, grabbed his glass and hopped lightly into the pool.
His waxing extended way down below his torso.
A naked dude with a pubeless hard-on just called my wife smoking hot. I was trying to process that when I looked up to see Peter in the pool between Sara and Erika with his arms on both their shoulders. "Coming in?" he called. Erika didn't even look too weirded out by the naked guy draping his arm around her. His hand would probably have been dangling on her breast if it hadn't been holding the glass. She did look a little scandalized, but mostly she looked like she was challenging me to freak out as much as she had.
Yep, reality-warping field still in place.
Every basic instinct, every habit, screamed at me to sit right there and hide my erection from public view, but I also immediately realized that being the only clothed person in a group of naked folk was very nearly as embarrassing as being the only naked one in a room full of fully dressed people probably was.
Screw it. I stood and pulled off the pink, fuchsia, shirt. I might not be as jacked at Peter, I thought as I undid my fly. But I was taller.
Longer, too.
I took a deep breath and tugged my shorts and underwear down. I didn't bother to try to be modest about it either. I faced right at Erika and our friends. If I was going to do it, I would follow Peter's lead. I figured that brazen would be less embarrassing and less attention-grabbing than silly covering up. My dong bounced free and waved around as I dropped my pants. I picked up my drink and casually as I could, walked over to the pool. Inside, I was on fire with nervousness. What the fuck was I doing? What were we ALL doing? I sat down the edge and slipped into the water. Brazen might have felt better than rushing while holding a hand over my junk, but I was still very much the center of the undivided attention of everyone while I approached the pool.
It was cool, almost cold, but alas, the temperature did not shock my erection away when I slid into the water. That condition was apparently not abating anytime soon, not with Erika and Sara standing naked in front of me. At least my cock was nominally out of sight once I was fully in the pool. Nominally. The pool had good underwater lighting and the evening was getting darker all the time. The water might have distorted what you could see within it, but it hid it less and less as night kept falling.
I walked through the chest high water to the other three. Without anyone saying anything about it, we fell into a sort of square, with each of us at a corner. Peter and I faced each other, with the women to our sides, facing each other as well. Erika was at the deepest corner of our formation, leaving her breasts almost entirely submerged. I was fine with that, as that meant my cock was pretty deep underwater also. Sara was on the shallowest corner of our little setup. I was cool with that too, as her tits were almost breaking free of the surface.
And we just fell back into the conversation from earlier in the evening, chatting away about kids, jobs, Netflix, and other stuff, and sipping on our whiskey. It boggled my mind. We were all acting as if we were not naked as the day we were born and standing in a pool with other grown-ass adults.
At least we were acting that way on the surface. There was an undercurrent of... something. Laughter at jokes came quicker and was louder than it had been before, but any obvious openings for a dirty joke or double-entendre were always ignored. Our kids had always been the number one subject of discussion among the four of us, but as this night went on, the subject of the girls drifted into the background.
At one point, Erika and I exchanged a glance. Her eyes widened at me and her smile got a little wild. I rolled my eyes back at her in agreement.
It is pretty unnatural to stand around in a group and not move a bit, especially in cool pool water. Our group therefor drifted a bit as time went on, but we always kept the same formation and spacing, about four feet apart--well outside of what any of us would have considered Personal Space. Then I noticed, again without any apparent leadership from anyone, that we were drifting into the shallower end of the pool. The big give away that it was happening was the way Sara's tasty, pert nipples were now well above the water. In fact, her entire tits were hanging beautifully above the surface.
Peter was eyeing his wife's chest. Erika was staring at those breasts as well. Once I became consciously aware at how exposed they were, I desperately tried to stare at anything else. Erika caught my eyes wandering everywhere but in Sara's direction, and she laughed silently at me. Her look at me said, 'Can you believe this shit?'
My replying glance told her, 'It's crazy!'
Erika's gaze drifted back to Sara's chest bobbing on the surface and I realized two things. First, Erika was having to bend her knees slightly to keep her own nipples from breaking the surface where she stood. Second, she was staring at Sara's breasts with something that looked like jealousy. That second impression was lunacy. Sara has delicious, pert, shapely, and enticingly nippled breasts, but my wife had zero reason to be jealous them. Zero.
Unless it was because those breasts of Sara's were exposed above the water for Peter... and for ME... to see, and hers were not.
As if I had read her mind, and without missing a beat in the story she was telling, Erika flashed a quick, cryptic look at me. Then she straightened her legs and drifted forward. The rest of us naturally moved shallower in concert with her, keeping our tacitly agreed upon formation. By the time she had finished what she was talking about, don't ask me what the hell it was, her breasts were almost entirely out of the water. God, they looked awesome.
Then it hit me, the whole time Erika was casually revealing herself, her eyes weren't on me, and they weren't on Sara. They were fixed on Peter. I looked at him, and he was not so reluctant to stare at unfamiliar mammaries as I was. 'Ha!' I though at Peter boastfully in my head. 'Suck on those puppies!' I paused. 'Or don't... or... um...' I had never known it was possible to become tongue-tied in an inner monologue.
As she finished her story, Erika flushed a little, and I could tell it was in response to Pater's gaze. Fuck this. I was going give my eyes their fill of Sara's body. In addition to her ripe breasts, Sara was almost elfinly slender. Her shoulders were straight and her skin stretched tautly over her collar bones beneath her long neck. She in no way looked skinny or bony, but you could barely make out the contours of the bottom of her rib cage. Erika's progress toward the shallow end had brought Sara out of the water almost to her enticing navel and I could see her stomach was amazingly flat. She certainly had no six-pack, but you could clearly see the vertical dividing line in her abdominals.
Sara went on to tell a story of her own next, but her own story reminded her of something and she turned to Peter to make an aside about their car problems. My eyes left her and I looked at Erika. She was smiling broadly, but I though little nervously. Her expression read to me as, 'Whoa! THIS is new.'
For a moment, I didn't understand what new 'this' she was thinking about. It clearly wasn't her own exposure, she'd been gloriously free of the water for a while now. That's when I realized that while I was checking out Sara's carriage, our little square had become slightly rectangular instead. Peter was now a small but perceptible step closer to my wife than he was to his. And Sara had closed the same distance with me.
Erika's face was outwardly calm, but I could see the confusion in it... and the excitement! She looked at me again. 'Is this actually happening?' her gaze said to me.
'I guess it is. Whatever THIS is,' I shrugged back in nervous response. We looked at each other eyes, almost scared of each other. Sara and Peter finished negotiating over who got the loaner when the car went in to service, and our conversation resumed. By mutual but silent consent Erika and I each heaved a gulp of air and slid another small step closer to Peter and Sara respectively.
The moment we made that small, accepting step, the atmosphere altered palpably. The conversation was still banal, but the feeling was now electric. I had thought that Sara's nipples had been hard already, but in moments after I moved that little bit closer to her, they sprang to arresting levels of pertness. They were fantastically erect, and I thought I could probably hang my keyring from them. I glanced back at Erika and saw that her headlights too were on high-beam.
My erection had never gone away, but it was now intruding itself into my conscious thoughts much more forcefully. And I noticed that Peter was just like me: We both seemed at somewhat of a loss as to what to do with our hands in order to keep them occupied and away from fondling ourselves.
I gulped a breath and slid another step closer to Sara. She had decided to do the same thing, at the same time, and we both jumped at the sudden closure. It was the first formation change among the four of us that was obvious, not subtle, and we all laughed hysterically, but without actually mentioning why were were laughing. By the time we stopped laughing and resumed our discussion on how best to binge Stranger Things, Peter and Erika were right next to each other too.
And Sara and I found ourselves just little bit too far away from Erika and Peter for comfortable conversation. Neither group moved to close that suddenly uncomfortable gap.
But Erika and I could still use our 'Marriage Radio'. I looked at her and smiled. She smiled back at me with nervous reassurance. I flicked my gaze toward Peter and raised an eyebrow at her with a tiny grin. She looked at him too, much longer than I had, and shrugged back at me with a naughty little smile. Then she looked at Sara momentarily and then back at me. I bit my lower lip cheekily.
We stared at each other. Then we each turned and began two separate conversations, each with the person we were standing near.
Peter and Sara picked up on our change in body language, and responded. In moments, Sara had turned in the pool to directly face me. In the next minute or two, we slid closer and closer until we were only inches away from each other. My cock's hitherto unknown Naked Hot Babe Proximity Alert was screaming. I cast a glance into the water. My manhood could not have been floating more than an inch from her belly. I looked into her eyes, and she stared back into mine. Then she just barely licked her lips.
"Come on, George," Sara said loudly enough to intrude on Peter and Erika's discussion about the stars overhead, "Would you help me in the kitchen for a while?"
Peter just looked at his wife briefly and waved languidly with a smile. "Thanks hon! Have fun!"
Erika looked at me. It was quite dark now, but to me, her gaze was half asking me if she was okay and if I was okay, and half telling me to beat it. I smiled broadly and followed Sara, well, Sara's ass, out of the pool. She paused by the towel bin they had and rubbed herself dry in a quick but outstanding show. Then she dropped the towel back on the rack and meandered inside, still naked. I copied her as fast as I could.
The living room was dark as we passed through it into the well-lit kitchen. Sara walked to the cleared-off island in the center of the room and turned around, leaning back against it. She looked at me with an expression that was half invitation and half hunger.
I found myself approaching her without thinking. My hands reached out to lightly caress her hips, then run up her flanks. Sara took my chin in her hands and kissed me as my hands reached her chest and took hold of her supple, responsive breasts. I teased her eager, outthrust nipples and her tongue probed the depths of my mouth.
Then her hands came up and cradled my balls, slowly starting to run up my cock and I jerked backward, suddenly confused. Thankfully, Sara did not seem insulted by my sudden backpedaling, nor even surprised. Instead, she just mirthfully asked, "Aren't you enjoying yourself, George?"
I gulped and nodded frantically, like a six year-old. "I... Yes, very. But, I... It's Erika. I'm not sure she... I've got to know if she's really ready for this."
Sara, just leaned forward and caressed my chin lightly. "Not jealous, are you?"
"Jealousy would be pretty stupid in a man standing in here with you like this," I replied, more than a little surprised that I meant it. "I'm just worried that SHE might not be ready, or jealous, or whatever," I went on, still confused.
"So, let's go see, then," said Sara simply, and she led me quietly back into the darkened living room. Once through the door, she gestured me to lead, and I crossed to where I could see Erika and Peter standing by the pool, definitely no longer looking at the stars. They were kissing... pretty energetically. Peter had one arm around her, massaging her soft, ripe ass, sliding up under it a little, in fact. His other hand was buried in one of my wife's delicious tits.
Erika had one hand wrapped firmly around his cock and was sliding it up and down. Her other was stroking his smooth, muscular, hairless chest, and my own skin itched. I feared a waxing was in my future. I felt my cock throbbing even more urgently.
I felt a hand reaching around me and softly caress that pulsing member. "I'd say she has pretty much bought into the idea," Sara murmured playfully. I turned to her and she led me much more firmly back toward the kitchen, this time using my cock like it was a leash. Once through the door, she let go of my manhood and kept walking. I pounced forward and lifted her swiftly into my arms. She giggled in surprise. I carried her over to the island and set her down on the edge.
I was determined to move past any lingering doubts about, well, all of this, so I found myself moving forcefully. I spread her knees and stepped between them, lowering my mouth to suckle, hard, on one of her fantastic, over-achieving nipples. Sara sighed and ran her hands over my back while I devoured her breasts.
When I came up for air, Sara kissed me again, deeply, then began to pull me up onto the countertop beside her. I eagerly cooperated and climbed up with her. I pressed her back into the middle of the expanse of cold granite and lay half atop her, my hands exploring between her legs gently. I moved my kisses down her long, elegant neck and licked gently at her nape.
Sara's legs spread invitingly, and my fingers delved deep inside her. Her hands again caressed and tugged at my manhood in response. Suddenly she pushed me off of herself to my side. "Stay down," she instructed quietly and pushed up on her knees. But not for long. She immediately laid back down alongside me once more, but this time she was facing the opposite way.
Lying her side, she clasped my cock gently and pointed it toward her mouth. I eagerly rolled fully on my side in response and she began to lick my glans softly, tormentingly. Her hand rubbed the base of my shaft as she did so.
Despite this incredible attention, I realized that I was still almost as much turned on by the image of Erika's ass being firmly clasped by Peter, her eyes closed in pleasure at the way he was clearly worshiping her. Almost. The combination of Sara's naked reality and intruding imagination about Erika in Peter's embrace left me hotter than I could remember ever being.
I realized that Sara had positioned her crotch right before my own face and I leaned forward to begin to gently kiss the mere wisp of hair rising from between her legs. With him worshiping my wife such a turn-on for me all of a sudden, I felt I owed it to my good friend Peter to worship the hell out of his wife in turn.
Sara softly raised one thigh, resting her foot next to her lower knee. It gave me all the access I needed and I dove my face in-between her legs to lick eagerly. My lips bumped first across her swelling clitoris, then I found my tongue could easily penetrate her damp, swollen labia. I reached out a hand and grasped her small, firm, enticing ass, massaging it aggressively as I plunged my tongue inside her.



In other news, my cock was now well immersed in Sara's mouth, and she was demonstrating significant skill in stimulating it. Her free hand had moved from stroking my shaft to cradling and caressing my sack. I groaned as best I could with my tongue buried in her folds.
Frankly, it was little embarrassing. This was fucking intense, but still, we had only been at it a few minutes and I was ready to come. I briefly paused my attack her slit and begged for mercy. "I'm sorry, Sara, but if you don't ease off, I'm going to pop already!"
Sara chuckled around my cock in her mouth. She released me with a slurping sound and gasped, "You just please... keep up your good work down there! Remember, our kids are both sleeping over tonight. If you pop now in my accommodating mouth... well, we do have all night." With those instructions, Sara went back to town on my cock as if determined to get me off in record time. I kept groaning in response and sucked gently, then firmly on her little, eager clit.
Sure enough, I could not hold myself back under the combined assaults of the weirdness of the whole situation, Sara's expert, eager ministrations... and the image of Peter's tongue in my wife's mouth. I tried to shout a warning, but my mouth refused to leave her delicious, gyrating pussy. My feet kicked wildly as I felt pulse after pulse of my cum jetting into Sara's mouth. She did choke little at the initial unheralded blast, but hummed happily as she kept her lips closed around my cock, sucking eagerly as I emptied myself. As my eruption faded, she rubbed eagerly up my cock, harvesting any slowpoke drips that might have lingered in my shaft. I eagerly plunged my tongue back into her pussy and rubbed softly at her clit with my thumb. That extra massage, and the what felt like an ocean of jizz I had just deposited in her mouth, seemed to do it for her as well.
Sara gasped in ecstasy, letting my cock pop out of her mouth as she desperately sought air to maintain mental function. I delved even deeper in her with my tongue, my face crushed against her sex. She kept rolling around on the counter top, unable to escape my assault and she nearly shrieked with the next round of orgasmic waves.
For an instant, I was alarmed that Peter and Erika might hear her.
Then I realized that I hoped to hell that they did! Here I was having a grand old time with another man's wife, and part of me was trying to show off my prowess to my own.
I held onto Sara's hip as she tried to roll away onto her back. I followed on top of her and kept tasting her. She shrieked again, and I knew they had to have heard us that time. I have no idea how many waves of ecstasy I made erupt within her before she desperately pounded the granite surface and breathed, "Uncle! Stop! Please!"
I rolled onto my back beside her, gasping for air and revealing in the aroma of her that was lathered across my face. Sara collapsed bonelessly on the granite beside me, her chest heaving prettily.
"Think they heard me?" she asked between gulps of air.
"I sure hope so!" I replied through a laugh of wonderment again at how that was, in absolute fact, true.
We lay there, side by side and transposed, on the granite counter top, letting ourselves recharge quietly.
"I need cheese," Sara suddenly declared.
"Cheese?!?" I asked mildly incredulously. "Pardon me, but who craves post-orgasmic cheese?"
"I ALWAYS like cheese," said Sara sweetly as she softly slid to her feet and opened the fridge. "I like cheese under all circumstances. And cutting some to serve up is a nice relaxing activity that will give my body time to stop shivering from what you just did you me and get ready to shiver from what you are going to do next!"
Oh, so there would be more?
Yes, please.
And the cheese did sound good, now that I thought about it. I sat up and watched the naked prep cook slice up a small variety of good-looking cheeses onto two wooden cheese boards. She added a bunch of grapes to each and a small pile of prosciutto.
She picked up one board and I realized that she hadn't made one for me and one for her, but one for us and one for the two engaging in whatever skullduggery outside. "Let's go see if they are ready for a snack, too," Sara said brightly, as if she was simply continuing her normal hostessly duties.
I followed her and her deliberately swaying ass through the living room to the screen door leading out back. She stopped there abruptly and I bumped into her from behind. I regret nothing about that.
"Hey guys!" Sara called. "Anyone ready for a snack out there?"
"Hell yes!" sang out Peter from the darkness.
After a barely perceptible hesitation, Erika also called out a yes.
Sara looked at me with an expression that was a mashup of lust, reassurance, sympathy, amusement, curiosity, and lust, then pushed open the screen door.
We stepped out onto the patio and spied Erika curled up like a cat in Peter's lap on one of their big, upholstered chaise sun loungers. Erika gets very cuddly after a good orgasm, and she was looking extraordinarily cuddly right at that moment.
I paused in my steps behind Sara. This guy had literally just fucked my wife, or some close approximation thereof, and here I was bringing him a goddamned charcuterie tray. I SHOULD have been jealous, and yet I was not. Instead, I was more than a little turned on by how cuddly Erika looked there with Peter's hand clasping one gorgeous breast.
He was holding her tit right in front of both me and his own wife! And Erika seemed in no hurry to exit his embrace, either. The cheese really was an intermission, not the end credits. Why the hell was I not jealous? I mean besides my own animalistic desire to go back inside, eat some restorative meat and cheese, and engage in a shit ton of the 'more' that Sara had promised me? The fact was, I was happy for Erika. She was on a thrill ride, and I felt glad that she appeared to be loving it.
"I hope you guys have been okay without us," I said easily, ambling up behind Sara, pressing myself against her. My still very wrung out cock twitched softly against the small of her back, as if murmuring it was okay, just give it a minute. I looked into Erika's eyes, wanting to make sure I saw happiness.
I once more got that slightly wild-eyed, 'this is crazy!' smile from her. My smile answered in kind. It was all I needed. It was more than I needed, as my cock decided to start waking up again in earnest.
Feeling my manhood stirring against her spine, Sara smiled naughtily over her shoulder at me, then said, "I don't think we are done in the kitchen actually, George. Do you mind?" she added, stepping back toward the house.
"Not at all," I replied casually, reaching down to snag a grape and a chunk of bleu from the tray we just brought out.
"Hey, Mister," Peter growled, "That's OUR cheese. Go enjoy YOUR cheese."
I stared at Peter for a moment. His face held an expression of challenge. Good-natured, friendly challenge, but challenge. I realized that my friend was actually diverting his attention from my naked wife to be sure I was okay too. That felt good.
I winked at him. "I believe I will," I said, popping my stolen grape in my mouth. It burst deliciously as I bit down. I turned and followed Sara's enticing parade. "You guys have fun," I said over my shoulder. "Peter, don't do anything I wouldn't do!"
Two laughs followed me as I returned inside. I felt my cock surging to life again as I stepped into the darkened living room toward the lights of the kitchen. In the back of my mind, I was becoming fairly confident that Erika and I would be good when this was done. Maybe, possibly, probably(?) better than before. But right then, my suddenly straining cock and I had a much more short-term mental horizon, and it pretty much included nothing besides screwing Sara six was to Sunday.
"Ahem," came a voice from the darkness. I turned, realizing that Sara was not back in the kitchen, but was instead lounging on the huge couch in their living room, in the dark, with the tray of snacks on the table in front of her. "Nice silhouette," she observed to me, and I realized that when I'd paused, my erection and I were outlined by the light of the kitchen behind us.
"Thanks," I said, bemused. I turned and sat easily on the couch beside her. I grabbed several pieces of cheese from the board and leaned back, draping an arm around her shoulder. I popped a piece in my mouth, chewed it softly, and shifted the arm around Sara's shoulder so I could companionably rest my hand on her breast. "This is good," I observed quietly.
"The cheese?" she murmured, cuddling into my stroking hand.
"All of it," I replied firmly. In the darkness, a hand found my cock and began stroking it again.
We finished the cheese we had in our free hands, and Sara piped up, "You know what? I think I don't need any more snacks." Her hand grasped my cock much more firmly.
"Fuck that cheese," I agreed quietly.
"Fucking the CHEESE was not my plan," she laughed.
I lifted my arm from her and spun down to kneel on the floor, moving to place myself between her knees. "Now I think you are getting it," sighed Sara, sliding forward on the couch until her crotch hung off the edge.
I pressed against her, my dick hungrily brushing her sex. It was a nice low couch, perfect for this exact position. I steadied my shaft with my hand and powered my way easily and forcefully inside Sara. She sighed happily as I slid within her. I just quivered.
Rather than begin thrusting, I leaned forward and took her face in both my hands. We stayed like that, with me buried inside her and sharing a long, tender, weirdly almost chaste kiss.
But my body had other ideas, and when my hands slid down to caress her breasts, our kiss became much more passionate. Her lovely tits made barely a handful for me, but they were so wonderfully malleable and responsive to my touch. Her rock-hard nipples pressed into the palms of my hands.
It was insanely hard to keep from thrusting into Sara, but I was determined to extend this moment in time as long as I could. But then I felt her hands clasping my ass urgently. I remained still, even though Sara was beginning to writhe on the couch.
"Listen," Sara mumbled through our on-going kiss. "If you don't start fucking me right now, I'm going to scratch your ass to ribbons." To illustrate her point, her caressing fingers suddenly clenched, her elegant, long, sharp fingernails digging into my soft flesh just this side of painfully.
I was not a man to refuse a lady. Discretion was the better part of valor. All those things.
I shifted my hands from Sara's breasts to her petite hips and began to slide, then plunge in and out of her. Sara muttered that that was much better, and we proceeded to grunt and moan away as we enjoyed an intense, but for the moment still leisurely, fuck.
After a while, I knew it was either shift positions right then, or finish like that... imminently. I had no desire to finish yet, so I slipped free of her confines and sat back beside Sara on the couch. She happily took my cue and flipped over to straddle me, guiding me back to her pussy without delay. My eyes practically rolled back in my skull as she took me inside her again. Sara was having none of my leisurely ways and was humping up and down on me in gleeful exertion. It was glorious, but it was also apparent that things were not going to last long this way either. Sara was breathing increasingly shallowly, her grunts tending more toward gasps. Her breasts bounced up and down before me, not with the majesty that Erika's would have (or quite possibly WERE right at that moment elsewhere), but arrestingly all the same. I felt a pressure building between my legs that would not long be contained as the real and imagined images overlaid themselves in my mind.
Then from outside, we heard a gasping shriek. A loud one. Several loud ones. A whole long series of loud, passionate, breathless, high-pitched moans. I recognized the sound. I felt a brief pang of remorse that I had not heard it that loud, or that extended, in a very long time. Erika was coming. Hard.
Sara stopped, halfway impaled on me, wrapped her hands around my shoulders and watched.
The couch faced away from the backyard, so I couldn't see, but cowgirl Sara was taking in a direct view.
"Want me to describe it to you?" she whispered leeringly in my ear.
"Yes," I breathed, my cock pulsing inside her, momentarily biding its time.
"They are on the grass. Erika is on her hands and knees, and Peter is grinding into her from behind," breathed Sara. Erika began yet another series of loud moans. "Damn, they look so hot," breathed Sara, clenching down on me absently. A lone, shriek came from Erika behind me, and I could tell that she was finally, desperately, ecstatically done.
"Hot, huh?" I growled and pushed Sara off me. She kept her eyes on our spouses outside and I slipped around and drove myself back into her from behind, as if mimicking what Peter had just been doing with my wife. I slid in and out idly, in no rush because I wanted a look too.
Erika had collapsed to the grass and rolled over under Peter. She lifted a hand to his still obviously unsatisfied cock. I could tell what was coming, but Sara apparently did not. I ground into her intensely, my eyes locked on my wife and my friend. I wondered what it would look like from a vantage other than my own.
Erika tugged at Peter's cock and pulled it down to nestle between her lovely, glorious, generous, fantastic... and very, very fuckable tits. With it nestled in the middle of her chest, Erika pushed her breasts together around Peter's cock.
"Wow," said Sara in fascination about what we were watching. Or in appreciation of my increasingly intense penetration of her pussy from behind. Or both.
Peter needed but little coaching on what to do, and was sliding his dick between Erika's breasts with wild abandon.
"I've never actually seen that in real life," gasped Sara, a note of jealousy in her voice. Not of her husband being with another woman, but jealousy of what Erika could offer that Sara could not. I just fucked Sara harder. I gasped to her that right then she was offering me all I could possibly handle.
We both kept our eyes locked on outside, both sensing that Peter was about to lose it. I slid in and out of Sara relentlessly, not even pausing when Peter's back arched hard and he froze with his dick at its greatest advance. He practically roared with release. I could tell from the soft jerk of Erika's head, followed by a licking of her lips, that he had come all over her.
I lost it. I moaned loudly enough to actually attract attention from outside, though they clearly couldn't see us, and shot my own prodigious load inside Sara. I felt myself pumping and pumping shot after shot of jizz, groaning loudly.
But my own cries were drowned out by Sara's sudden burst of ecstasy. She thrashed wildly beneath me as I manfully tried to keep my own pounding going through her entire ecstatic cluster of orgasms.
At last, I collapsed on Sara's back. Outside, we saw Peter roll over onto the grass, one hand pressing down on the top of his head as if her were trying to stuff his brains back in.
"Well," I whispered in Sara's ear. "If your neighbors didn't hear you earlier, they damn sure all heard that out there!" She laughed in agreement.
Outside, Peter wobbled to his feet and lifted my apparently cum-sodden wife to hers. Together, holding hands, they jumped into the pool.
When they came inside, mostly toweled dry but still quite naked like us, Sara and I were sitting opposite each other in the booth in the kitchen that they used as a breakfast nook. Erika slid in next to me and Peter fell in beside Sara, his arm sliding easily around her shoulder. We had already opened a bottle of Pinot Noir, and Sara poured the two of them glasses of it as they sat.
Wordlessly, we clinked our glasses together as one.
"You should know," Peter said suddenly, "Sara and I have rules."
"Rules?" I asked, challengingly.
"Oh, not for YOU," Peter hasted to say, "for US. I just thought you might like to hear ours, since you probably would be wise to adopt your own, unless you plan to go on with your lives tomorrow as if tonight didn't happen...."
Erika and I wordlessly looked at each other yet again. We smiled. "Do go on, Peter," said Erika calmly, her hand resting contentedly on my thigh.
"One," said Peter, holding up a finger, "we always start any interaction like this as a couple. Together. We always need to be aware of what is happening with the other..." said Peter, then quirked a smile, "in general terms, at least. A lot of couples we know who swing don't follow this one, but it is very important to the two of us."
"Two, it is always another couple," Peter went on, holding up a second finger. "We decided early one to avoid threesomes. They feel too dangerous to us. This works really, REALLY well because we keep it equitable. Threesomes are always at least a little unbalanced, be it with another man or woman. Again, many if not most other swingers we know don't have this as a rule or even a guideline. This is not a monoculture we've given you a look at tonight."
"Three, we both have to want, really want, our opposite numbers in the other couple. Enthusiastically. No one ever 'takes one for the team' and hooks up with someone they aren't attracted to, just because the other one of us really has the hots for the other half."
"Aw, honey!" I said, in a stage whisper, "They both think we are hot."
Sara leaned forward, shaking her head and smiling. "Shit, George. We've been plotting how to fuck you two since the minute after we left that soccer parents' orientation meeting where we first met. It was some hot sex that night while we planned our moves, let me tell you!"
Erika's hand slid up my thigh to rest on my cock, which seemed satisfied and happy, even though it could barely twitch in response. "I think I can speak for George when I say we appreciate your sticktoitive-ness," Erika said firmly.
"It's weird though," I said, looking at Erika. "I can't think of another couple we know who are both hot enough to try this with." Erika shook her head back at me, but we both were clearly thinking.
Peter raised his glass to me.
"Fourth, there are no solo missions. We don't hang with someone from another couple without the other halves being involved. Whether we 'know' them or not."
"Makes sense," observed Erika. "You may be hot, Peter, but I could never have handled having fun with you had I not known that George and Sara were in here having fun too!" Her fingers curled around my somnolent cock appreciatively.
"They all make sense to me," I said.
"Fifth," said Peter, holding up his hand, fingers spread out in a sort of final gesture, "In addition to making sure things remain equitable and transparent, our fun is always about frolic and friendship. Not about deeper relationships except the one between us. We never swing with the same couple twice in a row."
Erika and I looked at each other at that. I could see the wheels turning in her head and she saw them turning in mine, considering the implications of that.
"Well, Sara," drawled Erika, "You'd best warm up your rolodex, because I want to return the favor of your invitation and have you guys over to our place pretty soon."
Peter and Sara laughed. "It's not like we do this all THAT often. We aren't your weekly swinger party types. So far this year, we've only even considered seven different couples. Four we knew--well--already. Of the other three, you are the only ones who rose to the bait."
"Only us?" I laughed in turn. "I surprised. You guys have some pretty bodacious bait!" I added, waggling my eyebrows at Sara.
Sara just smiled serenely and made motions that let it be abundantly clear that she was massaging Peter below the table as well. "I admit to looking forward to a reciprocal visit with you guys. Our regular frequency be damned, I'll have to ask Peter to bestir himself and make the sacrifice to 'open up our calendar' for you guys."



Peter leaned back in the booth, put his arms behind his head, stretched, and flexed a little. The gun show was back. "The things I have to do to keep our social calendar moving smoothly." Sara poked him in the ribs for his temerity.
"I am a little surprised at... well, everything, but I'm surprised that..." Erika put in, flustered but curious. She went on embarrassedly, "I mean this is only your fifth time doing this this year?"
"Never done this before today and already you can't imagine only once a month?" teased Sara.
Erika just looked embarrassed.
Peter came to her rescue, sort of. "I said four couples, I didn't say four times. Deb and Paul, and Wendy and Francis both were reciprocal visits."
"Wendy and Francis Hofstedder?" both Erika and I exclaimed, looking at each other. Our looks told us that our reaction was part shock... and part recognition that we DID in fact know another couple more than hot enough to consider. All four of us laughed at once.
I sobered and turned to Erika. "Still, if we decide to adopt their rules for ourselves, Rule Five might be a problem for us in the beginning...."
"They are OUR rules," put in Sara firmly. "And we arrived at them over time. Rule Five would be hard to adhere to when you just discover swinging. And I'll bet you two will find you've opened your minds about all sorts of adventures, maybe different ones from the ones we like."
"That makes sense, Sara," Erika mused quietly. "Thank you."
"Oh, I just want to make sure we get that reciprocal invitation as soon as we can accept it," sang out Sara gleefully. Her bare foot briefly slide upward along my calf.
"Now!" said Sara, clearly ready to change the subject. "Peter, we were here in the living room toward the end of things tonight. It was super hot watching you two."
"You guys were spying!?" declared Erika loudly, but there was no heat in her voice, just a blush in her face.
Sara ignored the accusation. "Tell me about there at the end, Peter. Did you like that?"
Peter just grinned shamefacedly.
"Like it? Ha!" exclaimed Erika. She turned to me. "I don't know how well you could see, but he practically painted my whole chest and face in whitewash."
Now my wife was spontaneously BRAGGING to me about getting another man to spray his cum all over her. The night definitely remained delightfully weird. Again I reflected with somber disbelief on how comfortably, happily, dull Erika and I had become. It had to be almost a year since I had last stuck my cock into that perfect mammarian embrace. I had been a crazy man, and not in a good way.
Sara sighed. "I wish I'd been born with the equipment to do that with you, Peter."
Peter looked at her.
I looked at her.
Erika looked at Sara and laughed lightly but genuinely. "'Born with'? You think I got these naturally?" She cupped her breasts in her hands and went on. "These are aftermarket additions. An excellent investment, I'll admit."
Sara stared at her. "Those are fake? I mean, implants? But they look so real!"
"Thank you," blushed Erika.
"The only other fake breasts I've ever seen were on Felicity Powell. She and her husband introduced Peter and me to all this lifestyle in the first place. Her fake tits were huge and looked like balloons,"chuckled Sara. "Peter told me they felt like balloons, too. Rule Three came into being because we stopped seeing them. I liked Gunther plenty, but Peter thought Felicity's boobs were more distracting than exciting."
"Erika's are, as I'm sure George will agree, purely exciting," put in Peter, trying and failing not to appear overly excited about this subject. "Their distracting nature is wholly welcome."
"And they do feel great, too. Don't they Peter?" I asked smugly, my hand now draped along Erika's inner thigh.
Peter just smiled.
Erika leaned forward over the small kitchen table. "Implants come in a wide variety of shapes, sizes, prices... and feels. Go ahead, Sara. See what we are talking about."
For the first time that night, it was Sara that seemed agog, instead of Erika or me. As she reached slowly out, her gaze was intense. Not the intensity of desire, but the intensity of curiosity. Her finger tips brushed Erika's flesh and jerked back as if her breasts were a hot stove. Erika just laughed and leaned forward more.
Sara reached out and probed for real, then clasped both breasts, one in each hand, and her fingers sank into my wife's bosom. Then the two of them commenced a clinical discussion about post-op recovery, bra requirements or the lack thereof, and the male gaze--welcome and otherwise.
They both suddenly paused their discussion, Sara's hands still on Erika's girls. "The men are staring at us like a couple of hungry wolves in a sheep pasture, aren't they?" asked Erika.
"Men," retorted Sara, her hands still testing the flexibility of Erika's chest. "They can't help but have lez fantasies at the drop of a hat."
I tore my eyes from the show and looked at Peter. "I'd like thank you so much for the weirdest goddamned night of my life."
Peter laughed. "And I would like to thank you for letting me be the first man to see your wife's bounteous additions in the flesh besides you."
"Not even close," I murmured into my wine glass. Peter and Sara stared at us. Mostly at Erika.
Erika laughed. "Shortly after... these, our next two vacations were to resorts in Jamaica and St. Martaan that had clothing optional beaches."
"Erika screwed up her courage to opt out of a top both times," I added. I looked happily at Erika. "The aftermath of watching guys follow her around was pretty awesome." I became serious for a moment. "It is a sign of how complacent we became with each other that we didn't keep taking those vacations. I appreciate you guys reminding us about sexual adventure. And not just adventure, but a whole lot crazier sexual adventure than I'd ever dreamed of." Erika just hugged my arm in agreement.
The fact that we had not kept going on that sort of vacation, daughter or no, really should have been a warning bell about the long glide path to complacency we had been on.
Sara stared at us. Then she reached over her shoulder and almost franticly grabbed a pad of paper and a pencil. She slapped them down in front of Erika and demanded, "Doctor's name and phone number. Now!"
Erika just laughed at Peter, who seemed thunderstruck. "Manipulating us into letting you fuck me was a mistake Peter. I think I'll turn out to be the most expensive piece of ass in your life!" she said silkily, dumbfounding Peter... and me!
Erika swiftly wrote down her doctor's name and his website in lieu of a phone number. As she slid the paper across toward Sara, I slapped my hand down on it. Holding it firmly, I looked at Sara. "You have NO actual need to have any work done. If you want enhancements, great. My only warning it to get them done right, and that's expensive."
Peter sighed. "I'll confess that I've seen the billboards and thought about this, so this may be an admission against my own interests, but George is flat-out right. I love your boobs as they are." He took a breath. "If you do it, do it for you, not me."
Erika was still holding the paper under my hand. "I'm not sure either of these horn-dogs believe what they just said, but they are correct. You have great tits. They are better than mine were before the baby, and way better than mine were after Merry and before the good doctor."
Sara looked at us all silently and carefully. "Thank you all. It's all good advice. Peter, you and I have a lot of deliberating to do before we decide."
All four of us knew she'd get the boob job. Everything else was just formalities once she had felt up Erika.
Erika took her hand off the paper.
I kept mine on. "ALSO," I continued. "When... IF Sara gets them done, you guys need to work out your Rule Five shit so that I can be the first guy besides Peter who gets to see and play with them. Call it a referral fee," I finished with a leer. Everyone laughed. Sara put the paper away very carefully.
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I threw down my pen in disgust on my dining table. I glared at the tables and charts and references spread out there before me. The idea of developing a new suburban country club out here on the west side of the city, where there were none, had rooted my mind and would not let go. And it could work. The numbers, the opportunity were clear. Construction seed capital could be raised by selling founding memberships to wealthy or well-off prospective members, who would certainly pony up big cash to buy front of the line memberships in a new, beautiful club in an area of the metro area that had lots of money, but no such facility. Housing developers could be sold the excess land lining the course to raise the remaining needed funds. Expert staff would also be needed, but that was down the road, and I had ideas anyway.
But.
To set up the corporation and sell those founding memberships, I needed the land. I calculated that I needed at least five, preferably six or seven hundred contiguous acres to build a really good course and surround it with the right sized neighborhood. Where could I find it, and how would I pay for it if I magically found such a seemingly non-existent plot?
I stretched my shoulders and noted that it was a good thing that today was my workout day with my personal trainer Courtney. Since I had been working with her, I had dropped the few pounds I needed, gotten a bit more stamina, but most importantly, I was more limber and recovered from strenuous activity, be it exercise, sex, gardening, or whatever, much faster than I had since I was a teenager. She was worth every penny.
I arrived and she buzzed me into her small studio, situated as it was on the backside of an inconspicuous warehouse facility. Courtney was always a sight to behold, and I always had to struggle to keep my gaze on her down to a sub-creepy level when I was working out.
"There you are!" she exclaimed as I entered. She bounded over, full of energy as always, but she actually hugged me. That was new. "Did you know that this is my first fully-booked month since I opened?"
I congratulated her warmly, but she slapped me on the shoulder and said, "Yes, I've only just this week figured out how much of that increase in customers came from you! You never told me, you stinker, but you've be a one-man volunteer sales force for me!"
"I just wanted to make sure you stayed in business," I said easily.
"Yeah, well when you first walked in here, I was mostly just making the rent. Now, I am making mon-ey! I'm ahead of, instead of behind, my business plan!"
"And a lot of it is because of you! Look," she went on excitedly, pointing at her master schedule on the wall. "I've gotten four customers just from among your co-workers. Well, three. That doughboy Steve flamed out. And I have seven people who work for your clients. But the big number is all the neighbors around here that are due to you."
"Really? I don't think I even know that many neighbors yet."
"No, I only have about four who got my name from you, but there are so many more who were referred by them in turn! It all comes back to you!"
I leaned against a weight rack and looked pleased at her. "I'm stoked! But it wasn't like I was running ads for you. I just kept you in mind. That isn't that hard."
"Seems like it might be," she answered cryptically, "But who gave you permission to lean? No one leans in my dojo, Hoss! Get on that treadmill."
And the session was off. Helping her business seemed to have earned me the reward of being pushed even harder. And Courtney kept prowling around me, watching my every move. Once I got off the treadmill (she took the settings up to nine once or twice for the first time), I was more than warmed up. I was tired. Before we got to weights, she wrung me out with old school calisthenics and yoga.
Courtney had not corrected my pushup form in several weeks, but there was zero tolerance today. Someone must have complained though, since it wasn't her bare foot pushing down on my ass to keep my body straight as a rail, but the palm of her hand. Indeed, the agenda today seemed to be less yelling than usual, replaced by more shoving. As she knelt and held down my ankles while I did crunches, Courtney added, "Once I figured out you knew so many of my clientele, I've been asking about you."
Um. That could be tricky. "Oh really?" was all I could gasp. The crunches left me with no more air for probing questions.
"Yes. I just wanted to see if you were eating well and taking care of yourself on the regular, or if you are only living the healthy life when I'm watching you. That sort of question."
I collapsed on my back, unable to finish the last three crunches she had demanded today. "I'm a good boy, I swear," I said, heaving a deep breath of air. Inside, I was little worried. What were the various women I had sent here saying about me? What might they be saying to each other? What might Courtney tell one about what another said?
"Wuss," said Courtney sternly at my failure, releasing my ankles and slapping my thigh hard. "Absolute wuss."
I knew better than to apologize by now. Apologies were a sign of weakness.
"Two minutes rest," she declared and went to set up the weights. My eyes followed her, of course, as they inevitably did when I knew she wasn't looking at me. She was always the picture of fitness, each muscle and curve not so much toned as manicured to perfection, but today her workout outfit was a bit more awesome than the usual (and still quite gorgeous) leggings under long-sleeved leotard. She had no leggings today at all, and wore a sort of cross between a leotard and a sling bathing suit. The green garment had short legs reaching down her thighs about half way, and was held up by two narrow straps sweeping up around her breasts, over her shoulders, and down to meet at a point high on her back. Upper modesty and support were provided by a bright yellow band of what had to be mostly lycra running around her torso, under the straps of her half leotard. As enticing as the outfit made her breasts, I still did not have a good idea of their size or shape, crushed against her chest as they were, but this new top implied that they were larger than I has previously suspected, and quite capable of supporting themselves.
As I watched her bend over and shift the weights, I realized that this outfit really did reveal a lot of flesh in a lot of areas that I had not been treated to before. Her previous skin-tight outfits had always displayed her delicious, ultra-fit form to its sculpted best, but with this new look I could tell that not only was she sculpted, her entire athletic figure was lightly carved as well. She was in no way jacked or ripped, no bulging muscles protruded anywhere on her to mar her ultra-feminine form, but the barest outlines of her perfect musculature were apparent everywhere I could see her skin. This was the first time I could see her flat stomach laid bare, and there was the faint but unmistakeable outlines of a well-defined six pack whenever she stretched upward.
The elastic fabric of her half leotard fit her more or less like it had been spray painted on, and it was impossible for me to keep my eyes off of the rock-hard contours of her small, chiseled ass, or the generous, two finger wide gap between the tops of her thighs.
She was setting up the weights in a different configuration than was normal on arm day. Swell. I would be extra sore tomorrow.
As I started lifting, Courtney said, "Nope. Stop a second and ditch the shirt. You've backslid to those loose cotton tees, and I cannot see whether the right muscle groups are activating. Next week, either no shirt or go back to the stretchy Under Armor ones you have."
"Those are uncomfortable."
"Ok, no shirt, then." Courtney said, sounding indifferent to how, as long as she got her way.
I resumed the unfamiliar exercise and she stood behind me closely. Coaching quietly or loudly, depending on if I got what she said on the first try. Here or there I felt her fingers touching one muscle group or another on me. Fortunately, she alway had me just tired enough to avoid a hard-on during our workouts, though said erections often came on with a vengeance on the ride home.
"So," she said, making conversation while she spotted me during a new and difficult overhead lift, "your friends have lots to say about you..."
"Uh huh?" I replied, dubiously.
"Oh don't worry," she laughed, "it's always good things."
That could cover a host of definitions.
"Your lesbian friend? Or customer? Whatever. The one who actually tried to hit on me before I made sure she was way too tired to try that again. She said you are remarkably good at putting different people together in unexpected ways. It was after that comment that I began to see how much of my new clientele was due to you."
She went through a few more women and one male friend I had sent her way. She didn't relay anything crazy, but a lot of the women's comments could have been double-entendres, if they had wanted to mean them that way.
At least I was getting a bit of a free ride as Courtney talked. I was still working hard, but I had not gone this many minutes in a row in this studio without panting since I'd started coming here.
Next, she put me lying on my back on the weight bench with two very heavy dumbbells in my hands. She actually straddled me, watching my pecs work and leaning down to use her hands to keep my upper arms from going past ninety degrees. I knew I needed her to spot me since it was an awkward lift and even if I completed all the reps she was asking for, I would still need help just divesting myself of the dumbbells when I was done.
"Then of course, there is your next door neighbor, Linda. I think she is my best trainee. She always works crazy hard. I think she may be the only client I've had here that I've never had to yell at."
"I didn't think that was possible," I grunted, trying to keep my arms at the right angle so she would not yell at me... again. "What... does Linda have to say about me?"
"All good, as usual. Just that you have hidden skills in the way of pool cleaning." I chuckled. If Courtney only knew. "Aaaand that you have a monster cock that I should really take a good look at," she added merrily. I jumped, but not really in surprise, just the confirmation of my fears. I looked around frantically to find a way to flee, or at least to put down the dumbbells, but she had me in that awkward position. I did not want to just drop the weights. Dropping weights got you punishment sets in Courtney's studio.
Meanwhile, Courtney had slid both her hands down my bare chest to rest on the front of my shorts. Did I say that I was always too tired during training to get an erection? Right then, Courtney had been going easy on me for a while now, and I almost immediately responded to her touch. She laughed again, reaching out one hand (the other remaining in place on my pants) to take a dumbbell from me. Once my one had was free, I was able to put down the other heavy weight.
"I have to tell you," she said, "I have never encountered so many different women saying so many different complimentary things about a man." Her hands were both back to massaging my swelling cock. "But I was still pretty stupid. It wasn't until Linda just flat out started taking about sex, that I realized a bunch of the others were too!"
I looked down, she had her crotch now pressed right against my balls, and she had both hands wrapped around the fabric covering my now rigid cock. I looked up and shrugged a goofy smile.
"So," she purred, "mind if I go ahead and take a look at what she told me to?"
"I think you have made it clear that you are in charge here," I said, holding my hands well away from her and my crotch.
She tugged down my shorts to my knees and reached out to stroke my member, which was hell of a lot more certain about what was going on than I was. "One thing's for sure," she said, no longer so much evaluating the size of my cock as she was outright playing with it, "you have no history of steroid use!"
I just could not help myself any longer. I couldn't keep my hands to myself. I reached for her and slid my hands up the bare, slightly slippery flesh of her thighs until I could grasp her lycra-clad hips. They were every bit as firm but smooth as they looked and I tugged her back to straddle me again, though now her crotch was pressed fully against my balls. She was idly tracing the outline of my cock, the shaft, the veins, the head, and I swept my hands up her torso until I grasped her very firm, warm bust. She breathed deeply in response but kept playing with my cock. I slid my hands further up and tugged down on the center of her band bra top. She arched her back cooperatively, but kept her hands on my cock until I had the whole top pulled down below her breasts. At that point, she let go of me long enough to slip her straps off her shoulders and pushed her top down around her narrow waist. Her breasts were indeed very nice. Of a respectable medium size, they jiggled enticingly when they popped free of their lycra prison. They were sloping but bouncy with quarter-sized lightly pink nipples. They eagerly demanded attention as they proudly rested on her slender but powerful torso.
I could not keep my hands off of them, and I reveled in their elastic rebound and soft skin. The excited nips quivered under my touch.
But Courtney rose to her feet, pulling me after her so my shorts would drop completely free. I put my arms around her and slid my hands down into her leotard to clasp that chiseled ass in my hands. It felt every bit the sculpted bit of perfection it looked, and I tugged downward on both garments to pull them completely to the ground.
We stood before each other, utterly naked. She reached out to grasp my cock and pull me toward her. Keeping a firm grasp on my member, she grasped the back of my head with her other hand and laid a kiss on me that left us both nearly as breathless as one of her more hard-core aerobic exercise sets.
"As advertised," she gasped, fondling my cock some more.
In response, I ran my hands over her shoulders and down her chest to caress her breasts. As I teased at her hardened nipples, I murmured something about how I couldn't believe her form was somehow even better naked than in her workout clothes. I could feel her body responding powerfully to my touch, increasingly so as I began to move my caresses southward, but suddenly she stepped back away from me. She did keep her fingers on my cock, however, until she was too far from me to keep her grasp. She moved her hands to her hips, presenting me with an utterly arresting visage. "Now, now," she admonished me, with a look that was somehow simultaneously stern and a leer, "I'm pretty sure that you hired me in the first place because sex is a lousy workout... even as much sex as you seem to get. My professional ethics demand I make sure you get your workout first!"
I was certainly willing to go with the "lousy workout" option, but while I wanted a lot of things from Courtney, getting punished for being lazy was not one of them. All I said was, "OK".
We started with two different lifts on the bench. With the first, she stood above my head to spot. If I craned my head back just a bit, I got a spectacular view up at her naked body. After the first set of ten, she got angry and told me, "stop staring up at my tits during the lifts! When you crane your neck back, it throws off your body position and you use too much pec and not enough tricep," she added, caressing the muscle groups in question. She leaned over me as she spoke, which gave me a really excellent view of said tits. I could tell today was going to be a day of mixed messages....
I completed the second set of the first lift while keeping my head and eyes behaved. Damned if I couldn't feel the difference in how my muscles fired. But for the second bench lift, Courtney moved around and straddled me over my chest. "I'll spot from here this time. How's that? You can oggle all you want, and keep your head in the right position." I really, really liked this particular set, but on the very last lift of the last set, I stalled, and Cortney had to help me get the bar the last foot up to the rest. "That's why it's called 'spotting'," Courtney replied when I grumbled about not getting the job done. "That's what your trainer is here for," she went on with a sudden leer as she reached behind her and gave my half-hard cock a single, lascivious caress, "to make sure you get it up!"
I couldn't help myself and reached for Courtney, but she sprang up and beckoned me to the array of aluminum piping that she called the stretching cage, and I called The Rack. She leaned against the outside of the damned thing with feline grace and beckoned me in. "For some reason, I'm very concerned about your flexibility today," she grinned.
"Well, I hardly want you to be concerned about anything," I replied. I dutifully climbed into the cage and began to run through the variety of arm, leg, and body stretches that I hated, but had to admit were very effective. It was certainly more fun today, though. Courtney had always used her hands to guide my use of the machine, but today, her guidance was lingering and downright erotic.
Position eight was as much an isometric exercise as a stretch, as my legs and arms were spread wide and supporting my body weight was a chore. I slipped getting into the stretch and had to grunt hard to stabilize myself. Courtney grunted too, in bemusement. "You got distracted there," she said. Then she reached out and gently grasped my erection, which was back to full mast after her last set of manual instructions on the prior stretch. "I don't know how you can be expected to be on your game with this in the way. I should help you with that...."
With that, she leaned over and began to run her tongue around the head and up and down the shaft of my now aching cock. She lifted her hands and cupped my balls, tickling them outrageously, with her lips wrapped firmly around my glans. Then she sloppily licked my cock all over, drenching it in saliva, slid her hands up to grasp my shaft, and began to pump. She looked up at me and grinned. "Now, you have to maintain your pose in the apparatus, or I'll stop," she warned, before bending her head again to alternately stare at my cock and bob her head up and down upon it.
I found that admonition to be highly motivating, and I kept my pose for far longer than I ever had before. But I did not make any great effort to hold off my finish as her vigorous massage of my shaft and oral attention to the tip soon brought me to an impending climax. I gasped a warning to her and she began to jerk me even more vigorously. She did release my cock from her mouth as she looked up at me with a smile, but she kept her mouth open and right over it. The effort of supporting my body warred with the rising tide within me and I found myself barely able to hold myself up as the shudder of my release weakened my core. I came in three or four big spurts. The first missed her mouth and spattered on her cheek, but she then caught the majority of my cum in her smiling mouth. A final, much weaker blurp arched out and fell short of her mouth and chin, spilling down to splatter on her taut, kneeling thigh.
Gretchen closed her mouth as if tasting my cum. Seeming pleased, she swallowed what had spray into her mouth, but she then grabbed one of the omnipresent sweat towels she had all over the gym and carefully cleaned up the cum I had deposited on her face and thigh, as well as my finally softening member. She stood, uncoiling that fit body, and stepped backward. "There," she said. "Now that that monster won't get in the way for a little while at least, let's give the rowing machine a run for its money." She practically danced away across the gym to the rowing machine, her trampoline-tight little ass drawing me after her far faster than I usually approach that damned thing.



It was good that she had dealt with my erection before I got on the rower, or it really would have gotten in the way as I slid forward and back. But Courtney was standing beside the machine facing me, bending over to exhort my efforts. This left her tasty tits dangling down, right in my sightline, and my eyes refused to leave their bouncing form. I felt my cock begin to somewhat half-heartedly chub up again, just a little, despite my exhaustion, and damned if she didn't punch up the difficulty when she noticed, as if to stave off its triumphant return. When the usual time was up, Courtney made me continue, and at an even higher pace, her voice commanding and her body enticing me to keep on going until I finally dropped the pull rod and collapsed back on the seat, my legs temporarily noodles.
"Very, very good!" she smiled, then straddled me and sat down in my lap, facing me, her crotch pressing against my currently limp cock. "I think it is time for pull-ups," she continued, evilly.
"Nope," I replied, ready to risk some assertiveness. I wrapped my arms around her and stood, lifting her off the ground. Courtney was surprisingly light, which was fortunate, because my exhausted legs wobbled as I did so. She shrieked, but rather than spring away from me, she wrapped her legs around my hips to help me support her. "So far, I've been the one having all the fun," I asserted firmly. "A gentleman can't let that go on."
I had a moment of inspiration, and turned toward another piece of equipment, the knee raise thingy. It was like a very high chair with no seat, just arms and a back. I lifted Courtney on to it, her forearms bearing her weight on the sturdy arm rests. This left her feet dangling quite far from the floor. I knew it was one of her favorite pieces of equipment, as the knee lifts, twists, and crunches you could do on it were largely responsible for her spectacular abdomen. I was about to make sure that she loved it even more....
Courtney instinctively settled herself securely on the machine and started to ask what the hell I was up to. I forestalled her by lifting her knees suddenly and resting them on my shoulders, leaving me a lovely spread view of her very cleanly waxed pussy. It was bare between her legs, with a wide rectangular landing strip up top.
"Oh," she said.
I caressed her petite but rock hard ass, lifting her a bit more and sliding her forward as I tilted my head and began kissing my way up her inner thigh. When I reached her crotch, I stuck out my tongue and licked her slit up from bottom to top with what I intended to be excruciating slowness. When I reached her swelling bud, I circled it just as slowly. I looked up across her washboard abs and over her rich, upthrusting breasts to stare into her azure eyes. A smile crinkled my own eyes and I let my tongue slid slightly lower and begin to probe inside her.
Courtney adjusted her thighs on my shoulder to give me an even better angle, and sighed, her gaze rolling up to the ceiling. "I guess I can let you take a break for this...."
I lifted my face and replied sternly, "No. This is what we are doing today. You told me sex is lousy exercise, but I'm pretty sure that if we do enough of it, we will both get... some kind of benefit!" A tart riposte from Courtney dissolved into a groan as I managed to work my tongue into her very tight pussy much deeper than before.
I felt like I had made some kind of genius discovery. Given her light weight, strength, and the excellent design of the apparatus, Courtney could hang like this almost indefinitely. Meanwhile, I could stand almost completely straight, with the added bonus of those fabulous thighs brushing my cheeks. It all made for just about the most comfortable cunnilingus I'd ever performed, while looking like some acrobatic craziness. I intended to make it last. Besides, Courtney tasted great.
Each time I could feel her begin to squirm in anticipation of release, I would withdraw from her pussy and rain licks and kisses along her thighs instead, until she caught her breath and I could resume my main intentions. I denied her release several times before she growled in her most intimidating trainer's voice that it was about goddamn time that I 'finished the set.' With feigned reluctance, I returned my lips to her sex, sliding my tongue one more time along her slit before giving my undivided, unrelenting attention to her clitoris. Her demanding tone quickly devolved to pleading cries and her hips began to buck and surge against my face. I slid my hands from her ass, around her torso, and up to her delectable breasts. I clenched those rich handfuls, then began to pinch and tease her nipples. Immediately, I felt her approaching the point of no return.
It is a good thing the building's walls were thick enough to dampen industrial noises, because it turned out that Courtney was quite a shrieker....
When both her thoughts and her volume began to return to normal levels, I let her oh so fit legs slide from my shoulders and I stepped back. Courtney hung from the apparatus for a moment longer, a broad, sweaty grin on her face. Her gaze never left mine as she stepped on a support off to the side and sprang down to the ground lightly. She approached me and I gathered her into an embrace, leaning my head down to kiss her deeply. We stood there for a bit, simply communing with our mouths. But then she slid a hand onto my chest, then downward to grasp my eager cock, but with clear trepidation in her trembling grasp.
"It's not like I'm inexperienced," she murmured. "I've had plenty of lovers. But I've never seen, much less touched a cock this big. Luck of the draw, I guess."
"You aren't scared, are you?" I asked with gentle incredulity.
She shook her head, "Just wondering whether it will fit. Because," she added looking up at me with a sudden light in her eyes, "I am quite ready to find out!"
Whatever she said, there was a little fear there. I am certainly no porn star freak, but I am comfortably larger than the norm. Nevertheless, her confidence and randiness were clearly outpacing that hesitation. She began to pull me down to the cushioned floor right there, and I lay atop her. I shifted between her legs, with my tip just brushing her crotch. I kept poised there for a while, while I diverted us both with a further exploration of her achingly fit torso. After a batch of teasing, licking, kissing, and even some gentle biting of her protruding nipples, I felt her hips squirming beneath me.
I pushed myself up on my arms, locking the elbows straight and began to rub my glans along her opening. She was drenched down there in anticipation, and I pressed my hips forward. The tip slid easily between her folds, but I found myself surprised at how hard further progress was. She was indeed moist and eagerly receptive, but like every other muscle group on her fabulous body, her kegels were extraordinarily strong. I reached my fingers down and caressed her clit as my cock probed her. If anything, it made her clench even harder at first, but when I then moved my fingers away, she relaxed slightly and I found myself able to slide further in. Courtney gasped as I did so and ran her hands down my back. I began to thrust an inch or so at a time, working my way deeper, to her evident approval. At last, I pulled almost completely out and then thrust myself fully into her in a single, swift stroke. Courtney arched her back beneath me and groaned happily as I began to thrust in earnest.
She writhed happily for a moment or two, but then suddenly grabbed me and rolled both of us over so that she was atop me instead. I happily went with this and thrust up into her again, but now she rose off of me and moved away, beckoning. Curious, and eager to continue, I got to me feet and followed her. She stepped over to the stair climber machine and locked the treads in place. She climbed the first step and looked back over her shoulder at me invitingly. I stepped behind her and embraced her, nuzzling the nape of her neck, cradling her breasts, and pressing my erection against her ass.
I quickly realized that while Courtney was much shorter than me, standing on the high first step of the machine left her at just about exactly the right height. I grabbed my cock and, bending my knees slightly, guided it between her legs, which she helpfully spread in response. Feeling her hot wetness, I re-straightened my legs and pushed back inside her. Both of us groaned in satisfaction this time.
Each stroke felt amazing, in part because she was so wet and quivering with pleasure, and in part because each and every thrust still encountered the same delicious resistance. The woman's muscles down there were amazing. I absolutely reveled in fucking her.
We kept this up for a timeless while, but both of us seemed unwilling to let ourselves approach a climax yet. I cast about to find a truly spectacular topper move to finish this 'workout', and spied the floor rack of exercise balls by the mirrored wall. I reluctantly pulled out of Courtney, she turned about and I embraced her again for a long kiss. Then I swept her up and carried her over to the large, soft rubber balls. I lowered her down, leaning her back over the middle-sized one. She immediately grasped my intention and braced her feet on the ground and arched her entire naked body over the ball, with her hands bracing on the floor over her thrown back head. I greedily lowered myself onto her and penetrated her once more. These balls are designed to be unstable to lie on, without excellent core strength. Fortunately, we both had that, and our cores were, to put it mildly, working in sync.
I began to pump in and out of her as forcefully and quickly as I could without unbalancing us. I was in heaven. Below me, Courtney's arched form glistened and contorted beautifully as she rocked up and down on the ball in a rhythm that increased the range and power of my thrusts. "Do not change what you are doing," she grunted. "For god's sake, do not stop what you are doing! You've got the perfect angle right here."
Always listen to your trainer. I looked up at our reflection in the mirror. We made quite a sight. I could see that Courtney's head was relaxed backward, and she too was enjoying the view of our gymnastics, albeit upside down. My only frustration was that I wanted to fondle or suck those lovely tits, jutting up beautifully below me and in the mirror, but if I had tried, I could never have maintained our balance. I contented myself with the strangely voyeuristic view in the mirror. Our eyes met in the reflection.
I was getting simultaneously exhausted and incredibly turned on. I could feel Courtney was similarly ready to give in to the climax clawing its way up within her. I began to pound her as hard as I could without toppling us off the precarious ball, gasping with the exertion. Suddenly, Courtney's talents as a screamer showed themselves again as she climaxed mightily. The sounds of her ecstasy, combined with the view in the mirror of her eyes rolling up with pleasure, and the final squeeze she put on my thrusting shaft sent me over the edge with almost no warning. I spasmed uncontrollably hard as I let out a torrent of cum inside her. She shrieked again in response to my flood.
We teetered... and fell off the ball. I bounced off the next ball over, she slid to the ground, and we ended up in adjacent heaps on the floor. We gasped and wheezed as we each fought to regain our breath, and sat up, facing each other.
"Holy shit, you are amazing," I told her, a goofy grin on my face as I admired her fantastic, haphazardly splayed body.
"And you are... creative," she replied. "We should write a book!" I looked at her quizzically. "Sex In The Gym", she went on. "But we would need a lot of research," she leered back.
"Ha! You said when we first met that sex was low-value exercise!" I challenged, fully prepared to be convinced.
"Sure. Sex while just lying there in a bed sure is pretty low value exercise. Whatever the fuck WE just did was a goddamned workout!"
I reflected that I was already working on an entrepreneurial project, but even entrepreneurs need the occasional side gig....
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"Listen, Larry," I said to one of my smaller but quite reliable clients as we sat in his office, "next time I come in to see you, let's do it at the end of the day. We can go have a drink somewhere and go over our performance for you in a more comfortable seat than this damned thing." Larry liked to joke that the chairs provided in his office were medieval instrument of torture. They really weren't. They were just shit chairs.
"Sounds great," he replied enthusiastically. Larry didn't control a lot of business, so nobody who called on him spent a lot of money entertaining him, including me. I just thought that he deserved a couple of drinks... and I didn't want to sit in his chairs any more. "There's a fancy cocktail bar out in the western 'burbs a friend told me about. Mind going there?"
My budget for customers like Larry was more like beer and wings at BW3 than fancy craft cocktails, but I told him I'd check it out.
I promptly forgot about checking out the bar and by the time I remembered, a week or so later, I had forgotten the name of it. I pulled up the maps website on my egregiously large-screened office computer and started searching the area where I thought it was, which was out near where I lived. As I scrolled around, clicking on pins, something caught my eye as I transitioned from one commercial area to another. There was a huge, blank, nearly rectangular-shaped area with nothing in it. No roads, houses, or businesses. Nothing. I switched to satellite view and stared. It looked like a farm. I lunged for my drawer and grabbed a ruler. I measured the space, compared it to the scale of the map and did a quick calculation. It was a big ass farm, covering almost 800 acres, including the tree line that completely surrounded it.
And it was right there, smack in between two of the nicer suburbs on the western side of the city!
This was hugely important to me, because I had been planning for months, trying to find a way to build a country club in that area, which had lots of money, and no golf. The hiccup had been that I would have to put together at least 500-600 acres for a top course, club facilities, and enough housing plots to make it work financially. I had begun to despair that there was that much contiguous land left available anywhere closer than 15 miles beyond the city's perimeter interstate, yet here was nearly eight hundred acres in a near rectangle, with a natural stream cutting across the northeast corner, and it was barely three miles from the interstate, and less than a mile from the US highway that served as the main artery into the city.
Please Lord, let the owner be open to selling! Had there been any crop failures or droughts lately that I missed in the news? There was no information on the map, or online anywhere, that said word one about this farm. Damn.
I printed out a screenshot of the farm for future research and went back to finding the bar Larry wanted to go to. I found it pretty quickly. It was in an old commercial downtown of a village that had been completely absorbed by the city's expansion who knew how long ago. It was not very far from where I lived, and I resolved to check it out on my way home that evening.
I found Two Creeks Lounge to be in a former store-front bank. I could tell it was a bank long ago because the limestone facade still said "Two Creeks State Bank" in huge, slightly eroded letters. When was the last time you heard of a state bank, rather than federal? Since I usually leave work early on Wednesdays, I arrived just minutes after the place opened, and I was the first customer through the door, it seemed.
The seating in what had once been the bank lobby was all deep, leather armchairs around low tables. Booths lined both walls. The ceiling was almost ridiculously high, as if to add an air of grandiosity to this one time small town bank. The bar seemed converted from the old teller counter, was wide, and looked to be of very sturdy mahogany. Behind, the back wall was counter to ceiling shelves, filled with a very impressive collection of bottles. To the left was the old vault, with its door still intact and appearing to be functional. It stood wide open, and you could see inside to even more racks of liquid inventory. Soft jazz played at a low volume.
I mentally filed this place away as a good choice to bring lots of clients besides Larry, and probably for a date as well, given the right woman.
I shrugged off the deservedness of the place and strode over to the bar, easing onto a wide and very comfortable stool. As I did so, a bartender appeared from inside the vault, carrying a box of liquor. She started when she saw me and hastily moved to set the box down where she was going to need it. "I'm sorry, I didn't see you come in," she said apologetically, and I waved it off, replying that I had literally just walked in. "I'm Sheila," she went on, sliding a glass of water in front of me, along with a small, detailed cocktail menu. "I'll let you look over the menu while I get this box put away. Just wave if you have questions, or are ready to order," she went on briskly, before turning to swiftly restock the well and some lower shelves with bottles from the box.
I scanned the menu, but as is my wont, my attention was mostly on Sheila as she worked. She was dressed hipster bartender style in loose black slacks and a white tuxedo shirt with no tie. Old-time garters around her upper arms held her rolled up sleeves well clear of her wrists and any stray liquids. There was a large tattoo of something visible on her right forearm. She was quite trim, thin really, and the loose but fitted cut of her trousers showed little promise for any curves. Her tuxedo blouse was unbuttoned down far enough to show some cleavage, but said cleavage looked like it was trying a bit too hard. It looked squished, betraying a lot of work by a pushup bra.
Overall, I decided Sheila was pleasant enough looking, but not attractive to me, and I set my full attention to the cocktail menu. A few of the offerings looked interesting, but most were more elaborate than I felt necessary. Before I could order, a second bartender entered, still tying her small apron around her waist. She thanked Sheila for setting up, but then issued a number of directives for things that still needed to be done. Sheila pointed me out and then slid off to the back. It was clear who was the boss.
The Boss observed that I was still perusing the menu, waved at me, and busied herself with shifting around the way Sheila had set up things. This woman was an entirely different kettle of fish. Like Sheila, she was dressed in similar old-time bartender style, but the details of both the clothes and the wearer were dramatically different. Her black pants were loose and flowy below the knee and no where else, showing off a round, sleek, and enticing ass, generous hips, and long legs. Her white shirt was, like her co-worker/subordinate's, unbuttoned to the cleavage display point, but she also wore a tightly buttoned black vest that helped frame that display. The ample size, depth, and separation of what she was showing made it clear that the swell on her chest was all flesh, no push-up underwear. The vest's buttons and the apron conspired to show off that her waist was quite narrow as well. Her hair was curly and black, and framed her rather plain but pleasant features well.
I set down the menu I had not been looking at for some time. She noticed and came over. "Thanks for waiting," she said, leaning over the bar conversationally in a pose that (coincidentally, I'm sure) gave me an even better look down her front. "I'm Tonya. What can we get you?"
I introduced myself in turn and ordered one of the more promising cocktails on the menu. Tonya pursed her lips in approval and began to assemble my drink. She was quick, skilled, and her long fingers made excellent, sweeping motions as she stirred. She produced an elegant little glass and strained the cocktail into it, added a lovely, hand-carved citrus peel garnish and slid the cocktail toward me with a smile. "Let me know if you like it," she said over her shoulder as she turned to a cutting board to make some more garnishes like I had just been served.
The drink was good, but rather smallish. At least it was not $15.
It didn't take me long to drink, and as I did so, I let my gaze run over the high wall of shelves. Way at the top, I saw that they had a bottle of a hard to find rye whiskey that I particularly liked. I grinned to myself, and finished my cocktail with deliberate haste.
I slid the empty glass forward, and Tonya noticed the movement. She put down her knife and peelers and returned to me leaning over once more. "What else can I get you?" she asked.
I considered for a moment, then asked for my go to cocktail, a Manhattan.
"Sure thing! Rye or bourbon?" she asked.
"Rye, of course," I smiled.
She nodded in agreement and asked if I preferred a brand. Without looking up, I named the brand of the bottle I had noticed earlier and asked if she had it available. She craned around to look for the bottle, saw it, and told me that it looked as if they had enough left to make a Manhattan. She then stepped to the end of the bar and slid a library-style ladder on wheels over to nearly right in front of me and began to climb. Looking up at her legs and backside as she climbed was a truly excellent view. I suddenly imagined hopping the bar and stroking my hand upward along one of those sleek inner thighs above me....
As Tonya began to reach for the bottle, I observed, "Well, that is quite a sight." She paused, then turned atop the ladder, adding some excellent profile views up at her chest to go along with the legs and ass show. She looked down at me with a skeptically raised eyebrow. "What an incredible selection of liquor on that back wall," I smiled blandly up at her. "No wonder you need the ladder."
She smirked, as if to say, "well played," and as if in payment, she held that arresting pose atop the ladder over me as she replied aloud, "Yep. The owner is competitive about our inventory. But it ties up a terrifying amount of cash in bottles just sitting on the shelves," she added, waving at the collection expansively, and attractively. Then she began to climb back down, the bottle of rye in one hand--an awkward process that seemed to legitimately require more waving of her tush than had been needed on the way up.
When she reached the ground, it was if she decided the show was over as she swiftly and expertly assembled my cocktail and slid it toward me, sweeping away my first empty glass at the same time. "Are you good for right now?" she asked briskly. "I need to figure out where Sheila has gone and hidden herself." With that, she spun and left toward the back of the building.
That woman, I reflected, had the art of extracting maximum tips from men down to a science.
I sipped my Manhattan in a peaceful reverie, extending the experience in my mind, but the moment was fully shattered when the door opened to admit a group of chattering older women. Sheila re-appeared to serve them.
I resolved that Larry, as well as other clients, were definitely going to be treated to visits here. I finished my drink, paid the bill, tipped heavily, and exited to the bright outdoors.
Getting into my car, I realized that my route home would take me near the mysterious farm or whatever that was stirring my development hopes. I resolved to explore its perimeter at least on my way. The main surface road from this little old downtown to the next one out from the city actually ran along the south edge of the parcel, so I took it instead of the highway, suffering through the periodic clusters of traffic lights. As I neared the farm, both sides of the road were a series of small to medium-sized housing developments of varying ages. A few of the older ones seemed less deluxe, but most of the homes I could see from the road were relatively new, large, and expensive-looking.
The road along this route was lined with lots of trees, screening or simply protecting the neighborhoods, but when I reached the stretch where the land parcel was, the trees on that side were denser and much more old growth with lots of underbrush. There was an old, but maintained barbed-wire fence a tree or two in. As I reached the end of the stretch of the farm's frontage on this road, I spied an entrance. It was dirt, but very wide and clearly well-traveled. Beside it were two old mailboxes. There was no signage. I turned in, but stopped immediately. There was a closed gate a few feet in with a sign that simply said "Posted". The tree band was actually quite narrow, and I could see the land open up completely just a few yards beyond. The dirt road led off to a small compound of two houses, two farm buildings, and an impressive set of grain silos. But I could still find nothing to give me any idea of how to contact the owner. I might just have to suck it up and walk up to the front door.
I drove on home, lost in thought.
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What had started as a mental exercise, little more than a daydream really, was starting to look almost plausible. Learning to play golf had me hung up on the idea of developing a country club in the western suburbs near where I lived, an affluent area without a decent golf course, much less a nice private club. The concept had all been nothing but a pleasant diversion until I stumbled across a piece of land that was actually perfect for such a development. Literally all I had to was find a way to acquire that parcel and I could actually make this happen.
Meantime, I had a job. A good one. One at which I was quite successful. One I was heading into late after my morning golf lesson. I had spent a lot more time than usual drawing out information on my teaching pro, Charlie.
As I had expected, she was beginning to chafe in her current position. As the assistant head pro at a club with a popular, middle-aged head pro, Charlie literally had no chance for advancement where she was, absent a lightning strike. She was an excellent instructor, a better player, and it didn't hurt that she was a slender blonde fox. She should be a rising star, not professionally stalled so young.
If I could get my hands on that land, Charlie would be a day one hire attempt.
I walked into the office, still in my golf attire. It was Casual Friday, but I had a suit slung over my shoulder for a sales call scheduled at the end of the day. I delayed at the front desk, gossiping with our receptionist Sally. I had seen the owner's BMW entering the parking lot after mine, and I was killing time until Cathy came in after me.
Face time with the boss was always a good thing at any job, but beyond that, Cathy was charming, funny, and had a surprisingly bawdy streak in her. And she was one of the most smoking hot women I knew. So I waited.
She was through the door in short order. I (and my pants) stirred slightly as I saw a shopping bag from a lingerie store I had never heard of in her hand. Phil, the only sales person with better numbers than me chose that moment to enter the lobby on his way out. We both called out a greeting to Cathy simultaneously, and the three of us gathered in front of the receptionist desk automatically to include Sally in the conversation. Upon seeing my golf clothes, Cathy remembered it was my Cathy-mandated lesson day, and decided it was time to taunt me about my rookie-level golf skills.
I haughtily boasted that I had played nine holes with the pro the week before and had actually birdied a hole. "Number 4?" asked Cathy, whose membership I was riding on to learn golf. I nodded. "Noob. My mother can birdie number 4!" she scoffed. "How many bogies?"
"Got any plans this weekend?" I replied archly, since it was time change the subject.
"I've certainly got plans for tonight," she replied. "We shall see about the weekend. It's our first date in a while, but I think he may deserve some new packaging. Want to see?" She asked, reaching into the lingerie bag without waiting for the inevitable affirmative answer. The teddy she drew out was expensive, frilly, purple, and cupless. As I'd seen her do several times before, she held her latest purchase up against her splendid form. When she did that it was very easy to, and nearly impossible not to, imagine her wearing the lingerie and nothing else.
I would have the real and the imagined images in my brain all weekend.
Phil had been married for 13 years. He probably lived for moments like this....
The Rules in our office were simultaneously relaxed and strict. No relationships between employees, and no sexual comments to or about other employees. Beyond that, conversation could and did descend to some pretty bawdy levels. But I thought I was safe asking a fairly utilitarian question. "Why do you bring that to the office to change into? Why not just wear it in. You will wear that suit tonight on your date, right?"
Cathy just shared a look with the receptionist. "I'll let you in in a secret, Mr. Man. Women don't WEAR things like this," she said, doing Phil and me the favor of holding it up against herself once more. "This little teddy fits perfectly, but it is still itchy, and lumpy under my clothes, and... well... you can see it doesn't offer any support." She slid the teddy back into her shopping bag. "We put stuff like this on right before we are going to meet whomever we are wearing it for, and not a minute sooner! You guys are just supposed to believe that we dress like that all the time. Apparently, YOU did until just now. Sorry to shatter your illusions about women," she called over her shoulder in parting as she headed off for her office.
Phil and I shared a haunted gaze as Sally laughed at us both.
Cathy stuck her head back into the lobby and called out to me, "The golf outing is next month, remember. I think I've decided you will ride with me, so I can see how well you actually play. Do not suck! I don't want to be that foursome holding up play."
Great, more of that no pressure pressure that Cathy liked to apply.
The next morning, I omitted my usual Saturday routine of lounging by my pool and catching up on things. I had a scouting mission.
I dressed in good jeans, a work shirt, and some old hiking boots--the closest approximation I had of what I believed real farmers wore, and headed for the land I wanted to try to acquire for my imagined golf club development. I parked to the side of the dirt road before the closed gate to the farm, and pulled in a deep breath as I got out and approached the gate with its "Posted" sign.
Visions of shotguns dancing in the periphery of my brain, I pushed the gate open and strode in like it was nothing. I took maybe two strides before a voice called out from a little ways off to my left, "You gonna close that gate behind you?"
Startled, I jumped a little and turned toward the voice. It belonged to a woman on horseback who had been riding along the edge of the field toward the gate when I entered. She urged her horse to a faster walk, closed the last few yards between us and pulled up, looking down at me with a dubious expression.
"I... uh, I... sorry!" I replied. Looking around quickly, I added, "I don't see any livestock though." I was thrown off guard and practically stuttering because I was kicking myself for not closing the gate behind me and now I had gotten off on the wrong foot with the first resident I encountered... and because holy shit, she was as hot as any farmer's daughter in any dirty joke you've ever heard.
My reply did not impress her. "You see a closed gate, it's closed for a reason. Sometimes it's to keep critters in," she replied. She leaned forward, reins held in one hand on her thigh, her other hand balled in a fist and set on the other lovely hip, "And sometimes it's to keep critters OUT," she added significantly.
Yikes.
"I, uh, I am sorry to intrude, but I did want to speak to the owner here," I said trying to smile blandly. "Is that you?"
She sat back a bit, a slight upward quirk sneaking onto her lips. "Me? Naw. Least, not for a good while anyways. You want my uncle."
I waited a beat before I realized this laconic woman was going to make me ask. "Can you tell me where to find him?" I asked brightly.
"Sure can," she replied, and shut up again.
I waited even longer this time, looking at her stupidly. I did this partly because I was being stupid, and partly because it was very nice looking at her. The stupid finally passed and I chuckled, giving her a nod. "Thank you. And where is he?"
She actually smiled now, seeming to relax now that she had established she could beat me in a battle of wits. "Unc is up working in the machine shed. It's the left one of the two metal buildings up yonder."
Yonder? People still say yonder?
She looked me up and down for a moment, and shook her head. "You are a ballsy salesman, to walk right through a closed gate with a Posted sign, looking for a farmer."
"Oh, I'm not a salesman," I said quickly, then stopped myself. "I mean, I AM a salesperson, but I'm not here to sell anything. Really. Besides, I doubt you guys have any need for custom metallurgical components for manufacturing."
"Your funeral," she said, touching the brim of her hat and asking her horse to amble along. I took two more strides toward the buildings, only to hear her clear her throat. I looked over at her and she was looking over her shoulder back at me and then at the still open gate in turn. I hung my head and turned to dash back and close the gate. With it closed, I took a few moments to look after her as she rode away inspecting whatever the hell she was inspecting along the field's edge. She looked just as good from behind as she did head on.
I tore my gaze away from her and directed it toward the farm buildings. I was not here to end up in a traveling salesman and the farmer's niece joke. Those usually ended up with pitchforks or shotguns anyway, not real estate deals.
The dirt road led through the wide, gently rolling field, filled with a waist-high crop of corn. The farm buildings were on a slight rise and not far away. There were two small two-story homes, both blue with white trim. Two gray metal buildings sat between them. The one on the right seemed to be a small stable. The one on the left, the machine "shed", was a stonking huge equipment garage. All the doors were open, revealing a whole array of gleaming modern tractors, a combine, etc. So much for hoping for some mild financial distress....
I was expecting to find the farmer working on an engine or something, but instead he sat at a desk, working on a huge iMac with two external monitors. As I approached, I saw that the left monitor had commodity market charts on it, the right had a web browser, and the main screen had a satellite view of the farm with a bunch of graphic overlays. I called out in greeting, and the farmer rose from his desk and approached me with a gaze that I hoped was more curious than hostile.
He was a seriously tall guy, probably nearing 60 years old, with weathered skin, salt and pepper, thinning hair, and big, ropey muscles everywhere. He was dressed almost identically to me, only his boots were both muddier and much more expensive-looking than mine. At least I got my clothes right for this mission.
I introduced myself and he shook my hand cordially, giving his name as Steve Baker. I told him that I had met his niece out riding by the gate, and she had told where to find him.
"Did she now?" Steve mused. "Did she also tell you that I got nothing I need to buy?"
I laughed, "She did. Fortunately, I have nothing I need to sell... at least not to anyone in your industry!" I took a deep breath and plunged in. "Actually, I wanted to enquire if you had given any thought to selling this land? I have a project that it would be perfect for."
"Can't say as how I have," he replied slowly.
"Really?" I replied. "This land is pretty valuable. I'd like to make you an offer."
"Now," he said deliberately, "I didn't say I haven't had offers. Got plenty of them over the last ten years, 'specially when my little brother passed away. I just never gave any thought to actually selling."
I was surprised and a little charmed at the most polite "fuck off" I'd ever heard. That said, I've never been one to take No for an answer easily.
"Fair enough," I said easily. "I am surprised though. It would be a lot of money."
"I got money, son, and unlike most farmers, I ain't got a lot of debt. It's a profitable business, feeding people, if you run it right and get lucky. And my niece Rae will need a farm of her own, once I get too old," he explained genially. We chatted further, but I made no progress.
"Well, your time is valuable, sir," I said at last, "but I hope you won't mind if I keep trying from time to time to change your mind?"
"Well, you ain't stupid, and you are a sight more respectful than most of the kids your age that my niece knows, so I reckon I won't run you off on sight. But be careful. You show up again, I'll put you to work while you talk... or Rae will. Neither of us have much time for folks just yakking when there is chores to be done."
I retreated from the machine shed, thinking hard. Maybe Rae was my angle. She was clearly more than his niece, she was his heir. Unfortunately, that actually kind of made her an obstacle. A smoking hot obstacle, but an obstacle none the less.
The subject of my thoughts was riding up the dirt road as I exited the shed. She headed toward the stable and swung out of the saddle. I walked over toward her. She really was like something out of a farmer's daughter sketch. Tall like her uncle, she had some serious curves in all the critical points, and she dressed in a way that was both plausibly utilitarian and yet smoking hot. She wore short, low-waisted, raggedly cut off jeans which left her graceful and rangy legs bare down to her cowboy boots. Her shirt was a short-sleeved plaid work shirt, open enough up top to display a bit of roundly generous cleavage. The shirt tails were rolled up and tied just above the bottom of her rib cage, leaving an alluring expanse of flat belly exposed. All her exposed skin was a rich, golden, healthy tan that betokened long daily exposure to the sun, combined with judiciously restrained use of sun screen. Her blonde, wavy hair fell just short of her shoulders and was contained under a straw cowboy hat with the brim bent up at the sides. She had a wide mouth, button nose, and dark blue or hazel eyes. Watching her tight, round butt as she swung off the horse was especially nice.
She had to have caught me drinking in the sight of her, but she chose not to notice. "So, all done failing to sell Unc whatever you were trying to?"
"I really am not trying to sell your uncle anything," I said, still not sure if I should tell her why I was here. "He did not throw me out, and he did not say I couldn't come back. He just warned me that if I was going to keep talking then I'd likely be put to work while I did," I added jokingly.
Rae looked at me, unsmiling. "Oh yeah? And here you are still talking." She walked over to the huge, beat-up old pickup parked by the stable. She grabbed a bale of hay from the overfull truck bed, lifting it with practiced ease. "Come on then. This hay won't unload its own self." She turned and headed inside the stable.
In for a penny, in for a pound. I grabbed a bale and followed.
The inside of the stable's feed room was fairly dark, stuffy, and hot. We began stacking the bales against one wall, not very high. We both were sweaty and panting before we were a third done. I observed that I was doing a lot of work, and not much talking, while we returned outside for another load.
"So talk," Rae said. "You say you ain't sellin'. What DO you want?"
I guess I was going to have to tell her about what I wanted, so I did. Maybe she would understand the value of selling. Maybe she would kick me off the farm instantly for trying to take the farm that would one day be hers. I outlined my offer.
"Good luck with that," Rae grunted as she lifted the next bale. "Unc'll never sell. He's way too in love with being the Great American Small Farmer. And too in love with me bein' one after him!"
Was there a sour note in that last sentence? At least I was not being shown to the gate. That was some good news. Some bad news was that there was still a helluva lot of hay to shift. Some other good news was that Rae looked even better when she was flushed and sweat was rolling down into her cleavage.
When we were most of the way done, Rae said, "Damn it, hold up!" She went to a beat up old fridge nearby and grabbed two huge bottled waters. She tossed one to me, cracked hers open, and flopped down on a pile of bales, leaning back against more hay. I collapsed nearby.
Splayed out like that, Rae was a sight to behold and along with my water, I drank her in. She guzzled half the bottle right off the bat, then pulled off her hat and sprayed a bit of water on her head and face. She fanned herself with the hat to further cool herself. For my part, I just drank my water, though I did pour a little down the back of my neck. Mostly I just checked out Rae, reclining back there across from me. Her shirt was tight to begin with, but now it was plastered to her chest with sweat and bottled water. From the first time I saw her, I had seen no indication of a bra, and now I was positive she didn't have one on.
I must have been oggling her too intensely, even in this dim light, for her to ignore this time.
"Getting a good look there, Office Boy?" she asked acerbically. But I noticed that she made no move to alter or deny my view.
"It is one hell of a view," I admitted with a smile. I discovered that my priorities were changing. My laser-like focus on obtaining this land seemed to me at that particular moment to be very narrow-minded.
"Yeah... well my view ain't bad neither," she said and I realized that she was indeed checking me out fairly thoroughly. In fact, I realized that she had done so numerous times earlier. I had just missed the signs because I'd been working so hard to not be observed checking her out! "You work pretty good for an office boy, Office Boy," she went on. "What else do you do well?"
If that wasn't an invitation, I don't know what was. "Lots of things," I replied. "A number of which I could show you right here."
Rae looked me over with what now looked to be a grin on her face. She seemed to be giving special attention to the suddenly over-burdened front of my jeans, which were not feeling so comfortable right then.
"Those working man's jeans aren't fitting so well right now, are they, Office Boy?" laughed Rae as she sat up and undid the only two buttons that were fastened on her shirt. "I hope this doesn't make it worse," she added, unknotting the shirt tails and letting the garment hang open, revealing her large, supple, and round breasts. She leaned back again in the hay, the shirt falling further open as she poured water across her chest.
It definitely made it worse.
I stood up and walked across the hay toward Rae, and she rose to meet me. We stood close, facing each other. Rae lifted her hands and began to unbutton my shirt. When she was done, she slid it off my shoulders and began to run her hands over my chest and abdomen. "Nice," she murmured. "You look as strong as you are," she complimented me as she teased her fingertips over my pecs.
Turnabout was fair play and I reached out, my fingers practically trembling as I first caressed, then cupped her delicious tits. Rae pressed herself forward into my hands and kissed me deeply but briefly. Then, not removing her lips from mine, she said, "I can't expect you to get any work done with pants fitting you that badly."
She trailed her fingers down the sides of my chest in butterfly motion, bringing them together when they reached my waistband. She tugged at the buttons of my jeans, popping them one at a time until the fly was open entirely. I kissed her back, then replied, this time with my lips still brushing hers, "Are you sure this will help us get the work done?"
"Well, SOMETHING is going to get done," she laughed, tugging my jeans loose over my hips. Her fingers swiftly slid back to grasp my very eager cock. She caressed it gently, exploring its size and hardness. I relinquished my grasp on her breasts long enough to push my jeans down, letting them fall to my ankles, where they caught on my hiking boots. Rae let go of my cock, sliding her hands up my chest once more.
But this time she gave me a quick shove. I tried to step backward to arrest my sudden imbalance and instead tripped on my trapped ankles. I flopped down on my back on a soft expanse of hay, with Rae standing over me smiling, wearing nothing but her own boots and the cutoff jeans shorts. She laughed, "Ain't that just like an office boy, falling on his ass in the feed loft."



"I reckon," she added softly, sinking to her knees at my feet, "that I should show you the proper way to take a roll in the hay."
I leaned back in the hay with a sigh as she took my cock into her hand once more and leaned forward over it. She let the moist breath from her open mouth waft along my member, without touching it with her lips. She slowly and delicately stroked the shaft with the one hand and grinned again as she tickled my balls with the other. I groaned in pleasure, mixed with need.
I looked down at her and she closed her mouth and eyes, humming with pleasure as she began to caress her chin, cheeks, and closed lips with the head of my shaft. A drop of eager pre-cum sprang from the tip and left a shiny streak across her jawline as she rubbed it across her face. Then she began to lean further forward, opening her eyes to stare into mine as she then began to rub my cock along the sleek length of her neck, never stopping stroking my length as she went.
She began to kiss my belly, which twitched involuntarily as she did. As she kissed ever further upward, her dangling parabolas now began to sweep back and forth across my cock. She bent her head back to look up at me again as she began to rub my cock against her breasts and nipples earnestly. I pushed myself up on my elbows to get a better view down at her ministrations as they became more earnest than teasing.
Rae grasped one of her delicious boobs and pressed the head of my cock into its pale, soft under curves, jacking me with the beginnings of serious intent. "Want to cum on my milky white titties, Office Boy?" she challenged me.
I could only gasp, "fuck yes!"
But then, as I felt her efforts elicit the first tremors that presaged results, I gasped, "What I really want to is to cum in that beautifully tanned cleavage instead!"
Rae looked at me with cheerful challenge and released my cock, taking a breast in each hand and pressing them together with my cock trapped within their warm, slick with sweat embrace. My hips thrust up immediately and involuntarily, my tip bursting free from the deliciously dark tan inner curves atop her tits, then slipping back within her cleavage.
"Fire away!" she purred as I began to thrust urgently in between her tits. Our perspiration soaked flesh slid easily as I pumped my hips upward. Rae continued to verbally exhort me, while rubbing her tits up and down in time with my thrusts. Even had I wanted to, there was no way I could delay the rising from my balls.
As I felt the wave begin to crash, I stuttered my rhythm enough that my jizz began its eruption while still completely enclosed between her tits. My sticky production gooed up her soft confines briefly, before my final thrust surfaced my head once more, the rest of my jizz fountaining out and cascading down on my own naked belly.
I held my hips upthrust for a long beat before sagging downward on the hay, Rae releasing my cock as I did so. She looked down at her sticky, messy chest and with three fingers swept off the majority of my goo. She smiled at me as she licked her fingers clean. Then she leaned over, past my not yet softening rod and licked up most of the cum that had sprayed my belly.
She seemed content to leave the remaining residue in place, and I wasn't going to argue. I had my own agenda. I scrabbled up onto my knees, ankles still trapped in my tangled jeans, and helped Rae to her feet before me. I ran my hands up along her outer thighs slowly, in sweeping curves. She trembled slightly as she looked down at me and I placed my hands on the fly of her cut-offs. They were button-fly like mine, and popped completely open with a single tug, revealing comfortable but feminine panties in a floral two-tone blue pattern. I slipped her shorts off her hips and she stepped easily out of them, her boots still on her feet.
I paused for a moment, gazing at her nearly naked form and considering how to creatively slide those panties off her as well, but she forestalled me by briskly sliding them off herself, stepping out of them with only a fraction less ease than she had the shorts.
Her pubic hair was full, but closely shorn, and trimmed with exquisite neatness. Today's outfit, or ones just like it seemed to be about all she ever wore, because she sported the most arresting farmer's tan imaginable. The contrast between the richly, deeply tanned areas of her legs, midriff, arms and delectable cleavage, with the pale, creamy white best bits left the appearance what she was still dressed in the same outfit, only now it was white and transparent. I felt it was fitting that I should be kneeling before her.
For a moment at least. Then I swiftly grabbed the back of her knees and pulled. It was her turn to fall on her back in the deep hay. She squealed in protest, turning into coos of interest as I followed her down, sliding my face between her richly tanned thighs. She let her legs splay out wide and I teased at her labia with my fingers. I spread her lips gently and dipped my tongue inside her.
Rae threw her head back and raised her hips eagerly before me. I grabbed her firm ass and slid my tongue up and down inside her. She rolled her hips in response and I teased and probed her depths at my leisure. But I kept away from her clitoris, coming teasingly close, but denying her the stimulation until she reached down and caressed her bean with her own fingers. I gently pulled her hand away and planted a kiss on it myself. I started gently, but became more aggressive with my lips and tongue and I felt her rapidly rushing to a climax. I teased her mercilessly until I felt her stiffen and begin to be taken by her release.
Then I immediately pulled my head away from her crotch entirely, and she gasped out a "what the fuck?" is a desperately aggrieved tone. I smiled wickedly as I let her hips drop and slid my way forward, despite my tangled ankles, to begin stroking my cock softly against her wet, wanting sex. My erection had never fully gone away, and it was back again with a vengeance.
"You are a bad man, Office Boy," she admonished me, staring eagerly into my eyes.
"I believe I told you I do more things well than just tote hay," I replied, pressing my tip just inside her receptive pussy, before withdrawing it. "I want to make sure you experience a good sampling." With that, I pressed myself deeper within her in a slow series of thrusts, each delving farther than the last. When I was nearly but not completely buried in her, I stopped, and withdrew to where only my glans still nestled in her folds. She smiled at me urgently and I slid my entire length into her in a single smooth thrust. She gasped in a high-pitched register at my full penetration, which I swiftly followed with a second and third. Her fingers clawed into my ass as I buried myself in her and we both grunted with the delicious exertion.
"What the fuck is going on in here?" came a booming voice from the door to the feed room. Rae pushed up underneath me. and I rolled over and up into a ball, suddenly believing that this was the part of the story involving pitchforks or shotguns and I wasn't running of over any hillsides to escape, not with my entangled ankles. Rae rose onto her knees, arms covering her chest to confront her uncle.
"Unc!" she yelled at him. "What is your problem? How about some privacy for chrissakes? I am a 29 year-old adult for crying out loud! I can..."
"Hey!" he interrupted. "The problem is not you screwing the city boy in the hay. Hell, why have this much hay if you ain't gonna roll in it? I took a roll in it myself just two weeks ago, right there where you two are, with the bank lady. The prob..."
"Wait... PATTY?" interrupted Rae, momentarily derailed by this revelation. "Since when are you two seeing each other?"
"Who said were were an item? The woman's married, I think. I said we had a roll in the hay--AFTER we were done with our business!" Steve retorted, getting back to his lecture. "As I was saying, the problem is not that you was getting laid, it is that there is still half a truckload of hay that HASN'T BEEN SHIFTED YET! If there is one lesson I thought I had taught you, it is that when you are a farmer, the work comes first... ALL the work!"
Rae screamed incoherently. In shock, I opened my eyes and took in the tableau. Steve stood by the door, arms akimbo angrily, but with his gaze firmly on the ceiling to avoid looking at his bare-assed niece. Said bare-assed niece had given up even trying to cover herself and was waving her arms in rage.
"Uncle Steve!" she shouted, then suddenly softened her voice. "Unc, I love you. I really do. But please, I don't want to be a farmer!"
"What?"
"Unc, I have a goddamned PhD in Botanical Genetics. In school, I helped develop the exact corn growing in our fields right now. My name is listed on the fucking patent. I do not belong in the cockpit of that gorgeous combine of ours. I do not belong in the stable, shifting hay. I belong in a fucking lab at ConAgra or wherever, making seed that is easier and more productive for farmers."
Steve just stared at her in silence for a moment, apparently forgetting the whole nakedness issue. Then he looked down. "I guess I didn't see it. With your Pa passing, I just always was so concerned that you be set up for the life he wanted for you since you was a little girl... Seems like you ought to be one choosing your life, though." He took a huge breath, then held up a huge hand to block the sight of naked niece while he looked at me. "OK, City Boy. Since you seemed to have precipitated all this, I'll give you first refusal on buying the farm."
Whoa! What?
"Just like that, Unc? A minute ago you were years from retirement, and suddenly you want to sell today?" exclaimed Rae.
"Not today. We still got a crop in the ground. Neither of us is going to abandon a crop," he said, and Rae murmured agreement. "You got seven weeks til harvest, City Boy, to put together the cash, or I'll put this land on the open market."
"But why the change, Unc?"
"I was planning a few more years until retirement because it was gong to be that long until you was ready to run this farm yourself, Rae. Since you ain't going to farm it, I reckon I might as well head down to Florida while I can still chase all the women I want. It hasn't been too fun, just managing the occasional screw with women like some of the neighboring divorcés or the bank lady."
"Her name is Patty, Unc!"
"Whatever. She's your friend more than mine," shrugged Unc. "Anyway, I'm going back to the house to look at all those condo listings I have bookmarked on my laptop. You two have fun. But, City Boy, if you leave this farm without making sure the rest of that hay is brought in, the deal is off!"
And with that surreal send-off, Steve was gone.
My erection had instantly left upon his arrival. But the visage of Rae, standing naked above me, doing a very jiggly jig and squealing with delight brought it roaring back to life. She looked down at me with a huge grin, pushed me onto my back and straddled me. She rubbed her crotch along my cock, which was fully hard in but an instant. My hands were drawn magnetically to her breasts once more and she arched her back as I caressed them. She reached her hands between her legs and directed my cock inside her.
She sank down, filling herself with me and heaving a huge sigh. As she rose and fell along my shaft, her pussy even more wet and inviting than it had been before, she looked down with a smile. "You just made my life, Office Boy. Before we go haul the rest of that hay, you deserve a very, VERY extended thank you."
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I was delirious for nearly a week. I had gotten a handshake agreement to purchase a better located and sized parcel of land (a farm) than I had even dreamed of for the golf and country club I was now going to actually develop. I had experienced my first ever official Roll In The Hay with a farmer's niece. My buying the land had meant that she wouldn't feel obligated to farm the land herself in turn, which turned the roll in the hay into a mind-blowing thank you. Two days later, she had already secured a job in Minneapolis doing genetic engineering for a Fortune 500 agribusiness. When that happened, she showed up at my own house in the suburbs and thanked me again one last time, a marathon session that had let me chalk up another conquest on the specific patch of grass in my back yard where I had signed the offer papers for the house on the naked back of my real estate agent, what seemed so long ago.
Then reality set in. Farmer Steve knew damned well how to negotiate fiercely. Not only had he forced me to settle at the very top of the range I thought made sense, he also insisted that I had to buy the whole business, meaning I had to take the whole fleet of pretty state of the art mechanical equipment as well. I could sell the combine and tractors for good money fairly quickly after the close, but it pushed the price way beyond what I could manage in my wildest dreams.
I had expected to need a few limited partners at this stage, but now I needed way more cash than I could realistically schmooze out of middle-class buddies over cocktails. I needed Capital, with a capital C. It was a problem.
That Sunday, I was sitting in my back yard, looking through my college fraternity's website to see if maybe any of my frat brothers had gone and become a tech billionaire while I wasn't looking. No such luck. I was getting seriously frustrated. Several brisk gusts of wind came through, and I noticed they were from the east, which was unusual. Looking around, I realized that a veritable raft of leaves from my oak tree were blowing down into my neighbor Linda's pool.
Suddenly my financial frustration morphed into sexual frustration, or maybe anticipation. Linda was smoking hot, had a serious thing about keeping her pool clean from leaves and debris... and had a kink for pool boys. I had cleaned her pool for her a few times. After all, it was my tree that put most of the debris in her water....
I climbed the tree quickly, looking over the privacy fence between our back yards to see if she was home and already upset about the pool. But I did not see her in her backyard, although that was where she spent most of her time on nice days. Damn.
Just as I was climbing down, I heard her garage door opening! I dropped to the ground, rushed through my house to the front door at top speed, opened it, then ambled casually out to the driveway, waving at Linda as she pulled her sports car into her garage. I strode over.
Linda uncoiled herself from the car (the other garage bay was empty, as it usually was). Virtually every other time I had laid eyes on her, Linda had been wearing jogging clothes, swimsuits, or nothing at all. Damned if she wasn't just as much of a knockout in beige-colored, flowing trousers, a broad black fashionable belt, and a loose white blouse. She bent over to pull some grocery bags out from behind the seat. I recommend seeing Linda bend over in whatever circumstances you can manage.
"Mind grabbing those two?" Linda asked, looking back into the car. I swiftly reached in myself and grabbed the last two grocery bags. "Thanks for the help," she said as we walked into her kitchen and set down the groceries.
"You may not thank me for long," I replied apologetically. "We just had a little wind storm out of the east, and I saw my tree shedding leaves all over your yard. You pool is probably a mess."
Her first facial expression was massive irritation, but then she looked at me and smiled. "Would you like to help me out and clean it for me?"
I leaned against the kitchen counter and said softly, "I had thought I might volunteer."
"I'll bet you did," she replied with a leer. She swiftly put away the refrigerated groceries and left the rest on the counters. Leading me out of the kitchen, she said, "why don't you get started? I'll just change out of this and meet you outside."
I was already getting a budding hard-on as we passed through her living room when I stopped short. In the middle of the room was a single small suitcase, a travel documents wallet, and two large, expensive, obviously well-used and well-loved golf bags!
"I didn't know you played golf," I exclaimed. "Are you an avid golfer?" Linda was loaded. How loaded, I wasn't sure. But this afternoon had become full of potential in multiple ways.
"My husband's and my marriage is based on three things," Linda laughed, ticking her list off on her long elegant fingers. "Sex, of course, is one. Intense, creative, well-researched sex." She looked at me significantly when she mentioned research. Linda had already told me that she and her husband had a tacitly unacknowledged, but mutually quite open marriage. "Second is intensely competing to see who makes the most money. (I'm ahead this year by a good bit)" she went on. "And third, golf! You can see I have us all packed for a golf week in Jamaica. We leave tomorrow, as soon as he gets back from Seattle."
I looked at the small suitcase. "That's all you are packing for a week?"
Linda laughed leeringly. "We stay at the Grand Permian Club. It's a clothing-optional all-inclusive resort. We never take the option. All that is in that suitcase is our toiletries and golf clothes for 18 to 27 holes a day at the surrounding courses."
I stepped out to the pool, my mind racing. I was already in my swimsuit, as I always was when I hung out in my backyard by my own pool, and set to work getting the shit-ton of leaves out of her pool. Soon, Linda came out to "sunbathe", as she always did when someone was cleaning her pool. She hadn't even bothered putting on a bikini to immediately take off and was already completely naked. Tan lines weren't her thing, though I knew she often did lie out with her suit on as well--just not when she had company.
It took me longer than it had in the past to get rid of all the leaves, partly because there was an unusually large number of them, partly because Linda looked especially wanton as she watched my wade around the pool, and partly because I was trying to figure out how to combine pleasuring her brains out with making a very high-stakes investment pitch.
I decided to tackle them in that order. The leaves were done at last, and I left the pool dripping, my wet suit plastered tightly against my very evident hard-on.
"Thank you so much for the help," Linda cooed in the high-pitched, slightly annoying voice that was practically the only fault I'd seen in her yet. "I think I can see how I might be able to thank you today," she added, rising and walking toward me on the grass. She reached out and tugged loose the drawstring on my suit, pulling it down as she kneeled before me. She caressed my shaft softly, then with more vigor, and bent to clasp my head between her lips. I sighed happily and contentedly let her work for a bit. But I knew this thank you session needed to be much more about giving than receiving.
I lay down on the grass and Linda sank down beside me, bending once more to suck on my eager member. But now I reached out and pulled her hips towards me. Linda immediately recognized what I was suggesting and eagerly straddled my face, never letting my cock escape her lips. I began to enthusiastically devour her expertly-waxed snatch, perfectly smooth aside from the small neat triangle at its top which was well out of the way of my oral ministrations. As with previous experiences, she was delicious.
As we orally caressed each other, I lifted my hands between us and grasped her dangling breasts. Linda had the most expertly enhanced tatas I had even laid hands on.They looked simultaneously convincing yet physically impossible. They even felt almost real. I loved playing with them, especially their large, hard, responsive nipples.
I felt my impeding orgasm on the horizon, and desperately started distracting myself with thoughts of the tax code and how boring hockey was, anything to make sure she came first. I also concentrated even harder on making that happen, kissing and circling her clit with my tongue while gently but hungrily tugging and pinching her breasts.
My efforts bore fruit and Linda was soon gasping and crooning atop me as her body shuddered in the most delightful manner through a couple of powerful waves of release. She had released my cock from her mouth while she came and I shifted beneath her. Confused for a moment, she slid off of me and I shifted on the grass. I pulled her over onto so I could kiss her deeply as I lay on my back. As we let our tongues lash each other, I shifted her further to straddle me, and my aching cock bumped hard against her crotch.
"Fuck me like this," I gasped. "I want you on top of me."
Linda happily obliged, guiding my cock into her sodden, still eager confines and almost immediately beginning to ride me hard. Once she established a rhythm atop me, I felt her shifting the angle of her hips as she rode me. Almost immediately, she found what she was after and her face grew simultaneously softer and more intense while she slid herself up and down atop me. I grasped one hip while I trailed my fingertips up her flat, flexing belly. I grasped one delicately bouncing breast and massaged it, tugging softly on the tender, rock-hard nipple.
We were both gasping and moaning, her with physical effort, and me from a pleasurable battle as I tried to restrain my massively, gloriously over-stimulated cock from blasting into Linda just yet. Her hot, moist body repeatedly enveloped it tightly, over and over again, and I felt myself losing the battle.
"I can't help it," I gasped. "I'm going to come!" But I still desperately held off the inevitable.
Linda looked down at me with a sweaty smile for a moment, then arched her back, threw back her head, and groaned loudly, "Do it! PLEASE!"
That did it. I shuddered and an explosion between my legs shot up my cock from my balls and out into Linda's body. It felt like I had released a particularly mammoth gout, and from the way Linda gasped with pleasure and surprise, it seemed that way to her too. My fingers dug into the softly yielding flesh of her hip while my other hand clutched desperately at the glorious breast it held. My cock continued to spasm as my hips thrust involuntarily up into her. I didn't think I could possibly be shooting any more actual cum inside her depths than I had, but I wasn't sure. I was not thinking clearly of anything but release.
Linda did not quite come in response, but I felt her suddenly on the edge. She redoubled her efforts, rising and falling with ever louder moans until she bit back a shriek (we do have neighbors) and I felt her spasming around my cock as shudders of torturous pleasure wracked her body. She at last collapsed atop me and we muffled each others moans with a deep, long kiss while my finally softening dick drowsily endured aftershock twitches.
When we finally slipped apart and rinsed ourselves off by jumping in and out of the newly cleaned pool, I dressed and we went back into the house, Linda still beautifully naked. It was a measure of how spent I was that my cock was not already tenting the front of my trunks again. That, and I knew that this was my opportunity.
I stopped by the golf bags, examining the pink, blue, and green plush animal club covers that I knew had to be hers. "Where's your membership here in town?" I asked intently.
"We canceled our local membership almost two years ago," Linda replied. "It was so far away that we never used it. It is so damned frustrating that there is nothing close. That's why we golf so much when we travel."
"Listen," I said, "I may have an investment opportunity for you."
Linda immediately took an apologetic but dismissive tone. "Investment? Um... I'm a day-trader, not what you'd call an actual investor. My long-term investment horizon is overnight."
"Call it a purchase then," I replied. "Hear me out. How would you like there to be a class A golf and country club just three miles from here, right on Rome-Newton Rd?"
"Excuse me?"
"Dining, workout facility, aquatic center, tennis, and 18 holes of rolling green golf, designed to be long enough to handle the best length that modern drivers can dish out. All surrounded by new medium to large homes, townhomes, and maybe a park. Interested?"
"You want to sell me a membership in an imaginary golf club?" laughed Linda.
"I have the complete business plan," I replied dead seriously, which was difficult because I was speaking to a totally naked woman with a figure like Barbie's. "Every phase is planned and budgeted. Sale of founding equity memberships and then real estate will fund each phase. Most importantly, I have an option to buy the necessary land!"
"But..." prompted Linda, beginning to be intrigued.
"But I need bridge capital for the original land purchase," I replied, letting the stress I felt finally sound through in my voice. "I need to find a group of investors who can fund that initial buy. In real estate terms, it will be a very short term limited partnership, closing out with all capital returned plus profit in ten to fifteen months. The club itself will be developed and run by a separate LLC."
"I think that there will be a bidding war on those initial memberships for a club around here, and the home lots and townhomes will sell like crazy," pondered Linda. "How much are you looking to raise?"
"In total?" I asked. She nodded. I winced and told her the whole amount I'd need to raise from the entire partnership pool.
Linda whistled, and tapped her teeth idly as she thought. "I think I could swing that," she finally decided.
'The whole fucking thing?' was my thought. "It would simplify the paperwork considerably if I only needed one investor," was my casual reply.
Just like that, we were negotiating. If I had thought that selling an idea to a naked woman was surreal, negotiating a business deal with one was putting me at a severe disadvantage. I maneuvered the discussion to a point where I could excuse myself to get my laptop in order to illustrate the business plan. Thankfully, when I returned, Linda had dressed fully. That gave me at least a chance in the negotiations.
I still ended up giving her more than I had privately anticipated when I conceived of the partnership idea. When the seed partnership closed out, she would get her whole initial investment back, in cash, and her profits would come in an ownership stake in the permanent LLC that would own the club. A big enough stake to hurt, but the chance to lock down the money all in one swoop was worth trading return for certainty.
It would take a couple of weeks, and an unholy number of billable hours for my new lawyers to get the paperwork completed, but I had the deal done that afternoon. My club would be a reality.
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Things proceeded smoothly with my business plan. Once Linda and I had finished with the lawyers on the limited partnership, they immediately went to work billing me for setting up the closing on the Baker farm where I would build my country club.
I made no moves of any kind before the closing, not wanting to have another developer find out the land was available and try to queer my deal. The day after we closed, I began to assemble the team I was going to need, both before and after the club opened. My first need was a real estate firm to handle the sale of home lots and the townhomes the club would build. I had done a lot of research beforehand and had been delighted to see that the same firm that employed Lee, my agent who helped me with my own house, would be an excellent fit. I contacted Lee, who was excited, flattered and avaricious to learn of my interest. It took just a week to structure a relationship with her and her partners. The deal definitely raised Lee's importance at her firm as well. We worked together quite a bit on the outline for subdividing the home sites around the proposed course, to ensure we had the best breakdown for the market. Lee, along with the rest of her team, convinced me that I was envisioning too many townhouses, and we changed about half the acreage I had intended to allocate to that housing into constructing a small neighborhood of "patio" homes instead. While we couldn't actually lay out actual lots until the course was designed, we had a lot of planning we could do already.
It all meant that Lee and I spent a lot of time together, usually at her office. One afternoon, I wanted to show her how well I had set up the house that she had sold me. We had a big argument about how much land I needed for club facilities like the pool and tennis, versus a few more building lots that would make her money. After we toured my house, we had a much more productive discussion on the issue and I ended up making a few small concessions that were reasonable. Once that was all settled, we also ended up making the beast with two backs on my living room couch, just to prove to Lee that it wasn't just my back yard that was sexy.
Then we had more sex out in the aforementioned backyard, in the exact same spot where she had convinced me to buy the house, way back when. I was really liking that particular patch of grass.
After Lee left, I realized that sex with her was always accompanied by her pretty much getting her way, whether before, during, or after. I reflected that my boss Cathy's corporate rule of absolutely no sex with or between employees was really wise. I would have to implement it myself.
This sucked because of a lot of the people I was thinking of hiring were also very enjoyable sexual partners. It was a long time before operations began, but I wanted to get a number of my key employees and department heads on my payroll early, if only as consultants, so they could help me make sure their areas were constructed and equipped the way they would want. I wondered how many One Last Hurrah passes I was going to issue myself in the coming months....
The first facility I needed to address was the golf course itself. After all, that would be the spinal column of the whole club, recreationally and residentially. Since I was still a total noob at golf, it was a good thing I knew just the person I wanted to be the Head Pro. Charlie had been laboring hard to whip my brand new game into some semblance of shape (on orders from my current boss) for a while now. I gave her a call and pleaded for her time, in addition to my regular weekly lesson, to take me around a full 18 holes in advance of the impending corporate employee golf outing. We found a time that was mutually available and I had a couple of hours with her to myself to recruit her.
Charlie always found a way to make ordinary golf attire look vaguely naughty, and the day we were scheduled for 18 was no exception. She wore a short, pleated pink skirt, just long enough to keep from flashing anyone when she bent over to address the ball, and a very form-fitting kelly green collared top, with none of the buttons buttoned. Her long hair was pulled back and held by her white, club-logoed visor. She truly knew how to keep my attention, even though I had only once gotten into her (at the time) rain-sodden pants.
She waved at me as she pulled our cart up to the clubhouse, both our club bags already on the back. "I just checked the weather," she leaned over and said quietly as I slid into the passenger seat. "Looks like nothing but sunshine today."
"Way to start the round with a bummer comment," I replied with (only slightly) exaggerated glumness, and she laughed as we sped off to the first tee.
Once we teed off on the second hole, I turned to Charles and went into my pitch. "I have a non-rain related proposition for you," I began, then explained my project, finishing by asking her if she would be interested in the head pro position.
Charlie almost missed the bridge over a creek she was so excited. After swerving back onto the path, she didn't bother saying that she was interested, she just started asking questions about the project. "Who is designing the course?" she asked intently.
"I don't have a designer yet," I replied. I explained my desire to hire her immediately as a part-time consultant until I could bring her on full-time, and that I intended for her to guide the process. "I don't suppose you have any experience with hiring a designer?" I added.
"Actually, I do!" she replied as I got out to take my second shot (her ball was 60 yards ahead of mine). "I have a great one in mind and have some personal experience assisting him on designing two different courses. He is a former professor of mine, and I worked on his team when I was in school. You won't have heard of him, but he has ghost-designed a lot of courses with big name architects. He's the real deal."
By the sixth green, she had asked me a host of questions that I had never even considered. They centered on what I envisioned for the course, and she gave me some good guidance on those same questions. By the time I had extricated myself from the deep bunker beside the green on number eight, we had agreed on terms for her to confidentially consult on the project, with a rider to bring her on full-time before we opened. By the tenth green, I had called my lawyers and they were busily billing me even more hours to draw up the contract.
I finished my round of 18 with an impressive five pars and a number of double bogeys we shall not discuss here. Traci wanted to see the land immediately, so I fucked off to Starbucks to wait while she had her last lesson of the day. "He's a high school senior who spends more time staring at my ass than you do," Traci laughed. An hour and a half later, I picked her up and drove us out to the former Baker Farm.
It looked a bit weird. The fields had been harvested, and the tractors and other heavy mechanical equipment sent to an auction house. The silos had been emptied and were halfway disassembled. They would be gone entirely by next week.
Charlie looked around the massive expanse of land. I'll admit, I mostly looked at Charlie. We spend a while talking about the geography, and how to layout the course to maximize course-side homesites. As we wandered around, she became more and more excited at the farm's potential, and at the chance to be the big dog at a brand new club.
At last, as the sun began to set, we returned to my car, parked by the now empty stables. Charlie wandered inside idly, as if reluctant to leave the overall site of her future golf empire. I followed. She looked into the feed room at the huge piles of hay that would never be eaten. She turned to me and her smile betrayed a different kind of excitement. "It's never rained on us since that one day," she said, stepping right in front of me. "But 800 acres provides even more privacy. Ever had a 'roll in the hay'?" she asked, making air quotes with her fingers.
"As a matter of fact, I have," I replied, a pleasant leer on my face.
"No way! Really?" she challenged, giving me a playful shove in the chest. I stepped back a half step and she followed, her outstretched hands transitioning from shove to a caress of my shoulders. "Tell me all about it. I'm fascinated," she breathed.
My cock was getting distinctly uncomfortable, trying to straighten itself in my pants. I reached up... and grasped Charlie's wrists regretfully, gently removing them from my shoulders. I had remembered my resolution about sex with employees. Through semi-gritted teeth, I explained the problem to her.
"Yeah. That sounds like a good idea, really," replied Charlie. "However," she went on, stepping forward to press herself against me, "I don't work for you yet!"
Her delicate breasts rubbed against me as she brushed a quick, inviting kiss on my lips.
It was a loophole. I could live with that. Time to issue myself one of those last hurrah hall passes.
In a swift move, I reached down and slid my hands up the back her thighs, under her skirt, and grasped her small, tight, panty-clad ass, lifting her up. She squealed a little as I marched forward with her into the feed room, and then she squealed a lot as I tossed her into a soft pile of the hay. I looked down at her with a grin, and she looked up at me in mock indignation. We paused like that for a beat, then began to feverishly race each other to strip ourselves naked.
Somehow, despite lying on her back, Charlie beat me to the finish, if only by a second or two. She had managed to stand up in the process, and now it was her turn to push me back into the hay. I bounced down in the pile and Charlie followed me down, straddling me. I lifted my hands to toy with her tasty, petite breasts, but Charlie was squirming her hips, stroking my dick with her smoothly shaven pussy.
"Oh, that feels so good!" I murmured. I began to push myself up, saying, "I am going to so devour that hot, wet pussy of yours."
"Nope," answered Charlie, pushing me back down. "Last time, I barely got the slightest taste of that magnificent club of yours inside me. I am not going to chance another interruption!" With that, she reached down and lifted my shaft with her fingertips, pointed it upward and slowly, in steps, lowered herself down. I moaned loudly as she enclosed me in the warm, almost hot, tight embrace of her pussy.
Charlie moaned in turn as started sliding up and down on me. She did have a little trouble getting leverage in the deep, soft hay, and I grasped her deliciously slender hips to help her pump atop me. And pump she did, with gusto. The feed room was not nearly so hot as it had been the afternoon that Rae and I had had our roll in this same hay, but Charlie and I were still quickly bathed in sweat as we screwed each other.
"Oh. Hell. I . Am. So. Going. To. Come. So. Hard!" gasped Charlie, in staccato rhythm with her pumps atop me. I could feel her pussy spasming around my cock and knew she was right and imminently so. I thrust my hips upward against and in time with her, making the strokes of my cock in and out of her go nearly my entire length with each pass. "Oh yes! YES!" she screamed and I could feel wave after wave of bliss race through her entire body, radiating outward from our interface.
Charlie collapsed atop me, gasping. "That was amazing! I've been waiting for the chance to finally fuck you properly." she growled into my shoulder.
"And yet, it's not quite over," I replied, rolling her over underneath me without ever letting my raging cock slip from inside her. It was my turn to control the pace as I fucked her almost desperately, feeling my own release sweeping up in my groin.
"Come on," exhorted Charlie beneath me. "Come on! Come inside me! Hard!"
In what only seemed like an instant, I complied. I shouted loudly as spume surged up my cock, gushing into her depths in multiple powerful sprays. Charlie practically screamed beneath me as she felt my cum surging out inside her. "That was fucking amazing!" she gasped as I collapsed, momentarily boneless, atop her. "We are so going to do that some more! Today. Before I sign that contract."
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In the days following the finalization of the land purchase for my country club development project, I continued to search for and lock down crucial employees. The course designer that Charlie, my pro had recommended had indeed been enthusiastic about the project and was on-board. The designer and Charlie were working away with the civil engineering outfit I had found to lay out the course and plan roads and subdivision maps. A separate architect was designing the clubhouse and surrounding supporting facilities like tennis courts and the extensive pool facility I envisioned.
Meanwhile, I was still working my hardest at my existing sales job, and had decided the time wasn't quite right yet to reveal my plans to my boss Cathy. This meant that I had been burning the candle at both ends a fair amount when our company's employee golf outing rolled around. I was tasked with riding with the boss, so she could gauge my efforts so far at learning the game.
The good news was that I played pretty well. I actually got through seventeen holes at just 15 over par, which I though was pretty good for someone who had only been playing (and reluctantly at first) for a few months. The less said about the eighteenth and its various water hazards, the better. Further good news was that being paired with Cathy gave me a hitherto undreamt of opportunity to watch her twisting, stretching, and of course bending over for literally hours. My boss had been blessed with an absolutely banging figure and a lovely face that was further illuminated by her considerable intelligence. And she was an absolute master of dressing in a way that incited raging desire while never being remotely overtly sexy. For this event, she was sporting a pair of quite form-fitting capri golf pants in pink, green, and yellow plaid, and a matching pink sleeveless pull-over top with an enchanting v-neck that was JUST shallow enough to not show any cleavage, even when she bent over to address the ball. It was a tease that actually increased the sexiness of her admirably formed torso.
The bad news was that I was tired, and Cathy ribbed me more times that was really comfortable about my yawning.
We talked throughout the day about my conversion to the Church of Golf. Each time the subject came up, things would always circle back to Cathy telling me that she had told me so. I kept feeling a little guilty that her pressing me to take up the game was going result in me leaving her company. To stave that off, I harped on how long a drive it was for both of us to get to her club. The club I was going to begin construction on shortly would be the only such facility on our side of the city. I really hoped that the convenience of the facility I was going to offer would appeal to her enough for her to forgive me.
My angst- (and minor boner-) inspiring round of golf with Cathy complete, I turned back to my recruitment drive in the limited spare time I had available. Some hires were no-brainers. My personal trainer Courtney was an example. By running my fitness center, she could add a nice salary and benefits to her training earnings. The club would buy virtually all the equipment she had in her little dojo. And she would certainly help recruit new members from among her existing clients.
Some of my other choices were more risky, or harder to recruit. Recruiting Nikki, the owner of my favorite bakery and café, was both. Risky, because while she would absolutely kill all the casual but most important daily food items for a golf club, Nikki had no banquet experience since her culinary school days. It was also risky because she was an enthusiastic nudist, and I had to be sure that she would not decide to dress (or not) at my club like she did in the kitchen of her own cafe. The hard part was that she had been her own boss for a long time. Finally she agreed, after much cajoling.
Another hard sell was convincing my intended pool manager to take the job. Monique was, in my opinion, the best dancer at the best strip club in the city. She also was smart as a whip, swam in college, and was great with people. The problem was that I had to convince her to take a pay cut. Job security, corporately useful experience, and the opportunity to finish her degree in the winters finally convinced her.
I know it sounds like I was just hiring hot women with whom I'd had sex, as if I was assembling a harem. I was actually doing the opposite. I had learned from Cathy and my time at her company of the importance of absolutely forbidding relationships with or between employees. I was actually giving up a large portion of my current sexual opportunities, not expanding them. In one or two cases, we availed ourselves of the 'last chance loophole' before actually signing any contracts, but I was significantly diminishing my current horizons.
I also was hiring plenty of men, like our future tennis director and our greenskeeper. And yes, I made sure that they could stand up to all the gorgeous women I was hiring in the looks department. I didn't want anything to be unfair for the women members!
The only big position I had left to fill while I was still in the design phase was a really good bar manager. But I knew who I wanted. Tonya was the lead bartender at a nice little cocktail bar a customer had turned me on to recently. She was a dab hand at cocktails, was charming, and knew how to manage the logistics behind a bar. And of course, she was very easy on the eyes.
I had been stopping there for a drink fairly frequently, but while I was plenty attracted to her, I'd never encountered an opportunity to try anything serious. It was a good bar so of course there were always customers. I had some reason to think she might well be open to a play though. We always flirted, and while Tonya flirted with most male customers, I had determined that she tended to flirt longer and more earnestly with me.
One day, I was leaving my real estate firm's offices, which were near Tonya's bar. It was hours before the place opened, but I noticed the front door propped open by a small hand dolly. Peeking through the door, I saw Tonya opening boxes of liquor sitting on the bar. If she was working alone, this might be the perfect opportunity for all manner of propositions....
I pushed the door open, and Tonya immediately called out, "I'm sorry, we are clo... Oh hi! Come on in. And pull in the dolly, will you? I was using it to keep the door open, and forgot it when I was done." I stepped inside and let the door close fully behind me. It sure sounded like we were alone.
"I was walking by with some time on my hands, and saw the door," I said as I wandered over to the bar. "Anything I can help with?"
"I've got a ton of bottles to find space for up on the back bar. Think you'd mind handing them up to me?" Tonya asked with a grin that communicated that she damned well knew I'd love to do that. The wall of the back bar was huge and high, and filled with an incredible selection of liquors and liqueurs. There was a rolling library ladder so staff could climb to reach the upper shelves. Looking up at Tonya when she climbed that ladder was always a highlight of coming to this bar. And she was well aware of my fandom. She had noted playfully on more than one occasion that I never ordered any drink there that did not require at least one bottle from a high shelf.
"I've got the boxes located roughly where the bottles inside need to go," Tonya went on. "Just come around behind the bar and start handing them up to me!" I had never been behind the bar, of course, but I made my way there with alacrity. Tonya slid the ladder to one end and mounted it easily. Since it was long before opening, she was not dressed in her usual working garb that included her soft, black, form-fitting trousers. Instead, she just had on a loose, untucked t-shirt and a pair of very tight white shorts. They were short enough, in fact, that a good finger's breadth of bare skin was visible above where her firm thighs transitioned smoothly into the curve of her ass. This was going to be a very scenic favor I was doing!
We quickly got into a rhythm, with her atop the ladder, stepping down a rung or two to take a bottle I handed up to her, and then re-ascending as needed to find a spot for it. The view was even better than I had thought. Her loose t-shirt dangled from the tent created by her bra-free breasts, giving me an occasional view up at some tasty-looking underboob. Pretty early on, I thought she caught me staring up her shirt, but said nothing. I became convinced she had caught me in short order when she started leaning over more than necessary, and at the right angles to give me even better looks.
After a bit, she pushed the ladder down toward the other end of the wall and we resumed our work in tandem. Tonya kept having to go up and down the ladder an awful lot to reach the bottles I was handing up. So I started grabbing a high rung, and pulling myself up to hand the bottles to her. This worked well, and we proceeded. But then she started leaning out further to the side. This simultaneously gave me a better show up her shirt, and slid her hip and thigh to the edge of the ladder. That meant that the only place I could grab the thing to get the bottles up to her was between her legs. Pretty far up between her legs. I went for it, and if she had any reaction, it was a slight smile.
After a few transfers with my ladder hand inches below her crotch, I handed up another bottle. Tonya took it and looked around for a place to put it. She shook her head and came down a rung to reach a lower shelf. This practically buried my hand in her barely clad snatch.
And she made exactly zero reaction.
She seemed intent on not putting any bottles on higher shelves after that though. She just kept working the level she was on, rubbing her crotch against my fingers as she leaned back and forth. All too soon I was handing the last bottle and told her that was it. Taking the bottle, she looked me in the eyes as gave she herself the most blatant rub against my hand yet, then leaned way over above me and tried it in several perfectly suitable locations before she settled it on a shelf with a sigh. She pulled herself up slightly, releasing my hand. I stepped off the ladder and she hopped down to the floor beside me.
"Well!" she exclaimed. "You just cost me a workout, but saved me a shit-ton of work! Whatever," she asked meaningfully, "will I do with all this unexpected free time I have?"
"I have some ideas," I murmured, equally meaningfully, as I reveled in her come-on.
"Really? Do they have anything to do with what you were looking at?"
"And felt?" I replied. "I don't think I could have any ideas, of any kind, about anything ELSE right now."
"I'm fascinated by these ideas," Tonya said, practically with a leer on her face. "Do go on."
"The first thing I think we should do it take off that t-shirt of yours. It's awfully nice," I said, reaching out and tugging very gently on the bottom of the garment. Tonya just raised her arms above her head. "And I wouldn't want to to get wet or sticky or anything." I slowly and smoothly tugged the shirt upwards, pausing for just a moment when her delicious boobs popped free. When I had it up above her head, Tonya took over and swung the shirt completely off. She bundled it up and set it on the bar. Then she leaned back against it, thrusting her lovely breasts toward me.
"So, do you have a better view of what you were looking at now?" Tonya asked with a grin.
"Since I can hardly take my eyes off them, I'd say indubitably!" I replied. They were exceptionally nice breasts. Just over a handful each, they were soft but bouncy, with tiny nipples that were perking up nicely. "My next idea is to play with theses fantastic boobies!" I added. I reached out and caressed her soft, yielding curves.
"Excellent idea," said Tonya, straightening up against me, trapping my hands upon her breasts. Then she kissed me gently. I kissed her back gently as well, my hands gently working the flesh of her delicious tits. She took a deep, chest-swelling breath, and slid her tongue between my lips. She probed around my mouth and I practically sucked on her tongue.
Torn between glorious options, I finally broke off our kiss and bent down to suckle on first one, then the other of her quivering breasts. I buried my face between them, kissing and licking their curves. I slid my hands down her bare torso to her hips, then clasped her tight round, shorts clad ass. Tonya stood on tiptoe in response. Feeling the bare edge of her ass below her shorts, I slipped finger or two up under the shorts to tease her bare, curvaceous flesh.
"I have ideas too," Tonya practically panted, pulling her boobs (temporarily, I hoped) from my face and loosening then removing my tie. I kept a firm clasp on her backside as she made quick work my buttons, until she slid my shirt off over my shoulders. She ran her fingers up my chest, then wrapped her arms around my neck. Our bare chests pressed tightly against each other and we kissed again, though this time I made sure my tongue was doing its share of the exploring.
Her hands slipped from behind my neck and slid down to the waistband of my trousers. She slipped open the button and let her hand slide inside. My cock was raging at full attention and it filled her grasp. Tonya pulled away from our deep, extended kiss and panted, "Not only are you cute, you are HUNG!"
She slipped my trousers and underwear free of my hips, disentangled the underwear from my hard-on, and knelt down as they fell to my ankles. She caressed my cock as she examined it. Then she looked up into my eyes as she slowly and tortuously dragged her tongue along my shaft from balls to the aching tip. It took her fabulously forever, ending her journey with a long, wet, enclosing kiss of the tip.
She kept her eyes on mine as she slurped upon me eagerly, both hands caressing the base of my shaft. Then she looked down at my cock, measuring it with her eyes and her hands. I would not be anything special at all among porn stars, but I am well above average among normal guys. "I've got to try it," muttered Tonya, shifting her position to take my shaft into her mouth. She slid in several inches, then began bobbing her head back and forth, letting her throat relax a bit more each time she slurped more of me into her mouth. She slowed and stopped, letting me pop free of her mouth as she gagged for air. She had almost taken all of me. "Almost," she gasped, reaching for me again.
"Uh uh," I countered, pulling her to her feet. "My turn!" I tugged open the fly of her shorts and pulled them down to reveal the pink thong she wore under them. I began to run my finger softly along the edges of the tiny garment, diving down to her crotch, then back up and around a hip and around her back to follow it where it slipped down deep between her scrumptious ass cheeks. I then squeezed her cheeks with both hands and she giggled. While the thong was fun, it really had to go however, and I pushed it down and off after her shorts. Her bush was neither shaven nor shaped, but she did keep it trimmed short. "Upsie daisy!" I said, lifting her up to sit on the the bartop. Tonya giggled and squirmed for a moment in mock shyness before she invitingly spread her legs for me. I bent.
Her aroma was rich in my nostrils as I kissed around her abdomen and thighs. My fingers caressed her labia, then spread them gently. I relented in my teasing kisses and directly licked her slit slowly between my spreading fingers. That drew a sharp gasp from Tonya and she began to run her fingers through my hair. I thrust my tongue deeper within her and she began to repeat, "Please!" It started as a whisper, then grew louder. By the time I moved from licking her lips to kissing her swollen clit, the pleases became cries, then shouts. Suddenly, she was incoherent and her hips bucked hard. I found my face drenched as she came, and came hard.
Tonya collapsed back across the bar, her head hanging over the other side. I came up for air and leaned forward to enjoy caressing her heaving bosom as she fought to gather her breath. When she had done so, I climbed up next to her on the broad wooden top. She looked up at me, her eyes uncrossing as she smiled. I smiled a sticky smile in turn and gently swung her around to lie lengthwise on the bar. I spread her legs and knelt between them, bending to massage and suckle once more on her breasts.
She rolled her head back to enjoy for a moment or so, before her hand found its way to my cock again. She caressed it, then stroked it eagerly. After we mutually toyed with each other for a bit, her fingers moved to trace circles around my glans, while her other hand lifted my chin to look up at her.
"I want to suck this thing again," she growled, tugging on the thing in question.
"I haven't even had a cocktail and you want my to tip you?" I asked archly.
She laughed grudgingly. "This may be the first time I haven't hated hearing any form of that joke! But," she added sternly, tugging harder, "come up here and let me have another try!"
I moved upward from between her legs to straddle her chest, my cock swinging right over Tonya's face. She stuck out her tongue, reached up atop clasp the base of my shaft with her fingertips, and swung my cock back and forth over her tongue languorously. After the first few passes, her tongue began to curl around my cock as she waved it over her face. She teased me like this for a bit before she grasped me more firmly and sucked my tip into her mouth, raising her head to take me in. Within her mouth, her tongue continued it torturous sweeps across my head, and her hand began to jack up and down my shaft. Unable to restrain myself, I thrust my hips forward a little pressing my cock further into her mouth, then pulled back. Tonya looked up at me and uttered a command. It was hopelessly garbled because my cock still occupying her mouth, but it was clear from the context thatch wanted my to thrust some more. Carefully, I complied. My cock slipped in and out between her lips and it felt glorious. Without realizing it, I started pushing harder, faster and deeper, and suddenly Tonya was choking.
I pulled all the way out immediately, and apologized profusely. "Don't," Tonya gasped, "Don't apologize, and don't stop! Just give me a second," she added determinedly. But I could see she needed a break to gather herself.
I took the opportunity to wiggle my way backwards a little to where I could take my cock and rub it over the warmth of her seriously lovely tatas. They were soft and firm when I pressed my dick into their curves, and I groaned happily when I pressed my shaft in between their curves.
However, Tonya soon demanded that I return to action and I worked my way forward again. She took me into her mouth once more and resumed alternately sucking my head and breathing out softly around it. I could not help slowly thrusting again, and she, perhaps unwisely, began to encourage me to greater efforts by grabbing my ass and pulling me into her. She determinedly took a little bit more of me with each thrust, squeezing my buttocks merrily.
But either she or I reached too far and again she was choking. I pulled out again, looking down at her to make sure she was not truly distressed. "Sorry!" I exclaimed. "This feels amazing as is. You don't..."
Tonya raised an admonishing finger to interrupt me. In between gasps, she growled, "Quit apologizing! This is a CHALLENGE!"
I slid backward again while she steeled herself for another attempt to deep-throat me, and dangled my cock once more between her tits. I started sliding up and down and clasped her outer curves, pressing her breasts together around my thrusting cock.



As I grooved to the soft enclosure of her tits, Tonya looked down at my idly thrusting cock and up at me. "You just want to fuck my tits, don't you?" she challenged.
"I want to fuck your tits," I replied, not pausing my efforts in that vein. "I want to fuck your mouth. I want to fuck YOU!"
Tonya had easily regained her breath this time and replied archly, "All three? In one afternoon? My, aren't you confident in your stamina?"
"With someone who is as hot as you?" I replied. "I. Can. Make. It. Happen," I replied, punctuating each word with a thrust.
Tonya literally looked at her watch. "I guess we got time. OK, Mister Braggart, prove it!" with that she pushed my hands off her breasts and pressed them together against my thrusting penis herself. I really could not contain my eagerness and started thrusting harder, almost wildly. I was pushing so hard and far that Tonya lifted her head as far as she could and stuck out that long magical tongue. The head of my cock just brushed her tongue at the apex of several thrusts, and I paused on the next one to let her circle my glans for a second. But I could not hold that pose and slid back an inch or two as she let her head arch back to rest. She began to jiggle her breasts along my shaft and I thrust between them hard and harder. I could feel my balls tighten and I grunted a joyful warning.
Shuddering, I froze at deepest thrust as I spewed forth a long rush of jizz which burst forth from between her breasts like water from a broken dam. It was my turn to gasp for breath as my back arched, my cock throbbed, and my mind took a few to reboot.
I looked down at a smiling Tonya and the wide, sticky sheen of cum across her chest in which my barely softening cock lay. "That is impressive," she murmured, enjoying the mess herself. She swept up a large gob on a finger and went to suck it clean. But she paused before putting it in her mouth and instead reached for a nearby cleaner towel. "I was promised a direct deposit," she warned me, cleaning herself and me off. "I'll wait for that!"
In order to give my apparatus a chance recover, I slid down the bar and back between her legs. I lowered my face to her sex and proceeded to buy myself some time. Her fingers ran through my hair as I enjoyed her flavors and aromas once more.
My goal was to see if I could get her to scream even louder than the first time.
She did not.
But her hips sure did buck and thrash a lot more than my first visit to the Y. Better, the aftershocks when she was done went on and on, and the sight of her stomach and thighs quivering so beautifully put the finishing touches on my fresh erection.
We both sat up on the bar top and shared a long, lingering kiss. It did not seem to bother Tonya that her juices were all over my face while we did. She also began to stroke my cock once more, and it pulsed eagerly under her caress.
"I need a new angle," she muttered and slid off the bar to kneel on a bar stool. "Lie down," she instructed me. When I did so, she was in a position to look down toward my legs as she addressed my cock from above this time. She tickled my balls and then my taint this time as she began to slurp on my glans. Soon she was taking my deeper into her mouth with each bob of her head. The new angle did indeed let more of my significant endowment slide into her mouth and on into her throat. She was patient this time, and kept working. Her determination was an incredible turn on and pretty soon I was wobbling on the edge, holding back with all my might.
She managed most of it. She pulled me free of her mouth to gather her breath for another try, but I gasped a warning that she had run out of time. Quickly, Tonya slipped a couple of inches back into her mouth and sucked on it urgently, her hand pumping my shaft below. I had not been kidding. My self control lost its grip and I again reveled in the sensation of my cum bursting forth, this time in the welcoming confines of her mouth. It was certainly not the prodigious first offering I had made, but she still had to make a significant effort to keep it all within her mouth. I shuddered into a state of complete relaxation on the bar top. I watched Tonya as she slipped my cock from her mouth and seemed to actually swirl my jizz around in her mouth before swallowing, as if she were tasting fine wine! She nodded approvingly and smiled at me as she bent to clean off my cock, first with her lips and tongue, then with a fresh bar towel.
She stood from the bar stool and leaned over me to deliver a long, passionate kiss. This time it was the flavors of my secretions that were traded between her lips.
"Get up!" she commanded, slapping the bar stool. "I've got to make us a cocktail. We both need to recover before the finale!" I slid off the bar to the proffered stool, while Tonya went around behind the bar again. She started making two Manhattans. She added the vermouth and bitters to the crystal mixing jar, then said, her eyes sparkling, "I better get your favorite rye whiskey...." With that, she turned and began climbing the ladder once more to get the bottle form the top shelf. I let my eyes roam up her legs to her delicious ass and crotch still glistening with her own juices. At the top, she turned to wave the bottle at me, and I drank in her swaying breasts above me. She took her time returning to the ground and my eyes stayed glued to her every move.
If you have never had a gorgeous naked bartender make you and herself a delicious drink in the middle of vigorous sexual activity... well, let's just say I suggest you try.
God, that was an awesome cocktail. Seriously. Tonya always used a different bitters from an unmarked bottle in her Manhattans, and she would never tell me what it was. I think I was awarded an extra dash that day.
We savored those drinks as we stared into each other's eyes as we sat beside each other at the bar. I was determined to keep my eyes on hers, rather than simply oggle her fantastic naked form, and while I succeeded (mostly) the effort was a real turn-on. I could sense the blood surging back into my penis. With each beat of my pulse, it swelled a tiny bit, hardening and tilting upward. I felt every pulse.
Tonya was apparently not as good at keeping her gaze on mine as I was on hers, because she noticed my budding erection when it was barely halfway to fruition. "These are indeed refreshing drinks," she murmured, downing her last sip. Then she slid the glass to the side and reached out a finger to barely brush my pulsing glans.
I had more cocktail enjoy, and I did so slowly, while Tonya teased my cock as it swept upward inexorably to full attention. I drained the final drop and Tonya gently took the empty from my fingers. Giving my now throbbing penis a last, lingering caress, she stood and slid our glasses well down the bar. Then she climbed back up atop the bar and reclined, gesturing me to follow her. I climbed up after her with eager anticipation.
I lowered myself between her legs and she guided my tip to her obviously eager pussy. I dragged my cock along it, barely letting the glans part her lips. Tonya grabbed my ass and pulled on it, trying to plunge me inside her, but I resisted. I slid in a tiny bit more, but when she groaned with pleasure, I withdrew once more. She pulled against my ass, and I grinned evilly as I held back. Then she simply thrust her own hips up hard and forced herself onto my cock. In turn, I relented (I could not possibly have restrained myself any longer anyway) and let my entire length slide slowly into her.
"Oh, FUCK yeah," one of us gasped... probably me. She was hot and wet and tight, and the feeling of sliding in and out of her silken confines was stunning. I braced myself up on straightened arms so I could look down on Tonya's pretty face and soft, bouncing boobs, jiggling with each thrust I made into her. Despite the lovely view beneath me, my perception was diminishing to not much more than the physical sensation of pumping in and out of her sex. Everything between my legs tightened and I could not have held off the coming orgasm had I wanted to.
I gargled incoherently as I felt the explosion erupt inside Tonya, my pleasure-overloaded cock suddenly surrounded by a different moist warmth, that of my jizz filling her. She was not quite there, and I kept thrusting earnestly, but the sudden outflow of my fulfillment and my near incoherent groans pushed her into fulfillment and she too came again. And again. I collapsed atop her, my face buried in her neck and her hands still grasping my ass. We both lay there, breathing heavily until we both froze at the sound of a crisp apple being bitten!
We both snapped our heads to the side to see Tonya's assistant bartender, Sheila. She was leaning against the back bar, legs crossed. We stared at her wordlessly as she chewed her bite of apple. Then she bit it again, holding it in her mouth this time so she could clap her hands in slow, deliberate applause. She then stood up and wordlessly grabbed our empty glasses, placing them by the wash sink. Taking another bite of her apple, she turned and walked off to the back. "Tonya?" she called over her shoulder, "Could you clean the bartop? I think I'm going out back to have a cigarette!" We would have heard the back door click, had we both not been laughing hysterically.
I looked down at Tonya, my cock still impaling her and forged ahead. "Actually, I have ANOTHER proposition for you..."
She said yes to that one, too.
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I looked at the marketing brochure mock-up in my hands. It was as perfect as I could make it. Printed on the highest quality stock, filled with beautiful illustrations, and selling a perfect product, I expected it to do its job admirably. It was time to publicly announce the founding of the Baker's Fields Golf and Country Club, the only private golf and athletic club on the entire west side of the city. The time had come to start selling the ultra-exclusive Founder's Memberships which would fund the next phase of development.
That meant it was time for other major changes.
I would have to quit my excellent, well-paying job. So far, I had kept the development project out of the public eye, and burnt the candle at both ends is I could still perform to or above expectations at CKE Materials. But my name and face were right there in the brochure as Managing Director. And once I buckled down to selling Founding Memberships, then Equity Memberships, then Golf Memberships, and eventually Social, Fitness, and other memberships, I would no longer have time for both endeavors. And I did not want my boss to hear about my departure from anyone other than me.
Not only was this going to be an expensive move for me, I had been making bank at CKE since they hired me, but I was very worried that my co-workers and especially my boss would see this as a betrayal. While my college training was in resort and leisure management, my knowledge of, and affection for, golf itself had been paid for entirely on the company dime.
The good opinion of the owner Cathy was very important to me. She had been a mentor to me. She had challenged me repeatedly, and I had learned for certain that I could rise to those and other challenges. She was a good boss to the whole company and was the object of fierce loyalty among her employees, including me. She was funny, and charismatic.
And she was smoking hot. Let's not forget that. Cathy was, to my calculation, the hottest woman I had met in my life whom I had never tried to make a move on; one of the hottest women I had met at all, for that matter.
She was gorgeous, charismatic, funny, bawdy, and an invaluable mentor, and I was about to piss her off. The worst of it was, I wasn't sure how much I was going to piss her off. I picked up my resignation letter from my office printer, signed it, and drew a deep breath.
I had called Cathy's assistant, Sean, and he had told me that she could see me in 15 minutes. That was 12 minutes previously. This was one meeting I was not going to be early for. I was never late for anything. I walked down the hall toward her office suite.
Sean barely looked up from his computer as I ambled in, as casually as I could manage, and just held up his hand. He punched the intercom and told her I was here. I heard her tell him to send me in, and he just thumbed me toward her office.
I let one last shiver of anxiety run through me before I opened her door. I banished all physical signs of my doubts as I walked through the door. It's a damned valuable talent in so many ways. "Hi Cathy," I said brightly as I closed the door behind me. "Thanks for seeing me on short notice."
"Nothing has gone wrong today," she replied, making me wince internally, "so I have plenty of time." She looked at me with a slow, speculative smile. "What hare-brained scheme have you pulled this time that you want to warn me about?"
"Um, I have some bad news and some good news," I said seriously as I approached her desk. "The bad news first," I continued, placing the resignation letter face up on her desk.
Raising an eyebrow, Cathy picked it up. Her face darkened at the first line, but she kept reading silently. The letter lead with my resignation, followed by fulsome thanks, the usual two-weeks notice, and an offer to delay my departure for longer if she felt it was necessary for the transition. I clutched my white club brochure in my hand like a life preserver.
"What. The Actual. Fuck?" asked Cathy, looking at me intently. I could tell she wan't done, so I remained silent. "I thought you were happy here. I know you have been wildly successful here. I'm guessing you haven't been hired away, or you wouldn't... couldn't offer this weird-ass notice period. Why are you bailing?"
"An entrepreneurial opportunity arose that I just could not let get away," I replied. "I've got a new project. It is located about three miles for my house... and about a mile from yours." With that, I laid the white folder on her desk.
Cathy is a very avid golfer. It was she who had insisted, and paid for, my learning to play golf. The largest frustration in her relatively charmed life, or the largest that I knew of, was that the best golf she could find was nearly an hour from her home and almost that far from her work. Her harping on that subject had been the germ of the entire country club idea.
Her eyes widened at the pastel illustration on the cover of the brochure, and I immediately saw that she understood why I had lead with the location. She flipped open the document and started reading closely. She did not smile, but that didn't bother me. I knew her. What made me feel relieved was how intently she was reading every word. She flipped the page, and saw the caption under my name and picture. That earned me a look and she said quietly, "So it really is YOUR baby..." I simply nodded and she resumed reading.
It felt like an eternity as she absorbed and analyzed every detail. When she reached the end, she stoped, then flipped back through the whole brochure again. She looked up at me sharply and demanded, "Where is my application form for one of these Founder's Memberships?"
I very nearly passed out in relief. "I must have forgotten to put one in. You are the first person outside my organization to see that," I replied with the barest of frowns.
"Bullshit," scoffed Cathy. "You left it out intentionally to make me ask for it. The last time you forgot something in a sales environment you were running a lemonade stand."
"It did seem like a good sales move," I admitted, "but mostly I wasn't sure how mad you were going to be, and I didn't want to make it worse."
"Oh, I'm mad, just not at you!" replied Cathy, unable to keep from thumbing through the brochure while she talked. "I'm usually only mad at employees I'm firing. When someone quits, that just means I either have something to fix, or they found a great opportunity like you have. I'm mad because replacing you will be a cast iron bitch."
"I'm really sorry."
"Don't be. I'm going to profit immensely in the long run from your departure," she said evenly, giving me her undivided attention for the first time since I dangled that brochure in front of her.
"Excuse me?" I asked, a little hurt.
"Welcome to being an entrepreneur. No asset is more important to me than my own time. Not even you, buster. This country club will save me hours a week in drive time that I will be able spend at work instead. And the location will improve my off-work quality of life, letting me productively spend even more time here. Keep that lesson in mind for yourself," Cathy explained calmly. The mentor was back.
"Why are still standing?" she snapped at me, and I sank into a chair at last as she punched the intercom. "Sean, see if Phil is in the building. If he is, tell him to get his ass in here stat, would you please? Then call Audrey and tell her that her dearest wish is coming true. Yes, tell her exactly that."
"We have a lot of planning to do to get you out of here so you can make sure that project opens on time."
Twelve days into my fourteen days notice, my transition was going smoothly at last. We had found a good (or at least good enough) person to take over each of my major accounts, and we had met with the clients together to hand things over. Audrey in Accounting had danced her jig of joy when she heard I would no longer be sending her unorthodox expense account forms featuring strip clubs. I was one hundred percent caught up on my paperwork. A woman from our east coast office had been promoted to my position at headquarters and would be arriving in a day or three. All I was wondering was how long they would want me to show her the ropes before Cathy let me go and I could throw myself into the club's constructions and sales full-time. I was projecting no more than ten days, but I was worried it would be longer. If I could have been sure that Cathy would take my departure as well as she had, I'd have never offered to stick around so long.
I was tidying up my desk at the end of the day, getting ready to head home and prepare to meet a few potential buyers of memberships late that evening. The candle was burning brightly at both ends indeed. Cathy called me and asked if I could swing by her office before I left. I told her that I'd be right there.
When I arrived, Sean was just leaving for the day himself. "She doesn't have anyone in there with her right now," he told me in passing. "Just knock before you go in, in case she is on the phone." I waved goodbye and Sean headed out with his little lunchbox.
I knocked on the door, waited for an invitation, and entered. Cathy was leaning agains the front of her desk as I entered. I paused a moment to close my eyes and gather myself, as I usually did when first seeing Cathy. She had an amazing ability to look utterly, stunningly, sexy in a conservative business suit. That day she was wearing a charcoal suit with subtle fuscia pinstripes. The skirt was showing a good three inches of leg above the knee, as opposed to her usual two (I always paid close attention to every detail of Cathy's appearance), and she had her beautifully shapely legs crossed as she lent against the desk. She wore a pink men's tie in a way that was somehow very feminine, and her suit jacket was delicately tailored to her every curve, showing off her every magnificent contour without ever appearing to pull tight anywhere.
"What's up?" I asked, approaching her. We had been sending a lot of time lately, working on my departure. It had been an awesome bonus.
"I have bad news, and an explanation," said Cathy seriously.
"Oh dear," I said easily, inwardly wondering how long she was going to make me honor my offer to stick around past the obligatory two weeks. I hesitated in my approach.
"As of 5...", began Cathy, looking at her watch, "27PM today, your employment at CKE materials is officially terminated. It's been a pleasure, usually, having you work here."
"What?" I asked, definitely confused but excited for all the added time in my schedule this meant for me. "I still owe you at least two days, plus however long I need to get Patrice up and running when she gets here. And..."
"Please," snorted Cathy. "You are good, but hardly indispensable. The last items we really needed you for, you finished up for Alec today. I am therefore running you out of the building early for several reasons."
She began ticking them off on her long, ruby-nailed fingers.
"One, you bouncing around this building without any prey to hunt anymore has everyone as nervous as a cup of hot coffee."
"Two," she went on, grabbing her by now well-thumbed brochure off her desk, "Time you are spending here is time not spent on your project. I saw that my check cleared yesterday, and I personally want you putting all your efforts into making sure my fucking country club is opened on time."
"And finally," said Cathy, her voice taking on a slightly different register as she straightened up from the desk, "I am finding it increasingly irritating that I can't make a pass at a man who is still in my employ."
And I had thought I was surprised and excited BEFORE she said that last. Now I was surprised, excited, and momentarily speechless. I stood there in the middle of the floor, unmoving.
Cathy smiled at me with what my mind only much later recognized as a hint of uncertainty, and walked around her desk to sit in her high-backed chair. She leaned back and placed one magnificent leg on the desk, then slowly lifted her other one to cross atop the first. The soles of her shoes were a brilliant scarlet red. "Are those sufficient reasons for terminating your employment early?" she asked softly.
"I, uh, yes." I replied, in a serious tone. "The extra time will be a godsend. I have a lot that needs doing, but I confess a lot of time at first will be spent on simply catching up on sleep." I smiled increasingly broadly as I continued, "And as for the rest, I can assure you that I will do my level best to make sure that any passes you might make in my direction will be wildly successful!"
"Good..." purred Cathy the edge of doubt I had not recognized gone from her voice.
Did she mean here? Now?
One way to find out. I approached her desk, walking around it and sitting on the edge, right beside her legs. For the first time, I allowed myself to openly appreciate her appearance. I had previously been forced to satisfy myself with brief looks and furtive glances, and they had left me with indelible images of each of her outstanding features, but now I let myself drink her in from head to toe in a long, frankly hungry, appraisal. Most of all, I longingly gazed at her lovely face. I knew her eyes intimately, of course, since I had always focused my eyes on hers like a laser when we conversed, terrified about where my gaze would otherwise wander. But the rest of her visage was equally delightful. She possessed a long, graceful neck, a sharp, delicate jawline, a strong nose (with nostrils currently flaring under my gaze), a wide, lively mouth with subtle, rich red polished lips, and of course those violet eyes. And they were all illuminated by her lively intelligence and charisma.
Currently her features were also illuminated by desire, as I'm sure were mine.
Of course, at that moment, Cathy's desk phone rang.
I glanced back at the caller ID. "Shit!" I exclaimed. "It's Petersen, the goddamned OSHA guy." I knew Cathy had to take the call. Petersen was simultaneously the biggest pain in the ass Cathy had, and the hardest to get ahold of. Cathy grimaced and gestured for me to hand her the receiver. She was placing a finger to her smiling lips in a 'shhh' as she took it from me.
"Frank!" she exclaimed into the phone. "What is the hardest working bureaucrat in government doing calling me at 5:30 in the evening? Shouldn't you be long gone from the office by now?"
Shit. Shit. Shit. I had never spoken to Frank Petersen, but I knew his reputation. The guy was congenitally incapable of getting to the point, or of letting anyone else get to it either. Cathy was going to be on the phone for a while. I did not want this magical... no, miraculous... moment to slip away. I smiled at her and she smiled back frustratedly.
I looked down at her legs crossed on the desk beside me and I idly began to trace my fingers up and down her calves. Cathy's eyebrow shot up, but her smile only grew. I had honestly not realized that her legs were bare until I touched them, they were so smooth. She was either a dedicated shaver, or she kept the entirety of her legs waxed smooth. As I continued to stroke and caress those calves, I hungrily wondered what else she kept waxed, and in what configuration.
Petersen had apparently not gotten much past 'hello' in his interminable way, when I began to move my explorations of Cathy's legs northward. Her knees were elegant and the skin was luxuriously soft. I barely spent a few breaths caressing her knees though, as those supple thighs awaited me. The way she sat with her legs up on the desk left her skirt hiked up just slightly, exposing a bonus inch or two of bare, smooth flesh above her knees. My hands slid upward, left, and right over that exposed stretch of paradise, massaging her gently but firmly.
I was looking into Cathy's eyes the whole time, except when one or the other of us stole a glance down to my advancing hand. I let my smile lurch into a cheerful leer as my hand began to explore her outer thigh up under the skirt for a few inches. Cathy's eyes widened in response. Her calm voice on the phone as she tried to guide Petersen to get around to his point was wildly, excitingly at odds with the expression on her face as I explored under her skirt. For the first time, she seemed not quite able to remain still under my caress.
I slid my caress from the outside of her thigh around to where her crossed legs pressed their inner curves together. I slid a finger up and down that line, first idly, then pressing harder and almost demandingly. Cathy looked down at my hand moving just under her skirt for a while, then rolled her head away to stare off into space. Petersen must have paused to take a breath, because Cathy quickly began speaking, trying to get the conversation to go somewhere, anywhere, but hopefully to one of the many things she actually needed to talk to this bastard about.
Slowly, idly, as if not paying any attention, she sinuously uncrossed her legs, letting them rest just barely apart.
I resisted the temptation to let my fingers dive in instantly. That was not easy. But I managed it, and instead merely let them brush back and forth across first one inner thigh, then the other at the same depth under her skirt as I had already probed. I could see Cathy's face flushing in response to my caresses, and I could feel the heat of her thighs doing likewise.
Cathys' words and expression suddenly indicated that Petersen had slipped the conversational leash and wandered off again. I cruelly added to her frustration by sliding my hands out from under her skirt and from between her legs. She looked at me in exasperation. I merely smiled.
Then I slipped off the edge of her desk and rose, looking down on her as she leaned back in her chair, arrayed below my gaze magnificently. Then I reached down and brushed my fingertips on the base of her richly patterned, heavy pink silk men's-style tie. I deliberately kept my touch feather-lite as I trailed my fingers upward. I was sorely tempted to go off-track when I reached the swell of her enticing breasts, but I kept my fingers on the tie and between her curves. After as slow a progress as I could manage, I reached her throat. The tie was tied in one of those complicated modern knots that I think look great, but have never managed to learn to tie for myself. Of course Cathy had mastered several of them. At the base of Cathy's elegant neck, the deeply layered knot looked both stylish and vaguely suggestive. I brought my other hand over and began to gently loosen the tie, then the knot itself. Cathy looked at me in curious anticipation as I finally, silently popped the tie free and slid it from around her neck. I slung the tie over my shoulder temporarily and unbuttoned the button at the neck of her dress shirt. Then I unbuttoned the next one down. Then one more.
Then I stopped, stood up straight and walked across her spacious office toward the door to her private washroom. She kept a wooden suit butler there for when she needed to change outfits while at work. I dangled the tie around it. When I turned back to her, Cathy's grin told me that she had bought into my game, but in doing so, she seemed ready to take back some control from my teasing.
I stepped next to her, but she forestalled my next play by tugging on my own necktie. She then made a loosening motion and stared at me significantly. I started to yank my tie off, but realized the idea was to go slow, so I instead began to unknot the tie with it still around my neck, pulling loose the lops one by one, then slipping it from around my neck only when fully untied. I liked my ties and was proud of my collection, but having just handled Cathy's sumptuous pink number, mine felt like a polyester clip-on from Sears. I rolled my unworthy tie up and popped it in my jacket pocket. Cathy then tugged at my jacket itself and leaned back to watch. I slowly slipped it off my shoulders, letting it slide off my arms under the power of gravity alone. I slung it over my shoulder and stepped to the nearby credenza where I neatly placed it. When I turned back, before I could approach her again, Cathy was playing with the unbuttoned collar of her blouse significantly, and pointed at me. Okay. I pulled my shirttails from my trousers' waistband and began to unbutton my dress shirt from the bottom up. Once I undid the collar, I let it hang open, exposing my chest while I undid the cufflinks on the french-style cuffs I preferred. I pocketed the links and slid the shirt off in similar fashion to the jacket. I folded it neatly and set it atop the latter.



Smiling, I returned to tease Cathy some more. But she had other ideas. She pointed a finger demandingly at my trousers next. I dawned on me where this was going. I was eventually going to be standing buck naked in front of my fully-clothed (ex-)boss while she talked on the phone to a government bureaucrat.
Sounded good to me.
I did worry about my shoes, or more specifically, my socks. Slipping a woman's stockings off her legs is one of the great sensual experiences. It feels great to both parties, looks elegant, and is oh, SO sexy. Taking his socks off is one of the least sexy, most ridiculous-looking things a man can do. The only thing more ridiculous, of course, is being a naked man in socks. That was a fate to be avoided at all costs. I leaned against the credenza to unlace my shoe. As I began to slip it off my foot, I tugged the sock down along with it. I managed the first one pretty smoothly. When I removed my second shoe, my sock got hung up on my ankle and I practically fell over while trying to look cool as I tried to free it.
I will never figure out how to remove dress socks without looking like an idiot.
Still, Cathy seemed more amused than disappointed with my antics. Mostly she acted impatient, stabbing her finger imperiously once more at my trousers. My currently very full trousers. Did I want to have her get a look at my tumescent junk through my underwear first, or expose it in all its glory right off? I was getting impatient myself, anyway.
I undid my belt and fly, then I grabbed the waist of both trousers and underwear together and pulled them downward. I let them fall to my feet as my erection sprang free. The look of surprise on Cathy's face, pleased surprise, told me that she at least had not been privy to any rumors about me. At just under eight fairly chunky inches, I would not be a particularly impressive porn star, but I do stand out among regular guys. I let her gaze roam over it for a moment, before I bent to collect my pants and fold them with the rest of my suit. That let her get a good look at my ass. You know. In case she wanted to see that too....
"Frank?" I heard Cathy interrupt on the phone. "Frank? Listen, I'd love to keep talking but my alarm just went off. I... well... I have a date tonight, Frank. One I REALLY don't want to stand up," she laughed. "What? Yes, he is very promising, in fact. You don't mind do you?" she asked conspiratorially. "Thank you so much. Oh! Before we get off the line, are we alright to proceed with OFT-234B? They finally processed it? We are go? You are champ, Frank. Call me again soon. We have a few other things to handle, don't we? Yes." Her eyes widened in horror suddenly. "What? Yes, that is fascinating. Listen, I have some thoughts on that. I think that... Oh wait! My date, Frank. Call me tomorrow or next week and we can talk about that. Good. Yes, I almost forgot about the date. That was a close one, wasn't it?" Cathy laughed over the phone while looking at my impatient erection and rolling her eyes. "Bye Frank!"
Cathy carefully made sure she hung up the phone, then burst out laughing. "That," she said as she rose from her chair to approach me, "was the single best phone call I have ever had with Frank Petersen. It was the shortest time I've ever wasted listening to him, I actually got an answer out of him, and..." her voice grew husky, "the background entertainment was, IS, all that and a bag of chips." She shook her head in bemusement as she stared at me.
"You ain't seen nothing yet," I boasted in reply.
"Ha! I think that I," laughed Cathy, indicating herself, "HAVE seen everything." Then she reached for the remaining closed buttons of her dress shirt. "'You ain't seen nothing yet' should really be MY line."
She stepped a bit closer to me but stopped far enough away for me to enjoy the whole view as she began to slip several more buttons open, revealing the white lace of something underneath. But just as the view became really interesting, she stopped. Instead she walked across the office to her clothes butler. She stared into my eyes as she slid her jacket off and hung it on the wooden structure, somehow managing to make even that utilitarian task seem seductive. Then she turned her back to me and, looking over her shoulder, she unzipped the back of her skirt. She took an excruciatingly long time letting it slip down her legs before stepping out of it. She bend over enticingly, letting her bottom waver a bit as she clipped the suit skirt to the butler. Other than a bit more delicious leg, I saw no more skin than before as her dress shirt's tails were quite long. She reached down to tug off one of those red-soled heels and I blurted out, "No! Please. Leave them on."
"They are pretty, aren't they?" mused Cathy as she straightened and stepped close to me again, resuming the slow unbuttoning of her shirt, keeping it held closed as she went. With the last button opened, she suddenly whipped the shirt wide open and off her shoulders. She did something to discard the shirt, but to this day I couldn't tell you what the fuck it was, as my eyes could see nothing but the fan-damn-tastic white teddy she had apparently worn for me. It was made of a very open lace, so open as to be practically transparent, not that that mattered much at all. It was cut very high at the hips and there was a "modesty" panel right at the crotch that made it opaque. The sides were open, leaving her flanks deliciously bare. The straps over her shoulders were broad and ornate.
Oh, did I mention that it was completely cupless?
It was completely cupless.
"Remember when you were showing us that purple teddy you bought?" I said quietly. "You complained that garments like this don't offer any support. Well, Ms. Ecklesford, you don't need ANY goddamned support!"
Standing there, naked, taking her in with my eyes made me feel like nothing more than a life-support system for an erection. Her breasts were gorgeous. They were rich, round, full, and smooth. Her eagerly erect, petite nipples were surrounded by bright, pink, perfectly round aureoles that were speckled, particularly around the perimeter, with enchanting little goosebumps. There was so much more perfection to drink in. Her slim waist flared out to firm, enticing hips. Her legs, which I already knew were fabulous were even better when I could appreciate their full sweep upwards.
A small, quarter-sized birthmark lurked on her left hip. The tiny flaw just served to cement her utter perfection.
We both unconsciously found ourselves stepping closer. "Support is not a shape thing, it's a comfort thing," Cathy smiled quietly.
Suddenly we were kissing. I saw her eyes close right before my own involuntarily did as well. Our lips pressed together, hungering for each other. I reveled in the simple kiss until we simultaneously felt the need for more. Our tongues began to slip between our lips, probing teeth and lips and opposing tongues.
"Well, if support is a comfort thing, I want you to be comfortable," I managed to articulate around her questing tongue and at last allowed my hands to grasp her fabulous, no-support-needed breasts. The perfect mounds overflowed my hands and I massaged them gently.
"Squeeze..." Cathy moaned. I sank my fingertips into her firmness eagerly in response.
Gasping, I stepped back a pace to take the sight of her in that teddy one more time. Then I reached out to the straps and tugged them off her shoulders. "You don't like the teddy?" asked Cathy with a smile.
"I love it. I want it to fulfill the destiny it was designed for: Being gently stripped from your fantastic body," I replied, matching actions to words. Cathy did nothing to fight my plan. In fact, she was quite helpful. We still took our time with it.
At last, we stood facing each other, totally naked except for Cathy's sexy heels.
After a brief moment of staring at each other, we found ourselves embracing again. Our lips fought to contain each others tongues. Cathy's breasts pressed against my chest, our nipples rubbing hard against each other. And my cock pressed needfully against her naked abdomen....
I could not help myself. I lifted Cathy slowly and laid her down across her broad, nearly empty, mahogany desk. I crawled up after her, moving between her legs. My cock dangled down, swaying over the dark triangle of close-shorn hair Cathy had retained in a sea of otherwise waxed-smooth skin. I lowered my hips so that the tip of my cock could drag across her abdomen, then her pubic mound. I dragged it along her thighs, and then up between them. As I slid it across her labia I could feel it was swollen and sodden with as much need as I felt. I pressed gently against her nether lips and the head of my cock slipped softly within them. I inhaled and began to smoothly thrust my entire length into her in one slow, smooth, inexorable stroke. I groaned with a year's worth of pent-up desire.
Cathy nearly shrieked as I penetrated her.
"Are you alright?" I exclaimed, sliding swiftly out of her again in concern.
Cathy grasped my ass to prevent me moving any further away. "I'm fantastic!" she gulped. "But next time you are going to stick a whole salami in a girl, how about a little warning?" She laughed lightly, "That really is a lot!"
"Well, consider this your one-second warning then!" I replied... and slid my entire length into her this time, much faster than before. But I did not start thrusting. I just kept myself buried to the hilt within her spectacular confines. I looked down at her and said, "I've wanted you since the very moment I laid eyes on you. Every time you sucked on a bottle of water, every time you bent over to take a golf swing, or just pretended to, every time you'd pull out one of those incredible pieces of lingerie you had just bought for some lucky guy, hell, every time you simply walked down the hallway, I've wanted you."
"And now," I continued, my eyes boring into Cathy's, "I'm going to fuck you. Comprehensively." With that, I began ever so slowly to thrust in and out of her. Each slow passage my cock in and out through her depths was ecstasy. "And then, when we are done, I'm going to do it again, along with whatever else the two of us can dream up to do to each other."
"I have some ideas," crooned Cathy. She raised her legs up and I felt her press her ankles against my ass, her high heels digging into the back of my thighs. The new angle seemed to work much better for her as her breathing rapidly became much shallow and faster. Meanwhile, the heels against my ass really worked for me. I found images of all the fantasies I'd had and repressed about Cathy since coming to work for her floating through my head. I think they actually slowed down my inevitable orgasm, as none could hold a candle to the reality.
But nothing could slow me down much.
Much as I tried, I soon reached a point where I either had to stop entirely, or give in. I was not capable of even considering stopping. "I'm. Coming!" I gasped. Suddenly, I felt my hips lock in place with my tool at maximum depth and I swear my balls shuddered. I gasped incoherently, and I struggled to subsequently catch my breath as I felt my cum surging into Cathy for what seemed like seemed forever. Of course, it was barely a second or three. I'm not some hentai superhero.
When I regained coherent thought, I found Cathy bucking her hips beneath me and thrashing. I quickly drew back and made a few desperate thrusts to help her final waves of orgasmic energy surface. I panted as I looked down at Cathy, her face covered in a sheen of sweat. My cock was assaulted with nerve stimulus. Just resting inside Cathy became sensory overload, and I collapsed to the desk beside her.
After a few more breaths, I propped myself up on an elbow and gazed at Cathy some more. Her entire gorgeous body was glistening with perspiration, her magnificent breasts quivered as she recovered, and she looked back at me with those violet eyes.
"You are perfect," I blurted out.
Cathy would probably have blushed had she not already been completely flushed. "Come on, pull the other one!" she chuckled dismissively. "I'm ten years older than you!"
"What does that matter?" I replied. "Your legs are long, and smooth, and graceful. Your ass is... god, it's amazing. There isn't a trace of cellulite on you, nor any indication there will be in the future! Your belly is flat, and your waist narrow," I rambled, caressing the body parts in question. "Your face is outright beautiful, and you don't have a crease on it. I can lose myself staring into your eyes, memorizing your every feature and I can't find a wrinkle. The only lines that might form any time soon are laugh lines, and when they do show, they will only make you look even smarter and more beautiful than you already are."
"You are going to turn a girl's head," smirked Cathy.
"And your breasts!" I exclaimed, sliding a hand to ensure she knew what I was talking about. "They are fucking incredible. I can't tell you all the things I want to... plan to do to and with them," I laughed, "Starting with THIS!"
I dove my face down between her breasts and pressed them together against it. I shook my head back and forth and made outboard engine noises.
Cathy was laughing hard now. Her fingers buried themselves in my hair, incidentally keeping my face right where it was.
That was just fine. For a while.
At last, I needed to come up for air, and besides, I really wanted to take in every visual detail of those breasts. I'd dreamt of them for a year, and they were exceeding my expectations. Their skin was milky white and soft, but still tight and elastic over the firm flesh of her natural curves. Even with Cathy lying flat on her back, they still rose proudly above her chest and when I clutched at them they overflowed my grasp.
In a sudden burst of energy, Cathy grabbed me and rolled over atop me, knocking her pen tray and picture of her parents off the desk. She knelt over me on hands and knees, dangling her tits down over my face. "You really do like them don't you?" Cathy asked, letting them brush my lips as she swayed them over my face.
"What idiot who has been privileged to see them HASN'T loved them?" I asked, between licks up at her passing treasures.
"Well, yeah," said Cathy with some satisfaction. "But you really, really, really like them, apparently," she went on, lowering herself so that she was now dragging them across my face.
"They are magical," I replied between passes of said magical features over my face.
"Magical, huh?" Cathy asked herself aloud. "Maybe if they are so magical..." she mused speculatively, and began to work her way down my body. "Maybe their magic can wake the dead." With that, she worked her way all the way down to where her breasts hung over my exhausted, flacid penis. She stopped there, swaying, varying her height above me so that either her erect nipples just barely grazed my happily spent cock, or the full weight of her delicious breasts dragged across it, flopping it from side to side.
I could feel my junk start to pulse with new life already.
Cathy felt my stirrings as my cock began to lurch slowly back to attention. She smiled up at me and nestled it between her breasts, squeezing them into a prison that she rubbed up and down my still soft shaft. Temporarily soft shaft. Briefly soft shaft. No longer soft shaft. Hardening shaft. Raging hard shaft. "I guess that they are magical," laughed Cathy.
I could not help myself, and began to thrust up and between her breasts eagerly. But Cathy had other ideas. She released my from between her tits and caressed my cock appreciatively. "Speaking of magical," she murmured. Then she looked up at my commandingly, "Get up. Off the desk!"
I stood up obediently, and Cathy shifted around to lie on her back on the desktop with her head next to where I stood. She leaned up and took my cock in her hand once more, pulling me close so that she could rub my shaft over and across her face. She kissed and licked at the tip, but could not reach more. She slid forward just enough that her head could hang completely off the desk. She arched her neck and the back of her head swung down toward the floor. With a smile, she grabbed me once more and pulled me forward until she could place my glans squarely into her mouth. Her tongue was alive inside, eagerly tormenting me. I tentatively slid more of my length past her lips. Cathy grabbed the base of my shaft and ran her hand up and down, squeezing gently.
She didn't fight my thrusting into her mouth and I realized that her hand was there as much to keep my from driving too deep as it was to pleasure me. With a smile, I leaned forward to caress a breast as I began to slide in and out with increasing vigor. Cathy just relaxed her jaw, keeping her lips wrapped tightly around me and her tongue pressed softly against the top of my cock. It was a fresh and fantastic sensation. I began to groan with pleasure. But when my enjoyment threatened to be too great, Cathy pushed me out of her mouth and rolled over to sit up on the edge of the desk.
We grinned at each other as I leaned in to kiss her deeply, standing between her legs where they hung off the desk. I cradled her chin in my hands, then slid them downward, unable to keep my hands off those breasts for very long. Our tongues explored each other once more as I groped her breasts, barely keeping my grasp gentle in my eagerness. Cathy let one hand stray back to my cock and caressed it lightly, intending nothing more than pleasant stimulation.
I let one hand drop from a glorious breast to between her legs, with the intention of much more. My fingers stole across the surface of her labia, stroking softly, then pressing harder. My middle finger slipped inside her and Cathy moaned as I pressed deeper in her hot, wet interior. She moaned louder when I added my ring finger to my probe, and the two digits probed inside, stroking up and down, seeking her g-spot. Her moan rose to a high-pitched gasp when I found it. I probed there softly but urgently, and flicked across her eager clit with my thumb.
Cathy could not last long under my attentions and she flung her head back with a long, gasping shriek. Her hand on my cock clutched desperately, and I felt her body, from the breast in one of my hands to her steaming crotch being invaded by my other, rumble in release. I kept stroking her inside, but she pushed me away swiftly, before she even finished coming. She rose from the desk, body still quivering, and pushed my backward. I stepped back and fell onto one of the soft leather armless chairs people sat in for an audience with the boss.
She stepped forward, straddling me and grasped my cock again. She lowered herself top of me, guiding the point of my shaft into her receptive depth. Cathy wrapped her arms around my shoulders and let herself drop to my lap, impaling herself on me. I watched as her eyes closed happily while she sat on my lap feeling my cock resting inside her. Then she open them again and stared happily at me as she began to rise and fall atop me.
I grasped her sweet, generous ass and held on as she rose and fell swiftly. A gasp escaped my lips while my cock throbbed inside her. Then I let my hands begin to wander across her body with soft caresses. I slid up her strong back and back down. One hand stroked up her flat, flexing stomach while the other brushed once more across a breast.
Cathy kept her hands crossed behind my head, her fingers running through my hair as she began to hump atop me faster. Her breasts began to bounce as she did, competing for my attention with the sensations along my cock.
In the aftermath of her self-interrupted orgasm before, Cathy swiftly showed signs that her body was eager to resume its release. That was good thing, because I too had no prayer of extending this coupling for long. I gasped and felt my seed rushing up and into her in a series of powerful spurts. I groaned a long, inarticulate expression of my satisfaction as my eruption slowed. Cathy lurched up and down on me fast as she could and in moments she screamed quietly while her body spasmed mightily in her own answering orgasm.



I doubt either of us could remember how long we sat there with her in my lap, pressed together and gasping for breath.
I would have been happy to sit there with my cock resting blissfully inside Cathy for as long as it remained stiff enough to stay in place, but Cathy at last chose to stand and my cock flopped down softly to the side. She looked down and kissed me. "The shower in my private bathroom is pretty small, but I bet we can both fit," she observed. That motivated me to rise and follow her.
"I think you should know," Cathy said firmly and she led me to the washroom, "as a Founding Member of your club, I'm going to require regular updates on how construction is progressing...."
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Erika and I walked home companionably. It might perhaps be more accurate to say we wove home, as over the course of the evening at our friends', just the four of us had consumed a bottle of Pinot Noir and almost all of a bottle of Rye. We were mostly silent, holding hands and content to marshal our thoughts for the conversation when we got home that we both wanted and feared a little.
I let us in through the front door into the dark house. Our daughter Merry would be at her grandparents' the whole weekend. Erika and I were each primed to talk things out about the way a simple dinner with new friends and morphed into the wildest night of our lives.
Instead of talking, we were immediately tearing off each other's clothes, right in the foyer. It didn't take long to accomplish. We were both just wearing simple shorts and light shirts. Our underwear was balled up in Erika's purse. We hadn't bothered to put it back on when we finally got dressed before we left Peter and Sara's place.
I pushed Erika down on the deep, soft oriental rub covering the floor and we started kissing. Deep, hot, passionate making out that we hadn't indulged in fully in years, and seldom ever with the intensity we both felt right then. At first, neither of us so much as touched each other's erogenous zones. We simply embraced, holding each other fiercely. At last, during a break to gasp for air, I slid my hands down Erika's back and clutched at her rich, warm ass. She groaned happily, kissed me again, and rolled me over on my back, straddling me. Then she breathed in my ear, "Now!" Almost without effort, my cock and her pussy aligned and I slipped inside her with an ecstatic moan.
Foreplay? We didn't need no stinking foreplay. We had just indulged in hours of 'foreplay' at Peter and Sara's, just not with each other. We both desperately desired and urgently needed to couple between ourselves. The two yearnings were equally powerful, but distinct from one another. Fortunately, they both drove us to the same act.
My hips surged upwards, driving my cock as deep inside Erika as I could go. She pressed me back to the rug and began to ride up and down atop me. Beyond the fantastic sensation of pleasure that was overwhelming me, a small fragment of my analytical mind remained active. The pussy now confining my cock was different that the one I had fucked not much more than an hour before. Not just a different pussy, but it felt differently, moved differently, and cradled my cock within it differently. I was neither inclined to, nor capable of, making relative value judgements, right then. I just marveled at the difference. My hands reached up to hold my wife's fantastic breasts, reveling in how they overflowed my grasp. They were bigger, firmer, and more luxuriant than the fantastic but smaller tits I had played with earlier that evening, though those other breasts had had the most extraordinary nipples.
I rolled my pelvis upward, altering the angle of my cock as it penetrated Erika to just the one I knew she liked, and in moments she began to come. She bit down on her lip to stifle her screams of pleasure, then she clearly remembered that our daughter Merry was at her grandparents'. "OH MY FUCKING GOD!!" she screamed and threw her head back and forth as she spasmed atop me.
When her shudders finished running their course, I rolled over atop her, then slid my dripping dick free of her confines. Erika chuckled breathlessly as I slid up to straddle her chest. "So," she said with a silky, mocking tone, "were you jealous while you watched Peter do this with me?" My cock settled between her breasts and Erika squeezed them together around me.
"Jealous? Yes! Angry? No," I gritted out between clenched teeth as I twitched all over at the sensation of sliding my dripping cock between her mams. "I was utterly turned on. It's crazy."
"Mmmm. Yeah, there you go," instructed Erika. "Like that. Oooh. Yes, it was crazy. I was loving it. Almost as much as I am loving this. I didn't know then that you two were spying on us, but I was wishing that you were."
"The only thing that harshed my enjoyment of watching you was wondering how the fuck I got out of the habit of asking to do this," I gasped. My breath was getting short. I could tell I was going to pop soon. "It's the only thing in my mind getting in the way of this being perfect right now."
"We will make up for lost time," laughed Erika beneath me. "Now get your head straight and cream me hard. I can feel you are there. Fuck my titties!" Erika seldom used dirty talk any more. I definitely got my head in the right frame of mind.
Then I pretty much lost all mental process as I came thunderously. I wanted to talk dirty back to Erika, but all I could manage was a very loud gurgling incoherence. Everything from my toes to my teeth tingled, and despite this being my third goddamned ejaculation that evening, I still sprayed Erika hard. Jizz was everywhere on her chest, throat, and chin. How had I had that much left to give?
I rolled off of Erika to the side and collapsed next to her on the scarlet and other colored rug. She immediately rolled over to cuddle with me, despite the cum all over her. We snuggled together in the afterglow of the most intensely powerful orgasmic moment we had shared in many years.
And we woke up just after six the next morning, when a beam of sunshine moved to hit our eyes through the side windows of the front door! We woke virtually simultaneously. We lifted our head to evaluate what the fuck was going on and both realized that we were well and truly hung-over.
"Some water before falling asleep would have been a good idea," groaned Erika.
"Yeah," I replied. "Like, a gallon or two."
"Too late now!" she sang softly. We laughed and turned to kiss each other.
That kiss did not last long. Our combined morning breath could have been considered a chemical weapon of mass destruction.
"Toothbrush. Now," I gurgled, struggling too gently stand up.
"You brush your teeth if you want," said Erika, standing as well. "I fell asleep with the semen of some strange man I obviously don't know sprayed all over me. I am taking my crusty ass to the shower."
Eventually we were both clean and presentable enough to get dressed, kiss a nice, comfortable, married kiss, and go to the kitchen for breakfast. I was buoyed by the seething new fire I felt below that same old, same old kiss.
Sleeping off a sex and booze bender naked on a floor rug did not make for a restful, restorative sleep. All we could muster for breakfast were bowls of Merry's Lucky Charms. We ate in silence and smiled at each other happily, but with growing uncertainty.
When the uncertainty grew too uncomfortable, I broke the silence. "Okay, we have got to talk. Here's what I suggest: I tell you everything I did to and with Sara. You tell me the same thing about what you did with Peter. Then you tell me what you were feeling at the time, and what you're feeling now. Then I do the same. If we are still happy after all that, we figure out why we are so happy, and what we do next." Erika nodded at me. Suddenly, we were both pretty afraid. Could we take this, sober and alone?
I started, describing in greater detail than I had planned what Sara and I did in the kitchen and living room. The first sign I saw that we were going to make this work was when I described Sara's trick of the sideways sixty-nine. My wife and I have a limited telepathy of sorts, and I could see her filing away that idea for future implementation... with me. Then Erika was practically squirming in her chair while I described watching her fucking Peter, with my cock buried in Sara.
Erika took a deep breath and began her story. Sara and I had been inside for only seconds when she and Peter had climbed out of the pool. "We were just talking away, facing each other, when I... I just reached out and touched his cock. It was swinging away there, right in front of me. Peter was patient, he waited for me to make the first move. I think that was important."
"Sara waited for me to touch her first, too," I replied in agreement.
The rest of her story was similar to mine, though she and Peter traded oral favors instead of managing at the same time. I pushed her to fill in details of the parts I had already overseen. My cock was rumbling away in my pants as my mind demanded the sexy details.
"As for how I felt at the time..." she went on, all details exhausted, "You saw my eyes. I was on a wild high that came out of nowhere. It was like I had spontaneously dropped every restriction from our relationship and normal behavior. And it felt like you were doing the same thing at the exact same time. I could not have begun any of it, if it hadn't felt like we both just snapped at the same time. I hope I'm right."
"Then you and Sara went off inside and the next thing I knew, I was sucking Peter's cock. And George," she said, taking a deep breath, "I was fucking loving it, SO much. But my mind was totally split. Both halves were having the time of my life, though. Half of me was off in an out-of-body experience, imagining Sara sucking your cock, how hot that would be, and wondering how she would do it. It was like none of this was real."
"But the other half of my mind was very much inside my body, reveling in Peter, what I was doing to him, and he was doing to me."
"Well, good for that half," I could not help but interject, "because Peter was inside your body too. I'd have hated for him to be lonely!"
We just stared at each other, then burst out laughing. A whole lot of subterranean stress and anxiety flowed out and away with that laughter.
"It was very much the same for me," I said. "Sara is a hell of a lay, but what kept it from being wrong, wrong, all kinds of wrong, were my thoughts of you. You and Peter." I searched for a way to crystalize my feelings for her and for myself. Erika looked at me patiently, lovingly, but apprehensively.
"Okay, first the scary, dangerous part. I felt very turned on being with Sara because... No, wait. Let's be blunt and explicit, especially for this part. It was incredibly hot fucking Sara. She is a hot piece of ass. But was the biggest turn on was that she WASN'T YOU." I looked at Erika closely for a moment. I saw in her eyes a little bit of hurt, a little bit of understanding, and a lot of invitation to keep going. "The body craves stimulation, and it craves variety. Fucking someone else was fan-dam-tasticly fun, right? I mean, I heard how hot things were for you with Peter!" Erika nodded, and even smiled a little. "But," I said emphatically, "if it were just me and Sara, I'd have never touched her. I'd check her out six was to Sunday, but never touch her. If the two of us fucked on our own, especially without your knowledge, that would be a betrayal. Worse... much worse, it would risk forming emotional bonds that might interfere with or undermine OUR bond. No casual fun is worth endangering you and me."
"Exactly," said Erika firmly. But them doubt crept into her voice the loudest yet. The doubt was loud, her voice quiet. "But then, what were we fucking thinking?"
"I have no idea what we were thinking consciously," I laughed. "Except maybe we just both knew that here was the first shot at some real sexual adventure in our lives in years. Somehow, we both thought it could work. I for one still do, though I'm trying to talk my way through way right now."
Erika clearly wanted me to work it out too. She just looked at me expectantly.
I took a breath. "The second part was you. I could really tell Peter turned you on, too. I was pretty sure that the animalistic side of you was just as eager to jump Peter's bones as mine was to leap at the sudden opportunity to bang Sara. And here's the thing: We GAVE that opportunity to each other. I withdrew so you could fuck Peter's brains out. You stayed back so I could go stick my cock down Sara's throat. Hearing how loud Peter made you come turned me on, but simply controlling my jealousy to let you have the opportunity for him to make you come made me feel good."
Erika interjected excitedly. "That makes so much sense. Aside from the animalistic pleasure, and yes Peter could deal some pleasure. When we made lov... no, your rules... when he laid the wood to me, I came as hard and as long as I ever have. But yes, ignoring the unignorable pleasure for a moment, the EMOTIONAL joy I felt at that very time came from knowing YOU were more than just enjoying yourself too." She paused, excited that we understood this the same way. "But," she went on, "if this was just some kind 'gift exchange', why was the whole thing... the whole evening--not just the actual sex, why was it So. Fucking. Hot?"
I grinned. "It was so hot, wasn't it? Here's the next point I'm thinking through: Competitiveness; Friendly competition."
"What?" Erika laughed.
"Throughout the evening, both after, and especially before, I kept having moments where I'd think about Peter and go, 'who the fuck does this dude think he is?' Then I'd try to top him. When he stripped and hopped in the pool? I stood there in the pool, practically taunting me with his arm around my naked wife! So I had to strip even slower, full face on to all of you, and walk as brazenly slowly to the pool as my secretly wobbly legs could take me."
"You won the dick size competition too, you know," smiled Erika.
"Yes, I did," I laughed smugly. "Maybe this is just guy thing, though."
"Nope," replied Erika merrily. "I see what you mean. There was a huge tipping point for me. When Sara suggested skinny-dipping, my brain reeled. I think it went through all the gave/take/share calculations we just went through in a single heart beat, and I knew I wanted to jump in that pool naked in front of you and Peter. Once I knew that, I was damned if I was going to let Sara get naked before me!"
"Yesss!" I replied merrily. "And I know how you love a good game. I wanted to be competitive with you, too!"
"Me?!?"
"I was pretty sure you were going to be a legend in their house after all was said and done," I smiled. "There was no way that I was going to leave Sara's opinion of me at, 'Eh. He was fine.'"
"I do love a good game," sighed Erika. "I feel so much better about all this. Thank you for articulating it."
"I'm actually not done being terribly insightful," I said haughtily but seriously.
"Oh?"
"I have an addendum to their Rule Three. You know the one where they only swing with a couple if they both find their potential dance partner to be desirable?"
"No one takes one for the team. Right," responded Erika, waiting to see where I was going.
"We need to be friends with our opposite number as well. Real friends. I like Peter. A lot. I was getting a real kick out of being generous to HIM."
"Oh, so you were handing out samples of my ass to your buddy?" retorted Erika, but with no heat in her voice. She knew what I meant. She also seemed to think it was hot.
"Kind of," I grinned. "The important point is, we could have an opportunity to swing with Ryan Reynolds and Blake Lively, but if I thought Ryan was a douchebag, I'd have to say we should pass."
Erika bit her lip for a second, then said, "Hey! On a not-so side note, can we think of calling, um... all this sort of thing something besides 'swinging'? It sounds like we are coked-up people from the seventies."
"Sure," I replied. "But what do we call it? And why is it a 'not-so side' issue?"
"How about 'horsing around', until we come up with something better?" mused Erika. "And as for the not a side issue, I'm wondering if we should consider making our 'horsing around' activities go in some different directions from what Peter and Sara focus on..."
"Oh ho!" I laughed, focusing intently on her face. "So tell me, Erika my perfect woman, what kinks from last night do you want to bend a bit more?" She blushed. I took a guess. "Let's see. You want to show off that bod of yours a bit more than in so private a setting."
Erika blushed more, but nodded. "Remember back to Jamaica and St. Martaan, and their clothing-optional beaches? I didn't want to admit it much back then, but I really thought I had a little exhibitionist streak. Maybe that's why I never had much enthusiasm for going back gain. I was a little scared of what I might do next. After last night, I am downright sure I get off on showing off. AND..." she said to my grinning face, holding up a finger, "I kind of want to exhibit YOU a little bit, too. Especially after last night. It was so hot watching Sara see you drop your shorts and wave that magnificent dick around."
"I guess my real point is," Erika said through my somewhat embarrassed (and unsure) laughter, "Let's not settle just yet on how we are going to define 'horsing around', okay? Let's make Rule One: Ask first, but it is always okay to ask. And it is always okay to say no."
"I like that," I agreed. "Does my freaky-leaky wife have any initial things to ask?"
"Maybe," she drawled. "Our mom and dad vacation is in 34 days, right?"
Mom and dad vacation was our one week a year where we let Merry stay with her grandparents and we went off to be husband and wife. In early days, we went to places like tropical islands. This year, we were going to Napa and San Francisco to drink wine, sleep in a quaint BnB, and visit museums in the city.
"We can still cancel the Bay Area thing," she said. "How about we go to the resort next door to where we went in the Caribbean?"
"The nudist colony in St. Martaan?" I asked, not sure if I was ready for 24/7 nudity. At least not for me.
"No, the place in Jamaica! The one with the high walls around the perimeter! The nudist colony doesn't send me either. People go there to be naked and do normal things. The one I'm talking about, people go there to do crazy things and get nekkid while they do it!"
"I'd like to give that idea some probing, judicious thought for a while," I said, "then agree to it whole-heartedly."
"Let's look it up," giggled Erika, grabbing her laptop off the kitchen counter.
Just then, Erika's phone rang. "It's Sara!" she exclaimed.
She set the phone down on the table in front of us and answered. "Hey Sara! I'm in the kitchen and you are on speaker with me and George."
"Oh, both of you," said Sara with a lilt in her voice. "Cool. Peter and I just wanted to call you and see what's up with you guys after yesterday. You are on speaker on our end too. Peter will join us if he ever gets out of the bathroom."
"Men love to hide in there, don't they?" laughed Erika.
"Peter sure does. Even after the titanic sex we had this morning in the aftermath of last night's festivities," Sara drawled. I could tell she was trying to wind up Erika, and maybe me.
Erika looked at me and arched her eyebrows. I laughed silently. Suddenly we both were definitely getting competitive about sexy time. "Wow, Sara," gasped Erika as if scandalized. "We didn't make it two feet inside our front door last night before the titanic sex began. We collapsed cold afterward and spent the night sleeping in the nude and covered in cum on the floor of our foyer."
Erika sat like a cat with a canary, sipping her coffee smugly in the silence that greeted that. I don't think that silence lasted as long as Erika had hoped though.
"Ha! You go, guys!" laughed Sara after her not long-enough pause. "That, and the fact that you just told me about it, reassures me a lot. I take it I need not worry about where the two of you are with each other?"
"We've spent the morning taking about it," I saids simply. "It's been pretty confusing and pretty incredible over the last 24 hours, I for one am convinced that we are on solid ground."
"Yes," added Erika. "We still have a lot of questions to explore with each other, but I think they are all good ones."
"Excellent. I'm glad. And I'm interested to hear what you too surprisingly crazy people come up with," said Sara, adopting a Voice of Experience.



"Speaking of crazy people," Erika went on, looking at me with yet another wicked grin. "Next time we get together without the kids, have you decided whether George is going to have pretty new tatas to play with?"
There was another silence. Again, it was not as long a period of speechlessness and I felt Erika was going for. "You. Are. Bad," declared Sara. "And if you must pry, I made a consultation appointment already this morning before I called you. Peter is much more excited about it than is probably good for him," she added with dark humor.
"Good," laughed Erika. She looked at me with a gleam that told me she was about to scandalize me this time. "Because next time we all horse around, I plan on fucking your husband so hard his toes curl. Last night he blasted on my chest, but next time he doesn't get off so easy. He's going to cum inside me as hard as I can make him." Erika sat back and stared at me, half in competitive triumph, half pleading that we really were good with all this.
That challenge was meant to leave me speechless, but there was an even longer pause over the phone this time! "I am glad and little scared at how much you are getting this," said Sara with quite good humor.
I looked back at Erika intensely. I held her gaze firmly and smiled at her throughout what I said next. "Well, Sara, while Erika is fucking your husband dry, let me tell you what I intend to do to you. I'm going to carry you up to Erika's and my bedroom. I'm going to slowly strip off your top. Then, new boobs or your present excellent equipment aside, I intend to devour your fantastic, responsive nipples. I won't take too long about it though, because I'll be too eager for what comes next." Silence came from the phone, and I forged on, speaking slowly and clearly and softly.
"I'm going to strip your pants off you, sliding them ever so slowly down your legs. Then I'm going to throw you on our bed and start kissing up along one of your legs, starting at your ankle, and giving special attention to your supple calf. Then I'm going to tickle the back of your knee and lick up along the inside of your thigh. Right before I reach your pussy, I'm going to stop, back away, and make you wait for it for a little bit while I drink in the sight of your naked body spread beneath me. Then I will start up your other thigh, only slower this time. When I reach your pussy again, I'm going to tease at your little bud with my thumb for a bit, then push my tongue as far into you as it will go. I'm going revel in your delicious flavor and aroma as my tongue hits every nerve ending it can reach. Over. And. Over. Again. And I'm going to keep going as long as it takes to make you scream so loudly in ecstasy that Peter and Erika will stop whatever pleasure that they are engaging in in sheer jealousy of my lingual prowess. I'm going squeeze your tight little ass and suckle on your clit to keep you going, keep you crying out in pleasure you can't contain until you collapse in utter exhaustion."
"What do you think of that plan, Sara?" I asked at last, grinning all the while at Erika who was staring at me wide-eyed and literally sweating. Then she winked at me, as if to say that I had won that particular competition.
"Well, George," Peter's voice came over the phone drily, "What I think is that you have my permission to engage in theoretical phone sex with my wife on the semi-regular."
"Peter!" exclaimed Erika.
"I came in while you were still talking about how hard you are going to fuck me in the future, Erika. You and I can talk on the phone in the future too, please. I didn't want to interrupt either one of you by saying hello."
"And you, Sarah?" I asked teasingly. "What did you think of my little scenario? Does it meet your approval?"
"Well..." answered Peter, "I'd have to say that, unh, I think it did. Um. She'd answer you herself, but... ohh, yeah, about half way through your little tirade she pulled open my... my robe, and started giving me her very best efforts in fellatio. Oh, yes please. Just like that, Sara. And yes, Sarah's best, AHHH, efforts are very impressive."
Erika rose and walked around the table to me, sinking down to tug at my fly. Really? Again ALREADY? I needed to talk dirty all the time. "Yes, Peter. George told me at some length about Sara's prowess last night when we got home. I might have somethings to learn from her," she called out to the phone in a silky tone. "Since she is busy, how about you describe exactly what she is doing to you?"
"What? I... Um. That is... Oh, yes!" It seemed that both Erika had managed to shock even Mr. Swinger, and also that Sara's effort were in over-drive. Rather confusedly, Peter went on. "Well, Sara is kneeling between my legs and has her hands on... yessss...on my thighs. She's doing it all with her mouth. She is... Wait, George, is Erika copying what I'm saying?" Peter asked sharply, momentarily focused.
I looked down at Erika, who looked backup at me with an evilly patient smile. "I think she is going to," I replied impatiently. "If you just get on with the fucking description! Please?"
"Sorry, bro!" gasped Peter. Then he rallied to help me out and regained his concentration. "Right now, she is going no-hands, like I said. She only has a couple of inches of me in her mouth, but her tongue is rolling round and around my cock while she slides that bit of me deeper and shallower... and deeper and shallower." Erika did indeed begin to copy what Peter was saying and I rolled my head back in a silent moan.
"Now she just revered direction with her tongue and it is like a new sensation all over," said Peter. His voice was definitely getting stronger as he started having fun with what he was saying. He fucking changed his voice to that of a play-by-play announcer. "And now the champ is sucking hard on me like I'm a lollipop. She's taking more of me into her mouth, with her tongue pressed hard against the underside of my... shaaaft!" The last move got to him and his momentary vocal clarity dissolved.
It got to me too, as Erika copied Peter's description. I ran my hands through her hair and looked down at her. Her smiling eyes gazed back at me and we both clearly thought that last night's crazy weirdness was back in full.
"Oh honey," gasped Peter, "you... you are the best." Manfully, he resumed is description of her efforts, so that I could enjoy their reflection through Erika. Joking aside, the man was a pal.
Peter was interrupted by a loud schlepping pop as Sara pulled he self off him in manner that would obviously be heard. "Goddamn it Peter! I only started this to pass the time and get you riled up so when we end this fucking phone call, you can do to me EXACTLY what George just described a minute ago... in every detail!"
We all burst out laughing. That is, Peter and I burst out laughing. You could just about hear Sara glaring at Peter through the speakerphone. Erika started to laugh, but choked a little on my cock in her mouth instead. The little wench just stood up and went to rinse the cereal bowls! "Well, since I intend to make George do it to ME as well once we all hang up, let's finish shall we?" Erika laughed. "Before you go, how'd you like to bring Felicity over next Saturday for a normal people dinner?"
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This story is an experiment with female first-person viewpoint. Hopefully it works.
++++++++++++++++
I whistled tunelessly as I unlocked the door to my little bookstore. The bell rang as I pushed my way in. My hands were full of two boxes of new inventory and my big shoulder purse got hung up on the doorknob. I cursed in most unladylike fashion and freed myself. I let the boxes thump down on the front counter and dropped my bag behind the desk. It was two hours before I opened, and I immediately set to shelving the new stuff. One box contained some pretty cool books from edgy and important authors that have a hard time getting space at chain stores. The other box was filled with science fiction, mysteries, and trashy romance novels--You know, stuff that pays the lease.
On the bottom of the high-class box were two copies of a new coffee table book of classy nudes from a famous photographer. I chuckled at the shrink wrap they came wrapped in, provided by the publisher to ensure they weren't pawed all over before they could be sold. I deliberately peeled the wrap off of one copy and gave the inside a quick look. Yep, it was like a mildly arty oversized Playboy, without the annoying, superfluous articles. I'm not really attracted to other women, but like anyone, I can tell the difference between a sexy one and not. These models were all squarely in the blazingly hot category. I took the two copies of the book to what I call my Perv Bait section. The wrapped one would sell eventually. The unwrapped one would draw in a certain type of man (or woman). They'd browse the store, swing by the Art & Photography section to oggle the open books like this, then buy something else on their way out to justify why they were in my store in the first place. It's like the way my brother always buys seven random things he doesn't need to 'distract' the world from the fact that he is on an emergency run to buy pads for his wife.
It was quick work putting out the commercial stuff. It was all paperbacks and needed no thought. Half of them just slotted in with the rest of their respective series. My eye caught a bodice-ripper from an author I had not seen before. The cover was a bit more lurid than the norm. I paused to appreciate the blonde-haired shirtless hero in the foreground holding the busty heroine in one arm. Her bodice had literally been ripped and much more of her fleshy cleavage was exposed than you usually see on these covers. The hero was glaring off toward the background, where a second, raven-haired, and equally shirtless hunk stood darkly.
Huh. I took the book with me back to the front desk. I had just read one of the few Faulkners that I'd never tried before. About midway through, I had come to realize why I hadn't read it. Still, I soldiered through and had finished it, and my mind figured it deserved some brain-candy.
I barely had a chance to open my new pleasure read when my alarm buzzed and I sighed. Time to open the store. I pressed the Open scene on my smartphone. The customer door unlocked, the electronic sign went from closed to open, and the full store lighting came on. I returned to my comfy seat behind the register and braced for the onslaught of customers. Not. My lease said I had to open at the same time each day, EVERY day. Almost without exception, I would not see a customer darken the door for another two hours, except on weekends. But I had to open the door. I never scheduled any of my staff to come in before noon. I just used the quiet mornings for paperwork, inventory, or on days like today, a little light reading.
From the start of the second chapter, I realized that this book was different from most romances. First off, it was better written and more engaging from the start than most I had read, even by the big name writers. But more to my point, the second chapter kicked off with the first love scene and... wow. This was not some flowery read, full of elegant, indirect metaphors for the characters' actions. This was some high-class, graphically descriptive smut about some very creative sex. And it all was still mostly couched in period vocabulary, which was quite a feat.
I reflected that I was caught up on things, and had plenty of time. I deliberately slowed the pace of my reading to better enjoy the book. I like a good sex scene. I like good sex too, but in the absence of that in recent months, I was going to have to settle for the book.
Of course, I nearly jumped out of my skin when the bell over the door rang.
It was one of my semi-regulars. He was a tall guy and slender, or maybe rangy is a better word. He was always polite at checkout. But we had hardly ever said two words to each other beyond the ritual phrases like, "Did you find everything you need?" and "Thanks. Have a nice day." If it wasn't for the fact that when he did come in, it was always during these morning dead times, I doubt I'd have even known he existed, or at least that he was a repeat customer. But since he only dropped in during usually customer-free times, I was familiar with him.
For instance, he was a regular visitor to the Perv Bait section. I know because I have a few security cameras in the store, and their feeds all display live at the bottom of my register computer's display. It is fixed facing away from customers, so no one but staff knows the cameras are there. I have two placed in sections where I regularly get some theft. I have one set to wide angle in the kids area, so I can see when Mom has abandoned her spawn there and they start chewing on the merchandise. The last is in the Perv Bait aisle. I don't have it there to spy on the men. I just like to know when some twelve year-old discovers the books, so I can wander along and suddenly appear in that aisle to 'shelve some books' nearby. I don't get repeat offenders in the under-age set.
But the cameras do mean that I knew one unusual thing about this customer. He was going to be a while shopping for books he was actually interested in BEFORE he stopped by for some eye candy. I knew I would have a good sale, and that I had plenty of time for my book.
I admit I was getting hooked on this one pretty quickly. The story was already more unpredictable than most. The two men competing for the heroine's affections were both interesting. The best part was, I wasn't certain which was the hero and which was the heel. I know that I was supposed to see Christophe, the blonde holding the heroine on the cover, as the hero, and Stephano, the swarthy one, as the bad guy. But this author had already taught me not to trust her... in a good way. And the heroine was enough like me, red-haired, fair, and slender yet voluptuous, to let me really get into the character.
Okay, let's not get crazy. I am red-haired. I am as pale as a sheaf of copier paper. My waist is indeed quite noticeably narrower than my hips. And I do have a nice pair of girls. But I am no romance novel heroine or other paragon of femininity. And I sure as hell am not the sex bomb described in the book I was reading--just superficially close enough to let me fantasize...
Bernadette gasped at the straining, rigid rod of manhood revealed before her. It entranced her and she found one delicate hand, as if of its own volition, reach out to touch it. Her fingertips traced its apex lightly and it bounded toward her in response. She yanked her hand back with a squeal of terror and delight. Her heart wavered with the deliciously scandalous nature of her position. Deeper in her feminine parts, her fluttering was more urgent and primal.
Christophe's aroma was heady. His lightly-worn but omnipresent perfume was masculine and made her skin flush with each whiff. A terrible thought seized Bernadette and she leant forward to see if that magical staff possessed the same aroma. It did and she leaned further still. Christophe's hands laid themselves gently along the back of her head, caressing her fiery locks. A gentle encouragement from those soft, powerful hands, and she could not resist laying her ruby lips upon the purple helmet of his manhood. Would it be so wrong to taste it? Could it possibly be as wonderful upon her tongue as it was to her eyes and olfactory senses?
Curiosity overtook propriety and she slid her mouth over and down the rampant shaft. It was indeed as wonderful in flavor as it was mythical in scope, and Bernadette's depths throbbed with desire as she pressed her tongue against its underside as she slid it in and out of her lips' embrace. Her hand reached...
"Hello!" the customer said in his usual shy manner. His approach to the front desk where I sat probably hadn't been stealthy, but I missed it completely because of how engrossed I was in my reading. I jumped, and probably blushed as I hopped to my feet. I slapped down my book on the counter. As I did so, I realized that the lurid cover was face up on the counter in front of him, and I tried to casually flip it over. I failed at the casual part, and tragically lost my place in the book.
"Hi!" I said back brightly. He handed me four books: Two sci-fi, a mystery, and an old collection of Far Side cartoons. "Four books! That's more than you usually buy. Thanks." I said in a rush.
"I have a flight this evening," he replied softly. He seemed surprised that I recognized him at all, much less knew his buying habits. That was fair, if he had usually come in at 2:30, I would never have known he existed. This was certainly the most we had ever said to each other.
I kept looking at him, and I suddenly wondered why I had not noticed him before. He was no matinee idol, but his face was very nice, and I felt like I saw some strength of character behind his shy, diffident smile. He handed me cash, as always.
"You know, I've never seen a credit card so I don't even know your name!" I blurted out brightly. Of its own volition, my hand extended to him. "I'm Gerry!"
He smiled a very pretty smile and replied, "Hi Gerry, I'm Roger--uh--Rog. I go by Rog." He took my hand and shook it firmly like a businessman would. It was just an ordinary social handshake, but my groin just exploded for a moment. I actually shifted my footing to keep from squirming. All I could think of for moment was how BIG his hands were. They dwarfed mine. I am NOT the kind girl who is always evaluating dudes' hands and feet for size, but that damn book I was reading had my mind and body both on red alert!
I handed him his change a little wobblily and he waved meekly as he left. I watched him go. He had a nice ass, too. And it was an objectively nice ass, I realized. I would have thought that at any time, not just then in my hyper-horny state. I just had never actually looked at it before now.
With him gone, I heaved a sigh and looked down in relief.
And groaned again. My nipples were showing. They must have been showing the whole time--big and proud. I was mortified. And it was not as if I was some braless floozy with a tight t-shirt. I had a bra on. And my shirt was my usual white, button-down blouse. Sure, I wore it tight a little tight over my breasts, but damnit, I looked good that way. The point was, it was not a get up designed to show off pokies. But today of course, the girls would not be contained....
Damn. He hadn't seemed embarrassed, or turned on, or anything. But he HAD to have seen them, right? I mean they were practically waving at him to get his attention. Maybe he was completely clueless? A girl could always hope. Maybe he was gay?
I shoved the book in my oversized purse and went off to do some work.
Early the next week, I again had been open less than an hour in the morning dead time when I ran out of actual work to do. I plopped down at the front desk and could not help but reach of the book. I had devoured a couple of chapters over the weekend and it just kept getting better. And dirtier. I was convinced now that it had been written as one of the thousands of industrial-grade spank books Amazon publishes on the Kindle, but the publisher had realized how good a story it really was and took a flyer.
I had ordered five more copies and had already made up a shelf tag that said, "WARNING! For Adult Readers Only!" I was betting that I'd be re-ordering in two weeks.
So far, it had become clear that Stephano was indeed the bad guy, but he never seemed to do anything terribly unforgivable, and I wondered if the book was setting up a redemption arc for him later on. Regardless, Bernadette was in his clutches at the moment. She had turned the tables on him in the prior chapter, and I was watering at the mouth to get on with the next chapter, where I suspected she was going to redeem his brains out.
Why, yes... it had been a while for me. My last boyfriend was a year in the rearview mirror, and my last date that ended 'really well' was several months back.
I settled into my comfy chair at the checkout desk and dug into the book. I had barely read far enough to determine that, as I had suspected, Stephano's rather courtly, even gentlemanly imprisonment of Bernadette was going to take on a rather more exciting character due to prodding from Bernadette's insatiable... curiosity, when the bell on the door rang and Roger (Rog, wasn't it?) walked in. I smiled and called a breezy cheerio to him, with a bit too breathless a voice, due to the heat already coming from this chapter. I winced when he almost shied away from the undertone in my voice, but he waved and headed off toward the Fantasy section.
Shrugging, I returned to the book.
Stephano stood before Bernadette, looming over her where she sat on the edge of the overlarge white bed, with its plethora of pillows and soft, goose-down cover. Bernadette clasped her unfastened gown haphazardly to her bounteous womanhood, the disorganized fabric only partially covering and even less partially concealing her soft womanly curves. He was angry with her, as was usually the case, and his massively thewed frame took her aback. Yet she sensed a hesitation in him, especially now that he encountered her in such disarray. There was within her a power, a power over Stephano--A power she felt an uncontrollable desire to exert over him and his arrogant bluster.
"See here, sirrah!" she scolded hautily, like a woman of far higher birth than hers of a simple country lord. "To come upon a woman in such a state of undress and lecture her on your boastful plans is unseemly!" she leaned forward, letting her tangle of clothing slide further down and around so that Stephano was presented with a vast vista down her chest between her fulsome ornaments. She spied his gaze riveted upon the sight she presented and felt a further surge of her power.
"My eyes, good sir, are up here," she snapped, and Stephano's gaze swiftly rose to meet hers. He flushed at being called out and attempted to return to his own agenda.
"Nevertheless, milady Bernadette," he began again.
"Nevertheless nothing, Stephano," she interrupted. "It is bad enough that you stand with me in your full view as I struggle with my damaged garment, but you do so with full evidence of your lustful desires available for all to see!"
"I... what? I am not..." he stuttered, now utterly taken back upon his heels.
"You sir, are, if a lady may use such a word, engorged!" she snapped. Stephano's eyes widened in affront layered with guilt. "I shall demonstrate," Bernadette uttered sternly. With that, she briskly, and with both a fury and confidence she did not feel in her heart reached out to the massive man's trousers. They were indeed over-full to plain sight, but she wanted to make her point utterly clear. She briskly unbuttoned them before Stephano could react and the front fell open, revealing a truly impressive male member, grown to the full extent of its function.
Stephano was dumbfounded at her forwardness. Bernadette was likewise dumbfounded, no longer at her own audacity, but instead at the shaft of glory before her. Her hands clung to the front of his trousers on their own accord, as it reluctant to loose their grip lest they slide away from its magnificence. Her own garment fell completely away to her waist and Stephano's eyes were fixated at the paired perfection so revealed.
Neither could speak.
Leaning forward as she was, Bernadette was overwhelmed by the aroma of the big man. Unlike Christophe's elegant, gentle perfume, Stephano's scent was natural. It was clean and yet overlaid with the fresh aroma of manly pursuits. Bernadette was as mesmerized by his redolence as Stephano was by her revealing disarray. Her hands released their hold on his trousers and clasped his regal shaft, at first hesitantly, then as her knowledge of her power over the ordinarily brooding man reasserted itself, she clasped it firmly at the base and traced the long blue vein that ran up its considerable length.
She could not help herself and took the swollen, obviously aching helm between her lips. Stephano moaned in...
I was so absorbed in the book, I too was making involuntary movements. My right hand clutched the book in its lightly sweaty grasp, but my left had at first begun stroking my right breast's inner curve and was now massaging my left boob, the fingertips still caressing the right. Holy shit, had I UNBUTTONED an extra button on my shirt? I had!
And Rog was somewhere in the store. Fuck.
Not wanting to draw attention to myself with any sudden moves, I left my hand in place. Keeping my head down over the book, I sneaked a look at the camera monitor. Thank God, he was over by the Perv Bait. I told my hand to slowly release myself, but my lower-level brain changed the order to instead give my breast another good grope while he was still busy. I kept an eye on him for when he started moving. He had the new book I got in last week. The women in it were amazing, and I hoped he'd be busy with it for a while. Maybe I'd move my hand lower...
While I considered that, I stared at Rog in the monitor. Something was off. The book was open, but he wasn't looking at it. His eyes were fixed and unmoving on the shelving front of him. The shelves in my store are higher than in a normal store, nearly ceiling height. I had bought them used from a library. They are metal and there are no backs, so if there are gaps in the stock on the shelves, you could see through them to the other side.
Rog was staring through the shelves straight in my direction. Fuck.
Fuck. Fuck. Fuck.
Roger was standing in my store, watching me feel myself up. This was so embarrassing. This was also... He was standing there, with beautifully shot, clear, well-lit, naked pictures of the hottest women in the world right before him, and he was looking at me. I may have frozen at the initial realization that I was being observed, but my hand had never left my breast. I could not believe I was doing it, but I slid my hand forward under my shirt and into my bra to grasp my right boob and squeeze it gently. Sweet fuck, did that feel good.
At the same time I was on the verge of panic. I had to stop, or I'd lose it. I slid my hand free and cleared my throat. I popped my bookmark in the book and set it down on the counter, cover side up deliberately this time, and looked around casually. I heard the big coffee table book slap closed, and I saw Rog in the monitor, quickly shelving it again. When he turned, and started moving, I hastily rebuttoned my shirt (I found that I had actually unconsciously opened TWO extra buttons!).
He considerately cleared his throat loudly before he came around the end of a row of shelving and into view of me at the register, but I was already completely tidied up and was sitting there serenely, smiling politely at him as he approached. Rog also seemed casually unaffected--almost too unaffected for my taste.
"Didn't find anything to buy today?" I asked in gentle, and genuine, surprise.
Rog's eyes bugged out and his surface calm dissolved. "Oh! Crap! I put them down to look at another book and forgot them," he called over his shoulder as he turned and rushed back to the Perv Bait aisle to get his intended purchases. When he returned he was still a little confused.



I thought about teasing him in his confusion, but since I was just barely containing my own inner turmoil, I thought it not wise. Or kind. But mostly, not wise. I was still gently sweating all over.
He paid in cash as always, and I laid his change down on top of my book for him to pick up. In part, I didn't trust my hands to touch his, and in part I wanted to let him get a good look at the cover, associating the three-quarters naked red-haired bombshell on the cover with little old red-headed me.
As he left, I came to conscious terms with the fact that I wanted Rog. I wasn't sure if I wanted to have him, or to tease him mercilessly. I settled eventually on teasing him mercilessly... then having him. I could have simply asked him out, but he might have said no. I had no desire to chance that. Somehow, my brain had entwined Rog with my new book. Images of him kept flashing in and superimposing themselves when I was imagining Bernadette and her escapades. And I wanted to exert the same power over him that Bernadette was currently applying to Stephano. Finally, he really did have an objectively nice ass.
Rog was suddenly the object of a nascent plan the likes of which I had never concocted or even conceived of before. I believed it would likely crash and burn, but the whole elaborate idea turned me on so much it was probably worth it, just for the pleasure the planning.
If Rog stuck to his usual schedule, I wouldn't see him until Friday or even early next week. But I hoped he might be drawn back earlier--I was certainly drawn to having him back earlier. So that very afternoon, I explored my own store, looking at it with a new eye. I made a few adjustments and noted them so I could reset them each morning before I opened. I wanted to be ready to launch my plan into action whenever he returned.
Beginning the next morning, I altered my style of dress just a little bit, leaning into the sexy librarian vibe. I exchanged my usual black slacks for a charcoal pencil skirt that ended well above my knees. My white cotton dress blouses stayed, but since my hands apparently wanted to unbutton a few extra, I indulged them, definitely leaving some real cleavage display. Once other staff came in each day, that could be easily altered. I pulled my old heavy black-rimmed glasses out of the drawer and left my contacts at home. Finally, I pulled my plentiful red hair back into a very severe bun behind my head, pinning it in place with the long jeweled hairpin I had bought a year ago at an antique mall.
Rog didn't come the next day. I hadn't expected him to, but I still felt a stab of disappointment when Stacy, my afternoon help wandered in at lunchtime. She validated my clothing decisions when she saw me and whistled, "Wow, Gerry! Putting in some extra effort? It looks good." I left the store early. Stacy was my most reliable worker, and I wanted to shop a little to fine-tune my new wardrobe/weapons array.
I made myself giggle picking out some new underwear that was nothing like I usually wore. I even bought a garter belt and several pairs of black stockings with visible black seams up the back. I had never worn garters and stockings before and I prayed I wouldn't need to resort to YouTube instructional videos to figure out how to put them on. I found two new white blouses that were more fitted around my midsection, making my boobs look bigger than they were. Then I hit the jackpot with a dressy black skirt. It was just long enough to not be scandalous, with the hem resting at mid-thigh on me. Better yet, it was a wrap around, and if I lifted my leg much at all, it split open to reveal even more of my upper thigh. All I would have to do is walk sedately up a set of stairs and anyone paying attention would know I was wearing stockings, not my usual pantyhose.
I wore the whole getup on Thursday. Rog did not show, which again frustrated but did not surprise me. The effect of my new wardrobe was very definitely demonstrated when my other main employee John came in to work, ten minutes late as per usual. John was a college kid and a bit of a nerd. He was smart as a whip, super well-read, and was great with customers, but otherwise a fairly lazy employee. His eyes bugged out when he walked in and saw me standing there in my 'enhanced' new wardrobe. I smiled hello and walked toward him. John swallowed and practically ran to the register to clock in. He then bolted off to another part of the store, busying himself with work so he didn't have to be around me. I couldn't tell whether he was hiding a boner, or was trying to avoid popping one. Either way, whenever he slacked off I had only to walk near him and he'd shoot off to straighten shelves, run the sweeper, or process some online orders. I'd always thought he had a bit of a crush on me anyway, but this was rather heartening. Was John's junk big enough to be all that noticeable if he got hard over me?
In other news, I was now so horny that I was contemplating the dick size of my nerdy employee....
I was loaded for bear on Friday, with the best of my new bras, the form-fittingest of my new blouses, collar popped up in back, and the severe yet revealing skirt. I even wore my three and a half inch black patent pumps. If Rog didn't show, and I suppose even if he did, when John came in to work he was either going to have to learn to live with a boner in front of his boss, or just continue his new life of actually working for his paycheck.
I got in early enough to have all my morning work done well before opening. I checked my preparations around the store, and settled in by the front door. If Rog didn't show today, I really was going to be downcast. His usual pattern would have only meant a fifty-fifty chance of his coming in, but after our little co-voyeur moment last time, I figured he'd be here with bells on if he could, and if he wasn't, it likely meant that he wouldn't be coming back at all. That possibility sucked.
To get in the mood, I returned to the instigating book. The story had taken a turn I had definitely not expected and a new villain had emerged. That threat to both Bernadette and the duchy could only be countered by the efforts of Christophe and Stephano in cooperation. They resisted working together of course, and I felt it inevitable that in the next chapter the heroine was going to force their hands, cooperation-wise, by having sex with them both simultaneously. Even without my main aim of lying in wait this morning for Rog, knowing that this chapter was next to read would alone have been enough to make me prepare for damp panties... IF I had been wearing panties, that is.
I pressed the button on the automation app on my phone which changed the sign by the door from red CLOSED to green OPEN, and the smart lock on the door silently clicked open. I started to read, but even this book was unable to keep my concentration. After barely a page, I was fidgeting.
Would Rog come today, as I suspected he would? As I hoped he would? He did travel a lot, I thought. Maybe he couldn't come? But maybe I had scared him off for good. Maybe I wasn't that appealing to him. He had been staring at me, sure, but maybe he was just watching me make a fool of myself in public?
My resolve, my focus was wavering at a very bad time. But I could not stop asking the questions over and over in my mind. My vision strayed to the register computer and the video feeds. An idea struck me and I brought up the file from the camera pointed at Rog on the day I felt myself up. I scrubbed through the video until I saw him step into the frame. I smiled a little as he went straight to the new book, the one I remembered him looking at. He'd obviously seen it before. He opened it, then looked around to make sure no one else was around. He never even looked down at the book before his gaze slipped through the bookshelf in front of him and he obviously spied me. From that point forward he just stared at me unmoving, shifting only a little here and there to apparently get a better view of me reading and touching myself.
Jesus, how long had I sat there feeling myself up? More to the point, was he turned on, or just fascinated by my foolishness? I got my answer when he started having to adjust the front of his pants! He did it several times, in fact, and his hand lingered on his junk more and more each time he shifted things around to accommodate his growing 'problem'. I smiled and deleted the file. I had my answer.
Once again sure of myself, I picked up the book. Was I really sure of myself? No. This was a totally new thing I was going to try, and it could collapse with a bang, or worse, with a whimper. But I was absolutely sure I was going to try it.
If Rog showed up, that is.
I'd been agonizing for what seemed like forever when I looked at the clock. It was 9:18. I'd been sitting there for less than twenty minutes. I shook my head and bent to the book. It was still too early for Rog to get here anyway.
The bell on the door rang and Rog walked in less than 60 seconds later. He'd never come in this early.
I looked up from the book and smiled at him. "Hi, Rog!" I called, straightening up my back and blinking at him through my black framed glasses. My prescription was just strong enough to make my eyes look a little bigger than natural through them, and I hoped that Rog was into the look of slightly slutty anime librarians. His eyes did indeed widen at the sight of me and his nostrils even flared a little in a very encouraging sign.
"I, uh, hi, Gerry! It's a beautiful, uh, day, isn't it?" He stammered. He seemed to want to keep talking, perhaps to let his voice smooth out. I was holding my book up before me, lurid cover facing him. He nodded casually at the book. "Still working on that one?"
I would not have expected him to openly acknowledge the book! That was promising. "Yes," I smiled again, looking down at the pages for a moment. "I keep coming back to it. I can't help it. It's intense."
Rog couldn't come up with anything else to say after that, and waved a little before heading back to the rest of the store. I checked the monitor and sure enough, he had gone straight to the Perv Bait area first thing. He didn't even bother with the books back there, he just went to observe me through the stacks. I wanted to reward him. My hand stole up and rubbed across my belly, brushing the underside of my breasts while I read.
Bernadette stood before and between the two massive gentlemen, her temper matching her fiery locks as they waved in the breeze.
"Enough, good sirs!" she exclaimed passionately. "I cannot--will not, permit you to continue to fight one another over me. The duchy requires that you work together."
"I," she emphasized regally, "require that you work together!" She reached out to place a hand gently on each man's burly chest. She stepped forward between them. "I shall teach you that you can indeed work in concert," she breathed softly. Her hands began to slowly slide downward on each man's hard muscled body.
I hadn't even meant to, but my hand had already slid upward to grasp my boob again. I watched Rog on screen through the corner of my eye and he was very still as I squeezed and massaged myself. I kept at it until I clearly felt my headlights poking through my blouse. I hoped he could see them at that distance.
Regardless, it was time to move on. I blew out a long breath and fanned myself with the book. Looking around as if to see if Rog or any other imagined customer, could see me. I rose from my chair and stealthily slipped back among the shelves. I moved slowly, and peered around each corner as if I did not want to be observed. Of course, the only other person in the store was Rog, and I knew he was behind me. If all went well, he was fairly close behind me.
I reached the back corner of the store and slid back along the last row of shelves. I stopped midway along, and leaned back against the shelving unit that was against the wall. I opened the book again and resumed reading, my senses alive for the sounds of movement. He was quiet. The first indication of him was a flash of movement through the shelf unit facing me. Rog has slipped into the next aisle over and seemed to have found the narrow gap in the books that I had arranged at just below his eye level that would give him a good view of where I stood. I smiled at this, and at the book, as I read.
Her hands softly explored the front of both men's trousers, but Bernadette kept her gaze downcast, avoiding either's gaze.
Both men were of course shocked at such a scandalous turn of events. Her actions were far beyond the Pale, improper on a scale they could not quite conceive, even for this wild spirit that they both loved and lusted for. Her caress of the swelling sign of their arousal held each man paralyzed at first, but then as one, they bestirred themselves to protest.
Bernadette cut them both off with a stern squeeze of her fingers upon their masculinity, hard enough to return them into silence after but a word or two. She massaged them gently for a moment in reward for their silence. "Very good, my darlings," she said, her voice dark but loving. Her hands stole away from they lower regions and went to the tightly fastened neck of her heavy over cloak. "I will teach you... I will SHOW you," she went on, unfastening the cloak and letting it slide off her to the ground, "that you can indeed share."
She stood between them, bereft of even the simplest undergarment--naked under their hungry gaze.
My mind snapped back to my own plans for male manipulation. Fortunately my hands had continued with the syllabus without me, and had my shirt unbuttoned far enough that Rog could surely see the white, lacy, and undersized bra I was wearing. I felt myself up a little more, this time with my hand inside my shirt.
I slowly lifted my leg and perched it on the rolling stool I had left back there for this purpose. The luridly high heels I wore pushed my leg up quite high. The slit of the wrap-around skirt fell open along my thigh almost to the hip. The top of my stocking was completely exposed, along with the black strap of my garter. My hand slipped off of my breast and caressed my thigh in turn. I trailed my fingers up and down the silky nylon. I shivered a little in response to my own touch, the image of Bernadette jacking off two hunks simultaneously, and especially the sound of quiet but increasingly shallow breathing I could hear for the other side of the shelves. I didn't want to look up and chance him seeing that I knew he was there, not yet. But I had also left gaps in the books down low and I saw his shoes through one of those. I shivered again, and my own breathing became shallower in turn as I slid my fingers higher on my leg, tugging first on the garter strap, then sliding down the inner side of my raised thigh and then up under my skirt. I let my fingertips brush along my pantyless vagina and I felt my blood rush.
I jerked my hand from between my legs as if suddenly realizing that I was getting carried away. I let my fingers dangle once more in my cleavage as I looked to my side toward the aisle and the rest of the store, making a show of listening.
I let my eyes drift back to the book and resumed letting my fingers unbutton my blouse until it was completely open. The tails were still tucked tightly in the waist of my skirt, so I tugged gently on one side, loosening it enough to where it hung open enough to fully expose my breast. The demi cups of loose white lace were cut so low that they barely covered the bottoms of my nipples. I let my fingers tease at the exposed, pink, achingly erect love button on my exposed breast. I fanned myself with the book and teased at the other side of my blouse.
I reached up behind my head and tugged the hairpin free. I shook my head gently as my hair spilled out and down around my face and shoulders in unconscious fashion. I had practiced this little move in the mirror about twenty times the previous night. I delicately placed the pin in my book as a mark and set the book aside, as if for just a moment. Bernadette would have to get out of her current dilemma of which stallion to blow first and which too fuck first without me.
Was Rog touching himself? God, I wanted him to be touching himself. I imagined spreading my skirt wide and fingering myself under his watching eye. He would finally open his pants, take out his cock, and be unable to restrain himself from jacking off as well.
That little fantasy could be a problem. It might be hard to sell cum-soaked gardening books. Besides, I didn't want to share his cum with any books, thank you.
Instead, I slowly, deliberately raised my gaze to where I knew his eyes would be. There he was, hunched over just a little bit to spy on me. The gap in the books on the shelf in front of him was nearly a foot wide. So was the gap on the shelf on my side, but the gaps were offset, and he only had four inches or so to peek through. I had wanted him to work a little.
Our eyes met, and his widened in panic. I just smiled and held his gaze until I was sure he was still rooted to the spot. Then I tugged the tails of my blouse free and slid the garment off my shoulders, letting it slide to the ground behind me. By now I was pretty sure he wasn't going to run away, so I let my gaze drift downward again. I let my fingers run over my breasts, tracing their outlines and teasing at my nipples. I slid my hands lower and unfastened the waist of my skirt, I slowly pulled the front wide open, letting him see at last that I wore no underwear. I heard an audible, very gratifying gasp from behind the books.
I had earlier left a book on the floor back here. I turned away from Rog and bent down quite slowly to pick it up. Then I stood on the rolling stool I had braced on earlier and stretched up to reshelve the volume on the top shelf. A brief, quiet moan came from behind me, just loud enough to hear. I turned my head over my shoulder and smiled back at Rog. The power I held over his enraptured gaze was intoxicating.
But it HAD been a while for me. I wanted much more than his gaze right then.
"I feel you watching me," I said softly. "I felt you watching me before. I like it. Do you like watching me?" I asked, finally inviting him to speak.
"Yes," Rog said slowly, his voice equal parts shame and hunger.
"I like watching you too, Rog," I said, stepping down from the stool and turning full on to face him. "Would you come around here so I can watch more of you?" He took a deep breath and stepped around the end of the shelves. I looked at him as he came into view, tall and desirable, but hesitant. The front of his khakis were quite gratifyingly distended. He clearly wanted to use his hands to hide that fact, but he couldn't figure out a way that wouldn't look ridiculous.
He swallowed and spoke, "I'm sorry to be spying on you, it's just... you're so... oh my God, you're beautiful. I couldn't help myself, I had to follow you." I smiled and he rushed on, "I know it's wrong, but..."
"Wrong?" I cut him off. "Wrong, Rog? I've discovered I really like having you watch me. Do you think I came back here to strip down like this for some reason other than locking your hungry gaze on me?" Rog was still hanging back at the end of the aisle. I was beginning to worry. I wanted the heady feel of having him in my thrall, but I also wanted to see some assertiveness from him. Would he get his shit together, or was I going to have to tell him to do everything. That idea had some appeal, I'll admit, but not as much as a collaboration.
I waved him toward me, letting some of my impatience sound in my voice. "Come closer! I want to see you too."
He paused for one more second, before the dumbfounded expression on his face finally clicked into a grin. He took a few steps closer to me and I could see his spine straighten. It had been pretty straight before, but now, at last, he was posturing himself. Unbidden, he tugged his shirt up and off over his head. I loved the view of his torso as he revealed it to me. He was no chiseled masterpiece of muscle like the two hunks on the cover of my book, but his spare frame was fit enough, and there was not an ounce of belly fat on him. I smiled a little, and let my tongue slip barely free to wet my lips.



As a reward, I stepped closer to him in turn, stopping just beyond my reach and his. I looked once more at his hands. Even if their size did not herald what I hoped they did, I was going to enjoy them caressing me soon. But not yet. "You look good to me too, Rog," I murmured, "But I still feel I'm showing you more of me than you are of you. Help a girl out?" I crossed my arms under my breasts, intentionally pushing them upward. I felt my erect nipples pop even more clear of the delicate demis.
He slowly kicked off his sandals, and shook his head. "This is crazy, Gerry. You're incredible, and I'm just... me."
I laughed. "Roger, you look delicious," I snorted. "And I'm betting you will look much more so if you'd just get on with it."
He muttered embarrassedly and fiddled with his fly.
"Rog, please. Drop your pants!" I said. My words could have been interpreted as begging or as commanding. I was a little hocked at myself how much it felt to ME like I was begging. I was practically aching now to see more of him, all of him. "You can't be embarrassed. From what I see of that bulge in your pants, you have nothing to be ashamed of!"
"Oh yeah?" Rog asked sardonically. He shook his head and unzipped swiftly. In a single motion, he let his khakis drop to the floor. The size of Rog's hands indeed told no lies. His dick was the opposite of something to be ashamed of. It was no porn star staff of power, but it was meaty and fulsome. It looked perfect and tasty and stiff as a board. I guessed his reluctance was due to the fact that he wore no underwear!
I laughed delightedly. "Commando, Rog? And here I thought that I was the one who prepared for this morning!"
He grinned sheepishly. "I came early today, hoping I could get another view of you like I did Tuesday. And, well, on Tuesday I got all tangled up in my underwear while I watched. I didn't want to be that uncomfortable again." He grinned, his humor asserting itself. "I'm glad I did. The show you just put on today might have snapped my dick right off if I'd been wearing underwear today." Yep, he seemed to be fully with the program now, taking a long step closer to me as he spoke. He reached out and lightly laid his hands on my waist, along my garter belt. "It's also good because I'd have hated for you to see how ridiculous I look in my usual tighty whities!"
I closed the last few inches between us and caressed his chest while I felt his hands tremble a little on my waist. The ridiculously high heels I still wore were all I need to be able to reach up and kiss him gently. He did not leave the kiss gentle for more than a moment. His response became fierce and his arms wrapped fully around me, pressing me against him and his eager cock. His tongue demanded entrance to my mouth, but was momentarily blocked by my own tongue demanding entrance to his.
His hands slid down my back and gripped my bare backside, his massaging fingers demonstrating his need as much as his demanding lips. I wriggled my hips in his grasp.
Breaking off our kiss, I gasped, "I've been fantasizing about this ever since you started spying on my at the front desk, but your arms feel even better than I dreamt."
He looked at me with a smile, "You've been fantasizing about getting naked among the bookshelves with me for three months?"
My turn to be taken aback. "I just noticed you looking at me last WEEK! Are you telling me you weren't back there reading the Perv Bait?"
"The nudie books?" he laughed, looking innocent. That is a very hard expression for a guy to carry off when his raging naked hard-on is pressed into your belly. I just glared at him with a trace of a grin. "Okay. Some of them do have some amazing pictures, but I just always grabbed one so I'd have an excuse to be there other than staring at you if someone surprised me."
"Are you telling me that I've been touching myself at the register for the last three months?" I demanded, letting my hands on his chest slide lower and lower.
"Oh no," Rog chortled, "that was new last week. I highly approved, though. Before, I just liked to look at you and didn't want you thinking I was some slack-jawed stalker."
I finally let my hands touch his cock, grasping it softly with both hands.
"So what you are saying," I murmured up into his ear, "is that you ARE a slack-jawed stalker, you just didn't want me to know about it." I kissed his neck hard enough to hopefully raise a hickey.
"Oh God," Rog groaned as I grasped him, stalker comments overtaken by events.
"Listen," I said as I kissed along his shoulder, "what I thought has been more than a week of awesome foreplay turns out to be a couple of months. If you don't fuck me right now, I think I'll melt down."
Thankfully, Rog's hesitancy was long gone, and he lifted my up by my ass. He turned and pressed me back against the wall, resting a few pounds of my weight on the edge of a shelf and not coincidentally, I'm sure, leaving my hips at just the right height for him. I felt his cock probe my vagina, which felt completely wet. I could only plead for more as I wrapped my arms around his shoulders. And more I got.
He waggled his glans against me until it slipped between my lips. I moaned as I felt him press deeper within me. He really was thick. I was really, really wet now and I could literally hear the passage of him in and out of my sodden home. I didn't know if I wanted things to, ah, come to a head already, but I was loathe to get Rog to stop his marvelous work inside my folds.
A sound from outside the store penetrated our senses. It was nothing significant, just an ordinary sound, but Rog paused his efforts and snapped his head around toward the entrance.
"Don't worry," I gasped reassuringly and rockingly hips against him, "that was outside."
Rog resumed his welcome efforts, but now he was almost franticly fast, as if forcing the issue. "What if someone comes in?" he grunted with a worried tone. "Will we hear the bell? We'll never get dressed in time."
"Easy, tiger!" I laughed. "I locked the door and turned on the closed sign when I came back here."
In an instant, his thrusts became longer, slower, and a whole lot fucking more enjoyable. "So we have time?" he asked, his urgency replaced by languid enthusiasm.
That languid enthusiasm was hitting me in a pretty good spot at the moment, and I felt an orgasm coming on. "Oh yes," I breathed. "We have until at least until a quarter to noon." I threw my head back against the books and closed my eyes, my hands grasping his shoulders as his cock shuddered into me once more with repeated authority.
It really wasn't the most comfortable position to screw in, nor the most stimulating angle of attack, so to speak, but Rog's swift and eager efforts combined with the incredibly sexy situation had me breathing shallowly as I felt my muscles gathering themselves. I'd never so much as kissed a guy inside my bookstore before, but you can bet I'd fantasized about it.
Imagination was not living up to the real thing.
My breath began to stutter and I may have begun to mew like a cat or something. I was feeling the uncontrolled shudders begin to build in me. I squeezed Rog's back and fought for air.
And the bastard pulled out and lifted me to the ground!
"What?!?" I almost wailed, wondering what I missed.
Rog was also panting, but from the exertion of supporting much of my weight and stroking my insides with that gleaming, sticky rod that now bounced between us. "If I had so much as thrusted one more time, I'd have come," he panted.
"In case you hadn't figured it out," I snarked, "I'm okay with that!" I found myself laughing a bit inside at my own irritated frustration. "I was just about to get there too!"
Rog leered at me in gentlemanly fashion. "I can help with that," he said, embracing me and gently bringing us both to the floor. He lay me on my back and pressed my still stocking-clad legs apart. He stroked his hands up my inner thighs and bent his head.
Good lord, he knew his way around down there with his tongue as well. What kind of jackpot had I hit? Rog gently spread my outer folds apart with delicate fingertips and ran his tongue from back to front of my pussy, ending with a flourish around my aching bud. My clit never swells very large, but it gets wildly sensitive and I was almost instantly back to the pre-orgasmic state of full-body tension I was experiencing before. Rog moved away from my clitoris and seemed to be tasting my juices, occasionally plunging his tongue deep inside me.
Backing off my clit bought Rog a few moments to enjoy himself before my composure utterly collapsed. I absolutely shrieked in ecstasy. I slapped the floor over and over again with both palms and thrust my hips up toward his face. My interior throbbed with wave after wave of ecstatic overload. Through wave after wave of crashing orgasm, everything looked blue, a beautiful shade of royal blue.
When I regained my mental facilities and full-spectrum vision, I realized the man still had his face buried between my legs. I felt his tongue swipe up over my now far too sensitive clit and I squirmed uncontrollably. I pushed him away from me hard, almost desperately, to save myself from some kind of lethal overdose of pleasure. I flopped back on the floor, closed my eyes and sucked in three cool, deep breaths.
Pushing myself up on my elbows, I saw that he was sitting up, one knee cocked in the air, and leaning against the bookshelves. His grin looked very satisfied. His cock looked much less so. "Does that make up for the coitus interruptus?" he asked merrily, wiping my juices from around his mouth.
"Paid in full," I said, struggling to my knees. "In fact, I think I owe YOU some interest." I slid over toward him, my fingers pinching a nipple where it peeked above the half cup of my bra. It was already hard as the rubber pencil eraser that it resembled. I released it and tucked a finger into the side of the bra and slid it around under my breast. The lacy cups on the bra were so delicate that they provided little, and no practical, support to my girls. The whole garment was really just there to not quite cover my nipples. It was easy to tuck the cup away under my breast, completely exposing it. I reached out and caressed Rog's lean jaw. I smiled inwardly, he had not had my advanced notice of how today was going to go, or he'd have shaved as meticulously as I had...
Leaning forward, I gently pressed my exposed boob against his lips. They parted eagerly and he sucked on me hard. I felt my soft flesh pulled into him. His tongue lashed at my hard nipple inside his mouth. He lessened the pressure on me and I felt him shift. I gasped in delight as he gently bit my nipple, just hard enough to send a jolt of erotic energy up the back of my neck and down between my legs.
Rog raised a hand to my other breast and massaged it eagerly. He tugged and teased at the nipple where it poked up just above the lacy cup. Then he slid a finger down inside and, just as I had, slid it under my breast from one side to the other, leaving that girl just as exposed as the one he still had trapped in his mouth.
"You learn fast," I cooed.
"There are some things," Rog replied, a little garbled due to my breast blocking his mouth. "There are some things that men pay close attention to," he went on, releasing my breast from his lips, "among them are beautiful women playing with their beautiful breasts." With that, his latched his lips onto the breast he had just fully exposed and nibbled at that nipple as well. His bites were much gentler this time, but he added in some torture with his tongue, and I again was on fire.
"Now it's my debt to you that keeps growing," I said, pulling my nipple free of his torturous mouth. "Stand up," I commanded.
"Yes ma'am!" he chuckled lightly in reply, clearly eager for what he suspected I had in mind.
I stayed on my knees before him, and reached out to drag my fingernails up the length of his still sticky, but drying shaft. "Oh, my," he breathed, quivering slightly. Then he moaned less articulately as I grasped the base of his shaft and wrapped my lips around the head of his cock. I applied suction of my own as I took several inches of him into my mouth. My tongue lashed around his glans, in much the same way his had stimulated my nipples. Guys don't seem to like teeth down there, of course, so I avoided returning THAT favor....
I released him with a loud gasp and squeezed the base of his cock gently while I began to lavish his entire equipment with long, dripping wet licks, leaving him drenched in my saliva. I straightened a bit and looked up into his hazel eyes while I began to run his sopping cock over the curves of my girls. Rog just looked down at me hungrily. I slid his shaft between my breasts, getting them wet in the process. I squeezed them together around him. He moaned and involuntarily thrust himself up between my better than naked boobs.
"That's it, Rog," I said softly. "More."
His eyes sparkled down at mine as he slowly slid himself up and down between my tightly pressed mounds. His obvious pleasure was reward enough, but the feel of his hard, pulsing shaft sliding so smoothly against me had my flesh on fire.
Too soon, his cock began to dry out though, and the passage of his cock between my girls became less comfortable for either of us. I released their grasp on him and took his cock once more into my fingers. I licked but once at his tip before I took him again between my lips. I bobbed my head up and down gently, slipping him in and out past my delicately clasped lips.
I'm no deep-throat artist, but I was able to take most of him into my mouth repeatedly. It was clearly enough for Rog, as his head rolled back in mindless pleasure and his hands ran themselves delicately through my hair, never grabbing my head or anything aggressive like that.
His dick was throbbing heavily in no time, and he mustered his voice to tell me, "You better stop. Keep this up and I'm going to come."
"That is my plan," I observed, allowing his cock out of my mouth momentarily.
"I thought that we could finish like we began..." he went on hesitatingly.
"I have great faith," I replied, pausing to take several inches into my mouth for but a moment, "in my ability to persuade this lovely body part to rally for a grand finale." I licked my way up him from his unfortunately hairy balls to his magnificent purple head. "Now relax and come for me. I want to taste you." Everything else about Rog was coming up aces, I had faith even his jizz would be tasty.
With that, I put my all into the work. My hand pumped his shaft vigorously while my head bobbed up and down, running his cock in and out along my saliva-sodden lips and tongue. I could feel the tension and pulsation of his member and I knew I was close to our reward.
Rog's hands tightened involuntarily, tangling in my hair, but sweetly, he still managed to prevent himself from grabbing my head. "Now!" was all he managed to gasp. My hand became a blur up and down his shaft, and I let two inches of him rest inside my mouth, tongue flicking along its underside. I felt the tide surge up inside his shaft and despite my readiness, it almost overwhelmed me and escaped my lips. Almost. Rog babbled almost incoherently as his whole body shuddered. I thrilled at the power I had to make him lose control like this.
Alas, his semen was not the delicious treat I had hoped for. It wasn't bad by any stretch, mind you, but it wasn't top of the heap... it wasn't Cum Laude. I snickered to myself. I carefully swallowed every bit, and stroked up his shaft carefully to milk every last drop into my mouth. It was tasty enough, and I enjoyed the little aftershocks Rog endured from my careful cleanup ministrations.
Arms around each other on the thinly carpeted floor, leaning against metal library-surplus bookshelves, was not the most comfortable of cuddles, but we both wanted to hold each other and neither wanted to move to the comfy couch or chairs I had, since they were all in full view of the windows. So cuddling naked, or mostly naked, on that floor is what we did. We kissed gently, sporadically, and wordlessly at first, our hands idly exploring each other's bodies at random intervals. Well, Rog was touching one or the other of my breasts in some manner pretty much full time, but neither of us was really attempting any real stimulation of the other in our temporary exhaustion.
At first, we spoke not a word. I think we were each afraid to try conversation lest we discover that one of us was boring, or worse, we didn't like each other. The silence finally got a bit oppressive for me, and I wracked my brain for a book I'd seen him buy that I had also read. Ah!
"Rog," I piped up softly, "did I see you buy The Red Bishop's Gambit?"
"Yeah," Rog replied, his face buried in the mass of my hair. He took a deep whiff of it, then lifted up his head. "What did you think of it? And why did they do the cover art in a chess motif?"
"I know," I laughed softly. "There isn't one sentence about chess in the book."
We talked about that and two other books by the same author, then we lapsed back into companionable silence.
I for one was feeling on the verge of recovery, and was considering escalating my idle exploration of Rog's body when he suddenly laughed. I smiled and asked him what was so funny. "I spent all morning before I got here trying to screw up the courage to ask you out for a cup of coffee! And I don't think I had quite convinced myself to try it..."
"Really? A lousy cup of coffee meetup?" I scoffed, poking him in the ribs a little. "I'd say the signs are pretty good you could manage to get a full dinner date, if you put your mind to it!"
Rog laughed with me, then he suddenly asked, "How about Saturday night?" He went on swiftly, like someone lunging at a sudden opportunity before it disappears. "I could pick you up here at close, or maybe at your place, if you want to change first."
"I think I'll have you pick me up at my place," I said. "I'd think you'd rather I change out of my work clothes and freshen up."
"I don't know," Rog said with a raised eyebrow, "your work outfit today was pretty smashing..."
I pushed symbolically against his chest. "Sexy librarian would be a bit much for the occasion, I think," I said archly. "I wouldn't want you to get the wrong ideas. After all. I almost never put out on a first date."
"Almost?" Rog replied, with an arch expression. His personality was delightfully mercurial. Here he was yet again making the near instant transformation from shy and indecisive to confidently playful.
I was definitely feeling 'refreshed' now, and from the light pulses and other random movements I was observing coming from Rog's penis, I sensed he was too. I slid my hands down his chest and stomach to gently take his soft member in my fingers and begin massaging it. His grip on my breast became more assertive in response.
"So, where will you take me?" I asked, before lowering my lips to caress his neck.
Rog's hand on my breast froze and I realized he had really not given it any thought. "Uh..." he said intelligently. Then he brightened and his hand went back to work exploring me. "How about the Tonga Room if you like dancing, or The Apricot if you don't?" he asked.
"You like dancing?" I asked.
"Sure. It's always fun," he replied, as if mystified by people who did not.
This guy was getting better and better.
He was also, ahem, getting bigger.
My efforts were rapidly bearing some bountiful fruit. Rog's penis had responded slowly at first, but then practically leapt to full attention in my grasp. I stroked him softly, up and down his length and murmured, "Speaking of fun, you were employing this lovely beast in most excellent fashion earlier, before you wandered off down a couple of side streets. Can I encourage you to get back on course?"



Decisive Rog was back in full force now. In a flash I was lying on my back and he was atop me. He only had one leg between mine, his penis pressing against my hip. His one hand had somehow never relinquished its clasp on my girl through the whole maneuver, and he laid a kiss on me that, while it employed no tongue at all, took my beats away with its intensity.
I slid my hands down his back and grabbed his tush, hard. I squeezed his cheeks and pulled him against me, returning his kiss with my own full intensity.
When Rog finally broke our kiss, his face went downward to devour my left breast. He really did seem to favor the left one, I wondered idly why for a moment before he scattered my thoughts with well-placed fingers between my legs. His questing fingertips spread my lips once more. I was once again (still?) wet as I could be down there, and his fingers stroked up and down along me. Soon, he was probing my depths with one finger, then two, and I gasped in response as his explorations went from sensitive area to very sensitive area, and back.
It seemed this man was determined to be patient enough to make me ask for it, so I did. My grasp on his ass became commanding, and pulled him forcefully to the side and into the right position. He lifted his second leg over and in-between my legs alongside his first. He kept sucking on my nipple, teasing it with his tongue delightfully while he positioned his cock against my opening. I spread my legs wider and I felt his glans slip inside my folds. I could feel his organ pulsing with each beat of his heart.
In sudden action, Rog arched his back mightily, his mouth pulling off my breast with an audible pop. I felt his entire length slide into me in a single powerful stroke. We both groaned happily at his passage, and my hands danced almost involuntarily across his suddenly straining glutes. I clamped down internally on his surging cock as he invaded me in stroke after long, powerful stroke.
Rog paused in his efforts long enough to lift my legs up so that his body was pressed against the backs of my thighs. I wrapped my calves around him and reveled in the new, improved sensation as he resumed thrusting. Rog was grunting with effort and I was once again twittering little high-pitched cries or moans or whatever they were.
"Better?" Rog gasped to me, asking about the new angle. I nodded wordlessly but very appreciatively. His new angle of 'attack' had his dick brushing by the edges of my favorite spot inside my vagina on most thrusts, sending spasms of delight through me each time. "You are so flexible," Rog marveled.
I was more flexible that this! I just shrugged nonchalantly (which was a feat, given how wracked with pleasure my body was) and just uttered, "Yoga. Lots of Yoga." When I said that, Rog paused again, grabbed my calves and straightened my entire legs up above me. He pressed his body against their length and my ankles rested beside his head. I could feel the black seam on the back of the stockings being pressed into my legs and his chest.
Then he started thrusting again.
Whoa. Now every freaking stroke passed smoothly and firmly across my g-spot, sending spasms of pleasure right up my spine with each passage in AND out. If my back hadn't been getting tired of rubbing on the floor's crappy carpet, this would have been the best sex of my life. A few more firm passes of Rog's magic wand and I changed my mind. This was definitely the best fucking I had ever received. Soft sandy beach on vacation at three am with that local boy suddenly had nothing when compared to itchy used carpet after a feat of exhibitionism I'd have never dreamt of enacting a week before.
I grabbed my own breasts and tugged at my nipples. It felt great, but mostly I just needed something to do with my hands lest they flail around ridiculously.
All too soon, Rog's thrusts grew more ragged, and intermittently shallower. I knew he was going to come soon and merely imagining what it was going to feel like broke the dam inside me. I shrieked aloud as wave after wave of release surged through me, emanating from the flesh clasping his cock. My hips bucked and I felt Rog come. First his cock swelled and surged. Rog slammed it fully into me and froze, his hips locked in place. With a huge almost roar he gasped in release. And I felt a flood of his cum burst out into me in a deliriously amazing series of spurts. My next orgasm didn't emanate from my groin but simply took my whole body all at once. Every nerve ending was on fire, and now the entire world looked like it was colored green--no, make that chartreuse.
His jizz all spent, Rog manfully resumed thrusting in me, trying to give me yet more pleasure. I writhed beneath him joyously, but I too was clearly out of energy. I pushed back at his stomach and let my legs slip off his shoulders and slide back to the floor almost bonelessly. With a moan, Rog happily collapsed atop me, somehow managing to keep his arms in a position where he didn't crush me under his fall.
We were kissing again. Softly this time, with no urgency, just a shared congratulations for a job mind-bendingly well done.
Then the alarm on my phone went off. "Shit!" I exclaimed. "It is 11:45 already! John will be here at noon."
We surged to our feet and pulled on our clothes, trying to make ourselves look presentable. I felt like I positively reeked of sex, of Rog, of sex with Rog, but John would just have to deal with it. I actually smiled at that thought as I pinned my hair back up in the severe bun.
At noon, John came through the door to find Rog quietly standing at the front desk while I wrote down my address for him for Saturday night. With a quirk of my lips, I added below my address: "This waiver good for a one time exception to the No Putting Out On First Dates Rule."
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"Ha!" I laughed, as the video my friend Tony was showing me finished. I took another bite of my lunch while he enthused about the Theater Sports competition clip that we had just watched. Theater Sports is the precursor to improv formats like the TV show Who's Line is it Anyway?, except in Theater Sports, the points do matter.
"It really isn't that great a sketch, you know," I said, trying to slow down the freight train of Tony's enthusiasm. "The first part wanders, there are two awkward points, and the only real laugh is that killer one at the end. And you can tell they probably kept going after that joke. The only person who had the sense to walk away on that high point was the video editor."
Tony was not to be derailed. "But that's what I love about doing improv," he insisted. "The audience doesn't expect every punch to land, so the ones that do, land harder! Kimmie and I have competed twice now for real, and it is a rush, man! But two people aren't enough to be competitive. That's why I want you and Steffie to join our team. I've seen you in class. You are both really good at it."
I knew that this had been where he was going... again. "Tony," I said exasperatedly, "no! I know Steff has told you no, too. I'm in this acting class so I can learn more about writing scripts and stuff. I know we have fun when we do improv exercises in class, but I just don't have the time. I have hard classes you know, beyond just these 5 easy credits." I also was moderately skittish about doing improv in front of strangers, instead of the supportive environment of a class full of people I knew. Tony didn't need to know that.
"But the rush!" insisted Tony. He lowered his voice and looked around for a second. "I mean, it is a rush. You should see how revved up Kimmie gets after a show. The night we did the first show, she about sucked my...."
"TMI!" I interrupted.
"This is why I'm telling you that you need to get Steffie to do it with you, man!" Tony emphasized. "At least, the next time you two have a date, why don't you double with me and Kimmie? We can talk about..."
"Dude, Steff and I are not dating. We have never dated." I interrupted. "Where the hell did you get that?"
"Pull the other one, Scott," laughed Tony at my assertion. "You cannot keep your hands off that girl... even right in class! It's been that way from the start of the semester."
"I just sit behind her in the theater so I can lean in and be part of the conversation with whomever she is sitting next to that day. As an excuse for leaning in and invading their space, I usually give her a neck rub. Steff doesn't mind, and she carries a lot of stress in her shoulders."
"Doesn't mind?" Tony scoffed at me. He leaned forward intently. "If you think that's how she feels about those little shoulder gropes, it's just because you're behind her and can't see the O Face she starts making after a few minutes of Scott's Magic Fingers. Look, if you are not just shitting me and genuinely aren't dating her, you need to fix that, stat. Your penis will thank you. And then you guys can double date with me and Kimmie, we can berate you into joining us doing improv, and we can all go on to fame and glory on SNL someday."
"So you want me to probably fuck up a damned good friendship, just so you will have a putatively easier time convincing me to do something I really do not want to do? The audience isn't buying it, dude."
"'Something you don't want to do?' Scott?" Tony leaned in. "Tell me with a straight face that you don't want to 'do' that glorious piece of ass."
I rubbed my face in frustration. "All right, I have eyes. Steff is in fact a knockout," I said, then bore on swiftly before Tony could get a leer in. "But I am not trying to date her. Get over it."
Steff really was just a good friend. Maybe the best one I had made since going back to college there in Atlanta. At 23, I was beginning to become vaguely aware that the friendships adults made and had were different from the disposable but intense ones you have in high school or college. I was also more than vaguely aware that I did not have the greatest history of success with dating. Not my fault, but history was not flowing in my direction at that point. I would have far rather had Steff the wealthy and powerful lawyer be my friend for the next fifteen years or more, than have a couple of dates (assuming she'd actually go out with me in the first place), maybe some sex, and then ending up never seeing her again. I explained all this to Tony, in acid, specific detail.
What I did not explain, because he didn't fucking need to know, was that I did not consider Steff some 'glorious piece of ass'. To me, she was the most glorious piece of ass at school. Seriously. Rubbing her shoulders was a privilege.
But it wasn't like I was fixated on her. Sure, she was number one in appearances in my masturbatory fantasies at the time, but I had quite the roster of regulars there, celebrities and real life acquaintances alike. And Atlanta had lots of sexy women. There were plenty of guest appearances just from random passengers I had seen that night on MARTA.
Look, what I'm saying is that I was not rubbing one out to thoughts of Steff every night.
It did happen, I'll admit. Regularly.
But the two of us were not going to happen, so I was content to be friends, and was glad for that.
"I still say you two are this close to boning," grumbled Tony. He snatched my script off the table before I could stop him. It was the scene Steff and I were doing for our performance that was the semester final exam in the mighty Acting 101. "I've read this," taunted Tony. "This is by far the steamiest thing any pair in the class is trying, and by a country mile. Did Steff pick this one out?"
"I did," I replied hotly. "And don't raise your eyebrows! Do you think I'd have even considered suggesting that scene to her if I was trying to get in her pants?"
"Yes," said Tony in all seriousness. "I think you were being diabolical."
"You have a higher opinion of me than you should," I laughed back, meaning every word of it. "Now, will you please shut up and move?" I went on, indicating the chess board between us. "I only have twenty more minutes to beat your ass before I have to go to my dumbass College Republicans thing."
"How can someone as cool as you be a Republican?" Tony asked in another frequent refrain, as he finally took the pawn I'd just exposed.
"How can someone who has enough foresight to think three moves ahead like you be a Democrat?" I replied with a laugh. I pondered the board longer than I needed to and slid my bishop up and over two spaces. "Check."
"Dumbass," replied Tony, sliding his Queen toward the bishop, but I stopped him.
"You don't think four moves ahead though," I laughed. "When I moved my bishop, your queen became pinned by my rook. Such a shame...."
To be honest, I, and probably Steph, was feeling a little uncertain about how ready we actually were for such an intimate scene, with such racy dialog. It showed in how long we took to get around to rehearsing with each other. But by this point, we only had a couple of weeks left, so we finally made arrangements. Steph lived in a house and I lived in a dorm, so the venue was obvious, and I arrived for our first rehearsal that Sunday night. She lived in a gorgeous house with one of those circular driveways which was way-out in the burbs. I pulled up right in front of the entrance and rang the bell. In less than thirty seconds, she opened the door.
I always freeze for just a moment every time I lay eyes on her, though I've learned to hide it. At 5'4", Steff had short, very stylish brown hair with natural highlights, an open, intelligent, utterly symmetrical face with dark blue eyes, and wide, delicate, expressive lips that smiled easily and dazzlingly. She ushered me in, brandishing her copy of the script and leading me into the great room of the very expensive home. I wanted to take it all in as we moved, but Steff walking in front of me was, as usual, distracting. I tore my eyes off her slender, swaying hips though, and examined the space. It was huge, and two stories high. The furniture was obviously expensive and managed to look both stylish and comfortable at the same time. Over the huge fireplace was a giant portrait of a very handsome man who seemed in his late forties, early fifties.
"Is that your dad?" I asked.
"It was," Steff replied, a little subdued. "He died just over a year ago."
"Wow! I'm so sorry," I exclaimed. "You've never said anything about your family."
"It would have been kind of a downer subject," replied Steff. She straightened her spine almost imperceptibly and continued, "And besides, I don't want people's image of me to center on 'orphan'."
"Ouch. Yeah. But you still have your mom, right?" I said, blundering further.
"Mom dies six years ago. Meredith is my step-mother," Steph told me, with some firmness. "I've never called her mom, and to her everlasting credit, she never wanted me to. Have a seat," she said indicating the huge couch in the middle of the room. There was a condensation-covered carafe of ice and water, and two glasses on a tray sitting on the coffee table before it.
I sat near one end and looked at Steff with a grimace. "Sorry about the M-word. I guess you and she don't get along?"
Steff actually looked around, as if looking for the lady in question. She obviously didn't see her and plopped down on the couch about two-thirds of the way along it away from me with a tom-boyishly elegant lack of feminine grace. "You could have said that in spades right at first. Sixteen year-old girls are not known for their welcoming attitudes when their forty-seven year-old widowed fathers marry twenty-nine year-old junior partners at their law firm. I was pretty brutal, actually," she added sheepishly. "But Meredith was totally cool and understanding, and gave me my space. She's closer to my age than she was to my dad's, after all. She didn't want to be my mother, and God damned sure didn't want to replace her. She just set out to be my older female friend who had been there and done that, and had some insights for me if I asked for them. I stopped hating her in less than a year, but it took me two years to realize that she'd taken away the miserable shell of a man that my father had become when my mom died, and given me back my Dad. I've always thanked her for that," she finished quietly.
"Those are beautiful words, Steff. Thank you," came a soft alto voice behind us. "But let the record show that I don't think I've ever actually heard you say that to me..."
Steff whipped around with a start, and I turned a little more slowly. A woman I correctly assumed was Meredith had just come out of the kitchen.
"Jesus, Meredith," exclaimed Steff. "I didn't see you! What were you doing in the kitchen?"
"I do cook, you know," replied Meredith archly.
"Breakfast," laughed Steff. "When was the last time you cooked in the evening?"
"Stipulated," shrugged Meredith. She raised a mug in her hand and went on, "I was steeping a cup of tea. I'm still something of a junior partner, so I still have to take late-nighters. I have a trial in the morning."
"Bummer," said Steff. "We are going to order pizza while we work on this scene tonight. What can I get you on yours?"
"Hawaiian, please. And thank you," said Meredith. Then she paused for just a moment longer than was comfortable, as if waiting. With a twinkle in her eyes she at last turned to me and extended her hand. "I'm Meredith Chisholm, Stephanie's... roommate," she said.
"What Meredith is trying to say, in her ex-step-not-my-mom way, is 'aren't you going to introduce me to your friend, young lady?'" said Steff drily.
The banter between Meredith and Steff had bought me time, and thank God. Because if every time I laid eyes on Steff caused me to freeze up a little in appreciation, that effect was nothing compared to encountering Meredith for the first time. Even in the soft flats that she wore, she turned out to be nearly as tall as I was, and her loose, flowing khaki trousers and icy pink blouse that was buttoned to the neck didn't so much hide her figure as loudly whisper about some impressive curves lurking within. Only the narrow waistband of the slacks testified as fact that she had a narrow waist and a belly flat as hell. Her hair was a mass of shoulder-length blonde waves that bounced as she moved but always returned to rest in perfect position. It had either been colored that morning, or that blonde was her natural hair color. Her eyebrows supported the theory, as they were barely a shade darker, but still unmistakably blonde. When I noticed that, my brain swiftly rebooted, twice, to stop my instant speculation about what the hair on other area of her body was colored....
Meredith's face was stunningly, if unconventionally, beautiful. Her brown eyes were wide set and large, and made cunningly more so by careful makeup. The smile on her darkly painted, generous lips was always a little uneven, as if the right side of her face was always more happy, and the left a little skeptical. Her nose was sharp and regal, if a tiny bit large for its setting. The overall effect was arresting; this was a Woman--fully formed, confident, gorgeous, successful, and smart. She turned her gaze on me fully and I felt myself being analyzed swiftly but comprehensively. There was nothing hostile or protective in her examination of me. It just seemed the natural product of a curious and competitive mind.
As I said, it was fortunate I had time during her byplay with Steff to process her appearance enough to move and speak freely. I rose like a gentleman and took her hand. Her grip was inevitably firm, confident, but still feminine--the handshake of a professional adversary who was also unutterably feminine. I was pleased at myself for returning the firm handshake in kind, but less pleased at the way my voice verged on babbling when I spoke. "Pleased to meet you Mrs. Chisholm, uh, ma'am," I blurted. "I'm Scott Talbott."
Meredith laughed. Even with the tiniest hint of irritation it bore, her chuckle was almost as rich, genuine, and beautiful as when Steff laughed. "Wow! A 'Mrs.' and a 'Ma'am' in a single greeting. Where's my walker?" She smiled her delightfully crooked smile again and instructed me, "Meredith will do." She added a "Please?" that was both relaxed and a tiny bit plaintive.
We exchanged a few comments about the linguistic perils of being raised and living in the South, and Meredith asked me if that was my Tesla parked at the front door. Steff buried her face in her hands and sighed, "Oh for Christ's sake, Meredith, now you've got him going about that damned car. I swear he'll try to get you to buy one online before he runs down on the subject... about two hours from now!"
"I," I said archly, "was merely going to ask if Meredith had driven one, and perhaps offer her a chance to drive mine later if she hadn't." I was then unable to help myself and began to go on about how much I loved my damned car and how great it was. Steff and most of my other friends had learned to not get me going about Teslas.
Meredith simply held up her hand good-naturedly and said, "No driving for me tonight, and I'll probably stick with my 500SL anyway, thank you very much. And I am about to hie off to the exercise room upstairs, anyway. That will give you two your privacy to rehearse your scene, and I will have mine, along with the mirrors up there to rehearse my arguments for tomorrow."
As she turned to leave, giving me my first glimpse at what was probably a great ass moving elegantly beneath those loose slacks, Steff called after her, "I'll call you when the pizza comes!"
Our first rehearsal did not go terribly well.
First, neither of us had done as much work as we should have on actually memorizing our lines. I, in particular, kept jumping forward or backward in the scene, whereas Steff just flat out forgot words or even whole lines of dialog. But at least she usually knew where the hell we were supposed to be in the scene.
More importantly, our acting sucked. The two of us had a little talent, I thought, and were usually incredibly at ease with each other, but not now... not at all. The scene was of a young married couple who were having relationship troubles. My character wanted to fix everything by going to back to having sex as much as they used to. He doesn't say so straight out, because he's not an idiot, and not a bad guy at all, really. But as the argument goes on and becomes more intense, his vocabulary and intent becomes more and more... ardent. Steff's character in turn worries that their relationship has always been only about sex and wants to focus entirely on everything but. Both characters actually want a full relationship, but they have each become focused on fixing only one thing, the same thing, but in opposite ways. The whole relationship works out once they both finally come out and say what they actually mean, but the scene is long, intense, and sexually-charged. When our professor approved our choice of scene, she said that it would be a hard one to do well, but that she thought the two of us would be up to it. Once we started rehearsing together, it didn't take long for both of us to question her judgement.
For my part, I was having a miserable time hitting the lustful notes. They had been my best work when rehearsing alone, and only imagining saying the words to Steff, but with her there before me in the flesh, listening to my voice, I was frankly terrified to sell some of those lines. I had never been alone with Steff, ever. We hung out a lot, but it had always been in public, usually with other friends in a group. Now I was saying--trying to say, these sexually charged lines to her, and in a social vacuum. I found that I was wildly hesitant to do so. While still trying to remember only half-memorized lines, my mind raced to analyze what was the problem. Fortunately, I mostly kept my outer cool. Unfortunately, that just meant that I just sounded like I was the worst actor in the sixth grade play.
Steff was not on her game either. The hesitancy and deflection that she was supposed to be exuding were pretty dim. But she was a hell of a lot better than me at that point, and I could sense she was happy to divert her own dissatisfaction with herself onto my own miserable efforts.
"Look," Steff said, breaking character after I managed to mangle a line both with the words and the delivery, "maybe this scene just isn't for us. Do you think she'd let us change this late in the game?"
"Probably not," I sighed, "but we could try." In saying it though, my pride, and perhaps some other parts of my mind, informed me that I didn't want to quit on this thing. "But look, I know we are sucking, I am sucking right now, but it is a great scene. This is only our first rehearsal. I think we can do this, if we put in the work."
"Maybe," said Steff almost eagerly, but then she shook her head and grumped, "Neither of us is going to be an actor though, and I don't want to screw up my Pre-Law GPA over Acting 101!" We stood there going back and forth and things were generally going south when we were saved by pizza.



The doorbell rang and Steff sent me to the door to get dinner, while she ran upstairs to grab Meredith. We all reconvened at the small round table near the kitchen. Steff and I tucked into our slices while ignoring each other and Meredith looked back and forth between us.
"I take it my rehearsal is going better than yours?" she asked calmly, between bites. "I feel like Clarence Darrow up there, but then I'm on my third run-through. Maybe you two should just relax and drop it for tonight. Go do your other homework, practice on your own some more, then try again. Whatever you do, don't get all pissy with each other. I don't have time for that crap."
Steff and I looked at each other a little sheepishly and ate our pizza with more gusto. Then we found common cause against Meredith by rehashing internet memes about how pineapple on pizza was a war crime. Warning: do not employ a 'criminal' metaphor when teasing a lawyer; it will end badly, if perhaps hilariously, for you if you try.
After we finished, Meredith took herself off to be Clarence Darrow some more and Steff and I did a simple, calm table read of the script one more time, then called it a night and set our next rehearsal for Tuesday.
On the way home, my mind found itself having to deal with the sudden collapse of my comfortable assumptions about how I felt about Steff and not dating her. Or at least not fucking her. God, she was hot. Staring into her eyes, and running my own eyes over her figure, was terrifying to me all of a sudden. If I really sold those lustful lines, I'd mean them. And Steff would know I did.
And would that be the worst thing?
Quite possibly.
In the shower before bed, images of Steff from that night got me feeling the need to relieve myself. But when I closed my eyes and started jacking, I found myself imaging Meredith instead. It kind of shocked me for a moment, but then I felt what the hell: The Friend Zone and The Friend's Mom Zone were equally fantastically unattainable. And Meredith was most righteously spank-worthy.
Tuesday we had class together in the afternoon. As if all was normal, I sat right behind Steff and even briefly rubbed her shoulders while Tony and Kimmie sat on either side of her and tried to persuade us to join them at their next improv competition Friday. Among Steff and I's many points of total agreement was a lack of interest in getting caught up in Tony's current passion project. Class started, neatly shutting Tony up, and all seemed normal again. Except my fingertips kept tingling long after I had stopped rubbing Steff's long, bare, sleek neck....
I arrived at Steff's that evening, and noticed that the garage was open and Steff's Honda was in there, but there was no sign of any Mercedes 500SL.
"Ready to try again, Mr. Olivier?" chirped Steff as she answered the door.
"It is Oscar time, Ms. Hepburn," I replied with a smile. It was good to be horsing around together again.
We started the rehearsal with another simple, flat reading of the script, sitting beside each other on the couch, and finding we both had the scene almost entirely memorized now. We both took heart from that and high-fived enthusiastically when we finished. Before we moved on, Steff excused herself to empty the clothes dryer, move the wash into the dryer, and do a quick fold. I was told to wait because her need for fresh underwear tomorrow was greater than the need to rehearse.
That left me sitting on the couch... with my thoughts. Now I was going to have to put some feeling into those words again. At least I'd gotten my mind clear enough to understand that when I did say those lines, my character explicitly talking about wanting to stick his tongue down her throat, and only vaguely metaphorically about his sticking various other body parts into all manner of places, I'd be meaning those words in real life as well. I hoped that that understanding would be enough to keep me on an even keel and not looking perverted. I was still afraid of what Steff might think if she perceived that truth, but at least I wasn't confused about my own mind any more. And who knew, escape from the Friend Zone wasn't totally unheard of. Just damned rare....
I cast my eyes around the home to distract me. It really was a pretty incredible house. Swank digs indeed for a junior partner in a law firm and her (ex?)-step-daughter college student. Steff's dad must have been loaded. At 23, I was still an undergraduate because I'd taken two years off to try to parlay a small, unexpected inheritance into something more by being a day trader. I was lucky and I was good, which as it turns out is a splendid combination to have when trading options and futures all day long. I had since lived a very comfortable life for a college student, and I knew first hand how much some of the things I was looking at had to cost.
After a few minutes, I actually looked at the coffee table right in front of me, where Steff's backpack sat. Resting face down beside it was a stack of 4x6 photographic prints. I wasn't sure how long it had been since I'd seen hard copy photos and guessed maybe she had been looking at childhood pictures, or some shots of her dad before I got there. I idly picked them up.
Oh. Oh, baby! These were not baby pictures.
When I flipped over the stack, I was met with the sight of a smiling Stephanie Chisholm in a red string bikini. My hands actually trembled. Her body was even better than I had thought. She often wore tight clothes, so I had a good idea about her figure, but I hadn't realized it was this God damned good. Her legs were sleek as hell and her hips flared just the right amount below her slender waist. Her flesh was tight, toned and utterly free of lumps and bumps. Well, except for two exceptional bumps that rested deliciously in her quite minimal top.
I flipped through the pictures swiftly, slowing drastically when her pose shifted to place her back to the camera. I had always thought Steff's ass was perfect, but it somehow still exceeded my expectations, barely half-covered by the bright red bikini bottom. I'm not a large butt guy, and her tight, rounded yet toned, utterly smooth ass left me with what I realized was quite the erection. I shifted on the couch to ease the tension from my jeans and thanked God that I had worn a loose bowling-type shirt that would hide my condition. I kept flipping through the pictures.
The next phase of the shoot suddenly had her clutching a towel to her chest, with no sign of bikini straps running over her shoulders any more. Holy fuck. A few pictures later, she was turned away again, towel still clutched to her chest, but her back was completely bare. I then saw the top lying on the chaise behind her in one shot. Two pictures later, she was lying on that chaise, arms stretched high above her head, but with the damned towel still draped (barely) over her breasts. She smiled brilliantly through all the shots, but I knew her well enough to see a few sign of nervousness in her smile in some. I flipped to the next picture and realized that I was all the way through and looking at the first picture again.
I heard a clearing of a throat and looked up with a start at Steff, staring at me with a skeptical smile, hand resting on a cocked hip. "So, are you enjoying pawing your way through my private modeling test shots?" she asked. I started to stammer a reply, but she cut me off and plopped down on the couch near me. "I had them done just last week, right in the back yard here. And since I was too stupid to put them back in my backpack before you got here, I guess I might as well ask... What do you think?" she asked, a fair amount of insecurity creeping into her voice at the end, along with some eagerness as well.
"First," I said sternly, "what kind friend doesn't let on that they have a fucking pool? I am hurt by your betrayal. Second," I went on sternly, "your photographer sucks balls. The lighting and/or exposure on a bunch of these is crap."
"Oh," said Steff quietly.
"Third, it is fortunate that the model redeems every damned picture," I said firmly, looking her in the eye. I actually saw her nostrils flare a tiny bit. "You look amazing in these. I mean, you always look amazing, but you just look so damned graceful in these." I was shocked and suddenly a little afraid I was being too complimentary the moment I finished.
Steff blushed a tiny bit, but her naturally acerbic manner reasserted itself. "'Graceful', right. I think you mean bare," she challenged.
I shrugged. In for a penny, in for a pound, I took a deep breath. "Speaking of that, where are rest of the pictures?" I challenged her.
Steff actually started at my question, then slowly asked, "What rest of the pictures?"
"The ones without the towel or the top," I said in as playfully over-the-top a teasing tone as I could manufacture. I brandished the last shot of her lying on the pool chaise, arms stretched high over head, and swelling breasts nearly popping free above the towel. "Surely you didn't finish with this?"
"Pervert!" Steff laughed.
"Guilty! But where are the other shots?" I asked, pushing my luck.
"There are no other shots," Steff said firmly, then refused to meet my eyes. "I chickened out."
"An epic tragedy!" I exclaimed in a mocking tone that hid how big a fucking tragedy I thought it really was.
"Yeah, well, now that my mistake has your hormonal male brain all engaged, let's try the scene and see if you can put some of that horniness into your acting," she said briskly, rising to stand in the open area we rehearsed in.
As I followed her, I decided I was going to get over my fear and let my lustful flag fly. I now had an excuse, and a conversational opening about it. If she got uncomfortable, then I had... we both had, a rhetorical route out. I did still clutch my hard copy of the script like a security blanket though.
Just before her opening line, it occurred to me: had she left those pictures out precisely to rile me up? Had she been pissed because she thought I wasn't acting attracted enough? More doubts were not what I needed, so I banished them. Successfully... for the most part.
This rehearsal was miles better than Sunday's. Steph flubbed almost no lines, and I only wandered through the timeline twice. More importantly, I at least was starting to emote appropriately. I let my desires leak out into my lines, or at least enough to make my character's motivations seem more plausible. Steff was till saying her lines too fast, but both of us sounded more or less in the vein of where we should be.
The problem with this advance was that it rapidly became clear that there needed to be a hell of a lot more physical contact between our characters than I, at least, had bargained for, and Steff and I had not even begun to discuss the topic. She clearly knew it too, and we started an awkward non-conversation discussing pretty much everything on planet Earth except how we should hold each other.
This time, it was the garage door that saved us, its closure heralding the arrival of Meredith from the office. She swept into the room and waved at us cheerily. Good Lord in Heaven, could that woman rock a business suit. I wanted to send a thank you note to her tailor. It was clearly hand-fitted, the close-buttoned waist-length jacket announced her narrow waist and more than full bust, while her just barely shorter than normal skirt moved smoothly and comfortably over her hips, just tight enough to suggest an enchanting bum. Three-inch heels, just shy of Come Fuck Me height, added power to her height and sway to her walk. She smiled at us. "Rehearsal going better tonight, I hope?"
"Yep!" said Steff.
"Yes, thank you for the advice," I added.
"Well, a good couple like you shouldn't have that much trouble with a relationship scene like that," mused Meredith leaning down to tug one shoe off her foot, flexing her toes luxuriantly.
"We are not a couple, Meredith!" exclaimed Steff, a little too hotly for my recently recognized inner desires.
"Really?" said Meredith slowly and very doubtfully. She looked at me speculatively.
"Yes, really," I said good-naturedly. "The real world isn't When Harry Met Sally. Guys can, in fact, be just good friends with hot girls."
Meredith cocked an eyebrow at me, then deliberately bent to remove her other shoe. "Let the record reflect that you said Stephanie is, quote, Hot, unquote...."
"Will you quit being a lawyer for five goddamn seconds a day, Meredith," scolded Steff. "Leave him alone."
Meredith laughed easily, flashing that incredible cooked smile. "I was just pointing out testimony beneficial to my client," she said indicating that Steff was her client. I cringed, realizing that this was in fact what I'd just said. "I just came home to drop off my briefcase and swap out these ridiculous shoes for some more sensible pumps. I'm having dinner with Brenda and Hanna tonight." Meredith paused, "You two really aren't dating?" she asked, a little something strange beyond and besides bewilderment in her voice.
"Why does everyone think we are a couple?" I asked Steff.
"Not everyone," Steff replied, but added, "but plenty seem to, for some damned reason. Neither of us has ever so much as asked the other out," she said firmly to Meredith.
Meredith smiled again, raising her hands in apology. She turned to go, and as she slid her feet into some low pumps sitting by the door, she paused with her back to us. I may or may not have let my gaze linger on her ass as she stood there. She took a deep breath and turned back around.
"Do you have any plans Saturday night, Scott?" she asked idly.
Warning bells should have gone off in my head, but I'm a guy, so I'm oblivious. "Nope," I said unconcernedly.
Meredith flashed a smile at me, a real stunner this time. "Great! You can pick me up in that Tesla of yours at seven-thirty. Wear a suit, please." She winked at me, then I swear she winked at Steff. My mind was trying to fully process that her invitation had not included Steff, and that I had in fact just been asked out on a date by Steff's goddamned mom. Step-mom. Ex-step-mom. Whatever. This was going to take some careful consideration and tact to answer, I thought. I knew I needed to temporize. However, "Sounds great!" was what immediately came unbidden from my quite enthusiastic lips.
Meredith actually flushed a little and smiled when I accepted, and I flashed for a moment on an impression that this might not have been the easiest thing for her to ask. But then she looked at Steff and my gaze followed hers. Steff looked scandalized but, I was relieved to see, good-naturedly so. She was glaring back at Meredith with a hard gaze but also a little smile.
Without breaking eye contact with Meredith, Steff cleared her throat and asked me, "All right Scott, what are your plans for Friday night?"
This really was the dumbest two minutes of my life....
My mind was fully occupied trying to wrap itself around a date with Meredith. I had certainly never gone out on a date with anyone as hot as her, and that scared me. Then, what did it mean that she had asked me? And how was I going to handle the fact that she was thirteen freaking years older than me? Was that going to be awkward or awesome? What my mind was not doing was considering Steff's question.
"Oh, on Fridays I usually go to the Rec Center and play some pickup hoops with some guys I know," I replied absently to Steff. I happened to be staring at Merediths beautiful face when I said it and I watched her eyes widen, then wince.
Click.
I whirled to Steff, wide-eyed and on the border of full-blown panic. "But that's just what I usually do if I don't have anything better... I mean if I don't have plans! Sorry! I'm free! Totally!" My voice went into grovel level two all by itself.
Fortunately, my embarrassment seemed to mollify the storm I'd seen building in Steff's eyes at my initial cluelessness. She still folded her arms huffily, "Well I certainly would not want to take you away from your manly pursuits," she drawled haughtily. Now she was a cat, torturing a mouse.
"I can work out earlier in the day, or, or some other time. Really, I'm available. Why do you ask?" I said, playing my part. And by playing my part, I mean letting a little of the actual panic I was feeling that I might have fucked up and let an opportunity with Steff (Steff!) slip through my fingers.
She relented. "I just thought you could pick me up at seven on Friday. And for crying out loud, don't wear a freaking suit."
"I wouldn't dream of it," I replied firmly. I fumbled around for my glass of water, trying not to look at either of these gorgeous creatures while my brain caught up. Said brain was way, way fucking behind current events. I was going out Saturday with an incredibly beautiful, graceful, older woman, and going out Friday with my smoking hot, formerly Platonic friend. Wait, formerly? Just because we went on a date, did that really mean we weren't going to be platonic any more? Not necessarily. And my smoking hot friend was the step-daughter of the beautiful older woman! That didn't complicate things at all. Not one little bit. And, oh God, accepting Steff's invitation, did that cancel my date with Meredith?
I killed the whole glass of water, which my throat really needed. But I was still no closer to answers about how I was going to handle, or simply survive, the best situation of my life. I guess I was silent for a long while.
"I think we broke him, Meredith," observed Steff drily.
"Oh, I hope not," purred Meredith in turn.
I smiled wanly, and I'm pretty sure I blushed a little, but at least my gaze came back into focus.
"Well, Brenda and Hanna are waiting for me, so I must be off," Meredith went on merrily. "I guess we call this one a draw, Stephanie... for now. Scott, I look forward to Saturday night!" And with that, she was gone.
I think I stared at the door for little too long. Saturday was not cancelled.
"Ahem, I am still here, you know," said Steff tartly. I know for sure that I blushed this time, and I turned to my friend. My gorgeous friend. My gorgeous friend who was currently holding the most common pose from those bikini pictures, albeit now wearing her baggy jeans and school sweatshirt. As soon as she saw that I recognized the pose, she slumped into normal buddy Steff posture. "Welcome to the Steff and Merry Competition Thunderdome, I guess," she added with a smile.
"The what?!?" I croaked.
Steff smiled with a little sadness. "I told you I wasn't the best person when she first came into my Dad's life. The healthiest way we could figure out to deal with each other was to compete in everything we could, so I would stop trying to compete with her for Dad. We played games, and still do. My dad had to stop us from playing Bridge against each other, because it got so heated. Now we play Bridge as a team, and we fucking rule. Like, we won a city championship last year. We try to top each other all the time in things like scandalous made-up stories about strangers we see when we go out. Two months ago, we went down to the Porsche Experience and raced 911s."
"Really?" I interjected. I'd always wanted to try that place. "How did that turn out?"
"I don't want to talk about it," replied Steff evenly. I laughed, and so did she. Things were starting to stabilize again.
"But tonight was new. We've never competed over a guy before," Steff mused, as if still working it out herself.
"I guess I'm honored," I said, a little dubiously.
Steff shrugged and looked at her watch. "Wow! I told you I have early class tomorrow, right? Let's run the scene one more time and then I gotta get some homework done for other classes."
And just like that, we flowed into the scene once more. Things were suddenly much better. I really let my lust flag fly this time, and wow did it work. I had real feeling in my words, and my assertiveness gave Steff something to push back against to show her reluctance and doubt. We sounded great. The only problem was, we still were standing four feet apart almost the whole time. Visually, we were still incredibly amateurish. The contact and touching still needed to be worked out, but for the first time, we both were willing to say that we would probably be ready, and might even crush this scene.



When I got home for a shower that night, I found myself needing desperately to jack off, but confused about Steff and Meredith both. Fortunately, I had had class earlier where I saw the hot Asian girl with the very interesting Instagram account, and she had been wearing even less than usual. I'd never spoken to her (it was a huge lecture class), but she was always a successful go-to for mental stimulation. Awkward fantasy interactions were successfully avoided.
Thursday in class, Steff and I both acted as if nothing had happened. I rubbed her shoulders while we commiserated about rehearsing scenes for the final with two girls we knew who were doing their own scene together. They had had a hard time finding a scene for two women that didn't fail the Bechtel Test, and what they had settled on now felt unfortunately lame.
"We know how you feel," said Steff supportively. "I was afraid our scene was going to suck like a Hoover. I'm a little more optimistic now, but we are still in rough waters."
"Pull the other one, guys," replied Erika glumly. "You are a couple and you've got 'chemistry'. You'll be fine."
Steff looked over her shoulder at me. We exchanged a glance and for once, did not issue our standard denial about not going out. We were going out now. Or at least, we were going to go out. Would that mean we would keep going out? And we weren't really a couple yet, were we?
And of course, there was Meredith....
Meredith was home when I got to Steff's house for rehearsal that night, but I didn't see her at first.
Steff and I immediately took the bull by the horns and addressed how we should move and touch each other during the scene... and rapidly got nowhere. Frankly, whatever had happened between me and Steff that week, and whatever might still be happening, it was hard for either of us to suggest holding each other, or caressing each other, or (terrifyingly) kissing each other. I realized during the middle of our struggle that we had literally never touched each other, other than my chaste back and neck rubs in the middle of a class full of people.
And then Meredith strolled in at a most inopportune moment. I had been trying to screw up my courage to suggest simply holding each other a little, just to break the ice and see what felt like, but the intrusion send my courage flying in the wind.
"Today was a shit day," Meredith declared and moved toward the bar cart in the great room. "Therefore, I am going to have a very large Martini. Can I make one for either of you, large or not?"
"Honestly, a Martini may be just what I need," I said, with feeling. "I too will have a large, thank you."
"How about you, Stephanie? I know Martinis aren't your favorite. I could make you something else?"
"Please don't bother, Meredith. A large Martini would be great. I'm with Scott, a stiff belt might just do the trick for both of us right now."
"Hmmm," murmured Meredith as she swiftly and expertly stirred a large pitcher of clear cocktails. "I take it the scene is still having a hard time achieving lift-off?" She finished the cocktails, and walked over to us with three rounded, frosty coupes, each sporting a sliver of lemon peel. We all three lifted our drinks, clinked the glasses together, and let a sip of smooth liquid lightning slide down our throats. If possible, Meredith looked hotter now than she had either time I'd met her before. She was wearing a brilliantly white, knit twin set, with a pencil skirt that left three inches of delectable leg exposed above the knee and tucked into it was a scoop-necked top that exposed a modest but still generous amount of cleavage, along with the upper swells of her rich bosom. Over it, she had been wearing a trim black jacket. She had slid free of that though, just after she had set down the drinks, leaving her smooth, well-muscled sholders exposed.
"Why don't you run through it for me?" said Meredith after savoring her first sip. "I know you aren't happy with it, but maybe some outside eyes?"
I looked at Steff. She shrugged. "Okay, it is worth a shot," I said.
We both took a long sip and set down our glasses. We ran the scene. Meredith had been standing at the start, but had settled on the large couch as we went through it. When we finished, she rose again and ostentatiously fanned herself. "When you told me your scene had some racy elements, Stephanie, you undersold it pretty hard!" she said. "You both certainly have the material down cold, and you can feel the heat between you in your words. It's too bad you stand there like two department store manikins the whole ti...."
I wasn't sure why she paused, until she bent down. Steff had left those pictures out on the coffee table again!
Meredith picked them up with a cocked eyebrow, and Steff choked out, "Meredith, wait!"
Meredith just relentlessly flipped through the pictures.
"So you broke down and did a photoshoot, did you?" Meredith mused, pausing to look at one picture in particular. I wondered if she had just reached the towel ones. "I told you that you could model if you wanted. It's just too bad you chose such a dismal photographer. Maybe you should get a better one and try again."
It is very awkward sitting there while your friend's ex-step-mother leafs through said friend's racy pictures, but at least this time I didn't freeze up. I decided to lighten the mood. It was time to tease someone else for a change, instead these two tormenting me. "Yeah, he is pretty damned bad. Maybe that's why Steff chickened out."
"I think that's enough Meredith," said Steff nervously. "Can we go back to the scene?"
"Chickened out?" mused Meredith.
"Yeah, I asked her where the topless pictures were, and she confessed to me that she chickened out." I said with a smug grin.
"Scott!" Steff almost shrieked.
"You mean topless ones like this?" asked Meredith mildly, taking a step forward and handing me a print. A print that had most definitely not been in the stack on Tuesday! I think my eyes almost fell out of my head. In it, Steff knelt on the chaise, turned just three quarters toward the camera, with the towel now clutched to her waist and no bikini top in sight.
Fuck, were those incredible, beautiful, perfectly formed tits. Perfectly.
"Or perhaps you meant shots like this?" went on Meredith with cheerful relentlessness. The next picture she handed me had Steff standing and leaning forward, cupping her breasts in her hands. They weren't huge or anything, making bare handfuls for her delicate grasp, but Jesus.
Steff had collapsed in a chair and was slugging down a good portion of her Martini.
"You look very stunning, Steff," said Meredith calmly, calling her by her nickname for the first time that I could recall. "Even with the bad lighting. Don't you think so, Scott? Scott?"
I was staring at the next shot, which was my favorite so far. Steff was standing facing away from camera, giving a great view of her perfect, delicate ass, but she had her torso twisted around to afford a great view of one fabulous, naked breast and a gorgeous smile. I shook my head and looked at Steff. I found what I hoped were the right words to say, "It is always an amazing thing when reality exceeds expectations."
Steff appeared to like my words, a lot. Meredith was considerate enough to let things rest like that for a moment before she put on her cross-examination voice. "Wait a minute. I assume that these photos were not meant for me to see?"
"You got that right," murmured Steff, once more embarrassed.
"If Scott already saw the first batch of these photos on Tuesday, why did you add the best ones tonight?" Meredith went on. Her eyes narrowed and Steff looked up at her warily. "Is it the change in weekend plans?" Steff looked a bit like a caged animal. My two dates with these two women suddenly hung over my head like twin swords of Damocles. "It is!" exclaimed Meredith in realization. "So we are still competing, are we?" she challenged.
Steff smiled a smile almost as crooked as Meredith's usually was. "I like competing with you." Her tone implied that she especially liked it when she was winning, like now.
"I'm sure that at the moment," Meredith said, relentlessly handing me another topless picture of Steff, "Scott also really likes you competing with me!" Steff couldn't help but laugh, bark really, at that. Meredith flipped through the last couple of pictures then handed them to me in a pack. "It looks like she really did chicken out before taking off the bottom. You will have to compare expectations to reality another time."
I choked again, and had to choose between leafing through the last few shots or picking up my cocktail with both shaking hands so I wouldn't spill it. I chose the drink. Meredith had indicated there was nothing new in the last ones, anyway. I sank down on the big couch again quickly, before my knees started wobbling.
"But Steff, you know I love competing with you, too," cooed Meredith and Steff looked at her warily. "These put you at too much an advantage. Scott knows so much more about you than me, and that's not fair to me, or him! Or you," she added with viciously friendly sweetness. She set down her almost finished Martini and tugged at the waist of her top.
"Meredith!" exclaimed Steff in near horror, as this gorgeous older woman slowly and deliberately tugged the tails of her tank top free from the slender waist of her skirt and lifted the garment up under her arms. With a final tug, she slid the front up and over her breasts, letting it rest atop them. She wore no bra. She needed no bra. Her breasts were wondrous. Wond. Rous. They were quite large, with perfectly round, pink aureoles that puffed out ever so slightly, surmounted by striking, extremely erect nipples. Their sag was minimal, just enough to indicate they were God's, not a surgeon's, gift.
"There Scott," Meredith purred, "now you have equal information going into the weekend. Do you like them?" she added slyly, but with a slight tremor.
"Yes," was all I could breathe. I felt a trickle of Martini on my fingers as my hand had gone too loose to keep the glass upright. I straightened it hastily.
"Oh no! Wait a cotton-picking minute," exclaimed Steff from my other side. "I just left out some pictures of me for him to see. You had to go and flash your actual boobs at him!"
Meredith looked down at her still fully exposed and glorious rack. "I object to the term flashed... oh!"
I had obviously still been staring a Meredith's pulchritudinous breasts, but her exclamation made me turn back to Steff, who was swiftly undoing the last button on her blouse and tearing it open. She was wearing a delicate little plain bra that fortunately for me unhooked in front. She made short work of that closure too, and now I was treated to her delicious breasts in the flesh as well. They were certainly smaller than Meredith's, but still each an absolutely glorious handful, marvelously firm and bouncy as they slid free of the confines of her brassiere. Her nipples were much darker, and her aureoles were slightly oblong.
I was in absolute Heaven.
And Hell. I was obviously experiencing the biggest, steeliest, most fucking insistent hard-on in my life, and it was quite uncomfortably caught at a difficult angle in my underwear beneath my trousers as I sat on the couch. In fact, it actually hurt. I writhed my hips on the couch, not wanting to stand up and expose my swollen condition to these women. I also didn't want to just grab my junk and adjust it in front of them, either. Desperately, I leaned forward to place my drink on the coffee table smoothly with one hand, leaving the other on my lap to try to shift myself into a more comfortable position in my pants under cover of my movements.
The maneuver failed to accomplish much, I was still uncomfortably tangled in my own underwear, and I utterly failed to hide my movements from the women.
Steff giggled, and blatantly observed, "Oh dear, we've made you uncomfortable Scott! Should we apologize?"
Meredith also laughed and added, "We do get carried away in our games sometimes. Should we stop and leave you alone?"
Fuck it. I stood up straight and simply tugged at my pants enough to let my cock slide to a comfortably straight up position within. "I wouldn't want to interrupt your fun," I said archly, sitting back down.
"There, Meredith," said Steff brightly, "we've done no harm." Alas, she moved to button up her blouse, starting at the bottom.
"Hold on there, Steff," said Meredith softly, settling herself on the edge of the couch to my right. "I think we've been pretty unfair to Scott. He still looks quite uncomfortable." With that, she leaned forward toward me and placed her hand on my knee, then ran it smoothly and swiftly up my inner thigh to caress my bulging groin! "Very uncomfortable," she added, running her fingertips along the outline of my shaft. "And besides, after all we've shown him, don't you think it only fair that he show us something, Steff?"
Steff had been following Meredith's actions as intently and wordlessly as I had. She looked at Meredith, then into my eyes. With a gulp, she said quietly, "Only fair!" That button she had already closed was gently unbuttoned once more.
"Good," said Meredith briskly. "Help me with this then," she added and began to quite expertly unbuckle my belt. Steff shared a quick, impish look with me to indicate she was just along for the ride, and reached in as well. If the caress of Meredith's fingers on my crotch had been a shock, the addition of Steff's elfin touch was amazing as she tugged my zipper slowly down. Meredith unhooked my waistband and tugged my fly wide open.
"Nice underwear. Black," observed Steff.
"But it has to go," said Meredith. The two looked at each other and hooked their fingers in my waistband. With a tug, they pulled my underwear out and down. My erection sprang free, and God did that feel good. Instinctively, I lifted my hips, and Meredith tugged my clothes harder, Steff following her lead. Soon my shorts and underwear were at my ankles. Thank God it was warm that day and I'd worn shorts. I was able to kick one foot free of both them and my underwear so my ankles weren't trapped together.
"It's enormous!" breathed Steff, looking at my cock. Those are words to feed a man's ego, folks... until Meredith replied.
She cocked her head and stared at my dick before replying, "Honestly, Steff, it really isn't that extraordinarily big. Above average, sure, but not crazy." She looked up into my suddenly disappointed eyes and smiled to soften the blow. Her gentle caress along the length softened the blow of her words much, much further, though it certainly did nothing to soften my shaft. "But it really is beautiful, isn't it? Straight as an arrow, and quite meaty," she added as she wrapped her fingers around me and found she could just barely encircle me. She ran her grasp up me for a single stroke and sighed, "and hard as polished lumber."
Steff just sat down beside me on my left, opposite Meredith, her eyes locked on my cock, and Meredith's hand upon it. She seemed as excitedly paralyzed as I was at the situation.
Meredith also stared at my cock wordlessly for a moment, then shook her head with pleasant resolve and leaned down!
Her hand tightened around the base of my shaft and her lips closed over the tip, sliding me well into her mouth, with her tongue pressing deliciously along the side!
I collapsed immediately back against the excessive stack of cushions on the couch and moaned involuntarily and wordlessly. Silently, except for the sounds of her work, Meredith slid me in and out of her mouth, working me with her hand at the same time. I could not tell whether this lasted an eternity or an insufficient instant, but either way, I can't figure out how I managed to not immediately come. I held on somehow, and resolved to make whatever happened next last as long as possible.
Meredith sat up, popping her mouth off me with a gasp. "And he's delicious!" she declared, smiling at Steff. "Your turn," she then declared, still gently massaging the base of my cock, but actually pointing my cock toward Steff on the other side of me.
Steff just stared at Meredith in amazement for a moment. Then she looked at my eyes and the eagerness in them that I could hardly have concealed had I tried, and then down at my hungry manhood. Delicately, she reached out and took hold of me with her fingertips. Meredith released her own grip and Steff leaned over me.
And then Steff Chisholm, possibly my best friend and certainly my number one fantasy, slid her lips around my cock! The fact of this, more than the sensation of her delicate lips stroking up and down around my cock, the head bumping into her tongue at the deepest point of penetration, made me gasp and my whole body quiver. I stared down at the back of Steff's brunette head on my cock, which was unbearably hot, but I also turned and stare at fabulous Meredith, her bountiful tits still exposed, staring intently in turn at what Steff was doing.
Meredith waited patiently for Steff to come up for air, before she produced another way to make the whole situation even more deliciously weird. "That was very nice, Stephanie, but I really want you to learn to do better than that," she said simply.
Steff stared at her incredulously. "What?" she exclaimed, straightening and releasing my cock from her fingertips. It slapped back against my bare abdomen. I'd had the foresight to pull my shirt well up during Steff's initial oral assault on me. "Meredith, I may not have given that many blowjobs, but I sure as hell have never gotten anything like a complaint!"
Meredith laughed. "No man in history had ever complained about a blowjob, Stephanie! Unless teeth get involved of course." She leaned forward then, idly taking my cock back into her warm, firm grasp as she did so. "But if you want to be able to temporarily enslave a guy, there are some enhancements you need in your technique."
"I don't know, I think I'm pretty good," grumbled Steff with some heat. "Scott, how is my technique?"
Well, that was a fraught question. I needed to be very careful here, sitting here with no pants on between these two amazing women, their amazing naked breasts, and their enticing mouths. "Steff. Really. I haven't received that many blowjobs in my life either, but I mean this with absolute truth: That sample you just gave me was better than anything I've ever had before today. Ever."
Steff heard the out.
She looked at me a little hard. "Before today," she said flatly.
I breathed a deep breath and looked her in the eye. "Please, Steff. Please. Listen to what Meredith has to say!"
Steff's eyebrows rose at the intensity of my words. She looked at me, then at Meredith. Meredith was looking a bit unhelpfully smug, damn her. Then Steff looked at my cock in Meredith's gently pulsing grasp. She contemplatively reached out a single finger to stroke my throbbing purple head, just once. "Okay, 'professor', what you got?"
With that, Meredith slid to her knees on the floor and shifted around between my now splayed knees, her hand never ceasing its soft massage of my shaft as she moved.
"The first thing to understand that any really good blow job is at least partly, sometimes mostly, a hand job, Stephanie," she said idly. Meredith's words were almost dry and instructional, but her voice was rich and sensuous, and her gaze remained fixed on my cock throughout. Her hands slid smoothly up and down my length, her grip just firm enough to send tremors through me with each pump of her wrist. "I know I said that Scott here isn't freakishly long, but, well, even if either of us could deep throat all this, we could never keep it up for more than a few seconds. And I know we all want this to keep going for a long, long, while, right?"



"Ye-yes!" I blurted at that.
Steff giggled at my interjection, and Meredith simply said softly, "We will do our part. You do yours...." Her hand still never ceased its gently relentless stroking of me.
"And even when you don't deep throat, I for one enjoy breathing, so you have to come up for air, a lot. Use your hand to keep him in a state of constant stimulation," she added as her hand just kept stroking me. "And when it is time once again for the main attraction..." With that, Meredith leaned forward and took my swollen head and several inches of my shaft into her mouth. From this angle, she looked up as she did so, her eyes smiling at me, boring into my own with smoldering intensity. Her lips slid so far down my shaft that they actually pushed her hand lower, her two bottom fingers no longer wrapping around me, but tickling my balls instead. Inside her mouth, her tongue was pressed firmly along the length of my penetrating cock and the sensation was beyond amazing. She bobbed and down on me like that like, I don't know, ten times--each one slow and deliberate and agonizingly fucking awesome. Her hand followed her lips up and proceeded them down with each stroke. I made all sorts of appreciative, involuntary groans as she worked me. Then she pulled off me with a gasp, straightening her spine and giving me another great view of her breasts peeking out from beneath her pulled up top. "...your hand makes sure the part of his cock that your mouth can't reach doesn't feel left out," she finished, as if she had never interrupted herself with that amazing suction act. Her hand slid up and down my cock more easily now, which she pointed out. "Now he is so covered in slobber, I can stroke him much easier." She jacked me a few times, then she sat back and invited Steff, "Come down here and try it."
Steff did not hesitate to slip onto her knees and push past Meredith's slightly retreating form to between my knees. She took my cock in her hand, much more firmly this time.
"Start with just stroking him," said Meredith. "Get the pressure right, firm enough to enjoy how hard he is, but light enough that you slide smoothly along his skin."
It didn't take Steff long to establish a beautiful grip, and she jacked me softly. "Do you like that? About right?" she looked up at me and asked. I met her eyes and smiled as gratefully as I could.
Unbidden, Steff bent her head and again slid her lips over me. First she kissed my glans, than pressed her head down, pushing my tip between her lips and into her mouth. She actually got about as much of me inside her mouth as Meredith had, though not as effortlessly, but her hand never relinquished her grip, making sure, as Meredith had said, to leave no part of my cock left out of the experience. She bobbed up and down a few times before Meredith spoke again.
"Shift a little so you can look up at him. Stare into his eyes. It's so damned hot," she said.
Steff sat back on her heels, and adjusted her head. She choked the tiniest bit at the new angle, and she definitely thereafter did not have quite as much of me in her mouth as before, but her hand took up the slack. More importantly, her deep azure eyes captured mine and I had to ruthlessly control myself lest I spontaneously lose it at the sight of my cock buried in Steff's mouth and her gaze locked on mine.
"Tell Steff how she's doing now," laughed Meredith.
"Fucking hell! That is so much better!" I gurgled, still struggling to keep from coming far too early.
Steff was less than enchanted with my response, though. She straightened up, giving me another bonus view of enticing tits, but her face was irritated again. She did keep her hand sliding gently up and down my cock, at least. "Better? Just 'better'?" she grumped haughtily, then her voice softened with a trace of uncertainty. "What am I still missing?"
Meredith just looked at me inquiringly. I looked at her and shrugged. "Tongue," was all I dared say.
"Ah! I couldn't see," said Meredith. "Excuse me," she went on, pressing forward between my knees. Steff gave way reluctantly, but with curiosity.
"I thought I was doing pretty good," she said in soft, plaintive words that I'm not sure she meant to be aloud.
Meredith licked her hand sloppily and took me again from Steff. She looked at her ex-step-daughter and reassured her, "You were rocking his world. I saw you make him almost lose it and come at least twice." She turned down to my cock and jacked me idly for a moment. "You are trying to keep your tongue out of the way, aren't you?" she asked, not looking at Steff or me, only my cock, wavering as it was in her gentle, pulsing grasp.
"Of course," replied Steff. "That way I can get more of him in my mouth. That's the point, right?"
"Yes, and no!" laughed Meredith, eyes still only on my dick. "What really matters is what is happening to that part of him inside your mouth. Instead of pulling your tongue backward, lay it flat and long inside your mouth and let his delicious shaft slide along it as he enters your mouth. Press it against him as he moves." I nodded my head almost spastically in agreement. "And once you get used to it, it'll actually allow you to get more of him inside, not less." With that, Meredith shifted so she could again stare up at me and I watched as she made inch after inch of me slide between her crooked lips. Her tongue was alive in her mouth, pressing up against the underside of me as she took me in. Her eyes held mine magnetically as she bobbed up, then smoothly forward again, taking more of me inside her mouth than any other time yet.
And it was Merediths' turn to nearly push me over the edge, but I again clamped down successfully. Her eyes widened at this and smoothly slipped my cock free. Her grasp did not loosen, but she stopped pumping me.
Steff leaned in and said, "I saw that. You nearly made him come that time!"
"Yes," mused Meredith. "Let's slow down, I'm sure not ready to be done with my fun. You?"
"Most entertaining 'lesson' I've had in ages," agreed Steff.
I was not consulted.
"Your tongue really is the key," said Meredith to Steff. "Along with your lips, of course, but mostly the tongue."
With that, Meredith leaned forward, stuck out her tongue and dragged it slowly and magnificently up the length of my cock from the base to the top, finishing with a swirl around the tip. Then she repeated it the same way but delightfully different. I gasped happily. Meredith leaned to the side, pressing my knee wider. That let Steff back in, but Meredith was apparently reluctant to move so far away from the center of the action as before.
Steff cradled my cock on her hand and leaned down to lick me for herself. Her first stroke with her tongue was bottom to top, like Meredith had done, but then she began to lavish me with shorter strokes, some even back and forth from side to side of my shaft. She looked up at me again and swirled her tongue around my glans, rotation after rotation.
"Oh! Very good!" exclaimed Meredith, and I excitedly nodded. "Just like a popsicle, right? Now treat him like an ice cream cone instead," she instructed, leaning in to get a good view.
Steff grasped my shaft tightly and tilted my head toward her. And she began lavishing my head with licks from bottom to top. With a happy sigh, I collapsed again against the cushions and just let the moment flow.
Meredith reached out to my cock and said, "My turn, please." Steph relinquished me with some evident hesitation. "That was very good, but there is more to the ice cream cone 'metaphor' than licks," said Meredith.
"Oh?" said Steff, leaning forward in genuine interest. Her interest was far exceeded by my own at this point though. Even putting aside the whole two women in parallel thing, I was deep into terra incognita territory for blowjobs, in my experience. Keep in mind, I'd only had a few, ultimately unsuccessful sexual relationships before. Steff's initial, enthusiastic but simple efforts really had been as spectacular as I'd ever had before. Everything Meredith was doing and teaching was utterly blowing my mind.
She held my cock upright in her hand, as Steff had, and began with a simple swirl with her tongue around my head, But then she kissed my tip, and then sucked on the side of it, segueing into a lavish, sloppy lick. She mixed in taking her wide lips in a circle against the head, audibly sucking in as she ran her lips together along my flesh. And she just kept finding new ways to taste my cock, mostly just the head, but giving occasional blessed attention to the upper shaft as well. Mostly, she kept her head down for all this, but occasionally she tilted her face up to stare at my face happily so I could watch her suckle on the tip. Once or twice, I swear she turned her head to look at Steff, as if to make sure she could see what she was doing! Or, you know, challenge her to try to match the feat.
After a mind-blowing stretch of this oral lavishment, Meredith straightened up once more with a deep sigh. She smiled at me, then grasped her blouse and pulled it the rest of the way up over her head and off. She quite deliberately folded it and leaned over to place it well away from us. I recommend watching Meredith lean over while topless.
"What are you doing, Meredith?" asked Steff.
"He's quivering all over now," the older woman replied. "And my outfit is dry clean only. I don't want any judgmental looks from Mrs. Horst because I brought in a cum-stained business outfit."
"You think Scott would come so hard he'd make you dribble?" Stef asked incredulously.
Meredith laughed. "Steff, do you really want to let him come in my mouth and leave you out? I sure as hell do not intend to let him come in your mouth and leave me out!" she said, to an incredulous look from Steff. "No, I figure that you and I will just have to squeeze in between his knees and make him come all over both of us." Now both Steff and I were both staring at her open mouthed. "Open your mouth like Scott is right now and get bonus points if he can shoot any in there," said Meredith, before dissolving in giggles.
"Jesus! You have an arsenal of experience!" I gasped, amazed.
Meredith just shook her head with a huge smile. "Oh hell, I've never done anything like this! I mean, with another woman? No way." She took a deep breath. "No, what I am doing is absolutely rolling with the moment; drunk not on that Martini but on the first touch of a man's cock in over a year." The briefest shadow passed over both Steff and Meredith's eyes at the moment, clearly reflecting thoughts of Steff's late dad. We all shied away. "But I have always enjoyed a good spattering," added Meredith in a funny voice to lighten that momentary shadow.
Steff's mind seemed otherwise occupied. "Wait, we don't want him to finish in one of our mouths? I don't get it. It's a blowjob."
Meredith just stared at Steff. "You mean to tell me that every blowjob you've ever given finished in your mouth?"
"Well, yeah. I mean it'd just be a shitty hand job otherwise, right?"
Meredith snickered, then asked blandly, "Swallowed?"
"Duh. What should you do, spit it out?"
Meredith laughed out loud. A deep, hearty laugh that sent those fucking amazing tits bouncing.
"Steff," I said quietly. "You are a goddess. Every one of my limited bj experiences ended with a spit take." She just stared at me.
"As I said," put in Meredith firmly, "neither of us is gong to stand for you finishing between the other's lips tonight, so you'll just have to see if you can hit our mouths on the fly! Come get in here, Stephanie," she added, pumping my cock slowly and easily, like a pitcher throwing warm-up tosses.
Steff looked at Meredith's awesomely topless form and shrugged her own blouse and bra off her shoulders, not bothering to fold either. My teeth literally hurt just looking at those two amazing torsos. She slid between my knees, right up next to Meredith.
And the two started taking quick turns gobbling my knob.
In just a turn or two, they had the transitions down smoothly, transitioning back and forth with handoff of grasp and lip lock in smooth sequence. Steff seemed to settle on mostly doing the ice cream cone schtick, licking, kissing, and sucking on my tip while her hand pumped me firmly. Meredith was more traditional, pressing her tongue along my shaft as she sucked more and more of me in and out of her mouth. But both changed it up some each turn. They say those who can't, teach... but fuck me... Meredith taught amazingly, but she sure as hell could do too.
She was sucking me in and out as deeply as she had yet, her eyes on mine when she saw my eyes widen involuntarily as I fought my orgasm making another break for it. She swiftly straightened up beside Steff. "He's about to lose it, what say we let him finally have his release?" Steff nodded swiftly if a little nervously and both leaned close to me. Meredith pumped me vigorously and opened her mouth. Steff followed her lead, even sticking her tongue out and down.
"Take the stick," whispered Meredith and Steff took over pumping me. Meredith slid her hands down and cupped my balls, tickling the ultra-sensitive skin behind them. That did it.
I let loose a loud, uncontrolled moan that probably sounded like I was violently deflating, but the only explosion was from my cock. Steff was jacking me pretty hard and my cock was swaying all over the place as she did. The first rope of cum erupted from me and impacted first just beneath Steff's right breast, then sluiced up across her left, splashed Meredith's right breast in passing before arching and dropping down to leave its final dollop just atop her left nipple. Steff was still pumping and her rising hand raised my cock so that the second spurt struck Meredith right in the face. It mostly missed her open mouth but I thought a little made it in on the fly. Most of it spattered her right cheek and chin before it petered out down her throat and trailed off on her breast just above my first line of jazz. Steff seemed to instinctively pull me back toward her since most of what I had blasted so far had landed on Meredith. My third eruption unfortunately was low as well (less powerful, alas) and splashed in a huge spatter mark that pretty much covered Steff's bare chest from the base of her throat to between her already cum-sodden breasts. Even though I was done with the explosive ejaculation, I was still flowing and my cock surged in mind-blowing delight as more cum flowed out and down over Steff's now relaxing fist like Krispy Kream glaze covering a hot doughnut.
The whole explosive orgasm probably only took three or four seconds, but I've played it over and over in my mind ever since. I know exactly how every drop flew.
I could barely breathe. I felt utterly spent in a way I certainly had never before felt with anyone. Again, I wasn't that experienced, really, but this was orders of magnitude more ecstatic than anything I'd felt before. Even my first orgasm with a girl was a pale light against this. My eyesight had become tunnel-vision, narrowed to a world that consisted of just the two most beautiful women I had ever seen, topless, their different but amazing chests spattered with my fucking cum. And smiles on both their faces.
Meredith's lopsided grin grew more lopsided as she stuck out her tongue to lick up the huge glob that had just missed her mouth. She lifted an elegant finger and wiped the rest from her chin and cheeks and sucked it, suckled it really, off her finger. She shook her head slightly and said, "Damn you even taste great."
Steff was staring at her cum-glazed hand and lifted it to her mouth as well, licking and sucking it clean with delight. "It really does taste better than I've had before," she agreed.
Meredith paused and stared hard at me, cum still dripping down those fantastic fucking breasts. "How much fruit do you eat?" she asked me intently.
"It's all I ever eat for breakfast," I said a little puzzled. "Mine really tastes different?" I asked.
"Better," said Steff definitely.
"I'd maybe have a bit more pineapple if I were you, but I really do applaud your diet," added Meredith, using two fingers to wipe a breast clean of more of my cum and popping it into her mouth.
"Wait a minute," said Steff, a lightbulb almost appearing over her head. "Is that why you were so insistent of feeding Dad pineapple every damned morning?" she asked, wiping a wide swath of cum from between her breasts.
Meredith just wiggled her eyebrows in reply.
Steff just shook her head and smiled as she bent to suck my exhaustedly softening cock clean, savoring the sticky residue.
No shadow this time. That was nice little bit of warmth amidst all the heat.
I watched in fascination as these two ethereally hot creatures, both people fascinating in ways far beyond their mere celestial bodies, cleaned themselves up, swallowing every drop of my spume. At last they were only sticky, not spattered, and Steff ran and grabbed three damp towels for Meredith, me, and herself. Fully clean, we all made ourselves presentable, sadly, and discovered to our dismay that the remainder of our Martinis had gotten warm. Meredith made us each a small one to replace them and we toasted in companionable silence.
Draining hers, Meredith heaved a sigh and stood. "And now I have to go do some work," she said and moved toward the stairs. She looked over her shoulder at Steff, "Just so you know, I think I'll sleep over at the condo tomorrow night. See you around lunch time Saturday?"
Was Meredith clearing the decks for me and Steff for after our date tomorrow night? Oddly, my first thought was a worry that if she was, I might be losing out on my date with Meredith herself.
"Why are you sleeping there?" asked Steff.
"You have a condo? Why?" I asked, looking around at this beautiful home.
Meredith smiled easily. "The firm has a condo in the upper floors of the same building as our offices in Midtown. Partners and some associates use it when we need to pull an all-nighter or just don't want to drive home late." She turned to Steff. "I have a huge deposition on Monday with too damned much work for it. And I just lost a good chunk of productivity tonight with you two!" She turned and went further toward the steps and turned back. She looked at me and smiled at my slightly worried expression. "And I sure have no intention of working on Saturday night!" she added gaily. "See you then, Scott!"
And she was gone.
Steff and I looked at each other, a little awkwardly. There was little emotional awkwardness between us, now, but we just didn't know what to do next, at least right then.
At last I spoke. "I just don't see running another rehearsal right now. I just don't have the energy," I added slyly.
"I can't imagine why, but if you say so," Steff replied with an answering look. She sobered a tiny bit, "That said, if we aren't going to rehearse any more, I'm going to take a rather luxurious bath in Meredith's big ole' Jacuzzi and hit the hay." She forestalled any chance of me offering to join her by adding, "I need my rest. I've got a first date tomorrow night."
I chuckled and rose. "Yeah, I do too! First dates are exciting," I took a breath and asked plaintively, "Seriously, what are we doing tomorrow night?" I did not add that Meredith had been equally reticent about her intentions for Saturday night as well.
Steff smiled mysteriously. "How about this: you pick a restaurant for dinner, just make sure it is Midtownish, and some place we can to be done by nine. My plans don't start until after then."
I winced at her continuing secretiveness and stuck my tongue out at her. Steff cocked an eyebrow as if to say Promises, Promises. I gulped, fully intending to fulfill that promise as soon as I could swing it. Then I just shook my head and turned to the door. She walked with me to the entrance and leaned out after me.



"See you tomorrow," she sang out airily, and closed the front door as I got in my car.
As I drove back to my dorm, I had a sudden moment of panic. I was picking one goddess up at Seven one night, and the other at Seven-Thirty on another.
But which was which?



        Acting 101 Ch. 02: The Friend Zone

        A first date with Steff exits the Friend Zone.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/acting-101-ch-01-the-friend-zone

Title: Acting 101 Ch. 02: The Friend Zone

Author: Publius68

Category: Erotic Couplings

Description: A first date with Steff exits the Friend Zone.

Tags: college, road head, confusion, improv, cunnilingus, friend zone, friends, blowjob, date, acting

Series: Acting 101


This is the second chapter in a series of so far indeterminate length. While it begins with something of a TLDR, I'd fully recommend that you read Chapter One first to really understand what is happening.
Thanks for the views and ratings on Chapter One. Based on them, you liked it.
As with all my stories, should you be looking for 'Realism', just move on. I aim for 'Ridiculously Plausible'.
----------------
Friday morning, I awoke relaxed and happy.
I was relaxed, because I had had the best orgasm in my life the night before. Furthermore, it was the first in a long time when I wasn't alone for any orgasm, of whatever quality.
I was happy because I had a date that night-- a first date with my very good friend Steff, who had helped out with that awesome orgasm the night before.
My mind also spun with confusion and uncertainty, on a host of issues, all of which, in one way or another, involved Steff.
To start with, you may have noticed the order of things. Spectacular ejaculation first, first date second is not a natural progression, at least not with anyone I've ever known. Steff had become one of my best, if not my best friend over the course of the last semester in which we shared Acting 101 as a class, but our relationship had from the very start been unspokenly but quite firmly as buddies... with no benefits. Well, no benefits other than a neck rub here and there from me to Steff while we were in class. Lots of people confidently assumed that we had been dating all semester, but we were both exasperatedly firm that we were not dating in any way whenever anyone suggested that we were. And now suddenly we actually were going on a date. What the hell did that all mean? Much of my body was primarily concerned with speculating about that spectacular orgasm and when more might be in the offing. Tonight? Some time later than that? Gulp, never, if things didn't go well? My relationship and dating record was not spectacular, though through no fault of my own... I thought. I hoped.
The rest of me had a bunch of other issues that kept intruding into my speculations about Steff and my penis. The central focus of these further issues was Meredith, whom I'd only met that Sunday. Remember I said that Steff had 'helped' with that amazing orgasm? Yeah, Meredith had been the other helper, and moreover, had really been the instigator. See, I also had an upcoming date with Meredith, a first date as well, on Saturday--as in the day after my first date with Steff. Both of those dates had been made Tuesday, two days before the amazing orgasm. Meredith had asked me out with Steff right there in the room, and Steff had immediately asked me out as well, in response. The two, I discovered, are very good-naturedly competitive. Thursday, that competition got deliciously out of hand and resulted in Meredith alternating between demonstrating oral skills miles beyond anything in my limited twenty-three year-old experience with teaching Steff a wonderful selection of those same skills, using me as the teaching aid. It was the best... God, I don't know how many... minutes of my life.
Meredith is utterly beautiful: taller than Steff, much older than Steff, bigger-breasted than Steff, and otherwise nearly as spectacularly hot as Steff. And oh wait, here's the topper: Did I mention that Meredith is Steff's fucking step-mother? Oh, and she's twelve years older than me, too.
So as far as I was concerned, I clearly was in the best situation in the history of guys, but it is easy to see why I was also nervous as a double-espresso about the myriad of ways I, or possibly forces beyond my control, could make everything blow up like the Hindenburg.
I popped out of bed and put my nervous energy into a good breakfast. I constructed one of my favorite protein fruit smoothies, but used double the normal pineapple. It had been suggested that I ought to eat even more pineapple, and... it's not important. Gulping down the new concoction, I resolved to focus all my mental energies on tonight's date, and ignore any Meredith-related complications. Multi-threading my analysis of the entire situation all at once was more likely to make me lock up than be insightful. And I needed to concentrate on Steff because she was today... and because she was Steff. If you have an awesome friend, who is also stupidly hot, and you suddenly see light at the end of the Friend Zone, you would be crazy to think about much else until you had to.
Steff had to be my ultimate priority.
For today, at least....
That was a dangerous proviso. Nevertheless, I couldn't help making it, even if I then immediately tried to suppress it.
I only had two classes on Fridays. At 10:30, I had Astronomy. It was a course that I was taking for my science distribution requirement. The professor was just awful, but I was getting an A anyway. For me, the material was easy to self-teach, though I did feel really sorry for those kids who needed some actual instruction. For most of the quarter up until now, I had occupied my mind during class checking out the copious number of Freshman and Sophomore girls who made up a majority of the small auditorium, many of whom were reasonably to quite attractive. That day, however, I focused my thoughts on plans for that night, and on Steff... and occasionally about Meredith, damnit.
Steff had been the one to ask me out, but she at least was letting me choose where to eat, within certain parameters. What we were doing afterward, she was keeping on a Need To Know basis. And as long as my dinner choice was within specified bounds, I apparently did not need to know. It seemed a little crazy, but I genuinely trusted Steff in general, so I rolled with it and tried not to let my mind speculate too much about extreme possibilities like wild, underground, live sex shows, or after-dinner petit fours at the Junior League Tea Room.
About half-way through class, I decided on a bistro kind of place in the required Midtown area for dinner. I knew it had good food, and was always crowded and loud. I chose it because it offered the kind of subtle privacy you get from lots of two-person booths and a crowd that is there to hang with their friends, no See And Be Seen. I slipped my phone onto the desk in front of me and opened OpenTable to make a reservation. I was almost done when my fucking professor took notice of me in class for the first time all semester.
"Mr. Talbott," he called out, interrupting his own convoluted and slightly wrong description of the phenomenon at issue that morning. "Have you just received some particularly important meme on your phone? Perhaps it is Astronomy-related and you'd like to share it with the class?"
I'd never spoken to the guy. Not once. But of course he knew who I was. I hadn't missed a point on a test all semester. And now he had a chance to ruffle my feathers. His face wore a shit-eating grin.
My face showed my confusion, and embarrassment. "Oh, no sir! I'm... I'm just making a reservation on Open Table," I replied before I realized that was the Wrong Answer.
"I see," he said, with mock seriousness and the rest of the class looked on with glee at something interesting happening in this class for the first time in memory. "A Hot Date tonight?" That got a laugh. And a rise out of me.
"Yes, sir," I said, probably too smugly for my own good. "A neutron star hot date," I added, going for the Astronomy joke. Because he is a shitty professor, less than half the class got my joke.
My second class was supposed to be Shakespeare, but I decided to cut. I loved my professor in that class. She was this dear little old lady who knew the Bard like the back of her hand. She was brilliant but totally shy, and the class had taken to dragging her off to a nearby bar on Fridays instead of sitting in the classroom. Get a glass of sherry into the woman and she starts talking in a voice you don't have to strain to hear. But she never took attendance on Fridays, and I was behind in my reading, so I cut for the first time. I wanted the time for more important things.
Instead of making fun of Malvolio and his crossed garters, I took a shower and scrubbed myself almost raw. I spent forever shaving, making sure I didn't cut myself, but leaving my jaw smooth as calve's leather. I fretted for a good while over which shirt to wear, finally settling on one of my more exuberantly colored and patterned ones. My best jeans completed the ensemble.
Then I changed out of the jeans. They were pretty tight, and the chances of a boner or two that evening were good. If I popped a full erection, it would look like I was wearing a codpiece in those jeans, not to mention how uncomfortable it would feel. I settled instead on my dark gray slacks. They were probably too tight as well, but at least I'd have a chance to hide things.
At long last, I managed to hurriedly complete my preparations for this all-important date... and discovered it was not yet four. I was picking up Steff at seven, and even with Atlanta traffic, I was an hour or more from needing to leave to get her. To while away the time productively, I practiced my part of the scene she and I were performing together soon for our final in Acting 101.
It is a sexually suggestive scene, and I enjoyed imagining Steff in my arms as I recited much of the dialog. Then I added in my newly acquired knowledge of what Steff looked like topless and really went to town practicing those lines. Then I realized I had gotten all sweaty merely rehearsing and ran to take yet another shower. By the time I had redressed in a different, non-sweaty shirt, I was later than I wanted to be to get to Steff's on time.
Fortunately I have a Tesla, and used its speed and acceleration a lot more aggressively that I usually did to get to her house in the suburbs on time.
I swung into the front driveway with barely minutes to spare and sprang out. A knock on the door was answered by Steff surprisingly quickly. Steff continued to live with Meredith after her father died and had that woman been home as well, instead of pulling an all-nighter at the office that night, Meredith would likely have enjoyed answering the door herself and making me wait for Steff to get ready... probably while bending over a lot in front of me while I waited. Quit wandering off-topic on the fantasies tonight, Scott! Fortunately, Steff was, as always, an amazing babe and did not try to play any damned Make Him Wait games.
All she did as she opened the door was smile, waggle her eyebrows, and exclaim, "Are you ready for this? We are going on a date!"
"Your chariot awaits," I said sweeping my arm toward the car and bowing low. I had been mildly heartened by the tiny waver I caught in her voice. I needed somebody besides me to be nervous about all this!
We slid into my car and headed toward the restaurant. On the way down, our conversation was smooth and normal, the easy chatter of good friends. Far less awkward than any first date I'd ever had, but a lot less charged too. That was weird.
Dinner was similarly a hangout between friends. We each nursed a single large beer, and had fun making fun of how bad the onion rings were that night. It was fun at first, but the fact started to hang over our conversation that we were acting and feeling more like two buddies hanging out for chow than two people on a first date who were both attracted to each other. Both of us were attracted to the other, right? It wasn't just me, right?
Our conversation began to wane as I fretted. It was ridiculous to be doubting like this, right? I mean, this girl had quite gleefully and energetically sucked my cock almost exactly 24 hours earlier. She had to be into me. But that whole blowjob had been part of Steff and Meredith's apparently long history of gleefully competing about everything. It might have been their first time competing around a guy, but still, it had been Meredith egging her on.
Steff suddenly took a long sip of beer and a deep breath. She leaned forward, her hands on the table in front of me. She looked me in the eye and said, "Look, I'm glad we are finally out on a date. I... I want to thank you for finally letting me out of the Friend Zone." She saw my eyes widen at that, and she went on in an almost panicked voice, "You are letting me out of the Friend Zone, right?"
For once, I didn't do or say anything stupid when the bolt came from the blue. Instead, I lifted my hands and laid them on the table as well, letting my fingertips rest on hers. It was the first time I think I'd ever touched her hands with mine, aside from a few fist bumps. I leaned forward and stared into her deep blue, magnetic eyes and said with soft sincerity, "What the everliving fuck are you taking about? I'm the one who has been jammed into the Friend Zone the whole time I've known you!"
We stared at each other for a long moment, then both burst into deep, enjoyable, but slightly hysterical laughter. My fingertips never left hers. As our peals of laughter, which had been loud enough to draw a few looks, even in the crowded anonymity of this place, died out, I went on. "Look, you are easily my best friend I've yet made at this university. You are probably my best friend in the world right now. And you are definitely, by a country mile, my best female friend ever. And we've been friends almost since the moment we met. But you are also, in my opinion, the hottest girl in this university. I'd have asked you out a hundred times already if it had not been so plain to me that you totally wanted to be 'just friends'. I even convinced myself that you were right." I left my fingertip on hers, but that was all I did.
Steff just stared at me, her expression warring between flushing at my flattery and irritation at my words. "Listen, asshole, you treated me like I was just one of the guys from day one. I love that you are my friend. But it has been a weird friendship. We never hang out as just the two of us. And you never seem the least bit dissatisfied with that. Meanwhile, you would regularly, without meaning to, do things that left me positively thirsty over how hot you are. I'd say my predicament is the fucking definition of the Friend Zone."
We stared at each other a little resentfully for a moment. Then we both smiled ruefully. "I don't know how this date is going to go tonight," I said, "but how'd you like to go out again next Friday?"
Steff chuckled and said, "Sure, what do we have to lose, except the last two and a half months."
I slid my hands forward and Steff flipped hers over beneath mine. We held hands and just looked at each other for a bit. But the moment did not hold for long, as our sense of humor took over again. In minutes, the intensity of our conversation was entirely gone and we are arguing about baseball and the Braves.
As I was paying the check, I begged again, "Okay, how are we doing on time, and what are we going to do next? I've been dying to know." I even threw in a leer for good measure, since I half-hoped (half?) that the answer would be that we were going to go back to Steff's house and fuck like bunnies.
Alas, she laughed and replied, "We are good on time. The JokeDome is only a couple of blocks from here."
"The JokeDome?" I asked, aghast. "You did not agree to join Tony and Kimmie on their improv team, did you?"
"Fuck, no," laughed Steff, who didn't want to get up in front of strangers without written material any more than I did. "But they are competing tonight and they are our friends. Kimmie got us a front-row table, so we are going to go support them," she added firmly.
"And laugh our asses off at them if they suck, come Tuesday in class," I added.
"Absolutely."
The JokeDome was a shoe-string little space that used to be a large Gymboree. You could still see some of the childish decorations on the walls. The 'stage' was a platform raised barely half a foot, and seating was little tables and motley chairs from thrift shops and garage sales. Worse, they only sold beer and wine. But the place was rapidly becoming a success. It was sold out that night, so getting a prime table had been a demonstration of the value of having connections. Three teams were competing that evening, and only Tony and Kimmie were a duo, The others were foursomes.
As the teams went back and forth, trying their hands at improv games with direction from the judges and the audience, it was clear why Tony had been so whiny lately about wanting Steff and me to join their team. Two players, no matter how talented, were at a distinct disadvantage to four. Still, our friends gave it a good show, and kept barely within striking distance of the other teams as things went on. "I hate to admit it, but they are both pretty good," whispered Steff to me at one point, and I had to agree.
Things reached a point where I was pretty sure that Tony and Kimmie had been finally, mathematically eliminated. The next round, the two of them were assigned a crime scene scenario. Tony naturally assumed the role of a cop interviewing a victim. Kimmie rapidly scored some points by deciding that the crime she was a victim of was someone chaining a dildo to her bicycle while she was in class! It got a good laugh, but I could tell they were struggling with where to go next, beyond the lock being a Kryptonite and well-nigh unbreakable. I was just feeling sorry for Tony when the fucker struck.
"I'll need to canvas for witnesses, ma'am," he said officiously, then peered into the crowd as if searching for a victim. But he knew right where we were sitting... "You there, lady!" He called out, stepping up right in front of Steff, who looked at him like she'd like to feed him his dog's entrails. Unfazed, he went on, "A crime has been committed, and I'd like to ask if you saw anything." Steff looked at me for rescue.
Hey.
She was the one who brought us here. I grinned widely and broadly gestured that she should respond. The crowd that was close enough to see the byplay (which was most of the people) laughed at Steff's irritation and booed me for my betrayal. She slowly stood and moved into the lights. There were a few low whistles when people got a look at... my date.
"Ma'am," Tony began, but Steff interrupted him, demanding to know the nature of the crime. When he answered, she started torturing Tony by making him describe the imaginary dildo in more and more excruciating detail. Kimmie, who might not be as funny as Tony (or me, or Steff), but who possessed zero shame, jumped in with various graphic details. Once Steff recognized that they had exhausted the bit and had thoroughly punished Tony for dragging her up there by making him talk about fake veins on fake dicks, she ended it by saying, "Okay, I get it now. Sorry, but no. I didn't see anything."
Then the jerk turned on me and said, "But that guy was looking the other way from you. He probably saw everything then!" Every boo I had heard for hanging Steff out to dry was now a laugh at my trapped ass.
But I think four moves ahead, and had time to think about this inevitable outcome, so I was ready. I trudged up onto the platform, and delivered my bland setup. It went over like a lead ballon, and Tony vamped to try to cover my boring sally. I tried a sudden second idea, and it went okay, but you could feel the audience feeling like we were failing. I waited as long as I could, then got ready to circle back to my initial setup.
Then Steff paid off my setup for me. She had recognized the opportunity I'd provided, and delivered an even better version of my intended follow through than I'd planned of myself. And because it wasn't me who paid off the joke, it looked a whole lot more 'improv-y'. The audience lost it. I saw two of the judges lose it. Kimmie lost it. Tony deadpanned a perfect topper, and ended the sketch on a perfect high note, proving he was a lot better at this than the crew in that viral video he showed me the week before. Tony and Kimmie bowed. Steff and I did not. We weren't the players, after all. Tony waved at us to bow as well, and when we still didn't, he slapped Steff on her perfect ass and shouted, "Bow!" Steff glared at him, I glared at him, but we bowed... to loud applause.



We sat down as quickly as we could, well before the judges could issue a score. I looked at Steff with a smile that I saw reflected on her own face--her own, deeply flushed face. Tony had told me that hitting a really big improv laugh was a rush, and he was very, very right. The judges awarded that round to Tony and Kimmie, along with "their ringers in the front row!" There was another round to go, but Steff leaned over to me and whispered, "Let's get out of here now. Better safe than sorry!"
The way I was feeling right then, dosed with adrenaline and dopamine, and staring into Steff's flushed, excited face, I wanted to get out too, regardless of what Tony might try in the last round. We rose and slipped out quickly, receiving a few congratulatory pats on the back from the audience as we snaked our way out.
We practically ran to my car and took off back north toward Steff's house.We babbled happily about how fun it was to watch, how well Tony and Kimmie did, and (insincerely) how much we did not want do it again. I was vaguely aware that we just might be hooked.
But we were also on the way home. The date was nearing its end. And I was getting nervous again. I was certain I was going to try to at least kiss my friend for the first time. Beyond that, how slow and careful were we going to take things?
I mean, sure. I wanted to return the favor of her spectacular oral efforts the night before. I wanted to bone her brains out, of course. But I was going to be tread lightly, no matter how reckless I felt right then.
It was pitch black out as I pulled off the interstate and turned toward the small road to Steff's house.
"You know, Tony and Kimmie were right," Steff said quietly.
"Hmm?" I asked.
"Getting those laughs really is a serious rush," she said, a tremor in her voice, placing her hand gently on my knee.
"Oh yeah," I replied, both to the placement of her hand and the comment. But mostly the hand.
As we passed thru a brightly lit area around a shopping center, Steff's hand slid inexorably up my thigh, much to my delight. When she reached the top, she idly stroked my suddenly hard cock through my pants. To be fair, I had been halfway hard before she even touched me, I was feeling the rush from the performance too.
I may have had my foot on the accelerator a bit hard and we shot away from the commercial area and back into the darkness of the night. As soon as we did so, Steff leaned across and began to tug open my fly! In moments, she had my cock out in her hand and slid her mouth over it, demonstrating that she had forgotten nothing about the value of tongue that Meredith had taught her the night before.
"Uh, road head?" I gasped, scandalized, terrified, and enthralled in the literal sense of that word. "This is a public road, Steff."
"It's a two-lane road with no sidewalks for the next couple of miles," gasped Steff, pulling off my cock. "Tell me when we make the turn to go up the hill," she instructed, and bent to once more torture me wonderfully.
Any excessive pressure on the accelerator had disappeared. It wasn't because I didn't want to be stopped for speeding, I just wanted this dark, concealing stretch of road to last as long as possible! If anything, I probably risked getting pulled over for going too slow.
Son of a bitch, Steff was amazing. Her head rose up and down, sliding my cock in and out of her mouth, caressed by her embracing tongue, in slow, smooth, luxurious movements. Her hand massaged my shaft, but mostly fondled my balls. Up and down. Up and down. It felt amazing, but she clearly wasn't trying to be energetic enough to get me off, just making me practically cry with pleasure.
"Here comes the hill," I sighed sadly, and Steff slid sinuously upright in her seat, delicately wiping her lips with her fingertips. She make a point of not fixing my fly, just tugging my shirt tail over my lap. I turned and looked at her with a look of wonder on my face, and just said, "Holy shit!"
"I just want to eliminate any chance you get all timid and worried about 'taking care of our friendship first' when we get to my house," Steff said with a grin. "I've been pretty horny all day, even before that rush of public laughter."
I passed the little gas station and turned into her neighborhood. "Meredith isn't home, remember," she added. "Don't bother to zip up or anything when we get there."
My lead foot was back.
I had barely put my car in Park when Steff was out and I followed her to the door. I was literally holding up my slacks with one hand as I dashed after her. She slid through the front door and practically slammed it after me. I turned to her and she to me.
And finally, finally, I kissed Steff. I reached both hands out to her waist and pulled her to me and our lips met with a wave of heat. I am shocked that it took us as many seconds as it did once we began before our tongues started invading each other's mouths, fencing eagerly. My arms slid around her now and pulled her hard against me. The pressure between us kept my slacks from collapsing to my ankles.
And then, at last, I let my hands... touch Steff. To this point, Steff had had my cock in her mouth on two separate occasions, but I had yet, in the space of months, to touch any part of her but the back of her neck.
My hands slid down and clutched at her amazing, tight little ass through the soft fabric of her short, denim skirt. She wriggled in my grasp and I felt that yes, her butt was as firm and lithe as I had imagined. I got a little lost massaging her glutes, but her responding movements reduced the pressure between our hips and my trousers slid suddenly to my ankles. Steff immediately began unbuttoning my shirt completely. She slid it off my shoulders to the floor and sank to her ankles before my essentially naked form, reaching for my desperately eager cock.
But I was having none of that... yet. I leaned down and pulled her to her feet. I kicked first one foot free of both shoe and pants, then the other, and lifted Steff in my arms to an answering squeal. "No, no, No!" I said, kissing her deeply, then continued as I carried her over to the big, soft couch in the great room. "It is now your turn," I growled.
It was my turn to sink to my knees between her legs, and I ran my hands up along her sleek calves. God, they were so firm and smooth. Her thighs flexed and quivered under my rising touch and I could just barely feel the outlines of her taut muscles beneath the skin. I didn't know what Steff's workout regime was, but I applauded it. She was a natural beauty of course, but no one gets that kind of muscle tone without some serious hard work.
Her skirt was already hiked up a little, but I rotated my hands down between her thighs and eagerly slipped beneath what little the hem still covered. I wanted to move upward very slowly, teasing Steff with caresses as I went, getting closer but making her wait. I wanted to do that, but I'd been horny all day too. My fingers slid north with increasing speed and soon encountered a delicate layer of lace that seemed to struggle (and fail) to entirely cover my intended target. My fingertips had barely brushed between her legs when I swept my hands out and around her hips. I reached under Steff and squeezed her ass once more before I grasped her underwear (she was wearing a thong!) and tugged it downward. Steff lifted her hips just barely and I smoothly slid the little black satin piece of fabric off of her. I twirled it around a finger and tossed it away, and Steff giggled. Then she gasped as I dove my face up under her skirt.
Her aroma was incredible. Just incredible and intoxicating. I wanted to see what I was doing, however, so I pushed up the hem to her waist as I beheld her glory. Steff had obviously spent as much time fussing in the bathroom as I had that day, probably more. What little dark pubic hair she had not shaved away was shorn close and neatly trimmed into a neat, deep triangle, painting the way. The. Way.
I like to follow directions.
I bent again and licked my way up her inner thigh until my tongue tasted heaven. Her nether lips were swollen and moist in anticipation. I reached up and parted them gently with two fingers and dipped my tongue inside, running it up and down, pressing her outer lips further apart. She shivered as the tip of my tongue ran back and forth over her delicately swollen clit, and she groaned loudly when I slid back down and plunged my tongue as deeply inside her as I could.
Her hands found the back of my head and her fingers tangled themselves in my hair, pulling me happily against her crotch. I slid my hands underneath her to massage her perfect ass some more, and started to tease her little bud in earnest. In moments she was bucking and squirming against my tongue. It was not much longer before Steff demonstrated that she was, in fact, a screamer.
Starting with a guttural moan, her voice rose to an ear-splitting shriek of ecstasy and I felt a rolling series of spasms explode through her body from where my tongue attacked her. I kept flicking her clit with my tongue, drawing more shrieks until she collapsed, only half conscious, on the couch. I sat up, straightening my back, which had become a little stiff bending over like that, and gleefully wiped my mouth with the back of my hand. I looked down at this wondrous creature, splayed out a little comically before me and I was filled with delight that I had given her such an orgasm, a whole raft of them in fact.
I had made Steff come!
She suddenly heaved a deep breath as if regaining thought and looked down at me. "Wow, Mr. I've Only Had Sex a Few Times!" she gasped. "You are pretty good at that for an amateur." I just grinned. I'd actually said I'd only had a few blowjobs. In fact, I had always given a lot more than I'd received, but Steff was rolling, and didn't need to know all the details of my sexual history right then anyway. "Jesus," she went on, "if Meredith teaches you as much about eating pussy as she taught me about sucking cock, I may not survive our next date!"
I looked at her, slack-jawed. My face was not yet dry from being buried between her legs and she was talking about Meredith?
Steff giggled. "It occurred to me, sorry," she shrugged. Then she sat up and began to unbutton her blouse. "Allow me to distract you from my faux pas...."
The moment she had her blouse open, I could not help but reach out trembling fingers and clasp her delicate, lace clad breasts. They were so firm and warm in my grasp I let out an involuntary sigh of delight. That pleased Steff and she giggled as she let her blouse slip off her shoulders. My fingers eagerly moved to where the thin black cups of her bra joined between her breasts, feeling for the clasp. Steff's giggle turned to a laugh and she said, "This one hooks in back!" Obligingly, she reached behind herself and I immediately felt the bra go slack in my hands. I tugged on it and it slid off her shoulders and released her delicate bounty. I tossed it over my shoulder in the general direction of where her thong had flown, and with a shudder of pleasure took her bare breasts into my hands. At last.
So firm. So elastic. So warm.... So. Fucking. Perfect.
I just held them for an embarrassingly infantile stretch of time, before my hunger took me and I leaned down to take one demandingly pert nipple into my mouth, my fingertips pinching and teasing its mate. I opened my lips wide and sucked hard, drawing her supple flesh into my mouth. Steff hummed in approval.
I was still kneeling on the floor before her and my knees were getting stiff. Without fully releasing my grasp on her breasts, I rose to my feet and slid onto the couch beside her. I bent my head to suckle now on her other breast, my fingers eagerly, aggressively burying themselves into the curves of the first. Steff demonstrated how good an idea this change of position was by taking hold of my cock, which she could now reach, and massaging it, first idly, but then with increasing eagerness.
I didn't feel like I was done playing with those wondrous breasts that I had dreamed of for so long, but when I came up briefly for air, Steff informed me that I was, for the moment at least. She pushed me back against the cushions of the couch and took my cock now firmly in her grasp. The idle strokes and caresses were gone now, replaced by a firm but easy rhythm. "My turn," she said very firmly.
Steff bent and once again I felt the amazing sensation of my cock sliding between her lips. At first, she only took in my head, giving her room to circle it round and round inside with her tongue. After a core-quaking response from me, Steff looked up at me. "I ran out of time in the car. Then you insisted on blowing my mind when we got inside here. But you have no escape now. I am going to suck this cock. I'm going to take my time. And I am going to enjoy it." It was left unsaid that I was certainly going to enjoy it too as Steff took me back between her lips. Her head bobbed a few times on my lap, more of my penis sliding into her mouth with each bob. She slid to a stop with as much of me buried between her lips as she'd managed to take into her mouth thus far and swirled her head a little, rubbing my cock around inside her eager mouth. Then she lifted her head again, gasping for air and massaging my shaft as she breathed.
When she had caught her breath, Steff slid off the couch to now kneel between my legs. She jacked me swiftly as she looked up at me. "One more thing," she instructed me, "you are going to come in my mouth this time. I don't need to be made a mess of tonight, and besides, I want every drop of that weirdly delicious cum of yours." With that, she pulled my cock toward her, and bent to slide me again between her lips, never letting her gaze stray from my eyes. Between the dopamine rush from earlier, the brief tease of road head, burying my face between Steff's thighs, and then finally playing with her delicious tits, I was way over-revved. Hearing those words and staring into her eyes as my cock disappeared between her lips in that current condition had me on the very edge of exploding into her mouth immediately.
I held back, but just. "I know you want to take your time with this," I gasped, caressing her bare shoulder, "but I don't think that's going to be possible right now...." Steff seemed to recognize that I wasn't kidding. She merely shrugged a little and just sucked harder on me, pressing her tongue even more firmly along my shaft as she took me in and out of her agile mouth.
"Yep," I gasped in less than a minute. "I... uh, yeah... told you... uhhhhnnn..." I burbled incoherently and kind of lost track of reality for a moment, I was staring right at Steff's beautiful face and her cock-filled mouth when some kind of biological grenade went off between my legs, yet I cannot tell you one thing about her expression in response. The only aspect of my senses that was working was whatever felt my release.
I actually don't think I came as hard, or at least in as much volume, as I'd done the night before, honestly. But that one had come at then end of a long, leisurely, playful event, albeit a tremendously weird one. I was ready when it came, prepared, and eager for it.
This orgasm was literally involuntary. I had fought it, wanting the intensity to last longer. But my hunger, compounded by Steff's, was too much and it just... took me. This was Steff and me, using our bodies to make each other happy. This was my most prominent fantasy come true, and I was simply overwhelmed.
When my vision started tracking again, Steff was licking my cock for any stray jizz. She had taken my whole load, however large it had ended up being, in her mouth and indeed swallowed it. The only traces were a little foam on her lips and a final drop her hands milked from my shaft, which she immediately licked clean. I watched her lips move as she sucked the foamy residue from them, wearing a smile the whole time.
A single, huge aftershock shuddered through my body, and then I reached out and pulled Steff up and into my lap.
Her lithe form was surprisingly heavy on my legs. I'd always imagined that she'd float in my lap, but that was pure fantasy, and I should have realized otherwise. Steff wasn't thin. I didn't worship thin. She was lean. She had just the right amount of firm muscle in all the exact right places, along with some enchanting softer tissue in mesmerizing shapes. It gave her that tight, shapely ass that currently pressed against my wet, softening cock, those gently swelling hips, her firm waist, her broad shoulders and those enchanting tits, which I resumed playing with.
We both cuddled on the couch, in companionable silence, idly toying with each other's bodies for a long time. There was kissing, too, but not constant. It was more like part and parcel of the idle way we were feeling each other up. Finally, Steff buried her face in the crook of my neck and stopped moving.
"Are we going to fuck each other now?" she asked quietly, softly, uncertainly.
My body attempted to order my mouth to exclaim, 'Hell yes! Right now! Please and thank you!' but my mind was fortunately in control. "I don't know," I replied, just as softly. "And I don't know why that is. Why haven't I already gone on and jumped your bones?"
"And why haven't I?" answered Steff. "It's weird isn't it? I'm on the pill. Neither of us is a virgin or anything. What is holding us back?" She wasn't upset, just puzzled at what was going on between us, and kind of good-naturedly so. Her lack of distress, and mine, let me relax enough not to panic.
"I think..." I started, then stopped and thought a few more moments. "No, wait... Um, I think this is all like Christmas morning. Maybe I just don't want to open all the presents all at once."
"I like that," replied Steff thoughtfully. "Yeah, that metaphor works. But, um, how long?" I just looked at her, utterly unsure myself. "I mean," Steff went on, "we already are going out again next Friday. Do we build our first bone-jumping into our plans for next week?" We looked at each other. No. It was clear in both our eyes that that was way longer a time frame than either of us wanted. The silence dragged on.
"Look," said Steff at last. "Stay here tonight. Sleep here, with me, in my bed. Naked, preferably." She pulled me closer to her. "In the morning, well, what's your line from our scene? 'Trains driving into tunnels'?"
We didn't actually go to bed immediately. Steff and Meredith had a Nintendo in their home theater (oh yeah, Steff had a home theater and a pool, and had told me, her good friend, about neither) and we played naked Mario Cart for almost an hour before we finally went up to her bedroom. We did indeed go to bed naked, as Steff had asked, because I'm a good friend like that. Once in bed, we cuddled and fondled and spooned and even kissed some more, but neither of us was used to sleeping in a bed with another person and we separated a little so we would actually be able to fall asleep. Fortunately, Steff has a big bed.
In the morning, I woke groggily, not quite realizing I was actually awake at first because the bed and surroundings were unfamiliar. I realized what was going on and where I was when I realized that the dreamy ecstasy I was feeling was not a dream, but Steff languorously playing with my morning wood.
"Good morning, sleepy head," purred Steff as my eyes slid open to take in her naked breasts, positioned carefully right in front of my face. As images upon wakening go, I highly recommend that one. "Your big friend here and I have been playing for almost ten minutes now," she purred, still stroking my cock. "I guess you slept as soundly as I did."
I thought back to about four in the morning. I had woken then. The full moon had risen overnight and its silver light was streaming through Steff's gauzy sheer curtains, bathing her body in its light. The sheet had come off of her and her naked torso had gleamed in the moon's shine. I had reached out delicately to caress a nipple and it had quivered under my touch. I hadn't wanted to wake her.



I had just wanted her to shift enough for her godawful loud snoring to stop.
"Slept like a rock," I smiled, leaning forward to kiss that same nipple.
"Well, you are hard as one, too," replied Steff, pulling the sheet off of me to expose said rock hardness. She pushed me flat on my back and climbed astride me. "And after a night of pleasant dreams and fifteen minutes of playing with your cock while you slept, I am flowing with the need to Finish. Opening. Presents," she said firmly, slowly lowering herself onto me so I could feel her steaming wetness against my shaft.
"Oh God, please," I breathed, putting my hands on her bare knees, then sliding them up her legs with my thumbs trailing up the inner curves of her thighs. When my thumbs came together, I let them sink down and into her wetness, each thumb giving her eagerly pert clitoris a stroke.
Steff pushed herself up again onto her knees, gasping at my caress. She reached to lift my cock, nestling its head in her folds. Then she began to sink back down with the most amazingly deliberate slowness I could imagine. Fraction by fraction, I felt her envelop me. Her steaming, sodden insides eagerly resisted my advance, muscles pressing back against my intruder at first, then lasciviously embracing it once it passed. The penetration took forever, and it wasn't nearly long enough.
At last, Steff rested on me, my cock as deep in her as I had length to reach. She leaned forward and kissed me.
Sitting back up, she looked at me and sighed. "Christ, you feel better inside me than I ever dreamed. And I've been dreaming of this for months." I could only groan in total agreement. We lay there like that for a while. Steff was not humping up and down at all, just rocking her hips softly around my nestling cock, I contented myself with idly trailing my fingers over her hips and up to brush her delicious tits.
And we talked--I can't remember about what, but it was completely unrelated to sex, and was instead centered on some other of our many shared interests. At last that conversation petered out and there was only my cock, buried in her snatch. It and I were getting impatient.
I reached up and pulled Steff down into a tight embrace and kissed her hard. In mid-kiss, I lifted up and rolled over on top of her, struggling to not let my cock withdraw in the process. With Steff on her back and me atop her, my dick had managed to almost come free, but the head was still in her. I broke off the kiss and looked down at her. "Time to rock and roll," I said intently. Her eyes glittered and she nodded fervently. I smoothly slid myself back into her depths, not fast, but not with anything approaching her initial excruciating slowness either. I slid out just as slowly, and then back in. Each stroke was as long and deep as I could make it, but I also moved faster with each penetration, until I was pistoning in and out of Steff so hard I was breaking a sweat.
Suddenly, I stopped, my glans barely still contained inside her and began a slow series of tiny thrusts, barely more than wiggles, each just barely penetrating her burning entrance. That revved her up to a new level and she struggled back and forth beneath me. "Oh fuck that's good," she grunted, "but..." Her hands grasped my ass and sank into my glutes almost painfully deep, and then tugged hard, driving me back, deep inside her. I could not restrain myself from just fucking her hard then, driving my cock in and out of her as hard and deep as I could while she whipped her head back and forth on the bed beneath me.
Needing more power, I pulled up my knees under me and lifted my hips. Steff grunted, but arched slightly to accommodate my new angle of approach and the new way my dick was stroking her insides met with immediate, voluble approval. She braced herself and groaned, pushing back against my thrusts.
We both found we loved this juxtaposition, and ground against each other, moaning in concert. I felt a surging in my loins, and since I clearly felt a reciprocal wind up in Steff's, I just rode the wave. Thrust followed thrust, and I let my ecstasy surge upward. A gasp ripped from my lips as I unloaded inside her. I felt the blast of cum rip outward and into her, and her own release surged in answer. She bucked against me and thrashed back and forth, gasping in orgasmic response. We both ultimately froze in an awkward, suspended position as our passion spent itself against one another... and we collapsed, my face smashing down between her breasts.
We both just lay there, gasping for breath. I took a minute to register that my face was buried between Steff's breasts, but when I did, I rallied enough to open my lips, and take a gleeful suckle. She giggled in response.
"Ho. Lee. Shit!" she laughed. She drew a deep, long breath. "I have fucked before, but you sir, have fucked me more thoroughly than I have ever been fucked before."
"I'm honored," I murmured around her pokey nipple between my lips.
The afterglow was long and pleasant. We lay there and reveled in each other's naked form pressed against the other. At some point, I rolled off Steff and sank into the mattress beside her. Eventually, I summoned the energy somehow to observe, "I'm glad we waited to open presents until the morning. If I'd been sleepy and drunk, I might not be able to remember the last hour for the rest of my life."
"That's a good point," muttered Steff, and I swear she snored again, just little bit.
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Steff and I only reached full consciousness at the breakfast table, with coffee and tea respectively steaming in our noses. We sat and ate in companionable silence for a while, but my mind was whirling inside.
Meredith.
I suddenly was in the best position I could have imagined with Steff. We still felt like great friends, but the benefits had progressed like a drag racer from zero to awesome literally overnight. I did not want to do anything to mess that up. Except, I also could not get Meredith out of my mind. My first date with her was still supposed to be that night. I was picking her up at this same house that evening.
I didn't actually owe Steff my exclusivity, did I? No. We'd been on one date, and she'd known I was going to go out with Meredith before she'd asked. But there had been the mind-blowing sex since then. And emotions didn't give a shit about reason, if Steff was going to be jealous, then Meredith was a time bomb ticking between me and her.
I took a deep breath and looked at Steff, who still had not brushed her hair and looked like a million rumpled bucks. She cocked her head at me.
"About Meredith..." I hesitantly began.
"Oooh, yeah. She'll be home soon. You better get out of here," said Steff calmly. "It might feel a little awkward if she got home and you are still here in a post-coital glow. Besides, you've got to get ready for tonight, and so does she." She peered at me with just the trace of a leer, "And you look a fright."
I looked at her. "But you..."
"I am driving to Athens this afternoon to see some friends and to go to a party tonight, just as I've had planned for two weeks," replied Steff firmly.
"Uh..." I said intelligently.
Steff shook her head and went on, "You are going to make us talk this through, aren't you? That's supposed to be the girl's role, you know." Her voice was calm and level-headed. I was almost offended at how self-possessed she was being, until I look into her eyes and saw the uncertainty there that matched my own. "We have sat here at this table together without saying a word to each other for a while... probably more silent time than we have spent cumulatively since we've known each other. I've been doing a mental and emotional self-inventory, and I'm betting... hoping, that you have too, right?"
I nodded, thanking my friend with my eyes for making this conversation easier. Easier, not easy.
"What do I know?" she said, laying out her appallingly organized thoughts, ticking them off on her fingers. My mind wasn't holding still long enough for me to so much as hold one thought at a time, much less list them. "I know that we are damned good friends. I know that has not changed. I know that we are each sure now that the other has the hots for us. I know that we have discovered that we are very sexually compatible. We can agree on all that, right?"
There was just the tiniest quaver of doubt in that last point and she looked at me as if for some sign of confirmation. I nodded, wide-eyed, and that banished any doubt that it had been less good for me than for her. I mentally thanked her for having that tiny vulnerability. Right now she was too damned self-possessed for my comfort or my ego.
"So, what are we now? Friends with incredible benefits, or a couple?" she asked. I nodded. That was the question, wasn't it? "Have we made any promises? No. But more to the point, do we feel the need to make promises right now? For me the answer is, 'not now', or maybe, 'not yet'. Next, do I feel the need to be with you? More exactly, do I feel the need to be with you all the time? Do I want to drag you with me to Athens to show you off? Again, for me the answers are 'not all the time', and 'not this weekend, maybe later'."
I nodded thoughtfully. My emotions, seen in more focus through the lens of her little lecture, pretty much matched hers.
"For the record, I do not intend to hook up with anybody in Athens," put in Steff, "in case you were wondering. Not because I think I owe you anything, but because I know most of the guys who will be there, and none of them particularly impressed me before, much less now."
"In addition to other things, you know how to inflate a guy's ego," I observed with a smile, and Steff laughed. "But don't despair, there are always a few new guys at any college party," I added, as much to hear my own voice hold steady and almost encouraging.
Steff pursed her lips and shrugged. Our options were our own. Each of ours.
I shrugged too. "I think it shows that our minds are kind of in the same place when my brain did not immediately get concerned about other guys when you mentioned a party." I did not say out loud that what my mind had instead leapt to was the fact that Steff would not be in the house that night after my date with Meredith.
"Good," said Steff. "If we don't feel possessive or compulsive about each other, we aren't a couple. When... if... when that changes for either of us, we need to tell the other, right?"
"Right," I agreed with certainty. Chances were, if things evolved for one of us, they would probably be evolving for the other, and we would evolve together. It did not bear thinking on if only one of us changed our feelings on that in the future.
We sat there again for a few minutes, still taking inventory.
"Actually, I might would have invited you to Athens," said Steff, in the first non-grammatical thing I'd ever heard her say, "If it weren't for your date with Meredith. If I got in the way of that, she'd kill me."
"Really?" I asked, more enthusiastically than was perhaps wise when talking to a girl whose brains I had just balled out, and whose brains I fully intended to ball out again.
Steff's desert dry tone told me that however casual things might currently be between us, she was still a woman and I'd need to watch myself. "Yes, really. I don't know what she sees in your mangy ass, but she certainly finds you appealing."
I almost said 'really' again, in an even more enthusiastic voice, but I caught myself, because I am a learning machine. "What makes you think so?" I asked instead, possibly even more stupidly.
"Oh, maybe it was the way she ripped her shirt off and sucked your dick after she'd known you cumulatively for less than ninety minutes," replied Steff lightly. She leaned forward over the table and stabbed me with her eyes. "You sometimes say I'm your best friend. You are not mine. Meredith is. Tonight, you are going to be her first date since my Dad died. She may or may not know what she is doing," Steff added with finality, stabbing me with the first warning expression I'd ever seen in her eyes.
I met her gaze levelly for moment and bent to finish my eggs. Steff even made good eggs.
Once I had my last bite, Steff grabbed my plate and shooed me toward the front door. "Now get out of here. It would be bad form if I didn't shower the smell of you off me before Meredith and I go out for lunch."
As I shot back toward my dorm, my mind whirled in a combination of post-coital relaxed bliss, and eager, curious anticipation of what Meredith had in mind for this evening... during our date and, if my current spectacular luck held, after. But, productive conversation with Steff about Friends With Benefits aside, I still was clearly living in a mine field.
Even though I had just had breakfast with Steff, I ran through the lunch line in my dorm to load up on calories and protein. I was worn out. I also was unwashed, and I heard two girls right behind me in line trading whispers about my rumpled Walk of Shame clothes and my apparent aroma of Sex and Steff. I sat by myself, and thankfully was unpestered by Tony joining me. I suspected he had spent the night at Kimmie's apartment. I really did not need to negotiate my way through a conversation with him about either Steff and I joining their improv team, or about whether Steff and I were joining each other, which had been about his only subjects of choice for a while now.
When I got back to my single room, I stripped down, grabbed my robe and shower kit and went to finally remove the aroma of Steff from my body. The day before, while prepping for my date with her, I had been nervous and scared as a cat on a hot tin roof. But this afternoon, I found myself actually pretty calm as I went about my ablutions, shaving my face smooth with ease and actually relaxing under the warm water.
It wasn't that I wasn't excited, I was. But I wasn't afire with sexual ambitions, like I had been before my date with Steff. My mind kept focusing on having a good time with Meredith, getting to know her and enjoying her company. And I was full to the brim with curiosity about what she intended for us to do that night. All I knew was that I was driving, and I was to wear a suit. What the heck were we going to do?
After my shower, I sat in my underwear and actually found the concentration to do a couple of hours work at my desk. The semester was coming to an end soon, after all.
When it came time to dress, I actually had two suits to choose from, unlike virtually every other dude I knew in my dorm, who either had one or none. I never gave a thought to wearing the two year-old, boxy, blue, Brooks Brothers one. It was the corporate interview suit I had for internships and looking for a real job in a few months. Instead, I took down my charcoal grey Italian pin stripe and gave it a quick press with the iron. It was my ShowBiz, or Pitch, Suit. I had bought it a few months earlier in a fit of optimism about reaching the point where I could try to sell a script to Hollywood or Broadway. I was lucky enough to have the right figure, with broad shoulders, long legs, and narrow waist, to look sharp in the suit's angular lines, and I had spent the coin to have it custom-fitted to maximum effect.
And until now, it had pretty much hung my closet.
I pressed a shirt as well, carefully but swiftly. The only choice I hemmed and hawed over was the tie. I like ties, and I had too many. I finally settled on a purple paisley, one of which's secondary colors matched the single-thread purple line edging the pinstripes of my suit itself.
I looked at myself in the mirror as I touched up my hair with the brush, and flushed suddenly as I realized how much effort I was putting into looking 'grown up' for Meredith. But upon further perusal, I realized I had succeeded. Mostly. I still looked only twenty-three, but I looked damn well put together, and I looked like I knew it. That would have to do.
I rolled up in the front drive at seven twenty-seven. Three minutes early. Steff had been bang on ready the night before, so I didn't want to make Meredith wait. I hopped out of my freshly cleaned Tesla and rang the doorbell with a suddenly evaporating confidence. Instead of the door opening, the speaker of the electronic doorbell awoke.
"Scott? Damn, you are right on time," came Meredith's lovely alto voice, delightful even through the tinny speaker. "I am running behind. Sorry. Just let yourself in, and help yourself to a drink from the bar, or there are bottled waters and Cokes there too." I heard the door unlock itself.
I entered a little uncertainly, but I knew where the bar was. Since I was driving, I decided on some water. Of course, Meredith's idea of 'bottled water' was not Dasani, but Perrier. I cracked open a bottle and sipped while I waited, a bit at loose ends on how to occupy myself.
Meredith was not long, though, and I heard the door to her first-floor master bedroom open. I turned and saw her.
Oh shit.
Meredith may lack Steff's sleek, hard-bodied perfection, but she is a stunner. Her firm, generous bust and her smoothly curvaceous hips form a classic hourglass figure with her narrow waist and firm, flat belly, and her long, smooth legs leave her very nearly as tall as I. Her shining natural golden blonde hair, which I had only ever seen flowing free in gently smooth waves, was done up in an elegant updo, piled up on her head to add even more statuesque height. The style left her long, elegant neck enchantingly exposed, caressed lightly by a few yellow locks that had artfully been allowed to 'escape' her perfect coif.
And that night, she was also dressed to kill. Most women swear by a Little Black Dress as the most sexy and most elegant garment possible, and this example was Exhibit A. At the top, a narrow band encircled the base of her sleek neck, sweeping seamlessly down over her shoulders to short, unadorned sleeves. The torso fit her figure perfectly, in that it closely followed her every delicious curve and contour without being tight anywhere. The fabric just seemed to float a quarter inch above her soft skin, following her every move without pulling or tugging anywhere. Below the waist, the dress flowed a tiny bit more loosely, but still fit close enough to show off her enticing hips and backside before flaring a bit more at the hem, which rested at a marginally modest point mid-thigh that nevertheless showed off a considerable expanse of her firm, sleek legs. Her black patent pumps had delicate straps running around her ankles and across the top of her feet, and had two-inch heels that were actually shorter than I had seen her wear home from work, but which left her eyes almost perfectly level with my own.
Meeting Meredith's eyes in this dress was going to be hard for any man, however, due to the diamond-shaped keyhole cutout on the chest. The top point reached just to the band around her neck, while the bottom point ended between her breasts, presenting a view of cleavage that was all the more impressive because of the obvious lack of squeezing, lifting, or squishing. She wore a delicate gold chain under the dress that dangled a modestly sized, but elegant, sapphire in a simple setting resting right atop that cleavage in the middle of the keyhole. The necklace practically screamed to the onlooker, "Go ahead and stare, Mister. Just don't forget to compliment the necklace so you have an excuse for looking."
I was even more dumbstruck than the first time I'd laid eyes on this woman. And this time, I didn't have conversation between Meredith and Steff to give me cover. I just stood there, drinking her in from feet to... face. Meredith isn't what you'd call classically beautiful, but I also would never drop the dreaded 'handsome' on her either. Her face is striking, from her soft brown eyes, set a little wide atop her delicately raptor-like nose, to her elegant jaw, to her thin, wide, always uneven in their shape, lips. Her makeup was, as always, understated, but that night the lipstick was a shade redder, and her trace of eyeshadow a shade darker.
The uneven set of her mouth always seems to allow Meredith to have two subtly different expressions at the same time. At that moment, her smile was half the oddly (on her) vulnerable smile of a woman who waits little anxiously to see how her appearance is appreciated, and half amused grin at the fact that my current paralysis indicated good news on that front.
I wanted to compliment her on how she looked, to reassure her that she was amazing. I wanted to do it in a calm, cool, collected way that challenged her amusement at my dumbstruck look.
What I did, was woof.
Literally.
"Woof," just came spontaneously out of my mouth. Not loudly, or in a silly way, but plenty loudly enough to be heard, and plenty ridiculous, like I was a guy in some '30s screwball comedy.
Meredith just cocked a blonde eyebrow and seemed satisfied on all counts.
The woof had at least loosened my mind and my eyes enough to realize that Meredith had been giving me a good visual once over as well. She pursed her fascinating lips and then said, "Well Scott. You do clean up well. Shall we go?"
"I'd love to," I replied, glad to have a conversational hook by which to claw my way out of my stupor, "but I still don't know where we are going or what we are doing!" I tried to sound both plaintive and like I was enjoying the mystery. I carried it off a whole lot better than my 'reassuring' woof.
"Oh, but I'm enjoying my mystery," laughed Meredith.
"Yes," I laughed in turn, "but I can't enter 'Meredith's Mystery Destination' into the car's nav."
"Fair point," she said, with a little bow. "Let's just head straight downtown. Get off at Williams. We are starting with dinner at the Capital Club."
"Fancy!" I observed as I led Meredith to my freshly cleaned Tesla. I held the door for her and enjoyed the view as she slid in, folding her elegant legs into the spacious footwell gracefully.
I had been to the Capital Club once. My parents had driven us down to Atlanta for a wedding when I was ten. It is a huge, old, very exclusive social club in the heart, geographically, financially, and influentially, of Atlanta. I had been bored to tears at that reception. I doubted I'd be bored that evening.
As I reached the end of the driveway, I saw the road was clear and remembered that Meredith had said she had not ridden in an electric car before. "Do you like acceleration?" I asked, checking again for non-existent traffic.
"Hmm?" asked Meredith, caught at the non-sequitur. "Oh yeah, they say these cars are fast," she went on in the confident voice of someone who drives a powerful Benz.
I pressed the accelerator smoothly but fully, and we shot out of the driveway and flew down the street, reaching a speed that was faster than I really wanted on that road in less time than it took her to yelp in surprise. Yes! For once it wasn't me who was off-balance.
"I'm more happy with how quick it is," I observed, letting the car smoothly drop back to a responsible pace for a neighborhood. "I doubt I'll ever take it anywhere near top speed on a public road."
"Well, aren't you responsible," she replied drily, but I detected a hint of disappointment. So she was a speed demon. Good to know.
Looking at me again as I drove, Meredith observed, "That really is a very fine suit. Armani? Boss?"
I smiled happily. "No, it's a small label, though you nailed that it is Italian."
"Hmmm. It is a lot more suit than I'd expect a twenty-one year old to have in his dorm closet."
"I'm twenty-three, actually," I replied, and winced again. To my ear, I sounded like a six year old proudly correcting an adult that he was 'going on seven, actually!'
At that point, we hit the Interstate and conversation turned, as it does, to Atlanta traffic. At seven forty-five on a Saturday night, the navigation screen showed intermittent stoppages (one of which we were currently in) all the way downtown. Talk of traffic segued into talk about cars, and Meredith began peppering me with questions about the Tesla. I practically swooned. If you have never met a Tesla owner, we find few things sexier than an attractive person who will let us yammer on ceaselessly about our car. We are kind of like early iPhone owners that way.
The upshot was that we had pleasant conversation to fill the time until, at Meredith's direction, I made the turn to the side of the Capital Club and pulled up to the valet. We got out and Meredith led us inside the huge doors.
Inside, there was a large counter, with a tall, elderly, but very handsome black man in evening attire that fit even better than my suit. "Good evening, Ms. Chisholm!" he greeted her in a voice that made James Earl Jones sound a bit screechy. "It is good to see you. It has been too long since you joined us on an evening," he added with evident sincerity.



Meredith shook his hand firmly. "Thank you, Claude," she replied warmly.
Claude looked at a book behind his counter. "Dinner for two this evening in the main room," he asked, more an observation than a question.
"Yes. I'm looking forward to the new menu I've heard about," Meredith said, then leaned forward and in a quieter, less formal voice asked, "Is it any good?"
Claude made a face and leaned toward her to say quietly, "Just stay away from the seafood. All the seafood."
Throughout the conversation, Claude simultaneously ignored me and gave me a much more thorough evaluation than I suspected most guests received. It was a stark reminder that however well I might 'clean up', I was still quite obviously much younger than Meredith.
She noticed the evaluation at last and exclaimed, "Where are my manners? Claude, this is Mr. Scott Talbott. Scott is my date this evening," she added with a slightly evil tinge to her smile.
Claude did not offer me his hand. He merely nodded formally to me and said, "It is a pleasure to have you with us, Mr. Talbott." Apparently guests did not rate a handshake. Or at least man-child guests who presumed to go out with members Claude was fond of, did not. Our gazes both slid across her slightly smug face before my eyes returned to Claude's, and we shared the briefest moment of camaraderie as we each wondered which one of us she was teasing more with that introduction.
After a pleasantry or two more, Claude shooed us down the hall to the main dining room. The staff there was equally familiar with Meredith and we were swiftly seated. I rose an eyebrow of my own when Meredith eschewed the proffered chair and seated herself so that she was facing the rest of the dining room instead. After the host swept off, Meredith answered my unspoken question. "If I am going to scandalize a bunch of these blue noses by bringing a date who is fourteen, well, twelve years younger than I, I want to enjoy their expressions. I vividly remember Matthew," there was only the slightest tightness visible in her face at the mention of her late husband, "enjoying the looks very much when he first brought me here, at fifteen years younger than him."
We each ordered a cocktail. (Thankfully, I wasn't carded. I'd have died.) Then we ordered dinner, both carefully avoiding the honestly delicious-sounding seafood section of the menu.
Then we moved on to learning more about each other, as one does on a first date, even if every once in a while I felt like Meredith was deposing me.
I told her I grew up, and my parents still lived, in North Carolina. "Damn!" laughed Meredith, "I should have introduced you to Claude as Mr. Scott Talbott, of the Winston-Salem Talbotts. That would have gotten a rise out of him!"
I tugged my tie self-consciously and replied, "Um, I actually am one of the Winston-Salem Talbotts." That surprised her, but I hasted to add, "But we are the comparatively impoverished branch!"
Meredith looked at me and said drily, "'Comparatively' covers a lot of ground with that kind of wealth... I suppose that explains the Tesla and hand-tailored Italian suits."
"Actually, it does not," I replied firmly, eager to honk my own horn, and avoid my family's. "Alright, it does to the extent that when I was a bored out of my mind sophomore, I came into a piece of a small inheritance from a comparatively impoverished aunt." I yammered on about how I had dropped out for two years to play the financial markets and done very well. I knew I was honking said horn a little louder than was attractive, but, damn I was finding myself intimidated by this self-possessed woman who seemed to have the entire staff of the most exclusive club in the city at her call, prepared to 'deal with' an obvious adventurer such as myself.
"So, you will be a financial investor when you now get around to graduating?"
"No," I said firmly. "I will be a writer, which is what I want. I said I was good at the investing game? I am also fully aware that I have been lucky. I'm not going to base my livelihood on being lucky." That impressed her a little, I thought. Then my mouth went on without me. "So instead, I will base my livelihood on meager residual checks...."
Meredith just shrugged and took a bite. "Well, writing is about the only art with a high upside, financially. And if you don't make it as a published writer, there is always a market for people who can string sentences together coherently."
"Hmmph," I murmured, eager to move on from the subject of my financial prospects, and of me in general. "I've been maundering on about myself all evening. That's got to be boring you by now. Time for you to tell me about you!"
"Very well," said Meredith, entirely failing reassure me that my story had been too thrilling to interrupt. "My life in a nutshell: I was born and raised in Nashville. My family does not rate a "The" when being mentioned, but my father did and still does quite well for himself in the cryogenic gas business..."
"Wait a minute," I interrupted. "The way you stopped me when I called you Ma'am when we were first introduced, I just assumed you were some variety of Yankee. Since you were raised down here, I'd have expected you to be used to it."
"I suppose I am, really," mused Meredith. Then she looked me in the eye and went on softly, "But at that particular moment, I just discerned that I didn't want to be ma'am-ed... by you."
The rest of her story was fascinating to me, but not germane here. She had rocketed through undergrad, and then Vanderbilt Law. She paused one year to bum around the Med in Spain, France, Italy, Croatia, and Greece. I got the feeling that I was treated to the PG version of her adventures in Europe, and I made a note to myself to explore the full story if I ever got the chance. We went on from there to all sorts of other topics and I found myself fully relaxed and having a great time with this charming woman.
I was having so good a time, I didn't realize I was lingering over my pasta to extend the evening. But Meredith checked her watch and asked diffidently, "If you are about finished, it is about time for us to move on with what's next."
Next?
"Next?" I asked. "You have more mysteries for me beyond the Capital Club?"
"More mysteries, yes," chuckled Meredith. "Beyond the Capital Club, no. Come on. We are heading to the main ballroom on the next floor." She rose and swayed off toward the exit. I followed, involuntarily but eagerly. I was frankly surprised that half the men in the place didn't involuntarily follow Meredith in that dress.
"No check?" I asked, as we ascended a wide staircase.
"It will be on my monthly, along with a generous automatic tip that I'll still increase tomorrow, via the online portal. It wouldn't do for members to engage at the club in grubby financial transactions like paying for dinner!"
Music swelled ahead of us, and as we reached the top of the stairs, the ballroom came into view. It was about three-quarters full of couples... ballroom dancing.
I was very careful to keep my face neutral.
Meredith looked over at me with just a trace of good-natured evil in her eyes. "I thought we might do a little dancing. Don't worry, I can show you some basics." Her smile turned into a grin. "And I'll be interested to see how you move...."
We entered the huge, high-ceilinged room with a beautiful old parquet wooden floor, perfect for dancing. Many couples were dancing, while many others were gathered around the bar or split off into groups for conversation. A surprising number of couples looked like they knew what they were doing, while others seemed to be concentrating hard just to make the steps. A few just held each other and shuffled around like they were teenagers at Prom.
"The things the upper crust hides from us hoi poloi," I murmured to Meredith. "I had no idea the Capital Club was a dance hall."
"Every second Saturday," replied Meredith happily. "There is always a class early on in the evening. Tonight's was while we were having dinner. Dance Night has been a regular thing for four years now. I may or may not have been on the social committee that cooked up the program," she added, giving me a sidelong glance.
I was not going to give her any clue about how I felt about an evening of dancing. Not. One. Clue.
It was only moments before the song which was playing as we had entered, ended. The chirpy brass of Frank Sinatra's The Way You Look Tonight sounded in the room and I turned to Meredith. "Shall we?" she asked, holding her arms out toward me, ready to help me through this. However much she was enjoying springing this on me, it was clear she didn't want me embarrassed either.
In answer, I slid one hand surely around her elegantly slender waist, took the delicate fingers of her graceful hand in my grasp, and crisply lead her out among the dancers in a sure-footed Foxtrot.
Meredith barely missed a half step in surprise before she expertly began to follow my lead.
If Meredith thought she was going to catch me off-guard with ballroom, she had another think coming. She wanted to see how I moved? This was a Heaven-sent opportunity to impress.
The Foxtrot is a fairly simple step at heart, but it can also be showy as hell. Unlike most of the other standards, designed stay in roughly the same area, you sweep across the floor in the Foxtrot, weaving in-between the other dancers. With a lot of couples who know what they are doing, it can almost seem like each couple as a unit is dancing with those around them. There was a lot of couples doing the Foxtrot on the floor at that moment, and I steered us surely among them. Meredith very definitely knew what she was doing, and in no time we moved together as if we'd been partners for years. It felt magical to me how smoothly Meredith followed my lead as we wove around the floor, and how light and yet athletic she felt in my arms.
I only put Meredith through a few simple turns and releases during that first dance. Mostly I led us in fast, sweeping lines through the crowd. The woman does a lot of moving backward in the Foxtrot, and if you are moving quickly, like we were, it can be scary for her. I flushed as I realized how quickly Meredith gave me her trust that I would not collide us with another couple. I steered us to the edge of the floor as the song neared its end, and when it finished, I released her a little reluctantly, and gave a little bow. With a twinkle in my eye, I gazed into hers.
Her face was pleasingly flushed and she smiled. "Well, that was an excellent discovery phase," she said. "Where did you learn to dance like that?"
"I have a mother who loves to dance, and a father who does too, but has a very bad hip. I was 'blessed' with lessons starting at fourteen."
"You dance like that, just from dancing with your mother?"
I shrugged, and admitted, "I found myself in demand during the social events where I took lessons. Plus, there were proms and of course, Cotillion."
"And the Debutante Ball," added Meredith bemusedly.
"Ahh... my initiation to that was apparently lost in the mail. Wrong Talbotts, remember?"
She shrugged, "My invite was similarly misplaced. I'd say the best people skip the Ball, wouldn't you?"
I nodded, but noted that there was just the tiniest note of regret in her voice. Another song began, softer this time, and I wordlessly swept her into a Waltz. We still moved across the dance floor, but the Waltz is less about traveling than the Foxtrot, and I kept us to the edge, where we had more room. This dance, I got a bit more daring with the moves I offered, and soon Meredith was smiling broadly as I swung her wide, in, out, and around. I found, whenever I returned my hand to her back, that I was resting it considerably lower than I had our first dance. It wasn't like I was groping her ass or anything. I wouldn't have dared if we had been alone, let alone in a room filled with Atlanta's best and brightest, but I could definitely feel the sleek swell atop her elegant backside. Twice, when I swung her into a parallel embrace, I felt the back of my hand, as I held hers, pressing against the firm curve of her breast. The second time, I was quite sure she had guided my hand there.
While most of my dance experience had been with my mother and her mostly decidedly non-MILF friends, I had certainly danced with desirable girls, even desirable women, before. Copping the occasional, mutually deniable feel while dancing had always been fun. Copping a feel, any feel, off this woman, in this place, was positively electrifying. I had to tell myself to back off, lest I get carried away.
The next song was by Brooks and Dunn and I found myself Cha Cha-ing to My Maria. I hate country music, and the Cha Cha is my least favorite step song those that I know well. But you use a lot of hip in the Cha Cha, and Meredith's lovely hips made the whole thing very worthwhile... for Brooks and Dunn.
As the miserable song wound down, I gently released Meredith and said, "A break please? I need to drink some water."
Meredith led me toward the bar and asked, "Not a cocktail?"
I turned and looked her directly in the eyes and said calmly, "I'm intoxicated enough as it is."
Her eyes crinkled and her lovely, uneven mouth quirked. "Aren't you the silver-tongued devil."
The double-entendre lay there to be taken, but I left it alone with a smile to indicate I was passing on the opportunity.
We both took bottles of water and downed them swiftly. I looked down at Meredith's feet and laughed.
"What?" she asked, puzzled at my sudden merriment.
"I can't believe I didn't recognize those as dance pumps instantly," I said, pointing at her shoes and the elegant but sturdy straps designed to keep them secure throughout the craziest of maneuvers. It was plain as day what they were.
"Oh, you pay close attention to feet, do you?" teased Meredith.
Okay, I blushed. I do not have a foot fetish. I like a beautiful foot, sure, but I knew what a foot fetish is (I had a buddy), and I do not have one. But hotly denying it, like I wanted to, would have been even more embarrassing.
We discarded our water bottles and returned to the dance floor. Almost immediately a very trim couple, dressed flashily but much less finely than most of the people in the room, swept up beside us and the guy asked, "May we cut in?"
Meredith just laughed and introduced them. "Scott, this is Piotr and Maria. They run the dance classes at the start of these evenings, and I took lessons from them for years." Somehow, I lost my grip on Meredith and found myself dancing with Maria. She was a thin, athletic Latina with a touch too much makeup and a dress that endeavored to suggest more bust that she actually possessed. The song was Blue Bayou, and I grinned as I led her into a Rumba.
"I'm pleased to meet you," I said as we moved. It took about ten seconds to realize that while Meredith was good, this woman had skills. And as an experienced instructor, she knew how to lead by being led. We were swiftly moving in a graceful series of mutually arrived at steps that were in no way intimate, but left us close enough to converse easily.
"So, are you a new instructor, or has Meredith finally decided to find a partner for competition?" asked Maria, elaborately casually.
Ah. So that was why they had separated us. I saw Meredith across the floor, being led through an elaborate swirl-dip combination. Maria wanted to know if I was competition or opportunity. This was an interesting time to gauge some reactions.
"Neither, actually," I drawled. "I'm just Meredith's date," and swept her out into an outside turn. She actually mumbled on the pivot and I grinned in satisfaction. "So, no. I am not the competition," I went on. "Not that I could be. I can tell you could dance rings around me."
Maria smiled at my compliment and spent the rest of the song quite literally dancing rings around me, all while letting me retain the impression that I was still leading. As the music changed, we found ourselves once again next to Meredith and Piotr and we flowed back to our own partners. The music was now a song in Spanish that I didn't recognize. The singer could only be Andrea Bocelli, though. His voice is unmistakeable. I stayed with the Rumba, but the pace was slow and let me embrace Meredith and hold her much closer.
"They wanted to know if I was betraying them with a new dance instructor. You should be flattered," said Meredith, her mouth much closer to my ear than needed during the fairly quiet song.
"I noticed," I replied, my mouth similarly close to her ear. "Maria actually missed a step when I told her I was simply your date."
Meredith laughed. "When I dropped that bit of information, Piotr just heaved an exaggerated Russian sigh. But he then made a few impertinent and sexually jealous remarks."
"Ah! So Piotr has a crush on you, does he?"
"No at all... Piotr is gay," she replied deadpan.
Yikes.
I walked her through a wide sweeping turn before drawing her back close to me.
"I was disappointed we didn't get more scandalized looks at dinner, but I just didn't know anyone in the dining room," observed Meredith. "But in here, I know pretty much everyone on sight, and more than half of them fairly well. We are the center of attention."
My head jerked up for a moment, but I managed not to stare around us. "We are?"
"Men are so oblivious," she chuckled. "Yes! Ever since that first, flashy, grand Foxtrot tour of the dance floor you took me on, everyone here knows that Meredith Chisholm is back at Saturday Night Dance... on the arm of a handsome young stranger."
"And what is the judgment?"
"Oh, I'd say everyone here can tell you are better dancer than all but about five other men here."
That answer derailed my question momentarily. "Wait, you think, beyond Piotr, there are four men better than me here?"
"My, you are pretty proud of yourself," laughed Meredith. "But no, I didn't include Piotr in the five. There are four husbands who are sure-footed as mountain goats, and a sixty year-old single billionaire, originally from Panama, who could probably out-dance Piotr if he really wanted to."
I'll admit I stared at her long enough to be sure she was not bullshitting me. "What I meant was," I said, my voice less apprehensive than I felt, "how is the assembled multitude judging your life choices?"
"We are on the receiving end of a delicious number of glares, and the subject of much scandalized twittering behind hands, as I expected," Meredith said gleefully, even as I swung her down into an unnecessarily showy dip. She sobered slightly as I pulled her back upright, though. "But I'm a little misty at the supportive looks I'm getting from a lot of people. It's actually annoying. I may have to improve my opinion of a few of these assholes." I stared at her. "Especially that Poppy Weathern. I got a particularly warm, welcoming, and happy glance from her... which is no mean feat with all the Botox she's had." I looked at her exaggeratedly frustrated expression and we both burst into laughter.
We danced on and I realized that I really had no handle at all on this glorious woman. Sure, she was beautiful, smart, and fun. But she was also pretty vulnerable, in lots of ways. And she had brought me here, to the heart of her social circle, to confront that vulnerability. Add brave to the list of her characteristics. But was I there to help her test or demonstrate her strength in the face of that vulnerability, or had she brought me simply because she wanted to, and that strength was what let her? Was I a prop... or a focus?
A sweet, slow Billy Joel song came on, and I gathered her close for another Foxtrot. This time, I was not interested in grand promenades, moving slowly so I could hold her close. Meredith's hand slowly slid up and down the back of my jacket as we danced. Normally, I wouldn't have dared to hold a partner so close, if only because I'd be afraid to trample her. But Meredith's steps and mine now were in such natural sync, I could confidently pull her body full against mine as we danced. It was sweet, and tender, and comfortable.



Of course, I got a frigging hard on.
Like, a full-on, raging erection that reared up between us before I knew it, like the personification of embarrassment.
And I was so comfortable with her in my arms, I almost didn't realize it at first. It was just a logical extension (shut up) of how I was feeling. But I damned sure did not realize it was coming until it arrived in full bloom. My eyes widened, and I clumsily swung her out into a quick inside turn before returning her to a more safely distant embrace.
But Meredith was having none of that. She slid forward, pulling me back against her as we danced on. I wanted to fight it. To keep my throbbing knob from intruding on this moment. But before I knew it, I was once more pressed against her.
We were literally dancing cheek to cheek now. Meredith brushed her lips across my ear and said quietly, "Did you think I hadn't noticed? I'm flattered, dummy." And after a few steps, she added. "It's not like this is the first erection of yours that I've experienced. I'm just glad that this one is 100% because of me," she added, lightly dragging her bosom across my chest before finally letting space between us appear again.
We danced another half hour straight. My erection continued to make itself felt at intervals, but an advantage of a suit is that the jacket pretty much hides a trouser tent from casual observation. At last, I released Meredith and stepped off the parquet. "Had enough for tonight?" challenged Meredith.
"Not nearly," I replied, then went on with a wry smile, "but my feet have. You may have worn perfect dance shoes tonight, but I had no such advanced warning!" I grumped insincerely. "Unfortunately, I went for form over function in the shoe department," I went on, indicating my sharp-looking, but not remotely broken-in wingtips.
Meredith laughed sympathetically. "Well, my secretive plans for the evening are exhausted, so I suppose that we can head back to my house," she said, threading her arm through my elbow and leading me toward the stairs once more. As usual, half of what this woman said confused my mind. I didn't like that she said her plans for the evening were exhausted, but she hadn't said, 'take me home,' but, 'let's head to my house.'
And hold on, Buster, I told myself. What the Hell did I expect? What did I hope for?
As we arrived back at the entryway, Claude dispatched a pretty little valet to bring round my car. "People were glad to see you out and about the place on an evening, Ms. Chisholm. You were the talk of the club tonight as folks left us," observed Claude, but his eyes were on me.
"Really?" asked Meredith cooly. "All good things, I hope."
"Oh, yes ma'am," purred Claude smoothly. "Every word," he went on with the most drily insincere voice of sincerity I had ever heard. His gaze at me, which had been so skeptical upon our arrival, now had a little twinkle in it. Apparently I had gotten bad reviews from all the right people, as it were.
The ride home was filled with Meredith regaling me with alternating tales of glares we had gotten with bits of juicy gossip about those doing the glaring. It went unsaid that I had noticed none of it. My eyes had been only for her the entire evening. I enjoyed her tales, though I'd never have pegged Meredith for suck a pro-level gossip. And I enjoyed her glee over the whole situation even more. But my mind again was whirling in the background.
This had been an amazing evening. I felt like we had connected with each other on an amazing level, transcending (maybe? hopefully?) our difference in age, despite our being stared at and even glared at by a host of her friends and associates.
I wanted this woman.
I mean, sure, I was horny, but not overwhelmingly, hormonally so. I wanted her physically that night, but more importantly in my mind was that I wanted her, full stop, more than I wanted her right then. Even more importantly than that, I wanted to spend more time with Meredith going forward. I wanted to hear her dish dirt and keep talking about everything in courtroom terms. And I wanted to dance like that some more. Much more. I'd danced with great dancers before. I'd danced with pretty girls, too. But I'd never danced with such a beautiful woman who I was so attracted to, and who was clearly attracted to me in the same way. The sensation of such effortless physical connection and cooperation had my mind flashing at how else we might cooperate.
I told you I was horny.
But while I had ample evidence that Meredith was attracted to me too, I had no certainty of how much, in which ways. All I knew was that I was in this for the long game. Much as I would have loved to lose myself in this woman's body that night, whatever I did, whatever I tried, had to serve the goals of that long view.
The whole situation should have had me terrified again. But I was thrilled. The entire circumstance could blow up at any time if I fucked up, or if Meredith simply decided it would, but I wasn't scared. I felt like things were awesome. I wasn't confident, far from it. But I was determined, and that was much better.
I pulled up in front of Meredith's house and practically leapt out of the car to accompany her to the door. If I got turned away there, it would still be okay. Not ideal, but okay... as long as I got turned away the right way.
Meredith, bless her old-fashioned soul, was pretending to have trouble remembering the unfamiliar way you open a Tesla door, giving my the time to open it for her. I smiled as I watched her lovely legs emerge from the car, followed gracefully by the delicious remainder of her. I walked beside her toward the house as she tapped a button in an app on her phone. When we approached the front door, I heard an audible click as it unlocked.
Expecting an awkward moment at the door, I was caught off guard when Meredith simply pushed the door open, stepped in, and held it open for me to follow, as if there had never been any doubt in her mind. And I suppose there never was. Women have to put up with a lot of crap in this world, but that is one problem almost exclusively reserved for men.
She swung the door closed, turned to me, reached up her hands, took my jaw in them and laid her wonderful, delicate, ever asymmetrical lips on mine.
I very nearly moaned out loud as our lips merged. Jesus, the woman could kiss.
Of course she could kiss. She could do everything. I felt momentarily annoyed at how omni-competent this fucking grown-up was. She made me feel like a child, to one extent or another, nearly all the time. Then the annoyance passed because she was making me feel anything but child-like right then. And since I seemed to be the beneficiary of all her various competences lately, what the actual fuck was I bitching about anyway?
I slipped my arms around the small of her back, drawing her a little closer to me. Meredith responded by upping our kiss further, her skilled tongue working its magic. It demanded entrance to my mouth, access my lips eagerly granted, and my own tongue leapt to greet its visitor.
After a few delicious seconds to savor the kiss, I felt my adrenaline surge as I took a leap of my own. I slid my hands down the soft fabric of her dress from the small of her back to clasp her sleekly curvy ass. I couldn't help myself as I squeezed her bum, though I managed to do so gently. Man, what a firm, delectable ass.
And Meredith certainly didn't object. Indeed, she let my clutching grasp pull her closer to me. Her gorgeous, full bust pressed itself against my chest, and my once again insurgent erection again pressed against her groin. Her hands at last released my jaw and slid downward, inside my jacket, around my back and down to grasp my ass in return.
We continued to kiss like that, wordlessly, right there in the foyer for a bit. At last, I could not contain myself and reluctantly released one buttock and slid my hand upward to caress the outer curve of a breast. I was unable to cup it fully because it remained firmly, deliciously crushed against my chest, but I had to know if my touch there would be welcomed yet.
Her murmur indicated that it was.
But then she released my lips. She still held me, but slid her hands back up to the small of my back. That allowed her to tilt herself fractionally back from me and she used the space to tilt her head forward a little and press her forehead against mine... pressed it pretty hard, in fact. She heaved a deep sigh. I let my hand slip away from her breast and back around the small of her back, while my other hand reluctantly loosed its grasp on her backside and slid up to meet my first behind her.
Meredith spoke quietly. "I am not going to screw you tonight, Scott," she said with disappointing (and disappointed?) certainty. I'll admit I froze a little. It was a disappointing outcome that I had been fully prepared for both before and during our date. But I had to admit to myself that the prior five minutes had raised my hopes considerably.
Meredith tilted her head back far enough for us to look each other in the eye, though she did nothing to break our embrace. Her mouth quirked and a twinkle showed in her eye. "And no, I am not going to screw you first thing in the morning, either."
I goggled at her. Crap!
Steff.
They had had lunch earlier that day, shortly after I had finished having sex with Steff that very morning...
What had they talked about? No, fuck that, it was clear what they had talked about, but how much had they talked about? Disappointment warred with questions... and lost. I was filled with fifty different uncertainties, all of them either scary or embarrassing, and most of them were both.
Meredith grinned at the mental bomb she has set off with that last remark, clearly happy with how it had me off balance. God, the woman was evil sometimes.
I adored it.
But she also took pity on the crestfallen part of my expression. She leaned in and kissed me quickly, then leaned back again in my arms. "It's not that I don't want to Scott," she said, a light huskiness her voice. "In fact, the disappointment on your face is a fairly major turn-on for me."
I summoned the composure to give her a sardonic look that said, 'what the Hell is the problem then?' along with the sensible restraint not to ask it out loud.
Meredith looked at me with sober good humor. "I simply cannot abide condoms. They ruin sex, as far as I'm concerned. I've had sex with a man wearing a condom twice in my life, and I have no intention of repeating the disappointment."
This pronouncement was hardly the worst thing a guy has heard. In the long run (Remember the long game? That thing I was so focused on half an hour earlier?), a distaste for condoms was a wonderful thing in a woman. But right then things had progressed to a point where my dick and I would both have cheerfully wrapped up.
Meredith went on, "Furthermore, the Pill makes me fat, so I refuse to take it."
With that, she released our embrace and pulled free in a gesture not of rejection, but of needing distance.
Turning away from me she went on. "I had always used an IUD. About 18 months ago, Mathew and I calculated that my career and position at the firm was secure enough to be baby-proof, and I had mine removed so we could try to have a child." She sighed and looked down. "And then he went and had the stroke and rendered the whole matter moot."
The conversation had taken an unpleasantly morose turn, and I just stood there, quietly, giving her room to talk.
Meredith heaved a huge sigh and turned back to me, her eyes shining just a little, but free of the tears I had expected.
She shrugged and said, "Since then, I had no particular reason or interest in getting a new implant, so I never did." Her eyes lanced out to hold mine, and she went on, "Then yesterday morning, I made an appointment to get a new one this coming Tuesday." With that little bombshell, she turned and walked over to the bar to pour liquids into a mixing carafe.
My enthusiasm for the content and promise of her little speech warred with my compassion for her loss, a loss she clearly still felt, even if it had dimmed. I think I can be forgiven for my enthusiasm winning out, can't I? I grinned a possibly goofy grin. "Apropos of nothing, Meredith," I said, a lilt in my voice, "How would like to go out with me again next Saturday night?"
She laughed easily, and said as she stirred her cocktail, "There is no dancing next week, you know. It's every other week."
"I know that. You told me," I said softly. "And while I seriously want to dance with you again... often, next week is my turn to be mysterious about our plans."
Meredith looked over her shoulder at me, eyebrow raised. "I guess I shall just have to wait to find out then." I was going to have to wait too, as I had no idea what I wanted us to do either! As long as it involved Meredith, I was going to enjoy it, and that was true, I realized, even without this news of impending new IUD.
She turned around with two cocktail glasses in her hands, filled with amber liquid. "Stinger?" she asked, extending one to me.
The drink looked delicious, even though I had no idea that the Hell a Stinger was. But I shook my head. "I shouldn't, sorry. I've had a fair amount already this evening, and I still need to get home tonight."
Meredith looked archly at me in response and stepped toward me. "Stinger?" she repeated with a grin. I looked at her, confused as always by the mixed messages I got from this infuriatingly amazing woman. "I only said that I wouldn't screw you tonight, Scott. I very much hope that we can find plenty of other ways to entertain ourselves 'til morning."
That did it. I was done being cautious of my own shadow around Meredith. I was going to do my best to 'entertain' her brains out that night, and prayed to God that I would measure up! I stepped forward and took the proffered cocktail. A brief whiff foretold booze and mint. I like mint. I raised it to my lips and drank the whole cocktail in a long gulp.
Then I gasped. It was delicious as it flew by my tongue, but it was pure booze. A lot of pure booze. A bomb went off in my stomach and my eyes watered a little. Other than that, I was totally chill....
Meredith laughed out loud, uproariously. "The really wasn't meant to be a shot," she chuckled once she stopped outright laughing at me.
"So I observed," I replied, my voice ragged.
"Still..." she mused, looking at her cocktail. With that, she lifted it to her lips and slammed down her equally large drink, though she wisely did it in two slugs, not my single, unwisely enormous, glug. Gasping a little herself, but much less so since she was prepared and not stupid like me, Meredith reached out and took my empty glass and placed both vessels aside. With that she took a single direct step to me, ran a single hand up through the hair on the back of my head, and pulled me into a nearly heart-stoppingly deep, mint and brandy-laden kiss.
I hesitated but a heart beat before I lifted my arms and rested my hands aside her narrow waist. With each pulse of our kiss, I let them slide upward toward her breasts. I still had not reached them when I felt Meredith's other hand slide surely over my crotch, exploring the contours of my thoroughly tumescent cock. Her sure fingers found my fly and pulled the zipper down eagerly.
I let my hands resume their journey upward to where I could clasp her amazing, delicious breasts. They were wonderfully firm but yielding in my grasp through the soft fabric of her dress. Damned if I could detect any sign of a bra! These magical mounds held themselves like this on their own?
I really wanted to simply revel in holding those boobs, but I found Meredith fishing her hand into my pants and working to withdraw my cock to be thoroughly distracting. Her dextrous hand soon had my length fished free of both my boxers and my fly, and she looked down to caress it as it stuck free of my pants. She shook her head gently and sighed in appreciation. "You really do have a wonderful penis, you know," she told me, her eyes firmly fixed downward.
"Really?" I said a little acerbically. "I seem to remember you downplaying its charms to Steff on Thursday." I have to admit, it had stung at the time.
Meredith lifted her face long enough to briefly kiss me, a smile on her lips, before she looked down again at my pink, hard, manhood projecting out of my trousers toward her. She caressed it softly but intently. "I only said it wasn't freakishly large. Let the record reflect that I described it as quite beautiful." After one more stroke, Meredith turned and walk smoothly back toward her bedroom. I followed closely behind. I had little choice since she retained a firm grip on my cock and was leading me by it like a leash....
We entered the bedroom, and as we neared the edge of her bed, I closed the gap between us and rested my hands firmly on her shoulders. I leaned in and began to kiss the nape of her neck. Meredith paused, bent her head forward and purred. I slid my hands up her back to the neckline of the dress. I unhooked the band where it clasped behind her neck, thankfully without fumbling, and slowly unzipped the back all the way down to the base of her spine. Sure enough, she wore no bra. The dress now hung loosely on her, but rather than slide it off, I instead slid my hands inside and around her to grasp those magically large yet firm breasts.
Damn.
If possible, they felt even better than they had looked when she had lifted her top back on Thursday. Bouncy and firm, they nevertheless were warm and yielding to my grasp. I gently crushed them for a bit as I continued to nuzzle her neck.
Meredith never relinquished her caressing grasp of my cock behind her.
I released my initial, eager grasp and let my fingers explore for her nipples. I could feel a ring of firm little goosebumps ringing each aureole like braille saying, 'center of awesomeness here'. Her nipples were substantial and firm as eraser rubber as I first flicked, then tugged at them with my somewhat trembling digits. Meredith did moan at that--a full, rich moan.
She suddenly released my cock, though her fingertips tugged briefly at the tip reluctantly as she stepped forward and a little away from me, slipping from my grasp. Still with her back to me she shrugged the dress off her shoulders and let it cascade to the bedroom floor, and I drank in her form. Her back was lightly muscled, smooth and unblemished save for a grouping of two small moles on her left shoulder blade.
A black lace garter belt encircled her waist, accentuating its already delicious flare from narrowness to smoothly rounded hips. Its straps supported her black stockings. I suspected that those might be real silk. At least they had a real, visible black seam up the back, a seam I had repeatedly admired on the dance floor, earlier in the evening.
Her black panties were the only garment she wore that had anything modest about them, and that only in form. They smoothly covered her entire shapely ass and were even cut conservatively low on the hips. But that modesty was lost since they were made of an open, sheer lace that was transparent over more of the surface than it was opaque.
Meredith gave me just enough time to drink in the perfection of her now dress-less back before she turned in place with her dancer's grace and smiled at me with almost complete confidence. I just stared at her for a moment, then grinned as I slowly, clearly, and loudly said, "Woof!"
She laughed, deeply and happily. Laughing, topless Meredith was sight to behold. Her glorious breasts practically danced with each chuckle and my own smile broadened, perhaps a little hungrily. She stepped back to me and grabbed my tie. The fancy modern knot I had worked so hard to learn presented more of a challenge to untie than she had expected, so she simply loosened my tie around my neck and tugged it over my head and off, still knotted. I eagerly slid the suit coat off my shoulders and tossed it toward the nearby chair with debonair flair. Of course it missed and hit the floor, but neither of us cared. Meredith started pulling buttons open on my shirt, but when I moved my own hands to help, she left me to handle the shirt myself. She squatted down to unfasten the clasp at the waist of my trousers. She let them drop to pool at my ankles and stared at my cock, still poking through the fly of the bright yellow boxers I wore. (I usually wore plain grey ones, but I had had hopes for this evening, hadn't I?) She looked up at me as she leaned in and drew the tip of her tongue slowly up the exposed length of my shaft. I moaned with pleasure.



My new, insufficiently broken-in shoes were hard to kick off without unlacing them, but I managed it. It took some further doing to step free of the trim-legged trousers, but I managed that as well. The suit was definitely going to need a good pressing after this.... Meanwhile, Meredith was tugging at the waistband of my boxers and slipping my cock back in through their fly. Once my dick was free, she lifted the waistband out and over my questing penis and pulled my underwear down and off me as well.
There I was, in the dreaded, embarrassing position of being a naked man in socks, but for once I did not mind. I did not mind because she had clasped my cock once more, massaging the shaft in her fist while she clasped a couple inches of me in her mouth, tormenting my cock marvelously with wet, slobbery licks, kisses, and sucks.
I think the alcohol saved me. Had I not still been a little woozy from that giant shot I'd taken, I might have gone off right then like a roman candle in her mouth. But my concentration was just enough off that I had time to realize I was on the brink and pull myself reluctantly free. I reached down and grasped Meredith's wrists, pulling her to her feet, face to face with me. I kissed her some more, tasting just a bit of myself on her lips.
My hands explored down her body and tugged at a garter strap. It ran underneath her panties. I realized that might be why she wore such relatively capacious panties, since a tight little thong would have probably been uncomfortable with the strap running under it.
And because she wore the straps under her panties, I could take those panties off while leaving that awesome garter and stocking combination intact... Which I did, dropping to my knees and sliding the black lace undergarment slowly down her legs. As they reached her ankles, I gently lifted first one foot, then the other to free the very much unwanted garment and I flicked it away toward my suit jacket. I straightened but remained on my knees before her for the moment. Unlike her evenly sun-kissed torso, I found that Meredith had quite distinct tan lines beneath her underwear that betokened a habitually worn bikini bottom cut much more aggressively than was her choice in underwear this evening.
And she was waxed completely bare. The faintest tinge of pink around her crotch indicated that this might be a very recent condition; whether novel or a return old form, I did not care. I reached out and caressed up the back of her thighs and leaned to kiss and nuzzle the smooth skin atop her crotch. Meredith cooed happily and ran her fingers through my hair once again. I felt her slip her feet to the side almost involuntarily and her legs began to part. With that, I rose swiftly to my feet, grabbed and lifted her to a surprised but delighted squeal, and stepped to her huge, California King-sized bed, tossing her onto it. She flopped back onto her back, her knees at the edge of the bed and her feet dangling down the side. She looked up at me and bit her lower lip a little, remaining lying on her back.
I gently pushed her knees apart and knelt on one knee between them. I clasped the back of her calves and pulled her toward me until her legs hung completely off the bed and her smooth, inviting snatch hung enticingly at the edge of the mattress.
I leaned in and began to kiss the expanse of smooth skin on her inner thighs above the black tops of her stockings. Then I began to lick, letting my extended tongue drag across her labia as I switched from thigh to thigh and back. Meredith murmured in pleasure as I teased her, but at last she lifted her head to look down at me. "That is incredible," she gasped, "but please, for the love of God, Get. On. With. It!"
I chuckled but obeyed, of course. I extend my tongue fully and ran it up and down the length of her labia, over and over again. I could taste her rising, salty-sweet wetness. I raised the fingers of one hand and let them trace and probe her slit while I ran my tongue now around and across her eagerly pert clitoris. Meredith dropped her head back onto the bed with a moan of satisfaction about my progress.
I rubbed two fingers along her lips, picking up moisture from her arousal. When they were good and wet, I slipped them just into her lips and spread them apart enough for me to drive my tongue into the gap. Meredith gasped and arched her back, pressing her snatch up against my face. I just slipped my tongue deeper into her and waggled it inside her. Her gasps turning to groans, I now moved my girl-damp fingers up to tease at her clit while I worked her depths with my tongue. Surreptitiously, I took the opportunity to slip off my socks. A woman in stockings and a garter is sex on skates. A man in nothing but Gold Toes is just ridiculously sad.
Meredith lifted one of those stocking-clad works of art and draped it over my shoulder, the sturdy two-inch dancing heel dragging across my back.
I probed her as much as I could, lapping at her juices and breathing in her heady musk. But when I felt her breath shortening, I withdrew my tongue, giving it a much-needed break and gently kissed my way over her sex and across the enclosing thighs for a bit. She didn't want to draw back from the precipice that I had brought her to, but I withdrew my impetus. She was just going to have to wait until I was good and ready to push her over wasn't she?
Meredith was frustrated at first, clearly, but she soon relaxed and began to coo her enjoyment as I gently, softly bided my time. When I felt her sigh and fully relax, I lightly kissed her slit, very gently. The I shoved my tongue inside her once more with a growl and probed swiftly. My hands slid beneath her ass, squeezing her cheeks tightly and lifting her hips up off the bed and pulling them still further toward me. Then I just started assaulting her clit. My tongue raked back and forth across it, interspersed with deep kisses and wet, eager suction. Her other leg flew up and crossed her first one over my back, and she growled, "Oh God, that is good! Please don't stop again! Don't!"
I had zero intend of stopping this time and I reveled in devouring her, pushing her right over the edge.
Meredith came. She was quiet about it, making little more that a whisper-loud, birdlike, keening cry, but she came.
And came.
And came.
The first wave was just an all-over body spasm, and I felt nearly every muscle in her body quivering uncontrollably and collapsing, utterly relaxed. But in seconds, she tensed up again, and this time she thrashed against my grip, her hips bucking against my face. The last wave was a mix of the first two, and while she still made amazingly little noise, I could clearly hear her, even over the thrashing of her thighs against my ears, as she gasped, fighting for breath, for conscious thought. And then she collapsed for real, panting and moaning now loudly in post-orgasmic satisfaction.
"Damn!" she gasped. "You are good at that. Whew!"
The intonation in how she said that made me briefly wonder again about her lunch with Steph earlier in the day. Had my friend delivered some kind of fucking blow-by-blow? I put the thought aside almost instantly. Almost. Regardless, I knew I had delivered.
It made me ridiculously happy.
Then Meredith shoved my face away from her crotch, her legs simultaneously releasing me. She pulled me up and into the bed beside her and her hand unerringly once more sought out my junk, whose interest in the proceedings had not shrunk in any way. She massaged my shaft gently as she first nuzzled, then began to kiss on my neck. Then she began to suck on it and I began to wonder if she was trying to raise a hickey, or was just rolling. Whatever, I was not going to stop one fucking thing she was doing right then, as her fingers danced and explored along and around my cock.
Then she began to kiss her way down my chest and I found myself quivering involuntarily in anticipation. She kissed across my belly and ran her tongue around my navel repeatedly. Then she tilted her head slightly and kissed my throbbing head, which strained just an inch or so away.
And she began to work her magic.
She rose up on her knees beside me, bracing herself with one hand against the bed on the other side of me. Her free hand stroked, massaged and caressed the base of my shaft and my balls, while her tongue pressed deliciously against my cock as she took inch after inch of it into her mouth and even into her throat. I lay back bonelessly and gasped in voluble pleasure. I began to express my approval of Meredith and her good works to Father, Son, and Holy Ghost. I think I may have also thanked Baal, Osiris, Vishnu and maybe Thor. I was in a very grateful mood at that moment.
My hand slipped down and clasped a dangling breast as it wobbled beneath her. The soft handful just felt so fucking good. Everything felt good, from the breast I clutched, to my ticklish balls, to my wildly stimulated head being assaulted inside Meredith's mouth by her oh, so agile tongue.
I may have gotten extra 'stamina' from the Stinger earlier, but that was gone and Meredith's amazing work had my groin churning again in an alarmingly short time. My hand started squeezing her breast almost involuntarily and I gasped, "Fuck, Meredith! You are too good. I'm gonna come already," I warned.
She lifted her head from off my cock for just long enough the smile at me and say, "Good," before she bent once more and got relentless. She simply imprisoned my dick in her mouth, tongue embracing it within, and smoothly, regularly, and swiftly bobbed up and down. I moaned loudly as much of my length slid in and out of her lively, hard sucking lips. She stopped varying her moves and simply repeated this glorious finishing maneuver. I guessed that she wanted no pearl necklace this evening, the sapphire pendant that she still wore, and which bumped softly against my hip as she blew me, was enough jewelry.
Her free hand had been cradling the base of my shaft idly while she began this final assault, but she suddenly decided to caress my balls with it and the new stimulation was too much. I was holding back as hard as I could, desperate to extend this amazing experience, but I could no longer.
I probably groaned, I'm not sure. What I do know for sure was that I felt my dam burst. There was no pulsed ejaculation this time, just a what felt like a firehose blast of cum into Meredith's mouth. She had me so deep when it started, much of it must have just leapt straight down her throat. She lifted her head a bit at the blast and the rest filled her mouth. I could feel it surging inside around my cock. Not a drop broke free of her lips, so I either blasted less than I thought, or she swallowed fast.
She kept my glans in her mouth for a while, sucking and licking it clean while her hand milked my shaft to extract any lingering jizz. I just lay there, unable to move a muscle beyond those needed for the big, dumb, goofy grin on my face. Meredith at last released my cock fully from her mouth, only to lay a series of kisses along its rapidly softening, shrinking length. I was spent.
She twisted on the bed and collapsed down beside me, one arm draped across my chest, a beautiful breast pressing against me.
I could hear a soft snore, and realized it was me.
"Shit, Meredith! I think I started to fall asleep," I explained apologetically.
Meredith just yawned in reply. "Sounds like a good idea. We may have danced too long," she added as she sat up. She raised her hands behind her head and began to undo the complicated-looking pin that held up her hair. Her breasts rose and thrust outward as her hands worked behind her head, but while I summoned the energy to raise a hand and trail the backs of my fingers over one marvelous mound, my cock could not even twitch. The pin came unfastened surprisingly easily, and her hair cascaded free like golden grain spilling from a silo. She turned and lifted a leg to release its stocking from the garter, rolling it carefully down her leg, then repeating with the other. The belt unclasped and she was finally as naked as I. Damn, she had drained me. I couldn't get hard even watching that.
"I really want a good cuddle," said Meredith to me as we both tugged at the comforter on the bed and slipped under the sheets. She slid backwards into my arms, pressing her delicious ass against my soft, satiated cock. I pulled her close and only groped her breasts a little bit.
In moments, we were both asleep.
I briefly awoke some time later to find my hands now quite filled with her firm mounds. I smiled at their bounty. I was momentarily distracted by the throbbing of my feet and I flexed them to releive the pain. When I succeeded, I fell asleep again at once.
At some point later, I awoke to find us lying on our backs, sides touching. Meredith's hand was clasping my cock, which was at least responding enough to reassure me it wasn't dead. She was fully asleep though, and I leaned over to kiss and lightly suckle a nipple which had come free of the covers. I lay back to consider the best way to give her a middle of the night orgasm, but sleep took me again.
I woke for real with the sun peeking around the blinds and Meredith poking me in the side. "Wake up, lazy bones. We have things to do!"
It was measure of how deeply asleep I'd been seconds before, and how generally stupid I am, that I actually rolled away from her poking finger and grumpily asked an incoherent, "Yeah? What?"
Meredith just leaned over and said, "I thought we'd start with this..." and laid a deep, open-mouthed kiss on me.
And then we both pulled away from each other.
"Ummm," I said.
"Yes," replied Meredith. "Forgetting to brush our teeth last night was a mistake."
"I did not want to tempt fate and bring my toothbrush or anything like that," I said hesitantly. I was inwardly marveling that this woman, who had begun to impress me with an image of perfect omni-competence, could produce such spectacular morning breath. It actually made me feel better about being with her.
"I have a box of samples from the dentist in the bathroom," replied Meredith, sliding out of the bed. She began to pad naked toward the door to her bathroom. "Doesn't everyone?" she added over her shoulder. I slid out of the bed and followed her swiftly. I was eager to get my teeth brushed, and, well, to follow naked Meredith. She tossed me an unopened Oral-B when I entered and we swiftly brushed our teeth over the side-by-side sinks. I noticed in the mirror that she had indeed graced my throat with a light but fully evident hickey the night before. I finished my teeth first and wiped my mouth so I didn't look like a rabid dog. The moment she finished, I pulled her toward me and resumed our interrupted kiss. It was a weirdly almost chaste kiss. Yes, we clung our naked bodies together. Yes, our tongues explored each other's mouths eagerly. Yes, my cock was definitely recovered from its exhaustion. But it was clearly both our intent to simply kiss, to hold each other, to be together. It lasted a gloriously long time.
At last, we broke apart. "So," said Meredith, catching her breath. "Breakfast first, or shower?" My stomach gurgled almost audibly, but I did follow her gesture and look at the shower across the huge bathroom. And I stopped. It was gigantic, and looked like it had more shower nozzles than a car wash. My hunger was momentarily forgotten, or at least held in abeyance by the possibilities of that shower.
"I am pretty grungy," I said slowly.
Meredith laughed, "Me too." She opened the door to the chamber and started manipulating a few of the multiple knobs. Horizontal sprays leapt out from different walls, and a high, regular shower head poured out water at a rate that was surely not low-flow. Meredith turned and smiled at me as she backed into the torrent of water coming from every where. The shower sprayed her from many directions, then, as it struck her varied, delicious curves, the water ricocheted back off in so many more, though most of it ran down her body in lucky, lucky rivulets. I followed her in and she pulled me against her.
We resumed our kiss. The horizontally spraying heads almost submerged our bodies in warm, flowing water, but the standard head just missed us where we stood and our heads were relatively untouched. I turned her slightly and that overhead stream began to run down over both our heads. We kept up the kiss, though we both did so through laughs as we had to gasp for air in spurts through the cascade.
But I was no longer content with just the marvelous lip lock, and I unleashed my hands to roam along her body. I ran one hand around her ass, following its curves, and letting a single finger tickle its way up her backside cleavage. My other hand rose unerringly to a full breast and traced its outlines, flicking its eagerly responsive nipple. I grasped it and growled as I clutched it gently but firmly.
Meredith's hands answered in kind. One squeezed my butt softly, then almost painfully hard. She settled into a nice rhythm of gropes while her other hand forced its way between our grinding hips and clasped my shaft, sliding up and down it idly.
This went on for far too short a time before I had simply accumulated too much water in my nose and eyes, and I had to break free to restore both breath and vision. Meredith released me and cleared her eyes as well before she turned and bent over the bench and filled her hands with body wash from a large pump bottle sitting there. She turned back to me and began to soap my entire body, starting right over my heart and radiating outward over my chest, shoulders, stomach, and of course, my cock. Then she rubbed the suds around my back, across my ass, and around between my legs. My soapy body rubbed slipperily across hers, soaping her up as well, but I leaned over and grabbed the bottle. I pumped gout after gout of the clean, bracing, peppermint-scented soap over her breasts and torso.
I really was getting carried away with the pump and Meredith laughed, "Enough!" and stole the bottle away from me. That just freed up my hands to begin to work the soap into her body, and I think I can be forgiven for cleaning not much but those generous mounds at first. The slippery sensation of my soapy hands sliding effortlessly across the expanse of her warm flesh was amazing. But I soon spread the soap lower and around her back. One hand massaged soap across her ass, while the other slipped back between us and down between her legs. Meredith murmured in approval as I massaged her pussy in an anything but clean manner. She wrapped her arms around the back of my neck and resumed kissing me with a now needful air.
My soapy cock pressed against her hip as my fingers began to probe inside her. The warm wetness of her interior was wonderfully different from her water-coated outside. First one finger tip, then the whole finger, then a second slid inside her and I curled them gently to stroke her inner walls. She now groaned audibly in response and murmured through our locked lips, "Oh yesss. Don't you stop..."
I had no intention of stoping, and I kept probing her depths as our slick bodies rubbed against each other. "Wait!" Meredith burst out suddenly. Confused, I stiffened. "Stop... no, don't... just... right there. That's the spot," Meredith gasped, more disorganized than I had ever seen her. "Just keep going right... exactly there," she gasped. I squeezed her ass even tighter as I let my fingers curl up and down right where I'd been working when she had first cried out.
Her body began to writhe against me and her arms around the back of my neck slid down to let her hands grip my shoulders hard enough to leave red marks. Her tongue drove desperately into my mouth, lashing against mine as shudders began to ripple through her body. The woman was coming... hard, at my hands.



Again, she was not a loud orgasm. She just keened that birdlike, quiet cry as each wave of tension and release ran through her like an orgasmic sine wave.
She collapsed against me, batting away my still probing fingers from between her legs. "Stop! Jesus, Scott, stop. I can't take any more. My brains will spill!" she gasped. She clutched at me, and I did indeed feel like my embrace was necessary to keep her standing. Her face nuzzled the crook of my neck and she gasped for air. The water ran warmly over us as the tremorous aftershocks left her body.
Meredith raised her head and kissed me again, this time gently and affectionately. Then she pulled her head back and smiled at me, wonderingly at first, then with a puckish intent. She turned and turned two knobs. The handheld shower died, and a huge rain head began to throw water straight down over the front edge of the stone bench at the end of the shower. She then turned the horizontal shower heads so that they are angled toward the bench as well. Then she stepped back and seated herself on that bench in the epicenter of all the cascading water, legs spread wide and beckoned me. I stared at her open legs and inviting labia, and my tongue twitched in anticipation. But as I moved to kneel, she grabbed me and pulled me toward her, keeping me standing. Both her hands clasped my cock and ran up and down its length lovingly, longingly.
Then she straitened and tugged my cock forward, and me with it. She pointed my shaft lightly with one hand and began to run the tip across the firm flesh of the breast she lifted with the other. I groaned immediately at the sensation. I stared down as Meredith ran the glans up and down and across her breasts, and I found myself quivering almost uncontrollably. "You like this, don't you?" smiled Meredith at me. It didn't seem like the time for an uncontrolled burst of enthusiastic profanity, so I merely nodded eagerly, finding the willpower somehow to drag my gaze from the sight of my penis massaging her breasts and instead gaze into her smiling brown eyes.
"Then you'll like this more," she laughed and grabbed the bottle of body wash. She pumped several spurts of the slippery wash right down onto my cock, and even more across her breasts and cleavage. Then she dropped the bottle, nestled my cock between her breasts, and pressed them together around my shaft. Her lovely boobs were just generous enough to completely imprison my cock in their warm, slippery prison. I groaned again as she massaged them against my trapped manhood.
I had never fucked a pair of breasts before. I'd only ever been with one other girl who was really equipped for it, and the opportunity had never arisen. It doesn't mean that I had never fantasized about it, but, this was so much better than I'd imagined. Without even meaning for them to, my hips began to thrust of their own volition. My meat slid effortlessly but excruciatingly in and out of her cleavage, lubricated by the bracingly-fragranced, slippery soap. Pressed fully up between, the head of my cock projected a good bit beyond the tops of her breasts, then slid back to hide deep between them. I was making the longest strokes I could, pulling back until the tip was barely contained by the bottom curves of her loveliness, then back hard into her until the tip burst forth again from between their soft enclosure.
I tried to keep up the long, hard strokes in a steady rhythm, but it took no time before I simply had to go faster and faster, until I was just pistoning in and out of her mammalian embrace. Meredith simply egged me on with her voice, her head tilted down, eyes fixed on my cock's eager drive between her tightly clenched breasts.
I wanted this to last forever, but it most certainly did not. My balls surged all too soon and I gurgled out a warning to Meredith. My cock head burst out into the open from between her breasts once more, already fountaining a powerful rope of jism as it emerged that struck her full in the face. She lifted her head with a spattered smile as I kept jackhammering away. More spurts accompanied each thrust as I strewed cum all over her throat and chin. I could no longer keep thrusting, the feeling was too intense and I froze. A last burst as strong as the first leapt upward and arched back down to land against her lovely, upturned face. I moaned transcendently and I'm sure my knees would have buckled had Meredith not still had my cock clasped between her breasts.
When I gained control of my legs again, Meredith leaned back and smiled. "Well, the evidence would suggest that that met with your approval," she said, merriment in the depths of her sudden mock formality. She looked down at the already dispersing splatter of my cum all over her chest. "I certainly know," she added, wiping a thread of jizz from her cheek and into her mouth, "that it met with mine."
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It was our last week to rehearse our scene for Acting 101, so Steff and I planned to rehearse both Tuesday and Thursday evenings. The two of us had tacitly decided that these last rehearsals were too important and would be all business, no hanky-panky. We had a date Friday night for that, anyway. We had gone over the last few weeks from initially despairing that we could never pull off the challengingly sexy scene we had chosen, to certainty that we could nail it. All we had to do was put in the work.
Meredith was absent, still at work during our rehearsal on Tuesday. But Thursday, mid-way through our second run through, we heard the garage door open and the throaty roar of Steff's (ex)step-mother's powerful Mercedes echoed as it entered. Like the pros we were certainly not, Steff and I powered through the distraction and kept going. Aware that we were rehearsing that evening, Meredith let herself in and slipped directly off to her study with soundless steps... not an easy feat in the three-inch spiked heels she habitually wore to work. She must have been listening, because as soon as we finished our next-to-last run-through, she re-emerged and headed to the bar to make her usual after-work cocktail.
"Drink?" she called casually over her shoulder to us.
"Not for me, thanks," replied Steff friendlily. "I think we are on a roll here, so maybe later. Scott?"
"Yes, Scott," asked Meredith. "A Stinger, perhaps?"
I coughed and swallowed simultaneously at that, and had to gasp for air. "Ah, no. Thank you very much Meredith," I said when I was able. "I have a useless term paper due for a useless class, and I want to get it finished yet tonight."
Steff looked at me and then at Meredith's teasing grin and realized she was missing something. Her expression betrayed that she fully intended to get the Stinger backstory out of one of us. I realized with good-natured despair that Meredith would probably actually tell her.
Meredith carried her Martini over to the couch and plopped herself down, kicking off her heels as she did so. "Do you two mind if I watch your rehearsal?" she asked, having clearly already invited herself to do so. We both shrugged. An audience could be helpful when rehearsing, and while this one was only one woman, it contained multitudes.
Performing a sexy scene with a girl you are involved with is easier some ways, and harder in others. Performing said sexy scene in front of said girl's step-mother, who you are also dating, is... fraught.
Still, we did great, from opening awkward distance, through the fight, the despair, the reconciliation, to the final kiss not in the stage directions with which we had decided to end the scene.
Meredith clapped delightedly as we finished, and we both actually bowed a little. "Wow, you two!" she exclaimed. "You have come miles from where you were struggling before. You will bring down the house." She paused, then went on in a suddenly severe tone. "But Scott, really?"
"I beg your pardon?" I asked, non-plussed at what she was suddenly complaining about.
"I have ample evidence and testimony on the record that proves you can kiss better than that."
Having these two beauties in my life at the same time was too good, even for a dream come true. But in life, not matter how implausibly good things are, there are always challenges, from uncomfortable to terrifying... to just being laughed at.
When I pulled up at the house late Friday afternoon to pick up Steff, there was a huge white Escalade that I didn't recognize in the driveway. I parked behind it and rang the bell. Rather than Steff, it was Meredith who answered the door. See what I mean about challenges? She was dressed beautifully, of course, but very casually for a work day. "You are early," she declared, stepping back from the door to usher me in. "Steff isn't quite ready yet." She turned and waved at the two women I had not met standing by the dining table in the great room. They were stuffing gift bags. In a vacuum, either one of them would have been pretty hot. In a house with Meredith and Steff, they were the plain ones. "Scott, this is Brenda and Hanna, my 'posse'," she said by way of introduction. "Girls, this is Scott Talbott... of the Winston-Salem Talbotts," she added in a voice dripping with irony. "Scott is Stephanie's date tonight."
I quickly picked up that these two women did not currently need to know that I was also Meredith's date the next night, and simply nodded brightly to the two women.
"Stephanie!" Meredith called out casually, walking back to the table and her friends. I hoped Brenda and Hanna missed the hungry way my eyes followed her backside as she walked away from me. "Scott's here!"
I wandered over to the table curiously. "We are stuffing gift bags for our friend Tianna's divorce party," explained Meredith blandly. My eyes shot up at that little piece of intelligence.
"Young man, we ladies like to celebrate when the misguided among us finally lose that extra one hundred eighty pounds of unsightly fat," laughed one of Meredith's friends--Hanna, I think.
"Don't go all Elder on Scott, Hanna," chuckled Meredith. "He's more grown-up than he looks."
"Oh ho! Is that true, Stephanie?" asked Hanna, so sweetly that butter would not have melted her mouth. Steff had indeed just entered the room behind me.
"All I know is that he is two years older than me, Hanna," replied Steff, her dazzling blue eyes brimming with innocence, and she stepped over next to me and snaked her arm through mine companionably.
The ladies finished stuffing the gift bags with whatever suspicious items were going in them, and Brenda grabbed the box holding the filled bags. "Woo! Let's go party!" sang Hanna, and they trooped out the front door toward that Escalade. Meredith paused in the doorway, and called toward Hannah, "Are you going to get drunk Hannah? It'll cost a mint to Uber home from the hotel."
"You already know I'm going to get drunk, Meredith! Just as much as you. It's a big suite. Don't try to back out now. We all decided already that we are going to crash there until morning's painful light," came back loudly from Hannah.
"Damn," called Meredith irritably. "Let me at least get a toothbrush!" My eyes rose at that mention. She turned back from the door and headed towards her bedroom. Her face, contrary to the cross tone in her voice, wore a smile. She dashed back in moments with a small toiletries kit that must have already been packed. She looked at Steff and smiled again. "Looks like you have the house to yourself again tonight, Stephanie," she drawled idly. As she passed me, she stopped, turned, and laid a humongous kiss on me!
'What the fuck?' my mind thought. 'Hell yeah!' my body responded.
After an inordinately long time, she broke free from our kiss and waved again at Steff. "Have fun, you two!" With that, she sailed out the front door, calling loudly, "Let's go drink to Tianna's freedom, girls!"
I stood there, bemused, savoring the taste on my lips, and delaying for a second or two before turning to look at Steff in the wake of that little display. When I did, she stood there with her hands akimbo and that 'watch it' expression on her face. I rolled my eyes helplessly. Then she laughed. "You really need to say thank you to Meredith for that."
"I do?" I asked. Personally, I though that she'd just gotten me unnecessarily in trouble.
"Yes, you do," said Steff, stepping over to me. "She just served notice that she is still feeling competitive with me, no matter what happened last weekend. The good news for you is..." she said, before pulling me to her and laying a deep kiss of her own on my lips. Her full lips pressed my own apart and her tongue ran itself over the surface of my teeth, allowing me to run my own tongue underneath hers. I'd not have thought before then that a kiss could be described as athletic, but this one was. She broke the kiss and went on as if it hadn't happened, "... is that if she is still competing, then so the fuck am I!"
With that, she dropped to her knees right there in the living room and tugged open my fly. I hadn't even heard the SUV pull out of the driveway yet! I just stared down enthusiastically as Steff drew out my cock and proceeded to lavish it with licks and kisses. "Thank God for competition," I murmured.
"You still... haven't told me... what you had planned... for our date this evening," asked Steff between slurps, looking up at me with the assumption that those plans were now dead.
I agreed with her. "I was going to take you to Six Flags," I confessed. "But this is much better!"
"Six Flags?!" yelped Steff, almost yanking my dick from between her lips. She sprang up. "Put that away, and let's get going while we still have plenty of evening left!"
"What?" I almost wailed.
Steff laughed and went to gab her purse. "Come on! Meredith is going to be sleeping on a hotel room floor in a puddle of her own spit tonight. I love roller coasters, and we have all night once the park closes for me to show you the results of all my internet research on better blowjobs."
And with that, my original plans were back on... whether that was what I wanted or not.
I sprang for Flash Passes for us because we only had a few hours in the park, lines suck, and because, well, Steff. It turned into a hell of an evening of fun. The two of us just enjoyed each other's company, laughed, told jokes, and generally acted like a couple of buds. It felt great. It wasn't particularly romantic, to be sure, but there was plenty of grab-ass here and there, and a lot of the jokes were dirty, too.
Our first ride was the big wooden rollercoaster that has been the queen of the park longer than I've been alive. I love that beast. I found a spiffy new angle to it that evening too. The cars just have a lap bar and nothing to keep you from sliding around in the seat. As we crawled up the first, giant, scary hill, Stef turned to me and said, "Let's kiss through the whole ride!" We locked lips as the car rose. It was easy with the design, but would have been impossible with most modern rides. The two dudes in the seat right behind us whooped their approval at our lip lock. The more brazen of the two began making suggestions that I fully intended to take, just not while were still at the park. As one, Stef and I, without coordination between us, each raised a fist back toward the two, middle fingers extended.
The kiss wasn't deep or passionate. It was just fun and added an extra zing to the frisson of delicious fear that comes from the anticipation of that first big drop. And it ended less than a second after the acceleration down that ridiculously steep slope began. It is hard to kiss through screams.
Steff is a screamer in bed, and very definitely a screamer on thrill rides, too.... After the ride was over, I realized that it was a little weird how close those two kinds of screams sounded to each other. During the ride, I didn't make the connection because I was too busy shrieking myself... in a manly sort of way, of course.
As the cars swung around the final, flat bend and coasted to a jarring halt back at the start, Steff and I laughed hysterically. She kissed me again, very briefly, and sighed, "It was a noble effort."
"Damned straight," I replied, then went on, "but it's probably a good thing we stopped right away. I always forget how much that ride throws you around. We'd have probably knocked each other's teeth out if we'd tried to keep it up."
We paused for a sugary snack, but agreed that we would pass on any beer that night because neither of us wanted any gastric incidents from altho spinning and dropping in our immediate future. Candy in hand, we found ourselves running through the park to our next selected ride, a big metal monster with loops and stuff.
This one was the opposite of my wooden favorite in that it wedges you in tighter and more immobile than a NASCAR driver in his vehicle. About all I could do to horse around with Steff on that one was to rest my hand on her knee. Now, Steff has the most athletic, lean, and shapely legs I know, so she has hellaciously awesome knees. But it was still just a knee. Nevertheless, I kept my hand on her leg through about half the ride before the big loop made me clutch at the chrome hand grips instead. I didn't want to dig my fingers into her too hard!
After a few softer rides to get our breath back, we went for another big coaster.
This one had big, deep cars, and while you were clamped down hard by a big bar over your shoulders, the rest of you was much more free to move. As the ride slid away from the station and began to climb, I slid my hand over and onto Steff's thigh. She just looked at me and smiled as I then dropped my fingers between her legs and sent them moving up to her crotch in time with our rise up the hill. I found that I could just angle my arm so that my fingers could rub firmly over her warm pussy through the soft, thin fabric of her black yoga pants. Steff wore yoga pants a lot at school, and there, as here at the park, that decision was met with general approval from most males with eyes. She also sported a bright blue polo shirt with our college's logo on one breast. And speaking of breasts, while they were the one part of her I had yet to cop a feel of that evening, from they way I'd seen them move under the loose, bulky shirt, this was the first time I'd seen Steff go braless.
My fingers were rubbing fairly aggressively between her legs when we hit the top of the big hill and we were both quickly screaming again as the car shot down, curving tightly to the right as it accelerated. I couldn't pay much attention to teasing Steff through all the ride's awesome twists, turns, and falls, but I did manage to keep my fingers firmly in place the whole ride. During the last third, the noises Steff made on thrill rides became downright eerily the same as she made in bed. I don't think she came during that ride, but I knew for sure that her sex and her thrill ride pleasure centers were wired very closely together.
We rode and rode until the park closed, then grabbed a quick pizza nearby. Once we had both narrowly avoided burning the tops of our mouths on hot pizza, we hopped back in my car. I turned onto the state highway that was the alternate route back toward our destination that didn't take the interstates.
"Taking 285 is faster," Steff observed.
"Impatient?" I grinned. She just shrugged. "This route is shorter, and I'm a little low on battery," I went on, as we shot off into the night.
In minutes, we were traipsing through rural country in the unseasonably warm late Fall night. This was supposedly the start of a long warm spell that would have us all back in shorts for a week or two. We talked amiably about the park and the rides, which were our favorites, and why as the miles started to clip by. These were rural roads and pretty deserted, but we ran into a stop light in the middle of nowhere that was red for no fucking reason, as we were the only car at the intersection in any direction. I sat there and stewed at the wait. With no one around, it would have been perfectly safe to run it, but One: I am a law-abiding citizen, and Two: There was a building to the left just perfect to hide a cop car behind. So I just stewed.
"Aw, poor baby," cooed Steff at my agitation. She unclicked her seat belt and leaned over to kiss my cheek. I turned my head to match my lips to hers, but she pulled back and pushed my chin forward with her fight hand. "Keep your eye on the light," she admonished and resumed kissing my cheek. Then her right hand dropped from my chin and found its way unerringly to my lap. The light finally changed and I accelerated more smoothly than usual, not wanting to derail her in any way whatsoever.
By the time I had reached speed once more, Steff had my fly all the way open and was toying with my rapidly hardening cock. "You kinky bastard!" she exclaimed. "You went commando tonight."
"Are you wearing any underwear yourself under those yoga pants?" I challenged.
Steff just told me I'd have to find that out for myself. Between the way her juicy tits moved under her shirt and what my fingers had felt between her legs on the roller coaster, I already had my answer....
She contented herself with sitting back and just stroking my shaft for about a mile. I murmured my appreciation, then added, "If you were worried that I might not have been in the mood yet when we got back to your place, you needn't worry now!"
"Who says I want to wait until we get home?" she replied and twisted once more over the arm rest, beginning this time to lavish a series of incredible licks all over the suddenly throbbing purple head of my cock. She gave me that incredible ice cream cone treatment for bit, then started idly slipping her lips around my dick and sliding it in and out of her mouth. Her motions were slow and languid, as if she just wanted to savor me. I quickly realized that it wasn't her intent to get me off, just play with me. I considered that a good thing, because a Steff-delivered orgasm would not have been safe while driving!
Periodically, when we passed though traffic or especially through small towns, she would sit back up in her seat as if nothing was going on, but every time we returned to the darkness, she was right back to gobbling my knob. There is no better way to spend a long drive, folks.
In fact, the long drive now seemed too short, and I found myself pulling into the front drive of Steff and Meredith's house with Steff's lips still firmly wrapped around my glans. I pressed Park, and moved to unbuckle the seat belt that I still wore. But Steff pushed me back down into the seat and completely changed the character of her oral intentions. If she had been idle and soft before, suddenly she was going to town on my cock! Her head bobbed up and down as she slid me ever deeper into her mouth over and over again, slurping and sucking loudly now. I collapsed back in the seat and just moaned, "God! Best way to bookend a trip to Six Flags ever!"
Steff choked a bit at that and pulled off me just long enough to demand that I not make her laugh, before returning to her efforts to make me come.
I felt I shouldn't disappoint her. I squirmed in my seat, giving in to the urge inside me. Her hand jacked the base of my cock harder and harder and I felt it all coming to a head... so to speak. "Here it comes," I groaned, and Steff locked her lips in a circle around the base of my glans, jacking me in harder, faster, longer strokes. I was on the edge, and then she lashed out at my tip with her tongue once more.
That stimulus knocked me right over the edge. I kept my hands locked on the steering wheel, lest I do something obnoxious like jam Steff's head down on my cock, but I still felt my hips lift involuntarily, sliding more of me inside her mouth as I felt myself fountain cum against the back of her throat. My cock and balls throbbed as I emptied them, and I collapsed happily back in the seat. I at last let my hand off the wheel and I ran my fingers through the back of her stylish bob while she swallowed, sucked, and licked me clean.
"That was amazing," I gasped.
Steff rose back up into her seat and leered, "You did seem to enjoy it."
"I owe you big time," I smiled, staring into her gorgeous blue eyes.



"I know," she grinned. "And I intend to collect immediately!" With that, she opened the car door and leapt out.
I tucked myself back into my pants, zipped up as quickly as safety allowed when not wearing underwear, and sprang out after her. Her need to trigger the front door to unlock with her phone gave me just enough time to almost catch up to her as she pushed through into the house. I reached out for her, but she danced out of reach, heading for the open kitchen beside the great room. I caught her from behind, just as she entered the tile-floored kitchen and imprisoned her in my arms. I bent down and nuzzled the side of her neck, kissing and nibbling. She laughed and struggled, reaching out to grab the high countertop of the big kitchen island. "So we are just going to make out now?" Steff demanded, trying to turn in my arms.
"No," I said, pressing her against the island to keep her facing away from me. "Not until I properly thank you." With that, I slid my hands down from under her rib cage to hook my thumbs in her waistband and practically yank her yoga pants down to her knees. Steff yelped for a moment, then yelped again in a totally different tone as I pushed her forward at the waist to lean over the counter, squatted behind her, caressed her stupendously tight, firm, petitely athletic ass, and buried my face between her trapped together legs.
I reveled in the musk of her aroma as I licked at her smooth labia and she shuddered, suddenly uninterested in escape, or even turning around. While my left hand kept enjoying its grip on Steff's amazing ass, my right slid over and helped me spread her pussy so my tongue could go exploring inside. Steff dropped her head down over the counter and groaned as my tongue probed into her.
I buried my face into her even deeper between her legs so that my tongue could reach her throbbing clit and caress it comprehensively. "Oh... fuck yeah..." sighed Steff, tilting her hips to give me a better angle to lavish her nub. My hand not occupied with her ass, still moist with her pussy juices, reached down and undid my fly once more. My cock might be exhausted and miles from coming any time soon, but that didn't mean it hadn't hardened up again with my face full of steaming Steff. I rose up behind her, and before she could really begin to complain in surprise, I steered my cock against her snatch and drove it in smoothly and fully. She looked back at me in surprise, then dropped her head once more with another deep groan of pleasure.
Her tight insides were a steaming, silky prison for my cock as I deliberately thrust in and out of her. Her muscles responded to my intrusion with pulses of constriction, milking me as I penetrated her. She wiggled her hips as I fucked her, five smooth strokes, then ten, then twenty deep, hard thrusts.
Just as she got into the rhythm of my cock, I pulled out and knelt once again to munch on her some more. "Christ, make up your mind!" Steff gasped at the new change up. My tongue caressed her now desperately hard nub and she practically cooed. "Wait, don't make up your mind. I mean..." she groaned as I redoubled my efforts to pleasure her, "...just do what you want to do."
What I wanted to do was make her come against my face, just like this, and in short order that is what I did. My hands dug into her hard, resistant butt as I once more probed her with my tongue and I could feel her shuddering. I sensed her abdominals fluxing like a belly dancer's and she let out an ear-splitting shriek that definitely sounded like those she had emitted on the roller coaster with my hand between her legs. She bucked against my hands' grasp on her backside and her undulating shrieks fell off to groans of post-release relaxation.
I leaned back and rose to my feet. Steff straightened and stumbled to turn around. We embraced awkwardly, with her yoga pants stuck around her knees and my jeans around my ankles. Steff's face was flushed, mussed, and unbelievably attractive. She smiled and said, "Um... time for more Naked Mario Cart?"
In moments, our clothes were left in a pile in the great room, and we were running down to the home theater. Steff went to turn on the big projection TV and I triumphantly snagged the middle seat of the main row of three leather recliners. There was a long couch behind those seats, raised up a little so you could comfortably show a movie to about eight people in there, but the bank of recliners were so much more comfortable... especially the way the soft leather cradled my naked ass. An Xbox logo appeared on the wall screen. An Xbox, too? Steff had been continuing to hold out on me.
She turned and found me grinning in the center seat. "Hey! That's mine," she protested.
"Possession is nine-tenths of the law," I intoned sonorously.
"Quit trying to sound like Meredith," Steff scoffed. I wished she wouldn't bringup Meredith. Every time Steff did when we were together, it was a weird reminder of how surreal my life was currently. "Then I guess you'll just have to put up with this," she went on, climbing lightly across my lap. She adjusted herself to get comfortable, then she considerately reached back and adjusted my hard-on, which had relaxed to merely firm, into a nice position where it could move, but was still pressed against her.
I was certainly happy to have a lap full of Steff. I was less thrilled when she booted up a Tomb Raider game. "That's a one player game, you know," I observed.
"I know, but it is fun," replied Steff, going to the restore screen. "And I've been stuck at this one point in the game, I thought that we could take turns trying it and maybe you can help me get through it."
Sure.
After my second turn, Steff observed, "You really suck at Tomb Raider. Did you know that?"
"I just liked the older versions more," I grumped as Steff took the controller back.
"You liked the older versions because she had huge tits," she accused me.
"I liked it because she was... the game was easier," I replied. I also liked the big tits. But the tits I really liked were sitting in my lap and I decided playing with them would be much more fun.
"That... is distracting," said Steff, barely avoiding a lethal obstacle, but not stopping me.
"They should just settle on using breasts like these for Lara, and everyone would be happy," I told her as I fondled her. I, for one, was certainly happy right then.
On screen, Lara dove to avoid a problem and came up onto her knees in profile. "Those are still bigger than mine," declared Steff, launching Lara through a complicated set of maneuvers that cleared the current mini hurdle.
"I'm not so sure about that," I replied, closely exploring the dimensions of Steff's boobs to try to be sure. "But they certainly aren't as nice as these."
"They are a mathematical construct of perfection, depicting the wet-dream fantasies of a team of horny nerds," scoffed Steff.
"I stand by my words," I said, teasing at her nipples. "Steff Chisholm has much nicer boobs than Lara Croft."
Less than a second later, Lara fell to her doom yet again, and Steff turned to look at me. "You made me do that," she said sternly. "And you do give the weirdest fucking compliments," she added, kissing me lightly. I grabbed her head and kissed her deeper.
"I only speak the truth," I said, and pushed her back slightly so that I could lean in and suckle greedily on the works of art in question.
"Very, very distracting," Steff sighed, tossing the controller into the vacant chair beside me and simply grooving to the way my tongue ran rings round the pert, pink nipples surmounting her tanned perfection. My fingers pressed into her resilient softness as my cock swelled to press harder and harder against Steff's hip. It suddenly occurred to me that maybe, just maybe, Steff's tits were not in fact literally perfect. Gloriously shaped and proportioned as they were, they were certainly not big enough to do to me what Meredith had done in the shower the prior Sunday morning.
I banished that thought immediately. This whole crazy world I was in was not going to be sustainable if I started thinking about either of these women when I was with the other!
"If we are going to play Distracted Video Games," declared Steff, reluctantly pulling herself free of my oral enjoyment of her breasts, "I say we go back to some head-to-head Nintendo." With that, she dashed back to flip the screen input over from Xbox to Wii and grabbed the Mario Kart controllers.
She handed one controller to me and then climbed back into my lap. But this time, instead of cuddling sideways atop me, she straddled me, facing the screen with her shins tucked into the soft upholstery. She settled down on me with the shaft of my now thoroughly rigid cock nestling between her butt cheeks. I had to crane to the side to get a clear view of the screen. It was an uncomfortable position in which to try to play, but had the virtue of pressing her genuinely perfect ass even harder against me.
Our first race started out fairly straight up. We had learned the last time we played Naked Nintendo that I was a better Mario Kart player, but Steff beat me in the first race handily. Steff danced happily in my lap with her victory. It made me almost consider losing to her again. Almost. "I hope you know that you won because I'm leaning over on my side to play," I told her tartly, in no way implying I wanted her to move.
"Tough titties, driver boy!" Steff scoffed. "It is what you get for sitting in my chair."
"They are certainly not 'tough'," I observed, taking a moment to caress the edifices in question. "They are soft, squeezable perfection."
Steff laughed and triggered the start of the next race. I found a better position this time and squeaked out a win. Steff turned and glared at me in frustration... but with a plan in her eyes. Once the next race started, Steff began to rock her hips back and forth, pressing the warm moisture of her pussy back along my cock. She tended to choose the worst possible moment for these little undulations and she beat me again, though Bowser beat both of us.
That was it, game on. The next race, I drove conservatively and one-handed. That let my free hand reach around and tease or especially pinch her very interested nipple whenever she was at a difficult part of the track. Her magnificent ass kept rocking on my lap, of course, so we both finished well down in the pack. But I still beat her, which I found to strangely be the important part...
Steff growled in loud frustration. "Okay, Buster," she declared and reared up on her knees. She reached between her legs, grasped my eager to help cock and guided it against her crotch. She then turned to face forward at the screen and settled, almost primly, down on my lap. My cock slid deep inside her and came to a rest as she triggered the start of the next race.
I found this profoundly distracting. Not because she was wildly humping me or anything. In fact, she wasn't moving at all, just racing the game. Here was my rigid cock, buried in her steaming hot, tight perfection, and nothing was happening! She didn't rise and fall. She didn't rock. She didn't even clench. She just sat in my lap, impaled on me, and drove. Me? I basically forgot to play and came in dead last. Steff managed second and laughed. Then she rewarded me with a few happy clenches of her marvelous kegel muscles on my cock.
"I give up! You win Distracted Driving," I groaned, tossing the controller aside in defeat.
"You sure? There's only one more race in the set," asked Steff, clenching my cock again.
"This is all the driving I want to do," I replied, grabbing her hips and lifting her just enough that I could drive my own hips upward and my cock back into her. Steff just muttered something about "triumph", and held herself up over me so I could keep stabbing my dick upward, in and out of her snatch. With her supporting herself, I released her ass and grabbed the padded arms of the chair to give me leverage for my upward thrusts. Steff just crooned at my repeated invasions at first, then she began to hump up and down herself, our combined movements creating incredible, long traverses of my cock in and out of her.
Her own humping soon became more and more assertive, until she had me pressed back down in the seat as she twisted and ground down on my cock. I relaxed and let her work for a bit, gathering my own strength. I reached up and around her and clutched desperately at her bobbing, Lara Croft-beating boobies. They wobbled deliciously in my grip as Stef undulated on me.
I couldn't remain passive any more, and lunged upward, pushing Steff over to the side and half into the next big seat in the theater couch. I slid free of her in the process, as I quickly climbed up onto me knees and grabbed her upturned ass in my hands. I leaned forward, aiming my cock between her legs, and pressed forward. My head pushed against her welcoming but tight lips and I slid into her. Steff collapsed in pleasure as I entered her and she sort of flowed down across the leather of the seating. Her ass was like living steel in my grip as I slowly slid myself in and out of her, over and over again.
"Ooooh," crooned Steff into the upholstered seat where her face was buried. "That is good!"
I just smiled as I continued to fuck her, over and over, trying my best to keep the same slow rhythm. Trying my best and failing. My body kept demanding a greater effort, and I could only comply, increasing the rate of my driving pushes. The depth suffered but my speed doubled as I started to truly slam into her. I grunted with each thrust and you could hear my belly slap against her taut ass. It didn't take much of this to get my balls quivering. I could tell Steff was getting close too, as the noises from deep in the cushion of the next seat were growing louder.
I made the effort to increase the length of my thrusts again, but kept them just as hard and suddenly, Steff was shrieking in pleasure, loud enough to startle, even through the muffling effect of the upholstery against her face. Her whole body, but especially her pussy, clenched beneath me as she came, loudly and violently. Her delicious, rewarding convulsions milked me almost instantly to my own release. I groaned desperately as my cock unloaded itself inside Steff in a juddering series of spurts whose arrival drove Steff to even louder, more wild shrieks of orgasmic delight.
Even through the post-ejaculatory sensory overload my cock was experiencing, I soldiered on, keeping up my thrusts to see if I could draw yet another orgasm out of Steff's quivering body. But she was spent, and I soon found that my body no longer had the energy or the thirst to overcome the wild overstimulation I felt with each penetration and I stopped, collapsing atop Steff. We both lay there, panting desperately for air.
"Well, Mr. Talbott," murmured Steff, turning her head so I could hear her without her face buried in the couch. "I have to say that was fine!"
"Fine?" I chortled.
"Very fine indeed," she said firmly.
"Thank you, my lady," I replied as drily as I could through my lack of breath. "I hope to revise and extend my efforts at a later time."
"That too would be fine," she murmured softly. The two of us lay there, my softening cock still deep inside her, drifting gently on the edge of consciousness.
When my shrinking, wilting cock at last slid free of her, it bestirred Steff to murmur, "If we don't go to bed right now, We will fall asleep like this and I for one will be in pain in the morning."
Moving found us naked in Steff's bed, coupling languidly upon awakening. The sex was gentle and soft, the opposite of the prior night's frantic fucking. We lay on our sides, face to face, and I slid in and out of her softly. It didn't take long, and neither of us really felt the need for it to. While it culminated in a burst of energy as she rolled atop me to finish, and we both were thrown into very satisfactory release, it was more of a sweet good morning to each other than some epic hammering merge of bodies.
We shared a shower, and while we certainly made a thorough examination of each other's flesh, neither of us felt the need to give or receive any further sexual release. What we did feel the need for was breakfast.
Steff offered to cook, but I instead offered Waffle House. Steff dressed, and I put on my jeans and a fresh shirt I had brought along in my car. As I mentioned before, I am a learning machine.
We sat companionably in a booth at the nearest Waffle House, talking confidently about our upcoming final performance of the scene that had triggered this whole, complicated relationship--two whole complicated relationships. Tuesday was the big day and we confidently went over things with each other, reinforcing the points we really needed to nail down. I was devouring a breakfast steak and eggs when Steff's phone rang.
"Meredith?" I head her say. My ears pricked up. "How hung over is she? Wow.... How are you? Good.... Not that good?" she laughed. "I'm sure you deserve it... Yeah, I suppose I could pick you up, unless you want Scott to do it," she added slyly. Then Steff laughed. "Meredith is not at all up to trying to explain you to Brenda this morning, and she apparently needs a ride too," Steff said to me. "We are actually at Waffle House right now... yes, he is a big spender isn't he?" she went on to Meredith again. She listens for a moment, then asked, "What? He hasn't told you either? Secretive bastard. I'll ask him."
She looked up at me from the phone and said, "Meredith is wanting to know if you are ready to tell her where the two of you are going tonight, so she can figure out how to dress once she has had several Advils and a nap."
I twitched my fingers at the phone and Steff handed it over reluctantly. She was apparently enjoying being the middle part of this discussion. "Turn about is fair play, Meredith," I said into the phone, the smirk on my face audible in my voice.
"Scott!" came back an uncharacteristically rough-sounding voice impatiently.
"Sorry," I chuckled. "Just dress for being outside and wear comfortable walking shoes."
"What?" interjected Steff, who had been listening. "Are you taking her to Six Flags too?" she demanded, a little indignantly.
"No, I am not taking Meredith to Six Flags," I declared to Steff, then quickly added into the phone, "unless you want to go to Six Flags, Meredith!"
"You went to Six Flags last night?" asked Meredith. "I love that place, but I think we should stick to whatever your original plan was. I'm sure I'll feel fine by this evening, but violent, fast, thrill rides and spinners are not likely a good idea."
"Gotcha," I said. And noted that I should have already known that Meredith the speed demon would be into roller coasters. "See you at six-thirty," I added, handing the phone back to Steff.
"All right, Meredith. As soon as he finishes stuffing his face, I'll retrieve my car and come get you two." She went to hit the hangup button, then stopped. "What's that?" she looked at the plates in front of me. "Yes, he did eat all his pineapple."
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I stood in my dorm room and fretted about what to wear for my date with Meredith. We would be outside walking around, so I needed comfortable clothes. Meredith evidently liked a trim silhouette on a guy, so baggy clothes were out. However, hanging around Meredith meant that... well, erections tended to happen. While this could be awesome under the right circumstances, I didn't want to be embarrassed in public.
Atlanta was heading into an unusually hot spell of Indian Summer, especially unusual, given that we had reached early December, and I was excited to be able to wear a short-sleeved shirt. I settled swiftly on a brightly patterned cotton pull-over. It was comfortably and flatteringly tight over my broad shoulders, and the sleeves clung to my biceps in such a way as to give the impression that my 'guns' were of a higher caliber than they actually were. The best part was that it had a loose shirttail that wasn't meant to be tucked in. It wasn't long enough to completely conceal any ill-timed bulges, but it would at least reduce their visibility.
I considered wearing the trim pair of linen trousers I liked so much, but they were too tight around the groin, and anyway, we would be outside and they showed dirt. Finally, I settled on my new pair of black jeans. They fit very well, and the thick, tough fabric meant that a hard-on would standout less. I shook my head at how good my life was, in that I had to spend time worrying about people seeing all the erections I was having. Having lots of erections can be torture, of course. But having lots of erections that you get to use is... well, I highly recommend it.
I pulled up at Meredith's home and rang the doorbell right as the sun was setting. She answered the door herself and we shared a quick peck on the lips as she ushered me inside. As I entered, I realized that, while it was cooling down a little outside, it was still hot enough to actually feel the comfortable caress of air-conditioning as I walked inside.
"So, where are you taking me?" asked Meredith immediately. "I tried to get it out of Stephanie at lunch today, but she wasn't telling." That was because I hadn't told Steff. She talked way too much to her (ex)step-mother for my comfort anyway. I looked around for the gorgeous tattletale in question.
"I haven't the vaguest idea where she has gone off to," said Meredith in response to my searching gaze. "I noticed sometime this afternoon that she had ghosted me, and I haven't heard from her since."
Relieved that I would not have to deal with the two of them at once, I turned to really take in Meredith. As usual, I froze a little when first really looking at her. I'd resolved to stop trying to hide it, since she really seemed to enjoy people (or at least me) gawping at her. As if to reinforce that impression, Meredith smiled brightly and spun around once. "How's this guess on what I should wear?" she asked confidently.
Her naturally golden blonde hair waved around her quirky, beautiful face in its usual curves, though the do was subtly different from what I'd seen before, as if she had asked her hair to, "wave casually." She wore a soft, white, cotton t-shirt with a beautiful collection of variously colored flowers hand-painted across the front and down around one side. The neck was wide, and it hung slightly off to the other side, giving a glimpse of an emerald green bra strap. For a thirty-five year-old woman who could, and habitually did, go bra-less, that strap just seemed like a subtle statement. She sported a sleek, perfectly fitted pair of pale blue jeans that proclaimed to the world just how slender her waist, flared her hips, rich her ass, and incredibly long her legs were. On her feet, she wore a pair of, I shit you not, blue canvas KEDS. She looked exactly like what she was--a stunning, natural beauty.
"Damn, Meredith," I breathed. "I swear, if you wore a Hefty bag, people would compliment you on your couture little back dress."
She actually giggled a little at that and replied, "Thank you. I'm GLAD I pass muster." I groaned at the crack. Apparently we were at the point where we could make garbage bag jokes with each other. "And let the record show," Meredith went on, suddenly in her courtroom voice, "that the witness is pretty tastily... I mean tastefully dressed himself." I smiled in return and she went on sternly. "Now Your Honor, would you please instruct the witness to finally tell the court where in the Hell we are going this evening?"
I grimaced and replied, "I've probably overblown your expectations with all my secrecy! Sorry. I thought that we could go take a walk at the Botanical Gardens and check out the Christmas lights." I shrugged a little. I needn't have.
"Wonderful!" exclaimed Meredith, actually clapping her hands. "I haven't been in years, and I always loved it."
"Shall we then?" I asked, ushering her a step toward the front door.
"Absolutely," replied Meredith but made no move toward my car. "But I think I will drive tonight."
"Uh, excuse me?" I asked, bemused.
She smirked a bit at me. "Much as I love the Tesla Experience," she said, mocking my admitted obsession with my car, "a gorgeous night like this calls for something your car isn't: a convertible." I bowed at that hesitantly, not wanting to admit any fault in my baby. "Come now, Scott," Meredith cooed at me over her shoulder as she started toward the garage, "don't you want to go riding topless with me?"
Meredith's Mercedes 500SL (AMG version) was indeed a very sweet ride. The top was already down and we hopped in. I realized that I had forgotten how pleasing engine noise could be as the car purred out of the garage under Meredith's direction. When we reached the Interstate, she really let it out and we literally roared smoothly down the massive multi-lane highway, wind blowing in our hair with gay abandon....
Until we hit the stupid late rush hour traffic in about two miles and groaned down to a miserable fifty miles an hour the rest of the way. But we spent that time laughing about the drive that might have been.
The entrance to the Botanical Gardens always seems a little overgrown to me, but it was beautifully lit that night as we passed in and down the narrow entrance lane. The glow of millions of lights appeared ahead of us as we drew up to the valet station. The three young dudes waiting at the little kiosk to park arriving cars seemed torn over which to drool over more, the Benz or the driver. I didn't blame them for feeling the dilemma, but for my money, the answer was clearly the driver.
I had never been to the gardens for the Christmas lights before, and as she had said, it had been years for Meredith. They had upped their game since she had last been there for the holidays, and we both gasped repeatedly in wonder at our glorious surroundings. Groves of trees were encrusted in light blue fairy lights. Rainbow tunnels of light had been constructed between areas of the grounds, each one feeling like a Tunnel of Love. One garden was such a sea of clashing ethereal blue and green that it looked like a scene from that movie Avatar.
There is a giant topiary sculpture of a dryad's head with long, flowing waves of hair that is a real showpiece of the gardens. I remembered that it had actually turned me on a little bit on my last visit, back when I was just hitting puberty. It was re-christened The Ice Goddess for the duration of the Christmas season, and her 'hair' was illuminated with waves of blue and white lights.
I stared at the topiary and murmured, "Damn! She is hot all over again." Meredith just laughed, wrapped her arms around one of mine, and laid her head on my shoulder as we stared at the installation. In flats, she was actually an inch or so shorter than me, and I honestly found that a little weird.
Almost immediately upon arrival, we had found someone selling wine and we walked the grounds, each with glasses of chardonnay. We were always holding hands, or linking elbows as we drifted from one area to the next. Our conversation was quiet but continuous, always centered on the exhibits we encountered but drifting off from each thing we saw to related matters.
The only bummer was that the good weather had brought out quite the freaking crowd. Dark nooks or quiet spots devoid enough of people for me to pull Meredith to me and kiss her softly were few and far between, though I looked for every one I could find. And we never were alone enough for me to even think of copping a feel, though Meredith did have the guts to grab my ass once when we turned away from looking up at a tree that was dripping in animated icicles.
It wasn't like we were pressed in by people, but there was always someone looking. In fact, given the beauty I was walking with, there were always lots of people looking, mostly men. It would have been a little intimidating, but I caught a few ladies looking in my direction as well. It pays to dress well, guys. Despite being gawked at, it was nice not to be constantly feeling judged. The darkness of the night and indistinct glow of all the lights did a lot to hide the age difference between me and Meredith.
When we at last found ourselves back near the entrance, we both poured over the map, looking for any area we might have missed, both disappointed that we had exhausted the extent of the place. Then I looked at my watch and realized that we had been there two and a half hours!
"I wish I could take credit for knowing how beautiful this was going to be, Meredith," I said with a wry smile, "but this was so much better than I'd even hoped."
Meredith just snuggled up against my side and chided me sweetly, "Never let on that you didn't intend a magical moment, Scott. I loved it too." We stole another kiss, this one lingering and right out in the open, among the crowd. "Now, what do you have planned for dinner?" she asked briskly, stepping over toward the valets.
"Well," I said as we walked, "this wasn't my original idea... but if your tummy is still feeling delicate from your wild women's debauchery last night, there is a lovely Italian place..."
"I am fine," replied Meredith easily but firmly. "Tip-top and Bristol fashion. Honestly, I contained myself, mostly, last night. I just wanted to play up the negative consequences of heavy drinking for my twenty-one year-old... roommate."
"Oh really?" I drawled. "Your voice sounded neither tip-top nor Bristol, or indeed any other city, fashion on the phone this morning."
"I was playing up the hangover, not inventing one," admitted Meredith. "But my stomach is truly one hundred percent."
"Well, then," I said, springing my trap, "I say we get in the car and head over to the Varsity!"
The Varsity is a landmark fast food place and drive-in in mid-town Atlanta, just across the interstate from Georgia Tech. It is huge, garishly lit, and serves legendarily greasy burgers, hot dogs, fries and onion rings, all of which are surprisingly delicious. It is tacky, obstreperous, crowded, and An Institution. I had chosen it because it was the least Meredith Chisholm kind of place to eat that I could imagine, and I wanted to see her off-balance for once.
"The Varsity!?" Meredith laughed. "I haven't been in years, but what a great idea. I used to go every time I came to Atlanta when I was a teenager." Curses. Foiled again.
She handed her ticket to the valet, who seemed as bemused by her enthusiasm for the Varsity as I was. He dashed off for her car.
We were momentarily alone, as all the valets were off elsewhere, and I kissed her again, thoroughly this time. Tongues danced together and we pressed our bodies again each other... then sprang apart casually as we heard a family approaching behind us, the voices of little girls chattering in the night.
Meredith's Benz purred up to a stop before us. I went around to the passenger side and I watched the dad of the family who had just arrived watch intently as Meredith folded her long, limber, tightly-clad legs into the car. The valet slid her door closed and Meredith handed him several bills. With a tinkle of gravel, we shot off into the night.
The Varsity was only a short distance, but a long, traffic-filled drive away, and it took us a while to get there. At the counter, we both ordered swiftly and surely and were soon seated at a small, linoleum-topped table, enjoying our greasy, bad for us, unreasonably tasty meal. I had a burger and fries, while Meredith had chosen a chili dog and onion rings. I got a look at the rings and jealously wished I'd gone that way too. We both had a signature Frosted Orange shake.
I soon realized that Meredith had chosen the chili dog to torment me, because watching her delicately, but still messily, devour that phallic meal had me staring at her more than eating. Her lopsided grin whenever she chewed told me she was well aware of how enraptured I was, too. I kept expecting her to get chili all over her shirt. I even found myself fantasizing about her whipping it off over her head in disgust, right there in the Varsity. Of course, that certainly did not happen, because of course Meredith could eat an entire, overloaded chili dog without getting a drop of it on her clothes, even though she got plenty all over her face. The way she would wipe the mess from her face with her napkin, or much better yet, lick it from around her lips, just about made up for my messy shirt fantasies being dashed.
All that said, the Varsity is not the place for lingering over a romantic meal, and we finished pretty quickly. We wandered through the echoing parking deck, trying to find Meredith's car, and she asked casually, "Do you have any other surprises up your sleeve, Scott? Or can I head us back to my place once we find the damned Mercedes?"
"Well, I am indeed out of plans, so if you insist..." I muttered, and we shared a brief glance filled with promise and a little hunger.
So, of course we had gotten the level wrong and took twenty minutes to find the car. Meredith even checked its location on GPS to make sure it hadn't been stolen, but find it eventually, we did. The powerful engine of the convertible growled loudly in the garage space as we pulled out. Even the car sounded a bit hungry as Meredith turned off the surface streets and shot loudly onto the now mostly uncrowded northbound freeway. I have to admit I woo-hooed loudly into the night, my voice carried away as the car shot forward on the road, accelerating rapidly until we were the fastest car in sight. Meredith kept the pedal down until we reached a stretch where the road was crowded enough that she would have had to weave to keep up the pace and she dropped the speed back to settle in with the flow of the now free-flowing traffic. Still, it was Atlanta, so the cars were all tooling along at about twenty miles an hour over the limit anyway.
Meredith slid the car expertly into the garage, and we sauntered into the house. Steff's car was still missing from the next bay over, so I assumed she was still out. It surprised me when Meredith called out loudly, "Stephanie?" when we entered, but she obviously wasn't there. I wasn't going to waste any mental energy on the absent Steff anyway, so I moved behind Meredith. Satisfied that Steff would not answer her, Meredith turned around and nearly jumped at how close behind her I was. I pulled her regal form against me and I kissed her as thoroughly and enthusiastically as I could manage. When our tongues finally departed for their own digs and our lips separated, I could see in Meredith's suddenly flushed face that my efforts had been appreciated.
Then something squeaked in the house. It was nothing, just one of the random sounds a house makes, but it clearly startled Meredith. She shook her head with a wry grin "That sneaky, competitive little bitch," she remarked good-naturedly.
"I do not understand," I said, because I did not understand.
"That's why she ghosted this afternoon," explained Meredith, something akin to admiration in her voice. "That way, I couldn't ask her where she was going, and more importantly, when she planned on returning." Her always alluringly lopsided mouth was currently half grinning, and half grimacing. "Now wherever she is, she knows that she is in my head, distracting me with thoughts about her returning at any minute."
"You are probably right and about her wanting to be in your head," I said, not letting go of her, "because she is certainly capable of being extremely devious and manipulative if it suits her sense of humor...."
"Or her competitive instincts," interrupted Meredith.
"But she is not coming home any time soon and you know it," I overrode her. "She won't be back until very late, and probably not until tomorrow. And she'll call before she arrives." I kissed Meredith lightly. "She will do that because, despite being sly, cunning, competitive, and a bit fiendish, Steff is awesome. And you know it."
Meredith just looked at me with the same expression, "All true. But her plan is still working."
I looked at Meredith with a mock somber expression. "Then I guess we will have to pass on what I had in mind...."
That caught Meredith's attention like I hoped it would. "What did you have in mind?" she purred, still distracted, but clearly trying to try to let go of her grumpy fretting.
"Well," I said, "I was going to take off all your clothes except that green bra that I've been wanting to get a look at all night..." I reached down and opened the snap atop her deliciously tight jeans. As I tugged at her zipper as slowly as I could manage and still make it move, I continued, "Then I was going to carry you over to that couch, drop you on it, spread your glorious knees, sink to my own, and absolutely devour your vagina until you collapse in to a bundle of exhausted, jangling nerve endings."
Meredith flushed again at this. She looked over her shoulder at the indicated couch. I knew she was teasing me with that longing look. Then she turned back to me and whipped off her shirt! The green bra was worth the wait. It cupped her generous, firm breasts in sheer, emerald, satin embrace, doing little more than lift gently, while smoothing out slightly the eager protrusions of her nipples, visibly erect through the sheer covering. She looked down at her jeans, then challengingly at me.
My hands had frozen on her zipper, shocked into paralysis when she went ahead and started stripping out here in the great room, but her challenging stare spurred me back into action. I tugged the fly open and began to slide her jeans down, with some difficulty I'll admit, since they were so tight. Meredith easily slipped her feet free of the sneakers, then wriggled her hips to help me pull the jeans off of her. It was work to get those jeans all the way off her fabulously long gams, but worth the effort. In moments, besides the bra, all she had on was a matching green pair of very small panties that not so much covered her nethers as screamed, "Here they are!" Cute, they might have been, but they had to go. Right away.
Then, as promised, I lifted Meredith in my arms. (That was no easy feat. The woman is gorgeous, but as tall as I.) I carried her to the couch and plopped her down. She grinned up at me as I lifted a shin and used it to slowly pushed first one of her knees, then the other, out wide. Then I knelt and shook my head in delight at the feast spread before me. I dipped down and inhaled ostentatiously, but I also reveled at the soft aroma of excitement I scented. I began to kiss her inner thighs, belly, and occasionally her labia, never letting my lips land anywhere firmly or for very long.



Meredith just lay back with a contented sigh to enjoy the tease. I was looking up at her as she lazily dragged her fingertips across the fabric of the bra covering a glorious breast when she asked me, "So why did you want me to leave the bra on?"
I looked up at her with a grin. "Well, between the bra and my face, when Steff comes barging in on us, all your private bits will be covered, and we won't have an awkward situation."
"Nope!" said Meredith, shooting to her feet. "Nope, nope, nope! You lost your chance at couch sex, buster!" She flowed off swiftly out of the room. "We are going to my bedroom, where I can lock the door."
I enjoyed my joke, but otherwise shrugged. Bed play would be every bit as amazing as couch play, as long as Meredith was involved. As I followed, I asked, "In all seriousness, why does it get to you so much?"
Meredith looked over her shoulder at me, shrugging as she walked. "I... well... Hell, I don't know. Maybe I'm just worried she might take it as an invitation to join in." That certainly sent a few images dancing through my head for a moment before she could go on. "And besides a general lack of interest in threesomes, especially with my step-daughter, I just don't want to share you. You are mine," she said with finality. Then she added, just hair more quietly, "...tonight," as if to tell me that she wasn't laying some sort of claim. Or was she talking to herself?
As we passed into the master bedroom, I turned and locked the door myself, before Meredith could. "Thank you," she said, "but I thought you said that you weren't worried about Steff showing up."
"I'm really not," I said. "But I really, really want your undivided attention." As I pulled my shirt off over my head, I said with a lascivious grin, "If anyone is going to divide you tonight, I want to be the one doing the dividing!" Meredith's new mixed expression was half mocking laughter at my strained joke, and half whole-hearted agreement with my desires. I then proceeded to pull my jeans open, revealing that I had again gone commando. While I was struggling to remove my own fairly tight jeans, I asked Meredith. "Please let me see you take off that bra. Since we don't need it any more to protect your modesty, all I want to see is you."
Meredith smiled as she reached behind her back and let slip the hooks in back. I paused, only one leg free of my jeans at that point, as she hunched her shoulders forward and let the green undergarment slide down, freeing her glorious, delicious breasts. A low, guttural growl escaped my lips and I yanked the other pants leg free.
"Now, where were we?" I asked, moving to lift Meredith onto the bed so I could resume eating my dessert.
She pushed back against me for a moment. "No, I'm ready... ready to... dispense with foreplay for now." She lightly stepped to the bed and lay back atop the covers. "I've thought of nothing else, in every free moment since Tuesday than this." Tuesday, she had had a doctor's appointment for a new IUD. She had not needed birth-control since her husband passed away... until, apparently, she had met me! "Now, come over here and 'divide me'."
The sight of her, lying there on the bed fully naked, her legs demurely but invitingly crossed at the knees, and her soft brown eyes boring hungrily yet entreatingly into mine was breath-taking. My cock throbbed achingly as I walked slowly to the bed and climbed up on my hands and knees. I crawled across the bed from the foot to right beside her, put one hand on the bed on the other side of her and lowered my head to kiss her. I let all my hunger show itself in that kiss, and I felt an answering need, as powerful as my own but different, from her. I could not help myself but to caress a breast, squeezing it softly and rhythmically. Meredith traced a hand down my chest to my groin and grabbed my cock demandingly, tugging it toward her.
I lifted one knee and used it to press at Meredith's thighs, parting them. She spread them willingly, eagerly in fact, and I moved over her, my knees now between hers. Our kiss had broken just before, and we each breathed in hungry silence. I bent to suckle softly at a breast. My cock swung in the air like an arrow below me, dangling right above her sex.
"How did the appointment go Tuesday?" I asked quietly, unable to keep sudden uncertainty from my voice.
"Well, I went to it, obviously. Why?"
"You're not like, sore or anything? You feel good?"
"Of course! It is not the most pleasant of procedures, and a little undignified, honestly. But if I was still hurting, we would not be right here right now. I want this to be perfect."
"So do I," I blurted. "I'm sorry, I just don't know about them, you know?" meaning IUDs. I hated, absolutely hated, revealing myself as an ignorant child to this woman. But I had to know she was okay with this. Utterly okay.
The image of that four foot oil painting over the fireplace flashed into my mind. To make love to Meredith, I'd have to compete with the ghost of that stupidly handsome, charismatic, mature man! She missed him, I could tell. Would this just somehow re-awaken her pain?
"And you?" I asked, unable to keep my fear out of my voice as I searched for words that expressed my worries without sounding stupid. "Are you ready... I mean, it hasn't been that... I mean, he was...."
Meredith's hand had slipped from my cock during my desperate babbling and she laid a single finger on my lips, shushing me. "Scott, darling, shut up!" she smiled. "I am an adult woman in excellent health. There is nothing I can imagine you wanting to do with me that would cause me injury."
I flushed at the gentle trust in her words. "But..."
"Shut. Up." She smiled at me. "My emotions are equally healthy. Matthew will always have a large place in my soul, but that place is not a jagged, painful hole, it is a rock of support for me in the rest of what I hope and believe will be a full, happy life." I nodded down at her that I felt like I could understand that. "But I do have one distress," she added.
"What?" I asked, freshly worried. "What can I do?" I wanted this woman to be happy. I wanted desperately to screw her, but I found I wanted her to be happy more.
"I am horny, Scott. I am desperately horny for you," she laughed with a stern edge. "I am lying here in desperate need, and there you are, looming magnificently over me, that beautiful penis dangling down there, more than ready to do its part for me, and You. Are. Dithering!" Her arms rose and wrapped around me, pulling me down upon her softly, yet irresistibly. I lay as lightly as I could atop her, my knees between her legs, my throbbing, anguished cock pressed between our bodies and I felt that that organ occupying both our thoughts.
I buried my face in the crook of Meredith's neck. Her perfume was faint but heady, and I was certain it was a different one than I had noticed before. I shifted, and my cock slipped down between her thighs, its tip tracing along her cleft. She was more than damp and I dragged my glans along her wetness.
I'm not sure that my worries had been put to rest, but I had permission, reassurance, and indeed an entreaty to do what I desperately wanted to do.
I pushed upward. My cock pressed against Meredith and slid smoothly into perfect alignment along her sex. I applied more pressure and the tip slid smoothly into her firm, waiting resistance. We both sighed at the pleasure of that first penetration and I paused for a moment to savor just that little bit of myself inside her. But I didn't pause for long. My own impatience had a firm hold of me, and I sighed mightily as I drove myself into her in a single, slow, but somehow mighty stroke. Meredith's pussy did not so much resist my intrusion as welcome me into its firm, warm embrace. We both sighed in the release of pent-up need.
I paused again for a moment to again savor the joy of being inside Meredith, buried fully within her marvelously receptive, roiling cauldron. But I could not hold still, no matter how much I just wanted to experience the joining. I withdrew only a little and then drove back inside her, harder this time. In only a few strokes, I was swiftly driving nearly my full length in and out of Meredith, waves of pleasure radiating outward through my body from each thrust of my cock.
"Oh, man," gasped Meredith beneath me. "Maybe your cock is bigger than I wanted to admit."
"Huh?" I grunted. Witty repartee had not been my strength since climbing into bed with Meredith that evening. My brain was clearly a little short on blood.
"You make me feel so full!" she explained with an enthusiastic groan, pressing her hips back against my thrusts and grabbing my ass in both hands to pull me into her harder.
I twisted my neck and hunched my back to let me clasp a breast in my mouth. I kissed across its surface to the nipple and literally slobbered all over it. I ran my tongue softly over each and every tiny goosebump outlining her aureole before biting gently at the upthrust nipple. And I never stopped driving into her as I nursed.
Then I straightened up and slid my knees under me, pulling both our hips upward. Meredith braced her own feet against the bed to support her in this new position and I resumed my almost desperate thrusts. I smiled down at the answering gleam in her eyes as we shared in the effort to slide my cock in and out of her. I slowed my movements to savor the moment, but while this clearly felt great for both of us, it was work lifting ourselves up like that. I was starting to sweat, and I could see perspiration glistening over Meredith's naked form, the droplets of moisture giving her a magical sheen in the indirect halogen lighting of her bedroom. It was incredibly sexy-feeling, but too hard to be able to really enjoy for long.
I collapsed forward a little, driving Meredith higher up the bed as I did so, and we each paused our efforts, cuddling together with me still deeply impaled in her as we regained our breath. Our moist bodies slid easily against each other as we lay there, but made an almost sucking sound as I leaned upward and our chests peeled apart. I began to push in and out of her once more and Meredith moaned happily as I drove into her with a brisk rhythm.
After perhaps a minute or two, Meredith lifted first one leg, then the other and sinuously wrapped them both around me, crossing them over my pumping ass and squeezing me with her thighs. With her legs up high like that, I was thrilled to find that I was probing even deeper inside her. I responded by increasing my pace and soon both of us were growing short of breath once more, only this time not from over-exertion.
I felt that I needed to be even deeper inside her still, even as my urgency grew. I grabbed one of her thighs where it wrapped around me and lifted it even higher until my torso pressed against it as we screwed. I pulled the other leg up as well and Meredith was bent nearly double beneath me, knees against her chest, feet splaying out wide as her knees hooked over my upper arms.
And I travelled even deeper inside her.
"You... are so... incredible," I gasped down to Meredith as we held each other's eyes and I sent vibrations through her body with each thrust. She just smiled back at me, her own breathing too ragged now to respond with words. Instead, I felt her clamping down on my invading member even harder. She threw her arms back above her head and they thrashed about softly across the mattress.
I wanted it to go on forever. But I also desperately wanted to come, to feel the glorious, explosive release of ejaculating inside this fantastic creature beneath me, filling her with my seed. Without much warning, I did.
I moaned explosively as I suddenly lurched involuntarily and felt jizz boil out of my cock and rush into Meredith's depths. In three mighty, rapid-fire bursts, I emptied myself, completing the event the way my body had been designed for, only maybe more so.
Beneath me, and so close to simultaneously I have no idea which of us kicked off first, Meredith also exploded in orgasmic bliss. Her bird-like keening was more powerful than I had yet heard, but it was still tantalizingly quiet. Her body was not so restrained. She bucked beneath me, rolling her head side to side, while the walls of her vagina clamped down spasmodically on my pulsing, spewing cock. Her arms, which had dangled idly above her head moments before shot straight out to her sides and she bunched the covers in claw-like hands.
We froze in place, not even breathing, for a glorious, timeless moment.
Then I collapsed bonelessly atop her. Her legs slipped free of my arms and fell back to the bed, splayed wide beneath me. I lay atop her, our naked, sweaty chests sticking together once more. Incredibly, after that exertion and explosion, neither of us were fighting for oxygen, just heaving deep, comfortable breaths in perfect unison. In the afterglow, I felt as if we had each crawled into the other's skin and made a home.
I have no idea how long we lay there like that before I summoned the energy to raise my head so I could kiss Meredith Chisholm deeply and passionately... the way she deserved to be kissed. I grasped her shoulders softly and she wrapped her arms around me as I lay atop her. Our lips caressed each other's as we extended the fading embers of the recent inferno of passion.
At last, I raised my head smiled down at her. "Well, that was okay," I chuckled.
Meredith snorted back, "Yes. That was indeed okay. Maybe a bit more than that...." Then she struggled beneath my weight and grunted, "But I'm afraid you need to get off of me right now."
I rolled off of her instantly, and asked quickly, "Was I crushing you?"
Meredith just shook her head, "No. Of course not," she reassured me. "But you were just pressing on my bladder," she added quickly as she lunged out of the bed and ran into the bathroom.
I collapsed over onto my back and tried to process the incredible experience, which was hard. My brain was still piecing itself back together and I think I would have had a hard time giving you the square root of four right then.
The door to the bathroom opened and Meredith leaned out. She had her toothbrush stuck in her mouth and pasty foam ran down her chin. She pointed at the operation imperiously. I slid out of the bed and followed her into the bathroom. She had kept the dentist sample brush she'd given me the week before.
Brushed and abluted, we crawled back into the bed and embraced once more. We interspersed idle kisses with a discussion of the botanical park's Christmas lights while I summoned my energies for a second round. I was musing on the huge Christmas tree encrusted in lights that were animated almost like a Jumbotron, and asked her how she though they programmed it.
I was answered with a soft snore.
I smiled down at her face, beautiful in repose as it always was... and spent an eternity trying to extricate my arm from under her without waking her. I succeeded and lay back to ponder the joy of my existence... and to fall asleep myself in seconds.
I awoke slowly but happily, with the most unfamiliar, but incredible sensation of pleasure. Meredith had awoken before me and was kneeling beside me on the bed. She had gotten my cock up first, before me, and my member throbbed a good morning to me as it filled her bobbing mouth. I smiled and idly reached out a hand to grope at a dangling breast, filling my grip with firm, warm flesh.
At this signal that I was fully awake, Meredith lifted her head off my penis and smiled at me. My cock suddenly felt cold and lonely, and I smiled, "Please don't stop!"
"Oh?" asked Meredith archly. She rose on her knees and moved to straddle me, looking down at my face. Her hand, which had never relinquished it grip on me, guided my cock up against her damp labia. She pressed down gently, then paused just before I slipped inside her. "Are you sure you don't want me to stop the blowjob?"
"Please stop! Please stop," I begged, playfully entreating.
Meredith just smiled and sank downward, enveloping my shaft in her glory. "It's about time you woke up," said Meredith, somehow making idle conversation as she humped up and down on me. "You fell asleep on me last night before we could do this."
"I fell asleep on you?" I replied tartly, thrusting my hips upwards into her. "It took me half an hour to get my arm out from under you without waking you when you started snoring!"
Meredith just smiled, threw her bed-tousled head back and increased the pace of her rise and fall atop me. She looked back down on me and remarked, "While I was waking you up, it occurred to me; you need to shave."
I ran one hand over my still pretty smooth chin and then lifted both to clasp her breasts, waving so enticingly above me. She leaned forward happily into my grasp, but went on. "No, silly. I meant down here," she said pointing down to the sopping, dark, curly hair around the base of my probing shaft that was appearing and disappearing inside her.
These words were the first ones I can remember Meredith ever saying that I was one hundred percent not on board with. I smiled but immediately resolved to distract her from this kind of utterly monstrous speculation. I tugged at her nipples and drove my hips up off the bed.
My sudden upping of the ante derailed the conversation as the two of us coupled with greatly increased vigor. That morning sex was not the romantic, mind-blowing event of the night before. It was athletic, certainly orgasmic, and just plain fun. And it got her off that subject of waving a knife around the region of my penis. I thought.
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Tuesday. Final performance day.
I walked into the small theater where Acting 101 was held. I meandered up to the row behind where Steff sat, and sat down behind her. Idly, I gave her shoulders a quick massage. Then I extended my efforts because her shoulders were tense in anticipation. We had decided not to tell anyone in class that we had started dating in the time since we had all chosen our final performance scenes. Half the class assumed we were dating all along. The other half, who had also assumed that, but who we had told vociferously that we were not, would only fill the air with "A-Ha!"s and "I knew it!"s. Also, our scene was sexy and romantic, and we'd look like better actors if no one knew we were fucking now.
Just before class began, our friend Tony hustled in, his scene partner and girlfriend trailing behind. He plopped down next to Steff and without preamble, began to beg. "Friday night, guys. Please! You know you want to," he wheedled. He had been after us to join his and Kimmie's improv team since before they first competed themselves. A new series of performance competitions would begin in the new year and Tony was desperate to get us up to speed with the detailed ins and outs before then.
Steff and I were saved from saying no right then, an answer we both privately were finding it harder and harder to give, by the arrival of our professor. Time for performances!
Tony and Jimmie were in the first half hour, and they did great. Tony was unable to resist and ad-libbed a line. It got a huge laugh, but it derailed Kimmie a little bit. And after they were finished, it got him a scolding from the prof about the inadvisability of rewriting a scene in front of a live audience.
Steff and I were third from the last to go. I suspected the professor had manipulated the supposedly random order of performances because he knew our particular scene well and was convinced we would either kill, or crash and burn spectacularly. Either way, we wouldn't screw up the whole class that way.
We killed.
The scene isn't a comedy, but it has some laughs. All my funny lines got appreciative chuckles, along with a few raunchy hoots at the dirty ones. Steff had fewer comedic moments, but she delivered one so well it got a reaction that made us have to pause for our classmates to finally shut up. The sad and angry parts were met with strained, appreciative silence. The outright sexy parts got plenty of gratifying rumbling from the audience. The final kiss that we ended the scene with resulted in a lot of audible "Whoa!"s from the crowd, along with tons of applause.
That kiss was not in the original script, but I had spontaneously kissed Steff when we finished our first really good rehearsal, and we'd decided to keep it in. I'll admit that when the time came, I chickened out from kissing Steff as long and hard as we had rehearsed, but it did the job.
I knew we had killed for sure when, as the applause died, I heard Carson Williams, hands down the best actor in the class, and whose pairing went next, say loudly, "You mean I have to fucking follow that?"
He needn't have worried. His timing is impeccable, his partner was good, and they were doing a Marx Brothers skit.
When the unfortunate pairing who had to go last after Carson had finished their honestly quite serviceable performance, the professor announced that there would be no class Thursday, since we had gotten in everybody that day. We all cheered and filed out of the theater for the last time... at least until most of us returned for 102 in the Spring semester.
Tony descended on us as we left. "You two were like Hanks and Ryan up there," he exclaimed before immediately returning to the subject of us doing improv in front of strangers for (almost no) money.
On a post-performance high, I look at Steff. She nodded and we gave in, agreeing to give a try Friday night.
Since we had no class Thursday afternoon, and we both had nothing else going on except studying for a couple of finals, Steff and I decided to hang out together instead. And since Atlanta was is the midst of a crazy warm late Fall heat wave, Steff finally invited me over to enjoy her pool.
I arrived about one-thirty as promised, and rang the bell. I was wearing my baggy blue board shorts and a faded, ridiculous Garfield t-shirt. I had a towel and a bag of regular clothes to change into if the water was actually warm enough to get in. I also had a text book, under the pretense that we might actually study.
Steff answered the door in a bikini. In fact, it was the red bikini she had (mostly) worn in the photo shoot that had accidentally brought us together in the first place. We exchanged a quick kiss and she danced back into the house. "I stuck a foot in the water. The sun and the heater has it feeling perfect! Honestly, it is cool to be treating and heating the pool this week, instead of draining it for the Winter." she said excitedly, as we went through the house.
Steff and Meredith live in a large house in the suburbs. There isn't a lot of land, but the backyard was large enough to more than accommodate a small but very deluxe pool and nested hot tub, their surrounding patio, and a stretch of grass. The back was also surrounded by a thick hedge of high yews, which were standard issue for most of the backyards in the development, apparently. They provided some excellent privacy, I reflected as my gaze slipped inexorably from the hedge to Steff's tight, red bikini-clad ass.
"Beer?" asked Steff, reaching into a small cooler and grabbing a Coors. I said please and she tossed me the can, before grabbing a second for herself. We cracked open our beers and toasted to the "A+"s we had received in our emails that morning for our performance. Yep, we had killed.
"The only problem about Tuesday," I mused, "was my letting Tony seize the moment to rope both of us into joining the improv team."
"Oh, come on," reassured Steff, "we were both going to give in eventually. I know I'd already given up internally."
"Me too," I said. "Although I'm glad to hear you say that I didn't involuntarily draft you." I fumed just a little bit before going on, "I'm just grumpy that we didn't take the opportunity to make them bribe us into it. Dinner at some place like Trader Vic's on Tony's dime would have hit the spot."
"Yeah, that is true," agreed Steff, a little crestfallen. Then she brightened, "Hey! You really suck as a negotiator, you know that?" I cheerfully flipped her off and reminded her that she could have held out for a price also.
Steff stickler tongue out at me and shrugged. "Alea iacta est."
"I took Latin too, Steff," I said acerbically to hide my nervousness. "But we don't actually cross the Rubicon until tomorrow night, and I'm worried that things might go well."
"You are worried that they might go well?" asked Steff with a bark of laughter.
"Yeah," I shrugged. If they went too well, I might start to like it too much. "If they go too well, I'll have to hang out with Tony a lot more," I finished with a mock shudder.
"Heaven forbid," said Steff, taking a sip of beer. "But that is for worrying about tomorrow. This afternoon is for drinking a beer or two, jumping the water if I get the chance, and studying hard so I don't need to tomorrow."
She seemed entirely serious about all the studying. My lone text book suddenly seemed like it was going to be a lot less sufficient for my needs. "You are really going to study that much?" I asked. "I mean, you just got an A+ in the only class you haven't seemed convinced that you were going to ace."
"Stephanie is convinced that she is going to ace the other classes because she studies so hard for them, Scott," said Meredith from behind us. We both turned and saw Meredith, in full Alpha-Lawyer suit and get up, briefcase still slung over her shoulder.
"Hey Meredith!" called Steff. "What are you doing home at two o'clock on a Thursday?"
Meredith and I simply exchanged glances. My gaze said wordlessly, "What she asked." Among other things...
Meredith sighed. "I find myself scheduled for a dinner later this evening with a family that are among my best clients," she said a bit distastefully. "We are to celebrate a recent good fortunate, and to plot how to screw over the other, even more odious, half of their family. I've already billed eight hours today, so I thought I'd take the afternoon off to steel myself."
"Would a beer help your blackened, shriveled, litigator's soul," asked Steff cheerfully, pulling another Coors from the cooler and holding it up.
"Please."
Steff didn't even get up. She just tossed the beer to Meredith, who caught it easily, without looking. She cracked it open and took a long pull with her always alluring crooked lips.
I returned to my question. "Come on Meredith, Steff is going to get into whatever law school she wants."
Steff muttered, "Ha!"
Meredith calmly replied, "I believe that you are probably right. But when the school she most wants to get into is Harvard Law, it pays to take every precaution."
"Well, aren't you fancy?" I said to Steff. "How have you never told me that you were hunting the biggest of game?"
"I'm highly competitive, remember," Steff replied with a smirk, and returned to her Advanced Statistics text.
Meredith looked up at the sun and asked, "It is totally gorgeous out here today, isn't it? Would you two mind if I joined you for a while?"
"Sure! Come on," said Steff. I had learned almost from the start that I was unlikely to be consulted about much of anything when the two of them were together.
I realized then that my one book would be sufficient to my needs after all. I was unlikely to be able to pay much attention to my work, not with Steff's hard, perfect body in that barely there bikini and Meredith in that gorgeous peach-colored suit dress with the deceptively high hem and just more than a skosh of cleavage.
Yeah. Poor, poor, pitiful me.
"Let me get rid of this," said Meredith, indicating her briefcase. "I may actually read for pleasure for a bit," she added, mostly to herself, and headed back into the house.
I figured there was an inevitable hard-on or two in the offing this afternoon, especially with the two of them out there, so I decided to save my forays into the water for when I need to hide those. I picked up my book and tried to study. At least it was an interesting subject; interesting enough to keep me from constantly peeking over the top to gaze at Steff's shapely tits in that bikini top and imagining her out of said top. My first view of Steff's naked tits had been in those photos of her in and half out of the same red bikini. The pictures would always have a special place in my mind. So, yeah, I peeked. A lot.
But not constantly.
I was in a rare moment of actual immersion in the text, finally puzzling out an obscure point that had escaped me before then, when I heard Steff practically shriek, "Meredith!" I jerked my eyes up to Steff and she was sitting bolt upright on her chaise. Her expression was half amused, but fully scandalized.
I swung my eyes to Meredith, who was strolling back out on the patio.
I was bummed to see that she had not only ditched her briefcase, but had changed out of that glorious, sexy business outfit.
Bullshit.
She moved onto the pool patio carrying a paperback novel. She was wearing a high-cut, french-style bikini bottom in brilliant white, and a gauzy black pool coverup. The cover up was almost completely sheer, which didn't matter since it was completely open. You will note I haven't yet described her top. That's because she wasn't wearing one. She looked at Steff with an expression of utter, sincere puzzlement on her face. "What?"
I made a note to never play poker with Meredith Chisholm.
She just casually walked past me, favoring me with just a bland smile, then grabbed the cushioned chaise on the other side of Stef's from my own. She tugged it into a slightly better angle, slid the coverup which was not covering anything up anyway off her shoulders and sat on the side of the seat.
Steff was still staring at her. When Meredith looked back, Steff visibly shifted her gaze back and forth between Meredith's bland face and her exposed chest. Meredith pretended to finally understand what had Steff so shocked. "Come on, Stephanie!" she scoffed mildly. "When was the last time either of us recently lay out here with a top on? I'm honestly surprised you are wearing yours."
'Recently', I had sussed out in recent days, was code between the two for: Since Meredith had been widowed and Steff made an orphan.
In reply, Steff just wordlessly indicated me.
Meredith just crossed her arms in opposition, a gesture with the added benefit of pressing her breasts upward. "Please," she said firmly. "Are you telling me that you have anything Scott hasn't seen... in detail?"
Steff just stared at Meredith in disbelief that they were having this conversation front of me. I didn't believe it either, but I was getting used to being utterly bemused whenever I was around these two at the same time. "No..." Steff admitted finally. "But I really do have a lot of work to do this afternoon!"
Meredith just sighed. "Your father I really should have tried harder to get you to take a gap year and wander Europe like I did," she said with a soft shake of her head. "Then you would have spent enough time on topless beaches to realize that men are actually quite easily capable of seeing naked breasts and not turning into slobbering, uncontrolled beasts."
Steff stared at her for a moment longer, then reached back behind her to tug at the ties other bikini top. She paused and looked over her shoulder at me. "I'm serious. No slobbering beast?"
Oh. I was suddenly allowed to speak, huh? "Cross my heart," I said somberly, deliberately taking my hungry eyes off her, off both of them, and looking down at my textbook. "Heaven forbid that I do anything to chance the appearance of tan lines on the torso of anyone in this household," I muttered quite loudly.
I heard no laughter, and worried I might have spoken more than was allowed. I looked up again quickly and briefly met two pairs of twinkling eyes.
Steff tugged her top loose and laid it aside. She grabbed a can of aerosol sunscreen and calmly coated her now exposed tits. She grabbed her textbook and tossed the can to Meredith, who caught it with a thank you.
I really, really, wanted to volunteer my services with the sunscreen, but thought it best not to press my luck. Besides, that fucking aerosol stuff was way too easy for Meredith to apply by herself, rendering any help I could have offered transparently unnecessary.
And there the three of us sat, in companionable silence. I actually studied my textbook (mostly). Steff worked away at some problems for Statistics. Meredith quietly lay back, spectacularly of course, and read whatever trashy romance novel she held. I knew it was a trashy romance because the cover featured two and a half acres of cleavage, and because her nipples were getting a little hard.
After around half an hour, Steff slapped down her pencil and declared, "There! Last Stats homework of the year done." She unfolded herself from the chaise and wordlessly dove into the pool. She immediately burst back to the surface and gasped, "Wow! The heater hasn't done as good a job as I thought!" I laughed. Meredith winced. Steff still swum around a bit before she swayed up the steps toward me.
Jesus.
Water glistened all over her body, sparkling in the sun and running down her curves in rivulets. She lifted her arms and ran her fingers through her short brown hair. That raised her beautiful tits up and I could only stare at her nipples, almost violently erect from the cold water. By the time she reached her chaise and grabbed a towel, the tent which had disappeared from my board shorts in the recent quiet made a rapid, eager return.
I considered hopping in the pool, to hide my rather inescapable condition until it subsided. Then I shrugged and told myself 'fuck it.' I could be wordlessly raunchy too. I leaned back in my chaise, read my book, and let my trunks tent up mightily. I heard one of them snort quietly. Out of the corner of my eye, I saw Meredith lean over and poke Steff. She pointed at me and Steff followed her gesture.
"Pretty brazen there, Talbott!" laughed Steff.
I wordlessly looked up at her, then down at her delectable tits, then past her to Meredith's graceful, exposed form, then back at Steff's boobs for good measure, before meeting her gaze again. I then just shrugged and went back to my book.
I received ten whole seconds before the shoe dropped.
"Scott, darling!" came Meredith's voice, so sugary sweet I knew something was up. Steff shifted a tiny bit at the endearment, which had recently crept into Meredith's vocabulary. "Something, I can't imagine what, makes me think to ask if you remembered."
I looked at her warily.
"Have you had a chance to take care of my suggestion?"
"Suggestion?" put in Steff.
"Suggestion?" I asked. I had a sneaking suspicion that I had wanted to forget whatever suggestion that she had made....
"Yes," said Meredith, not pleased, but not surprised that I had forgotten what she had said. "I told you that we would all be much happier if you shaved the bushes from around the base of that tree," she said, pointing an elegant finger at the erection I had so very unwisely failed to hide.
I was speechless. I was very unenthused at the sudden turn in events, but mostly I was speechless. Steff was not.
"You want him to shave his balls?" she exclaimed, her voice shocked.
"Well," replied Meredith calmly, "I'm not putting them in my mouth while they are still covered with pubes. I assume that you won't either. Or at least I wouldn't recommend it."
"Meredith!" Steff gasped.
"Are we still teaching?" asked Meredith mildly. "If you haven't tried paying oral attention to the testicles, I will tell you, men do love it. Also, a shaved man just looks bigger." She turned to me as if Steff had not interrupted her plot. "I am going with the assumption, Darling, that you have not shaved yourself and just forgot about it?"
I looked at her like a trapped animal.
"Meredith, I... Steff... I mean..." I spluttered. At last I just exclaimed, "Look, I do not want to shave my junk! The last thing I want it to wave a sharp blade around down there. It is fucking terrifying."
Now they both laughed at me. "You aren't getting any sympathy from the women present about shaving your groin, Buster," said Steff firmly.
I buried my face back in my textbook, probably blushed a little, and muttered something insincere about considering it more fully.
Meredith seemed to feel that she had made her point, and resigned to the idea that she would be making it again later. She lifted her book and resumed reading herself.
I fretted about that 'later'....
Steff was still amused at the suggestion, and at my discomfort, and grinned at me for a few minutes. She resumed reading for not much more than a moment before she leapt up and almost ran into the house. I looked after her, then shrugged. Laughter led to calls of nature with women, I'd learned.
With Steff gone, I turned to Meredith and asked, "So tell me about these maniac customers of yours."
Steff's absence also had Meredith apparently ready to converse as well. She laid down her book and told me, "They really aren't so bad. Most of the time, dealing with them is nothing more than herding cats. But the cousins screwed them once upon a time and the one thing all my group agrees on wholeheartedly is reaming them out hard with every legal opportunity that presents itself. It can get a little exhausting, and Oh Dear Lord, I am so sorry Scott!!!"



That was a bit of a non-sequitur and I turned to follow her gaze.
Well, fuck me sideways with the rough end of a pineapple.
Seriously, I'd have preferred that right then.
Steff was approaching, a smile on her face like a kid with a new bike... and her hands full of a tube of shave gel, a modern safety razor, and an electric ladies' personal trimmer.
"Oh Stephanie, really?" asked Meredith, surprise in her voice for perhaps the first time since I'd known her. "Let him think about it a little longer. He will come around."
'No, I will not,' flickered through my thoughts.
"Meredith, now is the time," said Steff firmly, but with her smile still brimming on her face. "Scott can be unbelievably stubborn. It can be admirable and useful sometimes, but he is never going to decide to agree to your awesome idea on his own."
"Now is the time to strike," Steff went on, literally shaking her mesmerizing titties at me while pointing at Meredith's own magnificent bosom with the trimmer, "With the two of us here like this, he won't be able to refuse."
"I don't know," I replied hotly, though my eyes were glued to Steff's tits, which were still being wobbled at me. "I can refuse a lot when it comes to knives and my junk!"
Out of the corner of my eye, I sensed Meredith leaning forward sinuously. I turned and she was indeed leaning forward. Her arms were braced straight, hands on her knees, and upper arms squishing her bosom together. "Steff makes a compelling argument, Scott," she said smoothly, suddenly and alarmingly on board Steff's scheme. "I think you will agree... if you want Steff or me to lick, suck and otherwise pleasure your testicles going forward, that is," she replied with a straight face. "Shall we talk settlement?" came in her lawyer's voice.
I just sighed. No one had ever sucked my balls before, and I honestly had never thought about it. Suddenly, that was all I was thinking of.
Meredith inspected Steff's lady trimmer, which I suspected differed from a man's personal trimmer only in the pink color of the plastic. "Shall we?" she 'asked' me sprightly.
The sight of that razor and trimmer warred in my mind with the indistinct but urgent image of Meredith or Steff Making It Worth It.
Fuck it. You only live once, and I found I fundamentally trusted Meredith. I might have held firm against just Steff.
Might.
I stood up, untied my board shorts, and tugged them down. My cock bounced free, hanging about three-quarters erect. Apparently it knew what was in store for it. But it also knew that it had topless Meredith to the left and topless Steff to the right, and the last time that had happened had been... awesome.
I have a weirdly compartmented brain. Or maybe just a male brain. I don't know.
"The hot tub, I think," said Meredith. With my capitulation, she seemed ready to take charge again. "Let's sit on the edge. The hot water will help Scott relax.
"Want me to trim him up first?" Steff asked Meredith as the three of us sat on the edge of the small, round hot tub jutting out into the pool. "I know what I'm doing there."
"Excellent," said Meredith, "but let's make sure that Scott is in a condition to make it easy to keep him out of the way of our 'knives'." I almost bolted at that, but when Meredith reached out, clasped my cock in her fingertips and proceeded to caress it wonderfully, I subsided and felt my erection rise fully to the occasion. Now that I was hard as a rock, and my scrotum pulled tight, Meredith swung my shaft out of the way so Steff could trim off my long hairs, starting with the pubes above and at the root. The trimmer was designed for pubes after all, so I was only moderately terrified as she worked. I leaned back and spread my legs at Steff's instruction and she started to trim around things. Meredith helped by lifting and swinging my scrotum out of the way as Steff knocked down all my pubes underneath and along the taint, as well as down to my fairly hairless thighs. I'm not a naturally hairy guy, so it was reasonably easy for the two of them to decide how far to go.
Steff and Meredith leaned over and bent their heads together over my cock, looking the progress over closely. I want to be clear. I was not enjoying this. Seriously, I wasn't. That's how uncomfortable I was.
But the fact that both of them retained their hold on my junk while they searched for stray long hairs and clipped them off made it pleasurable enough to endure.
Satisfied that I was trimmed down to stubble, Meredith massaged shave gel all around my groin, took Steff's razor, and began to shave me with reassuringly careful strokes, explaining her technique to Steff, who watched intently and asked questions.
She didn't knick me once. I sighed a deep breath of relief when she declared herself finished. Steff looked at me critically and said, "You know Scott, you really do look bigger now. If I didn't know you well already, I might be scared of that thing!"
I was about to sink into the water to rinse off when Meredith brandished the trimmer again. "Testicle time," she said calmly. My protest died when Meredith leaned over, buzzing clippers in her hand, and slid her mouth down over my cock... way down over my cock. I groaned happily, while inwardly berating myself for being so damned easy to manipulate.
"Hey!" exclaimed Steff, and Meredith slowly let my dick slip from her mouth, her tongue trailing along it as it slid free. "He's been pretty patient so far," she said, licking her lips, "I think he deserved some motivation for the final bit."
Steff looked at her for a moment, then smiled and bent down herself, grabbing my shaft and running her extended tongue all over the head and down the length. She kissed the tip gently then rose and whispered in my ear, loudly enough for Meredith to hear over the jets of the tub, "In a minute, I can do that to your balls..."
My spirit broken, I turned my head away, leaned back with my arms behind me and closed my eyes.
The trimmer buzzed. My ball sack was tugged this way and that. Someone kissed my glans again. I think it was Meredith. More work was done, but I never felt anything sharp even brush my super delicate skin at any point. The buzzing stopped and I opened one eye to look down. Despite knowing I was uninjured, I still expected fountains of blood. Instead, all I saw was my baby smooth cock in a very unbaby-like state of tumescence. I looked around warily for the razor, but Meredith set everything aside. She looked back at me.
"The hair on your scrotum itself is fine, soft, and sparse. Just keep it trimmed a close as possible and you don't need to risk an actual blade," she advised me quite clinically.
I slid into the water and, with the exception of the slightest sting where a pube had gotten tugged, it actually felt really good. The hot water roiled around my groin and it felt strange but nice with no hair to impede the flow. But Steff and Meredith didn't follow me down into the tub, so I pushed my way back up and out to sit on the side between them again. I looked down at my steel-hard rod as it waved idly upright in my lap. "Damn," I observed, "I think it does look bigger this way."
"Indeed it does," replied Meredith in a voice that had overtones of, 'I told you so.'
Steff seemed the most fascinated by the phenomenon, and was staring intently down at my cock, standing newly prominent in its novel isolation. Almost involuntarily, her fingers reached out toward it. "I still have a ton of work to do, but I suppose I did promise a reward for good behavior, didn't I," she mused, not looking up.
"When training both dogs and men, it is okay to tease the reward," observed Meredith, who leaned in to grace just the whisper of a kiss on my ear before continuing, "but it is important to always follow through with it in the end."
Steff snorted a laugh, but then silently slid down into the water and moved to face me between my legs. "You'll have to tell me how I'm doing," she told Meredith. Her hand cupped my nearly hairless balls and then caressed them with her fingertips. She bent and wrapped her lips around the head and slid me inside her mouth, her tongue softly caressing it as it slid past. She bobbed slowly up and down, and I leaned back again, a long, low growl bursting from my throat as my nethers churned in pleasure. Steff slid her lips free of my johnson and smirked up at me. "Let's try this, shall we?" she murmured, mostly to herself and she slid downward to drag her tongue across my ball sack. I quivered.Then she kissed each ball lightly. The sensation of oral attention to my sack was novel, and fairly awesome. Then Steff slipped one into her mouth and suckled on it. My growl faded to an anticipatory sigh.
I opened my eyes as Meredith slid down into the water beside Steff. She nudged Steff, who popped her mouth off my sack and looked at her in mock indignation. "I believe," Meredith said, "that I deserve a turn."
Steff grumbled a little, then with mock grumpiness and I thought a little real reluctance, slid back from me, letting Meredith slide instantly between my legs. She caressed my shaft softly, then slid her fingertips down to brush gently over my scrotum. I trembled in anticipation what this glorious, experienced creature would do to me. Steff seemed equally curious, or more likely she saw this as another chance to learn. Whatever her motivations, she remained down in the water, soldier to shoulder with Meredith. I was not complaining. I was looking down at four scrumptious breasts in a row, bobbing gently, just at the water's surface.
Meredith bent down further and kissed my testicles gently but lingeringly. Then she cradled my shaft in her hand and licked her way up the underside of my penis, circling the tip as she reached it. But rather than suck my cock into her mouth, she simply kissed her way back down to my sack once more. Her fingers cupped my balls, lifting them, and she opened her uneven lips and engulfed my entire scrotum in her mouth. She suckled hard on me, leaning backward to tug my sack along with her by force of her suction alone. Her fingers, no longer supporting my balls, trailed tormentingly along my taint.
Her lips still clasping my family jewels, Meredith let her head roll back and forth, her lovely cheeks rubbing freely along my freshly shaven groin, clearly enjoying my smooth condition. With a gasp, she released me and straightened up, smiling at me. "There now," she exclaimed, "isn't that worth the effort?"
I just grunted. And reflected that oral attention to your testicles would be just a tiny part of any blowjob, but much like pepper on scrambled eggs, once you've had it, it'll never be the same without it.
I resigned myself to shaving my junk for the rest of my life.
"Well!" Meredith then said briskly. "That's sorted out. I guess we can all get back to our books." With that she stood up smoothly. Now, the sight of a topless Meredith rising from a hot tub right in front of me, water steaming down her scrumptious breasts and belly, should have been the best fucking thing ever, but her words had me feeling a bit like Wile E. Coyote, just after he ran blindly off the edge of a cliff!
Steff came to my rescue. "Oh, come on Meredith," she laughed, "You're killing him!" she too slid to her feet in the water, with similarly spectacular visuals as when she had left the pool, but she merely plopped her perfect ass down on the edge of the tub beside me and kissed my lightly on the cheek. She turned to Meredith, who had not moved any further. "Besides, Scott started his journey to hairless balls with the two of us taking turns," she began, idly pressing a scrumptious tit against my upper arm, "I think it is only fitting we celebrate his journey's shaven end with the same!"
Relenting in her tease, Meredith just smiled down at my cock. "It really is even more beautiful now, if that is possible," she mused as she sank back down into the water before me. All ten of her fingertips brushed my hairless scrotum and she bent to engulf my cock between her magical lips. After a short series of shallow bobs, she did... something inside her mouth to me that she had not done before and my hips spasmed involuntarily in sheer stimulative bliss. I groaned involuntarily, "Yessss!"
Startled, Steff looked down at my cock, imbedded halfway in Meredith's mouth. "Wow," she blurted out, "I obviously also still need to learn some more tricks."
Meredith wrapped a hand firmly around the base of my shaft and slipped her face free of my cock. She looked up as Steff, a line of saliva briefly running from the tip of my cock to her lips, and declared calmly, "To paraphrase half the movies ever made, I may have taught you everything that you recently learned about fellatio, but I'm damned if I'm going to teach you all I know!" With that, she bent back down and spent a glorious minute or so lavishing kisses and licks all over my testicles, torturing me particularly wonderfully around the hyper-sensitive skin on the bottom. Finally, with a wicked look at Steff, she pulled back away, keeping her breasts just exactly half-submerged.
Steff was happy to take the invitation and slid back into the water, moving between my legs. She clasped my cock lightly, massaging the base as she licked me all over. I reflected that she had learned a lot from Meredith's advice during our first, um, encounter. She kept gently jacking my dick as she dipped down to apply her tongue to my nut sack.
Yes. I was definitely going to be shaving my pubes from now on, damnit.
Meredith was not paying much attention to Steff at that point however. Instead, she rose from the tub and sat beside me. She reached up, grasped my jaw gently, and turned my head to kiss her. She laid a deep, powerful liplock on me that would have curled my toes all by itself, had they not been rolled up tight already from what Steff was pulling off down below. Man, I loved kissing Meredith.
Now, the first time these two had decided to compete with each other, using my cock as the main playing piece, I had essentially let myself be paralyzed, lest something I did stopped things in their tracks. I suddenly resolved that I was not going to be totally passive again during such an amazing experience.
I turned slightly more toward Meredith and lifted my hands to cup underneath her glorious breasts, letting my fingers gently but firmly sink into her heavy, yielding flesh. She murmured her approval around her tongue, buried as it was in my mouth. I slid a finger upward on her left breast and let it hungrily circle her nipple, which was firmly erect like a signpost to pleasure.
The three of us sat there with me at the erotic center for a lovely period lasting I don't know how long. Then Steff finally straightened up, my balls leaving her lips with an audible pop. Meredith felt and heard her, and pulled away from me to sink back into the water at Steff's obvious invitation. As she leaned in to caress me and explore my penis's extent with her tongue, Steff rose up to sit by me. Meredith may have been at least pretending to ignore Steff's efforts, but Steff clearly had taken in what Meredith had been doing.
She barely kissed me before she leaned back and pulled my head down to her chest. The new, assertive me was not going to pass up that invitation. I grasped her perfect, taut titties, and sucked a proffered pokie nipple into my mouth. I suckled hard, pulling a lot of tight, mammalian flesh inside my mouth and Steff just crooned as my hands massaged her firmness.
But Meredith was also competing to keep my attention. She was kind of treating my penis like a teddy bear or dolly. She didn't actually put my cock into her mouth at all, or my balls. Instead she sort of cuddled them with open, gentle hands. She kissed it some, and from bottom of scrotum to tip of penis, but mostly she nuzzled my junk. She stroked her face with my cock, running it over her cheeks and elegant jaw. She also at times just held my cock upright and stroked it with her pursed lips, nose, and even her throat. That last was particularly amazing, as she hummed deeply as she did so and I could feel the vibrations through my penis as she laid her throat against it.
Not a drop of saliva did I feel, nor a single pump of my shaft, but holy cow was it erotic. My penis strained to find a way to somehow get harder than it already was. I got no closer to an orgasm. If anything, my urgency abated a tiny bit, but it felt amazing, intimate, and very, very distracting. Not distracting enough for me to pull my face away from Steff's delicately amazing rack, but enough for me to simply suckle away and not come up with additional ways to devour those tits.
I wish I had an idea how the two kept silently coordinating when it was time to take the next turn, but coordinate they did. Almost as one, Steff slid free of my lips and hands, and sank back into the water as Meredith again emerged. The moment she rested her magnificent ass on the hot tub's edge beside me, I bent to lift a succulent breast in the palm of my hand and suckle on the nipple. She merely ran her hand through my hair and pulled me against her.
Steff meanwhile, had the opposite of intents from what Meredith had had before. She immediately began pumping my shaft slowly but firmly and below that, she sucked my balls into her mouth, first one, then the other. She alternated like that, then drew them both in between her lips. Steff's mouth, like the rest of her, is smaller than Meredith, and both my balls seemed an uncomfortable mouthful. She went back to licking and sucking them one at a time. I approved whole-heartedly as it felt less like a stunt, but much more erotic.
My slow-building orgasm was back from its simmer, and rising toward a boil. Whatever game the two were playing, I resolved that my game would be Don't Come For As Long As Possible Because This Is Too Fucking Incredible by Hasbro or some shit. Fortunately, the two women seemed intent on competing to blow my mind, not my load, so I was able to keep my own game from ending.
Steff suddenly spat out my left ball from its playdate with her tongue inside her mouth and tugged my cock forward. She pushed it into her mouth and pressed her head forward until an incredible amount of me had slid in past her lips. I felt my head bump the back of her mouth and just keep going! Then she choked lightly and slid back enough to take a deep breath around my dick. She started massaging my balls and she took another relaxing breath, then leaned forward again. I felt myself slide down into her throat again, this time well in. She still could not take all of me, but damn. She also couldn't bob up and down either, not with me that deep in her throat, so she simply rested there like that, letting me revel in how deep my cock was buried in her face, while she tortured my balls. It wasn't long before she could hold it no longer and she pulled herself swiftly free with a desperate gasp for air. She jacked my shaft hard and swift while she recovered her breath, enough to make me worry she might suddenly be trying to win DCFALAPBTITFI (by Hasbro) right then and there, but instead she stopped pumping me altogether and resumed tugging and tickling my balls as she began suckling on my cock like I had previously suckled her breasts, softly, gently, and hungrily.
Meredith meanwhile had pulled her breast from my eager lips and presented me with its mate, which clearly deserved equal treatment.
I had an epiphany... a wonderful one. The experience was very much like the first time, but it was also profoundly different, and beyond just the fact that this time I got to play with the amazing ta-tas. During that first, spontaneous, novel competition, I really was just the game board. The women had been competing to show off against each other. Sure, they wanted to get me off, but it had been almost completely about their efforts, not my results. And it had been especially about Meredith remembering that sex was fun. Hell, it had been a little bit about Meredith remembering that sex was a thing!



That afternoon was about me. These incredible women were, each in their own excruciating way, competing to see how crazy good they could make me feel. I felt like I was floating six inches above the concrete poolside. My lurking orgasm seemed to recede even further into the future, but I also felt it growing to even greater potential. I also found myself relaxing a little.
My hand was still cupping the first breast Meredith had presented me with. I wanted, needed, to start paying these women back for this magical effort. I let my hand slowly slide down Meredith's torso to her hip. I massaged there for a bit, before I let my fingertips slide across her, toward her smoothly-shaven sex.,,
And Meredith swatted my hand away.
What?
"Wait, what?" I exclaimed, pulling my face up from that delicious mam and staring at Meredith.
"Nuh, uh," relied Meredith seriously. "This needs to just be about you, Scott."
Steff popped her mouth off my schlong and added, "Yeah. It would be too weird for us to watch you give the other orgasms. It would make this a little too much like a threesome."
Meredith chuckled in agreement and drew me into another deep kiss. Steff slipped me delicately back between her lips.
'A little too much like a threesome?' I thought incredulously to myself. I mean, I guess it could seem pretty fucking weird to see yourself in a threesome with your step-mother/daughter, so I was hardly going to push the point. But in my mind?
This was totally going into my life's book of accomplishments as my second threesome. Suck it, 99% of the male world who will never have even one!
Suddenly, they again wordlessly switched places. It was crazy how they did it. And they both seemed awfully harmoniously articulate about how they wanted to limit my role. Had these two actually fucking discussed ground rules before, in case this little competition ever happened a second time? Individually, these women both, in different ways, drove me wild with affection, joy, and desire.
Together, they kind of terrified me.
Steff pulled me over toward her and now she wanted to kiss. Our lips met and our tongues immediately began fencing. I waited until her tongue strayed too far into my mouth and I clamped my lips hard around it. She giggled awkwardly as I trapped her tongue by pure suction. While I might be denied exploring her pussy with my fingers, I was damned if I was going to keep my hands off her boobs. Her small but super-excitable nipples were hard against my palms as I grasped them, massaging gently. I couldn't help myself and began to gently tug on them.That was awesome, but it drew my attention enough let her tongue escape.
Meredith seemed to be getting a slow start in the meantime. She was just drenching my cock in really, really sloppy wet licks. I actually felt my balls dripping she was slobbering on me so much.
Then she got started.
"Oh for fuck's sake Meredith!" exclaimed Steff. "That is not fucking fair!" she pulled away from me and glared down at Meredith, who had buried my penis between her generous breasts, just large enough as they were to completely enclose it.
Meredith simply smiled up at Steff like the cat that got the canary, then she turned to look up at me. Her gaze softened as it met mine and her smile turned tender. Slowly, she rose and fell in my lap, dragging my cock in and out of her mammary embrace. I could only gasp in ecstasy as my saliva-coated cock slid smoothly through her warm embrace.
Steff could only drape an arm around my torso, rest her head on my shoulder in apparent defeat, and mutter again, "Not fucking fair." She stared down at Meredith in grudging fascination as Meredith quite simply obliterated my resistance. I could feel myself beginning to quiver uncontrollably, and Steff did too. "Get ready, Meredith," she called resignedly. "He's about there."
"I... Yes, I am," I gasped, unable to take my eyes from Meredith's.
She paused, leaving my penis buried, and said, "Well, damn then Stephanie, if I'm being unfair, then I guess we call it a draw. Come here, quick!"
Steph seemed surprised at the 'draw' remark, but slid down into the water and the two of them nestled side by side, squeezing between my knees.
"Come on, Meredith," muttered Steff as my cock slid from between Meredith's luscious mounds, "this was no draw."
Meredith just shrugged, but she hid an almost triumphant smile. "Well then, I guess I get to guide the firehose this time." With that, she began to pump my cock, clearly intending to brook no more delay. She used both hands and jacked me with a speed and firmness that I could not long resist.
I didn't care if it was 'threesome-ish', I leaned forward and reached out my hands to them, each grasping a completely different, yet equally amazing breast. "Oh Jesus, this feels good," I groaned, "but there is no way I'm going to be able to come as much as I did before." Honestly, 'fire hose' seemed like a lot of pressure to put on me....
I simultaneously tweaked two achingly erect nipples, harder than I intended because I simultaneously lost my game of holding out and felt a wave of warmth exploding up my cock. I groaned loudly as I felt its onslaught, and then it spurt forth. Steff had gasped as I groaned and my first blast splattered all over her face. A lot of it went straight into her mouth, but plenty more was swiftly dripping down her cheek and chin.
I had been sure I couldn't come like I did that first, mind-blowing threesome. Instead, I came more—I'm absolutely sure.
I fountained a second rope. Meredith was furiously pumping my penis and it was waving around wildly. The jizz spiraled up in the air and splattered down, mostly on Meredith's mesmerizingly wobbling bosom, but I got some on her face and a good amount was sadly wasted directly into the hot tub.
Both women leaned forward toward my spasming junk simultaneously and they actually bonked heads lightly. I would have stopped and asked if they were alright, if that had been remotely within my ability. Instead, I hosed down their faces in a single, final, mighty blast. It was miraculous that my stream somehow sprayed all over Steff's face without getting in her eyes, but plenty of it did get all over Meredith's hair. Meredith kept pumping me for a few seconds, but all that I had left were a few drops that spiraled weekly into the water, or dribbled down her hands.
"Holy...!" I gasped, leaning back in utter, exhausted collapse. We all looked at each other. Steff's entire face from forehead to chin was spattered in my jism. Her mouth had snapped shut, but a dribble hung down from her ginning lips. Meredith was coated from heaving cleavage, up her throat and face. And her hair over her eyes was a sticky, sodden mess.
I have never seen a sight more raw, animalistically sexy than the two of them right at that moment. I was stunned.
Then Meredith ran her fingers through her massively sticky hair and we all burst into uncontrolled laughter.
I'm not sure how I allowed their breasts to slip from my grip during the whole Fountain of Semen event, but I had, and the two women backed slightly away from me and from each other into the hot tub.
Steff, who had caught half a mouthful on the fly, as it were, seemed intent on collecting every other drop of my offering that had splattered her perfect flesh and devouring it. She wiped her face top to bottom with the fingers of both hands, sucking up the collection as if it might otherwise run away. She even managed to collect the drizzle that had run off her chin and glazed her left breast.
Meredith was a bit less intent of consuming my semen, but she collected and savored a good share. Mostly, she was looking cross-eyed up at the sticky mess that was her usually perfect hair. "Well," she said at last, "I guess I will be washing my hair before my client dinner tonight, don't you think, Stephanie?"
Steff giggled around the cum-sodden fingers she was sucking on. "I don't know.... You would certainly have no trouble keeping their attention!"
—————
Thanks for all the views, favorites, follows and the high ratings so far. I appreciate your keeping up with the tale, and I'd love your comments too!



        Acting 101 Ch. 07-08: Double-Header

        Two women, two dates, two different experiences.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/acting-101-ch-07-08-double-header

Title: Acting 101 Ch. 07-08: Double-Header

Author: Publius68

Category: Erotic Couplings

Description: Two women, two dates, two different experiences.

Tags: older woman, dancing, fucking, bar, cunnilingus, hotel, bathroom, blow job, strange, zipless

Series: Acting 101


I've published these two chapters together as a double-header. Enjoy.
Please remember, as with all my stories, should you be looking for 'Realism', just move on. I aim for 'Ridiculously Plausible'.
----------
After two months of Tony and Kimmie begging us to join their improv team, Steff and I had finally relented, and Friday was to be our first time giving it a try. The whole evening's competition ended up being kind of anti-climactic though, to be honest. Steff and I did not embarrass ourselves, nor did we particularly shine. We got some laughs. We had some fun. I got chance to see up close how good Tony and Kimmie had become. The show was done.
The biggest problem was that afterwards, instead of my heading off with Steff to make the beast with two backs, the two of us were kind of obligated to hang out and celebrate our debut with Tony and Kimmie. Turns out that, while Steff and I were underwhelmed by our performances, Tony, and especially Kimmie, were totally stoked. The four of us had not won that night's competition, but we had come in second.
We left the theater and hit a nearby sports bar. Upon claiming a table, we made Tony go buy the beers, because whiny beggars get to pay for the booze. Kimmie immediately grabbed both of us and practically shrieked, "You guys rocked it! We four are going to rule this winter."
"Half our jokes went over like lead balloons," grumped Steff, echoing my own sentiments.
"Duh," Kimmie waved Steff off dismissively. "It's improv. Half the jokes never land. It's about how well the other half land. Y'all did make half the bits you tried work, and that is without the four of us practicing together at all. Once we do..." Just because improv is genuinely made up right on the spot, that doesn't mean that good teams don't practice a whole tool kit of characters and stock bits that can be plugged in make sure that all members of the troop are used to where things are likely to go. Steff and I had been a little glum when we realized that we had not only signed up for twice monthly performances, but also for weekly 'workouts'. We should have known. We had known, really. But it gave us both an excuse to bitch, so we were going to take full advantage. It would mean more beers on Tony's tab....
Tony returned with the first of said beers. A short while later, he returned with more beers. And so the evening went on. At one point, when the ladies went to the restroom together, as ladies do, Tony leaned over to me, poked me in the side, and said, "Look, dude. I know you keep saying that you and Steff are not a couple, but that is seriously low-hanging fruit." I just smiled quietly but quellingly at him. If he only knew. But Tony was on a roll, and would not shut up. "I can't understand how you aren't seeing how she looks at you all the time. She is hungry, dude. And come on, during that one bit tonight, she flat-out grabbed your ass and held on, on stage, in front of God and everyone!"
"Was God in the audience?" I asked with mock excitement. "Where was he? I didn't see him!"
Tony just shook his head. "You. Are. Missing. Out."
The only way that I was missing out was that it was getting late, Steff and I were both getting a little tipsy, and Tony and Kimmie seemed in no hurry to call it a night. The longer I was here yakking with Tony, the longer it would be until I could get Steff into bed.
When the girls returned, Tony went off on a new tangent about his improv ideas and projects. I rolled my eyes and leaned back, nursing my beer lest Tony offer to get me another. I shot an impatient and apologetic look at Steff, but she just smiled back.
Before Tony could really get going, Kimmie leaned over next to him in the booth and snuggled up. She butted in on his enthusiastic monologue with an idea or two of her own. Now, Tony is a fun guy, but he is usually unstoppable during one of his good-natured rants, even by his girlfriend. But suddenly, he just let the matter drop. I shot a look at Steff and she looked back at Kimmie.
Upon examination, I could not see Kimmie's hands under the table, but I developed a pretty good idea of where they were. My suspicions were confirmed when Tony suddenly said, "Well, I think we ought to go." With that, he rose, tugging Kimmie along behind. She laughed as she quite willingly let herself be pulled along.
"See you guys after Christmas!" she called back as they bolted.
"Did she...?" I wondered.
"Oh yeah," laughed Steff. "We planned it all out in the bathroom. I told her that she was never getting to bed and getting laid if she didn't, um, take matters into her own hands."
"Ah," I sighed, "my devious wench!" We clinked bottles and toasted her success.
And I yawned. Hard.
And so did Steff.
"Look," she said, sort of seriously. "Maybe I should just Uber home. We are both beat, and you would have to drive all the way back down this way tonight if you dropped me off."
I didn't like this idea at all. "I could just sleep over," I suggested with a hopeful leer. Honestly, I had expected to sleep over. I had every other date we'd been on.
Steff graced my lips with a deep, delicious, promising kiss. "Not tonight. I have three friends who I haven't told about you showing up at eight am tomorrow so we can drive up to Helen and do some Christmas shopping. If you sleep over, I guarantee that they will find me with your dick still in my mouth, and that might make the day awkward." We both laughed.
It was funny. And she was right. Late as it was, my driving all that way and back tonight would probably not be safe. But I have to admit, I was a little miffed by the way she was putting a shopping trip to faux-Switzerland over boning me. And I was a lot miffed about missing out on the boning....
"Shit," muttered Steff. "I could use some post-show sex, too."
Inspiration flashed.
"Ah well," I yawned, "what can we do?" I stood and took her hand, as if to lead her out toward the front. But as she slid out of the booth, I led her toward the back of the restaurant instead.
"Hey, where are you... and I haven't even called the Uber yet," Steff said, confused. She tried to open her purse with her free hand.
But I had us moving fairly quickly through the now thinning crowd and she couldn't get the phone out. We reached the back hall, and I swiftly checked that no one was waiting back there. Without a word, I opened one of the bathroom doors, led her in, and locked the door behind us.
Each bathroom at that place was what I call a "one-holer", meaning the whole room was meant for one user at a time....
Light dawned on Steff's face. "I am not fucking you in the John!" she declared.
I just put my arms on her waist and chuckled, "Your words say no, but your eyes says, 'make me an offer.'" Steff did look around hesitantly, and I slid my hands from her hips around and down to caress her tight little ass, which I had been staring at or thinking about much of the night.
Through our clothes, Steff could feel my raging hard-on pressing against her belly. She pressed back and said, "Well, your dick sure seems on board."
Unwilling to let her better judgement make a comeback, I bent and kissed her fiercely. I grabbed the front of her shirt, pulling it free of her jeans skirts' waistband with one hand. That let me slide the other up under her shirt and caress a breast that rested in a barely there lace bra. Steff just moaned a little and murmured, "Fuckit."
The room was dimly lit, with faux wood flooring and walls decorated with Falcons, Braves, and Hawks posters. The red and black toilet was on the back wall, and there was an unnecessarily large vanity with a huge mirror. Besides being pretty spacious, the restroom was actually remarkably clean for this time of night. I tried not to think about what that meant. It was a near certainty that someone had done something exceptionally foul in here recently, and the staff had had to come in and do an extra cleaning instead of waiting until closing.
Steff's bra was a front closure number, and I let the hook slip free. I pushed her shirt up above her tits and grabbed them gently but hungrily, burying my face between them. Every square inch of Steff's skin was smooth and tight as a drum over her softly athletic curves and valleys, and nowhere was that truer than on her crazily pert boobs. Their dark, oblong aureole wrinkled slightly, tugged hard by her straining, erect nipples.
My hands cupped her delicious handfuls as my lips devoured them.
Then I chuckled.
"What?" she demanded.
"You don't need a bra you know," I scolded her, not for the first time. "These beauties are God damned supernatural. Next time we perform, if you and Kimmie go all Jennifer Aniston and let your pokies fly, I bet it would be worth at least an extra ten points from that pervy judge--the old one."
"Don't you have eyes?" asked Steff, looking down at me as my finger and thumb tugged and teased on one petite little nipple while I gently bit on the matching nubbin of joy. "Kimmie needs a bra... or three. The way she likes to jump around on stage, those beasts would be flying everywhere."
"Great," I said, around the mouthful of breast that I refused to relinquish, "make that twenty five extra points." I looked up in time to see Steff roll her eyes at my commentary, then roll them backing her head as my tongue and teeth brought a loud, happy sigh to her lips.
Having given in, Steff now seemed more than just a little bit on board for this new adventure. Her hands roughly tugged my jeans open and she made short work of extracting my hungry cock through the fly of its increasingly uncomfortable prison. Keeping my face pressed firmly to her chest, I slid my hands down and under her skirt. She wasn't wearing much in the way of underwear down there, but it was more than I wanted to tolerate. She rocked her hips from side to side to help me get them down off her backside and I tugged them to her ankles. I relinquished my lips' hold on her boobs and kissed her again.
The two of us stood there, in the middle of the large bathroom floor, kissing our brains out, with my cock in Steff's hand, and two of my fingers slowly burying themselves in her pussy.
I probably would have liked to just stay like that and enjoy ourselves for a while under other circumstances, but hey, we were in a public bathroom in a still fully occupied bar....
I pushed Steff backward toward the vanity. I lifted her up easily to sit on its edge, and crouched down. I pushed up the hem of her skirt in front and leaned in to start licking her. She was already wet and slightly open from my finger's recent probing and my tongue slid past her smoothly shaven labia and into her delicious depths. It sent shivers through my own body, and brought a deep, soft moan to her lips. I went to work in earnest, but she pushed my head away from her crotch.
"Don't," she gasped, "Don't try to make me come like that. You know how loud I get."
I wanted to dive back in in spite of her protests, but she was right. Steff was a screamer, and if I really sent her over the edge, we would have management banging on the door in no time.
I was little confused on how to proceed.
"Of for Christ's sake!" gasped Steff, tugging me upright. "Just fuck me already. That way you can kiss me hard and I can scream as much as I want to, just into your mouth."
Let's see. Hottest girl at my college wants me to stick my cock in her twat and my tongue in her mouth so that when she comes violently, my lips can muffle her screams... Yeah, I could get behind that plan of action. As I stood, Steff grabbed my cock and guided it toward her pussy. She placed the head against her slit and I leaned forward, sliding my way in to fill her depths.
We both gasped at the electric naughtiness of the whole exercise. Well, that and at the sheer amazing feeling of Tab A fitting so perfectly into Slot B.
I grasped a delectable, resilient breast in my hand, massaging it gently but urgently. My other hand grabbed the back of her head so I could crush our faces together, my tongue exploring her lips, ready to plug her mouth at a moment's notice.
I shuddered as I began to drive myself in and out of Steff's pussy in long, hard, urgent strokes. She grabbed my ass and pulled me deeper into her with each thrust. Neither of us sought to prolong the experience. We both were taken by a simple, happy urge to couple with each other, seeking the fiery, swift, fulfilling high of orgasm. I slammed into her and she egged me on. "Yes," she gasped, a little louder than was probably wise. "Just fuck me!" I released her tit and my fingertips instead sought out her clitoris, stroking it swiftly in time with my dick's rhythm.
Steff squirmed atop the vanity and I felt her body coil in preparation of the coming release. I jacked into her faster and faster, and clamped my mouth over hers. Her back straightened suddenly, and I felt her whole body shudder. She did indeed scream, but my mouth held firm over hers when it began and the noise was manageable. But between her silken tightness around my cock and the always amazing feeling of making this incredible hardbody lose control, I came too. I lost all rhythm to my thrusts and groaned mightily as I unleashed a torrent of jizz inside her. My insides roiled with waves of explosive ecstasy as I felt myself drain violently inside her depths.
But she was not done coming yet, and I lost my lips' hold on her mouth. Instead, as I groaned loudly myself, Steff's shriek burst forth. I clapped my lips back over hers almost immediately... but it had been loud. Really loud. And so fucking sexy I'd have come again if I'd had anything left.
We both swiftly regained control over ourselves, except for our laughter, which had pretty high volume all by itself.
I stumbled back a step, slipping free of her silken confines. We stared at each other and laughed again, more quietly this time.
"That was fucking intense," I said in wonder.
"That was intense fucking," Steff chuckled in reply. She hopped to her feet and began returning her clothes to some semblance of order. I barely had anything out of place beyond my dick hanging out, so I was ready well before her.
"It's pretty quiet out there," I said softly. "Let's make a break for it before you call the Uber."
Steff nodded, pulling her shirt down into place. I softly unlocked the door and we slipped stealthily out.
Only to be met with applause from about eight people standing in the hall outside the restrooms.
For my part, I blushed fire engine red. Steff was a fucking champ and just ostentatiously licked her fingers, threw back her shoulders, and strode off toward the bar, head held high, looking utterly unconcerned (but totally amazing). I slunk after her, keeping my own head low, my embarrassment warring with titanic smugness. One guy in the hall did tear his eyes off Steff's receding, incredible ass, leaned over to me and murmured, "Jesus. Well fucking done, dude."
I waited with Steff until her Uber showed up, and since it was a Friday night, that took a while. It was still warm out, so we stood companionably together outside while the icon of Marcel's Red Prius crawled toward us on Steff's phone.
When we first got out there, we traded a quick but fierce kiss of thanks for what we had just shared, but we swiftly transitioned back from passion to the simple comity of buddies.
"So, you are with your parents over Christmas break," recapped Steff. "When are you back?"
"I doubt I'll be back until late the night before classes start again," I replied. "Maybe the day before. My dad's mother is coming up from Fort Lauderdale to visit after New Year's, so I want to stick around and see her for at least a couple of days."
Steff and I had already exchanged our gifts earlier that evening, before the show. I had gotten her a cool set of sunglasses, which she had loved, and she had bought me Aaron Sorkin's Masterclass on screenwriting. I planned to absorb a lot of it over the break during downtimes.
"I'll be sure to text you at the most inopportune times," Steff told me as her ride was arriving.
"And I'll text you whenever I come up with a joke that will annoy you," I replied, nudging her in the side with my elbow. We traded good-natured shoves, but then her driver pulled up. A quick kiss later, and Steff was in the back seat, and waving goodbye.
"Merry Christmas!" she called from the open window.
I yawned had as she went out of sight and I reflected that it really was a good thing I had not tried to drive her home. I may not have been terribly tipsy, but an emotionally draining first performance, a couple of beers, and some awesome sex with an embarrassing denouement had me happily wrung out.
I headed home, eager to hit the hay. After all, I needed my sleep.
Tomorrow, Meredith and I were going dancing again....
I reflected that I was a long way from getting used to shaving around my junk. Had I not been so forcefully convinced of the benefits of the procedure, I'd have let it slide. But I had been convinced, so...
I somehow accomplished the task without castrating myself. Aside from that little adventure, the only other way my preparations changed from the first evening I went dancing with Meredith was in my shoes. I was not wearing those fancy-ass new shoes again. I had no intention of having sore feet cut short the evening this time. Instead, I spent a good long time polishing my trusty old hoofers. They were perfectly broken in, and I'd danced in them plenty. With enough care, they still looked more than presentable.
When I got to Meredith's house, Steff answered the door. I took my usual pause to corral my brain upon first seeing her. She was wearing a comfortable clubbing outfit of a fairly longish leather skirt, a tight t-shirt, and an unbuttoned vest. "Hey Scott! Meredith is almost ready. Come on in," she chirped merrily. As I stepped through the front door, Steff went on, "I'd hang out until she is ready, but I gotta fly. A couple of buddies and I are driving up to Athens for a holiday party. Gotta go!" And with that, she headed for her car, leaving me standing non-plussed in the middle of their great room.
I have to admit, the way these two women seemed perfectly fine with my dating both of them had me eternally off-balance. Making it worse, I suspected they both knew and enjoyed that fact. But I had to admit that I was finding it increasingly... what? Unsatisfying? No. It was six kinds of satisfying and more. But it was just God damned weird. And I kind of felt that I was partying on the edge of an abyss.
I did a quick inventory of my feelings for Steff. Was I wandering down that path of going from Friends With Benefits, to emotional attachment? We had each promised to tell the other if we were, so this was an internal check I did occasionally.
I wasn't jealous, not of her going to a party without me, nor otherwise. I seriously doubted that she'd hook up with some hot dude while there, but more to the point, I found I wouldn't begrudge her if she did. Of course, I had no standing to be jealous. After all, I was standing here waiting for a hot date with Meredith, her freaking step-mother. I knew that when jealousy rears its ugly but sometimes meaningful head, it knows no logic. Fortunately, I didn't feel even hypothetically jealous.
I wasn't feeling clingy, either. I did not feel a need to show her off to my parents. Hell, we were still denying to most people that we were dating. And honestly, I felt no hazy romantic need to grow old with Steff. Check, check, and check. All was good. If I did get all crazed and start to fall in love with my best friend, I'd tell her right away, but that was not happening. And I had to be honest, it puzzled me a little. Maybe a lot.
Meredith then came out of her bedroom, and my introspective pall lifted instantly. She was, as always, a complete knockout. Her dress that evening was a dark emerald green cocktail number. It showed a bit less cleavage than her little black dress from two weeks earlier, but while the hem was longer as well, it showed off a lot more leg, due to the high slit over the left thigh. This was a dancer's dress.



"Oh, we are going to show off tonight!" I breathed, drinking her in. Even though there was no music, I took her in my arms and led her through a few steps, a turn in and back, and finally a deep dip. She laughed the whole time.
"Yes," she agreed. "Yes, we are!"
And with that, we were off. I had reclaimed the role as driver and we were soon gliding to a halt at the valet entrance for the Capital Club. I popped right out and hustled around to get the door for Meredith, but the second valet had already opened it. He was the lucky guy who got to watch Meredith unfold her legs from the Tesla, putting the slit in that dress to maximum effect.
As we entered, Claude the guardian greeted us. He raised an eyebrow at my return engagement, but he actually spoke to me directly this time, after exchanging the usual pleasantries with Meredith of course. "Good evening Mr. Talbott," he said in his cavernous voice. "It is good to have you with us again. How are things in Winston-Salem?"
That caught me off guard. How the hell did he know that I was, if only peripherally, one of those Talbots? As we moved off toward dinner, I asked Meredith, "Did you drop by at lunch since last time and tell him about my family?"
But Meredith, in addition to being amused, was just as surprised as I. "I did not!" she replied quietly. "Claude is a legend around here. I guess the rumors that he has a crystal ball behind that counter somewhere must be true," she laughed. "Seriously, I guess he had you checked out. I should be touched that he was impressed enough with you to think you might stick around."
Dinner was again delicious. As we ate, I produced the small wrapped box I had in my pocket. "Merry Christmas," I said, sliding it across the table to her. Merediths' eyebrows shot up at the box, which was pretty obviously a jewelry case.
"Scott! I..." she started to object, but I shushed.
"They are not fancy, and they are not expensive," I said quickly. "But I thought of you when I saw them."
Meredith looked at the box, then shrugged. "Well, then if we are doing gifts, then you should have yours, too." With that, she reached into her purse and produced a flat package just larger than a paperback book, wrapped in much finer quality paper than the roll of Target-bought paper I had used on my gift to her.
I stared hard at the box, then realized, "That is a lot larger purse than you've carried with you before tonight. Did you choose it just to carry that?" Meredith just smiled and slid the box toward me. "Oh, no," I said. "You first." Honestly, I had no idea what she'd gotten me, and I didn't want mine to look too fine or too lame.
Meredith unwrapped my box, revealing it was indeed a jewelry box. She flipped it open and cooed happily. Inside were two silver earrings. They bore no stones, just elegant sweeps of gleaming metal. "I noticed that you don't seem to wear dangling earrings," I said.
"You are right, I don't," said Meredith as she looked the earrings over happily. "And you also noticed I mostly don't wear yellow metals either!" She set the box down, leaving it open so that she could still look at the earrings. "I think I love them," she said happily. "In a few minutes, I am going to excuse myself so I can swap them out for what I'm wearing and get a look at them on me."
But first, it was my turn. I lifted the package, which had surprising weight to it. The very heavy-duty paper seemed too fine just to tear off, so I carefully loosened each piece of tape, letting the paper slide free still whole, revealing a plain box. When I opened that, I found a simple but iconic black Moleskine writer's notebook with my name emblazoned on the hard cover. I am one of those people who always carries a notebook or two with him. I even had a smaller Moleskine in my jacket pocket at that very moment. Alongside it was a smaller box with an Italian name on it. It was much too small for a tie. I lifted it and opened it, and my eyes twitched. It was a silver and purple enameled pen. It looked like a Mont Blanc, but with indefinably sleeker lines. I uncapped it and saw that, rather than a cool but impractical fountain pen, it sported a stainless-steel roller-ball nib. I lifted it. It was comfortably heavy in my hand.
With a flourish, I opened the Moleskine to the first page and began to write. After a moment, I spun the notebook around to let her see: "Then Meredith rose in her elegant way and went to see how her earrings would look gracing her elegant features."
"Thank you," I said simply, as she did indeed rise and stepped away with her earring case.
In a few minutes, she returned. She had actually swapped out the gorgeous sapphire studs she had worn for our date and was wearing my gift instead. That was flattering and gratifying. "Wow, Meredith," I exclaimed. "You make them look amazing." She just smiled.
I'll admit, I really wanted a piece of the Baked Alaska I saw being delivered to the diners at the table next to us, but it was time to dance, and all that ice cream would have weighed me down.
Instead, we rose and went upstairs once we were finished with our mains. We paused outside the ballroom, chatting for a moment about nothing much. I heard the song inside end, and Meredith turned and let me lead her into the main room. She had been waiting to make an entrance, the stinker.
If entrance she wanted, then entrance she would get. I immediately led her off across the dance floor. We knew each other well this time, and I led her through a much more extravagant series of steps and turns than we had started with two weeks before. We clearly trusted each other enough to make those flashy steps work as we Foxtrotted our way across and around the entire parquet dance floor.
It was, of course, glorious. At first, I could simply lose myself in this woman in my arms, and gaze into her eyes, trusting my peripheral vision to ensure that we collided with no one. After the first few songs, Meredith started expanding her awareness to the other members around us. This time, I followed suit, curious to see for myself how these people were receiving a return appearance by Meredith's 'toy boy'.
That thought brought me up short for a moment. Where had that come from? Was I a Toy Boy? Was that why Claude had checked me out? Was he checking to see if I was some kind of adventurer who needed to be barred from the club?
Oddly, I was more insulted that he would think that of Meredith that that he might have suspected it of me. Then Meredith's eyes met mine happily, and we danced on as my silly turmoil receded.
But I continued to pay much more attention to the people around us. Most, of course, were simply concentrating on their partner and their own feet. But here and there, it was clear that there were some dancers at least as good as us, beyond the instructors Piotr and Maria. Those two were spending most of the evening dancing with various members, but they left us alone this time. One older guy was particularly good, and flashy too, though his young, lissome partner seemed barely able to keep up. "That's Claudio Barreles," Meredith told me as I watched the pair sweep by near us. "He's the billionaire I told you about... the best dancer here."
In between the dancers who only had eyes for themselves, there were a few who were still giving Meredith and me the eye, however.
"I'm paying a bit more attention tonight," I observed during a quiet moment in the music. "There are still a number of people here who disapprove of your current life choices."
"I know," smiled Meredith with an expression like a cat who got the canary. "I hope you don't mind that I find their blue-nosed disapproval as delicious as that creme brûlée that I passed on earlier."
"Of course not!" I replied, realizing as I said it that I might have been lying just a little.
As the song neared its conclusion, I was surprised to find that the Barreles dude had maneuvered his partner and himself right next to us. As the music paused, he turned, partially releasing his partner and bowed to Meredith. "Ms. Chisholm," he said in a velvety rumbling voice. "It is good to see you after such a long time." He turned to me, eyes boring into mine. "May I ask that we cut in?" he said to me. "It has been too long since Meredith and I have, eh, cut a rug?" he said, as if he didn't know his idiomatic English as well as I.
I was already furious with myself as my lips replied, "Of course," and I relinquished my arm from around Meredith. I was mad to grasp that I had genuinely had no choice. This bastard was bigger than me, better-looking than me, more confident than me, and richer by at least four orders of magnitude than me. I had literally never encountered an Alpha like Claudio Barreles, and I hid well my inner cursing at how I had instantly complied like the most pathetic of underlings.
I hadn't even asked Meredith. He hadn't asked her. But she just winked at me happily and let herself be swept into his arms. His big, talented, fucking arms.
I turned to his date, and she smiled at me as if I had not just been humiliated. Had I been humiliated? Cutting in was a simple, common thing. It made dancing sociable. I really had not been humiliated.
It just felt that way.
I turned to his lovely date, bowed and let her into a waltz. As consolation prizes went, she was a hell of a lot better than the game show tradition of Rice-a-Roni. She was graceful and elegant as a gazelle... if gazelles had tasty, ample, very well-displayed cans, a wasp-like waist, and legs that went on for days. And she could indeed dance, though she was utterly passive.
"I'm Scott," I said with a polite smile, and turned her into an inside clinch, then back out.
"I am Chantale," she replied. "I take it our dates know each other well?"
I shrugged. "They are the members here."
We danced on, and I could hardly complain about the tasty armful she made. Her voice was smooth and unremarkable, but I could just pick out the faint but unmistakeable patterns of a fruity, upper-crust Boston accent. Why she'd let such an undeniably aristocratic voice fade was beyond me. I tried to find out. "How long since you were last in Boston?" I asked, bring to impress the beautiful woman with my perceptive nature, as men are wont to do.
Her eyes flashed, but not pleasantly. "I'm not from Boston," she replied, all trace of the accent erased. Curiously, she made no effort to make the obvious lie sound believable. It was more of a firm, collegial warning.
"How long have you been dating Claudio?" I asked, trying to change the subject.
"This is our first weekend together," she answered easily. "He brought me here with him on his private jet from San Francisco."
A private jet weekend for a first date? It must be good to be a billionaire. And good to catch his eye.
Then it clicked.
As we danced on, Chantale asked me how long I had been with Meredith, and I told her a few weeks. "Very nice," she said.
And that clicked.
I'll admit, my dancing was desultory. I was processing the lovely, well-bred... woman I was dancing with, while keeping an eagle eye on Meredith and the billionaire at the same time. Fortunately, after only two songs, I was close enough to them to cut back in and restore order.
Meredith waved off Barreles and we danced our separate ways.
"Did you enjoy your dance with the billionaire?" I asked airily, hiding my testiness well.
"Of course," Meredith said happily. "Claudio is a very charming man." She looked at me. "And while I much prefer to be in your arms than his... well... I did tell you he a better dancer than you," she finished, both embarrassed and teasing at once. "I don't know why he was so set on maneuvering over to dance with me, though."
"He probably just wanted to dance with the most beautiful woman here," I snorted absently.
"Flatterer," Meredith snorted right back. "That young woman on his arm is stunning."
"She's a hooker," I said flatly.
"She is nota hooker," said Meredith mildly. Before I could argue, she went on. "If, as is quite likely, she is 'hired help', she is certainly a world-class escort, not a 'hooker'."
"And, she seemed to think that she and I were talking shop... that we were colleagues," I added, still miffed.
Meredith snorted, but her eyes flashed. "Claudio Barreles, you rat bastard," she mused. "He has some real stones to think that you are a gigolo." I puffed up my chest in indignation. "Oh relax, Scott. If you were a gigolo, you would be world-class, too."
I wanted to be insulted all over again, I really did. But Meredith paused thoughtfully. "Come to think of it," she said, her hand brushing over my ass as if by accident, and as if we weren't in the middle of the dance floor with good chunk of Atlanta's Old Money surrounding us. "Come to think of it, that might not be a bad game to play some time," she finished, eyes twinkling.
That was certainly a distracting thought.
But I was not to be derailed, even by that suggestion. "I don't get it," I went on. Meredith may have neatly defused any bristling at their ideas about me, but I was still disturbed by Chantal. "She tries pretty successfully to hide it, but her accent is unmistakeable if you hear it. How does that aristocratic of a Bostonian, end up... like that?"
"And you are such an expert of the Bostonian aristocracy?" asked Meredith.
"I went to prep school, Meredith," I replied drily. "I was constantly up to my ass in old money Bostonians. None of them had bluer blood than that girl. And here she is on a weekend 'date' with..." I paused and affected the very Boston Blue accent that 'Chantal' was hiding, "... a South American."
Meredith laughed, then sobered. She rested her head on my shoulder and said quietly, "Old Money, doesn't always mean Much Money, Scott."
We danced on.
"Still," Meredith said, circling back to her earlier question. "Why was he so intent on dancing with me? I haven't seen him in over a year..." She bit the lower of her expressive lips. "Matthew's old client is still on the books as mine now. I think we are still on retainer. I need to check and see if there is something up."
I just looked at her, puzzled.
"I met Barreles three years ago," said Meredith thoughtfully, suddenly referring to him by his bare last name. "Matthew was suing a subsidiary of a subsidiary of one of his companies. Barreles invited himself to our table one night here at dinner and charmed the pants off of us. Never brought up the case at all. We decided he just wanted to demonstrate that the whole matter was too minor for him to hold against Matthew."
"Matthew won, too. Though in the end, we could have used a grown-up Stephanie..." she added absently.
"Steff?" I asked, confused. "A grown up who?"
"We ended up losing on appeal, of course," Meredith said. "The firm could have used the kind force Stephanie is going to be." I just looked at her, confused. I looked confused around both of these women more often than I was comfortable with. "You know she is going to end up at Harvard Law, right?" She asked me.
"I think some gorgeous half-naked woman told me that earlier this week," I replied, pulling her tightly against me. Meredith paused her story to simply enjoy being held. Then she went on. "Harvard, Yale, those outfits don't produce litigators like me or Stephanie's father. We are worker bees. You go there to be an appellate lawyer. Or an appellate judge... or Justice."
Whoa.
"She is smarter than me, you know. Smarter than her father was, too," went on Meredith. "Maybe not the hunter I am, or the courtroom brawler her father was, but she is already more the legal intellectual than I'll ever be, or would really want to be. She is going to be a star," she finished, surprisingly smugly.
I reflected that while Meredith might not call Steff her daughter, and while Steff absolutely refused to call her her mother, Meredith truly loved Steff. And Steff clearly returned the emotion. I smiled briefly to myself at that. Very briefly. The problem was that it reminded me that I was living life on the most physically enjoyable tightrope in history....
We danced until they stopped playing music.
We waved at Claude as we went out to the valet entrance. Since it was so late, they had already brought round my car. I slipped in front of the second valet to hold the door for Meredith myself. No way I was letting that guy do it and ogle Meredith's leg pushing that slit in her dress apart as she got in. That was my leg to ogle.
Little bastard just stood beside me and watched anyway.
As I slid in to the driver's seat, Meredith leaned over and pointed to the right. "Do me a favor. Take us over to the Westin. I'd like a drink in the bar up top."
I shrugged. I'd only eaten at the rotating restaurant on the top floor, but never even been in the bar. I knew the view would be spectacular though. The hotel had been the tallest hotel in the world when it was built. Even sitting with Meredith, I might still look out the window occasionally.
After we shot up the elevator to the top of the building, we were given a table right up against the outside windows. Like the restaurant, the bar rotated too, and we were just coming around to a view of Midtown as we sat. There were two facing couches with our little table, and I had to decide whether to cuddle beside Meredith or to sit opposite where I could look into her eyes... and other parts. I sat opposite.
The server was right there, and Meredith ordered us each Martinis made with a gin I'd never heard of before I could say anything. As we watched him sail off to the bar to place our order, I turned and looked at Meredith. "So you got us a room here," I accused.
"Excuse me?" laughed Meredith.
"I'm happy to excuse you," I chuckled in reply. "You know how much I don't like to drive right after a strong cocktail, and at a place like this, the Martinis are probably huge, in addition to being strong," I said, ticking off points on my fingers. "You are a planner, so you likely already have a room reserved." Channeling Meredith's own courtroom schtick, I went on. "The witness has an excellent poker face, but my evidence is sufficient and beyond a reasonable doubt. You are trying to get me drunk." I leaned forward and looked into her eyes. "Are you trying to take advantage of me, Ms. Chisholm?"
"You are mighty presumptuous, aren't you?" replied Meredith with arched eyebrow. "Its just one cocktail and... Oh the Hell with it," she interrupted herself, reached into her purse and slapped a black room key card with the words Peachtree Plaza on it down onto the table.
"You checked in already?" I said in surprise. "Now who is presumptuous? It is a good thing for you that while I'm not a gigolo, I'm still pretty much a sure thing." We laughed together and actually looked out the window for a moment or two. When the Martinis came, we lifted them and toasted. "To sure things," murmured Meredith, just barely loud enough to make sure I could hear.
I held my glass by its stem and watched Meredith. She lifted hers to her always complexly crooked lips. Her lovely, wide, uneven mouth was central to her always mysterious appeal. At the moment, her two simultaneous expressions were both smiles, one of satisfaction, one ruefully wry. Her wide, large eyes gleamed happily at me, her soft brown irises sparkled with the spots of yellow sprinkled through them like flecks of gold at the bottom of a pristine mountain stream. The yellow was seldom visible in her eyes, but that evening, given the color and angle of the bar's lighting, its sparkle was magically apparent.
Her corona of wavy blonde hair was enchanting as always, wreathing her face in gold. There was a sheen of dampness at the roots, testimony to the vigor of our exertions on the dance floor. I idly wondered how wet and messy I could make her hair with exertions yet to come.



Her generous natural bust swelled the jade green fabric of her dress in the usual fashion: arrestingly. I knew from my hands on her back earlier in the evening that she was, as almost always, not wearing a brassiere. No matter, she never needed one. I wanted to believe that she omitted wearing one to please me, but I knew she had been doing it before we were a thing at all. She did it as a quiet show-off move... for herself. Regardless, the only disappointment of her dancer's dress was the cleavage. It barely showed any at all, and was really more promise than display.
Her legs were elegantly crossed at the knees, her top leg fully exposed through the dress's high slit. She had let it hike up higher than at any point of the night, and I could make out what I had hoped, she was once again wearing stockings....
I looked at Meredith, smiled, and produced the Moleskine she had given me, along with the beautiful pen. I opened to a page and transcribed the description I just wrote above, word for word. The pen was a joy to write with, perfectly balanced, warm and well-shaped, and the ball slid smoothly across the paper.
When I finished writing, I closed the notebook and wordlessly handed it to Meredith. She had been watching me write with interest. She took the book and opened it, reading. I saw her nostrils flare as she read. She looked up at me with a smile, and the glittering gold in her eyes flashed one more time. She drained her glass almost completely. Mine was barely touched.
She set down the glass, slid the key card lying on the table across to me, and pulled a second one from her purse. "I left a suitcase down in the room earlier," she said, rising elegantly. "I think I have something in there that should address the promise versus display question." She turned toward the elevators and looked over her shoulder at me. "It should take you at least ten minutes to finish that drink, don't you think," she told me firmly. Then she was gone, her shapely ass a vision as it swayed out of sight.
Our server had also paused in his rounds to watch Meredith's departure, but he then swung by to where I sat. The guy couldn't have been more than a year or so older than me, sported fiery red hair, and had they not been that color already, his eyes would have been green with envy. I looked up at him smugly... I couldn't help it.
"I'll take two glasses of that chocolate liqueur I saw on the back bar, in glasses I can take back to our room," I said, even more smugly, "and the check, please." And I sat back to force myself to take my time finishing off the Martini.
Eleven minutes and 15 seconds after Meredith had left, I set down my mostly finished Martini, grabbed the two sherry glasses filled with dark, viscous deliciousness, and headed for the elevators. The room was only a few floors down. I stepped out of the elevator and trod around the circular hallway to the door. I knocked softly, waited a few seconds, then swiped the key.
The lights in the room were all turned off, but the space was beautifully lit by the lights the city pouring through the nearly floor to ceiling windows. Our view was the best the hotel had to offer, facing almost due north, with the high- and mid-rise skyline of Midtown and Buckhead sweeping away in a crescent from left to right. I could not have given less of a damn about it.
The view I was interested in was of Meredith. The dress was long gone, replaced by a white, floor-length gown, accented in black flowers and trim. The black accents were almost fifty percent transparent. The white fabric making up the large majority of the robe was just about completely sheer.
Beneath, she wore the elaborately styled garter belt my fingers has earlier just made out under the fabric of her dress. Turns out it was blue with white lace. She was still also wearing the same sheer flesh-tone stockings, and her dancer's pumps. Oh, and the robe was belted by a narrow sash in the same blue as her garter.
Yep. That was her whole outfit. Nothing else. She was leaning back against the glass wall, haloed by the lights of the city beyond her. I heard the room's door click solidly behind me, giving reassurance of privacy. I almost always freeze when I first see Meredith, but I stood stock still a little longer than usual, engraving this image on my brain.
After a brief eternity, my feet resumed function and carried me toward her.
"How is this for managing both promise and display?" she asked softly as I approached.
Wordlessly, I extended one glass to her, and sipped from the other, not trusting my voice until I wet my whistle. It was delicious, with bold, bittersweet chocolate flavors, underlaid with a faint chorus of coffee and vanilla. Meredith lifted her glass to those alluring lips and sipped, murmuring her approval as well.
Without saying a word, we simultaneously set our glasses down. I put my hands on her waist, then slid them behind her, pinning her against the glass with the weight of my body, and kissed her. I could taste the liqueur all over again, its flavors even more lovely when experienced from this source.
Our tongues slid against each other as Meredith tugged the lapels of my suit coat free from between us, then slid the garment off my shoulders. She let the empty coat pendulum her hands, then flung it off to the side, landing in a wrinkled heap. Screw it, that's what irons are for.
Her hands then slid between us and made short work of the knot in my tie, sliding the silk loose from around my neck. She flung it after my coat, but it overshot. My hands slid from behind Meredith and roamed across her chest. I squeezed her gently, massaging her through the soft, silky fabric of the robe. Her nipples made themselves known eagerly through the gossamer cover. I kept her pinned against the wall with my waist however, my by now painfully eager erection pressing against her hungrily. We continued to kiss, though less desperately than in the first seconds, while Meredith swiftly opened the buttons of my shirt from the top down. When she tried to tug the shirt free, my hands were loathe to relinquish their grip on her firm, swelling breasts. When she tugged harder, I clung on, smiling a little against her lips.
She responded by biting my lower lip! Gently, I'll admit, but still... it was cheating.
My hands sprang loose from her bosom, and she swiftly tugged my shirt free. When she sent it sailing, it too missed my suit coat.
I reached down for the sash holding her robe mostly closed, but she pushed me away. "The glass is getting cold," she said, and I let her push me away. But then she kept pushing and I backed up until I fell down into the unholstered chair across from the room's bed. It was surprisingly comfortable for hotel furniture.
Meredith sank to her knees between mine. My aborted tug on her sash had indeed loosened the robe, and it slid off one shoulder, exposing one delectable mound. I wanted to reach for it, but could not while she was sliding my shoes off my feet, followed by my socks. Rather than toss them back over by my jacket, she just pushed them aside. I finally got my fingers on that exposed breast, though, caressing her firmness as she unbuckled me and swiftly opened my fly. She grabbed the waistband of trousers and underwear together and pulled downward, sawing back and forth. I eagerly lifted my ass to let her slide it down my legs. My cock popped eagerly free, slapping against my abdomen. In moments, she was lifting first one foot, then the other, and I was splayed back in the chair, utterly naked.
Meredith looked down at my cock, not touching it. "You kept the shave fresh," she observed. "It really does make it look so much more lovely. Or at least," she stopped and shrugged, "more edible." I moaned in pure anticipation at that.
She rested her flattened hands softly against either side of my shaft, and bent in. She softly, slowly ran the tip of her tongue up under, then across my now hairless balls, flicking repeatedly at each. Then she kissed and licked her way up my stem from root to tip. I moaned more urgently as she lavished her lips all around my glans, treating it to whisper soft kisses from every angle. The tip of her tongue rested at my opening, likely tasting the salty, anticipatory discharge I had to have been leaking by this point. Her eyes left my junk and swept upward to meet mine. She smiled, then held my gaze as her mouth parted and took my manhood within.
I gurgled happily as her head bobbed softly, admitting fractionally more of me into her mouth with each new penetration. Her tongue cradled my cock, caressing it as it passed in and out, and I soon found myself bumping at the back of her mouth. Almost languidly, Meredith just kept sliding me in and out, applying light, but electrifying suction with each probe.
After maintaining this for an incredible length of time, Meredith straighten up with a gasp, but maintained her grip on my shaft. She leaned forward and pressed her one exposed breast against my glans. She swung my shaft back and forth with her hand, dragging my head over her nipple. I leaned my hips forward, pressing my cock in toward the enchanting depths within her bosom, but she pulled away. "Not yet," she breathed. "We have all night for all sorts of things." With that, she bent to welcome my cock back into her mouth.
It became rapidly apparent that she was intent on receiving a mouth- or face-full of my semen, and soon. "You want me to come so soon?" I gasped in half entreaty, half warning.
She let my cock slip from her mouth again and softly jacked my shaft as she replied, "As I said, we have all night. And I have great faith in the recuperative powers of twenty-three year-old men, especially my twenty-three year-old man."
I moaned loudly now as my cock once more felt the warm caress of her tongue inside her mouth. I rolled my head back and resigned myself to a long night of having my virility being put to the test.
Life sure is hard, is it not?
Meredith settled into a rhythm of rolling her head around the tip of my cock, with her tongue sliding around my glans inside her mouth, but in the opposite direction. A hand tugged up and down my lower shaft with increasing frequency. As I started to feel my balls tense to unload, her other hand lifted up beneath them and tickled them mercilessly.
Almost instantly, I exploded, a wordless roaring my only sound. I felt Meredith clamp her lips even more firmly on my head as a flood of jizz rushed out of me. My ass and hips spasmed and my eyes lost their focus on Meredith's magical gaze. I guess I lost focus of all kinds there for a bit as I shuddered myself dry. When I could see straight again, Meredith was still looking at me, her throat flexing visibly as she swallowed repeatedly, then sucked hard on me, her hand running tightly up my shaft to harvest every last drop.
Someone seemed to have snuck in and stolen my entire skeleton. I sagged bonelessly in the chair as Meredith straightened up. Her robe had fallen almost completely off her left shoulder now, that scenic breast not so much peeking out any more as swaying completely free. She gasped and then swallowed a last time. "Please, please keep eating all that pineapple," she gasped.
She looked down and stroked my penis gently. Amazingly, I felt strength return to my body, if not my dick, possibly fueled by the sight of her, and the rush from her obvious enjoyment of the effects of my diet.
"Oh no," I admonished her, as I rose to my feet. "If I am to be tested, I need some time in-between questions! I can think of some ways to keep you distracted while I re-charge," I added. I pulled her up, then grabbed her ass and lifted her. I took the three staggering steps to the bed and set her down gently to sit on its edge. I bent and kissed her again, tasting the vestiges of myself on her lips this time. My hand went again to her exposed breast and squeezed it a little harder than I usually did. Then I dropped to a knee so I could release my grasp, replacing it with a firm lock of my lips on her nipple.
I nursed eagerly on her while I reached between us and pulled her sash completely open.
I left her robe still hanging on the one shoulder, but I pushed the front open so that I could swing my head over to lavish my tongue on the newly exposed but just as delicious second mound. Her hand ran through the hair on the back of my head, pulling me tighter against her, my face sinking into her warm softness.
I felt a flash on inspiration, and pulled suddenly away. Okay, I paused and leaned back in for a quick lick and suck on that second nipple, but just for a second. Then I dashed over and grabbed my glass of the liqueur, returning swiftly.
"Thirsty?" inquired Meredith archly, her breasts heaving eagerly.
"Yep!" I crowed. I pushed her onto her back on the bed, the robe splaying wide open. I leaned over her and dripped viscous chocolate goodness over first one nipple, then the other. I dipped my head down and licked each clean. Meredith gasped at the touch of the cold liquid, then gasped quite differently as I warmed her flesh once more. Having cleaned her thoroughly, I drizzled more down in a line from between her breasts to her navel, which I filled with sticky chocolate alcohol. I licked my way down her chest to her belly, then pursed my lips and sucked her deep navel dry. Meredith's quivering body signaled its approval. She propped herself up and gently took the glass from my fingers, taking a panting sip of her own.
Unencumbered by the glass, I bent once more, but lower this time. My lips trailed over her smoothness and down between her legs. I slowly dragged my fingertips up the inside of her thighs, across the silky stockings. When they reached the tops, they tingled as I touched her bare skin. I kissed her hard down there, then slid my fingers up the last few inches to delicately spread her lips.
Then I plunged my tongue within her, probing hungrily. Meredith muttered and squirmed before me and I felt myself already getting a little hard again, as much in response to her passion as to her lovely body.
I lapped at her, caressing her lips with my tongue and bumping it back and forth over the bud of her eager clitoris. Her heady aroma and flavor filled my senses and had my head swimming. I locked my lips around her bud and flicked at it with my tongue. I looked upward as I did so and my eyes met Meredith's. She was staring down at me, her face flushed and intent. I waggled my eyebrows naughtily, and drew a laugh. I released her from my lips and rose up, reaching out to take the nearly empty glass from her again.
Kissing my way in a circle around her navel, I explored her hard, flat stomach as it undulated under my attention. Meredith sucked her belly in, holding it in. I poured all the remaining coco-goodness into her navel. It overflowed and I bent hurriedly to lick up the spillage. Then Meredith laughed and her belly popped up, sending the final dribbles across her abdomen.
I madly licked all over her, but some escaped and rolled off her sides. I'd have moved to clean it up, but I was chasing another drizzle... one that ran down her front and between her legs.
Now, in addition to her own extravagant flavor, Meredith's pussy tasted of chocolate and vanilla. Some strange, detached portion of my brain noted interestedly that the coffee notes didn't really come through in this presentation. I banished that thought. It was time to focus and make Meredith come.
So I did. And then she did. With my tongue probing her depths, then flicking relentlessly at her delicate, eager bud, I had her writhing on the bed, softly moaning and making as much noise as she ever did. I slid two fingers inside her, right under my chin, and probed gently. I sought out and swiftly found just the right spot and her body shuddered. I heard the quiet keening that signaled happiness, and I just went on. I fed the wave of orgasmic bliss I felt radiating through Meredith's body. Her writhing first dislodged my face, and I just raised up to grin as I took in her perspiring, thrashing form. I kept my fingers inside her though, still caressing, until she finally pushed them away almost violently during another, final spasm of bliss.
Instantly, she collapsed back on the bed, magnificent chest heaving, searching for oxygen. When she had summoned enough, she raised her head weakly to look at me. "My God, darling!" she exclaimed. "That was so good... and you are such a liar," she went on to accuse happily.
"Liar?" I challenged, pretty damned sure I was not in trouble, but wondering what she meant.
"You just can't be that good and be as relatively inexperienced as you claim," she gasped.
I grinned and caressed her elegant leg. "I am not terribly experienced," I said honestly. "What I am is observant," I added smugly, though. After what I had just done to her, I felt I deserved a little smugness. "Every little thing I do that I see makes you happy, I commit to memory, and to doing again, only more so."
Meredith just sat up, leaned forward, and kissed me.
Then she rose to her feet and muttered, "Water..." She stepped to the table, grabbed a large bottle of Dasani water and cracked it open, drinking deeply. I realized that I was pretty damned parched as well, and followed suit.
Thirst temporarily assuaged, Meredith stretched like a cat, and moved languorously over to the window. She settled her robe on her shoulders once more, but made no move to close it. Why would she? It concealed nothing, and it was warm in the room. The open front of the elegant garment just made her look effortlessly desirable.
I followed to stand beside her at the window, slid my arm around her waist, and we gazed through the glass at the glittering city around and below us. Meredith's arm snaked around me in turn, though her hand was less on my waist, and more on my ass, stroking idly in little, quarter-inch caresses.
We leaned gently against each other and discussed the new skyscraper that was being constructed a little way off to our right. It would eventually be higher than where we stood, and had already reached more than half-way there. The construction crews had really hit their stride recently, and the steel and concrete were leaping up into the air at a breakneck pace that felt like a story a day.
As we stood there, admiring the new structure, and discussing the minor public controversies that accompany the construction of any civically important project, I felt my focus drift inexorably from the building to the transparent reflection of Meredith's nearly naked form in the window.
She was telling me a story related to another building that had been put up years ago, long before I started making the city my home. I silently stepped back half a step and slid behind her as she spoke. I wrapped my arms around her, and trailed my fingers upward over her flat abdomen, dragging them teasingly upward until I clasped her breasts, filling my hands and then some.
Meredith gamely went on with her story. It was actually quite interesting, and I thought it was a shame that I was about to thoroughly derail the telling. But not enough of a shame to delay me. Hungrily, I sank my fingers into her softness, my fingers tingling at her mammary magnificence.
I willed myself to release her breasts long enough to grasp the lapels of her robe and slide it off her shoulders, letting it slide to the floor around her ankles. I reached back to reclaim my hold on her chest and pressed my body against her back. Meredith braced her hands out against the window, to keep from being crushed against it, as I leaned firmly but gently against her. My now completely recovered penis had surged back to full attention, and I let it nestle in the crease of her backside, its hardness throbbing urgently.



"Mmmm," sighed Meredith, her story having trailed off to silence as I delivered my full-body nuzzle from behind her. She wriggled her hips sinuously, just enough to caress my package with her ass. "It is nice of you to demonstrate that I was right about your recuperative powers," she observed.
It seemed a shame not to fully demonstrate to her just how right she was about my erectile resiliency.
She was still wearing her dance heels, and while they had left marks on my back two weeks ago, I wanted them on her feet for a while yet that night. I needed the height. I gently lifted one of her legs, hand sliding under her thigh, and guided it to the low sill of the window. I nuzzled the back of her neck and I could feel her nod in approval at what I was doing.
Her position now gave me ideal access, and I bent my knees slightly, enough to let me guide my cock down between her legs. Its head slid along her slickly wet labia, and I repeated that stroke, drawing a happy but unsurprised gasp from Meredith.
She tilted her hips a little more and I grabbed them with both hands. With just a final adjustment of alignment, I felt my glans slip inside her receptive wetness. We both groaned as I sank myself slowly but completely within her. Her firm embrace at first resisted, then conformed around my shaft as I entered her. Our mutual groans transitioned to sighs as I completed my burial, belly pressed hard against her backside.
I wanted to just rest there, enjoying being inside this magical woman, but my body was too insistent. My hands dug into her hips and I began to thrust, barely able to assert enough control over myself to keep my movements slow and controlled.
"Oh God," Meredith groaned quietly. "Oh God that is good!"
Once I established a good rhythm of deep, gentle thrusts, I found myself fighting my body once more to keep things under control. To change things up, I switched to shallow penetration, barely keeping my head between her lips. This stimulated my glans even more, and Meredith's reactions told me she was enjoying it too.
But instinct will win out over patience in the end, and I soon could not help but drive myself full into her again. I thrust harder now, my strokes faster. My belly slapped audibly against her backside with each stroke. Looking past her to her reflection in the window, I could see Meredith's delicious breasts swinging wildly in time with my penetrations. Keeping one hand on her hip to steady my thrusts, I reached around with the other and clasped one of those awesome, swaying mounds, tweaking the nipple a little harder than I had meant to.
Meredith lifted one bracing hand from the window and placed it over my grasping fingers. Her fingers pressed mine harder against her, and then she clamped down, helping me pinch her even harder. She moaned quietly in a surprising appreciation.
My cock was screaming at me in ecstasy now as I jack-hammered into her, my breathing getting louder and shallower. Meredith let herself finally collapse against the window. Her head turned to the side and her cheek rested against the glass. Her breasts pressed hard against the cool surface, trapping my hand between it and the pane. But her hips pressed backward, away from the wall and hard against my invading penis.
The feeling was incredible, and I could have let myself come right then, but I wanted to ensure that Meredith reached fruition before me. And selfishly, I wanted to extend this bit of sexually gratifying gymnastics for as long as I could manage.
My body struggled, my cock practically screaming at me as I held off my release while stroking into her over and over again. She was so close, I could feel it, but she did not come. In and out I swept... And could hold off no longer.
A guttural, animalistic noise exploded from my throat as jizz rushed powerfully up my shaft and surged powerfully into Meredith. My hips froze for a moment, my cock buried fully within her, then I almost involuntarily resumed pumping, but in jagged, uneven strokes as follow-on spurts of cum sprayed into her.
It turns out, Meredith seemed to have been holding back to wait for me, because when my cock swelled, even before I actually unloaded into her, Meredith's whole body shook almost violently, while waves of tremors were unleashed throughout her body. I could tell she was shrieking her orgasmic keen, but she was so quiet this time, I could barely hear it over the grunts of my own efforts.
She experienced no wave of multiple orgasms this time, just a single, titanic blast of pleasure that had her writing so powerfully she would have ripped the penis off a lesser man.
...
Okay, that's a pretty arrogant way to put it, but I was feeling such a wave of masculine accomplishment at that moment, I would have kicked sand onto Superman on the beach.
We collapsed against the window, the support of which was the only thing keeping either of us standing. We rested, my cock still within her, and my hand happily trapped against her breast by the window, for what seemed like a very long time.
At last, the tremors in my legs grew more perilous, and I stumbled backwards, my softening member reluctantly leaving her confines. Meredith pushed off as well, turned and moved to embrace me. Our perspiring bodies stuck together as we kissed, softly and gently. At last, I opened my eyes and looked over her shoulder. And laughed.
"What?" she asked.
I pointed at the window and said, "I think we should clean that off ourselves, or the cleaning crew will have a little too much fun tomorrow morning." On the glass was smeared the sweaty streaked impression of a nude female, a fan-fucking-tastic nude female.
Meredith turned and looked at the almost pornographic smudge on the glass wordlessly.
Then she spoke. "Leave it just like that."
----------
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I only had one traditional final exam that Fall semester. Aside from our now performed final scene in Acting 101, I only had final papers and a writing assignment. Those were all completed and handed in well before I walked into that one exam. I was already packed for Christmas break at my parents', and when I handed in the two blue books I had filled during the test, I went straight to the car and headed off north to my home in Winston-Salem. I was barely across the border into South Carolina, when my phone started getting texts. Fortunately, the Tesla is pretty good with reading aloud and taking text dictation, so I could keep driving and did not have to pull over to reply to Steff.
Steff: How did your exam go?
Steff: My first is this afternoon, and it should be really easy, which has me worried
Steff: LOL
Me: Mine was harder than I thought. But I still crushed it, I think.
Steff: Good
Then, a half hour later...
Steff: Got all your shopping done for your family?
Me: Yep. Have to have. Dad and I have our trip starting Wednesday.
Steff: Going to go kill some poor woodland creatures with your big, bad gun?
Me: It is mostly fishing.
Steff: Don't drown
Me: Let's hope.
A little while after that last exchange, the phone rang. It was Meredith.
We chatted for quite a while. She asked about my exam as well, then grumpily complained that she had a matter at work blow up all of a sudden that would keep her inordinately busy over the whole holiday season.
"What the Hell do we have judges for," she groused, "if not to issue continuances over the holidays so lawyers don't have to toil in their offices while everyone else is guzzling eggnog at the firm's Christmas party?"
"I have complete confidence that the Mighty Meredith will subdue her paperwork dragon sufficiently to enjoy some mulled wine and bad caroling with her office colleagues," I said with merry reassurance. "Just don't get too collegial with any coworkers," I added teasingly.
"Don't worry, darling," Meredith replied softly.
My mother was typically effusive when I arrived home, fussing over how 'tired' I looked, demanding to know why I hadn't brought any laundry for her to do, and asking for details of how the semester had gone. She also told me she had planed dinner early, so I could go out later and see old friends.
I told her, in order, to stop fussing--I was getting plenty of sleep; that I was a grown-ass man and could do my own laundry without bringing it home to Mommy; and that, although I was not behind on sleep, I was tired and just wanted to hang out with her, Dad, and my sister. Maybe we could play Bridge, please?
The next day I spent driving my little sister around, doing Christmas shopping and running errands for Mom. Someone had to, because Sarah had chosen to leave her car at school and fly home. Sarah is a frosh at Ole Miss and is astoundingly pleasant and fun to talk to... for a little sister. One long afternoon of one-on-one time was exactly as much as I needed.
I spent that afternoon interrogating her about the college boys I knew would be all over such a cute girl like white on rice, all the while carefully lying through my teeth about my own love life. I became convinced that Sarah was getting laid, possibly regularly, and began, with utterly astounding hypocrisy, to plot an unannounced visit to Oxford, in order to put the fear of God into a few selected dudes.
(Spoiler: I did make that visit, and it turned out that there was just the one guy, his douche quotient was unfathomably low for a sophomore, and he and Sarah ended up as a couple for more than a year before she finally drove him nucking futs and he moved on.)
After my sister and I made it back to the house, we all four went out to eat together. Mom seemed surprised that her children wanted to spend time with her, and she asked us, well... me, twice if we wanted to do something on our own with friends instead. After dinner, Sarah did end up hitting a movie with an old buddy. Mom seemed puzzled that I was content to hang out with her and Dad, and make sure I was fully packed for Dad's and my annual trip together.
"Are you trying to get rid of me, Mom?" I complained. "We leave early-early tomorrow, and I don't want to sleep the whole ride there. That would be especially bad for the parts where I drive!"
"Late nights never stopped you before now," she just replied.
"I'm an old man now, I need my rest," I snarked. "Seriously, Mom. Chuck is doing Christmas in Vail this year with his family, and Pete has to work tonight."
She finally got off my back and when I got home, I packed and we three watched Netflix.
The next morning, my father and I hit the road. There is plenty of nice wilderness and easy drive west of where I live, and he and I always took three or four days right before Christmas to chill out in the woods and get some time away from the women in our family, who seemed to outnumber us about four to one, even though there were only the two of them.
My father is a very successful man. He may have been born with a silver (plated) spoon in his mouth, and that gave him a certain boost at the start, but he has made far more of himself than most men from similar circumstances. The long hours and near-constant travel meant that he was by necessity a distant figure most of the time. But when he was there for his family, he was always fully there. And the times he was able to plan to set aside as just for us were set in stone.
He made it to very few of Sarah's or my softball to lacrosse games, but any time he specifically told us that he was, in fact, coming, he was there the whole time, trying not to jeer the refs (and failing) and flirting with our teammate's moms, in the best tradition of youth sports parenting. For him, there was none of that last-second ghosting you see in the movies, where the shitty dad decides to take a last-minute meeting instead, absolutely proving to the kid that they are not his priority.
Dad also carved out specific times for each of us each year, plans that went off without fail. He and my mom took a trip outside the country twice a year, every year... usually outside the continent. In the rare event that wherever they went had internet at all, his phone and laptop remained buried in the suitcase. Honestly, how Sarah and I don't have more siblings was beyond me. He takes Sarah to New York every year before school starts to let her shop without Mom's interference. (And he gets to drink weird cocktails in Manhattan bars till the wee hours without Mom's interference.)
Just before Christmas was my block of time. Four days. In the woods. We took two small tents (Dad had a pop-up trailer for years it might rain or snow), coolers, beer, camp chairs, and all the other simple amenities for a comfortable campsite that still earned the name. Our fly rods were securely tucked behind the seats in the cabin of Dad's beat-up old F-150, which he kept for this trip, runs to Home Depot, and to otherwise annoy my mother. On the rack behind us was my vintage thirty-ought-six with the brand new scope I had bought myself for my birthday, and Dad's black rifle. The trip was always primarily about fishing, but we would spend the last day hunting wild boar. Feral swine are dangerous and a huge and growing problem for everyone from farmers, to ranchers, to gardeners, to owners of small dogs. That is why they are always in season. And, since I've never killed anything except insects that I didn't eat, it is fortunate that game pork can be quite tasty, if you know how to cook it.
By the afternoon, we had found a likely site, pitched camp, donned our waders and were in a small river, casting our flys across a likely looking bend.
After almost a half hour of companionable silence, my Dad, out of the blue, asked, "So, who is the girl?" This set off all manner of alarms in my head. Dad and I talk a lot on these trips, but not usually when we are in the river. If he talks here, it means something.
"Who is what girl?" I replied cautiously, wanting to figure out what he knew. What he was supposed to know... was nothing.
"I don't know who she is," Dad said in an idle voice that was not fooling me. "That's why I'm asking."
"What makes you think there is a girl?" I asked. "I do not have a girl," I added in what I thought was a very clever lie. I did not have a girl, I had two women, only one of which could even be plausibly thought of as a girl, which I did not.
"Pull the other one, Scott," Dad laughed at my weak denial. "Your mother specifically tasked me with finding out about her during this trip, but even I could tell all on my own that you have a girl, without her far superior detective skills."
"How?" I asked vehemently, already moving past denial to damage control. Full disclosure of the current state of my love life was not in any way on the table.
"How do I know? Karen Courtney," Dad replied calmly, flicking his fly a little further out.
"Karen Courtney is not my girl."
"A fact that you have not seemed to be able to accept for the last six years," Dad laughed. "Every time you come home, item one or two on your agenda is always calling or, more often, visiting Karen, just to see if you are off the rejected list."
Karen Courtney was a life-long friend, but when she turned seventeen, the Boob Fairy backed up an eighteen-wheeler at her house and my perceptions of my tomboy buddy... evolved. Her perceptions of me remained forever unchanged, unfortunately.
"This year," Dad said, "even I noticed that you didn't go hound-dogging off as soon as you got home. And the way you turned down all her subtle reminders that you had time to go see the Courtney girl has got your mother all fucking excited now. So give."
My father never swears around women, children, or business acquaintances. When he started swearing around me, it had been one of the coolest moments in my life. It had meant I was a man.
But he also never swore unless he was livid, or more often, when he was having fun, so that F-bomb meant I had a problem. Without it, I might have just gone with vague reassurances of 'nothing serious', etc. But now I knew he was amused, which meant he was going to dig, and keep digging.
I prayed fervently for the God-damned fish to make an appearance. The fuckers did not.
"It's complicated," I tried. Then I changed where I was casting my fly, in a vain attempt to find some distracting fish, but even if there were a couple out there in the vicinity, they all seemed to have had a big danish for breakfast and weren't hungry. "If we don't find some fish, it is going to be a can food dinner tonight," I observed.
"Uh huh," said Dad drily, ignoring my concerns about hunger. "So, what is the complication? Are you in another unrequited love situation?"
"It is not unrequited!" I snapped before I could help myself. Damn.
"Nice!" laughed my father. "So if you are getting 'requited' all the time, what is so complicated?"
"The complications," I replied, hoping I could shut things down with an unresponsive reply.
"Ah yes," Dad intoned sagely, "The Complications often do complicate matters." He shut up and concentrated on his casting. The fly flicked across the water. The bastard let the silence extend just long enough for me to hope he was going to let things drop. I should have known better.
"You know, boy," he went on suddenly, "the reason humans keep old farts like me around long after we stop spawning babies, is to dispense wisdom and advice... to help by passing on our own experiences with these complications."
"I am dead bone certain that you have not had to deal with this complication," I laughed.
"Oh ho!" laughed Dad loudly. The noise meant another half hour before the fish might consider biting. "Now you really have me curious."
"Dad. Father. Scott, Sr. I have always appreciated your support, and the way you have always been there for me when I asked for advice," I said, both imploringly and curiously, "but I've never known you so insistent on giving it. What's your freaking deal?"
Dad looked at me and grinned. "I'm a fifty-three year-old man who has been happily married to your mother for most of my adult life. When the opportunity to live vicariously through my son, or any other guy with a new relationship, comes along..." he shrugged. "Complications just make the whole story even better."
"Jesus...."
"So what is the problem you are dealing with? Wait..." my father interrupted himself. "Is she a black girl?" He misinterpreted the way my eyes widened. "I'm disappointed, Scott. You know your mother would not have a problem with...."
"Dad!" I interrupted, scaring the fish again with my volume. "I know Mom wouldn't have a problem! Shit! And if I were dating a black girl, then Grampy Dan could go fuck himself."
"Fuckin-A," replied my father, who was not a great fan of his father-in-law. "But I still don't see the problem. After Christmas, drive back to Atlanta, collect the girl, and bring her back for New Year's."
I stared at him, appalled.
"Listen, if there is a problem, your mom is a fixer. If your problem really isn't something that manly advice can handle, let her have a crack at helping," my father said quickly. "Why not give it a try?"
"Because if I brought two women back home for New Year's, Mom would have a fucking aneurysm, Dad!" I exclaimed.
I have mentioned before that my mouth gets out in front of my brain from time to time. Other times, my mouth freezes up and I am speechless. This was really one of those times where the latter would have served me better. Much better.
My father stared at me. Somewhere in the recesses of my mind, I rejoiced that for the first time since I was five and took a bath in house paint, I had rendered my father speechless. Out in the front of my mind however, I was kicking myself. Hard.
"There are two girls," Dad said slowly at last. "Two?"
"Two women. Yes," I ground out between clenched teeth. "Mom. Would have. An. Aneurysm."
My father looked up at the sky with a small smile on his face and rocked his head back and forth. "I don't know, Scott. Your mom might handle that better than you think."
Wait. What? What the... What the actual fuck, my mind screamed. What had I just learned about my mother, if only by implication? I had the sudden idea that pursuing what made Dad think that Mom would not freak out might derail his interrogation of me. But I quickly discarded the thought when I realized that I would rather give a PowerPoint presentation to my parents, with diagrams, on how I'd fucked Steff in a restaurant bathroom the prior Friday, than actually find out what gave my father the idea that Mom would be cool with my having two girlfriends at once.
While I was running around in panicked circles in my head, my father was quiet for a moment. "Um..." he said carefully. At least someone besides me had decided to be careful with his words. "Are you simply dating two girls at the same time, or are you, um... more than just dating them?"
I stared at him. Glared, really. I was determined not to answer, but of course my silence answered for me.
My father sighed and reeled in his line. "We should move up to the next bend. There may be something to catch down there." A change of venue sounded good to me. And any fish in a new spot would not have been scared off by all the hollering.
As we walked upstream, Dad sucked at his teeth. "Um, you do know how likely it is that this will end poorly... for all three of you." He paused, "But especially for you?" We trudged on, and I did not answer. "Look," he went on while we struggled through a thicket, "one of them will find out eventually. They always...."
"Not my problem, Dad," I interrupted shortly.
"It will be," he insisted. "You're smart, boy. God knows you are smart. But even the smart ones get caught. Do they know each other?"
I snorted. "Oh yeah. But...."
"Christ, you are fucked."
My father was pissing me off. The thicket, which had more of its share of thorns than was strictly reasonable, was pissing me off more. "They know about each other, Dad," I growled.
My father spun around to look at me when I said that. In doing so, he let go of a branch, which whipped back and spiked him fairly effectively. I moved to help disentangle him, and got impaled myself for my sins. We were both laughing, and both only a little in pain, when we finally extracted ourselves from the fucking thorns. From there, we waded back into the river and saw that indeed, we had found a better-looking location.
We started casting again in silence, but I could just feel Dad percolating across the way from me.
"Let me get this straight," he started up again. "There are two women. They know each other. They are both actually aware that you are fucking the other one at the same time?" His eyebrows were higher than I'd ever seen them.
"Yes," I sighed. Mortified as I was by this conversation, I had to admit to myself that it was immensely God-damned satisfying to have my father on his heels like this. And I grinned at myself, especially when he uttered the phrase, "at the same time."
Unfortunately, my father might have been off balance, but he is never anything but observant. It's why I'm such a rules-following, responsible guy. I never got away with one damned thing around him growing up.
And I didn't get away with that little chuckle to myself either.
His raised eyebrows snapped down into a furrow, and his eyes themselves narrowed. "Wait a second. You smiled when I said, 'at the same time.' Are you having threesomes!?"
All chance of eating fresh fish that night fled with his shout. Every fish in the whole freaking river must have heard him. I'm betting fish in aquariums in Asheville heard him.
"They don't like to use that term," I whispered in a strangled voice, completely unable to resist.
My father stared at me. Then he threw his rod onto a nearby rock and splashed over toward me. When he got to me, he stuck out his hand. "Well put 'er God-damned there," he said, with a grin and a gleam in his eye. I bemusedly shook his hand. "I have never met any guy who ever came close to a threesome!" he exclaimed. "Well, except for.... Anyway."
Do. Not. Pursue. That. Interrupted. Remark.
"And my son pulls it off," he went on. I swear, the sonofabitch was proud of me!
Now he was laughing. Hard. He was bent over with his hands on his knees, he was laughing so hard. When he finally could breath easily enough to straighten up, he looked at me again. "Don't get me wrong, I still think you are fucked in the long run, but at least you have a chance to get away in the end with your balls still attached, instead of hanging from their rearview mirrors."
"Yeah," I said, suddenly pensive. My father sensed it and settled down on a huge rock, inviting me to sit down too. The fishing was forgotten.
"I'm joking, you know," he said, arm around me--something he didn't do that often.



"Yeah," I said again, with a sigh. "Look, I have known from minute one that I am performing the greatest balancing act in male-female relationship history. I'm terrified all the fucking time."
"Good," said my father. "You might get it to last for a while that way." He shut up for a bit. But I felt him fidgeting. "Look," he burst out at last. "This is so fucking wrong, but I'm just dying of curiosity. I am hereby not your father for the rest of this trip. I need to ask questions."
"Dad!"
"My name is Scott, Scott."
"I'm sorry, Scott," I said sweetly. "Have you lost your God-damned fucking mind?" I added at the top of my lungs.
My father just looked at me blandly, then 'Scott' asked calmly, "Are they hot? Is at least one of them hot? In fact... I would imagine they have to both be fairly equally attractive, or it would never even start. Am I right?" Christ, was my father babbling? Did I babble because of genetics?
To shut 'Scott' up, I simply said, "They are both out of my league."
"Really?" My father asked skeptically. "Your mother and I produced a couple of very good-looking kids, you know."
"I never knew awesome could come in such different forms," I sighed, before I could help myself.
My father chortled to himself with unseemly glee. Then he sobered. "Damn! Now I am the one in trouble."
"Huh?" I asked.
"I have an assignment, Scott! I am to return with the straight poop on this girl of yours. I cannot come back with a story that you are having three-way sex with supermodels!"
"I should fucking hope not!" I said swiftly. But I was secretly thrilled at the turn this conversation had just taken. Dad was bad enough, but I supposed that I could deal with him, especially if he was going to be so surprisingly enthusiastic. Mom would be Hell on Earth.
But since I was safe, I might as well tease the old man a little.
"To be fair," I drawled. "It is mostly not threesomes. Usually it is just the night with one or the other."
We ended up catching just one fish during the whole day. One. True, it was a beaut, but dinner would still have too much packaged ingredients for a proper camping trip. Oh well.
When we did straggle back into camp, scratched up and happy, though mostly fishless, I set to my usual task of making the fire. Dad cleaned the fish, a task that was unfairly easy that night. He finished quickly, then walked over to me.
"Here," he said, snapping his fingers. "Let me finish getting the fire started. You go drag your phone out of the truck and show me some pictures."
Whoa.
Phones were never opened on camping trips. This was an historical moment.
And no.
No way was he getting pictures. I was not letting him see either one of them. Especially Meredith. For a twenty-three year-old, it would require some epic preparation to ready your parents for the reveal of your thirty-five year-old smoke-show of a girlfriend. I was not good enough at CPR to let my father in on that secret, not out here in the wilderness.
Besides, neither of them were any of my parent's God-damned business.
"Sorry Dad," I said with elaborately insincere anguish in my voice. "I've told you too damned much already. Your son is keeping the actual details of his goddesses to himself."
The sonofabitch actually dropped the subject. I love my father.
The rest of the trip was routine. We caught so many fish the next day, we tossed most back, keeping just enough to eat for that night and the next.
The day we finally left, we did not get on the road home until very late. On our last full day in the woods, we had set aside our rods for rifles, and we had each gotten a boar. That meant that we had had to take a long break while we waited for the local game processor to butcher the kill and pack our coolers. I may feel obligated to eat what I kill (boar are pretty tasty, if you know how to cook them), but I don't feel obligated to clean and dress them. We let a pro do that. That's what money is for. But two pigs took them while, and we should have already been home by the time we got out of the backwoods and close enough to civilization for me to feel right about pulling out my phone.
There was a raft of texts from Steff.
The first were from the day before.
Steff: Hey! Welcome back to civilization!
Steff: Slay any war pigs?
Steff: Wait, are you still in the woods? Sorry
Then, from earlier that day:
Steff: Back in cell range yet?
Steff: You are late. All OK?
I snorted and typed a reply.
Me: Two war pigs slain for the good of the environment + dinner table.
Steff: Yummy, I guess....
Me: Heavy, too.
Steff: So, big news!
Steff: Got invited to tag along with a crowd to Miami Beach over New Year's
Steff: I fly back just in time for first class
Me: I will pray for your liver.
Steff: TY
My father just drove quietly while I went through all the texts. When I set down my phone, he drawled, "Catching up with all your women?"
"Just the one," I said carefully.
"Is she holding up without your masculine presence?"
"She's fine," I said firmly, eager to assert that I was not tangled in an ever-constricting tangle. "In fact, she is going to Miami Beach at the end of Christmas break."
"Really?" my father said. "And how are you feeling about that?" he asked. "Or are you now going to leave us early to go keep an eye on her?"
"No, Dad." I pondered my relationship with Steff for the umpteenth time. "Steff and I aren't possessive."
"Really," said my father, voice driving with sarcasm. "So if she hooks up with some drunken, muscle-bound Cubano in a hotel, you won't be, um, put out?"
"No."
"Sure."
"Look," I said, "that just isn't her M.O. And if she did choose to, who would I be to complain? I'm also with her... her best friend." That was close to a disastrous slip of the tongue.
My father just drove for a minute or so. "Alright, that's some new information. One girl is named 'Steff', and the other is Steff's best friend."
"Quit digging, Dad!"
My father just laughed his ass off.
When we were less than a half hour from home, my phone rang.
Meredith.
I kept the screen turned away from Dad, but I just couldn't resist answering. I wanted to hear her voice.
"Hello," I said happily, leaning away from the driver's side and pressing the phone tight to my ear.
"Hello darling! Are you alone?" asked Meredith quietly.
"Umm, no," I said. "My father and I got hung up getting onto the road home. We are still driving."
"Would you like to call me back?"
"No, I can hear you fine, thanks," I said casually, as if to a customer service agent.
"So, you are still in the car with your father? But he can't hear me?"
"That's right, actually. It's cool."
"Tell him I said hi," Meredith laughed.
"No way, man. I'm not going there," I said firmly. She laughed again.
My father, who hadn't seemed to be paying attention, leaned over slightly and asked, sotto voce, "Which one is that? 'Steff', or the best friend?"
I glared at Dad silently.
"So I can speak freely," said Meredith slowly, "but you can only listen and not reply...."
"I don't know if we have to do that," I replied slowly.
"Did you think about me at night, in the woods?" purred Meredith.
Gulp. "I think we can agree on that. Sure."
Meredith chuckled softly. "Which did you think about more? Our night in the hotel in the sky, or the next morning?"
"I'm not sure I can say," I said neutrally, but in shallow breath.
"I bet it was the morning," she went on softly. "The morning, where I and that beautiful penis of yours both got up before you. The morning, where when you did wake up, you found me impaled upon you, rising and falling slowly... softly... so damned happily."
I gulped quietly, unable to trust myself to say anything.
"And as your eyes opened, you lifted your hands up and grasped my breasts. You did it so softly, so gentlemanly, yet so hungrily. I rose and fell atop you faster, and pressed your hands deeper into my chest. I reveled in your amazing hardness as it drilled ecstasy into my insides, over, and over, and over again. You hips rose up off the bed, pressing yourself into me even deeper, all in time with my own gentle, wonderful ride."
I had to adjust the way the seatbelt pulled across my lap. It was the last thing I wanted to do, with my freaking father driving right next to me, but it was non-optional.
"The sun peeked through the clouds, stabbing into our room and across the bed, just as I felt your steely rod inside me swell even more. I gasped as I felt you fill me in burst after burst and my own ecstasy surged around you in return. I don't remember how long my back arched, my breasts pressing forward into your grasp, but I do remember collapsing atop you, and you taking my face in your hands and kissing me so wonderfully that I almost came again."
There was silence on the line for a while.
"At least, that is what I'm betting you thought about," Meredith went on briskly, as if she had just ticked off a shopping list. "Listen, I've got to go. This legal matter still won't resolve itself. Have a Merry Christmas!"
"Yeah," I croaked. "Have a Merry Christmas. I'll, um, talk to you soon!" Meredith hung up.
My father had mercy on me and maintained a respectful silence... For about two-tenths of a mile. "Did you just have phone sex while sitting next to me in my truck?" the bastard asked, oh so fucking casually."
"Dad!" I practically shrieked. "What? What are you talking about?"
My father took his eyes off the road to stare at me for an uncomfortably long time, as if we were two characters in front of a green screen on a TV show, instead of hurtling along the real Interstate in a two-ton vehicle. When he returned his eyes to the road, he said through a shit-eating grin, "Scott, I've been on the road more than half of my entire, very happy marriage. I know phone sex."
"Jesus, fuck, Dad! Too fucking much God-damned information!" I was going to be completely unable to look my mother in the eye when we got back home. Shit.
When my father's laughter subsided, he said more soberly. "So we need to get our stories straight... in terms of what I report to your mother."
"You said you weren't going to tell her!" I protested quickly.
"I have an assignment," he sighed. "She knows you are involved with someone, and I'm supposed to give her the low-down. What can I say that won't get us both in trouble?"
I sighed, too. The man was right. He usually was. "Okay," I said. "You can tell her that I have a fairly recent new girlfriend named Steff. She is 21 and a Junior. I am of the firm opinion that she is attractive. But I am still skittish about how things are going, and don't want to jinx it by talking about her with the family. That is all. No more."
Dad nodded judiciously. "Sounds good."
"It's all true," I said, "as far as it goes. That way neither one of us gets in trouble later. And you even got all of that out of me on your own."
"Actually, I only learned the ages of them just now," added Dad triumphantly.
It was not lying to let him go on believing that 'age' was plural....
"Anyway," he went on. "I think that is enough for her to accept, at least for this visit home." He nodded to himself. "No need to add anything about the second girl who, from all available evidence, gives phone sex nearly as excellently as your mother."
"Dad! That's it. Let me out. I'll walk the last 25 miles!"
The old man laughed the rest of the way home, while I tried to convince myself that the bastard hadn't deliberately scarred me mentally for life.
----------
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The remainder of my Christmas break was uneventful. True to his word, my father had done his best to keep Mom from prying, and it largely worked. She left me alone about 'the girl' for the most part.
We went to church an hour early on Christmas Day, so we could sing carols, and so we could simply make sure we had seats. After that, opening presents was awesome. The dress I had bought Mom, with Meredith's advice, was a hit. I got a drone, which I narrowly avoided crashing into various trees over the rest of the break.
I called Meredith four times, and she called me twice. I leaned that phone sex is much more rewarding when you are alone, than it is when you are sitting in a beat-up old pickup truck next to your father.
Steff and I texted constantly, though it dropped off around New Year's, and I heard almost nothing while she was in Miami Beach. I guessed that it was hard to focus on her phone when she was either drunk, or hung-over and getting drunk again, while in Miami.... I mostly left her alone, but I did have one particular question.
Me: Hey, my tanline-free friend!
Me: Have you gone to the topless beach down there yet?
My texts showed as having been read almost immediately. Her response was silence. Who knew simply not texting could sound snotty?
Me: Pictures, please!
Steff: The agreement among those of us who went was that there would be NO phones
Me: Now I feel left out.
Her lack of response left me out, too. I laughed.
I had just finished lunch on the Monday classes began, when I got the first text from Steff in a while:
Steff: Hey
Steff: Got time to talk at school today?
Me: Sure. I have Astronomy at two, so before then. Or after three-thirty.
Steff: How about now? Starbucks?
Steff: I'm right there. I'll grab you an iced tea
Me: Thanks. No sugar, please.
Steff: Thanks
I hustled to get over there, but Steff had already grabbed our drinks, along with a couple of seats at a small table in a corner. I wanted to kiss her, but we both knew tons of people on campus. I settled for offering a fist-bump, which she returned with a smile.
"Have a Merry Christmas?" I asked as I sat down.
"Of course," she said. "Meredith actually got me a freaking drone! It is so cool."
I laughed loud enough to draw a few stares. "My dad got me one too. How was the beach? Hot?"
"Uh, it was great...." Steff trailed off. I realized that something was off with her.
"You okay?" I asked, concerned.
She looked at me hesitantly, then took a deep breath. "Look, Scott, I... I have to call off Friday after improv."
"Okay," I said slowly. "Why? Kimmie and Tony will be bummed. You know that they are going to want to go drinking." Our first improv competition of the year was Friday.
"Yeah..." Steff was avoiding looking at me, which was weird. Then she heaved a deep breath and stared into my eyes seriously. "Thing is... after the show Friday, I have a date."
I was not expecting that. I was really not expecting that.
We just stared at each other silently.
I had a roiling sea of reactions running around my head, too varied to make any coherent sense out of immediately.
"Are you okay, Scott?" Steff asked me quietly. Was that a little fear in her voice?
Whatever feelings I had, wanting her to be afraid was not among them, thank God. "Yeah... I'm fine, I think," I said honestly. "Who is it?" I asked, surprised to find that I was actually interested. I leaned back in my chair and looked at her.
"Alan Wang," she said simply, with a tang of guilt that I realized I did not want to hear.
I actually brightened. I knew Alan, and from well before I had ever met Steff. We had played D&D as part of a larger group back when I first returned to college. We had dropped out of the group at different times, each when a bad grade convinced us that we had gotten obsessed. We still knew each other, and I liked him.
"I'm sorry to do this to you, Scott, but we have to stop," Steff said almost miserably. I knew exactly what she meant by 'stop', of course. "How can I make it up to you? Can I?"
I heaved a sigh and smiled. "You can't. You can't because you don't need to. This was always the deal, right? We aren't, weren't a couple. If we had became one, then fine. But if a relationship were to come along for either of us, then..." I shrugged.
Steff heaved a big sigh. Then she looked at me. "You aren't mad?" she challenged.
"No," I replied, rather shocked to mean it.
"Not even a little?" It suddenly sank in that Steff actually was a little mad... that I was not. That, at least, was gratifying. Whatever else was happening in my head at breakneck speed, my ego was rising its hand and demanding to feel a little put out.
"I'm disappointed, not angry," I said almost absently.
"What are you doing? Subjecting me to a classic Jewish or Catholic mother guilt trip?" Steff said, her own confused anger manifesting itself as sarcasm.
I realized what I had just said. I grinned... very faintly. "Sorry, I just realized what I said. Look, I meant it literally. I am not angry at you, unless something else in involved here that I'm not seeing. But I am literally disappointed. Check the mirror, Steff. I just lost the greatest Benefits in the history of Friends With. I am allowed to be disappointed," I replied, my voice getting firmer and louder with each word.
"Calm down," Steff said, looking around, chagrined at her own momentary anger.
Then the present circumstances hit me. "Wait, did you want to talk here in a Starbucks because you were afraid I'd go ape shit if we were in private?" I asked suspiciously.
Steff looked me in the eye and said, "Yes."
I held her gaze. "Sound plan," I said. Then I smiled in what I hoped was a reassuring manner. (Why was I having to reassure her?) "But it wasn't necessary."
"Why not?"
I chose not to answer that. "I do have a couple of questions, the answers to which might make me mad," I said instead. "Most importantly, we are still buddies, right? We will still do things like the improv team together with Tony and Kimmie?"
"I hope so!" Steff said quickly. "I mean I intend to... if you still want to."
"I gave myself one prime directive when all... this," I waved my hands around in the air, "started. Whatever happened, whatever I might do, I must not do anything to lose you as a friend. No amount of sex with the hottest girl on campus would have been worth that."
Steff actually blushed. "You don't have to keep flattering me. We aren't dating any more."
I felt that things... and I, were stable enough to tease her at least a little. "Well, I absolutely want out of this particular dynamic right now. You know, with me flattering you and you making my dick sad." She laughed, a little painedly. "But since we are just buds now, you gotta tell me," I said, leaning forward with an almost nasty grin, "How is Alan in the sack?"
How had I never gotten Steff to blush that hard before? "Um," she replied, "we've barely more than kissed." That surprised me. "We are going to date like civilized people for a least few times, not like whatever the heck you and I did," she said, judgement of us in her voice. "As your buddy, I'll tell you when we finally start to mess around, but I will never tell you exactly what we do, or how good he is at it."
"Sound plan," I admitted. The little wench had lots of sound plans.
"And besides," she added, hesitantly, as if she didn't want to, "if he and I don't work out, then...."
"No," I interrupted, before she could say another word. "No, Steff. You and I will never have sex again."
That confused her. "So you are mad at me."
"No," I reaffirmed. "No, I'm not. But the minute you started this conversation, and the minute I found that I wasn't mad, we were never going to go to bed together again. Think about it." I took a deep breath and went on. "You have been doing that self-check in your head and heart we talked about the first morning after... making sure you weren't moving forward beyond Friends With Benefits, right? So have I. There is no fucking way you say yes to a date with Alan..."
"I asked him," Steff put in bravely.
"Quit making my dick sad!" I said crossly. Then I went on, "There is no way you would have decided to go out with Alan if, in your heart, you thought that that evolution was ever going to happen with me. And there is no way I don't flip my shit right here, in public or not, when I heard about it, if there was ever a way that I was going to make that evolution either."
Steff just looked at me, no contradiction in her eyes.
"So you have to know that you and I will never horse around again," I said firmly. "I deserve that knowledge. I can't be expected to wait around to see if I'm going to be recalled to the Majors. You deserve to not have the possibility of hooking up with me as a safety net when things hit the first bump in the road. And most of all Alan abso-fucking-lutley deserves to find out where your relationship goes without me always warming up in the bullpen!"
"Wow, the Bro Code is strong in you two!" exclaimed Steff.
"It always is in the good guys," I said smugly.
"First thing Alan did when I asked him out was to go all Bro Code about you," Steff said.
"Really?"
"Yeah. It was in Miami..."
"I figured that."
"Well, I spent more time with him that week than I had total before, outside of class," she said, still feeling the need to explain. "And you were right, a bunch of us did go to the topless area of the beach. I figured that was a good place to ask a guy out, you know?" I smirked in agreement. Steff would be extraordinarily persuasive on a topless beach, no matter what the subject. "And there I was, my tits bouncing right in front of him, all covered in tanning lotion, asking him to go out with me when we got back to school, and his first response was to ask about you, and weren't you and I kind of a thing?"
"I've always liked Alan," I said. "Did you tell him about us?"
"Not the whole thing, no," Steff said. "Do I look nuts?" I started to speak, but she headed me off. "I did tell him that we have slept together, more than a little. But I said we were just good friends hooking up. And I warned him that I very much intended to keep the friends part, but not the hooking up."
"And he then said yes?"
"Well, my tits were right there," laughed Steff just a little. "But yes. And he actually put some thought into it before he said yes, which I liked."
I put my hands on the little table between us, leaned forward and kissed her softly on the cheek. "Then I am actually happy for you. Good luck, Steff."
"Thank you," she replied, for more than those words.
"But," I said firmly, "I have to go."
"Oh yeah, Astronomy?"
"Exactly," I replied. I stood up, winked at her, took my tea, and cruised.
I had already decided to blow off Astronomy much earlier in the conversation.
When I was out of sight of the coffee shop, I broke into a run toward my dorm, tossing my still mostly full tea into the trash as I passed a can. I swung into my room, already tugging my shirt off. Fortunately, I didn't need a fresh shower, as time felt of the essence. I shucked off my jeans and opened my wardrobe. I grabbed a white dress shirt and donned it, along with my dowdy, bankers-cut suit and a sober tie. My fancy new shoes finished the look. I dashed out to my car and headed downtown, where I parked in the deck of a large building near the capital.
My heart was racing as I marched into the tenth-floor lobby of Meredith's law firm, a place I had never been. I walked up to the rather intimidating receptionist, introduced myself, and asked her if Meredith was available.
"Do you have an appointment?"
"No. I'm afraid I don't," I replied. "An urgent matter has arisen, I was near by, and I didn't want to talk about it over the telephone or via email. I was hoping that she might have a few minutes, this late in the day."
The dragon of a receptionist cocked an eyebrow, but lifted the telephone in front of her. "Ms. Chisholm? A Mr. Scott Talbott is here in the lobby. I don't see his name on your client list. Are you available?"
I held my breath.
"Very well," she replied after a moment. She turned to me. "You are in luck, Mr. Talbott. Your attorney will be able to fit you in. If you will please wait over there, she will send someone down for you once she can finish up her current matter."
I sagged in relief, then paced about in the spacious lobby by the window. I couldn't sit. It had almost been easy to sit and talk with Steff. What I had to do now... what I had decided while I was talking to Steff that I had to do now, would be far more hard.
It was almost ten minutes before a pretty young woman came out to fetch me. As the elevator doors closed on us, she turned to look at me. "Um, are you the Scott Talbott from the Capital Club?" she asked diffidently.
"Excuse me?" I asked, startled.
"My sister and brother-in-law are members there. They saw Meredith 'dancing and ro...'" she cut off the quote. "Dancing with someone like you, and they heard his name was something like Scott Talbott." She blushed and apologized, "I'm sorry, I really shouldn't pry."
"Well, I suppose I am him then," I replied, proud of my newfound acting ability. "She told me that she hadn't danced in ages, so I was happy to go take a turn or three after our meeting."
"Oh, so you are a client, then," she said, almost to herself. I ignored the comment as if it was obvious.
I sagged inwardly in relief. But the rest of the ride, she kept looking at me. It was a frank appraisal. I noted she was barely older than me....
We got off the elevator, and she led me down the hall to a private office that while not on a corner, was on the windowed side of the corridor. She tapped on the door, and I heard a musical voice say, "Come in!"
The paralegal, secretary, or whatever she was besides nosy busy-body, open the door and stood aside for me.
Meredith stood behind her desk, which was impressively solid, but battered. She must have inherited it from the office's prior occupant(s). "Do come in, Mr. Talbott," she told me. "Beth, please see that we aren't disturbed. I have a feeling I know what is concerning Mr. Talbott. I'll let you know when we are done, if you haven't already left for the day."
"Absolutely," said Beth, who closed the door quietly behind me.
Meredith looked at me, quietly and intently, but she waited for me to speak.
"She already told you?" I asked, meaning Steff. My voice was tense.
"Last night. She was mostly worried about you."
"Wasn't she excited about Alan?" I asked. Our body language was strained. I just stood in the middle of her office, and she sank slowly back into her chair, with the bulk of her desk between us.
"Yes. She is. But she can handle that part on her own. She wanted to talk about how to tell you without hurting you," Meredith said quietly. "Did she? Hurt you?"
I heaved a big breath. Here went.
"The thing about how I dealt with what was going on between me and Steff was to focus on how it wasn't deep. It was intense, and it was fun, but it was me and her. It wasn't Us," I said. "The whole time since... we started, I over and over again asked myself whether I was falling for her. To figure that out, I kept asking myself certain questions," my voice was getting a little higher as I spoke, and I tamped it down ruthlessly.
"The big question was always, was I jealous?" I went on. "Was I resentful of the guys in her other classes? Was I upset when she went out of town to parties... or especially to Miami, without me? No. I just never felt that green-eyed monster." Meredith went to say something, then fell back silent. "Was I needy? Did I need to be with Steff all the time? No. That's pretty obvious. Was I preoccupied with thoughts of her when we weren't together? Nope. Didn't seem that way, at least."
I kept my voice flat, but I could not keep from talking faster and faster. "I would ask myself if I was hung up on, or shying away from, thoughts about the future. Was I making plans with Steff? No."
I was short of breath. Now that I started talking, everything was coming to a boil.
"But within a minute of sitting down with her in that damned Starbucks, hearing about Alan, and telling her how my main focus has always been on ensuring that no matter what happened between us, my top priority had always been that she and I remain friends... Inside, I was going over all those questions in my head again, at rocket speed."
I could tell my eyes were practically haunted when I said, "And every single answer was coming up yes."
Meredith looked at me sadly. I didn't want her to be sad, it was making me feel worse.
"I had to sit there, being supportive, and reassuring her I wasn't mad. I wasn't angry," I said, suddenly speaking very slowly. "It took all my self-control not to run away until I was out of sight."
"Oh dear," said Meredith, pain in her own voice. "Sitting there, realizing you are in love with her."
I looked at her, terrified.
"No, Meredith," I said swiftly, to get it all out before I chickened out, or she stopped me.
"I sat there, going over with Steff how the answers really were all 'no', for both of us. But inside, my mind was screaming. Screaming about..." I threw my arms up, not sure how to go on. Then I actually wrapped them around myself insecurely.
"Screaming about you, Meredith. Screaming 'Yes' about every question when it came to you so loudly inside my head I could barely think." I looked at her desperately. "Listen to me. I wanted to punch Claudio Barreles in his fat, rich, Brazilian face last month. Hell, I still want to punch him in his face, right now! Over Christmas, I told my father a lot more about my relationships than I ever intended to. He is quite the interrogator. But the one absolute thing I managed to avoid was addressing anything with him about you."
I gulped for breath. "I told myself that it was because he wouldn't understand about us, but maybe it was because I was afraid that I might understand about us. And even if that wasn't it, I just did not want to share you in any way with him or with anyone. And then I called you so many times over the rest of vacation. I barely call my parents when I am down here. The phone isn't really my thing. But I needed to hear your voice..."
I stoped and inhaled painfully. Meredith just looked at me, eyes wide, but her hands were clenched, damnit.
"When you called me right as our trip was ending, when I was in the truck with Dad? You asked if I had thought about you. You are damned right I thought about you... every night. Only. You."
I inhaled again. "But to have been in a position to receive you call, I had to turn on and look at my phone. I used my phone while I was still on the road with my father. When I still had him all to myself. I've never done that before. Never. But I had to know if you had called, I had to be ready to talk to you."
I realized that I was actually backing away from her. My back was almost up against the door to her office.
"What am I going to do, Meredith?" I pled. "What in the Hell do I have to offer you? I'm hopelessly in love with you, but I've got nothing to offer to a woman like you!" I felt so small, I was barely looking at her as she sat at her desk, not moving at all, frozen. "Look at you," I said waving my hand in the direction of her motionless beauty. "Look at where you are in life. You are wildly successful... at the peak of your powers. Billionaires want to dance with you because they are afraid of what you might do to them in the courtroom!" My back was fully against the door. I looked over my shoulder, as if at the rest of the floor, and the numerous other floors in this gleaming high-rise that housed her firm. "Hell, forget I said that. You aren't remotely at your peak. You are going to run this whole joint one day, if you decide you want to."



I slumped against the door.
"And what I am? What could I become?" I muttered. "I'm a writer. It's all I want to be. But I'll never measure up to you. I'll never... I'll never be somebody. And you already are!" I looked up and into Meredith's wide brown eyes. "I was sitting there with Steff, trying to be the best person I could be, trying to be happy for her, while in that very moment I was forced to realize that I am head over heels for you, and I had been refusing to admit it to myself because all I can ever really be for you is a Toy Boy."
Somehow, I'll never know how, my eyes remained dry, but Meredith told me later that they were shot with red.
And with that, I was out of words. I just stood there, trapped against the door, looking at her.
I realized that her breathing was shallow and fast. It had to be hard, I thought at that moment, to have this kid come into her office, ranting about L.O.V.E., at the end of, but still during, a Monday workday.
Meredith rose to her feet wordlessly. She walked over to me slowly. Damn the woman, she was incapable of moving anything other than sexily, no matter the freaking situation. She was wearing that same damned white knit sweater and skirt set that she had had on the first night our 'relationship' kicked off. It is a measure of my emotional turmoil that I had anything else running through my mind besides images of that night when she had, out of the blue, hiked that top up to break my brain with the sight of her amazing breasts, all because she had wanted to challenge Steff. Instead of drinking in that glorious memory, I was mostly thinking about how my little, emotional, utterly unavoidable stunt just now would likely mean that I'd never see that glorious sight again.
As she reached me, I couldn't help it. I was drawn forward off the door, like iron filings to a magnet. I just stood there, miserably, waiting for the hammer to fall, my thoughts filling with desperate plans to erase what I had just done. But you can't put the L-word toothpaste back in the tube, can you?
Then Meredith reached out under my arms and wrapped her hands around behind my back, pressing her body against mine and kissing me with a desperation that bordered on violence. I have never been kissed anything like that, before or since. Her lips slammed against mine at breakneck speed, yet somehow the impact was gentle. Her marvelous, uneven mouth locked onto mine, and we shared a long, literally breathless kiss. We broke for a second to take desperately needed gasps, then kissed again, our tongues leaping forward, reaching urgently for one another.
My arms wrapped around her needily and I squeezed her against me. Somehow, she had elected to come within my reach, and I felt a compulsion to never let her get out of my grasp again, the foolish woman.
She let go of me just enough to pull at my suit jacket, tugging it off my shoulders. "You did good to always wear your other suit around me," Meredith gasped, breaking our lips apart. "I don't ever want to see you wearing this boring piece of shit again." With that, she hurled the coat away.
"Meredith," I said, confused, "what are you doing?"
"Doing?" she repeated. She kissed me briefly, then went on, "Doing? I'm getting ready to fuck you, Scott. Right here. Right now."
Well, right then I was more confused than when I was dealing with the tidal wave of emotion that Steff's little announcement had unleashed. Strangely, the biggest thing I could focus on was that Meredith had said, "fuck". I had never heard that word on her lips before, much less in its active, verbal form. It is amazing how large an impression a bit of vocabulary can make in its absence. At least she still wanted my bod. But right then? Right there?!? I kind of froze.
Meredith, pulled her lips from mine once more. She started tugging at my fly. "Listen to me," she said, her eyes, full of intensity, never leaving mine, "when Stephanie told me last night about Alan, it was all I could do to just hold still. She even made a joke out of it, saying that 'I had won'." Her hands jerked my zipper down. "I had to sit there, offering emotional support and reassurance that you wouldn't hate her, even though all the while I was sort of hoping that you might. I was biting my tongue and sitting on my hands, just to keep from dancing around the kitchen! Since I met you, Stephanie always had the prior claim on you. I always had to respect that, no matter what I was coming to understand that I wanted. But suddenly last night, she was bowing out!"
She shoved my pants down until they dropped to my ankles. Her hand dragged up over the front of my underwear, caressing the outline of my slowly, confusedly, elongating penis. "I had to give all my attention to her as she worked through her problem, helping her think it through, when all I wanted to do was plot out how to get what I wanted. I have not gotten a lick of useful work done today because I have been sitting here, thinking on what to do about you; trying to figure out how to make you mine." Her hand slid beneath the elastic of my boxer briefs and grasped my shaft firmly. "And then instead, you just walk in here with that lovely, brave, utterly stupid speech, and I am officially unable to control myself."
Speaking of being unable to control one's self, my hands, which had been basically paralyzed behind her back, finally came back to life. I slid them around between us and grasped at her magnificent breasts. The soft knit of her top crushed easily in my clasping fingers and we both moaned very quietly, before cutting those moans off with a quick but hungry kiss.
I relinquished my grip and slid my hands down to tug eagerly at her sweater's bottom edge, pulling it upward until her amazing, always braless breasts spilled out. I bent hungrily and pulled a single, eager nipple into my mouth. Her soft warmth in my mouth filled me with bliss.
But I had to keep asking.
I lifted my head to look at her, once more uncertain. "I love you Meredith, but I still don't see how I can measure...."
Meredith cut me off with a quick, hard kiss. When she broke it, she looked at me. "It isn't a status game, Scott. I believe that... no, I know that whatever you do in life, you will care about it, and be passionate about it. You will share it with me, and you will let me contribute. What more can a person ask for in a partner? It's not a competition. And I know competition," she smiled. I could only grin back at that.
Her top was snuggly up under her armpits. I was unable to try to get it off because she seemed to have no interest in removing her gently rocking hand from my cock. And I frankly had no desire to ask her to.
But as I looked at her reassuring face, I saw as the fire in her eyes became banked, and caution ran across her features. "But have you thought this through, Scott? I think that I'm the one who is no prize here." Her hand paused on my shaft, unable to let go, but unwilling to keep going. "If we last long enough for careers to matter... When you are thirty-five, I will be forty-seven. When you are fifty, I will be sixty-two. It will always feel to you as if you are watching me grow old. Can you do that?"
She had doubts too. Ridiculous ones as far as I was concerned, but I was just happy that she had doubts too, and they were not those that I was worried about.
I cupped her chin in the hand I wasn't caressing a breast with. I smiled. "Here is what I know, Meredith. We are standing here, half-naked, groping each other like a couple of teenagers, in the middle of your law offices at," I looked around for a clock, "four twenty-seven on a Monday. We have known each other for less than two months, and we are each talking about the important issues that would come from being together for the rest of our lives." Her hand squeezed my cock again. "I say we each set our doubts aside for a while, like say, at least the next fifty years, and come back to them if they ever start to matter." I pulled her chin toward me and our tongues tangled with each other breathlessly.
"In that case," breathed Meredith. "I'd like to re-enter my plea, your honor, for a good fucking."
My cock throbbed, but I had to laugh. She cocked an eyebrow at my response. "I'm sorry, babe," I chuckled. Where had 'babe' come from? "I just have never heard you use the F-word, much less demanding to do it." My hand on her breast groped harder, and I let my fingers slip from her chin and drop to clasp her wonderful ass.
"I'll elaborate," Meredith said merrily. "It occurs to me that up until now, we have been screwing around. And going forward, I intend to make love to you... and do it quite a lot, actually. But it seems to me that the best way to mark that transition is with a good, hard, energetic, but very quiet please, fucking. No more talking. No more second-guessing. Fuck me. Now."
I kicked my ankles free of my pants and pushed Meredith backward toward her desk, her hand still not relinquishing its gentle, implacable hold on my cock. When she bumped back agains the edge of the large sturdy piece of furniture, I dropped my hands to her skirt and pulled the hem up. No garter belt that day, just thigh-high stockings, and a pretty modest pair of white panties. Those had to go. I dipped my fingers down inside her underwear and ran them across her pussy. It was practically drenched in hot, sticky moisture. I barely let a fingertip slip inside her for a second, as just a swift promise. Then I withdrew my hand from her panties and pulled them down. She kicked them free.
There we stood. I was still wearing my shirt, tie, and shoes, cock pointing upward between my shirttails, Meredith's fingers wrapped around it. Meredith had her sweater pulled up above her breasts, tightly under her armpits, her skirt hiked around her waist, and was still wearing those awesome three-plus inch dress heels she liked to wear to work, the ones that made her just taller than me.
We were just about perfectly attired, I thought, for a thorough fucking.
I lifted her with but a little effort to perch on the edge of her wide, empty desk and moved between her knees.
"You know," I chuckled, "I want to do the big romantic movie gesture and sweep everything off your desk, but you are too neat!"
"It is not usually so clean," replied Meredith breathlessly. "What do you think I was doing while you were waiting for me in the lobby? I was shoving everything in the drawers in case this meeting went well. Now will you shut up at last?" She still had not let go of my cock, and now she pulled on it, guiding it to those eagerly dripping nether lips.
My cock was instantly on fire as my glans brushed her welcoming labia. I slipped inside her just far enough to ensure I was in place... Then I took her. I took her like I intended to keep her for ever.
I sank myself in. Not fast, not hard, but hungrily and relentlessly, until I was buried inside her, my shaven, pubeless abdomen pressing against her equally hairless mound. We stared at each other possessively for an eternal instant, before I began to pump like my life depended on it.
In and out I thrust, each penetration into her firmly yielding warmth sent a jolt through my entire body. Meredith grabbed my ass and tugged me harder into her with each lunging penetration. I stared into Meredith's eyes as I drove myself into her, and she smiled back at me, biting her lower lip.
Damnit, but I felt myself peaking too soon. With an effort, I froze my movements, buried fully within her. Fighting to control myself, I asked, "Meredith, how long do we have before someone walks in here?"
I had not often seen Meredith flustered, but she looked around confused, then her eyes cleared. "Beth won't let anyone disturb us, but I do have a meeting at five-thirty. And I will need at least a half hour to make myself presentable after this little escapade." She looked at her watch. "But that still gives us about twenty minutes." She tugged on my ass again.
But I wasn't going to last twenty minutes like this. I might not last two.
With a great deal of effort, fighting both my own desire and Meredith's demanding grip on my ass, I pulled free of her, my cock protesting its sudden exposure to the cold air-conditioning of an Atlanta office tower after the transcendent warmth inside Meredith. I dropped to me knees before her and pressed my face against her vagina. I looked up at her, holding her hungry eyes with mine, and slowly, deliberately pressed my tongue inside her.
Meredith rolled her head back with a gasp, then with an effort raised it again to stare down at me. My tongue twisted and rolled within her. My God, she tasted so good. She tasted like joy. I lifted my head just slightly and rounded my lips around the straining bud of her clit. My tongue brushed across it, left to right, then right to left. I settled into a rhythm of flicking at her. She writhed against me.
Then she pushed me away. "No," she gasped.
"No?" I asked, unsure of her game.
"I don't want to climax like that. Not right now. Not today," she gasped. "I want to come with that beautiful penis of yours inside me, penetrating me with all its might." She looked at me and shrugged. "I told you. Right now, I want to be fucked."
I rose up. At least I wasn't quite on a hair trigger any more. I pulled Meredith to her feet, and spun her around. My dick rubbed across her magnificent round ass. I pressed her forward, and she leaned over the desk, her heels raising and tilting her hips to just the right angle. I pressed my cock between her legs and entered her once more. If she wanted a fucking, I would give it to her.
I felt Meredith clamp down on my shaft within her, and I pulled myself in and out, faster and faster. I reached one hand under her and grasped a bountiful breast, pulling on it as I drove into her. My other hand reached around her hip and I let my middle finger tease her clit, pressing downward gently to ensure it was brushed by my cock each time it thundered in and out of her.
As I suspected it would, my own climax began to rise again swiftly, but I sensed happily that she was approaching the peak as well. I realized that my belly was making a loud, slapping sound as it struck her ass with each heavy thrust. It was an effort, but I made my strokes just barely less deep, to keep things silent. The effort actually helped me hold off.
It seemed to make little or no difference to Meredith, who pressed her face against the desk and gave her keening cry, almost silent, but not completely. He body shuddered beneath me. The walls of her vagina spasmed around my rod. Waves of pleasure ran through her body and transmitted themselves inexorably to me.
I choked off a loud moan, leaving only a low gurgle audible, and felt myself explode in a blinding, knee-weakening gout of cum that geysered into Meredith with heart-stopping fury. I felt her body shudder as I filled her, and I barely kept from falling onto the floor. I did collapse upon her back, and we both lay half on the desk, gasping for air. Before I had even caught my breath, I tugged her hair to one side and began to kiss the side of her neck.
Her own waves of ecstatic orgasm subsided, Meredith contented herself with squeezing her kegels around my cock, slowly, languidly.
I don't know how long we lay there, but it simultaneously occurred to both of us that it was probably too long. We slid to our feet, smiling almost shyly at each other.
"I know we are going to make love from now on," I could not help but say, "but I hope you don't mind if we fuck like that at least occasionally."
Meredith laughed, her beautiful breasts bouncing as she did. "I think you make an excellent suggestion!"
Then we both looked around in confusion, trying to organize how to make ourselves and each other presentable again. It was not to be a piece of cake. Meredith did have a small towel by the coffee machine behind her desk, and we shared its limited capacity to remove the most egregious of fluids planted all over below our waists. I had no idea how I had gotten those suit pants off over my shoes in the first place, but I certainly had to unlace and remove those shoes in order to get my pants back on! My jacket was rumpled. I smoothed it as best I could. Meredith simply slid her skirt and sweater back into place, but she had plenty of work to do with a small mirror, just to repair her makeup enough to look like she hadn't just had her face mashed into her desk while some guy rammed his cock into her like their lives depended on it. But her face still was certainly not the usual work of art she displayed.
Fucking is messy, turns out.
We looked breathlessly at each other.
"You look amazing," I said softly.
"Oh really? Well, I'm still going to need a lot of time in the bathroom to work on my face before I go anywhere near that meeting," she replied.
"Yeah, I guess so," I admitted. I still thought she looked amazing. I wanted her to look like this all the time. I wanted to maker her look like this all the time.
"Ready?" she asked, and silently unlocked the door of her office before opening it.
"We will talk more about this, Scott," she said easily as we walked out together. She turned to Beth, whose cubicle desk was right near by. "Beth, would you help Mr. Talbott find the elevators? I'd like to excuse myself for a bit before I get ready for the five-thirty."
"Sure thing, Meredith," Beth chirped in reply. But I saw her eyes flick back and forth between us for just an instant, and her brows arched fractionally. "Will you have a few minutes to talk before the meeting?" she added over her shoulder as she led back me toward the elevators. I looked back and saw Meredith actually blush a quarter shade at that question.
I entered the elevator, and saw a sly smile on Beth's face as the doors closed between us. Alone in the lift, I realized that Meredith and I would not be a secret for long, and that, more importantly, I didn't want us to be.
I considered calling my father. I considered calling Tony. I even considered calling Steff. I needed to crow to the mountaintops about this to someone. But Meredith and I as a couple would weird out pretty much everyone we knew. Since I personally am a wicked human being, I intended to enjoy the effects of that reveal as much as possible, but I wanted to share that enjoyment with Meredith. She had already shown how much she enjoyed the effect of me on the peripheral people in her life. We would need to coordinate to get the maximum enjoyment out of the process of 'coming out', especially when it came to the people we really knew.
And who was I kidding, it was also going to be a lot more tricky for Meredith, than for me. We would need to plot.
So I called Meredith. I wasn't even out of the lobby of her building yet.
"I am still working on my makeup, you know," she answered the phone drily.
"Sorry. I figured as much," I said. "But I don't know how I could possibly hide my feelings for you from anyone going forward, and I don't really want to."
"Me," said Meredith, who clearly had me on speaker and was apparently working on her lipstick, "either."
"So can we get together and plot this evening? I think we should be careful, so we minimize any fallout for you and maximize both our enjoyment of people's reactions."
She laughed. "I like the way you think, even though I'm really not very worried in the long run. I've done the May-September romance thing already, you know."
Yeah, but not featuring her as September....
"And is plotting all you have in mind for this evening?" she went on slyly.
"Not even close," I growled.
"Good! My meeting is supposed to be over by six, so that means that it will likely last until seven," she said. "Why don't you get us a table about eight o'clock at the River Rock Cafe, the one up near my place? We can plot over dinner. Frankly, I'm starving already."



"I can't imagine why," I mused.
"And Scott?" Meredith added. "I still have a toothbrush for you in my bathroom."
I drove back toward my dorm as quickly as I could manage in rush hour traffic. At a traffic light, I flipped through my phone's photos for the best picture of Meredith that I had. I had some stunners--it was hard to take a bad picture of her. But I suddenly had a better idea. At the next light I bookmarked a web page.
I had to tell someone. Someone who mattered to me, but who had no connection to Meredith. My first instinct had been right. I called my father.
"Scott? How are you?" Dad answered the phone. I don't call my parents that often, and it is almost always Mom's phone that I call. "You just left yesterday. Is everything all right?"
"Yes, Dad. I'm fine," I reassured him. "But I need to talk to someone. My, uh, situation has evolved since I told you about it."
"You have been back a day, and it has evolved?" my father asked. "I'm sorry, boy. But I told you..."
"No, Dad," I interrupted. "I'm good. This isn't a sobbing on your shoulder call, nor anything like it." I pulled off the road into a CVS parking lot so I could concentrate. "Are you driving?" I asked him.
"No, I'm still at the office, why?"
I flipped through my phone to the one picture from Steff's bikini shoot that she had let me keep on my phone. It was a fairly demure (for those photos), full-body shot where the lighting was the least sucky. "I'm going to text you a picture of Steff, the one I screwed up and told you a little about," I said, hitting send to my father. "She came back from Miami Beach with a new boyfriend. He is a good friend of mine and a great guy. Steff and I are done."
"Ouch, I'm sorry, boy!" my father said compassionately. "That is a hard pill to..." I heard the beep of his text app over the line. "Holy Shit, Scott! You just got dumped by that?"
"Your compassion for me is heartwarming," I said acerbically.
"Oh God, son," my father said, instantly contrite. "I'm sorry. How are you not a sobbing mess to have this come out of nowhere?"
"I'll live," I said curtly. I was really going to enjoy this phone call, I realized. I didn't know how my father would react when it was all said and done, but his shit was going to well and truly flip.
"Um," my father temporized. I knew what he wanted to talk about next, but I let him stew over how to ask. Either that, or he was drooling over the picture of Steff.
Probably both.
"So, Scott, your precarious three-legged stool just lost a leg, has the stool collapsed yet?"
"No. I told you, I am fine. Better than fine. It is the stool that has evolved. Steff's departure crystalized things for us. We are both a lot happier. I know my mind, Dad." I took a deep breath. "I love this woman, and I'm ashamed I didn't let myself realize that. I should have make this happen myself, instead of letting things just go on until Steff brought things to a head."
"Whoa, boy!" my father said, concern in his voice. "Emotions are hot right now. Don't go running off and making desperate choices. And you better be careful," he went on quickly, compassion warring with concern in his voice. "Women are complicated. They have layers that don't all show up right away. At some point, this other girl..."
"Woman, Dad. And her name is Meredith."
"Alright, 'woman'," he allowed sarcastically. "This woman is going to wake up one morning and decide that she was your backup plan. It won't go well. Be ready. And make sure in your own mind that this Meredith is not, in fact, your ba...."
Ding. His text app went off again.
Dead silence this time. I was loving this.
I had sent him link to Meredith's attorney profile page on her firm's website. It featured a large photo of her from the waist up, arms crossed in one of those quarter-turn power poses you see on attorney billboards. She was wearing a remarkably well-tailored suit and her corona of blonde curls was coiffed in what I would call 'Maximum Meredith'.
"I told you that they were both out of my league, Dad." I said quietly.
"Very funny," my dad kind of choked. "You sent me her mother."
"Very funny," I replied. "Meredith is not nearly old enough to be Steff's mother," I went on, deliberately misunderstanding who 'her' was. I paused for half a beat. "She is actually Steff's step-mother."
"What?!?"
This was why I had pulled over. I was laughing so hard, I would have wrecked the car if I were still driving.
"Ha, ha, ha, Scott. Has this entire thing been an elaborate, month-long practical joke on me?"
"No, Dad. It has been the best two months of my life," I said, as seriously as I could convey. "And it is going to be the best rest of my life I can imagine."
"Her step-mother?!?"
"Matthew Chisholm passed away a year and a half ago. Meredith likes to call herself Steff's ex-step-mother. Steff calls Meredith her best friend."
More silence.
I felt I was safe to start driving again.
"You are really serious about all this?" my father asked. "And you are really serious about her?"
"I am as serious as I can be about my whole, ridiculous situation, Dad." I paused. "And I am serious as a heart attack about Meredith."
He sighed deeply. "Than I guess I wish you luck. You are going to need it, boy."
"So you can see why I thought it might be a bad idea to bring them both home to meet Mom?"
My father choked on whatever he was drinking. I suspected that during this call he had poured himself a finger or four of whatever whiskey was currently in the crystal decanter behind his desk. "Yes," he said, his voice raw from inhaling barrel-strength bourbon. "I always thought you had sound judgment."
"Then trust my judgment about Meredith."
"I do. I just don't trust your hormones, boy... Jesus, she is beautiful."
"Thank you," I murmured. "What do you think Mom..."
"You are not running off and telling your mother about any of this yet," my father said with the absolute authority he only occasionally deploys, but which I always obeyed.
"Why not? I just want to..."
"Not. Yet," said Dad, his will makings voice like granite. "Listen, boy. If you actually want this relationship to last, we need to be vary careful that she and your mother get off on the right foot."
"Mom and Meredith are going to get along like a house on fire. In no time, the two of them will be plotting against us both."
"Swell," declared my father. "Another drawback. The worst of it is, I believe you. But don't underestimate the danger of the first reaction of a middle-aged woman to her baby boy bringing home another middle-aged woman. First impressions are forever, boy."
"But Dad," I began.
"Look. I have to make an overnight trip to Atlanta a week from... tomorrow. For a thousand reasons, but mostly those first impressions, I want to meet this woman before you introduce her to your mother. Can you make that happen?"
"I think so. I'll have to check with her. Lucky you have a visit down here coming up so soon."
"It sure is," my father replied tartly. "I just scheduled it about twelve seconds ago. Fortunately, I've needed to pester some folks at Georgia-Pacific for a while now. I could do Wednesday instead if that helps with Meredith's schedule."
"I'll ask her tonight."
My father sighed, and I heard him take another long sip of what I was now sure was bourbon.
"So tell me about her, Scott," he said at last. The sudden supportiveness in his voice warmed my soul.
"She is smarter than me. She is funny, and her sense of humor is possibly more evil than mine or even yours. She is a terrifying litigator with a sky-rocketing reputation. Our tastes in food, cocktails, entertainment, and literature are close enough to be compatible, but different enough be interesting," I said in a rush. "Good enough?"
"You went through all of that and never once mentioned anything physical. I'm impressed."
I chuckled. "One, she is obviously beautiful. Two, she is hotter than she is beautiful. Three..." I paused to think how to say what I wanted to without saying anything crass. I went on in a growling voice, "Three, Jesus. Just... Jesus, Dad. And four," I went on in a suddenly perky voice, "she is a bigger clothes horse than I am."
My father chewed on that for a moment. If the old bastard wanted a vicarious thrill, he could have one or two.
"And Dad?" I added. "Wait until you have a chance to dance with her."
"Ballroom?"
"She's better than Mom."
"Damn. Your mother really is going to love her."
"I hope so," I said simply.
The dinner they served Meredith and me was, frankly, bland. Most restaurant food usually is of course, even when consumed in the company of a woman like mine. Thankfully, neither of us was in a mood to linger anyway, so we finished quickly and paid the check.
Before we left to head to her house, I asked, "Wait, where is Steff?"
"She is out with Alan, I believe," said Meredith, and it irritated me slightly the way she watched me for any sign of jealousy. That said, I checked myself too. Nope. I was smart enough to know in my bones, I got the best possible part of this deal.
I laughed snottily in reply. "She told me that she wasn't just going to jump straight into bed with him like we did. She wants to date for a while like a real couple." I looked at Meredith significantly. "But here she is on a date on a Monday night. Let's see how fast she manages to rack up three dates...."
"Oh really?" Meredith smirked.
"I don't know if she showed you any pictures of him, but in addition to being a generally cool dude, Alan is a quite well put-together young man. It won't be long," I said. How was I not jealous of Alan, I asked myself? The answer of course was that I was quite drunk on Meredith.
We drove separately back to her house, and commenced to plotting. I told her of my call with my father, and found her irritatingly in agreement with him about the need to manage her introduction to my mother.
"But she is going to love you," I protested.
"And I am sure that I will love her too, since she produced you," Meredith replied calmly. "But I am going to be an initially tough pill to swallow for her. Lean on your father's wisdom. And Tuesday after work next week is fine. I'll make a reservation at the Capital Club."
"No way on the planet he lets you buy dinner," I replied, as I texted my dad that we were on.
The pretty came back swiftly:
Dad: Bones. 7:30.
"Told you," I said, showing the text to Meredith. We would be eating at Bones. Dad would buy. Somethings just are.
We found ourselves kissing on the couch, just gentle, companionable kissing. There was no caressing of erogenous zones, and no urge to start tearing each other's clothes off. Just a brief happiness break.
I'm not saying I didn't want to have sex, and lots of it, that evening, but for the first time, I, and I guess Meredith, didn't feel like we had to grab whatever we could, while we could. Reluctantly releasing her lips, I rose and walked over to her small wet bar. "I could use a better drink than they made us at dinner," I said. "You?"
Meredith had followed me. "Yes, I would, which is why I will make them and not you," she said tartly.
"Hey!" I complained, relinquishing neither my position in front of the bar, nor my grasp on the gin bottle.
"Darling, you do many things well," she said. "And some things extraordinarily well," she added with a fairly impressive leer. "But making Martinis is not among those things. You do not chill yours enough, and you use too little vermouth. Let me do my thang," she sang merrily, and hip-checked me out of the way. Being hip-checked by those hips was quite the salve to the ego.
While she mixed, I asked her, "I don't want to be cautions any more about who knows about us. Do you need to? I'm mostly worried about how people at your firm look at you."
She laughed, stirring the Martinis slowly and deliberately for, I'll admit, much longer than I would have bothered. "No, I don't need to hide you, Scott, and I wouldn't anyway, even if I did. But I'm thinking there will be plenty of good entertainment value in the reveal, so let's lay out our campaign."
We took our drinks, not back to the couch, but instead to the small table next to the kitchen, where we sat across from each other. We started with her firm, the only people whose opinion might affect Meredith. Beth, who was apparently Meredith's girl Friday, was, for one, already aware of things.
"She cornered me in the washroom," Meredith said. "I had the Do Not Disturb sign on, but she just barged in on me as soon as she ditched you. First thing she said was, 'Your dance partner did a number of your makeup just now, didn't he?'"
"Oh God, I'm sorry Meredith!"
She bit her fingertip and waggled her eyebrows at me. "You had just given me what I asked for, in spades. Apologies are completely inappropriate. But it did cost me a gallon of Jeni's ice cream to co-opt Beth to our cause. You may consider her in the loop with us. She will be very helpful, no matter how we do this."
"I am thinking that your new beau should have a fetish for sending you extravagant bouquets of flowers every couple of days," I thought out loud.
"I think that is a great idea, regardless of any plotting we might be doing," said Meredith greedily. Until then I had no idea she was so into flowers. This was good intel to have for the long run. "But yes, it would be a sweet but showy way to let people start talking about how I've 'come back to life'."
We went on to discuss that rumors would filter back from the Capital Club through those attorneys who were members. After all, Beth had heard things already, soon others with less loyalty would, too. Meredith was happy to let those fly around for a bit, to prepare the ground.
Then she made me go get online to look at all my class syllabuses. "Check the last weekend in January. I am scheduled for a continuing legal education boondoggle in Grand Cayman. I'm on the rotation with the managing partner, along with Sonja McMasters (she's another senior partner) and two other associates. I'd really like to bring you as my plus one."
"Gee, Meredith. A couple of days in January, hanging out on the beach with you in the Caribbean?" I said, checking my courses "Sounds terrible. Unfortunately, I have no papers or mid-terms assigned around them, so I guess I will have to go with you."
"Oh, goody! Your willingness to sacrifice fills my heart with love and reassurance," Meredith replied drily. "Just remember, while I am putting in those grueling four hour days, including a long lunch, try not to get into too much trouble with Sonya's husband."
"Is he a younger guy, too?"
"Oh Good Lord, no! He's sixty. But I think you two will like each other anyway. We will spend time with all of them while we are down there. You just be your normal, poised, clever self, and never show any fear. Act like you belong, which you do, and they will all bring that back to everyone else. After that, it will all be over... except for the part where I get to be the hero of every middle-aged woman in the building."
It was about this point in time that I realized it had been several minutes since I had kissed Meredith, and that really felt far too long to me. I slid out of my chair, rounded the table wordlessly, and leaned down to rest my lips against hers. My hip leaned on the table as I kissed her. My intent had simply been to express my affection, and my gratitude that she was treating this whole situation as a minor thing, instead of the existential threat to her place at the firm that I still feared it might be. The problem with light, platonic kisses with someone as thoroughly sensual as she, is that it is quite hard not to start progressing rapidly. In no time, I had pulled her up out of her seat and had her leaning against me as I sat on the table's edge. Her breasts pressed against me and my hands explored her ass.
I ran my tongue across the front of her teeth, caressing their even smoothness. But her tongue moved to intercept mine and the two circled each other in the space between our lips. My hands massaged her round, firm ass and she wriggled it happily in response. My fingers began to gather the fabric of her skirt, slowly puling it inexorably upwards, especially in the back. When I felt the hem under my fingers, I slipped my hands down to cup her cheeks. Interestingly, at some time that evening Meredith had ditched her underwear entirely, which made me cry not at all. She arched her back and lifted herself on her toes as I caressed her bare backside.
I slid my fingers downward to the delicate crease delineating the bottom of her bottom, then let them drift further down and to the middle between her legs....
Somewhere in the house, a mechanical clock chimed. It was ten-thirty. I froze, and quickly asked Meredith, "Any idea when Steff will be home?"
She laughed. "Oh ho! Now suddenly it is you who is concerned about us being caughten flagrante delicto, not me?"
"I just... it might embarrassing."
Meredith laughed again. "Maybe. But darling, get used to the idea that I'm going to make a whole lot of little gestures here or there to firmly remind Stephanie that she had her chance, but that you are mine now and going forward. I am no longer going to compete on the Field of Scott."
"Having her walk in on us with me bending you over the kitchen table, rogering you energetically seems a bit more than a 'little gesture'."
"Let the record reflect that at the moment, it is I who have you bent over the table," said Meredith, wrapping her arm even tighter behind my head. "But I like where you are going." Her fingers twined in my hair. "Come on, darling, you don't think it would be just a little bit worth it, getting caught?"
In answer, I resumed sliding my fingers between her legs, and....
We both heard the garage door opener start.
I jerked my head upward at the sound. Steff just had to choose this moment to return home from her date? Then I grinned as I slipped my hand from under Meredith's skirt. "Come on," I said, pulling her upright, "I have an even better idea!"
Meredith agreeably decided to go with whatever I was up to and she swatted her skirt back into place as she followed me. I practically ran to the big couch in the great room before Steff could come inside. We settled down next to each other primly, with me holding her hands in mine atop my thigh. I waggled my eyebrows at Meredith and she seemed to be getting where I was going.
As the door to the garage opened, we stared silently at Steff as she entered. She stopped short when she saw us, or more likely saw me, on the couch. She didn't know what I might be doing there, and the uncertainty showed on her face, along with a tiny bit of irritation, curiosity, and some sweet compassion for what her announcement earlier might have meant for my emotional state.
"Scott..." she began hesitantly, but I cut her off.
"Stephanie," I began in my sternest voice, "your mother and I have been waiting for you. We are concerned about this boy Alan you are seeing. Why don't you sit down and tell us about him?"
"Yes, dear," piled on Meredith. "I'm... we are concerned about you being out so late on a school night with this young man. Are you doing anything with him that we need to be concerned about?"
Steff stared at us, mouth open. Then she stared at us, mouth closed. Then she flopped down into one of the big armchairs nearby and glared at me. "Oh, Hell no. I'm not playing this game with you, Talbott!" Once she bounced to a stop in the chair, she looked at us. "So the two of you have just been sitting here, waiting for me to come home so you can give me shit?"
"No," replied Meredith smoothly. "Scott was actually just bending me over the kitchen table when we heard the garage door. You rather interrupted us, to be honest."



That brought Steff up short. Then she snorted, "Well, I am glad you two can still proceed to, um, proceed," but there was a soft compassion in her voice that she appeared to think that I needed.
I smiled in thanks, but told her, "Um, Steff, the thing is I don't think we... well, I know that I didn't realize how glad I was going to be when you, uh, removed yourself from the picture." I squeezed Meredith's hands in mine. Steff looked confused.
"Stephanie... Steff," said Meredith tentatively. "When you told each of us, it really did catch us both off guard that our first thoughts were about how ready we each were to be 'us'," she said, indicating me and herself, "instead of only... 'us'," she said firmly, indicating all three of us.
We all kind of fell silent, as Steff processed what we were saying. Meredith and I leaned in toward each other, more in need of support than affection.
Steff's eyes narrowed, then widened. Then they narrowed again at me. "You, me, out back. Now!" she said sternly, and marched toward the back yard of the house. I exchanged a glance with Meredith, but followed her.
Please don't be mad or insulted. Please don't be mad or insulted.
She closed the back door behind me as I exited, then rounded on me. "What the fuck are you up to, Scott?" she demanded. Before I could say anything, she went on, "Are you trying to tell me you are about to fall in love with Meredith or some shit?"
"Fallen," I said firmly. "And I'm ashamed that I didn't do anything about it before now."
"And why didn't you?" she demanded.
"Look in the mirror, Steff," I snapped, but the tartness in my voice was directed at myself.
"Wait, because you didn't want to hurt me?"
I should have just agreed, because it was true, but I was still processing my own feelings and so I kept talking. "A little. And I think, in Meredith's case, it was entirely that. But for me..." I took a deep breath. "Stephanie Chisholm, you have got to be one of the world's great lays. And I will be forever ashamed that I let that fact blind me to the greatest relationship of my life, blossoming right there and then."
We stared at each other for a moment, then her eyes hardened again. "I already told you before, and I mean it more now, if you hurt her, I'll cut your balls off."
"If I hurt her, I'll deserve it."
Then she threw her arms around me and hugged me tight. I hugged her back. Then she kissed me lightly on the cheek and released me. We stepped back inside.
Meredith was mixing Martinis quietly, clearly trying not to look back toward where we had been talking. She wordlessly handed us each one, cocking an eyebrow at Steff.
Steff took a very large sip of gin. "Meredith, I would tell Scott to go on home so you and I could talk, but somehow I don't think he is going anywhere tonight." She smirked at both of us. "Scott, go watch Lawrence of Arabia or some shit in the theater room, would you?"
I beat a retreat without demur, because I usually know what is good for me. I saw that they actually had Lawrence, and in a puckish fit of humor, I started watching it. It is a really good movie, and I hadn't ever seen it before. It is also about three hundred hours long, so it wasn't like I was going finish it and have to fond anything else... And yet I was very nearly at the end before Meredith finally slipped into the dark room and seated herself in the recliner next to mine.
"We have her blessing," whispered Meredith. I realized she was actually trying to not disturb the end of the movie.
It was a good movie, and I appreciated this marvelous woman's considerate nature, but O'Toole could wait. I paused it instantly and tossed the remote aside. "It took that long to get her blessing?"
"Good Lord, no!" laughed Meredith, reaching out for my hand. "It seems that you did all the hard lifting there. I did need to convince her that I was as in love with you as you seem to be with me..."
"Are," I said. "Are in love with you, not seems to be."
She smiled at me by the light of the paused movie. "After that, we just talked about lots of things. Honestly, since you came along, our conversations had faded more than a bit. I suspect that was my feelings getting the way."
"I'm sorry if I did that!" I exclaimed, worried.
She just squeezed my hand. "As I said, we caught up. We also talked about Alan for a surprisingly long time. She has it bad for that boy." Meredith looked at me sidelong, "I think you are expected to act at least a little jealous. I hope you have fun with that." We chuckled.
"Meanwhile," I said, with a mock put-upon attitude, "the two of you left me in here for all of World War One."
"Please. You are a man with a giant screen television, a remote, a recliner, and no chores to do. I do believe that you were fine in here."
Then she leaned over and kissed me. I kissed her back.
And we went to bed.
I woke before Meredith. I even woke before the egregiously early alarm we had set. Meredith has to rise early to get to work, given how far out as she lives. I rolled onto my side and gazed at her. Her face was delicate and, as always, beautiful in repose. Her hair spread out on the pillow around her face. She was naked, of course, as was I, and the sheets had worked their way down on one side to almost expose a single, glorious breast. I considered tugging the covers down more to enjoy the vista, but I looked at the clock and realized there really was a good bit of time before the alarm.
I slid my hand slowly under the sheet until it hovered below her belly. Carefully, I lowered it until my fingertips just brushed the soft skin where her legs came together. Meredith did not immediately wake at my touch, and I let my fingers slide down between her thighs, just barely brushing the surface of her flesh. Her legs spread just a bit in unconscious response, giving my hand room to maneuver. I trailed my middle finger up and down the crease, caressing her in feather-light fashion. I kept it up, dragging my fingertips up and down, over and over until I began to sense moisture leaking from her.
She still was not awake, but she was beginning to move a little, and that movement became more sinuous as I let my fingertip slide inside her. I kept moving it around, exploring her, but staying away from her clitoris. I wasn't quite ready to wake her.
But my cock was soon aching to be included. As slowly as I could, I rose up and moved over her to kneel between her legs, which had slowly splayed wider and wider apart. My penis hung down over her as I looked down on her lovely chest, then up at her beautiful visage. I slid lower, just letting my tip brush against her nether lips. I dragged it up and down, letting it bathe in her dripping juices, before I took a breath and began to slide my cock inside her, as slowly as my need would allow.
At last, her eyes slid open a little. Her initially confused smile broadened and her eyes slid shut again while her hands wrapped around my back, pulling me against her. Once I was fully embedded inside her, I simply rested, enjoying the moment. I then kissed her, and I felt her Kegel muscles clench around me, hard.
My body would not let me stay still, and I began to thrust languidly. The sensation of my shaft escaping, then penetrating again the woman I loved was electric. Her hands began to slide up my back to finally run through my already wildly messy hair. And we kissed again, tongues probing each other eagerly, as eagerly as my cock plunged into her. Her eyes still remained closed as she let her arms splay out beside her. I pushed myself up on my arms so I could stare down at her, drinking in the vision of her closed-eyed face and her bosom swaying against the motion of my thrusts. She bit her lower lip and I sensed her body tensing beneath me. My own orgasm was rising, but I knew I had to hold on to make sure she was fully satisfied. It was an effort to support myself on only one arm while I continued to plunge into her but I did so, letting my freed hand move to caress a breast and tease mercilessly at her nipple.
Meredith gasped in response and began clenching eagerly around my now fast-moving penis. I smiled and circled the nipple with a fingertip. All at once, I felt a thunderous wave of passion rip through Meredith beneath me, followed by more that were just as strong. Her mouth flew open in a nearly silent gasp, but her eyes still remained closed as I felt wave after wave of orgasm explode through her body. My own explosion answered her body's call and I groaned madly as my semen rushed wildly into her. My hips bucked uncontrollably before freezing in place with my cock as deep inside her as I could physically reach.
At last, Meredith's eyes shot open and she smiled at me. I grinned back down at her and let myself collapse atop her, our mouths meeting. We wanted to kiss again, but both of us were struggling too hard just to get enough oxygen to keep our brains functioning. Instead, we just panted against each other's face.
Finally, Meredith looked over at the clock. "You have got to sleep in your dorm during the week," she gasped with a chuckle. "I need more sleep than this, if I want get any work done at the office."
I apologized insincerely and she laughed. "In the meantime, eat your pineapple. Lots of pineapple." I looked at her with a grin. "All this making love is wonderful," she told me, "but I haven't sucked that beautiful cock in weeks. I am going to make up for that Friday." My swiftly softening penis, still inside Meredith, twitched briefly at that promise.
"It will have to be late Friday," I said. "We have the improv competition, and you need to come watch that anyway."
"You really want me to come to it?"
"I am counting on it," I grinned.
I saw Steff briefly the next morning before I left. She smirked at the bowl of pineapple I was chowing down on. It was yet another new kind of weird, since each of them had always each made themselves scarce whenever I slept over with the other, but this time it was weirdly, um, normal. We made a quick agreement that as far as the rest of the world was concerned, nothing had changed. We were still what we had always claimed: Just good friends.
Of course, we had our first day of Acting 102 that afternoon. As always, I sat right behind Steff in the theater. I even gave her a quick neck rub right before class started. Tony and Kimmie sat right next to Steff.
It turned out we had a new professor. In fact, she told us that she was the original instructor for 101, but she had taken a semester sabbatical to produce and direct a short play that she had written. She was quite excited at how well it had been received, and used the story to remind us of the importance in the theater business of being able to shake off failures. Her previous effort had apparently been a colossal failure....
Class went smoothly, and when it was over, Tony suggested we stay behind and do a little practice before Friday's start of the winter theater sports series. Because I am such a rules follower, I stopped the professor and asked permission for us to stay behind. I explained what the four of us were doing, and she was surprised. "You are competing this Friday?" she asked. "I guess I will see you there, then!"
"See us there?" asked Kimie, a little nervously. "Wait, are you a judge or something?"
"No," said our professor slowly, "I have a team myself. We took the fall off to do my play."
Swell.
Friday came. I went to my dorm after class to pack a small bag of clothes, and change into what I hoped was a good improv outfit of jeans, dress shirt, and a casual, knit tie, trying to look like I'd fit in on Whose Line Is It Anyway. I threw my kit into the Tesla and headed to the theater.
When I got there, I slipped inside and headed straight to the tech office, rather than into the main room. I blabbed on with the lighting guy, asking if they were allowed to help with lighting cues or things like that. They were not.
From the office, I could see the main room, and I hung out while I waited for everyone else in our party to arrive. At last, I saw them gather around the small table that we had reserved for our guests. Alan stood and Meredith and Steff sat there. Tony, and Kimmie orbited them nervously, probably worrying about where I was. Tony seemed perplexed by Alan's presence, and a little stunned by Meredith, the miserable horn dog.
Perfect.
I wandered into the room and waved. While I was still a ways away, I waved again and called, "Hey, babe!"
Tony's ears perked up at my endearment, and his eyes shot to Steff, who was waving back. A triumphant look shot across Tony's face, as if he was shouting, 'I knew it!'
I walked over to the table, smiled lovingly, leaned down, and kissed Meredith deeply on the lips. She raised a hand to stroke my jaw as she kissed me back, even gracing me with a bit of tongue. We kissed much longer than was strictly appropriate in a public place, surrounded by strangers, but damn it felt good to hide nothing.
When we finally came up for air, I looked blandly at Tony. His jaw was basically unhinged, and Kimmie actually sat down at a nearby table. "You guys have met my lady, right?" I asked simply. "Oh, hey Alan! I hope you have fun tonight," I added, turning so that Steff could see my face and Alan could not. I waggled my eyebrows at her and she gave me the stink eye... followed by a speculative shrug.
I was gratified to see that Alan was every bit as floored as Tony and Kimmie. That would hopefully be sufficient to ensure he stopped worrying about Bro Code when it came to me and Steff. I could pretend some jealousy later. In the meantime, if we did well and Steff got that endorphin rush from making a crowd laugh... Alan would likely enjoy this night, um, fully.
Tony looked at me hard. "Uh, dude. Can I talk to you for a minute?"
----------
And so we come to the end. Thank you for making it through to the finish, and all your kind votes and follows. I hope you enjoyed it. If you did, I have other stories on the site, and more coming.
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Camp Dickinger: An Adventure Camp for High School Boys and Girls is what it says on the sign and in the brochures. The sign hangs over the gate that marks the winding dirt road to our campus from a rural highway in the mountains of Virginia. If you take the turn, you will wind through some dense trees up the mountainside to an open meadow, with a large stream-fed lake, tennis courts, basketball courts, and a boat house. On one end of the meadow is the large chow hall with attached camp office, and along either side is a row of screened-in cabins. The North row is for guys, and the South is for the girls. Set back in the woods are the rifle and archery ranges, lots of hiking trails, and other activity facilities like the pottery shed.
You might find a picture of Camp Dickinger in the dictionary under 'bucolic'.
This summer would be my third as a counselor at the camp, and I felt like it was a second home. After all, I had been a camper there as well, the summers after my Sophomore through Senior years of high school. Now that I was a counselor, I, like most of the counselors, cheerfully and affectionately despised the 'worms', I mean campers. I remember being a camper, of course. I was a pain in the ass too, back then, just like these worms now.
There were no worms yet in residence when we summer staff arrived. I and three other counselors, all in our mid twenties, piled out of the van the camp had sent to gather us from the airport, dragging our duffles with us. We counselors came from all over the place, so that van, and its mate, would spend all day collecting more of us from the nearby small airport as our flights trickled in. Despite the fact that we would all be there for nearly three months, we had each packed fairly light. All we really needed were tons of shoes, socks, and underwear, our toiletries, swimsuits, and any specialty items we needed for activities we might lead, like tennis racquets. We would all, guys and girls alike, wear the uniform of the camp, orange athletic shorts and white t-shirts with the camp's name emblazoned across the front, every day for the rest of the summer.
The camp director, Carol Moscone, was sitting at a table under a portable pavilion tent, checking in each van load of counselors as we arrived. As we straggled toward the tent, she bounced to her feet and excitedly came to greet us. Carol hugged those of us who were returning staff, and enthusiastically shook the hand of Cindy, a cuteish redhead who was the only newbie in our van.
Hugs from Carol are nice. Even at forty-one, she still fills out the orange uniform shorts nicely, and the white camp t-shirt very nicely. It is always a good day when Carol decides to work the swimming hole. And if Carol doesn't know the libidinous effect that she has on the young guys, campers and counselors alike, I'll eat my hat.
She shooed us off to our assigned cabins to unpack, sending us each with a laundry pack full of uniforms. I found mine and settled in my stuff, setting things up so it was clear that I owned the place. The worms needed to know that they lived in my cabin, not theirs. This would be my first year as the head counselor in a cabin, which was nice, I guess.
I have since my camper days been considered one of the more responsible types, and for my sins, I was gifted with a cabin full of Seniors. My worms would all be eighteen, or nearly so. My job would therefor not involve a lot of comforting sniffling, homesick kids, as it had been the prior year when I was in a Freshman cabin. Controlling Seniors takes a special breed of psychological manipulation and subtle, physical intimidation. At six-three and a bit over two hundred pounds of ropy muscle, I was certainly qualified for the imposing part. The summer would tell if I could handle the manipulation.
My teammate in the cabin, Van Davidson, arrived on the next van. "Casper!" he shouted as he entered the cabin, and we high-fived. Van was my age, and we had been at Dickinger together as campers before we came back for the job. He was shorter than me and had wavy, dark hair, as opposed to my, um, none. Male pattern baldness hits my family very young, and by twenty-one, I had decided to lean into it and go all Mr. Clean. My scalp was as smooth and tan as the rest of me.
I loved Van to death, and the campers would too. As I saw it, that was a problem because Van still thought a bit too much like an adolescent to keep the actual adolescents in line the way he should. It was going to suck being the responsible one on the team....
*
That first afternoon and evening, before the worms would arrive the next day, we went through a bunch of orientation sessions, had dinner, then enjoyed a big, camper-free Campfire late into the night. I loved Campfires. You did not go to camp, as a camper or staff, if you didn't love Campfire. The smell of brightly burning wood and the flickering island of light, surrounded by inky blackness was always intoxicating to me.
And while riding herd on Van, along with the dudes that he was supposed to be helping me ride herd on, was going to suck, what was not going to suck was being around this year's crop of the girl counselors. Honestly, I've always suspected that Carol works very hard to have the best-looking young counselors she can manage to hire, and this year she had outdone herself. I don't rate women on the cheesy and useless one to ten scale, preferring a simple No, Yes, and Oh God, Please! This year's crop of female counselors had damned few Nos, and three honest-to-god Pleases.
Two of them I knew from the year before, Elaine and Wendy. Both were blonde, average height, slender, and had smiles to die for. Wendy added some serious firepower in the t-shirt area to her arsenal. I knew and liked both, but had never really had a chance to spend much time with either. Your time is pretty regimented at camp, even (or perhaps especially) for the counselors. The activities I worked and the rest of my schedule had just never matched up with either of them in the prior two years.
The newest smoke show apparently was named Lisa, and... whoa. She was probably twenty-two, with strawberry blonde hair that she wore in a long ponytail. It was hard to tell that first night, but she was clearly tall, taller than most of the other girls. She already had a rocking tan built up, even though the summer was just beginning, and that tan covered a seriously toned body. She also seemed to have deliberately chosen a uniform pack with clothes a size too small. That wasn't all that uncommon. Elaine did it too, for instance. But I thought Lisa might have chosen uniforms two sizes too small....
Her orange shorts plastered over her tight, curvy, but petite hips. The girls' uniform shorts were pretty short to begin with, but her undersized ones left acres of tanned, taut thigh to see. She wore almost dorkily high athletic tube socks, which on her were cute, and emphasized the fact that she had some beautifully shaped calves, as well. The girls' t-shirts had a fairly wide scoop neck, and Lisa had already mastered the knack of tugging hers forward to actually rock a little cleavage... or a good bit of cleavage in her case. She had one hell of a rack, with high, round tits that were the size of small grapefruit. Whatever bra she had on under that shirt, and even in the flickering firelight, and it was clear that she did have a bra on, was working overtime.
She looked like she was already making friends easily. The girls sit on one side of the fire, and we sit on the other, and she was smiling and laughing with the counselors to either side of her, each lovely girls themselves, but left in the shadows by Lisa's looks. Yet neither one seemed remotely catty toward her. She must be really nice, I thought, on top of being the whole package.
We listened to Carol and the other senior staff go over some last details about the summer, and the first session in particular, then we sang all the traditional songs, to make sure we remembered them before the worms got here. We would have to teach the noobs, and refresh the returning campers on the music, after all. I could not quite keep my eyes off of Lisa, though.
I stared at her indirectly, with my head turned in other directions, letting just my eyes point toward her. That made it easy to not get caught when her eyes passed over me. I wasn't creeping on just her, of course. I also creeped a good bit on Elaine and Wendy, but Lisa was the novel entry. Mostly however, I just sang and bullshitted with the guys around me, enjoying the evening and the company.
Still, my gaze kept swinging back to the new girl.
After most of the evening had passed, I got a little lost staring at Lisa, and I fucked up. I let my face point straight at her while I drank her in. She seemed to have pretty good awareness, and she sensed that she was being looked at. Her eyes swung toward me, and I had to jerk my head to the side to avoid her gaze. That was close, she had almost caught me.
I looked back at her after a moment, surreptitiously, and found myself staring into her eyes. She was still looking at me. Nope, I was fully busted. I smiled weakly at her. She looked archly back at me for a moment, as if mocking my temerity, but then she winked and turned back to her new friends.
*
The campers arrived for the first session of the summer in due course and things slid smoothly into the routine I loved so much. I know we call them worms, but we pretty much like most of them. It is surprising how much, actually, given that virtually all of their families run the gamut from pretty damned rich to stonkingly loaded. It is hard not to be a spoiled brat when you are born that wealthy. But get these teenagers off into a primitive environment, away from phones, symbols of status, expensive clothes (mostly), and especially their doting parents and loyal retainers, and they learn to be human beings pretty quickly. Each session was four weeks long, which was plenty of time to deprogram most of them.
The rhythm of life at Dickinger was timeless. Every week, starting with the night of arrival, the whole camp gathered around a huge, low bonfire far off in the woods. Kids sat by cabin with their counselors on huge benches, each made from half a tree trunk, worn smooth by careful crafting and years of wear and weather. The first Campfire served as an orientation, and all other Campfire nights featured announcements and awards for the week. Some 'awards' were funny or sarcastic. Not getting several of the awards was a powerful incentive for good behavior. Other awards were serious, and came with some cool trophies, expensive prizes, or simple respect.
Not everyone got a prize or award, even over an entire session, so getting one meant something. Good or bad.
The main activity during Campfires was singing. A lot of people today have forgotten the power of singing in a group, especially without instruments or amplification. It brings groups together, and makes people happy.
No, you are not too cool to sing campfire songs. Yes, I mean you.
Other nights after dinner, individual cabins would do some activity a couple of times a week, sometimes with another cabin, like owl or bat watching, night fishing, or flashlight tag. Friday nights, the night before Campfire, there would be a dance in the chow hall. Dances were as popular with the counselors as they were with the worms, but for different reasons. The campers liked the opportunity to mingle with the opposite sex, and to show off their social skills. Counselors liked dances because chaperoning was a great chance to laugh our asses off at how bad those social skills really were. And more to the point, we loved dances because only 75 percent of us had to be there. That meant that each of us got one whole night each session where we were free to do whatever the hell we wanted.
The immediate thought is that there must be a veritable orgy every Friday, but alas, that thought is wrong. The night off schedule is set in stone before the summer begins, so if you aren't already hitting it off with one of the girls who have the same night free as you, your romantic ambitions are shit out of luck, brother. My first year as a counselor was a complete non-starter, romantically. My second, I had lucked out and my night had ended with a little mutually satisfying handy action with Jessica Durango, a girl who was a year older than me and who was sadly not back this year. I was not super optimistic this year, as a batting average of even .500 was pretty rare, much less managing two out of three.
Worse for my luck, I had the very first dance as my bye. (Someone has to.) Even counselors don't spend much time each week with more than a few members of the opposite gender. And every girl I spent any time with on anything, including my activity partner that first week was either homely, or not into me, or well-supplied in the real-life boyfriend department... or all three. So the first Friday, I spent my free night doing what most of us do when we get that sweet time off—drinking the allowed three beers with other dudes, and sleeping the sleep of the just.
The second Friday, I was on duty in the barn for the dance, chaperoning. It is usually a pretty easy night, and this was mostly no exception. Counselors are encouraged to dance. It makes it easier for the shyer worms to join in, and you get a different perspective on the kids' (mis)behavior from the middle of the floor than you do from off on the side.
That night, I danced with a few counselors, though none of my favorites. I danced with Carol, too, which was a first. We grooved to some eighties song I did not know, but which she thought was the peak of culture. I decided against doing it again in the future though. You should have heard the shit I took from my own personal pack of worms from my cabin about dancing with The Boss.
I even danced with a couple of Senior girl campers, one of which, Felicity something or other, was a serious smoke show. Needless to say, getting with any camper, eighteen or no, was a nuclear-level termination offense, so that dance was absolutely all that happened.
But that view from the dance floor did give me the vantage to spot the one situation that did need handling. One of my own cabin's boys, Chip Chadwick (the Third, of course), was dancing with a very cute girl who I later learned was named Adele. In the press of the crowd on the floor, I noticed that Chip's hands had thoroughly ensconced themselves on Adele's generously shapely ass, a grope she seemed singularly okay with.
I nodded toward them to the counselor I was dancing with, and the two of us sidled up next to them. When Chip saw me looming over him (I'm a big guy), his hands slid upward to a more appropriate position on her back. "Dude," I hissed at him casually. "You know the rules! And you are a Senior this year. It is up to you guys to set a frigging example for the younger campers."
"I'm not here to set an example. I'm here to have fun," grumped Chip, the little shit, who apparently still needed some reprogramming.
"You are also here to follow the rules, which still apply to you, even if you are eighteen now," I growled back, looming some more. Chip was a good looking kid, to be sure, but I was the better part of a foot taller than he. I played my trump card. "And the example thing is important. Especially since, if the lower level cabin counselors decide that you are making their job of keeping their kids in line harder because you were feeling up (What's your name? Adele?) out here on the dance floor, they will make your ass pay the whole rest of your time here. Want to get 'delayed in conversation' by a different counselor every morning in the breakfast line long enough for there to be no more bacon? That'll be the least of your problems."
"How are they going to know that their problems were my fault?" he asked, taking pause.
"Because we all see a lot more than you guys think we do, especially things that we choose not to make an official issue of. And if anyone misses it on their own, I'll tell them all about it," I said, holding his gaze with mine.
You have to know how to manipulate 'adults'. I'm pretty good at it.
Good at it. Not perfect, as I was about to find out.
The cabins are picturesquely worn wooden sheds with bunks for ten campers, along with the two counselors' beds flanking the door. The walls are wood on the bottom half and screen on the top, all the way around. Our beds were placed at the door so we would hear if any camper leaves during the night. It is not, mostly, to ensure no one sneaks out, but so we keep track when someone has to go out to the john in the dark.
That night, Van had been off of chaperone duty, and I am quite positive that he had exceeded his ration of beer, because five minutes after lights out, he was snoring louder than any of the worms. I was pretty tired myself, so I also managed to drift off pretty quickly. When there is no electricity or artificial light, you are tired, and the night is as still as it usually is in the wilds of Virginia, even night owls go to sleep pretty easily.
Still, I woke somewhat when one of our charges slipped out some time later. I grumbled inside my head about dudes who can't remember to pee before hitting the sack, and rolled over to go back to sleep. But, I'm the responsible guy, remember? After a few minutes, whomever had left had not returned. I groaned quietly and sat up, looking around in the dim light of the moon.
Then I swore not so quietly. Fucking Chip's bed was the empty one.
It was immediately apparent what was happening. The shithead had arranged to sneak out and hookup with Adele. That sort of thing is really, really, not allowed. I groaned as I pulled on my shorts and t-shirt. Van was useless, of course, though I tried shaking him awake. He was dead to the world.
I slid my feet into my sneakers and slipped out of the cabin. The key was to find the strays and returned them to their beds without involving anyone among the senior staff. That way, I could avoid reporting the situation. If I failed to find them pretty soon and had to institute a general search, the senior staff would become involved, and the kids would both be sent home. I'd get dinged over it, which I would deserve, but the worms did not deserve getting booted just because they got horny.
I carried my flashlight, but kept it off. I didn't want to wake anyone else, which waving around a big, blazing MagLite would certainly accomplish.
My first place to look was the barn that serves as the chow hall. No one was supposed to be in there at night, and I happened to know that there was a crawlspace underneath it that was almost high enough to stand in. It made for a perfect rendezvous spot—dark, soft soiled, and out of sight.
But when I got to the barn, it was empty. Worse, I found that the camp administration had fortified the entrance to the crawl space. (Well played, Carol and Bob!)
Shit. Now, where to look?
I heard a noise behind me as I glared balefully at my empty best guess as to their location. I whirled around, momentarily thinking about bears. Bears were the main reason we could not let kids wander around in the dark.
It was not a bear behind me. It was enormously better. My first impression was of a person. My second impression was of a very female person. My final understanding was that I was looking at Lisa, holding an unlit flashlight herself.
We shared a grimace. "So Adele is in your cabin?" I asked.



"How'd you know?" she asked.
"My escapee is Chip. I stopped him from feeling her up in the middle of the dance floor tonight. He mouthed off and I thought I had stomped on him sufficiently," I replied quietly. "Since I am out here looking for him, I obviously failed miserably."
"I'll spank you for your failure later," chuckled Lisa quietly. "Let's find them and make them regret they were born for dragging us out of bed like this. Chris Hemsworth and I were having such a wonderful time in my dream..."
"Any ideas where to look?" I asked, at a loss. I was also determined to ignore thoughts of her and Thor.
"I'm guessing one of the outer activity areas," mused Lisa. "Let's start with archery."
The artery field was a small clearing to the north of the camp, about a couple hundred yards into the woods. It was a pretty good guess, as there was a flat field of soft grass, and the area was shielded a little from camp by a low ridge. We slid up the pathway quietly, plotting various revenges, feasible and otherwise, as we walked.
I was pleased to see that Lisa understood the trick of staying unheard. Whispers are a terrible way to hide your voice when it is quiet. They actually carry farther than a regular voice in the quiet of the night. Simply talking quietly is much more stealthy. Whispers are for crowds or other areas with lots of background noise.
But the archery center was empty. We did a quick look around the perimeter, but Chip and Adele were not there. My eyes did a quick run around Lisa's perimeter as well. Like me, she had thrown on her counselor uniform, and damn, but looking at her made the whole fucking miserable situation better. I genuinely could not decide which was more spectacular, her ass or her rack. It was fortunate I was so overwhelmingly pissed at Chip, or I'd have embarrassed myself with how hard I'd have considered the question.
I shook my head and concentrated on finding our lost sheep.
"Where now?" Lisa shrugged.
"Campfire circle?" I asked.
"That's a hike, damnit," she replied, though she obviously thought it was our next best bet too.
"Not if we cut through the woods themselves," I said. "It's pretty close to here if you go directly, and the undergrowth between here and there is almost sparse enough. We could move pretty quietly.
"Lead on, MacDuff!" Lisa shrugged.
We were still fifty feet or so from the edge of the Campfire clearing when we knew we had guessed right this time. Soft noises of an unmistakeable nature were coming from ahead. I grimaced and raised my flashlight.
Lisa put a hand on my forearm and pulled me to a stop. "Wait," she murmured. "The least we can do is scare the shit out of them," she told me with a grin.
I answered with a grin of my own. There was really a fair amount of light from the Moon, and our teeth flashed at each other in the night.
We moved silently closer and stopped in the dark shade of a very large oak growing on the East edge of the clearing. Chip and Adele were sitting on one of the huge tree halves by the empty fire pit. They were kissing aggressively, if a little inexpertly. More to my alarm, Adele's shirt was already off, and she had apparently not bothered with a bra... for reasons other than convenience, I surmised.
Damn, she had a nice little rack on her. They were pert handfuls, surmounted by dark nipples large enough to make out in their erect state, even from where we hid. And they jiggled really enticingly when Chip pawed at them.
The two kids were moving fast! I started to move forward, but Lisa's hand shot out again, this time pressing against my belly to hold me back. I felt a fleeting thrill at her fingers pressing against my abdomen, so close to my... "Wait," she said, her voice even lower than before. "The best way to really discourage this is maximum embarrassment."
"He has his hands all over her naked tits," I replied. "They will be plenty embarrassed."
"Not as embarrassed as they will be if we barge in once she starts giving him a blowjob."
"It's a first date," I answered dryly. "That probably won't happen. He's already getting unreasonably lucky as it is."
"Trust me. That girl is going to stick his cock in her mouth any minute now," Lisa said, certainty clear on her lovely face, even in the murky darkness where we hid.
I should have barged in anyway. It was the responsible thing to do. But she was probably right, the more shame, the better. And besides, I was guiltily kind of enjoying checking out Adele getting felt up. The two of us crouched in the dark and watched. My breathing started getting a little shallow as Chip moved from pawing at Adele's tasty morsels to sucking on them. I thought I could hear Lisa's breaths getting shallower too. Interesting.
Then, As The Prophesy Foretold, Adele pulled free of Chip and knelt in the soft loam of the clearing. She tugged Chip's pants down and his long, but frankly narrow, erection popped free. I looked at Lisa in admiration of her foresight and she just winked, then went back to watching.
Adele caressed his cock a little uncertainly, then grabbed it and slid her lips over it fully. She didn't seem to be able to take more than a few inches of his length, but that was way more then enough for Chip. His moan carried through the night, and then he shushed himself. Adele licked his head, then started bobbing again.
"Okay, get ready," Lisa said. "On three."
On her count, we both stood, turned on our flashlights, and sprang forward.
"Hey!" I exclaimed. "What the fuck is gong on here?"
"Adele," Lisa asked coldly, "do you have any idea where that pencil dick has been?"
The two sprang apart, and Chip curled up and groaned. He wasn't trying to cover himself, he was in pain. Adele must not have been careful with her teeth in her swift, surprised disengagement. It wasn't too bad though, fortunately, and the worm quickly went from holding his junk to hiding it. Adele shot to her feet, affording me one more glorious ogle before she clapped her arms over her tits.
"Jesus Christ!" groaned Chip angrily. "What the fuck, man?"
"You idiots know this is a crash and burn violation," growled Lisa quietly. It was not a question.
"Yeah," I added. "You two are lucky it was us who found you, and not some hard asses. Or worse... senior staff."
Both of them just glared at us, embarrassed, angry, and scared. Scared enough?
"Look, Chip," I grated out between clenched teeth, "where are your parents right now? Paris, right? How do you think they'd feel if they got a call from Carol telling them that you were being sent home two weeks early... oh yeah, and with no refund?" The douche finally grasped how big a disaster that would indeed be for him. Adele looked equally nonplussed. I exchanged a look with Lisa. "Look, the thing is, it was us who found you... without anyone else being involved in our search. We can hopefully keep this quiet. Now, the two of you head back to your bunks, stay away from each other the rest of the whole damned session, and do not tell a single soul about any part of this."
"Why?" asked Adele.
Lisa replied, "Because if you tell even one person, it will get out. We've both seen it back when we were campers ourselves. If it does get out, Casper and I will have to rat you out to Carol ourselves, otherwise we will also be in trouble. Not as much trouble as you, but trouble we don't want. Shut your holes and you better be in bed and hopefully asleep when we get back."
"Aren't you coming?" asked Adele, confused. To be honest, I was confused a little, too.
"We have to get our stories straight, in case this goes pear-shaped tomorrow morning," hissed Lisa angrily. "Now shoo... separately!"
With that, the two of them slunk off, Adele first, tugging her shirt back on in admittedly scenic fashion. The two of us stared after them, turning off our flashlights.
Then we started laughing hysterically. It was painful laughing that hard while having to keep quiet so those worms wouldn't hear us as they crawled back to their respective cabins. After a moment, Lisa braced herself against my shoulder as she doubled over. "Oh God, that was hilarious," she gasped.
"Oh yeah," I said quietly in reply, having a hard time catching my breath. "I gotta say... you called... it. I think they will behave themselves now."
We both chuckled just a little more, straightening up and grinning evilly at each other. We both took a deep breath and turned toward the path back from the circle. "But damnit, I'm still a little pissed," I grumbled. "They kind of still got away with it. I think I regret that we let that little shit Chip get even a partial blowjob."
"Eh," growled Lisa, waving it off. "I might perhaps have a few words with Adele about her technique, to be honest. That did not look to be shaping up as very good cock sucking..."
I nearly did a double take, then scoffed, "Oh, so you are some kind of world-class fellatio expert?"
Her eyes flashed mischievously at me, and she started walking back toward the cabins. "Wouldn't you like to know!" she shot back at me over her shoulder.
"Damned right I would," I muttered in reply, but not so quietly that she couldn't hear. To be honest, I was feeling stupid and reckless enough that I wanted her to hear. She spun around and I kept my right leg ready to swing up and block any possible kick to the balls with my thigh.
Her eyes were wide in surprise at my audacity and her mouth open. But I instantly detected an upward curl at the corners. Then she grimaced and struck a sort-of superhero pose, legs straight and wide, and arms akimbo. She looked me up and down for a moment. Then she went, "Humph. Let me see what you've got to work with."
"Huh?" I asked, intelligently.
"Drop your pants and let me see your equipment," she said with wildly exaggerated patience. "If it is anything like the rest of you, I bet it'll be worth sucking."
It was my turn to stare, open-mouthed. It felt like we stood there, facing each other for an hour, but I bet it was less than two seconds before I registered what was happening and realized it was an opportunity I had best not consider too long. My hands flew to my waist and grabbed my shorts and underwear as one, shucking them down to my ankles in a swift, and frankly embarrassingly eager, fashion.
My cock, which had been fully awake and interested since Adele's naked tits first hove into view, bounced upward when released, and swayed around, peeking out from under my t-shirt.
Lisa's eyebrows lifted at the sight, and she smiled a little again. "So, all your muscles are nicely toned... All right Tiger, this is your lucky night, because I am thoroughly in the mood after watching those two. Come here," she said, sitting daintily down on the end of one of the huge tree trunk benches.
I stepped out of my shorts and approached her, valiantly struggling to keep my pace to a predatory march instead of the desperate sprint my body was demanding. I stood before Lisa and she reached her hands up to grasp my manhood. Her left hand wrapped around the base of my shaft and her right index finger traced its way up the shaft and around the head, circling it over and over until I could not help but shiver. She chuckled and leaned forward, placing the lightest kiss on the front of my glans. I shivered again.
Her tongue slid from her mouth and slowly, so slowly, dragged up the underside of my cock, guiding the head to her lips and inside them. I instantly groaned. Her hand on the base of my shaft began a slow, relentless pulsing up and down while she suckled hard on my helmet, pulling it and the top inch or so of my shaft deeper between her lips, then shallower. The pace of her head's bobbing and her hand's stroking were deliberately out of synch in a way that just made the sensory blast even more delirious.
My hand went out of its own volition and caressed the strawberry blonde hair atop her head. In response, she tilted her head upward to stare into my eyes and she slid several more heroic inches of me deep into her mouth. Her mouth was rounded and clamped about my dick, but her smile was obvious in her eyes. Lisa wasn't just good at sucking cock, she clearly liked it!
A few more of those delicious, deep bobs, and she released my cock from her mouth, still grasping it tightly with her hand. She drew a deep breath and worked her jaw. I guess she was relaxing her throat. A normal, almost six-inch cock is more than a woman can take without it sliding down her throat, and I've got a fair bit more than that. Lisa waggled her eyebrows up at me, then bent her head and slid me back into her mouth again. And in. And in. She couldn't take me all, in the end, but my cock felt the incredible sensation of its head being trapped within her throat, her lips wrapping around my shaft way, way lower than I had ever experienced before.
My whole body quivered and I groaned another, wavering moan of ecstasy.
Lisa held me there, wiggling my cock in her throat for an amazingly long time, before I once more was slid free. She barely took time for a single gasp of air before she sucked me back in, her hand jerking me hard again. I moaned and rippled her hair some more as, rather than going back for more spelunking, she concentrated on her tongue punishing my glans.
"Oh Jesus," I gasped. "I hope you don't make a lot of noise when you come, Lisa."
She looked up at me and lifted her head to ask, "When I come?" She traced a fingertip just under the edge of my throbbing helmet.
"Yeah. When you come," I replied, watching in fascination as she caressed her own face and jawline with the head of my cock. "Because when you finish this, I am going to shove my face between these incredible legs of yours and pay you back... hard. I just hope you don't wake the camp."
Lisa shot to her feet with amazing grace, her hand never ceasing its relentless stroking, and kissed me deeply with her cock-flavored lips and tongue. "I like the way you think, Casper," she said huskily. She sank back to sit once more on the log. She spread her knees wide and grasped my naked ass, squeezing the cheeks and pulling me close to her. Both her hands left my ass and wrapped around my dick, massaging it in short strokes as she resumed licking the head in sweeping strokes of her tongue.
Then she ran my saliva-soaked head along her jawline once more as she looked up at me. "And suddenly I am hoping you are getting close, so I can have my turn!"
Getting close? Honestly, I didn't know how I'd held out this long. I just nodded my head spasmodically, and gritted out, "Oh yeah. Don't worry, I'll warn you when it's on the way."
"Don't bother," replied Lisa, between slurps on my schlong. "I actually like the surprise." She sucked hard on my tip for a moment, then began to jack me hard with just her left hand this time while her right fingertips began to tickle me right behind my balls. "And I am going to drink every fucking drop," she said firmly.
With that her lips wrapped firmly around me, and I felt her slobbering all over me, her tongue swirling around me inside her mouth.
Her fingers stroking the back of my scrotum were driving me wild, and I was utterly torn between wanting this experience to last forever, and wanting it to end Right. Fucking. Then.
And with that, Lisa began hum.
Nope. Could not hold off another second. My knees wobbled and I grunted uncontrollably as I felt hot spunk leaping up my canal, electrifying every nerve in the vicinity as I spurted over and over again into Lisa's gulping mouth. She made a soft gargling noise, but true to her boast, not a drop of what felt like a pretty amazing delivery escaped her lips.
When my flood abated, I stared down at her in amazement as Lisa worked her grip up my shaft, squeezing every last drop from it, sucking softly to capture every bit. At last, she released me from her mouth and smiled up at me. "So," she asked smugly, "was that 'world-class'?"
I pulled her up to her feet, cupped her chin, and kissed her now-salty lips. "Every last inch of you is world-class," I breathed against her mouth. "I have no idea how I am going to live up to that," I went on, my hands caressing her ass softly, "but I about to do my very grateful best!"
With that, even though my legs were still weak from her treatment of me, I tugged down on her shorts. They were so tight, they slid reluctantly off her hips and I had to push them all the way to her knees before they slid freely downward. She wore a white thong underneath. I stroked a hand down from between her t-shirt clad breasts, across her belly, and between her thighs. I stroked her sweetly and felt her shiver gratifyingly. Gently, I pressed Lisa down to lie back along the length of her bench and leaned over her. She bit her lower lip as I loomed above her and I smiled down at her hungrily. I grasped both sides of the thong's waistband and tugged downward. She helped by lifting her gorgeous ass off the wood until the underwear was free. I tugged it down and off of her.
She was a stunning sight beneath me, with her Camp Dickinger t-shirt too tight across her upthrusting tits, sneakers and calf-high athletic socks, and her naked, utterly clean-shaven pussy in between. She giggled as I lowered myself and she fought me as I tried to press her sensuously writhing thighs apart.
She didn't fight too hard, of course, and I was soon kneeling on the log between her feet, staring down at paradise. I leant down swiftly and dragged my tongue along the length of her labia, from back to front, just once. She shivered, and then moaned as I moved my lips' attention instead to the insides of her thighs, raining kisses all over the soft expanse of skin.
I grasped her hips in my hands and kneaded their firm, sleek curves, my grip growing stronger as my lips worked their way back closer to her crotch. I lifted her hips up as I reached it, making it easier for me to slide my tongue inside her. Her grunt of pleasure at my entrance was quiet but emphatic. She thrust her hips even higher up and toward me as I began to munch enthusiastically.
My lips worked against her labia, interspersed with probes from my tongue. As I developed a rhythm, I lowered her backside to the wood, following her down. My hands no longer supporting her, I slid them with hopefully agonizing slowness up the insides of her thighs. When I reached the top, I used my fingertips to gently spread her pussy lips apart, giving my tongue access to even greater depths. Lisa shivered in response and murmured quietly, but with gratifying tension in her voice, "Ohh! I like what you are doing."
To this point, I had avoided all but the most fleeting of brushes against her clit, but I sensed she was about ready. I lifted my tongue from deep inside her and circled her bud once, twice, three times, then clamped my lips upon it and absolutely tortured it with my tongue. Her back arched up and she gasped. Then she gurgled, unable to exhale, as if her breath was holding itself. She writhed against my face... and suddenly I felt shudders begin to rip through her body. I could not help but smile against her pussy as she thrashed on the log, an extra frisson of tension in her as she fought a clear urge to get loud.
Just as she began to relax her body, I attacker her clit with my tongue once more, and she bucked a final time, actually squealing a little, though still quietly. Her body froze for a moment, then she forcibly shoved my head away from her crotch, gasping hard. "Enough! God, do you want me to scream out loud?"
I sat up between her legs. "Honestly? Yeah... stupid though that is," I admitted. Then I shrugged, "I guess I'll just have to wait until we can find another opportunity."
At that, Lisa sighed, and swung one leg high up above my head and down the other side, allowing her turn a little sideways and sit up. Then she laid her hands gently on my shoulders and leaned forward to kiss me gently and briefly.



"Yeah, about that," she said, her eyes looking at mine with a mixture of sheepishness and regret. "There can't be a next time."
I narrowed my eyes at her said eloquently, "Huh?" I shook my head as if to clear it. "I thought that was just as mind-bendingly awesome for you as it was for me."
Lisa just kissed me again, a little harder this time. Then she kind of sucked on her teeth before explaining, "The thing is, Caspar, I have a boyfriend."
"What?" I exclaimed, barely containing a shout. "You gotta tell a guy something like that! That's... That's not... That's not cool, Lisa! You mean I just..."
"Easy, Tiger," she interrupted me. "We have a very specific agreement, he and I." I just looked at her skeptically. "The thing is, I'm here all summer, and he is, more to the point, doing an internship at a movie studio out in LA... out there with all those tanned, toned, wannabe starlets who are all going to end up in porn instead. Better to give each other a hall pass for the summer, but with a few strict rules: No actual fucking, and only once with any given person."
"And he talked you into this?" I asked, with a tiny bit of pity in my voice.
Lisa barked a laugh. "It was my proposal, though the horny bastard jumped at it." She shrugged. "Look, I already doubt Danny is the love of my life. But he has a nice cock, knows how to use it, has money, and likes to spend it on me. I just wanted to make sure neither of us forms any new attachments so I can have an enjoyable last year of college." She rubbed my shoulders and asked, "We cool?"
Who was I to judge in this situation, I guessed. She seemed happy with it, and he was going to make out like a bandit, the bastard. I grinned sheepishly.
"Good, I wouldn't want to be on bad terms with such an excellent lover," said Lisa, and kissed me again.
This time, I kissed her back, pulling her against me. I let my hands slide up over her ass to grab her t-shirt and began pulling it upward.
"Just what do you think you are doing?" said Lisa, pushing me away without conviction.
I paused with her shirt pulled up to just under her tits. "Well, if I get only one chance, I'd like to revise and extend my efforts. This is all still just the one time, right?" I grinned at her with all the boyish charm I could muster.
She considered my plan intently... for about two seconds. Then she grinned toothily and raised her hands above her head. In a smooth movement, I pulled the tight white t-shirt up and off over her head. Her strawberry blonde pony-tail cascaded free and down her back. I gazed at her lovely rack and did a double-take. "Where did you find a bra in the same exact Camp Dickinger orange?" I asked, bemused. Her bra was plain and practical, but in the precise shade of all the camp's logos and gear. Somehow, in the moment, that seemed ridiculously hot.
"I spotted one at the mall back home about three months ago, and ordered five more online," she said. "They are the only bras I brought, and the other girls are all jealous." With that, she reached behind her and unhooked the garment. She shrugged it off her shoulders and extending it toward me. "Want a better look?"
I took it from her just long enough to toss it on top of her discarded shorts, and drank her in, completely naked, except for her Nikes and tube socks. "I'd rather examine what it was carrying," I replied and leaned forward. Her breasts really were exceptional. They were round and firm, with pleasing, oblong, lightly wrinkled aureoles and eagerly pert nipples. Each was slightly more than a good handful, a fact I swiftly confirmed by grasping their outer curves, and lifting slightly as I bent to lick upward through her cleavage. Lisa threw her head back and let me feast. Each nipple was framed in the crooks between my thumbs and forefingers, and I squeezed eagerly as I sucked each in turn, hungrily.
I felt her hand reach down to lightly clasp my resurgent cock. She bent her head to kiss the brown hair atop my head and murmured, "I don't know about all your efforts, but I feel something that is revising and extending."
Her tits really were amazing, but I knew we did not have all night, and I was going to make damned certain that Lisa regretted making both of her rules. I forced myself to let go of one boob, running my hand down between her stomach to her crotch. Her pussy was still sopping wet with freshly flowing moisture, and I let my middle finger sink deeply inside her while I nibbled on a nipple. I had decided that I liked the left one more for some reason. She made various noises to indicate her approval, stroking my cock just a little harder, and I inserted a second finger in response.
With both fingers buried fully inside her, I tugged her lovely leg up, and utilizing her impressive flexibility, swept it over my head once more so that I was back between her legs. I buried my face once more in her cleavage, but immediately began kissing my way southward. As I shifted to let my face return to its new favorite place in the world-between her legs, I regretfully had to slip my cock from her caress.
Lisa was already bucking against my fingers. I had them curled upward, stroking the front wall of her vagina in just the right spot. I licked swiftly at her clit and I knew I could have made her come almost instantly, had I wanted to.
As a matter of fact, I decided, I wanted to. I redoubled my efforts, digital and oral, and in less than a minute, Lisa practically fell off the log, her body shuddering as fresh, new waves of orgasmic release took her once more. This time, she let me keep going, as I worked my tongue inside her, and I drew two more, much smaller, waves of ecstasy. Or more likely, one more, longer result. When she finally just lay there bonelessly, utterly surrendered to my blitzkrieg oral assault, I raised my head and smiled a shit-eating grin at her.
I then stood and straddled both her and the log on which she lay. She was still too spent to sit up in response and but she did manage to reach out and lightly grab my cock once more and I slowly crabbed my way upward over her. When my dick reach the space above her still heaving boobs, Lisa tugged it downward, beginning to rub it firmly on one of her erect nipples. I stopped moving forward and sighed, letting her play with her toy. I felt the nubbin of her erect nipple bob up and down as my cock head bumped back and forth over it.
Then Lisa tucked my cock down deep into her cleavage. I lurched lower to let it lie fully between those incredibly mounds, and she pressed her tits together against me. He tits were bountiful but not quite extensive enough to completely encase my johnson, so she laced her fingertips together to trap me between them.
My hips began to thrust almost involuntarily, and she just smiled. "That's it, Casper," she murmured. "Fuck them. Fuck my boobs until you come!" The warmth of her softness as it was pressed so hard around my sliding member was incredible, and I leaned forward, bracing my hands on the wood beside Lisa's head. This let me thrust harder and faster, and I indulged myself in that happily.
"Yes. Yes," groaned Lisa below me. "Harder! Come again for me. See if you can hit my mouth with your cum!" With that, she lifted her head and opened her mouth, extending her tongue.
A gentleman does his best to satisfy a lady's desires, and I let myself go, humping her breasts harder still. I let my mind go blank except for the sensations my cock was enjoying and I felt my balls tingling in moments.
This time I warned her. "I think I'm about there," I grunted, not slowing my rhythm. Lisa leaned forward just a touch more, barely a moment before I let my orgasm have its overly swift way with me. Looking right down at her, I saw a thin rope of my jizz leap out from my cock, the end of it landing square on her extended tongue and the rest coming to rest on her chest from the base of her throat to her tits. I moaned much too loudly at the sensation mixed with the visual reinforcement. My hips kept bucking, though neither so forcefully nor rhythmically, and in but a pump or two more, a second spray erupted. This second wave was a weaker spatter of droplets, rather than a stream. Only one drop reached her lovely face, splatting on her upper lip. The rest spread out below her shoulders across her chest.
I let my thrusting die away as I looked down. The sight of my cock buried between her amazing tits, with my jizz spattered all over her soft, tan skin, was a more magnificent sight than the rainbow I had once seen across the face of Half Dome in Yosemite.
"We are going to be in so much trouble," chuckled Lisa, rubbing her boobs up and down along my suddenly softening shaft.
"Yeah. We really need to go. Now," I replied, remaining right were I was, enjoying her titflesh massaging me.
We just held our positions like that until we both simultaneously burst into quiet laughter. I stood up and off of Lisa. We both pounced on our clothes, though it suddenly felt a little ridiculous that I had never even taken off my Camp Dickinger t-shirt.
Lisa scooped up the lion's share of my cum from her chest on her fingers and slurped it down before repositioning her bra and tugging on her other clothes.
When we were as presentable as we could make ourselves under the circumstances, I kissed her one last time. She kissed me back and murmured in my ear, "You just did all that to make sure I regretted my own rules, didn't you?"
"And?" I grinned.
"You should think about coming back to work here next year."
—————
Thanks for reading this story and my previous works. Please rate this entry, and I especially would like your comments! The next session of camp should be here before you know it.
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My third summer as a counselor at Camp Dickinger proceeded well. The first session of three had ended with a great deal of satisfaction for all the staff, as the session's crop of worms (campers) had been better than most. Weekend camping trips had all managed to avoid things like poison ivy, the play the drama types put on each session had been almost not horrible (a true rarity), and the game of Capture the Flag involving the whole camp had been rain-soaked, but a huge success. That last item had been especially great, as running around in the pouring rain with half the competitors being young women mostly wearing t-shirts was exceptional fun, even if my team, the orange one, had lost.
The session had been especially good for me since it had included a night of fabulous oral sex, topped off by a titfucking I would never forget, with Lisa, hands-down the hottest of the first year counselors. The fact that she had some weird agreement with her boyfriend that limited either of them while they spent the summer apart to having sex only once with any given person had limited my bliss, but since that one night had effectively tripled the number of orgasms I had had at Camp Dickinger in three years as a camper and two previous as a counselor, I was more than content.
But I was still as horny as any guy my age, and if anything, my appetite had been whetted. Lisa might be off-limits henceforth, but she was not the only female counselor I rated an "Oh, Please" on the hotness scale.
You would think that the forty-eight hours between the first and second sessions would have been a good time to expand my horizons and develop some future opportunities, but the camp works us all really hard in that time, cleaning and resetting for the next group of campers.
Worse, I was assigned the responsibility of check-in coordinator for second session's welcome day, which meant I spent the whole break working with the camp director, stuffing welcome packets, cross-checking vaccination records, and printing name tags. It should have been a great gig. I mean, I didn't have to scrub latrines, sweep cabins, or swap out soiled mattresses that had had an unfortunate session. But I was the only counselor working the job, and it took more time than most, so I had no real chance to work on setting up opportunities with any girls, especially not the ones that I was interested in.
Of course, working all day with the camp director Carol was not really a hardship, if I'm being honest. Even at forty-one, she filled out the same orange shorts and white Camp Dickinger t-shirts that all the regular counselors wore really well, even if she didn't wear hers as tight as most of the girls did. So yeah, let me be clear: if she actually had been a mom, her picture should have been on the Wikipedia entry for MILF.
But Carol was married, her husband Bob worked at the camp too, and besides, she was such a sweet woman and great boss it always felt pretty skeezy to drool over her bod.
I still had to hide the occasional erection over those two days.
Honestly, a woman with that much charisma and such an outstanding bod would have a hard time not teasing young guys, even if only unintentionally. And I could swear that it wasn't always unintentional. She sure liked to bend over a lot, whether facing me and other guys, or facing away...
Things took an immediate turn for the better the night before we began second session, when our assignments for the next four weeks were posted. The Camp Dickinger day goes as follows: Reveille (yes, we have an actual USMC veteran bugler among our small senior staff), breakfast, three one hour and ten minute periods, and hour and a half for lunch, three more periods, then dinner, evening stuff, and Taps. After Taps, power is cut and everybody mostly just conks out for the night.
Each period, campers go do a different activity, like canoeing, archery, rock climbing, tennis, pottery, swimming. You know, camp stuff. Each week, the worms choose six new activities. We counselors are assigned a single activity for the entire session, usually with one other counselor, depending on the number of campers that can participate at a time. You get a different assignment each session. A few are specialized, and you only get assigned if you have outside training, like horseback. Most activities just require a willing mind and hands to run.
My own personal specialization is riflery, even though as a counselor, I don't actually get to shoot much more than demonstrations. But I'm a really good shot, and I admit to being a show-off. The actual instruction and range safety is handled by a senior staff member named Craig, an Army vet who has about every certification in safety and instruction either the military or the NRA can give. He is fifty-something and looks like he takes a ten mile hike each morning before breakfast. He is a good teacher, hyper safety conscious, and pretty funny when he wants to be... which is seldom.
The group of campers during each period of the day will usually contain both boys and girls, unless it makes sense for it to be a segregated activity, like tennis or volleyball, where there will be periods of boys followed by girls or vice versa. Because of this, counselor pairs are always a guy and a girl. Each session, your activity partner will be the only girl with whom a guy will spend really significant time. Hopefully, you get along. Almost all the time, that happens... and that is all that happens. You are randomly assigned, so chances are, your partner will not be all that attractive to you.
But every so often, you get lucky. You get a partner that you find hot, and that can get interesting. Hopefully, she finds you hot too. My first year as a counselor, I found how frustrating it was when she didn't. My partner for tennis one session had been a second year counselor named Yvette. She was actually French and her family had just immigrated to America. Her English was flawless, but her accent was hopelessly sexy. Oh, she also had really nice, perky tits and didn't feel like she needed a bra, even when coaching tennis. I thought I was in heaven.
But she was thoroughly not attracted to me. She never laughed at my jokes, even the good ones that everyone else thought were funny. She hardly ever even looked at me. It was excruciating. And of course, as arrogant dudes do when they get that completely stonewalled, I decided that she had to be a lesbian. I can be a jerk sometimes. Sue me.
Needless to say, I was in agony the following year when another counselor named Duane, who had ended up attending the same university as she did that fall, came back the next year and described to me in horrifying detail just exactly how not lesbian Yvette was... I may have cried when I heard what she had done to Duane with those lips.
All three sessions my second year as counselor, my female partners were all not only not Oh Please Yeses, they were each an outright No. That is actually rare at Camp Dickinger. As I said before, Carol seems to make a direct effort to ensure her staff are all pretty attractive. It looks good in the brochures, I guess. And to be honest, all three of those girls being Nos was a matter of taste. You might have found any or all of them to eminently doable. They just weren't giving me the instinct to chase.
But the second session of this year, I finally hit the jackpot. It was my turn to do riflery as my activity, and lo and behold, my partner was going to be Elaine Another third year counselor like myself, I'd been drooling over thoughts of her ever since we met. She wore her dirty blonde hair cut very short in back above her neck, and still pretty short over the rest of her head, though with a sexy little sweep down over her left brow. She had dark blue eyes and a dazzling smile that lit them up often. Her body was fit and toned nicely from all the work she put in as a distance runner. She had smallish, but perfectly shaped breasts. I thought they were nice, but she evidently wasn't that proud of them, since she was not a member of the camp's too-tight t-shirt brigade. On the other hand, she did wear her shorts tight, very tight in fact, and very short. I considered this to be a public service, as the girl had amazingly long, softly muscular, and smoothly shaped legs, topped by one of the best asses I had ever beheld. It was actually pretty petite, but in comparison to the rest of her greyhound frame, it was deliciously curvy. And you could tell just by looking at it move in her shorts that it was firm as could be. Like I said, she was a third year counselor, and I swear her ass had gotten significantly better each year I'd known her. If it got any hotter in the future, she might set the woods on fire should she simply take a hike.
I only discovered that she was to be my partner at Riflery when I saw her walking ahead of me along the deeply wooded path to the remote corner of the camp where the range was located. Ordinarily, I'd have rushed to catch up and get re-acquainted, but I liked the view so much, I let the gap close very slowly. Elaine and I had never worked together before, but we had at least said hi a few times, and I had danced with her on Fridays a time or two. I'd have asked her to dance more often, but, well, she was always in demand.
When I finally did catch up, she seemed gratifyingly pleased to see that I would be her partner and we immediately fell into a conversation about who among the campers we might expect to see come out to shoot.
We reached the range a good twenty minutes before the campers would arrive. Craig knew us both, and was glad that he did not have to teach us the safety orientation all over again. Her then proceeded to teach us the safety orientation all over again anyway, because dude is serious about this stuff. I'm okay with that. Then he unlocked the safe and Elaine and I took out the rifles and laid them at the firing positions.
The guns we use are just small-caliber target rifles, bolt-action, with traditional iron sights (no scopes). They would be almost useless for hunting anything bigger than a possum, but they are fun, well-maintained, and extremely accurate. If you miss your target at Camp Dickinger, it is not the gun's fault.
Each period went the same way on each day. Craig would explain the shooting position the campers would use that day, then either Elaine or I would demonstrate it by punching a five round set of holes in a paper target down range, while Craig critiqued our form and our efforts brutally. Then the kids would each get to take a firing position, pick up its respective rifle, and start shooting. They would shoot five rounds, down rifles, open the bolt and ensure that weapons were empty. (How they could be anything but was always a mystery, as we only ever gave them five rounds at a time.) Then Elaine for I would check each one to ensure again that it was empty. Then the campers would all stand up and take a fresh target down to the end of the range to check their used targets and replace them, and return to go another round, repeating until an hour was up. Craig would keep track of the targets that showed a high enough score. If a camper scored high enough, on enough targets in a row, they could earn medals or certifications.
Elaine got to demonstrate for the first period group, a bunch of girls, and I quickly realized that we were going to be competitive between ourselves, because she was quite the shot.
The only real surprise the first week was a freshman female camper who was in the first group after lunch. She was a machine, one of those natural crack shots that just did not miss. I'm pretty sure no camper has ever earned such impressive scores their first week at camp. I think Craig was in love.
Overall, Elaine and I made a great team. We joked around, had fun, watched the worms like hawks to ensure their safety and ours, and I got to enjoy watching Elaine's beautiful form every chance I could steal. By the end of the week, I was pretty sure that I had caught her checking me out too, so things were looking very good.
That weekend, I got a call from my father. It was nothing bad, Mom hadn't relapsed or anything. She and he had stumbled on a business opportunity they thought I would be interested in. It would only take about two million bucks, and I could have afforded it on my own, even without the help they were offering. (I was also a camper, remember? I'm a bit rich myself.)
I wasn't going to say yes without a visit and a good examination of the books, but I knew in my heart that there was a good chance I was going to try to make this work.
Carol had given me privacy for the call and asked me if all was okay when I stepped out of her office. I told her it was, but added, "You know how we talked about me maybe coming back for a fourth year next summer?"
"I'm going to have to fill another counselor slot, aren't I?" Carol asked glumly.
"Yeah."
As I walked back to the event, excited about the sudden opportunity, but a little melancholy about essentially handing in my notice on the spur of the moment, I realized that the next two months would be my last at Camp Dickinger. I resolved to make the most of them.
The Monday of the second week, Craig decided to start the fresh group of kids shooting from the prone position, where the shooter lies on his or her belly and braces the rifle on the ground. It is far and away the most stable position and the kids should've been the most accurate with it. We had skipped it entirely the first week because we had so many kids who had shot at camp before. This week, we had lots of noobs. Elaine and I traded off demonstrating at the start of each period in the morning, me, then her, then me again. But in the afternoon, Craig had me do the demo all three periods. It was unusual, but hey, more rounds for me, right?
The next day, Craig announced he had been dissatisfied with the efforts of the day before, and we would stick with prone. This wasn't unusual. Craig was often dissatisfied with people's efforts... What was unusual was that Craig again had me demonstrate prone position all three morning periods.
Elaine had been a little jealous the previous afternoon, but now she was genuinely pissed. After the third period, Craig would always lock up the guns securely, then hop in his truck and go eat lunch at the diner in the nearby town where his girlfriend worked. Elaine and I helped with putting away the rifles, then once he was gone, we policed the brass from the area, and would then head back to the chow hall for lunch.
That Tuesday, Elaine was uninterested in picking up expended shells. She and I were going to have a 'discussion', apparently.
"What the fuck is Craig's problem?" she demanded as the truck disappeared down the service road. "You have now demoed seven times a row. What are you, teacher's pet?"
The last thing I wanted was Elaine to be mad at me. Even worse, I kind of thought that I knew why Craig was having me do all the demos all of a sudden. Watching Elaine bend over in her desultory efforts to collect stray brass that the worms had missed pretty much confirmed my suspicions.
She kept badgering me, and at last she got in my face suddenly and asked, "Look, I'm doing all the talking. Do you know why he's doing this?"
I was startled and accidentally answered honestly. "Um, I think so..."
"You do?!? Why?"
Fuck. That had been a mistake. I did not want to answer, for obvious reasons, but I also do not like to lie.
"You are a distraction," I said at last. "And you know how much Craig wants everybody focused."
"A distraction? What the frick do you mean?"
I looked into her angry eyes and decided to just rip the bandaid off and get it over with. "Elaine, when you lie down on the mat there in front of everybody, nobody is paying attention to anything but your ass."
"Fuck. You!" she snorted. "My ass isn't that great."
It was like a dam had burst inside me. "You know damned well it is," I replied recklessly.
"Come on Casper, I see you checking out my ass all the time, and you seem to manage to function normally."
"Yeah, but with you lying there like that, everybody is distracted, all at the same time... even Craig, I'm pretty sure. And I think that worries him."
"You are telling me that my ass is a fucking safety hazard?" Elaine practically yelled.
"Yes!" I blurted hotly in response, before I could stop myself.
Her mouth just hung open in shock at my effrontery. Really, the balls on me to say that to her face! Fuck Craig for getting me into this position, I fumed. Elaine took an angry half step toward me and I flinched back involuntarily.
And her open mouth twitched. Her eyes flashed, or maybe twinkled.
"I still find this hard to believe," she said, suddenly calm. She turned and took a step to the mat lying on the firing position just a few feet from where I stood uncertainly. Then she bent and lowered herself to lie on the mat in a deliberately sinuous motion until she lay on her stomach, propped up on her elbows. She cocked her knee out a little, as a shooter would to stabilize herself, which opened her thighs just a few inches...
She looked up at me, then down over her shoulder at herself. I just looked at that ass. I couldn't help myself. "So, this is what a safety hazard looks like," she mused. She looked back at me again. "My eyes are up here," she said evilly. My eyes snapped up to hers and she smiled.
"I don't get why I'm so distracting," Elaine said in a little girl voice. "I mean, what are you thinking about that has you so distracted?" She looked down over her shoulder at her now slightly wiggling bum again, and my eyes followed hers. She chuckled, and went on in a suddenly lower voice. "I'll bet I know what you are thinking about; what you want to do. You want to come lie on top of me. You want to take whatever that is that is swelling inside your shorts right now and press it against my firm little backside, don't you?" she practically purred. "You want to rub it up and down, right here," she went on, reaching back behind her to trace a fingertip up and down the back seam of those tight, tight shorts, following the delightful path between her achingly enticing glutes.
She looked up at me again and asked sternly, "Don't you?"
I could only gulp and nod my head, not really believing what was happening.
Elaine smiled. "Well, come on then."
I was stunned, and frozen in place. With a will, I forced myself into motion and stepped toward her.
"Wait!" she said. Fuck. Had I waited too long and the feeling moment had passed? "Take off your pants," she ordered, instead of telling me to back off.
Wow. "Drop trou?" I asked, wanting to be sure I heard correctly.
"Come on, Casper. I want to see what you are going to rub on me, you know?"
"Seriously? Here?"
"We have more than an hour before Craig gets back, and longer than that before any campers will," she said, her breath a little shallow now. "If you show me yours, maybe I'll show you mine..."
In a flash, I had tugged my shorts and underwear off. My cock had not fully caught up with events, but was getting up to speed rapidly. Elaine looked intently at it as it swiftly rose to full attention. Before she changed her mind about... well, anything, I knelt and lowered myself over her back. I braced myself so as not to put my whole weight on her lithe body, but I let my cock press hard into the orange polyester-coated crevasse of her backside. She shivered a little as the length of my shaft nestled down atop her.



"Nope," I grunted, unable to keep my hips from bucking at least a little.
"Hmmm?" murmured Elaine in contented inquiry, her ass rocking gently against my squirming cock.
"I can't see your ass any more, but it is still very distracting," I said, my voice tightly under control.
"I guess that you will just have to suffer then," she chuckled. My body suffered all right, from deliciously excruciating tingles sparking throughout me, emanating from where my cock happily rested. I contemplated how little the fabric was that separated us right there.
"Wait!" I exclaimed suddenly. "You said that if I showed you mine, you'd show me yours!" I notably did not remove my penis from where it rested. In fact, I pressed it harder downward.
"I said that I might show you mine!" Elaine laughed.
"No fair!" I said, loading all my weight on one arm so I could tickle her under her armpit with the other. She squirmed and giggled at the torment, which did wonderful things for how her ass wriggled under my cock.
"Oh very well. You are right, it is only fair," she said gaily. "But you will have to get off of me for a minute!"
"Damn," I grumbled. "Now I have a quandary." Moving was not appealing.
Elaine twisted her neck to look up at me. "Just for a minute," she said huskily.
At these words, I popped up and to the side of her on my knees. Elaine lifted her hips upward, her magnificent ass arching upward like a cathedral dome. Her hands reached for her hips and slowly slid her camp uniform shorts downward to her knees. She wore no fucking underwear at all. I guess she didn't want to risk any panty lines showing on those hyper tight shorts. I was certainly not complaining.
She sank back down to lie on her belly, and I could only kneel there and appreciate the sight below me. Her ass was a smooth, perfect arch... petite, yet somehow filling my vision. Each mesmerizing cheek was smooth and soft, with just a slight indentation in its curves, reflecting the incredible muscle tone she possessed. Two significant dimples adorned the small of her back, right above her glutes, drawing the gaze and inducing a desire to somehow fall into their shallow, enticing hollows. She was developing some enchanting tan lines, reflecting the shape of her bathing suit during swim times, but damned if it wasn't clear that when she had first arrived at camp, every inch of that mesmerizing ass had been thoroughly, deeply, richly tanned. After five weeks, she still had traces of that beautiful color. My mind reeled at the thought of her regularly tanning in the nude.
"Ahem," she observed drily, kicking the shorts from her ankles. "I thought you were covering up my distracting nature?"
My cock ached, it was so hard. I immediately straddled her again and lowered myself just as before. Only this time, there was no cloth in between us. The raging hardness of my shaft settled between the warm, smooth, muscular cheeks below me. We both groaned involuntarily, the groans slowly melding into mutual sighs.
I could not restrain myself. The little pulses I had let my hips do before became long strokes, the length of my shaft sliding smoothly along her buns. Elaine drove her forehead down into the mat, moaning herself.
"I swear," I grunted, "this is the best dry hump in human history. No," I contradicted myself enthusiastically, "it is the best dry hump in human imagination!"
Elaine just giggled in response and rocked her hips side to side to add even more stimulation to that which was already torturing my dick. Then she froze and commanded, "Stop! Just... hold still for a little." I did, baffled. "I can't take this any more," she gasped beneath me. Before I could become crestfallen, she went on. "I can't just grind with you. Slide down and fucking fuck me."
"What?" I asked, shocked.
"Fuck. Me." Elaine ground out between her teeth, "I'm on the pill. Just fuck me. Now. Do I have to argue with you?"
"No!" I exclaimed. "No, you do not!"
I slid backward until my cock dropped from atop her ass down between her thighs. She tilted her hips upward and I greedily pressed back forward. My cock bumped swiftly in to the sodden mass of closely trimmed pubic hair covering her pussy. The tip tingled as I slid it back and forth, until it began to naturally nestle down between her labia. Feeling me in place, Elaine groaned in invitation.
I kept wiggling forward, entering her slowly. As slowly as I could. We both hissed and groaned with the sensation of my sliding into her, a fraction of an inch at a time. When I could press no further in, I paused for just a moment, before I began to withdraw and re-enter, still slowly, but much faster than before.
Before I could even get into a rhythm, Elaine groaned, "Deeper! You can go deeper!" She was right. Fucking her like this, lying flat on the mat was so fucking erotic, but the angle clearly wasn't the best for deep penetration. I grasped her hips and pulled upward as I worked myself up onto my knees. She left her face pressed against the mat.
Now I could drive every inch I had to offer into her. As I pumped in and out, whether it was the extra inch and a little more that I could now bury inside her, or the improved angle, I did not know, but I heard an immediate squeal of delight at the change.
As for me, I now was in a position to grab a tight hold on the ass that started all this and massaged it eagerly as I fucked Elaine. Her backside really was a work of art, and with her muscles flexed like this, it was hard as stone but somehow also soft and warm as a pillow on the floor by a roaring fire.
"Am I... still... a distraction?" gasped Elaine below me, in between grunts forced from her mouth by my repeated thrusts. Her ass really was still distracting me, which was a good thing. Otherwise, I might have spooged spectacularly, embarrassingly, early. Her tight little pussy was so hot and inviting, my cock screamed in agonized pleasure with each thrust.
"You are the most distracting thing on Earth," I gasped in response. "And I'm going to distract your brains out in return."
Elaine actually looked at her watch. "Good! But, we still have at least thirty minutes until Craig gets back, so take your time."
My belly slapped against her buttocks with each thrust, making a meaty thwack. This was so worth missing lunch for, even if it was Taco Tuesday.
My dick was throbbing... too hard and much too soon. To extend the bliss, I froze my hips with my cock fully impaled within Elaine. I leaned over her and nibbled at her neck. That neck was long to begin with, and with the way she had shorn her hair almost to the skin at the base of her skull, it looked even longer. From this angle, as I held her amazing hips, her neck was incredibly appetizing. We both panted as I ran my teeth softly over her nape, each of us regaining control.
Elaine caught her breath first, swallowed audibly, and growled, "Okay Mister, we will have plenty of opportunities to do this again, and you can show me then how long you can go, but right now I just need to come, really, really badly. Please just keep fucking me until we both just lose our minds!"
Who was I to resist such a plea? I resumed thrusting... hard. The break had let me catch my breath, but I knew I was still close, and whatever Elaine said, I didn't want to come that fast. To try to change things up, I froze in place, dug my fingers into her hips and began to pull her back onto and off of my stationary dick.
If I thought that this would extend things, I was wrong. Elaine seemed to find this modus operandi very much to her liking and soon she was slamming herself backwards onto my cock, and I was just holding onto her hips for stability... and for dear life, really.
She had wanted to go ahead and come, and that she did... in spades. She squealed a high-pitched cry that made me glad the range was so far from the rest of camp. She slammed back against me, burying me deep inside herself while my cock felt her inner muscles clamp down spasmodically. She slammed into me again and I felt a second wave of joy rage through her. She sagged forward slightly, but I was having none of that. I might have wanted to go longer, but my dick informed me in no uncertain terms that it was coming right then, come hell or high water. I slammed myself forward into her vag as hard as I could, driving her up along the mat. A couple of weeks' worth of blue balls since my night with Lisa emptied themselves inside Elaine in a single, mighty rush. I gasped out an incoherent gurgle of word salad that even I did not understand as I came, and I felt Elaine spasm once more beneath me in response to my climax as it filled her.
We rolled over on our sides together, my cock still buried in her, but so mightily spent it was already softening.
"You know we missed Taco Tuesday," muttered Elaine exhaustedly.
I couldn't even answer. I could barely catch my breath, and besides, I was too consumed with the thought that I must be setting some kind of record for most sex without ever taking off my shirt.
----------
Thanks for continuing with this story, and to those of you who have read my other, previous works. Please rate this entry, and I especially would like your comments! The next session of camp should be here before you know it.
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Elaine and I had a marvelous time fucking our way through the end of the second session of Camp Dickinger that summer. I mean, we didn't screw every day. I think we'd have both been up for it, but we couldn't both miss lunch together every day. We only stayed on the range and screwed, like, six more times over the remaining weeks. I even managed to take my shirt off before having sex a time or two...
But while we limited our actual sexcapades enough that no one knew that we were doing it, it still became clear from other indications that she and I were becoming 'an Item'." Couples among the counselors were not unheard of, but rare enough that we could both see everyone talking about how often we ate lunch together, how we mostly only danced with each other during Friday dances, that sort of thing. We talked a lot, just like good couples do, I thought. My world was great, and the only real hitch was that the second session was ending and we would no longer have the opportunities presented by working together on riflery the next session.
Then, on the way out to the last Campfire of the session, Elaine stopped me on the path in the dark.
"Listen, Caspar, I'm just going to say this," she spoke quickly. I might not have been that old, but I knew an ominous opening line when I heard it. "This has been great, but I think we should just call it quits now, here at the end of this session."
"What?" I almost cried. I was floored. "I thought... wait, I know that you have been having as much fun as I have. What gives?"
She looked around to make sure that all the nearby people were headed smoothly on toward the Campfire clearing and not eavesdropping. "It's just... we won't have the rifle range to go to any more."
"I know. It sucks. But we can still hang..."
"Casper," she interrupted. "Listen. You are a god damned amazing lay. Memories of fucking you will keep me warm at night all winter. But as for you and me, here, without the sex..." she said suddenly hesitant. "Without the sex, I just cannot stand one more of your dissertations on Batman, or the Avengers, or the fucking Green Bay Packers." She squeezed my hand. "If we ever have another opportunity for sex, believe me, I am down. But we just don't have enough in common to be together in an abstinence situation."
I was speechless and she was suddenly rescued by another of the counselors calling her name as they passed us toward Campfire. Elaine smiled sheepishly at me and strode off to join her.
The quick break between the second and third sessions was not much of an improvement. The prior break, I had been on Check-In prep, with it's low-energy stuffing of envelopes inside with the air-conditioning, along with the side benefit of checking out the camp director Carol's rack whenever she wasn't looking. I know it sounds like I was hung up on Carol, but I really wasn't. She was much older, married, and my boss. It was like she was an alien as far as I was concerned... an alien with really nice forty year-old tits and ass. But this break, I got a different special assignment. My cabin team-mate Van and I got detailed to work with Carol's husband Bob, the camp's facilities manager, on repairing screens. Bob is pretty cool, just like Carol, but screen work entails a lot of sweat, fairly long hours, and lots of pricked fingertips. And while none of us wore shirts while we worked, and Bob is every bit as good-looking as his wife, my interests do not swing in that direction. Still, Van was my buddy as well as my cabin-mate, and Bob is both cool and funny.
The upper half of all four walls of each cabin at Camp Dickinger are nothing but screen. That makes for a lot of screens which have to try to stand up to a camp full of rambunctious teenagers with no phones or other electronics. After every summer at camp with no electronics, I'm surprised anew that any building on Earth over fifty years old is still standing, since kids back then had no screens to tranquilize them. Shit gets thrown around the cabins every day, and the screens take a beating. We had more than enough stapling and nailing to keep us busy before the last session of the summer.
It is pretty mindless work though, once you get going, so the three of us had plenty of time to jaw the day away. Once Van and I had exhausted all our war stories about first and second sessions... that we were willing to share with Bob anyway, the next subject caught me off guard.
"So, Casper," Bob asked as he ripped loose a window frame so we could tighten up a screen torn almost completely free by a stray volleyball a sixteen year-old girl had hurled at her cabin-mate, "I understand that yours and Elaine's turned out not to be a romance destined to stand the test of time."
"No," I replied curtly. I was not wanting to talk about Elaine.
"Yeah," put in Van, the world-champion cocksucker, "she dumped his ass. I guess that without guns, the two maniacs had nothing in common."
"Oh yeah," Bob replied casually. "You two were working under Craig last session, weren't you? Don't take it too hard, kid. Camp romances never last."
"You and Carol do okay," I replied in attempt at humor.
"We are a workplace romance," replied Bob fondly, hammering the frame back into place. "Workplace romances are all fraught and forbidden and shit. They are awesome," he said firmly. He emphasized again, "You will be fine, Casper."
"Yeah, right."
"Aw, fuck Elaine," Van added sagely.
'Already did that,' I thought inwardly with grim but immense satisfaction. I had done that indeed. What I said out loud was, "Geez you two! Is it Swearapalooza with the worms gone?"
"Don't call the worms, 'worms', Casper," corrected Bob automatically, but with a grin. "And yes, while we have a brief break from teenagers around whom we can't swear, I like to fucking swear up a goddamned storm!"
Just then, Van missed with his hammer and started jumping around, indulging freely in the no repercussion swearing opportunity as he squeezed his outraged thumb. Bob and I laughed evilly at his expense.
When Van's little floor show was over, and we moved on to another cabin, I started thinking about Elaine some more.
Don't think with your mouth, kids.
"Still..." I mused out loud as Bob was cutting a new sheet of screen, "I do have all of this last session to see if I can fix things with Elaine."
"Oh for Christ's sake!" groaned Van. "Give it up already!"
"I have to agree with Van," sighed Bob. He hesitated. "Look, you know I'm always a big one for encouraging kids to not give up, so I applaud you in principle. But the life lesson I think you need to concentrate on here is: When and how to Move On. I hear that this will definitely be your last summer working here. Don't waste the rest of it chasing after a girl who does not want to be caught. Chase the next girl."
"It really isn't that easy to find the time to spend with the girls you are interested in around here, Bob," I almost snapped.
"Pull that tighter, Casper," said Bob, "and lift your side, Van, so the grain will run straight... There." He fretted a bit with the staple gun, then as he began fastening the screen panel in place he said to me, "Look, assuming we get all this done by six, I will be the one finishing the activity assignments for next session, not Carol. I'll do you a solid. Who do you want to work with for your last few weeks?" Van whistled low. That would be a solid. The assignments were randomly drawn, or were supposed to be, precisely to keep counselors from badgering the senior staff with requests. Bob then hastened to add, "Other than Elaine, obviously. How about the new girl, Lisa? It would be inappropriate for me to notice, or I'd add that she is extremely hot."
It was tempting. Lisa was indeed hot as blazes, but I had been there and done that already, and, while for different reasons than Elaine, the opportunity for further adventures with her was also closed. I paused, and I don't really know why. As I've said, I think rating women on a one to ten scale is silly and unproductive. I just classify them as NOs, YESes, and OH GOD PLEASEs. There were only three OH GOD PLEASEs among my fellow counselors. Elaine and Lisa off the list meant only...
"Wendy?" I asked hesitantly.
Bob laughed, "Yeah, I can see how she might encourage you to move your attention on." He paused a moment. "Done. Now, hold the damned screen still!"
We were done by four thirty. The next morning, the assignments were posted, and true to his word, there I was, teamed with Wendy on Ceramics... Fucking. Pottery.
Shit.
Then, I caught myself grumping and laughed. I thought of Wendy's tits and realized that I'd have happily taken goddamned macrame to spend four weeks around Wendy.
I found my mind racing as I walked over toward the ceramics shed the first morning. It is a small, open-fronted building near the chow hall. It occurred to me that about all I knew about Wendy was that she had a sleekly curvy body, surmounted by an outstanding rack. We had danced once or twice, but I could not think of a single conversation I had ever had with her.
Please don't let her be stupid.
Please don't let her have a boyfriend.
Please let her like me.
I saw her approaching our workplace at the same time as I did. We smiled, waved, met, and shook hands at the entrance.
"So, Pottery, huh?" Wendy said with a grimace that told me we at least had our feelings about how dull this particular activity was in common.
I suppressed an undeserved feeling of guilt that she was stuck here. I had only asked for her, not Pottery, after all. "Yeah," I replied. "And here I thought I had dodged this bullet for another year." We laughed in commiseration and went in to await the arrival of the worms.
All worries I had had about Wendy vanished in that first morning. She was anything but stupid. She did not drop that mention of a boyfriend that girls always do if they have one (at least one that they intend to be faithful to). And she appeared to like me well enough that we were soon laughing and trading jokes with each other and the worms as they got started producing laughably awful pieces of clay art.
I did get a new worry. Working with kids in the pottery shed involved a lot of bending over by Wendy and me as we worked with the sitting worms and their projects. When she was facing away, it was hard to keep my eyes off her tight, curvy ass. (It wasn't the work of art that Elaine boasted, but it was danced nice.) And when Wendy was facing toward me, it was fucking impossible to keep my eyes out of her magnificent cleavage. I resolved that I was going to wear my shirt untucked the rest of the summer, to provide at least a little bit of cover for all the unauthorized boners I was going to experience.
Honestly, the bending over was just the cherry on top. Wendy was a total dime-piece. She had dirty blonde hair, seemingly genuine in color, with bangs in front and shoulder length in back, framing a cute round face with wide blue eyes. She had some meat on her bones, but it was all smooth and sleek, with not a bump or lump to be observed... other than the two magnificent, swelling, softball-sized lumps in front. Her hips and ass were rounded and generous, but not enough to keep up with her torso, leaving her with a slightly top-heavy hourglass of a figure.
Our first period after lunchtime, we had a batch of junior boys that first week. On Wednesday, one made himself my new favorite by creating a batarang. He grumped about how its edges didn't look sharp enough and I got into it with him. "Look, I think batarangs should be blunt," I argued. "Otherwise, it would be too hard for Batman to keep to his no killing policy."
To my surprise, Wendy piped up from a couple of benches away. "Oh, come on. Batman has a no guns policy. Superman is the one with the no killing policy!"
"Unless you are Zach Snyder!" shot back my new favorite camper.
"Don't get me started on Snyder," scoffed Wendy, rolling her eyes.
"Hey! I like those movies," I said automatically.
"Easy there," said Wendy. "I like them too. And I'd totally drink Henry Cavill's bathwater. But I prefer my Supes and Bats to be on brand, that's all."
At least I didn't have to worry about boring her.
Monday after lunch of the second week, we got into comic books again when a junior girl was trying to make a Black Widow logo/belt buckle. Wendy, I, and most of the campers in the hut got into a spirited discussion of how it should look. It was fun in general, and particularly so because Wendy kept bending over the table to sketch her arguments out.
When the period was over, I asked her enthusiastically, "So, do you like comic books in general or just Batman and Superman?"
Wendy smiled and replied that she was Team DC, but the Marvel movies were fun. "But I have bad news for you," she said playfully.
"Oh no!" I smiled.
"The Packers suck ass. Cowboys all the way!"
Uh. Oh.
I wasn't crushed that she liked another team, but that she brought that subject up in this context was...
Wendy laughed at my alarmed expression. "Oh calm down. You look hilarious," she said, still smiling good-naturedly. "You had to have known that Elaine and I have been friends for years, right? Girls talk."
My shoulders slumped. "Hey, we can get along, right?" I asked, implored really. "I mean, we have the rest of the session working together..."
"Easy, Casper," Wendy said, actually laying a hand reassuringly on my forearm for just an instant. "Elaine has hardly been running you down or poisoning my opinion of you." She grinned. "In fact, she is mostly pretty complimentary."
"Complimentary? She just dumped me!" I exclaimed, old wounds melding with fresh anxiety.
"Yes," she said firmly. "I mean sure, you bored her way too much with the comics and the football, but beyond that..." Wendy went on. She turned away from me, clasping her hands together behind herself, resting on her yummy ass. She looked back over her shoulder with a suddenly impish smile as she took a step away, "Beyond that, she was really, really, complimentary."
I gulped. "Wait. You mean she..."
"I told you. Girls talk. I have to say, it was interesting."
Well, things were suddenly looking up. I stepped after her. "How interesting?" I asked, my voice reflecting my suddenly renewed confidence.
Wendy turned toward me and held up a hand. "Hold on! You should know, I am not looking for a camp boyfriend of my own."
Damn.
She grinned. "I would be interested in an occasional, high-quality dicking however, if I can find the right supplier."
I stared at her, then I almost croaked, "Um, do you have an application I can fill out?"
That got an outright laugh. "I don't think that will be necessary. If you want the position, it is yours. Elaine was extremely complimentary."
After the last period, when our last batch of freshmen boys and girls had left, Wendy and I were doing a quick cleanup before heading out ourselves. As the chattering voices of the kids faded away, I noticed how quiet it got.
"You know," I mused, "for a place so close to the chow hall, this little building is pretty out of the way..."
Wendy looked up at me with a raised eyebrow. She actually put down her rag and walked out to the front of the hut. While the hut was only a hundred yards or so from the chow hall, it was turned away from the rest of the camp to afford a view of one of the small streams that fed the swimming pond. This stream was narrow enough to jump over, but it was pretty, so the building was pointed toward it. On the other side of the stream was just deep woods. A path ran up from one side of the cabin, between it and the stream, and then back around the other side. But in reality, we were on an effective dead end.
Bob, you magnificent bastard.
Wendy looked back and forth out front of the cabin, then turned back to walk toward me. She stopped nearby, leaning forward against a bench between us, hunching her shoulders forward so that her scoop-necked t-shirt showed off the maximum cleavage. "You are right, Casper! No one is going to set foot on that path before tomorrow morning but us."
My eyes were locked onto the featured view before me, and I took an involuntary step toward her.
Her nostrils flared for a moment, but she laughed, straightened and said, "Hold on there! I didn't mean today! I have to finish here and go run change into my swimsuit. I've got Swim Duty this evening."
Swimming was perhaps the favorite activity at camp, and certainly the most universally enjoyed. It got hot in the summer. Swimming and diving were regular activities, like Riflery, Rock Climbing, Ceramics, and Kayaking, that went on each period all day. But starting half an hour after last period, from five to six in the afternoon, there was swim time in the pond. Every counselor at Camp Dickinger is a certified lifeguard, and a little more than half of us are assigned to be on Swim Duty each evening, Monday through Friday. And even when we weren't on lifeguard duty, we all usually showed up, cooled off, and had fun just swimming with the crowd.
I nodded in agreement. "I actually have duty this afternoon, too. I haven't bothered to look at my duty schedule going forward, have you?" She shook her head. Under most circumstances, no one cared. You went to the pond regardless, you didn't really need to know if you were lifeguarding, or just having fun until you got there. I only ever looked at my schedule if I need to take time to write letters to kids' parents. But Wendy and I wordlessly both realized that if we found an evening where we both were off on the same day...
I stared at Wendy hungrily. If we had a day where we were both off, that would mean an hour and a half of potential privacy with this amazing girl.
Tuesday, I showed up a little early, puzzled but excited. My duty schedule was like nothing I had seen before. Wendy actually beat me there, and before I could speak, she said, "My duty schedule is weird."
My immediate thought was that if hers was weird in a similar way to my own, it would be either awesome or disastrous. "Mine is too," I replied. "My lifeguard schedule has always been random as hell from week to week, but this session it is the same every week: Monday, Tuesday, Thursday."
Wendy's eyes widened. "That is the same for me! What the fuck?"
Bob, you sneaky, magnificent bastard. You are my favorite human being.
"Bob usually does the swim schedule, doesn't he?" I observed idly. "I'll bet he just got lazy and did some of us in a regular pattern. That has to be easier."
"We," said Wendy, her eyes bright, "are going to have a lot of privacy."
The rest of Tuesday, knowing we both had to go be lifeguards at the end of the day was torture for me. And Wendy was enjoying making it even more torturous. She was definitely a member of the Uniform a Size Too Small Brigade all the time, but on that day, I am dead certain that she borrowed her cabin-mate's shirt. It pulled crazy tight, and the scoop neck collar tugged deliciously low. She had clearly made it her mission to torture me that day.
Second period in the morning was all girls, with two-thirds of the signups being Seniors. A couple of the older girls were damned cute themselves, which made it easier to keep my eyes off Wendy, but it made my overall horniness worse. Usually, I can ignore the sometimes outrageously displayed charms of the girl worms, but Wendy had me worked up already by that point.



One in particular was Poppy, an eighteen year old Senior. She had chosen this of all days to dress for the gym, not the woods. She had on skin-tight bike shorts and one of those athletic tops we are all supposed to pretend isn't just a bra. Her outfit distinctly highlighted a figure, which while it had not fleshed out yet like Wendy's had, was well on its way.
Most of our campers make their creations by hand-molding them, or constructing them out of slabs of hand cut clay. We do have a few potter's wheels that the more ambitious can use. Poppy took that morning to get on one of the wheels. She wasn't that good, and asked for my help. I had to go over and stand above her, looking straight down into the open top of that sports bra. After five minutes of struggle with her, the clay flopping all over the wheel unevenly, I reflected frustratedly that it was a good thing the girl was rich as Croesus and had a body built for sex, because she definitely did not have a brain built for rocket science.
As my frustration mounted, Wendy appeared to help, or so I thought. It seemed that she was there to make my frustration different... and more intense.
"Here, let me help," she said amiably to Poppy and bent down behind her. She reached around the Senior and put her hands around the spinning clay, on top of Poppy's. "You have to be softer than that," she first admonished, keeping both their hands totally loose around the putative 'vase'. "And you need more moisture," she added, releasing Poppy with one hand and grabbing a soaking wet cloth form the bucket. She held it over the rotating lump and squeezed out a torrent of water over the clay and both their hands. She dropped the rag and took hold again. "See? Get it good and soaked. It is a lot better and easier to control when it is good and slippery wet."
Poppy was just so damned pleased that clay was not yet again flying off the wheel that she seemed oblivious to the fact that Wendy's amazing rack was wrapped around the back of her neck, and the clay was rapidly elongating into a phallic column.
I was not so blissfully oblivious. And of course, Wendy knew exactly what she was doing, as she looked up at me briefly and winked with a broad grin before beginning to run her and Poppy's sodden hands up and down the column of clay.
I watched at long as I could handle without visually shaking, my mind filled with an extremely vivid image of my dick being in their hands instead of that clay. At last, I croaked out, my voice nearly cracking, "Thanks Wendy. You got this, I'll go help some of the others."
I grabbed my water bottle, took several enormous, desperately needed gulps and went to work with a group of the plainer-looking girls who were making simple boxes. I sat down at the table with them, which had the multiple virtues of keeping me facing away from Poppy and Wendy, and of hiding my raging erection far better than my untucked t-shirt had managed.
The rod of clay was eventually turned into the intended flower vase, and the worms all filed out at the end of the period. Wendy went to the sink to wash her hands, shoving her ass in my direction as she did so, of course. When she stood up and turned back toward me, drying her hands, I was glaring at her, with my hands indignantly on my hips.
"What?" Wendy asked innocently.
"You know damned well..." I began.
"Oh!" Wendy chuckled. "You're welcome," she added a little throatily.
I opened my mouth to retort, but I said nothing, realizing that I really should be thanking her for that show. Still... "Please leave me alone for the rest of today," I pleaded. "I don't want to have to try to hide an enormous erection while we lifeguard at Swim Time."
"Enormous?" Wendy asked archly. She looked swiftly over her shoulder as she stepped suddenly toward me. She reached out in a flash and grasped the front of my shorts. Her hand briefly but comprehensively explored the outline of my rock hard cock before releasing me. "Indeed! Very nice," she added, turning to start cleaning up in a very business-like manner. "All right. I'll leave you alone today."
Then she looked up at me. "But tomorrow, I'm going to have you revved up like a drag racer by the time the last worm gets out of here."
Wednesday. Wendy and I would have ninety minutes of alone time that afternoon. That morning, I dressed in my extra-baggy pair shorts. I usually wear my shirts pretty tight myself, but I chose that loosest, longest t-shirt I had that day. Honestly, it looked a little weird it was so big, with the Camp Dickinger logo resting lower on my chest that I was used to. Oh, and I felt underwear was a needless accessory that day. You don't have a lot of privacy in these camp cabins, so it took some doing to go commando without drawing any snide remarks from Van or our worms, but I managed.
I needn't have bothered with all the boner camouflage. Wendy was back to her usual form-fitting clothes, not the sausage casings she had worn the day before. Further, she was not really flirting with me at all, bending over no more than usual and mostly just happily helping the campers with their projects.
In the morning, I was confused. She had promised, no, warned me that she was going to have me blue-balled by the end of the day, and here was nothing going on. What was her plan?
It kept up in the after lunch periods, and I started to get paranoid. Was Wendy going to blue ball me entirely? I found myself staring at her almost fixedly as the afternoon went on. And she caught my eyes on her several times. Her reaction was never positive, nor was it ever quelling. She just subtly but clearly noted my gaze and went on with her pleasant demeanor unchanged.
Then, as we shooed the penultimate box of worms out for the day, and before the last batch could arrive, I stepped over to her and blurted out, "Look, Wendy..."
She cut me off with a whopper of a kiss, accompanied by her grabbing both my buns and squeezing quite firmly. My shock only kept me from probing her mouth with my tongue for a second or two before I pressed both our lips wide and I let myself taste her. She pressed herself against me and tongued me back almost urgently. My hands took longer to get over the shock of the sudden turn of things, but I finally swept them around her and slid them down toward her rounded, generous ass.
But then Wendy slipped free and stood back, a grin on her face. I was left there, empty-handed, with a beached whale expression on my face and my day-long incipient erection dialed suddenly to cordite steel. "You... are..." I sputtered.
She laughed and spun around in delight. "Were you starting to worry?" Wendy cooed from well out of my reach. "Good! A little uncertainty adds spice. But time for questions is over. We just have to get through this last set of guys, and then I'm going to have my way with you!"
I just grinned exasperatedly, and tugged at my shorts, hoping against hope to make my erection at least a little less visible than it seemed, even under my loose shorts and long tee. Wendy watched my struggle with amused hunger, then bounced over (literally bounced) to the sink to wash her hands.
Moments later, the last group of worms showed up. They were all Seniors, mostly guys, and a few were from my cabin. That was good. I'd have to concentrate to keep them in line at the end of the day, the effort of which would keep my own reactions under control. Wendy had other ideas, however, and turned up her flirting and flouncing to eleven. That was hard enough on me, so to speak, but her charms were more of a shotgun than a sniper rifle, and the young dudes were getting riled too.
They knew better than to get frisky or anything, of course, but they just got rambunctious instead. The hut was a total mess at four-thirty when Wendy and I shooed the worms off to change for Swim Time. Wendy turned after seeing the back of the last of them and grinned. I just sighed and grabbed a mop.
Wendy just gaped at me, apparently outraged that I hadn't made an immediate grab for her. "You know how hard this will be to clean if we wait for the morning," I grumbled.
She continued to stare at me as I started in on the floor, then sighed. "Fuck you for being right," she grumped.
"Please?" I said in a childlike voice.
She laughed again, grabbed a scraper and towels, and got to work on the worst of the clay-coated areas around the wheels.
We had to use up twenty-five precious minutes of our window of opportunity cleaning up the extraordinary mess. Twenty-five minutes that I could have spent getting Wendy out of her clothes and molesting her body. Suffice to say, several young men had made my shit list.
But we both were motivated to work quickly and I finished my stuff just before Wendy did hers. She was bending over a table, scrubbing up the containers built into the center.
I smiled. I snuck up behind her and surprised her by running my hands up the round, generous curves of her ass. She jumped but didn't turn immediately, which suited me just fine. My hands reached the top of her ass and I sent them up her back, following them as they went. As they traced over the texture of her bra strap I slid them down her sides and under her to finally grasp those incredibly curvaceous tits. Simultaneously, I pressed my groin against her ass, so that she could feel my cock hardening swiftly once again against her.
Wendy just kept scrubbing, which made her breasts jiggle in my hands and her ass rub against my dick. I leaned forward on top of her and nuzzled the back of her neck. Wendy just growled and tossed her rag aside, making no move to get out from under me.
"We have already wasted so much time," she groaned.
"Unfortunately," I replied softly, letting my fingers squeeze her tits harder.
We stayed like that for a spell, my hands filling themselves with her still-clad mounds and her ass rubbing itself against my groin.
Then Wendy straightened up and turned around to kiss me again, just as hungrily as before, but this time we had the time to do it right. Her tongue lashed out to caress my teeth, its tip even bending up to trace the back of them. I, in turn, could restrain myself no longer, and tugged up on her t-shirt, pulling it up over her fantastic boobs. I grabbed them again, but was still unsatisfied with the necessarily substantial bra that still covered her flesh. I didn't bother tugging her shirt completely off, but just reached behind her and worked at the clasps. As I said, the bra need to be substantial to support her superstructure and it had three hooks in back. The first two came loose like a piece of cake, but the third was a right pain in the ass until I could loosen it.
Wendy sighed through our locked lips as the strap came loose and I slid my hands around between us, under the now loose cups, and clasped the softness of her bare flesh. Her boobs were amazingly firm for their size, and while they overflowed my hands, they didn't spill over. She grunted into my mouth as my fingertips sought her nipples and gently squeezed them.
That was it, I had to see these beauties. Wendy had her hands clasped behind my head and I had to actually struggle to break free. When I did, I grinned hungrily at her and looked down. I lifted the beige fabric of her brassiere and beheld the objects of my obsession for the last week and a half. And just stared, practically dumbstruck.
"Will they do?" Wendy asked drily as I just stared.
"I didn't think it possible they could except my expectations," I breathed softly. Their milky white expanse was unblemished, and their substantial curves were buoyant enough to leave only the slightest crease at their bottoms. Her nipples were round, erect, and dark, but petite, matching the tight, almost tiny circles of her aureoles.
Wendy laughed at my words and broke the spell. I clapped my hands again on her softness and squeezed once more, watching fascinatedly as my fingers sank into her flesh deeply.
Wendy leaned forward and stole a quick kiss, then said, "Listen, we have lost so much time already. Let's save the foreplay for Friday. Right now, I just want to get laid."
More welcome words were never heard. Equally welcome was how she grabbed the front of my shorts and tugged them out and down. My underwear-less cock bounced up in greeting as she pulled my shorts down. Wendy stroked it gently with a finger and grinned, "No underwear. You were really eager to get going today!" She stroked my cock again, with more firmness this time. "I like a motivated man. Yes, I think this will fit quite nicely..."
That was enough to motivate me to pay (marginally less) attention to her breasts. I reached out and tugged down on her tight-fitting shorts and they reluctantly pulled free of her curvy hips. Another tug and they dropped to her ankles, leaving me to appreciate the lovely v-shaped chevron of her panties. They were a conservative beige, like her bra, and covered a hell of a lot more than a thong would have, but they were still like a beautiful arrow pointing to paradise.
They had to go. And so they did.
Wendy hopped up to perch on the edge of a work table and pulled me toward her. Her smooth thighs rubbed against my own hips and the length of my cock pressed against her crotch. I grabbed her head and kissed her deeply. Her nipples rubbed against my chest and she reached down between us to grasp my cock fully. She firmly, almost roughly, maneuvered my tip against her labia and rubbed it up and down against her clean-shaven, swollen, and moist outer swells.
I just softly moaned and pressed myself into her. Wendy let out a small cry in response as my cock sank slowly, marvelously into the depths of her vag. She was indeed so damp I realized that she had been dying to get to this all day, just as I had. So slippery was she that even though tight as a drum, I drove into her almost without effort. I had to stop myself before I was fully in. I paused, withdrew just enough to draw a sigh from Wendy, then buried myself to the hilt in her.
I gasped happily as I kept myself fully inserted, reveling as her inner muscles writhed and massaged the cock that they encased. Wendy grabbed my ass and her almost desperate grip did its part to keep me buried inside her. She kissed me again, fiercely, ending with a light bite of my lower lip. She pressed her forehead against mine, loosened the grip of her hands, looked me in the eye, and growled, "Get. On. With. It!"
My lower lip tugging against the gentle grip of her teeth, I slowly pulled almost half way out of her, then ran myself back in again, marginally faster. I repeated this, at various depths, but with the same agonizing slowness over and over again, torturing both of us with my restraint.
Again and again, I slowly plumbed her slipperily resistant depths. Wendy released my lip so she could slowly pant in response. I needed to brace myself against the table, so I was only able to spare one hand to rise and once more grasp a magnificent tit. I squeezed it between my third, fourth, and fifth fingers and the heel of my palm, while my index finger and thumb rolled an eagerly hard nipple between them.
The rhythm and depth of my thrusts was perfect. It had us both trembling from the stimulation, and but was not enough to drive either of us up the final slope to climax. I smugly told myself that I could keep this up for as wondrously long as I wanted, with my cock sending gentle, eloquent telegrams of joy to my brain with each passage into Wendy's depths.
Her tits ended up being the problem, though. They were just too good. I could not resist tugging at and mauling the one in my hand, and Wendy clearly loved the attention. In response, she wrapped one of her legs up and around me, adjusting my angle of entry slightly but with significant results.
Both of us reacted to the new, more stimulating passage of my thrusts. Wendy, began to moan more forcefully, but still quietly. My hips could no longer be restrained and my pace quickened. The pleasure messages to my brain became more and more urgent and my thrusts became harder and faster. I tried to restrain myself, but that effort only heightened the sensations without slowing me at all.
Wendy arched her torso backwards, only keeping from falling onto the table by her grasp on my gyrating backside. Her hands, of course, moved with my thrusts, and her breast that was not trapped in my grasp began to flop magically just out of phase with my own efforts to invade her.
Suddenly, Wendy shrieked, biting down urgently to cut off any more high-volume exclamations as I felt her body shudder beneath me. The feel of ripping that orgasm from her depths without warning was immensely satisfying, and a real turn on. As turned on as I already was, I realized urgently that I was also going to come myself, in just moments.
"Out or in?" I gasped, desperately trying to hold on for her answer against the sudden wave of sensory overload that was washing against me.
"Out for today," Wendy gasped, still shuddering. "I want to see it!"
She released my ass with one hand, then the other, slapping them back onto the table to support herself and released me from the hold of her leg as I pulled backward and my cock popped free, not a moment too soon. The second I was out of her, my valiant defense failed and my balls boiled as they shot a huge stream of jizz out over Wendy's belly. The white stuff dropped in a wide stream across her belly, still heaving with her gasps for air.
I was hazily proud for just a moment that I had produced such a prodigious load when my cock spasmed again and shot a second blast that landed on her torso, just short of the distance achieved by the first. Wendy reached out to grab my cock and began to jack it hard, lying back on the table, unable to support herself any longer. Her hand felt great, great enough to draw a few smaller, weaker, but still amazing feeling spurts from my shaft.
We both looked down at her absolutely cum-sodden belly and simultaneously began to laugh, probably louder than we should have. Her hand did not leave my cock, but at least she had pity on me and stopped jacking it before I had a stroke from over-stimulation.
"Holy. Cow," I gasped. "You are so damned good at this!"
"And you are just..." Wendy said, pausing for a tiny aftershock, "as good as advertised!"
"Just you wait for Friday," I said in a mock warning tone. "I have so many more ways I want to molest your body."
"Oh yeah," said Wendy idly. She reached down and wiped a finger-load of jizz from her belly and sucked on it. "If those worms in last period start to make a mess again Friday, we will have to sit on them!"
"You slap them around. I'll sit on them," I chuckled. "They most certainly do not deserve to have you sitting on them!"
Somehow I disentangled myself from Wendy and went to grab her a fresh cleaning towel. She wiped the rest of my spume off her belly and wadded up the towel, burying it deep in the dirty pile where no one would notice. We dressed quickly, and kissed a final, fierce kiss before dressing and slipping away separately to our respective cabins. The homestretch of my time at Camp Dickinger was going to me epic.
----------
Thanks for continuing with this story, and to those of you who have read my other, previous works. Please rate this entry, and I especially would like your comments! The last story from camp should be here before you know it.
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It was the last Wednesday of the camp session, the last session of the summer, and in all likelihood, the last Wednesday I would ever be on the grounds of Camp Dickinger. In the distance, the huge splashes and happy shouts of afternoon swim time could just be heard. The heat of the day had not yet broken and it was still quite hot, even in the shade.
Wendy knelt before me in the deserted pottery hut while I braced my ass against one of the work tables, my knees bent a little. She had her wondrous tits wrapped around my desperately hard shaft, the movement of those sweat-slick mounds driving spikes of pleasure through my lower body. I looked down at her with a wide grin, my mouth and face still slick and sticky with her pussy juices from when, just minutes ago, I had eaten her so relentlessly that she had had to forcefully shove my head from between her legs to keep from passing out. She looked up at me and answered my grin with her own pretty smile.
"I fucking love it, unh, when you do this," I moaned to Wendy. "It is so goddamned hot!"
"And I love putting that fucking goofy expression on your face," laughed Wendy quietly. Smoothly, she shifted from bobbing her torso up and down along my cock to holding her body still while she squeezed one boob upward while tugging the other down, then vice versa. She began seesawing her rack around me and I threw back my head, closed my eyes, and uttered something articulate like, "Urrgh!"
But I couldn't keep my eyes off her and swiftly tilted my head back to look down at her as she worked those genuinely amazing mounds around my dick. The head of that extremely happy member surfaced occasionally as she drowned it in her bosom. My hips writhed gently but unrestrainably as Wendy worked.
"I just want to give you something to remember me by," chuckled the blonde as she stopped bobbling her tits and pressed them harder against me, now rising and falling again. She was starting to get serious about fucking me hard with those mounds.
"Oh, believe... me," I gasped down at her through a toothy grin, "I have burned this and so many more memories of you in my brain, uhnnnh, permanently." I paused to moan a little. "They will come in handy someday when I'm old, fat, and married... and my wife... just isn't into it that night."
Wendy laughed derisively but slid up and down my shaft even harder. "Pig," she grinned.
"What?" I objected, tilting my hips so my cock slid even easier between her sweaty boobs. "Wherever and whoever she is, I hope my future wife is getting absolutely railed right now by some hot stud that she will be able to hearken back to on nights when I can't get it up and we are out of Viagra."
"You are bad," Wendy scoffed at me. "But I do love the few of this big, hard, no Viagra needed cock," she panted as she absolutely tortured it with her breasts.
Wendy and I had gotten pretty relaxed about using the L word a lot, but it was always in the context of what the other was doing to or for us, or what we were doing to or for the other. We did not love each other, and we both comfortably knew it. Aside from when we were having sex, we were really just friendly co-workers. When we were apart, we certainly didn't occupy each other's minds. During Friday night dances, when we chaperoned, we hardly danced with each other at all, though we both danced a lot. When we were apart, we did what everyone else who was unattached did: We independently hung out and bullshitted with our respective friends and, mostly, worked with and took care of the campers who were our jobs in the first place.
But.
We were two attractive, chronically horny, young people who found themselves together a lot, with an unusual amount of privacy. Some buddies play chess, or go running, or shoot memes to each others' phones whenever they hang out. Wendy and I gave each other orgasms.
And speaking of orgasms, I began to feel a pretty earth-shattering one coming on me. I reached down to grab Wendy's boobs and she let me hold them against my cock, releasing her own grip to circle her hands around to tickle my ass. But she didn't stop humping up and down on me and the stimulation of her slick, warm flesh stroking my dick finally hurled me over the cliff. I shuddered and groaned in ecstasy as I felt my toes curl, my fingers dig harder into her soft tits, and my cock start pumping out white, sticky cum.
Wendy kept humping up and down me as I came. This orgasm was no thunderous explosion of monstrous proportions, but a long, rapid fire series of small spurts that just kept coming. Some burst out when my cock head was free atop her sliding boobs, and fountaining on her chest and lower throat. Most flowed out when I was trapped between her considerable confines, and her continued movements coated both my entire dick and the inner surfaces of her tits with my jizz.
My body slumped as I stopped producing, but I felt little electric sparks of aftershocks as Wendy kept running her chest softly against my dick. At last, she leaned back and we surveyed the mess. My shrinking cock was shiny and slick, and her chest was an absolute mess. Wendy leaned forward swiftly sucked me clean, my softening cock fitting easily now in her mouth as she made quick work of squeegeeing me clean. When my cock popped free of her mouth for what we both knew would be the last time, Wendy wiped up a few of the larger drops of my offering with a finger and sucked on it while I grabbed us both cleaning towels from the shed's supplies. She cleaned up her chest while I ran some water and wiped my face free of her deliciously fragrant juices.
We still technically had Friday, the last day of activities, to be together, but swim time was being replaced with a huge, camp-wide game of dodgeball, and neither of us wanted to miss that.
There was a late night Campfire after the dodgeball was over on Friday. Suddenly, it was Saturday and the long stream of parent's cars arrived to pick up the worms. Departure day is always a sort of sweet bummer. Everyone gets their electronics back and there is a mass exchange of phone numbers, and Instagram and TikTok handles. The girls, counselors and campers alike, all hug and kiss and cry with each other. We guys all trade handshakes and long slaps on each other's back that are totally not hugs. Counselors and worms alike who are going to return the following year make loud plans to see each other again, while the Seniors and counselors like me who won't be coming back kind of stand around and listen to them with a bit of melancholy.
Dickinger is a great camp. If you have the means, I highly recommend sending your spawn.
At last, the straggling last parental vehicles drove off down the road, and the final vans full of kids who lived too far away for parental pickup came back empty from the airport. All of us counselors found ourselves just sort of standing around in the parking lot at the center of camp, by the chow hall and overlooking the pond, not sure what to do with ourselves without worms to oversee. We just talked together, watching the final, lone car sitting in the lot. Trey Beckwith's mom was insisting on saying goodbye and thank you to all his counselors.
Trey Beckwith's mom had it going on, if you catch my drift. And she insisted on asking the name of, and giving a hug to, Every. Single. One. Of. Us. Most of guys were totally fine with that hug, and happy to watch her go around hugging everybody else, although it did take a lot of time.
Trey Beckwith's dad just stood there with his son and pretended to be exasperated and bored, but mostly just checked out all the female counselors.
Trey, who was in my cabin and was a genuinely cool kid, was fucking mortified. When he caught site of Van getting in line for a second goodbye hug, he begged his mom to go, and she relented, but not before giving Van a second hug. A sly grin on her face told me that she knew exactly what my cabin-mate was doing.
Before the dust settled behind the Beckwith's retreating Escalade, Bob rolled up in one of the camp's Gator utility vehicles. In the back was a huge tub filled with ice and beer. "Okay, everybody!" he called. "Another summer down with no campers drowned or eaten by bears. I call that a win. There is beer and soda for everybody!"
We all swarmed the cart, grabbing our favorites. I was slow to get there, but Van emerged from the scrum with a Tecaté for me along with his own. We popped the tops.
Carol approached from the checkout tent and gave Bob a quick kiss and then a high five before climbing into the front of the Gator and standing on the seat above us.
"You all did great this summer, guys! Thank you," she shouted, and we all cheered. "Now, go get packed. We have burgers tonight, then the last Campfire, for just us. You will all be happy to hear," she added, "that despite what happened with the bacon this morning," (it had run out distressingly early) "I did hold some back the burgers tonight."
A cheer began, but then we all heard Bob's voice. "Wait! You held back bacon? I held back bacon too! I guess we all get double bacon burgers tonight!" The cheer got much louder. No wonder the bacon had run out so fast that morning.
The night went great. The burgers were good and the bacon plentiful. Campfire was amazing. I love singing together in the dark.
But I knew it was to be my very last time, and I... well, I cried a little in the dark.
On the path back to our now mostly empty cabins, Lisa, with whom I'd had a one night encounter back during first session, grabbed my ass as she caught up with me from behind. "So you really aren't coming back next year?" she asked. "Oh, well. Let's keep tabs on each other anyway, hmm?"
I smiled as she slid past me with promise in her body language, and headed back to the cabins at a faster rate than I. Damn, but she had a great figure. The complete package.
It was nice to get a special goodbye from Lisa. I just wished I got the same from Elaine. Or anything from Elaine for that matter. We had been an item for most of the second session, but she hadn't said word one to me here at the end of the year. I know that she had been the one who dumped me, but I had thought it had been on good terms, at least.
The next morning, we awoke to a cold breakfast. Virtually all the senior staff beside Carol and Bob had left. Before breakfast was even over, Bob was loading up a van with the first group of us who had early flights. He and another driver would spend the whole day shuttling two to five of us at a time to the airport.
Wendy was on the 10:15 van that a guy named Stan from the nearby town was driving. I stood next to her, off to the side as he played Tetris with the luggage in back of the vehicle. On the third try, Stan got the doors to the back to close, to good-naturedly derisive applause from those waving to go.
Wendy turned to me and gave me a quick but treasurable goodbye kiss, right on the lips. That was nice.
But then I heard from behind me, "Hey! What the hell? Where did that come from?" Elaine had apparently been standing around somewhere behind me. Great. She dumped me, and suddenly she is going to get jealous with a hour to go in the summer?
But Wendy just grinned and we both turned toward Elaine.
Immediately I relaxed. Her expression was not mad, or jealous, or anything bad. What it exactly it was, I wasn't sure, to be honest. It was surprised, and maybe amused, and maybe... releived? Has she been staying away from me because she felt guilty? I hoped not. Whatever residual irritation I had at her prematurely ending (a little hurtfully) our not-going-anywhere-anyway relationship had long passed.
Elaine kept her yes mostly on me but her question was for Wendy. "Girl, did you two...?"
Wendy and I shared an amused look. Our efforts to keep our activities on the down low must have been more successful than we thought. Wendy looked at Elaine and lowered her head in a show of embarrassment. "We did it Wednesday," she blurted, an answer that was 100% true... and about 15% complete. She looked at me with an Oscar-worthy imitation of embarrassment and shyness. "Elaine told me you were good," she said, then turned to Elaine, "and boy howdy, you were right!" With that, Wendy turned and sashayed over to the van.
Elaine and I looked at each other. I grinned tentatively. She still looked like she knew less than I how to handle our situation and muttered something about how she was glad that Wendy and I had had a little fun. Whatever else she wanted to say, it kind of died on her lips. Implicitly, we each understood that talking right now was too uncomfortable for either of us, and we each turned away.
I instantly ran into Van. He was on the same shuttle as Wendy, but he had of course wandered off while the luggage was loaded. The little bastard had also seen our kiss. "What the fuck man, did you two hook up at some point?" Van asked. "When?"
I looked at him and decided to be cruel. "Most of this session," I answered. "Now, get in the van, Van. They are waiting on you!"
I smiled as my clearly burning with curiosity friend had to leave. Worse for him, I saw that he would be sitting right next to Wendy in the van for the next forty-five minutes with a thousand questions, and absolutely insufficient guts to ask them of her. Worse for him, Wendy was leaning out of the van, looking at us. She had clearly seen him talking to me. Her gaze told me that she knew what we'd been talking about, and what I'd done to Van. I wondered whether she would play it cool and innocent, or torture the fuck out of him on the ride.
Either way, my friend's imagination was going to make him delightfully miserable for a while.
Ten minutes later, my phone buzzed.
Wendy: Van is acting like he is covered in bees.
I laughed, and walked back over to the check-out tent. It was a beautiful day to just hang out in the sun with everyone else who had later flights. We mostly gathered near the checkout tent. It made it easier to say goodbye as people left. And Carol, who was checking each of us out as it was time to go, had a huge tub of sodas and seltzers in the shade with her.
Ten minutes after Wendy's first text, my phone buzzed again. I checked it again to see what she was going to do to Van and his swarming curiosity.
I did not laugh.
American Airlines: FLIGHT STATUS UPDATE. Due to mechanical difficulties, your flight has been cancelled. You have been automatically been re-booked on our next flight at 9:25PM flight this evening. No further action is required at this time. Thank you for your patience.
Not only did I not laugh, I believe that I expressed my total lack of patience with American's shit in loud and colorful detail. Everybody around me was staring, but it was Carol who spoke to try to calm me down. "Easy, Casper. It will be all right. You said they already have you rescheduled. When is the flight, so I can figure out which van you should go on."
"Nine. Twenty. Five. Tonight." I ground out between my teeth, in no mood for sympathy from anyone, least of all, Carol. I would not dream of yelling at her, but I wanted to yell at somebody besides the far distant and uncaring, unhearing corporate entity that was AA. "Anyone else have a flight that late?" I asked Carol.
"Oh, I am sorry," said Carol, "but no. The latest flight anyone else is on is United at 5:57."
Then Tripp Phelps, a second year counselor who I would not regret never seeing again answered my prayers. "Oh man, Wilson. You are so fucked."
"Fuck off, Thor," I snapped, using the nickname he had tried to affix to himself, and which we had all made him regret thinking of. "I am in no mood to hear your absolute truth."
He laughed and walked away, which was good, because I did not need my last afternoon at Camp Dickinger marred by my beating the shit out of him. I turned back to Carol with a pleading look. "What time is the last van, and is there still room?"
I wanted no part of a longer wait than absolutely needed in that podunk little airport. The only source of either sustenance or entertainment was a pair of vending machines that were so unreliable that they were more like playing the slots.
Carol looked pained. "Um, Stan goes home after he takes the 2:30 run, and Bob is going out the last time a little before four," she said quietly.
"Oh God," I gasped, no longer loud and angry, just filled with dread at the thought of five, or possibly six and a half hours in that airport with its shitty wifi. "Please tell me Bob has room and I don't have to go with Stan."
Carol looked pained. "Bob is full." The look of pain on my face must have been eloquent. "Please relax," she said as she scratched 'Casper Wilson' off the list for the noon van. "I won't have your last memory of Camp Dickinger being a re-enactment of Waiting for Godot in that damned quonset hut of an airport," she said reassuringly. It wasn't a joke. The terminal actually was a renovated quonset hut from WWII. "Just hang out here and relax this afternoon. I'll drive you to the plane myself later this evening."
"Oh God! Thank you," I breathed, the weight of hours of staring at corrugated tin lifting from my mind. Weirdly, I was suddenly almost happy about a seven hour delay, now thatI didn't have to spend most of it in that damned airport.
I could have kissed Carol, I was so happy, but somehow, I did not think that would go over well.
Instead, I let out a deep, relieved breath and went to go play hackey sack, then corn hole with the dwindling group of counselors. The afternoon went wonderfully, actually. I had never departed late before, and found the lazy afternoon to be a really pleasant experience. Bob would hang out with us between trips and crush all comers at corn hole. Carol ran out of things to do as well and played a little hackey sack, though not very well. None of us guys minded that whenever the sack went in her direction we had to usually start over. Carol looked great just moving, much less lunging. She and Bob were still in their camp uniforms of orange shorts and logo tees, and Carol looked just great bouncing around. I had had about eighty times more sexual activity, of infinitely higher quality, than I had expected for this summer, and my testosterone was still running freely. I may or may not have knocked the sack Carol's way more than was strictly necessary.
And then, just like that, Bob had changed into nice clothes and was shepherding the last group of counselors into the van. When they were all loaded, Bob waved at Carol, who was over by the checkout tent, and took off down the winding road.
Suddenly, it felt a little sad and lonely, even a little creepy. I felt the need to busy myself, so I collected the corn hole equipment and carried it over to the lockers. Professional workmen would come in as early as the next day to pack the big stuff off to a warehouse, and bring in other equipment for the luxury roughing-it corporate retreats that over the winter would supplement the camp's ledgers, but I wanted to see things tidy before I left forever.
When I closed the locker, Carol called me over. "Let me finish your check-out paperwork, Casper," she said. "That way I can close up this box and be done with work."
I happily set to signing the last forms, and my final reports. My mood was pretty damned awesome, actually.



But then I noticed that Carol seemed a bit subdued, even sad. I guessed that the all consuming seven day weeks for three months could leave you a little let down when you suddenly had no work to do.
"You look tired," I said solicitously. "When Bob gets back, why don't you have him drive me to the airport instead of you? Unless you both want to, and then go out to eat in town?"
"Bob's not coming back tonight," she sighed. "After the airport, he is, um, heading on to Richmond to take care of banking stuff and pick up supplies for the fall that we are going to need."
That was too bad, I reflected, I had never had the chance to thank Bob privately for the gift of time with Wendy. Thank God that Carol had not planned on going with him to Richmond, or I'd have had to go on the two-thirty with Stan.
"Wait a minute," I asked idly, thank about what I was going to do as the evening fell out here. I did have about 400 emails to sort through. "Why didn't you go with Bob to Richmond? Seems like you two should be celebrating another summer well run."
"Because..." Carol snapped, before cutting herself off. "Never mind. Don't worry about it, Casper. Someone has to stay here and hold the fort."
I looked around at the deserted facility. "Hold the fort against what? Rampaging bands of Cherokee?"
She snorted briefly, very briefly. "No... it's just..." she hesitated. "It's just the way things are."
I looked at her. This nice lady, this hot but primarily nice, lady was in some kind of actual emotional pain. I had never seen her anything but cheerful and fulfilled. I plunked myself down on a camp chair near hers, wondering what I could do to help. If I even could help.
Carol just sat there with a thousand yard stare for a minute, not looking at me at all. After a few minutes, I couldn't stand it any more. I rose to move away and give her space. Before I could go more than a step, Carol once again said, "It's just..." then stopped once more.
"What?" I asked, genuinely puzzled.
She suddenly actually looked at me. "It is just that Bob is off in Richmond, fucking one of the counselors tonight."
I was floored. Not Bob! Surely not Bob! Bob was cool. "Are you sure?" I asked like a stupid person would. Of course she was sure. That pain I saw in her eyes was real, not speculative. "Of course you are sure," I went on sadly.
Carol nodded. Like a damn bursting, she started filling in details, as if grateful to answer every question I had, in some cases before I could ask them. "It is his little treat to himself, just this once a year, but he's been doing it for at least five years," she said defeatedly. "At least."
"Why haven't you... why don't you...?" I stuttered.
"Kicked him to the curb?" asked Carol sadly. "That's... complicated. But mostly it is because he is a model husband 364 days of the year. We have fun together. We like all the same shows and have all the same friends. He is a great partner in running the camp. A model employee, in fact. He cooks wonderfully. And the sex is still really..." she cut off the suddenly rising enthusiasm in her voice at that and blushed. She sighed and said defeatedly, "Replacing him in any one of his roles would be really hard. All of them would be next to impossible for me."
I had never been so uncomfortable in my life. I wanted to shy away, but now that she had started talking, it would probably be best to let her keep talking it out. I should keep asking questions.
What I wanted to ask about was how we could kill Bob, but I thought that would not be welcome. I stuttered to a halt on a question or two before I just asked, "Do you even know who it is?"
"A new girl each year, obviously," Carol said. "Always one who isn't coming back. Always pretty, of course, and sometimes gorgeous."
"Who is it this year," I asked idly, my mind not really engaged or I would not have asked such a heartless question.
Carol started to answer, then looked at me for a moment. "It isn't important."
My mind hadn't been engaged, but suddenly it was. I remembered who all got in that last van.
"Elaine," I hissed.
Carol looked at me a little sadly, then said, "Yes. I'm sorry, Casper." She was actually sounding sorry for me! This woman who obviously didn't deserve having her husband off tapping that glorious, tight, delicious ass later that night, was sorry for me?!?
"Don't worry about me, Carol," I said emphatically. "I'll be fine."
"Are you sure?" she asked almost skeptically.
"Absolutely," I replied. "And I am because of Bob, who up until five minutes ago was my favorite person ever, that rancid, conniving sack of shit."
Carol looked genuinely puzzled.
"Last session break, Van and I were working with Bob on the screens, remember?" I asked. "I started mooning over Elaine. Bob was very supportive, but was pretty insistent that I would be better off by moving on... Then he set up the schedule so that I would be paired with Wendy."
"He had decided to go for her that long ago?" mused Carol unhappily. "But that was clever of him," she added grudgingly. "You and Wendy did seem to work well together, so I guess the distraction worked."
"It gave him a free field to work on Elaine for himself," I growled, mad at him not for the Elaine thing, which had been going nowhere anyway, but for being so diabolical to Carol. I said nothing more, since I felt this was not the time to reveal that the distraction had worked to the extent that I had been balls deep in Wendy for the last three weeks.
Carol looked at me unhappily, then suddenly resolute. She stood up with a sigh. "It is only one night a year," she said again, firmly. "I shall survive," she said with a small smile.
I smiled back supportively, since that seemed the best I could do.
Carol stretched, and it is a measure of how bad I was feeling for her that I managed not to stare at that sight at all. She looked up at the sky. The sun was still high, and the day was still beautiful and hot. "I need to relax and cool down," she grumbled. She tapped her hand uncertainly, then heaved a sigh. "I'm going to have a beer and a swim. Want to join me so I'm not swimming alone?"
I looked around for my luggage. "I'm all packed, but I suppose I could dig my suit out, if you give me a minute."
Carol had already started walking across the parking lot toward the pond. "Oh, don't worry about it, Casper," she said in a more normal, cheerful tone of voice. She suddenly tugged her t-shirt up over her head and dropped it deliberately on the gravel of the parking lot. She called over her shoulder, without slowing down, "It's easier to just skinny dip, don't you think?"
I froze, staring after her. She kept moving, reaching behind her back to unhook her plain white bra. She shrugged it off her shoulders, let it dangle down beside her from one hand, then turned slightly and let it drop to the group, her posture giving me a glorious expanse of side-boob to appreciate.
My feet started moving without my guidance, but I was quickly in agreement with them. I could barely keep myself from sprinting as I moved quickly to catch up, tugging my own shirt off and following her example by tossing it to the ground as well.
Carol had to have heard me hustling to catch up and I felt rather than saw her smile. She didn't turn so I could see. It occurred to me that she must be feeling some level of relief. She had just taken a huge risk, after all. What if I had not followed her?
As if I could possibly have resisted this fucking fox.
She wiggled her hips as she tugged the waistband of her shorts off them next, then she paused to push the shorts to her feet and kick them aside. This had clearly not been her plan when she had dressed that morning. Her panties were plain, white, and utilitarian, completely covering her backside. They were even a little worn. And her ass looked simply fantastic in them anyway.
Her ass looked even more fantastic three steps later as Carol reached the dock at the edge of the pond. She paused and shoved the panties off and literally kicked them away. I was frantically undoing the fly of my shorts as I followed, letting them fall to the ground.
Now Carol was naked except for her canvas shoes, and she turned to look at me, smiling when she saw my state of dress. I was still in my charcoal gray briefs and my shoes and socks. A naked woman (especially this naked woman) looks cute in nothing but her shoes. A naked guy in his shoes looks like a doofus, a fate I desperately wanted to avoid, so I stepped onto the narrow strip of grass between the gravel parking lot and the dock and kicked off my Nikes. I still managed a brief moment of doofus anyway, because I almost lost my balance as I hoped around while pulling off my socks.
I wanted to stop and just stare at Carol, but I now was afraid I was looking like a horny child, so I just kept stripping. I tugged my briefs off over my swelling cock (couldn't do anything about that, and wasn't sure I wanted to) and stepped onto the dock next to her.
Now I stared at her, just long enough to drink her in. Carol is tallish, over five and a half feet, and was in amazing shape. A life of outdoor activity and strenuous exercise left her muscular in a sleek, not bulky way, though her love of those chocolate mocha lattes she was always drinking kept her from having any real, visible definition in those muscles. Her belly was smooth, with a navel that was just barely an outie. Her breasts were large enough to be impressive, but not huge. To be honest, they were about the only place she showed even a trace of her age, as they hung just little heavily. What must they have looked like when she was my age?
But fuck, they were still gorgeous. Lightly freckled, just like her face, they were surmounted by small, round, pink, and puffy aureoles upturned slightly as if begging for attention. Her nipples were also eager, poking out in obvious excitement.
Carol had stood still while I took in her naked body, possibly to let me have a good look at her (this woman knew that she was still hot as hell), but I hoped it was also so that she could watch as my cock finished its hardening, swinging around and upward to appreciative attention.
I was certainly encouraged by her appreciation of my current state. I mean, I still had one doubt: Was I just skinny dipping with Carol, or was I going to get to skinny dip in her?
"Wow," I breathed.
Carol giggled in reply. "Yes, it is gorgeous out here," she said, kicking off her shoes. "I love the sound of all the kids when things are going here, but I also love the beauty of solitude out here," she said, deliberately misunderstanding what I was appreciating. "But last one in is a rotten egg!" she suddenly exclaimed gaily, and turned to the water, launching herself into the air.
Her delicious form knifed into the water cleanly, almost disappearing in the murky depth of the pond. I was barely a step behind her and splashed loudly as I cannonballed in. We both surfaced and tread water for a moment, looking into each other's eyes.
Then Carol swung around in the water and launched into a powerful crawl out toward the wooden island in the middle of the pond where the diving boards and two lifeguard chairs were constructed. I swam after her. She was a great swimmer, but I am bigger and had once cherished delusions of swimming competitively at Penn, where I had gone for undergraduate. I beat her to the island. I grabbed the edge, as did she when she reached it.
"I didn't ask," Carol said, wiping her hair from her eyes. "Have you ever skinny dipped before?"
"Honestly? No," I grinned.
"Ahh, the kids these days," she said in a mock geezer tone. "No appreciation for the finer experiences in life."
I laughed with her, then replied, "Oh, I appreciate lots of fine things..."
"Do you now," ask Carol softly, and I was suddenly very encouraged about how things were going to go when I felt her hand reach out under the water and firmly caress my dick. The sudden immersion in the coldish water of the pond, and the brief swim had taken the edge off my erection, but Carol's touch, followed by a few idle strokes, brought it back to granite.
I took a deep breath and reached out myself, touching Carol for the first time ever. My fingertips rested themselves on the firm curve of a breast. She smiled prettily and looked down into the water at my hand, whose caress had turned into an eager grasp. Her own hand tightened further on my prick in reply.
Then she laughed, a chuckle at first, becoming a full-throated laugh. I grinned at her inquiringly, and she said, "I did not expect to laugh today at all. I expected to be miserable, in fact. But... well, this is going to be fun!"
I leaned forward and kissed her. "Oooh," she cooed, then kissed me back. Our kiss went at warp speed from a gentle, exploratory touch to passionate and fiery. Carol let go of the dock and wrapped her hand around my shoulders, supporting herself in the water on me. Her other hand never let go of my prick. Our tongues sprang out to fence against each other as we crushed our faces against one another. Damn, the cool caress of the water over our naked bodies was intense!
Locking my lips to Carol's, I let go of the dock so I could use that hand to grasp her ass, and we sank below the surface. We kept up the kiss for as long as we could, but we were both a little out of breath before we sank, and soon we both released each other entirely and burst back to the surface, our need for air even greater than our need for each other.
Carol shook her eyes clear of water, coughed a little, then a small shiver ran through her. She grabbed the dock and pulled herself upward. The sight of her naked form emerging from the pond, water cascading off her curves, was fucking incredible. She turned and sat on the edge of the platform, legs dangling into the water. I stared up at her from the water. I might have literally drooled, but it was hard to tell with water dripping down from my hair.
I swung around in front of her, treading water. Then my feet found the underwater support structure for the dock. I hooked my toes over it, and my hands were free. I reached out and grasped one of her long, slender feet. It was one of the little quirky acts of silliness that made Carol such an endearing boss that she always wore her toenails painted in Camp Dickinger orange. You only saw that on the rare occasions that she took swim duty, but we all noticed. I kissed those toes.
Then I kissed her ankle. The I began to kiss my way up her long, muscular calf. As I reached her knee, my hand went from holding her foot to tickling it. It turns out that Carol was very ticklish. "Hey! Stop," she protested through laughter.
"No," I replied, in-between kisses and now nibbles on her lower thigh. "No, I don't think I will."
I kept moving my mouth upward along the inside of her thigh, increasing the frequencies of my soft little bites and enjoying the way she writhed against my tickling fingers. She kept protesting about my fingers on her feet while pointedly saying nothing about my mouth's progress up her thigh. She could have swung her foot away from my grasp easily, of course. But that wasn't the game.
No, the game was that she slid herself forward until her ass barely perched on the very edge of the dock, and she bent her leg so that I could keep tickling on her foot as my mouth neared the top of her leg and the destination we both knew I had in mind.
Carol's legs were smooth a silk, but she did not shave her pussy. She did keep her soft, brown with odd blonde highlights, bush very neatly trimmed. I buried my face in that bush, forgetting about the tickling. But Carol didn't stop wriggling. I held onto the dock with one hand and gently raised the other to slide through her curls, finding and parting her nether lips just enough. As my tongue slipped into the gap, I looked up at Carol who threw her head back and moaned through gritted teeth, "Fuck, that feels good!"
She tasted like distilled sex.
It was not easy, keeping myself in position to eat her out, holding myself high out of the water with only one hand and my toes on the wooden structure below, but I was loving the effort. My fingers spread her even further apart and my tongue delved deeper. I slid my hand free and around her hip to grasp that ass, squeezing the occasional object of my obsessions over the last nine years. I slid my tongue upwards and brushed it over her bud. Carol gasped in approval and I sucked on it gently.
Suddenly, she was shuddering. I flicked my tongue rapidly over her clit and watched, my open mouth smiling, as a sudden, swift, and clearly unexpected by her, orgasm ripped through Carol. Her arms were braced on the dock behind her, but her torso arched mightily, thrusting her gorgeous boobs into the air and she absolutely shrieked at the top of her lungs. I just kept licking at her button and she screamed again, collapsing backward onto her elbows.
But I didn't stop. I did move to slide my tongue back inside her, and she begged me to stop. Of course I didn't. The rush of making this amazing woman explode in pleasure like this was fucking intense. I felt her come again, though much quieter this time.
"Stop!" Carol commanded. I just plunged my tongue in deeper. "Stop! Please!" Writhing in front of me, she literally lifted her legs, braced her feet against my shoulders, and shoved me away. I dropped backward into thew water with a splash. I burst back to the surface with a huge grin on my face.
Carol lay there, legs dangling in the water. She had collapsed fully on her back on the wooden platform and her chest heaved for air. She was still quivering.
I pulled myself up to sit beside her on the dock, looking down at her gorgeous form.
Carol turned her head to look at me through wide eyes. "Fuck, Casper! That was insane," she panted. "You were gonna kill me with that, and I have so much more I want to do to you."
I leaned over her. "I'm happy to be your revenge."
Carol chuckled, then looked thoughtful. "I'm not looking for revenge," she mused. "Well, maybe a little." She took to deep breaths, a thoughtful look on her face. "But mostly, I think I'm beginning to understand that I am jealous."
"Oh ho!" I laughed.
"Yeah," she said, warming to her thought. "Bob and I both spend each summer surrounded by all you gorgeous kids. Why should Bob be the only one to taste an end of year sample?"
I was a little weirded out by that thought process, but shrugged inwardly. Being 'sampled' by Carol looked to be the highlight of a summer of highlights.
Carol seems to finally summon the mental and physical energy to pull herself up, and she slid her legs up under her on the dock next to me. Her hand reached out to once again caress my patiently eager cock. Her fingertips caressed my length, tracing along the big, rippling, purple vein in particular. She wrapped her hand around me and slowly pumped a few times, enough to draw a soft moan of appreciation from me. Then she went back to softly caressing its outlines, running her middle finger tip in circles around the glans.
"You have a really lovely cock, Casper," she chuckled. "It is not as big as Bob's, but it certainly is prettier."
I laughed out loud at that. "That is the strangest, but possibly most welcome compliment I've ever received," I chuckled. Then, because I couldn't help myself, I had to ask. "He's really all that big?"
Carol looked at me, also suddenly aware of the essential weirdness of this conversational divergence. "You really want to know?" she asked with a sly smile. I shrugged and nodded. Might as well satisfy my curiosity, and nothing about what we were talking appeared to have had diverted Carol's efforts to pleasure my dick. "Bob's is nine and a half inches long. I measured. And he is as big around as you are." She stopped stroking my cock so she could wrap her hand around it, as if to check her measurements. "Yep. Almost exactly as big around. But his does bend noticeably to his left. It always looks a little weird to me, even after all these years."



Since her hand was back wrapped around me, Carol seemed to think it was a good idea to resume softly pumping me. Apparently done with our conversation, she pushed her wet hair back and bent forward. Her tongue flicked across my head briefly, before she lowered her head a little more and her lips slipped around my cock.
Hand still pumping softly around my base, Carol started bobbing her head, sliding more and more of me past her lips with each pass. Soon, my cock was bumping against the back of her throat and she pulled off. She took a few deep breaths, her hand pumping more vigorously while I was out of her mouth. Then she shifted her position on the dock and bent once more. Her hand stopped moving, resting at the base of my shaft, her lower fingers tickling my balls lightly. Her lips once more engulfed my dick and she slid lower and lower. I felt my cock slide through her mouth, caressed by her tongue as it slid inward, then pass itself deeper into her throat. For the first time in my life, I found myself completely and comfortably buried in a woman's mouth. She took all of me.
I very briefly wondered if she could take all of Bob, then decided that I was done thinking about that.
Carol's head wavered a few times, the incredible sensation of her throat encasing my shaft wildly stimulating my loins. Then she slid upward with agonizing slowness until I slid free of her lips and she drew a deep, satisfied breath. She grinned at me, then bent to suck me in once more. She wasn't taking as much of me in now, concentrating on how her lips and tongue could best torture me. Her hand pumped harder and I felt myself coming to a head.
Carol did too, and lifted her head, releasing my cock as well.
"Oh please, don't stop," I practically begged.
Carol kissed me. "I don't want to end things too soon. As I said, I have lots more I want to do to you."
I kissed her back, then grabbed her hand and placed it back on my cock. "Carol. I promise you. I have more than one pop to offer you-hopefully much more than one." She cocked an eyebrow at me and I nodded, half cockily, half pleadingly.
"Then let's see how you taste," she purred and bent to suck me in again.
Now she was blowing me like she meant it. Her hand pumped the bottom of my dick hard and fast. Her tongue ran circles around me inside her mouth and I felt her sucking hard.
I lifted a hand up to cup a dangling breast, holding it gently for a moment before squeezing it and teasing the nipple. Carol actually swatted my hand away! She said something, but with my dick still in her mouth, it was garbled. I think it was, "I'm concentrating here!"
Carol was focused now and working me hard. Before had been wonderful as she aimed to simply pleasure me, to heighten my arousal. But now it seemed that she was trying to overwhelm me, to drive me over the edge as wildly, as powerfully as she could.
I could feel every exact detail of what she was doing to me inside her mouth, but I still didn't understand it. Every twist and turn of her tongue seemed precisely targeted to one right patch of nerve endings or another. Each stroke was in exactly the right direction. The grip of her pumping hand around my shaft could not have been any more perfectly firm, or the rate better calculated.
"Oh, Carol," I moaned, repeating her name over and over mindlessly, because at that moment her efforts had left nothing else in my mind!
I wanted to hold back, wanted to enjoy, to experience this amazing blowjob longer, but that was beyond my capabilities. My moans had become too incoherent to even form the word 'Carol', and when I tried to cry out a warning, I could not form the words.
She knew anyway, and was ready for my ejaculation, though maybe (I hope) not for its volume.
Christ, I came hard. Moments before I burst, Carol paused her head's bobbing, mouth clamping down around just the head, tongue rolling beneath unctuously, and her hand pumping furiously. My final moan was at the top of my lungs and almost a scream. My whole cock throbbed with stimulation from within that was almost as mighty as it felt from without, as a mighty rush of sperm gangwayed up my shaft and explosively filled Carol's mouth.
It was not a long orgasm. It was not a stuttering, multi-part orgasm. What it was, was an overwhelming blast of energy that felt like every neuron in the pleasure centers of my brain all were flipped at once.
When the work crews inside my brain finally responded and started picking up the wreckage in my mind, fixing the plaster and replacing the windows, I found that Carol still had me in her mouth, softly milking my shaft to extract any lingering drops. As powerfully as I had gone off, I could not imagine that any trace could have been left behind.
At last, she lifted her head from my dong, letting it flop down onto my thigh, still large and engorged, but no longer rigid as a dowel. She smiled at me, her own pleasure and obvious satisfaction clear on her face. Just the barest trace of my jizz had escaped her lips, mere drops at each corner of her mouth. I saw her swallow one last time, then her tongue flicked out to sweep up each trickle.
She grinned. "Was that all right?" she asked.
"Fuck! Jesus! Carol!" was all I could manage.
"I think I'd rather fuck you instead, here in a bit," she laughed.
My balls craved another orgasm like that, soonish. My soul, on the other hand, craved delivering more orgasms to this marvel on the platform beside me. I knew that she deserved whatever I could provide to her and more. I reached for her and we kissed. Her mouth still tasted of me, but I didn't care as we crushed our lips together.
My hand rose again to clasp a delicious boob, its warm softness overflowing my grasp. But again, Carol swatted my hand away, though gently, almost reluctantly this time. Then she sprang to her feet. "We are doing a piss-poor job of skinny dipping here on this platform," she exclaimed. She turned, took two running steps along it, and dove elegantly headlong into the waters of the pond.
It took me longer to stand, still wobbly from the cataclysm she had set off between my legs, but I ran and dove after her as best I could. The shock of cool water as I slid into it (much less gracefully than she) helped my mental recovery, and I splashed after her.
Carol had struck off along the shore, away from the diving platform. When I caught up to her, she was standing in one of the shallower areas, the depth such that those breasts with which I was now completely obsessed were dangling almost completely above the surface.
I rose to my feet and moved to her. I pulled her against me and began once more to kiss her. Like every one before it, the kiss was beautiful and a perfect connection, but my mind was on those tits. I slid my hands from around her back to grasp them in a desperate but gentle grip. "There is no escape this time," I murmured to Carol through our pressed lips. "I am going to play with these now."
No hands swatted me away this time, her tongue merely swatted at mine.
My fingers sank into her soft flesh, working around it for my pleasure and hers. With one hand, I tugged at a nipple. It was swollen and firm, and I felt her shiver as I pulled it upward. Releasing it from my fingertips, I reluctantly pulled my lips from Carol's and lowered myself in the water to wrap them around that nipple. I sucked on it, hard, feeling it distend into my mouth. I rubbed its pert resilience with my tongue.
Don't worry, I gave its mate its own share of attention. Man, was I having fun.
So much fun, in fact, that my softened cock made a rapid comeback, and my newly re-steeled member bumped against Carol's thigh, out of sight down in the silty water. Carol murmured at the sensation and I felt her hand seek out my cock, grasping it. She murmured happily as I nibbled at and gently bit the nipple currently in my mouth in response to her caress.
"I'm glad to see you fulfill your promise of more to give so soon," she said softly down to me. I just looked up at her and winked, her nipple still imprisoned gently between my teeth. I felt her hand simply resting on my dick, but her thumb began to stroke the head with a little more intensity.
I was not finished with her rack for the moment, however, and slid from her grasp. I slid my face between her breasts and pressed them against it. I swung my face back and forth in her prison, feeling how the soft, beautiful walls gave and sprang back against the pressure. Taking a deep breath, I pulled us both downward enough to submerge my head and her boobs, noting the difference in sensations as I continued to motorboat while full under water.
I burst to the surface for air, gasping as Carol laughed. Clearing the water from my eyes, I reached once more for her fabulous rack, but she laughed and danced out of my reach. She turned and splashed toward the grassy shore of the pond and I gave chase.
She emerged just a second before me and once on the land, I grabbed her from behind. My cock was immediately trapped between my belly and her ass as Carol pressed back into my embrace. My hands cupped her boobs again and I nuzzled the nape of her neck. After a second, she spun around and kissed me again deeply.
We lowered ourselves slowly to the rich, lush grass and I lay atop her, my cock lying upon one thigh, my chest pressing down on hers and our mouths still locked. I shuddered in need and shifted between her legs. I felt the tip of my cock alight itself to her soft, welcoming vag. I let it caress her nether lips for a bit, but my need was strong and I gathered myself to enter her.
But Carol had other ideas, and I found myself being rolled onto my back. I began to sit up in surprise, but her hands firmly planted on my chest pushed me back to the grass. She quickly scrambled up onto her shins, straddling me. She smiled down as she moved her hips, rubbing her sex along my shaft.
"Please," was all I could say.
"My pleasure," she replied. She lifted herself, and as my cock bobbed upward a little, she moved and tilted her hips so that I was aligned. Working a little at it, but evidently determined not to use her hands to accomplish the goal, Carol twisted and turned and suddenly I felt myself descending into her depths.
She impaled herself on me deliberately. She did not rush it, but she did not draw out the experience either. She clearly wanted me inside her right fucking then. As she came to a rest on my hips, my cock entirely encased within her, she simply sat there and sighed. I merely lifted my hands to grasp her hips and waited, my shaft throbbing inside her.
Then she began to move, lowering herself up and down atop me in languid, easy movements. Her box was not the clamp tight prisons of Elaine's or Wendy's. How could it be? But it was slick with desire's lubricant, and burning hot with need. And her muscles, while not so tight, were well-trained, and I felt her clenching them around me rhythmically as she rode me to both our bliss.
Carol clearly wanted this experience to last a long time, we both did, so she rode me as if out on a Sunday drive with no end in sight, rather than in a championship race. Slowly, almost restfully, she rode me. I relaxed beneath her, enjoying the view of her glorious chest rising and falling above me.
And we found that we could actually talk.
As I stared up at her, I reflected that Carol had for years been important to me. She was an absolutely perfect boss, and a good friend within the limits of that relationship. She had made the summers of my adolescence and early adulthood awesome. I felt that I owed her, and for so much more than for this incredible experience. And I found that I still wasn't happy about Bob. He was a schemer, and despite the fact that I was at that very moment balls deep in his wife, I didn't like the idea that he had cheated, and was cheating on her, if not right that moment, then later that evening.
"So what will you do about Bob?" I asked, a hand snaking up her flank to caress the outer curve of a gently swaying breast.
Carol just chuckled. "I told you," she replied. "I'm going to do this. I'm going to level the playing field going forward. Other than that, I'm going to let him know that I know, and that we each need to know in the coming years." She clenched me very firmly inside her as she added, "He can keep his annual hall passes. I just get mine now, too."
"When will you tell him?" I asked curiously, pushing my hips upward against her a time or two, needing to contribute something to this amazing ride.
Carol laughed. "It occurs to me, now that you ask that, that I could call him once we are done, while they are still on the road to Richmond." She chuckled again, matching it with another clench on my cock and an especially torturously slow rise and fall along it. "But that would likely blow up his tryst, and amusing as that would be, I am getting mine," she said looking down at me intensely, "so he should still get his."
I reflected inwardly that he had gotten his plenty in the past, so he already had plenty the bank.
"And besides," Carol added, a teasing note entering her voice, "Elaine is a nice girl. Far be it from me to deny her the ride of her life..."
I let out an immediate, derisive snort at that. I admit it, I was feeling, um, cocky at that moment.
Carol laughed again. "I told you, he is really big, and really good. She'll..." she paused both her speech and her motion. Then she resumed, though even more sinuously if possible. "Before you broke up, are you implying that you and she actually did the deed? Here at camp?"
I just grinned, and lifted my hips, thrusting powerfully up into her, lifting her upward with the impulse.
Whether it was the conversation, or the sudden end to my passive role, the relaxed nature of our screwing morphed smoothly into a frenzy within a few increasingly hard strokes. My hands gripped Carols hips, encouraging her to remain hovering that little bit above me so I could keep thrusting upward into her.
As my hips pumped upward, driving my cock into her harder and harder, the gentle sway of her breasts became bounces. Those beautiful mounds were soon practically sloshing up and down with each impact of my hips up into her crotch. I was grunting with the effort and Carol was groaning happily at our sudden quickening.
Carol had fucked me for a beautifully long time like we had forever to enjoy our joining. I was fucking her now like the sun was going down (which it was), and like my desire had become hunger (which it had).
I stared upward at her mesmerizingly waving boobs above me and my cock felt alive with electricity as it slammed into her depths. It did not take long before I could have come, but I held back, letting it build and waiting for Carol.
She was biting her lower lip and almost whimpering as she felt me invading her. The wetness of the pond on her skin had long dried, but it was now replaced by beading sweat, practically dripping down her forehead and through her cleavage. Her inner muscles still clenched and relaxed around my cock, but now those flexes felt more like involuntary spasms of skyrocketing arousal, rather than deliberate efforts to pleasure me.
She was close, I could tell. Then she was very close. Her eyes were now screwed shut and her hips gyrated receptively as I fuck upward into her. I was amazed that she didn't come, but she just kept dangling over the precipice deliriously.
I could not hang on to my own precipice and shouted wordlessly, the noise literally echoing back off the buildings and woods surrounding the pond through the silence.
Having just come a little while before, I don't know how much actual volume I pumped into Carol. I certainly did not care at the time. All I knew was that my whole body felt stimulated beyond belief. My toes curled and went numb. My fingers digging into Carol's hips burned. My jaw locked open. My frigging ears tingled. And my cock just sang.
And all that damn sure shoved Carol at last off her own precipice. She slammed herself down onto me, flattening the frozen arch of my back to the grass and somehow pushing me even deeper inside her. Her head whipped back and forth, her pussy clamped down on my cock harder than at any previous point. "Oh, Casper!" she screamed, as loud as my own wordless shout. She repeated my name again and again as she rocked her hips up and down, and back and forth on my smoking gun.
When the massive wave of pleasure appeared to begin to subside, I reached up and pulled her down to lie against me. Holding her tight, I kissed her hungrily. I was still plenty hard and thrust into her again, savoring her depth a little longer and driving her onward.
I don't know if it was the new angle, or just my renewed plundering of her depths, but in a moment, Carol was struggling in my embrace as a second, less-powerful, yet perhaps more overwhelming climax took her. Her hands fluttered about as if Carol, in her erotic haze, could not think what to do with them. At last they clasped my face and her kiss became focused. My grateful kiss in return was equally focused.
The moment I felt her body finally relax, I rolled us over so that I could lie atop her. My cock stayed inside her, but a single, experimental thrust brought a desperate protest of over-stimulation from my loins. I subsided.
Carol's arms flopped out wide on the ground and she lay bonelessly beneath me. My lips slipped from her and I let my head sag downward beside hers, lightly burying it in the crook of her neck. At last, I felt my dick begin to subside within her.
We lay there like that, in relaxed congress, not moving even when my flaccid member slipped free of her. Only when the shadow of a tree top moved over our faces, signaling it was nearing time to be heading to the airport, did we move.
We positively reeked of each other, and of sex, but a final quick, giggling skinny dip in the pond banished the aroma enough that I wouldn't draw stares on the plane. It was a bit of a scavenger hunt to collect our clothes from all over the place where we had hurled them, and that was good for a few laughs as well.
In Carol's pickup truck, on the way to the airport, I asked one last time, "So you are sure you are good with Bob?"
Carol laughed, "When he gets home tomorrow night, he is getting the fuck of a lifetime."
----------
Thanks for finishing this story with me, and thanks to those of you who have read my other stuff here. If this is the first cycle of mine you have read, check out the others. Please rate this entry, and I especially would like your comments!
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April Fool's everyone! This story is not about deceiving someone, but fooling one's self. Please remember, as with all my stories, should you be looking for 'Realism', just move on. That goes double for this one. But as always, I aim for 'Ridiculously Plausible'.
This is my first 'Fantasy/Sci-Fi', and my first contest entry. Wish me luck!
—————
My roommate was being such a fucking guy again. Sometimes he drove me up the wall, and for the stupidest shit. This time, he went to the grocery store. As he left, I specifically asked him to get a new bag of Starbuck's French Roast. We were nearly out because he and his buddies used up half the bag making enough coffee to satisfy a Waffle House to take on their overnight road trip a few days back. He returned from the store with his stuff, along with two awesome looking New York strips he was excited about grilling for us for dinner that night, even though it was not his turn to cook. But he forgot to get my goddamned coffee!
"It was one fucking thing, Danny!" I snapped.
The bastard rolled his eyes and waved me off, "It's no big deal, Kate," he said defensively. "I forgot to get some potatoes to bake with the steaks anyway, so I'll get the coffee when I go back to the store for those." Then he got dismissive. "Besides, there are still several days' worth of beans left in the tin anyway. It is not like it's an emergency."
"Jesus, you piss me off sometimes," I growled.
"And for what?" Danny whined. "How about you get upset over shit that matters. Two months ago I shorted out your brand new hair dryer. I was mortified, and you just laughed it off, even though it meant that your hair looked all limp and shit for your date that night. Now you are declaring Global Thermonuclear War over coffee that you don't need and will get in a few hours anyway."
"The hair dryer was..." I stopped, fuming. "That was you being a klutz. Everybody gets clumsy some times. Accidents happen. This today is not about the coffee, it's about you just not fucking paying attention!" I took a deep breath, finally feeling like I had had my say, and calming down a bit. "Wait a minute," I said uncertainly, "you really think my hair was that bad that night?"
Oh, so now he had the good grace to look sheepish. "Eh..." he said, meaning 'Hell, yes.'
"Alex didn't seem to think it was that bad." I was getting defensive about bad hair from a month ago. Jeez.
Danny shook his head. "Did you put out?" he asked slyly.
"Put out? Put Out?" I fumed.
"I apologize for my crass language," Danny said, and bowed sarcastically. "I beg your pardon. Did the two of you find yourself in conjugal embrace during your evening together?"
"What does that matter?"
"I'll take that as a yes. We guys," Danny said with exaggerated patience in his voice that make me want to kick him, "are not given to saying or showing any criticism of a woman we hope to get jiggy with. We save that sort thing for sisters, exes, and... roommates." He grinned with good-natured evil.
I glared at him. "Look at me," I gritted out. "When you go back for the coffee, please also pick me up a new box of wine. The Cabernet, I think. I will give you the cash before you leave."
"I will really try to remember," Danny said, whether sincere or just trying to placate me, I didn't care.
He turned and went to sit at his computer. "Um, why aren't you heading back to the store now?" I asked, risking re-opening the war.
He grinned over his shoulder at me. "It's March 31st. I need to pay some bills, including Venmo-ing you the rent, and I really don't want to forget that!"
Whenever I complain about Danny, my friends all think I'm crazy. "He's, like, the best roommate ever," they all say, and I guess that sure seems true... if you don't have to put up with the idiocy. He is neat (for a guy), he can cook and doesn't mind doing it, and he pays his rent on time... always. He doesn't walk around the house in his underwear... or worse. He even, since another of our little 'discussions', no longer leaves his shoes all over the living room. Usually. For a guy, I have to admit, he's not a bad roommate.
I did not go looking for a male roommate, mind you. Had I my druthers, I'd have had another girl. That way, I could have walked around the house in my underwear. But Danny had been the applicant with cash for the first month's rent, the best credit rating, a good-humored reference from his last landlady back in Minnesota, and no creepy-looking lazy eye, with which his closest female competitor was afflicted.
And yes, my girlfriends all do like to harp on the fact that he is easy on the eyes. But so what? It is not like he is some kind of greek god. He's just... fine. I can almost always get a date whenever I want one. What I had needed was a roommate with next month's rent already in the bank, not one 'with benefits'.
After he paid his bills, Danny wasted a bunch of time playing some damned game on his computer (at least he wasn't watching porn) before he headed out to the Safeway for the second time that day. He returned with the potatoes, the coffee, and a box of wine.
He got me fucking Merlot. I hate Merlot.
Do all guys have the memory of a goddamned goldfish?
The steak was, as usual, damned good. Even the Merlot I had to drink could not ruin the meal, though that shit tried.
Thursday nights we usually eat dinner in front of the TV, and catch up on the network shows we both like. But there were no new episodes of anything that week, so we played Netflix roulette and ended up watching a stupid Jamie Lee Curtis movie. When it was done, we each headed to bed, rather than watch anything else together. I was still acting irritated about the coffee, and then the wine. Possibly bitchy. He was still feeling defensive and irritated at my concerns.
The only real bright side that I felt, going to bed that night, was that I could sleep in the next morning. I'm an actress, one who gets just enough work to not be an actress/waitress, and my next three auditions were all not until Monday. Even better, Danny, who did tech support from home, was also off and would sleep in too, and that meant I could not only stay in bed late, I'd actually get to sleep late. The little house the bank and I own is way out in the valley, in a quiet neighborhood. That is good, because the builder, back in the 80's, had used the cheapest construction materials and methods possible. Things like internal sound insulation were not a consideration. If one of us gets up, that means both of us get up, or at least wake up.
I was tired and grumpy, so I didn't even sit in bed and read my phone. I just turned out the lights and crashed. I slept hard, but with weird dreams.
I woke up, but instantly remembered my commitment to sleeping in, so I kept my eyes closed and snuggled down for a bonus nap. But I could not drift back off to sleep. Everything seemed... off. The bed was lumpy. Well, my cheap mattress is always lumpy, but the lumps felt unfamiliar. And as I shifted around to avoid the worst lumps, the sheets felt off as well. Scratchy. Damnit, I had just washed them! I shifted again and felt light on my eyes. That was wrong, unless I had somehow slept until three in the afternoon, when the sun finally hits my bed through the window. Through my slitted eyes, I could see the curtains were a little open.
What the fuck? The curtains were the wrong color. They were... I shot bolt upright in the bed. I was in Danny's room! How the hell did I get there? I almost panicked. Had Danny...? No. We were talking about Danny, not some creep. Besides, there had been no way that I was going to drink enough of the crappy Merlot to get myself drunk, and I knew I had made it to my own bed last night. Had I sleepwalked? Was I a sleepwalker? Sleepwalking into your male roommate's bedroom could be a problem.
Wait, where was Danny, anyway? I was alone in the bed. Bleary as I was, I remembered that he only had a full-sized bed. I'd have known if I wasn't alone in that. The sun was hitting me in the face through the curtains, and I held up my hand to shield my eyes. Nothing felt right. I didn't feel right. My hand shielding my eyes didn't look right... I shook my head and focused on my hand.
The back of my hand was covered in soft, dark hair! My knuckles were big. Where the hell was my pink nail polish? A horrible idea entered the back of my head, but my conscious mind shielded me from it for the moment. I turned, sat up on the edge of the bed, and stood. Absolutely every single thing about that series of motions felt wrong. I resolutely did not look down. Instead I walked over to Danny's bedroom door and the full-length mirror installed on it.
Trembling, I moved to look at myself in it. The terrifying idea in the back of my mind had made itself known, and I was afraid of what I would see. I looked in the mirror.
Yep. I was in Danny's body.
That explained everything... sort of. My balance was off because I was six inches taller than I was supposed to be. I was too strong. My greater weight was also distributed differently.
I looked in the mirror at my current condition. My hair was cut short in his conservative haircut. It felt weird not having my hair draping along my shoulders. It felt sort of cold. My shoulders were broad and lightly muscled, as was the rest of me. The delicate spread of hair across my chest was modest and all in the right places, but I felt completely ridiculous with chest hair! Not to mention the fact that I now had small, lightly defined pecs, instead of my usual... more pronounced topographical features.
Sigh. And I was now discovering the fact that my roommate slept in the nude. And he had morning wood.
I supposed I should be glad to have lived with Danny for so long without discovering this particular habit. On the other hand, Jesus. Just look at this thing.
I found myself doing just that, looking at his thing. My thing.
I couldn't help myself. Even though I half felt like I was somehow molesting Danny, I had to touch that gently waving scepter. I reached down and ran my fingers up its length. I nearly moaned out loud. Wow. I did it again. Yep. Wow. It was like I suddenly had a giant eight(maybe nine?)-inch clitoris sticking out from between my legs, a rod-shaped bundle of ultra-concentrated nerve endings, every single one of which had a red phone direct to my brain.
This cock was going to be In. The. Way. How did guys manage with these things? I mean, I knew it would shrink some eventually. In fact, it was shrinking a little already, now that I had stopped playing with it. But how much would it shrink? However much it shrank, it wold still be there.
I shook my head. I was not going to spend my day thinking about Danny's... my dick. I am not a guy, after all.
The enormity of the situation suddenly struck me, and I started trembling. I did not scream. I'm a really good screamer, mind you. Professionally good. To the limited extend inside the Industry, I'm known for my scream. It's the one thing my career has in common with Jamie Lee Curtis's. (I hadn't even done any topless scenes yet, like she did early on. One of my three auditions on Monday was for a role that might require showing my girls, though. I wasn't sure about that.) My point is, I have very good control over my screams, and I used that to hold back now.
As if on cue, I suddenly heard my voice exclaim, "What the actual fuck?!?" from the direction of my bedroom. Danny had awoken and gotten a look at myself... himself. Pronouns are going to be a problem here. You are going to have to bear with me.
"Danny?" I called out, nearly jumping out of my skin at the deep tenor of my voice.
"K-Kate?" I heard my own high voice call back.
I yanked open the bedroom door and dashed out into the living room. At the same time, Danny dashed out of the other bedroom as well. Well, my body dashed out. Thank god I don't sleep in the nude, though the hot pink crop top and skin-tight matching boy shorts I had gone to sleep in the night before were hardly leaving much to Danny imagination, even if you didn't take into account that her was inside them..
We stared at each other, wide-eyed. In unison, we called out the name of the movie we watched the night before, "Freaky Friday!"
Great. I finally get to 'do a remake' of a Jamie Lee Curtis movie, and the universe decides to give me Freaky Friday. Of course, it could have been worse. I could have gotten Halloween.
"April Freaky Fools," muttered Danny, then flinched. Hearing his words in my voice was clearly still throwing him.
Okay, enough making fun of the situation, I told myself. It was time to panic. "Danny, what do we do?" I asked pleadingly in his so weirdly deep voice. His voice wasn't weirdly deep, it was just weird to hear my words in it.
Danny was clearly holding off panic himself, and doing a better job. He held his, my, hands out to his side, palms down like he was holding something down. Panic?
"Okay." he (she?) said. "Okay. Okay." He gulped. "Okay, I think it is simple. We just sit tight and relax for twenty four hours. Then, if things hold true to the trope, we each get our own body back, things go back to normal, and we enjoy the benefits of heart-warming life lessons well-learned, right?"
"Right," I said, wanting to believe that. "It... it could be worse. Imagine if my auditions were today? You'd have to go."
"Oh, your career would have taken a hit from that," laughed Danny. Did my boobs bounce like that every time I laughed?
"I don't know," I laughed back, "maybe Mr. I Sleep In The Nude would handle the one for the topless role better than me."
"Topless role?" asked Danny, my eyebrow twitching upward.
"Easy tiger," I replied quellingly. "I haven't decided to take the part, and more to the point, they haven't decided to offer it yet, either."
"I'm sure you will get it, and I'm sure you'll great," Danny said, turning off the momentary and uncharacteristic leer and returning to his usual supportive and overly optimistic self that comes out whenever I fret about my career.
"Sure," I snapped unhappily. "As long as we go back to our own bodies before Monday, so you don't have to do the auditions, and I don't have to do tech support by Zoom."
"Ha! Yeah. That would be a disaster. I think I could do your auditions better that you could do that."
"Sadly, I think you are right," I said darkly.
We both looked down at the floor brooding alone with our thoughts, despite being in the same room together.
Then my stomach rumbled. I often teased Danny about how loud it got when he was hungry. "I guess this body's hungry," I said. "Want some eggs?"
"Yes, please," Danny said. Then he added, "Um, but first, how about you put some pants on?"
I had intended to do just that, but an opportunity to tease Danny seemed like the best possible way to get my mind off our possible doom. "What?" I asked, as if puzzled. "You of all people have seen it before. You sleep with it every night out in the open."
"Yeah..." Danny replied. "But to be honest, it is different looking at it from angles I've never seen before. It..." he trailed off.
"Yes?"
"It looks bigger, somehow."
"Danny?"
"Yes?"
"I don't know if any of the ladies have ever told you this before, but it is pretty fucking big," I said sarcastically. We both laughed.
"Please," Danny added diffidently, "it is just making me uncomfortable. Okay?" His hips actually twisted a little as he said that last bit. I knew that twist, I felt myself doing it when I was feeling... Was Danny getting horny looking at his own dick across the room? How weird was that?
And for that matter, my, his, dick was still pretty much hard. I had been sure it was starting to get over its morning erection.
Was staring at my own body across the room, in my not exactly modest attire, turning me on too?
Whoa.
"And besides," Danny added. "I am hoping for some bacon too. Please do not fry bacon in my nude body!"
"Don't worry," I said cheerily, heading back to his bedroom. "I am the one wearing your body, and I want bacon too!" I closed the bedroom door, catching sight of myself in the mirror as it swung behind me. I looked over my shoulder. Danny had a cute butt, too.
I pulled open his top drawer and pulled out a pair of underwear. The things I was learning that day. Not only did Danny sleep buck naked, he was an old-fashioned boxers guy. Who wore loose cotton boxers anymore? It had to be some kind of enormous dong thing...
I pulled on a pale blue pair, settling it around my waist. I looked in the mirror and laughed. Loose or not, the boxers did nothing to hide the enormous erection that still stubbornly stuck around. I looked more ridiculous in those boxers than I had in the nude. I looked at his jeans, lying on his chair, then turned away. Danny needed more uncomfortable times.
I returned to the living room, then the kitchen, Danny's dick leading the way. To be honest, I was more than ready for the erection to make itself scarce. It was bothering me. I was begining to think that there was more truth than I had thought in the girl jokes about how men think with their cocks. That erection kept intruding in my thoughts, my perceptions. It was uncomfortable after a while, and... um, insistent maybe?
And honestly, it was crazy big—at least two inches longer than any cock I had ever touched in my life. And it was probably even an inch longer than the biggest one I had seen.
That cock had belonged to a stripper, a gorgeous ginger hunk of man in an underground male strip club in Van Nuys. My friend Tish and I had taken our girl Theresa there for her birthday, back when I was still new to LA. There had been lots of gorgeous naked men dancing, but the three of us had gravitated to that one beast, who danced under the name stallion. We kept him to ourselves for a long time, showering him with cash.
The cocks we saw that evening were in all sorts of degrees of arousal, but soon after we collected Stallion for ourselves, he was pretty much fully engorged at all times. I didn't know if was because all three of us were prettier than most of the customers, or dressed sluttier than most, or were simply turned on ourselves more than was humanly reasonable, but he was rock hard and huge. Maybe he got aroused by cash...
After a while, his dancing devolved to just gyrating in front of each of us in turn, waving that pepperoni close before our faces. We all loved it, but after a bit, while he was hypnotizing Trish with the tip swaying right front of her eyes, Theresa leaned over and exclaimed, "Oh my god, guys! Stallion, you'd totally let us suck that beautiful penis, wouldn't you?"
He just smiled and said, in that deep voice of his, "Only one way to find out."
Trish's eyes had widened, then her hand had risen as if of its own accord and actually stroked the waving bait. She kept it up for a good amount time as he continued to gyrate before her, before she finally shyed away. "I can't!" she squealed, and we all giggled. My laughter died and theirs got louder as Stallion had stepped sideways to stand-in front of me, waggling his hips, wobbling his cock, and raising his eyebrows as he looked at me. Looked hopefully at me.
I was frozen. His dick had filled my vision like an oncoming truck. I wanted to try it so fucking bad. But my terror outfought my desire, and I finally shrank back into the couch, to catcalls from my friends. Stallion just looked down at me and winked reassuringly. I hated that.
Then he stood over in front of Theresa, who had had plenty of time to think about this eventuality...
The birthday girl, without batting an eyelash, went to town on that gigantic cock like a world champion. As she worked away, Trish and I were amazed at what she did. Watching her that night... I learned things. Stallion certainly seemed enthused, and also surprised. He probably got his dick sucked a lot, but it was probably mostly sloppy, giggling mouthing from the drunkest women customers. Drunk as she was, my friend had skills.



I've never watched porn, except for the live-action show the two of them put on that evening. I could not believe that she had that gigantic thing in her mouth. And the point of this digression is, that penis had still not been as big as what lurked between my legs right at the moment.
I returned to the kitchen. Danny was standing there, waiting for the coffee to brew. Looking up, he saw me in nothing but the boxers. "Uh, that's better, but..."
"Calm down," I interrupted. "I'm microwaving the bacon today. My head isn't in the game enough for pan-fried. I'd burn it for sure." We both paused for a moment at that. Burnt bacon made us both sad.
"Still..." Danny said hesitantly. His hips twitched in that telltale way again!
I smiled at him, her, whatever. I smiled. I realized too late it was my girlish smile, but whatever. Forgetting the eggs for the moment, I turned and walked slowly toward him, trying to walk like a guy. I doubt I got that down either, but at least I didn't fall on my face from trying.
"Are you turned on, Danny?" I purred in his deep voice. His eyes, my eyes, my big blue eyes with the naturally long, thick lashes that made makeup artists cry, widened in shock. "Are you?" I asked again standing just a hair inside his personal space.
He tried to laugh it off. "No! And how the fuck would I know? I don't have my, um, usual indicator!"
"Oh, a girl's body has its indicators too, Daniel," I said, laying it on thick. "Does it bother you between your legs right now? Does it feel hot down there? Moist?" His eyes told me in no uncertain terms that it did. "And then there are those," I added, pointing at his breasts. "That shirt of mine is pretty loose, but it's also pretty thin. I think that you know women get erections too, right?" My finger tip hovered in the air, less than an inch from the soft but noticeable tentpole of a nipple under the flimsy fabric of my crop top.
Of course, the tent pitched by those nipples was nothing like the one that I was pitching in the boxers. I swear it had gotten even bigger. Did this thing never go down? Or was I turned on by looking at my body? Girls just didn't do it for me. I'm quite sure of that. And Danny had always seemed equally straight.
"This is all very confusing," Danny said quietly.
"Yeah," I replied, just as subdued. "It is."
My head really was not on straight that morning, so I settled for scrambling our remaining seven eggs in the awesome black iron skillet that Danny had brought with him when he moved in. We perched uncomfortably at the breakfast/dining table. (It's a small house.) It felt strange just sitting in a different body. Danny felt it too. He was swinging his legs around like a little kid.
"You don't have to kick your feet like they don't reach the floor," I snapped, irritably. "My feet reach just fine."
"Your feet just barely reach," replied Danny, shifting in the chair yet again. "Barely. This feels weird."
"The word of the day is weird. And it is weird that you have not complained about these chairs before," I went on. "They feel much too short for you," I added, shifting around the chair myself, unsure where to put all the extra leg.
Danny laughed. "The word of the day is 'Freaky'. And it is freaky that I was just wondering why you had bought chairs that were much too tall for you! They are perfect for me... for that me," he added pointing in my direction.
Freaky.
The strangeness did nothing but whet our appetites, and we destroyed the eggs, along with all the rest of the bacon in the house. Even eating felt different in this body. Did things taste different, or was that just my fevered imagination on overdrive?
I shifted in the chair again, and noticed that at last Danny's monster had mostly calmed the fuck down. It was soft, but I still knew it was going to be constantly in the way. I dreaded finally putting on pants. If I wore them wrong, would it pinch when I sat down? At least it was no longer, um, thrusting its was into my thoughts like it had before.
Then Danny started licking his fingers. He always does. It is one of his dude habits that I had learned to ignore. But now he was doing it with my fingers, using my tongue. Watching my tongue run up the length of his bacon-greasy fingers was... Oh god... was it suggestive?" I banked that thought away for the future when (If?) I got my body back and had a date that I did not want to end early.
The fucking trouser snake started stirring again. Did this thing ever sleep?
Danny got up and went to open the freezer. He stood there, staring into it. He was up on his tiptoes, to try to get to the angle that he was used to. It tightened up his bare calves and thighs, and his barely clad ass.
"What are you doing?" I asked, unaccountably irritated.
"I am checking to see what we have to eat."
"We just ate."
"We will need to eat again, you know," he replied, sifting through the mostly empty freezer to see what was in there. "And I don't know about you, but I don't want to risk going out to the grocery store and run into someone you know. Or more likely, I could get hit on. Not sure I could take that."
I chuckled. "I do see what you mean. But come on. I don't get hit on in the grocery store that much."
"You went out with a guy for three weeks that you met at the Safeway," Danny taunted.
"In that case, I was the one who hit on him," I replied archly. "And boy, was that a mistake."
"Then why did you keep going out for three weeks?"
"I used to think he had a big cock," I snapped in reply.
"Huh?" said Danny in reply. "Used to?"
I just wordlessly pointed down toward what was still stirring around below my waist.
Danny blushed. The crimson spread across his face, down his throat, over his chest, and under my favorite pink sleeping crop top.
"But your point is well taken," I went on, as if we had not just been talking about how big his cock was for the second time this morning. "I don't want to risk going out either. Do we have much to eat worth eating?"
"Maybe," Danny said, closing the freezer un-encouragingly.
"So, we might have to go out," I said nervously. "If we do, we go together, to help cover for each other."
"Good idea. LiLo and Jamie got into the worst trouble when they spilt up in the movie," agreed Danny.
I paused and sniffed. Then I raised an arm and sniffed again in the general direction of my armpit. "If we find that we do have to do that, we had better be cleaner than this. You stink, Danny."
His face, my face, wrinkled apologetically. "Sorry! I was going to work out yesterday, so I put off showering. Then the day got away from me, and I never did either."
The video game hadn't gotten away from him. I sniffed myself again. "I'm just yanking your chain. You smell... I smell bad, but not that bad," I said to reassure him. He really looked sheepish.
Danny stepped toward me and sniffed me too. "It's bad enough. We probably should both shower. I don't want people to think I smell like that routinely."
We each started toward for our respective bathrooms, then stopped almost simultaneously. I spoke first. "All my stuff, er, the stuff for that body, is in my bathroom. Use it. I'll use mine." I ducked immediately thru Danny's bedroom to his bathroom.
"Clean towels are in my linen closet!" I called loudly back out to Danny. The one on the rod in my bathroom was ready for the laundry. I hoped he heard me. I tugged down the boxers, a task made surprisingly easy by the fact that the Rampaging Beast From Between Danny's Legs was currently quiescent. Even totally relaxed as it now was, it had to be five inches long, though a lot thinner than when I'd first seen it.
I turned on the water in his shower and waited. When it warmed, I got in. Immediately, the angle of the shower felt off, a fresh reminder of what was going on. I would probably have to bend down to shampoo my hair. With that, I realized another crazy thing about this shower. It had the same shelf on the wall that my shower had, but instead of being full of bottles, bars, and a couple of loofas, the shelf was bare, except for one huge bottle of shampoo. It wasn't even shampoo and conditioner. Where the hell was the soap? Did he just wash his whole body with shampoo?
I shook my head. I was certainly going to have to.
I washed my hair. It took no time, as short as Danny's was. Then I started squirting shampoo into my hands and rubbing my chest, shoulders, and stinky armpits. That all felt weird too. Danny wasn't jacked or anything, but he was maybe in better shape than I had ever noticed. It felt weird to be running my hands all over the smoothly flexing skin and the hard muscles beneath. Another handful of shampoo, and I addressed the beast. It had, of course, started stirring again as I was running my hands all over myself, and stirred even more when I visualized the differences between what I was doing, and what I usually did and felt... what Danny was doing and feeling right then.
Once I touched it, and started rubbing the shampoo on it, it returned to full, eager form. I had to admit to myself that it felt really good, if really alien, when my slippery hands ran along it. I bit my lip hesitantly, then wrapped my hand around that crazy thick shaft, and gave an experimental stroke or two. Wow, that felt pretty good. And freaky, freaky different than those occasions when I rubbed myself, or used my 'shower buddy'. I snorted, letting go of my cock. This damned thing was bigger than the dildo.
Oh no.
The dildo. The dildo that I kept out of sight in my bathroom. The dildo that I kept in my linen closet, on the shelf right next to the spare towels. The towels that I told Danny to find. Oh god oh god oh god. I took a deep breath. Screw him if he laughs at me. There is no way he doesn't play with this beautiful thing all the fucking time. I gave it one more stroke for defiant good measure, and washed the legs.
Thoroughly clean, I stepped from the shower. Danny's towels were a lot smaller and thinner than mine, but that was not much of a problem. It still took no effort to dry his short hair, and barely more than a comb to knock it into a semblance of the way Danny wore it. I looked dubiously at his razor. I had started getting everything waxed about a year ago, so I was out of practice, and knew nothing about shaving a face anyway. I looked in the mirror. Danny should really start rocking a little stubble, I thought. It looked good. I dried myself off, wrapped the towel around myself, cinching it highly up under my armpits and walked out to the living rom to face the music over the dildo thing. We needed to figure out what we were going to do for the rest of the day so I'd know how to dress.
I was out first, and went to go get another cup of desperately needed coffee. Danny was taking a while, and it occurred to me that he was probably confused by everything I had in my bathroom. Well, he wouldn't be confused about everything in there. Sigh.
At last, he came out of my bedroom in one of my towels. He was struggling with a brush, but I would have complimented him on the good job he had started on my hair. I would have, except that I realized that I had absentmindedly worn my towel out of the bathroom the way I normally would, under my armpits. Danny had worn his like he normally would... around his waist.
Apparently, I have really good-looking tits. I mean, I know how they look--they're mine. But my firm, bouncy handfulls looked quite a bit different when it wasn't in a mirror. I maintain a really deep tan the suburban California way, reclining in a lawn chair with my feet in a kiddie pool, since that is all the pool I can afford. I sure don't tan topless, what with a roommate, and no privacy fence, so I have decided to make a virtue of it by cultivating very strong, sharply-delineated tan lines. I wear the same top all the time, but lots of different bottoms, since I don't think the lower lines look as good.
My bouncy boobs were bouncing a lot as Danny fought with my hair conscientiously. The Thing woke again.
Danny looked up at me and laughed. "Nice towel..." he started to laugh, then grasped what he had done with his own towel, which bunched thickly around his, my, sweeping hips, right at my hard-earned narrow waist.
You could tell he wasn't a girl, because he didn't instinctively slap an arm across the girls. Instead, he just looked mortified. He looked around, not sure if he should retreat or what.
I laughed reassuringly. "Don't worry, we both look a little ridiculous. And like I said earlier, we are in a situation where we each already know more about how the other looks naked than we do about how we look ourselves."
I didn't encourage him to cover up because, well, the body I was in was clearly enjoying the way he looked right then. Damn, but this was going to do wonders for my body confidence in the future. I still didn't know if I would accept that topless role, but I certainly no longer had any doubts about whether I'd look good enough for it!
We looked at each other and chuckled, sharing a soft laugh at the utterly ridiculous, terrifying, silly nature of our conundrum.
I suddenly realized that we had each taken a step or two closer to each other as we did so. Out of nowhere, I was within reach of Danny. I wanted to touch his tits. I even felt my fingers twitch as I restrained myself.
But Danny didn't. His hand slowly rose toward me. I looked down at it as he reached for my towel. My cock was clearly pushing out the bottom of the towel, and it looked ridiculous to me. But Danny's soft, feminine hand grasped the edge of that towel, and in a masculinely assertive manner, tugged it loose from me. It was small, as I said, and it came loose really easily, sliding off of me almost instantly. I towered over Danny, naked again.
Our eyes met once more, and I could see my confusion... confusion and lust, mirrored in his own. I took a deep breath. "We are going to do this, aren't we?" I breathed softly.
"Oh please," Danny said back, in my light, husky voice. "All I know is that if I don't come soon, I'm going to explode."
I nodded in luxuriously painful agreement.
I didn't know whether I wanted to touch those tits, or pull off Danny's towel. I settled for both. One hand reached out to caress the outer curves on a breast, while the other softly loosened, then dropped the white fluffy fabric to the floor beside my smaller one.
My hand that rested his tit caressed it gently, then I ran my thumb back and forth over the wildly erect and eager nipple. Danny shivered visibly. "Oh god," he gasped. "I thought I had sensitive nipples, but this is a whole other level." I couldn't help but grin.
I lifted my other hand to grab the other tit. How did this feel this good? I had never touched a naked breast in my life. I mean, other than my own of course. And these were actually mine after all, but you know what I mean.
"I have no idea what I am fucking doing," I laughed ruefully.
"Me either," Danny chuckled in reply. I took heart from our mutual uncertainty, and I thought he did too. "Squeeze them," he requested.
I instinctively started to massage the softness in my hands. The hard buttons of Danny's large, hard nipples pushing into my hands. "Squeeze?" I said inquiringly.
"I've always wanted to squeeze, maybe even hard," Danny said placing his delicate hands on the backs of my larger, rougher ones. "But I'm always afraid that it must hurt, even when girls say they like it. I want to know what it really feels like if I were to really grip," he said earnestly. "I don't like pain; inflicting it or feeling it."
"You are surprisingly sweet, Danny," I murmured, and massaged his tits, harder, then softer. It feels utterly different, massaging breasts that aren't your own. I kind liked it.
He did too.
Then he leaned in closer to me, and shook his head briefly, as if bemused that he had to reach up toward me. I bent my head down and we shared a very awkward at first kiss. But it was more uncertainty than not actually knowing what to do. We both knew what we were doing here, and it felt like the most natural thing we'd done all day. Soon, our lips moved naturally. They parted, and our tongues eagerly joined the fray. I was surprised how much I enjoyed kissing Danny, since I don't think that I had ever really given it any thought at all.
I suddenly realized I has still clutching Danny's tits like they were life preservers. I let my fingers slide free and slipped my hands from between us. I let them slide down behind him so I could feel what my ass really felt like. It was tightened up from Danny staring on his tiptoes to kiss me, and felt surprisingly firm, almost as firm as some of the buffer asses I'd clutched in prior moments of passion. I squeezed his glutes in turn, and pulled him toward me, which trapped my cock between us.
I'm getting more used to the pronoun thing, I hope, but phrases like 'my cock' still seem ultra weird.
I broke our kiss just enough to grab a supplemental breath or two. I rubbed my nose against his and murmured to Danny, "At least we found one thing to do that feels almost normal."
Danny clenched my ass in turn and smirked, "Speak for yourself. I've sure never kissed anyone with stubble before!"
I laughed. "Sorry! I didn't want to risk cutting your face because of my inexperience." I kissed him again briefly. "And for what it's worth, I think you look better with this stubble I'm rocking right now."
Danny answered by sticking his tongue in my mouth again, briefly.
"And besides," I added. "From my personal experience, the stubble is going to give you some extra stimulation when I do this..." With that, I bent my knees and slid downward against Danny's soft, smooth body and eagerly took one of my large, pink nipples into my mouth. I groaned as I suckled.
I'm one of those girls who like to lick, kiss, and suck on guy's nipples. I just love the riff of their stimulated reactions. But sucking Danny's boobs not only got me that same (or probably more intense) reaction, but the soft, yielding surface the nipple was on made the sucking even more fun... Plus, no body hair to get in my teeth. Speaking of teeth, I bit the nipple gently. I usually liked that when guys did it.
"Oh, wow!" gasped Danny. He moaned a little as I gently rolled his nipple between my teeth. "Okay, noted. Squeeze away, and biting is a go, too."
I disengaged my teeth, and circled first that same nipple, then the other one with the tip of my tongue. Then Danny pulled away and guided me upward so he could lean in to suck on my nipples in turn. I shivered a touch, as it felt like there was a direct nerve running from my flat little nipples down to my cock. He quickly released me from his mouth and toyed with his fingertips across both nipples instead.
Danny shook his head ruefully. "To be honest, I think I see why most girls I've been with never bothered to play with mine. This is nowhere near as fun as sucking on yours would be." He released one hand to pick a chest hair out of his mouth.
"It can be more fun than you think, especially if your mind is on making your partner squirm with pleasure," I said. "Maybe wax your chest?" That suggestion didn't appeal, I could tell. Or at least, he wasn't tracking on what I was saying. He bit his lower lip almost pensively. Watching him, I made a note to bite my lower lip on camera more often, I looked fetching.
But I swiftly forgot that as Danny stepped to the side and pushed me backward to sit on the couch. I outweighed him by fifty pounds of muscle and bone at the moment, but surprise and curiosity in equal measure led me to led him shove me easily. He took a deep breath and sank to his knees between mine.
"Whoa!" I exclaimed, significantly surprised. He reached out and grabbed my, his, cock gently. He might not be remotely gay, but I guess every guy knows how to handle a cock with respect! "Wow! Are you really going to do this?" I asked him with baited breath. Curiosity and anticipation warred inside me to be the dominant emotion. "I did not see you being willing to try."



My cock strained hard at his touch, and at the sight of him kneeling between my legs. Danny was biting his lip again. Then he shrugged. "We are doing the freakiest thing in the history of freaky sex on Planet Earth." He took a deep breath. "In for a penny, in for a pound."
With that, he gripped the base of my cock just a tad more firmly, extended his tongue, and ran it across the head. He paused for a moment to process what he had just done, then licked me again. And again. Then he circled the tip, round and round with his tongue.
Holy fuck. No wonder men loved this. The physical sensation was insane. I mean, it sort of felt like getting my clit licked, but... A cock is so much bigger (in this case, vastly bigger) than a clit, and so much more robust. I guess it can take and enjoy so much more stimulation. But damn, it felt good. Danny had stroked me with his tongue maybe, what, ten times, and I was already moaning just a little.
And the view down between my legs, with him down there kneeling, delicately intent face and dangling breasts in full view, was all such a turn on. Now, I've had my share of men kneel between my legs, employing their tongues, but the sensation and the mindset are totally different. As a women, I felt... worshipped.
As a man, I felt testosterone flowing freely. I felt... powerful. And that was before Danny placed a kiss on the tip, then actually sucked as he let the shaft slip into his mouth.
Oh fuck.
Danny certainly knew what he liked a girl to do, and was obviously trying to duplicate that. It felt great, but he hardly felt perfect. How much was inexperience, and how much was lingering resistance to what he had decided to do, I don't know. But I found myself beginning to issue instructions. At my first request, He had looked up at me with amusement in his face. My second request was that he keep looking up at me. Again, watching a woman suck my cock while looking up at me was strangely, wildly different from a guy looking up at me while he ate my pussy. I think the difference is that my cock stuck out from my body (way out), and I could see all of Danny's face, especially his delicate mouth, striving to encompass, to service my organ. By contrast, with a man licking my pussy, while I can see are his eager eyes, I can't see his lips or tongue working.
Between Danny's knowledge of what he liked, and my instructions on how to make what he was doing feel the best, I was swiftly shifting, groaning, and even shouting with delight. And I was learning, too. I had no idea how important pumping the base of the guy's shaft could be while blowing him. But Danny was totally committed to firm, gentle, rhythmic jacking of me.
I gasped and moaned as he took me in and out of his mouth, going deeper and deeper as he warmed to what he was doing, clearly enjoying my vocal response. The feeling got crazy good, and I could not believe how much of this monster schlong he had in his mouth. I can guarantee that my body had never deep-throated that much of any cock. "I am in your throat," I gasped. "How are you taking this much of me?"
I was genuinely curious. Could I have done that?
Danny slipped me free and gasped. Tears ran down his face, but he was smiling. "You know..." he gasped, "how I can relax my throat to chug a beer in a single gulp?" I did. It always seemed ridiculous and gross to me. "Surprisingly, turns out that is valuable training!"
Alas, he didn't stick my dick back down his throat. Instead he softly jacked me while he looked around. Suddenly, he sprang up, kissed me with his cock-tasting mouth and then said, "Don't go anywhere." Then he let go of me and dashed off to the kitchen, returning a moment later at a jog. I had no idea my tits bounced like that when I ran...
My hand had automatically gone to my cock when Danny released it. I needed something touching it in my current state of arousal. As Danny sank back to his knees before me, I saw that he had grabbed my hand lotion that I kept by the sink for after doing the dishes. He was going to finish me with a handjob. I guessed that made sense for his first time. But I started to get a little disappointed. Fingers on my cock felt great, but nothing like lips.
But instead, Danny squirted an excessive amount of lotion all over his tits. He set down the bottle and made a show of rubbing it into his tits, growling a little bit as he tugged on the nipples when he was finished. Then he removed my hand from my cock a little roughly before grabbing it himself, leaning in, and pressing it between his breasts. I moaned as he rubbed me all over his chest, pressing my cock into the softness again and again. The he grabbed both mounds, clasped them together around me and started bouncing up and down, jacking me now with his breasts. It felt amazing.
I leaned back and sighed up at the ceiling. "Okay," I groaned. "I get it now why so many guys have wanted me to do that."
"Feels awesome, doesn't it?" Danny asked with a grin, not slowing his movement. I just nodded emphatically. "I love the old Hawaiian Muscle Fuck," said Danny, breathing heavily with the exertion. "I thought you would too. From the goofy smile on your face, I was right." He paused for a moment, releasing my cock and slapping it against those soft mounds again. Then he nestled me back in and resumed humping with his boobs. "And I have to say about the experience from this side is, I'm not going to get off from this or anything, but it does feel pretty stimulating. The feel of that cock slipping in and between these titties is kind of a rush."
I only moaned.
Then Danny slowed and stopped. He released me from his mammary prison and stroked me softly. "But," he said, with the kind of hesitation you hear in the voice of someone about to bungee jump, "I think I ought finish what I started." With that, he bent and took me in his mouth once more.
He knew exactly what he would have wanted, and he remembered my coaching earlier on how to do it. I was quickly in heaven again. I groaned happily. My cock throbbed in response. I was doing next to nothing, but I found it hard to breathe.
And suddenly, my cock felt like it exploded. I shrieked in shocked surprise as much as joy, as I felt a hot rush up my shaft, my balls pulsing.
I had never had a cock before, much less ejaculated. How was I supposed to know the signs that it was imminent?
The problem was, I hadn't warned Danny. The blast of my jizz into his mouth took him by surprise as well and he jerked backwards. My cock slipped free from his lips just as what felt to me like an even more powerful jet erupted. It inundated the right side of Danny's face, coating much of his soft cheek, nose, lips, and chin. I could see him swallow in shock at what had just happened, then grimace a tiny bit at what he had just done.
Cowboy up, Danny. A girl should always swallow.
He just sort of sat there, bewildered at how his face, my face, was coated and sticky. He really looked non-plussed. He should have been tickled pink by his good work. He'd blown my mind.
As for me, I was jealous. He had gotten to enjoy the harvest of this magnificent cock. I wanted to know how he tasted, too. I pulled Danny up to his knees from where he had collapsed back on his ankles and licked his face, savoring the taste of what I had deposited there. That made him laugh.
"Uh, Kate, guys don't do that."
I laughed. "I'm not a guy... sort of." With that, I licked a huge swath of cum off his jaw and cheek. Leaving it on my tongue, I kissed him, thrusting my jizz-laden tongue back into his mouth. Hi eyes widened in protest, but we both enjoyed that kiss too much for him to stop my sharing my... his... my sperm. My hands wandered over the lotion-slick flesh of his breasts as I finished cleaning his face with my tongue.
We kissed again, then I looked at him. "Your turn."
"Oh, please, Kate," Danny gasped. "I'm on fire down there." He had no idea, I thought gleefully.
I pulled him up onto the couch, laying him along it with one leg hanging off the edge and the other lifted out of the way along the back. I was thankful that I had taken to waxing about all my lower body in the last year, everything was still smooth and beautiful down there from my last visit. And my body wanted to dive in.
"Okay, Danny," I said, gathering myself for yet another very strange experience. "Just like you did for me. I know what you are going to enjoy, you just tell me how to do it right." He just nodded, biting his lower lip again.
I'm going to be honest here. I don't think my efforts were are fantastic as Danny's had been. I wasn't as hesitant as he had been. I'd had a chance to wrap my head around it for a while, after all. But I just don't think my oral efforts measured up to his spectacular blowjob.
I didn't tease for long enough, kissing and licking on the way in. I pretty much just dove straight into his pussy, tongue bulling its way inside his lips. I knew how I tasted, of course. I'd sucked my share of recently removed dicks, after all. But sipping straight from the fount, as it were, was an interesting new experience. I also didn't use my fingers enough. Leaving them out was a mistake. And finally, I went for the clit too soon, and maybe too hard.
Danny did not seem to care about any of my shortcomings. He hardly asked for anything at at all. He just lay there, moaning in delight as I roiled all the pent-up sexual energy throbbing inside him. I just kept lapping and lapping, amazed at how fun this was, in a weird way, shoving my face into my own crotch.
It didn't take long, not nearly as long as I should have made it, before Danny came. I smiled to myself and kept rolling my tongue around his bud. He came again. I tongued him deeply and he came a third time before collapsing in a piteously mewling puddle on the couch. I'm glad I live in a house, not an apartment, or his screams would have brought the cops.
I lifted my face from his crotch and smiled at him as he picked up the pieces of his delightfully shattered mind.
"What... the actual... fuck was that?" He gasped at last. "What happened?"
"Come on, Danny," I replied. "I can't believe that you of all people haven't given girls multiple orgasms before."
"All the time," replied Danny. "Of course I have," he went, on unconsciously arrogant, apparently unaware that that was not the standard for all guys. Even single orgasms were not the standard performance for a lot of guys, alas. "But there is a difference between seeing a woman coming multiple times," he went on, "and experiencing it. That was incredible."
No shit, I thought. Being a girl is the best.
"I always thought multiples were like when a guy is fortunate enough to produce multiple spurts, like you did earlier, only a little more spaced apart. But that was three whole ramp-ups, explosions, and collapses, and the way they overlapped made it even more intense."
I just thought, damn, what if I had done a good job? He might have died.
I crawled up on top of Danny, and we cuddled for a few minutes silently.
The he kissed me and whispered, "I kind of want you to fuck me now."
That somnolent monster, already, or maybe still, at half chubb, woke a notch more.
"I want to fuck you too," I replied eagerly.
"But," he went on, "I am also hungry, even though it seems like we just ate. And I want you to rest that body some more, so there is no lack of performance!"
"You are the one with all the experience operating this device," I deferred. "And besides, I've worked up an appetite too."
We disentangled ourselves and wandered naked into the kitchen, deciding on sandwiches. We had eaten all the bacon, so there would be no BLTs. Instead, we settled on peanut butter and strawberry jelly on toasted sourdough. The half-eaten bag of Lays potato chips had gone stale, but we devoured them anyway. The sandwiches were great. And we both drank two cans of LaCroix Passionfruit seltzer apiece.
As we sat at the small kitchen table over our lunch, chatting about inane, normal subjects like how Danny could replace his aging Toyota, or how much we were enjoying this new show called Ted Lasso. I found it increasingly hard to concentrate, however, because I kept wondering how long we were going to linger over lunch, before I could get down to screwing Danny. This was also distracting because it was so out of character. I knew in the abstract that he was attractive, but I had never so much as fantasized about him, much less actively planned to have him. Now my mind was compiling a list of positions...
Of course, I had never sat naked across the kitchen table from him, and I certainly had never had this anaconda down there, once more rearing itself up to full height, insisting on getting on with it.
Then Danny lifted his arms and stretched languorously, which made his breasts do all sorts of interesting things, stretching upward and following his movements. I could not keep my eyes off them, even though they were, well, mine.
"Keep that up and I'll bend you over right here on the kitchen table," I growled, sounding to myself much more like my body than me.
Danny laughed, and said, "No."
"No?"
"No. Your bedroom, with your nice big bed that was so comfy when I woke up in it this morning. In fact, last one there is a rotten egg," he called suddenly, and sprinted up from his chair toward my bedroom. I was hopelessly behind, but the view had its compensations for my sudden egg status.
I entered the bedroom steps behind Danny. He turned toward me as he reached the bed. I reached out and shoved him back onto the mattress. I forgot our reversed levels of strength and shoved harder than I wanted to. Fortunately, Danny only laughed as he bounced hard on the bed. I climbed up after and above him. I bent down and kissed him. Yep, still tasted great.
I had a laundry list in my head of different positions I wanted to rodger him in, but I wanted to start with the only position I had ever before fantasized about doing as a man: Good, old-fashioned Missionary. What would it be like to impose myself physically upon him?
Danny read my intentions, and seemed more than amenable. Of course, we immediately screwed up. I instinctively wanted to spread my thighs, while Danny pushed his together as if to slide between mine. We laughed again as we realized our momentary reversion to form, and I shifted to place myself between Danny's legs. I bent to kiss him again and we lost ourselves in each other's mouths for a bit, but I soon resumed my awareness of my cock resting eagerly against his mons. I shifted and my cock slid down between his legs, head brushing his smooth, hairless skin. He just sighed, anticipating relief.
I pressed upward. Achieving insertion was harder than I had naively thought, never having tried before. I had to rub it around and shift here and there, until suddenly the tip nestled in his extremely wet entrance, and we both held our breaths in sudden anticipation. I held there for a moment, to savor the anticipation, having on the brink.
But only for a moment. Even if I had wanted to drag things out, my imperfect control over this body would have prevented it. I exhaled in relief as I started to slide into Danny. His own answering sigh was light and happy.
I still took my time on my way in. To be honest, I was, in retrospect irrationally, worried about what damage this beast I was wielding would do to what I hoped would still be my body again in the future. I wanted to just plunge in, but I made myself invade Danny slowly, in hesitant small steps, with minor withdrawals between. I certainly was not scaring Danny. He had lived with this thing his whole life, and did not have the frame of reference to understand that he should have viewed this enormous thing I was coming at him with as an unnaturally large invader... if utterly mesmerizing.
Instead, he just grabbed my ass, dug in his fingers, and pulled me deeper and deeper.
I have always loved the sensation of a dick sliding inside me. Even the modest to average sized entrants that made up the vast majority of my prior experience almost always felt wonderful. The feel of a man pressing into me, filling me, was magic.
So was this, but in an utterly different way. Here I was an invader, pressing myself deeper and deeper into a warm, wet, welcoming but resistant embrace. My eyes almost crossed, just at the sensation of my initial entry. It took me a thrust or two to get the movement of my hips right, but once I had it, I found myself plunging in and out of Danny at a rapidly increasing rate. I braced myself on my arms above Danny, not (as I should have) to keep my weight from pressing down on him, but so I could watch his body move below me as I thrust.
I settled into a rhythm, and Danny wobbled beneath me with each thrust that buried me to the hilt. "Oh... wow," he said, in time with my penetrations. "Is this... as weird for... you... as it is... for me?"
"Yeah... crazy," I gasped through the exertion. "But good... right?"
"Fuck yeah..." sighed Danny.
I knew what to look for now, and when I started to feel my climax lurking around the bend, I stopped. In ordinary circumstances, it would have been a little disappointingly early. In this situation, it would have meant a criminally quick finale. I slid myself agonizingly free of Danny and gasped.
"We need to work our way through some more positions?" Danny breathed beneath me. I nodded breathlessly. "Good," he said, and shoved me to the side. I rolled off good-naturedly to the unoccupied side of my bed, and Danny followed me, hopping up to straddle me on his knees.
He cradled my cock in his hands and slid forward until he could rub my head along his pussy. It was wet, and open from my prior plundering. Danny sighed as he let himself settle downward, taking my back inside him. "Unnh," he groaned as he rested atop me. "Is this so good because it is so weird for me? Or is sex always this good for women?"
I laughed, pressing my hips upward a little to show my own enjoyment of the situation. "Sex is usually pretty good, you know. And I'll bet the novelty of this experience is making it better for both of us. And to be honest, I'm telling you that it is this good because you are getting screwed with this leviathan that you have carried around your whole life!"
"Oh really?" Danny drawled as he started to rise and fall atop me. "I thought size doesn't matter!"
"Yeah, we all say that," I gasped, revealing in Danny's progress up and down my cock. "Just a little faster please. We all say that, and none of you men really believe it. But honestly, it usually is really more about skill, personality, and chemistry than size. Unh. Usually. Oh god, that's just right. Please tell me that is perfect for you too."
Danny had leaned backward a little as I spoke and the shift had made him feel tighter around me. Such a small change made a nice improvement. It seems that it made more than just a nice improvement for Danny. I realized that my dick was now probably bashing against that nice spot I knew so well with every penetration. He broke an almost instant sweat, his face flushed again and stayed that way. His rate of rise and fall quickened more.
His breasts swayed above me and I almost absent-mindedly found my hands lifting to clasp, caress, and yes, squeeze them. Danny liked that too, and murmured his approval. His breathing got really shallow now and I figured he was going to come pretty quickly. My eyes locked on his face so I could watch when it happened.
I felt an orgasm of my own lurking in the wings, but I wasn't under pressure yet. And I really didn't want to come yet anyway. I hoped to have more control of it when I came, now that I had experienced it happening.
When he got really close, I released his boobs and grabbed his hips, using my hands to help him fuck me even more vigorously.



Danny started babbling breathlessly and a little incoherently, then moaned in a loud, high-pitched shout. The look on his face, my face, was pretty fucking gratifying. He smiled in ecstasy, eyes just barely closed, eyelashes fluttering. His hips stopped rising and falling, and he simply gyrated on my lap.
It was a single, long climax, the kind that I knew that exhausting but not disorienting, and quite satisfying.
Danny softly settled forward onto my chest. I kissed the top of his head. "Nice?" I asked.
"Very," he replied. "But you didn't get there..."
"Not yet," I chuckled back, fully intent on ensuring that Danny wasn't done yet either. I disengaged from him and he rolled to his side, not quite entirely spent. "Hands and knees," I whispered in his ear. He had the energy to chuckle, "Oh ho!" and climbed onto all fours in the middle of the mattress. I almost leapt I was so eager to try this, and moved behind him. I guided myself back once more to his already ravaged pussy and pushed into him from behind. Damn, this angle felt as good as I'd been told it did.
I looked down at Danny's back as I thrust. It was smooth, straight, and showed the small but hard muscles that were the reward of all my hours at the gym. And his ass... Damn, but I have a nice ass. It jiggled just the tiniest bit with each slap of my belly against it as I pounded into Danny.
I had a puckish notion and slapped that ass, more loudly than hard.
"Hey!" exclaimed Danny, looking over his shoulder at me. "What is that?" But he was smiling.
"It needed to me done," I shrugged and spanked him again. We both laughed for a moment, but my body's urges had me practically slamming into Danny now, thrusting as hard as I could. We both soon had no breath to spare for laughter. I just grabbed his ass now and held on like grim death as I felt that lurking orgasm step up to center stage. I grunted hard with each thrust.
Danny answered my guttural noises with soft cries of, "Oh," over and over again.
I knew the signs this time, and was ready for it when my balls boiled over and I came inside Danny. I wasn't shocked or surprised and was able to stay aware and enjoy the shattering experience. The male orgasm is just so crazy different from mine. Or, my old ones at least. Would I be getting those back?
I shook that thought off and reveled in the way my very existence seemed to have funneled its way out through my cock, then slowly refilled itself afresh throughout my body in the aftermath. I also knew that Danny was close as well and after the briefest hiccup, I resolved to keep going, no matter my exhaustion, until he had his again.
I needn't have worried. The sudden arrival of my sudden, powerful ejaculation sent him over the edge again. Danny collapsed down forward, pressing his face into my duvet and screaming in release. He writhed beneath me and I just kept going. It is surprisingly hard for a guy to keep humping after a powerful come, I learned. My dick was almost begging to be let go from the extreme over-stimulation of post-orgasmic thrusts. But I knew Danny probably could come at least one more time. I wanted him to have that. And besides, it hurt so good!
Danny did indeed explode a second time, lifting his head so I could hear his loud screeching groan. His hips struggled in my grasp and he lurched forward onto the bed and off my cock.
I teetered a moment above him, then swayed like a falling tree and came to rest on his back. My cock softened quickly this time, despite rubbing firmly against Danny's ass. I kissed the nape of his neck and we lay there shivering as we recovered.
I'd have lain there longer, enjoying the afterglow, but I rolled off of Danny. "Alright there buddy," I said, slapping that ass playfully once more, "You best move, or we will have a big wet spot issue to deal with!" We both laughed as I had to instruct him on how to deal with the aftermath.
Neither of us felt the need to put on clothes before we walked out to the rest of the house once more. It was an interesting sensation being able to walk around with The Thing completely limp for once. Interesting, and a relief.
We had horsed around much of the afternoon, and while it was still a little early for dinner, we were both hungry. I wonder why?
We really were low on food though. We could snack on chips and nuts, but the only really useful stuff left in the freezer was three boxes of plain, frozen spinach. "I'm not really into spinach," I said brandishing the boxes toward Danny, "but these would beat having to go out in public like this. I mean... in the wrong bodies, not naked."
Danny smiled back, "Oh, I think the naked part would be awkward too. Bu you were the one who bought that spinach. I thought you liked it?"
"You made spinach a couple of weeks back," I replied. "It was fine, and since you liked it, I bought more."
"Well thanks," Danny laughed out loud this time. "But I only made spinach because I somehow got the idea that you liked it. I can take it or leave it."
That had been sweet of him.
Still, spinach was better than the possibility of running into one of our friends and neighbors like this...
It turns out that, after a full day of having sex, spinach contains the exact right blend of nutrients the body craves. Suddenly, goddamned spinach was awesome. We wolfed down all three boxes hungrily, and agreed wholeheartedly with each other that plain, boxed, frozen spinach cooked in the microwave was the best thing evar.
After dinner, we sat together on the couch, trying to regain some semblance of normalcy. We watched the news, then streamed a documentary on the Maldives for some damned reason. By the time the show was done, we had each added the islands to our respective bucket lists.
We started to watch something else, but we were soon at each other once more. We traded oral again, though I went first this time. We tried to finish with a sixty-nine, but that was a bridge too far. For whatever reason, we could not wrap our heads around the reversal of situation. It was frustrating, as we had handled pretty much everything else, but after two attempts, we gave up in irritated laughter. So we just went to my bed and screwed, which was one hell of a consolation prize.
We barely had the energy to clean up and brush our teeth. We were exhausted, but both wordlessly agreed to sleep together in my bed.
Logically, we both expected to be back to normal the next day, so why not sleep in our own respective beds? The problem was, what if we didn't revert? Neither of us wanted to be alone when we woke up if we were still in each other's bodies.
So we drifted off.
I am a bit of a restless sleeper, to the point that I have run off a boyfriend or two who were picky about it. At some point in the dark, my hand flopped over and found itself cradling one of Danny's soft, enticing breasts. "Sorry," I whispered."
Danny just put his own hand on mine and pressed it softly against his boob. "Nice," he murmured back.
Soon, I was massaging that tit, and the nipple was fully awake before either of us was. But we both soon followed, or at least we were both about three-quarters awake. I rolled over to kiss Danny, and his soft lips responded languidly, then eagerly.
I slid further atop him and his hands wrapped around behind me, grabbing my ass and encouraging me to move between his legs. At some point, The Thing had reawakened and was once more putting its oar in about what should come next. Since Danny's own movements seemed to convey agreement, who was I to argue? Not that I wanted to.
Once more, this time confidently, I sank my cock into Danny. He was not so wet and prepared this time, and I had to work little to slide into his tightness. But once I was in, it was like a faucet had been turned on and I was soon sliding in and out atop him ecstatically.
We spoke not a work this time. It was so nice. And I was lost in my thoughts, really trying to understand what was so different about sex when on the other team. Well, that and lost in the sensations. Danny too, seemed lost in that same enjoyable introspection.
I went slow, having no great urgency to finish. I wanted, no, needed to have sex, but I think I wanted the experience, not the finale. Kisses were our only communication, so I guess we communicated thoroughly. In and out I ran that canon, and as things do eventually, I began to feel us both tensing once more.
Then suddenly I was flat on my back. The suddenness disoriented me. Things seemed weird all over again. I looked up at the ceiling above me and then realized that Danny lay atop me... and inside me.
I froze, and he did too.
"It is midnight," I whispered.
"Are you sure?" Danny responded, in his old voice.
I pointed upward, where my projector alarm clock painted "12:00" on the ceiling in red digital numerals. Danny craned his neck to see it and was momentarily distracted. "Huh," he said. "Cool clock!"
Then we suddenly stared at each other in shock. We were back in our own bodies. It was over.
Danny looked uncertain. I felt him hesitate, as if about to pull away. The rules were no longer upended. We could go back to our own, regular lives.
"Danny," I said.
"Uh, yeah?" he answered uncertainly.
"If you don't get back to fucking me, I will kill you."
—————
Thanks as always for reading! I hope you liked it. Please vote, and maybe check out my other works.
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Please remember, as with all my stories, should you be looking for 'Realism', just move on. I aim for 'Ridiculously Plausible'. All named characters in this story are eighteen or much older.
This one is a slow burn, and it is a one-off, guys and gals, unless someone has a really great idea for me on how to move beyond this finale.
----------
My last class on Wednesdays let out at 4:15, but I had hung out for a few minutes with another student to argue with our professor about a point she had made during the discussion that afternoon. Both my friend Cassie and I felt that the woman needed to know that she was just flat wrong, but didn't want to waste our classmates' time with our corrective input. Fifteen predictably unproductive minutes later, our professor remained impervious to our superior arguments, and we finally despaired of fixing her.
My friend peeled off to head for her newer, more luxurious dorm, and I carded myself into the aging Stenson Hall, wherein lay my own, less expensive, lair. I stopped to stomp the unseasonably late snow off my boots in the entry, then briskly hopped up the stairs to the second floor and ambled down the hall. I was in a good mood. I had a fun argument under my belt already that day, and my homework situation was about a chill as it ever got.
Two rooms before I reached my own, I saw the door to 210 standing open. The cultural rule at my university is that if you leave your door open, it is an invitation to one and all to drop in and hang out. If you find a door closed, but you still want to talk to the inhabitant(s), you knock, and wait. No answer, you move on. About a third of doors were open at any given time. I had passed several to get to this point in the hall.
I did not pass 210, however. Instead I swung in. 210 was the abode of Lisa and Lee. Both were sophomores like me, and both were good friends, and near continuous obsessions, of mine. I paused in the doorway and rapped on the frame. "Everybody decent in here?" I called as I came on in.
"Fully clothed!" sang out Lee cheerily.
"Shucks. Life is a continuous series of disappointments," I grumbled as I passed their closets flanking the entrance and stopped in the middle of the room. The two of them shot a look at each other. That was honestly about the most flirty I ever got with these two girls, but not because I wasn't interested. Far, far from it.
Lisa was sitting on her bed against the left wall, her legs crossed. The dorm rooms in Stenson are chronically kept at a wastefully, uncomfortably, warm temperature. Therefore, despite the late spring snow outside, Lisa was wearing athletic shorts. That suited me fine, as it afforded me a great view of her crossed, tauntingly athletic legs. Her naturally platinum blonde bangs hung down over her face as she twisted to the left to type furiously on the laptop sitting upon the bed next to her. She looked up at me briefly, an absent-minded but brilliant smile flashing into view. She muttered, "Hello, George," and she went back to banging away on her keyboard, obviously completing a thought.
Lee was likewise sitting on her bed against the opposite wall, propped up against the veritable mountain of pillows she always kept there. She held a copy of The Invisible Man loosely in her hand in a gesture that clearly indicated that she'd prefer talking to me, or probably even a wall, over reading that book. She laid it open but face-down on the beautiful, half-shade darker than café au lait skin of her leg. She too was wearing shorts. Lee habitually wore her shorts almost to the knee however, as if she didn't like inviting comparisons to Lisa's toned masterpieces. Privately, I thought that ridiculous. Lee might not have the sculpted limbs of the nationally ranked skier that Lisa was, but her softer, curvier legs and ass were equally enticing, if differently so. She was mixed-race, and I mean really mixed-race. In just the prior three generations of her family, she boasted ancestors from the continent of Africa, two distinct parts of Asia, and Mexico, along with that most exotic of ethnicities: 14th generation Connecticut WASP. It seemed like the fates had decided to combine in Lee the most striking elements of each of her heritages. Not always the most 'classically' beautiful elements, mind you, but the most striking.
It should be obvious that I had the hots for both of them. And that was my problem.
Neither had much history of boyfriends in the time that I had known them. Both were wildly attractive to me, if in different ways. Both were happy, funny, smart, and charismatic. And both liked me, in what seemed like the best (worst) tradition of Platonic friendship. I wanted to change that. I wanted very much to ask one or the other of them out, and had wanted to since I had met them both the first day of the fall semester.
But which one?
"Are you going to the concert Friday night, George?" Lisa asked as I dropped my book bag and flopped uninvited onto their purple velour bean bag that served as a guest chair in their room.
"Yeah, thank God the weather will do its usual spring thing and be 60 instead of snowing by then," I answered. I had grabbed a ticket for the cheaper lawn seating area back when they first went on sale. "You guys are going too, I assume?"
Our college boasted an outdoor amphitheater that often hosted public concerts and other performances beyond strictly campus events. Like most students, I had gone for the cheaper option that left you sitting or standing on the wide grass slope back behind where the people with adult money sat. It was the thing to do, even with the weather risk at that time of year. There was usually a pretty good party out there on the lawn beyond all the covered seating. Lisa slapped her laptop closed with satisfaction and patted a Ticketmaster printout on her desk. "We will see you out on the lawn," she declared.
We chatted idly about the headline band, arguing about which album of theirs was the best. As is often the case with the three of us, especially when one or more is trying to avoid doing their homework, the conversation soon veered wildly off course to a heated discussion of 90's Grunge Rock. Once on that subject, both Lee and Lisa started mooning over the 'tragic story' of Kurt Cobain. I contended hotly that he was a shit and an asshole who had had it all and whose self-indulgent suicide, exactly like Hemingway's, served only to deprive the world of all the great work that they would have produced, if they's just manned up instead of making out with a shotgun.
"You are a cold-hearted asshole," Lisa told me good-naturedly.
Look, I might have had the burning hots for both these girls, but that didn't mean I was going to back down on my opinion on a loser like Cobain. I have standards when it comes to my arguments about inconsequentialities.
Who am I kidding? Had I felt I was anywhere close to sealing the deal with either of them, I'd have agreed with just about any ridiculous contention, including Lee's fervent belief that Niall Horan is in possession of any talent at all beyond simply looking good. But since I could not even make a decision about which of them to ask out in the first place, there was no potential deal to seal, even in early draft form. So Kurt Cobain and his memory just had to be shit upon. It was the only right and proper thing to do.
That sort of mental process was often underlying my thoughts when I hung out with the girls. I really wanted to go out with one of them, but was terrified of deciding who, and of what might happen if I tried.
So I did nothing. And by nothing, I mean not any kind of thing. I was so hung up on these two that I didn't ask anyone else out either. I'm not sure that even in the impossible event that my lesbian friend Cassie had suddenly declared that she need to suck some cock for her Human Sexuality homework, that I'd have said yes. (That last example was for exaggerated illustration purposes only. Had Cassie expressed any interest in my dick, I'd have dropped trou instantly, even had we been standing in the middle of the Quad. Cassie, while quite hot, was not as sexy as either Lisa or Lee, but her friendly unattainability worked at my soul like a pebble in my shoe.)
I had resolved early on to simply bide my time, enjoy Lisa and Lee's friendship, ogle them out of the corner of my eye, and look for any indication that one or the other might be finally looking for an invitation. And I had completely given up trying to decide between them. However, the problem was, neither they nor the fates seemed in any hurry to make my choice for me.
Our conversation wandered back to the topic of Friday's band, and the crazily public 'love' life of its lead singer. The fact is, unrequited lusts aside, I really enjoyed hanging out and shooting the shit with Lisa and Lee. I made it almost half an hour before the sweltering heat and my thick outdoor clothes and puffy vest made it too uncomfortable to sit there any longer, and I bestirred myself to head back to my own room. In addition to the heat, both girls had had homework in front of them when I first entered, and I was concerned that I might wear out my welcome. That would be a fate to be avoided at all costs with either of them, much less both. I judged that I had been right, and that they really did need to work, as Lee closed the door behind me when I left.
My own room was quiet as always as I entered.I stripped down so I could put on something light enough to handle the heat of winter-strength radiators in a time of warm spring snow. I had essentially an oversized single dorm, as my assigned roommate had dropped out after the fall semester. It wasn't that he was having any trouble with his classes, but was instead so damned smart that he was bored to tears. As it turned out, he would end up taking three full semesters off before coming back and graduating with both a bachelors and a masters in five total years, including the time he had taken off. While he was gone, he nerded out on his keyboard and his workbench and came up with a gizmo that you probably own at least one of, and sold it for high seven figures to the multinational that now sells it like it was their idea. When he wasn't reinventing consumer electronics, the guy was screwing the beautiful girlfriend he'd been with since Senior year in high school. The fucker.
I only bring up my rock star of an ex-roommate to illustrate how much I am not some kind of exceptional dude. At 5' 8", I'm a good two inches below average height for a guy. I'm in decent shape, and I almost always shower regularly, so I got that going for me. As a student, B+'s come to me as easy as breathing in virtually any subject, but I've got to actually be interested in the material to get A's or especially A+'s. I'm that guy who other kids hate because he makes things look easy, but who also seldom impresses anyone that matters with his results. (Hi Mom!) My only feature that really stands out is my smile. The evidence provided by women over the years has suggested that it is a real winner, and after four miserable years in braces as a kid, it damned sure ought to be good now. I tend to smile a lot, in part because I am usually a pretty happy guy, and in part because I have learned instinctively that smiling increases my chances that certain things might happen to make me even happier...
I tended to smile constantly when I was around Lisa and Lee. Neither seemed to find it weird or off-putting, but, alas, neither of them had spontaneously melted into my arms because of it either.
I had plans to go to the concert with my friends Carl and Pepe. The high plains weather had done its thing and the air was thirty degrees warmer than it had been just two days prior. There was not a cloud in the sky, and the ground was dry. We horsed around as we crossed campus, shoving each other a little and giving shit to Pepe for being so tall and to me for being so short.
To be clear, I am not short. I am five-eight. I am shorter, not short.
When we got to the venue and the warm-up act came out to annoy everyone, I found that Carl and Pepe, the shits, had each arranged to meet dates. I suddenly found myself sitting on the grass between two couples, neither of which had any interest in talking to me. After I had sat there like a total prat for an awful warm-up song or two, I rose and excused myself. Neither buddy took note of my departure.
I wandered around aimlessly, or so I told myself. I had an aim, of course. It was to find Lisa and Lee, which I did in short order. During the first couple of months that I knew them, I couldn't understand why I was always able to find them in a crowd so easily. I eventually realized that I was using some sub-conscious process that recognized the way that people's eyes tend to gravitate toward the two of them, and I was just following the currents of other people's attention.
I approached, and lowered myself to sit cross-legged behind them.
"There you are," drawled Lee.
"I thought you were coming with Pepe and Carl," added Lisa.
I shrugged and nodded off behind us and to the left, where Carl and his new girl were lying on the grass, horizontal and superimposed. "They both found better company than I was going to provide."
They both laughed at my expense, as did I.
The concert was great, once the opening act got the fuck out of there. I was especially happy when Lee and Lisa slid backward to sit on either side of me during the show, including me between them. The bad news was that I could no longer stare openly at their asses, which was a genuine loss. But the good news was that I could check out both of their fronts out of the corners of my eyes. Lisa's modest but perfectly formed tits were hard to make out in her loose, lavender Lacoste shirt. Lee's much more impressive chest was clearly outlined by her tight teeshirt from the band's tour the prior year. She might have not loved her legs, but she was just fine with making sure people got an eyeful of her chest.
As the concert went on, I found myself rubbing shoulders with both girls as we swayed back and forth, singing the lyrics along with the band and half the crowd. Later, during a slower song, Lee tiredly leaned against me, resting against my arm. A moment of so after that, Lisa leaned over against my other side. They stayed there, leaning on my shoulders for a long time. It was the nicest, longest, most casually intimate contact I had ever had with either of them. Alas, neither seemed more affectionate than the other. And anyway, there seemed to be nothing remotely sexual or romantic about it on either side.I just grossed to the music and leant sturdy support to each. But I still found myself fighting a boner that would have been square in both their fields of vision had it gone much further toward fruition. Fortunately, the next song was one of the band's big hits, and everybody leapt to their feet. It was great evening, and I honestly thought that I had touched each of them more during that concert than I had in total since I had met them, even if it had been just shoulder-to-shoulder.
I have to confess though, it really got me going. When I got back to my double-sized yet single dorm room, I yanked my pants down to my knees and threw myself onto my bed.
I looked down at my cock to see Lisa's smiling, cornflower blue eyes looking back up at me. Her long, lush lashes, incredibly alluring even without mascara, framed those glorious orbs spectacularly. I groaned as she worked my cock in her delicate hands. With a grin that arched her almost invisible platinum eyebrows, she tilted my head against her lips and pushed me inside her mouth.
I rolled my head back, then looked down. The girl kneeling before me had morphed, and now I was looking at the lovely mocha face of Lee. Her brown eyes smiled up at me just as happily, their dark pools sparkling with delight. Her wide mouth, decorated with the eccentrically bright red lipstick she always wore, wrapped more easily around my cock than Lisa's had. I moaned as she easily took my shaft in and out rapidly.
Later, at a point where it was once more Lisa's happy face that consumed my cock, I shuddered and moaned quietly as my balls emptied and sprayed white jizz all over my stomach and hand. I collapsed backward, feeling just little bit of shame that I had, as was often the case, used my friends like that in my masturbatory fantasies.
To be fair, Scarlett Johansen may have also made an appearance, giving my friends a break during the middle of the festivities. She and a few other celebrities often dropped by, but that night it was Scarlett, I'm pretty sure. She took off pretty quickly after she appeared, though. My mind was on my dorm mates.
I and my smile have always done pretty well with the girls, but since less than a month after first meeting Lisa and Lee, Rosy Palm and her crew had been my only sexual partners. Everyone does well with the ladies when they are lying alone in the dark, with their dick in their hand. I just was getting sick and tired of getting 'laid' like that... even if it did involve Scarlett Johansen... or sometimes a young Halle Berry.
Oh, and sometimes I thought about... You get the picture.
The next weekend, I was once more ensconced on Lisa and Lee's beanbag on Saturday afternoon, setting sunlight streaming through the window and half blinding me as we talked. We all three got an Instagram notification at the same time and smirked at each other as we each checked our phones. We had been talking about nothing interesting enough to ignore the social media stimulation, especially since we all got the same notification.
It was a picture of Carl and his girl from the concert. The picture was from the shoulders up, and it was pointedly obvious that like his, her shoulders were innocent of any clothing, even camisole or bra straps... Our conversation went to Carl's hot new item, and our universal agreement that it would not last.
"Still, I refuse to Like this damned pic," declared Lisa. "No guy that have I wanted to has asked me out all year."
Lee almost hissed at Lisa, then added sort of quellingly, "Me either, girl!" They kind of shared a fraught look for a moment. Then, damned if they didn't both turn their gaze on me! And it wasn't the friendliest look I'd ever seen from either of them.
"Hey," I defended myself, against what, I didn't know. But I apparently needed defending. "I'm date-free these days, too! My social life isn't any better than yours. Hell, my social life is your social life," I added, looking to blunt from their weirdly angry vibe with mutual camaraderie.
They traded looks. Then Lisa seemed to assume the role as spokesperson and almost shouted, "Oh, fuck off, George," she said, almost acidly.
"Yeah," agreed Lee. "Fuck off. Like, fuck right off out of our room. We don't need your sympathy."
And just like that, for the first time ever, I got kicked out of their room. And they even slammed the door behind me!
To say I was non-plussed would be an understatement. I wandered back to my own room, a little dazed. What the fuck was that?
Were they mad at some guy or guys, and I, as the closest member of the species, was taking the hit for him/them?
I resolved to give the girls a wide berth for a week to let the heat blow over. I went to visit some friends in another dorm and had dinner there so I wouldn't see them in our dining hall that Saturday. The next morning, I made myself get up earlier than usual for my morning run, so I would be long past the place where they did Sunday yoga before that activity began. My usual MO, of course, was to time my passing by to coincide with the middle of that workout. The way I could get an eyeful of them (and others) doing some pose like Downward Dog. God bless yoga pants and Downward Dog! That afternoon, I stayed in my room, with my door actually closed for once, forced myself to be a student, and did some homework.



While I was puzzling how to avoid doing any more work than absolutely necessary on a paper for History, I suddenly threw down my pen in disgust. Why the fuck was I hiding out from Lisa and Lee? There was a video game tournament going on just one flight of stairs away from me in the common room, but here I was, in my room, alone, working on a paper for a gut course... and it was not even due for two more weeks. I sighed and picked up my pen. My resolve to stay away crumbled a little and I decided that, while I would stick with hiding out for the rest of the day, I'd go drop in on them Monday afternoon, acting like nothing happened. Hopefully they would act that way too.
After another half an hour, I had good news and bad news for myself. The good news was that I had figured out a subject that was actually interesting to me. The bad news was that that meant I was actually going to put in some work on this paper, and that meant ten perfectly good hours would eventually go down the crapper.
Suddenly, there was a knock on my door. That was unusual. A closed door meant that either you weren't in, or were working. (Or masturbating, but that part usually went unsaid.) If they encountered a closed door, people usually just moved on, or maybe sent you a text instead. I shrugged and called out, "It's unlocked."
The door opened and Lisa and Lee entered my room, closing the door behind them.
Just fucking fabulous. A man could not even hide around here.
I was still a little ticked at being told to fuck off, so I didn't stand, simply swiveling my desk chair around in the space where it sat between my two beds. "Hey guys. Sit down," I invited. Upon hearing how desultory my own tone was, I regretted my surliness instantly. I waved at my old roommate's bed, which I had done up like a couch for visitors. The girls usually never visited me--it always seemed like I was the one visiting them.
Instead of both sitting on the couch as I had indicated, only Lee sat down there, while Lisa instead went and sat on the edge of my barely made bed. That meant that I couldn't look at both of them at the same time, which bothered me. The same basic orientation, me in the middle with them to either side, held true all the time when I hung out on their beanbag chair in their room, but this was different, and since I was feeling a bit like a mama wolf who suddenly found two coyotes hanging around to either side of her den, I felt a little vulnerable. Although... it seemed almost like they separated because they had some problem with each other, rather than trying to outflank me. I dismissed the thought. The two of them having a spat would be unusual, and highly unlikely. I was being flanked.
To cover my discomfort, I leaned back in my chair and looked back and forth as they settled down. On top of everything else, did they really need to look so damned good today? "What's up guys?" I asked mildly, in what was probably a failed attempt to look casual.
"Sorry about the 'fuck off', yesterday," they both blurted out, almost in unison. They both chuckled with some confused, suddenly good humor, and looked sheepishly at each other.
Instinctively, I immediately replied, "Oh, don't worry about it." But given the way that they both looked so guilty, I thought I had the opportunity to let my honest feelings out a little past my instinctive politeness. "But the fact is, I was a little hurt," I went on, seizing the moment. "Do you want to tell me what the Hell was going on?" I looked back and forth between them, since I could not look at them both at the same time.
Neither replied. They both just sat there, looking uncomfortable. At first, I thought they looked contrite, but that wasn't really the right word. My head and eyes got tired of swiveling back and forth between them like I was at a tennis match, and I let my gaze stay on Lee. She was usually the more talkative. If I stared at her long enough, I could probably make her uncomfortable enough to start babbling.
Lee just back looked at me. I was sure now that the look on her face wasn't contrition like it should have been. It was hesitancy--like she wanted to speak, but also didn't want to.
In the end, it was Lisa who broke the silence. "The thing is," she began, and my eyes swiftly swung to meet hers. They had the same reluctance as Lee's, though with a growing resolve. "The thing is," she went on with nervous energy, "we have been wondering: Why haven't you ever asked either one of us out?"
I now felt like a mama wolf with five cubs who finds about 50 coyotes completely surrounding her den. This was not the question I had wanted or anticipated. "Ah-um-uh," I said, temporizing while sounding a bit less coherent than an orchestra warming up. My first instinct was to tell them that we were all such good friends, why make things weird? But I don't like to lie, and I especially did not want to lie to these two women. "Uh, why do you ask?" I asked meekly.
Lisa seemed taken aback in turn by my question, and hesitated. Lee rushed in to support her. "Don't answer questions with questions. It's rude," she snapped at me, some of the peevishness that had led to the "fuck offs" the day before back in her voice. "Don't sit there looking so innocent. Are you telling us that you never thought to ask one of us out?"
"Um, the thought had crossed my mind," I grudgingly admitted, hating myself for going that far. I felt like the tide was washing the sand out from underneath my feet.
"Okay then," Lee said, almost triumphantly. "Then why didn't you?"
I opened my mouth, unsure what excuse was going to come out when Lisa rejoined the fray. "And if you had gone ahead, which one of us would you have asked?"
Fuck. Fuck. Fuck.
That was the nuclear question. My eyes darted back and forth between them and realized they were looking back and forth between me and each other like hawks. Hawks who were not going to settle for a non-answer. 'The thought had crossed my mind' had been enough for them to hang me with.
Fuck. Fuck. Fuck.
I took a deep breath. It was better to be slain as a lion than as a lamb.
"And that is why I haven't asked either of you out," I almost shouted. "Which the fuck one of you would I ask?" They shut up at that, which sucked, because it meant I had to go on. "You two are my favorite women on Earth. Sorry, Mom," I added, looking over my shoulder in an attempt to lighten this miserable confession. "And I like you independent of the fact that you two are also the hottest girls at this school, as far as I'm concerned," I added, thinking in my panic that depositing a little flattery in the account would do a guy good when it came time to pick through the rubble after this clusterfuck.
I sighed. "Asking either one of you out would mean having to pass up on one of the best women I have ever known. How the hell could I choose to pass on either one of you?" I said, rushing faster and more emphatically with each phrase. I took a cleansing breath, then pushed on. "I suppose I could have flipped a coin. Believe me, that 'crossed my mind', too. But it would be a skeezy way to resolve such an important issue. And it would not solve the other, far more complex reason that I haven't made a choice." I paused for a moment, then rushed on. "For every one good thing that could come from asking one of you out, there were ten things that could go wrong, and a few more that absolutely would go wrong!"
My gave swiveled back and forth some more, and they both looked taken aback at my sudden fervor, and confused at my last diatribe.
"Let's look at the math on this," I said, which drew groans from both of them, because they hate it when I go all 'look at the math'. I briefly experienced a relived feeling that they would still groan like normal at that phrase, as if, for a moment, nothing had changed and we were just wrangling about history trivia or something.
But we were not, and everything had.
I plunged on, like an idiot.
"There are four basic cases I have had to consider. Possibility One," I said ticking it off on the fingers of my left hand. "There is some minor chance that each of you would welcome me asking them out. What chance? I have no fucking idea. There is also a much greater chance," I went on, ticking off a second finger, "that neither of you is actually interested in going out with me. Finally, there is also an indeterminable chance that one of you does, and the other one does not. And vice versa, of course," I said, ticking off fingers three and four. I had stopped looking at either one of them and just stared at the floor as I ground on, baring my dilemma to them both--my dilemma that they had created. "That means that no matter which one of you I asked out, I had one chance at happiness, while the other three out of four possibilities would end in utter fucking disaster."
"What?" One of them asked quietly, I don't know which one.
"If neither of you were interested, but I did ask one of you, then both of you would be laughing at me," I ground out, holding up two fingers. Before they could deny it, I ground on, "Oh sure, we'd soon enough laugh and move on as friends again, but forever after, I'd be just a little pathetic in both your minds, and it would Poison. Everything."
"Next," I continued after the shortest of painful pauses, with now one finger raised, "If you both somehow actually wanted me to ask you out, and I went ahead and asked one of you, I would certainly be pissing off and hurting the other, which would suuuuuck."
"And what if one of you did like me, but I asked out the other one?" I asked, my eyes a little haunted as I spoke out loud all this horrible calculus that had occupied my mind for months. I waggled my ring finger. "I'd be making my friendship with the one of you I did ask out forever after awkward--see the first scenario. Worse, I would be being super hurtful to the one of you who had actually wanted to be asked instead. And worst of all, in this case and the one before, I would likely be putting a hole, possibly below the waterline, in you two's friendship with each other, which I am Not. Going. To. Do."
We were all silent for a minute before I felt compelled to fill the quiet with more words. I had some other complaints, now that I was rolling. "For a long time, I kept trying to talk myself into taking the leap regardless, taking that awful chance. But lately, I've just been numbly letting things roll on as they have been, and for two reasons," I went on significantly. "First, neither of you has given me the first damned signal that I had an opening to step up and ask. And believe me, I. Have. Been. Looking," I said, openly glaring at them both. "And second..."
"Second," I went on after a breath, "we go back to the start. If I have to choose, how the fuck do I do that? You are both equally amazing friends, in exactly the same way. And you are both equally smoking hot, in totally different ways." I had blown way past the point where I might have been able to salvage at least our current relationship, and I had already realized that. Whatever form of friendship, if any, I had with them going forward, it would be utterly changed. But until that moment, I had not realized how fucking angry I was at this situation, and at them, however unfairly. And I was still rolling. "So, if one of you actually does want to go out with me, since this is the fucking twenty-first century, why don't you ask me instead, and let me out of this horrible box?"
With that, I clamped my mouth shut and glared at both of them, dying a little inside. No, I was dying a lot.
The two of them just stared at each other, sheepishly at least. Then they looked down. Lisa heaved a deep breath and said softly, "We're sorry George."
Lee added, "Yeah. We didn't meant to... We didn't want..." She trailed off.
Lisa said to Lee softly, "I think it's our turn to fuck off." Lee agreed just as softly. They both rose and turned toward the door.
"You never need to fuck off from this room, ever," I called just as softly after both of them. "Please," I added as my door clicked shut.
I sat alone, in the dying light of late afternoon.
Fuck. Fuck. Fuck.
For a few moments, I hoped that the catharsis would have revealed to me my True Inner Preference™, but no such luck. I remained quite stuck on both of the twin horns of my dilemma. I genuinely could not decide who I wanted more, because I kind of wanted them equally. And I desperately did not want to risk hurting either one of them.
Pretty sure that train has pulled out of the station, partner.
Worse, even though I had never given up looking for signs of interest, I had mostly given up hoping to actually see any from either of them. Now, I began to suspect that they had come into my room to bully me into finally asking out whichever one of them wanted me to, and instead, I had carpet bombed both of them, along with whatever glimmer of an opening had been about to be presented.
Fuck. Fuck. Fuck.
This paper was not going to write itself, but I found, sitting there, that I wasn't going to write it either. Not that day. So I just sat there, not turning on a light, even as the sun set.
Another soft knock came at my door. Christ, what now? I hesitated to answer. My mind leapt in hope that one of the girls had returned to take me up on my offer, ask me out, and solve all my problems. But I knew I wasn't that lucky a guy. Besides, it was probably Carl, wanting to either brag about how awesome his new girl's tits were, or to moan about how she had already dumped him.
"Come," I barked. The off chance that Carl would come in all bummed out gave me hope for the justice of the universe.
Instead, it was both Lisa and Lee again.
Lee slid hesitantly back into my room first, followed by Lisa, who closed the door softly. This time, they both sat together on my 'couch'. They took a deep breath and looked at each other.
"George," began Lisa, "we want to apologize again for setting off that whole painful experience for you today."
"And the pain that lead up to it," added Lee. "But please understand, we haven't been happy either. It is why we came barging in here earlier."
"Huh?"
"Look, here is the thing..." Lee went on, then stalled.
"...the option from your big fucking 'look at the math' analysis that is actually going on here is the one where each of us kind of wants you to ask us out," Lisa finished for her. They both looked at me.
A part of my heart, I think it was the left ventricle, was singing an aria at that revelation. Both of them were attracted to me! The other three quarters of my heart loudly objected that this solved nothing as they sank through the floor. I realized that in fact, we were now in one of the options that meant certain disaster if I chose either one of them. Worse, I now knew that it also meant certain disaster if I had chosen neither of them, which is what I had done and what had resulted. I just looked back at Lisa, then Lee, miserably.
"So... why...I mean, some hint might..." I stammered abortively, wondering miserably how I could have missed this. How could I have missed these two amazing girls being interested in me when I never did much else but look for signs of that whenever they were around?
"So, why didn't either of us ask you out? Or why, at least, didn't we send some pretty clear signals?" Lisa helped me out, finishing my thought instead of Lee's this time around. I just stared at her.
"Remember back at the start of fall semester, when we first met?" asked Lee. "You were going out with what's her name, Bernadette?" Going out with Bernadette had been a mistake. The sex had been, well, the sex had been non-existent, but I had been happy to be patient there. I had finally manipulated her into breaking up with me because she was annoying, and clingy, and she chewed with her mouth just open enough to annoy the hell out of me.
"Well," Lee continued, "even though you were 'off-limits' when we first met, we found ourselves talking about you more and more. Then, when we heard that you two broke it off..."
"Lee immediately turned to me to ask how long I thought she should wait before she tried to get you to go out with her," interjected Lisa.
Lee interrupted right back. "And Lisa told me that sometime in the distant future would suit her just fine, since she intended to go out with you instead!"
"And," Lisa went on, "just like you said, it put an immediate strain on things in our room. So we made a pact not to compete over encouraging you. We decided we would just be chill, and friendly, and just... there. There when you got over Bernie."
"And so we fell into the opposite rut from yours," said Lee. Had they somehow rehearsed this back and forth? "But then there was the concert," she went on. "And you hung with us the whole time, and we both kind of just sat there that one part, with our heads on your shoulders. And it was so nice."
"You put your head on his shoulder first, Lee," jabbed Lisa quickly, with just a trace of heat in her voice. No, they had not rehearsed this. That made it even more impressive how awfully good at finishing each other's sentences they were. I'd seen them do it on a few occasions before, but never this well, or this much.
"Yes, I did. And I said I was sorry. But you did it right after me," replied Lee defensively. "And then," she went on, turning back to me, "We had a little fight about that after the concert. Then we got our shit under control, and things sort of went back to normal. But yesterday morning, we started grousing again, though this time we were in agreement that the problem was that you, fucking George, just kept stringing us both along."
Lisa jumped in again. "Then, not an hour later, you were sitting there, holding court on our beanbag like always, and that fucking picture came through. We both got a little snotty about it, but your response was... not helpful."
"Not helpful at all," agreed Lee.
"So we were bitches, and threw you out."
"But we felt bad about it," Lee put in.
"Yes, we did. And we talked about that last night. Then this morning, we convinced ourselves that you had to like one or the other of us, or you would not hang around so much. So we had the brilliant idea that we should just interrogate you until we found out who," continued Lisa. She hesitated.
I looked at them humorlessly but agreeably. "But instead of solving your problem, I took off and nuked you from orbit over my problem," I replied. "Sorry about that. Please know I'm sorry."
They both nodded. Lee took up the thread. "So we retreated and talked some more. The biggest thing we agreed on was that your analysis was right. Even if you had been willing to choose one of us, it was going to blow everything up between us, and also between the loser and you."
I opened my mouth to object to the word 'loser'.
Lisa spoke before I could. "So we talked and talked, and realized the solution."
I looked at her. If they saw a solution to all this, now that it was in the open, they were way more perceptive than I was. Lee looked at her, clearly leaving Lisa with the floor this time.
"The only way we all end up happy, and not one gets hurt..." said Lisa hesitantly, trembling a little. "The only way out is if maybe... you don't have to choose?"
At first, I thought they meant to just keep on keeping on. But after the emotional turmoil of the last few days, there was no way they could believe, any more than I could, that just going back to ourstatus quo ante was going to solve anything. I started to envision trying to date both of them, trading dates and trying to keep things equal between these two girls who had revealed a competitive streak (over me!) that I should have recognized was there. I thought about that for less than second and was exhausted. I did not see how they had found a solution...



Then I realized what they were actually suggesting. They did not want a return to our three-way stand-off. I could see they were proposing the utter, polar opposite of that.
In stories, when a guy is offered the opportunity for a threesome, much less the possibility of a throuple, he always hesitates trying to buy time. He is supposed to be afraid that the whole thing is a cruel trap, or just simply going to end in disaster somehow. His noble instincts are supposed to hold him back. Perhaps the opportunity is supposed to crystalize and reveal his feelings for whichever it his True Inner Preference™. Fear, uncertainty, and doubt, in various forms, are supposed to paralyze him.
Here is the thing, at least in my case: What a guy in this circumstance actually does is...
Before Lisa managed to finished inhaling after her last sentence, I found myself excitedly and unreservedly saying, "I'm in."
They both laughed at how fast I said it, and I'm pretty sure I blushed myself. "Gonna fall on this grenade willingly, are you soldier?" chuckled Lee, but I thought I heard in both of their laughter a little relief that I was agreeing.
Come on. What red-blooded male could possibly do anything else?
I just looked at them, and by way of banishing the stupid, silly grin I could not otherwise wipe off my face, I did something that I had never done before, that I had always been extraordinarily careful to do. I let them both also see the naked hunger I had always felt around them. I let my eyes roam back and forth between them, not in the darting, nervous manner I had employed lately, but slowly, appreciatively. I gloried in their beautiful faces, yes, but I also let myself stare directly at their bodies. Their delicious bodies. Lee's lush, smooth curves. Lisa's sleek lines. My grin became less stupid and more, yes, hungry. They both liked that look, I could see. Lisa's pale white skin flushed almost crimson as blood rushed to her face. It was harder to perceive, with her more exotic complexion, whether that happened to Lee as well, but I could see her wide nostrils flare.
I was halfway out of my chair, eyes locked on theirs when I had the sudden realization that I was about to veer right back into silliness. I needed to play this cool. So I tried. And failed. "So, uh, when can we, uh, should we, uh..." I trailed off, turning my lunge out of the chair into a scratch of my head that fooled nobody.
The two of them looked at each other, and with a giggle regained control over the situation which I had momentarily taken. They shrugged theatrically, and turned back to me. "Seems like, after all this wasted delay," began Lisa before a pause, after which she finished her own thought for once, "that there is no time like the present!"
With that, they both just fucking whipped off their shirts, right there, on my ex-roommate's bed. They may not have rehearsed that whole back and forth before coming in, but they certainly had decided in advance what to do if things worked out like they indeed had. It was a measure of how upset I had been when they came back to my room that afternoon that I somehow failed to notice that neither of them were wearing a bra. They both always wore bras. Always. Trust me. This is the sort of detail that an obsessed, frustrated male catalogs. But there were no bras today.
Honestly, is there another sight quite so magical as a woman's bare breasts as she tugs her top off over her head? There is the glorious magic of the reveal, of course--the way her treasures burst into view. But there is also the simple, fascinating, soft-body physics of breasts stretching upward with her arms, the way they may bob when finally popping free of their covering, or perhaps they sway if she has to work at getting free of the garment. And I was treated to that magnificent view in stereo.
I literally stumbled. If humans really were some kind of electronic simulations, the beauty I was assaulted with would have tripped some kind of fault interrupt in my mind. As it was, it only tripped my ankles.
Lisa's breasts were exactly as perfectly formed, pert, and bouncy as I had always thought, but in person they also seemed a good bit bigger than I had expected. Still modest, mind you, perfect for her lithe form, but nonetheless bigger than I had always surmised. The tips of Lisa's delicately quivering mounds were rosy pink, just darker in shade but identical in hue to her pale lips. The aureoles were round and tiny and towered over by petite, perkily hard nipples that screamed for attention.
Lee's boobs were every bit as big as I had guessed they were... had hoped that they were. But they were more... robust, more lush than my imagination had projected. Her nipples were just as excited by the situation as Lisa's, but wider, meatier, and surrounded by alluringly wrinkled circles the size of my thumb, all nearly as dark as her hair.
I gulped, regained my footing and went to try to sit between them on the couch, but they both stopped me in my tracks before them and made me remain standing. "We haven't worked out between us how this is all going to go down," chuckled Lee as they stopped me while still standing before them, "but we did kind of workshop this first bit."
With that, Lee tugged at my jean's button, then pulled down the zipper. Lisa grabbed the waistband of both jeans and underwear and yanked both downward eagerly. I gasped and stopped her desperately. I reached into my drawers and freed my agonizingly hard cock from the fabric Hanes tourniquet they were trying to castrate me with, and my manhood snapped upward to eager, puppy-like attention. Somehow, my pants slid down my legs, but I was no longer paying attention to that issue. My cock was free and swaying in the breeze.
Swaying before the two most beautiful women I knew. My brain could appreciate the crazy unreality of the situation, but still could not process the actual reality of it.
Each with a single hand, the two of them reached out toward my package. Lisa cupped up under my balls, cuddling them in her fingers. Lee grasped me by the base of my shaft and tilted it toward them. She leaned forward and waved my cock back and forth, tracing the outlines of her wide mouth with the tip. She parted her lips and dragged her tongue up my length from base to head, slowly and ecstatically.
The she leaned back and Lisa leaned in to do the same!
Then, so help me, they just took turns for a while, trading long, cock-length licks of my shaft. It was soft, and gentle, and not nearly intense enough to actually get me off, but man, was it enough to melt my brain. My eyes were conflicted. They wanted to roll upward in my head and close to enjoy the wild stimulation I was receiving, but they also wanted to stay firmly open and gazing down at the incredibly topless beauties perched before me.
Lee's hand, wrapped around the base of my shaft, began to pump me rhythmically, in short strokes. When it was her turn to lick, she instead kissed my glans. She backed off and Lisa did the same. I moaned in ecstatic appreciation and gazed down to see them both lean toward my cock at the same time.
"Wait!" I exclaimed. The doubts I had earlier scoffed at, the ones guys are supposed to suffer regarding threesomes, had at last made an appearance in my fucking brain, though they weren't about myself. "Um, wait. Are you two okay with, uh, how this might go?" I stammered. I was very concerned for their enjoyment. No, to be honest, I was concerned for my enjoyment if theirs had any problems. This could still go off the rails, damnit. "I mean... I haven't done this before, obviously," I added needlessly, "But the things you see and read... You two might find yourselves... um..."
Their two smiling faces looking up at me slowly froze, and they looked at each other in something like dawning horror. Fuck. How had they not grasped how intimate this would likely force the two of them to be? I didn't see how this was going to reach maximum awesome without the two of them, um, occasionally... running into each other? My heart sank, but I did not want either of them creeped out by anything that involved me.
They stared at each other... and suddenly laughed at me! Lisa looked up at me, took a brief moment to kiss the head of my cock, then said, "George, you are too fucking worried."
Lee then kissed my penis in turn. "You are so sweet," she cooed merrily. "George, we have been roommates since we got to college. At some point, if only ironically, we had to have already done the 'experimentation thing', don't you think?"
Okay. That tripped my circuit breakers. Images flashed through my brain.
I regained mental acuity in only a second or two, only to find them both still laughing at me. Lisa was saying, "so you don't need to worry if we... bump into each other while kissing this... unexpectedly nice cock."
Forgive me, but my mind is given to diversions. My cock, while it is not some ruler-length freak of nature, is quite fine, or so I've been told on several occasions by people who ought to know. But I was almost offended that they were somehow surprised at its quality. That revelation left me momentarily wondering, would I would rather be a guy who women expected to have a mundane cock, or would I rather they dream of my being some equine masterpiece?
Lee cleared her throat. "Yeah, we tried that, and agreed it was... fine. But maybe not worth doing again."
Lisa visibly hesitated. "Honestly, Lee? I'd have been okay giving it another try sometime."
Lee started. "Really? Uh, um... I thought that you were the one not very into it, so..."
They looked at each other for a moment. Then Lisa went on. "Honestly... this here... is going to give us... the best of both worlds," she said, between kisses to the head of my dick.
Lee laughed throatily, a deep, lustful laugh I had never heard before from a woman, a laugh that made my cock throb desperately in her hand. "I agree," she almost purred, then dipped her head to engulf the head of my cock between those wide, huge, fucking amazing lips. Then Lisa leaned in and took a suckling turn. Then Lee pointed my cock straight out horizontally between them and they both leaned down and stroked their tongues up my shaft from base to tip simultaneously, their cheeks touching and tongue bumping into each other unselfconsciously.
I had to clench my gonads just to prevent an uncharacteristically fast, spontaneous orgasm at the maneuver.
Christ, I suddenly thought to myself. This was the opportunity of fifty-two lifetimes, and what if I couldn't last long enough to make this as epic for them and it was for me? My mind reeled in panic for an instant, fears of the most ill-timed premature ejaculation in the history of cocks assaulting my confidence. But then the wildly Alpha nature of my situation penetrated my brain. Damn straight I can do this, my mind thought.
"I can do this," my mouth, perhaps infelicitously, said out loud.
"Hmmm?" murmured Lisa, her lips brushing my shaft. Lee looked up at me wordlessly.
"I was just promising myself that I'm going to leave you both just a quivering pile of raw, post-orgasmic nerve endings, or die trying," I growled.
They both burst out laughing. Happy, nonjudgemental... slightly eager, laughter. My cock throbbed, my heart soared, and my faith in my endurance... still quailed.
"We really should kiss, just to reassure him," said Lee to Lisa, archly. Lisa smirked back in reply. Then she leaned down, opened her lips and pressed them against the side of my protruding shaft. Lee leaned down opposite her, popped open her own, deliciously broader lips and pressed them against the directly opposite side of my johnson. Suddenly, the two of them were in fact kissing each other... just with my cock nestling in the way.
And I had thought I was in danger of coming unwontedly early before....
As they kissed, I slowly pulled my hips backward, sliding my shaft back until their locked lips were wrapped around my glans. Then I thrust forward again, sliding the whole length of my shaft through the space between their embracing lips as I pushed. I groaned both happily and in despair. This felt far too good to last for any reasonable length of time. But I was damned if I wasn't going to keep sliding my cock like that between their mouths.
Lee chuckled first, and released my cock from her lips, only to grasp it again in her delicate fingers. She tugged it and ran the tip across Lisa's still puckered lips. "Don't worry, George," Lee breathed. "We know you have plenty for both of us. Do this one for you," she added, stroking my cock and at the same time rubbing the tip across Lisa's now suddenly extended tongue.
Without warning, Lee began jacking my cock furiously, the tip rolling and bouncing back and forth over the top of Lisa's eagerly extended tongue. I stared down at both these fucking incredible beauties, one furiously wanking my cock, and the other, mouth wide open, patiently caressing the underside of my glans with her tongue.
I didn't have a chance.
With a groan of embarrassingly loud volume, considering that I had neighbors who were possibly studying on either side on my walls, I nutted. With amazingly powerful force, I let loose a positive torrent of semen that sprayed wildly into Lisa's mouth, but also around and over her face. I... I could not keep my feet, and within seconds, I collapsed to my knees on the floor, gasping for air. My cock slipped from Lee's fingers, but she did not seem to care. Lisa was working her lips in evident pleasure, swallowing that with which I had filled her mouth, and Lee turned to lick the leftovers that I had deposited off Lisa's face.
In moments, Lee had Lisa's face clean, but then they both kissed each other fiercely. After only a moment though, they both broke apart and gasped. "Oh, fuck yeah," one of them breathed, I never knew which.
I heaved a huge gasp of air and gathered myself. I did not know exactly how I was going to proceed, but I knew it was going to involve eating an epic amount of pussy. And I was going to do it until they both were begging for mercy.
Getting epic head from two goddesses will fill a man with megalomania like that.
"Both of you," I growled like some kind of Tarzan wannabe, "Pull down your pants!"
Apparently, they both wanted me to be Tarzan, too. In moments, both of them had their shorts shucked. I have to give them credit for completeness. They had both disposed of their panties when they had ditched their bras.
I knelt on the floor, both beauties standing before me, the backs of their legs against my roommate's unused bed. It was about to get the immortal fuck used out if it....
But who should I pleasure first? The old dilemma threatened to reassert itself.
Fuck that. If I got them both in close succession, who was going to care? My frustration about whom I should pleasure first instantly morphed to selfish complaints about having only one tongue, keeping me from doing them both properly at the same time.
I stared at them, naked before me.
I honestly had never really spent a lot of time speculating how their kept their nethers, despite all the times I had dreamt of pouring my seed between their legs, and I found myself surprised at how each maintained themselves. Lee, the freezer spirit, was surprisingly shaven clean and smooth. Her crotch was bare as a newborn, her labia swollen and visibly eager.
Lisa, by contrast was almost completely unshaven. I had never noticed somehow, but not only was she not shaven down there, but she only shaved her legs up to the knees. Her platinum blonde body hair was so light, sparse, and almost invisible that I had never noticed that she left her thighs untouched by a blade. Between her legs, the pubic hair was equally blonde, so blonde as to nearly disappear against her fair skin, and unshaven though it was, it was so delicate that it was hard to discern without close inspection. Lisa did not look hairy, please understand. She looked soft, and almost glittery.
I paused, not frozen this time, but only enjoying the anticipation of my choice. I waited, like a gunfighter, for the first of them to twitch or turn before me. Lisa suddenly quivered and squeezed her thighs together.
Like a hawk, I was upon her. I bent and pushed her back onto the day bed. My hands pulled her thighs apart more roughly than I would, in retrospect, have thought right, but Lisa only crooned and flopped back against the wall.
My fingers slipped between her legs, stroking sparse, delicate hair that had never felt a razor and was silky smooth. Fingertips spread the lips of her vagina wide and I bent to press my tongue into her. Lisa rolled her head back and moaned, "Oh, fucking yeah!"
I buried my tongue into her over and over for a while, wiggling within her, before I lifted it upward to assault her bud, just an inch or so higher. I lifted my eyes to hers, only to find my view blocked by Lee's head, her face pressed against Lisa's in a fierce kiss.
Jesus! Could I come again so soon, just from watching those two kiss while my face was buried in Lisa's twat?
Turns out it was a good thing that my cock was utterly exhausted, struggling mightily though it was to return to it former eager hardness. The two of them were that hot.
Lisa, on the other hand, had no defense against my tongue torturing her clit, Lee's tongue invading her mouth, Lisa's hands on her own perfect, petite breasts, and my fingers digging into the hard flesh of her athletic skier's ass. She came like a freight train. Her screams would have brought everyone in the dorm running in concern had Lee's mouth not been locked upon hers, muffling the sound. Her hips nearly dislocated my neck as they bucked against my face.
My male ego throbbed at delivering such a powerful result to Lisa. I lifted my head in a huge, theatrical gasp, celebrating for a moment my dominance over her collapsed, perfect form, before I turned and fell upon Lee. I locked an erect, throbbing nipple in my mouth and sucked eagerly.
But that was not my aim, and I quickly relinquished that glorious bud, kissing my way down her soft, curvaceous belly. I confess that I wasn't gentle this time either as I roughly shoved her thighs wide and dove my face down to nuzzle against her clean-shaven nest. I felt Lisa lunge toward Lee above me, but much as I wanted to stop and drink in the sight of whatever she was doing turn to Lee, my priority was making the latter's groin explode with pleasure.
I paused and slowly, deliberately slowly, ran my tongue up the length of her hairless slit. I felt her writhe against me, and heard her moan clearly. Liz must not be kissing her at the moment, I momentarily reflected. Both hands dug into the flesh of her hips, they were firmer even than I had imagined, but no less lush. I did not need fingers to part the lips of the unshaven Lee. My tongue delved into her, over and over. With each lap, as it emerged, I bounced it over the throbbing bud of her clitoris.
I'll admit it. I made a comparison. She tasted so much sweeter than Lisa, though not so erotically musky. I almost came spontaneously again as I had that thought.
Lee wanted to just relax and enjoy my ministrations, but she had no chance. I was impatient, and whatever Lisa was doing up there was not helping. It seems like only seconds, though it had to be longer than that, before Lee was mewling helplessly, then rolling her hips against my face and gasping desperately, unable to breathe as she came. Her spasming hips pushed back against my face so hard I was forced backward uncomfortably, but I manfully kept my tongue inside her until she subsided... the second time.
I lifted myself up slowly, face dripping now with both of their juices, and looked down at the two of them, embracing in exhausted quivers on the bed. They smiled up at me in anticipation. An uncomfortably clinical conversation about reproductive health several months ago that had left me mortified (but jacking off furiously an hour later), had included the intelligence that they were both on the pill. My cock had returned to its full majesty while I ate them.



"I am so going to fuck both of you now, in turns," I growled. "If I nut in one of you, I apologize in advance to the other. I'll make it up as soon as I can!"
Lisa raised her hand meekly, as if a caricature of a student in class. "Excuse me: 'IF'? If coming inside one of us would be an accident, what do you intend to do instead?"
"I want to plunder you both, then spray my jizz all over all four of your spectacular tits," I replied.
Where the actual fuck did that sort of dominant shit come from? That wasn't me. I, if you had not twigged to it by now, am Mr. Paralysis By Over-Analysis, Mr. Patient, Mr. Let The Woman Lead.
Of course, having two goddesses wanting me to fuck them wasn't me either, so...
I am not sure if it was the months of pent-up lust, the last few days of put-upon anger, or just the fact that two women, these two women, both wanting me simultaneously, but I felt like a damned carnal god right then, capable and deserving of just about any feat of sexual prowess.
I briefly wondered if I could turn this feeling on and off in the future, because while I was loving this feeling, I was pretty sure it wasn't the real me. But for the moment, I embraced the Alpha-ness of it all. I needed it, honestly, to stand up to these two girls.
Lisa had spoken, so I grabbed her thighs, bent them wide and moved between them. "You first, impertinent lass!" I roared, trying to present a caricature of the very real Alpha I'd found myself being a moment before. They both, thankfully, laughed along with me, though Lisa's laugh was cut off with a gasp as I thrust myself swiftly, surely, and deeply into her.
Oh, sweet mother of God. My dick had never, NEVER had it so good. Lisa's pussy was so tight, so alive with energy as I penetrated her, that I gasped in overloaded pleasure. My hips began to thrust without my guidance and I braced myself against the mattress beneath Lisa as I pounded into her. Lee bent down and kissed Lisa beneath me. It was fucking hot, but frustrating, as it gave me no room to do the same. I reached out and cupped Lee's chin. I pulled her up and around toward me. She smiled briefly before I crushed my lips to hers.
I don't know if it was truly the case or not, but it sure felt like my tongue probed Lee's mouth in perfect time with my cock's thrusts inside Lisa.
Than it occurred to me, I had been blown by both of these women, licked then each to orgasm, I was presently fucking one of them... and just now, this was my first kiss with either. With a final smash of my lips, I pulled free of Lee and bent almost desperately downward to plant a kiss in turn on Lisa's delicate little mouth. She returned my kiss willingly, but I was panting too hard at my hard exertions inside her to keep it up.
I reared back above her and growled powerfully but quietly. Why I worried about how loud our voices were is a mystery in retrospect, because that bed was squeaking so loudly anyway!
I slammed into Lisa over and over again, but my hand crept to Lee's big, round ass, caressing it almost absently as she bent to once more make-out with Lisa. My brain twitched, and I found myself pulling out of Lisa, shifting to the side, grabbing that big, beautiful ass of Lee's, and sliding my cock up underneath it. My tip found her entrance, which was absolutely drenched already, and slid inside her in turn.
In moments, I was now hammering Lee from behind. My hands grasped her amazing ass as my hips slapped against her. I felt myself losing control, but I just did not fucking care. Neither did Lee, and I felt her suddenly bucking beneath me. The girls had let their mouths part during my switch, and Lee's sudden, powerful orgasm produced a significant scream. My eyes widened at that, but Lisa grabbed Lee's face and resumed their muffling kiss.
The damage was done though, and despite the exquisite agony in my hammering cock, I decided to worry about the reaction of our other dorm mates later.
Then, I imagined how smugly I (and probably the girls) would react to any questions from the neighbors, and I felt even more fucking powerful.
Lee collapsed, spent, and I realized that I had held back my orgasm through it all. I leaned down to kiss the back of her neck softly, slipping my length from inside of her. I looked up at Lisa and leered. She squealed in mock terror and rolled away.
I pounced after her, pinning her on her belly on the spare bed. I slid between her legs and pressed my now agonized cock up between her legs. He soft hair around her pussy parted, and I slid inside her once more, my return quite obviously welcome. I had Lisa pressed down on the bed hard, whimpering quietly as I humped down into her. My cock sang with power as it fought its way in and out of her tight confines. Letting your alpha flag fly is a heady experience.
Then Lee was there, kissing the nape of Lisa's neck. My brain briefly flashed on the image of Lee swinging her legs over to let Lisa feast on her sodden, plundered twat, but the two of them were not really there... yet, at least. We would see. They certainly seemed to be enjoying each other more than they had expected. Lee merely slipped a hand up under Lisa's chest and squeezed a lovely, firm, elastic tit as I kept hammering into that beautiful blonde pussy.
It was getting very hard to keep myself under control, fucking the second object of my obsession in the same doggy style as the first. My body wanted to do that which it was biologically designed for, and fill Lisa with cum, but I desperately fought to prevent that. Not yet.
Lisa fought to keep us going as well, but she had two people working on her and she spilled over into ecstasy with a mountainous scream only muffled by my big, college-logoed pillow that she had crammed against her face.
Both of them sated, I held my breath and went for my dream finish. I pulled out of Lisa and stood. She rolled over blearily beside Lee and I moved above them. Lee reached out to grasp my cock and began to jack it, hard. Lisa raised an exhausted hand of her own and tickled my balls. This was perfect.
And not designed to last.
In moments, no matter how hard I tried to keep going, I had had it. I grunted like I had been shot, and lost it. My cock gently spurted once, twice, then sprayed fucking everywhere. Some hit Lisa's face, some hit Lee's tits. Some jizz soaked other portions of their perfect fucking anatomy. And a whole lot seeped down onto the covers I had on that spare bed. I had a shitload of laundry to do now, I thought, first irritably, then triumphantly.
After what seemed like forever, but was probably only several seconds, my mind returned from megalomania to reality. Lee and Lisa were both still caressing my softening cock, their cum-sodden visages smiling up at me. My knees wobbled.
"Oh," Lisa panted, "this is going to be so fucking good."
"Yeah," agreed Lee. "Imagine how this is going be once we have gotten some practice."
And the two of them rested their faces again one another, my cum sticking their skin together.
----------
Thanks for reading this little one-off. As always, I would appreciate your ratings, especially good ones, but your comments even more. If you liked this story, please try some of my others as well.
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I am prepared to admit that I may be pushing the boundaries of the assignment for the 2022 On The Job Challenge, but this story is itself about pushing the boundaries of an assignment. Besides, I think a serious research project is certainly a workplace, even if the main workers are still students.
Please remember (as is the case with all my stories), should you be looking for 'Realism', just move on. As always, I aim for 'Ridiculously Plausible'. All experimental subjects, as well as the scientists, are older than eighteen.
This one is a bit of a Sprawling Epic, spreading out as it is over length and breadth of all of seventy-two hours and two small rooms... It is certainly the longest single story I've written here on Literotica. I hope you enjoy it.
—————
*——The Kramner Institute of Behavioral Sciences is the over-glorious name for what is essentially a small but well-funded working group in the university psychology department. Despite the broad and bland name, Kramner focuses exclusively on the narrow study of human sexuality, and all its classes are labeled as such. The introductory classes, Human Sexuality 101 and 102, which are absolute prerequisites for all other classes within the major, boast a huge number of students, many from outside the HuSex degree track, and indeed from outside the field of psychology entirely. This is hardly surprising, considering that the nickname for HS101-102 among the greater student body is Perving for Pros. But HS101 has the highest drop rate among all classes at the entire university, and HS102 is not far behind, both are GPA killers... and both are, with intermittent exceptions, boring.
All this is by design.
The primary reason they are so hard and mostly so boring is to act as a winnowing, to ensure that casual students do not clutter up the more serious upper division classes. A student has to have a serious interest in the major to make it through 101, and a serious ability to make it through 102. But the classes are made just sexually interesting enough to keep up the reputation of Perving for Pros. That keeps those introductory classes swollen with horny undergrads, and that means funding for the department. ——*
I will admit, I was one of those freshmen who took HS101 because I thought it would be easy, and because, well, I was of course horny.
But I discovered in myself almost immediately a fascination for the subject, and not just the prurient parts. Furthermore, I displayed a real aptitude for the study as well. Not only did I make it through 102, I had already changed my major from PoliSci to Psych-HuSex before my freshman spring semester was even complete.
Once through to the courses that were effectively for HuSex majors only, almost everything changed for me and the others who made it. The course difficulty remained the same, but now everyone in the classes had shown an aptitude for and commitment to the subject in a serious way. We all could handle it, and could help each other when needed. That made the atmosphere relaxed instead of tense.
The subject matter became more interesting too, but let's not get crazy. I know people persist in thinking that Human Sexuality classes are little more than regularly scheduled orgies, but that is absolutely not the truth. You don't need to be sexually active at all to pursue the subject. I knew a girl in the class ahead of me who graduated Cum Laude while still a virgin. And to be honest, most of us don't socialize much at all, much less date within the department. There is a huge amount of work, and if you want any life at all outside the books, you need to take every opportunity to get away from your peers. I dated one girl from the department, my sophomore year. We fought constantly until we broke up, then almost as soon as we did, we found ourselves good friends once more.
It is not widely publicized, but Kramner's approach to Human Sexuality is not just as a field of study, but as an experimental science. This makes things tricky sometimes with the university's scientific ethics board, but it generally works. Students from Kramner almost never participate as subjects, however. Our knowledge of the issues at play makes us generally bad objects of study. If a study participant has significant knowledge about what the researcher is actually studying, it affects their behavior.
My final undergraduate spring term, I had two HuSex courses that made up fifty percent of my credits, but eighty percent of my workload. The more fascinating of the two was a new class, Human Sexuality 555: Advanced Isolation Study, which examined the effects of isolation from or with others on the human sexual mindset.
On the second Monday of the semester, I and the six other students in the course were waiting for class to begin when the door opened and we looked over to see not only Professor Gandy, the sweet, gentle lady who was our teacher, but also the dean of the institute, Dr. Mannheim. (We called him dean, but he was really the director. Kramner was too small to have an actual dean.) He had joined Professor Gandy that morning to outline for us a research project that we would be assisting the the two of them with.
One of the advantages for undergrads in our department is that there are damned few grads to get between us and the professors. Most upper division classes involve assisting in real research, even if it is mostly just interviews, observation, record keeping, or especially data collation and presentation.
"I've been very pleased with each of you in this class over your careers as students here," our silver-haired professor told us. "You would not have been invited to take this class otherwise. In light of that, Dr. Mannheim and I are going to give you the opportunity to manage your own parallel experiments!" That got an excited buzz.
"We have split you into three groups for this project," Dr. Mannheim said, in the light southern drawl the absolutely did not match his name. "That means that for well or weal, one group will have three students. You will each run one instance of the outlined experiment. You will have the opportunity to take responsibility for recruiting your test subjects, preparing the study space, proctoring the experiment, and reporting your results and your methods to us and to the class as a whole."
"Dr. Mannheim and I are studying the effects of total isolation upon pairs of strangers," Professor Gandy said, taking over the introduction. "Each group will be responsible for recruiting a pair of test subjects. Each pair should consist of one cis-gendered male and one female adults of undergraduate age, who are utter strangers to one another. Participants all need to be conventionally attractive at the least, currently unattached, and should be sexually active in the median range for the general population."
A few students stirred. Dr. Mannheim sensed the incipient objections and interjected. "Yes, this is a tiny data set, with very narrow demographics. And the criteria is weighted to create the best opportunity to observe... interesting results." It was nice to see that he confronted the obvious issues with the study head-on, and I for one relaxed a little. "This is an entirely new area of study for Professor Gandy and me, and this first round is more of a proof-of-value to see if we should devote the larger resources of the Institute to further research." He smiled, his soft face and neatly-trimmed beard displaying a sheepishly apologetic mein. "While this is a great opportunity for you all to gain almost top-to-bottom experience with experimentation in this field, I am afraid this is one of those rounds of research that will likely never see publication. Students who follow you may be the ones to get their names in print, I'm afraid."
Most of us didn't care. We were going to actually do some research, mostly on our own. This would be work work, not school work.
There were three guys in the class, so we were distributed one each among the three working groups. One girl was assigned to each of the second and third groups, while two, Anna and Chelsea, were assigned to... mine.
I was of two minds on this. A third team member meant a lot more man-hours to get the thing set up, especially valuable since we were going first. I had been in a few classes with each girl over my four years in the program. Both seemed fairly cool, but I did not know either well. I could be sure that each would shoulder her share of the workload, at least. But three people meant fifty percent more minds to settle disputes among, and if we did well, it meant a third less credit for each of us!
After handing out identical briefing packets to each student, the faculty dismissed class early so we could all go have team meetings and start assembling questions and a plan. Anna, Chelsea, and I adjourned together to a study room in the library that by some miracle was available on short notice, where we lounged around reading through the framework.
Chelsea whistled low. "Recruiting our subjects is going to be harder than I thought. I guess that is why they left it to us. It will be a big test in and of itself!
Anna asked, puzzled, "Hard? We get to offer an $1,100 stipend to each participant! We will be fending off applicants with a stick."
"Applicants, yes," I agreed with Chelsea. "But when they hear exactly what is involved? It is seventy-two hours alone in a single room, with a total stranger, no TV, no electronics, no communications, no personal reading material, no games, and no homework. We will lose almost every applicant before we even get to interviewing."
Chelsea toyed with her long auburn ponytail, biting the tip. "I do think that they are giving us some help here, by suggesting we do our recruiting in person, rather than just using the usual flyers."
"I think that is a good idea," added Anna, leaning forward. "Especially when you add some of the criteria we certainly won't be telling recruits about, like 'attractive'. What is up with that?"
"Oh come on, Anna, you have to know," I said with a grin. I tossed my stress ball up and caught it idly out of the air. "Let's make sure that we are all on the same page about what they want to study, and what they want to see."
"I think the subject name might be a clue: Human Sexuality?" smirked Chelsea.
"Exactly," I said. "Our job is to put two people in a room with nothing to do for three days and watch whether, how long until, and in what ways they decide to get jiggy with it. Getting good-looking subjects will make an 'interesting result' more likely."
"Is that good science?" asked Chelsea doubtfully.
Anna heaved a big sigh, which despite my focus on the task at hand, was not the worst sight I had ever seen. "Probably not. But Dr. Mannheim specifically said that they were putting their thumb on the scale with these proof of concept experiments we are running."
"Yup," I agreed, still tossing my stress ball. "Let's be blunt. They want that 'interesting' result. If we want to get the best grade, which I for one certainly do, we need to obtain subjects that will have the three of us taking shifts for three days as we watch two people explore their limits of boredom-averting copulation."
"Fuck!" exclaimed Anna, brandishing her packet. Chelsea and I looked at her, concerned. "About that trading off idea, no dice. They want us sequestered the whole time too, to ensure that we all have the same observational data. While they are stuck in the one room, we will be stuck on the other side of one-way glass in another!" She read a line or two more. "The only thing that we get to make it easier for us to stave off boredom is that we can bring our homework, personal reading material, and phones. But they warn that the facility is effectively shielded, meaning that we will have no cell service or WiFi either!"
"Fuck!" Chelsea and I agreed.
"If we don't get a live porno show to study, I may sleep twelve hours a day," I grumbled.
"I hope you don't snore. I hope none of us snore," Anna said darkly.
"I'll be sure to bring my Breathe-Right strips," Chelsea sighed quietly.
"Hey," Anna piped up. "We each get seventy bucks as a stipend for the overnight work!"
"Woo-hoo," I said with dark humor. "We are professional researchers now."
*
The brief seemed to suggest that the female member(s) of the team should take point on recruiting the female subject, and the male, the male. We decided that we would go against that advice. We didn't want conventionally attractive participants who had sex occasionally. To get the best grade, and to stave off boredom, we wanted two hot kids on the make. We all three judged that a guy could get a better read on the female candidates for our purposes, and vice versa.
To ensure that we fulfilled the total stranger requirement, we decided that the girls would recruit our male participant from on our own campus, while I would go all the way across town to a large art college located in the suburbs out that way. The student body there was seventy-five percent women, which helped us in several ways.
I checked on the public schedule at the arts campus and compared it to my own. I found a good time where I was available and would get to see the maximum number of students passing by, and got a permit to 'table' at that time each day from their administration.
We all started the very next day. I set myself up with a card table and a modest, professional-looking sign saying that our university's psychology department (technically true) was offering $$$$ to a female participant for a three-day study. I sat at the table, wearing my university gear, and displaying no information about the study whatsoever.
It took me ten of the fourteen days available to find a female candidate who was hungry enough, bored enough, footloose enough, and hot enough for our needs. Tabitha was crossing the campus and as I watched her walk, I immediately wished she'd come over and ask about the study, but we had decided that actively approaching subjects was a bad idea. Fortunately, she caught sight of my sign and detoured to find out more. She leaned the huge portfolio she was carrying against the table and leaned over to ask what this was all about. She wore yoga pants that outlined some way above average curves, and one of those athletic tops that is just a bra renamed so girls can wear it in public with no actual top on. The bra/top provided a lot more coverage than many like it, but then Tabitha had a lot more to cover than most girls. I signed her up on the spot.
*
The girls, being two reasonably attractive women, tabling on a much larger campus, had candidates to spare in only seven days. They ended up playing Roshambo to choose between their favorites. Anna won, and that meant we selected Carlos, a guy none of us had ever met before.
*
Participants set, we moved on to working with the other teams to set up the space we were provided. This was the only part of the project where we were allowed to work with the other teams. Otherwise, we were strictly forbidden by the protocol from discussing our efforts, strategy, subjects, or results until all experiments were finished and we presented our results to the faculty and class.
The Institute rented for us an audio recording studio from the school of music, consisting of two adjacent rooms, one large and well-lit, and the other somewhat smaller, and darker. The studio was available to us because it was in the middle of being renovated and updated. The old sound equipment, the giant mixing board, and essentially all other furniture had been removed as part of the renovation, and the replacement sound equipment would not arrive for installation for several weeks, providing us with the chance to use the space. We would employ the larger, more brightly lit space where sound artists performed when recording as the confinement area for the subjects. The connected sound engineer's space would be our observation room. In the case of our team, it was going to be a little cramped with three people.
We installed two full-sized beds from IKEA in the experiment room, two mismatched but similar and comfortable arm chairs, and lots of food. Our idea was to establish a comfortable space to endure some boredom, without being suggestive of this being an experiment in Human Sexuality.
When we went to set up our space, we found that we did not have enough room for two beds, much less the three our first group would have needed. After some discussion with the other teams, we put in three oversized, super soft futons, and three canvas director's chairs (the tall type) to give us a good view when observing for long periods. Anna, Chelsea, and I stocked our space with food for ourselves during our confinement. Our casual conversation between teams during set-up was mostly bitching about our own required isolation, certain it was unnecessary. But protocol is protocol, and you don't break it if you want a usable result.
Although it seemed a bit of overkill, I was still grateful when one of the other groups dropped off some yoga mats, hand weights, and a set of aerobic step platforms. I wasn't going to get out of shape in three days, but a little exercise can help when you go stir crazy, a fate I was by now expecting for ourselves. Hopefully, our subjects would just go old-fashioned sex crazy instead of stir.
Between the two spaces, there was a gigantic, triple-glazed, vacuum-sealed, sound-proof window. I and the other two dudes in our class spent most of our time during the set-up covering that window with highly reflective film that would give the observers a great view, and the study participants a great mirror. Doing it right was hard, and we wasted about a hundred bucks worth of the film before we got the hang of applying it. When we were done though, the four foot by ten foot window looked like a perfect mirror from the subject's side.
Both rooms were magnificently sound-proofed, from the outside and from each other. But, as we had been told, this also meant that the walls were too thick for cellular signals to penetrate (we all tried), and the inside WiFi repeaters had been torn out with the other electronics. The intercom was still intact, but we borrowed a sound engineer from the music department to futz it so that the microphone in with the subjects was always on, while our mic was completely disabled. We would hear everything they said and did. They would hear nothing from us.
Anna, Chelsea, and I obtained a supply of dark blue scrubs for the participants to wear during our experiment. The bland garments were adorned only with the light blue logo of the university and a matching band around the neck.
We researchers could wear our own clothes, but we were told that to get in the right clinical mind-set, we should wear white cotton lab coats. We were not working with any caustics or chemicals of course, which made the coats clearly pointless, not to mention a little ridiculous, especially for three students who would be wearing casual clothes underneath for comfort. But every Kramner faculty member wore the things all the time, so we all played along. I'll be honest, I didn't mind, and I don't think Anna or Chelsea did either. It kind of made me feel like a real scientist.
The experiment was to begin at noon, so the three of us showed up at 10:30. We stashed our book bags and clothes in the observation space, checked the one-way mirror one last time, and then split up to meet our subjects.
My recruit, Tabitha, arrived quite early, which was good. I double-checked and realized that she had parked somewhere where her car would have been towed if she had left it parked for three days in a row. I directed her to a better location, and we still had time for me to hand her a set of the scrubs and ask her to change into them. I stood guard over the door to an empty rehearsal room in the music building while she donned her scrubs.



Tabitha had, as I had suggested, wisely eschewed the heavy makeup she had been wearing when I met her. I was glad to see that that left her face tanned and rather bland, but still pretty. This was a good thing, because with her usual heavy and artsy face paint, the shock of purple hair atop the art student's head might otherwise have made her look like an asylum inmate when she wore those scrubs. Regardless, she looked as good as someone can in shapeless garments, her good-sized rack and curvy but tight bubble butt still managing to signal their presence through the loose polyester.
As previously decided, I brought Tabitha to the experiment room first, chatting about other bland, boring studies from other parts of the Psych department as if I had run them myself. I showed her the food, the beds, and the tiny cloth-walled cubicle, equipped with a high-tech chemical toilet, dry shampoos, deodorants, and other waterless body cleansing products, that provided the only, highly uncomfortable, privacy in the space.
As I left, I pointed out the fire alarm on the wall that they should pull if there was a problem and needed to get out of the locked space.
"Won't you guys see if we need help?" Tabitha asked a little drily, indicating the mirrored window.
Ready for that question, I shrugged. "Someone is supposed to be there at all times, 'observing'," I replied, making finger quote marks in the air around 'observing'. I went on to lie, "I don't know about everybody else, but I have a lot of homework, not to mention a girlfriend. Your questionnaires at the end will provide most of our hard data for the experiment."
If the questionnaires actually provided most of our data, then the experiment would be a disastrous failure...
I let myself out and hustled around the corner to the observation room. (We had disabled the door that directly connected the spaces.) Anna was waiting in the hall outside. She saw that I had Tabitha settled, and scuttled off to give Chelsea the heads up. Anna slipped back into our space just as Chelsea entered the experiment room with our male specimen, Carlos.
And specimen he was. At six feet, he was as tall as me, and his thick shock of black hair, mahogany-tinged skin, and dark eyes made for a striking look. And the girls had issued him clothes that fit like TV doctor scrubs, not real doctor scrubs, making his status as a gym rat clear to see...
Chelsea introduced the two, gave Carlos the rundown, and slipped hurriedly out. As Chelsea reappeared in the observation room with us, Anna toggled the big digital timer, and the seventy-two hour countdown began.
The three of us settled down in the high director's chairs and got ready to be bored for a while.
"All right, time for the pool," announced Anna, flipping her notebook to a page with a table of blank spaces on it. "Everybody give me your projected time for when we all agree that irritation manifests itself regarding the boredom, and then your projected time where we first see some 'experimental results'."
"How much?" I asked, thinking.
"Ten bucks each, split the winnings between the two winners," Anna said. Chelsea pulled out a ten, and I a twenty. I gave Anna the twenty, and Chelsea handed me the ten. Anna added her own Hamilton and pocketed the pool. I chose boredom to appear in less than an hour, and jiggery-pokery to commence by 10:30 the next morning. Anna thought boredom would come much later, and she didn't expect any experimental results until tomorrow night. Chelsea was in the middle on both.
Tabitha and Carlos shook hands tentatively but politely. The two traded sheepish comments about being lab rats. That conversation rapidly segued into the $1,100 each would be paid, and what they would do with the money, which got both excited. As they chatted, they explored their fairly confined space. Tabitha looked up at the mirror and decided to wave at us.
"Hi guys!" she called with a smile. When she of course got no response of any kind from us, she asked Carlos, "Think they are all in there, staring at us?"
We looked at each other, then went back to staring at them.
He considered the question briefly. "Maybe right now, at the start. But they all have lives, right?" He flopped into one of the mis-matched armchairs to test its comfort level. The chairs were wide and soft, and the arms were very low. "And it isn't like we are going to be performing any tasks, or taking tests, or, well, pretty much anything specific while we are in here for them to evaluate. What's there for them to watch, right? I'll bet most of the time, there will be at most one poor bastard in there to make sure we don't die, just doing their homework... or surfing porn!"
They both laughed, as did we, to be honest.
The two resumed exploring. They spent a lot of time going through the food and junk food that we had supplied. We had already determined that neither had any real dietary restrictions. That had been part of our selection process. They decided to catalog what was there, and what each liked. "This way we can make sure we each get a fair share of the things we both like," Carlos suggested.
Chelsea mused, "I think it is encouraging that they are working together already, don't you?"
"It bodes well," I agreed.
The two moved over to the modest stack of printed magazines we had left them for 'entertainment'. They leafed through the small pile, at first idly, them with more intensity.
"You have got to be fucking kidding me!" exclaimed Tabitha. Then she blanched and said, "Excuse me!"
Carlos just laughed at her embarrassment over the profanity and replied supportively, "No skin off my fucking nose!" He leafed through a bit more of the pile, and went on, "And I agree with your sentiment as well as your vocabulary. Did they raid some doctor's office waiting room for this time capsule?"
We had selected the magazines and catalogs for several characteristics. All were woefully out of date, with no connecting subject matter in the articles, but most had attractive men and women on the covers and/or inside. Many were beat up, others were missing key pages.
"I think we did well with our subject selections, guys," I said. "They both seem cooperative and pretty level-headed. Let's hope they keep hitting it off."
"Yeah," said Chelsea hesitantly. "Maybe. But I'm concerned that they both seem a little too ready for the boredom. What if they both have sufficient inner monologue to handle the monotony?"
Anna looked at the clock. "It's been twenty-five minutes, Chelsea."
*
The boredom got to the three of us quickly enough, that is for sure. By 2:30, I had thrown myself on a futon and took a nap. Anna banged away quietly on her laptop, and Chelsea passed the time sketching Anna in charcoal on a drawing pad.
Just when I finally drifted off to actual slumber, Anna shook me. "Wake up. Chelsea and I think it is time to call the moment where they stopped having fun with the boredom."
I struggled up and took a look. Tabitha had just tossed her stack of reading material in the air. She flipped a bird at the mirrored wall and growled, "I swear, Carlos, they went out of their way to make this boring. These magazines... I thought this was a serious scientific study, but maybe they are just playing a practical joke!"
Carlos looked daggers in turn at the mirror, guessing wrongly where we were actually located behind it. This lessened the effect of his glare, focused as it was on the empty part of the room to our left. "Maybe you people are actually studying boredom, not isolation," he almost spat at the mirror. He paused and looked at Tabitha with a shrug, "In which case, I have to congratulate them on some excellent design on their experiment." She chuckled in reply, both of their natural good humors reasserting themselves... a little.
"I don't like how much they keep trying to talk to us through the mirror," worried Chelsea.
"I'm not," I replied. "Actually, I like it. The more they talk to it and get no reply, the more it just reflects themselves back at them, the more they will start to internalize it as a mirror, instead of a window."
"Ooh, aren't you the psychology major?" cooed Anna sarcastically, but in cautious agreement.
"Call me Sigmund," I replied, in a thick German accent. We all laughed loudly, louder than my joke deserved. The noise was no problem, however. We had already determined that they could hear nothing we did in here, no matter how loud, short of our actually physically banging on the window.
We handed Chelsea the first fifteen bucks of the pool money, and realized that the boredom was getting to us at least as fast as it was to them.
*
"I think it is working," I mused later that evening. Our subjects had tried and exhausted Twenty Questions, Alphabet, and all the other word games you play in the car that either of them knew, and were just sitting or moving around idly, making desultory conversation.
"Really?" doubted Chelsea.
"I don't see it," added Anna.
"I do," I said, leaning forward in my chair. "Tabitha just got out of her chair and started wandering again. Did you see Carlos' eyes?" They both shook their heads. They had been looking at Tabitha's movements. "He has started focusing his gaze a lot more intently on her in the last half hour." Tabitha turned just then, and Carlos swiftly swung his gaze to the fridge so she would not catch him staring.
"I saw that," Anna said excitedly. "He is scoping her out for sure now. More than when they first met, even."
"A lot more," I agreed.
As if to cover for his staring, in case Tabitha had caught him anyway, Carlos popped up and went to grab a Sprite from the fridge.
"Look at that," exclaimed Chelsea with something like excitement (an emotion the three of us by this point had thought lost to the shadows of history). "Now she has her eyes glued to his ass when he walked away!"
"Why not?" Anna almost giggled. "It's a nice ass."
The scientist in me had begun to study my partners too, in a clinical way of course. At first, focused as I had been on the experiment, I had lumped Anna and Chelsea into a sort of single entity labeled, 'The Girls'. But moments like this helped to crystalize their differences.
Chelsea was the more introverted of the two. She had chosen to wear khaki slacks and an IZOD shirt under her lab coat, the kind of comfortable clothes that let you see that she was fit, with some nice lean curves, but didn't give an observer a good grasp on any specifics. She also tended to hold her coat tight against her more and more as the experiment went on, which I thought was weird, given that it was, as we had all predicted, warm in there. Her body language was usually indifferent but relaxed. It made her appear a little shorter than she was. On those occasions where she got animated and stood up straight, she was nearly as tall as I was. Chelsea was damned smart, and a contributor, but she also was the doubtful, the cautious one.
Anna was much shorter, and more assertive. The clothes she wore produced a odd mix of impressions between practical don't-give-a-shit, and really, pretty hot. Under the lab coat that she clearly only wore at sufferance to the protocol, she sported a tight, cut-off pair of jeans and a form-fitting zip-front denim vest, with the zipper pulled all the way up. Her short, carelessly styled, dirty blonde hair might have been drab, and her lack of makeup almost defiantly revealed the faint traces of teenage years spent battling acne, but there was no doubt about the quality and placement of her curves. That vest might have been zipped too high to display any cleavage at all, but it was tight enough to let you know that while her bust was not equal to Tabitha's, it was nearly in the same league.
Honestly, I had only started noticing where Tabitha and especially Carlos's eyes were going after I caught the way my own had started following my colleagues.
Suck it Carlos, I thought. You have one pretty girl to ogle to relieve the boredom. I have two. Three, if I included Tabitha, which, hell yes I did. Even in those shapeless scrubs, she was stacked.
Of course, the purpose of this exercise was not about boredom-relieving curves, especially not for me, but to determine whether the circumstances we had created would result in Carlos and Tabitha moving well beyond those sidelong glances...
*
"I don't fucking know how I'm going to do this Carlos," Tabitha said suddenly, swinging from the line on the floor that she had been pacing in front of the window between us.
"I know, I'm frustrated too..." Carlos began to reply.
"I'm not frustrated," Tabitha contradicted him. She turned and leaned her back against the window absently. "I think I'm at the end of my rope. It hasn't been half a day yet. We are supposed to take three days of this?"
"This is good," Chelsea whispered, as if Tabitha could hear us. "It's like she's forgotten we are back here."
Anna and I shushed her so we could hear, but nodded our agreement.
"I know. It sucks," grumbled Carlos, in a mix of sympathy and impatience.
"Why are doing this again?" bitched Tabitha. "It ain't like this is going to cure cancer."
"We are doing it for eleven hundred bucks apiece," Carlos snarled, but trying to keep his eyes on the prize. Tabitha nodded begrudgingly.
Twenty minutes later, Tabitha was leafing through some more of the reading material we had left for them, exploring the crap she had dismissed the first time through. Carlos was prowling around the room like a caged puma. As he passed Tabitha, he looked over her shoulder and exclaimed, "Really? A men's underwear catalog?"
"Back off. I'm a grownup," grumped Tabitha. "Besides, this is about all there is left I haven't read twice."
"I'm not blaming you," Carlos said, waving a hand irritably. "I just look at that and think, with as old as this pile of crap they left us is, there really ought to have been a Victoria's Secret catalog in there for me!"
That actually got them both to laugh a little.
"Let's eat dinner," suggested Carlos. Tabitha agreed, and the two of them perused the fridge. They each selected one of the numerous chicken Caesar salads that we had bought pre-made at the grocery store, and a soda.
"A little booze would have been considerate," grumbled Carlos.
"I'm not 21 for three months, are you?" laughed Tabitha.
"No," Carlos replied. "But still... a little booze would have been considerate."
They ate peaceably.
After dinner, they tried playing some more word games, but their hearts were definitely not in it. Eventually, they just sort of drifted into unhappy silence.
Later, Tabitha began to pace around the room irritably. Sometimes she stretched, sometimes, she jogged in place.
Carlos eyes followed her, a cloudy expression on is face.
"Is he staring at her, or glaring at her?" Chelsea mused.
"I'm going to go with a stare," Anna replied.
Chelsea stopped and stretched again, arms over her head as she bent her knees into a half squat and turned her shoulders side to side.
"I don't know about Carlos," I joked, "but I for one am staring." That stretch nicely showcased, even under those baggy scrubs, two of the, ahem, biggest reasons that I had decided to recruit Tabitha. I found her jogging in place to be similarly interesting.
Unfortunately, before Carlos could get too interested, Tabitha tired of her desultory exercise and flopped back into the chair she had claimed as hers. They both leafed through the magazines some more.
The brief respite from their boredom, and, more importantly from my perspective, our own was over. We all just sort of sat there, on our respective sides of the glass, for a mind-blisteringly long time.
We were all saved, I guess, by a flicker of the lights. The protocol called for the lights to dim at 10:45, then go out at 11:00. They were set up to do this automatically, because we could not risk the subjects turning their lights off while ours were still on. They could then have seen through the one-way glass.
When the lights dimmed, all five of us rushed to brush our teeth, and by eleven we had all gotten into our beds. I never go to bed that early, but that night, my brain just wanted to shut down. I fell asleep quickly, but I still was awake long enough to hear an indistinct snore coming through the intercom, and a clearer one coming from Chelsea's direction. A motion alarm would wake us if either of the subjects got out of their beds in the night. It never went off the whole night.
*
My dreams were a nice break from the monotony. Even upon waking, I could not remember any details, but I was certain I had dreamt about Tabitha, and yes, in that way. I also had the distinct impression that I'd enjoyed a similar dream about Anna... or maybe Chelsea? I enjoy a good sex dream, but even if I didn't, I would have still truly just been glad for a good eight hours free from boredom.
Our lights came up ten minutes before theirs, but just enough for us to see, not bright enough to be seen through the glass. It was enough to make it easier for us to respond to our alarm clock and get up before them.
When their lights came up, they came up slowly, taking ten minutes to reach full brightness.
We watched as the subjects shielded their eyes, and groused to each other about the rude awakening.
"Is there at least coffee?" queried Tabitha.
Carlos got out of bed first, and checked in the food box. "Instant only," he sighed.
"Piss," observed Tabitha. "At least I got a good sleep. How about you?"
Carlos looked furtive. "Uh, yeah. Pretty dreamless, actually," he added almost defensively, avoiding her eyes.
Tabitha started at the mention of dreams, as if remembering something herself. "Yeah," she agreed quickly. "Me too."
Carlos microwaved water for the coffee while Tabitha slipped into the toilet area to change into fresh scrubs. When she came out, Carlos handed her a cup of Folger's and went to change his scrubs too.
They shared Frosted Flakes, actually having an almost lively conversation about sugar cereals. But soon after breakfast, the talk died away again. They flopped back into their chairs and sat listlessly.
For two hours, they just sat around. Each would shoot occasional glances at the other. Once or twice, one would take a shot a conversation, but nothing took hold.
Tabitha was finally reduced to reading one of the old hunting magazines in the stack of periodicals. She tossed it aside after paging through half. "I don't know what I was expecting from this 'experiment' but this is certainly not it!"
Carlos shared a wry smile with her. "Damned straight. I was certain that they'd give us something to do..."
"This is good," said Chelsea, who had become our de facto lead on studying their attitudes toward us and the mirror. "They aren't even glaring our way any more, much less gesturing or looking at us."
Fifteen minutes after her last outburst, Tabitha burst out of her chair and started to walk in a circle near the exit. "Screw this! I am not going to put up with seventy-two hours of this shit." She idly rattled the doorknob. It was, of course, locked to prevent spontaneous excursions ruining the whole experiment. Worse, she then stalked off around the room, but her gaze started repeatedly going to the fire alarm.
"This is not good," I said tensely. "If she starts banging on the exit, or the window, demanding to be let out, we will have to do it, and the experiment fails completely."
"Do we really have to let them out?" asked Anna wistfully.
"Yes," I grumped, answering her calmly to remind us all why. "The fucking protocol demands it. Besides, no good grade is worth a sentence for kidnapping."
None of us talked out loud about those looks at the fire alarm, but we all tensed whenever Tabitha's gaze returned to it. If she pulled that alarm, not only would the experiment be over, but the other groups' experiments after ours would almost certainly never happen in the first place. The music department would be pissed at the disruption, and the ethics board would have an enquiry. The whole semester would be fucked, and it would have been our hand-selected subjects who did the fucking. The wrong kind of fucking.



"I'm going to quit," Tabitha declared.
"No!" shouted Carlos, coming out of his chair. "I don't know about you, but I need that money."
"I need it too! But come on. Is it worth our sanity?" Tabitha took a step toward the alarm. All three of us rose from our chairs as one and approached the window. We had all silently decided the same thing: if she looked like actually pulling the handle, we would bang on the glass for all we were worth. Better to ruin just our experiment than all three.
Carlos also saw where she was looking and slid between her and the alarm. "One Thousand, One Hundred dollars," he said earnestly.
Tabitha hesitated for an agonizing moment, then spun and stalked away. I relaxed slightly.
Anna wondered, "Did she back down because she needs the money, or because Carlos needs it?"
"Don't rest easy," warned Chelsea, "she could still grab that handle at any moment."
We all tensely watched what would happen next. This was not the kind of human drama and interaction we wanted or needed. My heart was racing.
Tabitha paced for a moment more, then slumped back against the window with her arms crossed. We couldn't see her face, but she was clearly glaring at Carlos.
"Thanks," he said, in polite relief rather than gratitude.
"My pleasure..." Tabitha replied, reminding me that she told me that she spent her summers working at Chick-Fil-A. "...Not!" she added acerbically.
"What is your actual problem?" Carlos asked, approaching her. "Boredom? People get bored all the time."
"I'm not just bored," complained Tabitha, still leaning back defensively against the mirror. "I think I'm losing my mind!"
"She has definitely forgotten this is a window," Chelsea breathed quietly.
"You are right," Anna agreed with quiet excitement. "When she was about to break, she never once looked toward us, only the exit."
"You are not losing your mind. I am not losing my mind," muttered Carlos, who didn't sound like he was sure about either of those statements. "You are just bored." He turned his back to her and waved his hands at the room. "We just need a distraction. Anything," he added, his shoulders slumping a tiny bit.
Tabitha just stared at him. I've trained a lot in examining body language. I noted that Tabitha slightly, subtly straightened her spine.
"I think she's staring at his ass," Anna said tensely.
"Hell, I'm staring at his ass too," snorted Chelsea. Carlos's overly close fitting scrubs did pull across his backside fairly revealingly.
Then, through the intercom we heard, quietly but clearly, a muttered, "I see a distraction," from Tabitha. We all practically held our breath. Chelsea reached out to hold my hand, holding Anna's on her other side as well.
Carlos had to have heard it too. He froze an abortive step away, then turned slowly back to Tabitha. The expressions on his face were a clinically fascinating mix of emotions, all ineffectively buried under a look of bland curiosity. I doubted it fooled Tabitha. I knew it didn't fool me or my colleagues. We had all taken HuSex 275: The Facial Language of Desire. Carlos took a step toward Tabitha, balancing as if on a knife's edge, right at the edge of her personal space. "Oh yeah?" Carlos replied. "I don't see any distractions..."
"Don't you?" Tabitha said, her voice in a low tone. She stood up free from the window, her shoulders held back. The movement carried her in turn well inside Carlos's personal space. He didn't flinch away.
Our hands clenched their grips on one other even harder. Even though the subjects could not hear us, we held quiet as church mice.
We could not see Tabitha's eyes, unfortunately, but it was a safe bet they were mirroring Carlos's. His locked on her face momentarily, but then began to run up and down her whole body. After a few moments, they returned to her face.
"I think..." he said.
"How about..." Tabitha said, their voices running over one another.
They froze, then Carlos lifted his arms to her hips and pushed her back against the window right in front of us, planting a kiss on her lips.
"Yes!" I crowed, pumping my fist like Tiger Woods. Chelsea turned away from me to Anna to trade high fives. We quickly quieted and turned back to the one-way glass to watch sudden victory blossom forth from the verge of disaster.
Tabitha's purple hair mashed back against the window, and her arms lifted to drape around Carlos's shoulders.
"How long do you thing they will kiss like this before they try anything else?" Chelsea mused curiously.
"It might be a while," I speculated. "This has got to be sudden and exciting for them," I went on, leaning forward, "it could last them for a bit." I found my own breathing was as shallow as the subjects' appeared to be. The fear adrenalin pumped into my system by all those gazes at the fire alarm still coursed through my veins, joined now by other hormones of glee and relief. I also noticed absently that other bodily chemicals were in play too. I was getting firmer in my pants as I watched them. I spared a corner of my mind to marvel at the burning chemical soup my blood currently was.
"They easily might end up not doing much more than this," Anna added, with some disappointment in her voice. "We will have to see over the next few hours..."
Carlos's hands slid off Tabitha's hips to grasp her ass hard, fingers figging into her round, firm buttocks. She responded instantly by lifting and wrapping one leg around the back of his. Her hands slid from his shoulders and ran slowly yet somehow impatiently down his back until she was squeezing his ass as hard as he was hers.
Carlos responded almost instantly by releasing one of his hands and sliding it purposefully right up under her scrubs top. It was hard to see from our angle, but he was clearly groping one of those big breasts.
"Holy..." one of us breathed. It might have been me, but I don't think so.
Tabitha groaned and pulled his hips hard against her own. Dissatisfied, she released her leg and spun in his grasp to lean forward against the window and press her butt backward against his crotch.
"Oh... yeah!" Carlos muttered, pressing his hips forward against her. His grasp on both her tit and her ass came loose as she spun, but he now slid both hands up underneath her scrubs. We watched, mesmerized as his hands worked over her mammaries under the loose fabric.
Tabitha wiggled happily back against him, grinding her buttocks against his penis. Her gaze seemed to point straight at me, but she clearly was looking only at her own reflection, along with that of Carlos pressing against her. Our hours of unresponsiveness had settled the window as a mirror in her mind. I idly wondered how long that mindset would last. I also wondered, somewhat more urgently, how I was going to adjust myself to comfortably accommodate the raging hard-on growing in my suddenly restrictive chinos... without embarrassing myself in front of the girls.
I managed somehow, chiefly because their attention was as fixed on the show before us as mine was.
Carlos leaned forward against her, kissing and licking the side of her neck.
"Maybe I can stay entertained for seventy-two hours after all," we heard Tabitha laugh through the intercom.
"Less than that now," growled Carlos, suddenly tugging her scrubs top upward to expose her bra-clad breasts. "More like only fifty!" He grasped her breasts again, as if suddenly loathe to waste a minute.
"Damn," purred Tabitha, straightening enough to release her hands from the mirror. "How will we fit it all in?" She pushed her hands up under Carlos's, grabbed the cups of her bra, and pulled them out and down to nestle beneath her rack. His hands leapt back to her now bared breasts, clutching them eagerly.
Beside me, Chelsea pulled her lab coat tight against her, shivering as she watched. I shot a glance beyond her toward Anna, who was sucking on her lower lip.
As Carlos massaged Tabitha's boobs, she started rubbing her ass even more demandingly back against him. He responded by sliding his hands reluctantly from her chest, then with increasing speed down to her waistband. Hooking his thumbs under the elastic, Carlos slowly worked her pants loose over her hips. Tabitha leaned forward, pressing her bare tits against the glass. Her hardened nipples bent as they were pressed against the surface, rolling against the dark roseate circles of her aureoles.
"Nice!" commented Anna with a chuckle about Tabitha's extremely large, unnaturally firm mounds. "Dude, how did you manage to find a subject with after-market boobs?"
Carlos tugged down Tabitha's scrubs and panties as one, and she kicked them aside, spreading her legs a bit more as she did so. He looked down, caressing her ass and admiring it.
"The next time I feel you pressing against me," murmured Tabitha forebodingly, "I better not feel your scrubs either." Her face, eyes closed and pressed against the glass, smiled as she sensed Carlos quickly shucking his own scrub bottoms. Anna giggled briefly as we caught a glimpse of his bright yellow underwear before it was kicked aside.
Carlos gently stroked Tabitha's round hips as he gently pressed himself back against her, his balls and the base of his cock nestling squarely against the cleft of her buttocks. They both sighed.
Beside me, Chelsea tugged her lab coat even tighter around her, practically wringing her hands together before her. "This is crazy intense," she shivered.
I put an arm around her supportively. "Yeah. Once they broke down, they kind of went zero to sixty, huh?"
"Uh huh," said Anna from beyond Chelsea. "Looks like you win the second half of the pool, dude."
"I'll say," added Chelsea, her voice stronger. I patted her shoulder in a final encouragement, but since she leaned against me slightly, I left my arm in place around her.
Carlos ground himself against Tabitha's ass. Gazing at her delicious, practically naked body, I snorted. Leave it to the art student to have shaved her pubic hair into the shape of a lightning bolt pointing downward. I pointed it out to Chelsea and Anna, and they both laughed, further relaxing Chelsea. I left my arm around her anyway.
Tabitha reached a hand behind her to caress the swollen, bruise-colored knob of Carlos's penis. He groaned, first in pleasure, then in frustration. "How could I have known I needed condoms?" he cried in disappointment.
"We'll manage," gasped Tabitha. "It's okay. I'm not close to the danger zone for almost a week."
"You sure?" Carlos asked with concern.
"I've been doing fuck-all else since you first pushed me up against the wall except making the calendar calculations!" Tabitha replied.
Carlos trembled visibly in reply. With no further hesitation, he took his dick in his hand and bent his knees, pointing it between Tabitha's legs. She raised up on tiptoe to make it easier for him, and the three of us stared in shocked expectation as he pressed himself inside her. The look on Tabitha's face was... unreal to watch as he pressed inside her. Her eyelids drooped heavily, her jaw went slack, then tightened happily. He stopped, pulled back slightly, then slid in again, faster the second time, and apparently to the hilt.
"Oh yeah..." breathed Tabitha. Then she tensed a little, as Carlos began to thrust. She turned her head back over her shoulder. "But Carlos, baby, how about you still pull out when it is time, okay?" she said, a tremor of both ecstasy and caution in her voice.
Carlos nodded his head almost spasmodically in agreement and reassurance.
"Why does any woman depend on men to handle her birth-control? The Pill is so convenient," mused Anna.
"Yeah," agreed Chelsea. "My implant takes no work at all. And besides, condoms just suck..."
My brain wanted to whirl at that little exchange, but it was too fully focused on staring through the window.
We all watched as Carlos began to thrust in and out of her. He took it slowly, luxuriously. After all, he lots of time to fill!
The three of us just stood there, the two of them directly in front of Chelsea, separated by less than a foot and a pane of glass. We were all frozen.
We had all seen people engaging in actual sex before, in various parts of the program, under various circumstances. But those had been, well... honest-to-god demonstrations, really. This was real, spontaneous, and the voyeuristic quality of watching unaware subjects was... intense. And honestly, the way this had shattered the boredom of the previous hours had me exhilarated. With the way I had my arm around Chelsea, I wasn't sure if I felt myself shivering, or her. It was probably both.
Tabitha pushed herself away from the window, hands still pressed against the glass. The loose fabric of her scrubs top slid downward to mostly cover her magnificent bosom once more, but I didn't care, and neither did she or Carlos. The two of them simply, happily swayed together as Carlos pumped into her with near metronomic precision.
Chelsea was a warm feeling under my arm, and with a start, I realized I should release her from my over-intimate embrace. But at the last moment, just as I was about to let go of her, I felt her hands loose themselves from each other. I froze, my arm still holding Chelsea as one of her now free hands slid over and began to intently explore the outline of my penis through the fabric of my chinos! Tracing me... and stroking me! I stared at her. Her gaze was fixed upen the copulation taking place directly in front of her, but, sensing my shift of gaze, her eyes flicked toward me for a moment, then returned to watching. Her hand became more insistent.
This was surreal. None of this was in the plan, for sure. All I knew for certain was, I was desperately aroused.
Almost of its own accord, my free hand moved to my waistband. I tugged the button open in front, then began to tug the zipper down. Chelsea lifted her hand free to let me slide it open, then swooped back, dipping inside my open fly to stroke me more, now with nothing but my underwear between me and her fingers. But she showed her impatience for more as, in moments, her hand slid up and then down inside my underwear, and I groaned out loud as she wrapped her grasp around my cock.
My eyes widened, and I stole a glance at Anna. Her eyes were pointed eagerly at Tabitha and Carlos, either mesmerized by the sight, or perhaps just politely ignoring us. I didn't care. I took a deep breath, and pushed my slacks and underwear down as well.
Carlos changed his rhythm suddenly, as if trying to calm himself. He slowed, pausing after each penetration before pulling out and then sliding back in again. It might have been designed to settle himself down and prolong things, but the change was doing anything but for Tabitha, who was now biting her lip furiously.
Chelsea had given up being an observer. Her eyes were focused downward on her hand as it teased, caressed, and stroked my cock in repeating sequence.
"Lick it."
I started at the words. Then I realized it was Anna who had said them!
Chelsea was startled out of her near-hypnotic trance and whirled half around to look at Anna on the other side of her. Her grip on my cock very unfortunately faltered.
"I..." she started.
"Lick. It," said Anna firmly. "Kneel down and lick his dick." Her voice was kind of commanding.
Chelsea stared at her.
"Lick it!" she hissed, a little domineering, but mostly begging.
Carlos suddenly began ramming himself into Tabitha hard and fast. Chelsea stared at him for a moment, her grip on my dick growing firmer once more. Making a sudden decision, probably a more conscious one than most that she had made recently, she sank to her knees beside me. I turned involuntarily toward her.
"Take the tip of your tongue and run it up his shaft to the tip," came Anna's still commanding voice.
Tabitha complied.
"Do it again... Now stroke his balls as you do it again. Kiss the tip... Again." Chelsea obeyed each command. At this point she was pausing, waiting for instructions after every completed 'assignment'. It was surreal and fucking amazing how each of us were losing our minds in idiosyncratic ways.
Anna turned and walked back to the chairs, telling Chelsea to take just my head into her mouth. Anna positioned her chair so that as she stared at Carlos and Tabitha, Chelsea and I were directly in her line of sight. I watched her move. She swirled in place, lab coat flowing wide with the motion, then hopped into the chair, legs splayed wide, the coat draped open. Fuck, she looked hot.
"Tease the tip inside your mouth with your tongue," she instructed Chelsea. "You," she pointed at me. "Watch the experiment. Chelsea's concentrating on your dick. I'm concentrating on her concentrating on your dick. You have to watch them fuck. Someone has to... It's what we are here for, right?"
And there we were, Anna giving me a remote-control blowjob using Chelsea as her waldo, while I watched Carlos just railing the hell out of Tabitha a foot away from us, utterly unaware of what they had unleashed on our side of the glass.
"Show me how much of him you can take, Chelsea," whispered Anna after a bit. I tensed as I felt Chelsea stop the frantic bobbing she had been doing before at Anna's command and began to slowly, carefully, slide her lips lower and lower on my shaft. I could not help tearing my gaze from the fucking on the other side of the glass and take a look at Anna. Her eyes were riveted to Chelsea as my auburn-haired fellow researcher took all but maybe an inch of my dick into her mouth and throat. "Damn, girl! I could never manage that much," Anna breathed.
Chelsea, for once, ignored her, and, apparently having reached her own limit, she began to bob up and down on me again. I stole another look at Anna, and realized that she had one hand stroking one of her own generous breasts, while the other was more firmly planted between her legs.
"I can't stand it," Anna breathed. "Can I come over there?"
"Please," I gasped in response, before somehow summoning the free blood needed to blush, since it was obvious Anna had been asking Chelsea's permission, not mine.
Chelsea let me slip slowly from her lips in response. She stroked my cock, staring at it intently for bit as she pumped me, then nodded vigorously.
I watched as Anna sinuously rose from her chair, letting the lab coat flow off her shoulders as she rose. She tugged at the zipper of her top and opened it fully. I had a flash of magnificent cleavage and realized that the garment had provided sufficient support to not require a bra. That prepared me for when she then slid it off her shoulders and I beheld her bobbling breasts as she approached. They were not quite so magnificent as Tabitha's edifices, but they were undeniably real, and had the incalculable advantage on being on the same side of the glass as me.
Anna came towards us and smoothly knelt next to Chelsea, who gave me one last lick, then literally passed the baton to Anna. Anna stole a last look at the loudly grunting fuckfest on the other side of the window, then bent to roll her tongue around my head over, and over, and over again.
Chelsea popped to her feet, and eyes on our experiment, began to divest herself of every stitch of clothing at an impressively fast rate. I simply could not keep my eyes on the other side of the glass as she did. Damn, she was fine!
Chelsea's whole body was sleek and slender, but in no way thin. Her waist was narrow and her tummy flat as a board, with a deep muscular cleft running vertically from navel to sternum. Her skin was unblemished, except for a small, rosy birthmark in an undefined shape above her left hip. Her breasts were modest handfuls, perfectly shaped, elastic, and practically gravity-defying. Both women's aureoles were a soft, dark tan, and both were deliciously vertical oblongs. Anna's, as was the case with her breasts in general, were larger.



I heard Tabitha's head bonk against the glass and my gaze switched to her for a moment.
Tabitha was hot. Curvily, voluptuously, stripper hot. (I knew. I'd interviewed a bunch of successful strippers the prior year for a sex work study) But I would have taken either of the women on my side of the glass with me over her, given the choice.
Probably. Maybe...
Regardless, suck it Carlos. I had two.
He seemed content in his ignorance, his rhythm as he slammed into Tabitha becoming ragged. Once more, I could not take my eyes off of them, even with Anna down there proving how different two mouths could feel doing the same things in succession.
But, even as Chelsea bent to stroke Anna's shoulder, we all heard Carlos cry out, "How close are you, Tab?"
"Almost there, hang on!" Tabitha cried back.
"I can't," gasped Carlos and he yanked himself free of her hot, audibly wet confines. His hand swung toward his penis, but before he could so much as give it a tug, he began to spurt across Tabitha's rounded ass. He grabbed himself and moaned as his semen spent itself in a fountain across her naked backside, with a good bit spattering the back of her scrubs above.
Carlos gasped in ecstasy, though his voice was saying, "Sorry! I had to pull out!"
On our side, I too blurted, "That's too much to see. I'm going... watch out."
Anna stroked me swiftly and clamped her mouth around me. I groaned loudly and wobbled as I unloaded into her mouth. My shaft throbbed magnificently as my sperm hurtled up it length. My groan of pleasure crescendoed then trailed off in a series of ecstatic grunts. Her head jerked in reaction as my jizz washed into her, soaking her tongue, and splashing the back of her throat.
I sagged backward, then leaned against the glass myself, thankfully not hard enough for the subjects to hear a thunk.
Then Chelsea just dropped down beside Anna. She leaned forward, licking a tiny drizzle of jizz from Anna's overfull mouth, then kissed her. Anna's eyes opened wide. I could see Chelsea forcing Anna's mouth open with her own, demanding a share of my cum before Anna could swallow. Anna, so assertive seemingly just a moment before, was flummoxed, but she responded to Chelsea's demand... photogenically.
Chelsea sank back on her ankles and wiped her lips, swallowing her demanded share. Anna looked at her, stunned, then visibly swallowed herself.
"Damn, Chelsea," Anna blurted. "I didn't know you were bi!"
"When the mood takes me," shrugged Chelsea. "I didn't know you were either."
"I'm not," Anna said, seeming to take inventory of herself. "But that was intense."
I just slid down the wall to sit on my naked ass beside them. We all looked at each other in shades of disbelief ranging from total to mind-boggled.
A moan from the intercom caught our attention.
"The experiment!" Anna exclaimed, in a sudden fit of responsibility. We bounced to our feet. Carlos had led or carried Tabitha to one of the big upholstered arm chairs and was in the process of burying his face between her legs. The chair might have been well away from the window, within the limits of the space, but it was pointed straight toward us. Tabitha arched her back, thrusting those big, unnaturally beautiful tits upward. Her legs spasmed out wide as Carlos did what he was doing to her with his mouth. Her hands ruffled his dark hair, making a mess of his perfect coiff.
Chelsea leaned forward, tilting her head to the side a little. "I can't see his technique..."
"Seems to be working," laughed Anna in reply. "And I'm just saying, he deserves big points for finishing the job he suspended when he came too early."
All I knew was, Carlos had the right idea. "Who want to be chief watcher?"
I got a, "What?" and a, "Huh?" in reply.
"Who want to be chief watcher?" I asked again.
Bewildered, they just stared at me. I shrugged and grabbed Chelsea around the waist. Lifting her, I took the two or three steps to the high director's chair that Anna had just abandoned. I set her in it. I leaned forward and brushed my lips across her delicate ear. "You relax and observe the experiment," I whispered.
With that, I kissed her neck, then kept kissing my way downward to one of her delectable breasts. I sucked and nibbled on a dark nipple while my fingers tortured its mate. Her skin smelt like the dry body wash wipes we had been supplied with, mixed with her own natural aromas. None of us were dirty, but none of us was clean either, and that made the whole situation kind of extra erotic.
I was not there to suck on her tits. I hoped I would have ample time for that later. Instead, I licked my way down her belly, sinking to my knees on Anna's discarded lab coat in front of the chair. It was the high kind of director's chair, so Chelsea's spread legs were right at chin level for me. She had a rich, curly triangle of neatly trimmed auburn hair pointing down to the top of her vagina, but below that, she was clean-shaven.
I lifted my eyes to meet hers as I let my tongue extend and caress her hairless labia. She smiled at me, then raised her gaze to watch Carlos eat Tabitha. Well, if she was going to compare our efforts, I though, I better bring my A game...
I pressed her legs wider with my hands, and pushed my tongue up and down her slit, sliding it deeper into her cleft with each pass. Chelsea moaned softly. I slid my hands softly up the surface of her inner thighs until my index fingers met where my tongue was lavishing its attention. I tugged gently, spreading her open, letting me drive my tongue deep inside her. She was a salty feast.
I corkscrewed my tongue within her, then curled the tip upward to flick across her clitoris. She moaned again, and I raised my gaze again to look up at her.
Anna had moved to stand behind her shoulder, staring down at me. Our eyes met, and I saw her eyes tell me hungrily and in no uncertain terms that once Chelsea came, I was not done with my cunnilingual duties. That was my plan anyway, but it was nice to be invited and anticipated.
Chelsea still had her eyes fixed on Tabitha and Carlos, but she reached up and gently took Anna's hand in hers. Softly, but firmly, she dragged that hand forward, pressing it against her breast and holding it there. Anna stared down at her hand on another woman's breast, confusion and fascination on her face. Chelsea wordlessly squeezed her hand, forcing Anna's hand to squeeze the strange breast it held. Chelsea's hand slipped free of Anna's, but Anna's retained its grip, still massaging.
I relented in my assault on Chelsea's clit and went back to probing her depths, wanting to extend every element of this sudden, strange, magical chain of events. But I kept my eyes trained upward at my two colleagues.
"Look, Anna," gasped Chelsea, trying with mixed success to keep her eyes on our 'experiment'. "I think she is going to smother him!"
Anna giggled, "If so, he'll die happy. Do you see that he's gotten hard again already?"
"How can you...," Chelsea asked. "Oh, I see. Yeah, he has perked up again."
Right with you, bro, I thought. I had come even more recently than Carlos, and I was almost fully hard again myself.
I slid my tongue back up to circle Chelsea's clitoris once more, then pressed against it.
Simultaneously, I heard moans of suddenly elevated pleasure from both Chelsea and Tabitha over the intercom. Chelsea looked like she wanted to laugh, but had not the breath. Anna certainly did. "Looks like we have a race to the finish," she said archly down at me. Her free hand stroked along Chelsea's opposite shoulder and slid down, as if of its own accord, to grasp the other delicious tit.
Fuck, I was suddenly competitive. I was not going to race, but I was by god going to get a louder orgasm out of Chelsea than Carlos did from Tabitha, or die trying. I shifted upward, alternately kissing and sucking her bud, while giving my hands room to hook my two middle fingers up inside Chelsea, the tips caressing where I judged her g-spot was likely to be.
I guess I was right about that location, since Chelsea gasped and bucked in front of me, moaning softly but furiously. Anna warmed to the whole tit-groping thing, circling Chelsea's aureoles with her fingertips now. As I pressed my assault on the delicious opening before me, and its owner began to get louder, Anna began to pinch Chelsea's nipples.
Tabitha suddenly screamed--loudly, joyfully, and full of relief. I saw Chelsea's eyes widen at whatever she was seeing in the next room, and I pressed my own advantage. I flicked her bud as rapidly as I could with my tongue and stroked my fingertips harder against the wall of her vagina. Anna's eyes were also on the next room, but her hands squeezed Chelsea's breasts almost desperately.
Poor girl never had a chance. Chelsea's eyes rolled back in her head and... came. I did not get the loud scream I had aimed for, however. In fact, she was almost silent, but there was no doubt how powerful her orgasm was. She shuddered and trembled so hard, I felt her come all the way down in my nuts. I paused as her climax ran its scenic course through her lithe body, but when she began to subside, I resumed my clitoral stimulation. My lips wrapped around her bud and my tongue raked it.
This time I got my noise. Chelsea shrieked happily and thrashed so hard, I think she might have toppled the chair over to the side if Anna had not been clinging to her tits like grim death and steadied her.
I could tell Chelsea was spent, and I slowly straightened, letting my fingers slip from inside her. We traded satisfied, sweaty grins.
Anna still had her hands clamped on Chelsea's breasts. "I hope you don't mind," she said to me, almost breathless herself, "but it is totally my turn."
"Fuck yeah, sister," Chelsea told her. "He could teach a class in eating pussy." She shook her head tiredly and winked at me, collapsed in the chair.
I worked my jaw and smiled as I stood. My eyes locked on Anna's hungry gaze. She took a step toward the chair beside Chelsea and I lunged at her. In surprise, Anna recoiled with a squeal that rapidly became a laugh. But I was not aiming to let her get in that chair. Instead, I grabbed her and bore her down onto her back on the middle futon against the back wall. I kissed her, my mouth and face still drenched in Chelsea's juices. I watched her eyes as she tasted Chelsea more than me. Her eyes were first shocked, then softly lidded as I lay atop her, pressing my tongue inside her mouth. Apparently, she had just discarded some spearmint gum (or had just swallowed it) because her own tongue was a delicious shock of tingling goodness.
My hard cock pressed against her groin, and I realized that Anna still had her shorts on. That would not do. I lifted off and tickled her. She rolled a little away from me, and I kept her going until she was lying on her belly. I straddled her and massaged her lush ass through the tight denim of her shorts. Then I let one hand slip downward and between her legs, pressing against her groin and rubbing softly but insistently.
Anna gasped happily.
I let my hand work on her for a few moments, until I could feel her warm moisture seeping through the denim under my fingers. Then I kept her on her belly while reaching around under her to unsnap her shorts. After a short tug on her zipper, I pulled downward. Anna pushed herself upward on her knees while leaving her face pressed into the futon. I tugged the shorts down to her knees and lifted first one leg then the other so I could toss the garment aside.
Her ass was so fucking nice! Round, and tight as a drum. The light beige of her thong dove down between her buttocks. With her ass tilted up like this, I could see the darker color of the fabric which covered her sex, displaying her wetness. I bent and began to kiss her ass, back and forth. As I did, I tugged at the waistband of the thong, pulling it free and down. Once it cleared her knees, I left its disposal to Anna.
For my part, I bent to kiss and lick the backs of her legs, pushing them farther apart as I did so, but keeping her on her knees.
She was completely shaven. In fact, she was so smooth after 24 hours in here, I knew she had to have waxed rather than shaved. Her labia were puffy and already slightly parted. I was unable to resist diving in.
My hands caressed and squeezed her buttocks while my tongue dipped, caressed her clit, then slid upwards to taste her depths. She was muskier than Chelsea. Her juices were less salty, letting a delicious funk come through to my tongue and nose. And they were flowing freely down her legs and across my face.
Anna began to swear, softly but emphatically, into the futon. The words were not strung together to say anything other than to simply vocalize the strength of the sensations she was feeling.
I let my tongue continue to probe her depths while I relinquished my grip on one ass cheek and let my thumb tease softly at her flower. Anna swore some more.
Suddenly, Chelsea was on the futon with us. She knelt beside Anna and bent to kiss her between the shoulder blades. Anna just moaned.
Then she turned her head sideways and produced the mental acuity to question Chelsea. "Aren't you supposed to watch the experiment?"
Chelsea leaned down swiftly to kiss Anna, now that her mouth was exposed. "They just grabbed sodas and are drinking and trying to catch their breath. We won't miss anything for a few minutes at least," said Chelsea, before kissing Anna again. Anna was still not sure about that, but she kissed back tentatively.
I flicked her bud swiftly with my thumb and Anna gasped. Chelsea laughed and slid back to kiss my cheek, then Anna's smooth adjacent buttock, then my cheek again. Her hand ran down my back, across my ass, then underneath me to clasp my once again rock hard cock. "He's hard again already, girl," Chelsea sang out to Anna.
"You think I... didn't notice? ... I felt it... before," gasped Anna in reply.
Chelsea giggled, then grasped my chin, turning my face from between Anna's backside and kissed me with just a flick of tongue. Then, she darted her face down where I had vacated. I heard her tongue dip wetly into Anna. Anna shuddered in pleasure... and consternation. "Chelsea..." she gasped hesitantly.
Chelsea slipped away from Anna agreeably, and lay down next to us with her head on the futon beside Anna's. I dove back in to resume my efforts. My face was buried in Anna, but I could hear them.
"Sorry about the liberty," Chelsea said softly and good-naturedly. "I'd like to say I was giving you another experience, but truth was, I just really wanted to taste you. You are delicious, by the way."
I pulled my face free just far enough to interject, "Damn right she is!"
I heard them both laugh, and I was glad to hear Anna's laugh was as relaxed and happy as Chelsea's... to the extent it could be relaxed with the assault I was mounting on her crotch.
"Well," Anna replied, suddenly tentative again, "you taste pretty good too."
"How would you know?" laughed Chelsea.
"You were all over his face!"
Before Chelsea could possibly take that opening to push Anna's boundaries any further, I got serious about finishing my own work. It took but a few more flicks, licks, and probes and I had Anna gasping again, harder than before. I hummed against her sex and the vibrations traveled into her and began to magnify. I heard her once more begin swearing incoherently into the futon, trembling in increasing power. Chelsea rolled back toward me kissing my shoulder and otherwise just watching my tongue probe Anna.
My hand squeezed her ass hard, then harder still, and Anna groaned in massive release. She pushed her shoulders up off the futon, as she spasmed, then shot forward to collapse flat again, puling her snatch away from my mouth as she came.
That wouldn't do, so I dove forward and grabbed her, flipping her over onto her back, even as her orgasm tapered off. Collapsing on her back, Anna's legs naturally spread and I leaned back in and instantly resumed torturing her bud with my tongue and lips. Anna threw her head back and groaned, but didn't come again instantly.
I kept working, and Chelsea slid up to look down at Anna, who returned the gaze intently. Chelsea reached out tentatively, hovering her hand over one of Anna's lovely big breasts inquiringly. Anna paused only a flick of an eyelid, then nodded quickly. Chelsea massaged the breast eagerly, then expanded the limits of Anna's permission and bent to suckle on the pert, achingly erect nipple. My view from between Anna's legs was amazing. My cock wasn't just hard, it was feeling neglected.
Anna moaned in response to Chelsea's suckling, then moaned louder as I slid two fingers back inside her and stroked just that right spot.
Her random swearing was replaced with a long, uninterrupted string of "Fucks" growing in volume and register until her body ripped in a second wave of orgasmic bliss that went on for a long time since I refused to relent in my efforts. Eventually, Anna could take no more, and shoved first Chelsea off her tit, then me from between her legs.
"Christ!" she gasped.
*
"Mmmmm," came from the intercom and we all stared at each other. Our subjects had apparently finished their sodas and resumed without supervision!
I raised myself on my knees, and Chelsea popped to her feet. Anna took rather longer to so much as roll onto her side.
Tabitha was putting on a show. Carlos had sunk down into the other soft chair, and she knelt before him, demonstrating great enthusiasm in the fellatio department. Fortunately for our 'observations', the second chair was pointing at enough of an angle to the window that we could see what she was actually doing.
Carlos slumped in the chair, his hand running idly through her purple hair. Tabitha clasped his cock in both hands, pumping its base furiously while she licked and sucked on his happily swollen, purple head. Her big, scenic boobs swayed underneath her as she bent enthusiastically to her work. Her soft, curvy ass, while nice, was not the equal of either of the women in with me... but those tits, I had to admit, were enthralling.
Carlos thought so too, as he leaned forward, reaching under her to latch onto them and explore their contours.
Anna finally got to her feet, and we all moved to stand by the window, hungrily watching. Our minds were all three warring between our clinical duty and our sexual interests. My colleagues flanked me on either side. Each clasped lightly one of my glutes, and my arms were around them, my hands reaching out to stroke the outer curves of the breasts of each. But our conversation was an in-depth analysis of what elements of their personalities had meshed to produce the result we were watching.
Despite the fact that we were both naked, I was holding her tit in my hand, and her hand was idly fighting with Anna's over position on my ass, Chelsea and I were arguing animatedly and in professional jargon about elements that we saw in Carlos's personality, when Anna interrupted us.
"Listen, you two," she said with suppressed laughter. "The whole point of the experiment is to analyze what the circumstances can trigger, not their personalities."
"Then these are powerful circumstances," I said.
"Uh," added Chelsea slowly, "let's also look at the three naked people on this side of the glass. There may be something to this isolation and boredom phenomenon."
"True," snorted Anna. "A couple of minutes ago, I had a girl's tongue in my twat. I assure you that that is not a result of any reading of my personality that I would ever have made before today!"
"Sorry about that," Chelsea said sincerely. "I got carried away."
"It's okay," reassured Anna. "I sort of liked it. And I think it is good for me to have had a little experimentation." Chelsea smiled a reserved little smile. "Maybe I'll experiment some more..." Anna added. Chelsea looked sharply at her. Anna smiled mischievously but firmly at her. "Maybe."



My cock jumped at this whole conversational turn, still rock hard.
"Oh poor guy!" exclaimed Anna. "He's all hard and getting no attention." With that, she turned and reached across to stroke me gently. The turning of her torso pulled her breast beyond my grasp, but I was happy with the trade.
"We can fix that, can't we," added Chelsea, reaching across in like kind. Their fingers interlaced and stroked me gently. But neither seemed interested in getting serious about the process.
And they lost even that interest a moment or so later when Tabitha drew her head up off of Carlos's cock, wanking him furiously. Less than a minute later, he gasped happily and a gout of white jism sprang into the air and back down on his belly. Tabitha leaned forward, still pumping, eager to finish him off. Carlos groaned more and produced a second and third sticky fountain of white stuff. Tabitha had gotten closer than she had apparently intended to, as both gouts struck her in the face. She lurched backward with a short, "Ahh!"
Carlos lurched forward, stammering an apology. "Don't worry," Tabitha smiled. "I was just surprised." She looked at him through a strand of cum over her left eyelash so thick we could see it from where we stood. "I must look a mess, though."
"You look hotter than the sun," breathed Carlos, collapsing back in the chair.
Tabitha blushed, but turned to grab her already soiled scrubs, using them to clean herself up.
The three of us were laughing our asses off. As we calmed down, it became clear to us that the two of them were going to take a break. They were not stopping by any means, but they were going to calm down for a while.
Anna looked across at Chelsea. "Okay. We have some time where we don't need to watch our charges like a hawk. Which of us fucks him first?"
"Me?" said Chelsea tentatively.
"I was going to say me," Anna laughed.
"Anyone going to ask me?" I put in.
"No," they both replied.
They roshamboed. Seriously, they played Rock, Scissors, Paper to fuck me first. (I especially liked the implications of that word, 'first'.) Chelsea won two out of three.
With a shout of triumph, she grabbed my hand and pulled me toward the futons again. At the edge, I stoped and kissed her. We stood there for a moment, thrusting our tongues into each other's mouths and fondling each other's bodies. But I was frankly screaming with impatience. "How do you..." I began to ask.
Chelsea pushed me down to the futon and climbed over me. I rolled flat on my back. "I want to be on top," she breathed, and I sure as hell was not going to argue with her. She dragged her sex back and forth along my eager rod, leaving it slick with her wetness. Then she lifted upwards. I grabbed my dick and pointed it toward her. She slid down until it touched her, and she wriggled until it found its home. With a sigh, echoed by my own, Chelsea sank downward, taking my length inside her. My eyes were transfixed as my cock entered her, watching it part her flesh. Then I lifted my hands and caressed her delicate pair of feminine characteristics. "Fuck, that feels good," she cooed, whether about my caress, or my invading flesh, I did not care.
Slowly, she began to rise and fall on me. I could hear my rod slurping in and out of her as she moved and I trembled with the feelings that passage provided. In, and out. In, and out.
Anna seemed unable to simply watch and crawled over to us. She leaned down and kissed me lightly. But I reached up and grabbed the back of her head, pulling her hard against my face. I thrust a tongue into her mouth almost as eagerly as my cock slid into Chelsea. Anna moaned and kissed me back.
I removed my hand on Anna's side from Chelsea's breast and worked my arm under Anna and around her back. I pulled her hard against me. That pulled her mouth from mine and she looked down at me. I looked back at her.
"Please," she breathed, and I nodded eagerly. Anna pushed herself up onto her knees and moved to straddle my face. My eyes looked up at hers as she began to lower herself towards my mouth.
"Uh uh!" said Chelsea sternly from behind her, never breaking her rhythm. "I'm in charge here."
"I'm sorry," Anna apologized, lifting her leg back from across me.
"I'm not saying no," Chelsea went on. "I'm saying that you need to turn around, so I can see better."
Anna looked at her, almost bug eyed. Then she laughed and swung her other leg over me and resumed lowering herself onto my face. I smelt her wonderful aroma as she descended, and I stretched up my tongue to meet her. Anna almost immediately ground herself down on my mouth.
"Oh hell yeah," sighed Chelsea, still relentlessly fucking me.
I worked my tongue and lips against Anna, doing everything I could to make her squirm atop me, while Chelsea drove my loins wild with her ride. Anna shivered and twisted as an early wave of pre-orgasm ripped through her.
"Damn, girl," exclaimed Chelsea, a little breathlessly. "You have some nice boobs."
"Th-Thank you," laughed Anna hesitantly. Then after a moment, she went on, "Yours are so firm and pretty." I felt her tremble on my face, and not just from my efforts. Suddenly, I felt Chelsea shift atop me, and Anna suddenly leaned forward. In a moment, I realized that Chelsea had pulled Anna toward her and the two of them were kissing, Anna as eagerly as Chelsea.
Now, I have been a student in the field of Human Sexuality for four years, and I have yet to encounter a truly compelling explanation for why so many men are aroused by sapphic behavior in women. But it is, to one extent or another, so universal that whenever I encounter a male who isn't at least somewhat aroused by two attractive women getting together, I am amazed. And if I meet a guy who is genuinely turned off by it, I feel the need to produce a paper about him.
I for one am quite normal with regards this phenomenon. I always get excited by two women together, especially, for whatever reason, when one or none of them are outright lesbians. To encounter the phenomenon taking place naked and on top of me was... out of this world. My cock throbbed mightily, alive with sensation. And if I had thought that I had previously been eating Anna with all the gusto possible, but I had been wrong.
The only problem was that Chelsea's vigorous rise and fall atop my penis slacked off. I realized it was because she needed to hold still to kiss Anna.
I needed that movement, so I supplied my own. I pushed my hips upward hard into Chelsea and she lifted upward. Within the room I had just created, I just began to slam my hips upward, driving my cock into her hard. Over and over again I thrust and I heard a soft meep of pleasure from her at the unexpected shift in our coupling.
They kept kissing through my new efforts. I could not see, of course, as my vision was filled with Anna's lovely ass, but I imagined that they were probably fondling each other's breasts, too. Perhaps each teasing and tugging at the other's nipples. Whether they were in fact doing that or not, the image was in my head and I was not about let it go. It drove me even harder.
Now, fucking upward rapidly while unbraced on your back, and at the same time licking and probing into a pussy pressed eagerly, and possibly a little harder than was comfortable, on your face at the same time is a bit like rubbing your tummy and patting your head. It is not easy.
It took me a few moments to get the trick, but when I did, I think I succeeded admirably, as both women atop me were almost immediately moaning through each other's lips. Then they were gasping. I was growing exhausted, by I kept slamming upward into Chelsea, my cock singing with each passage into her, reveling in the way she clenched back at me in reply.
Looking back, I think I will always be a little smug about my performance.
The both of them came at virtually the same time. I don't know which of them started first, but it was obviously contagious, and the two broke their kiss and cried out together. Anna twisted violently atop my face, at first completely smothering me, but then rising upward so high I had to lift my head to keep my tongue in torturous contact with her clitoris. Even that did not last, as Anna could not take any more stimulation and hurled herself off me to the side, collapsing in a shivering puddle on the adjacent futon.
That brought Chelsea into view. She was frozen, still hovering over me, my cock still pounding into her. Her eyes were wide, her mouth open in a wide circle. She moaned even louder as I could now slam even harder into her.
The look on her face sent me over the edge, and I lost it. With a gasp and a loud growl, a sensation ran throughout my body like a rogue wave in already choppy seas. My balls surged and I felt a single, huge rush of semen hustle upward and into Chelsea. Whether my offering prolonged her orgasm, or induced a fresh new one in a closely-grouped series, I could not tell. All I knew was that she continued to whimper in involuntary ecstasy. I thrust up into her one more time before her suddenly boneless weight bore down on me, pining me once again to the futon. After I was pinned, Chelsea rallied to hump on me again. The over-stimulation of my post-orgasmic member was electrifying but not entirely comfortable. I was relieved when Chelsea could manage only about three thrusts before she collapsed atop me, my cock still impaling her. I reached up and caressed her tight little ass exhaustedly.
All three of us were panting with exertion and exhaustion.
A few panting breaths later, Anna uncoiled and rolled over next to us. She languorously draped her arm over both Chelsea and me, and kissed us both. "Holy fuck!" Anna breathed.
"I don't know how holy it was, but that was sure one hell of a fuck," Chelsea chuckled in reply, squeezing my softening cock inside her.
"Water," I croaked.
They both laughed and, somewhat reluctantly, disengaged from me. Anna quickly popped to her feet, although she was a bit wobbly when she got there, and headed for the fridge. "Three waters, coming up!"
"Actually," I called out, my eyes somehow not too exhausted to stare at her lovely retreating ass, "I'll have a Coke. For some reason, I need the energy." Atop me, Chelsea laughed and twisted. That finally dislodged my shrinking penis and she took that as a signal to slide off me to the side. I gave her another quick kiss.
Anna returned with Cokes for me and her, and the Sprite that Chelsea preferred. She also brought four packs of the cheese, nuts, and fruit protein packs we had laid in. "One for each of us, and two for you," she told me, distributing the food and seating herself cross-legged next to us. "You need your energy. It is my turn as soon as you are able. I want mine before this spell wears off of us."
I struggled to a sitting position. I looked from Anna, naked, beautiful, and her pussy on full display between her crossed legs, to Chelsea who had risen up to sit with her legs tucked up together beneath her, but glowing in post-coital electricity. The bi-sexual aggression she had exhibited from left field had gone into abeyance, and the quiet, uncertain, nerd was back. Or back as much as it could be when she was naked and sitting with two other naked people. "I don't know about you two, but I don't see this 'spell' dissipating any time before that runs out," I said, pointing at the experiment timer, which currently read just over forty-nine hours.
We shared a hungry gaze.
Then I realized that my hunger was currently, improbably, mostly for the Colby, cashews, and cranberries in those energy packs, and tore into the first one right after a long pull on my Coke.
We devoured the food in happy silence. Chelsea was the first of us to stir herself. "The lab animals are awfully quiet. We need to see what they are up to," she grunted as she pushed herself to her feet. I was watching Anna at that moment, and I could see her eyes follow Chelsea's body as she tottered toward the window. The two of us rose unsteadily to follow her.
Carlos and Tabitha were curled up together on Tabitha's bed, sound asleep.
"Damn, that looks like a good idea," I muttered.
"The question is," Anna said, "how long do you think they will be out like that?"
"No idea," I replied.
"So take a nap, you two," said Chelsea. "I'll watch."
"Especially you," Anna teased me. "You are going to need the energy." Damn. She was hornier than I was.
"Can you give me a half hour to nap, Chelsea?" Anna asked while I stumbled toward my futon. "Then you can wake me and I'll take a shift if they aren't awake yet." Chelsea agreed. Anna went to lie down on her own futon and we curled up under our respective blankets.
Part of me wanted to roll over and cuddle with her, but most of me knew that would not result in sleep. And I really wanted some sleep. The hormones in my body had just gone through a super high intensity sexual cycle, and were demanding unconsciousness to put all the furniture back in place.
I closed my eyes and heaved a deep sigh. I began to...
Suddenly, I awoke to Anna shaking my shoulder. Chelsea was lying on her futon and struggling awake. "Wake up you two," Anna said. "I was just going to wake you for your shift and let Chelsea nap on," she added to me, "but they both woke up a moment ago and are making out in the bed."
With that news, Chelsea and I both sprung up and we hustled over to the window. I detoured on the way for another round of sodas and more snacks, a big bag of Doritos this time.
We stood in front of the window, watching as Carlos and Tabitha embraced each other, naked on top of the covers of her bed, kissing enthusiastically. Neither was on top the other, and we had a beautiful view of their bodies as they lay. I'll admit, I was mesmerized by Tabitha's fabulous breasts, but Anna and Chelsea's attention was elsewhere. Carlos's erection was returning in a slow but continuous progress. It slowly pulsed as the two kissed, inflating and elongating with each throb. When it was straight and floating erect, even though it was not touching her, Tabitha seemed to sense its eagerness. Her hand slid downward and gently grasped his penis, simply holding it gently as she continued to kiss him.
Anna and Chelsea seemed entranced by his hardening. When Tabitha finally wrapped her fingers around him, Anna turned to look across me to Chelsea. "Which of them do you think is bigger?" She asked with a grin.
Chelsea giggled in response. The two of them looked from me to Carlos and back.
"In my defense," I said hotly, unaccountably defensive, "I just woke up. I'm not fully hard!"
"Hmmm," Anna mused. "True." With that, she bent her knees, grabbed my hips with her fingers caressing my ass, and turned me toward her. Then she stuck out her tongue and licked my half-hard appendage upward from balls to tip. She did it twice. Then a kiss or two on the tip and she had rectified the hardness situation. I shuddered and moaned happily.
"There," said Anna in satisfaction. Then she stood up and turned back to the window, leaving my penis swaying in the breeze.
Chelsea giggled and said something to her that I missed, bereft as I suddenly was of oral stimulation. The two of them looked back and forth from Carlos to me, then they laughed. "I can't tell, to be honest," Chelsea said.
"Me either," replied Anna. When I tried to put in my own thoughts on the subject, she shushed me. "Hush! Your opinion is irrelevant. Besides, we don't care about the answer. Yours is the one in here with us. And it certainly does the job..."
"Magnificently," Chelsea added.
To be honest, Carlos's dick and mine seemed quite close in size, though his was darker, of course. And it had a slight curve, like a rounded scimitar.
In response to Tabitha's fondling, the spell of their kiss seemed to break in Carlos, and his hands rose to clasp her breasts, squeezing and caressing them gently. He broke their kiss after a few moments more and gasped for breath. "I know that this is kind of crass," he growled to Tabitha, "but damn, girl, your boobs are amazing!"
Tabitha barked a short laugh. "They should be, they cost enough."
Carlos actually looked shocked. "You mean they are bolt-ons?" he blurted.
"'Bolt-ons'?" Tabitha burst out laughing.
"I... I mean enhanced! Sorry," Carlos interjected hastily. He let go of her breasts hastily.
She let go of his cock just long enough to snag his wrists and pull his hands firmly back to her swelling mounds. "It's okay. I just laughed because I'd never heard that term before."
Carlos stared down at her too perfect breasts, watching his own hands explore their contours. "They are really enhanced?" he asked, as if amazed.
"You really can't tell?" Tabitha asked, almost incredulously.
"How am I supposed to? I just thought they were the best I'd ever touched!"
"Idiot," observed Chelsea in amusement to me and Anna.
Tabitha rolled over onto her back, her breasts thrusting upward. "You see them?" she asked Carlos.
"I certainly do," he said hungrily.
That got another laugh from Tabitha. "Real boobs don't hold their shape like this when a girl's lying on her back, mister!"
"I had no idea," Carlos mused.
"How can a twenty year old guy who so clearly knows what he is doing, not know how to tell fakies?" asked Anna, to no one in particular. I quietly refrained from admitting that I had had my hands on a pair or two of re-engineered breasts, not to mention seen a huge number in pictures and videos, before I had cottoned on to the various ways to tell.
"So you like my fake tits, do you?" Tabitha teased.
"'Fake tits'?" Carlos asked, somewhat incredulous at her turn of phrase.
Tabitha shrugged, a scenic event. "They are what they are, and I like them quite a bit."
"So do I," growled Carlos, who clasped both 'fake tits' in his hands and dove forward to cover them with licks and kisses. Tabitha just giggled as he went after her breasts.
Anna sighed. "Well, there is no question of who has it in the size department when it comes to boobs," she grumped.
Chelsea scoffed, "Please! You are barely a cup size smaller than her!"
"Yeah," said Anna quietly, looking down at her own chest. "But naked, hers are way more impressive."
"Again, please!" Chelsea said, with a little more heat. "When it comes to boobs, we know which girl here is lacking in all this."
That kind of attitude didn't suit my tastes. "From where I stand, I can see three pairs of amazing breasts," I said firmly. "Any of which I could find endless ways to enjoy." With that, I bent over and clamped my lips over one of Chelsea's delicate, pretty aureoles. I sucked on it, hard. I felt the nipple harden against my caressing tongue, and she moaned a little, tensing or relaxing, I'm honestly not sure which. I would have pursued this more, but just then, we all heard, clear as a bell through the intercom, Tabitha's voice again.
"Want to fuck them?"
Okay, I'll admit it. My head shot up at that like a gopher hearing a coyote bark.
"What?" asked Carlos swiftly.
Tabitha laughed, then spoke with exaggerated patience, as if explaining a new kind of candy to a toddler. "Do you want to take that lovely cock of yours, lay it between my titties, and let me squeeze them together so you can fuck the shit out of them?"
Carlos was speechless, able only to nod vigorously. He clambered to his knees, but before he could straddle Tabitha, she held up her hand to stop him, palm right against his raging cock. Her fingertips briefly curled around him, but then she let him go. "We need some lotion to make it work," she told him. "Thankfully," she said, rolling away, "they let me bring my Jergens in. Little did I know what I'd want it for!" She grabbed the bottle from her tiny pile of belongings, and pumped an obscene amount between and across her breasts.



Then she laid back on the bed and beckoned Carlos. He needed no encouragement and swung up to straddle her torso on his knees. "I've never done this before," he said, an uncertainty in his voice we had yet to hear before. "Like this?"
Tabitha clasped the outside of her breasts and smiled up at him. "Just like that, now rest it between my boobs."
Carlos leant forward and lowered his cock into the valley formed by her jutting boobs. When his cock touched the pooling lotion, he jerked slightly. "It's cold!" he laughed.
Tabitha, just smiled and pressed her breasts together over and around him. "Not for long," she purred.
Whether of his own conscious volition or not, Carlos began to thrust. They were cross-wise to us on the bed and we could see it all. He slid his hips back and forth, almost immediately groaning in pleasure. Tabitha's breasts wobbled in her grasp as he banged into them with rapidly quickening pace. Even over the intercom, we could hear the sticky shishing of his thrusts through her lotion-sodden cleavage.
"Will you look as his ass," murmured Anna to Chelsea.
"Yeah..." she sighed in reply.
I'll admit, I was mesmerized again. "I've never seen someone do this in real life," I breathed.
Somehow, Chelsea's hand had found its way back to my cock, where it gently rested, unmoving. "So you've never actually done it then, either," she surmised out loud. She looked across at Anna. "I'll be you could do it with Anna's beauties," she said half eager, half accusatory. I said nothing, but my cock twitched in answer.
Anna let her hand come to rest on my cock as well, where she also let it lie unmoving. "Later. Maybe," she snorted. "The next place this shaft is delving is inside me. It is my turn."
My first instinct was to fuck her that instant. That was certainly my cock's vote. But I was still hungry. I just held the bag of Doritos and munched as we watched Carlos rail in and out between Tabitha's boobs. Both of my colleagues helped themselves copiously to the chips, using whichever hand was not occupied with my penis.
Tabitha was watching Carlos above her with rapt attention, and when he began to pant and groan louder still, she smiled and started begging him to come on her, to come between her tits. She lifted her head, opened her mouth, and stuck out her tongue eagerly. Looking straight down at her, he saw the invitation. It was too much for him and he nutted... copiously. His head was popping free with each thrust, and at the peak of one, a jet raced upward, landing square in her mouth at its end. His hips locked in place and his subsequent, weaker spurts spattered across her chest.
Tabitha closed her mouth and swallowed, letting her breasts bounce away from his penis. We could nevertheless barely see his member, still lying as it did between her upthrust slopes.
Carlos was wavering above her, trying to gather his thoughts.
"Wow," breathed Anna. "Maybe I should do my final paper for my fetishes class on this. That was..."
Chelsea laughed, "And maybe not! It might kill Old Man Killian, reading a paper on the old Hawaiian Muscle Fuck written by you!"
Anna just stuck out her tongue at Chelsea. But the look on her face told me that the somewhat elderly Professor Killian better keep up on whatever heart medication he was taking.
Tabitha and Carlos had gotten off the bed and were raiding their refrigerator for a very late lunch. Seeing my opportunity to not have my attention divided, I took a half step backward and slid behind Anna. I pressed myself against her backside, my cock rubbing against her ass. My arms slid around her waist and I bent to nuzzle the back of her neck. As I kissed her, I let my hands slide upward to cup her generous breasts. And I just stayed that way, grinding into her backside, fondling her softness, and nuzzling her neck.
Anna crooned in response, "So, I take it that it is my turn, finally?"
I could only breathe, "Please," in response.
She reached behind her and grasped my penis, letting it throb in her grasp for a moment. She tried to point it downward and stood on her tiptoes. I bent my knees hard so I could rub the tip across her sex, but we could both tell that she was too much shorter than me for it to work for long, and certainly not comfortably.
"Damn," Anna growled. "I really want to do it like this so we can see what they get up to next." I nodded my agreement, and let my tip slide slightly inside her. It was already uncomfortable on my knees.
Anna snapped her fingers. "Chelsea, would you go grab that stupid aerobic step thingie? That might do it!"
Chelsea had been leaning against the glass, watching us, or I guess she had been. I confess I had been ignoring her. She looked at us, straining as we were. Then she grinned impishly. "Okay, but if I do, I get to suck him a little before he gives it to you!"
Anna nodded raggedly, my cock still just nestling in her outer folds. As Chelsea dashed over toward the exercise stuff against the back wall, Anna called out, her voice a little more organized, "Fifteen seconds, no more!"
Chelsea stopped her return abruptly. "Thirty," she countered, not moving. I wiggled my cock again, slipping in just a hair more, just to sweeten the pot. I wanted that step, it would be the perfect height, I was sure. And a warmup blowjob would make a nice appetizer.
I was rapidly becoming obnoxiously spoiled.
"Done," gasped Anna, and Chelsea plopped the step right in front of the window. Chelsea turned and knelt beside us. She reached out and actually tugged my cock free of Anna's crotch, giving it a lick, probably tasting Anna as well as me. I gasped and turned toward her, swinging my cock in line with her delicate lips. Chelsea kept licking me in long strokes, but Anna suddenly knelt as well and leaned in to lick too.
"Hey!" Chelsea exclaimed.
"I said you could suck a little," grinned Anna. "Doesn't mean I can't too!"
Chelsea scowled but resumed licking me, taking turns with Anna. That lasted only about three rounds before the two of them got competitive and were both dragging their tongues up my length at the same time. Damn, that felt good.
Of course, that didn't last long either, as soon Chelsea slipped her mouth from my shaft and planted a deep kiss on Anna, who barely flinched this time before returning the kiss with gusto.
I looked down at them, marveling at the sight. They might not be orally pleasuring me any more, but they still leaned against my penis as they kissed each other, letting it rest gently against the soft, smooth skin of their faces.
Still, can you blame me for being impatient? "That is way more than thirty seconds," I said with mock sternness, and tugged Anna upwards. They both seemed reluctant to break the kiss, but I felt Anna shiver in anticipation. I kicked the aerobic step to about a foot and a half from the window. It was heavy and hard to move, so I figured that was close enough. As I helped Anna step up onto it, she seemed hesitant of which way to turn, toward me or the window.
I had no such doubts. I wanted that same delicious position we had tried and failed to manage just minutes before. I turned her gently toward the window. She softly put her hands against it and I pressed myself against her back side. Now my cock rested squarely against her ass. This was just about the perfect height.
I took my penis in my hand and pointed it forward. Anna spread her legs slightly and I guided myself between. She was literally dripping, her moisture coating her inner thighs. I pressed myself against her labia which had parted gently with arousal. My head nestled into her entrance. It was steaming with welcoming heat.
I grasped her hips, taking a moment to appreciate the sight of her buttocks thrust back toward me, sweeping up to her soft, slender back. Then I began to press myself inside her. And found that I had to work myself into the tightest vagina I had ever encountered! She was slick as humanly possible, so there was no uncomfortable friction, but her opening resisted every inch of my initial penetration for all it was worth.
Anna is not an overly slender woman, and while I am above average in girth, I'm not some kind of salami-bearer. It was not as if I was ripping her apart or anything. Her muscle tone was just so amazingly tight as hell I had never imagined anything like it. Anna groaned and moaned with every inch of my progress. I was grunting and groaning too. I put my right foot up on the step where Anna stood for more leverage.
With a good three inches inside her, I paused, then slid a bit back out, paused again, then thrust back in. The depths of her passage where I had already penetrated welcomed my return comparatively easily, but then I once again had difficulty going further. I worked away, my cock absolutely throbbing in the tight enclosure that resisted my advance. I backed off again, and then as if getting a running start, I slammed into Anna as hard as I could. My momentum carried my through her resistance this time and my belly slapped against her tight but generous ass as I buried the last inch of my shaft inside her.
Her breath caught in a gasp, and we both froze, panting. Then I slowly slid back, and into her again, practically moaning as I felt her envelop my manhood once more. I started thrusting, evenly and deeply. Once I had made my way fully within her, it was not difficult to penetrate her again, but the sensation of her firm, wet walls, pressing in hard on my cock as it traveled into her, remained incredible.
I leaned forward slightly and slid my hands up her hips and sides until I could reach under and grasp her softly dangling breasts. I clutched at them eagerly as I thrust. I felt her nipples were hard as rubber, and I tugged at them gently.
Over her shoulder, I stared at our experimental subjects.
Carlos had nuked a microwave burrito and was sitting in his chair, devouring it. His penis was as soft and limp as I had seen it yet, and it flopped loosely against his thigh. He was almost as big limp as he was erect, a perfecto example of a Show-er, not a Grow-er. I first was jealous at how no one would ever underestimate his potential, but then it occurred to me how carrying around that much meat 24/7 would make buying clothes, and even just sitting down, complicated.
Tabitha was tearing through another chicken Caesar. Even though still naked, she sat almost demurely in her chair, legs together. I could still see the lightning bolt shape of her closely trimmed bush, however. And of course, I could see those magnificently crafted breasts.
It was hard after a bit to remain bent over far enough to keep playing with Anna's boobs, and I also found I could not quite make my way all the way inside her while bent over like that. I straightened up and grabbed her ass, bracing to resume burying myself to the hilt.
Anna pressed her hands hard against the glass, with her arms locked straight, giving me a firm target to slam into. But her head sagged forward, waving back and forth as she panted her pleasure. Damn, her ass was firm.
"Rub my clit," Anna suddenly demanded, catching me off guard. "I need you to rub my clit."
I grinned and began to slide my hand around her hip and under her.
"Not you!" Anna gasped. "Chelsea. Chelsea, rub my clit... please!"
"Me? Gladly," laughed Chelsea in delighted surprise, pushing away from the glass where she had been leaning to watch our show. She moved next to Anna, bending slightly to kiss her cheek, and she pressed her delicate, beautiful breasts against Anna's arm. She reached beneath and I felt her fingers softly begin to tease at Anna. In a few moments, I could see a thought appear in her eyes. Her mouth twisted in concentration and I felt her hand change position. She shifted her fingers somehow so that a fingertip or two was still stroking Anna in what was audibly the right spot, but now two of her fingers had shifted lower to rest against my shaft as I drove it in and out. Now both Anna and I were mewling in thanks for her contribution.
But now that she was involved, Chelsea was not going to settle for this. Her free hand lifted Anna's chin and she kissed her on the mouth. The two locked lips and let their tongues fence against each other. Anna was gasping hard with each deep thrust I hammered into her, so I slowed and shifted to soft, shallow penetrations, letting my head caress the sensitive skin just inside her entrance. Anna moaned happily at the new sensation, but also took the opportunity to kiss Chelsea even deeper.
At last, the two broke their kiss, and I felt Chelsea remove her hand from both of us.
"Wha...?" Anna panted, confused. But Chelsea just sank to the floor and bent underneath us. I froze my motion, half inside Anna, sensing the outlines of Chelsea's intent, but curious in the extreme about the details. I felt her tongue caress my balls, then the exposed lower half of my cock, but just for a moment. Then she tilted her head and began to feast on Anna's clitoris. I held still until Anna's body stopped quivering from the sudden oral stimulation, or at least until she was quivering less, then I slid fully and glorious back inside her.
I began to alternate the depth of my thrusts, marveling again at the strength of her inner embrace. I began to feel the rise inside me and I clamped down determinedly on the orgasmic impulse. I wanted this to last, possibly forever. After a moment or two, the urge passed and I relaxed again into my ecstatic rhythm.
Then Chelsea decided she wanted to tickle my balls.
The urge returned in full force, and my pace faltered and grew ragged. "Oh cripes, Chelsea," I gasped urgently. "Stop that! You are going to make me come before Anna!"
"Not... if I have anything... to say about it," I heard a muffled voice from below reply. With that, Chelsea began sliding her tongue across Anna's clitoris, down to her slit, and against my rapidly moving shaft, then back upward. And she didn't stop torturing my balls. Now both Anna and I were practically crying at the outside stimulation, and Chelsea was relentless. Then, just as I was about lose it, she left my balls alone and I heard a sucking sound as she focused all her efforts on Anna's clit.
The sudden lack of stimulation from Chelsea was a shock that gave me the chance to gather the ragged shreds of my control and hold off coming for just little while longer.
Anna had no such respite, and she suddenly began to croon. I felt her muscles ripple inside her and around me and her head snapped back. Her hips shoved forward and down against Chelsea's face, dragging me with her.
She wasn't loud, she wasn't thrashing around, but it was impossible not to sense and be caught up in the incredible orgasmic wave that was assaulting her mind.
And it was not as if the sudden absence of contact from Chelsea had left me bereft of stimulation. I still had the mind-blowing tightness of Anna, now spasming of its own accord, and the beautiful sight of her back and ass, trembling in tiny but powerful tremors. I slammed into Anna one last time and unloaded a blast so voluminous and powerful, my teeth almost ached. My toes curled and I simply could not remember my name. A really good orgasm for me usually means several good spurts over a few seconds, but this time I let every drop fly in that single titanic ejaculation, the peak ecstasy all concentrated in the single split second of my seed's rush up and out of my shaft.
It is a good thing that all my muscles locked up for a second or two, or I would have collapsed to the floor. As it was, when that glorious rictus passed, I still stumbled backward, my penis slipping from its hiding place. I wobbled back to one of the chairs and collapsed into it, muttering thanks, praise, wonder, and apologies all at once. What I was apologizing for, I don't know, probably leaving the scene of the crime so abruptly...
I looked back at Anna and saw that Chelsea still had her face between Anna's legs! Anna was almost shrieking as another orgasm took her, and she literally struggled to get away from Chelsea's oral stimulation, begging her to let her collapse. Involuntarily, she pushed at her assailant's auburn hair, but Chelsea now had her fingers locked on Anna's ass, fingers digging deep into her glutes in a sight that riveted me. Anna moaned out loud, so loudly I again praised the professional sound-proofing of this space, and slumped at last.
Chelsea released her, gasped, and looked at me with a grin. "Holy fuck!" We all were panting, spent.
"Best threesome you've had, I hope?" I asked Chelsea.
She shook her head as she rose to her feet. "I don't know about you guys, but this is my first."
Anna looked confused. "I thought you..." she began.
"I said I'd been with girls before, but never with a guy around. FYI, that makes it so much better, as far as I'm concerned. I think I love a good buffet." Chelsea replied. She leaned unsteadily against the glass. "How about you, Anna?"
"Me?" Anna laughed. "Other than the showers, this is the first time I've been so much as naked with another woman in the same room." Chelsea started to say something, but Anna went on wryly, "I did have a chance to have two guys at the same time once, but I passed."
Chelsea's mouth gaped at Anna. "You passed?!? What are you, an idiot? Two dicks, all for you?"
Anna muttered something about one of the two 'applicants' being an ex-, and not wanting that drama. Chelsea taunted her again about being timid.
As for me, this conversation would have had my penis sporting a raging inferno of a hard-on had it and I not been so utterly exhausted. Still, I listened raptly.
"How about you?" Anna asked me suddenly. "You seem pretty confident and comfortable with all this. Is this your best?"
"My first time too," I replied cheerily. They both looked at me skeptically. "Truth. But holy shit am I really, really, turned on, and extremely... appreciative?"
They both laughed. Chelsea looked over her shoulder at the subjects. "That microwave burrito looks like a really good idea right now."
"Ugh," I said, as she passed me toward the fridge. "I hate those. Will you get one for me too?"
*
That disgusting burrito was marvelous. I inhaled it. All three of us ate a bit like wolves, sitting in our chairs and watching our two subjects. The two of them slouched in their seats, digesting their own meals. They looked relaxed, but there was an underlying air of tension between them, like gunfighters, each waiting for the other to make the first move.
We ate, watched, and eyed each other occasionally. There was a lot to eye, I thought.
The first among all of us to move was Chelsea. She stood from her chair and went to grab her lab coat, shrugging it on. Please note, she did not even look at any other article of her clothing, just the lab coat. She turned back toward us and returned to her chair, seating herself with the lab coat covering exactly one breast and damn all else.
"I think we need to write a paper about all this," she said, seriously.
"What?" Anna asked incredulously.
"Wait," I added. "I mean, sure, we will have to write up our observations--about what the two of them did and are doing, I mean. But a paper? The whole point of this a pre-study, a not-for-publication examination of methodologies. And if there were a paper, it wouldn't be for us to write it, but the professor and the dean."
"I'm not talking about Carlos and Tabitha," Chelsea said with an earnest smile. "I mean a detailing and examination of what we three have gotten up to." Anna and I just stared at her. "Something like: Behavioral Analysis of Three Adults, Each Engaging in a Menage a Trois for the First Time."
"Fuck that!" Anna exclaimed.
"Seriously, Chelsea?" I said turn. "I'm not super into publishing an account for the world to read of what we've done in here, no matter how awesome it was... is."



"I did not say it needed to be published," Chelsea laughed. "I said it needed to be written. I'd die if my mother actually read about this!" We all shuddered at the thought of our parents reading a technical dissertation on our current activities. We'd all be orphans within the day after the wave of cardiac arrests.
My lordly older brother would worship me, though. Forever. That had some appeal. He might actually be told the details. Some of them, at least.
"I would like to have an account from all our perspectives, though," Chelsea went on seriously. "I wouldn't publish it, but I do think I'd find it useful when I pursue my doctorate."
"Doctorate," Anna asked.
"Yeah, I want to be a therapist, specializing in sexual function, of course," Chelsea said matter of factly. "Why are you two in this program if not that?"
"I want to write pop psychology," said Anna, "and maybe do some research. A masters will do for that."
"They only take one doctoral candidate a year in the program here," I said cautiously to Chelsea.
"If I don't get accepted here, I don't get accepted here," said Chelsea nonchalantly. "There is always Cornell or Northwestern." I traded a glance with Anna. Cornell was her back up? No ambition or confidence there, in our auburn-haired partner....
"And how about you?" Chelsea asked, looking at me.
"No grad school at all for me. I am going into advertising," I said, calmly crossing my arms and looking smugly back at their incredulous expressions. "What?" I asked innocently. "Sex sells, period. I intend to be a star in the industry."
Anna shook her head, climbing off her chair. "Great, the Kramner Institute is unleashing another wave of Spuds MacKenzie ads on the world." She bent and grabbed her lab coat, shrugging it on, then picked up mine and tossed it to me. I stood and slipped my arms into the sleeves. "Since for the moment, we are all still serious academic researchers, we should dress the part," I said agreeably.
The three of us standing there, utterly naked except for unbuttoned white lab coats, looked vaguely ridiculous... and, my two co-workers at least, extremely hot. My dick twitched mightily at a moment when they were both staring at me. They both laughed.
Fortunately, I was saved from having to back up that twitch of the dick. Fortunate, because while my dick might have had the strength to start another job, I was sure I needed more time before I'd have been able to finish one.
In the experiment room, Tabitha rose from her chair and stretched, obviously putting on a show. It was a hell of a show. It even got another twitch out of my exhausted penis. She turned and walked around the room, providing another show. She stopped and looked at herself in the mirror, her mind still not registering the fact that it was one-way glass. She lifted her hands to her hair and primped a little.
Standing unseen, two feet right in front of her, I could not help but sigh a little as I watched her very worthwhile improvements lift and sway as she moved her arms around her head.
She turned and stalked toward Carlos. "I'm getting bored again," she pouted exaggeratedly.
"Well, we can have that!" Carlos said eagerly in reply, rising swiftly... and also getting to his feet.
"Here they go again!" muttered Anna, in a mixture of amazement, exasperation, and humor.
*
For the next several hours, our two subjects demonstrated an amazing range of activities in their respective arsenals. Their ability to never quite repeat themselves in how they fit various tabs into various slots was impressive. Disappointingly, neither ever seemed inclined to try anything particularly weird or strange in the process. On the plus side, both seemed to have a good grasp of the phenomenon of 'edging', relishing in taking their partner to the orgasmic brink before letting them fall short. Still, over the time we watched, Carlos did come once, and Tabitha came many times, split between two distinct occasions.
Meanwhile, we stood there, naked in lab coats, watching. We (mostly) kept our hands to ourselves during this time. Instead we discussed what they were doing. Chelsea's discussion of a paper about ourselves hung in the background, and we used that energy to instead analyze what we were seeing in the next room.
Our analysis ranged from gonzo silliness, not meant to be taken seriously, to complex, clinical interplay where we argued universality, practicality, emotional versus physical intimacy, etc. Sometimes we were just curious about what the hell they were doing, or why. I doubt anyone but a Kramner student could be such a hopeless nerd about sex.
Also, the conversation allowed us to amass several notebooks full of observations. We knew we were going to need to have lots to report, if only so no one asked us to explain what we had been doing most of the time...
Tabitha finally let Carlos come a second time. She was lying on her back on the edge of the bed, legs up in the air. Carlos had the back of her thighs resting against his chest as he rammed into her, her ankles waving above his head. Her fingers dug into his back, actually leaving visible marks, albeit faint ones. With a loud roar of triumph, Carlos's backside shuddered and clenched and we could practically feel the explosion of his seed inside Tabitha. Her own cries matched his as he filled her. He kept twitching his hips spasmodically for a few more thrusts, before both of them acted like the air was let out of their balloons. They crashed beside each other, panting.
I was hard as a rock, and to either side of me, my colleagues were flushed as well. Had any of us so much as touched another, I think we would have instantly tumbled onto a futon and gone at it again. But while we were all excited enough to participate, none of us quite had the energy to initiate it.
Instead, the five of us, in two groups obviously, ate a late dinner. The two of them shared a frozen lasagna. Anna and I split a lasagna ourselves, while Chelsea 'enjoyed' a microwave chicken stir-fry.
If you have never sat around on a futon, having microwaved frozen food for dinner with two effectively naked hot chicks, while having a stimulating and clinical discussion about sex, a subject close to the hearts of all conversants, I highly recommend it. It beats dinner at the Four Seasons all hollow.
Nobody initiated any shenanigans on either side of the glass for the rest of the evening until the lights dimmed in warning.
As we took turns washing up for bed, Chelsea said, "I admit, I am going to enjoy some sleep tonight. Today has been wonderfully exhausting."
"Yeah?" I replied. "Don't get too excited to sleep. At least not right away."
"Really?" Anna complained, though unsurprised.
"Take a look in there," I said, where Carlos was coming out of the necessary after brushing his teeth. "He's hard again. I give it five minutes after the lights go out before they go at it again."
Chelsea sighed. "Yeah, I see your point. Or more accurately, his point. That is a really pretty cock, but I would really prefer it was flaccid right now..." She yawned and shook her head as she went to grab our three pairs of infrared goggles from their case. The lights went out and we watched. Even before the lights went down, Tabitha had crawled into the same bed as Carlos. When it was dark (to them, not to us), they began to kiss, then proceeded to provide a long, slow, sweet and tender demonstration of why the Missionary Position is in fact so successful.
Tabitha did not even bother to get up after they were done, and they both fell asleep in the bed together.
"Someone is sleeping in the wet spot tonight," chuckled Anna.
"Maybe," I replied. "How many times did Carlos come today? Hard as he looked like he came there at the end, maybe there was nothing coming out."
Convinced that they were asleep, and counting on the motion sensors to alert us if they reawoke, we shucked the heavy goggles and felt our way to the beds in the near total darkness, letting our lab coats float to the floor. We fell into the futon in what had become our new default formation of me between the two of them. Anna was last into bed and pulled a light sheet over all three of us. I lay back, ready for sleep, but finding I had an obstacle in the form of an erection in my way.
A much better obstruction to sleep, in the form of a questing hand from Chelsea's direction, entered the equation, seeking, finding, and wrapping itself around my penis. Barely a second later, a matching hand from Anna's direction also sought out my junk. I heard the two girls giggle to each other, but none of us said anything.
Without any discussion, I felt both duck under the sheet and bend to my waist. I could just make out the hump of the two of them under there, hovering over me.
"Yeah," I heard one, probably Chelsea, say. "He's never going to get to sleep like this."
"Poor boy," came the reply. "We are going to need him sharp tomorrow, too. Maybe we should help him out?"
Suddenly I felt a soft lick from one side, then the other. But in moments, I felt their two mouths coming together down there... with my aching knob tucked between their open lips. I sighed a quiet thank you and laid back to enjoy. In the space between their eagerly clamped lips, their two tongues and the head of my dick fought a three-way battle of stimulation.
Now, my penis had been engorged and erect, on and off (mostly on), for almost five hours, without any stimulation to give it relief. I was tired, over stimulated, and in no mood to prolong things. Still, I'm a little embarrassed about how soon I was squirming and muttering warnings to them and the two swapped off sliding my cock into their mouths and across their tongues.
Chelsea's soft lips were the ones around me when I urgently whispered that I was about to blow. I heard Anna say encouragingly, "You take this, girl. Just save some to share with me." Damn, that girl's horizons had broadened that day! And with that image in my mind, my hips bucked, my spine shivered, and a quiet but powerful orgasm took me. I felt the marvelous sensation of my semen hurtling out of me and into Chelsea's welcoming mouth. Whether or not Carlos had run dry that evening, I certainly had not. I stuttered like a sprinkler head for several bursts and collapsed like a burst ballon back onto the futon. Chelsea's mouth slipped off of me and I saw the bumps of their heads merge under the sheet. I could only imagine them sharing my come between them in a kiss. Then they took turns licking my shaft clean, which did not accelerate my inevitable softening.
After a moment, the two of them popped back up out from under the sheet and snuggled down next to me. "Oh, there you are," chirped Anna. "We just had to take care of something." We all giggled.
Then the two of them lay back as if to drift off. I was having none of that. I was not going to sleep in debt!
I sat up, letting the sheet flow down off of our torsos. I rolled over to my knees and with an arm around each of them, tugged them together, shoulders touching beneath me. I bent and began to kiss first one, then the other, doing my best to steal the breath from each of them. I let a hand caress its way down the torso of each of them, exploring a delicious but different breast with each hand. Anna's breast was soft and malleable, overflowing my eagerly clutching fingers. Chelsea's firm, springy delight fit comfortably in my grasp. I kept kissing them as I let myself enjoy the varied but magnificent sensations in my hands.
But I had a job to do. Reluctantly relinquishing my grasp on their chests, I slid my hands purposefully downward, bumping over navels and finally delving between their legs. Anna's legs were welcomingly spread, but Chelsea made a show of demurely holding hers together. A gentle probe or two and a soft tickle, and she abandoned the pretense.
I abandoned kissing their mouths for the time being and alternated nuzzling licks of the base of their necks while my fingers began to caress their slits in matching cadence. Both were welcoming and I slid first one, then a second finger into each of them. Inside, both were hot and wet, and both tensed as I curled my fingers upward to press their g-spots while simultaneously rubbing their clitorae with my thumbs.
I doubted that either was any less pent-up than I had been, nor any more inclined to drag things out, so I eagerly pressed on with my assault. Awkwardly, I lifted my shoulders and stared down in turn at the two pairs of bright eyes beneath me in the gloom.
Anna was the first to go off like a Roman candle. She gasped and shuddered against my caress, grabbing my wrist and pushing my hand deeper inside her. I bent swiftly and locked my lips on hers as she moaned in ecstasy. As Anna's orgasm slowed, but before she finished, Chelsea came as well. She bucked against me. Her hands tried to bat mine away, but I kept on stimulating her, pulling my lips from the now panting Anna and locking them on Chelsea's mewling mouth. She was still crescendoing as I did so, but in only a few seconds more, she collapsed back exhaustedly. Her hand no longer tried to remove my hand, instead sweeping upward to caress my face.
They both smiled up at me and I grinned back down in return. Then I snuggled back down between them and the three of us fell asleep in a tangle of arms. We slept the sleep of the just.
*
Well before the lights came up the next morning, our alarm buzzed to give us a head start on the day and on our subjects. It had been a night of deep sleep and I grumbled at being woken. So did Anna, who groused, "Can you believe we still have a day and a half in here?"
"I know, isn't it awesome?" chirped Chelsea from the other side of me.
"Morning people," muttered Anna darkly.
Personally, waking up between two hot, naked women (we had separated slightly while asleep), facing thirty-six more hours alone with them, did sound pretty awesome now that I considered it. I rolled my head to look at Chelsea. She lay back on the futon with a relaxed smile on her face. The sheet had slipped slightly and one delicate, tasty breast was just barely exposed.
I could not help myself and I rolled over and on top of her, kissing her. My morning wood was in full flower and it pressed against her lower belly.
"Mmmmm," Chelsea murmured. "Is that for me?" I looked down at her and shrugged with a questioning smile. "Oooh! Please," she giggled.
I shifted lower, letting my tip brush against her sex. I wiggled my hips, testing her preparedness. I had taken her by surprise, but it took only a few moments before I began to feel a welcoming response. She was not yet fully wet, but I impatiently pressed inward anyway. My cock forced its way inside her, and after the first inch or so encountered a flood of welcoming moisture. We both sighed happily as I let myself sink slowly deeper.
We felt the sheet being tugged off of us, and I looked over to see Anna, lying on her side with her head propped up on her arm, watching us with a smile. Her luscious breasts dangled sideways in my vision, now that Anna had tugged the sheet down to all our waists. I beckoned to her.
"No, you two have fun," Anna smiled. "I think I'll just watch this morning."
Beneath me, I felt Chelsea clench herself around my penis. I shrugged at Anna and bent to kiss Chelsea once more. We made out like that for a bit, kissing and fondling with Chelsea impaled beneath me, but my penis resting in place.
Still, the need that had sent me rolling atop her was only growing, and I began to thrust slowly. As I did, Chelsea took her hands from my nipples, which she had been teasing, and rested them softly and perhaps possessively on my ass. She was content to let me go for a long, soft ride.
Missionary often gets a bad rap as 'boring', but when you have studied human sexuality as much as we have, you understand that there are lots of reasons that it is the world's most popular position, especially for long-term couples.
First off, Mish is... lazy. With the possible exception of when the man is much, much larger and needs to support himself to avoid injuring the woman, no position allows for as little effort to achieve as much result. More importantly, with the lovers' faces, torsos, genitals, and legs all aligning, opportunities for mutual stimulation are rife. Furthermore, the hands of both participants can easily reach all major erogenous zones other than the feet without shifting or interrupting the main copulation.
Finally, the face to face nature of Missionary, its easy invitation to embrace, lends itself especially well to enhancing the emotional connection that enhances even casual intercourse.
I like Missionary, and I was liking it especially that morning, as I slid eagerly in and out of Chelsea. Below me, she looked up into my smiling, though still a little bleary, eyes. Then I saw her gaze slide back toward Anna, and mine followed. Our blonde colleague remained propped up on one arm, watching us. Her other hand was just below the sheet and obviously between her legs.
"Sure... sure you don't... want to join... us?" Chelsea gasped between my quickening thrusts.
Anna just smiled. "You two have fun. I think we have firmly established by now that all of us get off on watching, don't you think?"
"Your... loss!" gasped Chelsea.
"No loss," Anna drawled. "This just means I now have a Quickie Pass on account!"
"'Quickie Pass'?" I gasped, not slowing my efforts.
"Yeah. At a time of my choosing, I get to demand an immediate fuck... all to myself."
I may or may not have increased my efforts with Chelsea in response to hearing that.
Chelsea looked up over my shoulder at the clock. "You... only have... twenty, ugh, eight... hours, ugh, to cash it in," she warned.
"Who says I have to cash it in here?"
That was the first time one of us had suggested that any of this might continue on after the experiment, and while my dick could not have gotten any harder than it was, it certainly tried to in response to that! I definitely increased my efforts with Chelsea.
One of the few downsides of Missionary is that it is not generally as stimulating for the woman as many other positions. It can feel great for the female, but the real hot button areas often don't get the necessary stimulation to induce a full orgasm. If the male is ignorant of this, or is simply selfish, this can make for an unsatisfying conclusion for the female.
I am not ignorant, and I strive to not be selfish, though I have my moments. With a little effort, I twisted my torso to let me suckle on one of her oh, so tasty breasts, while I reached a hand down between us to gently caress her clitoris. Chelsea went almost instantaneously from simple grooving to grinding against me. "Oh yeah! Yes! Yes. Right, fucking there! Fuck!" Chelsea exclaimed, exhibiting more vocality than I had observed previously.
I let my hips go, pistoning in and out of Chelsea with gleeful abandon. It is hard to last long when you are letting your morning wood have its way, and this instance was no exception. I was holding on by a ragged edge when I felt Chelsea begin to spill over her own orgasmic edge beneath me. Trusting her to get the rest of the way without my manual assistance, I let my hand slip from her crotch and in two more amazingly pleasurable thrusts, I was jerking and moaning as I spurted once, twice, three times inside her. She cried out in response and collapsed beneath me, moaning happily.
Mission accomplished.
I rolled off of Chelsea and onto my back once more. I lay there gasping in the afterglow.
Anna sat up and clapped softly. The lights were coming up now, almost to full brightness. "I guess you two should get the head first this morning," she chuckled. She slid to her feet, her naked body quite the sight as she turned to approach the window. Chelsea called, "Dibs," and sprang to her feet as well, heading for the curtained cubicle for her morning ablutions. The main problem with this development was that my study partners were walking in opposite directions, and I couldn't watch both their asses at the same time.



I scrambled to my feet and while Chelsea was still freshening up, I ambled over next to Anna, asking, "Are our charges up yet?"
"You could say that," Anna replied drily. Carlos was lying on his back in the bed, eyes closed, and Tabitha was gently sucking on his erection. "We didn't see it start, but I'm betting Tabitha woke him up like that," observed Anna.
We watched the blowjob silently, and our hands brushed against each other, then interlaced.
Anna leaned toward me, her gaze remains fixed on the fellatio demonstration we were watching. Tabitha was certainly taking her time. "By the way," Anna said calmly, "you absolutely stink of sex."
"Sorry!"
"No," Anna said, holding onto my hand when I tried to step away. "I won't say it has turned me on, since I'm already turned on from watching you two, and now watching them, but let's just call your aroma a nice background enhancement to my existing arousal..."
I considered jumping her bones right there when I heard that. But I had just come, hard. And we had a long day ahead of us, even had I been able to rise to the occasion right then. Instead, I just shook my head and went back to watching Tabitha's oral demonstration.
"So you liked watching us?" I asked after a bit.
"Of course," Anna snorted. "We have spent the whole time we've been in here, drenched in voyeuristic stimulation. Given the outcome, I'd say we all three have serious bent for observation. You were too busy and too loud at the end there to see or hear that I came like gangbusters myself." She paused for a moment. Carlos had given up pretending to still be asleep and had begun to idly fondle one of Tabitha's dangling, wobbling breasts. "The question is, how did you feel about me watching you?"
"Are you kidding?" I asked. "Having you lying over there, especially since you were all naked and gorgeous and playing with yourself, was a definite... what did you call it, a 'background enhancement'? That has to be from a paper you read."
Anna laughed. "A paper I wrote! And I am glad you liked performing an exhibition for me. As I said, we've been drenched in voyeurism here, but that was the first time we've had a chance to examine the flip side of it--exhibitionism."
"Well, I certainly enjoyed being exhibited," chirped Chelsea behind us. She had returned from the cubicle and was holding our lab coats. She kissed Anna softly on the back of her smooth, naked shoulder and then squeezed my ass. "You stink, by the way," she added with a smile that told me she somehow enjoyed my aroma as well. For her part, Chelsea smelt of dry shampoo and body wipes, and I could not object to it, though it was not particularly arousing. Her delicious figure in the open lab coat took care of that. "Hey, how come you two didn't tell me I was missing out on a blowjob?"
I took my coat and left the two of them to their observations while I went to reset myself for a day I was anticipating mightily.
I will admit, I took my time in there that morning. Despite all the delights waiting for me outside, and the new and interesting issue of exhibition for each other, I found myself taking refuge in the brief illusion of privacy. I needed it. I also needed to clean myself. Badly.
When I finally came out, things had moved on. Through the window, I briefly registered the fact that Tabitha had apparently finished drinking from the Fountain of Carlos and gone off to freshen up herself. Carlos, for his part, was lying in her bed with a goofy expression on his face. He was probably wondering how he was managing to get paid for this experience.
As I said, I briefly registered those facts because my attention was focused on Anna and Chelsea. Both wore their lab coats now, but Anna was sitting on the edge of one of the futons, knees up and legs spread, her lab coat splayed out behind her. Chelsea was kneeling before her and burying her tongue in Anna's vagina. Anna's eyes were wild.
I walked softly, unable to take my eyes off the new development. I stood and watched. Anna's slightly discombobulated gaze locked onto me. "Come here!" She gasped, almost desperately. Chelsea's eyes flicked in my direction and crinkled. Then she resumed her oral assault with gusto. Anna gasped involuntarily.
"I think I'll stay here and let you feel me watching," I said, wanting to examine the exhibitionist thing we had been discussing.
"Come here!" Anna growled, her voice a mixture of authority and... fear? She reached a hand down to gently caress Chelsea's cheek, then softly tugged her chin up and free from between her thighs, but left it still very close to her sex. "Chelsea, this is all... great. You know that, right? But I'm not... I don't... Look, if I'm going to relax and fully enjoy... this, I think I'm going to need a dick in the mix for the foreseeable future." With that, Anna tentatively pushed Chelsea back down between her legs. Then she looked at me imploringly. "Now come let me suck your dick so I can enjoy what she's doing as much as I want to!"
How was I going to refuse that?
I stepped close and knelt right beside Anna. She turned and took my sadly still soft member in her mouth. Her tongue rolled gently around my pliant flesh. It felt amazing. I had never seen anything but completely hard before the start of every blowjob in my life, and this was a new sensation. An amazing sensation. And one not destined to last long. Fresh as I was from intercourse, my member responded rapidly to Anna's efforts and I felt myself elongating. Soon my cock was pushing her face backward as it grew, and she began to suckle on me more assertively.
Anna knew what she was doing with a penis in her mouth, but I could tell her attention was increasingly on her own pleasure below. Whatever fear, or hesitation, or heterosexual conviction that was warring against the sensual assault that Chelsea was mounting between Anna's legs seemed to have dissolved when I joined them. Anna had her dick, so now she could enjoy her tongue. And man was she enjoying it.
Anna was rolling her hips now in a frantic but still barely controlled manner. Chelsea had, in addition to her tongue, three of her delicate, slender fingers penetrating Anna. That was no mean feat, given how tight I knew Anna was. The though of that tightness spurred my own progress along, and even though Anna was mostly concentrating on below, she was still doing her part for me, if almost idly.
Suddenly, she let me slip from her mouth, her hand stroking me gently, just to keep me going, and began to whimper. I could see the pressure begin to boil inside her. Just as her cries became closer together and I leaned in to catch sight of her expression when she came, Chelsea popped her head up from between her legs. "You seem to have relaxed now. Everything going okay?" she chirped evilly.
Anna stared down at the interruption, aghast. "Why are you stopping? Eat me!"
Chelsea smiled slyly. "I just wanted to make sure you knew how much you wanted this..." she dove back between Anna's legs.
Anna was coming in moments, her first wave accompanied by loud cries. As soon as she momentarily collected her wits, she dove back to take my glans between her lips and then slide me deeper. A second wave of bliss struck her and she moaned deeply. The vibrations of that, combined with her other efforts and especially the sight of Chelsea between her legs finally set me off. Anna's moans were just tailing off when I managed to come again, the second time already that morning. Fortunately, it was low in volume, or I might have choked her, still gasping as she was from her own release. Still, she wasn't ready for my production and it mostly spilt from her mouth, running down the left side of her face and dripping off her chin.
And my flood in her mouth made her came again.
Chelsea, in that weird way she could manage to be clinical while orgasms were exploding all around her looked up at me, now just idly caressing Anna with a single finger. "The subjects?" she asked.
From where I knelt, I could just see over the sill of the window. The reasons that we were there were sitting quietly, having breakfast in the next room. "Eating cereal," I replied.
Anna collapsed back onto the futon, her legs drooping even wider. "Oh god, food sounds good," she panted.
Chelsea leaned forward to stare at my cum dripping from Anna's mouth. "Wow, dude! Twice already today. We have got to reserve all the protein for you!" With that, she crawled forward and started to lick my semen from Anna's face. Anna's hand had just come loose from my cock, but she grasped it again like a lifeline. Then she kissed Chelsea hard.
*
Breakfast was awesome. Hunger is truly the best sauce, especially post-coital hunger.
The rest of the morning was an easy, low-intensity, but still sex-immersive experience. Our subjects, once they finished eating, chilled out in their arm chairs, and just talked. Not about sex either. They talked about their different school experiences. Anna was a computer animator and had to impose strict discipline on herself to get enough exercise to stay in shape.
"Bravo on the discipline," I muttered at that.
Carlos, on the other hand was a physical therapy major, which left him with many opportunities to stay in shape, and a school workload about half Tabitha's. The three of us were amazed, just as Carlos was, when she described her usual work schedule. She worked a lot more each week than any of the three of us did too. Who knew art school was such a grind?
As the two nattered on, the three of us largely kept our hands to ourselves. We sat in a row in the director's chairs, keeping an eye on them while trying to get in some other stuff. Chelsea was writing up observations thus far... in two files: One for the study, and one to share with us for our alleged paper. Anna has resumed her sketch of Chelsea. I looked over at it occasionally, and it was becoming clear that Anna was a good artist... No. She really wasn't that good. The sketch was exacting, but felt lifeless. Anna was just a really keen observer of the human form, and the drawing was remarkably accurate. For my part, I had my laptop out as well, trying to actually do some homework somehow, without the internet.
A couple hours went by like that, which was great. It allowed me to catch up on most of my elective classes. It was even better when the idle period ended, though.
We had all been trying to keep half an eye on the subjects as we worked, but at some point we all three lost focus. We were never sure how it happened, but suddenly we all realized that the two of them were out of their chairs and Carlos was fully embedded in Tabitha, Doggy Style!
We all started in surprise, put aside our stuff, and leapt from our chairs. We gathered at the window, babbling in confusion about how the two of them went from zero to sixty so fast. Then we shut up and watched for a bit.
Tabitha was on her knees on the floor, her forearms resting comfortably on the seat cushion of her arm chair. Carlos knelt between her calves. He was holding onto her generous bubble butt and was silently ramming himself into her, with evident glee. It was hard to tell from that angle, but Tabitha's big breasts swayed beneath her with each impact. Well, it wasn't hard to tell, it was just hard for me to fully enjoy it, what with my limited sightline.
Neither seemed in any big rush, simply enjoying the fuck.
"Shaping up to be a day of relaxing, unhurried sex," Chelsea observed softly, her eyes on Carlos's fit ass clenching and swaying.
"For everybody, I hope," Anna added.
"I can get behind that," I said. And with that, we fell silent and kept watching.
Carlos started running his hands up and down Tabitha's sleek back, then let them slide down her sides to stroke the outer, wobbling curves of her breasts.
Anna sighed as she watched. "This is so hot," she observed to neither of us in particular.
"Yeah," replied Chelsea, her eyes still fixed on the couple. "But is it that hot? I mean, Doggy Style? It has never been my favorite."
"Really? I love it," said Anna enthusiastically. "Most times, it really makes sure all my buttons get pushed... hard."
"Yeah," said Chelsea again, still unenthusiastic. "I mean, yeah, it is very good at encouraging orgasm in both participants, no doubt. It's just... I dunno... I always feel a little silly?"
"How about you, oh Breaker of Ties," Anna challenged me. "Pro- or anti- Doggy Style?"
I laughed. "I just find it hilarious that we are standing here, having a fairly clinically professional discussion about a sexual position and we are calling it Doggy Style!"
Both girls giggled. Chelsea replied, "Somehow, I doubt even Dean Mannheim uses the term 'coitus more ferarum' much, if ever. Doggy is just one of those slangs that is so perfect it overrides jargon."
Our conversation on sexual etymology was derailed when Tabitha started becoming... no longer patient. Her vocal encouragement to Carlos had my half-chubby straining to fully hardness, and we found ourselves with our arms around each other as he answered her call. Chelsea was in the middle this time.
The schlep and slap of each thrust carried clearly through the intercom, and Carlos began to grunt with each penetration, the muscles in his neck standing out with the exertion. He had relinquished his caress of her breasts and was once more holding her ass, hanging on for dear life as he rode her, in fact.
Before either could come, Carlos paused to catch his breath. Tabitha was having none of that and began to rock back and forward herself, ramming her body onto his cock as hard as he had been hammering into her before. Carlos gasped in pleasure at the sensation, then both were humping in perfect synchronization. Neither could take much of that for long, and Carlos grunted, his fingers digging into Tabitha's big buttocks incredibly deeply as he emptied himself into her yet again.
I made an idle mental note to see if we could examine when the two of them discarded the idea of him pulling out...
Tabitha wasn't done, and Carlos knew it, so he kept thrusting, though it clearly took some effort to not simply collapse. He lasted a manful minute before she finally crested and shrieked happily. Wearily, Carlos released her and sagged to the floor. Tabitha leaned against the cushion of the chair and they both panted for air.
The three of us let out a collective sigh at their completion.
After a brief trip to the cubicle by Tabitha, both were soon right back in their chairs, continuing their conversation like nothing had happened.
"Geeze," mused Anna. "Have they completely internalized the situation?"
"Yeah," I pondered. "Neither was even showing any signs of boredom, either. They were having a perfectly nice conversation before, and they are back to that after. Did one of them just get a twitch, and suddenly they were fucking?"
Chelsea had grabbed her laptop and sat back in her chair, furiously writing notes. "That was so fascinating..." she muttered to herself. Anna and I exchanged glances and went back to sit down ourselves.
And there we sat until lunch. I got all my outside homework done--even a little reading for my other HuSex class. Anna gave up trying to breathe life into her sketch of Chelsea and was reading a text book. It was the one for HuSex 510. I had already taken that class in the fall. It had a shit ton of reading.
We had fallen into the habit now of letting the subjects dictate the eating schedule for all of us, and when they got up to scrounge for something new to eat for lunch, a task at which they failed, we went to eat too. We had also run out of anything to try that we hadn't already eaten, so the five of us simply fueled up.
After we all ate, our two naked subjects (why had we bothered to lay in so many clean sets of scrubs for them?) kind of stretched and walked around. The three of us stood by the window, watching, and were just about to return to our chairs. But Tabitha suddenly turned to Carlos and asked in a highly suggestive tone, "So what do you want to do now?" She cocked her hip and bent a knee, resting her hand other hip scenically.
Carlos just grinned and took in the view for a moment. I did too. Chelsea and even Anna did as well, I think. "Honestly?" he asked her with a wry smile.
"Yessss," Tabitha said, not sure where he was going.
"To be honest, I just want to play with your amazing boobies."
Tabitha laughed, and standing right where she was, opened her arms wide. "Come on then, baby!"
Carlos approached her, lifted his hands to cup her mounds, and buried his face between them. The three of us laughed. He squeezed those beautiful boobs softly, murmuring indistinctly within their embrace. Tabitha swung her shoulders side to side, mashing first one, then the other against his face. Carlos came up for air briefly, then lunged forward again to suck on a nipple audibly.
Tabitha gasped. She was still amused at his childlike male fixation, but his ardor was clearly arousing her as well. As for Carlos, that big, veiny penis of his was inexorably hardening.
My veiny protuberance was also swinging to attention as we watched.
That morning, the three of us had felt content to simply watch as they wildly fucked like dogs. Now, this silly little titplay affected us differently. Anna's hand reached all the way across Chelsea to take hold of my now erect shaft. I felt Chelsea look down at this, then slide her hands inside both our lab coats and eagerly clenched both our asses.
Tabitha, too, found herself reaching down to clasp Carlos's pulsing member. "Are you sure all you want to do is play with my tits?" she asked knowingly. Carlos chuckled and bobbed his cock in her hand. But for the time being, he kept his face buried against and in between her mammaries.
Anna's hand still idly toyed with my member, but Chelsea's fingers were more intently kneading our asses... or at least she was certainly squeezing hell out of mine.
When it was quite clear that our subjects were content to do this for a bit, Chelsea spoke up. "With all this mammarian play going on," she asked Anna quite seriously, "when are you going to let him fuck your tits like you promised you would?"
Every part of Anna jerked in surprise, except for the tips of her fingers, which remained softly resting on the head of my penis. "What is this fascination with me titfucking him?" Anna asked in crisp irritation.
"Well, it is something I can't do," said Chelsea defensively. "So I think that this is a great opportunity for me to learn more about it."
Chelsea had amazing breasts, and I didn't like this insecure streak she had about them. "For the record," I said, reaching out to fondle one of said amazing bumps, "I could have an amazing time rubbing my penis all over these for hours, and we would both love it."
"Later," Chelsea said shortly, but with just a hint promise. "Right now, those two have us all enduring a breast fixation, you are hard as a rock, and Anna's nipples are so erect, they would be cutting through her lab coat if it were coving them. Get over there and let me observe the process!"
Anna stepped backward a little, disengaging from both of us and throwing her hands in the air as if in resignation.
"Oh goody!" giggled Chelsea, her scientific reserve momentarily far in abeyance. "I'm going to grab a Sprite!"
As she dashed for the fridge, I leaned it to Anna and asked quietly, "Are you okay with all this?" Don't get me wrong, the sudden prospect of burying myself between Anna's juicy mounds had me revving hard, but none of my personal kinks involve resistance from or coercion of a female. "You seem reluctant."
Anna smiled back almost conspiratorially. "Don't worry. I'm totally down, and ready to show off, if I'm honest." There was that exhibitionist element we were suddenly examining. "But honestly? This is kind of a flex for me, especially given Chelsea's apparent complex about those pretty little boobs of hers, and I don't want her to feel like I am showing off, or putting her down."



I kissed her lightly on the cheek. "That was the most considerately conceited thing I've ever heard," I whispered with a smile.
At that, Chelsea bounced back over, sucking down a Sprite and brandishing a bottle of her own hand lotion. "You'll need this, right?"
"Well, at least it will save the two of us having to slobber all over his cock first..." Anna said drily, a response that made me look stricken, and the two of them laugh.
"Do you want to..." I said, indicating the futons.
"Oh no," said Anna firmly. "I'm not having you climb on top of me like that girl did in there. You just lean a little against the glass." With that she pushed me back a step, and suddenly my lab coat was protecting my back from the chill of the glass. She sank down in front of me, and caressed my shaft gently for a bit. "Need a notepad?" she asked Chelsea sarcastically, still pretending that our future therapist was browbeating her into this.
In reply, Chelsea bent over to Anna, gave her a thank you kiss, and breathed, "Don't worry. I won't forget one damned thing about this..."
Anna just smirked at her. "Do you want to do the lotion?" she asked Chelsea.
"Damnit!" I snarled, actually pulling back a bit from Anna.
"What?" exclaimed Anna.
"Yeah, what's the matter?" Chelsea added.
"This is weird," I complained. "Please understand, it's awesome, but... Look, up until now, everything has been this magical, spontaneous series of fun. Now we are gaming out positions in advance and running damned errands!" I said plaintively, waving at the lotion.
My colleagues looked at each other and laughed.
"Just shut up and enjoy yourself," Anna chuckled and leaned forward to press her breasts in around my cock.
I shut up and proceeded to enjoy myself.
Anna looked at Chelsea and the lotion bottle. "Just one good pump, that's all I need," she instructed.
"'That's what he said...'" Chelsea chortled, turning the joke on its head. But she leaned forward with the bottle. Anna let her breasts spread apart and Chelsea squirted a long, copious pump of lotion onto my penis, the fluid running down my length like glaze over a Cinnabon.
"Yeah," breathed Anna and pressed herself around me again.
Her luscious, firm but malleable flesh molded itself around my penis. I was happy to moan in approval. The lotion instantly warmed to body temp and I was in heaven.
Anna started to move up and down slowly, dragging my cock out and back in between her breasts' glorious embrace. I stared down at her, riveted at the sight of my cock nestling in her softness. Slowly, she tortured me with that soft, easy rise and fall, keeping it up until my initial trembling shudders calmed and I began to groove. Then she stopped moving her torso, and using her hands, she began to lift and lower her breasts by themselves. Then, she started lifting one, while letting the other fall in a seesaw movement. That was completely different, felt great, and looked amazing. I was trembling again at the novelty.
"Oooh, that's different!" Chelsea exclaimed. I could only nod. I was hardly near coming already, but I was still nearly breathless at this whole thing.
Then Chelsea got creative. She knelt beside us, kissed Anna deeply once more, a kiss returned with interest. Apparently my dick in her cleavage made the whole lezzing out thing still acceptable. Then Chelsea bent, kissed the upper curves Anna's bouncing bounty, then nuzzled her face down into her cleavage! Anna rubbed her breasts against me a few more times, then let herself sink down a little, which allowed the tip of my penis to extend above her with each passage... above her breasts and into Chelsea's open, welcoming mouth.
I really groaned at that, and Anna paused softly to allow Chelsea to really lavish my tip with her lips. Chelsea hummed with excitement at this and the vibrations shot straight down my shaft to my balls.
Anna soon decided that this was her show after all, and began bouncing her whole body up and down again. Chelsea withdrew with a smile.
Up and down Anna bounced, jacking me hard with her slick, warm, just big enough boobs. My hands slapped back against the window sill and I grunted happily, eyes still riveted on Anna's chest. But at the same time both Chelsea and I noticed that she was beginning to pant with the exertion.
I was about to suggest that she give it a second, but Chelsea slipped behind Anna and wrapped her arms around her. Her hands slipped underneath Anna's to grasp her breasts, squeezing them even tighter around me. "I'll hold on for you, so you can use your arms, she said into Anna's ear, adding a playful nip for good measure.
Our panting Anna nodded breathlessly, and lifted her arms to grasp my waist. That position seemed to require less effort, as I felt her arms adding just a touch of support to help her knees and hips. Now my vision was filled with two women before me, one clutching the other's breasts around my cock. Anna was looking up at me, enjoying immensely the expression of delirium on my face. Chelsea had her head on Anna's shoulder, looking alternately at my dick in those breasts, and Anna's flushed, happy face. Occasionally, she would look up at me too.
Anna still looked a little blown, and I swung my hands forward and pressed them against her shoulders, slowing her. And I started pumping my hips, taking over the effort to drive my penis in and out between those magical mounds.
I don't know which of those various forms of servicing I enjoyed the most, but I do know that the combination of all of them had me fucking upward into her in an increasingly ragged and desperate way.
"Are you going to come?" Anna crooned encouragingly. "Are you going to come in between my titties?" I nodded raggedly. "Good! Come all over my big, pretty titties," she went on. "Make that big, hard cock of yours spray its sticky spunk all over me!"
I heard Chelsea ask quietly in Anna's ear, "Dirty talk all of a sudden?"
"I... heh... I like dirty talk... with my... kinks," Anna gasped as I slammed in between her breasts. "Do you like it?" she asked up at me. "Do you like me... talking dirty to you while you fuck my big... firm... slippery tits with... your purple... veiny, fat cock?"
I nodded raggedly again. I wanted to say, yes, oh god yes, but instead I came. Hard.
An initial rush of jism rushed into the space between her boobs, instantly mixing with the slick white lotion. My loudly evident orgasm made Anna gasp and Chelsea squeal with glee. As she did so, Chelsea let go of Anna's bounty and they sagged away, letting my cock bounce upward. But I was not remotely done coming. A spray leapt upward and smacked not Anna but Chelsea in the face, drawing a wide line over her cheek, lips, and jaw where her chin still rested on Anna's shoulder. Several more spent themselves up and across Anna's chest, one reaching her chin. Chelsea's hand leapt out and grabbed me, beginning to jack furiously. I found I was not entirely spent, and a gentle but copious flow erupted and flowed over Chelsea's pumping hand.
I gasped in agonized pleasure, somehow retaining enough mental function to marvel at how fast that massive orgasm had erupted from what had seemed a tranquil sea of bliss. Chelsea released my dick and withdrew her hand to stare at its sticky coating.
Anna bent and sucked on my dick. She sucked me deep inside her, tongue washing me as she quested to harvest every drop of semen. My penis throbbed exhaustedly. "Damn girl," I gasped. "Guys can't have multiples, but if I could, I'd be filling your mouth right now all over again."
I slumped back against the wall, and Chelsea and Anna sank back onto their haunches to either side.
"This is a very messy sex act..." mused Chelsea, looking at her hand and feeling her chin, both dripping with my cum, then at Anna's shiny, sticky breasts, and white-spattered upper chest, then at my goo-encrusted member.
"We are going to need a lot of towels," Anna laughed in agreement.
"Not so fast," I growled. Reaching down, I tugged both to their feet, and pushed them back across the room to flop back onto the edge of a futon, so close to each other, they were touching. "I have some big thank yous to dispense... right now," I continued in my gruff voice.
With that, I dove down between Anna's thighs. She was already utterly drenched down there when my tongue first touched her, and she shuddered in response. Her hands ran through my hair as I stared adoringly up at her across her sticky, spattered body.
But Chelsea deserved at least as many thanks. It had been her idea after all. I lifted up suddenly, drawing a tiny but knowing cry from Anna, then dove back down into Chelsea's crotch. She gasped as I worked her over. I felt Anna shift, and I looked up over Chelsea's flat belly to see Anna lean over to lick my spume from Chelsea's face. Anna's hand leapt forward and began to massage one of Chelsea's perky, delicate mounds. I assaulted Chelsea's clit with no build up and she cracked almost instantly, crying out in ecstasy as her body writhed against my face. As she collapsed, I swung back to Anna as fast as I could. Chelsea followed me, still out of breath, but eager to lick my leavings from below Anna's shoulder blades. The sudden re-introduction of my tongue and Chelsea's culinary assault immediately pushed Anna near the edge. But she hung there, on the verge of coming, for an excruciating length time until, with a low, quiet, guttural moan, she collapsed into an orgasmic puddle, legs draping limply across the floor beyond the edge of the futon.
Anna looked at me, her eyes a little wild. "What the actual fuck was that?" she demanded.
I shrugged. "I pay my debts. In full!"
Anna just nodded spastically. "Good to know..."
Chelsea simply curled up next to Anna and smiled at me contentedly.
Then she started muttering to herself about her observations...
*
When we finally remembered the experiment, we got up and checked the window. Carlos seemed to have the same idea about thanking Tabitha, as his face was firmly buried between her round thighs, taking his sweet time about getting her off. When she finally did come, loudly and scenically, he simply got up and grabbed her a Sprite. She kissed him again and the two made out gently. She drank her Sprite and he played with her breasts.
Then, when Tabitha was done with her drink, damned fucker went down on her again!
And again.
And then again!
About four o'clock, I threw up my hands and stalked away from window. "God damn it! I love cunnilingus... Fuck, I apparently love watching cunnilingus, but this is totally ridiculous."
"Seriously," Anna laughed. "Is he running his own experiment in what it takes to make her beg him to stop?"
"If he is waiting for that, I think his tongue is going to fall off," observed Chelsea, from the chair where she had ensconced herself. "That girl just collapses after each orgasm, drinks a soda, and then she is ready to go again."
"Who knew," I ground out between clenched teeth, "that continuous cunnilingus between two attractive people could be... boring?"
Thankfully, Carlos could not manage another round. Instead, he grabbed another soda of his own, a Dr. Pepper this time, and collapsed in a chair. Tabitha actually sat down at the floor by his feet and the two started a nice, sex-free conversation. Carlos's goddamned dick, which we had had to watch go from half to hard and back repeatedly that afternoon, was blessedly flaccid. And Tabitha's tits continued to entertain...
I needed a nap. Loudly so declaring, I went and flopped on a futon, covering my head with a sheet. And I crashed hard.
The next thing I knew, Chelsea was shaking me awake. "Get up, now she's giving him a lap dance."
"But," I objected blearily, "there is no music."
That did not seem to matter to them.
Tabitha straddled him, feeding her breasts to his eager mouth and grinding on his penis swiftly. Then she lifted up and slid him inside her, bouncing up and down for a while. Then she lifted free, pivoted to sit on his lap, facing away. She ground that nice round ass against him while he reached around her and fondled her breasts. Then he lifted her and guided himself inside again. The angle of attack must have been just right, because she came again. As soon as she was done panting, she spun around again and mounted him again in her first position.
When Carlos finally nutted, we all gave a sarcastic cheer as we sat in the director's chairs. We gave a more sincere cheer when Carlos stumbled over to try to take a nap of his own. Tabitha just curled up in her chair to stare at the men's underwear catalog again. She was asleep before Carlos.
"Well, thank the lord," grumbled Chelsea. "I have never seen people having a fuckfest like that!"
"Yes, you have," chortled Anna. "On this side of the glass."
Chelsea stuck out her tongue at Anna, and I told her, "Anna's got you there!"
Chelsea smirked at us both, then grinned. She leaned over toward my chair, took my chin in her hands and kissed me with an abundance of tongue. "Actually," she said to both of us, but primarily me, "I think we are falling behind. Can't have that."
The rest of that day was more fun that scientifically revealing, at least for me. Tabitha and Carlos napped longer than was probably good for them if they wanted a good night's sleep. While they did so, Chelsea and Anna decided to employ me as an experimental apparatus. If I had not known there was no booze in there with us, I'd have sworn they were drunk the way they giggled while they cooked up their scheme.
Other than the lap dance, which Anna convinced both of them was an entirely different sexual genre, they decided that the one category of intercourse mostly neglected on either side of the glass was woman on top.
"Wait," I said. "Chelsea you rode me like a pony for almost the entirety of our first intercourse!"
"Honestly, I was not in my right mind then," Chelsea said, a little dismissively but with a huge blush. "I can't remember any clinically useful details." My quite vivid memories were dismissed by both my colleagues as not useful to their inquiries. Chelsea was contending that the woman on top allowed for the best physical stimulation for the female, while Anna insisted that the major benefit from the category was the feeling of emotional dominance and/or control the female experienced.
They really got into the subject, arguing both their major points, as well as the changes in efficacy engendered by variations on the position. At this point, I just stayed almost completely silent, mostly because I could tell my input was not desired, but also in large part because I was very much enjoying having two mostly-naked women press their bodies against me while they argued, occasionally grabbing my member to illustrate a particular point. To their credit, they were always very gentle about that... and they really did it far more often than the debate really called for.
I also knew where this was going, as of course did they. Finally, they had me lie down on my back and the two of them proceeded to trade off mounting me in various permutations of woman on top. They even made a fucking chart (double entendre there, kids) to record their physiological and emotional responses to each variation.
For me, the experience was a one of a kind. It was a whirl of sensations as two beautiful women kept climbing on and off of me in a succession of different positions, chattering the whole time in a random mixture of giggling jokes, clinical jargon, and vocal protestations of approval. And I will never again after that episode allow anyone to claim that a vagina is a vagina. The girls could not have been more wonderfully different. Anna, as I said, was amazingly tight. Her inside was firm, holding my visitor in her strong embrace with each resisted passage. Chelsea was not nearly so confining. Her inside was far more welcoming and relaxed, but she offered an incredible level of... activity from her inner muscles. She could and did clamp down on me with incredible ferocity, sometimes in response to what she was experiencing, sometimes to provide stimulation for me.
But it was weirdly unfulfilling, and I'm not sure I'd want to repeat it. (Who am I kidding, fuck yeah I'd repeat it, but you take my point.)
The first problem was my hands.
"Hey! No hands, mister!" Chelsea said sharply, swatting my fingers away from Anna's breasts as the blonde rode me. "We are testing our responses and don't need you introducing variables." Anna just chuckled and kept fucking me.
"Okay," I murmured. Then I grinned, "But I hate to tell you two this. The two of you are too small a data set for meaningful results. You will need to bring in a much larger data set of women to ride my apparatus for that."
"Oh... come on..." Anna said, still pumping away atop me enthusiastically. "Who says you... have to be involved, enh, in further study? There are plenty of guys."
"Nope!" I said firmly. My eyes were riveted upon her flopping breasts. If I could not fondle them, I still could sure as hell stare at them. "Different dudes, different dicks. It a variable you can only control for by having me be the one to fuck every subject."
Chelsea laughed throatily and leaned over to kiss me. "You wish," she taunted. I just kissed her back and lifted a hand to caress her breast. "Hey!" She exclaimed, pulling away. "No hands!"
"You aren't involved in this experimental run," I complained.
Some of the angles they wanted to try were... uncomfortable for me. Not every dick has the same range of motion.
And then there was the orgasm problem, as in they had them and I did not! Chelsea came first, fairly early. She was trying out keeping her feet under her, rather than resting herself on her knees. When she came, it felt briefly amazing as her insides clamped upon me, and the look on her face was very rewarding, but she rolled off me swiftly. Anna came for the first time during their next iteration. That round, they were bracing themselves above me on hands and knees while I thrust upward into them. Chelsea went first and rated the variant as Very Good on the physical stimulation scale and Good for her on emotional resonance. (They had confidently decided in advance that Good would be the lowest rating they gave. That was slightly flattering.) Anna on the other hand found the arrangement much more to her liking. We had barely begun when she was already calling out Incredible ratings for both categories. My own internal evaluation of this position matched hers. I humped greedily up into her and for the first time since we had began this particular 'experiment', I felt the stirrings of a possible orgasm on the horizon. But the moment I first felt that gleam, Anna let herself come. Her torso snapped backward into a gorgeous arch, breasts bouncing gloriously with each impact of my hips upward into her. Crying out, her body's undulations made me further aroused. But then her shoulders slumped, she gasped, and slid off of me.
Worse, instead of Chelsea immediately mounting me for the next round, they left me hanging there for a minute while they compared notes about why they felt so differently about that variation. By the time they finished debating, I had fallen completely back from the edge. Then we had a water break and when we resumed, they switched order, with Anna going first.
After a few more rounds, Anna came again. This time, they were lying on their backs on top of my body, my face nuzzling their necks and their feet on the futon to give them purchase to hump me. It was fun, but for me, I found it among the less rewarding, not least because it was a little hard to breathe during it. Anna loved it, however. After but a few thrusts, her hips' movements grew ragged and in no time, she was coming once more. Her orgasm lasted longer this time, an incredible wave of loudly approving peaks and valleys that left me wondering if she was experiencing one incredibly long, rolling orgasm, or a series of them with no time in between. Regardless, her gloriously tight but astoundingly slick insides stroked me in a dizzying fashion that still brought me no closer to an orgasm of my own, bucking away atop me until her hips' wild, uncontrolled movements slipped her free of my cock. She rolled off of me with a kiss. "You are gonna love this one," she told Chelsea confidently.



Chelsea looked less certain, but climbed onto me as well. She fucked me for a good while before she too declared that this was, in fact, the schnizz. Her vagina was soon spasming hard around my cock and she was mewling with pleasure. Finally, I was feeling the wonderful sensation of pleasure along my cock being to morph into the pinnacle that would lead to an orgasm of my own. I just had get there. Chelsea finally cried out in glee and thrashed atop me.
I was not letting her fall off me. At the height of her orgasm, I wrapped my arms around her and took firm hold of her breasts. "Hey!" She objected, trying to swat my hands away again, to no avail this time. She was too spent to swat really hard at my grip, and besides, I was having none of her experimental parameters any more.
I squeezed and massaged her breasts, reveling in finally getting them in my hands. "We are done here," I growled.
"What?" Chelsea uttered distractedly.
"We still have two..." Anna began.
"No!" I shouted, almost desperately. "Your fucking 'apparatus' needs this!"
With that, I rolled Chelsea and myself over so that she lay flat on her face underneath me, my dick still impaling her. I slid my hands from underneath her and braced myself against the firmly yielding surface of the futon. I shuddered with the release of tension as I started to pump into Chelsea powerfully. In, in, in, I hammered desperately, audibly slapping against her backside with each thrust.
"Sorry, Chelsea," I gasped, not slowing, "I have to do this... please?"
"Go... go for... it," she squeaked beneath me, taken by surprise by my sudden demands, but clearly not upset. She splayed her hands out wide on the futon and pressed her hips upward to give me deeper access. Each desperate thrust into Chelsea only made my hungry cock more ravenous and I felt myself getting a little wild.
A movement to the side caught my eye and I realized that Anna was sitting beside us, and had just tossed the clipboard aside. My eyes met hers and I held them as I fucked Chelsea. Anna smiled at me broadly, her teeth biting her lower lip. Fuck, that looked hot. Anna stared at me, held up a hand with who fingers extended. "Two Quickie Passes now," she grinned. Then she slowly lowered those fingers between her legs.
I came. Finally, I came. For a long moment, everything disappeared. I could not see Anna beside me. I could not hear Chelsea's passionate grunts below me. All I could feel was the rush of sensation inside me, somehow morphing into physical form and blasting out my cock and into Chelsea's waiting crevice.
When I regained contact with the world, I found myself still humping into Chelsea, and her crying out with another orgasm of her own beneath me.
So, yeah. I guess I'd find a way to put up with running that experiment again, after all.
*
Soon after, the subjects woke up.
They ate.
We ate.
They chatted.
We chatted.
They lay down on one of the beds and engaged in some idle petting while continuing their conversation. Carlos did not even get hard. We were all exhausted.
It was still an hour before lights out when I got up to get cleaned up for bed. "I doubt we will see anything else interesting tonight," I declared, and my colleagues agreed. They both got ready early as well. Even our subjects seemed ready for an immediate turn in. Carlos was in and out of the refresher swiftly and slid back into his bed, propped up. He did watch Tabitha as she walked to the cubicle, but then just rested idly once she entered.
When Tabitha came out, she was ruffling her purple hair. She strolled over to the window to examine her reflection. Her hands above her head, ruffling her hair once more gave me a really excellent view those glorious t...
Suddenly Tabitha's eyes grew wide and seemed to change focus. A moment later, her hands whipped down to cover her breasts. "Shit!" she practically shrieked. Carlos started up in his bed. Tabitha seemed fixated on the mirror in horror. Then she shifted her hands, dropping one to cover her crotch, while the other arm tried with limited success to cover her breasts all by itself.
She backed away from the window, a look of horror in her eyes.
"Oh shit..." muttered Anna, speaking for all of us.
"Carlos!" Tabitha hissed. "It's... The... How did we forget that is a god-damned window?"
"Oh fuck," agreed Carlos, pulling his sheet up around himself, a look of dawning horror, or something similar, on his face.
Tabitha turned and broke away from us. She leapt into bed with Carlos and pulled up the sheet to cover her torso. She glared at us and flipped us the bird.
"You fuckers!" Carlos growled.
"Yeah," Tabitha agreed. "How can you do this to us?"
We obviously said nothing... not they we could have had we wanted to. But this had just gotten very professionally interesting again. And scary.
The two of them stared at the window expectantly. And waited.
"Nothing?!?" Carlos shouted.
"Was this their plan?" Tabitha asked him. "To put us in a room and watch us have sex?"
Carlos looked at her in shock, but then shook his head. "No way. How could they had expected this?" Tabitha seemed inclined to agree. "No, I think they are supposed to be in there studying the effects of boredom or claustrophobia."
Tabitha actually showed a spark of her natural good humor. "Well, we sure fucked up their experiment, didn't we?" They both snickered.
"I mean, if they wanted to watch us fuck, all they would have need to do is shown me a picture of you and told me what they were after," Carlos chuckled.
"Oh, you'd have made that sacrifice for science, huh?" Tabitha replied with a snarky smile.
The initial shock was passing, but they were still pissed.
"So do you think that they are all in there, watching us?" Carlos mused. "Or are they still taking individual shifts so they can jack off while watching?"
"Eww," replied Tabitha. "No, I bet they were taking shifts until we derailed their experiment, but I telling you, they have all been in there together since we got friendly, from lights on to lights off."
Just then, the lights began their dimming sequence. "Finally!" Carlos declared.
"Yeah," Tabitha almost shouted at the window. "Good night, you bastards. We will see you tomorrow when time is up!"
"It hadn't occurred to me until now, but yeah, the exit interviews are going to be a little awkward," drawled Anna.
"Oh yeah," I agreed.
"I think we should have you do Carlos's exit," Chelsea said, "while we handle Tabitha."
"Are you worried?" I asked cautiously.
"Not really. I just think they might give better information to an interviewer of the same sex."
"Interesting that Tabitha chose to hide in Carlos's bed, instead of her own..." Anna mused.
"You caught that too," I agreed.
The two of them sat in the bed, sharing a really good glare at the window until the lights went out.
I sighed and stood to head for the futons. "I think we can count on nothing happening until morning," I declared, stretching.
"Hold on," Anna replied. "Get the goggles. I'm not so sure."
Less than five minutes later, we heard Carlos say, "Hey! What are you doing?"
"What do you think I'm doing?"
"They are probably still in there."
"It's dark. They can't see us. Makes it almost better."
"If this is revenge, I'm in," chuckled Carlos softly. We donned our goggles.
Tabitha had crawled atop Carlos and was conducting her own evaluation of Woman on Top, rising and falling on him slowly and happily, the sheet tossed to the side.
They fucked happily like that for a time, and Tabitha began to vocalize her pleasure.
"Shh!" Carlos implored. "They are probably still in there. They can't see, but they can hear."
Tabitha only paused for a moment before resuming. "So what if they can hear? Since they can't see, if they are listening, it'll only make them more frustrated."
"I didn't know you had an evil streak," Carlos laughed. Tabitha just moaned. "But what if they have night vision glasses?" Carlos asked suddenly.
The three of us turned our night vision goggles to stare at each other wordlessly.
"They don't have night vision specs," Tabitha scoffed, not slowing down her motion. After a few more humps, she shrugged her shoulders. "And if they do... well, it ain't like they haven't seen everything already."
The two of them really, really enjoyed that instance of their copulation. Loudly. It was soon apparent that they were competing to see which could put on more of an auditory show for their 'blind' observers. While the enjoyment was clearly genuine, but they were just as clearly putting on a show. When they both finished, they curled up together and fell fast asleep.
We finally tugged off the heavy goggles and moved to our respective futons.
"Tomorrow is going to be an annoying day," I sighed as we crawled under our sheets.
*
It certainly started off annoying, as Anna had set our alarm forward, waking us a good twenty minutes before the lights started coming up. Grumbling I sat up in bed, rubbing my neck, which had developed a crick over night.
Chelsea rose from her futon and ambled over toward the curtained cubicle. Even in the near darkness, I enjoyed that sight.
Of course, things got more annoying when she came out of the private area, fully dressed in tight jeans shorts and a fancy patterned button down shirt under her lab coat.
I may have made a noise of confused protest. Or maybe it was Anna.
Chelsea just shook her head. "We let them out in just a few hours, guys. And who knows how they will react when they wake? If they are pissed enough to demand to be let out first thing, we will have to let them, and I for one do not intend to go open that door while bare-assed in a lab coat.
"They know that if they give up now, they forfeit the money, right?" Anna said worriedly. "They will hang in, even if they just sit there and glare at us the rest of the time," she said, as if convincing herself.
I sighed. What would be, would be. I got up and went to the bathroom. I tugged on my jeans and a SpaceX teeshirt, then slipped on my fairly worse for wear lab coat. I hoped Carlos would not be too observant or curious about the various stains...
Anna took her turn, and came out with a knee-length denim skirt and a They Might Be Giants concert tee covering her beauty. She joined Chelsea and me as we sat in our chairs to see how the final morning would play out. Moments later, the lights began to come up.
Neither subject was quick to awaken, but Carlos was the first to groan and cover his eyes from the now seventy-five percent of full lighting. Tabitha woke in response and sat up. The sheet fell free of her torso, and I drank in a last look before she yanked it up with a start. Carlos noticed and grunted in wry agreement.
Tabitha just stared at the mirror, and the imagined space behind it with an unreadable expression. Then she pivoted to the side of the bed, stood, abandoning the covers, and walked casually over to open the fridge. "Can I bring you something to drink?" she asked, bending over to look inside.
"Tabitha!" Carlos exclaimed. "You know they are still watching, right?"
Tabitha straightened with a milk carton. "Yeah," she sighed. "So?" Carlos just looked at her. "By now, I ain't got nothing they haven't seen," she shrugged, scenically as always. "And..." She paused.
"And?" Carlos prompted.
"I woke up in the middle of the night last night," she said, still standing with her body half turned toward us, "thinking about all the noise we made to make sure they heard us. How fun that was."
"We did that to make them mad they couldn't see us!"
"Did we? I thought about that. I think we did it to make them regret they weren't in here with us."
At that Carlos paused speculatively, as he stared intently at the mirror.
"He's imagining the two of you naked right now," I observed.
"What?" laughed Chelsea.
"No way," agreed Anna.
"Guaranteed," I said with absolute certainty.
"Pretty sure of yourself on something you can't know."
"I will ask him during the exit. Fifty bucks says Carlos is mentally undressing the two of you this very second."
"You are on," said Chelsea firmly. "Anna, you in?"
Anna just blushed uncertainly and looked back at Carlos.
"So, what are you going to do?" Carlos asked. "Just keep hanging around naked until they let us out?"
"No," said Tabitha simply. She polished off her milk, and approached Carlos. "I'm going to make them watch me do this." With that, she tugged the sheet off of him, crawled onto the bed, leaned over, and took his limp, but still large penis into her mouth.
Carlos looked down at her dumbfounded. His cock was not so perplexed, and began to harden, slowly but immediately. Tabitha was making loud, audibly wet sounds as she repeatedly sank much of his length into her mouth, then sucked hard as she pulled it back out. Carlos looked back up at the window, suspiciously. But as he stared toward us, his expression changed.
"Damnit, I'm going to lose this bet, aren't I?" Chelsea sighed. Anna just nodded wordlessly. I smirked.
After a few minutes of utter silence on our side of the glass, Anna sighed and said, "Well, I did not see this coming when I woke up today."
*
After Carlos painted Tabitha's happy face, they crawled out of bed. Tabitha went to one of the armchairs and lay across it sideways, with her ass on one low arm, and her head propped agains the other. Carlos grinned and tugged the chair around slightly to orient it exactly side on to us behind the mirror. Then he knelt between her dangling legs and bent to return her earlier favor.
"I'll bet," he said between loud laps at her labia and other charming attributes, "that that guy who recruited you is standing on the other side of the glass, wishing it was his face buried between your gorgeous legs." Tabitha crooned in agreement.
"Ha!" I scoffed. "Shows what you know, Carlos! I happen to be sitting, not standing. Thank you very much."
I shifted in my directors chair, making it squeak a little as I tried to adjust the fit of my pants. An unexpected side benefit of thirty-six hours of nudity had been that I never found any of my constantly appearing erections to be uncomfortable. Pants suck. Anna burst out laughing.
"Oh yeah," laughed Tabitha in the other room. "Deeper, please. Yeah. And those two girls who recruited you? They are both in there, wet between the legs, watching what you are, unh, doing to me." Her head rolled over toward us and she smiled briefly before returning her gaze the dark-haired head between her legs.
Neither Anna nor Chelsea chose to comment.
A number of loud moans, groans, and gasps later, Carlos lifted his head again, lifting a hand to keep Tabitha stimulated as he spoke. "How horny do you think they have gotten in there? Think they have started looking at each other?"
Tabitha looked at him wildly. "You ask me a serious question now?"
Carlos just grinned, shot a superior gaze in our direction, and dove back in to work.
"But... no..." Tabitha groaned as we sensed his tongue burying itself in her again. "I think they, uhnng, are too busy staring, oh, at us." With that, she cried out in a genuine but overly theatrical scream. Her hips bucked upward, and her dangling legs thrashed. Carlos pressed his head deeper between her legs, if that was possible and drew a follow-on wave from Tabitha.
Like a puppet whose strings had been cut, she collapsed across the armchair. Carlos began to softly kiss the insides of her creamy, generous thighs, sending tremors of aftershock through her body.
Tabitha suddenly continued her early thought, as if she hadn't just melted down with pleasure. "Besides, how likely is it that two of them are together anyway?" A finger shot up into the air. "But, if any of them have a boyfriend or girlfriend, that person better be ready to be fucked silly!"
The two of them shared a giggle at that. The three of us shared an uproarious laugh.
Tabitha rolled forward and off the chair to sit on the floor in front of it. Carlos crawled around to embrace her. The two sat there on the floor for a long time, embracing and making out. Their hands explored each other's bodies as if for the first time. The only nod to showing us they knew we were there, watching, was the way Tabitha kept her legs relentlessly spread, showing us her sodden, swollen, still-eager pussy.
At one point, Carlos had broken off their kiss so he could lower his head and feast on her breasts. As he fed, Tabitha ran her fingers through his hair. Her other hand went down to drag a fingertip along the outlines of his very hard cock. "All this time, and all we've done, and I don't think I've told you outright just how fucking nice this cock of yours is," she murmured. Said member jumped softly in reply. She giggled at that. "Well, it is! It is big, and beautiful, and powerful, and it has answered the bell I don't know how many times!" She kissed his air softly. "And every time it did," she added little nastily, "their experiment in torture by boredom got blown up all over again." Carlos laughed at that and they resumed kissing.
Tabitha gave his penis another squeeze, and stood. Carlos followed her with a look of curious anticipation. "Speaking of answering the bell," Tabitha said, still holding his cock and turning to approach the window, "Time to fuck with them some more."
We started as she thumped against the glass, bracing her arms against it. She spread her legs wide and looked over her shoulder. "Fuck me."
Carlos grinned. "This is just like we started. You want to take things full circle?"
"No," laughed Tabitha. "Well, yes, but mostly I want them to stare at my boobs crushed against the glass while you rail me from behind. I want them to have to watch how good you are at sex while they see how much I am enjoying myself--all the while knowing, whatever perverted jollies they got the last three days, we had way more fun."
Carlos chuckled in evil agreement. We looked back in amused (but aroused) condescension.
"Better lubricate me then," Carlos said, sanding to the side and holding that cock out to Tabitha. She got his idea and peeled herself slowly from the window. She bent and let a huge dollop of saliva drip from her mouth down onto his tip. Then she slid an impressive amount of him into her mouth in a single swoop. With agonizing slowness, she lifted her head and turned back toward the window with a smug expression. Carlos had certainly enjoyed her little show.
Tabitha leaned back against the window, hands on the glass and her backside stuck out for our other subject. Carlos needed no more encouragement. He stepped behind her, took his penis in his grasp and guided it between and below Tabitha's rounded buttocks. Well-positioned, he grasped her hips and they both sighed happily as he sank once more into her depths. His face was pointed down at Tabitha, but I could see his eyes cast up under his brows, scanning the mirrored surface in front of them.
Carlos tried to do the slow, steady, time-eating rhythm he employed that first evening, but I'm guessing the added sauce of thinking about being watched got him accelerating quickly. As he began to smack harder and louder into Tabitha, she let his thrusts press her forward until her naked breasts were mashed against the glass. The circles they made where her soft flesh came in contact with the glass grew and shrank with each thrust Carlos pounded into her. We could see Tabitha's face, also mashed against the glass, sporting a wicked, gleeful grin. Her eyes kept darting forward toward the mirrored surface she could not see through, but clearly imagining what was beyond.
The three of us sat in our chairs, frozen. At last, I had to speak. "Ladies," I said looking up at the digital timer for the experiment, which now read 0:34:22. "It is physically painful for me to observe that we just do not have enough time for me to rip both your clothes back off and give you both the fucking we all three truly deserve."



Anna moaned a little. She had a hand between her legs.
Chelsea groaned as well. "Truth be told, I was about to say something along the same lines. We all need to look fresh and professional to handle their reactions when we let them out, and disheveled and smelling of sex would not cut it."
Quietly, we continued to watch them fuck.
"After their debrief," Chelsea said, "let's not wait until we can get a library conference room to start our write up. Let's order pizza at my apartment this evening."
"Sounds good," I replied, my mind still on the frenzied copulation in front of me. "But my place is closer."
"Nope," Chelsea replied, also leaning forward to watch. "It should be my place."
"Why?" asked Anna idly. She was leaning back not forward, and her hand was still firmly between her legs.
"Because I'm the only one of us, as far as I know, who has a king-sized bed."
*——
Dean Mannheim leaned back from the monitors. Six of them were on the wall, two rows of three 42" OLED screens. The two on the left gave wide angle views of the entire experiment room. The other four provided comprehensive coverage of the observation space. "Well," he sighed happily, "I guess it is all over but the shouting."
"Do you think there will be much shouting?" Dr. Gandy asked, taking a sip of the 21 year-old Nicaraguan rum she had poured for them both as the timer ran down to zero.
"I think the subjects are so full of endorphins right now, it will be easy for kids as smart as ours to handle them, Brenda," Mannheim said confidently.
Gandy shook her head, bemused but enthused. "And I would say that our primary experiment produced extraordinarily better results than we had expected!"
"Some nice insights into the kid's non-sexual lives as well," she went on. "I especially love the way the boy thinks that he's invented the idea of applying his degree to advertising." Mannheim laughed knowingly. "Maybe I will give him an idea how much of my own income comes from Madison Avenue. At the very least, I will be able to provide him with plenty of useful contacts."
"Good," the Dean said. "I was most glad to hear that Chelsea is still interested in pursuing her doctorate here. She was admirable both in her analytical acumen and in her efforts to keep the others on task. I may have a few words with the committee when it comes time to evaluate the doctoral applications."
Gandy laughed musically. "You just want to give yourself five more years to figure out how to get your hands on her cute little ass."
Mannheim let just a hint of a smirk cross his face. "It is a shame that Anna was so relatively pedestrian in there."
Gandy looked at him in surprise. "You call that powerful bi-sexual awakening... pedestrian? Anyway, she wants to write, and she showed us a hell of an expressive mind in there. Way beyond the other two. She will be a writer who sells books. I predict that either she or that sophomore Carol will be our next big celebrity alumna."
Mannheim snorted. "I hope you are right. Meanwhile, it will be hard for our two upcoming pairings to match up to that three-way creativity we just saw. It is too bad that young Carl had to stop out this semester due to his family's troubles. Otherwise he would have been in this class, too. Then we could have had two males and one female subject in round three."
"That could well have been a train wreck," Gandy said, less enthused over that possibility, though she was well aware that Carl had a rather high latency score in his confidential file.
"That's why we do the experiments, my dear," said Mannheim, half fun and full serious. They clinked glasses.
"You are right. For instance, I do look forward to seeing if the couples do a better or worse job of keeping their eyes on their task than our throuple did here. In the meantime, I think we should have a small celebration that this not only did not blow up all over everyone, but was indeed a resounding success."
"Capital suggestion," Mannheim said, taking another sip of the really, very nice rum. "What have you in mind?" He considered a refill.
"Well, since it was about the only area not covered over the last seventy-two hours," Professor Gandy said with a shrug, "I was thinking some nice anal would fill the bill." She picked at the buttons on her blouse, revealing the aging but still very nice breasts inside. "Don't you?"
——*
—————
Thanks as always for reading, and for staying to the end of this marathon! I hope you liked it. Please vote, and maybe check out my other works.
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THE ONE WITH CARRIE CROENKE
—————
As I walked down the hallway leading out of the Delta Airlines concourse and into the main terminal, I saw my parents waving to me. I quickened my pace and found myself barely able to drop my backpack from my shoulders before my mom pulled me into an embrace. It took me a bit of effort to free myself from the embarrassing hug, and as I did, she kissed me on the cheeks and began to fuss about my hair like I was eight or something.
My father rescued my by stepping up to shake me hand. "Hey there, Al," he beamed. "How are things in the home stretch?" Possibly my father's greatest gift to me was his insistence that I be called 'Al' when I was little. Alistaire is an extremely old family name on my mom's side, and once I was born with a penis, there had never been a chance I'd be named anything else. But Dad had been firm that everybody call me Al, believing that the only person who should decide that I actually be known by that full mouthful should be me.
So far I have not made that decision... Check back with me in a million years. I am Al, though Alistaire has its appeal...
I go to boarding school up in Connecticut, and this was my senior year. Most of us Seniors had already heard from our colleges, with the only exceptions being the kids still held on pins and needles by the super competitive schools like the Ivies. I had been accepted Early Decision at USC back in December, thus, as my father was intimating, my spring semester was pretty much just an exercise in not flunking. It really was a home stretch. I was having fun, too. I was playing a lot of D&D, and I had buddies to hang out with. But school was still school, and it was nice to be home for the almost two weeks of Spring Break.
I am an only child, so my parents understandably kept me to themselves my first night home. I did manage to make some phone calls to the few people who had still remained buddies with me after I had gone off to boarding school. I had discovered that you don't keep a lot of friends back home when you go away to prep school. Four years is a long time to keep someone in your head when you are a teenager and you never see them anymore. I had never been exactly a social butterfly to begin with, either. I was not a loner, or a loser, or ostracized back in middle school when I was still living at home, but I had definitely been pretty shy, and just enough of a geek to keep me 'friendly', rather than 'friends with', most people.
By this point in my Senior year, I was down to about three dudes back home whom I still thought of as friends enough to hang out with, including my long-time best friend and former next-door neighbor, Chris. We made plans for me to pick him up the next day when Peachtree High, the local public high school, got out. The good thing about my vacation was that it at least partially aligned with the local school system's this year, which was rare. But for the rest of my first week home, I had nothing to do until 2:30, when Peachtree let out.
*
I did the laundry I brought home Thursday morning. Mom would have done it for me, of course, but I'd learned to do it myself over the last four years, and I had discovered that it made her ridiculously happy that her son could and would clean his own clothes. So happy, in fact, that I was never made to do the dishes...
About two, I left the house. I drive my mom's car when I am home, and I tooled over toward P-High, grabbing a Coke at McDonald's on the way. I parked on the shaded street near Peachtree, where kids tended to meet up for a ride after school. The 'official' pickup area had no trees, was blazing hot, and overflowed with clingy moms in minivans. I did not even go to school at P-High and I knew no self-respecting human wanted to get picked up there. The bus would have been better.
I didn't know too many of the kids at Peachtree in the first place, given how long I had effectively lived eight states away, and the fact that about two-thirds of them had gone to middle schools other than mine to begin with. That made most of the kids drifting out past me as classes let out, strangers. Among that number, I included a bunch that I had used to know, but who now had no recollection of me. I just sat on the hood of the car, sipped my Coke, and scanned my TikTok follows.
I periodically pulled my face away from the cleavalicious babes dancing or lip-syncing on the screen to check out the less cleavalicious but often still pretty strangers wandering by as I waited for Chris to show his mangy hide As each passed, I'd go back to the next video. When I looked up the next time, scanning the increasing flow of kids walking by, I suddenly straightened my spine and put away my phone.
Walking toward me were two girls I most definitely recognized from back in eighth grade, Carrie freaking Croenke and Mary (or was it Maddie?) Davis, two of the absolutely hottest girls I had ever known back then. Carrie Croenke had been the near-universally acclaimed prettiest girl our age, and somehow, looking at her walk toward me now, I doubted that she had lost that status. Maddie or Mary might have given her at least a run for it, though. Both the girls walking toward me had spent the years from 13 to 18 developing from pretty to knuckle-bitingly hot.
It wasn't that I had forgotten what the other girl who was walking toward me's name was, it was just that Mary and Maddie were a pair of twins, and I had never learned to tell them apart. I had no idea which one was in front of me now, for sure.
My view of them got even better when they both actually recognized me! "Al Taylor," Carrie exclaimed. "Who knew you were still alive!"
"Hey Al," the twin added. "You went away to private school, didn't you? Do your parents still live here?" she asked, in a little bit of surprise.
"Hey Carrie! Hey, uh, M..." I trailed off, realizing that I had trapped myself by naming Carrie.
"It's Mary, Al," Mary said drily, but with a smile. She tapped at the small, brown, thumb-sized birthmark on her neck. "Remember?" I vaguely remembered about the birthmark, that it was the only real way to tell between them. Those girls were utterly identical otherwise. But even back then, I never could remember which one had been the one with the mark. I never really had had much need. When you are only staring from a distance, too young to fully know why, you hardly need to actually know a pretty girls' name.
I had honestly never talked to any girls much, back in middle school. And especially not girls like Mary or Carrie. They dwelt on a higher plane of existence. Obviously, I knew them, and had managed to be friendly. The twins had actually ridden the same bus as I, but they seldom sat near me. Carrie I had talked to a little more, since we were in the same homeroom in eighth grade. But just a little more.
I smirked sheepishly at Mary. "Sorry! It has been a while. Are you guys enjoying Senior year?" I asked, changing the subject quickly.
"It's been a blast," said Mary happily, and Carrie agreed, though with visibly less enthusiasm, which puzzled me.
"And Carrie is Student Body Vice-President," added Mary sweetly. Carrie rolled her eyes.
"Mademoiselle Vice President," I intoned solemnly, making a deep, formal bow while still sitting on the hood of the car. Carrie elbowed Mary.
"Is that your car? Nice," Carrie said, changing the subject.
"Uh, it is still in my dad's name, for the insurance," I temporized, finding that I was loathe to tell these two girls that I was driving my mom's car. I am not cool. No one thinks I'm cool. But I did not need to look uncool. "I just drive it when I'm home."
"Nice," said Carrie, looking the elderly Mercedes over.
"So what's it like, going to boarding school?" Mary asked curiously.
I chuckled, happy to talk about myself a little. "Honestly, it is pretty fun, if a little weird."
"How's the food?" Mary inquired.
"Weird?" Carrie asked simultaneously.
"The food sucks," I said promptly. "95 percent of the time. The other five percent is the made-to-order omelettes on Sunday mornings. And as for the weird... it is strange having your teachers around 24/7. But the hardest thing I had get used to when I first got there was having classes six days a week."
"Wait! You have got to be shitting us," Carrie challenged me. "You go to school on Saturdays?"
"It's really not that bad," I said, instinctively defending my school. "Wednesdays and Saturdays are half days anyway, because almost everyone has a match, meet, or game those afternoons."
"A real jock school, huh?" Carrie asked. "How do you handle that?" I felt a little challenged at her easy assumption that I wasn't up to sports.
Mary felt a little embarrassed too. "Carrie! Don't be mean. Al could handle some soccer or something." Okay, my defender was possibly more condescending than Carrie.
"It's not so bad," I said easily, then couldn't help but slip in the knife and give it a twist. "But then, who would have thought that nerdy little me would end up graduating this May with four varsity letters?" I asked rhetorically with a matter-of-fact expression.
They both stared at me with grins on their faces, which faded to incredulity when I let them see that I was smugly serious.
"Really?" blurted Carrie. "Four?"
"Two in Cross Country, two in Track," I proclaimed proudly. "Turns out, even if you are a scrawny waif, when you just refuse to let the exhaustion win, you can claw your way from the last place scrub on a no-cut team, up to Varsity in a few quick years."
Mary shook her head. "Al Taylor is a jock. My world is rocked."
"Hold on! I'm no jock. I have still never won a race... ever! And with only eight Track meets left before graduation, I am never going to, not without a couple of faster dudes breaking their legs." Who knew? The old humble brag can make girls smile... noted.
At this moment, Chris irritatingly decided to show up. He called my name as he approached, and we fist bumped. He hid his surprise at finding me talking to Carrie and Mary... barely.
"Hey Chris," said Carrie absently. "Is Al your ride?"
"Yep," Chris said easily. "Thanks for waiting on me, buddy!"
This sounded like a prelude to a goodbye, and I found that I really wanted to keep talking to these two. And to just keep looking at them, honestly.
Mary was short, dark haired, tanned... and stacked. She wore a tight pair of jeans shorts with flatly rolled cuffs that ended almost two-thirds of the way up her generous but smooth thighs. Up top, she had on a horizontally striped blue and red teeshirt that called attention to her impressive rack, chiefly by how hard it strained to contain those puppies. I remembered that Mary and Maddie had been among the first of our age to start to develop, way back when, but now that she was grown, she had really grown. I briefly wondered if she and Maddie still dressed identically every day. It would be one hell of a sight now.
Carrie was... Carrie. She was tall for a girl, maybe even five-eight now. She had been taller than me back when, but I had clearly shot past her in the last four years, as I had most everyone else. Her high-waisted, cream-colored slacks accentuated her incredibly long legs, and she sported a robin's egg blue Lacoste shirt with the collar popped up, framing her elegant neck. The outfit fit her perfectly, just like everything she had ever worn. It wasn't tight anywhere, but you could still clearly see and appreciate that her slender, elegant figure had developed sweeping curves in all the right places and in all the right dimensions. Nowhere was Carrie too generous, nor was she anywhere disappointingly small. And she carried herself now with an incredible grace and poise. She wasn't proud or stuck-up, and she didn't pose, she just was... graceful.
Fuck. Was I getting goddamned hard just sitting here chatting?
The girls' body language sure looked like they were ready to move on now.
"How's Donald?" I asked Carrie quickly, hoping to extend the conversation. Donald was a handsome dude in our class who had been childhood sweethearts with Carrie since the eighth freaking grade. The only times I had heard Carrie even mentioned since, it was always in the context of 'Donald and Carrie'.
It turns out, this question was a bit of a turd in the punchbowl.
Carrie scowled and Chris winced. I looked confused.
Mary had mercy on me. "They broke up a while ago, Al," she explained with a note of friendly caution.
"Oh. Sorry," I mumbled to Carrie.
"Don't be," she sighed. "I'm over him by now," she went on in a tone of voice that suggested the situation remained complicated.
Chris seemed unhappy to be in an uncomfortable conversation with these two higher beings, and shut up to let me work my way out of it. Thankfully, he didn't try to fix things by saying, "Let's go."
"Wow," I just said, gently. I may have had zero success with girls, relationship-wise at least, while away at school, but I actually did have a fair number of friends who were card-carrying, certified girls. Through them, I had managed to learn that quiet empathy was usually helpful.
To Mary's evident surprise, Carrie responded to my quiet invitation to keep talking. "Actually, I think I really am over Donald. I mean, I should have seen it coming. I think probably did see it coming, subconsciously, when I got into Vanderbilt and he didn't," she admitted with a wry smile. She could humblebrag too, apparently.
"The problem," Carrie went on with a grimace, "is that nobody else believes that I have moved on! We broke up at Thanksgiving and I still have not had a date."
"What? Come on," I almost laughed incredulously. This was Carrie Croenke I was talking to here. It was not possible that she not be in demand if she was available.
"No, really," Carrie frowned at me getting up a head of steam. "Everybody thinks I'm just waiting around for Donald to 'take me back'."
"As if," snorted Mary. I shot her an inquiring look. "He knows what he did," she added with a mutter.
Carrie glowered at Mary. "Whether they think I'm not over him, or they think I'm still his damn property or something, I think there is not one guy here who is willing to ask me out until someone else does first. It's a vicious circle. I'm going to go through my last semester of high school with no social life?"
"No problem," I said easily. "We will break the circle. What time can I pick you up Friday night? There's that new horror movie opening."
Those words just slipped out. I swear. I heard them coming from my mouth, but it only fully dawned on my what I was doing once I had finished. When I said I had had zero success with dating, I mean zero. I had literally never even asked, much less gone out with a girl, and here I was asking out Carrie freaking Croenke. I hadn't even meant to, really. I just saw an obvious solution to a problem that someone I was well-disposed toward had, and suggested that solution before my social mind caught up.
And the intent in my mind, even before I grasped the enormity of what I had just done, had not been to get Carrie to actually say yes to my invitation, but to get her to see that her situation was really more easily solved than she had worked herself into believing.
I wanted to spontaneously die, right there and then. I only survived because I immediately grasped that I had never supposed the answer could possibly be yes. That made my imminent humiliation semi-bearable.
Carrie's eyes widened for a moment, then softened. "Friday? I'm sorry, Al. My parents have plans for the family."
Thank you, Carrie, for saving my pride.
I started to smile and shrug when she added, "But how about Sunday?"
"Sure," my mouth said. "Sounds good." That was all I could manage.
"What time?" Carrie prompted patiently.
"Uh..." I gasped. "Let me check the showtimes. Um," I added, desperately trying to search my mind for what the hell a guy is supposed to work out when asking for a date. "Dinner first?"
Carrie brightened. "Yum. Sounds good. Give me your phone."
"Huh?"
"So I can give you my deets," she said calmly.
My phone had been forgotten in my hand the whole conversation. I swiped it open and handed it to her, my fingers numb. Carrie furiously typed away into it. After a few moments, I heard the swoosh of a text message sending, and a ding from her pocket on the most delectable backside on Planet Earth. "There," she said, returning my phone and pulling her own out of said back pocket. "Now I have your number too," she said with a smile.
I told her that I would set things up, and call her as soon as I got home, and with that, the conversation was over, the two girls ambling off on down the road to wherever Mary's car was parked. As they walked away, I saw Mary steal a glance over her shoulder back at me, a strange expression on her face like I was some kind of exotic animal or something.
We got in the car and I headed off toward home.
I nearly wrecked, however, when Chris began punching me in the shoulder, hard and repeatedly. "Carrie? Dude," Chris yelled. "Carrie?!?"
I pulled over, ostensibly because I wanted to make him stop hitting me, but also because I was shaking just a little, all on my own. "What?" I protested, after I blocked a few more punches against my by now bruised shoulder.
"You have been keeping me out of the loop," accused Chris. "What have you been up to at that school of yours to make you such a fucking player?"
"I am not a 'player'," I protested. "And I have not been 'up to' anything. Any. Thing," I emphasized. "Shit, Chris! You do realize that that was the first time I've ever asked a girl out in my life, right?"
He stared at me. "So you just thought, 'what the hell, might as well start with Carrie Croenke'?"
"Get over it," I said dismissively, trying to convince myself as much as him that this was not such a big deal. "We will have dinner, we'll see a movie, and then I'll take her home. And my ego will get a boost—a fucking huge one. And hopefully this will mean that I will not strangle myself with my own tongue when I finally screw up the courage to think about asking out some other girl later who is actually in my league..." That got a bark of laughter. "But mostly, word will get around that Carrie went on a date, which is what she needs. Win-win."
"Take me home," Chris sighed dramatically. "I want to go to my room and cry."
"Fuck you," I laughed and put the car back in drive. "I haven't seen you in months."
"Fine," Chris said. "Let's go to Falwell's, eat ice cream, and you can tell me what non-player shit you have been up to."
*
As I said, I had never had a girlfriend, but I did make friends with people who happened to be girls when I was away at school, friends with whom I had bonded over running, and one academic subject or other. Among the things that my 'girl friends' had beaten into my hapless, nerdy, male head were some faint ideas about the importance of dressing well. Did I dress well all the time? Hell no. I'm still a bit of a geek, and I have better things to spend my time and money on besides clothes. But at least I don't wear mostly brown anymore, and I do have at least a few nice thing to wear.



This meant that I spent half an hour fretting over which of the two nice shirts I owned that I should wear for my 'date' with Carrie. This approximately doubled the amount of time I had spent actively worrying about what to wear since Christmas. I finally took a deep breath, and went for my wildly colored and patterned Robert Graham shirt, the one with the contrasting cuffs. I call it my 'brave shirt' because I could never believe I'd found the guts to buy it. When you are a bit of a wallflower like me, it takes an effort to wear a shirt that screams 'look at me!' like that shirt does. I felt I was going to need all the bravery I could get that evening, so I ran with the shirt.
I took two showers, because I was fully aware that the Al that Carrie probably remembered from eight grade had not listed personal hygiene among his strengths...
I pulled up at her house and padded toward the front door, my heart racing. As I rang the bell, Carrie yanked the door open in seconds. "He's here," she called over her shoulder. "Love you, Mom! Dad! I'll be home on time." She turned to me and pushed out the door. "Let's go," she said with a smile. We hustled down the pathway to the Mercedes at the curb.
"Hiding me from your parents?" I asked dubiously.
"No," Carrie said reassuringly. Then she paused and added, "But yes." Before I had a chance to be hurt (much) at this strange slight, she went on. "My parents are just kind of mad at you. My little brother had never heard of boarding school before I came home and told everybody about our date. Now the squirt thinks it is the greatest idea on the planet. He has spent the last two days on the internet, burying my parents in printouts of articles and blowing up their phones with links to schools." She laughed. "My dad says you are going to bankrupt him, and Mom says you are going to take away her little boy."
I held the door for her, and she got in after a little smirk at the gesture. I went around and got in behind the wheel. "To tell the truth, my parents are really both fine with you," Carrie went on as I pulled away. "They just like to exaggerate everything. But I did have to get out of the house before Kimball, the squirt himself, realized you that were there and came downstairs. We'd have never gotten to leave if he started asking questions."
I shrugged. "Just tell him to call me. I'll give him the straight poop, good and bad."
"You don't mind having your ear talked off by a twelve year old?" Carrie asked dubiously.
I just shrugged again. "Sure. It's actually an interesting subject."
"Thanks," she said softly.
For dinner, I had decided to take her to a nice, locally-owned, Italian place called Westside Mario's. It is a little nicer than the various places in town that my buddies said they or their friends had taken girls on dates before. I'd agonized over this decision too, of course. But it seemed to go over well with Carrie.
"Mario's? Nice," she said as we approached the valet. We got out and strolled into the restaurant. The hostess was a girl our age, and of course she knew Carrie. Carrie introduced me briefly, and the two of them chatted about nothing as we headed to our table. The hostess looked good in her tight black slacks and black button down dress shirt. Under ordinary circumstances I'd have been a shy mess, trying to check her out without being caught.
With Carrie beside me, I never even stole a glance. Well... not more than one.
But oh man, did I have trouble not just staring at Carrie. She wore a simple red dress, bare-shouldered except for spaghetti straps, and about mid-thigh in length. It was the sort of effortlessly simple garment that really good-looking people wear, and look better in than the rest of us ever do, even after a day's worth of effort. Actually, it was a pretty fancy dress for a casual Sunday date, but I sure as hell enjoyed the result. There was no cleavage on display, but the fitted fabric highlighted the high, firm, and probably bra-less, shape of her breasts. Like every other curve on her body, they were luxurious, without being extravagant.
Carrie had put a gentle wave into her long blonde hair and it flowed around her lovely face, with its high cheekbones, wide hazel eyes, pouty lips, and rounded nose. When I had first helped her into the car, I had caught a lovely perfume, applied with perfect restraint.
I had honestly expected dinner to be awkward and weird, leaving us both eager for the enforced quiet of the movie theater, but we actually had a good time. We talked about people I used to know, including a girl that had once been a minor crush of mine who had almost died in a car accident, and a guy who had been a friend in elementary school who had gotten arrested for shoplifting. I told Carrie about what an alien planet Connecticut was.
The food was good. Carrie liked hers, but I could not tell you what the heck I even ordered. I was discovering that a great thing about these 'dates' were that they gave you pretty much carte blanche to openly look at a pretty girl, essentially non-stop.
Bravo, whoever invented the date.
On those occasions where I did look away from Carrie, I thought I could see that people looked at me a bit differently than I was used to. First of all, people looked at me at all. That was... different. Some of them looked at me as if to ask what that unsightly growth was that had developed on this beautiful girl. But a lot of them looked at me with some... respect?
When the time for the movie approached, I paid the tab. Carrie quietly said, "Thanks," when I did it, as if she hadn't expected the gesture and simply appreciated it. As we walked out to the car, I felt like my arms were flopping around like a baby's uncontrolled flailing. Was I supposed to hold her hand? Her arm? Should I put an arm around her, or rest my hand on the small of her back? I didn't know. And besides, this was a 'look people, Carrie can date' kind of situation.
I just kind of fluttered along beside her, gesturing aimlessly. Every time I thought I was getting a handle on what I was doing that evening, I seemed to hit a new area of uncertainty.
When we got to the theater, Carrie stepped in front of me and bought our tickets before I could. She handed me one and smiled. "I can't let you pay for everything," she laughed. "This isn't the Twentieth Century."
I still bought the popcorn and sodas...
At the kiosk, Carrie had selected seats in the next to last row, off to the left side. The theater was only about half full, which on opening weekend did not bode well for the financial success of the film. Still, it was nice that nobody was sitting right near us. We whispered back and forth during the trailers, and it made me feel good that we were surprisingly aligned when it came to which coming attractions we thought looked promising.
The slasher flick that I had chosen was... serviceable. Production quality was high, for a horror film. The acting was alright. The story was totally formulaic.
The female nudity was copious and top notch. And for once that made me uncomfortable, instead of excited, what with Carrie sitting right next to me.
Still... top notch.
The scares and the violence were quite effective. And that is where things got interesting.
Carrie scared easily, and seemed to just eat up being terrified.
She grabbed my hand while the first victim was being stalked. She shrieked when the first fake out jump-scare came. And then when the samurai sword beheaded the first naked co-ed, she almost crushed my arm. I was afraid at first that she might be hating the gore and would want to leave, but in the aftermath, as the story returned to the other, still-unaware characters, she smiled at me in the dark. When the next couple got naked, the nudity included a full-length, fully naked shot of the dude. The actor apparently spent all his time lifting weights and drinking creatine. He certainly wasn't spending hours on acting class... But Carrie leaned over and whispered in my ear, "It's about time we girls get our share of skin in these movies!"
My dick twitched hard. It did so because...
One, as I said before, Top. Notch.
Two, Carrie was talking about sex, and appreciatively... to me.
Three, when she whispered to me, her lips almost brushed my ear, and I could feel her breath on my face.
When the second kills came, this time with no initial fake out, Carrie almost spilled our tub of popcorn when she grabbed me. Once my own initial heart rate spike subsided, I really liked this development. First, she had buried her face against my shoulder. More importantly, I felt brave enough to take a chance. I held the almost spilled tub and whispered, "Yikes! This is balanced precariously." I lifted the armrest between us up out of the way, letting the popcorn rest more stably on our seats instead, and not so incidentally getting the barrier between us out of the way.
If we had been characters in a movie ourselves, the confident guy would have taken the opportunity to put his arm around the girl at this point. But, see above: I'm not a player. Intentionally getting rid of that arm rest had been the most forward thing I'd done I my life.
After another quick kill, things had reached the permanent tension stage of the movie formula. The missing armrest suddenly became key, as Carrie actually slid closer to me, her hands gripping my hard, but meager biceps. Every time things got tense, she leaned in close, ready to hide her eyes in my shoulder.
Another top notch girl got top-less. She was already terrified of a mad killer on the loose, and she chooses to get naked? Gotta love horror movie logic. And then just like that, the girl on screen got head-less. It was a really good scare, though, and Carrie screamed out loud, grabbing my shoulders this time and burying her face in my chest. One of her breasts did not quite press itself against my hand, just my forearm, but I still thought I was going to die. Die happy.
I decided that this was the best movie ever made. I had been touched more by Carrie two-thirds of the way through this movie than I had been touched by pretty girls in my entire freaking life. And that brief press of firm boob-flesh against my arm had been heaven.
Carrie pulled away, suddenly a little self-conscious. "Sorry," she whispered.
I just shrugged broadly enough to be seen in the dark. "Don't worry about it. We are supposed to be scared, right? It's fun."
She smiled, though I could tell her heart was still beating fast. "It is," she replied quietly. Then, even though things were not very tense at the moment, she leaned over against me anyway. I studiously moved my hands down out of the way to my own legs. The last thing I wanted, if she leaned against me again was for her to think I was copping a feel!
Three of the remaining four characters all bought it in rapid succession, each more gruesomely and quickly than the last. Carrie, along with lots of others in the audience, was screaming again, and she flipped toward me and practically tackled me in my seat. Her face buried against my neck and I felt her heaving, panicky breath. This time, I felt both boobs rubbing against me. But thepiece de resistance was that she turned so hard against me that her far leg swung over and briefly draped across my own thigh—the thigh where I had stationed my hand in order to get it out of the way... Let's just say that I was instantly, acutely aware that Carrie was not wearing hosiery.
Her legs slid back off me swiftly, but she barely loosened her grip on me otherwise. The Last Girl was already being pursued, screaming like mad. I shifted in my seat in my own kind of panic. I did not, under any circumstances, want to dislodge Carrie in any way, but if she got any closer to me, she might well feel just how crazily, uncomfortably aroused I was at that moment.
Dislodging Carrie would have been impossible anyway. She clung tight to me, twisting her shoulders to watch the screen as the girl, who was also top notch, but tragically only scantily dressed instead of naked, alternated between escaping through luck or ingenuity, and then doing something stupid to let the killer close in on her again.
Carrie was tense as a spring as the killer closed in for the last time. I think I was saved from having her climb into my engorged lap because she noticed, as did I, the high voltage wire right behind the girl. They had telegraphed that element earlier in the movie, and we both knew what was going to happen. It took just enough tension out of us to save me from Carrie climbing onto my hard-on.
The girl ducked at the last second, and the killer's sword cut into the wire. Sparks. Flames. A guttural scream. Credits.
Carrie settled back into her seat with a smile I could see in the dark. She heaved a breath and said, "Wow, that was fun!" I certainly agreed, though most of my enthusiasm was reserved for events not on screen.
This had been the best date anyone had ever been on, I was sure. I certainly did not imagine me topping it in the future.
With a dumb smile on my face, I said, "Thanks Carrie. I really enjoyed this." I wanted to ask if she'd like to do it again, but come on. There is pushing your luck, and there is just outright standing in front of an oncoming train. She had finally gotten a date, even if with a nerd like me. We had been seen by people she knew, and Mary and Maddie would tell the planet, those gossips. She would get the invitations that she really wanted, now.
"It's too bad though," Carrie went on, her lips screwed up in an uneven frown.
"Oh?"
"Yeah, my parents are taking my family on a trip to Vail for Spring Break. We, uh, leave tomorrow."
"In what way," I asked with an easy snort, "does spring skiing in Colorado suck?"
"Oh. Um," she hesitated. "I just thought that if I were going to be here, we might have gone out again."
"Oh," I said. Aaaand I was panicking again. Who did this girl think I was? "Yeah, that would have been amazing," trying to sound like she hadn't lifted me up just to crush me even harder. "Maybe this summer?"
"Yeah. Maybe."
At this point, I just wanted to get away from her. I know that sounds crazy, but I needed to process all this. This amazing date, and this little coda at the end would need a lot of analyzing. And frankly, I needed to jack off something fierce. "Well, if you are leaving tomorrow, you probably need to pack. I guess I should take you home?"
Much as I felt the need to be alone, I still was already wistful that she was going to say yes.
"No, maybe not yet," Carrie surprised me. "I'm actually all packed." She heaved a deep breath, which drew my gaze inexorably, and then added quickly, "Let's go for a ride. I don't feel like going home and having Kimball give me the third degree about you."
I found that not being alone was suddenly pretty appealing after all. I pulled out of the parking space and said, "If he pesters you, just tell him to call me directly, like I said. You guys may not be in town, but I'll bet he has a cell."
"You really meant that about taking to him?"
"Sure," I said, brimming with sudden confidence. "What else do I have to do? The prett..." I choked myself off. I wasn't that confident.
"What?" Carrie asked at my suddenly swallowed words.
"Nothing."
"Come on. What?"
In a rush, I blurted, "I was going to say that the prettiest girl I know is not going to be around, so what else do I have to do?"
She actually blushed brightly enough for me to see in the dash lights. And then she smiled so brightly that I nearly drove into a ditch. That made me think fast and I covered for the slight swerve by moving on quickly. "So where do you want to drive? Cruise through downtown?"
Carrie seemed eager to change the subject from my foolhardiness as well. "I like this car."
"It's seven years old!" I laughed.
"It's a Benz," Carrie countered. "I'll bet it's fast."
Fast?
"A little," I said uncertainly. I happened to know that it was, in fact, quite fast.
"Show me!"
"Not downtown!"
"Duh. Nothing down there but traffic lights."
"Okay," I said, and turned at the intersection and headed outward instead of where I had intended. I was trembling at how fast I dared go. A ticket would not be appreciated by my parents. But the speed seemed very much appreciated by Carrie, whose desires, I found, made my parents' temporarily irrelevant.
I let the car go a little. Maybe more than a little.
A landmark flashed by the corner of my eye and I had an idea. I slowed to look for a certain turn, and saw Dellwood Road ahead on the left. It was a small farm road that ended up going mostly straight, way far out into the country. Not only would it be free of cops, it would be free of just about any cars at all. Farmers don't stay up late. I might really let the Benz show off for Carrie.
In less than a mile, we passed the last subdivision on the road and we were truly in the sticks. The moon was nearly full and it was really bright out for this late at night. Visibility was great. I took a breath and dropped the pedal.
Carrie whooped happily as the Mercedes leapt smoothly forward.
It was little exhilarating for me too, to be going on a night speed run—especially with a hot girl sitting excitedly beside me. It wasn't like I was hitting a hundred or anything, though. This was a narrow road, after all, and I didn't want to hit a deer or any...
A deer wandered out. Fortunately, it was way ahead of us, and I didn't even have to dynamite the brakes to slow down in time. It still scared both of us.
The damned animal just stared at us blearily, then wandered off the other side of the road. Before I could speed up again, another came out of the field, following. I came to a stop and we watched as seven in total crossed the road from a cotton field to a little turnout by a pond on the other side.
"I love deer," Carrie sighed. "They look so beautiful."
"They look delicious too," I joked.
She poked me in the ribs. "Meanie!"
My heart was still pumping a little hard, this time not from Carrie's proximity, but from the near encounter with that first deer. More speed was not what I needed for a moment. But I didn't want to look scared in front of Carrie. "Let's see where they went," I said, and steered into the turnout, dimming my headlights to just the parking bulbs. Carrie oohed her agreement.
The turnout lead about fifty yards off the road to a flat patch of grass by the small pond. There was a single oak by the edge, with a picnic table under it that had definitely seen better days. And halfway around the edge of the pond were all seven deer, just standing around in the open. They were close enough to still see clearly, but not so close as to be spooked.
"Look at them," Carrie breathed.
Curiously, I killed the engine and the lights entirely. I reached up and flipped the cabin light switch so we could silently get out of the car without the dome lights coming on.
I went and leaned against the front of the hood, hoping my heart would stop racing. Carrie slowly stepped over and leaned on the car as well, right next to me, eyes on the deer. With the silver moonlight on the placid pond and the unconcerned deer only a hundred yards away, it would have been an incredibly beautiful night even without the vision in a red dress leaning next to me.
"Good idea to turn in and get a look," Carrie whispered.
"I can't believe they stuck around where we could watch them," I replied, my eyes still on the deer. Mostly.
"Still... thanks," Carrie said. I could not help but turn my face toward her when I saw that smile out of the corner of my eye.
She kissed me.
It wasn't some deep, long thing. Just a peck, in fact. But it was square on the lips.
My heart, which had finally stopped pounding from the near encounter with the deer, was back to racing.



I realized dimly that while she had only kissed me briefly, she had not withdrawn her face very far. Before I could doubt myself, I leaned over and kissed her back, just the same, quick way.
Then, suddenly, we were kissing deeply, not breaking apart.
Let me just say that kissing a girl is fucking awesome. The feel of her lips on mine was amazing. And when she opened those lips, without letting them part from mine, and I felt her tongue brush out to me, I trembled. I let my own tongue extend tentatively, and I almost felt a shock as it caressed her tongue and she didn't flinch away. Kissing was new, but I felt like I got the hang of it quickly.
While my tongue was flickering around in novel delights, the rest of me was paralyzed. As we leaned on the hood beside each other, our knees pressed together, and our shoulders. Her hips and breasts did not touch me, but I could literally feel their proximity. I wanted to at least put an arm around her, but I was so terrified that changing anything might break the moment.
After an eternity, Carrie at least reached out a delicate hand and rested it on my shoulder. Just that sent shocks through me. I still couldn't move. Wouldn't move.
Then she softly broke the kiss and slid to her feet. I sighed happily as the moment passed.
But it didn't pass.
She faced me and leaned forward to kiss me even harder, her tongue practically diving into my mouth. She leaned forward, bracing herself on my shoulders with her hands, then leaned her head back, breaking our kiss again just enough to be able to stare at my face, a smile in her eyes.
Then she kissed my cheek.
Then she kissed my neck. That was a whole new amazing.
Then she simply sank down to her knees in front of me on the soft grass where we were parked!
It did nothing to alleviate my paralysis to have Carrie Fucking Croenke tugging at the fly of my trousers. She looked back up at me, keeping her eyes locked to mine as she fumbled open my fly. Then she grabbed the waistband of my underwear and tugged it forward and down. I found the will to move just enough to raise my ass so that she could tug both drawers and trousers down to my knees. The feeling of relief was palpable as my cock was suddenly no longer crammed into my pants. That feeling warred with terror at being seen naked by a girl. Then she finally looked down.
"Holy shit, Al!" Carrie exclaimed, actually jerking back.
"What?" I cried, alarmed.
"That's... Fuck, Al. You are goddamned huge," Carrie said breathlessly.
Apparently, I am well endowed. I really had not known. I mean, the only hard dicks I had ever seen, besides my own, were from the exactly two pornos I had ever watched. Those two dicks had looked like they were maybe a little bigger than mine, or maybe a little smaller. I thought that was just the way dicks were. The only people who had seen me naked were dudes, and then only in the showers. And I am way, way smaller when I'm not excited.
So yeah, both Carrie and I found out simultaneously that I was hung. Not that I was going tell her that I was new to this realization.
But, wait! Oh God! I was somehow scaring her. It is extremely hard to think coherently when you have the biggest hard-on of your life, a gorgeous girl has just pulled down your pants, is kneeling before you, and she practically shrieks when she sees your cock. My paralysis continued unabated.
Then she leaned forward, flicked her tongue up under my balls, and dragged it with agonizing slowness up my sack, then along my shaft to the tip. She added a second slow lick, this time starting at mid shaft. Her eyes finally left my dick to gleam up at my own. Then she opened her mouth and slipped my throbbing head inside. I groaned in delirious amazement. She smiled at my sound of pleasure, or tried to, what with my dick in her mouth.
And she gave me head.
This was not the cock-sucking I had seen in those videos. There was no choking, or wild bobbing, or dirty talk. Carrie just used her tongue, and lips, and fingertips to wet me, caress me, and simulate me in a gentle, affectionate, giving way that utterly blew my mind.
She remained fascinated by my length, often pausing in her efforts, to try to measure me using her hands. While she didn't choke herself, she did try several times to see how much of me she could get into her mouth. She never got more than half way. But everything she did to me shook me to the core. Her delicate hands smeared her saliva all over my shaft and she jacked me with perfect firmness. She seemed especially happy to run her tongue in circles around my head, or kiss it, or even suck on it like a lollipop. When she did bob up and down on me, it was smooth, slow, and made my toes curl.
I was simply in heaven.
Now, please remember, four hours earlier, I had never even been on a date. I think I can be forgiven for not lasting very long, okay?
Carrie was making another attempt at taking as much of me as she could into her mouth, her tongue lavishing the underside of my shaft as she sucked it into her, when I felt the urgent rise.
I rocked my hips backward and gasped out, "Carrie, careful! I'm... I think I'm going to..."
Rather than pulling me out of her mouth, Carrie just jacked the base of my cock harder and lashed at my head with her tongue, keeping me firmly inside her lips.
I shuddered and could last no longer. I shouted into the night as my hips rocked... and I nutted. My balls surged and my dick throbbed as I shot a rapid-fire series of jets into Carrie's mouth. She flinched happily with each new offering and I felt her swallowing to keep up. The final surge of cum left me hanging on a sensory precipice, from which I abruptly crashed. I flopped backward, catching myself with my hand behind me on the hood of the car, not a muscle below my rib cage functioning at all.
I was not some kind of chronic daily masturbator or anything, but I had thought I had a pretty good idea of how nice an orgasm was. I learned right then and there how much more amazing it was when someone else made you do it. I gasped loudly as I looked down at Carrie. My dick was still in her mouth as she suckled gently on it, rubbing her hand firmly up my length to squeeze out every drop. Finally satisfied, she released my already softening cock with an audible pop and rose to her feet like a smiling vision.
"Oh, thank you Carrie!" I gasped, unable to contain myself. "And gosh, I am so sorry for coming in your mouth like that!"
She laughed. "Sorry for what? I'm the one who is sorry. I know that he... that guys want to see their cum on a girl's face, but I'd rather not have to explain the messed up makeup." I looked at her in confusion. Part of me had talked enough with other guys to know that girls are not supposed to prefer swallowing... and part of me was imaging my jizz on Carrie's face. "Besides," she added happily. "Yours tastes really good!"
"It does?" I asked, distracted.
"Actually yeah," Carrie said. Then she licked her lips one more time before leaning forward to kiss me again. This time, I leaned forward and actually managed to make my hands reach out to gently hold her hips while we kissed. "Not afraid to taste your cum in my mouth?" Carrie asked, pulling away momentarily.
"Honestly?" I replied. "I didn't even think about it. And I'd kiss you if you'd been eating raw garlic for an hour first." I cut off her laugh with another kiss.
I was surging with a feeling of confidence I had never experienced before. It warred with the sheer terror I still felt at the dizzying heights I had risen to, unlooked-for. Before I could stop myself, I stood up on the grass. Still kissing Carrie, I steered her around so that she was leaning agains the car instead of me. I felt my hands tugging and bunching the tight fabric of her dress at her hips. I broke the kiss.
"Thank you. Thank you. Thank you," I breathed. "Can I..." I asked hesitantly, not believing I was trying this. I sank in turn to my knees on the grass. "Can I, um, you know, return the gesture?" I asked, looking up at her.
Carrie's eyes were wide. "You want to... you are offering to... eat me?" she gasped.
What I was actually doing, was being terrified. I had no fucking idea what I was supposed to do. But I nodded and waited.
She just nodded almost frantically. "Please. I'm so horny right now. Please!"
I gently tugged up her dress. It slid above her hips to her waist and I beheld a delicate pair of lacy panties in a red that matched her dress. I found myself leaning in toward them involuntarily and I caught a whiff of the most amazing aroma. Somehow keeping her dress pushed up, I slid my thumbs down to the waistband of those delicate underthings and pressed downward. Carrie wriggled her hips to help and then held up the hem of her dress while I slid the panties down to her ankles. She reached out for them, and I handed them to her. Carrie braced her hands on the hood of the car and pushed herself up to sit on the edge, one hand still tightly clutching her bunched up underwear.
Her dress had settled back right over her pussy, and I looked beneath it. She had a delicately trimmed little bush that let me know what I had always believed, that she was a natural blonde. Between her legs was a delicate cleft, covered in a dusting of downy yellow curls--curls that were damp.
I didn't know what to do.
I mean, I knew the bold outlines, of course. I had watched those two pornos after all. And guys do talk, even if among my male friends it was mostly just speculation, not experience. And I especially knew I really wanted to do this. But I was super terrified of doing it wrong and displeasing Carrie. I was being offered an apex life experience here, but the only thing I thought that could be worse than missing that opportunity, would be to fuck it up.
So I delayed. I leaned in swiftly. How could I not? But I dithered about getting started. I delayed by kissing along her inner thighs. I'd kiss or lick intently, then back off to make sure it was well received, just letting my lips stroke her incredible skin while I judged reactions. I'd kiss closer, then lose my nerve and run my mouth around to the other side, trying to get up the nerve to go those last few inches and actually taste what smelled so God-damned good.
My constant care to gauge Carrie's reactions made me soon aware that I was probably doing something right, at least. Her breath caught whenever I got close, but was she excited, or steeling herself for my ham-fisted approach?
Carrie ran her fingers over the hair atop my head, then suddenly grabbed a handful tightly. "Al," she started to say with a moan, "quit teasing me! You are killing me," she finished with a growl that trailed off. "Are you backing out?" Carrie asked and I saw what looked like worry in her eyes.
I lifted my head shook it hard. "Oh no," I gasped. "No way!" She smiled almost feverishly, and she tugged me forward and down by the hank of hair she held, and none too gently either. Her guidance was on target and my lips promptly bumped into her slit. I took a deep breath, and drew my tongue slowly up the length of those gates to glory. Carrie practically purred, and her grip on my hair softened, though she did not release my head.
I licked again. And again. With each stroke, I tasted more of her, and I felt her nether lips begin to part for my tongue. The next pass, I pressed my tongue deeper, and her taste and aroma started to overwhelm me. My cock, so recently drained, was already hard again.
As I plowed her furrow with my tongue, I felt it run over a swollen bump within. Carrie gasped and her hips bucked.
Noted.
Columbus had discovered the clitoris, folks. Now what the fuck was I supposed to do with it?
Concentrating on it seemed a good start. I flicked the tip of my tongue over it again, and Carrie gasped. Good. I let my tongue burrow a trace deeper, so I could run it around her clit, exploring that firm little bump. She really seemed to like this, just like she was supposed to, I guess. She really was moaning now, writhing with her back to the car, thrusting her hips forward to make it easier for me to reach her.
But it was still hard for me to reach that bud like I wanted to. The angle of my head was okay, but the spot was not right out in the open, after all. I wanted to use my fingers to spread her open a little for better access, but was that a good idea? Everything down there felt super delicate and sensitive. Maybe fingers would feel... invasive.
I dragged my fingers up her inner thigh, then raised my head slightly. I could feel her wetness smeared on my face. "Carrie," I asked hesitantly, not wanting to reveal my ignorance. "Is it okay if I use my fingers to..." I trailed off, not sure if I was about to gross her out, and not really sure what I needed to do, anyway.
Her eyes widened as she looked down at me. "Al," she started to say, then hesitated. She chuckled then and went on. "Al, what I want you to use is your cock."
As much as things had already escalated, I was not prepared for that offer. Carrie wanted me to fuck her. Carrie Fucking Croenke. I hesitated a beat as I looked up at her with wide eyes of my own. Was I about to lose my virginity? Was I ready for that? Was this the best time to... Like a record scratching in my head, my doubts disappeared. Unless I was planning on Gal Gadot showing up in my dorm room next month, there could be no better person to lose my virginity with than this!
I gulped and asked, "Really?"
Carrie nodded fervently. "God, you have me so hot, Al. Please." Carrie was saying please... to me?
I started to rise to my feet eagerly, but paused halfway upright. I rose the rest of the way with what I knew was a stricken look on my face. "Carrie, I don't have any condoms on me," I said. I had never touched a condom in my life, but I was committed to my bluff of having done, well, any of this before, and I was not giving up now.
Even if I was about to be denied for want of nine inches of latex.
"Don't worry," Carrie said, reaching out to pull me toward her. "I've been on the pill since I turned eighteen. And even after he bro... and even lately, I've been keeping it up."
I was going to get laid.
Carrie was tall, but not nearly as tall I had grown. Doing a quick survey of the geometry of the two of us and the car, I put my hands on her hips and lifted. I way not be the scrawny reed I was back in high school, and I may have four letters, but I'm still not strong enough to just lift a girl as tall as Carrie like a feather. I got her off the ground, but she slid out of my grip and dropped back to her feet.
But she knew immediately what I wanted to do and braced her hands behind her hips on the car hood. She bent her knees, I grabbed her hips again, and she nodded. I felt her jump and added my strength to hers. Combined, we easily and lightly popped her up to sit on the edge of the hood.
Carrie's dress had fallen back in place as she hopped up, and I tugged up on the hem again more roughly than I should. She just laughed and wriggled her ass to let it work its way up and free of her hips. This all left me with my rock hard erection bobbing in the air, pointing just above Carrie's pussy. She looked down at my cock and caressed it. It jumped involuntarily at her caress. "Now..." she breathed.
I leaned forward and kissed her, my cock bumping against her slit, now soaking wet with her own juices and my saliva. My aim wasn't perfect, but she still had a gentle grip on me and guided me gently into position. I felt my tip nestle in between her lips. I probed her mouth with my tongue and she answered feverishly. As we pressed against each other, I felt myself sink into her. We both stopped kissing to gasp. I slid my hands up her outer thighs and found myself grasping the perfectly sleek, wonderfully firm curves of her ass.
Carrie grabbed my ass in turn and pulled. My own instincts were demanding the same thing and my hips pressed forward, sinking almost my entire length into her before she gasped. "Oh fuck! You are huge, Al!" She moaned.
Guys, hearing a goddess say that to you will do things for your ego. And your confidence. Permanent things.
Trembling, I drew back, then thrust into her again. Again, we both groaned. I slowly increased my pace and she resumed kissing me, though she kept breaking it to gasp for air.
The feeling of having my penis bury itself in Carrie was overwhelming. Her tight inner embrace left my dick alive with pleasure at every point. It was warm, and inviting, but playfully resistant to my penetration. My hips soon had a life of their own and I could not have stopped driving into her had I wanted.
Thank God she was on the pill, because if she had wanted me to pull out, there was no way I could have done it. Beyond the previously undreamed of pleasure I was feeling, I was also experiencing a kind of animalistic urge that was equally unfamiliar, and I was less sure I liked that part, though I only had about three neurons to spare to think about it. Don't get me wrong, I've always seen myself as a dude, but suddenly I felt like a Man. No... I felt like a Male. I was going to come inside this beautiful creature, come hell or high water.
And that was the real, immediate problem. I felt myself getting ready again, and after going off so fast the first time, there was no way I wanted to be quick on the trigger with Carrie again. I slowed down my thrusts and kissed her some more, softly. Desperate to distract myself from my own dick, I slid my hands from her hips up the soft fabric of her dress and did what I can't believe I had not done before this, beyond a fleeting graze in the theater. I touched her breasts. Even through the fabric, they were wonderful. I stroked the surface of their curves, and I quickly determined two things: First, she indeed wore no bra, not even a strapless one that might have worked with the dress; And second, her nipples were as engorged with blood as my cock. We both took shuddering breaths as I clasped her, each mound perfectly filling one of my long-fingered hands.
I lost myself in gently squeezing and caressing those silken-covered mounds, only intermittently indulging in a long, slow stroke inside her. Carrie murmured her approval at what I was doing, but then she pushed me away a little. My hands did not want to leave her boobs, and my cock remained very firmly planted side her, but she managed some space.
Space she used to pull her dress up and over her head! She draped it out flat across the hood of the car beside her and then pulled me back against her now naked body. It was my turn to resist her efforts this time. I wanted to, no, I had to drink in the sight of those amazing, delicate breasts. They were firm teardrops of milky flesh, bobbing slightly with her heaving breaths. The nipples were in line with every other aspect of Carrie Croenke: just exactly right. Her aureoles were almost geometrically circular, and were a bright, contrasting pink. The edges of those circles were dusted with a ring of tiny goosebumps, each as pert and engorged as the nipple, but on a smaller scale. And those nipples... They were small around, but poked outward like miniature towers, eagerly. I knew what they were eager for. They were eager to be touched.
I reached out trembling fingers and stroked slow circuits around the perimeter of the bright pink islands ornamenting her shivering dollops. The little goosebumps were like Braille around the edges. Then I lightly stroked her nipples, and Carrie shivered, tugging me toward her again, grinding her hips against my cock, still jammed motionlessly inside her. I bent down and kissed one nipple gently. That lasted all of a second before I was practically devouring that breast, sucking hard on it, pulling the warm, elastic flesh into my mouth.



And yeah, I could not help but resume thrusting. I tried to restrain myself, making slow, shallow penetrations, but there is only so much control you have when you doing it for the first time and your primal male desires are not taking no for an answer. Soon, I was just flat out fucking Carrie, banging into her with delighted, grunting gusto, and honestly, not doing a great job of maintaining anything like a pleasant rhythm. And I felt that dreaded orgasm lurking again.
And I had no way left that I could muster to slow it down this time, not with my lips consuming that perfect boob, and my cock slurping in and out of her noisily with each stroke.
Fortunately, Carrie had been enjoying herself too, and I had gotten her a long way down the road when I bluffed my way through eating her out. Her hands grasped my ass tightly, and she started crying out, "Hard!" and "Harder!" over, and over again. Suddenly, she was just screaming incoherently and her hips jerked and bucked against my shaft. I realized that she was coming. In an instant, both my normal mind and this new masculine intent I was feeling, came to a mutual agreement that this sound was one we wanted to hear a lot of going forward, from any woman we were with.
Carrie kept crying out, and digging her fingernails into the tender flesh of my ass to the point that it hurt. But it sure didn't make me slow down. She finally stopped spasming and just held me, more gently now, as I kept thrusting.
I could not believe I had lasted this long, but my last shreds of self-control blew away like dandelion seeds. My head jerked upward from her breast, taking in her flushed and almost confused expression, and I gasped as my hips jerked uncontrollably. I utterly exploded into Carrie's depths. My gasped turned into a moan as I felt spurt after impossibly marvelous spurt rush up my cock and into her. Whether it was the rush of cum inside her, or the way my dick seemed to swell up even fatter as I made my last, desperate, ragged thrusts into her, Carrie's eyes flew wide open and she came again. Her second orgasm was shorter but even louder than the first.
My cock was still quivering inside her, but my uncontrolled urge to mine her depths was spent. Carrie, meanwhile was wriggling against me, struggling to escape the stimulation of my cock inside her, I guess. After a brief struggle to overcome my inertia, she shoved me backward and she rolled over to her side on the hood of the Mercedes, shaking.
"Are you all right, Carrie?" I asked, worried that I had gone too far.
She looked up at me and laughed musically, if a bit raggedly. "All right?" she gasped. "I'm not all right at all. I'm fucking awesome. That was the best, most incredible sex I've ever had!"
"What? Really?" I asked, half flattered, fully incredulous.
"Yes, really," she laughed again, struggling to sit upright again. "Between that enormous... thing, and how sweet, and determined, and fucking... generous you are... It's never been that good. How did you learn to be so incredible?" With that, she leapt to her feet and embraced me. We kissed again, softly. It was a mutual thank you, rather than something erotic. But neither of us had much aerobic capacity left and we broke off the kiss quickly, to claw for oxygen.
Yeah, I was never going to let Carrie know this had been my first time. No fucking way.
Carrie turned away and leaned against the car, bracing herself on her arms against it. God fucking damn her bare ass was beautiful.
But then she caught sight of her watch. "Oh shit! I'm not late yet, but by the time we get back to my house, I will be!" We immediately scrambled to get back into our clothes, and make sure there were no grass stains, dirt, or anything else on us or our clothes. Thank God I had washed the Mercedes within an inch of its life before picking up Carrie.
Once we passed inspection, Carrie wanted to take a selfie or two. We both got out our phones and took several quick pictures. Nothing sexy or randy or anything. By mutual, unspoken agreement, we just wanted good pictures of the two of us, out on a normal date.
I drove swiftly back to her house, but no crazy speed run this time. Honestly, I wanted to make these last few minutes together last.
"I can't believe I am pissed to be going to Vail," Carrie said, halfway home. I lifted an eyebrow to her. "I won't be back until after you leave for school."
"I'll be back in June," I said softly.
"Yeah," she sighed.
Another mile passed.
When we began to near her home, Carrie turned to me. "Look, neither of us is going to 'wait for the other' or anything, right? But if, come June, no girl has locked you down, and if I'm not with anybody seriously, I'm going to fuck your brains out off and on all summer, okay?"
"It's amazing," I laughed.
"Amazing?"
"Yeah, amazing," I reiterated. "I've completely lost the ability to refuse!"
—————
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THE ONE WITH MARY
—————
At 8:02 AM the next morning, my buddy Chris texted me.
CHRIS: How was the date with Carrie? I must know everything!
No, Chris, you must know nothing. If I told you I lost my virginity the night before, you would not be able to keep the secret. And then it would get back to Carrie, and she would know she had taken my cherry.
I don't know how she would take that, but it would inevitably change her perception of me. It might gross her out. It might make her all gooey, and sweet, and condescending. But whatever she thought, she wouldn't see me as the magnificent fuck beast she apparently thought I was currently. I would never do anything to make Carrie Croenke stop thinking of me as a magnificent fuck beast!
I should start playing Poker. I could clearly bluff my way through anything...
ME: It was incredible. Dinner was good. The movie was lame, but she liked it. (Bonus: Lots of boobies. Check it out.) I even got to show off the Mercedes a little bit on the way back to her house. TLDR: Best first date ever.
CHRIS: Did you get any?
ME: As if. This was Carrie Croenke, dude!
Bwahahaaha.
We texted back and forth a little more, but mostly to set up what we were going to do later.
But I did have to tell somebody something, right? The enormity of what had happened the night before was absolutely exploding from inside me. The urge to brag was intense. Actually, I didn't want to merely boast, I really wanted to beat my chest and scream at the world. But some light bragging would have to do for little old me.
Fortunately, I had friends at school who had never spoken to anyone I knew back home, and never would.
Banishing Chris's text chain from my phone, I brought up my 'D&D Dudes' thread.
ME: Dudes! Just had my first date ever last night!
It took less than a minute for the first response to come back.
ADAM: No way.
ME: Way.
TRES: Who?
ME: A girl I knew from back in middle school. Carrie.
TRES: Pix or it didn't happen.
I calmly sent the best one of the selfies Carrie and I had taken at the end of our date. I knew for certain these guys would not be able to see the subtle signs of dishevelment in her hair. It took a minute for them to process that photo. I just sat there, grinning and waiting.
My phone exploded.
TRES: Photoshop!
BEN: No way
ADAM: I want to believe.
BEN: What we all need to know is... HOW?!?
ME: The opportunity presented itself, and I asked her out before I could tell myself I was dreaming. Still can't believe she said yes.
The chat exploded with all sorts of shit. I should not have been surprised, but I was at how fast they got around to the nitty gritty.
BEN: So... did you get to first base?
I stared at that text. Did I just want these guys to think that I had simply managed to go on my first date, or was I going to give them the whole, improbable magilla? I found myself hesitating. Some of the magilla, maybe?
I had hesitated too long.
BEN: Wait... SECOND base?
I still was unsure how to tell them, and especially unsure of how much. I thought slowly.
BRIDGET: Oh my God. Did you get LAID, Al?
I threw my phone involuntarily across the room.
Fuck.
Fuck, fuck, fuck!
Bridget was in this text chain!
Bridget was my oldest female friend. We had both run Cross-Country, and been on the track team together all four years of school, though as a freshman she had already been competitive on the girls' varsity.
Just this last winter, my buddies and I had conned Bridget into joining our D&D group. We had been trying to get her to play for a while, partly because we wanted a fifth, and partly because we wanted to say there was a girl in our group, thus claiming on that basis that we were not total losers.
And now... she knew.
Panicking, I chased down my phone, and started a new chat with just the guys.
ME: Fuck! I forgot Bridget was in this chat
TREY: Busted!
ADAM: Forget about her. Did you really get to second base?
I took a deep breath. My need to tell had started all this. Now that I had told some, I knew I needed to tell it all, in broad outlines, at least. I searched quickly and sent a GIF of Adam Duvall crushing that four-run homer in the World Series. The video shook and the text overlay proclaimed GRANDE QUADRANGULAR!!!
TRES: You did NOT get laid.
BEN: You did not get laid by THAT!
ME: When we get back to school, I'll decide what you losers deserve to know
I grinned.
Just then, I got a solo text from Bridget.
BRIDGET: It all went silent. Did you fucking cut me out of the conversation?
I sighed.
ME: Sorry
BRIDGET: Bastard!
She didn't send anything else for a bit, and I wasn't sure if I was relieved or worried.
The phone dinged.
BRIDGET: So you DID get laid
I still was not going to answer that question. Not to Bridget.
BRIDGET: {Musical Note Emoji} Al got laid! Al got LAID! {Musical Note Emoji}
Gritting my teeth, I sent her a gif of a guy beating his head on the desk.
ME: Drop it
My phone dinged. It was another text from Bridget, but not in our direct conversation.
In horror, I opened that message.
BRIDGET: Hey guys! Guess what?
BRIDGET: Al lost his virginity!
Bridget had not sent the message in the D&D Dudes thread either.
It was in our thread with Carla and Beth.
The three girls were my buddies from Track. My first female friends. My only female friends. None of them had ever gone out with me, of course. I would have never thought to ask. We were the example that gave the lie to the old saw that guys and girls could not be just friends.
CARLA: Dude! That is awesome
BETH: About time, loser!
But when I got back to school, things were going to be awkward. They were girls after all, and it did make thing different. They could be way more merciless than dudes.
CARLA: Alistaire is a loser no more, Beth!
BRIDGET: Alistaire?
CARLA: {Shrug Emoji} I always thought Al was a kid's name. Henceforth, Al is Alistaire among us.
Who knew getting laid by a goddess could have a fucking downside?
*
I spent Monday, now that the locals were on break too, over at my friend Tony's house with Chris, playing on the PS5 Tony had gotten for Christmas. A drawback to going to boarding school is that you don't have time for video games. The two of them crushed me at everything, since they knew all of Tony's games by now.
Every time I whined about them knowing all the combinations or track layouts when I didn't, they would throw the fact that I had had a date, and with whom, back in my face.
After a while, I started whining gratuitously, just to get them to bring it up.
*
Tuesday, I was hanging out at home, with no plans for the day. Breakfast had been a two-hour marathon of questions from my mother about how the winter had gone, overlaid by a logistics discussion surrounding getting me out to LA to start USC in the Fall. I finally escaped to my room for some much needed decompression time. I was scanning Instagram when my phone rang. It was a local number I did not have stored in my phone. Carrie's kid brother?
"Hello?" I said, answering the call.
"Al? It's Mary."
"Mary?"
"Mary Davis," said the sweet, slightly amused voice on the phone.
"I know who you are Mary," I said defensively. "Why are you... I just didn't expect you to be calling."
"I got your number from Carrie," Mary said, considerately filling in that gap in my knowledge. "She said you two had a nice time at the movies."
I considered her tone of voice carefully. There seemed no innuendo in it, so hopefully Carrie had been as circumspect as I was being, locally at least. "Yeah. Terrible movies can be fun," I replied.
"Especially bad movies with too many naked boobies," Mary's voice teased good-naturedly.
"No such thing as too..." I cut myself off, suddenly remembering who I was talking to. I could feel my cheeks blazing. How had those few (amazing) hours with Carrie broken down my internal filters so much? I was going to have to rebuild those stat, or girls were going to think I was nuts. "Anyway," I went on, my voice croaking slightly for just a moment, "what's up?"
"Nothing much. Maddie and I had plans to drive down to the beach today, and she just got a better offer, the wench. I still want to go, though, but nobody is up for the long drive." Our town is about 45 minutes from the nearest good beach. It is kind of a journey to get there. "Carrie called," Mary chattered on, "to tell me about all the new powder they got out there in Vail last night. I grumped about her not being here to go with me to the beach and she suggested I call you. Wanna ride along?"
Did I want to spend the day going to the beach with Mary? Oh hell, yeah. I mean, I had sort of known her most of my life. She, her twin sister Maddie, and I had all ridden the same crowded bus for most of elementary and middle school. But shy little wallflower Al had barely ever talked to them, or any girls, of course. But they had always been nice to me if we did come in contact. And Mary had grown up to be a stacked little bombshell. Since they had always looked virtually indistinguishable, I was sure Maddie was just as hot now too.
I was still confused, though. Hot girls I barely knew seldom did much but look right through me. They sure as hell didn't ask me to drive to the beach with them. But newly confident me (relatively confident me) was not going to shy away from the opportunity. "Sure! Sounds great. I've missed the beach hard. And it was still pretty cold up at school."
"Great," she said, sounding pretty enthusiastic for a girl who was down to lonely geeks she barely knew as beach-going companions. "I'll text you my address. Can you be here about eleven?"
"Sure, I just have to throw on a swimsuit," I replied. "So you want me to drive?"
"No," Mary said quickly. "I offered, after all. But your house is ten minutes in the wrong direction and I still have to get ready to go myself. If meet me over here, it should give us an extra half hour at the beach. I should be changed and stuff by the time you get here, though. Mind parking your car on my street while we are at the beach?"
"Sounds good," I said, feeling much more enthusiastic than I tried to let on.
"Great! I gotta get ready. See you about eleven!" Mary chirped and hung up.
I lunged for my dresser and dug through for my best, baggy board shorts. They were supposed to be baggy board shorts, that is. I grew during my four years away at school. I went away at fourteen all of five feet, three inches tall. I was now six-one (maybe two), and thankfully appeared to have at least slowed down my growth. I had currently been the same height for two months in a row, and that was the first time that had happened in four years. But, I did not go to the beach or pool that often, and my trunks were two years old. What had been a baggy, knee-length sack, was noticeably more form-fitting, and only came down to mid-thigh. Looking at myself in the mirror, I grimaced.
I momentarily thought of calling and saying I had to stop at the mall to buy a new suit, but that might mess up the whole day. And while this day was not going to turn out as some magical sex adventure, my date with Carrie had definitely taught me to seize the day when it came to girls. I wasn't sure that I actually had the confidence to be a Day Seizer a lot going forward, but I had the confidence that day.
And besides, the suit wasn't that tight, just smaller than I was used to.
*
I pulled in at the address Mary had texted me, and ambled up to the door, an oversized white shirt above my trunks, and a bag with beach towel, sunglasses, and sunscreen over my shoulder.
Mary opened the door with a smile. "Al! Good to see you," she said. Curiously, she was wearing jeans for our ride to the beach! Not that I was complaining. The skin-tight fit of them showed off the eye-popping curves of her hips and thighs to excellent effect.
Suddenly, a thought occurred to me. I swept my eyes upward, managing with some effort to pass swiftly past the generously swelling front of her tight tee, to the side of her throat. No birthmark, just smooth, soft skin.
"Hello Maddie," I said drily.
"Gotcha!" Mary's sister laughed. The two were still practically indistinguishable, except for Mary's birthmark, and they had always loved playing with people's heads like this. "Damn, Al, you've grown like a son of a bitch," Maddie went on, looking way up at me. "How tall are you?"
I shrugged and told her.
"Wow," Maddie said, shaking her head. "Mary," she called out loudly over her shoulder. "Sir Talls-A-Lot is here, if you want to finish up your royal preparations."
"Coming," growled Mary, entering the room. "Sir Talls...?" she started to say. "Wow, you did get tall."
"You saw him last week, Mary," snarked Maddie.
"He was sitting down," snapped Mary back. The two had always snipped at each other. When they were sweet to each other, people said you had to be careful, because they were plotting something. "It's kind of weird, looking up at your face," she said to me.
Suddenly I was looking down at these two pretty, smiling faces, atop just absolutely killer, well-endowed bodies. It was apparent to me in spades that the hotness of attractive twins was multiplicative, not additive. Together, these two Tens weren't a Twenty, but a Hundred. I stared a little too long.
"Getting a good look, there?" Maddie asked drily.
Shit! I quickly tried to cover for my ogling. "Sorry, It is just so weird seeing you two not dressed exactly the same." They both laughed, graciously choosing to accept my cover story.
"Well, I'd look pretty weird wearing my bathing suit to the mall," snorted Maddie. Just then, a horn honked outside. "Speaking of which," she said, "that's Shaniqua. See you later, you tall drink of water," she said to me, and she dashed out, waving goodbye to Mary on the way out the door.
I looked back at Mary. She was wearing a flowy beach coverup made of multiple draping layers of colorful, filmy fabric, over what looked like a black one-piece swimsuit. The diaphanous outlines may have hidden exact details, but it still made it deliciously clear that this was one very well put together girl. They were two very well put together girls. I almost stared too long again. Almost.
"For the record," I said sternly, "I recognized it was Maddie almost immediately."
"Duh," replied Mary. "The jeans gave it away."
"No," I admitted sheepishly. "It was the..." I realized that I was actually reaching out toward the mark in her neck! Had I been about to touch it? Jesus! I jerked my hand back, and covered for it by touching my own neck instead. "The mark. You did just remind me last week."
Her eyes just twinkled and excitedly lead me to their garage.
"Maddie and I got a new Honda for Christmas," she said excitedly. "Today's my turn to have it. Let's go."
The car was indeed still cherry-looking on the outside, and the inside was sweet too, but potato chip crumbs and fossilized McDonald's fries were already making a home on the floorboards. I eased in and put the passenger seat back to accommodate my legs.
I deduced that Carrie must have loved riding with her, because Mary sure had a lead foot. Somehow unmolested by state troopers, we were at the beach on less than forty minutes! On the way, as we peeled around one particular curve way too fast, I told Mary my thought about Carrie and speed.
"Oh, Carrie said you can drive pretty fast yourself," Mary grinned, not slowing.
"I have a higher-performance car..." I started to reply snottily, then paused. "Wait. What else did she tell you?"
"Oh, you mean there was more to your date?" Mary cooed silkily.
"Hey! Um," I stammered.
"Relax, dude! I'm just screwing with you. She did say you almost killed some cute deer, though."
"The deer tried to kill us," I growled. My faith in Carrie's discretion being at least close to mine was restored.
We climbed out of the car near the old Coast Guard station that now houses some dot-com business or something, and made our way down to the sand. It was a gorgeous day, with no clouds, and it was hotter than was seasonable. Fortunately, it was a Tuesday, so the beach was not completely crowded, and we only had to walk about half a mile to reach an area that wasn't totally packed.
We spread out our towels and I went to put on some sunscreen.
Mary stretched and slipped off her coverup.
Jesus.
Yes, she had on a plain black one piece swimsuit. But if you think that automatically meant boring... The back was almost completely bare, save for two one-inch strips curving up from her hips, along her flanks, and over her shoulder blades to a narrow band high around her neck. Lower down, the tight, smooth fabric barely covered more than half her tasty, round ass, her outer curves deliciously bare to the eye.
And the back was the modest side.
In front, it was cut really high over her rounded hips, and swept down in arching curves to narrow dramatically before plunging between those firm, round thighs. Above her waist, the front was held 'closed' by just two small silver clasps, one of which closed that high neck band just below her throat. The other clip was at the base of her sternum. That left two open ovals stretching wide, one above the other. The lower oval exposed a stretch of soft, flat abdomen, with a cute, innie belly-button framed perfectly in the lower third of the opening. The upper oval displayed an absolutely spectacular valley of cleavage formed by her voluptuous mounds. I was treated to the full sweep of her inner curves, from top, all the way down, through to the edge of some enticing underboob. As a bonus, she also spilled out more than slightly on the outside of the suit as well. Cleavage, underboob, and sideboob—this suit was every guy's dream, except transparent.
Mary stretched and turned around slowly, looking about us on the beach. It was almost like she was making sure I could see every inch of her in that suit. I shook my head and tried not to stare too much. I looked around the beach myself as I rubbed sunscreen onto my ears. We had reached an uncrowded portion of the beach, but there were still other people in sight in all directions. Lots of girls in swimsuits, too. But they mostly just registered as blobs in my consciousness that day. All my visual processing power was devoted to Mary.
I was just done with protecting my face when she finally sat down on her towel next to mine. I slipped on my sunglasses. The pair I chose that day were super dark, and I knew from experience that girls could not see where my eyes were pointed when I wore them. I might have always been shy, but I have also always liked to look. I had figured that I would probably be looking a lot that day.
I started to cover my arms and shoulders with protectant, and Mary did the same, starting with her arms. When she got to her shoulders, she rubbed it in well, then damned if she didn't pop that top clasp! The reduction in tension on the fabric of her suit resulted in the expansion of her cleavage into a truly eye-popping display. Thank God for the glasses.



Mary took her time slathering generous amounts of screen on her front, her breasts deforming malleably as she rubbed into them. She even ran lotion-covered fingertips up under the edges of the fabric.
Then she clipped the top clip back in place, squishing her breasts back into place. Honestly, the suit showed (marginally) less flesh this way, but I thought it was way sexier.
Then Mary unclipped the center clip.
Now there was a single long opening in the front of her suit, from below her navel, up to where her clavicles met. Her hands slid lotion across her softly rounded belly, and then her fingers dipped unnecessarily deep under the fabric at the bottom.
As she clipped the middle clasp closed again, I realized that I unconsciously had rubbed about four layers of sunscreen over my stomach while concentrating on not being obvious about watching her.
Of course, she had to be putting on a show for me, right? I know what it takes to screen up, and this was pretty over the top. But why? And was she, really? It had been a remarkably efficient application process, after all.
As she moved on to her legs, her movements became less crazily hot, simply briskly covering the fronts of her legs with a thick layer, then working it in. I still watched as I did my own legs, but I was thankful she seemed more businesslike. I was disinclined to see how well my not-as-baggy-as-it-was-supposed-to-be swimsuit hid the nascent erection inside.
I was just relaxing about that situation when Mary rolled over onto her belly and held out the bottle of her sunscreen to me. "Can you do my back, Al?" she asked matter of factly.
Thank God for the dark glasses. They may have kept my eyeballs from literally falling out of my head. They certainly kept her from seeing my eyes as they bugged out.
"Me?" I almost squeaked.
"Either you or that mom over there," Mary lazily pointed at the less than attractive mother with her two kids who were fussing over lunch about fifty feet away. "This is a new suit, and I really would rather not get burned."
"Uh, sure," I said, taking the bottle. She settled down and I squirted white lotion on my hands. I know how to apply suntan lotion, guys. I really do. But not to someone else! Much less someone as hot as Mary.
With a deep breath, I told myself I could do this without embarrassing myself. I reacted to that inner assertion skeptically. Somehow, I drew on reserves I did not know I possessed, in order to keep my hands from shaking.
Damn, her back was nice. Mary was not lean or bony, far from it, but the softness of her skin covered a body that was firm and warm under my touch. I held things together while doing her back, but I did not linger. I didn't want her to think I was lingering. And I didn't trust myself not to breakdown and outright shiver as I kept going. Even so, I almost lost it rubbing a final dollop, at her direction, into the back of her neck. I could feel her relaxing at my touch and that about made me die.
"How's that?" I asked.
"My legs will burn too," Mary said in a relaxed voice, her head resting softly on her hands.
I stared down her body, over her sweet, sweet, only half-covered ass, and down to her curvy legs, and gulped quietly. "Duh," I said, as if I did this every day.
I shifted down to her feet, which at first seemed the safest area to touch her. I did not remember if she had done any part of them at all, so I covered them all, tops and bottoms. "Careful, Al," Mary admonished, still relaxed and casual. "I'm a little ticklish."
That weird 'Male' element of me that I had first encountered with Carrie wanted me to immediately tickle Mary unmercifully. I kept it in the box, and was as careful as I could. As I moved up the backs of her calves, I realized that the problem with starting at her feet was that I was now staring between her legs as I moved upward, giving me a spectacular view of right up into the gap between her thighs, and how little of that rippled gap was covered by the fabric of her swimsuit.
I was getting distressingly hard by the time I reached her knees. My hands did shake a little, no matter how hard I tried to stop them, as I started on the backs and outsides of her thighs. Mary just relaxed further as my hands rubbed her, and she let her legs spread a little, in obvious invitation to do the insides of her knees and above.
I was dying now. Other than, you know, asking me to rub lotion onto her bare legs, Mary was sending no signals of arousal or even teasing. Not that I could see.
But... damn.
My fingers slid higher, and I started studiously avoiding the insides of her thighs. My bigger problem was that I realized I was getting close to her ass, and half of that was in need of protection too. As I moved closer, Mary just lay there. In fact, she started talking about school and college. Of all things, she wanted to study Meteorology while she was at Auburn.
Did not see that one coming...
Fuck it. Seize the day, right? I squirted some more lotion and just kept sweeping my hands upward from thigh to buttocks, working the lotion into the exposed expanse of her ass and hips. She didn't even flinch. I was feeling up Mary's magnificent ass, and it was like nothing was going on.
And then I was done.
Except for the tops of her inner thighs.
Did I dare?
Seize. The. Day. I let the Male Instinct take a shot.
I slid my hands down off of her butt and a short way down her thighs. Then I let me fingers dip down between her legs and start working back up.
"Ahem," Mary said, rolling away from me. "I think I can reach there myself," she said with a skeptical grin at me.
"Uh yeah," I said. "Probably a good idea."
Swiftly, but very distractingly, Mary rubbed lotion in between her thighs and against her crotch. She really must have spent a lot of time shaving that morning...
She set aside her lotion and held out her hand to me. "Now give me yours."
"My what?" I asked.
"Your sunscreen, moron," she said, as if I had not just had my hands all over her. "I need to do your back too." I stared at her. "Dudes burn too. I read that in science class or something. Especially pale dudes who spent their winter in the frozen Tundra."
Ouch.
"Uh, thanks," I said, rolling tensely onto my belly. At least this had the virtue of hiding what had become quite the raging erection that I was now fully aware was not well-hidden by my shorts. I actually jumped slightly as her fingers first touched my shoulders.
"Relax, you big baby," Mary said acerbically. She then proceeded to swiftly and purposefully cover my back in a good layer of sunscreen. I found myself realizing how grateful I should be for her sparing me the weird, patchy sunburn I would certainly have suffered if I'd tried to do this myself. She wasn't stroking or caressing me, just applying the lotion. But I still found my muscles relaxing. Even the big, problem 'muscle' calmed a bit, despite the fact that I was being touched by the second girl to do so in my life.
I breathed a sigh of relief as she moved to my legs. This would be less intimate. Unfortunately, turns out the leg bone is connected to the embarrassing bone, and I got hard as hell again, even though she was just as businesslike as she had been with my back, and never went above mid thigh. The undersized board shorts were still at least that long.
When she was done, she sat up and started talking more about college.
I kept lying firmly on my chest, willing the stubborn boner to, er, beat it.
"Are you going to talk to me," Mary asked, "or are you going to lie there and take a nap?"
"Sorry," I said, keeping on my stomach. "That actually felt relaxing. Almost as good as a massage." Flattery might deflect any speculation about why I didn't want to turn over right then.
"Sure," Mary snorted. "Like you've ever had a massage."
"I have," I said, looking at her and glad for a change of subject. "Last winter, I wrenched my back lifting weights and..."
"Oh that's right," Mary laughed. "Al Taylor is a jock now. Look at you, lifting weights!"
"I am not a jock," I laughed. "But we all have to do some sport or something every damned season. In the winter, well... I can't skate, so hockey is out. I'm too tall to wrestle at my weight. And believe me, nobody wants me on their basketball team. Not even their intramural one. So I have lifted in the winters the last two years. Hence the wrenched back and the doctor prescribing a massage for it."
"Wait," Mary said tauntingly. "Your school doctor prescribed a massage? It must be nice to be rich!"
"I go to a school with rich kids," I emphasized. "Doesn't mean we are rich. My dad about shit when the bill came."
Mary laughed.
The conversation moved on. After Mary tried taunting me about the Auburn versus USC football programs, I told her that when she finds the giant hall that Auburn had to build to house all its Heisman Trophies, she could send me a picture of it. (USC's room full of Heismans is mandatory part of all admissions tours.) More importantly, I finally got the 'situation' under control, and could sit up.
It turned out to be a very nice day at the beach. We ate lunch at the hotel a ways down from our home base, played paddle ball in the surf (badly in my case), and we even built a sandcastle. We talked more about school. And that was it. No more touching, alas. And definitely no real flirting... beyond the sexual tension inherent in a girl that looked like Mary simply talking to a hormonal, inexperienced, eighteen year-old guy like me.
It was still early in the year, though, and the wind started getting chilly at about 3:30. We covered up, packed up, and headed for Mary's car, where we added beach sand to the chips and fries on the floor.
Driving back, about halfway the conversation died off into companionable silence. It still made me quickly nervous that things were getting awkward. I also realized that I had had a super great time, and that I wanted more time with her. Out of character for me, I decided to try to make that happen. It wasn't even spontaneous this time. I thought before I opened my mouth.
"Uh, thanks for calling me, Mary. I had a great time," I said quickly, before I could chicken out. "Listen, are you busy, like, Thursday or Friday night?"
"Thursday or Friday?" Mary asked, cocking an eyebrow at me.
"I, uh, just wanted to say thanks. Maybe I could buy you dinner? I was thinking someplace beachy like the new Red Lobster they just built..." I trailed off, my nerve expended.
"Someplace beachy... like the Red Lobster," Mary laughed. I did too, chagrinned. It had been worth a shot.
"Friday sounds great, thanks," Mary said almost absently as she negotiated our exit from the freeway.
Without meaning to, I actually said, "Whew," out loud. "Really?" I went on, too quickly. "Great!"
"Don't sound surprised, moron," Mary said, smiling a little. "I just asked you to spend the day with me at the beach. Seems like I might be open to a date..."
"Sorry," I chuckled, and she chuckled back.
*
The next day, I realized that I should not wear the same Robert Graham shirt for this date as the one I had worn out with Carrie. Mary might have seen our selfies... No, she certainly had seen those pictures.
Much to my mother's amusement, I drove to the Whiskett Shopping Plaza where the Robert Graham store was. I was still getting the hang of dressing well, and at least I knew that brand. After last Sunday, it was now practically my fashion spirit animal. "Voluntarily shopping for himself..." my mom muttered to herself happily as I walked out.
I was just walking into the store when my phone rang. It was Chris. "Dude, come over. Spring Break is burning away, and we need to get the clubhouse in shape!" The clubhouse was a pre-fab shed in Chris's back yard which provided his only refuge in a house with three much younger sisters.
"One, unlike you, I won't be able to use your clubhouse for months," I replied quellingly. "Get Tony or some other patsy to help you clean out the mouse shit. And Two, I can't. I am out shopping, for crying out loud. I need a new shirt."
"A new shirt," quoted Chris incredulously. "Wait not another one of those things that looks like a crayon factory threw up on it?" He paused. "No..." I heard him breathe. "Do you have another date with Carrie?"
"No, I do not have another date with Carrie," I snapped. "She and her family are in Vail for the rest of vacation. I won't see her again until the summer, if ever."
"Sorry dude," he said apologetically. Then he seemed to sense the surprisingly low level of despair in my last words. "Wait a second... You said no date with Carrie. Are you going out with someone else? Who?!?"
There was no use in hiding it from him. He'd find out the broad outlines regardless. Chris was a geek, but he kept his ears open.
"Mary," I said, shortly.
I heard the phone literally clunk to the floor on the other end of the line. Chris scrambled for it and enunciated very clearly. "Let me get this straight. You go out for your first ever date. It is with Carrie god-damned Croenke. Then four days later, you are going out with her best fucking friend?"
I just hung up the phone. Boring conversation anyway.
I had barely gotten in through the door of the mall when he sent me a gif of Wayne and Garth from Wayne's World, bowing, and captioned "We're Not Worthy!"
Asshole.
But I was kind of getting arrogant enough to say into the thin air, "Damn straight you ain't."
The shirt I ended up buying was a pretty dope cloud pattern of sky blue and white. The only place the Crayola factory had thrown up on it were the insides of the collar and cuffs.
*
I pulled up at Mary's house and popped out to the front door. She came to the door in moments. "Hello, Mary," I said, emphasizing her name. She smiled at my opening sally and lifted her head, turning her chin to make sure I got a good look at the birthmark I'd already looked for. Damn, she had a nice long neck for her height. My eyes still briefly slid lower, however. Even in the tight, short-sleeved shirt with high neckline she was wearing, there was ample viewing to remind me of how those tits had looked in (partially in) her swimsuit, Tuesday.
Behind her, the house was quiet. "Your parents out for dinner already?" I asked.
"Out for the weekend," she chuckled. "Mom is at some lawyers' continuing-education boondoggle in Gulfport. Dad went with her. Maddie and I have been instructed not to burn the place down before they get back."
"Good luck with that," I smiled. She laughed.
I led her to the car, did the gentlemanly hold the door thing, and we were off to that temple of the banal, Red Lobster.
It was a really nice date. The place was busy, but not crowded. The food was... from Red Lobster. But the company was very cool, to be honest. And not in a sexual overtone way. There was none of that, 'is she teasing me or not?' business from our beach day. Mary just enjoyed herself and we had a good time talking. Turns out, if I had just a little confidence, and talked like I did to my male friends (or my track girls), I could occasionally make a pretty girl laugh... even blush once or twice.
At least one, if not both, of us had already seen every movie in the theaters that weekend. Instead, we just took a brief walk around the little commercial district surrounding the restaurant, and stopped for ice cream. The whole time we were out was sweet, and almost, um, kind of chaste?
Okay, Mary did really use a lot more visible tongue while eating her ice cream cone than was strictly necessary. But that was it for the flirting. Really.
My dick barely stirred. Barely.
The problem was, there wasn't much to do, and I felt like I wanted to make sure I didn't bore Mary. With a shrug, I at last said diffidently. "I guess we should head back?"
Mary shrugged. "Yeah. Probably."
We continued to chat happily as we drove back toward her house, but I could not help but feel a little like I was letting her down. And letting myself down.
I mean, I was absolutely not expecting this date to end with me bending Mary over the hood of my car in some farmer's field. But a guy could dream of at least a little something, right?
A week before, I had been a virgin who had never been on a single date. Yeah, I had gotten spoiled rapidly.
I pulled up at Mary's house once more, and walked her to the door. She opened it and paused. "This was fun," she chirped.
"Yeah, I had a great time, too," I said. Then I screwed up every ounce of my new-found courage, and leaned in to plant a light kiss, right on her lips. She kissed me back a little, but then broke it off.
It had been a wonderful night, honestly.
Mary shoved the door open a bit further and said blandly, "But aren't you coming in?"
With that, she turned inside and I dumbly walked after her, letting the door slip closed behind us.
Mary waved at the couch. "Have a seat," she said casually. She started toward the kitchen. "Want a beer?"
"It seems imprudent to drink your dad's beer," I observed doubtfully.
"Relax," Mary giggled. "He poured out his last two before he left, just to make sure we wouldn't drink them. But Maddie and I have been poaching one or two every few days since we found out that they'd be heading out of town. There are now seven unauthorized bottles he doesn't know we have, chilling in the fridge."
"Then please," I said.
"'Imprudent'," Mary laughed to herself at my reflexive use of SAT vocabulary as she danced off to the kitchen. What is it my Uncle Tommy says about a pretty girl? 'I hate to see her leave, but I love to watch her go'? Yeah. That summed up watching Mary's ass in that short skirt as she retreated to the kitchen.
She was back in a minute or two with two open bottles of Miller High Life. She handed me one as she plopped down next to me on the couch. Right. Next. To. Me on the couch. We clinked bottles and I winced at the flavor. "You don't drink much at school?" Mary asked inquisitively.
"Me? Not a lot," I said. I had had a secretive drink at school maybe five times in four years, but I was getting good at hiding the truth while not lying. "And my friends and I don't drink beer. You can hide a lot more Rum and Coke's worth of rum in a single aluminum water bottle, than you can beer in easy to identify cans!"
"Sound idea," said Mary, and I could see her mind filing it away.
We took another pull of beer, Mary faster than me.
"So," she asked me briskly, "when are you going to finally kiss me?"
Uh.
"Uh," I said brilliantly. "I already have! At... At the door."
"For real, Al," Mary said heavily, leaning toward me.
Thank God there was a table I could reach to instantly put the beer on, because a split second after I did, we were kissing. Hard. This was not the gentle little busk we had shared at the door. Nor was it the gentle exploration Carrie and I had shared, at least at first. This was a hot, horny girl trying to inhale my tongue. And it was me, eagerly attempting to let her.
I was still taken aback this time, but was way more ready to try to do my part than when I had first made out with Carrie. I almost immediately put my arms around Mary's waist and she let me pull her even closer to me. Her arms just as quickly wrapped around my shoulders. I probed her mouth with my tongue in turn. Her mouth tasted of beer, but then, so did mine, I was sure. I certainly was not going to stop to complain!
I felt Mary press her chest against mine, and oh man did that feel nice. The substantial flesh of her boobs against my body made my nostrils flare.
I took a shot.
I drew one hand from her waist and slid it up the side of her torso. When my wrist was pressing against the curve of her breast squished against my body, I pulled back slightly and slid my hand in between us and over her boob. Mary just growled approvingly.



Seriously, her tit absolutely overwhelmed my grasp, and I have big hands these days. They weren't cartoonishly big boobs, but if Mary or Maddie went to my school, they would be the overwhelming size champions, I was sure. And those mounds were firm. And supple. And whatever bra she had on under her shirt was not very substantial.
Mary leaned back a little more to let my hand really explore her mounds and I leaned back a bit as well, sloping my other hand up to address her other side. My breathing was shallow and I got a little fixated.
I suddenly started at a thought. "Where is Maddie tonight?" I asked, concerned.
Mary just shrugged. "Not sure right now. Up to no good, probably. Don't worry about her."
I didn't even notice when she slowly let her arms slide free from around my neck. I didn't notice until I was suddenly, acutely aware of a hand firmly grabbing my bulge through my khakis! Mary ran her grasp up and down my length, I heard her murmur, "Shit, this might really be that big..."
That sunk in. "Hey!" I almost shouted. "What... How... What did Carrie actually tell you?" I demanded. Please understand, I did not shy away from her grip, and my hands never slowed in their exploratory massage of her tits, but I was a little taken aback. Carrie told? Did she tell everything?
Mary just laughed. "When she gave me your number, she told me you were sweet, and considerate, and would probably be fun at the beach."
I stared at her, suddenly becoming extremely optimistic.
"And she told me that I should get to know you," Mary added.
My God. Had I been matter-of-factly handed off to Mary by Carrie, like some piece of... meat?
Because if that was true... it was fucking awesome. God, her tits felt so good...
I leaned back in to kiss her again, hungrily but quickly. "Whatever you want. Just ask," I said huskily, then realized how arrogant that sounded.
Mary pecked my lips in turn and laughed at me. "Thank you. You can ask too, you know."
"Oh man," I gasped. I almost had to tear a hand off one of her tits so I could caress her bare leg just below the hem of her skirt, letting my thumb drift down to caress the inside of her thigh. "You first on the request line," I growled, trying to be playful. The truth was, I was still crazy scared to actually initiate anything, lest I find that I had misheard or something.
I was a mess, in retrospect. Half my brain was this raving sexual egomaniac, hoping (hell, demanding) all sorts of sexual conquest, believing I could do anything, and the other half was cringing back, screaming, 'Who the fuck do you think you are, Al?!?'
Mary just slid her hand on top of mine where it caressed her leg, clasped it, and pushed it up under her skirt, almost to her crotch. I could feel the warmth! "I... uh, I hear that you are really good at, um," Mary actually licked her lips. "Would you...?" she asked. I realized what she was asking for, of course. And I realized that she was almost as insecure as part of me was about all this. Like she was worried that she asking too much, or something?
In answer, I just slid off of the couch and knelt down between her knees. I looked up at her and grasped the top of both thighs in my hands. I cocked my eyebrows for one final permission. Mary just nodded her head almost desperately. "Oh wow, you're going to already," she murmured, as if in amazement.
"Hell yes," I chuckled. "This is amazing." She just gasped in surprise, then chuckled.
I pushed up the hem of her skirt until I could see her crotch.
Mary might have been uncertain about my willingness to eat her, but she was uncertain about not much else. If she had ever worn any panties that night, she had ditched them when she went to get the beers. I saw now why she had been comfortable wearing so narrow-crotched of a swimsuit. She was completely bare down there. I could see and appreciate every crease and fold.
I could not wait to bury my face in between her legs. She sighed and relaxed as I leaned in and inhaled. She smelt totally different than I had previously experienced, in my vast data set of one other girl. She smelt duskier.
I massaged her legs as I leaned forward more and dragged my tongue up the slick, smooth expanse of her slit. Her relaxation disappeared immediately and her body tensed and quivered at my lick. I repeated myself. This really was amazing. Impatient, now that I sort of knew what I was doing, I pressed my tongue deeper into her almost immediately. She tasted salty, but still fresh and delicious. As I plowed my way upward, my tongue encountered her clit. Just like cocks apparently did, it seemed clits came in different sizes too. Mary's was impressively hard and impossible to miss when my tongue bumped over it. It was also impossible to miss Mary's reaction to my contact with it. Her hips rocked back and forth with each slightest touch from my tongue and she groaned, at one point actually calling out loudly, "Damn! This is really good!" It was practically an announcement.
This is what is called an 'ego boost', kids.
I found to my total shock that I did not want to get called off, like had happened with Carrie, before Mary came, even if it had been to fuck her. This time, I wanted to see what it was like to lick a girl to a writhing, orgasmic mess.
So I licked Mary to a squirming, orgasmic mess. And I took my time doing it. But at last, after a lot of delicious flavor for me and a lot of huffing and moaning from her, she rewarded me, and herself, with a shrieking, thrashing, gasping climax that left her collapsed on the couch.
In the aftermath, I kissed my way softly down her thigh, away from the scene of my assault. Enjoying the glow emanating from her.
She collected herself and sat up quite beautifully. "Fuck me, Al! That was amazing."
"Please," I just replied, with an eager grin.
"What?" Mary asked, still trying to think straight. Then she realized what she had said, and how I had replied. "Oh God, yes. But..." she grabbed the empty beer bottle. "We need another beer first. And I need to stick my brains back in my head!" She stood up, took a step, then stepped back to lean down and kiss me again, gently this time, but hungrily. She released my lips with a pop and smiled at me. "Be right back!"
She smoothed her skirt into place and quite deliberately swayed off into the kitchen.
She really did need to get her head together, because it was more than a minute or two before she returned, looking much refreshed. She handed me my beer, then promptly ignored hers, instead flowing into my lap, draping her arms around me, and kissing me. It was like she was exploring my lips all over again, and I frankly appreciated the reset. My hand once more found its way to one of her spectacularly firm mounds and she gasped a little at my touch.
My seriously straining cock rubbed through my pants against her thigh, and she murmured as she caressed it with her leg. Then she paused and smiled down at me, suddenly still in my lap. She bopped my nose with a fingertip and grinned. "Ready?" she asked.
To fuck? Hell yes!
But that was not what she had in mind. Instead, she slipped from my lap and to the floor. Kneeling to one side of my legs before me and leaning down to explore my bulge with her hands. She bent further and kissed the lump in my pants! I grunted in surprised pleasure, then moaned as she breathed heavily on it through the fabric, the warmth of her breath suffusing the fabric over and around my cock. Just as quickly, she tugged at my fly, unzipping me and tugging my khakis down slightly. Her fingers delicately brushed up my bulge over my underwear, and then almost yanked the waistband out and down. My by now desperate cock bounced up and free.
"Fuck, she really wasn't lying," she muttered. Who wasn't lying? Carrie? What all had she actually said?
Looking up at me, she waggled her eyebrows, then bent to kiss my head, then run the tip of her tongue around my glans. "Oh, wow," was all I could muster in the way of words.
She lavished her tongue all over the top of my cock, then ran it down my length a time or two. I quivered with pleasure. She sensed my happiness and smiled up at me for a flash. Then she popped up to get a higher angle, and sank her lips slowly over me. Their supple, demanding embrace encircled me and I felt her sucking lightly as she slid her mouth down and down. She was relentless in taking more and more of me until I suddenly felt her choke.
She popped up suddenly, gasping. I lurched forward, distressed. "Are you okay?" I asked in concern.
"Yeah," she nodded. "It's just... damn, you are long. I am never going to be able to get it all."
"You don't need to," I protested. "Believe me, you are doing an amazing job," I chuckled, but with a begging tone in my voice, entreating her to continue.
"Sometimes the fun is in the trying," she giggled, and bent once again. As her mouth clasped me once again, she shifted and climbed halfway back up onto the couch, giving her a higher angle, which she used to once more try to take more and more of my length. She would reach a point where she gagged, back off, then after some simple loving of my cock, she would try again.
To be clear, I was actually a little alarmed every time she tried to, um, 'deep throat' me. Nine inches seemed like a lot for a person to stick in their mouth and throat, especially a petite, if voluptuous, person like her. But oh man, was I enjoying the whole effort.
Even better, with her sucking me from the side, I found that my hand could easily reach out and grasp her delicious, generous tits, dangling under her. The thin fabric of her top and the flimsy bra underneath did little to come between my fingers and her boob. But she seemed to feel even that was too much, and, briefly popping up free of my dick, she tugged her shirt swiftly off over her head and draped it over the back of the couch before resuming her oral assault. Her bra was pink, and delicate, and I didn't see how such a flimsy edifice had been doing much to support her enormous boobs. My hand went immediately back to clasping her. Her nipple was hard as a rock and easy to feel through the light bra.
But now it was easy for my to slide my fingers under that flimsy fabric and take the warmth of her flesh directly in my grasp. As my fingers caressed her skin and I squeezed the soft mound, she started humming around my cock.
I felt a surge of orgasmic premonition and I knew I needed a distraction fast. There was no way I wanted this blowjob to end any time soon. I twisted and slid both hands along the back strap of her bra, fumbling for the catch. I couldn't find it.
She lifted her head and muttered, without taking me fully out of her mouth, "Ith gook nnn ga thrunn." Deciphering that added to the distraction of trying getting rid of her bra, which was good. But it was still a moment or two before I realized that she had said that the bra hooked in front!
It was a bit of tangle, getting both my hands and arms underneath her, because she refused to stop sucking me as I struggled. Such dedication...
Still, I briefly fondled both breasts as my hands got underneath, then fumbled where the cups of the bra met. Now what? This was my first encounter with a bra of any kind, and the puzzle did more to let me tamp down any chance of coming too soon. My fingers traced the small plastic catch, trying to sense how it worked, she at least stopped bobbing while I fumbled, contenting herself with holding my head just inside her lips and running her tongue around it in counter-clockwise circles.
My fingers were quivering as I manipulated the clasp and suddenly it clicked. I let go and the cups fell free to dangle beside her suddenly even more pendulous boobs. My fingers leapt to clasp them in all their glory. Then I gasped suddenly, and she swiftly pressed down on me, taking almost two-thirds of me into her. I could feel my helmet actually pressed in on all sides by her throat.
She didn't choke this time, but she also didn't seem brave enough to take any more. She slowly, carefully, raised and lowered her head atop me, letting my tip slip out, then back in to the back of her throat. Three passes was all she managed, then she gave up on the depth game for good.
Amazing and impressive as the sensation had been, I was just as happy she stopped playing, as she now concentrated fully on the wonderfully things to be done with lips and tongue. I could see and hear her sucking hard on me now. I gave up the uncomfortably contorted posture that let me hold her tits with both hands and flopped back against the back of the couch, my far hand flopping on the cushion. My near hand did not let go of the fantastic breast it had captured. Duh. But I soon found myself just idly tugging on a nipple, gasping with pleasure over what was being done to my member.
All the extra time I had bought fumbling with her bra was used up, and the orgasm was once more demanding to get on with it. She had a lot of me in her mouth again and I gasped a warning. "I'm gonna... It's time... Be..."
She just began to jack me furiously with her hand and lifted her mouth free of my cock, leaving her lips wide open right above it. My hand jerked and clutched at her boob, and my hips rocked hard. I moaned loudly, possibly adding some incoherent words of thanks, as I felt a spasm of jizz spurting out and upward. I could easily see down there as the first jet leapt straight into her open, waiting mouth, but even though my vision got fuzzy after that first spurt, I was aware even at the time that my wild spray was painting more than her tongue.
With a gasp, I slumped onto the cushions, spent. She just bent and suckled on my dick for a moment or two, collecting the dregs of what had felt to me like a titanic explosion. When she straightened, I yelped. My cum was dripping from her chin, her nose, her cheeks, and even her eyebrows! I was actually a little horrified by how much there was, but she was more smug than dismayed.
With a wicked little smile, she leaned up to me and gave me a quick kiss. There was no mistaking the taste of something different in her mouth, and the kiss even smeared some of my own cum on my face. I'll admit, part of me wanted to be grossed out, but most of me just wanted to laugh.
"It might take me a minute or two to get this off," she grinned, and grabbing her top and bra, slid off out of the room. "Don't move, I'm not done with you," was the parting shot.
I collapsed on the couch, drinking a bit more of my beer, which was slowly getting warm. This did nothing for its appeal.
After a moment, I realized I still had a little of my own cum smeared on my cheek and upper lip, and nothing to clean it off with! I could have run to the bathroom, but I decided to do as I was told and stay right there. That Male thing inside me decided that she could lick it off herself when she got back. I grinned.
She must have gotten some in her hair, because she was gone a while. Long enough for my dick to almost completely go soft. I worried about that briefly, but I reassured myself in the knowledge that it was simply waiting, not exhausted.
At last, Mary reappeared from the kitchen area. She was all cleaned up and looked beautiful. Part of the reason she looked so beautiful was what she had decided to just dispense with the clothes altogether. She walked toward me utterly naked. Her legs swayed enticingly, the skin on those luscious thighs smooth as silk. Her shaven pussy winked at me atop them. Her soft belly curved up to those fucking amazing breasts that bounced like semaphores as she slunk back toward me. Her nipples were light, almost the color of her boobs overall, and it took me a moment in the low light to make out that the auroles were large, like two inches or more across. Those nipples were so fucking hard... Her teeth bit her lower lip as she turned and stood before me, short dark hair framing her pretty face.
Then she laughed. "You have cum on your face!"
"You should know," I chuckled. "You put it there." I leered a little. "Want to lick it off?"
She laughed a surprisingly throaty laugh for a girl who usually giggled. "Yes. In a minute."
With that, she bent and tugged my pants completely free and tossed them aside, leaving me wearing nothing but my shirt.
"You cock really shrinks after it blows, doesn't it?" Mary mused, straddling me with her knees on the edge of the couch. She reached out and stroked its now only four inch length. It jumped lightly in response. "I want to feel it grow inside of me," she purred. My eyes widened and she slid forward right over my member. She slid one hand between her legs and spread her slit with her fingers. Her other hand grasped my dick, which was very, very slowly firming up again. She flopped it into position and with some effort slid its currently small, still largely flacid, shaft inside her.
That certainly got my dick's attention, and I felt myself growing. It took its time though. I had just spurted titanically on her face just a few minutes before, I thought.
"Mmmm," Mary murmured. "I can feel you getting harder... growing deeper inside me." She slowly started unbuttoning my new shirt. Between the feeling of my root growing deeper into her soil, and the slow, deliberate way Mary unbuttoned my Robert Graham, I was in a sort of mesmerized heaven.
"Man, you are getting really deep inside me," Mary gasped, pulling my shirt open. I leaned forward, and she slid it off my shoulders. I struggled with the last sleeve, but quickly broke my wrist free, tossed the shirt away with my pants, now as naked as the beautiful girl riding my lap. For me, the sensation was not so much about how deep I was growing into her, but how tight the space was becoming as my penis swelled while it lengthened.
I lifted my hands to her breasts and she gasped a little as I teased her nipples. Mary leaned forward, stuck out her tongue, and with sudden enthusiasm, devoured the traces of cum that had been smeared on my face. That pushed me to full hardness. I grabbed her head, fingers tangling in her hair, and kissed her as hard as I could. She responded with equal ferocity.
And she began to rise and fall on my cock. Up and down she went, releasing many inches of me, then entrapping them once again. She broke off our kiss and arched her back with a moan. That thrust her boobs right at me and I clutched at them, bending forward to bury my face between. I pressed their warm, firm flesh against my face and just fucking loved life.
Mary shifted the angle of her hips again and seemed very satisfied with the results, as she began humping up and down on me with suddenly redoubled vigor. My face lost its place in her boobs and I leaned back to watch, letting my hands slide down to grasp her hips and help them move.
Her boobs were flopping wildly now as she rode me. The sight was mesmerizing. I could hear them as they moved, slapping down on her chest with each time she rose up above me.
For once, I did not have to worry about holding out, partly because I was getting better at it, partly because I had come so recently, I thought. But I mostly didn't worry about it because, in an incredibly short time, Mary was overrun by a shattering orgasm atop my cock. Her insides spasmed wildly around me, her hips jerked, and she was taken by a fit of uncontrolled laughter, interspersed with gasps for air. It went on for a gloriously long time, in what seemed like waves, before this laughing, spasming, panting goddess finally collapsed forward against me, breasts mashing into my chest.
She lay there for almost a minute, unmoving except for her gasps for breath. Then she sat up, still impaled on me. She wiggled her hips, working me gently. "You haven't come yet," she said, seemingly pleased.




"Not yet," I grinned, reaching for her.
But she just bit her lip as if deciding, then slid off my lap! I looked up at her, at a loss. "We need another beer," she declared.
"Now?"
"Yep," she chirped, and danced off, sweaty and naked to that damned kitchen.
Oh well, I guess that meant I'd last longer when she got back...
The girl needed to learn how to open bottles faster. My dick was throbbing by the time she finally got back. It occurred to me that she had probably been making me wait intentionally.
She handed me my beer and snuggled down next to me on the couch.
"Last two," she giggled as she took a sip.
"Last?" I asked idly. "I thought you said there were seven."
Her brows furrowed almost worriedly. "I guess Maddie must have drink one, the cunt."
Okay, here's the thing. I hate that word. "Hey! Don't call Maddie that," I protested involuntarily.
"What?" she giggled.
"Seriously, Mary," I said. "I know you guys have fun, but that's a mean word, and she doesn't deserve it."
She actually looked at me with a sweet little expression. "Thanks."
I waved off the subject. Then laughed. "I'll tell you why I freak out about it. There is this guy at my school. As far as my friends and I can tell, he was engineered in a vat at the headquarters of Summer's Eve."
She laughed hard at that. "The world's biggest douche?"
"For so many reasons. But one of them is that he seems intent of working 'cunt' into every conversation, like it is an SAT word he was trying to assimilate," I explained.
"Got it," she said. "Maddie is not a cunt. Noted." Then she kissed me lightly with a sweet smile.
We each took another pull off our beers and set them down, resuming the kiss with more gusto. Her hand stole into my lap, caressing my aching cock. She smiled at me. "Can I..." she trailed off. Her hand stroked my harder and she actually stuck her tongue into her cheek firmly enough for me to see it bulge out. "Can I help you finish off?"
"Oh, please," I gasped. She started to lean down, but I stopped her, hands pushing back on her shoulders. Apparently I lived in a world now where I could actually ask girls for things. "But can I tell you what I really want?"
She just nodded at me in anticipation.
"What I really want is to roll you over and onto the back of this couch, crawl up, grab your gorgeous backside and do you hard from behind until I come, and you do again."
Her eyes just flashed at me in answer.
"Do you have any condoms?" I asked hesitantly, hoping that she would know how to put one on.
"The pill is a magic thing," was all she said in reply.
Without saying another word, I used my grip on her shoulders to flip her back and over to where she was kneeling the couch, with her hands on the back of it. I rose to my feet and caressed her ass. Man, it was nice.
What was nicer was the pink entrance just below it, glistening with welcome. I pointed my cock at it and rested the head on her lips. We both crooned a gasp of pleasure as I let myself sink slowly into her welcoming, but once again tight, confines.
"Oh my fucking God, you are big," she gasped, about the time I fully embedded myself in her. I had just been in her a few minutes before, but the new angle must have put me deeper or something. Whatever, the comment was extremely good for my ego, which abetted my efforts as I began to thrust.
The height of the couch and the length of her thighs as she knelt put her pussy at the exact perfect height for me to stand and push into her. With my hands bracing on her curvy ass and my legs fully straight, I was able to experiment with how long I could make each thrust. I pulled out to just where my head was all that was left inside her, then stroked inward to bury myself once more. Over and over I thrust, drawing gasps with each time I buried myself.
I increased the rate of speed. I had to. I had no choice. But I could not keep up the length of stroke, because I kept popping free when I pulled back. I shortened the length of my drives and I stopped slipping out.
After a burst of my fastest slams yet, each of which sent her dangling boobs flailing, I slowed to catch my breath. I leaned forward over her. I nuzzled down into the crook of her neck and reached under her, fingers seeking to clasp her pendulous...
Her neck.
Where was the birthmark?
Where was the fucking birthmark?!?
"Maddie?" I whispered, incredulously.
I felt her freeze beneath me, then quiver with a burst of giggles.
"Busted!" Maddie shouted at the top of her lungs.
A moment later, a still naked Mary poked her head out of the kitchen. She looked at me. "The birthmark?" Mary asked.
I nodded at her incredulously, then looked back down at the still giggling Maddie. It turns out it feels great to have a girl giggle with your dick buried inside her. Suddenly she pressed back against me and I was fucking her again before I realized that I had resumed.
My conscious mind was reeling, but I was clearly too close to coming for my body to stop what it was doing. The sight of a second, identically gorgeous girl, fully naked, moving to sit down and god-damned watch us was adding to things. I mentioned that twins' hotness was multiplicative, not additive? Turns out when they are naked and you are fucking one, their hotness is exponential.
I just told my conscious mind to go piss off, and concentrated on slamming into Maddie at whatever angle seemed to make her shout loudest. She started doing that, a lot. With a desperate, deep cry, I felt myself empty my balls into her, feeling cum wash around my still desperately thrusting dick. She and I fell forward against the couch when she collapsed, gasping with passion and orgasmic release.
I lay atop her, my whole body vibrating. What the fuck had just happened?
Maddie tucked down her chin and looked back over her shoulder at me, flushed and panting. She had a big grin on her face.
Confused, I stepped back, cock sloppily dropping from inside her. I looked around, mentally disorganized, and saw my underwear. I stepped over and grabbed them wordlessly.
"Not yet," said Mary said quietly.
"What just happened?" I sort of muttered. I obediently let my underwear drop nervelessly from my hands and I moved to a chair equally distant from both naked Mary, and naked and still showing signs of having just been fucked Maddie. I collapsed into it. I snorted a short laugh. Whatever they had done, it occurred to me, I sure had not been hurt by any of it. The sopping wet condition of my contentedly shrinking cock gave ample testimony of that.
I snorted again and looked back and forth between them. I shrugged in happy confusion. "Who...? When...? Wha...?"
They both laughed their high, tinkling laughs. "You can't figure it out?" Maddie said, rolling over finally onto her back and stretching languorously.
"It was no doubt apparent to you two tricksters who was doing what to me," I said acerbically, "but I was kind of too busy enjoying myself in blissful ignorance to keep track! Immensely blissful enjoyment, thank you," I added with a smug smile.
"Well," said Mary, counting on her fingers. "You ended by screwing Maddie, after you banged me so effectively. Before that, Maddie blew you. And we started with you eating me like a champion."
"I still think I got rooked out of my turn on that," grumbled Maddie.
Without thinking, I replied, "I'm happy take care of that as soon as you like!"
Maddie was halfway off the couch before Mary barked, "Hang on for a sec! We all need a rest. And if we are going around again, I'm going to have a turn seeing if I can take that whole monster in my mouth!"
Maddie settled back down. I briefly wondered how hard it was going to be for the two of them to clean all the cum and juices off those cushions before their parents came home. "Even after we started doing everything else, you still are willing to go back and eat me?"
I rolled my eyes. Then I looked at Mary and back at Maddie. "The sight of your sister above me, going wild on my tongue, was fucking amazing. Damned right I want to see that exact same sight, only different."
The two of them looked at each other. "We are not telling a soul about him," Mary said definitively.
I shrugged and went for it. "You know, I could just lie back here on the floor and you could both get your wish simultaneously..."
They both laughed. "Oh, no!" Maddie spoke. "We are kinky enough to trade, but we aren't kinky enough to do a guy together!"
"Watching isn't bad," murmured Mary, who had just watched my finish inside Maddie.
"Really? I guess I should try that," replied Maddie speculatively, seeming to imagine my cock buried in Mary's face.
"So you guys, like do this often? Fooling guys?" I felt compelled to ask.
"Like this? Never," giggled Maddie. "But we have gone out with each others' guys without telling them before. Most of them still don't know they have banged both of us, or whatever."
"I do seem to remember you guys getting busted at lunchtime once, for trying to swap places at school, back in, what, seventh grade?" I recalled.
"Shows what they knew," Mary laughed evilly. "We had already swapped places for three days before Mr. Cotton finally... cottoned on. But switching boys is way more fun."
"But never like this?" I asked, curious. I was also getting little aroused again, speculating.
"Yeah. Before, it was always one of us playing with the other one's guy for an evening or afternoon," explained Maddie. "We've never tried to swap back and forth during a date like this."
"I am not complaining," I sad emphatically, "but then why do it with me?"
"Because you are going back to your school in a couple of days," Maddie went on. "We didn't have time to either both date you, or date you twice with a switch."
"And it was working very well until I fucked up," grumped Maddie. "All I needed to have done was lean the other way when Al went to kiss my neck."
"Klutz!" It was better than cunt...
"Oh, I don't know," I drawled, leaning back and for the first time in my life, expecting a women, two women to appreciate looking at my body. "I think things are turning out pretty well! I say Bravo, guys..."
We all laughed. And they both did, in fact, stare at my body, or at least my once-again hardening cock. I'd take it.
"Still," Mary grumped. "It sucks that we won't see you until summer. Who knows who we will all be hooked up with by then."
"Ah, maybe one of us will still be single," replied Maddie. "Or maybe single again. And Al hasn't settled on anyone yet," her voice trailed off, full of promise.
"And what if you are both single?" I said with the new boldness I still felt as if was coming from an alien entity inside me.
"Ha! Then things will get interesting," snarked Mary. "I saw him first, remember."
"What if Carrie is single this summer, too?" Maddie cooed back, much too sweetly.
I was very careful not to react to that visibly, but if they had still been looking at me and not each other, my cock's little anticipatory jump would have given me away.
"That could be a problem," Mary replied. She turned to me. "Because then, Al, for all your impressive height, you are going to be up to your balls in pussy."
—————
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I got home late enough Friday night that it was actually Saturday morning. Late enough to actually irritate my parents, who usually never cared about when I got in. But that night, I had been on a date. That made it new, and that meant that they were paying attention. My dad actually demanded to smell my breath as a joke. But joke or not, he did actually smell it. Fortunately, the beers were hours in the past, and even more fortunately, I had cleaned my face, washing away the smell of pussy. So much pussy...
In retrospect, it would have almost been worth the inevitable freakout to have seen the look on his face if he had smelled Mary and Maddie on me...
Mom was also worried about my being out late, but she was really only worked up in the first place over the fact that I had been out with a girl. I shrugged it off, telling her we just went to Red Lobster, then went back to her house and played Blind Man's Bluff, a collectible card game she knew I liked and was about hidden identities, with Mary's family. That was all sort of true... Mom relaxed when she heard the word 'games', something that finally made sense to her when it came to me, and immediately reverted to doting mom who is just glad her virgin son is dating... finally. I suspect that she was secretly extra relived that I was dating girls, but she would never have let on about that!
Saturday was spent packing, and saying goodbye, and having dinner at the club, where Dad discretely swapped his tall rum and Coke with my plain Coke at the table as a going away present. Dad is cool.
*
Monday, my connecting flight was delayed almost four hours, and it was nearly seven in the evening when I finally got into my single-occupant dorm room. I put all my crap away before I did anything else. As a Senior, I had no study hall. For those of us Seniors who had all already gotten into our college of choice, there was also little to no studying, even once the term got going again...
Instead of going to visit any of my friends, I just chilled out in my room. I blandly texted the D&D group that I was finally back, bitching about the airline. That way, I included Bridget in the know that I was back, without actually going out of my way to go see either her or my dudes. I got a simple {thumbs up} emoji from Bridget.
As for the guys, I got no return texts. But I knew what was coming. About three minutes after I made myself known, my dorm room door banged open and in piled Adam, Tres, and Ben, all having assembled before coming to see me. Ben almost slammed the door behind him and the three of them tried to loom over me. I may not be a muscular guy, but even sitting on the bed, it is hard to loom that much over someone as tall as me...
"Hey guys, good to see you," I said casually. "What's up?"
"Details," Ben said sternly. "Give."
"What are you talking about?" I continued blandly, enjoying myself at least ten percent as much as I did on either of my dates, which is saying quite a lot.
Tres tried to be cool and leaned against my closet door. "Dude. You went on a date over Spring Break. This is CNN-level news. Report!"
"Fuck that," Ben retorted, perching on the edge of my desk like a hawk. "You claim to have gotten laid. Dee. Tails."
"Actually, I went on two dates," I said calmly, but practically jumping out of my skin inside.
"Two?" they all exclaimed. "I suppose you got laid on the second one, too," Adam scoffed.
I leaned back against the wall, put my hands behind my head, and crossed my ankles. "My slugging percentage after the second date remains 4.000," I said, affecting banal superiority. Actually, if you understand baseball statistical math, when you included Maddie, my slugging percentage had gone up to an impossible 6.000, but I had firmly decided that the Maddie Factor was something not to be discussed at school... unless and until I really had something to gain besides random incredulity. It would be good to have a reserve.
My boys all oohed at this revelation. I waited. I have intelligent friends, if almost as geeky as me.
"Hey!" Adam said, suddenly. "You said this Carrie chick left for Vail the day after your first date. What happened? She come home early to worship your dick?" he asked sarcastically.
"Second date was with a girl named Mary," I said, still painting the world bland. "Actually, I'm not really being completely accurate," I added.
"Thought so!" declared Tres, triumphantly.
"Mary and I actually drove down to the beach together, early in the week. Nothing happened other than putting suntan lotion on each other, but I guess you could call that a date, too. But we went out for real on Friday. I looked at them each in turn. "That's when we had sex."
They stood there silent for a gratifyingly long time. Then they all three, virtually in unison gave the full-throated cry of the Dude: "Bullshit!"
I silently removed my phone from my pocket, opened it, and pressed send on the text message I had already had primed. It was nothing but a selfie Mary and I had taken on the beach. I had chosen the one with the best view of that bathing suit, complete with its ample cleavage, tasty sideboob, and even a touch of underboob. I dropped the phone like a mike and just chuckled as I watched them lunge for their dinging phones.
They gave that picture a very long look. Then they looked at my smug-ass expression. Then they looked at the picture some more.
"Gentlemen," Tres intoned in a deep, British-sounding voice, paraphrasing that centurion fromI, Claudius, which we had watched in Roman History. "The man has undergone a Meta-More-Phosis. He has become... a GOD."
The questions came at me fast and furious. I answered those I wanted to, giving the guys enough details to have them dying, but playing the gentleman card liberally to withhold plenty of details that kept them thoroughly frustrated and probably imagining even greater heights of success than I had actually achieved. No, not that. Imagining anything beyond what I had been through would be impossible. I had scaled the Everest of teenaged dating.
At last, their questions were all meeting with sealed lips.
"So, what? You are just going to spend the rest of tonight sitting here like a cat who got a truckload of canaries all night?" Ben said in frustration.
"No," I replied, letting some evil into my voice. "I am about to go down to the Tuck Shop and get a burger and shake, since I missed dinner. While there, I better not hear anything about my vacation from anyone outside this room... if, that is, any of you hope to ever hear one more word from me about any of it someday."
In their disgust at my tightlippedness, they refused to go down with me to eat. That was okay. In my current state, my ego and I filled my booth all by ourselves. I had been there half an hour before I realized that I had said, "hello" to every person who came through the snack bar. This had never been my M.O. in the past, but I was feeling like I had nothing to be shy about. A few of the girls even smiled back at me when I said hello. I was little surprised that almost all of them seemed to know who the hell I was in the first place—barely.
As I was polishing off my fries, my phone dinged.
BRIDGET: Have your boys finally left you alone?
ME: Yes. Are you going to start now?
BRIDGET: Nah. I'll leave you alone... tonight
BRIDGET: I hear tomorrow's practice will be hard, but short. All three of us are going to corner you after. Expect to be late for dinner
Well, wasn't that going to be just peachy.
Still, Bridget, Beth, and Carla were my buds, just like my D&D boys. They deserved the same treatment I gave the guys, and I would mine the same enjoyment from it. Like with the guys, I'd give them exactly as much detail as I needed to get the most entertaining reactions, and no more. I was dimly aware that giving them the same level of detail I had told the guys might be a little more awkward, considering that they were sort of the other team, but...
The thing was, I still had questions about what had happened to me. If I eventually decided to ask them, I thought those members of the opposite team would be more likely to give useful answers than my mangy dudes could. If I decided to ask those questions.
Probably not.
*
Monday's first track practice was indeed hard, especially for distance runners like me and Bridget, but it was nowhere near as short as promised. The ten-minute 'pep talk' from our captains at the end about the upcoming season was just a cherry on top of the marathon afternoon. As we all broke up for the long walk back to the dorms from way up on the hill where the track was, I found Bridget, Carla, and Beth surrounding me as I walked. They steered our way off to the longer route back, herding me like a sheep away from our teammates. Or like a lamb to the slaughter, perhaps.
Since I planned to treat them just like the guys, I let them drag things out just the same way. They even followed the same basic script for the most part... to begin with.
Then things got weird and difficult.
"Now wait just a damned minute," Carla demanded. "Do these two girls know each other at all?"
"They have been pretty much best friends for years," I replied, not really considering my answer.
All three of them stopped dead in their tracks. Bridget reached out and spun me around by my shoulder. "You went out with a girl, and hit that on your first date with her. Moreover, it was on your first date ever. And her best fucking friend comes on to you less than forty-eight hours later? What did this Carrie say about you?"
"The trip to the beach was not a date," I said awkwardly. "Mary wasn't coming on to me. It was me who asked her out for the date, and that was not until on the ride home."
All three of them laughed out loud at that. I narrowed my eyes at their sudden hilarity.
Carla spoke first. "Alistair..." Fuck that new name! "She drove for almost an hour with you, alone, to the beach, where she wore this bathing suit," my light brown-haired friend continued relentlessly, waving her phone with that picture on it, "where she had you rub lotion on her back, right?"
I wanted to get back in control of this situation. "Back and backside, yes," I said defiantly.
Carla's eyes bugged out. "She had you rub lotion on her ass?" she virtually screamed.
Beth patted me on the shoulder. "Let us let you in on a girl secret, Alistair," she said condescendingly and with much glee. "That girl had already decided that she wanted to bone you, not just simply go out with you, before she even called you that morning you went to the beach."
"What?" I exclaimed. All three of them just nodded at me.
"Which brings us back to my question," Bridget ground out through her irritatedly gritted smile. "What did this Carrie girl tell her best god-damned friend about you that had that friend set out immediately to jump your bones?"
"I don't know!" I shouted back. We had stumbled near one of those subjects I had thought I might ask some questions of my own about.
"Well, think!"
The three of them just stood there, in the middle of the long, deserted path back to the campus, and stared me down.
I thought furiously. "Okay, there were two things that everybody kept mentioning like they were huge deals," I said, still thinking. I briefly realized I had almost said, "all three of them kept mentioning." That would have been a fuck up.
"And those things were?" my chief interrogator, Bridget, prompted sweetly.
"Okay, first you need to understand: I apparently grew up in some weird place where few guys seem to like eating pu... um, uh, cunnilingus," I said earnestly.
They all looked at me. "And you do," Bridget said calmly.
"Of course," I snorted. "What's not to love? It's fun, and the real cool part is the way they looked while I..." I trailed off, aware I just might be over-sharing on the details. They were my friends but, even in my mind, they were girls... sort of. But I couldn't help myself. "It's fucking awesome. Doesn't everybody know that?"
"So, you have gone downtown twice now, and you are this enthusiastic?" Beth asked.
"Three times," I replied automatically. If I was going to sheepishly admit that I needed additional information, I at least wanted to make sure I got the best advice I could garner.
"Oh ho! Who got it twice?" Beth asked.
"Let's not get bogged down in that level of detail," Bridget said, dismissively, tossing her red curly hair. That saved me from having to think yet again about how to evade talking about Maddie. That was where I had to be careful here, I thought to myself.
Bridget looked at Beth and Carla, as if summing up the explanation. "So he is some kind of lingual savant," she said, ignoring my presence. "I think that explains things." The others nodded.
"Oh by the way," said Carla as we started walking the rest of the way back to school. "You said there were two things. What was the other?"
"I dunno," I said waving my hand in dismissal. "Apparently dicks come in different sizes or something."
Our progress stopped again. Even more abruptly.
"Alistaire, dear," Beth asked sweetly. "What size does yours come in?"
"I dunno. I never thought I ought to measure it," I replied in confusion. "It comes up to about here on me," I said indicating where my cock reached on my abdomen when it was interested.
"And how big around is it?" Beth went on, just a sweetly.
I made a gesture with my fingers, shrugging.
They looked at each other.
"Oh, fuck this," exclaimed Carla. "This is bullshit. Drop your pants, I have to see this thing."
I was confused at being called out on this, of all details. My hands automatically strayed toward my waist band, but I stopped and explained, "It's not, um, interested right now! It's the same size as most everybody else I've seen in the shower when it's like this."
"Stop reaching for your pants," Bridget shouted desperately. "We are not going to all stand here and worship your cock!"
"Worship? What the fuck are you talking about? I'm just trying to..." I said uncertainly.
"Look," Bridget said, holding up her hands like she was describing a smallish rainbow trout that she had caught. "You say your penis is about this long, right?"
"A little more, yeah," I said, examining the gap.
"I definitely call bullshit," Carla said. "Look, next time you think about this Carrie or Mary, pull out a ruler, hold it next to this mighty scepter of yours, and send us a picture."
"Yeah, right," I scoffed. "I'm not sending dick-pics to you guys."
"Damn, and he was being so co-operative..." Carla muttered.
"I still don't see what..." I began, before Bridget cut me off.
"How the actual fuck can you be so smart and yet so dumb? Al, you have at least two qualities that girls find both rare and highly desirable. Word about that gets around." She turned to my other friends. "Which is why we are going to keep our mouths shut about this," she said meaningfully.
"I don't know," Beth giggled. "Alistaire might want us to talk him up. A few choice words in the right ears, and he'll be plowing his way through the Senior class!"
"That sounds good to me," I chirped. They all three hit me—hard enough to hurt in one case. I think it was Carla.
"Al... Alistaire," Bridget said. Great, now she was doing it. "You are our friend. We know there are girls out there for you. Obviously there are girls out there for you. But you have already figured out how to ask a girl out all on your own. Do that here, if some girl interests you. Don't rely on your Yelp reviews."
*
Tuesdays, I had a double period for AP Chemistry, meaning it was lab day. Beth and I had first become friends back during Introductory Chemistry, right after she had transferred to our school at the start of junior year. Alphabetically (Talbott and Taylor), we had been assigned as lab partners that year and we found that we worked well together. When Spring rolled around, after she joined the Track team as a sprinter, she had sort of eased into being the third member of my group of tomboy, girl-jock friends. Students could choose their lab partners in AP Chem, and Beth and I had never thought to do anything other than what we already knew worked.
"All right, you gremlins," said our teacher Dr. French, beginning class. "Here is the only part of the year where I worry about killing one or more of you, so please pay more than your usual token attention, okay?"
Zak Mason's hand immediately shot up, and he spoke before being called on. "Excuse me Dr. French, but speaking of mortal danger, what about the Thermite Incident?"
The Thermite Incident had occurred back in October. Dr. French had... never mind. It's not important, even though the year book staff had already announced that that day would have its own page in our annual.
"Less yakking, more listening, Mr. Mason," Dr. French growled. "None of you lot were in danger of dying during that experiment, just me and the ceiling."
"And the furniture and the floor..." I could not help but mutter. I'm not usually one to clown around in class, and Dr. French gave my a somewhat surprised glare.
"We are going to spend the next few weeks on identifying unknown substances. You did this before in Introductory Chem, but this year the substances are more difficult to identify. And I cannot emphasize this enough, you louts: Many of the unknowns this time around are toxic, to one degree of another . That means, do not taste your unknowns! Are you, in particular, paying attention to me, Mr. Woolworth?"
Beth and I went to our assigned lab table with our mystery unknown substance. As we sat down to plan our process, she sat next to me, instead of across from me like she always had in the past.
"What's up with sitting over here?" I asked curiously.
"Oh, I'm just tired of Stan Woolworth staring at my ass like he has been all year."
"What a perv."
"Exactly."
Beth does have a nice ass. In fact, back when she had first transferred in, before we had really become friends, I had done my own share of visually mapping its contours from my quiet anonymity.
"Want me to sit on the other side?" I asked, staring intently at the white substance we were to identify.
"Nah, side by side is cool."
"Stan is just going to stare at your boobs now, you know," I smirked to her slyly.
"Alistaire Taylor!" Beth whispered, mild scandalized and majorly surprised.
I blushed a little. That higher base-level confidence I'd found over Spring Break was a two-edged sword. I really still needed to work on my filters before I got myself in trouble by flirting with my friends.
"So you think my tits are worth staring at?" she teased, batting her eyelashes extravagantly.
In trouble like this...
Screw it. Beth had broken up with her boyfriend back home at Christmas, then gotten nowhere fast all winter with Howie Thom. She could use a compliment, even if it was just from me. "They are fine... just not a good as your ass," I replied, still keeping my eyes on our unknown.



Beth hit me over the head with her notebook. The slap was loud. Dr. French spoke up quellingly, "While I obviously applaud your intent, Miss Talbott, please chastise the annoying Mr. Taylor for whatever he has done on your own time, not mine."
*
Sundays were our one day at school with no specific obligations on our schedules, except for study hall in the evening—for the underclassmen. For me, Sundays meant D&D all afternoon with Ben, Tres, Adam, and Bridget. I had taken over as Dungeon Master during the winter after Ben burnt out on doing the job. I wasn't the best, most creative DM, but I had the virtue of being willing to do it.
That did not keep me from getting the occasional criticism for my admittedly paint by numbers style of storytelling. "Come on, Al," grumped Adam, throwing his hands in the air. "Another set of three ogres, arguing? We encountered arguing ogres last month, too!"
"Leave Alistaire alone, Adam," Bridget said, coming to my defense like a good friend. "Poor kid's only managed to read one book in his entire life, and his mom had to help with that. He has limited source material..."
"Hey, I've heard Carla call him 'Alistaire', too," Ben said curiously. "What's up with using his whole name?"
"Oh, you know," Bridgett said airily. "We just thought that Alistaire needs a man's name now."
Tres laughed, "Oh, a name change just because Al got laid?" His eyes widened as he realized what he'd said, and in what company. Adam and Ben both smacked him while they all looked furtively away from Bridget.
"Calm down, morons," Bridget said easily. "I was the one that guessed it first, in the chat, remember? I'm in the loop. But yes, that's the point. Al screwed Carrie, now he is Alistaire." She seemed to take this as simple logic now.
"In the loop, huh?" Ben chuckled. I could see the word 'Mary' floating between the guys' eyes.
"If you are referring to the Carrie and Mary situation... I. Am. In. The. Loop," Bridget ground out.
I had had enough of this particular discussion. Time to exercise Dungeon Master's prerogative.
"The three ogres stop arguing and swing their gazes upon your party," I intoned. "'Oi! Lookit! Chow time!' the three of them call out together. Two of them lumber directly toward you. The third takes a moment to take a giant iron spike out of his pouch and screw it into his stone club. Then he hustles (for an ogre) to catch up and not miss out on dinner."
All four of them ignored me.
"Carrie and Mary..." Ben mused. "Al does seem to have a type when it comes to names, doesn't he?"
"Maybe he should go after Sherri as his first conquest here at school," suggested Tres.
"Enough, you guys," Bridget growled. "Grow up." She paused a beat, then muttered, "And for God's sake, not Sherri Stroheim." Sherri was a moderately cute Senior who was the closest thing to a genuine slut you could find at my school.
Seeming to come to Bridget's aid, Adam added, "Seriously, this is getting weird. And we have ogres about to kill us, guys."
Everybody seemed to blessedly agree and they started trying to make a plan.
"Besides," Adam added slowly, carefully not looking at me or her, "maybe Bridget has someone else in mind for Al..."
"I cast double-strength fireball on the lead ogre," snapped Bridget.
"That will put Adam in the blast radius," I decided.
"Exactly," she snapped.
"What?!?" Adam cried out.
"I think that reaction we are hearing means we don't have to roll for surprise on Adam," I said evilly. "Rolling for surprise on the other ogres... They all make their saves. Rolling for their dodge... two get out of the way. 10d6 for damage to Adam and the ogre closest to him, Bridget."
"Guys!" Adam shouted. "You are not serious!"
"49 points," Bridget announced her total with glee.
*
Beth and I were going to need a pretty focused plan, if we were to narrow down and identify our unknown substance. We met up Monday night in the library, which is usually deserted that late at night when it isn't term paper season. Tuesday would be the first lab period where we could actually run our experiments on the unknowns, and we needed to be ready to start immediately. Time was going be limited.
We sat across from each other at a small table in the back of the upper floor. Our table was nowhere near the reference section, but we both had our laptops and spreadsheet printouts, and we didn't need reference books for Chem anyway. As a bonus, we were far enough from where the librarian was working downstairs that we didn't have to whisper to talk things through.
The challenge was to figure out the fewest number of tests needed to narrow our ideas of what the stuff could conceivably be down to only one possibility. We were not having an easy time.
After a while, we just fell into companionable silence as we searched for anything we might have missed. Then I jumped when I felt Beth's toe graze my slacks. She had kicked her shoes off, like she always did at the first opportunity.
"Hey!" I chuckled.
"Sorry," Beth said, not looking up.
Less than a minute later, she practically dragged her toe down my leg.
"What is with you?" I asked.
I was met with a grin. "What's the matter?" Beth asked, a strange combination of teasing and shy on her face. "Don't you like it?" she went on. Now she dipped her foot, hooked her toes up under the cuff of my slacks, and ran them up the inside of my pants leg, across my bare skin.
The Al of a month ago would have been confused and uncertain about whether Beth was flirting with him. The Alistaire of that night was quite certain that she was. This did not mean that I was sure what to do about it, and I was even more in the dark about what had precipitated it. But I found that it also did not mean that I was unhappy about it.
I settled for hissing quietly, "Where did this come from?" But I simultaneously slid my leg a little forward, closer to her. Her toes slid higher, lifting my pant leg as it went.
Beth flipped her long brown hair back over her shoulder and leaned forward to rest her chin on her fist, elbow on the table. "If a guy tells a girl that she has a nice tush, maybe she just wants to say thanks?"
Did not see that coming. I really had to pay attention to those filters on what I say!
"You did mean it, right?" Beth teased a little more. "You do think I have a nice ass?"
I looked at her eyes. Yes, she was teasing me, but she also apparently very much wanted to hear a yes. Those filters could wait to be worked on.
"Honestly, Beth? No. You don't have a nice ass," I said with a sigh. "It's a fucking incredible ass. Happy now?"
Beth started a little when I said, 'incredible'. Now, she leaned back in her chair. "Happy enough," she chirped. Her toes flicked free of my pants cuff, but only so that she could slide her foot all the way up to my knee.
I slumped back in my chair, sliding forward under the table. "We are going to need to test the reactivity early on," I said, as if nothing was going on down there. Beth nodded in agreement and we discussed an option or two. But underneath the wooden table top, her foot was caressing its way up the inside of my thigh!
Her toes and ball of her foot pressed into my hard, lean thigh, rubbing back and forth with spine-tinglingly perfect pressure. I took my eyes off the laptop screen and locked my gaze on hers. We continued to discuss testing options. Actually, we were arguing happily about the order in which we needed to run them. Our conversation continued in just the way that we always worked things out.
But it was not long before Beth ran out of room to go further up my thigh, and I found her strong, bare foot resting not so lightly on the very, very, hard bulge at my groin.
Damn, this was nice.
"You are welcome," I said, my throat a bit dry.
"Hmmm?"
"You are saying thank you for the compliment, right?"
Her blue eyes crinkled. And her foot withdrew, alas.
Beth sat up and looked around. My eyes followed hers, curiously. If I followed her analysis correctly, while we were indeed in the most out of the way end of the top floor of the library, we were still sitting right out in the open, where anybody simply entering the floor could see us.
I was beginning to wonder if Beth was intending more than just some out-of-character flirtation. Our very visible position was fortunate. It should give me time to sort out a potentially very confusing situation.
Beth suddenly stood up and stretched. The fact that she turned most of the way around to do it, giving me a panoramic view of her backside as it swung by could not have been an accident.
"I need a break from Chemistry," she grumped.
"You could do some English homework," I suggested. Everybody always has English homework.
"You cannot procrastinate on your homework by doing different homework, dork," Beth snorted. "That's not how it works." She looked down at me for moment. "I am going to find something else to read." With that, she marched off to the stacks. It could not have been a coincidence that she chose the far back aisle against the wall, especially since it was in the poetry section. She hated poetry.
She looked over her shoulder at me as she dipped into the bookshelves, suddenly lost from sight.
I was out of my chair to follow her before I really thought about it.
I caught up with her at the end of the aisle, where she leaned back against the wall, looking at a book. She was holding it upside down...
There were a host of reasons that I should not have followed her into this hidden area, much less strode right up to her with that new confidence of mine. But I did anyway. My eyes ran up and down her as I walked down the row. Her dark denim skirt was tight and only reached mid-thigh, showing off her sprinter's calves and thighs, which were nicely honed by many races and practices at 100 and 200 meters. She was facing me, but I already knew how well the skirt clung to her crazily fit ass. She wore a loose school teeshirt with our mascot on the front. She had her hair draping down her chest on both sides, and her blue eyes were locked onto me, not the upside-down book.
I made it to right in front of her before my nerve finally failed me. Still, I was standing closer to her than I would ever have stood to any girl before that spring. I wanted to say something, but couldn't. I wanted to do something, but couldn't.
It seemed I had done enough for Beth. Despite her sprinter's physique, she really wasn't all that tall, more than half a foot shorter than me. But she just leaned forward, rose on her tiptoes, and kissed me, softly, slowly, and lingeringly. I leaned forward so that she didn't need to stay on her toes and kissed her back, surprising myself with how hungrily I did so.
We broke apart after a deliciously long time. My heart was racing and Beth's breathing was shallow. "This could be a bad idea," I said, regret in my voice.
"No, it isn't," Beth said quietly but firmly. "It's just..."
"Complicated," I finished for her. "Riiight. If you and I..." I gulped. "They will freak," I whispered, meaning Bridget and Carla. "Shit will get weird."
"Not if they don't hear about it," she smirked.
"But if we..." I started to say, but Beth put a finger in my lips.
"Come on, it is not like we are going to date or anything. I'm not looking for another boyfriend. You know damned well I've had too many over the last two years."
Three serious boyfriends in two years was 'too many'?
"And, given your life the last couple weeks, I can't imagine you are suddenly looking to be a one-girl guy. Am I right?" Beth went on, in the voice of someone who had given the situation some thought. Certainly more thought than I'd had a chance to.
Her question took me aback. For most of my life, I'd have given a finger just to go on a date, not to mention actually having a girlfriend—any girlfriend, much less one as cute as I was suddenly rediscovering Beth was. But she was right about me now. I most certainly felt no urge to have a girlfriend. In fact, between the unfamiliar confidence I felt around girls, and the occasional appearance of that inner Male Instinct, I found myself completely uninterested in being part of an exclusive couple.
I instantly worried that pride goeth before the fall, when I examined that thought. But I didn't change my mind, either.
I still blushed as I said, "Um, yeah. I do kind of want to see if I really can stretch my wings a little."
"Then let's stretch our wings together," Beth cooed, and began to kiss me again.
She really was a good kisser. It wouldn't be hard to keep a little making out a secret from everybody, would it? All we would have to do is not act lovey-dovey around anyone else.
I slid my arms back around her waist, simultaneously pressing her shoulders back against the wall and pulling her hips forward against mine. I let my tongue slide free and caress her lips. Beth eagerly parted her mouth in reply, and our tongues met, tentatively at first, then with increasing fervor. She wrapped her arms around my upper arms and shoulders, pulling me forward, which pressed her even more firmly against the wall.
I could not help myself and slid my hands down to clasp her just so god-damned nice ass. As I touched the rough fabric of her skirt, I could instantly feel how firm her cheeks were.
But Beth jumped a little as my hands found their target, and she peeped just a little bit. Shit. I knew things were going to get weird, and I clearly did not know what I was doing. Here we were just kissing for two seconds and I go and grab Beth's ass... my buddy's ass. My fingers sprang free.
Before I could separate our lips, Beth did it first. Before I could speak, Beth did that first too. "Don't stop. Squeeze it. Harder!" Then she practically rammed her tongue back onto my mouth, hooking the tip upward, and dragging it across the back of my teeth.
I'm a smart guy, and from these incredibly subtle clues, I deduced that I had not, in fact, gone too far after all. As instructed, I clasped her cheeks once more and practically mauled them. Her muscular backside filled my grasp, and flexed enticingly as I held it.
"Damn, your ass is amazing!" I growled through our clenched lips.
Beth chuckled quietly. "Best you've felt?" she asked with a sexy confidence.
"Hell ye..." I started to say, but paused. Carrie had an unbelievably nice ass, too. They both were far, far too amazing for the likes of my humble fingers. I realized that stopping my reply mid-yes might become a problem, so I quickly deflected by drawing back and looking into her eyes. "I think maybe a guy shouldn't make comparisons."
Beth laughed again. I'd never heard her laugh like this. It was... very sexy. "That might be wise for a whole lot of reasons."
Suddenly, she was kissing my neck hungrily. That felt amazing. My hands were now eager to explore. While one remained firmly clamped on Beth backside, I raised the other and went for a quick feel of one of her breasts. Beth just pressed back against my hand. Her breasts were a little smaller, but the one I gripped still felt delightful in my grasp. I held it softly, teasing her nipple a little through the fabric.
The big news was that she was not wearing a bra, and I was fairly certain that that was not her standard operating procedure. She must have premeditated this little make-out session even more than I had thought.
The other big news was that my cock was very hard, and very uncomfortably out of position in my slacks. It was twisted over to the side and tangled so hard in my underwear that I felt like the fabric was going to tear. I could not help it, and embarrassing as it was, I let go of Beth's breast and slid my hand down to adjust myself.
There is obviously no way humanly possible to be casual enough to keep a girl you are kissing from noticing that you are adjusting yourself, but I was genuinely in pain and had to sort things out. Beth let out another small one of those new, sexy laughs. "Gotta re-arrange the furniture?" she said softly. I just nodded breathlessly and leaned to kiss her again, still trying to tug things into a more comfortable position.
"Well, since I hope I'm responsible," Beth murmured, "I think I should help." With that, she just reached down, slid her hand down under the waistband of both trousers and underwear and wrapped it around my cock! She squeezed my hardness and gently slid it fully upright. I would have felt quite relieved to escape my tangled condition, had that sensation not been completely overwhelmed by the fact that Beth was holding my dick. Beth was holding my dick.
She let her fingers slide up and down my length, then did it again. It seemed like she started to jerk her hand out of my pants, but then she left it gently clasping my tip. "Jesus, Al... I mean Alistaire! You undersold it. This thing is fucking enormous!"
I was no longer bewildered and confused when a girl was profanely incredulous upon first encountering my penis, but I was starting to seriously enjoy it. Beth started caressing me up and down, and wiggling against me. Then she froze.
She pushed me away from her, and then herself slightly away from the wall. She said matter of factly, "I am so going to suck your cock. Wish me luck. I hope I survive." With a wink, I watched wordlessly as she started to bend her knees.
A sharp noise rang out somewhere in the library, not close by, but probably on our floor. Beth shot back up straight, her hand sliding gently but swiftly from my pants. She stated the blindingly obvious. "Fucking fuck! I cannot get busted sucking dick in the stacks. God damn it," she swore again, in quiet frustration.
About the only thing the colleges which had already accepted kids cared about beyond the check clearing, besides outright failing grades of course, were disciplinary actions. We probably would not lose our places in college over sexual adventurism, but prep school students are pathologically paranoid about anything related to their college future.
Besides, I knew Beth's father. I'd met the man twice before. I would encounter him at least once more, at graduation.
I wanted to live to see nineteen.
But I also wanted to have Beth suck my cock. I was in fact keenly eager for that eventuality, now that the possibility had been broached. Keenly.
The thing is, preppies have less sex than public school kids for a variety of reasons. Chief among them is privacy. We seldom actually leave campus. We are allowed to--we just usually don't, since we don't have cars. And most everywhere on campus, faculty or staff are liable to just show up, out of nowhere, at all kinds of odd times. Access to the dorm rooms of the opposite sex is allowed, though discretely but rigorously regulated. I had never so much as a thought about "Inter-dorm Visitation" until Senior year, when my track chix and I all found ourselves in the same AP Calculus section and we started to study together in a group.
It caused quite a stir for a while when I first had three girls over to my dorm room a few times. It was generally decided that it was unfair having such a situation wasted on me, who would not know what to do with one girl, much less three. Or at least that is what most guys said when they didn't think I could hear. I had generally agreed with them though, in all honesty.
But the point is, when a girl or girls were in your room... it became Known. Faculty lived on every floor of every dorm. Eyes were kept peeled. And if just Beth came to my room, or just I went to hers, even if the faculty did not cotton on, the mere fact would be noticed by other students. And then commented on. And then it would get back to Carla and Bridget...
So, what could Beth and I do for...
I chuckled. Beth, who had also been furiously pondering the dilemma, snapped eagerly, "What do you have?"



"I work here in the library," I said.
"Swell," she snarked. "Want me to help you shelve some books?"
"I had to put some things away in the recording studio a while back," I said, snaking my arm around Beth again (after double-checking once more that the coast was still clear). "Ms. Sarniochi gave me the code to the lock. I think I still have it in my phone."
We barely had the presence of mind to grab our laptops and other stuff from the table before we hustled into the seldom-used back stairwell and from there down to the basement.
The recording studio is a small room in the basement of the library. A minor rock star who was an alumnus had gifted the school, out of the blue, a complete, modern, professional recording suite. It had been fun my Sophomore year when it had arrived and there had been a faculty tempest over where to set it up, and how. Finally, they had relented and let some of our more musically gifted students install it for them.
The equipment was installed and stored in a locked room in the back of the basement of the library. At nine o'clock on a Wednesday night, there was simply no way there would be any faculty 'drive-bys' in that dark, locked space.
I did still have the code. The door opened and we slipped in, closing it behind us. I checked that it was now once again locked.
I had no more turned to move into the room when Beth's hand snaked around from behind me and once more into my pants. My hard-on had in no way abated as we ran downstairs, and her fingers curled around me again. "Now this is more like it!" Beth exclaimed. I just moaned.
Beth slipped her hand free again and pushed me back to lean against a table. "At last, I get to see this legendary monster," she giggled.
"Legendary?" I asked skeptically.
"Well, the three of us may have had a discussion or three about whether to believe you after you dropped that 'innocent' little comment about not knowing everyone didn't have donkey cocks. We decided that it wasn't in you to pull off a lie like that."
"What is it with all this?" I complained, briefly derailed from the thought of Beth's mouth. "I'm not some kind of circus freak."
"I would very much like to be the judge of that," Beth snorted. "Show me."
"Show you?"
"If you want me to bend down and snork your cock into my mouth, lavishing all my attention on it for a good long time," Beth said with the silky-smooth evil of a succubus demon in her voice, "you will take that penis out and show it to me."
"Wow. Uh. Okay," was all I could manage. I fumbled at my fly, unzipped, and shoved both slacks and underwear down to my ankles. I straightened.
"You are a circus freak," Beth said breathlessly.
"What?!"
She giggled, getting down on one knee in front of me, "In the best possible way. Don't worry." But then, instead of doing anything, she just stared at me, or more precisely, at my cock. I could see her eyes running up and down it, her head tilting back and forth. The whole thing started getting uncomfortable. She was kneeling there, thinking about... frankly, I didn't know what she was up to right then. I just knew that I was feeling a bit like a creature in an exhibit.
Moreover, no blowjob was happening. I was really rather fixated on that idea by now. But I didn't want to sound pushy or demanding. However, she had kind of promised, hadn't she? Damn, my cock was aching.
"Beth, um, you said you might..." I couldn't finish the question.
She looked up at me swiftly, her cute, broad smile popping the dimple in her right cheek that only appears when she is really amused or happy. "Don't worry, Alistaire," she said, emphasizing my newly decided-upon name. "I said that I would, not might. I'm just planning out how to go about this," She looked back down at my dick, and her smile morphed in to crookedly pursed lips.
The sigh that escaped my lips as she finally reached out and stroked my shaft with a single fingertip was blissful. Beth ran that finger up my length, then wrapped her hand around my head and slowly stroked about halfway back down. Then she held me there as she bent and kissed my tip.
If I had been bliss-filled at her first touch, I felt transcendent now as she advanced to that kiss. She began with her lips lightly pursed upon my very top. Then she began to kiss me a little harder, then harder still. She next let her lips slip open slowly, still kissing me. Her tongue flicked out lightly and briefly, glancing across the now insanely sensitive, swollen, and purple skin of my cock's head as it slowly entered her mouth.
Now her lips were even more open, pressing downward to wrap gently around the circumference of my glans. Her tongue rolled back and forth now, caressing my helmet within her mouth. I felt her work her mouth to release more saliva, which seeped out through the gentle seal of her lips around me, dripping down my shaft. As she, with that same deliberate, agonizing, fantastic, deliberate pace, took bit after bit more of me into her mouth, her hand began to slide along my exposed shaft, reaching for the wetness of her spit to lubricate its progress up and down me.
I was far enough into her mouth now that her tongue had less freedom of movement. Instead she simply pressed it up against me, cradling the invader on a soft bed of warm, wet, responsive flesh.
My sighs were now groans.
Slowly, and either leisurely or cautiously, she took more of me, sliding me deeper. Her hands now both jacked up and down the exposed portion of my length with deliberate, firm movements. Finally, I felt myself bump against the back of her throat and she instantly gagged. Beth backed off, opening her lips around my cock for the first time, but not removing me from her mouth. She looked up at me with an unreadable expression, licked the underside of my shaft, and closed her lips tightly around me again.
Again she slid me into her mouth. And again she gagged. And then one more time.
The last time, she held it a moment, while she slid her hand up to her lips. Then she let my dick slide completely free of her mouth, measuring how much she had taken in... and how much more there had been to go.
"Nope," she said. Her hand slipped up to the end of my dick, soaking itself in the copious saliva all over me there, and she resumed stroking me in even longer strokes. Beth bent and circled her extended tongue all around my head in circles, pausing here and there to talk to me. "I could never... in a million, ugulk, years... get all of you down my throat," she said, breathlessly.
"You really don't have..." I gasped, worried that she might not be feeling good about herself. And, I'll admit, more worried that she might give up.
"Heh... I know I... don't, glulck, have to... take it all, to make you, hnng, come," Beth said, licking and kissing the end of my cock fervently. "When I'm done with you, glk, you are going to paint... my face like a Pointillist, hglck, masterpiece." With that little boast (I especially liked the Art History knowledge flex), she sucked a good bit of my length back into her mouth and began for bob up and down in earnest, moist lips locked tightly around my circumference. She twisted and rolled her head as she worked, stimulating every millimeter of me from multiple angles. The firm, velvety grasp of her hand kept up its metronomic movements, like a base line for the music of her mouth.
Her free hand suddenly slid up my inner thigh and she dragged a nail lightly between my legs, under my balls. I jumped and felt my orgasm lurch up on deck. That second, stroking hand now cupped my balls and squeezed them gently. She also was sucking really hard on me, as if trying to drink an overly thick milkshake through a straw.
She was going get that milkshake any second now.
I dimly remembered through my haze that she had said something about 'painting her face'. I began to groan out, "Gonna come," but Beth had felt my surge already. She pulled backward, sliding my dick from her mouth, then she began to jack me furiously, her other hand still cradling my balls. She closed her eyes and mouth... and smiled.
Yeah, I painted her face. But it was more like those abstract paintings with giant smears of paint, rather than some pointillist aerosol spray. My knees wobbled uncontrollably and my dick beyond throbbed in her hand as gobs of cum shot out of me in several huge gouts, each of which made me feel like I was dying gloriously as it ejected.
Beth just smiled serenely as one spray coated her closed right eye. The next splashed across her nose and a cheek. Another liberally coated her closed lips, chin and upper throat. Others filled in the gaps a bit.
And just like that, I was empty. Except for pleasure. I was full of that.
I looked down at Beth's sticky face and said, "Jesus, Beth! How are we going to clean that off so you can see?"
She laughed briefly. "You did seem to do a good job," she said, pausing to spit back out a glob of semen that had dripped into her mouth as she spoke. She wiped her lips with the back of her hand while waving the other around blindly. "Um, I keep a microfiber towel in my backpack. Could you grab it?"
I waddled over to where she had dropped her pack, still hobbled by my pants around my ankles. The towel was buried deep, but I found it. I yanked it out and held it up in triumph. Of course, Beth couldn't see, because both her eyes had ended up sealed shut with my goo.
"Jesus, Beth," I said apologetically. "That's a lot." I placed the towel in her hands and added. "I got a bunch in your hair, even."
Beth laughed, softly spitting out more cum which was still dripping into her mouth. "Don't apologize. This is the hottest shower I've ever had!" She stated daubing at her face. The towel looked like it was going to be up to the task, but barely. It was going to take her a minute to get her face, and especially eyes, clean.
I thought about helping, but... What I did instead, was help her to stand enough to sit in a chair. Then I knelt in front of her in turn. "That looks like it will take you a moment or two," I said upwards toward her. "I'll let you work while I get on with something I need to do."
Beth made an inquiring noise, which was rapidly replaced by a murmur of enthused consent as I began kissing my way up the inside of her thigh. She let her legs spread wide in welcome. Her tight blue jeans skirt was short to begin with, but as her legs slid apart, they forced the hem to slide all the way up to her hips. My eyes followed its progress as I licked up her thigh. It revealed that my friend had really planned ahead for this. She was wearing no panties either.
Beth did not shave her pubes, though her legs were smooth as silk. Her bush was dark, and very curly, and already damp, and it smelled just fucking divine. I slid my hands up the backs of her thighs and grabbed as much of her sweet ass that wasn't pressed into the chair as I could hold.
And I buried my face in her. I let my tongue delve into her dark tangled curls, seeking her opening. Finding it easily, I slid my taster into her, murmuring happily. Beth's whole body seemed to simultaneously tense and relax at my entry.
I drilled into her with my tongue, pressing it up and down inside her. I squeezed her ass some more as I lifted my tongue to seek out her clit for an initial, light caress. I knelt lower, so I could lift my gaze to see her face while keeping my own buried between her legs. She was still a mess. Her eyes and brows were clear, as was her face around her mouth, but both cheeks still showed blobs here and there, and I could still see cum in her hair. Getting your jizz in a girl's hair seemed like a potential faux pas, but I let it ride for right now. My mouth had better things to do at the moment than apologize again.
Beth had, meanwhile, temporarily abandoned her efforts to clean herself up, and was staring down at me with wide eyes. Half-sticky towel dangling from her fingers. I sucked a little on her bud, and she groaned, almost closing her eyes for a moment, before once again fixing them on mine. She swiftly wiped both cheeks, that jizz-laden curl still sticking to her temple. She dropped the towel and in a smooth motion grabbed her shirt and tugged it off over her head!
As I had known, Beth's breasts were smaller than the others I had experience with so far, but man, were they cute! They were round, and jiggly, and did they look good when viewed from down between her legs. Her nipples were dark against her fair skin, and very, very erect. Her aureoles were not round either, but vertically narrow oblongs.
I let my appreciation show in my eyes, and started to get serious about making her squirm. Any thoughts of releasing her backside to reach up and play with one or two of those cute titties had to be abandoned, as I need both hands to keep her twisting hips on the chair! Beth's eyes rolled back in her head and she started testing the limits of the sound-proofing of the room with her high-pitched moans. I slid my tongue along the length of her slit, from back to front in a single, intentionally torturous stroke, ending with a flourish or two around her bud. I could feel her body coil itself, ready to come under my attentions.
And she suddenly shoved my head out of her crotch. "No!" she gasped. "You can make me come like that later." She looked down at me, eyes glinting. "I want my first orgasm with you to be from that cock," Beth panted, indicating my fully recovered member. "Fuck me, Al. Now!"
Apparently, my slugging percentage was going to remain 4.000...
It really did seem to be a pretty extreme way for two buddies to lighten up a study break. "Are you sure?" I asked Beth, but I was already rising up on my knees, and moving my cock toward where my face had just been.
"I didn't think I was going to be ready to go all the way tonight," she gasped, "but yeah. Yeah, I am very sure." To illustrate her commitment, Beth leaned forward and grasped my shaft, guiding me forward against her pussy.
I felt my head nestle into her soft, soaked pubes. With the most minor of twitches, Beth aligned me with her opening, and I automatically began to press into her. She groaned happily as I sank in, delving an inch or so in, then backing off just a fraction, before sinking in further.
"Holy shit, I'm going to be so full," Beth gasped to herself more than me as I pressed deeper into her tight confines. Her moist, hot embrace of my cock was deliriously nice as I kept working into her, taking my time.
I could just feel that orgasm she had delayed still quivering in her, waiting for release. It felt a bit like working with a ticking bomb, where any vigorous action by me might send her over the edge. I softly tugged her hips off the edge of the chair so I could keep delving deeper while still on my knees, hands happy to have even better access to grope her ass.
And I settled to a stop, just barely but completely inside her. I paused. "Ready?" I growled. That weird Male Instinct I had discovered was preening. Beth just rolled her hips against me and groaned wordlessly.
I retracted my length from her slowly, almost all the way. Then I sank back into her almost twice as fast. Then I did it again, even faster. In a few strokes, I was pistoning in and out as fast as I could manage. Beth's eyes widened at my sudden assault. She bit her lower lips for a moment.
Then the precipice that her nervous system had been clinging to since I finished going down on her... collapsed. Her body jerked, and she mewed like a cat—a loud, sexy cat. Her tight pussy clenched even harder on my shaft. I paused briefly to let the wave wash over her, but when she sagged just the slightest, I resumed my pounding as hard and fast as I could.
She came again, hands batting weakly at my chest as she did so. When her moans slowed, my thrusts did too. I was nowhere near coming myself, and I wanted to catch my breath and be a little selfish with my own enjoyment.
As I shifted to slower, shallower penetrations, Beth finally caught her breath. "Wow, Alistaire," she smiled with a gasp. "That was little bit nice!"
"Nice?" I grinned. "Well, I'm not done being 'nice'!"
"You are like this," Beth said, twisting in the chair, and dislodged me from inside her. I was a little shocked at my ejection for a moment. "Lie down," she commanded, then made the order moot as she shoved me almost roughly to my back on the floor. She collapsed on top of me and we were suddenly kissing once more. I rode the delay for the moment, and took the opportunity to get a good, thorough feel of her modest but delicious boobs. Their flesh bobbled in my grip and she crooned happily at my explorations.
But she was straddling me just about right, and I pushed my hips up underneath her, rubbing my dick against her wetness. Answering my entreaty, Beth reached down and grabbed my slick helmet in her fingers. She lifted her hips and guided me between her legs. I fit into her this time like a homing missile. I barely twitched my hips before Beth broke our kiss, sat upright, and smoothly sank down onto me, enveloping me once more inside of her.
I even managed to keep my hands on her tits while all that happened. In celebration, I tweaked her nipples softly. "Keep that up," she instructed, as she started to rise up and down on my pole.
"Oh fuck, this is good," I groaned as she rose and fell with gathering fervor.
I stopped pinching her nipples and transitioned to twirling circles around them with my fingertips. Her mounds were amazingly firm, and smooth, and were beginning to be beaded in a light sweat. With the frantic nature of her movements, I gave up trying to focus on her nipples, and simply clasped those boobs, fingers sinking into their flesh as Beth rode me.
At first, she seemed content to merely revel in the feel of taking me inside her over and over, but soon she was rocking back and forth and bending her hips differently with each stroke, until she found what she liked. When she did, she started going to town, each rise and fall now dragging her bud along the length of my prick.
What she was doing was sure as hell working for me too. My insides clenched harder and harder, and my balls, if humanly possible, felt more urgent than when she had blown me just a few minutes before. We had no condom, and I started to desperately look for an emergency exit plan, trapped beneath Beth as I was.
She sensed both my imminence and my worry. "We're... good. I've got an implant," she panted, clearly getting a little imminent again herself. "I want to feel you, ungh, fill me." Now she was banging up and down on me and I really felt urgent, trying to prolong the incredible experience by nothing but quickly shredding force of will.
When Beth start coming again, I just loudly growled, "Oh... Christ!" and emptied my lungs of air with the same involuntary urge with which my balls emptied themselves up my shaft and into Beth. It could not possibly have had the volume of that crazy blast I had put on her face before, but it still rushed into her with all the energy that simultaneously left my collapsing body.
And its arrival inside Beth seemed to pile a second orgasm onto her on top of the still ongoing first one that had triggered my ejaculation. She literally squealed and jerkily humped atop me, each movement getting smaller and faster until she just vibrated away on my suddenly, but slowly, collapsing cock.
I finally relinquished my possibly uncomfortable grip on her breasts, and pulled her down against me, kissing her once more, but softer now, in the afterglow.
This was definitely going to be complicated. And I could not give less of a shit about that.
—————
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THE ONE WITH CARLA
—————
"Come on, Peter, get the lead out!" I shouted encouragingly to the lanky freshman who was laboring down the back straightway on lap three of eight in the 3,000 meter JV race. Only the 4x400m relays (Varsity, Girls, and JV) were left after this race, and while we on varsity had already mathematically lost our meet, the JV still had a slim chance for the win... if Peter, or Timmy, who was ten yards behind Peter, could catch the fat kid from the other team just ahead of them. We had first and second in the bag already. A 1-2-3 sweep would tighten the score just enough that the relay would decide the match. If that fat kid held on for third, JV would lose before their pretty good relay team had their chance.
Peter was thin, weak, and lacked confidence. In other words, he was me as a freshman. Given that, Coach Parvis had secretly assigned him to me as my project back during Cross-Country season in the fall. Most days, I felt like it was a pretty hopeless assignment, but every now and then, Peter showed me some guts. Today needed to be of those times.
I'd have said more, but we are not allowed to run alongside racers and he had gone on too far to keep talking. Fortunately, Bridget was just past me on the track, waiting. The girls' meet was also already decided, except they had won theirs. Bridget was still a little blown from her own 3,000 meter race just before this one, but she knew the JV score, too. "Alright Peter," she said warmly, "I know you can do this." Jesus, Bridget, I thought. Kid has enough problems without you giving him a hard-on. "You don't need to catch him yet, just get back close enough to make him think!" She called out as Peter lumbered past.
"Come on, Phelps," I yelled at Timmy, as he ran along near me, now twenty yards behind Peter. "Peter needs you, get up there and push him." There were two things I knew for certain in the universe: Apples do not fall upward, and Timmy was as close to Peter now as he would be for the rest of the race.
Peter did not know it, but the entire meet hinged on him somehow finishing third, ahead of the fat kid. He should have known it, but he didn't. He had not yet learned to follow the overall score. I walked over to Bridget. We had a minute before the race came around to where we stood again.
"For the first time in his life," I observed, "Peter has an entire team's chances on his bony-ass little shoulders. Think he'll come through?"
"Hell if I know," shrugged Bridget, watching Peter come off the last turn, passing by three of his JV teammates and two varsity sprinters who were all cheering him on. "But he is getting that ultra cool experience of having a lot of teammates like you cheering him on intently like they never have before. Maybe he responds."
I privately thought that the more powerful motivation for Peter could be the girls like Charity McLain the sophomore pole vaulter, and Bridget herself, rather than old geezers like me. Whatever it would take.
By the fifth lap, I started to believe he was going to catch his prey. His form was good, and he had closed most of the distance. As he approached me, he looked me in the eyes and I made sure I showed confidence in mine. "When you catch him," I called out (not if, but when), "don't pass right away. Make him listen to your footsteps for a hundred yards."
Damned if, by the start of the bell lap, Peter had not caught the fat kid and was cruising along, breathing down his neck. His eyes met mine and I knew he hadn't passed yet because I had told him not to. Once he passed me and then Bridget, with 170 meters to go, he went for the power move and started to pass while still on the turn. And he did it. Hitting the straightaway, Peter had a full five yard lead.
But the fat kid had a kick in him, and Peter didn't. Our little freshman lost by ten feet, and with him, so did the whole JV team. He didn't know, thank goodness.
All he knew was that a bunch of Seniors, guys and even girls like Bridget, swung by to tell him he ran a great race. It really was a great race, too. The best he had ever run in his life, and we all had noticed.
It just hadn't been enough on that day.
We had a good team; smart and supportive. If we had had anything in the way of physical talent, we would have been a threat. I didn't know how things would be the next year. The potential leaders among the current juniors were mostly a bunch of douche nozzles.
So I just slapped Peter on the shoulder and dragged him to his feet by the hand. "Get up, asshole. There's no sitting in Track," I said good-naturedly and led him off to the backstretch to watch the relays, none of which mattered to the meet score anymore.
*
My buddies Adam and Tres had come up to watch most of the meet, but had already bailed to hit the dining room after the boys' varsity became mathematically out of it... the faithless punks. That left me to walk back to school with my track chicks, Bridget, Carla, and Beth.
Carla was walking along easily, loose and comfortable. She's a high jumper. They never get sore or tired—just pissed or elated. Bridget and I both had run two races and were sore as hell. Beth had won the 100 meter, stank up the 200 meter after a bad start, and had given the girl's relay team an insurmountable lead in the third leg of the 4x400. She was a little wobbly and characteristically disheveled.
We walked down the long, open hill from the isolated track down to main campus in companionable silence. Silence, at least, until they inevitably decided it was time to fuck with me.
Carla clapped my shoulder and drawled, "Hey! So when is our newly minted ladies' man going to hook up with a girl here at school?"
"Piss off, Carla," I growled, good-naturedly. It was still bizarre to find myself not being politely left out when the subject of dating came up among the four of us. "When did you last have a date?"
"Not since Christmas," Carla replied defiantly, tossing her long blonde ponytail. "That is why I'm hoping to live vicariously through your shenanigans... now that you have shenanigans, Alistaire!"
"Give him a break," Bridget said easily. "He can't screw two hot chicks every week."
"He should start with one, then," Carla replied, grinning.
"Can't argue with that," Beth chirped, looking at me. "Ready to ask out Sherri Stroheim, Alistaire?"
I silently looked at Beth, the image of her naked body humping up and down on my cock, her pretty, delicate tits bouncing wildly until she came like thunder Monday night, leapt into my mind--unbidden, but most welcome. She looked back at me blandly. "I am not going out with Sherri," I said sternly. "She's just not..." I cut my thought off. Too late.
"Oh my God," Bridget laughed. "Now he has standards. You would have drunk her bathwater just this winter, Alistaire, and you know it."
I blushed, but decided to own it. "I agree," I replied calmly. "But it has come to my attention since then that I can do better than Sherri."
Bridget rolled her eyes and shoved my shoulder, "Fuck off, you conceited douche."
It pleased me no end that none of the girls seemed to think in any way that I was wrong...
Still, I was more than tired of being the focus of all the hazing about dating. "How about you, Bridget," I asked, picking a random target that wasn't Beth. "Got a hot date lined up for this weekend?"
"Yes," Bridget said, leaving it at that.
"You didn't tell us!" Carla exclaimed.
"So, who ya gonna canoodle with during the movie?" Beth added.
Bridget muttered something none of us could make out.
"Peter?" Carla, who was closest to her, asked. "Freshmen are a little young for you, don't you..."
"Petra," Bridget corrected her. "I'm going with Petra."
Well, that brought conversation to a momentary halt.
Listen, Bridget liked dudes. The evidence was in and very clear on that front. But this would be Bridget's second date with Petra, the first having happened back in November. Was Bridget actually bi? Or was she just throwing Petra a bone? Or something in between?
My plan to take the focus off me had backfired. No one wanted to talk about Bridget and Petra. At least not with me around, I suddenly realized. I was just deciding to object to being left out of the interrogation when the three of them mutually agreed to return the subject to me.
"So, no date yet for you then, Alistaire?" Carla asked brightly.
"No," I said easily. "I haven't decided how I..."
"Ask Sherri. I'm telling you," Beth said.
"Not. Sherri."
"Fine then," Beth laughed. "If she isn't up to your standards, try Sara Eriksen then, for all I care!"
That brought me up short. Sara was up to my standards. Sara was up to Brad Pitt's standards. With her willowy body, round hips, broad shoulders, naturally viking blonde hair, and big, bouncy tits that she invariably refused to encase in a bra, I was sure that Sara was the number one student instigator of nocturnal emissions among the school's population. But the image of her in my mind wasn't what brought me up short. I paused because I realized that I was thinking about it... thinking about it like it was even a remote possibility.
I shook my head, and, remembering her boyfriend Davis, running back and first baseman, I replied, "Nahh. I like my teeth where they are."
We all walked along for several strides after that before Carla leaned in close to Bridget. I could nevertheless hear her when she muttered, "Jesus fucking Christ, Al actually just thought about going for Sara." If I heard her, Beth did too. And all three of them just walked quietly after that.
I suddenly realized something that I had always known, but never really thought about. I had somehow accidentally lucked into having three of the best-looking girls at my school as close friends. None of them were Sara Eriksen, but they were all more than just a little hot. Maybe that was why I'd never been bullied as much as you otherwise, as I otherwise, would have expected. Did guys lay off me to avoid hurting their chances with my friends? Or did I get more respect than I realized for just hanging out with such a large portion of the good-looking girls at school?
"I still think..." Beth began at last.
"No," I said. I looked her in the eye and flared my nostrils once, twice, three times. I was imagining the scent of her pussy in my mind, and I could tell she knew it.
"Well, I'm running on ahead," Beth said, flipping her dark hair. "I'm starving and I need a shower before dinner, or they will throw me out of the dining hall." With that, she ran from my gaze. I was happy to watch that ass as it retreated.
After a moment, Bridget mused, "Maybe you should ask Jenn."
Jenn Potter was a girl whose cute face was marred by a constant struggle with acne, but still was attractive as hell. Her top notch rack didn't hurt there... I was struck by the realization that I was actually confident that if I made play for her, I could probably have her. Who the fuck was I?
"That's not a bad idea..." I thought out loud.
*
After practice the next day, I got hung up talking to Coach Parvis, first about Peter, then mostly about me and my own times. Coach continued to insist that I should not be peaking out as a runner yet, I had it in me to shave more seconds off my times. Inwardly, I wished Coach would point out where these hidden seconds were located, because I sure as hell could not find them. Outwardly, I listened politely, and wished he was right.
After a last clap on my shoulder, Coach head for his car, and I started walking back toward school from the far end of the track. As I went, I passed the high jump pit, where Carla was still trying to break five feet.
"I'd like just a few more tries," Carla was saying to Mrs. Fletcher, the coach. "I just have to get the feel for the takeoff."
"I agree, Carla. You are almost there. But I have to go. I have duty tonight," the silver haired assistant dean said. "And I can't leave you here jumping by yourself."
"I'll stick around, Dean Fletcher," I said, turning from my path. "I know how to put the bar back up after Carla crashes into it."
"Your faith in me is inspiring," Carla said. "But I do appreciate it, Alistaire."
"All right then. Just remember to cover the pad before you leave, and lock the chairs on top so morons don't go jumping on it for giggles," Mrs. Fletcher said, turning to go. "Oh," she added, stopping, "what is with the 'Alistaire' thing? Should I be calling you by a new identity for some reason, Al?"
"Ah... no," I said hurriedly.
"It's just an inside joke," Carla said with a smile. She turned to try again at her white whale of a height, and the dean ambled off, already reading and replying to emails on her phone.
Carla grimaced at the bar and took off toward it in her loping gait, gaining speed with each step. She curved up to the bar, and at the last moment twisted, her tall, slender form curving in a graceful arch up into the air... and into the bar. She bounced back up and went back to set up again as I retrieved and replaced the bar.
This time, she narrowed her eyes to a piercing focus and dashed forward, her body soared up in an even more beautiful arch... and this time she came down on top of the pole. She winced at the impact and swore loudly at the failure.
Carla was damned tall, almost as tall as me, and her delicately muscled body was like a steel spring. She was certain that she could do this height. I agreed.
"Come on, Carla," I said encouragingly. "Just a little harder push off and you will have it, right?"
Carla just screamed. "Who the fuck are you, man?" she added in frustration, taking me aback. She advanced on me, "Look, until this spring, you have always been this great friend, who was funny, smart, and knew your limitations. Now, you are this god-damned force of nature, who thinks he can do anything if he just decides he is going do it. You even had Peter believing in that yesterday. Kid had no business running that guy down from as far back as he was."
"He still lost," I replied crankily.
"He was fifty yards back and was fading when you started getting your teeth into him. He lost well."
"There were lots of people cheering him on. Not just me."
"Yes, Alistaire," Carla said quietly, "but you were the only one who he was listening to."
What was her problem, and where was Carla getting this from? "Well, if I'm Knute Rockne," I said, putting the bar back up, "then listen to me and find a way to push off just a little harder this time."
She stared at me. "You do realize that I'm clearing the height with every one of these jumps, right?"
"The bar I keep putting back up says otherwise."
"No, it doesn't. I'm making the height—I'm just doing it too soon or too late. I don't have to fix the height, but the position of my jump. Look," she said, turning sideways to me. Then she leaned her legs forward and her shoulders back, her long legs and slender torso bending into an incredibly flexible backward curve that looked like three-quarters of a circle. Standing there, in that arresting arch, she went on. "I just need to make sure the top of my arch forms right over the bar. When I do, I'll roll right over."
I realized I was staring at her, somehow holding that bend. I shook my head and said, "Got it. Thanks. So what can I do to help?"
Carla just flowed back upright and shook her head again. "And there is that change again. I tell you that you are being an ass, and you just listen, say okay, and reset."
"I've always been ready to listen to you guys when we argued."
"Yes, but before you were malleable—easily pushed into thinking differently. Now you are so self-confident, you don't even feel threatened by being corrected. But if you still disagreed with me, you would push back now."
"Malleable?" I didn't know where that word had come from, but I didn't like it.
"Accommodating. Whatever," Carla said dismissively. "My point is that most guys do not take correction from a girl very well. Fuck, the last guy I dated didn't even take a simple 'no' very well." There was the slightest of quavers in her voice that told me instantly what she was implying there. Quickly, before she could clam up, I asked, "Just who was your last date?"
Carla just looked at me, breathing heavily. "And there. It is. Again! You are the same guy, Alistaire, but totally different."
"Explain," I said, already cursing myself for letting us get off the subject of this guy's identity.
"Okay," Carla said, being to prowl around the paved run-up apron in front of me and the huge cushion that formed the high jump pit. "First of all, I would have never felt the urge to tell the old you about that situation at all, even as obliquely as I did just now, but if I had, you'd have been understanding and supportive."
"And now I'm not?" I objected hotly.
"No! Of course you are that. But you are not primarily that any more," Carla said, flushing a little. She barked a short laugh, almost a cough. "Look dude, you should have seen your face just now when you asked who he was. You were like a wolf for a second there. You were ready to sally forth and literally go kick his ass."
I was still ready to sally forth and kick his ass, if only she would tell me his name.
"It's the before and after," she went on. "Before, Good Old Al was comfortable and unthreatening. Now, the new Alistair makes me feel safe. No... Alistair does not make me feel safe at all, but he makes me feel safe from the rest of the world."
"Wait, I somehow make you feel unsafe now?"
"You really don't make me feel safe, Alistaire. No, you don't," Carla said quietly, eyes cast down. Then she looked up into my eyes and added, "And I really, really like that."
So intent was I on what she had been saying, I hadn't quite realized that her restless prowling had brought her close to me. As she finished speaking, she took a last step straight forward and I found her standing right in front of me, probably less than a foot away.
Oh boy. Was this about to get complicated?
Prior to spring break, I had basically always avoided being physically near any girl, much less this close and staring into her eyes while I was there. But since my world had warped into unrecognizability, all the girls I had been near, deliciously near, had been a little or even a lot shorter than me.
Carla was really tall for a girl, both of us were over six feet. I found myself looking into a pair of eyes at almost, well, eye level, instead of looking downward. It was a new sensation, and I felt myself responding to it. I was also responding to the things she had said about me. She had called me malleable, which I had bristled at, but also inspirational, which seemed over the top for what I deserved.
And this not safe shit was weird. I wanted to be hurt but... Oh man, was that new Male Instinct saying, Damned Straight? It was.
Then Carla rested her hand on my forearm and kissed me tentatively.



Yep. Things were going to get complicated.
I kissed her back, briefly but fiercely, to let her know my attraction, but I pulled back quickly. Quickly, but not far. "This, um, this could be a bad idea," I said hesitantly.
Carla flushed a little and shook her head as if to clear it. "Yeah, that is just occurring to me, too."
I quivered a bit with both relief and disappointment, and I let my arms, which had been slowly reaching for her of their own volition, start to drop back to my side. But Carla re-tightened her grip on my forearm, matching the grasp on our other side.
"But listen, it is absolutely not a bad idea. It is just... complicated," Carla said, echoing Beth's and my exact conversation a few days before, in similar circumstances... which made this even more complicated. "It's not like we are going to fall in love or anything. Right? Please? Because I don't need that, and neither do you. And we sure as hell don't need the four-alarm freak out that Beth and Bridget would have if we so much as went on a date or anything. But..." she went on, drifting forward a little bit to place the entire delicious length of her body in just the barest contact with mine. She kissed me lightly again, but then tilted her head back quickly. She left her body in that tantalizing contact with mine, however.
"But nobody has to know everything... they don't have to know anything that we, um..."
I kissed her this time. I couldn't help myself. Her suddenly displayed desire was turning me on, as was her proximity, and especially her delicious, willowy form. Carla was thin, in addition to tall, and you would be forgiven for dismissing her figure as 'boyish', if you weren't paying attention. But I saw her all the time in shorts and tank tops, or in those amazing yoga pants she liked to wear to class. Her wispy contours and her unconscious grace in movement were all woman, especially in the last year as she had almost imperceptibly grown into her body.
But while she knew she was talking about a complicated situation, she had no idea how complicated it would be for me! I tried to marshal my thoughts in the headwinds of Carla's proximity, and the still tentative brush of her lips against mine.
But I had already fucked Beth. And I fully intended to do that again, with gusto, at the earliest opportunity. And Beth and I had agreed to keep that fact from Carla and Bridget, so things would not change between the four of us.
Now, here was Carla, with much less apparent premeditation on her part than Beth, proposing essentially the same arrangement. I mean, I didn't want to be completely presumptuous, so I did not know if Carla was interested in actual intercourse or not, but it was pretty clear from context that she was definitely down to get at least close.
I couldn't tell if I was in Heaven, or Hell.
If I was having sex with Beth, in an explicitly non-monogamous context, and not telling Carla, while having sex with Carla, also non-monogamously, and not telling Beth, was I cheating on them both? Or neither? My day-to-day mind told me I might be contemplating being a cheater, even though I would be adhering to the literal rules of each relationship. My desires, especially at that moment, were being very persuasive on the other side of the debate—I would not be cheating.
My Male Instincts were quite insistent on the proposition of, 'Who the fuck cares? Do her. Now!'
All parts of my mind shied away from the question of whether, if Bridget should ever find out about the whole thing, any of us, even Beth, would be fast enough to make it out of the area before Bridget murdered us all for not telling her.
Through this whole inconclusive thought process, I was still lightly kissing Carla. But I think she felt my conflict, though likely not what it was over. "I'm sorry," she said softly, against my lips.
"What for?" I asked, but I did not seek to instantly re-assert our kiss.
"For coming on like this, out of nowhere," she said, her words rushing. "It must be disorienting. We are friends, right? It's disorienting to me too. I... I sure didn't plan this. Ten minutes ago... Hell, five minutes ago, I had no idea that I was going to give in and just hit on you like I've been wanting to lately. And... and... I mean, I know I'm not some voluptuous chick like the... and here I am throwing myself at you like I'm a bigger slut than..."
My hands snapped up, grabbing her wrists hard. I tugged her forearms up and ever so slightly to the side, cutting off the flow of her words. I legit glared at her. "You. Are. Not. A. Slut," I said with a ferocity that surprised me and seemed to shock her. "Don't ever say that. Ever." I took an angry breath. "And as for how desirable you are, come on, Carla! You, and all you've been saying, and your beautiful face, with its, fuck, with its cute god-damned nose, and... and that... that insanely flexible, tall, and... gravity-defying body of yours, don't you realize how fucking hard you've got me right now?" I shook her wrists a little in frustration. Part of my frustration was outright sexual, of course. It was hard to hold myself back at that moment. But more of it was with myself. How could I have allowed anything I was involved in to lead this girl, this magnificent friend of mine, to say or feel such terrible things about herself?
"I mean, really?" I went on, trying to lift the mood. "You've been pressing against my crotch for a while now, surly you feel it," I insisted, pressing my hips even harder against her in illustration. Carla just moaned a little.
"There it is," Carla breathed, disengaging her wrists from my grasp, and dangling her arms over my shoulders from a high angle that I had never felt before. "There's that 'not safe' feeling I'm craving so hard," she murmured. We were standing right beside the pit, knees practically brushing the high, red, foam-stuffed cushion.
Carla's hold on me with her arms tightened just a bit and she turned to fall backward onto the firm surface of the pit, pulling me down on top of her. We bounced down atop it, two lanky, almost gangly, tall people, falling in a tangle of long limbs. It probably looked ridiculous, but it felt sexy as hell.
And there was no one to see how ridiculous we might have looked.
I let my weight sink fully down on Carla, pressing her into a cushion designed to safely catch bodies falling from a height. I let the hard ridge of my cock press firmly into her abdomen, throbbing with eagerness. And I kissed her. No hesitancy, nor gentleness this time. My head was pressing the back of hers into the foam, my mouth forcing both our lips apart and I mined her mouth with my tongue.
I realized that this hunger was what she wanted, at least from me. If this was the 'not safe' feeling she desired, I would give it to her. I would 'take her'. And, oh man, was I going to enjoy myself.
At least, unless she ever said, 'no'.
I moved my mouth downward to devour her amazingly long, slender, unblemished neck with kisses, licks, and even a little bite or two. I had to restrain myself for trying to give my first hickey, since one of those would definitely blow up the whole 'keep this a secret' portion of this wonderful program.
"Ohhhhh," Carla groaned. "Where the fuck can we go?"
"Go?" I asked dismissively. "Nowhere," I answered, and kept pressing my weight upon her, restoring my licks to her neck. There was so much gorgeous neck to attend to.
"Nowhere?" Carla squawked forcefully, reminding me that my 'ravaging' of her was just role-play. This girl's mind and body would always be her own. "Look mister, in case I have not made my agenda clear, I. Want. To. Fuck. You. And I'd like to do that now, if we can find somewhere. And before you go all full idiot on me again, I am not getting naked and making the beast with two backs with you out here, in the middle of the track, in broad daylight!"
I sighed and rolled off of Carla, to a small sound of disappointment from her. I sat up and said, "Look around." Yet another new discovery that day was that even my Male Instinct in full flower was no match for my innate affection for explaining my own (allegedly) brilliant thought processes. I pulled Carla up into a seated position beside me, wrapping an arm acquisitively around her waist.
"Yes, we are out in the open. But practice is just over, and everyone is gone. There is no reason for anyone to wander all the way back up here now, especially so close to dinner. Moreover, we can see all the way down to school, if someone did start back up toward us. And we are not in the middle of the track, we are over here to the side, against the undergrowth and the trees. We won't show up from a distance. Have you ever seen the pit when you were walking up here, until you reached the track itself? No. You haven't."
I leaned over toward her and leered, "Hell, even sound doesn't carry very far from around here."
Carla looked silently at the terrain, matching it to my, admittedly self-interested, analysis. "You make a compelling argument," she said slowly. Then she turned to me and grinned. "So compelling, in fact, I think I'm going to suck your cock now!" With that she playfully shoved me backward onto the firm surface of the pit. With a lunge, Carla grabbed for my shorts, tugging at the waistband. I lifted my hips to let her slide them off me, and I took that opportunity to shift back so even my feet were fully on the pit.
In a couple of weeks, I had gone from near paralysis when simply near pretty girls, to not even thinking about it when I helped them take off my clothes.
Carla followed me, crawling fully onto the mat and looking up down on me and my throbbing erection, uncomfortably contained in my jock. "Damn, Alistaire," she murmured. Carefully, almost cautiously, she tugged the thick waistband and uncomfortably constricting fabric pouch free of my painfully purple erection. It rose, happy to be free, and Carla said, "Seriously! You did not lie," as she tugged the jock free.
Yep, having women act like they were making a visit to Hagia Sofia whenever they first saw my cock was never, ever, ever going to get old.
But Carla's reaction was really less surprise, and more eagerness. I let it twitch as she reached for it, and she almost giggled. Then she gently circled the base of my shaft with her hand and bent immediately to drag her tongue, drenched in saliva, up my length.
"Oh, fuck..." was all I could articulate. Looking down, I could see that Carla's tongue, like pretty much everything else about her, was long. It was also flexible and coordinated, as she soon demonstrated by the way she circled it around my helmet. I soon was collapsed on my back on the pit, melding with the cushioning as Carla worked her lips and tongue over my entire cock, front, back, and sides.
As she got lower, she shifted the gentle grip of her hand from the base up to just under my glans, leaving her access to kiss around the very base of my shaft.
"Oh fuck," I groaned yet again, for about the millionth time. "Damn, Carla. I thought you wanted to be an architect, not a surveyor!"
"What?" Carla chuckled distractedly.
"It's like you are mapping every square inch of me."
"Maybe I am. There is a lot to map," she smirked. Then she leaned even lower and blew on my balls. My vocabulary shrunk back down to just 'oh', and 'fuck'. Then she slid her lips around one ball, first sucking gently on it, then humming a tune I did not quite recognize.
To say I was primed was an understatement, and Carla knew it. She let my testicle slip from her mouth and she rose to let copious saliva drip from her mouth into the palm of her hand. Then she took those sopping fingers, wrapped them around me once more and, for the first time, started stroking my length. Her grip was perfect, not too tight or too soft, and her fingers slid easily over the soft skin, stretched to the limit over my cock.
With a grin up at me, Carla bent over the side of me and took several inches of my cock between her lips without pre-amble. Her lips clamped down on me, and her tongue cradled my head within her mouth. I groaned even harder at this, then even harder still as she bobbed up and down, sliding me in and out between the embrace of her lips.
To this point, I had been amazed at each oral experience I had had. As far as I had believed, each girl was an artist. But I was suddenly realizing that skills varied here too. And Carla's, when it came to sucking my cock, were Next Level.
Soon, I felt myself being taken deeper and deeper into her mouth with each pump. Even when I felt myself brush the back of her throat, there was no gagging. At least not at first. I thought my cock might have actually been starting to go down into her god-damned throat, when she finally gagged. She slid all of me free from her lips, leaving them pursed in concentration.
"It's... okay..." I gasped. "It's not..." Carla just waved me off. Never relinquishing her grip on my shaft, or the slow pumping of that grip, she just shifted around on the pit beside me. Now on her hands and knees, she crawled around into position so that her knees were beside my shoulders, with the rest of her facing down toward my cock, parallel to its straining length..
"This'll do it," Carla muttered to herself, and leaned forward to swiftly slide her mouth over my cock again. She released my shaft and placed both hands on my narrow hips, her whole body now moving to bob her mouth up and down my dick. I felt her take a bit more of me into her with each slide, just as she had before. But this time, when I felt myself bumping against the back of her throat, her position let her just slide me easily past and down.
I was barely able to keep from growling at the absolute top of my lungs as I suddenly realized that that was her nose down there, brushing my balls! I lifted my head enough to stare down at her. Her usually elegant neck looked almost fat, and I realized that that was my entire fucking cock inside her, visibly stretching out her throat!
I wasn't sure how I wasn't just pouring cum out everywhere already. But I was beginning to learn how not to instantly pop when some gorgeous girl did something amazing to me by now. And Carla was quite clearly in no hurry to rush me. I was being expertly tortured, and she hadn't even asked me any questions...
But her tight, little, round ass was right there beside me, with her long, lithe thighs next to my shoulder. And then there was what was between those thighs...
I reached up awkwardly and tugged her black Adidas running shorts down her legs, revealing a canary yellow pair of Victoria's Secret athletic panties with a black waistband, clinging to her ass. They looked incredibly sexy, but they had to go, too. I tugged at that waist band, and they slid with difficulty down her thighs to her knees, along with the shorts.
Careful not to choke herself on my dick as she did so, Carla lifted first one knee, then the other to let the garment slide free. As the second leg was lifted to shed its currently unwanted fetter, I realized that it could just as easily come back down on the other side of my head...
With a tug, I dragged her leg over my head, and now she was kneeling over me, giving me a view straight up to her utterly shaven pussy. It was smooth as silk, and the slit glistened with gooey goodness. I kissed the inside of her thigh hungrily.
Below, I felt my cock slowly being drawn out of Carla's throat, its progress smooth, deliberate, and uninterrupted except for a tiny hiccup when I assume my head bumped over the entrance to her windpipe. There was a lot to remove, but when I was free, Carla gasped happily and turned to look back and down at me. "So, you are really going to do this now, huh?" she breathed, sucking in suddenly unconstricted breaths.
She let her knees spread a little, lowering her crotch to just within reach of my face. I lifted up and caressed her tight but wet slit with my tongue. "You don't, umn, get to have... all the fun," I murmured between probes.
"Oh wow," she grunted, then grabbed my cock and lifted it to her mouth again. She mouthed over the head for a moment, then stopped, freeing it from her lips again one last time, just long enough to say, "And oh yeah, finally a guy tall enough to make this work!" With that, Carla began inexorably reinserting my dick into her throat once more.
The pleasure from that oral embrace suffused my body, upward to my mouth, where it met a wave of satisfaction as I began to delve my own tongue well into Carla's pussy. Her wet confines of course tasted delicious in their own, unique way, but I was surprised by how weak her aroma was. What there was of it was lovely, but its essential absence seemed to add a deliciously disorienting difference to that day.
Carla groaned as I pierced into her pussy with my tongue, then her hips bucked as I flicked out and brushed her clit, accidentally at first. In no time, she lost the patience that she had so far displayed, and began to work vigorously to spiral my arousal upwards. Her bobbing increased in rate, and my head shrieked in pleasure as it caressed the inside of her throat.
There was nothing accidental about how I now addressed her clitoris in response. She moaned involuntarily, and my cock sang in response to those vibrations. It was like we were suddenly in a feedback loop... a delicious, fast-constricting loop.
And then I was suddenly at a boil. I pulled my mouth desperately from her snatch, and gasped out, "I'm gonna... Oh God! Carla, I'm going to..." I tried to buck my hips back to free myself so I didn't come inside her throat, but Carla just kept me firmly impaling her face, the only change being her hands, that were bracing her against my hips, slid swiftly forward, so her fingertips could tickle my balls.
I had no chance, and I flooded Carla's esophagus with jizz in a single deluge of ejaculatory excess. I heard her swallow it. I felt it. I felt her swallowing motion stroke my cock inside her throat. I would have come instantly, had I not been literally finishing doing just that. My head collapsed back momentarily, and my hips sagged into the cushion.
Carla swallowed again, and smoothly rose up, letting my cock slip from her throat, then lips. Carla gasped and coughed, but in no distress. "Wow," she murmured as she straightened up over me.
She was saying, 'wow'?!? I was just hoping that we could find the top of my head when this was all over...
But as she straightened up on her knees, Carla's shifting weight pressed her deeper into the pit, lowering her labia much closer to my face. My whole body, even my tongue, still quivering, I dove back to my reciprocal task with delight.
Every time my tongue contacted her clit, I heard and felt a shiver of arousal. Since I too had no need to prolong this particular part of our activities, I unleashed a full-scale assault on that glorious little bud. Each stroke of my tongue got a louder gasp of joy. I felt those little gasps build up on each other, and when I guessed that she was right on the crest of release, I jammed my tongue back deep inside her.
I appeared to have timed it right, as she cried out in a strange, voiceless gasp. Above my eyes, beyond the tight, tiny little cheeks of her ass, I could see her back arching backward almost violently, the delicate but powerful muscles writhing beneath the skin.
After a moment of that delirious rictus, Carla almost fling herself off me, rolling across the pit until she came to rest, curled up in a fetal position, quivering. I struggled up on an elbow and just enjoyed watching the aftershocks run through her. But as they slowed, I crawled over to her.
Peeling her head from between her knees, I kissed her. I did it gently, and comprehensively, though with no tongue. She responded eagerly, but then jerked away, wiping first her own lips, then daubed at my face with the heel of her palm. "Ach!" Carla exclaimed, not quite in disgust. "I can't believe I'm kissing you with so much of my own juices all over your mouth!"



"Hey! I just kissed you right after you blew me," I protested happily. "Though, to be honest, I did not taste much in your mouth..."
"That is because you came right down my throat," Carla laughed, still wiping at my face. "I didn't get to taste anything either." She giggled. "The next time we do this, I hope you don't mind if I have to come in my mouth, not my throat. I want to taste it."
"Nothing about that sentence is anything but awesome," I grinned.
"But forget next time," Carla said, kissing me again, juices be damned. "As soon as you are ready, I want that serious fucking I begged for earlier."
"Then I guess that you are going to get what you want," I said, rolling over on top of her. I was too turned on by having my first sixty-nine, outside, with Carla, to have gone soft, even a little.
She reached between us and grasped still very hard cock. "Already?" she gasped. "Are you human?"
"I'm just really, really turned on," I murmured.
I shifted between her legs and pressed my dick against her. She was still swollen and utterly soaked from my ministrations just a few minutes before. My head slipped into her easily, and with a roar of exaltation, I drove myself into her, delving into her in a single, mighty, agonizingly slow stroke.
"Oh my God!" Carla moaned loudly as I slid home, pubes tickling against her clit.
I immediately began pumping into her, as firmly as I could. I looked down at her below me as I thrust. "I... am hard as, unh, a rock for you," I gritted through my teeth. "But after you... made me come, oh God, so hard before, urngg, I doubt I'll be... coming anytime soon. So you... are just going to have to, urgh, take this for a while!" I grunted loudly with each thrust now, giving her the taste of Not Safe Alistaire that she (and I) had wanted earlier. The brightness in her eyes as she looked up at me told me it was the right call.
I settled into a rhythm, realizing that I had not been joking, and my balls really were going to take a lot longer to answer the bell again than my shaft was already doing. Like this was a distance race, I had to hit a stride and conserve my strength. And we distance runners had had to run thirty-five 200 meter intervals during practice earlier. For the first time, I realized that basic physical endurance could actually be an issue in sex. I'm in shape. I'm in really good shape. But Carla was going to test my aerobic conditioning.
After a moment of woolgathering about lung capacity and energy reserves, I realized that we both still had our shirts on. I pulled my knees upward, letting me swing upright while still driving into Carla, and yanked my shirt over my head. I was outside, in broad daylight, getting laid. Bare-assed naked, except for my sneakers...
I leaned forward again, still on my knees, and tugged upward on Carla's tank top. She rolled a bit below me to help me work it off. I looked down at her, wearing nothing but a yellow Victoria's Secret jog bra that matched her panties discarded beside us on the pit while I drove into her.
Now listen, Carla is beautiful, but she is scarcely endowed at all. Her breasts, like all her other curves, are more whispers than shouts. Yet she always wore either sports, or some other fairly bulky and obvious, bras. I did not know why, I just knew I wanted this particular sports bra gone. Carla seemed to shrug at my eagerness, but she happily worked with my to tug the thing up and off over her shoulders.
And then I knew why she always wore thick, bulky bras. Her mammary flesh may have been non-existent beyond just a gentle swell, but her nipples... Her round, almost strawberry pink aureoles were so puffed up they were like cones, and her nipples jutted above the tips like flag poles. One chilly breeze, and you would have seen her nipples from space without lots of lycra or heavy padding to hide them.
I just stared at them as I thrust. Then I gently grabbed one of her legs and lifted it. With Carla's flexibility, it rose easily, and I lay the back of it flat against my chest, her ankle waving near my ear as I continued to relentlessly pound her. Then I lifted the other leg to match it. I rose up onto my knees, pulling her hips upward as I rose, allowing me to just keep driving into her, joyously.
I reached down, around her slender legs, and stretched my fingers toward those insane nipples. Carla was just grooving, eyes closed, letting me ride her happily. I reached out with both index fingers and stroked those nipples simultaneously. Her eyes shot open, and she gasped happily.
Wow. These were far and away the most sensitive nipples that I had encountered in my increasingly less limited experience. Carla's eyes gleamed and she growled, "Touch them..." That had been my idea all along, so I was happy to oblige. I grasped one nipple, pinching it eagerly but softly, and let my middle fingertip trace an idle circle around the other aureole.
I may have been moving idly, feeling my loins begin to fully recover only now, but my attention to her nipples now had Carla anything but looking relaxed. My leaning forward against the backs of her legs had changed my position, and for the better for her. That, combined with the jolts my fingers were sending to her brain through her super-sensitive nipples, and she was a minute later just groaning with rising pleasure. She had been happy before, but now her body was asserting itself against her mind. She breathed more shallowly, and moaned with each new way I found to touch her fascinating little nipples.
I wanted to watch her. I had a perfect view of her face, and I wanted to see it contort in orgasmic release. More than one, if I could manage it.
"Come for me," I gasped in a demanding tone. "Do it!" I practically commanded. I really had zero experience in being super assertive, but that was what Carla wanted, and every time I gave her what she wanted, she repaid me in spades, so I was going to try. So I basically just growled out a demand for whatever I inwardly wanted to beg for. It seemed to work.
And it did here too. I made my strokes as long as I could, pulling further out with each swing of my hips, and that also seemed to touch the right points inside Carla. Those super long strokes were honestly starting to exhaust me a little, but fortunately, I didn't have to keep it up long. In moments, Carla was flailing her head back and forth and grunting like an animal. Then her fists pounded down on the pit cushion beside her. Her hips jerked even higher upward, and every muscle in her body seemed to start to spasm... especially the ones wrapped around my cock, which most definitely enjoyed the sensation of her clenching and rolling herself around me. Her face was illuminated from within by passionate release. It was glorious. Each wave of release was glorious.
The strength went out of Carla's legs. I sank back down a little, then let one of those fabulous, lithesome legs droop off my shoulder to flop down beside me on the pit. It curled almost absently around and over my still kneeling leg. Now I wrapped my arms around her remaining leg that I kept against my chest.
"Oh God, Alistaire," Carla gasped, smiling crookedly. "This is so good, but it is wearing me out. And you look beat. Please tell me you are going to come."
I was indeed getting exhausted too, but fortunately the combination of watching her face as she came, feeling her body as she did so, and mostly my delicious hammering into this wonderful waif like I was a stallion had me indeed fully reloaded.
"I'm getting there," I panted. "Where... where do I... do I pull out?"
"Fuck me," Carla growled. "I've been on the pill, like, forever. The doc put me on it a long time ago to control my cramps."
I shied away from my usual habit of asking questions whenever I hear something I'd never known about before, and I had never heard of the pill doing anything useful beyond preventing pregnancy. But right now, I really did not need to discuss menstruation. I clutched at Carla's leg like a sailor lashed to a mast in a violent storm and let myself go. In but a few more thrusts, I felt a powerful surge. I buried myself as deeply as I could within her, and felt my floodgates loose. I practically moaned my lungs out as waves of warmth surged out of my cock and deep into Carla. I shivered with release, gasping for air. I almost automatically managed one more mighty thrust, and that was enough. Carla had sagged bonelessly beneath me as I started to come, but my final thrusts, combined with the flood of cum that I hosed into her, ripped a final wave of pleasure from her loins in response.
I rolled off of her, or more accurately, I collapsed. My dick sure as hell wasn't holding its erection this time, and it shrank like a popped ballon. I felt like I was melding into the welcoming, firm cushion of the pit. Oh man, did I feel good. Exhausted but good.
Suddenly, I felt Carla poke me. "Wake up, you jerk! We won't see anyone coming toward us if we are fucking asleep!"
"I wasn't asleep," I said, in confusion.
"You were snoring," Carla laughed. "And before you think I'm being superior, your snoring is what woke me up! Come on, we are going to miss dinner."
I groaned and sat up, looking for my clothes. We dressed swiftly, and started to head down to school. Then we had to turn around and go back to pile folding chairs on the pit and cover it up. You just didn't want people coming up here and horsing around with unauthorized shenanigans on the high jump pit...
"We really are late now, and we both have to shower before we go to the dining hall, or the whole school will smell what we've been up to," Carla opined. I knew she was right, and thanked her for the realization. People often hit the dining hall on cafeteria nights without showering after practice. I might have unthinkingly done the same.
Had I sat down next to, say, Bridget, smelling like I did right then... I shuddered.
"It is seriously late," said Carla. "Come on, Mr. Runner. I'll race you!"
"You have got to be kidding me," I shouted balefully as she ran off ahead of me.
—————
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THE ONE WITH CARLA AND BETH
—————
"If you are not going to make a run at Jenn Potter, how about Poppy Fields?" Bridget asked me as she caught up to Ben and me. She had gotten hung up in the dining hall after lunch, but we were all heading toward the library for D&D. We usually always played in Adam's room, since he had one of the cool, weird ones with the big bay windows that had room for all of us to spread out. But Adam's roommate Lester had some serious homework and had banned us that afternoon. No one cares about spring term senior grades... except Lester's mom. And Calculus was kicking Lester's ass.
"What is it with all of you?" I grumbled exasperatedly, including not only Ben and Bridget, but my other male and female friends at school.
"You are our friend," Bridget shrugged.
"And you have clearly learned the Secrets of the Girliverse," intoned Ben sonorously. "It is time to use them."
Bridget snorted.
"Seriously," Ben went on. "We are all wondering what will happen in the general populace's minds if you were to actually have a date here, much less if you keep up that 'slugging percentage' of four thousand. Hell, I'm wondering what it would do to my perceptions, if you managed to get laid here at school."
"Oh, so I am a sociological experiment for you?" I snarked.
"Well, you are also my friend. And everybody wants to see their friends get laid," added Ben, nobly.
"Listen Ben, the perceptions of Alistaire are already changing here," Bridget observed thoughtfully. "You've seen it, haven't you, Alistaire?" she asked me.
"What do you mean?" I temporized. I had, in fact, seen changes in the way people interacted with me, but I was curious to hear Bridget's thoughts.
"Yeah," Ben agreed. "Tell us what you mean."
"He is a subject of conversation now," Bridget said to Ben. "Not like the Talk of the Town or anything, but suddenly, Alistaire gets mentioned in idle conversation, just like other good-looking guys. And you even get asked about occasionally," she added, turning to me. "Not like, active interest, but in the same way I get asked about Beth, or Carla, or... I dunno, Freida. Never happened before."
"Well," Ben said immediately, but very slowly. "I guess I do see one huge change... Bridget suddenly thinks you are good-looking, Al." And then he danced out of Bridget's reach as she swatted at him. That was good, because it kept either of them from catching my blush. I had heard that, too.
When Bridget and Ben calmed down, they returned to the subject of me. "But why have things changed here if no one knows anything?" Ben insisted. "Here at school, only the six of us have a clue that anything happened at all with Al."
"Maybe it is the way you guys' perceptions of me have changed, and other people are picking up that vibe," I contributed. This whole conversation was irritating, and uncomfortable on a host of fronts, but it was also interesting. I can't resist an interesting discussion. Also, I knew I still had so damned much to learn, and anything that might increase my sexual opportunities, now that I had sexual opportunities, was a big priority.
"No, it's you," Bridget said. "I don't think you have any idea how differently you are acting suddenly."
"Al is still Al," scoffed Ben.
"He is to us," Bridget replied. "No, even to us, Al is now Alistaire."
"I am not buying into your crazy name change schtick," Ben chuckled firmly. "He's Al." God Bless You, Ben.
"Carla's little joke is spreading, you know," Bridget said with an evil grin. "It's not just us. Other girls have started using the name, too. Hell, even Ms. Green called him Alistaire in the hall yesterday," she laughed.
"Oooh!" Ben said, wide eyed. He elbowed me. "Maybe you should just hit that!" he chuckled, referring to the 24 year-old rookie teacher who was, honestly, a walking wet-dream.
I just shook my head, but didn't smack him or anything. I'll admit, I didn't hit Ben because I was too busy visualizing Ms. Green tits. There was the after graduation party... The faculty all came to that. It was also explicitly designed to be the first time we all interacted together as adults, not students and teachers...
I'd be a fucking legend.
I realized that we had all stopped walking.
Ben and Bridget were looking at each other.
"My God," Ben said to Bridget. "I think he is trying to work out in his head how to actually nail Ms. Green!"
"Christ," muttered Bridget. "See what I mean?"
*
The next Saturday was gorgeous. New England springs, when they aren't snowing out of nowhere, can be beautiful, and this was a perfect example, with high, blue skies, the faintest zephyr of breeze, and a few degrees warmer than usual. The Track meet was over early, since the other school didn't have enough guys to field a complete JV, which meant that each event that didn't have a JV race took only two-thirds the time to run. That, in turn meant that I was in the lovely but uncomfortable position of walking slowly back to the main campus with Beth and Carla. Bridget has actually left the meet early. That was usually a cardinal sin, especially for distance runners. We needed the most cheering because our races were so long, and we were expected to repay that much-appreciated attention with our own cheers for everybody else, all the way to the bitter end of the meet. But Bridget was baby-sitting for the Sarniokis. That was cool for Bridget. The Sarnioki munchkins were among the least annoying of the faculty brats.
But that left me wandering along with two good buddies, both of whom I was having sex with, unbeknownst to anyone, including each other. To be honest, the real reason that I had not made a pass at either, or both, of Jenn Potter or Poppy Fields was that I didn't feel like I had the time.
I had class. I had Track. I had D&D. I still had a little homework. I even had two clubs. Those clubs had done their job as extracurriculars, helping me get into USC, but now they still consumed a couple of valuable hours a week while I and the other seniors involved handed over the reins for next year to the hapless morons, I mean the group of Juniors, who would be running those clubs the next year.
And I had two friends who each seemed to suddenly think of me as a piece of recreational equipment whenever the opportunity arose. And I had to keep that last bit secret, lest that it get weird. (For everyone else. It was already weird for me!)
I had no time to work on kissing Poppy's pretty mouth, or burying my face in Jenn's impressive rack. I have be honest, of course. I certainly was thinking about both of them. And I was making it a practice to pay special attention to each of them whenever we passed in the halls.
And the worst of my situation was, when Beth and Carla were not individually alone with me, and sometimes even when they were, their behavior would revert to our old way of just hanging out as friends. Unless we were alone, they treated me like nothing was going on, just like Ben and Bridget did. Like now.
"So everyone is agreed that you need to work on either Jenn or Poppy," said Carla, the girl with whom I had traded some awesome oral a few days ago during a mutual free period.
"Yeah. Just pick whether you are more interested in the Jenn's tits, or Poppy's more balanced package," agreed Beth, the girl I already had plans to fuck later that evening. "Time for you to go for it, Alistaire."
I swear, Beth, Carla, and even Bridget—especially Bridget, were more raunchy and explicit in the way they teased me about my sudden non-virginity than were my dudes. I honestly didn't mind it, to my surprise, but it was still very strange. Sex, as a subject of conversation, had never, ever, existed between me and the girls before this spring. And now this shit overlaid every single, god-damned conversation.
"Why the fuck do you morons all insist that either of them, much less both, are some kind of sure things?" I grumbled. "They are both cool, attractive people. I'm just a gangly guy who has gotten lucky lately."
It is impossible to exchange subtle glances with two girls walking on either side of you, without them noticing you are doing it with the other, so I just looked straight ahead, avoiding eye contact with each.
"Trust me, either one is primed," Beth said.
"I talk to both all the time," Carla added. "Trust me. The subject of you has come up."
"What?" I yelped. "I thought you were not going to burden me with 'Yelp reviews'?"
"Oh calm down, Nancy," laughed Carla. "It is always just in passing. It's not like we went to them and asked if they were interested in hopping on board the Alistaire Experience, with his allegedly enormous cock...
Even I laughed at that. Beth did to.
Then Beth added, as her chortling subsided, "Nothing alleged about..."
My laughter died two words into that utterance. So did Carla's.
Beth only realized what she was doing after we did, then shut up like someone snapped off the power.
I got used to conversations and walks coming to simultaneous stops during that spring.
"'Nothing alleged about it'?" Carla asked with almost predatory sweetness. "Do you have something to tell me, Beth?"
Fuck. Fuck. Fuck. Fuck.
"What do you mean? Uh... I mean, no. Why?" Beth almost stuttered. I didn't dare say anything myself, but come on, Beth, you can cover better than this...
"It sure sounds like you have some undisclosed knowledge of Alistaire's anatomy," Carla said sternly.
"I... I was just was saying that... I believe him about his, you know. Don't you believe him?" She was avoiding both our gaze, looking off toward school almost desperately. We had resumed walking, but it would be a while before we got back to the safety of other people. Beth was at Carla's mercy for a few minutes. We were both at Carla's mercy. God damn it, Beth!
Beth's discomfort and averted gaze gave me a moment to dare to look Carla in the eyes. What I saw there was a... twinkle? Oh, thank God. She wasn't mad. I wasn't a cheater. Carla was... teasing me and, especially teasing Beth!
If my heart rate ever slowed back down, I might enjoy this.
"It's not about believing, girl," Carla said sternly. "You didn't say you believed him. You somehow know." Beth just squirmed. "If you've seen his cock, what did you do with it?"
"I..."
"Carla," I began, but she cut me off.
"Oh, you will get your turn, Alistaire. But let's just let this be a girl thing for a minute."
This was getting a little mean.
"Beth," Carla's voice was almost sing-songingly teasing now. "Have you fucked Alistaire?"
Beth finally snapped. I would have expected her to before then. "What makes it your business if I have? People don't have to tell everyone what... who..." she spluttered, almost instantly running out of steam.
"You did! You did! You did!" Carla almost squealed, her prosecutorial tone fading to almost open glee from first to third repetition. "Ha!"
"You, um, wait... you sound like you are okay with it," Beth said uncertainly.
"Okay? I'm ecstatic," Carla replied. My other, still secret, lover was laying it on a bit thick, I worried. If Beth found out sometime later about me and Carla...
"Really? Um..."
"I'm okay you are doing it," Carla grinned. "But mostly I'm ecstatic that you know that I now know."
"Huh?" Beth said intelligently. It was nice that someone besides me was confused.
We were just passing through a narrow dogleg in the path, where it zigzagged between the massive brick edifice of the steam plant for the radiators all over school and an equipment shed. "Because now," Carla said sweetly, "I can finally do this in front of someone, anyone, instead of only in secret, and you at least don't get to freak out." With that, she turned to me, wrapped her arms around my shoulders and kissed me. She pulled me hard against her body, lifted one of those incredible, long legs and wrapped it around the backs of my thighs, and crammed her tongue quite noisily into my mouth. I automatically found myself returning the embrace and the kiss, though my mind was whirling out of control.
At least Carla didn't insist on going for long. She lowered her leg and we broke apart. I was looking very sheepish, and even Carla looked a little apologetic at how over the top the kiss had been. I was also unsteady on my feet, partly because I was in momentary oxygen deprivation, and at the same time, all my blood was rushing down between my legs.
Beth was standing there, arms crossed. Her expression warred between her own, still sheepish, embarrassment, and total surprise. Then she grinned.
"Damn, player," she said to me. "I'll bet you are gonna end up nailing both Poppy and Jenn."
"I am not a player," I snapped automatically.
"This," said Beth, waving her finger to encircle the three of us, "is the definition of being a player, dude. But yeah, I am glad this is out in the open."
"Hey! It is not out in the open. It is only out between us," I objected instantly. "If anybody else hears about this, then everybody will," I said, meaning Bridget.
"True," agreed Carla. "It would still get super complicated," she added, meaning Bridget.
"Yeah," sighed Beth... meaning Bridget.
We started walking again, slowly.
"This needs..." Carla began. "I think I don't feel like doing prep for the AP Calculus test alone tonight," she went on suddenly. "Wanna work on it together, Beth? Maybe we hang in Alistair's room and study with him?" The AP exams were not for a few weeks, and the three of us all knew that we would each ace the Calculus test. No one really was studying much for it yet, even guys who were riding the struggle bus. And of course, no one studied for anything on a Saturday night (until AP week itself).
But many jokes had been going around about studying this particular Saturday night, because there was no movie. Actually, there was a movie, but the school had decided on a stupid documentary, instead of a feature film. A quiet, unannounced boycott of that piece of 'entertainment' had been organized, to express the desire that such an abomination not occur again. Refusing to go watch two hours about penguins was the cross we all felt we needed to bear... you know, for future generations.
"Excellent idea, Carla. How about 7:30?" suggested Beth. "In Alistair's dorm, Bridget won't just drop in at the wrong moment. We need to talk this out."
*
I actually had my Calc text out when they arrived. Beth just closed it and swept it away the moment they swung into my room after dinner. There would absolutely be no studying tonight. In that one small way, we were no different from anyone else.
I had spent a good half hour panicking when we first parted ways to clean up for dinner, then calmed down in the shower. I had confirmed in my mind that both of them were quite unreasonably, but most welcomely, fine with the mutual discoveries. My inner, self-justifying logic about the acceptability of keeping things secret between all of us had seemed to meet with agreement on the level of, 'Well, duh. What else were you going to do?'
No guy ever had two better, more understanding buddies. And I mean that even aside from the sex.
But I was tired of being the blushing butt of all the, admittedly admiring, sexual humor I'd been getting since the spring began. I was going to snark back hard with these two girls tonight. After all, I'd had my tongue buried in both their twats enough that I should be able to joke back as much as I wanted to, and without embarrassment. Or at least, that is what my Male Instinct was telling me.
"So, about the Jenn and Poppy situation," Beth began, without preamble.
"Really?" I asked. "You came over here to try to get me hooked up with them? Now?"
They looked at each other. "Uh, yeah," Carla said, almost sheepishly. "We, uh, we discussed that if you, um, were spreading the love around beyond the group, it might make things less weird, if our own... activities ever get found out."
"I've been trying independently to tease you into it for a while, for that very reason," added Beth.
"Me too, I guess," Carla agreed. "Still not sure why Bridget has so much fun trying to get you to bang someone..."
They were sitting on either side of me on my dorm bed, the only place to sit in the room besides the uncomfortable desk chair. But they each suddenly grabbed one of my bony-ass thighs in a vice grip.
"You haven't nailed Bridget, too, have you?" Beth almost hissed.
"You have, haven't you?" Carla gasped, for once not leaping to the right conclusion.
"I have not had sex with Bridget!" I almost shouted, then winced, because the dorm walls might be brick, but they are still not renowned for their sound-proofing.
"Damn," Carla complained. "That would simplify shit immensely if you had."
"Simplify shit?" I growled. Time to be just little teasing in return, dammit. "Listen, you two. A big reason that I haven't given in and chased either Jenn or Poppy is that, between school, and track, and... and fucking two other, gorgeous girls, I don't have the time!"
They both collapsed in laughter. I just grinned. It felt good to give little back.
"Oh, Alistaire," cooed Beth with sweet sarcasm. "Do we wear you out?"
I looked at her, as Carla laughed at me. "Not really," I replied sanguinely. "I've got plenty left in the tank, just no time to use it all."
They both wanted to shove and/or push me. And they both tried. But for once, I was ahead of things and was ready. As they grabbed me, I wrapped an arm around each and tried to immobilize them both. We flopped backward onto the mattress, both girls squealing a little. I hadn't planned that, but I was more than happy with the result.
I grinned as they both struggled... not particularly hard, of course, or they could have easily escaped. I had an evil thought, one that would definitely even the embarrassment ledger quite a bit. The fact that the thought was Male Instinct Approved™ was a bonus.
"You know, there is a solution," I drawled. "The three of us could... consolidate our activities. That would free me up some time to go bang Jenn or Poppy."
I instantly lost my grip on both, as they both sat upright at the same time. They looked down at me, still lying on my back, each with matching smiles of outrage. I had to cover myself with my arms to protect myself for the rain of less-than-full strength blows they rained down on me.
When I sat up, Carla looked at Beth and laughed. "I think he is actually an alien pod-creature. I mean, we try to tease him about those girls, and he just straight up pivots to a threesome with us!"
"Alistair," Beth said to me sweetly. "As far as I am concerned, you are a well-hung mega-stud that I am lucky to be fucking... but that ain't gonna happen, you goof." Carla just chuckled in agreement.
"Okay," I said, finding that I was warming to the idea of this, in fact, happening, whatever their initial reactions. "So, no three-way action. But you two could take turns at the same time!" I blinked at them with innocent earnestness. "You guys have no idea what a seriously crazy turn-on being watched is, and, well, so is watching someone else."



That suggestion brought me neither the agreement I had hoped for, nor the additional rain of blows that I had fully expected—and also wanted, to be honest. What it did buy me was total silence and four suspiciously narrowed eyes.
"What?" I asked, trying to hide a sinking feeling that I...
"That was his voice of experience thing again," Carla said to Beth, who nodded.
"Alistaire, darling," Beth cooed in a terrifyingly sweet voice. "Secrets are sometimes fun. Sometime they are even sexy. We are even letting you get away with fucking us both behind each other's backs. But this story you just hinted at sounds much too juicy to be kept quiet."
"And I'm dying trying to imagine what you are talking about, or when, and especially with who," added Carla. "Give!"
Fine. I could still keep this story in reserve to blow the dudes' minds at some point. I might as well blow Carla and Beth's minds now. Revealing the Mary and Maddie tale might even advance the plot, so to speak... I'd have to think about telling Bridget, though. If I ever did, it would require either a very special occasion, or very desperate times.
I took a deep breath. "All right. Did I tell you that Mary has an identical twin?"
They both just looked at me. In awe. At least I think it was awe.
"You had a threesome with twins?" Carla asked, too stunned to even put inflection in the words.
"No," I replied patiently, as if to a child. "I had sex with each of them, back and forth. They took turns watching towards the end," I added helpfully. "They were just as adamant as you two that we were not going to have a threesome."
Their eyes just widened.
"Though I do have to say, they had a lot more justification in refusing the full threesome experience than you two," I grumbled.
They mutually decided to ignore my last comment.
Carla just held out her hand and motioned, wordlessly demanding the details.
I gave the details to them. Fully.
As I wrapped up the story, I realized that they both were still hanging onto me in one way or another throughout the whole thing.
"Al," said Beth slowly, momentarily forgetting my new shitty moniker, "I want to call bullshit so hard. And I would if I did not have enough, ahem, hard evidence to know you are telling the god-damned truth. You, sir, really are living a tale out of myth and legend."
"Aww, shucks," I said, trying to emulate my old shyness. "Thank you. And don't forget," I added, kissing her cheek softly, "you are one of those legends!"
Carla was sitting there, arms crossed at this. "That was the most obscenely conceited compliment in history," she growled.
Beth seemed the tiniest bit flushed. "I know," she said. "But it kinda worked."
"You are a legend too, babe," I said, and turned to her. At the last second, Carla twisted her head, turning my intended peck on the cheek into a full-on, if brief, liplock.
"It does work," Carla sighed.
With the two of them so momentarily flustered, I felt this was an ideal time to return to the subject that, out of the blue, had become the center of my mental world. "So, my legends," I said briskly, "about consolidating our activities together..."
Spoiler Alert: I had not, in fact, chosen an ideal time.
They both just laughed at me. I'll admit, I probably looked a little crest-fallen. I really had gotten insanely spoiled lately.
"Tell you what, hot shot," Beth said. "If you really want to have a "full threesome experience", how about you bring me another guy to the table. Then we will talk about things."
Uh, no.
Carla sniggered. "Why don't you invite Ben, Alistaire? You guys know each other. It'll be like old home week," she suggested slyly. Beth started to laugh, when Carla added "And he is the only one of your friends Beth ever talks about..."
Was that a gleam I saw in Beth's eyes, hidden in the outrage? Given the kind of guy I had always seen her date or hang out with, I'd have thought I already more than filled her Geek Quota. (Quite admirably, no doubt. Ahem.) But maybe I did not... Good luck, Ben.
However.
"Beth," I said to her seriously. "There is no way on God's Earth that I am going to make out with Ben Fucking Schmidt. Even if we were to do it right on top of your gorgeous naked body."
Both the girls laughed uproariously at that.
At which point, the door opened (no one knocks at my school), and Ben Fucking Schmidt walked in.
"Hey, I thought I heard laughter," he said, with a smile filled with naive interest. "What's up tonight?"
We all three collapsed into laughter this time.
Now Ben was bewildered, and came fully into the room, closing the door. "I give. What the heck is so funny?"
We just kept laughing, and Ben started getting pissed.
Beth got control of herself first. "Sorry, Ben. I'm really sorry. We aren't laughing at you. It's just that it seems Alistaire has more secrets."
"Beth!" I hissed in sudden horror. She wanted to tell Ben, of all people, that I was fucking them?!?
"Oh come on, guys," Beth wheedled to both me and an equally horrified Carla. "Secrets are so much more fun when you share them. Alistaire, you've had the fun of the reveal. Please let me and Carla share in seeing someone learn about the Mary situation." She looked at me and then displayed depths of manipulation I had never experienced. "We want to watch," she said, with all the subtle innuendo I could imagine.
Carla didn't miss that innuendo, and I certainly did not. I swallowed.
I was so relieved to hear that Beth meant telling the story about the twins and not about us that I just relaxed, instead of still stopping this like I should have.
"Wait," said Ben, apparent comprehension dawning on his face. "You only just now told the girls about Mary?"
"Sit," Beth said, indicating my office chair sternly.
Ben did. Like I used to (probably still do, actually), he usually did what pretty, assertive girls told him to, at least on the rare occasions when they told him to do anything.
"So, if you guys already know about her, what then?"
"What stinker here," Carla said, jerking a thumb at me, "did not tell any of us was that Mary is an identical twin."
"No..." Ben breathed, comprehension already dawning, though dimly.
The girls did not watch me tell the story. They told it themselves, in turns, barely letting me get an occasional word in edgewise.
Ben said not one more word for almost the entire story, all the way up until he just had to say, "And then they each watched!?! In turns?!?"
I'll admit, I had wanted to keep this story secret so I could one day tell it myself, reveling in the reactions to my words. I also had kept it in reserve in case I ever needed an ego boost. I sure as hell didn't need an ego boost at the moment, but I also sure as hell got one. Ben kept stealing looks at me of horrified worship.
And the girls told the tale in all the graphic detail that I had provided to them. To have these two girls talk to him in those explicit terms was further killing Ben. If he had not been wearing loose sweats and an untucked shirt, I was sure that we'd have all gotten almost as good an idea of his cock size as we had of mine. And while they were not pulling any kind of full-on sex kitten shit in the telling, they both (especially Beth, interestingly enough) did just enough subtle vamping to ensure that he had at least an echo of a taste of what I had recently been experiencing.
But at last they were done. Ben was barely able to stay on the chair.
"Now, Ben," Carla said sternly. "We told that secret to you, and you alone. You can't tell anyone without Alistair's permission and presence. Understand?"
"Oh come on!" Ben protested, the injunction freeing his mind from its horny-ass fuge. "That is too fucking good a story. You gotta let me tell somebody!"
"Ben," Carla repeated, warningly.
"Oh, Ben won't tell a soul, will you Ben? Not even Adam. Not even Tres," said Beth easily, uncoiling from my bed. She and Carla had both subtly put some distance between themselves and me as they told the story. No need to give Ben any other things to ponder. "Because Ben wouldn't want to disappoint me, would you dude?"
With that, Beth walked over and just fucking straddled Ben, sitting in his lap, facing him! Not close enough to press her groin against him or anything, but right on his god-damned lap. Jesus. Maybe Ben did have a chance with Beth. The idea could sure as hell be seen entering his mind right then.
I was dimly aware, though my amusement, that I was not actually jealous (much) at the thought of them. I guessed I wasn't a total hypocrite. That actually surprised me a little, but gratified me more.
"No," Ben gulped, his hands clearly not knowing what the fuck to do with themselves. "I'll never tell a soul," he continued, through a dry throat.
"Good," cooed Beth, sliding a fraction forward on his lap and wrapping her arms slowly around his shoulders. She looked him in the eyes silently. Then her voice changed and hardened. She stood up from his lap and coldly turned her back to him and walked back to where she had come from. "Because if Ben does tell anyone, I will tell every girl in school that I blew him, but it was too easy because he is so small."
Despite the cold words, she sure as hell made sure he got a good view of her ass, swaying far more than she usually let it, as she walked away.
Ben pulled his eyes back into his head. He gulped. "I promise. Lips are sealed."
Beth smiled easily as she sat back down, cruelly hiding that ass from his view. "I know, dude," she replied in a warm, friendly tone again. "I was just pulling your chain."
"But she doesn't make idle threats," Carla added, with the tiniest bit of steel in her voice.
"No. No, I do not," Beth agreed, in that same friendly tone that sounded like she was discussing the baseball team.
"I'm going to go and..." Ben said, even more hoarsely. "I'm going to go, before you guys tell me any more stories." And he beat a hasty retreat. If he was not jacking off furiously in five minutes, either to that picture of Mary I sent him back when, or more likely to the thought of Beth in his lap, I would eat my hat with mustard.
I looked at Beth as the door closed. "If I'm not mistaken, you are thinking this very second about actually blowing Ben, aren't you?" I asked in a tone of casual inquiry that, while not exactly encouraging, was intended to be most explicitly not discouraging.
She actually blushed. "You two got me thinking, that's all."
"Well," I said, with certitude, "think all you want. And you are welcome to suck his cock until he dies of pleasure, but you are going to do it without my presence and certainly without my participation!"
After another moment of laughter, I turned to Carla, and in my best, growling voice of command that she liked so much, I said, "Well, if we must table the awesomeness of the three-way idea. Let's talk more about the lesser, but still totally, awesome idea of taking turns while watching..." I leaned in just a bit as I spoke to her.
Carla's eyes widened slightly, and I caught her nostrils flare. She did that when I got assertive with her. I started to calculate how to get Beth on board.
"You are serious," Carla breathed shallowly.
"I am," I growled and kissed her, biting her lower lip just a little bit, exactly the way I knew she liked.
"Geez, you guys," Beth said dryly. "Get a room."
"We are in a room," I said, looking over my shoulder at her. "Want to watch?"
Beth just looked at me. Had I, in fact, chosen the ideal time after all?
Both girls had just heard me tell a story of a sort-of threesome, in as erotic a fashion as I had been able. They had then immediately tortured Ben with that same story, in more graphic than erotic fashion, moments later. And they were drunk on secrets, revealed and still hidden.
Beth looked at me silently. Then she rose to her feet and quietly locked my door.
You never lock your door when you are inside. It's a big no-no.
Beth just sat back down and looked at me and Carla.
I smiled, then grinned hungrily at Carla. She shook a little as I bent and kissed her neck, nibbling there too. A simple, "Ohhhh," escaped her lips. With that, I slid to my knees on the floor, reaching out to spread her knees. She had changed into an ankle length, tie-dyed skirt. Combined with its high waist, it made it look like her legs were a mile long. You know, instead of the half-mile they actually were.
But Carla snapped her knees together. "No, no, no, no!" she breathed. "You are not going to lick me now!"
"Don't you want me to?" I asked, my voice still as low as I could make it. Carla sure as shit looked like she was ready to go. I think Beth was actually holding her breath. Yeah, she was up for things too.
Carla tried to laugh. "You are not licking my twat in this room. I have screamed like a banshee during every single orgasm you have ever given me. I will get us all busted."
I bit my lower lip in frustration. Then I turned my hungry gaze on Beth. She almost started as my eyes came to rest on her. "Hey, um, no. Not me either. You know I'm a screamer, too—even under normal circumstances." I grunted in frustration. "But, hey, Alistaire?" Beth added softly. "You can, um, that thing you are doing to Carla with your eyes? Keep dong that."
Fuck! I was so close!
"Calm down, tiger," Carla said softly, standing up. "I'm happy to still give Beth something to watch."
Oh wow. Okay.
I stood up and sat on the edge of my bed. Carla knelt in turn and ran her hand up my bare thigh and up under the leg of my cargo shorts. Her hand encountered my bare cock, throbbing with want. I had been low on underwear and hadn't bothered to waste a pair when I got out of the shower, since I wasn't going anywhere that night.
Carla let out a little startled but teasing, "Oooh!"
"Hard already?" Beth asked, leaning forward a little.
"No underwear already," Carla replied, caressing my cock inside my shorts.
"And you like it," I told Carla firmly.
She flashed me a look and nodded wordlessly.
Then she slipped her hand from under my shorts and slowly worked to unbutton the waistband, sliding the button free from the hole with exquisite grace but glacial slowness. The head of my cock was already peeking out well above the waistband now, and Carla simply, at the same agonizingly slow pace, lowered my zipper, practically one tooth at a time.
My cock waved free, framed in my open fly. One of them sighed a little. I'm not sure which. Maybe it was both.
"Peel off my shorts," I practically commanded Carla. She simply responded by tugging them downward. I lifted my ass just a tiny bit, making it possible for her to manage to get my shorts off, but making her work for it. She knew what I was doing and looked up at me with a flash of an 'I see what you are up to' smile.
Carla finally got my shorts to my ankles and I kicked them free, allowing her to slide up between my knees. She looked up at me and I down at her. Then I ran my fingers through those waves of brown hair, catching the highlights in the light of my desk lamp.
"Now," I breathed, eyes boring into hers. And I pushed gently, but visibly for Beth's benefit, down on the back of Carla's head. She fought me just the tiniest bit, for form's sake, but her lips eagerly wrapped around me.
After a few blissful moments, I growled at her. "Take off your shirt."
Carla's eyes flicked toward Beth.
"You two have been in showers at the same time, how many times?" I scoffed. Then I demanded, louder. "Take off the shirt and let me see those amazing little nipples." I paused. "Let Beth see them too. Let her see what they get like for me."
Carla was wearing a loose, flowing top, in one of the main colors found in her tie-dye skirt. Apparently is was loose enough that Carla had dared to avoid a pokie-suppressing bra. Her delicate, tiny breasts and oh so achingly demanding nipples swept into view. I reached a hand down to stroke one softly. Carla shivered.
I stroked her again, then the other one. I looked at Beth, who indeed seemed fixed for the moment on just what kind of nipple erections Carla sported when she got turned on. Then I put my hands back in her hair and guided Carla back to my cock.
"Damn, girl," Beth almost panted. She shifted her position a couple of feet from us, on the same bed. "Is he always like this with you?"
"Hmmm?" Carla mumbled wordlessly, tilting her head toward Beth inquiringly, but not letting my tip escape her mouth.
"Like this. All demanding and forceful and stuff."
Carla smoothly lifted a hand to caress my shaft and she momentarily slid her lips free of me. "Of course. You mean he doesn't with you?"
Beth just shook her head. As Carla now started painting every point on the surface of my cock wither tongue, Beth caught my attention. "But you could try that with me sometime, Alistaire. Maybe. I'm not sure If I'd like it."
Noted. I, in fact, quickly filled a mental notebook on the subject.
Then the notebook flitted off into the ether... I can never get over what Carla can do with that tongue.
She was teasing me, of course, licking me all over, even my balls, but never putting her lips on my cock once. Her eyes looked up at me and twinkled, aware that I knew I was being teased. "Take it," I growled, tugging lightly on her hair, pulling her towards my helmet.
"Mm, hmm," was her only response as her lips again slid over my head. I had to roll my head back for a moment in reaction. Oh God, this was good. When I could finally open my eyes again, Carla was bobbing slowly up and down over several inches at the end of my cock, content to continue to warm me up.
I looked over once more at Beth, who must have been still staring at Carla's tiny breasts and exuberant nipples. One of her own hands had certainly strayed to the front of her lightweight hoodie.
"Beth! Take off you top," I instructed Beth sharply. She jerked at the tone, then thought about what I was doing and grinned. But she also didn't obey.
"I'm just watching, remember?" Beth objected.
"So?" I growled. "I like to watch, too. Take off your top. I want to see your beautiful breasts."
Beth flushed for a moment. Then she tugged at the hem of her hoodie. Thinking better of it, she stood up beside us, then turned to face me. As she stood, I caught a glimpse of her amazing ass in the bike shorts she was wearing. Those shorts were awesome, and showed that work of art off to maximum effect. I had noticed that since we first had sex, Beth wore them more often.
"Turn away while you take it off," I instructed quickly. "You will tease me that way, plus I get to see your ass."
Beth flushed again, and turned her back to me, tugging her hoodie up and off over her head. Underneath, she had on only a light blue, fragilely lacy bra. As she unhooked it behind her, I breathed in a low voice, "Oh yesss. Very nice. But your ass is so nice, I want to see you all. Strip for me. Strip for Carla and me..."
Damned if Beth didn't do it. I had been sure that she'd balk. But a chance to watch those bike shorts peel their way off her ass was worth taking the risk of making the ask. And Beth delivered, making a show of it as the lycra reluctantly released its hold on her curves. I could feel Carla even turning her head to watch the whole time.
But when Beth was done, I shook my head in amazement. I had a friend with my cock in her mouth in my damned dorm room, and another friend bare-assed naked in there with us. Beth just sat back down on the bed as far from Carla and me as she could get. She crossed her legs tightly and held her arms against her chest. She didn't really cover much up, you understand, but she made a show of it.
Carla suddenly decided that this was supposed to be her show and brought my attention back to her forcefully. I felt my cock suddenly plunge much further into her mouth, brushing against the back other throat.



"Damn, girl," Beth gasped, amazed at how Carla had taken about half of me into her mouth so easily. "You are amazing."
Carla's eyes slid over toward Beth, then swung back up to me. It can be hard to read a girl's expression when she is sucking your cock, since her mouth distended around you throws things off. But Carla wore a look of, maybe, smug superiority? She looked up at me some more, as if waiting for an invitation.
Showtime.
"Take me," I growled. I dimly heard a questioning noise from Beth.
Carla rose up on her feet, head down, still consuming my cock. I could no longer see her face, but I knew it would be worth it. Carla dropped her hands down to caress my balls. She straightened out her long, supple neck so it formed a straight line with her mouth and pressed downward, taking every inch of me inside her, right down until her nose pressed softly into the top of my pubes.
"What the actual fuck?" gasped Beth, amazed. She could no longer restrain herself and unfolded. She crawled along my bed on her hands and knees so she could see what Carla was doing. She watched raptly as Carla now moved her whole body up and down, letting her throat stroke my imprisoned penis.
The whole two chicks at once thing did strange things to my mind. Before that moment, I could not imagine my brain even functioning at all, much less registering anything but the feeling of my dick in that unique prison. But there was a naked Beth right beside me, her sweet, delicate tits just hanging there. They were probably just within my reach...
I slid my hand over and upward, softly cradling one of those breasts. I somehow found the brainpower to process both interactions at once. And it was glorious.
Beth was so enthralled with what Carla was achieving that she almost didn't notice my hand caressing her.
Almost.
She absently slapped my hand away.
"No, no," she said, still not taking her eyes from Carla. "None of that. One of us just watches."
I looked down at Carla. She face was still buried against my balls, but she too lifted a finger and waggled it blindly in my direction, in a 'don't be naughty' gesture.
Fuck, even getting close enough to be denied was hot as hell. I was so ready to come.
I told Carla, "Get ready for me. I'm going to come."
She made no response other than visibly taking me a little faster.
Beth leaned in again and started to say, "She better pull..."
I felt Carla swallow, just a little, even before I came, and movement of her muscles set me off. I arched my back and bit my lip to keep from making much noise. My body shuddered massively though, and I blasted a single, long gout of cum up my cock in straight into Carla's throat. She swallowed now in earnest, her visibly distended, yet still elegant neck rippled. I felt like I flowed forever, but that was it. Just the single, titanic gout and I collapsed backward. I even hit my head on the wall with a thunk, which made me wince in pain, and made Beth wince at the noise. Carla was too busy to wince.
The wall thumped back at me. "Cut it out, Taylor!" David MacAnee's voice came muffled through the wall. "Some of us are busy tonight." We had all three grown silent at the answering knock, and in that silence, we heard what sure sounded like a giggle that didn't match David's football lineman's physique. We looked at each other and giggled ourselves, silently. Even Carla joined in, having successfully pulled off the trick of getting me out of her throat without gagging along the way.
Our laughter fed on each others' and we were soon just dying, the need to be silent so we could listen for more noises and not be heard ourselves, making our laughter all the more painful, and thus even more funny. It was a vicious cycle there for a few minutes.
When we finally controlled ourselves, we speculated for a minute about who he was in there with, but all came up dry. David had been without a girl most of the year, at least one he was likely to be able to lure back into his dorm room.
After Carla and Beth (of course) decided it had to be Sherri, I decided this conversation needed to be derailed. I had an agenda to pursue. None of us had done anything about our clothes, so Beth and I were still naked, and Carla only had on her skirt.
My hard-on has barely gone down at all before, and watching Beth's pretty titties jiggle while she silently laughed for a while had fixed any residual limpness. I looked at Beth intently. She looked back at me through narrowed eyes.
"Your turn," I purred. "Ready?" I asked in a more genuine tone. But not much more genuine.
Almost automatically, Beth started to lean in toward me, but then she gulped and shied away.
"Nope. Nope. Not gonna do it," Beth said. At my look of confusion, she pointed at Carla and then at my dick. "I can't follow that!" she hissed, as if in shock.
"I don't understand, Beth," I said in confusion.
"I was impressed with what she was doing right off the bat," Beth hissed again, actually shrinking away from me. "Just that intimidated me. And then she fucking went full anaconda! What the fuck was that?"
Carla just looked down at her nails smugly. "It's a gift..." she purred quietly.
See, here's the thing. Beth is the way more assertive and adventurous of the two of them. Most things, especially about boys, come easier to her than to Carla, or even Bridget. Carla is just more cautious in most things. And she is way, way more insecure about her body. I could not remember any time we had been together alone for sex that I did not feel that I needed to reassure her about what a prime sports car her body was. I kind of have the impression that I was even finding ways to reassure her about her looks back in the old, pre-Alistair days, so subtly it was subconscious on my own part.
But if Carla knows that she is absolutely nailing something, she owns it to the point of smugness. She had nailed that five foot jump, and added two more inches in the very next meet after our first, um, 'practice'. No person at school with ears missed hearing about her accomplishment. I had to take to insistently whispering in her ear that the secret to her success was obviously my, ahem, coaching, just to get her to climb down off the smugwagon.
Honestly, she deserved to be smug about sucking cock, though. As far as I knew, she had a unique superpower. And it felt... amazing. And I never wanted her to stop doing it to me.
But, in the end, I had had plenty of blowjobs that had sent me just as high, to just the same place. They just took a different route, and that was beyond okay.
"Beth," I said, banishing all sexually aggressive body language (well, other than the nine-inch cock waving around between us, but that could not be helped), as I spoke to her. "You guys both call me a circus freak. Now you know that Carla is a real circus freak. And yes, she is amazing. And yes, she blows my mind. But, Beth, you do too, just in a totally different way."
She looked at me skeptically, like I was blowing sunshine up her skirt.
"Life is better after a blowjob from Beth," I intoned as if I doing a voice-over for freeze-dried coffee.
She snorted, still not completely mollified. "She swallowed. She swallowed every drop!"
I just chuckled. Then I quite deliberately turned away, stretched ostentatiously, and got up to grab my soda from my desk. "Hey, by that time, I'm done with it," I said, then took a sip. "What you chicks do with it after that is up to you."
When I turned back around, both of them had bonded again in their need to hate me. I grinned.
Fortunately, their renewed sense of sisterhood had not brought them so close together that I could not squeeze back between them. I turned to Beth and bounced up and down on the bed like a kid demanding to go to Baskin Robbins Ice Cream. "Please blow me," I wheedled in as child-like a tone as I could manage. "Please, please please! I wanna Beth Blowjob. I wanna Beth Blowjob!" I added, sing-song. I stole a quick look at Carla. And you are going to watch, my eyes said authoritatively.
Carla Rule One: Push her around, just little bit, especially where she already wants to go.
Beth Rule One: Make her laugh.
"Oh, fine..." she said, not even grumbling. She just leaned over beside me and gave me a deep, sweet kiss. Then she started kissing down my bare chest, stopping to lavish her tongue all over both nipples. The nipple thing was a pretty new development in a spring of new developments. I liked it. I'd been wanting to figure out how to ask Carla about trying it. But making her watch this, and the way I could not help but jump involuntarily, was probably much more effective that just saying, 'Hey Carla, suck my hairy man-nipples, would ya babe?'
I didn't get the treatment long, as Beth started moving downward. As she neared my cock, she gently pressed it aside, not touching it otherwise. She drilled into my navel with her tongue, then kept licking downward in crossing strokes, until she reached the root of the matter and I felt the warmth of her breath being exhaled gently over my balls.
Then her hand, which had been gently pressing my cock away at an angle, turned and grasped me. She pointed me in her direction and laid just the tiniest, briefest kiss on my tip, followed after agonizing delay by the most delicate of licks. Beth set to teasing the fuck out of me, just barely touching me in a different way, in a different place with each contact. And she varied the times in between, so I never was ready for it when it came.
At last, I had to beg a little. "For crying out loud, Beth," I groaned. "You are killing me here. Please?"
Carla just chuckled and shook her head. "He always acts like this with you? It's like he's a different guy."
Beth didn't even touch me, she just wafted warm air over my helmet. "I know. It's like there are two of him."
"Maybe we should swap Alistair's some time," Carla mused.
"That would... be fun," Beth said, between a blessedly more closely spaced series of licks.
"I could get behind that," I growled, sliding my hand from its gentle rest of Beth's shoulder, up to grasp her ponytail firmly.
"Uh uh! No. Hard pass," Beth said almost stridently. She popped up off my cock and shook her ponytail out of my grasp. "I think Alistaire from Planet Carla is cool and sexy and all, and I'm looking forward to getting fucked by him some time. But not when I'm blowing this thing. Not now. Not. Ever," she finished fervently. To soften the blow, she finally, if briefly, blessedly sucked me in between her lips.
She popped back off, though not very far, to continue making the point she very much wanted to make. "I'm just always going to be a little scared of this thing, especially near my throat. A little intimidated. That doesn't match with Carla's guy." The matter settled in her mind, she at last began to seriously suck my dick.
"Wow! That is so hot to hear you talk like that," Carla just breathed, eyes riveted to Beth's mouth's wonderful, if shallow, torment of my grateful penis. Her nipples gave no lie to that sentiment. They were puffed up as hard as they could be, I was sure. They looked like double-sized strawberry Hershey's Kisses.
I wanted, I needed, to play with those nipples some more. I reached out slowly, but Carla also swatted my hand away. "No, no, no, no, no, Stinker!" she said, shuffling back a little, to out of my easy reach. "I'm. Just. Watching."
"I just wanted to tease them a little," I grumbled. A little hurt actually.
"Baby, we aren't going to cross that line one inch with you," Carla said. I wanted to argue, but too much of my attention was riveted to Beth sucking so powerfully on me as she slipped several inches in and out of her mouth. Carla kept talking. "We both know what we are like when you get us going. We turn into to putty in your hands without warning. If I let you play with my nipples for a couple of minutes while I watch her make you cream down there, next thing I know, I'll wake up tomorrow morning with a taste of Beth Twat in my mouth that I will never expunge. And she will be waking up in the middle of the following nights, walking around trying to wipe my imaginary juices off her fingers."
Beth popped back off my cock for just long enough to add, in Shakespearean intonations, "Out, out, damned Carla!"
I groaned mightily as she sucked me back in, this time dragging her tongue around my glans as hard as she could. I was so loud the wall banged again. "Go play D&D somewhere else, losers!"
Beth almost choked on me in her laughter.
"See?" Carla said, still sounding like she was explaining to a five year-old why he was not going to get chocolate cake for dinner. "You are bad enough, just getting some nice, sedate, blowjobs. Take them and be happy. Even if Beth and I were willing to get that close to each other, there is no way Chad Parker isn't in here in two minutes, once you got us going." Chad was the English teacher whose apartment was only about seventy-five feet from where Beth's mouth was doing a very good job of preparing my cock to turn itself inside out or something.
"Oh wow, Beth," I moaned quietly. "Please keep that up, right there. Please. I'm getting so close."
Carla leaned back toward me involuntarily as I spoke, her eyes on what Beth was doing. I wasn't even in her mouth at the moment. Beth's hand was softly jacking me, lubricated by all the saliva that she was lavishing on me. Her mouth was open and her tongue was treating my cock like an ice cream cone. It circled my helmet, then pressed softly against one side, then another, then across the top.
Carla just stood up. "Still, the watching part is hot as fuck. I'm definitely down to watch more things later, if all are up for it." With that, speaking of watching, my eyes were torn from Beth's efforts, at least for the moment, as Carla pushed her long skirt off her super slender hips and let it drop to the floor.
Carla seemed to have had a vision problem earlier—she just couldn't see putting any underwear on, apparently. She stepped, completely naked, from the puddled skirt and over to my desk chair. She sat on the corner, legs spread as far apart as the most flexible girl I knew could spread them. With her shins straight up and down to the sides, her legs made a fucking incredible capital letter M.
I don't know if that sight accelerated me, but it sure as hell did not slow me down. Beth's hand slid furiously now up and down my length, her grip perfect.
"Now," was all I had time to gasp, barely able to hold back a second once I spoke, the onset of my ejaculation was so sudden and intense.
Beth was just serenely doing her thing: Eyes closed, mouth closed, beautiful face relaxed and almost, but not quite, touching my helmet. I growled softly as the first spurt roped out and struck her closed lips barely an inch away. The semen splattered out in all directions, spreading above, below and around her tightly closed lips. She leaned involuntarily back and my second rope zig-zagged its way across her face. Two tiny drizzles followed as I started petering out, barely catching her chin.
Then I blasted again, out of nowhere. This biggest spooge of all struck her right between the eyes and spread out everywhere, instantly starting to drip in a fucking amazing rain.
Carla was out of her seat in a flash, bending to examine the insane mess I had made of Beth's face.
"Holy shit! That is fucking wild! I... wow," she said excitedly. "I want to try that," she added, in a small voice.
"You are not equipped," I joked.
"You know what I mean," Carla said, meaningfully. That sounded fun, but on the other hand, I also really liked coming down her throat...
"I'd love to help right now," I replied anyway. "But I need a little recharge time. Maybe a lot of it. I feel like you guys just scraped the barrel clean!" I looked around and started to hand Beth the clean towel I had hanging over the end of my bed.
I paused, holding the towel. I looked at the two hot naked chicks I had sitting in my room, one with a face full of my cum. "You know, Carla," I began speculatively, "if you were to lean over and maybe help Beth with that mess, we could all go down to the Tuck and get some malts..."
"Eww, but okay," said Carla. "Hand me the towel," she added, reaching out.
I pulled it away just a little beyond her reach. "Actually..." I said with a leer, "I was more thinking that Beth might enjoy it if you, you know, did it yourself." I suggestively mimed licking a surface.
Carla just looked at me, amused.
Beth, who could not see yet, eyes still closed by cum, nevertheless knew exactly what I was trying to pull. "You just keep dreaming on, lover boy," she said drily. "Carla, grab whatever towel he has, please." Carla lunged forward and yanked my towel out of my hands, handing it to Beth, who started by clearing her eyesight.
"You just aren't going to give up on this, are you?" Carla asked, in a tone that suggested she did not anticipate success for me.
"Nope! It is in my head now," I replied cheerfully, and I heard Beth snort under my towel. "But," I added mournfully, "that is, was, my last clean towel."
"Sucks to be you," Carla said. "Laundry room is always crowded on Sundays."
Sure. I had two naked chicks in my room, one just getting dressed now, and the other still wiping my jizz from her face. It did not, in fact, suck to be me.
—————
Thanks for making it through the next to the last episode in this tale! If you are reading this while it is still new, the last installment should be up very soon. As always, I would be thrilled if you rated or favorited this entry, but I want your thoughts and comments on it even more. Finally, if you liked this tale, please try some of my others as well.
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THE ONE WITH BRIDGET
—————
Beth, Carla, and I left my room and walked down to the Tuck, which was pretty full, though it was still early. I wondered if later we would see more activity that looked like dates on a night with no movie, or less. Not my problem. I had plenty of other problems, but that wasn't one. I was personally riding a double blow job high, and walking with the two girls who had delivered them, if not as interactively with each other as I still hoped might happen someday.
Maybe I did not actually have 'plenty' of other problems...
We were met with a surprise. Fortunately, or so I thought at the time, the Sarniokis had gotten back from their Date Night early, and Bridget was there in a booth, sucking on a thick milkshake in a momentarily distracting manner.
"Wow! You are done early, Bridget," Carla observed easily, reaching the booth first and sliding into it opposite Bridget. Beth followed immediately and sat beside Carla. I was slower, waving at people as I followed, even pausing briefly to say hello to Jenn Potter who was on her way out with a friend. That delay earned me at least a glance or two as I settled into the booth next to its original occupant.
"Date night for the Sarniokis tonight was dinner at Wendy's, an ice cream cone, and an attempt to buy every last thing in the store at Target," Bridget reported, explaining her early release. "But an early evening still pays the same! And I even got the creatures in bed and asleep for the Sarniokis before they got home. They were pretty stoked about that, actually." She sniggered after a moment, "I'll bet they realized that they were going to get to have sex on date night, after all!"
We all shared a laugh, and Carla and Beth volunteered to go fight the modest line to get food for everyone. Bridget didn't want anything besides the shake and fries the she was already idly devouring. I just wanted a double-sized chocolate malt.
As they walked off through the crowd, Bridget turned a little toward me in the booth and asked, "So what were you guys up to while I was doing toddler rodeo?"
It was just an idle attempt at conversation. In retrospect, I am sure of that. But with all the talk about secrets that afternoon and evening, especially secrets from Bridget, I jumped like she was hitting me with the Third Degree. "Oh... um, nothing. We were hanging out in my room... torturing Ben," I added, wanting to focus on not the three of us.
Bridget briefly cocked an eyebrow. I saw it. It scared me. She genuinely let it go, however.
"Torturing Ben is always good," she observed, sucking once more on her shake. "How did he deserve it this time, and how'd you do it?"
Dumbass. Explaining that would require revealing the Maddie secret, which I still wanted to keep close, though at least it was not the nuclear level one involving Carla and Beth.
"Oh. Uh. Nothing, really," I temporized. "The three of us were just hanging out, taking about... nothing really, when Ben came in. Then Beth decided, kind of out of the blue really, to tease Ben. It was, um, effective. A real sight to be seen," I added, momentarily brightening in an attempt make the story at least interesting enough to not sound incomplete.
Bridget just looked at me skeptically, and not at Beth's sudden decision to sexually torment Ben. That seemed to be the only part that met with casual belief. My mind, which was frantically and inefficiently scrambling for cover stories, was immediately distracted by that. Had Beth been pondering Ben for a while now? How long? Before me, even?
Now was not the time to ponder Ben's chances. I had somehow wandered into a field of running chainsaws without warning, all because I had flinched just once.
"And Carla?" Bridget asked drily. "Did she torture Ben, too?"
"What? Oh... No!" I brightened. "No, she just enjoyed watching it with me."
I'm not sure what I was hoping to accomplish there, but I sure didn't accomplish it.
Bridget just sat there, staring at me with an unreadable, but probably angry, look in her eyes, searching my nervous face, until Beth and Carla returned with munchies. It was about the longest I think I've even been in the same place with Bridget without saying anything.
See, the problem is, Bridget knew me too god-damned well. As I've said over and over, we have been friends almost from the start of Freshman year. She had watched me grow taller than her. She had listened to me tell dumb joke after dumb joke after I had been shut out or ignored by other kids and didn't want to stop talking in case I started crying. She had helped me learn to tell better jokes, possibly in self-defense.
We had played terrible practical jokes on each other, one time even getting in trouble for it. I had once helped her get a date (meaning hang out in the Tuck Shop for an hour before Study Hall) with Felix de Pont back in the tenth grade.
And I had held her while she cried after Gianni Torrine dumped her, back in the fall. It is interesting that every time I say I had basically never touched a girl before Carrie, I kept forgetting that night, when I must have hugged Bridget for twenty minutes. I'm pretty sure that is because that traumatic episode was not about the holding, and I sure as hell didn't have it in my mind that I was holding a girl. I had just been there for a buddy who was hurting, bad.
But.
But that, and so much more, meant that Bridget could read me like a damned open book. I could read her just as well, to be honest, but she wasn't the one hauling around a book full of secrets at the moment.
The girls slid back into the booth and shoved my malt toward me.
Then they both caught sight of Bridget's face, which had gone from stony when we were alone, to full-on stormy.
"What?" Carla asked, perhaps unwisely.
Bridget just stared at us all, somehow she managed to lock eyes with us all simultaneously, despite how spread out we were around her.
"Who?" she asked flatly.
"Who what?" Beth tried to ask flippantly. She and Carla still didn't know what was up, only that Bridget was pissed. I had an awful insight that somehow, we were on the verge of being busted.
"Who fucked Alistaire?" Bridget ground out. I was more prepared for those words than the girls were, but it still felt like the bottom dropped out from under me. She was way more upset than I had expected. And I had expected her to be majorly pissed if she found out.
Neither girl responded. Given the look they were getting from Bridget, I didn't blame them.
"Which one of you," Bridget ground on, "fucked Alistaire, and which one of you knew about it and did not share this information with me?" Her gaze went back and forth between them like a searchlight in the silence that followed.
It was pretty loud in the Tuck, but to me, and I'm betting to all four of us, there was less outside sound than you'd hear in a sensory deprivation tank.
Not looking guilty was apparently not a strength for either of my friends, any more than it was for me. Neither even looked at Bridget at first, as her gaze swept back and forth between them. When they did, they both looked like they had run over her cat. My eyes were glued to Bridget's face. I had always been happy to look at her face... until now. But know I could not look away, so morbid was my curiosity about our fate.
Her eyes narrowed. Then narrowed again.
Then they shot wide open. "Fuuuuck!" She breathed in fresh shock, eyes snapping to mine without warning, searching whatever she wanted to find there... She caught whatever she was looking for, but definitely not what she wanted, in my face. I was unprepared. Her eyes got even wider.
She trembled. She actually trembled. Not trembled, like crying either. Trembling like Vesuvius in 79 AD.
"Let me out," she said flatly to me, all trembling instantly banished.
"Huh?" I asked, brain not tracking still.
"Move your scrawny ass, so I can get the fuck out of this booth," Bridget said with thunderous calm.
Meekly, I stood up.
Bridget slid out in an actually pretty scarily smooth motion, and stood up. "See you guys later," she said and walked off as if without a care in the world.
I sank back into the booth.
Beth, who had known Bridget the least time, observed, "I think we are in trouble guys, aren't we?"
Carla and I, who had known her longer, replied that we were so all going to die.
Carla wondered which of us Bridget would slay first.
"I hope she decides on one of you," I observed, with gallows humor.
"Well, thanks for nothing, hero," Carla said snottily.
"No, it's just that then she might lock up while trying to decide which one of you to kill, and we all might get to live to see graduation."
As I said, gallows humor. We had hurt Bridget, worse than we had feared, and we all were dying a little inside.
*
My alarm went off Sunday at 8AM, like it always did. That is a horrifyingly early time to wake on a Sunday, when the school dining hall doesn't even open until 10:30 for brunch and omelet bar. But every Sunday morning for three years, year round, unless it was actively snowing or maybe pouring rain, Bridget and I had gone for a training run. My phone's alarm went off at eight every week, and I would meet Bridget by the bridge beyond the hockey rink to go for a run. That was the calm, right order of the universe.
I groaned and slapped Cancel on my phone. That tradition was well and truly fucked now, all because I had decided secrets were more convenient and easier than telling the truth.
At least I could sleep in.
At 8:15, my phone rang. Why was my mother calling so early? It had to be her. There was literally no one else but her, if you looked on my phone's call log. No one else on the planet called anyone any more. You texted, like a civilized creature.
"Hello?" I asked blearily.
"Where are you?" Bridget's voice came acerbically through the phone. "I'm out here in the cold, and you sound like you are still in bed."
"Well... I, uh... I thought that you would want... wouldn't want to..."
"I told you three years ago, when we started running together, you don't skip a day, Al. You skip a day, you start skipping a bunch of days until it isn't worth doing any more. Get moving!" Fleetingly, and for the first time, I was disappointed to not be called Alistaire.
Still very confused, but eager to try to salvage whatever I could, I hung up and practically leapt into my shorts and a teeshirt. I tugged on my shoes, and was out the door in two minutes. Five minutes later, I was jogging around the back corner of the rink.
There was Bridget, looking fresh as a god-damned daisy and stretching impatiently.
"How about we do the Big Box today?" she asked without preamble.
"Sure, okay," I said in confusion. Of all the school's measured road routes, the Big Box was the longest, at an exact 10K. We never ran the Big Box, even in practice, once the actual track season began. It was mostly a cross-country workout
Before I could think twice about the sudden, grueling prospect, we were on the pavement, turning left like you only did for the Big Box.
We usually talked all the way around the route, whichever one we took on Sundays, but that morning we were silent for almost the first kilometer and a half. Finally, Bridget broke the silence.
"You can't skip a day, you know. Neither of us can. We have a lot left to do."
"What do we have left to do?" I replied, both of us still breathing easy, though Bridget was setting a slightly stronger pace that I'd have expected, or liked. "We have two meets left in the season, both of which, absent a meteor strike, Varsity, Girls, and JV will all win."
We ran a few another hundred meters before I added, "And then we graduate. And while, yes, you are good enough to have a chance to make the team at Penn, I'm not sure they are going to even let me into the stands to just watch a meet at USC."
"We have two meets left," she agreed, breathing easy. "You still have a chance to win a fucking race at least once in your career. Don't you want to?"
"Hell yes," I said emphatically. Then, even more emphatically, "But it isn't going to happen. I don't have three seconds in me in the 800, seven in the 1,500, or God knows how many in the 3,000."
"You only need ten to beat Donovan in the three," Bridget snapped automatically. "But more importantly, do you think either he or Rick are out training today? No, they aren't. They are cruising. They have already qualified for the New England's. Those two guys ahead of you are sleeping in and getting fat."
The idea of either Donovan or Rick getting fat was almost laughable. But Bridget was being intense about something other than me fucking her two best friends, so I was not about derail the conversation.
"You still have to win a race," she repeated between breaths. "I still want to get my qualification times up into the top heats at the New Englands. So we run. Hard."
Unfortunately, she punctuated that last word by picking up the pace further. I didn't respond at first, and she started to pull ahead of me. She glared back at me, and I caught back up, but with ill grace.
"Do we have to make this a race to get you into it?" she growled at me.
For a moment, I forgot about the gorilla out there on the course with us and reacted like we were the same old friends. "You want to race me? On the Big Box?"
"Afraid?"
"Bridget, I'll kill you," I laughed quite sincerely, even though it cost me a few cubic inches oxygen.
"Bullshit," she said almost angrily, but it seemed to be pretty much friendly anger about the matter at hand. "When have you ever beaten me in any race, moron?"
"Two times last fall in Cross-Country," I said promptly. "My time was two seconds better than yours in the meet here against Choate, and I beat you by three when we were at Taft."
"You hang onto those times, dreamer. Both races, it rained after you ran and while I did," Bridget scoffed. That was true, but immaterial. I had run better times those days. I had cherished those times ever since.
"In the 800, which is your best event and my worst, your personal best is five full seconds better than me. In the 1,500, it is also only five seconds better than mine," I went on. "In the 3,000, I'm only seven seconds back."
She looked at me.
"And if you compare our times from the same meet to the same meet, I'm usually at least that close, if not closer," I added.
"You still have never beaten me."
"Sure, and that is because you are close to being an Ivy-League level collegiate women's athlete, and I am a barely-varsity high school scrub," I said, really not wanting to actually work hard enough to race. "But I'm a guy and you are a girl," I went on.
"Glad you got that figured out."
"Aaaand," I said, overriding her before we drifted back to dangerous territory, "I have six inches of height and more than a foot of stride length over you, even with your superior form. I have more muscle, and more lung capacity. You cannot beat me at six and a half god-damned miles, Bridget! Why are you trying to make me put in the effort to show you?"
"Do I have to bet you, to get you to take this seriously?" Bridget asked.
"A bet?" I asked, a bit incredulously. We had never been betting kind of friends. That was me and Adam, or me and Chris back home.
"Yeah, a bet, loser. You. Lazy. Loser," Bridget taunted. Taunting was not her strength, I noted, though it was still annoying. And I still did not want to race this morning. "What do you want to bet that you can win this race?" she snapped
Alright kids, hold onto your ass, because your are about to see me do something spectacularly stupid here.
I had been on a five week bender of pushing my way through awkward situations through sexual bluff, sexual self-confidence, and usually self-confident sexual bluffing. It was becoming my default first draft response. The lesson I had not yet learned at that moment was that those had been sexual situations, for which that set of tools were appropriate solutions.
This was an attempt to avoid a fucking impromptu road race... against a friend who was mad about me... about sex, so I at least had that last, incredibly unhelpful bit. Introducing sex at this point was a Bad Idea.
But I did not think better of it until I was almost finished speaking.
"If I win, show me your tits," I said. Then I winced.
"What the actual fuck?" Bridget yelled, never slowing her stride.
And, still stupid, and since bluff had become a big part of my repertoire, I said, "Yeah. If you are gonna make me win, you have to show me your tits. Or are you ready to admit the truth? Maybe it just isn't worth it to you to run this dumbass race idea?"
Bridget shouted wordlessly at the sky, then added. "Done, if you win, I'll show you my tits."
Fuck. But at least she hadn't asked for stakes on my part. That had been my real worry. God knows what...
"But you have to have stakes too," she went on. "When I win, you drop your pants."
"What?"
"I want to see what is causing everybody to piss me off," Bridget growled.
And I had thought this might be a healing run. Here we were with seven and a half kilometers to go, and we were picking at fresh scabs. Damn her. It's not like any of us had done anything actually wrong. We had just gone about it in a shitty way.
"Deal," I said. "The rest of the way, back to the bridge."
"Done," agreed Bridget, and picked up the pace. I just let her go. I'm not a great runner, but I do know pace. She was suddenly moving faster than her best 3K pace. The more she pushed too hard like that, the better I was going to come out in this. "We are already racing, you know," she called back, once she had put 200 yards and growing between us. It was dead quiet and we were just heading onto the only straight, flat stretch of the entire course. Her voice carried back easily to me.
"Yep," was all I called back, and waved. When I race, I don't waste oxygen shouting.
And now that we were doing this fucking thing, I was sure as hell in it to win it.
And I was in it to rub it in Bridget's unwarrantedly superior face. I freely admitted that I had neither her form, nor her grit, nor her natural speed. But fucking-a, I had not killed myself for four god-damned years, making myself the best runner my body could become, to have her thinking that I couldn't beat a girl my own age over almost seven miles! Bridget held a lot of moral high ground at the moment, but damn it, I still deserved at least this much respect.
And...
Yeah, and. And, now that the subject had been broached, I found that I was rather interested in seeing Bridgets breasts. I was, in fact, looking forward to it. A lot. It was, in fact... motivational.



Since I had known her, I had never once gotten a good idea of what they looked like, even this year, when they had clearly grown a bit more. Bridget always wore sturdy, full-coverage sports bras when running, like any intelligent girl. But when she wasn't running, her favorite item of clothing was a hoodie. And when that was not on the table, she wore loose, flowy stuff, and I don't think I had ever once seen her sporting a low neckline. I had no clear idea of how her boobs looked.
But I damned sure always knew that they were there. And that all the sparsely available evidence was that they were considerable.
And all I needed was a brief, fairly minimal, though committed effort, and I would finally get to see them. She was already totally pissed off at me, she couldn't get any more mad.
Right?
Right?
I waited until she reached the end of that long, straight, flat stretch of road and disappeared around a curve. I picked up my pace as soon as she could not see me, and right when I knew for certain she that she had to be letting hers slack. I didn't press, I simply kept going along at just short of my old, mid-race, Cross-Country pace. For four kilometers, every time I temporarily came into view behind her as the road wound, I had closed the distance—sometimes a little, sometimes a lot. Every time, she could see I was closing, too.
I finally caught her at about the eight kilometer mark, just before the direct, hilly, final stretch back to campus. We said not a word as I pulled up beside her. We ran easily beside each other for almost half a kilometer, until the big hill just beyond Elm Street. It was time for Bridget's nightmare. I clearly was going to win. But beyond that, I was mad at Bridget for making me bust my hump on a Sunday morning where I had just wanted to lay around and feel guilty. She was going to pay.
And there was the little matter of the bet, the mental image of which had kept me company on the long, deliberately drawn-out road to catching her.
At my school, the Cross-Country program dictates that hills are everything. If you treat hills aggressively, both up and down, they are where you can break your opponent. We hit the hill together, and both answered our training, leaning in to accelerate together.
But Bridget had let her anger get her early in the course, and had pushed too hard for miles two through five. She is a great runner, so she still kept her form beautifully, eating up the road with each long stride, and quit was as always a foreign concept for her. She had taught me about that. But she had only been ahead of me for so long before by pushing herself too fast for what she could sustain over so long a distance.
And I was still on my natural distance race pace. I was definitely hurting, don't get me wrong, but I could keep it up.
I had put fifty yards between us in that near sprint up the long hill, and I just kept pushing on down the back side. The race was truly over already, and she knew it now. She had to have known it when I caught up to her where I did. My anger at her had long ago burnt off over the last few miles, and especially up that last big hill just now, but by God, I still wanted to make my point. I pushed through until I looked up and saw the bridge that was the finish line. I ran past it with a final sprint, holding my form to the end. I pushed my timer on my watch absently as I stepped onto the bridge, then collapsed onto the ground so I could get that out of the way before Bridget showed up and saw me committing the ultimate sin of lying down after a race.
When she did round the last curve, I was back up on my feet and watching from the big oak against the back of the ice rink, right before the bridge. She sailed across the imaginary line and stopped her timer, form perfect to the end, beaten, but unbowed.
Blowing hard, she walked back to me, hand planed on her hip to help keep herself upright.
"Any chance... you are just chilling... there, and forgot to... finish the race?" she smiled through heaving breaths.
"You are no tortoise," I smiled. "And I damned sure aren't that hare-brained."
"I thought..." Bridget went on, still sucking air, but recovering, "I thought it would be closer... at the end... and I could psyche you out."
"And that," I replied, "is why I didn't let it be close at the end. Come on," I added, jerking my thumb back towards campus down the hill on the other side of the ice rink. "Let's go have omelets!"
Yes, I was still very aware of the bet. The thought of it had given succor to my soul on a few difficult stretches of the race when Bridget was not getting closer as fast as I had planned. I had let the image float in front of me like a carrot on a stick during that last, agonizing push once I had passed her for good, when I was piling it on for ignoble reasons.
But come on. It had been a skeezy bet. And even if it had not been, it wasn't a fair one. Even had she run smart, she was not going to win that race. And as I said, my anger at her had burnt off. I just hoped hers at me had too.
"Wait, asshole" Bridget said, as I turned toward the path. Uh oh.
"What?"
"A bet's a fucking bet. You win."
The idea that this whole stupid, skeezy bet idea might make her more angry, not less, had not entered my feeble little brain. Why? Because I'm a dim-witted male.
And, because I am indeed dim-witted, and apparently very male, if recent events said much of anything, I turned around and looked on with more than a little open anticipation in my eyes. That was not well received.
Oh well, if she was going to stay angry with me, I found I had some reserves of anger that I, too, could call on.
She stood about ten feet from me, checked, as I did, for anyone in the area, then yanked her tank top over her head.
The cups of her very sturdy, boring, beige, jogging bra securely squished her boobs against her chest. Those cups had better be strong, because there was indeed plenty in them. For the first time, I saw a hint of cleavage on Bridget. Given the shape and coverage of the bra, for there to be any cleavage showing at all meant that there was a very interesting amount of flesh within...
"Wow. Um, wow," I repeated. Then I made one last chance to be gracious. "They look amazing. I didn't believe that you'd actually take off your shirt."
Nope.
"That wasn't the bet, and you know it," Bridget growled. "Quit trying to be magnanimous." She crossed her arms and grabbed the bottom of the bra, under her boobs.
Oh boy. Here we go. I had never in my life been remotely hard this soon after a difficult workout, or especially a race, but here I was, slowly filling my thankfully baggy running shorts. Praise all the powers above that the first shorts to hand when she woke me had been the baggiest I owned. And while we were at it, thank you also that I had on a long, untucked tee.
I was expecting a brief but glorious flash. I had finally let myself hope for it.
Bridget just pulled the whole goddamned bra off over her head and stood there, letting the damp fabric dangle from her hand as she held her arms down at her side.
Let's be clear--I was sure they would be pretty good. Despite the way she dressed, it was clear she wasn't under-endowed. And while there were no outright stories about Bridget going around—everyone she had dated had the good sense to not blab—the general tenet of conversation about her seemed to take a nice rack for granted. The narrative had probably come from other girls.
But I was not ready for what I saw. I mean, holy shit. Bridget's torso was amazing! She looked even more fit above the waist than she did down below with her top-of the class legs. She didn't have a six-pack or anything, but she was verging on it. And her boobs were... just unfair.
They were as big as Mary and Maddie's. At least. And they were shaped even better. They sagged a little less, almost impossibly, given their size, and they were deliciously round. Her dark aureoles were tiny—little perfect circles barely three times the diameter as her pencil eraser-sized nipples.
Nipples that were gloriously, achingly hard. The sloping curve of her breasts had those nipples canting slightly upward, jutting out as if demanding to be touched.
So, I just stood there and stared wordlessly... because I'm evidently a pig or something.
"Al?" she asked. "You alive over there?" Bridget added sarcastically. "So what now? Do I need to turn left?" She did. Oh, thank you.
"Or do I turn right?" She did that too, adding a big arch to her back. Thank you even more.
"Speak up, dude! Do I bend over?" Now she bent a fair amount at the waist, letting them dangle! Honestly, I was dying.
"Seriously, Alistaire," Bridget said with some real acid in her voice, punishing me with that name, after so recently letting me off the hook with a courtesy 'Al'. "What do you want?" she ground out acidly.
I've talked about my filters, the social interaction ones that my hormones and Male Instinct had repeatedly trashed in recent times? Letting a little slip through those filters at times had actually served me well, right up to my now evident destruction. Well, my hormones were saying that while Bridget might be sounding, she certainly not acting, like she hated me. And my Male Instinct was screaming to kiss her, or smile, or... just at least say fucking thank you.
All I knew was that she had taken that bra all the way off, and was making no move to put it back on...
So I deliberately didn't open up my filters. I didn't let them droop. I set them completely the fuck aside.
"What I want," I began, softly and deliberately, tearing my eyes off those incredible tits and staring right into her green-irised depths. "What I want is to fuck your gorgeous brains out."
Those emerald eyes widened instantly, bright as stars.
And she laughed. Not some little titter of nervous delight, either. This was a full-throated burst of outright hilarity. She laughed hard.
Nay, she guffawed.
She laughed so hard that she had to bend over to remain standing. That had been awesome before, but this time she drooped her head too, and her tightly curled, blazing red hair hung low enough to obscure the final views I was ever going to get of that amazing body.
Shit.
Fuck you, hormones. Fuck you, Male Instinct. You have failed me when it mattered most. You failed me with Bridget.
You failed me with Bridget, who was a better friend than any other girl—hell, a better friend than pretty much any other guy, either. Who had practically been the foreman on building up my self-confidence from scratch to the point that the last month had even been conceivable. Bridget, who had just laughed in my face when I told her, in admittedly the most over-the-top manner imaginable, that I was attracted to her.
Sometimes, you just need to walk away from the rubble.
I managed to keep my shoulders back and my back straight as I turned away. I could hunch over and sob once I was out of sight.
"I didn't say no," I heard from behind me.
In this world, there is hope arriving unlooked for.
And then there is Gandalf showing up with Eomer and the riders of the Westfold on the third day.
And then there were those four words.
Look. It would be nice to say that this meant the beginning of the romance of my life, all glorious roads having led me to that crossroads. Cue the violins.
But no, it did not mean that. We were eighteen year-old people with less than a month left together in high school before we went off in opposite directions. And I'm not that guy. Or, at least I wasn't then. We'll see if I ever get there.
But what it did mean was pretty damned important to me. It meant I wasn't going to be murdered. It meant my friend didn't hate me. And it meant that I. Was. Going. To. Tap. That.
All of that went through my head, even the bit about not cuing the violins, in the time it took me to finish the step I was taking. I pivoted on the landing foot, and strode right back toward Bridget, at a considerably more peppy pace.
She laughed again, though with less hilarity and more affection. But she held up her hand like a traffic cop. I almost didn't register the gesture because I was too busy appreciating how this presented new and fascinating effects on how those tits hung.
"But I didn't say yes, either," she said, cutting hard through my fog of, well, my fog of lust.
I stopped abruptly.
"Okay," I said, softly. I wasn't sure what to do. I sure as hell wasn't going to be demanding. I didn't want to show any major signs of feeling denied, as if I were owed something. All I could wisely show was simple, confused, disappointment. Since I was confused, and on the verge of being disappointed, that was easy to go with.
"Sorry," Bridget said, uncharacteristically flustered. Of course, she was uncharacteristically topless, so it was suddenly par for the course... "Sorry," she said again. "I'm just... I need to decide."
Her voice had all sorts of tones I was not used to with Bridget. Uncertainty, doubt, maybe even... yeah, fear? I took a single step toward her, not hungrily this time, but instinctively, as she seemed like she needed support.
"Wait," she said, holding out both hands this time, but less assertively. Damn, every time she did anything different, those tits presented something new and crazy hot. "I've got to talk this out, out loud. Will you listen?"
"Of course," I said. Listening, I could do. I had always been good at that.
"I mean, sure," she said, as if she had she had already been talking, which she probably had, just inside her head. "I was mad—I am mad that they both knew about what was going on, and I was kept out of the loop. Serious party foul, man. I mean that. But that was not why I was so fucking mad, much as I wanted all three of you to think so."
She heaved a deep breath. "But let's face it, Alistaire, I was—I am, full-on green-eyed monster jealous. I could not believe that they got to, they both got to... take a shot at you, each more than once, I'm guessing, and I didn't."
She took a deep breath. "Dammit, I was there first!" But then she took another breath. She was not sobbing, not even on the verge of it, I didn't think. But she just needed air to get out all the feelings that even the run and the race could not. "And I could not even justify the anger. I mean, I had, in fact been there first, and done nothing. I never even thought about doing something. Not even this year, before this all happened. I just kept on treating you like..." she gasped regretfully. "I treated you like... I don't know... a super high-end flat screen TV with all the streaming services," she said at last. Honestly, one of those sounded pretty awesome to me. Then she tried to clarify, "Just a kind of thing that was always lying around to entertain me when I didn't have something else to do. God, Al, I'm so sorry for that."
I said nothing and just made sure she could see there was no resentment in my eyes. That situation pretty much described all that my shy self had ever wanted back in the day—from her, or Beth, or Carla, or even from Ben, Adam, and Tres. Just to be counted on and valued.
She fortunately took the reassurance from my eyes that I had not trusted my clumsy, treacherous mouth to provide. "But I swear, the moment I sent that text, guessing that you had actually been with a girl, the thought popped into my head, 'Huh. Al is a person who could get laid. That might be good to know.' But even then I still did nothing."
"And then, when the three of use were walking back after that first practice, when we, um, worked out what might be behind your success? Yeah, I'm telling you right now, I realized that I suddenly wanted very much to have you, even before that conversation broke up." Okay, that surprised me. I'd have liked to have known that.
"But we all traded glances while you were looking confused about fucking dick size for God's sake," she grumbled, "and I thought we three girls were all on the same page. Fooling around with you would be a party foul. We were a group of friends. It would get weird. And you needed to go on with girls who were not so... close to you as us."
"And then," she said, her voice almost sing-song now, even almost good-natured, "Those two bitches went and decided to indulge themselves anyway. Without telling me, but more importantly, without giving me the chance to make a bid too!"
Now I kind of wanted to be cranky. Had I known, a 'bid' from Bridget would have instantly gone to the top of my priorities, and that would have been before I got to see what she was hiding away in all her bulky clothes.
Why yes, if you hadn't noticed by now, I am a pig. I tried to be considerate, and giving, and caring, but at the end of the day I was deeply immersed in a full-on, big budget, top notch male fantasy. Considerate pig was the best I could manage.
I could not help but open my big mouth. "Then, um, why didn't..." I shut back up.
"Why didn't I end up making the decision they both made, and just go for it? For the same reason I'm hesitating now."
I just cocked my eyebrow in patient incomprehension.
"Ohhh, fuck this!" Bridget said to herself. "It kills me to reveal to you, especially in light of the recent hysterics on my part, that I have a secret too. Something I've kept from all three of you, and everybody else."
A secret? What?
"Wait. What secret?" I asked, stupidly. Was she was secretly twenty-five years old, or some shit? That would explain the incredible tits...
Bridget just took a huge breath and let it out. She said something so softly I couldn't hear.
"I beg your pardon?" I said, weirdly formal like I was in some damned parlor comedy.
"I'm a virgin," Bridget said flatly and out loud. Louder than necessary, in fact.
My first reaction was, quite reasonably, to utterly panic.
"Wait, what? I can't... I mean, we can't... I mean you can't... Oh man!" I babbled, holding my head.
"Yo, man! Now you calm down. I know I didn't tell you, but get over yourself," Bridget exclaimed.
"About your virginity?" I squealed, my voice shooting so high it almost cracked for the first time in two years.
"Yes, my virginity, Alistaire. Please don't get so upset you didn't know."
"Didn't know?" I gasped. "It's not that you didn't tell me! It's not that I didn't know—It's that you were thinking of throwing it away on my mangy ass!"
"Throw it away?" Bridget asked slowly.
After this entire ordeal, you would have thought that by now, I'd have learned to recognize her angry voice. But nooooo.
"It's your virginity, Bridget. That's fucking huge. I'm not that special. This isn't a fist-bump between friends! You need a guy who you... who... I don't know, who means something to you—something romantic!"
"What are you running out here, dude, the bird and bees speech my grandmother received?"
"What?" I almost screamed. "Look," I said, pausing to stare at my hands ball themselves in fist and then relax slightly, over and over. I stared up at Bridget. "I want to be more transparent than I have ever been about anything, if I may here," I said. "With every word I say after this, you need to be aware that I am a fucking horn dog who cannot, no matter how hard he is trying, shake the idea of getting into your pants. He wants to get in there and root around in every way he has learned how. But I don't want to be that guy"
"Fortunately, I am also a guy who is certain that the first guy winning out would be a bad thing for you, and is trying to get you to Think. Fucking. Clearly."
I took a deep breath. "But I don't want to be that second guy either, since I'm being super honest here."
Thank God, she actually laughed at that. "So what guy are you going to be?"



I took deep breath. "I'm going to be the third guy. The one that knows it is your decision. And who knows that you are a more mature, sensible person than he is. And who will be around, willing to do anything for you he can to help you make your best decision, whatever it is." Then I added, "But if you are going to say yes at some point, PLEASE do so before Graduation! If I find out too late that you were going to say yes, I think I'll jump off a bridge."
She just laughed.
"Relax, Al." She took a deep breath. "I'm going to fuck you. Possibly right here, right now, on the field of battle upon which thou didst win my honor," she finished with a Medieval flair, bowing slightly, then straightening quickly enough to make her tits bobble a little.
"I didn't 'win' your... I mean, um... I didn't..."
Thankfully she interrupted me by taking a step closer, standing less than a few feet away. "I'm pretty sure I knew I was going to from the moment you said you wanted me the way you did. But I needed one more dose of drama first. I am still a teenaged girl. Drama is what we do, after all."
I hated myself for saying the next words. "Um, First Guy me is saying 'Fucking-A', and looking around for a comfy spot for us to definitely get busted having sex on at 9:30AM on a sunny day. Second Guy is saying that maybe all the forced drama is a sign you should at least take a step back."
"And Third Guy, the one supposed to be in charge?" Bridget asked.
"He's saying maybe you should explain to him why you think he's remotely worthy to take your virginity? Then you can listen to yourself and make sure you make sense."
She smiled at me and took another step forward. First Guy was pretty much ready to hold Second and Third Guys at gunpoint if they didn't shut up. I was so close...
"And that is why, if I actually need a 'worthy' guy, you are him," she said. "Alistaire, you aren't the first guy to get close, you know."
"Well, yeah. I can think of a couple of guys who I assumed..."
"A couple of them probably assumed, too," she said drily. "Gianni Torrine sure did. But I didn't with any of them, because..."
"No harp music?" I asked quietly. Please don't say it had been because there was no harp music, Bridget. If you say no harp music, I going to have to run away, very fast.
"No, not because there was no harp music with them, asshole," Bridget replied with the cheerful sarcasm that had made her such a good friend for so long. Really. I think the minute we both realized that we actually liked calling each other 'asshole', was the moment we became true friends. "And for the record, there is no harp music with you, either. I'm standing here, with my tits out," she continued, "trying to convince an overgrown string bean to give me my first fucking. A fucking that I suspect will be... what do you always say? Top Notch? Does that sound like a deathless romance's birth?"
"No," I agreed. Despite the subject matter, this suddenly felt like Bridget and Al again. "But if harp music wasn't the requirement, then why didn't you go for it already? You have had some pretty good-looking opportunities."
"Because, in the end, when it came time to decide, I just didn't feel like going that far for the first, or any, time with any of them," she said tartly. "I mean, some you might be thinking of never got anywhere. Some others got a blowjob, or even three. I got eaten out once... twice," she added, after a moment's reconsideration. I really wanted to know if that afterthought there was about Petra. I really, really, wanted to ask, but I wasn't going to risk it. Not right then, anyway. Guy Who Wants to Get Into Bridget's Pants was sssssso close.
"But I just never felt that any of those other guys were going to help me navigate an admittedly major new skillset... unselfishly. And I really wanted a guy who I thought would be the same guy around me afterward as he was before. I didn't ever quite feel like I had found that." She shrugged. Damn, everything she did with her shirt off had amazing results! "
"So I had a chance to suck a few cocks that seemed to deserve that at least, learn that not all sperm tastes bad, and had a pretty amazing orgasm or two." She shrugged again. "But I think I've only gotten pickier just recently. Now, I want a guy who can keep his mouth shut. And I want a guy who doesn't think only with his dick... but does think with it enough." She was grinning now, and I realized that she had closed the gap between us even more. "And finally..." Bridget said, tugging at my waistband and sliding her hand down into my jock. I was powerless to stop her and had no desire left to try. "Finally, I want a guy with a really enormous... Holy Shit!"
Nope. Never, ever, gonna get old.
*
I finally got Bridget to put her top back on, admittedly after an almost complete lack of commitment on my part toward trying to convince her. But decent she was once more, and we had no sooner started walking around the rink to head back to campus and someplace safe than we ran headlong into Dean Fletcher, who had been about to round the corner in the other direction!
"Hey, Dean Fletcher!" Bridget chirped, as if she hadn't just been standing in the open, topless, with a boy, about twenty seconds previously.
Once we got past that nearly heart-stopping moment, Bridget started wanting to work out where we could go right exactly then to 'finish' our discussion.
I shrugged. What the hell. Everything else had blown up. "I have just the place," I said. "It is supposed to Beth's and my secret place, and I'm not supposed to tell any other girl I'm with about it. But I think you ought to get a secret to have too, after all this, right?"
"We are going to tell her," Bridget said sternly. Then she grinned wickedly. "Immediately after we are done with it." Her laugh had always been infectious. "So what is this place you've found?"
"It is the recording studio in the library basement," I said. "I have the combination. It is lockable, out of the way, and unless it has been scheduled, by musicians, early on a Sunday morning, it will be free for a good long while. No one goes in without an appointment, except for deliveries on weekday mornings. And best of all, it's soundproofed!" I finished brightly.
"Soundproofed?" Bridget said, askance.
"Yeah, of course. It is in the library, I mean."
"That is the best thing about it?"
"Sure. Come on. Girls are loud during sex. We really don't want to get caught."
I've gotten pretty experienced by now. Why was I still getting these looks all the time?
We found ourselves trying to stroll but at an almost ridiculous-looking pace. We giggled about it and tried to slow down.
"Hey! What was your time after all that?" Bridget asked, trying to make conversation to fill the eternity until we could be safely in private.
I looked idly down at my watch for the time I'd recorded. "Holy shit!" I exclaimed, shoving the watch out toward Bridget proudly.
"Holy shit," she agreed. Then she swore in mock anger.
"What?" I asked.
"Now if I want you to finally win a fucking race, I'm going to have to offer to show you my tits again."
I looked at her. She looked at me.
"I'm gonna win a race," I sang. "I'm gonna win a raaaace!"
*
The schedule for the recording studio was indeed open, and I let the door close behind us gently. The second it clicked, I felt Bridget's top slap into the back of my head. I started, then slowly turned around, only to feel her sweaty bra hit me in the face. No soggy piece of heavy fabric ever felt so amazing. I yanked off my own shirt as fast as I could. Still...
"Hey," I started, then instantly got side-tracked. "I know I didn't say this out loud before, but you have the most beautiful chest on the planet, okay?" I shook my head to free my eyes from said chest. "But we can slow down. The room is not scheduled until four in the afternoon, and we would be missed at D&D before then anyway! We have all the time in the world."
"I know this is not how the dynamic is supposed to work," said Bridget, who was, oh my God, pushing her panties down to her ankles. Her pubes, wispy and soft, were as red as the hair on her hair. Oh, God. Oh God. "But now that I have finally decided to do this, and have the logically arrived at Mr. Right lined up, I kinda want you to be Mr. Right Now."
I flushed at that, but protested, "But, we have a lot of things to do first!"
"First?"
"Well, sure," I said, trying not to sound like I was some kind of expert talking to a virgin—a virgin who still probably had as much experience as me in pretty much everything but. "Like, we need to make sure we both get in a really satisfying orgasm or three first, right?" She looked at me calmly. "I mean, to get you ready for, well, this." I gestured southward. "And..." I blushed, a little embarrassed. "And to make sure I don't go off too soon the first time when we do finally..." She was just looking at me with yet another unreadable expression. "I mean, I know it's embarrassing, and I'm sorry in advance. I'm getting better, I promise, but my first one usually comes on pretty quick. And the prospect of my first time with you already has me on a hair trigger. I'm learning to get better, I'm serious. Why are you suddenly laughing? Please don't. I'm babbling, I know it's funny. But I'm serious about having a hard time holding back the first time," I said, tugging off my shorts and jock, eager to shuck the very uncomfortable strictures. "And Bridget? Seriously, looking at you right here, right now... I'm lucky I'm not coming already, just from the view."
She blushed, but I instantly realized that she wasn't even listening much to my attempt at a compliment. She was staring at my slowly bobbing cock. I thought I was about to get a second Taj Mahal moment, but instead she just took a deep breath and said, "Yeah. I guess it is going to take some getting ready for that..."
I grinned and pounced on her, my ankles finally feee of the jockstrap. "I have some ideas on that front," I said, to which she quietly shrieked in response.
I was honestly surprised that no one ever said anything about how one of the big, wide, upholstered vinyl chairs from the reading lounge mysteriously needed to be in the recording studio. Everyone, including the faculty, seemed to assume someone else wanted it down here... It had taken Beth and me an hour to get it down and in without anyone noticing the move.
I plopped Bridget down on that chair and bent over her. Sex could wait, all the other preliminaries could wait, on this... I leaned in and kissed her. She moaned a little as our lips first touched, and she almost instantly shushed herself, mostly by reaching and pulling my head down against her and locking her mouth onto mine. Aside from confessing that I really did almost come, just from the touch of her lips, I will only say about that first, magical kiss that, holy cow did she have a wonderful tongue, capable of mighty feats. In no time, I lost my balance over her and collapsed on top of her. We managed not to hurt each other in the fall, and I almost forgot about the things her tongue was doing to first my mouth, then my ear and my throat. I almost forgot because my hands had leapt with no restraint at all onto her breasts.
Ohhhh, those tits. They were so nice and big. They were incredibly firm and damn-near gravity-defying, but so warm and soft to the touch. And she definitely liked having them grabbed a little. Maybe a lot. Her nipples remained yearningly erect against my palms and fingertips. I wanted to suck on them so badly, but that would mean removing my mouth from Bridget's face, and she was having none of that, holding my head firmly in place by the hair behind my ears as she kissed her own way from earlobes, to throat, to lips again.
Even if I lost half my hair, I had to move downward. I shook her grip from my hair and slid downward atop her. I stared down at those tits for a moment before just, spontaneously, burying my face between those incredible feeling mounds, rolling my head all around while pressing them against me.
I had to come up for air eventually (I exaggerate, of course. She was generous, not cartoonish), and found myself almost instantly wrapping my lips over the entire expanse of one tiny aureole, and sucking for all I was worth with a hunger that surprised me. It seemed to surprise Bridget. She gasped.
"Are you okay?" I asked, pausing. "Was that too hard?"
Bridget just responded by grabbing my head again and pulling me back against the same nipple. "Not... hard enough," she groaned as I did my best to comply, sucking as hard as I could and flicking my tongue wildly over her erect nipple inside my mouth.
I decided I wanted to do this forever, though it would be hard to avoid starvation with this tit in my mouth permanently. I still would have given the idea a try, but I wanted to continue moving lower even more. I knew I had even better stuff to do.
I slid down her luscious torso, past her sleek, flat tummy, and came to rest, kneeling before her, between her trembling, spread legs. I leaned in.
Stale sweat is the worst smell on the planet. But fresh, well-earned sweat from exercise, rather than heat, can be intoxicating. Combined with the aroma of her pussy, I was practically drunk in moments.
I knew I should tease, I should take my time with kisses along the thigh, or gentle caresses of the lips down there. A kiss would be nice. A series of licks on the belly would be better, perhaps.
But all too often, as with this time, I just can't wait. A soft kiss, right on what there was of her wispy little fiery bush, a wet, slobbery lick up the top of each inner thigh, and a nuzzle of her belly button were all the preliminaries I could manage for Bridget before I dove in between her legs in earnest.
I pressed my lips against hers, redolent with aroma, and hummed gently, letting the vibrations transmit against her pussy. Then I extended my tongue and dragged it from top to bottom, and back up. She was damp and tasted wonderful. I rocked down so I could look up at her and saw that she rolled her head back as far as she could. I brought a hand up to caress her slit for just a moment so I could lift my head and croon, "Lift your head please, Bridget," I said softly. "I... look me in the eyes."
She lifted her head slowly, "Wha? Okay? Why?" She asked, already sounding a little mentally disorganized. That was promising.
"I just want to see your face," I said. "You know, for when you... you know."
She seemed to focus for just long enough to snort at that for some reason, then just nodded and her hands pressed my head back down softly, but with entreaty.
I let my tongue press slowly into her, watching as her eyes widened, then softened in response. But she kept her head up so she could keep eye contact with me. I massaged my tongue in and out of her, mining both to different depths and forward and back inside of her. I studiously avoided her very top area though, watching for when the time was right. Over, and over I massaged her insides with my tongue, and her legs from thigh to calf with my hands. When she suddenly shuddered and made just that noise (you know the one, right?), I slid my tongue upward and in, but a moment later I finally sought her clitoris and lashed at it swiftly, up and down.
Bridget's slitted eyes flew open and her mewling sprang louder, even though she tried to clamp down her mouth on the noise. Anther single lash at her clit and her hips bucked pretty violently. She lost control, crimson flashed across the pale skin of her face, highlighting the splash of freckles on her cheekbones. Her head then snapped back again, and her hands clutched almost painfully hard in my hair, pressing my face into her crotch. And she fucking outright screamed, "Fucking hell! OH! Oh! Oh! OH! Fucking, fucking, hell," all at the top of her lungs.
And then, like the proverbial puppet whose strings are cut, she collapsed completely onto the chair, still staring upward at the ceiling. "I'm going to die," she muttered happily. I raised up straight on my knees and checked to see if I had any hair left or if she had yanked it all out.
"I'm sorry I stopped looking at you," Bridget said groggily, finally looking away from the ceiling, and back to me.
"That was great," I reassured her, "I saw exactly what I wanted to see."
"And fucking hell, man! That was the loudest noise I think I've ever made in my life for any reason."
"Well, yeah. Right?" I said, shrugging.
Bridget gasped a quick laugh. "Do you ever exaggerate anything about sex?"
"Why bother? It would all become pretty evident anyway."
She just shook her head. "Then I guess you are going to need my best blowjob, so you don't go off the second you finally deign to break down and put that thing inside me." We both laughed at that one. I laughed appreciatively in more ways than one.
She struggled to her feet, and Bridget commanded me to sit in the chair. I sank into it, cock waving around, practically grumbling about how long it had had to wait. Bridget, in turn, slid to her knees, and leaned over my thigh to caress and examine me. Her brow furrowed.
"Look, Alistaire," she said earnestly. "I think I have leaned some things about what I am doing down here. Really. But I am just a little worried about how I'm supposed to deal with this. I mean, you know... it's yours after all. Any advice?" She laughed at herself.
"Honestly?" I shrugged. "This is about the one part that I don't study much when it is going on. I mean, I just like lie back or stand there, relax, watch her face, and enjoy her enjoying herself." I trailed off, vaguely aware that that was a possibly odd way of describing oral sex to a girl who was contemplating giving it to me for the first time. "Oh, and tongue. I like lots of tongue, please," I added eagerly.
"I do aim to please there," Bridget said. And with that, she bent to drag her tongue around my head and up and down my shaft with oddly intense laziness. Yes, she was definitely pleasing already! "What ahmlent," Bridget tried to continue talking, despite keeping her tongue on my cock in some way or another, "ith how muth of thith can a glurl weawy take?"
It took me a second before I got it. "Oh! Well... I dunno. It doesn't really matter in the end, does it? I've always been happy no matter how far down and all, in the end. Very happy," I said, and Bridget relaxed. "I mean it is pretty amazing," I went on as she started licking again, "when Carla takes it all the way, right to the root, but..."
"What?"
"Well, yeah, but come on, I think that is actually pretty freaky, right? I mean a guy has to hope for no more than at best half of that, right? And anyway, the best part is always the tongue... and the lips... Oh, thank you," I kind of trailed off as Bridget started licking me again. "Thank you."
"Don't ever change, Alistaire," Bridget murmured, taking a moment to rub me all over her face, dragging my helmet across her cheeks and over her nose.
"I thought the whole reason this is happening is because I did change."
"Not in your soul," she said softly, and suddenly wrapped her lips around me and started suckling on my cock like it was a baby bottle. What a nice thing to say.
Not as nice as what she was doing with her mouth once she had said it though. She had both hands stacked around my shaft, not jacking me or anything, just gently massaging. All the action was up at the top couple of inches, buried between her lips and being tortured by her head bobbing up and down around it, with her tongue inside, as requested, slowly thrashing around me. Her mass of tight red curls, bobbing up and down on my lap was possibly the best view of my life... after the one of Carrie naked beneath me on the hood of the Mercedes.



I was just so relaxed and happy, I forgot to even think about the ways to prolong things. Almost out of nowhere, my relaxed happiness flipped over to urgency.
"Told you I'd be quick," I grunted. "I'm.. going to..."
Bridget just languidly lifted her head free of my cock and raised and lowered her hands languidly on my shaft. I just gasped on a long, slow, wordless moan as I watched my jizz fucking fountain out. The first little spurt slapped into her smooth cheek, and she let out a little, gasp of delight.
The second, main effort shot out hard, hitting her partially open lips square on. A lot of it had to have shot directly into her mouth, but the rest spread out all over the bottom half of her face and chin. Bridget pulled back a bit at the shock of the flow, and my follow-on jets ended up leaving streamers down her throat and upper chest, quickly drizzling down her upper breasts. Now that was fucking hot to look at.
Bridget seemed to be swallowing what had gone right into her mouth. Then she lifted her lower hand off my cock and started wiping her face with her fingers. She looked at the cream, shrugged and licked her finger clean. Then she reached down and wiped a stream of cum off a gorgeous boob. I wanted to come again, just from looking. "Mmm, Alistaire, you really do taste good," she mused, as if to herself.
"Well, yeah, I guess," I replied anyway. "I mean, blowjobs would not be very fun if cum tasted, you know, bad!"
Bridget looked up at me and sighed. "Let me guess, 'all girls find all cum to be delicious?'"
"Well, I'm just saying that blowjobs would be a lot less common than they seem, if semen didn't taste good to girls," I said, reciting the obvious. But questions like hers seemed to often mean the opposite of what they implied these days... "Right?" I added, with less certainty.
"I'm sure every girl will always think that your semen tastes great, if they give it a chance," Bridget sighed, still tasting mine as she busied herself cleaning up the beautiful mess. "But not all guys are so lucky."
"Sucks to be them," I mused, and she snorted again.
But my shaft was still in her hand. "You never got soft at all, Alistaire" Bridget exclaimed, waving the evidence around a little.
"I usually don't, the first time," I said. "Why would I, especially now, with such a beautiful creature in front of me?"
Bridget flushed again. Her pale skin seemed gratifyingly susceptible to very visible, full-body blushes. Then she seemed to think of something and smirked a little. But moments after that, she stopped doing anything else but taking a deep breath and staring at my cock. She looked up at me. "I'm ready," she announced firmly.
She looked around and leaned over to run a hand across the plush pile of the floor rug that had been put in the room to absorb sound. She let go of me, lay back on the floor, and beckoned.
"I'm ready," she said again, with equal conviction. But she was staring at my dick again with evident caution.
I slid over and above her, trembling with anticipation... no, I trembled with lust. Holy fuck, I was feeling such an animalistic hunger, it could only be called lust. I loomed over Bridget, my cock dangling down over her. She reached out and caressed it softly. And she quivered.
"We don't have to do it like this," I said, concerned. "I mean, I love it this way, but if I roll over and you get on top, you will have a lot more control..."
"I want it just like this," she said firmly. I just nodded.
Then I looked around, fretting. "I hid some condoms in here, just in case," I muttered.
"I have a contraceptive implant," Bridget said, pulling my body back over her.
"You do?" I asked, as if I'd never heard that before. I just hadn't expected it now, somehow, with Bridget being...
"Last summer, my mother would not hear of my being on the pill," she chuckled, "but my father was more concerned about my getting pregnant that my getting laid. He took me to the doctor and got me the implant." She laughed louder. "Then he told me not to use it for the five years it lasted, except in emergencies."
"Oh," I said. "But..."
"Alistaire, this is an emergency."
It sure felt like an emergency to me...
I leaned down to kiss her, our lips caressing each other, no tongue for the moment. I lowered my hips and felt my cock bump against the lower part of her belly. I shifted a bit and I slipped lower to dangle between her legs. I moved my hips so as to drag my tip along her slit, and I felt her moisture waiting, beckoning. Bridget quivered beneath me, reaching up to rest her hands gently on my ass.
I rubbed harder, and felt myself begin to nestle into her folds. Her kisses became more breathless, more demanding. I returned them in kind, but felt very tentative about sliding any deeper. The hymen was some kind of mythical beast I had heard of, lurking in the depths for me to slay.
I get it. I'm a geek. Dungeons & Dragons can work its ways into my consciousness at the weirdest damned times.
I realized that I was encountering something I never had before, and my gentle probing stopped. This wasn't the glorious resistance of an awesomely tight pussy, though I could already tell that Bridget would be a vise. This was a blockage. The blockage. Why hadn't I found a way to get her to postpone this? That way I could have done some research or something on how to do this right. This had to be perfect. It had to. And I was not sure I was up to making it so.
Bridget broke our kiss and looked at me. I looked at her.
"We can stop," I offered. It was possibly the most difficult thing I had ever offered. Every shred of my being wanted to just slam into her. My Male Instinct was having a field day, of course, but I swear that even my sense of restraint was screaming, 'Fuck Her Hard, you jackass!'
"No," Bridget said, shaking her head breathlessly. "I'm ready. Let's do this." She seemed to steel herself in anticipation.
"You look scared," I fretted.
"Because I am, doofus," she grinned apprehensively. "This is going to hurt. I hope not too much, and I'm pretty sure not for too long, but it is going to. Now do it, before I grab your ass and do it for you."
"But I don't want to hurt you," I almost whined.
"I want you to hurt me," she said, as if trying to reassure herself, as well as me. "Mostly because I just really want to fuck you, but also because I know you will keep me safe." Safe was a confusing word. Carla wanted me because she didn't feel safe around me. Bridget wanted me because she did.
"But no pressure or anything," I chuckled, trying to find refuge in humor.
"Alistaire," Bridget growled. I felt her hands grab my ass and knead it. She was getting ready to pull me into her for real! That wasn't happening. I would do this myself.
I felt her tremble beneath me, and I did likewise in response.
And I pushed.
It was surprising how easily it tore under my advance, almost literally popping. Bridget hissed a little, and grimaced. I paused again, but her hands kept up their pressure on my ass, and I resumed. She was indeed amazingly tight, and I had to take my time burying myself into her. Even had I wanted to just plunge the rest of the way in, it would have been impossible. I watched intently as the grimace faded from her face as I worked deeper and deeper. She might have seemed to have some discomfort left, how much I could not tell, but I felt like I was in heaven.
We both sighed as I settled fully inside her, my tip tickling her depths and making her jump slightly. I simply lay there for a bit, savoring the incredible feeling of just being fucking buried inside Bridget, her warm, fit body largely supporting my weight, her fabulous tits against my chest.
"Did that hurt?" I asked, still worried.
"Oh hell yes," she sighed happily. "Still does," she added, as if fascinated. "But I feel so overwhelmingly good otherwise, so wildly... full. I'm just... glad you fit."
"Really? You're okay?"
"You bring new meaning to the phrase 'hurts so good'," Bridget almost crooned, suddenly beginning to squeeze herself around my cock inside her.
"I'm so sorry."
"Shut up," she ground out through happily gritted teeth. She dug her fingernails into my ass. She didn't trim them very long, but they were long enough to hurt, as hard as she squeezed.
"Ouch," I yelped, unable to keep quiet.
"There," Bridget said. "We are even, all right?" She started squirming happily underneath me, softening her grip on my protesting glutes. "Are we finished talking about my already fading discomfort? I want to get sweaty and loud."
How was I to argue with that request?
I drew back and then thrust back in. And again. My eyes were riveted to Bridget's face, enthralled by the look on it each time I drew back and plunged into her again.
"Oh wow," she breathed.
I drew back, and this time I slammed into her fast. Her heavily lidded eyes shot wide as I repeated the hard thrust. I tried to repeat the same slow withdrawal and eager impalement, but sometime the body wants its own agenda, and soon I was racking myself in and out of her as hard and fast as I could manage. Her body rocked beneath me, her tits wobbling around so amazingly that they actually could compete for my eyes' attention with her lovely, expressive face telling me how much she was enjoying this.
Looking down on her beneath me was almost better than the feeling of being inside her.
That's bullshit, and you know it as much as I do, but you get the picture.
Even with her frankly awesome blowjob earlier, I was starting to get close again. But I could tell that she was not yet there. It always seemed to take a while for girls in Missionary. She was clearly enjoying herself immensely, but not yet pushing toward the edge.
I slowed to hold on longer myself, and stopped, then I just barely withdrew from her.
"Huh?" Bridget asked, displaying again that little mental disorganization that tells me I'm doing a good job.
"Shhhh," I said, then kissed her again gently. I ran my cock along the outside of her slit now, listening for her reaction when it stroked across her clitoris, which stood just proud enough in her folds for me to caress it like this.
I felt her clench. There we go... That's what she needed.
A few more strokes, and she was whimpering at last. I drew back and then slid down into her again. I slowly slid my hand between us to gently keep up the stimulation while I started to thrust into her again. I caressed her clit softly, but grew faster and harder at the same time with my main efforts. As she began to grow louder in her moans and cries, I felt her build. I let my hand slip from her folds and I clenched her breast almost desperately. She had such perfect tits... But my hold was indeed desperate, and I was just slamming into her with an urgency I could not restrain anymore. Bridget felt my imminence, I thought, because she crooned almost desperately, hanging on by a thread herself. Her hips bucked up against me... and I gushed into her. It felt like I was gushing everything in my body, from calf muscle tissue up to the saliva in my mouth, all liquified and charging down and out my dick and into Bridget. The tidal flow and almost violent pulsation of my cock inside her seemed to give her body what it needed to finally let go, and she shrieked again and again underneath me. I kept up my thrusts, even though my body was screaming in ecstatic overload and was demanding that I stop already. But I wanted to make sure I had drained this woman of every last drop of her own passion.
I finally felt her collapse and relax beneath me, and in desperate relief, I too sagged. I gasped happily as I stopped pounding, cock throbbing in exhaustion inside her.
We both lay there, trying to figure out how we weren't dead.
"Well," she said at last, after heaving a mighty sigh. "That was nice."
"Yeah?" I replied weakly. "I thought it was nice too."
Neither of us had the energy to laugh, only smile at each other.
"Want to do it again?" I asked with a weak grin.
"Oh, holy shit, yes!" But then she said, "But no, not now."
"Of course not right now. You have to give me a few minutes, and I'm sure I can..."
"Alistaire," Bridget said, putting a finger on my lip. "We are going to do this over and over again, while we have time left together." She giggled. "And I claim priority over those two bitches until I catch up. But right now, my heart just about stopped. And we just both ran a 10K an hour ago. And we both have drunk our water bottles dry. We both need to go to the dining hall and get food, and water, and milk, and omelets... you know, 'lest we die'."
I managed the energy to actually laugh. "God, an omelet sounds good."
*
We went straight to the dining hall, not really considering our odor... Fortunately, in the press of brunch, the food service area is powerfully aromatic already, enough that we got no weird looks, except maybe one from old Mrs. Lauresova, who was rationing out the bacon. But we both headed away from everyone else and found a far table to ourselves to eat.
We sat there, attacking the food and slamming back water like we had just been rescued from fourteen days on a life raft at sea. Suddenly, we both looked up and saw Carla and Beth standing there with trays, both looking very tentatively and uncomfortably at Bridget.
She just smiled at them and waved at the seats. "Hey guys! What's up this morning?"
They traded glances at each other as they sat, as if looking for a trap. My presence reassured them, I saw. It was probably the only reason they had had the courage to approach Bridget at all.
Beth picked up her knife and cut into her own omelet. Then she looked up at Bridget, meeting her eyes and replied quietly, "Nothing much. We are just glad to see you..." she stiffened suddenly. Then she grinned.
"Well, Carla," she went on with sudden glee, "I guess that is one way to solve this situation."
"What?" said Carla, confused, but glad a firefight wasn't breaking out.
"I'm pretty sure Bridget just short-circuited the issue and fucked Alistaire herself, along with other assorted activities," Beth said, hardly able to contain herself.
Carla gasped, then stopped. She sniffed at what her gasp had told her. Then she leaned forward and took a deep, ostentatious, whiff. "Daaamn! She fucked him just now!"
Bridget could not help but giggle. I just sat there, looking smug. I felt smug. I felt I deserved to feel smug. Smugness quite possibly defined me at that moment. Besides, I knew my participation in the conversation was not currently needed. I resumed eating, in hopes my other services would, however, be needed again soon, and often. "The smell gave us away, huh?" Bridget asked. "We were so hungry, we didn't think, until we already had trays. It's why we are way the hell over here."
"It wasn't the aroma at first," Beth said mercilessly. "It's just, unless I am very mistaken, you have a leeeetle sticky patch of cum on your face, right there by your ear."
Bridget blushed. "Oops? Still, it was a good morning to lose my virginity."
"You what?" Carla practically shrieked. She stood up so fast she hit the table with her super long thighs and almost spilled everything on it. A few other kids looked lazily over our way, but it was just our crazy bunch, and nothing spilt, so they all lost interest.
Beth just sat there, dumbfounded.
"And with that, ladies and gent," Bridget said almost sternly, "I announce the new No Secrets About Sex rule among us. None. Clear?" The others immediately nodded. "Good. To get into full compliance, I will tell you, Beth, that we had sex in your secret room."
"I had that coming," Beth said calmly.
"Wait, you have a secret room?" Carla asked quickly.
"You don't?" Beth asked, as if surprised they had not brought this up between them. I was sure surprised at that.
"We always screw on the high jump pit."
"Outside?" Bridget almost choked.
"It is actually way more comfortable," I allowed myself to contribute. "I'm surprised they don't sell those things to married people."
"And it is surprisingly discreet up there, at the right time of day," Carla agreed. "But it does not have a locked door!" she added hotly. "You had to hog the love nest for yourself?"
"In fairness, I didn't know about you," said Beth defensively. "I just didn't want to share it with Sherri. Or Jenn. Or Poppy."
"Wait," Bridget put in firmly. She looked at Carla, "Beth didn't know about you either?"
Beth looked sheepish. "Again, in fairness, she didn't know about me either."
Bridget's jaw just worked for a moment. Then, inevitably, all three of them turned to look at me.
I shifted nervously.
"The fact that you survive with all five limbs intact, especially the big one, is amazing," Bridget said.
Beth just laughed, and Carla added, "Yeah, if he weren't so god-damned good, he'd be dead for sure."
Bridget just sighed in a way that conveyed contented agreement. "So, we are all caught up? Northing else?" she added menacingly.
"Alistaire's Mary has a twin sister and he nailed her on the same night in the same room as he screwed Mary only back and forth and we got it out of him when we were in his room just after we found out about each other and then Ben came in and we told him and he about died and then Beth gave Ben a lap dance to make him stay quiet and then she threatened him to make it stick," Carla said hurriedly, before taking a deep breath. "Oh, and I think Beth wants to maybe fuck Ben, too."
Bridget looked back and forth between the other two girls. Beth looked rather outraged, and clearly felt the last bit was not so much dark secrets revealed, as it was rampant, drive-by, speculation.
And oh, yeah. Looking at my dark-haired friend, I was sure that Carla's speculation was correct. Beth was totally going to, at the very least, suck Ben's cock. I hoped he'd survive. I'd seen the kind of girl he'd been with before. Beth would be like getting called up to the Big Leagues.
"That's it," declared Bridget. "There is too much to process. We are going up to Alistaire's room right now and explain fucking everything, in detail."
"No, we are not!" I said firmly. They all three looked at me a little strangely. Even now, with everything that had happened, they still got surprised that I might so much as have an opinion, once the three of them got going amongst themselves.
"I am going to my dorm, alone. Once there I will take about nine showers to make sure I get this incredibly sexy, but dangerous odor off of me. Then I will put on clean, comfortable underwear, because I swear, if I get one more hard-on in a jock strap, I am going to snap right off."
"We are going up there just to talk," Beth said quellingly.
"I will be alone in my dorm room with three achingly hot girls, working out some issues among us related to sex," I snapped back, almost testily. "If I don't get at least five hard-ons, I should to see a doctor or something."
The three of them shared a look or two that did not bode safety.
"Bridget," I overrode the diversion, "is also going to go take a shower of her own, sadly peeling the last vestiges of my supposedly uniquely delicious spume off her face."
All three of them cracked up at that, even though Beth and Carla weren't there for the conversation I was referencing. But they got the gist from my tone.
"And you two," I went on, for the sake of completeness, since I was suddenly drunk with power and issuing orders. "You will, uh..." I paused while they both looked at me in amusement. This was not the way to cement my new assertiveness. "You two should just, um, oh hell, give each other a shower, how's that? Then we are all on the same cleanliness level."
"Oh yeah," Carla drawled. "Got one more item for the secrets agenda. Since about eight seconds after the two of us found out about each others, Alistair's been trying to con us into a fucking threesome."



"Not without me," Bridget snorted. She got up with her tray and only caught their looks at her just before she turned. "What?"
—————
Thanks for making it all the way to the end! Nothing makes me happier as an author than the simple fact that you chose to do that. As always, I would be thrilled if you rated or favorited this entry, but I want your thoughts and comments on it even more.
Again, if you want to hear more of Alistaire's Adventures, let me know. Suggestions are welcome, too!
Finally, if you liked this tale, please try some of my others as well.
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THE ONE WITH JENN
—————
Beth and I had discovered doggy style. And we were having one hell of a time indulging in it. She grunted as I rammed into her, panting as she reveled in what she had called earlier the 'raw, animalistic nature' of getting fucked from behind. My hands clenched her spectacular ass and my eyes were riveted downward on its perfect, flexing curves, watching as my long shaft slid in and out of her pussy. My belly slapped audibly with each impact as I slammed against that backside.
That ass was why I loved doggy so much with Beth. Oh God, did I love that ass...
I backed off my ferocious pace and slid slowly in and out of her now, letting both of us catch our breath. Her firm, wet walls caressed me enthrallingly as I slid through her. The tiniest of quivers raced up my balls, reminding me that this session would not last forever, but I was becoming pretty good at prolonging mutual enjoyment. I relaxed and settled back into an easy, lasting rhythm.
"Oh, that is so nice," Beth said, catching her breath fully and relaxing.
"Nice?" I scoffed.
"Okay then, if you prefer, I feel transcendent, you magnificent stallion," she snarked back. "Continue for ever!" she demanded in noble tones. "Is that better?" Beth added archly, smiling back at me, her face flushed.
"Much," I panted, still a little winded from the earlier frantic pace. At the moment, I very much wished I could literally obey her.
After a few more companionable thrusts, Beth tugged her ponytail off her back and down over her shoulder. "Tell me," she said, as if in a normal conversation, "do you really think Ben is interested in me?"
I'll freely admit that this was not a subject I would have included in those likely to come up under the current circumstances. I will boast that I did not skip a beat in my easy rhythm, however. My vocal response was less impressive. "Uh... what?"
Beth looked over her shoulder at me again, this time with a puckish grin, and shrugged, waiting for my answer.
I gathered my thoughts. "First, I am very sure he is, though he has never said a word to me about it. Second, why the hell would he not? I mean, look at you," I said easily. I punctuated that last bit with two much more powerful, though still slow, penetrations. "And third, any particular reason that you bring it up now?"
"Jealous?" Beth teased easily.
"You know I'm not," I replied, a lie that was surprisingly tiny. I was really only jealous that she was thinking about him right then.
"I was thinking about how much I like getting screwed like this," Beth confessed, meaning the doggy style. "And it just occurred to me that even if the guy wasn't hung like you, Mr. Circus Freak, I'd still feel really full this way."
"Hey!" I exclaimed, bizarrely moved to defend my bro. "What makes you imagine that Ben is small?"
"Nothing. I hope he's hung. But we both know that he ain't hung like you." Beth pushed her ass back against me, indicating she was wanting me to up my efforts again. But she had started the conversation. I was going to finish it. I only sped up a little.
"Maybe he is," I prodded playfully.
"Alistaire," Beth said, pushing back harder now, "if there were two cocks like yours in one school, the whole place would have collapsed into some giant penis singularity or something." She still found ways to further pump up my ego...
My dick throbbed with renewed stimulation as I started really going at it once more, the slick, wet sound of my passage in and out once more punctuated by soft slaps of my belly against her ass. Fuck, it felt good.
"Still," I grunted, while I still had breath to talk. "Once I'm done prodding you, do you want me to actually go prod Ben into making a pass?"
"Would you?" Beth panted back. "Though don't prod him the same way as you are me!" I snorted. "Unless you want to give me that threesome with the two of you that I want," Beth added wickedly.
I slapped that perfect ass.
*
"Walk with me," I said to Ben as we left the dining hall.
He shrugged and fell in beside me as I led us outside after dinner and into the really nice evening. It had been a formal night and we both looked painfully preppie in our khakis, blue blazers, and ties.
"What's up?" Ben asked.
"Let's talk about Beth."
"Hey! I have never told anyone! Not about anything, but especially not about the whole twins thing," Ben declared in sudden anxiety.
"Easy dude. We know. And I always knew you could keep your mouth shut anyway."
"Thanks, but if you remember, Beth was most persuasive," Ben chortled, a little apprehensively.
"It is that first part of her persuasion I want to discuss," I said, "not the threat part."
Ben's eyes got a little dreamy. "Oh dude, you have no idea how hot that was..."
"You went and beat off the second you left my room, didn't you," I taunted quietly.
"Dude!" Ben cried, punching my in the arm.
I just laughed, "I thought so." Ben could apparently blush too. But he was not happy with me. Time to distract him from my asshole-ish comment. "Well, I think you should ask her out, because I'm pretty sure that she'd be receptive."
"You think so?" Ben asked quickly, suddenly enthusiastic. I went in an instant from a dickhead to the bearer of glad tidings. "What makes you think so?" he enquired, getting a hold on himself.
"Dude. It's Beth," was all I said. He knew how good friends we were. If anyone would know, I would. Still, it wouldn't help to pile on the incentive. "She didn't crawl onto your lap like she did just to keep you quiet. The threat would've done that."
"No kidding," Ben shuddered.
"Besides, she has started talking about you lately," I added. "Not a lot, but at the damndest times..."
"Oh man," Ben said excitedly. "I've got talk to her more, but I almost never have the chance. Let's invite her to join the D&D campaign!"
I laughed in his face. "Dude, Beth may like you. I suspect she really likes you. But she doesn't like anybody enough to play Dungeons & Dragons, even if he had a nine inch cock!"
I knew that last for a fact. I had already asked.
Ben and I both laughed at the very idea of a nine inch cock...
"That bad?" Ben asked idly, trying to imagine other avenues. "I mean, Bridget likes D&D okay."
"Man, let me clue you in," I said, "Bridget fucking loves D&D, now that she has learned to play. But Bridget loves The Lord of the Rings and Marvel movies. Beth likes fucking RomComs and dramas and shit."
"Then how can I figure out if she is actually into me, if I can't hang out with her?"
"How the fuck do I know," I complained. I was being somewhat sincere, actually. "I'm the guy who had never had a date until a month and a half ago, remember? You should be advising me. You run into her all the time, right? It's a small school. Instead of waving and continuing on to wherever you were going before you saw her, stop and just talk."
He rolled his eyes at me.
"Hey! It has worked pretty well for me," I said, shrugging elaborately, "in my limited experience."
Ben snorted. "I know about your 'limited experience'."
"Some of it," I could not help but murmur. Fortunately, Ben missed the comment, or at least the implication.
"I should be so lucky," he shook his head.
"You don't think Beth is up to their standards?" I asked, a little sharply.
"Oh fuck yeah," Ben said hastily. "But in case you haven't noticed, I haven't had so much as a shred of the famous luck of yours with Beth yet... if I ever do!" I suppressed a laugh at his unknowing double-entendre.
"Have faith, my friend," I said instead, clapping him on the shoulder. "I wouldn't have talked to you if I didn't think you had a shot."
We walked companionably, Ben with a dreamy look on his face. It occurred to me that things might get sticky though... I knew all too well the potential disaster secrets could lead to. I felt a little transparency was in order.
"Still," I added after a few strides in silence, "fair warning... Even if you do get lucky, you will not be the only lucky guy in the picture. Actively in the picture. Beth does what, and who, she wants to. If you do get with her, I can tell you for a fact that you won't have her all to yourself."
Ben digested that. "Who?" he asked at last.
"Can't say that I know," I answered very carefully. "And it wouldn't be for me to tell you if Beth keeps it a secret. Her life, right?"
I watched him carefully. If he took my heads-up any number of potentially unfortunate ways, I might have to warn Beth.
Ben shrugged at last. "You are not wrong," he said amiably. "You are not normal either, but you are not wrong." And with that, he went back to trying to get me to help him out. Screw that. I'd already given him more help than his mangy ass deserved.
*
I probably would have left Beth and Ben to work things out on their own, instead of providing the help I just had, but I had my own agenda. I had long since come to the conclusion that the girls' teasing me about trying to bag either of our classmates Jenn or Poppy was in fact a stupendous idea. They were both very pretty, and I had been in loads of classes with each in the four years we'd all been at school. But while I may not be 'normal', I am at least normal enough to know that haring off after yet another female seemed... presumptuous. Even if the girls were the ones pushing it, or least trying to tease me about doing it.
If one of them were to go off and hook up with another guy, especially one of my friends... I'd probably look better, doing what I wanted to do. I'd certainly feel better about it.
As Ben wandered off to change out of his 'formal' duds, I elected to lean into the jacket and tie. I suspected I looked less like a string bean in the coat, and I wanted to go see if I could 'run into' either Jenn or Poppy.
As I entered the hall of the main building, it was crowded with underclassmen. With less than half an hour until Study Hall, they were all socializing before lockup. I may not be the tallest guy in the student body, but I'm plenty tall enough to see over the general crowd. Or, tall enough at least to hope to see either of the girls I was looking for in time to steer myself their way, and put into action the advice I'd given Ben. That advice had actually sounded good to me when I had made it up on the spot...
Sadly, I did not run into either of them, but I did see another girl who might be good to simply practice on, though not actually pursue. It wasn't because Petra wasn't attractive—she certainly is. At average height, with brown hair so light it is verging on blonde that she wore in a, whatchacallit, page boy style, Petra's face had that Eastern European or Russian look where her skin seemed pulled extra taut over her facial features, accentuating all the sharp angles. On some girls, like that Sophomore, Tasha Animosova, it looks kind of mannish. On Petra, it looks striking and exotic. I wasn't terribly interested, however, in a girl generally known to be not-so-secretly lesbian, and more to the point, one who had sort of gone out with Bridget not once, but three times! Bridget had herself directly characterized at least one of these occasions as a date.
Bridget never volunteered a word about Petra, so I was sure as hell not going to pry with the girl directly. But I was afire with curiosity. Was Bridget full-on bisexual? Or was she just curious and exploring Petra's vibe? Maybe I could get a hint from chatting with Petra.
Also, Bridget was my friend, probably my best friend. And despite the fact that we were having sex slightly more often, if anything, than I was with Beth (or Carla), my primary concern for her was as that friend. I barely had been in one class ever with Petra, which was unusual, and I kind of wanted to check her out and see if she was 'suitable' to toy with Bridget's emotions and sexuality.
Check her out as a person, guys.
You pervs.
I steered into her path and said, "Hi Petra! How are you doing?" Then I stopped to indicate I actually wanted to listen to the answer, incidentally blocking her way enough to slow her down.
"Good, um, Alistaire," she answered. I wondered if she was as confused by my sudden, last-semester name change as most people were. "What's up?"
I had arrested her progress. Was it really this easy if you were just confident?
"Nothing, just enjoying the home stretch and dreading the APs. Where are you going to college? I don't think I've heard," I added. It was a question everybody asked everybody.
"BC," she answered, smiling.
"Noice!" I congratulated her.
"I think it is my best fit," Petra said. Then she added, more defiant than glum, "Harvard apparently also felt that Boston College would be my best fit..."
I winced politely. Inwardly, I liked this girl. There are three basic responses people have when they go for the big brass ring of an Ivy and miss it. Most just never speak of it again. A few get all whiny and look for sympathy. A few, like Petra apparently, wear their Ls on their sleeves proudly, and defy anyone to make something of it.
"You father's checkbook probably agrees, " I said firmly. She smiled. We stood awkwardly for a bare moment. I didn't want to extend things and waste the introduction I'd made. I could talk to her more later. "Well, thanks for telling me. And seriously, BC is awesome."
"Yeah," she agreed casually, as if she hadn't probably spent the last four years focused like a laser on getting into Harvard. We started to head off in our opposite directions, when she stopped and said, "Hey, Alistaire..." I paused. "You are friends with Bridget, right?" Petra added hesitantly.
"Sure, since freshman year," I said blandly. Interesting to have her to be the one to bring Bridget up...
"Well, you and she... anyway. Does she say anything about me?" It was almost a challenge. And not a completely friendly one, I thought.
"No," I replied cautiously. The thing was, everybody kind of knew that Petra was a lesbian, but while she obviously wasn't all closeted or something, she also wasn't ever exactly Out and Proud like the other LGBTQ+ students we had in our class, either. "I mean," I added hastily, "I know you guys have been, uh, hanging out a bit lately. But I've never asked about... anything. And she doesn't... anyway."
Smooth, dude. Smooth.
Petra didn't seem to be either definitely relieved by that, or definitely pissed by it either. No wonder she seemed to confuse Bridget a bit. She sure confused the fuck out of me. She obviously wasn't interested inme, but she seemed as interested about me, as I was about her.
"Cool. Thanks," she said at last, and we went our separate ways. Did she actually sneak a peek over her shoulder at me after we parted?
Did she see me sneaking a peak over my shoulder at her?
The conversation had achieved precisely dick-all to tell me if I needed to worry about her with Bridget.
*
Still, the whole Just Talk To The Girl part of the experiment seemed to work. I just needed to engineer enough chance encounters to develop a rapport, right?
It was fairly easy with Jenn. She was an artist and spent a lot of her free time coming and going from the school's big art studio that always stank of oil paints.
Jenn was average height and seemed to have a pretty nice bod. She virtually always wore loose corduroy pants and knit turtlenecks, no matter the weather or season. You never got a good look, but it was impossible to miss that she had a nice pert ass, and the contents to fill the front of those turtlenecks quite impressively.
I took to using the north stairs to reach my dorm room. It was out of the way, but went right past the art room on the second floor. Sure enough, I almost immediately achieved my goal of running into Jenn. I was coming down when she appeared from the art room, heading for the stairs in the same direction as me.
"Hey Jenn!" I said cheerily. "What's up?"
Two months ago, I think that she might have jumped out of her skin to discover that this shadowy walking bean pole was capable of social interaction outside of a classroom. But I think she, like most people, had lately gotten used to the idea that I was a living, talking person instead of a piece of mobile statuary. But I hadn't talked to her as much as I had other people, especially other girls, largely because I kind of had desires for her and that complicated things.
It was time to just take a deep breath and simply see what happened.
"Hey, Al," Jenn said easily, but with her head down a little. She often walked like that. "Or should I say Alistaire? I hear a lot of people calling you that now. Did you change your name or something?"
I laughed. "More like I had it changed for me. But you can call me whatever you like, Jenn. Been painting?"
"Yeah, I have two canvases left for my AP portfolio," she replied as we went down the stairs briskly. That made her boobs bounce around bit somewhere under her turtleneck and I can't say that was a bad thing...
"Isn't that due already?" I asked, some actual concern in my voice. Those deadlines were inflexible.
"Tomorrow," she replied. "I just can't stop fussing with those two pieces, though. How'd you know I'd just been painting?"
"Well," I drawled, "the facts that you had just left the art room when we ran into each other, and that you are a really pretty good painter led my Sherlock Holmes-level deductive powers to come to that conclusion."
Jenn actually smiled at that and murmured, "Duh, I guess."
"Also," I added, "you have a fresh little spot of vermillion paint on your temple."
"Vermillion?" she said, confused. She felt for the dried spot beside her eye and scraped it off easily. Looking at it, she said. "It's Crimson #4, actually. But very good getting that close. I didn't know you painted. I've never seen you in the studio."
"SAT word," I said, explaining everything. Prep school kids are obsessed with getting into college, which means they are obsessed with the SATs, which means they are obsessed with vocabulary. Even our jocks walk around with speech full of five-dollar words.
"Well, thanks for telling me," Jenn said. "I might have sat through dinner with that on my face."
"Come on," I said. "I was just the first person to see you. It was a pretty bright blob."
"Alistaire, you know people usually don't like to look me in the eye."
"I do not," I replied honestly. "Why the hell not?"
She stopped in the hall and turned to me. She stared me in the eyes, a wry grimace on her soft, delicate mouth. "Look at me, Al," she said after a moment. "I'm the zit queen of this school. People don't meet my eyes because they don't want to be embarrassed by looking at my face."
Okay, Jenn had always struggled with her complexion. It had cleared a lot since we were freshman, but she did still have way more zits than was fair. But so the fuck what?
"So the fu... so what?" I asked. "I like looking at your face. It's really pretty. You have that little pointed chin like an elf, and... how about your crazy blue eyes? They are really big, you know." Her eyes were indeed large, and very pretty, and they widened slightly more at my words. I occurred to me that I was suddenly being effusive. (That's another SAT word, folks)



"Anyway," I went one, dropping my gaze for just a moment in only partially feigned embarrassment. "Anyway," I went on, looking back up at her, "a few inflamed pores doesn't mean a person isn't beautiful."
"Yeah? But my face is covered with 'inflamed pores', so..." she replied crossly, fading into uncertainty about where the hell this conversation had come from. She was clearly a little taken aback that someone had the balls to actually talk to her about her zits, and even more surprised that she herself was willing to reply.
"For the record," I said firmly, "your face has not been 'covered' with... 'inflamed pores' since Sophomore year."
"What? You've been tracking my zit count for four years?" Jenn cracked unhappily.
"No. But I've always just liked looking at your face," I replied honestly.
That really surprised her. She looked me in the eyes as openly as she had yet. "I hadn't noticed."
"You weren't supposed to," I muttered, as if to myself. Before she could decide whether she heard that, I went on. "Now that we are talking about it, I'd like to look at your face some more. How about I buy you a milkshake at the Tuck tonight after dinner? We can sit across from each other in a booth and I can stare openly at your face."
Jenn laughed at that. "Sure, why not? I'm not going to turn down a chocolate shake with someone who will actually look me in the eye." She looked up at me for a moment, then added, "It's a date."
I approved of her vocabulary, even if 'date' is not an SAT word.
*
We were in the Tuck about an hour after dinner, sitting across from each other in a booth, just as I had suggested. I was indeed staring at Jenn's face, especially at that moment, because she had her soft lips wrapped around her straw, cheeks caved in as she sucked hard on the over-thick shake. It was a very arresting sight, to be honest.
We had been talking about Chess, of all things. I never knew that she played. She had certainly never been to any Chess Club meetings! But apparently I got lost in watching her suck on her shake between sentences... "Hello? Alistaire? Draw or Hold 'Em?" Jenn said, with amusement. Oh crap, she'd changed the game discussion to Poker!
"Oh...! Sorry," I temporized.
"Guys. Attention span of a gnat" Jenn said, with amused irritation. "At least you can still look at my face."
"Surely it has occurred to you that guys might want to look elsewhere for reasons other than avoiding your complexion?" I asked, carefully letting the filters I kept on my hormonal instincts open a measured amount.
Her eyes widened and an outraged smile crossed her face. "Alistaire Taylor! A smutty comment from you?
"I am offended," I said archly, with a smile that had just enough of an edge to tell her that I was not being entirely dishonest, "that you think I can't be a smutty as the next guy." Then I winked at her. "I like to think I can be smuttier than the next guy.
With that, I deliberately let my gaze slide downward to the front of her turtleneck.
They were really nice tits, actually. I especially liked the way the vertical ribs in her knit top stretched and bent around where they covered her breasts, as if they were a topographical map. Was she just wearing tighter turtlenecks these days, or was she filling them fuller?
I smirked as I silently enjoyed the view as blatantly as I could.
"Ahem," Jenn said after letting me stare much longer than the simple beat my gesture required to make my point. "My lovely zits are up here"
I slid my gaze easily upward to meet hers, and I said, "Yes, but your lovely ti..." I choked myself in mid word. Let's not widen those filters too much, too fast!
If I thought she had smiled brightly in outrage before, her face practically blinded me this time. Her jaw worked soundlessly. I kept my gaze resolutely on her face. I think that made it more effective.
Jenn leaned forward in the booth, and I leaned in too, in response. "Al!" she whispered hoarsely. "Did you just say my 'lovely tits are down there'?"
I grinned easily and whispered back, "I did not. I did not finish whatever I was going to say." She started to smirk, and I cut her off. "But if I had said that, it would only have been the truth."
Jenn sat back on her side of the booth, still scandalized. She clearly didn't know what to do with this sudden encounter with Al 2.0, or Alistaire, or whatever she was thinking I was. She snatched up her shake and sucked hard again on the straw, as if buying time to think.
I almost wished she wouldn't suck it like that. My mind was having a hard time not racing on ahead with images like that in it. What it would feel like if she did that to me...
I really tried to keep my eyes on her face, but they just had to flick downward to those boobs, just for a second. She caught it, of course. Leaning back in again, which did nothing to ruin the view, she whispered once more, "Oh, so now that you have an excuse, you can stop staring at my face so you can think of smutty things to do with my tits, huh?" I really think that she wanted to sound angry. I think she wanted to be angry. I was pretty sure that she was not.
"Ohhh, I can think of smutty things to do to your mouth, uh, I mean your face as well."
Jenn's head dropped in disbelieve. Her short, auburn hair swayed as she shook her head in disbelief. I briefly worried that I had gone too far. Ah well, seize the day, nothing ventured, nothing gained, and all those other stupid old aphorisms that had served me so amazingly well these last few weeks.
"I cannot believe," Jenn said, raising her head to look at me again, "that Al Taylor just asked me for a blowjob... in the Tuck... on a first date!"
She said 'blowjob' so loudly, I jumped. It was close to loud enough for others to hear, even in the crowded snack bar. I looked around wildly, as if scandalized by her this time.
"I did not ask for anything," I hissed in friendly affront. "I do not intend to ask for anything tonight, except for a second date."
Jenn's jaw worked speechlessly, amazed at the balls on me. "When the fuck did you get so damned crazy?" she asked. I'd certainly never heard her drop an F-bomb before...
I actually considered that question for a moment. "I think I've always been this crazy," I said introspectively. "I just never had the guts to let anyone, even myself, know it."
She grabbed her shake and slid to the side of the booth. "Let's go for a walk so people won't hear me giving you a piece of my mind."
I slid out after her, noting smugly that she hadn't told me to take a hike, she had told me to take a hike with her.
We walked down the basement hallway outside the Tuck. Jenn was almost hurrying, her steps were so quick. I've got nearly a foot on her, so I was able to amble and still keep up. As she turned into the tunnel over to the Science Annex, Jenn looked up at me at last, only to find my gaze already on her face.
"Still trying to play the game of saying you like looking at my face, huh?"
"I am not saying anything," I said. "I am just enjoying looking." I did take my eyes off her face long enough to make sure I was not going to walk into anything in this tunnel. The passage to the Science Annex had the virtue of being deserted, which was good for a suddenly heated conversation that was doing nothing for either of us. Unfortunately, I suspected that the stairs out at the other end might not even be unlocked at this time of night, and we'd have to turn around.
"It's just, guys have never said I'm pretty. You are being weird," Jenn grumbled, walking slower now beside me.
"If that were true, which I don't believe, it's the other guys who are being weird," I said a little grumpily. "You are obviously beautiful. But like I said, you have got to be lying. You've had a bunch of boyfriends. You went out with Clive Bartlett for most of fall semester, for crying out loud!"
"And nobody calls me pretty! Not even Clive... although he certainly was quite happy with the rest of me."
"Oh ho," I murmured.
"Shut up. My point is, some guys certainly do think I'm 'hot', or 'have a nice ass'. But only you get all gooey about how I have a pretty face, because I do no—"
I leaned down and quickly kissed her cheek. Her left cheek. The one with the majority of her current zits. "For the record, you and your face are both pretty. I'm sorry Clive didn't make you happy and tell you."
"Oh, he knew how to make me happy," Jenn, began before cutting herself off and muttering, "Why am I talking about these things out loud?" She strode firmly for a few steps before going on, "I broke up with Clive because he was all clingy, and thought he owned me. I was kind of a bitch and made it very clear that he didn't own me by using another guy to demonstrate."
I stopped dead in the hall and crossed my arms, turning toward her. "That was quite the humble-brag," I said in amusement.
"I was not bragging," Jenn stomped her foot. "I was, besides revealing what a bitch I can be sometimes, trying to say I don't need, or like, insincere flattery. Quit trying."
"I'm not trying anything," I said, resuming our walk. Jenn sucked angrily on her straw. That was still unspeakably hot, and if she kept it up, I was going to get a boner. "You really don't think you are pretty?" I asked, honestly puzzled.
Jenn just looked at me, the pained look on her face told of an unwillingness to answer. I realized that my pushiness was the cause of that pain.
It flashed on me what I had been doing.
"Oh wow! I am so sorry Jenn!" I said, almost panicky in my apology. "I, of all people, should understand how you feel about this. I should have realized. I'll stop trying to push the compliments. I promise."
The pain receded from her face. It didn't go away, but it had been pushed away by curiosity. Skeptical curiosity.
"Look," I went on, eager to explain myself. "Recently, I've gotten a lot of compliments too. Ones I was not used to and which... I don't know... confused me. I either didn't understand why they were a compliment, or I just didn't believe I was that special. But I did like them. After I heard them enough, I finally believe at least some of them now. I guess I was being pushy because I thought I could make you believe, too. Again, I'm sorry."
We silently agreed to resume walking down the corridor. Even during the day, it seldom got much use. It had been built to allow students, and more importantly faculty to go between the two biggest classroom buildings on campus when it was raining or especially snowing. It was not a straight shot, doglegging left then back right to get around the pond that was partly between the buildings. It had been an echo chamber when it was first built, the older faculty said. But they had added insulation on the ventilation ducts and put carpet on the floors. That last was a mistake, as far as I was concerned. People only usually used the tunnel during bad weather and the school had to keep replacing the carpet. From the look of things, they were going to need to do it again, soon.
"And you say I'm good at humble-bragging," Jenn said after about twenty more yards.
"What do you mean?" I asked.
"Unless I miss my guess... and don't try to pretend that I'm wrong, you just casually dropped that you got busy with some girl and received an endless stream of compliments—ones that were so good you, quote, had a hard time believing, unquote," Jenn said slyly.
"I was trying to be oblique," I replied quickly.
"Fail."
This conversational gambit could go lots of ways, and I didn't see too many of them going anywhere good. I bailed by letting my confusion show. "Whatever," I mumbled. "I was just trying to say sorry—I forget compliments can be hard."
"You're weird, Alistaire," Jenn amiably said, and we just kept walking in companionable silence, reaching the end of the tunnel in just a couple moment's time.
I twisted the door handle leading into the Science Annex, and sure enough, it was locked from the inside. "I should have thought that this might be locked," I muttered.
"You are weird Alistaire," Jenn said again, putting her hand on my shoulder this time and turning me gently. "But I kind of think I like your weird." Her gentle turn of my shoulder became a gentle push backward, and I took a step back in response, then another, my eyes looking down at the smile on Jenn's pretty (yes, pretty, dammit!) face. Another step and I had backed against the blank wall beside the door. Suddenly Jenn pressed against me and lifted up her head toward mine. I instinctively bent and suddenly she was kissing me.
The kiss was soft, and tentative, our lips brushing against one another gently, then more firmly, then more gently again. We were feeling each other out, fumbling to discern a connection. I lifted a hand to rest gently along her jawline and brush her cheek lightly with my fingertips.
I realized that this was my first kiss since my very first one, a five week eternity ago, where I was not anticipating, for one reason or another, that things were going to advance crazily fast. The feeling of doubt instead of anticipation was actually damned enthralling.
Then my tongue, I swear of its own volition, couldn't keep to itself. I let my own lips part slightly, and I ran the tip out just enough to brush her lips. Fortunately, Jenn's tongue seemed to have similar difficulty knowing its place, and it practically leapt out to meet mine. In moments, our mouths were wide open but still pressed together, our eager tasters wrestling with each other within.
This kissing session had gone from a sweet exploration, to something that my cock felt obligated to wake up and start to taking notice of...
Jenn's hands, which had pressed me up against the wall to start all this, now began to explore my chest. Her fingers ran over the soft cotton of the Hawaiian shirt that Carla had insisted I buy, tracing and exploring the outlines of my torso. To be clear, I am not buff—not even by preppie standards, but I had been working out for two years, so the muscles I do have are pretty hard. I was not proud, but I also wasn't ashamed of what she was feeling up. And I knew for certain that for the first time, I was aware of being actually 'felt up'.
As her fingers found my nipples where they tented through the fabric, and began to tease at them, I was also aware that I was not going to stand there and get felt up without indulging in the practice myself.
My hands rose and clasped her waist, right at the point where it flared out to her tasty hips. Jenn murmured happily as I began to touch her, and I could feel her lips curl upward against mine in a smile. As I slid my hands slowly up her flanks, she pulled gently away. I could tell that she wasn't retreating from my touch, but was instead making sure that my hands had room to do to her what she was doing to me...
I needed no encouragement anyway. My hands swiftly slipped upward and found her sweet little titties. Not remotely little, really. They made for nice, generous handfuls. They were warm, and firm, and held their shape beautifully, or so I assumed, based on how flimsy the bra was that I could feel under her turtleneck. Her nipples easily made themselves known through both the unseen bra and the thin knit of the turtleneck. I could feel them harden between my fingertips.
Jenn wasn't pressed against me below my waist, or she would have felt a similar, but much larger, hardening happening.
And then, as if responding to my thought, I felt one of her hands abandon my chest and slip down my belly. It brushed across the front of my pants, then stopped and rested there, not exploring me, just enjoying my hardness.
Jenn broke off our kiss, and took a deep breath, pressing her forehead against mine. "I can't believe I'm going to do this already," she muttered.
And she sank down to her knees in front of me.
I looked around wildly. We were in the middle of a hallway! As much as I approved of what Jenn clearly had in mind, it was little crazy.
But as I looked around, I realized that this was a lot more private than it looked. At this end of the corridor, it expanded about six feet to one side, where there were two electrical panels, a fire hose cabinet, and a large ventilation trunk. But there was a nice little patch of blank wall in-between, against which Jenn had maneuvered me. In this gap, you would not be seen, either from the corridor as someone approached, or through the window in the currently-locked door to the darkened Annex. Only someone standing right in front of us would see us. Sound was another thing of course. Still... this was one of those pockets of potential privacy at school that were so hard to find.
There was no way on God's green Earth that we had stumbled on this spot by accident.
"Why don't I think that this is the first time you've horsed around in this exact spot?" I murmured with amusement down at Jenn, who had unbuckled my belt and was working on the button of my slacks.
"Because you are a smart guy?" Jenn asked back, with matching amusement. "But this is only the second time I've been horny enough to risk actually doing this here. Keep an eye out," she told me.
Jenn freed my button and tugged my zipper downward. She opened my fly and tugged my slacks down about a foot along my thighs. The tails of my shirt partially obscured the bulge in my underwear, but the fact that I was more than interested in the proceedings was apparent to her. She reached out a finger and stroked the bottom couple of inches down to my balls.
"Niiiiice," she said enthusiastically as she reached under my shirt and tugged my underwear down to my trousers. Then she lifted up the shirt.
"Jesus Christ!" she exclaimed loudly.
"Shhhh!" I hissed in near panic. Yes, the reaction of a girl seeing my size for the first time still was insanely gratifying, but we were going to get busted! Jenn slapped he hand over her mouth in equally alarmed reaction to her shout. She looked over her shoulder swiftly, then looked up at me with wide eyes.
"Shit!" she whispered. We shared a wild-eyed look, taking courage in each other's half panicked smiles. She looked down at my cock, and reached out a hand tentatively toward it, her other hand still holding up my shirt to keep a good view.
"I mean, wow, Alistaire," she spoke again, quietly this time. "Part of the reason I went down here was because your awkward confidence was weird, but kind of a major turn-on. Now I can see where you get it from." She stroked a single fingertip down my length, sending electricity through my body as she went. She cupped my balls when she reached the bottom, turning the electricity into lightning. I gasped involuntarily, but as quietly as I could.
"Unbutton your shirt for me," Jenn essentially commanded, freeing the hand that was holding my shirt out of the way. I complied as quickly as I could. The last thing I wanted at that moment was anything getting in her way!
Her first hand wrapped gently around the base of my shaft and slid softly upward until she clasped just my helmet in her fingertips. Her second extended a finger which reached out to trace up the prominent blue vein running my length. The tease of her light touch was insane. I slumped against the wall. "You are killing me," I gasped. "Thank you."
Jenn just looked up at me. "If you think I'm killing you now, just wait." Her eyes swiftly returned to examining every detail of my cock.
"And you are saying that I'm confident?" I laughed quietly.
In answer, Jenn just licked her hand until it was soaking with her saliva. She wrapped it around me, a little firmer this time and began to jack me, slowly, firmly. She ran that hand up and down virtually my whole length. Her free hand cupped my balls again, and I felt the nail of her middle finger reach up and scrape lightly along the skin behind my balls. It dragged tantalizingly from almost my asshole forward to my scrotum. My whole body trembled involuntarily.



I had had sex I was not sure how many times by now, but I suddenly realized that this was my first handjob. If they could be this good, I was well in favor of them.
But this was not a handjob. It was a prelude.
Jenn leaned forward and extended her tongue. Delicately, she let the tip tap against my eager purple helmet. My whole dick jumped in response, which clearly gratified her. She continued like that for a bit, not licking me, but just touching me all over with the tip of her tongue.
The only sound was the quiet, slick swish of her hand's measured strokes. I strained to hear if someone was approaching, but there was only blessed, wonderful silence. I continued to tremble.
Then she opened her mouth and leaned over my cock. But she didn't take me inside, she only breathed on me, hot breath washing over my tip luxuriously. At the same time, that middle finger of the hand cupping my balls dragged up underneath me again, slower and firmer this time. I gleeped a tiny, quiet sound. I couldn't help it.
Jenn chuckled a tiny bit and lowered her head. I felt her breath grow even warmer over my tip, then her lips closed around me as her tongue lifted to press moistly against my suddenly imprisoned end.
Jenn began to bob and twist her head on my cock, her rhythm matching that of her still relentlessly pumping hand.
I pressed one hand back against the wall behind me, as hard as I could. I needed to steady myself, but I also needed something to remind myself of the need to keep a rein on my voice. My other hand slowly brushed her short, auburn locks as she gave me this incredible show. Tentatively, I ran my fingers into her hair and held on loosely.
She never took more than a few inches into her mouth. She never tried. It was clearly not her way of doing things, and it was absolutely, positively not necessary. Holy shit, I was in heaven. I wanted, desperately, to use every trick I had to hold off the bum's rush of an orgasm which heralded its imminence, but... we were standing here, sort of in public. There was absolutely no reason that I could think of for a faculty member to come through that door, but that had never stopped any of them. They showed up at the damnedest of times, as I've said before.
I decided to let it take me. "I'm going to come," I warned hoarsely.
Jenn nodded, and released my cock from her mouth with a little gasp. "Good. Just make sure to get it all in my mouth. Don't jerk back and hit my face. I don't know how we'd clean it up!" With that rather extraordinary set of instructions, she took me back into her mouth and started sucking on me hard, as if she was still trying to drink that overly-thick milkshake back in the Tuck.
I don't know how successful she had been at drinking the shake, but for my part, I could not help but give her plenty to drink. My hips writhed, my hand tightened in her hair, and I jetted hard into her mouth in two strong surges. I dimly heard Jenn gack quietly on the volume, but I was mostly struggling to stay upright and quiet. I managed both, sort of, sagging at the knees precariously while groaning so quietly it was more of a hiss.
She took every drop, and quickly squeezed up my shaft, licking the results clean. I grunted silently and felt my cock twitch a last time. A final, gentle ooze appeared, dripping down toward her still gently moving hand. She licked that clean as well. It was the longest stroke of her tongue in the whole glorious event. Satisfied that I would not drip any more, Jenn stood up and swiftly moved to tuck me back into my underwear, looking around as if half expecting to see an audience watching. "Damn, it is so hot doing this here, knowing someone might catch us," she said with a furtive, excited smile. "But seriously, Alistaire," she added, tugging my slacks back into place and working on my zipper in haste, "you make it even better. There is so much of you to play with."
She tugged at my zipper roughly, and I moved my hands to do it myself in self-defense, buckling my belt right after. "Come on," she said breathlessly, "let's get out of here."
Part of me wanted to bail too. I did not want to get busted any more than she did. But come on. Not yet.
I grabbed her arm before she could turn and murmured, "No. No, no, no." I pulled her back and this time pressed her back against the wall. Her eyes widened as I sank to my knees in turn. "No girl has ever done that to me where I didn't get to take a turn, either before or after" I said firmly, with a tiny bit of that aggressive growl in my voice to gauge her reaction. "And I am not going to let that happen here."
I slid my hands firmly up the fronts of her thighs, enjoying the feel of their soft curves. "What are you..." Jenn began in surprise, but then subsided. I tugged her fly open to find a turquoise pair of boy panties underneath. I leaned forward and lightly kissed the front of them, very briefly.
I looked up and smiled, gently lifting one leg upward. I slid my hands down her calves and tugged off her shoe. Setting it aside, I let her leg fall back. "No, really," Jenn began again, "what are you doing?"
"Making it so I can do this properly," I replied simply. With that, I tugged down both her cords and the panties underneath, sliding them down to her knees. I beheld a neatly trimmed, red-tinged triangle of brown fur before me. I wanted to stop and kiss it some more, now that it was bare, but our excitingly vulnerable circumstances had my mind warring with itself between getting the job done as expeditiously as possible, and getting it done right.
I shook my head, the only way this risk was worth it was to do it right. Jenn sure as fuck had done it right after all, hadn't she? I compromised slightly. I tugged the same leg upward, using the fact that I had removed the shoe, to let me slide her foot free from the leg of her pants and panties.
Jenn slowly lowered her leg, still staring down at me in disbelief, but also in anticipation.
I caught her leg and lifted it again, levering her backward on her one still-clothed leg against the wall. Her corduroys slid further down to a puddle around the one ankle while I turned and began kissing my way up the inside of the bare leg I had lifted up. I moved slowly, mixing pursed lips with lavishing tongue. Already, I had Jenn's hips rocking side to side, even thrusting out toward me eagerly. I moved slowly, but inexorably upward, going as fast as I could while still making her feel like I was taking forever.
"We are gonna get busted!" Jenn hissed. I just shrugged, but inside I was quivering with excitement.
It got harder to restrain myself as I got closer to her pussy, because Jenn smelled amazing. Did she wear perfume down there? If she did, it was just a trace. But it sure seemed that she wore that trace. Regardless, she drew my nose like a magnet. Eventually, I couldn't help it. I turned my head from her thigh to her crotch without warning and dragged my tongue up the length of her sodden, curl-covered snatch. Now she quivered hard. I swung my arm up under her free leg and braced myself against the wall with it, letting the leg drape over my elbow. This left me with a lovely, open field to play.
I ran my tongue up and down, her slit parting for me in but a stroke or two. Both Jenn's hands found themselves running through my hair and she sighed, "Fuck that feels good. And I mean this Alistaire, you are amazing. Not only do you have so much to play with, unnn, but even your cum, mmmm, tasted great. Oh wow, yes! Just like that."
I snorted into her crotch. "I tathte goob?" I replied, not letting my lips quite leave their furry nest. "You thathte amathing." She really did. I had enjoyed a lot of pussy, but she was maybe the best I'd had on my face.
"Again with the flattery?" Jenn asked archly, but short of breath.
I lifted my face from her crotch this time, sliding my free hand up to replace my tongue with a gentle finger. Her eyes widened as I slipped a second in with the first. "Listen, Jenn. I'm not flattering, and I absolutely know what I'm taking about," I said sternly. Then I winked at her. "Your face is beautiful, and your twat tastes terrific." She snorted. "Deal with it," I added as I bent back to finally seek out her clit with my tongue. It's tiny hardness wasn't hard to find, and her loud gasp at my finally giving her the contact she had been wanting would have told me, even if I hadn't felt it.
My fingers were still stroking inside her, so I lifted my head once more. "You better tug up your shirt," I said.
"Wha... what?" she panted. "You want to see my tits? Now?"
"Yes, I want to see your tits," I said quickly. "Often. But not now, You just need to be able to bite on your shirt or something so you don't draw half the faculty with the noise you are going to make in a minute.
She laughed. She might have laughed super loudly, except her breathing was already too shallow. "Wow," Jenn gasped. "Conceited much? I can be quiet," she asserted.
I shrugged. "Our funeral," I smirked and dove back in. I was going to make sure this girl was satisfied down to her toes. If she got us busted... that was on her. I was almost positive that they wouldn't kick us out of school this late in the game, not when we both had gotten into good colleges that made the placement office look good.
I flipped the two fingers I had already pressed inside her over, curling them upward in there now, pressing the tips right where I thought they would be most effective. At the same moment, I pressed my nose against her bush and absolutely raked her clit with my tongue, over and over, as quickly as I could.
It broke her. Jenn gasped, then like steam escaping a kettle, she shrieked sharply, cutting herself off almost instantly. Almost. But I just kept up my assault on two fronts and she just kept on coming. She slammed her back against the wall, unsuccessfully trying to escape my tongue, and kept trying to swallow her screeches. Every time a fresh wave washed through her, a little sound would escape, be it a squeak, a squeal, or a, usually much quieter, moan.
Finally, she jerked her leg downward, tearing my bracing arm away from the wall and pulling her thighs together and forcing my face from between her legs. Reluctantly, I slid my hand free as well.
"Shitfuck," Jenn panted, her eyes wild and her mouth twisted in an involuntary grin. "I'll never doubt you again. Oh shit, I was so loud!" She bent, still mentally confused from my efforts, reaching for her pants. I lifted both them and her panties, holding them so she could easily slide her free leg back in. She tugged them up and into place, and I slid her shoe over so she could step into it.
I wiped my face quickly and rubbed my hand off on the back of my pants. Jenn zipped up and we wordlessly started walking back down the corridor. When we realized we were hearing nothing, we both relaxed at last. No one had heard. Our pace slacked and our hearts stopped racing. In a moment, we were walking amiably along. The only things that distinguished us from any two students having a conversation while walking were our pinky fingers, which were linked together as we walked.
...and around the bend strolled Ms. Green, coming right toward us.
Oh wow. If Jenn had let me keep going thirty seconds longer...
"Hello there, Jenn, Alistaire," the leggy rookie faculty member said casually as she approached.
By now, I had come to grips with the fact that I am a terrible pig. Here I was, strolling with a fantastic girl who had just rocked my world moments before, and I just could not help but check out Ms. Green. Legs for days, sweet rack, curly, sun-bleached hair, and eyes like her name, she was hard not to look at. I shook my head quickly. My recent habit of more openly looking at hot girls was not in order when the hot girl was one of the faculty!
"Was that you?" Ms. Green asked almost absently. "I thought I heard something."
Shit. Shit. Shit.
"I think I did too," Jenn replied with just a slight amount of interest. "I think maybe it was a rat. The school should call Varmint Vengeance or somebody."
"It was a lot of squeaks," Ms. Green said slowly.
"Maybe rats fighting?" Jenn added. "It seemed like a struggle."
"You heard what you thought were rats fighting, and you aren't up on Alistaire's shoulders, riding him like a jockey and whipping him to get you out of this tunnel?" Ms. Green scoffed good-naturedly.
"My dad works in the City," Jenn said easily. Damn, this girl could lie when the chips were down. "I've ridden the subway a million times. They are all over the place down there."
Ms. Green just shook her head, peering uncertainly ahead into the tunnel. "What were you guys doing in here? I guess you found the door was locked..."
"We didn't know," I said. "We were going to pass through the Annex to see if anyone was playing Ultimate out in the field."
"Pretty dark for that by now," Ms. Green said absently. "Rats, huh? Ummm." Then she brightened, "Alistaire, are you sure you, uh, you two don't want to walk back there with me. I can let you through the Annex and you won't have to walk all the way around."
"No, but thanks, Ms. Green," Jenn said easily. "Like you said, it is probably too dark by now for anyone to still be out. Seriously, the rats will leave you alone. They are way more afraid of us than we are of them."
The teacher shrugged and headed on up the corridor. "Have a good night, kids. But maybe study a little at some point. The AP exams are almost here!"
I may have watched her go just a beat too long. Jenn elbowed me in the ribs. "Getting a good look at her ass?" she whispered.
I looked at Jenn and grinned sheepishly.
She got the scandalized look on her face and elbowed me again as we resumed our walk out of the tunnel. "You would totally do her, wouldn't you?" she whispered.
I stared at her as if the thought had never occurred to me before. She just looked at me with an accusing smile. I looked her right in the eye, sighed, and said, "Yep. In a fucking heartbeat."
A peal of laughter burst from Jenn's lips. "As if!" She looked at me for a moment. "But you are just confident enough to try, aren't you?"
"Probably not," I snorted. Seriously not. I mean, Icarus, Sun, no assembly desired.
"Well, go ahead and try," Jenn said, still chortling. "But if you succeed, promise you will tell me you did. Then I can say I fucked a legend."
"I haven't fucked you," I said. "Yet."
"Hmmm. Good point. We'll see," Jenn said, rather maddeningly. "I do need to study some tonight, don't you?" She went on, even more maddeningly.
"Yeah," I agreed reluctantly. "I really do not want to have to take shit like Calculus and basic Chem again when I get to USC." I brightened. "I do believe that we had talked about Saturday night, though?"
"Oh wait," Jenn said, suddenly concerned. "Poppy and Chelsea and I are doing the movie together! We've been dying to see this one. Sorry!"
"It's a good movie. I have plans to go with my boys, too," I replied easily. "But after?"
She looked at me. "After sounds good. But I'd like to find some better privacy, as hot as the fear of getting caught just now was, that was fucking close!"
"It was pretty fucking hot, wasn't it?" I whispered. We both actually giggled.
Then Jenn heaved a sigh. "But wait. Look, I should tell you," she hesitated.
"What's up?" I asked calmly. She had stopped in the middle of the hallway.
"Look," she said again. "I already said... Anyway, I've got plans on Sunday with Trevor. He asked if I wanted to split an Uber with him over to the Cranbury Mall, then we are going to have dinner after. It's... kind of a date."
"Cool," I shrugged. Then I poked her in the side and steered her into walking again. "He's better looking than I am," I said encouragingly.
"Hey! I don't know if I'd say that he is better..."
"Well, he is buffer than me, that's for sure," I interrupted. "Have you seen him with his shirt off? I have. We lifted together, the last two winters."
"You just keep getting weirder, you know that?" Jenn said. "You really wouldn't mind if I... if he... if we hooked up? Not that I plan on it. Not yet. I still don't know why I did that with you... at least so quickly."
"Jenn," I said firmly. "You just gave me a stupendous experience. We just agreed to have another one Saturday after the movie. But if we never have another one after Saturday, even if we don't have the one on Saturday for some reason, I will have been lucky. You live your life. As you said earlier tonight, no guy owns you. No guy should."
She shook her head in bemusement. But she didn't walk away either, just striding along beside me. This time, I lead the way up out of the basement, and we stepped outside by the pond.
"One thing though," I said mildly. "If you do do anything with him, you have to tell him about me, or at least you need to tell him there is a me, if not who me."
"What?" Jenn exclaimed. "He might flip his shit. Not everybody is a psycho like you."
"Me, a psycho? You are walking here beside me, after what we just did, telling me that you are going to hook up with Sir Trevor of the Six-Pack, Miss Psycho," I challenged with a grin.
"One," Jenn said sternly, "I explicitly said that I don't know if I am going to hook up with him, Sunday or ever. And two," she added, in a quieter voice. "Does Trevor really have a six-pack?"
"I think I just improved Trevor's chances," I laughed ruefully. "But if you do," I went on relentlessly. "Tell him... something. Tell him enough. Multiple partners can be managed, but multiple secret partners is a ticking bomb that can make you miserable. Believe me, I know that all too painfully well." I didn't feel compelled while making this point to tell her that all's well that end's well in my case.
"How much sex are you having, Alistaire?" Jenn challenged.
"Quite a lot, actually," I mused, a little surprised when I thought about it.
"And yet you went and put a full-court press on me. A gentle one, but a full-court press for sure."
"What can I say," I said, looking into her face once more. "You are really, really pretty."
*
What do you know, I thought to myself as I went back to my room to do some actual studying, my slugging percentage is finally no longer 4.000. I actually liked that (mostly). It made me feel slightly normal again.
*
Jen wore a skirt instead of her usual 'uniform' of tan or green corduroys that Saturday night. When I saw that across the auditorium, where she was settling in to watch the movie with her friends, I took it as a very promising sign that we were still on for later.
The movie was very good. You could tell because people mostly shut up during the run. Mostly. I watched it with just Carla, since Beth was sitting off in the back with Ben. I really hoped Ben was up to the challenge of Beth. As for Bridget, she was off with some guy on the other side of the auditorium as well. It was too bad for him, and more to the point, too bad for Bridget, as he clearly had no chance. I could tell that from her body language before the movie started, even from across the room.
At one point in the film, I felt Carla's hand steal into my lap, waking up my penis in short order. I did nothing to dissuade her, but I did whisper in her ear. "Listen, I haven't had a chance to tell any of you guys yet, but I kind of have a date after the movie."
Carla's stroking hand barely missed a beat. "About time. Poppy or Jenn?" Her hand cupped my balls.
"Yes," I said, carefully.
"Both?!?" Carla hissed, trying to keep her voice down.
"I wish," I replied. Fortunately my laughter was masked by general hilarity at what was happing in the movie. "You need to know, Carla. You just don't need to know who."



"No secrets, Alistaire."
"I don't have secrets from you, Carla. Or from Beth or Bridget. But this one isn't mine to give."
Carla's hand just kept making my cock very happy for a moment. "Huh," she whispered sarcastically. "Who knew you were more than just a humongous cock with a very skilled life support system?"
I snorted.
"Tell her welcome to the Sisterhood of Alistaire's Traveling Cock," Carla said after another moment. "She can come to the meetings if she likes, whomever she is."
*
"Hey Alistaire," Jenn piped up as I neared the booth where she sat with Poppy and their friend Chelsea after the movie. The Tuck Shop was full.
"Oh, hi, Jenn," I said, as if I had just casually happened by. "What's up?" I invited myself to take the fourth seat in the booth, but kept half my ass hanging off the edge, as if I didn't mean to stay. "Hey Poppy," I added. "Hey Chelsea." I turned back to Jenn. "Did you get your AP Art portfolio in on time?" I asked, as if that was my reason for stopping.
I had seated myself next to Poppy. Jenn had Chelsea blocked in across from me.
I turned and looked at Poppy. She is a bit taller than average, but unlike other tall girls such as, say, Carla, Poppy is all about the curves. Atop her long legs, her hips are generous though still pretty sleek, and her tits always looked... heavy to me—in the best possible way. Her bobbed blonde hair framed a cute face that seemed puzzled that I, of all people, would just up and sit in the booth with her. But she was not upset.
That was all to the good. I had some ideas about Poppy too. A fair number of ideas in fact. But the situation reminded me that I might have some difficult and careful maneuvering ahead if I wanted to make any headway with her, considering that Jenn was just about her best friend.
"So Poppy," I asked friendlily. "What other APs do you have tests for besides Calc?" Poppy was in the upper division Calculus class with me. She had been in a lot of honors math sections with me over the years, actually. And she had usually gotten better grades. "If you want to study Tuesday before the exam, I could use the help," I added. She shrugged noncommittally.
As for Chelsea? Fuck Chelsea—and not in the fun way. She was possibly--possibly--better looking on the outside than either Poppy or Jenn, but was hideous on the inside. She was one of the few girls who, throughout my time at school, didn't just look through me. Instead, she had taken an active disdain for me, and had been one of the few people, male or female, who had actively tried to make my life miserable. I had always avoided her like medieval people avoided the plague—that is to say, with limited success.
"Like either of you need to study, nerd," Chelsea said, clearly not on board with the whole Allowing Al to Breathe Our Air program. She was in the lower division AP Calculus... where she barely belonged.
"Oh, who put IcyHot in your panties, Chelsea? Alistaire is cool." Interestingly, it was Poppy who shot down Chelsea, not Jenn.
Noted.
But Chelsea seemed undeterred. "Since when is Stringbean Taylor cool?" the unfortunately pretty girl sneered.
"Since..." Jenn started to say, but I cut her off, just in case she was about to say more than she wanted to.
"Since I noticed that you aren't really queen bee material Chels," I said easily. "You might want to figure that out before you get to Tufts and someone schools you about it.'
"Hey! Easy there," Jenn said. She slid out of the booth. "Come on Alistaire, I need to talk to you anyway." She tugged on my hand and I let myself be pulled away. I had been the guy who invited himself to the table, after all.
"Bye, Poppy," I said brightly, ignoring Chelsea, who was opening and closing her mouth like a blowfish.
I followed Jenn out of the Tuck. In the hall, she said, "Well, that worked out pretty well. Now we have an excuse to be missing the rest of the evening. I believe you said you had a good private place?"
I leaned in and grinned, "I do... but really, what the fuck is that girl's problem? She's such a bitch." Was I really so jaded that a gorgeous, sexy girl like Jenn was saying essentially, 'Let's go be alone', and here I was fretting about some other, very bitchy, bitch?
"She's not so bad," Jenn started to say.
"Jenn, listen. I know she is your friend. That's cool. I have friends who rub other friends the wrong way. That's the way humans work, I think. But I don't need you to protect me!"
"Protect you? Not on your life," Jenn scoffed.
"Poppy sure seemed to want to," I growled.
"I'm pretty sure Poppy, like me, was protecting Chelsea, not you," Jenn said.
"What?"
"Dude. You kind of looked like you were going to take her over your knee and tan her backside."
I looked at her in horror. "Me? I'd never! Um... ever!" I was genuinely upset. I had been raised with a fairly specific set of values that included never, ever hitting a woman. The thought had never occurred to me.
Jenn looked at me. "You are one tall pile of sexy contradictions, Alistaire."
"Well," I said, taking a deep breath, "if I am so sexy, I think I have just the place to go and 'contradict' you." With that, I lead Jenn off toward the library.
As we walked, the image of spanking Chelsea, in a non-punishment kind of way, snuck back into my mind. It was kind of... gross actually. I just did not like that bitch. But the image of spanking someone I did like, who had maybe been teasing me... That bore some future thought, if the occasion ever arose.
*
Would we, or wouldn't we? That question occupied my mind as we walked over toward the largely deserted library. I had no idea why the school kept the place open on Saturday nights, but they always did. I guessed that hope always sprung eternal in the hearts of teachers that any of us would want to study on a Saturday night.
Hope may not have been springing eternally in my mind, but it was pretty much front and center at the moment. Still, Jenn and I just chatted idly along the way, not even holding hands, at least not until we were in the stairwell down to the basement.
As I keyed in the code to the recording studio, Jenn hissed, "How did you find this place?"
"I work in the library," I shrugged. "One of my jobs is to make sure that whoever used this room last, puts all the shit away. They never do. But it means I have the combination!"
Jenn walked into the space. She wasn't a musician and had never seen it. I pointed out what the various stuff did, what was good about the set-up, and what the school should do better. I also pointed out the burn mark in the carpet that Kaz Khadalfi had made with firecrackers because she wanted explosion sounds for a song she wrote, and was too dumb to just download a couple of .mp3s off the web.
"I always wondered why she got sent home for two weeks," Jenn mused.
"Yeah," I agreed. "I thought it was for pot, until Ms. Sarnioki pointed out the burn so I could help her find a way to cover it up. She never comes in here herself, and I about had a heart attack when she saw the armchair over there that I had snuck down here from the reading room. She noticed it but just shrugged and said someone had had a good idea."
Jenn snorted. "You brought an armchair down to a recording studio? What is it for?"
I just looked at her.
Her eyes widened and she looked at the chair, then back at me. She bit her lower lip, just very briefly, then approached me. She reached out and ran a finger down the center of my chest, letting it trail off as she reached my stomach. "Alistaire," she asked slowly, "besides me, just how many girls have you brought down here?"
Now, there was a difficult question. Was the truth going to help me out here? The partial truth? I could hardly claim there had been nobody.
Screw it. The truth will set you free... or at least not make you ashamed of yourself. And who knows?
"Three," I said, after taking a deep breath. "Before this."
Jenn just stared at me. She turned away, but not toward the door. She said quietly, "I'm about to hook up with a Man Slut."
"Hey now," I began.
She turned back quickly, "It's a joke Alistaire! Sorry!"
To be honest, the charge sort of fit, but that had not been my point. "Don't worry about it. 'Slut' wasn't the part of what you said that interested me..."
Her eyebrows knit for just a moment, before she grinned at me. "Horny bastard!"
"I do prefer that to 'man slut'," I said slyly, "but as long as the term ends up being appropriate..."
"Ha!" Jenn scoffed. She tilted her head to the side theatrically and said, "You are just interested in adding another notch in your bedpost."
I just stared at her intensely. I wasn't trying to be all mysterious alpha male or anything, I just was using every ounce of my concentration to keep from saying out loud, 'For two days, I haven't thought about much else than your notch.'
Still, she froze under my gaze for a moment. She bit her lip again. She was very carefully maintaining a good distance between us, too far for us to touch each other at all. I couldn't help myself and took a step toward her. She backed up instantly, then turned the movement into an approach of the armchair. She sat down in it with exaggerated grace, crossing her legs demurely and tugging down on the short hem of her skirt, as if that was going to conceal any meaningful amount of her smooth, creamy thighs. She leaned back and rested her arms across the back of the chair. Damn, she looked hot.
"Strip for me," she said, blandly.
"Excuse me?"
"Strip," she repeated. "I want to see you without a stitch on."
"Me? Why?" I asked. I'll admit, I was taken aback. Jenn had come up with a new one.
"You want me to be all fired up about my appearance. Let's see how confident you are in your own," Jenn said, in that same bland voice. "Chicken?"
I kind of froze. It had been a while since that had happened, though I'll admit it was a big part of my regular repertoire up until everything had changed. I stared at her, just sitting in that chair, all prim and proper, especially below the waist, with her tightly crossed legs.
She stared back. "Every stitch," she added evilly, pointing down at my feet.
That actually did me a favor. Kicking off my shoes was easy, and it got me over my paralysis. I lifted one foot and peeled off the sock, then lifted the other and did the same. I thought about being playful and tossing them to her like an old-timey burlesque dancer, but I realized I'd been wearing those socks for a while now. Not a good idea. I tossed them onto the mixing board.
"You know," I said. "I'm not the one who is down on my body. I'm quite happy with parts, in fact." She just snorted. "Maybe you ought to be the one doing the ego-boosting exercise," I said hopefully.
Jenn snorted again. "This isn't a boost, it's a test." She leaned forward in the chair, now resting her elbows on her crossing knee and cupping her chin in both hands. "And more to the point, I have barely seen a foot and a half of your tall-ass body naked. It was a critical foot and a half, I'll give you, but still..." She smiled at me with a superior expression. "Every stitch," she repeated, making a little shooing gesture.
I shrugged and said, "Fine. One naked string bean, coming up. But I get mine next!" I unbuttoned an extra button on my Polo shirt, and tugged it off over my head. I turned and tossed it over on the board, atop my socks. When I looked back at Jenn, she sat there unmoved, still staring at me.
"We'll see about that," was her only reply, in a doubtful tone but with a smiling expression.
"I still don't see what kind of eye-candy I am supposed to offer though," I groused, tugging my belt open. I felt I needed to make some kind of show for whatever kink was revving Jenn's engine and pulled it slowly loose from my pants. I swung it over my head before tossing in onto my other discarded clothes.
"Hmmm," said Jenn. "You are no threat to Chippendale's... especially in the dance moves department. But I do like what I see." She seemed to mean it, too.
"Really?" I was surprised, honestly.
"You aren't some Hollywood hunk, Alistaire, but you aren't skinny any more, and damn sure not scrawny. Your body looks hard... and strong. A lot better than I was expecting, actually."
"Your praise is turning my head," I said, tugging open my fly. In fact, it kind of was. Getting praise for some part of my body besides my dick was a nice new thing.
Still... it was dick time.
I had grown a lot more confident in the recent weeks, and it showed in my clothing choices that Saturday night. I had not been sure, I still was not sure about whether Jenn and I were going to actually screw that night, but I had been real certain that whatever we were going to do, underwear was just going to have been an inconvenience. So I had not bothered with any, instead just being very careful about zipping up.
I tugged open my fly and my cock bobbed into view, already well and truly excited about things. Jenn just shook her head in bemusement when she saw it again. "No underwear tonight? I think that I am being taken for granted," she purred.
I might have blushed a little. "I'm just an optimist, I guess," I said. I pushed my pants off my meager hips and let them drop to my ankles. I bent and picked them up, tossing them with my other clothes. I straightened up, suddenly self-conscious. "Ta da?" I ventured.
"I have brilliant ideas," Jenn said quietly to herself.
"My turn for a show?" I asked playfully, unsure what to do with myself or my hands, other than stand there, hard-on bobbing in front of me.
Jenn's eyes crinkled in a smile. "No," she said.
"No?" I replied, non-plussed.
"No," she repeated. "I like this whole dynamic with me wearing clothes and you completely naked." She looked at me seriously. "It makes it easier for me to be here alone with the most amazingly confident guy I've ever known."
She did straighten up, however. Then she finally uncrossed those legs, spread them slightly, and leaned back in the chair. She positively draped her arms across the back this time. It was a suggestive, almost lewd pose, giving me just enough of a view up her skirt to rivet my attention, without quite letting me see her panties.
"Turn around," she said, almost idly. This whole experience was not what I was expecting, and kind of... interesting. I turned around.
"Niiiice..." was all she said.
"Please," I scoffed.
"No really," she said, enthusiastic sincerity in her voice. "That is a hell of an ass, Alistaire."
"Seriously?"
"You have all these three other women in your history..." she began.
"Six," I corrected her.
"You said three."
I looked over my shoulder. "Three in this room." I wanted to turn around to say that, but I kind of felt obligated to keep my ass toward her. This was new. "You are the first to compliment my ass."
"Dumb bitches," muttered Jenn.
I took the opportunity to turn and advanced toward her. "They mostly just grab it and hold on for dear life," I growled.
Jenn laughed. "Noted for future reference."
I was getting impatient. That's a lie. I had been impatient. I was getting really impatient. I moved to right in front of her. "That's it," I growled again, though I was beginning to sense that that Assertive Alistaire was not the key to Jenn. "I need to know. Am I going to fuck you tonight, or just lick your pussy into a coma?" I glared at her good-naturedly.
Jenn looked back up at me, with an equivocal expression. "And if I haven't decided yet?" she asked.
I stared at her. "I wasn't ready for that answer," I sighed. I sank down to my knees in front of her. "Well, while you are deciding, this part is going to happen either way," I grumbled happily. I placed my hands on her knees and pressed them much farther apart. I slid my fingers up the soft, smooth, well-shaven skin of her thighs to the soft black cotton of her skirt, and pushed it upward.
I laughed. "Looks like you weren't the only one of us that was taken for granted," I chortled, staring down at her bare, panty-less pussy.
"I had my ideas," Jenn said, her voice getting a little hoarse. "And I still haven't decided."
I looked at her and saw she was serious. I nodded back. For just a moment, I was solemn.
Then I grinned like a wolf and bent down for the part that was going to happen anyway.
*
"Will you stop that, Alistaire?" Jenn snapped.
"Stop what?" I asked innocently, looking up at her.
"Licking my pussy," she tried to snap out the words, but only panted.
"Don't you like it?" I asked innocently.
"I love it, you bastard," Jenn said as I once more raked my tongue up her slit. "But... dammit, I really want to find out what that thing feels like between my legs, not just your tongue."
"Oh, 'that thing' is much bigger," I said.
Jenn first sputtered in frustration, then moaned when I sucked gently, once again, on her hard little clit.
"Sorry," I said, releasing her bud. "But I just am enjoying myself so much!" I bent back once more. I kind of was really enjoying tormenting Jenn. She had held me in suspense, and now, despite my Male Instinct's scream to climb up there and fuck her at last, I was going to make her pay a little.
"Alistaire, you magnificent asshole," Jenn gasped, her hands running through the hair on either side of my head. Then those fingers clenched, hard. She tugged upward, forcing my head up. It kind of hurt. "If you drive me into a coma like that and I don't get to fuck you tonight, I will never let you touch me again," she said slowly, keeping her quivering body under iron control. Her hands kept tugging me upward.
I lunged forward on my own power, her hands almost springing away from my hair in surprise. I kissed her mouth deeply—my tongue, still drenched in her own juices, slipped into her mouth. She stiffened at first, then relaxed.
Then she stiffened again, as the head of my cock softly pressed against her vagina. She was soaking down there, of course. I'd made her come several times already. I barely had to wiggle to get my tip past her outer gates, but then I suddenly met with wonderful resistance. Jenn was tight, and her tense anticipation made her even tighter.
"Relax," I whispered against her lips.
"How?" Jenn scoffed. "I still don't know how that is all possibly going to fit inside of me."
"If it doesn't, it doesn't," I murmured in her ear. "But I'm going to try." I pressed harder and felt my shaft slip hesitantly deeper into her snatch. Damn, she was tight. "Why," I asked her softly, penetrating her just a bit more, "am I still utterly naked, and you are still fully dressed?"
I worked myself another full inch inside her to punctuate that question.
"Because... for tonight," Jenn grunted, slowly taking more of me, "I am the decider about this. Oh God... And your conceited, unh, arrogant, promiscuous... ass is mine to command tonight!"
I only nodded my assent to her terms.
"Next time, ummm... Next time, urgh, if you are good... oh fuck me, you just keep coming on in deeper, don't you? Next time, maybe, oooohg, you get to call the shots."
And like that, I was buried between her legs, kneeling on the floor before the upholstered chair. My cock was in a prison of delights, and I let it nestle there, twitching happily.
"I like the sound of 'next time'," I said.
"You haven't done much yet with this time," Jenn grunted, squeezing me with her inner muscles.
The boss had spoken.
Slowly, excruciatingly, I drew myself out of her, teasing with every retreating inch in much the same way I had teased her to several orgasms already with my tongue. Her hands grasped my allegedly amazing ass and squeezed, preventing any further withdrawal. I looked into her eyes.
And jammed my cock into her as hard and as fast as I could. Her eyes flew wide and she gasped as I pulled out and slammed in again. And again.



My knees rubbed painfully on the rough, sound-absorbing rug, and I did not care. Without pausing my thrusts, I jammed a hand up under her shirt and grasped a succulent tit. The delicate lace bra she wore was little more than a token, and I shoved its cup down out of the way contemptuously. I clasped my fingers about her flesh, jiggling as she was under my long-denied assault into her crease.
It was such a nice breast, but its charms were almost lost in the sensation of my cock driving into her after all the novel torment she had made me endure. "I'm sorry," I gasped. "Gonna come soon!"
"Not inside me!" Jenn gasped, still clamping herself around my cock.
My eyes opened wide. I realized that for the first time I was fucking a girl truly unprotected. I slid free my hand and tugged upward on her shirt. Jenn joined me and yanked the garment off over her head. It caught on her head, but she wriggled and finally ripped it off.
Her bra was blue, I noted almost absently.
I wanted to make her come first. I really, really did. But I had made her come several times already, I was still on round number one. I had no chance.
With a roar of frustration, I yanked myself free from inside her, roaring in frustration at not finishing inside. She reached for me and grasped my throbbing shaft. I fucked her hand for a single pump and just spooged all over her belly and bra. Jenn jacked me furiously, but all my doubt and frustration, my pent up anticipation and desire had combined into just that single, mighty eruption.
I looked down, her bra and breasts, her stomach and sternum, were all glazed in the product of my release.
"Oh... uh... oh... wow!" I gurgled incoherently. I quivered for a moment, then collapsed back to sit on my ankles, my cock slipping free of her stunned fingers.
We stared at each other for a moment, then burst into breathless laughter together. She leaned forward, cum dripping all over her chest, and kissed me. Man, her mouth tasted good too.
"So listen," I gasped, as our lips parted.
"Yes?" Jenn murmured in reply.
"When you go to the mall tomorrow with Trevor, get me a pound of sour apple Jelly Belies, would you?" I asked.
"You," she groaned, "are the most cocky bastard I've ever met."
—————
Thanks for coming back for Alistaire's further adventures! As always, I appreciate your votes, your favorites, and especially your comments!
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THE ONE WITH BRIDGET AND PETRA
—————
"So Bridget," Ben asked casually. We were in a brief pause while I went through some notes. I was Dungeon Mastering our usual Sunday D&D session. With only a month to go until graduation, less really, I had been putting in extra effort to make our final adventures together special, or at least less pedestrian than my usual story-leading efforts. "How was your date with Danny last night?" Adam and Tres slid their eyes toward each other. Talking about our social lives, especially Bridget's social life, was usually avoided. You would expect that, since our group formed as four less-than social butterflies and a weird but attractive girl. Things had changed in that department, of course, but in our group, even those of us aware of that fact acted as if we did not.
Bridget looked up in surprise at Ben's gambit. But then her eyes narrowed. Uh oh. Bridget was about to fuck with us. "Eh. It was okay. We all agree the movie was great, right? But after, he and I hung out and... I just wasn't feeling it in the end."
"Too bad, I guess," said Tres.
"Oh, there was a little hand to hand combat, if you know what I mean," Bridget went on airily, waving an open fist around absently, as if it was not a very suggestive gesture. "But I don't see it going anywhere."
Adam and Tres just gawked silently. I gawked for different reasons. She had never teased the other guys before. Or was she teasing me?
Ben outright laughed. "And here I thought things looked like they were going better than that."
Bridget just shrugged. "We date to try people on. Danny doesn't fit. Speaking of trying people on, Ben, how did your date with Beth go?" she asked, turning the tables.
If Adam and Tres had gawked before, they both about freaked now.
"Holy shit, dude! You went out with Beth?" Adam almost shouted.
Trey actually hit me in the arm, "Dude, did you not know this?"
"I had an idea it was coming," I said with a grin at Bridget. "How was it, Ben?"
But Adam wasn't done being amazed. "Ben, that girl is out of your league! She is easily the hottest girl you've ever been in the same room with."
"Ahem," said Bridget.
Adam was like a deer in the headlights at that. I almost died, both from laughter and shock. Like I said, we never talked anything, um, biological during D&D... not since Bridget joined the group. And here was Bridget, deliberately upsetting that applecart in so many delicious ways.
"What? Oh... Bridget!" Adam said in acute embarrassment. The best part was, the way Bridget always, always dressed, Adam could have had no more than an inkling at most that Bridget, a girl with whom he had been spending hours every week, was at least equally hot as Beth. I certainly knew, intimately, what Bridget was packing away under those baggy clothes, but none of the guys knew that I had any such knowledge either. "Look, Bridget, I didn't mean... I mean you are... of course... Oh shit," babbled Adam, suddenly afraid Bridget would think that he was flirting with her. "Look, Beth just has such a nice a... I'm going to die now."
God, it was fun watching someone besides me absolutely panic in embarrassment.
Bridget, because she is awesome, let him off the hook, sort of. "Yeah," she sighed. "It is a nice ass."
Adam was just glad to have someone else talk, but Tres and Ben were agog again. They both certainly knew that in addition to Danny and other guys, Bridget had 'gone out' with a girl named Petra a couple of times.
I just wanted to stand up and give Bridget the Citizen Kane clap. It had been a Masterclass in fucking with all of us, even me.
However, I also wanted answers. I had not talked to Beth yet.
"So, how was the date, Ben?" I prompted.
Ben opened his mouth automatically, then shut it for a moment, considering his reply. Good man, Ben. While I had learned that secrets, though a little fun, could be a lot dangerous, I also believed in discretion. If an individual needed to know, they needed to know. If they didn't, they didn't. Adam and Tres didn't. Bridget technically didn't. And as far as Ben knew, I didn't really either.
"It was awesome," he said at last. "We had so much fun. She is so funny, and she laughed at all my jokes."
"She laughed at all of your jokes?" Bridget asked dryly. "Congratulations, Ben. She must really like you."
"I guess maybe she does," Ben said, a little proudly.
"Good for you," I said sincerely happy for him, but weirdly more happy for myself. Having at least one of my partners doing... whatever Beth had done and was going to do with Ben, did a lot to damp down my nascent feeling of being a total, as opposed to run of the mill, cad for having sex with multiple girls and yet chasing after more.
"So I need not continue to monitor the Danny Situation?" I asked Bridget, almost disappointedly.
"You never needed to monitor my situation with Danny," Bridget said tartly, but with hidden reassurance. Then she smiled evilly. "But you guys might want to ask me about Petra next week..."
My three dudes about choked on their tongues. I almost gagged myself.
*
"Hey Alistaire," said Rebecca Dean as she passed me in the hall near the mailboxes. I waved in reply as we passed each other.
A few yards later, Jo Silvermann and Franny Todd both waved and said hello. Jo even asked, "Did you have an AP this morning?"
"Chem," I said, stopping while we talked. "How about you guys?"
Jo just shook her head. Franny said, "Chinese language." Then she added something in what was probably Mandarin that from her tone sounded like, 'and I kicked its ass!'
"Rock on," I said, and offered a fist bump, which Franny returned. We went our separate ways.
I shook my head as we parted. The prior five minutes illustrated how much the me of today would be an alien creature to the me of even early March. None of the girls I had just interacted with had any reason to know how much had happened to me, but I had clearly somehow changed. Through the winter, all three of those girls would have, and often did, look right through me like I was a clear pane of glass. Now...
Confidence does amazing things for your appearance, I guess. And I had that now, in spades. Nothing else had changed... as far as people knew.
"Alistaire," I heard a voice behind me. I turned, to see Ms. Green about fifteen feet behind me. I dutifully turned and walked back to the young Biology teacher.
"Yes ma'am?" I asked, trying very hard not to check the rookie instructor out. Cripes, was she hot...
"I am told that you know a bit about the recording studio," she said with a teacherly smile. I jumped. Why was she asking about the studio? Did she know something? Did the faculty at large?!?
"I, uh, I mostly know about cleaning it up and resetting the equipment. Why do you ask?" I said carefully.
"I made the mistake of talking about podcasts to the headmaster," she said wryly. "Now, for my sins, I am responsible for an official school podcast for parents and alumni. I am hoping that you could show me how the equipment works."
Yeesh. Considering what, or more to point, who I mostly did in the recording space, the last thing I needed was to have to spend time in there with Ms. Green! I'd be horny every moment, something I have a much harder time than average concealing...
"I could probably help," I said with a smile, "but I could give you at least five juniors who regularly use the equipment to actually record, and who could use a cool extracurricular like that."
"Oh, and a jaded old short-timer like you has better things to do?" she laughed. "Okay, thank you."
With relief, I sicced her on four Juniors who mostly did voice work. I knew them off the top of my head because I kept a very close eye on who, and especially when, the recording facility was spoken for.
*
Fortunately, the recording studio was unused that evening, after one of our few remaining Track practices. Both Bridget and I had had our hardest AP exams that afternoon, and we had repaired to the studio to lock the door and fuck away the stress.
Guys, I cannot recommend enough the idea of absolutely plowing your seriously hot, very close friend as a way to get through exams. Step one, get yourself a very close friend who likes sex and has a banging body...
No sooner had the door to the studio closed quietly behind us than Bridget had pulled me to the floor in the middle of the room and rolled over on top of me. I pulled her head down against mine and we kissed, hard. Our tongues practically fought with each other and we each gasped for breath. Then Bridget actually bit my lip, hard enough to make me say, "Ow!"
She ignored my protest and just throatily demanded, "Fuck me. Now!"
"Well, hey now!" I chuckled.
"I am pent up and frustrated about... everything," Bridget growled in a gruff voice that I felt was supposed to be my schtick. "And that weak-ass, end of season practice today was too little to burn off my anxiety over that test this morning. I really don't think I did well enough on it! Now fuck me. Foreplay later."
Well, I too was worn-ass out over APs, and I still had two more to go later in the week. My own worries were centered not on that morning's test, but my next outing. Moreover, this delicious girl was demanding I fuck her, and it would have been a shame to let her down, now wouldn't it?
I wordlessly just grabbed her running shorts and yanked them down over her generous, supple ass, underwear too. She writhed atop me as we worked in concert to get them far enough down her legs for her to kick them free. Moments later, she had tugged my own shorts and jock down about a third of the way down my thighs. That seemed to be enough for her.
Bridget knelt over my hips, grabbing my cock and tilting it upward, running my helmet back and forth along her slit. She was wet already before she started, and she got wetter fast. In moments, she was sinking down atop me, my cock engulfed by her firm embrace.
I am used to a blow job and a bout or two of cunnilingus between us before Bridget and I get to actual intercourse, if we get there at all. Sometimes the oral is just too good. This night, she was wet, but not wet like I usually had her, and it was an excruciatingly good feeling, my cock having to fight its way inside her... even though she was doing all the work.
I grabbed her shirttails and pulled upward, forcing her to lean forward so I could pull the top free. She immediately straightened up and began to rise and fall atop me, dragging my cock out and back into her. Oh man was this good that evening.
Her heavy, constraining sports bra was still on, but she grabbed it under the front with crossed arms and tugged it up and off, letting her fantastic breasts tumble free. I love, love, love those boobs. She looked especially turned on. The little ring of goosebumps that sometimes formed around the perimeter of her aureoles were in full, eager flower that night.
It was a fantastic fuck—a short one, but fantastic.
When I finally came, I thought I was going to blast her off above me from the force of my explosion, her own sweet release following swiftly upon mine.
Of all my friends, Bridget was the only one with whom I ever cuddled after, and even that was rare. My track girls and I liked to talk, and we liked to fuck. We just seldom felt the need to do both at the same time.
But that evening, the sex had been more about blowing off steam and getting our heads right than about the sex itself. In the aftermath, Bridget just lay on top of me, still impaled on my cock. I softened after that titanic ejaculation, but not by that much. I still had naked Bridget weighing down on my chest, after all. And she was being careful not to dislodge me from inside her.
When strength flowed back into her limbs, she pushed herself up over me on her arms, still carefully. This had the excellent effect of giving me a nice view of her beautiful tits dangling right over me. I was distracted by them when Bridget asked calmly, "So, how is boning Poppy?"
"What?" I said, taken aback. "I'm not boning Poppy." Where did this come from? I tried covering my yelp of confusion with humor. Bridget always could keep me off balance. "I mean, I still might try, but I have not."
She just grinned in triumph. "Gotcha! You fucked Jenn."
"What? Wait. I didn't say that. I didn't say anything like that," I protested.
"You told Carla that you had a date with Jenn."
"I said I had a date. I didn't say with who."
"And now I know it was Jenn," Bridget chortled.
"Furthermore, I didn't say that I had fucked her," I protested. I regretted that Bridget, and inevitably now the others, knew for certain it was Jenn specifically that I had hooked up with, but otherwise I was starting to enjoy this.
"You fuck everyone, Alistaire. You're like some kind of irresistible sex force." Bridget punctuated that last comment with a tight squeeze of my softened cock inside her. That did nothing to preserve the softness...
"Oh, I am, am I?" I chortled, illustrating her point by toying with one of her dangling parabolas. "I'll have you know that as of the time of my conversation with Carla, Jenn and I had already been alone together and we had not, in fact, had actual intercourse."
"You? You got with a girl and failed to close the deal?" Bridget said teasingly. "What happened?"
"It was a very precarious location. As it was, we still almost got busted by Ms. Green!"
Bridget laughed. "How close?"
"We had Jenn zipped up less than thirty seconds before we ran into her."
Bridget laughed again. "You must have about shit yourselves. Still, you had nothing to worry about. Knowing you, if Ms. Green caught you, she'd have just joined in."
Okay, that scenario had not occurred to my otherwise fertile imagination. Now that it had... crap.
"Oh ho!" Bridget taunted me. "You like that idea!"
"Well, I can hardly deny it, with the evidence growing inside of you," I muttered in embarrassment.
"You are a force of nature, Alistaire," Bridget said in amusement, "but you aren't that big of a force of nature."
"Aren't I?" I growled, pushing upward to seat myself fully within her again. But I wasn't ready for a second round, and from her reaction, neither was Bridget... yet.
"I still wish I hadn't let you figure out who it was," I said, somewhat more seriously. "That wasn't my secret to tell."
"She knows she not the only one?" Bridget asked seriously.
"I made it clear," I said. "But not who."
"I give her a week before she figures out at least one, if not all, of us."
"Still," I fretted, though none of this fretting was doing anything to return my erection to softness, "it feels unbalanced. At least I don't have to look out for any disclosures about Danny. Did you really jack him off?"
Bridget sighed. "He's a nice guy, and handsome in a very different way from you. I'd really have liked it to work out, so there was a little courtesy third base, just to be sure there wasn't a spark."
I shook my head in amusement. I then idly pushed myself back up into her again, more to distract her than to get us going again. I needed a moment to consider whether I really wanted to bring up my real curiosity or not. Bridget idly squeezed down in response.
"So, how about Petra?" I asked, with all the idleness that I could summon.
Bridget froze—not in alarm or hostility, but in uncertainty. "You know, even Carla and Beth don't ask about her."
"Really? I just thought you guys saved that for when I wasn't around."
"Nope. Gonna pry some more?"
"No!" I said quickly, then after half a beat, "But yeah, maybe. A little."
"Oh you are, are you?" Bridget challenged, a bit more unreadable than she usually is for me.
"There is the full disclosure policy, you know," I said a little irritably. I had started down this path, and she was making it stranger than necessary already. "I mean, I was upfront that I had a new, uh, playmate, and you even schemed to find out who. I kind of feel like..."
"Oh, so am I a 'playmate' too?" grinned Bridget.
I looked at her naked body on top of me. "No, you are a friend. But you are certainly Playmate material!" That earned me another squeeze or two.
Then she sighed and relaxed. "Look, I haven't said much about Petra because I'm still trying to figure it out myself. I should tell you that so is she. There is definitely a sexual component, I like it, but I don't know how ongoing it is or will be. It is confusing, and it is confusing for her too. Is that enough disclosure?"
Actually, now that I thought about it, some explicit tales of lesbian sex might not have gone amiss, but as I've said, I'm a pig. I just nodded.
Bridget started to rise up and down on me, just a little, but with a definite feel of warming up again. I started to toy with her breasts with both hands, happy for the awkwardness to pass.
"She does know about you," Bridget added, not pausing in her slow rise and fall.
"What?" I almost yelped?
"Hey," Bridget replied, a little defensively. "You told Jenn about me—about us! I shouldn't tell Petra that I have other activities?"
"Yeah, but you told her it was me specifically?" I thought back to my conversation with Petra in the hall a few days earlier.
"She kind of suspected somehow," Bridget said, slowing but not stopping fucking me. "Then, after you fucking cornered her in the corridors, she confronted me. I fessed up."
"I did not 'corner' her!" I objected.
"She felt like it."
"Fuck. I'm sorry about that. I didn't mean to upset her."
"That intensity of yours can be unnerving, Alistaire," Beth said, looking into my eyes.
"I just, you know, wanted to take her measure," I said, a little upset at myself. "I mean, come on. You are important to me Bridget. You are one of the strongest people I know, but you just said you are confused about being with a lesbian, you could be hurt by it. I just wanted to try to gauge if I should worry about that."
Bridget just continued to slowly ride me in silence.
"For the record, she seems nice, though I finished that conversation confused myself," I added.
"Just understand," Bridget said, "the whole situation is complex. She doesn't know what to think, exactly like the rest of us. I can't say that she even is a lesbian for sure." She fretted, as if debating whether to say more. "I am sure of one thing," she finally said.
"What?" I asked.
"This," she replied, and began to seriously hump and down on that one thing.
*
The next day was our second to last Track meet of the year. Second to last of my life, in fact. I sure as hell would not be running competitively at USC. While I usually took the long walk back after practices and meets with Carla, Beth, and Bridget, we usually went up before practice separately, as our classes all let out at different times on different days.
What can I say? I'm greedy. And cocky. But most importantly, greedy. Since things had gone to so well, swimmingly in fact, with Jenn, I found myself thinking about Poppy a lot more seriously. She was the number two (maybe one and a half) on our girls' varsity tennis team, and while the courts were not really on the way up to the track, they were sort of, um, adjacent to the way up. Because there are only so many courts, the matches and practices for all the teams are scheduled all over the place. Today, the girl's varsity had the early match. I left for the track way early, already dressed in my uniform, so I could stop and get in a good 20-30 minutes cheering for Poppy. I mean the team. But mostly I wanted Poppy to see me there, cheering.



They had still already started playing when I reached the tennis center, which made it strange that Poppy was standing on the sidelines as I approached, watching courts four and five of the singles. As I got close, I took a moment to admire her ass in that short skirt. Then I realized that she wasn't wearing the uniform. Was she hurt?
"Hey Poppy!" I said, as I came up behind her. "Why aren't you in the lineup? Is something wrong?"
She turned around and looked at me with a smile. "Well, that was certainly flattering," she said. It wasn't Poppy, it was her mom!
Fuck. Fuck. Fuck.
I think I was red as my uniform, from head to toe.
She laughed.
"Oh gosh, I'm sorry, Mrs. Fields!" I stammered. "From behind... I mean, your hair looks just like Poppy's. I..." I shut up. The First Rule of Holes is, when you find yourself in one, stop fucking digging.
"I should wear my tennis clothes more often," she said dryly. "But it is Miss Manning, not Fields."
What? Did Poppy's mom use her maiden name, or had Poppy's parents gotten fucking divorced and I hadn't heard? I for sure was not going to ask those questions! See the First Rule of Holes.
"How is the match going?" I asked, seeking safer ground.
"We lost the first set on One and Five," she said instantly, with a sigh. "All the other courts are still in the first." She looked sideways at me. "Poppy is up a break on Two."
I might have flushed a little, but didn't comment. "It's cool to see you paying attention to the whole match, not just your daughter's court."
She looked at me. "You didn't hear? Mrs. Raleigh has tennis elbow so bad that she can't even feed balls to the team. The school asked me to fill in as coach for the few matches left, since I have a background."
"Oh?" I asked. "Did you play in college or something?" I could not help but think to myself that she looked like she had played in college. Hell, she looked like she could play in college now.
"I never went to college," she replied easily, which, given the world of College Is Everything that I lived in, shocked me a little. She smirked a bit. "I was too busy for a couple years trying to make it on the Tour," she added blandly.
"No shit!" I blurted out. "Sorry. I mean, how come I don't remember seeing you play?"
Mrs. Fields, I mean Miss Manning, laughed again. She laughed a lot, it seemed, at least she seemed to laugh a lot at me. "Because I rose to my dizzying peak of number one hundred and thirty two in the world two years before you were born, at aged seventeen. And the only televised match I ever played was my one wild-card at the US Open, where I got double-bageled by Steffi Graf in the first round."
"You played Steffi Graf?" I asked, my mind boggled.
"I thought so, I'm not sure she did," she snorted.
"How as it?"
"Quick, just like..." she said, "It was quick."
I didn't believe it, but it sure sounded like I had just heard The Bus thumping over Poppy's dad...
A few cheers from spectators floated our way from the upper courts.
"I should go watch the top courts too," Mrs. Fie... Miss Manning said. "My daughter is up there." With that, she turned and walked up to the next row of courts. I followed. I had stopped by to see Poppy, and to be seen by her seeing her. But I was very content to let her mother take the lead on the way over to the next courts, if you know what I mean.
*
During the meet, I was entered in the 1,500 meter, and the 3,000, the two longest races in high school track and field. As an underclassman, I used to be routinely expected to do the Triple, which also included the 800 meter. Coach Parvis had only done that to me once as a senior, fortunately. I hated it every time he made me do it over the years. I was almost too tired to bang Carla's brains out that night. Almost.
I ran my guts out and finished a solid four seconds behind Donovan in the 1,500 to start the meet, nearly beating Rick, which actually had me almost dancing. In the 3,000 at the end, I was seven seconds off Donovan's pace. Again. Fuck Donovan.
Bridget won the 3,000 meter girls' race. Of course. At least she had to work to win that race. She had won the 1,500 going away.
After the 3,000, I wandered over to her where she stood bent over on the infield, hands braced on her knees and trying to catch her breath. "Nice fucking time," I said as I approached her. She looked up at me and I offered a fist to bump. We banged knuckles.
"Not... enough," she said. "I need another second or two if I want to be sure to be in the top heat at the New England's."
"At least you are going," I said. I would not qualify in any event. For the school to let an athlete go, they had to have run a minimum qualifying time three times in the season. With one meet left, I could not do that in any event. "And I still have not won a race," I added glumly.
"Yeah," Bridget panted, finally straightening up and stretching out her back. "I'm sorry about that. My fault."
"Your fault?" I asked in shock,
"Yeah. I forgot to bet you that you couldn't do it," she grinned, starting to walk back to the back stretch where we always watched the JV distance races together.
"Bridget," I said as we walked, keeping my voice low as athletes walked by all around us. "I appreciate the offer. But honestly? I've already seen the best tits at... the second best breasts at school, so that incentive is kind of played."
"Second best?" Bridget asked archly.
"I have not seen Sara Ericksen's, and since I value my life, I'm never going to," I said, referencing Sara's enormous boyfriend. I danced out of the way of the inevitable poke in the ribs, but Bridget just took two strides and said, "Yeah. Those are some awesome tits."
*
Saturday was it. Our last meet as seniors. Beth had, for her, a very mediocre meet. She anchored the 4x100 relay team to a win in the first event, but then took second in the 100, 200, and 400 meters. Ben was there and cheering for her like a little girl the whole time.
Carla won the high jump with a personal best, and placed in her other event, the javelin, for the first time in her career. She was so excited, I actually kissed her on the lips, if only briefly. No one caught it.
As for me...
Bridget walked up to me before the 4x100 relays which started the meet. We always watched over by the start of the second leg, because that is where the 1,500 would start immediately after.
"So, about our bet, Taylor..." Bridget said idly.
"Bridget," I sighed. "I'll take the bet, because, any day I see your boobs is a good day. But I'm not going to get a win today, just like every other day. Even your amazing rack is not enough motivation to make me do what I cannot do. I'm going to run my races, and hold my head high."
"Yeah," Bridget drawled. "I figured that my breasts weren't high enough stakes to get you over the top, loser. So I spent since Wednesday coming up with a bet to make you exceed your abilities."
I looked at her. At least this should be entertaining.
"Here's the bet," Bridget said. "If you do not win a race today, you take me wherever you ate out Jenn and almost got busted, and you will do the same to me." My eyes boggled at that. Considering that I would lose the bet if I took it, this was, on balance, not an incentive. I mean, I loved eating Bridget's pussy. And the whole Almost Getting Caught thing was a giant rush. But for all I knew, the person to actually catch us would be Dr. Felton, not Ms. Green.
Before I could even shake my head, Bridget went on. "But if you win so much as one race today, I will make sure you get that threesome you've been begging for."
!
Well now!
"Who did you get to buy in?" I asked, almost cautiously. "Beth or Carla?"
"Neither," Bridget grinned. "I couldn't get them to agree to do it, either with me or with each other. The bitches."
My eyes narrowed. "You aren't trying to maneuver me into that idea of Beth's to bring in Ben..."
"Again, no," Bridget laughed. "And yes, she offered again." I shuddered.
"Like I said," Bridget continued, "a threesome. How'd you like to have go with me and... Petra?"
I just looked at her. "No..." I breathed, wanting to believe.
She just nodded archly. "Yes... But only if you win a race, loser. Otherwise you lick me off in the middle of the quad, or wherever it was you and Jenn pulled off that stunt. Deal?"
Let's be real. I was never going to turn down this bet, but I did think about it a good long while. Explaining to my mother about getting busted for being caught licking the twat of 'that sweet Bridget girl' did not appeal...
"Deal," I said. "If you are sure you can deliver?"
Bridget shoved me not so gently. "Run fast, or lick hard, Alistaire. It's up to you."
*
I beat Rick in the 1,500! But Donovan was also entered and he held me off at the finish. Fucking fuck Donovan. I knew I was done. The losing wager was nothing too shabby, but I had wanted this shit.
Donovan was mercifully not in the 800, but that was his worst event anyway. It was me versus Rick. The God-damned sonofabitch was the only thing standing between me and a threesome. I'd never beaten him, but the time was now. The thing is, I'm a stronger distance runner than Rick. I just am. But he is a lot faster than I. The 800 is a race that can't decide if it is a distance event, or a sprint. If it ended up as a sprint today, Rick would win. If it decided to be a distance event, then I would have two hot girls all over each other and me.
At the gun, Rick went out like a flash and I almost grinned. If he went out too hard, he might not have his usual kick at the end of the race that almost always made the difference. I just pushed hard myself, trying to stay in range. The 800 hurts, but all I had to do was endure that pain for 120ish seconds, and my currently charmed existence would reach new heights.
I didn't let Rick get away. I stayed close enough on his heels for him to hear me the whole race, wearing on his nerves. Coming off the last turn, my very eyes were burning, and the rest of me felt like hot coals. I pushed somehow. I pulled even with Rick. I felt him lean in for a final sprint... and he didn't have it. I pulled a step ahead, then a full stride. He faltered, and I had him. A second wind descended on me, which is not a thing in the 800, and I ran free and easy for the finish line.
And then this short little shit Sophomore from the shit little school we were crushing that day just flew past me with fifteen shitty yards to go, breaking the tape ahead of me. That was supposed to be my tape.
I had not won. I ran hard past the finish as I has always been taught, not coming to a stop until twenty yards past the finish line. I put my hands on my hips and let my head droop, walking in circles.
"Fuck, dude. I'm sorry. I didn't mean..." Bridget began, having appeared out of nowhere.
I just raised a hand to silence her, head still bowed. I closed my eyes.
I had been so close. My Track career was over, and I had never won a race. Had it not been for three-quarters of a second, the last three-quarters of a second of my athletic life, I would have won. And I would have had a chance at a threesome!
Instead, I reflected that I had at least an hour more of the meet to cheer on my teammates and friends while I died inside. At least an hour.
I looked up at Bridget.
"Seriously, Al," she said, almost wringing her hands. "I didn't... I mean... I think we should..."
"Stop," I said. "Really. Stop. Excuse me." And I walked away from her.
Over by the finish line, Coach Parvis, my distance and Cross-Country coach for four years was taking to the Track head coach, Mr. Hendrix. Mr. Parvis had also taught me two years of German and was very generous in preserving my GPA.
"Mr. Taylor," he said, in his strangely whiny growl, "you have had a good run. I'm proud of you. Are you?"
"Enter me in the 3,000," I said.
Both of them just looked at me. "You have bitched at me like a granny who lost her dentures for four years whenever I asked you to run the triple," Parvis observed. "Now you really want to run one today? In this heat?"
"I have one more chance to win a race. I'd like to take it," I said. I did not explain my motivations. Mr. Hendrix would not have approved. Had Parvis been by himself, I might have told him, just to blow his mind. "Donovan hates the heat," I observed. Parvis snorted. "How about you let him know I said that about him when you tell him you are putting me in the race with him?" I asked my coach. "You could even tell him that I don't plan to pass him until the last half a lap."
Coach Parvis was all about the mind game. He had spent four years teaching me and my teammates about how to beat opponents with our brains as much as our legs. I had never won a race, but I had beaten a lot of individual runners who were better than me with gamesmanship that he had taught me. I loved his ideas and his stratagems. I am pretty sure that a lot of the success I had off the track that spring had been aided by what he had taught me on it. He just looked at me, then said to Mr. Hendrix, "Put him on the list." Then he whistled tunelessly as he wandered off in the direction of Donovan.
Mr. Hendrix laughed at me. "I don't know what has gotten into you this spring, Al, but I like it. You were always a stubborn little cuss, but this year you have gotten aggressive. I may have all my athletes change their names, Alistaire."
*
Donovan was giving me the side-eye at the start of the 3,000. Just the way I wanted it. I gave him the full-frontal eye. Daring him to worry about me.
Please understand, Donovan is a better runner than me. A much better athlete, overall. But he had nothing to prove that particular day, and I sure as fuck did. He was already going to the New Englands (barely), while I was not (deservedly). And he really did hate the heat. If I could just push him at the end of the race, there was a chance that he would just give up on a hot day where he had nothing at stake.
The gun went off and the two of us took the immediate lead. I had taken a quick look around at the start, just to make sure that little shit from the 800 wasn't in this race too. He was not.
I settled in a half stride back from Donovan, over his right shoulder. Exactly where he couldn't see me in his peripheral vision without obviously turning his head. And I stuck to him there, like grim death for six laps. After four of them, I was seriously questioning my life decisions. I had forgotten in the heat of my decision that I also hate the heat. The 800 may only be a short race, but I had run it that day, and Donovan had not.
Bridget had actually blushed when I had walked back to her and told her I had asked in to the 3,000. Now, as I approached the start line out on the back stretch for the fourth time around, she was standing, arms folded under her boobs, right next to the track. As I grumpily slogged by in Donovan's wake, I heard her sing quietly, "Three is a magic number..."
I was still slogging, but I wasn't grumpy anymore.
We ground around the turn and onto the home straightway with two laps remaining. Then I heard a clear voice call out, "Come on, Alistaire!" I didn't recognize it, and it came from the bleachers, not the inside of the track, where most teammates cheered from. I glanced up.
Petra was standing on the lowest bench, pumping her fist at me.
Well, well, well. Things got a little more real. More confusing, but more real.
Donovan shot another look over his shoulder at me. I had not moved an inch relative to him for three laps.
We came off the first turn and hit the back straightaway. Donovan checked me again. He was checking on me a lot. I didn't look behind myself at all, I just listened for footsteps, like Donovan should have been doing, and could tell there was no one anywhere close to us. It was him and me.
I had told Coach Parvis that I would take D on the last turn, but it occurred to me that if I let him have the lead that long, he'd probably just decide to push through the pain and win the race. If he wanted to win this race, he would. It was that simple. I had to convince him it wasn't worth it.
The idiot checked me again after only fifty meters. When he turned his head back forward, secure in the knowledge that his personal barnacle was going nowhere, I immediately passed him. I didn't speed up a little, I hit a full sprint, as lightly on my feet as possible. His ears didn't register my increased pace until I slid past him and by the time he fully realized what was happening and tried to pick up his own pace in response I had a full stride on him and slid in onto the curb in front of him. I immediately slowed back to our original pace. He closed half the distance, but didn't want to swing out around to pass me back while we were on the turn. As we hit the curve, I pushed a tiny bit, and when we came off onto the second to last run down the front straight, I knew he was looking up to see I was somehow a stride and a half in front.
All I had to do was keep my form on this straightway, make D believe I wasn't going to pack it in, and he might give up. That was my chance.
"Come on Alistaire!" I heard again. I turned my head to Petra and waved. I fucking waved in the middle of a race. I instantly knew it was a dumb move. It would probably piss off Donovan. I didn't want him mad.
But Petra was a sight for sore eyes, and a thought for a sore brain. Lots of thoughts. I thought about drowning in a sea of mammalian flesh. I thought about harmonized moans of pleasure. I thought about maybe even two mouths on my cock at the same time...
What I no longer thought about was pain or fatigue.
"Go. Go," I suddenly heard from Bridget, who was standing at the back curve, 170 meters from paradise. "You've got him." I had coasted through half a lap almost effortlessly, and I was still in the lead. And D was still behind me. In the middle of the turn, I risked a quick glance over my inside shoulder and picked him up. He was only four meters behind me. He wasn't giving up. Shit.
But I also caught sight of Bridget sprinting across the football field inside the track toward the finish line. She should not have been doing that. As soon as my race was over, she had to run hers. But it made me really, really want her to meet me, and not god-damned Donovan, there first at the finish line.
And Petra was actually jumping up and down. That was extra motivational. She might not seem to have the boobs that Bridget did, but she didn't strap hers down either, and they moved exquisitely. It was just a momentary flash of a picture, but it certainly added to my motivational puzzle palace.
Donovan kicked... and so did I.
*
Bridget just slapped my ass in glee as I gasped for air, then jogged off jauntily across the field to the starting line for her own 3,000 meters of hell. Beth almost tackled me and gave me such a big enthusiastic hug. I'm pretty sure we were both a whisker from just flat-out kissing so hard we would be making out in front of everyone. That would have been legendary, but sub-optimal. Fortunately, we kept it together and simply hugged exuberantly.
When she stepped away, Coach Parvis leaned in to me. "How's that Taylor? Win a race, get a hug from a pretty girl. Things are looking up for you."
Yes, yes they were. Maybe.
I walked down the straightaway, toward the high jump pit. Carla was at that moment taking her second shot at that personal best I already told you the she was going to make. But I was really aiming for Petra. She was still on the first row on the bleachers, waiting for Bridget to run her last race in high school.
"Hey Alistaire," Petra said, a little subdued as I approached. "Congratulations."




"Thanks!" I said cheerily. "I feel like I'm on top of the world right now."
"I'll bet you do," she said in that same suddenly quiet voice.
I looked at her calmly. "Hey listen, why don't you come around with my to the far turn. It is where Bridget and I always watch the distance races. Especially when each other is running."
"Why?" Petra asked, suddenly a little engaged. "I'll barely be able to see the finish from over there."
"True," I replied. "But the far side can get lonely during a long race. That's where Bridget needs to hear your voice."
"My voice?"
"Friends' voices. Or coaches'. Or both," I said. "Bridget doesn't need the support like I always do. She's a better competitor. But even she can get lonely over there where no one hangs out and cheers. That's why I'm heading that way. To keep her legs from getting heavy."
"Motivation is a powerful thing," Petra said slowly.
"It sure is," I replied, not looking at her, but leading the way.
I traded high-fives with Carla as we passed the high jump. She still had one attempt left and was waiting while they reset the bar she had just knocked off.
Petra and I continued on around the outside of the curve. She was silent as we walked. We stopped about twenty meters past the starting line, which for the 3,000 was right before the second curve. We got there just as the starter was lining them up. It was a big field. The other school had three girls entered. Since it was the last meet of the year, our girls' coach had entered every runner she had who was eligible. That meant seven runners total, including Giselle Royce, a little blonde freshman who had never run a 3,000 in her life, and looked like she was going to throw up. If she ran a good race, she probably would when she was done.
The gun went up, and off they went. Petra and I screamed encouragement at everybody as they leapt from the line. When the racers curved off around the turn, and the starter wandered back toward the finish, I led Petra a little further down the back straightaway to where I liked to stand for races, only on the outside of the track this time instead of inside, since Petra was not allowed on the infield.
"Motivation," Petra said quietly. "I feel like I'm a prize all of a sudden. It's an interesting feeling."
"If you like that feeling, great," I said in a low but firm voice. "But if you don't, then that's good too. Because you are sure as hell not a prize. Not mine at any rate. Whatever Bridget and her schemes say, you are not going to start or do a fucking thing you don't actively want to."
She looked at me. I shrugged.
"A bet's a bet," she said softly.
"Not for these kind of stakes," I said flatly. Then I turned to her, and looked her in the eyes with just a little of the outright anticipation I harbored showing through. "For these stakes, a bet's an excuse." That got a blush. I liked that.
As the runners came around the first time, they were all still in a single, strung out group. Bridget was in second. She and several of the other runners looked at their own watches to check their pace. I called out some basic encouragement to Bridget, who was running in second behind a fast-looking girl from the other team who wore thick-framed glasses and shorts that were pleasingly a size too small. I stepped onto the track a little, to get closer to Giselle when she came along in next to last. "You are running a good race, Giselle!" I said in calm tones. "You are right on your pace. Just watch your form and chew up a couple of laps here."
I stepped back off the track and Petra asked me, "What are you, a coach? How do you know what everybody's pace is supposed to be?"
I laughed. "I haven't the faintest fucking idea of what her pace should be, or whether she is anywhere near it. She just needs to think that she knows what she is doing. This is her first race at this distance. For her, it is about surviving today, not doing well."
"You do understand motivation, then," she said softly, with a slight smile this time.
"I do," I said with a shrug. I took a deep breath. I thought about what I was going to say next, which in these situations was kind of a rarity, but I do try to learn.
I trusted Bridget's judgment that this could possibly work out. But did I trust it only because I really just wanted to trust it? I mean, Petra was very attractive. Her body was nicely curved, mostly because she had such a narrow waist. Her hips and ass were always nice to look at in the dark blue jeans she normally wore, and her breasts distorted the school logo on the front of the teeshirt she currently wore in all sorts of lovely ways. But it was the narrowness of her waist, rather than big size above or below that gave her the hourglass shape. Maybe more an egg timer shape than an hourglass. A really hot egg timer.
Every girl I'd been with was capable of acts of lunacy, or they would not have ended up with me. But was Petra crazy enough to try being with a dude for Bridget?
I decided it was best to throw away my filters and let her see the me I wanted to let out. Better for the tall, aggressively heterosexual male to scare her off now, than for it to happen in the middle of things. If we started, then aborted, that might kill me.
"I do understand motivation," I said again. "The time I ran to win that race today, even having run two races earlier, was eleven seconds better than my personal best. That's crazy. But today, especially once I took the lead, I had motivation." I looked down at her. "I for once wasn't thinking about how tired I was toward the end of the race, because my mind was completely preoccupied. I was thinking, enthusiastically, about just burying my face between your legs and making you sigh, then moan, then groan, then flat out shriek with pleasure. And then keeping on doing it."
Petra's eyes widened in shock, but I held her gaze. "And the idea of Bridget down below my waist, sucking my cock while I make you writhe in orgasm? That just made me hungry—hungry to win that race. Hungry for what might come after." I turned away briefly, then looked at her again. "But Petra, if you are even entertaining the thought of letting me play along with you and Bridget because you feel like you have to, or even simply ought to, just because I won a stupid bet... Do. Not." Her eyes, if possible, widened even more.
"And," I went on, getting it all out. "I can imagine how you might... That's bullshit. I cannot even begin to imagine how you would feel, doing things with a guy. I can only promise that I'll be as sensitive as I can to any limits you want. No means no, and 'I'm not sure' means no." I didn't add, 'I promise', or 'I swear'. I let my voice do that.
Before Petra could reply, or even react, we both heard footsteps and realized that the runners were around again already. Bridget was still in second, running smooth as silk. Her eyes were on us, and I sensed she had been watching us talk as she approached. We both called out encouragement to her. She just raised an eyebrow at me, and winked at Petra, then she and those sweet legs of hers swung on around the track.
"Come on, Giselle! Looking good," Petra called out beside me. I smiled.
Giselle was in a group of four that brought up the rear. Her eyes were a little wild, as if the amount of race still left to go was setting in. "Come on Giselle! Come on Hannah," I added to our other runner in the pack. "You two push up to the front here. Give yourselves some distance!" I called out as they passed. I figured Hannah might listen to me. I didn't know about Giselle.
After they passed, I looked back at Petra. She seemed more relaxed. "You do come on strong, don't you?" she asked, almost amused. "Thank you, but for the record, a bet's a bet. Where and when?"
My grin was probably pathetically like an eager puppy. "I have no idea. We will ask the Puppet Master, once she wins this race."
Bridget did not win the race. The girl in the glasses was apparently All-New England or some shit, and won by seventy meters. Bridget was pissed to lose her last race in high school. She was taking it out on Peter during the JV race, yelling at him like a drill sergeant. After half the race, Peter seemed driven less by a desire to win than a desire to go fast to get away from Bridget. After he passed by, Petra leaned over to Bridget and said, "Relax, girl. I know your are pissed, but leave the kid alone. Besides, later you and I can suck Alistaire's cock together, and that will make you feel better, I expect."
Bridget looked at the two of us, especially Petra. "So we are, in fact, doing this?"
"A bet's a bet," Petra said firmly, with a sideways glance at me. I was just looking at Petra like she had grown a second head a few seconds ago.
"I was fretting during the race, watching you guys talk so intently," Bridget said. "I was worried that Alistaire was going to manage to talk you out of it."
"Talk me out of it?" Petra asked.
"It's his thing," Bridget said. "He finds something he really, really wants, then spends forever trying to talk whatever girl is involved out of doing it."
"What? Why?"
"Because," Bridget said, staring at me. "He's crazy, and spontaneous, and terrified of ever making a girl unhappy."
*
After the movie, it was an unusual group in our favorite back booth at the Tuck. Beth was sitting on one side with Ben, who wore the sightly goofy expression of a guy who is pretty sure he is going to get lucky again tonight, and still isn't used to the concept.
When we first got there to join them, Petra sat on the inside on our side, with Bridget in between her and me, which made sense, as far as I was concerned. I may have won the bet, but Bridget was the apex of this triangle. However, in less than five minutes, Bridget took off for the restroom, and when she came back, she had shoved me into the middle. I did not mind, but she was still the focal point, and I wasn't letting that go.
Ben and I, whatever sex-drenched thoughts may have been in the backs of our minds, were in a knock-down drag-out over the Braves versus the Mets, who had just split their first series of the season. This was an important debate. The Mets suck, and Ben needed to acknowledge that fact. Oddly, he felt that fact that the Mets were two games ahead was in some way relevant.
"What are you laughing at, Petra?" asked Ben, who was still a little confused about her sudden appearance in our midst. He looked like he was watching his first lesbian date when we first sat down, but when I was shifted between Petra and Bridget, he was just utterly confused. It wasn't a hostile question to Petra, and I was actually wondering what her issue was too.
"You guys are just so cute," Petra said. "You," she said pointing at Ben, "have a bullpen made up of spare parts and chewing gum. You," she then said to me, elbowing my in my side, "strike out as a team more than three times more per game than the league average."
"And?" I asked her archly.
"And, my Phillies get Macpherson back next week, and Julio in early June. Once they slot back into the lineup, both your teams will be left just hoping for a wild card spot."
I swear my dick twitched when I realized that Petra actually knew baseball. Here I was, sitting mashed up against a hot, bi-curious lesbian who it turned out had readMoneyball... twice.
And it seemed that she was quite bi-curious. My dick twitched a lot more when I felt her hand start stroking the inside of my thigh under the table.
Our conversation was soon tangled up in the endless debate of slugging versus OBP. I quickly realized however that we had completely left Bridget and Beth out, since neither, in one of the few faults that they shared, gave two shits about America's Pastime.
I took a quick look at each of them and saw them staring at each other silently, like two gunfighters waiting for the other to make a move. I cocked an eyebrow in inquiry toward Beth. She just winked at me evilly. Bridget leaned forward in the booth beside me, toward Beth. This hid what her hand could do under the table, and I now had a second hand kneading my other inner thigh.
After a moment, I felt Bridget's fingers brush Petra's. She shot a quiet look over her shoulder, then returned to her stare down with Beth. However, under the table, she grabbed Petra's hand and moved it up to place it firmly on my suddenly hardening lap.
Petra continued to smoothly argue with Ben about the Phillies' own bullpen problems while she seemed to happily massage my cock through my pants. This was the greatest baseball bull session I'd ever been a part of.
Suddenly, Beth slammed her fist down on the table between her and Bridget. Bridget stared at it, then extended her own fist. They were playing Rock, Paper, Scissors, and I was dawningly aware that it was bad that Beth won the first round. I realized what was happening when Beth won again and hissed a quiet, "Yessss," while pumping her fist.
"Hey Ben," Beth said. "Walk me over to the art room?" She slid out of the booth, and it took Ben almost three-quarters of a second to realize what was up and bail from our conversation. The two ambled off at a hell of a fast pace, out of the Tuck.
"Huh," Petra said. "Did you guys happen to know that those two are doing each other?"
"That's quite the deduction," Bridget said, sliding out of my side of the booth and shifting to the other bench to face Petra and me. I was fine with the shift, but less so with the fact that Petra removed her hand from my lap, where she had been idly exploring what she probably thought was my full erection. "Mind telling us why you think that?" Bridget asked.
"Please. Beth wins a Roshambo battle with you over something, and practically drags Ben out of here. Ben, a baseball stat-head, abandons a perfectly entertaining conversation instantly and takes off after her like only a guy who is about to get laid would do."
Bridget and I laughed at each other.
"I take it that I am right."
"Yes," I sighed. "Unfortunately."
"What? I thought they were both your friends," Petra said uneasily.
"They are," Bridget said. "Alistaire put them together."
"I may have helped..."
"Shut up, Alistaire. Petra, we are unhappy because those two just left to occupy the best place any of us know of on campus for a little sound-proof privacy."
"Leaving us with a big problem," I sighed. I took a risk and lightly stroked the outside of Petra's leg, down by the knee. She just as wordlessly took my hand and slid it up on top of her thigh.
Petra just shrugged. "Fallout shelter," she suggested, as if that was in any way a reasonable thing for someone to say.
"There's a bomb shelter here?" I asked, amazed.
"We have been here two years longer than you," Bridget said. "Where did you find a fallout shelter?"
"I'm guessing that you two are interested in going there?"
I had my hand on Petra's bare knee, and Bridget's foot was running up and down my calf. "I am interested in exploring this place, right now," I said firmly.
We all chuckled and slid out of the Tuck. Petra led us through the basement and right to the door to the substage of the auditorium where we had all just watched the movie earlier.
"This is the sub-stage," I said, disappointed. "People come down here all the time."
Petra just smiled, and walked over to the wardrobe cases. She tugged the middle one out and slid behind. There was a heavy, metal door behind it. It had a faded yellow radiation symbol stenciled on it.
Well, shit.
I turned the knob. It did not move. "It's locked," I complained.
"Just pull," Petra sighed and pressed against me to open the door. We all slid in, tugging the wardrobe almost back into place behind us.
There were four light fixtures inside, one of which had a working bulb. The dark underground space had surprisingly fresh air. There were benches and dusty boxes everywhere. We stared around in silence for a moment.
"I think," Bridget said slyly, "at some point tonight, we are going to need to role play a little 'Nuclear War is Over, Time to Repopulate the Species' situation..."
My Male Instinct thought that was a fabulous idea, but I was still concerned about Petra, even though she was motivated enough to show us this place. That confused me. And confusion worried me.
I turned to Petra. "Look, I know you seem relaxed now and all, but I still want to make sure you are going to be okay."
Petra traded looks with Bridget.
"I mean," I blurted on. "I guess I mean that experimenting with a guy must be weird for a lesbian and..."
Petra shut me up by kissing me. I realized that she really knew how to kiss when my toes decided to bunch up inside my shoes. Her tongue delicately snaked into my mouth and gently caressed my lips. I figured that one thing that everybody did was French... Then I felt her hand rub down the front of my pants again.
She broke the kiss and smiled at me. "You are being really sweet, Alistaire, but I am not a lesbian."
"What? I... I thought... Everybody..."
"Yeah," Petra said in sour amusement. "Everybody 'thinks'. Look, I only transferred here last year, just like Beth. I didn't really look for any guys here, since I still had two sort of boyfriends at home. I lost a year of school to kicking cancer's ass when I was ten, so I'm a year older than all you guys and was already eighteen when I came here as a Junior. In the spring last year, I finally went out with... a guy. I fully expected to have sex with him, but in the end, he made some moves that made me decide not to. And I made that decision at a very late point in the proceedings, which I can see was a bit frustrating for him. He didn't take his blue balls well, and decided to tell everybody that I was a lesbian. I think he probably believed it."
"You didn't just tell people you were not?" I asked, puzzled.
"I didn't know!" Petra laughed. "I wasn't really looking for dates, and the story spread so fast, everybody believed it in days. The funny thing is, I'm pretty sure everybody was bending over so far backward to be 'accepting' of my sexual orientation, they didn't want to say anything to me about it. I went almost six months of school time, not knowing I was the official semi-closeted lesbian around here." She laughed at the whole situation, and I was surprised to hear that she didn't sound bitter.
I thought that she should have been pissed. I was pissed. "Who was it?" I asked, intently.
"Don't tell him!" Bridget said quickly.
"What?" Petra asked.
"Who was it?" I ground out again.
"Carla told me about this," Bridget said to Petra, as if I wasn't there. Cool as all the girls I knew were, they did tend to still treat me sometimes like a pet or piece of furniture. "Look at him. He's ready to go kick that guy's ass right now. She said it was kind of hot."
Petra was looking at me. I was irritated both because they were examining me like a lab experiment, and because I still hadn't gotten an answer.
"Relax, Alistaire. He graduated last year," Petra said. She shrugged. "But I really do appreciate the sentiment."
I relaxed. A little. Bridget was not wrong. I needed to work on filtering the Male Instinct in this area too, or I'd get my still fairly scrawny ass kicked thoroughly at some point.
Petra seemed to feel that a change of subject was in order, though I was still curious about a lot. "Isn't this cool down here?" she said, waving around.
It was dark, and plenty creepy, if you asked me. I imagined a couple hundred kids and faculty trying to cram in here to hide from nuclear bombs. I shuddered at the scenario, and shuddered more at the cramped conditions I imagined. "I hope there are more of these around campus," I said. "You would never fit all of the school in here."



We wandered around for a bit. There were containers of water that were fifty years old... and empty. We joked about how ridiculous the plastic toilet seats were that looked like they fitted on the water containers so you could refill them after emptying...
I think we were all kind of delaying what we came down there for, much as we wanted to proceed. I looked up from a scary looking electrical panel to see Bridget and Petra examining the stack of boxes labeled 'rations'. "If we opened one, would it be edible, or sawdust... or crawling with worms?" Bridget asked.
I looked back at the two of them. Right now, dressed in their usual ways, Petra actually looked hotter than Bridget. I seriously doubted that, but even if Petra was just as hot naked as Bridget was, I might well die tonight.
Worth it.
"Look you two," I said, walking part way over to them. "I, uh... I think we are kind of temporizing here. At least I am, and... I just have one question."
Bridget just looked at me in amused uncertainty. Petra nodded in reluctant agreement.
"Does any one here," I said softly, "have the slightest fucking clue about how we are supposed to begin?"
We all three burst out laughing.
"It's kind of been eating at me too," said Bridget. "I mean do we...?"
"Yeah," Petra said, marginally more seriously. "I mean, I have some very specific ideas about what I want to do here. I've had them percolating in my head since Bridget came to me with the idea that you could be the solution to our problem."
"Your problem?" I asked.
"I only found out that I was a 'lesbian'," Petra said firmly, making air quotes with her fingers, "when Bridget here came up all sweet and tentative and asked me out last November," Petra said firmly.
I looked at Bridget. "We all thought that Petra asked you."
She shrugged. "And I thought that it was amusing that you assumed that."
"Listen," Petra said, letting her hand trail down my arm. "Given the fairly sparse things Bridget has said about you, I'm more than horny enough to look forward to seeing what you can do to and for me." She actually popped up on tip toe to kiss me again, lightly. "The person I'm scared to death of is Bridget."
Now my head hurt. "Wait. You say you are straight," I said to Petra. "And I know pretty fucking intimately that you are at least mostly straight," I said to Bridget. "But I thought you guys have gone out off and on since before Christmas. Were you just hanging out, or were you fooling around?"
"You know how curious I am, Alistaire," Bridget said. "I decided I was curious about girls. Petra is cool, and pretty. And I thought she was a lesbian. So I asked her out."
"She was the first person here in forever to even seem interested in asking me out, so I didn't shoot her down. Then I thought about it, and, well, Bridget made me a little curious too."
The two looked at each other.
"But we've been together three times. We've started to make out three times. But we keep chickening out," Petra said peevishly. "We have gone out three times with the open intent to explore each other's bodies, and I still have no idea what any part of Bridget feels or even looks like naked.
"Well, you are in for a treat there," I said, jerking my thumb at Bridget, who smacked me.
Petra looked at Bridget for more than just a moment, biting her lip a little. "Thought so," she murmured.
"We were kind of stuck," Bridget added. "We both were convinced that we wanted to experiment, but both kept being chicken. Then you and I started joking about another bet."
"Bridget up and tells me that she has the world's greatest, coolest fuckbuddy," Petra grinned. "And then suggested that sharing you might be a good, um, lubricant?"
"Good thing I won the race then, isn't it?" I grinned, letting my enthusiasm begin to show.
"Oh, honey," said Petra, interrupting herself with a kiss on my lips. "Once the idea was firmly in my mind, you could have come in last."
Bridget leaned her face in right next to ours. She put a finger under my chin and firmly turned my face to her. She kissed me too, for a moment.
"I think maybe we have figured out how to get started," I breathed.
Bridget grabbed my Polo shirt and tugged it upward and off over my head. She started to fold it up and idly told Petra, "Get his pants."
Petra just grinned at how fast Bridget wanted to go suddenly. I had certainly been hoping how this evening would go, and had chosen to wear a baggy pair of elastic waist tennis shorts over a pair of new from the package underwear. Petra slid both her hands down over my pecs, across my stomach, and grabbed the waistbands of both my shorts and underwear. With a tug, she started to slide them down my legs.
My cock, which was attempting to outdo itself in the size and hardness categories in response to the situation, popped free and waved around.
Petra caught her breath. By caught her breath, I mean she inhaled loudly and froze, not exhaling. When she finally blew out her lung's worth of air, she tore her eyes from me and glared at Bridget. "You left out this, out of all the details you told me?"
Bridget, who had stood back deliberately, just smiled. "You were easy enough to convince without it, so I wanted you to have the full Alistaire experience with the reveal."
"Thanks?" Petra said dubiously. Almost involuntarily, she reached out a hand and touched me. I made a happy noise, and she started stroking me softly with her open hand.
The fact that Bridget had as much fun with the 'first time seeing my cock reaction' made it even better. Never gonna get old!
Bridget stepped back up to us and knelt on one knee, kissing my tip. I shuddered. Petra squatted down on her own haunches and leaned in to lick me. She murmured approval as I saw her taste the drop of lubricant that was already working its way out of the end of my cock.
"Wait til you taste the main event," Bridget said to Petra. Petra turned back to her and said, "At least I know your mouth tastes good too." With that the two of them started kissing, right down there before me. That far they had definitely gotten on their own, and man was it hot. I kinda wanted to take my cock from the grip Petra still had on it and rub my tip over both their faces as they kissed, but I thought it might not be a good idea... yet. Instead, I just watched.
After a long, erotic exchange, Bridget at last tore her lips from Petra's and turned to swallow an inch or three of me into her mouth. I groaned. She knew exactly how to torment me with her tongue. But she quickly pulled her mouth free of me with an audible pop, and tilted me back toward Petra. Our new partner took me in her hand and began to treat me like a lollipop, caressing my with long drags of her tongue. When she at last took a bit more than my tip into her mouth, Bridget leaned down and kissed the side of my shaft, then ran her lips up and down it. After a moment of Petra softly, shallowly bobbing on me, she released me from her mouth and kissed her way back down my length. Bridget promptly licked her way back up me, their tongues tangling gently as they passed, and sucked me into her mouth again. That only lasted a moment when, to my very temporary chagrin, they both stopped.
"Kiss me," Petra said to Bridget, pressing her mouth right against the swollen purple head of my manhood. Bridget smirked, and almost instantly lowered her head and pressed her lips back against Petra's... with my helmet trapped between them. I shuddered as the two girl's tongues tried to seek each other out, but were blocked by the throbbing head of my penis.
I could not help myself and rocked my hips, sliding my cock at an angle into Petra's mouth. Neither of them moved from their positions. I began to fuck Petra's mouth tentatively, and I could feel and see Bridget's lips caressing me as I slid past them.This was fucking amazing.
I did not want to come anywhere near Petra's gag reflex like this, so I pulled almost entirely free, letting them both lock their lips around me again, then rocked my hips slightly in the other direction, and slid into Bridget's mouth. Petra seemed eager to roll with this and pressed the length of her tongue along the side of my slowly thrusting cock. I trusted myself to drive a little deeper, a little faster into Bridget's mouth. I'd been there before.
"Oh cripes. Please stop," I said after a little more of this, reaching down and gently pushing both of their heads back from me.
"You don't hear that from a guy often," Petra quipped.
"Stand up," I said, experimenting with my assertive voice to see how Petra reacted, and how Bridget reacted in this circumstance. "It's kind of embarrassing to be standing here in a dungeon, bare-ass naked, while you two still have all your clothes on."
Bridget started to rise, but Petra held her back. "I kind of like it like this, with you embarrassed," Petra said challengingly. Oh, so we were going to play this way?
"Get. Up" I said in a firmer tone, with exaggerated reasonableness. "I can think of all sorts of ways for the two of you to embarrass me... once I've taken your clothes off."
"Hmmm," Petra said. She clearly liked games. "A nice gambit, but I still have some ideas about making you uncomfortable just like this."
"How about we compromise?" I smiled. "Stand up, instigator," I said to Bridget, even more assertively. "I'm going to strip you now."
The whole dominance thing was pretty much Carla's and my game, though I'd toyed with it with Beth, as a reversal of our usual roles. I reached down and pulled Bridget to her feet by her arm. Then I kissed her, very, very hard. My hands roamed her body, and I moved to suck on her earlobe as I tugged at the waist of the sweatpants she had changed into after her post-meet shower. Whatever she had used to get herself clean was new, and I liked it, inhaling the aroma.
I slid my hands inside her sweats, searching for what she wore underneath, so I could peel them down as one. I stopped briefly.
"Well, take a look, Petra," I said, gesturing to her to rise. "Your little date here was naughty and decided to skip any panties tonight." I peeled down the back of Bridget's pants enough to show off her tasty and fully naked ass. Then I pulled them back into place and spun her around. "I'm going to strip Bridget for you," I told Petra.
I put my arms around Bridget from behind, embracing her and nuzzling her neck, my cock pressing against the small of her back. Bridget said nothing, uncharacteristically, and simply shivered. I could tell she was staring at Petra. Petra, for her part, also was wordless, but she stood up in turn and leaned back against a stack of supplies, staring at us both with hunger, curiosity, and a little fear in her blue eyes.
I slid my hands up Bridget's chest and filled my hands with her breasts. I did love doing that. But I didn't do it for long. We had an audience. I grabbed the sides of her trademark sweatshirt, this one with a picture of Gandalf on the front, and tugged upwards. She raised her arms in total cooperation and I pulled it off over her head. My hands immediately went back to her breasts, which now were covered only by a flimsier than usual bra that let her generous breasts sag more than usual. Thankfully, it unhooked in front.
As I let the straps of the bra slide off Bridget's shoulders, her breasts were free.
"Wow, Bridget," Petra said softly. "Those are impressive."
My face was still buried in Bridget's neck and I felt her cheeks flush against my forehead. "Thank you. But do they turn you on?" Bridget sighed.
"Yes..." Petra said, "Or maybe. Maybe it is just so hot watching Alistaire tease your nipples like that. Tug on them Alistaire." So Petra liked nipple tugging. I filed that away for later use.
I did not play, or tug, long. I slid my hands lower and pushed down on Bridget's plain green sweatpants. The elastic slid over her hips and they dropped to the floor. Bridget stood before Petra, naked in my arms. I let my fingers play down her belly until they idly brushed the red tangle of her pussy.
"I told you she was hot when naked, didn't I, Petra?" I asked. "Do you like it?"
Petra nodded, unable to keep her eyes off Bridget.
I toyed with Bridget just a little longer, enough to get a shiver or two more out of her. I let my hands free themselves reluctantly from Bridget's lovely bits, and she shook herself. "Petra's turn," I said hungrily.
Petra looked just momentarily apprehensive. But she smiled, and pressed her back against the boxes as if trapped, turning her hesitation into coyness.
I stepped over toward her, and she held my eyes. But I didn't touch her, I just leaned my shoulder against the wall of boxes, about a foot or so beside her, then broke our gaze. I gestured to the naked Bridget. "You're up," I said, gesturing to Petra. They both looked at me in shock again.
"Me?" blurted Bridget, as if trapped. "But... um, but you are so good at it," she said in excuse, but still unconsciously caressing herself in memory of my stripping her.
"Thank you," I chuckled. "I try. But this is your gig Bridget. This is your threesome, not mine." She looked at me like I was speaking in tongues. "I'm serious. You are the player character here. Petra and I are the NPCs—the supporting characters," I said in explanation to Petra.
"Wait, you guys play D&D?" Petra asked.
"You play D&D?" replied Bridget, equally surprised.
"You didn't tell her we played D&D?" I asked Bridget, almost accusingly.
"I was trying... it didn't come up," she said, defensively.
"When do you..." Petra started to ask, but I cut her off as firmly as I could.
"We are not getting side-tracked at this moment by whether or not Petra is going to join our campaign with only a couple weeks left. She is totally going to join us. There it is settled. Now we can get on with Bridget taking all of Petra's clothes off so we can see that banging body she has under there." I gestured again to Bridget, half impatient, half reassuring.
She slowly stepped up in front of Petra and raised her hands hesitantly. Petra froze, but could not keep her eyes for staring into Bridget's. Taking a deep breath, Bridget leaned forward and kissed Petra, hesitantly, then a little more enthusiastically. Her hand strayed up to caress one of Petra's breasts through the teeshirt. It seemed like this was as far as they had managed on their own, and they felt safe with it. And they just kept at that.
No. Not going to let them stall again.
I reached out and softly ran my hand down Bridget's bare backside, squeezing lightly when I cupped the bottom. I wanted to issue instructions, but I also didn't. Hopefully, a little stimulation would prod Bridget. Promisingly, she didn't turn her gaze to me.
What she did do was tug Petra's shirttail from her jeans and slide her hand up underneath the shirt. Petra hissed at this minor escalation. I could see Bridget's hand brush over the breast underneath, then caress it eagerly.
Bridget pulled her head away from Petra's and murmured, "Fancy bra..."
Petra smiled a little, eyes still on Bridget. "I thought I'd dress for the occasion. Think Alistaire will like it?" I was pretty sure I would, and was ready to find out.
"He probably would," Bridget said smoothly, sliding her hands between Petra's breasts. I heard a little click and she had the front catch open. "But I think you should save this little beauty for if and when you decide to be with him again later." Her hand now worked over a bare breast, still underneath the shirt.
"Again?" Petra said, both her eyes and Bridget's were wild with excitement and uncertainty. "I still don't even know if you and me is going to work."
"Neither do I, though I'm definitely liking it at the moment," said Bridget, sharing a brief chuckle with Petra. "But I can assure you, you and him is going to work. You are going to want an 'Again', with or without me."
That was flattering, but I didn't want to say anything and break up what the two of them were going through at this delicate stage. Instead, I released my grip on Bridget's ass and slid my hand upward, dragging all four fingertips in a line up the length of her spine. Petra watched as Bridget shivered.
"And to that end," Bridget said, with a sudden impish smile, "I'm going to take this shirt off with the bra still inside so you can save it for another time." She then pulled up the tails of the shirt, tucked them up under the bra, and tugged it off over Petra's head.
My first view of Petra's breasts was with her arms stretching over her head, which is always a good look for any boobs. And these were good boobs in any posture. Bridget pulled the shirt free and balled it up with the mysterious bra still inside. My eyes actually managed to tear themselves away from Petra's breasts briefly to follow the arc as she tossed it away.
Petra lowered her arms, visibly stopping herself from covering herself up. I slid my hand from the back of Bridget's neck around and cupped a newly exposed joy. She wasn't big, but damn, were they jiggly, while still able to hold their shape nicely. She shivered, and then shivered again, more intensely as Bridget clasped the other breast in turn. Petra's skin was quite pale, with none of the odd and varied tanlines that we competitive athletes tended to sport. (Look at me, calling myself a 'competitive athlete') But her aureoles were almost chocolate brown and stood in stark, beautiful contrast. Her nipples, if nothing else about her body, were one hundred percent on board with what was going on.
"I still want to see what is so special about that bra," I said, irritated that it was distracting me.
"Hey Mr. DM," Bridget called up to the ceiling. "I tell my NPC to shut up and be happy with the treasure he is getting."
"Your NPC shuts the fuck up," I murmured, then leaned over against the wall so I could kiss Petra. We kissed lightly, no tongue. But I suddenly felt her hand come to rest on my cock. Then I felt it tighten suddenly when Bridget took a deep breath and bent down to kiss Petra's far nipple. Petra clutched my cock and stroked it. I broke our kiss so I could look down and watch as Bridget sucked gently on Petra's dark nipple. I bent my knees a little so that I could suck on the nipple next to me as well. That meant my cock slipped from Petra's grasp, but it was worth it when she stiffened and moaned, "Oh shit, that's amazing," at the sensation of two mouths suckling on her at once.
I was still enjoying myself when Bridget straightened and gently pushed me free. Not away, just free.
"Time to get her naked, don't you think?" Bridget asked me slyly, pointedly not asking Petra's point of view.
"Absolutely," I replied. I wanted to help, but I forced myself to lean back against the boxes and crossed my arms.
Petra pulled Bridget toward her and kissed her again, but Bridget reached between them and grabbed at the top of her jeans. They were button-fly, and when she gave a strong tug, we all heard five little soft pops in a row and the jeans spread open. Still kissing, now with a visible involvement of tongues, Bridget ran her hands softly over Petra's thigh's and then pushed the jeans down and off her hips. They were pretty tight, and the two of them had to work to get them to her ankles without breaking their kiss, something neither wanted to let happen.
Underneath, Petra was wearing a tiny red thong. My eyes went wide. It might seem strange, but for all that'd happened in the spring, I had yet to see a girl actually wearing one.
I decided at that very moment that I was going to start buying them as gifts...
I slid my hand up against the wall once more, this time sliding it up between Petra and the boxes to caress a warm, soft ass that was utterly bare, despite still sporting underwear. I squeezed happily.



I was definitely buying everybody thongs...
Bridget was less enchanted with the thong, and grabbed the front. She tugged, and pulled. The string in back popped free from Petra's clenched cheeks, and it was quickly on the floor with all the rest of our clothes.
I was desperately curious to see what was going on under the thong, but I waited a moment. When Bridget leaned in to kiss Petra again, I followed, nibbling on her earlobe gently. Then I reached over and caressed her tummy, which was rounded gently and smoothly. Then my fingers stole lower. Petra squirmed under our dual attention. Bridget was still monopolizing her mouth, and had her hands back on Petra's breasts.
What I found atop Petra's crotch was a thin strip of hair, rising up a few inches above the top of her slit, curly and thick... and nothing else below. She quivered as my fingers explored down, tracing the smooth skin folding over her sex. Moisture seeped out along her slit.
I nibbled just a bit harder on her long earlobe, and stroked her along her length. Then I pressed a finger inward. There might have been just a trace of Petra's fluids leaking up onto the surface of her groin, but she was like the sea inside. My finger met her warm, sodden embrace, and slid down deep. Petra moaned loudly, despite Bridget's mouth covering hers. I probed again.
Bridget reached down between us, and found my finger impaling Petra. Her hand caressed mine, then suddenly grasped it and pulled me firmly free. Petra gasped in protest. "What?"
"You need to feel his tongue," Bridget said.
"You... told me... that," Petra panted.
But I didn't move, and just smiled at Bridget. I lifted my hand, middle finger dripping with Petra's juices. I reached for Bridget and stroked that wet finger over her lips. Bridget actually flinched in response. I brushed that finger under her nose and over her lips a second time. Bridget didn't move. The third time, I left my finger on her lips and pushed. In an enthralling mixture of anticipation, reluctance, and curiosity, Bridget let her lips part and I slid my wet, flavorful finger inside them.
After a moment of passive acceptance, I could see and feel Bridget suck on my finger.
"Oh... fuck!" gasped Petra, watching.
I pulled my finger from Bridget's mouth, let it drag down her body, over her breasts, and down to between her legs. She was already wet on the outside, and my finger sunk easily inside her in turn. I pulsed the digital invader once or twice, but pulled it free again.
Now I lifted my hand to Petra's mouth. She had time to know what I was doing, and found herself opening her lips before I could reach her lips. I placed the fingertip on her lips, and she sucked it into her mouth.
Fucking hell, my cock was throbbing.
But I had been bragged about, I had best live up to the press. I led Petra away from the wall to a high counter that looked like it had been installed to serve food over. "Let me help you up," I said, and between her bending legs and my hands on her hips, we popped her up to sit on the edge easily. Petra stared down at me, and I locked my eyes on hers as I spread her knees, against no opposition. Bridget moved over beside us and ruffled her fingers through my hair. I wanted to suck some more on those mesmerizing dark chocolate nipples, but Bridget suddenly tightened her grip on my hair and pushed me downward.
I didn't take much convincing.
I took a single knee, which put me right at eye level with my target. I opened my mouth and dragged my tongue up her bare vagina. "You taste lovely," I said. "Isn't that right, Bridget?"
Bridget paused, as if taken aback that I should ask the question. She paused a moment longer, then said, "Yes. You do taste amazing, Petra."
She did not taste as good as Jenn's weirdly delicious pussy, but I was hardly going to elaborate on that, under these circumstances... And I did not care, anyway.
I wiggled the tip of my tongue, pressing inward. In a moment, I had her parted, and I drove inside her, now truly basking in her flavor and aroma. Petra moaned, and I smiled. I'd barely begun.
I dragged my tongue back and forth, plowing her labia with it, but always stoping before I got to her clit. After a bit, I pulled my tongue free entirely and began to kiss my way along the insides of her thighs, then up above her pussy. I nuzzled at her little strip of hair, a darker shade of brown than that atop her head.
Even when Petra started getting vocal about my getting on with it, I just smiled and kept nuzzling around her. Bridget suckled on her breast for a bit, which did nothing for Petra's impatience. Finally, I relented and lowered my head once more to work my tongue inside her again. I slid the tongue firmly upward and let myself bump over her clitoris for the first time. She hissed in response. Then I paused again.
I didn't pause to further tease Petra. I paused because Bridget had gotten down on her hands and knees and had slid the head of my cock deeply into her mouth. She started sucking on me, hard, bobbing ever so slightly, and stroking my balls with her fingertips.
It was my turn to moan happily, the vibrations of which, moving through my tongue, seemed to make Petra happy. We went on like that for a good bit, my tongue tormenting Petra's pussy, while Bridget sucked on me in her expert way.
After a bit, it seemed to register in Petra's consciousness what Bridget was up to, and she burst out laughing. "Oh my fucking God, Bridget! He... oh... ohh... he makes things... happen..., doesn't he?" she gasped.
"Pthwha," said Bridget, popping her mouth from my cock. "What do you mean?" She sucked me right back in.
"During your race this after, ahhh-oh-wow," Petra aid, interrupted as I put my lips around her clit and sucked hard. "...afternoon, Alistaire... oooh, flat out described this, mmmm, exact situation!"
I chuckled against Petra's crotch. I had, hadn't I?
But the problem was, I had not projected the effects of fucking two mouths in rapid succession, then all this other wonderful play, then Bridget being suddenly very committed to what she was doing.
"Oh God, I'm gonna come," I gasped.
"Wait! What?" Petra objected, grasping for focus. "Bridget!"
Bridget let me slip from her lips, but kept jacking my shaft furiously. "He has plenty," she said dismissively. "The rest are yours. This first one is mine." Then she licked my head lavishly and sucked me back in, never slowing the relentless pumping on my shaft.
I dove my face back between Petra's legs and practically attacked her clit. She almost rolled off the back of the counter in loud reaction. Here came the scream I had promised...
And here came the spume from me. My hands flew to the sides of Bridget's head and I was barely able to prevent myself from just jamming my cock in and choking her. My head swelled, as did my balls, and I shuddered with the release.
Bridget choked anyway, on the velocity and volume I put into that first orgasm. There were no waves, or ropes, this was a single, powerful rush of jizz coursing into Bridget's mouth. I may have ejaculated that much onto Bridget's mouth before, but never in a single rush like that. When she choked on my production, I felt stuff leaking out of her mouth, around her lips.
"Holy thyit," I heard her say, mouth still a little full, as she leaned back from my suddenly exhausted cock. Petra's first orgasm has mostly subsided and I lifted my mouth for air. Bridget stood up shakily. I saw her lift a finger to wipe her chin, but she stopped.
She turned and looked at Petra. "Weady?" she asked, sticking out her tongue, stuff still on it.
With that, she grabbed Petra's chin in both hands and kissed her. Petra's eyes widened and she struggled in shock for a moment. I waited until the first moment I saw her relax and start kissing back, then I dove back between her legs again. This time, I snaked a finger up inside her and curled it upward, seeking that special spot. My lips again wrapped around her clit and I probed at it with my tongue. It could not have been more than three seconds after I got into this that Petra started to come again. She bucked against my face and shoved Bridget away so she could utter some kind of loud, guttural moan that undulated with the bucking of her hips.
Her hands batted at me, feebly at first, then with increasing insistence, until she had pushed both my face and my hand free from her. "Sweet fuck," she gasped.
My knee hurt, so I stood. I also figured that she was not letting my face back anywhere near her pussy... for at least a little while...
"Oh wow," Petra gasped, still panting. I'll admit, I was still little wobbly myself. "You... you told me, Bridget. You told me and I thought I believed it. But wow."
I am beginning to believe that my ego is like a Koi fish. It takes whatever you feed it and just keeps getting larger.
Bridget and Petra kissed a little more, but I wanted some. I cupped Bridget's chin and turned her toward me. I devoured her mouth, deriving my tongue deep inside. She still tasted little salty.
"Fuuuuck!" Petra gasped. 'You just came in her mouth and you are kissing her?"
Bridget broke our kiss. "I know, isn't he fabulous?"
I still don't get that compliment, but my ego just feasted on it as well.
The three of us just stood there, well, Petra sat there on the counter at first, before sliding down to stand with us. Hands roamed everywhere, on everyone. Nobody spoke for a bit, as we just enjoyed each other's naked company while the after-shudders ran through Petra and me.
When Petra stopped vibrating, I turned to Bridget. "Your turn," I breathed.
"Oh yeah," Petra said enthusiastically. "I want to watch this."
"Oh no," I said. "You want to do this."
There was what you call a pregnant pause there.
Both girls' eyes widened. They looked at each other. They looked at me. I just smiled blandly. Inside I was about to freak out. This was it. Their decision in the next few seconds would make different between this being simply amazing, or super-incredibly-mind-blowingly amazing. Were they going to satisfy that curiosity or not?
When they didn't move, I gently took Bridget by the hand and led her to the end of a bench about four feet away. She went with me, still looking at Petra, who hesitated. The look that they exchanged was a bit like that between a lamb and a wolf in adjacent enclosures, though it was not clear who was the lamb and who was the wolf. Or were they both lambs... or wolves?
Bridget sat on the end of the bench, eyes still on Petra.
"You realize," Petra said slowly, staring at the scrumptious package of girl that sat on the end of that bench, "that I would never have even conceived of doing this if that douche hadn't told everyone I was a lesbian?"
"Probably," I said. "If I ever meet him, maybe I should thank him... after I beat him up."
Another second dragged by, and Bridget asked quietly, "Am I going to thank him?"
"I... I don't..." and with that, Petra unfroze and stepped over to kneel in front of Bridget. "We wanted to do this so we'd know, didn't we?" Petra asked. I stood well away and watched.
Petra placed her hands on Bridget's knees, which were still pressed together, but lightly. Bridget let them part slowly, and Petra leaned in. I watched as she hesitantly extended her tongue towards Bridget's fiery curls.
"Wait!" I said softly. I stepped over and leaned down, one hand resting gently on Bridget's shoulder. "Don't dive right in!" I said to Petra. You gotta explore around the neighborhood first—her thighs, her belly, maybe her hips. You have to make her want it first!"
"Do you want this?" Petra asked Bridget soberly.
I didn't let her answer. "I didn't say make her tell you that she wants it. I said make her want it." With that, I put my hand on the back of Petra's head and guided it down against the graceful inner curves of Bridget's thigh. Petra kissed the soft skin, then licked it a little. I released my hand and let her go. "That's it," I said softly. "You know what she wants better than I do. In theory, you should be much better at this than I."
Bridget snorted, though her eyes remained riveted in wild-eyes fascination on the girl that had her face between her legs. "In theory, then, you should suck cock better than me," she retorted.
"In theory, I guess so," I laughed. "Except I'd run screaming from the room first."
"I'm enjoying... ahhh," Bridget gasped. Petra had just summoned the courage to actually tongue her pussy. "I'm really starting to enjoy this curiosity experiment. Oh, yeah, yeah, yeah, yeah, Petra. That is very nice," she interrupted herself again. "Maybe you should try this sort of thing for yourself, Alistare."
"Thanks, 'Beth'. I'll pass," I said dryly.
I am sure that Bridget had more ways to tease me about my somewhat over the top heterosexuality, but fortunately for me, Petra was starting to really figure things out. Bridget rolled her head back and moaned loudly. Petra's mouth was wide open and pressed against that red curly hair. I could not see what she was doing with her tongue exactly, but I had a good idea. That view, and Bridget's increasingly voluble sounds had me once again hardening, despite how massively Bridget had gotten me off just a few minutes before.
Despite Bridget's soaring arousal, my friend noticed my hardening cock and reached out. She grabbed me and started pumping eagerly. I was so fucking hard, and in just seconds.
"Petra," Bridget gasped. "Look at me," she demanded, never letting her soft stroked of my dick slow.
Petra looked upward at Bridget, not quite letting her tongue break contact.
"Alistaire... is going to fuck you now, okay?"
My eyes shot up at that, not because it hadn't occurred to me. It had in fact just been running through my mind. But I was surprised anyone else was interested. Was Petra?
Petra just bent back and drew another moan from Bridget.
Then she waggled her hips invitingly.
I did not need two invitations like that! I stepped over almost comically fast, and slid to my knees behind Petra. Then I paused. "Are we all protected, Petra?" I asked seriously, really, really hoping for a yes.
"She's on the pill," Bridget snapped, not interested in Petra pausing what she was doing to answer questions.
"Petra?" I repeated. Petra was also uninterested by now in pausing her efforts with Bridget either. But I did see her nod.
I used a knee to push one of Petra's to the side, she shifted to give me plenty of room and I knelt between her calves. I took my cock in my hand and guided it against her sex. She was thoroughly wet, and still lightly loosened by all my oral attentions earlier. My tip slid in softly. Her insides quivered and clenched. I pressed in further, but it was not easy. It wasn't resistance I was fighting, it was anticipation. I ran my hands across her soft round ass, then grabbed her hips and used them to help me sink in deeper.
I could have stuck it all the way in easily, of course. A quick, hard thrust, and wet as she was, I'd have slid home smoothly. I only met such resistance because I was going slowly. And I really intended to move slowly.
Petra did pause what she was doing to Bridget as I worked my way into her, gasping with each inch I slipped further in. Bridget did not seem to mind, because her gaze was glued to my cock as it disappeared within her buddy.
At last, I sighed as my belly pressed hard into the soft flesh of Petra's ass. I panted a little, actually. Petra did too. Bridget just seemed to wake up from her trance and pulled Petra's head against her again.
I began to thrust slowly in and out of Petra. I wanted to do this easily, languidly, while I watched her eat Bridget.
Yeah, about that. The amazing feeling of driving into Petra's unfamiliar but very inviting pussy, combined with the sight of the nearly blonde short hair on her head writhing between Bridget's legs, the noises Bridget was making increasingly loudly, and the whole miraculous situation had me hammering into Petra in less than ten strokes.
Bridget was going nuts. I was feeling like the king of the world. But while I could see that Petra was enjoying herself immensely, I wasn't hitting all the spots perfectly. I shifted my knees, and tilted my hips. Then I tried tugging backward on her hips, spreading her legs slightly. I found the right angle at last. My pounding cock was now sliding along that just right spot I had found earlier with my fingers.
There was no way we were all going to come at the same time, I thought, but wouldn't it be glorious?
Bridget came first, of course. She had been on the receiving end for longest, and hadn't already come at all. She tried to resist, I could tell the signs of that, but she finally threw back her head and cried out a low, weirdly despairing-sounding moan of ecstasy. Petra backed off and looked up at Bridget, as if in awe that she had brought that on. But then, after I slammed into her a few more times, she bent back down to Bridget's snatch again.
Bridget gasped, tossed her big pile of red curls, and tried to push Petra away. Petra was having none of that and stayed in there. Bridget gave up and slumped back on the bench, moaning once more.
That did it, I was toast after that show. "I'm going to come in you, Petra," I grunted. She made no protest, only pressing her hips back against me firmly. "I'm going to..."
This was no huge flood like before. This time I jerked repeatedly like a doll being shaken, as I felt my self pulse into Petra in two... three... four glorious bursts, each one a spike of pleasure driving up between my legs. I thrust again, trying to bring Petra with me. Thankfully, she followed. Her body shuddered and her head rose from Bridget's snatch to babble my name, Bridget's name, and something about rounding third and heading for home.
I had never had a girl invoke Joe Knucksall in the middle of sex. God, I love baseball.
I clung to her hips, keeping myself rammed fully into her, fighting my own, wildly overstimulated urge to pull out. I wanted to be in there when Petra finished Bridget. And that she did, catching her breath and diving back down. Bridget had been on the edge before our show and she just fucking screamed immediately.
She slumped. Petra slumped. I collapsed backward, cock sliding free, and sat on the dingy carpet.
After a moment, I struggled up and staggered over to the bench where Bridget lay. I sat down heavily, right by her head. I let a hand idly trail down and fondle her breast idly.
"Petra," I gasped. "Did you seriously just quote the late Joe Knucksall while orgasming?"
"Huh? What?" Petra asked, still confused about which way was up. "Yeah," she said, shaking her head. "Reds announcer. The Old Left-hander."
"Christ! You talk baseball when coming. How the fuck are the rest of us going to compete with that?" Bridget moaned in mocking despair.
Petra struggled up to her knees again. She draped her arms over each of Bridget's still spread legs, and kissed a thigh. Once she had righted herself, she asked her question. "Wait, 'the rest of us'? How many girls is he fucking?"
Wait a second. Was now really the best time to...
"Oh, let's see," Bridget said airily, waving her hand around above her dismissively. "There's the prom queen and the twins back in his home town..."
"Really? Twins?" Petra asked.
"She was Student Body Vice President, not Prom Queen," I corrected automatically. What I should have done was stop her from talking. I was close enough to have kissed her...
"And then here there is me, of course, Carla, Beth, another girl I'm not supposed to know the name of, and now you. We put demands on his time." Petra just stared at Bridget. Then she stared at me. Bridget heaved a deep breath. "He once tried, unsuccessfully, to get Beth and Carla to do a threesome with him. He said it would save him some time in his social schedule..."



"Bridget!" I wailed.
Petra opened her mouth. Then closed it. Then opened it. She was doing a real good fish impression. Then she swallowed. "Well," she said, grinning evilly. "Good thing he saved the best for last."
"Whoever said you were going to be last?" Bridget laughed throatily.
—————
Thanks for coming back for Alistaire's further adventures! As always, I appreciate your votes, your favorites, and especially your comments!
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THE ONE WITH POPPY'S MOM
—————
As the final week of Track practices and meets ran along, I found myself dropping by the tennis courts almost every day on the way up to the track. I was very much wanting to see Poppy in her tennis outfits, and wanting to be seen by her as I cheered her. By the end of the week, she had definitely noticed that I was around an awful lot all of a sudden, and mostly around her. This resulted in us meeting and talking in the halls a good bit too.
We had even met up and I had sat with her in the Tuck one night, just the two of us. That had been going well until my boys Ben, Tres, and Alex all rolled in and sat down with us, driving Poppy away. On the plus side, she was happy to talk to me, but not them...
But there was definitely a problem. She wasn't... I mean... Look, I'll just say it. Poppy seemed disinclined to just fall on my penis as soon as she realized that I was interested in her.
Yeah.
I have become a very, very, spoiled little boy. It is ridiculous, I know.
Grumpy as I sound, the news was not all bad. I had known Poppy since freshman year. We had been in a shitload of classes together, especially English. I had had to endure reading a ton of her essays that were often... let's just say they were better than mine, okay? She had never looked right through me like most girls, but she did mostly treat me as a fixture on the wall. The good news was that this Spring, after a couple of weeks paying as much attention to her as I could randomly achieve, she did appear to at least be dimly aware that I was in fact a human. I think she even surmised that I was the kind of human most likely to have a penis.
But she showed no signs of succumbing to that dude Alistaire's intense gaze or anything. I was beginning to worry whether I had time enough left in the year to manage to be with this gorgeous creature, with her long black ponytail that she always had up hanging over the back of a tennis visor.
But I wasn't going to give up. It was fun, and Poppy was fun to both listen to and look at.
So I kept putting in appearances at the tennis courts. Almost every day, I would find time to swing by on the way up to run—usually for not more than ten minutes, sometimes less, sometimes a little more. And I tried not to watch just her. I like to encourage anyone who is being competitive. Moreover, I thought it was important to not seem like I was overtly stalking her. And it wasn't like there were not other cute girls on the team...
When Poppy's mom was not feeding balls for practice, I'd usually chat with her. She almost always had her eye on Poppy, of course. And frankly, when I was there and couldn't see Poppy at the moment, her mother was a pretty damned gratifying substitute.
The problem with that was that it was a lot more problematic. When we were talking, she was right next to me. That made it hard to hide that I was staring at her, though I tried. It was a unique opportunity to use the skills I had perfected before this spring, such as checking out girls without being caught. But that was much more difficult since the last two months of events had kicked off—my body had begun to train itself to be anything other than restrained when staring at a beautiful girl or, in this case, beautiful woman.
Beth called it 'eye-fucking her', and it usually resulted, with her and with other girls I was interested in, in my actually fucking her. So eye-fucking Poppy's mom seemed just a bit fraught. Worse, while eye-fucking Poppy didn't seem to creep her out, neither did it make her want to jump my bones.
It all made my bone very frustrated.
All this led to me being pretty sure I was busted on the mom-ogling front. Poppy's mom had shown up in a new tennis outfit that she must have just bought. She usually sported these really hot little outfits with tight, short-sleeved tops that she wore with the collar popped up, and short skirts that were pleated and flared. It was pretty much the same style of outfit that Poppy herself wore for practices, and in them, each was lucky to look as good as the other.
But this new tennis dress was... It was the super form-fitting type you see on the professional tennis tour these days, usually being worn by a Russian with more curves than talent, and it fit her body like a glove. It was the kind of outfit that has a low, scooped neckline that both shows some cleavage and lets you get a good look at the underlying sports bra, in its coordinating color. The skirt was tight and flat against her thighs, and short enough that all she had to do was bend her knees to feed a ball and everybody could glimpse panties in that same, coordinating color as the bra. When I saw it, I immediately looked for Poppy. I'd have killed to see her in that dress. Alas, she had just a usual, run of the mill, super hot outfit on. It was a downer.
It also meant that even with Poppy right in front of me, I was sneaking way too many glances at her mother. At one point, I was tracing her curves with my eyes as she stood beside me, and as I went upward, I found her eyes looking back at me, instead of the court.
I swear, she just turned her shoulders right and then left, drawing my eyes right back down, involuntarily to her tits. Like I said—probably busted.
"Well, I gotta go," I said hastily. "Time for practice, and I think I see some friends going up now," I added, pointing past her as if that was where I had been looking. I caught Poppy's eye and waved, then jogged away up the hill hastily. I could hear Poppy's mom laugh as I ran off.
Probably busted... right?
*
And then, something unexpected happened.
I saw Carla walking in the hall ahead of me after the last of the only two classes I had that day. After the AP tests, the classes preparing for them were dismissed for the reminder of the year. This really was the home stretch for those of us Seniors who took mostly AP courses. I ran and caught up with her.
"Well, hello there," I said, in my best Joey Tribbiani. "How you doin'?"
Carla laughed, like she usually does, but not as long as she usually does. And definitely not as lasciviously as she normally does when I say that. I was pretty much asking if she wanted to sneak off somewhere and horse around a little.
"Hey, Alistaire," Carla said. "Um, can we talk?"
I was, of course, aware of the meme that 'can we talk' is never good news. But, since I had never had the phrase directed at me before, my antennae did not shoot up like they ought to have.
"Sure, what's up?" I asked, casually sauntering along, waving back at a girl who waved at me. Jeez, what was she, a Sophomore? Yikes.
"Hey, I don't know if you know, but Ron Brookwood asked me out."
"Cool. He passes the chill test," I said. Ron actually was more than just chill in my book. He wasn't a friend, but his behavior toward me the last three years had him in my good graces. I immediately hoped he and Carla would hit it off.
"Yeah..." Carla said, trailing off uncertainly.
"Not sure where it is going?" I asked, interested and utterly oblivious.
"Um, I'm not sure where it is going, or how far, or when..." Carla said, a little tartly.
"Well, we all scatter to the four winds in a couple of weeks," I observed, though it was a subject we all tended to avoid. This was all going to end soon. I don't mean just my sex-drenched Spring with all sorts of girls, but my four years at this amazing, I begrudgingly admitted, school. "You might want to get on that while you can."
Carla cocked her head at me. "You do know that Ron is going to Chapel Hill?"
Oh.
Oh!
Carla was going to UNC, Chapel Hill as well. Her parents had about shit with pride. And Ron would be going there too.
My mind spun. That upset the whole, eat, fuck, and be merry applecart we had all been living.
"Look, Alistaire, it's just that..."
"I get it," I said with as much warmth as I could muster, which was a fair amount, I was proud to note. "You really don't know where this might go, or for how long. And it might be just a tad awkward if things progress as you hope they might and you are still fucking your Track buddy."
She looked at me. "Yeah," she sighed, and looked down.
"Hey!" I said sharply. She looked up involuntarily. I could still command her...
"Look," I said. "Go get him." I held up a fist. She bumped it, and turned off in another direction. I watched her go. I really needed to stop looking at her like that.
So.
It wasn't a gut punch, or anything, but that was one fucking hell of a reality check. A beautiful, fun girl had just punched out of my life prematurely. Or at least I felt it was premature. But after graduation, they all would be punching out. We were going our separate ways—none of them to a college anywhere near Los Angeles. Sure, I hoped to see them again in the future... Hell, I hoped to fuck one or two of them in the future. Lots of people came back to our school for Alumni Day each year. But they would be out of my life in any regular or meaningful way.
I wandered down the hall pensively. With Track over, I had my whole afternoon free. There were several girls I might seek out to spend some time with, but I wasn't feeling it. Introspection sucks when you are a teenager.
But I was not going to just sit in my room on such a beautiful New England spring day.
Oh, well, if I didn't want to look back at what I already had, and was losing, I might as well see if I could still see something new. I sauntered out toward the tennis facility, earlier than I usually do.
I, of all people, really had no excuse to be glum.
*
"Well, hello Alistaire," said a soft alto voice behind me. Poppy's mom. And she had snuck up on me.
"Oh, hello Mrs... I mean Miss Fields," I said hastily, caught off guard.
"It's Manning now," she reminded me yet again, drolly. "I doubt you are going to get it straight this late in the game, Alistaire. Just call me Sloane, why don't you?"
"Sloane?" I said, surprised. Calling an adult woman by her first name was not a new experience for me, but calling the mother of a friend, or at least an acquaintance, by her first name, was.
"Yes, Sloane. Do you like my name?" she asked sweetly.
"Well, yes, I guess," I said. She had me off guard to begin with by sneaking up on me, but that wasn't my only problem. On court, Poppy had apparently borrowed her mother's dress from the last time I had been at practice, the ultra-tight athletic one. On her... it actually fit better, I thought. It wasn't as tight, well, anywhere, though only by a little bit. But the fractionally looser way it sat on Poppy's body just let the fabric slide over her form the way I guess it was supposed to. It was hard to watch Poppy warm up and not wish I was caressing her sweet, round ass and tasty breasts like that dress was. She did have on different underwear, but it was still meant to be seen. So, it was damned hard not to keep my eyes locked on her.
But.
Miss Manning... Sloane, was standing next to me, and talking to me. I'm polite, and like to give my attention to someone with whom I am conversing. The problem with that was that she might have not been wearing the new, painted-on dress, but I was still instantly aware, the moment she surprised me, that she was still way hotter dressed than was her average. Her red skirt was not as short as the dress had been, but it was just as tight and stretchy. And her top was... I realized that she didn't have a top, she was wearing a body suit under the skirt. It was made of a white, vertically-ribbed fabric with a widely scooped neck and short sleeves that only served to accentuate her sleek, lightly muscular shoulders.
So, I was trying to have a conversation with Miss... with Sloane, while trying not to just outright eye-fuck her to her face. That would have been fun in the abstract, but I was here to eye-fuck Poppy. And in that dress, Poppy desperately needed to be eye-fucked.
"You are here early," Sloane observed, as all this ran through my mind, and my eyes tried to find somewhere safe to rest.
"Now that APs are done, I don't have many classes," I said. "And Track already had its last meet, so my afternoon is free until dinner."
"So, you intend to spend your afternoon watching Poppy and her friends hit balls?" she smirked.
"I wanted to take a walk. It's a beautiful day," I said defensively. But, dammit, if she was going to poke fun at me, then my new conversational patterns, the ones that were serving me so well, demanded that I poke back at least a little, even if Sloane was a parent and a coach. "That said, I walked over here because the view is better than the one of the groundkeepers' hut."
She laughed knowingly, the wench.
"For the record, when I got your last name wrong, you had just caught me off guard. And I knew your first name already, too," I said defiantly. "I Googled you yesterday."
"Did you Google me hard?" Sloane replied archly. Christ, could I just get Poppy to flirt with me half as hard as Sloane was teasing me?
"You lied to me," I said with a smile.
"Excuse me?"
"You took a game off of Steffi in that match—on Arthur Ashe."
"You did Google me," Sloane said in surprise.
"Why did you lie?"
Sloane shrugged. "It was a routine waxing. Saying it was a double-bagel at least makes it sound epic."
I snorted, finally warming to a conversation that let me concentrate on something other than tits and legs. "You won a game against possibly the best female player of all time."
"Serena is better," she replied, almost automatically.
"Maybe," I said. "But great as Serena is, a lot of her success comes from just flat out intimidating the opponents she has. Are you going to tell me that Steffi, or Monica Seles, or Navratilova would have let her push them around like that? No. They'd have all just punched right back."
"How do you know so much about women's tennis?" Sloane asked with genuine curiosity, though not in agreement.
"Tennis is the one sport, as far as I'm concerned, where the women's game is at least as compelling, if not more so, than the men's," I said. Then I deliberately looked right at her. "Even when you discount the scenery."
Her eyes widened, and then she laughed. "I have to go feed balls. Feel free to watch. You might learn something."
*
"Hey Poppy! Hello, Miranda," I said. I had just run into Poppy and her tennis teammate in the corridor on the way to my only class that entire day.
"Hey Al," said Miranda, whom I barely knew.
"Alistaire," said Poppy. "Hey, did you watch our whole practice yesterday?"
"He did?" Miranda asked, puzzled. Apparently, I was still invisible to her. It actually comforted me that that phenomenon still existed in some cases. It made my life seem at least slightly contiguous.
"I did not," I replied. "I sat around for about 45 minutes of your practice. This whole, no practice, and almost no classes is not all it is cracked up to be," I added. "I'm getting a little bored already."
"You didn't seem bored talking to my mom."
"How is it having her be your coach? I assume she has taught you all her life," I asked, deflecting her comment.
"Mostly she is cool," Poppy began.
"Except when she wears your tennis dresses," teased Miranda. "Poppy was so pissed the other day. She went home and repossessed it."
"The purple one?" I asked, without thinking.
"You noticed it?" Poppy asked. "On both of us?"
"For the record, it looks a bit better on you," I said.
"Ooooo," said Miranda.
Poppy seemed unprepared for the compliment, and did a little deflection herself. "But it looks good on my mother?"
I shrugged. "Better on you." And I turned and walked away with a cheery wave. I had finally gotten Poppy off-balance. I wanted to leave her that way.
After a moment, I looked back and caught both Poppy and Miranda looking back at me as they walked off themselves.
Apparently, I was no longer invisible to Miranda either. But more importantly, I had finally disrupted Poppy's natural poise, if only a little.
*
The next day, the girls actually had a match, which was cool. The downside was that the school's tennis uniform was not nearly as hot as the outfits that Poppy and a few of her teammates usually wore. The upside was that I had a good excuse to be there the whole time. And how bad can any short skirt and teeshirt look on a hot girl?
I waited before heading up so I wasn't there for the beginning of the match, not because I wanted to miss the doubles, but because staying for the entire match might seem a lot, and I hoped to find a way to wander back afterward with Poppy.
The singles matches were well under way when I arrived, and I settled in on the far side of Courts 1 and 2 to watch. Poppy was playing really well, but so was her opponent. They went to a tie-break, and were the last of five courts to finish the first set.
As I said, the school uniform was not terribly attractive, though Poppy certainly looked good in hers. Heck, for that matter, Miranda down on Court 4 looked pretty fine too. But Sloane was not constrained by the uniform requirements. She could have dressed in street clothes, since she wasn't going to be on court, but she had on a simple, white, loose tennis dress. It should not have been sexy, but it was achingly so anyway. It was certainly short enough to show off her firm legs, and while the sleeveless top of the dress had a neckline that was miles from showing any cleavage, it was fitted so beautifully that it practically screamed 'great tits inside', without pulling tightly anywhere.
I'll admit it, I found my eyes following Sloane's movements as much as Poppy's. They were both totally delicious, and Sloane was just so much better packaged that day.
I watched most of the second sets from the far side before I just got bored sitting alone. Anyone else at school who wanted to watch sports that day was probably down at the Boy's Varsity Lacrosse game. It was a pretty important matchup. I got off my ass and wandered around the courts to the other side, where the coaches were prowling. The opponents' coach was pretty old, maybe fifty or something. He mostly just stalked back and forth and shouted platitudes at his players.
Sloane wandered straight over to me when I came around. "Hello Alistaire," she said with a grin. "You've been at this match a good while now. Have someone you especially want to watch?"
Oh, so we are going right back into this, are we, Sloane? "The boys' lacrosse uniforms don't show as much skin," I said mildly, staring at Poppy as I spoke.
Sloane just snorted and went back to paying attention to the match.
Three courts were done after two sets, and our school was up 2-1. Poppy had split, as well as Miranda, and both were into their third sets.
Poppy had seen me, of course, there weren't that many spectators, but she had not done much more than wave. She was very focused on her match. Miranda was getting her ass kicked all of a sudden.
I should have been focusing on Poppy. She was the hot one. She was also the one who the team's hopes rested on, because Miranda was going to lose, it looked like. But Sloane was down by Miranda's court, showing support. And I just kept staring down that way at her. I just couldn't help it.



Of course, Sloane almost immediately caught me staring at her. I was busted so red-handed (red-eyeballed?), I didn't try to look away. I just brazened it out and stared at her with a smile. I wasn't going to give her the satisfaction of teasing me.
Besides, Sloane was great to stare at. I mean, sure, she was banging hot, and looked crazy young for her age. I had literally mistaken her for Poppy from behind a week or so ago. But there were little things like her posture, and the way she carried herself that were... different from Poppy, or any of the girls I was involved with for that matter. She just moved through life like she knew what she was doing.
She wasn't all la di da, top of the world or anything. The delicate lines around her eyes showed that she had worries, or had had worries. I didn't know. But whatever, the world just wasn't still new to her.
I watched Poppy struggle in her third set. And I watched her mom from a distance, where she was standing by Miranda til the bitter end... which came mercifully quick. One of their teammates, a plain little Sophomore, had stuck by to watch, but had to go after Miranda went down. The day was getting late. The other two girls had left already. As far as I was concerned, Mrs. Raleigh hadn't built a very cohesive team attitude... You don't leave while your teammates are still competing.
Sloane walked over to me. When she saw me watching her approach, I swear she slowed down her stride. She finally slid up next to me. "What's our score?" she asked without a greeting.
"Poppy still has her break," I said. "She's serving at deuce right now. If she holds, she can serve for the match next time around."
"I'm aware how tennis scoring works," Sloane said dryly.
I grinned at her. "Since this is the third set, if she wins it, she wins the match," I added. Sloane looked at me like I was the ass I was being. "And since the overall score is 2-2, if Poppy wins her match, it looks good for you to notch a win as coach." I went on, with wide-eyed innocence.
She actually poked me in the ribs for that one, but giggled about as much as a grown adult woman can giggle. She was calling me the John McEnroe of high school sports when Melissa stomped over from her defeat.
Sloane immediately ignored me and went to give her a hug. Melissa was a good egg and wanted to stay to support Poppy, but Sloane sent her back to her dorm to wash away the defeat and have dinner.
"You have been here forever, Alistaire," she added. "You can head off if you want. I'm Poppy's mother. I should be enough of a cheering section for her."
"I like to see things through all the way," I said, groaning as Poppy fell back to deuce. "Besides, no Track and only a couple of easy classes has me pretty bored today. This helps..."
"Oh, you are bored, are you?" Sloane asked, suddenly somehow dangerous. "Well, in that case you can help me put everything away up here when Poppy is done. I can always find something for idle hands to do. No one is bored around me."
"No, I suppose not," I replied, glumly. I had not been expecting to pick up chores, for God's sake. I just wanted to ogle hot females in tennis attire. But I'll admit, I had been fantasizing a bit about how Sloane might keep me from being bored for a while now. Watching her as intently as I had been will do that to a guy.
I think she heard it in my voice, because her laugh was more hearty than evil.
Poppy held at last. And then, considerately, she broke to take the match, instead of making us wait for her to serve out the last game.
It really was getting late, and the other team and their coach vanished like smoke in what felt like seconds after the final point.
Poppy toweled herself down, which I found quite riveting to watch, as she walked up to us, a huge grin on her face. She and her mother fist-bumped, then hugged each other hard.
"Nice match," I said enthusiastically. "That hold in the next to last game was epic."
"I can't believe you are still here, Alistaire," Poppy said with a smile. "I appreciate it, though."
"I might have been out of here," I said easily, "except your mother has work for us to do, apparently."
"He told me he was having a boring day, so I drafted him," Sloane said easily.
"Oh dude! Never tell my mom that you are bored!" Poppy laughed. Then she hastily added, to her mother, "Just so you know, I am not bored. At all. I am sticky and hot and need a shower. And I have plans with some friends that I am going to be late for already."
Sloane laughed in turn and actually bumped hips with Poppy. "Go on! You did your part. And there is really very little to do up here, just the scorecards and stuff. Alistaire will be all the help I need. I'm really just punishing him for saying he was bored while he was in the middle of a conversation with me!"
"Hey! I didn't mean..." I started to protest, but they both just laughed at me.
"Thanks for coming, Alistaire," Poppy said with a very nice smile. Then she waved at us both and hightailed it before her mom could change her mind. I enjoyed watching her go, even in the baggy, shapeless uniform tennis skirt.
I'm pretty sure Sloane waited while I watched her daughter's ass...
"Anyway," she said after Poppy went out of sight, "All I really could use your help with is collecting the scorekeeping standards and bringing them over to the shed. All I need to do is push the basket of warmup balls over and put it away."
I grabbed the plastic poles with numbers on them that players use to indicate the score on each court, but found myself keeping my eyes still on Sloane as she bent to pick up a few stray balls left over from the match and put them in the practice ball bin. Her ass swayed quite arrestingly in that flowing white dress as she pushed the heavy cart toward the shed.
I collected the last scorekeeper and hustled after her.
Sloane locked the shed and we started walking back to where we had come.
My experiment in powering through her teases had led me to forget that openly appreciating the way Sloane looked might not be the wisest thing in the world...
When we went through the exit to the courts, right by the little parking lot where the other teams bus had long departed, Sloane stopped and turned toward me.
"You are a hard one to figure out, Alistaire," she said abruptly. Then she seemed to cut herself off.
"I'm sorry, what do you mean?" I asked, not wanting to have offended.
"The way you look at me is not... it doesn't fit."
Yikes! "I... I... I'm sorry, Sloane, Miss Manning, I didn't mean to..."
"Oh shut up, Alistaire," Sloane said briskly. "Men look at me. I'm quite used to it. But you don't do it the way I'd expect. It's off-putting... no, it's not at all, really. But it is strange."
"Uhhh..." I said articulately. I was not eager to be dressed down by an adult woman for scoping her out.
"The way you look at me is almost normal, but not for a young man like you," Sloane said, apparently thinking out loud, as if working through her thoughts. "Boys look at me. I know. But anytime I catch them at it, they do what they are supposed to do and shy away, pretending they weren't doing anything. Sometimes, when they are in a group, I'll hear them whispering or giggling when they think I've gone. Grown men will stare at me quite comfortably, some, in places like a bar or something, will be pretty brazen about it..." she trailed off. "Almost as brazen as you."
I was pretty much like a deer in the headlights. At least I was keeping my eyes on her face!
"You don't look at me like boys do, Alistaire," Sloane said sharply. "You look at me like a grown man, but in a lovely, youthful, boy's body."
Lovely?
"It's inappropriate, actually," she said, getting up a head of steam. "It's like you think I'm some kind of MILF."
'Literally', I thought to myself.
Her eyes widened and she inhaled a half-smiling gasp of shock, staring at me.
Oh shit. I'd said that out loud! Fuck, I have got to get those filters on my hormonal thoughts to stay in place except for when I actively want them to go away!
She laughed out loud and turned back beside me, and we resumed walking.
I am a very spoiled boy. Spoiled by success. Spoiled by getting away with just about everything I try, accidentally or on purpose.
And Sloane was most definitely literally a Mom I'd Like to Fuck...
As I walked beside her on the path, I let the back of my hand brush her hip for a fleeting second. I deliberately was not looking at her when I did. She flinched, but didn't say anything. And she didn't open the distance between us!
I let the back of my hand brush her hip again, but let it linger. She not only didn't flinch this time, she leaned into it a little. I was just thinking about flipping my hand over so that the palm would rest on her hip, maybe her ass, when Sloane finally, abruptly stopped.
I looked down at her. "Oh Alistaire..." she sighed. "You are going to be such a big mistake..."
I laughed shallowly. "You too, Sloane. Or you would be. There is just nowhere nearby where we could find enough privacy to make some awesome mistakes." It was a good out for her, and was sadly also true. We were close to the main campus, and while currently alone, there were no nooks or crannies nearby where I could get the awesome chance to feel up Poppy's mom.
"Oh really?" Sloane said archly. She took an audible breath. "I happen to have a four bedroom home, where I live alone, less than a mile from campus. And my car is right there in front of us."
We both leapt toward the big, white, GMC Yukon.
*
Neither of us said a word on the swift drive. I had pretty much forgotten that Poppy (like Jenn for that matter) had been a day student her first two years at school. I wondered if her parent's marital troubles had led to her becoming a boarding student.
Sloane slid the big SUV into her garage and let the door start to close before she cut it off and stared at me. I stared back. After a moment, grins crossed both our faces. The garage door clicked closed, and Sloane instantly was out of the vehicle. I followed as fast as I could find the door handle.
I slid through the garage door into the kitchen a few steps behind her. She had turned toward me, almost at bay. She looked a little flushed and wild around the eyes. Honestly, she looked horny as hell, which suited me Just. Fine. Our eyes met as I closed the distance between us. There was a complete understanding, I felt.
I should have been hesitant. I wanted to be hesitant. But I went right to her. My Male Instinct was in full flow, and I let it run. If I didn't want to seem like a hapless little boy with this beautiful, grown-ass woman, I was going to need every shred of my new, weirdly powerful confidence I could harness.
I lifted a hand to her jawline, stroked back along it until I was cupping the back of her head, ponytail in the crook of my thumb. I bent down to her, eyes still locked on hers, and kissed her, gently, but full on the lips. Her lids never shut, and the two of us stared into each other's depths as our lips caressed one another, finally parting and allowing our tongues to join the quietly intense party.
I tightened my grip on her ponytail, and she in turn wrapped her arms around my waist. I felt one hand trail downward and cup my ass. I lifted my free hand and caressed a lovely breast. It was warm, and firm, and even through her bra, I could feel her nipple hardening.
I tugged backward on Sloane's ponytail even further, baring her neck. I released our kiss and bent further to suck and nuzzle on her throat. "Oh... wow..." Sloane sighed.
I felt her hands release me and slide around between us. She began to fumble, albeit expertly at the fly on my trousers, but I said, "Uh uh!" I pulled her hands off me, very gently.
"What?" Sloane asked, confused.
"You first," I said, still devouring her neck. I released her breast and her hair and moved my hands under the short hem of her dress. I stroked the tight, brief modesty shorts she wore underneath, then tugged them downward. I felt no underwear beneath them. I slid them free and down her hips, caressing her smooth hard thighs as I went. She shivered.
I ran my hands up the outsides of her legs and grasped her bare ass with both hands. I turned her and popped her up to perch on the edge of the kitchen counter. She yelped a little, "Whee!"
"You first," I repeated softly.
I lifted one lithe leg, yanking off the shoe and sock. Then I stretched it out straight, holding on to her ankle. I kissed that ankle, then slowly, as slowly as I could restrain myself to do, I started kissing and nibbling my way up the inside of her leg. I forced myself to take my time.
I'll tell you, decades of practice make a difference in shaving, apparently. There was not a single stubble on this woman's glass-smooth leg, and believe me I'd have found it, given all my exploring. I bent more and more as I moved closer to my destination. As I drew near, Sloane pulled the hem of her tennis dress up.
She did not shave her pussy. It was lightly trimmed between her legs, but otherwise a glorious tangle of unruly black hair that was visibly damp. "Well," she said as she revealed herself. "It's been a while, and I was not expecting to have visitors, or I'd have cleaned up a bit more." She was almost apologetic.
I just couldn't restrain myself and dove the rest of the way between her thighs. The moisture of her hair smelled and tasted delicious as I buried my face in her. She instantly moaned in response to my arrival. I draped the extended leg that I had kissed the length of over my shoulder and back, and then moved my hand between her legs to trace the length of her slit. Sloane hissed as I used two fingertips to part the tangled hair. My tongue dove into her, probing hard and eager. Sloane only moaned more deeply.
My upper lip found her clit and my tongue followed, making her shiver in response. I took the fingers that had parted her hair and slid them inside her as I let my tongue lavish care on that little bud.
Suddenly, Sloane's hands were both buried in the hair atop my head and she held me in place as her hips bucked slightly against my face.
I wanted to make her come, and fast. I wanted her to know that I could do that for her. I rolled my tongue on her clit and probed upward inside her with my fingers, seeking where she kept that special node of nerve endings. I knew I found it when Sloane started crooning happily. I stroked away, as gently as I could, and suckled on her clit.
"Holy shit!" Sloane cried loudly. Her whole body quaked as convulsions took her. She only remained upright because of her desperate grip on my head. I would, in retrospect, have appreciated a gentler grip on my hair, but in the moment it was awesome. I held my attention on her clit while the convulsions lasted. I'd have kept going, but there was so much more I wanted to do to this woman, should she give me the chance. I raised my head slowly and took in the crazed, glazed look on her face, sweat suddenly beading on her forehead.
"What the fuck was that?" Sloane gasped with a huge smile. "How the hell did you learn to eat pussy like that?"
That seemed like a loaded question. Still... I am an utterly cocky bastard these days, so... "Practice, practice, practice," I said with a leer.
Sloane, still panting, looked at me askance. "I'm pretty sure that I don't want to know." We both chuckled. "I almost want to beg for another practice session," she said, suddenly swinging her legs up and onto the kitchen counter, pointing away from me, "but you interrupted my own little demonstration that I really, really want to get back to." With that, she rolled over onto her stomach on the countertop. She reached out over the edge and grabbed the waistband of my pants. She pulled me forward and yanked my fly open. I pulled my shirt up out of the way. With swift movements, Sloane tugged loose my underwear and shoved my pants downward.
My cock sprang free and waved in front of her.
"Very nice," Sloane observed happily. "It's appropriate, considering how 'cocky' you are."
It had happened. For the first time, someone saw my tumescent dick and had not freaked out in surprise, fear, or glee (usually all three).
I was actually disappointed. For about half a second. Then Sloane reached out, grabbed the base of my shaft in a gently expert fashion and slid forward, hanging off the counter's edge to suck my head straight into her mouth! Holy shit, indeed.
She braced herself on the counter with her free hand, and began to stroke me just a hair more urgently than idle. Then she sucked hard on my knob at the same time as she was slipping her mouth off of me, ending in an audible pop. She slid her hand up to grasp my newly soaked head and then slid back down, lubricating my shaft with the saliva she had collected.
Then she repeated the whole thing three more times until my entire cock was dripping in saliva and my helmet was practically purple like a bruise in agonized arousal.
"Ready to start?" Sloane smiled up at me wickedly.
"Start!?!" I could not help but gasp.
She just smiled and firmly guided my head back between her lips. She suckled on me gently, just letting my cock rest in her mouth. It was amazing, but didn't seem like the epic whatever she had been intimating. Her hand slipped from my shaft and went around to grasp my ass.
And she pulled me forward, driving my cock deeper into her mouth. I moaned as I slid deeper. I hit the back of her throat and she hacked a little. I pulled back quickly in alarm. Her hand clamped down hard on my ass, however, stopping my retreat. After a moment, she pulled me back toward her again. I felt myself hit the back her throat and slide beyond. Way beyond. I shivered at the sensation of distending her throat. She gently released the pressure on my ass, and I gasped in pleasure as I pulled myself back. Then she stopped me again, and pushed me back in.
In a few passes, I was fucking her mouth, even her throat. I stared in amazement as I thrust in and out of her face. Her concentration was fierce as she fought to maintain her breath, and her eyes watered with the effort. But she kept encouraging me with her fingertips.
I was at a boil almost instantly. This was way crazier, more advanced cock sucking than I had ever imagined. "You are making me come already!" I gasped. Her pressure on my ass immediately slacked. She lifted her head and I backed off, letting my entire length slide free of her mouth. She grasped my shaft and pumped furiously, kissing and licking at the tip. I moaned as I came to a boil and she pulled back, letting my cum spray all over her face. She smiled, eyes closed as I jetted over and over on her happy features. I almost fell down. Spent, I staggered back half a step, a last drop of cum dripping out of my cock.
"Still got it," Sloane said happily to herself, sitting up on the countertop and grabbing a bunch of paper towels. She wiped and cleaned her face of both cum and tears and in moments looked as fresh and amazing as before we started.
I stepped forward, grabbed either side of her head and kissed her gleefully. We each tasted our own fluids on the other's mouth, and only kissed each other harder. Sloane tugged up on my shirt and pulled it over my head. I kicked my shoes and pants off together in a tangle, standing naked before her. I reached out and took Sloane's hand, helping her to stand up again. I caressed my hands down her front, over her breasts, down her tummy, and to her hips. I bunched up the fabric of her dress and pulled upward. She raised her hands eagerly and I slid the garment free. Her bra was white and sheer, giving me a very nice view of her rosy aureoles and crazily erect nipples through the fabric.



But it was still an obstructed view, so I reached around her and slid the hooks open in back. I stepped back a little, still holding the bra, and it slid free. Fuck she was hot!
Sloane just stood there in front of me for a moment, breath heaving, which incidentally made the view of her now naked chest even more awesome. She reached out and took one of my hands. She said one word, "Bed," and turned toward the rest of the house.
Holy shit! I was finally going to fuck someone in a bed!
The two of us ran through her living room, me completely naked, and Sloane with her left shoe and sock still on her foot. She swung open the door to her bedroom and I followed her in. It was neat as a pin, and decorated in various shades and themes of blue. It was dominated by a huge, probably king-sized bed in the center of the far wall. It was piled up with pillows at the head and had no footboard.
Sloane literally leapt on top of the bed and rolled onto her back, propping herself up on all the pillows. She cocked one leg sexily and beckoned me with a crooked finger. Her body was just delicious. She was tight everywhere, trim and sleek. Her breasts were firmer than I would have imagined, but clearly were more mature than I was used to. I immediately wanted to get my hands and lips on their soft, generous curves.
I obeyed her call and crawled slowly up the foot of the bed. I bent and kissed her shin above the one shoe. "Take off my shoe," Sloane commanded.
I grinned up at her. "No," I said. "I like it. It's kind of dirty seeing you with just the one on your naked body." She only chuckled in reply. I resumed kissing her shin, then moving upward. As I reached the dark tangle between her legs, I began to delve once more. But she gripped her thighs tightly together.
"No, no!" Sloane called. "No getting sidetracked again, much as I would like it. Get on up here."
I shrugged and slip upward. On the center of her belly, well below her navel, was a small, horizontal scar. It was faint, but you could tell it had been deep. "What's this?" I asked. "How'd you get an injury like this playing tennis?"
Sloane laughed. "That is my Caesarean scar, courtesy of Poppy's little brother Brooks."
"Poppy has a brother?" I asked idly as I explored her tummy, scar and all.
"He goes to Canterbury," Sloane said. "Actually," she added softly, "that is a sort of a bonus for you..."
"How?" I asked, confused.
"There were complications, hence the Caesarean," Sloan said softly. "The end result is that we need not worry about birth control."
"Oh God! I'm so sorry!" I said, jerking my head up to look stricken into Sloane's eyes.
She only smiled. "My literally cocksucking ex-husband gave me a lot of money and two amazing kids. It's enough." She held my eyes and I saw that it was... mostly... true. "Now, you were going somewhere?" she demanded.
I was happy to move on from that uncomfortable exchange and worked my way further up. I had barely begin to enjoy those delicious breasts, kneading them and teasing their little nipples with my teeth, however, before Sloane was tugging me upward again.
I slid up over her, kissing her at last. My cock brushed against her bush below. Sloane kissed me deeply and I felt her hand steal between us to caress my once again throbbing hard-on. "That is a very nice cock you have there, Alistaire, as I'm sure you have been told," she said softly, massaging my harder. "It is time for you to fuck me with it."
Sloane spread her legs slowly and I shifted between them. She pointed me down between her thighs, and I shifted my hips to help. I pressed upwards and she guided me right to her wettest point. I sighed as my head slipped inside. She withdrew her hand and draped both of them over my back. Looking up at me, she sighed. "I think I hit the lottery today with you, Alistaire..."
I snorted. "As if. I may have, though." And I sank into her.
I am used to tight, resistant first penetrations—having to work my way into a girl. With Sloane, I slid home to my entire length in a single, easy, mind-blowing stroke. Her vagina was an incredible, graceful, gentle embrace, flowing with moisture and almost feverishly warm. I moaned involuntarily at the shockingly swift entry. Sloane in turn cried out happily as my balls slapped against her ass.
"Oh fuck!" I cried out.
"Yes, dear, that is what we are doing," Sloane laughed. "If you will get on with it that is."
I began to thrust. It was insane. It was simple missionary, but she still was so active beneath me, clearly aware how to extract maximum pleasure like that. My mouth was everywhere, kissing her neck and mouth and breasts. I kept shifting the angle of my thrusts, gauging her reactions. Sloane knew how to let me know what worked best and I concentrated there. I was quivering soon, employing all my limited experience to hold off the truly stupefying orgasm I felt lurking.
I felt her hand slip between us and tease at her own clitoris. I reached awkwardly down as well, trying to do that for her. She batted my hand away and returned to stroking herself.
"Just relax and enjoy fucking me, Alistare," she instructed. "You are doing incredibly well and I'm loving it. Just enjoy yourself. I just want to be ready to come myself when you pour that hot seed inside me."
I just stared down at her and let myself pound into her with all the abandon my body wanted.
"Yes," Sloane shrieked. "Yes!" She moaned beneath me and her shudders broke me. I could hold on no longer, and my hips slammed into her hard. She gasped again at the impact, and then yet again as I gushed inside of her. My whole body shook, just like I'm pretty sure hers was below me. I growled in ecstasy and she keened an orgasmic cry in response to my weight, my efforts, my offering, and her own digital supplementation.
I collapsed on top of her, then rolled off to the side quickly. She was a lot smaller than me and I did not want to keep her from breathing.
"Oh holy Hannah!" Sloane crooned happily. "This is one hell of a way to break a fast."
"A fast?" I asked.
"My divorce finalized over a year ago," she said. "And as you can imagine, Roger and I were hardly getting jiggy with it much in the years before. In short, it has been a minute since someone besides me has made me come."
"Permission to do it again?" I asked.
"Now?" she asked in shock. "Already?"
"Give me a couple breaths," I chuckled. "But not too many, I so want to fuck you again."
"Stay here," Sloane laughed. She rose and hurried off to the bathroom. Then she emerged and dashed off to the kitchen. I heard the fridge open, and then after a minute, she returned. She climbed onto the bed beside me and handed me a can of Coke. For herself, she had a third of a glass of white wine.
"I feel vaguely ridiculous, under the current circumstances, to be giving you a soda while I drink wine," Sloane laughed. "But..." She shrugged and trailed off helplessly.
I was just glad for the hydration and the sugar. I felt a little exhausted but was damned intent on extending this event as long as I could. Once I had guzzled my drink, I found that Sloane had nearly finished hers as well. We both set the containers aside next to the bed, and began to kiss each other tenderly, lying side by side on the huge soft bed.
I was already sold on beds for sex. They were awesome.
I was finally able to indulge myself in playing with Sloane's tits. So damned nice... But Sloane was aware almost before I was that my cock was awakening again. Her fingers began to stroke me, aiding its resurrection handily. "You have some stamina, my friend," she murmured through our kiss.
With sudden determination, Sloane rolled me over onto my back and rose to straddle me, her hand still locked on my cock. "I may be hard again already but it still might take a while to be ready to fuck you," I said in amusement.
"You are plenty hard enough for me to fuck you this instant," she replied tartly. "If this means that you will just last like the Energizer Bunny this time, I'm fine with that!" With that, she rose up to squat on her heels astride me, and directed my to her slit. "Here we go," she moaned as she slid down on top of me. We groaned in unison as she impaled herself. She came to a stop, with me fully within her, and began to rock, squeezing me gently inside her.
She placed her hands on my rib cage and began to ride me. She shifted back and forth, sliding up and down with my cock at different angles, experimenting with each.
My mind-boggled arousal warred with my earlier expenditures. The arousal was going to overpower exhaustion, that was inevitable, but it might be going to take a while. Like Sloane, I could more than live with that. She just rode me, providing pleasure for me while she used me to stroke her favorite spots.
She came, suddenly, and without warning. Sparks of ecstasy transmitted themselves to me, but I was still only getting started. Sloane collapsed on top of me and I embraced her softly. "That was amazing," I breathed.
"I'm not done," she murmured happily into my neck. "And obviously neither are you. Just hold still and let me gather myself."
I happily lay beneath her, occasionally pulsing my cock inside her as she gathered her breath.
Without warning, she kissed me, rose up and started riding me again. She knew exactly now how she wanted to do it and I found that it sure as shit worked for me too. I lifted my hands to grasp her tits and massage them as she rode me easily.
Sloane tossed her head in delight and gasped, "God, this is so good!"
"Holy shit, Mom!" said a female voice. "Right on!" It was Poppy's voice. It was filled with both shock and involuntary enthusiasm. She clearly knew her mom had been being a hermit.
The only good thing to result from Poppy's exclamation was the sudden panicked clampdown on my cock by Sloane's vagina. And that lasted but an instant before Sloane rolled off me in panic and snatched at a couple of pillows to cover herself up. I had been getting closer to coming, and my body was slower to react. My brain, however, was fully capable of appreciating the enormous disaster that was unfolding.
Turns out, when Sloane rolled away, Poppy could now see clearly just who her mother had been riding.
"Holy shit, Mom!" Poppy said again, this time in an angry scream. "Alistaire! What the fuck, Mom?"
I was immediately aware that shit had gone sideways. What I forgot for a second or two was that I was not only caught, but naked and caught. I think that I had reached a level of body positivity, at least about my private parts, that it had overridden my natural modesty instinct. I just lay there in shock. By the time it registered that grabbing a pillow myself would be at the very least good form, it was too late.
Poppy was just standing there in her towering, shocked rage. Inevitably, her gaze reset and registered my cock, waving around as it was, straining still to get back at what it had been enjoying. Damned thing has no sense of shame.
I watched, realizing what was happening too late, as her eyes shot so wide that I could see her whites all the way around her irises.
"Holy shit, Mom!" seemed to be Poppy's only remaining vocabulary. She pointed a wavering finger at my cock, just as I desperately grabbed a pillow and covered myself.
Poppy's jaw worked, words temporarily unfound.
"Darling..." Sloane started to say.
Poppy ignored her, now her attention was focused on me. "You," she hissed. "You put that thing in my mother?" She screamed inarticulately, threw up her hands, and ran. We heard the front door slam a moment later.
In one afternoon, I had finally encountered a woman who did not lose her mind when she saw my cock for the first time, and another who did, just like everybody else, but for the first time, I wasn't happy about it.
*
The ride back to school was, to say the least, awkward. Sloane kept blushing, or staring at me, or pointedly not staring at me. But right before we got back to campus, she suddenly pulled over in the parking lot of the currently out of business Peter's Pots restaurant. The location regularly went out of business. Someone would, in due time, open a new, completely different place there called Peter's Pots that was allegedly 'Established in 1937'. They apparently always did. Sloane's Yukon crunched to a stop on the litter-strewn gravel.
Her hands gripped and relaxed on the wheel. She took a deep breath. She stared out the windshield. I just waited quietly.
"We can't do this again," she said firmly. I had kind of figured that, so I said nothing. "If for no other reason," Sloane went on, flashing a tiny grin, "than that I don't want my daughter to ground me for life."
I hesitated, then replied, "I'm pretty sure she is already going to ground you for life."
Sloane laughed at that. "Probably." She looked at me with another smirk. "I'm also pretty sure that your original campaign to do to her what you just did to me has likely also crashed and burned," she said acerbically.
"Yeah," I sighed. "Probably."
She laughed hysterically. "I can't believe that you just outright admitted to me that you want to bang my daughter!"
"Wanted," I said glumly, emphasizing the past tense. I was happy to make Sloane laugh, at least.
"You," Sloane said in amazement, "are the ballsiest male human I have ever met, and I once fucked Mark Philippoussis."
"Really?" I said interested in spite of myself. "Any other names I'd know on your roster?"
"Yes," she said shortly. "And you aren't going to get those. I only dropped Mark's name because I wanted to be able to tell you that he's got an even bigger cock than you."
Okay, I was thunderstruck. I had begun to think such a thing was not possible, to hear women talk. I just stared at her.
"He knows how to use it, too," she went on airily. I was about to have my eyeballs fall out of their sockets.
"My lord, you are wonderful," she said, looking at me with something like affection. "Hung like a horse and sweet as honey..."
She leaned over and kissed me, not on the mouth, but on my cheek. I turned my head toward her and she pulled away. I opened the door and began to step out."
"Good luck," she said, slipping the huge SUV into gear, "with my daughter. You are going to need it."
—————
Thanks for coming back for Alistaire's further adventures! As always, I appreciate your votes, your favorites, and especially your comments!
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I'd like to make a special shout out to the readers and commenters who responded so wonderfully to Alistaire's first cycle. His further adventures are dedicated to you.
—————
THE ONE WITH POPPY
—————
I didn't know when it was going to happen, or where. But I knew it was going to happen. Turns out it took all of two hours. I was sitting in the Tuck with Bridget, Petra, and Beth. They all, or at least Bridget and Beth, knew I was upset. Beth was actively probing to get me to talk. Bridget was passively trying to screen me from Beth's questions. She knew I'd have already told them if I thought I could.
Suddenly, an ice cold voice spoke over my shoulder. "You!"
I just winced.
"Hi, Poppy," Bridget said, momentarily missing the tone of voice.
Poppy ignored Bridget. "You," she hissed again at me. "Get up. We need to talk," she growled, no one missing the hostility in her voice now.
The three girls I sat with all shrank back. "See you later, Alistaire," said Beth.
"Maybe," added Petra darkly.
"Don't trust this shithead," Poppy growled at them, angry that they had simply sat with me.
I dutifully got up and muttered, "Later, guys." I kind of hung my head and let Poppy lead me out of the Tuck.
Out of the corner of my eye, I saw the three sharing wide-eyed gazes.
Poppy led me out of the basement level and outside. It was full on dark out, and we wandered around a corner into the open. It was not private, but it was at least out of people's direct vision.
She rounded on me. "You fucked my mother!"
I had no answer. There was no answer. The evidence had been abundantly clear.
"What the fuck were you trying to do, you cocksucker?" Poppy went on, angrily but quietly. Even in her rage, she knew that Mr. Phelps's apartment was only two stories above us and his windows were always open.
"I..." I started to say, though I had no idea what words were going to follow 'I'. Turns out I needn't have worried. Poppy ran right over me.
"I can't even go home now, you asshole. Not after what I saw. How am I supposed to make my mother's bed ever again? I'll have PTSD!" She balled up her fists and glared at me. "She has texted me like a hundred times since that God-awful moment. I've had to block her."
"You should talk to her," I started to say in alarm. I could handle any consequence other than coming between Poppy and her mom.
"I am not at home to you handing out advice!" Poppy spat. She stamped her foot. "Here I thought it was kind of cute that you were following me around. I thought maybe you were maybe going to try to ask me out or something. But no! You were macking on my mom?"
"Poppy..."
"Do. Not. Talk. To. Me."
*
Less than a minute after Poppy had stalked off and I had swung in the opposite direction to walk through the night outside around a couple of buildings to the stairs of my dorm, my phone dinged. More or less automatically, I looked at the text. I was not in conversational mood.
It was a new text group, Beth, Petra, Bridget, and of course me. Wait, those three together in this conversation? Apparently the compartmentalization of my life was breaking down here at the end of school.
BETH: Is she done with you?
I sighed.
ME: I don't know. Hope so, I think.
PETRA: Where are you?
ME: I'm going to my dorm to sulk. ALONE
I shoved my phone in my pocket and climbed the stairs.
Less than two minutes after I was in and flopped down on my bed in the dark, the room lit only by nighttime ambient light from the window, my door swung open and all three girls slid in.
"In the dark? Really?" was all Bridget said, sitting quietly on the other end of my bed.
"We knew you were interested in her," Petra said. "Did you get a little too aggressive too soon?"
Before I could object to that idea, Beth cut in. "Alistaire? Not a fucking chance."
I shot Beth a look of gratitude at her somewhat misplaced faith me, but said nothing.
Beth perched on the edge of my desk chair. Petra leaned against the far wall.
Bridget slid a little closer and patted my thigh. "Come on dude. You look traumatized. You know you can talk. I know you worry about secrets 'that aren't yours to tell', but you need to talk about whatever happened. And you know we can all keep it quiet."
I looked back and forth significantly from Beth to Petra, whom I had certainly not told about each other.
Bridget shrugged. "Sometimes people guess, dude. When Petra got close to the truth, we thought it was better to tell than to lie. And it is all in the family."
I sighed and nodded.
"But you pissed that girl off, man!" Bridget went on. "This is a case where you need some outside advice. I don't think I've ever seen you piss anybody off for any reason, much less a girl you like. Fess up."
I took a deep breath.
"Did you fuck her finally, and it got all tangled?" Beth guessed.
I shook my head. "I didn't fuck Poppy. I fucked Sloane."
They all looked at me.
"Who the fuck is Sloane?" Petra asked.
I looked up. "Poppy's mom."
Now, that bought me a few moments of blessed silence. A few moments.
"You fucked Miss Manning?" Bridget gasped. I thought my days of shocking Bridget had passed.
After another hesitation, Beth asked. "When the hell did you decide to do that?"
"About ten minutes before I did," I sighed again. "We had been flirting harmlessly, then all of a sudden... whoosh!"
"You don't flirt harmlessly, Alistaire," Bridget said. "You flirt like a hurricane."
"How did Poppy find out?" Petra asked.
"She walked in on her mom riding me on the bed," I confessed. Another few moments of blessed silence. "Poppy was pretty stoked actually, on first seeing her mom was finally getting laid. But then she saw by who... and here we are."
"Weeeell," Beth said in a silly, cringy voice. "I think the Poppy campaign can probably be set aside."
"Yeah, dude," Petra said, "that is done."
"Alistaire, what possessed you, when you were chasing a girl like Poppy, to let yourself get distracted by her mother?" Bridget asked sympathetically.
"Have you seen her mother?"
They all three laughed.
"Alistaire," Beth said, "you are a great guy. Separate from that, you are a great lay. But you are one seriously elemental dude, you know that?"
"Yeah? Well, I am seriously elementally bummed," I growled. "I've got to fix this."
Again, they laughed at me.
"There is no fixing having fucked her mom," Bridget said gently.
"Yeah," Petra said. "Move on." She leaned forward, arms still folded under her breasts. "I imagine that you might be able to find an avenue or two to distract you from the disappointment." Petra and I had finally made the chance to get together without having Bridget there to make things all complicated and athletic and awesome. The results had been... extremely gratifying. Yes, I had plenty of distractions available.
"That isn't my problem," I said miserably. "Look at yourselves. I'm the luckiest guy on the planet, and that has't changed. But I have to fix this." I waved my phone at them. "Poppy blocked her mom. She won't talk to her at all. I can't have that go on. It's my responsibility. If I blocked my mom, she'd slit her wrists!"
They all looked at each other.
"I have my mom blocked right now," said Bridget. "And she has another two days in the box before I let her out."
"I block my mom all the time," said Beth.
Petra looked at them both. "I've never even thought to block my mom. But that is brilliant!"
"Alistaire, in a day or three, Poppy will walk over to her house, yell at her mom in the kitchen, and they will hug it out. They will be buddies again, and Poppy will get to be the grownup for once," Beth said.
"But she's still gonna hate you," Petra added.
"Oh yeah," Bridget agreed. "Come on, you got to tell us, how did she react when she saw it was you in bed with her mom?"
"She screamed, 'You stuck that into my mother?'" I said miserably.
I really didn't need the last round of laughter. I just hoped that they were right about the rest of it.
*
Poppy actively avoided me. Big surprise.
The big surprise came the next day. I was chilling out on the grass beside the campus pond in the afternoon, with nothing to do because it seemed like a super bad idea to go hang out by the tennis courts, much as I wanted to see how Sloane managed with Poppy at practice.
Ben suddenly appeared and came toward me at a hell of a fast clip. "You!" he exclaimed with an intensity I had not thought him capable of. He plopped down on the grass, next to my puzzled ass. "It's you! You are Beth's other guy!"
"Oh wow, dude!" I started say. Great. Just what I needed—another uncontrolled revelation. Now Ben was going to be pissed with me.
But he wasn't. He was burbling.
"First those three hot chicks back where you live, now you get with Beth here?" Ben exclaimed. "You are even more of a legend than I thought!" He slapped me on the shoulder, then sobered suddenly. "But not as legendary as you are as a friend. You practically brow-beat me into asking her out. Truer friendship hath not been seen on Earth, than when Alistaire chose to share that girl."
"She has told you that she asked me to do that, right?" I said, dryly. At least this did not look like it was going to go sideways...
"Really? I mean she did say that, but I didn't believe her."
"It happened. I'm happy to have helped." I did not tell him that she had made the request while I was buried balls deep inside her, much as his reaction would have been a top five priceless moments in my life. His ego did not currently appear to need a boost. "Are we alright?" I asked, slowly.
"What? Yes. Of course," Ben said, then paused. "Long as neither of us hurts Beth, we just keep riding the greatest wave ever, right?"
We fist bumped.
"I do worry though," Ben said.
"I thought you just said not to worry," I replied, antennae perking back up again.
"It's just... I hope Beth hasn't seemed less satisfied with you lately..." Ben said, uncomfortably, but with this weird edge of glee.
"Why would she?" I asked very slowly.
"Well, you know how girls always say size doesn't matter?" he asked.
Spoiler alert: Girls never told me that size did not matter.
"Well, even if it doesn't," Ben went on, oblivious to my inner commentary, "comparisons could be unfortunate. You know what I mean?"
I stared at Ben. He stared at me. Was he hiding a smug expression?
"Ben," I ground out, a little irritably. "Is this seriously a conversation that you started just so you can allege to me, your male buddy, that you are hung?"
"No! Of course not. I came over here because you need to know that now I know about you. But I thought you might want a heads up, since we are talking."
"You are going to tell me anyway," I said, hanging my head to hide my incipient laugher. "Just how hung are you Ben?"
"Dude! Boundaries!" Ben laughed. He paused. "Seven and a half."
"Looks like Beth is a very lucky girl," I said.
*
A couple of days after that, I saw Poppy in the halls again. Instead of avoiding me like the plague, she rolled right up on me this time. She literally poked me in the chest and declared. "I talked to Mom this morning..."
"Excellent!" I interrupted enthusiastically, and probably unwisely.
"...and I want you to know that she is in a great mood," Poppy overrode me.
"Excellent," I repeated, a little more slowly. This was not the face of a girl happy that I had cheered up her mother.
"Not because of you, Mister!" Poppy almost taunted. "She went out on a real date with a real, adult man. I'm not even sure she came home last night."
"Excellent!" I said again, displaying my encyclopedic grasp of vocabulary.
"I think she decided she needed to finally get back out there, after her..." Poppy spluttered, "fucking... pony ride!"
I almost snorted in laughter. I did not, because I do have some self-control, but I almost did. "I'm really glad," was all I trusted myself to say, since that was one hundred percent true.
"Oh, and I'm sure that you aren't jealous," Poppy went on sarcastically. But she seemed a little upset that I was not.
"I am not," I said calmly. "How could I possibly justify being possessive of Sloane? I'm not possessive of anyone, and no one should feel possessive about me."
"Sloane?" Poppy said, starting to get wound up again. "Sloane?!? Look, Al Taylor, you may have come out of your shell enough lately to do things like actually finally talk to people, including me, but that doesn't make you some kind of player. Four years of being invisible doesn't lie. Lightning struck and you got lucky."
Okay. That stung. I had not been reminded of just what the world had felt like all the time up until March in a while. I may have snarled a little. "Look, Poppy, I am glad your mom is happy. But it is not because she was my First Time or anything, because your mom most certainly was not. And it isn't because it was our third time around that afternoon that you interrupted, which it most certainly was. I'm happy because your mother is a genuinely nice person and deserves to be happy."
And I stalked away.
As I did, I did not feel proud, but I did feel like several springs had loosened. Sloane was in a good mood. Poppy was actually talking to her. My main worries were settled. And I had done something I had wanted to do for a long time. I'd told off a girl for treating me like a loser. Three months ago, I'd probably have been a little excited to have a girl be sufficiently aware of me to even call me a loser.
*
That evening, I found myself in a booth in the Tuck with Ben and Beth and nobody else for the first time. Ben and I had rolled in for shakes and found Beth holding down an empty booth. We had a brief, silent standoff over who would sit next to Beth, which I had won by simply hip-checking Ben to the side and sliding in next to her. We all three had just grinned at each other.
And there we sat, hanging out and having a great time, sharing dreams of college days to come.
When I finally got around to actually going to get us some shakes, Ben took the opportunity to slide over to Beth's side of the booth. I knew he would. When I returned, I handed out shakes to Beth and Ben and sat down on the other side with a smile. The conversation resumed happily, until an inevitable, completely natural pause in our discussion arose.
Beth had probably been waiting for it. "Well, Alistaire, this is a new thing for you isn't it?" she asked. We both looked at her, puzzled. "It's usually you sitting in the booth with more than one girl you are sleeping with. Tonight, you are one of the harem members!"
Ben looked scandalized. I just laughed. "Got that Ben? We are Beth's harem. We need official veils or some shit."
"I like it," Beth chortled, clapping her hands in delight. "Though," she said, taping a finger to her pursed lips a she thought furiously, "veils would look stupid on you. I should get you ball caps, maybe in black, with white letters that say, 'BDH'."
"BDH?" I asked, curious.
"Yeah, BDH... for my Big Dick Harem," she laughed.
Ben snorted. Then he winked at me, and murmured, "I guess she thinks you rate too, dude." We all laughed for a moment, then Ben stopped in shocked recognition, and slapped his hands down loudly on the booth's table.
Beth's name for her collection of males was instantly forgotten. Ben was suddenly in the know some more. "Hold on. 'More than one girl you are sleeping with'? Beth isn't the only one?" he asked me. He turned instantly to Beth. "He is sleeping with someone else here?"
I just grinned, almost sheepishly. I had gotten my Alpha shit out of my system earlier in the day while beating up on poor, undeserving Poppy. I wasn't even interested in torturing Ben... much.
Beth fucking laughed hysterically.
"Who?" Ben asked desperately. We both just grinned cruelly at him. We did exchange enough of a glance to reassure each other that Ben was indeed 'part of the family' now. What he figured out, he figured out.
Realizing we were not going make it easy for him, Ben started thinking out loud. "Okay, who do you hang out with here in the Tuck?" He mused for a moment. "Dang, Al, you actually hang out with a lot of girls these days, don't you? I mean, like Carla, Bridget, and Beth, of course, but also at least that one night you were on the other side from Beth and me with Bridget and Petra of all people. And I saw you in here one time with Jenn, Poppy, and Chelsea... The suspect list is long, dude."
"Chelsea? Really?" I said. "Not that girl."
"Well you are really narrowing it down for me," Ben said snarkily.
"Not Poppy either," Beth chirped.
"Beth," I said quellingly.
Ben shot me a look. "Did you try to make a move on Poppy? Ballsy move dude. But even the Twin Whisperer has to get shot down occasionally. No shame."
"The Twin Whisperer?" Beth asked.
"Trey's new name for him," Ben grinned. Adam and Trey had gotten out of hand one evening a week or so back, and I had finally clued them in to Mary's twin sister Maddie, and how that all went down. It had put them in their places. Unfortunately, it also had garnered me yet another nickname.
"That still leaves me with a bunch of suspects," Ben murmured. He stared hard at me, looking for clues in my face and finding none. He looked at Beth, but she was out-blanding even me.
"Come on guys!"
"Your reasoning is sound so far," Beth said evilly. "But you are going to have to figure it out on your own."
"Yeah, content yourself with your place in Beth's harem, right?" I grinned.
Ben almost blushed. "I'm a lucky man," he said quietly, looking into Beth's eyes.
"Could be worse," I piled on. "I mean, the first time Beth brought you up in terms of being interested in you, it was in the context of a threesome," I said. His eyes shot to me and I twirled my finger around the booth to indicate what three people she had had in mind.
Ben froze for a moment. Then the fucker said, "What are we waiting for?" and started to get up out of the booth!
I just gawped at him like a beached whale.
Beth's laughter pealed out through the Tuck. It was so loud, we had multiple other groups staring at us. She pulled Ben back into the booth. "We'll work on him, buddy," she told him.
I wanted to get up and run, but I hung in. It had been five whole days since I had last had sex with Beth, and running away from her teasing now might mess up my plans to end that streak during third period the next day.
*
This next bit of the story, I didn't see. Forgive me if I go all narrative shift and tell you what I learned later. You don't need to be as confused as I was at the time.
"My life is a living hell," Poppy said, slamming her way into Jenn's room in their dorm and flouncing down on her bed.
"I figured," Jenn said tartly. "Come in, by the way. What the hell kind of bug crawled up your ass this week? You've been insufferable."
"An Al Taylor-sized bug!"
"You've had Alistaire up your ass?" Jenn gasped, almost horrified.
Missing the nature of Jenn's reaction entirely, Poppy just snorted. "He f..." she started to blurt, then realized that she was going to need to build up her resolve. Even with Jenn, this was going to be a hard story. But she had to tell it to somebody. "Look, he has started hanging around the tennis facility lately, going up or back from Track, and even more so after their last meet. I thought it was kind of sweet. I mean, I thought it was pretty clear he was there to see me, given where he was always looking or standing. The only other person he talked to or even looked at was my mom, once she took over coaching us."



"Nice!" Jenn said enthusiastically.
"Nice? Al? Little scrawny Al Taylor?"
"Her goes by Alistaire these days," Jenn said softly. "And I think you may have noticed that he's well over six feet, and not really scrawny anymore."
"Yeah," Poppy sighed. "I have noticed. And it was actually starting to charm me. I mean, it's been a while, you know?"
"So what's the problem? He has another girl or two?" Jenn asked slyly.
Poppy started to answer, caught her breath, then blurted out, "A couple of hours after my match, I walked over to my house to get some stuff. I walked in on my mother... fucking Al."
Jenn choked. She had not seen that coming. "Oh my God!" she managed.
"I thought he was this sweet guy, trying to get up the nerve, then all of a sudden... that! What the actual fuck?"
"He is a sweet guy," Jenn said firmly, defending Alistaire. She smiled. "It sounds almost like you are mad that your mom got there first!"
Poppy looked like she was having an aneurism.
"I assume you saw them both naked?" Jenn asked. Poppy needed a full brain whack to get her shit together.
"Of course! They were Fuck. Ing."
"You yourself told me a story once that shows nudity it isn't necessary," Jenn said. Poppy blushed at being called out on the George Harding Event. "They were naked?" Jenn repeated.
"He was. My mother was wearing one fucking shoe." Jenn snorted at that, and even Poppy crooked a tiny grin. "What's your point Jenn?"
"I'm just saying that I think I understand. Seeing that waving around my mother might alarm me too," Jenn said with exaggerated patience. And she waited.
She didn't wait long, Poppy was observant. "Wait just one cotton-picking minute. Where did you hear about his... 'that'?"
Jenn sighed. Poppy needed a reality check, and she needed to lay off Alistaire.
"Because," she said, "among other occasions, Alistaire fucked me with 'that' yesterday afternoon."
Poppy squeezed her eyes shut and opened them again. Twice. "You have fucked Alistaire Taylor?"
"Yes."
"Multiple times?"
"Oh, hell yes."
"Before and after he fucked my mother?!?"
"In my defense, I was unaware of the mother thing. I did know he was interested in you, however."
"So he was?" Poppy asked, before catching herself. "But hey, if you were fucking him, how were you okay with him sniffing around me, even excepting my mother?"
"Because I'm already not the only one fucking Alistaire. I don't know who they are, but I have my suspicions. And believe me, I intend to keep fucking him. I'm a little surprised that your mother doesn't seem intent on doing him again herself."
"What... is happening... in the world?" Poppy asked in amazement.
"What is happening is that a number of girls have figured out that Alistaire Taylor is a stupendous lay, and not just because he is stupendous. He is sweet, and caring, and incredibly determined to please, and so intense... I swear he almost made me come once with just his eyes."
"He fucked my mother."
"If she was down, do you blame him? Your mom is hot."
*
I was sitting in a booth with Beth, Bridget, and Carla, and it was nice seeing Carla for the first time in a while. We were all teasing her about how her plan to take things slow with Ron and see how it went had not survived contact with the enemy... or the new boyfriend as it were. The two of them had been reprimanded twice for Public Displays of Affection.
It was a little bittersweet, nonetheless. I was about to lose my closeness with everyone at school, but Carla had become effectively distant prematurely—still my friend, but not around.
To be clear, yes, I missed having sex with Carla. I'd have to be dead not to. But I missed her obnoxious ridiculing of me for my every screwup even more.
"Hey guys, can I borrow Al for a minute?" asked Poppy, appearing beside our booth. Carla was fully In The Loop on the whole Poppy and her mom situation, and the three of them about fell all over each other to get out of the booth.
"I didn't mean for you guys to leave," Poppy said, trying to forestall their departure.
"No, no!" Beth said. "We all have things to see and people to do. You guys relax and try not to get in any knife fights!" With that they all beat it from the Tuck, leaving me at Poppy's mercy.
"So," she said, looking after them. "They are in the know?"
"About some of it," I shrugged. "I was in a dark place after you ripped me a much deserved new one the night after... it happened. I needed my emotional support team."
"Uh huh," was all Poppy said.
"Look, are you here to resume beating on me? I'm genuinely here to take it, but I want a fresh shake before you start," I said, starting to get up. "Can I get you something?"
"Sit down, Al," Poppy said sternly. I sat back down.
"So, after you slapped me around in the hallway the other day..." she began.
"Sorry about that," I said. "I was being intentionally hurtful, not to mention oversharing."
"Apparently you'd been over-somethinging," snorted Poppy. "Look, the point is, you stung me enough that I finally went home and talked to my mom."
"Oh, thank God!" I said, slumping with relief.
"Yeah," Poppy said. "Any way, after she thanked me for unblocking her and apologized for giving me a heart attack, she waited all of three seconds before she started ripping me a new one for saying bad things to and about you. I may not have taken that very well. In the end, I stomped out and fumed the whole mile long walk back to school."
"Poppy, come on. You need to quit fighting with..."
"Among the multiplicity of things that I do not need or want from you, Al," Poppy said sternly, "talking to me like you are a teacher is high on the list."
I shut up.
"When I got back here, I too wanted some support. I went up to see my best friend Jenn. I think you know her?"
Oh shit.
"Instead of support, I get a reprimand, along with yet more first-hand tales of wonder and myth about Alistaire and His Amazing Technicolor Dream-Cock." I winced. "Worse," Poppy added. "That third leg you have going down there was actually low on her list of enthusiasms."
It began to occur to me for the first time that Poppy was being almost good humored about this.
"So, who the fuck are you, man? Jenn also said that you have at least one, and maybe a shit-ton more, lovers besides her. For all I know I may have thrown one of them out of this booth a minute ago." She paused and looked at me. I said nothing. "Fuck, I did, didn't I?" She shook her head. "Sorry," she added sincerely.
I hung my head for a second. "I try to be really committed to keeping secrets," I said in frustration, "but I seem to really suck at hiding it when someone guesses them."
"What the hell, man?" Poppy almost shouted, before getting her volume under control. "What the hell? On the one hand, you are this raging fuck monster who is banging everything with a vagina in New England..."
"That is not true!"
"Okay, everything with a vagina except me? And you sure seemed to have had a target on my back... or somewhere below that!"
The accused sat mute, miserably, but with his eyes resolutely on Poppy.
"And you were just sitting here with another one of your... it was just one of them wasn't it? Oh shit, it wan't. Fuck, man!" She grabbed her hair and squeezed. "All these women, they all at least sort of know about each other, and none of them hate you!"
I kind of shrugged. She was rolling and she wasn't being vicious any more, so I was falling back on my most successful play with women, if they aren't saying something untrue or unkind to someone else, let them talk. It had never failed me in the long run. And I was learning that she was kind of extra hot when she was frustrated.
"Mom and Jenn, at least, both talk about you the same, schizophrenic way. Half the time they go on as if you are some big, dopey golden retriever who would do anything for them, protect them with its life, and give them the shirt off its back if they needed it."
She stopped and shook her head. "Those metaphors don't all mesh, dammit," she muttered. The best writer in school was never satisfied. Then she looked up and back into my eyes. "Then the rest of the time, they get all matter-of-fact about how you are this life-changing... amusement park ride, who hypnotizes you with a gaze that is totally overpowering... And you are trying to look at me like that right now!"
I snapped out of the reverie I had been in, looking at her more intently than I was listening. "Sorry," I muttered. "Sorry. I don't want to upset you."
Poppy said, "Calm down. This isn't the first time you've stared at me like that, is it? Just the first time from so close up. Who are you?" she asked again, unnerved.
I sat back heavily in the booth, and ran my hands through my own hair. "Poppy, I don't know. Half the time, I pull off all sorts of crazy shit, and I don't recognize myself in the mirror. The other half of the time, I feel like the same old Al, and it is the world around me that had gone wild."
"You poor baby," she said dryly.
"Ha!" I laughed. "I'm well aware how good I have it. And that it's doubly good, considering where I came from. Even one... any one girl or woman in my life would alone have been an unimaginable upgrade for me three months ago. Just sitting here in this booth with you, even including the reaming I'm getting right now, would have been an amazing social success for me before this spring."
"So were you hit by a glowing meteorite, or what?" Poppy actually laughed.
I chuckled in reply, then looked at her seriously. "To be honest? Best I can tell, I've always been like this inside, I just never knew how to let it out, or use it. Now that I do, I really, really don't want to stop."
Poppy started to say something and I held up a hand. "But this shit is hard to deal with, and the biggest fear I have had from the beginning is that I would get carried away, and that when I did, the problem wouldn't be things crashing and burning for me, but that the fiery explosion would do something to hurt someone else. That's why what happened with your mother... no, what happened with you, has me so sorry. I really am sorry, Poppy."
She just stared at me for almost a minute. Then she said simply, "I'll take a vanilla shake."
I shot out of the booth and returned as fast as I could with two milkshakes and a plate of fries.
I set them down, sat down myself, and suddenly, we were having a fun, entirely uncontroversial conversation about who got into what colleges. The administration of the school was freaking out because we, as a class, had done a poor job of getting accepted at Ivy League schools. "Apparently, they are disappointed in us," Poppy snorted. We shook our heads.
After about another five minutes of talking about the utter loser who the Junior class had elected as Head Prefect for the next year (Funny how the class right after ours always made such universally lame decisions), I at last let down my guard. I figured we were good, and I could relax. Honestly, this was turning out to be a fun evening.
Then Poppy audibly slapped her milkshake cup down on the table. It jarred me back out of my relaxed state. "All right," she said with a deep breath. "I want in. I'm not going to be the only one that you are interested in who doesn't get to take the ride. How do I make that happen?"
I can still be startled, even scared apparently. "You want 'in'?"
"Yes, in. Or, I want you in, or..." she seemed to have flustered herself with that last remark, and I could see her suddenly wrestle with what she was saying. I could not help but let loose the wolfish grin. "Stop that... or rather don't stop that," Poppy said, looking at my expression. "I kind of like that. I also want a guy who I can totally count on but will also not be clingy. And I will admit freely, now, that the image of that beast you have down there has been weighing on my dreams." She took a deep breath and muttered, "This is so humiliating."
"Why? You sound like me right now," I said honestly. "You figured out what you want, and you asked for it. What more could I, for one, want?" I looked at her hard, evaluating her. "Mostly, I think you've proven to me that I can trust you."
"You can trust me?" she snorted.
"What?" I asked quietly but intently. "Don't I get to expect to be able to trust, too?"
Poppy just looked back at me, squirming. I will freely admit it, I was staring at her now as hungrily as I could. Instead of obscuring my intentions, I wanted to make sure she could see what I was. Also, I really just wanted to look at her. All of her.
"You absolutely should," she said at last, still squirming in her seat. "So..."
"I know a great place... If you are interested at the moment," I said, still staring at her.
"Is it on campus?"
"Of course, but it is really..."
"I have a better place. My house."
I was genuinely not sure about returning to the scene of the crime, so to speak. And what about Sloane? 'Hi, Sloane. Don't mind us, I'm just here to fuck your daughter this time round.' On the other hand, houses have beds. I was a giant fan of beds, now that I had tried one.
"I also snuck my car into the day student parking lot, so we can take it and not walk," Poppy added.
I wordlessly slid out of the booth and offered my hand to help her out.
We were half way there when I remembered Sloane. "What about your mom?" I asked tentatively.
"She has another date tonight," she said happily. "It remains to be seen whether I approve of him, and I told Mom so. She said it remains to be seen whether she does either."
We were in through the front door in moments. She led me upstairs to her room, where the bed was not quite as big as Sloane's, but was still crazy big and comfy-looking. She stepped into the room, turned toward me, and with residual apprehension started to ask, "So, how do we beg..."
I just bent down, wrapped my arms around her waist, and lifted her off the ground, kissing her hungrily. She resisted for a split second, simply out of surprise, and then she began to kiss me back. We did that happily for a bit. There wasn't even any tongue involved—just two people trying to inhale each other's souls.
Finally, I let her return to Earth, and I wordlessly began to tear her clothes off. Poppy had been wearing a soft gray sweatshirt with the neckline roughly cut wide open to fall off one shoulder, allowing the ornamental blue bra strap underneath to show through. The look had made it all the easier to stare at her back in the Tuck. The only reason that I did not have it off of her instantly was that she had been trying to yank my golf shirt off at the same time. We both managed, however. Motivation does wonders. I left the bra alone for a moment. I was more interested in getting those yoga pants off her, because once she had stood up from the booth, those had occupied more of my attention than the sweatshirt.
I loved the way they looked on her, and was desperate to get rid of them. Her legs were incredible. Of course, her curvy ass was pretty nice as well. And now that I thought about it, her tits were mighty appealing too, and I really need to get a look at them...
Somehow, I managed to strip her naked and we found ourselves lying side by side on the bed, hands on each other's less naughty areas, and kissing each other again.
"So do we just do this?" Poppy said in anticipation, tugging my waistband teasingly toward herself.
"Oh, no, no, no!" I said with my best feral grin as I caressed a lovely tit. "If I don't make you scream at least twice before we get to the main event, I'm not doing my job." With that, I pushed her over onto her back, and lowered my face down to her fully shaven pussy.
As it turns out, I managed to get her to scream three times, though I'm not sure if the last two were two rapid-fire orgasms, or one super long one. I was happy with the results, and if Poppy's foul-mouthed cries were anything to go by, so was she.
Finally, she pushed me away from between her legs. "Okay, you have to stop! Stop!" she insisted, as I playfully tried to dive back in. She pushed me off and onto my back in turn. I rolled with the gentle shove.
I reached up and pulled her down for a quick, deep kiss. "I have some condoms in my wallet..." I began, but she shook her head above me. "Don't bother. I'm covered. 'This ain't my first rodeo, cowboy'," she joked. That phrase had been running rampant on campus ever since the headmaster, of all people, had used it during a Q&A about graduation. "Besides, if I'd needed them, I'd have my own supply. I want to do everything right with this," she said.
I first leered at that, then laughed at myself introspectively.
"What's the joke?" Poppy asked.
"I am always focused on doing everything right, and no matter how many times it seems like I do, I'm always still kind of expecting to fail to meet the challenge."
"Well, don't drop the ball this time around, dude," Poppy laughed. "But after what you just did, and how eagerly you did it, I for one am not worrying." She struggled up to a seated position on the bed beside me, legs folded beneath her, and ran her fingers over my torso lightly. My nipples tensed up under her caress and she noticed, teasing at them in response. "It is funny. I don't know whether it is just the way it is, or if it is just people like me still seeing you with eyes that have been looking at you since freshman year when you were half a foot shorter than me and made out of pipe cleaners, but you have got a pretty nice body here... You aren't all buff or anything..." I snorted derisively at that concept. "But you look in really good shape."
"Good thing. I'm finding I need a lot of stamina these days," I said. Then I listened to myself and flushed.
Poppy actually ignored that little comment. She was staring down at my waist, running her tongue tentatively over her lips. She reached out toward me, then pulled back. She looked up at my eyes and asked, "Stand up, please."
I stood, and Poppy sat on the edge of the bed. I usually, in this circumstance, would have been wondering at the reaction I was about to get, but Poppy had already seen me. No ego boost today on that front.
With determination on her face, Poppy grabbed at the waist band of my sweats, pulled them out and yanked downward in a rush. My cock was of course by this time well and truly engaged in the situation and waved slowly in front of her.
Poppy visibly sagged and blew out her breath, as if in relief. "Thank God," she said.
"Thank you?" I said in both amusement and uncertainty.
Poppy almost unconsciously stuck her tongue into her cheek and reached out her fingers intently to brush up my length. Then she snorted and shook her head. "I'm relieved," she said. "I mean, you are still huge, dude, but you have to understand, I only saw it before in a moment of super high freak-out, right? I... my initial impression was that you had a fucking baguette down there."
With that, Poppy leaned forward and kissed the underside of my eager knob, then licked upward, and opened her lips to let it slip into her mouth.
Well, here was another milestone. Never before had a girl exposed my cock for the first time and been relieved that it was going to be more manageable than she had figured...
Her lips pursed around my head, then slid lower, pressing it against her tongue. I muttered happily as she caressed me inside her mouth. One hand stroked my shaft almost idly, while the other explored my nuts much more intently. She lifted them and swung them side to side, teasing and stimulating me exquisitely.
Her tongue's pressure against my cock lessened, and I felt her slowly lower her head further. Both her hands stilled, still holding me, but her concentration was on filling her mouth with my cock. She bobbed up and down, sucking me in deeper. When she began to gag a little, I tired to shift away, but she just calmly let go of my rod, keeping a hold on my balls, and made some gesture with her hand, balling it into a weird-looking fist. She looked up at me with a playful look in her eyes, then looked down again.



And she pushed me in deeper. I groaned happily at the sensation. I was in her throat. And moreover, Poppy was smoothly and evenly sliding me in and out. After a few bobs, she let me slide all the way out, and she caught her breath. Without a word, she just slid me back in and bobbed again. She wasn't taking all of me. But she was definitely taking a lot, and it felt so good. I blessed the Fields genes that allowed for a selective gag reflex.
Okay, crass admission time again. While I truly did miss hanging out with Carla as buddies, I also seriously, seriously missed her anaconda-like ability to just casually deep throat my entire cock. Some of, if not perhaps many, of the best blowjobs I had ever experienced had been pulled off with no more than a couple of inches in the girl's mouth, truly. But the feel of my dick descending down a throat was just a whole different thing. Not intrinsically better, just different. And it was a bit of variety that I had been missing regular doses of.
I just groaned as loudly and happily as I could and closed my eyes, letting my head loll back.
Just as I was getting used to the delicious sensations, familiar but new, I felt Poppy's hand cradling my balls go back to work. First she gently tugged them, then tickled them. Then her fingertips curled up underneath and started tormenting the flesh behind them, stroking between my legs and getting close to my asshole. My groans of pleasure went up half an octave at the sudden powerful new sensation.
She sensed my 'vulnerability' and exploited it. She bobbed her head faster, but not as deeply, and tickled me harder. I was getting very happy by now, and started gently teasing at her hair. She absently reached behind her head and absently flipped her ponytail, even though it was not getting in the way. After a few very pleasurable moments, she did it again.
I realized I was being given an invitation, and I reached out and grabbed her shock of hair. She murmured happily and went on driving me to distraction. I held the root of the ponytail, and began tugging in time with her own bobbing atop my cock. That was apparently my assigned task, because her hunger for my cock seemed only to grow.
A few moments later, Poppy pulled herself free of the cock impaling her face and gasped to me, "Pull me off of you when you are about to come." With that surprising instruction, she went back to work on me.
It was not long until her instructions came into play, and I leaned forward, grunting in anticipation, held there for just a suck or two before I pulled, yanked really, on the ponytail and pulled her head free of my dick. She made me pull hard, but she was smiling as my cock popped free of her mouth and she jacked my shaft while tickling behind my balls for all she was worth.
I babbled incoherently and shivered as I started pumping jizz onto her cheeks and throat. She kept her eyes open and stared as I pumped stream after stream of white cream across her front. She leaned forward a little and my final, weaker jets splashed lower down, coating the upper curves of her firm, shapely tits.
I let the ponytail slip from my grasp and collapsed backward to my elbows on the mattress. I stared at Poppy's delectable, cum-soaked visage. She was a spattered canvas of sexy beauty. I watched in fascination as she looked down at herself and wiped a strand of cum off the rounded curve of her breast, right above a wildly pert nipple. Popping the finger in her mouth, she took an experimental taste. She pursed her lips in approval and wiped a strand or two more off with her fingers and sucked them clean. But she tired of the game, and probably realized that there was a fuckload of jizz to dispose of. She grabbed a towel and cleaned herself the rest of the way. She could see me watching her in still hungry appreciation the whole time, and she practically preened in response.
As she finished, I crawled back onto the mattress and she rolled over to lie next to me. I reached out and pulled her face back against mine, kissing her deeply. She climbed atop me and took control of the kiss. I was more than happy to let her, she had enthusiasm to spare.
"Please tell me the moment you are ready again," she gasped into my mouth. "I'm so horn..." Her hand had slipped between us and found its grip on my still very hard cock. "You're still hard!"
"With a sexy naked girl like you lying on top of me, it gets like that," I laughed.
She squeezed my cock eagerly and kissed me again. "Up against the headboard," she instructed. She practically shoved me as I crab walked further up the bed until I was sitting up against the pile of pillows girls and women alike always seem to cover their beds with. Poppy just crawled after me and immediately straddled me.
Again, she kissed me. "How do you want to do this?" She asked, holding my jaw in both hands. Her pussy was already rubbing against my shaft, revving it up from merely still hard, to eager again already.
"I like your current agenda," I laughed. "You have the reins."
She rubbed her crotch against me even more eagerly for a few, coating my cock in her juices. She reached down and guided my tip against her. She groaned happily as she sank down. She was beautifully tight, but she still fought to slide me inside her in my entirety as fast as she could. Once she had accomplished her campaign, she just rested, rocking atop me for a bit. I grabbed at her tits and began massaging, rolling her nipples between my thumbs and forefingers.
After a few moments of enjoying this, Poppy worked to get up from her knees astride me to a position where her feet were beneath her and she squatted on my cock. That she managed to do it without losing her pussy's grasp on my dick was fun to watch and better to feel. Then she began to hump up and down on top of me.
I wondered if it was deliberate that this was the exact position I had been in with her mother when she had caught us. I was betting it had to be, but I was also betting that pointing it out would be... counterproductive.
I was almost in disbelief at how strong her legs were, humping her entire body weight up and down on my cock, and giving herself such long strokes. With each rise, my head was barely still inside her and each time she fell, she impaled herself on me fully. Her legs had to be burning, but from the expression on her face, everything else was too.
Her tits were almost the spitting image of her mother's and they mesmerized me as she rode me. They were slightly smaller, and just as slightly more bouncy and firm. They filled my hands beautifully as I reached out to grasp her. Her nipples really were identical to Sloane's, with the same small, rosy aureoles and petite but rock-hard nipples pressing against my palms. Poppy just moaned louder and louder, whether from my appreciation of her breasts, or from her own efforts atop my cock.
Her moans soon took on a new character, and I sensed she was about to come. I was still a long way from that, so I relaxed back to enjoy the show. I let my hands slip free, reluctant to lose the feel of her tits, but anxious to watch them bounce as her strokes atop me grew faster and shorter in length. The way they swayed and even occasionally bounced was worth not holding them for a few minutes.
Suddenly, Poppy made a shrill little sound and she paused. Then, as she fucked my for two more, suddenly very slow strokes, that little sound sprang up into a loud near-scream. Her body shook above me and her face screwed up in a closed-eyed grimace of weirdly agonized joy.
And then she collapsed atop me. Her legs kind of somehow flowed out from under her until she was able to lie full atop me, back arched to follow me where I was propped up. I knew how flexible she was from having seen her move and sometimes slide around on the tennis court, but this was an impressive, yet apparently unconscious feat.
She clasped my face and kissed me urgently, her body still quivering. I just wrapped my hands around her and gently caressed her ass.
"Wow," she murmured, still impaled on my dick. "I think I'm going to forgive my mother. I sure as fuck can't blame her!"
"Thank you," I murmured. "And that really does make me happy all by itself." She snuggled against me for a little while. I lay happily beneath her, just letting my cock twitch inside her now and then, whenever she got too relaxed. "So are you and I good?" I asked idly.
Poppy propped herself up and grinned at me. "No! You have more apologizing to do to atone for your sins!" She started to tickle me along my rib cage under my arms, which is dirty pool, because I am super ticklish. Our arms maneuvered around each other as we each tried to tickle the other while protecting ourselves.
It was fun, even though she was clearly not so vulnerable to tickling as I am. After a bit though, we kind of started to slide sideways, and I took advantage of the momentum. I lifted my arms slightly and her hands dove into my vulnerable armpits. It was worth the momentary mind-bending sensation of her torturing fingers in there, because now I could wrap my arms around her firmly and roll us over. We twisted diagonally as we turned over so that we were now off of the propping pillows and almost crosswise on the bed. We ended up with me now lying flat atop her and almost before we stopped turning, I was driving into her with deep, hungry thrusts that felt amazing, and had the added virtue of getting her to stop with the damned tickling.
Poppy gasped beneath me with each pounding thrust. I was hungry now, and I wanted... no... needed my own release. I just hoped I'd be bringing Poppy along for the ride with another orgasm to pile onto my apology account. I smiled hungrily down at her as I fucked her, and her bright eyes gleamed back at me.
I was a lot closer to coming than I had thought, and it was not long before I felt myself tensing. Poppy was still gasping beneath me but not so urgently as I was feeling. Suddenly, she lifted both legs up around me and crossed her calves across my humping ass. The angle change felt so fucking good and I pounded her even harder. She liked it too, because her groans became deeper and more urgent as well.
"Come!" she almost shouted. "Come in me. Do it! Now!"
I try to fulfill requests. What can I say, I'm a giver.
Fortunately, I could not have resisted coming if had I wanted to, and my arms pressed my back up into an arch as my cock slammed home in her. I froze in place, jizz pumping into her in a wild flow that sent sensations up and down my legs and curled my toes.
It sent plenty of sensations into Poppy as well, and she bucked and squealed beneath me. "Don't stop!" she pled to me. "Keep doing it!"
I could not move for a second or more, until my cock stopped erupting, but then I slammed into her again. My cock screamed in my head at the post-orgasmic sensory overload, but I wanted to, I had to, get Poppy off this final time. I thrust hard, groaning in painfully excessive pleasure.
Thankfully, she really was close and I did not need to endure the overload for long.
"Yes!" she screamed. "Ohhhhgh! Yessss!" Her hands slapped the mattress beside her over and over again as her body thrashed beneath me as long waves of orgasm rippled through her. I kept thrusting throughout, and finally her hands lifted to press agains my belly, pushing me away. "Stop! Oh, thank you, but stop!"
Almost in revenge, I kept driving into her for a few thrusts more, before collapsing down atop her, trying to keep most of my weight leaning to one side against the mattress.
We both lay there, happily panting for breath. Occasionally, one of us would caress the other briefly, but mostly we just searched for air. My cock had had enough for a while and softened, shrinking its way out of Poppy. As I felt myself finally losing my place inside her, I rolled fully off her to my side. She just lay there on her back, floppy, sweaty, and looking well-fucked.
"Well," I said, regaining energy, or at least mental energy. "Now am I forgiven?"
She looked at me with a broad smile and wiped perspiration from her brow. "You are getting there."
—————
Thanks for coming back for Alistaire's further adventures! As always, I appreciate your votes, your favorites, and especially your comments!
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—————
THE ONE WITH BETH'S BIG DICK HAREM
—————
There were mere days to go until graduation—barely a week left to spend time with my friends, especially my friends with amazing benefits. It would be important to milk every drop of time there was left.
And so I was lying on my own dorm room bed, by myself, trying to take a nap at four in the afternoon. I was emotionally exhausted, and pretty physically tired, too. Shit was getting very, very real, and I had escaped to find some solitude and let my jangled soul calm itself.
I closed my eyes and managed to actually nap.
"Dude!" came a loud voice, accompanied by a stabbing light from the hallway, as Ben slammed my door open and leapt into my room. I struggled up onto an elbow and glared balefully at him with a look that I hoped would cause him to turn to dust and float away. He remained distressingly corporeal.
"I am resting," I announced irritably.
"Get up, dude. You are summoned," Ben said.
"Tell Adam and Tres to go fuck themselves. I am not playing Bridge this afternoon."
"Get up. You are summoned by Beth."
I groaned. I might have to answer a summons from Beth, I realized. I rolled to my side and sat up on the edge of the bed. "Where am I going?" I asked, rubbing sleep from my eyes.
"Recording space," Ben answered off-handedly.
I sat there and looked at him quellingly.
"Now?"
"Yes."
"Are you coming too?" I growled.
"Yes."
"No."
"I was specifically told to not accept no for an answer," Ben said smugly.
I stood up in disgust. I had ever been able to say no to any of Beth, Bridget, or Carla, even before they began fucking me. I ran a hand through my hair to straighten it up as we went out into the hall.
"I don't think I want to know what she is up to," I grumbled. "What is she up to?"
"I do not know," Ben said, still far more enthused about the unknown than I, though he did have the grace to show that he had his doubts about her recent pronouncements too. "She was hanging out by the pond with Petra when I ran into them. She instantly says something like, 'No time left' or some shit. Then she tells me to 'summon her harem and don't take no for an answer.'"
I groaned. Ever since Beth had decided that Ben and I were her harem, instead of her being a part of my alleged harem, she had not shut up about it. For the record, I did not have a harem, for fuck's sake. I had a committee, or maybe a Board of Supervisors.
"So, what's it like fucking Petra, dude?" Ben asked, as if he were making idle conversation while we walked.
He had been trying very hard to figure out which of his suspects I was sleeping with. Several days before, he had just sprung a similar question on me about Carla, trying to catch me off-guard and observe a reaction. I had been saved by the ambiguity of my situation, or former situation, with Carla, and he could not tell. Since then, I'd been on the look out and was ready this time to just bland it out.
"Can't really say, Ben..."
"Fuck. Thought I had you this time," Ben muttered. It was his fifth attempt. It was helpful for me that I was sleeping with every single one of his suspects, so my reactions were the same each time he pulled that stunt. Beth and I were having a ball watching him try to figure it out. I had warned all the others that Ben was on the trail, and I was pretty sure they were all teasing him too, when the occasion presented itself.
The two of us slid into the locked recording space to find Beth waiting for us. We both kind of stopped. Okay, we both froze in our tracks. She sat there in the big armchair, dressed in, as far as I could see, nothing more than a large collection of silky, half-transparent scarves. And nothing else. She definitely had no bra on, as even through several layers of fabric, I could clearly see her left nipple.
The sound of the door clicking behind us broke the spell. At least on me. "I was taking a much needed nap," I said, trying to act and sound like I was not drooling.
"Please," Beth waved off my protest with a regal gesture and merrily contemptuous voice. "We only have days to go before we are out of here, Alistaire. You can sleep when you are dead—or graduated, which will have the same effect," she added in mocking but genuinely mournful fashion.
"Wait, are we are just gonna go ahead and do this? Right now?" Ben blurted.
Oh ho, I thought, shit gets real and you are suddenly a lot less enthusiastic, aren't you?
"I mean... I thought this was going to be a planning session," he blathered on.
Beth laughed. "Oh, I've been planning this. Sit down guys," she said, indicating chairs arranged to either side of the armchair where she reigned over the room. They were spread well out from each other, on either side of Beth. It seemed safe enough, though I had a very bad feeling about this...
"Hey Siri, play Scheherazade Playlist," Beth said as we sat. Beautiful, terrifyingly appropriate, harem music began to play through the music system that I had genuinely never thought to use before. Beth slid to her feet. "I thought you guys might need some extra convincing, so I thought that I would go first," she said, beginning to move to the music.
First?
In seconds, it was obvious that Beth had choreographed her little routine. We were in trouble. In seconds more, I no longer cared. The first scarf was tugged away, and floated to the ground between my feet. Her right nipple was now also visible through the gauzy layers. She slid across before Ben and in a graceful move, bent her knees, shifting her bare foot to step on one of the lowest trailing scarves covering her. When she straightened her legs, the scarf tugged free. She spun away from Ben, and the scarf fluttered to the floor before him. As she moved back between us, we could both make out a glimpse of bare curve of that spectacular ass.
I knew every inch of Beth's naked body, yet I was already enthralled by the tease of this dance.
I glanced quickly at Ben, and he was just as mesmerized as I. My gaze snapped back to Beth as another silken scarf fluttered to the floor by Ben's feet. I was suddenly upset that he was ahead two to one.
Another part of my brain was trying to game out this situation. This was clearly going to happen, I'd already sort of resigned myself to that fact on the way over, though I, like Ben, had not thought it was going to happen now. What I was trying to figure out was how to get the maximum amount of Beth enjoyment as possible, while maintaining a strictly zero amount of Ben.
I do not mean that I didn't want Ben to get his share of Beth. He had been getting more of his share of Beth lately than I had been, and I had no problem with that. Ben could give Beth all the dick he could (I certainly intended to, especially after watching this little amazing dance), I just wanted to ensure that Ben gave me absolutely none.
But these calculations soon faded to a quiet, subconscious determination, and I found myself losing my train of thought in Beth's dance.
She actually was being very careful to distribute the scarves equally between us, but never 'one for you, one for him'. Every time she gave one of us two or three scarves in a row, it made the other lean in harder. Beth always liked being in charge, but I never realized before how good she was at it.
As the music progressed, Beth slowly, exquisitely, got progressively more naked. When she was down to two scarves left, one tied to the small choker collar she wore and which inadequately concealed her right breast, and the other hanging from a gold chain around her waist and which covered that excruciatingly gyrating ass, She swayed before me. She stayed in one place longer than she usually did, and I drank her in. Then she bunched the upper scarf slowly up in her hand and tugged. It popped free and she let it float down directly onto my lap. My eyes ran up her body, from bare feet, up her powerful sprinter's legs, pausing lovingly at her dark bush, skimming her flat belly, taking in her lovely bouncy handfuls, then resting on her teasing face.
And then she spun away, toward Ben. He got much the same treatment, only he received the final scarf, leaving us both with an unobstructed view of her still swaying ass, in all its tight, curvy glory.
"Okay boys," Beth said over her shoulder, "let's get you two naked now. Drop 'em!"
"Um," I said.
"Hey, wait," Ben protested. "I mean, this is going to be..."
"Tsk, Tsk," Beth said, still swaying that ass in both our lines of sight. "I thought you both might still take a little persuading." She turned and advanced on Ben. "You got the last scarf, so I shall start with you."
Ben shot me a look that in less than a second conveyed equal measures of glee and terror. I'll give it to him, he seemed a heap more ready to embrace this craziness than I was. I wasn't sure whether that made me impressed, or very, very, apprehensive.
Beth grabbed the front of Ben's shirt and pulled him to his feet by it. Once he stood, she snaked the light blue Lacoste that he wore up over his head and then tossed it aside. Ben's chest was actually a little fuller looking than mine, I observed, but it seemed softer.
"Let me convince you, Ben," Beth said, and sank to her knees before him. Her hands ran up the front of his legs and rubbed all over the swollen front of his pants. Then she pulled the zipper down slowly. She slid a few fingertip inside the fly and Ben groaned quietly. She tugged on the button and looked over her shoulder at me. "You can watch, Alistaire."
Ben looked at me and shrugged as if in apology, like I wasn't going to like what I was about to see. That puzzled me. It wasn't that I against seeing his cock. I just wasn't interested in seeing it. Beth tugged, freeing the cock in question, and let his pants slide down freely to about his knees.
There it bobbed.
Well, alrighty.
All the fuss about my dick had finally gotten to me, and I had done some internet research on cocks and cock sizes. (using cellular data, not the school's wifi!) It had confirmed that these girls all knew what they were talking about. I was extraordinarily gifted. But it also gave me the perspective to realize that Ben was, in fact, pretty damned well hung too.
Let it be said however, he was still almost two inches short of me. #smug
Beth ran her open fingers up the top of his shaft, between it and his belly. Her tongue stroked up the bottom in their wake. As the strains ofScheherazade: The Story of the Calendar Prince began to fade away, Beth rubbed his cock across her face. Then she bent and pulled his pants lower, tugging first one shoe and pant leg free, then the other. Now Ben was more naked than she, since she still had on the choker and the gold chain around her waist.
The playlist changed to Ravel'sBolero. To listen to this playlist, you would think that classical composers liked to bone or something.
And no, I certainly did not at the time know the names or composers of those pieces or those on the rest of the playlist. But I got the list from Beth later and pretty much memorized them for future use...
Then I was treated to how Beth looked while sucking cock. As I well knew, she was all about the tongue, though her lips certainly were skilled at stretching themselves around Ben's knob and often his shaft. One hand stroked his length, and there was still plenty exposed to stroke, even when Beth was taking as much as she was going to. Her other hand snaked under his ass and massaged it so hard I could see the marks she was leaving on it.
Fuck, was I leaning in to watch Ben's fucking cock slide in and out of Beth's mouth?
Apparently, I was. I forced myself to lean back in my chair, but I could not tear my eyes off the sight of my friend sucking the cock of my other friend. I tried to look around and check the condition of the room, making sure that the last people to use it for its more prosaic application had reset the equipment.
But my eyes weren't leaving the sight. In a slight panic, I worried that I might be trying to analyze Beth's technique for emulation purposes. I felt instantly relieved to feel none of that. But I wasn't feeling the need to look away from Ben's junk, either. Ben sank down into his chair, and Beth flowed along with his movements.
I know I come off sounding homophobic sometimes... or at least I suspect I do. I really don't feel like I am, though. I just am extremely committed to my own desires, both about whom I desire, and whom I want desiring me. It is quite true I don't like either of the actual lesbians in my class, but not because of their sexual orientation. I just never liked the severe case of Resting Bitch Personality they both exhibit. But I like Yamil, the one gay dude in our class. He was on the Cross-Country team with me for three years, and I've showered next to him regularly and never felt anything different about him from any other dude. My only visceral reaction to him is that he's fucking hilarious.
Still, doesn't mean I wasn't weirded out. And since I was, even though I hoped to God I wasn't about be asked to participate, I could not keep quiet.
"Ben," I said curiously. "Beth looks like she's about to rip your ass cheek off. She's never grabbed me like that. Did you ask her to do it?"
"Hell yes he did!" Beth interjected. "Begged for it like a little girl, first time I went down on him," she added, then proceeded to resume doing just that.
"She likes it when you beg," I observed.
"Yeah," gasped Ben, beginning to squirm under Beth's attentions. "But I'm happy to do it."
"Me too," I replied almost absently. Beth was getting more energetic. "Still, I wonder..."
"If you are trying to distract me," Ben snapped. "It is not going to work!" He gasped as Beth did something with her tongue that I missed. "Oh geez, Beth. Do that again! Oh please, yes!"
Her hand was now a blur, sliding slickly up and down him, drenched in drool from her hard-working mouth. She did whatever it was with her tongue again, and Ben jumped and groaned mightily. "Gonna come, Beth! Don't stop, Don't..."
Beth let his head slide free from her lips, hand on his shaft never slowing, hand on his ass massaging firmly. She closed her eyes and smiled beautifully as she started dragging Ben's tip back and forth across her face, leaving wet streaks of saliva on her cheeks. Ben grabbed the edge of the chair he sat upon and I saw his face contort. I hoped I didn't look that ridiculous when I was about come.
A loud gasp, and I watched as Ben unloaded on Beth's face. His dick was pressed against her skin and the white load spread out all around where it touched her. Beth, for her part, just kept rubbing it all over her face, moving her head for maximum coverage. In mere seconds, she had white, sticky goo all over her, from one cheek, across her upper lip, and down the other cheek to her jaw. Ben could come!
And almost instantly, he collapsed, slumping in the chair. "Oh fuck, Beth! That was amazing! Weird, but amazing."
I don't think I had ever nutted on Beth's face without sticking her eyes shut, but this trick she had used to control Ben's jizz left her able to look up at him with an affectionately smug expression. She released his cock gently, and shifted to the side, grabbing a box of tissues she had brought and began to clean her face, though she was not terribly fastidious about it. She paid most of her attention around her lips. Beth loved having a cock in her mouth, but she was, I had long ago learned, dead set against getting cum in there.
Discarding the used tissues, she tossed the box to Ben and rose, taking the step or two to stand in front of me now. She gestured with her finger at me and said, "Stand up, tall boy. It's your turn."
Almost involuntarily, I stood, still quite unsure about what was going on. Well, I was sure what was going on, but I was still both unsure about the details, and unsure how I felt about it.
Beth tugged my teeshirt up and off my head. I sighed, Whatever else I felt, I really, really wanted my turn getting blown. It had been hot to watch Ben, whether I liked it or not. And I was not going to let the weirdness of a dude sitting there watching while I got my blowjob stop me from enjoying a Beth Special. At least the dude was Ben. I went ahead and kicked off my flip-flops.
"Ah! Capitulation at last," giggled Beth. "The sultana is pleased with her harem dweller. Both her harem dwellers," she added over her shoulder to Ben.
"Darn tootin'!" Ben responded wearily. But he leaned forward toward us, trying to focus through his port-orgasmic recovery.
I had figured out less than a week after losing my virginity that being watched while having sex was a turn-on for me, and I felt that anticipation again. But this was the first time the watcher was going to be a guy, and someone to whom I had no interest in doing... whatever I was doing at the moment. This was going to be... different.
Beth tugged at my fly. I was excruciatingly hard, I realized, and now that it was about to be released, I realized how urgently uncomfortable my cock was in my jeans. As Beth slowly tugged open my fly, it registered on me that Ben was watching intently, with an almost smug expression on his face. Why? Oh...
It was my turn for a smug expression to peek through.
Beth tugged down my jeans and underwear and my erection sprang into view. Beth did the reveal with a flourish. I realized that choosing me to go second had been a conscious choice.
"Holy God-damned fuck!" Ben literally shouted. "Dude! What the shit? That's not even human!" His eyes were wide with Shock and Awe... and a little bit of deflation.
Nope. Still doesn't get old, even when it's a dude who it is freaking out. It is not nearly as good as when it is a girl who is reacting to the Big Reveal, but it is still fodder for my ever-engorging ego.
"What can I say?" I shrugged with a grin, a grin that became wider because Beth was already dragging her tongue up me from balls to tip. She was taking her time, making me seem to be even longer. "Beth named her harem after big dicks. You thought I was going to be small?"
"I've seen you in the shower, man," Ben shook his head. "What, do you triple in length or something?"
"About," I said.
Beth seemed concerned that Ben was actually upset. She grabbed my cock and pushed me back down to sit in my chair. Her fingers did little more than massage my balls as she flicked her tongue over my head just a little. "Don't be intimidated by the circus freak, Ben, my delicious concubine," she said, though her eyes stayed on my shaft. "While size does not matter, you are both wastefully huge after all, I will tell you that you are thicker than Alistaire, for whatever that is worth."
"I am?" asked Ben in surprise.
"He is?" I said simultaneously. "How do you know that?" I found myself challenging.
Beth laughed. She sucked my head into her mouth and I groaned as her tongue played across my tip inside her mouth. With a pop she released me, and she went on. "I think I'm familiar with playing both flutes, guys. Ben's is a little thicker. And with the ratio of length to girth, he actually looks a lot thicker." She stroked me a time or two more, still staring intently at me.



She sighed. "I am going to so miss both of these..." With that, she opened her mouth and slid as much of me inside as she could manage without provoking her pretty pronounced gag reflex. I moaned happily and just relaxed. Inwardly though, I was calling bullshit on her reassurances. There was no way Ben was bigger than me in any way. That was my story and I was sticking to it.
Beth was clearly trying to make sure neither of us had any complaints about this crazed situation, and I was gasping quickly at her assault. Ben was leaning forward in fascination. A dude was staring intently at (some of) my cock buried in Beth's face, a face which had more than just traces of his jizz still sticking to it. Jizz that was rubbing off on my legs... And yet somehow, I was still getting close at an alarming rate.
Suddenly, Ben sat back in his chair with a relaxed posture and asked me, "We only have one more D&D session ever, Al. Are you going to kill Adam's Paladin or not?"
The sheer ridiculousness of both the question and the circumstances of its being asked made me snort. It also smoothed out my ongoing over-reaction to Beth's hasty assault. I felt myself relax just enough to stop worrying about an embarrassingly quick finish.
Actually the question itself wasn't ridiculous, just the timing. In fact, it was an important question. "Yeah, Adam loves that character way too much. I want to see him plotz when Sir Tristam dies as much as you do. But you guys will have to engineer it, I'm not going to be the..."
My cock was suddenly cold and unsucked. "I'm not blowing you too loudly for your conversation, am I?" Beth asked snarkily.
"A thousand pardons, my sultana," I exclaimed. "May the glorious moon of your backside shine ever full upon us, your mere chattering concubines!"
Beth smirked at me (while dragging her tongue along my shaft). "You had that ready to go, didn't you?"
"Yep!" I replied. "Since about twenty minutes after... oh God that's nice... after you came up with this ridiculous metaphor in the first place."
"Well, if you two are going to have a conversation while I'm working here, could you at least have it about something besides Dungeons and Fucking Dragons?" Beth grumped.
"Please forgive the empty thoughts of your subjects, Sultana," pled Ben, warming to the routine. "Treat our little natterings, so unimportant to your august concerns, as but the whispers of the wind."
Beth had her mouth fully occupied, so this time she just flipped Ben off extravagantly. I was glad she chose not to engage further.
"Maybe grab my ass a little, Beth?" I asked, already getting breathless again. I could both see and feel her lips curl up. "Please?" I added. She did like to be begged.
Her hand clamped on my ass and massaged it hard. She was sucking on me like a popsicle at that point and the sensations were awesome.
"Nice call on the ass grabbing," I moaned to Ben. I was getting visibly close, and my breath was shallow.
"So, Al, what's it like fucking Bridget?" Ben asked casually.
"Fucking amazing," I gasped.
That fucker!
"Got you!" Ben shouted, jumping up from his chair in glee.
Beth's hand clamped down on the base of my cock like a vise. "Busted!" she cackled, then resumed sucking me even harder.
"Dirty trick, man!" I gasped. "That wasn't... Oh fuck. I'm gonna come."
Beth slid me free and in moments, I was painting her face. She was a little rushed though this time, and her trick she used with Ben didn't work. I came too fast, and she was till laughing at Ben's clever taking advantage of the situation. I had come close a couple of times already before Beth actually brought me off, and that made my first orgasm, always pretty strong, even more so.
"Fuck dude! Don't drown her," Ben exclaimed.
I honestly couldn't see what was happening right in front of me. My vision was just so blurred at that moment. But my imagination was filled with images of Beth, her mouth around my cock, her tongue on my shaft, of Ben watching... I groaned.
"But is Bridget better than Carla?" Ben asked idly.
I caught what he was doing this time, even in my mentally addled state, he wasn't catching me this time. "Not fucking Carla... any more." I corrected him, still shuddering with release.
Yeah, I was mentally addled.
Beth snorted, then laughed out loud, hand still squeezing a few last drops from my cock. "God, he got you twice, Alistaire," she howled in amusement. "Oh! Eww! Shit. You made it get in my mouth," she yelped, spitting out the cum which had dripped into her open laughing mouth.
Beth fumbled for the tissue box, and began to wipe her mouth, upper lip, and dripping nose. Both eyes were still gummed closed.
"Sorry Beth!" Ben exclaimed. "Are there other names that I still need to guess?" he asked her, concern in his voice.
"Several," Beth spat again. "Four, I thin..." Cum coated or no, her eyes flew open and she glared at Ben.
"Beth!" I hissed, too late.
"Got you both!" Ben practically screamed. "I got you both!"
Damn. Damn, damn, damn. The Make Ben Guess game had been fun and now he went and cheated. I thought about going and giving him a good shove for his sneaky behavior. It had been my usual response to his shenanigans for years now. But I didn't. In part, it was because my legs were still very wobbly. But also, well, we were both naked, and both had erections. If he shoved me back, we might end up in a 'sword fight' and that was not going to happen!
I just flopped in the chair and admitted, "Well played, dude."
"Yes, slave," Beth said, still a little mad that my spume had gotten in her mouth. "I do not know if you shall be rewarded or punished for your trickery."
"There is a difference?" Ben chirped.
Beth growled, still cleaning her face. Nardballs, was that an amazing sight.
Ben ticked off his fingers. "Wait, if there are four more, I've run out of suspects."
"Then I guess you have more work to do," I smiled.
"Really?" Beth asked wearily. "I think he's done good enough, don't you? Ben is part of the family, if you know what I mean." I looked at her. "Besides," she smiled, dragging a hand across one breast, nailing down both Ben's and my attention with the gesture, "now that we've warmed up, we can get started."
"Started?" Ben asked.
"I thought that was it," I added.
Beth looked at us both in turn, a bit more witheringly at me. "While I like sucking you both, in what possible universe do you think that I am not going to end up making this all about me? You harem, and me sultana, after all."
Ben and I shared a wordless glance. I sighed. I still had some bright lines that I would not cross, and I sure hoped Ben did too, but beyond that, Beth deserved what she wanted.
"Yes, my queen," Ben said with a bow. "But I am still out of sus..."
"I nailed Alistaire before anyone else here," Beth snapped. "Then he and Carla got together. Bridget got mad that she was left out and fucked him next." Ben nodded. Now came the new info and he was here for it. I just sighed and let Beth run the class.
"Then Jenn practically raped him in public," Beth said, getting up off the floor and collapsing into the throne of the big armchair between Ben and me.
"That is not what happened..." I tried to interrupt.
"Dude, she sucked your cock in a school hallway. The rest is just details." Beth laughed. I could not resist, and reached out to stroke at her breast nearest me. The nipple hardened instantly in response as I squeezed her pretty handful.
"About a day or so after that, he got to have Bridget and Petra at the same time," sighed Beth, arching her back forward to thrust up her tits.
"Both of them? Together?" Ben asked. He might have sounded more worshipful if he was not distracted by reaching out and toying with Beth's other boob, pinching, tugging, and teasing at its nipple intently.
"Bridget got her threesome," Beth purred. "Now, I am getting mine."
"But I'm out of suspects," he muttered. It was a little hard to hear him because he had leaned over the arm of the chair and replaced his fingers on Beth's nipple with his lips. That made me a little grumpy because I had had thoughts in that direction, and while I still have my own breast to play with, I was not sticking my face that close to Ben's.
Instead, I let my hand trail down Beth's belly and in between her legs.
Beth smiled at me as my fingers tangled in her bush. "Well, he really had been chasing after Poppy, but Alistaire isn't very smart you know, so he ended up fucking Miss Manning instead," she groaned.
"Who the thwuck ith Mith Mannwing?" Ben asked, her nipple still in his mouth.
"Sorry. That's her maiden name. Poppy's mom," Beth said blandly.
Ben sat bolt upright, Beth's nipple pulled from his lips with an audibly wet plop. "Dude? Mrs. Fields?!?" He shook his head and said, almost as if he felt hurt, "I am not worthy to be in the room with you, man. Fuck." He actually was hurt!
"Oh baby," Beth crooned reassuringly, "get real. You are still having your moments of awesome. Right now, you are having a threesome after all."
"With a very pretty girl," I added, sliding out of my seat to the floor in front of Beth.
"A spectacularly pretty girl," Ben added, perking up at both the encouragement and Beth's hand finding its way back to he penis.
"But yeah, the MILF was pretty epic," Beth sighed as I spread her legs slowly. I had been glad to get down here first, before Ben got any other ideas ahead of me, but now that I was here, I was going o take it slow. "But unfortunately, Poppy caught them in mid-fuck."
"Oh shit!" Ben gasped. "And you are still alive?"
"She was not a happy bunny," Beth said about Poppy. "And it sure put an end to our hero's parental intercourse."
I leaned in and nuzzled Beth's snatch, which was already wetter than I ever remember it being, even right after a good fucking. I was also enjoying the story. Beth was giving the TLDR a whole lot more entertainingly than I could have.
"So that's it?" Ben gasped. He gasped because Beth had just tugged him to his feet, using his dick as a handle.
"No," Beth said matter of factly. "He's fucking Poppy now, too."
"But... how?!" Ben asked plaintively. He got no answer from either Beth or me, since both our mouths were fully occupied. My tongue was now buried inside Beth, and her mouth had finished burnishing my ego and was now burnishing Ben's cock once more.
Ben just sighed, took his victory, and reached down to fondle Beth's breasts some more. She hissed happily, and I wasn't entirely sure whether it was the way he pinched her nipples or the way I was circling her clit without quite touching it.
Yes, I was looking upward to watch what Ben was doing, and the way she had his tip in her mouth. That gave me an idea, however. I was suddenly interested to see what Beth looked like if she came with a cock in her mouth.
I ended the teasing phase. Beth was more than turned on enough to come anyway, and I wanted to see this. I softly encircled her clitoris with my lips and tickled it firmly with my tongue. I watched closely as Beth's eyes widened and she moaned loudly. But she kept Ben's dick in her mouth. He in turn moaned at the vibrations transmitting into him.
Did I just stimulate Ben? Let's not think about that.
I lashed now at Beth's clit, and slid two fingers inside her, letting them seek her favorite places. Beth finally had to release Ben from her mouth, her moans were becoming so urgent, but she kept jacking him earnestly. Ben was loving it, by clearly not able to come again, not quite yet.
Then Beth threw herself backward in the chair, her moans swinging into a wildly higher register and I felt her begin to spasm. I kept up the stimulation, letting off my pace just enough to draw out her final pleasure.
Ben saw her beginning to come and dropped to a knee beside the chair. He dove his head down to Beth's chest and sucked hard on an achingly erect nipple. She grabbed his head, screamed out, "This is amazing!" and bucked her hips up against my face.
Seconds later, she collapsed like a ballon with the air let out. Her powerful legs flopped loosely like noodles, and she panted desperately. Ben just kept happily suckling on her boob. I straightened up and surveyed her disarray. She smiled at me, then pushed Ben off her breast and pulled his head up to kiss her.
They made out for a bit while I watched, doing nothing more myself than stroke Beth's lovely knee. Then Ben stood up and reached for Beth's hand. "My turn to have a snack," he said, and Beth giggled. Ben pulled backward and lay himself on the rug on the floor. Beth grinned at me. "He took a little encouragement to understand the importance of eating pussy, but he has since fully bought in," she said, standing over Ben's face.
"You didn't want to, dude?" I asked, genuinely incredulous. "Eating pussy is the best!"
Beth just snorted.
On the floor, Ben looked like he felt a little vulnerable. "Hey! I was just, uh, making you wait for it," he said to Beth.
She only knelt down, straddling his face, and looked into his eyes. "Sure, baby. Sure," she chuckled. But I could tell from her face that she was very much expecting that she was going to love Ben's efforts.
Wait, would she enjoy his efforts more than mine? Let's not think about that either.
But I did, dammit.
As Beth settled a little lower, Ben reached up and grabbed her rock-had ass in both hands and massaged, lifting his face to meet her lowering snatch. His eyes looked up along Beth's body to her face.
And then he was looking up at the bottom of my ball sack, because Beth reached out and tugged me closer until she could slip my tip into her mouth again. I was also a ways from even thinking about coming again, but I was soon gasping from the intensity of Beth's assault on my cock. Whatever Ben was doing down there, it was being well-received, and I was a beneficiary of Beth's once again feverish arousal.
Christ! Was Ben now stimulating me? I was developing quite the list of things to ignore.
We held that little arrangement for a while. I would have liked to have dropped down and given Beth's tasty tatas a little attention as Ben had. However, if I did so, I'd have been dangling my cock and balls perilously close to Ben's forehead, and dude did not deserve that!
So I had to content myself with Beth's idle but expert cocksucking... Sucks to be me, I know.
But when Beth started to get louder and lose control a little, I just stepped back a step or two and watched her face as she came again. She looked absolutely amazing sitting there, riding Ben's face and convulsing wildly. Her mouth shot open wide, her eyes closed, and her back arched, thrusting those titties out in my direction.
A huge wave of ecstasy took her, and as it receded, she opened her eyes and looked into mine. She tried to smile at me, but another wave hit her and her face crumbled into an almost rictus of joy.
How's that for using 'rictus'? It was actually tested for on the last SAT I took. And yes, I know rictus doesn't go with joy, but that's what it looked like.
Beth sagged as the energy spent itself, and her head drooped. Ben actually started struggling after a moment, since I think she was cutting off his air. Beth sensed it instantly and popped hastily off to the side, remaining kneeling. Ben flopped back lazily, a broad grin on his face. He ostentatiously gasped for air, and Beth laughed in response, still breathless herself.
"How was that, Beth? Better than Al?" Ben asked with a crooked grin.
"Yeah," I immediately added. "Who does it better?"
"Oh no, you two," Beth said, wagging a finger at both of us. "I'm not going to make any comparisons. That's not fair to any of us. Trust me, all my switches flipped both times. We have no need for a competition to see who is better."
Ben and I looked at each other. Oh, yeah. It was on from here on out.
I sank to my knees beside Beth and started kissing her myself, letting my tongue explore her mouth. She made approving noises, then made some more as I cupped a breast in my hand and squeezed.
Then Beth made more approving noises, and I realized it was because Ben had struggled off his back and has massaging her ass. Beth broke our kiss and sighed, "Oh yes, this is working out really well..."
I leaned in to resume kissing her, but instead, Beth shifted and dropped to her hands and knees before me. Well, hand and knees, as her other hands grasped my cock and once again she started looping her tongue around my glans. Her hand stroked me softly and I involuntarily pressed my hips forward, sliding my tip in past her lips. Beth just suckled on me happily.
I looked across Beth's back to Ben, and shook my head at him in happy wonder, not quite believing we had been roped into doing this. Ben actually smiled back, ruefully. Then his eyes narrowed and his smile became evil.
I watched as Ben shifted around on the carpet. He kept caressing Beth's ass as his knee shifted her shins further apart on the floor. He looked into my eyes challengingly as he knelt between her legs and took his cock in his hand. He rubbed it all over that sweet ass of Beth's, then tugged downward and between her legs. He rubbed it up and down her snatch, teasing Beth mercilessly. His gaze at me, however, made it clear that he was teasing me too.
I'd have objected and demanded a discussion over who got to go first, but what Beth was doing to my cock right then just could not have been interrupted.
Then Ben grabbed both Beth's ass cheeks in a firm grip and began to push inside her. Again I felt Beth's satisfaction surrounding my own cock as Ben slid into her. Beth released her non-bracing hand from my cock and slid it around me to cup my ass. She gently pulled me toward her, driving my cock all the way into her mouth. She released me and I slid back partially out, before she pulled me back toward her again. It was not a rhythm to match the steady strokes Ben was driving into Beth, but it was clear what she wanted.
Because of her uncomfortable gag reflex, I usually let Beth take full control with a blowjob, controlling where my cock was, and how deep. But this time, I carefully rested one hand aside her head and started fucking her face—gently, and slowly to be sure, but I was fucking her in the mouth. Her lips opened and closed around my penetrating cock as she alternated between sucking and breathing.
I'll give Ben this, he just stayed on task. He slid in and out in deep strokes and with all the precision of a metronome.
Suddenly, Beth popped me out of her mouth and twitched that ass enough to dislodge Ben. We both were startled and momentarily at a loss. Beth just rose up, smiling at me as she did so. Then she turned around, trading looks with Ben as well, and sank immediately back down to suck his cock, sodden with her own juices, into her mouth. She tickled at his balls and slurped merrily.
And she shook that amazing ass at me.
I smiled at Ben, made sure he got a good look at my size as I pointed it downward and into Beth, and narrowed my gaze at him as I shoved into her. I felt her quiver around my cock as it penetrated her. I pulled back and drove in again, deeper. Again I pulled back, then I sank myself completely into Beth.
"Oh Fuck! This is amazing," I groaned, letting my eyes close and my head roll back as I stroked into her.
"Verily," intoned Ben, dropping back to the Arabian Nights schtick, even though it was Rachmaninov'sPiano Concerto No. 2 that was playing. "It is good to be kept within the Big Dick Harem."
I snorted briefly. Beth, who was otherwise occupied, merely waved a thumbs up. Point to Ben.
Beth had similarly encouraged Ben and he was also fucking her face, just as carefully as I had been before.
And for a while, the three of us fucked like that, Ben and I grunting happily and Beth making a variety of inarticulate noises that Ben and I could both recognize as happy ones.



"Christ, this is too good," Ben grunted at last, "I think I'm gonna come soon!"
"Me too," I nodded, breathlessly. I was finding it hard to keep my strokes from becoming frantic.
Again Beth twisted free of us both. "Not yet!" she gasped. "Not yet. I don't know about you, but I'm having too much fun for this to end yet." She struggled to her feet and dashed across the space to the big wooden table they had moved in to keep instruments on, and climbed onto it.
Ben and I followed, instinctively keeping the table between us like a comfortable barrier. Beth smiled as we flanked her, since that was what she wanted. She spun around to lie across the table on her back, her head dangling off the edge in front of Ben, while her legs reached out, wrapped around my hips, and pulled me closer.
I eagerly pressed the end of my cock against her lips and slid once more inside Beth. I sank into her easily and resumed fucking her. The shift and the new situation had reset me, and I was happy to realize that I was going to let go for a while yet. Not a long while, but a while.
Once I was once more ensconced within her, Beth leaned her head back and guided Ben's cock over her face. She started licking at his underside and kissing it. I could not keep my eyes off the spectacle, even if Ben's bobbing wang was in the center my view. But Beth was absolutely killing it with what she was doing. Despite the fact that I was repeatedly burying myself deep in Beth's tight, glorious pussy, I found I was jealous of Ben!
I looked up at his face, to see how much he was enjoying the insane oral attention that he was receiving, and he was staring down at my cock plowing in and out of Beth. From this angle, he had a pretty good view. I was immediately certain that he was in turn jealous of me!
Beth sucked him into her mouth, tickling the base of his shaft. Ben suddenly found himself fucking her face again, slowly... delicately. He shuddered. For my part, I was shuddering again too, Beth was clenching down on my invading member like never before.
I leaned forward, not slowing my thrusts, and clasped a delicate, wobbling breast. Ben leaned forward as well and caressed the other.
I looked at him. "Yep. Still not going to last long like this," I gasped.
"Me either," Ben replied.
I straightened up and just went for it, slamming into Beth with all the depth and force I could muster. Match this, fucker.
After a moment that felt simultaneously like an instant and an eternity, Beth slipped Ben from her mouth again, pressed his dick against her face while jacking the base, and began to come around my impaling cock. She moaned against Ben's dick and thrashed her hips against me. I fucked her even harder.
Ben rocked back a few inches and Beth's hand was a blur on his shaft. Ben grunted and gasped for almost a minute before he suddenly came. And man, did he come. He shrieked like a girl, but what he did was not remotely girly. A huge rope of jizz erupted from his tip and arched out over Beth, slapping down in a sticky, wobbly line from her cheek and jaw, down her neck, and across her upper chest, before ending in a huge glob on the curve of a quavering breast. I yanked my hand quickly away from ground zero.
A second blast erupted, tracing a similar course. My eyes widened at the spectacle, even as I kept thrusting. Then Beth opened her mouth. Ben jizzed again, less powerfully this time, but that just meant that most of the equally copious production landed around and right inside her mouth! Beth kept right on jacking Ben, and he managed a final, comparatively meager spurt. It missed her mouth, but I saw another drop from earlier drip past her still open lips. Then she closed her mouth and visibly swallowed.
What the actual fuck? Beth had never swallowed a drop of my cum, and been quick to spit any out that accidentally ended up in her mouth. Had she been swallowing Ben's?
But Ben looked as equally thunderstruck as I was. So this was...
My dick decided it had had about enough of my thinking about... anything at a time like this, and cut that shit off like a light. My conscious thought evaporated as I suddenly felt nothing except my spume erupting inside Beth in wave after wave. God, I came hard. And I kept hammering into Beth, despite the post-orgasmic overstimulation, and was rewarded by a final, loud, back-arching orgasm from our sultana.
I gasped to a halt, looking down. Beth still had Ben's dick in her hand, and he was staring down at her too, both of us with amazed expressions on our faces. At which point, Beth actually licked her lips!
"Sonofabitch," Ben and I said in unison so perfect, we might had rehearsed it.
Beth giggled, then looked up at us mockingly. "What?" she asked. "It's not that bad, I guess." Her eyes hardened. "But don't get used to it, guys."
*
Ben and I sat across from each other in a booth in the Tuck. Beth had biffed off to buy more fries with an incredible spring still in her step, that amazing ass dancing almost involuntarily as we watched her go.
"Dude," Ben said miserably. "I think we fucked up."
I just hung my head and sucked mournfully on my shake. "Yeah," I sighed. "She's never going to let either one of us fuck her by ourselves again, is she?"
"Sucks to be us," Ben grumped.
We were both still laughing hysterically when Beth returned.
—————
Thanks for coming back for Alistaire's further adventures! As always, I appreciate your votes, your favorites, and especially your comments!
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Bridget lay flat on her stomach on her dorm room floor, her face buried in a pillow to muffle her own screams of delight. I lay atop her, her sweet round ass pressing against my stomach as I drove myself into her pussy with the desperation of a guy who was on the verge of climax and knew this would be the last time he ever came inside his partner.
Somehow, the two of us had decided upon saying our sexual farewells in Bridget's dorm room. We had never so much as made out in there before, and it seemed appropriate to try someplace new for our last time. Mostly, it had worked out great, but we had, in the space of a few thrusts on our first round of actual intercourse, discovered that dormitory beds appeared to be actively engineered to squeak like a rusty vault door if used for sex, and the rest of our various rounds of coupling had been on the floor.
But now, cocks had been sucked, pussies had been eaten, and the brains had been fucked out of both of us in several positions. We were exhausted, which says a lot, since Bridget and I are both in excellent aerobic condition, and we were ravenously looking forward to dinner too. We could not miss either our final meal as students, nor the headmaster's Senior Cigar Sendoff afterward. And so, I slammed into Bridget for all I was worth, desperately trying to hold back my orgasm until I felt her give way beneath me so that we could climax that last time in unison.
To be honest, I was wishing that she would just go ahead and come already.
The feeling of my cock stroking into her was amazing, and I knew it was stroking her in very most favorite interior spot. I knew it well, but even if I had not, the way she writhed beneath me was ample evidence.
And I could not stop myself. I hissed, "I'm coming, dammit!" With a groan, I let myself go and felt the rush of semen blast forth from me. I was surprised after our marathon that I had that much volume to give. Beneath me, Bridget's whole body spasmed. Her pussy grabbed my cock in wild, ragged spasms, and her hands against the floor pushed up so violently that she nearly managed a push-up with me on top of her. Her face made good use of the muffling pillow as she yelled wild, incoherent words into it, still loud, but hopefully not enough to be heard beyond her walls.
I tried to keep going, not wanting it to end. I managed a few, feeble, final thrusts, but that was all I could muster. I felt my body sag, and I pulled us over onto our sides, so I would not drop my whole weight on Bridget. We spooned there, my cock still inside her, but it was softening fast, and soon I would never be inside her again.
Bridget sagged as well. She tossed the pillow aside and muttered, "Jesus-Fuck, Alistaire! I didn't think you were ever going to come. It was killing me, waiting for you!"
"Wait," I said, starting to laugh. "You were waiting for me? I was waiting for..." We both giggled uncontrollably for a moment, and then I was weeping uncontrollably.
My exhausted body, so recently wrung out by a marathon of sexual gymnastics, now shuddered in sobs. Tears dripped down and over Bridget's naked shoulder where I buried my face. My dick gave up the ghost and shriveled its way completely out of Bridget.
I felt Bridget crying too. "How," she sobbed, "are we crying after such amazing sex?"
"Because I'm not crying about sex," I sniffled. I hugged her, trying to keep my hands away from any erogenous zones, which was hard with Bridget. I gave up, and slid away from her, just enough to not touch her. She rolled over and we stared at each other.
"I'm crying about... endings... about changes," I said. "Look, you and I will always be friends, right? That's obvious," I said, and she nodded, eyes bright in reply. "We will text. We will email. We will even talk on the phone," I went on. "And we will probably meet up at Alumni Day reunions. But that will just be 'catching up', or 'checking in'." I took a deep breath. "I kills me to face it, but I have to. The chances are very good that the two of us will not ever even be physically in the same state for more than a day or so for the rest of our lives, Bridget! I will never have you in my life the same way again... the way that was most important to me... The way that I so desperately needed."
I looked at her brow furrow a little. "I'm talking about what you have meant to me and my life for the last four years, not the last eight weeks. I owe all or at least part of everything that I am to my friendship with you. I owe the shape I'm in, and the way I dress, and how well I handle friendships to you, Beth, and Carla. And yes, I also owe the insane sexapalooza my life has become... to you."
Bridget snorted, her own mood lightening at that. "You had a good head of steam going on that before you and I first..."
"Not what I mean," I laughed. "I mean that your friendship, and the friendships you helped me build with other people, guys and girls alike, made this possible for me... Made all my life possible for me." I stopped and looked her in the eye. "And tomorrow, I will get a piece of parchment that will mark the official amputation of my best friend."
Bridget looked at me, fresh tears on her face. "I get that same parchment tomorrow too, you know," she said.
"I know," I cut in, whining now. "But you made..."
"Shut up, Al," Bridget snorted. "You changed me too. You have, throughout our four years here, always been just what I needed. When I was a freshman, and I was the Next Big Thing on the Cross-Country team, I was a cocky little bitch who got no respect from the older girls. I didn't even know if I wanted to stick with running. But running with you, talking to you about running... I don't know, being your 'mentor' kept my own mind straight and made my motivations stronger."
"And you taught me that guys are humans, honestly," Bridget went on. "From you, and the open, honest, dependable, fun way you were always there for me, I truly understand how much I can expect to have good male friends, with or without sex."
We looked at each other for a moment.
She snickered. "And I'm just going to say it: once we firmly established the value of a friendship that wasn't going to ever be about sex... You showed me just how mind-blowing sex can feel."
"Yeah," I dead-panned. "I guess, now that you mention it, I will probably miss the sex too..."
She threw her pillow/gag at me. "Come on, asshole," she said, sitting up. "We have to get dressed before we start missing the sex too much and miss dinner instead."
We cleaned ourselves up as best we could and got dressed. But we couldn't quite bring ourselves to part quite yet. We sat apart in the room, in approved inter-dorm visitation manner, with at least three of our feet on the floor at all times, and indulged ourselves in a final bull session.
I suddenly found myself relaxed. The grief, well and truly expressed, was fading to the dull background ache it would forever remain. Bridget was my last 'goodbye'. There had been no way I would have allowed it any other way.
Poppy, the last girl I had hooked up with, was also my first goodbye. We said our wordless farewell (which actually involved a lot of words shouted at the top of our lungs) at her home near the school. Again, beds are just the absolute best when it comes to sex. I highly recommend that you pick one up.
Jenn and I ended up where we began. I met up with her, as we had planned, late one evening. She surprised me by actually wearing a skirt, instead of her ubiquitous corduroys. She hauled me, laughing down the basement corridor to the once again locked entrance to the Science Annex. There, she showed me that she had worn the skirt for a reason, and I fucked her silly against the wall in the alcove, almost fully clothed but right there in a public, if out of the way, hallway. It was such a scary rush, even though we did not even get close to being caught that time.
Carla and I, of course, had no last hurrah. But we did have a long, long lunch, sitting by ourselves in the dining hall. Yeah, I cried for that one, too. The only other time I got teary was two days before graduation, with Adam of all people. I felt bad once or twice, in those waning days that neither Adam nor Trey had gotten swept up like Ben had in the sexual insanity of my final months at school. I guess, as with all good D&D campaigns, they needed to do a better job of developing their characters if they wanted the experience...
Much as Ben and I both lobbied for it to be otherwise, we were denied. Our final hurrahs with Beth were at the same time.
Sigh.
Petra and I did manage once or twice to step out on Bridget, as it were. The sex between just the two of us was awesome each time. But it lacked the connection I'd had with my other fellow students. She and I just did not have the social history I had with the others. But whatever she decided about her bisexuality, and I got the impression from Bridget that that was very much still an open question for both of them, I was left with no doubt about Petra's affection for dick...
Bridget and I kept on talking, but we were thinking that I really need to go. Just because we were cleaned up, we were not necessarily showered up, and that was very important before we went and partied with the rest of the class and the faculty. I was about to leave, when Bridget's door banged open, and Jenn surged into the room.
Bridget and I looked at each other in good-humored horror. We had just engaged in a multi-hour tour de sex in her room, and neither of us had remembered to lock the door!
"Bridget!" Jenn began, as she burst through the door. "I'm looking for... Oh, you're here Alistaire." She blushed a little. Then her eyes widened. "Oh God! I'm sorry! Were you guys about to, uh, say goodbye?"
While Jenn was pretty much in the loop on everyone I was horsing around with, she had heretofore held herself a little more aloof than most of the rest of my special friends, even Poppy. I realized suddenly that I had not once been in the same room with Bridget and Jenn that spring.
"No," Bridget said, stretching idly. "Alistaire just finished making me walk funny for a day or so."
Jenn snorted. "Heard that." She paused awkwardly. "Hey, Bridget... sorry." She searched for words, which was fucking rare for Jenn. "This is pretty awkward... you know, being part of a whatchacallit, a harem I guess, isn't it?"
Bridget laughed. I swiftly and sternly cut in, "I do not have a harem. I have a board of governor's! Bridget and Beth have the harems."
"Ignore him, it's usually safest," Bridget said, climbing off her bed. "I should have made sure we talked more, Jenn, before we got here, to the end of all things. Welcome to the Sisterhood of Alistaire's Traveling Penis," Jenn laughed in surprise. "The secret handshake is fist bump, handshake, high five," Bridget added dryly.
Jenn wordlessly executed the set of gestures (that Bridget had just invented... I think) flawlessly. "Wait," she said. "You have a harem, Bridget?"
"Co-ed," I observed, not liking how easily I still got talked about like a lab animal whenever multiple women who knew me talked together. "Me, and Petra."
Jenn, shrugged. She already knew that Petra and I had been together, and she knew that Petra and Bridget had dated, though I don't think I had ever let on about the threesomes. I hadn't wanted to look like I was fishing for one with Jenn and Poppy. I retrospect, I should have fished. "Ok, I knew that, but can you have a co-ed harem? Anyway, I had not heard that Beth liked girls," Jenn said in surprise.
"Ha!" I snorted. "She most certainly does not. I begged."
"I was talking about Beth's BDH," Bridget said. A week ago, none of us would have told tales like this, but any remaining discretion was fading with the hours left in our school lives.
"BDH?"
"She calls Ben and me her Big Dick Harem," I laughed. I found it interesting that I was quite amused and comfortable at being described as being part of someone else's harem, but I did not like the idea that I had one myself.
"Wait," Jenn said, suddenly talking to me, her eyes narrowed. "Don't tell me Ben is hung like you!"
"I understand he does very well for himself," laughed Bridget, who had not shown any interest in first-hand knowledge.
"Having seen it up close and much more personally than I still am comfortable with," I chuckled, absently pulling out my phone, "he's plenty big. Speaking of Ben, I've got to track him down."
ME: Dude. Where are you?
BEN: Hanging out by the pond with Adam and George. Why?
ME: Looking for you. Going to be there long?
The text I really wanted to send was, 'Why are you wasting time hanging with that douche, George?', but the douche in question might have seen it when it hit Ben's phone.
BEN: Be here a little while longer. Dunno. What's up?
ME: Nothing. I may swing by.
"Ben's hanging out by the pond," I told Bridget. "I've got some shit to give him, but I'll wait for later tonight."
"Well, I'm still sorry to interrupt you guys' goodbyes," Jenn said, and excused herself swiftly.
Bridget watched the door close, then started laughing. "I'm guessing she came here to see if I knew where you were because she's horny and looking to scratch an itch." Bridget nudged me with her elbow. "Do you want to chase her down?"
I looked quite seriously at Bridget. "You are the last goodbye. There was never any way that it wasn't going to be you."
"So now she is off to get a good look at Ben to decide if he is Scratch-Worthy," Bridget chortled.
"I know," I said, picking up my stuff. "That's why I told her where he is."
Bridget slapped me on the ass. Hard.
"Hey! They are both my friends. I look out for my friends."
I would never again get laid as a high school student. But as it turns out, Ben would...
*
When I got out of the shower, I was a text notification on my phone. Still dripping in my towel, I picked it up.
MARY: Hey, when is your graduation?
ME: Tomorrow. Yours?
MARY: This morning.
ME: CONGRATULATIONS {Sent with confetti}
ME: So, how are things with you? Got a guy in the picture?
I was suddenly very interested in Mary's current love life. I hoped the fact that she was texting me was a good sign that she did not have one.
My phone binged again, and a picture appeared. It was very nice shot of Mary and Maddie, flanking Carrie Croenke in the middle. They wore their graduation robes hanging open, revealing very short, very cleavalicious white dresses underneath. The three had their arms around each other and were grinning happily.
ME: I hope we here have as much fun tomorrow
A few minutes passed as I dried my hair.
MARY: Notice what's not in that picture?
ME: Not sure...
MARY: Any guys
*
The dinner that night for the Seniors was mediocre, as the school's food always was, but it was a much higher cut of mediocre than usual.
Afterward, we all walked over to the headmaster's back yard for the traditional graduation smoking of cigars. It was a tradition dating back to before the school was co-ed. I think a number of girls were suddenly pining for the days of Male Privilege once they found themselves having to light up under the Old Man's eye. I had never seen human beings literally turn green about the gills before that night...
After that, we all trooped back to unwind in the common rooms of our dorms. We were emotionally both keyed up and exhausted, so it was generally an early night. I'm not saying a certain amount of contraband alcohol and pot did not get drunk or smoked, but everyone was low-key about it. It would not have done to get busted with twelve hours to go.
The next morning dawned with parents and families crowding onto campus and milling around Graduation Courtyard. I swung by to see my parents and grandparents before the ceremony, but did not stay long. The school had us doing a last-minute, supplemental rehearsal, since the first rehearsal two days ago had been such a shitshow.
The graduation went off without a hitch. Our class speaker was hilarious and engaging. Our commencement speaker was the father of a girl in our class, a semi-famous novelist. He was... less hilarious and engaging.
Afterward, we all mingled, parents and graduates alike, with the teachers milling nearby. Later that evening, there would be the traditional after graduation party with the students and faculty. It would not be the debauch it allegedly used to be, before the legal drinking age went up, but the school did very specifically tell parents that if we attended, there would very likely be alcohol brought in by us. And since we were all now alumni, not students, that was on us, not the school. As long as things were kept to a dull roar, the cops tacitly left the Commencement Party alone. No police officer wants the heat of busting a party with a scattering of billionaire's kids.
Ten members of our class, whose parents were apparently manufactured by Sikorsky, were denied permission to attend and would therefore hate their parents forever.
I got caught up in the after commencement crowd and separated from my parents. When I tracked them down, I kind of freaked for a moment. My mom was chatting happily with Poppy's mom, Sloane!
Hoo boy.
I had not spoken to Sloane since the day we had fucked, and then got caught fucking by Poppy. Even 'better', I now realized that Poppy was standing happily next to Sloane and my mother. My father was standing to the side, giving Sloane a good visual going over. At least, I hope he was mentally undressing Sloane, and not Poppy...
I took a deep breath and stepped toward them. Mom and Sloane were laughing as I approached. "There you are," I said. "We did it Poppy!"
"Done and dusted," she replied and we shared a solemn fist bump. "You know my mother, don't you, Alistaire?"
She fucking emphasized 'know'. I winced. Sloane's eyes widened slightly. Then she cut her eyes at Poppy for just a moment. And she smiled. I did not like the look of that smile.
"It is interesting to hear where you live," she said to my mother, continuing their conversation. "Poppy's father is taking her brother on a fishing trip to Montana this summer for his eighteenth birthday. I plan on taking Poppy to the beach with me for a counter-vacation. I'm looking at the coast near you. Do you recommend it?"
"Oh heck yes," my mother enthused. "It is a little far for us for frequent day trips unfortunately. But it is one of the best beaches I know anywhere. Not too over-developed. At least not yet."
"Well, if we choose there, Poppy can contact Alistaire. I usually rent a larger VRBO than we need. If he'd like, he can come stay with us and enjoy the beach. The two of them can have one of those 'Alumni Meetups'." She looked at me. "Poppy does have your number, right, Alistaire?"
"I do, Mom," Poppy put in with an edge to her voice. But there was a twinkle in her eye.
Moreover, I thought I saw a twinkle in Sloane's eye too.
Christ.
If that visit were to happen, it had the potential to be an apocalyptic shit show.
There was no way I would not go.
My father nudged me aside from the ladies. "So you have finally succumbed to The Name, huh Al? I did my best for you, but it seems like half the school is calling you Alistaire."



"It started as kind of a joke, Dad," I said easily. "But yeah, I think I have finally embraced it."
"Yeah? Well if you get a chance to go spend time at the beach with that girl, and hell, with her mom too for that matter, you better 'embrace' that, too!" Dad chuckled.
*
Once the eight millionth picture had been taken, the last dry cookie or cake had been eaten, and a couple hours of grumbly packing up of vans and SUVs had been completed, the parents went off to celebratory dinners where they rejoiced in not having to pay prep school tuition any more. Most colleges are actually cheaper....
The students who were going to the post commencement extravaganza gathered in groups and started Ubering over. Virtually all the faculty was going as well, and they mostly carpooled. Those that did drive put their keys in a lockbox until the next morning. There were no restrictions on the faculty drinking in front of us that night.
The party was centered around a huge tent in the middle of a field, both rented for the occasion. The crowd spilled out onto the surrounding grass as well, which was illuminated by soft lights hanging from tethered helium balloons overhead. There was even one of those ultra-fancy portable restrooms to use. Better yet, they even hired an attendant to keep it clean, who I very much hoped was being paid like a CEO for the evening.
The food was carefully not provided by our dining hall staff, and was thus pretty damned good.
I spent a lot of the early evening with a truly random assortment of my classmates and favorite faculty. For instance, Mr. Yardley, who was 27, one of the youngest faculty, and a favorite of mine if not everybody's, dragged me into playing Hackey Sack for half an hour with four guys with whom collectively I had conversed for about nine hours in the preceding four years.
We succeeded in having a great time, and in proving that we all sucked at Hackey Sack, except for Mr. Yardley. I'm not sure that I knew his first name was George until that game.
My father is awesome, even if he is an old horndog who insists on checking out my classmates and their mothers right in front of my own. As he and Mom were taking their leave, he had handed me six disposable mylar flasks of good Mount Gay rum. That put me in possession of one of the highest-quality, most politely concealable supplies of booze in my class.
I had distributed them as soon as I got to the field to my various friends or groups of friends. Coke never tasted so good.
As the evening passed, and I grew tired of hanging out with classmates who had never given a shit about me before we graduated, I set out to find those people, male or female, who actually had mattered to me. I saw Jenn and Poppy in the distance, and started toward them.
"Alistaire," I heard behind me. I turned to see Ms. Green waving at me, a microphone in her hand. Why the mic?
"Yes ma'am?" I asked as she approached.
"It's Nancy," she chuckled. "If you call me ma'am or Ms. Green ever again, I'll break your arms."
I was actually little taken aback by the casual, good-natured ferocity of that comment. "Yes m... Yeah, sure, Nancy. Sorry," I managed, keeping my arms intact for the moment.
"That's okay," she laughed. "This is your first Commencement Party, just like it is mine. But they keep telling me that this is our first opportunity to act like fellow adults, not teachers and students. How many teachers have you called by their first name tonight for the first time, after all?"
I actually stopped to think about that for a moment. "Three?" I said, uncertainly.
"That's all?" Ms. Green exclaimed. "Have you been avoiding us?"
"Not at all," I replied. I shrugged. Old habits die hard, and I had not even tried with most of them. I laughed inwardly. I could no more have walked up to the headmaster that evening and called him by his first name than I could have greeted the Queen of England with 'How's tricks, ya' old cunt?' Still, Ms. Green... Nancy was only twenty four. She'd be good practice.
"You are laughing to yourself," Nancy said, pointing out my rudeness.
"I'm sorry Nancy. I was just imagining saying to the headmaster, 'Hey Rocky, how's the fundraising going?'"
She nodded at my emphasized use of her name. I raised my clear Solo cup of Coke spiked with rum. She raised her own plastic glass to touch mine and she finished off whatever wine she had in it. She turned toward a nearby trash can and tossed the cup into it in a high arch. She pumped her fist as it sank right in the center of the can. If I remembered correctly, she had coached the girls' thirds basketball team that winter.
"Nice," I said. "I'd have missed that by a mile. So what's up with the microphone?"
"Do you remember the new podcast Rocky wanted me to start about the school?" Nancy asked. "Thanks for helping me find some useful and willing technical help, by the way. Well, I'm surprised to find that I've really gotten into it, and so here I am at the party with a recorder."
"You are working tonight?" I said in mock horror. "I thought the whole point of tonight's party was that none of you guys are working. That way you can all turn off your 'teacher noses' so you don't have to notice when the Bloodshot Rhinos and their crowd light up whatever dank weed they inevitably will tonight." The Bloodshot Rhinos were a student band that mostly did Bob Marley covers.
"Ugh," Nancy said, making a face. "I wouldn't touch whatever weed those boys procured with a ten foot pole." I thought that was a very interesting way for her to say that, but chose not to pursue it. Weed was not my thing.
"So, what are you doing? Recording the ambient sounds of the party to make it seem like it isn't the debauch that it is?" I asked. Then I teased, "Or are you trying to make it sound like it is more of a debauch than it is?" It honestly wasn't a terribly wild event. There was nice music, a little dancing, a fair amount of moderate, unacknowledged drinking, and a lot of war stories being told.
"No, no. I am trying to get in a few last interviews before I stash this in my car and get on with some serious wine drinking," she said. "I am doing a whole series of episodes on students whose lives have changed profoundly while here. I'm producing them mostly with interviews from those who watched the change. I came over here, because I have been working on an episode on you. I have lots of material, but nothing from you yourself."
Alarm bells went off in my head. "Who have you been interviewing about me?" I asked slowly.
"Well, most of my material is from various faculty. Coach Parvis and Mrs. Sarnioki both actually suggested you as a subject to begin with. But lots of faulty have noticed the changes in you. The name change has everybody particularly interested, Alistaire, especially since it does not appear to be tied to any particular special or embarrassing event." I snorted inwardly at that, a brief vision of Carrie Creonke bent over my mom's car fleeting through my brain. That had been a particularly special event.
"I did talk to a few of your classmates and friends, as well," she went on casually. Uh oh. "I got some good, funny stuff from your friend Trey. He's a sarcastic little shit, but he's quite funny. Just don't tell him I said that."
"Don't tell him he's a sarcastic little shit, or that he is funny?"
"Funny!" Nancy answered with a laugh. "He already knows he's a little shit. But if he hears I thought he was funny, it would go to his head. I also got some nice insights from your friend Bridget."
"Bridget?" I gulped. "She never told me about it."
"She thinks that she is funny too," Nancy smiled. "But she told me a good tale about you two's friendship. It is nice to have a good, long-term, platonic friendship to use to illustrate that they are possible. That said, she is very fond of you. You should have gone for that one!"
I rolled my eyes, for a host of reasons.
"Anyway," Nancy went on, rising her microphone. "Can I get you to talk with me at least a little on mic?"
I shrugged. It seemed the whole thing would be fairly safe.
I started to answer some questions, but Nancy was listening to me with one ear in a headphone. She shook her head. "Damn. I am getting too much background noise here. I wouldn't mind the music, but everything else is making it hard to understand you. Walk with me?"
She turned and headed off across the grassy field. I followed dutifully.
Now look. The woman is hot. Following her was not a hardship. She was wearing a light blue, short sleeved sweater that I could not help but notice pulled tight across her significant chest, and a light green cotton skirt that showed a modest third of her thighs. When she turned away, it revealed itself as being nicely form-fitting, which suited her (and me) because her round little ass was picture perfect in it as she moved.
She kept the earpiece to the side of her head as she walked, her curly mass of sun-bleached hair shoved up out of the way. By the time we got to the edge of the pool of light from the overhead illumination, she stopped and shook her head. "I hope the neighbors don't call the cops! We are actually being fairly loud out here."
I looked around into the darkness. The field the party was in was huge, and there was some heavy woods beyond it in the direction we were headed. You could see the lights of large homes in the distance in all directions, but they were all pretty far away. "We are pretty isolated," I observed.
"I'm only joking," she smiled. "But the noise is still screwing up my sound. How I thought that I could get good interviews tonight, I'll never know."
"Am I the only one you are trying to interview?" I asked, puzzled.
"No. But you are the only person I wanted to interview extensively. The others are just little snippets of sound, and the party atmosphere works for those." Nancy fretted. "Here, I know they don't want us wandering off, but let's just keep walking and we will talk as we move. It'll provide context for the background sounds."
I shrugged. Walking in the dark with her was not my idea of a bad time. And while it would be harder to make out all her fabulous details, I figured I would have an easier time looking closely at them.
The interview was actually entertaining. And thankfully, it did not center on just this last spring, but my whole four years. We would walk, and pause, then walk again in flow with the questions. Sometimes, she would pause the recording and ask me for another try at an answer that I had mangled.
My eyes got adjusted to the dark, and I was able to go back to easily enjoying the view of her beside me. That meant she might have more easily caught me checking her out, but hey, we were just fellow adults now, right?
"I should have gotten a refill before we wandered off," Nancy said, coughing slightly. "Mind?" she asked, and reached out for my rum and Coke. Without waiting for permission, she took a deep swig, and handed it back to me. "Thanks," she said, her throat wetted again. "But you should put more rum in it. It's pretty weak."
"Excuse me?" I meeped.
"Please," Nancy said, rolling her green eyes. She would clearly have been shocked if my cup had contained only Coke.
I pulled my flask of rum out of my deep pocket and added a splash to my half-full cup. She took it from me and tried another sip.
"Getting there," she smiled. "Tastes like good rum, too."
We just walked in companionable silence for a little bit, sharing the drink. We found ourselves on a path through the edge of the woods where there were benches and nature walk information signs that I could not read in the moonlight. Nancy stopped to face me and resume the interview. She was talking now about Track, and the way I had finally won my last race ever. It was a good story, and I enjoyed talking about it. I was not about to share the extra motivation I had had to break that tape, of course, but the memory was boiling my blood behind the scenes.
Also boiling my blood was standing there in front of Nancy. She is the better part of a foot shorter than I, so as I stood and looked down on her while we talked, I had a truly excellent view of the way her breasts swelled the front of her sweater. Jesus, they were nice. And I could stare all I wanted, because they were in the same line of sight as her face.
Nancy lowered the mic and stole another sip of my dwindling Coke. "Can we talk about girls for a bit?" she asked suddenly.
"Excuse me?"
"I was thinking you could tell me about that girl Jenn. Remember when I ran into you two in the basement corridor that night?"
Alarms! Yikes!
"Oh, uh, yeah," I said, as if trying to remember some incidental event. "Yeah, we had been trying to go out to the fields but the door to the Annex was locked at the end. We were backtracking when we ran into you."
"That's the night," Nancy said easily.
"Weren't there rats or something?" I added, unnecessarily and unwisely.
Nancy snorted, then laughed.
"I'm sorry?" I asked, nonplussed.
"Alistaire, please!" Nancy said with an almost teasing tone. She resumed walking and I followed. The mic was still turned off at her side. "I told you I heard noises. And I grew up in Brooklyn. I can damn well tell the difference between rats fighting and a young girl having the very best kind of fun, and a lot of it."
My eyes must have been wide as saucers. I stared at her in shock. And I honestly was still scared somehow.
"And then, when I reached you, I could tell exactly what kind fun Jenn had been having," Nancy laughed, now thoroughly enjoying my discomfort. "Your face absolutely stank of pussy."
"Well," I said at last, after staring at her like I was a stuffed fish for a few seconds, "shit."
She actually cackled. When her hilarity at my spinning brain subsided, she went on. "I was curious, though. Still am. We keep closer track of you kids' romances than you probably think, and you and she were never on the radar."
"I... uh, I was... that night was our only real date, to be honest."
"You went out with that girl once, engaged in oral sex, and never went out with her again?" Nancy asked, but her amusement had suddenly acquired an edge that I very much did not like. I am not some love 'em and leave 'em type. And I sure as fuck didn't want to be seen that way.
"Hey! Um, yeah. That was our only 'date' date. But we definitely kept, um, well, you know, from time to time." God, that sounded bad. "I... we had known each other since freshman year, but I don't think we really were friends until that night, to be honest."
Jesus, were those her nipples tenting up the front of her sweater? From this conversation?
"I, uh, I guess that I have never really had very many 'dates' at all," I said letting every inch of my sheepishness show, "with any of my, uh... with anyone really." I cut myself off quickly, but she caught my wording.
"With any of your...?" Nancy pounced. "Have you actually been with other girls here?"
"Uh..." I said. Damned alcohol. I have a hard enough time not embarrassing myself as it is.
"Man, I wish I could use any of this," she chortled. Then she went back to tease mode. In fact, I watched as she straightened her spine and pushed her shoulders back. She clearly had me busted on where my eyes were really focused. And she was playing into it... I was being tortured, and I was not hating it. "But if you had a string of girls, I'd have expected more public drama during the transitions. As I said, you seemed to have dropped off our radar of kids to watch on the emotional front this whole year, and this spring especially."
I shrugged. "As long as everybody knows about everybody else, and everybody knows up front, then there is no cause for drama. The one time I didn't... well, we fixed the drama, but not before there were tears."
The flirty behavior was gone. I was being examined, and with some skepticism. I just let my gaze on her get more intense. The nipples were getting harder...
I had joked about this exact situation. I had fantasized about it too, but mostly joked about it. But here it was. It was still a ludicrous long-shot, but I was going to try to nail this woman. And I was not going to be timid about it. I had gotten to this point by being crazily, sometimes unconsciously, bold. I had maybe a ten minute window...
"So you are telling me that you were sexing up multiple girls at a time, and they all knew?" Nancy scoffed.
I let the embarrassment fade away and gave her just a one-sided grin. I really did lock my gaze with her eyes. Green eyes really did it for me, come to think of it. "Yep," I said with a little challenge in my voice. I held her gaze, letting the wolf show, just a little.
Nancy looked back into my eyes, unfocusing for a second, then suddenly shaking her head and looking away. She adopted a more relaxed posture, crossed her arms and laughed. "Bullshit," she said merrily. "I mean, I have ample evidence where Jennifer is concerned, but come on." She looked at me, still half-grinning at her. "What could you be doing to make that the remotest possibility?"
Oh fuck yeah! I was going to make her so happy that she asked that question. I was already ecstatic she asked that question. I had to keep from jumping up and down.
"Well," I said, shrugging, "it took me a while to really grasp why things were going so very well, once they got going at all. I asked the same question you just did, often. I was very ignorant, right up until I wasn't," I let the wolf show through again, but just a little. My vision widened from just her eyes, back to taking in her whole torso. "As far as I can tell, the secret of my success, aside from honesty, caring, and a general eagerness to please, is two-fold..."
And I just trailed off. I made her ask.
"Two-fold?" Nancy prompted. Yep, she was more than intellectually curious. She was not sold or eager... but she was curious,
"The first you essentially already know. I am a huge fan of, and I'm told that I am really, really good at... uh..." I actually hesitated this time. Embarrassment crept in a little. "I love cunnilingus," I blurted out. I had almost said, 'I love eatin' pussy.' That would not have struck the right tone.
And she thought that I had blushed when she told me my face stank? She was a raspberry. "Well... ah, I can see that that might be helpful. But still, come on. What do you have to top that?"
I let the wolf out. It really isn't a predatory vibe, so 'the wolf' is probably a bad term, but... I let her see how much I wanted her, how much I wanted to offer her. Girls said I looked primal like this, and not at all safe. If I was going to pull this off, I had better come off as special.
I just looked at her like that for several seconds, then I relaxed and shrugged. "The other one kind of snuck up on me, but apparently it is unusual to have a nine and a half inch cock."
She burst into laughter which she cut off almost immediately when she saw me raise an eyebrow challengingly. I looked at her, watched her think. She was flushed now, on her heels, confused... and very, very horny. The teaser had been ensnared.
It occurred to me that being just a little drunk was working to my advantage. I would never have had the guts to indulge my Male Instinct to this extent. I doubt even my Male Instinct would have had the guts, not with Nancy Green.
But I had had the guts, and unless I was very wrong, I was about to be legendary. Probably only in my own mind, I mean, who would I tell and when? But legendary, nonetheless.
Nancy looked at me with a look of almost defiance. "Put up or shut up, buster! Show me."
We were just a few strides from one of those benches on the edge of the woods. It was dim in the gloom, and would certainly be invisible from inside the island of light where all her colleagues and my fellow freshly-minted alumni partied away. I took her hand softly and led her to that bench. Looking into her eyes, which were alight with curiosity, skepticism, and hopefully hope, I rested my hands on her thighs and pushed the fabric of her light skirt upward as I guided her to a seat.



"Hey! Wait. This wasn't..." she started to object, but I just knelt between her knees. I leant in and kissed a bare thigh. She gasped. "This wasn't what I told you to show me."
"I know," I murmured as I nuzzled her inner thigh, sliding upward just a bit. "But it is what I want to show you." I nibbled gently on her skin, just for an instant, then turned and inhaled the powerful, fresh scent of her crotch. She had clearly not been expecting to get up to anything at a party with ex-students. Her panties were plain, white, and cotton. They still looked amazing. And they absolutely had to go.
I slid my hands up under what part of her skirt still covered her below the waist, tugged at the waistband of those panties, and pulled them gently off. I didn't yank, and I didn't hurry. But I didn't pause or delay. She almost involuntarily lifted her tasty ass upward to help me slide them off. I leant away from her just long enough to get them past her knees, then leaned in again.
The hair of her bush looked lighter than I had expected, there in the moonlight. She was clean-shaven nowhere, and did not sport a bikini trim. But it was neat, groomed, and just fucking glorious.
I nuzzled her, gently at first, then with a little groan of pleasure, I pressed my face harder against her. I let my tongue slip out at last and drag through her nest, hesitantly exploring.
Nancy was at a loss for words, clearly. I stared up at her intently as I nuzzled her, and she just stared back at me in disbelief that I had her doing this. But I saw no hesitation or distress—only anticipatory bemusement.
I slid my hands under her ass and squeezed those soft, perfectly-formed glutes. I let her see the smile in my eyes as I pressed my tongue into her. Her eyes only widened as I probed her delicious depths, already flowing with wetness. I continued to massage her backside, now moving my fingers in time with the gentle probing of my tongue.
The moment I saw her wild eyes begin to soften, I turned my head to the side and began to kiss her around the perimeter of her snatch.
"Oh, hey! Wait. Don't stop," she protested.
"I have no intention to," I growled softly, but with unmistakeable depth. I slid one hand from under her, reluctantly relinquishing my grip on that simply super ass, and stroked her slit with my finger tips. She hissed as I grazed over where her tiny clit nestled, almost invisible, but very firm in arousal.
I turned again and licked that little button, hard. Nancy squirmed and twisted, clearly already trying to remain quiet. I slid one finger, then two, just inside her as I lavished my tongues attention on her bud. She shuddered and I let my fingertips press deeper.
Her hands quit fluttering and found a purchase in the hair atop my head, her fingers clenching gently. I was afraid I was about to get my hair yanked out again, but Nancy clearly knew what worked, and what would have hurt.
As she worked herself atop that bench, giving in to the ride, I wondered why she seemed so utterly hot to me. Of course, there was the whole teacher thing, even though I had never been in a class of hers. There was the whole Achievement Unlocked thing as well. And she was undeniably, objectively hot. Those tits, when I finally saw them, were going to almost certainly be among the best, if not the best I had ever beheld. But she was more than the sum of awesome parts. She fit her skin.
Sloane as like that too, of course, but Nancy's skin was still youthfully flawless.
I assumed that the infatuation would pass, and I would be left perceiving Nancy as possibly a first among equals, but right then, I had my face buried in the crotch of a goddess.
And the goddess was feeling overwhelmed. She tried to hold my gaze as my lips circled her clit and my fingers scouted inside her for the heart of her best spot, but she could not keep her eyes focused for long. She kept hissing and closing her eyes, or rolling back her head and moaning in response to my attentions.
I could have held back. In any other circumstance, I would have let up and teased here and there, letting her extend her enjoyment. But right now, this was a driving blitzkrieg. I wanted to show her that I knew how to overwhelm her and hurl her to heights in a flash.
"Oh fuck!" Nancy gasped. "Fuck!"
"Ahhhh!" she shrieked a little.
"Ahhhh!" she shrieked, fully out loud.
We were a good ways from the party, but it was over an open field...
Both her hands flew to her mouth and she hissed at me, almost desperately, "Quit making me scream!"
I lifted my mouth just long enough shake my head vigorously and retort, "Better cover your mouth."
Then I really went to town.
I think she bit herself to muffle the next scream. I know she did with the one after that. The one that heralded, as if I could not tell from the spasming muscles and quivering flesh against my face, the onset of a truly impressive climax. She kept her hands over her mouth desperately, but someone back at the party had to have heard at least a little something, hopefully not blaringly loud enough to check on.
I kept my fingers twitching inside her, but lifted my face to enjoy the sight of waves of orgasm rippling through her body, before finally fading away. I let my fingers slip from inside her. I rested my hands on her bare thighs and just smiled at her. There was just nothing quite so satisfying, at least in that way.
Nancy's hands collapsed at her side and she shook her head. "Okay. Alright. I get it," she panted. "You do seem to have that down to a... yeah, girls are going to put up with a lot for that."
"I hope I don't make them put up with anything," I said, defending myself.
She just laughed. "But that still was not what I asked to see."
I pressed lightly on her thighs and pushed myself upward. I brought my face right in front of hers. "Can I kiss you?" I asked simply.
"After you just did that, you now ask for consent for a kiss?"
"My face is a little messy," I reminded Nancy.
"Ha!" she chuckled. "I have not had sex since I arrived at this school last June. I am well acquainted with the taste of myself."
That was an interesting image to hold in my mind for later, but right now, I simply smiled and kissed her. Gently, I pressed my lips to hers, but she was still panting, and her lips kept parting. Almost before I knew it, we were seeking out each other's tongues.
I lifted a hand and pressed it against the front of her sweater, feeling the amazing sensation of sinking my fingers into that welcomingly soft flesh. She crooned softly, but only for a moment.
"No, no, no, no, no, no!" Nancy exclaimed. "I told you, that little demonstration was not what I wanted to see. I want to see how much you don't know how to measure cock size." She sat back on the bench with a challenging expression. "Let's take a look!"
I grinned at her, hungrily once again, letting all the feeding my ego had received for two months show in my face. I was smug. I knew it. I was not apologizing. I just stood up between her legs, my shins just brushing the front of the benches seat. I gestured to her. "Be my guest."
She laughed at me. "Cocky bastard," she snorted. Then she actually bit the tip of one fingernail. "Of course, you do seem to have some reason for cockiness..."
She started to run her hands up the front of my jeans, and I simply tugged my shirt up and off over my head. I didn't want it in the way.
"You are going to be pretty embarrassed to be standing here naked when someone comes out here to check on us," she laughed.
"Do you see anyone coming our way in response to your little involuntary outburst?" I asked with a smile. "And besides, I am not naked yet."
She smiled, her initial sexual overwhelming beginning to pass. "True," she said and grabbed at the front of my button fly jeans.
I want to be perfectly clear. I had had no intention of trying to get up to anything sexy at the commencement party. We had all said our goodbyes, right? The night was supposed to just be about friendship.
But I had been out of clean underwear to change into after graduation, and even my dirty stuff was packed and in my parent's rented Escalade. So I had just gone commando.
She tugged my fly open and I sprang out, no underwear for an intermediate reveal.
She made no noise. She certainly said no words. Nancy just froze and stared. And she stayed that way for an intensely gratifyingly long time. These reactions never get old.
"Shit," she said at last. She lifted one hand, hesitantly, then touched me, lightly and quickly, right below my head. I twitched and her hand sprung back.
"It is quite sensitive," I smiled. "But it doesn't mind being touched."
"I'll bet not!" she snorted. Then she shrugged, grabbed my shaft and just snorked several inches of me into her mouth! Her tongue writhed alongside me inside her mouth. I highly approved. She rolled her head around my dick and sucked a bit more of me in. I bumped against the back of her mouth, and it was clear that she had pretty good control over her gag reflex. Was I going to get a new deep throat experience?
Apparently not. She pulsed me in and out of her mouth deeply, but she tried for no more penetration. Instead, after a minute or two of pure bliss, she let go of my cock and popped me free from her mouth. It was very briefly disappointing, until she used her free hands to yank the sweater off over her head. Her bra was a lightweight little thing that seemed utterly insufficient for the job of supporting the delightful globes I saw revealed, but as she popped the front open and discarded it, I saw that they amazingly needed almost no support, only a little control.
Those tits were every bit as good as I (and every other guys at school) (and I'm betting a bunch of the faculty too) had dreamt. They were voluminous without being huge, and certainly not bulbous. The aureoles were round and the size of one ounce gold coins, surmounted by insanely erect but tiny nipples. The tone of them was a soft, light pink that matched her unpolished lips perfectly. And, oh wow, were they firm and bouncy, holding their shape amazingly, considering their mass.
"Woof!" was all I could say. "You have one fucking hell of a reveal, too."
She laughed. "Yeah? I have skills that you might be interested in too."
With that, she grabbed my cock again and pulled it against the soft flesh of a breast. She rubbed my wet, dripping tip over a nipple and pressed it into her softness. "May I?" Nancy asked coquettishly.
I didn't know what she was asking permission to do, but I was all for it. I nodded a bit eagerly for my current persona. She didn't care.
She smiled up at me as she guided my shaft between those finger-achingly amazing mounds, nestling it in her cleavage, then she grabbed a breast in each hand and squeezed them together around me.
The only response I could manage was a wide-eyed, frantic nod of my head. The feel of her tits mashing around my dick was insane, a weird cross between intercourse and a handjob, while being utterly unique. Staring down, the head of my cock stood proud above those mounds, as if bobbing in a sea of tit.
"Come on, Alistaire," she cooed. "Want to fuck my titties with this gigantic dick?"
If anyone can explain me why dirty talk seems wildly more filthily delicious when it is a teacher doing it, I'd like to hear it.
Between the sudden vocabulary shift and sudden new sensations, my alpha control over our situation was out the window for the moment. I was just some desperate little boy, clutching at offered candy.
I wrote before that I was actually pretty sexually sheltered. I had seen only two pornos. Everything I had done in two and a half months of sexual adventurism was based on rumor, very limited research, instructions from more experienced girls, and a lot of improvisation. But I had genuinely never even heard of tit-fucking before that night.
"Holy shit," I breathed as I began to pulse my hips. When I drew them back, my head sank back between her mounds, suddenly caressed by her flesh, and when I pushed my hips forward, my dick swept back upward, throbbing purple helmet bursting back into view. Oh man, it was awesome.
And then Nancy took it up a notch.
"That is such a big dick, Alistaire," she moaned quietly. "I can't believe how it feels driving through my tits, like a big rod of pure sex." Then she tilted her head downward and lifted her boobs a little as she squeezed them together.
Now, at the top of each thrust, the head of my dick was bursting free of her mammary embrace and sliding over her extended tongue! The wet feeling of that drew me and I responded by thrusting even harder. Now, on many passages, I felt my tip just reach and slip between her lips.
I was content to just continue this new and fucking amazing thing, but Nancy suddenly let her grip on her breasts slip and she clutched at my dick directly. Her head bent and she took me into her mouth deeply once more, spit dripping down along my shaft from her mouth..
Despite how good that renewed blowjob felt, I could not help but gasp, pleadingly, "Oh God! Please don't stop what you were doing!" I felt her chuckle around my cock.
"A'm jutht gethin you goob an weth," she struggled to say with my cock still in her mouth. Her hand stroked my length, but clearly more to distribute the copious saliva she was trying to produce.
In moments, I was soaking and she straightened up, slapping my cock loudly back into her cleavage. She grabbed those big, firm, round boobs and mashed together once again. "Fuck me, Alistaire. Fuck my big titties now!"
I could not have held still with a gun to my head, and I began to fuck away with gusto, producing a whole new array of slapping and squelching sounds as I drove my cock into that amazing embrace.
"You really do have a gigantic cock," Nancy ground out through gritted teeth. "It feels so good driving into my tits. It makes my tits feel big as it hides between them." I did my best to hide my dick in there, though one end or the other was always exposed. The only problem, I was dimly aware, was that I was not going to last long like this. This was too new, too amazing.
As if reading my mind, Nancy looked up at me with an intense, almost angry grimace. "You want to come on my boobs, don't you Alistaire? Do you want to spunk all over them?"
Did I ever! I could only nod breathlessly, eagerly as I pumped into those tits.
"Well, you can't. It will make too much of a mess," she teased, doing nothing to stop my efforts. "I bet you would make a big giant mess I can't clean up out here. So you will have to settle for coming in my mouth, Alistaire. That way I can drink every drop of all the hot seed you are going to shoot." She groaned for a moment as I thrust, then bent her head and once more the tip of my dick was sliding up her tongue and just between her lips with each stroke.
It was way too much for me, and I moaned that I was going to come. I think I tried to say it using the filthiest vocabulary I could come up with, to answer her own sudden spate of dirty talk, but it was a hard fail. I did warn her though.
Her breasts fell away from me and her mouth plunged over my cock. Both of her hands clasped me and were jacking hard. She sucked hard on me, and in seconds I was gone.
My ass clenched hard and a spasm spiked up inside my body, setting off fireworks when it hit my overloaded brain. I felt a huge initial gout burst deep into her mouth and she kept jacking me without pause. A second, much weaker blurp followed, with a finishing blast that felt as strong as the first. I sagged in sudden exhaustion, momentarily balancing myself on her bare shoulder.
Nancy carefully licked and sucked my member clean, working a last good dollop of cum from the tip and kissing it away. "Damn, anyone ever tell you that you even taste good?" she observed almost absently.
"I've been told," I grinned. "I can't help but ask, where did all the dirty talk come from?"
She actually blushed at that. "It's not really me, is it?" I didn't know. That's why I asked. "It's just... Look, I love titfucking a guy. It's fun, and I wasn't given these," she said, lifting her saliva-soaked mounds, "to not use them for all sorts of things. But the feminist side of me can't get it out of her head that it seems a little like being used. So I compensate."
"Well, Jesus are you good at both. And I've never done that before," I admitted a little sheepishly. "Thank you."
"Really? Then you have been missing out," Nancy said as I sat down on the bench next to her.
"I have," I agreed. I was a little worried that we were wrapping things up. That would suck, because I did not want to get this far and not fuck this God-damned vision. I leaned over and kissed her. I was hesitant at first, but when she responded, we were soon both probing each other with our tongues.
I lifted my hands and finally put them on her breasts, kneading those amazing tits happily. They were really amazingly firm and springy in my grasp and she leaned into my caress. I twisted my head around and began to nuzzle at her neck, not ceasing for a moment my exploration and stimulation of her boobs.
"Listen," Nancy sighed, grooving to my attentions. "You are not a one and done kind of guy are you? I still need to get fucked."
I smiled into her neck and just placed her hand on my dick, which if it had softened at all, was once again rock hard. She murmured her approval. Nice of her to set aside my worries about how far we were going to go.
I did sit up and half laughed to her. "How can you," I asked, gesturing at the insanely hot body in front of me, "be hard up?"
"Heh, thank you," Nancy smiled. "But yes, it is five days short of a year ago that I moved into that little apartment on the fourth floor of Gorham House. And not a drop of sex since."
"Why?" I begged for understanding.
"When you live on campus as faculty, you don't get off campus much more than students do, you know," she said. "In one way or another, we all work seven days and nights a week. Aside from students and faculty, the only people I know by name in this whole town are one cashier at Target and one cute bartender who I am beginning to fear is gay."
I'll admit I was having a hard time wrapping my head around all this.
"Yeah, so that has left me with the school population to interact with. I don't know if you noticed, but the male faculty here is not straight out of central casting. There are like two guys among the faculty and staff who are doable, and they are both married." She looked at me and smirked, "That has left me and my trusty vibrator with nothing but about five Senior boys to mentally work with all year. Let's just say you caught me at an auspicious point in time." Her eyes ran over me hungrily.
"I've got to know who they were," I said, happy to extend this conversation while my hands were full of perfect tits.
"Davis Reynolds, Tom Welch, Yancy Ethridge, you, and Walter Smith," she replied promptly.
"Wait! Me?" I objected skeptically.
"Why not? You are a tall guy, in shape, kind to people, smart, and funny the few times I ever heard you speak. I like your piercing blue eyes. And that was before you started looking at me with them tonight."
I just shook my head, mostly in frustration. "Until the last few months, most girls here did not know that I existed," I grumbled. "Those that did, even my good friends, did not quite grasp that I had a fucking gender. And you... you of all people, were up in your apartment jilling off to thoughts of me?"
"Well, I could hardly have invited you up," she giggled.
"I don't know," I replied, almost giggling myself. "I am good at keeping secrets."
"Apparently," Nancy snorted. "And let me say, catching you and Jenn that night did nothing to tamp down any fantasies about you."



My cock had been screaming at me for a while to get on with promised things, and this seemed like as good an opening as any to listen to it.
I kissed her again, and then said, "I'd like to make some more secrets to keep."
Nancy looked over across the field. No wanderers could be seen exiting the pool of light marking the party. "Fuck yeah," she breathed. With that, she shoved her skirt down and off, leaving her about as naked as me, our clothes piled on the end of the bench.
I popped off the bench again and knelt once more between her thighs. Nancy slumped down, pushing her hips forward to the edge of the seat. I took my dick in one hand and rubbed its head up and down the length of her slit. She was more than wet, she was dripping. "Do it..." she groaned.
I pressed my hips forward and looked as my helmet nestled inside her. Nancy gently caressed my hip while massaging her breast with the other. I just clasped her hips with both hands and pressed in several inches slowly. Then I pulled back a little and began to work my way deeper. Each thrust went but a little bit further than the last, and I went slowly, teasing both of us with the leisurely nature of my advance.
When I was more than halfway in, I felt her hand on my hip begin to clench. "Christ, there is a lot of you," she gasped. "Get on with it, and give it to me!"
I just grinned and stubbornly kept up my slow exploration. She was so fucking delicious feeling—wet, and tight, and her inner musculature was alive and playfully resistant to my arrival. We both burst out in groans as I at last sank fully into her, our bellies touching.
"Holy shit, I have never felt so full," Nancy gasped. "Just... hold still. Let me enjoy this for a moment." I leaned in, kissed her deeply, probing hard with my tongue, and grasped the breast that she was not playing with herself. I simply kept my cock pressed hard inside her. Then I let it twitch.
She pushed me away a little, then I pushed my way back in. We both groaned again at the sensation and I let my hips begin to move. I explored how I was stroking her, and I could soon tell that this position, though she sure seemed to be enjoying herself, was not going to get her to the finish line. I was enjoying myself, so I rutted into her for a while anyway.
I made myself stop and pulled all the way out. "What... are you doing?" Nancy asked.
"Do you want to run the show, or me?" I asked. She was unsure what I meant. "Top or bottom," I clarified.
"Bottom," she said instantly. "I really need to be fucked right now."
I lifted her up and turned her around to kneel on the bench, bracing herself on the back rest. She looked over her shoulder, amused but enthusiastic that I was so certain how I wanted to proceed. I guided my cock back to her wet slit and this time I slid into her in one smooth stroke. She moaned more than happily as I slid back into her. As my stomach nestled against her perfect backside, I reached under and clutched at those tits. She pushed her hips back against me and I fucked her for a little while like that, bent over and grabbing her like a desperate man. She said not a word and just grooved to my penetrations.
But I still wasn't hitting her right, so I rose up, placing my hands now on that sweet ass and squeezing. That shifted my cock's angle of attack and I began pumping into her more shallowly. That did it. I felt my head stroking away inside her, caressing her where she most wanted it. Nancy got voluble again immediately. "Oh shit, yes. Yes. Just like that," she crooned.
I slid in and out of her, repeating the motion over and over, my cock screaming in its own delight. "Harder," she ground out, and I happily complied. I deepened my thrusts, pileing fully into her again in as long a stroke as I could manage.
It was frankly exhausting and utterly exhilarating as I fucked Nancy... Ms. Green. I might be forbidden to call her that, but you know that, in my mind, I was fucking Teacher...
"Oh fucking fuck, this is so good," she moaned, getting a little louder. I thought about reminding her to keep it down, but we were a long way from the party, the music had gotten louder, she was facing away from everybody, and... mostly I just wanted to see how loud I could make her scream.
"You like this?" I gasped. "Is this doing it for you? I could try something else," I teased.
"Don't you stop anything," she gasped. "Don't you... ung, change a... oh fuck... thing!" In moments, she added, "Keep it up! I'm almost... I'm almost there!" She panted and grunted as I stroked her insides. "I'm... I'm..." she keened, and then moaned at the top of her lungs, her hips bucking suddenly backward against me. I let myself go and stroked into her in shorter, quicker thrusts, fully in her depths. In moments, before her cries faded, I was pumping my cum inside her, gasping loudly myself. She gasped in response as I filled her and she came again, slower and more quietly this time, but maybe even more happily.
I could feel my brain writing every sensation of my own ecstasy into my permanent memory. Every nerve ending sparked. The situation alone was such an extravagant turn on. To be fucking a teacher, this amazingly hot teacher, was driving me to heights of bliss. Jesus, she was so good, so responsive, so wanton.
It might be going to be only in my own mind, I couldn't blab about this, but I was indeed a Legend...
I slumped against her, and she slumped herself against the bench. We both panted, seeking oxygen for a bit.
"Crimineys, you are good," Ms. Green breathed. "But..."
"We've been out here too long," I finished for her. She just nodded wordlessly. We did our best to clean ourselves up and dressed.
"We had better both wash up in the potty trailer," Nancy advised.
"Yeah, but separately," I added. "You head straight back for it, and I'll jog around the edge of the field and come back from a different direction." I kissed her. "Thank you."
"Thank you," she chortled and swayed off. I watched that ass make her skirt swing for a moment, before slowly running away to the left.
*
Having washed my face and hands throughly, and even sponging around in my jeans, I was as fresh as I could manage. I stepped out of the porta-john trailer and went looking for my friends. I soon spied an almost disconcerting sight. I had never once seen all of the girls I had been with at school together in one place, but there they were in a group, Beth, Bridget, Jenn, Poppy, Petra, and even Carla—The Sisterhood of Alistaire's Traveling Penis had assembled. Interestingly, Ben and Ron were there too. Ron and Carla were holding hands—of course, they were doing that a lot lately. I waved as I approached and then noticed that Beth was holding Ben's hand. When she saw me, she deliberately turned and kissed him on the mouth!
There were a lot of other people around. Several could have seen.
So, some secrets were being revealed. I grinned.
"Hey, everybody!" I said happily as I reached the group. "Having a good night?"
"Where have you been?" Bridget asked, stepping next to me, taking my hand in hers and giving me a kiss as well! Lots of secrets were getting aired, apparently.
"Uh," I replied, taken aback but not unhappy. "I just went for a walk to contemplate the awesomeness of my life."
There was general laughter from everyone. Ron was wide-eyed at that kiss from Bridget. Those wide eyes about fell out when Beth let go of Ben's hand and took mine, planting a kiss on me too. "Very awesome life," I muttered with a smile.
Ron whispered in Carla's ear. Even over the noise of the music, I could hear the incredulous tone. Apparently Jenn could as well, because she slid next to me and kissed me too, while taking my hand.
Ron gleeped.
"Okay, what is with this awesome new game?" I asked, getting seriously bewildered.
"Did you know that Franklin and Devon were fucking?" Petra asked me.
"No! The poster kids for chastity?" I gasped, seriously shocked.
"Yep. They decided to let the cat out of the bag about forty minutes ago by holding hands and openly kissing. Questions were asked, and then those questions were answered," Petra went on.
"Word got around like wild fire," Poppy put in. "You must have been way out in the gloom not to hear the excitement. Then other people started doing this hands and lips thing." She proceeded to do the hands and lips thing with me herself, before easily taking back her original position in the group.
"There has been a lot more sex going on at this school than we thought," added Petra dryly.
"What?" I scoffed. "The deuce you say, my lady. There were shenanigans that the general populace was not aware of?"
"Can you imagine?" cooed Petra, who stepped up and took her turn. Ron was beside himself. Amazingly, we were not surrounded by shocked eyes. Most people were just not looking for our group to be producing this kind of excitement.
"Well, I see as the faculty drift off home to bed, this kiss and cuddle announcement thing is spreading," said Ms. Green suddenly from behind us.
We all jumped and instinctively tried to look innocent before we could stop ourselves.
Jenn recovered first. "Is it?" she asked, and stepped up, holding my hand tightly and kissing me, throwing in a little visible tongue usage for good measure.
I actually laughed a little, and Ms. Green just crossed her arms. "Yeah, I knew that one," she said dryly.
"You did?" Jenn blurted in surprise.
"She had us busted that first night," I said with a smile. "She told me earlier."
"He had your aroma on him pretty strongly," Nancy said with a broad smirk. She smiled as Jenn got some gently ribbing grins from the assemblage.
Feeling challenged by the teacher's smug knowledge, all my friends mockingly kiss and clutched at me again in turn. Both Beth and then Jenn kissed Ben, which drew a shocked gasp from Carla and Poppy. Even Carla nudged Ron in the side, then stepped toward me and... gave me a fist bump and an air kiss.
Ron was almost dying when she moved back by his side, held his hand and kissed him deeply. She whispered in his ear, but he still glared at me a little. I just looked back reassuringly.
Nancy was looking around at all these girls, including Beth who had decided to take Ben's hand and kiss him again too, for good measure. They grinned at her, each as smug as Nancy had been.
She was honestly a little rocked, I thought, gleefully. Finally she just shook her head and said, "We are going to have to keep better track of what you all are up to." She brightened, having been put on her heels and acknowledging the point. "Well, I am heading to bed myself and my Uber will be here soon, so I am just saying my good-byes to as many of you as I can."
With that, Nancy looked around quickly, then took both my hands in hers and kissed me hard, finishing with a quick nip on my lower lip. "You were magnificent," she said softly but quite audibly.
And she turned and walked away, that fabulous ass swaying more than a bit more extravagantly than normal.
I am a legend.
—————
Thanks for coming back for Alistaire's further adventures! As always, I appreciate your votes, your favorites, and especially your comments! Alistaire obviously has a lot more interesting tales ahead of him, and I hope to have some of them formed for you someday soon. Follow me to be sure you see them when they come out. Stay tuned.
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"Are you ready yet, Colleen?" my father shouted up the stairs. He and I were standing together in our bathing suits and IZODs by the front door, waiting to head out to the party.
The door to my parents' bedroom banged open, and my mom stepped out, wearing tight khaki capris and a loose, flowing blue blouse. I assumed she had a bathing suit on underneath, in case she wanted to do more than just stand around the pool later. "I told you two five minutes ago that I would be ready in five minutes", she said, her voice good-naturedly cross. "Just keep your pants on, Larry," she added to Dad as she bounced down the stairs. "Unless," she added as she reached us at the bottom, "you don't want to!"
With that she wrapped her arms around him and kissed him, a kiss that escalated rapidly to where she actually lifted a leg and wrapped it around the back of his.
"For crying out loud, you two," I groaned. "Get a freaking room!" Watching my parents make out in front of me was always an eight or even a nine on my personal Ick-ter Scale. And since I'd moved back in, they had steadily been doing it more and more. The only way it could have been worse would have been if I'd walked in on them Doing It... a fate I had so far avoided.
They broke apart with minimal but genuine reluctance, my mother smirked at me. "We have a room, Michael. In fact, we have a whole house!"
"Yeah," my dad added, looking me up and down. "Unfortunately, it is infested!"
Okay, let me give you some context. Yes, I had just turned twenty-four, yet was again living in my childhood bedroom upstairs in my parents' house. That technically made me a 'boomerang', but please! It really was temporary, and I had a defined exit date. I was already leaving, but they were reinforcing that fact at almost every opportunity.
It is completely natural for all mammals to try to drive their grown kids from the nest. Most parents do it by being total jerks. Mine seemed to have settled upon being grossly amorous in front of me.
I was moving back out at the end of the summer, and all of us knew that. Did they have to give me the push anyway?
To be fair, maybe they had just gotten used to my being gone from home for the last six years and had gotten in the habit of making out whenever they wanted. Maybe they had always been this horny, back when I was growing up, but had hid it better? Eeesh.
"No need to have the house tented, Old Man," I growled back. "On September 5th, I fly off to Emory to get my MBA so I can become insanely rich and afford to put you in a home."
"This home will do for me," my father chuckled. "Or at least it will again once I get rid of you and I can bend your mother over the back of that couch whenever I want to."
Yeah, they were doing it deliberately.
"Larry!" Mom shrieked. At least she has some decorum, I thought thankfully. "I told you," she went on, walking to the couch in question and shaking it. "This old thing is breaking down. It wouldn't take the pounding. Buy me a new one."
September 5 could not get here fast enough.
"Are we going?" I ground out. "I am flattered to be included on the Senior Circuit this summer, and would like to get over there and start being charming to all the nice people who felt I should be included."
My parents have lived most of my life in a very stable and established neighborhood--one with an active, organized social scene. Since before we moved there, there had always been a monthly backyard family party, the hosting of which rotated among most everybody, especially the families (about half) who had pools. With less than thirty homes in our T-shaped little development, a few of which were non-participants, that meant that each resident only had to host about once every two years. The parties were loud, boisterous, and always full of little kids running around everywhere underfoot. As a kid, they were always the highlights of my life. As a teenager, and much too cool for things like that, they were still a highlight.
But about seven years ago, a number of households formed a second progressive party, the sardonically named Senior Circuit. It was also a monthly series of parties, but restricted to adult residents. The Senior Circuit parties were just as loud, went later into the evening, and were much more relaxed because there was no worrying about setting a good example for the kids. They were smaller too, as the only people who chose to attend either had no kids, no kids at home, or were happy to send the ones they had off to some other neighborhood for the night.
Or, so I had been told. This would be my first time actually attending a Senior Circuit event. Since I was technically a resident again, an informal vote of the neighborhood had been taken and I was declared 'welcome'. I was only the second offspring to get such an invite. Danielle Thompson had been living at home (involuntarily) last summer, and had been the first to enjoy the honor. She had managed to finally move back out on her own last winter, and so would not be there this evening. This was what was known as A Shame. I had mooned over her from afar through most of high school.
Earl Roberts and Dale Torrance had also been eligible at one time or another, but neither had been invited, on the basis of their both being running sores on humanity. My dad told me that Dale's own parents had been the ones to blackball him.
My mom led us out the front door to the sidewalk for the long walk to... next door.
"Hey, Mom," I exclaimed. "Are you wearing a bikini under there?" It was pretty obvious from the outline under her clothes from behind.
"I am," my mother said over her shoulder as she turned onto Kristie's front walk. "Do you not like bikinis?"
I like bikinis. I like bikinis quite a lot, in fact. I was worried about the entire bikini experience being ruined forever by seeing my mom in one...
"Or maybe I am too old for a bikini?" my mother went on dangerously.
"I... what... hey," I protested. Since moving back in, I had already made Mom mad once, and it had resulted in me doing laundry for her and Dad, in addition to myself, that entire week.
Mom laughed. "Get ready, we all take the opportunity to dress like adults, not moms and dads."
"Yeah," my father added, piling on, "didn't we tell you? The Senior Circuit is totally a Swinger Event."
My mom shrieked at Dad and swatted him. "Have some mercy on the boy, Larr. It is not a swinger party, darling!" she reassured me merrily.
"Yes, it is," my father insisted. "As the new guy, you get Grace," he said to me.
I knew he was joking, but I still quailed. Grace Thompson is one of my favorite neighbors (and was a full-sized candy bar stop every Halloween). But Mrs. Thompson is not... she has a great personality.
Dear God, let me make it through this evening without dying of embarrassment.
"Please don't embarrass me by bringing this conversation into the party," Mom told Dad firmly. "That said," she added with a smile," if it ever does turn into a Thing, I call dibs on Scott." Scott West was six-four and had to buy his shoes where the Miami Heat players bought theirs.
"You would," my father scoffed. "Okay, then I call Mimi."
Really? I would not have put Mimi Taylor in so much as the top five in the neighborhood...
Why was I gaming out this situation?!? I asked myself desperately.
Resolutely ignoring their joking (please let it be joking), I marched forward and let the three of us in the front door. I heard some noises from the kitchen, but we went straight through to the back yard. As I stepped outside, my mortification at my parents' antics was replaced by simple uncertainty at my place in the universe. I was younger than the next youngest person there by five years, and younger than most by twenty or more.
"Urchin arriving!" Dad called out to the crowd. We had arrived later than I had thought, and most people were already there. My father's announcement of my presence did nothing to ease my sense of not belonging.
"To the urchin in our midst," called out Scott West and Damon Young, who were guarding the beer keg, raising Solo cups in my direction. The party could not have been going on that long, so I guessed those two at least had been pre-gaming a bit.
Scott wasn't even wearing a shirt. The dude clearly used his gym membership to the fullest. I'm in shape, but yeesh. I could see why Mom would...
I was going to be brain-damaged by the time I got to Emory.
I eschewed pulling a beer, and instead helped myself to a fairly strong Jack and Coke from the table by the door. Hard liquor was another change from what was on offer at the main parties of my youth.
I took my drink, escaped my parents, and moved around the gathering, saying hello to as many people as I could. I was trying to show that I deserved the trust they put in me by effectively accepting me as one of them. It was easier said than done though. The last time I had spent any real time with any of them, I was still very definitely a teenager. In my mind, it was they who were the adults, not me. Now, almost every time I called one of them 'Mr.' or 'Mrs.', I was scolded to call them by their first name. Yet, the few times I remembered to try their first name right off the bat, the person always looked caught off guard by my attempt.
"There you are, Reggie," I heard a voice behind me. "I must have been stuck in the kitchen when you arrived. Welcome to the Senior Circuit." I turned around to see our host for the day, Kristie Devereaux. No, Kristie Gaines. She and her husband Will had divorced during my senior year of college.
My parents' prediction about everyone dressing differently at this event from what I was used to at the main parties was certainly correct. I had never seen an adult woman wear a bikini at a single one of the events I'd been to as a kid. But more than half of the women at this party were evidently wearing bikinis, and several were wearing nothing but already. Mrs. Grimes, Mimi Taylor, and a woman who must have moved into the neighborhood since I left for college were already standing in the pool, chatting and holding nearly full Solo cups of rosé. Seeing Mrs. Taylor... Mimi in a bikini instead of her usual mom sweats went a long way toward explaining my father's... appreciation.
Kristie, it was easier to call her by her first name than most people there since she was only thirty-five, was not among the bikini-clad. This was what I suddenly considered to be a Big Fat Crying Shame. She instead wore a red one-piece Speedo in a practical, full-coverage design, and a pair of ratty, khaki cargo shorts over it.
Still, modest bathing suit-clad Kristie meant I was seeing much more Kristie than I ever had before, and that was a profoundly good thing. I'd known that she was a babe since she and Will had bought the house next door when I was only eighteen. Knowing something and appreciating it are two different things. I was suddenly appreciating Kristie much more than ever before.
"Hey, Kristie," I said eagerly. "You are doing a great job with tonight."
"Thanks, but these things pretty much run themselves," she demurred. "I just ordered ice to be delivered, got the neighbors with the best coolers to bring them over earlier, and spent the last half hour organizing the food everyone brought." She grinned. "That, and I spent the last two days scrubbing everything from the blinds to the floors," she added.
A sudden image on her on her hands and knees, scrubbing the floor, flashed through my mind. After the thoughts I had been avoiding regarding my parents' antics, thinking about this older neighbor covered in suds and kneeling seemed positively wholesome.
"Well, uh, well done," I said. "Where is Libby?" I went on. Kristie's daughter was eleven. It was unusual for a parent of a kid that age to even join the Senior Circuit.
"Rob gets her for two months each summer," she said. "I'm footloose and fancy free."
"Two months?" I winced. "That is a lot of time."
Kristie shrugged. "I get her for the end of summer, and except for one weekend a month I have her all through school." She grinned evilly. "I also got the house, and not so incidentally, the neighbors. I'd say I have the better lawyer."
I could only nod.
"Beyond taking your scuzzy ex to the cleaners," I asked, having heard enough backstory from my parents to believe that the divorce had all been on Will, "what do you do with yourself now? I think you were in marketing back when? That's where I want to end up."
"I still am," Kristie replied, "of sorts. I do production and sales support for one of our UK teams. The good news is, I work from home instead of commuting fifty minutes to the downtown office. The bad news is, my work day starts at 4:30 am. The good news is that I am done by one. The bad news is that I am in bed by 8:30, which does not do wonders for my social life."
"You are hosting a party that usually goes until midnight," I said slowly.
"Yes, which is awesome," she said. "But the bad news is that I will pay for it tomorrow when I involuntarily wake up at four, no matter how tired I am."
"As long as you feel like you are in a job that's going somewhere," I mused.
She shrugged agreeably. Then, as if to change the subject, "Are you having a good time?" Kristie sounded genuinely concerned. "I imagine this is a little awkward, not having anyone your age or at your place in life here."
"I was pretty afraid of that when I got here," I admitted. "But honestly, it has been nice to catch up with people I've known most of my life. Just please don't ask me about what graduate school will be like, or about majoring in art history as an undergrad. I've gone over those subjects with everyone."
"Noted," Kristie smiled. "I'd have thought everyone would have been on you about your love life."
"Not enough to report to get bored with that subject," I said wryly. She just looked at me with a tinge of skepticism that I suddenly found gratifying. "I've had my share of dates since I graduated, but nothing that ended up terribly interesting, to my mother's despair," I added, not wanting to sound pathetic. I was not pathetic. I got laid... just not that much, or with any regular partners.
"So, I am left with nothing to make conversation about but whatever you have been doing with yourself professionally since you graduated," Kristie said agreeably.
I, equally agreeably, explained about my job in production at an ad agency in Tampa. It had been relatively interesting and had paid quite handsomely, letting me live well and still save up a bit for when I went back for my MBA.
"If you liked it so much and it paid so well, why quit with so much time to go before you started at Emory?" Kristie asked. She was more perceptive than most when the subject had come up.
"Because I didn't quit," I laughed, able to do so now that a few weeks had passed. "I was a conscientious employee, so I told them I was leaving this fall, and why. I did it that far in advance so that they would have time to find a replacement for me and I could train that person. I expected I was giving them just enough time. Instead, they found a fully qualified girl in four days, who needed no training. I got given two weeks notice the day she arrived."
"Assholes," observed Kristie.
"I used stronger language," I replied dryly, shrugging.
We laughed and talked a bit more, but I did not try to extend the conversation. It wasn't because I didn't enjoy standing with her, but I was finding it increasingly hard not to just openly check her out. Once I moved on, I could keep a more subtle eye on her while talking to others.
A few conversations later, I looked her way to discover that she had shucked the shorts and was getting into the pool. I considered moving to sit on the edge of the pool and talking to the people milling around inside, including Kristie, until I realized that my mother was in the pool now too. And yes, she was indeed wearing a bikini.
I instead moved to talk to my father and his buddy. We argued back and forth about whether the Dolphins would be dreadful or just merely stink this upcoming season. I positioned myself with my back to the pool, which seemed to suit them both, as it let them both stare in that direction.
After I had been there an hour and a half, I was ready to punch out and leave the 'grown ups' to their fun. I told Dad that I had been summoned by some buddies to drink and make passes at strange girls, and was therefore going to ditch him and the rest of the geezers. Son of a bitch just waved me away, wishing me good hunting. Then he warned me to text in advance if I decided to bring my catch home, so he and Mom wouldn't be tearing up the couch back when we came in.
Was it my fault he was standing on the edge of the pool when he said that shit? My only regret is that his full glass of beer went to waste in the water as it entered with him? I left to loud applause from the multitude, most of whom had not heard my Dad's words, but knew him well enough to know he had deserved it.
It had been a good debut, I figured.
*
I encountered so much as the mildest of interest from precisely zero girls that night.
When I got home, I was mildly drunk and majorly horny. There had been no girls interested me out that night, but that did not mean that there were no interesting girls.
*
The following Monday afternoon, I was sitting at the desk in my old room, trying to be productive. I did not say my old desk, because, despite my being an only child, Mom is not one of those sentimental types who keeps Junior's room just they way he left it for a decade after he moves out. Nothing much beyond the drywall under the new paint remained from my old room, really. She had even changed the doorknob. But the desk that was in the new Guest Room was nice, and the chair even nicer.
I sat in it, reading a recent book by a professor at Emory whom I expected to have classes with my first year. The book is not required reading, so I considered it to be Pre-Sucking Up. As it happens, I thought it was a pretty good read.
My parents, despite living in South Florida, are not air-conditioning fanatics. Most of the time, we live with windows open and the air off. My windows were therefore wide open, and a light breeze made the early afternoon pleasant.
I heard a bird call and looked up eagerly. Open windows as a kid, combined with an ornithology class my Freshman year in college, had made me into a birdwatcher. Several times in recent days, I had heard the loud cry of the small, insanely colorful songbird called the Painted Bunting coming from the woods behind our cul-de-sac. Here it was again, and close this time.
I grabbed my spotting binoculars and scanned the brush where I thought I had heard the call. A flash of multiple colors, and I saw the bird, or birds actually. There were two. They were very pretty and I followed them as they moved through the scrub for a bit before I lost them.
If they stayed around for a day or so more, I might have to go dig my long lens out of my storage locker and take some pictures. I've read that they used to be a lot more common, but nowadays they are sadly rare.



After a few minutes of fruitless scanning, I set my binoculars down and went back to my book, since I was being all serious and productive and shit this afternoon. I had spent the morning getting shot online with Call of Duty.
About twenty minutes later, another flicker of movement triggered my attention, but not from the woods. I frowned and sat forward, wondering what had caught my attention.
My house is one of a fan of homes that enclose one end of the cross in the T that is our little development. We all back up to the woods on this end. The wedge-shaped lots putting an angle between each house, instead of them being parallel. Our yards all have privacy fences, as much for insurance purposes as for privacy. When you have a pool, insurance makes you ensure that drunks and kids can't wander in it and drown.
Whatever movement I had seen, it had come from the small sliver of Kristie's yard that was visible from my room. And my room was the only one in our house's second floor that could see even that small part, which mostly was filled with the electric utility's power box and some screening shrubbery. I didn't think it had been the buntings I had seen moving, not there.
Puzzled, I set down my book and peered over. The movement happened again. It was just Kristie. I had seen her shock of wavy, sun-bleached blonde hair moving around just beyond the fence. It was past the time of day where she said she was usually working, and apparently she was gardening.
I could see nothing else, and was about to go back to my book when I caught another glimpse of the back of her head moving around behind the fence, just at edge of what was in view from my room.
I'll admit, I was intrigued. More intrigued than the back of a woman's head should make me. The next time I saw her move, and it was several minutes later, I grabbed my binoculars again. By the time I did, she was gone.
Really? I had sat there watching for four minutes, just to see a three second glimpse of the back of my neighbor's head? I was an idiot.
So anyway, five minutes later, I was still looking through the binocs when I saw her move by again, just a foot or so further back in the yard, enough so that I could see her shoulder briefly.
It was bare. Not like, bare with a camisole strap or something. Bare. As in clearly not covered with clothing.
Two seconds, at most, was all I saw. That's it. But it kept me watching through the spotters for half a fucking hour. I'm a birder. I'm patient.
I did notice that the quiet hair-metal rock I was hearing (how's that for a contradiction in terms?) was from her yard, but beyond that, I could perceive no other sign of her.
I finally shook my head and got up from the desk. My parents were both gone until late that night, so I took my book and went down to our backyard. We had a nice pool ourselves, and I decided to read in the water for a while. Since I was alone, I passed on dragging out a suit and just stripped, getting into the water naked. I slipped into one of our water chaises and went back to reading, the music from Kristie's house a bit louder out here.
Ten minutes into the next chapter on marketing group studies, I realized that I had a hard on, right there in the pool. I also realized that I was ten pages into the chapter and all I had been thinking about was my neighbor, eleven years older than me, possibly gardening topless, fewer than twenty yards away from me.
The book was obviously a lost cause. I dog-eared it back at the start of the chapter and tossed it onto the dry pool deck. I lay back in the chaise and thought of Kristie, eyes closed and fingers idly stroking my erection.
Man, I was suddenly such a creep. I mean, I had seen her hair and a (very) bare shoulder blade. That's it. And here I was in full horny fantasy mode.
I groaned and rolled out of the floating chaise and submerged myself fully. A few short laps and my cock had started behaving itself again. I dragged myself out of the water and went inside to shower and dress again.
The erection came back as soon as I went to bed that night.
*
The next morning, I rose with my parents and helped my mother make breakfast. After they left for work, Dad at his firm and Mom to visit various physicians' offices in Miami, I hopped my car to Home Depot for some supplies. I spent the rest of the day trying to annoy my father by being productive in ways he knew he should have been himself.
I patched the holes in the drywall that he had made the month before when bringing in Mom's new armoire, and I installed a new light bulb in the oven, which was a harder process than it ought to have been. I was just touching up the paint on the drywall repair when both of them got home at almost the same time.
Dad was appropriately annoyed at being shown up and not being able, because Mom was already there, to say that he knew what I was doing. In response, he cooked dinner, and of course he knocked it out of the park. Mom was giddy, to say the least.
But as I went to bed, my satisfaction at showing Dad up, at least for a while, faded away like smoke in the face of those same memories of Kristie's bare shoulder blade...
*
I awoke early again the next day, and soon realized that even if I were to do something crazy like doing everyone's laundry unprovoked, I was now thoroughly obsessed with what might or might not be happening on the other side of that privacy fence in the afternoons. I found myself wandering the back yard, staring at the maddeningly effective wooden barrier of that fence.
I was thoroughly obsessed. It was both infuriating and embarrassing. And it wasn't going away. I realized that I had to find a way to see what she was doing in her backyard after work on these sunny, pleasant afternoons. (Pleasant for South Florida that is. If you were from Michigan, you'd say it was a damned inferno each day.)
I was such a perv, I told myself.
I walked along the fence, finding no gaps or knotholes, and not feeling like I wanted to make any artificial ones. Cutting a hole seemed like a step too far. Pervs are weird about what lines they will draw, apparently. I pushed open our gate to the narrow wedge between the sides of our houses and looked at the gate right next to it into Kristie's back yard.
I reached out almost involuntarily and wiggled the handle. It was squeaky, but when I clicked it open, it did not re-latch when I let go. I tugged on the handle and to my surprise, the gate moved silently.
I was actually shaking as I returned to my own back yard.
I hopped in my car and left the house for lunch, still in my swimsuit, figuring that I should just stay out the rest of the afternoon. But I ended up having a simple Chipotle burrito and pulling back into our driveway at 1:15. I padded through the empty house and into the back yard. I could hear the same mix of hair metal and stadium rock songs wafting over the fence from next door, possibly a little louder today.
I ditched my shirt and thought about taking another swim to cool down.
But I knew that she was over there in her backyard, gardening or whatever she was doing. If I got in the pool, I'd just be obsessed with all sorts outlandish ideas of what she was up to, so close but out of sight...
Unlike Kristie's, our gate was squeaky as hell. I went back through the house and out our front door to avoid that noise. I stepped briskly around the side of the house and found myself hesitating before her gate.
Going through that gate, especially without knocking or announcing myself would be a kind of Rubicon.
I crossed it. And I found to my immediate chagrin that I was reveling in the risk of it all.
The gate swung silently open and I slipped through, letting it close again softly. I had thought carefully about how her yard was laid out. The pool and surrounding deck took up most of the center of the yard. But surrounding it was a lovely array of small garden plots, each with a neatly maintained grouping of tropical flora. Most importantly, there was a set of three free-standing trellises coming off the corner of the house, covered in fairly thick bougainvillea that obscured the view of where she kept her trash cans. It would make an excellent vantage point to see unobserved what Kristie was doing. And how she was dressed.
Would she be floating in her own pool? Would she be kneeling in the dirt, weeding?
As long as she wasn't pruning the bougainvillea, I'd be golden. Probably.
I walked forward in a crouch and knelt low behind the trellis, far enough back that I judged I would not be in focus if she did happen to look over to that corner of her yard and the colorful purple wall of flowers. I could see her entire back yard from my concealment.
There she was. She had the hose in her hand, with a liquid fertilizer attachment on it, feeding first one group of her plants around the pool patio, then another. I panicked for a moment, but I looked at the bougainvillea espaliered in front of me, and saw that it looked freshly wet. I hoped that meant she had already done this side of the yard. It seemed I was right as she moved further away.
I could not keep my eyes off her. She wasn't nude or topless of anything, but damn she was fine, and dressed to mesmerize in the most casual way possible.
She had on a pair of extremely short cut-off jeans, tight across her sweet, petitely round ass, but visibly loose all the way around her slender waist. The waist was as low as the legs were high, and one back pocket was red and white stripes, while the other was darker blue with white stars, making a flag motif. Above that, she wore a very loose Motley Crue teeshirt with the neckline and sleeves cut away to make for a tank top. Underneath, I could see a colorful bikini top, cupping her swaying but firm tits. The bottom of the shirt had also been trimmed away, leaving a good expanse of slender, very toned midriff exposed.
Once she finished feeding all her ornamental flora on the far side of her yard, she carefully coiled up her hose and stowed it over there. She bent over in my direction to do so, and even forty-plus feet away, I got a magnificent eyeful of cleavage.
How had I not been obsessed with Kristie from the moment she moved in next door when I was eighteen and a simple stiff breeze made my horny? I guess it was because she had been married then.
Really? Here I was crouching in her bushes, being a full-on Peeping Tom, but I drew the line a married women? I was weird.
I was also entranced.
Kristie moved back to the side of the pool and picked up a tall glass of iced tea from the table beside her purse and a huge, folded, pool towel.
Please let that towel mean she was planning to get in the pool!
Setting the glass down, she stretched. Her large but not huge breasts thrust outward as she arched her back, and she twisted side to side, tilting first one foot up on its toes, then the other. Even in plain white sneakers with no heels, her legs looked fucking to die for. They were, like the rest of her, wonderfully slender, with just enough delectable flesh to avoid looking skinny, but not an ounce more than that.
She was reaching once again for her tea when the song changed and started belting out Motley Crue's Girls, Girls, Girls.
A broad smile lit up Kristie's wide mouth, lifting her big cheekbones. The nostrils of her sharp, pixie-like nose flared, and her eyes looked off into the distance for a moment. "Hey Siri, turn up the volume by three!" Kristie sang out. The music was now actually loud.
And Kristie began to dance. This was not some idle swaying, but a full-on sexual display. She wasn't twerking or some shit, either--not just bending over and bobbing her ass. No, this was a full-body sexual display, even if purely for her own sole (she thought) gratification. Her arms waved sensuously out to her sides and over her head, while her entire body undulated, turning slowly around as she moved.
Holy fuck, it could not get better than this. I had hit the jackpot of days to give in to my pervy urge. The frisson of fear that ran through me that I could still easily get caught almost made it better. Almost. I settled myself more into a more stable position while she was turned away.
And then Kristie grabbed the bottom of her shirt and pulled it slowly, deliberately, up and over her head. It was a practiced, intentionally showy move that would have riveted the attention of any watchers, had there been any... besides me. Her bikini top was no more than two triangles, one blue and white, the other striped in another flag motif. The two triangles were held together with white strings tied behind her back and neck. The mere scraps of fabric covered not much more than fifty percent of her incredible tits. They swayed high and proud in Kristie's bikini top, not mashed down like they had been in the one-piece that she had worn to the adult party the prior weekend. Her boobs had looked incredible at the party--they obsessed me now.
Fortunately, she was still turning in circles as she danced and I could move and adjust the front of my bathing suit without betraying any movement whenever she was facing the other direction.
She was three quarters turned away from me when Kristie reached behind her back and tugged slowly, teasingly at the bow holding together the strings of her bikini. She continued to undulate to the music as she pulled and the knot popped free. She was still turning, and was facing right at me as the top slid free of her breasts and hung between them. She lifted the bikini top from the front and spun it in her hand before tossing it toward the poolside table as if to someone in an audience.
Oh my God. Those tits were unearthly. Round and lush, but preternaturally pert and almost gravity-defying, they were deeply tanned all over and surmounted by perfectly round, slightly darker aureoles and sweet, erect nipples. They might be too firm to be believed, but they still bounced, jiggled, and stretched mesmerizingly as she danced and moved her arms.
I was so fixated on watching her naked breasts as she danced, I missed her unsnapping her shorts and lowering the zipper. I only realized it when she stopped turning, facing only a few degrees away from right at me, and bent forward, pushing them down her legs. They pooled at her ankles. She lifted one foot free, then kicked them upward with her other. She caught them in mid-air, looked over her shoulder at the table, wigged her ass in that direction, and tossed the tiny shorts onto it.
She had no bikini bottom. She had no hair, as far as I could see (and I could see pretty much everywhere), anywhere below her neck. Her skin was smooth, taut, and completely unblemished.
She resumed dancing.
In a moment, she was facing the house, side on to me, her naked profile a wet dream come to life. Her dance slowed naturally and she stood with her legs spread and locked straight. With a move naturally in time with the music, she bent at the waist, displaying flexibility equal to her visual perfection. She kept going down until she was bent double at the waist, head straight down, blonde wavy hair dangling toward the ground, and she reached an arm back between her legs, waving in the direction of the pool.
The song was almost done, and she straightened, ending her own dancing efforts a few beats before the music. My bent legs were suddenly sore and stiff, and I involuntarily sank one knee to the ground. She had been looking in my direction, though not straight at me, when I shifted.
I froze, afraid my movement might have been detectible, even through the tangled Bougainvillea. But she did not freeze, or otherwise act startled, so I was okay. I still trembled at how close I had just been to being caught. Even that felt exciting, but not as exciting as the view of Kristie naked and glorious. Another song began, equally uptempo, and she turned, almost skipping back toward the table.
Kristie touched her purse with one hand, but unfortunately grabbed at a corner of her large fluffy white towel with the other. She was going to cover up!
Suddenly, she whirled, moving in a blur. It took me a moment to register what had happened. One moment, she was facing away from me, bending over the table and presenting me with a truly marvelous view, the next, she had whirled in my direction. She had her towel clasped to her front, covering all the most delicious bits and pinned to her body by her upper arms pressing against her torso.
She was holding the towel against her with her upper arms instead of using her hands because they were both holding a Walther PK380 in a very expert grip. She held the gun in my general direction, but down at an angle and slightly off to the side. Her index finger lay firmly along the body of the gun, above but well clear of the trigger. At least she was holding the weapon in a very safe manner. But everything else about the way she held it was lethal and apparently well schooled. Her right hand curled firmly around her left, and her left gripped the Walther with practiced ease. The finger that was nowhere near the trigger could be on it in less than a heartbeat. Her hands were steady as a rock.
All this information registered with me in a flash. I was discovering that a gun held competently in your direction accelerates your mental processes remarkably. I recognized the model of weapon that she held because my mother, who spends her days driving through sometimes dodgy Miami neighborhoods with her car full of pharmaceutical samples, has one exactly like it, only in black, as opposed to the purple and silver one in Kristie's hands.
Amazingly, I also could not help, despite the sudden awfulness of the situation, noticing how unbelievably sexy Kristie looked standing there. Her legs were set apart, knees bent ever so slightly, with her right foot forward. It was a very stable, effective shooting stance, and the one Mom had taught me and Dad at the range, once she had been taught it herself. Kristie's posture also meant that the towel, which was held precariously under her armpits, dangled down between her legs, leaving her bare waist, hips, and outer thighs clearly visible. If she did lift her arms up to aim and shoot at me, my last sight would be of her completely naked body as the towel slid to the ground. Someone needs to make an action movie poster of that costume/pose combination...
Time resumed with a crash.
"Willie!" Kristie hissed loudly, her voice filled with anger and frustration. "You have a restraining order on you, you fuckwit. I bought this gun for you, and believe me, every bullet in it has your name on it. Get. The fuck. Out. Of. Here."
Oh shit. She thought I was Will, her ex-husband. Their divorce must have been way, way worse than anyone knew!
"Don't shoot!" I said quietly, still carefully not moving. "I'm not Will."
A parade of expressions passed over Kristie's face, including shock, relief, fresh irritation, embarrassment, blushes, and more relief. Then they all gave way to recognition...
"Reggie?!?" Kristie asked in bewilderment. Then she commanded, "Stand up!"
In dawning horror at my situation, I stood slowly, raising my hands up and out to my sides. I took two steps to my left as I did so, taking me mostly clear of the bougainvillea.
She almost sagged in relief as I came into view and she could be sure I wasn't Will. Her whole body relaxed that dangerous tension, and I saw her flick the safety back on and decock the hammer. She released her right hand from her left and instead clutched the towel to her chest with it. She almost turned away toward the table again, but then she realized what that would do to my view of her. She glared at me and stepped backward. Glancing over her shoulder, she slid the gun back away into an unobtrusive carry pocket in her purse without turning away from me.



It was a much prettier than average carry bag, and the gun pocket was both hard to even see and obviously really easy to access. I should get one for my mother... if she ever spoke to me again.
Yeah, the idea of being caught had been sexy and thrilling when I'd been watching naked Kristie dancing around, but the reality of being caught was looking more and more life-destroying.
And still, as my understanding of the situation grew more dire, my view just got better.
Kristie's attention was fully on me, her mind racing just as fast as mine, but her attention to herself was on autopilot. All her brain was absently telling her hand was, 'keep the good stuff covered.' She indeed clutched the towel against her chest, and it indeed draped down the front of her body, but when she had shifted how she held it against herself, the towel had shifted too. The top edge now flopped down over her right hand, which was pressed firmly against her left breast. The meant that much of the top of her right tit was now exposed above where her forearm held up the towel. Further, the towel drooped straight down just beyond her covering hand, affording a really considerable crescent of side boob on her left side. And the drape of the towel narrowed as it flowed down her body too. I could see her nakedness from shoulder to white shoe on her left side, and the view of her right was blocked only by her protective arm.
Fuck! Why did she have to be so God Damned hot?
It was a vision that I instantly knew would fill my mind for the rest of my life--throughout its very bleak future. My parents were going to kill me, if they didn't just drop dead first. When this got out, I'd have to move out of the neighborhood instantly. Fuck, my parents would probably have to move out...
"How long have you been watching me?" Kristie asked me flatly. Jesus, she was quivering. I was so fucked.
I was defeated, and there was no use lying anyway. "I came over right as you were finishing your watering," I said. I wanted to hang my head in shame, but my eyes would not let me.
"Not just now," Kristie snapped. "How long have you been watching me? Since you came back home? Before that?"
"No," I replied hastily. "Today... This was the only time. I just..." I trailed off. There were no excuses to offer. One time was bad enough. I felt myself blushing miserably.
"Really?" Kristie asked, cocking a knee and, if possible, improving the view. Her voice was suddenly dripping with contempt. "Your first time and you get a gun pulled on you? You are a shitty Peeing Tom." At least there was a trace of humor in her contempt. It made me somewhat confident, thanks for small favors, that the gun would not be making a return appearance at least.
My brain was racing. She liked Mom and Dad. Maybe she could be convinced to keep this a secret from the rest of the neighbors, so my parents would not have to move. I would, of course, but maybe not them. "Listen," I said hastily, uninterested in defending my Peeping Tom skills, "Mom and Da..."
"Look, Reggie," Kristie interrupted me in a flat voice. "This is how it is going to go. No one is going to hear about this. Nobody. And especially not your mother and father. Clear?"
"I mean, I know that you have to tell... Wait, what?" I blathered on, before interrupting myself. She wasn't going to ruin my life or my parents's?
"It is hard enough being the neighborhood divorcee around here as it is, without adding in everyone talking about what I get up to in my own back yard," she snapped at me. "And there will be especially no tearful confessions of remorse to your parents, do you hear me?"
"You aren't going to tell on me?" I asked, like a stupid, confused, ten year old.
"I do not need your parents finding out," Kristie emphasized again. She held up one finger. "You father, that old goat, would be totally jealous of you, and start plotting how to get a look for himself."
Dad? No! Okay, maybe...
She held up a second finger. "And your mother would totally blame me."
"You?" I asked incredulously. "She is going to kill me!"
"You have clearly avoided any controversy in your love life," Kristie laughed derisively. I certainly had until now... "For mothers, it is always the woman's fault, never her beautiful boy's. I like Colleen, and want her to keep liking me. She won't kill either of us if you keep your mouth fucking shut."
I certainly would, and started by keeping my mouth shut right then. We sort of just stood there, awkwardly, unsure of what to do.
Slowly, Kristie's eyebrow rose mockingly. I realized that I was still openly staring at the vision she presented. Then I realized that our standoff meant that she was looking back at me. I was wearing nothing but my swim trunks, and she could not have missed the massive (well, I wish I could claim it was massive) erection that was tenting the front of those trunks. Somehow, through all the panic of the gun and the near destruction of my life, her body had kept my erection at full bore. I blushed again. I could feel the warmth of it on my cheeks
"So I take it you liked my dance?" she asked dryly.
My dick might have been at full roar, but my eyes were like a deer in the headlights. I didn't answer. Lying would be pointless. Telling the truth would be dangerous. My cock was answering for me anyway.
"I have to admit, it had been along time since I danced like that for anyone besides myself," Kristie mused with a tiny grin. "Even if I didn't know I was performing," she added tartly. She fidgeted for a moment or two. Her feet shifted nervously as she thought. The end result of all her movements were that her feet ended up further apart, exposing more of her legs beyond the towel, and her hand gripped the towel in a tighter bunch, sliding slightly toward her center. The shift exposed even more of the top of the one breast, and more side-boob on the other. The additional exposure was just a sliver here, an inch there, but the fact that the exposure increased at all, instead of disappearing entirely, made my cock twitch.
She saw it of course. She smirked unhappily. "Well, at least it is nice to know I still have it at this age."
I snorted at that. I couldn't help it, it just happened.
Kristie looked sharply at me. "What is that supposed to mean?"
Buttering her up with a little honesty probably wouldn't hurt, and was probably also worth the risk. "Please," I said, misery still very present in my voice, even though I was trying to be mocking. "'Still have it'? You are the hottest woman I've ever seen naked." I winced. I had not needed to add that last word. Another blush.
"What am I going to do with you, Reggie," she mused forebodingly. "I really should not let you get away with this kind of behavior scott-free..." If it meant her not telling my parents, I'd do whatever she made me. I foresaw a couple of months worth of yard work in my future.
Kristie tapped at her teeth with the index finger of her free hand. "Take off the swimsuit," she ordered at last.
What?
"What?" I blurted. This did not compute.
"We will be all out of balance otherwise," she said flatly. "You've seen me. Now I need to see you, or we will never be able to act naturally around each other again."
"You're serious," I said slowly. I was fully aware that this was miles in the opposite direction from the worst way she could be handling this, but to say I was dubious that she was in fact serious was an understatement.
"I am. Do it, you dirty little voyeur," she said harshly. "Turn around and drop those drawers."
"Turn around?" I asked, confused, but turning my back on her anyway. I kept my eyes on her, over my shoulder. I was very uncomfortable letting her... and her purse... out of my sight.
"Like that," Kristie said, the harshness leaving her voice. "I want to see your ass first," she added, her voice now distinctly containing a puckish element. "Drop 'em!"
I fumbled at the drawstring, then pulled the waistband down and free of my erection with some difficulty. I let my trunks fall to the grass and I kicked them free. Now we were both standing there, naked in our sneakers.
"Hmmm..." mused Kristie. I shot another nervous glance over my shoulder at her and realized that she had taken what seemed like an unconscious step toward me and away from the table. "You really should go back to the tighter swimsuits you wore back when you were in college. I used to see them at the big parties. You have a nice ass."
"Thank you?"
"Now turn around." Her voice was flat again.
Nervously, I turned around. My hands wanted to cover myself, but I sensed that would not be approved of. Instead, they just fluttered uncertainly at my side.
"Well, lucky you," Kristie said softly, staring fixedly at my erect cock. I don't know that I'm all that lucky, to be honest. I am circumcised, and when fully erect, as I sure as hell was at that moment, I am a good hair over six inches long. My member is straight as an arrow, if that is what you want, and if I am above average in any respect, I've been told I'm a good bit thicker than other guys. I found myself guessing that Kristie was a girth aficionado.
She nodded. "Nice muscles, but I already knew that. Better ass... and a beer can for a cock." She nodded again. Then she smiled at me, almost sweetly. "So that's your Yelp review, let's hear mine." With that, the hand she held flat against her chest, pinning the towel in place, swung downward to her hip, dangling the towel down beside her suddenly once again fully exposed body.
My mouth was dry. It was one amazing experience to spy on this creature as she danced naked and unaware. It was an entirely different, but still amazing experience to have her deliberately expose herself to me like this. My jaw worked as I drank in the closest, clearest view yet of that perfect form. At last, I managed to croak out, "I already said that you were the most beautiful woman that I'd ever seen."
"Ever seen naked," Kristie added tartly.
I blushed again. I was going to have severe capillary damage if I did much more blushing. I sighed. "Gal Gadot did an event at the University my Senior year. I got to meet her."
"Well, I guess I'm lucky that you didn't see her naked then," she laughed. "Alright, but that still isn't a very detailed review, nice as it is to be second to Wonder Woman. Tell me what you thought of my dance while you crouched over there like a little pervert."
"It was... incredible," I croaked.
"I'm a detail oriented person, Reggie," Kristie said crossly. "I'm going to need a more detailed review than that."
I looked at her, feeling ridiculous standing in front of her, dick waving in the breeze. I opened my mouth and found it hard to remember details of such an amazing event, at least at that moment.
Kristie sensed that I was at a loss for words, and smirked. Then she pointed at the big white chaise by the pool, with its plush blue cushion. "Sit," she ordered. I meekly complied. The chaise had no arms and I slid onto it. It was awkward to sit there, with my feet stretched out on the chaise while she moved to the foot of it. A chaise is designed to lounge on, stiffly sitting on one when every muscle in your body is tensing to flee looks and feels beyond awkward.
"You can review, in detail, both my body and my dancing now," she said. Turning her head slightly, she called out, "Hey Siri, play Closer."
"Now playing Closer, by Nine Inch Nails," said the HomePod sitting by the door. The music began.
The soft, lonely beat that started the song began, and Kristie raised her hands above her head, waving them languidly as she swayed her hips and spun slowly at the foot of the chaise. As the lyrics proper began, her dance brought new meaning to those words, let me tell you.
Kristie began to eye me as she turned. Then, as Trent Reznor's voice sang that immortally romantic line, 'I want to fuck you like an animal', she stopped turning and danced facing me, letting her hands slide downward to caress the outsides of her tits. She still looked at me expectantly, never ceasing the hypnotic undulations. After another line or two, she said, "Well? I'm waiting for those granular reviews, Mister Bad Boy."
This was just unreal. She hadn't shot me. She wasn't ruining my life. Instead, she was showing her body off to me, and dancing better than any stripper I had ever encountered.
Full disclosure. Yes, I have hit the odd skin bar or three. I have college buddies who like Las Vegas (and its strip clubs), and the clubs around my home in South Florida are even better. They aren't a regular thing for me, but I know about strip clubs. Between the music, the privacy, and the dancing before me, I felt like was like I was in a champagne room.
Or so I assume. I'd never had the cash for that experience.
But I had to say something, or she'd get irritated again. Fortunately, I was full of nothing but praise. "Uh, um... well..." I stammered, stumbling mentally while trying to find where to begin. To hell with it. "First of all, you have the most amazing breasts, um, ever." I almost burbled. She smiled archly. "I mean they aren't just magnetic to my eyes," I stumbled on. "They are like superglue."
"Mmmm," Kristie hummed softly. "They were best investment I have ever made."
"Investment?" I asked, curiously.
As she swayed, Kristie lifted those amazing tits and let them drop, bouncing happily. "Boobs on a girl my age don't bounce like this," she said dryly, "without some engineering assistance." She shook them gently at me. My gaze was indeed superglued to them.
"Okay," she went on, as if 'I have fake tits' was a normal part of conversation. At that, she leaned forward and crawled right onto the chaise with me, straddling my outstretched legs! On her hands and knees, she smiled up at me, breasts dangling beneath her. "That's a start on my body. How's my dancing?"
"Unbelievable," I breathed, shivering at how close she was to me. Indeed, the insides of her knees were pressingly lightly against my calves as she swayed above me. "And it just got so much better than it was. Did you take some kind tantric ballet as a kid?"
Kristie laughed and crawled higher, until her face was near mine. The angle now made it difficult to keep my eyes on her tits, but the view down her straight and smooth back to her swaying ass was an utterly awesome substitute. "I'm going to tell you something, since we are now in a pact of silence... something no one in this neighborhood knows. I give thanks regularly that I never even told that fuckwit Willie.."
I just stared at her delicate features as she smiled slyly, inches from my face.
"Like I said, these were an investment," Kristie said, straightening up on her knees astraddle my legs, and caressing her breasts. "Tips get so much better for a stripper with a fifteen grand set like these."
"You are a stripper?" I exclaimed, thunderstruck.
"Not any more!" Kristie laughed. "Not since I was younger than you." She shifted and rolled over to sit across my lap, draping an arm around my shoulder. My achingly hard cock was pressed down by her bare thigh. If this was a stripper dance, I had better obey the rules, I thought. I grabbed the sides of the chaise's cushion to keep my hands off her.
"You know I went to Arizona State?" she asked me. I nodded. I'd seen the big banner that she hung during football season. "November of my freshman year, I tested out my spanking new fake ID at a party bar, got just drunk enough to enter their wet teeshirt contest, which I then won," Kristie said, apparently eager to relate a story she seldom had the chance to tell to anyone... and probably never like this. Whatever this was. "I had a pretty good scholarship, but absolutely no spending money to speak of. That big cash prize for the contest was a huge rush, but I burned through it pretty quick," she said, writhing atop me.
Receiving any lap dance was awesome. Getting one from a fox like Kristie multiplied the effect. Getting one while I was actually naked myself made for a next-level experience. "You became the queen of Phoenix wet teeshirt contests?" I asked, gasping for oxygen to clear my addled brain.
"No," she chuckled. "Not enough of them, and I'd not have won them all. No," she went on, sliding off my lap languidly. She moved to straddle me on her knees again, this time right astride my hips. My trembling cock was half a foot directly below her sleek, hairless slit. "No, I did a little discrete research, and by Thanksgiving I had a job at a big name club in town with a reputation for dancers who worked clean and customers who mostly behaved themselves. By Christmas, I had determined several things. First, I enjoyed it. Second, it was going to be profitable."
She stroked her hand down my chest, fingers just barely brushing my skin. I'm mostly hairless, with just a small, dark tangle between my pecs, and she paused her progress to tease at what I had. Then she resumed stroking downward as she talked, coyly jerking her fingers away just before she touched my straining cock.
"Lapdancing was where the real money was," Kristie went on with her memory. "But stage dancing was the real rush, with lots of guys all looking at me. Once I had their attention, I was in total control." She snorted. "A few minutes ago I realized that I'd done one of my favorite stage routines for you, without knowing you were even watching. Even just knowing after the fact that you were watching reminds me how turned on dancing used to make me."
She turned around above me, switching which side of me each leg was on, and she hung momentarily above me as I gazed down her firm, thin but nowhere bony back to that pert, little, perfect ass. Slowly, she lowered herself downward. With her ass hovering just above my engorged member, she paused. I thought she was going to pull away again, but this time she got just a bit closer, then swayed her butt side to side, stroking my cock with it. I could not help but moan quietly.
"Don't get me wrong," Kristie purred, "lap dances could be a turn-on too, if the guy was hot." Her ass kept stroking me as she settled her weight onto me. I moaned again as her tight little cheeks came to rest on each side of my naked cock. With a little wiggle, she lay back fully against my upright chest. Her hips rocked for a bit, stroking my cock with her ass.
She kept rocking on me softly, in time with the music, a softer song now that I didn't recognize. "I also determined by Christmas that while my tits were nice, I'd get more money on stage, and a ton more money in the lap rooms if I upgraded," she resumed her story. Why she felt the need to tell me all this, I wasn't sure, except that I guessed she wanted to tell somebody who had to keep his mouth shut. "A little more research, and I found the best plastic surgeon in the state. I went to visit, and almost shit when I found how much money it took to get the best tits money could buy. Ones with no scars and just the right shape!" She chuckled. "But I wanted them. So I learned to manage my money wisely."
She was sliding her ass along my cock in smooth strokes now. She moved far enough that my tip actually popped up between her legs for an instant, head sliding softly along her hairless, dripping slit. But she, without comment, just lifted her hips up, moved slightly, and resumed sliding me along between her cheeks, not letting my cock get between her legs again.
"The other girls I worked with," she went on, as if my dick had not just caressed her pussy, "were buying themselves cars, jewelry, or expensive clothes. The dumb ones were spending their cash on pot or blow." She wriggled a bit, instead of sliding, while she caressed the breasts we were talking about. My chin was resting her shoulder, and it was a glorious view down her front as her fingers worked. "Meanwhile, I kept driving my old beater of a car, ate on the meal plan, and drank cheap box wine with my friends at school. And I rubbed my ass on as many laps as I could in between homework. By the summer, I had the money I needed."



Her hands slid off her tits and down beside her, gently clasping my hands where they desperately clung to the cushion. "House rules," she murmured. "You can touch anywhere I put your hands." With that, she tugged my hands free of the cushion and pulled them up to rest briefly on her belly. Then she pushed them upwards. My thumbs bumped into the firm undersides of her tits, and she sighed slightly. Then she lifted my hands and put them back down right on those incredible, firm, perfectly shaped mounds. I have decent sized hands, and each still just barely overflowed my grasp, her sharply hard nipples pressing into my palms. "My house, my rules," Kristine murmured.
I squeezed tentatively, literally shaking beneath her, albeit gently.
"That's very nice," Kristie murmured as I worshipped her tits. She rewarded my eager but gentle caress with even more vigorous rubbing of my cock with her ass. "And now you hold what I bought. The best investment ever. By the time I graduated, I had a nice used Alfa Romeo that was all paid off, no student debt, twenty K in the bank, and, I shit you not, a secret little stash of gold bullion that I still have in a bolt hole. I walked away, and never danced again."
"The other girls must really have hated you," I mused, my fingers teasing at her nipples softly.
"You are very gentle," she whispered. "I like that. And no they didn't hate me. Why do you say that?"
"I can't imagine any customers being interested in them when you were around."
She giggled. "I was popular, I'll admit. But we had a talented crew. And while I said I worked at a club with dancers who mostly worked clean, I worked cleaner than most, which gave a lot of them at least one advantage over me."
"Clean?" I asked. I sort of knew what she was talking about, but I wanted to hear more tales. More graphic tales, if possible.
Sinuously, she shifted again atop me. She actually stood up beside the chair for a moment before turning to straddle me again on the chaise, facing me again. She remained upright, keeping her sleek crotch well clear of my dick, and rested her hands on the back of the chair above my shoulders.
"Clean...ish," she smirked down at me. "About all I'd do beyond the basic grind and letting their hands do a little titty play was, if a regular had proven to me that he was gentle... and he always brought a lot of money to the club... let the guy suck these lovely titties." She smiled at me and leaned forward, bringing a hard pink nipple right to my mouth. I opened my lips and suckled, not about to refuse that wordless invitation. The nipple was small, but hard, and she giggled as I flicked it with my tongue. One hand came off the chair and she wrapped it behind my head, cradling it firmly against her chest.
I'd been told I could, so I raised a hand of my own accord to caress the breast I was not sucking on. Her flesh was quite firm, but still yielded oh so pleasingly to the pressure of my fingers digging in hungrily to that incredible mound.
"Yeah," she sighed contentedly as I enjoyed her breasts. She slid her hand free of the back of my head and let it drop to my lap. She stroked my cock with her fingertips, and clasped it gently. "I almost never did any stick-shifting like this, either. Most of the girls did, but not me. And when I did, it was through the pants only." My cock was on fire under her easy caress. She'd only hold it briefly, then go back to tracing outlines and circling the head with her fingertips.
After a delicious eternity of this, she suddenly sat backward on my thighs, pulling her marvelous breast free of my mouth as she did so. She kept her fingers clasped on my cock, though. She might have even framed up her grip. I stared at her, a little wild-eyed.
"In four years at the club, I never once fucked a customer," Kristie said, a little proudly, but mostly matter-of-fact, "inside the club or out. Never met up with a customer outside the club at all, though some of the girls did that pretty regularly... the whores." She looked at me silently for a moment, with that weird blend of mild contempt and arousal that she had been sporting since before everything had gotten so deliciously weird. "And in four years, I gave customers a total of three blowjobs... not for the money, but because I had gotten particularly worked up already that night and ran into an out-of-towner I'd never see again whose dick seemed particularly nice when I ground my ass on it."
She shut up then, just staring at me, her now firmly grasping hand ever so slightly sliding up and down my shaft.
"Is... does my dick," I croaked, since I was seemingly expected to say something, "seem particularly nice?" My throat was suddenly dry.
"Now you get it," Kristie murmured.
With that, she slid her legs back and out from under herself and she lay down between my legs, pushing them aside as she did so. She bent her head over my lap, and still holding onto my cock, she opened her mouth and enclosed a couple inches of my cock.
"Ohhhhh," I groaned involuntarily. I felt her tongue begin to work its way around my cock inside her mouth. There wasn't a lot of room for it to maneuver in there. Kristie is a petite woman, and as I've said, my girth seems above average. The squirming movements her tongue made around my head were breath-taking.
Braced as she was over me, I felt her scrumptious breasts dangling just above my thighs. It was as if the hairs atop my legs could sense their swaying movements. Then, as Kristie began to bob up and down a little, taking more of me into her wide-stretched jaws, I felt her nipples fleetingly caressing my legs.
Looking down at this vision pleasuring my cock, I marveled yet again at how sexy her back was, even before you took into consideration the way it ended in that tight, round, hard ass, with its two deep dimples flanking the base of her spine. She bent a knee and kicked one heel straight up in the air in a sexy little pose.
With a gasp, she released me from her mouth and instead began to lick my length. Unable to contain myself, I slid a hand up under her and cupped one perfect tit. As she slid her lips back around me, I could feel a smile on them.
"Listen," I said, my mouth still dry. "Speaking of being already worked up, I may not last long like this," I said--half confession, half warning. "You are too incredible."
Rather than backing off her efforts, Kristie took my words as a green flag. The hand that still grasped my shaft began to jack now in firm, fast strokes. Her head bobbed swiftly, but not very deep, so that her tongue could lash the helmet of my penis freely inside her mouth. And she started sucking hard on me. She pressed her tit hard into my hand.
She wanted to finish me, which was good, because I was going to finish in moments, whether she had wanted to or not.
I wordlessly cried out, only the dim awareness that some neighbors might be home and enjoying the nice day in their yards keeping my volume down somewhat. My hips twitched involuntarily and my cock throbbed. It didn't obviously, but in my mind's eye it felt like it inflated like a cartoon balloon then shrank again as it erupted. My hand clutched hard on her firmly yielding breast as a tremendous gout of jizz exploded up into Kristie's mouth. Gouts, plural, really, as I just kept pulsing into her for seconds on end before I collapsed into the soft cushion like a marionette whose strings had been cut. I didn't even have the strength or presence of mind to keep my grip on that amazing tit.
I was dimly aware that Kristie had somehow contained every drop of what had been the most powerful ejaculation I had performed since I was twenty at least. Her hand kept jacking me for several more moments, before slowing, becoming a milking motion as I felt her swallowing repeatedly.
At last she slowed, and lifted her head. She smiled at me, her hazel eyes sparkling as she licked and sucked her lips. I was wrong, there had been one small drizzle from the right side of her lips, but her agile (as recently demonstrated) tongue leapt out and licked my white jizz away.
I was stunned and gasping for air. Our eyes locked for a long moment, before I could summon the words, "Best punishment ever! Five Stars!"
She laughed. "That's right, Reggie. Watch out," she said slyly, her perfectly straight, bright white teeth flashing as she spoke. "Behave yourself in the future, or I'll have to do it again."
Good behavior was suddenly not my plan.
"You actually taste quite good," Kristie said, sitting up on her heels again and wiping at her chin where the cum leakage had been, "but not exactly thirst quenching." She looked at the elegant silver Movado watch that, along with her shoes, was all she was wearing. "Are you up for a beer at three o'clock on a Wednesday?"
I suddenly realized that a beer would be wonderful. "Please. It is scandalously early, of course," I added, "but I feel like maybe I might do something naughty today..."
She laughed a richer, deeper laugh than I had ever heard from her before. Kristie's voice was usually fairly high and bell-like, so this lower register merriment, while still hardly baritone or anything, conveyed an earthy carnality. "Hey Siri," she called out as she sinuously rose to her feet, "play Simply Irresistible."
As Robert Palmer's masterwork began to play, she looked at me archly. "Too arrogant a choice?" Kristie asked me challengingly.
"Maybe too on the nose," I replied seriously.
As the bass riffs began, the simply irresistible Kristie danced off inside, making a wonderful production of it. My eyes remained unable to look away, and I turned and sat up on the side of the chaise to keep her in view even as she passed into the house. It was hard to see much beyond the suggestion of movement through the darkened glass, but I still hungrily followed that movement until it disappeared into the kitchen.
She was beyond my perceptions for just a few brief moments, before she danced back into view, a can in each hand. Her passage through the door was particularly alluring, as she practically humped the frame as she passed. She swung by me, handing me the can almost absently, then continued to dance around the poolside in front of me. Her every move was truly studied now as she danced, knowing she had an audience. She even cracked her can open in time with the music.
I cracked mine without looking at it, and watched, rapt.
At one of the points in the song where it pauses for effect, she threw her head back and chugged a long pull of the beer. When she straightened up, she set the remainder on the table as she moved to dance right in front of me as the song neared its end. Her back was to me and she sinuously rocked her hips, waving those scrumptious glutes practically in my face.
She finally stopped dancing and turned back toward me. She bent over toward me, put her hands on her knees, squeezing her tits together right at eye level, and smiled. Honestly, amazing as those tits were, I didn't know where to look, her bare crotch, those mounds, or the hungry smile on her face.
"Hey there, honey," she purred. "Want a lap dance?"
I just smiled.
Without being asked, Siri seemed to have figured out what music the occasion called for and had begun to play I Didn't Mean to Turn You On, also by Robert Palmer.
Kristie seemed to want me to stay there on the edge of the seat, and she started dancing slowly now between my knees, caressing herself all over, but especially her ass. After a turn or two, she felt it was time for the 'lap' in lap dance, and put her hands on my shoulders. Slowly, she climbed astride me on the side of the chaise, her shins resting to either side of me. Her bare, hairless, and very wet pussy was pressing against my cock. After the eruption it had produced minutes before, that member should have collapsed like the north flank of Mt. St. Helens, but my currently raging hormonal levels had never let it sag to more than half-mast. The caress of Kristie's swollen labia snapped me back to fully eager readiness.
She rocked back and forth atop me. Her hands wrapped around behind my neck and her breasts pressed against my chest, but the focus on my brain was on the way she was rocking her hips. She was almost immediately making little sounds of pleasure as I realized that she was dragging her clit along the length of my shaft.
I grabbed her ass and held it as she rocked. It was so fit, that butt was almost hard as it flexed in my grip.
"Mmmm," Kristie murmured in my ear. "You have such a fat cock, Reggie. It was such a lovely mouthful, I want it to fill something else."
"I thought you didn't fuck customers," I teased, amazed at my audacity, to be honest.
She stopped dancing, stopped moving. She looked at me sternly. "You are not a customer. You are a dirty little perv. A dirty little perv with a big dirty dick. You just let me dance the way I want to and I might forgive you for being such a filthy deviant."
She ran her hips even further back and forth, and I felt my tip dip into the wetness between her outer folds as the slid over me. Unable to restrain myself, I used my grip on her ass to lift her up a little. My dick eagerly rose with her, and Kristie smiled cooperatively. She worked her hips and rubbed around until my questing tip pressed into her entrance. Careful not to let it slip away, Kristie worked her way down, engulfing my cock inside her until she sat once more fully on my thighs. A ripple of agonizing delight ran through every fiber of my being.
For a moment, we both sat there, still, communing with each other. Then two things happened almost simultaneously.
On my part, I could not contain myself any more and reached up to softly grasp her jawline in my hands and kissed her. It was about as hungry a kiss as I had ever delivered. I had a visceral need to lock my mouth on hers, to mine her mouth with my tongue. She answered with equal hunger.
For her part, she began to rock her hips again, somehow still in time with the music. She was truly dancing, but with my cock deep inside her. Despite the hunger of our kiss, it rapidly became hard to keep it up as she needfully began to rise and fall atop me, the oxymoronically slick friction of her passage swiftly driving me nuts.
"Hey, Siri!" Kristie snapped. "Play Fever by Peggy Lee!"
I was little surprised by that, but as the song began, I realized that while it might be little quiet for a strip club, it was amazing for a lap dance... especially a lap dance with my cock impaled in the dancer. I had never had a partner DJ an intimate encounter with me before, but I found it bemusingly awesome.
She rocked herself up and down on me for a while, clearly enjoying the caress of my shaft within her. She was in no hurry, and I was fortunate to have come so hard earlier, or I'd have, um, raced ahead of her to the finish line.
When Siri tried to follow Peggy Lee with Frank Sinatra, Kristie swiftly ordered her to play Lady Marmalade instead. Why yes, I did indeed want tocoucher avec Kristie very much, thank you. I'm not sure how you can wish desperately that you could fuck a woman while you are at that moment actively fucking her, but I managed it.
Giving up entirely on kissing me, she tossed her head and arched her back, and I took the implied invitation to lean forward and suck on her tits instead of her tongue. Her nipples were like diamonds now and my oral attentions drew shallower breathing and harder strokes atop my cock from Kristie.
"Don't tell me when you are going to come," she gasped to me. "Just do it. I want to feel your cum inside me without warning."
In reply, I just widened my jaw and sucked harder still on her breast, feeling the flesh distend into my mouth. I knew that I'd be fulfilling her request soon, but I determined to hold back as long as I could to extend this wondrous experience.
Yeah. About that.
The refrain came round again in the music and I lost it. My hips bucked upward, driving myself hard into Kristie. Buried to the hilt, I came for the second time that crazy afternoon. If anything, this ejaculation was just as hard as before. I wouldn't have thought it was possible, but the combination of such a hot woman, the crazy circumstances, and her bodily skills had me over-revving uncontrollably.
My powerful gouts of cum jetted into her unannounced, as she had demanded. She threw her head back and gasped loudly, melding into a shriek of pleasure as she felt my jizz fill her. I felt in turn her insides spasm and clench down on my cock. Her entire lithe, spectacular body shivered atop me in my embrace. Her hips jerked again and again as she came. And came.
I fell back back across the big chaise, pulling her after me. She collapsed on my chest, still vibrating.
We lay there, each gasping for air. Our breathing was ragged and out of sync now, but the afterglow was still intense.
Kristie kissed me suddenly, but softly. She propped herself up just a bit, and looked down at me. "Reggie," she said slowly. "I'm not looking for a boyfriend. Especially not one who is my neighbors' son."
I nodded, understanding. I was about to go to grad school. I didn't need a relationship either. But still...
"But," she added, "a twenty-four year old fuckbuddy with a thick cock and a penchant for spying on me? That I can get behind."
------------
Thanks for reading! I hope you enjoyed it. As always thanks in advance for your honest votes, favorites and follows. Most of all, give me a comment!
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I'm not quite sure what to make of this story myself. It is shorter than much of what I write and is mostly just an enhanced sketch of one of my favorite ideas--the erotic massage. Depending on the reception, I might try a few more of these with different characters/scenarios. The problem with these scenarios is coming up with a sensible and entertaining plot...
As always with my work, please understand that I do not aspire to grounded, realistic story-telling. My aim is to deliver the ridiculously plausible. Or occasionally, the plausibly ridiculous.
Cheers!
----------
My watch thumped my wrist, telling me to get my ass out of the chair for a minute. I started to ignore it, but then remembered that I had told it to fuck off the prior hour too... maybe the one before that. I twisted in my seat and found that I was indeed a little stiff. Also, maybe a little hungry. I saved my document and made sure that all my surveys and supporting materials were either saved or bookmarked, and slapped closed my laptop.
Standing, I stretched. Yeah, I'd been on a writing rampage the last week, taking advantage of the way the results of my research were dovetailing so well with my own theories. I was putting down words down while it lasted, and my forty year old body was feeling the side-effects. I noticed that there were these things called windows in my apartment, and through them I could see how nice it was outside...
I forced myself to skip the elevator and used the three flights of stairs down to the street. I had skipped both my Tuesday run and my Thursday gym session. By the time I reached the ground floor, I realized that my back was not happy with me about all the slacking. My legs and shoulders weren't too enthused either, but the real pain was in my lower back. Instead of turning right at the bottom of the stairs to the garage where my car was parked, I went left, toward the street. My apartment is in one of those mixed-use buildings, with storefronts on the ground floor and condos (mostly used for rental) above. The building fronts onto a minor artery in a middle class urban neighborhood in Orange County, the part that isn't Mouse infested.
At my age, single, with no kids, Disneyland is not my thing.
I was living in California on a six-month lease while I was researching my latest book. The rent for my little apartment was ruinous, of course. I was renting out my three bedroom house back home and what I was getting for that didn't match what the lease on this frigging condo was costing me.
I didn't want to eat in either the pho place or the breathtakingly mediocre sports bar that anchored the opposite ends of my own building, so I decided to take a walk that I desperately needed anyway, exploring the neighborhood while I was at it. I still had five more months here, after all.
Considering my options, I turned left. To the right was newer development, but all the food that way was chain stuff. As I went to the left, I knew vaguely that in that direction it was mostly older strip shopping centers and former houses converted to commercial or professional buildings. My back was not improving much as I walked, but at least my gait stopped looking funny after a block or two.
I wasn't starving yet, so I determined to walk for a while. It was a nice day, as I said, even by Southern California standards. There were nice looking women to look at, and the weather had them out in even less clothing than usual.
I will admit to doing a bit more girl watching of late than I had since I was much younger. I had been 'between relationships' back home before I left (for quite a while, to be honest), and I saw very little opportunity for me to actually meet any women while I was here, spending all my time in archives, agricultural sites, ports, and mostly at my desk. So I was tending to focus on the eye candy. It was good, though not nearly as good as California would like the rest of the world to think.
I soon passed the point on the street where I usually turned when I left my apartment by car, and I started to pay a little more attention to the restaurants than the women. I finally found a likely-looking sushi place and sat at the counter, enjoying a Dragon Roll that the chef whipped up for me. I chatted with him for a bit about where and how they sourced their seafood. The issue wasn't directly related to my research, but it was close enough that I actually pulled out my phone and made a note or two at one point.
My back again yelled at me when I stood up to pay the check and leave. I had had it. Three Advils were in my future, followed by an evening trip to the gym, even if it was a Friday.
As I barely kept from hobbling on the way back, I crossed to the other side of the street so I could get a better look at what was over there. There was a two block stretch where all the buildings were those converted houses I mentioned earlier. Now those building housed funky little antique shops, tax preparers, and even a palm reader. One larger one held a used bookstore, which I noted for future reference.
Since I had slowed to get a look at the bookstore, I got a better look than I might have otherwise at the building next to it. It was a small, ranch-style house, and was set back further from the road than most others around it. Its driveway had four parking spaces in front, and the only other indication that it was a business and not still a house was a small white sign with red block letters on a metal post by the front door. Idly, I peered to make out what it said.
MASSAGE.
Huh. My back winced as a reminder. A massage would really hit the spot, and might even be necessary to ensure that I could even go to the gym at all that evening. I paused on the sidewalk and pulled out my phone. I don't get a massage more than two or three times a year, but I am always sure to check reviews.
There were, however, no reviews for this place. No website either, at least as far as I could find. Without a business name to be seen, my Google Fu was not up to the task of finding word one about it. I almost turned and went on. There was a big chain massage place just beyond my apartment. And they would likely have a slot available for me, unlike whomever worked here.
They would also probably offer a mediocre massage.
While I was working the internet unsuccessfully, I saw a woman in nice business attire leave the front door and walk to the only car in the lot. She seemed relaxed and in a good mood as she got into her BMW. I stood aside as she pulled out of the drive. I could see through the window that she was already on her speakerphone.
Whoever worked in this place would be a crap shoot. Might be lame, might be great. And they probably would not have an opening. Still, I was here, and my back was bitching about the walk. I walked up the drive, looking to see if there was a phone number or business name or something. Nope, just the small sign.
I shrugged and rang the bell. I was here. I might as well try.
The door opened and a small asian woman about my age looked out. Korean, if I had to guess. She was nice enough looking, and wore scrubs of the kind that massage therapists usually do. She smiled at me and looked me over. "Hello. Welcome," she said, as she stepped backward and swung the door open after the barest pause. "How can we help you today?" Her English was as good as mine. She had to be at least second generation, probably third.
"Hi. I'm hoping to get a massage," I replied, stepping in and looking around what, in houses this old, used to be called the parlor. It was where guests were received in the old days, and it made sense to use one as a reception area now. There were two leather couches, nice, new, and clearly from IKEA or the like. Pots of live bamboo were in all the corners and soft new-age music filled the air. "I know it's hard with walk-ins, but my back is killing me and... well, I saw your sign."
She was out here answering the door, so maybe she might be able to fit me in.
"I usually recommend reservations," she said with a smile, "but we are often slow right after lunchtime. I actually have two girls available shortly, if you would just like the hour. One of them could do an hour and a half before her next appointment. Can I get you to fill out our intake form?"
Wow. So, not a sole practitioner, but a full salon with multiple employees. More importantly, there were available employees. My doubts about no reviews faded in the face of the certainty of getting at least some kind of relief for my back. I sat where she indicated on one of the couches and filled out the short form on the clipboard she handed me. Name, address, all that jazz, along with what ailed me. As I cataloged my aches, I found myself writing for a while!
The receptionist (or the boss--I was pretty sure she was the boss) took the clipboard and looked it over closely. "I did not hear a car pull up," she observed as she read. "Did you walk?" I nodded. "Where do you work?" she asked idly as she made little notes on the paper. "Nearby?"
"Yes, actually," I chuckled. "I work from my apartment."
She looked at the form. "Oh yes," she brightened. "You are in that building with the pho shop. It's very good. I eat there fairly often." She looked up at me, as if thinking about maybe going for some pho shortly. "I looked at buying a condo in the building, back when it finished construction," she added, free associating. "Do they still have the black granite countertops?"
I frowned. The building wasn't that old. "Black? Are you sure? I don't know about the other units, but mine has this cheap-looking white quartz. I doubt that they would have needed to change it already..."
She shrugged, almost relaxing. "I see a lot of condos in the area." Briskly, she changed the subject. "Both my available girls can do Swedish and Shiatsu, or did you have something else in mind?"
'Girls'? Not 'therapists'? I revised my estimate back to second generation... with old-fashioned parents!
"I usually just ask for a mild Swedish," I replied, leaning forward on the couch, which was doing nothing for my back. "But as you can see, I have a litany of woes there," I went on, pointing at my manifesto of aches and pains on the clip board. "I'll take whatever you suggest. But I think I just have time for an hour today," I added. With no reviews and no experience of the place, I didn't want to completely throw caution to the wind and commit too much cash. If the massage was good, and I needed a follow-up, I'd make a reservation and do the 90 minute next time.
"I'd suggest shiatsu, then," she said. "But, it is twenty dollars more, is that all right?" I shrugged. She was the expert. "Good. My girls are all independent contractors, so we charge in two parts," she went on briskly. "I ask $55 an hour for the house, as it were." Then she quoted a number for an hour's massage. "That's with either Peng or Erin, they have the same rates, and you will pay whomever you choose, along with any tip, separately at the end." Massages in California were expensive!
Without asking if I was okay with the price, the boss stood and walked to the little desk. "Let's see who'd you like to work with." I'd actually chosen a potential therapist in person before. I just always had been assigned somebody by the spa in the past. She pressed an old-fashioned intercom button and said, "Peng, Erin, we have a customer who needs some work. Could you come out and introduce yourselves?" She turned and smiled at me.
They must have been ready, because it took only a few moments before the door opened and two women entered. To say I was bemused would be underselling it. The two beautiful women were not dressed in the dark blue scrubs of the boss, but instead wore slippers and sported colorful satin robes, tightly belted around their waists.
The short asian woman in the jade robe stepped forward half a step. I guessed that she was in her early thirties, and in that robe it was not a guess but a certainty that she was buxom, narrow waisted, and round in the hips, with long, straight, black hair. Her round face was plain, but her smile maddest pretty. "Hello, I am Peng," she said, nodding. She had an accent, though I could not place it. I'm no expert.
Then an auburn-haired and California-tanned therapist, probably in her late twenties, stepped up beside her. She was much taller, and her figure filled out her crimson robe more sleekly. Nice curves, to be sure, but much less extravagant than Peng's. Both seemed to be wearing robes of the exact same size, which meant that this girl's ended well above her knees. "Hi, I'm Erin," she added.
They both smiled at me.
I froze for just a second in confusion. What kind of place was this? Every detail seemed totally legit as far as I could tell, except for the attire of the workers and the way they came out to be chosen. Hell, the last customer to leave had been a woman! I shook my head. Marketing is important, and this was a hell of a marketing pitch...
I shook my head to clear the doubts and hesitated a second more. Who to choose? It was weird, in that just saying hello to them had given me zero indication of their relative knowledge, skill, or even personality. I was just choosing on looks. At least I had damn fine choices, I mentally shrugged. Peng was a bombshell, but Erin...
I found that my inclination to return for a second visit had already increased.
I smiled. "I can hardly know how to choose, so I'll just say Erin this first time."
Peng actually looked a little put out. It was toward the end of the month. Maybe she needed rent money. As I said, you need lots of rent money to live around here. She bobbed her head at me and departed. The boss filed away my form and told Erin, "Steven here needs a sixty minute shiatsu. He's been sitting at his desk too much."
"Ugh, I know what that can do," Erin said to me seriously. "Let's see how we can fix it." She opened the door across the room and led me into a short hallway with three doors. At the end was what looked like the kitchen. Erin opened door number three, leading me in. I admit, it was hard to keep my eyes off the sweet little curve of her ass under the robe.
I felt a brief stab of worry. I had never had a problem with erections during a massage before, but I'd never had a therapist who dressed like this, either! I hoped that she didn't count on her looks to compensate for lousy technique.
The small ex-bedroom was kept fairly warm. The same quiet music was piped in here, and an aromatherapy atomizer was in the corner, filling the air with what I think was chamomile. A large, sturdy, hardwood-framed massage table filled the middle of the room, covered with a white sheet. There was a large white towel folded at the foot.
"Please disrobe to your comfort level," Erin said. She waved at the table. "Then just lie down and relax. I think we will start with you face down, if you don't mind. I'll be back in a minute." With that, she ducked back out of the room.
I looked around and shrugged. A perfectly normal massage room. Pretty deluxe, actually. My weird feeling receded. I stripped naked, as I usually do for a massage, and approached the table. To my surprise, there was only the one sheet. I shrugged, and climbed onto the table. I grabbed the towel, which really was super soft and generously sized, and draped it over my backside, coving myself from lower back to mid-thigh. I lay down with my face in the softly padded cradle attached to the head of the table, adjusting my dick beneath me.
In a minute, there was a soft knock. I heard Erin return to the room and perceived that she dimmed the lights as she did so. She adjusted the head rest where my face lay just a bit, aligning my neck perfectly. "Let's see how we can make you feel much better," she said softly. The near double-entendre twitched at my hind brain. I was glad I had taken the extra precaution to make sure my dick was aligned so that it would not be a problem if I did chub up here or there...
I heard her pumping massage oil into her hands and rubbing them to warm it. Any doubts about her professional skills vanished in minutes. She was, in fact, very skilled and obviously experienced. She started by exploring my back and legs slowly, testing for my sometimes painful reactions, and feeling for pressure points. "You really are a mess, aren't you?" she observed. I just confessed again, miserably, to having spent too much time at my desk lately, banging on the keyboard.
"At least you are being productive," Erin observed with a smile in her voice. "You could have been just sitting there, surfing..." she hesitated, then went on, "unproductive sites."
It was the mildest of plausibly deniable dirty jokes, but when you are told one like that by a gorgeous woman in a bathrobe, who is running her hands up your thighs as she says it, even a mild joke like that lands hard. Especially so when she then stepped to the towel covering me and began to fold it several times lengthwise into a narrow band that covered little more than my butt cheeks. In fact, I'm not sure it even completely covered my ass once she was done folding...
As she began the massage proper, she started by working my legs, especially the thighs. "I'm surprised you aren't hitting my lower back right off," I observed interestedly.
"Your back, as I said, is a mess," she replied calmly, as if unconcerned that I was trying to tell her how to do her job. "But I'll never get it loose until I take the tension out of your legs and glutes."
Glutes?
Sure enough, once she reduced my left leg to a noodle-like consistency, Erin lifted the towel up on that side and folded it over, leaving my ass on that side bare. She went to work on my cheek gently. Her fingertips worked into my flesh, sliding smoothly with the warm oils. My dick definitely twitched at the most intimate touch I had ever received on a massage table. She lay the towel back into place, switched sides and repeated the process. The difference was, this time I was anticipating the ass rub the whole time she worked my thigh. By the time she was done with my other cheek, I was lying atop a reasonable facsimile of a hard-on. It then was no facsimile as she worked replaced the towel but went back to working the insides of my upper thighs. Her fingers never hit my balls, but I knew they were close, and she was so close, she had to have been looking at them to have avoided touching them.
"All right," Erin said. "Now the back, as promised."
It was amazing. The work she had done to relax my legs (even if it did the opposite of relaxing my cock) had my back almost pain-free before she even got to it. She still worked me over well, the whole length of my back, but I was enthused. "I can't believe you have me feeling so much better already," I said, almost sleepily. My dick had chilled out as she worked on my back as well. This was turning into my usual massage experience as I was used to it. I was zoning out.
I idly thought about my earlier worries concerning this place and especially felt a little guilty about my suspicions of Erin. She really was fucking skilled.
"The legs are the key in a short-term problem like yours," Erin said, working my shoulder blades. "Once they are relaxed, it is just about getting the fatigue toxins out of the back muscles." She went on about vertebrae and lumbar and other professional terms for the body that I wasn't much interested in when I was this relaxed. Her hands caressed the base of my neck. "Your body really is in excellent shape overall," she observed idly. "I'm surprised to see you presenting so much muscle fatigue caused by sedentary behavior."
"Thanks," I replied, grinning to myself in the face support. "I usually take better care of myself, but I've been inspired by my research and working like a maniac while it lasts."



Wait.
Did she just essentially say I had a nice body a moment ago?
"You are welcome," Erin said, rolling her fingers into the soft flesh to either side of my neck. "But pain gets in the way of inspiration eventually. You better get back to the gym." With that, she stood back. "I'd like you to roll over now," she said crisply.
Already? It didn't seem like she had been working that long. But hey, I felt great.
She reached across my body to grab the towel and lift it from the other side so I could roll over with the towel still between us. It is a standard massage therapist maneuver to preserve modesty. The process this time, however, was fraught with, um, fraughtedness. First, the folded towel was very narrow, and when I rolled over, I needed to shift down more than its width to get my head onto the table proper. She followed my slide downward with the towel, but I doubted her coverage was perfect. Second, I was still at half-chub, and the fact that she probably got a look at it during the turn did not help with the half-ness of said chub. Third, I was now looking up at Erin, which really brought the erection on in full bore. I was glad the towel was both thick and folded over, so I wasn't making much of a visible tent. I hoped. She tucked a smaller rolled towel under my neck for comfort.
I examined Erin in detail through slitted eyes. While she had been out of the room and I was undressing, she had put her wavy hair up in a bun, secured by a long, chopstick-like hair pin. Its red enamel bringing out the highlights in her hair. Her pretty face was marred by some slight acne scarring on her cheeks, but her eyes, dolled up with more makeup than I'd have expected, were strikingly blue and sparkly. The sleeves of her robe were about elbow length, with an intricate design on the cuffs. I tried to concentrate on the sleeves and not the rest of her, because as she had worked on my back, the front of her robe had worked its way open a fair bit, despite her tightly tied sash. She didn't have genuinely big tits, but they were larger than average and damned nicely shaped. The cleavage she was now rocking was... delicious, and I could just make out an emerald green and black lace bra peeking out on her left side.
Yeah, thank goodness that towel was so thickly piled atop my lap...
I needed to talk to distract myself from the view of her cleavage. "Those are beautifully decorated sleeves," I said, opening my eyes and looking at her arms as she ran her hands slowly across my chest. It was really more of a caress than a therapeutic rub, but it felt great. "You don't often see robes with sleeves that length."
"Thank you," Erin said. "It took us forever to find robes that don't drag on the client when we work."
"Hmmm," I murmured. I watched as her hands stroked down my chest and across my belly...
Fuck! The tip of my God-damned cock, hard as it was, was poking out from under the towel like a snake peeking out of a burrow! Involuntarily, I snatched at the towel, yanking it upward. I pulled it too far, and felt my balls out in the breeze. I shoved it back downward, more carefully.
"Easy, there," Erin laughed softly. "You are supposed to relax."
"Sorry!" I gasped. How much had she seen? She had to have seen it peeking out. "Having trouble keeping covered..."
"Mmm?" Erin said idly and unconcerned. She lifted my arm and laid the back of it against her chest so she could tug and twist my shoulder. My forearm rested against the softness of her breast in incidental contact. "The towel should be plenty to cover things," she said unconcernedly, concentrating on my upper arm, but she looked back down toward my waist.
I was babbling now. "I, uh, I... 'Things' aren't in their normal state. Uh, sorry... but your robe has, um, shifted," I added in explanation/excuse before I could stop myself. I shrugged.
Erin liked down, unconcerned. "Oh. Wow. Sorry about that." She stared at the expanse of her soft curves. "I don't want to get massage oil all over the lapels. I hope you don't mind if I leave it like this for the moment, do you?" She tugged harder on my arm, stretching out the shoulder very effectively.
Despite her efforts to relax me, I was still freaking about my dick popping out. Like a squirrel caught in the road before an oncoming car, I zigged when I wanted to zag. The words, "Take the robe off, for all I care. It'll stay cleaner," spilled from my lips
She laughed. Thank God.
"You'd have to ask very nicely for that," she grinned at me.
Really? Bad enough I'm embarrassing myself by babbling like an idiot, she's going fuck with me now? I was used to falling asleep during a massage I was enjoying, not suddenly being teased mercilessly.
I replied tartly. "Pretty please?" As I spoke, I laughed, trying to loosen things again. It wasn't an appropriate thing to say, but dammit, if she was going to be saucy... Besides, I was already getting light-headed from the massage.
"Okay," Erin replied with a smile, looking me straight in the eyes. She released my arm, laying it softly and deliberately down on the table. Then she tugged the sash undone and let the robe slide open and off her shoulders! Her panties were a matching set with her bra. They had with a thin waistband of black lace, and a silky triangle of jade green, framed by more lace in front. The bra cupped, but only half covered, two lovely scoops of heaven. She turned to hang up the robe, going up on her tip toes to reach a high hook.
Fuck, she was wearing a thong! What an amazing tight little ass. No, not little, just sleek as hell and as tanned as the rest of her.
She turned back to me and started rubbing the top of my thigh, just beyond the edge of the towel. "Better?" She smirked.
Oh man, was it better.
I still was at a loss for words, but I kept talking. "Sure!" I breathed.
"We keep it so warm in here for your comfort, this is really more comfortable for me too," Erin said, her fingers sliding down firmly against the muscles of my high inner thigh.
"Take it all off, if that will make you more comfortable," I gasped. The side of her hand had just barely brushed my balls the moment before, and I was not technically sane at that moment.
Erin looked down at herself, then archly at me. "That would cost you extra," she said archly.
Holy fuck!
Then she confirmed that she was serious by naming an actually pretty reasonable price.
I really had stumbled into 'that kind of place', I realized. Or she was one sneaky operator. My mind whirled. This was most emphatically not my thing. I mean, I had been to strip clubs before, so I guess I had paid a woman to take off her clothes before, but not like this. And I sure as fuck had not been essentially naked at the time.
I felt like I should laugh it off, relax, and close my eyes for the rest of the massage. I should have done that a long while ago. But... damn, she had a nice body. And she was making me feel so nice as well...
"Please," I breathed before I could chicken out.
She smiled. "I was worrying that you'd never ask," she said softly, reaching behind her and unhooking the bra. The cups loosened and the straps slid from her shoulders. She dropped her hands and let the garment slide off and into her grasp.
My breath stuttered as I looked at her. She smiled at me as she swung the bra energetically enough to send vibrations through her tasty, firm tits. Her nipples were a dusky rose color and just a little bit puffy, with nipples that announced some significant interest in the proceedings. Every inch of those breasts sported the same uniform, perfect tan as the rest of her from forehead to toes. She turned to hang the bra up with her robe, giving me another look at her tight rear end--a view that got even better a moment later as she bent over at the waist to slide the thong to her ankles. I could see her smooth shaven vag between her legs. She straightened, then turned back to me after hanging up the thong, and I was treated to a view of a razor-sharp triangle of dark hair adorning the top of her crotch.
As if nothing had just happened, Erin moved to the head of the table and began to work the back of my neck by reaching underneath my head, lifting it, and massaging the muscles. In doing so, she leaned over, right above me, filling my gaze with her dangling tits.
I sighed happily, whether because of the view, or how good my stiff neck felt under her care, even I didn't know. Erin casually worked my neck for some time. Apparently it really did need the attention. I gave my attention to those dangling wonders.
She finally let my head rest slowly back onto the rolled up towel, and moved down the table. She turned along the way to oil up her hands more than she had previously done at any point and began to work her way up my thighs again, this time with one hand fully on the inside and the other along my flank.
She worked her way up quickly, but slowed as she neared the towel and my balls that (probably) hid just under the edge. Now it was clear that I was being teased. I looked down at her and her quietly smiling face confirmed my diagnosis.
My breathing was pretty much shallow full time now, and my mind, far from fading out, was racing now. Stranger sex for money was definitely not my thing--had never been my thing. But that thought was warring with my current circumstances... and losing.
'I was worrying that you'd never ask,' Erin had said. She was going to make me ask for anything more, if I wanted it. It was dawning on me that I did want more. My mind snapped back to the boss's weird question about countertops in my building. Shit. She had been checking my story... making sure I really lived there... making sure I wasn't law enforcement.
Well, that set aside any doubt that Erin was free-lancing this little extracurricular activity...
I sighed, partly in appreciation the naked woman rubbing my upper thigh, partly in realization that pretty much anything else we did from here would be illegal. I suspected a bit of what had gone on already was illegal. This was really, really, not my thing.
But my cock was fucking aching.
I looked Erin in the eyes and gurgled, "Maybe a little higher?" I tried and failed to keep my desperation out of my voice. She only smiled and winked at me. Her massage of my legs actually got firmer, and she slid her hands up further all right, until both were completely under the towel. Her hand on the inside of my leg briefly worked beside my cock, partially avoiding it as she gave a genuine rub to the tight muscles around atop my groin, but not for long.
Her outside hand massaged my hips and ass cheek softly and comfortably, making me relax.
Suddenly, I felt her fingers stroke over my balls before softly gripping my cock.
"Oh, fuck," I breathed. "This was a hell of a good investment," I added, meaning the money I spend to get her underwear off.
Erin smiled, understanding me but demurring. "Oh, a little manual stress relief is included from the start for customers who seem to want or need it."
Really? Perhaps the base price for this massage wasn't so expensive after all!
The soft but significant movements of her hands shifted the towel, and in moments, it was sliding to the floor, leaving me exposed and throbbing in her hand. Erin ran her second hand up to assist in caressing my cock. She looked down as the towel slid free. Looking up at me she said blandly, "Oops. Want me to get that?" I just almost feverishly grinned and shook my head. She dutifully ignored the towel and smiled down at my cock again. "I said before that you were in good shape," she said, almost seriously. "It is nice to find that all of you is in good shape."
My thoughts raced as her hands continued to gently explore my cock. I had never paid for any kind of sex before... well, other than a few high touch lap dances where I'd gotten carried away and somehow not been thrown out. But no woman had ever made me come for money before. Had you asked me before I walked in if I was interested in a hand job, even from as hot a girl as Erin, I'd have snorted in humorous dismissal.
But now? In the moment? There was no way I'd stop her if she got serious about providing a 'happy ending', and I knew it. In fact, now that I was over that hump...
Apparently the 'rules' dictated that I had to ask for things. What else might she have available? Much as I knew I should avoid even thinking about that question, my mind could think of very little beyond it... that and the feeling of her hands pleasuring my dick. "'Manual'?" I asked tentatively.
Erin smiled again. "Yes, a manual release is included. We want our customers to leave with a smile on their faces." I remembered the smiling businesswoman I left as I arrived. My cock twitched in Erin's hand.
In for a penny, in for a pound. I was already paying to come... "So, you are saying there are other upgrades available?" I asked tentatively.
Her grip tightened persuasively on my cock. She told me a number that was impressive but, somehow sounded reasonable, especially at that moment. "For that, I can slide this lovely but painfully hardened muscle into my mouth and massage that hardness away," she said throatily. "Understand, I don't offer to swallow the stress," she cautioned carefully. But then she told me a smaller number, "For that in addition, I'll make sure you paint my breasts." I stared wordlessly at those lovely targets.
I hesitated, not because I wasn't already convinced a blow job would be worth it, not because I was still trying to draw a line (though I kind of was), but because I was just simply paralyzed.
When I did not immediately reply, Erin just smiled and continued to slowly stroke my dick. But then she leaned forward, lowering her chest. She swung back and forth and I watched in rapt fascination as first one, then the other nipple dragged back and forth over the swollen purple helmet of my cock.
"Suck it. Please!" I moaned, unaware the words were coming before they did.
"This dick?" Erin asked, as if there were others at hand. "Gladly."
With that, she bent over even further, turning slightly away from my face as she did so, and kissed my tip. Then she French kissed it, her tongue darting out and tracing the line around under the rim of my head before sucking me fully inside her mouth. I dangled my hand down to the side of the table, getting it out of her way. But after being taken deeply into her mouth as few times, I dared to lift my fingers and caress up her thigh to that tight bottom of hers. She only murmured recognition of what I was doing, so I squeezed her ass. It was firm and surprisingly muscular below a layer of flesh just thick enough to hide the strength underneath. Her tongue, still inside her mouth, stroked my cock up and down. I twisted my hand, running it up her side now so I could cup an enticingly dangling breast. It almost perfectly filled my hand, and I squeezed with trembling fingers.
Erin's only response was to release my cock with one hand and reached up to press my palm more firmly into her flesh.
Suddenly, she bobbed up and down faster, and I could feel my dick head slapping the back of her throat repeatedly. A wave of fresh sensation and desire flooded through my cock. I wondered seriously if it would be worth the extra money to jizz on the fantastic breast I currently held. Then I marveled at the fact that I had that afternoon gone from a guy who did not see himself as someone who would pay for sex of any kind, to a guy who was considering the relative worth of where he finished.
Apparently not interested in actually finishing me just yet, Erin backed off the ferocity of her oral efforts. One she slowed, she lifted her head entirely and smiled at me again, a little drool running down her chin. She looked at me expectantly.
She was giving me time to ask for that titty finish.
Or was she giving me time to ask for something else?
"Any other add-ons or enhancements?" I asked, managing to sound at least marginally confident this time. Marginally.
She looked at me and smiled. Rather than answering immediately, she bent down and took me into her mouth once more. Way into her mouth. Slowly she sank down, taking more and more of me in, until her lips almost, almost reached the root of my cock. She paused there, as if for effect. Or maybe she was waiting for me to touch her again. Regardless, my hand caressed her ass eagerly and I moaned.
Slowly, she began to straighten up, dragging her lips up my cock in a slow, deliberate motion while her tongue writhed against my shaft on its way out. As her lips finally lifted free of my dick, she inhaled deeply, then kissed the tip lightly. Then she straightened and looked at me with a wicked grin.
"I don't usually offer anything else. But I'm feeling it today with you, and," she glanced at her wrist, "we do have the time." She kept on stroking my cock rhythmically, and mentioned a much, much larger number. "For my top offering, after I do the oral massage with saliva lubrication for a bit longer, I'll wrap this stubbornly hard muscle you have here in one of the 'special latex wraps' I keep in the drawer under this table, and perform a Kegel massage."
"A 'Kegel massage'?" I repeated eagerly.
She leaned forward, hand not releasing my dick and whispered in my ear, "In other words, I'll fuck this nice cock of yours silly, until it nukes inside of me."
"Done," I breathed, unable to resist that pitch. It was a lot of money, but by that point, I'd have probably taken out a second mortgage.
Erin smiled and climbed up onto the table with me, kneeling between my legs. Still pumping my cock with her hand, she bent down and slid my aching head between her lips once more. She kept her face turned up toward me, eyes locked onto mine as she sucked me. The head of my dick was swiftly throbbing with stimulation as she took it in swiftly, then drew it out slowly with each stroke. I could see her lovely tits dangle into view each time she raised her head.
"Oh, fuck yeah," I sighed.
Erin let my cock slide from her mouth and she bit her lip briefly. "Um, this would not be a paid upgrade, but I could use some stimulation myself to get this baby in me easily. Would you maybe help out with that while I keep getting you ready?"
I could only nod spastically.
Erin climbed to her feet on the table and swung her hips around to straddle my face. I looked up at her smooth slit as she lowered it over my face. I grabbed a firm, round ass cheek and guided her right to my lips. She moaned on her own part as my tongue stroked her. She rolled her head happily for a few moments at my offering before lowering it and sucking my dick back into her mouth. Her own purrs of pleasure added delicious vibration to her suckling on my cock.
I was shaking now, tonguing hard at her twat, making her hips roll in pleasure. She bobbed her head in long strokes, pulling completely off to catch her breath before sucking me in again more than once. When she did it again, I reluctantly twisted my head aside from her slit and groaned, "You better not do that anymore, if you want me still in any condition to take advantage of that final upgrade."
She just nodded hard and wordlessly let my dick flop free. But she didn't move from over my face. She seemed close, and who was I to deny her? I grabbed her ass with both hands and drove my tongue into her. "Ohhh, thank you," Erin mumbled, seemingly as out of breath right then as when she had just released my cock from her throat. I squeezed those exquisite cheeks and drew my tongue over her clit. A high-pitched squeal escaped her lips and I responded with more direct stimulation. In a few moments she was quivering over me and her vocal enthusiasm grew. I sucked lightly on her clit and she exploded in joy. She didn't exactly squirt on me, but her juices were suddenly running all over my face. She had been braced up over me on straight arms, but her right just collapsed under her and she fell down to her elbow. That brought her face back down, right over my cock once more. Her breaths still stuttering, she kissed my aching cock lightly.



In a sudden rush, she swung her leg free of my face and sprang to the ground.
"Thank you," she said, body still shivering as she almost lunged for a drawer. "I don't know how I knew that you'd be good at that, but I was right," she said as she climbed back up to sit astride my thighs. "I'm going to reward you for that..." she growled in the most delicious threat I'd ever heard as she tore open the condom packet she held in her hands. She tossed aside the wrapper and began to roll the latex down my length at an agonizingly deliberate pace.
"Lime green?" I asked, a little incredulously.
Erin smiled puckishly. "I like a little whimsey," was all she replied.
When at last my dick looked like it belonged to the Incredible Hulk... okay, I wish my dick looked as big as the Hulk's probably is... once my dick looked like it was painted green, Erin crabbed forward on her knees until her snatch was positioned right over me. She reached between her legs and lifted my dick, pointing it directly toward her. She lowered her hips over me until my tip pressed against her sopping wetness. A twitch of her fingers aligned me perfectly and she sank slowly down.
My cock sang as I felt myself press into her tight, athletic confines. She took her sweet time pressing down around me, backing off a fraction here and there before sliding lower once more.
"You are amazingly tight," I groaned happily as she worked me slowly deeper. "Oh, man!"
In answer, she just flexed those kegels around my dick, squeezing me even harder before taking another inch of me. Erin said nothing as she took me in, but the smile on her face told me she knew how to enjoy herself doing what she was doing, and was doing just that.
She must have been telling the truth about not fucking customers all the time. There is nothing wrong with my cock, but there is nothing exceptional about either, especially in size. In other words, I'm never stretching anybody out, but Erin was nevertheless tight as a drum around me.
And at last, she was tight as a drum around all of me. I was buried to the hilt in her with that ass resting on my thighs. We both sighed as she slid me that final distance home.
Then Erin began to flex her hips, sliding me in and out of her just a fraction with each rock. I felt my eyes widen happily. With each rock, she leaned forward, until she was resting her elbows softly on my shoulders and her hands on the table beside my head. Now those delicious tits dragged slickly across my still oily chest with each hump atop me. The sensation of her nipples bumping over mine, both sets erect, was a delicious garnish to the main pleasure emanating from my cock. My hands waved uncertainly in the air, unsure how to hold her, but I settled on just grasping that toned ass once more and holding on.
Erin rode me like that for a good while, apparently grooving to the coupling as much as I. I doubted that was really the case, but as long as she was genuinely enjoying it at all, I found myself content to revel in my own intense pleasure.
But before much longer, she pushed up again, sliding her hands over my shoulders and down my chest until they rested on the sides of my abdomen. Straight above me, she started slapping herself up and down on me vigorously. Her sweet, firm titties swayed gently above me.
Unable to remain passive any more, I tightened my grasp on her hips and pushed my own hips and ass up off the table a few inches, pushing her up with me. Then, as soon as I had room, I began thrusting upward into her, hard. Her eyes widened briefly at my sudden assertiveness, but then they drooped halfway closed and she murmured to herself happily as I drove into her. Her tits now bounced with each loud impact of my hips against her, and I could not keep my eyes off the phenomenon.
"You... are... a great... masseuse," I ground out between gasps of efforts.
Erin laughed, a bit out of breath herself. "I'm not... sure... ohhhh... that you should... call this part... a massage," she replied.
I slowed my thrusts just enough to have the breath to go on. "No, I mean that, ungh, if you... hadn't done... whatever you did... to my back... ohhh... I couldn't be... doing this!" With that, I resumed hammering up into her.
Erin's breath became shallower and she raised her arms up and crossed them over her head. Then she grabbed her hair and I watched as she came, and fairly loudly.
At least, I think she came. I am certain that her orgasm had been real with my face between her legs, and only the circumstances made me wonder about this one. But her body definitely shook, she definitely cried out, and her vag definitely pulsed around me. This last was of most interest to my currently green cock, which was focused on its own impending release as I slammed it into Erin.
A moment or so later, I felt my balls twinge and the base of my cock throb. I exhaled explosively as I felt my jizz rush upward, swelling the reservoir inside Erin. My hips jerked, losing all rhythm and I collapsed onto the table. Erin followed me down, once more pressing her wet, oily body against mine. We lay there, gasping for air, happily.
The moment I began to soften though, Erin swiftly slipped herself off me. I knew it was to ensure the condom wouldn't work loose as I deflated. With a sigh, she slid off the table and stretched very, very prettily. "There are days where I truly do like this job," she told me with a smile.
Then she leaned over and kissed my cheek gently before resuming the brisk, professional mein that she had sported at the beginning. "We went over by about five minutes. Don't worry about it, though. There is a shower in the en suite for this room. Feel free to use it if you like. But the time does mean that I have to rush just a little. I need to freshen up considerably before my next appointment," she explained, shimmying a little in emphasis.
With that, she briskly slid her robe on and sashed it tightly together. She didn't bother bra or panties simply tucked them into a pocket. As she turned to leave, I sat up, awkwardly held my arms out, and said simply, "Thank you."
Erin smiled, and paused to take my offered hug. But just for a moment. Then, as she turned to the door, she told me, "Once you are ready to go, just head back out to the parlor. Rita will help you with the bill." She paused. "I hope we see you again soon," she smiled with brisk but genuine, if professional, warmth. And then she was gone.
Rita? So the boss had a name.
I almost skipped the shower, until I went to pee and got a look at myself in the mirror. As I showered, I considered what had just happened. My back felt great. My legs felt great. My dick felt fucking amazing. It had been an, um, incredible massage.
Dressed, I walked quietly down the hall to where I came in. Rita was waiting for me with a smile of a different character than before. As I handed her a credit card (I had certainly not thought I'd need this much cash when I left the apartment!), Rita asked me, "How is your back feeling now?"
I snorted. "Amazing, actually. That was one of the most rapidly effective massages I've ever had. Erin is actually very skilled."
Rita almost bristled. "All my girls are fully trained and experienced massage therapists. Many of them, like Erin, primarily work at large spas, and just supplement their income with me." She smiled at me and handed me a little clipboard with my card and the charge receipt. "Shall we go ahead and schedule your next time?" she asked as I did the math of adding a generous tip. "And would you like to have Erin work you over again, or would you prefer to try someone else?"
I saw that the card was charged to Anaheim Spa and Reflexology, a remarkably bland name that seemed prudent for this place.
I was about to say, 'Of course I'd like Erin again,' before I realized that she was assuming I'd repeat this, um, singular experience. It should be singular right? But I also realized that I had already begun speculating about when I could do it again, before Rita had even asked.
Before I could think better of it, I started to open my mouth to go ahead to book Erin again. But then a door opened and two women I had not seen before entered, chatting to each other and ignoring Rita and me as they crossed the parlor to head down toward the kitchen. They were both also dressed in the 'uniform' of the place. One was a dark-skinned asian, taller than Peng but almost as voluptuous. She had a open, friendly smile as she talked to her co-worker. That co-worker was a tall, blonde, Eastern European girl with a body like a Ferrari under her pink robe.
I confess, I just fell silent and watched them go down the hall for a moment.
Rita took back the clipboard from my almost insensate fingers. "Perhaps you would like to look over everyone who would be available?" she asked, picking up an iPad and opening a gallery of photos...
----------
Thanks for reading to the end. As always, I appreciate your honest ratings and favorites. I especially value your comments and ideas. If you liked this story, please look over my other stuff.
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TESLA GIRL
Bernadette caught sight of herself in the mirror in the hall on her way to the garage. She stopped and stared at herself, feeling suddenly dissatisfied. She looked fine, of course. She was just going out to Brenda's ranch for a couple of hours to help stuff the gift bags for the meeting next week, and then swing by the store on the way back home. She didn't exactly need to doll herself up... she never did anymore, really. Her usual casual business attire of knee-length skirt and high-necked, creamy white blouse was certainly fine. Brenda was a friend, but also an employee after all.
God, that sounded like a woman with a stick well and truly up her ass, Bernadette thought wryly. That really wasn't her, was it? No. Of course not.
But she still didn't bother to change clothes. Just as there was no need to doll up, there was no need to go back and dress down either. This... was the way she dressed.
Looking out the front windows of her house, her mood rose as she observed that it was going to be a truly great summer day for a drive. It was sunny and hot, with clear skies. During the day on a Sunday, there wouldn't even be much of any traffic out in the desert.
The car was fully charged, and she decided she would let it run a little bit. She snorted. She had not yet really had a chance to put it through its paces, and yet her Tesla had still gotten more action than she had in recent memory.
Bernadette shook her head at her mental tone again, then shrugged it off. She did not have a stick up her ass, she had responsibilities... up the ass. A thirty sev... um, thirty-something-year-old woman, one who had had to learn how to run a decent-sized company with no more notice than the arrival of a military chaplain at her door when her husband had been away on a training deployment, had to live a serious life.
Her normally sober face broke into a smile as she slid into the Tesla. She had finally let herself order it the day that she realized that she was not going to drive the company into ruin. Once she did finally place her order, Bernadette had had to wait seemingly forever for Elon to get around to making her goddamned car. She had almost canceled her order twice, during bad weeks where she thought she might have run the firm into the ground after all, but all had turned out well and she'd had the bright red car now for almost a month. It still gave her a thrill every time she so much as sat in the big, spartanly luxurious vehicle, with its sci-fi reminiscent interior.
Her feelings of vague dissatisfaction faded as she eased the car silently down the driveway and onto the road. In what seemed like moments, she was out of the built-up area and the Tesla was sweeping her smoothly off onto the open desert roads. The two lane roads out here were wide and straight, with wide shoulders. The legal speed limit on them was fifty-five, but even in her consciously conservative mindset, Bernadette was amused at the fiction of that.
Subconsciously, she was outright contemptuous. These roads out here were built like drag strips, interrupted by nothing but the occasional, highly visible in advance, stop sign every mile or three. She felt herself easing up to seventy with almost smug satisfaction. Her father had been a gear head, and she knew her way around speed a little.
Easing away from yet another isolated stop sign, she found herself at almost ninety without even thinking. She smiled when she saw the number on her display, then realized that she should be shocked at herself, and let her foot off the pedal. The car slid backwards to a more sedate rate. She shook her head. She had not yet really plumbed the limits of the car's speed, but she knew it could go faster than she had just taken it. Far faster.
She had bought the souped up version, after all. It had been an almost unconscious decision, just a click of the mouse when she ordered it on the website.
When she accelerated again after the next intersection, she caught herself as she passed eighty. Without realizing that she hadn't slowed down, she looked around for cops. A ticket would be the kind of embarrassment that a woman in her position ought to avoid, right? She shook her head at how far-fetched that concern was. The last time a police officer had driven these roads, a barn had been on fire.
She checked her speed again. Eighty-four. With a naughty smile, she flicked on the cruise and auto-steer modes.
She leaned back, released the steering, and gloried in the sensation. She almost shivered, and used her free hands to smooth out her clothing. Her fingers lingered as they tidied the silk of her blouse where it covered her breasts, but she did not notice that consciously. Her nipples did, though.
After the glory of the road out, the gravel driveway of Brenda's ranch was agony as she rolled up it at a 20 miles per hour crawl. When she parked, she popped out and went up Brenda's front steps with a bounce in her step that had not been there when she had left her own home.
*
Brenda's large dining room table was strewn with piles of things for the gift bags. Some piles held materials for the meeting, such as the agenda and some PowerPoint slides for Bernadette's presentation, but most of them contained snacks or candy, or some company swag, and there were even drink tickets for the hotel bar.
The two women fell into an easy rhythm of filling the bags, and Bernadette actually found herself singing along with the Bon Jovi album that Brenda had playing on her stereo. Her blonde host smiled at that.
"You are in a good mood today, Bern," Brenda said, almost teasingly. "What have you been getting up to? Who is he?" she added, more hopefully than expectantly.
Bernadette blushed a little. "There is no he, in theory or practice, Brenda," she said repressively. "I just enjoyed the drive out here, that's all," she added almost sheepishly.
"Well, your car is a dish, that's for sure," Brenda replied, teasing harder, but also feeling real concern for her boss and old friend. "But unless that model comes with some strange options I don't know about, there is more to life than work and driving fast." Then she ducked out of the way of the logo-imprinted stress ball that Bernadette hurled at her. The two laughed, but Brenda kept pushing.
"I mean, really," she said, becoming serious. "He wouldn't have wanted you to just be alone like this. You know that, right? Pretty soon people are going to stop calling you Boss, and start calling you Mother Superior!"
Bernadette almost blushed again. She was quiet for a moment. "It's not like I'm still being 'faithful' to Tom," she said softly at last. "But dammit, I have a business to run--one that you... and Barton and Kenny... had to teach me to run with absolutely no notice or experience. My calendar, as well as my mental bandwidth, is full," she finished firmly.
Brenda looked at Bernadette somberly. "A company is an even worse lover than a car," she said after a moment. "You really are fading into a stick in the mud, Bern. Come on," she began to cajole, trying to lighten the mood once more. "I'm betting, despite how you dress all the time these days, that you could still absolutely rock a bikini almost as well as you did back in college. Throw one on, go to the pool, and see what kind of 'mental health enhancement' you can attract."
Bernadette snorted derisively. "Oh, sure. That's all I need. A bunch of horny country club husbands making passes at me..."
"Ah ha!" Brenda said triumphantly. "At least you admit that you'd attract a bunch of them!" She laughed as she successfully ducked a veritable hail of the foam balls... until Bernadette finally tagged her with one right between the eyes.
"You had better pick up all those stress balls off the floor," Bernadette said smugly. "They belong in these bags, not all over place behind you..."
*
After the women had finished filling the bags and stashing them in Brenda's Suburban for Monday, they shared a lemonade on the porch... all blessedly without any further randy pestering by Brenda. Bernadette was feeling uncommonly relaxed and might have stayed longer, but Costco was calling and she had a long shopping list.
She reached the end of the gravel and once more pressed the accelerator as the Tesla met good asphalt. Bernadette snorted to herself, 'Mother Superior my ass!'
She turned right, deciding to take the long way on the open desert roads around and back toward town and Costco. The more open asphalt the better, she admitted to herself.
Soon she was lost in the feeling of acceleration and speed. She wasn't going as fast now, instead reveling in playing with acceleration and braking. The car could do plenty of both, though she found herself agreeing with Car & Driver that the brakes were a little less robust than she was comfortable with on a car this fast.
Just after crossing a larger state highway, she eased to a stop at yet another pointless, deserted stop sign. Suddenly, she was aware of another car on the road with her, the first she had seen almost all day. A bright blue and white Corvette was whistling up behind her. It was a dammed good-looking car, even in her rear-view mirror, and Bernadette gave it the eye as it slid closer to her.
To her surprise, rather than stopping behind her, the driver swung it wide into the oncoming lane and pulled up beside her at the stop. Its engine growled throatily as the driver revved the motor-head's dream of an engine.
Really? Bernadette didn't deign to look over.
The engine quieted and she heard a voice calling, "Hey there, Tesla Guy! I hear tell them cars are fast. Wanna go?"
She looked skeptically at the driver, who had rolled down his passenger side window and was leaning across. He was a big, rangy, blonde youngster with an arrogant but friendly look on his face. She suddenly realized that he wasn't seeing her through the glass of her side windows, heavily tinted as they were against the sun that baked this part of the country.
She rolled down her window in turn and looked at him skeptically.
When he saw her, his face went pale. "Oh, hey! Um, howdy ma'am! I... uh," She swore that his hand twitched up, toward his forehead, as if to tip a hat, stopping only when he realized he wasn't wearing one.
He couldn't be more than twenty-five, and was probably less than that. His sudden discomfiture at discovering that he had challenged a conservative-looking, middle-aged woman to a drag race amused Bernadette unaccountably. Before she realized it, she said, "Oh, so you want to race me?"
!
What had she just said?
Race? Please... that wasn't her. She was just teasing him--teaching him a lesson. Besides, his Corvette looked like about a five-year-old, manual transmission model. It was admittedly a sweet ride, but in her Tesla... she'd crush him like a bug.
"Oh... pardon, ma'am," the boy stammered. "I didn't mean no disrespect. I was just being playful like. I'll just..."
"Here to the next stop sign. Dead stop to dead stop, and don't go over the line or you lose," Bernadette dictated race terms before she could stop herself, remembering a scene from a movie she had loved when she was younger. "Ready?" she smiled.
The young man was confused for a moment, then embarrassed. But he looked at her again for a moment, and rallied quickly. "Uh, sure! I'll see you when you get there," he said, his bravado returning.
Bernadette laughed. It felt good, actually. "Ha! I'd say you can enjoy the view up my tailpipe, but this car doesn't have one," she replied. Inwardly, she winced. That remark could have been taken in several ways. "We go on three, right?" The kid nodded. Out of the corner of her eye, she saw him even cock an eyebrow as she pressed her hair back against the head rest in preparation. "One... Two... Three!" Bernadette called out.
Her foot slapped the accelerator straight to the floor. Much as she loved the speed and power of the car, she had never quite dared to floor it, ever. Even from a dead stop like this. But she had pushed that pedal hard enough in the past to have an idea of what was coming. Despite her head being already back, brushing the head rest, she still felt it snap back from the acceleration as the Tesla leapt from the line like a shot.
She had always loved the snarl of a high-performance engine, and the Corvette to her left certainly delivered that, along with a squeal of tires so brief that it told her the kid knew his way around a clutch better than she had honestly expected. The sound all too quickly faded though, falling off almost instantly as the 'Vette moved from her peripheral vision to first her side view, then immediately to the rear view mirror. She inhaled sharply at the acceleration. It really was wildly more powerful than she had expected. By the time she had taken that single, involuntary breath, the car was at 60 miles an hour.
Her fingers dug tightly into the handles of the Tesla's aircraft control-shaped steering yoke, and she held on, standing on the pedal as the car just kept accelerating. She felt the, unfamiliar of late, burning sensation of being alive suffusing her soul.
It should have been silent in the cabin, but her ears were filled with a screaming noise. It took her more than a moment to realize the sound was her, whooping with a glee more intense than she had felt in ages! Now that she was aware of it, she whooped again.
Her gleeful sounds cut off with a gleep when she looked over at the display and saw that her speed was 123 mph and still ticking upward swiftly. She flinched and let off the pressure on the accelerator slightly, shooting a glance into her rear-view mirror. The gorgeous Corvette was still back there, well behind, but not as far back as she would like. And now that she had relaxed the pedal, it might even be starting to close a little.
Not today! Her determination to win this race and make sure that blonde boy was put in his place suddenly re-asserted itself. Her foot touched the floor once more. Her smile returned unbidden to her lips.
At 139 mph, she chickened out again on further acceleration, but managed to make herself keep her speed right there. It was only a moment or two, however, as the next stop sign was suddenly, alarmingly in view. She let off the pressure with her foot and she surged forward gently against the seatbelt as the car began to slow. She actually moved to the brake and began to press lightly. The motors whined as they drank more of her momentum back into the batteries, and the sedan slowed harder. It was the first time the yoke had even so much as trembled in her hands.
For an instant, she feared that she had waited too long to slow, and would overshoot the finish. Then she realized that she had not and she shook with triumph.
At last, she stood on the brake and the car lurched to a halt, a foot or so from the white line. The Corvette did not appear in her side window. Looking back, the driver had pulled to a stop behind her, almost meekly, wordlessly acknowledging her victory. As she looked in the mirror, a big hand shot out of the driver's window, brandishing a thumbs up.
Still shivering, Bernadette rolled past the intersection and crunched to a stop on the sage-scattered shoulder about fifty feet beyond. The 'Vette followed, a bit like an eager puppy. Almost unable to contain herself, she opened the door and slid out and to her feet, looking back at the gorgeous but humbled muscle car. She was too intoxicated at the moment to realize that her body had just produced more adrenaline and endorphins in the last sixty seconds than it had in the last year. All she knew was that she had a quite appropriately shit-eating grin on her face.
The door of the other car swung open and the driver started to emerge. It took him a while to get out. The Corvette was a low car, and he was a tall guy. She was more sure than ever that the boy was indeed in his early twenties, but he had a mature, hard physique. He wore the kind of cowboy boots that cost nine hundred or more for a pair, tightly fitted jeans, and a plaid shirt that sported the western-style, double-pointed yoke over his discernible pecs that just screamed 'cowboy'.
If the clothes had been new, and the jeans designer, she would have been certain, in combination with the six-figure sports car, that such an individual was, as her Texas-born mother-in-law would have said, 'all hat and no cattle.'
But the boots had seen hard use, the shirt, while spotless, was soft, wrinkled and lived-in, and his jeans were simple, dusty Levis. That, combined with the Corvette, convinced her that this kid might have no hat at the moment, but he and his family likely had a metric shit-ton of cattle.
As his eyes landed on her, he smiled a huge, wide, genuine smile, filled with gleaming white, perfect teeth. "Damn, ma'am," he exclaimed enthusiastically, "you whipped my ass. You could break some boys' hearts with that machine."
"I didn't break yours?" Bernadette asked amusedly, suddenly finding that she wished he'd say yes.
"Nah," the boy said, approaching and moving his eyes to the nice but sedate-looking Tesla. "Like I said a'fer, I just wanted to see if she was as fast as I'd heard. I reckon I learned now, didn't I?"
She just stepped back a step, inviting him to continue his admiring, appraising walk around her sedan. It was purely coincidental that, by letting him pass, she got a good look at his backside. He filled out those jeans well. "I didn't get your name, car-poke," Bernadette mused, following him as he walked because... she decided that she wanted to. That was a seriously nice ass that he had.
"Oh," he said, turning to her and actually flushing a tiny bit. "My manners... I'm Clement, Clement Davies, ma'am." His hand again moved abortively toward a non-existent hat.
The 'ma'am' was getting tiresome, but she could not help but let some amusement into her voice as she replied, "I'm Bernadette, not ma'am, Clem."
"Clement, ma'am," he corrected her, western country manners drilled too strongly into him to drop the ma'am without more effort. Or perhaps he was just teasing her with the honorific? "Clem is my Pa, and so was my grandpa and great-grandpa too. For my part, I figured out right early on that if I gotta carry around an antiquated name, I might as soon use it all. So I'm Clement." His words were wry, but his smile was genuine.
Bernadette leaned against the car, looking him up and down. He was as impressive from the front as from the rear, she was forced to admit to herself, not liking that she was looking so closely. He had the kind of rangy strength one saw out in this part of the country, strength that came from hard, energetic work from a very early age. It wasn't an uncommon look around those parts, but his hair, eyes, smile, and height did make for a far above average looking package.
She smiled in return. "I admit, I do love this car," she said smugly. "Want to take a ride?"
Where the fuck had that come from? As if he'd want...
"Really?" Clement exclaimed quickly. "That would be truly fine!" He sprang around to the passenger side, as if eager to go before she could change her mind.
That displayed remarkable intelligence, as change her mind had been what Bernadette had been about to do. Now... it would be rude to back out, she told herself.



She laughed a little when she had to explain to him how to operate the car's strange, non-standard door handles. Once he had his side open, she slid back around to the driver's. Clement dutifully donned the safety belt, but his eyes were focused across the cabin at the steering column in front of her. "That there looks like the yoke on my Cessna, not a steering wheel," he observed.
His Cessna? Yep, this boy's family owned all the goddamned cows...
As she waited for her window to quietly close, she was mildly surprised to observe that he was still looking over at the yoke... Then she realized that her skirt had ridden up a fair amount when she had gotten in. Was he looking at the wheel, or at her legs?
Just in case, she smoothed the skirt back in place, though sitting down with the seatbelt on as she already was, it still remained an inch or two above her knee. Clement's gaze swung smoothly up and around the rest of the car.
Son of a bitch! This rich adonis had been checking out her legs! She honestly wasn't sure when was the last time that had happened, or at least the last time she had noticed. Now she was getting the eye from a guy who was at least ten years younger than her, probably more. Bernadette resolved to distract him from any embarrassing ideas.
"Ready?"
"Sure enough," Clement said eagerly, leaning forward in anticipation. That was a sure sign that he was not, in fact, ready.
Bernadette eased the car slowly back onto the pavement, then slammed the accelerator hard, possibly harder than during their race, since she had a rolling start this time. She had planted her back against the seat before she did so, and only felt the acceleration press her into the upholstery. Clement had been leaning forward and the sudden appearance of almost a gravity and a half pulling him straight back without preamble slammed him into the seat, drawing a very satisfying, "Whoa!" in a register much higher than his throat was likely used to producing. She laughed in response, the kind of wild laughter she hadn't done enjoyed much of late.
With the cowboy in the car with her, instead of chasing, she felt no need to go much beyond 85. But she didn't slow once she reached it.
"Lordy, this is so quiet!" Clement marveled. He looked around wildly at how fast the terrain was gliding by. But then his attention was drawn back into the cabin. Bernadette looked down. The acceleration, her right leg movement on the accelerator, and the way her left leg had slid wide, bracing in response to the sudden speed, had run her skirt back up high on her thighs--possibly higher even than it had been earlier.
She smiled to herself and deliberately left it that way. It was kind of nice to observe herself being ogled, she found to her surprise. And it wasn't like she was flashing him or anything inappropriate like that.
The boy's eyes lingered no longer than was polite, but long enough to be... polite. Then he went back to trying to stare at everything in and out of the car at once.
"I still can't right handle how quiet it is in here," Clement marveled. "Gun it again," he asked almost absently.
They were already at 85. Bernadette thought she should slow a bit before going for another burst of acceleration, but her foot just slammed down instead.
The car leapt forward with just the slightest whine and rush of tires on pavement.
They both whooped at the sensation.
When you are going over 110 on a rural road, you should not take your eyes off that road, but Bernadette could not help but glance over at her passenger. His face was overrun by a broad smile, and his eyes were back on her... on her lower half.
Nor could she help but let her gaze run down his broad chest, and even to his lap in turn. It would have been difficult to miss that his jeans appeared much... fuller than they had been when he had first sat down.
The situation in his jeans should have scandalized Bernadette, but she merely smiled.
Then the car beeped at her angrily, and she felt the yoke tug in her hands. Her eyes jerked up and she realized that she had lost focus on the road. The car had not liked how close to the edge she had drifted, and neither did she!
Her body shivered, though not totally from fear, and she centered the car, letting the speed drop back to a more reasonable level.
"Sorry," she said a little sheepishly to Clement. "I let myself get a bit distracted."
"Can't say's how I blame you," he replied unconcernedly. "Must be damned exciting to go that fast, that easy, that quiet."
Without quite realizing that she was about to do it, Bernadette applied the brakes firmly, pulling off onto the dirt and scrub beside the road as quickly as she could. She turned in the seat to look at Clement and a smile spread her lips involuntarily.
"Want to give it a try for yourself?"
Clement just stared at her for a moment. Then that spotlight of a smile returned to his youthful but rugged face. "You mean that?" he asked hopefully.
Bernadette's only answer was to unbuckle her seatbelt. Clement opened his door to leap out, once more eager to forestall a change of mind.
Bernadette slipped out herself, primly smoothing her disheveled skirt into place. The two passed each other in front of the car as they switched spots. She smiled at him as they passed, but she more subtly took note of the front of his jeans. She was surprised to find herself almost disappointed that they were no longer as stretched as they had been a few minutes before.
A lady has tricks when she seats herself, especially in a car, to keep her skirt in a respectable position. Bernadette, on impulse, not only failed to employ those steps, she practically reversed them. As she buckled her belt tightly, her skirt was riding well more than halfway up her thighs. Had Clement been sitting across from her somehow, instead of beside her in the driver's seat, he might perhaps have seen all the way up her skirt.
She pressed her thighs together primly... and let the skirt ride up another inch.
She turned to Clement in anticipation. He was looking excited but distracted. That made her smile wider.
"Ready to give it a go?"
He tossed his head and blinked hard, then began to look in front of him (rather than elsewhere) in earnest. His foot rested on the brake, and his big, surprisingly elegant hands gripped the yoke. After a moment, he began looking around in more confusion. "Nothing in this car is where I'd expect it," he muttered. "Where is the ignition?"
"Nothing to ignite," Bernadette laughed. "And the car knows I'm inside it, so it is already on. Just tap the shifter, and you'll be in drive." She worked him through the mirrors and wheel adjustment. At last he was ready, and eager to go.
"Roll down the windows," she requested on a whim. "Let's hear what it really sounds like." She unbuttoned a button on her blouse to better feel the impending breeze.
"Let's ride," Clement breathed as he pulled back onto the road. He was cautious and respectful of the car at first, feeling out its behavior. In a few hundred yards, they reached a stop sign. It was another ridiculously empty intersection.
The two shared a glance, followed by a smile.
"Let her go this time," Bernadette said firmly. "But brace yourself," she added.
"I purely learned that lesson the first time," Clement chuckled. He pushed his head back on the rest and smoothly pressed the accelerator to the floor. The car leapt forward like a shot.
The sensation of the acceleration was dramatically different as a passenger than as the driver, Bernadette realized. The sense of control provided by driving was absent, taking away the rush of commanding the speed herself. It was replaced instead with a thrill of vulnerability, and being swept up in the whim of the car... and its current driver.
In moments, the wind was swirling through the cabin, its turbulence shattering the usually serene quiet of the Tesla's interior. Bernadette was off-balance in every way she could think off. A stranger was driving her car. The wind was incredible. Without really having done so, she felt as if she had relinquished all control. She was truly exhilarated.
Both of them whooped with something close to, but definitely not, childish glee as the car hurtled its way past a hundred miles an hour.
Bernadette virtually always kept her fairly long hair tightly done up, its blonde locks neat and businesslike. But the various pins and the hairband that she had employed today were simply no match for the hurricane force winds lashing around the inside of the car and against her head. Her hair was rapidly escaping everywhere, and to keep from looking completely ridiculous, she swiftly removed the band and yanked free the critical pins. Now her hair raced freely around her face in a thrashing corona of naturally straw-colored ribbons.
The roiling wind even pressed its way up between her legs under her skirt, providing its own interesting sensation, and she let her legs spread a little to enjoy it more.
Then suddenly, Clement was dynamiting the brakes, slowing rapidly to obey a stop sign. As the Tesla lurched to a halt, Clement turned happily to Bernadette. "Holy shit, this is fun," he burbled. "Mind if I turn right here? There are actually afew turns a mile or so yonder, and I'd love to give them a..." he trailed off as Bernadette's disheveled appearance registered on him. She brushed her hair from over her face, and drew a deep, excited breath. Her hair must look a fright, but she noticed that Clement's eyes were moving rapidly over more than just her head. She looked down.
The wind had had its way with her skirt and now it really was indecently high. Her panties were still not quite exposed, she hoped, but it was a close thing. Moreover, several more buttons on her conservative blouse had blown open, making for a hint of some seriously improper cleavage.
No. They had not blown open. She had almost unconsciously undone them herself during that first rush of acceleration. The feel of the wind had been so amazing, she had opened the blouse further to the air circulate against her body. It had been a sensual, almost instinctual, action and she had been barely aware of doing it.
She was certainly aware of it now. She was sitting in her car, legs practically splayed out (okay, really just no longer pressed tightly together), skirt hiked up practically to her crotch, shirt the next best thing to wide open, and her hair a long, disheveled, but fortunately not tangled mess.
And there was this fucking fully clothed, living Michelangelo's David sitting in the driver's seat of her car, staring at her.
No, whomever he was a statue of, it wasn't David. She had seen the original once in Italy, and the replica many times in Las Vegas. Whatever Clement had distending the front of his jeans had in no way sprung from what The David sported. He was staring at her while producing a significant hard-on.
And she was staring at him... and at that bulge.
"So you'd like some curves?" Bernadette asked before she could stop herself.
"I, uh," Clement gulped. "I surely would like to try some, ma'a... Bernadette!"
"Sounds fun," she said, still almost breathless. It occurred to her briefly that she was sitting there looking a bit like a prom date late in the evening. (Or at least the way she had looked late in the evening after her prom!)
Almost reluctantly, she pressed her thighs together once more, coving the movement by turning a bit toward Clement in her seat. She did not think to correct any of her wardrobe malfunctions. The turn on the seat meant that her unbuttoned neckline spread open further due to the tug of the shoulder belt.
"What is up further that way?" she asked interestedly.
"Uh, well, some more road, mostly," answered Clement, who seemed to be having difficulty staying focused on the conversation. His eyes left her for a moment to look down the road and he gestured accordingly, but they gravitated back to her almost immediately. "It runs up against my family's south range in a few miles after the curves. Not much to see. We got no cattle there right now, even. You can tell that by the fact that the lake up yonder is almost full right now. They pretty near drink the water dry when we bring a herd down nearby."
Bernadette looked at him. It was becoming consciously clear to her that she had a hold on this young man. She wasn't remotely sure of what she thought about that, except that she did not want to let it go.
"Then let's go up to the lake," she said softly, leaning back in her seat. "A full body of water out around here in high summer is a sight worth seeing all by itself."
Clement shook himself, though he tried to hide it, slid the car through the intersection and shot off to the right.
The feeling of speed took them both for a bit. The first curve wasn't much, but at 100 mph, they could both feel it. The whooping resumed. As the car shot out of the curve to another straight stretch, both of them smiled into each other's eyes, briefly but intently.
The seatbelt pressed between Bernadette's breasts in a way utterly the same as seatbelts always had, but now she was aware of it pressing between her curves in a way that she never had before. Her fingers toyed with yet another button on her blouse, but she let them drop with the button still fastened.
She found that she did not want to show off her built-for-comfort, utilitarian brassiere. She told herself that it gave her some shred of proper behavior to cling to, entirely missing the point that she had been trying to work out how to show off more in the first place.
The remaining curves on the road were tighter, and Clement responsibly slowed to take them. It was still fun for them both, and after the turns, he floored it again on an open stretch, which further wilded her hair.
As the road began to run along a stretch of fencing and mounded earth, he slowed, stopping before a gated dirt road.
"Sorry about the lake, but I forgot you pretty near can't see it at all from the road out here," he said, peering through the gate, which afforded only a glimpse of water a ways up the dirt road.
Bernadette pulled the shoulder strap aside and leaned across Clement's lap to look where he was looking. Or where he had been looking. His gaze was suddenly focused on closer things. She sat back. "Well, we came all this way. Is the gate locked?"
He looked at her for a moment longer, then bolted out of the car to open the gate. He was quick to get back in the car, but the whole exercise gave Bernadette a few moments to further appreciate how good he looked, coming and going.
Clement eased the Tesla down the dirt road, quickly grumbling about how the track made for a pretty boring drive. Bernadette's mind just raced at their isolation. They were now invisible, even to the deserted road.
She was realizing that she was going to fuck this boy.
Or, at least she was going to try. Despite all the evidence available to her, she was not sure he would be as eager for the idea as she found she was. Simply put, she was a whirling cloud of uncertainty, confusion... and lust. At least the lust part was clear to her now.
She had been married for ten years, then, as a sudden widow, she had abandoned her libido with extreme prejudice and kept it at bay for the last year and a half, until today's spontaneous race, and the rides, and especially the look of this boy himself, had let that libido out of its wilderness. But she was more than just out of practice, she was at a loss about how to get what she definitely wanted.
As the car rolled to a stop, Clement said, "Welp, here it is. All the scenic beauty of a hole in the dirt, filled with water!" Nonetheless, he got out of the car, and Bernadette swiftly did likewise. To her dismay, her skirt slipped naturally back down, its hem once again dowdily resting just below her knees.
Fuck it. She slipped another button open as she stepped toward Clement, while he looked at the honestly very uninspiring pond. "Some things are fun just because they are so... unexpected," she essayed, and she stepped up next to him, shivering in the sweltering summer heat.
God, that had been a pathetic come-on... This was insanity. Her several seductions in her youth had been always initiated by the male in the equation, and those were in the dim past. She was going to embarrass herself, then, once she had been rejected, have to ride in the car with this boy for half an hour back to his gorgeous Corvette.
That's it, she told herself, chickening out. No way was she going to have the guts to try to actually do what she wanted.
She comforted herself with knowing she had a story to blow Brenda's mind.
"That... that is a plumb fabulous car, Bernadette," Clement said awkwardly. "It's a true joy to drive. But mebbe it's you should be the one driving back to my car... It's hard," he said, pausing. Then he seemed to flinch at the pause and rushed on. "I... I mean it is hard for me to give driving it the concentration it deserves. Everthin' is kinda distracting," he almost mumbled, running out of steam.
It was sweet, she realized.
For a moment, they looked at each other. Fuck, this was a gorgeous hunk of man. Young man, to be sure, but man. And his jeans were again visibly over-full.
Bernadette lifted one arm, pressing the inside of her forearm against her breast as if to protect her chest from his gaze, but she felt her fingers curling around the neckline and tugging it wider at the same time, thoroughly spoiling the affected modesty. "Everything?" Bernadette replied, screaming at herself inside to shut the fuck up. "Are you saying that I distract you, Clement?"
"Ye..." he began, then stopped himself. But his nodded sheepishly.
So.
She was going to go full Mrs. Robinson after all.
"Well then, we have a problem," she said, still tugging at the blouse. "Because you sure as hell are distracting to me too."
Clement looked utterly flustered, an expression that was enchanting to Bernadette, given the rugged features that displayed it. She hoped to hell that he was being uncertain about how to proceed, not being uncertain about how to get away.
"I think it might just be curiosity," she said, casting about for how to do this. "I mean," she added, sitting on the frunk of her car and leaning backward, bracing her hands behind her and hunching her shoulders just enough to let her shirt gape well and truly open. "I mean that there are things I'd like to see more of... to investigate."
Clement's eyes were transfixed on her. Her bra might have been a Dillard's store brand, but seeing it peek out had certainly not dimmed his focus. She let herself slide down the front of the car, pushing her skirt back up once more.
He moaned just a little. It was an involuntary, quiet noise, but the thrill in her core from the excitement of that first drag race was nothing to the jolt that that simple moan sent through Bernadette now.
The image of throwing herself to her knees before him and yanking open his Levis flashed through her head, but her confidence was growing. She wanted to induce this gorgeous specimen to touch her first. Her fearful decision to retreat was no longer even a distant memory.
"Perhaps if we get our curiosity out of the way," she practically purred to Clement, letting her eyes rest openly on his crotch, "we can drive back with our heads in the game?" With that, she slumped backward onto her elbows, sliding a little further down and moving her skirt a little farther up. It hadn't moved far, but the movement was what seemed to have his attention.
She just looked at the boy with challenge in her eyes.
He tore his own eyes from her chest and rising skirt, and as he recognized that challenge, he seemed to take heart from it.



"I think that is a plum good idea," he said. He moved and perched on the front of the car beside Bernadette, resting on his hip as he faced her. He was not totally over his hesitancy, but his eyes were unashamedly roaming over her.
Was she really that attractive? It had been years since she gave a damn about what anyone other than her husband had really thought about her body. She still certainly kept in shape... that had always been as much a mental health thing as a physical issue for her since she was young. But was Brenda right? Could she still rock a bikini? More to the point at the moment, could she still rock less?
Clement's hand rested atop his hip. It twitched uncertainly. She just stared right at it and smiled, then swept her eyes up to his. "I always thought that curiosity is a multi-sensory emotion," she said warmly. "Don't you?"
His hand twitched again, hesitantly. She just watched it, hopefully letting the hunger she felt show in her face. He moved it toward her slowly, and she merely held still, though her breathing shallowed in anticipation as it approached. He reached right over her breast, but then stoped himself once again, palm and fingers hovering an inch above her body.
Christ, this boy's momma raised him too well.
Drawing in her breath, she let her chest lift, pressing her breast into that hovering hand. His eyes widened, and his fingers clasped gently.
Then, like the Tesla, everything accelerated in the blink of an eye.
Clement rolled over against her, and her arms reached out to clasp him and aid his approach. She saw a quick flash of a dazzling smile before his ever so slightly sun-chapped lips were pressed against hers, simultaneously gentle yet needful. Bernadette tilted her head skew to his and opened her mouth in invitation. His tongue answered her call and slid eagerly between her lips, meeting and almost immediately wrestling with her own.
His hand had never left her breast, but now he loosened his grip just enough to be able to slide that hand inside her open blouse, caress her bra-clad breast, then almost immediately slide his fingers inside the cup to fondle bare flesh. A shuddering sigh of contentment escaped around the tongue with which he kept exploring her mouth as he delicately probed and pinched the rubber-hard nipple.
For her part, Bernadette wrapped both hands around Clement, stroking the broad upper reaches of his back. His muscles were as spare but hard as she had imagined as she massaged him gently. But she could not restrain herself and slid her hands lower. She simply had to grab that magnificent ass of his.
Fuck, it was glorious in her hands. Tight, strong, and perfectly shaped to hold onto, she clenched it, digging her fingers into the muscles and pulling him toward her, which had the effect of driving his hardness against her hip. The sudden reintroduction of that still unexplored body part into her consciousness almost made her forget the mouth pressing against hers and the fabulous ass in her hands. Almost. But she did moan a little more in appreciation.
Clement seemed to react to the sensation as well. His hand slipped from her breast, leaving her feeling momentarily bereft. But only for a moment. He swiftly stroked it down the front of her body, over the front of her hip, and down her leg to the hem of her skirt. Without pause, he slid his hand underneath and, suddenly slowing, he crept his fingers up her inner thigh, their slow progress making her squirm. Squirm and make room between her legs.
As his hand moved closer and closer, Bernadette ejected his tongue long enough to sigh an extended, "Yesssss," before leaning up to resume their kiss, this time asserting her tongue's right to explore his mouth in turn.
When the boy's fingers finally grazed over the soft, and likely already very wet, cotton fabric of her utilitarian panties, it was like every nerve ending in her body, not just the ones between her legs, was being caressed simultaneously. She literally convulsed and moaned happily.
She had to stop thinking of him as a 'boy'. Aside from the calendar, there was nothing about him that said 'boy', not his appearance, not his manner... not his skill. But... she realized that she very much enjoyed the idea of being with this boy. It was like the universe had decided to give her the opportunity to reject every stereotype of an aging, too serious, relentlessly responsible... has-been of a woman that she had embraced. She moaned again encouragingly as she ran her tongue feverishly along the surface of the boy's perfect teeth.
Encouraged, Clement explored her delicately with gentle fingers, his movements uncertain at first, but more confident as her reactions signaled more than mere approval. Her hips twisted, and would have bucked against his touch, had she not rigidly controlled them. She could not bear the idea of dislodging his caress.
His fingers moved more and more eagerly, until Clement could seem to wait no longer. His hand slid upward over the front of her underwear, all the way to the elastic at the waistband, tugged there, and began to slip inside and back down, pressing the front of her panties downward as it burrowed.
Fucking granny panties! Sure, they were comfortable, practical, and were loose and high-waisted enough to show no lines under the skirts she wore, but at this moment, they were mortifyingly embarrassing. Bernadette made a brief mental note, her management persona suddenly participating in its own future suppression, to go underwear shopping as soon as possible.
The vast, tent-like expanse of cotton did nothing to dissuade Clement, however. His fingers just slowly and relentlessly slid downward on her bare, throbbing skin, through her freshly trimmed bush (thank goodness for that at least!), and once more between her legs. They bumped over her distended clitoris, sending lightning through her, and stroked her nether lips. Back and forth they went for what seemed a blissful eternity to Bernadette, but was truly just a moment. His middle finger pressed harder and harder as he rubbed, and soon slipped inside her. His lips smiled against hers as she groaned, thrilling to the experience.
The panties may not have turned Clement off, but they were in his way. Tragically removing his finger from her depths, he began to work them off of her. She eagerly lifted her hips and moved them in time with his efforts. At least the baggy panties came off easily!
Once he had them to her knees, Bernadette took over and kicked them down and off. Let them lie in the dusty soil, the thought fleetingly. She never intended to wear them again anyway.
Clement's hand swept back up, and once again that middle finger probed within her, curling up to seek out her inner hot button. A soft, "Oh yeah, right there," from Bernadette told him that he had found it. His finger caressed there, and he suddenly began to press his thumb gently against her clit, rubbing it in time with his inner probe.
Bernadette found herself racing up toward an orgasm not accompanied by a buzzing noise for the first time in forever.
Her hand suddenly clamped on Clement's wrist. His eyes widened, looking into hers with confusion as she tugged his hand free of her pussy.
"No," Bernadette breathed to him. "I'm not going to let the first orgasm you give me be from a finger. Give it to me the right way." He only grinned in reply.
Sitting up, Bernadette pushed Clement to his feet at the front of the Tesla before her. Her hands reached out to the front of his jeans, stroking and exploring the iron hard bulge there. He simply, wordlessly opened the front of his plaid shirt, then shrugged it off over his shoulders, tossing it up on the frunk of the car. She wanted to run her touch all over that muscular but trim chest, lightly dusted as it was with blonde hair over the pecs and running in a narrow line down to his navel, but her hands had more important work for the moment.
She tugged the button open, then began to pull down the zipper. For a brief flash, she wished his jeans were the button fly version, they would have been sexier to open. But she still practically drooled as she tugged the zipper down.
Well.
At least she did not have to feel as bad about her granny panties any more. They were a match for the tightie-whities that emerged from the Levis. Well, not a total match. His cotton underwear was swollen and distended quite affirmingly for Bernadette. She reached out and massaged the bulge, rubbing it up and down, squeezing it gently. All she wanted to do was yank the underwear away, but she made herself make it last.
For his part Clement crooned quietly at her attentions, but having tossed his own shirt aside, he made to dispense with Bernadette's. As she caressed him, he reached down and undid her last few buttons, tugging the tails of her blouse free from the trim waistband of her skirt. He gently stroked the plain, supportive fabric of her bra, as if wishing it opened in front, but Bernadette had not worn anything even that little bit adventurous for ages.
He pushed the blouse off her shoulders, and she almost fought him, not wanting to let her fingers go from his crotch even long enough to let him disrobe her. But he merely pulled one hand free to ditch that sleeve, then let her swing it back to his cock before he tugged the other one away.
He leaned down to kiss her deeply once more, hands sliding behind her back. She kept her fingers trembling on his bulge as he unhooked her bra. She blushed yet again when she perceived that he had not expected so many hooks back there...
Unfazed, Clement straightened back up, pulling her bra with him. Her breasts bounced free as the cups pulled away, and he slowly tugged the garment down her arms, briefly pulling both hands off his manhood.
Bernadette had known that her breasts, while still lush, full, and surmounted by responsive and currently very erect nipples, lacked some of the elasticity and firmness they once boasted, but the current circumstances brought that knowledge to a new reality. She quailed a little.
However, Clement merely gazed at her breasts with bright, hungry eyes.
Slipping her hands free of the falling bra straps, she tugged at the front of his underwear, yanking them down to expose the previously unseen object of her fascination.
Nice.
Very nice.
Straight as an arrow, circumcised, and boasting a swollen helmet in a color so purple that it was only matched by the vein snaking its way up the length, Clement's cock was no beast, but like every other 'muscle' on him, it looked hard and strong. She pushed down on his pants and underwear alike, but he stepped back, asking her to hold on for a second. Her confusion cleared as he worked with practiced ease to kick free of those well-worn, throughly authentic cowboy boots. With his feet clear, he went to push down on the Levis, and Bernadette leaned forward to help.
She ended up not really doing anything about the jeans, because leaning forward as she had had brought her face in proximity to that eager staff. She tilted her head and kissed the middle of his shaft lightly. She heard a gulp above her head, but did not let her attention be diverted upward.
She was dimly aware as Clement worked the jeans down and free of his legs, but her total attention was on that cock, waiting all for her. She opened her mouth wide and licked him upward from his balls, past his lightly blonde pubes, along his shaft, and up to circle his glans. By the time Clement had fully disentangled his legs, she had the base in her grip and her lips sliding down around the tip.
He tasted lightly salty, the delicious flavor of fresh, healthy sweat, as she sucked him gently into her mouth. She bobbed up and down a few times, experimenting with bringing him into her mouth, and then dove harder down.
Bernadette has been no deep throat artist, even when she had been in practice, and she certainly had no intent of becoming one right now, but she was also aware that a few good gags did wonders for the ego of he who sported what a woman was gagging on. Clement's moan of wondering pleasure told her that he was no different.
A broad hand, smooth but rougher than she would expect from a man so young, reached out and caressed the side of her face, his thumb stroking her cheek. The hand slid backward into her hair, running through the flowing, disorganized locks. She could tell he wanted to grasp the back of her head, and grasp it hard, but that he was making himself hold off. If she was going to gag, it was going to be up to her.
Gorgeous, wealthy, a good driver, polite, moderately hung... and sexually considerate. Bernadette wondered what she had done to load up on good karma lately.
Happily, she continued to suck him in and out of her mouth, the one hand jacking his base softly while the other tickled and caressed his sinewy thigh. She gave him the occasional gag, of course. He always trembled in response.
Suddenly though, he tilted his hips backward, holding her head in place so he popped free of her lips. She looked up at him.
"Bernadette," Clement breathed heavily, "if yer still wantin' me to give you that first orgasm the traditional way, you'd best hold off with this."
She stared at him for a moment. With a smile, she straightened up onto the edge of the hood and pulled him toward her by his cock.
This was crazy. She and this man-child were almost utterly naked out here on a secluded ranch field. He didn't even know her last name. Only the skirt bunched up like a belt around her waist kept them from full Adam and Eve territory.
Bernadette stared at him. Even his knees were fucking hot. Not as hot as everything above them, but still. How does a man have hot knees?
"Please," was all she could say.
Clement, for his part, was drinking her in with his eyes as well. He shook his head with a wondering smile. "Ma'am, I have to say, you are purely the sexiest damned woman I have ever met in my life."
That was ridiculous, of course, and Bernadette deflected the compliment. "'Ma'am?' Clement? You say that I'm the sexiest woman you've ever been with, but I'm old enough that you can't help but call me 'ma'am'! There are plenty of super sexy girls your age all over this state," she scoffed, still flushing at his words, "and I'm betting you've been with a number."
Clement blushed hard in response. "Sorry about the M-word. I been trained to the bone by my ma, Bernadette," he apologized ruefully. "But I said you're the sexiest woman I've ever met, not just been with." He paused, still looking at her with a gleam in his eyes. "It ain't just yer figure, which is amazing, you know. Yer so rich, and lush, and... damn," he trailed off hungrily for a moment. "I wanna just dive right into you, but dammit, I've got to say this first. It's more than just how hot you look. It's how hot you act. The car, and the race, and the way you get turned on by all that speed. It's the way you look at me... and the way you respond when I look at you." He started to lean forward over her, and she leaned backward to let him keep coming. "You are just fucking magic."
She realized that her hand was still on his cock. She almost wanted to let him say more words.
Almost.
She firmly pulled that lovely beast toward her. Clement smiled and eagerly slid over her. He dipped his head momentarily, sucking softly on one of her nipples, which responded by, if possible, hardening even more. Lest he get too caught up in enjoying that, Bernadette tugged him forward again.
With a pop, Clement lifted his head from her nipple, smiled at her, and slid his hips forward to rub his cock along her labia. Both sighed as his saliva-wet member caressed her softness, which has far wetter than it had been in memory. She softly let go of him, and he rewarded her by tilting slightly and catching his helmet in her entrance. Their eyes locked, he applied pressure and began to sink into her. Just as his head was in, and a tiny bit of his shaft had followed, he paused, withdrew a hair, then pressed in again. He seemed as intent as possible to draw out the process of spearing her, and the two of them grinned at each other in recognition of his plan.
By the time he had worked more than half of himself into her, Bernadette was realizing that he was much better hung than she had perceived. His cock had only looked mostly normal because it was hanging off of his large, powerful frame.
She was being filled.
As he finally sank into her to the limit, he sighed and let much of his weight rest atop her, pinning her to the frunk of the Tesla. He locked his lips on hers once more, slid a hand between them to molest a breast, and began to thrust--all without letting his eyes release hers.
Her hands wrapped around the small of his back, then slid up the chiseled muscles flanking his spine and into his hair. As he withdrew and powerfully thrust back into her with measured, relentless force, she slowly lifted her legs and crossed them behind him, ankles rubbing on his statuesque ass.
That ass flexed as he began to increase the speed of his penetration. Someone cried out in a high-pitched mewling voice and Bernadette realized that it was her. Her insides clamped down on the cock mightily piercing her, and now both of them were making involuntary noises, sweating from the heat and grunting with desire being fulfilled.
He pushed himself upward for a bit, making his rod slide in contact with her clitoris on each movement. Eyes wide at the incredibly delicious stimulation, Bernadette could look down to watch that shaft driving into her. His sodden pubes tangled with hers each time he sank in. She had never been with a man with hair down there that was blonder than her own yellow nest. Clement lowered his torso back to rest on her once more, firmly but not fully. He smiled at her as she thrust her breasts up to meet his chest.
That glorious rod filled her over and over again, stretching her physical and mental confines with each smooth, insatiable thrust. His size, both inside her and atop her made her feel... claimed, but the look in his intent blue eyes made her feel worshipped. It was a heady cocktail of emotional and physical eroticism and it overwhelmed her sexual teetotaler's mind.
Awash in that hormonal intoxication, without any warning, she came. It was no earth-shattering pleasure bomb, but something unfamiliar. She had always loved Missionary, especially with Tom, but it had almost never been the way that she had gotten off. The sensations of intercourse had not produced this orgasm, but it was the crazy entirety of the situation, in so many mind-blowing ways, that had pushed her over this edge.
Bernadette cried out, arching her back, closing her eyes, and... losing several seconds of consciousness. It was as if the boy had bumped a reset button connected to her brain and replacing the universe for a span with a nothingness of pure ecstasy. As she returned from the dark... greenness of that amazing, gentle, but overwhelming orgasm, she felt embraced by Clement's continued, relentless invasion of her. She smiled at him, gasping for air, then she slid her hands between them and pushed him up and off.
Clement let her push him off without more than a simply confused exclamation, further evidence of his utter fucking perfection. She just winked at him, and rolled over onto her belly with a thunk. She instantly looked up over her shoulder at him and wiggled her ass.
The man paused for a moment, enjoying the fresh view as long as he could before his need sent him diving back over her and between her legs. His cock sought out her sopping wet and welcoming slit, and plunged back into her. His big hands braced themselves to either side of her, and her backside rejoiced in the soft, insistent impacts of his belly against it as he drove himself into her.



Now she was being physically stimulated in a next level way, as from this angle the head of his shaft stroked her favorite internal spot with each and every firm pass. Clement varied the way he drove himself into her as his efforts went on. At times he held himself to shallow thrusts--quick, thrilling, and stimulating her in the most intense way. Other moments, he drove into her all the way, in deep, slow, deliriously agonizing strokes that spread the intensity of the moment throughout her core.
In and out he drove, holding himself back against the insane stimulation of her pussy, and Bernadette sensed his gleeful fight to keep going. Her own body thrummed with energy, quivering in delight.
She could ask him to hold on no longer. As magnificent as this felt for her, she perceived that his restraint was beginning to interfere with his own enjoyment. She couldn't have that...
"Fill me," she gasped. "Come inside me, Clement. Give me all your fucking cum," she urged, bunching her fists against the metal of the frunk. She banged them against the surface of the car gently, realizing that she too was balanced on the edge of coming, and this time would be an experience of an entirely different character.
Clement only grunted wordlessly in reply to her demand and drove himself into her even harder. The speed he employed prevented him from any more deep thrusts and he pistoned away in shallow, but amazing-feeling thrusts.
Suddenly, his rhythm deserted him, his thrusts became ragged, and Bernadette was aware of a powerful rushing within her as he jetted in release. More and more flowed into her. It was so much cum. And then there was more. She felt like an eclair being filled.
That image only came to Bernadette later, as in the moment, the combined sensation of his ejaculation and his manfully sustained thrusts, even in the aftermath of his release, brought her to a second, longer, far more mind- and body-bending orgasm. She literally screamed in... relief? Release? Triumph? Her head jerked back, then banged back down against the metal of the car, her insides clamped down on Clement's cock in ragged spasms far harder than at any time before. Her whole body throbbed in waves, continuing on well past the time the flood of semen had abated. While she did not lose consciousness this time, her vision still cut out briefly in a wash of indigo blue.
Then she went boneless underneath him, every muscle just giving up simultaneously. She collapsed on the frunk and her screams faded to a deep, satisfied sigh.
Clement finally let himself give up his efforts to keep going, perceiving that she was finally well and truly finished. As his body came to rest, she felt tremors running through it, above and inside her for what seemed like a delicious age. He sagged down over her, nuzzling the nape of her neck, then kissing it softly.
The two people lay like that, recovering slowly, each letting the amazing flood of hormones suffuse them.
At last, Clement rolled off of Bernadette. His softening cock slipped out of her and she instantly missed its presence. They both sat up next to each other on the front of the car and tried to organize their brains.
After a while, they looked at each other and grinned. "Hell of a day for a drive," Bernadette observed.
Clement stretched languidly, a sight she fully appreciated. "Well, I powerful agree, Bernadette. And I gotta admit, this is one amazing car you got here," he added with a teasing grin, patting the frunk of the Tesla.
"Thanks," Bernadette replied easily. "I do think yours is a whole lot sexier looking, though."
"Mebbe," Clement laughed. "But while I can't say as how I've gotten a chance to try the 'Vette out as a bed, I can't hardly imagine it could do as good a job at it as this beauty," he added, caressing the car's gleaming metal surface.
Bernadette laughed in reply. Then she sobered. With a sigh, she said, "Well, I probably should drive you back to that pretty car of yours before some some coyote pees on the tires." She cocked her head at the gorgeous creature beside her. "When we get there, maybe we should compare and contrast..."
He looked at her.
She looked at him.
They grinned.
----------
Thanks for reading to the finish. I hope that means you liked it. In any case, thanks in advance for your honest ratings and any bangs on the Favorite button. And especially, please let me know your thoughts and ideas in the comments. I don't write a lot of female viewpoint stuff, and I'm especially interested to hear how well this rings true to female readers.
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Ahh, Summer Lovin'! This is my first time encountering this event since I started writing here, and this story went from conception to completion in record time as soon as I started examining the contest.
Harking back to life in South Florida, year round is mostly about the themes of sun, heat, and maybe the beach. The actual Summer... is about rain.
For the amateur meteorologists among you, along with other seekers of serious believability, please understand that I am neither. I strive for the plausibly ridiculous in my stories.
Please enjoy.
—————
SUMMER STORM
Cassie bounced down the concrete stairs of her apartment building. After a flight, she slowed her pace. The brunette was always a bundle of good-natured energy and did everything at speed, but she was just discovering that the new bra she had on under her scrubs was not up to keeping her considerable assets comfortably under control when making her usual two-step leaps down the stairs. She lived on the fourth floor and of course there was an elevator, but she only ever considered that option when she had a cart load of groceries. Elevators were for sloths.
She restricted herself to taking one step at a time, though still faster than most other tenants. Her slower pace still left her girls swaying enough to earn her a long, idly longing gaze from a middle-aged male neighbor coming up the stairs between floors two and three, and an outright frown from the even older woman that she passed on the long stretch of stairs down to the ground floor. Cassie barely registered either expression. She had her own issues on her mind, despite her always upbeat stride.
This was a very nice apartment she had down here on the southern gulf coast of Florida (well, ten miles inland from the coast). It had all the amenities, was in a super upscale area, and was less than a mile from her nursing college. With her roommate, she could just afford the rent, and Cassie was fretting about how to light a fire under Helen. If the girl didn't buckle down and get her grades together, she was going to flame out and have to go home to New Jersey. Cassie would then likely have to move to some shitty, older, less deluxe, more distant place.
The buildings of her complex (while she could still live here) were at the heart of one of those mixed-use 'communities' that developers liked to build in suburban areas these days, with a few shops, restaurants, and even a grocery store within easy walking distance, even for the majority of residents who were less energetic than Cassie. She felt the apartment suited her especially well, because it meant that on days like this, she could quickly walk over and get a drink from the excellent boba tea place on the central drive, sandwiched between the barber shop with its own cocktail bar and the day spa, and then walk back to her car.
In the winter, or more accurately for coastal Florida, the 'dry season', Cassie rode her bike to school almost every day. But now, during high summer, she settled for driving, not because it was so hot, but because you never knew when you might catch a rain shower.
They were backed up more than usual at the tea place, and Cassie tried to settle her energetic nature, waiting impatiently for them to complete the order she had just given to the counter guy. His name was 'Kevin', and he was new. Kevin would likely be cute, maybe seriously cute, once he grew out of puberty.
In an effort to stop herself from macking on teenagers, she looked around at the other people waiting for their orders. The tall, red-haired guy who had ordered right after her saw her looking around and asked, "What practice? Where you work, I mean," he added to explain himself.
Cassie just twisted her torso toward him so he could see the logo of her nursing college embroidered over her left breast. She pointed at it helpfully, though most guys had little difficulty directing their eyes to that area on their own. "Still a student," she declared herself cheerily. "But why didn't you think I worked at the hospital?" There was a large regional medical facility just down the road, and most non-students in scrubs she saw around the area worked there.
"You don't look nearly worn-down enough to be a hospital nurse," he chuckled.
"Ha!" Cassie laughed lightly. "You should see me around finals."
"I'll make a note of that," the guy said drily. He was actually wearing a long-sleeved white shirt and tie! What poor, miserable kind of dude had to do that down here in the high summer?
"What's with the noose?" she inquired, nodding at the tie.
"Some people in our industry don't get to wear super comfy scrubs for work," he sighed. "I'm a Pharma rep and am expected to dress like a grownup. That's why I asked what practice you worked for. I was hoping you'd be my next tool to get to your doctors!"
Inwardly, Cassie grumped. Oh, so stick-in-the-mud here only wanted to talk to her for business purposes? Outwardly, she just smiled. "Well, I'm not sure if I still want to live down here in this heat once I graduate, but if I do, I promise to sneak you in by the back door so you can pounce on Old Doc Potter!"
They both laughed. He had a nice smile for a douchebag. Just then they called his name. She missed what it was, mostly because she no longer cared. "That's me! Gotta go," the guy said, stepping toward the counter. "Nice meeting you!" And he was out the door. Dude even got his tea before hers, and she had ordered first...
*
She saw him again, a little over a week later. This time it was in the small grocery store around the corner from the boba place. She was just there to stock up on flavored seltzer and grab a salad for dinner. He was bent over, examining the seltzers himself, with a dissatisfied expression. He was once again wearing dress shirt and tie, a little the worse for wear after a day in the Florida heat, but still quite presentable. It occurred to her briefly that he was about the only adult redheaded guy she had seen in ages who didn't rock some extravagant beard. A clean-shaven redhead was a novelty to Cassie.
"Problem?" she asked. The douche was in her way, but Cassie liked to be polite. "None of the seltzers want to buy boner pills?"
"I don't represent any ED drugs," he replied absently. As he did so, he looked up and recognized her. "Hey! It's Nurse Boba Tea," he said, straightening up. He flushed a little, a very noticeable event on the pale complexion of a redhead, embarrassed at finding himself talking about 'boner pills' with her. "No, I'm just irritated that this store never can keep the passionfruit flavor in stock," he said quickly, changing the subject and waving irritably at the shelves.
"What?" Cassie was now also irritated. "Passionfruit is what I was looking for, too. It's my favorite."
"Then we are both out of luck," he said. "Now I must settle for frickin' 'pamplemousse'."
Cassie sighed. "Hand me a box of that too," she said resignedly. He grinned as he handed her the pack he had just taken. He grabbed another, and turned away while saying airily, "First World Problems, huh?"
Cassie turned in the other direction toward the checkouts. She found herself looking back over her shoulder at the guy.
So. He lived nearby, it seemed. And he really did not appear to be a full-time douche either.
She dismissed him from her thoughts. She still didn't even know his name, after all. Her disappointingly grapefruit-flavored seltzer duly purchased, Cassie shook her head as she left the store. She did rather like redheads...
*
Cassie popped out of her little car the moment she had it parked back at the apartment after class for the day. School was in general pretty easy for her. She was smart, had an aptitude, and her usual boundless energy served her well in class and in practice alike. But today had been sheer drudgery, and she needed some serious exercise.
Standing in the parking lot, she gazed speculatively up at the sky. It was a beautiful blue, with a scattering of small, fluffy clouds. She had had to work out the last two days after school in the very nice gym of her apartment complex, because the rain that regularly marred the local summer days, while simultaneously making the temperature bearable, had washed out any chance for outdoor exercise.
Things looked much better today, and she resolved to get in a good outdoor run. No treadmills today!
She grabbed her book bag, locked the car, and bounced up the stairs. Bounce was once again the operative word, as she was giving that new bra another try. It really was not good on stairs, but she still found it to feel all kinds of sexy. Cassie liked the little boost of confidence it gave her, knowing she was wearing it, hidden away under her almost shapeless scrubs.
In her apartment, she shucked her top, leaving only the bra, the moment the door clicked closed behind her and while she was still moving through the living room toward her bedroom. Helen looked up from her textbook (thank God she was studying for once), and shook her head. "I've seen those, you know," she observed drily. "You don't need to keep showing them off."
Cassie just kept moving, waving idly at her roommate. It wasn't really an issue any more. The first time she had forgotten Helen was there and come out of their shared bathroom with her towel only wrapped around her waist, there had been a real discussion.
Helen was plainly jealous of Cassie's rack, and had felt intimidated, as if Cassie had been flaunting her assets. Cassie had had no such intention, of course, but things had been tense for a while at first. In the following months, they had settled down to good-natured snarking when one or the other wandered around in their underwear.
Not that Helen wasn't nicely put together in her own right. In the almost calendar year that they had been roommates, Helen must have (often noisily) had sex twice as often as Cassie, and with a much larger number of different guys over that time. The interior walls of their super-deluxe, expensive apartment building were of course paper thin. The 'reviews' were clear that Helen had nothing to worry about...
Cassie did wait until she closed the door to her room to unhook the bra—she was at least that considerate by this point. She hadn't meant to bra flash Helen at all. She just had been caught off guard by the girl actually being around the apartment studying at all, much less at that time of day. She had to be careful to do nothing to discourage that behavior!
Striping naked, Cassie sorted through her workout clothes and pulled on a pair of mid-thigh length black workout pants that fit like a second skin. There was just enough discrete padding in the gusset to prevent cameltoe, allowing her to not have to wear a pair of panties and exacerbate her laundry situation. Cassie hated laundry.
Then she picked up the new athletic bra she had bought. It was a new brand and she had been interested when she discovered it online. She had bought one immediately. Unlike most athletic bras, this one didn't strap her down as much, letting her keep a lot more of her considerable shape. She hoped it would do the trick for support, as one of her favorite Instagram content providers had claimed.
She pulled it on over her head, and settled her girls into it. It fit perfectly, and a quick look in the mirror told her it looked great too! She actually looked like she had boobs in this bra, not just a rounded chest. A scratch in her back told her the she had forgotten to remove a tag, and she popped it back off again, breasts bouncing free. She waggled her chest for a moment, then, after yanking off the tag, she slid the bra back on again and waggled again. The garment was really comfortable, and with it on, her tits waved but definitely did not wobble.
Just as advertised.
Unfortunately, as she looked at herself in the mirror, Cassie saw a problem. Unlike most of her sports bras, this one really looked like a bra, especially in all white, which had been the only available color in stock. She was used to going running with only her jog bra for a top, since most were styled to look like an outer garment. Running in this bra, assuming it was comfortable enough for the activity, would be embarrassing without something over it. Hopefully not something that would leave her sweltering.
Grumbling, she rummaged through the drawer and pulled out a loose white cotton tank. You could still catch glimpses of the white bra through the arm holes and open neckline, but the effect was sexy, not blatant.
She bounced on her toes. All systems seemed go. Time for a run.
The stairs were a good test, and she found herself quite comfortable taking the steps two at a time. Despite how high the bra had her breasts riding, they were not flapping around uncontrollably or uncomfortably. As she ran out of the building and into the summer heat, she found the bra did the best thing possible. It let her forget about her tits while she ran.
She pulled her phone out of the back pocket where it was tightly pressed against her ass and activated her run tracking app. It was super hot that afternoon, so she'd settle for her favorite short route, a four mile loop that mostly ran through a private park belonging to the gated community of expensive houses just to the south of her apartment.
Sweat was immediate and plentiful, and she realized that the temperature was probably nearly a hundred. Cassie chose a more gentle pace than she usually set on a shorter route like this. Heat stroke would suck.
After crossing the main road, she ran smoothly past the huge entry fountain and ostentatious gates of Chestnut Expanse. The temperature got more bearable for a while, as the main road through that neighborhood was lined with large water oaks that provided delicious shade.
It was a wonderful day for a run.
Okay, it was a beautiful day for a run. But it also was absolutely beastly hot, even in the dappled light under the canopy of trees. If it really was a hundred degrees that afternoon, and it sure felt that way, that was much higher than had been forecast. Re-emerging into the sun when she reached the path through the lovely nature preserve at the back of the sub-division, Cassie almost turned around and headed back home. But the thought of finishing her run at the apartment, on a treadmill, in the air-conditioning, turned her right off.
She'd finish the run.
The park had a small but attractive lake with an island in the middle. The path ran around it, placed well back from the water, and also with plenty of grass between it and the small amount of woods that surrounded both pond and path on the outside. There would be no escape from the sun out here. The reason the path did not run closer to the water and the shade of the few trees at its edge was explained by signs regularly spaced around its perimeter: "Warning: Alligators are prevalent in this area and are faster than they appear. They can be hazardous to you and especially your pets."
The direness of that alert was undermined somewhat by the second set of signs, interspersed between the gator warnings, that read "Fishing is restricted to residents of Chestnut Expanse and is catch and release only. By order of the Chestnut Expanse Master Civic Association."
At this time of day, in this heat, neither the wealthy older residents of Chestnut Expanse nor their pedigree pooches had any interest in going walkies at the park. The gators would need to find non-canine fare.
As the path curved toward the back of the park where it butted up against undeveloped swamp, something made Cassie look up. It was still brilliantly sunny on the path where she ran, but there was a massive wall of black, boiling straight up in the sky right in front of her, she realized to her instant dismay.
Fuck.
After the last two days of torrential rain, the news had said it was unlikely to rain again today, and if so, it would just be scattered showers. The news had also promised it was going to top out at only ninety... The cloud formation in the sky did not look like a 'scattered shower'. Cassie quickened her pace, hoping that would get her home before the shit hit the fan, but she didn't turn back, intent on getting in her workout.
As she reached the backside of the pond, Cassie was made aware of her error.
A sudden rush of deliciously but unnervingly cool wind hit her. She knew what that meant, unfortunately. It was displaced air, cooled and shoved violently aside by a sudden, immense rush of rain crashing earthward from the clouds. She started to sprint, but knew it was too late. She had barely gone twenty more steps when the first fat drops of rain hit her. She could hear how hard it was coming down close by. In ten more steps, the rain was on her in earnest. In ten more, it was pouring everywhere.
Almost instantly, her steps became splashes. Cassie put her head down and resigned herself to a miserable, desperate run back.
Then her wrist thumped and her heart raced. As she lifted her wrist to look at her smartwatch, she already knew what she would see. There it was. A bright red circle around a jagged line, with the text: "Lightning Alert. Lighting has been registered within ten miles of your current position. Seek shelter for at least 30 minutes after the storm has passed."
Worse, she realized that the rumble of the strike that had triggered that near instant warning was still going. She could hear it. It had been close. It had been big. Despite being drenched, every hair on her head and arms felt like it wanted to stand straight up. There would be more, with all the electricity she could feel in the air.
'Shelter'? Out here?
Then, like an answered prayer, she saw one of the scattering of benches in the park. The benches themselves would be useless to her, but each had a small, sturdy, wood and metal Chade cover on two poles. In all the time she had been running in the park, she had never seen anyone using one of the benches or taking advantage of their shade. She supposed that they must have looked good in the brochures.
She was sure going to use one now, and dashed toward it.
As she reached it and ducked under the roof she discovered a number of things in swift succession.
First, the roof was small, and since there were no sides, the 'cover' provided against the rain was pretty problematic. With the breeze, and occasional stronger gusts, the space under cover was not dry, but mostly filled with a light mist. At least she was no longer trying to run under a waterfall.
The temperature had plunged to something chilly like the mid-80s...
Her shoes were full of water.
And last, suddenly she was not alone. Emerging from invisibility produced by the driving rain, in the other direction from which she had come, was another runner, dashing for the same cover she had found.
Splashing to a stop, aided by grabbing the supporting column, was the redheaded Pharma Bro!
He tried to wipe his sodden hair out of his eyes, and only then became aware that he was not alone himself. He jumped in surprise, and Cassie almost smirked. "Did I scare you?" she asked, her voice the only dry thing for miles.
The guy wiped his eyes again, then his eyes widened. "Hey! It's Nurse Passion... fruit!" His smile faltered slightly. "I hope you don't mind if I share your shelter?"
Cassie shrugged. "Such as it is. This was not supposed to happen today, was it?" She waved at all the sudden weather around them.
The guy just shook his head. "I've lived here for four years now. I've given up even watching the forecast unless there is a tropical storm out there that we need to keep an eye on. The weather is always going to be: Hot, sunny, with chance of cats and dogs at any goddamned moment." He shook his head again to clear the water from his hair, just like a cat or dog.



Of course Pharma Bro went running without a shirt on. Of course he did. He must spend an hour putting on sunscreen first though... With his red hair and soft, pale peachy skin, you would think he'd burst into flames just walking outside.
It irritated Cassie to realize suddenly that she was enjoying his shirtless condition, especially dripping wet. He obviously was as avid a runner as she was. He didn't have that emaciated body that marathoners usually have, and he was thinner than most guys, but his muscles had that strong, corded look that told her he could go ten miles on a moment's notice.
With the wind and the small size of the sunroof, there was really only one quarter of the shelter where the air was even remotely dry, and both of them had gravitated to it, leaving him standing much closer to Cassie than she would have liked. But she could hardly blame him. If anything, the rain was getting worse, and she wanted to stand there as much as he did.
This close to him, it was hard not to keep looking at his chest, especially since he was plenty taller than her and his pecs were just below her eye level. Wow, even his small, ruddy nipples were erect... Something about that thought made her look down at herself.
Fuuuuuck.
She had been loving this new bra while she ran. Without mashing her breasts, it really had kept them under control and had felt quite comfortable. Even when she was sprinting for the shelter, her girls had not been flopping around. She had loved it.
'Had'...
But she now suddenly discovered that the fucking thing showed fucking everything when it got this wet! And the thin cotton of her tank top was next to no help. With the dark coloration of her nipples, they showed right through!
At least the fucking bra hid the fact that her nipples also were hard and engorged, a fact she was suddenly very aware of. She was also suddenly very aware that he was staring at her chest every bit as much as she had been staring at his.
Fuck!
Her hands flew to her chest, a gasp of dismay on her lips. She covered herself and had just begun to turn away when everything went white.
A bolt of lightning struck the water in the pond, less than a hundred yards from the pair of them. A big bolt. Even though both of the runners were temporarily losing their vision, they could see the crooked bolt flashing into existence. Then it suddenly shifted shape and from which direction it came, while remaining glued to the same spot on the surface of the water. Then it flickered to come down to that same spot through yet a third path. The long-lived bolt, ionizing multiple jagged tunnels through the air, winked out. It left in its wake a huge expanse in the atmosphere where the air had essentially been displaced or even destroyed. That space was now filled with vacuum, and the surrounding air slammed into it, making a triple blast of literally breath-taking thunder which struck them both with physical force.
Cassie's turn away from the guy stopped. She heard a scream, assumed it was her own, and she threw her arms desperately around him, burying her face against his bare chest. As she screamed against him, she realized that the initial screech she had heard had been his. As the echoes started to fade, Casie began to pull away in embarrassment, but a second bolt, nearly as close, drew another scream from her and she pulled herself against him again. She was pretty sure that he managed not to scream the second time. At least her eyes were squeezed shut now and the flash could do no more damage to her slowly clearing vision.
"Make it stop!" she sobbed against him.
"I wish I could," he shouted back shakily.
Cassie had always rather liked the sound of thunder. It had always felt majestic to her. But being close enough to a strike to feel the electrical discharge, to leave her nostrils full of the smell of ozone, was not cool.
A third titanic lightning flash came, but there were several seconds before the rolling bang followed, and the normalcy of that delay helped Cassie get her shit together. And realize that she was tightly holding a strange, nearly naked guy while winning a wet tee-shirt contest.
She released him instantly. Both sprang apart, babbling words, neither seeing nor hearing clearly.
"Oh God! I'm sorry I grabbed you," she managed to get out coherently.
"No, no," the guy protested. "I grabbed you too! Fuck, that was close," he finished, voice more than a little shaky.
Wait. He had put his arms around her too. She hadn't even noticed that. Cassie felt a pang of... something. She ought to have at least had a chance to notice the experience...
Her fellow refugee had been looking even more squarely at the lightning than Cassie had, and appeared to still be having trouble clearing his vision. Taking advantage of that, Cassie went to work on her top. After that sudden hug that she had most certainly not intended, nor desired, (no sirree!) she wanted to put an end to the nipple show.
She snapped the wet cotton over-shirt twice, making the excess water spray from it. Then she swiftly reached under it while he was still blinking blindly and pulled the fabric of the bra away from her breasts once, then twice. Settling herself back into the bra, she let the now somewhat less sodden tank drape back over her. Things still clung, but they were no longer see-thru. She would just have to put up with Pharma Bro only getting to see her every contour clearly defined.
"Are you okay?" she asked him, as he was still rubbing his eyes.
"Yeah," he said, a little disgustedly. "Like an idiot, when the bolt hit, I looked right at it." He blinked his eyes, scrunched them closed, then open, then opened them wide. He shook his head again, smiled slightly in relief, and looked back at her.
The fucker looked disappointed when he could finally focus on her again! He must have been hoping for more nipple display. What a horny bastard, Cassie thought, completely ignoring the fact that she had gone back to inspecting his own, still erect nipples.
"Sorry to get the show under control," she snarked, intent now on teasing the presumptuous bastard.
He had the good graces to look shamefaced when he realized he was busted. Then he just shrugged and smiled in an admittedly charming apology.
Cassie was in the midst of forgiving him in her mind when the largest gust of wind in a while came up and pushed the sheet of water sluicing off the top of the roof inward, causing it to flow right down her front. The sudden dousing of rainwater more than just undid her work. Now she looked like she was coated in white, transparent paint. Her scream this time was one of anger.
And he laughed. The fucker just outright laughed. He was as newly wet as she, but he didn't have her problem.
Well, his shorts were splattered against him as tightly as her top was against her, but he... Cassie's eyes widened a little. The absolutely brazen bastard!
With a growl, not caring overly if he saw her denying him his jollies, she snapped her tank top again and again, keeping it well away from the rest of her until she could shed enough water to let it conceal... something at least.
Letting it drop, it was sort of better. She was back to wearing wet clothes instead of body paint. He was still just laughing.
"You should not be laughing at this," she almost yelled at his smug, grinning face.
"I know," he admitted, laughing harder now. He raised a hand as if in apology, but the laughter did not abate. "I really am, heh, sorry, but... heh heh, the look on your face... HAHAHAHAHA!"
"Oh, so it was the look on my face that has you so entertained?" Cassie snapped back, acid in her voice.
Why was she calling attention to the issue?!?!
The guy's eyes widened at her words, and he began to laugh again when another, even more sustained gust put in an appearance. She was soaked again.
This time, she just looked down at herself and shrieked in frustration so intense her whole body trembled. Pharma Bro was lost in uncontrollable hilarity—hilarity that did not manage to deflect his eyes from her torso.
"Enjoying yourself?" was all Cassie could grind out, staring at him coldly.
He waved his hands toward the situation. "I could help wring the water out," he joked between gasps for air.
Oh my God! Who did this fucker think he was?
"I could say the same," she said between clenched teeth, reaching out to his thin, sodden, nylon shorts and grabbing the erection that was just as clearly outlined by the thin wet fabric as her torso was.
The guy's laughter cut off with a high-pitched gulp. His eyes were wide and staring right into hers. Cassie's eyes were suddenly wide as well as it registered what she had just done.
She had reached out and grabbed this guy's junk! Out of the blue. Uninvited. What had she done?
In fact, what was she still doing? She had not let go of him. She was standing there, holding his dick through his shorts—despite the open-eyed look of horror on her face.
She still wasn't letting go. Now, it felt like if she did, she'd be admitting what she had done. Her jaw worked wordlessly.
He recovered his wits first, damn him. "Is that an invitation?" His voice was no longer teasing, but a little hopeful? His hands were hovering between them, clearly eager, but just as clearly not doing anything without her input.
She just looked at him. She had a thing for red hair. Always had. And he was damned good-looking. She was really quite glad that he did not have the seemingly legally-required beard to go with the red hair, because he had such an excellent jaw line. And despite his initial, douchey, sales-inspired reason for talking to her, he since then had been nothing but polite, and funny, and appreciative. He might have been presumptuous... but only in his words. It had been nothing compared to her own sudden actions.
She was still holding his dick! She let go of it finally, but not before she couldn't help but give it a tiny massage.
Cassie gave him a confused look as she tried to figure out a way out of this situation. Really, it was too crazy. But he didn't deserve her sniping at him. She didn't even want to disappoint him. She didn't want to disappoint herself... But it was all just too much. She wasn't... she didn't... not like this.
Another bolt struck. This one hit a tree half-way around the pond to her left. The lightning was weaker than the previous near-misses, but half the tree still exploded, and collapsed to the side with a loud crack. The tree would certainly have burst into flames if it had not been raining so hard.
Cassie was in his arms again, sobbing. This time she registered his arms holding her in turn, seemingly as much for his own anxiety as to comfort hers.
Then she also registered the hardness in his shorts, pressing again her belly.
That was... nice. More than nice, it was affirming--something she usually didn't need, but it sure felt good right now. And it was very distracting. Distracting, she did need.
Another rumble came, muted and farther away, but with how wired every nerve in her body was at the moment, fearful but also undeniably excited, she trembled again in several ways.
She hoped to God that this guy did not have a girlfriend, because if he did, there was about to be trouble.
"You better hope we don't have another super scary-close strike," she said, sinking down to perch on the edge of the wet bench, soaking her ass instantly. In this position, the mist on her back was heavy enough to have been considered rain on any other day. She didn't care. Being wet was not her problem.
She snorted at that thought.
"Well, I for one could live without there ever being another strike that close to me," the guy said. While releasing him, she had tugged him just hard enough to make him take a half step along after her as she had sat down. "But why had I 'better' hope?" he enquired cluelessly.
"Because," Cassie said, seizing the waistband of his running shorts and tugging them out and downward to just above his knees, "I might bite you while I'm doing this." With that, she leaned forward, grabbed the delicious-looking confection swaying erect and now revealed before her, and swiftly took the head and an inch or so of the shaft into her mouth.
"Oh, Good Fuck," he gasped semi-articulately. She tilted her head back, pressing his tip against the top of her mouth, so that she could see the look on his face. He was staring down at her. A clearly gleeful look, just as clearly overwhelmed by shock, spread across his face. It didn't stop a stupidly gorgeous grin from spreading across his mouth...
She bent back down and then slowly drew him free of her mouth, sucking hard and dragging her tongue underneath him the whole way. Just as he popped free, she gasped a deep breath and slid him back in, beginning to bob up and down, slowly but firmly. His cock waggled in her mouth quite satisfyingly as he worked to kick the shorts free. Once he did, he spread his legs a bit to give her a lower, better angle.
He rested his hands on her shoulders as she probed her mouth with his meat. And it was quite a slab of meat at that. It did not stretch her jaw or anything, but the fleeting glimpse she had seen before stuffing it in her mouth, and the feel of it inside her lips, left her with the impression of but a single word: Substantial.
"Good gravy, am I glad I wanted boba tea last week," he groaned.
Cassie snorted around the dick in her mouth. She released him from her lips long enough to say, "Yeah, evidently you have recovered well from a disastrous start."
"I'll say," he moaned as she ran her tongue up the underside of his cock. "Wait! Disastrous start?" he asked, confused.
Cassie just licked his length again, then held his shaft in her hand, twisting it slowly as she looked up at him with an acerbic smile. "Here's a pro-tip: When you first meet a girl, telling her that you are only talking to her to get an in with her supposed boss is not the strongest play."
"Oh God! I didn't realize I fucked up tha..." He started to babble, but she silenced him by slipping him deep into her mouth once more.
"Mmm-hm," she agreed, her tongue letting him know emphatically that he was nevertheless forgiven.
His fingers toyed with the straps of both her tank and the bra underneath. That was a good idea.
"If you help me with those," she smiled up at him, releasing his cock from her mouth long enough to speak, "I think you'll find it worth your while."
He misunderstood her, but that was fine for now. As she began to run her tongue in circles around his tip, torturing it just within her lips, he bent over her, slid his hands down her shoulders, bunched up the tank top at the bottom band of her bra, and tugged both garments upward. As he did, his efforts straightened her up, pulling her off his cock. Then, as her arms were also pulled upward, she had to her release her grip on his shaft as well.
The wet fabric peeled off her breasts and they spilled free. He almost forgot to pull the tangled shirt and bra all the way free of her arms, focused as he suddenly was downward on what he had just exposed. She smiled at him.
"Absolutely worth my while," he breathed in quiet appreciation.
"Ha," she laughed. "That isn't what I meant." With that, she leaned forward, cupping the bottoms of her wet breasts in her grasp, then she pressed them together around his glistening, mist- and spit-soaked cock.
"Oh wow," was all he said, staring down, frozen in shock, but with that stupid, gorgeous smile still on his face.
Cassie rubbed them just a tiny bit along his shaft. "You know what you want do," she murmured. "Do it."
He just gulped and rocked his hips backward, watching with her as the exposed head of his manhood retreated down between her curves. He shuddered a tiny bit, then pushed forward tentatively at first, groaning ecstatically as he slid between her and that purple helmet re-emerged.
He might have been briefly hesitant, but not for more than one stroke. He immediately settled down into a rhythm, his expression a mix of wonder and glee. "This is... you are... fucking amazing," he grunted.
Cassie just smiled up at him, grooving to the experience herself. She loved tit-fucking. First of all, it was kind of a flex for her. Not many girls could do it, of course. But it was also a serious turn on for her directly. Her breasts had always been super sensitive, and the feel of a man's hardness driving between them, especially a hardness this nice, was glorious, and it sent powerful waves downward through her body. Her pleasure heightened when she pinched her own nipples, tugging them in time with his thrusts.
It was also kind of kinky shit, and thus a great excuse for dirty talk.
"Come on," she encouraged. "You like this, don't you?"
At first he only nodded spasmodically, then he got it together enough to grin. "And you can't even bite me this way if something bad happens!" he said happily.
She laughed with him, but then silkily cooed, "Are you sure?" With that, she let her hands slide away and her breasts bobbed apart. His hips went on rubbing his shaft across her chest between her tits anyway. But she bent forward and took as much of him into her mouth as she had yet, drenching him in the mouthful of saliva she had just worked up. Holding him there, she looked up and winked at him. She just let her teeth graze his skin for an instant, then let him freely slip from her mouth uninjured. In an instant, she had him wrapped between her tits again and he immediately resumed his thrusts.
"You are gloriously bad," he moaned.
"I want you to come like this for me," she grunted, squeezing her breasts harder against his movements. "Cover my throat in your jizz." His eyes widened at her command. "Give me that pearl necklace!" Cassie exhorted.
"You may... unh... get it sooner than... I'd like," he ground out between his teeth, ready to come already but not happy about it being so soon.
She felt him pulse against her flesh and his breathing was suddenly very shallow. "A runner's body like yours?" Cassie cooed. "You've got the stamina for more rounds. Don't hold back. Give me this. Let it fly all over me. Spunk me up."
"Oh..." he moaned. "Oh, oh, oh...!" At the peak of one of his thrusts, with the tip standing proud above her cleavage, his cock erupted. A powerful gout of cum leapt upward and she felt it impact underneath her jaw. He gasped in release but kept humping away. At the peak of his next thrust, he erupted again, then again on the next stroke as well. Those subsequent eruptions landed spread out across the base of her throat in a perfect example of the necklace she had demanded.
But he wasn't done! His hips kept driving in and out, and while there were no more sprays of that initial power, he just kept pumping out jizz.
It was so much cum.
He came for so long that Cassie had time to actually consciously register that he just seemed to be never-ending—even time to exclaim, "Holy shit! This is amazing!" And even after that, he was still not done. He froze up his hips' movement with his tip buried down between her breasts and she felt a final, copious flow fill her confines in a glorious, warm, sticky flood.
She didn't quite come herself, of course. But she came remarkably close, closer than any time done this before. The incredible stimulation of her tits, combined with the surreally exciting spectacle of all this jizz everywhere, had her on a precipice. The slightest touch between her legs, had she been able to spare a hand at that moment, and she would have been screaming in ecstasy herself. That moment passed.
Slowly, she released her hold on herself, and thus him, and he staggered back half a pace, rod still almost fully erect. Cassie looked down at herself and whistled at the volume of what she beheld. "Fuck," she breathed. "It looks like you squeezed half a bottle of sunscreen on me." He smiled almost bewilderedly. "Do you always come like that?" she asked incredulously.



"Ungh..." he groaned deliriously, having difficulty focusing on anything. "No... Not hardly. Maybe... maybe once when..." He broke off and almost mewed in agony as he watched her run a finger through the streaks of cum all over her chest, lifting it to her mouth to taste. He bit his lip, eyes glued to her.
Cassie licked a second fingerfull clean. "This even tastes good," she murmured, but realized that she'd never clean herself like this. His cum tasted good all right... for cum. But she had better things to do that take the time to wipe and lick it all clean. She rose and smiled over her shoulder at him as she stepped out into the torrential downpour. The water thundered down over her, washing away his prodigious output. It had been marvelous, but she wanted to look forward, and she was pretty sure that he was definitely looking forward...
He sank to the bench as she stepped back out of the rain, water cascading off her body. She wrung most of the water out of the ponytail that she always kept her hair in while running, and smiled as she took another step over before him, draping the thick shock of wet hair down over a breast.
He reached out and let a hand brush gently down her hip, muttering, "Fucking incredible."
Her lips curled up at the flattery and she slipped her thumbs under the waistband of her shorts, the only garment either of them still wore.
But he stopped her. "Wait! Please... I love those shorts. Turn around and let me look at you in them before you take them off," he plead.
Arching an eyebrow, Cassie turned around for him. She had never had a guy beg her to not take off her pants before. With her ass turned full on to him, he reached out both hands and grabbed her hips, stoping her rotation. "Oh-h-h-h-h," he moaned in a stutter, as he ran his fingers over the tight curves of her ass in the elastic fabric of the shorts. She looked over her shoulder and saw him as he leaned forward, rubbing his cheek against the outer curve of hers. Then he dragged the tip of his nose across her glutes and rubbed the other side of his face up and down her other hip. She felt her flesh quivering in appreciation of his touch.
"Thank you. Is it still okay to take them off?" the redhead asked her breathlessly, placing his hands with infinite restraint on her hips, fingers brushing the waistband. Cassie was almost vibrating by now and only nodded wordlessly. He hooked his fingers into the elastic and tugged downward slowly. He hissed as her bare cheeks emerged from their confinement and he accelerated their passage down her legs. She almost involuntarily lifted one ankle and pulled her leg free. Rather than letting the shorts fall to the increasingly muddy grass at their feet, she lifted her other ankle and pulled them free. As she was tossing the wet wad of lycra behind her onto the other end of the bench with her top, she suddenly jumped and squeaked.
He had bitten her ass!
It was just a nip, but this was new to her. She twisted around quickly to sort of glare at him, but she did not feel inclined to turn her backside away.
"Sorry!" he exclaimed. "But damn... how the fuck is your ass shaped better bare than in those absolutely banging shorts?" He grinned at her. "I just... needed to take a nibble."
It had been just a nibble. And it had felt surprising... not bad.
However, things were moving at the speed of, well, lightning here, and she felt the need to put down a firm marker before something happened to make it awkward. "I'm, like, really not into butt stuff," she said, with gentle finality.
"Oh, hey, me either," he protested quickly. But then he nipped her ass again, on the other cheek! It wasn't any harder than the first time, and her glutes clenched with another thrill. "At least... not the big butt stuff," he added puckishly.
She turned around, slower than her words would indicate as she said, "I think I'd better turn around before you get any... munchier."
He just chuckled as she faced him, her waist still at his eye level. He let a hand drift up the inside of her thigh. "Oh, I don't know," he drawled, "I'm still feeling pretty munchie from this direction..."
"Oh yeah? I think I'm starting to really like you," she chuckled. A fresh clap of thunder came from not too far away to the East. There was still more storm coming. "See? You have me all safe-feeling. I almost didn't jump at that one."
"Too bad," he snorted, looking up halfway to her face. "You look fucking amazing when you jump..."
In appreciation of the joke and the compliment, Cassie bounced on her toes for him—just once. Then she grabbed his wrist and tugged him to his feet. In the same movement, she sat herself on the bench in turn. "I think I'd better defend my backside from your munchies!"
He just leered at her and bent his russet-haired head before her. He started to sink to his knees and she spread her legs a bit in reply. But then he hesitated and straightened. He grabbed her hands and pulled her upward. Confused, Cassie started to stand, but he said, "No. Don't stand. I just want you to sit up on top of the backrest instead." He lifted his feet in alternation and they squelched audibly. He shrugged. "It's getting awfully muddy to kneel on the ground right here."
Cassie smiled hungrily and stepped backward onto the bench. She sank to the top edge of the backrest, which was thankfully sturdily made of four by fours and didn't dig into the backs of her thighs very much. She grabbed one of the shelter supports to make sure she stayed upright, and let her legs spread out even further.
"I like where you are going, Mister," she purred.
"Yeah?" he replied in a low growl. "I hope you are going to like it a lot more when I get there," he added as he knelt one knee on the seat of the bench and bent once more between her legs.
Cassie shaved down there quite religiously, and she silently gave thanks that this morning had been no exception. She looked down at the tangle of red hair which was slowly moving up between her legs, his lips kissing along her inner thigh in slow progression. She reached out and ran her fingers through his damp mop. Even totally wet, his hair still blazed red. He was so fucking hot.
Thought of his hair went out the window as he reached his destination and kissed his way, just as softly, up and down her smooth expanse. Then he repeated the passage, only this time the tip of his tongue dragged the route a bit more robustly. Cassie shivered a little, then a lot as he pressed that tongue inside her, working her gently open.
"Mmmm," he sounded, savoring her. His tongue pressed deeper, almost corkscrewing in its dominating progress. Her fingers were almost instantly white on the support pole as her body tried to fall backward.
A simple, "Oh," quiet and high pitched, leapt from her mouth, but that sound signaled multitudes. She was so goddamned ready to come by now, he could have held still just like this and she'd have gotten off on his extended tongue all by herself in no time.
But of course, he had no intention of holding still!
His tongue slid higher, escaping her depths, and it sought and found her small but currently engorged clit. He stroked it, caressed it, and pressed it with his tongue. Cassie's breathing became dangerously shallow. If she didn't come soon, she might hyperventilate... But she struggled to hold off, to enjoy this as long as she could.
Then she felt a finger lift between her legs and press into her moist depths... deep into her depths.
That was it. She could not hold off any longer. She was about to come and... another lighting bolt struck, close enough that the sound followed in less than a second. She jolted in shock and her body instantly came with mind-bending energy, starting before the sound could even arrive. Her vision, blanked by the flash, remained obscured, throbbing from the blue-white of the light, to an internally generated yellow, back to an internally generated replica of the bolt. She shrieked loudly, the kind of scream that in this park, even as far from homes as they were, would probably have produced a call or three to the police, had the sound of it not been smashed into oblivion by the thundering cascade. She utterly lost her breath, struggling and barely managing to collect any oxygen after her cry of passion. Her death-grip on the pole slipped, and she started to tumble backward uncontrollably. Before she could even register what was happening and start to flail, his free hand shot out and clamped onto her other wrist, the hand of which she discovered was tangled in his sexy hair. He instantly righted her, all while keeping his tongue on her button.
"Fuuuuck," she groaned heavily. "Fuck," she said again, wriggling against his still vigorous stimulation. She rode the wave for a few moments before it became too much. Her hand, the one that had slipped and had been waving around desperately, reached down and pushed his head away from its glorious position between her legs. "Enough," she gasped. "Have mercy!"
Cassie slid forward off the back of the bench and downward, legs wrapping around his thigh that knelt on the bench. He straightened out of the way as she did so, and they found themselves face to face. She swiftly took advantage of that and kissed him. Hard. He kissed her back, so firmly that tongues simply could not come into play. Both of his hands leapt to her breasts, kneading at them with barely restrained eagerness.
She gasped for breath, and resumed her kiss gently enough to finally employ her tongue against his lips. He eagerly opened his own and she delved swiftly into his mouth. They kissed and felt each other up almost frantically for a few minutes, then Cassie suddenly broke off the contact between their lips.
"At this moment," she said with breathless seriousness, "the most important thing in the world that I can think of to say is that I have a contraceptive implant."
A laugh burst from his mouth through lips that, if possible, were now smiling even more eagerly than before she spoke. "Extraordinarily good to know," he practically purred.
With that, he pulled his leg off the bench and slid her hips forward to the edge, with her ass only half on the seat. He slid instantly to his knees with a splash and pressed his hips forward, letting his tumescent head come to rest against her swollen, still lightly spread, labia.
"Hey," Cassie exclaimed quickly, "I thought that you didn't want to kneel in the muck!"
"For this," he purred on, "I'd swim in the swamp."
Her hands went to his hips and pulled them toward her. If his cock had ever gone soft, that time had most definitely passed. His hard shaft slid into her in a smooth motion, slowing as it encountered her tightness. He paused, then pressed in deeper. She cried out happily as he explored her depths.
His thrusts drove into her and she rocked her hips up and down to increase the amount of her that he was stroking.
It felt incredible. Fortunately they had both already come, or she doubted that either of them would have lasted a second. He drove into her with smooth, natural--not mechanical, regularity. Cassie just held onto his hips and reveled in the ride. She had not until that very moment realized that there could be real skill and artistry to the simple, delicious act of driving a cock into her, but this guy was indeed an artist.
For minutes, the rain thundered down around them as he rode her. Perhaps she was riding him? It was hard to distinguish since Cassie felt so in sync with her amazing, copper-topped stranger. His thrusts became fiercer, more assertive, and her body responded in kind. Her nails dug into the flesh of his hips, at one point digging so hard, she caught a wince on his face. She quickly relaxed her fingers... a little.
But his breathing was becoming labored, not the shortness of imminent orgasm, but the oxygen-sucking scratch of an exhausted runner who sprinted too far before the finish line. Cassie most definitely could not have that.
Releasing her grip on his hips, she gently slid her hands over his ass, squeeing it gently and pulling him into her, but resisting any retreat. "Slow down," she said, kissing him softly. Then she pulled him fully into her and held him still. He panted around her mouth, unwilling to stop kissing her. They 'rested' like that for a bit, his hands exploring the firmness of her tits and his cock occasionally throbbing happily inside her.
Tentatively, Cassie pushed him off of her. His hips were reluctant to be moved, but he seemed overall willing to go with whatever she was up to. They slid to their feet, his member sliding slickly free of her and bouncing upward. No exhaustion there! Once again they embraced, making out slowly as she felt his breath recover.
Finally, with a huge, happy, deep breath, he simply said, "Thanks," meaning for the break that she had just orchestrated.
Cassie just smiled, kissed him, and asked, "Ready to come inside me?" He just grinned.
They seemed to have the same idea of what to do next, and his hands twisted her hips just as she had begun to turn them anyway. She faced the bench and knelt on the edge of the seat, bracing herself against the sturdy back.
He knelt down and bit her ass again!
"Hey!" she laughed!
"Sorry," he non-apologized. "It's just such a fucking amazing backside. I'll make it better," he added, then ran his slick cock over and back across the spot where he had bitten her. She wiggled her butt in reply.
"Good recovery, but this is not getting the job done," Cassie said back over her shoulder with a grin. "Please get back on task!"
"Yes, ma'am!" He saluted with a matching smile. Then, takings his rod in his hands, he bent his knees slightly and tilted it between her legs. Cassie kept watch over her shoulder as his cock disappeared from her view, then relaxed her neck, turning away as she felt him slide back within her.
This time entering her was much easier, of course, but they both still groaned in unison at the sensation. He paused to caress her ass for a moment, then he began to fuck her once more. Cassie was instantly moaning at the sensation of the new angle of his entry, along with the sudden resumption of penetration.
Leaning over the back of the bench like this, her face was almost out from under cover, and water from the heavy, wind-blown mist was soon cascading down it. Rather than being irritated anymore at the rain, Cassie just closed her eyes and tilted up her head into it, letting the water run down her face as she moaned to the sensation of being filled so expertly from behind.
A hand slid up her back from her ass as he leaned forward, changing his angle wonderfully yet again. He slid his fingers down around her body and under her, first caressing, then desperately clutching at her dangling, swaying softness. "Ohhhhhh...." Cassie sighed.
"I have... two very... important questions," he asked, his face bent over her and close to the back of her head. His words came with each thrust, pausing during each withdrawal.
"Questions? Now?" Cassie asked wildly, fearing another interruption. She was starting to get a little mentally disorganized. She was close...
"No time... like the... present," he replied, his own voice getting a little short of breath once more. "First... Will you... go to dinner... with me... Friday?"
"Sure, ungh," Cassie replied chipperly, trying and failing to sound no different than if they had been talking in a coffee shop. "What... ohhhhh, fucking hell that is good... What... time?"
"Great... How about... seven?" he exclaimed. They both were having fun trying to pretend this was a normal negotiation over a first date, and not one held near the peak of intercourse. They failed, but they tried.
"I'll give you, oh wow... wow wow wow... my address later," Cassie gasped.
"Good... idea," he grunted in reply.
"That's one question," Cassie went on, pausing to blow her mouth free of a sudden increase in the rain running down across it. "What's your second question? Be quick, because I may, oooooh, start screaming at any moment." She was not kidding. Every muscle in her body was twitching, each seemingly ready to leap off in its own direction when the orgasm she felt building finally let fly.
"What's... your name?" he groaned.
Cassie just laughed... and that did her in. In a flash, the trembling of laughter in her abdomen transformed as it moved lower, and she was coming.
Her muscles, poised for some time now to spasm in all directions did just that. Every drop of rain or mist that struck her was ecstasy. Her laugh transformed into a wild, "Eaughhhh," of delight and release.
Her head dipped for just a moment as the wave passed, but she was instantly aware that he was still hammering into her. His hand, which has clung to her breast through her entire wave of release now pinched her nipple, tugging it downward.
She came again, slamming her ass backward against his thrusts, feeling herself ripple internally around his stimulating invader.
He rode her bucking form beneath him, relentlessly but now raggedly thrusting into her.
Suddenly, the hand caressing her breast squeezed.
A deep, wordless moan erupted from his throat, his ragged thrusts morphed into little more than a mighty vibration, and she felt him come within her.
A surge of wetness introduced itself forcefully to her already thoroughly sodden interior, then another followed.
"Ohhhh," came another bellow and Cassie perceived that it had sprung from both their throats, accompanying yet another surge of cum from his dick, planted to the hilt as it was, inside her.
The sensation of yet another blast of cum jetting from him was lost to her before it was over. Her shout of passion devolved into a noise akin to joyful sobs as she was herself taken by yet another wave of ecstasy. Her body no longer had the energy for the spasmodic release that his earlier gifts to her had produced, but that made this one seem so much more overwhelming, subsuming her mind in pure, non-physical waves of pleasure.
Her head drooped. She sagged against the bench. He clung to her, utterly spent as well.
They perched like that in communal recovery. Only his hand still moved, unable to resist continuing to explore the curve of her boob.
"My name is Cassie," she giggled at last.
"Nice to meet you, Cassie. My name is Sean."
—————
Thanks for reading. I hope everybody is enjoying all the entries in this year's Summer Lovin' event. Since this is a contest, I am especially eager for your votes, should you feel my story was worth your time, but I always first and foremost would love to hear your honest thoughts in the comments.
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Dungeons and Dicks: Chapter One--An Unexpected Role to Play
"I can't believe Mark did that," Tess said, as she rode me idly in our bed. We had both already made each other come shortly after getting home, and this was the kind of relaxed love making that was more about the intimacy and togetherness than about the climax. It was the sort of fuck where maybe we'd come, maybe we wouldn't. Except this time we were definitely both going to come again. That much was quite apparent in how directly we both had wanted to head to bed when we got home.
Sex with my wife is always good. But this night had already been an above average experience. I could tell Tess wanted to scream some more before we fell asleep, and I knew I was eager to make her do so, despite our current languid pace to allow for conversation.
After five years of marriage, I have to admit that the frequency of our sex had begun to fall off a little. Don't get me wrong, the occasional spontaneous screw on the kitchen table in the middle of making dinner still happened, but we had burnt enough sauces over the years that it was no longer exactly frequent. What was, if anything, more frequent and enjoyable these days was the sex we virtually always had the night after our weekly D&D sessions. While I didn't see any real connection between the sex and the gaming, the two had become paired for us in one of those little rituals married couples develop. And honestly, sex was a great way to get the mind right for sleep after four solid hours, give or take, of the frivolity and occasional intensity of committed Role-Play Gaming with a good group of friends.
"Did what? What are you talking about?" I knew exactly what she was talking about, but I found I wanted to make her say it.
"You know," she glared down at me, neither increasing nor stopping her easy rise and fall on my cock as she growled. I just smiled back at her, uncomprehending. "I mean when he had Renault fuck the shopkeeper's wife to get her to sell him the orb," Tess snapped. "What the hell was that?"
I burst out laughing, unable to keep playing it straight. Tess could not help but laugh with me. "I know," I gasped, a little louder than I meant to, in response to the way Tess's insides were clenching along with her giggles. "I set up the whole situation so he'd have to do a little caper to steal the damned thing. His character's a fucking thief for fuck's sake," I said. "But no, he ups and decides to act like he's got a sub-class in gigoloing or whatever!"
I am the DM for our group. That stands for Dungeon Master, the sort of referee of the game. In RPGs, Dungeon (or Game) Masters sort of set up a skeleton of the story that the rest of the group, the Players, will write with their actions.
Mark's character in the game is Renault, a level 11 thief, who has a wealth of laboriously accumulated skills, tools, and abilities that would have allowed him to steal the object that the party needed. Out of the blue, he had decided to short-circuit the whole scenario and seduce the Non-Player Character of the shop lady. It was my fault, I guess. I'd spent one too many sentences describing her good looks for some entertainment value. As DM, I was essentially playing her role in the story, so I could and should have shut him down from the start, making him go through the whole elaborate burglary scenario that I had spent half an hour writing earlier in the week.
But I had already drank my first beer and was well into my second a bit earlier in the evening than usual, and I had just let him roll with his schtick. The point of RPG gaming is to see what the players are going to try to pull, after all.
"Well, it worked, didn't it? You did get the orb," I added, letting my hands idly trace up her belly to cup her soft, swaying boobs.
She snorted, then made an approving noise concerning my current actions. "I guess. But he fucking described the act! In detail!" my wife growled.
"It wasn't that much detail," I said defending Mark... a little. "It was like five sentences."
"It was more than five sentences," Tess replied, simultaneously remembering how scandalized she was and getting a little more serious about our own, current, non-fictional sex.
"Geri was sitting right there next to him. Not to mention that Anne and I were listening too. I thought Geri was going to murder him."
"I was kind of surprised when she didn't," I allowed. "That said," I added musingly, "50 bucks says the two of them are home right at this very moment, playing an extremely vigorous game of Shopgirl and the Thief..."
Tess laughed at that... but she didn't disagree with me about it. "Let's just say, if Mark is still alive to play again next week, then you have probably won that bet," she said slyly.
"Well, either way, I'm not complaining. And since your actions speak louder than your words, I'm thinking you aren't either!" I said, suddenly grabbing her and rolling us over with me on top. Languid discussions about Mark's lurid imagination were fine and all, but it was time for some lurid activity of our own.
*
The next Saturday, I was packing up all my DM stuff--my bag of dice, my big privacy screen that kept nasty players from seeing my maps, notes, and the dice I was rolling, the case of lead miniature figures we used to lay out battles, and my three-ring binder with all the fruits of my creative efforts for the week, all ready to unleash on my wife and friends. Tess was putting aluminum foil over her contribution to dinner for the night, a tray of Caesar Salads, each a single bite, nestled in her home-made, baked Parmesan cheese cups. We headed out the door to the garage for the short drive over to Mark and Geri's, who were hosting that week. As we got in the car, Tess asked, "Well, we have not been questioned by the police about Geri's actions and whereabouts, so I'm guessing Mark has survived. I hope you are going to head off any more of that shit? I'd hate to see him die anyway after such a narrow escape."
"I don't know," I said slyly. "There was this woman who witnessed his act with me, that later not only fucked me like a wildcat, but she blew me... twice." Tess smiled in self-satisfied fashion. "Given that incredible aftermath, I thought, rather than shut him down, I might maybe goad him a little..."
She laughed out loud at that, then stopped and looked at me in semi-genuine horror. "Wait... are you serious?"
"Maybe," I smirked, making the turn just past the Walmart.
"What have you got planned this time?" Tess demanded.
I just smiled, and she hit me. Not terribly hard, though.
Mark and Geri's house is a bit nicer than ours, to be honest. Mark inherited his father's martial arts dojo tragically early, and he makes good money there--mostly teaching little kids about flexibility, self-discipline, and a tiny amount of actual martial arts--at least when he isn't still training himself for occasional competitions. But the real source of their money is Geri. She is a natural salesperson, and absolutely cleans up in the life insurance business. She represents a great firm, and I wish we had anyone in my company's sales department who had as much talent and commitment in every phase of the customer relationship as she has. And to be frank, I am sure that her mop of strawberry-blonde hair, cute nose, and her slender figure that cuts a killer look in a business suit do not hurt her ability to get in the door.
No danger of her wearing a business suit for D&D though. She and Mark both were sporting identical black athletic shorts. Mark had on a Marvel Shang-Chi teeshirt, and Geri wore a white tee with Mark's dojo's logo on it.
I suspected that Geri was not wearing a bra under that thin cotton...
Yes.
I know.
Geri is my friend. She is married to my friend. I am married to a woman with (so far as I could tell) even better, and indisputably bigger, tits than Geri. I'm sorry.
But guys notice these things. Sue me.
Craig and Anne were knocking on the door before we could even get my stuff put down or Tess's salads onto the table. Mark, Geri, Tess, and I were all nearly exactly the same age, 31. Our birthdays are even all in the same month. Craig and Anne are both a bit older, in their mid-thirties. Craig is even taller than my six feet and an inch, and Anne is damned near statuesque, way taller than the other two women. She even towers over Mark.
Craig had his usual golf shirt on, fitted tight to show off his broad shoulders and thick upper arms. Anne, whose wardrobe choices are always interesting, had on loose cargo shorts and a Grover the Monster from Sesame Street teeshirt. She had roughly cut away the neck, leaving a modestly immodest amount of cleavage on display.
I cannot pretend that even Tess's lovely accoutrements are as nice as Anne's rack. Honesty compels and all that. My wife had once caught me looking a bit more closely than usual and had, in a fit of uncharacteristic cattiness, informed me that she knew for a fact that Anne's tits were fake. I, in a fit of possibly unwise honesty, had replied that I did not care.
Pleasantries were exchanged, food was looked over, and first beers were opened. It was our usual routine every game night. I thought that maybe Mark was catching a little extra side-eye, even from his own wife, as if everybody was wary about him repeating his performance from the prior week. It could also have just been that he was, as host, getting a little extra attention. But I was pretty sure it was the new element he'd introduced that was behind the subtle dynamic.
I had my own plans. I admit I was jealous that someone other than me had come up with a New Thing, and also... I had really enjoyed what had happened when Tess and I got home after last Saturday's events. Drawing some more dirty talk out of the group was absolutely on my agenda.
We moved over to the game table and all got ourselves set up. We call it D&D, but we don't actually use the official Dungeons & Dragons brand ruleset any more. We use a commercial alternative that I discovered at New York ComicCon a couple of years back. The combat system seems better, the magic rules are cool, and while the publisher has a pretty lame set of monsters to offer, it is totally simple to convert nasties from the huge existing D&D library to the new system.
Our story that night started back in the same town where Mark's shopwife incident had occurred. Everybody seemed to be wary of him as things unfolded, except Tess, who seemed more wary of me. But I carefully kept things on task, even ensuring that Mark's thief, Renault, encountered no female non-player characters to 'interact with'. Furthermore, I moved things along briskly, as I told everybody that I had finally finished a new dungeon and wanted to get them into it.
Soon, things were going smoothly, just like normal.
"Whoever built and stocked this dungeon had a sense of humor," Craig observed drily. His character, the mighty knight Sir Tyrian, had just been caught in a water trap. The knight had never been in any particular danger, but I made sure he looked ridiculously hapless in his powerful armor, splashing around and failing repeatedly to extricate himself. I had placed the lead statue of his character upside down in a glass of water for the whole ten minutes it took for the others to figure out how to get him free, which irked my friend something fierce.
"Thank you," I grinned.
"I meant the evil figure of malevolent power in the game who put this together," he snarked at me. "You... you are just annoying."
"Hmmm," I murmured, pretending to look at my prepared notes behind my screen. I rolled some dice idly. "Sir Tyrian's armor has developed a squeak due to the long immersion. He can be heard an extra twenty yards further away whenever he moves, until he can have it professionally serviced in town."
Both Tess and Geri laughed out loud at Craig. Anne just patted him on his forearm and said, in her most matronly voice, "Now dear, we mustn't poke Dungeon Masters, they get cranky." She turned to me, sliding her own lead figure of the mysterious priestess Gala next to Sir Tyrian. "Gala prays deeply to her patron deity Feyrth for Hunter's Stealth to counter his noisy armor," she declared.
"Roll three d8s," I said with a sigh. Anne grabbed three eight-sided dice and rolled an 18. "Very well," I went on in a formal voice. "A soft glow appears for a moment around Sir Tyrian. Feyrth hast heard your beseechment and temporarily grants Sir Tyrian the stealth of a hunter. He is now only noisy enough to be heard an extra five yards away," I added in my normal voice.
Craig took it well.
Mark, whose thief was the stealthiest character in the party, looked at Anne. "Renault could use that little blessing every once in a while," he said.
She just winked at him. "Maybe for the right price," she said, in Gala's high, ethereal voice.
Play went on. I was pleased with this dungeon's design. It was indeed funnier than usual, and everybody was in a good mood. Immediately after a long, drawn-out battle, which was extended due to some haggling over tricks Geri and Tess wanted to try, I looked at my map and the time.
There were still two more set pieces I wanted to get them through that night, and we only had about an hour left before our usual quitting time. There remained a short segment of dungeon between the adventurers and the first of those major locations, the one that was designed to satisfy me need to some dirty talk. I was going to get in trouble with my wife about this one... I hoped. I casually scratched out the intervening rooms. I could recycle them later somewhere else. Time for the big scene.
I smiled to myself. This was going to be fun... if I got away with it.
I had needed a seriously nasty challenge for this next chamber, to account for the value of the treasure I was placing there. I settled for a dragon. I was playing things for laughs, so it was a colicky baby dragon, complete with diaper and a bib. Also, it had to be a baby because everybody's characters were all only levels 10 through 12. In this game system, they would have presented a full-grown dragon with no threat beyond a possible case of after-dinner heartburn.
It was a pretty hilarious battle, with the baby doing as much damage to its nursery room furniture as them. Anne's priestess still almost got killed, getting mostly cooked by the baby's fiery breath when she failed three different, easy Savings Throws. Her rising dismay as she rolled low numbers for each in succession was hilarious.
In the end, they were all scuffed up pretty badly by the time they finally put 'Baby' to bed permanently. They looked around, seriously expecting some major treasure for such a hard monster, but at first they found nothing. Their whining was starting to get delicious when Craig started going through the wreckage of the giant diaper changing table. Underneath the shards of broken wood, he found smaller shards from what appeared to be a human-sized wardrobe cabinet, possibly for the dragon's nursemaid?
They all shuddered and wanted to get out of there before any human nurse tough enough to change those diapers returned...
Craig was undeterred, and kept digging, finally finding one shiny object. "What is it?" he asked.
"Sir Tyrian straightens," I said, "and holds up a... shiny chainmail bikini!"
"Oh, you douchebag," my wife groaned.
Geri was looking at me irritably. "Let me guess, I'm the only one who could wear it? I'm the only female combat specialist." Geri's character, Frenoria, was a half-elven ranger, a specialist class of fighter that tended to use lighter armor anyway.
I grinned at her, then at Mark. "Yep," was all I said. I felt Tess kick me under the table, but less hard than I had been bracing for.
"Throw it away," Geri ordered Craig, who openly pouted at the thought, which pissed her off more.
"Are you sure?" I asked her slowly. "It's really, really shiny..."
She looked at me flatly. Then she looked at the other two wives. Mine rolled her eyes, but surprisingly held her tongue. Anne winked broadly at her.
Craig was still openly pouting that she didn't want to play along.
Mark just said in a low voice, "You know you want to at least check it out..." That was Mark talking to Geri, not Renault talking to Frenoria.
"Fine," she said, tossing her head. She turned back to Craig and held out a hand. "All right. This is ridiculous, but I do need some new armor. Mine got beaten up pretty bad by that fucking dragon." She then spoke in the clipped, country accent she affected when speaking as Frenoria the ranger. "Let me evaluate it, Sir Tyrian. Ahem. Ah doubt it would fit yer frame."
Craig bowed his head, pouting no more, and mimed a toss.
"You use your professional skill to evaluate the armor," I said, passing her a note.
Her eyes opened as she read aloud. "You have discovered Mithril Chain Mail Armor. This suit of armor is solid, genuine Mithril, and is of extraordinary craftsmanship. It provides 25 points of protection against all damage types and, due to its light weight and unencumbering design, inflicts zero movement or endurance penalties to the wearer."
A low whistle went around the table.
"With that on, you're a tougher tank than I am," Craig said speculatively.
"Maybe," Geri replied thoughtfully, still looking at the paper. She looked up at me with fresh challenge in her voice. "You knew you'd have to make this extra awesome to have even a chance of getting me to wear it," she accused.
I just shrugged and smiled. "That was a nasty monster. Nasty monsters mean serious treasure."
"Renault mentions that you can't share that," Mark said. Real-life husband or no, Renault was a greedy, grasping, mercenary thief. "So you won't get much of a share of anything else we already have found or will find down here, if you keep that trinket."
Geri wrinkled her nose at him, suddenly possessive. Yes... Oh, yes...
"You could sell it when we get back. It's got to be worth a mint, with all that Mithril," Tess observed.
"Really?" I asked her. "It's really shiny..."
"Exactly," she giggled back at me, rubbing her fingers together like counting money.
"So shiny it almost glows..." I said quietly.
"Wait..." Tess said. In Shanora's haughty, self-important sorceress voice she said to Geri, "Allow me to examine the trinket."
"It's magic too? Really?" griped Anne. "You know, I wear armor as well. Maybe Gala will take it, if Frenoria would prefer a share of the regular treasure."
"Sorry," I said quickly. "It wouldn't work with your ceremonial robes. Priestesses have a dress code." I was kicking myself internally though. I should have thought about Anne's cleric maybe wearing it. But I had this set up for Geri, thinking that she was most likely to be irritated but simultaneously revved up by Mark's shenanigans the prior week, and I was a little target fixated. Anne might have been a better target actually, now that I thought about it... But while Geri had seemed to be about to disappoint me at first, she looked to be coming around to having some fun with it.



Frenoria agreed to let Shanora examine the bikini. I handed another sheet of paper to Tess. I used papers like this for objects whose properties were not obvious except to specific people. That way, players could choose what to reveal about what they knew. They could also lie. Tess decided not to lie.
Tess read it once to herself, then read it out loud. "Armor of Elemental Protection. Eight points of protection, automatic, against all elemental attacks. Wearer never gets cold or hot from the weather."
"Yeah," Geri said. "I'm definitely not selling this thing." She sighed. "I guess I'll wear it." That got a wolf whistle from Mark, and a quieter one from Craig. I just grinned in triumph.
"Frenoria tugs her old, beat up chainmail off over her head, and pulls the bikini on over her padded under layer," Geri said, smirking at me.
"Sorry," I said, ready for this one. "But it is magical chainmail, powered by your body's own energies. It won't work unless worn against the skin. Gotta wear it right, if you want it to work." I had made sure that it was really good armor. There was no way she could refuse it... I hoped.
"Oh for fuck's sake!,"grumbled Geri. "How is this even supposed to work? A bikini can't protect... just about anything." I was confident now that she wasn't really mad, just performing. In a way, she was engaging in a secondary role-play as an indignant, twenty-first century woman.
The only worry I really had by this point was Mark. I was smiling at Geri, as was most everyone else, but I was watching Mark out of the corner of my eye. When would he draw the line at my tease/flirt/torture with Geri? I wanted to back off before he drew that line... if he was going to.
Mark was relaxing back casually in his chair next to Geri, while somehow simultaneously giving the impression of leaning in eagerly. His grin told me that he was enjoying his lovely wife being in the spotlight. Maybe I wasn't going to have to draw any lines beyond whatever Geri's hard stop ended up being. He spoke casually, "Come on, babe. RPGs were written by and for lonely nerds."
"John isn't lonely," put in Tess, giving me the very gratifying eye. I leered right back at my wife.
"It's in the rules," I said, as if defensively, to Geri. "Chainmail bikini armor works just like any other."
"That is not in the fucking rules!" exclaimed Geri, Tess, and Anne, in virtual unison.
I could have just said, 'My dungeon, my rules,' of course. But I wanted to sell this. It felt like the more legitimate I made this ridiculous plot device, the farther I could push it. And I was increasingly curious how far I could push it. In my mind, earlier in the week, this was supposed to be a five minute, sexy little diversion. Everyone's response so far had me pushing it into a centerpiece of the evening.
"Look," I said seriously, just the way I had countless times before when the players wanted to argue with me about some point of logic or rules, "it's in the notes on guiding player character creation in the game master's guide." I knew none of them had read that volume. I hoped none of them had, at least. "It says, 'It is important to allow great latitude in creative costume design. Armor and equipment should be allowed to be described in whatever manner advances the story without inflicting a performance penalty on the player.'"
They all stared at me for a moment. I half expected to hear a demand to see the passage.
"Told you it was written by lonely nerds," laughed Mark.
"It might as well have instructed that all female characters should just have their boobs hanging out," snarked Tess, throwing up her hands. "'Go ahead,' the rulebook says, 'put cleavage in a fucking breastplate, no penalty!'," her voice warbled sarcastically.
"Sounds good to me," laughed Craig.
"You are the one that told me her sorceress walks around in robes cut open down to her navel," I reminded Tess.
"I told you that," Tess snapped, but with no heat. "I didn't tell them!" she added, indicating our friends.
"We'd all see that display anyway," chirped Anne.
"Your characters would," said Tess smugly, "if they had looked. They haven't."
"Sir Tyrian gives Shanora's robes a careful examination," Craig said instantly.
Tess bristled for show, but before she could react further, I snapped. "Roll a Perception check, plus 15 for routine conditions." Craig grinned and rolled a 15. "That's 30 total," I laughed. "Critical Success!"
"What does a Critical Success mean when all he's doing is just ogling my... Shanora's boobs?"
"He catches a nip slip?" suggested Mark.
"You wish," Tess growled.
"Yes, I do..." muttered Craig.
"You said that out loud, dear," Anne stage whispered.
Craig blanched a little. He really hadn't meant to be heard! Everyone was getting caught up in this little bout of dirty talk. The stirring in my pants promised some very good sex later, when we got home.
"The Critical Success means that Tess needs to do a Presentation on how Shanora's costume looks, especially the cleavage," I said. 'Presentations' were a tradition of ours that we sometimes had when a new character, or a new look for an existing character came into play. The player would stand and describe their new look. As DM, I did a ton of mini-Presentations for non-player characters and monsters, but never nearly as elaborate as what the players sometimes concocted.
"I am not going to stand up and describe my tits to Craig," Tess snorted.
"Shanora's tits," I corrected her pedantically. "All right then, I'll do it for you," I declared, and shifted back to my 'epic narrator' voice. "Shanora, as always, wears her deceptively simple black robes. The fabric is soft, but thick and protective. Scores of small hidden pockets and pouches are sewn into its folds for the ingredients and tools of her Craft. It is belted with thick, white cords, three in number, which accentuate her alluringly sleek waist." Tess was staring at me. I may have been adding some new details of my own imagining, and I hoped that she liked them. "She always wears the robe quite fetchingly open, the lapels running almost parallel and wide apart downward from her enticing neck, until finally sweeping together at her navel. The rich inner curvature of her large, firm, smooth, motherly charms are clearly..."
"All right, buster," Tess interrupted. "I guess I had better do this after all." She slid smoothly to her feet from her chair. I was inflicting some Bonus Embarrassment! This was going so much better than I had hoped. Anne was being silly, Craig was letting slip embarrassing utterances, and my wife... Tess seemed prepared to make an ass out of herself. Could I hope that she'd make a sexy ass out of herself?
My luck this evening was strong. My wife does not really go in for cleavage in how she dresses, despite being generously equipped for it, but she had chosen that night to wear a stretchy knit wraparound blouse that at least suggested a plunging neckline. She stood and stroked her hands down the crossing lapels of her top, actually tugging them a bit as her hands slid along them. The neckline still revealed no actual skin, only suggesting it. She turned away from me toward the others, especially Craig and Mark, while shooting me a defiant smirk over her shoulder.
In Shanora's arrogant tones, Tess said, "My breasts are verily quite sleek, and I do indeed leave their inner slopes and the valley between exposed. But I do this not to expose them to the childish gaze of immature louts," she added sternly, shooting me a stormy look over her shoulder. "I do so because it is important to not impede the flow of magical energies to and from the core of my power, which rests between them in my chest." Her hand stroked up and down between her breasts as she said all that, and I could see the guys' eyes following her fingers almost involuntarily. Interestingly, Geri and Anne were almost equally attentive.
I am personally always quite interested when Tess touches her boobs, but I found to my surprise that right then I was more fascinated by the fact that the others were so intently interested, and mostly in the same way as I...
Then Tess narrowed her eyes at Mark. "But there will be no, what was your crude phrase, you miserable cutpurse? 'Nip slips'?" she declared. "My eldritch powers, in a combination of concealing and mending energies, imbue the robe with the power to remain firmly in place! I can lean back... or all the way forward at the waist. I can lean... or twist to the left... or the right..." she went on, performing those exact motions as she spoke. Every eye in the room was on her. 'I could even shake them back and forth or up and down..." Word and action were still gloriously one.
She straightened, and ran a hand down between her boobs once more. "And with all that, no prying, impertinent eyes, regardless of any Perception Checks, will be seeing so much as a hint of incidental aureole!"
With that, she sat down. The smug was strong in her. The hardness was strong in my pants. Gaze on that perfection and despair, my dudes. She is mine. We exchanged a look of promise for 'Later'. Watching her tease them, especially the guys, was turning out to be a major turn-on, and this wasn't even what I had planned!
Almost as good as my suddenly ramped up prospects for 'Later', Geri was actually irritated that my wife had stolen her spotlight! "All right, all right," she grumbled into the momentary silence, demanding everyone's attention once more. She looked at me. "You are telling me that Frenoria has to strip down completely to wear this armor?" Her voice was pleading, but I wasn't quite sure what she was pleading for.
"Yep," I said with a shit-eating grin. Everybody leaned in to hear what she had to say.
"Frenoria is not getting naked in front of the fucking party," Geri said, sticking her tongue out at her husband. "Wait here a moment, and she'll slip off to change."
"Bullshit," said Anne. Everybody looked at her. "You are telling us that your character is going off alone... to get naked... in a fucking dungeon?"
Geri paused at that.
"And this smart-assed dungeon in particular?" Tess added. "Not only will you definitely die, but in this dungeon, you will die in some ridiculous, corn-pone excuse for a joke that this juvenile thinks is funny." She punched me in the shoulder.
"We'd find your body naked and spread-eagled inside of one of his damned Gelatinous Cubes or some shit," Anne piled on. Things were snowballing now and it was glorious. With Anne and even Tess piling on, I needed to do nothing to keep ratcheting up the embarrassment for Geri.
Geri seemed a little non-plussed that the other girls were the ones to make her miserable at the moment. But, she had wanted to regain the spotlight...
"Fine!" she snapped. "Frenoria will strip down in the very center of the party then." Mark gave a little cheer and she elbowed him briefly before leaning over the table to their miniatures. She moved her little statue to the center, and arranged the other four in a square around hers... then she ostentatiously turned each one to face outward and away from her.
"No peeking," she said sternly to the others.
"Sir Tyrian peeks," laughed Craig instantly. He clearly loved this whole thing as much as I did.
Geri glared at him with a smile, but before she could respond, I quickly asked, "Who all peeks?"
Craig of course shot his hand up in the air. Mark's hand went up just as fast. I laughed when Anne's hand went up a heartbeat later. Geri laughed at her too.
Then everyone turned and looked at Tess.
"Well, thank you," Geri told her. "At least someone has a little honor..." She cut herself off up as Tess raised her hand as well, slowly and with an evil grin.
"I can't have you turning toward me and using that to claim you don't have to describe your character enough to satisfy these pervs' prurient interests," said Tess with sweetly vicious innocence.
Geri looked at Tess flatly for a moment, then she stared at me. Then she looked back at Tess and said simply, "You asked for it."
"Everybody roll a Stealth Check," I declared, for the hell of it. Everybody rolled well, except Craig, who failed his check spectacularly. "You catch Tyrian peeking," I smirked.
With that, Geri stood, just like we usually had people do for presentations. She paused, taking a deep, nervous breath that stretched the thin white fabric of her teeshirt tightly over her boobs.
Geri was not the size queen that Tess and Anne were, but she could only be thought of as small-breasted if you compared her to them. I had always felt that Mark had absolutely nothing to complain about. My suspicions about Geri being braless that evening were clearly sound. Her nipples were so hard at that moment, they tented up the thin cotton half an inch. Better, she must have really dark aureoles, because their outlines were well and truly visible through the stretched fabric.
The shirt almost immediately loosened as she breathed out, but she had everyone's full attention now. She sure as hell had mine!
"Fine," she grumbled, still pretending to be put upon. "Frenoria shrugs off her cape and bends to unbuckle the straps around her thighs and knees that keep her chain trousers from flopping when she moves."
"Won't need those any more," quipped Mark. I wanted him to shut up and stop interrupting his wife's flow. Geri looked like she was ready to get into this.
"After she kicks off her boots, she loosens her belt and lets the bottom half of her mail fall to the dungeon floor," she began.
"The trousers actually come apart in two when you release the tie-downs," I put in. I didn't want to interrupt, but I also wanted to establish that there was no going back to the old armor.
"The armor was that badly damaged?" Geri asked, in genuine seriousness.
"It was a nasty baby dragon," I shrugged. "I told you before that you heard the armor tear."
"I kick the useless old mail aside," she said, shrugging. Then she paused, taking a deep breath to get back into her train of thought. I was enthused to see that my interruption had not completely derailed her intent to play along. I was much more enthused as she took another of those deep breaths... She threw her shoulders back as she did so, enhancing the effect. It had to be intentional.
"As Frenoria shrugs the short-sleeved mail shirt off over her head, it is clear that her shoulders are just as strong and well-defined, while still sleek and feminine, as her well-tanned arms. She looks down and tugs for a moment on the thin, soft, white shift that she wears underneath to protect her more delicate parts, then she unties the neckline and lets the fabric slip off her shoulders and down, down her body to the floor," purred Geri, really hamming it up by the end of that bit. No one's character was terribly close to their real-life appearance, as was well-illustrated here in the contrast between Frenoria's muscular, sculpted form and Geri's real-life dryad-like slenderness. "Her bare waist is not thin, but strong, befitting the core strength springing from the hard life of a ranger. Her belly curves inward ever so slightly, its smooth expanse stretched taut over barely perceptible muscles." Geri actually ran her hands over her various body parts as she spoke.
Everybody was leaning forward by now, and you could feel the tension, especially as Geri stopped talking to further caress herself.
"Get to the good stuff," Anne growled lightly. "You are killing my husband over here."
Mark and I were dying too, of course. And I wasn't sure that the other ladies weren't also dying right along with us.
Geri smiled, going on as if never interrupted. "Frenoria's breasts are quite something. Sized to overflow her own substantial hands, they sport the tiniest, most delicate of nipples, encircled by dark bronze oblongs."
Geri ran the back of her fingers over her breasts as she spoke, then pinched her nipples through the tee lightly! She actually pinched her nipples, right in front of all of us. I cannot emphasize this fact enough. She pinched them, and you could easily see how hard they were.
Am I conveying how crazily well my little plot was succeeding?
"While the subtly strong musculature of her limbs speaks to her father's human heritage," Geri went on, "her mother's elven form shows itself in the buoyant nature of her feminine charms, which, despite their large size, hold their round shape against gravity's clutches, completely unsupported. Indeed, they practically dance weightlessly as she breathes."
I had to shift in my chair. Craig was biting his lip. Mark was achieving new levels of smugness, while simultaneously appearing a little amazed at his wife's performance.
"Frenoria tugs at her last garment, the simple white breech clout that encircles her below the waist, letting it fall away to uncover her full nakedness," Geri continued to intone in her fantasy-narrator tone and vocabulary. "The locks below her waist match the elven blonde atop her head, highlights of gold appearing in the flickering torchlight." She smiled puckishly, as a thought struck her. "Her pubes are rich, full, and un-shaven or trimmed. The tiny curls of her elven hair grow in a broad triangle pointing downward to a soft thicket between..." Realizing that she had gotten out over her toes a bit, Geri halted her description, blushing as all she had just done and said seemed to fully register. Mark laughed for some reason.
For us, for me certainly, it was as if we had been riding happily along and jerked to a halt over a steep slope. We were hanging...
Trust Craig, who was easily the guy among us most ready to take a risk in this little... whatever this was, to speak first. "So... is that thicket wet?" he breathed.
Anne looked at him, wide-eyed. But she didn't hit him, which surprised the fuck out of me.
Geri just laughed derisively, instantly regaining her equilibrium and her smile. "Is Frenoria wet?" she sneered at Craig. " She is standing buck-ass nekkid in a fucking dungeon. There is a corpse of a goddamned baby dragon right near by," she said, pointing to the plastic dinosaur that I had used as a miniature representation of the dragon. It was lying on its side near the circle of the players' miniatures. "One that is probably already starting to smell," she went on. "Sir Tyrian is over there perving on me... on Frenoria I mean." She took a theatrically sobbing breath at Tyrian's betrayal. "The only thing," she finished with loud and dramatic tones, "the only thing that makes her life bearable right now is that her other friends and party-mates at least are respecting her privacy!"
Everybody laughed. "Geri wins the role-playing award tonight!" exclaimed Tess with a laugh.
"It means the world to me that the rest of you respected my modesty like that," Geri declared in a voice dripping with sincerity.
"And with that, I slip into the new bikini armor," she added firmly.
"Even without its magical properties, the armor would fit Frenoria exceedingly well," I went on smoothly, hoping that my suddenly businesslike demeanor would add a little surreality to it all. "In addition, there are small, sturdy, adjusting straps and buckles that improve the fit further. And since it is magical, the fit goes from excellent to perfect."
"Sir Tyrian examines the fully outfitted Frenoria closely," Craig instantly said. Anne just laughed.
"Oh no," Geri said quellingly. "You've had enough jollies, Mister! I'm not making a fool out of myself twice in one night, thank you."
Craig, to his credit, immediately backed down respectfully and unsurprisingly. So did the rest of us. I think we were all a tiny bit relieved to see that this new, crazy attitude could easily be turned off whenever someone asked for it to be. But Craig did make a show of pouting appreciatively, just a little.



Geri cracked a smile. "Besides, I haven't had this armor for more than a minute. Give me some time to design it in my head, then come up with a really good way to describe it."
Well now, that had been... way more than I had dreamed. Geri was my new hero... and my dick's new obsession. We had also consumed way more time than I had thought that this little vignette would.
I looked at my watch. My planned last scene would push us long past our desired stopping point.
And I was in no mood at that moment to go late into the night playing D&D. I looked at Tess, and she seemed to have the same thoughts I was experiencing.
"On that high note," I declared, "I'd say we're done for this week. Let's cut things here."
We usually hung around and rehashed shit once we 'put down the dice' for the night, but Craig and Anne, and Tess and I were all uniformly ready to head out. Geri and Mark were similarly ready to see us go. "I'll wash the serving pieces you brought tonight, guys," Geri uncharacteristically volunteered. "You can retrieve them next week."
Tess and I were in our car and heading home in minutes. Two turns away from their house, Tess turned to me. "I suppose you are satisfied," she growled at me.
I laughed. "Fuck yeah. I loved it."
She let out a soft harumph and crossed her arms.
"You loved it too," I smirked.
"I was mortified!"
"Uh huh. But you loved it. You egged it on! You loved Geri's act too. And she loved performing it."
"She was even more mortified. She will never forgive you."
"Bullshit."
She harrumphed again. After that, we were uncharacteristically quiet on the way home, but I was tingling in anticipation...
Despite my desire to get home, I drove carefully all the way there. I had such a hard-on, if we got into an accident, I knew the seatbelt would snap my dick in two.
I was going to fuck the shit out of my wife when we got home... if, from the look on her face, she didn't fuck the shit out of me first.
*
The next week, the rotation had us playing at our house. That always a tiny bit of a pain in the ass for me, as Tess uses the opportunity to dragoon me into cleaning all sorts of shit that our guests are never going to see, 'just in case.'
The group text chain that we use to take care of logistics was unusually quiet that week, with only a brief flurry of excitement when Tess asked for menu coordination and Anne said she was bringing her brisket. That brisket is always so damned good...
But I admit, I spent more than one day leading up to game night anticipating the evening with an organ other than my stomach. Tess had mostly let the whole sexiness matter lie, as had I, once we had raced each other to bed and fucked each other senseless upon arriving home the prior week. But as we were setting up for game night that afternoon, she turned to me. "You've been on your computer a lot this week. Working on tonight?"
"Yeah," I said casually, "I've been rejiggering different things here and there. Last minute ideas. You know how I get sometimes." I worked hard to keep the evasiveness out of my voice as I arranged chairs.
"Uh huh," Tess said in desert dry amusement. "I do. So you are enjoying how this dungeon has been going?"
My sheepishness could not be kept inaudible. "Yeah... Yes I am," I said, growing a pair and sounding assertive by the end. I looked at her archly for a moment before putting my eyes back on the furniture. "Don't keep trying to pretend that you aren't too."
Tess let herself giggle for a moment. "Maybe just a little bit," she admitted, holding up thumb and forefinger very close together. We worked in silence for a bit, then she turned and said earnestly. "But you do need to show some restraint. I mean, you left last week's game with Geri set up to have to embarrass herself all over again, and probably right off the bat."
"Hey! It's not my fault that she chose to extend her moment in the spotlight with a cliffhanger! That's on her."
Tess paused at that. "She did kind, didn't she? Do you think she actually meant to?"
"I don't know," I said honestly. "At first, I thought that she was just looking for an out. But over the week, I've started to wonder if she hadn't actually meant to lead everybody on..."
"I wonder..." Tess said, "Who did she mean to tease more, Mark or Craig?"
"Well, she's doing a helluva job teasing me!" I joked.
That earned me a cushion to the head. "Still, once she's paid the price for making you neanderthals drool so much, I do think you ought to lay off her for a bit," she said compassionately.
"Of course! I'm not cruel," I said defensively. Then I added softly, "Besides, she's not the only player, you know..."
Tess looked at me... hard. "I already made a fool of myself in your little game with my cleavage description. You aren't getting another one of those!"
"And thank you for that, by the way. Besides how hot you were all on your own, you really inspired Geri to reach great heights."
"You're welcome... Wait, what do you mean?"
"Didn't you see her while you were going overboard with waving your boobs around?" I asked, amused.
"I wasn't watching her."
"Well, let me tell you, she was on a high simmer watching you steal her spotlight there for a while."
"Really? That little minx," Tess preened.
"Wait," I said, "you say you weren't paying attention to her. I know you didn't even look my way once. Who were you looking at while you were showing off?"
Tess slumped down on our couch, crossing her arms irritably. I like when she does that because it naturally lifts and displays her boobs. It dawned on me suddenly, wrapped up in my own plots for the dungeon that night, I had missed the fact that Tess's wardrobe choice for this week was another wrap-around blouse, but unlike last week's, this one really did rock some nice actual cleavage, not just a suggestion of it. It wasn't a very deeply open V, but with Tess, it didn't need to be.
"Just watch yourself," she said tartly. "You are going to push someone too far."
"Come on!" I scoffed affectionately. "What's 'too far'? We're role playing. Everyone can do what they want, and not do what they don't."
"Push too hard, and somebody's going to find a way to embarrass you back. That's all I'm saying," Tess said, but with no real worry in her voice, only humorously dire warning. "Just, watch yourself," she said again, bouncing up from the couch to check her veggies in the oven.
"Nah," I retorted in a drawl. "I've got better thing to watch," I said, as my eyes followed her ass into the kitchen.
I turned and racked the balls on my white regulation-sized pool table, adjusting them carefully on the red felt in the forlorn hope somebody in our group would decide to actually play with me. I have friends who do like playing pool, but these are not those friends.
The bell rang a few minutes early and I opened it to see Anne and Craig. Craig was laden down and struggling with Anne's brisket and several containers of accoutrements. Anne demurely held a thin folder with their character sheets and a bag of dice in one hand. She cooked. Craig carted. I for one was happy with that arrangement. I didn't not care about Craig's level of satisfaction.
After placing their food on the sideboard, Craig and I grabbed two beers and got into it about the Cubbies' needs for the rest of the season. I wanted them to go for a starting pitcher to make a run possible this year. Craig, the dirty quitter, wanted to unload a couple of impending free agents and reload. Sometimes Craig sucks.
Anne and Tess surprised us both by going for glasses of rosé. Usually everybody drinks beer during D&D. I guess Anne's next level food inspired them to class things up a bit. The two of them were fun to look at as Craig and I talked. Anne had also chosen a little more, um, tasty clothing than usual. Her usual cargo shorts were replaced with a tight pair of cut-off jeans, just long enough to cover the bottom curves of her ass. Barely. Up top, she sported a plaid long-sleeved shirt, cuffs rolled up to the elbow, shirt-tails untucked and tied together low on her belly, leaving a tragically limited amount of bare, toned stomach to see. She left just enough buttons unfastened to make it interesting without making it blatant. Our two wives had both decided to play the cleavage game.
At some point in our conversation, we caught each other looking, and Craig and I clicked our beers together. Our wives were well and truly blessed. And so were we. No harm in appreciating each other's good fortune.
It was fifteen minutes after the usual start time, and Mark and Geri were still not yet in evidence. We all pretended not to notice, but we were all clearly beginning to get the niggling feeling that they might not show up.
Had Geri chickened out? Had Mark gotten weird?
They wouldn't ghost us, though, would they? Not without calling?
The doorbell brought big smiles to us all, and Craig bounded over to let them in. Mark entered first, carrying a big wicker basket that smelled delicious. Despite the still cool weather, he was wearing his usual workout shorts, along with a Superman logo blue shirt.
Behind him, Geri entered. She was... she was wearing a pink, fluffy, footied onesie, with a hood and rabbit ears. She looked ridiculous. Cute, but ridiculous. Nobody could help but laugh.
"What the hell is that?" Anne asked, the first to catch her breath. "It's almost April. You must be dying from the heat!"
"It actually breathes surprisingly well," Geri replied good-naturedly. Then she glowered at Mark. "And since someone I know forgot to use detergent when he did the laundry this morning, I had limited options to choose from."
Mark hung his head extravagantly. Geri patted him reassuringly. "It's okay, honey. I told you this would at least get a laugh."
"That it did," I chuckled. "But you layabout laundry losers have us running late. Let's play."
We settled down around the table. I had already set up their miniatures in the same layout as the prior week, with Geri's Frenoria still in the middle... just a reminder of unfinished business. The little figurine was still wearing a ranger's cloak and armor, alas. I'd have to invest in a Red Sonja figure or something. I was not letting Geri replace that chainmail bikini anytime soon!
"Okay. So..." I began.
Craig instantly interrupted me. "Sir Tyrian examines Frenoria carefully in her new armor," he said, firmly cutting to the chase before there could be any chance of things getting side-tracked.
"Really? You couldn't give her five minutes to get into the swing?" Anne asked, no heat in her scolding... and absolutely no surprise. I just looked at Geri for her reaction.
She sat in her chair, arms on the table, fingers drumming as she squeezed her lips together in a grimace at Craig.
"You did kind of cliff-hanger us last week with a promise of a fleshed-out description." To my surprise, that came from Tess.
Geri looked at her. "Et tu, Bruté?" She drummed her fingers one more time. "Fine. Have it your way, you pervs." She pushed herself to her feet, stepped away from the table and turned to us.
I really found that I hated that bunny suit. I was still looking forward to whatever she had cooked up as a description, and she clearly had given it some thought, but hearing her words would not be the same with her standing there in that shapeless, furry suit, instead of a tight, braless teeshirt. Geri had clearly worn the damned bunny suit to deny me... us a view. I had been so ready for some more spectacular pokies...
"They say a picture is worth a thousand words, so I composed a thousand words about my new chainmail bikini," Geri said casually, then in a smooth motion, unzipped the bunny onesie, and let it fall to the floor.
She was wearing a fucking chainmail bikini. A real chainmail bikini. Made from real chainmail.
And it fit her so very... wow.
Unlike her description of Frenoria the prior week, Geri is almost delicately slender. At middling height for a woman, she is actually about even with her diminutive whipcord of a husband. Lithe as she is, she has more than sufficient curves in the chest and hips to hang that little metal confection on most fetchingly. The chainmail was a very fine mesh, though it was steel gray, not sparkling like the Mithril I had described. Our imaginations would have to supply the sparkle. My imagination was supplying quite a lot at that moment. Not that it needed to. The design of the garment was not... modest.
The top was two triangles that wrapped up into a narrow band that caressed the back of her neck. At the bottom, it tucked up under and vaguely supported her breasts, attaching to a silver cord that ran around and tied across her back. The weight of the metal obviously pressed down even Geri's pert, bouncy tits, but the substantial nature of the mail itself made them look actually a little bigger.
An inch-wide band of chainmail draped over and around her flaring hips, with two long triangles hanging down in front and back, the tips dangling almost halfway to her knees. I desperately wanted to know whether the bottom was just a loincloth, of if there were panties built in underneath. And if there were, were the panties chainmail too? My imagination was competing with itself to supply both images, as I found that I could not determine which option I was hoping for. In either case, it was crystal clear that no other underwear was present.
Geri waved a hand out to her side, then placed both hands on her hips, cocking a knee in a game show hostess pose, a broad grin on her face. We'd been had.
"Holy shit," breathed Anne.
"Wow," Tess said softly.
The three of us dudes remain dumbstruck. Even Mark. He had obviously seen it before, but that was hardly damening his excitement. I was betting that they had been late because he'd been trying, and possibly succeeding, in taking it off her before they left. Now, seeing Geri in it, seeing her stripping herself down to only it right in front of the rest of us, clearly had him revved up wildly.
Geri slowly spun around.
Trust Craig to find his voice first, the horndog. He voiced my unspoken question. "Is it a loin cloth, or is there more protection underneath? Sir Tyrian is curious about the martial implications, of course," he added hastily, as if he caught how pervy he sounded at the last moment. His attempt at covering did nothing to reduce the pervy-ness, of course.
I think Anne wanted to smack him, but she also seemed to want to know the answer as much as he and I did.
Geri chuckled, posed even harder, them reached down and briefly brushed the front triangle far enough aside for all of us to see the narrow expanse of chainmail covering the front of her crotch underneath.
When she reached down, I had honestly believed for a second that there wouldn't be anything underneath, and let myself hope I was about to actually see Geri's pussy. My mind was racing fast enough to wonder if, as with her ranger Frenoria, the carpet matched the drapes. After her quick flash of the coverage underneath, she let it fall back into place.
"The back?" Anne asked almost clinically.
Geri almost giggled, and, now without the slightest hesitation or reluctance, turned her really quite amazingly tight little backside toward Anne, and flipped the triangle aside. I saw Craig's eyebrows shoot up. After a moment, Geri generously turned back toward Tess (and therefore me) and I beheld the thinnest strand of chainmail, barely three links wide, running down the back, disappearing in-between her cheeks. It was a thong!
Before Geri could so much as drop the back panel of the loincloth back into place, she was being peppered with technical questions by Anne and Tess alike.
Yes, it was real metal.
No, it was not lined, but the metal was machined perfectly smooth, so nothing poked or scratched.
"Even down below?" Tess asked as a follow-up.
"Uh, no," said Geri. "There is a tiny patch of soft gray fabric instead of mail down in the crotch. I really don't think you want metal chain rubbing up against your clit all the..." She stopped and blushed. A pause followed that glorious moment of over-sharing, then the questions resumed
The thing had been ordered through Etsy.
Yes, she intended to wear it the rest of the night... and possibly every night from now on.
"So we are a cosplay campaign now," groaned Anne.
"Swell," Tess agreed sarcastically.
But all three women were exchanging looks over the table.
Geri slid gracefully back into her chair. "Can we get going now?"
I am proud to say that I regained my mental facilities first after all that, at least among the guys. I have responsibilities as DM, after all. I led them through the next encounter, which had supposed to have been the prior week's finale. The senile sphinx that could not remember it own riddles was a hit, and we somehow got into a more normal routine for gaming, despite Geri sitting there looking... well...
Look, I'd seen her in regular bikinis before. At least one of those had possibly been even more revealing. As a group, we don't only play D&D together. We are not total nerds. Water parks are one of the occasional alternative Saturday activities we go for in the high summer. Bowling, believe it or not, has always been a favorite in the winters.
I might be 31, and a reasonably normal adult, but I am also a life-long, male, fantasy/RPG nerd, and I was confronted with a seriously hot babe in fucking chainmail bikini armor. Teenaged wet dreams that come to life are extremely hard to work your way beyond mentally, no matter how old you are.
The end result was that I was constantly hovering at a low to medium level of horny, right from the start of the evening, just from Geri sitting there, being spectacular.
My new phase of the dungeon was separated from the older part by a barrier that they had to work hard to penetrate. Beyond were more subterranean passageways. The stone work was curiously clean-cut, though badly stained.
I had several early rooms planned that I now decided to set aside for later, if at all. Simply, I felt like I needed to get to the first of the new opportunities for embarrassment I had cooked up during the week. I had been staring too much at Geri, I felt, and wanted to focus things, especially my own gaze, elsewhere. Guilt and horniness make a potent cocktail.
Not that the timing mattered, Tess was going to kill me for what was coming next, whenever it happened.
A trapped door led to a large room with multiple exits. They fucked up getting through it, to Anne's character Gala's pained displeasure. She was not amused as I described the blooming magic explosion leaving her cleric Gala looking similar to Yosemite Sam after Bugs blocked the barrel of his gun with a finger.
"The chamber is particularly foul," I described, "but the walls were probably once white, and the floor likely has some kind of seemingly beautiful geometric tile pattern under all the filth. The noise of your passage through the door and Gala's bitching fades into absolute silence--silence that you all sense probably just fell in response to your arrival."
"Renault uses his Burglar's Perception to seek threats," Mark snapped.
"Something's out there. It's quiet," I said, rolling some dice as if that meant anything, "and whatever is there is in the darkness is unbelievably numerous."
"Gala prepares to cast a blessing on the party," Anne said. The spell needed a round of combat time to cast. She could still decide to discard instead of cast it later at low cost, if she decided she didn't need to actually invoke it, but from my body language, she probably thought they were going to need it.
"Suddenly, you all hear a rushing and a high-pitched babble of voices and cries all around," I said with an evil smile, "and suddenly hordes burst forth from every entrance of the room, save the one you just came through, which is suddenly impassable backwards due to a deadfall."



"Hordes of what?" Craig asked, his exasperation speaking for the rest of the party.
"Kobolds!" I thundered, throwing my arms wide. "There are suddenly Kobolds... everywhere!"
They all just looked at me.
Kobolds are nasty little bipedal brutes with barely sentient-level intelligence. They are disgusting, and sleep in their own excrement. They crave the flesh of humans.
And they are among the easiest of first-level monsters. DMs use them as cannon-fodder, even for introductory parties. These fairly high-level characters had not encountered Kobolds since shortly after we first created the crew for this new campaign. Kobolds are so worthless, they are not even in the manual for the D&D variant we were using. I had had to import them.
And Tess hates the damned things, since I get so gross talking about them, usually.
"Really, John?" my wife complained instantly. "Kobolds?"
I just looked at her evilly. "There are rather a lot of them," I said good-humoredly.
"I punt the first one of them that even gets near me," Tess grumbled. I should have punished her for using the first person when she meant her character, but instead I didn't even make her roll.
"Shanora boots the first little creature that approaches her at a full run. Even though she is a mage, and not a martial fighter, given her relatively high level, the little guy shrieks in pain as he flys backward over the heads of his companions. He falls with a sickening thud, and a few of you note that several of the Kobolds in the landing zone instantly fall upon him and finish him off. Kobolds love the taste of Kobolds almost as much as they love the taste of human," I intoned.
"Sir Tyrian unhooks his mighty mace from his belt, not even deigning to draw his sword," Craig laughs. "He bends his knee and beckons at the advancing beasts. 'Come on, little ones,' he intones, 'aren't you cute?'" He looked up at me. "He swings the mace in a huge arc through the crowd."
"Sir Tyrian's mace smashes its way through the wave of onrushing Kobolds," I declare. "At this level, no need to roll to hit, just damage." I rolled some dice. "You hit twelve of them in the first blow," I said, to a loud 'Ha!' from Craig. "Roll twelve d20's and add four to each roll," I instructed.
Craig didn't own 12 twenty-sided dice, so he borrowed three extra from Mark to let him roll all in one go. "Any ones?" I asked.
"No!" Craig replied triumphantly. "There is a four, but most are over ten, and those are all before adding the plus four."
Kobolds have up to six hit points. Most have two or three.
"The four you rolled means that one is merely crushed to death," I say. "The rest kind of burst like water balloons filled with blood. The nasty brown goo sprays everywhere behind your arc, all over the Kobolds coming up behind. Renault's perception lets him notice that a number lick the blood off their own faces." That got a grossed out laugh.
"I move to cast..." Tess began, but I held a hand out low and shushed her. "In a minute," I said, refusing to turn toward her. I had other things to do, and it wasn't her turn.
Frenoria and Mark's Renault were both, for different reasons, more useful in combat against bigger, nastier, individual-type targets than crowds of individually weaker nasties, but they still were ten levels above these little shits, and they both slaughtered several, each with similarly gory results. Frenoria's kneeling shot with her bow and a heavy hunting arrow skewered seven on a single shaft like a shish kebab, three more than Renault killed in his first attack. Geri lorded it over Mark.
"Oh, let's get the shit over with," grumbled Anne, who hated my gross descriptions of Kobolds only slight less than Tess. "Gala forgets the clearly not necessary Blessing, and drops a Holy Burst into the middle of the oncoming critters." As a Cleric, Holy Burst was the most powerful of her few offensive options, but it was an impressive one. I was clearly reveling in overkill descriptions and she had decided to oblige me. I smiled at her gratefully, which earned a tongue stuck out in my direction.
"With a loud plea to her patron Feyrth, the God of the Hunt, Gala directs a cloud of holy light to form over the Kobolds and then collapse downward. As it strikes the ground," I said gleefully, "it bursts outward in a thunderous clap. The expanding ring of power rips outward, catching..." I rolled some dice, "78 of the little creeps in its effect." Anne whooped. That was a lot of targets. "Don't bother with damage," I laughed. "Every Kobold in the area of effect utterly disintegrates above the waist. 78 little pairs of charging legs keep going for one to three strides before collapsing to the ground." That got me another laugh.
"How many are left after that?" Mark asked, triumphantly.
"Roll a Perception Check," I said with bland good humor.
Mark rolled. "A 20!" he declared triumphantly.
"Critical success!" I said loudly in congratulations. Then said nothing else.
They all looked at me.
"How many?" Mark asked again.
"A lot," I replied.
"I got a critical success! Renault should be able to see the whole room, plus any left in the halls."
"He can," I explained, my bland grin growing nasty. "He can tell there are... a lot. They are literally everywhere. The huge hole Gala just blasted in their number is filled in in literally seconds, and they are lined up down every hall, still pressing to get in and at you. Renault has no formal education and literally could not count that high."
Everybody shut up for a moment at that revelation.
Tess leaned forward and began, "Well okay then, my..."
I raised my hand just little toward her and said quietly and quickly, "Hang on. I'll get to you."
Our eyes met for the briefest of moments, and she shut up. I love my wife. She can instantly tell when I'm doing something stupid or douchey for a reason, and she usually will back my play. Unless it amuses her not to.
No one else even noticed, as they were all, in slightly confused and just barely concerned fashion, shouting at me what they did next.
Gala went back to prepping that Blessing again.
Sir Tyrian went two-handed with sword and mace, and started atomizing Kobolds at a clip of about twenty per round of combat.
Renault and Frenoria were keeping a tally list of how many each killed. You'd think they were Legolas and Gimli.
After a round or so, Craig asked, "Wait, are they even attacking us? Or are they just running around?"
"Oh they are attacking you all right," I said. "In fact, this round they score... 21 critical hits on the various party members fighting them."
"21?!?" came an incredulous chorus.
"Yep," I said. "They are literally piling up around you to get at you from various heights. There is a metric shit-ton of little clawed hands and sharp teeth coming at you guys from all sides. All those critical hits means that so far, there are 42 whole points of damage spread between the party. 12 to Sir Tyrian. 14 to Renault. 15 to Gala (They really didn't like that Holy Burst she cast). Oh, and one whole point gets through Frenoria's mighty chainmail bikini."
They all laughed, and began to declare their next attacks. That amount of damage was trivial to these characters at this level.
"Tess, are you going to thin out this herd a little?" Mark asked my wife. "It's going to get little boring if we don't step up the winnowing."
"You mean Shanora?" I quickly answered for Tess.
Mark narrowed his eyes. "Where is Shanora?"
This was perfect! "Roll perception, minus two," I snapped. Everyone else, including Tess, was suddenly interested.
Thankfully, Mark rolled well.
"Renault peers down one of the corridors. It's easy to see over all the Kobolds, of course. He can just make out a struggling Shanora, being carried away by one pile of Kobolds while a second pile is jumping around on top of her. "
"Guys, we need to help," said Mark excitedly. Finally, I was giving them something interesting.
"Everyone else is largely immobilized right now. They are killing every Kobold they touch, but two more take the place of every one they kill," I said, handing out some more minor damage. "Only you, with your dexterity, have any room to maneuver."
"Then Renault leaps over the front line of the bastards and high-steps it after Shanora," Mark said.
"Cool," I said, pretending to look at my notes. "Let's deal with that for a few moments. You pick your way through the crowd, killing about twenty of the bastards along the way before you get into the corridor."
"Are there more coming ahead?" Mark asked intelligently.
"No, not from this corridor," I replied. "All the traffic in this passage seems currently one-way outbound with the captured Shanora. Several other passages were still disgorging Kobolds merrily, last time you saw before entering."
"I close the door to prevent more coming after me," Mark said quickly, forgetting to talk about Renault and using the first person. Again, that was supposed to be a no-no, but I let it ride with a disapproving eyebrow. "Renault sneaks down the hall after the beasts, using all his stealth," he said, remembering.
"That's better," I said in sternly mocking tones. Then I turned to Tess finally. She stared back at me, glad she had not interrupted my flow before and could now be the center of attention. My wife is a bit of a spotlight hog herself when it comes to RPGs. Well, she would have her glory now...
"The little bastards may be stupid, but they ain't dumb," I said to her. "They must have recognized Shanora as a mage of some kind and put special effort into swarming her. She was draped in Kobolds instantly, with several wrapping their whole body around her arms so she could not make the gestures needed for most spells."
"But she could still..." Tess started to object.
"And two more climbed all the way up to her shoulders, where one jammed his little hat into Shanora's mouth, so she can't say words of power either."
"Oh, disgusting," said Tess, looking like she might retch for real.
"Relax, his little hat was the cleanest thing about him," I told her.
"So, it's clean?" Tess asked, almost hopefully.
"Oh, hell no!" I laughed.
"You are disgusting," my wife told me firmly, but with a smile that admitted the humor of the situation.
"Immediately, you are being dragged away by the huge crowd of Kobolds," I went on. Dammit, I was the one blurring player and character now... "Shanora towers over them, of course, but they soon push her over off her feet, and are carrying her away. She is gagged, and everyone else is up to their ass in the little fuckers, so no one noticed her being abducted at first, until Renault sought her aid."
"Shanora is not letting herself be carried!" Tess snorted. "She fights. She may be just a mage, but these are two foot tall, level one-half monsters! She can put up a pretty good fight, even without her magic, dammit."
"Shanora fights," I agreed. "Periodically she struggles to her feet, usually killing a few of them in the process, but there are always more to take their place, and she is driven back to the ground again each time. You are not getting away from them."
"Am I taking any damage?" Tess asked interestedly.
"Not really, no," I said. "Your dark robes are thick and sturdy enough to protect most of you from all the little scratches and the bites they take here and there as they drag you along."
"Good. Then Shanora..."
"Of course," I added, overriding Tess, "I believe that we had a discussion, a Presentation even, last week about how her robes don't cover all of her." My wife was suddenly looking at me like she was going to perform some unelective surgery on my body. "Yes," I went on, undaunted. "One little guy, for instance, actually starts gnawing on Shanora's ankle, then scrabbles his way up between her legs under her robe. He starts biting his way up the inside of her calf, moving swiftly upwards."
"Fuck that!" yelled Tess, eyes wild. Anne was giggling but keeping quiet otherwise. Her character wasn't present, after all. "Shanora slams her legs together. Hard."
"Roll a d6," I shrugged.
"Five," she said triumphantly.
"She crushes his little body," I shrugged again. "It tumbles out from under her robe and two other Kobolds pause to take a good bite or two of his body before running to catch up. Shanora clearly looks like she would taste better than their fellows."
"Shanora keeps her legs together from now on," my wife glared at me.
"At least until she tries to stand again," I said agreeably. "The next two that crawl up under her hem go up the outside of Shanora's legs. But they seem content to just bite fairly ineffectively around her knees," I added hastily, before Tess could snap at me. "The bigger problem," I went on, putting on my evil DM grin, with an added touch of leer, "is further up." Tess's eyes flashed at me, but she didn't immediately stomp on me. If anything, I might have seen enjoyment, in the gaze. But the gaze had an edge. She was warning me against what I was up to, and simultaneously daring me to go on.
"Oh no!" she said, using Shanora's voice, adding a bit of damsel in distress to the usually haughty tenor.
"Oh yes," I laughed. I can't rest a dare. Not from her. "The ones who are half riding on top of you keep scratching and biting at that lovely expanse of delicious-looking skin, poking their claws into the soft flesh of your belly, scratching at your lovely long neck... and taking a bite or nine at the exposed, rounded curves of Shanora's splendid breasts."
"Hey!" Tess laughed. "Did I describe her breasts as 'splendid'?"
"No. I don't think so," I said. "But I'm the DM, and I say they are splendid." I waggled my eyebrows at her and she actually blushed a little, stealing a glance around the table, where everybody else was smothering chuckles... and staring at Tess intently. Character or player, no one was going to argue with the DM about 'splendid'. She clearly liked the attention, even if she was not going to admit it.
"Of course, you are only taking, um, three points of damage from all this."
"Well then, Shanora bides her time, until she can try to free her hands."
"They are being pretty careful about not letting her make any gestures," I said again, then paused. "Of course, they aren't content to just attack the cleavage Shanora's showing. A few are reaching inside her robe to attack."
"Hey, her robe has magic to..."
"Magic to keep it in place. That's still working," I overrode her. "But it doesn't keep it from being pulled outward and/or reached into. The magic is not that powerful, since it is just part of your costume's description."
Tess turned to Geri with a wry expression. "Great, now my tits are going to be all scratched up." They both laughed.
"Not badly," I hastily reassured her. I paused and looked down at my notes. Then I added casually, "Of course, not all of the Kobolds are even trying to cause damage..."
"What?" Tess asked flatly. Damn, she is sexy when she gets mad.
"Shanora can feel that at least two are just outright feeling her up. One is caressing and squeezing the under curve of her left breast, while another Kobold is actually pinching and tugging on her right nipple."
"Right. Those two need to die. Now," Tess growled, interrupting before I could describe any additional pervert Kobolds. Geri and Anne were in stitches. Craig looked fascinated. Mark actually looked a little outraged.
"In the press of attackers, it is impossible to even tell which of the little bastards are copping the feels."
"Nope! Nope, nope, nope! She stands up again," Tess exclaimed. "No way I'm letting this go on!"
"Sure," I said, shrugging. "She kicks, and struggles, and writhes scenically. Several Kobolds, including one of the ones feeling her up, go flying. She struggles to her feet. Most of the monsters who were attacking the opening in her robe fall off of her now, too. The one who was fondling your nipple is the last to fall and you can target him."
"Drop kick," Tess said flatly.
"That's my chance," Mark said in sudden eagerness. Without waiting for me to respond, he went right on. "Renault dashes forward, still using stealth. His dagger is too short, so he just grabs one of the fucking Kobolds and swings it through the mass of them in an arc like Sir Tyrian did with his mace!"
I rolled some dice and shook my head. "Your surprise is almost complete. Almost," I said, and Mark groaned. "Fortunately, the one Kobold who notices you before the attack is the one you use as a club. His little eyes go comically wide as you grab his ankles and swing him around. Let's see how you do... On the downside, you don't have Sir Tyrian's strength or skill, and the Kobold is a just little meat bag, not a metal mace," I said, dampening expectations. "But you do have total surprise. Kobolds go flying everywhere. You outright kill nine with the swing, and knock twice that many aside, injured. Um... the one you used as a weapon is now more than useless for another swing. He took damage equal to what you dealt to all the others combined..." That got a wince of almost sympathy from everybody, even Tess. "Your total surprise grants you at least one more action before they start to react," I added.
Mark pumped his fist. "There's still a ton of them, right?" he asked me. I nodded emphatically. "Then first things first. Renault reaches out and yanks Shanora free of the press of Kobolds to stand next to him. If I can, he tears the ones holding her hands and arms free."
"You succeed," I said. "Shanora stumbles but remains standing, now next to you and temporarily free of cling-ons."
"About fucking time," said Tess triumphantly. She stood up, indicating that she was really getting into it now. She mimed yanking the Kobold hat from her mouth. "Shanora yanks out that disgusting hat, spitting as she does so. 'Stand close,' she instructs Renault."
Mark shrugged and stood up next to her, miming kicking Kobolds. Tess kicked some too, for good measure.
"Shanora raises her hands, speaks a word of power, and casts Ice Sheet," Tess said triumphantly.
"Ohhh! Nice," chuckled Geri.
Ice Sheet is a fun spell. A wave of magically fridgid ice radiates out from the caster, coating the ground in a cold, totally frictionless surface. With the strength of monster that the spell is intended to be used against, the main function is to immobilize them, or make them slip and fall down. But the spell's cold does do at least a little incidental damage.
A little damage is a lot, with Kobolds.
"The ice spreads out," I described. "Renault is close enough to you and the safe center to keep his footing," I went on, and Mark sidled up near enough to my wife to press against her side, staring around as if at doomed Kobolds. "But every single Kobold in the room falls down. Most die from the initial cold, freezing before they hit the ground, but those that initially survive, die as soon as they fall and the rest of their body comes in contact with the ice."
A whoop of triumph went up from everyone around the table.
"The two of you are left standing there, in a five foot circle of stone, surrounded by a thick layer of hyper-slippery ice, with the bodies of hundreds of frozen Kobolds sliding aimlessly around on it. Finally, the sound of their incessant chatter is gone."
Mark pumped his fist again at Geri, then Craig.
Tess flashed me a grin, but then her eyes narrowed with an evil twinkle. "How long does the ice last again? Before we can move away without falling and hurting ourselves?"
Uh... Confused, I looked at the manual. "It says ten minutes." I looked at them and laughed sadistically, "Sorry, you took yourselves out of the battle for a while!" I love when players do something on their own to inconvenience themselves. It enhances my reputation as an evil genius thinking three steps ahead.



Marks swore a little at their sudden enforced idleness, but Tess seemed like she was on the verge of a precipice. I frowned. Then she took a breath and looked at me with an expression I know very well as akin to 'I told you so.'
What the fuck. Why was I feeling like I was supposed to regret this?
"Renault," she said, turning to Mark and using Shanora's haughtiest of voices. "You are my hero!"
Then she leaned over and kissed Mark full on the lips. His eyes widened, and he froze.
Tess didn't stop kissing him. I heard a gleep from Anne. But I also heard a quiet, "Ooooh," from Geri that held no anger, only amusement, and maybe something more.
Mark heard it too. As soon as he did, he started kissing my wife back. It did not take but a few seconds before their silly performance morphed into a seriously hot and bothered exploration of each other's mouths. Tongues were definitely in play.
I felt my fists ball up as I sat there dumbfounded while one of my best buds practically tongue-fucked my wife's mouth.
But...
It was role-playing, right? It might be crazy over the top, but that's just role-playing at its best.
Right?
Matt wasn't french kissing Tess--Renault was frenching Shanora. It was a bullshit, but somehow an important, distinction. As long I kept up that fiction we'd been building on the last few weeks, all was well.
Moreover, Tess was clearly hoisting me upon my own petard, and I was damned if I was going to give her the satisfaction of getting upset and proving her right!
Finally, well... I was so fucking hard I couldn't sit straight. It looked so fucking hot, watching her kiss Mark.
The comedy DM in me wanted desperately to mention something about Kobold hat aftertaste now in both their mouths, but I knew if I did, they, good role-players that they are, would have broken off the kiss. I was shocked to realized that I actively did not want that to happen yet. That is a high-level revelation, people.
Honestly, I had never really recovered from how worked up I had gotten when Geri had done her little bikini reveal. Any time I had started to calm down, my eyes had passed over that bikini again, and I was back to low-level horniness. I seriously doubt it was much different with the other guys. And apparently with my wife too.
Tess and Mark were flat-out making out in front of the rest of us now, and we were all leaning in and watching in rapt attention.
Again, it was not Tess and Mark, but Shanora and Renault who were making out. The distinction that this really was still part of the game was becoming easier to internalize. As a group, we had almost from the beginning done little skits, or otherwise just acted things out sometimes. Often it was for the humor of it, sometimes to make a point very clear, and sometimes just to stretch the participant's legs. This was pretty much par for the course in a way... just with a layer of suddenly desperate horniness overlaying everyone. It was just a fun addition to the game.
Right?
I watched as Mark's hand came to rest on Tess's breast, caressing it tentatively at first, but when no protest came from either me or Geri in the peanut gallery, he began to squeeze it gently. Tess just pressed her chest against him at first, still kissing him. But after a moment, she broke free of their kiss. Making no move to dislodge Mark's hand, 'Shanora' exclaimed, "You take liberties, Renault!"
Renault grinned. "I am a thief. I take what I want!"
Several of us laughed at that, including Tess. She kissed him again lightly, then went on. "Well, while I did, of course, kill most of them myself, your timely entrance did indeed save me. These miserable creatures likely have no more than five coppers among them, and you deserve a better reward than that!"
With that, my wife smiled and sank to her knees in front of Mark.
My eyes must have been wide as saucers. I sat there frozen. Tess resolutely did not look my way. This had been my rocket ship, I was indeed to be made to experience the consequences that could come with the ride. She did share a quick glance with Geri as she knelt. Geri simply looked back with an expression of what I'll call horrified glee. One of her hands was idly massaging her breast through the chainmail of her bikini.
It wasn't quite permission, but it wasn't a denial, that was for sure. Mark again froze as Tess ran her hands up the front of his black shorts. He was clearly already hard. She tugged the elastic waistband loose and down to his knees, and his cock bobbed up before her.
Mark may embody one Asian dude stereotype in owning a martial arts dojo, but he quite thoroughly does not comply with a certain other. I have a nice, solid, top-of-the-average six inches when excited. My friend had to be a minimum of seven inches long, with a scimitar-like curve to his shaft. And he was shaven bald down there. I had certainly not seen that wrinkle coming.
"My..." I heard Anne gasp gently.
Tess, no, Shanora, stroked his length for a moment, and he shivered. Mark, not Renault, stared at me, his eyes as wide as mine.
I could have easily stopped this. Everybody in the room probably expected me to, including myself. I could say something--virtually anything, and the spell would break, we'd all laugh, and the evening would continue, just with the sexual overtones ratcheted up about ten notches.
Geri could have stopped it too, of course. But for some reason, it was like everyone looked to me
But I said nothing. I only looked at Mark's face, smiled goofily, and shook my head, not in denial, but in bemused wonder.
Suddenly his expression changed and he whoofed a little. Tess had sucked him in past her lips and was immediately bobbing her head up and down on his shaft. His eyes shifted from mine downward to the top of Tess's head. As if she sensed he was now looking at her, she tilted her head to look back up at him. In the stunned silence of the room, the slurping sound of her efforts seemed loud. She held his gaze until he trembled, then she bent back down to take him deeper.
My wife is really good at giving head, by the way. She already had mad skills when I had first met her, and she had enthusiastically honed her craft in the ensuing years. I am pretty sure that I may've boasted of her expertise in general terms once or twice, in the rare times it was just us guys talking. You know--as one does.
Mark was getting to know the reality of my boast, as I could tell Tess was really giving it her best.
She is quite proud of Shanora. It made sense that Tess would ensure that her character would give great head, too. The sorceress did everything great.
Shanora released Renault's cock from her mouth for a moment, worked her jaw a little, then sucked him back in. I could hear a little gurgling and then a quiet, "Shiiiit..." from Craig as she slowly, inexorably slid every last inch of Renault's seven past her lips and into her throat. You could see her neck distend slightly where it reached. Just a little.
So this is what she looked like, doing her thing. Fucking fuck, my wife was hot.
Pride? I was feeling pride at my wife's sucking on my good friend's dick...
Deep throating wasn't particularly hard or uncomfortable for Tess, though it wasn't really her favorite part of giving head. She usually reserved the feat for Special Occasions, or maybe when I surprised her with something nice. That said, she was really going to town with the experience at the moment.
Saving Shanora's virtue from perverted Kobolds appeared to be a Very Special Occasion...
Still, the display soon ended, and she let what seemed like miles of cock slide free from her mouth. Shanora gasped for air for just a moment, taking hold of Renault's dick as she did so. She looked down at his smooth, hairless balls. I was pretty sure that Tess had never seen a pubeless man in person, and she was clearly curious. With her free hand, she stroked at his balls for a moment, before bending down and kissing them lightly. Then she licked them. Then she sucked one ball into her mouth, slowly working his cock with her hand.
Mark just shuddered.
"This is some mighty fine knife work, to make yourself so smooth, my thief," Shanora said, letting his scrotum free from her lips.
"I... uh... a thief must be good with a knife," stammered Renault. "And I... often have some help," Mark added sheepishly.
"Lucky tavern wench," murmured Shanora, sucking his head into her lips once more. Geri stifled a powerful giggle.
I could tell that Tess was done fooling around and showing off. She actually intended to make Mark come... now. Her hand began to work him hard, her other cupping his balls, tugging gently at them. She only had a couple of inches of him inside her mouth, which I knew from experience and I could see from the way her cheeks moved, meant that her tongue was utterly torturing his head in there.
Mark wobbled unstably. "I'm... Look... I'm... I'm gonna," he warned Tess almost incoherently. She only clamped her lips down harder and squeezed the base of his shaft, bobbing her head swiftly.
And I watched as my buddy shot his wad into my wife's mouth, right in front of me and his own wife...
It seemed like quite the load too. Ought to have been. I knew what he had just been treated to. I was practically coming in my pants in sympathy. Shanora's throat flexed as she swallowed, then swallowed again. Her hand slowed, and Renault's shoulders slumped involuntarily. She sucked audibly on him, running her hands up his shaft to milk him of every drop. With a final lick, she stood and kissed him again with open mouth.
Mark had just learned what I knew from long experience, if you were going to come in Tess's mouth, you were going to taste what you'd provided, soon after.
Heaving a deep breath, standing there with her arms lightly on Mark's shoulders and his softening dick bouncing between them, she asked, in Shanora's voice, "Where are the others?"
"Back in the first chamber," Renault said, jerking upright, "with the rest of the world's supply of Kobolds!"
"We better help," exclaimed Shanora. Tess turned and slid swiftly back into her chair at the table. Mark spazzed for a moment, then pulled up his shorts and slid into his seat beside Geri. She held up her hand to pause everyone and kissed Mark affectionately on the lips, happily, but with no urgency.
Tess, on seeing this, turned and kissed me too, but deeply and with lots of tongue. When she broke off, she and Geri shared a gaze for a moment or two. Then Geri grinned puckishly and asked Tess slyly, "You got it all. What did you think of the taste?"
"Not too bad," I said, "kinda salty." I wiped my lips, still wet from kissing Tess.
Everybody broke up at that.
For the record, yes I could actually still taste Mark in her mouth. After years of marriage to my wife, with her habits, I was very familiar with the taste of cum... though hitherto, always my own. This was different from what the aftermath of my own offerings tasted like, and that was just weird as all fucking hell. But also fucking hot. God damn, but my wife can give head.
"Renault and I burst into the main chamber," declared Tess, getting everyone back on track for me.
"Things are not much changed in here from when Renault left," I said briskly, my responsibilities as DM getting my head back in the game. "Except that there are dead and broken Kobolds stacked and scattered like toys everywhere. The endless supply may be running low, since there are fewer still coming from other corridors."
Craig swiftly moved his, Geri's, and Anne's figurines into a small triangle at the edge of the play space. "The three of our characters are fighting back to back near the entrance where we came in," he swiftly said.
Tess looked at all that wide open space in the rest of the room, filled with most of the Kobolds and smiled thanks at Craig for setting her up like that. "Fire in the hole!" she shouted, raising her arms. Everybody good-naturedly put their hands over their ears.
"Shanora casts a fireball into the open area," I supplied before Tess could even say it. "The overpressure is deafening, but in an instant, you are down to only about ten live Kobolds apiece."
"I decide to stomp my last ten," Anne said, feeling a bit left out of the proceedings, and wanting to add a least a little flair to the story.
"Ooh, let's all do that," chimed in Geri.
"Fine," I said. "You all look like idiots, I mean, like crazed wine makers, as you run around, stomping fleeing Kobolds to paste. Aaaaaand the battle is finished."
"Good, I hate Kobolds," Anne said. "And I'm a little hurt. How come Geri's and my characters didn't get felt up?"
Craig laughed.
"Oh, you both got felt up your fair share," I reassured Anne, mollifying her slightly. "But you both have armor on. It makes it hard for poor little Kobolds."
Anne pointed dramatically at Geri and her 'armor'. "How on Earth does that make it hard?"
I looked at Anne straight in the eye, and in all seriousness said, "If you don't understand how that armor makes things hard, I'm sure Craig can explain it to you."
And with that, the dungeon progressed onward, just like a normal night. No one made a single, fucking, out loud comment about what had just happened. Not one. There was a definite undercurrent though. Jokes were laughed at harder, and people kept getting distracted for no apparent reason. But we were having a ball... with the whole game, I want to stress, not just the crazy highlights.
A little less than an hour later, after several standard monsters and trap sequences, I realized we were coming to my final 'questionable' set piece of the night. I bit my lip inwardly. This room was supposed to be my chance to make Anne uncomfortable and let her have a little flirty fun in turn. But my attempt to give my wife 'a little flirty fun' had ended up with Mark's cock buried in Tess's throat. I found that I still, to my surprise, was okay with what had happened. But if I went with this next scene, after what had happened with Tess, how would Anne react when she realized I was pointing the spotlight in her direction? Would she think I was demanding that she go overboard even a tenth as gloriously as Tess had? Would she resent that?
Would she maybe do that?
How would Craig react? Eh, he had mostly been enjoying the embarrassment of others so far, not feeling much of his own. He would just have to deal. Anne was my concern, but also my target.
I decided that I felt confident that if Anne did not want to be naughty, she knew how to say no. I doubted she'd go full psycho like my wife... But a man can dream. I took a deep breath and turned the page in my notes.
"The corridors change again in character," I said, as they pushed through a door. "The ceilings are higher here, and posses a slight arch. The stone here was also once white, though now stained, and the corridors are much wider now. You realize that this is not, or at least was not, a dungeon at all."
"It's underground and full of monsters and treasure," asked Geri curiously. "What the hell else would it be?"
"This was once a Catacomb," I reply.
"And that is?" one of them asked for all.
I waved the game master's guide idly. "It's a conceit in this game. A catacomb is like a dungeon, except it is filled with good monsters like unicorns and fairies and spokes-leprechauns for cereal companies, and you send parties of evil alignment characters in."
"That sounds fun to try some time," observed Craig.
"But this catacomb must have become overrun by evil," I said.
"Well," intoned Gala. "We must find the source of this evil and dispel it from this holy place!"
Yes, I thought. You go, Anne. This is be the best possible point of the night for you to get all assertive and holy, and you up and get all assertive and holy for me. It could not have happened better if I had planned it... which I had.
"You find yourself in front of huge doors, made of ancient wood. There is a giant tree carved into the surface, along with what once might have been figures of men and maidens all over beneath it. But those images have been defaced badly and they are hard to make out. At least one of the female figures is still undamaged enough to see that she just might have been naked, though."
"Is this supposed to be a comedy dungeon or a sex dungeon?" chirped Anne.
"It is supposed to be what you guys make of it," I said calmly. "Remember, you are the storytellers, I'm just here to set you up."
There was a quiet pause and everybody was probably reflecting on how epic the story had gotten earlier...
While Renault was checking the door for traps, the others examined it further.
"Anne," I said, "Gala realizes that there are religious symbols on the door, arranged to indicate this is probably the entrance to a temple."
"I check closer," she replied. "Can I tell to whom it was dedicated?"
"You are excited to realize that this appears to have been dedicated to a deity in the same pantheon as your own patron, Feyrth, God of the Hunt," I said.
"Who? Which one?" Anne asked, excited.
"You can't tell for sure," I said mysteriously. She flipped me the bird. "Renault finds the door clear of traps. Probably."
"Allow me," Anne said. "First, Gala goes ahead and places a full Blessing on the party. Even if there are no actual monsters inside, we might want it, since we are entering a temple that probably has been desecrated. I want to avoid any curses." I nodded acceptance. "Then I place my hands upon the door, mutter a prayer to Feyrth, and push it open."
"The doors swing wide," I intoned, "revealing a huge chamber with vaulted ceilings. The once alabaster walls are scratched and coated in filth of all natures. The central aisle is wide, and was once flanked on either side by stone furniture that has all been smashed. Looking closely, it doesn't look like the rubble used to be traditional pews, but maybe more like couches or something. At the other end of the room is a raised dais with a huge altar of white marble that is shot through with dark veins. It has resisted much of the filth surrounding it, but still seems dull and worn, even sickly. You can only see it from this far away due to a weak beam of light filtering down from above. Seems like there was once a shaft from the surface that would have been cut to bring sunlight down onto the altar. Now, it is clearly clogged and blocked, and what light makes it through is sickly and filtered with nasty green."
"Oh, this is horrible," cried Anne. "Gala rushes toward the altar to examine it."
"Look out," Craig grumbled, but I shrugged and told her that she reached the altar, well in front of the party.
"Can she now tell who the god it is dedicated to is?" Anne asked.
"Her knowledge is mostly concentrated on her own god, of course," I said, "but she should be able to tell. The altar seems to have retained enough of a residual trickle of power to resist most of the destruction in here, however long ago it happened. You check and see that the symbols are clearly of Feyrth's sister and wife, Greya, the Goddess of Love."
Tess snorted at that.
"Wait, sister and wife?" Geri asked. "Ewww."
"The gods are always doing their siblings," Anne said off-handedly. "Who know what crazy shit they get up to? The Celestial Sphere is like backwoods Mississippi. We mortals just have to roll with it." She pondered for a moment, then grinned. She stood up from her chair, and turned to my pool table. "Gala approaches the altar and kneels to pray," she said, kneeling at the end of the pool table. Since she was wearing those shorts, this afforded us all a very nice view of her round, extremely fit ass. The denim rose up nicely in this position and revealed a bare crescent at the bottom of her hard curves. Without looking back at us, she asked me, "What does the altar look like?"



"Well, you chose a good prop," I said. "Let's say it is about the size and height of my pool table, and its marble is streaked and stained badly, but somehow remains largely free of the most disgusting of the filth. The top is flat and smooth, but carved with delicately engraved scenes. In places, they have been blotted out by determined vandals, but most have resisted destruction."
"Tell me about them," Anne asked.
"Are you sure?" I asked playfully. The others fell silent as she looked over her shoulder at me for a long moment. Then she grinned.
"In detail," she purred, rising to her feet. She straightened and crossed her legs, and bent forward to lean on the fleet of the table, pointing her ass right at me and the rest of us from a new, possibly even more enticing angle.
"The front left quadrant depicts pairs of lovers, all engaging in coitus," I said. "Each pair is employing a different position to fuck. Gala is examining what might as well be the Kama Sutra. The front right quadrant, on the other hand, depicts scenes of courtly love, not sex."
"So that's boring," observed Anne to laughter.
"The back left is a larger scale scene of Greya and her brother/husband, Gala's god Feyrth, having sex in the sky, while tiny figures of her followers all either screw or court below them. Feyrth is hung like a fucking horse," I added with a grin.
"Of course," Anne smirked loftily.
"The last quadrant is the most damaged, and is hard to make out," I said, not providing a description mostly because I was running out of ideas to rile up Anne with.
"Gala casts a blessing on the altar," Anne said, after a moment's thought. She had stood, but was still facing away from everyone. She really has a nice ass, so I didn't mind.
"Okay," I replied, "but you can tell it neither hurts nor helps things, alas. The altar has been desecrated, its power drained."
"So there is nothing left? It is ruined?" Anne asked, turning and looking at me in disappointment.
I shrugged. "Well, it still resists the filth and vandalism, so something of the divine spark must still remain, but not much. If the goddess even remembers its existence, it probably pains her physically." I was just improvising at this point, letting her roll. The point was to get her to crack the thing open.
"Then I guess we must re-consecrate it then," Anne declared. "Um, does Gala know how to do that?"
What? Swell... more wasted time before I could spring my 'treat'.
"Hmmm," I said. I really had no idea. But Anne was driving the story, even if it wasn't where I had anticipated... "I don't think so, but she probably has some ideas. Just give it a try. Tell a good story. You know the drill."
Anne smirked for a moment, then bit her lower lip. She looked us all over for a moment, ending up staring at her husband. "This will be dangerous, but it must be done," Anne intoned in Gala's angelic voice. "As a priestess of the pantheon, I cannot allow this holy altar to remain like this, a blight upon the world."
Anne stood at the foot of the table, facing away from us, feet spread wide apart. She raised her hands up and arched her back, looking at the ceiling. We had a general rule in our group, that you could get away with a lot that your character did not officially have the stats or knowledge for, if you really sold the story. "Oh Greya, Goddess of Love! Hear the humble servant of your Brother-Husband Feyrth! Feel his love!" Anne paused and glanced over her shoulder at us, "All of it," she added with a smirk in her own voice.
Then she turned back to the pool table. "Look with favor as I consecrate this once-holy altar to you again, returning it to its power and originally-intended use. Return in full your power and grace to this house and to this altar. May it never fade again!" Anne held that position dramatically for a moment.
Anne turned around and began talking to me crisply. "Okay, here's what Gala is going to do next. I hope this works. First, she is going to doff her holy tabard from over her armor and hand it to Frenoria to hold safely." With that, she untied the knotted tails of her plaid blouse from under her bust, undid the only two buttons that were actually fastened in the first place, and then opened the shirt wide and slid it off of her shoulders. She handed it to a stunned but grinning Geri.
She wasn't wearing much in the way of a bra, just a thin, lacy, black number that barely contained her delicious mounds, swaying as she shouldered her way out of the shirt. She had everyone's attention to the full and then some.
"Now Gaia removes her armor, just letting it fall to the ground. That can get dirty," Anne went on. She reached behind her back and unhooked the bra. With a shrug, she let it fall forward down her arms, releasing its cargo and falling to the floor.
She heaved a deep breath, which believe me, with those breasts, was nothing to be missed. They probably did not have the actual volume of Tess's natural wonders, but they rode high and full, buoyant and bouncy. Yet they still retained a mostly natural shape. They'd have been utterly convincing had they been half the size.
As it was, they were nevertheless utterly mesmerizing.
I started in my chair as I realized that Geri's description of Frenoria's naked breasts the week before had essentially been a description of Anne's, right down to the... fucking amazing nipples. Geri had clearly seen them before. Had Anne realized that she was Geri's life model? If so, did it upset her, or had it just added fuel to this little display?
And Tess had said before that she knew for a fact that those insane breasts were fake--had my wife seen them before, too? I really wanted to find out more about that question, but that was for later. My mind was in a crazy whirl. I had certainly not expected Anne to just give us a fucking show. All I knew for sure at that moment was that I am a mad genius.
"Fortunately, I have a set of raiments that should do for worshipping the goddess of love," said Anne.
"You mean you or Gala?" asked Craig, his eyes nearly as riveted as the rest of us. He certainly wasn't used to his wife showing off her assets in front of others, at least not in recent years... Anne was a very successful bartender these days, but a few clues had made me wonder sometimes if maybe, back in the day, Anne had had a somewhat different job in a certain kind of place that sold drinks... The casual ease with which she got topless added fuel to that speculation.
"Whichever," I said, waving away any pronoun penalty. "They are certainly a lovely 'set'." That got a groan or two. Tess's poke into my ribs was perfunctory at best.
"Gala is going to climb atop the altar," declared Anne. She hopped up to sit on the edge of the pool table, then pushed back and spun herself around to sit facing away from us. Then she lay backward until her shoulder blades rested right on the front edge of the table. She let her head drop backward until it hung down and she was looking at us upside down. Those edifices thrust upward magically, the dark nipples at their peaks were like watchtowers atop guarding hills. She let her arms sweep wide and dangle downward, further tugging her breasts toward us.
"Gala lays herself out like a sacrifice atop the altar," Anne said as she kicked first one leg into the air, letting it fall back out wide, then repeated with the other. She stared right at me, a crazy sexual tableau of upthrust tits. "Will this be enough to reconsecrate the temple?" she asked me in a calm, serious voice, as if this were any other normal game scene.
"I... I... I can't say," I managed to get out. "I mean, when you have everything for your entire ritual set, then declare your attempt at consecration. You'll only know one way or the other when you try."
I really wasn't trying to be mysterious with her, I was just on Dungeon Master auto-pilot, and this was how DMs handled improvisations like this. Also, I wondered if she might go any further, whatever that might mean.
"So, if I don't nail it, I probably don't get a second chance," this topless vision asked, as if she was setting up some kind of complicated combat maneuver. I just shrugged. It was easier than actually forming words, a skill I had once possessed... in a previous life... when I wasn't staring to those crazy awesome, obviously-fake-but-it-did-not-matter, tits.
Anne grinned. "Good. Let's absolutely nail this then. 'Sir Tyrian, Renault, attend me,'" she commanded in Gala's tones.
Craig practically leapt from his chair. Mark was momentarily bemused, and it took a sharp elbow in his ribs from Geri to set him in motion. Once he rose and took the first step, he approached Anne eagerly enough, staring down at her torso as intently as her husband.
"'We must release all the energy we can, my good men,' says Gala," Anne explained, and her outstretched hands moved to rub up and down both guys' crotches! After several languid strokes, Anne demanded in Gala's voice, "Present me your instruments of Greya's worship, my companions. Place them in my hands." She rippled her fingers in a beckoning gesture.
You would think that Craig would have no reluctance to pull out his dick. Anne was his wife after all. But the quick, furtive glance he shot us reminded me that, for all his boisterous teasing of everybody else the last couple of weeks, this would be the first time that he'd be placed in the limelight. I was fucking positive that Craig had never shown a group of people his dick. Even in a gymnasium shower, no guy had seen it as hard as it had to be right now.
Mark beat him to it. He had already had his dick out and openly in the mouth of someone other than his wife that night, thus he was over the hump of exposing himself. He barely did more than toss a fleeting grin toward Geri before he tugged his shorts right down to his knees. Renault was having a very, very good night.
Anne reached out toward him, then delicately, teasingly pulled her hand back. "Pull them all the way off, Mark," she said in her normal tones. "I don't want you to stumble."
Now Mark was the one taken aback, which gave Craig time to gather his wits. He dropped his pants to his ankles and stepped out of them toward Anne. She smiled and grasped his shaft gently.
Mark was right behind though, stepping out of his shorts as well, and moving closer to Anne. She turned her head and stroked his dick with her fingertips exploratorially. "Lose the shirts guys," she murmured with a smile.
When a hot woman has your dick in her hand and tells you to remove your shirt, you remove your shirt... even if she has another guy's dick in her other hand.
In moments, both guys were stark naked, hovering over Anne, though as far apart from each other as they could manage. Craig towered over Mark, almost a foot taller. His body, though muscular, did have the slight edge of softness you would expect from a few more years of middle-age, coupled with a lot less time at the gym. He didn't exactly look pudgy next to Mark's slender, steel-cord muscles, but let's just say that Mark's diminutive form was hardly overshadowed.
Craig's cock was thankfully average length like mine. I'm not sure how I'd have handled it had I been the small guy out of the three of us. His cock was straight as an arrow and uncircumcised, which seemed a novelty to the rest of us.
Both of them were hard as Toledo steel.
Both cocks now firmly in her grasp, Gala started massaging them, smoothly and slowly. Craig hummed his approval, fully relaxed and into it as Sir Tyrian at last. Then Anne turned her head, opened her mouth and slid her lips over the throbbing maroon head of Craig's cock. He leaned his hips forward slightly, pressing more of himself into her mouth.
Gala swayed her head softly, slurping Tyrian in and out in riveting fashion. She still slowly stroked Renault as well, but come on, Craig was Anne's husband. He was going to get the main effort.
Then Gala released Tyrian's cock with a pop, turned her head, and sucked Renault in between her lips. Her slurping as she sucked on him was possibly even louder.
Mark and Craig managed to tear their eyes from Anne's tits to stare at each other. Mark smiled weakly at Craig, and Craig returned the look with a smile that was simultaneously welcoming and a little territorial.
Suddenly, Gala's mouth was back around Tyrian's shaft. Tess, Geri, and I all stared, open mouthed (at least my mouth hung open), as Anne quite successfully pleasured two guys orally at once. Her hands and lips were a blur as she worked back and forth between them.
I have literally no idea how long she went, before both guys were shifting their feet and otherwise looking extremely intent. Gala left them both alone, orally at least, while she commanded them. "You must both anoint me with your offerings so I may present them to the goddess during consecration!"
"Sir Tyrian, you shall spill your seed across my face," Gala instructed. "While Renault, you shall spend yourself upon my bosom!"
Mark snorted, but shifted his hips to aim for Anne's upthrust wonders. Craig happily moved slightly forward to rest his cock against his wife's lips.
"No, Sir Tyrian!" Gala spoke, alarmed. "Please send no more of your offering into my mouth than possible. I know that Greya is a jealous goddess, and would not wish to share her sacrifice with this fragile vessel." With that, she was jacking both men furiously, their members quite slick from her spittle.
"Now," grunted Sir Tyrian suddenly. Gala clamped her mouth shut and closed her eyes. Craig nutted like a lawn sprinkler over his wife's sweet face. Rope after rope of spume slapped down across her cheeks, nose, eyes, and forehead. He moaned loudly through the whole ejaculation. It was a lot of cum. A whole lot.
You'd think the whole evening so far had had him on a sexual knife's edge or something...
Almost before Sir Tyrian was done making his offering, Renault's cock burst forth with Mark's second orgasm of the last hour. It had nothing on Craig's for total volume, but it spattered everywhere across Gala's tits. Renault was almost silent until he was finished, then exhaled in a long, loud, contented sigh.
Still clutching both guys' members, Anne opened her one eye that was not coated with jizz to look at me. "That had better do it," she told me almost warningly. "Gala triggers the consecration. Does it work?"
A half-naked woman, covered in cum, still clutching the softening cocks of two fully nude guys looked at me expectantly. The two nude dudes looked at me too.
Honestly, I didn't know what to say. The whole scenario was so far beyond my own little sneaky machinations, I was at a loss on how to proceed.
I shrugged.
"Full disclosure," I told the group, "I never in a million years would have thought that you guys might try to re-consecrate the temple! Much less that you might come up with a remotely plausible way to do it."
The three of them stared at me. I looked at Anne, who was still hanging her head upside down, returning my gaze. A rivulet of cum broke loose from her eyebrow and ran down her forehead and into her hair.
I really needed to disappoint them. Having a powerful Temple of Good (Okay, let's call it a Temple of Fucking Awesome) in this spot would wreck what had supposed to have been another couple of weeks of story.
But disappointing them might reduce the chance of crazy shit like this happening again...
"My problem is that y'all's solution, in addition to being..." I coughed, "entertaining, also makes fucking sense."
I paused, grimacing.
"Gala invokes the power she has gathered!" I said in a dramatic voice. "At first nothing happens, then there is a strangely crisp aroma of burning vegetation--no smoke, no rancidity, just smoke. Light flares above the altar, and you all look up to see the vile green, unnatural vegetation that was choking the light shaft above, burning away in a white, silent fire."
The three of them actually looked up, they were so into the role.
"The cold marble of the altar suddenly warms beneath Gala's naked back, and you all perceive a growing glow that does and yet does not emanate from the stone. It grows brighter, then flares. When the light dies, the marble is no longer the stubborn, dull white it was when you entered, but is now a colorless, translucent stone, shot through with veins of what now looks like opal."
"The power of the goddess floods back into her temple, and washes over the party as a whole," I went on. "When it fades away, the entire temple is clean. Skilled artisan followers of Greya will be needed to restore the carvings, of course, but that is a longer-term problem. You all feel the powerful effects of the goddess's blessing."
"Yeah? What are those?" Tess asked curiously.
"The entire party each gains two points of charisma each. That's permanent folks," I said.
There was a stir of 'Oooh, cool' from everyone. In a role-play-heavy game, charisma is more valuable than you think. Plus, everyone like to feel attractive.
"Gala, as both the architect and the vessel of the temple's liberation, gains two additional boons," I added. "First, she immediately gains a level. Yes, it happens right now, in the middle of the dungeon. Set her experience points to midway toward the next level after the new one, Anne. And second, Gala is granted Greya as a second patron deity."
"Is there a dual-deity clerical mechanic in this game? What does that even mean?" Anne asked eagerly.
"There is not such a mechanic," I replied. "I selfishly just made it up," I added winking at her to appreciative chuckles. "As for what it means, we will just have to work that out together going forward."
I took a breath. "The light has faded. The room is bright. But you guys had better clean out whatever turned this overall catacomb into a dungeon, or in short order a bunch of orcs or similar nasties are going to break back into the temple here and shit on the altar again."
By the time Anne had sat up, wiped her face and her tits (mostly) free of jizz, and then re-buttoned her shirt (the bra was ignored on the floor), the guys were dressed and seated again as well. And away we all went with the game again, as if half of us had not just participated in the craziest sex act I'd ever witnessed or sort of been a part of.
Our energy level was now crazy. Bad jokes were rife and got far too much laughter. Even moderately nasty damage in combat led to wild, over-the-top histrionics. But everybody still seemed intent on continuing to play. The prior week, after things first got weird, everybody was independently intent of rushing home to bang their spouses. While this was admittedly a little earlier in the evening than when things broke up the prior week, the real difference this time was that everyone seemed intent on what else might yet happen tonight.
Don't get me wrong--over the next half-hour, a fair portion of my idle thoughts were dedicated to what I intended to do to Tess when we did finally get home. I was really hoping that we still had that can of Redi-Whip in the fridge...
But on we went, having a great time clearing out the more interesting rooms with the more interesting treasures. I was rapidly discarding whole, sometimes previously important, segments of this catacomb/dungeon since the temple scene had fucked up all my plans.
Here's to fucked up plans!
I was furiously re-writing as we went, but despite the chaos, I managed to make only one really glaring continuity error, for which I was roundly booed, of course.
Added energy came from everybody being definitely on edge, and the edginess seemed aimed at Geri. At every room we entered, Tess seemed to keep her eyes on her. Anne healed Geri's character first after every battle. Of we three husbands, Mark was the only one who wasn't touching his own wife just a little more than usual. Mark hovered near Geri instead, not quite anxiously.



Craig wasn't even pretending that he wasn't staring at her tits in that bikini. Of course, that hadn't really changed. He'd been staring at her tits all night.
Yes, so had I.
Geri herself could not keep still in her chair.
I surmised that they were all thinking what I had been thinking--Geri hadn't had a 'turn'. Oh sure, she had kicked things off with what had originally been intended as the feature attraction, when her chainmail bikini reveal threw my little teasing scene from the week before back into my face, turning things up to eleven. But let's face it, after Tess and Anne's antics...
So, I was acutely aware that Geri needed to be put on the spot even more than she had before. Beyond that, I was clueless... in more ways than I knew.
How to set her up? I had no such scenario primed. My plan for the evening had been to make Geri embarrass herself at the start when she described the bikini, then embarrass my own wife by describing her character getting felt up extensively by her least favorite monsters, and finally have Anne find that the defiled altar opened, open it, then have to describe the multiple, shattering orgasms the last energies of the dying altar inflicted on Gala.
Fuck, I had forgotten to give them the actual treasure that was in the altar!
But now, to say my plans had been overtaken by events would be an understatement. I had no brilliant ideas for what else to do to/for Geri's character. I had the vague idea that getting her out of that bikini would be a good goal, but as for how to manage even that, I was at a hard loss. And things were going at such a wonderful, electric pace, I didn't want to slow down to ponder.
Fuck it. I'd be ecologically responsible and recycle. Time for another rescue.
With the way everyone was watching and deferring to Geri, Frenoria was taking the most active role in the party. I herded them up a flight of stairs.
"The door at the top is in better condition than anything down below," I said. "It appears to get regular use, and even... maintenance. It gets so much use, apparently, that all of you can easily tell it has no traps. Even Sir Tyrian can tell it is safe."
"Hey!" objected Craig. His Sir Tyrian was king of nearly getting killed by traps.
"Renault stealthily opens the door and looks through," said Mark.
"It still seems to be underground, but there are signs of habitation, and not by feral monsters," I told them.
"So we are suddenly in a castle, not a dungeon," Geri said, to general agreement. "Renault should let Frenoria scout for a bit, okay Mark? I've got the better armor."
"Yes, you do," Mark leered. She whacked him, which made the bikini jingle cutely.
After Renault, Frenoria was the stealthiest member of the party, and had different but nearly as good scouting-type skills. It was not unusual for Geri's character to take the point.
But it was perfect for my admittedly lazy plan.
I waited until they got into a routine, deliberately boring them all a little. The first time they entered a new area without Geri laboriously detailing all her steps to be careful, I sprang the trap.
"Forgetting to use her Forest Hearing, Frenoria rounds the corner of the corridor and finds herself face to face with an entire troop of guards. They are Drow, and thus, of course, move silently all the time. But Geri didn't say anything about being careful with her chainmail clinking this time, so they heard you guys, and are ready."
Drow are a race of evil, dark-elves. Drow are scary.
"Oh shit," said Geri.
I turned toward the table in general. "You all hear a yelp from Frenoria as she slips around the corner."
"Go time," said Craig gleefully. "Sir Tyrian raises his blade and charges to her aid."
The others all blurted out equally in-character and useful descriptions of their characters' actions. They were a good team.
They were not going to succeed.
"As you hurtle around the corner to Frenoria's aid, you all skid to a stop like Han and Chewey on the Death Star," I laugh. "There aren't any stormtroopers waiting, but, in addition to the four Drow warriors who are disarming and immobilizing Frenoria..."
"And taking punches and knees to their soft bits," put in Geri hotly.
"... and taking punches to their soft bits," I allowed. "One in particular looks very unhappy about his reproductive future. But beyond that front four, there are another... shitload of Drow guards, way more than twice your number, clambering around the guys struggling with Frenoria so they can come after the rest of you."
They all looked at each other for a moment. Then the rest of them looked at Geri.
"I'll remind you that these are Drow, and are sure as hell not low-level. They look veteran. Their armor will be at least as good as yours, and all of them will have at least some level of magic resistance," I said carefully.
"Oh, here it comes," my wife said to no one in particular... sarcastic good humor coloring her voice. What she was being sarcastic about, I didn't know.
Geri looked at Tess and smiled. "Fly you fools!" she hissed to the whole party, in Frenoria's voice.
They all looked at each other. Their instincts from years of playing RPGs was to act as a team. But they had all had realized I was trying to separate Geri. That was really all the setup I had planned. Once she was truly captured, I was going to be lazy and let them determine how, and more importantly who, was going to rescue her.
What I was afraid of was them staying too far in character and making me waste time with this foregone conclusion.
Tess, of all people, said sternly, "Fall back." Then she looked at me slyly.
Craig nodded. "Right," he said, and looked at me. "Are there any females among the guards?"
"Huh?" I asked. "Oh, um, sure. About a third." What the hell, I could roll with whatever he was up to for a second. "One in particular is in the lead getting past the struggling ranger and her captors. A sub-lieutenant, by the look of her. She is a serious beauty, too. Her ebony black complexion is smooth as glass, but pliably soft. Her glittering sky-blue eyes are filled with gorgeous hate. Her blood-red lips are pressed together in foreboding determination. Oh, and she has legs that seem as long as the Ardoria River."
"Sir Tyrian stands tall," Craig said, a big grin on his face. "He thrusts out his chest, arms akimbo, and smiles at the Drow babe."
Those two extra points of charisma from the temple had maxed Sir Tyrian out at 18. Along with his 18 strength, the knight was essentially Henry Cavill's better-looking, more ripped cousin.
"Tyrian smiles at her and an actual gleam sparkles off his perfect teeth. You can legit hear the little 'ding' of a bell that accompanies the flash," I say sarcastically. "Charisma Attack Check," I murmured, as if to myself, and rolled a die. "Successful," I told Craig. "She screams and swoons like she's 14 and at a fucking Beatles concert. She falls down and trips up several of the guards on her immediate heels. It gives all of you except Geri the time to break contact."
I looked at Craig. "Of course, as you turn to run, you realize that all the male Drow guards have total hard-ons for their sub-lieutenant. After that stunt, every one of them is doubly eager to kill you all, starting with Sir Tyrian's dick."
"Time to go," said Craig hastily.
"You break contact easily," I said. "You hide and regroup after several forks in the hallway. Curiously, you don't hear a large general hubbub or alarm. You may've just seen the majority of the guard force. Wait a bit for them to spread out in search."
"While you do that..." I said, turning to Geri.
She was staring at me speculatively. She was probably wondering how much I was going to embarrass her before I let one of the guys 'rescue' her. I figured that she was also wondering what she'd do when one of them did.
"The four guards haul you off to a fairly large room that looks like it was once a storage room, but has apparently been repurposed as a guard post. There must be no time to take you to a proper cell. There are chairs and tables. One has what looks like a card game abandoned in progress atop it. These must be high-level guards--they are gambling with silver instead of coppers... even some electrum and a single gold piece glitter on the table. They shove you into a chair, and the one who is carrying your weapons tosses them into a chest and locks it," I said, setting the scene to establish Frenoria's peril.
"'Stay there, if you know what's good for you, you half-breed bitch!' the leader of the Drow snarls at Frenoria. He is sporting quite the shiner from your elbow. How you can see a black eye on ebony skin is hard to describe," I added. "He turns to the guard whom you have damaged the least. 'Watch her,' he says. 'The rest of us are going to see if we can't ambush any of the others who got away. They might come back for her.'"
"The three depart, leaving Frenoria with only the biggest and toughest of the Drow between her and freedom. The two of them just sit there, staring at each other," I said, not sure if I needed to assert more peril. Should I make him horny for her? His main function was to make it hard for whomever came to rescue her.
"What does he look like?" Geri asked quickly.
I shrugged. "He's a big, jet-black-skinned elf. Gorgeously terrifying. He's a foot taller and a foot wider in the shoulders than Frenoria. The reason he doesn't have a mark on him is that he was too strong and too fast for her to hurt him like she did the others when they captured her. In other words, Geri, without weapons or other equipment, Frenoria has zero chance of overpowering or escaping him," I said, not wanting to waste time with anything boring like that.
Now I had to figure out how to get one of the guys an opportunity to find and free her.
Or maybe one of the girls? Now, that thought intrigued me suddenly. But much as I kinda horned up at the thought, I would not try to maneuver my wife into that kind of shenanigans without her making the offer in private first! And beyond that, I had no idea about Geri or Anne on that front either. I mean, I had some pretty spectacular evidence that they both liked the hell out of dick, but beyond that... I certainly had no inklings on their... open-mindedness.
I almost shook my head at how wild my speculations were running at this feverish point of the night.
Nope, it would need to be either Mark or Craig. I assumed Craig, but I'd watch what they decided.
Geri just continued talking to me. "Frenoria says to the guard quietly, 'I don't think your leader likes me very much--all just because I had a human father.'"
"Huh?" I said, dragged out of my unfounded lesbian reverie. "Uh... 'He's not too happy about your elven mum neither,' the Drow scoffs. 'Mostly, it pissed him off proper that you gave him that white eye,' he laughs. Then he glares at Frenoria. 'Don't get no ideas that you could manage even that against me.'"
"'He scares me,' says Frenoria, in a small voice," replied Geri. She really was a scene-stealer and was not ready to give up her spotlight to her rescuers yet. "But you are so strong... Will you protect me?" added Geri in Frenoria's voice. She stood up from her chair and took a step toward me.
"Huh?" I said again.
Finally, I had my lightbulb moment. This time was going to be between Geri and me.
And here I had thought my enthusiasm for how things were going had been high before.
My eyes flicked around involuntarily. Mark was watching us, bemused. Craig and Anne were grinning and holding hands.
Tess was subtly pushing her rolling chair away from mine, tacitly giving us room. She spun around in the chair to watch Geri's progress, as our friend walked around her toward me.
Apparently I was the only one among us who had not noticed that I was the only guy not to have fun, and the only one of us, male or female, who had not had to put himself out there at all. They'd been waiting for my time, not Geri's... well, Geri's too.
I banished the uncontrolled flash of a grin from my face and looked dour. "It's not 'im you should worry about. His Lordship will see you soon, and he has no love at all for those with even a drop of fair-elven blood," the big guard said dourly.
"Will you protect me from him, then?" Geri said, her voice Frenoria's, but with a genuine quaver in it. She had not looked at anyone but me since she had squeezed Mark's hand and stood up.
"Protect you from his nibs?" I asked incredulously. For some damned reason this dark-elf had a vague (and terrible) lower-class English accent. "As if!" I paused, and let my eyes give Geri the serious, blatant going over I'd wanted to indulge in since she had slipped the bunny suit off last week. "'What's innit for me then?' the guard asks slowly."
Geri's lip curled. "I can reward you," she said silkily.
I was well and truly sold already, of course. Had been from the moment I realized that everybody, perhaps especially Tess, had just been waiting for me to make some kind of move on Geri. But the guard would not realistically be so easily moved... even by a half-elf in that bikini armor.
"'Strewth! Reward me?' the guard scoffs. He looks at the chest where your stuff is locked away. 'That was a decent bit of treasure we took off you, and no mistake... But I already has that, don't I?'"
"I have other treasures," Geri said huskily... Frenoria said huskily. Standing over the guard, she reached up behind her neck and undid a clasp. The chainmail cascaded musically downward, over and off her breasts. She reached behind her back and pulled the strings. The bow untied, and the whole top fell to the floor. "Do you have other treasures, too?" Frenoria asked the guard.
Fuuuuck.
Those were nice tits. Again, not as big as the others in the room, but they were just so goddamned perky. They bounced just slightly as the top fell away. Her nipples, usually pert enough to tent up her shirts a little, even when things were normal, were right now hard and proud. They, and the half-dollar-sized circles surrounding them, were the craziest shade of dark red.
To be clear, and I am being completely honest here, I liked and like my wife's boobs better. But the great things about Geri's offerings were that they were different... and they were Right. Fucking. There.
The guard's jaw worked wordlessly.
Geri tugged my chair away from the table, and turned me toward her. This actually turned us away from Craig and Anne, and I felt more than saw them both slip swiftly to their feet and come around the far end of the table to stand together behind Mark and Tess respectively, where they could see better. Geri smiled at them when they did so.
Then Frenoria straddled the guard and wrapped her arms softly around his neck as she sat on his lap. "What treasure do you have for me?" She repeated, sliding one hand off his shoulder and down his chest to stroke his lap between them.
I gulped, then got my shit together. Mostly. "Charisma Attack Check is a critical success," I choked out. "The guard is effectively paralyzed as you caress his enormous package."
That last bit earned a snort from my wife.
Anne swatted Tess on the shoulder. "No kibitzing when you aren't in the scene," she chided.
I looked at Tess and smiled weakly. "Hey, I'm the DM here, right?" I was asking multiple questions. Her smile told me I needn't have. I knew I needn't have, of course. She'd had Mark's dick in her mouth two hours ago. But I still thought it nice to ask.
Geri tugged at my fly. The button popped open and she slid the zipper down and her hand immediately caressed my cock, which had not been this achingly eager since after Tess's nude beach incident in St. Martin. Geri rose up a little, and I obligingly shoved down my pants... the guard's pants, past his knees. Frenoria settled back against his crotch and the cold steel of her chainmail tickled his balls.
It briefly irritated me then, and still does now, actually, that there really was so little difference between me and Craig, in either size and girth. In a story as crazy as this, I really felt that the ladies deserved at least one of us being hung like a horse, right? Alas, we were all pretty close, with Mark, damn him, in the lead.
Anne, from her vantage, certainly seemed intent enough on what was between my legs.
The guard escaped his paralysis enough to place his hands aside Frenoria's torso. He bent and suckled eagerly on a cherry-red nipple.
Those nipples... those pinnacles of those often braless confections that I had admired regularly but never before actively considered wanting... one of those nipples was in my mouth. My tongue lashed desperately at the hard bud and Geri moaned slightly.
The guard's hand slid over and grasped the other tit. Massaging its elastic beauty, he pinched the nipple.
Frenoria caressed the guard's cock almost feverishly, her breathing full of anticipation. I found myself wondering how long it would be before she would slip to her knees. I resolved to stop her when she tried. I'd sweep the table clear, put her where all my dungeon shit had just been, and lick her to orgasm instead. I wanted to distinguish myself, if I was going to top off the evening. I figured I could coax an orgasm or two out of her that would be loud enough to justify the others finding and rescuing her... after I'd shown off.
In the meantime, the guard was going to enjoy the ranger's fingers on his cock and her nipple in his mouth until she decided to move on.
But instead, Frenoria tugged the front triangle of her loincloth/bikini bottom aside and slid her fingers underneath herself. The guard distinctly heard two snaps come open. She raised up just a little, and the crotch of the panties swung free behind her. The bottom came all the way open!
Of course this outfit had a crotch that opened. I mean, who is going to wear a costume like this if they don't intend to get fucked while wearing it?
Geri grabbed my cock and stroked its tip across her sex. Like her husband, she was shaven smooth as silk down below and my cock tingled as she ran it along her slit--her dripping wet slit.
I looked at Mark intently. I would have looked at Tess, but I saw that Geri was looking in her direction for both of us.
Mark just stared back at me intensely, his body almost shivering, and the front of his shorts were tented enough to host a circus.
The feeling of Geri sinking down around my cock told me all I needed to know about what she had seen in Tess's eyes.
The guard moaned as his flesh was surrounded by Frenoria's delicious embrace. It had been a long span since he had been with anyone other than his wife, and he marveled at how vaginas could feel so amazingly different. He swiftly slid his hands under the rear triangle of the half-elf's armor and grasped her tight, firm ass.
Frenoria sighed in satisfaction. "Treasure indeed," she said softly to the guard as she sheathed him fully within her. She rested atop him for a moment, seeming to process the feeling, both of his cock and of what she was doing, and then she started to rise and fall atop him. His hands clung to her backside, helping guide her movements.
It was silent in the chamber, save for the soft, wet noises as she rose and fell.
A feminine voice gasped, "Wow..." almost unconsciously. A male voice let out a soft grunt of sympathetic arousal a little later. The ranger and the Drow could ignore them both, as the sounds came from the rest of the table, outside the scene.
Frenoria took her time, languidly moving atop the guard's shaft, hypnotizing him relentlessly. She grabbed his Drow-white hair and pulled his face back to her breasts, and he obligingly suckled more, her pert mound flexing in his mouth.



In time, Frenoria's movements became more urgent, and the guard's own rising need spurred him. He grabbed tighter at her buttocks and held her up above him. Then he began to thrust his hips upward and into her, pulling his head away from her tits to get better power. He quickened his pace, slapping upward into her, making her breasts jiggle fascinatingly with each impact.
I was not able to process how turned on I was. Look, Geri is hot, but I did not find, even in that moment, that I preferred her to Tess. But there were three things...
We were being watched. I had thought that watching had been a cool new turn-on, but I was finding that being watched was even better (though possibly only because it was layered on top of what I was being watched doing).
She was different. This was a new pussy, a whole new body to explore, to sense, to, um, just... fucking plunder.
And, we were only playing a game. D&D--our favorite game for years now... just with some new rules.
Frenoria placed her hands on the guard's shoulders and began to cry out softly, then louder as he drove into her. The chair was on wheels (anachronistic, I know) and it joggled them both around as they fucked atop it. But they kept their positions, and just fucked harder.
Frenoria was now almost shrieking with each thrust, and the guard grew winded, but his need spurred him on.
"In or out?" I gasped quietly to Geri.
"In... you know I want it in," she gurgled back. I knew Geri was on the pill, as were all the wives. The question of children had obviously come up now and again among three couples in their thirties...
The guard groaned loudly and jammed himself upward one last time, emptying his balls into Frenoria's hot, magnificent nest. He quivered inside her, back arched almost painfully. As he felt what seemed like his entire pair of testicles explode into her depths, he felt her walls clamp down upon his spasming shaft. Her fingers dug into his shoulders and the half-breed came almost deafeningly loudly. Her hips slammed downward, pressing him back down into the soft seat of the chair. They rocked back and forth and side to side as she ground atop him, her loud cries fading into soft little moans.
Geri and I clung to each other, gasping for breath.
"Yeah... so..." I said. "I think we can say the guard will do absolutely anything for Frenoria."
I heard laughter from the others, but Geri only grabbed the sides of my head and kissed me. It was almost hot enough to reawaken my dying erection inside her. Almost. That had been one titanic orgasm.
Still, it was an amazing kiss. I was starting to organize myself sufficiently to reply in kind, when Geri cut it off. "Yeah, about that newfound devotion of his..." she said. "Not going to happen." She clapped my temples lightly, then threw her arms wide. "Frenoria kisses him one last time, because he really had been an amazing fuck, but then she snaps his neck."
The effect of the way I instantly went slack and drooped my head was ruined by my laughter. Well fucking played, my friend.
Geri shivered and rose off of me at last. Not even bothered by the dangling gusset of her armor bottoms, she picked up her top from the floor and slid it back on. Then she grabbed a clean dish towel from the food table, and sat down on it in her seat, matter of factly.
Yeah, good idea. She was going to be dripping down there for a while after what I'd let fly into her.
The food table! We had all been so intent on things right from the start that we had forgotten to eat anything. Almost as one, we all realized that we were famished, and lunged from our seats. I was last because I'd been on such an endorphin high, I'd forgotten my pants were down and my wet dick was just hanging free. I tucked myself away, zipped up, and grabbed my share of the, as usual, delicious range of offerings. When Anne cracked open the lid on the brisket she'd done, the smell made me want to eat a horse. It tasted better than it smelled, even after sitting for hours. As always she outdid herself with brisket.
As we dug into the food in earnest, we gamed on. I let Geri, no, Frenoria... I let Frenoria find the Drow lord's chambers, and then sneak back to gather the rest of the party. Through a combination of subterfuge, stealth, and magic, they returned to the Boss's location. They killed him, but it was a near thing. High-level Drow magelords and their personal attendants are not slouches. In case you are wondering, yes, I'd have let any or all of them be killed if they had been careless or seriously unlucky. D&D isn't fun without a little real fear for your characters.
I would have even killed Frenoria, if it came to that. Even after what had just happened.
Maybe.
Probably.
As the food ran out, and I was starting to tally the experience and other results for the evening's play, I saw Mark lean over and bite Geri's earlobe. She giggled and whispered to him. On the other side from them, Anne had her hand in Craig's lap under the table.
I paused to kiss Tess's cheek. She whispered in my ear, "I hope you have more for me by the time we get home."
"The way I feel after what happened this evening," I whispered back, brushing my lips over her cheek again, "I could fuck you senseless on this table right now."
"Maybe next week you can have an encore like that," Tess purred. I was, in fact, getting hard again. "Tonight, I'm in the mood for our bed."
"Will you quit making out with the DM, Tess?" Craig called, despite the fact that Anne's hand was still in his lap. "I want to see if we got enough experience to get Sir Tyrian to level 12."
"With your new 18 charisma, are you going to have Tyrian try to change to a paladin if he levels up?" Geri asked him.
Craig mused theatrically. "A paladin of the Love Goddess Greya," he pondered, rubbing his chin.
Anne covered her face in both hands, which unfortunately for Craig meant no more less-than-subtle handjob.
I told them their experience points awards and Craig slammed his fist on the table. "Damn! I'm a little over 200 short." He actually looked at me in appeal like a little kid. Hoping I'd find some excuse to hand out another 200.
I'm not that kind of pushover DM! "No way, beggar! Next week," I said.
"Next week," we all agreed.
As they all headed to our door, Mark stopped. Everyone else did, instinctively. "This is only a game, and it's only in the game, am I right?"
"Exactly," Anne said confidently.
As we all agreed, I sensed a general sense of relief that someone had said it.
----------
I hope you have enjoyed the start of all this. There are follow-up chapters to come in short order. They are written, but not fully-edited or revised.
Thanks as always for your kind votes, favorites, and follows. Mostly, I'd dearly love to hear your thoughts on this one, especially about whether I've narrowed my potential audience with the D&D stuff, and if I've put in enough explanation.
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Dungeons and Dicks: Chapter Two--A Vigorous Campaign
Over the next week, things were strange, at home and with our friends.
To start with, immediately after our guests left, I grabbed Tess from behind, wrapped my arms around her and bore her down onto the carpet in our entryway. I nibbled so hard on the back of her neck I was practically chewing, and her hands fumbled backward to grasp at my head. In moments, I was reaching under her and working her pants down off her hips. I was determined to keep my weight pressing down on her back, pressing her into the softness of our new entry rug. When we had bought the thing, we had joked about how it was too nice not to fuck on, but I don't think either of us had really meant it.
I finally worked those pants down to her knees, and Tess took over, kicking them free entirely. I meanwhile undid my fly and worked my own pants down no further than mid-thigh. It was all I needed. My desperately hard cock rubbed only briefly against my wife's delicious ass before I slid between her legs and found a wet and waiting opening. Still keeping her pinned down, I slid myself into her, meaning to take it slow. I got about two inches in before my need drove me to slam the rest of the way, drawing a gasp of delight from Tess--the first noise either of us had made since I had grabbed her.
The sex on that carpet was glorious. It did not last long at all, that wasn't the point, but the finish was tremendous and as near to simultaneous as one could ask.
As I collapsed spent atop Tess, dick still deep inside her and her scrumptious ass pressing up into my abdomen, I reveled in this woman.
When my mind could form the words, I nuzzled the back of her neck once more and said simply, "I love you."
Her reply was simply, "I know." It flooded me with warmth and reassurance. It was better than her just saying it back. She still had faith in me, as I had faith in her.
We processed that together wordlessly for a moment, then Tess spoke beneath me again, in a more conversational tone. "That was lovely and powerful and reassuring," she said, squeezing her kegels mightily to make sure I knew exactly what she meant by 'that'. "But I know want three things, in order. One, for you to get off me and pour us each a small scotch. Two, to take my scotch to the bedroom. Three, to get into the bed and get down to seriously working off the remaining enormous reserve of horniness this evening has built up."
I slid off of her and looked up to realize to my horror that we had never closed the front door. "Oh shit," I observed eloquently. Tess looked over her shoulder, yelped, and rolled up in a ball.
I looked outside, on the verge of panic. I saw no applauding fans. I saw no Karens dialing 911. I saw no one. I kicked the door closed.
"Tess," I said, my voice shaking. "The scotches will not be small. And I am getting on Amazon first thing in the morning and buying some kind of auto-closing mechanism for that door!"
*
Monday night, my phone buzzed. The text identified as being from the group Emergency Bears. Craig, Mark, and I had had this thread going for years now, long before we all decided to stop being grown-ups and start playing D&D again. Originally it had been solely for discussing whatever latest disaster our NFL team had inflicted on its fans. Nowadays, we coordinated social activities, told jokes, shared memes, and had any discussions in which we tacitly did not want to include our wives. But mostly we still used it to talk about what a disaster the Bears were.
CRAIG: Disaster.
Oh God I thought. What had the front office done now? It was the off-season, for chrissakes.
CRAIG: Anne wants to make me a COSTUME for playing on Saturday nights.
I stared at this with mild amusement.
MARK: Oh thank God. I thought it was only me
ME: Ha! Sucks to be you guys!
MARK: Tess isn't making YOU wear one?
ME: I'm the DM. Unless she is going to make a trunkful of costumes for me, what's the point?
CRAIG: You suck, Mason.
Craig always calls Mark and me by our last names.
MARK: Is your's done?
CRAIG: Not yet. Am avoiding being helpful.
MARK: Me too.
ME: You guys let me know if there is anything I can do.
MARK: Die in a fire?
CRAIG: I'm saying I'm not suiting up unless Mason cosplays too
MARK: [High-Five Emoji]
Good luck with that, guys.
To be clear, none of us were above a bit of good cosplay ourselves. Craig had a particularly good Dr. Strange outfit (original comic look), for instance. But with what we were getting up to, we all three knew we'd be lucky if at least one of us didn't end up with our wife sticking us in a gimp suit.
*
I had obviously spent all week repairing the wreckage that our prior week's deliriously off-script adventuring had made of my carefully designed campaign... as well as coming up with hopefully interesting and open-ended opportunities to employ our newly added role-playing elements. By Saturday, I felt reasonably satisfied that I would at least not shit the bed with that week's game.
I was downstairs packing up all my notes and stuff for departure to Craig and Anne's when Tess came walking down the stairs. Or should I say Frenoria came walking down the stairs. Her brown hair in its cute bob was hidden beneath a new long black wig with a prominent white streak running down the right side. She had gone shopping, and found an ankle length black dress with a deep neckline... and then had cut that neckline further down to her navel. She sews a bit, and she managed to make it look like it had been designed that way. Around her waist were three white loops of cording, tied together on her right hip.
Obviously, no bra was possible with this outfit. The impressive inner swells of her breasts were framed and displayed in the gap.
I wanted to drop my stuff and fuck her right there on the stairs, but I didn't want us to be late like Mark and Geri had been the prior week. "Holy shit!" was all I said.
"I'll work on an outfit for you next week," Tess said absently as she headed for the kitchen to pack up what she had made for food.
"Ha ha," I said. "I'm the Dungeon Master. I play a hundred characters. What kind of costume could I have?"
She stopped in the kitchen doorway and turned back. "One that is appropriate to your role, and will be making all us girls panting to be ravaged by orcs."
We were relaxed, and having fun, and already little bit horny.
But the moment we opened the door to the garage and started loading up, our conversation died.
We got into the car and started the drive to Craig and Anne's condominium in silence. We were both suddenly tense. We really had not talked directly about anything that had happened last Saturday. Not Mark's dick in her mouth. Certainly not my cock in Geri's pussy. Suddenly, we were about dive in again and we had never explicitly gotten on the same page.
Halfway there, Tess suddenly turned to me. "Would it be all right if I were to say we should turn around and go home?"
I pursed my lips and checked the mirrors. We were thankfully clear, and I executed an immediate u-turn, accelerating back toward home.
"Wait! What the fuck are you doing?" Tess asked sharply.
"Turning around and going home," I said simply. "You have doubts, and I am therefore punching out immediately, no hesitation."
"I said, 'would it be all right if,' not 'take me home!'" Tess said quickly, almost exasperatedly. "I am still totally ready to go. Turn the fuck back around... Wait. As long as you want to."
I grinned and immediately pulled a second you-ee.
The tension in Tess's shoulder was gone. She looked at me as I accelerated once more. "You weren't even going to try to talk me out of going home?" she asked with skeptical challenge, and maybe a little disappointment.
"Nope," I said firmly, giving her a look out of the corner of my eye. "I would never have tried, and will never try, to talk you into staying. You want to go, we go. I hope you would do the same for me if I lost my nerve."
We rode for a while in silence while Tess watched me and I watched the road. "You aren't such a bad guy, you know?" she smiled.
"To be clear, once we were out and you were in a place you felt safe, I would absolutely have tried to talk you into going back," I said earnestly.
"Ha! I knew it," Tess laughed.
"The difference is," I went on, "I'd only ask you to make such a choice from a position of your own security. I'd never ask you to make a decision when in a place where you were uncomfortable."
"Thanks," she said. "Thanks for your consideration. And thanks for showing me you really are as into this as I am."
As I pulled into Craig and Anne's parking deck, I said quietly but firmly, "And I was serious before. I need to know that you'll do the same for me if I get cold feet."
She squeezed my hand on the shift knob. "Of course."
I pulled into a space in the half-full parking garage, and Tess asked me, "Do you think you might get cold feet?"
"Fuck no," I laughed, and she laughed with me. "I'm so revved up right now, it was all I could do not to drive 90 on the way over here! You?"
Tess just grabbed my hand and slid it down and into a slit in the skirt of her dress that I had not even known was there. There was no underwear for the dress to conceal. She was sopping. I sensed that just might possibly be a good sign.
We smiled at each other. We were going to do this again, and this time we knew what was coming. That was its own kind of deliriously confusing.
"You still aren't going to tell me who I'll be role-playing with tonight?" my wife said, as we still sat in the car.
I chuckled evilly. "No chance! For two good reasons: One, it is no fun if you know what's coming; Two, I deliberately set things up so even I don't know how things will play out. I'm the DM, my fun comes from seeing what you guys do."
"That better not be all your fun!"
A knock came our car window.
"All right you two," came Geri's stern voice. "Save it for inside! Let's go." She and Mark were standing outside the car, peering in at us.
We may have been getting fairly intimate as our conversation progressed...
We all four left the elevator and I knocked on Anne and Craig's door with my foot, since all of us had our hands full. I had all my DM shit, and since it was our week for dessert duty, Tess had, in addition to making up a cheese tray, baked an actual cake, decorated to look like a gold piece. Geri and Mark were similarly laden with food.
Everybody seems to have upped the food game this week.
Anne opened the door with a smile, then immediately cooed at the cake. She took Mark's burden off of his hands, and the three girls headed off to the kitchen. Craig waved and approached as I, forgotten by the girls, struggled my way through the door with my armful of books, map tubes, etc. He and Mark grabbed token amounts of my load and we exchanged hellos.
I like playing at Craig and Anne's condo. It is a huge, open-concept loft, with almost everything in one room. The kitchen is in the back against the windows, looking out with a great tenth-floor view, and screened from view by a series of panels and a wall of cabinets. Their bedroom is up an open stairway on a suspended platform and is fully open to view from below. I think that the sleeping area is a cool design, but Tess always says she would hate it, because she'd always be working to keep it presentable.
After she and I have been in a bed together, it can often be hard work to get it looking tidy again, I'll admit.
When we play at the MacAdams's, we play around the big coffee table in the center of the space. On one side, there is a large, soft, leather couch that Craig inherited from his late uncle. It has seen better days but is incredibly comfortable. Three of us sit on the couch, usually Craig, Anne, and Geri, with Anne in the middle. I pull up Craig's desk chair over to the opposite side of the table by myself. Tess sits to my left in their grape-colored, modernistic armchair that looks like it came from a '70s sci-fi TV show. Mark usually lounges in a big beanbag chair he drags over from in front of the window, and this week was no exception.
We dudes grabbed beers and got into it about the Cubbies' current series of late-inning collapses. I wanted bullpen help, stat. Craig, the quitter, was ready to unload a couple of impending free agents and reload for next year. Sometimes Craig sucks.
The girls surprised us by going for glasses of rosé. Usually everybody drinks beer during D&D.
More food than usual, and fancier too, I observed. The girls were drinking something that they would inevitably drink more of than if they were drinking beer. And for once Mark wasn't the one being an idiot about sports. Everything seemed normal, but the abnormal details said that it was not.
I took a deep breath. I was the DM for this group, I needed to be the responsible one. "Look, guys," I said, letting my body-language convey I wanted to be serious for a moment. Hopefully just a moment. I glanced toward the kitchen. "I just want to check. Is there anything we need to talk about?" I said, indicating the three of us men.
Craig and Mark stood there thoughtfully for a moment. Our pause was interrupted by peals of laughter from the kitchen. Mark smiled first. "From that sound, I say not really, no."
Craig chuckled, "Yeah. Though maybe we should worry what they are plotting back there." We all shot a sudden 'nervous husband' look in that direction. "No," Craig went on. "Mark said it all last week. We are playing a game, one we've played for years. We just have added a new element. And we only play it during the game." His voice added a subtle but firm emphasis to that last point, while adding a gentle plea for confirmation.
"Damn straight," I murmured very quietly. Then in a more relaxed tone, I added, "Aside from a brief, intense, and valuable discussion on the way here tonight, Tess and I haven't talked about it ourselves at all, certainly not in any detail."
"Really?" Mark asked.
"Anne and me either," Craig said. "We've be demonstrating our enthusiasm for the situation quite a bit, but we don't actually talk about it any more than we talk about our dice collection."
"Dudes," Mark said, shaking his head, "you might want to change that MO. Geri has dragged me into describing every fucking detail, even though she had watched it all in the first place." He shot the barest of glances my way, "And she has gone into the nitty-gritty about her own fun. And those discussions were very... productive."
"Different strokes," I muttered, shaking my head. But I thought to myself, would I want to? Would I want to talk about what I did? Would I want to get Tess to talk about what she had done? How?
And for that matter, how did I feel about Geri describing the minutia of my cock inside her to her small but extraordinarily dangerous husband? I mean, my dick clearly thought the idea was amazing. But my dick was finding just about every uncomfortable thing lately to be amazing...
I shook my head again. DMing this game going forward was going to be complicated enough without letting other confusions get in my way.
"Hey, girls," I shouted toward the huddled women, "come on and play. Don't get drunk on wine before we even start!"
There was a brief laugh from their direction, followed by a gentle silence that experienced husbands all know means they are being whispered about, followed by much louder laughter. The women wandered out to us and we all took our usual spots. It was time for another evening of just good RPG fun with good friends.
As Geri jingled in, I let myself once more enjoy staring at her in that chainmail bikini. Tess followed. She had arranged the front of that dress just so, and I heard Craig and Mark both hiss just little bit at all that glorious cleavage.
Anne followed in her regular clothes. Anne's regular clothes were totally sexy of course, since they were form-fitting, and the form they were fitting was Anne's, but I was a little disappointed. "No cosplay for you?" I asked.
She shrugged. "It's all in-game, right?" The question got more active assent than you might have though if you weren't aware of the undercurrents. "Well, Gala's heavy mail and vestments would be a pain to make, and would add very little to the atmosphere we're creating, when compared to The Nerd Wet Dream, and Elvira's Apprentice here," she grumbled, jerking her thumb at Geri and Tess respectively. "I'm biding my time until I can change Gala's outfit in-game before I dress up."
And with that, we all took our normal places, just like every other time we had played at the condo.
"Okay guys," I began. "That was a very successful campaign for everybody." There were snickers. "But you guys wrecked my Catacomb-slash-Dungeon weeks ahead of schedule. Congratulations, you reconsecrated the temple of a Good god, and headed off a drow infestation. You have also made a ton of new work for me," I glowered. I was not met with overwhelming sympathy.
I looked momentarily hurt, then got on with it. "You have left the small castle and are standing around in the woods, about two days' walk back to the town you've been using as a base. Alternatively, you are almost four days walk from the nearest city, which is a small one called Yesterton. We went there back when you guys were about fifth level."
"Yesterton was pretty boring, that's why we never went back," Tess observed. My ever loyal wife, everybody--telling me that my creations were boring...
"It was. Sorry," I said. "But I don't have time to make up a new city, so those are your options. I think I know what I want to set up next, and I have ways to do it from either place. Things along the way will be different, whichever you choose." I shrugged and puttered with my notes, happy to let them make some fateful decisions without my pushing them one way or the other.
"A four day walk in the wilderness seems like an excuse for him to inflict a weariness penalty on us," Mark said to his party mates, struggling to sit up in the beanbag chair. He liked the bag, but the only time he ever looked anything but poised was when he was sitting on it.
"Gala pushes hard for Yesterton," Anne said firmly. "I've made a list of things she needs to get on with. She had more on her plate with the temple than anybody else's character, and I'll find what I need easier in a city than the town. We will probably have to go to the city eventually anyhow."
"Okay, but then maybe we should go back to the town first," Mark said. "Our characters have relationships there. We need to re-equip, and I have an in with one of the shops," he grinned. His narration of Renault's dalliance with the shop girl had been the spark for everything.
"I truly hope you don't expect me to role-play her with you," I said tartly.
That brought up a good point, though. I currently had no scenarios where a female NPC might be called for... yet. How could I make that work when I needed to for the game?
Mark laughed. "Good point."
"No, we need the city," Anne bore on. She could be relentless. "Gala needs to send messages to Greya's nearest active temple, announcing her new patronage. And they will need to send repair crews and guards to the temple before things go south again. A city will also have more ways we can find our next task." She paused significantly. No one replied. She knew how to hold an audience.
"And Gala needs to revamp her wardrobe now that she also serves the Goddess of Love," she added, casually laying down her trump card.



"I vote for the City of Yesterton!" Craig exclaimed quickly, rising his hand and speaking in Tyrian's stentorian tones.
Mark also rose in a heartbeat to Anne's bait. "Renault also thinks that a nice long walk in the country will be refreshing after all!"
The women all laughed, Anne in self-satisfied fashion. "I was good with the city all along," said Geri. "But now you've laid down a marker for yourself for next week."
They set off happily for the city of Yesterton.
They had to get there first.
I made them waste almost half an hour with various hostile monstrous wildlife, a band of bandits (mostly because I wanted to torture Sir Tyrian with another humiliating trap), and one particularly nasty griffon in a cave that I put there to have an excuse to give them the treasure I had forgotten to hand out from the desecrated altar.
Then, as I was about to send them on to the city, Tess decided to take care of some business of her own, giving me a golden, unplanned opportunity to get the LARPing going. LARP is a gaming term meaning Live Action Role Playing, and it was what I was calling our new game enhancement in my mind. Most LARPers run around in the real-life woods in bad cosplay armor, hitting each other with foam swords or shouting 'fireball!' The kings of detailed, realistic LARPing are the US Civil War re-enactors, but even they had nothing on what we were doing...
"When we reach the edge of the forest, can Shanora do some herb gathering? When I she finally does level up, I'll have some new potions I can make, and I want to have the stuff to do it ready so I don't waste our time then," she asked me.
"Sure, what do you want to try to find?" I asked, as if incurious.
"Uh, what would be some good names..." Tess mused. "Let's call them Rustwort, Yellow Mung-grass, and... Pink Titweed," she finished with a grin, already starting to write the items down in her inventory sheet. No one else was paying much attention. They seldom did when somebody wanted to do this kind of logistical housekeeping with me during adventure downtime. The 'Pink Titweed' name didn't even get a... titter of laughter.
"Cool. When you next break camp, Shanora wanders off in search of her required herbal finds," I say, a little louder.
Tess had not expected this to be more than housekeeping for later and she looked at me in surprise. I winked at her and she actually flushed a little. She figured out what I was up a moment or so before anyone else.
"How high have you bought your herbalism lore?" I asked her idly. It didn't matter. Shanora could have been a fucking PhD, and I was going to have her fail the knowledge check and grab the wrong plant. I was already envisioning her slayed out on her back in a field of poppies, like a sexy Dorothy from The Wizard of Oz. I rolled two dice behind my screen, they came up a five and a 17, which meant exactly nothing.
I shrugged to myself. If any of the now fully intent group believed for one second that what I had just rolled was going to change anything, they did not know me well. In combat, I let the dice fall where they may. When I wanted to tell a story, it got told.
I looked like I was thinking for a minute. There is a lot of acting in being a good DM.
I looked at everybody else. "Let's see some rolls for perception..."
"Are you Damsel in Distress-ing me two weeks in a row?" Tess hissed at me.
"Hush, Darling," I replied in a stage whisper. "We don't talk about that sort of thing in front of the children," I added, jerking a thumb at the other players.
Tess did not look entirely upset at the prospect of being rescued again. In fact, she looked pretty smug about it. So smug, I wondered if this may not have been her intent in the first place. Good players know how to manipulate the DM as much as vice versa...
The other players rolled a 20-sided die each. Craig rolled a 17, but Anne rolled an 18. She stuck her tongue out at him. "Gotcha," she said to her husband.
"Actually, Tyrian gets a plus-two to his roll, and notices first," I said.
"What? Why?" Anne complained.
I looked at her and waved vaguely in the direction of Tess's cleavage.
"Okay," she admitted. "That's worth a plus-two... but just for guys?" Tess shot her a scandalized, wide-eyed smile. Anne giggled back.
"Sir Tyrian is the first to notice that Shanora has strayed out of sight as you walk through the thinning forest. How do you handle it Craig?"
My buddy screwed up his face in thought. "Our wayward sorceress has wandered off," he declared in Sir Tyrian's splendidly over-bearing voice. "I doubt we need to stop. I'd like to get to the city before nightfall, myself. I'll see if I can chivvy Shanora back with the group before she actually gets lost."
"Don't surprise her," Mark said idly. "If you come up too close behind her while she is bending over picking flowers or whatever she is looking for, she might blast you..."
"Good advice, sir thief," Craig replied heartily.
"Sir Tyrian vaguely remembers that the last time he checked out, um, er, I mean saw Shanora, she was to his left," I said drily.
"He drifts off to the left no more than needed to just be out of sight in the thin trees," Craig said, in his own voice. "She won't have gone too far away in this short of a time. Once he does get out of sight, he turns and decides to backtrack in the direction they came. 'She won't have gotten ahead of us while browsing, her pretty little head filled with the trivial esoterica of her magic,'" he added in Tyrian's voice.
Tess seemed pleased with 'pretty little head', and less so with 'trivial esoterica'. I liked that Craig stayed true to his character's long-time description and was playing Tyrian as the lovable douchebag he was supposed to be.
"Somebody needs to watch more horror movies so they know not to wander off alone like this," muttered Geri in mock foreboding. She was leaning forward, restless in her seat.
"Sir Tyrian bumbles through the jungle, fortunate indeed that there really are no baddies around to lay traps for once..." I glowered at him for not taking appropriate RPG precautions. I really wished I had thought to truss him up in a tree and have Shanora rescue him instead.
Wait.
I was making this up on the fly. I could do what I wanted.
Craig turned to look at my wife with a look that from another man, in another setting, might have earned him a punch in the snoot. Even in our current, bizarre situation, it was going to earn him this...
"... except for the old trap he steps in right now," I finished.
"Oh, come on!" cried out Craig, who popped up out of his seat on the couch. He was clearly looking forward to something quite different from another episode of Embarrass Tyrian With Traps.
I shrugged, as if helpless. "An old snare snaps closed around his ankle and a tree snaps upright," I said, making a sweeping gesture at Craig, while holding his gaze. "You swing sideways and slam hard into an earthen embankment where a huge tree had fallen. You are stunned and hanging upside down." I waved him idly toward the stairs.
"Fine," spat Craig. Since he was already standing, he almost instinctively followed my gesture and walked over to the stairs up to their loft. He glared at me, and lay himself down halfway up the stairs, head downward. He smiled after a moment, then stuck one leg straight up in the air. He waved his arms around for a moment. "Damn and blast!" he yelled in Tyrian's voice. "Where's my sword to cut myself loose?"
"Stabbed into the forest floor, right where it fell during your flight," I said. "It's well out of your reach."
Tess didn't even wait for my cue. She slid out of her chair beside me and began to walk across the room, hips swaying. She mimed holding up some kind of bouquet of flowers to her nose. She stopped and laughed in Shanora's haughty voice. "Sir Tyrian!" she exclaimed. "Another trap?"
"Shanora! Thank the gods! Come cut me down!" Sir Tyrian exclaimed.
Shanora stared toward him, putting even more swish into her step. My wife can sure swish when she wants to...
Tess stood at the base of the stairs, arms on hips. "Will you never learn?" she scolded.
"When you are as mighty a knight as I, mere traps are little threat to my life," Sir Tyrian growled, then wilted under Shanora's gaze. "Just to my dignity..."
"Well then, sir knight, we shall have to further threaten that dignity, so you finally learn your lesson," Shanora purred. Her hand reached out and brushed the cheek of the dangling Sir Tyrian.
The knight gulped.
Shanora bent slightly and kissed him, their heads pointed in opposite directions, her eyes looking straight at his throat. Her hand reached up and stroked his chest as they kissed. The only problem for them both was that kissing someone upside down from you is not easy. Not if you want to get serious. Shanora seemed quite interested in being serious.
They broke apart briefly to clear their noses from each other's chins.
"Um, m'lady sorceress," Sir Tyrian interjected. "If you were to cut to me down, I could..." Craig started to sit up.
"Hey!" I said sternly. "Even Tyrian's mighty abs are not up to pulling himself upright after he's hung there so long. Lie back!"
Craig's laugh was very not in character, but then he flopped dramatically back down.
His polo shirt was sliding up his torso, leaving his belly exposed. Shanora perched on the stairs and reached up to caress Tyrian's stomach. It twitched inward as her fingernails trailed over it. "Mmmm... abs," she muttered. "Are your abs tired and sore, sir knight?" she asked softly. "Are they worn out and unable to do the job?"
"Mayhaps, m'lady sorceress, if you were to cut me down, I might show you that they have yet some strength within them," Tyrian grunted. His face was actually a little flushed from lying head down.
"I am not sure you have learnt your lesson," purred Shanora. "But I'd hate for you to be in pain. Perhaps I should massage them."
With that, Tess rolled over atop Craig.
Shanora's expanse of cleavage filled Tyrian's vision as her fantastic breasts nestled around his face. Her face nuzzled his stomach and her hands rubbed around his sides. They slid back downward to press her bosom together against Tyrian's face. He softly expressed his delight, and his hands swung wildly for a moment before coming to rest, clasping eagerly at her curvaceous backside.
Shanora's fingers curled into the neckline of her dress and pulled one side fully open--the side toward us. She twisted slightly, sliding the exposed breast over Tyrians face and he briefly licked the oblong dark aureole before clamping his lips around the highly responsive nipple at its center. She pressed it firmly against this face.
The hand not guiding her nipple to Tyrian's mouth slid upward and began to caress his middle, massaging the iron hardness she found distending the front of his trousers. We could all see him tremble.
Then she slowly removed her hand from his crotch and drew her breast free from his mouth, leaving it hanging right before his face but out of reach. "There," she said softly. "Have you finally learned your lesson about traps, my knight?"
Craig grinned. "Alas, m'lady, I fear not," intoned Sir Tyrian, his reply pouring on a mix of his usual arrogance with outright pleading. "I mayhaps need further chastisement. I would not want to die so needlessly, my party and my realm have too much need of my sword!"
Shanora laughed. "Your sword is too important, is it?" she grinned at him. He lifted his head, mouth questing toward her seriously awesome breast, dangling just out of reach. She relented slightly and let him kiss it once more. "I think you need to learn that other things are as valuable," she purred softly. Both her hands swept down to her dress, to that slit I had discovered earlier. She spread the skirting apart, revealing to everyone, but especially to Craig, that she wore no underwear downstairs either. The smoothly shaven skin of her thighs glistened, extending upward to the neatly trimmed and groomed landing strip of brown wisps.
Tyrian's eyes grew wide. "Oh yes, there are other very important things," he said in soft but enthusiastic tones.
"Then earn your release," Shanora said, crawling up his body until his face could lift up between her legs. Tyrian's hands slid into and under the parted skirt to grasp her ass as his face disappeared under the dress and between her legs.
Shanora's head arched back in pleasure, swiftly crooning her approval of the knight's lesson. We could not see much of Sir Tyrian's technique, but it was clear from the sorceress's reactions that he was indeed skilled with more than blade.
I stole a look at Anne. She had her feet pulled up underneath her in the center of the couch, one hand bunching up the tight fabric of her top over her left breast. She gnawed lightly on her other thumb. Her eyes were locked on the play. Just as I was about to look away, Geri leaned over and whispered in her ear. Anne chuckled and softly replied. I think she said, "You have no idea, girl!"
Geri sat back on the end of the couch, intent on the scene as well. I slid my eyes back to Shanora's pleasure.
Her body was soon undulating atop Tyrian's face, the signs I knew so well of her impending orgasm looked very different from a distance, but were nevertheless both unmistakeable and totally, excruciatingly hot. The generous flesh of the one breast which still dangled free, jiggled as her body rocked, her face grew rosy cheeked, and each labored breath was shorter than the one before. It was fascinating watching her reaching this state, but without my instigation.
Suddenly, she cried out a short burst of exhaled breath. Then she cried out again louder. Then she bucked hard against the knight's face and yelled, "Good fuck, Crai... Christ! Oh wow! WOW!"
Her hips moved almost desperately now, and we could all see she was trying to move away. But the knight's grasp on her most grabbable ass was resolute, and his tongue must have been so too, because he held her in place and drove her over the edge again with more loud, helplessly enthusiastic cries.
"Fuck, Tyrian! Stop!" Sharona gasped, almost desperately over-stimulated. "If I cut you down, will you relent?"
He let his head drift back down and away from the site of her torture. "Am I sufficiently chastised?" he asked, extremely smugly.
"Oh wow, yes," Shanora gasped, taking the opportunity to roll off his face and comport her mind a little. "By all the gods, yes!" She stood shakily to her feet, her dress sliding closed. Tess turned to me and said, still tremoring, "I cut down Sir Tyrian... with due care for his well-being."
Craig really seemed to be getting a head-rush from being sort of upside down for so long, and had to struggle to turn and restore himself to an upright condition.
"Yeah... um... you guys are going to need to hustle a little to catch up to the rest of the party," I said, my eyes boring into Tess's, which sparkled at me in return. She returned to her seat in the modern art chair beside me, her first step or two still unsteady. Craig shook his head a time or two, then slid back into his place on the couch.
He leaned over toward Anne, who only handed him a hand towel from the table with an amused look. He grinned goofily and set to wiping his face free of the mess all over it. We had already resumed the journey into the city by the time he was finished. He leaned over again to Anne, who did kiss him this time. Her suddenly wide eyes told me that the wiping had been insufficient. Tess stifled a giggle. She glanced at me and I winked broadly at her smiling face.
"Uh, girlfriend..." Geri said with bubbling amusement. The horrible bitch was waving her finger to point out to my glorious wife that she had forgotten to put away her exposed breast.
Tess yelped cutely and tucked herself back in, to three groans of protest. Actually, four groans. Anne complained as well.
As they finally reached the city, the group spend a funny but over-long period of time selecting an inn in which to stay. Mark's Renault, in particular, is always paranoid about inns. There was the usual testing of locks, and clandestine checking of kitchens. But now we had the added spice of my peppering descriptions with buxom barmaids. I also threw in a few studly stable boys, but could get nobody to bite. Apparently, I would need to come up with a more entertaining scenario than a bland roll in the hay.
As it dragged on, I was considering having a toilet monster leap out of the next privy that the thief needlessly inspected and eat Renault's head. But Anne saved Mark's character from that fate by neatly stomping on his paranoia. "This one will do," she said firmly. "Gala needs to get on with redesigning her armor now that she served two gods." The promise of new, character-appropriate cosplay for Anne was remembered by all, and everybody shut up to hear the preview.
"Where would you like to go?" I inquired, interested.
"Gala is going to ask about for the best armorers who serve the local aristocracy. She needs armor with ceremonial as well as functional elements," Anne said firmly.
"Okay... um, she hears of only one truly suitable man--a master armorer by the name of Trunk the Smith, whose shop is not far away."
"Cool," she replied. "Gala walks down the street toward the smithy." She looked at me. "And don't go rolling up encounters with footpads or kidnappers. Gala is on a mission and her face reads like an early death for any rando assholes who get in her way."
I laughed. "Interesting defense method! Okay, on at least two occasions along the way, Gala notices one or more unsavory types who size up the lovely cleric... until they look at her face and decide suddenly that they have better things and people to do. You safely arrive at the smithy, where Trunk works away on the finishing touches of a glittering helm." I stared at Anne cooly. "The smith is a massive man of youthful age, especially for being Master rank. In the heat of the forge, he wears no jerkin and his sweat reflects firelight off his massive thews."
Anne looked back at me, cocking an eyebrow. I thought it looked like a possibly promising eyebrow. It was definitely challenging.
I was the fricking DM here. Why was I going to have to earn this?
I supposed it was because my earning it would be fun.
"He looks up briefly as you enter, then returns his gaze to his work, banging with surprising gentleness at an ornamental rivet on the helmet. You open your mouth to speak, and he merely holds up a hand for you to wait."
"Wait?" huffed Anne. "Gala is an important priestess, she isn't..."
I kept talking over her objections. "With more exquisite care, Trunk lightly hammers the final rivet, which seems to possibly be made of low-quality, but actual, gold, into place. He examines the helm carefully, and finally satisfied, sets it respectfully on a high shelf. He wipes his hand on a towel and turns again to you with a shallow bow. 'I beg your pardon, Holy One,' he says. He seems to finally get a good look at Gala and is unable to keep from straightening his spine a bit, which throws out his chest. 'How may I serve your temple?'"
"Gala does not look at his bare chest," Anne said.
"Are you sure?" I almost giggled. "It's awfully big to avoid looking at."
"Ha!" Anne smiled. "She tells him, 'My needs are my own. I have recently come to find I enjoy the patronage of Our Lady of Love in addition to my service to Feyrth, her brother/husband.'" Anne rose to her feet and gestured to her chest, indicating the tabard that Gala wore. We all already knew it bore the prominent bow and boar-spear symbols of the God of the Hunt. "I must keep my vestments as they are, but I would have new armor more in keeping with my status as servant of our lady," she went on in the high voice of Gala. You could hear her voice growing scratchy, which it often did when she had to voice Gala a lot. At least once a week she regretted giving the character that angel-like voice.



I stood and stepped around, indulging myself in a serious eye-fondling of Anne. "He looks you over, professional arrogance and ingrained negotiating skills warring with non-commercial enthusiasm in his voice. 'I don't know, Holy One. I must admit that your armor is of high quality. I am not sure that I could better it without great expense...'"
Anne stepped out from behind the table and over toward me. I looked as if I was going to get the bite I wanted. "Gala slides her holy tabard aside to fully reveal her plain and utilitarian armor," Anne said. The last time she had 'removed her tabard', she had doffed her shirt as she did so. Apparently this was now a thing, and this evening's tight shirt slid up and over her head... revealing the most bland, most beige, most utilitarian bra I had ever seen any woman wear outside of the Sears catalog I'd kept under my bed as a kid. It was thick without being padded, and had wide strapping and a broad band around the back, all designed to give support that Anne's wonders did not need.
Apparently, Anne had planned her cosplay for this night a little more in depth than I had supposed...
"Gala points at her bulky armor," Anne went on. "'Obviously this is fine work, but hardly in keeping for one with the status of a Servant of Love,' she says sternly."
"He shrugs his broad shoulders and says, 'I could easily work medallions of her signs into the mail in various locations...' His eyes drift to the obvious pair of locations he almost involuntarily has in mind," I said, letting a glint appear in my eyes.
"Nonsense," Gala snapped. "I will need a new shirt of mail. A bit shorter than this one that drapes to the traditional knee. I'd like my new mail to extend down to no more than mid-thigh, to allow for a greater variety of genuflection."
"The smith's eyes widen a bit at that. He..." I replied.
"And I think ring mail, rather than chain, would be more appropriate for Greya's service," Anne added.
"'Ring mail?' the smith questions you," I said, genuinely confused. Who the fuck would want ring mail? "I could obtain the leather padding to sew the rings to easily, but I can't see how..."
"Don't be a fool," came the high voice, filled with scorn. "I don't want that pathetic, traditional construction. And a layer of rings sewn onto bulky leather armor would be no aesthetic improvement in Our Lady's eyes. No, sir smith, I want a coat of rings, laid together in a pattern like unto the combs of bees, and fastened flexibly together to the highest extent of your art."
"His eyes get round at your description," I said.
"I see, my... Holy One," gulped the smith suddenly. "I could indeed fashion such a mail coat as you desire, and make it strong, but..." He flailed his hands about uncomfortably, unable to keep his eyes off of the cleric, whose considerable charms were quite visible, even through her dull current protection. "But... without the leather underlay, such armor would do nothing to conceal your, um, form," he finished weakly.
Gala stepped silkily toward him. "Would you find that so objectionable?" She reached out and brushed the palm of her hand against his chest.
"He stammers, 'Go... Gods, no,' as his eyes are glued to your hand on his chest," I said. "He even is so distracted that he quotes you a rational, even reasonable, price for the work without haggling." I leaned toward her now in anticipation.
"I can't wait to see what she makes next week," Mark said softly.
"Really?" Geri said back with amusement in her return whisper. "I can't wait to see the next five minutes."
But instead Anne chuckled. "'Excellent,' Gala says." She chuckled again, with brisk, businesslike tone and a gotcha look in her eyes. "I will return soon for the mail, my good smith" she said in Gala's tones and turned extravagantly to return to her seat.
I had definitely been had. So we were adding merciless teasing to the mix now? It was almost enjoyable. Almost.
But I wasn't done trying, and I also wasn't sure she was really committed to only teasing me. Anne kept her eyes on me as she moved to take her seat on the couch.
"It will be no more than three weeks, Holy One," I called, in the smith's rough voice. "Four at the most. Probably."
Anne froze. "Oh come on," she scoffed in her own voice. I just smirked at her, but she was already rising again and moving back toward me. "My ears must deceive me, good smith," came Gala's tones once more. "I have need to be on my way upon my dangerous service. Surely not so long?"
The smith actually stepped backward a short stride as she approached him once more, arms out to the side. "I beg your pardon, and your goddess's too, Holy One!" he choked. "But I have the hauberk for Old Sir Ranulff, and then the bucklers for Gedris Longshanks the Ranger yet ahead of you!"
Anne looked at me and smiled, contented that she had pushed me so hard. She had a bit of glee in her face now.
"I understand your difficulty," Gala said softly, compassion filling her voice. "Perhaps if I were to donate to you my old armor, of which I will have no need when your work is complete, you could repurpose the mail from it for Ranulff's hauberk in no time?"
With that, there went that bra. Please understand, the difficult and awkward removal of a bulky, four-hook, back-fastening bra is... still the removal of a bra. And when that bra is removed to reveal those two particularly fantastic tits, the removal is so much better. I may have seen them the prior week, but having them now exposed at much closer range, nearly pressing against me, was quite powerful.
Gala reached out and lifted one of the smith's rough hands and held it, massaging the fingers inches from her naked breast. "Such powerful... such skilled hands," she mused. "I could not ask a craftsman of your caliber to rush your work... but perhaps you would consider the wisdom of placing my order before this Longshanks's? The call of the Goddess of Love surely is more urgent than the desires of an unaffiliated ranger?" Her hand drew the smith's closer to her bosom.
"I... He..." the smith stammered, clearly trying to resist.
Gala at last clasped his hand to her breast, pressing his fingers into her delicate but incredibly firm flesh. "Feel this breast, my smith. It is devoted, indeed anointed to the service of Greya," she said, looking slightly to the side, as if to an audience. "I am sure you agree that it must be protected?"
"Both of them must," was all the hapless smith could choke out.
"To seal the deal, will you anoint them further with me?" Gala cooed to the young man. Not waiting for the obvious answer, she sank down before him, her hands moving swiftly to the front of his breeches. She expertly worked the fastening and his manhood sprang forth. Her hands explored its length for a moment, before she leaned down and let long, wet strands of saliva drip from her ruby lips and down to soak his rod.
Her hands briskly spread the saliva over my... the smith's cock, then pressed it gently between those glorious tits. Her hands pressed those hills together around his shaft and she lifted and lowered them in a slow but relentlessly accelerating rhythm.
The feeling was incredible, the magically firm embrace pressed in on him, and soon his hips were thrusting almost involuntarily. The smith had no idea where to put his hands at a time like this and they dangled at his side in nearly ridiculous fashion. He could not care less though, as he was soon fucking those wonderful mounds for all he was worth.
"Oh yeah, do it. Fuck my titties" came a very quiet, feminine growl that was not so high as the priestess's.
Anyone could walk into the smithy as any time. The young man felt as if the eyes of the city were staring at him eagerly, but it was of no matter. It only made him more driven to assist the goddess, and anoint the everliving shit out of these tits.
The rhythm of his thrusts became stilted and irregular. Gala resumed pumping her breasts up and down to aid his release... and release he did, moaning as if gut-punched as he unloaded his jism between her breasts and above, in spurt after spurt of offering. His knees genuinely buckled as his orgasm ended and he felt like the strings had been cut from underneath him. He stumbled backward and sat almost involuntarily, staring at the spattered and sticky edifices between which he had just been buried.
Gala slid forward and bent upon his still-hard rod, coated in much of his own sticky offering. She opened her mouth and slid his cock within for a moment, then released it, and licked up and down to clean the rest. She sat back on her heels and rose to her feet above him, smiling.
"I thought the goddess was a jealous goddess and didn't want to share her offerings," Tess observed with puckish sarcasm.
Anne looked at her and wiped a splotch of cum off her upper breast. "This isn't some major reconsecration. This is just a bribe in her service." She licked the finger clean before scooping up another splotch. "The Goddess is just going to have to share," she added, reaching out and slipping her cum-sodden finger into my wide-eyed wife's mouth as she passed on the way back to her seat, where she primly wiped her chest the rest of the way clean with a towel. Anne had seemed to put out a lot of hand towels at the start of the evening for some reason...
I struggled to work myself back into my pants while still staring at Anne, but had to give up. No way I was going to not watch myself as I zipped up. By the time I had restored order down there, Mark, the jerk, had tossed Anne her shirt. No one seemed to give a shit about that bra.
Holy fuck, that had been hot. My exhausted dick wanted to rest for a bit, but was clearly having trouble doing so, never quite managing to completely deflate inside my shorts.
And what was that shit with Anne sharing my jizz with Tess? I know it was a joke, but... fuuuuck.
It occurred to me to wonder, drawing a quiet grin to my face, why she hadn't offered a fingerful to Geri, who sat right there beside her on the couch. I'd certainly supplied enough to go around. Would Geri have objected? Was she put out that Anne didn't offer?
I shot another glance at Geri (never hard in that 'armor'). Shit. She was a little put out!
Maybe.
My imagination was a pervy place, I decided, not considering in the moment that my life, all our lives, were exceeding the limits of the imagination I had possessed but a month before.
I buckled down and concentrated, getting my big head in the game and giving the little one a rest finally. For almost 45 minutes, the game was normal D&D. The remaining townie stuff was taken care of, and the players decided to head out to investigate some rumors of evil off to north, far too close to the city for the good burghers' sleep.
The rumors turned out to be true. Duh. We had lots of fun as I threw a series of monstrous and supernatural versions of forest creatures at the party. It was nice to just concentrate on a little plain mayhem for a bit, and that went for everyone.
But horniness will always resurface when surrounded by good-looking people in a situation like this.
Listen to me. Like I have some kind of general, academic knowledge to expound upon about sex-LARP Cosplay D&D among couples. It was pretty fucking likely that this was the only situation like this on Earth.
I suppose that did mean that I had a comprehensive data set...
Anyway, the evening was not even near over yet, but the looks started to go back and forth. No sex had happened for a bit, and both Geri and Mark had not had a chance at anything yet that evening.
I was beginning to see a logistical problem I was going to have to address over the long-run. There were three couples. When I engineered things so that pairings were random or self-selecting, it would become common for spouses to be the leftovers together. We had plenty of time left that evening to find something... someone each for Mark and Geri, but I was thinking ahead to the future where there might be a scenario like this, but when we were short on time. Would I have to choose which partner would be... featured, and which would be left out? I could always make up for it in spades the next week, but still.
For the moment, I kind of selfishly wanted to observe Geri some more first.
The next fight that I threw at them was a swarm of monster bats. The nasty creatures attacked the party by surprise and presented an even bigger challenge than I had expected from them. They were fast, maneuverable, and their radar let them dodge hits really well. But I enjoyed describing them as fragile. When a player did hit one, it got messy. Since they were always flying over head when killed, blood and gore sprayed everywhere at random over the party.
All the players had to deal with hearing my gory descriptions of their character getting struck or sprayed with bio-shrapnel, usually from some other player's strike. There was much good-natured ribbing back and forth as the battle progressed. But I gradually ensured that more and more of the splashing blood landed on Frenoria as the battle progressed. Geri was getting mad. I was grinning gleefully.
The last kill of the last bat went to Frenoria herself. As her sword cleft it in twain, blood flowed down her blade and arm, and a final chunk of bat liver fell from above, slapping against Frenoria's lovely face.
"The warm organ meat clings to her cheek as she blinks the blood from both her eyes," I said with a broad grin. It begins to slide down her cheek slowly.
"She slaps it away in disgust," snapped Geri, indignant about my constant comments about her gross condition.
"Your blood-soaked hand leaves a long streak of new blood against your face as you brush the liver away." I described equably.
"Why am I the one you are picking on?" Geri growled, then cut herself off. She looked at me hard for a moment, then finally grinned. I just shrugged blandly back at her. There were a few snickers around the table as everybody got who was up next.
"Ah'm going back to that creek and warsh this blood off. Ah feel disgustin'," Geri said in Frenoria's rural tones. She rose fluidly from the couch and moved away from the rest of the group into the open space of the condo. "She knows how to navigate the woods, of course, so she quickly finds the stream. She choses it because it seems safe," she said to me, as if daring me to inflict some crazy woodsman (i.e., me) on her.
"Granted," I said. "But the fight with the bats carried your group a little further than you thought from the water, so you are probably out of earshot. You know to still be careful."
"Careful, huh?" Geri smirked. "Very well, I'll keep my sword on."
Geri had added a sword belt to her costume this week. The low leather belt slung around her hips, high over one, and low where the slightly convincing-looking wooden sword hung sheathed. It was a fantastic look, though slightly ruined by the fact that she has spent most of the evening sitting on the couch.
She did indeed keep her sword on, but she nonchalantly removed the top, and then the bottom of her chainmail bikini and stood there, naked in front of us all as we stared. She mimed washing and rubbing her body, paying special attention to her hair and her breasts, but not missing any... crevices where goo might have been. That sword belt hanging now from her slender, naked hips was almost out of control sexy.
"Time for some more LARPing," I murmured, mostly to myself.
"Ohh, I like that," exclaimed Anne quietly. She hadn't heard me refer to our own unique brand of role-play that way. A few others also murmured amused approval, but mostly we just watched where Geri was going.
Her naked-but-for-a-sword body was indeed making me ache to create a forest-dwelling NPC to find her, but I considered grumpily that she and I had gone (rather spectacularly) the prior week, and I had just had the last turn. It would be wrong to over-indulge myself, and besides, I kind of wanted to watch anyway. Craig should get the chance I knew he had been drooling over.
But for the moment, Geri was putting on a show, and everybody, guys and girls alike, were just watching in fascination as Frenoria stood there, cleaning bat guts off her lovely body. I wondered how long it would be until Craig took the opportunity I was giving him.
But looks had been exchanged behind me that I had not seen.
"Renault is concerned for Frenoria, out there alone," Mark said suddenly. "I will go stand by, near our ranger," he said in Renault's voice. "Should trouble arise, she should have help nearby."
"Oh yes," said Gala in a desert-dry voice. "Do go stand by... just in case."
"But take care to respect her modesty," added Shanora as Mark struggled out of the bean bag chair. "It would be a shame if you were to take anything else, thief." He shot her a grin.
Geri was resolutely intent on her character's ignorance of Renault's approach. The better, the more deeply performed the role-play was, the better, the more acceptable, and the hotter this all was.
"Renault moves through the woods with all the silence at his considerable command," Mark said, mincing his way around behind Geri.
"You hear her splashing in the stream as you approach," I said. "Do you peek, or respect her privacy?"
Mark just looked at me like I had asked whether or not he was going to let gravity continue to hold him to the earth. "Damned straight, Renault peeks," Mark said. "He stealthily moves to the edge of the stream where he can get a very good look, hidden in the bushes." Mark knelt down, staring at Geri mime washing herself unconcernedly. "He settles in to watch over her."
The two of them just knelt and stood there, about eight feet apart or so for a long moment.
One hand still massaging her breast, Frenoria's hand that was washing her belly slid lower and between her legs! In moments, we all heard the slick noise of her fingers probing herself eagerly. You could have heard a pin drop in the condo otherwise.
Suddenly, Frenoria, without pausing so much as an iota in her ablutions, and without looking backward toward Mark, said in her clear, clipped accent, "Ah know you are back there. Please don't think your stealth is a match for my forest senses... not out here in the woods themselves!"
Renault slipped to a knee, "Shit!" he said, caught.
She turned languidly around, both hands now rubbing her tits slowly, though, given the attention she had paid to them, they must have been quite clean by now. One had new fluids glistening on it.
They looked at each other.
Renault stammered, "I... I'm... I apologize. I had not meant to approach so close." He looked upward at her.
"You look as disgusting as I did," Frenoria just said with a light sneer. "Come in and get clean yourself."
Mark grinned and rose to take a step forward toward his wife. So this was going to happen. How was this, LARPing between a husband and wife, in several weird ways actually naughtier than our other little scenes?
"Stop!" said Frenoria. "For all the god's sakes, get undressed before you get in the water. If you get those leathers wet, it will be nine hells getting them off of you."
Geri stared at Mark challengingly. Apparently, she knew her husband well-enough to know what the rest of us now realized. He should have had the confidence of knowing he had the biggest dick among us, but he clearly was hesitant to just flat-out strip and show off in front of all of us. Did he have it in him to put on a tenth of the show his wife had?
All of us seemed to have hidden depths of both voyeurism and exhibitionism, or this kind of round-robin role-play would not work, but I felt pretty strongly that we varied widely at how which side was strongest. Geri clearly loved to show off. Mark clearly was conflicted on that front.



Renault stared at Frenoria for a moment or two, hesitating, before he yanked his shirt off over his head and dropped it to the floor. He just seemed to want to get the strip over with, like he could handle the nudity, but not the stripping. He hesitated with his hands at his waist.
Frenoria just shook her head and slid forward toward him. "Perhaps ah can help," she said, taking pity on him. Her hands went to his waistband and in slow, agonizingly sexy moves, divested him of his pants.
Now, I was hardly dying in anticipation of seeing Mark's curved phallus revealed again. I wasn't kinking that way, but watching Geri strip him was glorious.
I was pretty sure my wife's rapt attention was much more dick-oriented than mine... Good for her.
In the end, they stood there, both completely hairless from the neck down, Renault's long dick curving upward eagerly toward Frenoria. They were equal now--in nakedness, in height, and nearly so in fitness. It was almost sweet how hot the two of them were together. (Okay, I know Frenoria supposedly has a gloriously blonde elven bush down there, but I forgive myself for conflating details.)
She took a step backward into the water, and he followed involuntarily.
"You really are a mess," Frenoria said, as she began to run her hands over the thief's nakedness.
"Not so bad as you were," he replied.
"And how am I now?"
Renault ran a hand softly down her flank, then curled it up between her legs for a moment, drawing a quaver. "You look to have done a marvelous job," he said gently.
"Then I suppose we must do such a job on you..." Frenoria purred, her hands rubbing over his body. Renault let her work, idly caressing her body as she rubbed all over his. They stood there, caressing each other for a bit, though it should not surprise that she seemed to spend the majority of her efforts cleaning what was likely his least gore-encrusted protected part.
They also seemed to have a good sense of dramatic timing, as they did not linger like this for long, not letting our watching eyes even begin to relax. With a final tug of Renault's cock, Frenoria rested her hands on his shoulders and kissed him.
They got a bit carried away with the kiss, their bodies pressing together, his cock trapped against her abdomen. At last, they broke apart breathlessly. "You look good enough to eat," Geri said, barely hanging on to Frenoria's accent.
"That goes double for you," Renault leered. It almost broke their spell, as Geri giggled. Almost.
They both looked around, weighing their options. Still in Renault's arms, Frenoria pointed away from them at the large purple ottoman across the room. "Yonder rock, above the surface of the water and in the sun as it is, looks warm and inviting," she said to Renault.
He merely kissed her, and lifted her into his arms, effortlessly carrying her over to the rock.
Jesus.
Geri was sleek, but she was easily Mark's height and hardly bony. How strong was my friend, to lift and carry her so easily?
Renault laid her down on her back and she let herself splay out across the rock. He smiled, and moved to bend down between her legs. The ranger's eyes followed Renault as he sank between her legs, then those eyes and her whole head rolled back as his tongue extended softly and began to explore her hairless folds.
But the half-elf let herself enjoy but a single, involuntary moan before she lifted her head once more and reached out to tilt Renault's face up to gaze at her. "I said, you look good enough to eat, too."
His eyes widened and the two shared one of those wordless communications between spouses. Mark looked both excited and terrified. Geri looked reassuring, but she had to tug at him for a moment before the thief obeyed her silent command and moved around the rock. He climbed up upon it, with his knees astride Frenoria's face, shaft swaying above her lips. Then he bent forward, licking down her hard, smooth belly and once more between her legs.
Frenoria lifted a hand and clasped his member. She kissed the tip, then they both moved awkwardly for a few moments until they found the right position, and she opened her lips, accepting his cock between them, while her form stiffened from his renewed attentions below.
I felt Tess's hand reach out from her seat beside and behind me to grasp my thigh. I slumped backward in fascination.
God knows what Craig and Anne were up to. Normally, I spent almost as much time watching everybody's reactions to what went on as what was happening, but this time I wasn't wasting eye cycles on anybody but the husband and wife in front of us. They had placed themselves directly side-on to the group of us who watched. I was sure they had done that deliberately.
The two of them shifted as they pleasured each other. Renault kept his lips firmly against her sex, but his own hips twitched as Frenoria sipped and suckled at his length. He clearly did not know quite what do with himself. He kept succumbing to the urge to press down into the ranger's mouth. She would choke, and the thief would pull backward hastily. Then she would reach up and pull him back to her mouth. Her tongue caressed his tip, teased it, and led it back into her mouth.
Renaults jaw worked as he softly kissed, licked and probed Frenoria's sex. Her hips repeatedly would thrust up against his face, and soon they were undulating like a belly dancer's. Suddenly she desperately spat his cock from her lips and groaned loudly.
"Yes!" she called out. "Oh shit, yes! Go. Go... OhhhhAHHHOHHH!" She squirmed against his mouth, trembled, and let her hips collapse, sagging away from his attentions. Before Renault could follow her back down, she had wrapped both her hands around the base of his cock and taken the top several inches into her mouth once more.
She called out something to the thief that was hard to understand, but he got it. His head bent and his eyes sought hers down and underneath him. Her hands were clearly interposed over her mouth, but he knew what she wanted. He raised his hips and drove his cock back down into her grasp and her mouth. Her hands kept him from going deep enough to choke her again, but plenty of his dick was sliding in and out of her tightly pursed lips.
"Oh wow. Wow. Unnnnh!" He grunted, pumping now almost uncontrollably. "I'm..." his words were cut off by a delirious scream and we all could see that he was erupting down into Frenoria's mouth. He came hard, and he kept thrusting as he did, to the point that we all could see cum dribbling out the side of Frenoria's mouth. His hip spasms suddenly froze, he groaned again, and he rolled off her desperately, in an agony of over-stimulation. He went limp for just a moment, struggled to sit up, and then went limp again.
Frenoria did manage to struggle up, wiping jizz from her chin as she did so, and smiling down at him. We all sat in silence as they smiled at each other.
"Shit..." she said.
"I know," he breathed in response.
The game went on for a while after that, somehow getting hotter.
*
This time, on the ride home, we did talk about what had happened that evening. Some.
We chattered about things the others had done, practically breaking down Renault and Frenoria's sixty-nine like we were SportsCenter doing the highlights.
But we did not discuss what either of us had done.
In particular, we did not discuss the fact that Shanora had later fucked Renault. Thoroughly. And I had been utterly riveted.
In some ways I still was, as in I could have still driven rivets with my cock when we got home. I pulled Tess to me and kissed her hard. Very hard. Possessively. Some compartment of my mind marveled at that. Mostly. At the moment, I was intent on fucking her myself. My hand slid into her cleavage and grasped a glorious breast within, softly pinching the nipple. Tess drew her breath in audibly, and I went to push the dress off her shoulder on that side.
She kissed me again, just as hard, but then pushed me away. "I need a shower. I still feel sticky."
"Oh, you are going to be sticky all right," I growled with a smile, still working the shoulder off her dress.
She laughed. "Yes, but I don't want to start out that way." She pulled free of my embrace and headed for our bedroom, leaving me standing there empty-handed. She looked over her shoulder, "You need a shower too."
In minutes, the hot water was cascading over both of us from the twin shower heads we had installed. Both of our bodies were slick and slippery with soap, and I was pressing myself against her back, rigid member nestling against her ass. My hands reached around her, filled themselves to over-flowing with those magnificent tits.
She rocked her hips, rubbing her glutes along my length and making me groan.
"Fuck me," she whispered.
"I intend to," I replied.
"Now," she said.
"Here?" Neither of us much preferred full-on sex in the shower. It was great for foreplay, but the geometry was not great for intercourse. We could manage it, but it was almost a chore.
"Now. Fuck me now, here in the shower. We can make love for the rest of the night, but fuck me now," Tess said almost urgently.
I realized that it would not be a chore tonight.
I turned her around to face me and leaned her backward against the tiled wall. I dropped one hand to grasp a slick, soapy thigh and lift it upward, bending my legs as I did so. My cock found its way unerringly to her opening, and slid in almost without thought, even as she wrapped that lifted leg up and around behind me. The hot water running down our bodies suddenly felt almost chilled in comparison to the magical heat inside her.
Tess pushed herself up onto the ball of her foot that was on the ground, and I lifted the thigh I held higher. My legs remained bent into a slight crouch as I began to pump into her.
See? Uncomfortable and geometrically difficult. Probably not safe on a slippery tile floor, either.
It also was not going to last long. Both of us were incoherent within moments as we coupled. I was hammering into her in only a few strokes and she was crying out.
I was already going to come. It wasn't premature ejaculation, however, because Tess was getting there just as fast.
The whole thing could not have lasted three minutes before I exploded inside her, shouting in involuntary reaction to the power of my release. My wife shrieked back in reply, her body thrashing about in her answering orgasm. She shook so wildly, I slipped free, unhorsed if you will.
We both somehow kept our feet on the wet tile, but it was a close thing.
Holy fuck.
Tess grabbed my face and kissed me again, moving our heads directly under one shower head. I loved kissing her that way. We broke off before drowning. "There," she said to me with a smile. "We are clean, and we will be able to think when we get into bed and get down to some serious sex."
My wife is brilliant, don't you think?
Almost two hours later, our bedsheets so tangled and disheveled that they mostly hung on the floor, just one corner still clinging to the top of the mattress somehow. I was mounting her from behind. Her face and chest pressed into the mattress, only her hips pushed upward. I knelt between her legs, gifted with the perfect angle to drive into her. We were in a rhythm, now. There was no frantic thrusting, just an easy, ecstatic rocking that let us each enjoy the other.
Then I felt shudders run through her, and I marveled that she might be nearing coming yet again. But then she tensed, growled into the mattress, and slapped the bed with a hand. "Oh for crying out loud," she said, suddenly upset. "What are we doing?"
I slowed immediately. "I think it's pretty clear," I answered softly, making a jest but knowing that we were about to take a pause. Hopefully, just take a pause. I halted my effort, lowering myself downward to lie gently across her back and press us both down flat on the mattress. I left myself fully inside her, resting there, intimate but patient.
"You know what I mean," she said, no heat in her reply. She took a deep breath, "John," she said her voice stressed but not crying, "I fucked another man tonight. Right in front of you. And right in front..."
"Shanora fucked Renault," I corrected her gently, with a smile in my voice.
"Oh, don't give me that bullshit. You do know it is bullshit, right?" she snapped. "That was Mark's big cock inside me... Not yours," she added almost faintly.
"Of course I know," I said. "I'm not delusional. I know exactly what happened. You and Mark had some amazing sex. And it was excruciatingly hot to watch. I was dying how turned on I was, and I can tell you, Geri was too. Craig and Anne looked like they were watching Episode Four for the first time."
"But you were right there..." Tess said in a small voice.
"And. That. Is. What. Makes. It. All. Right." I said, punctuating each word with a long but soft thrust. I stopped myself from continuing, or I'd have lost control because she felt so good.
"You were not cheating with Mark. I did not cheat with Anne. It's a game. And the rules of the game are clear. We are playing characters in a story we are writing. We are doing it differently, marvelously differently, than most people." I felt Tess flex her muscles around my cock as I spoke. I groaned a little at the stimulation.
"Yes. The rules of it only being role-playing makes it just barely safe enough that I can relax and enjoy myself," I said. "And we aren't just partnering up and going off to fuck each others spouses. We aren't going home with each other. We aren't seeing each other on nights off. We are performing for each other, have you noticed?"
"Of course, I've noticed," Tess sighed. "And it's such a turn-on, isn't it?" she added, not wanting to let go of her sudden doubts.
"Oh yeah. The rules make it controlled. The watching makes it hot... Or the performing. Or both," I went on. "We are all apparently show-offs... and watchers, to varying degrees for each of us." I ground my dick into her softly. "I'm pretty sure I'm more focused on watching than being watched. That is the part of the performance that makes me hottest. It's obvious Geri's the opposite, have you noticed? She can't wait to step up and be seen."
"I think that I'm more that way too," sighed Tess. "It is so exciting to feel everyone's eyes on me... especially your eyes." She mused for a moment, then I felt her giggle silently beneath me. "But don't tell me just watching me with Mark had you more turned on than when you were coming all over Anne's big, fucking beautiful, fake tits tonight! That was a lot of amazing cum, mister."
"Ha!" I laughed. "I didn't say that! There is the turn on from the sex itself, and the turn on from the performance. I meant that I get more from watching than being watched. But as for Gala and the smith," I added, once more punctuating my words with thrusts, "Oh. Fuck. Yeah. That. Was. Hot."
My hips were not going to allow themselves to be slowed any longer, and I grunted happily as I drove into my wife in deep, accelerating strokes. My mouth still wanted to talk, though. "What did... you think while... we did... that?"
"That you looked like a goddamned... oh wow... stallion," Tess ground out into the mattress. Her hips thrust up and backward against my hips, and I shifted back to my knees to accommodate the new angle. My fingers dug into her ass. "And..." Tess gasped, "I was so wet I almost came, sitting there, without even touching myself."
"We are going to fix that frustration right here," I laughed, quickening my pace, though we were both a ways from finishing.
"I also thought," Tess added, lifting her face to be more audible, her need to speak about things continuing, but with rapidly increasing enthusiasm, "that her tits are better than mine. How do they feel?"
"They are not better than yours..." I started to say, getting a little breathless.
Tess rocked her hips and interrupted. "Bullshit, I've always seen how you check them out every time they first bounce into the room."
"I check out Geri's tits too," I protested, in what even at that moment seemed like an odd defense. I leant forward and snaked my hands under Tess to grasp her big, warm, wonderful breasts and squeeze them hungrily. "I like tits, especially yours. Or hadn't you noticed?"
My wife laughed. "I had. Unnh. Did you want me to wrap mine around that... cock of yours? You and I haven't done that in a while."
"Oh God, yes," I gasped. "But... not right now." My strokes were getting harder and my belly was slapping audibly against her ass. "Maybe... tomorrow when we... ohhhhh... take another shower? Please?"
Tess laughed and pushed back against my strokes.
"How," I gasped, "am I looking forward to that so much, in the middle of this?"
Mark seemed to be right. Talking about what had happened with the others seemed to add to the riled up fun back home.
"So, how good is Craig with his tongue?" I asked, trying to affect a sly conversational tone while feeling myself slipping into the slow, breathless ramp-up to release.
"Ohhhhh," moaned Tess, once more burying her face into the bed. I slammed into her a few more times, wondering if she would decide to reply. "I'm sorry, darling. You take me places no one else could, just because it is you... but Craig knows things. That was... oh fuck, harder please! That was crazy."
That little piece of info, that Craig ate pussy better than me, should have made me jealous, but instead, it made me come.
I don't often get taken by surprise when an orgasm hits early, but when I do, it is always an awesome example of the genre, and this was no exception. My balls just went off without any definite warning, like firecrackers, and my cock crammed itself inside Tess, bursting down and into her body beneath me with more jizz than I had any reason to expect to be left in me after all the entire night's activities. My hands spasmed as they clutched desperately at her tits.
My sudden, thrilling release made Tess jerk beneath me and in but a thrust or two more, she was coming too. Her face pressed into the mattress the hardest yet, but I could still hear her scream of release loudly. And then she screamed again. And again.
My cock, in the space of a few thrusts, went from transcendently happy to almost begging for mercy. I rolled off Tess in near desperation, and the delicious agony passed. She rolled over onto her back and smiled at me. I smiled back and we both panted for breath.
Then I slid over to lie atop her again. Kissing her deeply, I slid my still-hard shaft back inside her.
"You can't be... ready for more," Tess gasped, still quavering and nearly exhausted.
I kissed her again. "No, I just want to lie here like this until I soften," I chuckled, lifting a hand to toy once more with a breast.
Spoiler alert: I never softened. Not that time round.
----------
Thanks for continuing this tale. As always, thanks for your kind votes, favorites and follows. Mostly, I really want to hear in the comments how this ridiculous, implausible tale is going in your mind! The next installment should be posted soon, so stay tuned!
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Dungeons and Dicks: Chapter Three--The New Expansion Set
"We'll take the checks, please," I said.
"Just to be sure, how are we splitting them again?" our round-faced, overly-tattooed, and obviously not very observant server asked.
"My lady and me," Martin said, pointing back and forth between himself and Penny, "and the two of them."
"Unless you'd rather do it the other way," Martin smirked at me as the server headed off.
"No deal," I said. "Tess didn't have desert."
We all shared a more enthusiastic laugh than the jokes merited, but a second bottle of Malbec will do that.
"Listen," Martin went on, "It has been great getting to know you guys better without sports blaring in the background and twenty other people pressing against us. Our house is pretty much on the way home for you. Can we talk you into stopping by for one more drink... one that doesn't cost 78 bucks a bottle?"
"I'm good with that," I said. "How about you, Tess?"
My lovely wife pursed her lips in consideration. "I'm already planning on sleeping in a little tomorrow... Let's do it. I'd love to see your house," she added to Penny.
"You'll love it..." Penny replied, smiling, "in about another six months. We have been slow to furnish the place, so there is a lot of old IKEA stuff being put to use."
"Ha!" Tess snorted. "Our IKEA couch in our living room is five years old."
"See? I told you we don't need a new couch," Martin said almost peevishly.
Oops. We had hit one of those little, sensitive nerves in everybody's marriages. Hopefully their car ride home would not put them in a bad mood...
In the car, Tess said, "I like them, actually. It has been a while since we met anybody new worth hanging out with."
"I'm honestly happy with the various groups of friends we have now," I shrugged, "but I agree. They both make me smile, and there is something to be said for some people to hang out with who aren't part of one group or another."
"Yes, and we are starting to need some replacements here or there," Tess added. "Rob and Alice have gone radio-silent. And what about Claude and Tanisha? We haven't played tennis with them since their baby either. It's been two years at least."
"If we ever run out of friends, we can just have a baby of our own and join the playdate social circle," I laughed.
"Yeah, well, in order to keep our options open, I say we make some new friends," Tess said firmly.
"Done," I said. We fist-bumped as I drove.
I had punched their address into the GPS, but I still tried to follow Penny as she drove them back to their house. I thought I had lost her once, but I caught back up at a light. The house we pulled up to was on the same lines as ours, same basic size, same level of neighborhood, same kind of middle-suburban location. It wasn't quite 'on the way home' to our house, but it was close enough.
We had first met Martin and Penny, our potential social circle expansions, by accident at a crowded sportsbar, when we and they had simultaneously dove for the same open end of a communal table that had just become unoccupied. In the uncomfortable stand-off, I had suggested that we let the ladies have the two open stools, and we guys could stand. I was just trying to settle the tiny conflict, and had not intended to open up a conversation with them, but while Martin and I were watching different baseball games on the leventy-seven various TVs in the joint, Penny and Tess had started talking. Eventually, they dragged us into the conversation as well.
Three beers, a plate of nachos that were an utter fail, and a tragic ninth-inning loss for the Cubbies later, we had possibly found some new friends. Martin and I were in the same basic industry, but working for non-competitors. It was nice to be able to talk shop without actually talking shop. Penny and Tess discovered that they both worked out at the same Orange Theory fitness center. At some point, while I was watching five runs in the ninth ruin my evening, Tess persuaded Penny to try changing her workout time to join the class Tess religiously attended.
Tess loved that class because the instructor, Ted, was 'a dish', and 'hot as fuck', and she tended to want every female she encountered who exercised to take his classes. She was an evangelist. Not a worshiper of Ted, let me stress, just an evangelist.
Since that night where we first all met, Penny had also become a fan of Ted, and friends with Tess.
I'd seen Ted. He deserved his fan base. I hoped he made good money off it.
*
Oddly, it had been Ted who had been the spark for my one discrete crisis of confidence in our early days of LARPing with our closest friends. Tess and I tend to process our doubts, insecurities, and puzzles in life differently. I usually work out my thoughts in more or less real time. I deal with them as they happen, deciding to accept or reject events or opportunities as they present themselves, and figuring out how in general to do that as I go. The thing is, I try not to let issues build up. Tess is usually much more 'in the moment,' ready to take risks or opportunities as they present themselves. But she saves up her doubts about things and then springs them on me, or more to the point, on herself in big batches at a later time. Every major, serious conversation that she and I had had over the months as our D&D games with Craig, and Anne, and Mark, and Geri had evolved, sprang from Tess feeling the need to process a whole batch of emotions or doubts or just experiences.
All except the one time. She had come home from a sweat session at the gym, led of course by Ted. I was home early, and found myself benefitting rather mightily from her prior hour getting sweaty while staring at Ted's muscular form in her spin class.
Upon discovering me, Tess had me lying on my back on the floor of my office, both of us naked from the waist down, with my dick thrust up inside her. She smelled gloriously of the musky aroma of fresh sweat, and she was quickly, breathlessly sweating again from the vigor with which she rode me. Even in the sturdy sports bra that she always wore to the gym, that she had to wear to the gym, her magnificent rack swayed over me.
She came amazingly fast, clearly needing the release. My wife wanted an orgasm, and she wanted it immediately. But she also knew how to deliver, and she sent waves of pleasure down into me below her. As she swiftly showed signs of an impending orgasm, I relaxed and let my own bodily reactions swell without worrying about extending things.
She slammed down on me, pausing with me fully within her as she groaned in a long, low, growl of pleasure, then rocked back and forth on me, moaning louder and louder. The sight of her face flushing so darkly as blood rushed through it, her eyes half-lidding with pleasure, and her quivering, sweaty, still partially-clothed flesh, all combined with the spasming of her internal folds, brought me over as well and I fountained up inside her, setting off a final wave of pleasure from Tess.
I gasped at she softly rolled off of me in exhaustion. After the kind of workout Ted habitually leads, I was a little surprised that she had had the energy to fuck me at all, much less that frenzied attack.
Ted.
It was Ted. He had her even more horny than exhausted.
"Fucking Ted!" I almost shouted, springing up to a sitting position beside Tess, actually glaring down at her gorgeous, exhausted form. For once it was me who was having lots of different, unprocessed thoughts crashing together and overloading my ability to keep my cool.
Tess was definitely not used to me sounding panicky, and she absolutely was not used to me being angry with her. I mean, we squabble like any married couple, but this was quite different. I was fight or flight-level pissed. "What is the matter darling?" she asked me, with sudden concern. She wasn't concerned for herself, despite my rage, but for me. That tiny revelation seeped into my head and let me at least stop spiraling. But I still held onto the anger I had already built.
"Fucking Ted!" I spat again. "You came through that door just now with a major head of steam built up. If I had not been home when you got here, you would have yanked your plastic pinch-hitter out of the drawer as fast as you dropped my pants, wouldn't you?"
Tess's weak, confused smile told me my answer. "Yeah, but I hit the jackpot," she said, indicating me, "and am way happier for it."
"But in a perfect world, I would have been Ted, right?" I ground out.
"You know Ted is gay, right?" Tess said drily.
I had not, in fact, known that Ted was gay. It had never mattered enough for Tess to mention it. The rational part of my mind also filed this away as comforting. The rest of me just snarled, "But in a perfect world, he would not be!"
"His husband might not think that," Tess murmured, in a brief flash of amusement. "Come on, darling," she went on comfortingly, cutting off another explosion, "you know Ted is just my coach. Sure, he's a delight to look at, and that makes it a lot easier to do the work, but you, of all people, have nothing to worry about from him."
"Why?" I snapped. "Because I, of all people, have a wife who is fucking two much better-looking guys already?"
That stopped us both cold.
Apparently, I had issues beyond Ted that I was processing.
Tess suddenly embraced me, not passionately, but warmly, reassuringly, almost possessively. Neither of us said a word until she finally released me. My anger was gone, but left in its wake was a jagged tangle of fears and insecurities. And shame. Lots of different kinds of shame.
"Darling," Tess said firmly. "I am not fucking Craig or Mark."
"Yeah, yeah, I know. Shanora is fucking Renault and Sir Tyrian, I know. I came up with that rule, remember? I'm the one..."
"I mean," Tess said, cutting me off. "I'm not fucking them any more. Remember? Either of us has doubts, we punch out. Over. Kaput."
"No!" My shout was surprisingly loud and firm, even to me.
"Darling..."
"No, please." I said with a sigh. "I'm not upset about what we are both doing. Really. We both have, we all have fun... amazing fun. And... and..." I flailed for words. "Let me think for a second." I discarded Ted and his glistening, suddenly gay abs, and things got a little clearer. "Listen, Tess. Most everything about what we do on Saturday nights just makes me love you more, want you more, and feel more secure with you. I know I'm your guy. I know you are my girl. And holy shit, seeing you demonstrate how fucking lucky I am makes me hot."
"And sexing up Anne and Geri is a nice side benefit," Tess said sardonically.
"Yes," I said flatly. "Yes, it fucking is!"
We grinned at each other for a moment, before I clouded up again.
"So, what is the problem?" Tess asked, not frustrated, but concerned.
"I... I think I'm just having to come to grips with being the Plain Jane of our group. You five are all so amazing looking. Mark is all ripped, and dangerous, and... big dicked," I was interrupted by a snort that was definitely not of denial. "And Craig is just so fucking handsome," I ground out.
"Did you know he was a model in college?" Tess interjected calmly.
"You are not helping," I literally whined. "You are making my point. And here I have to also accept that you drool over goddamned Ted, too..."
"Are you really this clueless?" my wife asked, now frustrated. "Yes, I will admit, you are not as easy on the eyes as either of them. And you sure aren't as pretty to look at as Ted."
"Sounds like I am that clued in," I grumped. "I'm not the poster boy that the rest of the men in my wife's life are. None of them are going bald!" I'm 31, and I have a widow's peak forming rapidly. It is not fair.
"You are the most attractive man I know," Tess said, cutting me off. "Simple looks by themselves aren't everything, and you really are a plenty fine-looking man. But you, John Mason, have that It Thing--the whole Men Want to be You, Women Want to be With You, and it is not because of your looks, which are right good, dammit."
"Spoken like a wonderful, loving spouse," I muttered.
"Spoken like someone who watches her friends get excited when they know they are coming up with you," Tess said with a hard voice. "In real life, just like in D&D, charisma isn't just looks. We'd all follow you, we all do already, and we all enjoy it." She paused. "Look, we three women genuinely do only want to Make Love to our own husbands. That's part of the magic of all this. But all three of us are equally happy to LARP with all three of you equally. And privately, I think all three of us may be happiest to LARP with you."
"Really?" I said. It is hard to remain insecure and angry under that kind of ego stroking.
"Don't get cocky. The margin, if it exists, is small,"Tess laughed. "But you really do have the It Factor, hubby. Hell, the one time I forgot my phone and you brought it to me at Orange Theory, I can tell you, Ted was for certain eye-fucking you a little."
"Okay, we are done talking about Ted!"
*
Since that meltdown that was so out of character for me, I'd been able to return to processing details as they came. And Tess was largely past her own moments of accumulated doubt. The only one of her own that she had suffered since The Ted Thing had been when she suddenly freaked out about if she should shave herself like Geri.
I had fought hard to reassure her on that front. I personally adore her neatly trimmed little bush. But privately, I didn't want her angsting about shaving herself like Geri, lest she decide that I needed to do it too, like Mark...
I was quite glad to be over my insecurities about my appearance before Martin showed up in our lives.
*
Martin travels a lot during the week for his job. Tess's and my weekends are fairly rigorously booked, so this evening had been the first time we could get together as a foursome and let Martin and me get to know each other.
He and I both knew going in that we had no option but to like each other, if we knew what was good for us. Fortunately, we did anyway. He's a good bit older than Tess and me, at about 40. He is in the same kind of 'lift regularly while not making a huge deal of it' shape that I am, and the only real signs he's no longer thirty-something are the distinguished strands of silver that decorate his hair. And fuck him for that hair. It is rich, and wavy, and hasn't receded an inch. Just... fuck him.
Penny, on the other hand, is younger than us--in her late twenties. "He met me a week after I turned 25," Penny had explained earlier that evening. "I claim that means he is just barely not a cradle robber."
"Uh huh," Tess had observed. "And what do your parents claim, Penny?"
"We will not discuss my father's views on the subject," Penny had replied, with a quelling voice and a twinkle in her eye.
We parked on the street out front, while Penny pulled her BMW into the garage. Martin popped out and hustled through the house, opening the front door for us before we reached it.
As he ushered us in, Penny sailed in from the garage and headed purposefully toward the kitchen. "There had better be clean wine glasses, Martin, or I will beat you senseless for inviting people over without having done the dishes," she called as she went by, not slowing for an answer.
Turns out there were indeed clean glasses. They were presented to us filled with a nice Australian Malbec from a screw top bottle with a rational price tag. It tasted just as good to me as the bottles with dinner, but then I have often been told I'm a barbarian by my wine-snob of an older brother.
We took the tour of the house, which was in a helluva lot more finished condition than ours had been six months after we had moved in. Clearly, they both were proud of it, though they didn't like to boast. It was a lovely evening, and we went out to the back yard. Tess and Penny walked around the tiny pool, highlighted by the mottled light projected up from the water. They were deep into a conversation about gardening, which is not my area of expertise or interest. I haul mulch when and where directed. Martin had similar inclinations.
I'll admit our conversation drifted into silence as we watched the girls in the beautifully lit darkness. Tess looked her usual lovely self, dressed in flowing but body-defining slacks and a tight, long-sleeved blouse with just a touch of tasteful cleavage. It was made of just lightweight enough fabric to not be too hot on a night that offered a small, sadly brief break from the summer heat.
Penny was almost equally nice to look at, I considered. She was a short little firecracker, just over five feet tall. She had a tiny but round little ass, and a tiny waist to go with the rest of her general tininess. Her breasts did not appear to be tiny, but that was just in relation to the rest of her form. In real terms, I figured my hands would...
That was enough consideration of my new friend's wife, I thought. She had no rule-bound alter ego to make it acceptable.
Martin looked at me consideringly for a moment. He seemed to almost shrug to himself. "That is a mighty fine ass," he said in general tones.
Huh? That was... slightly unusual. Accurate, regardless of who he meant, but kind outré for a chill guy like Martin.
I shrugged, humor defuses right? "Which one," I snorted.
He laughed.
"I mean, take your pick," I went on. Our wives were hot. It was weird to discuss it, but the truth was the truth.
"I'd love to," Martin replied slowly, easily, still staring in our women's direction. "Wouldn't you?"
"Excuse me?" I blurted. It wasn't a hostile challenge, but I wanted any confusion settled right away. Because I was confused. Take my pick of asses?
"Shit," I thought I heard him mutter. He turned hastily to me and spoke in hushed tones. "Three bottles of wine has me just a titch too open, and far out ahead of myself." He stared at me, suddenly nervous. "Um, look, I've already fucked up, so I'll just blurt this out. Back in Los Angeles, Penny and I had lots of friends. Casual friends, good friends, and... special friends." He pursed his lips. "This is hardly an appropriate time to talk about this... we all just barely know each other... but since my drunk-ass tongue has taken me down this road... Um..." He licked lips that seemed suddenly dry. "First and foremost, this subject is totally separate from why we think you guys are great, but... Listen, if you have any interest in The Lifestyle, present or future, Penny and I have some experience, and I can assure you, the interest. If you guys are not interested, please don't freak out. It isn't everything we are, just an occasional part."
He had the look of a man whose main concern was having done something to piss off his wife. I have experienced that feeling myself.
'The Lifestyle'?
I'm not a stupid man, and I have obvious reasons to understand what he was talking about, but I had just never heard the term used in the way he obviously meant it, and I took a second or two to track.
When everything clicked into place in my conscious mind, I successfully stifled a deep, rich, delightedly evil laugh. Instead, I just winked at Martin and clapped him on the shoulder. "Two things. First, I'm flattered, not pissed, so stop worrying. Second, sorry, but Tess and I are just not swingers." It wasn't a lie. We were LARPers, but not swingers. That made it astronomically different, as far as I was concerned.



Martin blew out a breath.
"And third," I told him earnestly. "I will not tell Tess what you suggested," I was lying through my teeth about that. Tess was going to bust a gut. I'd never deny my wife such a laugh, any more than I would fail to inform her of something so significant about our new buddies.
We went back to our wine and to safer subjects. I definitely tried to check out Penny a little less. Tried.
In about fifteen minutes, we followed the wives back inside, where they set about looking for a gardening book Penny wanted to lend to Tess among the cardboard moving boxes that still nearly filled their second bedroom. The third box did not reveal the gardening book, but Tess suddenly shouted, "Hey!" and reached in, withdrawing a copy of the Dungeons & Dragons Player's Handbook, version 3.5. "You guys know D&D?" she asked in surprise. Suffice to say, Martin and Penny did not come across as fantasy nerds on the surface any more than Tess or I.
"You've heard of it?" Martin answered.
"We play every week," Tess replied before thinking better of that revelation. "Um, it's why we are never available on Saturdays."
"Sweet," Penny exclaimed. Then she paused. "I mean, um, Martin and I played with a regular group twice a month back in LA. I don't suppose you have room in your group, do you?" She looked almost scared the moment she spoke. I almost snorted to myself. Penny was possibly more dismayed at herself for asking for an than Martin had been after his little pass.
Had Penny known he was going to bring the subject of swinging up with me? I was betting yes, if maybe not aware of his timing.
Tess looked at me, almost trapped. I looked back blankly, but with a chuckle in my soul. "Oh guys..." Tess said, now casting me a nasty look because I was putting this on her to respond. "We have a pretty tight-knit group that has been playing together for years, um..."
"Say no more," Martin put in easily. "We know how hard it is to bring in new blood. I've given the 'there really isn't room' speech myself, twice," he added, reassuringly. He and Penny traded shrugs. "But we'll be friends regardless, I hope," he said, shooting me a quick glance, "and if anyone moves away or gets run over by a bus, we'd love to fill the void."
"Great," Penny grumped. "Now if one of their friends dies under mysterious circumstances, we will be the prime suspects."
The rest of the bottle was drunk in easy conversation about other subjects.
I drove us carefully home. We should have UBERed, but we were close, and... well... On the way, Tess moaned about letting slip we had a D&D game going. "I hope I didn't hurt their feelings too much. Dammit, it is so cool that they play D&D, and I can only imagine how we'd feel if we moved somewhere new and had no one to play with," she babbled guiltily. "But it really is impossible. I mean, it is always so awkward for any established group to bring in new players. And as for us..." she finished, with almost fey amusement.
I drove in silence for a moment. "Oh, I think they might manage to fit in better than you might think."
"Ha. Ha. Ha," Tess said snarkily. "Yes, they are both good-looking. Yes, you and I caught each other checking out their respective asses." I had not, in fact, caught her checking out Martin's backside. But the revelation didn't surprise me. "But that is not the same thing as..."
"All I'm saying," I said, lazily overriding her again, "is that Martin's tongue got a little loosened by all the wine and he let slip that he and Penny, separate from wanting to be friends, have an interest in him fucking you while I did the same to her."
"What?"
"Not in so many words at first, but he was pretty direct once he let it slip and I cross-examined him. They have some experience with The Lifestyle."
Look at me, throwing around a new phrase like I've always known it.
"Wow. What did you say?" Tess asked me, concern in her voice.
"I told him in, quite truthfully, and in these exact words, 'We just are not swingers'."
She looked at me.
"We don't swing. We LARP," I said definitively. She nodded at that. The distinction was important to all of us in our group.
"And then I go and haul out that Player's Manual," laughed Tess. "You must have been busting a gut!"
"I think I drew blood, biting my lip," I admitted. "I wanted to say something so bad. But I knew if I'd said what I wanted to, 'Martin, buddy, Tess and I truly aren't swingers, but we do participate in a Cosplay Sex-LARP D&D variant campaign', it would have given him a coronary."
Tess laughed, then fell silent as we drove. I waited. She was thinking about Martin and Penny. And Martin...
"It might be worth exploring, but I just don't see how it could..."
"I have an idea," I said.
*
The next morning, after Tess and I ensured that we were on the same page when sober, I brought up our big group text thread.
ME: So we have a pair of new friends we met a month ago. Found out last night that they are long-time D&D players
After about a minute, Craig responded.
CRAIG: Did you have to give them the 'We don't really have room in the campaign' and 'It's a very tight-knit group' speeches?
ME: Yes to both.
CRAIG: Anne's with me and says, 'Can you imagine?'
GERI: Exactly.
ME: Actually... I think you guys ought to meet them.
That brought no response for a few minutes.
ANNE: Why?
ME: Mostly because they are cool, and I think you'd like them on general principals.
ME: But also because Tess and I both think that they are probably pretty good D&D players.
GERI: John, are you high?
ME: I wish. No good pot since Colorado.
ME: I just believe that they might fit in with us better than you might think... given that they already propositioned Tess and me, independent of the D&D issue.
GERI: WHAT!?!?
ANNE: [Shocked Face Emoji][Shocked Face Emoji][Shocked Face Emoji][Shocked Face Emoji][Shocked Face Emoji] (She must have opened her own phone)
CRAIG: No shit! What did you say?
ME: That we aren't swingers.
The LOLs and emojis were strong in response to that.
CRAIG: True though.
ME: Exactly.
GERI: It would be cruel to suggest it and then find out that some of us don't like them as much as you.
ME: That is my thought. Here's my plan. Like I said, I think you all ought to meet them regardless of the D&D issue. They are cool. This heat wave hits Thursday. How about Saturday we take a game break and go to the water park instead? I'll invite them to come. We specifically don't tell them that this is the D&D group. If everyone, absolutely everyone, is actively interested after that, I'll invite them to come the next Saturday.
There was radio silence, just a [typing now] symbol or two appearing and disappearing for a bit.
GERI: I could use a trip to the waterpark, even if it means I have to give up a week of D&D
CRAIG: Aw, that's sweet, Geri. And I'm up for it.
ANNE: Me too.
TESS: Obviously John and I are up for it.
MARK: So let's ask the important question: Are they good looking?
GERI: I guess that means that Mark is a provisional go. He is currently puttering around out in the garage... where he will now be living after that text.
TESS (replying to Mark): Oh my [Wink Emoji]
About half an hour later, the thread revived again.
ANNE: If we invite them to D&D, how will you tell them about the LARP?
ME: *IF* we find them acceptable, I was just going to invite them to come play.
ME: Then, I figure we just let them find out the rest naturally...
MARK: You are as evil outside the dungeon as you are in it.
ME: BWAHAHAHAHA!
ME: [GRUE ANIMATED GIF, PLOTTING]
MARK: Geri, will you PLEASE unlock the garage door?
MARK: Oops. Sorry, wrong thread.
*
The water park had been a brilliant idea, if I do say so myself.
First off, the weather had gotten beastly hot, beastly fast, so the water slides, lazy river, and wave pool had felt great. More importantly, it had turned out to be an ideal scenario for everybody, Tess and I included, to get to know Martin and Penny better. Each couple pretty much stayed together as a pair, shared inner tubes, etc., but the couples as a whole met up and split up pretty organically the entire day, depending on who wanted to ride what slides, or who wanted to soak up some sun.
We might all float a lap around the lazy river together, chatting back and forth as the currents mixed us up; then Martin and Penny and Craig and Anne would head off to The Anaconda while the rest of us went to The Racer for some head-to-head speed. By the end of the day, it had required no effort to give each couple plenty of quality time hanging out with Penny and Martin in one or more of the always too long lines at the park. Everybody got along... as long as we guys stayed away from Martin's perverted and disgusting love for the Dodgers.
And let's face it. All day at the waterpark in bathing suits was a good way for everybody to make sure they were attracted to the two of them. Not to be shallow and get locked out in Geri's garage with Mark, but there was no point is disrupting our good thing if Penny and Martin did not make it worthwhile for everyone.
Since I apparently had already passed muster, I had no doubts that we were all decent enough looking to appeal to Penny and Martin. My recent bout of insecurity aside, as groups of friends go, we are the Ross, Chandler, Joey, Monica, Rachel, and Phoebe of D&D players.
And, reassurances also aside, I'm telling you... I'm Ross.
And even before I got a look at them at the waterpark, it was obvious to me that Martin and Penny would fit right in with us, looks-wise. Both had Los Angelenos' obsession with tans, and must have joined a tanning parlor since they moved our way six months ago, as each was still bronzed quite beautifully.
Martin, as I said, had a similar build to me--six feet tall, and with the same basic 'in shape but not buff' level of fitness. The difference, of course, was that he looked like that at forty, not thirty like me. I felt like a Poplar tree next to his Oak... or maybe Redwood, considering his tan.
Mark and I both looked more youthful, more supple the girls might say, than Martin did. He looked more rugged and serene, with his faint creases here and there. Craig, between us all in age, either had the best or worst of both looks, depending on your view. Most days, I'd say he got the best. I'm not sure that he'd agree. Craig is pretty humble, or maybe insecure, about how handsome he is.
Penny just looked fucking great in a bathing suit. Simple as that. Sadly, she was clearly a waterpark veteran, and knew how to select a one-piece suit that would stay in place on all the slides. One piece it may have been, but it still left little to speculation about her generally tasty little figure.
As the afternoon grew late, the heat was not letting go. Martin and Penny were the first to beg off, which was convenient of them. "This old man is not in shape for walking up and down stairs all day in the heat, cool water or no," Martin said when we encouraged them to hang out longer. "I need a shower, a healthy meal," he glowered in the direction of one of the many terrible refreshment options at the park, "and to binge some Game of Thrones." The look he cast Penny's way said he needed something else that he wasn't mentioning out loud. I was more than fine with his reticence to make that sentiment public. Public Discretion: Check off another box for approval.
With handshakes among the guys, and hugs by Penny with all the women, the two of them headed off to their lockers and then home.
"So, what does everybody think?" Craig said with a smile.
"I'd like to hold all opinions until we have all slept on it," I put in quickly. "If anyone has interesting factual observations to share, let's hear them, by all means. But we hardly need to make any decisions right now."
There was general agreement to that plan, and we all grabbed frozen margaritas and hopped into the adult's only lazy river for a float and chat.
"He's a legit nerd," Mark said. "I avoided D&D of course, but we went at it pretty good about Dune and Blade Runner."
"I got that feeling about him, too," Craig added. "Just a heads up, but he'd rather talk Kirk and Spock than Luke and Leia."
"And Penny also knows her stuff," Anne said. "She's the one driving the Game of Thrones thing. They waited to watch it until now because Martin didn't even finish the first book, back before the show even came out. She's forcing him to watch with her now because she has serious Jon Snow Disease."
"Doesn't everyone?" Tess put in, looking dreamily upward.
"And I'll say it for my husband, so he doesn't get in trouble again," said Geri merrily. She had had one more margarita than most of us. "Penny is hot. And Martin is delicious."
"That is an opinion, not an observation, and thus out of bounds" I ruled from the Seat of the Dungeon Master, "but I'll allow you to make it, as it is true."
I had to flip over into the water in self defense when I had frozen tequila slushy poured onto my chest by both Geri and my wife.
*
We all inevitably decided to invite them to come give it a try, and then see what would happen. I don't think there was any way that we would have even considered risking it, had I not already learned that extra bit of extraordinary information about them.
The only real hesitation, one that we went over and over about, was that we really weren't looking for any new blood. We were a tight-knit group of friends, who were more than satisfied, indeed satiated, with what we had in each other. Martin and Penny filled no actual need.
But we all liked them. They were cool, and had most of the same interests we shared, with enough outside ones to make them fresh and interesting. Better yet, they each appeared to be going to be fine friends with several of us individually. Penny and Tess were already plotting ways to fill Martin's and my spare time with gardening projects. Penny, who was a financial advisor, and Geri the insurance salesperson were already plotting co-marketing ideas. Martin had boxed when he was younger, so, unlike Craig or me, he had at least an understanding of competitive fighting and what went into the mindset which Mark clearly enjoyed. Craig just thought Martin was funny as hell. I selfishly was excited to learn in passing from Penny that she had DMed in the past and had enjoyed doing it. I was still happy being The Man for the time being, but I liked the idea of someone else I might be able to fob the duties off on someday.
Clearly, the two of them would be around us all, to one extent or another. It could actually become slightly awkward to exclude them over the long run. And yes... hanging out with them in bathing suits for six hours in the sun had certainly done nothing to discourage anyone about LARPing with them.
ME: Decided then?
TESS: Aye.
GERI: Yep
ANNE: I vote yes
MARK: [Thumbs Up Emoji] [Thumbs Up Emoji]
CRAIG: Thou hast brought us a grand new adventure, sirrah!
I could hear Sir Tyrian's voice in that text...
ME: We will make the invite. Let's hope they are free Saturday.
Tess and I looked at each other as we sat on our couch. There was no reason to delay...
I dialed Martin and put my phone on speaker.
"Hello? John?" came his voice.
"Hey Martin! I've got Tess here on speaker with me," I began. "We had a great time with you guys Saturday."
"Hi Tess," Martin began. "Penny's outside. Yeah, thanks a ton for the invite. You don't know how hard it had been to meet new people who aren't just business associates when you have moved two thousand miles."
"I think we can at least imagine," I chuckled. "Think you can tear Penny from her garden? We'd like to make some future plans."
"Sure. Sounds great" he said. He must have put his hand over the phone because his voice was muffled when we heard him shout, "Honey! Tess and John are on the phone and want to talk to us!" The muffled sound went away. "She's on her way. She was just out there reading a book, not actually working. Work is apparently for me to do later..."
"Hey Tess, John," came Penny's high but just a tiny bit raspy voice. "What's up?"
"Listen," I said. "We have been talking, and if you are still interested, we thought you might like to come give our style of D&D a shot this Saturday."
There was a pause.
"Really?" said Penny excitedly.
"That's a helluvan offer, man," Martin said with warmth in his voice. "We'd totally love to. Like I said, we understand the importance of chemistry in a good, long-term D&D game, so I know we will be probationary, right? But even if we don't make the fit on an ongoing basis, this'll be even more new people to meet. Thank you."
"Sorry," said Tess. "No new people. It's just the six of us from the water park Saturday."
Martin was temporarily quiet.
Penny laughed. "You were auditioning us!" she accused, merrily.
Martin chuckled. "You are certainly better at sounding people out than I am apparently." I could almost hear Penny elbow him on the other side of the call. He must have fessed up to her at some point about his premature 'lifestyle' approach.
"Subtle are the ways of the Dungeon Master," I intoned. "He'll get what he wants every time."
"Oooh, you are the group's DM?" Penny asked.
The conversation went on as we set up logistical details. They already had plans for Saturday, but were flat out insistent on canceling them rather than waiting another week before they joined our group. I felt they were probably anxious that the more time we had, the more likely we would change our minds.
It was on.
*
Later in the week, we Original Six decided to dispense with any cosplay for the week. Geri pitched a small fit about that, but ultimately agreed that if our final test was to be how our noobs handled it when things got weird, having her there in that armor, Tess in her neckline down to her navel, and Anne in the new see-thru ringmail outfit that she had finally completed a few weeks back might give the game away a bit prematurely.
That the idea further pushed back the inevitable day that the women put their feet down collectively and made the guys all cosplay up was just a private little bonus for my own self.
For a woman who looked ready to string me up by my nards when I first inflicted the idea on her character, Geri was thoroughly addicted to wearing that bikini... and to taking it off. It had been fascinating to watch her over the time since our role-playing had taken on this new character. I still didn't know if she had just now revealed it to us, or if she had just discovered for herself her exhibitionist streak.
Mark and Geri were hosting this week, and had invited Martin and Penny, and me and Tess, to come over early so the noobs could roll up characters for the game, and learn in advance the basics of the rule set that we employed, along with (some of) our house modifications. They had invited Craig and Anne to come early as well, but they had shit to do and could not make it until start time.
Tess made sure that we got there first, and I thanked her for getting my ass in gear. Mark and Geri were back dressed in their usual garb from the vanilla ages--black athletic shorts and teeshirts. Geri (the exhibitionist, remember?) could not resist going with a tighter than usual pink Justice League tee, that left extraordinarily little doubt that she was not wearing a bra. Her excitement about how the evening was likely to go, be it success or failure, was evident.
"Damn, girl!" Tess laughed when she saw Geri's bouncing pokies. "I think those qualify as spoilers!"
Geri just smirked and looked back at Tess. "Since when, when you aren't cosplaying, have you ever showed as much cleavage as you are right now, Miss Kettle?" She had a point. (Two of them actually. Har!) Tess was wearing a short pink dress with a wide, deeply-scooped neckline. It certainly displayed my beloved's charms to a wonderful extent.



I had arrived to find that Mark and I had both worn our identical Comicon shirts from two years ago. Geri had made him go change his because both our wives said we looked like the Bobbsey Twins.
The bell rang, and we all greeted a visibly nervous Martin and Penny. He definitely looked like the old guy, dressed in slacks and a purple golf shirt, and he knew it immediately when we saw me in my Comicon shirt, and Mark in the Clobbering' Time! Shirt he had changed into. Martin's embarrassment was tempered by his distraction at encountering Geri and Tess as they had chosen to dress, and his efforts to hide that distraction. His utterly boring outfit was a distant third among his concerns. It is amazing how clothes that cover 1000% more skin often seem sexier than a normal bathing suit.
Penny was a doll, and had at least done a nod to the D&D nature of our evening. She had on tight capri pants in yellow, and an Elric of Melnibone printed black tee. Hers was more or less loosely fitted, and she almost certainly did have a bra on underneath.
They had of course brought food. It looked fine and smelled good, but culinary offerings were not going to be a strength on their part, I projected.
We sat down in our hosts' living room to get our noobs set to play. Obviously, we were in the middle of a campaign, so they would need to create characters who were already fairly experienced. It's fun but kind on unfulfilling, making up characters who already have lots of levels and gear. But we have always played a story first, game mechanics should just follow along, sort of game.
Martin chose to create a mage, like Tess's Shanora, but whose powers focused more on mental powers and divinations, rather than the elemental destructive energies that the sorceress wielded. He had wanted to make the character's chief trait be centered on being the old guy, with wisened hands and leathery face. I entirely failed to explain to him why I insisted on talking him out of that, but I succeeded. Martin made his character a half-ent instead, which I allowed because it was a pretty rad idea, even though it sure as hell was not in the rules and we both had no idea what it should mean. Mostly, I rolled with idea because our new players needed to know that I'll let a player try almost anything. They may die quick because of it, but they can try.
Penny created a bard. Bards are often dismissively considered to be a useless class to play, but since they are also often played as quite randy, I allowed her to go that way. Also, Penny quickly recognized that in the rule set we used, bards were not in fact totally useless.
She had no idea how useful a bard might be, given our complete rule set.
The whole process took less time than I had anticipated. Both of them knew their baseline RPG shit cold, so I had almost no work to do to get them up to speed on the mechanics. They would run into some confusion here or there, but that would be fun, not a pain in the ass.
We were just sitting around, shooting the breeze as we waited for Anne and Craig, who had texted us that they were running late.
"So what's it like, teaching seven-year-olds to break boards all day?" Martin asked Mark curiously.
"Ha! I mostly teach seven-year-olds how to fall down safely, how to stand up straight, how to concentrate, and how to shout, 'Yes Sensei!' Precious few boards are harmed in the making of a martial arts child," Mark replied.
"Sounds like you'd make a good dad some day," Penny laughed. "When we get around to it, we will send our kids to you for obedience training!"
I had actually seen Mark demolishing cinder blocks at an exhibition he did once. That had been the day that I had categorized Never Genuinely Piss Off Mark as one of my major life priorities.
The bell rang, and our stragglers let themselves in. Craig salvaged Martin's pride by, as usual, also dressing more for the golf course than the dungeon. Anne was... Anne. She wore black yoga pants and a loose Star Fleet tee that she had converted to a tank top with a pair of scissors. The looseness of the top seemed almost demure for Anne... until close and extended examination started to reveal some infrequent flashes of spectacular side-boob.
Adding two more players made for a cozy fit around the big table in the great room that was our center of activity. No one minded that. And the room itself was quite large, with plenty of space and plenty of other furniture. Everyone was quite comfortable.
To start off, I engineered the meeting between Martin's mage Ash and Penny's bard Melodea and the rest of the main party inside a small, tower-type dungeon, and they had a good hour of straight, vanilla D&D to get to know how everybody played, and how our game system usually worked. I even wet their toes in the more role-play heavy elements, such as having them each Present how their character looked. We voluntold Mark to do it for them first, so they could see how it was meant to be done. He's the most hesitant among us to "perform", whether naughtily or not, so I figured it was good for him.
Martin wove a pretty good description of whatever the fuck a half-ent was supposed to look and act like, especially since he was making it up on the fly. When he mentioned his skin being like 'hard, polished wood' for the second time, Craig interrupted with a "That's what she said," that almost derailed the Presentation entirely.
Penny's Presentation was cute and funny. Her only problem was that she seemed to feel that she had to be on her 'best behavior', and she several times obviously steered herself away from any saucy elements in the description.
Tess winked at me. She was having none of that. They deserved a few minor embarrassments to ease them in before I did my thing. "Penny, bards are usually a bit more, um, free-spirited. By this level, has Melodea successfully used her charms to get through any adventures?"
Penny hesitated, but saw only smiling curiosity among all of us, and shrugged. "Sure," she said with a smile. "It's, um, in the tool set!"
"Has she experienced any 'hard, polished wood' with her adventure partner?" Anne asked slyly.
"Ah, no," Martin put in quickly. "Uh, it would have been unprofessional, correct?" he asked Penny.
"Oh, yeah," Penny said hastily. "I mean, also... splinters. Am I right?" All four women laughed.
I shot a quick loot at Martin. As I suspected, he was nervous because of his abortive... pass, or whatever you might have called it, at Tess and me. I caught his eye and winked reassuringly. He relaxed enough to deny any splinters, and we moved on.
I surveyed my long-term friends, and it was clear that Penny and Martin were being accepted. It was also clear that our group had grown fairly spoiled by extravagantly racy content, and were impatient this evening to see where it went. I let them finish off the tower, and return to town.
I had taken the unusual, and not quite according to The Rules, step of coordinating an encounter in advance with Anne...
*
"Hey Anne," I had said over the telephone.
"What's up John? Are our noobs still good to go Saturday?" she had replied easily.
"Yes. I've been thinking about how to best blow their minds, and I've got an idea," I said, finding myself suddenly hesitant.
"Ooh. I'm in. What is it?" she asked immediately, the trooper.
"Well, I'd like to..." I hesitated, then laughed, unable to keep the nervousness out of my voice. "You know," I confessed, "I never try to coordinate ahead. It messes up the spontaneity, and honestly kind of feels like it should be against The Rules. But I need to this time. And it involves you... and me... and Penny. And, um..." I really was not getting any better.
"And you are finding it hard to say, 'Hey Anne, I'm planning on having you suck my dick Saturday, let's talk about what I want to accomplish with that?'" she laughed in that earthy chuckle of hers.
I could not help but laugh. Anne was awesome. "Yeah, I guess," I admitted sheepishly.
"Remember, Mr. I Thought of This in the First Place, you actually want Gala to blow some rando, not me to suck you. But I am more intrigued about the Penny angle. I can't wait to see their faces. They are going to just die..."
*
After the tower, the new, larger party, returned to the City of Yesterton, where they had been settling in over the last few adventures.
"We usually have some fun in the town, letting characters run some individual errands, or set up longer-term arcs that the player would like to try," I explained to Martin and Penny. "If you have ideas, pipe up. Anybody?" I asked the group as a whole.
While they chattered amongst themselves, I considered Penny. I fully intended to have some for of sex with her at some point in the very near future. At least, I certainly intended to give it a go. Did that feel creepy? Fuck yes. It was why I had chosen myself to break the ice. I didn't wish the responsibility on anyone else. I'd chosen Anne to help because it had become very apparent over the time we'd been LARPing that she was the most sexually self-confident of us all.
My doubts has given rise to my last text to the group earlier.
ME: I know I don't need to say this, except to help us all remember consciously that while we know their adventurous backgrounds, they don't know ours, and people are all different. We are offering INVITATIONS tonight, not EXPECTATIONS. Right?
There was a rush of thumbs ups and hearts.
ME: Good. Help me make sure it doesn't get weird
GERI: I for one HOPE it gets weird.
ME: Not Bad Weird...
Mark had decided that something Tess had talked about two weeks ago could only be obtained by theft, and he was the man for the job. I walked him through a pretty simple caper and he obtained not one but two of the required scrolls. When Renault handed them over to Shanora, I had to do some fancy footwork to keep her thanks from getting out of hand and letting the cat out of the bag prematurely. Tess and Mark still mimed a kiss on the lips from five feet away, and that got an eyebrow from Penny. I messed how Martin reacted.
Before anyone else got any bright and dirty ideas, Anne leaned forward. "Penny, does Melodia know any hymns to Our Lady Greya, the Goddess of Love?"
That kind of question was not par for the course in many campaigns, and it caught Penny off guard. She looked at me, "Do I?"
"Mostly, it's up to you," I shrugged. "If it is just a song, not a Chant of Power, then at her level, I'd that say Melodia knows whatever the hell you want her to. If you want to have her possess a game mechanism-significant hymn or chant, roll a Charisma Check and a Lore Check."
"Huh. Cool," Penny said, half to herself. "Well, of course, I know a whole catalog of love songs, all of which effectively dedicate to... Greya is it?"
"You don't know, Melodia knows," I corrected, figuring now to be a spectacularly important time to reinforce that distinction.
"Oh yeah, the Role Play Rule," Penny nodded, remembering my careful explanation of how we talked and thought during the game. Both she and Martin had embraced the idea as seeming intense... "Melodia knows all the love songs. But she also does know a few specific to the goddess. Let's see if she knows anything powerful..." She rolled the two dice, comparing them to her Charisma and Lore.
She failed both.
"I know many ditties and even a few hymns that should be beloved of Your Lady," Penny said in the sing-song voice she was trying to get down pat for Melodia, "but I fear I know no hymns of the higher order."
"It will do," Gala said firmly. "I would much appreciate your help, nevertheless. Will you come with me?"
"Sure," Penny chirped, then remembered to change her voice. "I would be glad. How can I assist you?"
"I intend to seek an audience with the local Baron," Gala said. "I wish to petition him to support the establishment of a new shrine in the city to Greya. Such a shrine would attract many followers and pilgrims, many of whom would be useful in protecting and refurbishing the Temple we recently re-consecrated nearby." Her voice dropped back to Anne's. "I'm also betting that he," she jerked her thumb in my direction, "will give me a crapload of experience and other goodies if I manage something cool like that."
I just looked angelic and bland. Penny sniggered at my silence.
"Plus, it'll be a fun bit of role-playing," Anne added cheerily. "Gala and Melodia make enquiries about the local lord," Anne went on to me.
I tapped my teeth as if I had not thought all this out in advance.
"Okay," I said, leaning forward, as if coming to a decision. "I can do something with this." I looked at Anne, "Gala is able to determine that the lord of the city is Baron Charles, son of the late, um, Baron Charles." I shut up and looked at them.
"And?" Anne said impatiently.
"That's about it, for Gala," I said smugly. "Now, Melodia, on the other hand, buys a few drinks, sings few songs, winks at a few guys and learns a lot more."
Penny smirked at Anne. She was getting in the swing of things. Martin laughed a little, and so did Mark and Geri.
"Baron Charles is young. His father hung on against a wasting disease until the son turned eighteen and then died soon after the boy's birthday. It avoided a... whatever the hell you call a regency for a minor lord. The new baron only managed to return from his fostering at the ducal court a few weeks before his father's passing. A few people who might have reason to know, think that the new baron is smart enough to be successful, despite his youth. The finer sort of people only say he is considered fair in appearance indeed."
Anne looked at me, then looked at Penny. "Useful already," she murmured to no one in particular. She then spoke directly to Penny. "That was a lot of words. It means that he's going to make it hard for us."
Craig snorted at his wife's choice of words. Anne elbowed him. Martin looked blankly at their byplay.
"Your hare-brained schemes often make it hard for me, Anne," I said blandly in reply.
Both Penny and Martin looked like they were resigned to being left out of the inside jokes for a while.
Everybody else at least chuckled.
"You approach the gate of the city's castle. To be honest, it's not the most impressive edifice you've ever seen, but it is well-maintained. A bored-looking guard stands post. He gives the two of you high-charisma women a look that is simultaneously bored, and a little lascivious.
"Oooh, 'lascivious'," Penny said. "I might have to bard-up."
"Sergeant! Please inform your lord that we seek an audience with him," Gala said in her lilting-est of voices.
"The guard looks at you, chewing. 'And 'ooo are you when yer at home, 'eh?' he asks with bare civility. 'An it's corporal, not sergeant.'"
Gala looked affronted. "I am the priestess Gala, and this is my..."
"And 'oo is Gala when she is at..." the corporal sneered again, before being interrupted in turn by Melodia.
"Have you not heard of the great adventuress Gala?" she said breathlessly. "She who is servant to both the great God of the Hunt Ferdith (Feyrth? Sorry.) Feyrth, and his sister/bride Greya, the Goddess of Love herself? She and her companions hast laid low many enemies of the baron and of his people in the wild lands upon his borders. Enemies that you personally, Corporal, will not now be asked to risk your own life against. Must I sing you one of the various lays I myself have composed of her deeds, and those of her companions?" Melodia demanded.
Penny looked at me pleadingly. "Please don't make me sing a song about Gala. I don't have one made up yet, and I'll just sound like an idiot."
I looked at her, a little stunned and momentarily derailed. "You have made up actual in-game songs for your bard characters in the past?"
"Yeah. It's fun, and I can usually get people to do what I want if I agree not to sing them," she said with a grin. "But that needs some time. I need more than like five minutes of background on everybody."
"You have no idea of the experience points I will shower you with if you make up a song about Renault that makes Mark blush," I said in all earnestness.
"Hey!" Mark objected. I ignored him.
"But not now?" Penny said. I swear she batted her eyelashes at me. I'd never had a woman literally bat her eyelashes at me before. Here's a tip. It's quite effective when she is as cute as Penny. Not that I was going to push that idea right now anyway.
I just grinned at her. "The guard snorts, but it seems like he actually might have heard something about Gala at that. You guys have been accomplishing a lot and hauling in a lot of treasure. The corporal whistles up a private and sends him off to the baron's side. He might have taken the opportunity to go himself, but he seems to prefer just standing here and looking at the two of you instead."
Anne smirked at me. Penny took her cue from Anne.
"The private returns in almost comic haste. He skids to a stop beside the surprised corporal, who looks like he's never seen this fat, layabout private run anywhere in his life. 'His lordship demands that they be brought to him at once. I mean, I am to lead them to him at once!' In mere minutes, you have been shown into the private audience chamber of Baron Charles."
I popped up to my feet and moved smoothly over to sit proudly in one of the high wing backed chairs that Geri had gotten stuck with, er, inherited from her late aunt. It was the most throne-like seat in the living room. "The chamber is... a room. Unimpressive, just like the castle itself. The seat is magnificent only in relation to every other stick of furniture you saw in the castle on the way in," I said in my epic narrator voice. "The baron himself is a bit more impressive. In fact, he's a lot more impressive. Yes, he is definitely only 18, and that not by much, but he is tall, blonde, straight-toothed, fair-skinned, and has the kind of outstanding body that in this era only comes from exceptionally nutritious diet and continuous martial exercise. In other words, he's a real specimen, ladies." I smiled. "And he is bouncing around on his chair like a 12-year-old in the back seat on the way to Disney World."
"Holy One," the baron said effusively. "I have heard so much of you and your companions, and your mighty deeds. Your service to the kingdom, the duchy, and my humble barony leave all in your debt. Ah..." he paused, looking at Melodia uncertainly.
"My lord, do you not recognize the great bard, Melodia? You have most certainly heard many songs she has written," Gala said, almost sternly. "Has she not sung and taught in person at your court? If not, it is the fault of your castellan and you should chastise him. I am fortunate that Melodia and the tree-mage Ash have recently joined our fellowship."
The baron looked for a moment as if he was going to instantly summon the castellan and book Melodia for an extended residency, but he stopped at the last moment. "I shall rectify the omission at the earliest possible moment." He looked around hopefully. "I don't suppose your party here today would include... Sir Tyrian himself?" His voice was almost a whisper at the knight's name.
"I fear not, m'lord," Gala said with a hint of amusement. "Our mighty Tyrian is as we speak in solemn meditation in anticipation of taking holy vows as a True Paladin of Our Lady of Love!"
"In actually fact," Craig interrupted. "Tyrian is throwing back beers and pinching barmaid asses at the Golden Dragon... which seems appropriate no that I think about it."
Martin laughed. "Nice!"
"I do want him to change to paladin, which isn't strictly according to Hoyle, in this rule set or regular D&D," Craig went on to Martin. "If Gala gets her shrine, maybe we can browbeat the troll in the chair over there to let me do it."



"We will discuss that later," I glowered. "Is this why you came up with this shrine thing?" I demanded of Anne, who just looked me in the eye, not answering.
The thing is, the shrine was my idea--two days earlier! Anne had already found a way to leverage it to her... well, her husband's advantage. Craig is a lucky man.
The baron bounced up and down in his seat. "That would be awesome!" he exclaimed. "I feel it only right that I... permit you to invite me to attend his investiture!"
"Actually, your lordship, the purpose of my visit to you today has bearing upon that eventuality... among many other matters of import," Gala cooed.
The baron's eyes snapped back to her. "How may I assist you then?"
"I petition you, my lord, to permit the construction of a shrine to Our Lady of Love. Among many other benefits, it be essential for Sir Tyrian to make the transformation."
"Sounds awesome, what will the construction entail?"
"Ahem, if it our hope that you could donate a small parcel of land, preferably convenient to the castle, for the construction," Gala said smoothly.
The baron's excited face clouded slightly. "Land?"
"Enough for a shrine, not a full temple, your lordship," Gala hastened to reassure. "Perhaps the unused lot adjacent to the blacksmithy? It holds naught but weeds as we speak."
"Of course! That would be splendid. Consider it done," exclaimed the baron. Then he added very fast, "You'll have to clear the rocks yourself." He leaned forward again. "Will Sir Tyrian be at the ground-breaking? Will Frenoria? Will she be wearing her armor?" he almost whispered.
"Your armor?" Martin asked Geri curiously.
"Frenoria wears a chainmail bikini," Geri said absently.
"What?" Both Martin and Penny asked mirthfully.
"Shhh. You are interrupting," Geri said, leaning forward in anticipation. Martin seemed curious about why everyone looked so damned enthralled over this semi-boring little byplay, but shushed himself anyway.
"Most certainly, my lord," Gala said sweetly.
"Then it is decided! You may construct your shrine!"
"Ahem, there is the matter of money, my lord."
"Money?"
I dropped the act and said, "The entire fan-girl at a Maroon Five concert vibe just fucking vanishes, and you are looking at a visage like that of a mob accountant."
"Money, Holy One?" the baron repeated, blandly cold. "What do you mean?"
"The construction of a worthy shrine is beyond my means, though I shall be donating all my trove of valuables from my questing. I do hope to prevail upon you to assist," Gala replied matter-of-factly.
"Um... About that. The treasury of the barony is hardly infinite. I am its steward and cannot spend it without strong reason. Would there be income in return to my... the treasury?"
"I cannot say, my lord," Gala said.
"But surely pilgrims will come in time, and they are always profitable, are they not?" Melodia hastened to add, desperate to make herself useful and not just a post standing nearby. "And the rituals of the shrine will bring great blessings... to your people, and to their farms and businesses. The entire barony will prosper! And that is beyond the simple joys of the presence of a shrine to a major god."
Both Gala and the baron smiled slightly. Thank you always for people who stumble in the direction that you were wanting them to go anyway.
Gala stepped smoothly forward, close to the baron, urging Melodia to keep step. "And I specifically chose to place the shrine near your castle, so that you might conveniently and regularly participate in the rites celebrated therein."
Charles looked uncomfortable. "Um, as to that, I confess that my duties make religious observance a difficult, um, thing." He cast about for other ways to say, but not say, "I won't go to church, and you sure can't make me pay for it!"
Anne gave Penny's hand a squeeze, then pulled them both forward to stand right in front of me.
Gala said softly, "But your lordship, a man such as yourself, a man of such fine form, you must understand the power of the rituals her clergy performs for Our Lady!" She sank to her knees before the baron and slowly, deliberately, teasingly, ran her fingers up his inner thigh. "Perhaps the celebration of a minor sacrament, one of the lesser of Our Lady's rituals, would convince you of their value..." Her hand reached and eagerly manipulated the young lord's cock through his codpiece. "May I, my lord?" The emphasis on 'my lord' was breathy and subservient.
The young baron could only whimper.
In moments, Gala freed his enormous cock (Hey! It's MY story!), and placed her lips around it. She slid him into her mouth and he stiffened in the chair.
Anne then did... something... with her tongue that I had actually never experienced before. "Holy shit!" was all I could say.
Penny was looking like we'd both lost our minds, or she had, more likely. Martin was just bug-eyed in disbelief. Penny twisted at the waist, exchanging a shocked look at Martin, and they both took in that no one else was freaking out. She swiftly turned back to what was happening in front of her.
Neither protested.
Gala bobbed atop the baron's cock several times, then popped it free from those supple lips and turned to look up at Melodia. "Would you like to assist in the ritual?"
Here it was...
Penny stared at her open-mouthed. I liked the look, to be honest... "Martin said you told him you weren't swingers!"she finally said to me in accusation.
"We absolutely are not swingers," Tess said silkily from her seat behind her at the table. "Not a one of us. But our D&D characters? They get the fuck around." We all dissolved into laughter. Penny blushed, dumbfounded. Martin looked at me reproachfully, but only because I'd played him.
"Seriously?" Penny asked her. "So... You're saying that it is okay if I go ahead and take a lick on your husband's lovely penis there?"
"It is absolutely, in all seriousness not okay for you to suck my husband's cock," Tess said to her without smiling. Before Penny could even react in her confusion, Tess bore on. "But Melodia can gobble the baron's lovely knob to her heart's content." Penny just stared, confused. "This is just our version of Live-Action Role-Play, guys. It is simply a part of our game, and only a part of the game."
There was a moment as they processed that. Anne had enough grace and honor as a friend to lightly massage my cold and lonely cock while the silence ticked on.
"Honey," came Martin's dry comment. "I would like to apologize from the bottom of my heart for ever saying I didn't want to LARP because it would look idiotic. I have never been so wrong."
"Well then," said Penny, looking down again at my cock. "To celebrate my husband actually admitting he's wrong about something, here's to live-action role-play," she said as Melodia sank to her knees beside Gala, a somewhat freaked-out grin on her lips. She bent, tongued the baron's balls lightly, then licks upward in one smooth, long stroke. Her lips closed lightly around just the head of his cock and she let them rest there. Within her mouth, her tongue draped itself around and across that swollen helmet with languid, silky caresses. The baron was immediately sighing appreciatively at her offering. She sucked softly at the member and let it slide deeper into her mouth. She twisted her head back and forth, then began to bob up and down while still twisting.
The bard knew her shit about Our Lady's rituals...
Melodia paused, stroking the baron's cock lightly as she released him and turned to smile at the priestess, who had sat back on her heels to watch, satisfied to have gotten this ball rolling for everyone. "Going to join me?" she asked expectantly. She bent and kept her eyes on Gala as she worked her tongue over the base of the baron's cock.
The priestess's eyes narrowed briefly, then she giggled as she lent down.
Both of them looked up into the wide eyes of the boy as they extended their tongues and slid them up his length on each side. Again and again they did it as he grew increasingly in need of release, but even more determined to draw this out as long as possible.
I was a fucking genius!
Not only did it look like things were going to slot in together nicely all around, but 'the baron' had never felt two tongues on his cock at the same time before, and how he had lived so long without that was a mystery for the ages. Five minutes into the meat of the matter and Penny was already bringing fresh ideas.
Up and down they licked. The baron's eyes may have crossed.
Then Melodia paused at the summit and kissed it. Gala paused and then kissed it too... while Melodia still did so. Their lips met, wrapping around him, and pressed urgently together. Their mouths clasped his purple, engorged head between them, making his trapped, hyper-sensitive flesh throb.
Then suddenly, his cock was free (but still gently caressed by the hands of both), and the two women were kissing each other deeply, the wet sounds of eager, thrusting tongues filling the utterly silent chamber.
Anne broke free suddenly and gasped for breath. She gave a crooked smile. "It had been ages since I kissed a girl."
"Oh honey," Penny giggled, "You need to get back on that. It's almost as good as this LARPing!" But rather than resume the kiss, Melodia bent back to lick once more along the straining, desperately over-stimulated shaft between them.
Gala bent again to join her in that lingual caress once more.
The baron moaned, knowing he was losing his fight to prolong this success that was wildly beyond his expectations.
"Who wants it, and who wants the snowball?" Melodia gasped to Gala.
"The...?" Gala stared at her, the priestess somehow taking the lead from a bard in this ritual. "You take it,"she encouraged.
Melodia devoured the baron's cock. Her head bobbed furiously, but he held on desperately. Then Gala cupped his balls and began to tickle them and all his restraint dissolved. He moaned loudly in portent, and filled the bard's mouth with notes other than song. His moan wavered as his cock emptied itself in waves. When he slumped down on his seat, Melodia slipped him from her lips. Her hand idly rubbed his tip, spreading the final leakage around and working it into his own skin.
But her attention was elsewhere as she leaned over to kiss Gala again. Cum dribbled from between their lips as she shared the baron's offering with the priestess.
"You can have the gold," the baron whispered hoarsely. "Take all the fucking gold."
Penny rose to her feet and walked back toward her husband, working her mouth (mostly) free of jizz. She sat in his lap and kissed him hard. "It's good to be back playing D&D, Honey," she said.
"Fucking A," he breathed in reply.
For once, I was not staring happily at the woman... women, who had just made me come. I was staring at Tess with wide-eyed speculation. She looked back at me with equally speculative challenge. Much the same byplay was occurring between Mark and Geri. Would our wives give all that a whirl themselves at some point... any of that?"
Craig was gawping at Anne. She just trailed her fingers over his hair and down to his cheek as she passed him and sat again.
"So you as DM just decide who... and why...?" Martin asked me, still in stages of disbelief, and grasping for details to base a new worldview on. The acts were obviously not what was blowing his mind. That level of threesome seemed more inside his scope of experience than ours. But it was the way we worked that had him on his heels.
"That was more directed than most, and that only to ensure the maximum chance of both your minds being blown," I said grinning. "In the usual way things go, I set up circumstances, and maybe direct one person into them. Who else, and what else, and how, is up to you guys. You are the role-players. I just supply an NPC when I need to... or when I really want to."
"I bow to the Buddha nature of your soul," Martin said, matching gesture to word.
At that point I realized that my sticky, softening dick was still out. I put it away nonchalantly and returned to my chair. I may not lean to the outright exhibitionistic, but I had certainly lost all self-consciousness about nudity among friends...
The game went on as usual, to the utter bemusement of Martin and Penny, who could not believe that I spent the next almost 40 minutes getting them to a new dungeon, letting them flail around through apparently pointless, if profitable chambers, and killing rando monsters. It was all good, normal D&D-type fun, but I had not presented them with any more opportunities for The Good Stuff.
Honestly, I was just making Martin, who knew he almost certainly had to be next, squirm in anticipation. It was fun. You don't make for a good DM if you are filled with the milk of human kindness.
But he was my new friend. He would get his just reward. And there were people anxious for the chance to give it to him...
Our new players did not come from a D&D background where the DM's were gory and ridiculous trap fanatics like I am, and I saw that they were not learning the right instincts quickly. I decided it was time for some positive reinforcement for Martin.
"The paving stone that Frenoria steps upon shifts downward, just a hair, but she hears a click," I said off-handedly, in the middle of a corridor description.
Geri knows how to react. "Frenoria calls out, 'Trap!' and holds her foot in place," she said almost instantly.
"Too late," I said gleefully. "A panel disappears, how it moved away so fast is a mystery, one you will not solve, because behind it, moving towards you all, filling the entire corridor as it comes is... A Gelatinous Cube!" I thundered.
"Oh fuck you," Craig said contemptuously. "He loves these fucking things," he said casually to Martin.
"Aren't they pretty wimpy to face a party like this?" Penny asked curiously.
"The cube slides inexorably forward!" I intoned in my best epic voice.
"They're one of his favorite stupid monsters," Geri said irritably. "We never have any idea about how powerful they are going to be when one shows up. This isn't exactly D&D remember?" She looked at me with mock determination. "Frenoria draws her sword, and prepares to move in to engrave 'eat a dick' on its side over and over again as it advances."
I chortled.
"Who else will attempt a hapless assault on the inevitability of the Gelatinous Cube?" I asked sonorously. I was hamming it up bigger than Christmas dinner. Better, even my old crew had no idea I was moving into a set-up. They really were that irritated that I'd gone to the Gelatinous Cube well yet again and they didn't want to reward me. I looked at Martin. "Got any cute ideas, wizard?"
Martin, who had already gotten a dose or two of my 'humor' knew better. "My powers of illusion and mental control, pitted against a mindless, sightless blob? No thanks. I'm backing away where it's safe. Big, strong Sir Tyrian can make the Jell-O salad. I'll kill the next thing, guys."
"Smart," said Craig.
"Fuck," I muttered, because, as I've said, I'm a good actor.
They fucked around with the cube for a few entertaining minutes, even making each other laugh here and there as they slowly chopping away at it until it was more of a Gelatinous Sheet, one that Melodia of all characters finished off with a plain old torch.
"You find 10 rusty weapons, some jewelry, the metal chastity belt of someone who, from the look of the size of the belt, would not have had a lot of need to protect her virtue, and 120 gold pieces. So, that's 20 gold for each you here."
"That's all? For putting up with another fucking cube?" Craig bitched.
"Wait... 20 each?" Geri said.
"Yeah. Ash is missing. There is a stone panel in the wall that seems dislodged," I said as if I were describing graffiti.
"Hey! Hold on," Martin said, confused.
Craig was dancing in his sea like a crazy man.
"What's your problem?" Martin asked him, still very concerned about his wizard.
"Tyrian's not the trap magnet any more," Craig said in a gleeful, singsong voice.
"Another paver stone clicks under Tyrian's weird, unaccountable capering and a stone deadfall collapses on him, doing 79 points of damage and stunning him for a not yet determined amount of time," I said sweetly. Craig looked at me like I'd shot his dog.
I'd never shoot Craig's new dog. Ace the Bathound is awesome.
"Okay, listen" Martin said, trying to get a handle on the situation. "Wherever Ash is, he looks around to get his..."
"Calm down, New Trap Magnet Boy," I said quellingly. "I'll get to you in a minute." I looked back at the rest.
Anne sighed. "I'll stay with Sir Headwound, and heal his concussion. Though how you concuss a bucket of rocks is beyond me."
Geri and Tess looked at each other, then me. I raised an eyebrow.
Tess snapped out in Shanora's occasionally used command voice, "Renault, work on opening that panel again and let us know if you succeed. Frenoria, you go left, I'll search right and we will see if we can hear which way he got dragged." Geri just nodded.
Penny opened her mouth and I just looked at her. She smiled. "I'll just stay here and watch Renault's cute little backside," she said, leaning over and actually slapping Mark's butt. He'd have killed me for that. He just smiled at her. So did Geri.
I turned in my chair to Martin. I didn't say anything, I just looked from him to Geri and Tess, who had both risen from their chairs. "Hey you two," I said, "Roll 2 d20s each." I leaned over to Martin and murmured quite loudly, "Pray for a tie."
Both women wrinkled their noses at me, but eagerly rolled. Tess got a 35! She pumped her fist.
Geri rolled a 38...
"Here I go! Walking down the hall. Searching fruitlessly!" Tess grumbled, throwing her hands up in the air and capering off to the side of the room in irritation.
"Frenoria creeps along her direction, using Ranger's Ears to listen for any sound of Ash's struggles," Geri giggled, mincing out into the middle of the room.
"Good for her," I said, getting up myself. Ignoring Geri, I beckoned Martin, pointing to the boot and coat rack by the door to the garage. He followed me curiously. I pulled out our pair of wrist manacles, each with an eight-inch chain leading to a ring.
"Whoa," Martin said, "Umm, that's not really my..."
"Relax dude!" I reassured him, slipping one on and off my wrist to show him they were elastic and for show, not actual bondage. None of us had yet expressed an interest in that particular connotation of dungeon. I had my speculations about Craig, of all people... and Tess had been the one to buy the props in the first place.
I handed the cuffs to Martin, and he put them on with a shrug. "Hang them on the outer hooks," I requested. Martin reached up the rings and hung them from the left and rightmost coathooks.
"Martin," Tess suggested, "If you want to see what's going to happen, you might want to hook yourself up with your back to the wall, not your face."
Martin, who had just 'chained' himself facing the wall, snorted and reversed the rings. He sat on the bench, arms dangling above himself and watched intently.
Tess had not returned to her seat, she leaned against the wall, still pouting about losing the roll-off... and probably figuring that she'd get a better view from where she leaned.
"This is the best D&D ever," Penny giggled to Anne.
"Okay," Geri said eagerly, before I could say anything. "Frenoria slides down the corridor stealthily."
"Yeah, good for Frenoria," I said curtly. I stepped over to her and whispered in her ear. "There is an monster that I obviously don't want to play myself," I told her. "Are you up for it?"



Geri looked at me for a moment, surprised. And then because she knows what a sneaky bastard I am, she thought she'd better know more before she agreed. "Who or what is it?" she whispered.
"Cock vampire."
She snorted. "Let me guess..."
"Yep, but here's the twist: You make him cum, his character dies."
"Oh you are fucking evil."
"Aren't I?"
Geri just nodded and stood back, saying, "Yes," in answer to multiple questions.
"I hereby deputize you as assistant DM. I may make comments, but it's your show now."
I saw Mark lean over to Penny and nudge her. "Just so you know, whatever he's up to, this is new."
"Martin," Geri said, "Ash wakes up slowly, his head still clouded. He can see and think clearly enough, but he knows he could not concentrate sufficiently for his magical arts."
Martin played along, tugging at his wrists for good measure.
"Ah yes, your wrists," purred Geri, still just standing a ways back from our noob, making no pose or gesture. "You swiftly realize that bands around them, though attached to substantial chains, are somehow elastic and would not hold him if he worked at them."
Martin shrugged, "Really? Okay."
He started to slip one loose and Geri called out sharply, "Stop! As soon as the band so much as tugs in the slightest to come off your wrist, your whole body dances with eldritch electricity. It is all quite painful, but the arm that you were starting to work free is now completely numb, and will be for a while."
"Noted," Martin said. "Ash will avoid that in future."
Geri chuckled. Where had she gotten that little idea from? The manacles had been a joke, one that I had used once, for one encounter, one night. Now it seemed that Geri had at least put some forethought into their next appearance.
"The door to the chamber opens and a voluptuous female enters," Geri went on, finally moving toward Martin in a slinky gait. "Her skin is white as driven snow, her lips glitter like rubies, her hair is blonde as gold... and her eyes are as black as night," she added forebodingly.
"Her lush, hypnotic curves are clad in rich, chocolate brown leathers. Both the ankle-length pants and her vest seem sewn onto her body. Polished to a gleam, they actually creak a little as she moves, they are so tight. 'Welcome, Lunch, to your delicious doom,' she says with more affection and warmth layering her voice than Ash feels he has ever heard in his life. As she takes another step toward him, she somehow without effort lets the impossibly tight leather vest flow off of her body, freeing a pair of tits that, in Ash's current mental fog, seem to be his exact personal favorite size and shape."
Geri matched word to deed and pulled her tee off over her head and discarded it languidly. From the look in Martin's eyes, glued as they were to her bouncy mounds and their weird, wonderful, cherry-red nipples, he was finding them pretty perfect at the moment.
Ash leaned forward, apparently involuntarily, and the chains brought his arms to a halt. He grinned up at them, then returned his gaze to the inexorably approaching vampire.
Geri narrated her advance. "She slinks forward, a vision of shapeliness, but profoundly creepy with her dead white skin," she purred.
With elegant grace, the vampire ran a finger over Ash's lips, then downward, trailing away just before she reached his belt. Then she knelt with impossible grace, pushing his knees apart and nestling between them.
"The woman looks up at you and smiles broadly," Geri said. "As she does so, you catch sight of the fangs in her mouth, sharp and long."
Martin was into it enough to react viscerally. "Oh, shit! Hey, that's..." He squirmed backward on the bench.
"Be calm, my delicious lunch," the vampire smiled. "These," she said, tapping the fangs, "are not for you. This is," she added, sticking out her tongue and swaying it back and forth.
Ash relaxed... slightly.
The vampire tugged softly at the wizard's trousers, unbuckling his belt and slipping the fly open.
I heard a giggle from Penny I did not quite understand for a moment. For the briefest of flashes, I saw skin and figured she was laughing at Martin apparently being a commando kind of guy.
"Whoa," said Tess, from her spot leaning on the wall.
Geri froze for a moment, then turned, breaking character to stare at Penny's diminutive form. "Girl, how do you...?" she asked somewhat rhetorically.
You may remember that early on, I'd been disappointed for the ladies that while Mark at least was above average, no one among us was sporting a seriously big dick? I had felt that in a story as crazy as we were experiencing, one of us ought to have one.
Enter Martin Fucking Davis.
Geri turned back to him, getting her act back together. "Well, you are rather a big lunch, aren't you," she said in the vampire's sensual hiss. Then she leaned down and drew her tongue up the long expanse. Ash trembled as she circled his head leisurely several times before finally planting a kiss on that bulbous knob.
Martin wasn't freakishly enormous, just really, really big. He measurably outreached Mark's seven inches, and more to the point, was way thicker around than any of the rest of us. A bright blue vein stood out, snaking up its length, and Geri's tongue snaked out to trace its length downward. Honestly, I'd seen a porno or two featuring guys with smaller dicks. I suddenly perceived that Martin even tanned in the nude.
I figured that Penny had likely seen his cock in another woman's mouth of course, since they were dirty, perverted swingers, not normal people like the rest of us, but I looked her way for a moment.
She had nestled up to Craig and Anne, with Anne in the middle. Her shoulder pressed against the much taller woman's upper arm. Since I was paying attention, I just heard her whisper, "I've never sat back and just watched before like this. I've always been busy, if I was even in the same room. You people are dirty perverts..." Anne chuckled, and Penny rested her head against her shoulder.
The vampire seemed to have steeled herself to attack the big bronze rod, and slid her lips around it, noisily sucking it into her mouth. Ash let out a low, stuttering moan as she took him into her mouth, and he shifted his hips around, unable to contain the burst of stimulation.
The cold, white, beautiful fingers caressed and stroked the plentiful expanse of still exposed shaft while her head bobbed up and down hungrily on him.
Hungrily? Either Geri had forgotten that this was going to kill Martin's character, or she was saving it for a surprise. That just wasn't fair, Ash deserved a chance... and I wanted him to have to deal with the problem while he was having his fun. It would make the role-play more in depth. Geri had great creativity, but needed to learn more of the art of being a DM.
"Ash probably thinks at first that this is the best dungeon monster ever," I said suddenly, in my deepest narrator voice, "but he suddenly realizes that his life-energy, his very soul, is being sucked out of him in this glorious fashion. He instinctively knows that should he orgasm, he will surely and without question... DIE! Dum dum DUM!"
Mark snorted. "Nice touch," he said, and we fist-bumped.
"Oh come on," Martin gasped, "you really... mean... that?" The vampire was really going to town on him now, upping her efforts as the danger was revealed.
Before I could finish laughing enough to reply, Geri let him slip fee of her mouth to speak. "Serious," she said, pumping her hand... both hands actually, furiously as she spoke. "When Ash nuts, he dies!" she hissed dramatically, and leant back down to suck him in again.
The sudden re-appearance of Plot let Martin rally his concentration for a minute. "Oh, come on! I like this character. He's cool." He looked like he wanted to say more, but the vampire did something to him inside her mouth and he gasped.
Ash slumped back on the bench and sighed, "Totally worth it..."
The vampire continued her assault and Ash, who was apparently a moaner himself, was letting us all know that The End Was Near.
"Shanora bursts into the chamber," Tess shouted, suddenly stepping forward.
What the fuck? I hadn't... I mentally balled up the script and went with it. I just held out my hand in sardonic invitation to continue.
"'What the nine hells,' she begins, then takes in the tableau in horror," Tess exclaimed. "'Oh no, a succubus!"
Geri popped up off that big cock with a look of confused irritation. "Hey! How are you supposed..."
"I'll allow it," I said quickly. "This looks fun."
Geri looked back at me, her frustration quickly giving way to the realization that this was, in fact, becoming a bit epic. She hissed at Shanora.
"The moment she pops off of Ash's cock, Shanora wields her wand of lightning bolts," snapped Tess, waving her hand dramatically. "Kaboom!" she laughed.
I rolled some dice, for show of course. "Ash is momentarily blinded and deafened by the blast right in from of him. The Cock Vampire spasms in agony and collapses to the dungeon floor, still as death itself." Almost everyone laughed at the phrase 'Cock Vampire'.
Geri dramatically fell away from Martin and rolled to a stop on the carpet, hamming up her death. The little show-off made sure she posed herself to give everyone a very nice show of her topless form.
"Thank you, Shanora... I think," Ash said, more than a little conflicted at the abrupt cessation of activities. I suspected that his disappointment would be short-lived.
Shanora strutted toward him slowly. "My," she said, as if freshly shocked, "I should not be surprised to see such impressive wood to sprouting from a half-ent, I suppose." I'll admit, that drew a howl or two of laughter from the peanut gallery. Geri tried to remain 'dead', but her silent giggles sent ripples of vibration through her upthrust boobies.
Even Martin, who I am sure had heard his share of 'wood' jokes in his life, was mildly amused.
"Ah, quite so, my lady sorceress. I thank you again, but perhaps you could find a way to release these magical bonds that hold me so that I may cover myself... or perhaps alternatively thank you more extravagantly?" the wizard said with a hopeful leer, getting quickly on board the path of the new train.
"Fickle slut," murmured the dead vampire, clearly meaning Martin.
"Ohh... I don't think you will need to loose the bonds to thank me properly," Shanora mused with a smile. She crossed her arms and tugged upward on the pink knit dress, I mean 'black robes', tugging them over her head and off, presenting herself to Ash in nothing but a gorgeous new demi-cup bralette that lifted her magnificent breasts from beneath and did not quite reach to cover her soft, delicious nipples. The dark blue of the bra matched that of one of her favorite thongs, which graced her hips and nestled between the smooth, luxurious cheeks of her ass. I heard Anne oooh at the new bra. I hadn't even seen the damn thing before. I had thought I was hard again already, but I had been wrong...
Tess had certainly put her best foot forward for our new party members, and she looked like a winning lottery ticket. Martin sure had won one, and he looked like he knew it.
Shanora stood before him and caressed his cheek. "Oh my dear colleague, your skin is pallid and cold. The monster had drained your energies close to death. I fear that you still teeter in the verge. I must restore your life force."
I wondered how this was going to go. My wife had always been the best at fellatio among the women. No one said it, but everyone knew it. She had a gift. Would she demonstrate it here and now? I wondered if even she could deep-throat that fucking dowel of half-ent cock.
But she had other plans.
Shanora reached down, pressing the palm of her hand atop Ash's straining, recently denied cock. Her fingers draped straight down to surround his shaft. The tips pressed lightly around the middle of his rod, then she dragged them upward and off the top. With a smile, she gently touched her hips, and slid the thong down and off, dangling her breasts in Ash's face as she bent.
Ash's hands worked somewhat involuntarily at the shackles, and Shanora gently stilled them. "There is much power in those. I will have to work to remove them safely, and you need more important care first."
Then she kneeled on the bench, astride him, nestling his face between her breasts. Ash's mouth eagerly found its way to an exposed nipple and he sucked greedily.
Shanora's hands found their way to his agonizingly engorged cock. She rose and guided it to her obviously dripping snatch and let herself slide downward.
I watched in utter, aroused fascination as that seemingly enormous cock slid between her folds and she had to actually work her way downward onto him.
If you had told me three months before that I'd watch this with such excitement and anticipation, instead of becoming instantly violent... I'd have probably become instantly violent. But the fact was, I did. I wasn't humiliated, I was arrogant.
Don't get me wrong, I wouldn't have been able to stand watching, if I weren't doing regularly too...
With a groan from both their lips, Shanora settled herself fully on top of Ash's lap. She only rested there for a moment, before she began to rise and fall, and from my angle, I could see that cock appear and disappear again, and her body language told me how thrilled she was, not just at the attention from that new, giant tube of meat, but from the eyes she felt on her as well.
I knew that Tess felt the same way, we all probably did, but watching our friends LARPing with each other was fun, and erotic, and exciting to me. Watching my spouse LARPing with another guy was wildly more intense... thrilling more than fun. It was danger made safe by the circumstances, like a really big rollercoaster.
She rode him softly, knowing how on the edge he must be, and Shanora clearly wanted her ride to last. She gasped with almost every time she took that cock inside her again.
Ash was going to be a popular ride, an E Ticket, if you will, I thought jealously. I was not darkly jealous of him and Tess, but happily jealous of his impending popularity.
Shanora could not contain herself for long, it seemed. She'd been pretty turned on herself to start. Her pace increased and she flexed her hips eagerly. Soon, both of them were breathing heavily, smiling sweatily at each other, and the sounds of their approval were delicious.
"I'm not going to last," Ash gasped. "Where? In you? Or..."
"In!" groaned Shanora, interrupting him hastily. "Do it!"
Ash just moaned happily and wrapped his finger around the chains holding up his arms. We all were practically holding our breath...
Then Geri rose up almost unnaturally. She isn't actually magic of course, but goddamn that girl has some amazingly strong abs! Up she rose, and stepped quickly behind Tess, who was, um... not paying attention. She laid her hands suddenly on my wife's shoulders and lightly around her neck. "The cock vampire has arisen and, surprising the sorceress, renders her unconscious!"
Tess wanted to keep going. I could absolutely see it. But this was the role-play, and the role-play had rules... rules that kept this fucked up craziness at the level of just delicious madness... instead of utter bedlam. She sighed, and slid up and off of poor Martin.
"Is this whole game nothing but torture?" the poor guy wailed, blue-balled on the verge a second time.
"Not usually," I murmured. "Just when it is really entertaining."
Tess looked askance at Geri. "I thought he said you were dead."
"He said the vampire was 'still as death itself'," Geri smirked. "I was listening carefully."
"You are evil enough to be worthy of your assistant DMship," Tess grumbled, in a voice that clearly portended that someone or someones were going to get balled fiercely later to make up for the cunt-blunting she herself was suffering at the moment. I smiled, realizing that whatever happened here the rest of the evening, I was unlikely to get much, if any, sleep that night. Tess swooned prettily and then laid herself onto the floor. She let her knees fall to one side, with her shoulders on the floor, leaving her own gorgeous peaks pointing upward in their dark blue lace display case. Her thighs were pressed together, making this display sexy, rather than lewd.
Geri turned back to her victim, and hesitated. I looked at Mark, and he looked back. We both knew she was debating whether to climb aboard and give that pony a ride for herself. But her current NPC was a cock vampire, and she knew it would need to suck him to death. That was the game, and the game's rules must be followed!
"Sleep tight, spell-bitch," the vampire hissed at Shanora. "'Succubus' indeed. When you wake, your pet will be a shriveled husk." She turned to Ash, and her voice turned to pure honey. "You are going to love this, my precious."
She leaned down and took him well into her mouth, her tongue audibly wrapping itself around his cock as she consumed it.
And she froze.
Geri sat back up suddenly, Matin's cock popping free. She sat there on her knees, nonplussed for a few breaths.
"Well," she said, taking a breath. She looked over her shoulder at my wife. "I now know intimately what Tess tastes like."
Even Martin, who really should have been getting used to whateverus interruptus by now, laughed. Hard.
And with that, the vampire returned her attentions to the wizard. Martin clearly was not going to take long at this point. His head rolled back almost immediately, his hands working in and out of fists.
"Totally worth it," Martin gasped.
The vampire sucked.
Her lips worked around his generous shaft, its polished oaken form stretching out her mouth, clearly her favorite meal in centuries. She alternated between taking him inside her mouth and lavishing his surface with her tongue.
His time was short.
"Fuck, here it comes!" the wizard shouted, his hips bucking upward and his hands pulling the chains tight so he could grasp them together.
He had balls as big as his cock, and they apparently produced volumes, especially after being edged twice. The vampire jerked as he spewed into her mouth. And despite her manifest skill, cum still dribbled from her lips as she swallowed quickly, drawing his soul.
And then, with her thirst working to consume all he produced, he yanked the manacles from his wrists.
"Ash violently frees himself from the cuffs," Martin gasped. "As the magic lashes at him, he uses all his arts to deflect what he can down and into the vampire!"
I was fucking amazed that, at that moment of what looked like titanic release into the mouth of a woman he could only have idly imagined getting a blowjob from fifteen minutes earlier, Martin had the brain cells to rub together to make a play to save his character. I knew he had what it took to be a great player!
His arms collapsed free and he draped them over Geri's shoulders as she both continued to suckle on him and jerk in reaction to his gambit.
I found that I could speak, which surprised me, given the shock of what he had just tried.
"Ash rips the manacles from his wrists, taking nearly 300 point of damage. But given the wide open conduit the cock vampire has torn open to his life-force, most of that damage blasts down and out his cock and into her face and throat. She literally explodes."
What would Geri do with that?
Ham it up, that's what she'd do with that. She flung herself away from him, onto the floor, literally on top of Tess, who was giggling uncontrollably. She jerked several times, gasped, and lay still. Holy fuck, did the two of them lying together like that look amazing.
Penny applauded. I found that I should too, and joined her. "Martin wins the role-play prize for the night. If any of you motley crew can top that shit tonight, 'in medias cum' no less, I'll give you three levels," I laughed.



Martin's eyes were alight. I think he might have enjoyed the D&D portion of that crazy episode almost as much as he enjoyed what the women did to him.
Okay, he enjoyed saving his character a lot, but let's not get crazy here.
I looked at him. He and Penny had tried swinging before. I figured they had not been the instigators, though. He would have been much smoother, drunk or no, when he had first brought it up.
I still didn't know how they'd actually even brought themselves to try swinging. Given what I sort of knew about the Lifestyle, as he called it (mostly from erotica and stories my dad told about people back in the 70s, allegedly not including him and mom), I just could not fathom trying it. The idea of wandering off with Anne, hot as she is, to an unoccupied bedroom during an evening cocktail party and just sexing each other up did not appeal. (It'd be awesome, but it didn't seem like something I'd feel at all good about.) I truly could not imagine putting my car keys in a bowl with the other guys and, after a night of fun D&D, taking home whichever wife pulled out my keys from the bowl, and fucking her senseless when we got there. Again, it'd be awesome in the abstract, but was not appealing if I thought about it in real terms about real people.
When this night was done, I'd take my wife home and fuck her senseless. It was going to be awesome.
Later.
After we left.
After another couple hours of D&D and crazy sexual performance for each other.
I was glad we weren't a bunch of weirdos like swingers.
----------
Thanks for continuing this tale. As always, thanks for your kind votes, favorites and follows. Mostly, I really want to hear in the comments how this ridiculous, implausible tale is going in your mind! The last chapter is ready, and should be posted soon, so stay tuned!
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Dungeons and Dicks: Chapter Four--A New DM. A New Game
"Ohhhh," I groaned, stretching mightily as I shambled through the door from the garage, more than two hours later than usual.
Tess looked up from the couch, where she had her legs tucked up underneath her and a new David Weber book in her hands. "I got your text that you'd be late tonight. I didn't realize you'd be this late," she said, with sympathy, not criticism.
I wordlessly turned to our little bar cart, and poured myself a finger of scotch. I waved the bottle at my wife inquiringly. She shook her head and nodded at the glass of wine mostly finished on the coffee table. I slugged the whole glass back (I hadn't chosen the expensive single malt), set the glass back down, and moved to collapse on the other end of the couch.
"We got the contract early this morning," I announced with less enthusiasm in my voice than there should have been.
Tess brightened. "Really? That's great! Which parts?" she asked enthusiastically.
"All of it," I groaned.
"All of it? Can you guys even handle that?" Tess asked.
"No, but we are going to anyway," I said wearily. "Get used to me coming home this late for the foreseeable future. And traveling in two or three day stretches every week or so."
"How long is the foreseeable future?"
"Six months... at best. Eight at the most. Any longer and we flunk the contract terms," I sighed. "At least my group won't have to deal with the post-startup support issues."
"Well, 'congratulations' again, I guess," Tess said, still supportive, but with waning enthusiasm.
"It really is good news. Amazing even," I smiled finally. "But it'll be exhausting. I'm gong to need a massage occasionally when I come home like this." My neck was killing me. That's where I always carry stress. Right now, it was groaning painfully under the weight of what I felt was coming.
She looked at me and smiled. "One naked massage, coming right up," she said, tugging her shirt off over her head, her generous boobs bouncing free into my view.
"Oh wow," I said, a stupid grin making a sudden appearance on my face. As she stood up and started pushing her shorts and panties down off her hips, I added, "I didn't need naked, and I didn't mean right now."
Tess straightened and cocked the hips of her naked body. "Are you sure?"
"Oh, please yes," I said. "I just meant that I wasn't asking."
In moments, I was naked too and my wife was straddling my ass, sliding her hands up and down my upper back smoothly. She had taken a massage course back in her college days, and I have heard a few tales of her 'homework'. Enough to know where she got her affinity for it. I really needed a clinical rubdown though, even if my hardening cock beneath me had other ideas.
"Thank you," I sighed. "This whole mess really will be worth it though," I murmured. "Between the commission and the bonus at the end of the year, we are maybe talking a fundamental change in our finances. Maybe something like a vacation home. Or a boat. Or whatever."
Tess's soft strokes kept up their mission of mercy, but I felt the slight pause. "You mean like that little condo in Breckenridge?"
"Mmmhmm."
"Naked massage every night, then!"
"This deal just keeps getting better and better."
She worked the muscles expertly, the only erotic elements that she threw in were an occasional, accidentally on purpose brush of my back with her nipples. Even my cock was starting to relax.
"I only have one real worry for us in our personal life," I said, relaxed enough for conversation now. "I put my foot down about being home on weekends," I said, "but I just don't see how I'm going to have the time to do the prep for D&D that I usually do."
"That sucks," Tess said, genuinely unhappy. "I'd hate to have to take a break."
"I'll bet you would," I murmured slyly.
"You either!" Tess laughed, lightly spanking my left glute. "So what is your master plan to fix it?" I always have a plan.
"Penny."
"Penny?"
"Yeah. She told me that she's DMed before. I intent to prevail on her sense of civic duty... and extreme horniness... to get her to take over and save the game."
"That's my man. You always have a plan," Tess cooed. "I have a plan, too."
"You do?"
"Yes," she said, rising up a bit and tickling my side enough to make me squirm so she could flip me over. My mostly hard cock found itself slipping along her neatly trimmed pussy. Tess reached down to it and pulled it upward. "Yes, I do," she said, sliding herself down onto me.
*
"Hello? Penny Davis speaking."
"Penny?" I said when she picked up. I had waited until lunch time to call her from work. "It's John."
"Hey John, what's up?"
I explained my situation, and how I hoped that she might take over. She mused at it over the line for a minute. I didn't feel happy with the delay.
"I actually think I want to do it. It would be fun to pull the strings for a while. Only six months, you say?" Penny asked.
"I hope to God," I said, letting a bit of the weight on my shoulders come through in my voice.
"I'm pretty busy too, but I think I can do it. Um, could we maybe change genres? I don't have any fantasy stuff to recycle in my old material, and I don't have time to set up from scratch without a couple of weeks head start."
"I wish I could give you that," I sighed. "I guess we can take a break for a few weeks."
"Fuck that!" Penny laughed. "I'm having way too much fun. Listen, I do have an old campaign still on my hard disk from years ago that could be tweaked pretty easily for our... particular... brand of role-playing. But it's a comic book RPG instead. Think everybody would be into that?"
"Try keeping at least some of us back, more like. Sounds interesting to me for sure," I said. It was certainly true, and not just because it was a weight off my shoulders. "Let's run it by everybody in the chat."
ME: Hey guys! I just got a huge opportunity/even huger timesuck at work and have to bow out of DMing for a while. Penny has offered to be the ringmaster on our circus for the next six months or so, but wants to do a comic book version. That means new rules, right, Penny?
GERI: I love it
PENNY: I can shoot everybody a PDF of the character creation stuff
ANNE: Congratulations on the work thing... I guess. I'm down for some new adventures
MARK: I look forward to your leering goons and perverted alien tentacle monsters, Penny.
CRAIG: I'm good to go.
TESS: You know I am, of course. I'm in favor of anything that leaves at least a few hours a week for me. I'm ready for a new character anyway.
MARTIN: I'm okay with it, except that I'm guessing I'll be making dinner more often during the week while she plots.
PENNY: I'll email everybody the rules. Mark, I don't have your email. Can you all give them an initial going over and text me any questions? And maybe have some ideas before our first night. But I want to do the actual character creation together, so we can learn more about the rules while doing that
She was already taking over from me. I actually felt a twinge of jealousy... smothered completely by my sigh of relief.
*
We did take one week off, but still got together at The Fish House to celebrate my Big Fucking Deal. It was just a nice dinner. It continued to amaze me, when we weren't LARPing, how easy it was just to act and think like normal people. Sure, I checked out Anne, Penny, and Geri (and Tess, of course) once or twice, but no more than I would have with any group as attractive as they. It was ditto for the rest of us.
I thought it made a nice reset, and resolved to suggest the odd night's off from time to time.
*
We decided to shift the rotation around a bit to meet the next week at Martin and Penny's, since she was taking the reins of our gaming. And we started in the mid-afternoon so we could all create new characters and still have time to play... and inevitably role-play...
Since everything was new and no one had any characters made up yet, no one did any cosplay that week. Seeing Geri at a gaming table once more without her chainmail bikini was a little disconcerting and I wondered if she'd find a way to incorporate the getup into her new character. The girl liked that bikini, looked great in that bikini, and liked how much everyone felt that she looked great in it. That night, everyone, including her, pretty much just wore casual clothes. The only thing I noticed as a common thread was that nothing looked terribly hard to take off.
We all arrived pretty promptly, eager to try a new story with new mechanics. I hadn't been a Player for almost four years, and was wondering how I'd handle it, to be honest. I considered creating a character who was a manipulative schemer, just so I could keep my hand in...
Penny set her campaign in the coastal city of Anchor Bay, where we would form our new Superteam. She decided to start us all at level three, to give us some more fun powers, and because most absolutely noob superheroes didn't join teams, and certainly didn't form them. We were all going to have to come up with about '12 issues' worth of backstory fairly soon, once the campaign got rolling.
I cooked up what in comics jargon would be called a Brick. He was fairly strong, a bit faster than a regular human, and had some fighting skills from his days as a Marine. His main power was that he was able to absorb and survive an enormous amount of damage.
I called him The Wall. Then I was roundly mocked for the stupid name, and so I changed to calling him Jarhead instead. It was also stupid, but more hokey, so... yay.
Our other basic brick was Anne's Martienne, a real Martian refugee who wasn't nearly as indestructible as Jarhead, but had rage-based strength.
"So, sort of a cross between She-Hulk and the Martian Manhunter?" Penny asked as Anne plugged in her numbers.
"Yeah, pretty much," Anne admitted. "Kinda derivative, I know, but I've been busy this week and have not been inspired."
"Does she break the Fourth Wall like She-Hulk?" Geri asked.
"Fuck yeah!" Anne replied, suddenly enthusiastic. "That's a great idea. Suddenly I have inspiration."
Geri, of course, decided that her character, Korda, would be a barbarian warrior from the past, who had been preserved to the present day frozen in ice. Chainmail bikini: check.
Mark avoided both stereotype and type by refusing to play a martial artist, instead going with a wealthy inventor-type, who at this level did not have crazy big bucks, or super-powerful armor, just a multi-tool glove and utility belt. The Maker could make most any gadget he needed, given time and the contents of a kitchen junk drawer.
My wife went with invisibility powers that were semi-magically-based. The Whisp had faerie blood in her veins, and combined other stealth abilities with her invisibility. Her secret identity as a reporter was actually more famous than her superhero identity at this point in her career. Tess actually invested creation points into her reporter side to give the character investigation/detective abilities.
For a character limitation, and in the first nod to our own particular brand of role-playing, Tess chose to say that The Whisp could not make her clothes invisible, only her body...
Craig went flashy with The Flare, who flew and threw fire blasts around with gay abandon.
Martin, chose stretching powers, gained as a night watchman at a chemistry plant where he foiled a robbery and saved a co-worker's life--at the cost of being polymerized himself by the plant's equipment in the process.
"Someone had to go for stretching powers..." I observed drily.
"I'd say he has some pretty impressive stretching powers in real life already," Anne said with a completely straight face. We tended not to actually comment on each other's real life physical characteristics, our characters being what mattered there... But Martin was the exception. There was just no ignoring that... thing.
Craig chose to deliver her completely deserved chastisement himself, tickling her half to death.
Anne was quite ticklish. Noted for future use.
"We should do Presentations on each of our characters," Martin suggested as we finished up with creation. He had kind of fallen in love with our little ritual and was always eager to do it.
"Nope!" countered his wife. "It's not the right time. One, I'd rather you guys have the next week to work up your appearances and then re-work them. Besides, though you are all superheroes in the same city, you are all relatively junior and obscure, so how would you know each other enough for such a detailed description?" Penny had a good air of authority about her. She'd do fine.
"No, let's start with an explosion in Bayside Park, loud enough and with a big enough plume of smoke to be heard or seen or both from all your locations as your secret identities..." she began firmly. And we were off.
Learning a new RPG on the fly was challenging, but Penny knew her stuff well enough to keep it fun, give us guidance when needed, and otherwise engaging us all through our first fight, our decision that Anchor Bay needed its own local super group because the city's more famous, more powerful superheroes were often away saving the larger world, and finally our bringing down of our first criminal outfit. The game system was little clunky, but it did the job, and was pretty flexible, which was important to a group like us who cared more about the story than the mechanics.
Much later, Tess looked up from her sheet after she had finally moved up to level four (the last of our characters to get a new level), and looked at the clock. "Holy shit," she said, suddenly cross. "There's like, less than half an hour until quitting time!"
We all stared at each other in surprise and... dismay. There had been no LARPing at all. A fair amount of dirty jokes had been told. There had been leering. Tess had managed to have her character embarrassed when she had to go invisible very quickly and leave her clothes behind. But she hadn't acted that out, and there had been no LARPing of any kind otherwise.
Penny shrugged. "You guys passed on all the opportunities I put in tonight. After the third one, I just figured everybody was too busy concentrating on the game."
That got a laugh. "What opportunities are you talking about?" Mark asked. Penny told us, and we looked at each other. "Wow, we were focused," Mark said.
*
My phone buzzed with a text message the next morning. I ignored it because Tess was lazily getting in some practice with her amazing oral skills, and I was highly reluctant to interrupt her when she was 'in training'.
When it buzzed a second time, Tess looked up. "Get it. It might be work. Don't worry, I'll just keep on keeping on." With that I felt her lips wrap around my happy, happy cock once more.
I stretched over and could just reach my phone.
It was Penny, not work.
PENNY: Morning!
PENNY: I hope you are up.
ME: Yes. You could say that. What can I do for you?
Tess kept working away, not even pausing when I told her who it was. I guessed I was having text conversations with other women during blowjobs now... All facets of my life were better than they had been in the historical past, before the LARP.
PENNY: I'm worried I screwed up last night
ME: Bullshit. That was great fun. We all enjoyed ourselves.
PENNY: Dickhead, I'm talking about the sex. You make it all seem flow naturally, and I didn't make it happen at all
ME: Don't worry. It will happen.
ME: I do have some pointers...
PENNY: [Praying Hands Emoji]
ME: Concentrate on set pieces, not incidental events.
PENNY: I feel awkward pairing people up. Seems dictatorial
ME: If the story calls for it, go for it anyway. But ideally, I try to just set up one person, and let the others find their own way into it.
ME: Beyond that, be ready for us to come up with our own ways to get into it, and contribute as you can when we do.
PENNY: Thanks. That hopefully will be enough to get me going.
I lay down the phone and gasped as Tess increased her efforts in response. It was good to be me.
I grabbed the phone again.
ME: Don't forget to set yourself up too!
PENNY: Very good advice. [Halo Emoji]
When I put my phone back down, Tess smiled up at me as she dragged her tongue up my cock, applying exactly the right pressure. Before she could suck me back into her mouth, I lunged upward and pushed her over onto her back, diving down myself. She had been studying so hard on her skills, she deserved a reward. Also, with Craig's reputation, I felt I needed some extra practice of my own.
*
Penny watched intently as we moved our miniatures around the table, talking out our fight with the little, blue, alien douchebags. We described attacks, or in my own character's case, invitations to be attacked instead of a more vulnerable teammate. She countered with descriptions of the aliens' pain-in-the-ass actions, and especially the dangerous antics of their giant yellow pig-dog, Chompticus™, which were the only reasons we hadn't routed the aliens already.
Geri moved Korda's figure over near the Martienne's to help with the pig-dog-thing. Apparently, that was what Penny had been waiting for. I saw her smile flash for just a moment before disappearing again. I'm more real-life observant than the rest of us, so I was more alert right off the bat. Man, did that turn out to be valuable...
"Suddenly, the aliens seem to have had enough," Penny says excitedly. "Most of them begin to fly back toward their ship, using their little jet packs. A beam shoots out from a large iris that suddenly opens on the hull, reaching out to the pig-dog in particular. You all feel a rush as everything near the beam is tugged toward it, even the air in the vicinity. It is focused on the beast, though, which is apparently valuable enough to be the priority retrieval. It is lifted up and hurled back into the ship. The other aliens just fly in close to the beam and are sucked in as well. The beam begins to wink out as the rush of air seems to grow stronger at the end."
She looked down at the map, picking up the monster's figure and examining the figures on the board as if evaluating. "Korda," she muttered, rolling a die behind her screen where we could not see. "Uh huh..." Then she added, "and Martienne" Another die was rolled. Penny shook her head as if surprised.
"Wow. Both Korda and Martienne are caught in the penumbra of the beam and hurtle after the aliens like tossed rag dolls. The beam winks out as they pass into the depths of the alien ship!" There was an excited and confused babble as everyone tired to react at once.
Penny ignored everyone, especially Geri and Anne, and said, "The iris begins to shut swiftly."
"Jarhead leaps into it after them," I snapped before anyone else. My preparedness might pay off...
"I run and dive through the entrance, shooting out an InstaBrace™ from my glove to try to block its closure," shouted Mark, a solid beat after my quick reaction.
At almost the same moment, Craig shouted, "I dive quickly, using gravity to accelerate to Ultra-Flame Speed™!" I'm not kidding, you could hear the capitalization and trademarks. It was a schtick we were all embracing.
Martin was the most out of practice at reacting, and paused. "I don't even move, just stretch both arms out to grab their ankles before they are even pulled all the way in!"



Tess just sat back, folded her arms under her boobs, and smiled in anticipation of the games finally beginning.
Penny looked at us. "The swiftly closing iris will shut before more than one of you can make it through."
"Initiative," called out Craig, whose The Flame was our speediest character and should have a bonus in situations like this. He reached for his dice.
"Yeah... no," Penny drawled. She looked at me with a smile. "Jarhead makes it through, just before the iris snaps shut. Indeed, for you guys outside, you are not even sure if he does make it through, or if his trailing foot is pulverized by the mighty alien steel."
"Whew," I said, drowned out by howls of protest and rules-lawyering.
Penny just shook her head. "No, no initiative rolls. John spoke first, clearly reacting first..."
"But..." interrupted Craig, before Penny rolled right over him.
"And more importantly, John told me what Jarhead was doing. You guys all spoke in the first person. I'm told that means a penalty."
"Fuck," grumbled Mark, speaking for all of them. No first person was one of The Rules. It was the only one we tended to break in the excitement, but we enforced it when it mattered. And it mattered here because Penny wanted to thank me for my earlier advice, I guessed. I looked at Geri and Anne. This was some princely thanks.
*
The cosplay was back in full force this week, and even we guys were apparently no longer immune.
My phone dinged on Thursday afternoon. It was the Emergency Bears text thread with me, Mark, and Craig. I saw Martin had been just added.
CRAIG: I'm doomed. Anne just showed me what she cooked up for my 'costume'. I get speedos with flames silk-screened on them and a stretch mesh teeshirt with a The Flame logo she created on its front. That's all!!! I look like six year-old in his underwear, pretending to be Superman.
There was a pause as we all took in the magnitude of this disaster.
MARK: I have been issued the leather pants I wore for Halloween two years ago and a trench coat. I am required to create a prop glove for myself by Saturday, on pain of being left at home.
MARTIN: Why am I in a text group entitled 'Emergency Bears'?
CRAIG: Welcome. We share memes sometimes, and talk about what our women are plotting against us. Mostly we talk about what a disaster the Bears are.
MARTIN: I'll stay... if I can talk about what a disaster the Rams are
MARK: You can keep your Dodgers. You are hopeless about them, but come on. Forget the Rams. Adopt ONE local team!
ME: [GIF of Darth Vader Holding Out His Hand to Luke] Come to the Dark Side, Martin. We have BRATWURST!
MARTIN: Maybe. Bratwurst is good
MARTIN: That said, I have been given a whole-body, blue, stretch lycra body suit WITH HOOD.
ME: Told you someone was going to end up in a gimp suit.
MARK: And your fate, oh no longer immune EX-dungeon master?
ME: Army surplus camo pants and leather crossing bandoliers for equipment. No shirt.
MARTIN: Ouch.
MARK: Told you that you needed to be hitting the gym more.
ME: Unfortunately, I now have only the time to hit it LESS
MARTIN: Penny is just wearing tight black, so she can be anything. Geri going with the bikini?
MARK: Natch.
CRAIG: No spoilers about Anne.
Now THAT was interesting.
When the evening began, Craig and Anne were last to arrive at our place. Various texts from them about how they had burnt the food they were bringing seemed dubious. Anne never made a mistake in the kitchen.
Tess had walked in to a few raised eyebrows with her cosplay, which was just a sexy business suit with a short skirt and a high collared jacket. Some people seemed a touch disappointed. Heh.
When Craig finally pushed through our front door with his arms full of good-smelling stuff, it was obvious that what most of us had suspected was true: They were just deliberately late so Anne could make an Entrance.
She had never gotten over being third and, in her opinion, worst in the original cosplay getups. She had always thought her see-through 'ringmail' and much less concealing than before tabard had not been up to snuff in the authenticity department with Geri and Tess. Not one guy would have had a bad word to say about her in that get-up, but that was the way she was.
She was not going to be upstaged this time around.
She walked in behind Craig, empty-handed. Woos, whistles, and an outright catcall from Penny greeted the Martienne. The alien babe wore matching purple yoga pants from Lululemon, and a homemade vest with a high collar and profoundly low neckline, which hugged her high-performance curves like a Ferrari hugged a turn.
And every square inch of her skin was a deep, emerald green. No one had any doubts that the color extended everywhere beneath the clothes as well. Her hair was a shade darker purple than her clothes.
Tess spoke first. "Isn't it going to rub off on, um, people?" she asked softly.
Anne grinned. "Nope! See?" she added, rubbing the back of her hand against Craig's cheek, leaving no mark. "I got some three years ago at WonderCon. It is basically a fake tan skin bronzer, but with a green tinting. My new, unexpired tube arrived by FedEx yesterday. Thank God the makers are still in business."
"Yeah, I'm going to need that company's name," said Penny, breathlessly.
"Yes, she is," Martin added slowly. "I'm finally going to get my Orion slave girl..."
"It lasts as long a bronzer?" Mark asked incredulously. "Don't you have to go into work Monday?"
"I did the hair two days ago and worked with purple hair last night," Tess laughed. "It got a good reaction. If I went in like this I think my tips would be epic," laughed Anne. "But no, I am not working with green skin. It comes off with alcohol. Craig gets to rub me down all over tonight... or maybe tomorrow if he is a good boy... with vodka."
"To be clear, I will use gin," Craig grinned an excrement-eating grin. "It is higher proof than vodka... and I prefer the taste of gin."
I said nothing because... holy fuck, green skin. On Anne. I eventually ripped my eyes from her and stole a glance at Geri.
Yep. She was already in turmoil at being bested in the cosplay arena. I could only imagine how she was going to up her game in response to this.
It was good to be alive.
*
Jarhead recovered from a brief moment of unconsciousness (he hoped it had been brief) to find himself alone in what appeared to be a space ship's refuse filter or bin. Small rocks, human litter, and other, unidentifiable material was spread out throughout the space, doubtless sucked in by the evacuation ray.
I stood up from my chair and turned to Penny. "Jarhead quickly looks around for Korda and Martienne."
Penny looked at Geri and Anne and pointed at the floor. "It is not hard to spy the two other heroes, lying splayed out atop each other on the floor, still unconscious, among the other refuse."
My two friends both raised eyebrows at Penny, but walked over to the middle of the room. Anne lay down on her back, splayed out with her limbs in all directions. Geri shrugged and lay face down atop her, sideways, ass pushed up in the air as she draped over Anne's midsection. Both giggled, then lay still.
Holy shit, were the two of them going to encourage me to play with both of them? This was great. I heard Tess chuckle behind me.
"Jarhead keeps his head on a swivel, seeking any sign that the aliens are nearby or coming for them," I said quickly.
"Oh sure, now you get all dungeon-careful," said Penny snidely. "You didn't think to check if the ship might have breathable air?"
"I didn't need to," I replied sweetly. "They didn't use breathing apparatuses, so if they can breath our air easily, we should be able to breath theirs."
"Don't poke the Dungeon Master, dear," warned Tess.
Penny shrugged, not wanting to get into it with me right then. She did shush Tess. "You hear or see no signs of a general alarm. They may well not have even realized that any of you got on board. A certain amount of debris seems likely to always get sucked on board, and you are sitting in the filter. To give extra credence to that idea, you realize that almost everything in here, including Korda and Martienne, has been immobilized with an almost invisible net of webbing, probably to secure any large masses from shifting in flight."
"Shit! Are we flying?" I asked Penny.
"You can't tell. The whole ship seems to shudder slightly every once in a while for no discernible reason."
"But I can move," I asked. "Why?"
Penny shrugged.
"Maybe because you came in under your own power, and we didn't?" Geri put in.
"Shush, we are unconscious," Anne scolded.
"No, it's okay," Penny said. "Let's say that Korda and Martienne have awoken and discovered that they are quite effectively immobilized."
"Against Martienne's Angry Strength™?" Anne growled, um, angrily.
"Looks like it. Or at least it is strong enough to resist as much strength as you dare without pushing Korda through the web like garlic through a press."
"Hey, let's not try that," Geri put in hastily.
I walked over and bent down over the extravagantly sexy pile of womanhood. "He's going to risk touching the webbing, carefully."
"It seems to adhere to them, but not to Jarhead's fingers," Penny said.
"Easy girls, I'll get you free somehow," Jarhead said, taking his time to drink in the sights.
"Thanks, Marine Man. It good to know we can count on team!!!" Korda said in earnest, silver-age comic dialog melded with primitive speech. Lots of exclamation points were the order of the day.
"Yeah," added Martienne, who was lying on her back and could see Jarhead's roving eyes. "But maybe a little less looking, and a little more figuring?"
"He tugs at the webbing a little," I said absently to Penny, eyes still downward, as Jarhead ran his hand over Korda's upthrust ass, pretending to pick a little at the webbing covering it.
Korda cleared her throat at the touch, but also wiggled her ass.
"You find that if you rub carefully enough, you can massage it free of them, about a centimeter at a time. Once you get it free, it seems to stop adhering," Penny said softly.
I finally looked up to give her an appreciative glance. A deeply appreciative glance.
"All right girls, I think I can free you. Just be patient," Jarhead said. "I hope this won't be too uncomfortable for you."
"Just... be gentle Jarhead," Korda said softly, afraid.
"Can you believe this shit? I wonder if it was the writer or the pencil artist who draped the two of this out like this," Martienne said, lifting her head and talking to the players not involved in the scene. Korda and Jarhead did not hear, or course.
Jarhead began with Korda's bare feet, rubbing one, then massaging his way upward smoothly and gently, slowing as he reached her upper thighs. He paused as his fingers reached close to her tasty bits, and I asked Penny, "How much of their bodies are covered by this stuff? And is it between them?"
"Every square inch," Penny said gleefully. "Oh, and they are adhered together, too, come to think of it."
"Terrible," Jarhead murmured, as he massaged between Korda's legs very thoroughly. She sighed happily. I had a thought as Jarhead undid the snaps closing the crotch of the bikini. "Penny? If I undo her clothes, does the webbing come away with the clothes, or stick to their bodies?"
"Uhhh," Penny mused, caught off guard. She decided to follow my lead. "It is much easier to remove the clothes than the webbing itself, and the webbing comes away if you loosen or remove the garments."
Well. Isn't that convenient?
The crotch of her chainmail bikini opened, I took another moment to caress her utterly bald lips. Korda hissed happily, but stayed in character. "Oh my! That's... swell. But didn't sticky stuff go away with armor?"
Jarhead chuckled. "I'm just checking for any stray strands that worked their way underneath. I'd hate for you to feel an unfortunate... tug," he reassured Korda, before moving to work his hands up her other leg. They were such powerful, shapely legs... When he got back up to her tight, powerful ass once more, he massaged every exposed centimeter free of the netting, then unbuckled the side of the chainmail bottom.
Both women chuckled at this.
He worked the mail garment free of Korda's hips and from between them both, leaving her body naked from the ribcage down. At least Geri had not insisted on claiming Korda was bushy down there, so we all did not have to imagine that she wasn't shaven, like we did with Frenoria.
Jarhead could not resist leaning down to kiss gently at her lower back. Korda could move her legs now and they wriggled with pleasure, and then wiggled harder once he was unable to resist gently licking up the base of her spine.
"Well, would you look at that," Penny said. "Seems like human saliva is a solvent for the webbing. It practically melts away under a tongue."
All three of us looked over at her. She smiled. We were welcome.
Martienne looked up at the group again. "See what I mean? I hope the barbarian comes before he licks her completely free, or I'm going to have to lie here, alone and still glued to the floor while they fuck themselves silly."
I snorted at that. Not likely I'm leaving you out of this, Anne.
Jarhead did, however, lick his way around the outlines of Korda's bikini top, then gently worked it free as well. I was honestly not sure if naked Geri bent over atop Anne was actually an improvement over chainmail bikini-wearing Geri bent over atop Anne.
Bullshit, but I hope you get my point.
"I slowly get free," thundered Korda enthusiastically. "Lick faster, Marine Man!"
"That's what she said," laughed Craig, to general merriment.
I'll admit that Jarhead didn't quite lick every square inch of Korda's sleek barbarian form, but he gave it a good try. He even made sure that all the parts covered by the bikini were free of any stray adhesive that might have worked its way underneath. Korda wanted me to check between her legs once more, but Jarhead really wanted to get to freeing Anne as well. She had quite good-naturedly lay there while Jarhead molested Korda, and I wanted to... well, Jarhead wanted to molest Martienne too.
He began to run his tongue down under Korda and between her and Martienne, staring with her hips and ass, naturally. It was a lot of fun licking into the tightly pressed together flesh of Korda's breasts and Martienne's flat stomach.
"Don't come home tonight with a green tongue," Tess caroled with laughter.
"Don't worry," Craig chuckled, and I looked up in time to see him drape that long tongue of his out for inspection. It was normal colored. "See? It doesn't transfer."
The audience may have been laughing, but Jarhead was getting back to work.
The rest of freeing Korda did not take long, since no one was interested in me lingering over the less exciting bits like her arms. At last, Jarhead tugged her remaining hand free, and Korda sat up languidly.
"Freedom feel good. Getting freed felt better," she uttered in her primitive dialect. Then she wrapped her arms around Jarhead and kissed him in enthusiastic thanks.
When her hand slid down his bare chest and found its way into and under the waistband of his camo pants, he broke off the kiss and put a hand on her wrist. She did not let go of his cock.
"Uh, Korda? We still need to free Martienne," Jarhead said, though not with much conviction.
Korda looked down at the fuming green alien. "Her? She comfortable. We free her later," she said, hand still moving inside Jarhead's pants.
"Horny bitch," Martienne said to the crowd. "Now that I don't have to worry about killing her accidentally, I rip my way free of the webbing with all my Anger Strength™, so I can kill her intentionally," she added, turning her head toward Penny.
"You struggle mightily, but even your strength is not enough," Penny says. "It's good tech."
"See?" Jarhead said to Korda. "Martienne is not comfortable. I like your ideas, but maybe I should free her first?" Korda reluctantly removed her hand from his pants.
I exchanged a quick grin with Anne as Jarhead looked down at Martienne, trying to work out how to have the most fun freeing the alien. Because Jarhead meant to have as much fun with it as he could manage. Did alien's have green tanlines?
Then the ex-marine paused. He looked down at the alien, then back at the barbarian warrior, and smiled. "So, Korda," he drawled in his rural accent, "how's about you help me lick our teammate free?"
Both women looked at me wide-eyed.
We had dabbled here and there with two of one sex and one of another, but it had always been where the two had not really interacted with each other much, except for Penny and Anne's first experience with me. And that had just been a kiss.
I was suggesting a major escalation. I'll be honest here, I had wanted to see something like this for a while. I sensed that maybe this had been part of Penny's plan, since I was pretty damned sure she'd have been down for it had she been there on the floor with me. And I was happy to find a time to push it where it was both not my responsibility, and my wife was not one involved, since I still had absolutely no read on her opinions on the subject.
I did wait for an answer, as I wanted to avoid anything uncomfortable. They could easily still laugh it off. For my part, Jarhead was tugging off Maritenne's shoes and then kissing his way up her exposed flesh to the hem of the yoga pants at mid-calf.
Korda and Martienne looked at each other, and everyone, including me, kept a close eye on them. Suddenly a smile flashed between them. Uncertain, but a smile.
With a shrug, Korda said, "Sound fun. I help. Hope you no taste too good, alien girl, or Korda eat you!"
That brought gales of laughter for most everyone, except Geri, who had not really meant to say what she had.
Martienne looked up one last time. "I don't know whether to be turned on or terrified."
Whether that was Martienne breaking the Fourth Wall that time or just Anne talking, I neither knew nor cared. I started to run my hands up the silky, tight fabric of her purple yoga pants, but then decided to leave them for later (and maybe for Korda?)
Instead, Jarhead moved up to lean over Martienne's incredibly green face. He looked down on her and said simply, "Sorry it took so long. Working together, we will have you free in short order."
The alien looked back up at him. "Not too short an order, I hope," she said softly.
Jarhead decided to start with Martienne's mouth and face. He even checked carefully inside her mouth with his tongue. A Marine learns to be thorough, you know.
He suddenly felt Korda's face next to his, and her lips pushing him gently aside to kiss Martienne's lips in turn. It was delicate at first, but was hotter than hell in seconds. Jarhead just grinned and worked his lips and tongue down to the base of the green throat, tonguing the hollow there carefully.
Only I could hear the two of them whispering to each other, under cover of making out.
"What now?" hissed Geri.
"Up to you," replied a much more confident-sounding Anne. "If I taste good enough, you could carry through on your promise..."
Geri snorted, then looked incredulously at Anne. "Are you serious?!?" she hissed.
Anne kissed her again. I saw lots of tongue... from both of them. "It wouldn't be for the first time for me, either way."
Geri giggled, then goggled. "Ohmigod, Mark would die!"
"Craig will die too," Anne replied, and I noticed that she did not employ the conditional. "If you do it right, I'll sort of die as well!"
Wow. Wow, wow, wow. Wow.
Korda just kept staring at Martienne's bland expression and very flushed face. Jarhead just moved lower, knowing his input was neither welcome, nor wise. Besides, he was eager to bury his face in all that green alien cleavage and work the front of Martienne's vest over with his hands in anticipation of peeling it open and free.



Why was he freeing her chest first, not her arms and hands? Because that is the way he wanted to do it...
Just as he was about to start picking open the few buttons on the front of the purple vest, Jarhead felt Korda suddenly shift and flow past him, to kneel between the alien's spectacular thighs. The barbarian reached out softly, hesitantly stroking at Martienne's still-clothed hips.
"You want some help peeling her free down there?" Jarhead asked.
His goading seemed to snap Korda into action. "You peel your own hide," she snapped. "I peel mine." But she waited for Jarhead.
He freed those three buttons swiftly, and gently spread open the front of that vest, revealing two of the absolutely best-looking green alien tits since the Invasion of the Moon Babes (Wicked Awesome Tales, issue 132)
I got a good laugh narrating that, cut off with a gasp as I could not resist just fucking going to town with my lips on her nipples 'inspecting for stray adhesive'. It was harder and harder to let the story play out without just flat out indulging myself instead.
Then I paused because Korda tugged decisively down on Martienne's pants, lifting her ass swiftly, then tugging them free with none of the careful peeling that we had established was needed to remove a garment. I was not the only one getting tired of story over action...
Korda's sudden burst of energy abated as she knelt, staring Martienne's surprisingly human-constructed vagina in the, um, face. She reached out tentatively and slid a hand up the emerald inner thigh, pausing at the top. Biting her lower lip, she ran her hand gently over the soft mound (the hair on which Anne had also dyed purple). I tore myself away from Anne's amazing breasts and sat up on my knees to watch what would happen.
Anne was obviously watching intently too, and she and Geri exchanged an intense look.
Then Korda's face fell, her expression now hungry but afraid. "Korda not sure she can do this," she stage whispered.
Martienne just smiled. "Just try it, Barbarian. I'll coach you, if you need it."
There were hisses of anticipation from all around us, and I could see Geri gather courage from the attention. I stole a quick glance at Mark and Craig, who were both about to die of having their eyes explode.
Korda looked around swiftly, then bent her face down near between those. But then she hesitated again.
Anne lifted her legs and wrapped them gently around Geri's shoulders. "Martienne lifts her legs and entraps the barbarian, pulling her downward with just a trace of Irritated Strength™," she declared. Geri let her pull her down.
I had not realized that Martienne had been holding her breath, until she let it out with a long sigh as Korda began to kiss her sex. The barbarian's hands uncertainly curled up under the alien's thighs, lifting them up, bending her knees. Her fingers uncertainly caressed the outsides of those legs as she kissed up and down between them.
"Oh... nice," sighed Martienne. "Tongue now, please," she said, with an anticipatory gasp. It was replaced by one of delight. "Oh, fuck yeah. That will do it."
I might have been the only one close enough to hear the soft, wet sounds coming from between them.
"Nice, but slow down. There you go," the coaching continued. Geri quite obviously knew what needed to be done down there, but Anne's encouragement was helping her do it just right. "How deep can you go?" she asked, her voice suddenly needful, as if her arousal had just ratcheted up a big notch.
For a span, Korda worked away and Martienne just lay back and groaned happily. Jarhead suddenly realized that he was sitting there, staring down at those beautiful green tits, exposed and just begging for more attention.
But as he bent to resume his own small enhancement to the alien's experience, she instead turned to him. "This is an amazing rescue, but it's missing something. I'd like a little more, and I'm betting you would to, Jarhead." She ran her pink tongue over her green lips. "Give me your cock," she almost hissed.
The only problem with that offer was that I was pretty sure I was about to be very distracted from watching Geri munch her first rug...
But Jarhead is an accommodating guy, so I slid off his bandoliers, and lowered his camos to his knees. Martienne pushed herself up onto her elbows and leant toward him. (Yes, she had to move her arms a little to do that, and they were still supposedly held down. Get over your continuity error hangups!) He shuffled forward to the offered lips, and she flicked her tongue across the tip with a single, erotic caress that sent shivers through him.
"Hey!" exclaimed Korda, lifting her head. "How she able to teach me with your club in mouth?"
God bless Geri, she could stay in character under the damnedest circumstances...
"Please get back to work," Martienne practically begged, thrusting her hips up toward the barbarian. "You are doing amazing." With that, she bent and proceeded to demonstrate some 'amazing' of her own on Jarhead. Her lips sucked tightly around his throbbing helmet, and she moved her head, sliding him in and out of her mouth, his cock nestling against and sliding along her active tongue.
Okay, listen. The look of that beautiful green face, and those emerald lips clamped around and sliding along my cock was an apex nerd fantasy, right up there with a hot chick in a chainmail bikini. I knew the three of us were providing a spectacle. The other five were getting their money's worth. But for perhaps the only time, I was not registering being watched. I was not even paying any attention to the bi-curious cunnilingus taking place two feet away. I just saw those green lips.
That said, Jarhead did not instantly come, like he feared he might. As skilled as the Martienne herself was, she was really very distracted by the barbarian's efforts. The three heroes went along like that for an amount of time that none of them could identify, but soon Jarhead's cock slipped from the alien's lips and she threw her head back in a keening wail of delight.
Whatever Korda had just done, she did again... in spades. Martienne just wailed and wailed in exquisite agony until she collapsed back flat on the floor, panting. Jarhead looked down and realized that she was spent for a bit, even though Korda continued to tease and kiss her below. He looked at the exquisite barbarian...
He slid around and out of his camos as he moved. His rough hands stroked that naked, upturned, sleek, little backside while he positioned himself kneeling between both her thighs. He lowered himself down and let his cock rub softly against the Korda's perfectly smooth pussy.
She made no move, other that to contentedly rest her face between the alien's still quivering thighs.
He entered her. She stiffened, and murmured a happy sound as he buried himself in her wildly hot and eager interior. Despite his desire to start slowly, the situation overwhelmed his restraint, and he was almost instantly slamming into her. She pushed herself up and free of Martienne's crotch and groaned loudly as he slammed into her. The two of them grunted and groaned at the sudden, fierce fucking.
Now, our usual MO was one orgasm, maybe a simultaneous pair, and we moved on. I was indulging myself a bit by extending the LARP, but no one among the watchers seemed to be restless. And my cock was not going to be denied its own eruption.
As Jarhead thrust into Korda, she began to crawl up over Martienne, kissing her way up the alien's bare stomach and chest with each mighty thrust of the superpowered man above her. He followed her movement, staying with her. In fact, as he noticed her movement, he began to thrust hard enough to push her along.
In. In. In, he thrust, both of them sliding upward until Korda's lips met with the alien's and they began to kiss, and kiss in earnest.
Because Martienne was taller than the barbarian, Jarhead found his balls brushing against the sodden crotch of the green goddess underneath them both.
Korda screamed, her body jerking and undulating in the sandwich between Jarhead and the alien. He kept pumping into her until he felt her go limp... and then he had an idea.
Sliding free of her tight confines, he shifted his hips and lowered his cock to the recently assaulted opening of the alien, and slid himself in. She had not been expecting that, but it was obvious a welcome surprise.
Jarhead's thrusts resumed. Korda realized that her hips made for a difficult angle for her teammates, and she scrunched her butt higher, twisting her neck to keep on kissing Martienne. That little shift helped and I could slam into the green woman more comfortably.
There was no way on Earth that Jarhead, superhero or no, was going to last any longer.
"Holy Fuuuuuck," he gasped, as his whole lower body spasmed and he unleashed a torrent into the alien's depths. Involuntarily, he kept thrusting, and as a sequel eruption burst into Martienne, the alien also moaned once more, rolling almost desperately to the side and toppling the sexual tower of bodies over.
All three flopped to the ground, gasping for air.
I just wanted to lie there, wet dick flopping in the breeze and all, for minute while I re-assembled my utterly exploded mind and body. The heaving motionlessness of my scene partners showed they too needed a minute or five.
But fucking Penny, evil glee in her voice, suddenly spoke. "The ship lurches, harder this time, and the PA comes on, apparently all over the entire ship."
"Fuck this caper, and fuck this stupid planet, and fuck these fucking fuckwit humans! Listen, my crew, we are getting out of here no matter what," the squawking alien voice of their leader blared. "That flaming idiot had welded landing gear three to the ground. In thirty seconds, I am going to jettison the strut and we will be free. At that moment, dump the garbage to reduce mass and we go to light speed in three seconds. Secure for crash acceleration. Let's go find some easier planet to rob."
"What do you do?" Penny asked.
"Fuck!" growled Geri.
"I guess we are going to escape," I shrugged wearily, not wanting to be bothered. We were in the garbage, after all. We'd be ejected.
"Our costumes," exclaimed Anne. "We'll be thrown out of the ship, naked in front of the whole city!"
The three of us lurched to our feet and grabbed our outfits, while Penny just merrily counted down to our departure.
Thirty seconds is actually a pretty long time to get dressed... unless you are rushing madly, half your clothes have gotten balled up when they were removed, and you are still exhausted and in a sexual daze.
We just made it... probably because Penny had mercy on us and slowed the count at the end.
You know you've given the watchers a good LARP when everyone just stares at you.
Craig looked jealous as fuck at me. I grinned back.
Martin and Mark looked at each other, shaking their heads. "You people know how to stay in character," was all Martin could say. He was still having a hard time with that. Sometimes he was brilliant, top of the class, sometimes he made it hard for everyone else to stay in character.
Penny was beside herself at how well her first real set-up had gone. I grinned at her and shot her a thumbs up. Geri and Anne also gave nods of both congratulations and thanks.
Tess just stared at all three of us, eyes wide. I sat back down beside her and went to give her a quick kiss. The lip and tongue assault she replied with almost resurrected my cock. Almost. When she released me, she smiled, then got that plotting look on her face. I sensed that Penny was about be tested by some player-driven improvisation.
We wandered around the battlefield of Anchor City's Bayside Park. The fire department's hazmat team was calling Washington to send a squad to collect the alien landing gear for research and security. Reporters buzzed around, demanding interviews. The reporters included Tess's The Whisp, visible and in her crisp, stylish business suit, employing her secret identity of Claire Kensington. It was fun watching her pester Martin's Malleable Man with weird questions about his stretching powers.
Experience points were handed out, but no one leveled up. We decided the characters should break up and go home, until they were Needed Once More by the Good Citizens of Anchor City!
I think Penny was about to call a break for refreshments. I needed a beer, that's for sure, but Tess spoke up.
"Um, as we all go our separate ways, Claire Kensington wants to further her investigation of Malleable Man. She uses her stealth, and follows him as he sneaks back to his home. Where does he live, Martin?"
"Martin?" Penny asked.
"I, uh, I have a small house on the east side of town, in a middle class neighborhood, but not in the suburbs," Martin said, improvising fast. "I... I mean, he was able to pay it off after the accident with the settlement from his supposed injuries. His secret identity is, or pretends to be, disabled."
Oh, so we're moving directly to the next LARP. You go Tess, my lovely, horny wife.
"When he actually reaches his home, she makes a quick note of the address, then prepares to investigate further," Tess said. With that, she stood up and unbuttoned the suit jacket, slipping it off to reveal nothing whatsoever on underneath. Her hands slid up her backside slowly, making a bit of a production out of it, then slid down the zipper in back of her suit skirt. It slid to the ground, letting everyone know that she wore nothing below it either. So much for thinking that her cosplay wasn't stellar-level sexy, I thought at the others. A super well cut suit on a woman with Tess's figure is sexy enough, but why you find out there isn't a stitch underneath...
"Obviously, The Whisp is now invisible," Tess told us all.
"Obviously," Martin replied under his breath, eyes stuck to her body even more than the rest of us. He did appear to be the target, after all.
"You find Malleable Man, standing in the middle of his small living room, thinking about the crazy events of the day, and speculating about what happened inside that ship," Penny said, shooing Martin to go stand up near my naked wife. "He had noticed when they were ejected that Jarhead's pants looked like they might be on backward, and Martienne's vest was not fully buttoned."
Martin stood there, obligingly cupping his chin in a hand in a 'thinking' pose.
"Silent and invisible, The Whisp steps into Malleable Man's living room. She is fascinated by him, his powers, and his silly outfit," Tess said, earning a small sound of protest from Penny, the costume's maker. "She walks around him slowly, examining him. She wonders if he ever unconsciously uses his powers in his day-to-day life." She began to walk slowly around Martin, letting her body sway as she did so.
"Hey!" she hissed at Martin, who had turned to watch her as she moved behind him. "She's invisible! Quit watching her."
"Sorry," Martin winced. "I'm going to get this LARPing down yet."
"I'm sure you will..." murmured Tess.
Martin, you are in for it now. My wife was usually a go-with-the-flow-type player, but when she decided to take control, she was about the most assertive of any of us. I had just been part of a show-stopper. I sensed that she wanted to even things up, at least a little.
She stood just a foot behind the pondering Malleable Man, and The Whisp stage-whispered in his ear, "What are you, Malleable Man?"
He started in surprise and spun around, seeing nothing. It was actually a pretty good piece of acting for Martin this time. Naked Tess was right in front of him, but his eyes did not focus on her--a herculean feat of restraint. "MM looks around, startled," Martin said.
Tess tiptoed around behind him again. "Can you re-shape your body, or just stretch it?" The voice whispered again.
Martin spun around again. "'Um, I just stretch... for now. I hope to learn to shapeshi...' Wait. Why is he answering these questions? Malleable Man drops into a fighting crouch, looking for a potential attack."
Tess slid past him again, this time trailing her fingers very briefly up and over the bulge that was definitely growing beneath his spandex uniform. "Does your body stretch... reflexively?" she asked softly, sultrily.
"MM blushes at the question," Martin said, momentarily covering his crotch with his hands. Then he straightened, letting them fall away again. "Wait," Malleable Man said slowly. "Whisp? Is that you? You are Claire Kensington?" He looks around speculatively. "What are you doing?"
"I just have a few follow-up questions from our interview," The Whisp replied softly. "I am curious about how your powers affect your body's autonomous actions. When you take a deep breath, does your chest inflate?"
"I... I'm not sure it's that simple," Malleable Man said slowly, then his eyes widened and he stiffened... in more ways than one. "Whisp, you are invisible. Does that mean that you are naked? In my living room?!?"
The Whisp slid close, lifted one of Malleable Man's hands and placed it briefly and gently on a wonderful, soft breast. I saw his fingers twitch and begin a caress, but she slipped swiftly away.
Tess danced softly around behind Martin again. "Yes, I am..." the invisible woman whispered in his ear.
"But... why?"
She stepped up to stand right in front of him, as slid her hands up and over his chest. Her fingers found their way to the zipper that ran up the whole front of his suit. With a tug, she began to lower it down. "I'm particularly interested in the effect of your stretching powers on your... erection," she said huskily as the zipper drew lower and lower.
Martin shuffled his feet uncertainly. "I... well... it... uh... See for yourself," Malleable Man stammered, falling silent as The Whisp tugged the zipper the last bit down and his goddamned huge junk sprang free, stretched to its impressive full, and not a bit malleable.
Here's the thing. Since Martin and Penny had joined us, Tess and Martin had LARPed only two, no, three times. And they had fucked every time they played together. No oral. It was a bit as if things were holding off for a big showdown between our queen of cocksucking, my wife, and Martin of the enormous rod. I felt certain that that showdown was finally about to arrive. I could tell from the body language of several in the group that they too had come to the same conclusion.
Could Tess take him all? It suddenly occurred to me that she had not deep-throated anyone since Martin's endowment had made an appearance. Not even me at home. I wondered if anyone had really told either Martin or Penny about the true extent Tess's real-life 'superpower'. I hoped not.
"The Whisp says, 'Oh my!' and kneels down to very closely examine this penis that could only be the result of stretching powers," Tess chuckled, matching action to word.
"MM growls as he feels the sudden warmth of breath on his cock from the invisible source," Martin replied.
"I'd like to see this in all its states, not just erect," The Whisp mused. "Shall I take steps to make it soften, Malleable Man?"
"Oh, I think that's a marvelous idea," he breathed in reply. "I'd certainly like your investigation to be a through as possible."
It really is a huge dick. It is at least eight, and probably nine inches long. I'm not into dick at all, but I had gotten quite used to getting an eyeful of various ones that weren't mine in this wonderful new world in which I was living. It was particularly hard not to get an eyeful of Martin's. It was thick and as deeply tanned as the rest of him. The huge, long, blue vein that snaked up its length pulsed powerfully enough that I could see the vibration from my seat less than eight feet from where my wife was about to put that in her mouth.
I had thought my cock thoroughly exhausted for a while, but it clearly was not going to miss commemorating this occasion with a hard-on of its own.



The Whisp set out on her task slowly, stroking softly at the matching enormous balls, and leaning in to lick her way up his extent in tiny, criss-crossing, swift strokes of her tongue. Malleable Man shifted on his feet, succumbing to the tease.
His head, thank goodness, was no larger around than his girthy shaft, and when she reached it, she took her time kissing, licking, and outright slobbering on it, leaving rivulets of her saliva dripping down all around his cock. She lifted her hand from his sack and began to run it up and down him, the caress lubricated by her hungry drool. Malleable Man shivered as she stroked him.
When he was completely soaked, The Whisp parted her lips and let him slide between them. He moaned happily. She began to bob slowly, gently up and down, letting two or three inches of him slide in and out of her mouth as she went. Her pace of pumping him with her hand increased and she bent further, sliding fully half of his massive cock into her mouth. He gasped.
I felt Penny lean forward over the table and lightly punch me on the shoulder. "She's amazing," she whispered. "I can never take nearly that much." An odd congratulations, but I took it.
I also exchanged sideways glances with Craig and Mark. The show had yet to begin. None of us knew how it would end, but we knew it was on.
The Whisp completely withdrew Malleable Man's elongated cock from her mouth and resumed licking and kissing it while her hand pumped steadily, even entreatingly. It was not long before Martin began to show the signs of that old, delectable discomfort. He was close.
And that is what Tess had been waiting for.
The Whisp opened her mouth wide, and slid it down and over that cock once more. She bobbed slowly deeper, choking lightly but once as she went. Then she seemed to reach a point of inflection, and suddenly the rest of him slid smoothly between her lips until her nose pressed gently against Malleable Man's nest of pubes. She undulated there, her supple red lips clamped around the very root of his meat.
I simply stuck out my hands to either side, palms up. Hilariously, it was Anne and Geri, not Craig and Mark, who slapped them in congratulations.
Martin and Penny both simultaneously exclaimed, "What the fuck?" Well, Martin groaned it almost incoherently.
If Tess's lips could have curled in a smile, they would have, but that was not currently an option. I could see her throat working around Malleable Man's dick. She bobbed twice more, then slid him all free to gasp for air. Then, after but a moment, he was back in her mouth and she was sliding him deep once more.
It was much too much for the hapless stretchy superhero, and with a roar of warning, he helplessly came, his hips twitching forward, fucking The Whisp's mouth and sliding the rest of the way into her throat involuntarily. She took it all with aplomb. She grabbed his ass and held him in her, struggling but succeeding to swallow. They held there, frozen as he gasped through an extended orgasm, and then she leaned back and pushed him away, gasping for breath.
His cock dangled, already softening, spit and jizz dripping from its tip. Her eyes glistened with tears of effort, and her drooling mouth curled upward in triumph.
"God. Damn," said Penny softly. Everyone else was silent in appreciation.
"I desperately need a beer," I said at last, breaking the tableau.
The Whisp rose and kissed Malleable Man, pressing her naked form against him briefly. She might have swallowed most of his powerful offering, but from his reaction, she still had enough her mouth to make sure, as was her method, that he tasted himself in that kiss.
The plentiful hand towels that were now de rigueur for our group were grabbed and Tess wiped her face before picking up her suit and sliding into it. She left the jacket open for a while as she went and grabbed a beer for me and a glass of wine for herself, only buttoning it up after sitting back near me and enjoying a long sip of her drink. The showoff. She is so fucking awesome.
Food was in order, and we all fell on the stuff we had brought with gusto. My second beer disappeared in a heartbeat. I grabbed a plain seltzer next. We still had an hour or so to go, but I wanted to drive home. Tess's and my post-gaming sex was going to be even more epic than usual.
Our next battle took place downtown, against a giant monkey escaped out of a local genetics lab whose stockholder's should probably not expect a dividend any time soon. The highlight of the battle had been when the damned monkey had broken the giant, beautiful bronze statue of a sailing ship that stood before City Hall.
Snapping off at its base, the hundreds of tons of bronze had toppled, nearly killing the obligatory kindergarten class that was nearby. They would have been doomed, were it not for the power and resilience of Jarhead™, who took the falling blow on his own nearly indestructible body. It had nearly killed him.
The Whisp, not even naked at the moment, slipped in and tripped the monkey. When it fell, Korda, Malleable Man, and a very angry Martienne (there had been a uniform tearing incident due to the monkey) beat it senseless for a final defeat.
The Flare and The Maker contrived to not only lift the ship back upright, with Jarhead's help, but they welded it securely back into position. The Maker even added a rotational mechanism as he guided The Flare's welding efforts, and the statue now rotated serenely at a steady.7 RPM.
That was a nice touch, Mark.
"As the dust settles, a huge black Rolls Royce limousine pulls up to the scene," Penny announced. "A very posh and stiff-looking chauffeur steps out and approaches The Maker and The Flare. 'Gentlemen,' he says, 'my employer, Mrs. VanWelk asks that you meet with her in her office at Harcourt Mansion. I am to provide transportation. Will you step this way?' He stares at you expectantly."
"Who is Mrs. VanWelk?" Craig asked, suspiciously.
"She is the widow who inherited the VanWelk shipping fortune. Quite the philanthropist and a bit of a frequent mention in the society pages, though as a hostess and benefactor, not because of her own social life, unfortunately for her," Penny informed them.
Craig and Mark looked at each other. And grinned. Getting separated from the group was usually a precursor to one or another of the seperatees being asked to take Center Stage... Both guys instinctively stood.
"You pull up at the huge pile that is Harcourt Mansion, in the heart of the wealthy district of the city. The old money part. Grambling the chauffeur shows you inside and opens the door to a large office, well-appointed in magnificent antiques. He closes the door behind you. The desk is gigantic and sturdy, but the computers on it are neither large, nor antique. They look to The Maker's eye to be custom jobs with more advanced tech than is commercially available."
"Mrs. VanWelk looks up from her work and smiles as you enter. She rises gracefully and rounds the desk to approach you. She is not the dried up old prune you figured from her reputation. In her early forties at the most, probably younger, she has a trim form that fills out her Chanel suit (certainly a couture original) appealingly," Penny giggled, walking forward toward both guys. "Her expression is welcoming but serious."
"Gentlemen," the widow VanWelk greeted them in businesslike tones. "I am so glad you could come. I observed you and your team's latest endeavor on behalf of my city with great interest and admiration."
"She says 'my city' like she owns the place," Penny added in an aside. "It's only about 37% true."
"Thank you," The Flare said. "It's always nice to be... appreciated." The Flare could not help but flirt with anything that wore, or ever had worn, a skirt. It was his central character trait.
"Of course," she replied, ignoring the overture entirely. "I asked you to come see me because I would like to make an offer of assistance to The Bulwarks."
Penny broke character again. "Guys, we have got to come up with a better name than that for your supergroup. Please?"
Don't choose your superhero team name at the end of the night after an extra beer for everyone, or you will end up with an asinine name like The Bulwarks.
"An offer of assistance to your team," the woman repeated, omitting the name. "Every truly proper superteam needs a headquarters to meet, refit, monitor the city, and in some cases live, correct? I am prepared to offer you the use of Harcourt Mansion as that headquarters."
"You want us to move in with you?" The Maker asked curiously.
"Of course not," she replied dismissively. "I am just finishing the construction of a new, completely modern home to the south of the city. That is why the mansion is becoming available."
"That is exciting news," The Maker said, grinning doubtfully. "Um, we are a self-funded group, and I don't know that we could afford, well, rent."
"Pshaw," the widow said dismissively. "I am first and foremost a philanthropist. I, of course, desire no rent, and will support the team and its headquarters to the extent of expenses and repairs to the inevitable damage this old house will endure over future issues... I mean, years." She smiled almost cutely. Everyone laughed at the 'slip'. "To be honest, since I was a little girl, I've been a fan of superheroes and their deeds. I had twin posters of BlasterMan and BrightWing over my bed throughout my teenaged years. I find this to be a marvelous opportunity to work with and observe such a promising new team of super humans at work." She smiled brightly at them. Then she cocked her head.
"Of course," she said, her voice dropping a touch lower as she walked around them. Then she stepped behind The Maker and The Flare, her comparatively diminutive form nestling close in between them. "I would not be adverse to enjoying that observation and cooperation as up close as we can arrange..." Her hands grabbed both men's asses, cupping and squeezing them aggressively.
Craig and Mark grinned again. "Of course!" The Maker said quickly.
"Close cooperation and observation are the hallmarks of our team," The Flare agreed, letting his own hand casually reach back and down to grasp Mrs. VanWelk's tiny, pert ass. He jerked slightly when he found that The Maker's hand had beaten him to the pinch. The two of them glared just a little at each other over Mrs. VanWelk's head.
She disengaged from both of them with a light laugh as if nothing had happened. "I'd love to take you on a tour of the house. The ballroom would make an excellent meeting room. We can design a properly heroic big table for you to sit around and plot strategy. That is what super teams do, isn't it?" She stepped over toward some bottles. "Of course, I should take you on a tour of the whole house--the kitchens, the gymnasium, the bedrooms..." she trailed off, looking back at them.
Penny picked up the rosé bottle and shook it. "Shit. I really want a sip. I'll grab a bottle. Hang tight!" As she dashed toward out kitchen, she called back, "Anyone need anything?"
Only Anne replied, lifting her empty glass. "Bring the bottle!"
Both Mark and Craig watched Penny go. The old saying, 'I hate to see you go, but I love to watch you leave,' sprang to mind.
Mark leaned over to Craig. "So, is she going to just choose, or will we have to role-play some kind of competition?"
"If we are competing, sucks to be you," Craig said in bro fashion.
Anne stifled a quiet snort of laughter. I caught Tess and Geri rolling their eyes at each other.
I was with the ladies, this was not going to go the way my buddies thought. And they were probably not going to regret it.
I looked at Martin. He looked serene, but his foot tapped gently on the floor.
"Sorry, guys, everybody," Penny announced, bustling back from the kitchen. "I got so caught up game mastering that I got behind on my drinking! Let's fix that shit," she added, brandishing both of the remaining bottles of rosé. She cracked one and poured herself barely a splash, which she didn't even drink. She was a tricky one.
Had she been eavesdropping?
"Come this way," Penny said, in Mrs. V's sophisticated voice, curling her fingers up in a 'follow me' gesture. "You enter the ballroom," she went on, turning around by my pool table and leaning back against it. "There is a huge wooden table in the center. 'Of course this is hardly the splendid table I have in mind for you all in the long run, but it is quite sturdy for the interim. I imagine that Martienne could pick it up and do some real damage with it to a foe, without even breaking it,' she adds merrily."
Mrs. V braced her hands and hopped up to sit on the edge of the table, right over the middle pocket on the side facing the group. "Anyone want to help me test its structural integrity?" she asked in a mixture of society grace and open invitation.
The Maker and The Flame shot glances at each other. The Flare spoke first, "Of course! Such an exciting offer as you have made to the team deserves quite the thanks. I'd love to indulge your..."
"I have a more direct and scientific plan to comprehensively test the structural integrity of the table," interrupted The Maker. "I'd be excited to run those tests with..."
The two of them started to talk over each other, both having a good time, and flailing about in earnest attempt to top each other's lame-o comic-booky pitches. The funniest part was that since they both had been playing too much D&D for several years now, their arguments kept getting peppered with the occasional 'forsooth', or 'my lady'.
Penny was eating it up, grinning at both of them. I did suppose that it is nice to be wanted...
But she didn't let them flail for long, just long enough to give the rest of us a chance to smile at the antics.
Mrs. VanWelk smiled and held up a hand. "Heroes, please. I hate to see you argue. I may not look like much, but I assure you, there is more than enough of me to go around. Surely you don't mind sharing?" As she said this, she tugged the stretchy black top she wore over her head and tossed it aside. Her beautiful, braless breasts bounced attractively free. As I have said, they are the only thing about Penny that isn't tiny. They aren't big, either, but they sure look that way on her petite frame. Like Martin, she clearly tans in the altogether, leaving her mams golden, bronze, and delicious. Her nipples tilt upward with the natural slope of those tits, and are just slightly off center on her pinkish aureoles. Not only were her nipples as hard as I had seen them yet, but she was covered in goosebumps all over her flesh, but especially in an irregular ring surrounding each engorged button. She was very into this little scenario she had cooked up for herself.
I had told her to make sure to do that...
The gorgeous philanthropist stretched her arms out wide in invitation to both men, sticking her chest out as she did so.
Both guys hesitated. They knew what she was asking for, but this would be a new wrinkle, and...
They shared a glance, then both stepped forward, each to one side, and leaned forward, each kissing a nipple. Kisses that rapid escalated to hungry suckling. On her petite frame, their heads were clearly uncomfortably close together, and it was amusing to see them try to figure out how to get their hands on Mrs. VanWelk without getting them on each other.
She wrapped her outstretched arms around their shoulders and caressed them each as they nursed. "Oh, that is very nice gentlemen," she sighed in her fruity, upper-class accent, then fell silent for a bit as they worked to pleasure her. Her hands rolled across their shoulders, and into their hair, pressing both heads against her chest.
Then she finally straightened and shrugged her nipples free of their protesting lips. Her hands now slid down their stomachs to palm the bulges in their pants. "My, are these both for me?" Mrs. VanWelk exclaimed, as if surprised. "Why, thank you!"
Penny hopped off my pool table. Not just Craig and Mark, but all of us watched as Mrs. VanWelk slipped the elastic waistband of her form-fitting pants downward and stepped free of them, leaving her fully naked. Her steps took her further from the table, weaving her way between and around The Maker and The Flame. Her hands caressed them as she moved wordlessly, and they each tentatively brushed her curves in turn as she came and went from their reach.
Penny was making quite the production of this, and I for one was loving it. I shot a glance at Martin, and I caught the familiar look we guys tended to have when our wives were LARPing; excitement, hunger, pride, and just a touch of insecurity
At first, the two superheroes brushed their fingers only across her breasts, her chin, and her waist, but as Mrs. V kept moving between them, The Flare let his hand slide from her waist downward to cup and squeeze her tight, tiny, but perfectly shaped ass before she slipped out of his reach. As she moved between the two men, The Maker's hand ran down her belly and caressed the patch of intricately trimmed pubes they encountered. She kept prowling, into and then out of reach of the Flare once more, but turning to keep facing the Maker as she orbited around him. His hand slipped down further and between her legs. We all could see her shiver slightly, but she kept moving, back toward the Flare. As the inventor's fingers slid free of her body, the fire-logoed man's hands grasped her ass once more, sliding swiftly down between her legs as well.
Unable to contain himself, The Flare pulled Mrs. VanWelk's lithe form hard against him, fingers now burying themselves under her. She melted into his arms, and pulled his head down to her for a kiss. Tongues lashed one another audibly.
The Maker bowed his head and stepped back, acknowledging the win with a somewhat frustrated grin.
But the little woman spun around gracefully, pulling her lips free of the kiss, and The Flare's hand free from her crotch. She leaned her naked body backward against him and pulled his hands up to her breasts, but then she pointed at The Maker. "You," she said, a note of authority befitting a billionaire in her voice. "I'm going to need you up on my desk," she said.
That caught both guys by surprise, but when they both froze, Mrs. V gestured again, imperiously.
With a puzzled grin, Mark took two steps and demonstrated his goddamned infuriating athletic agility by smoothly vaulting up onto my pool table, managing to land gently on the surface. Graceful as the maneuver was, I still winced. He better not tear my felt, I though grimly.
Mrs. V flowed out of The Flare's embrace and leaned over the edge of the table. With a grin, she reached out and tugged at the fly of The Maker's tight leather pants--pants that were much tighter than normal at the moment. In a flash, his fly was open, and his long, hard cock was waving in the air before her eyes.
"From the moment I first discovered blowjobs," Mrs. V sighed, "I've wanted to suck a superhero's cock..." One hand braced her on the table's surface, the other came up and massaged the penis before her. Her tongue extended, lashed across the tip, then she gobbled it into her mouth, bobbing swiftly from the start. The Maker's head rolled back with a groan of happiness, and he ran his fingers through her elegant coif.
She had pushed herself up on tiptoe with her left leg, while her right knee was lifted up and braced on the edge of the desk. This left her taut little ass thrust out toward The Flare and the rest of us. Her pussy was laid out in our view, glistening with moisture and beginning to flower open on its own.
Craig seemed unsure what to do... wait his turn, or sit back down since Penny had made her choice? This left him standing there in front of us, staring on in equal fascination.



Mrs. VanWelk waggled that ass as she sucked. Then did it again. With an almost exasperated sigh, she let The Maker's cock slip from her lips and she stole a look over her shoulder at The Flare. She shook her ass again and growled demandingly, "Don't you have something to get on with?"
The Flare, if anything, froze even more still for an instant, and while he made no noise out loud, you could practically see the thought bubble over his head with "NOW?!?" in fancy lettering. The paralysis lasted but a second. Superheroes are men of action, of course. With a hasty step forward, he knelt behind their new patroness, grasped her thighs, and buried his face between her legs.
Mrs. VanWelk's head popped up with a gasp of pleasure. "Not... what I meant," she crooned in ecstatic surprise, "but you do, oh fuck yeah, what you need to do." She took The Maker's cock back into her mouth, but the smooth rhythm of her fellatio was utterly wrecked by The Flare's lingual assault.
The Maker was bemused by the strange new situation, and seemed happy to relax and enjoy things for a while, turned on unbelievably, but also weirded out and hardly appearing to be rushing to a climax. Mrs. VanWelk was a different story. She tried so hard to keep up her attentions to the dick in front of her, but the efforts between her legs had her on the edge almost immediately.
She stopped sucking and began feverishly kissing the head of The Maker's cock, moaning louder and louder, until she gasped deeply and screamed in ecstasy. Her extended left foot bounced up and down, off and on her toes, as she growled and groaned in turn. As the wave began to abate, she panted happily, simply cuddling the cock in front of her against her face.
"That... was marvelous," the melodious, sophisticated voice panted, leaning into the upper-class sound of the accent. "Thank you." She went on, in that same fruitily aristocratic voice, "But the idea was for you jam your supercock into my now sloppy cunt and fuck me senseless. Get on with it!"
Penny could stay in character, I'll give her that. And Mrs. VanWelk had a potty mouth on her, that was for sure.
Craig could also stay in character. In seconds, his stupid-looking speedo was being kicked free of his ankles and he was lifting her up against the edge of the pool table.
The Flare's dick rubbed against the woman's almost desperately receptive pussy, and slid in a single, slow, trembling thrust. Mrs. V moaned happily and began once more to devour The Maker's dick.
Tess and I traded wide-eyed glances. As Game Master, Penny was willing to do a lot more concrete direction than I ever had as Dungeon Master. And her ideas for what to do were looking like some next-level stuff for us all.
Tess was transfixed, though not, I was thankful, in fear exactly. She for one had had a fairly vanilla evening, even if it had been massively impressive. I was pretty sure that she was trying to picture herself being spit-roasted like this, and further, trying to decide if she wanted to do it if presented the opportunity.
Craig and Mark also seemed to be just a bit unsure of themselves. Both were careful not to look at each other, looking anywhere but, in fact. Craig was facing away from all of us, and seemed fixated on Penny's ass... not an unreasonable fixation. Mark's eyes roved around, looking at everyone but Craig.
Being naked and active with a girl at the same time as another guy had heretofore been on my No Thank You List, but I was fully aware in the moment that I would have happily tagged in for either of my friends at that moment. My dick was certainly begging, 'Put me in, Coach!' My courage, however, was telling me, 'Better them than me!' My common sense told me that I could get used to it, given enough opportunities...
Both her legs were off the ground and kicking gleefully about, as the taller superhero held her tiny hips up in the air to fuck her. Despite the steady shaking of her delicate little frame, Mrs. V was now much more in control of her oral efforts, despite The Flare's best efforts behind her. For his part, he was already shuddering on the brink.
"I'm going to come soon," he growled, and pumped even harder. In response, Mrs. V only yelled at him to drive harder, and she jacked The Maker furiously, rubbing his throbbing cock all over her tongue.
It was the latter who actually came first. With a gasp of warning, he ejaculated a thick streak of white across Mrs. V's cheek, before she could react, but then she slobbered him back between her lips in time to capture all remaining production. The Flare's desperate, now almost uncontrolled railing into her from behind drove her mouth down over Maker's cock, and she choked lightly, drooling half his production down and off her chin. Mrs. V seemed to come once more, slamming her hips back against the taller superhero, and he quite obviously nutted in answer, his back arching spastically as he almost whined with release.
The three froze in that tableau for a moment, The Flare still buried in Mrs. VanWelk from behind, and cum and saliva drooling out around the Maker's cock in her mouth. Finally, they unwound the menage, The Flare stumbling slightly backward and slipping free, then Mrs. V sliding backward in turn off the edge of the desk and finding solid footing for the first time in a while. The Maker moved to get down himself, though his eyes widened at the pool of saliva and semen between his knees on the top of the 'wooden table'...
Mrs. VanWelk elegantly picked up her glass of wine and raised it to the two men, "To making this fangirl's dream come true, my heroes." After a long sip, she added, "And to a long and fruitful endeavor together. I look forward to meeting each and every one of your teammates, as time allows."
With that, Penny drew the corner of her eye across the rest of us. All of the rest of us.
Oh boy. Mrs. VanWelk the superhero groupie was going to be a recurring character. I was strangely eager to hear what my wife had to say about that later at home...
Mark sat back down, outfit restored. He looked at me nervously. I had never seen any of us actually look that worried that they had fucked up during a LARP. "That'll clean up okay, right?"
I looked at my pool table. It had better. As I've said, Mark could turn me into a man-shaped bruise in about three moves... but that shit had better come out of my felt.
*
I decided to let her bring it up. By the time we got home, well... it was getting to be a habit of ours to not make it thirty feet in past the garage door.
When we had finally peeled ourselves off the kitchen desk, our initial 'resting' spot that night, and made it through a quick shower with a minimum of grab-ass (minimum, not none), we fell into the bed, my face buried happily between her curvy thighs, and Tess was starting to ramp up in earnest, when her phone caroled a text tone by her bedside. It wasn't her generic tone, so it must be someone she knew.
Tess only rolled her head back against her pillow and groaned, momentarily relaxing from my assault. "Now?!?" she groaned, then ran her hands through my hair, pulling me back toward her again. "She knows what we are doing right now. Why isn't she doing it too?" Ah, one of our friends.
"Answer it," I said, letting her pull me back in.
"Now?" She laughed sharply. "Bad enough you were texting during a blowjob recently."
"Maybe that's our thing now," I said, voice somewhat muffled. "We catch up on our texts during oral."
"Ha ha."
I just lifted my face from her loins and jerked my head at the phone. She tried to push me back down, but I resisted, grinning, and jerked my head at the phone again.
"Oh, all right," she grumbled, one hand scrabbling for her phone, while the other, successfully now, pushed my head back down to work.
My tongue had no more slid back into her depths when she gasped, jerked upright in the bed, pulling away from me again. "Fuuuuck," she breathed, her face a horrified smile.
"What?" I asked, not sure if I should be enthused or afraid.
"Look at this!"
I rolled over and sat up next to her to read her phone over her shoulder.
PENNY: Hey girl! I'm kind of freaking out about earlier, and want to be sure on things before next week's game. Are you down if I set you up like I did myself tonight?
Tess's jaw worked, not sure how to answer.
I leaned in to kiss her ear. "If you are okay with it, I certainly would not object, though I definitely want to be one of the guys sharing you at some point."
"Oh shit," Tess mumbled, not ready to deal with the idea, though she seemed comforted by at least some part of my response. "What do I say to..."
Her phone sounded again.
PENNY: Or how about what I kinda got Geri and Anne to do...
Tess shrieked in an adorable way and buried her face in my shoulder.
For my part, I couldn't help it. I was busting a gut laughing.
She started poking my in the ribs with a hard fingertip irritably.
"Well, if you want my opinion..." I started to say, still laughing.
"Shut up, perv," Tess replied sharply, but at least prepared to have a little fun with this. "You just want to see it because all guys dream of lesbians for some fucking reason."
"Not. True," I said firmly. "Some guys do, I'll admit. But mostly, we lust after bi-sexual lesbians. We want to be able to be a part, after all!"
She shook her head and texted back, being considerate enough to let me see.
TESS: At this moment, I'm saying no to both. But should the pervert who was giving me such wonderful oral until you distracted him has HIS way, I'll let you know differently.
TESS: IF
PENNY: SORRY! [Shame Emoji]
PENNY: I feel like I made Geri, especially, uncomfortable.
TESS: Don't worry too much. We all have shown our ability to deflect what we don't want before.
PENNY: "Too much"...
PENNY: Tell your pervert that I'm finding that GMing this LARP stuff is harder than it looks. My hat... bra is off to him.
I snatched the phone from Tess's hands and swiftly texted "pix or it didn't happen"
She shrieked and snatched her phone back, shrieking again when she saw what I had texted.
TESS: THAT WAS JOHN!
PENNY: Ha! Tell him we aren't playing right now.
*
The next Saturday, we arrived at Craig and Anne's for the game a few minutes early. I had not, contrary to her darkest expectations, spent the week lobbying Tess to try embracing her inner bisexual. I think that actually irritated her. If she wanted to, she would decide to on her own a lot faster than if I pushed it.
For my part, I was mostly, when I thought about the game at all with my newly crushing workload, thinking nervously about how I was not consulted on my willingness to get LARPing with another dude.
We all stood around the kitchen table, having a drink and running down the week's events in our lives, just as we usually did.
"No booze tonight?" Geri asked Anne, who was drinking LaCroix peach seltzer from the can. "How long are you taking The Cure this time?"
Anne was a professional bartender, and it was an occupational hazard that she drank a lot. About once a year, she'd feel like her liver needed a vacation and she'd go on The Wagon for a few weeks.
"I'm not sure," she said slowly. "I'm hoping less than a year." She rummaged around in her purse.
"A year?" Geri followed up, incredulously. Anne liked her beer and wine.
Anne found what she was looking for and took it out to show us. It was a birth control pill blister pack. She rattled it. "Two pills left. I'm not refilling."
We all stared at her.
Then suddenly, the women were all hugging her, and Martin, Mark, and I were slapping Craig's back or giving him the business.
"I know you've mentioned it here or there," Tess said. " I guess we all have. Why pull the trigger now?"
"We are not sure. But Wednesday morning, Craig woke up and said, 'let's do it.' I just knew exactly what he meant."
Craig just shrugged. "We saw Rob and Alice last Sunday. They have a one year-old. Maybe I got jealous."
"I just think he was having a hard time sleeping with my biological clock ticking so loudly," Anne grinned. She overrode our general laughter with a firm voice. "That said, starting next week, I could theoretically be fertile. Unlikely, but possible. But..." she trailed off for a second. "While that is the case, a certain activity will be off the table for me."
"Oh no," Mark said softly. "You guys aren't going to play?" We were all aghast at the thought.
"We still want to play!" Craig interjected hastily. "Just, no one does the full-on horizontal bop with Martienne except The Flare, at least until production is well and truly underway."
Oh. Yeah.
That was definitely going to be the hardest and fastest of all The Rules, going forward!
"And vice versa," Craig added firmly.
"Hey, baby!" Anne said quickly. "We never discussed that!"
"Fair's fair," he said.
Anne kissed him on the cheek warmly. "You are sweet, baby. But I don't expect that, and frankly, I don't want that."
"Look," Craig said. "That's for worrying about next week, okay?" They stared at each other for a moment, then Craig looked at the rest of us. "Tonight, I just want to have fun foiling whatever this Dr. Mysterious's sinister plan is!"
Martin and I exchanged a glance. We both clearly realized that we had just witnessed the edges of the world's most bizarre marital dust-up.
"Shit," grumbled Penny.
"What's the matter, Pen?" Tess asked.
"My whole plan for tonight is out the window, at least for the LARPing stuff."
"Why? Nothing's changed tonight but Anne's premature sobriety!"
"Hey, I just want to get into practice," Anne said.
"What has changed," Penny said, her grumpy face turning sly, "is that I'm pretty sure the reason you guys told us this week instead of next is that Anne wants to be the Belle of the Ball tonight..."
It was a crazy night, and tons of fun. Penny had a great plot for Dr. Mysterious, and that delicious plot line remained ongoing at the end.
And Anne had indeed been the Belle of the Ball. Craig got most of the attention as well, on the guy side... just in case he ended up winning their little argument.
Every time things got slow, and the conversation wandered beyond the game, it tended to swing back to Anne's impending 'project'.
"So, once you are sure you are on your way, things go back to normal?" Penny asked Anne, while Craig and Tess were getting themselves back together after he had been using that magic tongue, and Mark and Martin were getting more beers for everybody.
"At least until I get too fat and ugly," Anne said, a little apprehensively.
"Oh, you're going to get fat," I said calmly, "but never ugly."
"Flirt," Tess scolded, sitting down again next to me. "Accurate, but a flirt." Those of us with drinks raised them to Anne.
Later, after Anne's second spit roasting of the night (she was a voracious Belle of the Ball), she, Martin, and I collapsed back into our seats. Tess looked at Craig. "We haven't seen Rob and Alice in ages... not since the baby. Don't tell us we are going to lose you after the baby comes!"
"Maybe until the baby is weaned?" Craig answered uneasily. "My parents are adamant that we hire an au pair, or at least a regular nanny or sitter so we have time for ourselves, and to keep the kiddo from becoming too clingy. We'd like to use that adult time for Saturday nights."
"It might get awkward on our nights to host, though," Anne piped up, exhausted but smug as a cat with a dead canary.
"So don't host," Geri put in.
"I'd feel really uncomfortable about that," Craig said firmly. "Gotta hold up our end if we are going to stay a part of things."
"Yeah, but 'Mommy, why does Daddy have his pee-pee in Mrs. Davis's mouth?' might get a little awkward," laughed Penny. That drew a laugh, but a slightly awkward one.
"So we just don't LARP on Craig and Anne's week to host," I said firmly. "I, for one, would far rather miss out on a week of LARPing here or there, especially when we still get D&D, than I would want to lose you guys' part in our collective lives."
That got general and enthusiastic approval from the rest of us, along with blushes from Anne and uncomfortable modesty from Craig.
It was a settled issue, at least until momma hormones and daddy doting set in after the blessed arrival. Then we would see, I thought apprehensively. And of course, even if it did work out like that, the whole situation raised a host of different, but parallel What-Ifs to ponder... for the rest of us.
*
Shocking as it was, when we got home Tess and I did not instantly fuck, probably for the first time since Mark decided Renault would fuck the shopkeeper's wife. Instead, I just put my arms around Tess from behind and we stood there in the living room, me nuzzling her gently on the side of her neck.
"They are going to do it..." Tess said softly.
"Yeah," was all I said in reply.
We stood there, silently thinking.
My hands rested on her belly. She pressed them softly against her womb.
And we thought.
----------
I really enjoyed writing this tale, and I hope you have enjoyed reading it too, even if I suspect that I have narrowed my potential audience with the framing subject matter. Thanks for your kind votes, and I hope you follow me and check out the rest of my catalog. Please let me know what you all think of the story as a whole, the ending, and how I did with the D&D and LARPing narrative shifts in the comments.
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My brain was on fire. Well, my body was certainly feeling like a lit candle, but I suppose the wick was considerably lower. Said wick was deeply buried in Kristie's pussy as I pressed her gorgeous body down into the thickly cushioned surface of her poolside chaise. Her panting face stared up at mine and she goaded me on to pound into her even harder. We both were sweating in the heat of the late afternoon, our exertions making our bodies slick against each other.
"Reggie," she gasped quietly, "Larry and Colleen aren't home right now, right?"
"I, uh," I gasped, then checked my watch to be sure. "No! Not for a couple of hours. Why?"
"Because... I... am about to get loud," Kristie gasped. I felt her suddenly tense up under my thrusting pelvis and she rolled her head back. Her mouth opened, silently at first, exposing her gleaming white teeth, then a low tone rolled from her lips. I felt her squeeze down on my cock as I kept up, desperately trying to hold off my own release until whatever loudness underneath me got fully under way.
I hoped I'd make it that long. Kristie really was the best looking woman I'd ever touched, much less fucked.
Her soft cry suddenly ramped up in both volume and register and her fingers suddenly dug into my backside painfully.
Yep, that did it. With a surprisingly loud exclamation of my own, I felt my cock spray inside her depths. My sudden eruption drew an even louder shriek from my partner, and her deeply gouging fingers now held me fully buried in her as she shoved her hips upward against me.
And just like that, we collapsed down onto the chaise in a heap, her gorgeous 'investments' pressing delectably against my chest.
We lay there, gasping for breath, happy to be pressed against each other... at least until Kristie stopped gasping for breath due to her recent orgasm, and started having trouble breathing from my dead weight atop her. I pushed up on my elbows, and she smiled up at me.
"Pool," she panted.
I slid to my feet and grasped her hand to help her up. We each took about three steps and hurled ourselves into the cool water of her backyard pool. The sparkling water accelerated the softening of my cock, and cleared my head. I pulled her into my arms and kissed her deeply. As she returned my kiss, she grabbed a hand of mine and pressed it against a breast, pushing my fingers deep.
But then she pulled away and we both slid over to collapse on the second concrete step. Sitting at that depth, her tits were just above the surface. I decided this was the best step to sit on from now on...After a few wordless minutes, Kristie, sighed. "That was fabulous, but I have to say, it wasn't as good as the first time," she said slowly, stroking my soft cock gently, as if trying to soften the blow of her words.
It did not soften the blow. I could barely keep from freaking out openly, though I did stiffen (and not in the fun way). I could not bear the thought that I had given this perfect creature less than all that she deserved. I was instantly humiliated that I had not been up to snuff... And I was mostly selfishly alarmed that she might be less likely to want to do it again.
Before my protestations of dismay could get rolling, Kristie shushed me. "Easy there, my eager little perv," she said, reassuringly. "The sex was fucking awesome. You may not think you are an expert in going down, but I'm a completely satisfied customer, believe me." Her hand curled around my exhausted dick more assertively. "No, the problem was the set up," she mused. "The first time was mind-blowing, with the excitement of catching you, of knowing I'd truly been spied on. Nice and fat as this dick here is, that was the memory I kept coming back to. This time, we scheduled it. For crying out loud, I laid out a towel for you."
I was taken aback, but only momentarily. "Huh," was all I said for a moment, then went on. "Yeah, the terror of being caught wasn't awesome, but the challenge and excitement of watching without being seen was thrilling." I paused, considering. "And your dance this time was actually better, I think. But it wasn't as exciting to watch as the the other one, where you didn't know I was watching."
"This routine was better?" Kristie asked, a sudden (formerly) professional interest in her voice. "Why?"
This was not on topic, but what the hell. It was a helluva topic on its own. I almost blushed. "Well, it was better for some obvious reasons, such as the fact that you were closer to me this time, and you got your clothes off faster," I chuckled, and she snorted along with me. "But beyond that, I still think I liked this one better, but as to details why... Can I get back to you? I'd need to think about it."
Honestly, I was much more concerned about making sure the spark didn't go out of this amazing, (I hoped) ongoing series of events.
Kristie thought calmly. I was reminded that she was much older than me, and her maturity was showing, even if it was showing in service of hanky-panky. Her hand still had not left my cock. She still massaged it. I was not hardening up again, yet, but it felt amazing, and I suspected I would be rising to the occasion soon. The fact that she clearly was interested in making that happen was reassuring.
"That's it then," Kristie said firmly. "No more dates."
"What?" I asked in sudden, profound concern. "Hey, let's not..."
She laughed. "Oh, I'm not giving up fucking you. But you need to earn it from now on!"
I relaxed and grinned in interest. "How?"
"You need to spy on me when I don't know it's coming... successfully," she said, thinking hard. "In fact, before we can play again, I'm going to need to receive a text from you with a picture of me, you know the kind. Send it to me after you've successfully gotten away. If I catch you spying, and I haven't gotten a picture from an earlier attempt, I'm kicking you out. If I have gotten proof of spying earlier..." she smiled promisingly.
*
So now I had a complex sex life. Do not for one second think that I was complaining, however. I found myself very much into the kind of complications that I thought Kristie had in mind. Somewhat unfortunately, I had plenty of time to figure out how and when to spy on her, but not much for actually spying on her, because my parents were still gleefully complicating my normal life as much as possible.
They were, as had been the case since I moved back home (temporarily!), intent on torturing me by being all sorts of amorous in front of me whenever possible. It was their way of making sure I was eager to get out of the house in the fall, and leery about returning at any future date. They needn't have bothered. I was a grown-ass man of twenty-four, thank you. Even though I was out of work prematurely before starting my MBA program, I'd have been able to make it on my own without their hospitality. It had been Dad's damned idea to come home and save my money.
Now, he was molesting my mother at every opportunity to do so, right in front of me.
And she was goading him on. Eagerly.
It had been bad enough back when they had first started it. I was in a mostly normal headspace. Now, I was constantly horny, thinking about my next opportunity do a whole lot of molesting of my own with Kristie.
Those wires in my head kept getting crossed, with uncomfortable results.
Sunday morning, I was having breakfast (yes, my mommy had cooked it) and my father wandered into the kitchen. Mom gave him a perfunctory kiss on the cheek, and the bastard grabbed her and pinned her against the refrigerator! After a pro-forma laugh or two of protest, Mom just up and lifts her legs, wrapping them around his hips. Dad is standing there, grinding his hips against Mom's crotch, and I was trying to eat my pancakes.
This was a bit more than usual, but still barely within their recent parameters. Before that week, I'd have made snide comments, put my head down, and powered through my breakfast, so as not to give them the satisfaction. Now... I found myself imagining pushing Kristie up against her fridge in similar fashion, but with less clothes in the way.
That was not a bad little fantasy image, except that I was overlaying that image over my mother. I was getting an erection in front of my parents while they were making out. I found myself building action plans to gouge my own eyes out, and we aren't even Greek!
Nope.
I was out of my seat in a flash, rushing to dump the rest of those delicious pancakes in the trash and put my dishes in the washer. "I'm out of here guys," I said, in as normal voice as I could manage. "I have a few things to pick up."
My mother snickered quietly. My father, in a voice which would not have melted butter, called after me, "Reggie, since you are running errands, grab the list by the back door. There's about ten things on it you and I need from Home Depot if we are going to spruce up the pool shelter. I'll pay you back!"
Trapped.
I stood, fuming, by the back door, and looked at the bulletin board we kept there. Dad's list was tacked over everything else. I took a deep breath and read it. "Not everything here comes from the Depot, Dad!"
"Well," he called back, in between audible kisses with my mother, "you better get moving then, if we want to get started this evening!"
"Ahhhh," I growled, ripping the note down off its thumbtack. I heard them both laugh. I had indeed been played. Fine, it gave me an actual reason to escape, since I truthfully had not actually had anything I needed to do.
As I pushed open the back door, I heard their laughter die down, replaced by more sounds of making out...
Eeeesh.
Half the shit on this list had nothing to do with repairing and touching-up the fabric canopy structure that kept our pool shaded in the evening. I had been given the 24-year-old's equivalent of, 'Here's a quarter. Now go play in the street.'
I stayed out for four hours. If what I feared was about to happen, happened, the Old Man could not possibly last that long.
*
I didn't honestly mind, though. Getting out of the house was exactly what I had needed. My parents, especially my mother, were no longer part of my thought process, leaving more room for Kristie. And mindless shopping with very little decision-making required was just the thing to let me brainstorm about how to approach any continuing antics with her in the way best calculated to give her what she wanted... so I could give her what I wanted.
I needed three heavy-duty screw-eyes of a certain size, and the Home Depot had... two. While I was standing in the aisle, looking in the adjacent bins in case someone had dropped one in there by mistake, I pondered the central issue. Kristie liked being watched, but... No. She wanted to be spied on. She wanted to be watched, but not know when or if it was happening at that moment. I guessed that that would make it better for her when she caught me. It made me more of a perv, and that seemed central to her enjoyment.
I could be a perv. I had discovered that I rather liked it. No, I really liked it. I could definitely get into seriously trying not to be caught.
I was momentarily dumbstruck by the fact that there actually was a third screw-eye of the size I needed mixed into a bin of heavy-duty bolts just ten inches away from where it belonged. Things were looking up. I would not have to visit a second Home Depot.
Except I would, because this store was out of the replacement screen material Dad had specified...
And why the fuck was whole milk on a hardware list? The only person in the house who drank whole milk was me... This was not my Dad's list. This had been written for me all along. I was going to plot revenge on my father... just as soon as I was done plotting coming on and in Kristie.
The thing was, she wanted to not know when I might be spying, but she would want to be putting on a show for me when I did. Did that mean that she would be spending all her free time wandering around half, or even fully, naked, vamping it up? The idea of that was making me hard enough that I decided that I had better wait a minute before going into Publix for the milk.
*
We have a larger than usual pool, at least for our neighborhood, and early on, between the lack of mature trees and the orientation of our house, the mid-and late-afternoon sun made even lying in the pool pretty beastly hot, particularly for my mother. When Mom was dissatisfied, shit got done.
Dad, with an assist from a much younger me and a handyman, had constructed an apparatus consisting of two blue, triangular, horizontal, overlapping 'sails', pulled taut between supports. It shaded one end of the pool, the shallow one, and a bit of the patio around it in the afternoon. Two supports were anchored to the house. A third was just a large pole on the other side of the pool. The last support was another pole, but this one was built into a trellis arch that my mother grew Mandevilla vines all over.
The trellis was Dad's and my project, as it had traitorously decided to rot in numerous places. We had to cut away a sadly large amount of the gorgeous, flowering vines, then replace more than half of the small struts with fresh wood. The main frame, and especially the sail support were rock solid still. We only wanted to replace the anchor points out of caution. That was fortunate, or the job would have been a week-long one, not a week-end one.
But since we didn't get started until Sunday, the job bled over through most of Monday. Dad had a business trip coming up, so he took the opportunity to take the day off to finish the job with me. We needed no handyman now that I was no longer ten. The whole project had not been strictly necessary yet, but for all the crap he liked to hand out about my being a (temporary) boomerang and infesting his house, I could tell Dad wanted to spend time with me while I was still around. I was glad to, honestly.
It did not mean that I did not want revenge for manipulating me into doing his shopping for him.
My chance came as we were close to finishing. It was about three in the afternoon, and I had climbed up atop the trellis to set the new anchor point for the sail support. The huge triangles of fabric are quite literally sails when the wind blows and require seriously secure tie downs to ensure they don't tear or simply fly away.
About half an hour earlier, the first time I had shimmied up there, movement had caught my eye and I realized that I could see over the fence and into Kristie's yard. She had been coming out of her house in shorts and a teeshirt. Her workday was done and she looked like she wanted to relax. She heard me hammering away up there, smiled, and waved.
I didn't want to wave and give away she was there, so I just winked broadly and called down to my father for more nails. Alerted to the fact that I wasn't alone up there, she covered her mouth to signal she got it. She put down her drink and her book on the table, and turned back around to re-enter her house.
I had only about ten more minutes worth of nailing down the pre-painted slats of wood, in which time, Kristie re-appeared. She had changed her clothes again, and now wore a very fetching, and very small bikini. She waved at me again, twirled, and the sat down with her book.
It was nice to know that she had changed just for me, so I could get a glimpse. I smiled, and resumed hammering.
And then I missed a nail and whacked my thumb, because I was sneaking glances at Kristie as she lay there in the sun.
I paused and sucked on my thumb. I hadn't really smashed it, fortunately. More fortunately, my Dad was distracted and hadn't noticed, meaning I was not being mocked.
Kristie had certainly moved pretty quickly to give me a show, hadn't she? It had only been a couple of days since we had last had sex, but it had been almost a week since our first (and only so far) truly voyeuristic experience. This was just casual, non-clandestine observation, but she still clearly wanted it. I needed to get with the program and give her what she really wanted.
I finished up and climbed down to help Dad set up the new anchor apparatus. When he offered to climb up this time, I forestalled that quickly. "No, no, Old Man," I laughed, pitching my voice loudly enough to be heard next door, "I will climb back up there. I don't want your fragile old bones to shatter if you fall."
"Fragile old bones, huh? Don't worry about them, I'd make sure that I fell on you," he laughed back. But he was happy to let me do the monkey work. I had just wanted to make sure that he didn't get an eyeful of 'my' view.
Up I went again, struggling at the top to get myself seated into a safe and secure position before Dad handed up the sail. I took much more time to do that than I should have, but... well...
Kristie was resolutely not looking in my direction, as if she had forgotten anyone was there. She had pulled the cups of her bikini top aside, revealing those goddamn miracles that were her tits. She held her book in one hand, while she rubbed suntan lotion into those firm globes. The flesh deformed hypnotically as her fingers pressed and rubbed the sunscreen into their exquisitely tanned surface. The only indication that she gave that she knew I was there was the fact that her nipples were erect and engorged enough that I could tell even from this distance.
It is hard to get settled on a wooden structure not meant for sitting when you have a rapidly expanding boner in the way...
Once I finally managed, I looked down at my father below. As he handed up the anchor, I called out, louder than I needed to, "Hey, Dad! Did you know that you can see over into Kristie's yard from up here?"
He took the fucking bait. Mom wasn't home, and wouldn't be for hours, but he still shot a look at the house before replying with a grin. "Really? Too bad she's not out sunbathing topless or something over there. I'd have for climb up there with you." His voice, responding to my own, was also rather loud.
I looked down at him, grinned, and started to say, "Uhhh..." before I was interrupted.
"I can hear you, Larry," sang out Kristie, from beyond the fence.
My father's eyes widened and he said, "Oh shit," only much quieter this time. I grinned down at him with a distinct evil touch to my smile now. He looked around wildly, as if searching for a hole to crawl into. "I'm going to go in and grab something," he said, trying to brazen things out as if nothing had happened. "Are you okay up there for a bit?" he asked me.
Me? I was more than fine up there, especially with the view I had. Before I could look back to said view, I heard Kristie speak again, clearly not wanting to let Dad off the hook, and wanting to lock down this kind of thought by him. "And Larry? For the record, I am not sunbathing topless over here," she called, speaking slowly and clearly. At first, I thought she was doing that to emphasize her point and draw out his embarrassment. Then I looked up and saw she had been talking slow to give herself time to tug her bikini bottoms off, making it more technically true that she wasn't sunbathing topless.



I admired a commitment to honesty like that...
"Sorry!" my father called sheepishly, forgoing his trip inside as a subterfuge no longer worth employing. "Does she look pissed?" he whispered up to me. I made a show of peering over that way. Kristie had suddenly decided to put down her book and was doing some completely unnecessary tidying on her back patio. She unfolded and refolded her towel, and picked up her bikini bottom, folding it neatly atop the towel. None her activity required any bending over at all, but she incorporated plenty of it any way, usually while facing directly toward, or mostly away from me.
Good gravy, did that woman have a spectacular ass. I marveled again at its tight, smooth, small, yet somehow generously curved, confectionary perfection.
"I think that she's forgotten you already, Dad," I whispered, tearing my eyes away from the show. "She's gone back to folding towels."
My father held up the slack corner of the shade sail to me. The look in his eyes told me he hoped that Kristie did indeed forget about and would not tease him about it in front of Mom at the next neighborhood get-together. The other look in his eyes was less charitable. "You might have led with the fact that she was over there," he growled quietly at me.
"Whatever would have been the fun in that?" I chortled, taking the anchoring strap. Attaching it to the monster eye hook in the post, I gave it a good tug. It was secure. We could tighten it properly from the ground. I looked up one last time for Kristie, and waved as if casually at any other neighbor.
"See you later, Kristie," I called out, disentangling myself from my elevated seat. Kristie was lying back down in her chaise, book already in her hand again. She chirped a disinterested-sounding 'see you later' in reply, but tugged idly on a nipple without even looking up at me. I shook my head in amusement as I started to down to Dad. If he only knew.
That little scene had been insanely hot, I mused as I carefully picked my way down a structure not really intended to be climbed. In fact, I thought, it had been rewarding in its own right... which gave me more ideas about how to make this thing with Kristie work just right.
"You are still grinning," my father grumped as I reached the ground. "It wasn't that funny."
"Oh, I beg to differ," I replied. "But that's not what has me smiling. I'm already enjoying the thought of the couple of beers you are going to buy me at Hallahan's as soon as we are done cranking this thing tight. And about how I'm going to crush you at 8-Ball while we drink."
"I'm buying?" came the arch reply.
"Yes, you are buying. I just made this job of yours easier, safer, and cheaper than if I weren't here," I said firmly as we both leaned into the crank on the cable. "Also, if I am drinking beer on your tab at Hallahan's when Mom gets home, I can't regale her with funny tales about how the afternoon went!"
He looked at me sourly. "All right. But I refuse to yield to blackmail to the extent of actually losing to the likes of you at pool."
He was good to his word and waxed me in three straight games.
*
Dad is really a lot better than me at billiards anyway, but I had been distracted with plotting how to get my jollies while also working Kristie back up to a frenzy, based on what I had observed so far.
The key takeaway was remembering how fucking hot it was just to watch her. A spying session that didn't end in getting caught would still be super worth it. In some ways, even better.
Some ways...
I resolved to actively try to not get caught... most of the time. She could well catch me sometimes anyway, which I'd hardly mind, but the fun for both of us would be better if I was really trying, and hopefully succeeding in not being caught. Then she really wouldn't know when I was spying and when I wasn't. She'd spend all her off-work hours simultaneously putting on a show and working herself up.
The idea of maneuvering Kristie into thinking about me in sexual terms during her every free moment was the greatest idea in the history of ideas.
The second greatest idea in the history of ideas was the fact that I was going to amass a shit-ton of photographs of Kristie for once I moved away. My mind flinched away at that last idea.
Dad and I were prevented from starting either a fourth game or a fourth beer by a text we simultaneously received from Mom.
Mom: The shade looks good. Thank you.
Mom: I assume that you are out drinking and making trouble. Come home. Dinner is almost ready.
Dad and I both thumbs-upped the second text and we headed out for the five-minute drive home. When we got there, the place smelt amazing. Mom had made this pseudo-Asian chicken dish that is a specialty of hers. Dad kissed her, but skipped the molestation of her that he usually engaged in whenever they greeted in front of me. The smell was getting to him too.
Mom was having none of that, though. As Dad sat down, she swiftly straddled him in his dining room chair, wrapped her arms around his shoulders and snogged him good. Christ, was she grinding on him?
I've already mentioned how much I get icked out by the two of them and their deliberate PDA. I've also mentioned how my own sexual pre-occupation was now getting tangled up with these displays. I'd have bolted out of the house right there, but I was hungry and the food smelled ridiculously good.
"Want me to keep dinner warm for you two?" I growled acerbically.
They actually looked at each other for a moment! As if they were considering accepting the offer!
No.
No. No. No.
No!
Mom finally shook her head and crawled off of Dad. "This smells too good," she declared as she rose and turned to the serving dish. "Besides, we have plenty of time after dinner, right Larry?"
Throughout dinner, my thoughts warred between how good the food was and whether I could gouge out my eyes with the butter knife. As soon as I was full, I bolted out of the house, hoping (ultimately unsuccessfully) to get some buddies, any buddies, to go out for a few more beers. Ultimately, I perched on a bar stool and nursed two Tanqueray Martinis through the rest of the Marlins game. We lost because... we suck.
Baseball is a great game to watch because it leaves a lot of free time to plot sex games with your neighbor while your team loses ignominiously.
*
I woke early the next day, drove Dad to the airport, then set about my fresh plans. The key was a new hiding spot from which to watch and take pictures of my magnificent neighbor. It needed to be comfortable, since I would need to be able to be there a long time, if I did not want to be caught. (That had been the flaw with my original, almost involuntary, time spying on Kristie: No exit strategy.) It also needed to be more concealing, if I didn't want to get caught now that I could tell she would be looking.
I wondered how hard she would be looking...
I first killed the rest of the morning at the garden store, picking up a new Mandevilla to fill where we had had to prune pretty brutally to do the repairs on the shade. I grabbed some quick lunch, then hustled home. I did not have time to actually plant the vine, so I settled for just watering it and leaving it for tomorrow.
I changed into my loosest board shorts and made sure I had plenty of sunscreen on. I was not completely sure how much sun I would be in, or for how long.
By the time Kristie was logging off from work, I was ready. The problem I had finally solved had been that the only gate into her back yard was on the side of her house next to mine. To reach any potential new hiding spot from which to observe her back patio, I'd need to cross out in the open where I could be observed from inside.
That was too big a risk.
Fortunately, the span between the other side of her house and the end of the privacy fence running along the opposite property line was not filled by more fence, but a dense, high hedge. It had no gate, but the shrubs had the virtue of being old enough to start getting leggy, leaving space underneath to crawl through, if I was willing to get a little scratched up.
I'd have crawled over broken glass for this, so a little slide under some scratchy underbrush was nothing.
I went out and wandered down the street as if I had something to do or place to go. Then I reversed course, and right as I knew she was logging off and would likely be getting changed out of her work clothes, I reached the sidewalk in front of that hedge.
Before I turned in, I looked around to make sure I was unobserved. Thank God I did. Sandy Hammond from across the street was coming out of her house at that very moment. Had I not looked first, it could have been... bad.
Sandy was nineteen, and had the kind of blossoming body that any upright 24-year-old like me should spend his time averting his eyes from. I had certainly done my share of averting my gaze at the last circuit party, carefully not examining her in that white, one-piece bathing suit, with her long brown hair and tanned skin. Carefully not examining her sky blue eyes and rounded, upturned nose.
You know, that kind of averting of the gaze.
Today, I was actually pissed to see her. Her presence was a major problem, and reminded me that I could not just focus on Kristie in all this.
I did not need the same girl who, as a thirteen-year-old, had run and told her parents that she had just seen me and Taylor Simpkins drinking our carefully purloined beers.
My parents had not been pleased, more because I had gotten caught publicly and thus embarrassed them, than they had because I was drinking a beer. More importantly, I missed out on what had turned out to be my one and only chance to bang Taylor Simpkins. I was still bent about that...
"Hey Sandy!" I said, choosing to greet her, rather than the other way around.
"Hey Reggie," she called, rather more friendly than usual. Swell. A friendly snitch is one who gets in your business.
We talked for ten minutes. Ten valuable minutes. We didn't talk about anything useful, mind you. And she was not in any way indicating any attraction toward me, either. I mean, let's be real. If she had been interested in sex, my opinion of this girl would have changed... swiftly and dramatically.
Look, Sandy was hot. She ruined a summer of mine years ago. And she was in the way of the sexual escapade I wanted to try to have right now. But she was hot. Had she given indication one that she thought I might scratch an itch for her, things would have been different. But as it was, she was an inconvenience, and a reminder that, whatever Kristie's attitude about me, getting caught by the larger neighborhood was a serious no-go. And she was using up my precious time to get into position before Kristie came back outside.
The stakes of this game were high.
Finally, I somehow managed to bore her into taking off. Since when did I have to work to get rid of Sandy?
I walked further down a few houses, then returned.
A final quick glance around to supplement the surreptitious observations I had been making all along told me that I was unobserved by any other neighbors besides the blessedly absent Sandy. Wandering slowly off the street, I slipped in between Kristie's house and the Spearman's on the other side.
I slid under the hedge almost unscathed, and I took a moment to break off the only really unpleasant branch the blocked the gap I had chosen. Standing up, I was in and certainly undetected.
My memory had not failed me, there were two good places to perv from on this side of the yard. I chose the closer one for this occasion. It was a narrow spot of grass between the fence and a thick little, oblong bed of lush green foliage and Bird of Paradise flowers. It was counter-intuitive, but this was actually the better, more secure hiding spot. Both spots were in the opposite direction from where she would likely look for 'intruders', and this one seemed right out in the open, with clear, un-obscured sight lines along the fence. But unless Kristie came right over to the fence, I'd be almost certainly invisible from anywhere else in the yard. I could sit over here comfortably with my water bottle and watch for as long as I wanted.
My only worry was whether she would come out and decide to put on a show for a potential Reggie the Peeping Tom situation, or if she had errands.
She did not have errands. My wave over the fence had been as promising as I had meant it to be, and she must have decided to lean into being spied on that day. (Unless she had been leaning into it every day, and I had just been missing it.)
Less than fifteen minutes after she had logged off from work, Kristie stepped out of her back door, holding a jug of chemicals and a bag of pool tools... and wearing not a stitch of clothing.
As shows for a clandestine perv, naked pool maintenance was top notch. It naturally meant a lot of bending over at all angles, and just enough light exertion to set her skin to glistening almost immediately.
I found the way her breasts swayed as she worked the long-handled scrubbing brush down into the water to be particularly fetching. As my eyes stayed glued to that hypnotic movement, I found that my hand was working down into my shorts. I had no intention of being caught at all that day, so I saw no reason not to add some physical stimulation of my own. I was a perv. I was going to own it fully.
I chose not to use my phone for the pictures. I had an old Fuji pocket camera which made up for its lack of megapixels with a much more powerful optical zoom. I had spent an inordinate amount of time earlier, going through its menus before I found how to turn off the fake shutter sounds. I only needed one to send her, but I was going to fill the chip, as far as I was concerned.
The camera also took video...
Good lord, it was going to be awesome to review those dangling, swaying tits.
Kristie obviously was putting on a show, though she could not know I was there. She was doing it 'on spec', I guess. The only problem with that was that she was posing her various showy moves with the idea that I might be back on the opposite side of the yard...
Once the already spotless pool was fully cleaned, Kristie set aside her tools and instead concentrated on applying sunscreen all over her body in the most scenic manner possible. She twisted and turned and displayed some serious limberness as she slowly worked the suggestively white cream into her flesh.
It was most certainly a show as she worked, as pinching those luscious and very excited nipples was something most certainly not needed for the supposed task at hand. She kept turning around slowly the whole time, cocking those slender, succulent legs in various poses as she went. It gave me some incredible views, and part of what made them so good was that she genuinely was trying to put on the best show for someone, even if she thought they were probably on the opposite side of her.
I could see her casting clandestine looks that way as well. The glances from her lovely hazel eyes were brief, as if not sure she wanted to catch me, at least not yet. But she was just as clearly not sure if I was even there. I thought what I saw told me that she liked the uncertainty... or at least liked the feeling that it induced.
A bird flashed behind the vine-decked trellis of my former hiding place, and she finally actively looked over there. She was definitely disappointed that the movement had not been me. She didn't give up, since I had hours yet to appear, but she clearly went to a lower level of alert.
That made watching her all the more hot as she became a lot more relaxed and natural, while still being gloriously naked. When she started some light yoga that was clearly actual exercise, not an erotic display, I had to bite my lip.
I checked the camera. Fuck. I need to buy a bigger chip. I would have to slow down my video taking, lest I miss something.
I found my trunks pulled down and my dick in my hand as I knelt behind the foliage. The view was reasonably obstructed, but I could still see enough. My knowledge of her body, of the smoothness of her abdominals, and the equally smooth, soft skin between her legs, filled in any gaps in what I could see. This kind of obstructed view would not always be satisfying, I knew, but for today, it kind of made it better.
I had not intended to jack off back here, but here I was. It was almost automatic, I was so turned on. And what better thing for a peeping tom to do than whack off while watching his 'victim'?
My only question was, was I going to actually drive myself to come, just enjoy some nice stroking, or be crazy and edge myself mad?
My body decided for me.
Her yoga session finished, Kristie grabbed a novel and settled into her chaise, turning to a dog-eared page in the book. I could not see the title from where I was, but the subject matter was clear. In but a page or two, the hand not holding the book was nestled between her legs and doing its thing. Her masturbation was languid at first, and it was funny watching her lift her hand to turn the page, while trying not to get her juices onto the paper. Turning pages in a book with your thumb and pinky is apparently not easy.
But the subject matter heated up after a page or two, and her fingers started working harder. She looked around, a little wildly, then stared back at the book while plunging her fingers deeper. Until now, she was likely putting on a show for what she thought was probably a nonexistent audience, but this she was doing for herself.
She kept her eyes glued to the pages, but her whole body began to convulse. I took a few more shots, but found that getting good ones was hard with my other hand stroking myself so swiftly. Fortunately, she had music playing like usual, which made the soft sounds of my pumping hand inaudible.
Kristie gasped and bit her lip, groaning as he body shook. I knew now what she looked like when she had an orgasm, and this clearly was another. I was deeply gratified to see that while she clearly enjoyed it, I had given her far more powerful examples. She finally slapped the book closed against her thigh and she drew another wave of pleasure from within herself.
That is when my body decided for me that I was going to come as well. I barely kept silent by practically biting my cheek as my hips spasmed and my shaft throbbed in my hand. I looked down as I fountained a robust stream out into the air and down onto the broad leaves of the foliage that concealed me.
I took a few pictures of the residue as well.
I wiped my hand clean on the grass and pulled up my shorts as Kristie came down from her own high. She lay there, curled on her side for a few scenic minutes, then sat up, dog-earing her book once more.
She looked carefully over at the trellis by my house and this time was sure I was not there. She shrugged and unfolded herself from the chaise. She took a deep sip of the glass beside her chair, then wandered back inside.
I took my opportunity to slip back and under the hedge. I almost walked straight back to my house before I realized that she could easily see me cutting across her yard if I did. Instead, I took a brisk walk around the bend on the street, then returned on the other side. When I reached her house, I crossed the road, not making any secret of how I examined every window on that side, as if wondering if she was home. I did not see anything, which proved nothing. I turned and went home.
And I dashed up to my room and downloaded the pictures and video.
I was going to need a better camera, in addition to a bigger memory chip. It would be worth the investment...
I made myself wait two days before I sent the text.



No words, just a blurry picture of her jilling off, book in hand, and a short video clip of those tits swaying as she cleaned the pool.
As the pictures swooshed off through the internet to her phone, I grabbed one more and sent it along as well--a nice clear image of the broad, green, tropical leaf with an unmistakeable splatter of jizz all over it.
Both texts showed as 'read' in less than a minute. There was no reply.
*
She had to be able to tell where I had been hiding from the pictures I had sent. The next afternoon, I went straight to the same place, ready to be 'caught' this time.
But damned if she never came back out to the back yard that afternoon. I got a cramp from crouching before I finally left.
The next afternoon, I was back again, assuming that she had just been doing errands the day before. After I had been out there almost an hour again, I finally heard the back door open. But when Kristie came out, she was still dressed in her work clothes.
Don't get me wrong, Kristie in her work clothes is still a lovely sight, and I immediately took a picture or two with my old camera. (The new one was still a day away, according to the Amazon app.) But this was not what I was there to see. All she did was tidy up a little, then made a phone call about something I could not make out, but it seemed very routine.
I did catch her looking around the yard a little, as if wondering whether she was being watched... No, she looked just a little like she wanted to seem worried that she was being watched. But even though she looked right in my direction once or twice, she didn't see me. Or did she choose not to?
Regardless, she went back inside and I was left there, still 'at large'. This was getting frustrating. I did not see her again that afternoon.
The next day, she came right out again after work. I had barely time to get into position before her back door opened. She was wearing a swimsuit I did not recognize, and believe me, had I ever seen it before, I'd have recognized it. It was a string bikini with pale pink strings that tied behind her neck, across her back, and at each hip. The triangular cups were baby blue, as was the tiny patch covering her crotch in front. I could not see if it had a back, or was a thong, as she wore a thin, sheer white coverup that was unfastened in front. She walked over to the pool and dragged a toe through the cool water. The water looked really good, as I was now going for my third day roasting in the South Florida sun.
She smiled at the feel of the water, and started to shrug the robe off her shoulders. I took a few excellent shots. I had tested the new camera that morning, and the quality would be exceptional.
But then Kristie paused, and frowned, clutching the coverup across her chest. She looked around nervously, and shrugged the white garment back over her shoulders. She looked around, still missing me.
I wanted desperately to make a sound, or betray myself with movement, but I thought better of it. The me of the week before would never in a million years have voluntarily betrayed himself. I got a thrill of fear at the thought even now.
Kristie abandoned her thoughts of the pool and turned to go back inside, glancing around nervously as she went in.
Shit. My bitchy little playmate was leaving me dying out here. I loved every second of it. But I also left before dinner time, once more uncaught, and thoroughly teased and unfulfilled.
We had dinner, my parents and I, late and outside. Dinner was late because I had cooked. I had gotten ambitious and tried something new, and had had to appeal to my mother for help halfway through when I bricked the roux. We ate outside because my father had a presentation spread out all over the dining room table, and Mom forbade us from eating in front of the TV for the third night in a row.
My parents behaved themselves during dinner for once, which was glorious. My food was not glorious, but it was pretty decent, even if I had needed my mother's help toward the end. It was not my best work in the kitchen, and I resolved that the next time I took over in there, I was going to bear down and do something special. I had worked hard, living on my own, to get good in the kitchen.
After the meal, we hung around at the poolside table, enjoying a bottle of fruity, sweet Gewürztraminer. As the sun was setting in a mediocre display, we heard music coming from Kristie's yard.
"I don't usually hear her playing her music this late in the evening," my mother observed, not bothered by the sound, just interested in the anomaly.
I shrugged. "Well, it is her back yard. You never know when she might want to use it," I said idly. "Isn't that right, Dad?"
Mom was tidying plates and missed the look my father shot me. Then he looked over at the fence, then back at my mother. She stepped into his reach at that moment, and he pulled her down into his lap, eliciting a little shriek from her. She more than rolled with it, however, and she swiftly draped her arms around his shoulders and started kissing him hard. I could not see from my angle, but I could hear the tongue.
Nope.
"You guys enjoy the rest of the wine," I said, hastily rising. "I'm going to try to meet up with the guys." My mother just idly waved her had at me, not removing her lips from my father's.
Shit. Was his hand on her breast?
I got moving fast. They were never like this before. The Old Man must be getting more action than he had in years. He should be begging me to stick around this fall, not trying to get me to leave.
I hopped into my car and pulled out of the driveway. As I was turning around, it occurred to me that his randiness might have been triggered by the whole embarrassing incident with Kristie. Or had it been coincidental?
As I started down the street, I thought back on Kristie. It was unusual for her to be listening to music outside this late. For her, this was practically bedtime.
Bedtime...
Was the music meant for me to hear? My parents and I had made no effort to keep our voices down over dinner. It would be pretty reasonable to believe that she had known I was on the other side of the fence.
I pulled over into the little three space parking lot by our community pool, and left my car. Swiftly, I strolled back up the street along the sidewalk. As I approached Kristie's I could see that no front rooms had lights on, but there were clearly other spaces on both the ground and second floor that were illuminated. I cut casually in between our houses.
Fuck, my parents were still outside. I could... hear them.
Ew.
But at this point, I was able to block out thoughts of them. I approached the gate to Kristie's back yard, and silently lifted the latch. (I may have surreptitiously lubricated it a few days earlier.) I slid the gate open silently and stepped through the privacy fence. I moved to the corner of the house and peered around. The back yard lights were on, as was the music, but no Kristie.
Damn. I waited where I was, at the corner of the house itself, not moving over to the flower trellis this time.
"Let's go inside," I heard my mother say.
"Absolutely," my father agreed. "That boy needs a more active social life. He's been putting a serious crimp in our activities since he moved back in."
Wait. What I was seeing was reduced activity? Oh, God.
"He'll be off to Atlanta soon, and we can go back to fucking out here, under the stars," my mother said.
"He's gone out, we can do it now," my father growled.
My mother yelped like she had just been tickled. "Hey! No, Larry... No. What if he forgot something and comes back? No, we have a perfectly..." She cut herself off with another yelp. "Hey! Stop that. Just... okay, that's nice."
My father laughed.
"Inside," Mom said grimly. "Now."
"Inside what?" Dad asked.
Then I mercifully heard the door close.
I wanted to die. I might have gone ahead and spontaneously done so, but the thought of possibly seeing Kristie let me cling to life. I still banged my forehead silently against the trim of her house two or three times.
Suddenly, I heard her back door open, and I saw her step put into the back yard. She was no longer wearing the bikini, alas, just a bangingly tight pair of jeans and a loose teeshirt, the movement of which betrayed a lack of bra underneath. So hot.
But all she did was pick up that same book from before and look around as making sure she had everything. "Hey Siri," she called out. "Stop music."
The speakers fell silent, and she turned and went back inside. The outside lights turned out, leaving just the kitchen lights spilling out through the windows.
Shit.
She was headed to bed. Time to go. I'd missed my chance.
But I was desperately horny now. And the last thing I wanted was to go hang out at a bar, probably alone, with nothing to fill my thoughts and keep images of my parents at bay.
The lights were still on inside...
I stepped around behind Kristie's house, and snuck toward her kitchen window.
Then I saw that her back door was not fully closed...
Oh reeeaaally...
I ducked under the kitchen window and instead peeked in through the glass of her back door. She was rinsing out a wine glass and setting it by her sink. Then she turned and I watched her walk toward her stairs. When she reached them, my eyes riveted to her cute little round ass in those painted-on jeans, swaying with each step up the stairs.
My eyes stayed riveted for about three steps, before she suddenly pulled the teeshirt up and off over her head. She tossed her head, letting her tousled blonde hair settle back into place and accidentally dropped the shirt. She bent down to her side to grab it, giving me a fucking fabulous, nippletastic sideboob flash before straightening. Then she disappeared up the stairs.
I looked at the back door. It had to be an invitation. But it might not. Actually entering her house might be a step too far in our game. Probably not, but still...
I pushed it open silently and stepped in, crossing another line.
It had to have been an invitation, right?
But what if she had just forgotten to close it? I was very certain that she did not actually know that I was there...
I moved to the foot of the stairs, wondering what I needed to do to get up them stealthily. Then I heard a fucking wonderful sound. The shower was running. It would cover any noise I made on the stairs, and, well...
I still moved as silently as possible up the stairs. The door to the master bedroom stood open, but the lights were off in there. The only illumination for the room came from the open door to the bathroom within. Music came from inside, loud enough to be heard clearly over the water.
Here I Go Again, by Whitesnake.
It was the middle of the song by the time I reached the bathroom door and peeked in. I had missed the rest of her striptease, and that was all right by me. Her shower was a nice one, with a zero-threshold entrance that had no door or curtain, just two walls of clear glass overlapping to keep the water from spraying out. A huge overhead shower head that clearly had the flow restricter removed was complimented by body jets on opposite walls, and all were directed onto Kristie's naked, perfect body.
She was rubbing herself with a very sudsy bar of soap, and I was standing there, peeking in with a hard-on of titanium.
I had not brought my camera. But I still had my phone. I carefully took a picture or two with just the corner of the device around the jam. So hot. But I wanted some video. A quick touch on controls, and I poked the corner out to get some live action. But the angle was bad, and the video looked like shit. I pulled it back, started a new recording and slid the whole thing free of the corner and vertical. From where I hid, I could just see the screen, recoding images of her running the bar of soap over her smooth flat belly.
Oh yes.
But the thing I did not consider was that if the camera could see Kristie's belly, then she was facing in its direction.
The hand holding the soap dropped to cover her hairless crotch, while the other arm snapped up over her breasts. "So, my little pervy picture taker is back for more. And inside my house," she snapped angrily. "Get in here," she ordered.
Busted.
Fuck.
This was not a bad thing, of course. It was in fact the purpose of the exercise, but I had been feeling competitive.
I stepped around the corner, pocketing my phone and drinking her in. She remained under the shower head, entire body a mass of running rivulets of water cascading over her curves. Her hands did little to conceal her, and I was quite sure that that did not bother her. The one nipple that was completely uncovered was stiff as a dowel.
"Cover your eyes, you jerk!" she snapped. I snapped a hand up to my face instinctively. And I left my fingers obviously spread.
"So were you going to whack off in my hallway, like you did in my yard?" Kristie asked menacingly. "Were you going to leave your sticky spunk all over my wallpaper out there, like you did on my landscaping?" She squeezed a breast as she spoke. "You wanted me to see your jizz in my yard. You wanted me to know you came looking at me, didn't you?"
I nodded meekly.
"I'm surprised you didn't send me a video of you actually jerking off. Or didn't you want me to see what kind of tiny dick you have?" she scoffed.
Kristie knew I do not have a tiny dick. Apparently, we were starting things off from scratch. I could go with that.
"I just didn't think..."
"Of course you didn't think! Pervs don't think, they perv," she went on nastily. "Well, now's your chance. Drop your pants and show my how your beat your meat. If your tiny dick is actually big enough to entertain me, maybe I won't call the police on you. Do it!"
I fumbled at my fly. "Shirt first, douche," she snapped. "Give yourself at least some chance not to look pathetic."
I tugged at my shirt and pulled it off. I dropped it and, glancing nervously at her, resumed unzipping my pants. They dropped to the floor, leaving me in just my black boxer-briefs, which strained to contain my eager erection. The fabric over my tip was sticky.
"That shows promise. Drop 'em."
I tugged the underwear down, letting my thick six inches pop eagerly free.
"Maybe I won't be calling the cops," mused Kristie. "Whack it, perv-boy. Show me how you came on my poor Alocasia."
Honestly, I had a lot better things in mind that jacking off in the middle of a tile floor, out of reach of the heaven on the other side of that shower glass, but this was the game. I reluctantly grabbed my cock and started to pump. I may not have been interested in jacking off, but my cock felt at that point like it was a fine idea. The traitor.
"Closer. Come closer," Kristie demanded. "I can't see."
That was better. I stepped forward, trying very hard to pretend I was reluctant to do so, still stroking myself, until I stood just on the other side of the glass from her naked form. A form she had definitely begun to forget about covering.
She frowned. "You are going to make me have to put that bathmat in the wash when you come on it. Ew," she complained. "Come into the shower, so I don't have to clean up after your mess."
I stepped around the glass and into the steamy space with her, the spray immediately reaching out and hitting me here and there. I was still stroking myself, but only softly. My dick might want me to jack away, but it would have to wait.
"So now's your chance, you dirty peeping tom," Kristie said, spreading her hands completely away from her body. "A close up look. Is this what you wanted?"
I nodded, and whispered, "Yes."
"Is it all you could have asked for?" she said snidely.
I stifled a grin. I was not sure how she meant that question, but I know how I was going to answer it. "No," I whispered hoarsely.
"No?" That actually surprised her. She straightened her spine and ran her hands over her body, especially her breasts, slick still with sporadic patches of suds. "What more could you want than to see this?"
"To touch that," I said, clearing my throat.
She laughed. "Oh really," she purred, regaining control instantly. "Just like that, you want to touch me too? You just want to reach out," she went on, grabbing my hand from my cock, "and touch me like this?" She planted my hand firmly on a delicious tit. I immediately massaged it, circling her nipple with my thumb. She kept her hand's grip on my wrist, keeping my fingers in place. "Happy now?" she scoffed.
"No," I said, shaking my head and gulping.
"No?"
"No. I want you to touch me," I said, taking her other hand in mine and placing it around my cock, "like this." Those lovely fingers happily wrapped themselves around my shaft. With soft movements, she ran her grip up and down me gently.
We somehow simultaneously took half a step toward each other, ending up inches apart and both in the warm water coming from all sides.
"I'll bet this isn't all your pervy mind has thought about doing to me, is it?" she whispered to me, our lips so very close.
"No," I breathed.
"Then you better show me what you mean, so I can tell what a perv you really are," she growled.
What I wanted to do was spin her around, press her face up against the shower wall, tilt up that amazing ass, tuck my cock up between her legs, and give her the aggressive fucking my dick was earnestly lobbying for.
What I did, was grab the soap from the dish where she had put it, and started soaping her whole body. In short order, I had her entire torso covered in thick suds. She pulled the bar from my hand and went to work on me in turn. As the shower sluiced the soap away, I realized that she had a much more powerful water softener than my parents did. Her skin was so deliciously slick as the soap ran away. I might not have the soap anymore, but that did nothing to slow the way I massaged as much of her as I could reach.
She was much more focused. Having worked up an incredible lather in her hands, she was rubbing it all into my cock. I felt myself twitching, and grimaced.
"Oh, is little pervy boy going to come so soon?" Kristie cooed nastily. "I'd hate for you to be useless to me if you come too quickly. I guess you better be able to rise from the dead, of maybe I'll call the cops anyway." Her hand jacked me relentlessly. I was pretty sure that as long as I was in Kristie's naked presence, my cock was going to be good to go on a few moments notice indefinitely.
"Let's make it a test," she breathed into my face, her lips agonizingly close. But I sensed I was not to kiss her. Not at this point. "Let's see how hard I can make you come, and then we'll see if you are worth keeping around."
She sank down to her knees on the smooth tile floor, still working soap onto my shaft. She better rinse that off before she starts with her amazing oral skills, I thought. But instead, she only pulled me against her chest, rubbing my cock against her tits, then nestling it between their soapy mounds.
"Fuck them," she ground out between clenched teeth. "Fuck my titties. Fuck my awesome, expensive titties. Nut on them. Douse them like you doused my foliage. Show me how hot your perving has made you."
This was the first titfuck of my life, and let me assure you, I am forever a fan of the procedure. Her warm, wet, slick mounds trapped my cock, pressed together by her hands. My cock promptly, of its own accord, slid between them. The warmth, and the look on her upturned face, water dripping all over it, was incredible. She blinked the spray from her eyes repeatedly, and she could not keep the smile from her gorgeous face, no matter how hard she was trying. It was amazing.
It was also far more than my poor, wildly over-stimulated and hungry for days cock could take. In a distressingly short time, I came hard enough to dim my vision. The surging between my legs was incredible and even under the steady stream of hot water, I could see ribbons of jizz all over her chest.



I slammed a hand out against the wall to steady myself. Kristie only released her grasp on her tits, lifted my spent junk, and sucked it clean briefly. Then she slid elegantly to her feet and sluiced my spunk from her chest.
"Got more for me?" she whispered into my ear, lips brushing my lobe.
"Thirty seconds! Give me thirty seconds," I replied desperately and optimistically.
She giggled, and the spell burst. I laughed in return, and in moments, she had her arms around me, and I around her. We were practically having to hold each other up, we were laughing so hard.
"So much fucking hotter," she said softly but vehemently.
"Oh yes," I replied, taking her sleek jaw in both hands and kissing her as deeply as I could manage under the thundering shower. Our tongues raced to meet. I grabbed her ass, lifting and pulling her against me.
After a oxygen-deprivingly long kiss, Kristie broke her mouth free of mine.
"Okay, I need to know," she said merrily. "Obviously, you were watching when I cleaned the pool, and it was from behind my poor, cum-stained Alocasia. I never saw you that time. I wasn't really even looking that way." She kissed me briefly. "Then I did catch sight of you yesterday when I came out still in my work clothes. I wanted to catch you then, but I had errands. Sorry. Any other times?"
"Earlier today, in your bikini," I said.
"Really? I missed you. You are getting good at this. Not like the rookie who got busted on his first time peeking," she teased.
"Plus, of course, there was the whole show you put on while I was up on the trellis," I added.
She giggled. "Doesn't count. That was just a bonus show. They are fun too."
"Not as fun as fucking with Dad's mind," I chortled. "He almost shit himself when he realized you heard him!"
She giggled again. "Yeah, but let's not encourage the old goat with thoughts he doesn't need."
"He's got not time for you, even gorgeous as you are," I replied grimly. "He and Mom are hot and heavy all the damned time. It's absolutely mortifying."
"You don't have to tell me," Kristie snorted. "They aren't exactly quiet when they are fucking in and around your pool. I even hear your mother when they are inside sometimes."
I looked at Kristie in dismay.
"And I still don't want to give him any ideas about me. I'm still not sure if those two aren't part of the group that plays around with each other in this neighborhood."
"That's just a joke they keep torturing me with," I said dismissively.
"Is it?"
I stared at her. She stared back.
"Look," I said sternly. "I am going to press you up against the wall of this shower, and then I'm going to tongue you until your eyes cross from coming. I'm going to do this now, and with all my attention, or I may never have an erection again. Are we clear?"
Her eyes widened at how firmly I said that, and she merely leaned back against the tile.
My parents were not swingers. My parents were not swingers. They just were sex maniacs who fucked in the pool I swam in.
This was not helping.
This pussy was extremely delicious.
THAT. That was helping.
I lifted one leg and draped it back over my shoulder, spreading her crotch wider so that I could drive my tongue deeper within. She was fresh and clean and practically made my tongue tingle. Her bald pussy rubbed slickly against my face and I kept plunging my tongue inside her. At the first happy sound she made, I slid my tongue free and circled her clitoris with it instead. I got more happy sounds. I squeezed her small, firm ass with one hand, and slid the other up her inner thigh with what I hoped was agonizing slowness while I kissed and nuzzled all around her mound. Even in the hot water of the shower, her warmth was palpable as my fingers reached her pussy and two of them slid inside. I slid them up, probing gently for the area of maximum effect. When I found it, to audible acclaim, I wrapped my lips around her clit and sucked gently.
That set her off good. "Oh fucking hell, yes!" she cried. Her hands grasped my sodden hair and yanked my face harder against her notch. "Oh yes! Yes! Suck it," she gasped. Then she made some sort of sound I can't quite describe, and sagged back against the wall and down onto my face. I nuzzled her softly and worked her ass with my hand. "Please tell me you are hard again by now," she gasped.
What do you know, I was. Handy, that.
Now, I stood up, spun her around agains the tile wall, pressed her face against it, grabbed her ass and tilted it up, slid my cock between her legs, and thrust up and into her, just like I had wanted to do the moment I had stepped into the shower.
I was glad I had waited. It was so much better this way. Kristie groaned happily as my cock slowly split her open. I was groaning too, just not as loudly. She was yet again deliciously hot and resistant to my invasion, making me work to fully embed myself. At last, my belly was nestled firmly against her upturned little ass. I paused, relishing the moment.
"I want it hard, Reggie," Kristie said into the tile. "Hard, and fast."
I just pushed her shoulder even harder against the wall for a moment, then began to stroke. Each penetration was glorious, a slick celebration of sex. She slammed her hands up against the wall, using them to push her hips back against me. I drove harder and harder, giving her what she asked for, my belly slapping wetly against her backside with each ecstatic thrust. I lost myself in the hard rhythm, soon breathing hard from the effort.
"Ohhh! Unngh," she babbled incoherently, then found her words. "You are the best, Reggie. You fucking rule. You know that, right?"
I should have ben flattered. I should have agreed aggressively, and fucked her harder. Instead, I asked a little incredulously, "Really? Me?"
I did fuck her harder. I got that part right.
"Fuck yes. No one had hammered me like this... oh fuck... filled me like this, ohhhh, since that rookie outfielder for the Diamondbacks back when I was in college. And you do everything else better than him. Fuck me, Reggie!"
This glorious, experienced, insanely hot, older woman was stroking my ego as hard as I was stroking her insides, and her encouragement got the extra effort she was looking for. I lifted her legs clean off the floor and pounded into her. Almost instantly, she screamed in release, babbling again about how I was the best, her whole body shaking. My ego dove straight for my balls and opened the flood gates. I screamed, genuinely screamed at my release. In part because it was so magnificently powerful and all around amazing, and in part because of the effort it took to keep her lifted fully off the floor. My cum blasted into her in three long stabs of electric convulsion.
Unfortunately, my hands, weakened by the orgasm, slipped on her hips. At the same time, my knees buckled. She dropped back to the floor, but her own legs were neither expecting the responsibility, nor very steady themselves. My cock slid free as we both collapsed. We almost kept upright, but my foot slipped on the slick, wet tile and down we both went, somehow managing not to hurt ourselves against the wall or the floor, though I sensed it was a very close call between her knee and my groin.
We ended up in a tangle of flesh on the floor, water pouring down onto us from all sides, laughing our asses off.
"Okay, you really are the best, but I am still taking off a lot of points for that dismount," she giggled.
------------
Thanks for reading! I hope you enjoyed it. As always, thanks in advance for your honest votes, favorites and follows. Most of all, give me a comment!
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"Hey Colleen," I heard a guy say to my mother, who was across the produce section from me. I looked up to see Scott West pushing a grocery cart toward my mother.
"Hello Scott. Good to see you," I heard my mother reply. "Reggie," she called to me quickly, "did you find any good tomatoes?"
"They all suck, Mom," I replied. "Can we go with Romas? They at least look okay."
"Sure, fine," she said. Mom didn't like Romas, but she hated wrinkly tomatoes more. She and Scott chatted quietly, but both kept their eyes on me as I walked over with the oblong tomatoes.
I looked in Scott's cart. "When are you going to drink some decent beer?" I demanded. There were two cases of Bud Light in there.
"Listen, whippersnapper," Scott replied, his voice pretending to have the high quaver of an eighty year old man, instead of the big, athletic dude he was. "I don't cotton to you kids today and your stank-ass IPAs."
"I drink gin, old man," I laughed. "And I'm just saying, you might as well drink White Claw as this bilge water."
"Hey!" Scott protested.
"Hey!" Mom protested too. "I like White Claw!"
Ouch.
"In fact, go get me a pack of the Black Raspberry White Claw, please," she added.
Shit. I've got to pay more attention to what is in the fridge before I get myself in trouble... I turned and trudged away. I looked back and saw the two of them laughing at me and talking conspiratorially.
Fuck. Now I had to go to the other end of the store, and then walk back, across the whole fucking Publix, in public, with a box of White Claw in my hands. I felt like an eighteen year old girl.
Speaking of which, I rounded the corner to the beer and other sad beverages aisle, only to run into my obnoxious younger snitch of a neighbor, Sandy Hammond, who was grabbing a six pack of Miller.
Cluelessly, I asked, "Your parents drink Miller?"
She shot upright, yanking her hand free of the six pack. "Uh, yeah," she replied.
You are a dumbass, Reggie, I thought. Of course her parents don't drink Miller. Nobody drinks Miller... except probably Scott West and underage kids. She may have busted me when she was thirteen, but I was hardly going to bust her now.
I smiled and shrugged. "I hope you have a good ID," I smirked, making it clear that I was above busting her. Then I had to throw away my overly mature high ground by picking up a twelve pack of Black Raspberry White Claw. I walked away, head held high. Own your losses, people.
*
I spent the next morning plotting a new way to spy on Kristie. She liked the spy pictures I had sent her, letting her know that I had seen her without her knowing, and I was pretty sure she had decided that I needed to send her more pictures... if I wanted any more appreciation. This was not a hardship. But it was a challenge.
I could have easily have stayed home and just spied on her at that moment, but the mornings were her work hours, and she had made it clear that I was not to do anything then. She was very good at her job and wanted no distractions, like showing off for her peeping tom.
I had photographed and videoed her from various locations in the back yard. It felt played out.
I thought about mounting a camera on the trellis or the fence, but explaining that to my parents if they discovered it would be the height of difficult. Besides, that way, it would be the camera watching Kristie, not me, and I would get no fun out of that!
It was ditto, if to a lesser extent, in the case of my drone. It felt more sexy, but was also impossible. Stealthy, those things were not.
Technology was not the answer, I felt.
I was contemplating hiding inside her house, which felt like an escalation I wasn't ready for yet, when my phone buzzed. I was floating naked in our pool and paddled the floating chair over to the side where my phone was. My parents were both at work, and I had been enjoying a morning in the sun.
Kristie: Heads up. A co-worker from France has been here in the US for a week, and is extending her stay with a long weekend. She will be down here and staying with me. Please let's suspend any play in my house and yard
There was a brief pause.
Kristie: Until she is gone
Me: Yes, ma'am! [Broken Heart Emoji]
Kristie: Go fuck someone your own age this weekend.
Me: Yes ma'am! {Eggplant Emoji]
Kristie: Whatever
Kristie: Just leave me alone until Patrice is gone. I don't know if I'd have to explain you or share you...
I looked at that last text for a good while. My hand seemed to feel like it ought to stroke my dick.
What was that last text supposed to even mean? She makes it clear that she wants me to back off, then she chums the waters like that?
Kristie was an incurable flirt. It was probably just her being her. But now she had made me curious about this Patrice person.
I started listening to anything I could hear from Kristie's side of the fence. She was working in the backyard again that Wednesday. She wore a headset all workday, but I could sometimes hear her side of the conversation.
It was fairly boring stuff. It usually was, which was why I usually didn't bother to listen. But then I heard something useful.
"Listen, Harold, I've been texting with Patrice this morning. I'm going to take a personal day Friday and make it a long weekend. I think I'll take our south of France friend and show her Miami Beach at some point." She suddenly barked a sharp, scandalized laugh. "You're a pig, Harold! And don't you wish."
The beach...
Miami Beach is one of the few public beaches in America where women can go topless legally. There is even one stretch of it that is clothing optional. Was Kristie going to take her French colleague and get a little loose and free?
It was a delicious idea, but honestly, I doubted it. I knew she had a very freaky side, but virtually the rest of the world knew her as a sweet, conservative woman. Regardless, it was a very enchanting speculation.
And I had nothing to do over the weekend... Nothing was stopping me from going to the beach. And taking a trip would not be anything related to Kristie's house or yard.
A few surreptitious pictures of her and this other woman on the beach, in whatever style of dress, would be just the kind of pervy, forbidden stuff to get Kristie revving hard when I sent them to her after the woman left.
This led to a number of challenges, though. Miami Beach is miles and miles long. I had no idea where they would go. Or when. I'd never tried tailing anyone before, and my car is brightly colored. I looked over at my keys, as I thought about my old, distinctly non-stealth SAAB. She'd make me for sure if I tried following her car to the beach.
Wait. I looked at my key ring.
Perhaps technology was the answer after all, I thought. I got out of the pool, wrapped a towel around my waist, and picked up the little electronic locater tag that helped me find my keys, wherever they were. I detached the tag from my key ring. Kristie parked her car in her driveway, not her garage...
So, I could find them, or at least where they parked. I just needed to send this little tag for a ride on or in her car.
I fired up my phone and did a little research on surreptitious photography...
*
Late Thursday afternoon, my father and I were tackling our latest project, weeding the lawn and beds in our front yard. I was beginning to realize that Dad and I had never done so many chores together in our lives. Despite his frequent, vociferous, and occasionally icktastic signals that he wanted me out of his house, he was taking every opportunity to spend time with me while I was still there. We both knew I'd never live with them again.
"Hello, Larry," came a voice behind me as I leaned under a shrub to get some stubborn grass that wasn't where it was supposed to be.
"Hey Mimi," Dad replied, grunting as he sat up from the other side of the bush. "What's got you out in the heat?"
"Oh, just a walk," she replied easily. "You know me, I like to keep active! Oh. Hello, Reggie."
I sat up as well. My body needed a break anyway. Mimi Taylor was a nice lady in her mid-40s. As usual, she wore baggy sweatpants and a loose cotton top. I had honestly never looked twice at her until my father's randy teasing of me and my mom earlier in the summer. I had subsequently gotten a look at her in a bikini, and, well, I understood his using her for the tease.
I genuinely wasn't interested, but I could understand.
"Hi, Mimi," I said, still having to make an effort to call the adults in the neighborhood by their first names.
"Well," Mimi said after a few more pleasantries, waving one of the hand weights she carried on her walk for an extra workout, "I'm off. See you next weekend, Larry."
Dad hesitated. "Uh... Oh, the regular circuit party. That is next weekend?"
"I'll bet he forgets his own birthday," Mimi said to me. "Yes, Larry, I'm talking about the regular circuit party. What else? How about you, Reggie? Are you coming too, or are you too grown up for anything but the Senior Circuit now?"
"One last chance to swim in the Wades' big pool? Wouldn't miss it," I said.
Just then, a strange black Honda pulled up in front of Kristie's. We all naturally looked at it. I figured this might be Patrice's Uber, delivering her for her mini vacation, and I was right. I carefully concealed that I had knowledge of who this visitor might be.
The woman who got out of the car was about Kristie's age, tall, dark brown haired, and very slender. She had brought only the one small roller bag, and was dressed in the height of business casual elegance, with high-waisted, pleated pants that made her look about 75 percent leg. She saw us all staring at her curiously, and she waved in friendly fashion. She had a nice smile.
We all waved back in that friendly wave suburbanites have, the one they give strangers that says, "Howdy! We are friendly, but we also will remember you well enough for a detailed description to the police if you try anything." She nodded her head, and turned to roll her bag up to Kristie's front door.
"What do you know," Mimi said quietly to Dad. "Gaines has a visitor!" With a shrug, she headed off down the street. Dad asked my help back under the hedge, and I missed Patrice greeting Kristie and going inside her home.
I got up fairly early Friday morning, about 8:45. After my shower and breakfast, I was ready for the day. I wondered if they would go to the beach today or the next, but I was ready now, in case it was to be today. I wandered over to the living room, which is in the front of our house. I figured I would hang there and keep an eye out to see if and when they got going early.
I looked out the window.
Shit!
Kristie's car was gone. Already.
I realized suddenly that 'early' for an unemployed grad student was quite different from 'early' for two women whose workdays were on British Standard Time. I checked my phone.
The tag showed that they were on their way toward the beach already!
I leapt off the couch and dashed upstairs. I changed into my planned beach attire, grabbed my special new bag, and ran out to my car, which was parked on the curb. In five minutes, I was off on the long drive to South Beach.
They got there more than half an hour before I arrived. That sucked somewhat, but it could not be helped. Actually, it was probably for the better, I considered. They would be relaxed and done examining their surroundings in detail. I parked in a lot half a mile north from where Kristie had left her car. Sitting in my SAAB, I applied my disguise. It mostly consisted of white zinc oxide sunscreen streaked over my face to distort its natural shape, a baggy Ohio State University teeshirt bought at the mall the day before, and a wide-brimmed hat. I looked like a sun-shy, midwestern tourist. Midwestern tourists come in two varieties: sun-shy, and lobster red. There would be hundreds of both types on the beach that day, and I wanted to blend in.
The beach where Kristie and Patrice had parked was way south of that one clothing-optional stretch I mentioned. I had certainly not expected that they would end up there, but I had still entertained fantasies...
Ah, well.
The stretch they did choose was fairly crowded, I was glad to see. There is anonymity in numbers. I wandered down the beach, looking for Kristie.
The crowd along most of South Beach is not the unending stream of bronze, topless models the Chamber of Commerce would want you to think. Most women are with their families, and are ordinary-looking (at best). And fully clothed... for the beach.
There are exceptions to that last bit. Most of those topless exceptions are not... enchanting. But a few were. A few were very enchanting. It was a good chance to use the remote camera I had installed in the new large beach bag I had bought. I appeared to all the world as if I had my head down over my phone, playing Clash of Clans or whatever as I wandered. But the camera relayed via Bluetooth to my phone in real time, and I was able to get some great shots of a few young women who were using the beach to its fullest.
I was 'wandering aimlessly' after passing the vicinity of one particularly stacked sunbather. I had taken of her from a number of angles, and got so distracted reviewing them that I almost disastrously walked right into Kristie and Patrice!
They never noticed me as I veered off in the water's direction.
It was an easy matter to pause, look at some birds, and swing the bag back toward the women. Kristie had chosen to wear a bikini, if not a particularly daring one. Her bottoms were white boy shorts with a red belt, and the top was a fairly full-coverage red number with wide straps. On her crazy body, it looked like an advertisement for sex, at least to me.
Patrice was nicely tanned, and indeed quite willowy. She wore a one-piece that was nevertheless more daring than Kristie's. It was jet black, cut very high at the hips, and the 'neckline' dropped to her navel. She was small-breasted, but on her slender body, they looked perfect.
A number of great photos went into my phone.
I wandered along past them. I was about to turn around and head back toward them when I got distracted for a minute by another rare example lying flat on her back, enormous tits bare to the sun. I winced for her a little as I took a picture or two. She had serious tanlines, and I could already see the pale portions of those luscious mounds turning pink. It was going to be an uncomfortable sunburn for the busty woman.
I wanted to say something--to warn her. But come on, what was I going to say? "Hi there! I was just staring at your tits closely and I think you have the beginnings of a sunburn?" Things would end up more painfully embarrassing for me than the sunburn was going to be for her. Or so I told myself.
I turned and walked back toward my focus of interest. The two co-workers were lying on huge beach towels, propped up on low, portable backrests, soaking up the sun. They might have been asleep, except I could see their mouths move as they chatted away. I took several absolutely lovely shots. Some framed Patrice in the middle, but most obviously centered on Kristie. The women were completely unaware of me, and the pictures had the vaguely creepy, voyeuristic quality I wanted.
Satisfied, I walked on.
It was too bad, really. I had had some hopes that Kristie's French colleague might have led her into a little topless time, but the pictures I had gotten would do the trick, nevertheless. I could show Kristie in a few days that I had well and truly observed her in sexy circumstances without her knowledge. She would love it.
I paused.
What made this all so hot was... pushing it.
I turned and walked back, finally pulling out my towel and seating myself on the other side of Kristie from where I had taken the pictures, with a family of three almost directly between us. Almost. I set down my bag, carefully pointed right back at the women. From this vantage, I was looking at them from an angle, with their feet closer to me than their heads. I shifted the bag idly, moving them perfectly into frame.
I took several more excellent pictures. But those were for later.
I set the camera to record video and let it run. Then I chose one of the best shots I had taken earlier, from the other direction and clearly further away. I took a deep breath, and texted it to Kristie. Time to let her know that she was being watched, but couldn't catch me.
I saw her stir at the buzz of the phone. But she just ignored it. I sent her a second picture I had chosen.
She frowned lightly, and reached for the phone. I hoped to god that Patrice wouldn't be curious enough to lean over and look, but little, genuine risks like that got me revved, I was coming to learn. She just lay there, eyes behind her shades.
Kristie's own eyes widened and she swiftly shot a glance off in the direction that those pictures had clearly been taken from. Then she stopped herself and looked away. She shook her head and smiled a little to herself, laying back with just the tiniest shiver.
"Who was that? A problem at the office?" Patrice asked idly.
"No! I have them all on ignore this weekend," Kristie replied. "Just a friend."
"A boyfriend?" The frenchwoman asked teasingly.
"Ha! I have no boyfriend," she laughed. "Creepy stalkers are all I rate these days."
Patrice heaved a gallic sigh. "Ah well. Perhaps they are cute creepy stalkers. Those are the best kind."
Kristie shook her head and paused. Then she reached behind her back and unhooked her bikini top! She looked around significantly, seeking but not finding me in the distance, then lifted it up over her head and set it aside before relaxing back.
Fuck, those were nice tits.
Patrice noticed the change. "Alors! I thought you were American!" she snorted nonchalantly.
Kristie shrugged, perhaps more scenically than necessary. "It's allowed on this beach."
"Ha! Well I am not sure it that will get you a boyfriend, or just more stalkers, but it is a start!" With that, Patrice also reached behind her head. She tugged the strap up and over her head and let the front of her suit drop down to her waist. She rolled it up tightly and tucked it in. Her breasts were delicate, as I said, but deliciously sweet. Her nipples were dark and round, and just a bit perky in the breeze. She was delicious, but I remained focused on Kristie next to her.
The mother of the small family between us was low-level scandalized. I guessed that she had chosen this little patch of beach because of its former absence of naked tits. Now her husband was being treated to a Grade A Prime fifteen feet from them.
After a minute or so to capture the two of them settling back in their new display, I stopped recording the video, having gotten the action I had prayed for but not really expected. Kristie liked being watched, and now that she knew that she was, she was clearly getting turned on. Her nipples were hardening just a touch. I hoped she liked the extra attention she was getting from the husband who was between us, partially screening me.
I took several zoomed in shots of Kristie, even a few ultra-closeups of her perky nipples.. Then I zoomed out again to take in both of them and restarted the video recording.
After a minute or so, Kristie looked around again, still not focusing on me. Was my disguise working this well! I clearly wasn't staring her way, my face was resolutely on my phone and I was turned away from her toward the sea.



A text appeared on my phone from Kristie.
Kristie: I hope you stuck around after those photos. I want to see what you are getting now...
Me: No. I left. Why?
Kristie: You left? Shit!
Me: Gotcha. You look even more glorious now.
Kristie: Bastard. Bet you like Patrice's current look, too
Me: It is a lovely bonus. Thank you.
Kristie: You are welcome for the show, perv. Welcome to the view of her, too
Her too? Well, Patrice was indeed a sight.
Kristie: Got video?
Me: Of the whole disrobing. Did I say thank you already?
I saw Kristie snort.
Patrice leaned over. "Your friend is making you laugh," she observed drolly.
I watched as Kristie casually tilted her phone so her suddenly interested co-worker could not see it, without it looking like she was hiding anything.
"He is drooling over someone new," she smirked.
"Alas pour tu!"
"This guy is just a buddy, Patrice," my fuck-buddy said dismissively.
The husband next to me was whispering in his wife's ear. She smiled at him, scandalized, even giving him a light shove. He shrugged. Their little daughter just kept making a surprisingly advanced sandcastle, for a pre-schooler.
Kristie: I'm going to want to see that video next week
Me: I'll have it edited up for posterity.
Kristie: Make sure you get plenty of good shots of Patrice, you perv
Me: Her?
Kristie: Don't be an ass. She's hot. You will regret it later if you don't!
I was pretty sure that she was looking around for me, and despite that fact that I was sitting right in her field of vision, she hadn't picked me out. Or if she had, she was very good at concealing that fact. She seemed to be enjoying the frustration of not being able to identify me without making it obvious to Patrice that she was looking for someone. As far as she knew, I could be anywhere, in any direction.
I did make sure to shift the bag a little and get some extra shots that focused exclusively on Patrice. Kristie was right, I'd have regretted not taking these.
I was just about to shift back and get some more shots of my neighbor, when Patrice decided to stretch. She sat up straight, raised her hands over her head and twisted back and forth, working out some kink in her neck or back. Oh these were very nice pictures!
Out of the corner of my eye, I saw the husband tying himself into knots, trying not to look like he was staring. His wife was buying none of it. She reached out toward him slowly, deliberately, and the fact that he did not react at all illustrated how focused his attention was elsewhere. She pinched his ass!
"Hey!" he yelped, turning to her. "What was, uh, what was that for?"
Dumbass comeback, dude.
"Really?" she hissed at him quietly.
He looked away from Patrice and shrugged at his wife, his expression part sheepish, and part, 'What do you expect from me?'
"You want a show? You are watching the wrong one," she said.
"The wrong show?" he asked confused.
"Yeah. Watch this one," his wife replied, and with just a tremor, undid her own bikini top and lifted it aside. The daughter giggled in reaction for a moment, then went back to her castle.
The dad was transfixed.
Let me say, Kristie and Patrice were hotter... but this little MILF, who I had not really examined before... had it going on as well. She was not a stunner, with a few extra pounds here and there, and a plainish face. But while I have no idea of their original looks, the post-childbearing condition of her boobs was outstanding. They were heavy, but firm, and dangled enticingly. Her aureoles were large and dark, and her nipples were also meaty and very, very hard.
Her husband looked like he'd been hit with a cattle prod. Then he looked around frantically. And then his attention was riveted on his lovely wife. Just like she had wanted. Their daughter just obliviously focused on constructing her curtain wall.
Adding to the exciting nature of the scene before me was that, combined with the byplay I had seen before, the milky white color of her newly exposed skin told me that I was seeing this woman expose her tits in public for the first time in her life. Maybe the first time she had exposed them outdoors at all.
"That is cruel," the dad said softly.
"Cruel?"
"Yeah. You know what I want to do right now, and I can't."
She laughed, and went back to her book. But I saw her looking around at the beachgoers near by, searching for who was staring at her... appreciating her.
I looked away before she surveyed in my direction. But she was indeed getting looks from several directions--an impressive feat with Kristie and Patrice so near by.
I consulted my phone intently. There were too many bare tits, ranging from enchanting, to lovely, to drool-worthy, demanding my gaze. I wanted to be nondescript, and not draw any attention in return.
I also wanted a picture of the MILF, but that was hard. Adjusting my beach bag enough to get her in frame might seem obvious.
I sat forward and rummaged in my bag for a Coke. I was thirsty for sure, but mostly I wanted to shift the bag so the camera pointed at the mom. I was becoming quite the perv photographer.
I got some good photos, and even some brief video before the mom chickened out. She didn't put the top back on, but she did lie down on her chest.
Nice ass, too--if a little generous...
I read my phone for a while for real, then got up, grabbed all my stuff, and wandered off, back toward my car. I got a great panorama video shot as I stood of all three scenic wonders nearby, and I left the camera running as I ambled back to my car. I got a view or two worth capturing on the way.
I walked back toward where I had parked, feeling satisfied. I had done my work. Kristie would be well happy with my antics the next time I peeped. If she caught me... it would be awesome.
About the time I got back to my car, a good twenty minutes later, another text from Kristie hit my phone.
Kristie: Are you still around to see THAT just now?
Me: See what?
Kristie: You really did leave this time! No way you don't know what I'm talking about, otherwise
Me: What?!?
I received only silence going forward.
Fuck.
I drove home, my imagination intruding on every thought.
I realized that this was an easy thing to do. I could walk these beaches and get all sorts of great images, even more if I came home to visit during the really crowded weekends during the European tourist season. But I didn't really see myself doing it. The random topless chicks were nice, but I didn't get that peeping thrill. What got me truly excited was observing Kristie, whom I knew. And Patrice, whom I knew about. And even the mom, since I felt like I had gotten to somehow know the couple as I watched their little byplay.
Kinks come in all forms, I guessed. And let's face it. There was nothing abnormal about enjoying the view of topless Kristie and Patrice. That dad and I were hardly the only occupants of the beach who did.
*
At dinner that evening, my mother's phone rang. She is a salesperson--she always answers it, even at the dinner table.
"Hello? Oh, hi Kristie! What can I do for you?" Mom said, then listened for a bit. "Tomorrow night? Sure, I guess. Why not? We are free. Sounds interesting. Reggie? Sure, I'll ask him. Nice of you to include him."
Mom covered the microphone on her phone and addressed me. "Ms. Gaines has a houseguest for the weekend. A co-worker from France no less," she announced to my father. "She says that she is already running out of ways to entertain the woman and wants to know if you and I would come over for drinks after dinner tomorrow so they aren't just sitting on the couch and watching Netflix."
An image of Patrice and Kristie, Netflix-and-Chilling on her couch briefly tantalized my imagination. "She said that you are welcome to come along too, if you like, Reggie."
"Come on," Dad said. "This is what adults do, you know. Help each other out with imposed guests."
Dad had seen the 'imposed guest'... he grinned at me.
I shrugged. This was Kristie's game, whatever it was. I was certainly not going to refuse to play. "I wish I had an excuse like a date to beg off with," I sighed.
I wanted to text Kristie for further info, but I sensed that she might not answer me. Had she wanted my input, she'd have asked for it to begin with.
*
The next night, as we prepared to go next door, my father grabbed a better than average bottle from the wine closet, and slid it into one of the stash of bottle gift bags he and Mom kept for such occasions. "Did you think to bring anything, Reggie?" he asked, like the asshole life instructor that he is, clearly expecting to catch me out.
But he is a good asshole life instructor, and I had been given this lesson before. I stepped into the den, returning with a large tropical bouquet of flowers in a vase that I had gone out that afternoon and purchased as a hostess gift for Kristie, along with a smaller, hand-held bundle of red roses for her guest. "Something like these?" I asked innocently.
"Wow, Reggie!" Mom exclaimed. "Those are a bit magnificent. You might be going a bit over the top, just to show up your father."
Dad just looked at me skeptically. "Spoiler alert," he said to Mom. "He and I saw the guest when she arrived on Thursday. She's quite the looker."
Mom just looked at me and smiled, "Oh ho! Aren't you the operator, Reggie? Nice touch, going with the bigger arrangement for Ms. Gaines. You will have this Frenchwoman jealous of your affections before she's known you ten seconds."
"Honestly," I said loftily, "as the local representative of American Youth, I just want to put our nation's best foot forward."
Dad looked at Mom. "I think he believes his own bullshit half the time."
"Why not? You believe yours all the time," she laughed. "It's a nice gesture, Reggie," she said firmly to me.
And away we traipsed, to next door. I maneuvered myself front and center at the door before Kristie answered it. Her eyes lit up at the large arrangement of Birds of Paradise, etc. "Reggie! Those look wonderful," she exclaimed.
"I just wanted to say thank you for inviting me along," I said, handing the vase to her. That revealed the spray of roses that I also held. "I brought some flowers for your guest as well."
Kristie lifted an eyebrow at that briefly. But all she did was step backward into her living room and say to all three of us, "Well come in and meet her, then." She rested the heavy arrangement on the entry table, where it looked very nice, and turned to gesture at Patrice, who stood in the doorway to the kitchen. "This is Patrice, everybody. Patrice, these are my neighbors, Larry and Colleen, and their son Reggie."
"Bon soir," she said. "It is kind of you to provide re-enforcements for Kristie in her efforts to keep the foreigner entertained!"
Conversation was fluid, and the evening got going well.
Kristie was dressed in her usual, middle-aged look, with loose trousers and a flowing silk blouse in a tropical print. It was the sort of outfit that looked typically south Florida suburban, while artfully obscuring what a gorgeous figure she possessed. It was her public face, and seeing her wearing it just reminded how lucky I was to have seen her private self.
Patrice looked very French, in the best possible way. She wore tight, yellow capri pants that accentuated her long legs, slender thighs, and sleek ass, which somehow seemed voluptuous beneath her narrow waist. Up top, she had a black, short-sleeved turtleneck sweater on that understatedly emphasized her modest but elegant bust. Put a headscarf and an oversized pair of dark glasses on her and she would have looked straight out of a 50's Parisian art print of a cafe patron.
She also charmed Mom and Dad equally, which was fine by me. Eventually, Patrice was entertaining my parents with some story about French ski resorts, leaving Kristie and me to chat off to the side.
"She is pretty, isn't she?" Kristie observed. "How did your pictures of her turn out?"
"Fucking awesome," I replied brazenly. "And why are you so into me drooling over her? Do you have designs for the three of us?"
"Piss off with your threesome talk here," Kristie laughed quietly but quellingly. "As far as Patrice is concerned, I'm a stodgy American woman who uncharacteristically got her tits out on the beach yesterday. And she's French, so that barely even registered as unusual in her mind. As far as she knows, I'm still that boring American woman. And I'd like her to keep thinking that," she added firmly.
"Certainly, Ms. Gaines," I chirped innocently. "She'll hear no different from me. Why should she?"
Kristie snorted. "Exactly."
"This is a lovely evening we are having, but if threesomes are tragically off the menu, what are you up to?" I asked, keeping my conspiratorial tone out of my body language.
"What makes you think I'm up to anything?"
"I'm beginning to understand that you are always up to something," I smiled back.
"Maybe, but tonight is all about my guest." Kristie paused, giving me a sly smile. "She has subtly, but in no uncertain terms, made it clear that she had wistfully hoped for some American dick before she headed home. She found none to be had, or worth having, last night after the beach when we went bar hopping."
I just looked at Kristie. "Don't look at me," I protested. "The only two guys I know around here are as young as me, and neither of them are up to standard for a babe like her."
"I don't think you understood me," she said with a dry smile. "For what it is worth, you are the very best American dick that I am acquainted with right now."
I just looked at Kristie.
I confess that this was confusing.
"Uhh..." I replied intelligently.
"Reggie," Kristie said flatly, "please be reassured that your little beach camera stunt, which I still can't figure out how you pulled off, by the way, has me fully hot and bothered. My crotch is a bit damp even now as I speak about it. I fully expect you to 'spy' my brains out once Patrice goes home." That certainly improved my outlook on life. "But for now, I'm the just the neighbor lady. She is the horny French hottie visitor." She looked sideways at my parents and Patrice. "Unless you want her trying to take your father to bed, and maybe your mother for all I know, you might want to get into the game."
I might have actually looked hurt for a moment. The idea of being fibbed off on someone else hurt enough to insulate me from her teasing reference to Dad.
"Reggie," my delicious MILF said seriously, "For what it is worth, I have a date Friday. A real one. Patrice may have struck out, but I at least got a phone number. The chances of my bringing him home afterward are Slim and None, and Slim left town ahead of a posse, but for the record, my person and property are serious, no shit off-limits Friday night, okay?" It was a reminder that we were not a couple.
Yikes! I had actually needed that reminder for a moment. My perceptions had drifted a little askew.
I actually felt relived at her words... except I now focused on the idea of Patrice trying to seduce both my parents.
"I guess I need to get to work," I said fervently.
She laughed. "Honestly, your parents' dubious virtue is probably safe. She is just a little horny. But I thought you ought to be aware of the opportunity." Her eyes twinkled. "If you end up with reason to thank me later, I expect your gratitude to be... extravagant."
So my fuck-buddy wanted me to try to nail her smoking hot, horny, French co-worker.
All right then.
I may have plumbed Kristie's physical depths quite thoroughly, but clearly there were mental depths left unmeasured. In the meantime, I like to do favors for my friends. I'm a giver that way...
"Larry, Colleen," Kristie said suddenly, moving toward my parents. "I do have one serious thing to talk to you guys about tonight. It's the HOA elections,"
"Oh no!" Dad said, throwing his hands up in mock horror. "Are you actually running for the board?"
"God, no!" Kristie laughed. "But I do want to make sure that Glenda doesn't get elected again..."
"We are in," Mom said instantly. "What is your plan?"
My parents hate Glenda Fellowes. Well, hate is a very strong word... They view the woman as a taste that they do not wish to acquire. They and Kristie wandered off across the room, chatting intently.
"And a conspiracy is born," I observed to Patrice, who was left standing with me.
"What is an HOA?" she asked.
"The natural habitat of the Lesser American Busybody," I snarked. She cocked an eyebrow. "HOAs are an insanely boring subject to be honest--one that I will probably care a lot about when I own my own home, but for now... they are painfully uninteresting as conversational fodder."
"You sound like someone who is trying to avoid a Socialist poetry reading," Kristie's guest laughed.
"I guess that France has its own hazards," I chuckled, extravagantly shuddering at the threat of being trapped in a dark room full of cigarette smoke and wannabe communists who can't comprehend rhyme, meter, or economics. "Would you like another glass of wine and maybe keep me company outside, lest they drag me into a conspiracy against the neighborhood bitch?"
"Certaiment!"
At Kristie's bar, I observed, "I'm surprised she put out New Zealand wine for a French guest."
"I will tell you a secret," Patrice said with a grin. "I am not much for wine. I mostly drink gin, like my Roast Beef work colleagues!"
I looked at her with a smile. "Done," I said, spooning ice into two low tumblers from Kristie's collection, and adding a healthy splash of Beefeaters's to each.
"Tonic?" Patrice asked.
"I don't see any," I said.
"Good."
We took our glasses and walked into the backyard.
"You seem old to live with your parents," she observed, a bit of challenge in her voice.
"I am taking an opportunity to spend time with them before I start an MBA program in a month or so... in marketing."
"Ah! That is our field," Patrice said, meaning herself and Kristie.
"I know. 'Kristie and I have talked about her job a bit," I said, walking away from the house into the dark.
"So you are a future competitor," she said, in offhanded challenge.
"Or a future boss," I replied bombastically. Then I shrugged, "Or more likely, a future assistant."
"You are too modest," she said, almost pro forma.
"You like modest assistants?" I asked with a half smile.
"Perhaps I like modest bosses," she said back.
We found ourselves facing each other in a dark corner of the back yard, far from the illumination of the pool.
I looked at her quietly in the darkness. I have always felt that I was reasonably well equipped to banter with the opposite sex, but my recent play with Kristie seemed to have endowed me with some next level chutzpah.
"Whatever, just so long as you don't try to be modest," I said earnestly, 'thinking in the back of my head about her rather spectacular immodesty on the beach.
"Modesty is not allowed?"
"Not when one is as sensational as you," I said matter of factly.
That stopped her cold, but only for a second. She actually fanned herself as if embarrassed. "Well, Monsieur MBA Student, I think you understand marketing already!"
She was smiling broadly. I felt pretty certain I could trust Kristie's intelligence regarding her desires.
"I hope so," I chuckled throatily, "because I have an exciting variety of goods and services I'd like to offer you."
"I was mistaken, monsieur. You are not too modest at all!"
I shrugged. I looked into her eyes with an easy good nature and asked. "May I kiss you?"
Without missing a beat, she said, "A bien sûr."



We each took half a step toward each other, and I leaned forward to kiss her. I realized that she was as tall as I, and that was a nice added touch. But her lips were alive against mine, and I felt her hand suddenly resting on my hip. In response, I slid a hand of my own around the small of her back and pulled her against me gently.
She quivered lightly as our bodies pressed against each other, and she opened her mouth, letting a delicate tongue out to play. I had an eager partner for it. We stood there in the dark, tasting each other happily.
My cock began to swell. How could it not with this elegant creature in my arms, kissing me? I took a risk, and left our hips pressed together as my erection sprouted. She most certainly felt it. She even pressed a little harder against it.
I was not yet fully hard when Patrice pulled her face away from mine a little, leaving our hips pressed together. "You are delicious in so many ways," she murmured to me. "I am shocked that Kristie has not made some little play for you herself." She stiffened a little. "Or has she?" she asked with a frown.
I laughed. "Kristie? No. I'm sure I'm too young for her."
"I am as old as she," Patrice replied.
"Then I suppose that I am too young for you too," I said easily, renewing my gentle grasp on the small of her back. My cock was well and truly tumescent now.
"Yes, you are. Is it not delicious?" she chuckled.
I kissed her again. "You certainly are," I said, then buried my tongue in her mouth... until she pushed it out with her own and counter-invaded me in turn.
"I am beginning to think that Kristie was intending me a great favor, inviting you along this evening," Patrice gasped through our enthusiastic kiss. "I must... thank her."
"You?" I said, pausing to suck on her tongue. "I'm the one who owes the debt."
My free hand slid up her sleek hip, along her torso, and found itself clasping a delicate breast through the soft knit of her sweater. She shuddered again happily. But then she stopped and stepped back.
"I fear your parents would be scandalized if they came looking for where we have gotten to," she said, irritation in her voice.
"Well, let's make sure they don't think to come look for us then," I smiled. I pulled out my phone and texted my mother.
Me: You guys have fun conspiring against Glenda. Patrice and I have left you three to it, and have gone to check out an American-style bar.
My mother has an Apple Watch and reads all her texts immediately, even when in a conversation. It is a compulsion. So I was a bit surprised to see a long delay before a response. Patrice just leaned her lovely face in close to mine to watch for how they took it.
Mom: We will try hard not to be hurt, darling. Where are you going?
Me: Not sure. Maybe trying several places. I just want to show her that the American idea of a good time is not talking about suburban neighborhood politics.
Me: We are Ubering. Don't worry about me driving. Talk to you tomorrow... we will be home late.
Mom: Have fun!
Patrice looked at her phone. I was unsurprised that there were no texts from Kristie.
"That was simple," she said brightly. "Now we have the problem of where we shall actually go." Her arms snaked around me. "I am not sure that I want to be out in public tonight..."
"Privacy is a major goal for me," I replied, then kissed her again. We took a minute or so for that.
"My house is no good," I said, after a breath. "My parents will hang around for a bit with Kristie to be polite, but then they will head home soon."
Patrice just shrugged. "My guest room will certainly do. We just must be careful sneaking upstairs. They are busy plotting after all."
I just looked at her. "Really? They will hear us."
I meant that they would hear us going up the stairs, but Patrice chose to hear me differently. "You are so sure of your prowess then?" she giggled.
Yeah, this was gong exactly where I hoped it was going. "The sound-proofing in my friend's home is quite impressive," she grinned at me. "I noted it when I first got here and Kristie was playing her loud, uh, hair metal?"
This was a new level in... whatever the fuck adventuristic weirdness my life had become. But we snuck back over to the back door. It was easy to tell that the three of them were still in the front of the house, chatting away. We slipped inside silently. Coming into the house was no big deal. If caught, we could say that we were just heading out. But heading up the stairs together would lead to pointed questions from my parents if they noticed us.
Up we went, as they chatted away in the front room.
Halfway up the stairs, I heard my mother. "I have to say, spiriting your friend off like that was a pretty eager trick for Reggie. He is usually a lot more slow-moving, to the point of missing opportunities."
"Really?" Kristie replied smoothly. "Well, I would not worry too much about how your son has changed. I'm guessing Patrice was probably the aggressor. She noticed Reggie the minute she got out of her Uber on Thursday."
"I was there," Dad said. "I'd say he noticed her too."
"She noticed you too, Larry," Kristie said teasingly. "But when I said to her, 'the older one is married,' and her memory of you got fuzzier and less fond."
"Curses! Foiled again!" My father growled. Patrice and I had both paused on the stairs, enjoying eavesdropping on a conversation about us.
"Calm down, Big Boy," Mom said, good-natured repression in her voice. "You get enough as is."
I heard Kristie laugh. Why was there that weird, nervous edge to it?
But Patrice had lost interest, and had started silently up the stairs in front of me. That ass had to be followed. I mean really, it was so fucking... elegant.
At her door, she slipped inside. I followed rapidly, and once in, turned as she closed the door with agonizing slowness, then pressed home the lock with equal, silent deliberation.
She turned from the door and looked at me. I looked at her.
"There are those times," she said, straightening up, "where you see someone and your mind tells you, 'I simply must make love to them.' They are beautiful moments, but usually a little tragic."
"Oh?" I asked hoarsely.
"Yes, because it is not often that you will see that same urge looking back at you from their eyes," Patrice said softly. "Tonight, however, I think I see that look coming back from you, no?"
She literally held her breath.
I drank her in for a moment, then stepped forward, lifted her up, and swept her back and onto the bed. She giggled silently as I followed down and on top of her.
The mattress springs creaked. And not quietly.
We both froze on the bed, listening for a change in the indistinct voices below. Apparently, no one heard us.
But bouncy-bouncy on the bed was going to be out. We both slid to our feet.
"Now how shall we..." she began. But I pirouetted her around as if we were dancing, and pressed her face against the wall, pushing my own body to pin her against the drywall.
Patrice gasped just a tiny breath, but then rested her left cheek against the wall, turning her head downward to her shoulder in a studiously demure pose. Her hands pressed flat against the wall beside her shoulders, as if about to push back from both it and me. But she did not move.
"Is this part of your marketing pitch?" she asked.
"I don't know. Is it working?" I asked huskily in her ear, my once more swollen rod pressing hard against her lovely ass.
"Oh, oui monsieur," she gasped softly. "It is most effective."
My hands wrapped around her, cupping her tits, reveling in their bouncy, elastic firmness. The light but nubbly fabric of her sweater made it so that I could not tell if she was braless, or had on some lacy, lightweight confection.
I had to know. Keeping my hips pinning hers against the wall, hard rod pressing against her taught, slender ass, I moved my hands down to tug the tails of the sweater free of her narrow waistband. My fingers dove up under the sweater and clasped those bouncy little piles. They were blessedly bra-free. With such lovely, pert, petite, and enchanting tits, why would she ever wear a bra?
"Ohhhh," she breathed softly as my hands clasped her. Then again, as my thumbs and forefingers slowly pressed together around the hard, excited buttons of her nipples. The flesh of her tits was so... springy. They held their shape almost magically, yielding happily to my manipulations but springing back into form as if they reveled in their own wonderful, natural shape. I have kept describing them as modest or small, but I think that is mostly because I always saw them in the context with Kristie's wonders. Patrice's had enough mass to bell at the bottom just slightly, filling my hands sufficiently for a good grab.
And wow, were they sensitive! Between my hips grinding my cock into the back of her pants, and my eager exploration of her breasts, it felt like she was ready to come already. I considered that as I tugged once more at her nipples, just enough to draw more hisses of pleasure from her. Did I want to make her wait a little?
"Oh, touch them, Reggie. Grab them. Make them sing as you are doing," she groaned quietly. She tugged at the bottom of her sweater and pulled it up into her armpits, leaving my hands to roam about more freely.
I bent my lips to nuzzle and lightly bite at the nape of her neck. I rolled one nipple gently between forefinger and thumb, while I let the other hand slide down her belly. Reluctantly letting off on the pressure that kept her hips pinned to the wall, I slid my hand down the smooth front of her tight capri pants. There were new sounds of pleasure now as my fingers slid down and between her legs, caressing her through the soft cotton.
But where the hell was the zipper? I wanted those pants off, cute thought they were.
I slid my hand up and then around her waist band to the small of her back. No zipper back there either. The waistband was not elastic, and it hugged her narrow waist before swelling gently over her sports-car slender hips. How did these pants come off?
She chuckled. "The zipper is on the other hip, but I enjoy feeling you struggle."
My other hand let slip her breast and dropped to her waist. There was the invisible zipper, as promised. I tugged the tiny pull, and it vibrated in my fingertips as it slid downward, tooth by tooth. The waistband of the capris loosened. My cock protested as I pulled it away from her ass so that I could kneel behind her. I caressed that slender, sweeping backside, before I began to slowly work the pants down off of her. They were very tight, and even unzipped, I had to work at them to get them to slide down.
Patrice helped in all sorts of ways by wagging those sensational hips as I worked. Her backside emerged, encased in the sexiest pair of black lace panties. They covered her whole butt, but clung to it like paint, and the lace was open, leaving much of the creamy flesh beneath deliciously visible.
On the beach, it had been clear that she often tanned topless, but now I could see that she did not tan nude. The stark tanlines from a very small bikini bottom showed through the sheer lace clearly.
I could not help but nuzzle that butt as I kept pushing her pants lower. Before I even had the yellow garment below her knees, Patrice began to lose patience, and pushed the lacy undergarment down as well. Unlike the pants, when it surrendered its grasp on her hips and ass, it fell easily, floating to rest on the yellow fabric I was still working off. It was like a spell, and the capris at last loosened on her legs. They slipped to her ankles and she stepped free easily.
I kissed my way over the smooth hardness of her ass, dragging the tip of my tongue gently along the outlines between creamy pale and burnished tan. Then I kissed upward along her spine, rising to my feet again until I was standing behind her once more.
At last, she chose to spin around, now leaning her back against the wall, naked from the armpits down. I stared at her in raw appreciation, unsure of whether to kiss her or dive my face down to those proud breasts. Patrice solved my dilemma by grabbing my head and pulling me into another deep, passionate, extraordinarily French kiss. My hands slid up to give those hyper-sensitive tits the attention they craved. She shuddered between me and the wall.
Her hands suddenly flew to the front of my shirt, fingers fumbling as they worked to undo the buttons of my favorite casual dress shirt, with its riot of paisley color. Things were actually awkward for a moment as we refused to break off the kiss, I was not going to let my hands stray from her tits, and she was yanking buttons open. With the last button undone, she pushed my shirt off my shoulders.
But since as I mentioned, I was not letting go of those nipples, my shirt would go no further, she left it hanging off me and went to work on my jeans. The five metal buttons popped open, one after the other, and her hand eagerly stroked my bulge through the black fabric of my underwear. My Levis were loose, and they slid easily to my ankles. I kicked them aside.
Patrice tugged the waistband of my drawers away from my belly, and slid her other hand down in to wrap its fingers around my extravagantly eager cock. She stroked it once, twice, then held it firmly as she doubled her efforts at our kiss. But only for a moment. Then she broke it off with a gasp, turning her head to pull away from my lips. She stepped sideways, freeing herself from between me and the wall. She breathed. "Back up a little. I must see what you have for me."
Letting go of my cock, she pushed my underwear downward briskly, then backed up to see me nearly naked. I smiled, and having lost my death grip on her nipples, let my hands drop to shed the shirt.
She eyed me over from toes to hair. It was a quick eyeball bath, but a thorough one.
"I have a confession," she said slowly. "I did not in fact notice or remember you from my arrival. I think perhaps that Kristie made up her little story to cover our escape... or perhaps to tease your father!" She stepped forward and let her fingers drag up the underside of my cock. "But I wish that I had! I would have made her invite you to come with us to the beach yesterday."
I smiled without elaborating.
She wrapped her grasp around my dick once more and kissed me just a tiny bit. "Perhaps you would have enjoyed it. My friend, your neighbor let herself sunbathe topless..."
I let my cock pulse just a bit at that. She chuckled throatily. "Perhaps, before I leave, I will tell her how very, very good you are at taking off a woman's clothes. Would you like that?"
"I... I...," I gabbled artfully.
I was quite sure that Patrice was going to dish on me regardless of what I said. I was also quite sure that Kristie would say nothing other than to pretend shock or perhaps congratulations in reply. I was further sure that she would be quite turned on by the conversation. And finally, I was absolutely sure that I would benefit from that effect.
But my part in all this currently was as the neighbor who was uninterested in Kristie... at least until I heard that she sunbathed topless. Imagine that... "I don't know," I finished.
That was enough letting my innocent side show. Patrice, I felt, liked my assertiveness more.
"What I do know," I said, suddenly more strongly, "is what I would like now."
With that, I wrapped my arms around her, cupped her ass and lifted her. She stifled a shriek of surprise as I carried her the three steps it took to place her down, sitting on the edge of the wide chest of drawers.
"It is time," I said, sinking down to my knees and caressing her calves with both hands, "for me to interest you in more of my exciting variety of goods and services." I kissed a knee, and gently spread her legs.
"There is one good I am very interested in," she laughed slowly, "but for now, you very much have my attention."
I kissed the inner surface of first one knee, then the other, spreading her legs wider as I did so. Looking up, her tanline showed that she trimmed her pubic hair to fit neatly under the narrow, high-cut bikini bottom she evidently wore most often to tan. The narrow vertical triangle of dark hair pointed down to nether lips that were shaven smooth. They looked swollen, and glistened in the low light of the bedside lamp that was all that illuminated the bedroom.
I made myself go slow, no matter how hard I wanted to just dive into that pussy and revel in its flavor and bouquet. Kissing my way up her thighs, I could sense that aroma more clearly, making it even harder to not rush. But I could tell it was worth it, and her breathing shallowed as she held silent, watching me progress.
At last, I simply kissed her labia gently, inhaling as I did so at the musky, heady scent. I kissed her again, letting the tip of my tongue loose to strum along her slit. Her lips were indeed swollen, and starting to part slightly on their own. I raised a hand to help them spread with a pair of fingers. Licking up the opened slit, my tongue bumped over her surprisingly large and very swollen clit. She hissed in pleasure. I ran my lips over the bump, then wrapped them around it, sucking lightly. She moaned.
I suckled lightly on the bundle of nerves, and let the two fingers spreading her lips sink inside of her. I curled them up and sought her most sensitive reaches.
"Ohhhh, mon dieu, Reggie! You are very good at this," Patrice moaned, her voice obviously straining to stay low. "Please do not stop. Please make me come. Give me the little death."
Mouth still planted firmly between her legs, I tilted my head up to lock my eyes on hers. She looked back directly into my eyes and we held the gaze as I gave her what she wanted. As my tongue whipped and stroked, and my fingers found what they looked for, I held the gaze of her widening pupils until she suddenly froze, then jerked once, then froze again, then crushed her legs together against my shoulders. She bit her lip alarmingly hard and her eyes finally closed, rolling back into her head as the lids shut. I left my upper lip pressed against her clit and slid my tongue down into her above my fingers.
Patrice spasmed hard on the edge of the chest of drawers, then, rather than fall off, she pushed herself off to her feet, and she rolled downward onto me, pining me beneath her on the carpet, a breast once more in my face.
I was only too happy to feast once more on those responsive mounds, helping her let the rest of her body's spasms flow through her and away. In moments, she collapsed over me, her slender form suddenly heavy, as if it had gained mass. My Aunt Tina's one-yer-old does the same thing. When he falls asleep, he seems to gain fifteen pounds.
But Patrice was delicious dead weight for only moments, then she slid her legs to the floor beside me, waiting until the very end to remove her elastic wonder from my lips. "It now is my turn, no?" She smiled, a hand sweeping down my belly to grasp my cock. She wagged her eyebrows at me as her grip closed around my member, then she twisted toward my waist and gazed at the desperately swollen flesh in her grasp.
She rubbed me up and down gently for a few strokes, before bending down to kiss my tip. I had leaked just a touch of pre-seminal fluid and she licked it away. She hummed in appreciation, then kissed my helmet once more. She kept that up for a while, which was fine by me. I had already observed the she was a great kisser...
At last, she opened her mouth and slid my cock between her lips. I have said before that I may be only average in length, but I am very thick. It was immediately apparent that Patrice would have trouble getting much of me into her delicate little mouth, though God knows, she was making a pretty awesome try.



She bobbed and bobbed, tilting her head from side to side and up and down, but she could not get very much of me in. She popped her head up and said to me in frustration, "Your jeune homme is a little big, my Reggie! I must improvise."
I don't know if it required improvisation on her part or not, but what she, in fact, proceeded to do was demonstrate how unimportant depth of penetration is to truly spectacular head.
She bathed me in kisses, wet kisses, and with licks, very wet licks, until my cock was drenched in her warm saliva. He hand wrapped smoothly around my sodden member and began to slide along its length with measured, perfectly firm strokes. As she worked, she focused her lips and her tongue just on the aching, swollen helmet of my manhood.
I collapsed backward on the carpet as Patrice lavished me with incredible stimulation. I wanted to reach out with the hand on her side to cup and caress a dangling breast, but she had me on such a sensory overload that I just shook there on my back on the floor.
"Gonna... come..." I grunted. "Like... right now!"
Patrice just stroked harder. She did let my dick slip free of her lips and she held her face over me. Somehow the necessity of not flat out shrieking my approval as I came, made the orgasm that much more powerful, as I directed the energy of my need to scream back inwards. I fountained upward like a geyser, spraying cum in a single, massive blast up against her beautiful, hovering face.
I may have forgotten to breathe, or even how to breathe, for a moment there--either way, suddenly I was gasping for oxygen.
Patrice sat up, still massaging my shaft, and smiled at me, a line of jizz streaking across her face. I stared at her in thanks as she slid on her knees over to her bedside and grabbed an already-worn blouse from her suitcase. She quite happily used her shirt to wipe my spunk from her face and slid back toward me.
I was now almost breathing normally, and she looked down at my softening member.
"Oh no! We can't have this," the Frenchwoman said swiftly, and she stroked my cock once more, bending to suckle on my head again. It was... an unfamiliar sensation, to have a woman so industriously work to keep me from softening.
And it worked.
When she found herself once more stroking steel, she smiled at me. "I am glad I do not have to wait," she murmured. She leaned down to whisper in my ear. "I hope that it does not shock you, but I always carry condoms with me in my travels. Sadly, I do not often get the chance to use them. But tonight, I am going to put one on you." Her lips tugged at my earlobe. "Does that sound good for you?"
"Let me say that I am here for making your travels better," I laughed, louder than I should have.
She had grabbed the condom at the same time as she had grabbed her now cum-sodden blouse, and she tore open the package. She kissed my cock head yet again, then began to slowly unroll the sheath down over me.
I'm never a fan of using a glove, but where needed, they are a must. And Patrice made the act of putting one on a sexual experience in and of itself. Each inch it covered on me was a sensuous journey, while her dangling lower fingers tickled and teased my balls.
With the latex fully encasing me, she got onto her knees and straddled me. She grabbed my hands and placed them on her tits.
I can get a hint.
I circled her nipples with my fingers, then began to tug at those joyous buds, pinching them ever so lightly.
Patrice hissed with pleasure and lifted my cock on a bed of her fingers to point at her sex. I tugged harder on her nipples as she sank downward, trapping me in her hot, throbbing interior.
She looked as if part of her wanted to just sit there atop me, encompassing me. But most of her wanted to ride me, and majority rules, after all. She braced her hands, one atop the other, on the base of my rib cage and started sliding her way up and down.
As she rode me, all I could hiss to her was, "You are fucking amazing, Patrice!"
"This all is amazing," she panted atop me. "I have never done anything so arousingly naughty as making love to a man in a friend's guest room while his family are directly underneath us."
"They are still here?" I asked, only tangentially aware of their existence at all right then.
"Oh yes! Did you not hear them laughing just now?"
I was getting laid in the same house as my parents. That was...
Banishing the thought, I pushed my hips upward and began feverishly pumping up and into Patrice, slamming my cock up and into her hovering, hungry pussy. He delicate boobies bounced rhythmically as I slammed upward into her.
Suddenly, she pushed down on my belly, stopping my movements. "Hush!" she whispered. "Your bottom is slapping the floor!"
"Can't have that," I replied and rolled her to the side. She nearly shrieked at the sudden movement, and actually pouted as I withdrew my cock.
I pulled her up onto her hands and knees and slid behind her. "We will be solid on the floor this way," I chuckled and pressed my cock between her legs.
Patrice merely hung her head down, saying, "That is a very good idea, my lover," as she pushed her hips backward, driving her pussy back and onto me. I grabbed her hips and began to fuck her in earnest. Each deep, swift stroke was a fresh explosion of pleasure for me, and from how her body involuntarily responded, I sensed it was the same for her.
The head of my cock stroked her inner walls, and I tilted it as best I could to hit her just right. I knew when it succeeded, because she instantly ground out, "There! Right there, s'il vous plaît!" Then she was babbling on in French, saying I know not what, but sounding sexy (and thankfully still quiet) as she rambled.
With the condom, and having just come practically no time before, I should have had an easy time holding off the orgasm. I really should. Instead, as I knelt on the floor, pulling Patrice's sporty hips hard back into my cock, I nutted in extraordinarily powerful fashion. I filled the condom and despite the protective barrier, Patrice clearly felt the surge of my jizz, because shudders instantly wracked her delicate frame. She grabbed the blouse once more. The poor garment, once an elegant blouse, and now a cum rag, was suddenly transformed into a gag which she jammed into her moth to muffle the powerful vocalization that strained to leap forth.
I slipped free from within her almost involuntarily, and like a felled tree, I tottered over onto my side, next to her. Amazingly, she had retained some semblance of self-control, and merely sank onto her own side next to me. In moments, we were kissing again, but very slowly now. There was no urgency, just gentle affection and attraction.
After a bit, I felt a hand delicately stroke my now very soft cock, tugging the filled condom free. With a quick twist of her fingers to secure the contents, she tossed it into the trash. Then she leaned back, and instead of resuming our kiss, she bent and sucked my flaccid member clean!
"I think you are being over-optimistic there," I groaned. My cock was stubbornly shrunken, despite the wonderful sensations. Patrice had all of me in her mouth now, and worked her tongue around thoroughly.
At last, she let me slide free, still glistening but quite clean of any residual semen. "I wanted to take the opportunity to feel all of you in my mouth. I just could not do it before."
Another burst of laughter came from downstairs. We both looked at each other and stifled giggles.
"And apparently, I have the opportunity to be patient," she added with a wink. "You are not going anywhere for a while, I think."
Getting up here without being caught had been hard enough, but getting back down and out at this point would be much harder... and impossible to explain away if or when we got caught!
"Well then, it is a good thing that I have neither reason nor motivation to leave, isn't it?" I murmured, pulling her toward me while rolling her onto her back, half-superimposing myself atop her. It was a lovely way to pass the time, indulging in more of those lovely, languid kisses.
In our lives, we had shared perhaps half an hour of conversation, and that in a group with Kristie and my parents, followed by ten minutes of mutual seduction in the backyard, before we were ripping each other's clothes off. We hardly knew each other, and neither of us cared. This was just a magical, zipless experience for both of us, and I think neither wanted to ruin it with actual conversation, lest one of us say something to ruin it. I know that I certainly wanted to avoid that fate. So we did not talk, just kissed, stared at each other, and further explored each other's bodies.
We also listened for sounds from downstairs. I had no idea that my parents had this much to talk about with Kristie.
"They are talking about us, I am guessing," I said softly, after another raucous laugh from below.
"A bien... But of course! We are scandalous! We slipped away... we fled our hostess without saying our goodbyes, left her party and went out to the discotheques. And we have only just met."
I kissed her smiling face. "And you must leave tomorrow," I added softly.
"Alas, yes," she said, still smiling, though just a touch more softly.
This was what it was, for both of us. That we would only be together once was a shame, but not a tragedy. And the togetherness was inspiring...
Finally, we heard goodbyes being said from below. As we listened, Patrice's hand once more stole below my waist, as it had done from time to time while we lay together. This time, it found stirrings in response, and I felt her lips curl upward against mine.
"At last! I was growing impatient," she purred. My shaft, now that it had re-awoken, was hardening in her hand at a rapid pace, and she encouraged the process quite pleasantly.
The front door closed loudly.
I was fully hard again.
"Now, let us hope that my friend is tired, and takes to her bed soon," Patrice said to me in a whisper.
"Won't it be easier for her to hear us if she comes up here?" I asked, not entirely sure that Kristie discovering us would be a bad thing.
But making it obvious that we were here, and what we were up to, would not be Gateway to Threesome, but Mood Killer, I realized. Not that I would not tell Kristie later, of course. I wold need to offer my fulsome thanks, after all. And Patrice also probably would dish on our dalliance, for that matter. But there were forms to observe, and Kristie needed to remain the conservative, almost prudish American to her co-worker.
In the history of things that sucked, this was one of the things that sucked the most, yet mattered the least.
"Perhaps," Patrice shrugged. "But my friend seems to take to her bathroom and shower endlessly each night before bed. Let us hope she does so tonight. The water will cover the noise when I finally get to fuck you."
"I do believe that 'finally' is the wrong word in English, Patrice."
"No-no," she chuckled. "Earlier, we made love. While that water runs, I want to fuck you."
Thankfully, we almost immediately heard Kristie come up stairs. I was sure that my mother had not left without ensuring things were all cleaned up after our visit. That was her way. We heard Kristie pass the room we were in and enter her own master bedroom.
Patrice spent the moments between her arrival upstairs and the sound of running water applying another condom in that same erotic fashion as the first.
As the water ran, we both rose quickly and turned toward the bed. Before she could object, I lifted Patrice (she's a tall woman, if willowy, and that was not easy) and tossed her onto her back on the mattress. She let herself giggle out loud this time. In a flash, I was on the bed after her, looming over her, my knees between hers, and my arms braced on the mattress to either side.
I dipped my hips low, and let my cock press eagerly against the wet and receptive lips of her pussy.
"Fuck. Me," she demanded.
I slid into her. Though still magically tight, her body was more than receptive, and I thrust into her deeply from the first. I kept the pace slow, but each penetration was hard and fast, followed by a pause and a slow withdrawal. Her face below me grew flushed swiftly in response to my repeated, powerful entry into her. I'm pretty sure I was grimacing from the effort I was putting in, and the control I was exerting to keep myself under control.
Her long legs lifted into the air and wrapped themselves around the small of my back, giving me an angle for even deeper penetration. Her hands grasped my jawline, and pulled me into another breath-robbing, tongue-battling kiss.
Around our pressed lips and commingled tongues, I heard her order me. "Fuck. Me."
So much for controlling myself. I wanted... no, I needed to hammer my cock into her, and she needed me to do it. There were no teasing pauses, no slow withdrawals. I put it in and out of her as hard and fast as I could, squeaking mattress springs be damned.
Fucking doesn't last as long as making love, I determined. Soon both of us were sodden, sweaty messes, short on breath and long on arousal. Suddenly, Patrice grabbed my head even harder and screamed into my mouth, using me as a silencer while her body thrashed beneath me in sudden, magnificent release. I kept hammering, somehow keeping my own answering ejaculation at bay while I rode her through that wave of release, and the one that followed it.
I was tottering on the edge of no longer being able to hold back, when a third orgasm took the woman beneath me. I groaned loudly, gushing forth in a release of pleasure that left me gasping for oxygen. Please God, let Kristie's shower still running.
Somehow, in the aftermath, we got me dressed, and my hair in presentable shape, should my parents still be up when I went home. I was obviously a sweaty mess, but now I looked as if I had been dancing all night, not fucking... probably. If you were not looking for it.
"My parents know that I don't dance," I said uncertainly.
"Nonsense! You were out at night with a Frenchwoman. There was dancing," Patrice laughed.
There was also more kissing.
Patrice opened her door silently, and we saw under the door that Kristie's room was dark. We snuck down the stairs to the front door. One last kiss, and we opened the door noisily. I stepped out, and Patrice reminded inside.
"American men," she mused, shaking her head, then making a chef's kiss gesture to me. "I must find excuses to come here more often."
With a smile, we parted.
When I got home, my parents were already in bed themselves. That was fairly early for them, as they both tended to be night owls, and I shied away from what early to bed might mean in this case. I swiftly went upstairs and leapt straight into the shower. I had a delicious aroma that I wanted to savor, but needed to be rid of.
And I had good evidence that running water did a fair job of hiding the sound of any activities I'd rather not have to recognize.
*
In the morning, I got a text.
Kristie: Patrice says you had a great time out last night
Kristie: She is summoning her Uber now. I think she'd like to say goodbye
I put down my coffee, and told my Dad, who was still sitting at the breakfast table with me, reading his phone, "Patrice is leaving for the airport. I think I'll say goodbye."
"I'll come say goodbye as well," he replied, rising. He looked at mom, "Coming?"
"No, I'll finish here," she said. "You two go ogle the Frenchwoman, and say au revoir for me!"
I hastened outside, my father annoyingly following behind. Patrice and Kristie were standing on the grass in front of the front porch and we ambled over.
We all chatted casually about Patrice's visit and the prospect of her transatlantic flight while we waited for the car.
Only once did her eyes and mine meet in a glance of understanding, but it was enough.
A beat up Chrysler minivan rolled up, and the driver swiftly moved to help Patrice with her bag.
And just like that, she was gone.
"Well, see you this weekend at the pool party," Kristie said to us and turned to head back into her house.
"Lovely woman," my father observed as we walked back to our yard. "Shame you only met her the day before she left. I think she had the hots for you, boy, sneaking off like that. Just a couple of days more and you'd have scored, I think."
"You just wish she'd been her long enough to expand your sex life vicariously through me!" I snarked.
"Son, I have all the sex I need right here," said my father waving his hands smugly.
I winced. It was bad enough he had to say that, but I got extra nervous at how expansive that wave had been, as it seemed like it encompassed much of the neighborhood, not just the house to which we were returning.
A few minutes later, I got another text.
Kristie: Tomorrow, right after work.
Me: I thought we didn't do appointments?
Kristie: No watching tomorrow. No performance. Your parents noticed nothing last night, but I know the sounds my house makes. You are absolutely going to tell me each and every detail of last night
There was a pause.
Kristie: With your dick planted so far in me, I'm pinned to the bed
------------
Thanks for reading! I hope you enjoyed it. As always, thanks in advance for your honest votes, favorites and follows. Most of all, give me a comment! And one more thing, if it bothers you, I am sorry, I know it bothers me in real life, but Kristie is one of those people who never uses a period to end her texts. I have to give her some flaws...
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It had been a most interesting experience, describing every minute detail of my time with her co-worker to Kristie, all, as requested, with my dick firmly buried inside my blonde neighbor.
"Jesus! She is a freak!" Kristie had exclaimed, without a trace of irony in her voice as she ate up every detail while I plowed her from behind. The only drawback of the story-telling was how I needed to fight for breath to keep talking toward the end...
I was home and showered before either parent made it home from work. While I waited for them, I did prep for dinner. My mother had graciously allowed me to cook that Monday, and I was going to serve sous vide pork chops, browned in our deep fryer. I felt like it was a good night to once again take a shot at showing my parents that I really had learned to be an adult since going away to college in the first place.
While I prepped, I took the opportunity to rev up Kristie in advance of the next time I had a chance to spy on her.
I had done a little work on my laptop to curate, crop, and color-balance several of the best photographs I had so successfully taken of her and Patrice on the beach, editing together a little clip of them taking their tops off, filtered to look like grainy spy footage, instead of the perfectly clear spy footage it really was.
I held them all back though, in case I needed to really tease Kristie... or reward her.
Instead, I texted a glorious, ultra-high resolution shot of her sitting topless on the beach, soaking in the sun.
After I vacuum sealed the chops and a dose of their marinade, I texted her a photo of Patrice, similarly attired, with the word 'Bonus' attached.
I diced some veggies, and shot her a second photo of herself, rubbing sunscreen onto her bare tits. Those last three shots had to tell her where I had been sitting. I wondered if she would acknowledge that fact.
I got caught up with cutting and dropping the fries into the fryer to blanche them. I would give them a second drop in the oil right before we sat down to eat. When I was done, I found replies.
Kristie: Quit watching me, creep.
Kristie: This has to be you.
She then sent me a photo from her own phone, one I had not noticed her taking. She could do the sneaky bit as well, apparently.
There I was, sitting sideways to her on my beach towel, floppy hat covering my zinc-covered face, and that loose tee with the Ohio State logo on it, plain as day... And she had circled a dude thirty feet beyond me in a blue beach coverup and ball cap, playing with a radio or something.
Kristie: You must have a damned good lens in that 'radio', you perv. Don't you dare watch me any more.
I honestly giggled uncontrollably, and was still chuckling when my mother came into the house, home early from work. "You look industrious," she said, eyeing my preparations. "What have we here?"
"Nothing to concern you, lady," I said sternly. "Tonight, the kitchen is mine. Go make yourself a drink or something, and play some Candy Crush."
"I'll wait on the drink for your father," she said seriously. She looked out the back window. "I think I'll take a dip in the poo insteadl." She looked at me with a mischievous smile. "You father likes it when I'm having a dip when he comes home. Of course, he likes it a lot more when you are not in residence!"
"Mom! Not you too. Dad is bad enough."
She laughed, went to open the back door, then paused and turned to go upstairs. "I suppose I really ought to wear a suit today," she said, as if to herself.
"Mom!!!"
Yes, I had planned to save the video for later, but I needed to wash my mind clear of my mother's talk about sex with Dad. I shot the edited clip off to Kristen.
I'M WATCHING YOU, said the title credits, over a shot of the camera panning across them, unaware.
ALWAYS, it said, over an excessively blown-up closeup in slow motion of her lifting her bikini top free.
I added a similar clip of Patrice, peeling down her own suit top. AAND AYNONE WITH YOU, was the overlay.
I finished with another clip as the camera walked by them, this time with their tops off. ALWAYS WATCHING.
I shivered after watching it again. Sexy but just little creepy, especially since I had added no sound. I hope she liked it. I sent her the version with the film grain and digital noise, and in a very low resolution. I had a 4K version, of course, for my own enjoyment, but if the cards fell right, I might enjoy it with her.
I hoped she did not expect me to follow up my shenanigans tonight, because I was showing off for my parents. And it would be good to make her wait.
My father came home, and he must have caught sight of Mom out by the pool, reading. I looked out. Fuck, she was wearing that bikini again. When the hell had that become a thing?
Look. I am not attracted to my mother. I have a million problems, but that ain't one. I'm just acutely uncomfortable with the idea that she is a sexual being with... anyone. As I've said earlier, my parents are not air conditioning fanatics, and despite the heat, there were windows open.
"Having a dip? Nice," I heard my father say. "Where is he?" he asked in a lower tone.
"In the kitchen, making dinner like he threatened to yesterday."
"Oh goody. I'll stand by with the takeout menu from the Golden Wok then."
"Don't be an ass, Larry. He really did seem sure of himself," my mother said reprovingly.
Thanks Mom, a vote of parental support was nice.
"But yeah, keep the menu handy," she added, ruining the effect.
Once I had things staging up nicely, I asked Dad to make us all drinks and I did my final steps, getting everything to the table as hot as the Sidecars my father had whipped up were cold.
"Well, damn," my father said, after trying a bit of everything, then digging in hard to the pork. "How the hell did you cook these big, thick chops like this?"
"Sous vide," I shrugged, inwardly gloating.
"Well, duh," my father said. He is just young enough to have used that phrase when my age, and could carry it off without looking tragically like attempting hipness. "But the crust is amazing, and that is usually hard to pull off while keeping the inside uniformly done." I learned to cook from both my parents. As a kid, I had benefitted from their occasional competitiveness in the kitchen, at the dinner table and in my own culinary education.
"Actually, I'm curious about your method too," my Mom added, completely unironically this time.
I smiled. "I pat them real dry when they come out of the bag, and then deep fry them at a high oil temp before I back it back down to 350 to cook the fries for their second pass."
"Damn, boy," my father said, between mouthfuls. I was happy. Even the asparagus was roasted just right, and I had had my doubts about carrying that one off. "You cook like this for women, and you will be a very popular man at Emory."
"No way," I laughed. "I'd rather they know I'm set up well enough to pay for nice dinners than let them know I can cook."
"Why do you say that, for heaven's sake?" Mom exclaimed.
"Because if word gets around that I can cook, I'll be cooking all the damned time."
"I can see his point," Dad said to Mom. "Just as an example, he is going to cook a lot more from now on while he is still here."
Ugh.
"Still," my mother said, "I know you aren't looking for love at grad school, but if you do find one worth keeping, this kind of food will be very nice golden handcuffs."
"Shhh! Don't talk about the golden handcuffs in front of the boy," hissed Dad.
My food was too good to let Dad ruin my meal. I just ate in silence and tried not to let him see how that got to me. His laugh told me that I'd failed.
*
I just made myself a PB&J sandwich for lunch the next day, preparing to sneak over to Kristie's and hopefully 'get caught', once her workday was over. But when I peeked over before leaving the house, I saw that her car was not in her driveway.
Crap. She had gone out. She was allowed that, of course. She couldn't spend her every off hour prancing around naked for my perverted viewing pleasure, though I certainly wanted her to try. The problem was, I had gotten myself worked up. Worse, I had no idea when she would be back.
My father got home first that evening, finding me where I had spent the afternoon, on the couch in the living room by the front window where I could just see Kristie's driveway--the still empty driveway. On the plus side, I had finished my book, and was reading AdWeek on my tablet.
"Since when do you sit in the living room?" he asked.
"I haven't in forever," I shrugged. "Just felt like it."
He nodded. He got that I was doing things this summer just to have done them one more time. "Sounds good. Listen, I had a minor victory at work today, and I am taking your mother out to Bertilluchi's this evening to celebrate. I hope you do not mind that you are not invited."
"I am cut to the quick, Dad, but I would pass anyway on the opportunity to watch you nuzzle her out in public, thank you," I said drily. "I'll take care of myself, thanks."
He chuckled and made off to freshen up and get ready for Mom to get home.
Now I had the evening free. That meant there was still a chance today to hopefully have Kristie take care of my horniness. If it didn't happen, I was definitely going to need to 'take care of myself.' I read on, dumping AdWeek soon after, and indulged myself with funny videos on YouTube. Mom came home, was suitably pleased to be going out, got herself dolled up, and away the two went, even though their reservation was not for hours.
The only bad part of my life at that moment was that there was still no sign of Kristie's car. I was dying by the time it finally showed up, and the sun was already setting. It occurred to me that I had never spied on Kristie after dark. Hopefully this would be a cool new wrinkle, if she didn't just go to bed right away. She did have to get up at four every morning.
I finished the interview I was watching about the eternally-delayed new Aquaman movie. It wan't that interesting, but I wanted to make myself wait to draw out the anticipation. I also wanted Kristie to get settled into whatever she would be up to that evening, and hopefully start thinking about whether I might be out there, 'stalking' her. Alternatively, if she was going to go straight to bed, I wanted to be able to tell, so I wouldn't mess up her sleep. I was horny, not inconsiderate.
The video ended at last, and I got off the couch, stretching. I grabbed my good camera, just in case. A good perv is ready in case something particularly worth photographing comes along, right? I had really build up my anticipation at least, and I stepped out the front door, looking around for a second, then looped quickly around the side to slip in through her now always ajar side gate.
There were no lights on outside, but light did pour out from the rear windows of the house on the first floor. Nice. I had never spied at night before, and I had never successfully spied on her inside her house from outside before. Hopefully she was cooking herself a late dinner. At the very least, there seemed to be motion in the light coming from the kitchen.
I slid slowly around and up the steps of her low deck. It took forever to move stealthily and keep below the window sills to get into position. I was hoping to be caught tonight, but I hoped not immediately. And I wanted it to be at least plausibly accidental when I did.
I peeked up over the windowsill of the kitchen, and almost immediately gave myself away. I was feeling physical pain at restraining my gleeful voice and my physical urge to dance a jig. I had never actually danced a jig before, and had no idea how, but my body really wanted to try.
Kristie was indeed in the kitchen, and indeed cooking dinner. But she could not have more obviously wanted to be spied on that evening if she'd hung a sign out front that read, 'Free Peep Show In Rear.' She had a surprisingly utilitarian apron on that was nevertheless the single greatest garment in history, because it was the only garment she wore. The apron tied around behind her at the base of her back, and wrapped across her front down to the knees. It covered her hips as well, but left her gorgeous, tight, bubbly little ass completely exposed, but for the dangling strings of the tie, one of which nestled neatly between her cheeks. The bib of the apron looped around the back of her neck and while nominally covering her chest, the side boob was unbelievably extensive, and excruciatingly hot.
She had music playing quietly in the kitchen, and was dancing to it as she prepped some simple dish. I could hear the music clearly, as she had even left her back windows open half-way. That meant that I could take pictures without dusty glass to reduce the quality.
Oh, fuck yes, tonight would be epic.
I lifted the camera and took a shot. One shot.
"Reggie! Is that really you? What are you doing?" came a voice from behind me.
Things did not register immediately in my head. I dropped down from the window instinctively, not wanting to be seen by Kristie when she reacted to the voice outside. But I was already comprehending that getting caught by Kristie was not going to be my issue that night. I had been seen by someone else.
My head whipped in the direction of the voice and things got worse. Frankly, I could tell instantly that they could not have gotten any more worse than this. In the moment, I found myself wishing that it had been my mother, for chrissakes.
I saw Sandy Fucking Hammond--the chief tattletale of the neighborhood. She was walking determinedly toward me, up onto the deck from the same direction that I had come earlier, between me and escape through the gate. Not that escape was any longer an option. She was genuinely shocked and upset, but I could also see that little fucking gleam you see in the eyes of a narc when they know they have a juicy situation at hand.
Crap. I was done for, but I needed to make sure that at least Kristie could retain plausible deniability. She almost certainly had heard Sandy and bolted, but if not...
I raised my voice. "Sandy! What brings you over here?"
"What brings me? What brings you?" Sandy exclaimed. I could just hear that snitch's glee warring with the genuine anger in her voice.
"Uh, my parents are out for the evening, and I thought I'd come say hi, instead of watching TV by myself."
"Pull the other one, Reggie. Is that why you are cowering down under Ms. Gaines's kitchen window?"
"You startled me!"
"With a camera?!" she added hotly, warming to her role as avenging angel. "Is that why you were pointing a camera into her house and... were you touching yourself?"
"I was not touching myself!" I lied hotly. I had definitely been touching myself. But only a little! It is hard to operate a really good camera one-handed.
"What are you spying on anyway? Is she just making dinner or what? What's giving you jollies about that?" Sandy sneered. "Did she just have a swim? Even in those boring bathing suits she wears, she looks pretty good. Is that what you wanted to see?"
This conversations was going south fast... and it had started in Argentina.
"I can't believe that you are such a perv. I can't believe that we have a perv living in our neighborhood!" she exclaimed, now thoroughly enjoying her anger. "I can't wait to hear what Kristie has to say!"
"Oh, so she is 'Kristie' now?" I snapped.
"Ha! Kristie!" Sandy called toward the house. "Kristie, you should come out here and see this. You were being spied on!" Fuck. I hoped the Spearmans on the other side were not home. At least Kristie would have had the time by now to slip out of the kitchen. I would not have to deal with her having to pretend outrage at me, at least not until she had gotten properly dressed.
The back door swung open inward and Kristie stepped out languidly to the porch, leaning back against the door frame. She had most definitely not changed her outfit. All that side-boob at least had the virtue of shutting Sandy up cold.
"Well, hello Sandy," Kristie said sternly. "I certainly did not expect you to be back here this evening."
Sandy's eyes were falling out of her head, staring at our neighbor in that apron. She clearly was only now coming to grips with just how great a body Kristie had--and it was impossible to miss that body right now. And coming to grips with that was hard, what with all the coming to grips Sandy was doing: coming to grips with having caught a peeping tom, coming to grips with being confronted herself by her half-naked neighbor, and coming to grips with not hearing any shrieking or outrage from said neighbor about all the other mind-bending revelations she was coming to grips with... unsuccessfully. Her mouth worked wordlessly. Getting a grip was not happening.
Despite the general shittiness of the situation, which had not been materially improved by Kristie's appearance (I mean, her appearance improves everything, but...), it was a minor pleasure to see Sandy's mouth hanging open, working noiselessly in shock.
"You seem upset, Sandy," Kristie said, her voice still quietly confrontational. I knew her well enough by now to know that she was anything but calm. I did not know how she did it.
"I... He..." She pointed at me. "He was peeping on you, Ms. Gaines!"
She shrugged. "Oh Reggie? We have a little game we play," she said off-handedly. "I'm more concerned on why you are in my backyard uninvited, young lady."
That brought the little bitch up short. "I... I was back here because I saw a prowler. I saw him!" She pointed at me defensively.
"A likely story. I think you wanted a little excitement of your own," Kristie told her sternly. Then she shook her head and relaxed a little. "I suppose we don't have to tell your parents this time."
"Tell mine? What about...? Wait!" she almost wailed.
Kristie took a step toward her, which exposed her entire back and backside to me. Again, shitty situation, wonderful element. Kristie reached out and grasped our snitch's upper arm, none too gently. Sandy's eyes widened at her half-naked neighbor touching her, much less grabbing her. "As I said, Reggie was invited, unlike you. He and I play a little game. It's just for fun. He spies on me, I spy on him."
She was telling her about us? Wait... what was this about her spying on me?
"It was about to be my turn when you showed up and rather ruined the mood," Kristie said grimly, but with an emerging touch of wry humor. "It really was inappropriate for you to have come back here, but I suppose you thought you meant well." Sandy actually nodded spastically, eyes wide. Kristie paused. "I tell you what, you can take a look as we try to get things going again," she added as if she had just conceived of the idea. "You will see how groundless your self-important feelings were, and I won't have to tell your parents to make sure it doesn't happen again.
Sandy wanted to bristle at 'self-important', but quickly deflated at the repeated threat to tell her parents. I knew damn good and well that the last thing Kristie was going to do was talk to Sandy's parents, but I also remembered how terrifying the thought had been to me.



"Reggie," Kristie said to me. I bemusedly looked back, still trying to figure out simultaneously what she was trying to pull, if or when she had ever spied on me, and whether or not she was going to pull off an escape from this situation. "It is your turn in the kitchen. Why don't you go make me something?" She tapped her chin idly, sliding her arm around Sandy's shoulder. "I'd like some toast. Make me some toast. And Sandy," she asked the girl who looked trapped now under her arm, not quite able to keep from darting scared glances at the expansive sideboob inches from her own chest, "would you like some toast too?" Kristie looked at me hard. "Two slices of toast, lots of butter. And you know how you should make them."
Really? Wait... REALLY?!? The look in Kristie's eyes told me 'really.' This was the only way out.
I stood up and turned toward the backdoor. "I need the camera," said Kristie, genuine merriment creeping into her voice, alongside the still carefully concealed fear. This could still go very badly if Sandy bolted. Numbly, I handed the SLR to her.
I stepped into her home and out of sight from any back windows to have a few seconds of total panic, but I got ahold of myself quickly. If this was Kristie's play, then so be it. She seemed to have some plan--batshit crazy, but a plan. I had been, and still was, clueless of what to do about our most narc-tastic of neighbors.
I took a breath and turned to the kitchen.
Wait...
'Really.'
I tugged my shirt off over my head, and dropped trou. For a night like this, I had obviously omitted underwear. Standing there, naked in my sneakers, I had another problem. I might be terrified and embarrassed, but my cock was apparently not taking calls from my brain, and it was tumescent as a harvest moon.
Well... here we go.
I walked back into the kitchen, pretending to be alone and unobserved, hard dick waving its way through the door ahead of me. I rummaged in the cabinets for bread, and filled the toaster. Pushing down the button, I realized that not only was the situation not making my dick relax, I was getting a pretty good thrill at being watched myself. If our world did not implode this evening, I might ask to try this again... without the hot little tattletale to contend with.
Not quite sure what to do with myself while the bread toasted, I did what I would have hoped Kirstie would have done: put on a show? I stretched my arms up over my head and leaned from one side to the other. I almost froze when I heard whispering behind me from the window. Oh boy.
Rather than 'discovering them', I just turned around toward them, and kept stretching, this time with Fat Fred and the Fuzzballs pointing right at the women. I let it bob around a bit excessively.
'Really', meant 'really'. If this was the plan, it was't going to fail because I couldn't embarrass Sandy.
Kristie has a lot of chrome and polished steel in her kitchen and I finally found a surface that gave me a blurry reflection of the window where I had been peeping earlier. The first thing I saw was the round outline of the camera lens. Thank God, Sandy wasn't freaking out about that. In fact, she wasn't freaking out about anything, which was almost too much to have hoped for.
Holy shit! The head behind that camera had dark hair! Kristie had given my camera to Sandy, and it was she who was taking pictures! I did jump at that realization. My dick jumped along with me, of course. I heard the lens bump softly against the sill...
Sandy Hammond was watching me parade around naked in someone else's kitchen. Sandy Hammond, the little twerp who had busted me drinking beer--whom I had almost busted for buying the same a few days earlier. The twerp who had just busted me again, but was sure as hell not little any more. Were narcs worse if they were painfully hot? My dick did not care. I swore it was getting harder.
I started doing a few of the basic standing yoga poses I had learned using the WiiFit my parents bought and then abandoned back when I was in high school. The camera lens did not move from me.
The toaster popped up, and I almost hated to turn away from my watchers. I did not care if Kristie and I had to move to Borneo to get away from the shame, I would fuck her hard the whole way there. I buttered the toast, like it was some magical culinary ritual, and turned with the slices toward the window. Sandy instinctively tried to shy away from the window, but Kristine behind her held her in place. I jumped, eyes wide.
"Oh shit," I grunted hunching down to cover my cock. I made sure to do so unsuccessfully. The point was still to put on a show, and if in doing so, I suggested that my cock was too big to conceal, so much the better. "You!" I hissed. I straightened, my 'anger' overcoming my modesty and I strode back outside.
Ignoring Kristie, I looked angrily at Sandy. "Now I can't even have any privacy indoors in the neighborhood from little girls like you," I said crisply. "I'll bet there are pictures, naked pictures of me on that camera. Give it here!"
I stuck out my hand for my camera, and Sandy clearly did not want to give it up. But it was my camera. I took it from her and fired up the review function.
Wow. Not bad.
As I looked, I held out my hand idly and in a normal voice said, "Toast, anybody?"
Kristie took a slice, and almost in a daze, Sandy took another. I had the last one. Fuck, it was kind of hot, looking at 'surreptitious' pictures of myself.
"Not bad toast, actually," Kristie said, polishing hers off. "Now see, Sandy? It is just a game. You really shouldn't be concerned about it."
"I... yeah, I guess," Sandy said, her toast uneaten.
"I am hurt," I said to Sandy mockingly. "Isn't my toast good enough for you?"
I couldn't believe I was opening my mouth and piling on the pressure, but I was pretty sure at this point that we were going to get away this. Sandy had done far too much to squeal. It was going to be nuclear hot once we sent her home now. I could barely contain myself from drinking in Kristie.
"Now it is your turn," Kristie said to Sandy who had almost tentatively taken a bite of the toast.
"My turn?"
"Her turn?"
"Don't you want to try?" Kristine asked her while shooting me a quelling look. "Look at how excited being spied on got Reggie," she said, jerking her thumb in the direction of my extravagant erection. Sandy stared. Hard. And then she almost unwillingly nodded her head.
"Go make the three of us Vodka Martinis," Kristine said, pointing to the kitchen.
"Martinis?!? I don't know how," Sandy said, apparently clinging to the cocktail question to keep from dealing with a decision about this strange 'game.'
"You don't? High time you learned," Kristie said briskly. "There is a little measuring cup by the cocktail shaker on the counter beside the refrigerator. The vodka is overhead, with the glasses. Put six ounces in the shaker, and fill it with ice. Cap it and shake it really hard, really long." She paused. "The shaking part should really be a big part of the show, Sandy," she added softly.
Sandy looked at her like a scared animal, who had no options. She could have walked away any time. Part of me wanted to encourage her to do so. The engorged reproductive organ part of me very much wanted her to act as if she indeed had no choice.
Almost in a trance, she walked into the kitchen.
As she entered, Kristine called softly, "Hey Siri, play In Da Club playlist."
She and I knelt by the window as Sandy walked into the kitchen as Girls, Girls, Girls, the most obvious stripper song in history started playing. She looked at the HomePod on the counter in the kitchen like it was a rabid dog, and trembled. But holy shit, she started dance a little!
"Oh yeah," I heard Kristie mutter. I just knelt by the window fingers nervelessly holding my camera.
Sandy did not have a very clear idea of how to dance like a stripper, but she did try. And she had certainly looked at enough of the right music videos to have some idea. She swayed her hips, and undulated her sweet little bod. Come to think of it, she danced okay. I was certainly going to give it five stars if she kept it up.
What she did not know how to do was strip. She picked at her clothes awkwardly, both unsure how she should shed them, and more to the point, whether she should shed them to begin with. But she was revved hopelessly, and I could see her determination to 'play the game' hardening her eyes. I knew the look. The little blouse she wore went up and over her head, twirled in her hand and, flew to the kitchen table. She wore the cutest shiny blue bra, with just a touch of lace outline the cups. Her bouncy handfuls bounded in the cups of the bra, threatening to leap out over the top as she danced around. She turned away from us as she reached back for the strap behind her, adding just a bit of tease
Good instincts, there! I felt Kristie elbow me, and I realized that I was not using the camera. If pictures didn't keep her quiet later, nothing would. I lifted the lens and took a shot, just as she dropped the bra and turned back around. At that moment, 'Rockin' in Atlanta at Tattletales,' sang out of the music.
"Nice..." I could not help but hiss quietly, using the zoom liberally.
"Oh yeah," Kristie said beside me. I felt, rather than saw her shake her head. "Damn, this girl is too young for me..." she murmured
"For you?" I snorted back. "She is too young for me!" I stopped taking pictures for a moment in shock. "Wait, for you?" I looked at her.
"Well, I'm hoping that she can be too young for both of us, aren't you?" Kristie grinned, not taking her eyes from Sandy.
What. The. Actual. Fuck?
"Take pictures!" She hissed. "And too young for you or no, if we can get her to wet this magnificent thing," she whispered, brushing my cock briefly, "we will be safe for sure."
Sandy had summoned the courage to push down her skirt, exposing a pair of remarkably utilitarian undies. Dancing topless in her neighbor's kitchen in those had clearly not been her plan... But dance she did, becoming more into it as she went. Interestingly, she had started out nervously and reluctantly not looking toward the windows, but now she was acting as if she was happy not to. Boring panties or no, Sandy was fucking hot.
"Think you could fall on that grenade, soldier?" Kristie giggled. Her tension was gone now. This was now about fun.
"First of all, what the fuck?" I whispered, camera still working. "And second, I distinctly remembering you dismissing the idea of a threesome three goddamned days ago!"
"I dismissed the idea of a threesome with my co-worker! What are you, an idiot?" She snorted. You Shook Me All Night Long came on next. Sandy seems to realize that her panties were an embarrassment. It made her seem to be all the more accepting of pushing them off, so I was not complaining. Here's to boring panties!
"You really think you can get her to play with me? With both of us?" I asked.
"I'd say she already is playing," Kristie said. "The question is how far she'll go. I'm pretty sure you are getting lucky tonight. We will see if I will manage it too," she added softly.
There reallywere depths to Krisite I had not plumbed... "Well, I am your faithful wingman in this," I said, smiling as I took pictures of the cutest little bush emerging from the panties. "I will back your every play."
"My hero," Kristie chuckled.
You have not lived the voyeur's Life of Riley until you have observed a naked nineteen-year-old girl with a narrow little waist and a bouncy round booty twerkingwith her hands on her knees to You Shook Me All Night Long. Fortunately, lest my cock explode from over-inflation, Sandy remembered the cocktails. I relaxed a fraction, but then suddenly, Kristie let her hand snake out and gently wrap around said sorely swollen member.
If this worked, I was going to seriously revise my opinion of snitches... especially when they were hot, and not bad people otherwise.
Sandy walked to the counter and picked up the shaker, examining how it worked. She shrugged and opened the cabinet to get out the big white bottle of vodka. Looking at the little measuring cup, she shrugged and just poured a bunch of vodka into the shaker. Kristie and I looked at each other and shook our heads. These were going be big Martinis. She added ice and started shaking it, turning around toward as she did so, and trying to keep time with Hot For Teacher. She held the shaker straight up and down and shook it violently, like it was one of those ShakeWeight things.
It is an absolutely idiotic-looking way to shake drinks, but when you are a nineteen-year-old, naked girl, with generous, bouncy, upturned and pointy tits, you can carry off the look, let me tell you. I switched to video on the camera.
Yes. Yes, I did. I'm not ashamed of anything, dammit.
My camera has a slow-motion function, and I had the presence of mind to change to that before Sandy finished her mixing. Those perky tits wobbled up and down swiftly, changing shape enchantingly as they bounced. Her nipples were surprisingly brown, unsurprisingly hard, and surrounded by a crown of lighter brown aureole that puffed out lightly themselves in her excitement. Watching this is slow-mo later was going to be epic...
She shook the drinks for far too long, but I could hardly complain about that either. Finally, as the song wound down and David Lee Roth warbled, "I think of all the education that I've missed, But then my homework was never quite like this!" Sandy turned and reached up for three martini glasses.
I bit my lip and mumbled, "That ass..."
Wait, it was Kristie who said that, not me.
Sandy fumbled with the shaker, but got the top off. She strained the vodka into three glasses, sort of evenly. The song ended and she called out, "Hey Siri, pause." Then she braced her hands on the counter and hung her head for a moment. That bouncy round ass shook just a little.
"I know you are out there, looking at me. You might as well come in and have a drink," she said, turning her head slightly to look at us out of the corner of her eye. We looked at each other and shrugged. We rose together and walked inside.
She was playing the game in earnest now. Making her own contributions.
Fuck yeah, I was getting laid for sure. Probably.
"How'd I do?" Sandy asked Kristie, ignoring my opinion, which was making itself known between my legs.
"I don't know," Kristie said, deliberately misunderstanding. "Give me a glass and I'll tell you."
Sandy jumped, and handed her a Martini unsteadily. I leaned past her, coming close but not touching, to take another. We both raised out glasses toward her and waited.
Sandy looked uncertain, taking the third glass. "I'm not old enough to drink," she said.
"Really?" Kristie said, looking up and down her naked, delicious body in the middle of the kitchen. "Being old enough to drink is your line to not cross?"
"To games," I said, raising my glass.
Kristie raised hers as well, and Sandy tremulously picked up the third. I knocked mine back in two swallows. Kristie downed hers in three.
Sandy just shot hers down in one gulp... then gasped like she had just doused herself with rocket fuel. Her eyes watered and she coughed. Overall, I thought she handled it pretty well.
"Now... now what?" Sandy asked timidly, as if she had some ideas, and was afraid she ought not to have them. The fact that she wasn't running away from those ideas seemed... auspicious.
We all stood there though, all hesitant.
I looked at Sandy, standing there in her Nikes and nothing else. I stood in the same group, in nothing but my Converses. And there was Kristie, in her apron and... wow, how had I missed the high heels?
"I don't know, Sandy," I said carefully, "but to start with, I'd say Kristie is over-dressed. Want to help me with that?"
Sandy at that moment had finally let her eyes rest solidly on my cock, and she looked to be having trouble dealing with it being out in the open right in front of her. The chance for a distraction seemed tailor-made for her equilibrium.
Then she looked at Kristie in that apron, luscious boobs almost hanging out both sides, and she was all confused again.
Clearly, she knew how to handle naked me, in a manner of speaking at least. Being naked with Kristie was... I wondered if it was exhilarating, or terrifying.
I was pretty sure that Kristie was hoping for both, which was a surprise in and of itself to me. I know I had teased her about Patrice, and she had taken it quite equanimously, but I had not seen her drooling over a teenaged girl coming.
Kristie was suddenly being very quiet. I think she recognized a tipping point and thought it best that the somehow non-threatening male take the lead.
"Here," I said with excitement and good humor in my voice. "You loosen the bow behind her back and I'll take it off over her head. I say we don't give her the option!"
I calmly reached up and touched the neck band of the apron, looking at her. Sandy jumped, flushed, and grinned a moment, a look of relief flitting across her face at taking some tiny measure of control back from the older woman. Then she slid her hand around behind Kristie, and tugged at the bow. The apron went slack. "Take a look," I said, grinning even more broadly. I waited a beat, which was all it took for Sandy to give in to her curiosity and step beside me. I lifted the apron over Kristie's head and tossed it away. Now we were all naked in our shoes.
Sandy looked a little intimidated again. I didn't blame her. Kristie naked is intimidating, especially if you only had ever seen her in her stylish but shapeless everyday wardrobe.
Sandy had nothing to be ashamed about next to any woman, and had the amazingly taut and smooth skin that still growing into her adult body provided. She was gorgeous, too. But Kristie was both naturally lovely and... well-engineered.
Then she took a breath. We were all naked now, and it seemed to let her feel like she was on a more even footing with Kristie.
"And now?" Sandy asked again, actually smiling.
"What did you call him earlier? A dirty little perv?" Kristie shrugged. "You caught him, red-handed, spying on you. He is in your power. Make him do what you want."
Sandy looked at me... well, she looked at my cock mostly. She seemed unwilling to take a dominant role. "But... he 'caught' me spying on him first. She looked at me expectantly, her eyes filled with trepidation, mixed with expectation.
Well then.
I, at least, had a good role-model in Kristie for how to proceed, I hoped.
"That's right, isn't it?" I said, putting iron in my voice. "You did spy on me like some kind of voyeur, didn't you? I think you even took pictures of me, of my nakedness, didn't you? Didn't you?" I snapped, when she did not immediately respond.
"I did," Sandy said.
"Did you like it?"
Sandy just looked down, probably at my cock, and nodded.
"I'll just bet you did, you dirty girl," I snapped. "I'll bet you will remember it. I'll bet you want to keep those pictures too, don't you?"
"But it wasn't... wait, really?" Sandy asked, suddenly taken with the idea of having those pictures that she had taken.
Oh yeah.
"Maybe I'll let you keep the ones you took," I said. "But think about how you are such a dirty girl, spying on me like that, with your dirty thoughts. Show me how dirty you are, and you can have the pictures."
Kristie was just watching the whole thing play out, standing behind Sandy, half crowding her, half supporting her.
"I... I can be dirty," Sandy said. Then she smiled a little. "I'm feeling really dirty right now. With that, she pushed me softly backward, pressing my ass against the counter edge. She leaned forward and kissed the center of my chest, then moved downward, kissing my centerline as she dropped.



Now on her knees, she kissed my head briefly, then began to stroke her fingertips along and around my cock. As if remembering Kristie for the first time, she murmured, "He is really fat, isn't he?"
"He's a big boy," Kristie allowed, encouragingly. "But you can handle him."
Sandy actually turned and grinned at her. "Oh, I know I can handle it. I'm just enjoying the moment," she added, sudden, surprising confidence in her voice. With that, our young interloper turned back and slid her lips around my glans. I shuddered at the amazing circumstance of yet another new set of lips encasing my cock, then shuddered harder as she took more of me into her mouth, tongue pressing against me eagerly.
Jaws opened wide, Sandy bobbed up and down on me, quite assertively. I felt saliva dripping down my length, but she made no move to stroke my shaft, merely letting one hand rest gently alongside my balls as she moved her head.
And she just kept bobbing away, taking me deeper and deeper, until suddenly, she inhaled deeply. A moment later I found myself with her lips wrapped snugly around the very base of my shaft, and my tip nestled deep in her throat. She didn't even choke.
Kristine did, though. "Wow..." she exclaimed. "You fucking go, girl!"
Sandy did indeed 'go.' She never choked, but there were plenty of gurgling sounds and the wet noises of penetration as she essentially fucked me with her throat.
Honestly, at first I was so busy marveling at how Kristie and I had not only gotten away with being caught, but had turned it so spectacularly to my advantage, not to mention simply being impressed with Sandy's oral skills, that it didn't really register in my conscious mind how fucking incredible the feeling was of this blowjob. Until that moment, I had always kind of thought of deep-throating as some kind of myth or carnival trick.
It did not take long, however, before my dick was crowding all other thoughts from my brain with its constant carols of ecstasy. "Oh for chrissakes, Sandy," I groaned at some point. "This is fucking incredible."
With my dick so deep inside her mouth, she could not look up at me in reply, but her fingers began to massage my balls in earnest.
I was so goddamned revved, and she was so goddamned good, I was not going to last long. Not at all. "Gonna... come..." I gasped out, holding back for all I could. I felt my cock slide free of her throat, but not her mouth, as Sandy simply shifted to an assault on my helmet with her tongue as she kept bobbing me shallowly inside her.
I tried to hold on. I really did. I wanted to enjoy this unexpected oral mastery for longer... much longer. But that was just not going to happen, especially not with Kristie lightly massaging her firm, round tits right on the periphery of my vision.
Sandy felt me tremble and started sucking on me like a straw. I felt the mind-dimming surge hit me, and I started filling her mouth. I gasped in delicious agony and my hips bucked hard. She took my single, hard thrust with ease, my final jet shooting straight down her throat. She did choke at that, but only a little.
My body slumped back against the counter's edge. Sandy kept my cock in her mouth while she swallowed, then let my already sagging and spent manhood slip free at last. She smiled up at me. But for a tear or two in the corner of her eyes, her face was fresh and dry. Nary a drop of cum had escaped her lips.
"Oh wow, thank you," I breathed shallowly, looking down at her and caressing her pretty face. "That was amazing, Sandy."
"So, am I forgiven for spying on you?" Sandy smirked at me.
"Forgiven?" interjected Kristie. "I think you just showed what a dirty girl you are... and how much a girl like you needs to keep those pictures," she added with a laugh.
"But," I said immediately, "you did catch me peeping on you, too."
"Oh," she said archly, "are you going to show me what a dirty little boy you are, as if I didn't know already?"
"Oh, I haven't begun to show you how dirty a perv I am," I laughed, snatching her up in my arms. Sandy was short and slight of form, but she still wasn't light. I perched her on my hip for support and rushed with her into the living room. I wanted to stride purposefully, but I even more did not want to show weakness by dropping her prematurely, thus the rush.
I plopped her down in the middle of the couch and sank instantly to the floor before her. She squirmed and giggled, but let me pry her legs apart with only a token struggle.
But then her eyes widened as I bent forward and licked wetly along her inner thigh. "Holy shit!" our girl exclaimed. She smelled... like almost nothing, she was so fresh down there. I wanted to tease. I wanted to torture her. But I mostly just wanted to dive in, so I indulged myself.
She had a light, curly bush. She clearly kept it trimmed up for swimsuit wear, but she just as clearly had not paid any special care to it that day. A trace of stubble could be seen cutely extending beyond her soft mat of hair--a soft mat that was drenched in sweet nectar between her legs.
I dragged my tongue up the length of her slit, finding its way through the delicate fuzz, and Sandy outright writhed at the oral caress. I slid up a hand to brush through the wet hair, parting it for my tongue's next stroke.
I pressed harder this time, and I felt my taster delve between her labia. I stopped short of her clitoris and slowly forced my tongue inside her tightness. Sandy just kept repeating, "Oh shit, oh shit, oh shit," over and over again.
I nuzzled her briefly, then withdrew my tongue from her depths, and tilted slightly upwards to press and circle the tiny, hard bud of her clit. She moaned loudly. I looked upward at her and reveled at the wide-eyed stare of fascinated lust she returned. She was now just babbling wordlessly, and her arms waved around. I licked her clit harder. Her hands went to my head tentatively, then she suddenly grabbed me and pressed my face even harder into her crotch. "Fuck! More! More!" she growled.
I gave her more, in the form of a finger sliding into her depths. Her hips bucked in response, pressing herself against both finger and tongue. I responded with a second finger.
Things got uncomfortable for a moment as her fingers tugged on my hair painfully, but in a moment, she let go and instead reached up to tug hard on her own wavy brown locks. She tugged hard, and she shrieked at the pain. Then she shrieked louder as she orgasmed like a bottle rocket.
As she writhed against my face, I let the fingers inside her still themselves, but I kept lavishing attention on her clit with my tongue. Sandy just kept screaming in ecstasy, each subsequent cry a little quieter as she seemed to be having trouble inhaling. Finally, her hands slapped down on my forehead together and pushed my hard away from her honeypot.
I sat back and grinned at her in satisfaction. She just stared at me in something like disbelief.
Kristie slid to a seat on the couch right next to Sandy and stroked her shoulder idly. "I'm not sure, Reggie, but I think she enjoyed that..."
"Oh fuck..." was all a still fairly delirious Sandy could manage for a second. Her eyes flashed to Kristie, dealing for a second with the naked proximity, before swinging back to me, where I now sat back on my heels before her, sticky shit-eating grin still on my face. She shook her head as if in disbelief.
"If I were guessing," Kristie went on, "I would bet that that was the best head you've ever gotten."
Sandy snorted, beginning to regain her breath and her concentration. "That was... the only head I've... ever gotten."
It was Kristie's and my turn for disbelief.
"You have gotten that good... that magnificent at blowjobs, and no guy has gone down on you in return?" I asked, scorn for the rest of the male race dripping from my voice.
"No one ever offered?" Sandy said in a questioning voice.
"All playing around aside, Sandy," Kristie said in a suddenly almost maternal and certainly adult voice, "you need a new rule: You get yours, too. No exceptions." Sandy looked at her uncertainly, and Kristie just nodded.
Then Krstie looked at me. "And speaking of that rule, I think I need to get mine," she said, the kitten back in her voice. With that she slid off the couch, turned around and knelt on the floor facing away from me, with her arms braced back on the sofa cushion where she had just left, her right forearm pressing lightly against Sandy's outer thigh. Sandy almost seemed like she would shy away, but she was too fascinated by what was happening.
Kristie just waggled that sweet, tight, round ass at me. "Time for mine," she said, not even looking back at me.
The rest of the guys Sandy knew might be idiots who missed out, but I was not. I just winked at Sandy and bent down myself to lick up the back of Kristie's leg. I worked her thighs apart, giving myself easy access to the shaven smooth lips between and licked them slowly.
Kristie just lifted her head and crooned for a moment, before calling out sibilantly to me, still not looking my way, "Nice, but that's not what I need. I was revved before our friend here showed up, and you two going at it has me dying. I need to be fucked Reggie. Now!"
Kneeling naked between Kristie's legs in a position from which I doubt any man could say no to that request, and I had no such inclination anyway. I straightened up and crabbed forward on my knees. My cock had more than managed to get its act together again already, and I took it in one hand to guide its tip against her more than damp, almost dripping entrance. Letting it rub there softly, I ran both hands now around the curves of her ass, savoring the anticipation.
Kristie just wiggled her hips gently and sighed, "Yesssss..."
Sandy was starting in rapt fascination at the two of us, and her eyes widened even further as I started pressing into Kristie's body. I tried to go as slowly as possible, inching into her but not pulling back even once. Her tight embrace was exquisite as it slowly took me into its grasp. Kristie just lowered her head and groaned in satisfaction as I relentlessly filled her, inch by inch.
I squeezed her ass as my belly finally came to rest, pressed hard against it, all of me buried in her, and I sighed in blissful satisfaction. Then I slowly withdrew almost the whole way, and slid into her again, still slow but not quite so patiently.
My cock might have been hard again, but I knew I would take a good while to come even close to getting off again, and I had every intention of enjoying this fuck to the fullest. I began to establish a soft, easy rhythm of gentle thrusts that I felt I could keep up for a long time, giving me forever to enjoy the sensation of plundering Kristie's clamping confines, and incidentally enjoying the view of Sandy's naked form, leaning forward in fascination.
I lost track of her, pretty quickly, her youthful nakedness drifting into the background of my consciousness, as my mind found itself focusing more fully on the gorgeous woman I was fucking. Shocking, I know. It was incredible to just slide in and out of her, my cock moving easily through her sodden flesh, despite the firm grip her body had on my invading member. For an indefinably long moment, I didn't even see Kristie, my brain just devoting its entire processing power to the sensations emanating from between my legs. I barely perceived the feel of her taut, flexing ass under my fingers.
Movement snapped me out of my delicious fuge, and I saw that Sandy had my camera and was pointing it at us. I looked into the lens and smiled a little wildly, then pointedly looked away and back down to Kristie. "We are doing a photoshoot," I observed to her as I kept up my delicious rhythm.
"I know, I just handed her the camera," Kristie giggled.
How did the camera get in here? Kristie mush have brought it along as she followed us when I carried Sandy in here. Had she taken pictures herself?
Almost certainly, the sneak.
Deliberately without warning her, I shifted the angle that I thrust into Kristie and she gasped. Her hand on the couch that rested against Sandy lifted and clutched her thigh almost involuntarily.
The new angle was an improvement. Noted.
I increased my pace, but just a tiny bit. I was beginning to sense that my balls were catching up to my hard-on in the readiness department, and I was in no hurry for them to do their thing. This was too fucking hot.
Sandy seems to feel the need to distract herself from Kristie's hand on her thigh, which had gone from clutching to massaging. "He's so fucking fat," she said quietly to Kristie. "How can you just keep taking it like that?"
"It's... fucking glorious," Kristine grunted in reply. I felt her press her ass back against mine a little now with each thrust, needfully. "But..." she went on to Sandy between my plunges, "you are... forgetting... oh, fuck... your new... rule." She sighed a moment and just let me fuck her. Then she went on, "Always Get Yours Too!" she said. With that, she pushed up above Sandy's knee and shifted herself to between those lithe young legs, shuffling on her knees.
I had to stop my thrusting, but I was able to keep myself buried in her as I shuffled my way with her. Now, with Kristie kneeling right between Sandy's legs, my view was even more incredible. I looked from Kristie's pert ass, up her sleek, straight back, over her tousled blonde hair which blocked any view of Sandy's crotch from this angle, to Sandy's flat belly, nervously undulating in response to this new alignment, then back and forth over her equally quivering tits, and finally to her face, the expression of hesitant, bewildered uncertainty almost immediately covered by the camera as she lifted it to take more pictures of this same tableau from her viewpoint.
Kristie looked up at Sandy's face while she rubbed her hand teasingly up and down an inner thigh. "I'm going to give it a try now," she said to our new friend.
But she made no move to do so, only holding Sandy's gaze until the younger woman just nodded spastically.
Then Kristie leant forward to kiss one of those juicy nipples. I leaned forward to keep myself inside her and had to brace myself on Sandy's knee with one hand to keep from toppling onto them both.
I doubt Sandy even felt my hand. She only set the camera aside, eyes now like saucers.
Kristie kissed her way down Sandy's belly, which now jerked and rolled like a belly dancer's. She did not linger there, even at the arrestingly deep navel at its center, but kept moving downward. As she reached that soft little bush, she veered slightly to the left, rather than going straight in. As she nibbled softly on the inner thigh, I was back in position to stay upright and I reluctantly relinquished my grip on Sandy's leg. There was nothing reluctant about my continued, languid thrusts.
Suddenly, Kristie's head was square between Sandy's legs and our new friend was gasping in shock, discomfort, and raw pleasure at whatever was happening. I moved my head around for a better viewpoint, but I just could not see what she was doing. It was inconceivable that I could be experiencing sexual frustration while in the middle of fucking Kristie Gaines, yet that is what I felt. I really wanted to see. I settled for starting to fuck Kristie harder.
The shock and discomfort bled away from Sandy's face, leaving just the raw, erotic pleasure as she experienced cunnilingus for only the second time. She did seem to be enjoying it...
Kristie was using her left hand up where I could not see to aid in her efforts, while her right had snaked its way up Sandy's torso, stroking and manipulating a bouncy breast and the jutting nipple at its peak. That seemed like a good idea, and I leaned forward to reach under Kristie and pinch the nipple of a dangling mound. It wobbled delectably in my grasp as I rammed into her.
Sandy might have been the last to arrive in this particular sexual party game, but it was apparent that she was going to be the first to come. Swiftly, her head rolled back and she started moaning and twitching. The sight of her approaching orgasm really was too much for me and I felt my own time of an easy, sensual ride was running out. Between us, Kristie also seemed to be riding the approaching wave.
It burst first over Sandy, and her moaning rose in pitch and urgency as she jerked against Kristie's face. Her voice hit a crescendo and she sagged backward. Kristie raised her head, but left the hand between her legs where it was, and I could see from Sandy's face that it was still working away.
My hips were no longer remotely capable of slow, easy thrusts, and I was pounding into Kristie for all I was worth, gasping with effort and grunting in pleasure. She just ground her ass back against me, quiet sounds emanating from her as well.
Sandy's eyes blearily locked onto mine and at that, I made some kind of guttural noise as the electrical shock of a truly massive ejaculation ran through my body, seemingly tripping every nerve ending from toes to ears... maybe especially the earlobes. Orgasms are funny things. Funny and glorious.
The rush of my jizz into Kristie seemed to kick her into an even higher gear, and her noises rose in pitch and volume. I kept thrusting, a little desperately now, into her and she suddenly bent her face back between Sandy's legs. Sandy almost yelped a bit at the renewed oral assault, then really yelped in surprise at whatever happened when Kristie came. I felt my next-door neighbor shudder almost violently around my cock, her cries leaked out from around Sandy's pussy, muffled and wet sounding.
And that all set Sandy off again. Nothing was in the way to muffle her cries of delight as she thrummed with ecstasy. Her orgasm this time sounded almost exhausted, but possibly the most happy, least surprised yet.
My exhausted cock was wildly overstimulated from keeping up the work after it came, and I almost involuntarily let myself fall backward to the floor, my wet, still hard dick bouncing up and slapping my belly as it popped free of Kristie.
I sat back and just caressed Kristie's ass. There was just no getting enough of touching her backside.
"We need to get upstairs to bed," Kristie said.
Sandy somehow found reserves of energy at that suggestion and they rose to dash their way to the master bedroom. I had to argue for a moment with my legs, which felt like under-done pasta, but I wasn't about to lose that argument and trailed swiftly behind them, the sight of those two backsides bouncing up the stairs a powerful incentive to catch up.
Then we all paused at the foot of the bed. Sandy, bubbling over with excitement and desire as we burst into the room, was suddenly the most timid. An almost frustrated grimace appeared on her face. She turned and kissed Kristie quickly. "I want him to fuck me so bad," she said quickly. "But he was spying on you first, tonight. He should eat you first."
"You are so generous," Kristie said, with complete seriousness. Sandy was on a sex high, and you could see her body demanding more.
"But," I said quietly, leaning in over her shoulder and kissing her ear, "who says I'm the one who needs to lick her pussy?"
Sandy froze. This was the final Rubicon, I thought. She stared at Kristie, who smiled back most encouragingly. Then Kristie just crawled onto the bed, propping herself up against the mass of pillows at the headboard and spread her legs invitingly.
Sandy's mind retreated to details. "Oh wow, I guess I didn't realize. You are totally smooth! Does it hurt to shave down there?"
"Not if you do it right," Kristie laughed. She stroked her smooth, slick labia, as engorged with desire as Sandy's. "Want to come take a closer look?" she asked, her voice more filled with genuine uncertainty than seduction.



Sandy hesitated another beat.
"Go," I said, putting my hand on her pretty rump and giving the slightest of pushes.
Sandy crawled up onto the bed. She found herself on her hands and knees, looking down between Kristie's legs. "Ohhhh," she sighed in hesitant curiosity and desire.
"Touch it," Kristie said softly. Sandy slowly raised a hand and traced her index finger down Kristie's slit. The older woman just shivered.
"I... I don't... I don't know..." Sandy said fearfully.
I knew Kristie didn't want to push her where she genuinely didn't want to go any more than I did. I slid onto the bed beside her and whispered into her ear, "You know you don't need to. I am happy to just shove your ass aside and feast, you know."
She giggled in relief. "Piss off. I'm just... I don't know what the fuck to do!" she practically wailed.
You always assume that a woman would innately know how to give great cunnilingus, were she so inclined, right? I mean, they know what they like, so they could just do that themselves, if they are of the mind to try. But the male population of South Florida had been letting Sandy down in her initial year of forays into sex.
"Lean down," I said slowly. "Start by kissing her thighs. You want to tease her a little first."
"I don't need teasing," Kristie put in, lustily but unhelpfully.
"Yes, she does," I said firmly. "Kiss, lick, and even nibble at that tan, firm flesh inside her leg, then move upward until you are close." I observed happily as Sandy obeyed my instructions. I rested my hand on the small of her back as she moved. Her skin was so fucking smooth.
"Now, get your tongue good and wet and drag it along that bare, beautiful slit. That's it. Taste her. She's fucking delicious, isn't she?"
Sandy licked Kristie again, and then again. The blonde just looked down in ecstasy at the lovely sensation and incredible situation. "Press harder," she instructed now. "Press that strong, supple tongue inside me. Ohhhh, yes. Just like that. Oh hell, you are fucking me with your tongue. That is nice!"
I let Kristie take over the instruction, listening eagerly.
"Oh yeah, that's it. You found my clit. You know how good that feels. Treat it like you did the tip of Reggie's cock. Lick it. Kiss it. Suckit. Oh fuck yeah..." Sandy seemed to have found her rhythm. Which left me with time on my hands. I looked back at that rounded backside and slid deliberately around to kneel behind her, between her knees. She spread them just bit more to accommodate my presence. She knew I was there and was making every effort to encourage me. I took my cock in my hands and rubbed it across the bouncy flesh of her glutes. She only wriggled her hips invitingly in reply.
A particularly loud groan of approval issued from Kristie's lips after Sandy followed some new instruction or other. I had stopped listening, frankly.
I bent my hips and let my cock drop between her thighs, its eager tip caressing her sodden bush. I grabbed her ass in both hands and pressed into her. I heard a gasp from Sandy, and an answering one from Kristie. Jesus, Sandy was tight. She was wet as the ocean, but I still had to pump in and out of her in short thrusts to manage to work my way deeper a little at a time.
It finally registered on Kristie what I was doing and her eyes briefly focused on me. "Go Reggie! Make her scream into my pussy."
"Jesus, Kristie," Sandy mumbled into her crotch. "He's so fucking fat!"
"I know, isn't it glorious?" Kristie sighed, drop her head back down to watch Sandy. Her eyes widened briefly. "As glorious as what you just did there. Do it again, please!"
I suddenly found myself fully inside Sandy. I left myself there for a moment, working the flesh of her ass in my grip and twisting my hips to work my cock around inside of her. But my body was not going to let me be too relaxed about this fuck. It needed to go at it, and hard.
I let it.
I slid myself almost entirely out of Sandy, then slammed back in. She was still tight beyond compare and it took genuine effort to stroke smoothly back into her, but I managed, and she groaned into Kristie's snatch again.
After an in and out or two, it was no longer so hard to thrust into her, just utterly, erotically, delightful as my cock slid through her sodden, slippery, grasping flesh. Keeping my grip on that sweet ass, I started fucking her in a steady rhythm. I did keep changing my angle of attack, seeking where I made her squirm the most until I found it. She was writhing her butt back against me now in sharp motions to meet my every thrust and I was glad to discover that the angle was working marvelously for me as well.
I realized that Sandy was sobbing with pleasure, but refusing to give up pleasuring Kristie, who was moaning herself now.
It was amazing, it was wonderful, and it was not going to last long. All it would take was one of us falling over the cliff coming up before us, and we would all lose it, I was sure. I was just determined to hold out so I was not the first to go.
In the end, it was Sandy who could not hold up against the double-ended sexual sensations, and came first again. I watched over her back as she suddenly pressed her mouth around Kristie's clit and screamed. The sound and the vibrations dropped Kristie into a spiral as well. These two women orgasming sent an overpowering thrill through me. I could feel Sandy spasming directly around my cock, but I also felt Kristie's first orgasm as her hips bucked upward, jamming Sandy back against my cock.
I managed two more thrusts before I exploded inside Sandy. I was just as loud as the two of them. I groaned and gasped as I drained myself inside that nineteen-year-old pussy. Her orgasm just rolled onward, reinvigorated by the arrival of my flooding jizz. My obvious climax seemed to set off in Kristie a second, distinct orgasm, this one leaving her growling low and clamping her thighs around Sandy's head.
It was a moment out of time as the three of us felt the urgency drain from us, replaced by a residue of bliss. I kept my cock jammed as hard into Sandy as I could manage, and Kristie likewise seemed loathe to release her thighs' grip on her head.
Sandy was the first to break, probably feeling a bit like sandwich filling, and twisted free of both of us simultaneously. We all collapsed together on the mattress, somehow maneuvering ourselves to where out heads lay together. I kissed Sandy softly, then Kristie leaned across her to kiss me too.
"Holy crap! That shit was crazy!" Sandy gasped, panting. "Oh my god, please let me come spy on you with Reggie again," she said rapidly to Kristie.
"That can be arranged," Kristie laughed. I laughed along with her.
"But you know, I enjoy watching too," Kristie said. "Maybe next time, we should sneak over to Reggie's backyard after I get done with work while he is floating naked in his pool, playing with himself like he does."
"Naughty boy," Sandy said eagerly.
"Hey," I asked sharply. "How do you know I float naked in the pool?"
"You aren't the only one who knows how to peek," Kristie smiled.
------------
Thanks for reading this little series! I hope you enjoyed it. As always, thanks in advance for your honest votes, favorites and follows. Most of all, give me a comment on how you think this series went!
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Welcome to another series of tales based on the consequences of a single, 'What if?' question. For new readers of mine, please don't expect realistic scenarios. I lean to the plausibly ridiculous.
----------
A REPUTATION 1: CLEANING UP
"Well, that was epic, Will," my roommate Mitch observed drily.
"Yeah," I sighed. It had been a bad five minutes. Bad.
Mitch and I had entered the line for the dining hall to get some 'food' for dinner, when things went wrong. I should not diss the chow in my dorm. Both La Floridita Dorm and its attached dining hall are among the most newly renovated on campus and boast an experimental new dining format. It basically means that there is more variety of mediocre options than in most other dorms. That, and on Thursdays they inexplicably do Italian food pretty well.
Mitch and I had both somehow gotten ahead on our homework, and were looking forward to streaming an older superhero movie we had both somehow never seen after we were done with dinner. (Before more homework.) We were in a good mood, and that unfortunately set me up.
The line was actually a little crowded that evening, so we would be waiting for a while in it. As soon as I realized this, I also noticed that standing right in front of us, one person ahead, were Jessica and her roommate. Jessica is a very nicely put together girl who lives in the next 'house' over in La Floridita from my own. With light, sandy-brown hair and a pretty face, combined with a much more than adequate figure, I had been keeping an eye on her over the month and half since school began this year. I had only talked to her twice, and then only in passing, but at least I knew her (first) name and she always seemed to recognize me when we passed on the road to the dorm or in the dining hall.
She never seemed terribly interested, but hey, she wasn't snubbing me either. It seemed in that moment that a dining hall line was a good place to ask a girl out for the first time. We were sort of stuck in place, and I'd have time to speak to her for a bit before asking her out... to a movie, probably. And... noting ventured, nothing gained, right?
"Hey Jessica," I said, as we reached a turn in the line. Mitch raised an eyebrow at my sudden attention to someone else, but did the right thing and shut up while trying to be invisible.
She turned to me and said, "Oh, hi... Will, right?"
It was a measure of how poorly things had been going for me on the dating front that I took this as an auspicious reply. Rather than stick with my plan to chat her up through most of the time in line, I went for it after but a sentence or two. "Hey, I was wondering, are you interested in going to see the new Fast and Furious with me Friday?" I asked as cooly as I could.
Her face barely twitched. "No... I don't think so," she said in a soft voice that nevertheless thundered with finality. There was no, 'I'm busy Friday.' There was no, 'I've got someone else I'm dating.' There was no, 'I'm seeing it with my roommate.' And there was no, 'I hate Vin Diesel.'
There was only an unmistakably polite but devastating, 'I don't want to go out with you... Will, was it?'
At this moment, as she turned to her roommate to resume their conversation (mercifully with no titters at my expense), I realized that my ideas about the brilliance of asking her out while in line had not taken into account the consequences of a hard No.
Now I had to stand here, one person away from the girl who had just rejected me, for another five minutes. My appetite abated significantly.
Fortunately, the room was loud with fifty chattering kids, waiting for food, ordering food, complaining about food, and eating food. Unfortunately, that meant that Mitch and I could converse about what happened.
"Well, that was epic, Will," my roommate Mitch observed drily.
"Yeah," I sighed.
"And so the dry spell continues," Mitch gently, almost sympathetically, ribbed me. I glared at him mildly.
"Dry spell?" I replied softly, not wanting this conversation to drift past the single person in line between us and Jessica. "We are sophomores, and I still have had a grand total of one date while in college! And that girl didn't even go to this school!"
"Don't forget that she was a psycho,"Mitch added, oh so helpfully.
"She was indeed," I snorted at the memory.
"Still, you should have nailed her before you bailed," he said, not for the first time. "At least she was kinda hot."
"Never wet your wick in crazy," I intoned wisely. Then I added more honestly, "And besides, she wasn't the right kind of psycho for that to happen."
"You always said you could have had her," Mitch accused, genuinely surprised.
"Yeah, well, I wanted to keep some dignity over the whole mess," I confessed, "but since I am already currently utterly humiliated, it seems like a good time to confess that piece of information as well."
Mitch nudged me gently with his elbow. "Ah, don't worry. College is a great time for sex. You will get yours."
I looked at Mitch skeptically. My roommate was not exactly overwhelmed by his own social calendar. In fact, I'd never seen him shot down, because I'd never seen him try. Since we'd become friends, he'd dated one girl, for a month, back in Spring of our freshman year, before we were roommates.
Unfortunately, that made the cocksucker the Voice of Experience when it came to college sex, compared to me.
"You know, you failed so hard because of the bad Karma," Mitch went on slyly.
"Bad Karma?"
"Yeah, you asked her out with her roommate right there, and me right here. You couldn't have gone for the double date?" Mitch asked in a mocking voice. "You deserved your failure."
"Oh?" I asked. "You wanted to be riding in the rear seat when I got shot down just now?"
*
I rolled back into my dorm after a particularly long and boring episode of Russian 201. I hated the class, but I had a language requirement, and I had too much time invested in Russian to drop it now and start over with French, or Spanish, or some other easier language that might actually be useful. RUS 101 and 102 had been okay, but 201 was the worst. I simply did not have a great aptitude for the language to begin with, and this year, the situation was worse, because of the distractions.
First off, the instructor this time round was a young adjunct named Svetlana. She was a native Russian, but that did little to help her teaching prowess. Aside from taking great glee in teaching us lots of profanity, she otherwise made the class truly impossible to concentrate in. Let us say that she was not a natural born teacher. She had no talent for engaging her students. Her accent was hard to understand when she spoke in English, and her voice droned at a way too fast pace when she spoke in Russian.
Worse, she was hot in that Russian mail-order bride kind of way. Her shoulder-length blonde hair framed big doe eyes set in a face that was simultaneously rounded and angular somehow. She was medium height, but so silky in her movements, she looked like a tall fashion model. Nice tits, too. It says something that a woman this hot could be so profoundly boring that it was impossible to hang on her every word, but she pulled it off. Whenever I could manage to pay attention to her, it was in all the wrong ways.
Still, a very junior, non-career teacher who is a walking wet-dream should not be the worst situation, right? Unfortunately, she was quite definitely not the sort of teacher who hunted for sex among her students--probably because that would have been interesting, and she didn't do interesting. And if she had been the sort to play with students, I suspected that there was a better than even chance that she and I would be interested in the same partners...
And Ms. Godinova was not the only distraction from trying to learn Russian's miserable alphabet and spelling. (Really, it is the worst. Only half the letters are familiar, and several of those have completely different sounds.) Elaine Waters took up a good portion of my attention during class as well. She was cute, and blonde, and stacked, and I put as much effort into considering where to sit in relation to her as I did into conjugating irregular verbs. I started off the year sitting behind her, but the chairs in that classroom hid her backside, and I found that very frustrating. Then I sat right in front of her, to keep her out of my vision entirely, but I kept finding myself turning around during class, which is kind of a hard way to stare at a girl unobtrusively.
I ended up usually sitting in the same row as her, across the center aisle. This had the advantage of giving me a great view of her impressive profile, but had the distinct disadvantage of giving me a great view of her impressive profile.
I had suggested that we partner up to study a few times, and she hadn't outright rejected me, but her dorm was all the way on the opposite side of campus from La Floridita, and it had never worked out. But she hadn't outright rejected the idea, so I of course fixated on her.
All this left me in my usual blue-balled, post-Russian condition as I trundled through the common room of my house, only to find the soap opera crowd breaking up. Yes, they were exactly what I called them: a non-trivial number of students who scheduled their classes around a soap opera (maybe General Hospital?), then watched it together religiously. Who says appointment viewing is dead?
It was an odd assortment of students who made up La Floridita's soapwatch cadre--guys as well as girls, from all sorts of majors... even ones that took some real work. All of them made sure they could grab lunch and sit in that room to watch a bunch of semi-talented actors who were all hot, or once were, perform a meandering, ridiculous story.
I had briefly been sucked into the soapwatch crew in my freshman dorm toward the end of Fall semester, but had been saved by the mid-day schedule of a mandatory class in the Spring.
Eh, the girl I was interested in who was part of that group had already become an item with another guy anyway.
Among the kids getting up from the couches in the common room and gathering their backpacks was Shawn Maccan, our third-floor RA. Our fearless Canadian leader was just slightly taller than me, with long legs, and a beautiful round butt that were virtually always showcased in pale blue jeans that were never tight, but always perfectly fitted. Further north, she had proportional breasts, and blazing red hair with tons of freckles. I waved at her with a smile. She waved back and stepped toward me. "Hey Will! How's the vehicle?"
I'm an engineering major, and my current Mechanical Engineering class was engaged in a furious competition to craft toy cars that did various tasks, powered only by a rubber band. It was always nice that Shawn knew me well enough to keep track of my interests. She clearly liked me. This did not make me unhappy.
Of course, she was an RA, I reminded myself, as I often needed to. She was literally contractually obligated to like me.
"My partner and I broke our model yesterday," I sighed. "It wasn't working out anyway. That hill we have to climb is pretty steep for the one rubber band."
"Will you be okay?" she asked, her green eyes honestly inquiring about my project's prospects.
"I think so. It is probably good in the long run that it broke and we have to take the time to start from scratch. I don't think that original design was ever going to win, no matter how much we had tweaked it."
"How is your competition?" Shawn asked. It was the right question to cheer me up, actually.
"Just as bad," I laughed. "Half the vehicles can't even get started up the hill, and those that do either can't follow the turn or turn too much. One team's has gone over the rail and smashed twice. The other tasks are mostly just a hard for most teams."
She laughed with me. "Remind me when the competition happens. I want to come watch. If you think you have a chance to win, we'll get a group from the dorm and go cheer for you," she said generously. Sadly, I realized that she wasn't that interested in how I did, as much as she was in the chance to provide some group activity for the house. "You know how hard it is to come up with good ideas for house activities that don't involve tequila," she added, confirming my glum assessment.
"I'll do my best to be in contention for your benefit," I grinned wryly.
She slapped me on the shoulder. "I'll come watch, regardless. I think competitions like that are fun," she said. "Even if I have left such real-world calculations behind," she added airily, brandishing the text book she was carrying off toward her next class. She was an actual Mathematics major, and I am genuinely not sure that I could understand the title of her textbook, much less its contents.We said our goodbyes, and I may have watched her go, shouldering her backpack as she went, for longer than was strictly necessary.
"You should ask her out, man," Mitch had pestered me more than once when I let myself comment on Shawn.
The last time, just the prior week, I had snapped back, "Come on! She's a senior, and more to the point, an RA!" I did not add that I felt she was out of my league.
"So?"Mitch laughed. "Will, it is not like she's a teacher, or a priest or something. She's a student just like us who gets a free dorm room for breaking up fights between chick roommates and making sure the rest of us don't burn down the place in a drunken stupor. Moreover, you know that she doesn't have a boyfriend."
I just shook my head. Yes, Shawn liked me. But she liked everybody. She even tolerated Freddy Townsend down the hall, and he was a pustule on humanity.
*
Saturday, my project partner and I had spent the morning crafting and assembling our revamped design. We had settled on a new joining method that let us build the car around two central trusses that saved weight and added strength. The results had been promising, and we had broken up at lunch time, ready to start testing the new design Sunday.
I grabbed lunch at the campus Chick-Fil-A, indulging myself at the expense of a few Flex-Dollars. The sandwich hit the spot, and I was in a good mood when I returned to my dorm. My mechanical prowess was looking good, and I had avoided Grey Meat Product burgers for lunch.
As I approached my room, I saw that a door was open across the hall and a few yards closer than my own. Since that door belonged to Rachel, one of the better-looking sophomores in our house, I leaned in. She was sitting on her bed, cross-legged. She wore a loose white teeshirt and black track pants, a typical weekend outfit for her. It showed off her nicely tanned legs and narrow waist, but the blousy tee gave no real view of what I knew from other outfits were some nice, if modestly-sized breasts. She smiled in casually friendly fashion when she saw me.
I don't want the start of this story to sound as if my college is an un-ending stream of hot chicks. It is not. Not at all, alas. But it's a big school, so there are standouts to be found. Sadly, those standouts are in demand.
This was the case with Rachel, alas. When I arrived in her room, I found her chatting with Chad Daniels. This was a not uncommon circumstance, and a not welcome one either. Clearly, both of us found Rachel attractive, but she seemed oblivious to our interest, possibly intentionally oblivious. I had never gotten a signal that I might succeed if I asked her out.
At least I had the satisfaction that Chad was equally stuck in the Waiting Room. We both waited there, unsure if the next door, should either of us even get through it at all, led to a date or two, or to the dreaded Friend Zone. In the mean time, we were in a bit of limbo.
The two of us eyed each other in that friendly/unfriendly way guys do when in the company of an attractive, unattached girl. "Hey Rachel! Hey Chad," I said as I leaned against the doorframe. Rachel had a single dorm room, and it was small. Had I entered, I'd have had to invade someone's space.
"Will," Rachel said happily, "you are just the guy. Settle this for us, will you?"
"What?" I asked, intrigued. I got more intrigued when I saw Chad looking sour at my being included.
"The original Star Wars was shot in Tunisia, right?" he said heavily.
"No, it was Algeria," insisted Rachel.
Fuck. I had to side with goddamned Chad. "The Tatooine stuff was shot in Tunisia," I said wryly to Rachel.
"Shit," she grumbled. Chad gave me a fist to bump. Victory was victory, after all. "You are both such nerds," Rachel grumped, though the Hermione Granger poster on her wall established her own credentials in that department.
Much to Chad's displeasure, I hung around, rather than depart after giving him his victory. We all chatted for a bit, until Rachel threw her arms out wide to illustrate a point.
"Oh geez!" I groaned and turned away toward the hallway, unable to look at her. "Don't do that!"
"Do what?" both of them asked, puzzled.
I looked back at Rachel cautiously. She had lowered her arms. "Do that... with your arms," I said, still upset and grossed out. "Your elbows bent backward! They shouldn't do that," I said.
Rachel laughed. "Mine do. You mean like this?" She stretched out an arm and I watched as her elbow bent backward. Way backward. I'd seen people who could do that before, and it always grossed me out. But Rachel could evidently do it way further than anyone I'd ever seen before. She just stuck out her arm beside her body, palm up. Then she slid the forearm back and the elbow just bent backward... like 20 degrees!
I stared, bug-eyed for a second, then flinched away. "Stop that!" I almost shrieked, and looked away again, a shiver of creepy nastiness running through me.
Okay.
I am aware that I am coming off as some kind of freaked out wienie. In my defense, I was acting like a freaked out wienie. There is a good reason for this. I was in fact, a freaked out... you get the picture. It was a visceral thing. It didn't make Rachel any less of an attractive girl... as long as she didn't do that shit with her arms.
Chad and Rachel, especially Rachel, were laughing. After a moment, I was laughing too. A little. I was clearly being ridiculous, and I was genuinely finding my own antics just a bit funny. But I also was laughing to make sure Rachel didn't think I was a freak. The more I over-reacted, I realized, the less pathetic, and more humorous, I looked.
I bent over in laughter, looked up at Rachel, and winked. It helped that her arms were on her hips, and bending the way God intended them to.
I dropped my head down and shook it. And I paused. I turned my head and sniffed.
Thank God I had been freaked out. I stank, and hadn't noticed. I had played beer pong the night before until the wee hours, and then gotten up early to work on the vehicle. I hadn't showered.
If Chad hadn't been there, I'd have gone and sat next to Rachel. She would have been polite, but spent the whole time I was there thinking associating me with B.O.
Unfortunately, Chad was there, and noticed my sniff. "Smell something rank, Will?" the bastard laughed.
Own it. Always own it.
"Yeah. Me," I said brazenly. "A morning doing brilliant engineering in the sun has made me fit company for no one. I'm going to have a shower." I looked at Rachel. "You hang out and keep your hands clasped in front of you so your elbows bend the right way."
"You mean like this?" she said holding her hands together, palms up so both elbows bent that unnatural direction again.
"Stop that," I groaned, and bailed.
Okay, that was humiliating. But at least the whole thing was good humored. I kept my head up, avoided stinking up Rachel's room, and got out without having to look at those elbows any more.
And I didn't puke on Rachel's floor.



I slid back into my own nearby room. Mitch was nowhere about. I ditched my clothes in the hamper. Laundry was in my immediate future, I realized. I wrapped myself in a towel, and bounced out of my room to the men's room across and just down the hall.
I usually don't walk in the halls in just a towel. About half the people in my dorm do, but I usually don't. But the dorm was largely deserted at that time of day, so I decided not to stink up a robe or my jammies.
The bathrooms in our dorm have individual shower stalls, instead of communal showers, which is nice. It would not have mattered that sunny Saturday afternoon, though. Most of the student body was out of their residence halls and enjoying life.
I stepped into the stall, which had a bench and towel hook in the front part, then a simple shower curtain to keep the spray within the back, shower area. I hung up my towel and closed the curtain behind me, running the single shower head. I had chosen this stall because we all knew it was the one that some enterprising student had removed the flow restrictor from, meaning I could get clean in less than an hour. The people from Facilities would find the 'vandalism' soon enough and replace the restrictor, but for now, those of us who knew, enjoyed our full-power showers.
At this time of day, there was all sorts of hot water, and I enjoyed clearing the stank off myself. I had just finished shampooing, when I heard someone wander into the room. I shrugged and rubbed body wash on my chest.
Suddenly, arms shoved into my shower stall, one on each side of the curtain. Nice looking arms. Feminine arms. Feminine arms that bent backward obscenely at the elbow.
"Boogidie!" Rachel laughed.
I jumped. The elbows were a nasty shock, but I mostly just reacted to the startling nature of the situation.
She waved her arms and laughed again. "Scaredy cat!"
I was not scared. I was startled. And she was out of line.
I grabbed her wrists, one in each of my hands. "Straighten your elbows," I demanded, trapping her.
"No! Deal with them," she taunted. "And hey, let me go!" she laughed sternly, tugging her arms back.
I had a better grip on her than I had thought, and she could not break free. I should have let go. I intended to let go. But I didn't.
I'll confess, I was a bit cranky at her coming into the men's room. And the elbow thing had gotten old by now. Suddenly, she sounded as embarrassed as I had earlier, so I hung on for revenge.
Rachel twisted her arms, trying to break free, giggling madly now. I was grinning on the other side of the curtain, trying to hang on. My fingers were unfortunately slippery. I almost lost my grip on one wrist, but clamped down again. It was a regular tug of war.
In the commotion, I had kind of forgotten that I was bare-assed naked in this wrestling match, with only the shower curtain separating us. When Rachel almost pulled me out of the stall, my condition suddenly registered. In panic, I leaned backward hard.
But I didn't let go.
The next thing I knew, I had pulled Rachel into the running shower with me. The curtain, which was pretty meager to begin with, both short and lightweight, started out pressed between us, but slipped free over her shoulder in a slick sweep, enclosing us together.
And I was naked in there, holding Rachel's wrists, both of us being sprayed with water.
We froze. Then we laughed. Then Rachel gulped when she realized she was staring right at me, buck naked. Then she laughed again, and I laughed too, because I could think of nothing else to do... until I registered what I was seeing.
She was soaked now too. And that loose-fitting white tee she had on? Apparently she wore it like that so she need not bother with a bra. But now, the fabric was painted against her torso. And it was the kind of thin, loose-weave cotton that doesn't just cling, it turns almost transparent when wet.
Several things happened all at once. She froze, staring at me, while realizing how see-thru her shirt had become. I froze, staring at her, and discovering to my horror that my dick felt that now was a great time to get instantly hard.
I released her wrists like they were made of lava.
We both said something along the lines of, "Oh shit, I'm sorry!" and we both desperately tried to turn away and hunch over simultaneously.
The problem with that was, there was no room in the narrow stall. We collided and both slipped on the wet, soapy tile. I'd love to tell you how I gallantly reached out and saved her from a nasty fall, but truth is, we both reacted to try to keep the other from falling. Honestly, Rachel might have done more for me than I did for her to keep upright and uninjured.
But the upshot was, we were now standing under the running water, holding onto each other tightly. My right hand was under her armpit. Her right arm was on my shoulder. Both our left hands were on each other's ass. Her wet, insufficiently concealed tits were pressed against my chest. And my hard dick was pressed against her belly.
The seriously firm curve of her ass felt so fucking good in my hand, the thin nylon fabric of her shorts almost like it wasn't there. I couldn't help it, I squeezed hungrily.
Rachel actually cried out a little, but rather than protesting or pulling away, her cry turned to another giggle and she leaned a little harder against me. Her fingers eagerly started to explore my bare backside in turn. I only had time, with all my workload, to work out at the student center twice a week, but thank God I always included squats.
My hand under her armpit slid downward just a bit, and I inched it toward her front. But I just could not, in somehow swift indecision, bring myself to slide it over to grasp one of the tasty tatas pressed against my chest. Everything so far was still plausibly an accident, right?
I lowered my head in frustration.
Rachel, who was a decent bit shorter than me, turned her head slightly as I did so, and our cheeks brushed together. In a flash, instigated by which of us I am not sure, we were kissing. Her tongue flashed out, inviting itself over for a nice cup of tea with its counterpart.
Neither of us were at the accidental stage any more. I groaned in relief at that.
My hand on her ass clamped harder, pulling her up to her tiptoes against me to deepen our already tongue-filled kiss. And I let my hand slide over the sodden cotton of her tee to grasp a wonderful handful of tit. I squishily worked the mound, then slid my fingers to pinch lightly at the large, hard nipple that thrust against the almost invisible fabric.
Rachel threw back her head, freeing her mouth to say happily, "Oh yeah, that feels nice!" Free of her mouth, I bent my neck further to kiss the side of her neck.
Rachel's hand, which was still on my shoulder slid down over my chest, tracing its outlines. I am in good shape, but my chest is nothing special. I found its less-than-buff condition awesome however, as it could not hold her interest, and her hand slid down further, coming to rest on my cock. Her fingers wrapped around it and massaged eagerly. "Fuck, Will! This is a nice cock!" my lovely neighbor exclaimed, trying but not quite succeeding in burying her face in my neck. I only groaned appreciatively in response.
While the Uber-thin shorts did nothing to reduce my appreciation of her ass, they were still in the way. I slid my hand up and then back down inside her waistband, cupping the bare flesh underneath. Apparently lazy Saturdays were for full commando, as far as Rachel was concerned. I pushed my hand away from her, stretching out the waistband and pushing downward. Rachel pulled away a little and writhed her hips, helping me slide the shorts free of her waist. I pushed downward and she worked her legs until the clinging wet shorts dropped to the tile floor of the shower and I kicked them safely into a corner.
She still had her teeshirt on, but I didn't want to go through the contortions of getting it off at the moment. I turned her against the back wall of the shower and bent to suckle on the tit I had not been molesting, right through the wet cotton. This nipple was equally eager and responsive as the one my fingers still teased, and Rachel was definitely vocal about how much she liked what I was doing. Her hand on my dick pulled it and me harder against her.
The fabric of her teeshirt was acting like a wick, and as I sucked on her tit, streams of shower water were flowing into my throat. I lifted my head and turned it to cough for a moment to clear the choking water. All four of our hands were busy, so Rachel just bulled her face back against mine, turning me toward her again with an insistently herding nose. She kissed me again, needfully.
"Now..." she moaned.
That seemed like a problem for a moment. As I said, I'm a good chunk taller than Rachel, and there sure as hell was no room to lie down in that tiny shower cubicle. But our dormitory had originally been an all girls operation, back in the fifties when it was built, and I instantly blessed the designers who had converted the second bathroom on the hall to the Mens' room. They had left the little benches in the showers that were intended to make it easier for girls to shave their legs. It wasn't really a bench at all, just a narrow tiled ledge, but that meant it was stable and sturdy.
I lifted Rachel against the wall, and she swiftly stepped up onto the support. That brought her face actually a little higher than mine, and she eagerly guided my cock, which I don't think she had let go of since she first touched it, between her legs.
With no one else using the showers on this or any other floor at that odd time of day, the hot water still ran strong. Rachel's whole body was warm and wet, but it was nothing compared to what I discovered between her legs. She rubbed my tip along her already parting lips, and I pushed eagerly. I raised one foot of my own to the bench and pushed harder. Rachel sank herself down slightly in return and I began to slide into her.
"Oh shit, that is so good!" she gasped happily.
"You feel goddamned amazing," I replied just as enthusiastically. She was truly tight, but so slick with desire that I penetrated her smoothly and ecstatically. I sighed loudly as I sank into her depths, a sigh that was answered in kind.
I hope I had not given you the impression that I was a virgin. I wasn't. While prior to this moment, college had indeed been one long dry spell, I had more, if still modest, success with girls back home. I had been laid before, in other words. But the couple of tipsy tumbles on borrowed beds at house parties that I had enjoyed in the past were nothing compared to the hot, wet, crazy... thing that this was.
And Rachel was way, way more aggressive than any girl I had so much as touched before. And appreciative.
That fucking bench (har) was just about perfect for the two of us. With my one raised foot, I was able to drive into her smoothly and easily. Rachel just grabbed my ass with both hands and made sure I didn't stop, and didn't slack.
My hands were actually free, and at last, I pushed her shirt up under her armpits, letting those sweet handfuls bounce free. I couldn't decide which one to suckle on, so I went back and forth between them. Rachel liked that too. "Suck them, Will. Suck 'em both!" I bit a nipple experimentally and she demanded more.
I slid one hand down her belly, which, despite all the other stimulus I was offering, still twitched at my caress. I briefly circled her belly button with a finger tip, then dipped it into that tiny valley. It clearly tickled and she snorted a little, but belly button play clearly was not interesting her. So I let my finger drop down further between us.
"Oh shit, that is not fair" she practically wailed as my finger found her softly swollen clit, rubbing it circularly as I continued to drive my cock into her. Each thrust was a jolt of pleasure that sparked in my groin and spread out in random directions through my body.
This, I thought, is why women should not object to guys jacking off. I had taken care of business that morning, and I was very glad I had, or this whole shower experience would have been much more truncated.
As it was, Rachel herself was showing signs of 'arrival' way before I was ready to cum myself. I could feel her breathing shallow up, and see her eyes struggle with themselves to either widen or droop. The way she started to groan out loud, "Don't stop! I'm almost there. Don't. Stop. Fucking me," might have been another clue.
I drove harder into her, and watched her carefully as I shifted my finger around her clit. I finally found just the right way to stroke it a moment after it was no longer an issue, and I felt her insides clamp down on me desperately. "Yessss," Rachel moaned. "Yeeeessss!" I felt her entire body shiver against mine, rolling waves of trembling exploding through her. Her fingers ground into my ass and she bucked against my continuing thrusts. I did not relent in my deliriously fun invasion of her body, even when she slowly began to stop spasming and start breathing again.
The incredible feeling of having induced this reaction in her body moved me a lot closer to my own consummation, and I pumped even harder. A grin split my face. I hoped it didn't look to creepy.
Rachel's eyes came back into focus, and apparently she seemed to like whatever she saw in my expression. But she blinked a few times in thought and pulled my ass again, driving me into her harder. "This is amazing," she gasped, "but I don't think you should come inside me. It's not really the wrong time of the month, if you know what I mean, but... you know."
As they say, you know what they call a girl who uses the Rhythm Method? Mom.
I had not been going to come inside her anyway, but it was a valuable reminder. Things can slip the male mind at a time like this. I just nodded, pumping into her. I think she came again. If not, she got deliciously close to the edge before I gasped and pulled out urgently.
Rachel's hand shot to my cock and jerked it smoothly as she sank down to sit on the little bench. I think she was going to suck me off, but she barely got her face near my cock before I shouted involuntarily and let fly a fucking geyser of cum. It was all in one single, arching blast that arched up, over and slapped across her, peaking at her nose, across her open mouth, and down in a wiggling line over her bunched up shirt and naked tits.
I've always produced a lot of jizz when I come, but this was ridiculous. And all in one spurt? I honestly felt like my intestines had liquified. I slapped a hand out with a crack against the shower wall to keep myself for toppling down on top of Rachel. She giggled a loud, "Wow!" and softly stroked my cock, helping me come down from the shock gently.
Damn, that slap had been loud. I absently hoped no-one had come into the room to take a leak. But I had been keeping an ear out for the door, and had heard nothing. Hopefully.
I smiled down at Rachel and she back up at me. I pulled her to her feet and we kissed again, less urgently, and more in mutual gratitude and fulfillment. I felt my cum smear across my own face as we did, and I steered us under the spray of the shower, letting the soothing water calm us both and at the same time, sluice my spooge off our faces and Rachel's sodden shirt and breasts.
I could not resist a gentle, final stroke of those lovely, petite tits.
We smiled at each other again.
"Let's this be a lesson to you, about flaunting your unnatural elbows," I smiled sternly. "I don't want to see that again!"
Rachel smirked. "At the moment, I'd think you'd want nothing more than lots of bent back elbows!"
We both laughed--lovely, happy laughter.
She sobered just a touch. "But Will, listen. I'm a pre-med. I'm going to have to leave this shower and go back to figure out some way to resume studying after this." She looked at me hesitantly. "I don't have time for a boyfriend. You or anybody else. I don't," she added with evident regret, "have time for hot shower sex." I just nodded, and kissed her forehead. "At least not regularly," she added with a touch of glee.
I shook my head. "You are a stronger, smarter person than me. My workload is as bad as yours, and right now, I doubt I'd have the willpower to resist just setting up my living arrangements in this shower stall."
Rachel laughed, both at my joking admission, and at my contention about my workload. As we turned off the shower, squeezed her clothes free of actual dripping water, and she got dressed after we shared my single towel, she and I actually got into an argument over who has the worst workload, Pre-Meds or engineering students.
It was a fun little back and forth, and felt quite like our normal interactions. That was weird, but re-assuring. If I wasn't going to be able to flunk out from fucking this girl constantly, at least I was pretty sure she would still be my friend.
With her clothes back on, Rachel was... still not decent. The black shorts clung to her ass, upper thighs, and crotch fairly explicitly, and the loose teeshirt still stuck to her torso wherever it touched. She moved wrinkles around to at least keep her aureoles from staring out if anyone saw us.
Our argument about our career path miseries ground down to the fact that she had to work her ass off to avoid a career-killing B+, and I had to work my ass off to avoid a career-killing F. From the outside, the situations might have seemed very uneven, but the stakes were the same, and the amount of work was too. Let the Liberal Arts majors have relationships and lives. We'd actually be able to pay off our loans.
"Okay, at least we are close to our rooms," I said, tightening my sodden towel around my waist.
"Yeah, and the dorm is always deserted on Saturday afternoons," Rachel agreed. Both of us felt a bit like whistling past the graveyard. We huddled together as we exited the stall and crept to the door. The dash to our respective rooms was going to be short, but you never knew who might choose that instant to come back inside the dorm.
"Yeah, deserted," I replied. "You know, except for the Engineers and Pre-Meds hitting their books!"
We grinned, and slipped out the door, ready for the dash to our rooms.
Yeah.
The thing was, that slap of my hand against the wall may have been loud, but not nearly the loudest noise we made. Nor had it been the most revealing noise we had made. And we had been making those noises for a while now...
Fucking goddamned applause greeted us as we opened the door. Five... no, six of our dorm mates leaned sardonically against the walls of the hall, waiting for our exit. There were many evil grins. There were actually many jealous grins. And there was nearly universal surprise at our identities as we exited the bathroom quickly before freezing in shock.
The applause turned to hoots.
We unfroze simultaneously.
"Don't you people have lives?" I sneered, stoping toward my room, brandishing my key card.
"You're in my door, Kate," Rachel said just as casually to her tall friend who was leaning against Rachel's still open doorway. Rachel had clearly not intended to be out of her room long when she went to the showers to gross me out... I kept her in the corner of my eye, and I swear she winked at Chad, who had just walked up the hall to see what the ruckus was.
Really? Him? Right Now? I wasn't jealous... mostly. And I found myself quite sure that he couldn't handle her if she gave him a shot.
Embarrassed, but head held high, I slipped into my room, still feeling all those eyes on my back.
----------
Like the premise? I'm taking the risk of rolling this one out before I finish all the chapters, so expect there to be a little longer between published entries. Hang in there and check back! On the bright side, your comments could help to shape the direction a bit, so please let me know what you think, and what works for you! Thanks as always for your votes, favorites, and follows too!
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A REPUTATION 2: REFERRAL
So the whole thing with Rachel turned out to be a mixed bag.
I mean, I had awesome, wet, loud, shower sex with a very attractive girl in my dorm, with the promise of the odd future encore, so no matter what else, I was chalking it up as one of the biggest wins of my life... But, there were consequences.
For instance, no matter how much I wanted to publicly ignore what happened, there had been multiple, obvious ear-witnesses. And when two people in the dorm put on the kind of audio performance that Rachel and I had, and those two people hitherto had not been on the general populace's mental list of 'people who had sex,' much less the on the far smaller list of 'people who have epic, freaky sex'... there was going to be talk. Thank God there had not been anyone ballsy enough to sneak into the bathroom and become an eye-witness.
As it was, we both suddenly had a reputation.
Rachel dealt with it in her own way, and perhaps more effectively. She certainly managed to defuse her own part in things, and avoided becoming a subject of discussion. First, she resolutely stayed away from me in the closely following days, while remaining open and friendly when we met by chance. She neither was, nor acted, hostile, but she made damned sure that the two of use were never so much as walking in the same direction in the same hall for quite a while after. Second, she rather irritatingly continued to hang out with Chad. It wasn't like she was suddenly his girlfriend, but you did see them hanging out more, in the dining hall and common rooms. She presented the face of a normal student who was mildly involved with someone else other than me. For people who heard about the shower second-, and especially third-hand or more, it was easy to dismiss her as really being the rumored female in question. She had a completely normal relationship that seemed to be utterly unaffected by what happened, so it didn't sound like her. How she persuaded Chad to act like nothing had happened, I don't know. But I had my suspicions.
Her process worked fairly well, I thought. She certainly avoided the dreaded S-word label.
As for me, I handled things differently--which is to say, I took no steps to handle the situation at all. Also, I had not slunk away in the immediate aftermath, but just owned my embarrassment. And I had no other casual relationship to hide in. Most importantly, I had a loud-mouthed roommate with impulse control issues.
*
Later that same Saturday, the evening after it went down with Rachel and me, I was in my dorm, having gotten dressed for the upcoming planned night of crashing frat parties and drinking their beer. I was way more relaxed about that prospect than I had ever been in the past. I had gotten quite thoroughly laid already that day. My dry spell was over, and I had no rush to go on the hunt again. I was finally going to be able to just relax from a hard week of work, get a buzz, and maybe meet some new friends.
The door to our room slammed open, and Mitch stood in the doorway, feet spread wide, one hand balled into a fist on his hip, and the other pointing dramatically at me. "You!" he said breathlessly. Honestly, from my vantage, sitting on the floor working on my shoe, he looked like someone in a dramatically over-wrought comic book panel from my vantage. I just bent back to putting a new showplace in my Nike. My roommate slammed the door behind him and flopped into his desk chair. "You!" he hissed a second time, exhausting his temporarily limited vocabulary.
I looked up at him passively. "It's usually me," I said, looking down at my shoe again. "I live here, you know?"
"You..." he sputtered. "You nailed Rachel!" I gave him no response. "In the showers!" He gathered himself to find more words. "In the middle of the after-fucking-noon!"
My inner gentleman wanted to deny or at least refuse to confirm the situation. But he had obviously heard the word. Denial would be pointless, right?
I looked up at him and just grinned. I could not help it.
"Holy shit, man," Mitch groaned. "I am not worthy to breathe the same air as you. I know you've hung out around her some, but how long have you been working up to this?"
"I wasn't working up to it at all," I said. "It just kind of happened." It was rapidly occurring to me that I should not place an iota of trust in Mitch's discretion, or even in his simple ability to keep his mouth shut in the least. But still... Bro Code. I would have to give him something, didn't I?
"Details," Mitch demanded. "I want them all!"
A blow-by-blow was not going to fucking happen. Unlike Mitch, I am capable of discretion when appropriate. But I was also hardly going to stay totally silent either. The urge to brag was warring with the dawning realization that I must not fan the flames. I bit my lower lip in consideration of what I was going to give him, and what he was going to have to live without. Finally, I said slyly. "It was hot. It was epic. It was soaking wet. And it was unwisely loud, as illustrated by the fact that you had already heard about what happened before you came in here. Who told you?" I asked.
"Rob Gerande," Mitch said promptly. "He saw the two of you come out of the bathroom. I hear there was applause. He says his hands still hurt from clapping."
I let my head sag in despair. All I said was a long, low, "Fuuuuuck..."
"What's the matter?"
"Rob Gerande was not one of the people standing outside the bathroom," I said firmly.
"Nooo!" Mitch said in distress. "Then he was lying? Wait... but you said it did happen."
"It did happen," I sighed. "But this is fucking bad. It has only been a few hours, the story has spread so fast, and douches like Rob think it is so juicy, they are claiming to have been there. By next week, half the house will have themselves believing that they were in that hall. I'll be a laughing stock."
"Or a god," Mitch snorted.
"Do I look like a god?" I grimaced.
For a moment, Mitch looked at me seriously, then we both burst into laughter.
"DKE House tonight?" he said, shaking his head and getting up to change his shirt. The Deltas were usually good for frontline, brand-name beer. I shrugged and nodded. Anywhere not in our own dorm that evening sounded just peachy.
The party was fairly calm, for a frat open house, and I enjoyed myself. No one there knew who I was. This was a situation that always used to make me feel frustrated and a little sad, but that night, it was just what the doctor ordered. Only once did I catch sight of someone who even looked like they might be talking about me.
*
I grabbed a very early breakfast the next morning and was at the Frederick H. Donaldson Applied Engineering Laboratory before my partner, Dale. I set about my work with new energy and a very positive attitude. Getting laid, and laid hard, sure did wonders for the old motivational centers.
Dale strolled in shortly after me, and aside from noting at one point that morning that I sure seemed to be in a good mood, we worked in a blessed absence of discussion about my shenanigans the day before. Dale lived in an off-campus apartment by himself, and was a clueless shut-in to boot. He would hopefully never learn about the episode at all. It would suck if he ever did hear about it, because he would either demand a detailed breakdown of how sex actually worked, with diagrams of the leverage employed, etc., or he would pester me about why anyone would want to waste time on girls anyway. I was unsure which it would be.
Dale was a strange ranger, but a helluvan engineer.
Our new design came together very well and, due to my not lazing in bed that morning, very fast. Fast enough that we were able to take the vehicle out and see how it took at least the straight part of the test hill. Our steering mechanism was not ready yet for the curve at the top. Our little beauty scuttled up the hill like a mountain goat, even with a couple of good-sized pebbles taped on top to make a simulation of other components to be added later.
It was a gratifying and successful morning.
During our third run up the ramp, testing rubber band tensions, I heard a friendly, "Hey Will!" from behind us. I turned, puzzled, and saw Felicia from the third floor of my building, riding by on her bike, toward the library.
"Hi, Felicia," I called back, puzzled. Since when did she bother to say hi to me?
"Girl?" Dale asked intelligently. Yes, Dale, that was a girl. I was not going to have to answer questions for Dale, at least.
*
I ditched my partner after a lunch spent planning new components. We were now able to think realistically about some of the extra-credit stretch goals after the morning's successful work and tests. I rode my bike back to my dorm, hoping to grind out an hour or so's worth of writing for my English class.
Most of my engineering brethren viewed English with fear and distrust, but for me, it was an easy grade to keep up my GPA. A little bit of time was all it took. What can I say? My mom made me learn how to string sentences together.
I entered my dorm and headed to my room, unbothered by my neighbors, except for a, "Right on, Will!" from some dude whom I did not see as I headed up the stairs.
Great. Now I was a celebrity among the meathead horndogs. Whoever that sonofabitch was, he probably only learned my name in the last 24 hours.
I closed my door firmly behind me and sat down with my laptop to try to come up with something new to say about Shakespeare's sonnets that was not stupid. It had been our professor's earnest plea.
It had also been an evil trick. After centuries of scrutiny, anything new said about the Sonnets, or any other work of The Bard, is always stupid, off topic, and stupid. Anything intelligent you can say, has already been said by scores before you.
Shakespeare scholarship is a mug's game.
Fortunately, I am a mechanical engineer, so all I need to do is spell "The Bard" correctly, and the teachers get all gooey with relief.
I sat at my desk, banging out 1,200 words about,"When in the chronicle of wasted time, I see descriptions of the fairest wights." I was arguing to the effect of... I honestly don't remember what BS I was peddling. But furiously peddling it I was... until my door opened.
I looked up to see Kate poke her head in and follow it with the rest of her tall body. She closed the door behind her casually.
Well, this was going to be awkward.
Ordinarily, having a girl like Kate just casually enter my dorm room would have sent my mind off in all sorts of interesting fantasies, fantasies that were not going to end up playing out... or so I supposed, since having girls like Kate enter my dorm room was pretty much Terra Incognita for me. But now, when it actually happened, instead of feeling excited, I instead felt like a snake of undetermined venomousness had slithered in.
Kate had been the sixth audience member the day before, while Rachel and I were in the shower. She must have shown up looking for Rachel, found the door to her room open, and decided to wait for her to return. While waiting, Kate had been treated to a front-ear position, hearing the two of us going at it so enthusiastically. At what point in the proceedings she had arrived, I did not know, but the look on her face yesterday had told me that she'd been part of the crowd for a while.
Her face now was more unreadable.
"Hello, Handsome," she said after a pause, amusement in her voice.
I snorted involuntarily. "Handsome?"
"Well, I thought you'd like it better than 'The Shower Guy'," she replied laconically. Kate was no classic beauty, but she had her attractive elements, chief among which was her voice. It was a super-rich, deep alto that flowed like velvet over silk. Everything she said sounded vaguely... sensuous, even when she was talking to Rachel about things like Psychology. Having that voice turned directly on me, speaking in amusement and alluding to sex, was a powerful, heady experience.
I only knew Kate through Rachel. She didn't live in our dorm, and only came by to see my neighbor. She had always been friendly enough before, but I don't think we had ever had a direct conversation between just the two of us.
"'Shower Guy'?" I asked in horror. "People aren't calling me that, are they?"
"The phrase is beginning to be used," Kate drawled.
"Fuck!" I growled, then apologized. "Sorry."
"If you think that word, coming from you, is going to throw me at this point, you really are not thinking," she scoffed.
I restrained myself from banging my head on my desk. Instead, I paused for a second to actually think. "Look, Kate, what do you want?" I said softly. I was going to get very tired of this story being in people's minds. "If you are concerned about Rachel. The two of us are fine. It was just a spur of the moment thing that was good or both of us."
I stopped, fear grabbing me. "Wait... she and I are fine, right? She hasn't freaked out in retrospect? Do I need to..." I started to babble, concerned. I would never want Rachel to have regrets.
"Easy there," Kate cooed. "No, Rache is cool. In fact, all day, she's kind of been like Sylvester the Cat, if he'd ever actually managed to eat Tweety Bird," she laughed. But then there was just the tiniest flash of hesitation. I'd have missed it, except for the fact that I'd never seen hesitation from her in any circumstance before.
Confidence was Kate's thing. It drove that voice of hers. I suppose her self-assurance should not be surprising, she is literally a world-class athlete... captain of our women's volleyball team, and a TeamUSA Olympic alternate at the moment.
Relieved, I summoned the courage to shut up and simply cock an eyebrow at her, trying to regain some strength by leaning back against her uncharacteristic uncertainty.
"I just came by to... well... I'm curious," she said at last, in a rush. Nope, hesitation did nothing to make that voice seem less hot.
"Curious?" I said in surprise. "How? You followed Rachel into her room yesterday, while she still was soaking wet. Any details you didn't get out of her then, you aren't getting from me!"
"What a gentleman," Kate drawled, suddenly back on keel. "Oh, no. I got the details. All the delicious nitty gritty."
"Sure," I snorted. Rachel wasn't going to give her a blow-by-blow, anymore than I was going to give one to Mitch.
"Oh really, Mr. I Choked On All The Water I Sucked Off Her Tit Through Her Shirt?"
Ouch.
Rachel... you blabbermouth!
"That isn't really the most complimentary of tales," I said, feeling disappointed.
"O, even that bit was complimentary. Rache was effusive about the experience. You got five stars down the line, let me tell you."
"So what has you curious?" I asked, momentarily off-balance at that revelation.
"You," she said, her voice at full power.
"Me?"
"You. A guy who can do that to a woman, with no notice or ramp up, and then be willing to let her walk away to do her own thing, and not be clingy?" Kate asked rhetorically. "Let's just say that I like the cut of your jib, and wish to subscribe to your newsletter..."
I looked at her, eyes wide.
"...Maybe right now, if you are available."
Being a winner and a leader all your life certainly does something for the confidence, I realized. Kate sure had it in spades.
Kate was now leaning on my closed door, feet braced out away from it, ankles crossed, making for a rakish angle. Her sleekly muscled arms were crossed under her small breasts, and her arrestingly muscular, but achingly shapely, legs extended straight. The tight, very short shorts she wore left the eye of the beholder an uninterrupted vista along their considerable length. Her plain, imperfectly complexioned face looked at me in amused challenge.
This whole getting caught having epic sex thing might have its upsides, I realized in a flash.
And the look on my face from that realization was all Kate needed to broaden her smile.
Serious upsides.
"Fuck Shakespeare," I said, slapping my laptop closed and standing up with a smile.
"I was kind of hoping that you'd fuck me instead," Kate laughed.
This was a week that had started with the most epic, publicly humiliating shoot-down in my life, but I was beginning to think it was going to go down in the ledger as overall pretty good...
I stood, summoning self-assurance from I don't know where. Even my experience with Rachel should not have been enough to send me confidently toward Kate, but that is what I did. She slipped away from the door, somehow straightening without even bracing herself to do so. I reached out, rested a hand gently on the small of her back, and pulled her toward me, leaning up to kiss her.
Yes, I leaned up. Kate is listed on the Olympic roster at six feet--three inches. I was the one leaning upward. And yes, let me tell you that to my actual surprise, I did not mind it at all.
Her momentary hesitation was back for a moment as we started, and she kept her lips together. I kissed her like that for a few seconds, before I parted my own and brushed the tip of my tongue across her lips. For being the portal of that golden voice, Kate's mouth had never struck me as particularly attractive... more authoritative, to be honest. But in the ensuing moments, let me tell you, it began to feel amazingly alluring.
As my tongue brushed her lips, they parted softly and invitingly, drawing my tongue inside, where she tasted fresh and clean, and her own tongue met and challenged my intruder. We embraced and just kissed for a few exploratory minutes, arms embracing each other as we did. My cock was hardening hopefully, wishful for another bout of unaccustomed action. I worried it was getting ahead of things.
But Kate had not come here to explore a little potential making out. She broke off, looked into my eyes and smiled. "Oh, there's a bonus, Handsome," she said slyly. "Unlike Rache, I'm on the Pill."
My relaxing prospective afternoon of downtime with some bad Lit-Crit, followed by a potential nap had just gotten somewhat better, if not as restful, in outlook.
I tugged upward on the colorful, university-logoed Adidas shirt she wore, and eagerly slipped it off her. Kate seemed to sport half the rack that Rachel possessed, but she was nevertheless wearing a full sports bra. Force of habit, I guess. I cupped a small mound happily, then tugged upward on the bra as well. It was obviously much tighter, and it took little effort for me to remove it. This was reasonable, I supposed, since I'd never taken a sports bra off before. They really are the chick equivalent of a jockstrap. I fleetingly hoped, for Kate's and all women's sake, that they aren't as uncomfortable.
The tits that spilled forth were worth the effort, I was pleased to see. Unrestrained, they were really very nice, petite but shapely, with the tiniest little set of pink nipples that nevertheless were as hard as diamonds.
It's easier to bend and suck the nipples of a tall girl. Who knew?
"Fuck yeah, you do know how to suck tit," Kate groaned, making it hard for me to continue as she ripped my own yellow IZOD off my torso. She ran her hands over my shoulders, which were barely as muscular as her own, then bent and sucked on one of my nipples! Yeah. That was nice as fuck.
"Sit," Kate said suddenly, and pushed me back toward my bed. As the backs of my legs hit the mattress, she pulled down on my shorts, tugging the elastic waistband out and over my raging bulge. I stumbled back into a perch on the edge of the mattress. We both worked to yank down my underwear, working them out from under me. In the process, Kate settled down on her knees in front of me. She took my very eager cock into her hand, smiled up at me, then, holding eye contact, drooped her tongue from her mouth and lavished it up and down the upper extent of my dick.



"Oh... wow!" I gasped, making the difficult but necessary effort to keep quiet this time.
Kate sucked me in between her lips, still staring up at me, and slid an inch or two of me back and forth, in and out of her mouth. All I could say, without shouting, was a groaning, "Gooood..."
She smiled and let me slip from her mouth. "How long did Rache warm you up like this before you guys went all fuck-fest?" she chuckled luxuriously.
What a competitive woman this was... Given the level of detail that Rachel had clearly shared with her, Kate had to know that her friend and I had bounced right past any oral, much of any foreplay at all, and straight into... going all fuck-fest-y. She was jumping right into one-upping Rachel. I realized that I could find nothing to object to in this situation.
After we were done, would she go back and report this detail to Rachel? Would Rachel be upset?
Would Rachel want a chance at some point to up her own game?
While I was gaming that situation out happily, Kate had resumed her efforts. I grunted involuntarily, but again, kept it quiet. She was really good at this. There was lots of tongue, a torrent of spit, and her hand massaging the base of my shaft had just the right mix of firmness and speed. I did not exactly have a large library of blowjob memories to compare this one with, but I was definitely experiencing one for the top shelf.
I could have lasted longer had I been willing to make some noise, but I was Not. Going. To. Do. That. Unfortunately, the concentration on being quiet made little room for concentration on not going over the top.
"I'm going to come if you don't stop this," I said, quite unsure what I wanted her response to be.
I was pleased to find that she must have faith that I would not just roll over and go to sleep, because she only wordlessly went faster on me, head and hand bobbing hard.
"Oohhh!" I exclaimed loudly. I felt my cock pulsing over and over in her mouth, gathering extra stimulation from her efforts to swallow what I was offering. I was out of control for several seconds before I could finally slap a hand over my mouth to cut off the noise. My spigot finally giving up, Kate looked up at me with a grin.
"I'm counting on you to have more in the tank, because that was a lot," she said, licking her lips.
I stared at her, wild-eyed and goofy-grinned for a moment or two before I lunged forward, grabbed the sides of her face in my hands and kissed her deeply. The flavor of what I assumed was me was still quite present in her mouth. That was a weird but interesting sensation.
Pulling away from her at last, I struggled for a breath or two. "Give me... a little while, but yeah," I gasped. "It'll be a national tragedy if I can't go again!" She only laughed in response. "But in the meantime," I went on, "I have some excellent ideas to while away my recuperation."
I pulled her upward so I could suckle on those tiny little nipples some more, but mostly I pulled her up so I could divest her of the tight shorts that she had on. It was weird: Super-bulky, unflattering sports bra... yet no panties at all. No pubic hair, either. That was going to make this a little easier!
"I'm going to tongue-fuck you something fierce," I said around the nipple in my mouth, figuring that with a girl like this, I better exhibit some more alpha tendencies than was my usual manner, if I simply wanted to keep up. "Show me where you want to be when I make that happen," I growled.
She chuckled, saying nothing, but sliding past me and onto my bed, propping herself up on my pillow against the wall. "You need more of these," she grumbled at my lack of cushioning support.
Noted.
But that was her only grumble, as I twisted around and between her legs, licking my way north inside her thigh. I paused and even bit her lightly about halfway up. "No marks down there," she said sharply. "You know how small my uniform shorts are." I mumbled a quick apology, and resumed my soft licking. "If you want to leave teeth marks, do it around my hips, where I won't have to explain it our next opponents," she added, letting her head loll backward.
Had not expected her warning to lead in that direction...
I paused, thinking suddenly of showers. "What about explaining to your teammates?" I asked slyly.
"It wouldn't be the first mark one of us got to fess up about after practice in the showers," Kate chuckled richly.
Now, all I wanted was to get higher so I could bite around her hips, and maybe even leave a hickey right above the top of her hairless slit. I had never left a mark on a woman before this, but I was by God going to leave a trace or two on Kate now! It is amazing how quickly something you had never even considered before could become an absolute imperative!
The bite mark was easy. Her hip bone protruded, stretching the skin tight, and Kate hissed almost happily when I tentatively took a nip at it. She had no ass, and no sweep to her hips either. No crazy interesting...
That's bullshit. She was certainly enchanting with everything that she had going on between her waist and her thighs. But if you saw her in clothes and walking cross the quad, her ass would not be the area that you found memorable.
She just had very little in the way of curves in that area. Amazing legs... yet flat but somehow still wonderful ass.
I almost gnawed at her, and lifted my head to see a gratifying mark.
Drunk with power, I pressed my lips to the base of her hard abdomen, and suckled as hard as I could at the smooth belly flesh inches above her sex. Kate just throatily hummed as I worked up a hickey. As I said, I didn't know what I was doing, and when I looked where my lips had been, I suspected that I had over-done it. The mark was reddening... fast.
It was time I got back to what I intended to do before getting side-tracked. This woman had given me a fantastic blow job, and I owed her a return of the favor.
I ducked back down and dragged my tongue as wet and sloppily as I could up her swollen labia, wetting them thoroughly. Then I just hardened my tongue and drew just the tip tantalizingly up and down her slit. Kate gasped, then moaned wordlessly. Even her gasps where deep and throaty.
I wrapped one arm up under a thigh and lifted her leg upward, tilting her hip slightly. Then I paused my tongue's travels, and slowly started to push it inside her. She gasped yet again and let her head sway backward... until she bonked it on the wall. "Oh, fuck yes," she exclaimed. "That is nice, but I'm telling you, get more pillows!"
Is that why girls all want so many pillows on their bed? To make it safer to thrash around on in passion? I doubted it. I mean, I knew a fair number of pretty demure, almost virginal, girls who had lots of pillows all over their beds. But it is was true...
This was all delicious fantasy to consider, but it was distracting. I banished idle fantasies about whether our RA Shawn, for instance, was a sex freak because of how piled high her bed was with pillows, and got back to the real life sex fantasy literally pressed against my face.
My tongue drove into her and I tasted her salty goodness welling up inside. I wiggled my tongue and explored her. She grabbed my head in both hands and exclaimed, "Oh, Hell yeah!" She tugged at my hair and almost shook my head. It was actually uncomfortable, but in a crazily fun way.
I swept the tip up a bit higher and dragged it across her button, which was hard and protruding just a tiny bit from her swollen outer lips. Kate's hips bucked and she gulped suddenly. "Christ, Will," she gasped, no longer trying to move my head. "You are going to make me come al..."
And she did.
I felt her moisture surge, her hips thrust uncontrollably upward against my face. After a spasm or three wracked her body, she froze and whined loudly before letting the very gratifying noise trail off and she gently collapsed back onto my comforter, gasping for breath.
But I didn't stop. I had her going, and was enjoying myself. I saw no reason to slow down. She was fucking delicious. I slid up my free hand between her legs and probed into her with my middle finger, circling her clit with my tongue slowly. My hand holding up her thigh massaged the muscular flesh vigorously.
With difficulty, I looked up at her face without my tongue's losing contact with her pussy in time to see realization dawn on her face that I wasn't stopping. She smiled almost confusedly, then rolled her head back again (carefully this time), and sort of... meeped as I teased her clit. I slid a second finger into her, with some difficulty, and probed deeply, making wet sounds. In mere moments, I felt her tensing again, a second orgasmic wave clearly building inside her.
And she pushed my face away from her, if only slightly.
"Stop!" Kate gasped commandingly. "If you don't stop, I'll be unconscious before I get my main event." She panted for a moment. "Give me that dick. Now!"
Well, yes, I had gotten plenty hard again. And I sure as hell was not going to be insubordinate to that command!
I let her leg flop down to the side and crawled up and over her. Her hand shot out and grabbed my dick in its fingertips, guiding it straight between her legs. I barely got my face over hers before she had guided my cock straight to her sex, which throbbed and spread from my fingers' attention. I simultaneously sank my face to her lips and my cock into her body with the same motion, blocking her loud exclamation of satisfaction with my lips. I may have also been blocking my own cry of absolute delight at the sensation of my cock driving smoothly into her resistant but incredibly lubricated depths.
She may have come right then, on the edge as she had been. She certainly bucked, and moaned, and squirmed enough under my first few eager thrusts, before she settled down, grabbed my ass and started helping me drive into her.
I'll admit that I was almost frantic in my initial thrusts, overwhelmed with how much I wanted to just... fuck the shit out of her in the moment. It was just my body instinctively trying to match the sheer physical magnificence of Kate's beneath me. It took me a bit to get myself under control, but I slowed down, trying to establish a rhythm. It was no easy task. She felt so good and I kept wanting to get carried away.
But I was not going to lose it and come so soon. I apparently had five star reviews to live up to. And I wanted very much to enjoy this for as long as I could.
As I slowed, I distracted myself with her delicious little tits, massaging one as I thrust. The pert flesh was alive in my grasp and the fresh stimulation drew some new, approving noises.
If she liked getting bit... I pinched the tiny, hard nipple. Kate hissed. "Ohhh, yeah. Not too hard, but... yeah," she sighed. I grinned and rolled the nipple between my fingers, alternating soft twists with firm squeezes in time with my driving cock.
In minutes, we both had a good sheen of sweat going and I felt like we were in a rhythm that we could make last for a while. But Kate had other ideas. She swept those long legs up into the air and wrapped them firmly around the small of my back, letting me somehow drive deeper into her than I had been before. Her fingers dug into my back haphazardly, clutching at me and digging into my flesh. I felt her begin to get close again beneath me.
"Harder!" she demanded. "Fuck me. I'm almost there. Oh yeah, almost!" Her thighs squeezed against me, and he hands resumed scrabbling at my back. Fortunately, she had an athlete's closely trimmed nails, or it might have hurt... more. "Come in me, Will. Do it," she cried in a hoarse whisper.
All her authoritative dirty talk, and her powerful writhing beneath me pretty much shredded my planned patience and restraint. I felt my body roil internally, and I drove into her for all I was worth.
And I let my loins relax and not hold back.
Crying out breathlessly, I felt myself ejaculate into her depths in several hard spurts of cum. The stuttering, body-bendingly awesome spray into her depth seemed to last forever, especially since the rolling waves of Kate's third orgasm blended seamlessly with my own for a mutual burst of sensory overload that seemed to go on and on.
Suddenly, we were both motionless. Sweaty and motionless.
"Holy shit," I grinned down at her, my eyes certainly wild with rushing pleasure chemicals.
"Holy shit, indeed," Kate laughed back.
We just lay there, not kissing or caressing each other, just happily horizontal and superimposed, enjoying the rippling waves of gentle afterglow that ran through us both. My cock rested inside her depths, sodden as they were with her own juices and my copious liquid contribution. And I was barely softening at all.
Experimentally, I pushed in and out--just an inch or so at a time, for three or four thrusts.
Kate laughed. "You can't be ready for more," she scoffed.
"I don't know," I said honestly. "But I think I'm going to find out." She only smiled.
I slid out a little more, and then pushed back in. I certainly was not the full-sized steel rod I had been before, but I was still plenty stiff enough to push my way in and out of Kate. Was I going to come again? I could not believe that, but everything still felt great, so I smoothly kept it up.
"Jesus, you are a hungry boy," Kate said softly. "I think I could do this all..."
And the door to my room opened.
"Yo, dude!" Mitch said as he blustered into the room. "You missed it! I was down... at the..." he trailed off, eyes finally registering the scene of me, bare-assed and buried to the hilt in gorgeous volley-ball player. The two of us simply froze.
"What the fuck, dude!" Mitch yelled at me, illegitimately angry. "You didn't put the picture on the door!"
Every pair of roommates comes up with The Signal to be used to let the other know that the room is being put to use. Stereotypically, the sign would be a necktie on the doorknob, but no one wears ties anymore, and it would be pretty obvious to the rest of the planet anyway. Mitch and I had optimistically spent a bunch of time hashing out our Signal when we first moved in, settling on a picture of Captain America that could be hung on the message board beside our door. To my knowledge, Cap had never made an appearance on that outside venue. I certainly had never hung him out there, and if Mitch had employed him, he had taken him down before I encountered him.
And I had not had the chance, or honestly, even thought to hang up the photo this day.
"Well, go put Cap up out there now," I said acerbically.
"How could you forget?" Mitch sort of gabbled. "I'm as embarrassed as fuck!"
"You are?" I shouted. "Then why is your embarrassed ass still here?" I demanded. "What are you waiting for, an introduction?"
"I'm Kate, by the way," Kate said from beneath me, her rich, sexy voice full of amusement. She and Mitch had never met. How on Earth did this girl have such aplomb? I'd have expected her to scream, throw me off, and try to hide.
Mitch stared wide-eyed. "I'm Mitch," he said as he desperately fled the room. Then the door opened back up, his hand snaked in and grabbed the picture of the Star Spangled Hero just inside before the door slammed shut again.
Kate and I burst into laughter.
"Well," she said smoothly. "At least we know that there isn't a crowd outside the door that has been listening to us."
"I'm so fucking sorry," I said earnestly.
"Don't be," Kate reassured me. "I'll admit, I've never been caught in mid-fuck before, but I'm used to being stared at. It's a professional hazard of wearing a skin-tight uniform."
"Oh shit," I said, almost bitterly.
"What's the matter?" Kate asked.
"This," I grumbled, lifting myself off her, my now well-placid dick plopping wetly and weakly free.
*
Captain America, alas, came back down less than twenty minutes later, when Kate left my room with a sultry promise of a home and home rematch in her dorm at a date to be determined. In my bemused state of immense satisfaction, I almost forgot Cap, but shook my head and took him back into our room. I hung him back up inside in readiness, should my winning streak somehow continue, or if Mitch somehow caught a piece of my luck. Cap seemed less ironic now, with his smile and pointing finger, Uncle Sam style.
I settled back in the room, not at all interested in resuming my writings on Shakespeare's poems to his (possibly gay) lover. I straightened the covers on my bed and found myself considering ordering a couple more pillows from Amazon.
A nap seemed like a much more sensible and timely thing. How much more action could I expect, after all?
But the door slammed open again once more. "What. The Fuck. Was. That?" Mitch demanded, coming in and flopping onto his bed.
"That," I replied acerbically, "was you coming in and derailing my chances of a second round."
"Second round?" Mitch freaked.
"Third, come to think of it," I mused evilly. "You know, if you count the blowjob at the start." Fuck it. I mean, if Rachel was going to dish every detail to Kate (as Kate would likely do in return), the least I could do is throw Mitch a scrap or two.
"Who was she?" Mitch whispered.
I told him.
"The captain of the fucking volleyball team?" he said, jumping up from his bed again as recognition dawned. "Man, she has the best fucking legs."
"Well, duh. You saw the one hanging off the side of the bed," I smirked, finding that I was enjoying this little torture session of my roommate.
"I... uh, yeah," Mitch said. "I was a little too embarrassed to take in any details, you know?"
"Too bad," I said, taking a sip of the Coke I had opened just before he had re-entered. "Her tits are way nicer than you'd think, too."
The poor bastard just stared at me. "How?" he asked, dazedly. "Tell me, please. How did you hook up with a fucking Olympian, in the middle of a random Sunday afternoon?"
"I know her through Rachel," I said blandly.
"You fucked Rachel's buddy?!?"
"Yeah. She was actually one of the people listening yesterday outside the bathroom. Apparently, Rachel told her all the details about what we did, and..." I shrugged.
Mitch threw his pillow at me, hard. "She was a fucking REFERRAL?"
----------
I hope that you don't mind that this had a bit less character development than I often provide, but I wrote it this way deliberately to advance the overall narrative. I hope my regular readers in particular don't mind. Thanks as always for your votes, favorites, and follows too, but mostly, please comment.
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A REPUTATION 3: STUDY BREAK
Monday was a much calmer day... at least at the start. Part of the culture of the School of Engineering is early classes. I was carrying a five-course load, and three covered engineering of various stripes. Those all met and were done before eleven on the days they were held. Russian and English Literature, my non-tech efforts, both met around lunch time, Monday-Wednesday-Friday and Tuesday-Thursday respectively. That meant my afternoons were always free. I saw it as a small(ish) price to pay, getting up at seven every morning in college, to have my afternoons completely free... mostly to work.
I was grabbing an early lunch, just before I had to run to Russian. I sat by myself with my reliable soup and salad. Even school meal programs can't screw up soup, right? (Spoiler Alert: They can.) I looked up to find our third floor RA, Shawn Maccan, and the RA from my own floor, Jimmy Banks, moving toward me, their food and books left a few tables away.
I looked up, curious. I was pretty sure that they weren't gong to hassle me about the shower incident, but I didn't know why else they would want to talk to me. I didn't make trouble, Mitch and I got along, and I wasn't the type to go to the RAs with emotional troubles. Besides, my only emotional trouble had been not getting laid, and rain had most definitely fallen in that desert. It would be a while before I'd whine about sex again!
"Will, can we talk to you?" Shawn asked as they reached me. Indicating that they should take a seat, I nodded happily. I was suddenly doing most things happily...
"Listen, Green," Jimmy started. He had gone to Exeter and has that preppie habit of calling all males by their last name, as if assuming that your Family is more important than you as an individual. "We both like Shawn's idea of doing a dorm thing to watch your vehicle competition. How about it?"
"Well, it is open to spectators," I smirked.
"Yeah," Jimmy said brusquely. "But are you yourself going to be competitive?"
I hesitated.
"Like I said before," Shawn added hastily, "I doubt that you want us bringing a whole bunch of house-mates to watch, if your vehicle is going to break on the first challenge."
"Yeah, that would be awkward," I said slowly. "But I'm still not sure that you are going to get a big turnout to watch paper and wood cars drive up a hill."
"Come on, Will. This is a pretty elite college," Shawn encouraged, understatedly. "Everybody's smart and recognizes a challenge. We'd get a decent crowd, since they would have someone to cheer for."
"If you are going to be competitive," Jimmy iterated. "Are you?"
I pursed my lips. "There are a lot of factors still fluid. It is mostly a matter of weight-to-structural integrity. Dale and I have sound designs for each functional component, and need only to make them sturdy enough, while still keeping the total mass low so as to be able to move. With what we accomplished this weekend, I know we are ahead of most of the field in all but that last bit. Each year, the mean number of vehicles that complete all the tasks without either breaking or needing modifications between the tests is three out of twenty-plus teams. There is still almost a month until the demonstration. I could tell you in about two weeks whether I'm going to be among that top three or not, okay?"
Shawn looked at me, easily comprehending the moving parts of what I was saying, like a Math major. Jimmy looked at me like a Sociology major. He heard 'two weeks', and was satisfied for now, discarding whatever the hell else I had said. Exeter or no, I always kind of felt that he was one of those members of our student body, the most 'elite' facet of whom was their Family. Nice guy. Smart. Not brilliant.
"Great," the red-headed Canadian smiled. "We don't have to do much beyond rounding up snacks to bring. There would be no other logistics, so we can decide to do it or not with two weeks out. Thanks, Will," she smiled and they turned away. Jimmy waved with a smile of his own, adding, "Thanks, Green. Now bear down. I'll be honest, we are behind our participation goals for dorm activities."
I watched them go. More accurately, I watched Shawn's lissome legs and graceful round butt, showcased un-self-consciously as always, in perfect pale blue jeans.
I snorted to myself. I had not wanted to be over-cocky, but there was zero chance that Dale and I were not going to be contenders. I was already sure that we could perform all tasks, and probably not break. After the weekend, I was proud to the point of smug about that little vehicle, even if it was Dale's new truss that was the key to holding it together. It just didn't pay to promise too much, too early.
*
I dashed through the rest of my lunch, and headed off to suffer through another boring, difficult Russian class. You would think that getting laid twice over the weekend, with two different women no less, might have calmed down my libido and let me concentrate on how krasniyeh my karandash was, but no.
At first, the usual distractions were worse. To be honest, I found myself speculating about how much fun my tall, hot (if admittedly boring in the classroom) professor would be, were we in a shower, instead of Room 310-2. I pondered rubbing soap all over her pale white skin, making sure her boobs were good and clean before getting all dirty... Her height would be a very good thing for sex standing up, I considered. We might not even need the bench.
A couple of times, early in the class, I tore my mind off Svetlana to try to learn something... only to imagine Elaine, currently sitting two seats to me right, barging into my shower instead...
Unusually, despite my even more over-active than usual imagination, I managed to learn a thing or two by the end of class. Ms. Godinova suddenly somehow remembered that there was such a thing as classroom participation and started springing questions on us instead of just droning on and on. Unfortunately for me, I was her first victim. My mind had been full of Elaine's tits, and I totally missed the question. When she repeated it, I made a hash of the answer. Fear of embarrassing myself like that again kept my eye on the ball for the rest of class. I doubt that I spent more than five minutes the rest of the way thinking about what kind of nipples Svetlana possessed, and how I'd like to choke on shower water running over them.
*
I liked to keep my academic life fairly regimented, and Mondays and Thursdays were my regular Study in the Sun days. La Floridita dorm was made up of four three-story 'houses' in a quadrangle, with facilities like the dining hall, dingy little laundry room, communal student kitchen, etc., filling in the spaces between. A cool feature of the complex was the wide catwalks connecting the houses on the third floor. Those catwalks were nice places to lie out in the sun and study... or lie out in the sun and take a nap with a book or laptop propped open as if studying. I almost always actually studied. If I am honest, most of my fellow students seemed to believe that they could absorb the material through an open book on their lap... if they just napped hard enough.
I went up to the catwalk between Houses 2 and 3, as was my habit, around four o'clock. The sun was not quite so harsh by that point, and I could lie in it, and get a little color in my skin without worrying too much about burning. It also meant that the area would be much less crowded than it usually was earlier in the day.
This afternoon, as was often the case, there was only one other student up there, standing uncertainly beside her usual chair, just fussing with her books and looking less rock-solid calm than usual--Cassie Amberleigh. She looked up as I walked out onto the catwalk and smiled. "Hi, Will," she said, looking at me. Cassie lives on the third floor of our house (we are in Number 2), and while we basically knew each other well enough to know each other's names, she seldom actually used mine. "I wasn't sure if you..." she started, then waved herself off. Instead she gathered her breath for some reason. "Listen, could you watch my stuff? I... It is so nice out today, I'd like to get a little tanning in for once while I work on this Calc."
I nodded my consent, a bit puzzled. Cassie always struck me as choosing to study out on this catwalk to be outside in the fresh air, not to get a tan. She certainly never sported much of one. And while she looked great in the form-fitting khaki shorts and short sleeved, plaid, button up shirt that were practically her uniform, the outfit wasn't exactly tanning wear.
I watched her briskly walk back inside, because, well, Cassie was nice to watch walk away. Not nearly as much fun as she was to watch walk toward me, mind you, but still... She was super-petite, no more than an inch over five feet tall, if that, with nice legs and a rounded butt that filled her habitual khakis without ever stretching the fabric tight.
I settled myself on one of the adjustable chaises the school had put up here a few years back. They were fairly cheap to begin with, and years of direct sunlight and exposure to weather had done little to make them look great, but they remained comfortable and structurally sound. I had not changed from class and was still wearing my black cargo shorts and a button down white Oxford cloth shirt. I looked like an engineering student... At least, I could undo a button or two at the throat to let any sun spread out the tan triangle beneath my throat, and I rolled my sleeves up further than usual. The look was a far cry from my newly upgraded mental image of myself, but what was I going to do?
With a sigh, I took out my Industrial Design text and started catching up on my reading there. My focus on the vehicle competition had been eating up a lot of my bandwidth from other classes.
Cassie returned, and my casual study time came under heavy fire. She had gone back to change clothes--well, only her top, apparently. But now, instead of her usual plaid shirt, Cassie was wearing just a bikini top. A quite modest one, honestly. It was a string bikini, though the cups provided quite full coverage. But even a modest bikini top on Cassie was unusual, and...
Here's the thing. The first week or so of the new school year, when everybody was just getting to know the other people in the dorm, I had been sitting with Mitch and a few other guys in the common room, when Cassie had wandered through on her way elsewhere. When she left, one of the other guys, Stuart North I think, uttered almost involuntarily, "How can such a little girl have such big tits?"
Cassie was endowed like Harvard--that is to say, extravagantly.
She never flaunted those tits. She didn't need to, and it wasn't her style. This bikini top was the closest I had ever seen to her putting that bust on display. In fact, this definitely seemed like a display. I was puzzled at that, since experience said that we would see no traffic up here until at least dinner time, but whatever. I was not complaining.
She muttered an idle, "Thanks," to me that her stuff had not been spirited away in her absence somehow, and stretched out on her chaise near me. She settled in with her math book, a pad of paper and a pencil. Surprisingly, she looked up at me, and as I said, her new sunbathing attire had derailed my attention on Industrial Design. I whipped my nose back into my book, hopefully not too overtly.
We both settled down to study. Or she did. I settled down to try.
The thing was, it was actually pretty hot that day--more so, even, than usual. Scenic distractions aside, I was little jealous of Cassie's attire. It occurred to me that I could simply take my own shirt off and get some actual sun myself.
I was momentarily taken aback that I was even considering taking off my shirt. I'm not super-modest or anything. I am not that guy who wears his teeshirt on the beach or by the pool. But I also have always been self-conscious enough to be hesitant about just hanging out with a bare torso. I'm fairly certain that the events of the last couple of days, however had imbued me with a new level of confidence about my body. I unbuttoned my shirt and took it off.
To be clear, I was not trying to show off. I'm in shape, but it wasn't like I have some rippling muscled chest to flaunt. I just wanted some sun at the moment, and suddenly found it much easier to let people see me getting it. And if that made Cassie feel more comfortable about wearing bikini tops out here... so much the better. I would be very much in favor of her making this a habit...
I folded up my shirt and set it aside, then settled back with my book. During the whole procedure, I managed to take a good further look at Cassie and her... They really were big. Any bigger, and they would have been comical, but they weren't. Her generous curves filled the large triangles of her top, showing off their well-formed shape. The slightest ripples in the otherwise tightly smooth triangles of the top betrayed that her nipples were in just exactly the right position, where God, Hugh Hefner, and Boris Vallejo intended.
I rapidly discovered three things. One: It felt great to get all that extra sun--my body clearly relished the Vitamin D production. Two: My cock was relishing the sight of Cassie in that unaccustomed bikini top... And Three: I no longer had my shirttails to conceal the whole 'relishing' thing going on with my cock.
Casually, I rolled over onto my stomach, adjusting the chaise to lie flat, then propping myself up on my elbows to read the book I laid down in front of me. This had two benefits. My hard-on was concealed. And it would also have a chance to subside, since I was no longer staring in Cassie's direction. The drawback was, I was no longer staring in Cassie's direction.
I got through almost a page and a half of my textbook before Cassie piped up out of nowhere in her bird-like little voice, "Damn, Will! No wonder there was so much noise."
I froze. Fuck. Had the stories gotten so far through the dorm as to reach relative loners like Cassie?
"Excuse me?" I asked tentatively, not looking at her.
"Your back."
"My back?" I asked in new surprise, twisting, but of course unable to see what she was talking about.
"Yeah," Cassie said, amusement in her voice. "That girl in the shower with you must have really been into it. No woman leaves marks like that unless she is extremely satisfied with how things are going."
"There are scratches?" I asked momentarily confused.
"Oh yeah. In sets of four all over, from a woman's fingernails."
I sat up, feeling my face redden. In something akin to, but not nearly panic, I said, "I, uh, think I better go back to my room." I stood up and grabbed at my books.
"Oh, hey, Will!" Cassie said, contrition in her voice. "I didn't mean to embarrass you! I just... Sorry. You don't need to give up your study time."
"Ah," I said, not quite sure why I had been about to bolt, and suddenly not wanting to look cowardly by running away. "I was, um, just going to see in the mirror what you were talking about with my back."
"I've got a better idea," Cassie said. "Hold still." With that, I heard a smartphone camera sound effect behind me. Oh wow.
"Here, take a look," Cassie said. I turned around to see her holding out her phone, screen toward me. "This is better than trying to look at yourself in the mirror."
Almost involuntarily, I stepped forward. "What makes you think I'm Shower Guy?" I asked tentatively as I looked at the screen.
"Come on," Cassie snorted. "I'm not sure who the girl was, but I got it from someone who was there that you were definitely the guy."
Fucking snitch! "Who's your informant?" I asked, morbidly curious about who some of the main gossips were.
"Oh, the story is just going around, but I confirmed the details with Rachel."
"Rachel?!?"
"Hey, her room is right there. You know she had to have heard if she was around."
I snorted in amusement to myself. Really Rachel? How did you not burst out laughing when you told that whopper?
Still... fair play. I would not out her now. If Cassie was going to eventually find out Rachel's actual part in the event, which she probably would eventually, it would not be from me.
I took a good look at the picture on Cassie's phone. Wow, Kate had really done a number on my back. There were no bloody rents or anything, but there were lots of long, reddish streaks everywhere. There was no mistaking what they were.
No wonder I'd been itching all day...
The urge to still deny everything was strong in me, and I seized on one thing I could honestly deny. "I absolutely did not get those from... this Shower Girl person," I said. Somehow, my brain thought saying that was a good idea...
"Wait..." Cassie said, leaning forward, her teasing voice now surprised. "Those are fresh. Are you saying that you rocked two different girls' world that hard, in the last two days?"
My innate instinct for honesty had combined with my suddenly confident loose lips in a hellish brew...
I opened my mouth, but no words came out. I could figure out nothing that would not make this worse. Looking at Cassie, I practically begged her to let me just shut up.
Cassie just grinned, then bent back to pick up her pencil. I sat, but didn't lie, back down, unwilling to turn my back on her again. I grabbed my book. The usually nice sensation of having Cassie around was long gone, in conjunction with her sudden transmogrification into this teasing machine... a teasing machine with a picture of my scratch-covered back on her phone.
I heard her mutter something under her breath. I couldn't make it out but it contained the same word twice. "What was that?" I found myself asking. Why was I engaging her further?
To my surprise, this time, Cassie was the one suddenly blushing at having been heard.
"Come on," I teased her. I knew I should just shut up, now that I had her backing off, but the fact that I somehow had regained some leverage here made me reckless.
Cassie looked at me. "I... I just..." she trailed off. She paused again. Then she opened her mouth, paused again, drooped her head and said in a rush. "I was just wondering to myself what it might take to get you to go three for three."
Now we both paused. Understand, I grocked her meaning instantly, but it was taking some serious effort to make myself believe she had said it.
"I... I mean... It's been a while for me," Cassie started to let her mouth run away with itself. "I mean, even for a date, let alone..."
I'll admit, I looked at her skeptically.
"Hey!" she said defensively. "It's not easy finding guys who don't just stare..." she cut herself off. Cassie seemed to have a lot she felt compelled to say, and yet did not want to say a lot of it. "Anyway, I admit the whole Shower Incident thing turned me on, okay? I mean, even when I first heard about it, it sounded hot. But then at lunch today, when Rachel went on and on about how epic it had sounded, I was practically squirming. And then when she told me for sure it was you, and I realized Shower Guy was someone I actually knew and saw around?"
She may have been babbling, but I was at a loss for words. I did have enough sense to just let her keep going, though. I stared at Cassie, not sure I has having this experience--watching her babble about how hot stories about me had made her. And holy shit, she was not lying. Those tell-tale ripples giving away the position of her nipples? They were full-on tent poles suddenly.



"So, I knew you would probably be here today. You usually are on Mondays. And... and then you took off your shirt, which was nice enough, and I saw all those scratches, which was even better, or maybe worse. But you say there were two girls, so I doubt you are really with either one of them, so I was wondering to myself..." She ran out of steam again, right when I was pretty sure I didn't want her to.
"Yeah?" I prompted quietly.
"So, um... I can't believe I'm saying this, but I've just gotten so damned horny... Would you want to take a study break and show me why you are so popular?"
This was the second time in 30 hours that a girl just up and asked me to sex her up. I very much wanted to get used to it, but I very much was not used to it yet. I stumbled for a response. "Wow, um, wow. That's not too much pressure is it?" Cassie just stared at me, nervously unamused. "But holy shit, I will... do my, um, best?" I finished weakly. Now she cracked a smile.
We stared at each other for a moment, then in a rush, we grabbed our things and I tugged my shirt back on. Hands full, we turned toward the door back into the house, and then Cassie paused.
"My roommate is home," she said irritably.
"Mine has class for a while yet," I said quickly, checking my watch. We looked at each other and went through the door. A stairwell was right inside and we dashed down the single flight to my floor, somehow holding hands out of nowhere along the way. I slowed and looked through the stairway door instinctively, to ensure the hall was clear. It was. We hastened down the hall and I carded us into my room.
I closed the door behind us, then froze. I turned and grabbed the pic of Cap off its hook, opened the door long enough to hang it outside, and closed the door again, throwing the lock. I had zero desire to see Mitch appear unannounced again. Let him watch porn--I didn't need him watching me with yet another girl.
I turned back and saw Cassie laughing at me. "You guys have a signal?"
I blushed, but straightened up and shot back, "Please! You and your roommate don't?"
"We do not!" Cassie replied firmly. Then after a beat, she added, "We decided to just text each other a heads up, like civilized people living in the 21st Century."
"Ha!"
"The worst part is, Becky's the only one who has done any texting so far this year," Cassie grumbled. "And regardless, I'm surprised poor Cap isn't worn out by now!"
"Cassie, I am neither the player nor the man-slut you seem to think I am," I said, letting my voice become momentarily earnest. While I did not share with her that this was Cap's first 'mission', I didn't want her to think the photo was constantly on duty, either. At a loss for what else to say, I stuck my tongue out at her, impishly.
"Promises, promises," she laughed.
I raised an eyebrow and took a step toward her. "I think I'll show you how committed I am to keeping promises," I growled. I put a hand on her hip and looked down at her. While she looked back up at me, stretching upward a little, I refused to bend down to kiss her. Instead, I tugged at the button on her khaki shorts with my free hand. She just looked back at me challengingly.
The button loosened, I tugged the zipper down slowly. I joggled her hips lightly, and the shorts slid to my floor. She had the matching bikini bottoms for her top underneath. I supposed that she had jumped the gun on her own plan to attract my attention. It looked like she had planned to help spark my interest by eventually ditching the shorts, too, to match the top. (Like Cassie needed any plan to attract male attention...) Speaking of that top, I wanted to take it off in the worst way, but decided to make myself wait. The anticipation would be awesome. More importantly, Cassie seemed to be a little sensitive about guys only caring about her boobs.
Instead I turned her slightly and said, "I'm going to need to have you sit on the edge of my desk for a little while. I have an assignment that just won't wait." With that, I lifted Cassie up, her tiny form easy for even my moderate strength to shift easily, and set her on my desk, as I said. She whooped and giggled when I swept her up.
With her situated, I leaned toward her, face close to hers. She smiled at the same time I did. I finally kissed her, lightly, our lips just touching, but when she leaned forward for a firmer encounter, I leaned back teasingly. Then I slid to my knees in front of her, pressing her knees gently apart. She gave zero resistance.
The fabric between her legs was not the sort to show moisture easily, but as I leaned forward and inhaled ostentatiously, I could smell her arousal. I licked gently at the inside of her thigh while I tugged on both of the bows tying the bikini bottom up on each hip. Both knots gave way easily, I was glad to see, and I tugged the front of the suit down to drape beneath her off the edge of my desk. Interestingly, Cassie had left a considerable, if closely cropped, arrowhead of pussy hair, but was cleanly shaved down below. I rapidly came to the conclusion that this was the best possible combination of hair and skin down there imaginable. Her pubes were considerably darker than the curly, dirty blonde hair atop her head, but both still looked natural. One got a lot of sun, the other clearly got none.
With a quick flash of my eyes towards hers, I bent down and began to work my lips softly against her warm center. I started with just firm kisses to start, but then let my tongue extend and join the festivities.
Cassie gasped a little when my lips first touched her nethers, then, when my tongue first probed her in the slightest, she groaned happily, "Oh, fuck yeah! Do you know that you are the first guy ever who didn't go straight for my tits?"
I chuckled at first in response, then drove my tongue firmly inside her. Her juices were musky in a delightful way, almost animalistic. I reveled in her flavor for a time, and in the noises of appreciation she made, but then looked up at her. "Oh, believe me Cassie, I want to luxuriate in your incredible breasts, and I really hope that you let me. But you told me you had a horniness problem, and I don't want you being impatient when I do start playing with them. I want us both to enjoy that at our leisure." Her snort of laughter was cut off be a louder gasp at sudden stimulation as I drove my tongue back within her swiftly.
"I... I look forward to whatever you have in mind," she panted.
I massaged at her round, soft ass with my hands and ran my tongue now back up and down her outer gates for a few more moments. Then I let it probe for her clit, finding it swiftly, and drawing a series of approving grunts and moans as I rolled my tongue across it, flicking back and forth. It didn't take much of that before I felt her starting to shake and heard her mewling.
Not so fast, girl. I was going to make her wait... a little.
I pulled my mouth away from her sex and went back to kissing and licking at her inner thigh. I considered briefly nibbling a bit as I had done with Kate, but I sensed that wasn't Cassie's kink, and I was pretty sure that if that assumption was wrong, this suddenly forward girl would so instruct me.
"What are you screwing around for?" Cassie demanded, a hand coming to rest on the top of my head and starting to pull.
"I have not yet begun to screw," I replied in a growl. I swiftly lifted both her thighs and draped them up over my shoulders, leaning her backward with a jerk. She yelped at the sudden tilt, and her hand left my head so she could catch herself on my desk behind. Both hands bracing her fall with a slam. Her momentary complaint was cut off by my renewed oral assault. She just let her head sag back and cooed happily at my effort. I made myself refrain from teasing that clit for almost a full minute... I think. Who knows how time goes during sex? But when I sought that delicious bump out again, I was rewarded by voluble approval and a quick return to Cassie's pre-orgasmic state.
I did not restrain myself this time. I really did want to get to playing with those tits...
She shifted her hands so as to support herself with only one, and the other was back, running through my hair as I reveled in her bouquet. I teased her clit and hummed with lots of vibrato over it. My fingers dug into her thighs.
"Fuck that's good," Cassie gasped. "Now. Now. Now!"
What I was supposed to do now, I wasn't sure, but I think she was actually coaching herself over the top, because in another moment, 'now' was replaced by 'yes', as in, "Yes! Oh, yes! Yes! Yeeeeeeesssss!" Most of her weight shifted to her thighs on my shoulders as she thrust her ass upward off the desk. I felt her bikini bottom slip to the floor, then her cries of approval were muffled by her thighs' grip against my ears.
"Yeeees," transitioned to a simple, "Eeeeeee," as Cassie froze, suspended in the air, before collapsing silently back to sit on the desk.
I looked up to appreciate her flushed face and wild grin. "Fuck," she gasped. "That's your opening act?"
I smiled and stood, letting her legs slide from my shoulders. I am no veteran love-maker, I just was riding a wave of self-confidence that was definitely working for me... and her. I wiped my mouth inadequately on the back of my bare arm and bent to kiss her properly at last. She objected not at all to the flavor of herself remaining on my lips and kissed me back in a mixture of desire and gratitude.
As our lips and tongues commingled, I felt her reach behind herself and tug loose her bikini top. When the top went loose, she pushed me back and lifted the triangles of blue fabric up and over her head. As she did so, Cassie said, "You've been so goddamned patient. I think it's time you got what is coming to you."
Cassie clearly was fully aware of the magnificence of her chest, and while she was not given to flaunting it in most circumstances, I was very gratified to see that while she was somewhat wryly aware of how... mesmerizing they could be, she nevertheless enjoyed sharing her treasure once she so chose.
And holy shit... They were still as perfect naked as they were clothed. They were about grapefruit sized... bigger than the ruby reds, just barely more modest than the larger, traditional, white variety. And her boobs bounced and held their shape marvelously despite their mass. Those nipples that had been tantalizing me before, through the fabric the bikini, were amazing out in the open. They were hard and perky, large in circumference but not very tall. And the aureoles that surrounded them were the size of the circle I could make with my thumb and forefinger. Their roseate color stood out in sharp, clearly defined contrast with the milky whiteness of her breasts, and they were rimmed around the edge with an irregular picket line of sharp little goosebumps.
I just stared for a moment, drinking them in. My hands slowly rose, as if of their own volition, and cupped those magnificent edifices, still heaving slightly with her post-orgasmic breaths. Cassie purred as I clasped them, squeezing them gently, their flesh yielding to my grasp reluctantly. I massaged them for a bit, happily, before I came out of my trance. I released my hold enough to clasp her nipples in my fingertips and tug them gently a couple of times. Then I grasped the undersides of those boobs again and dove my face down to suckle, first on one nipple, then for longer on the other.
Cassie's hands slid between us, and scrabbled to undo the buttons on my shirt again. With it open, she started to push it off over my shoulders. I released my grasp on her boobs so she could get it off me, but I kept my lips firmly clamped on a nipple the whole time. Its responsive hardness held firm against my lashing tongue.
My hands free of the shirt, I grasped her mounds once more and slid my face down between them, reveling in their soft warmth as I pressed them against my face. With a shudder, I forced myself to lift my face out of that valley of pleasure and straighten enough to kiss Cassie properly.
"It's just not fair," I told her.
"What isn't?"
"Every square inch of you is gorgeous. It is not fair that your breasts are so goddamned spectacular that they distract from all the other wonderfulness," I said.
Cassie laughed and replied by yanking at my fly. "Enjoy them all you want, I certainly do with the right guy," she said merrily. She slid down my zipper briskly and started working both shorts and undershorts down off my ass. "But I am going to want to you multi-task while you play. I need to be fucked."
That motivated me to release one hand from a tit to help free my shorts and work them down to my ankles. But I grasped that flesh once again as soon as I kicked them free. "I can't... find any... objection... to that," I said, between slobbery kisses of one nipple, then the other.
Cassie tugged free of my face and spun around on the top of my desk, rising one knee up to brace on the edge, spreading her legs as she did so. I managed to put her tits out of my mind for a moment as I contemplated the delicious ass and spread legs in front of me.
My cock was beyond hard by this point, of course, and I let it swing up and press against her bare, glisteningly wet snatch. I grabbed my dick, planted it, and pressed it home into her, watching as my head slowly slipped between her labia.
"Oh fuck yeah," Cassie breathed loudly. "This is a nice cock. Take your time... just like that..."
I pressed deeper, holding her hips to brace myself, thumbs pressing gently into the flesh of her soft, round buns. Halfway into her, I paused, and pulled back. I thrust shallowly into her a few times, until I felt Cassie get impatient. "You want more?" I asked in a soft growl.
"Fuck yes," Cassie almost pled in reply. "Give it to..." She cut herself off with a yelp as I buried myself inside her as swiftly as I could manage, given her exquisite, clamping grasp on my member.
I barely had time to establish a rhythm of thrusts before my hands, once again almost of their own volition, slid upwards from her hips to reach under her and grasp her now dangling boobs. At first, I just let my hands brush them, marveling at the way those heavy curves wobbled in response to my repeated, rhythmic invasion of her body, but I soon could not help myself and just clung to them tightly.
Whether it was my almost frantic breast worship, or a very fortuitous angle of attack, or some combination of those and other inciting factors, suddenly Cassie was coming again. Slapping a hand down on my desk over and over again, she cried happily as I drove into her. As her keening peaked, her hands clenched, crumpling up papers on my desk. I could have done without her screwing up my sketches for Circuits class like that, but at that particular moment, even though I was still a good ways from an orgasm myself, I'd have let her rub a magnet on my hard drive.
As the wave of her release passed, I slowed my thrusts almost to a stop so as to let her calm herself. "Oh fucking wow!" Cassie gasped, then murmured at another slow penetration. "You aren't done yet, are you?"
"Not by a long shot," I said, feeling really pretty fucking full of myself. The fact that I had not popped off by now was only a function of the fact that this was the third woman I'd been with in as many days, great effort on my part, and dumb fucking luck, but whatever. I could take credit with the best of them.
Cassie flushed, smiled, and said a single word. "Bed."
Such eloquence should be rewarded. I smiled with glee, and pulled her off the desk. We moved toward the bed eagerly, but my attempt at laying her back onto the mattress was thwarted. Instead, Cassie pushed me down and onto my back. I stopped fighting it as she crawled onto the bed, straddling me.
I could take direction.
Cassie bit her lip, looking down at me. She positioned herself over my hips, her knees sinking into the hard mattress that was standard issue in our dorm. I reached up toward her, well, mostly toward her tits, but she caught my hands in hers before I could grab those curves. She laced her fingers in between mine, and held them out to the side as she began to drag her more than dripping pussy along the length of my cock. She bit her lower lip slightly as she looked downward, eyes boring into mine. With each slide of her hips, she hissed slightly as her clit bumped over my length.
Hungrily, I tilted my hips, forcing my cock to point upward. My tip began to press deeper into her slit as she rocked atop me. Her grin recognized my obvious hunger, and suddenly, between rocks of her hips, she sinuously bent forward and then pressed slowly back. My questing cock caught in her folds. She sensed that she had captured me and pressed downward gently, keeping me engaged. My helmet sank past her lips, and Cassie suddenly paused. I was just barely inside her.
And she sank down, hard. In a breath, I was impaling her. She gasped at her own effort, and began to rock atop me swiftly. She was almost instantly groaning as she rode. Then she paused, took a deep breath, and began bounce up and down, driving my shaft into her repeatedly, pushing up with both her knees on my mattress and her hands braced against mine. Her vigorous motion sent her spectacular tits into incredible motion. As her body finished each rise, those delicious mounds just kept going upward, carried by their own momentum against each other and up toward her chin. Then, as she slammed herself back down onto me, bottoming out on my cock, her now falling tits would swing out wide away from each other and bounce with a delicious, slapping impact after her body had already begun its next rise. The movement just repeated with hypnotic majesty.
As she humped me, hands still clasping mine, keeping my fingers from those bobbing boobs, I felt her leaning further and further forward, rubbing her clit harder against me as she rammed up and down. In what seemed like only moments, I realized that she was already ahead of me again and rushing toward yet another orgasm!
Honestly, I was almost irritated. I was desperate to come myself, thank you very much, but she was just letting go and repeatedly coming without me. Yep, she did it again. With an outright shriek of delight, I felt her spasm atop me, her hard, driving rhythm suddenly derailing magnificently as she devolved into a series of delighted moans. She collapsed atop me, hands finally relinquishing mine, and awesome tits pressing down onto me exhaustedly.
Screw this.
I seized her torso, and rolled her over onto her back. My cock unfortunately came loose from inside her, but my knees pressed together between her thighs and I pushed up onto hands and knees. My cock dangled down toward her hungrily.
But before I could drive it back down and into her again, Cassie's hand shot out and grabbed me. Her fingers held me deliciously, then tugged upward gently. I looked at her in frustration, but she only smiled. "Come here, Will," she cooed.
Because, like most men, my cock makes a very effective leash, I followed her spoken and physical demands. I slid upward over her, lifting first one knee from between her legs, then the other. I was now straddling her waist and still she tugged. I kind of crab walked toward her face, suddenly very interested in her smiling little mouth as a destination.
But almost immediately, she stopped my progress to rub the head of my cock, still gently clasped in her fingers, over a hard, erect nipple. Then she slid my shaft over to rub it against its other hard, pink twin. This felt very nice, and I let my hands drop to caress the outer curves of her bountiful tits, upthrusting toward me despite their mass
Cassie smiled, and cooed, "That's it. You still haven't come yet, Will?" she cooed in mock concern. "Let's fix that," she went on in answer to the sweaty, almost desperate shake of my head.



She pressed me down into the valley beneath her mounds, rubbing me smoothly against the soft skin of her cleavage, and my pussy-slick cock slid easily over her flesh. Her hands lightly brushed aside my own to press her boobs together, softly trapping my cock between them. The warmly enclosing flesh felt amazing to my already desperately stimulated cock, and my hips involuntarily drove it forward, deeper into her valley until the tip popped free for a moment.
I looked down at her in delicious agony, and Cassie just smiled up at me, nodding swiftly. "Do it," she growled. "I want to feel you come."
I rocked my hips backward, then forward again, fucking her tightly pressed cleavage a little. Holy fuck was this an amazing new sensation. I let myself flop forward slightly, hands now bracing me up. Like this, I could drive more forcefully, and with longer strokes.
I let myself.
I could not help but groan loudly with each slick passage of my cock between those glorious tits. I had always kind of suspected in the back of my mind that because Cassie was so little, her tits had just looked so big in comparison, but no, they were big in absolute terms. And warm. And soft. And oh, so inviting.
I buried my dick between them, my groans quieting to loud grunts as I thrust eagerly. Casie just laughed beneath me and told me, "That's it. Go!"
I was in no way going to hold myself back now, I felt my orgasm rising, and I did not want any further extending interruptions. I wanted to come. My dick needed to come. I retained enough thought to warn her. "Gonna... Come..." I moaned.
Cassie just squeezed her tits together harder and smiled.
There was a surge between my legs that seemed to originate throughout my body. I cried out in wordless release as my desperate thrust popped my tip free of her soft embrace just as I spurted a long stream of jizz up to splash so hard it splattered against the underside of Cassie's chin. My hips twitched and I kept moaning as a second stream burst out, this one arching high enough to clear her chin and reach her cheek and mouth, before trailing off lightly down her chest alongside my first explosion. Cassie started to laugh, but then cut off as I produced a third, narrower thread that merely wobbled back and forth like a snake across her upper chest.
"Wow, Will! That is..." she started to say, rubbing her tits against me, before I cut her off with another, once more huge, dollop of cum, this one rose almost in a ball rather than a stream, and struck her under the nose, coating her upper lip and clearly clogging a nostril.
"Oh my God!" she laughed loudly, almost stunned. "That is so much cum!"
I wanted to laugh in reply. It had indeed been a lot of cum, after all. But I only groaned in release as a final, gentle but copious flow of jizz poured out of me to flow over her, above and in her cleavage. I felt my orgasm cease at last. "Holy shit, that was awesome, Cassie," I gasped, almost all strength leaving my body. I wavered unsteadily over her.
"No fucking shit," Cassie laughed back, her hands had released her tits and hovered uncertainly over herself. Her lovely, cum-slick breasts sagged away slightly from my sticky, almost visibly deflating cock where it drooped exhaustedly in her cleavage.
"Jesus, that is a lot of cum, Will," Cassie said, almost in shock, pausing to suck off much of the blob on her upper lip. She let one hovering finger drift down and wipe her nose free, pushing the little wad of jizz down and into her mouth. "I'll bet I look like a Cinnabon," she said in a happily outraged voice.
I looked down at her. Cum streaked her smiling cheek and chin, more pooled in the deep hollow at the base of her neck, with much more spattered, streaked, and smeared over her chest and the upper reaches of her gorgeous tits. "Yeah, you kind of do," I admitted sheepishly. We both laughed.
"In fact," I added, wagging my eyebrows, "You look good enough to eat!"
I started to crab backwards, eager to feast between her legs a little more, but she barked sharply and pushed me instead to the side, off her and my bed. "Fuck, you are insatiable!" she growled. "No! No more." She grinned to take away any potential sting. "This was the best study break ever, but I still have a paper due tomorrow, and beside the time this took, I now also need a shower... alone," she added with a quelling smirk.
I honestly had make a huge mess of her. I turned with a 'sorry', and opened my dresser to haul out a clean, folded hand towel.
Yes, I do have clean, folded hand towels in my drawer at college. This is because my mom put them there when I moved into the room back in September, just like she had the prior year. I had never had a use for one of them until now. I doubt this was what Mom had had in mind...
"Thanks," Cassie said, reaching for the towel. But I took it myself and gently wiped my, even for me, copious offering from her sweet face myself. Her face was not clean now, but at least it was no longer gooey. I kissed her lightly, then switched ends of the towel and carefully, and gleefully, wiped her neck, chest and boobs dry as well.
Fuck, she was hot.
"Will, you are a find," Cassie whispered. "When we do this again sometime," she added, a confident but nevertheless still questioning look in her eyes, "I'm going to need to you to come inside me. This is way too goddamned messy."
"Your wish is my command," I replied earnestly, though inwardly I resolved to try to earn another titfuck or eleven, because that had been fucking awesome. I smiled as I bent to kiss her lightly again. She responded happily, and I felt a hand reach out to clasp my slick, sticky cock, which had managed to work its way back up to half-chub already. But she jerked her fingers away and wiped them on the towel.
"No! No! Not again. Not today. Work, remember?"
I nodded sheepishly, despite the fact that grabbing my dick had been her idea, not mine. Also, I had a lot of work to do, myself. The afternoon had done nothing to catch up on Industrial Design.
Casie touched herself up a bit more beyond my cleaning efforts, and slid into her shorts and bikini top. She tucked her bikini bottom in between her books. I also pulled on my shorts and a different shirt.
I was going to need to clean these shorts before I wore them again, I realized as my slick, wet cock stuck against the fabric. It least it wasn't making a visible wet spot... much of one.
Cassie was turning toward the door and I hastened forward, grabbing it for her like a gentleman. I turned the knob and stepped backward out into the hall, looking over my shoulder into my room toward her. "Want me to walk you up?" I asked automatically.
Cassie took one step forward and froze.
Applause broke out in the hall behind me.
Again?
Again.
I'll admit, we were in my own room and I had just not thought to be careful about the noise. Neither had Cassie.
I had not even turned around to look and I could sense that the crowd was larger than the six from the last time I had drawn an audience.
Fuck.
This time, people had heard, and clearly gone to get others!
I felt red as a beet. Apparently I still had plenty of shame left to feel in this situation. A co-ed group of Cassie's and my dorm mates spread out along the corner of the hall where my door was located--ten of them, at least. Christ, Rachel was in the back of the group, near her own door. I hoped to God that that was a grin on her face, but I didn't let myself catch her gaze.
Brazenly, I did what I could to hold their attention. I stepped into the hall, and looked around without, in fact, meeting anyone's gaze. "What the hell is going on out here?" I said loudly, feigning almost comic ignorance. They just kept applauding, sarcastically now, as I took a step or three toward the showers. But they naturally turned toward me as I moved. Some them had seen Cassie already of course. I was pretty sure that I'd called her name pretty loudly on more than one occasion anyway. But at least, I wanted to let her get out without too many direct stares.
I picked out Stu Edwards from the crowd, focused on him and asked, "What the hell is up, Stu?"
He laughed. "Your stock, obviously," he replied. That got a laugh from the rest of my impromptu audience. I blushed again, but Cassie slipped behind the crowd at that moment. I worried that it was a long way down the other end of the corridor to the stairs. Coming to the rescue, Rachel smiled and pulled Cassie into her room just across the hall and closed the door without anyone's attention being obviously diverted from my embarrassed ass.
I was not sure about how I felt about Rachel's 'rescue'...
But at the moment, I just gawped at Stu and the rest of the crowd like a fish out of water, until the crowd started to sheepishly break up. Stu was slow to move and just held up a hand for a high five. I couldn't leave him hanging, could I? Lean in, if you can't hide, I guess. I slapped his hand hard. He laughed and turned away.
I paused, uncertain of what to do. All I knew was that I was not going to follow the girls into Rachel's room! But everybody seemed to be getting embarrassed now, too, and the crowd melted away almost like magic.
Except for Shawn, who I had not noticed had been there before. The RA from Cassie's floor was leaning back against the wall, arms crossed, with an unreadable grin on her face and in her wide-set, twinkling eyes.
I froze when I saw that she had been among the audience.
"Uh... Hi, Shawn," I said, intelligently.
Shawn shook her head slowly. "Will... when I told you we had a need for dorm activities, especially ones that featured residents, this little series was not what I had in mind!"
Fuuuuck.
I started to babble an apology, but she just raised a hand. "No, you are okay. Nothing wrong with creating a small disturbance on a Sunday afternoon. But you are getting a reputation that might be hard to deal with, dude!" I stared at her, wide-eyed at that. She smiled. "So maybe just calm down the activities... you know, unless..." she cut off what ever joke I assumed she was about to make and shook her head at herself this time. "Just keep an eye on your volume?" she asked, almost plaintively.
"Um, I thought you needed activities with good attendance?" I tried to joke.
Shawn barked a laugh at me. Then she turned, and took off down the hall.
I looked after her. How could I not? There was definitely something magical about her backside in those jeans she always wore... But she was almost hustling away. Great. I had embarrassed her.
As I turned to return to my room, I suddenly heard a shriek of laughter from Rachel's room. Since I had some experience with the shrieks of both girls in there, I knew this was Cassie's voice.
"It was you?" I heard her laugh in shock.
----------
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A REPUTATION 4: WORD SPREADS
Mitch had missed the excitement, and indeed, I did not see him until after dinner.
I had thought that discretion was the better part of valor and gone to a different dining hall from ours to eat. I did not need to be sitting there in person to serve as a nucleation site for all the boiling gossip that I had now come to expect after something like this afternoon had happened. It seemed to me that my absence would make things calmer.
Also, I dreaded the possibility of being asked for clarifications.
Anyway, I ate dinner at the dorm where I lived my freshman year. It was restful... and even worse than my own dorm's food, of course. I'd have hit Chick-Fil-A again, but it was Sunday.
When I returned to the dorm, I slid up to my room and closed the door.
Mitch was sitting at his desk, reading. "Hey," he said, as I walked in.
"Yo," I replied casually, and plopped down on my still rumpled bed, wondering whether to resume my interrupted Industrial Design reading, or redo the Circuits diagrams that Cassie had so passionately messed up. The diagrams would be time-consuming, but the work was already done, I just had to re-draw them. That sounded like just the thing for this evening. I was not feeling energized.
I stood up from the bed again and at that moment, Mitch shook his head, gave up pretending to read and literally fell to his knees on the floor.
"I am not worthy!" he said gleefully, bowing like mad. "No one is worthy!"
"Get the fuck up," I growled, and reached for my rumpled homework. I contemplated just smoothing it out and handing it in. 'I'm sorry, Professor French. A girl I barely know crumpled it in a fit of sexual ecstasy.'
Yeah. No.
But Mitch was not going to be put off. "Dude. You cannot ignore this. I sure as fuck cannot ignore this. Today makes three in a row, man! You. Are. A. Legend," he exclaimed.
"Fuck off."
"No, seriously. You are literally a legend. There was a buzz at dinner. When I heard, I was barely able to keep my mouth mostly shut about Kate on Saturday."
Mostly? Oh fuck.
"Mitch..." I said, warningly.
"Relax, dude. I didn't say who she was."
"Mitch!"
"I didn't even say she was tall... or an athlete... or anything to identify her!"
"You sure as fuck identified me!"
Mitch shrugged.
"Dude," I angrily pled with him. "This thing is getting out of hand. Please quit fanning the flames."
*
Friday is always a busy day for me, with all three classes for my major, then Russian. Fortunately, I had gotten some rest.
I had not had sex with anyone since Monday, and it was... glorious? Well, sort of.
To be clear, my body, and more importantly my mind, needed a break. I do actually have a lot of work at college. I'm in a demanding major at one of the premier universities for that major in the world. I have papers to write, homework to do, material to study, a language to bluff my way through, and most of all, a little paper and wood car to build.
I do not have the time for an unending parade of sexy women demanding out of the blue that I scratch their itch.
But...
The hitch here was the 'unending' part. The parade was awesome. I'm not going to lie. I was most enthusiastic about the parade. I just needed a break.
But what if the break meant it was broken? What if it didn't happen again? What if I had just encountered a perfect constellation of events, and now things were done?
I pondered all this on my bike, as I rode from my dorm to my Circuits class in the early morning air. It was odd looking at the campus at this time in the morning. The student body looked profoundly different. With a few exceptions, virtually all classes this early in the day are science and tech, and it showed, if sometimes in subtle ways.
It wasn't like I was gong to go back to a life of celibacy. All three girls I had somehow, inexplicably been with had made it clear that the occasional return engagement was definitely on the table in the future. I should feel like I was living life in Paradise.
But the male mind is a funny thing, I suppose. Mine had certainly locked into sex with a string of new women as the desired normal condition in a hurry, impossible as it would be to maintain forever.
Having a reputation was odd for me, especially having a good(?) one. It was uncomfortable at times, just going to the dining hall, or stopping off in one of the common rooms, and feeling the looks behind my back. But since it was clear that that reputation was what had fueled my sudden, wonderful run, and it was also clear that that reputation was not going anywhere, I had hopes that the run was not going anywhere either.
At least, I could escape easily by leaving the dorm. In the small community of La Floridita, everybody either already knew me, or could easily identify me. Outside, in the nearly 20,000 student community of the greater university, I was an unknown. And besides, the story of Shower Guy seemed to have remained pretty encapsulated.
Right?
I locked my bike and entered the lab building where my first class met. Professor French was already at his desk, as usual, sitting easily on the front edge, and chatting with students casually as they arrived. He is a youngish black man, and a very popular instructor, with a casual manner, articulate voice, and a sense of humor. Plus, it is fun to watch the girls moon over him.
I waved idly as I passed his desk, and he caught me off guard by actually greeting me. "Well, hello, Mr. Green," he said idly. "You look clean and refreshed today."
Huh? There are a lot of hygienically-challenged guys in engineering, I'll admit, but I am seldom one of them. Perhaps he had been talking or just thinking about some other guy and the fact that I had brushed my hair had stuck out in comparison. I could see several candidates in the room that might have been triggers for his comment. A few were chronic, um, offenders.
Once class began, Professor French decided that today was a good day to go over some first principles about DC electricity. "For those of you who will have to take Fluid Dynamics in later times, I'm going to piss off your future professors by pointing out how similar DC current is to plumbing," he grinned. "The analogy isn't perfect, but it is a useful mental illustration."
"Imagine wires as pipes, and DC current as water flowing through," he said, turning to the board and drawing two long, close, parallel lines. Then he drew a long arrow between them. He turned and looked over our class, which was too small to be considered a lecture, but pretty big for a regular class at our college. His eyes flicked over me, oddly, then landed on a guy I did not know personally.
"Mr. Rogers, please tell me what the pipe's diameter and pressure would be analogous to."
"Uhhh," the guy said, "I guess the diameter is amperage, and pressure is resistance?"
"So if you increase pressure, the size of the pipe would decrease?" Professor French asked in his mercilessly deadpan way.
"Crap! No. Pressure has to be voltage," the dude recovered quickly.
"Exactly," our instructor smiled. He looked around again, but his eyes ended up on me.
"Mr. Green! Tell us about resistance in this analogy." His eyes twinkled for some reason. I was momentarily thrown by that. I was near the top of this class, as far as I could tell, but I had never been particularly on Professor French's radar for any reason.
"Resistance would be anything that restricts water flow," I said, surely. "In the analogy, debris in the pipe would impede flow."
"Mmmm," he murmured agreement. "But let's assume we have a well-designed, well-maintained system, shall we? Let's call our resistor something like a flow restrictor." He turned and started to draw more on the board. I saw him add a triangle at the end of the pipe and in a second or two, I saw it was a shower head, with arrows spraying from it.
That was an amusing coincidence for me. I smiled a little.
Professor French turned back and he was also grinning. And he stayed with me for the next question, which he almost never did. "So, Mr. Green. Let's say our current is feeding a... oh, let's say a shower head. What would the flow rate be equivalent to?"
Fuck. He was meeting my eye directly with that question. Was that a chuckle I heard from somewhere behind me?
"Power," I said, more quietly. Then I changed the way I wanted to put that. "Wattage."
"Excellent. Let's further our analogy," Professor Fuckwit said, not releasing me from his gaze. "If you were to, let's say, stay in the shower for some reason far longer than necessary to simply get clean, then what would you be wasting?"
There were definitely a few chuckles from around the classroom.
Fuck. There was no-one else in this class from La Floridita. And Professor French sure as hell had nothing to do with my dorm's community.
I kind of glared at Professor French, who merely looked back at me in good-natured expectation.
"Energy," I ground out. "I'd be wasting energy."
"Using a lot of energy, but sure not wasting your time!" some asshole piped up behind me.
About five people in the room laughed in various ways, including Professor French. But not me.
My nicely encapsulated reputation had clearly broken out of my dorm's tightly knit community. It had metastasized. Even professors had heard of it.
The rest of my morning went fairly well, particularly in the way that Industrial Design and Mechanics were both blessedly free of water-related class discussion.
I did not have time on Fridays for lunch, so I just grabbed a snack, alone, from a dining hall I had never tried before, where no-one knew me. I munched a surprisingly fresh and crisp apple as I hiked back toward my Russian class.
This Reputation thingy, when it wasn't inducing hot girls to fuck me, had its drawbacks. And now that I seemed to be a subject of discussion across campus, it would have more. I had always viewed Professor French as a cool dude, but that had been kind of out of line. Especially since the whispers I heard between the clueless among my classmates during the rest of class were like hearing the story spread in real time.
I admit I was a bit grumpy. Not completely, but a bit. Thinking about my new, sub-rosa Reputation was never all bad. It brought up thoughts of how I got and expanded it, after all. But I always loved classroom interaction before. Now I had been embarrassed by being called on twice in one week: This morning, by Professor French, and Monday, by Ms. Godinova. At least in her case...
Wait. I had been literally the first student she had called on in class all year. And now that she had started, she had called on me again on Wednesday... twice. It was like she was suddenly noticing me.
I banished that thought with some difficulty. It wasn't like she had been talking about showers. Or noise.
Regardless, I seated myself a minute or so early for Russian, and banked a quick look at Elaine Waters to tide me over. I actually needed to pay attention lately in this class, as it had gotten simultaneously easier and harder, with Sveltana's sudden introduction of class participation. I got out my homework and started to run over it one last time before our instructor showed.
"Hey! Will!"
I looked up, confused for a second, before I realized it was Elaine, leaning over across the center aisle of the class toward me. She was wearing a scoop-necked shirt with broad, horizontal stripes today, and that lean gave me some additional visuals to bank before I had to pay attention for class.
"It's like we have to pay attention now all of a sudden, isn't it?" Elaine said quietly, mirroring my own thoughts.
"Yeah," I replied. "I wonder what has gotten into Svetlana," I added, instantly wincing at the question.
Elaine just shrugged idly. "Dunno," she said, in a voice blessedly free of any... speculation. "But it means I sure need to work harder now." I nodded agreement. "Are you still interested in studying together?" she added, getting to the point she had obviously intended when she spoke to me.
"Sure!" I said, hopefully no eagerly than I had really intended to show. "Uh, where? Your dorm or mine?"
Elaine hesitated suddenly. That was odd, since the location was what had always kept us from actually doing it the several times I had made the suggestion before. "Uh, we are so far away," she said, as if about to back off yet again. But then she smiled and said, "Let's reserve a study room at MemLib."
MemLib, or Memorial Library, was the huge central library in the heart of campus. Several floors of now largely unused bookshelves had been replaced with small study spaces. I had several times considered making this suggestion when I had asked if she wanted to study with me, but never had taken the risk. If she had turned down that suggestion, I would have known she was turning me down, not turning studying down.
Either way, regular (hopefully) study sessions with Eliane would be a nice thing in many ways. Mostly, I felt that a partner might actually be useful for Russian from now on.
Svetlana flowed into class, just as Elaine was reserving us a space at the library for Sunday afternoon on her phone. Our instructor, as always, looked hot and acted cold. Her all white outfit of elegantly flowing slacks and loose, billowy blouse was accented by a huge gold belt-buckle at the center of her flat stomach. And her teaching manner remained bland and hard to discern as she started in on the declension work we are slogging through.
Suddenly, her new-found fascination with calling on students reared its ugly, but productive head, and she asked me to run through the forms. My heart sank and raced in panic simultaneously. First. She had called on me first again.
But the bad part was what she wanted me to conjugate. Instead of any of our current vocabulary, she instead asked me to conjugate 'prinymait doosh'.
Prinymait doosh, in Russian, means to take a shower.
*
I bolted from class the second it was over. I should have stuck around to settle more details with Elaine, but I was fucking mortified. Mortified and scared. Not only had Ms. Godinova dropped a shower question on me in class, she had smiled a little when she did it. She never smiled, except when she was throwing in some extra-credit profanity for us to learn. And there had been chuckles in this class too.
As I wandered back slowly toward my dorm, marveling at how a situation in which I was regularly getting laid could still feel so bad, I made my way through the crowded Plaza where seemingly every student's path crossed. I always recognized a few faces, and said hi to a few of those.
I traded shoulder bumps with Ed Fowler as we passed. Ed and I were in English Lit together. Then George... something, waved as he biked by, his always comically over-stuffed backpack wobbling precariously atop his back.
As I was just about through the crowd, I saw the face of Kim Fawn, a cute Korean girl I had crushed on a bit, back during my freshman year. She had lived right below me, a floor down in my freshman dorm, a thought that occupied my mind a few times. I had been interested in her right from orientation, but had chosen to pursue other options first. By the time I had determined those were all not going to happen, Dale Hall had gotten his hooks into her, and held on all year.
She saw me too, and we traded a passing look of recognition, but that was it... for about one step. Then her soft, round face widened into a smile and she veered toward me. Surprised, but not unhappy in the least, I stepped left, out of the main flow of bustling kids and beside a palm tree in a huge, ten-foot pot to talk to her. Her last steps brought her to me and she waved cutely.
"Will! I have not seen you since last year," she said by way of greeting. Fawn is actually a Korean, not Korean-American, and her accent shows both that she is not a native English speaker, and that she has been educated within an inch of her life. Her voice has this exotic tone where she clearly knows everything cold, but her mouth just can't quite manage to make the sounds quite natural, even though she produces the words with total ease.
"Hey, Fawn," I replied. (Kim's her last name. Korean, remember?) "I haven't seen you since last year. How have you been?" I asked, then added, on instinct, "How is Dale?"
"I am well," Fawn replied, then wrinkled her nose just a touch. "Dale and I do not keep in touch."
That was one of those pieces of information to which the brain says, 'good,' and the mouth wisely says nothing. Instead, I ignored the Dale situation, and asked, "So, have you settled on a major?"
She bobbed her head, sending her jet black ponytail bouncing. "Oh yes. Archaeology!" She twisted her lips slightly. "It was always going to be Archaeology, but it took until this summer to convince my parents that it was not going to be Pre-Med." We shared a grimace. While my parents tended to let me live my life on my own plan, I have known so many friends who felt like they were on an unwillingly guided tour through life.
"I can't believe that I haven't seen you since last year," I said, looking for something else to keep this nice, little, out-of-the-blue chat going.
"It is a big campus," Fawn shrugged, but seemed to leap on this thread of conversation for some reason. "It is easy to lose track of each other when we move to new dorms. Where did you get placed this year? Was it La Floridita?"
"Yep," I replied, inwardly surprised and kinda flattered that she had any idea where I was. I was sure I could not have come up with her dorm assignment. I was not on high alert, like I should have been, given my current situation.
Fawn suddenly almost pounced. "Ha! I knew it!" she laughed. Pointing a finger at me, she laughed, "Shower Guy!"
I let my mouth hang open. This was freaking crazy, and embarrassing as hell. Here I was, being called out by a cute former crush, one whom I had not seen for months. She had seen me and clearly stopped to talk so she could give me a hard time.
I hung my head and covered my eyes with my hand. "Oh Christ, this is so embarrassing," I groaned. This story was fucking everywhere.
Fawn giggled. "Oh, I must hear the story."
"What?" I asked, in shock, my embarrassment deepening, if that were possible. She wants me to tell the story? That was just fucking... no.
"Sure! I want the true details," Fawn went on. Then she asked, a note of puzzlement entering her voice. "But why are you so embarrassed about it? It is not like..." her voice caught almost violently in a gasp. The epicanthic folds at the corners of her large, dark eyes split wide open. Her jaw worked for a moment, then she blurted out, in weirdly gleeful panic, "You! You are Shower Guy!"
"You had just figured that out already," I said miserably, and very confused.
"I just thought you were in his dorm and could give me all the dirty details," Fawn almost gasped. "Then you freaked out like that and I realized you were not just in the know--you are the know!"
Fuck. All I had had to do was be cool, and she would not have known. My reputation has spread faster than my name, at least. I looked at her sheepishly.
As her initial shock of realization faded, I watched as Fawn's face fell a little, trying to process this more than awkward situation. As she looked at me, I saw the recognition actually fade a little in her eyes, as if she felt that I wasn't really me anymore, but somebody else.



"Oh... wow. Um," she stammered awkwardly. Her head dipped awkwardly now, as mine had earlier, and I sensed her tense to move away.
This sucked. I was the one mortified here, but I didn't want to let her get away and have us part all weird like this. I wanted to talk a bit more, so I'd have a chance to apologize. What I needed to apologize for, I had no idea, but I did not want her leaving with the impression that I was... whatever she thought I was.
"Hey, Fawn," I said quickly. "Um, I know this feels awkward, but I was just going to stop at the Student Union," I said quickly, pointing across the Plaza at the large, new building on the other side. I had not, in fact, been headed there, but it was a harmless, plausible lie. "I was about to ask you if you wanted to grab a Coke, so we could fill each other in of people from the old dorm we've kept in touch with... you know, before I suddenly became a figure of infamy," I finished lamely.
She flushed just a little, and hesitated. Then, to my deep relief, she seized on my idea to escape our mutual embarrassment by ignoring it as a pretty good one. "Actually, I would like that," she said, brightening a little. "I have a few minutes."
We turned and started briskly toward the Union. I immediately began asking her about some people, like Kenny Talbot and Walt Viers, who I had not thought about in months, but I found I really did want to hear about. Believe me, I also wanted to forget all about the subject of my publicly sexual shenanigans.
Fawn seemed to still be unable to shake the subject form the back of her mind, unfortunately. But she did a good job of moving on on the surface. She also had no idea whatever happened to Kenny, but Walt was in her dorm, and her tale of his totaling his car, stone cold sober, in the middle of the afternoon, in the dorm parking lot no less, took up most of the short walk to the Union. We each grabbed a Coke, and were fortunate enough to find a two-person booth. I quailed a little bit when Fawn momentarily looked around for a less intimate place to talk before sitting down.
But soon we were running through half the roster of our old dorm, updating each other on the people we still saw, speculating good-naturedly about some that neither of us were in touch with, and nastily about a few others.
I found myself really enjoying the conversation, especially since I could feel Fawn relaxing, and forgetting about the weird new image of me she'd rather rudely been supplied with a few minutes before.
Or so I thought.
"So, that is enough about everybody else," said Fawn, leaning forward with a smile. "Tell me about the three girls you drew a crowd with, making whoopee." She'd just been relaxing. Not forgetting.
And three? Now people halfway across campus had heard it was three? Fucking Mitch.
"I only drew a crowd with two," I grumbled absently, pissed at my roommate.
"Then how did I hear about three?"
"My roommate, Mitch. Remember him?" I ground out between my teeth. "He walked in on me and... someone else."
Fawn slapped the table in glee. "Ha! Mitch. He thinks he is so smooth."
"Not that day," I said, grimly, but still sheepish.
Kim slumped back in her seat, shaking her head while staring at me. "I loved the story, but never got the name. Was it really you?"
She was actually skeptical it was me! Almost without my realizing it, that pricked my pride. Like an idiot, I pushed back. "Oh, I am quite certain it was me," I said, then instantly blushed at my response.
Fawn snorted in amusement, or maybe bemusement. "And you got that one girl loud enough to draw a crowd of twenty people outside the bathroom?"
"Twenty? It was, like, six," I retorted almost hotly.
"Oh, well. I am glad that rumor can be put to bed," she giggled.
"I am sure at least twenty people have by now convinced themselves they were there," I grumbled.
She just shook her head silently for a minute, looking at me with a half-mocking grin. "When did you become such a super-lover?"
"I am the same old me," I almost whined.
"Well, I guess Dale was doubly a waste," she said in further amusement. "I missed out."
"Have you?" I said before I could stop myself.
Fawn's eyes opened wider even than before, staring right at me.
In a flash, I had two options. Try to laugh it off, or just lean into it. Neither was going to work, but I had to make a decision instantly. Apparently I was going to lean into it. My luck was running strong these days, right?
I just cocked an eyebrow at her and grinned softly.
She kept gaping at me, but at least there was the tiniest grin tweaking one side of her mouth. Then she snorted. "I am not going to go take a shower with you, Will Green."
I had already leaned in, so I kept leaning in. Right now I had precisely nothing to lose. "Dorm rooms work quite well, too. And you don't need towels," I smiled.
She laughed. "What? Now?"
I shrugged. "I'm done with classes. Are you? It's the weekend."
"It's the middle of the day," Fawn objected. As objections went, I noted, it was a very, very promising one. Then I could see her think about the rumors. The word 'afternoon' always seemed to be a part of them. "Did you at least get caught by your roommate at night?" she challenged.
"2:37PM," I said promptly. "I remember the clock for some damned reason." I blatantly looked at my watch. It was 2:52 now.
Fawn stared at me. "I am not going back to La Floridita with you and adding to your legend," she said firmly.
"What dorm did you say you got assigned to this year, then?"
*
Fawn pushed the door to her room closed with exaggerated care. She locked it and turned to me with a suddenly flushed grin. "I cannot fucking believe this," she said to me with a good-natured grimace.
"I can't believe I just heard you say, 'fuck'," I replied.
She snorted. Then seemed suddenly frail. "Um, what do we..."
I stepped toward her, put my arms around her and pulled her against me. "Here's something I've wanted to do since I met you," I said, and kissed her.
Kim is tall for a Korean, which still leaves her short, compared to me, and most everybody else. I'd say she was at most three inches over five feet. But she seemed to grow upward like a vine against me as I bent to kiss her. Her arms snaked up my back, pulling me tight in return, and her sleek back stretched and arched toward my body. Her nicely firm breasts pressed against my chest.
In moments, our lips were parting and our tongues met, briefly. Her seemed to welcome my tongue's efforts, but her own were more passive. She seemed to spend her energies on trying to inhale me instead. She has beautiful, large, straight teeth, and I let my tongue brush over and explore behind their gleaming smoothness.
My hands had other ideas, they relinquished their hold on her back and slid down to cup her sweet, sleek ass. I squeezed her glutes and found them muscular and firm. Did she used to dance, maybe? I could not remember, and it didn't matter anyway. My fingers sank into that firm flesh delightedly, however she kept in shape.
Fawn pushed her face from mine. "One rule," she said firmly. "We are quiet, right?"
"Please," I answered with fervent sincerity.
Suddenly, she was scrabbling to tug my shirt up over my head. I had to let go of her ass to let her do so, but she more than made up for it by lunging to actually suck on my now exposed nipples, first one, then the other.
That was... nice.
It also made me very much want to return the favor.
She was wearing a button-down blouse of white cotton. It was very prim-looking, until I had it unbuttoned and pulled wide. Her soft, white lace bra underneath fortunately unhooked in front, and I spread it wide to behold two delicious, pale, milky smooth breasts with incredibly dark aureoles surmounted by meaty, eager nipples. I kissed her mouth hard but briefly, then began to eagerly slide my lips and tongue down her throat and chest until I reached the left nubbin and trapped it between my lips.
Fawn moaned restrainedly as the suction of my lips pulled her eager nipple into my mouth. My hand eagerly explored the delicious elasticity of her other breast as I worked. Her tits weren't big, but holy shit were they pretty.
I reveled in those breasts for a moment or three, before I transferred my lips to her other breast and let my hands slide lower. She wore a charcoal grey, knee-length skirt, and I ran my hands along the band around her narrow waist. I found the zipper on one hip and slid it down smoothly. Fawn accommodatingly wiggled her narrow hips and the skirt dropped to the floor of her room.
Her body was so delicate, it was a joy just to hold her. But I was sure as hell not leaving it at that!
I tugged at the soft fabric of her fairly boring-feeling panties. I was sure they were white, but I couldn't see them, and I kept my face buried against her throbbing breast. Whatever, they were gone in a flash, as I tugged them down and she kicked them away somewhere.
Here I was, holding my naked friend from last year in my arms. What to do? What to do?
Obviously, I knew what to do.
I let one hand slip down between her legs swiftly, as much a tickle as a tease. When she gasped at the touch, I withdrew, then drew her with me to the bed.
"Not this one," Fawn gasped. "It is Jane's. She'd kill me! That one."
I altered our course and moved us to the other bed in the room. I took barely a half second to marvel that the bed, Kim Fawn's bed, was unmade. I'd have never believed that she wasn't the type to run hospital corners every morning.
Half a second.
Then I was pushing her down to the rumpled covers and at last relinquishing my lips' hold on that nipple, I kissed my way lower rapidly.
As I reached her navel, I slowed. Her stomach was just the tiniest bit rounded, and her deep belly button just begged for my to plumb its depths with my tongue. She giggled appreciatively.
I moved on, lower, and I felt her tremble a little as my lips slid down across the softness of her lower belly. A light tangle of sparse black hair awaited me.
"I can't believe I'm getting it on with Shower Guy," Fawn giggled suddenly, breaking the erotic tension.
I looked up at her with a sheepish grin. "Imagine how hard it is for me to grasp that I am Shower Guy!" I laughed.
Then my face was between her legs. A quick, gentle nip at one thigh was all the remaining tease I could manage before I just had to lick the length of her slit. She instantly was trembling again as I tasted her, and after several strokes of my tongue, the last one brushing against the barest protrusion of her little clit, she cut off a groan, then almost whispered, "I'm finding it increasingly easy to believe it!"
All right, I'm going to say this. She tasted... um... fine. But her scent was incredible. It always throws me off a little when taste and aroma don't match on anything, but it was the first time for me that it happened with a girl's sexual treasure. I think Fawn misinterpreted my hesitation as more teasing, and she grasped my head. "Please," she urged.
That, in several ways, cleared my confusion and spurred me on again. I pressed my tongue home inside her and she groaned happily, and probably louder than she wanted. I heard her gasp and probably bite her lip as I let my tongue root around within her.
My hands caressed her thighs while I tongue-fucked her, and I kept it up until I heard her breathing grow a bit more labored and she had to cut off another yelp. At that, I slid a hand around under her and slipped in a finger where my tongue was just departing. I probed even deeper into her wet, steamy interior with that digit, while my tongue slid upward to press against her little button. Her lips had swollen and spread, leaving her clit more exposed now, and I ruthlessly exploited that to lavish attention on it.
"Oh wow," Fawn groaned through gritted teeth, and I felt her body jerk a little.
I had her close.
I curled my finger upward within her, and I felt her tense even more and her hips rise as my fingertip caressed the front of her cavity. My tongue tingled against her clitoris, bathed in a gentle flow of her juices.
Tremors began to ripple through Fawn's body, abruptly abortive eruptions that ended without release. She yelped a bit with each, even slapping a hand across her mouth after one. I eased off for a moment, to let her gather herself, and she once more had two hands on my head, ruffling my hair.
But I had no intention of letting her relax, and I directly sucked on her bud, my finger wiggling rapidly, almost vibrating. My suddenly resurgent assault made her hips buck and she gasped. But a few seconds of effort later, and her body spasmed in a far more powerful reaction than before. Her hips bucked uncontrollably against my face, and she let out an extremely gratifying cry of delight, cut off desperately as she tried to control the volume of her approval.
I kept assaulting her, stimulating her as hard as I could as she came, giving her no respite. She thrashed as the tremors took her powerfully. She was clearly keeping her mouth closed, clenched in fact, but her involuntary keening in delight was still obviously far louder than she wanted!
She wasn't being that loud, I reasoned, and kept pushing until she utterly collapsed, all at once.
"Oh God! Stop. Stop, Will. Just, stop," she gasped. She kept on asking me to stop several times after I withdrew, actually. It was almost like a mantra for a her as she came down from the electric high that I had given her. What a fucking rush for me...
I smiled down at her as her eyes slowly uncrossed (metaphorically speaking). She shook her head as she lay back on the bed. She blinked as she looked up at me. "That was... wow," she panted lightly. "But..." she sucked for more breath, "try to keep it a little quieter next time. There are rooms up, down, left, ri..."
"I need to keep it down?" I interrupted archly.
"Oh, fuck you," Fawn said, idly flipping me off and taking a final restorative deep breath. Then she popped up onto her elbows with a sudden grin. "Actually, that sounds like a great idea!"
I agreed wholeheartedly. My cock was mashing the Like button at an alarming rate. But as I moved over her, Fawn reached up and pushed me back a little. "...in a minute," she went on. She sat up further and with difficulty pushed me over toward the wall the bed was up against. "I want to at least get a taste of this for myself, before I marinate it in me," she said gleefully, tugging at my pants.
Her usual deliberate precision in all things warred with her current eagerness as she worked, but her efforts soon resulted in my fly being wide open, and both pants and underwear being shoved downward. I was more than accommodating in lifting my hips until she had them bunched at my knees.
Fawn kissed me swiftly, almost perfunctorily, and said with a grin, "Get rid of those for us, won't you?" With that, she grabbed my by now wildly eager cock and bent over it. She slowed down and she lowered her face, though, and soon I was crooning softly as I felt her lips gently caressing my tip and the upper shaft just below. I looked down just as she tilted her head upward to look at me as she began to run her tongue up and down my length.
I took in her naked body, half hanging off the narrow bed now, as she worked my cock. Her tongue was everywhere, and her hand massaged me gently around her oral caresses, but she did not take me back into her mouth. Yet.
"Holy..." I almost caroled out to Fawn. "That is amazing. But now I don't know if I want, 'in a minute' to mean an hour... or ten seconds!"
"Shhh..." she hissed, shushing lips pressed once again atop my swollen head. "I told you to keep quiet..." she hissed unfairly, cutting her own words off as she impaled her face on me. I could handle that kind of unfairness.
As I felt her slide me into her mouth, tongue dragging along the underside of my dick like a pleasure paintbrush as I entered her oral embrace, I somehow managed to tense up while my body simultaneously collapsed like a noodle. (Well, most of my body softened. There was a notable exception.)
This was not some languid attempt by Fawn at pleasuring me, nor was it a curious exploration, this was meant to be a full-on sensory bum-rush on me--an attempt to short-circuit my brain, and it did that in spades.
I was completely unable to remain totally quiet, and as my brain began to right itself against the overload, my effort to keep quiet, such as I managed, robbed my of speech for a good while. When I could speak, I gasped. "I'm going... going to come in... in a minute."
Unfortunately, this caused Fawn to pop up off my cock. "Can't have that! I don't have time to wait for you to recharge!"
I felt I could recharge pretty damned fast, thank you very much, and asked, not quite testily, "Have a hot date tonight?"
She only laughed. "I have a roommate who will be back before too much longer, and I'd rather she not 'Mitch' us!"
I laughed at that in turn. Definitely a new word in my vocabulary. Mitch would hate it, which was a bonus. "Don't you have a sign?" I asked, waving idly at the door.
She snorted. "Really? No one has a sign! What is this, 1985?"
"So text her."
She looked at me for a moment. Then she lunged off the bed and scrabbled her hands in her skirt, seeking a pocket. She brandished the iPhone in triumph and hopped back on the bed next to me. I curiously looked over her shoulder as she typed.
Fawn: Current status: About to fuck Shower Guy. Stay the hell away from the room until further notice.
A thumbs up almost instantly appeared, replaced a moment later by an emphasis.
"Really?" I exclaimed.
"Sorry," Fawn said, looking at her own text sheepishly. "I just wanted to make her jealous."
A thumbs up GIF of Barney Stinson appeared from the roommate, and Fawn tossed the phone away.
"We indeed now do not have to rush, but I'd still like to fuck you now, please," she said, after bending down to plop a quick peck of a kiss on my tip. "Steffani does, in fact, have a hot date tonight, and she always takes forever to get ready."
Awesome as the blow job had been shaping up, I was hardly going to argue.
She stroked my cock gently and kissed me again, far longer this time. "I really hope you'll pound me over the edge, but can we start with me on top? I kind of feel like I need to catch up."
I didn't particularly know what she meant there, but I happily sank back onto my back, pulling her over on top of me. Her lithe, petite form swung up and over me, and she settled down, straddling me with her moist slit pressing against the length of my cock. She wiggled her hips in place along me for a moment or seven, but then sat up and hovered over me. "Point the way," she hissed.
I grabbed my member and lifted it up to meet her underside, rubbing the tip back and forth to find her softest spot. I had barely done so when Fawn immediately started sinking down onto me. We both groaned too loudly as her soft folds molded themselves around me as they took me in.
She rested atop me once she had taken me all in, and we shared the look of two hungry diners tucking into a meal that was exceeding expectations. She arched her back, and began to rise and fall atop me. We both continued to groan with each languid penetration. I realized that I at last had the chance to really explore her elegant breasts. Raising my hands, I brushed my fingertips over her protruding nipples, their dark firmness bending back and forth under the passage of my hands. She hissed with fresh stimulation, then hissed again as I clasped her boobs, not quite filling my grasp, and massaged their flexible but firm form.
True to her word, Fawn took her time atop me, her easy pace bringing her to greater heights of stimulation, but not threatening to take either of us over the edge. It was a lovely passage of time.



But when she paused atop me to rest, cock completely penetrating her, I involuntarily pushed up my hips, lifting both of us up slightly. I sank back down and she followed me with a smile. I did it again, and she rose and fell with me. After a few more times, though, she stayed up at the top of my thrust, letting my cock slide somewhat free as I sank. She held firm as I pushed up again, burying myself once more.
My next three thrusts upward were each a tiny bit harder and faster than the one before.
"I think," I grunted. "I'm going give you that pounding you asked for from right here!"
Fawn grinned at me and only flexed the muscles constricting around my questing cock as her reply.
I let my hands reluctantly slide down from her beautiful tits to grasp her slender waist, and began to slam upward. Instantly, she gasped in happy response as my cock seemed to naturally find an angle of attack that was pretty splendid for her. It was fucking amazing for me.
It was so good, in fact, that we were both quickly babbling at each other, each exhorting the other partner to just keep being awesome.
My repeated slams upward into her did wondrous and fascinating things to her tits, which were now free of my grip and able to move on their own. They swayed and bounced. Their petite size kept the motion from being too crazy, just mesmerizing as I fucked up into her.
Her arousal shot upward, and mine did in turn, going from an easy, erotic flow to Holy Shit Here It Comes in a flash. That was good, because it took a lot of effort to hammer into her from this position.
"Oh shit. Oh shit! Oh Shiiiit!" Fawn growled as I banged into her. I just answered with a series of guttural grunts matching my exertions. Our suddenly frenzied coupling lasted a sadly short time, though to be honest, I doubt either of us had the leg or hip stamina to have made it much longer.
It ended with a sudden crescendo of her, 'oh shits', ending in a long, "Ohhhh Sheeeeeeet!" which segued into a long series of keening moans in time with each wave of the orgasm that crashed through Fawn. As the third wave (I think) crested, my own release left my body stiff, back arched, hips pushed up as high as they could go. I felt myself spewing cum up and into her steaming depths in a long, wavering jet of sexual invasion. I let out a huge, "Ohhh!" as I emptied my balls, and dimly, beyond my own direct pleasure, reveled in the way her own waves of delight seemed to strengthen as I filled her.
Fawn collapsed atop me and we both sank into the mattress. Her face twitched up in a half smile and she moved to kiss me.
But we both just fell asleep spontaneously. I'm not sure for how long, but I doubt it could have been for more than a few moments. She raised her head and shook it, smiling. Then she snorted at herself. "I can't believe I told Steffani I was in here, fucking Shower Guy," she said, almost to herself.
"I hope it was worth it," I grinned.
"Oh, fuck yeah," she laughed. Then she paused. "I don't know how much time I bought us before my roommate gets impatient. We better straighten up." But she made no move to extricate herself from me or my slowly softening member.
She instead stretched out and was just able to grab her phone again. She flicked it on, and asked me, "Before I let you up from under me, I need your number. I'd really like to try this again when I have about five hours to concentrate on a proper job."
"Oh, fuck yeah," I replied happily, though inwardly, I worried that I might not survive a 'proper job' by Kim Fawn.
It took us but a few moments to rise and at least tidy our clothes on our bodies. Really not wanting to get 'Mitched' again, I gave Fawn a quick kiss and held her as I moved to the door. I released her and slid out into the hall.
You know where this is going by now, right?
A crowd of about six or seven were sort of hanging around in the hall outside Fawn's room, a profoundly unnatural state of affairs in a dorm, despite the casual slouches they were all trying to affect. Fawn hissed in dismay, but I merely put my hand behind my back where only she could see it, and flashed a thumbs up. I had the walk of shame down by now, after all. I looked around while simultaneously refusing to notice any of the group and started to amble away. I heard Fawn's door close, and some wise-ass started to clap.
Fuck.
I just kept on sauntering away, letting the applause and catcalls crescendo and fade behind me.
Then, as the noise fell off, I heard a girl's voice say loudly, "What the heck is going on here? Wait! Did I just miss Shower Guy?!" The roommate. Fuck. The crowd had my name, or at least my moniker.
My steps quickened as a fresh hubbub rose behind me.
----------
I'm finding that I'm enjoying this series. I hope you are too. Thanks as always for your votes, favorites, and follows too, but mostly, please comment.
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A REPUTATION 5: OVERSERVED
When I returned to my room from Fawn's dorm, I plopped face down on my bed. I should be sitting up and studying, I told myself. It was nearly 4:30, and I had done no homework this afternoon. Mitch's scrawny hide would be showing up soon. He would want to get some dinner and go out to frat parties later.
But I was tired. My dick was even tired.
I did have options, I considered. I did not have to go out tonight. I could nap now, and study this evening. I could study now and go to bed early. I could just sleep until tomorrow morning.
But who was I kidding? There was zero chance I would not go out and have fun on a Friday night. I was a college student after all, right? I groaned and sat up. I grab the undergrad's best friend, caffeine, out of my fridge in the form of a Coca-Cola and slugged it down. I lumbered to my desk and went back to work on a sketch for Industrial Design that I felt was shaping up nicely. I had nearly an hour before Mitch's arrival would make work impossible.
A few minutes later than usual, Mitch rolled in to the room, throwing his books down on his bed. I waved idly and worked my French Curve to add another smooth, sweeping line to my design.
"Again?" was all he said, still standing in the middle of the room. I looked up at him and he just looked back, his face a mixture of admiration, jealousy, wonder, and bewilderment. "Again?" he repeated.
I wasn't going to bother denying it. There was no point. "Yes. Again," I replied patiently, almost quellingly. Then I couldn't help but grin, I had just gotten most righteously laid and my mood was pretty high, especially now that I had had some refreshing caffeine and high-fructose corn syrup. "But how the fuck do you know already?" I could not help but ask.
"My buddy Ted told me. You know, we are in Japanese Poetry together."
I rolled my eyes. I rolled my eyes every time Mitch said 'Japanese Poetry'. He had seen it and taken it as an elective to slot in an easy A. The joke was on him, because it was killing him with homework.
"He lives in Harwood Hall. Right as he was leaving for class, the place was all abuzz because Shower Guy had rolled in and loudly sexed up some girl over there. He saw you leaving," Mitch said. "His description matched, down to the shirt you are wearing."
"Speaking of that, I'd better take a quick shower before dinner," I mused to myself.
"Dude! Who? How? Uh, how much?" Mitch spluttered. "But mostly, do I know her?"
I looked at Mitch quellingly, and considered. "No names," I said in warning.
"Oh come on, man! I'm dying. You know I can find out. Who was it?"
I considered again. Mitch had in fact shown that while he had diarrhea of the mouth, Kate's name still seemed to be out of the public discussion. "Look, I'm saying I know you can't control that trap of yours totally," I told him quietly, "but I do expect that at least for your part, to never use names, okay?"
"What? Yeah. Of course," Mitch said, actually surprised that I felt I needed to make that point.
"Kim Fawn."
"The Korean girl from last year? Dude, she has a boyfriend!"
"Not for a while, to my benefit."
Finally, to cut off Mitch's relentless pestering for details he was not going to get, I bailed for the shower. I was blessedly, if disappointingly, unmolested there. We went and had dinner without my aroma reminding everyone in the dining hall about me, then I managed another half-hour of work while Mitch got cleaned up to go out.
How fast were Shower Guy stories spreading now? I could have sworn I got some renewed buzz around me in the dining hall.
*
We chose a kegger at Rho Theta Rho that evening. It was kind of the science frat on campus, so I did not anticipate it being too huge of a rager. They had fewer parties than most frats, so I liked to go when they did. Honestly, I felt like I'd have a higher chance of meeting girls at a Rho Theta Rho whose academic interests were similar to my own.
After an hour at the party, I reflected that, while many things had changed for me in recent days, my track record of not meeting girls at frat parties seemed to be remaining intact. I did at least meet up with some people I knew, which was a nice change, even if a few of them had that, 'I Can't Believe Will Is Shower Guy,' look in the back of their eyes.
"Hey Will," I heard, accompanied by a punch on the shoulder. Pete Rollins, from my Circuits class was standing there. Pete is not my favorite guy. He's boring, to be honest. But he's not a jerk or anything, and he never seems to give a shit about my flowering reputation, so he has that going for him.
"What's up, Pete?"
"Work."
"Heard that. I haven't talked to you after class for a while," I said. "What else you have going on? All work and no play makes Pete a dull boy." I winced as soon as I said that. As I mentioned, Pete is in fact, a dull boy.
"I've got a girlfriend, actually," he grinned.
"Noice!" I said, eyebrows rising. "Details?" We were both half shouting over the crowd. For a Rho Theta party, this one was pretty loud.
"Her name's Maisy. She's a frosh, and I met her when she needed tutoring at the Student Assistance Center," Pete grinned.
Good for Pete. "Where is she? Introduce me," I said.
"She wasn't feeling it tonight," he said, still happily.
A girlfriend who doesn't go out with you on Friday night seemed a little sub-par to me, to be honest, but the subtext as out conversation went on was that Pete was, if not getting laid, then at least getting... some. And I suspected that for Pete that was much more than he was used to.
Two weeks ago, it was more than I was used to...
I moved on from Pete. Mitch and I met back up and we ended up in a long discussion with Gunther and Sally about hydro-electric projects and endangered species. It didn't go much of anywhere, of course, because all four of us were long on opinions and short on any actual, you know, knowledge. It was a typical, fun conversation.
I noticed that I was having a more pleasant time than usual at this party. I was having an easy time finding conversations, even a few with new people. It turns out that it is easier to relax and be sociable with people, especially girls, when you aren't, well, hard up. My dick's radar wasn't even on. It was on standby, of course. Every twenty year-old's dick radar is perpetually on standby. But I was not hovering over the screen. Thus, the more enjoyable evening.
I had extricated myself from the devolving hydro-electric discussion to go in search of more beer and possibly someone new to talk to--possibly a new girl. I knew I could not count of females just continuing to hurl themselves at me, burgeoning reputation or no.
And just as I thought that, a soft arm snaked around my waist and a body pressed against me. A voice breathed, "So, you are the Shower Guy. I've been wanting to meet you."
Now, I just put that in the best possible way. Here it is again, more accurately:
And just as I thought that, an arm bumped into my back then fumbled around me, a soft body stumbling against me. A voice slurred in my ear, "Soooo. I hear you, um, are the Shower Guy. I've been... um, wanting to meet me."
I started to turn, then paused because it was instantly apparent that I had become this girl's support, and I did not want her to fall flat on her face. She showed no signs of letting go, so I managed to turn enough to get at least a look at what I was dealing with.
"I'm Jenna," she declared. That at least was clear. She was fairly tall, only a couple of inches shorter than me, with a shock of black hair that was done up in a half-disintegrated styling job that now hung down over half her slack, fairly plain face. She was wearing a set of school sweats, the kind of loose gray outfit that girls wear to hide the fact that they never lost the Freshman Fifteen.
Jenna was drunk. Very drunk. Like, absolutely should not be out, especially at a frat party, drunk.
I was pretty instantly alarmed for her, whoever the fuck she was.
"I..." she said importantly, "would like to suck your cock."
Hoo boy.
"Uh, I don't know about that," I began, a nervous laugh escaping my lips.
"Hey! I'm really, really good," Jenna insisted with what I surmised was unwarranted confidence.
"I'm... I'm sure," I said.
This was bad. I had never been hit on by a drunk girl before, and this was a new, huge negative about my sudden reputation. Please, God, don't make this a common thing. I was not enjoying the experience already. But more to the point, it was super clear than this girl needed help. Help I did not want to give. I sure as hell was not going to walk her back to her dorm, wherever the fuck that was. The absolute best outcome from that would be her puking on my shoes.
Her hand which was not holding her up on my shoulder started tracing its way down my chest. When it reached my stomach and kept going, I grabbed her wrist gently and held it away from my body. She turned toward me, and I pivoted away, keeping us shoulder to shoulder and hip to hip, instead of getting chest to chest.
This evening could end very badly for this girl.
"Hey Jenna, I'm Will," I tried to say.
"Will? I heard your name was Shower Guy. You make all the girls scream with pash... with pazz... with passion," Jenna replied.
Jesus, how can a reputation like this have so many downsides?
"Hey Jenna, did you come with some friends tonight?"
"Just my roommate Katie."
"Ah. Just Katie?"
"Just Katie."
"And where is Katie?"
Jenna looked around blearily. "I don't see her. Haven't seen her in a... while."
"Why don't we find her?"
"Now? Why? We haven't fucked yet."
"Uh, I think that we should find her."
"Why? You want to do her too?" I goggled at where she wanted to take this conversation. "Fine. Let me have my turn and then I'll introduce you!" Jenna was almost bright and coherent there for a moment.
"I think we need to find her. Don't you need to keep track of her?"
"Oh yeah..." Jenna said, some weird realization dawning in her head. "She might get in trouble if we don't keep an eye out for each other." All right. I was getting this on track. "Let me just suck on your dick for a minute, and we will find her before she gets... into trouble."
Sigh.
"I don't think so, Jenna," I said calmly. "Let's find Katie."
She looked at me almost suspiciously for a moment. Then the clearly light of an idea sprang into her face. "Ohhhhh! I get... it! You want a threesome!"
Oh God, no. The last thing on Earth I wanted was a threesome with Jenna and whoever the hell this Katie was, who was the kind of person didn't look out for her roomie. Please, don't let her be just as potted as Jenna!
Jenna was still looking at me. She shrugged. "Okay. I guess that could be epic. Let's go!" She lurched away from me, and I lunged to catch her and keep her upright. How the hell was I going to find this Katie person in this crowd, and successfully dump Jenna on her?
"What does Katie look like?" I asked.
"Oh, you know. She's Katie."
"Thanks. But I don't know Katie, remember?"
"Ohhhhhhh! Yeah. She's sort of blonde."
I looked around. Half the girls at the party, like half the girls at school, were 'sort of blonde'.
"Jenna..."
"Um... she's white?"
"Most blondes are."
"And you are definitely going to want to bone her too," Jenna added definitively. Since I did not in fact want to bone Jenna either, that did not help much.
I resorted to steering Jenna through the crowd, looking for mildly good-looking blondes. None of those we encountered were Katie.
At last, I saw a middling height blonde looking around the party with an expression of mild worry on her face.
Blonde? Check. White? Check. Boneable? Surprisingly... quite. Please be Katie. Please be Katie.
I nudged the currently half-conscious Jenna. "Is that Katie?"
"Yep! Good thing we found her," Jenna perked up. "She might need help."
I practically dragged Jenna toward Katie. She saw us approach and her expression first turned to relief at seeing Jenna, then to concern at her obvious intoxication, the it just got hard as she saw me supporting her. Her eyes narrowed hostilely. "Jenna, are you all right?" she asked sharply.
"Awesome," Jenna replied. "Look! I met Show..."
"Jenna needs to go home to her dorm," I said firmly to Katie.
"Ooh! That's a good idea. We should go," Jenna agreed happily. "He wants to bone us both," she added enthusiastically.
Katie's expression was not promising.
"You. Need to take her. To her dorm," I said firmly, my own gaze hard.
"How did you get her this drunk?" Katie demanded.
"Me? I..."
"I'm not drunk!" Jenna exclaimed. "But I did learn a new game. It's called... Nickles? Quarters!" She paused to reflect. "I'm not very good yet."
"She glommed onto me a few minutes ago," I told Katie. "Where were you?"
"Me? Hey, I was just..." Katie said indignantly, but was interrupted by fairly fragrant belch from Jenna. Katie sagged. "Thanks. We did let ourselves get separated. She's never been this drunk in her life."
"I was scared to death for her when I realized what was up," I said. "I'm glad I found you."
"Thanks," said Katie, who seemed to want nothing more than to get away now.
Fine by me.
I leaned Jenna forward and Katie reached out to take her arm. "You got her?" I asked, afraid Jenna might crush Katie, who was a little shorter and looked much more slender--quite deliciously petite, in fact.
"I got her," Katie said sturdily.
"What dorm are you in?" I asked, not wanting to, but knowing I should offer to help.
"We're in Yancy," she said.
I winced openly. "I'm in La Floritida," I replied. The obvious implication was that my dorm was way the hell in the opposite direction from Yancy.
"Don't worry, I've got her," Katie said smoothly.
"Katie needs your help, Jenna," I said. "You need to take her back to the dorm."
"Oooh. Okay," said Jenna. "You coming?"
Katie rolled her eyes. I did too. "Uh, I'll try to be along in a bit," I lied. Anything to escape this sad barnacle.
"Thanks," Katie said one more time, and pretended to let Jenna lead her out of the party. Katie seemed sober enough. They be okay.
*
Saturday morning was unpleasant to start, as I had, in my relief about escaping Jenna, drunk too many beers myself. Dale had been impatiently waiting for me when I did manage to drag myself out of bed, and I was drinking so much water, I almost got the paper of our car wet.
Still, we were advancing smoothly. I was already certain that our vehicle would complete the course. It really was all about the stretch goals for Dale and me.
When I got back to the dorm, I actually went in search of Shawn to tell her, ahead of my schedule, that I felt confident we would be contenders. She was in her private room on the third floor. It was very nice, but I was too timid to go there often. I had spent some time in the past, speculating on developing a 'problem', so that I would have an excuse to hang out with her more. But I didn't want to be one of her puppies.
I knocked and leaned my head in. She was at her desk, red hair hanging down as she leaned over some paperwork or homework. She looked up and smiled that pretty grin. "Hey Will! What can I do you for?"
Even in my currently well-sexed state, that playful phrasing sent a brief thrill through me, innocent as it was. I just smiled back. "I wanted to let you know, I think you can schedule the dorm thing for the model vehicle competition. I'm pretty confident that our car will be worth cheering for."
"Jimmy is the one worried about you being a contender," Shawn laughed. "I just wanted to make sure you were going to do well enough not to feel embarrassed in front of so many people from the dorm."
"Embarrassed?" I scoffed, a little hurt. "You thought I might embarrass myself?"
Shawn actually rose out of her seat. "Oh, hey, Will! No! I was sure you'd do well, or I'd have never suggested it to begin with. I just was saying how I thought." She was actually quite apologetic. "We good?" she asked, as if it mattered to her. She's a good RA.
"No problem, Shawn," I said, backing out of her room. "I was just yanking your chain. I'll email you the details of the competition."
"I've already looked them up," she called after me as I retreated.
I bounced down the stairs to my room. Mitch, as was his M.O., was nowhere to be seen on an early Saturday afternoon. I checked a few doors away, but Rachel was also not at home. Too bad, I mused. I might have made a suggestion for a followup to the fun that started this whole craziness.
Instead, I dove into other homework. It needed to be done, and I was able to make short work of much of it. But I bogged down as I got into the English Lit. It is not hard, but it just takes time to write when you want to avoid sounding stupid. We weren't done with the Sonnets, or maybe the Sonnets were not done with us. I wasn't sure which was the case.
Regardless, I started sketching an outline for my essay. I usually don't bother, but if I'm not feeling the work, it sometimes helps.
There was a soft knock at my door. I looked up, expecting whoever it was to try the knob, but they didn't. They just knocked softly again.
"Come in," I called, not really wanting to get up from the project I had just fucking begun...
The door opened and two girls walked in sort of tentatively.
Katie and Jenna. Oh boy. What the fuck was this?
"It's Will, right?" Katie said softly. "We wanted to come say thank you for last night."
"Yeah," added Jenna, sheepishly.
I waved it off. "No problem, guys." There was an awkward pause for a moment, and I looked for a way to fill it. "Uh, can I offer you a Coke?"
If you had not figured it by now, I buy Coke for my dorm fridge by the case.
"Please!" said Jenna. "I'm still feeling it a little. Katie had to feed me two breakfasts and make me take two showers before I was good to come and find you."
Was there a twinkle in her eye when she said, 'shower'?
I grabbed three sodas out and handed two over. As I popped my own open, I took in my visitors.
Katie had seemed the last night to be boneable, I think I mentioned. Today, in her light little green sundress with spaghetti straps, she was just as, if not more so. Petite, but not short, her shoulders were broad and flat, and she sported a nice, sleek pair under the top of the sundress.
Jenna was the revelation. With her hair under control, and out of her face, she looked pretty cute, especially with the bright light of intelligence shining in her blue eyes, instead of the bleary expression of someone who just lost badly at Quarters. And I do not know why she had been wearing those baggy sweats out the night before, but it sure as hell wasn't to hide any Freshman Fifteen... unless all fifteen pounds had gone to her tits and ass. She was seriously curvy, in a very fit way.
Sigh. Why couldn't she have come on to me sober? I'd have been even more miserable when I got up this morning--deliriously so.
"Look guys," I said earnestly. "It was no skin off my nose. I just propped Jenna up until she found you, Katie."
Jenna snorted at that.
"She could have hurt herself," Katie said. "Or more to the point, hung onto another guy with a lot fewer scruples."
"That was my concern," I admitted.
"Well, thank you both," said Jenna with a smile. "Especially you, Will. But I do like to think that I still maintained some standards in the man department, drunk as I was."



Katie actually barked a short laugh of surprise at that.
I think I blushed.
Jenna just smiled at me. "Uh... I do have to ask..." She paused. Katie looked at her curiously. "Were my first words to you last night that I wanted to suck your cock?"
"Jenna!" Katie said, scandalized anew.
"Errr. No," I said, blushing again. "You first words were some slurred version of 'Hi, I'm Jenna.'"
"Then I asked..."
"Yeah," I admitted.
"Oh my God!" Katie said with a face palm.
Jenna just sighed. She paused again, then said softly, "Um, that offer still stands, you know."
"Jenna!" I thought Katie had been scandalized before.
"Hey," Jenna said, in an embarrassed but matter of fact tone. "I mean it. After all, we are talking about Shower Guy here," she said, waving at me.
Katie froze. "He's...? He's...?" She seemed locked up. "You are Shower Guy?" she asked me, incredulously.
How the fuck am I supposed to answer that? "Uh..." was my awkward non-denial.
"Ohhh," said Katie, as if Tetris blocks were facing neatly into place in her mind. Then she turned on Jenna almost angrily. "How could you not tell me that he's the Shower Guy?"
"I thought I had!" Jenna protested. "And even that drunk, do you think I'd just wander up to any random good-looking dude and offer to blow him out of the blue?"
"You didn't tell me you offered to blow him either!"
Why was I being ignored in this conversation, in my own room?
"Well, I did offer. And..." Jenna cut herself off.
"What else did you offer, you horny bitch?" Katie demanded. She looked at me. "As if I don't know," she said, in surprisingly good humor.
"Uh..." I said.
"Uh..." Jenna said.
"Wait... what?" Katie asked, eyes narrowing.
"I, uh, did I?" Jenna asked me quietly. I just rolled my eyes. I was at least going to enjoy these two embarrassing themselves and each other.
"When Will told me we needed to find you, I think I thought he meant he wanted a threesome..."
"What?"
"I kinda told him yes?"
"What?"
"For the record," I put in, now starting to enjoy myself. "You did not, in fact, actually say yes, Jenna."
Jenna looked confused. "I thought I did. Well, I at least told him that we'd fooled around together enough that you'd probably be up for it."
"JENNNA!!!" Katie almost screamed. She collapsed down to sit on Mitch's bed, head in her hands.
"Oh jeez," I said, now worried that Katie was going to cry or something. "For the record again, Katie... um, last night, Jenna did not actually say that last bit about the two of you either."
"Oops?" said Jenna, in a small voice.
Into the ensuing quiet, Katie moaned into her hands, "Why did you have to be Shower Guy?"
What the hell did that have to do with anything?
Katie lifted her head, took a deep breath, and then a long glug of Coke. She looked at me. Then she looked at Jenna. Her head sagged once more. "Well..." she said softly. "I guess I'm game."
"For what?" I asked, cluelessly.
"Katie!!" Now Jenna was the one sounding scandalized.
"What? You were the one who suggested it to begin with."
"Last Night! When I was so full of beer I sloshed!"
Wait. Had Katie just seriously said she was down for a threesome?
"So now you are offended?" Katie shot back, but in a small voice.
That took Jenna aback. "Uh... Well... No, really, I'm just a little startled. I... I just never really thought that you'd want to try one of those."
Katie shrugged and shot look at me. "It's Shower Guy. We'd be legends. And damned satisfied, from all accounts."
How the fuck was I supposed to react to this? Be excited as a kid in a candy store on Free Day? Be horny as a mountain goat? Be affronted that I seemed to be being taken for granted? Be eager to begin? I chose all of the above and just sat there, tensely.
They both froze, as if hearing my thoughts. They turned to me, and Katie, surprisingly, was then who spoke. "We are kind of getting ahead of ourselves. Um. Are you interested?"
"First, any dude who is uninterested in being with either of, let alone both of you two, needs to check into a mental facility," was all I said, slowly, clearly, and certainly. Beyond that, I was at a loss. How did this situation keep spiraling so much that I was constantly confused? I decided to appeal to the girls.
"Look, this whole Shower Guy Reputation is beyond my comprehension. Help me out, okay?" I almost begged. "What in God's name are people saying about me that has girls so eager to, um...?"
They both looked at me. Then they looked at each other. Jenna turned back and spoke first. "Well, the fact that you've made several girls come so loudly that they drew a fucking crowd is a pretty amazing start."
"Including another one yesterday afternoon, I heard," Katie added. "Over in Dale Hall."
Jenna's head whipped around to her. "Really? When did you hear that?" Without waiting for Katie to answer, she turned back to me. "Is that why you wouldn't let me blow you? You were too worn out?"
"I did not want to do anything with you, because you were too drunk for your own good," I replied swiftly. "I've never taken advantage of a girl in my life, and I wasn't going to start with you, Jenna. I feel like girls are taking advantage of me," I added under my breath, but they both heard it. And laughed.
"Poor baby," laughed Jenna.
"Seriously, do you feel unhappy with all this?" Katie asked, seriously but skeptically. Jenna actually stopped laughing to listen to my answer.
Well, I was a bit trapped there. I hesitated. I wanted to tell them the truth. I also wanted to get naked with them. Fortunately, the right answer for both was the same, I was pretty sure. I snorted. "No! Just desperately curious."
Katie smiled. "Well, you are talking to two good sources. We heard about the shower incident last Saturday night, after it first happened, and since we heard about another incident Monday, we have been diligently collecting tales."
"Some of the stories are dubious, or rare enough to feel made up by the rumor mill, but we have a pretty good handle on some of your accomplishments," added Jenna.
My body was screaming at me to get back to the proposed Beast With Three Backs activity, but I was dying to hear what was being said about me. People had been clamming up whenever I walked by for more than a week. "Do tell," I invited.
"There are obvious bullshit ones," Kristie said, "like you getting with an Olympic athlete or WNBA player or something." I kept a straight face. "And the story about you branching out beyond your dorm yesterday is pretty new. Is it true?"
I just nodded softly. "But what do people say?"
"Guys who talk about you say you have to have some massive, mystical package," Jenna said promptly. "Probably because they don't have the imagination or skillset to realize girls can go crazy for talent. Most girls focus on how wild you've driven every partner. And the closer we've gotten to direct source material, the more obvious it is that you just know your shit, and are very committed to exceeding girls' prior experience."
"Wait. The closer you've gotten to 'original source material'?"
"I have a friend who has talked with Cassie directly," Katie said bluntly.
Hoo boy. Girls really do have no discretion, do they? I stood there, bemused momentarily.
"So, how about it?" Jenna said with a grin. "Can we see you how close you and your dick match up to the rumors!"
I laughed. "I thought you said you don't necessarily think I'm hung like a horse," I said quickly. I hoped they didn't think that, or there would be early disappointment.
"I don't think you are," Katie replied, just as quickly. "But we're pretty sure you've got at least a nice one."
"We have been speculating a lot," Jenna admitted.
Then Katie got up off of Mitch's bed, and the two of them took a semi-certain step toward me.
This was going to happen!
"One," I said, holding up a finger. "I am absolutely with your program, though I can only hope to God I just come close to your expectations. I'm sure you will exceed mine!"
"Two," I went on, stepping over to the door and grabbing Captain America. I reached out the door and popped his picture up onto the cork board in the hall, then closed and locked the door. "I don't want my roommate interrupting me again."
"We heard about that too!" Jenna giggled.
"Three, do either of you have any idea how to begin?"
"What?" Katie laughed. "How do you usually start?"
"Err," I said, then mumbled, "the OG shower incident was kind of an accident."
"What, she slipped and fell on your dick?" Katie snorted.
"Almost," I said shamefacedly. "Since then, it's been a lot of, 'Hey! May I mash your Subscribe button?'"
We all laughed for a moment, then looked at each other. Jenna, bless her, decided to show that the night before had not been completely out of character. "I think that since I saw you first, I'm going to call dibs on first taste, and get what I asked for last night," she said and closed the remaining distance between us.
She kissed me, and I kissed her back, sliding a hand around behind her back, and down onto her ass about the time she started nibbling on my lower lip. Her ass was anything but small, but it wasn't bulbous or something like that, and it was nice and firm. Very nice and firm. The kiss didn't last longs Jenna almost immediately began to sink down, tugging at my lower lip with her teeth until she pulled free. In a moment, she was on her knees and tugging at my fly. Amazingly, I took my eyes off her to look at Katie, who was the new element in this kind of thing, after all.
She was staring at Jenna, half-disbelieving that her friend was actually going to do this in front of her. Her cute little mouth hung open enticingly, and wow was the front of her sundress tented up by some very interested nipples. She may have been in a state of disbelief, but she stepped deliberately closer and to the side to get a good view.
I looked back down as I felt my cock spring free. Jenna stroked it gently. "Very nice," she said, simply. I heard a murmur of agreement to the side.
I gulped as the dark-haired girl just calmly took me into her mouth and suckled for a good patch, just working her mouth and tongue around my cock. "Unnh... ohh," was I could say. Even this short of a way into the proceedings, I could already tell I should not have doubted Jenna's assertion at the parry about her skills in this arena.
She bobbed up and down, drooling copiously on me, and letting it dribble out of her mouth and down my length. Then she suddenly let me slip free and she held me, rubbing my swollen, happy head over her face. "Very nice," she said softly. "Are you going to help me, Katie?"
Katie and I exchanged glances. Then she stepped forward, bending down herself.
Terra Incognito, here we come!
She reached out to my dick hesitantly, and Jenna let her take it from her hand. She kissed my tip lightly, beginning to slowly and softly jack me up and down. Her kiss became an open mouthed massage of the achingly purple head. I smiled down at Jenna and she winked at me.
Then she leaned back in to my cock. Katie started to lean back to let Jenna have her turn, but Jenna was having none of that. Her hand grabbed the back of Katie's head and pulled her lips back to my tip. Katie happily bussed me, and Jenna leaned in again, kissing both my cock and Katie's mouth simultaneously. I stared down in delirious disbelief.
The two of them sort of wobbled around below me, kissing me and each other in various percentages. Some of the time, one would have my tip fully in her mouth, while the other kissed my shaft. Others, they would have their lips stretching to meet each other past one part or another of my cock. Or they would be firmly kissing each other, open mouthed, while Katie rubbed my tip over both their cheeks. Sometimes, the lips in the above configurations were replaced with extended tongues. They experimented happily with what to do, while I just moaned happily at each new trick they came up with.
Then for a bit, they started kissing each other in earnest. Jenna's hands lifted to cup Katie's jawline as their tongues visibly lashed at each other. My cock was clear of the exchange, but Katie never left of the gentle pulsing of her fist around it.
After a time of this comparative neglect that I was happy to endure, Katie suddenly broke off their kiss and returned her lips to me, this time taking me well past her lips, driving my cock several inches into her mouth. She began to bob and suck in earnest, her tongue within wiggling against my length.
Sensing Katie's change of agenda, Jenna rose back to her feet smoothly and transferred her bereft lips to mine. We were kissing for but a delirious moment, before I felt her peeling my teeshirt upward and over my head. She ran her hand smoothly over my chest. I saw Katie looking upward in apparent approval.
Well, turnabout was fair play there, and I in turn grabbed Jenna's knit crew neck and tugged it free of the narrow waistline of her khakis. She giggled cooperatively as I pulled it up and off, revealing lovely melons encased in a beige lace bra of necessarily significant structural integrity. Of course it hooked in the back, but that just let me lean in for another kiss as I reached behind her to pop the four hooks open. Then I twisted back enough to enjoy the view as I slipped the straps free of her shoulders. Two magnificent boobs spilled free, hanging firm but pendulous on her chest.
Her nipples were pink and proud, but her aureoles extending around them were almost the exact shade of the rest of her breasts and faded into near invisibility. My hand went to one of those nipples, pinching it gently, as if seeking to do the impossible, and make it any harder than it already was.
My vision was filled with those lovely big tits, but I felt my cock suddenly come free from Katie's mouth, and I heard her say a bit jealously, "I heard Cassie said that he is into big tits."
Oh, no you don't. There was going to be no dissatisfaction on anyone's part here. No reason for anybody to punch out!
"I thought both you ladies said that size wasn't an issue earlier!" I protested good-humoredly.
"In dicks," Katie snorted, but she kept up delightful licks of my cock between her words. "Not boobs... And it matters in dicks too, of course," she added, kissing my cock, which is seriously not that big, with extra affection.
"Well, I like tits," I said, "adjectives need not apply."
Now, I never let go of my exploration of Jenna's breast with the one hand, but I let my other drop to Katie's bare shoulder, and flicked the strap off to the side, letting it drape down her arm. Then I slid my hand down her chest, inside the top of her dress, to clasp the most delightful breast within. It was firm and jiggled happily in my massaging fingers. Her nipple was indeed hard and quite tall, its firmness poked wonderfully into my palm.
"Oh, fuck yeah," I sighed, mind reeling at the sensation of different breasts in each grasping-- no, clutching hand.
Katie, mollified, returned to sucking my cock vigorously, while Jenna's tongue explored my mouth. Her other hand stole down to Katie's opposite shoulder, flicking that strap off as well, and her loose sundress collapsed to puddle at her waist.
I looked down and thirsted to suck those beautiful tits. I wanted to suck these beautiful boobs too.
And Katie's work on my cock was getting a bit too successful...
I gasped and pulled away from them both, drawing a tiny cry of protest from them, and a big-ass protest from my cock.
I grinned and stepped back to perch on the edge of my bed. "Come here," I invited. "I need to suck all these beautiful titties."
The girls laughed. Jenna pulled Katie to her feet and they approached, leaning forward until their chests filled my vision. My hands rose instantly to clasp the outer curves of a breast each and I began to kiss/suck each and every nipple in turn, at random, moving quickly enough to avoid any appearance of favoritism. Honestly, I thought I looked like an infantile idiot, but both girls kept laughing out loud in delight at my antics.
Then they turned toward each other to begin another series of tongue-laden kisses, which was fine by me, as I could now press my face forward and rub it against all four delicious, warm, smooth, bouncy breasts at once. As they waggled them against my face, I let my hands drop down to cup their asses.
Jenna's was honestly a little larger than I liked, but it was well-shaped and not a bit lumpy, and my fingers could sink hungrily into its yielding flesh. Katie's ass was two perfect little humps of perfection, making for an almost hardened handful in my grasp.
I needed to get at what was between their legs, but was unsure how to segue there, and how to establish order. This threesome thing was surprisingly complicated.
Fortunately, the girls also were at the same point of desire, and they broke their kiss, unfortunately, they leaned far enough apart to rob my face of its pillowy prison. I was not relinquishing my hold on their backsides, though.
"Who first?" Katie asked Jenna breathlessly. I was not consulted.
"Well, you got the last campus bike yesterday, and I had to walk," Jenna said immediately.
"Like that is equivalent!" Katie snorted. Jenna just shrugged and grinned triumphantly.
Jenna turned to me before Katie could marshal a counter argument about who got the last dryer on laundry day or some shit, and smiled at me. She took her time pushing me backward and turning me to lie on my back on the bed. I made her make just the tiniest effort to push me around, but I was totally on board here.
Almost before I was fully on my back, as I was shifting slightly to get myself right in the middle of the narrow mattress, Jenna hopped up and straddled me, kneeling astride my hips. "Oh yeah, here we go," she said, though I'm not sure if it was supposed to be to me, to Katie, or to herself. She looked into my eyes. "We are both on the pill, so that should streamline things, okay?"
So I wasn't going to have to fuss with the supply of condoms that I had laid in in my desk on Tuesday? Shucky darns. I lifted my hips, bushing my cock along the wetness between her legs. Jenna reached down and grabbed me. She lifted my cock, and pressed it home against her sopping wet nest of jet black pubes. We both gasped happily as I sank into her and she nestled herself downward, flesh yielding slowly around my invading member.
She took her time, possibly even showing off as Katie watched in rapt attention, eyes glued to our groins as Jenna sank down upon me. She barely paused once she had me entirely inside her, before she began to move. We both gasped again, in unison, as she began her first rise, her softness grasping after my cock as if unwilling to let it leave. My eyes fixated on her large breasts as Jenna began to fuck me up and down and she grabbed them in her hands and mashed them around, tugging on her own nipples as she rode me.
I heard Katie grunt in amazement that we were all here like this, and I looked up to her. Her eyes were fixed on Jenna's and my melding middles, and her hands didn't seem to know what to do with themselves. I reached out an arm and caressed her hip. She seemed startled out of her reverie and bent to kiss me, deeply. I enjoyed the way her tongue probed down into my mouth and countered with a lifted hand to fondle a dangling, delicate tittie.
Then I shook my head free of her mouth and growled up to her, "Katie, I want to kiss you, but not on your mouth..."
She popped her head up, smiling at me, and I nodded eagerly. Trading an arch look with Jenna, Katie took my meaning well and climbed onto the bed, facing Jenna and straddling my face. Her slender thighs were to either side of my face, and they left a good-sized gap between them at the top, a gap filled with sweet, perfectly smooth-shaven pussy. I bent up to taste it.



Katie hissed as I lifted my head just slightly, enough to drag my tongue along the hairless lips. I felt my tongue bump over the surprisingly large and eagerly peeking clitoral bump at the start of my lingual caress. She lowered herself a little, pressing herself gently against my face and I worked my tongue against her until it was delving into her depths.
"Ohhhhh, fuck..." Katie murmured.
Jenna just rode me softly, watching, and replied, "You know it girl."
"You asked me why I do all that work to shave?" Katie asked Jenna idly as her hips writhed atop my face. "It's because of thisssss..."
My hands began to wander around both girls, caressing whatever soft or firm expanse of leg, tit, belly, back, or ass I could reach, guided occasionally by one or the other who wanted attention somewhere specific. Sometimes they would even guide my fingers to each other's bodies.
It was amazing, and I felt us all growing increasingly urgent in our movements, but I was actually beginning to be a bit smothered by Katie's grinding into my face. I let off on my probing and stroking of her labia and began to concentrate on her proud, eager lump of nerve endings. She hissed and raised up a little to give me a better angle, and as I hoped, giving me a better oxygen supply.
"Oh fucking fuck, Will," she cried as I poured on the stimulation.
"Shhh!" Jenna said through laughter as she rode me. "Your going to draw a crowd to us!"
Katie tried to quit the noise, with some difficulty.
In response, I started to drive my hips upwards against and into Jenna. The sudden forceful change in our coupling drew a yelp of surprised glee from her, and a sarcastic return shushing from Katie, which was pretty loud in and of itself.
But I could tell Katie was getting close, maybe very close. I lifted both my hands and dug my fingers into her hips, giving all my attention--a bit more than half my attention, to driving her wild. Each breath of hers was now a delightful gasp, and I think she was muffling herself with a hand over her mouth.
But when my tongue's firm, eager torture of her clit was too much, the hand did no good as she cried out full-throatedly above me. Both girls giggled a little ashamedly at the noise, but Katie was not done coming and her voice still made itself plain with each little cry of delight. I had had to cease my upward thrusts into Jenna in my concentration on pushing Katie over the edge, but my curvy new friend was supplying all the motion we both needed to get where we were mutually going. I refused to relent on Katie, however, until she, with a loud gasp of, "Enough!" pulled off of me, my head vainly trying to lift to follow her as she pulled away to curl up against the wall beside me. "You are gonna kill a girl," Katie growled happily.
My hands suddenly empty, I turned to grab Jenna's round hips and resumed fucking upward into her. She replied with a little whoop of her own, then turned to Katie's quivering visage. "Think you were loud enough there, Katie?" she asked, breathlessness almost burying her sarcasm. I slammed into her even harder and she yelped in reply.
Katie just laughed at her.
"Come... kiss me," Jenna demanded breathlessly. "I'm going... to need, ohhhh, your mouth as... a gag, eeeeeemmm, in a minute!"
Katie happily rose to her wobbly knees and planted her lips on Jenna's.
I was grunting hard with exertion as I thrust up into Jenna's hovering body, her tightness still making every stroke a deliriously awesome effort. I wanted to hold off my own orgasm, to drive Jenna over the edge, then immediately turn and fuck Katie, while she was still coming down from her high.
But that was not to be. Jenna was suddenly screaming, and Katie was trying, as requested, to block the noise. That just resulted in a very sexy near wrestling match, amid short bursts of delirious noise whenever their mouths failed to make a perfect seal.
Nope.
I creamed inside Jenna, my orgasm taking me quickly, overcoming my resistance in a single moment that gave me no warning. I was pretty vocal myself as I felt myself let go and jetted hard into Jenna's tight confines at least three times. Jenna certainly felt my offering fill her as she writhed anew and the noises escaping from Katie's determined kiss grew deeper.
My brain did that switch off thing, and I lost tracking for a some number of seconds. When I resumed human mental function, Jenna was sliding off my softening dick to sit on the edge of my bed. Katie slumped back above me, and leaned against the wall.
She crossed her arms under her pretty tits and actually harrumphed. Jenna and I just looked at her quizzically, to out of breath to question her unhappiness.
She saw our gaze and grumbled, "Okay, that was hot as fuck, but Jenna certainly got the best of this little encounter. Someone's fading away," she added unhappily, waving her hand at my necessarily softening cock.
"Oh, don't worry. You won't need much patience to fix that," I replied quickly, suddenly even more cocky than I've usually been recently.
"I hope he's right Katie," Jenna said languidly, turning fully toward her. "I know you have to meet up with Jane and Lana to workout in a bit, but you need to stick around for your turn. Seriously."
Katie loked at her and snorted.
"No really," Jenna said earnestly. "Look, you two make out for a bit, and I'll work on getting our friend here back into the swing of things." With that, she bent over my now only quarter-hard dick and took it, still covered in her juices and my cum, into her mouth. At this size, she took it all, and easily so, clamping her lips around my base and rolling my suddenly very happy post-coital cock back and forth around her tongue.
Katie just stared at Jenna's maneuver, until I reached out to her. Reluctant to let go of her snit, she hesitated a moment, before letting me pull her down toward me. Our lips met and her initially hesitant kiss grew heated quickly.
I pulled free though, after only a brief exchange. "Please... let me suck on those beautiful boobs of yours," I begged. I really did want to suck on them, badly, but I also remembered that she was insecure about them, especially with Jenna's much larger edifices all bare and dangling around in the same bed.
She pulled slowly away from my face, then leant down over me, bringing those sweet mounds down toward my face. I lifted my hands and caressed them both, then lunged to suckle as hard as I could on one, while softly twisting the other's pert nipple.
Okay, I went to town on those tits, they were so fucking bouncy, and just big enough to impress as they seemed to defy gravity in how they held her shape as she moved. And Katie sure grooved to the attention.
And my cock was grooving to the attention a well, swelling up and hardening again, pushing Jenna's head up and off my crotch. Her oral efforts were amazing, but the supplement of romping all over Katie's chest certainly accelerated the process.
Jenna popped up from me and called out to Katie, "Look, he's ready already! After just coming, Shower Guy here should be able to make you yell a good long time," she laughed. Katie twisted away from me to look down my body and my cock looking eagerly back up at her.
"Do you want to climb on top, too?" I asked her curiously, but eagerly.
Katie actually shrugged a little, indicating that Cowgirl might not be her favorite. I struggled to my feet beside the bed and helped her stand beside me. We embraced and kissed again for a bit, hands squeezing each other's ass almost competitively hard. But my dick throbbed against her belly, and we both wanted to get to it.
Besides, it was only considerate of me to start fucking her as soon as possible. She had a workout to get to, right?
I looked back at my by now thoroughly mangled bed covers. I pushed her just slightly sideways toward the bed. As she went, she turned, just slightly, to face it. Oh yes!
With that, I turned her fully, and she happily knelt down and lay sideways across the mattress, feet on the floor, and delicate, enchanting ass sticking up. Jenna watched hungrily as I moved behind Katie, between her legs. I braced both arms on the mattress on either side of Katie and moved my hips to drag my again achingly hard cock back and forth, stickily, over the hard, sweet curves of her ass.
"Be careful where you stick that beautiful thing," Katie murmured carefully.
"I will," I reassured her. I loved that ass. Didn't want to fuck it particularly. Never had that urge, honestly, interesting though it was in theory.
I slid lower, to one knee in fact, and grabbed her lightly curved hips. My cock dropped down and rubbed softly up and down along her hairless opening. I made myself wait, just caressing her, reveling in her anticipatory wetness flowing just slightly from the opening.
"Will you fuck me already?" Katie burst out. I laughed, and did.
I wasn't quite sure how she could be tighter than Jenna had felt at first, but she was, and she stayed that way as I pushed into her. "Ohhhh. Fuckin' A," Katie sighed as I slowly worked my way inside her slick and sopping, but tight confines.
"That is so hot..." Jenna almost whispered, idly caressing one of her breasts as she watched with fascination.
I let my hands wander up and down Katie's smooth, very fit back as I began to make a few experimental thrusts in and out of her. She pushed herself up onto her forearms, arching her back. I immediately leaned forward to reach around her and grasp her wobbling tits, nuzzling the back of her neck. She crooned happily.
But the height of the bed made the whole alignment unsustainable, not if I wanted to get energetic about fucking her, which I very much did. With a last kiss on the back of her neck that may have started a hickey, I straightened my spine and relinquished my grip on her tits, transferring it to her hips, giving me leverage to increase my pace.
Jenna just stared at us in fascination as my abdomen began to slap rhythmically against Katie's little ass. Then, unable to resist, she slid forward, perching on the edge of the bed beside Katie and reached out to kiss me. I instantly filled one hand with a deliciously big boob, while my other kept my leverage on Katie's hip.
"Oh boy, oh boy, ohboy," Katie was soon muttering softly, and I felt her inside rippling with impossibly even more firm spasms.
She was going to come soon! Already!
I could get behind that. (Har) And I had a puckish idea.
My hand slid down from Jenna's breast to nestle in the tangle of her pubes, then slid slightly lower, to an accompanying gasp, finding her lovely clit. I caressed it, slowly at first, but in rapidly speeding circles.
At this point, I'm not sure Katie was even aware what was going on, but I had Jenna rising to a climax as fast as she.
My lissome partner suddenly buried her face in the bedcovers and screamed in ecstasy. Only a fair amount of noise escaped. At that noise, Jenna desperately grabbed my head and kissed me, screaming in turn into my mouth. I managed to keep her at least pretty muffled.
I released my hand from Jenna's pussy and softly caressed her hips as I slowed my thrusts. I still had a good way to go, and I wanted to let Katie come down a bit. But I was for sure going to get her off again before I was done.
For. Sure.
"Holy shit," Katie gasped, almost a sob. "That was wild!" She looked over her shoulder at Jenna, "Did I just hear him make you come too?"
Jenna just pressed her forehead against my shoulder and nodded, her body quivering in the arm I had wrapped around it.
Then Katie swung her head around the other way, looking quite obviously down at my hips, softly, gently, but relentlessly still stroking into her, just very slowly at the moment. "And you are not done yet, are you?" That prospect did not seem to bother her in the slightest.
"Already?" I laughed. "That felt amazing, but I'm not Superman. I couldn't possibly have come yet."
"Felt pretty super so far," Katie murmured as she turned back away from me and pushed her hips idly back against me.
That was as good a signal as I thought I was going to get, and I started letting my body indulge itself, quickening my pace. I felt Katie flush happily as I ramped up my efforts again. We rode together easily, in wildly pleasurable, but controlled coupling for a while, Jenna occasionally reaching out to caress my shoulder or Katie's back.
About the same time that I felt I might be moving along, orgasm-wise again, Katie, perhaps in response to my suddenly even quicker racking in and out of her, also started breathing more shallowly. That was fine by me, but I resolved that I was going to make this last as long as I possibly could. After all, once Katie and I finished, a looming workout date would end this rathe mind-blowing experience.
I could not make my body slow down, but I did at least try to keep it smooth and regular. I wanted to keep control.
"I'm gonna get loud again," Katie ground out between what sounded like gritted teeth. "Help me out, Jenna!"
Jenna laughed and leaned down toward Katie's softly swaying head to kiss her.
"No," gasped Katie. "That didn't work too well last time. I need a better gag." She looked up at Jeanna. "Come here."
Jenna almost jerked back at that. "K! We haven't done... are you sure? Now?!?"
"Come here."
Was I about to watch a line be crossed?
Yes. Yes, I was.
Jenna got up on her knees on the bed and slid around until Katie's head was between her legs. Then she sat down, straightening her legs and leaning back against the wall, grabbing two of my new Amazon Prime-supplied pillows to brace herself.
I had a brief, wonderful view of her spread pussy and its tangle of soaking curls before Katie hid it wither head.
Jenna's eyes were wide as saucers, and she bit her lips hard enough for me to see the skin go white. Katie seems both hesitant and eager, driven to distraction at the same time as I found myself unable to keep my solid, steady rhythm in the face of discovering what their limits had been in 'messing around', and watching that limit be broken.
I slammed into her harder in my fascination, and Katie braced herself so her head would not be jammed repeatedly against Jenna's crotch. Jenna's breathing rapidly grew as shallow as ours, overwhelmed by what was happening. Her eyes were fixated on my hips and they drove in and out of her friend.
Suddenly, Jenna caught her breath, and exclaimed, "Yea, Katie. "That's it... Yeah..."
Katie seems to have found her clit, and apparently knew what to do with it.
Amazingly, Jenna lost it first. She grabbed my third, original pillow and jammed it over her face just as she began to moan. The pillow did an okay job...
Meanwhile, I was looking at the pillow over Jenna's face, then down to her shivering, bountiful boobs, from there across her undulating belly to here Katie's sort of blonde hair on the back of her head blocked my view of what was happening between Jenna's legs. Below that, I ran my eyes down Katie's deliciously fit back to the petite round curves of her tight ass, which bounced with each impact of my hips.
With all that, and more to the point, the incredible feeling of her tight pussy dragging at my cock with each withdrawal, and clamping at it with each return was too much, no matter how hard I wanted the ecstasy to last. I jammed my hips forward in a ragged series of quick pulses, each one punctuated my a spurt of jism from my exploding cock. My knee on the floor throbbed, my back ached, and my head wavered and out of consciousness as I roiled in thunderous release.
And Katie came again. She screamed in wild waves as her pleasure centers sparked and tripped. The noise was certainly mitigated by her mouth's position buried in Jenna's twat, but plenty of noise escaped.
I raggedly kept pounding into her, trying to extend her mountainous orgasm, but she suddenly collapsed into silence like a puppet whose strings had been yanked free. I sagged back onto my heels, pulling free of her involuntarily.
Jenna let my pillow slowly fall to the side and panted. She looked down at Katie, then smiled weakly up at me. "I think she's passed out," she whispered.
I stared at Katie's unmoving figure for a moment, awash in arrogant pride. She still didn't move.
"Is she okay?" I asked, suddenly concerned.
Jenna poked at Katie's shoulder. "You there, girl?"
"I'm okay," Katie groaned. "But... I'm going to need ice cream before my workout, or I won't have enough energy to even get there."
"Sounds fabulous," I said. "I'm buying." A weak 'yay' went up from the congregation.
We all struggled to our feet, looking around to find our clothes, work ourselves back into them, and into some semblance of organization.
We checked each other out, in more ways than one, and decided we looked as presentable as we were going to get. We stepped toward the door.
"Ready?" I asked.
"There is going to be another crowd out there, isn't there?" Katie said, suddenly quiet.
"We kind of failed in the keeping it down department," Jenna said, also hesitating.
"There'a good chance," I admitted. Then I snorted. "I'm beginning to think that they have established a listening schedule to make sure someone is around to hear anything good."
Both girls laughed at that. Katies shrugged. "Okay, here we go."
"Let's go," I said, much more loudly, then slowly turned the knob.
I pulled the door open and the three of us stepped out.
Let's see... seven, eight, nine, ten. No, eleven pairs of clapping hands. The hooting began, and then jumped a bit as both girls stepped out behind me. The jump was less of surprise than of confirmation. I saw Stu Edwards turn to Chad and hold out a hand. I think I heard him say, "Two. Pay up."
"If you people could excuse us, we need to get by," I said calmly, "then you can get back to whatever has you out here crowding the hall."
The three of us slipped forward, and the crowd almost magically parted.
----------
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A REPUTATION 5: LOCKED OUT
Post-threesome ice cream with my two, um, co-conspirators was fun, but a little weird. Having a casual, get-to-know-you chat over ice cream with two near strangers whose anatomy I now knew in extreme detail was slightly surreal. Jenna was a History major whose main academic goal outside her major was to never take another Math course in her life. Katie studied Journalism, but was becoming disenchanted with the field, and was tossing around a shift in majors to Television Production.
In short I had vanishingly little in common with the two of them, other than a mutual commitment to do this all again sometime soon...
It was odd, being a human merit badge.
I was not complaining.
*
Once I had extricated myself from the ice cream shop and my lovely new rumor fuel, I sauntered back toward my dorm. I still had homework, but I beginning to suspect a nap was in my future first. The sun felt good on my face as I ambled back, cutting across an open field that was likely going to be a new dorm, if the fund-raising campaign ever got organized. I got distracted by my internal review of the last few delirious hours and almost got run over when I drifted unaware through an Ultimate Frisbee game. A few angry shouts sent me into a quick sprint to clear the area.
Whew, that little sprint tired me out. Yeah, even after a triple scoop of ice cream, my energy levels were low. I needed that nap to digest and refuel. I hoped Mitch would be elsewhere, not waiting to pester me with supernaturally quick intelligence about my latest episode for the rumor mill.
He was blessedly absent from the room and I collapsed face down on my bed. The curtains the school provides are pathetic at blocking out light during the middle of the day, but I was asleep in moments anyway.
I awoke almost two hours later, clear-headed and energetically refreshed, but with cricks in my neck and back that I had to spend ten minutes stretching to work out.
Still no Mitch, which was a blessing but curious. It was almost dinner time, and my friend seldom missed a meal. I waited around for a bit, not feeling like texting to see where he was, and did some homework while I waited. Almost half an hour after we usually went to eat, there was still no Mitch. I shrugged and went down on my own.
I winced a little in anticipation of the reaction when I showed myself in the dining hall, having just a few hours ago done the Walk of Fame (sure as hell not Shame!) with two girls, heading out of the dorm. I was pleasantly surprised to find that while I got a lot of side-eye, most people in the dorm seemed content to let me have some space.
There were still giggles.
One table of dudes were trying to hide a general expression of what looked like awe. That was not injurious to my self-image...
After I finished eating, I really needed to get some more work done, so I headed out to the third-floor catwalk atop the dorm and did some reading. I did not really classify this as Studying On A Saturday Night, as the sun was still up, and most fun had yet to commence. It was deserted up there, and while the setting did put it into my mind to go see what Cassie was planning that evening, I decided against that.
After all, how much sex can one guy manage in a single day?
But I was tempted...
Anyway, I did manage to completely catch up in Industrial Design, and make a dent in my Circuits backlog. Since my Sunday plans included a Russian study session with Elaine, I had a good chance of actually being caught up in everything by the start of Monday classes.
With that happy thought, and the fading light, I grabbed my books and headed back down the stairs briskly toward my room to throw on a fresh shirt, brush my hair, and head out for the evening, looking for fun.
I was just about to card my way into my dorm room when I realized I was staring at Captain America, pointing at me in that Uncle Sam "I Want You" pose from his picture, which was on our door.
The signal was on our door.
The signal was on our door, and I was on the outside of it.
The question had not been, what had Mitch been up to, but who had Mitch been up to!
Right, fucking on, Mitch! And at only 7:30 in the evening! He had moved fast.
Only 7:30 in the evening. Looks like I was locked out with no prep, and an armful of textbooks, for the rest of the evening. It better be at least most of the evening. I was going to be very disappointed if my man was not good for a nice, long effort.
And if they made noise and found a crowd waiting for them in the hall when Mitch finally took down Captain America, all of them thinking it was me in there... Bwahahaha.
Meanwhile, however, I had an armload of criminally expensive textbooks to find something to do with. They weren't going to be stolen or anything, but I couldn't afford to lose them or have them damaged. As in, literally could not afford that. My bank account was in parlous condition as it was. I barely had enough money for my Coke habit--My Coca-Cola habit.
The kitchen was closed now, and had been for more than an hour, but the dining area was never locked. It would be deserted and virtually no-one went in there this time of night, so I decided to just dump my books in a back corner in there and get them in the morning.
Surprisingly, the motion-sensitive lights were already on in there when I entered. At a table against one wall, a small group of my dorm-mates from the first floor were sitting and laughing. An open and a still sealed twelve-pack of beer sat on the floor. There were red solo cups in front of each, with another in the middle of the table. Quarters lay scattered about.
"Hey," I waved, pausing for but a moment. Then I moved to drop off my books as I had planned.
"Will, what are you up to?" asked Stu Edwards, from his seat at the table.
"I'm just stashing my books in here until later," I said, setting them down in the corner.
"Huh?" asked Tonya, one of the three girls at the table.
I looked up sheepishly. "Mitch is using the room..."
All five of them, three girls and two guys, just looked at me for a solid ten seconds, before Stu burst into laughter, followed by the rest of them. "You are on the outside of the door tonight, huh?" he laughed.
If there is one thing I have learned about myself through all this, it is that I can own an embarrassing situation. I shrugged. "What can I say? Mitch is a machine."
I looked at their faces. Honestly a hang-out for an evening was exactly what I needed. "But while The Machine works, I'm at loose ends. Would you guys mind if I joined the game?"
"Sure," both Stu and one of the girls, I remembered her name was Tonya, said simultaneously. The other guy, Freddie Robinson, and one of the other girls, Yolanda, seemed less happy, but said nothing. I took what I could get.
"So we are playing Quarters?" I asked as I sat.
"Yeah, and you are behind," Freddie said, challengingly. He grabbed a fresh can of beer, cracked it and shoved it toward me. "Catch up," he added, challengingly.
I amiably picked up the can and lifted it to drink.
One gulp in and the others were chanting, "Chug!" I obliged. They had been playing for a while. If I wanted to join, I did have an obligation.
Note that they were not chanting, 'Drink!' Every college apparently has its own house rules for Quarters. I learned the game as having only a few serious requirements. Each player, in turn, tried to bounce the Quarter into the center cup. If they succeeded, they indicated another player who had to consume a slug of beer. The successful player got another turn to bounce the quarter in, and could keep going as long as they kept hitting the cup. When they missed, the turn rotated. Any player caught pointing their finger was also required to consume. And any player who used the word Drink, in any of its noun, verb, adjectival, gerundic, participle, or whatnot forms, had to consume triple.
I slammed the empty beer down on the table, and tried and failed to belch theatrically. There were good-natured cheers from all the other players, except Freddie.
It may shock you to hear that my recent Reputation was not making me a favorite of all people, especially many guys. Or... I guess... it may not shock you.
Apparently, Freddie was not among my fans. I had missed that fact before this point, but you live and learn.
I grabbed a chair and slid to a seat in the nearest gap, putting me next to Stu, and opposite Freddie, with Tonya to my left, Danielle Smith beyond her, and Yolanda on the other side of Stu.
Danielle reached over and grabbed a quarter lying on the table, handing it to me. "Stu just missed. Your turn."
"Hey, he just sat down!" Freddie objected. I would have objected too.
"He just slammed a whole beer without batting an eyelash," Tonya shot back. "He's earned his place in the rotation."
"It was a pretty impressive chug," Danielle added.
"Yeah, who knew Will had hidden talents," Tonya giggled. Yolanda giggled too.
I rolled my eyes. I had never had any illusions that my Reputation was not known to everyone at the table, but I wanted to act for an evening as if it wasn't the elephant in the room. I grabbed the quarter, lined it up carefully, and missed by six inches.
Shit. It had been a while. Apparently, I sucked at Quarters again, like I had early my freshman year.
The rest of the group was not much better. The first time around, Danielle got one hit, shooting her elbow out toward Yolanda, indicating that she had to consume, and Freddie got one in, immediately saying, "Suck it, Will." Other than that, this was not shaping up to be an epic night of consumption. Conversation was flowing again quickly after my arrival, and I found myself enjoying this accidental encounter immensely. It was good to just be another guy for the first time in a while.
Even the innuendo was pretty tame, for the most part, though Tonya made more effort than the others to feature me in any double-entendres.
After her third miss in a row, followed by a loud taunt by Stu, Yolanda looked at him and almost yelled, "I am going to get you so drunk by the..." Whether she cut herself off, or the rest of us gleefully yelling that she had said The Word did it, Yolanda's americano-colored face blanched. "Shit," she grumbled. We all counted gleefully as she poured and consumed three first-seam measures from her Solo cup.
"Got you," Tonya said gleefully. Apparently, Yolanda had been getting off lightly to this point. But Tonya punctuated her glee with a fist to the table, followed by a triumphant gesture...
Yolanda just smiled back and replied, "I believe you just pointed at me."
Things proceeded, and I started to get a feel for the bounciness of the table we were using. I sank a quarter. Looking around, I decided that since Freddie did not seem to like me, it must be because of thirst, so I invited him to consume. He did so with ill grace. I could not hit a second shot, and it was Tonya's turn. She sank her first bounce and immediately shot her elbow out at Freddie as well.
"Oh come on," he grumbled, but smiled and took another hearty swallow.
Danielle went next, and she too hit the cup. Freddie again. He didn't smile this time. She hit a second time, and since she couldn't choose someone twice in a row, she made Stu consume. He did so, loudly saying that it was about time, and he was thirsty.
Freddie missed right off, to much razzing.
Yolanda picked up a quarter, and looked at Stu. "Stu says he's thirsty, girls," she purred, batting her eyelashes at him. "What say we help him out?" With that little innuendo, she stared at him instead of the cup as she bounced her quarter.
Yolanda had not hit a shot all night, so going no-look was not going to make a difference.
And of course, she bounced the coin in so perfectly, the cup barely rattled. Everybody freaked, especially Yolanda. She was babbling with glee. Freddie cut her off with an impatient, "Who's your target then, Y?"
She giggled again, then leaned onto the table, cupping her chin in a hand and looked at Stu, batting her eyes again. Then she shot her elbow out to indicate Freddie had to drink.
"Oh for fuck's sake," Freddie shouted. He slammed back an over-sized pour, gathered himself, and stood up. "That's it. I've got to meet up with Davis later. I'm going to go find him now before you assholes make me too drunk to manage it."
"Oh wait, Freddie. We're sorry," Danielle said weakly as he not quite stormed out of the room. But neither she, nor anyone else moved any more assertively to dissuade him from leaving. When he was gone, his fellow first floor dwellers just looked at each other and shrugged. I was not really clued into the whole first floor social scene, it was somewhat separate from the rest of the house for whatever reason, but apparently Freddie was not its most popular resident... There was no awkward or regretful pause at his departure. Even Danielle seemed to have just been being polite.
The game progressed, and Stu and I gradually got the hang of the bounce. We then did what guys do, and started choosing the girls exclusively as our victims. When one of them hit, they always chose one of us, but we guys were hitting a lot more. We all were consuming our share though.
I hit, and chose Tonya. Then I hit, and chose Danielle. Then I hit a third time in a row, looked at Yolanda, then chose Tonya again with an evil grin.
"Oh come on! I just did!" she protested, looking just bit woozy. I was about to relent, when she said, "How about a kiss instead? Please?" She tried to look pleading at me, but her mouth broke out into a big grin, displaying her gleaming teeth, especially the oddly tilted front one that didn't stand in formation with the rest of her perfectly aligned chompers.
"What?" I asked, bemused.
"I really don't want to drink again so soon," she said soberly. Or, in an attempt at soberly.
I laughed. "I'd take you up on it, but I don't know if I could unilaterally change the rules."
"Oh for Chrissakes, Will. Just let her kiss you so we can move on and she doesn't throw up," Stu scoffed. No one else said anything.
I shrugged.
Tonya pushed up out of her seat, leaned over, then stopped. She looked at me, and blushed. She looked down at her cup on the table. Then she planted her lips on mine softly and gave me a gentle, chaste, and quite delightful, though short kiss. Then she shrieked in embarrassment and sat back down.
Given what my life had become recently, I found the whole moment to be remarkably enchanting.
Then I missed my next shot.
Tonya missed too, as did Danielle and Yolanda. Stu hit and chose Yolanda.
She reached for the cup, but paused as she stifled a burp. She looked at Stu. "Same deal?" She asked, quite shyly.
Stu looked stunned, actually. He hesitated, and I thought he might actually chicken out.
"Okay, new full-time rule for the evening," I interjected swiftly. "Anyone who is selected to consume may offer a kiss in place of doing so. If the person who just hit the cup agrees, they can avoid consuming."
"If the person agrees?" Stu asked, momentarily distracted from Yolanda.
"I put that in so the next time I choose you, you won't try to offer to kiss me," I scoffed.
We all laughed, but then Danielle sternly coughed and said, "Get on with it!"
Yolanda smiled, turned, and leaned over to kiss Stu. It looked like they both meant to make it a quick peck on the lips, but could not quite manage to stop it at that... When they did break it off, they both looked away from each other.
Stu hit again and instantly chose me. I looked at him quellingly, and he just smiled, "I just wanted to make we were on the same page."
I wanted to flip him off, but most people count that as pointing, so I just sipped my punishment.
When my turn came, I hit my first bounce and pumped my fist. "Inebriation time, Danielle," I crowed.
She just looked at me, clasped her hands and mockingly begged. "New rule? You aren't going to make me actually drink, are you?"
I smiled evilly. "I'll gladly take the kiss for getting the quarter in the cup, but I do believe you just said The Word."
"Shit!" wailed Danielle. "Four kisses then?" she asked hopefully.
"No way," Stu interjected. "A kiss might be okay for somebody you pointed at, but The Word is a major infraction. No kiss for that!" His laying down of the law was met with general approval. This was a drinking game, after all.
Yolanda leaned over and poured a triple pour of Budweiser into Danielle's cup.
Danielle looked at it glumly. Then she looked around, a sudden glint in her eye. "How about this instead?" she asked, and hiked up her shirt, letting her braless tits bounce into view.
That brought a fairly profound silence to the room. It continued as she worked her shirt back down into place.
Have I described Danielle Smith at all? No? She is strawberry blonde, with freckles and a button nose. She is average height, and carries about three whole extra pounds around her waist that barely matters visually with the way her hips flare so nicely. Oh. And she has Baby Bear tits, as in: They are, like Baby Bear's porridge temperature, chair size, and bed softness, Just Right.
I had been vaguely aware for a while that Danielle had probably not been wearing a bra, just as I was very aware that Yolanda was certainly not. Yolanda's dangling tits swept out under her knit Polo shirt like ski jumps in a shape only unencumbered tits of a certain size and flexibility make. Danielle's were of similar size, but much firmer. When she pulled her loose concert teeshirt back down, hiding those lovely pink nipples away, they now make considerable tents on the front of the fabric, one almost comically making Taylor Swift's silk-screened eye bug out.
"Another new rule: You may choose to flash the group as forfeit for saying The Word," Stu intoned solemnly.
"Danielle!" Yolanda exclaimed exasperatedly, but smacking the back of Stu's head for his contribution to what just happened.
"Seriously?" Tonya asked her, equally exasperatedly, but she hit me instead--just on general principles, I guess.
"What did I do?" I asked, bewildered.
"You looked."
I stared at her, open mouthed. Then I closed my mouth and shrugged. "Fair cop. But you did too," I grumbled.
I leaned forward to get my quarter to take my next turn. I held it in my finger tips, and just as I pretended to start to bounce it, I froze. Then I looked at Danielle, manfully managing to stare at her face and not at her now sadly re-concealed boobs. "I'm still waiting for my kiss... or for you to consume," I said slyly.
"Busted!" Tonya chortled.
I expected her to take the beer, just to spite me, but instead I got an even better kiss than from Tonya.
This game was looking up.
As the turns went on around, the quarter came to Yolanda. This time, she screwed up her face in concentration and hit the cup again!
"Woo, Yolanda! You are suddenly the Quarters Queen!" hooted Tonya.
Yolanda just grinned and shot her elbow out at Stu again.
He threw up his hands in mock horror. "Again?" He laughed. Then he looked at her, "So, I expect you want a kiss..."
Yolanda obviously very much did, but she turned her head haughtily away and said, "Whatever, it is the victims choice. You can kiss or you can drink."



We all got quiet, except for Stu, who just cleared his throat. It actually took Yolanda a second to grasp what she had said. "Oh shit," she gasped. For moment, she looked panicked, and ran her eyes to the cup in front of her. She even started to reach for it, then looked at Stu for a long, long second. Then she grimaced, turned to face him full on, and reached for her shirt tails.
She smoothly shoved the shirt upward, tugging her tits up as she pulled it past them, and they bounced free, jiggling wildly as they settled into view. Yolanda held the shirt tucked up under her armpits. Her eyes ignored the rest of us, fixating on Stu's face.
Those dusky tits were so hot. They dangled softly, but were so packed with flesh that they still protruded considerably. Their under curves were smooth and full, while their upper slopes were indeed softly inward-curving ski ramps. Her nipples were almost conical and swollen, and tilted upward slightly. Along with their accompanying large aureoles, they were dark, the darkest skin on her body, and made a big contrast to the comparatively pale expanse of her breasts.
Stu was speechless. The rest of us were quiet, but Stu was speechless.
Then Yolanda laughed off the moment. And then she added. "It is really your turn, Mister. Kiss or consume?"
She had not pulled her shirt back down.
Stu grinned, and almost lunged forward, halting himself with his face inches from her chest, then gulped and leaned in to clasp one of those proud nipples between his lips and kiss it loudly. Yolanda grinned in embarrassment, and finally shot a look at the other girls. Then she winced and giggled, pulling away from Stu and tugging her shirt down hurriedly. "Really, Stu? Tongue?" she asked in gleeful outrage.
Danielle and Tonya hooted again. I decided that Stu rated a high-five.
Yolanda actually made a second shot, which shocked the hell out of everybody. She looked at me, but flinched and indicated Tonya.
"Kiss!" giggled Tonya. Stu and I went to high-five again, but she immediately barked, "You assholes wish!" She grabbed her cup, poured herself too large a gulp, and downed it.
Yes, this game was looking way up...
And then the situation suddenly got very sticky.
As Stu missed his next try, Shawn suddenly leaned in the doorway and said, "Oh ho! Quarters! I'm in."
Our RA entered fully and took her place between me and Stu. Since she was heading toward me, my eyes could not follow her ass as she moved, and I had to 'settle' for examining her nicely shaped rack in her usual horizontal-striped blouse. She grabbed a chair and shoved herself in. I actually was not sure if I had ever been quite so physically close to her as I was at that moment...
But along with my momentary bemusement, we all managed to act incredibly guilty at her appearance. She seemed to miss that, though I got the impression that she was choosing to ignore our discomfort. At least, please God, she didn't seem to know what we were fully up to. "I know, I know. Catch me up," she said, extending a hand for a beer. Stu handed one to her wordlessly, and she slammed it easily. Then she put the empty can up in a graceful arch like a three-point shot, and it sailed neatly into the garbage can. Turning back with a smug expression, she reached forward and grabbed a quarter.
"May I?" she asked archly.
We all shrugged.
With no seeming effort of concentration, Shawn banked the quarter into the cup. She made no reaction, other than to tilt her elbow toward me.
Everyone else looked at me, as if horribly worried that I was going to let our RA know what kind of crazy house rules we had been making up.
As if I was going to do that!
The thought intrigued me mightily though, I must admit. But it would not have been appreciated by my fellow players. If I had thought for a moment that it would have been appreciated by Shawn, I'd have done it anyway...
I sighed and poured myself a cup, downing it meekly.
Shawn then hit three more in a row, indicating each girl in turn around the table. By the time she got to Yolanda, there were howls of protest from all of us at her machine-like precision. She just grinned evilly at Stu, and sank another bounce.
He looked around at all the rest of us with a puckish expression, and I was actually worried that he was going to reveal the kiss rule. If he did, I was going to kill him, since I had passed on my own chance.
But Stu lives to this day, because he too was a coward, and he consumed his beer like a good little victim.
"Well," said Shawn briskly, "I just wanted to make sure you all understand how harsh a game this can be if you run up against someone who really knows what she is doing."
"You can say that again," I added. "Last night, at a frat party, a girl came on... up to me, and she had just lost super badly at Quarters. She was bombed."
"Oh ho! And what did Mister... you do about a drunk girl in your arms?" challenged Yolanda good-naturedly.
"I dragged her all over the party for half an hour, desperately searching for her friend that she came with, who mercifully tuned out to still be mostly sober," I said virtuously.
"Admirable," Shawn said. "Or did you just take them both home?" she added with an edge that didn't make me feel very good. If my Reputation was going to make people think I was not a good person, that was not good. If it made Shawn think less of me, that was very not good.
"I sent them on their way," I said virtuously. "The sober friend took her home to pour her into bed, and hopefully to not spend the evening holding her hair back over the porcelain bus." I, for obvious reasons, chose not to mention that they were also the two girls in my dorm room this afternoon. I was pretty certain everyone in the room knew there had been two girls. The spread of rumor within La Floridita was almost instantaneous by now. But these people most certainly did not need to know the connection between my story and my afternoon.
I got a few slightly skeptical looks at my professed virtue.
"Honestly! She was scary drunk. No one, especially a girl, should get that drunk in public or private, even with friends. She could have had a very bad night."
"Well, with that parable to aid my point, I will leave you to your hapless play," Shawn said airily. "Don't get too drunk!"
We all objected loudly that she had come in, made us all consume, then was bailing before we could get revenge, but she just turned in the doorway and smiled at us. "Don't push it, kiddies. I gave up my turn voluntarily, and I hadn't missed yet. I wasn't going to for a while..."
And she was gone.
We all watched her leave, never a bad sight. When she was gone, we all turned and looked at each other, wide-eyed.
"That... could have been bad," observed Danielle in a fearful voice. "Maybe we should be more circumspect."
"Aw, come on. You don't want to stop, do you?" Tonya objected.
"Yeah, I'm having fun," added Yolanda in a tone of voice that if it didn't warm Stu's heart, he was made of stone.
Danielle pushed back, however. "Yeah? And if she had walked in here thirty seconds earlier, Yolanda? How much fun would that have been?" She looked around. "How about if a group of people wandered in here mid-... kiss?"
None of us were especially excited at that thought.
"My room," Stu said quickly.
"Oh ho!" Tonya laughed challengingly.
"No! I've got our big table set up already for my roommate's and my gaming group tomorrow. I don't have chairs for everybody, but it's big enough for us all to stand around easily."
The idea of taking the Quarters game, this Quarters game in particular, to a private place seemed to suddenly give all the girls a little pause. Stu just shot a glance at me. I looked blandly back. But a second or two later, when Danielle, out of all of them, piped up, "That would solve the problem!" Tonya and Yolanda both smiled, almost in relief.
"Grab the beer, you guys," Tonya chirped and gathered up the cups.
I actually did not even know which room was Stu's, so I just followed everybody else.
This had the bonus opportunity for me to really check out all three girls' backsides, something I had never really had reason to do before. I knew them all, but as I said, the first floor crowd tended, with a few exceptions like Stu, to keep to themselves.
Yolanda's was backside bountiful. You could say she had 'junk in the trunk'... if you also called an art museum a junk shop. Her designer jeans were painted onto her bubbly curves.
Danielle's ass was shapely but understated, moving nicely beneath her loose slacks as she walked. It was nice, but not the kind of feature that would draw the eyes. Or maybe that was just because it was hard not to compare it to those top notch, Just Right titties, featured on her opposite side.
Mostly, I just watched Tonya though, as we walked. She wore a short, denim skirt that barely reached mid-thigh, and stretched tight across her buns, which swayed extravagantly as she walked. Honestly, the urge to grab that backside was the first really strong sexual impulse I'd felt the whole evening. As I said, I had wanted to just have a relaxing, regular, college student night.
Those desires had begun to evolve...
Stu waved the girls ahead of him into his dorm room. As I followed, I saw him tug his roommate's name tag off the door, and drop it inside on the nearest dresser.
"Signal?" I murmured to Stu.
"If he comes back, I want to make sure he know that this ain't his room for a while..." Stu shrugged. Then he locked the door quietly.
I moved to the table, positioning myself between Tonya and Danielle this time, but they both shoved me back into my original place. "Don't mess up the order of the game!" objected Danielle.
It had been worth a try.
"Yeah," Tonya added, sweeping her blonde ponytail back over her shoulder. "It's your turn, and I don't want to lose mine!"
I shrugged and bounced the quarter. Or I tried to. It weakly thumped against the side of the cup.
"Your table sucks for quarters, Stu," I observed in humiliation.
"We will all have to adjust," Tonya said patronizingly as she patted my shoulder. Then she sank a quarter on the first try. "You will just have to adjust more," she added with a smirk and her elbow in my direction. "
I started to immediately offer a kiss instead, but stopped. I sensed that all of us, myself included, were suddenly dealing with the situation we had gotten ourselves in, and were skittish. I meekly poured myself a measure and downed the now becoming alarmingly warm Budweiser.
"Got a fridge, dude?" I asked Stu, pointing at the still unopened second twelve-pack.
"Good idea," he replied. He stuck it in his dorm fridge, though he observed we would need it before it could chill too much.
Tonya hit again. She hadn't hit twice all night. She hesitated, then indicated Yolanda, who took her medicine. When it got to Stu, he hit, and made me consume. Then he hit again, and, after a pause, said simply, "Yolanda."
She looked at him, almost shyly for a moment, then shrugged and quietly asked, "Kiss?"
The other two girls were almost audibly relieved that someone else had 'cracked the seal' on the new house rules again. Stu just nodded almost spastically.
They kissed again, and... took their own sweet time about it. No one made a noise until they finally broke off. Danielle did the golf clap.
Tonya smirked and said almost sourly, "You two took your time, you should have to drink for Delay of Game."
"What should we do?" Yolanda asked in a sweet little voice.
"Shit!" Tonya shook her head irritably. Everyone stared at her. I for one let a good bit of challenge enter my expression. She hesitantly reached for the beer, then stopped. She looked at us all and grumbled, "Oh, all right, you pervs." With that, she unbuttoned her light pink blouse, revealing a slightly darker pink, lace bra, cupping a sweet, delicate pair of breasts that did not quite attain the size of our other two female players. She yanked the shirt open wide. It was a nice sight.
"You don't think you are getting away with just showing us your bra, do you?" Yolanda said drily.
Tonya shrugged sheepishly. Her bra fastened in front and she grabbed the clasp. She hesitated, as if about to chicken out, then popped it open and tucked the cups up under her armpits.
Well now.
Tonya's titties were not big, yes. But they were arrestingly beautiful. Proud teardrops, they sported tiny, delicate, and achingly erect nipples, surrounded by ruddy, round aureoles that wrinkled prettily in response to the way the skin was tugged by her straining nipples. And they were beautifully, gloriously tanned all over, as dark and golden as the rest of her.
"Wow, girl! Tanning bed much?" Danielle exclaimed.
"Maybe not..." Tonya replied slyly.
"You do not lay out topless!" Danielle challenged. Then she paused a beat. "Not on campus?!"
"Maybe..."
"Where?" Both Yolanda and Danielle asked breathlessly.
Tonya looked back and forth between Stu and I, who were both trying to be invisible. "The information is not for sharing in present company," she said disappointingly. With that, she furthered the disappointment by starting to button up her shirt.
"You didn't do up your bra," I observed softly.
Tonya looked at me. "I kind of think, given how much I have consumed so far, and how much more I will likely consume as the night goes on, I'm probably going to say drink again," she smirked. Our gleeful shouts clued her into her mistake, and grumbling, she started unbuttoning again. "I hadn't even gotten it all the way closed," she whined.
"You meant to say the word that time," I accused her, grinning.
Unfortunately, I found myself punctuation my words with an accusatory gesture. Tonya just looked at my extended finger archly.
"Fuck," I said exasperatedly. Tonya laughed at me and shouted, "Consume!"
But she hadn't started doing up her buttons again...
"Kiss?" I asked her weakly. Then I not so weakly looked down at those strikingly tan tits.
Tanya raised her head high, and said, "Sure," with challenge in her words.
Listen, I'd been answering challenges from girls with alarming regularity for a couple of weeks now. I was hardly going to back down from this! Even with all the extraneous company...
"Punishment sucks," I murmured in mock grief and leaned over toward her. She leaned back, pushing her chest forward, making sure there could be no doubt about where she expected me to kiss her.
I opened my lips slightly, and placed them as softly as I could over the nearest tiny, excruciatingly erect nipple. I just brushed them over her flesh on the first pass, but them locked them down and suckled hard. Then, because I have become reckless, I lifted a hand to cup the breast I was kissing, and squeezed gently, lifting the nipple even further toward me. There were several gasps, including from Tonya, who sounded quite pleased, however.
I finally let my tongue flick over her nipple inside my mouth just once, then released her and leaned back. "I've got to be more careful," I said the assembled table, deadpan.
Tonya snatched her blouse closed, and flushing, buttoned it up swiftly and wordlessly.
Stu hit the cup again, and said I deserved a tasty beverage for all my hard work. Asshole.
Once he missed, I went and hit. I shot out an elbow toward Danielle. "You just want a kiss," she accused me.
I demurred. "That's up to you," I said with an elaborate shrug.
Danielle sat there and stared at me. I knew she was going to go for the kiss option, but she wanted to make me wait. I granted her a look of anticipatory doubt. As soon as she saw that, she laughed and said, "Kiss, I guess. Or I'll start belching..." She leaned forward over the table toward me.
Tonya was between us and declined to step back, making Danielle and I both have to lean forward uncomfortably to get at each other, and my arm still brushed our blocking player.
Our lips met, and this kiss was soft, and warm, and almost chaste. We pulled away slowly, and I grinned. Then I shot out the arm that wasn't holding me up as I leant on the table, and grabbed the back of Danelle's head. I pulled her back in, against zero resistance, and our second kiss was deep, and fucking hot. Tongues went visiting. Hell, tongues went exploring... spelunking, even.
Shit, she could kiss.
I could feel Tonya's breath on the side of our faces as she hissed, "Christ, talk about delay of game!"
We ended the kiss, but I kept my hand in Danielle's blonde hair, our foreheads pressing together for an instant. "I'm glad you are leaving Yolanda alone," she whispered.
"Duh," I replied, too quietly to be overheard over the music Stu had put on when we entered. "How long have those two been going out?"
"About fifteen minutes," put it Tonya, who was still leaning in close. Both girls giggled, and we all straightened up.
"No plotting!" Yolanda called sternly. "This isn't a team game!"
Play went around the table another time or two. There was a kiss or two, but mostly, people chose to take the beer option. We were thirsty.
Then Stu hit for the first time in a while and in triumph called out. "Finally! Drink Yolanda!" He absolutely missed what he had said, but I for one did not.
"Ohhh Lucy! You got some 'splaining to do," I called out in my best Ricky Ricardo.
"Damn," Stu muttered. It was clear that he prided himself on not saying The Word. "Fine," he said after some internal recrimination, and hiked his shirt up and over his head, tucking it behind his neck.
"Oh, honey. That ain't going to do," Yolanda said evilly.
"Yeah, Stu. You haven't worn a thing other than a towel around your waist on your way to the showers since the year began," Danielle piled on. "Showing us your hairy nipples does not count as flashing."
"Really?" he whined, honestly a little surprised.
"Your choice," Tonya simply said. All three girls looked challengingly, and a little speculatively, at Stu.
He actually seemed a little panicked. "This, uh, might be the wrong time to do, um, that..."
Yolanda blushed, but then rallied. "Oh, poor Stu! Do you have a situation?"
"Yeah, five bucks says he's got a hard-on in there," Tonya chuckled, looking speculatively at the front of Stu's baggy, black cargo shorts.
Yep. Tent city.
"No more delay of game," Danielle added relentlessly. "You can always pay up the traditional way," she added, pouring an obscenely over-full pour into a cup.
"Fine," muttered Stu. He looked at me imploringly. "Are you going to look away?"
I stared back expressionlessly. "Me? No, I don't think so. You need to earn not consuming that half a keg's worth that Danielle just poured."
"Fine!" He grunted, yanking down his zipper and popping the snap. He grabbed the band of his underwear and yanked both down with a jerk.
Stu had nothing to be ashamed of. The cock that was suddenly waving around was thick, and easily as long as mine. It had a bit of sideways curve to it, but who was paying attention to that?
The girls. That who was paying attention to that. Closely. As for me, after my initial look to embarrass Stu, I kept my gaze on our prettier players, and their reactions. All three giggled, and acted shocked. But none looked away.
"Yep. That is indeed a hard-on," Yolanda observed.
"You are pointing at it," Danielle said softly.
Everybody froze. Yolanda stared at her finger in something akin to horror. Stu looked like he was going to faint.
Tonya had mercy on them and poured a shot for Yolanda, pushing it toward her.
Yolanda took a breath, and shoved the beer back away. "Kiss?" She asked Stu quietly.
I thought he was going to die. Die right there, right then. But he only gulped and nodded. He even puckered up and leaned forward, but everybody knew what Yolanda was about to do.



And she certainly leaned into it. She actually turned and knelt down on the floor. Then she looked up at Stu and held his gaze as she leaned forward and planted her lips on the head of his cock. She made a loud kissing noise, then another. Then she opened wide and slid her lips around his head and a good inch down his shaft!
Stu stared down at Yolanda, lost in her eyes. His face was a blend of mindless pleasure and incomprehension. Yolanda clasped his balls and the root of his cock in her hands and began to demonstrate a clear lack of shits to give about any delay of game complaints. Her mouth slid down over Stu's happy dick, then back up, then back down again. Stu did nothing but grip the edge of the table for dear life.
"Jesus," Tonya whispered.
"Are you sure they weren't already a couple?" I hissed, not quite able to look away from the live sex show we were suddenly being treated to.
"Yes. I've even teased Yolanda about him, over how they had been flirting. I swear that she didn't realize they had been," Danielle said quietly.
"His roommate told me that he kind of expected they might go out eventually..." Tonya added.
"Well, I think he might ask her out now," I snorted softly. None of us wanted to distract them.
"Fuck, Will," Danielle said softly. "Looks like they got caught in your sex field, or whatever it is."
I looked at her almost imploringly. "Come on."
Yolanda let Stu's cock out of her mouth, but not to stop. She was lashing its length with her extended tongue. She even licked his balls.
Tonya groaned. Then she turned to me and said sternly, "Say the word."
"Sure. Wait, what do you mean?" I asked her.
"Say The Word," she repeated.
I heard the capitals this time. I looked at her. She nodded. My eyes flicked to Danielle, who hesitated, then nodded equally firmly.
"Drink?" I said, a little hoarsely.
"Oh dear," Tonya said simply. She motioned toward that by now surely warm quadruple pour of beer on the table. "It's that, or..."
I sure as fuck was not drinking that huge room temperature beer. And I was now at a level of transcendent confidence that left me utterly certain that dropping trou would not result in a problem, and would likely result in one or more pretty awesome outcomes. I consulted my dick, which had had a workout today already, but it seemed quite ready for further exertions and was hard as steel. Both Tonya and Danielle seemed to be examining the tent it was making in my pants.
"I'll pass on the beer," I said, and tugged at my fly.
"Shirt first," breathed Danielle. I looked at her quizzically. "Because why not? You have a problem with it?" she asked matter-of-factly.
I tugged off my shirt. Then I opened my fly and dropped both pants and underwear to the floor.
Both girls stared at me. I saw first one, then the other flick their gaze to Stu's equipment, which was in the process of being sucked back into Yolanda's mouth, possibly even deeper than before. But their gaze both returned to me, and happily so.
Look, my cock is sturdy, not small, and straight as a ruler. Often stiffer than one, too. But I blame/credit the reality distortion field of my crazy Reputation for how girls suddenly seem to think it is all that and a bag of chips.
I am not complaining. Not one fucking bit. But I am honest enough to know the truth. I've got a perfectly nice cock, not the world-beater that I see reflected in some girls' eyes.
Tonya and Danielle looked at each other, giggling softly. None of us wanted to in anyway break the spell that Stu and Yolanda were under. We would not pop their bubble if we could help it.
But I was no longer going to hide the fact that I was absolutely drinking in these two hot girls. My eyes roved openly over them both. And I waited. Again, I'm confident, okay? I knew I could simply stand there at this point.
"Say The Word," Danielle said to Tonya.
Tonya paused, then grinned, "What word?"
Danielle paused in turn, taken aback. Then she grinned. "Drink."
Tonya just gestured, open handed, without pointing. Danielle just tugged her shirt back up and this time, she pulled it off completely. Yep, those tits were Just Right.
"Oh, that word," Tonya said. "Okay, drink." She turned to look at me and smiled.
"Oh dear," I said. "Want that skunky beer?"
Tonya wrinkled her nose and was already unbuttoning her blouse once more before she turned down the beverage. With the last button undone, she shrugged it and her never refastened bra off her shoulders, dropping both to the floor.
I stared happily at her tanned marvels, then let my gaze shift again to Just Right. My cock quivered visibly in delight.
Then I looked at them both sternly. "Say it again," I said with no command in my tone, just the authority that comes from absolute confidence that they would comply.
And they did. They even looked at each other to allow them to say, in perfect unison, "Drink."
I smiled happily and waved a hand genially in their direction.
Tonya's skirt unzipped in the back and she turned away to let it slide to the floor. God bless the girl, she wore a thong underneath, which framed her tight masterpiece of a backside in excruciatingly sexy fashion.
Somehow, my gaze was dragged away as Danielle unzipped her slacks and let them slide to the ground. She wore full panties, but they were of a soft, white lace that let me know that when they too departed their lovely host, I would see damned little, if any pubic hair.
The girls looked at each other, and slid their underwear off their hips and down in unison once again. Tonya kept facing away from me as she did so. She clearly knew that of all her myriad charms, her ass was the killer application. It flexed magnificently as she bent to step free of the thong. At last, she turned back to face me, and the two of them grinned at me, side-by-side, but keeping their distance from one another.
I'll admit it. I bit a knuckle to keep from jumping up and down like a kid about to meet Santa.
Both of them caught my move and smiled at me.
"I don't know, Danielle, but that looks like he is pointing at us," Tonya said, idly gesturing (but not pointing) below my waist.
"Oops?" I said, as if caught. "I guess I need to kiss both off you, since I'm pointing at both," I mused. "Who's first?" I growled slyly.
"I caught him," Tonya said firmly to Danielle, then turned and puckered up toward me. Danielle deferred happily.
Yeah, no. Kissing her would be nice, but I was not going to do that right now. I took the one step to close the distance between me and Tonya, and grasped her upper arms gently. Then I steered her slowly backward toward whomever was Stu's roommate's bed, behind her. When the back of her legs hit the edge of the mattress, I pushed her softly back and down, leaning toward her face. She cooed softly and sank backward compliantly. As she sat on the edge, I bent, but went past her pretty face and settled to my knees. Then I leaned down and kissed the inside of her left knee instead.
I started kissing, nibbling and licking my way upward along the soft, trembling flesh of her inner thigh, and I heard Tonya breathe, "Ohhhhh, fuck."
I looked up at her and smiled. "Patience. Patience," I said with a smirk, and went back to moving up toward her delightfully shaven pussy, slowing down as I went.
"Fuck, I should have argued about who goes first," Danielle murmured.
I lifted my head again, this time toward Danielle. "Patience. Patience," I almost giggled.
Okay, I tried to slow down as I went, but I found that as hard to endure as I hoped it was for Tonya. I just tilted my head and licked wetly right up the rest of the way. My cheek and nose rubbed against her sex and it left a streak of wetness against my face.
I inhaled deeply as my lips found her pussy and I tasted her. It was a sensory wonderland, including the incredible sigh of pleasure I heard from her as my tongue began to caress her slit, pressing harder with each stroke. Her initial sigh rolled into a series of coos and murmurs as I worked.
I reached up and caressed her opening as I let my tongue seek out and flick across her clit. Tonya hissed and arched her back. "Fuck, Danielle! It's like he knows what he is doing," she moaned. I just smiled against her softness and let a finger slide inside her gently. She bucked again at the invasion and writhed her hips. I just worked a second finger inside her, never letting up on her clit. I sensed that she was going to come swiftly. I was more than okay with that, I had a lot on my plate to get to...
Then I felt a hand begin to caress my bare ass. Danielle had apparently grown impatient and knelt down behind and beside me. Her fingers massaged my glute, groping me hard.
I lifted my head and looked back at her. She smiled at me, and I shot a glance back at Tonya's wide-spread legs. "Are you wanting to take a turn?" I offered generously.
Danielle laughed. "Not hardly."
My fingers were still inside Tonya, and I let my thumb strum her clit idly. "Are you sure? I don't mind sharing," I insisted with a rather sticky smile.
Danielle snorted again. "Tonya's my buddy. Do you and your buddy suck each others' cocks?"
Tonya's fingers suddenly delved into my hair and tugged, not so gently. "If you two don't mind putting aside your discussion about how not lesbian we are, how about we get back to the rampant heterosexuality?" she demanded of me urgently.
Who was I to argue?
I curled my fingers up inside her, wiggling them gently, and swiftly bent to kiss, then suck on her clit.
Yeah, she was getting close, and I worked even harder.
I felt Danielle's hand snake around from my ass and underneath me where I kneeled. Her fingers found my cock and began to caress it lightly, fingertips just touching me.
Suddenly, we all heard a loud gasp of triumphant release from Stu across the room. "Oh! Oh! Oh, God! Oh, God God God!"
While I was obviously unable to see anything, both Danielle and Tonya had apparently both been keeping an eye of the other occupants of the room. Danielle's hand suddenly grasped me and her hand gave my shaft a few quick jerks. Tonya just gasped at whatever she saw, "Wow!" Then she gasped again, wordlessly, in reaction to what I was doing to her, not what Yolanda was doing to Stu.
She was crying out now, and bouncing her hips up and down in time with waves of orgasmic release. I just licked her harder, until her fingers pulling my hair against her crotch began to force my head away instead. I came up for air, and rolled around to sit on the floor. That pulled my cock free from Danielle's hold, but I sensed that it would be back. I wanted to see what I had missed.
Stu's cock must have come free of Yolanda's lips before he came, because she still kneeled before him, massaging his shaft idly, but her scrumptious tits were absolutely painted in white, sticky jizz. I could even see a strand slowly dripping down from one of those conical nipples.
Stu had just leaned over, without moving his hips, to open a drawer in his desk and pull out a box of tissues. He pulled out several and started to gently wipe Yolanda's chest clean.
Yolanda just looked at the desk and asked gently, "What else do I see in that drawer?"
Stu flushed, then reached back in and drew out a large box of Durex. He slapped it down on the table. "In case anyone needs them," he gasped, still flushing with aftershocks of whatever titanic eruption had produced Yolanda's sticky chest.
Yolanda just pushed her thumb up the bottom of his softening shaft and throatily replied, "Oh, you are definitely going to need some, Honey."
Danielle and Tonya both endorsed the production of condoms in the room.
Now, I'll admit, I would have hoped for a chorus of, "No thanks. We are all on the Pill." But as disappointing things to hear go, "Condoms? Yes, please," from the women you are with is a remarkably easy cross to bear.
Danielle rose to her feet, and pulled me up to mine. We grinned at each other, and I drew her soft body against me. We kissed.
Then Danielle jerked back with a non-plussed expression on her face. I was confused for a moment, and it obviously showed on my face.
Danielle shook her head ruefully. "You remember our discussion about me and Tonya?" she asked, then turned to her friend in question. "There is a lot more of you on his face than I was prepared for," she chortled ruefully.
Tonya laughed. I started to, but then Yolanda and Stu laughed too. I turned to look at them. My snappy retort to them came very late, as I had to take a look at Yolanda's delicious tits, and the way Stu was pulling her pants down off that sweet, round ass. I snapped back to the matter at hand. "Don't you two have something better to do than laughing at us? You know, like each other?"
Stu just laughed again, but now naked Yolanda was more biddable, and she turned to plant her lips on his, shutting him up nicely.
I just sheepishly wiped my face with my forearm and the back of my hand.
"That was a pretty pathetic cleaning job," Danielle scoffed, "but I will muddle through." Her actions then imitated Yolanda's. She had to still be tasting Tonya, but she showed no signs of further objections.
Our arms were around each other, and Danielle's left hand stole down my back to cup and squeeze my ass. Even better, her right released my back entirely and stole around between us to grasp and gently hold my cock, pressed as it was between us.
I liked her style and slid one of my hands around to grasp one of those delightful tits. It felt as good at it looked, and I massaged it greedily, letting the erect nipple nestle in the join between my second and third fingers. My kiss intensified, Danielle's mouth almost vacuuming my tongue into it, and my free hand dropped to clasp her modest but firm ass. I stretched my arm lower, cupping the bottom, and letting my fingertips quest down and between her legs.
"Tiptoes," I heard Tonya say in a rapt whisper. Danielle complied, and I felt my fingers nestle further up between her legs, warmth and moisture tantalizingly close. I pulled my lips from hers and bent to kiss the breast that was unmolested by my hand. I took the sweetly pink nipple into my mouth and suckled gently.
It felt great in my mouth, as I flicked the hard nipple with my tongue, but the best part was that now my hand could reach all the way under her ass so that my fingers could rub her pussy and even slightly part her dripping lips. Danielle moaned as I slipped inside her. We held in that delicious tableau for a few moments.
Then Danielle's hand slipped from my ass and she snapped her fingers at Tonya. "Condom," she gasped.
"What?" Tonya exclaimed somewhat incredulously.
Danielle snapped her fingers again, and gasped, "Condom... Please!" she added almost beggingly.
I grinned around that sweet, pert, bouncy boob in my mouth, but did not let it go to comment. I was a little curious about how Tonya would react, and a lot interested in actually obtaining a condom. Danielle's hand was getting a bit urgent as she massaged my cock.
"Oh, all right," Tonya said in a mock churlish tone. "But only because you two are so fucking hot, standing there like that." I sensed her getting up and moving to the table. There was a rustle of cardboard and mylar.
"Can we have one too?" I heard Stu, his voice sounding as if he had just pulled his mouth free of... something wonderful.
"Sure!" Tonya chirped. She didn't object to his request, but hey, these were Stu's condoms after all. "Want me to put it on you?" she asked him slyly, clearly not meaning it... probably.
"Give," Yolanda growled, and I heard her catch the packet out of the air.
There was the noise of another condom being torn from the strip, and I felt Tonya approach me from behind. Her hand ran down my spine idly. "How about over here? Can I put it on?" She sounded a lot more serious about this offer.
"My. Turn." Danielle said firmly, taking the condom from Tonya. She sank back down to her heels, and my fingers sadly slipped from the warmth of her inside. Had she been on tiptoe this whole time? Wow.
"Bed," she then said to me, just as firmly.
She pushed me backward and I obligingly laid back on the mattress.
It occurred to me I did not know who Stu's roommate even was, so I had no idea whose bed I was about fuck Danielle on. I just hoped it wasn't Freddie.
On second thought, although we had been just slightly mean to him, the evidence was strong that Freddie was a douche. I'd love to get his bed good and sticky. But it probably was not Freddie, so I was hopefully going to owe at least a bottle of good vodka to the unknown roommate by the time I was done.
The view up from the bed was awesome, with two naked girls looking down at me, Danielle brandishing a bright red condom packet. She was looking at it and smiling. "Strawberry flavored! Kinky, Stu," she called over her shoulder.
"Don't order condoms while drunk," Stu called back. I had enough to look at, but his voice told me that Yolanda was doing something interesting at the moment.
"Well, I think flavored condoms can be the bomb," Danielle smiled down at me.
"Wow! You use a condom for oral?" Tonya asked almost conversationally.
"No," snorted Danielle as she opened the packet with her well-manicured fingertips.
"Then why...?"
Danielle just smirked at Tonya, then smiled broadly at me. Then she popped the red condom into her mouth. She looked first at Tonya, then me, her lips making a large O, filled with the cover. She made a sound that indicated the rubber did indeed taste good. Her eyes were full of a smile.
She knelt beside the bed swiftly and lifted my cock straight up, letting her fingers stroke my hardened length. Then she bent over and slid her mouth onto my head. I felt the tip of the condom nestle loosely over me. Then Danielle swiftly and smoothly pushed her mouth down and deep over me, her teeth smoothly and carefully unrolling the condom over me. The tip was nicely loose, but the rest fit quite snugly. The sensation of what she did was simultaneously erotic and impressive.
Smoothly, but with a gasp, Danielle straightened. Her fingers fitted it the rest of the way, but she had, in one movement, pushed the cover down over all but an inch of my length!
"Holy shit! That was so cool," Tonya exclaimed. I just gasped happily. "How did you do that?" Tonya enthused.
Danielle chuckled smugly. "There's a trick to it, but it is not that hard."
"Believe me, it's hard," I put in, regaining enough functioning brain cells for a joke. Both girls laughed.
"Show me!" Tonya asked eagerly. Danielle hesitated a moment, then grinned and snapped her fingers again. Tonya stuck her tongue out in acknowledgement, but lunged to the box. Promisingly, she returned with several packets.
"What are you doing over there?" Stu asked in an annoyed and bewildered voice.
"Wasting your condoms," Danielle called back. "I'll get you more tomorrow."
"Yeah, but how are you wasting them?" Yolanda asked, sounding annoyed that Stu was talking to us instead of doing whatever he was supposed to be doing to her.
Tonya excitedly said, "Danielle put the condom on Will with no hands, using her mouth. She's going to show me how to do it!"
"What?" Yolanda asked, annoyance suddenly gone from her voice. I let myself look their way, and saw them both sitting up to look back with interest, only partly disentangling themselves from each other. Whew, even though the view included Stu's dick, it was a pretty awesome sight.
I looked away. Partly because I had equally awesome sights standing above and kneeling beside me, and partly because I was just a bit uncomfortable to find myself a demonstration apparatus.



"See," Danielle explained, "you unroll it just a little bit to make sure the tip is loose, then pop it in your mouth, making sure it will roll out the right way." She had actually raised her voice to Yolanda could hear! "...ike...isss," she said, once again showing the condom framed in her rounded mouth between lips and teeth. Then she shifted to a different position from her first attempt, and I flushed to realize that she had done so to show off for Yolanda... and Stu.
I found myself in an extraordinarily forgiving mood the next second as she bent once more, pressed the condom atop me, and slid her face and the unrolling condom down my length. I felt my cock push against the opening of her throat before she straightened again. If anything, she had pushed it even lower this time.
"Ta da!" Danielle said smugly, gesturing at my condom-covered manhood like it was a new refrigerator on The Price is Right. Then she leaned down and licked my shaft as she finished unrolling it. "The strawberry flavor is actually almost decent," she observed. Then she licked me again.
"Oh, you've got to let me try," exclaimed Tonya, reaching for another condom.
"Hey! We are not wasting any more right now," Danielle said, pushing her hand out against Tonya's naked belly. "It. Is. My. Turn." She paused a moment. "We'll give you several tries, later." Tonya had an indignant look on her face, but it dissolved into a grin.
From across the room, I heard Yolanda say happily, "Oh, you have vanilla flavored too!" Apparently, she was not waiting on Danielle for any further instruction.
For my part, I just leaned over and hauled Danielle up onto the bed with me. "You have me more than ready for your turn," I growled as she yelped happily at my sudden, assertive grasp. But then she pushed me back onto my back and hopped up astride me on her knees.
"My. Turn," she said again. With no further ado, she lifted my cock straight up with the fingers of both hands and shifted above me so that her sex pressed firmly against me. Her eyes bored into mine as she sank lower and I felt her spread out to encompass me. We both shuddered happily at the sensation of my cock pressing deeper inside her, reforming the contours clenching around its progress. When she at last had me fully encased inside her, we both held still, celebrating the sensation and letting our anticipation grow.
Danielle bit her lower lip suddenly, then slowly rose up. Her pussy felt reluctant to relinquish its grip on me as she rose, then suddenly was pushing back as she pressed herself down twice as fast as she had risen. I may have moaned right out loud. She quickly established that rhythm, slow rise, and swift fall back down, stabbing me back inside her. The initial, amazingly firm grasp on my cock, coming and going, soon morphed into a gentle but assertive clasp as she stroked me in and out smoothly.
My hands rose eagerly and I clutched almost desperately at those wonderful breasts. Danielle cooed and pressed her chest slightly forward and harder into my grasp.
As we rode together now, in an easy harmony that should last for a while, I felt Tonya sit just above me on the bed. I looked up at her (and her gorgeously tanned tits) as she ran her fingers through my hair.
"All right, Tonya," growled Danielle. "Remember... oohhhh.... It is my... ummmm, my turn," she warned, her rising passion evident in her speech. "Don't you go and... oh, wow! Pulse it like that again, Will! Don't you go... oh yesssss... distracting him too, mmmmm, much."
Tonya's eyes seemed glued to the sight of my cock disappearing and reappearing between Danielle's leg, but she smiled. "Okay! I won't distract him too much!" Her eyes slid up my naked chest to my face, and she winked. Then she slid her hips off the bed and leaned down to kiss me.
"Okay, girlfriend," Danielle panted, temporarily increasing her pace, and the pressure she exerted around me. "Just don't get any ideas about climbing up on his face! It is My Turn."
I raised my hand. "Excuse me, but I'd like to put in here that I can seriously multi-task!"
Both of them laughed. Both them also hit me. Tonya shook her head at me, her grin displaying that out of alignment incisor that I was finding increasingly enchanting. "No, no, Will. Hoes before Bros. Will you settle for these?" She laughed, and slid her golden tits over my face. I eagerly lifted my head to nuzzle between them.
The sensation of Danielle fucking me so elegantly, and with slowly increasing fervor, while I ran my lips and tongue all over the surface of Tonya's chest was... While I was sure that I could have managed the whole multi-task, and still hoped to get the chance, I had to admit that this was pretty much taking up every available brain cell. Even the fairly loud moans from Yolanda, punctuated with regular gutturals from impacts of an obvious nature on the other side of the room barely penetrated my consciousness.
Suddenly, Danielle's elegant ride atop me changed. She paused, then was suddenly jacking herself up and down on my cock with ragged vigor. She was about to come. I was miles from that, but having her go temporarily blind atop me was okay with me. I suckled even harder on Tonya as I slipped my hands reluctantly from Danielle's Baby Bear tits and grabbed her hips, encouraging her to keep pumping.
Fuck, it felt amazing to have this girl almost uncontrollably spasming atop my shaft, frantically humping me, and gasping for some semblance of rationality that was clearly escaping her. She cried out in almost shock as a wave of pleasure ran through her. My cock felt absolutely amazing as this lovely creature rocked atop it, riding a wave of her own ecstasy. A last, loud cry of fulfillment rang out and she sagged over me. My hands held her hips in place, keeping my cock happily right where it was.
"Don't stop," I gasped almost desperately, then clamped down on Tonya's nipple again.
Danielle gasped, panting with exertion. "Oh fuck, that was good! But I should back off. A good friend would leave you still ready for Tonya, so she can get some too."
"Fuck me," I demanded quite entitledly. "She is so going to get hers too."
"Really?" gasped an exhausted Danielle, skeptically.
"I..." I groaned, in no uncertain terms, "am more than up for you both."
"Oh ho, Danielle," Tonya chortled in amusement, though she seemed quite interested in this discussion. "Shower Guy thinks he has stamina, too."
Well, there it was. I knew they had to know I was Shower Guy, but it had been nice to pretend this evening was all about me, not my Reputation.
But since my reputation seemed to always get me more than what I wanted...
"Shower Guy," I growled, grasping Danielle's hips and thrusting my cock, already buried in her, upward, lifting our hips, "has a solid body of evidence telling him his floor is three, sometimes more. And that is without the buffet of pulchritude, I'm feasting on right now," I finished, adding some flattery to my boast. "I will give you both my best, and still be ready for you to share a blowjob afterward!" That last got a laugh. A speculative laugh.
Regardless, I started slamming up into Danielle, my hips slapping her thighs with each thrust. She really had not come down from her first wave and I could feel her responding quickly, as she gave up any noble, but misguided hesitancy. That was fine with me, and I felt no need to hold back.
I fully intended to fuck Tonya shortly after Danielle and I each got what we wanted and needed, and I saw no need to delay too much on that. After all, at some point, Stu might wise up and kick out the other people who were having sex in his room so he and Yolanda could have some privacy.
Honestly, from the noises that kept peeking through my admittedly focused concentration, the two of them didn't need much privacy...
Danielle knew what she wanted, and how to get it. I could feel her rock her hips above me until my cock was stroking into her just right, and she firmly grabbed my wrists and pulled my hands from her hips and placed them firmly back on her tits. As I keep saying, they were Just Right. They each completely filled my grasp, without any spill over. They were firm enough to hold their shape, but soft enough to happily maul. Their nipples pressed firmly into my palms. And they jiggled so damned satisfyingly with each impact of my thrusts up and into her.
My partner was now making a never-ending series of little mewling cries with each thrust. I was replying with my own breathless grunts. But Tonya was still leaning over me, and I lunged upward to plant a fresh kiss on one of those darkly tanned nipples. I had only a moment's fleeting pleasure, before Tonya leaned back and away, laughing, "You concentrate on your task at hand, Shower Guy!"
"Awwww," I whined with a grin, but then swiftly looked back at the girl I was fucking. Danielle's face was contorted now, a new wave of orgasm clearly cresting in her. The passion on her face went in my eyeballs and straight down through my fascinated body to my cock. My own pent-up body shuddered and I felt myself release. Spurt after spurt of cum jetted out of me to swell the balloon encasing my cock inside her. I kept desperately hammering into her, and the swelling of my dick and my desperate, jerking, final thrusts were what Danielle needed.
Her body writhed and she moaned loudly as she collapsed. Her hips sagged down onto mine and her torso flopped down on top of me, pressing my grasping hands between us. She still was shuddering in waves, and her hips bucked on my cock, rubbing her clit against its base to keep up her release. Her keening was a delicious reward for my ego, but I cut it off with a solid liplock, my tongue delving into her gasping mouth.
With a final titanic shudder, she collapsed bonelessly. I pulled my hands free from between us, and softly held her ass. She nuzzled the crook of my neck for a moment, then gasped and began to roll off of me. As she started pull off me, I grabbed her backside tightly, stopping her. Once she paused, I reached under and held the base of the condom, then let her slide off me without the cover slipping. I hadn't used condoms a lot, but an episode the summer after high school had made me paranoid about pulling out with a full one. That had been an anxious two weeks...
We both sat up almost groggily, and I slid the condom carefully free.
"Damn, Will," Tonya said, looking at the bulb of white in the end of the used rubber. "That is a lot!" I shrugged sheepishly and looked for Stu's trash can. I owed it to Stu's unidentified roommate to not put used rubbers in his, after all. Bad enough I had only just begun to defile his bed... There was already a discarded condom in the can, and I paused to marvel at the other bed, with Stu burying his face between Yolanda's dusky thighs, her head thrown back happily, tits waving at the ceiling.
But I turned and returned to Danielle and Tonya, where I immediately found myself sitting on the edge of the bed between them. My cock was temporarily flaccid--mostly flaccid. That was not going to last, though, as Tonya pulled my face to hers and we started to kiss. My hand almost instantly found its way to her breast. I experimentally tweaked the nipple, and she hissed happily. I pinched it again, just tiny bit harder, and she murmured, "Mmm hmm," against my lips.
This was going to be fun.
Then I felt another hand slide slowly across my opposite thigh, reaching my cock and rubbing it softly. My limp state was definitely not going to last long. I was twitching happily already.
"Girl, what are you up to? It is my turn," Tonya teased when she noticed Danielle's activity.
"I am just helping set the table," Danielle defended herself and her soft, but effective massage. "You two make out. I'll let you know when he is ready to go again!"
"I will let you know when I am ready to go again," I growled, trying to take back some semblance of control here. "I could go right now," I added, which wasn't actually an exaggeration. Danielle was quite effective. "But I'm having too much fun!"
With that, I bent my mouth to the crook of Tonya's neck and began to devour the sleek flesh of her elegant throat. My hand slid down her belly and began to delve teasingly between her legs. Tonya threw her head back happily, and murmured her approval. But I then felt her hand come over and push Danielle's off my cock. "My. Turn," she said again softly. Her grip encircled my girth and slid up and down easily.
Yeah, I was hard as a rock again.
"Your turn," I grinned, pushing Tonya backward.
But she pushed back. "Not yet, I still need my lesson from Danielle on that condom trick!"
"Goody!" Danielle said, and bounced up to grab several packets from the box on the table. Beyond, Stu and Tonya were fucking again already. Stu clearly had stamina and reserves of his own.
Danielle hopped back beside me on the bed and held out both hands in closed fists to Tonya. "Dealer's choice!" she giggled.
"Strawberry!" Tonya declared.
"Uh uh," Danielle shook her head. "Random choice!"
"Shit," Tonya said, far too put off by the luck of the draw for my eager tastes. She wavered her hand back and forth before pointing at one hand.
"Blueberry!" Danielle chortled.
"I'll take it," Tonya grumbled and carefully opened the packet.
"Okay, unroll it a little to make room for the cum," Danielle said happily, her breast pressing against my arm as she leaned over me. "Maybe a little more, you saw what he put out... yeah, like that. Now pop it in your mouth like an O. Other way around, so it will roll down outside. Yeah."
Tonya winked at me with the purple-blue condom in her pursed lips, then bent over and pressed her mouth down onto my cock. I grunted happily as she pressed downward. I felt the tight latex unroll down my length, but by bit, as Tonya bobbed on me.
"Try to make it one smooth movement," Danielle advised, but Tonya kept bobbing. She gurgled and inhaled through her nose audibly with each bit of downward progress. With my cock mostly encased, she gave up and gasped.
"Ta da!" she exclaimed, throwing one hand up in triumph, while the other unrolled the cover the rest of the way to my root.
"Nope. Careful," Danielle said quickly. "This is why you want to try for one smooth motion," she said, leaning over to run her finger tip along one side of my shaft. "You tore it."
Tonya looked down where she was pointing, and blanched, which was an impressive sight with her tanned skin. "Shit! Thanks, girl!" Danielle just held up her hand and they fist-bumped. I just nodded my own appreciation.
"Not a problem," Danielle laughed. "That just means you get to do it again!"
"Oh woe is me," Tonya moped insincerely. "Now just give me the fucking strawberry."
"Better get it right this time," Danielle warned. "The next one is vanilla."
With a shudder, Tonya repeated the process with the fresh, red rubber. She got it on, the process was amazing, but she could only get it about four inches down. I even enjoyed the way she rolled it the rest of the way with her fingertips. There was no tear.
I had had enough waiting. I also had had enough of passively being ridden cowgirl style.
I turned on Tonya suddenly, tickling her under her armpits and she immediately squealed with laughter. Bonus! She was seriously ticklish. As she struggled, she twisted around away from me. So, thus she chose our position.
I let her crawl away, but I followed behind her up onto the bed, leaving me perfectly positioned behind her tight, sweet buns as she lay on her knees. I grabbed her hips to prevent any further escape and pressed my shaft against the crease of her ass. Tonya halted her escape attempt and muttered, "Oh! Okay, this will do..."
Since I didn't need to hold her anymore, I dropped a hand between her legs and used two fingers to delicately spread her swollen and sodden labia. Tonya murmured and pushed her hips back toward me. I pulled back myself, and let my cock drop down to nestle between my fingers. I pushed forward to press it in the opening my fingers had made and released them. "Ready?" I whispered urgently.
Tonya just nodded spastically, and braced herself.
I smiled as I pressed forward, sinking deeply into her. I never pulled back a micron in my advance, just penetrating deeper into her in small, random amounts. At last, my belly settled gently against her fantastic cheeks. "Fuck, you feel amazing," I told her in a low voice. She only stretched her hands forward, pressing her face into the mattress.
I worked my cock around, fully inside her for a few moments, before pulling back and jamming myself into her once more. In two strokes, I was rocking away like a finely tuned piston, and Tonya was growling into the mattress. It felt good to be driving the bus this time, though Danielle's little pony ride had been amazing too. I would not have had that first round any other way, but I needed a change of methodology. Tonya seemed perfectly on board with my choice.
Her body received my attention eagerly, clenching around my questing rod as I drove into her. But my rhythm was almost thrown off by Danielle suddenly appearing beside me and tugging my head to the side, pressing my lips to her pink nipple. I could not keep up the power of my thrusts, leaning over like this, but I also did not want to let go of the hard nubbin I was sucking hard and deep into my mouth. I swiftly wrapped an arm around her bare waist and tugged her toward me over the bed.
That was so much better. This whole fucking one girl while suckling on the breasts of another situation just might grow on me...
I may have already come, but I had done very little aerobic exercise to get there, so I just settled into a strong, swift groove, questing inside Tonya for the best approach to make her moan the loudest. I found a pretty loud setting, and grooved it.
In only a few minutes, I felt her begin to groan seriously. I redoubled my efforts and soon her fist was pounding the mattress. I knew she was about to come.
So I jerked myself free of her and just softly squeezed her fantastic cheeks. She quivered mightily and lifted her head. "What are you fucking doing?" She cried out in near desperation.
"Making you wait," I laughed, a little cruelly. I'll admit, I was feeling fairly crazed at the moment. This was the fourth girl I had fucked in less than twelve hours. I was drunk on sex... I was bombed, shnockered, blasted on sex. In the back of my mind, I was dimly aware that this sort of situation was neither sustainable, nor wise, but for this evening, I was going to keep on... drinking.
"Oh you bastard," Tonya glared back at me over her shoulder. "I was almost there," she whined.
"I know," I crooned enthusiastically. "And I chose not to let you get there yet. I'm not remotely done with you."
Tonya grinned at me for a moment, then yelped as I flipped her onto her back. I was instantly upon her, between her thighs, and pressed my dick back into her. We both growled in ecstasy as I once more delved deep inside her. Her legs immediately sprang up and wrapped themselves around the small of my back, ankles riding on my ass as I thrust. I bent and kissed her hard, tongue driving into her eagerly. My hands simply clutched her shoulders, holding her down on the mattress under my invasion.
The only problem with this new position, and I mean the only problem, was that I had no way to spare any attention for Danielle. But I did get the satisfaction of hearing a quiet, "Oh my," from her as Tonya and I furiously coupled. Her hands clutched at my flexing back, and I felt her long fingernails dragging and digging in.
Swell. I was going to have a freshly scratched back...
Tonya's passion drove me harder and I pumped into her with a need I could not fully control. She moaned at the top of her lungs now, and I panted in reply. Somewhere in the dim recesses of my mind, I could hear answering grunts and sighs from across the room. Out of the corner of my eye, I sensed that Danielle might be giving it to herself with her fingers. I didn't blame her. I might have come just from standing there, given the waves of sexual energy bouncing off the walls.



Tonya's fingers dug in harder, to the point it actually hurt a little, and I felt her thrash beneath me. Waves of orgasm hit her and even if I had paused again, I doubt it would have stopped her this time. And I could certainly not have stopped, no matter how considerately cruel I wanted to be. My body was on autopilot, out of my conscious control as I slammed into her. Her cries of ecstasy beneath me only made the sudden drop of orgasm, leaving my guts behind, even steeper and more exhilarating.
I burst into her, the ejecting cum sending jolts of sensation through nerve pathways everywhere in my body. My sudden, powerful flow within her left Tonya crying out a final time. Her high-pitched shouts fading breathlessly into mewling pants of exhaustion. I sucked for air above her, desperately trying not to collapse my full weight upon her delicate body. Her legs simply flopped apart and slid from my back.
As oxygen returned to normal levels in my bloodstream, I sagged and rolled off Tonya. I forgot to secure the condom, but I was miraculously still hard enough for it to have remained secure. She sat up and gently pulled it free. Her legs wobbled as she moved to drop it in Stu's now rather condom-filled wastebasket. She flopped back to sit beside my exhausted form, and draped herself against me, forehead resting on my shoulder as she shivered.
Danielle plopped down on my other side and leaned against me too. We just sat there for a while. I finally looked up at Stu's side of the room. He and Yolanda were actually asleep, spooning and turned away from us, Stu's extremely hairy ass mooning us unconsciously.
It was pretty goddamned epic.
To be honest, the tag-team blowjob the girls delivered was an anti-climax after all that. I mean, it was awesome, but not in the same league of experiences. Especially since I kept trying to get them to lick me at the same time, and they both kept resolutely laughing quietly in my face... or onto my dick. As I said, it was awesome.
And across the room, my rather vocal appreciation of the situation seemed to wake the other two. Spooned as they were, I think they were fucking again before they even awoke fully.
Yolanda and I had simultaneous orgasms, which was... fairly odd, since we were all the way across the room from each other...
I don't think that Stu actually came that last time, which was probably for the best. I didn't see them employ another condom that last time. But Yolanda's obvious pleasure seemed to be enough for him at this point.
We all sort of sagged apart, and I just exhaled, "Jesus Fucking Christ on a stick..."
"You said it, boy," gasped Yolanda, struggling to sit up. "Jesus Christ!"
All Danielle said was, "Mmmm..." as she swallowed the portion of my final load that had landed in her mouth. The rest of said load was spattered over her chin, her throat, and her just right tits.
"He tastes that good?" Tonya asked quietly. Danielle just nodded, and wiped more cum from her chin into her mouth.
Tonya stared hard at Danielle, then said, as if asking for confirmation. "I'm going to give him this," she said. Danielle nodded again, almost seeming to hold her breath.
Then Tonya leaned over and licked all my jizz from one gorgeous breast, sucking it clean, even the nipple. Maybe especially the nipple.
I was entranced. But it was Stu who made the knuckle biting noise as he watched the sight from across the room. Yolanda shoved him, but she watched too.
"Fuck it, do the other one," Danielle groaned, and when Tonya complied, Stu made a little cheering noise. Or maybe it was Yolanda who did. I wasn't watching anything but Danielle's nipple in Tonya's mouth.
Yolanda (I was certain it was her this time) let out a long breath. We all looked over at her magnificent naked torso. "If I don't get out of here, I will fall asleep in this bed."
Stu hugged her and nuzzled her neck. "Would that be so bad?"
She nuzzled him back. "When we can arrange it properly, no," she said sweetly. They were going to make a great couple. "But Petey will want to go to bed sometime tonight, and I'm not lying here naked with him in the room. It's bad enough doing all this with the Shower Guy Olympics going on over there."
"Hey!" I objected, but Stu looked over and blanched at the absolute wreck the three of us had made of the bed.
"Shit! I better change those sheets before he sees!"
I suddenly blanched too, in realization. This was Petey Fergusson's bed?!? That dude's biceps alone had their own gravitational field.
"Yeah, we got to break this up," Stu said, the spell broken. It was pretty much broken for all of us.
"I'll help you with the bed," I said to Stu.
"Nah, you guys get out of here," he said, brow furrowed. "If I don't want him to notice, I'll have to do it just right."
"We'll leave the other twelve-pack here as a peace offering, in case he notices anyway," Tonya offered.
We all agreed that was a good idea, since we all knew that Petey Fergusson was going to know that an orgy had defiled his bed without his participation. There was a general hasty re-dressing.
Then I looked at the door, and sighed. "Fuck," I said.
"What is it?" Danielle asked.
"My recent experience tells me that there will be a fucking crowd outside that door," I said, pointing at the door like it lead to Fate itself. Everybody else wanted to disagree, but with all the noise we had made, and the current habit of the dorm to gather outside of noisy rooms to see where Shower Guy had struck... Yeah, the douchebag patrol would be out there. The only departure from the norm would be that Stu was on the inside tonight, instead of being out there, making dirty jokes.
"I got this," Stu said, suddenly going to the door. "You guys get over there, out of sight." With that, he opened his door. The sound of applause, dying uncertainly as he stepped out, told me that I was right.
"What the fuck are you guys doing outside my room?" Stu asked grumpily.
Someone, I don't know who, said, "Sounded like a Shower Guy incident in there!"
"Leonard," Stu said dangerously, "if you think that I had Shower Guy over for a romp, I'm going to hit you." There was laughter. "I can't say where Will is right now, but if he is doing it again, we all are missing it. Beat it."
"Still, well done Stu. Sounded like an orgy in there."
Stu's voice went low and almost dangerous. "I have a friend over. The evening has gone well. I do not wish it to end with her being unnecessarily embarrassed by you toadstools and twatwaffles out here, all for no good goddamned reason. Beat it all of you. Shit!" With that curse, Stu re-entered the room and slammed the door.
We all gave him the golf clap.
"Give them five minutes to clear out, and you guys can get away," he said. "In the meantime, I'll take your help Will. You can strip Petey's bed."
----------
More delays with this chapter's release as well. I'm still working on the drafts of chapters nine and maybe ten, so please stay with me! The real world has been intruding on my writing of late. Thanks as always for your votes, favorites, and follows too, but mostly, please comment.
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A REPUTATION 7: INSTRUCTION
I drove my hips in and out, gleefully fucking Cassie from behind as she bent over the desk on her side of her dorm room. I had one hand wrapped around her, cupping a spectacular boob and pinching the nipple, while I had the other curled round and down between her legs, strumming softly at her clit while my dick sought her G spot. It was an awkward position for me, but it was most emphatically doing the job for Cassie, and that was my aim at the moment.
I was becoming addicted to having a girl come, then sink down into the aftermath just enough that I could then push both myself and her again to a spectacular climax together. And I was learning enough skill by this point to make that happen intentionally.
Cassie had shown me the first time we were together that she is pretty wordless while fucking, but that she is not at all quiet. She was squealing softly as I drove into her, biting her fist to keep down the noise as her tension built. I felt a rush of satisfaction when her soft cries rose suddenly to a long wail that undulated with each thrust as I kept ramming into her. Her insides clenched about me involuntarily and her sweet little body struggled in my grasp.
Her orgasm lasted an impressive length of time...
But suddenly, she collapsed onto the desk. I slowed my efforts, straightened, and gently rubbed her back as I softly kept up some token thrusts as she came down from her high.
"You okay there?" I asked smugly.
Cassie gasped, shook her head, then snorted, "I'm getting organized here..."
"Good," I said silkily, and immediately began pumping into her again. She gasped in pleasure, but straightened and twisted herself off my cock. I was non-plussed, but she wrapped her arms around me and pulled me down for a kiss. The taste of her pussy was probably still on my lips. The taste of my cock was certainly still in hers...
Cassie maneuvered me around to lean my ass against the edge of her desk and lowered herself, dragging those magnificent mams down my body. "No, no!" she giggled. "I know what you like. And I'm kind of in the mood for another glazing, myself!"
She reached her knees and waved her big tits back and forth over my slick cock. Then she looked up at me as she grasped them and pressed them together around it. I smiled back down, completely disinclined to argue with her about the matter, and twitched my hips, pressing my cock up further into the incredible embrace of her chest.
Yeah, I eventually glazed her good. I have to say that to that point, Cassie was my first and only titfuck experience, and I found myself just slightly depressed that I was there, in that moment, peaking sexually on a Monday afternoon with my casual booty-call friend... Then I checked myself, because disappointment and my current sexual life did not belong in the same sentence.
Besides, who said I had actually peaked? This was just yet another new high...
*
That doesn't mean that my perfect life was actually perfect. After the damned near psychotic events of Saturday afternoon and then evening, I had spent Sunday literally hiding from every double-X set of chromosomes on the planet that I could.
Incredible as the first day of the weekend had been, I was frankly surprised to wake up Sunday and discover that my dick had not fallen off. I'm a more introspective person than seems rational for a guy getting as much sex as I suddenly was, and I knew afterward that Saturday was a bridge too far. I knew it was a bridge too far while I was enjoying it. It simply was not healthy to be with that many women in that short a period of time. Honestly, it should take at least four days to bang four women, not twelve hours.
Right?
I mean, surely...
That said, I certainly intended to continue to enjoy the fruits of my strangely earned Reputation! But I also knew that it was not going to work for me forever. I mean, the night before, there I was with two gorgeous girls from my dorm, naked and engaging in all sorts of shit, and I was actually jealous of Stu at a few points, as I watched him be with one girl, who was clearly in the process of becoming his girl. Not very jealous, mind you. I was three months past my twentieth birthday. I have time for girlfriends some day... much later.
So, to guard my sanity and maturity, as well as to secure the structural integrity of my worn out penis, I spent the morning with Dale, working on our test vehicle for Mechanical Engineering, then we cruised back to his off-campus apartment, a place where I was pretty damned sure no females ever came, and played video games while working up a hypothetical new idea for a vending machine design. I only left when I needed to spend a couple of hours studying Russian at the library with a classmate. The classmate was female, but still. She and I had had work to do. And, alas, she always seemed immune to my charms anyway, ever since the first day of the semester. She was even apparently immune to my Reputation.
As ways to avoid women, I had employed an effective plan for Sunday. But Monday was a different story.
After all three engineering classes, I ran back by the dorm for lunch, where my lazy-ass roommate had finally awoken, and we spoke for the first time since Friday afternoon. Before I had a chance to ask any questions of my own, he got the jump on me.
"Dude! What the fuck did you get up to Saturday? Word is, you had a threesome! You fucking rock, you lucky asshole. But I get conflicting stories of who, where, and when. What gives?" I tried to change the subject, but Mitch can be relentless. We went back and forth for a while, until he pissed me off enough (which was likely his intent) for me to give him what he wanted... but not what he expected.
"Both stories you hear are true, asshole," I finally snapped. "First, I had a great time in here with two lovely ladies whom you do not know. Then, because you were in here getting jiggy with it with person unknown, I was locked out, and ended up getting together with two girls whom you do know, in someone else's room."
Mitch stared at me. I could see the whites of his eyes all the way around his irises. He knew me well enough to know I was not shitting him. His jaw worked up and down. "Who...?" he whispered hoarsely.
"Fuck you," I replied genially. "Not until I know who you were in here with for at least five goddamned hours."
And the fucker just stopped, drew a breath, then said, "Welp, we better go get some lunch." And he lunged out of our room!
What a complete cocksucker!
Worse, I had no chance at lunch to get it out of him, because he was seated with other people by the time I got through the line.
If he thought he was getting away with all this, he had another think coming. But he was getting away with it for right now. I had Russian to go to.
Once I got there, I had to endure yet another new wrinkle on our teacher, Svetlana Godinova's recent transformation from boring teacher/ice queen, to actually quite effective instructor. Two new wrinkles, actually.
First, she had bought some new clothes. She was sporting a clearly new, white suit (there were faint packaging creases still visible). The jacket was a military-cut tunic with a choker collar and a trim, torso-enhancing cut. Svetlana's torso did not really need enhancing... The bottom was a pencil skirt that ran down to mid-calf, which seems modest until you consider how tight the skirt was, and how high the slit was going up the left leg in back.
Second, she had become absent minded. She handed back one of the frequent quizzes that she popped on us, and when she was done distributing the papers, I had not gotten mine back!
"Excuse me, Ms. Godinova," I said, raising my hand, "do you not have my test?"
Svetlana frowned at me, looked irritably at my clear desk, and poked at her battered designer briefcase. "I do not see test," she muttered out loud. "Talk to me after class. I will see what is happening."
I momentarily hoped that she had actually lost that quiz. I had not felt good about it from the moment that she had collected the damned thing. So I sat there the rest of the class, wondering about my fate, rather than paying attention, and she embarrassed me by calling on me at a moment of maximum distraction. I hate getting shown up in class. It is a stronger motivator for me, emotionally, than actual grades, at least when it comes to day to day preparation.
When class was over, I wandered up to Svetlana's desk, but had to wait patiently as she talked to some other kids first, all while everybody else filed out of the room to get on with their day. I was the last student in the room, and I finally had the chance to ask, "Um, can you maybe find my quiz?"
"Bozhe Moi," she said, and leaning over her desk, grabbed her case. "I am sure I have quiz. I think was going to speak to you about it," she said absently.
Fuck. It was a stupid pop quiz. Had I fucked it up that much?
She lifted her briefcase and it tilted. A rain of paper cascaded out of it and onto the floor.
"Blyad," she cursed. That was a vocabulary word we had all learned from her. Eskimos allegedly have thirty-two words for snow. Russians, the kings of profanity, have seventeen ways to say, "Fuck!"
And she bent to gather and search the papers.
She bent one hundred percent at the hips. Her legs, spread just slightly apart, remained locked elegantly straight as she swept down from the waist to move and sort the papers as they lay on the floor. She was wearing three-inch white spike heels, her knees were straight, and her fingers were easily manipulating the papers all over the linoleum floor.
I was treated to the bemusing sight of her slender, perfectly rounded ass stretching out the white fabric of that skirt in... spectacular fashion, with a sliver of bonus exposed skin at the small of her back as she searched for the missing quiz. The three-quarter side view of this unconscious demonstration of sinuous flexibility was literally arresting.
In a flash, I had to consider, was this whole display really unconscious? Was any woman ever really unaware of how her ass was positioned around a guy? Or unaware of much else about her anatomy, with a watching male nearby? I may have seen a truly accidental flash extra cleavage or the like once or twice in my life, but women are aware of their asses--especially when bent over.
She had to be showing me her ass! Right? Maybe? I shook my head at how my own currently (justifiably) swollen ego was potentially making me delusional.
I did not stop enjoying the view.
"Ah! Here is test," Svetlana said, straightening in equally arresting fashion. She looked disapprovingly at the piece of paper. "Tch... Is C+. Very disappointing, Will. You must learn conjugation again." She handed me the truly screwed pooch. "If you have trouble, you should come see me in my office hours."
She dismissed me with a wave, and bent in that spectacular manner again to gather up her other papers.
It required an act of supreme discipline to take my eyes off that ass, which was turned full on to me this time, and get my own ass the fuck out of there.
Inevitably, I was still sporting a modest erection when I went up to the catwalk atop my dorm to study, only to find, as usual, my only company was Cassie. In fifteen minutes, we had almost run off the rooftop to her room.
The sex, as I described earlier, was great. The curious and amused crowd outside her door was inevitable...
When I returned to my room, Mitch was already there. He took in my disheveled appearance and definite aroma, and just sighed in awe, "No..."
"Read about it on the grapevine," I smirked, putting my books down. Was I really getting this blasé about getting caught? That wasn't my concern at the moment. I turned and shoved Mitch. "Who was it?" I growled, smiling to take the sting out of my shove, which was more violent than I had intended.
Mitch laughed, stumbling backward. "Dude! A little discretion, please!" He looked at my eyes. "Come on, you of all people cannot be objecting to my finally getting some."
"Object? Fuck, no. Congratulations on that point. Kudos. Well done. Alleluia," I kept growling. "I was a tiny bit miffed that you had poor Cap standing guard from mid-afternoon to God knows how late at night. Did you have a review session on the entire Kama Sutra in here?" Mitch actually fucking blushed at that. I just bore on.
"But what has me actually mad is that I have spent the last few weeks supplying you with more material than you gossipy little heart could desire, and you won't even tell me a goddamned name? Come on, man! A bro gotta know!"
Mitch looked like he was going to cave... like he wanted to cave. But he didn't cave. "Look man, she wouldn't want you... anyone to know it happened. We were super careful not to draw a crowd, especially given whose room we were in," he added, indicating me, his infamous roommate.
"Mitch..."
"I will give you this detail," he said hastily, knowing how in the wrong he was, and letting it show on his face. "We were so careful about the noise, that she had me gag her! With my only necktie! The whole time!" He paused. "You know, except when she was..." He trailed off, looking downward.
My pillow sailed across the room and tagged him square in the face. We both laughed and I relented.
But this investigation was not over.
*
Tuesday was blissful. My morning consisted of labs for two classes, Circuits and Mechanical Engineering. Circuits was, as always, a breeze and kinda fun. We happily assembled components and measured outputs, or lack of outputs. Piece of cake. ME lab was dedicated to our demonstration vehicles, of course. In theory, this lab time was supposed to be enough for teams to make, test, and refine their vehicles.
Almost half the teams took that supposition seriously. They were the ones whose vehicles would provide the comedic element for the upcoming demonstration/competition. The rest of us spent half our lab time concealing our designs and hiding our progress from each other, but it was nevertheless becoming clear whom our competition was.
Dale and I had spent about an hour Sunday, between video games and envisioning a vending machine empire, constructing a decoy gate-lifting device for Stretch Goal #2. We deliberately broke it twice during the lab. Our real gate-lifter was secure and safe in its box, and was of a completely different design.
We worked a little late after lab on things we actually still wanted to tweak, then I bailed on Dale to grab lunch over near my classroom for English Lit. I got through that class easily, in no small part because I was in a good mood.
I was in a good mood, because I had another study session with Elaine Waters from my Russian class set up for after, in a group study room reserved just for the two of us on the fourth floor of Memorial Library. And no, I was not in a good mood because I was likely to get laid. That was not going to happen. I was actually going to go study for a class. A class that had recently become challenging. I was going to study with a friend. One I honestly hoped would be a better friend over time. A friend who was a girl, yes. A girl who was quite attractive, yes. But that made the fact that it was just a study session made it feel so good. A little normalcy felt right.
I was in no way complaining about how sex-drenched my life currently was. No. Way. But... it was nice to remind myself that I was capable of being something beyond a Coney Island ride, socially speaking.
Our reservation had keyed the door to our student IDs from 3:30 until 5:00. I already had Thursday blocked for the same time in the same room. I clicked the door open and peeked in. Elaine was there before me, sitting at the far side of the table and looking intently at her notes. She looked up and smiled idly, before bending back down.
I slid in, said, "Zdravstvuye," and spread out my stuff across the table in front of me. I was actually looking forward to studying... Russian!
Hey, it turns out that a language is just another communications protocol for transmitting information. And having another entity to actually communicate data with improves your refinement and understanding of the protocol. Who knew?
And finishing this study session would mark three hours alone with a girl. A very pretty girl. Three hours that would be the first such span without sex ensuing, since girls had started hurling themselves at me and my uncontrolled Reputation.
Rewarding as simple social interaction was, I had to give myself a reality check. I could not help but check out Elaine as I settled in. Honesty compelled me to admit to myself that if she gave me the slightest encouragement, I'd be across that tabletop and all over her like a blanket in seconds. She had, after all, been a prominent and regular feature performer in my mental spank back, back in the dim past of three weeks ago, you know, when I still had time and semen to spare for masturbation.
Honestly, Elaine was just... pretty. Sure, she looked great from the front, from the back, and definitely from the side. Her curves were sleek and in the right places. She tended to wear scoop-necked knit tops, in bright, jewel-tone colors which were tight enough show off her contours, but loose enough to, depending on the individual garment, show some nice cleavage when she bent over her desk. The shape and size of that cleavage also seemed to vary, based on what I could only surmise was her choice in bra. Sometimes that just barely glimpsed valley between her breasts was squished together and high, other times it was wider and deeper. She was clearly not married to one type of support.
Yes. I did not just enjoy looking at Elaine's body... I cataloged its contours. Sue me.
But what always attracted me to her the most was just the way she was overall simply... pretty. Her soft brown hair was wavy, with artful blonde highlights applied to accentuate the hairstyle. She had a round, happy face, with sky blue eyes set just a tiny bit wider than you'd expect. Her nose was perfectly proportioned to her face, with just the slightest rounding at the tip. Her often smiling mouth usually sported lipstick in some striking color like a dark purple or a light maroon. And she had amazing dimples that appeared and disappeared like will o' the wisps.
But at this point in my life, I valued her most for the way she was interested in working on Russian with me, like I was just any ordinary student.
Still, ninety minutes straight was a long time to concentrate on conjugations, vocabulary, and sometimes impossible pronunciations. Half an hour in, a few minutes of us each struggling with some particularly hard to say words had us laughing and stretching at the table.
"I mean, why can't the Russians just talk like normal people?" I laughed. "Those four letters there should not sound like that. At all. Even in Russian!"
"The Russian people are pretty interesting to try to figure out," Elaine replied. "Especially our Russian. How'd you like that new suit she wore yesterday?"
I flashed on the white suit. I flashed on how it looked when its wearer had bent over. I flushed. "Yeah," was all I said.



"I think she bought it for you," Elaine said. Was that a sly note in her voice suddenly?
"Yeah, well the guys of the class certainly were thanking her for it," I said, not quite willing to admit right out that I had drooled.
Elaine snorted. "Come on," she scoffed. I looked at her a little warily, as her voice was still good-natured but had acquired an... edge? "You've noticed how much better the class has gotten recently, with class participation and stuff? I don't think Svetlana knew or cared that she even had students... until she found out she had Shower Guy in her class."
I looked at her, stricken. Then I softly banged my head on the table.
"What?" Elaine laughed.
"Can we please go back to you treating me like Will Green, not that creature of my mutant Reputation?" I entreated, a little more pain in my voice than I had expected.
"Oh! Hey, I'm sorry, Will. I think I do treat you the same," Elaine said almost apologetically. "I'm taking about ourprepodavatyel. Svetlana's the one all hung up on you," my study partner added, returning to what was, yes, definitely a leer. "She is definitely interested in you. I mean, come on, the way she decided to make you, out of the whole class, conjugate 'Shower' the other day?"
"Well, she had a funny way of showing her alleged crush on me with that last quiz," I grumbled.
"Why?"
"She couldn't have written it more perfectly to hit all my weaknesses," I grumbled, sliding the quiz across the table to Elaine. She picked it up and whistled low at the uncharacteristic C. Then her blue eyes narrowed and she grabbed her own quiz from the pile on her side of the table.
Suddenly she was laughing. "Yep, Will, I can now virtually guarantee it. She wants to fuck you."
"What?"
"Well, she already kind of fucked you with this quiz," Elaine said. "You and I got most of the same stuff wrong, and we earned the same number of total points. But I got a B+, and you got a C+."
"What the actual fuck?" I said hotly, grabbing at the papers.
"She 'lost' yours, right? Made you stay after class to get it back, if I remember correctly?" Elaine challenged me with that maddening grin. "I'll bet she suggested an office visit," she added, sing song. I just looked at her. "I'll bet she told you all her time slots were booked, and suggested some weird, alternate time?"
"No!" I pounced. "I didn't even ask for an appointment."
"Well, you shoooould," Elaine teased.
"To tell you the truth, I always kind of thought that you were more her style than I am," I retorted, both being honest, and trying to get off the defensive somehow in this new color of weird.
"Svetlana? No...!"
"Are you so sure, pretty girl?" I said, before I quite realized what I said.
She caught it, but was too intent on our debate.
"Actually, I am sure. You know Penelope Whitman?" my study partner shot back at me.
"Yeah..." I admitted carefully. Penelope looked and acted more like she belonged in lesbian porn movies, very high-quality lesbian porn movies, than she did in the Astrophysics department.
"I hear she made a pass at our Ms. Godinova. She got brushed off, and not with an, 'It wouldn't be appropriate,' but with an, 'Ewww.'"
I looked at her, still pretty dubious. "So Svetlana is not a lesbian?"
"No." Elaine said firmly. "You should make that appointment."
I looked at her.
"Oh please," she said, folding her arms. There was that slightly hostile edge again, almost reluctantly hostile. "I can't imagine it would be too much of a hardship for you, if you were suddenly offered some 'extra credit' opportunities to keep your grade up..."
I stared at her indignantly.
But inside, I was already making plans to ask Svetlana the next day for an appointment. Maybe I'd even try for the last slot of the day...
Yeah. I'm a pig. Want to make something of it?
*
Wednesday went smoothly through lunch, and I ambled across campus in the sunshine to get to Russian class.
Hoo boy.
Uncharacteristically, Svetlana came in a minute or two late, making a bit of an entrance with everyone already there. She had on another new suit. This one was kind of Commie Chic, made of lightweight wool in a solid crimson, with large yellow brass buttons. The jacket was cropped at the waist, and she wore it open with a white silk blouse underneath that had that one particular button, the one that makes the difference, unbuttoned. The skirt...
The plain, tight, skirt was barely longer than a tennis dress, leaving acres of her sweeping, sexy, surprisingly muscular legs bare for the world's appreciation. I heard a few guys hiss quietly as she entered the room. There was a catty murmur from someone behind me, I think it was Johanna Welch.
After this enchanting sight, things went downhill quickly, as Ms. Godovina had yet another pop quiz for our 'enjoyment'. She went around the class, placing a test before each student. As with her rather spectacular display for me on Monday, she bent only at the waist as she lay down the tests. Harry Eaton, a kind of fat kid who sweated a lot, sweated even more when she bent a bit low to lay down his test, giving him what had to be a nice flash of cleavage.
When she got to me, Svetlana laid mine down with the deepest bend yet, giving me a view down her open blouse that included the white lace cups embracing her dangling, significant bounty. She definitely bent lower for me than for anybody else. I had been paying attention, after all, so I was sure of that fact.
As she passed behind me, I saw Elaine grinning at me from across the aisle. She had been paying attention too.
'Wow,' she mouthed silently, giving me a significant glance. It was weird. Her expression still had that edge that I wasn't quite sure how to take. It almost seemed like jealousy. Was Elaine into Svetlana?
As for the quiz... I was ready for it this time. Elaine and I had worked on just what we needed the day before, and I felt confident that I had aced it.
But... If I got graded the same way as the last quiz, my expected 97 was going to be given a B. Svetlana came around, collecting the tests in much the same picturesque manner as she had distributed them. I looked back over my shoulder as she picked up the last quizzes, and found myself appreciating the wonderful, tight ass in her short red skirt pointing in my direction.
I was enjoying this quiz, and I wasn't the only one.
The rest of class was pretty much the new normal. Svetlana was a productive, effective teacher, engaging the class as she taught the day's material. It was amazing the difference it made in her teaching abilities when she started noticing that she had students in the room.
When Bob Ralston thoroughly embarrassed himself, accidentally saying in Russian, "I took my dog to the meat grinder," everybody burst out laughing. He realized it instantly, swearing insufficiently under his breath, "Fuck me with a stick."
Svetlana laughed again, and actually winked at Bob. "Trakhnee menya palkoi," she corrected his profanity into Russian. He stared at her until she made him repeat it. When he made a hash of it, she went over to the table in front of him, leaned over as deeply as she had leaned in front of me, and repeated the words slowly, gazing directly into his eyes. Bob gulped and got it spot on, and with appropriate feeling, given the sight he had before him.
I'm not positive, but I think she had tilted her torso just a bit off from straight on to Bob, so that anybody in my direction could have gotten a least a glimpse themselves. I know I got a nice show, even it was not as nice as Bob's.
There was more general laughter, and as she turned back to the front of the room, some dude in back called out, "How do you say, 'Fuck me silly?'"
Svetlana just smiled over her shoulder as she walked and said, "Tee khocheshya!" That got another laugh from the half of the class that recognized it as "You wish!"
When class ended, several students went up to talk to Svetlana, so I waited in my seat. I felt Elaine bump my shoulder with her hip and I looked up. She just wagged her eyebrows at me, then left the room. I really liked watching her hips move, regardless of whether or not she was a lesbian.
As the last student but me, a mousy brunette, thanked Svetlana and scuttled out of the room, I slid from my seat and moved to the front of the class. She was already tidying up her materials, and only looked up when I reached her desk.
"Ms. Godinova?" I asked softly. I wanted to sound hesitant, which was easy, because I was very much not sure how to approach this. I was unsure if I was imagining things. I was very unsure if Elaine knew what she was talking about. "About my quiz grade from before... I do think I would like an appointment during your office hours. What time can I come in?"
She looked at me and pursed her wide lips, glossed in a red to match her suit. "Tch. But I have just booked last appointment for this evening. And I have brief staff meeting just after." She did not seem to be terribly apologetic, nor terribly disappointed.
"Oh," I said. "Well, I'll just have to try anoth..."
"No..." she said, holding up a hand. "Staff meeting is always short on Wednesdays. Chairman always has bridge game with Dean... and Dean's wife after, so we do not waste time with stupid meetingchushe sobachyiya. Is glorious." She smiled. Was she smiling at not having an interminable meeting, or about somehow helping me... or at the mention of the Chairman and the dean's wife? "You will come back to offices about seven. Will be empty, except for poor Svetlana Godinova, who has many terrible papers to read and grade for her Russian Literature section."
"Terrible papers?" I could not help but ask.
She gave one of those big Russian shrugs. "Tolstoy," she grumbled. "Because he is so long-winded, students think they must be also."
I shrugged empathetically, while inside shuddering at the idea of having to read anything by the author of War and Peace, especially in Russian. "So, seven?" I asked.
"Da. Now run off, so I can lock up," she said, standing, but without the deep flash of cleavage she could have easily provided. I realized that I had been expecting it, and was disappointed that I hadn't gotten it.
*
I had a light dinner, treating myself to Chick-Fil-A again. Beyond that, I dithered. What was going to happen? She had clearly arranged to get me there when the offices would be deserted. That was quite promising. But how was I going to play this? More to the point, I supposed, was how was she going to play it?
She had clearly given me that bullshit (chushe sobachyiya) grade to provoke me. That much was clear, wasn't it? Was she trying to get me to grub for my grade? How was she going to define 'grub' when it came to Shower Guy asking? Was I supposed to offer sex for a better grade?
That seemed more like a male professor--female student kind of meme, didn't it? Was she going to blackmail me into sex with her to make her stop grading me down?
Um, could you blackmail someone into doing something they most definitely wanted to do anyway?
And was she serious, or just role-playing? I mean, she had mirrors. She had to know that I, or any single guy, would jump her bones in a heartbeat, given the opportunity. Maybe all this was just to get me into her office, and we would dispense with the games after that. Hopefully, along with dispensing with our clothes...
I looked at my watch, balled up the wrappers from my dinner and tossed them in the auto-compactor, and went to wash my hands extra well. If I didn't need them nice and clean, I was going to be heartbroken.
I walked briskly through the dusk toward the low, bland office block tucked off behind all the showy classrooms and student facilities, the dingy hole in which the university warehoused a collection of adjunct professors and other instructors with little or no hope for career advancement during their employment here. I idly hoped that the improved student evaluations that Svetlana would inevitably get this semester would encourage her to move on to somewhere where tenure was at least a possibility. There was even the tiniest chance that, based on improved evaluations, the real faculty might move her office to a more public building where people who had actual, legitimate, professional hopes were set up.
The bleak, fluorescent-lit halls of the second floor echoed emptily. Warmer light spilled from the only open door, which I guessed, correctly, was 277. I rapped briskly on the frame and looked in.
Svetlana sat at her desk, leaning over a pile of papers. I liked that angle, as it presented a pretty spectacular view of a luscious, fleshy valley, rimmed along the slopes in white lace. Even better, I was sure that yet another button was undone now, compared to class time.
She looked up, closing off the cleavage show as she straightened her spine, and smiled formally. "Will, you are here. Good. I already need break from badly written Russian from students who mistranslate Tolstoy to begin with." She rose from her seat and gestured me in. She stepped behind me (the office is quite small) and closed the door quite unnecessarily. The building was essentially empty, but for the two of us.
As the door clicked loudly in the silence, my instructor turned and asked, "Now, what can Svetlana Godinova do for you?" Her voice was almost distant. And a little hard.
"Um, first thing is, this quiz you gave us back on Monday. I... feel like the grade is a little low for how I did. I mean, I did get 26 points." I handed her the quiz.
She looked it over, pursing her lips. Then she shrugged and handed it back. "26 points. C+,da. Is just quiz, Will. Two percent of grade. Did you do better today?"
Despite the situation and why I figured that I was here, that response did get to me a little. "Yeah, but Elaine got 26 points on the same quiz, and she got a B+!"
Svetlana stopped and looked at me. "She told you this? Perhaps I should change little trouble-maker's grade to C+, like yours?"
"What? Wait. No!" I scrambled. "I just wanted to know why the difference." Apparently, we were going to continue the role-play. I was going to be blackmailed. I hoped. What was with the threat to Elaine?
Svetlana looked at me calmly. "Different points are worth more," she said, with another Russian shrug. Russian shrugs are different from the classic Gallic shrug. The French shrug to say, "I really don't give a shit." Russians shrug to say, "Fuck It," or often, "Fuck You."
So. Either she was a colossal bitch, and I'd never seen it coming, or she wanted to play out the blackmail scenario.
I was down with having my brains blackmailed out.
"Please, Ms. Godovina," I said, eagerly. "I've just started to improve my grade in this class. It seems like a little thing to give me the B."
"Is pain in backside, is what would be," Svetlana scoffed. "All grades are in main computer. I must write an explanation of change."
"I'm sorry," I said brightly. "Is there something I could do for you to make up for the effort?"
She looked at me archly. I looked back at her blandly. We both cracked the barest hint of a smile.
Svetlana reached back to her desk for the quiz, and appeared to genuinely have it slip from her fingers. She sighed and bent down for it. If I thought the bending Monday had been impressive... Today, she wore even higher, spikier heels, and there was that crazily short skirt. She bent double, with one foot slightly ahead of the other. She, without bending a knee, placed her hands flat on the floor to slide around the quiz and look at it. "I suppose..." she trailed off.
I could not help but break character. I didn't want to, but the words just spilled out of my mouth around the knuckles I was biting to try to keep them in. "Ohhhh shit, Sveltana. How do you do that?" I gasped.
Her head tilted up toward me, and she seemed to accept my suspension of our game. I hoped she'd leave it behind entirely. It was boring anyway, since we both seemed to know what we wanted. She smiled, a bit self-satisfiedly. "This?" she asked, her breath not even labored by the bend in her abdomen. She unfolded herself effortlessly, with a grace that all by itself would have made me hard, had that ship not already put to sea before I even knocked on her door. I nodded wordlessly, drinking her in.
"Flexibility is number one characteristic for ballerina," Svetlana said easily. "As little girl, either my flexibility or my grace alone would have been enough to make me prospect for Bolshoi."
"You were in the Bolshoi?" I said, admiringly. I know approximately zero about ballet, but even a cultural caveman like me has heard of the Bolshoi.
"I was Prima at Moscow Conservancy," Svetlana almost snapped. "Of course I was destined for Bolshoi." She paused, and her face turned sad. Then she ran her hands upward from her waist and over her chest. "But then," she shrugged... hard, "my body developed additional charms," she went on, drawing a deep breath while pressing her blouse and jacket firmly against her abdomen, combining to give me an enhanced view of said additional, magnificent charms.
I exhaled softly. "I am so sorry for you," I said, slowly, "But I'd be lying if I said I was unhappy about how things turned out,"I added daringly.
She barked a short laugh. It had an edge of old bitterness and newer humor. "So," she asked challengingly, leaning back on the front edge of her desk, crossing those evidently world-class dancer's legs, bracing her hands on the surface behind her, and in so doing, thrusting her chest out at me. "You have come here tonight not just to grub grade, but to appreciate boobages?"
"I had hopes," I grinned.
She looked back at me, clearly making me wait. "You have not yet even earned B you want..."
I smiled slowly. I had to restrain myself from jumping up and down like a 10 year-old in the Lego Store with grandma's platinum card, but I managed the feat. Instead, I stepped slowly toward her, keeping my eyes locked onto her strikingly porcelain features.
As I reached the point right before her feet, I let my eyes slowly run down her body as I simultaneously sank down onto my heels. I reached out and caressed her ankle which lay atop the other. It was just so sleek and perfectly formed. It was not until that moment that I realized her legs were so smooth and unblemished all on their own. She wore no hose. And she must own one helluva razor...
I smiled and lifted the one ankle, setting it gently down several inches to the left. Then I lifted the other and moved it even further to the right. I let my eyes drift languidly up to peer into the small area of darkness beneath her skirt. I let her see my lips curl upward for a moment before I began to work my way up the inside of her thigh with my fingers. I took my time enjoying the journey, caressing and kneading the flesh of those long, incredibly sexy legs, every inch a demonstration of perfection.
Svetlana just played it cool, staring calmly down at me with impassive eyes. Only the slight, uncontrollable tremors that shook her legs now and then revealed her enjoyment.
At her knees, I bent to add my mouth's services to my caress, and kept working my way upward. When I reached the high hem of her skirt, I let my lips loiter there, nibbling the slightly raised ridge of a muscle running up her inner thigh. My hand still crept upward though, sliding gently against her thigh and into darkness--hot, moist darkness. Her trembles grew a little more frequent.
Well, well. What have we here? My finger tips brushed against nothing but smooth, slippery skin where her legs met. There was no way in Hell that Svetlana had spent the day teaching and going to meetings in this short skirt with no panties on. She had removed them in anticipation of my arrival. "Hmmm," I chuckled. "I think maybe I am not the only one who thought ahead about my anticipated request to adjust my grade."



"Maybe," she replied haughtily, but with a distinct shortness of breath. "But perhaps is time to be getting on with your offer."
"Oh, I think it definitely is time," I replied, pushing her skirt upwards. She almost magically lifted her hips from where they supported her weight on the edge of the desk, letting me bunch the skirt up at her waist all the way around, before lighting herself once again upon the metal surface. Her pussy was a delight to see. She had left a patch of pubes unshaven, in a clearly delineated but broad triangle above her sex. They were as naturally yellow as her hair. Between her legs was smooth and bare, her inner petals poking just into the open through the glistening outer lips. Her pleasure button remained hidden. But not for long if I could help it...
I licked my lips and bent to place them on target. This time, she could not contain her shiver in the least as I softly kissed her sweetness. And she was actually... sweet? As my tongue began to draw along her opening, I was delighted by her taste and aroma. She was simultaneously fresh, yet strong, and salty but sweet. My tongue sought her depths, and as it penetrated into her, I realized my first impression was not quite right. She wasn't actually sweet. I had never tasted so much... umami in a woman before.
I felt fingers begin to tousle my hair. I drove my tongue as far into her as I could, and looked up toward her face. Her sharp but delicate features were twisted in pleasure. I torqued my tongue and watched as the sensation rippled up and into her expression. I dug my fingers into her thighs and kept at it with my tongue for a while, enjoying the pleasure on her face above me.
But my tongue soon needed a rest from being extended so hard, and I let it slip free, replacing it with two fingers gently spreading her, while I nuzzled higher.
There it was. Her clit really was tiny, but hard as a finger tip, and I kissed, then sucked on it.
"Bozhe Moi! I think maybe I have to give you A," Svetlana exclaimed, her fingers clenching now in my hair. Sounded good to me. I certainly gave her pussy an A so far, and I still had so... so much more yet to do with it. And if I was getting an A for what I'd done already...
I slid one of my spreading fingers inside her, I doubted I could manage two without more work than was needed, as soft sounds rewarded the entrance of just my middle one. I curled it up within her, stroking softly. My mouth simply pampered her clit with kisses, licks, and sucks, all gentle, but in relentless succession. I could not manage to keep my eyes on Svetlana's while accomplishing all this, and I let mine close happily as I dined.
Her soft sounds suddenly ramped upward, growing sharper and less coherent. I could not tell if she was speaking Russian words that I had not yet learned, or if she was just generally babbling as she approached the orgasm I intended for her. I flicked harder at her clit with my tongue, and began to pump my finger in and out of her tight confines.
She came, hard. Her hips bucked forward against my face, but I rode with it, keeping tongue on clit and finger inside her. The moment her loud shriek of delight began to fade, and her body began to relax, I curled my finger again and sucked hard on her bump. She came again. I washed, rinsed, and repeated, glorying in the way I could make her scream for joy. At first, I thought these were all waves in one magnificent orgasm, but each climax was accompanied by protestations in a different register. Her second orgasm was punctuated with a loud, deep string of "Bozhe! Bozhe! Bozhe!" The fourth was marked in high, warbling English, "Shit, I love your tonnnnnngue!"
After the fifth or six wave, it was hard to tell if those two in particular were separate or a single, two-part orgasm, she shoved my shoulders violently away from her, and I relented my assault. I straightened, stepping back as I did so to appreciate the beautiful sight of post-orgasmic Svetlana, slumped against her desk, naked from the waist down, with her skirt bunched up out of the way above, and long, perfect legs askew below. I noted with great interest that she had at some point undone most of the rest of the buttons of her blouse. The gaping garment afforded me enough of a view of the lace of her bra to see that it was in a floral motif. And I could see the little plastic bow that nestled between her breasts... a front clasp.
Her eyes stared at me, slightly glazed. Her hand fumbled around on the desk, then became suddenly steady and sure as her fingers curled around the delicate handle of a china teacup. She lifted it smoothly to her lips and sucked loudly at the liquid. Her eyelids fluttered as she drank. When she at last set the empty cup down, she looked at me, then the teapot behind her desk. "Tea for you?"
"I have other needs," I grinned.
"I will bet that you do," she said, floating to her feet on those spiked heels that practically had her on point just from wearing them. "I have needs too," she said walking around me in the cramped little office space. I twisted around to allow my gaze to follow her as she circled. Without slowing, she unfastened the waist of her skirt on the right hip and let the garment slide to the floor. As she stepped out of it, she bent again in that impossible, straight-legged manner to pick it up, though this time she did so with her tight ass pointed straight at me. It was not big. It was almost tiny, but visibly muscular and toned, sculpted into perfection. She stood straight and laid the skirt carefully out on a bookcase.
"My first need was to keep that from getting too wrinkled," she said, turning back towards me. "Svetlana's next need is to see you naked."
It occurred to me that I needed to see her naked too, but hey, she was driving the bus at the moment. I smiled and pulled my sky blue polo shirt over my head. I dropped it on a chair, not giving a shit about its potential wrinkles, and found Svetlana caressing my chest for a moment approvingly, before she stepped back and looked expectantly on.
I don't lift for bulk or strength when I work out, but apparently I have gotten some pretty appealing definition, or tone, or something. I had been getting some pretty gratifying reactions of late, but few this gratifying!
I kicked off my shoes and tugged slowly at my belt. With it undone, I pulled down my zipper and undid the button. I pulled the fly open, then let the khakis fall to the floor.
"So, I am the one planning ahead for you grubbing for grade?" Svetlana asked with arch amusement, noting my lack of underwear. I shrugged. I was mostly just happy at how she actually seemed far more interested in my eagerly waving dong than in my lack of underwear.
"Or does Shower Guy just never wear underwear, now that he is sexual celebrity?" Svetlana teased further.
So there it was. I had known that she knew about Shower Guy. I had known that she knew I was Shower Guy. It was just out in the open now. I also knew that I would not be in this position right now, were it not for the Shower Guy thing. Honestly, at that moment, I saw exactly zero downside to my strangely towering Reputation. This, if ever, was a time to flat out indulge in it.
"I seldom know when the next adventure is coming," I said. "So I do sometimes omit them."
"Och! So you did have plot to get better grade! Is most effective..."
"A better grade is nice, but my main plan was to fuck you," I said slowly, doubting this was taking much of a risk at this point.
She only smiled. "Good plan. Needs work," she added with challenge in her tone.
"Oh?" I asked, momentarily uncertain.
"Da. One, lose socks," she said, languidly pointing downward.
I was naked in socks. Not a good look. I corrected it with unfortunately comic haste.
"Good," she laughed in satisfaction. Then she looked at me with an expression that could only be considered both challenging and smoldering. "Two, say plan again... in Russian."
I blanked. I panicked because I blanked.
Fuck.
Fuck. Fuck.Blyad!
I had certainly not been expecting a pop quiz!
She just smiled at me... and let her legs spread slightly.
My mind whirled, and I could not think of the word To Plot.
But I could think of To Plan...
"Ya planiroval trakhnut tebya," I said with a leer. Russian is a very good language to leer in.
Svetlana narrowed her eyes approvingly.
I pounced. With a squeal from her, I had her pinned against the one stretch of blank wall in her confined office, and buried my lips against her throat. "Is very good plan," she sighed.
With her overall height, how much of the height was leg, and including those high heels, I realized I could fuck her just like this, against the wall, without moving anywhere else. I grabbed my cock and pushed it down between her legs. She murmured approvingly and shifted her hips. To get a better angle, I lifted one of her thighs up and out a little, giving me room to slot my tip into her lips. She eagerly assisted me as I slid into her. My mind was reeling at how tight and strong her interior muscles were. Were she not so throughly slick with anticipation, it would have taken ages to bury myself, no matter how driven by need I was.
Then Svetlana seriously amazed me as she swung her lifted leg upward and positioned it between our chests, extended straight up in the air.
I fucked her as she balanced easily on one leg, my one hand holding the buttock of that other, raised leg to lend her extra, probably unneeded support, while my free hand reached between us to caress the straining calf pinned between our bodies. The back of my hand was pressing against her breast, despite the fact that I wasn't even interested in that mystery... yet.
I moaned out loud in happiness at the amazing athletic act I was witnessing and participating in. I had never imagined, much less been with, a woman so flexible, and so poised, even in the middle of some fairly animalistic sex.
I found myself pumping hard, right from the start. The only thing that gave me any semblance of control was my deep desire to remain in this crazy position, so I tried to be careful not to knock her off balance with my frenzied thrusts.
Svetlana grabbed my ass with both hands and made it abundantly clear that slow and leisurely was not her agenda either. "Yebat menya," she grunted, clenching on me with her insides. "Trakhni menya sil'neye!"
She wanted me to fuck her, did she? Yes ma'am. My only worry, in this crazed frenzy, was if I could do it for long enough. I felt myself surging between my legs, and I tried to back off my rate of speed. I really did.
But I couldn't, and Svetlana was not helping. Her grip on my ass, with her immaculately manicured nails digging into my flesh like spurs, kept me going at full speed.
"Christ, Svetlana," I gasped. "Let me slow down a little, I'm going to come already!"
"You... have later appointment?" she gasped in reply. "Svetlana has whole evening..."
"I'm all yours," I grinned, and pumped even harder, giving up my feeble efforts at restraint.
"Then fill twat with cum, fuck boy," she snarled. Russians swear well in English, too! Who knew?
It felt good not to work to extend things for once. I mean, in some ways I would have loved for this to go on forever--driving into Svetlana like this was a transcendent experience. But I was feeling an animal need to orgasm, a glorious need that I now felt free to indulge.
And besides, it's not premature ejaculation if your dance partner is on the verge of coming too, right?
I let myself relax fully, and I think that might have actually extended things a tiny bit. I stopped focusing on the lurking orgasm and just reveled in driving into her.
We both were now gasping audibly with each stroke, grunting and moaning in bursts as my body drove into her, colliding with her impossibly, fantastically positioned leg. It was loud. It was glorious. It was a good thing all the other adjuncts had gone home for their meager daily free time.
"Bozhe moi! I come again already!" she caroled, glee adding volume to her voice.
Into the crest of her wave of pleasure, I jammed myself fully inside her shaven perfection and locked my hips. My cry warbled in time with the spurt after spurt of jizz jetting into her depths. Those spurts drove her own orgasm higher and higher with each gush, until we both froze. My ejaculation ended from lack of ammunition, despite the fact that my cock kept twitching for several seconds, and Svetlana's entire form simply locked up. Then she slumped loosely, even her supernatural balance deserting her, and I had to hold her up with my arms and my still impaling cock.
This was not the rapid fire multiple orgasms she had exhibited before, but a single incredible wave that took her, and left her washed out and barely coherent. She let her leg slump to the side, and I guided her gently in lowering it, quavering, to help her stand. I was not quite ready to let my cock escape, and neither was she, but the exhausted member in question was not cooperating and shriveled loose.
I hadn't even kissed her yet, and I corrected that immediately.
It honestly took her a moment to respond to my lips pressing against hers, but as she regained full consciousness, her lips were soon writhing against mine. Our tongues were tentative at first, perhaps from our general exhaustion, but soon they were batting against each other with the same ferocity that our genitals had moments before.
I also hadn't played with her tits, and that too needed to change. My hand crushed against her softness, through jacket, blouse, and bra. That felt amazing, and she responded happily to it, but I was past slow teases.
Keeping my lips on Svetlana's, I arched my back a bit to give room for both my hands to scrabble inside her open blouse and work at the plastic clasp that held her delicate white lace bra closed. I felt her fumble rapidly to undo the last button of her blouse as I took an embarrassingly long time to figure out the ornate snap. It gave way suddenly, with even more embarrassing ease, but I was spending no time on shame at my fumbling. I tugged the bra wide, taking the blouse and jacket with it, and pulled out of the kiss to look down at her chest.
That was a truly transcendent pair of career-enders right there. I bit my lip, I was so achingly impressed. I stood there like an idiot, staring at them, holding her bra opened wide. "Wow..." I sighed.
Svetlana just shrugged all three garments off her shoulders, the bra slipping from my nerveless hands. And she stood there now, naked as me, except for her sexy, black, high heels, which I was more than happy for her to keep on.
"If must be so big, at least are well-formed," she chuckled at my stunned admiration of her breasts. Her voice was quite self-satisfied, but still bore a buried edge of old tragedy.
It nearly broke my heart all of a sudden, trying to wrap my head around the idea that such beauty could have so utterly destroyed a young woman's dreams, and had done so on the verge of those dreams' fruition. "Oh God, Svetlana," I said absently. "I'm so sorry."
She laughed. "You are first man who saw them and apologized!"
"Oh," I said, snapping out of it in confusion. "I... I mean..."
"Shhh," she said softly, placing her left index finger on my lips, and taking my left hand in her right and placing it gently on a wondrous mound. "I could have had them reduced, and gone on to Bolshoi. I was expected to. But are mine, and are me." She shrugged. "And now feet and back will not hurt for rest of life." There was sadness in her words, but surprisingly little regret.
The sensation of rubbing her supple and ample breast told me that I for one should have no fucking regrets. I smiled and bent to kiss the other delicate pink nipple, standing erect in high contrast to her milky white flesh. Svetlana sighed happily as I flicked the nipple with my tongue, then sucked her flesh deep into my mouth.
My fingers sank deep into her yielding firmness, and I raised my other hand to cup the boob I was sucking on, lifting it slightly to let me suck even more of her breast in between my lips. Svetlana merely crooned happily as I explored her bounty, and ran her hands through my hair, which must have been pretty crazily messed up by now. Her momentary darkness had passed.
Around that time, I switched my lips to her other breast, identical but somehow new and different, and she let her hand drop to lightly clasp my still sticky cock. The messy member pulsed happily at her caress, slowly growing once more in fits and starts. It grew firmer, then relaxed a little, then grew firmer still. Svetlana pressed her chest even more firmly against my face, and let a little hunger show in her grasp on my cock. It responded eagerly, getting serious about growing long and hard for her. Soon she was stroking me along my full length.
I straightened and kissed her some more, cupping her ass now, and letting her bare breasts rub against my surprisingly sensitive chest.
Suddenly, she spun in my arms, pressing her ass back against my cock, and pulling my hands up to cup her boobs. Happily, I nuzzled the back of her neck and squeezed the sizable perfections in my hands. They were actually a bit bigger than I had always estimated, their true size actually obscured by the trimly tailored jackets she always wore to teach class. I rolled her jutting nipples softly between fingers and thumbs. Somehow, I sensed that pinching would not be welcome.
"You have such gentle hands," Svetlana sighed, wriggling her small, hard backside against my resurgent cock. The idea of bending her over like this and fucking her again began to enter my mind, but before I could decide to act on it, she slipped from my grasp again.
"Sit," she ordered me, indicating her ergonomic desk chair, the only piece of furniture in the office that did not look like it was assembled in 1987. She must have bought it herself. A light shove sent me back, and I complied, settling into the armless and extremely supportive chair. I and my cock both looked up at her.
"I hope you will indulge me while I have little fun," Svetlana smiled playfully. Since I thought I had a pretty good idea of what she meant, I only nodded eagerly. Had I known exactly what was coming, I'd have bobbed my head clean off. She chuckled at my puppy dog response, and sank to her knees on the floor before me. She spread my knees and moved in tight between them. Her fingers stroked my dick, exploring its contours for a bit, before she bent and just softly breathed on it. The warmth of her exhalation made me swell anew. She bent her head further, and I felt myself slip in between her moist lips.
My back arched involuntarily as she slowly, relentlessly sank down on me. Her lips, clamped down deliciously, slid past the halfway point on my dick and kept right on going, her expressive tongue writhing against me inside her mouth. I felt myself bump again the back of her throat and press a bit further, but then she backed off with a soft noise.
Suddenly, she was bobbing up and down on me, that soft, almost-choke repeating with each impact of my swollen helmet against her throat. I moaned happily.
Then she paused, and I felt myself hit the back of her throat again, then slip down it as it relaxed completely, and her lips completely encompassed me. She held me there for a moment, then backed slightly off. Instead of letting go of me, she instead caressed my balls and slowly, excruciatingly slowly, bobbed up and down an inch or so with me fully in her throat.
Thank God I had just had a titanic orgasm, or I'd have been nutting right then. Only my dick's exhaustion saved me at that moment.
Then she sat up, letting me slip from her mouth entirely while she grasped my shaft once more. A few tears ran down her cheeks, a sight I always found simultaneously erotic and troubling. My cock was drenched in slobber, and a thick curving line of saliva hung between the tip of my dick and her lower lip. Svetlana smiled wickedly, snapping the strand.



Then she leaned forward, head still held high, and began to rub my cock across the supple expanse of her tits. "Ohhhh fuuuuck," I groaned as I watched her rub my slobbery cock over her chest, and press its hardness deep into the softness of each resilient tit.
She smiled at my stunned expression, then bent and sucked me back into her mouth, bobbing up and down wetly. But just as I started to groove to her renewed blowjob, she straightened again, saliva running from her mouth, down her chin, and dripping into her cleavage. She spat softly to drizzle more between her tits.
Then she pressed my shaft down between those mounds of ecstasy and pressed them together around it.
Oh, fucking fuck! Yes...
She rose and fell on her knees, the saliva everywhere making me slide easily and magically in and out of her mashed together mams. She smiled up at me as she fucked me with her tits, up and down, up and down.
Soon, I identified her pattern, as she would entrap my cock and drive it wild between her tits. Then release it and suck me back into her throat, loading my cock up again with crazy amounts of saliva, before returning it to its soft, slick prison. Each of the wonderful things she did could have easily made me come, but she kept changing things up every time I started getting close. As swiftly as we had each made the other orgasm in that first, frenzied fuck, I was clearly going to be made to enjoy the agony this time for a while.
I know that you are affording me all the sympathy I deserve, given the torture I was enduring...
As she bent once more to take me back into her mouth, I interrupted her rhythm by pulling her upward and planting a deep, needy kiss on her lips. She melded happily against me, but never let her hand release my dick. I fondled her boobs happily as her tongue probed my mouth. I wasn't above extending my own torture.
But Svetlana soon broke away from our kiss and sank back to her knees. Her mouth again encased my cock, spending a little more time this go around, licking and suckling on it for longer than it took to load it up with yet more saliva alone. She popped up with a smile, once again drooling down into her cleavage and pressed me home between her tits once more.
As she pressed those mounds together, she grinned and asked, "Where will you come? In mouth, or betweensis-ki?"
I looked at her aghast, appalled at being asked to make such a choice.
She laughed again, "I guess I will find out." I grinned in reply, interested in the answer too.
Everything she did now was more intense. She pressed her tits harder against me, and bounced them up and down faster. She sucked harder on me and tickled my balls whenever I was in her mouth. I felt myself wandering toward the precipice, and groaned words to the effect.
She seemed to linger a little extra long with my cock in her mouth, as if waiting for me to pop, but then slid me free to go for another round with her breasts. Just as she let go with her lips and was rising to press those tits home, I nutted with a load, high-pitched roar of pure ecstasy, taken somehow unaware. I spurted hard against her face and still open mouth. She leaned back in surprise, and my second blast snaked out and splattered against her upper chest.
Svetlana reacted instantly and slammed her tits against me, clasping them tight just as my cock pulsed again. She emitted some bizarre combination of gasp and giggle as I filled her cleavage with sticky jizz. Then she jiggled those tits around me and I did not let her down, thrusting my hips upward suddenly, pressing the head of my cock up and free of her embrace just as I let loose with my final spray of cum that arched up and just reached her chin before dropping in a narrow line exactly on the centerline of her chest between her tits.
I collapsed in her chair like a rag doll and sputtered, "Bozhe moi, Svetlana. Spacibo!"
"Ha! You are good student," Svetlana purred, then bent to take my sodden, sticky, spent cock into her mouth again, sending post-orgasmic shivers of overloaded delight through my dick as she licked and sucked it clean.
She flopped back onto her heels, panting as she methodically wiped her face and then boobs clean with a finger, depositing each fingerful of semen into her mouth. We looked at each other and knew that we were exhausted.
We smiled.
"I will not change your grade," she said sternly, "since is already in grade system as the B+ you deserved."
"So, you did do that just to provoke me into coming here," I chortled.
Svetlana shrugged at me. The sight of her still partially cum-slick breasts as she shrugged was... awesome. "Has been a while since I was sprayed like this," she said, waving her hands at her stunning torso. "I decided I should summon the Shower Guy!"
I shook my head ruefully. But not too terribly ruefully...
"We cannot do this again," she added, with no little evident, genuine disappointment.
I nodded. "I understand. This was a big risk for you."
She nodded softly, but then scooped the last big blob of cum from her left breast and sucked it off her finger. "Yet, worth it." She paused. "Still..."
"I understand," I repeated.
She slapped my knee, "So go back to fucking girls your own age. It will be hardship for you, I am sure."
"If I must," I drawled. She smacked my knee harder.
The two of us demolished a whole box of tissues cleaning the rest of the way up enough to dress ourselves. When we were mostly presentable enough to be seen, at least once we managed to leave the building separately, we shared a long, last, lingering kiss, and left her office.
Fucking Hell!
Even here?
At least it wasn't a crowd. But it was bad enough. A single woman stood outside the door to Svetlana Godinova's office. She was clearly another adjunct. She clapped slowly two or three times. "Well that was impressive sounding, Svetlana," she purred.
"Francis," Svetlana gasped, taken aback and clearly rattled.
"You told me you had the Shower Guy in one of your sections. I take it this is him! Aren't you going to introduce me?"
"No," Svetlana snapped.
"Aww, and I was so entertained for the last hour," Francis said poutily. "So very entertained," she added in a voice suddenly thick as maple syrup. She reached out and waved the fingers of her left hand under my nose. Both my eyes and nostrils flared. She had clearly been entertaining the sellout of herself out here in the hall while she listened to us being unwisely loud. Her eyes certainly had that post-orgasmic look in them that I was beginning to be an expert in recognizing.
Svetlana also recognized the subtext, and hissed in a breath. "Francis..." she said warningly.
"Oh, stand down Svetlana. I won't report you," Francis said quickly. Then she added, just as I saw Svetlana relax, "As long as..." the other adjunct trailed off warningly. "I was so turned on out here, my fingers just couldn't do me justice. I'd like some assistance with matching whatever erotic explosion just happened in there."
I looked at Francis. She as about five-three, with short, curly auburn hair, green eyes, and black, rectangular, nerd-sexy wire-rimmed glasses. She was not endowed like Svetlana, but she had plenty of curves going on. I idly wondered for a moment what subject she taught. It looked like she was going to add a sex education elective for me.
"Well, I guess I..."
"Not you, ShowerMan," Francis cut me off with a laugh. Then she looked at Svetlana intently.
Oh. Shit. I honestly was suddenly a little disappointed not to be the object of some real blackmail. But I was more concerned for Svetlana.
She looked hard at Francis, irritation in her eyes. Then she slumped a little, and even grinned. "Khorosho. But not tonight. He has worn me out. Friday?" Francis nodded with a satisfied, eager grin. "You will buy me dinner first!" Svetlana added, firmly. Her grin got wider. Whatever alleged 'ewww' there had been for the delicious Penelope Whitman, there seemed to be none at the prospect of Francis...
"You will buy me dessert after!" Francis slyly replied. With that, she turned and leaned forward, kissing me!
I jerked back, confused.
Francis smiled at me, then at Svetlana, licking her lips. "Mmm," she murmured to Svetlana. "I was just getting a preview taste. I like."
Their eyes met.
I considered requesting Official Observer Status, but knew I'd never get away with it...
With a smile, Francis turned and walked away, swaying her backside entirely intentionally as she politely left us to say our goodbyes.
We each caught the other watching that sweet, rounded, generous ass walk away. And smiled.
As I walked away from the building, I jumped into the air and pump my fist. "I knew it!" I hissed to myself. I could not wait to tell Elaine that I had told her so...
----------
I had fun with this chapter, I hope you did too. The rest of the series is written, and needs some extensive revision and my usual half-assed proof-reading, so I can't promise Chapter 8 immediately. In the meantime, thank you so much for reading along with this journey. And thanks in advance for your kind votes, favorites, and follows. And as always, I kind of get paid in comments, so...
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A REPUTATION 8: STUDY BUDDY
I returned to my dorm room, walking through the evening gloom with a distinct pep in my step. I had just had epic sex, with a professor no less, then gotten caught up in the delicious penumbra of non-tragic lesbian blackmail. What was not to pep?
I opened the door to my dorm, checking carefully for Captain America before doing so, and strode in, invigorated and ready for some homework. Mitch was banging out some epic prose on his laptop as I entered, and I was closing the door before he looked up. "You are back late..." he began, then his eyes narrowed as he took my bearing and appearance in. "Oh, for fuck's sake. Again?"
I couldn't even not look smug.
"Who was it this time?"
"Not a chance."
"Oh come on! You know you always tell me in the end. A guy like me..."
"Who was is Saturday night, Mitch?" I snapped back, feeling a titch of irritation at my gossipy roommate.
He stopped short. "I..." he started, then just shook his head.
"No?" I said, incredulously. "Dude you know everything about what I've been up to..."
"I don't know about..."
I cut him off. "Fuck off, dude! You have all the gossip your dark little heart could desire about me, and I can't even get a heads up from you about who your secret lover is. It's not like you are ashamed of her, I can read that much. But you are being a right selfish bastard about this and I'm not sure what the fuck to do about it!" Why I was quite this angry at Mitch, I was not quite sure, but things were out of balance between us, it was his fucking fault, and I was feeling more than sufficiently alpha at the moment to call him out.
"Hey, fuck you!" Mitch shot right back, also surprisingly hot under the collar. I was dimly aware of what my problem was, I could not fathom his. Telling each other 'fuck off' and 'fuck you' were not unusual or objectionable events, but there was highly unusual heat in both our tones that evening.
"You are surprisingly discrete with names, I'll admit, but you are such a huge goddamned gossip, dude!" I snarled. "I'm the one who keeps his mouth shut, but you can't trust me with anything?" I hurled my books onto my bed, now furious.
From top of the world afterglow, to having a knockdown drag-out with my roommate in five minutes. What the fuck was happening?
"You know her, man," Mitch snarled.
Light dawned. "Oh... wow. Um, hey. Still. I guess that might be awkward if I ran into..." I halted, because light blazed high overhead in the firmament. "Wait. I know her... or I know her?"
Mitch didn't answer me, but his non-answer, and his expression confirmed that I had biblical knowledge of his young lady.
Well. That might be... No!
"Mitch," I said, cooling down as much as I could, given the adrenaline still coursing through my body. "Dude. You think I'm going to get upset? Come on! Me? It would be hypocrisy you could see from space for me to get jealous, much less possessive about any girl!"
He looked at me warily.
"Mitch," I said, now genuinely wanting to get us back on friendly footing... and desperate now to learn who she was. My curiosity had only escalated at his revelation. I sat down across the room in relaxed fashion, miles from Mitch's personal space. "If she and I hooked up earlier, that's in the past, and it is not like you'd be outing her in some goddamned way..."
Mitch took a deep sigh, I and could virtually see his hackles settle as well. He looked at me soberly for a few long seconds, then smiled weakly and said simply, "Kate."
I did not see that coming.
I did not see any of this coming, in any way, of course, but I really did not see Kate coming as the one, um, coming with Mitch. The first time they had met, I had been balls deep in her when he had walked in on us...
I smirked. "Good for you." I sank into my chair and relaxed further.
Seeing that I really was not going to have a cow, Mitch also relaxed. A smile bigger than I think I had ever seen on his face broke out. Like a dam bursting, he started burbling. "Great for me! Oh God, can she su..." Just like that, he cut himself off again.
We looked at each other and silently agreed that discussing actual details about a girl that we had both been with would be... seriously awkward. Not to mention unnecessary.
After a pause, I leaned forward. "Yeah. But I do need to know how, Mitch. I mean... how?!?"
He laughed. Apparently this was a safe subject. "Freak wonderfulness," he exclaimed happily. "I was hanging at the Union with Dale and Tannis, just going over an assignment and having a snack, you know? Kate walks by, and she knows Tannis. So Kate just sits down next to her and across from me."
"Oh wow. Dicey situation," I chortled.
"I know! I recognized her instantly, of course, and just sort of sat there, frozen, praying she wouldn't recognize me!" he agreed, shivering in recollection of his feelings. "And she did not recognize me at first, either. Even when Tannis introduced us... nothing. Then, about a minute later, she gives me this horrified look. She obviously couldn't bail right in the middle of the long-ass story Tannis was telling, so she just sat there staring at me like somebody had dropped a live cobra in her bed."
"It must have taken her two solid minutes before she realized that I was not that dude--the one who was going to say, 'Hey, I know Kate! I met her when I walked in on her and my roommate bisecting the triangle.' At last, she gave me a little grateful look and I just shrugged."
"See? You can be discrete," I snorted.
Mitch flipped me off idly and continued. "Then, when Tannis finally finished her story, Dale looks at his watch, then at her, and reminds her that they both have to go. Tannis looks at her watch... and they just vanish. That left Kate and me sitting in the booth together, staring at each other. I couldn't leave. I mean, it would be rude to just say, 'My friends are gone, and you don't interest me, so I'm out of here,' right?"
"Plus, you were totally interested in her," I prodded.
"Oh, fuck yeah. In fact, I thought she looked hotter in her gym clothes than she had naked under..." He checked himself. "Anyway, she was kind of thinking the same way--that it would be rude to just leave me alone. And since I had not embarrassed her to death, she felt like not doing that to me. So we just sat there, extending the conversation in all sorts of desperately awkward ways, so as not to offend each other." We both laughed at the ridiculousness of the situation he had found himself in. "But half an hour later, the conversation wasn't forced, and we were vibing, man. Just vibing like I can't remember viking before."
"So the two of you left the Student Union, came up here, and slapped Captain America on the door for five hours?" I asked incredulously.
"No! No, this was all on Thursday. We finally went our separate ways without any plans, which pissed me off. I made some inquiries, and 'accidentally' ran into her as her team's workout at the gym was breaking up the next day. She busted me for the ploy, and asked me if I was there to embarrass her into another extended conversation. I was about to die when she smiled and said, 'I'm too busy tonight, but after practice tomorrow, I have an entire Saturday free!'"
"Ain't it great when a plan comes together?" I mused.
"You know it. We left campus Saturday afternoon and had barbecue at Damien's, early. Walked back to campus. Hung at the Plaza in the late sunshine for a bit. Then I was telling her about a book I have that she needed to read, and offered to give it to her, so we headed back over here."
"Nice ploy," I observed.
Mitch looked at me. "I swear, it wasn't a ploy. Didn't even enter my mind." I didn't believe him, even though it was clear that he believed him. "We get back here, and thank God you had already cleared out after your activities with your first two girls of the day..." I had the grace to blush. "But we came in and, dude, you left the place a mess. 'Seems he's been at it again,' Kate said, referencing you for the first time out loud. I was all, hey, sorry, but we are just messy college guys. She just folded those arms and laughed at my attempt at defending you. 'Please,' she says. 'I guess I have a better sense of smell than you, Mitch, but even you have to know this room just stinks of pussy.'"
"And it did, man! I didn't know at the time that you'd had two girls in here, but I did know you had done some epic shit," Mitch added to me, a foreboding expression on his face that told me he eventually was going to demand a higher level of detail about Saturday than I was usually willing to give. But then he snapped back to his story, happy now to be telling it.
"So I flushed with embarrassment, and thank God she didn't say she knew all about such circumstances. Instead... she looks at me and says, 'There is one good thing about the aroma and the mess. He wouldn't be able to tell if we...' I look at her and next thing I know, Captain America is on duty again, the door is locked, and... and it was a very good night!"
"Seen her since?" I asked idly. I had not seen Kate myself, since she showed up out of nowhere and used me to scratch her itch. That had been weeks ago.
"No," Mitch said, a little unhappily. "But we text a fair amount. Earlier today, we made plans to hit this house party off campus Friday night. You are on your own Frat-Crashing this week, my friend."
"Wait! She's going out with you again?" Kate had told me she had no time for a social life.
"I fucking hope so!" Mitch almost giggled. "But if you block off this room, text me for God's sake. I would not want to come back here with her, if that's how it works out, just to find Cap on duty and all those amazing noises you make girls do coming through the door."
I stared at him. I actually did feel the tiniest hint of jealousy. But it was tiny. "You do the same," I simply said.
*
Thursday was boring. The only disappointment was that Elaine texted me that she had to cancel our Russian study session.
Elaine: Sorry! My mom is nearby on business and decided to take an extra day to come see me. What am I supposed to say?
Me: Excellent? She's your mom. Have fun.
I hoped that whatever background weirdness she had going on hadn't taken over and this was a lame way to get out of studying together.
Elaine: Reschedule? Maybe Sunday afternoon?
Me: Sure!
I stabbed a few times at the screen of my phone.
Me: I just booked us a room at MemLib for 2:30. Be there or be square.
Elaine: Oh, I won't miss it. I have information to extract from you... {GIF of Maleficent cracking an evil smile}
Friday started out bland. The only interesting part of the day was Russian class, where Svetlana and I dutifully pretended nothing happened between us. Elaine looked at me a lot with a speculative expression, and I tried manfully to concentrate on learning the language, instead of thinking about fucking Svetlana's tits...
That evening, Mitch duly took off for his date, and I meandered over to the nearest frat party. I felt like I was getting better at these things lately, since I wasn't so laser-focused on how I wasn't meeting girls. I saw people I knew. I met a few new people. I was there about an hour before it happened...
I was walking through a hallway, coming back from making room for more beer, when an arm snaked around my waist. "Well, well. I have found the famous Shower Guy," said a soft voice. Her voice was not the only aspect of my accoster that was soft. Some other soft parts pressed against my side.
Uh, oh. Another drunk girl attack.
Except the voice sounded pretty sober. And possibly more interestingly, the soft parts were awfully soft.
Not wanting to be judgmental, I turned to see whoever had slid her arm around me. It was a girl (naturally), about five inches shorter than me, with sandy blonde hair to her shoulders, and green eyes. She'd maybe gone a tad too hard on the makeup, as in I could see that she had lot of it applied to her face. So, probably a freshman. You could see most girls mature through the four years of college. By the time they reached senior year, they mostly just used enough cosmetics to cover any flaws. A few of the most artful really used it to subtle effect. But frosh were the ones that laid it on with a trowel--enough to make you notice the makeup, instead of the pretty face.
So, this was a freshman.
I was instantly allergic to the situation. I needed no drunk girls. But as I looked into her eyes, they held none of the typical glaze of a drunk chick. And I realized as she continued to speak, that her words were crisp. And she was holding on to me sensually, not for support.
Not drunk then... now she had my attention.
"What makes you think I'm the Shower Guy?" I asked playfully.
"You match your mug shot," she said. Then she held up her phone and I saw a picture of me in the dorm hallway. I think it was from after I came out of my room with Cassie, but I wasn't positive. I'm a dude. Am I supposed to remember what I was wearing two weeks ago? Some wiseacre had taken a picture of me to commemorate the event.
And now it was all over CampusNet.
Swell.
She was pressing much harder up against me now. Her hand was playing with my ass as she did so. I discovered that my hand had tentatively wrapped around her waist.
This was hardly the most creative approach I had seen, but it had the virtue of being direct, and of being from what I was increasingly realizing was a quite reasonably hot girl. It is a measure of how entitled I had begun to feel that when hit upon by a sexy chick like this, I took time to be slightly huffy about being taken for a sure thing...
In fairness, since it looked like an alcoholic haze was not present, absent any other red flags appearing, I was kinda feeling like I was, in fact, a sure thing.
She turned into my still tentative embrace, and pressed her body fully against mine. Did I mention that she had lots of softness in the right places? I found myself bending my head, and we kissed just a bit, there in the mostly empty hallway of the frat.
I didn't even know her name. Did she even know mine?
"I'll bet you don't even know my real name," I murmured against her lips.
"Does it matter," she asked softly. Just as I was about to actually take offense, she added, "Will?"
I smiled, and asked, "And you are?"
"Maisy," she breathed, in a remarkably confident and hungry fashion for a freshman.
I wanted to clasp hands at the introduction, but her right hand was occupied shaking another of my appendages. Skillfully.
I kissed her again, beginning to press her body back against the wall with my own. My fingers began to explore the impressive tits she had been rubbing on me almost from the beginning. Very impressive.
Wait...
"Maisy?" I asked, not quite pulling my lips from hers. "You aren't the Maisy that was going out with Pete Rollins?"
"Mostly," she shrugged.
I'd have pulled away instantly, but her hand which had been caressing my cock through my jeans had just now transitioned to slipping inside said jeans and holding my bare, hardened flesh in her fingers.
"Mostly?" I gasped.
"I mean, yeah, we go out, but it's just casual," she shrugged. "And Pete's nice and all, but he's not Shower Guy. A girl needs to take her shot when it comes around."
Her hand was massaging my cock eagerly. Her very nice tits were pressing into my grasp.
And her blackened soul was creeping me out.
The problem was, it wasn't creeping out my cock.
Yeah...
Nope.
Pete was a good guy. I wasn't sure I was going to tell him, but I sure as fuck wasn't going to cuckold him!
Or was I? Her hand was really rather skilled...
No!
I pulled away from Maisy, hissing a little sadly as her hand pulled free of my pants. "Sorry," I said hastily. "But Pete's my friend. I... can't do this to him." But I could do this to him, my body told me...
"Pete's my friend too," she cooed relentlessly. "He doesn't need to know."
"Um, you seem to have heard of me, right?" I scoffed desperately. "I draw a flashmob every time I so much a look at a girl." Before she could counter that with some dangerous proposal, I drove on. "And even if we could hide it from him, I couldn't hide it from myself."
Maisy was honestly shocked now, which I found I really did not find attractive. It was the only thing I didn't find attractive about her. I sensed though, that things were about to get loud, and not in the variously glorious ways that things had gotten loud for me lately. I dove out of the hall and into the crowd.
That was just so skeezy!
I did not need to risk running into to Maisy again, so I bailed from the party. As I hit the night air, I thought of moving on to the Tri-Beta's event, but... my mood was kind of ruined. Instead, I started walking back to my dorm.
Part of me wanted to pull out my phone and text Pete about what Maisy got up to on nights that she couldn't make time to go out with her boyfriend. But... I wasn't going to ruin his life. Maisy would do that in due course all by herself. Hopefully, she'd suck his cock in the meantime enough to make the life lesson be worthwhile.
This was not a particularly healthy way to look at this, but I needed something to justify my cowardice in not giving Pete a heads up.
I got back to my dorm fairly early for a Friday night. Usually, at least one RA gets told off to hang around on weekend nights. As I passed through the common room, I saw that tonight was Shawn's turn. On impulse, I flopped into a soft chair near to her. "What's up?" I asked, forcing a cheerful expression.
"Catching up on my reading while ensuring you gremlins don't short out the electrical system," she said lackadaisically. "Pretty early night for you," she added, a note of curiosity in her voice.
"Not feeling it this evening. Had a nasty experience," I muttered, feeling sorry for myself and for my now thoroughly put out cock.
"Uh, oh. Anything I need to know about?" my favorite RA asked.
"Eh... A friend's girlfriend hit on me. Hard."
"Uh huh. And this was a new experience?"
I looked at her, finding that I was more upset than I had thought. "I mean, I'm in the middle of a very nice run here, but tonight was an unpleasant moral dilemma."
"That hot, huh?" she laughed, not as sympathetic as I thought an RA, one of college's unofficial therapists, should be.
"Not. Going. To. Do. It," I ground out, popping up out of the unholstered chair.
"Good for you," Shawn murmured, as I stomped off toward the stairs to the second floor.
"Did you see the flyer recruiting people to come watch your car do its thing next weekend?" Shawn called after me.
I stopped, my mood instantly lightening. "Yeah. Looks good," I replied. I had seen it. Jimmy had done a good job, and I particularly liked the way he did not include any shower-related imagery, despite his threats to me on the subject.
"Still feeling good about your chances?" Shawn asked.
I grinned. "Come and see!"
"Oh, I will. And I think we are going to have a good crowd," she replied.
My mood elevated, I bounced up the stairs, leaving Shawn to her book.
Please don't let Captain America be guarding the door. Please don't let Captain America be guarding the door. I wished Mitch well. I wished Kate and Mitch well, but...
My room was blessedly empty. I climbed into bed and found that sleep would not take me swiftly.



And yet, Mitch didn't come in until long after I fell asleep.
*
The next day, Dale and I spent nearly all daylight hours working on our demonstration vehicle. To be honest, a fair amount of that time was used painting some racing stripes and a little pirate flag on it, so it would look awesome, too. Then we spent more time replacing some of those decorated panels because we had over done the painted decorations and weighed the vehicle down! Tolerances were very tight for this project...
We had to get the little machine complete that day, as the competition was the next Saturday, and Dale had set aside Sunday for a brutal project he had in his Hydraulic Engineering class, which was kicking his ass. That Dale had a class that was kicking his ass always boggled my mind.
Meanwhile, I had had to schedule my Sunday Russian study session pretty early anyway, to find an available room in MemLib.
*
I got to the library first and checked us into the study room on my app. Elaine showed up less than three minutes after me with her notes and textbook.
To be honest, I was a little disappointed when she showed. Her wardrobe was always kind of all over the place, from tight shirts and shorts, to flowing slacks with turtlenecks, and she looked great in all of them, of course. But this Sunday, she looked like she had kind of mailed it in, with baggy sweatpants and a loose teeshirt in one of those Property of University Athletic Department designs.
I supposed it would make it easier to study.
After all the unnecessary apologies for ditching me to spend time with her mother, we got down to reading each other the passages that we had written for homework, working on our pronunciation while checking each other's grammar and vocabulary.
We said nothing whatsoever about Svetlana and that whole thing, and Elaine's silence on the subject was starting to weigh on me. Last time we had studied, she was practically relentless in goading me to push the envelope with Svetlana. Today? Nothing.
Then, as we moved on to some other reading, she shuffled her papers and found her quiz, the one that had started the discussion. "Oh, hey! This reminds me," she said, brandishing the quiz with a twinkle in her eye.
'Found', my ass. 'Reminds' her, my ass. She'd just been waiting for the right time to deploy that prop and tease me some more.
"So Will, did you make an appointment with Svetlana?" Elaine said merrily.
"Yep," was all I replied. If she was going to screw with me, I owed it to her to make her work for it. I kept my face bland.
"And? I'll bet she gave you the last appointment of the day," she prodded.
"No..." I said. "Actually, she was all booked up, so she offered to go back to her office to meet with me later that evening, after her staff meeting.
"Ha! Knew it! I'll bet the office building was mostly empty by then," she added with an intense look.
"Practically deserted," I said.
She looked at me. I looked at her. "And?" she demanded. I looked at her again, though I'm not sure that my turbo-bland expression was holding up. "What about your quiz grade?" Elaine went on, ploddingly.
"Oh she was difficult about that," I said. "When I mentioned that you got a B with the same score, the first thing she suggested was to knock yours down to match mine."
"What?"
"I talked her out of that," I said brightly.
"You better fucking have," grumbled Elaine. "But come on, did she fix your grade?"
"Yes..."
"And...?"
"She did," I said, wide-eyed and innocent. I was rather enjoying this.
"And how did you convince her do that?" She was getting exasperated.
My enjoyment stalled a bit. Now that it was time to fess up... it seemed like not so good an idea. Discretion was critical, after all, for Svetlana.
That said, I had already gamed out that Elaine was the one person I could brag about this to and actually increase the security of the situation. It would be better to tell her at least the broadest outlines and swear her to secrecy, than to leave her to idly speculate with others. And besides, I really wanted to brag about it to somebody!
But bragging about nailing our professor to a girl? To this girl? To this girl, whom I still harbored some idle but nevertheless extensive designs upon? It felt both skeezy, and likely to turn Idle into Impossible.
But I had kind of chosen to roll the dice on Svetlana, not Elaine, already, hadn't I? And this was a friend who wanted info on a situation. A situation that she had helped precipitate, after all...
And I really, really, wanted to brag.
Fuck it.
"She let me know that she was interested in some personal favors to make it worth her while to correct her error."
"I knew it! I knew it," she crowed, a little loudly for the library, even with the somewhat sound-proofed walls. We both winced, and she went on more quietly. "So she wanted a taste of the Shower Guy Experience?"
I rolled my eyes in a brief moment of pain at Elaine going back to the meme. But... "I gave her the full Shower Guy Experience." I said flatly.
"The whole... Right there in her office? What did that..." she cut herself off. "No, that's TMI," she muttered. "But really?"
"The whole experience," I said again, remembering that I had one more thing to lord it over Elaine with. "Including the whole making too much noise and getting caught part of it."
She looked at me in horror. Delighted horror, but horror. "No! Shit, that's bad, right?"
I shrugged. "We got overheard by the one other adjunct left in the building. Another woman about Svetlana's age. Kinda cute," I added with a foreshadowing tone. Elaine's eyes widened.
"She was waiting for us in the hall outside yours and myprofessora's office, and in return for her silence, demanded her own share of what she had heard going on inside."
"You," Elaine practically screamed, then smacked her hand over her mouth. "You fucked two professors? In the same evening?" she hissed incredulously, and a little angrily for some damned reason. I guess the way I seemed to get away with everything could put a person off.
I smiled beatifically. "I offered, but she wasn't interested in getting her payoff from me!"
Elaine gawked at me.
I grinned and pointed a finger at her gleefully. "I told you Svetlana played for the other team," I said triumphantly. She glared at me, and I slumped my shoulders theatrically. "I even offered to referee things, but was turned down there too."
We stared at each other, and I saw her good-natured incredulity morph somehow into serious irritation. She opened her mouth, then closed it. And again. Then she just growled, "Oh, fuck you, Will," and damned if she didn't start gathering up all her shit!
"Oh, hey! Wait! Elaine, what's the matter?" I protested quickly. "I just told you what you probably already knew, mostly!" I exclaimed in confusion.
"Just piss off," she said, standing up with her stuff. I rose too, wanting to calm her down. She pursed her lips angrily and huffed. "Look, it is just ridiculous. You chase every girl you see except me, and you never fucking fail. You never get hurt. And you are so full of yourself about it all! You are such an asshole!"
Now I was mad too. What was it about this week and sudden fights with friends?
"What do you mean I never get hurt? I'm embarrassed all the fucking time. People look at me weird. They talk about me behind my back. I know it seems stupid of me to complain, but it is kind of a pain. And who said I wouldn't chase you if you gave me half a chance? Who said I'm full of myself? I assure you, I do not know what is going on in my life from one day to the next, other than that I and my partner have a kick-ass little wooden car for engineering class." I was building up a good head of steam by now. "I have teachers, multiple teachers teasing me about my Reputation in the middle of fucking class."
"Worked out pretty well for you in Svetlana's case!"
"Point," I admitted, mollified for a half-second. "But what if it had been my 64 year-old English professor instead?"
"And what bullshit did you say about chasing me?" Elaine said, mercurially shifting gears, but not getting any less angry. "Pull the other leg."
"Gladly," I countered. "Are you seriously telling me that you are mad at me because I haven't made a pass at you?"
"Yes! It's a little humiliating."
"What?"
"You make passes at everybody except me. I used to think that you found me attractive. You looked at me enough. But..."
"I definitely find you attractive," I snapped.
"Sure!"
I hesitated for a minute, then climbed up on the table on my hands and knees.
"What the fuck are you doing?" she asked, suddenly wary.
"The first time we studied together here in a room like this, I was pondering how fucking hot you are, and feeling sorry for myself that you never gave me the slightest signal. I told myself that were you to put up any kind of sign, I'd instantly crawl across this table and..."
"And?"
"Fuck your brains out?" I finished feebly, suddenly sure I was not doing this right.
"So you were going to make me beg?" Elaine growled, barely keeping her voice down. "You hit on..."
"You keep saying that," I snapped, feeling ridiculous on my hands and knees on a table in the library. "I have not made a pass at anybody this whole time. Not one!"
"Come on!"
"The first time, in the shower, was some good-natured ribbing that got wildly, wonderfully out of control. After that it was always some form of 'So, how about it?' from the girl, sometimes totally out of the blue." I looked at her intently, trying to show Elaine that I was doing anything but bullshitting. I crawled forward a step, unsure what else to do, and I sure as hell was not going to crawl back.
She just stared at me. "You are so fucking arrogant."
I smirked. I couldn't help myself. "It has been hard not to be lately," I admitted ruefully. But I slid forward a bit more, slowly.
"You mean all that shit?" Elaine asked.
"Every bit is true, especially the part about becoming too arrogant for my own good lately."
She looked at me, and put her books back down to the side. I suddenly perceived that she had chosen the loose teeshirt toady because, among all her bra options, today she had chosen 'None of the Above'. Loose as the shirt was, nipples were clearly making an impression in it.
"So, how about it?" she said.
!
Well, this was suddenly working out just fine!
I leaned forward and down. She tilted her head up to me, and our lips met. Gently at first, to be sure... But in moments, I had reached a hand out and pulled the back of her head up and toward me. Wow.
Her lips worked against mine like a top level NFL offense, each element meshing with the next to produce a result that was completely fluid, yet subtly choreographed. Just at the edges of my visual perception, I could see her amazing dimples in full force, signaling her happiness about what was up.
I gasped and pulled my mouth free. "Problem," I posited, breathlessly. "I can't exactly fuck your brains out up here on this study table like a prize lamb. I need to get down."
I started to move, but she stopped me. "Counter theorem," Elaine breathed. "I get up on the table with you!"
She stood, and I got behind her idea one hundred percent. I clasped her upper arms and pulled her up to the table top beside me. In an instant, I finally had her on her back and pressed my body desperately down atop her. The feeling as my hand grasped her braless tit through her teeshirt was... transcendent. What a wonderful, tactilely pleasing breast...
She writhed happily beneath my aggressive body language. I reveled in her perfect response.
"There, is" she gasped suddenly, "one part of the Shower Guy Experience that I'd like to omit..."
I pulled my lips from hers and looked at her expectantly.
"We are going to keep this quiet. I don't need a librarian knocking on the door, telling us to keep it down!"
I chuckled deeply. I knew I would try.
Honestly.
But I was making no guarantees.
"Well, if you insist," I moaned softly, hand still reveling in the feel of her mams through the soft cotton of her shirt. "But I have a counter theorem of my own. If the librarian who interrupts us is that redhead down in the Reference section, I'd suggest we invite her to join us."
"As if!" Elaine snorted. "You have one threesome and now you think your life is alltwo girls for every boy," she giggled.
"I've had two threesomes, thanks," I snorted.
"Two? How'd the grapevine miss that?" she gasped.
"I've wondered that myself," I said, in between clamping my lips on her outstretched, alabaster throat. "But I think since they both happened on the same day, the rumor mill has them conflated."
"You are... shitting me," Elaine stammered, shocked. "You did four women in one day?" She snorted. "I hope you know what kind of expectations that is giving poor little old individual me."
"I'll see what I can do," I chuckled. "But that was over almost ten hours. Will you give me ten hours? Because I will use every one of them..."
"I wouldn't walk straight for a month," she snorted.
"You have no idea," I said, never ceasing to massage her breast as we spoke through each other's lips. "I hid from all women for a long time afterward, just in self-defense."
"I'll bet."
"Why are we still talking about this?" I said, before slipping my tongue into her mouth.
Elaine sucked on it for a few delicious seconds, then pushed it out to reply, "Because you are still trying to get me to agree to a threesome with Miss Delacroix."
I jerked up slightly. "You actually know her name?"
"No," Elaine laughed. "It just sounds like the kind of name a sexy, spontaneous threesome-having, red-headed librarian would have."
"You," I said, sliding my hand to her other breast, which, who'd have thought it, felt just as awesome through her shirt, "have a dirty mind, Ms. Waters."
"I have a very dirty mind," she replied happily, snaking her hands up and through my hair. "But a mostly conventionally dirty body! If you want it this afternoon, you will have to agree to no third wheels, and especially to no audiences!"
"I'll do my part to keep quiet," I said challengingly. "But I intend to do my level best to make it hard for you to do yours!" I didn't say that I'd keep quiet, just that I would try.
This was fun, but I was finding myself getting just a bit impatient. I slid my mouth from hers, explored her jawline briefly, and then nuzzled into her neck. I kissed the lean flesh eagerly, even hungrily, but kept moving my mouth around, so as not to plant a hickey.
Elaine's hands were still in my hair, and she rolled her head back and forth, exposing more of her neck to me as I moved around. "You are moving around too much to give me a hickey like that," she groaned.
"That's the idea," I said, dragging my tongue up her throat.
"Well, hold still! I like a good hickey now and then. They can come in handy when chatting up the right kind of guy," she growled lightly. "And my last one has faded."
I actually popped up in surprise, examining her. Yep, there it was, just the faintest, fading traces of a hickey, a small one, on the lower edge of the left side of her neck. "You have hidden depths, Elaine," I said slyly.
"I do," she smiled up at me. "But if my depths remain hidden for too very much longer, then we are doing this all wrong."
I wordlessly bent to clamp my lips on her where her right shoulder swept up into that neck, right were it could just be seen above the collar of a teeshirt like the one she was wearing. My lips sucked hard, and my hand grimly refused to stop indulging itself with the fantastic handful beneath that shirt. Elaine's hands slipped from my hair and reached between us to unbutton my shirt.
I was wearing one of my white, cotton, button-down shirts. My 'engineering' look that I affected probably too often. Yes, it veered close to looking geeky on occasion. But I want to be clear here that I wore long sleeves, rolled up to mid-forearm. If I had worn short sleeves, shudder, I would have looked nerdy...
Elaine only unbuttoned me to my waistband, neither untucking the shirt, nor reaching down inside my waistband to get the last button. It was just as well. It would have been a tight fit in there for her hands, what with my cock taking up all available room. Instead, she slid her hands up and into my open garment to caress my chest while I continued to raise the requested mark.
Her fingertips grazed my instantly hard nipples, teasing them, circling them, even pinching them a bit. I shivered just a little, and made a note to return the favor shortly.
In fact, I wanted to return that favor right now, and finally released her breast so I could tug at the tail of her shirt. But she wriggled out from underneath me. It was not a refusal, but a counter-offer. Her fingers softly brushed over her neck, where I thought I had laid down a most gratifying kiss-tattoo, and she swung up to kneel beside me on the table. I rolled onto my side, propped on one elbow and watched her.
She tugged first one side of the teeshirt free of the tightly tied waistband of her sweats, then the other. She crossed her arms in front of her and started pulling upward, smoothly. She slowed as the cotton reached her breasts. The fabric tightened as she tugged on it, and it clung to her tits as it moved up, until they both popped free at once, bouncing to rest in an utterly hypnotic reveal.
Elaine tanned. She tanned a lot. But she did not have some place to do it topless, and had the most crisp and clear tanlines I had ever beheld. She apparently always wore the same scoop-necked bikini that ran up behind her neck, and around her back in a narrow band. She looked so fucking sexily exposed and vulnerable for a moment, with her arms and face still trapped inside the shirt, tugging slowly upward, and with her bare, lovely breasts waving before me as she struggled to free her head from the neck of the shirt.
She wriggled and tugged, then, as she bent over well to the side, I saw her chin pop into view. Without removing my eyes from her for a second, I pulled my own shirt free and undid the last button, sliding it off and tossing it back toward my chair. I heard it miss and hit the floor, but... eyes on the prize, remember?
My shirt was just hitting the floor as Elaine's head cleared the shirt and she slipped her arms free the next moment. We stared at each other. "Oh, Hell yeah," I breathed softly.
She smiled almost shyly, which was odd for a girl that I was rapidly coming to realize could be not shy in the least. "Like them?" she gasped. I nodded, making myself hold back from just reaching out and grabbing them immediately. "They aren't in Svetlana's league," she murmured.
I shot up a quelling finger into the air. "No," I said firmly. "No, no, no. These are wonderful." And they were. Each was a generous teardrop, with soft, rosy nipples and aureoles. The aureoles were oblong vertically, and their outer edge, where their pink color transitioned to pale, untanned skin, had razor-sharp definition. Her nipples, which had been able to visibly tent a loose teeshirt, stood proud and hard. And then there were those incredible tanlines...
"Still..." she muttered.
"Um, ma'am?" I said, almost shyly on my own part. "I have recently come into comparative data on a wide variety of boobies, not just the delectable Ms. Godinova's, and I can tell you with scientific authority that These. Are. Wonderful."
She laughed at that, but ruefully.
Okay, if she wouldn't believe my words...
I lunged out and grabbed her, bearing her back down onto the table beneath me once again, but this time, my lips clamped down on a fabulous, jutting nipple well before I even had her on her back. I licked and sucked hard, even hungrily. One hand squeezed that tit, pushing it upward against my face, while my other explored the unattended breast, far more gentle in its exploration.



Elaine giggled loudly, then swallowed the noise with an, "Oops!"
"Shh!" I said, lips momentarily releasing her nipple. "This is a library, young lady!" Then I sucked her other nipple into my mouth. I really went to town on her breasts, both utterly enjoying myself, and intentionally looking silly. She giggled more, but carefully quiet now.
Suddenly, she pushed me away, looking up at me. "Roll over. Now," she said. She gave me a further shove and I obligingly dropped to my side and rolled onto my back next to her. It was a nice, wide table. Elaine popped up, straddling my thighs. I instantly reached up toward her chest again, but she swatted both my hands away with a grin. "I get it. You like them. But give it a rest for a second."
With that, she tugged at the button of my pants, pausing to massage the bulge straining within, before drawing the zipper down. My boxer-briefs had a potentially embarrassingly large wet spot of pre-cum atop the distended ridge in front, but Elaine just smiled. She tugged the elastic out and down, and suddenly was bunching both pants and underwear at my mid-thigh between her legs.
"It's my turn to do some appreciating..." she murmured.
Sliding further down, she caressed my erection as it lay atop my abdomen, drawing her palm and extended fingers up and down, and side to side along it. I quivered a little. My cock quivered a lot. At last, she wrapped her fingers softly around the shaft and tilted it upward. She bent over it and ran her tongue slowly, excruciatingly over the swollen, dark head.
I groaned happily.
"Shh..." she murmured, then sank my dick into her mouth. I whimpered barely audibly as Elaine drew one inch, then two, then three in between her lips, applying light suction the whole way. Her tongue wrestled for room with my cock inside there. She let most of me free for just a moment, so she could look up and meet my eyes, but then she bent back down and slid me back in--even more of me back in this time.
She began to nod up and down, making soft, wet noises as she slid me in and out in rhythmic fashion. She went at it languidly at first, then I felt her thumb and forefinger, which were wrapped around the root of my cock, beginning to tighten and massage me. He pace increased and grew more ragged. On an occasional bob, she took me deep enough to lightly gag her. Each time, her lips would open wide, allowing a burst of air to circle in and around my dick. But she would always quickly clamp down again, and resume.
Now it was my turn to have my fingers waving through the waves of her hair. "Oh God," I moaned, my voice hoarse with the effort not to scream the words. "I can't believe I'm saying this, but hurry up, please!"
"Mmm?" Elaine asked. She could say nothing more articulate than that, given her refusal to stop torturing my cock inside her mouth.
"This is fucking incredible. You are fucking incredible," I moaned on. "But I am desperate to lick your pussy, and that ain't happening like this."
She sucked away for another two bobs, before she sat up and grinned, a tear or two in her eyes and a long strand of saliva dripping from her chin. "Oh, we can fix that!" she said eagerly.
She unstraddled my thighs and slid to the side. Then she wriggled her hips quite enticingly as she slid her sweats down, revealing a pair of delicate purple lace panties, partially translucent and held up with just a quarter inch of elastic around her luscious hips. I reached out almost unconsciously and slid my fingers down her belly, hooking the tip just barely into that waistband.
"The are some seriously cute panties..." I said.
"But they have to go?" Elaine grinned, finishing my sentance for me. I nodded slowly. Then she pushed down along her hips, and I tugged in front, and we pushed them down against the sweats at her knees.
I was beginning to believe that a majority of girls at school were in the clean-shaven club...
Elaine rolled over onto her hip, and worked both garments off. I took the opportunity to push and kick my pants free as well, sending them to another part of the study room floor.
Suddenly, I was naked with my Russian partner in a library study room. We actually had a panoramic view of campus from the floor to ceiling window, a view that was thankfully one-way, due to the mirrored outside finish of the library's exterior glass walls.
Had it been night time though, the kids I could see walking down San Pedro Avenue below could have seen in, and watched as Elaine swung up and now straddled my face.
I inhaled deeply as I grabbed her hips and pulled her sweetness down toward my face. She shook lightly, pausing just out of reach of my tongue. Then she leaned forward to lick at the head of my cock once more, which not incidentally, brought her snatch within range, and I dragged my tongue wetly across the soft, smooth expanse of her labia. When shaving, she had missed about a three hair patch of stubble on one inner thigh, and it tickled my cheek. I elected not to tell her. My mouth had other things to do.
I love how all pussies essentially taste the same at their core, yet somehow each is unique as well, sometimes very unique.
I, well... I sort of munched on her, my lips rubbing her slit, tongue flitting out here and there to taste, and caress. My fingers dug into her hips hungrily.
Down below, I suddenly felt Elaine go from licking, back to sucking, and my length slid once more into the warm, wet confines of her mouth. Her lips stroked around my shaft smoothly and I quaked just a bit in my loins.
Fabulous as her renewed oral efforts were, I could tell my cock did not have her full attention. That was fine with me, as I was doing my best to focus her mind on what I was doing between her legs...
We went at each other like that for a good while, making soft moaning and approving sounds to each other, each reveling in that we could do for the other. But Elaine took just a little bit more of me into her mouth for a moment, and I decided to relent. I had been dancing all around her little clit for a while, refusing to give it the attention she and it craved, but now I tongued it hard.
Elaine gasped around the meat in her mouth as I shifted my attentions into over-drive. I rolled my tongue over her bud, faster and faster. I felt her body above me tense, then tense even more. I sucked on her sweet little bundle of nerve endings.
Her moans around my cock grew stronger, sending marvelous vibrations through me as well. Suddenly, she spazzed all over her body. Her torso twisted and shook. And she clamped her lips down around my dick to muffle the sudden scream she wanted to let loose. I could still hear it clearly, and felt it even more so, but hey, soundproofing, right?
For a few moments, she just lay atop me, still experiencing little aftershocks rippling though her body, my hungry cock still cradled between her lips. With a moan, she resumed her attention to me without warning, diving down and taking a remarkable amount of me into her mouth. She choked a little, but held me there, then slowly pulled back with a surprisingly loud slurping noise as she freed my member.
Then she was nodding along me again in that earlier easy rhythm, slurping me in and out, and sending a crazy series of pleasure messages through my body. Her smooth and beautifully scented pussy still hung above my face, and I amused myself by leaning up and running my tongue along her dripping length at random intervals. Every time I did, she would hiss, croon, then make a forbidding noise. I would relent and she would resume. I would buy myself just a little more time before the inevitable, glorious, always-too-soon-no-matter-how-long-I-lasted finish.
The way my breathing began to ramp up, and my hips started rolling in little, my uncontrolled jerks told her I was about to come, and she just jacked harder with her hand on my root while she sucked hard on just a bit more than my tip. My cock pulsed, and my hips jerked upward. I felt a huge surge along my length and I poured semen into Elaine's mouth. I thought it was just one of those, single, titanic blast orgasms, but just as I sagged back a little and gasped for air, a follow-on surge hit, surprising both me and Elaine. I could feel her swallowing, then just as she started to suck on me again, I released that second burst.
I felt her jerk in surprise at my second helping, but then she hummed delightedly and kept sucking happily, opening her mouth at last and licking me clean.
I flopped loosely on the table top, not even able to maintain my grip on her sweet hips. Elaine, a moment later, did the same, rolling off to lie beside me on the table. I rolled over just enough to kiss her, and since we were pointed in opposite directions, all I could reach was her curvy calf.
"Heh, I don't think I've ever been kissed on the lower leg before," Elaine chuckled exhaustedly. Then her hand slid over to my lap and cradled my currently exhausted and limp dick. "I trust that for the famous Shower Guy, fucker of four women in one day, I won't have to wait long for this to recover to... penetrating levels of readiness?"
We both laughed, but my dick did manage to at least twitch in her hand.
"I have to thank you," she added languidly.
"Don't thank me yet," I laughed, smiling down at her. "I hope to add lots more for us to thank each other for before we are done!"
"Ha! I meant, thank you for what a great pacifier your cock makes. I forgot myself there, and almost made a scene!"
"Oh, you are going to need to be much more careful than that!"
We lay there in silence for a minute, gathering our strength.
"How do you say, 'I need to cook dinner for Steven. I am making stewed cabbage'?" Elaine suddenly asked.
"What? In Russian?" I asked, confused.
Her hand massaged my still not yet ready for primetime cock. "Yeah. We are here to study, right?"
And that is how I found myself trading Russian translation practice exercises with a naked girl in the library for ten minutes while she idly fondled my refracting junk.
Luckily, before we got too deeply into Elaine's difficulty with the pronunciation of a particularly tricky diphthong, my cock saved us by finally, if slowly, responding to her increasingly enthusiastic manipulation.
She squeezed me firmly, then let go and rolled over to lie flat on her stomach. She propped herself on her forearms, and craned her neck to let her look back over her strong back and sweetly rounded ass at me. "Are you going to fuck me or not?" She asked in a low voice.
"The correct phrasing," I said as I struggled up to my knees, "is, 'So, how about it?'"
She snorted, and expressed her desires by sliding her legs apart.
"So, how about it?" she growled.
Now, of late I had been instinctively trying to avoid thinking about the various women I was with in any comparative fashion. Each was different and fabulous in their own way. There had been numerous other girls that I'd made my escape from because they were not, to my eye, fabulous. I even avoided comparisons between boobs like Svetlana's or Cassie's and... anybody else. Mostly.
But I could not help but always be extra pleased whenever I encountered a girl who liked it from behind. It was just so... this was not a time for introspection.
I slid over Elaine, bracing myself up on extended arms, and dragged my resurgent cock over the soft hills of her ass. I teased her with it, sometimes dragging it along the valley of her backside, sometimes feinting lower, but mostly just reveling in dragging it over her flesh.
At last, she turned her head and flipped her hair out other face to growl at me, "This is so nice, but will you please fuck me already?"
"I aim to please," I murmured, and shifted my hips to let my cock drop down between her thighs. Then I aimed it to please. I pushed upwards and felt my tip press against her damp folds. Elaine responded by shifting her legs just a little bit further apart. I worked my hips a little, settling against her slit nicely, then pressed slowly into her. She kept her head turned, and I could see her expression soften and her mouth open in an O as she felt me penetrate her. I trembled as I felt myself slowly go deeper into her, taking her.
My hips pressed against her firm ass and I was as deeply embedded in her as I was going to get like this. As I came to rest, she smiled, dimple exploding into existence on the cheek I could see. I wanted to savor the moment some more, but my body wanted to start thrusting, and it got its way.
I did go slow at least, and Elaine softly gave her approval of things. "I love getting taken from behind, especially at the start," she sighed, to my gleeful agreement. "It is so fucking animalistic." Her legs snaked back and up to entwine mine, locking us together, and I stroked on softly. After a bit, she tensed her legs though. "You are being too gentle... going too slow," she suddenly scolded me. "When I roll over in a bit, we can do all... yeah, that's good there...do all the gooey looks, and kissing, and gentle love-making shit... Oh yeah. Like that. Now, you're getting it... Right now, I need to know this is going to be a thorough fucking," she finished, exhorting me firmly.
I know how to give a girl what she wants, and I was already accelerating as she gave me her list. When she finally shut up, I began to hammer into her as hard as I could, groaning from the effort and from the incredible way her body clung to my invading cock. I dropped to my elbows and slid my hands up under her, clutching her boobs hungrily. "Oh, yeah," Elaine gasped. "That's it. That's so good!"
My fingers found her nipples, and I pinched them both. She hissed happily, "Very good!" I pinched them harder and she cried out loud, "Yes!"
"Shh!" I chuckled. "You will have Miss Delacroix in here, wanting to join in!"
"I told you, she can lump it. I'm bent, but not that way!"
"Even if she's wearing black, studded leather underwear under that nice dress?" I wheedled, still pumping into her hard.
"That's your fantasy," Elaine gasped. "Not mine!"
"And... What... Is... Yours?" I grunted, punctuating each word with a hard thrust, before slowing to listen to her response.
My study partner was obviously a very experienced, very naughty girl. And I wanted to learn more.
"Mine?" she asked, and I could see the dimple re-appear. "In mine, it would be Don Rodgers, our future all-pro wide receiver." On second thought, maybe I did not want to learn more... "He'd hear my cries and come in here to rescue me, but then join in with us."
"Well, Don can lump it too."
"See?" she asked. I nodded. Her point was taken.
With a few more hard thrusts, I collapsed atop her, slowing my rate to barely a crawl. "If I keep it up like this, I will run out of energy before either of us runs out of desire," I panted. "I think I'm going to roll you over and try that gentle love-making shit you promised."
"That sounds wonderful," Elaine purred, relaxing her legs' hold on my own.
But I didn't move off of her. I just kept rocking in and out, gently.
"Um, I can't roll over like this."
"I know," I replied in almost a whine. "But I just love fucking from behind too."
But I did slide out of her and braced myself up above. Elaine swiftly twisted in place onto her back and we smiled at each other. I let my gaze trace down her body, from the new hickey I had indeed given her, down her strikingly tanlined tits, to where my cock hung, just brushing her belly.
I sank down onto her, her tits and my cock trapped between us, and I kissed her. Her arms wrapped instantly around me and we sucked face for a blissful eternity.
My cock twitched demandingly against Elaine's abdomen, and she twisted her head to break off our kiss. She laughed, "I agree with your dick. This is amazing, but I'd rather do it with that rod inside of me, instead of pressing against me!"
"I want you to know that guys will never get tired of hearing you demanding their cock," I chuckled, shifting myself a little lower, and lining myself up again.
"I've... ah!" Elaine replied, interrupted as I slid into her, swiftly this time. "I've noticed."
From this angle, with Elaine's legs spread much wider, I could get almost all of my dick into her confines. I pushed my hands underneath her shoulders and resumed kissing her, harder now, as I began a series of long, slow, thrusts. They were deliriously agonizing, as both our bodies wanted a faster pace, but it wasn't time yet.
I lifted my face from hers, and there may have been a thin line of drool still connecting our mouths as I looked down at her.
She really was just so goddamned pretty. Especially with all flush and wanton as her face was now. Her sky blue eyes flashed at me. Whether they were wide in erotic shock when I stroked her just right, crinkled with laughter when I did something to tickle her, or heavily lidded, as they were most of the time as she grooved with my movements, her eyes were enchanting. The nostrils of her perfectly-shaped nose flared with every thrust I made. Her lips bore a deep mauve lipstick that must need makeup remover to get off, since it was miraculously not smeared all over both our faces or around the base of my cock.
I resolved to try smearing the lipstick some more and we resumed our hungry kiss.
But damn, beautiful as this gentle coupling was, our bodies had other ideas, and at this point, they were getting insistent about it. Elaine was clenching on my cock harder, and she was rocking back and forth beneath me. My cock was literally trembling against my restraint.
"This gooey love-making shit is amazing, Elaine," I whispered into her ear, "but I think I'm going back to fucking you now, if that's all right?"
"Oh please," she half gasped, half laughed. "I'm so primed, and I just want to come."
She had a gift for sounding selfish and wildly sexy at the same time.
I wanted to get that last half-inch inside her. I began to increase my pace, and ran my hands down to her legs, lifting both thighs up. I slid my own legs under me, lifting my hips and therefore hers off the table. She obligingly braced herself with her arms, making the angle more stable. I hooked my arms under her bent legs and leaned forward.
There it was. I now buried myself to the root with each, increasingly fast and powerful thrust. We both moaned at the rising sensation. Our bodies slapped like clapping hands as I slammed into her. With my upper arms supporting her thighs like this, my hands just happened to be right where they could get at Elaine's breasts, and I caressed them eagerly. I wanted to gently circle her nipples with my index fingers, but I was getting a little too frenzied for anything that coordinated.
Yeah, we were in the homestretch here. Or at least I was. Elaine was whining softly, sweat beading her brow, and breaths growing short, but she wasn't coming. Not yet.
My own internal pressure mounted, and I knew I could not hold back for very long, if at all. Desperately, I pinched her nipples, both of them, and hard.
Elaine squealed at the sudden sensation, then that squeal rolled into a long, undulating cry. I felt her body lose control of its motions, and mine lost control in reply. I grunted, letting go loudly myself, as I felt a first burst of cum power its way into her interior. Another followed, and another. My insides felt like they were liquifying and I wanted to simply collapse, but Elaine was still crying out, whimpering and moaning as her own orgasm rolled on. I could not stop until she did, and I rode her manfully on until she finally sagged and I could collapse atop her, my hands still enjoying the firm handfuls of her tits.
We panted together, almost synchronized in our search for oxygen.
Elaine let her head roll to the side, looking at the door. "No librarians or football players," she panted. "But damn, you are loud, man!"



"I'm loud?" I snorted.
"Yeah," she admitted, flushing once more. "I got little out of hand there at the end, but damn that was good!"
"Thank you," I smirked.
But I looked at my watch. "Shit, and I think we took too long on that gooey love-making shit. Our reservation in here is about to expire, and I would hate to have the computer let in whoever has the room next while we are lying like this!"
"How long do we have?" Elaine, who never wore a watch, asked.
"Ten minutes."
"Oh good," she sighed lying back. "I can relax for a minute and feel you soften inside of me," she added softly.
"I don't know how to break this to you," I laughed. "But it we keep lying here like this, that softening isn't going to be happening. The next people will walk in here with me pounding into you some more."
Elaine looked up at me, clearly as tempted as I was.
But we both shook our heads and disentangled ourselves to get off the table and search for our clothes on the floor. We each ended up finding more of the other's garments near us than our own, and we tossed piece after piece to each other.
As we dressed, Elaine asked if I had made another room reservation already for Tuesday.
"Why yes, yes I have," I leered, glad I had already done so.
"Easy tiger, we are going to study next time. I don't know about you, but I need the practice. And Will?" she said, suddenly sober, "We can't do this too often. Not nearly as often as I'd like. I learned my lesson when I almost flunked out my first semester here because I was having too much fun."
I seem to get a version of this speech a lot, but this was an interesting variation. "So how often do you let yourself indulge?" I chuckled.
"Every week or so," she shrugged. "But Will, you aren't the only guy who interests me." She looked at me, still a little uncertainly, "I think you, of all people, can understand?"
I snorted, and finished buttoning up my shirt. I took in her delicious body, mostly hidden once more under baggy clothes. "Doesn't mean I can't hypocritically pout about it a little," I said airily.
I hugged her, and we gathered our mostly unused study materials. A quick kiss used up the last few moment of our time, and we opened the door.
You know what happens next, right?
The small crowd outside the door, mostly perched in the non-private study nooks or on the upholstered reading benches around the floor near our study room, looked up and applauded us with golf claps. (Library, remember?) The hoots and cheers were muted as well.
See, the reservation system is public. We hadn't made a lot of noise, but we had made enough to draw some attention. Some wise-ass had checked their app for room 417, and that someone had known that 'William Green' was Shower Guy. Word had spread.
We really hadn't made a lot of noise, but this was quite a crowd.
"Well," Elaine sighed quietly to me, "I guess I'm one of the Shower Girls now..." She winked at me. "I think I'll see how I can use that to my advantage."
I thought fleetingly that my once every couple of weeks opportunity here was more probably going to be once every month or so...
----------
As you can see, I'm starting to pay things off here that I've been teasing for a while. There are two more chapters to go! The rest of the series is written, and needs some extensive revision and my usual half-assed proof-reading, so I can't promise Chapter 9 will be here that soon. In the meantime, thank you so much for reading along with this journey. And thanks in advance for your kind votes, favorites, and follows. And as always, I kind of get paid in comments, so...
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A REPUTATION 9: DRY SHOWER
The week after what some fucking wag (Mitch, I bet it was you) had dubbed the Library Incident was mostly unremarkable. It was not sex free, but a week with sexual encounters had in and of itself become unremarkable. It would have been a remarkable period if no one had hit on me. Two girls, in fact, had been more than worth taking up on the offer. The first, on Tuesday, had been a sweet little firecracker of a fellow sophomore who actively sought me out and made me miss lunch, though I did do a lot of eating... The second was a grad student. Gretchen was seriously one of the nerdiest people in the Mechanical Engineering community. When she decided to come on to me, it took me an embarrassingly long time to even realize that it was what she was doing. I almost avoided the whole experience because I was guessing that she was a virgin. She managed to convince me that that was not the case. I'm glad she did, because the image of her gold-flecked green eyes, magnified by her huge, thick-lensed, heavy-framed glasses as she looked up at me, with her lips completely enclosing my cock, is one that I will carry with me forever. And the two of us managed to get away with it all, and I mean all, in Professor Clark's private office no less, without getting caught! So I guess that last bit made it a remarkable week after all, come to think of it.
*
I was just walking up the wide pathway to La Floridita after my Russian class Friday afternoon, when Shawn the RA fell into step beside me, her own backpack full of textbooks hanging from her shoulder.
"Hey Will!"
"Fearless Leader," I replied with a grin.
"Ready for Sunday?" she asked me easily, but with a new color of uncertainty in her voice.
"Dale and I are ready," I reassured her. "The vehicle works smoothly, and is rock-solid."
"I had no doubts about your work," she smiled. "It looks like we are going to have quite a turnout from the dorm..."
"Excellent," I laughed. "The department's promotional posters went up this week, have you seen any of them?"
"Yes. They are all over the Mathematics building. But I think Jimmy did a better job on ours," she said, loyally... and accurately. "I will admit that they did do a pretty good job with their video on Instagram. Made it look like Sunday will be a comedy demolition derby," she chortled. "There is always a crowd for the competition, but I'm betting you will have the biggest cheering section. Ready for that?"
I sighed, and rolled my eyes at her as we pushed through the doors to the dorm. "I have some experience with notoriety of late."
Shawn shook her head cheerfully. "Yeah? I hadn't heard..." We parted ways at the second floor landing, and she headed up to the third floor. She looked back over her shoulder at me and added, "Just be ready for some enthusiastic support..." There was almost a foreboding nature to that parting shot, but I didn't worry. Dale and I were going to win. Probably. And the way Shawn called back to me gave me an excellent excuse to stop and watch her ass as she continued up the stairs, before I headed to my room.
Friday night for me was, as usual, Crash A Frat Party Night. Mitch once again was unavailable, as he and Kate were off romancing. Being left on my own would in a previous life of a month ago have left me upset and uncertain, but now I felt sure I could find a way to entertain myself, socially or otherwise.
The Tau Beta Lambda frat house was quite unusual. They were the most recent addition to campus Greek Life, the chapter having been established only... 47 years ago. At the time that the frat had been applying for recognition, the University was demolishing the original Fergussen Dorm to make way for what now stands as the low-rise cluster of Walpole Dorm. Like most dormitories at our school, Fergussen had been a cluster of 'houses' sharing central dining facilities. The farthest south house in Fergussen was outside of the footprint needed for Walpole, and so had been spared the bulldozers.
Tau Beta Lambda, probably by virtue of possessing a few excessively wealthy parental alumni, won out over various other entities of all sorts bidding for use of the building. This is why they had ended up with a rather unique, drab, but large fraternity house that was set up and looked like a dormitory, not a white-pillared plantation house. The occupants were cut of the regular frat boy cloth, of course, in that strange brew of welcoming, entitlement, generosity, arrogance, and good-humored secrecy that I perceived pretty much across the greek community--among the frats at least. I tended to avoid the sororities after a few unpleasant interactions my freshman year.
My brother, who had graduated from Vanderbilt back east, had loved sororities. I suspected that he had loved a number of specific sorority girls, so that might explain the difference.
It occurred to me that I and my Reputation would probably be a big hit among the sorority girls these days. I wondered if exploring a few events largely consisting of giggly, gossipy chicks would be worth the painful memories of bitchy teasing...
I made a mental note to check out the sorority social scene as soon as possible.
But for the time being, Tau Beta was my selected event for that weekend, and I shoved my way through the above average-sized crowd to see who I could meet up with, or simply meet. The frat had popped for a band, which was probably the draw, even though the band's chief talent seemed to me to be in how high they could crank up their volume. Maybe the band were members of the frat themselves. I did not foresee great commercial success for the group.
I found myself talking at one point with Redd Franklin and Tawny Baker, who were in my Mechanical Engineering class, and were one of the teams competing with me and Dale in the Vehicle Demonstration. They both seemed confident in their machine, which worried me because I respected them both as engineers. But they both also clearly didn't expect Dale and me to be a threat, largely because they seemed to think I must have spent too much time... um... screwing around, to get the job done.
I was going to enjoy beating them.
After we finished our mutual, good-natured taunts, we parted ways. I found it interesting to see them out together on a Friday night. Were they an item now? I would have sort of thought that Redd was out of Tawny's league...
Speaking of items, I shortly thereafter nearly collided with Pete Rollins in the press of the crowd. It is hard to see your way very far forward in a crowd where everyone is holding their beers up above their heads to avoid spilling them.
"Excuse me," I muttered, before recognizing Pete.
"Will! Hey dude. Good to see you," he said, smiling happily. He had a good base going on his buzz already. "Listen, meet my girl Maisy. I told you about her, didn't I?"
Yep. There she was. At least she had the decency to actually be out on Friday night with her 'boyfriend' this week, instead of catting around.
"Hi, Maisy. Nice to meet you," I said, holding out my beer-free hand. Our eyes met quietly.
Maisy shook my hand. "Will, is it?" she said, obviously having an easier time pretending to not know me, than I was having, pretending to have not met her.
Pete leaned over and whispered in her ear. She pretended to be shocked. "Him?" she exclaimed. "Well, well..." she said in a sultry voice, looking at me again, this time with a repressive sparkle in her eye.
"Hey there! Easy girl," Pete laughed, putting his arm around her. She snuggled in comfortably against him. I was pretty sure from their body language, that whatever else she might be up to, Maisy was providing Pete with more than just the minimum he required, sexually speaking. That confirmed in my mind that I did the right thing by not telling him about her pass at me earlier.
She probably would still break his heart eventually, but at least he was enjoying himself... immensely, in the meantime. And maybe he'd get enough confidence to break up with her organically, on his own.
It took me a while to extricate myself from the conversation, and I hoped that Maisy was as uncomfortable with me standing there as I was with her presence. I doubted it. That girl was stone cold.
Nice tits, though.
My next collision was considerably more pleasant.
Just as I was backing up to avoid a couple who had spontaneously decided to dance right there in the crowd, I heard, "Hey Wi..." just as I backed into someone who felt like just the right combination of smooth and firm behind me.
I turned around quickly. "Oops, sorry... Rachel," I said, a smile hitting my face. We had smiled and waved at each other in the halls in passing regularly, but we had not talked for more than a sentence ore two since our accidental shower encounter, the event that had lead to my spiraling Reputation. I was never totally happy about that distance she kept, but I thought I understood.
"Good to see you, Will," she said brightly, and she stood up on her tiptoes suddenly to plant a quick kiss, half on my cheek, and half on my mouth. I froze for half a second in surprise and she slid back away, as far as was possible in the crowded common space. "It's been a while, hasn't it?" she said, a little sheepishly, referencing the recent space between us.
"A little," I shrugged wryly.
"Sorry," she said. "I really should have thanked you for stepping up like that that afternoon, and taking everybody's attention off of me. If you had slunk away, instead of standing there, head held high, I'd be Shower Slut today, instead of you being Shower Guy."
I shrugged again. "Eh. It's worked out okay."
"If you say so," she said drily. "From all the stories I hear, almost every day it seems like it 'works out for you.' I'm worried you may be exhausted all the time." She looked at me with wide, innocent eyes.
Before she could react, I leaned down and kissed her just as quickly as she had kissed me, but fully on the lips. "I'm holding up," I said. "But the workload only really started when you set Kate on me, you know. Speaking of... she's kind of moved on, don't you think?" I added, with a touch of sudden uncertain inquiry.
"Oh yeah," Rachel laughed loudly. "That she has. In spades. But since she credits Mitch to the first time I sent her to visit you, now she thanks me all the time for both situations. A lot." She shook her head. "She really has got it bad for him."
"It will please you then to hear that he is equally besotted. It's disgusting," I grinned back.
"Aren't you the magical matchmaker?" Rachel said gleefully. "First Kate and Mitch, then Yolanda and Stu."
"Uh..." I said. I thought that we had avoided that incident becoming public knowledge due to Stu's quick thinking and brave actions.
"Surely you didn't think Tonya could keep her big trap shut about all the deliciousness that went on, did you?" Rachel asked with a skeptical glance.
"She told you?"
"She told fucking everybody," Rachel smiled. "She just told me in a lot more detail. We Shower Girls have to stick together," she added in a cutesy voice.
We had both been, by unspoken agreement, working our way out into a corridor beyond the common space with the band, to allow us to keep up the banter without straining our throats or our ears. It turned out to be marginally less loud in the somewhat less crowded hallway.
"I thought you wanted to avoid that title," I challenged.
"Shower Girl is pretty cool. Shower Slut would have sucked!"
"Ah, so that's why you don't mind being seen talking to me in public now?" I challenged, kissing her again, once more briefly, to try to take the sting out of my words.
Rachel flared her eyebrows at that, but shrugged. "There quickly came to be enough of us that the rumor mill pretty much makes no effort to keep track of who we are. It's all about you, kiddo." She smiled, seemed to consider returning the kiss favor, but instead just said, "Maybe I'm just curious about all the things I missed, going first..."
Well, that sounded promising. Still...
"I didn't think you were exactly lacking in opportunities..." I said, a lot more carefully this time.
"Chad?" she asked softly. So softly that I couldn't hear it, even in the marginally less deafening hallway. I could just see it on her lips. I nodded. "That ended up... underwhelming," she said, with what sounded like genuine disappointment.
My ego needed no boosting these days, but that did it anyway. "Sorry," I said, trying manfully to conceal my satisfaction at hearing that the twerp could not keep his end up. She shrugged yet again.
We looked at each other. Then we each decided to give the other another peck on the lips. But since we moved forward simultaneously, we ended up in a full-body contact kiss, lips mashed hard together. Once there, neither of us felt like stopping. An indistinct human shape slipped between us and the wall, and as soon as it passed, I was pressing Rachel back against that wall, one arm bracing myself against it over her shoulder.
We both found this a perfectly fine thing to do, but someone wandering by snarkily called out, "Get a room, you two!" Had they known who I was, I'm sure the catcall would have been more... graphic.
We broke off the kiss and stared into each other's eyes, maybe grinning, maybe smiling breathlessly. Does it matter which?
"Finding an unoccupied room might be nice," I said softly. She had to read my lips to understand, and she did.
"We are in a frat, during a frat party. There has to be some place, right?" Rachel replied.
And so we went in search of some privacy.
And found none.
The second and third floors consisted solely of long, straight corridors with rooms along either side. It was an ex-dorm after all. The music was still deafening up there. Somebody had to have left their room unlocked somewhere... Based on all the movies I'd ever seen, part of the price of being in a frat was having randos fuck in your bed occasionally, right?
We started looking in earnest on the third floor. The first few doors were locked. One or two clearly had occupants. I know because I had tentatively knocked on one door, and heard an impassioned plea of, "Hey, we won't be long! You can have your room back in a minute."
Rachel and I shared a grin at that, and another kiss. I think we both wanted it to be another long one, but we both also want a hell of a lot more than kisses--much more. We moved on. After that first frustrated voice, I just tried knobs quietly.
The fifth doorknob turned.
We grinned at each other and opened the door.
The room was 'in use'.
The frat brother who had lived there had ditched the regulation single mattress provided and brought in a fucking queen-sized bed. A fully clothed guy lay on his back on the bed, fly open. Whether he was the guy whose room it was was unknown, and immaterial. A slender girl, completely naked, was riding his cock like it was a bucking bronco. My eyes widened as I took in the way her tits, which weren't all that big, nevertheless were flying around in spectacular fashion. Neither of them noticed us.
Rachel quickly started to back out of the room, then yanked me after her. She had to work for a moment to get me to start moving. As I closed the door quietly, I gave her a sheepish grin. She only shook her head and laughed. The noise of the band drowned her out.
Another two rooms were locked. The next was open.
But again, it was in use.
This time, the couple was using the desk. All I could see of the girl who was sitting on that piece of furniture were her bare legs, panties still tangled around one ankle, spread wide to either side of the guy. He was fully naked and facing directly away from us. His muscular back and ass flexed sweatily as he rammed into her.
I backed out much faster this time.
"People need to lock the fucking door," I exclaimed to Rachel.
"What's the matter?" she cooed back, peeking back in as she quietly closed the door. "Didn't find that view so good as the first one?"
I looked at her. "Yeah, well I bet you did find it better!"
"Oh yeah," Rachel affirmed. "That dude was a specimen. He must major in working out!" While she spoke, her hand was on my own, apparently sufficient, ass, massaging me in most promising fashion.
Our luck got no better after that. Well, Rachel's was okay. The one other room that was unlocked contained a fully dressed, and not particularly gorgeous girl on her knees, giving head to some guy with a big dick. Said dick was on full display when we peeked in, as the girl was taking a break to catch her breath, just pumping that thick shaft slowly.
They caught us. They were clearly pretty drunk though, as her reaction was to just suck him back into her lips again, and his was to leer at Rachel and ask, just barely audibly over the music, if she wanted a turn. That was the only unlocked door on the second floor.
We leaned against a wall nearby, giggling to each other. I did not want to suggest a return to La Floridita because I was unsure our mood would survive the walk. We might grow up or some shit. Rachel had the same worry, I could see, which cemented my concern about the prospect.
I was about to settle for some simple making out, and was beginning to nuzzle Rachel's neck. I was past just beginning to grope her ass, when she suddenly stiffened.
"You know what space is probably totally deserted on a party night?" she asked me suddenly.
"No. Tell me of this mystical land," I said curiously, letting go my lips from her neck. But not my grasping hand from her ass.
Rachel pointed along the hall. Again, this had once been a boy's dormitory. And the facilities' setup was sensible, given that context. One door was labeled, "Toilets".
The other was labeled, "Showers."
We looked at each other, then bolted for the door.
Sure enough, it was almost pitch black and had clearly been unused for hours. The only light was from some glass block windows in the communal shower enclosures. Neither of us reached for the easily accessible switches.
"Seriously? We are back in a shower together?" I hissed with laughter.
"Hey, we found some privacy, didn't we?" Rachel countered, and we stumbled into the tile enclosure.
"Where's the valve," I wondered.
"We are not turning on the water, asshole," Rachel growled.
"We are in a shower," I countered.
"And we have no fucking towels," she counter-countered.
"Aw, you don't want to walk out of here, soaking wet, in sodden clothes?" I grinned.
"Shut up and kiss me, douchebag."
I can take direction. The girl always ends up giving me direction, right?
We stood there, kissing eagerly. It as a weird sensation, standing there in a mildly echoey tile space, in the dark, making out strenuously. And I do mean strenuously. From the moment I had started talking to Rachel, out there in the main party, I had very much wanted her, and right away. The way she responded in my arms, the way her tongue wrestled with mine, told me that her intentions were equally clear, and probably sprang from the same point in time.
While my urges were crystal clear and straightforward, my thoughts were a lot more complex, and they whirled in the background as my hand rose up under Rachel's shirt to softly squeeze a delicately bra-clad breast. That was a good thing, because the distraction kept me from just ripping her clothes off straight away. I wanted to enjoy the foreplay.



Rachel was only the second girl that I was going to be with more than once, since all this began. Why was the fact that this was a repeat performance so important to me as to intrude on my brain at a time like this?
Rachel's hand pushed its way down inside the elastic waistband of the boat shorts I was wearing that evening, her grasping fingers making my introspection recede even further into the background as she stroked me. But it didn't make it go away.
It was not that I wanted a girlfriend. That was fortunate for right now, because temptation would inevitably wreck any attempt at fidelity on my part pretty damned fast. I was constantly being presented with marvelous opportunities that I would not be able to, and damned sure didn't want to anyway, turn down. Opportunities like my present one to remove Rachel's bra. My fingers fumbled between her breasts, and she playfully muttered, "It unhooks in back, genius."
In all this crazy couple of weeks, I had not encountered a traditional, back-closure bra. Will variety never cease?
I hoped not.
But.
Yeah, but.
I did not want a girlfriend. I did not want someone to Love, although I fully intended to love the shit out of Rachel right now. But I did kind of feel like a public convenience sometimes.
No, that wasn't right either. People used public conveniences all the time, repeatedly. I was more like a Bucket List item. Do me, and move on.
With the bra loose, and my hands up under the cups, exploring her softness, I found that my mouth was jealous. I tugged both shirt and unhooked bra up over her head, and Rachel was most cooperative about it. Though her hand came off my cock to allow it, she also was quite eager to put it back in my pants as soon as her shirt puddled to the tile floor.
"It is going to be so nice to suck on these without choking on shower water," I growled, bending to take a spiffy little, pert nipple into my mouth. Rachel laughed, her hand still happily tracing the outlines of my cock.
But I wasn't a Bucket List item either, I supposed... I was Disney World! A special event you enjoyed once in a great while. Could I live with being Space Mountain? I could certainly live with it right now, as Rachel was tugging my pants down.
Her nipple necessarily slipped from my lips as she descended to her knees, and my pants descended to my ankles. She tugged at them again, and looked up at me. "Step out, so I can kneel on them instead of the tile floor." I hastily obliged. As I did so, I tugged my shirt off as well, offering it to increase the cushion. I'm so very considerate.
Not. I wanted no discomfort that might make her rush.
Rachel held my cock lightly in her fingertips, and leaned forward. Keeping her lips closed and relaxed, she began to stroke her face with my member. Her eyes shut, she caressed her features with my swollen helmet. It was weird and so fucking erotic to feel myself bumping over her soft cheeks, chin, pursed but still closed lips, and even her passionately shut eyes.
Doubts could wait. Tonight, I was definitely happy to be Space Mountain. Doubts were stupid anyway.
She looked up at me, opening her eyes once more, my tip softly resting against one smooth cheek. "I've been pissed ever since it happened that I didn't take the chance to do this the first time," she said, matter of factly.
"I had similar regrets," I chortled. Then I lowered my register. "I have other regrets I intend to correct here shortly."
"Do you?" she asked archly. "Please," she purred. Then she let her mouth open at last and started licking my length with fabulously agonizing slow strokes, each ending with a flourish around my tip.
When she opened her mouth wide and slid it down around the by now desperately swollen head of my cock, my moan was fully drowned out by the loud (and still bad) music coming from the party. She didn't suck more than a couple of inches into her mouth, but she did it straight off, and was bobbing up and down that length swiftly.
Suddenly, she popped off me with a gasp, grinned up at me, then bent down to kiss my balls. She took her sweet, marvelous time about it, too. Her hand slowly stroked my shaft as she sucked on my scrotum. Then, just as suddenly, my balls hung wetly in the air as she rose slightly and almost instantly was bobbing up and down on my cock again, hand still stroking me. This time, her tongue was much more active against my member inside her mouth.
With the music so loud, I let my voice give full-throated approval to what she was doing, and I felt her lips curl in appreciation of my moans of happiness. It took a sadly short period of time before I was wavering on my feet with rising tension inside me.
"Let me know when you are going to come," Rachel gasped, momentarily releasing me, and incidentally buying me a small delay for that very event. "I want to be ready for every drop," She cooed, then took me back in between her lips.
"Not... long," I gasped, in reply.
She just gripped me harder, and jerked faster. Her lips writhed around my shaft and she bobbed relentlessly, tongue lashing at my cock with each entrance. Not long at all.
I groaned that it was time, and there was only a brief grunt of acknowledgment, which did nothing to pause her efforts.
I felt the surge rising up, and I clamped down, trying to hold it at bay, but it was fruitless. My body was not to be denied, and I felt myself gush into Rachel's feverish mouth. My knees wobbled dangerously, my vision blurred, and my voice tried manfully, and failed, to crest over the music with a single, mighty, "Ohhhhh!"
I looked down to see Rachel sucking and swallowing on me. Her once pumping hand now was gently stroking upward on my already softening length, milking me for any remaining cum that might have lingered after that headlong rush.
"Holy fuck!" I gasped. "Now I regret you not doing that before even more!"
"Fwang foo," Rachel replied, still not letting my cock from her mouth. Then she did let it slip free and we both laughed.
I pulled her, still chuckling, to her feet and sandwiched her between my body and the wall, pressing my lips to hers in a still breathless kiss. Her lips that had so recently made my joyful cup overflow were wonderful against mine. I'd have kissed her like that for hours, but she deserved some 'corrected omissions' of her own.
And I really wanted to give them to her...
I slid my hands across her breasts, then down to her hips, replacing them on her tits with my eager mouth, kissing and licking each hard nipple in turn. After a happy minute or two of that, I looked up at her and smiled. "Lower?"
"Oh fuck yeah, please."
I smiled and kissed my way down her belly. I knelt on the floor, then turned and grabbed my clothes for my use. The floor was hard. And I shifted them at least once. My wallet made an uncomfortable lump. Knees no longer sore nor cold, I reached around and grabbed yet another quick feel of her seriously firm ass as I nuzzled her navel once more time. Then I slid my hands to the fly of her jeans and popped open each of the six buttons holding it closed in turn. I leaned in and ran the tip of my nose up and down the front of her sweetly utilitarian panties. Rachel murmured happily and trembled just a tad.
Her pants were tight-fitting, but of a soft and slightly stretchy fabric, which was perfect for what I wanted to do, which was to unwrap this gift slowly and deliberately. I peeled the waistbands of both panties and pants away from her skin just a tad, enough to start rolling them down her hips, very slowly. It really was like peeling off wrapping paper on a gift where you were sure you knew what was inside, but were nonetheless very excited to receive.
Our first time had been so feverish, so frantic, I had not noticed much about Rachel's pussy, other than our mutual need for me to fill it immediately. As such, it was a neat surprise to encounter the narrow Brazilian, neatly trimmed and alone as far as pubic hair went. I nuzzled it as I finished rolling her clothes down to her crotch. I looked up at her face and grinned evilly as I slid my hand underneath her, and stroked, then probed her nether lips.
Rachel just determinedly wiggled her hips to let her pants slide lower, and I happily gave up and assisted, lifting first one delicate ankle then the other from her last vestiges of clothing. She had a teddy bear tattoo on the left ankle... I gave it a kiss, then forgot about it promptly, because I had greener pastures.
From the bear on the outside of her ankle, I moved my lips up along the front of her shins, wrapping around to the inside of her leg by the time I reached the knee. She leaned back against the wall of the large, three shower station enclosure we were in. Some moron had decided that a long, horizontal, ADA-compliant hand rail along that entire wall would be just the ticket, in a bathroom where there were already two handicap-accessible, individual stalls right next to the main shower bay. God bless that moron, because I could see Rachel leaning against that wall, hands on the rail, bracing herself up with locked elbows.
That girl and I, when we were just hanging out, were cheerfully at odds, or at least out of sync, on everything from the Lakers, to Chaucer, to pineapple on pizza. (Yes, Rachel is one of those people.) But it was very clear that we were practically inside each others' heads when we were getting it on. Not having to support her weight fully, I now lifted both legs and draped her knees over my shoulders. Rachel just grinned down at me in anticipation, arms locked and supporting much of her weight.
I dragged my tongue up her inner thigh in one, long, slobbery lick until I reached the electric taste of her more than eager pussy. She hissed when my taster first ran across her crotch. I flexed my tongue from a wide paddle into a firm point and pushed it along the easily parted lips of her slit. "Ohhhhh, lick me," she growled, hands flexing on the rail, adjusting her weight on it and my shoulders just as she wanted it.
I licked her all right. I licked her insides. I licked her outside gates. I pressed my tongue deep into her folds, dragging it along, bathing it in her flavorful juices. I delved for a while, enjoying myself and the way Rachel rocked her hips in response, but her semi-precarious position reminded me that this act needed to be less about the journey, and more about ensuring a maximally marvelous conclusion.
I reluctantly pulled my face from her valley, and let a finger explore it instead, wiggling in bit by bit. I worked in first one knuckle then another, and slid the finger in and out of her. She groaned demandingly, "Another one," just as I was deciding to try just that.
See? In. Sync.
I stacked two fingers vertically in line with her opening, and worked them in gently. She throbbed around my digits, moaning as I switched them to side-by-side and began to pump them in and out of her. I bent my head back down and simultaneously curled up the invading fingertips. My tongue sought out and began to circle and stroke her clit, as my fingers quested within for where she would best like them to caress.
As I expected, I'd found my expressway to the destination. "Oh Jesus, Will! That is... so fucking good," Rachel groaned loudly, still drowned by the band in the common area. The band was currently covering Smells Like Teen Spirit, a song which does indeed smell....
"I love this fucking song," she groaned.
Once more making it clear: not the perfect woman.
But she sure could come spectacularly. Her head banged back against the wall behind her, hard enough to worry me for a moment, but a concussion would have prevented the writhing, spasming, undulating waves of orgasm that suddenly shot through Rachel in spite of the impact, wouldn't it?
Her legs dangling over my back suddenly crossed and clenched, and her hips thrust upward against my face. She flat out screamed with joy. Her body sagged, but her locked elbows held her up somehow.
She had more waves in her, ready to go. But I stopped, leaving her hanging. Intentionally. I wanted to fuck her while she was already on that high.
Instead, I let her legs slide from my shoulders, and held her gently as she sagged against the wall. Her shoulders, first right, then left, dipped and shuddered. "Oh. Oh, wow. That was... Wow," she gasped. Then her eyes focused (mostly) on mine and she suddenly asked intently. "Please tell me you have condoms on you this time."
I went for the Mystery Man approach, and smiled with a shrug and empty, upturned palms. Before the surprised glare could form on her face fully, I was diving for my pants. I pulled a cover from my pocket, and turned back to her, starting to carefully tear open the packet. Rachel impatiently snatched it from my hands and, with slightly trembling fingers, removed the rubber. She was careful about applying it, and her hands felt great on my very much revived penis, but the process was swift and business-like, not the circus-act, semi-BJ of the last condom donning I'd had. This was exactly my desire too.
I wanted, no, I needed to be inside Rachel again. She felt the same impulses, I could tell.
With the condom applied, Rachel wrapped her arms around my shoulders and kissed me hard. Our tongues meshed as she pulled me back to the wall, her back against the tile. Then, without stopping our kiss, I felt her release me with her arms, and solidly brace them once more on that improbably convenient horizontal railing.
My hands found her super-toned butt, and lifted her out from the wall, bending my knees slightly at the same time. Our lips pulled away from each other, and our eyes bored into each other. Neither of us had a hand to spare for alignment purposes, and I fumbled my hips around just a little, before my tip found her eager, welcoming entrance.
I usually take my time on first penetration. The slow progress is both tease and prolongation of pleasure, as well as exploration. Our mildly acrobatic position gave me other ideas this time, and I drove myself into her all the way in a single, powerful, swift, and deliciously resisted stroke.
"Ohhhh, Shiiiit,"Rachel moaned aloud, both her voice and my answering, almost as powerful moan were drowned out still by the awful band. Neither of us quieted much as I began to drive into her, hard.
It was a weird position to fuck in--athletic and pretty tiring. I knew it was not sustainable for long, and I also knew that it wouldn't matter. Rachel was already on an orgasmic high, and I had no intention of holding myself back if I managed to come along for the ride. I just wanted this to be a big, feverish, frenzied fuck.
"Oh! This... is perfect," she panted. After a moan or two, she gritted out, "You have no... idea how often... I thought of, oh shit, fucking you lately..."
I refrained from observing that our doors were maybe eighteen feet apart... I knew her reasons. And I had my own, of course. But I was going to do my level best, in the coming hour, to keep the fact that my door was practically across the hall from hers much closer to the surface of her mind going forward.
I slapped into her with eager thrusts, letting myself concentrate solely on my own stimulation, knowing, seeing, that Rachel was being driven pell-mell toward the precipice again. We both let ourselves revel in making noise as we fucked. Each groan or moan by one of us driving the other to some answering gasp or exclamation.
Rachel's heels rose and pressed against my ass, adding their pressure to each ramming penetration I made. Her insides were alive, and tight, and made my cock shriek with pleasure, condom or no.
As I anticipated, it did not last long. Suddenly, she was screaming, "Yes!" repeatedly and at the top of her lungs. Her hips spasmed, and her heels lost their precision against my ass. The peak of her first orgasm crested, and her shoulders slumped a tiny bit. She gabbled something quietly that I could hear but not make out, but I just kept thrusting, feeling too close to want to stop, and knowing that she had more ecstasy to endure.
She indeed did, and her eyes almost immediately rounded once more, her mouth opened wide, and a keening wail erupted from her lips. The ripples of pleasure running through her body, radiating outward from the flesh around my cock, quivering her lovely breasts, and undulating her high cry, sent me over the edge in turn.
"Oh fucking, fuck!" I gasped loudly, as I exploded inside her, cum rushing along and out of my cock in a hurtling punch of pure, mindless pleasure. My thrusts became ragged and jerky, but I instinctively kept them going, both for my own animal need, and for Rachel's. She was not yet done. My body screamed in exhaustion, and my cock in over-stimulation, but I rode her on.
Clawing for breath, Rachel suddenly shouted a single, "Shit!" and spasmed a final time. It wracked her body hard, and as the final, delirious paroxysm faded, so did her strength. Her arms wobbled, and started to collapse.
Thankfully, when we began I had told my brain to look for that happening, and I instinctively pressed forward, pinning her to the wall with my own torso hard enough to slow and arrest her fall. She flopped bonelessly, panting and mewling for air. When her feet reached the floor, they were still not strong enough to support her, so I continued to hold her up, my own knees now bent. We kissed, eagerly but without the requisite oxygen to make it truly passionate.
I risked letting go of her with one hand and used it to secure the rubber as I pulled free of her. I pulled it off and tied it before the over-full reservoir could leak all over us. For the moment, I tossed it away to the floor.
We kissed on, in post-coital meld. My hands explored her breasts, and I felt hers caress my back. My cock dangled between us, momentarily defeated. It was perfect, post-coital companionship as we mentally reassembled our shattered souls.
"Holy shit, Will! That was incredible," Rachel said, her voice echoing around the tiled room. "It was even better than..." She cut herself off. The echo was the only thing we were hearing.
How long ago had the band gone on a break? How long had we been fucking at the top of our lungs with no awful Nine Inch Nails covers to drown out our pleasure?
"There is no way we aren't busted again, is there?" Rachel asked with a smile.
I shook my head. "The universe seems determined to embarrass me," I pulled her against me again and kissed her again briefly. "But it also compensates me well."
"I feel fully compensated," Rachel chirped.
We both looked at the door. In no rush to open it. But we did sigh and start sorting out our clothes from the various piles they were scattered around in.
"You realize this sort of thing is the reason we can't actually try going out together, right?" Rachel observed, pulling up her panties. I paused to watch the process. It was worth watching.
"Could not stand having an audience every day, and twice on Sundays?" I laughed.
"No! I mean..."
I cut her off. "Relax, I understand exactly what you are saying. When we inevitably broke up, we'd never do this again."
"Yeah, and good as we are like this, if we started dating, we'd break up in a heartbeat," she laughed, relieved that I agreed with her thinking.
"Yeah," I snorted. "Once the NBA season gets really going, I'm going to have a hard enough time putting up with your Lakers bullshit, just being your neighbor!"
"Oh really?"
"Yes, really."
"I have a Laker Girl cheerleader outfit..."
...!
"As your neighbor, I will put up with your Lakers bullshit from time to time. Perhaps enthusiastically," I intoned solemnly.
By this point, we were both pulling on our shirts, and looking each other over, not salaciously, but to ensure we had no gobs of stray cum or saliva in our hair or something.



We looked at the door again. The fucking band was still on their break. I could never have imagined that I would ever have wanted to hear that noise under any circumstances...
"Are you ready for this?" I asked forebodingly.
But Rachel just laughed. "Ready? I'm looking forward to it this time!"
"No worries about your reputation?"
"At this point, I'm just another Shower Girl," Rachel said gaily, elbowing me in the ribs. "You're the infamous slut!"
I shook my head. I preferred 'infamous stud', but her point still stood.
We tugged the door open and stepped out into the hallway.
The totally empty hallway.
What the fuck?
"What the fuck," Rachel remarked. "Now I'm actually disappointed that we didn't make more noise!"
"I don't think that we could have made more noise," I said, bewildered.
Honestly, it was refreshing, not to endure applause, but it felt jarring, like when you think there is another step at the bottom of the stairs when you have already reached the bottom.
"We got away with it!" Rachel said in a stage whisper, seemingly feeling the same unbalanced sensation of unmet resistance. She turned to give me another kiss, and froze. Then she laughed.
"What?" I asked, a foreboding feeling. She pointed over my shoulder. I turned and looked at the door to the shower facilities.
There was a sign.
"Shower Guy Was Here"
Below that was the date, and, "Shower Guy and a companion put this room to the use for which God clearly intended.
So loud were he and his lady that they silenced the band."
The dickweed who made it had even used goddamned calligraphy.
"They are going to leave that fucking thing on this door all year," Rachel said grimly.
I reached to tear it down, but she knocked my hand away. "Don't you dare touch it!" she laughed.
We shrugged and walked back toward the eerily quiet party area.
I to this day do not comprehend how that shitty of band knew Raindrops Keep Falling On My Head. But they did...
*
Rachel and I, having made our escape from a sea of drunkly congratulatory frat party participants, a few of whom knew one or both of us all too well, walked back to La Floridita companionably. There was a little grab-ass here and there, but mostly we just argued about random shit. It was the kind of debate that friends enjoy, and that makes couples miserable.
We stole a last kiss in the darkness before we re-entered the dorm, not that what we had been up to would remain secret from the dorm for long. Rachel sighed as we turned toward the entrance, "That was fucking amazing, you know."
"I know. I was there!" I replied, bright-eyed and childish. "Next time we get around to not being a couple, we should consider someplace with a horizontal surface other than tile. I hear beds are a good thing."
She swatted me on the ass as we headed up the steps. I had lost the silent battle over who got to follow the other up to our second floor. We were walking side-by-side by the time we reached the corner where we both had our rooms. We got to Rachel's door first, and she carded herself in. I waved, and started toward my door and an early, much needed sleep. She had worn me out.
"Will," I heard her say. "Look in here," she said, pointing into her room. "Here is one of those bed things that we were talking about..."
So it was...
We were only going to do this occasionally, but this was still the same occasion as earlier, right?
—————
Thank you so much for reading along with Will's journey so far. And thanks in advance for your kind votes, favorites, and follows. And as always, I sort of get paid in comments, so...
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A REPUTATION 10: THE VEHICLE
Saturday morning, my 7:30 alarm went off as usual.
The problem was, it shouldn't have. Dale and I had finished our vehicle and already had it locked up at the Mechanical Engineering building for Sunday's demonstration competition. Dale was planning on catching up on some of his other classes this morning, and I was supposed to be sleeping in. But I had forgotten, when I had finally stumbled back to Mitch's and my room in an exhausted, ball-drained state, to turn off the alarm.
Rachel and I had played in her bed for almost an hour in what we had both intended to be a gentle, relaxed 'after party'. And it was gentle, and soft, and slow, and above all quiet. Until it wasn't.
We had ended up only gathering a small crowd. I was almost insulted by the turn-out, but hey, it was Friday night. People had social lives.
I smacked my lips as I flopped back on the bed. In addition to not changing my alarm, I had also forgotten to brush my teeth.
Ew.
I flopped back to return to slumber. I'd deal with the teeth situation later. Much later.
Across the room, Mitch sat up in bed, looked over at me and asked, "So, how was your night last night?" His voice was horrifyingly awake and chipper.
Bastard had trained himself to sleep right through my early morning weekend alarms. Never stirred. The one time, I try going back to sleep... that is what wakes him up. He had gotten home after I was already asleep. I'd had the good grace to sleep through his return, and he goes and chooses this morning to disclose some evil, mutant, morning person gene.
"It was good," I said. Ugh. Talking made the teeth situation more noticeable. Beer and pussy are two flavors, especially in combination, that do not improve with a night fermenting in your mouth.
"Good? Just good? I heard that you and Rachel had another encounter, in her room, instead of the shower this time."
I sighed. He was going to get the overall story from some strand of the grapevine as soon as he got up anyway. I might as well ruin the surprise for him. "That was just the afterparty. The main event was over at Tau Beta." I groaned at my stiff joints. On the plus side, fresh air entering my mouth was actually helping things.
"You and Rachel did it at a frat party?"
"Their awful Grunge Rock cover band went on break right at the height of the festivities." I groaned again. "They put up a plaque before we were even finished."
"A Plaque?!?"
"Oh, all right. A hand-calligraphed sign. Whatever. It says, 'Shower Guy Was Here'."
It was very hard to go back to sleep with Mitch laughing his ass off, but I managed eventually.
*
I mostly hung around in or near La Floridita most of the day, doing some studying, playing a little Ultimate Frisbee in the field nearby, and brushing my teeth repeatedly.
Usually these days, my dorm-mates ignored me to my face, but whispered me about behind my back whenever I showed up. But that Saturday was different. Most people took the time to say hi when they saw me. Almost all of them wished me good luck in Sunday's vehicle demonstrations, and many told me that they planned on going with the dorm to cheer on my two-foot, paper and wood, rubber band-powered, robot car.
And a bunch had shit-eating grins on their faces when they said so.
I did not know what these wiseacres were up to, but they were up to it. And I'd find out in their good time.
As far as I was concerned, Jimmy Banks, the RA on my floor was a prime suspect as ringleader, and went to search him out. His room was locked.
"Heyyyy Will!" Came two female voices from behind me. Clementine and Helena, the two Junior room-mates who lived across from Jimmy were leaning out their door and giving me the eye.
Hoo boy.
I was honestly feeling just a little fucked out at the moment. The moment would pass, I knew, but for the moment, the moment was here. Fortunately I was saved from a definite dilemma by the fact that both had truly excellent, long-standing boyfriends. Because otherwise, I'd have been sorely tempted by either of them. And since they usually did everything together...
But just because they were spoken for, did not mean they couldn't and wouldn't vamp at me a little bit for their own amusement. Helena, for instance, did not habitually wear so many buttons undone. So very many buttons...
"Hey guys," I said casually. "Know where Jimmy is lurking this afternoon?"
"Who knows with him?" Helena said, leaning forward more than the shrug she was doing strictly needed.
"Don't worry though, Will. He's got everybody coming tomorrow," added Clemmie. "You know, to watch you make your machine do its thing..." She at least wasn't making any overt come-on gestures to me, beyond the double-entendre... unless you count pretty much openly eye-fucking me up and down. As our exchange continued, I began to worry that, boyfriends or no, these girls were working themselves up to some version of my favorite phrase, 'So, how about it?'
Thus far, I had managed to resist those words when spoken by girls who were already spoken for. I was certain I could resist either of these girls if they spoke the magic words.
But if they spoke those words together? Two tongues on my cock at the same time was a proven, exceptional experience. I was not at all sure that I could resist them both.
I punched out. "Well, shit. I really have to find him," I growled, trying to hide the deep regret that was teasing at the back of my mind. Helena's tits really were just about hanging out there in the open. "I owe him something he might need."
What Jimmy needed was a piece of my mind for whatever the entitled preppie prick had cooked up for the next morning. Meanwhile, I got out of there with the girls' suddenly dubious virtue intact.
Clemmie and Helena's harmonious good-byes sounded more amused that regretful, which I was happy to hear. Hopefully they really were just teasing me, flirting with me. Being a notorious man slut was a mildly embarrassing thing with side-effects that were often ludicrously awesome... but having other guys' girls hitting on me was not among the good ones.
I considered looking for Jimmy at the library, but then laughed at myself. Dudes like Jimmy did not study. They coasted through college in the liberal arts, getting their easy B+'s, graduating, then using their connections to bypass HR and personal assistants to go right to the CEO and get the job of their choice, because they are 'James's boy. We know him.'
The, admittedly charming and helpful, asshat was probably off hang-gliding, or yachting, or playing golf...
My feet found themselves on the stairs to the third floor before I realized what I was doing. I made the turn at the top of the stairs and poked my head into the open door of Shawn's room. She had two people in there with her, a guy and a girl I did not recognize. They were lounging around, shooting the breeze.
"Hello, Will! How are you this afternoon?" Shawn asked. Then, before I could open my mouth, she added, "Are you ready for tomorrow?"
"Yes, Shawn," I smirked. Then I turned other guests, who looked to be about our age, and I stuck out my hand to the guy. "I'm Will Are You Ready For Tomorrow. At least I think so. It's all Shawn has been calling me for a month..." I frowned slightly as the words left my mouth. The joke didn't quite work, but the two strangers seemed to get it, and Shawn definitely did, so I put it up on the scoreboard.
The two guests heard my name without reaction. I was pretty sure the whole university knew about Shower Guy by now, but only the actively interested ones knew unimportant details like who I was, or my actual name. These visitors appeared to be the type to blessedly not give a shit, and therefore did not put two and two together. The guy leaned forward from the bag chair he occupied and shook my hand firmly. "I'm Phil, this is my colleague Harriet."
Oh. Grad students. The 'this is my colleague' was always a give-away.
"These guys are helping me with my thesis, and we are talking about potential graduate work for me after I get my BS," Shawn said, by way of introduction.
"Mathematicians? Impressive," I said, meaning it. "I just like to make sure I manage to add and subtract correctly."
Phil liked amused, and Harriet started to give me a look like I was some kind of insectival History major or something.
"Don't let Will pull your leg," Shawn said, unexpectedly coming to my aid, bless her. "That 'tomorrow' I've been pestering him about is the ME department's Vehicle Demonstration Challenge."
Harriet's sneer turned instantly into enthusiasm. It did wonders for her appearance, making her dark eyes flash. "I did that when I was a freshman. My vehicle got third," she added smugly.
"Nice," was all I said. Third is a big deal. Especially for a frosh. Third almost always meant the machine actually worked.
"Will seems to believe that his team will do pretty well, too. He told me earlier that he hopes to place in the top three as well. That still your call?" Shawn asked. It should have been annoying that she always was questioning my confidence, but from her, I just knew that she was concerned for my ego.
Like my ego needed any support whatsoever these days...
I looked at her with a grin, but I told myself inside, do not call your shot.
Do not call your shot.
Never call your shot.
I called my shot.
"I'm feeling pretty good that we will win," I said, as matter of factly as I could. After all her coddling of my emotions, I was sure that the only way I'd be able to impress her was not just winning, but predicting it.
"Oh ho! That's pretty ballsy," Phil chortled.
"I'll bet you can multiply and divide too," Harriet added drily. She was less impressed by my bravado. Or was pissed off by it.
"I," I said archly, "am even reliably able to operate the square root button on my calculator!" On that high note, I waved goodbye and turned from the door, more light laughter behind me.
"I hope you're ready for tomorrow," Shawn called after me.
Shit. I could not go back now and interrogate her about Jimmy's nefarious plot. I'd dropped the mike and left. You don't turn around after that, go back and say, 'um, and I have a few questions, if you don't mind.'
And why, I asked myself as I bounced back down the stairs, was she so focused on whether I was ready for tomorrow? Or was she wondering if I was prepared for whatever Jimmy had cooked up?
*
Sunday, when my alarm went off, I was out of bed like a shot, ready for the day. I was clear-headed, with no hangover from booze or sex. I'd been a good boy the night before. It had been agony... There had been not one, but two opportunities, neither with any downsides, and both unlikely to present themselves a second time. A month ago, I'd have viewed either of those girls as a once in a lifetime opportunity worth chewing my leg off for, but I had held firm and went to bed by myself.
Mitch slept through my awakening, dressing and departure. Bastard.
The dining hall does not open on Sundays until 9:30, because why would it? The only people up at 7:15 on a Sunday are zealots, and people under the thumbs of the evil anti-vampires of the engineering faculty, who all explode into a cloud of dust unless they are up, having shit, showered, and shaved, by the crack of dawn. I went through our common room, used the machine there to brew a double cup of French Roast, and toasted a couple of Pop-Tarts I brought down from my desk drawer.
I met Dale at the engineering building right at eight on the dot. Most of the other competitors arrived also within plus or minus two minutes of our official start time. Precision's kind of our thing.
Ever since about 10-15 years ago, when the faculty had discovered that normal people would show up for the Vehicle Demonstration, the competition mercifully had been moved to 10:30. But we participants still were required to be there early to go over the rules and endure other last minute discussions... every single element of which we had all been over collectively, 25 times before.
The meeting was done with more than an hour before the actual start of the competition, and we all wandered off in our teams. Most pairs were feverishly having last-minute discussions, making plans or still, amazingly, working on their machines. Dale dismissed any of that last group as potential contenders, and I agreed. I looked around and there were maybe five other teams that were just sitting around like us, waiting. They were our competition.
The only tense moment for everyone was when we got the signal and everyone picked up our vehicles and carefully, oh, so carefully, carried them out in a group to the courtyard garden in front of the Mechanical Engineering building. Professor Thalmann, who thinks he is as funny as he actually is brilliant, had the idea to play the Olympic Fanfare on the portable karaoke machine he had brought to announce the teams and narrate the event to the ignorant masses who came to watch. We, to a man and woman, all felt ridiculous walking out there. But I swear to God, everybody stopped slouching.
And there was approaching an actual mass of spectators lining the garden, leaning on railings. Small clots of kids waved or called out encouragement when one team or another appeared through the doorway. It was anything but crowded, but it was a heady amount of attention for most of us. When Dale and I came through, I saw no one from my dorm, and heard no reaction other than a scattered, 'Oooh' here and there as someone recognized me as a participant. My Reputation held everywhere.
The lack of my 'supporters' did not disappoint me. It made me nervous. I was quite sure that whatever Shawn wanted me to be 'ready' for, it was not nobody showing up. I shook my head and concentrated on not dropping the vehicle. I knew of no other dorm groups that were coming to this, and I was sure someone had made mine late. Or they were doing it intentionally, to make me stew.
Dale's and my turn for our main run would come about two-thirds of the way through the morning, so we had a while to wait. I scanned the area. The garden that was the venue has two levels. There is a pond down below in the center, surrounded by a sidewalk that also allows access to doors leading into the building's basement. That level is surrounded by a circular embankment, thick with low flowers and other foliage, and there is a second walkway with hand rails circling the ridge of that slope. There is a sweeping, semi-circular ramp that curves up from the sidewalk across the pond from the building, along the left embankment, reaching the ground level sidewalk just at the entrance on the main floor.
Our little wood and paper cars had to drive themselves across the lower level sidewalk, then up the ramp, and then across the straight sidewalk up top. The idea was for it to do that without being touched more than twice by the makers after the start. Yes, it is not an easy thing to make such a vehicle, and power it with a single rubber band.
The order of participants was supposedly random, but if the first two groups were not deliberately picked by Professor Thalmann, I'll eat my hat.
The first group were two girls from my section, who were both competent but uninspired engineering prospects. They followed the basic, provided design example, built the machine well, did everything you are suggested to do... and failed gently. They ran out of power on the ramp twice, which cost them big points for each re-wind. At the top, when they took the second of their two allowed 'adjustment time-outs' to straighten out their wheels for the final, flat straightway, they broke the axel. Once they had fixed it, their vehicle crossed the finish line almost a minute and forty-five seconds beyond the allowed window.
It was a perfect example of a workman-like failure, just as most others would be.
At the start of the run, I had been scanning the assembled onlookers, waiting for my 'cheering section' to arrive. Most spectators were arrayed along the railing atop the bluff, leaning casually and looking down. Many had just been walking by and had stopped to see what was going on. Across the way, I saw a girl that I did not recognize. She stood out in the crowd, in part because parts of her stood out on her body... outstandingly, and in part because she clearly recognized my face, and knew about me. She wasn't watching the crowd, she was watching me, an openly speculative look on her plain but pretty enough face.
The second run was what many people were here for.
Caden and Kyle were also in my section, and the sooner they realized that Mechanical Engineering was not their calling, the safer it would be for all humanity. They still labored under delusions, however.
Their vehicle was decorated ridiculously, with flames and racing stripes painted all over it (quite expertly), and two cool little flags waving overhead. Maybe one or both of them should transfer to the Art department.
"They must have 300 grams of paint and accessories on that thing," Dale marveled. We had allowed ourselves 35 grams of paint for some restrained racing stripes. And we had argued about budgeting that much mass.
Caden and Kyle's little car, in all its glory, shot off far too fast across the lower flat at the start and smacked into the concrete wall at the base of the ramp. I suppose that that was one way to avoid having to figure out how to stop your car before reconfiguring it for the ramp...
The crowd oohed. I looked up for the busty chick who had been checking out Shower Guy, but she had moved on. Oh, well.
Caden and Kyle ran over to their car, which had miraculously not shattered, and carefully adjusted the steering to a marked point. They set it down, thoroughly rewound, at the bottom of the ramp, and let it go. They of course had the turn radius miscalculated, and it ran into the curb on the outside of the curb, bouncing into the air and letting all the power left in the rubber band unwind uselessly. As they sprinted up the ramp after it, having to use their second allowed touch of the vehicle too soon, I rolled my eyes upward.
And found that my boobalicious stalker had not left, but had repositioned herself along the upper level railing right over my head. In tight jeans, and a pink teeshirt tucked into the waistband, straining over her bust, she looked quite nice from the angle below. She wasn't looking at me right now, but she had to have chosen the new vantage on purpose.
The competitors had rewound, and adjusted the steering again. They let the car go.
Of course they had over-corrected the turn radius. And over-wound the rubber band.
The car shot off, turning too hard toward the right. It missed any of the vertical supports of the metal rail and shot out into the air at high speed. It curved gently through the air, like every junker car from every bad 70's TV cop show, and proved that as an aircraft, it was even worse than as a car. It plummeted down and into the pond, shattering on impact and sinking the two feet to the bottom, still visible through the murky water. Bits that came loose bobbed to the surface.
The cheers were deafening. Even Caden and Kyle laughed and high-fived sheepishly. Idiots.
I shook my head and looked upward. The girl was still there, laughing and pointing at the additional pieces of half a semester's wasted opportunity, as they bobbed to the surface.



But her teeshirt had become untucked. I could not quite see right up her shirt, even though she was positioned right above me, but... I could see some curves.
Those could not be real.
I resolved to make sure I hung around after the demonstration, so I could be found.
She leant further out over the rail, and the shirt swung further forward. Those bouncing boobs, quivering with laughter, were unsupported by any bra. I could see the milky under-curves plain as day.
Those were definitely not real, and I had never...
"Will!" I heard a shout from across the way. Then another, and another. My dorm had shown up at last. Good thing Dale and I hadn't gone first... There were more cries of my name and, I was glad to hear, even a few shouts for Dale, too. That was nice. He'd never met a one of them, so Mitch must have told them his name. I didn't imagine that Dale got to hear his name being cheered out by girls very often...
There they were, almost 25 of them, gathered along a section of railing on the opposite side, up above us at street level. It was easy to tell that they were all together, aside from the way they were all calling my name, and were pressed in close. Almost all of them were wearing identical, white, custom teeshirts.
Across the front of those shirts, in bold black lettering, were the words, "Go, Shower Guy!"
Oh for fuck's sake.
Then I saw Rachel, who of course was there, and of course was wearing one of the shirts, turn around to say something to Chad behind her (also wearing a shirt, amazingly). The back read, "Drive it up there, hard!"
Oh for fuck's sake.
I wanted to be mad. I wanted to text a death threat to Jimmy. But I just shook my head and grinned a little. The price of fame. Possibly the price of Miss Enhanced up above me.
Then I caught sight of Shawn. She had an occasional nickname of 'Waldo', because she virtually never wore anything but jeans, sneakers, and horizontally-striped, crew-neck shirts in any number of combination of colors. Today, she had the usual nicely-fitting jeans and Converse sneakers, but even she was wearing a Shower Guy shirt.
I looked at her, and she met my eyes. I gave her a pained, et tu Bruté expression. She just shrugged and smiled. I shied away from the image of Shawn thinking of me as Shower Guy.
Rachel was there, and Cassie. Tonya was there, standing with Yolanda and Stu. All were wearing the shirts, of course. No Danielle in evidence, which I was shocked to find made me feel a little hurt. Jesus, I was entitled...
"Right on, guys!" Mitch called. "Don't crash!" He had his arm around Kate, both wearing the shirts. It was nice to see Kate. I hadn't laid eyes on her since the day Mitch had walked in on us.
"Who are all the yahoos yelling at us?" Dale asked sourly.
"Come on, man! They are our cheering section," I said reassuringly. "Most of them are from my dorm. They are here to support us."
The next vehicle went off on its ultimately doomed trip. To look at it, I expected it to fall apart on the first straightaway. But it actually made it almost two-thirds of the way up the ramp before it had just enough failing power in its rubber band to tilt over the inner edge of the curve and roll down the slope to the pond, falling completely apart before it made it to the water.
The crowd loved it.
By the time the next vehicle had failed in pretty straight-forward, boring fashion, I started noticing that not all my dorm were standing in the one clot. The shirts were scattered around now.
Then I realized that most of those other shirt wearers were not from my dorm, nor even standing with my anyone in my dorm. I saw Xavier from my English Lit class, wearing a shirt. Dammit, I had seen him at the start of the demonstration, and he had not been wearing a Shower Guy shirt then...
Had my dorm brought fucking extras?
Son of a bitch.... They were selling the goddamned things! I decided with grim amusement that I had better get a cut.
As the next vehicle started its run, it was clear this one was going to be another pedestrian failure. That was good, as I could take the time to figure out what was suddenly getting Dale so upset. He was scowling, and hanging his head.
"What's up, dude?" I asked, concerned. I needed his head in the game.
"Those are all from your dorm, right? The assholes in the teeshirts?" he asked, refusing to gesture at them.
"Pretty much," I replied. "But it's cool, the shirts are just a joke."
Dale looked around, not mollified, and obviously bewildered. "I shower, Will. I shower every day... now. I have ever since... I mean, I have a specific set of criteria on when I need to shower, and has resulted, on average, in my taking a shower 13.1 times every 14 days over the last 17 and a half months. Your dorm mates are jerks. They don't even know me!"
I could not help but laugh. Dale didn't like that.
"Easy, big guy," I said with a smile. "The shirts aren't about you. I am Shower Guy."
"What?" Dale exclaimed. "You are the cleanest guy I know. How do you get any work done is beyond me with all the primping you must do."
Primping?!?
All I do each morning is shower (alone) and brush my hair. Usually there is some deodorant... and a touch of pomade... and the tiniest touch of cologne lately, but not enough for anyone to notice consciously.
"Then why do they call you Shower Guy?" Dale asked grimly.
I did not want to get into this, now of all times, with my partner. I told him we needed to watch the competition.
"Competition?" Dale snorted, referring to the current, pedestrian vehicle. It had just run out of power for the second time on the hill, and thus had less than zero chance. "So," he bore on, "are they making fun of you because you shower all the time and are such a hygiene freak?"
"I am not a hygiene freak."
"Then why the name?"
Crap. Dale had locked in on the subject. When he did that, he was not going to let go. A lot of people think that he is on the spectrum, but I know he is not, because he has the test results to prove he is not. At least he doesn't carry those around with him anymore. But he does get locked in on a puzzle.
I sighed. "I have gotten the nickname Shower Guy over the last month of so. Half the campus knows about it, or at least about the name, even if they don't know Shower Guy is me."
"For what? Taking too many showers?"
I let my shoulders sag in defeat.
"I had sex with a girl, one of the ones up there in the shirts, in the shower in our dorm. And we got caught. And I got a reputation. That reputation has led to me having a lot of sex, with a lot of women. Right now, I can see seven of those women watching us right now. Six are wearing that shirt, and laughing at my embarrassment."
Dale looked at me, agog. I knew it. He was going to be totally distracted now, asking me questions. This was totally not the time to have to explain the bird and the bees to Dale!
He squinted at me, brow furrowed. "Let me try to understand," he said, his face a picture of innocent incomprehension. "Not only do you primp yourself all the time," he wondered (unfairly), "But you have that much sex, and you still keep your grades up? How?" He literally scratched his head. "It's just... where do you find the time? I mean, I have sex twice a week and it is still almost too much."
Wait.
I looked at Dale like he'd grown a second head. Dale has had sex? Dale was having sex regularly? Dale was having enough sex, for long enough each time, to be problem for his work load?His having grown that second cranium would have made more sense to me. I had genuinely not been certain that he knew sex existed...
"Twice a week?"
"We've been averaging a little more recently. There is no set schedule."
I just stared at him. "How long have you had a sex life, Dale?
At least he blushed at that. It turned out to be a long story. To make it short, his Anthropology grad student neighbor and he...
She was also at the event, so Dale had his own cheering section, which was nice.
It turned out that I was so bemused by Dale's tale that it was me, not he, who got totally distracted by the conversation. We almost missed the first real contenders. Their vehicle was elegant, and innovative, and light-weight. It was a scary design for us.
It also broke.
The next device was a bad design, but at least it got a lot of cheers when it dove into the pond.
And then it was our turn. We had installed a brand new rubber band that we had carefully examined and tested, and wound it the precise number of turns we needed. Then we used a laser-pointer to align our machine perfectly. A few leaves had fallen in our path, and Dale ran to sweep them aside. I waited for a slight breeze to die down before I released the vehicle.
It trundled obediently toward the ramp. When it reached it, instead of bumping to a halt and waiting until we re-wound and turned it, it kept going. I had designed a little steering mechanism that worked almost like a blindman's cane, letting it feel its way up the ramp's outer wall, without hitting anything or wasting much of any power. At the top, it straightened back out automatically and rolled across the finish line, coming to a stop on its own, a meter and a half past the required distance. We never touched it on the whole run.
To the onlookers, it seemed totally uneventful, but successful. Our competitors were amazed or appalled, depending on their own hopes.
To Dale and I, it was the most beautiful thing either of us had ever seen. And I've seen my dick spewing cum all over a Russian former prima ballerina's tits. We were going ape-shit, jumping up and down like lunatics. My cheering section at least caught on that things had gone really very well, and their polite cheers grew loud and rowdy.
Over the rest of the morning, one other team completed the course intact and in the allowed time, with no more than the permitted touches. That made three entries that 'completed' the basic competition. But our car had made a complete run untouched. It was the first vehicle to manage the feat in four years.
My steering mechanism had been the difference.
And Dale's truss support structure had given us the reduced mass that let me build the thing to begin with.
We were steely-eyed missile men.
The stretch goals were literally anti-climactic, although we pulled off four of the six, which was better than any other team. But our clean run in the main demonstration meant we had already won.
*
By the time all the stretch goals had been run, most of the crowd had left. Even a few of my cadre of bizarre, shirt-selling mercenaries had bailed. It was almost one o'clock on a Sunday afternoon, after all. There was goofing off to be attended to.
Dale's surpassingly hot, nerdy, graduate anthropologist 'not girlfriend' came over and stuck her tongue down his throat by way of congratulations. The two then went off to have sex, or argue about whether Marvel's Phase One films were better than Phase Two (or vice versa).
Maybe they were going to argue about that while having sex.
I did not care. I was on Cloud Nine.
I had just pulled off a major feat of engineering design and construction. And I was facing a crowd of people who were totally excited about something that I had done that did not involve my penis for once. It was a heady time.
Apparently, either a faculty member or, more likely, an upperclass engineering student had explained to my house-mates just how impressive our feat had actually been, because most of them had kind of forgotten the teeshirts. It was indeed a very heady time.
Then, as we all walked back toward La Floridita in a big group, the teeshirts were remembered when three attractive girls that none of us seemed to know all passed the other way, and in unison called out, "Hey, Shower Guy!" in a sexy harmony.
"You live a strange life, don't you?" Shawn asked, walking along beside me.
"I do," I laughed agreeably.
"I am sorry about not telling you in advance about the shirt thing, but I was sworn to not spoil the surprise."
"Well, we can't have spoilers, can we?" I looked at her sidelong. "But I see you are not apologizing for the shirts themselves! Tell Jimmy that I want my cut."
Shawn actually looked away for a moment, then faced me as we walked and squared her shoulders. "Um, they were my idea, actually."
I stared at her, trying to summon a look of betrayal. It wouldn't come, so I grabbed my chest, mocking a heart-attack and 'swooned' to the ground.
The crowd around us all stopped. People who hadn't quite seen what had happened shouted in dismay. Shawn looked at me sarcastically, but did nothing. Tonya, who had been walking ahead of Shawn and me, improving my view immensely thereby, turned and shrieked. She dropped to her knees over me.
"Will! Are you all right?" she exclaimed, genuinely scared.
"I just took a dagger to my soul," I said hoarsely. "I think I need mouth-to-mouth," I added theatrically.
"As if," Tonya snorted, swatting my shoulder. She popped to her feet, as if in a huff, but then she reached down to take my hand. Someone else, Freddie maybe, took my other hand and they helped me get up.
"Some other time," Tonya whispered in my ear, voice full of promise. That didn't suck.
Shawn had floated to the back of the group of people who had initially thought I was actually hurt or something. We shared a look over the others. Mine, directed at her said, 'I provisionally forgive you. But I still want my cut.'
Her impassive, good-natured gaze back at me said, just as wordlessly, 'Thanks, but I'm not terribly sorry. And not on your life.'
I had had no idea that Shawn harbored such hidden depths of cheerful evil...
*
When our group at last made it back to La Floridita, I was subjected to a final humiliation of being forced to take a picture in front of the statue in the entry courtyard, surrounded by everyone who was wearing a Shower Guy tee. Like all large group photos, it took forever. The hassle and humiliation was significantly ameliorated by the way Cassie and Randi, a girl from another house in the dorm who had never previously shown any interest in me whatsoever, even after the Shower Guy thing began, had their breasts mashed against my shoulders and the back of my head.
A shot was finally taken in which Pierre Smythe managed to not make a derp face, and we broke up at last, most people, including me, went into the dorm. I floated up to my room in a wonderful haze of accomplishment, mammarian neck massage, future recurring interest from Tonya, speculation about Randi, and Shawn's surprisingly delightful betrayal.
Kate had made herself scarce, temporarily I presumed, and Mitch followed me to our room.
I grabbed a Coke from my fridge and collapsed onto the bed.
"Congratulations, dude," Mitch said, grabbing a Sprite. "I think you might have a future in the fast-growing, lucrative field of rubber band-powered automotive transportation!"
I raised my Coke in appreciation. "It is a very low emission technology."
We laughed and drank for a few quiet moments.
"Did people at least have fun?" I asked, curiously.
"Actually, it was more fun than I think most of us expected," Mitch said happily. "It was clear how hard the challenge was for you guys, and there were some good competitors. And the one car that went full Thelma and Louise was hilarious!"
"Plus you all got to make fun of me," I added drily.
"Oh yeah," Mitch replied, rolling his eyes, unrepentant. "We all stood around, practically shouting that my roommate is a sex god. I'm sure he was totally humiliated by it all..."
I wanted to throw a pillow at him, but he had a point.
"Well, I am going to crash for a little while," I announced instead. "My brain is fried."
"Drink a Coke, then try to take a nap. Sound plan, genius," Mitch chuckled, getting up. "Did you use that same planning prowess on your vehicle?" He opened the door. "I will leave you to your caffeine-ruined sleep." And he closed the door quietly behind him.
I collapsed back on the bed. Coke or no, I probably was not going to sleep.
I had just enjoyed a major success in my chosen field, one that would give me and Dale a new reputation in our department that would help both of us immeasurably in the years to come.
I also was having great sex with an absolute raft of sexy women, and had a Reputation that was assuring more of the same.
But I felt a little vaguely, somehow dissatisfied. Worse, I could not put my finger on why. I had been feeling that particular unease grow for a while now, though. A bit of panicked introspection told me that no, I was not unhappy with having large amounts of sex with multiple partners. And that I was damned if I was going to do anything to divert that course, as long as it lasted. That made me feel relieved. I had no undiagnosed head injury. Good.
But the awesomeness of the experience was not un-alloyed. And I need to figure out why. What did I need to take away or add to make my apparently perfect life... truly perfect?
*
Son of a bitch, I actually napped. My mind really had been worn to a nub by the whole competition. With that pressure at last off my brain, it had gone into maintenance mode or something.
I sat up several hours later, clear-headed, and I realized that I had also, during system reset, gotten an insight.
Beyond the Disney World analogy, I was a passenger.
I had shown that at least I could say no, but beyond that, my sex life was mostly driven by chance, or if by design, then by the designs of women. Girls came to me for sex. Or, if we encountered each other randomly, it was the girl who pushed to make the encounter sexual. The closest I had come to planning the sex I subsequently had, was with Svetlana, and that was more me simply deciding how to go along with the play she was already making. And even there, I might have messed it all up without coaching from Elaine (yet another girl).
I had no problem whatsoever with sex coming to me. I hoped that trend continued unabated for the foreseeable future. But I also realized that I wanted to know that I could make it happen proactively myself. I needed to know that I could.
Even, in the relatively few, non-college life, sexual experiences I'd had before the shower incident with Rachel, my partners and I had largely stumbled into the event.
Could I actually successfully hit on someone? Would my Reputation make that something that I could do?
At this point, my ego was the size of a Humvee, and made of solid titanium, yet even it could not make me sure about that.
I flopped back down on the bed, thinking furiously. I needed a plan. I needed advice and a plan. And I had an excellent source for both.
I looked at my phone. I had slept nearly three hours. I had clearly needed it, because I had not felt this energized in ages. I had a plan, and I decided to see if I could put its first parts into place.
The first thing I did was... take a shower.
Fortunately, I was uninterrupted by anyone, especially Rachel. Don't get me wrong, if she'd decided to mess with my mind, I'd had dragged her under the water again and put my new plans on hold. I was not going to give up having sex thrust upon me...
But I showered, tidied myself, and got dressed unmolested. I did not primp. Soap. Deodorant. Hairbrush. Pomade. Cologne. Nothing out of the ordinary. Get over yourself, Dale. You and your 13.1 showers a fortnight, and >2.0 sexual encounters per week with your nerdy grad student who has you fix her computer all the time...
With a look in the mirror, it was time for advice.
I hopped up the steps to the third floor, and was relieved to see Shawn's door ajar. I knocked on it and poked my head in. "You busy?" I asked.



"Thinking about dinner, but not for a while," she replied simply, with a friendly smile. "What can I do you for?" Her smile turned to a grin, "And no, you do not get a cut. All the money is going to the dorm's party budget. We are going to have a blow-out come Christmas time!"
I shook my head and tapped my forehead in salute. "No worries. I figured that. I just needed to do my best impression of a Disney copyright lawyer earlier."
"Heh. Then what can I do, if not a date in court?"
I paused momentarily at that turn of phrase, but forged ahead with my own plan.
"You said I lead a strange life, right?" I asked.
"Don't you?"
"Sort of, yeah. But is it a bad life?" I asked. I added hastily, "I mean, is it something I should feel bad about?"
"Well, I'm not sure what you mean," Shawn said thoughtfully. She was in full RA Mode right now, a regular mini-shrink. She had stood when I entered, and she now leaned back against the edge of her desk, crossing both legs and arms.
"I mean... Um," I temporized, searching for the right words, "Am I a horrible person? Do you think I'm a bad guy?"
"Me? What does that matter?" she said, in surprise. "I will say that there have been no complaints of any kind about you. And a ton of compliments," she added under her breath, but meant to be overheard. She flashed a grin. "I think what matters is what you think about yourself."
"My ego these days has its own gravitational field," I admitted ruefully.
"Shocking," Shawn said in a desert-dry tone.
"But do I deserve it?" I asked again. "I mean, I'm kind of a... what? A lothario, maybe?"
"You think that?" Shawn asked, surprised.
"I don't know."
"Do you lie to anybody?" She asked. I shook my head. "Do you offer anything you aren't willing to deliver? Do you hurt anyone? Do you focus only on your own pleasure?"
I shook my head to all that, interjecting, "What is the point of that last idea? How can you have the best sex possible if you aren't making your partner as happy as yourself? And trying to make them even happier than yourself?" I shut up quickly. I wasn't there to philosophize.
"Well, I think we can guess why you don't get complaints. And no, you aren't a lothario then, either."
Reassuring myself was not really the point of this conversation, but I found myself reassured nonetheless. And I liked it.
"Thanks," I said. "And you don't think I'm a bad guy?"
"Why does that matter?" Shawn asked.
"Maybe I value your opinion?"
"Thank you," she said, verging on taken aback. "For whatever it is worth, no, I think you are a good guy. I always have."
I nodded, bent my head, and turned to go. I stopped at the door and looked back. "Then..." I started to say, then shrugged and turned to go once more.
"What?"
"I just..." I said, not really sure of the words I wanted, but definitely certain about the direction I intended. "I mean, I wonder why you never..." I shut up. This wasn't quite right...
Shawn's eyebrows shot up slightly. "Never what?" she asked carefully.
"Never mind," I said quickly. This was definitely the wrong way.
Hail Mary, or punt? I tried both.
"I don't feel like boring dinner in the dining hall tonight, after my 'triumph'. Want to eat somewhere off campus with me?"
I thought her eyebrows had risen before. They were about to disappear into her hairline now.
"Are you asking me on a date, Will?" she asked carefully. "I didn't think you did those..."
"When have I had the chance recently?" I retorted carefully. "But maybe I am just asking a friend if she wants to eat something better than dorm food."
"Is that all you are interested in?" she asked, face blank. Gorgeous, but blank.
"...no?" I responded, tentatively.
She laughed a short bark, then sobered. "Then what else?" she bored on.
Fuck.
Screwed this up. Trying to be scrupulously, and directly, honest had been a bad idea, even though her comments about honesty had made it seem even more like the right play only moments before.
Oh, well.
I shook my head ruefully, "I guess I was hoping for the chance to see how wildly I could make this hot, Canadian RA I know orgasm, sometime after dinner."
She laughed out loud. "Oh my God!"
I smiled at her. She smiled back, shaking her head. I shrugged, and left to move on with other things.
"I will accept the dinner invitation," Shawn said behind me, a quelling tone in her voice.
"Really?" I turned around, trying not to do it quickly. I was doing a hell of a lot of turning around in this conversation... "But?" I supplied for her, sheepishly.
"But as to the hot sex," Shawn said sternly, "It is still pretty early for a nice dinner. How about we start with that first?"
Shit. She still got in some version of 'So, how about it?' It had not been a clean ask on my part.
And What. The. Fuck. Was. I. Complaining. About?
I closed the door and looked at her.
Her room was built as a double, but reserved as a single for use by the floor RA. She had her desk to the immediate right of the door, with her bed and a couch further in and to the side. I was right in front of her in two steps.
Shawn remained unmoving as I approached, but with a broad, challenging grin on her face. I looked into her emerald eyes, and she held my gaze. Her eyes appeared to get larger, but that was just me leaning forward toward her. I left one hand rest gently against her jawline and I kissed her.
It lasted... a while. It was a hungry kiss, but slow, as if we had sat down, starving, for a gourmet feast that it would be a waste to rush through. Her lips were plump and eager, and her tongue, which took its time getting involved, was inquisitive and almost forceful when it did. My hand slid back along her head and my fingers wove into her red waves of hair.
After a long, wordless time kissing, and without breaking that kiss, my other hand stole to her hips, where she sat against the edge of the desk. I squeezed that hip, caressed it, and teasingly tugged at the belt loop at the side of her waist. Then I trailed the back of my fingers along the band and tugged gently at the snap atop her fly.
"What are you doing?" Shawn laughed around my lips at my movements, not discouraging me at all.
"Remember my agenda of making the hot RA come like she never has before?" I murmured, tugging excruciatingly slowly on her zipper. "I think it is time to get on with that."
"Oh oh! A few minutes ago, it was 'make me come wildly'. Now it is 'like never before'?"
"Yeah. Maybe I ought to get to know your body better, before I start setting ambitious stretch goals like that," I said, all timidity lost. After all, my fingers had opened her zipper entirely by now.
Up to this point, Shawn had kept her arms crossed under her breasts, but now she let them fall slowly to the wooden edge of her desk beside her hips. She kissed me again, actually biting at my lower lip, then breathed, "Feel free to keep any and all stretch goals like that in mind..."
I tugged now at both hips of her jeans, pressing them down. Shawn's prescience showed as her hands' new position let her easily press her ass away from the desk, letting me easily slide her jeans downward. As I've described before, all Shawn's jeans fit her sleekly, and to stunning advantage around her ass and thighs, but never were terribly tight. That let me slide this pair downward toward her ankles with minimal effort.
I looked down and found her wearing a pair of sweet, but everyday sort of panties. They were white, with a faint floral pattern embedded in the soft, opaque cotton. Cut medium-low on her hips, they had a moderately high waist.
"Obviously, I wasn't thinking this was happening tonight, or I'd have worn something more interesting, Shawn said almost ruefully.
I just ran a finger along the thin waistband. "They are lovely."
"They are ratty," she contradicted me. "I wouldn't be surprised if you found holes in them."
I didn't intend to leave them in place long enough for it to matter anyway, but I bantered on. "Well, if I find any holes, I will just tear them off you and you won't have to worry about being caught wearing them again.
Shawn held her tongue for a moment, then said slowly. "You will find holes in them."
"I doubt it," I snorted. "They look nice."
"I said," she growled firmly, "You will find holes in them."
Oh.
All righty then.
I pressed my forehead to hers, looking down as I dug my fingertip under the tiny waistband of the panties, and started running it back and forth under the elastic.
And damned if I didn't actually find a small hole, right on the right front, just inside the barely discernible ridge of her hip bone. My finger poked through.
Shawn was as surprised as I. "Shit. There really is a hole in them," she murmured, a little embarrassed. I just looked at her and outright leered.
My finger poking through the hole pushed through a little more, hooked the elastic of the waistband and pulled up and out, stretching the spot where the fabric had come loose from it. My other hand reached over and poked two fingers through the gap, widening it. Then I yanked. The more fragile cotton separated from the sturdier band with a quiet tear. The gap was now four or five inches along the top.
I chuckled as, using both hands, I grabbed the thinner, main fabric where it was loose from the band, and worked it until I felt it give way in a single spot. With a yank, I tore downward, opening a vertical rip that extended down to the leg hole. It held there, as horizontal elastic threads designed to keep the leg hole tight to her delicious thigh just barely held up against my violence.
Shawn jumped at the sound and speed of the tear and we both looked down at the wide expanse of her lower abdomen that lay strikingly bare before me. "Yeah, there is definitely a hole here," I chuckled. I idly reached out and caressed the soft exposed skin, right along the ridge of that hip bone.
And Shawn shivered almost uncontrollably. I felt my eyebrows shoot up in response, and I caressed her again, more intently.
She giggled.
I did it again, and she squirmed, laughing.
Oh, fuck yes. She was ticklish. And in such an interesting spot...
I'd have shouted in triumph, but I was too busy leaning in for another deep kiss. My fingers paused their stimulation for a moment, then resumed their assault.
"Oh, you better stop that," Shawn warned around my lips.
"Yeah?" I replied, equally muffled by her own eager mouth. "I don't think so."
I kept dragging a fingernail across her sensitive skin down there, while I slid my other hand up underneath her teeshirt. She hadn't changed from earlier, and it was that fucking Go Shower Guy shirt. It fit her nicely, but not so tightly that I could not slide my hand up underneath it easily. Her squirming against my tickling fingers grew as my hand slid up under, then grew far more so when my hand encountered her braless tit. I let my fingers encompass its delicate firmness.
There was a moment there when I first touched the nipple that it was almost completely flush with the rest of the breast. It almost would have had to have been for me not to notice any pokies all day. But the moment I first touched it directly, that nipple blossomed upward. In seconds, it was firm against my palm. I could not help but caress it with my finger tips, circling it, then gently pinching it.
"Ohhh, Christ!" she moaned aloud. "You better be careful, Will!"
I could now see the other nipple, making an urgent tent in the center of the U in 'Guy', in sympathy with its tormented sister. I grinned and bent my head to softly bite that little tent, right through the fabric. My fingers underneath the shirt tugged harder on the nipple they clasped, and my other hand tickled her harder than I had to this point.
"Fuck, you crazy bastard," she moaned. Her body was undulating with pleasure at the same time as she wriggled, seeking escape from my torturing fingers. Escape I had no intention of allowing.
This was too much fun, mauling her chest and torturing her through her half-ripped off panties. And she was clearly having too much fun herself to try terribly hard to get away.
In fact... she was having an extraordinary amount of fun.
Could I make her come this way? Just like this? Was that possible?
"Fucking Fuck! Will, oh shit, that's... Fuuuuuck..." came my answer, loudly. I never touched her pussy--just that ticklish spot and the pair of nipples that I was grasping that were insanely sensitive. "Oh, wow," Shawn gasped, more quietly as her passionate spasm passed. "That was insane. I'm not sure what I'm going to do when we get serious," she snorted.
I let my lips relinquish their hold on her nipple. The shirt was now wet enough for me to see a dark, lovely aureole through the spit-damp fabric. I kissed her quickly, breathlessly. "I should have asked you out to dinner before this," I chuckled.
"I've been wondering when and if you would, for a long time now," she snorted. "But I have to admit, if you'd gotten around to it before the whole shower thing, I'd had made you jump through a lot of hoops before I'd have eventually let you do that to me."
"Just show me the hoops," I said earnestly.
"Well, I'd have certainly demanded three dates before I did what I'm about to do to you," she said.
I just cocked an eyebrow at her, waiting for the inevitable explanation.
"This," Shawn said, stepping easily out of the jeans around her ankles and pushing me back across her room to the couch on the far wall. With an unceremonious shove, I was on my ass in the middle of the couch, and Shawn was kneeling between my legs.
Her hands ran over my lap, caressing the outline of the erection inside my trousers. "I hear this is very nice," she murmured. "I think I'll take a look for myself." She tugged at my fly and opened my jeans.
I wished I'd had more confidence in how this visit upstairs had been going to go. If so, I'd have taken a shot at leaving out the underwear component when I got dressed. Shawn just hummed in approval at the tent in my dark charcoal briefs. She caressed it and my cock jumped within, eagerly. She smiled, and tugged the underwear loose, and worked both them and my trousers down. I lifted my hips more than obligingly to let her manage it faster and I was sitting there, slumped back on the couch, pants around my ankles and cock waving around, eager to introduce itself.
She smiled at my member and slowly dragged the back of a fingernail up its length. I shivered. "Yesss. It really is nice," she observed, in a clinical but warm voice.
"Really?" I asked, suddenly intellectually engaged. As I've said, I hardly have some porn star-sized cock.
"Oh really," Shawn chuckled. "It's more than nice enough in size... though not crazy huge, I'll admit. But it is simply beautiful. Look how perfectly straight it is," she said, grasping it lightly and stroking her hand up around my length. She released me and circled my tip with a finger. "And the head is just lovely. It's bigger than the shaft, and a lovely shade of purple-rouge." She bent and kissed it softly. "And it is warm and perfectly shaped too." Her finger stroked back down my length, tracing the length of my cock along the thick blue vein that wound along it. "This vein is magnificent. It just seems... virile."
I honestly, had no ideas girls put this much thought into dicks. I just thought they took a quick look and decided if it would do the job.
"And you trim your pubes," she added. "That's really considerate for us girls who like to suck a ball or two..." She proceeded then to demonstrate that she did, indeed like to suck a ball or two, by taking each of mine into her mouth in turn, whipping them with her eager tongue inside her lips.
"Oh, fuck, that's nice," I sighed.
"Nice?" Shawn exclaimed, as if outraged. "Nice? I want to do better than nice! I'll have to work harder," she mused and began to work harder. A lot harder.
Her fingers tickled me up behind my sack as her mouth clamped down around my cock and started sliding down my length. I groaned in ecstasy as she slid me in, deeper and deeper. She twisted her head around and back on me, and I could feel my tip reaching to the back of her throat.
I scrabbled at my shirt, sitting up just enough to yank it off over my head. I had been feeling ridiculous, sitting there naked from the waist down with a Batman teeshirt on.
Shawn let all of my dick slide free from her mouth except the head, then pushed me back in. She bobbed slowly on me, her wet, eager mouth consuming me over and over. I moaned my approval of her definitely expert work. My hands rose and buried themselves in that incredible mass of scarlet curls atop her head. I held that head loosely, careful not to let my urge choke her.
"Oh shit," I suddenly exclaimed as Shawn suddenly took a whole lot more of me into her mouth. My cock felt itself more constricted as it slid past the back of her mouth and into her throat. "Oh shit, oh shit, oh shit," I gabbled in glee.
She pulsed me in and out of her throat several times. Never quite all the way to the root, but who the fuck cares? Then she let me slide entirely free as she took a deep gasp of air, a twinkle in her eyes.
I shuddered and shook my head to restore my brain function. Then I took the opportunity to reach down and grasp the teeshirt she wore. I had no top on, why should she, right? As I tugged at it, Shawn rose on her knees and let her arms languidly flow upward. I tugged the shirt up, her tits bouncing into view as the cotton relinquished its hold on them. I drank in the sight of those dark, round aureoles, and the mounded, round nipples, surmounting those tits and begging for attention. As I discarded the shirt, Shawn grabbed my dick and rubbed its head all over her suddenly naked tits. She hissed in pleasure as she bumped me over her hyper-sensitive nipples.
Idly, she pressed me in between her mounds and pressed them together. She did not have the mass to fully encompass me, as the other women who had done this for me had, but she happily stroked me up and down along her slopes long enough to draw a low, happy groan from my lips.
She pulled me to my feet, and bent down before me, sucking me back in. She bobbed up and down some more, at a more shallow depth. But then she released my shaft and grabbed my ass. Her fingers dug appreciatively into my glutes... and then she pulled my forward to thrust into her mouth. I heard a wet, almost choke, and I pulled back swiftly. She let me withdraw, but then she pulled me into her again. Again I heard the wet, somehow achingly arousing noise of my triggering of her gag reflex, and I pulled back.
But she kept pulling me into her. And on about the seventh or eighth thrust, I felt myself penetrate past the back of her mouth smoothly! I still pulled back, and she pulled me forward again.
I'm not smart, but I get the idea eventually.
I felt her hands stop tugging me, but remain resting gently on my backside and I tentatively started thrusting on my own. She took my stroke easily, though I'll admit I went fairly shallow. I thrust again. I was mewling with delight as I found myself fucking Shawn's face.
It wasn't long before I was thrusting smoothly, grunting softly with each movement of my hips. She took every thrust easily, staring up at me almost arrogantly. I had wanted an experience where I felt like I was in the driver's seat. Well, this was it. In spades.
Inevitably, I got carried away, and I rammed myself down her throat hard enough to seriously gag her. She jerked back a bit, and I could not contain myself from jacking another drive into her lips before I could control myself and slip free of her mouth.
"Fuck, sorry," I exclaimed in concern.
"No, {cough}, no problem," Shawn said, meaning it, despite the tears on her cheeks. "I'm doing pretty much what I'm trying to, when I make you lose control like that!" She wiped her mouth with the back of her hand, and looked up at me with a deep look. "But I think I'd like to take this opportunity to get what I've been waiting for. I need for you to screw me, Will."



"Well, if you insist," I grumbled.
We both laughed, and I grabbed her hand, pulling her up with me. We kissed long and hard. I yanked her against me with my arms around her back, then slid one hand around between us to tease her nipples some more.
Shawn broke our kiss, and said simply, "Now."
She made no move, however, so I took things the way I wanted to. I turned and pushed her down to sit on the couch. I bent to one knee before her and gazed at the ruined underwear still around her hips. I tickled her sensitive spot again and she yelped loudly. I let up quickly and went to tug off the undies, then stopped. Instead, I grabbed then in my hands and with a single, strained tug, ripped apart the crotch.
Shawn gasped, giggled, and said, "Fuck that's hot! I'm going to have to buy some cheap, fragile panties..."
Her bush was full, and curly, and flaming red. She kept it trimmed neatly, but it was rich and glorious nonetheless. I wanted to shove my face between her thighs and run my face through that nest, but she had made it quite clear what part of me she wanted in there at the moment.
On impulse, I grabbed her hips and spun her onto her belly, knees on the floor in front of the couch, hips perched over the edge, and her face against the back of the couch. Shawn pushed herself up onto her forearms, but made no move to shift her position otherwise. I instantly slid between her calves on the floor and grabbed my cock, guiding it against her snatch. I rubbed it through her curls a moment or so, but I was as impatient as was clearly she. I pressed my tip home and pushed. I sank into her with difficulty-glorious difficulty. We both sighed loudly as I slid within her. In and in I sank, until my belly came to a gentle rest against that abso-fucking-lutely magnificent backside. It was round, and soft, and generous but not big. The tatter of shredded panties that clung to her waist and fluttered over that beautiful ass just made it all the more sexy.
"We better be more quiet," I said softly. "Or you will have the traditional crowd outside your door when we leave to eat dinner!"
"Fuck that," Shawn snorted. "They are probably out there already. And if not, I intend to bring them. I'm finally getting to fuck Shower Guy," she groaned, as I began to do just that, slowly, "and I'm damned if I'm not going to have the full audience experience!"
I laughed, shook my head, and quickened my pace. It was crazy fun to have a partner who bought in fully to the psycho exhibitionism of my life. The bizarre excitement of suspecting that somehow, people would know what we were doing, and be entertained by it.
I didn't push into her too much faster though. I wanted us both to savor this. I easily rocked in and out of Shawn, clasping the ass cheek less covered by the tattered undies, and stroking her lean back with the other. As I pulsed into her in long, deep strokes, I happily grumbled, "So you've been wanting to fuck Shower Guy, have you?"
"A little harder, please," she replied, shallow-breathed. "Ah... I've been considering fucking Will, or at least fooling around with you, since the beginning of the year. You'd go mooning around after me for a bit, but every time I tried to encourage you, you'd run away, and... Oh fucking hell, yes. Just like that!" she gasped loudly as I shifted my angle and pounded into her more vigorously.
I'll admit, I had made the change in frustration at her words, but once I observed the results, I kept it up eagerly.
"You'd run away," she gasped, regaining her train of thought, "and go moon over some other girl in the dorm."
"So you wanted me to ask you out?" I said, almost incredulously.
"I wanted any number of guys to ask me out," she snapped. "But yes, I definitely would have liked it if you had... Oh my God, Man! Do that more! Now!" She interrupted herself at a volume that was definitely going to have people outside her door. "...if you had asked me out," she panted.
"You, hunggg, you could have, unh, unh, asked me out," I observed, getting a little breathless. I was beginning to really exert myself and holy fuck did this feel glorious.
"I'm... not too good... at doing that," Shawn admitted, writhing her hips under my relentless, driving thrusts.
"Well, all then right. I for one will you ask out again," I garbled.
Shawn laughed in an almost fey manner. "Don't get... oh shit... don't get ahead of... yessss... yourself buster! We still haven't even gone, ummmm, out the first time! You... oh sweet mother... might be bad at dates."
"Oh really?" I asked, fingers now digging into her hips hard as I thrust.
"Don't... worry," Shawn panted, also clearly coming to a head. "You are really... really fucking good at this!"
I grinned hungrily. She was panting now, and I smiled even broader as I leaned forward and slid my hands up underneath her, closing my fingers on her bouncing tits. She gasped encouragement and actually tensed a little against my thrusts. It was hard to stroke into her quite as easily when I was reaching under her like this as when I was upright, but damn she had nice breasts.
Then I tugged simultaneously on both nipples.
"FuuuUuuuUuuuUuuuUuuuuuuuK!" Shawn screamed, voice undulating with each thrust, when I pinched her buds. Her whole body shook under me, and she started slapping the back of the couch as hard as she could. Her insides spasmed around my invading member in a delicious massage.
I just kept pumping, and she kept coming, until I twisted her nipples slightly and with a final, ecstatic scream, she slumped against the couch, boneless beneath me. She lay there, panting and mumbling a little incoherently.
I held myself up from squashing her against the edge of the couch, and my cock traitorously slipped free. Shawn sort of flopped over onto her back, panting softly and draping an arm over her forehead, hanging off the edge of the sofa. I looked down at an absolutely glorious sight. Her beautiful chest heaved, and her limbs splayed everywhere. Her eyes were closed, and her face bore a crooked smile.
"Bed?" I asked softly.
"Hmmm?" she murmured.
"Can I move you to your bed?" I explained, just as softly.
"Mmmm. Yeah," Shawn murmured, still feeling nothing but bliss. "Bed sounds nice right now..."
I'd love to say I gently lifted her up and carried her to the bed, but I ain't that big a guy, and Shawn is tall and nicely fleshed. I just wrapped an arm under her shoulders and guided her to her wobbly feet. The bed was close and at 90 degrees to the couch, and she stumbled to it easily. Once there, she sat momentarily on the edge, before I let her flow onto her back, head on the main pillow and leaning slightly against the pile of cushions running along its length against the wall.
I followed her onto the bed, over her. She looked up at me with a sleepy smile as I ran my hands up under her back. I kissed her, and as I did so, my cock found its way unerringly and without guidance directly back to her entrance. I slid into her smoothly, sending jolts of pleasure through my body. "Oh yeah," I sighed as I sank into her once more.
"Oh fuck yeah," Shawn murmured in reply.
I wanted to make this slow and intimate now, with easy, sensuous strokes and lots of kissing. And for a little bit I succeeded. It felt amazing, pumping gently into Shawn as she came down from her high, and at the same time, building her foundation for her next. Her hands fluttered to my shoulders, then massaged the back of my neck.
But almost simultaneously, our bodies rebelled at the easy pace. My body surged with lust, and my cock screamed with each ecstatic stroke for a harder thrust. Shawn's hands slid up from my neck into my hair and grabbed it hard, pulling my face against hers.
As my humping accelerated, first one of Shawn's legs, then the other rose around me and squeezed in on my lower back.
My insides were roaring now, and I clenched down to keep from coming immediately. There was more of this to come, I knew it.
I tugged one hand from under Shawn's back and moved once more to caress a breast. She hissed in between the mewling cries she was making with my each hammering entry. But I didn't immediately go for her nipple, circling it instead, letting my intent teasing distract my own rising orgasm.
When I did finally squeeze that wildly erect nipple, Shawn didn't come instantly as I expected. She did shout, "God damn, you are good, Will!" and thrust her hips upward against me. She rocked back and forth under me, and suddenly her legs released me, and she planted her feet on the bed. That let her thrust her hips up even harder against me, and I felt her gasp as the angle changed again.
That was about the last consciously intended thing either of us did, as I found myself simply rutting into her as hard as I could manage. Neither of us could form words, but we were both moaning and groaning at each other wildly as we slammed into each other.
Shawn screamed in delight and I felt her rock side to side. She didn't want her body to pull away, but was unable to stop it entirely. I froze inside her, riding the wave of her orgasm until I felt her just barely begin to sag.
Then I popped myself free of her. She flopped to the bed and I could not even get my hand to my dick before the first arching spray of cum cascaded over her belly. As soon as I could grab myself and start pumping, a second spray and a third exploded from me, each strand of jizz blanking my brain for second as it exited my body. I panted for air as I came.
Suddenly, I felt another hand gently push mine from my cock, and now Shawn was stroking me eagerly. I had one last spurt of sticky whiteness to give to her efforts and I wavered above her, barely able to keep from falling as she slowly stroked my softening member.
"You are simply amazing," I said bemusedly as I stared down at the strands of jizz that spread over her belly, from the under curves of her breasts down to just below her navel.
"I'm amazing?" Shawn snorted. "You fucked me unconscious! Maybe twice!" She smiled down at her sticky torso, letting a finger trail up a strand of cum.
"You are a glorious sight," I said happily, watching her.
"You could have come inside me," Shawn said, lifting her now sticky finger to taste it speculatively. "I'd have told you long before if it was an issue."
"I didn't want to risk it," I said, then I leered down at her. "And I'll try coming inside you after dinner."
"Oh ho! You are a pretty confident guy, to be so sure that you are going to get laid after a first date!" Shawn laughed. She wiped up a large amount of my offering and popped her fingers into her mouth, obviously confident that she was going to like the taste this time.
I watched as a huge aftershock trembled through her body. She let her head plop back on the pillow, and she sang out, "Oh fuck yeah!" She shook herself one final little bit, and waved me toward her dresser. "Grab me a towel to get some of this off. Third drawer. I don't want to ruin my appetite by eating all this."
I laughed and found a hand towel. "I don't know about you, but I'm starving," I said, handing it to her. "How about Bucca di Beppo?"
"Wow. You are hungry," Shawn chuckled. "But yeah, I could crush some egregiously large servings of pasta right now."
Her phone buzzed in her pants. A spark gleamed in her eye and she stretched spectacularly over the edge of her bed and grabbed it from the pocket. I cocked an eyebrow at her.
She swiped the phone open and laughed silently. She looked at me and whispered, "I knew it. They forgot I'm in this chat." She beckoned me to sit on the bed with her. I did and she wrapped her naked form around me, showing me the phone. There had been a lot of texting recently.
Poppy: Alert! I think I hear an SG incident happening!
Franny: Up here on the third? I hear it too, but how do you know it is him?
Poppy: I've learned his voice.
Stu: I'm going up.
Franny: Don't bother yet. I think they've just started.
Stu: So much the better.
I looked up at the name of the text group. It said SG Incident Response Team. There were nineteen goddamned members. I looked at Shawn, who giggled and shrugged.
Poppy: She is certainly having fun in there.
Yolanda: Shit, I'm across campus. I'll never get there in time.
Tommy: Dinner can wait. I'll be up to listen in a minute.
Danielle: Let us know when they are wrapping up.
Rachel: Who is it? What room?
Rachel was in this fucking group chat?
Franny: I'm right outside the room.
Stu: What room?
At that moment, a new text came through.
Franny:...
There was a long pause.
Franny: Shawn's room.
The chat exploded. Shawn was dying with silent laughter beside me. Her naked body felt fucking amazing as it vibrated against me.
Among the texts were some beauts.
Harry: That lucky son of a bitch.
Tommy: What I wouldn't give to be him right now.
Harry: I am literally running across campus right now, but yeah.
Poppy: Hey you two. Shawn is going to read all your texts later, when she finally checks her phone.
Harry: Fuck.
"You have all sorts of admirers," I teased Shawn.
"Who knew?" she joked. But I was pretty sure that was a speculative look in her eye. I wasn't sure if she was just flattered, or if Harry or Tommy might be in for a surprise one of these days soon.
I nudged her. "We are going to have to untangle our clothes if we want to get anything to eat this evening," I said, plenty loud enough to be heard outside her door.
Sure enough, here came a text.
Franny: If you are coming, hurry up. I hear them talking about getting dressed.
Shawn looked at me. I shrugged. She said she wanted a crowd. She made a squinched up face at me, but giggled. Unfortunately, she also undraped her naked form from mine and leaned down for her clothes.
"Uh uh," I said, very, very quietly. I stood up beside the bed and gently pushed her back to sitting once more on the edge. I kissed her briefly, then sank down to my knees.
"Hey," she said, as I spread her knees with zero resistance. "I thought you just intentionally let them know we were about to leave."
"Who said that?" I grinned. "I was just drawing you an audience."
I leaned in and kissed the cavity on the inside of her knee, drawn taut by her tensed muscles.
"What are you doing, Will?" she asked, not so quietly.
"What I haven't had a chance to do yet," I murmured, also loudly, as I kissed my way up her thigh.
"You are going to make me scream all over again," she warned.
"I certainly hope so," I replied.
I should have taken longer to work up her leg. I really meant to. But I just really, really wanted to bury my face in that damp, fiery nest of curls. She was a heavenly bouquet for the senses though, as I drew near, and I felt myself swoop in. She was obviously sodden down there, and her snatch was still spread open from the vigorous fucking we'd just enjoyed.
I dipped in my tongue.
"Oh man..." she moaned softly, then she moaned it again louder as my tongue trailed upward to let me explore her clit directly for the first time. Her hips instantly bucked against my face, and she hissed, "Fuck yeah...!"
I licked her bud again. And again. I lashed the tip of my tongue back and forth against that hard little button. And each stroke brought another groan or moan of pleasure. I actually had to press down on her hip with one hand to keep her on the edge of the bed. My other hand, meanwhile, slid up between her legs. I extended my two middle fingers and gently, slowly, slid them inside her.
I paused at the first knuckle, and Shawn almost shouted, "Deeper!" at me. I pressed on, curling them forward as I sank them in. And I never let up on the gentle, slow attention to that delicious bud.
And it was indeed delicious. Shawn's flavor and wafting aroma were entrancing, even as they almost numbed my tongue with their tingling essences. And she moaned on, groaning powerfully as I worked her over, seeking every pleasure center I could find. My hand slipped from her hip and tickled at that spot under her hipbone once more.
"Christ! Right fucking there!" she called out loud.
I lifted my head to look at her.
Her eyes genuinely wild, she nevertheless winked at me. "It's only slightly for show," she gasped almost silently. "Just the volume."
She knew people were out there, and she wasn't just living with the fact, she was showing off for them.
As I bent to get back to licking, I realized that I was hard again already. Much as I wanted to stick myself in her right then, I sternly told my cock that it would have to wait until hopefully after dinner.
I was licking her clit with my tongue, probing her depths with one hand, and tickling that hip with the other. I was out of hands.
Looking up again, I growled, "Pinch your nipples for me." I did not keep my voice low.
Shawn laughed in reply, then held my gaze for a moment. Then she slowly grabbed her nipples between her fingers, and pinched. I sucked hard on her clit, tickled her hips furiously, and rubbed my fingertips swiftly across where I was pretty sure her G spot was.
Yup. That all worked.
Shawn's whole body spasmed, as if trying to escape, but escape her own skin, not my attentions. The wordless cries that erupted from her throat were not performances, and she ululated through two distinct waves of ecstasy. Then she collapsed like before, maybe losing consciousness yet again. If so, it was for but an instant. Her head lolled around, then rose blearily to look down at me. "Wow," she said simply and quietly.
"You have no idea hard it is not to just fuck you again right now," I growled happily.
"Please don't," she snorted. "I am absolutely starving." She shook her head. "And why? I've got to look an awful mess."
"You are naked, flushed, splayed out on a bed, orgasmic, and covered in cum," I chortled. "Right now, you are the most fuckable creature on the planet," I added.
Shawn giggled, which only added to her fuckability as her tits jiggled in time with her laughter. She looked down her body and saw that my cock was indeed putting in its vote for delaying dinner some more. (To be clear, I was also too hungry to fuck right then.) She made to sit up, reaching for it, but she just collapsed back in exhaustion. Instead, she lifted one leg languidly and ran her shin up and down against me.
"Sorry," she gasped, still trembling a little. "But I am so hungry..."
"Me too," I said, forcing myself to pull away from her leg's lovely caress. "Let's get dressed for real."
The towel made short work of the actual cum, and then Shawn found a pack of wet-wipes and we both cleaned up our smelliest bits. Shawn finally took off the ruined panties, and grabbed a fresh pair (a far sexier pair, I noticed happily). Then she pulled on her jeans once more and grabbed a fresh Shower Guy tee from her box of extras in the corner. Still no bra.
"You usually wear a bra, I think," I observed as I worked my trousers up my legs. "Why'd you ditch it today?"
"There was some discussion among us before the competition that if you didn't place today, you would both need something to distract you from your grief, not to mention just punishment for dragging us all out to watch you not deliver," Shawn said slyly. "You would have gone in the fountain on the Plaza had you failed us."
"I would not have gone in alone," I assured her grimly.
"I know," her eyes twinkled. "I don't think I was the only girl wearing no bra under a white teeshirt, with that eventuality in mind..."



"Ohhh," I said, holding my head.
"What?"
"Don't make me regret winning!"
We were dressed, such as we were. "I'll go out first," I said, looking at the door.
"You hardly need to distract them from my dubious virtue," Shawn said, a smile playing at her lips. "But I appreciate the sentiment."
"I would say we just hang out in here, until they calm down..." I began.
"But we need food too badly," Shawn finished for me. "Look at the time. Dinner's done in the dining hall, had we been planning on going there!"
I'd never quite courted a crowd like this, and I was not sure what I was going to see when we opened that door...
No time like the present.
I pushed the lever and open the door, stepping quietly into the hall.
It was a big crowd. Fifteen, maybe? They were mostly lounging around, leaning against the corridor walls, but a small knot of four girls and two guys were forming a semi-circle, sitting cross-legged in the middle of the hall floor. There was suddenly a deafening series of hoots and clapping. I heard a, "Wowzers!" from Cassie, where she slouched in her doorway, a few doors down from Shawn.
Suddenly, there was laughter, too.
I looked behind me, only to see Shawn hanging out the doorway. When I had turned my head, she had mussed her hair again deliberately, and she had a comically wild look in her eyes. She let the laughter play for a moment, then straightened up and grinned at the assembled multitude. "You douchenozzles would be pretty embarrassed right now if that hadn't been Will walking out of here," she snorted.
Her taunt was met with a few raspberries here and there, and the crowd mostly began to break up.
"Hi, Tommy," Shawn added, in a bland non sequitur that told everyone in the hall that she had already checker her phone. And told Tommy that he should turn bright red.
"I don't have the faintest idea what all you people are doing sitting around on the floor of a corridor," I said blandly. I've discovered I do bland well. "But Shawn and I are super hungry right now and are going to Bucca di Beppo for dinner. Anyone miss dinner and want to come along? I'm driving and can take three more."
I was just teasing Shawn, in part as payback for flirting with Tommy at this of all times. At least Harry had not made it back to the dorm before we had come out. I did not for one damned second think anyone would be so douchey as to ask to ride with us.
Three goddamned hands went up.
Three hands with nicely manicured, long nailed fingers.
Three hands attached to bodies I was familiar with, naked.
Shawn just said, deadpan, "Cool. Let's go."
A throaty, sexy laugh came from another body that I was familiar with. Mitch and Kate had been in the congregation... To be clear, Yes, I was familiar with how both of them looked naked too, but they were not among the date-crashers.
Unsure what the fuck to do, I rolled with it. A few moments later, I was walking out the side entrance of the dorm toward my car in the parking lot, accompanied by four laughing girls.
"This could get interesting this evening," I muttered to myself.
"You wish," one said.
"Oh, I don't know..." another trailed off in reply.
----------
Here we are at the end of the series. Will has entirely too much fun in his future, but I've run out of ideas that make for good story-telling, and want to move on to the next bunch of cheerful psychopaths whose stories I want to tell. Thank you so much for reading along with this journey.
I know that many of you were looking for a conventional Happy Ever After ending, but the story writes itself sometimes, and this one decided to end without a conventional conclusion. I think it is appropriate for who, what, and where Will is right now. And you should feel free to decide for yourself who, if any of these girls, he will eventually end up with. Maybe it will be Cassie--if their relationship ever extends beyond sex. Maybe it will be Rachel after all--but I don't see Will getting past the Lakers thing. (Though there is that Laker Girl outfit as incentive...) My own money is on Shawn--but not for a good long while. She doesn't seem like she herself is in a place to settle down, any more than is Will. Maybe Georgette? Who's Georgette? I told you, Will has lots of fun in his future. His reputation is still going strong. There's also people like Mindy, Emily, and of course the Twins...
And thank you again for your kind votes, favorites, and follows during this tale. Thank you for those for this chapter! And please check out my other works in Literotica. And as always, I sort of get paid in comments, so...
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This is the longest story I've written here on Literotica. It started out with the image of a single scene on a beach in my mind, and ballooned from there into 51 thousand words of very slow burn, copious assorted naughtiness throughout, and plenty of payoff when we get to it. It's the first story I've written that I consider a romance from start to finish, so make of that what you will.
I meant it to be a Valentine's Day Contest entry, but I just felt it would be too on the nose to set these events on that week. But I am including it as my offering to the Pink Orchid 2023 for Women-Centric Erotica Challenge. This is only my third shot at a female viewpoint character, but I like Daisy, and I hope you will too.
——————
DAY ZERO
"Good morning, sleepy head. It's packing day!" squealed Kimmie, bouncing out of nowhere onto the foot of my bed. "Up and at 'em, girlfriend!" she went on, far too loudly. "We got to pack for our cruise tomorrow. Let's get on with it."
I blearily looked at the clock. "It is eight in the morning, you demon," I groaned. I had been kept out late the night before by Kimmie, along with Adrian and Sophia during our 'Bon Voyage Party', where we did far too many shots in order to toughen up our livers in advance of our seven day, southern Caribbean cruise.
A cruise that I had never been one-hundred percent in favor of.
"Again, why are we going on this trip?" I moaned, pulling my covers up over my head.
"Because," Kimmie replied, yanking my covers off not only my head, but virtually my entire body, "we need a vacation--you most of all!" She paused, looking at my irritably squirming form. "Ohh, that is a very nice nighty. You are bringing that on the cruise, right?"
I looked down at the sleek black teddy that I had worn to sleep the night before, precisely because I was not about to bring it on the cruise. I still didn't know why I had bought the damned thing to begin with. It had an almost thong back that completely exposed my curvy ass, and was damned near sheer everywhere else, except for the most, ah, strategic of locations on the front. My nipples might have been pretty much obscured, but given my tits, the nightie put on a helluva cleavage show, not to mention all the transparent side- and under-boob. I had bought it a while back in a moment of idiocy, while my mind was consumed with pursuing a delicious guy who totally did not work out in any way shape or from, and who most definitely had not ever been allowed to see me in it. That had been four months ago, and I had not so much as met a guy I'd have even considered wearing this thing for since.
"Why would I bring this?" I asked, sitting up in defeat.
"Night three is Pajama Night, remember?"
"You think that I'm going to wear this in public? To dinner?" I snorted, incredulous.
"Well, you can wear a robe over it to dinner," Kimmie said, as if seriously considering it. "But ditch the robe afterward for the pajama party, girl. In that thing, you'll get over your dry spell, no problem."
"I am not in a dry spell," I grumbled, fully aware that I was, in fact, in a dry spell.
"Listen, I know what a dry spell is. You are in one," Kimmie countered. Kimmie would not know what a dry spell was, as I doubted that she had ever had one. She does not have the measurements that I do, but she makes up for it with an incredibly athletic build and an astoundingly slutty behavior pattern.
Yes, I'm calling my best friend and roommate a slut. And she is, in the most adorable way. She likes sex, and likes variety in her men, that is all true. But she knows how to say no, does so often, and most importantly, no man has ever 'used' her. She also knows how to say 'yes', and when she says it, it is usually about fifty times, and at the top of her lungs.
I was lucky not to have been kept up by her affirmative behavior the night before, since my three friends had sworn off men for the evening, and had been too busy plotting our activities on the boat for any of us, even Kimmie, to break the pact.
"I don't suppose that you have made coffee yet?" I groaned.
DAY ONE
The stupidly early flight to San Juan was a nightmare. Kimmie, despite specializing in catting around all night, was one of that most odious of species--a morning person. Back when I had finally caved and agreed go on this extravagant, unnecessary, wildly-expensive trip, I had immediately volunteered to take care of the flight arrangements. I am usually the planner of our bunch, and I realized instantly that I did not want to sit with Kimmie on a six AM flight lasting six hours. I stuck Adrian with her in the row in front of me and Sophia. The two of us tried and failed to get some sleep while Adrian and Kimmie yammered away loudly in front of us.
If I had been a better planner, I'd have put those two on the other side and end of the plane from Sophia and me.
If you have not gotten the gist by now, I am not temperamentally a fan of mornings. This is despite the fact that I am always the first person with my firm at work each morning. I'm only 26, which makes me the youngest and female-est of the execs at the marketing firm I have made my home. I need to work a little harder than everybody else.
"I still can't believe that I let you guys talk me into taking a whole week-long cruise," I groused yet again to Sophia.
"You are just afraid that the people at work will discover that they can survive without you," Sophia scoffed, while sucking at her third coffee like it was her mother's breast.
I decided to change the subject. "Tell me again, does the boat stop at Aruba or Antigua?" I asked.
"Antigua. And tell me again how you, the most organized planner in history, does not even know our itinerary?" Sophia asked tartly. "You have also refused to schedule one shore excursion in advance. And Kimmie said she had to remind you about things like Pajama Night."
"You should have seen what she wanted me to wear to that," I snorted. "And as for the rest... I plan every minute of every day at work. When I do go on vacation, I refuse to plan anything, or I'll turn it into work, too. I'll just hang out with you guys."
"I hope you don't think you are spending all your time with us," Sophia said happily. "I've been between men as long as you have. Kimmie is... well, Kimmie. And Adrian seems ready to move on from Todd."
"Wait. What?" I said, leaning toward Sophia and lowering my voice. This was the first juicy-sounding piece of conversation I'd heard that day, and my brain struggled to come to life. "I hadn't heard they broke up. They just went out Tuesday night, I thought."
"They did go out. Had a nice time too, supposedly," Sophia whispered back. "But Adrian was back in our apartment, alone, before 10:30!"
I considered that. "Yep. If there are any good, available guys on the boat, they better be on their toes."
Adrian, back in college, had once been the slut in our group, back when Kimmie was all shy and conservative our freshman year. But after keeping one boyfriend for more than a semester as a sophomore, Adrian had morphed from get-around-girl to serial monogamist.
I loved the girl to death, she was my oldest friend among our bunch, but she did have the rather unattractive habit of moving on to the next guy, or at least holding auditions, before telling the last guy that his services were no longer needed...
"Well, I don't know about you," I said firmly, "but I'm feeling past my expiration date on short-term flings. I'm not on this cruise for a whirlwind, slam-bang-thank-you-ma'am hookup at sea."
"Uh huh," Sophia said. "So you've given up on banging Chris Hemsworth and are want to be a one man girl now."
I giggled at that. I couldn't help it. "If any of the Chrises are on this boat, or any of the Hemsworths for that matter, y'all bitches better stand back out of my way. Some opportunities must not be missed. But other than superheroes, I'm not fishing for things I can't keep anymore."
"You'd muscle the rest of us out?" Sophia cried, holding her chest as if shot. "We are your friends! Hoes before bros, right?"
"Absolutely," I retorted. "But Hemsworths before Hoes," I added firmly.
"So selfish," Sophia teased. "But as for men who will actually be on this voyage, you can abstain all you want. I'm in the mood for some catch and release."
I shook my head. It was a good thing I had done one thing in advance, and bought the unlimited drink package. Otherwise this would have been going to be an awful week.
*
The cruise terminal in San Juan was a gigantic, concrete barn of a building, where we all ended up in long, snaking lines for check-in. It was like TSA from Hell. Sophia and Kimmie spent their time in line nattering on about Emily in Paris, a Netflix rom-com serial. I stayed out of their conversation because I famously hate rom-coms... and because I binge every season of Emily in Paris the evening it comes out. It is a show about a young, female marketing executive like me, after all. If I had let them know I knew about the show at all, I'd have probably ended up spoiling something big to them in my enthusiasm. They were not even all the way through Season One, and had no idea what was coming. I needed to keep my mouth shut and not ruin anything.
I let my eyes wander, and noticed several things. I had known this was a 21 and older cruise, but beyond the fact that there would be no kids, no other implications had really registered for me. It hadn't seemed like it would matter much. The only other cruise I had ever been on was a voyage to Alaska with my parents when I was nineteen, and that passenger list had already been practically geriatric anyway. Not only were there no kids anywhere in this gigantic crowd, but the number of old people was maybe a fifth of the number I had expected for a cruise. Most of us in line were in our twenties, thirties, and forties, with a few fifties. Geezers were few and far between. Not only that, but this crowd seemed to mostly be groups of people, rather than couples. This was going to be a party boat, I realized forlornly. Visions of quiet deck chairs and my book flickered and dimmed.
The appearances of the passengers, and their voices, also revealed that we were going to be on a voyage with a lot of, maybe mostly, foreigners. I had been dimly aware that this was an Italian cruise line, but it had not registered on me that it was a line that marketed primarily to Europeans. My professional mind tried to spool up with ideas and speculation on how marketing such a product would be different, but I banished the work thoughts and kept my mind blank.
And then there was one guy who caught my eye. He was standing clearly by himself in the line, which was fairly unique, and he was more than a little hot, which was wonderful but also surprisingly not unique. There were more good-looking people in this line than I had almost ever seen in a single place before. But this one guy was special, at least to my eye. He had gloriously wavy brown hair with blonde natural highlights and striking eyes that looked blue from this distance.
As the line snaked on, he would drop out of sight, then come back into view, and I found myself marking our progress by my sightings of him. He had to be close to my age, in his twenties certainly. He was taller than almost everyone around him, and while he wore a loose-fitting Hollister teeshirt, he clearly was fit and nicely muscular. I don't go for guys who are jacked or ripped, but I do like to have the idea that a man can pick me up and carry me safely out of any kind of...
Listen to me, fantasizing about some rando in a line from Hell.
And shit, he nearly caught me looking at him. I used my trick of not looking away, but focusing instead on something way beyond him. After I finished 'scanning the back of the line', I looked away. When the line should have brought him into sight again, I couldn't help but look his way.
And he was definitely staring right at me. I was caught dead to rights this time. He actually flushed and looked away. So did I, blushing furiously.
Great. The first really good-looking guy I see on this trip, and I creep him out, acting like a stalker.
"What is your malfunction, Daisy?" Kimmie asked me, noticing my flustered nature.
"Nothing," I muttered. Then I admitted, "A guy just caught me looking at him."
"A guy? Where? Which one?" Kimmie asked excitedly. The nimrod went full prairie dog, sticking her head up high and staring around in what I viewed as the most embarrassing possible direction.
Never go full prairie dog, you horrible friend. I elbowed her in the ribs, and she hunched down with an, "Oof."
The only good thing about the whole episode was that it forced me to pull my head out of the dude-filled clouds and actually engage with my friends. I needed to keep Kimmie from embarrassing me any further.
And I found that I kind of wanted her to be thinking about things other than that particular guy. He was my find--mine to mack on from afar, and I didn't want to share.
Wow. I really needed to put in a bit more work on my social calendar when I got home to Dallas...
We got to the front of the line, checked in, and walked out toward the boat. It felt like a weight lifted from me as we approached the gangplank. I could shut off my planning brain for seven days, lie in the sun, drink, and go with the flow. Maybe I wouldn't resent my friends the whole time after all...
I got my first real look at our boat as we left the check-in building and headed up the long, dusty ramp to the embarkation level. Our ride was smaller than most of the other boats in the cruise harbor, but I realized I really liked its look. It was white with long, bright, red lines painted on it that almost felt like racing stripes, especially with the more rakishly sleek lines it had, as opposed to the big, fat, mega-liners that surrounded it in port.
"It looks a lot smaller than the others," I observed, as we walked across the tarmac.
"It is, dummy," Sophia said merrily. "There are only, like, 2,000 passengers. What does the company call The Wanderer, Adrian, a 'Luxury Mega-Yacht'?"
"You know it! 2,150 adult passengers, out to have fun, and a thousand crew to make it happen."
And this was a 'small' boat. I shook my head, then looked back at our ride with a smile.
I was more than happy to go all girly-girl for the mandatory embarkation photo with my friends, and after the giggling process, I actually found myself actually looking forward to being on this trip, possibly for the first time.
By the time we got on board, our cabins were ready, but our luggage was still likely hours away from being delivered. We split up to check out our rooms, drop off our carry-ons, and touch up our makeup. Kimmie's and my cabin was on the uppermost of the non-suite decks, and toward the stern. Sophia and Adrian had chosen an interior cabin a few decks down, with a wide window that looked down over the big, interior shopping and restaurant plaza inside the ship. They wanted the view of all the parties.
Their interior cabin was also nearly a thousand bucks less for each of them. Kimmie had wanted the two of us to book a suite. I had told her, repeatedly, that I did not want to show up our friends with how we could afford it (a junior one at least), when they sure as hell could not. Both Sophia and Adrian had nice jobs in the petroleum industry, with excellent benefits and good advancement prospects, but meager current pay. Personally, I was doing very well, with a recent year-end bonus in my bank account that had merely been dented by this trip.
Kimmie was the top earner among us, I was sure.
She sold Porsches. And she was a 26 year-old hardbody, with fabulously blended Asian and Norwegian features, and a flirty attitude. Thus, she sold a shitload of Porsches... all without actually sleeping with any customers. (Except for that one. No one blamed her for that one.) I loved Kimmie to death, but I swear, if she took a fall into an open septic tank, she'd pop to the surface clutching a lost heirloom diamond ring.
Some bar, we had not decided which one yet, was calling, so the two of us set about freshening up quickly.
I tossed off my travel blouse, which was wrinkled and probably smelly from the flight, swabbed my pits, put on some fresh scent and shrugged into the clean, sleeveless top I had packed for the first afternoon in my backpack. Sixty seconds in the mirror, and I was ready to go. Then I went out onto the balcony and looked out over San Juan harbor while I waited for Kimmie to get her tight, little, slow-poke ass in gear.
I smiled ruefully as I remembered that my friend in turn had her grumps about me. One of the chief ones is that I need very little work to get my face in shape to go to work, or even to go out. I have led, even in high school, a largely zit-free life, and I tan easily, quickly, and evenly, even through sunscreen. My eyebrows are dark (they do need to be trimmed... a lot), and my lashes full. It is a rare event, when I want to really doll up, that I actually use base, or even mascara. I usually just go with an eyeliner pencil and a touch of lipgloss unless I really want to be extravagant.
I wasn't feeling extravagant that afternoon. I was on this vacation to depressurize, read, drink, and have fun with my friends... while watching them make fools of themselves with the male passengers. They could waste their own time on perfecting their looks.
Kimmie, as I said, is a knockout. But while she never comes close to laying it on with a trowel, she does spend ages doing her face.
"Come on, girl!" I called from the balcony back into the room. I had exhausted the charms of the other cruise ships and the industrial port that made up our current, pre-departure view. "There is a Bloody Mary with my name on it somewhere on this ship, and I want to find it."
My phone buzzed. We could still text easily in port. "Come on, Kimmie," I pestered her for the third time, seeing a hand extend itself from the cramped bathroom's door and flip me the bird in reply. "Even Adrian is done up before you," I added. "They already have a table up in some place called the Eagle's Nest on deck twelve, so we can watch the boat cast off."
"Cool your jets, girl," Kimmie called. "I'm ready."
I got up and returned to the cabin, eyes adjusting to the relative darkness of the interior. Kimmie had, of course, changed every stitch of clothing from the flight. She had on a low-waisted pair of jeans shorts, raggedly cut off extremely high to show off acres of lightly dusky, toned legs. Up top, she had on a very tight, white, cotton tank top that exposed a few inches of toned, nearly washboard stomach, along with a large amount of the bright green bra she sported beneath. There was plenty of cleavage too.
"On the prowl already?" I asked, as we climbed the aft stairs to deck twelve. No elevators had been one of our pre-cruise resolutions, to combat all the food and drink we planned to slam. Also, even modest little old me likes the way I look on stairs, whether from behind me, looking up, or above me, looking down... "I thought we are going to be a foursome for the first night."
"No guys tonight," Kimmie agreed firmly. "And this little outfit? It's just something I threw on."
I snorted.
"And maybe it will lay some marketing groundwork for the rest of the cruise," she giggled. I giggled with her. She was incorrigible.
The Eagle's Nest was a huge bar with a panoramic view aft of the boat. Deck twelve was a small level that stood atop the aft structure of the ship. There only other thing up there on that deck was an escape room, just forward of the bar.



"We should try the escape room," I said excitedly, after my first long sip of Bloody Mary. Adrian and Sophia had gotten us a great table, right by the glass.
The three of them looked at each other. "Have you not listened to anything about this trip over the last three months?" Adrian shot back. "We booked a sesh back in March for all four of us, later on in the cruise."
I frowned at her. "I don't like to plan..." I began to refrain.
The three of them cut me off. "'...when I'm on vacation,'" they finished for me in unison. I drank more Bloody Mary to hide my smile.
After a few minutes, Adrian frowned as she looked out the window intently, then at her watch. "Aren't we supposed to have cast off by now?" she asked in a mildly puzzled tone.
We all looked out more carefully, and there was indeed no activity on the ship's deck, nor dockside around the giant ropes that held us still firmly to the pier.
As if on cue, there was a paging tone over hidden speakers, and an insanely sexy, Italian-accented, male voice spoke. "Good afternoon, ladies and gentlemen, this is your Captain, Captain Giuseppe speaking. Welcome to the Wanderer. The crew and I look forward to our week with you all," he said in his deep but lilting voice. "Many of you will have noticed that we have not yet cast off. I wish to tell you that we will not do so for several more hours yet. As some of you know, there is a terrible late spring storm battering the northeastern United States, and air travel today has beenun incubo... a nightmare."
The four of us looked at each other smugly. Departure from DFW had been smooth sailing for us, though there were lots of delayed or cancelled flights for domestic travelers.
"Many of our American guests' flights have been delayed, or even tragically cancelled. Our shore office has been monitoring those passengers. There was brief window where the New York and Philadelphia airports reopened, but that quickly passed. Still, there are still three flights that made it into the air with a number of your fellow voyagers on them, and we shall wait to welcome them aboard. Alas, many others will not reach us in time. We have a long sail before our first port of call in Barbados, and must depart as soon as possible."
"For those of you wanting to observe our departure, I will make another announcement when we are thirty minutes from that happy event. In the meantime, all other scheduled dining and activities aboard will remain as planned. Thank you all. Perhaps, since I have to drive," he added, his smile audible in his voice, "you could raise a toast on my behalf to your three hundred or so American friends who will have to enjoy the Wanderer's pleasures on a future cruise." There was another paging tone, and that voice was gone.
We looked at each other and shrugged. No skin off our noses. We raised our glasses. "Sucks to be a yankee," I observed. We drank to hapless travelers spending their April in snowbound Newark Airport.
"Okay," Adrian said, dismissing the people that would not make the cruise. "To more important stuff. Does that Captain Giuseppe have the sexiest voice, or what?"
We all grimaced in agreement.
"I wonder what it would take to do the captain of a cruise ship?" Kimmie wondered. The rest of us squawked in scandalized giggles.
"You realize that he is probably 60, with a potbelly, and a wife on board?" I scoffed.
"So?" Kimmie asked. Jesus, this trip had her horny. "Daisy, don't tell me there is no way you wouldn't do him anyway, just to hear that voice tell you how wonderful you make him feel."
"Not if there is a wife, on-board or otherwise!" I said, aghast.
"So you do have circumstances where you'd do him," Adrian observed in amusement. "Well girls, we have found Miss I'm Not Interested In Men On This Cruise's breaking point. She will begrudgingly settle for fucking the Captain of the whole ship!"
We all started to giggle, then gasped and fell silent as we realized that our cocktail server had chosen that exact moment to appear at our table, almost certainly overhearing that last sentence. We looked at her in ill-concealed horror and she just blandly handed out our next round.
Last, she bent down over the table to hand me my second Bloody, and looked me in the eye. "Been there, done that," the cute little Indian girl whispered. "Worth it..." Then she was gone.
It doesn't matter whether what she said was remotely true or not, in any way. I could physically see her eventual tips from each of us doubling at that very moment.
I endured a nice patch of ribbing from the others for a bit, before we moved on to other matters. It turned out that most of the crowd in the Eagle's nest was on the mature side for this passenger manifest. And all joking about the Captain aside, none of us were really that into older men. We put the drinks on our unlimited drink passes, and handsomely tipped our ever bland-faced server, then took the remainder of our drinks down two levels to the main pool deck. It was crowded with many of the passengers our age, and it was quite the party, with a steel drum band and a moderately talented singer.
We finished our drinks expeditiously and then spent the next hour with our shoes off, grooving to the music and standing in the pool, almost fifty percent of which was only just more than ankle deep. From my cruise to Alaska, I knew that the water would slosh around here once we put to sea, and this would be a great place to relax and just lie back, letting the water splash over me then drain away. It had been fun to do it in Alaska, though weird with the chilly air. Here in the heat, it would be awesome.
I looked around at the crowd, surveying the people around us. There was an extraordinary number of people our age, or near abouts. I kept on looking some more, but didn't see what I was looking for.
I imagined lying here in this shallow terrace, in the sun, with the water swirling around from the movement of the ship, in my black bikini, or maybe even the red one... I really was not on this trip to pick up guys, but what girl doesn't enjoy some respectfully hungry looks? I'd get them in the black one for sure, no need to go for the red one with all the strings. I didn't even know why I had brought that one.
I kept looking, but I never saw that guy from the line. What was his deal anyway...?
I shook my head. I didn't need any specific guys, or any random guys for that matter, to worry about. Still, I did not mind some nice, bare, masculine torsos, or tight, manly butts to check out as I relaxed. I wasn't in the market, but I wasn't dead. And there were plenty of guys already soaking in the sun now, before we even left the dock.
I nudged Sophia and subtly pointed out to her one African-American (African-European?) guy who was shorter than me, but who clearly lived at the gym.
"Already seen," Sophia murmured, but happily took another look. He was a dish, and from her expression, my friend might try taking a bite. Had I not moved on in my life from hook-up situations, I might have taken a nibble on that one myself.
The good thing about being not on the prowl, but not in a relationship either, was that I could mack on as many dudes as I wanted, guilt free. And I had to admit, Sophia had picked out a cruise with more than ample macking opportunities.
I continued to scan the crowd, not sure how to place my nagging frustration. After a bottle of water and a frozen strawberry daiquiri, I was grooving to the music when the all-aboard whistle blew, and we heard the captain (Christ, that voice!) tell us that the last passengers the ship could afford to wait for had arrived dockside, and we would soon be departing.
We consulted our watches, and realized that we ought to go change for dinner. The sun was getting low, and our dining time would be coming up soon. It had been decided in my absence, but with my hearty approval, to stick with the traditional main dining room for our dinners together. It was included after all, and none of us, even Kimmie, was made of money. My three friends all clearly hoped to miss out on a few nights of course, if some guy or other asked one of them to one of the small, specialty dining restaurants.
That would be fine with me. Even if they all got a date on the same evening, I'd eat alone, and order all their desserts for myself.
I changed to a fresh sundress, since our luggage had appeared, but Kimmie just put on regular jeans and kept her 'look at my tits' top on. The first night was a casual evening, after all.
Our seating was assigned, and as we entered the huge, beautiful dining room, we were shown to our table. As we approached, I was stunned to see my guy from the line, sitting at a table just three away from ours.
Almost without thinking, I quickened my steps and got to the table first, seating myself facing directly toward him. I blushed when I realized I'd done it. But I didn't move...
Moments after we were seated at our table for eight, our dining companions for the week arrived. They were two couples, maybe ten years older than us, and all four attractive enough that I winced about whether Kimmie could keep her flirtiness under control and not piss off the wives over the course of the week.
Turns out, they were French. I knew instantly that they were not from Paris because, well, none of them were ginormous dickweeds. I found out over the course of dinner that I was right. They were wine distributors from Provence. The only problem with having them for table companions was that they were super intimidating with their wine knowledge, and condescendingly viewed Adrian and myself astrés amusant because of our preference for cocktails over the grape with dinner.
But they were still very cool, and I looked forward to dining with them for the week. And the French thing was a blessing, since Kimmie really could not retrain herself from flirting. Being French, both guys flirted back just as hard with her and, well, with all of us. The wives just smiled at us like we were adorable kittens whenever it went on.
But goddamn it, I kept checking out of the conversation. That guy was sitting over there at his table, chatting happily with his obviously European table-mates, and ignoring the three empty seats at his table. Had those people missed the boat? Was that why he was alone?
Would he like someone to sit at his table with him?
I shook my head and returned my gaze to my own friends and table companions. I really needed to get back out there on the social scene when we got home to Dallas. I was waiting for relationship material, but the wait was getting long, and my body was signaling its impatience.
*
It was nearly ten by the time we finished dinner and all left the dining hall. Our new French friends left with the women hanging more than a little suggestively on their men. They headed straight for the elevators, and asses were being massaged right out in the open as they walked away.
"Looks like there is more than dessert on the menu tonight," Sophia snickered.
"I think it is sweet, seeing married people acting that horny," Adrian said firmly.
"Maybe the wives were just laying their claims all over again," I snarked. "I thought Antoine was going to stick his tongue down Kimmie's throat a couple of times during dinner."
"I think I'd have let him..." Kimmie drawled, almost to herself.
"In front of his wife?" I snorted. Even Kimmie would not go there, and we all knew it.
"Oh, like you wouldn't do Antoine in a heartbeat," Kimmie retorted, almost contemptuously.
I looked at her. Adrian and Sophia were looking at me a little challengingly. It was time to remind them, and myself, that whatever my intentions, I was not becoming a prude.
"I'd actually prefer Etienne," I said loftily. That got a snort or two. "But yeah, were I of a mind, I'd fuck either one of them... in the right circumstances--which are not on board a boat for seven days... with their wives!" I glared at Kimmie in particular.
"Easy there, Sheriff," Kimmie laughed. "I'm guessing there are three hundred doable single guys on this cruise, I think I can hold off on the married ones."
"I don't know," mused Sophia as we walked through the casino. "I'm with you on Etienne, Daisy. And how cool would it be to be a frenchman's mistress?" she asked dreamily.
Sophia was watching way too much Emily in Paris. Or rather, she hadn't watched enough of it yet...
What functioned as the main deck of the ship was one flight of stairs up from the casino and dining room. It held in its core a huge atrium plaza with several expensive specialty restaurants, a few super cool bars, and lots of interesting European brandname stores. To either side, and running upward for several decks, were stateroom windows that overlooked. Sophia and Adrian pointed out theirs. It did look like it had a good view of all the festivities down here.
And there were a lot of festivities going on. There was a four piece jazz band playing in an ornate gazebo in the center of the plaza, with a sexy male singer belting out Sinatra and Bublé tunes. It was crowded with people, mostly the younger part of the passenger manifest, but plenty of forty-somethings were getting their groove on too.
The four of us shouldered our way through the crowd to where the dancing was thickest and started getting down a little ourselves. Mostly we danced in a square together, but get enough booze in Kimmie and she decides she wants to show off her six months of Arthur Murray classes from three years ago, thus she and I had to do some turns at The Hustle and Cha-Cha together. We always break it off pretty quickly because we both want to lead.
But no No Guys The First Night pact survives contact with the enemy. Soon one or another of my friends were getting peeled away to dance with some guy or another, rejoining us after a song or two. As the hour progressed, our core group went from averaging all four of us together, to three, to usually only two.
Even I found myself dancing with a fairly plain-looking guy who nevertheless could dance up a storm. He didn't ask or anything, we just sort of were dancing all of a sudden. I found myself really enjoying the next two songs, but when a slower number came next, I smiled and dashed the dreams I had seen forming in his eyes by returning to Sophia and Adrian. Kimmie was still off, temporarily breaking the pact.
But at last, the inevitable happened, I found myself alone in the middle of the dance floor, dancing with myself. Or rather, I was dancing with about a half-dozen guys nearby, while trying to make sure I didn't dance with any of them specifically. I like dancing. I like it a lot. But it kind of makes me horny, and I did not see any of the guys around me as horniness material.
If I had been in the market to scratch that itch in the first place.
My buddies would return eventually, I knew. Even Kimmie... probably. But I was done. Dancing and holding back did not easily go hand in hand for me.
I slipped from the crowd and made my way to the aft stairs. It was seven flights up to deck twelve and a return visit to the Eagle's Nest bar. My legs were feeling it by the time I got to the top, which was the point of taking the stairs, right?
As I had hoped, the Eagle's Nest was full but not crowded, and had a chill vibe late at night. There was no live music, just background tracks on the PA, though I did see that there was a stage. I assumed that there would be live entertainment up here on some days or nights.
I made my way through the room filled with mostly older passengers, mostly couples, and spied an open seat at the bar. I pounced on it and slid into place. The handsome older Chinese bartender saw me approaching and was asking me for my order before I even got my ass fully situated.
Premium Drink Package, right? I asked for a Russell's Reserve Single Barrel Rye Manhattan. The bartender smiled and turned to his station. I looked around.
As I turned to my right, the man sitting there idly turned to return my gaze.
It was Line Guy.
"Oh, hi," we both blurted out.
Shit. I had just told him I recognized him. That was tantamount to admitting that I was staring at him all that time in line. Had he seen me staring at him during dinner too? Shit.
"Hey, listen," he said swiftly. Even his voice had that certain something about it. "About the embarkation line..."
"Oh, geez," I interrupted, blushing again, I was sure. Hopefully the low lighting would hide it. "I'm sorry..."
"No," he interrupted back. "I'm sorry. I shouldn't have been staring. But I was alone in the line and my eyes just naturally fixated. I didn't mean to be rude."
He had been staring at me too? So I had gotten away with staring at him? Oh, thank God. This could have been embarrassing. But I hated for him to feel bad. He seemed alone on this boat and that had to suck.
"Oh, you couldn't have been staring at me all that much," I reassured him. "Most of the times I looked at you, you weren't looking at me."
What. The Fuck. Did I just say?
"I... I mean... you kind of stood out in that crowd, being all by yourself," I stumbled on.
His eyes had widened when I admitted staring at him, but now he smiled wryly. "Yeah."
I actually caught myself in time not to say the next words loaded up for delivery on my lips. Then I said them anyway. "But what made you stare at me?"
He definitely blushed at that. I hoped it distracted him from my own deepening flush. "Uh..." he hesitated, then he grinned and straightened his spine a little. "Sometimes a guy just fixates on a pretty girl?"
My Manhattan arrived, rescuing me from directly addressing that reply. I practically snatched at it, and took a delicious sip. He backed off his body language and took a long pull on his draft beer.
I could not help but re-engage though. This was too good an opportunity to satisfy my curiosity about this guy, so I could move on and enjoy my vacation without fucking thinking about him all the time.
"So, are you really on a cruise all by yourself?" I asked quickly.
He grimaced. "Apparently so. It was not the plan, in so many ways."
"Those three empty seats at your table?" I asked softly. "Did they miss their flight, with the storm and all?"
"You saw me at dinner tonight?" he asked, derailed by the revelation.
And... I was busted again. Worse, this time he wasn't busted along with me.
"You are just three tables away from me," I said sheepishly. "You were right in my line of sight, and the three empty seats stood out."
"There were lots of tables with empty seats."
"Yeah, but yours were right in my line of sight," I repeated. And those seats were right next to you...
He stared at me, grinning. "My name's Dale," he said, extending his hand.
"Daisy," I replied casually. We shared a friendly, businesslike handshake.
I took a drink and gathered my thoughts.
Looking for a safe topic of conversation, I asked, "So tell me about the empty seats. Your buddies get caught in the weather?"
"My parents are still in Buffalo, I assume," he said with a sad, but not heartbroken smile.
"Parents?" I asked, with a raised eyebrow. He still went on vacation with his parents?
He grinned, apparently hearing my unspoken challenge. "Paying for a cruise is an excellent way to convince your 27 year-old son to spend a week's vacation where he can't get away."
"Amazing," I said, around another sip. "You paid a weather witch to shut down the entire northeast, just to foil your mom's plot to fuss over you for seven uninterrupted days?"
"There is no level I won't stoop to," he replied, enjoying his beer in turn.
That was it. He lived in New York of all places. At least now I knew for sure that he'd be the sort of dead-end fling I was specifically avoiding on this trip. I could relax around him now.



"And the third seat? Sister? Or brother?" I asked with a much more relaxed smile.
"The girl couldn't make it either," he said, his voice suddenly flat.
Oh.
Oh!
'The girl' was clearly not a sister. And she had gotten blocked by the snow, too. The kind of girl you brought along on a long cruise with your parents.
I was suddenly unhappy, and I couldn't figure if I was jealous or competitive. Neither were appropriate.
And speaking of inappropriate, he had a serious girlfriend who was kept away from him for the week, and the first night of the cruise, he is sitting at a bar, flirting with me!
He was flirting with me, right? Oh shit. Maybe I was flirting with him, and he was just being polite?
And if he was just being polite, what did that say about me and my skills? My attractiveness?
Or maybe I was just some cheap whore, hitting on a spoken for man...
He waved for another beer.
Or maybe we were two grown-ass adults... just strangers having a casual conversation over a drink in a bar while traveling. That thought relaxed me thoroughly.
We ended up talking about desserts, of all things. We started out by expressing our disappointment in the offerings that evening at dinner (though we had both eaten all of ours), then branched off into Dessert Theory, if that is a field of academic pursuit, and found common ground in the belief that while sugar is the universal ingredient, bacon is the secret to great, truly great, sweet endings.
Then, we both simultaneously yawned right in each others' faces. We giggled, and I remembered that I had had to wake up early enough for a six AM flight. Dale's flight had been at the luxuriously late hour of 7:10.
"It's been a slice, but I have to hit the hay," Dale said, covering a second yawn with the back of his hand. "It's been fun talking to you. Thanks for keeping a single traveler company."
"You'll have fun this week regardless," I reassured him. "And thanks for keeping me from drinking alone. I just hope that my roommate hasn't locked me out of our cabin."
"Heavy sleeper?"
"If Kimmie has locked me out, it won't be because she is sleeping," I chortled.
"Really?" Dale said slyly. "Perhaps I should meet this Kimmie."
"Ha! Maybe," I shot back as he rose from his bar stool. Over my dead body, I found myself adding silently while I could not help but watch him walk away. That was a nice ass.
I shook my head at myself for about the umpteenth time this trip already. If Kimmie found him on her own, they were welcome to each other, right? Or any of my friends. But for my own part, I was not catting around on this cruise.
I got back to the cabin, where I found to my surprise that Kimmie had returned first, and alone.
"Well, look what the cat dragged in," she said from her bed.
"You are back already?" I asked as I slid my sundress off my shoulders and started to remove what little makeup I was wearing.
"No guys first night, remember?" Kimmie said cheerily. "Or did you forget that? Where have you been, girl?"
"After you guys all abandoned me on the dance floor, for guys I might add, I wandered back up to the Eagle's Nest for a nightcap," I replied haughtily.
"The geezer bar where we drank first? Why?"
"It was quiet, if a little crowded. I was in a mood for some chill."
"You were chilling for a while," Kimmie said, snuggling down under her covers.
"I ended up in a conversation about baking and desserts with the guy on the next stool," I said, looking through the closet for my nightgown. "We were both unimpressed with the ship's offerings in the dining room."
"Oh ho," she murmured into her pillow. "So you were out later than the rest of us, with a guy!"
"I was out late discussing bacon in desserts," I said, quellingly. "And it was just that guy I had seen by himself in line when we boarded."
"Wait," Kimmie said, sitting bolt upright in her bed. In contrast to my soft cotton nightgown with its pale blue flowers, Kimmie sleeps naked, even when she sleeps alone. Her bouncy tits popped free and I swear I could see her nipples getting hard right there. "You went out and tracked down Line Guy? How good-looking is this man?"
I rolled my eyes and went into the bathroom. "He looks fine. Get real, Kim," I said around my toothbrush. "He just happened to be sitting on a stool next to the only empty seat at the bar." I spat out and rinsed.
I turned out the light as I left the bathroom, my ego not needing to see any more of Kimmie's hotrod bod that evening. I felt my way to my bed.
"Uh huh," Kimmie laughed as I heard her snuggle down once more in the darkness. "Well, if you just happen to 'run into' this guy again, like, say, back here in this cabin, give me a heads up if you can."
I flipped her the bird idly, then realized that was a futile gesture in the dark. I think she heard it anyway, because she laughed.
"And if you 'run into him' for too long, be warned," she teased. "I may go ahead and come in to watch."
"Yeah, like I'd put up with you sitting there watching!" I scoffed. It took me a second to register, then shake my head at the fact that I had denied the idea of her watching, not the idea of having the guy in here with me. Was I getting that generally horny after one day on this boat?
"Okay, fine," Kimmie said slyly. "I'll join in, if you insist..."
From the sound of it, I tagged her perfectly with the pillow I swung at her in the dark. I yanked it back and we both giggled in the dark before settling in to sleep.
For just a second, I found my mind actually picturing having Kimmie crawl into bed with me and some faceless guy. And I wasn't completely shying away from the image! I really was getting that horny, apparently.
But she wasn't going to be getting in any beds with me and Dale.
Because Dale wasn't going to be in any beds with me, right?
DAY TWO
Our first full day of the cruise would be spent at sea, as the boat sailed fast to reach Barbados by the morning of day three. The weather was spectacular, with blue skies and warm air. The only breeze was supplied by the steady nineteen knots of our passage through the blue Caribbean waters.
The four of us met up for breakfast at the buffet. Over eggs and bacon, Adrian and Sophia regaled me with tales of all the handsome guys they met the night before, which were worth being pursued by, and which were worth being pursued by until they caught them. I shook my head at all their increasingly raunchy chatter.
"So far my favorite from last night was Jimmy," Adrian said. "The blonde guy with the soul patch," she added in response to Kimmie's inquiring look.
"Isn't he kind of short for your tastes?" my roommate asked.
"Yeah," Adrian shrugged. "But I kind of got hung up watching his tongue licking on an ice cream cone, though. That monster looked like one helluva fun ride."
Even I squealed in deliciously scandalized laughter. Then, I couldn't help myself, asking what we all had pretty much assumed by now. "So Todd is officially in the rearview mirror?"
Adrian winced a little, then shrugged. "Not officially, but... Hey! What happens in the Caribbean, stays in the Caribbean, right?"
"What has made you decide to be such a hall monitor on this vacation, Daisy?" Sophia asked, more curious than irritated.
But a little irritated.
"I'm not a hall monitor," I protested. "You guys can do what and who you want, and I'll enjoy seeing and hearing about it. I'm just not in the hookup market anymore myself, so random dudes on a cruise I'll never see again are not interesting to me."
Just then, Captain Giuseppe and his interesting voice came on over the PA to congratulate us all on our wisdom in choosing the Wanderer for our cruise, and this week in particular, as the weather was going to be the best he had seen all season. He had a few more words about activities on this, the first of separate two days at sea during our cruise, then with a dong of a bell, he signed off.
We all looked at each other for a few moments.
That voice. That rich, lightly accented, deep, sexy voice...
"But if the Captain were available..." Kimmie teased me.
I actually found myself shivering a little. "Yeah," I smirked, leaning forward. "I haven't even seen him, but I'd suck his cock so hard, just to hear that voice say thank you..."
More gales of laughter. As jokes went, it was weak, but it was dirty. And I mostly just wanted to reassure my friends that even if I wasn't currently in the market myself, I still was a big fan of sex.
"But," I went on with an exaggeratedly mournful sigh, "since the Captain is still probably married, possibly fat, certainly old, and inevitably contractually obligated not to avail himself of any of us passengers, I shall just continue with my plan of enjoying myself, drinking small amounts throughout morning, noon, and night, and following along with you guys. What are our plans today, oh cruise director?" I asked Sophia, who had taken lead on most planning for this vacation, including selecting this excellent boat.
"Sunbathing, and maybe lunch, on the Top Deck," she replied promptly. Kimmie smirked and agreed happily.
"The top deck? I thought the Eagle's Nest bar was on the highest deck. There isn't anywhere to sun up there," I said curiously.
"The Top Deck is forward, not aft," said Sophia, showing off her nautical lingo. "It's a smaller open deck, um, exposed to the sky."
"I figured that you guys would have boy hunting on your itinerary," I smirked.
"Oh, I am sure there will be men," Kimmie smirked right back.
"Speaking of sun, lunch, and especially men, let's get on with the day," Adrian chimed in. "I say we go back to our cabins, suit up, and meet in the Porthole Pub forward. We can do a shot, then go on up once we are together."
Back in our cabin, Kimmie was stripped naked in a flash, then her progress ground to a halt as she tried to select a swimsuit. She was standing there, holding a gold lamé bikini bottom that seemed too small to be decent, and a white one that seemed possibly even smaller. Either would look amazing in contrast with her exotic skin tone.
I ignored my naked roommate and examined my own options. "How did I let you guys talk me into this Bikinis-Only Policy?" I groused.
"Because you know you look hot in them?" Kimmie asked idly, still trying to decide.
I rolled my eyes.
I want to be clear. I love bikinis, and love how sexy they make me feel, so I had readily agreed to the policy when we first booked the cruise. But since then, I had purchased a sling-type one-piece that was way hotter on me that any of my bikinis, and I was still bent that Kimmie had actually hidden the damned thing to keep me from packing it.
So I had brought three bikinis, and I instantly chose the blue one. It was the most conservative, and I figured that would piss off Kimmie. The bottom was high waisted and low cut around the thighs, and looked more like a pair of 40s or 50s pin-up shorts than bathing suit bottoms. The top was generously cut as well, but I will admit it still showed plenty of cleavage. Pretty much any bikini top has lots of cleavage on me.
Instead of being put out, and trying to get me to go with one of my racier choices, Kimmie just shrugged at my choice. "Which one?" she asked me plaintively, holding out her options.
"Gold," I said exasperatedly. "Now suit up. I want a drink and some time in the sun with my book."
"Thanks," Kimmie said, shimmying into her suit. "And I hope the book is at least smutty."
"Filthy-minded wench," I growled at her. Then after a beat, I showed her the cover. The heroine, whose bigger tits than mine were falling out of her dress, swooned in a field at the feet of a shirtless man with six-pack abs and pecs that cast their own shadow.
"Busted," crowed Kimmie, settling her own tits securely into the gold top. "But don't get too hung up on that, and forget to look around at your fellow passengers."
I looked at her sternly for a moment, then let out a sheepish grin. "Don't worry, girlfriend. I may not be buying, but I promise I'll do my share of window shopping."
We grabbed our pool bags, threw on some cover-ups over our suits, and headed along the passageway and down to the deck with the Porthole Pub. It was a nautically-themed space with lots of old-style mahogany paneling, and ropes and pulleys everywhere. We sat down to wait, and Kimmie ran her hand along one thick rope right by her head, of course making a bondage joke. I snorted at her and we giggled.
To my knowledge, Kimmie had never actually tried bondage, for all her active lifestyle and smutty mind. I doubted she ever would.
I was the one with that little secret in my past experience. The first guy who I'd tried bondage with, in college, had made it seem hot as blazes for me. The second guy, whom I had hooked up with shortly after moving to Dallas, had made me swear off handcuffs forever... Kimmie needed to know about none of it.
It was almost fifteen minutes before Adrian and Sophia dragged themselves in. Kimmie waved them over to the booth we had commandeered in the center of the place. "About time you two showed up," Kimmie scolded. "We were about to die of thirst!" She turned and traded glances with the bartender who had not much to do at that time of day.
"Blame Sophia," Adrian grumbled. "She took forever going back and forth about which suit to wear, like it matters." Like it mattered? I supposed it didn't. Sophia was the least voluptuous of us all, but the tallest, and probably the most elegantly beautiful. She had been born in Denmark before moving to the US as a baby, and she had those classic Scandinavian features of striking blonde hair, brown eyes, and comically high cheekbones. She looked like a fashion model and even baggy sweats looked amazing on her.
The bartender wove through the mostly empty bar toward us, an appreciative look on his face that morphed into simple professionalism as he arrived at our table. We decided that the Shot of the Day would be Kamikazes, and in short order were delivered four excellent ones, free with our drink package.
We all tapped our empties down on the table together, and Adrian said, "Well... let's do this!" She was almost quivering.
We were going to go lie in the sun. What had her so nervous? I realized that it had to be a guy, and I wondered how long it would take to figure out which one it was. All my friends were practically bouncing as we climbed the forward stairwell, which I for one had not even been on yet. I guessed the hunt for guys was on in earnest.
At the top of the stairs, we turned and went outside through the starboard doors. On cruise ships, there is usually a pair of glass bypass walls to keep the sea breezes from blowing too hard directly into the interior. The one's on this deck were opaque for some reason.
We passed out into the sunshine. It was indeed a glorious day.
And I knew what had my friends so antsy.
The Top Deck was a top-less deck.
I froze. How the fuck had I missed this? I felt a fleeting moment of relief to see that it was actually 'top-optional', as almost a quarter of the women in the area still wore something on their tits, but that relief faded as I remembered who I was with.
I instantly knew Sophia was somehow behind this. I grabbed her arm as we looked around for chairs. "How did you find a boat with a nude deck?" I hissed at her. And how was I not informed?
"It's a European line," Sophia shrugged as if that explained everything.
"And all three of you just forgot to mention this to me in advance?" I sarcastically interrogated our group as a whole.
A lovely older woman with an olive complexion deepened by a rich tan walked by us, wearing a huge hat and sunglasses, and sporting even huger, bouncing boobs. We all paused to watch, unable to help ourselves. We weren't the only ones looking. I was pretty sure I saw one guy who was obviously on the cruise with his wife practically sprain his neck trying not to track the woman's movement.
As she turned away from us, I glared again.
"It is in every brochure, and on the website," Sophia said, straightening her spine. "All you had to do is read a little about your big vacation."
"Sorry, babe," Kimmie said, laying a hand on my upper arm in genuine, if still amused, apology. "We actually bet on whether you'd demand a different cruise when you finally saw it." She shrugged even more sheepishly. "And when it became clear that you weren't going to notice this little feature of the boat, we all decided it was just too funny to spoil it for you." It is always hard to remain mad at Kimmie for long. And dimly, I was aware that they had probably had some pretty good laughs--laughs I have to admit I would have shared had it been someone other than me who was the one in the dark...
"And it isn't mandatory," Adrian blurted, looking at my still stormy visage. "It's just tops-optional." That earned her a glower from both Sophia and Kimmie.
I sighed. That didn't matter. As we wound our way toward four chairs that Kimmie spied, I reflected on the power of peer-pressure that the four of us exerted on each other. There was no way I was not about to find myself with naked tits in public for the first time in my life.
Kimmie's cover-up and top were off before we even reached the seats, though I saw even her have a moment's hesitation before she whipped off that gold top. No wonder she had only been worrying about which bottom to choose.
I stared down my friends, daring any of them to take the lounger by the rail. I wanted all three of them, and more importantly their naked tits, between me and what looked like half the guys on the boat. I spread out the towel I had grabbed, dropped my book, with its suddenly demure-seeming cover facing up, and reached behind me to unhook the back of my top.
I looked up to see both Sophia and Adrian standing there nervously, both with their tops still on. "What the Hell?" I asked exasperatedly.
"I... I've never done this before," Sophia, Miss I'm So European, admitted.
"Me either," Adrian agreed, plucking nervously at the big plastic U that held the cups of her bikini together.
"Like I have?" Kimmie asked, holding her arms out to the side, pushing her delicate, bouncy boobies out at us... and half the boat. "Get with it, girls!"
I actually was lifting my top off over my head before either of our friends got over their paralysis. If I was going to have to get my tits out, I was determined to get it over with, so I could read my book.
The sensation was... terrifying. But exciting, I'll admit. I shivered and looked around. Amazingly, the entire deck had not fallen silent in order to stare disapprovingly and/or hungrily at my nudity. In fact, my state was only getting a few sidelong glances.
I was briefly irritated at that.
But I was more irritated at my plotting besties that still had their tops on. I caught Kimmie's eye, and we both cleared our throats sternly.
Sophia and Adrian looked at us, then each other. Then they giggled, and ditched their tops. We all gingerly lay back on our chaises. Almost as one, we suddenly heaved a big sigh. "I can't believe this," I grumbled.
After a moment, Kimmie leaned over toward us and whispered, "I'm not going to lie, guys. I think we are the best looking group of girls up here."
"Come on," Adrian said. "What about that lady over there?" she asked, subtly indicating a stunning thirty-something redhead on the other side of the small pool, lying with an equally beautiful man who was likely her husband. Her boobs were... unearthly.
Kimmie paused to look. Then paused some more. Then she turned back and hissed, "She's not in a group!"
Sophia laughed and shoved Kimmie.
And we all lay back in the blazing sunshine. I even picked up my book. The world had not fallen in, and the sun did feel awfully nice. The fact that I was lying there, in public, with my boobs on full display only felt like there were a few ants in my pants, rather than the full hive I'd have expected.



"Shit! Sunscreen!" Adrian exclaimed. We all jolted up. The circumstances had been so weird that none of us had thought to lotion up! We all looked at each other like we had just been narrowly missed by a bus. We were out here with the blazing sun slamming down onto our completely untanned breasts! Sunscreen would have been a vacation-ruining omission.
Aaaaand that's how I found myself massaging my naked tits in front of a boat-full of horny dudes. If I had felt irritated before that we weren't getting enough leering glances from the guys in our area of the Top Deck, the four of us rubbing suntan lotion into our own boobs, followed by each other's backs, put an end to that. And replaced it with irritation at being stared at.
"Show's over, assholes," I grumbled as Sophia finished getting between my shoulder blades, and I settled back to get into my book. Paperbacks, it turns out, are singularly insufficient to cover up a set of tits, even pairs like Kimmie's or Sophia's, much less ones like mine. I finally just brazened it out and acted like nothing was out of the ordinary.
What I could not believe was, most everybody up there acted no different in how they looked and talked to each other than was my experience at any normal beach or poolside in sensible, prudish America. And the sun and open air felt amazing on skin that had never experienced them before.
I still hadn't read a full chapter when I realized that I needed a drink. Adrenaline had burned off that Kamikaze from earlier, and I was thirsty besides. I sat up, grabbed my ShipCard, which was room key and charge card in one, and addressed my friends. "Drink run. Who wants something?"
Three ShipCards were eagerly thrust my way, and I was tasked with retrieving three Banana Daiquiris--four, if you counted my own. I was all the way across the deck and mixing into the crowd waiting at the bar before I realized that I had forgotten to put my top back on. Now I was standing in a boisterous crowd with my boobs exposed.
I was embarrassed all over again, in addition to thirsty, and the line was not moving fast.
I had never been around so many bare tits in my life, and I had been on several varsity sports in high school, with the showers to prove it. Moreover, I sure had never been around naked boobs in public, with guys everywhere... with one exception.
Ever tried standing in a slow-moving line at a bar without touching the people around you? Impossible, right? I tried anyway, which was unfortunate.
The girl in front of me was chatting with about every guy around her, and laughing a lot in a very annoying bray. She was getting plenty of attention, despite sporting a rack that paled in comparison to mine. That catty thought yanked me up short. Apparently, deer-in-the-headlights paralysis was not an attractive look in a young lady like me. Guys really do like a woman who laughs at everything they say.
Fortunately, right? I wasn't looking for attention, and I really wasn't getting much.
But some more would have been... affirming.
Then Horse Laugh Girl backed up suddenly to make way for a guy holding five beers precariously over his head. I jerked backward to avoid her, and thudded into a meaty wall behind me. I turned automatically to apologize, just as the dude I'd hit was doing the same to apologize to me, the girl who had just splatted against his immovable back. I found myself staring up at a handsome Mediterranean-looking guy whose home address must have been a Planet Fitness.
He flashed a dazzling smile that would have seemed charming if he wasn't involuntarily (I hoped) eye-fucking my brains out the second he laid eyes on my naked torso.
"I am... so sorry to have gotten in your way, seniorita," he said, in a voice that was in no way devastated.
"I'm the one who bumped into you," I automatically demurred. "Sorry, but I was getting out of the way of someone fortunate enough to have already gotten their drinks."
"The line is long," he sympathized, in a momentarily genuine voice. "But no matter," he went on, back to eye-fucking me. "I will at least try to make sure you are not run over from my direction." With that, he somehow swelled up to an even larger size and indeed made a convincing impression of a concrete wall.
A very handsome, muscular, concrete wall.
This guy was exactly what I did not need. I thanked him and turned around, as if to watch out for my unprotected side, but mostly to stop staring at him. I was absolutely not in the market for a fling with some random fellow passenger, no matter how gorgeous, and if I kept facing his way, I'd be eye-fucking him back... which would give him ideas he should not have.
"Good idea. Keep your eyes on your unprotected side," he said, unfazed by my turn away. "So you are an American?" he asked. Yes, Captain Obvious. "My name is Raphael. I am from Madrid. This voyage is only my second time visiting your half of the planet."
"We are fortunate to have you," I replied over my shoulder, then turned back away and winced at myself. It had been four months since I'd spent much time in friendly, non-work conversation with a good-looking guy. The flirt had just slipped out. An opening appeared at the bar, and I lunged into the narrow space, and away from my statuesque friend. Turning away from him had done nothing to escape the eye-fucking. I could just feel his gaze on my ass.
"Good catch there," he said, having moved easily forward behind me.
"I like to be aggressive when an opportunity presents," I drawled.
Shut. The. Fuck. Up. I yelled inwardly at myself.
Honestly, he wasn't even really my type, gorgeous as he was. I genuinely was not vibing on him. But I do like to think that I have some game with guys, and after my dry spell, I guess it just slipped into gear. I think I might have just rolled with it and flirted on, despite not being interested, and not being in the market, just for the practice... if I had not been fucking topless... in public... in a crowd.
Fortunately, all the bartenders were male, and with my back turned resolutely to Raphael, that meant my tits were aimed directly behind the bar. I am not so modest as to pretend that that did not have anything to do with the way I was served way ahead of my turn.
I may have been desperate enough to escape my delicious admirer that I had been pointing my naked tits rather aggressively at the short Philippino who ended up gravitating my way.
Great, I was manipulating men with my naked tits now. I was a stripper.
But I got my drinks in record time, and I slipped away from the bar as fast as I could. And damned if I wasn't a little self-satisfied about my apparent super-power. My instinctual politeness made me speak one last time to Raphael though, before I could stop myself. "Thanks for the body guarding. See you later!"
See you later? No. No. No!
I returned to much acclaim from my thirsty friends, and we toasted happily.
Ten minutes of happy conversation among us, during which I largely managed to forget that I was not wearing a top, ended with me being convinced to join them on the Jolly Roger Pirate Rum Voyage the next day in Barbados. I was not sure what the hell that was going to be, other than another eighty bucks in expenses for this vacation, but I was able to extract sworn testimony that it was not a topless excursion, so there was that.
Having been forced to make an actual plan to mar my desired free-form vacation, I settled back with my book. Half a daiquiri and two chapters later, I was starting to really enjoy myself, despite the expectation that Raphael would show up in response to my invitation and stare at my tits some more. I considered rolling over onto my belly to read, in case he showed up. But he'd just eyeball my backside if I tried that. At least, if he was staring at my tits, I would be able to stare back.
It had to be the book, right? No, I thought as I looked down at my bare breasts, nipples more than half erect. Sitting around topless was supposed to make the guys horny, not me, wasn't it?
I eventually started to get a little offended that Raphael had not sought me out when, with perfect lateness, here he came. He had a buddy with him, who was shorter, leaner, hairier, but just as suave and handsome.
"Ah, we meet again," he said, waving as they approached. "This is my friend, Juan."
"Nice to meet you, Juan," I said. Then, realizing evilly that Raphael still did not know my name, I let him remain ignorant and waved at my friends, "These are my friends, Sophia, Adrian, and Kimmie. Girls, this is Raphael, my guardian in the drink line, and his friend Juan." My friends were more enthused at the company than I was, which suited me to a T.
Conversation ensued. I found myself equal parts amused and, dammit all, irritated that the two men's attention was spread equally among us. Even my buddy Raphael's ocular intercourse was being put to each of my friends in the same measure as to me.
I thought we had something special, Raphael!
I thumbed my nose at myself inwardly.
This was indeed a perfect opportunity to escape this display case for tits. "I don't know about you guys," I inserted at the first conversational pause, "but I am too nervous to trust this sunscreen. I'm going to get out of the glare."
I went to put on my top, and discovered that tits that are about to disappear from view are apparently even more compelling to the male gaze. I'll admit it. I basked very briefly in the attention I was suddenly monopolizing as I worked my girls back into the bikini top.
"And just to prove that I am capable of making plans in advance on my own this trip, I will tell you that I plan on doing the three o'clock music trivia in that Porthole bar that I saw advertised earlier," I said in parting. I waved to Raphael and Juan, whose gaze had spread back out once I was no longer topless, and slid away.
My friends seemed quite unconcerned about escaping either the Sun's rays, or the Spaniards' gaze, or the gaze of anyone else up on the Top Deck as I departed. Good for them. They were all looking to get laid. I was not.
A shower, a delicious lunch, and another few chapters of my book got me to two-thirty. I put the smut away, and headed to the Porthole, just in case there was a crowd lined up to do a trivia contest in a dark bar in the middle of a glorious day in the southern Caribbean. The bar was nearly deserted when I arrived.
I grabbed a table to the side, and got an answer sheet from the remarkably homely assistant cruise director with the hyper-pert friendly attitude, who was running the contest. To my surprise, a fair number of people started showing up. I let myself get talked into a glass of champagne by the same bartender as earlier. I did have the unlimited drink package, after all.
With five minutes before the start, I looked up to see my Line Guy, Dale standing over me. He smiled a little shyly and asked where my trivia team was.
"Coming... allegedly," I said before I could stop myself. I didn't need to sound catty. I really did not need to be catty.
"Need a teammate, then?" he asked, remaining respectfully standing. "I was wanting to kill some time, and I know I'll suck on my own, but maybe I can help you a little."
"I'd love a teammate," I found myself saying.
Daisy! You can turn off the flirting, you know.
"I'm sure that between us, we can suck twice as badly as apart," I chuckled. Dale slid into the chair next to me and looked around.
The bartender appeared again in suspiciously quick time. I surmised that Dale had already managed to establish himself to my friend as a very good tipper. He received his Stella Artois before the game even began.
We did, indeed suck, but not badly enough to lose. We high-fived as we received our cruise line keychains.
"That was fun," Dale said, as we turned to polish off our drinks. "Uh," he said slowly. "There is Harry Potter trivia tomorrow at five, when the ship is casting off. Want to...?" He trailed off as if almost reconsidering.
"Sure," I said, not wanting him to feel uncertain. And not wanting him to retract the offer. "I can use a beer koozy to go along with this sweet keychain."
We chuckled at my feeble joke, and parted ways. It was nice to just have somebody new to talk with. I loved my girls, but their relentless dick-chasing was going to get old on this trip. I could have simply befriended a bartender or two, but I felt like my liver would prefer I find a fellow passenger or three to spend my non-buddy time with.
*
I returned to our cabin after trivia, and got started getting ready for dinner. This evening was the first Formal Night on board, and I was honestly excited to get dolled up. I will never get too old to play dress-up--it is just that the game gets more expensive, the older I get.
My dress for the first night, for instance, was an 800 dollar dress-up prop. I was steaming out any wrinkles when Kimmie came back to the cabin.
"Hey Daisy," she exclaimed, almost tentatively.
"Uh, oh," I said immediately. "What's up, Kim?" I set aside the steamer and sat down in my underwear to put on a bit more makeup than normal. I didn't look at her.
"You aren't going to get mad if I meet back up with Raphael after dinner, are you?" she asked, actually sounding concerned. My friend was a possibly excessively promiscuous person, but I knew that she would never get in another girl's way.
"Please do," I snorted, pondering how much eye makeup I was going to employ. "You know I am trying to focus on finding the man back home, rather than just a man. I feel like you will have fun with enough guys for both of us on this cruise."
"I don't know," Kimmie said innocently. "Raphael is awfully dreamy."
While the man was probably going to enjoy this evening... um... to the fullest, if Raphael made it to tomorrow morning as Kimmie's focus, I'd eat my hat. There were too many hot dudes on this boat that my buddy would never have to see again for her to stick too long with any single one.
As I said, I seldom use much makeup, but I was committed to going all in that night, and by the time I had satisfied myself with my face, Kimmie was already shimmying into her dress. It was a classic, mid-thigh length, long-sleeved, scoop-necked, little black dress. Except, it was red, with gold threads shot through the fabric which made it sparkle brightly without a single sequin.
"Damn, girl," I said, impressed. "You clean up well."
"Let's see after I do my hair," she fretted.
I stood up and smiled at her, my own hair and makeup complete. "How about me?"
"You are fucking gorgeous," Kimmie laughed. "You seriously are so freaking pretty, Daze." She snorted, "And for someone not intent on stripping down with anyone, that is some pretty goddamned sexy underwear you have!"
I blushed, standing there in my black lace bra and high-waisted thong. I had shaved my legs glass smooth, so I had no stockings. "These are for me, and my own ego," I said defensively. "If I were intent on getting laid tonight, I might just omit the underwear... like you have."
"Touché," Kimmie admitted. She was going to need to be careful with that skirt hem, or she would be advertising that lack of underwear rather directly. Or maybe she was intending to do that advertising...
My own dress was emerald green, like my eyes, and ankle-length. I had had to choose the bra carefully to find one that barely there enough to not show up in the wide and deep cleavage the dress revealed. And the thong had to rest far up on my hips to stay out of sight, due to the slit that ran up the left leg--way, way up the left leg.
"Zip me up?" I asked Kimmie.
"Damn, that is a fucking red carpet dress, Daisy," Kimmie said, staring at me for a long second before moving around to tug the zipper past the mid-point of my back. "Guys are going to be all over you."
"I'm not looking for guys to be all over me," I said automatically.
"Well then, I'll help you change your dress."
"No way," I snorted, looking at myself in the mirror again. "I just haven't been feeling that sexy lately, and when I saw this dress, I realized it might do the trick."
"Mission accomplished," Kimmie said, with something akin to jealousy in her voice. That was for the dress, not my looks. Kimmie looked like a million bucks. "But come on Daisy! A guy in your life, or at least in your bed here or there, would fix that lack of sexiness feeling cheaper than a thousand dollar dress."
"It wasn't a thousand dollars, and you know when it comes to sex, I'm looking for a relationship right now, not an ego boost."
"If guys drooling over you is the boost you need, didn't the Top Deck do the trick yesterday?"
"Walking around with my tits out?" I snapped. "I didn't know what to think," I added, almost introspectively.
"Adrian says she can't do it again, can you believe it?" Kimmie said, trying to stuff too many things in the little clutch she was bringing to dinner.
"Again?" I almost yelped. The idea of going up there again had not entered my mind.
"Fuck yeah," Kimmie grinned. "I loved it, didn't you? Once I got used to it, I mean. I may need to find a place to do it somehow back in Dallas. It was hot and you know it."
I rolled my eyes. I was with Adrian.
Wasn't I?
"The only problem with this dress is, it is too long," I said, going to the closet. "To keep it from dragging, I have to wear these shoes!"
Kimmie laughed at my predicament as I slid on the black, four inch heeled pumps with the one inch platform under the ball of the foot. Any other shoes and the dress would have dragged.
"Not only are you sex personified in that dress," Kimie said admiringly, "you are sex on stilts."
I waved her off. But I was beginning to feel a bit uncomfortable with my look. I had hoped for attractive elegance, but now that I was all done up, I really was beginning to feel a bit more out there than I had intended. I looked at the slit, which hung a tiny bit open, even when I was just standing straight, and felt some of the same tremors I had on the Top Deck. Worse, I didn't hate them. I wasn't sure yet whether I liked them that much, but I definitely didn't hate them.
Kimmie laughed out loud at me when I produced a small roll of gaffer's tape to ensure the neckline wouldn't slip open or over and reveal that I did have a bra underneath the dress. "What?" I smiled, letting my inner vamp out for a minute. "I didn't spend that much time finding underwear that doesn't show in this thing to have it slip, and ruin the illusion that I'm naked under here."
We laughed and left arm in arm to go to dinner and break men's hearts.
Well, I was going to break hearts. Kimmie was likely going to go and fulfill some hearts' desires...
*
As we moved through the ship, I saw that about a quarter of the people on board were half-hearted at best about dressing up, with women in just a nice dress, and men maybe sporting a jacket. Another quarter were adamant in not dressing up at all on their vacation. Leaving half of us who had put some work into putting on the Ritz. It was fun.
We stopped on the deck above the dining room to look at the artwork being displayed for sale there. Most of it was dreck (I have an Art History minor), but there were a few pieces I genuinely liked. They were out of my price range by a mile, but I liked them.
"Hey, we are already a couple minutes late for dinner," I exclaimed when I looked at my watch.
"Duh. How are were we supposed to Make An Entrance, if we aren't a couple of minutes late?" Kimmie asked.
But I hustled her on to dinner. Wearing that dress in public was feeling a lot... breezier than I had anticipated and I wanted a drink.
Most of the people who had refused to dress up had also decided not to eat in the main dining room, so the space was a mass of suits and glittering dresses. We did get some appreciative glances as we wended our way to our table, but we were hardly the center of attention, to Kimmie's frustration.



We were the last to reach our table. As I approached my seat, I saw across the room that Dale was at his table, resplendent in an awesome-looking tuxedo. He watched as I seated myself, then was drawn back into conversation with the couple to his left.
The two frenchmen at our table rose gracefully as we approached, bowing slightly. Formal night apparently meant old-fashioned manners night as well.
I had never sat in the dress before.
The slit opened completely when I did, and there I was in the middle of the dining room, with my entire left leg exposed to the hip. I furtively checked that hip, and was relieved to see that even sitting down, the thong's waistband was still up and out of sight.
That was what I was worrying about?
Thank God for the table cloth.
Drinks could not have come fast enough. And the first course was excellent. At least my soup was. I could tell that Adrian, who was on my left, was unimpressed with her escargot.
We were almost finished, and laughing as Sophia told a story to our table-mates, when Adrian grabbed my leg gently. "Don't look, but wasn't she with Etienne last night?"
I let my gaze roll over our table companions. The elegant brunette, whom I did indeed clearly remember being introduced as Etienne's wife the night before, was now seated all the way over on the other side of Antoine from her husband. And Antoine's wife, the busty, auburn-haired lovely, who was seated between the men and rocking more cleavage than even I was, chose that moment to caress Etienne's hand with her wedding and engagement ring-sporting fingers.
Adrian saw that, too. "Damn..."
When our dining companions switched up seating for the evening, they switched up seating! From the start of the night before, it had been clear that all four of the French people at our table were physically demonstrative, but tonight all four of them were being even more so, and with each others' spouses. It was nothing outrageous, but it was clear as day, once you recognized it.
I looked over at Kimmie and Sophia. "I don't think they've noticed it, have they?" I whispered to Adrain.
"No. Let's see if and when they do," Adrian smiled back conspiratorially.
I swear, neither of them noticed all through dinner. They were both too busy flirting with the men, to notice that they had swapped wives right in front of us.
Watch it girls. These guys might actually bite.
I found myself catching Dale's eye again across the room at some point where I had checked out of the conversation at my own table. We smiled at each other in recognition, and he raised his glass of champagne in my direction. I smiled and sipped my Manhattan in return.
And then Adrian grabbed my leg again. "Is that him?" she hissed.
I was about ask who 'him' was, when I saw who she was talking about. A tall ship's officer was making his way through the room, nodding here and there as he passed. He wore dress whites, immaculately tailored to his impressive form. He was probably about fifty, with just enough gray at his temples to look amazing. He dark, Mediterranean complexion was perfect, and he had the looks to carry off his impressive mustache. I go for younger guys, but I found myself shifting in my seat as this absolute specimen of Italian manhood kept coming our way. There were indeed four stripes on his shoulders. This had to be Captain Giuseppe, and his looks, impossibly, lived up to his voice.
And he made a bee-line right for our table!
He approached from behind the French couples, who only realized he was coming when the four of us all shut up and stared like children looking into a candy store window. They turned as one, and Etienne's wife's face lit up.
"Giuseppe!" she exclaimed. "Don't you look marvelous tonight?" She turned to the table as a whole. "Everyone, may I present our illustrious and dashingly handsome Captain?"
The Captain said he just wanted to say hello, and graciously allowed himself to be introduced to every one of us at the table. I still can't remember Etienne's wife's name, but she knew all of ours. He even took just enough time to speak to each of us at the table individually... When he found a way to ask me quite ordinarily about Dallas, that voice, coming now from that face, atop that body, with that left hand so tantalizingly bereft of rings, imperiled the state of my underwear.
When he inquired of Kimmie's profession, his face lit up more than politely when he heard she sold Porsches. He apparently was on his third model, himself. "I would promise to by my next one from you, Signora, but alas, my ship seldom makes port in Dallas," he joked with her, and from her involuntary reaction, I think he would have more than just imperiled the dryness of her panties, had she been wearing any to begin with.
But our Captain was a busy man, and had to move on. He favored each of my friends and me with a final, eye-locking smile, and Etienne's wife rose just enough for him to favor each of her smooth cheeks with a soft kiss, neither of which were of the air variety. He bowed, and sailed away through the room, stopping here or there as he departed.
We Americans all turned and stared at the brown-haired beauty. She smirked back at us. "Our Captain is quite the handsome man, is he not?"
"How do you know him?" Sophia asked, after a beat.
Etienne laughed. "The Captain's little sister is my wife's boss, back in Paris. She must have told him we were sailing on his vessel."
"Yes," his wife added. "And she is far more attractive even than her big brother. Etienne lusts after her constantly, whenever her comes to my office."
"C'est vrais," he laughed.
"Perhaps someday, should you have the occasion to step over my dead body, you can indulge your desires," she told him more than a little tartly. But her hand next to Antoine was out of sight beneath the table as she spoke, and her bare, elegant shoulder was moving just enough to suggest her hand might be moving quite a lot. My gaze flicked to Antoine's wife, and her hand next to Etienne was similarly hidden, and possibly moving as well. Not a lot of movement, but...
So very much is going on between a couple when the wife essentially tells her husband, 'I may be massaging your buddy's junk right now, but don't you dare touch my boss.'
Adrian, still somehow oblivious that they were not sitting with their spouses, asked, "Is he married?" Then she blushed furiously as the rest of us laughed. But I'll admit, even I listened carefully to the response.
"No, my dear. He most definitely is not."
Even before the dessert arrived, Kimmie and Sophia excused themselves from the table. The meal had gone long, and they had appointments.
As soon as the desserts, which were much better than the first night, had been devoured, our French companions also rose. Etienne, along with Antoine's wife, declared their desire to visit the disco for a while. Antoine, along with Etienne's wife, demurred, and made no mention as to their plans. As the mismatched couples walked away with a wave at Adrian and me, the men's hands clasping the asses of each other's wives made everyone's ultimate destination quite clear.
"We are spending this cruise hanging out with swingers!" Adrian hissed to me as we watched them leave. Antoine was being particularly aggressive with the backside in his hand as they were lost from view.
"Very little is surprising me about this cruise you guys dragged me on," I laughed in reply. "And speaking of sexual libertines, I assume that Kimmie and Sophia ran off to meet up with Raphael and Juan? Or did Soph find some different guy?"
"No, she won out on Juan," Adrian snapped a little dourly. "I was a little bitchy about it when she won our surreptitious game of Rock, Paper, Scissors."
"You did not Roshambo over a guy!"
"We did," Adrian said impishly, her mood immediately lightening. "When I got pissy about losing, Sophia suggested that we could share!"
"That crazy bitch," I laughed. "Get her the least bit drunk and she'll joke about anything."
"I just hope she was joking," Adrian giggled.
What the fuck was with this cruise and people talking about threesomes?
*
After we left dinner, Adrian and I cast about for how to start our evening. I immediately thought about trying the Eagle's Nest, but that seemed to be Dale's haunt, and I didn't want him getting the idea that I was stalking him. Some nice music came from the doors to the Jazz club nearby, and I dragged Adrian that way. There was a nice trio playing in there, and we happily ordered a glass of wine.
The two of us got briefly separated as I watched the band, and that was all it took for Adrian to be approached by a young guy, even younger than either of us. He was cute, with beautifully wavy, sandy brown hair and sporting an expensive suit. I smiled and stayed away, giving her a few minutes to audition. I'm not sure who was auditioning, though.
I found a spare seat at a table where an older couple sat, and horned in their space with their permission. The husband took one look at me, and in broken, German-accented English was very quick to invite me to sit. I looked at his wife before I sat, but she was more amused than not at his reaction. We actually ended up in a nice conversation. She worked in a similar position to mine in Munich, and we traded notes. I might have even learned a thing or two.
When I thought to wonder where Adrian was, a half hour had passed, and the audition had apparently gone well, because my friend had ghosted me.
Instead, as I looked around, I saw Dale enter. Before I could slip away, he saw me and waved tentatively. I shrugged inwardly, and beckoned him.
"Buy you another?" he asked as he approached, indicating my mostly empty glass.
"I've got the drink package," I replied, but rose. "That said, I could get another."
We moved together to the bar. "Like Jazz, do you?" I asked while we waited for the busy bartender's attention.
"I love it actually. But, um, I'll be honest. I had thought about just going for another quiet drink in the Eagle's Nest tonight, but since it seemed like that was your place, I was afraid if I ran into you up there, you'd think I was stalking you," Dale chuckled. "Oops."
"Not at all," I said, omitting my similar thought process.
It never occurred to me until later that I had not said goodbye to the couple that let me share their table.
Our drinks refreshed, we took a spot along one wall, where we easily fell into more conversation. I like Jazz, but Dale clearly did love it, and I spent a good portion of the time listening to him go on enthusiastically on the subject. He knew his stuff, and I was just a little amazed that I wasn't bored.
But I like listening to Jazz more than I like listening about it, and I was feeling left out by all the people dancing. When a new song began, I asked, "I like this one. Want to dance a little?"
Dale brightened at that, and we found ourselves out in the crowd, dancing. The songs were up tempo, and we danced without holding each other, which suited me, and apparently him. He was the one with a special girl back home, after all.
When the music suddenly changed to a slower pace, we both demurred, and returned to the wall to listen and chat some more.
It was genuinely nice to have one person on this boat to have a conversation with that was not trying to charm or smarm his way into my pants, or anyone else's for that matter. That said, when the music picked back up again, I dragged him back out onto the dance floor. I had to be careful, trying to dance in those high pumps, but I kind of liked the way they had me almost at eye level with Dale.
The music quickly went slow again. This time, I shrugged inwardly and made it clear that I'd like to stay out on the floor a little longer. He cocked an eyebrow at me, and we sort of dared each other to dance a slow one or two.
To be clear, I suck as a dancer, even when not on stilts, and while Dale was better, he was no Astaire either. We pretty much just held each other's waists and swayed to the smooth music. I could tell that it was the girlfriend who made him hold me so tentatively. This kind of felt like a challenge to me, because apparently I'm a bitch, and I moved just far enough closer to let my hands slip down to his hips, with my fingertips brushing the edges of his very nice backside.
He held out for a while before his hands slid a little lower too. Actually, it was just his left hand. His right stayed high, well clear of the stupidly high slit in my dress. I still smiled and, while being obviously playful, I squeezed his ass just a little. His eyes widened at that, and I felt his left hand on my right hip clench back in return, getting a lot more of my ass in his grasp than I had expected. I just let him hold there as we danced a few more measures.
Then my feet betrayed me, just as I was starting to genuinely enjoy the feel of his hand... I winced as I wobbled on the heels, my foot threatening to cramp.
Dale instantly reacted and guided me off the floor, concern in his voice. "Are you okay?"
"Yeah, fine," I grumbled as we returned to our drinks. "I'm just not used to wearing these Come... crazy high heels. My feet say no more dancing." I took a long drink of wine to recover from almost saying out loud that I was wearing Come Fuck Me Heels.
Dale just shrugged and murmured, "It was fun while it lasted."
I liked him because it was safe and normal to talk to him, but I had to admit that I was also enjoying teasing him just a little bit. Turns out innocent flirting is good for the soul. "It was nice dancing there at the end," I smiled into my wine glass, "but you'd have gotten a better experience if your right hand had slid as low as your left." I looked significantly down at the slit on my left leg.
"Ha!" Dale barked, caught by surprise. "I'll be honest, that dress is a little intimidating," he said almost sheepishly. "It, uh, reminds me of that one that Angelina Jolie wore to the Oscars a few years back.
I shot my left leg out straight to the side, exposing almost its entire length, just like Angelina had at the Oscars. Before he had said anything, I had missed the similarity. But not anymore. "I have no idea what you mean," I deadpanned.
Dale took a much longer look at my leg than maybe he should have, and I left it out there to look at longer than maybe I should have. Finally, I caved first, and slid my leg back under me and inside my dress.
Innocent fun. The rest of our conversation, back again onto normal, comfortable subjects like more baking and the art for sale on the deck above us, was fun too. But my feet did not stop throbbing, and I finally succumbed. I made my excuses and headed back to the cabin before I really wanted to. Kimmie and Raphael apparently found somewhere else to commit whatever unspeakable acts on each other that they were committing--and which Kimmie would likely speak of at length tomorrow.
I took two Advil and crawled into bed. Sleep was only slightly delayed by my mind gnawing on a few witty comebacks it was only now, much too late, coming up with for things Dale had said.
DAY THREE
I slept late the next morning. Kimmie, who had somehow been dragged in by the cat without waking me in the wee hours, slept in even later. I drank coffee on our balcony and looked out over the harbor in Barbados until Kimmie awoke. Then we both showered and put on bathing suits and coverups for our rum boat ride on the Jolly Roger Pirate Tour.
"Ooooh, Daisy. Wearing the sexy red one, are you?" Kimmie teased. "For a girl who claims she's off the market, you sure are advertising a lot on this trip."
"First of all," I said sternly, "whatever this suit looks like, it is actually the least likely to slip off, if we go jumping off the boat into the water, which I imagine we will." That was true, the red bikini didn't cover a whole lot, but it had all sorts of strings and straps criss-crossing around that I had found were actually quite effective in keeping what there was of the suit right were it needed to be. My black suit already had a wardrobe malfunction on its record fro a few months back, and the modest blue one... I wasn't wearing the modest blue one.
Kimmie shrugged skeptically, and we headed out to eat as much as we could to stave off the rum punch we knew we'd be drinking. I didn't want to get drunk.
We got drunk. Everybody on that tour got drunk. All forty of us got back to the boat less than a half hour after before cast-off, and we all literally conga-lined our way on board, through security, and up to the main pool deck, where we made asses of ourselves circling the pool, singing the pirate ditties we had all been made to learn before and after jumping off of the fake pirate vessel. None of the four of us had any bikini dislocations, but there were malfunctions aplenty among our fellow passengers. One guy even lost his shorts. Unlike many of the dislodged bikini tops, his loss was truly unintentional, and the poor, embarrassed bastard had to stay in the water, which was too clear for comfort, while some alternate trunks were found somehow.
Back on the Wanderer, when the line finally broke up, I looked at my watch and exclaimed, "I got to go. Harry Potter trivia is in fifteen minutes!"
Sophia giggled, "Oh, I'm in! You know I'm a Potter-head."
And that is how, to my chagrin, I went to see Dale with my three drunken friends along for the ride. He didn't need them boozily hitting on him. Damn them.
Dale had grabbed a circular booth already, one designed to hold four cozily, meaning the five of us were crammed in very cozily. Dale seemed bemused but quite happy to have four women in bikinis mashed up around him. Damn him.
We somehow lost, despite how big into Harry Potter that Sophia and I are, and how surprisingly much Dale knew on the subject as well. But none of us were the kind of fucking nerd who knows what specific page numbers Snape called for in Potions class. Damn those fat chicks over across the bar.
My friends, to their credit, mostly left Dale alone. That honestly shocked the shit out of me. But when Kimmie let out a huge, involuntary yawn, we girls all took it as a sign that we needed a pre-dinner nap. Adrian, of all of us, felt the need to tease Dale a little, catching me in the cross-fire.
"Daisy says you sit near us at dinner. Are you ready for pajama night?"
He looked back uncomfortably, mostly at me. "Uh, no actually. I missed that there was one, and I don't, um, have any PJs with me." He was turning a little red. It was cute.
"That's okay," Kimmie giggled, piling on once it started. "Pajama Night is really about what we women are wearing, isn't it? You guys can just wear what you usually do to bed..." she added slyly.
Dale turned fully red. "Ah, no. I don't think I'll be putting in an appearance."
I couldn't resist. I eyeballed him and murmured quite loudly, "That's a shame." He looked at me, a little stricken, and I let my gaze tell him that I was sorry. I shooed my friends away to leave him alone, and then I made my own escape, kicking myself for making him feel bad.
I may have been drunk after the cruise, but my girlfriends were schnockered. I wondered if any of them would even remember Dale or any of the trivia experience. I found it would suit me if they did not.
Kimmie and I did not actually nap when we got back to the room however, opting instead for long, hot showers to get the sea salt, general grime, and sticky rum punch residue from our bodies, and the cobwebs from our brains. I went first, and when Kimmie finally came out of the shower, naked as per usual, she took one look at me in the white satin PJs I had on and said, "Oh, hell no, girl! No way. You are wearing that black number you had on the other morning."
"Fat chance," I laughed. "You already conned me into going around the Top Deck with my tits hanging out, you are not going to get me to walk around the rest of the ship with my ass hanging out in that thong! Besides," I added triumphantly, "I left it at home!"



Kimmie just smiled, fists on her hips. "No, you didn't," she replied, equally triumphantly. "I put it in your blue suitcase for you!" she crowed, pointing at my bag.
Sonofabitch. It was in there. I looked pleadingly at her face, and she just grinned. I didn't know why, but I knew I was going to lose this argument. I often lost arguments with Kimmie. "I can't believe I'm going to walk around a cruise boat all night in a half-transparent teddy with nothing over my ass," I sighed. Kimmie pumped her fist in triumph. "I swear, bitch, you are going to have me flaunting my bod on this voyage more than I have over the rest of my life."
Kimmie stopped at that comment, then drawled, "I find that difficult to believe."
I smiled weakly. I had had a definite weakness in college for overly tight tops... and the boys who were attracted to them. But actual exposed skin had never been my MO.
Caving completely, I ditched the PJs and put on the teddy. Kimmie also slid into a sheer, pink, frilly babydoll with matching panties that covered a hell of a lot more than my bottom did. It still was rawly sexual, with only the frills on her bust hiding much of anything.
"Dammit, Kimmie," I appealed one last time. "It is Pajama Night, not Lingerie Revue."
Kimmie just picked up the day's printed schedule from our nightstand. "'Pajama Night'," she read. "'Wear your coziest PJs or most daring nightwear to dinner and to the party on the Plaza after.' There. Black and White."
"Fine," I said. Then I went to the closet and grabbed one of the cruise line's provided white robes. As I tied the fairly short and thin robe around me, I tossed the other to Kimmie. "Even if we hadn't discussed these robes for dinner earlier, we are wearing them now." Before Kimmie could object, I added, "I'm not sitting there at our table with those swingers without this robe, and neither are you."
"Wait. The swingers?"
Oh yeah.
I explained the swapping Adrian and I had observed, and which Kimmie and Sophia had missed.
"Fuuuuck," Kimmie breathed. "That is so fucking hot!" I rolled my eyes, but Kimmie straightened suddenly. "Sophia won't miss it a second time, will she?"
"Maybe?" I mused, amused.
"Then I'm going to tell her in advance," Kimmie said gleefully. She thought a second longer. "She has got it bad for Etienne. When we were back with Raphael and Juan last night in her room..."
"Wait, you two took them both back to Sophia's cabin, together?" I interrupted.
Kimmie grinned almost sheepishly. Almost. "Yes? But we ended up all talking, in between, you know, and when she brought up Captain Delicious coming to our table, she spent more time talking about Etienne than about our scrumptious skipper."
"Where was Adrian?" I asked, still incredulous about the whole parallel fucking thing.
"Dunno? She didn't get back until after I left," Kimmie grinned.
I just did a little showy golf clap.
"What?"
"I'm trapped on a voyage with three sluts," I said wearily. "I might as well enjoy the spectacle."
"Slut?" Kimmie scoffed. "I prefer to think of myself as a cougar-in-training."
A pillow fight ensued. A brief one. This wasn't some 80's teen skin flick.
"We do need to be careful with Sophia," I said, remembering her Emily In Paris fetish. I explained Etienne's wife's willingness to let her husband have away games, but her fairly tart insistence on controlling the 'opponents'.
Kimmie nodded. "We'll warn her on that as well. But mark my words, once we do tell her, she'll be sucking up to the wife before dinner is over."
*
The four of us met up for a quick shot before dinner. The Shot of the Day, we decided, was to be the Pink Panty Pull-Down. The bartender accepted our order without comment. I doubted he knew what was supposed to be in it, but that was okay with us, we didn't either. It was just a name we liked to say to jerk bartenders' chains. We'd never had two bartenders make PPPDs that tasted remotely similar.
Kimmie did indeed tell Sophia what they had missed as we tossed our shots down. I added the warning about the wife, couching it in indirect terms. Directly warning Sophia off of something was usually a counter-productive idea.
Our friends had also thankfully gone for robes for the dinner table. I guess we all have some shreds of class. If not many... Sophia shot forward to make sure she could sit right next to Etienne's wife, who was back sitting with her husband that evening. I couldn't help myself and sat next to her to hear the shit-show.
Our dining companions had also embraced the concept of Pajama Night. Etienne wore silk pajamas that were unbuttoned enough to show off some appealing chest hair. His wife wore a silk gown that was mostly transparent lace, with little opaque motifs in random locations that just happened to include the strategic ones. It had to have cost more than my dress from the previous night.
Antoine and his wife went casual. Both wore baggy gray sweat pants. He had on a wife-beater that showed off some highly impressive musculature. His wife had on a little button-up top that didn't reach her waist, and which couldn't button up more than halfway over her significant chest.
I hoped I could be half as hot as those two women when I was in my thirties.
The meal was delicious, but I hardly noticed.
To begin with, Dale never showed up at his table. He had evidently meant it about not having jammies, and had opted out of Pajama Night. Too bad. I'd have been amused to see him in whatever he did sleep in...
More to the point, Etienne's wife decided to be absolutely charmed by Sophia! She even remained charmed when Sophia's robe started coming loose and she kept leaning over to talk to Etienne. I didn't know yet what my friend was wearing, but from what little I could see, it did not include a lot of topside coverage.
Kimmie tapped me on the shoulder, and I leaned over to let her whisper in my hear.
"Goddamn! Sophia may get what she's after," she murmured.
"I know. I can't believe this shit," I said. I might be behaving this trip, but I was going to get more vicarious sex than I could handle.
"I just hope she's ready for the conditions," Kimmie went on.
"Conditions?"
"Look at her," Kimmie said, subtly indicating Etienne's smiling wife. "If Sophia gets a green light, the offer is going to be a package deal for both of them."
I took a look again. The Frenchwoman was indeed taking a very long and interested look inside Sophia's robe.
Fuuuuuck.
Dinner ended, and the little potentialmenage a trois beside me seemed mutually unready or unwilling to close the deal. The French all rose and bid us adieu, with a suggestion that we might see them dancing in the Plaza later. Sophia was, of course, especially glad at the prospect, though oblivious to all the implications. Etienne's wife smiled back in friendly but slightly predatory fashion. Etienne himself was possibly uninterested, maybe playing it cool, and most likely just ignorant that he was being dangled as bait.
"We better tell her," I told Kimmie. She just nodded.
Lots of people had opted for robes at dinner, and many, to start with, clung to them up on the Plaza deck, where a disco group with a rather homely but serviceable singer and three damned hot dancers stood on a balcony to perform. Colored lights swirled everywhere and a huge actual mirrored ball had appeared from the ceiling. But as the evening went on, most of those robes vanished. Most had been put into the hands of the check stand the boat was providing, the rest left along with the more shy or timid of the wearers.
Our robes, of course, were among the first left at the robe check, at Kimmie's unsurprising insistence. At first, I thought that this experience, wearing what was practically a stripper outfit in a crowd of people, might be worse than the Top Deck. But once we were dancing, things weren't too bad. I even found myself dancing here and there with guys on the floor, strangers all.
However.
The bars were doing a land office business all around the Plaza, as were the shot girls circulating the dance floor with test tubes filled with Lemon Drop and Red-Headed Slut shots. After about an hour, the crowd was denser, the music louder. The band did not know any disco songs that weren't about sex, either.
The crowd was getting thicker, and more boisterous, and more, well, drunk. Including me, but not enough drunk, thankfully.
It was hard to move, much less dance, on a floor this packed without bumping and brushing against others, but I started to feel that I was getting brushed a lot more than most. Maybe that last was my imagination, but the fact that I was getting brushed by more than simply the hips and backsides of oblivious fellow dancers was surly not. I was getting a little irritated that there seemed like there were some fingertips being included in what was contacting me.
I didn't like it. But I tried to ride with it, since it all was playful, I was safe around my friends in such a large crowd, and no one was taking any major liberties. I took steps to be more careful.
Then a whole hand, palm and five fingers, was on my bare ass cheek, and giving it a quick squeeze.
No. Fucking. Way.
I froze just an instant in disbelief, then spun around.
It could have been any of four guys (or maybe that one girl) who had copped the feel. None seemed to be paying attention, and all were looking elsewhere. Making a scene would not help, since I had essentially no legitimate suspects.
Instead, I turned to Kimmie, who was dancing nearby, and yanked her away from her current dance partner.
"This outfit you made me wear is getting things out of hand," I shouted at her over the music. She looked at me, somewhat tipsily, somewhat puzzled. "Are you getting touched out here?" I asked hotly.
"A little. It's crowded," Kimmie said. She laughed, "There was one guy who was heading back to his buddies with some drinks and I felt his boner drag across my tummy when he squeezed by. He knew I felt it too. He was so embarrassed!"
"Yeah? Well I just had some anonymous hand outright grab my bare ass," I replied snottily.
"What? Fuck that," Kimmie said, eyes suddenly focusing. "Do you want go?" she asked me seriously.
I paused. Aside from the grope, I was actually having fun, in spite of my state of near-undress. Sure, I was getting a lot of looks, but as long as it wasn't fucking touches, I kind of... enjoyed them. More than usual.
Since when the fuck was I a closet exhibitionist?
"Actually no. I don't want to let some perv ruin what is admittedly kind of fun," I shouted. "But I also do not want to be groped again."
"Let's just dance together," Kimmie said. "We can watch each other's backs. And let's find Adrian and Sophia."
And so the two of us danced, face to face, keeping an eye out behind the other, and finally wound our way along to rediscover Adrian and Sophia. "How the fuck did I, out of all of us, end up the sluttiest dressed?" I complained instantly.
Adrian and Sophia laughed, but Kimmie clued them in on what happened, and they were both pissed at my tale.
"That's fucked up," Adrian said. Then she looked around. "I mean, there are plenty of guys here who would be welcome to do some groping on me, but they better fucking ask first!" She was a little louder than she should have been.
Less than a second later, a short but very nice-looking dude leaned over to her and with a wide grin said, "Would you like to dance?"
"What did you say?" Adrian said, certain, as were we all that this guy had heard her.
"I said, would you like to dance?" he grinned again. "After that, if you want me to ask you anything else, just let me know."
Sonofabitch, his line worked. Adrian winked at us and said she'd be back. We all looked at each other as she moved away. Maybe she would be back. But I wasn't giving odds. He was really cute, and had just the kind of game Adrian liked.
For my part, I was losing energy, and despite my determination to not let it mess up my evening, I was kinda losing the dancing feeling. Sophia had not seen Etienne and company, and I was unsurprised that I had not seen Dale. This was not exactly the atmosphere for a lone guy with a girlfriend back home.
I danced another few songs to be sure I was done, then told Kimmie that I was heading back to the cabin to crash. She fist-bumped me and said in my ear, "Go chill. If I find Mr. Right Tonight, I'll go somewhere else with him." She straightened up, then leaned in again, "Unless you'd rather I bring him back so you can watch?"
What was with my friends this trip?
DAY FOUR
Kimmie had actually been back in the cabin by midnight, no performance partner in tow. It was just as well, she said, since we had snorkeling at our next port of call.
The island had some truly nice reefs, still undamaged and available for snorkeling and diving. The four of us had a great time, and even saw several sea turtles. But the water was choppy for the first time on the trip, and everybody was kind of battered by the time the speed boat that took us out made it back to the dock before lunch.
Sophia and Adrian had both apparently been up much later the previous night, doing nefarious deeds they surprisingly chose not to share, and each just grabbed a sandwich before heading back to their cabin to crash.
Kimmie and I sat and enjoyed a decent lunch and felt our backs ache. I considered my spending on this trip and decided I had been pretty good so far. "I think maybe we two old women should get a massage, if they are available," I suggested, stretching my back. My legs hurt too, from a lot more dancing than they were used to lately.
"You are a genius!" Kimmie said enthusiastically. "If they don't have any slots, we should consider bribery or possibly poisoning a couple of people who do have reservations."
It turned out no felonies were needed to get a rubdown. Since we were still in port, there were two slots available for massages, though not quite at the same time, alas. I let Kimmie go first, and sat naked in the women's sauna to wait for my turn. When the host came to get me, she said, "I'm so sorry. I did not mention, but the only therapist I have available for this slot is Pasquale... he's a... he. Are you comfortable with that?"
I might have been enjoying the sauna, and feeling its benefits, but I was still sore. I'd have taken a skilled goat walking on my back.
On the other hand, why did Pasquale have to be so damned hot? This might not actually be totally relaxing.
He invited me to undress to my comfort level and lie down on my chest under a sheet, and stepped out of the room. My comfort level was going to be naked, since that was what I was under my robe. Also, I got massages often, though never from a guy before. I tossed the robe almost before the door closed behind him, and slid under the top sheet onto the padded and gloriously heated table. I stuck my face in the hole in the brace and nearly fell asleep in the seconds it took for Pasquale to knock and come back in.
Massages on a cruise turn out to be crazy expensive, but this one started out worth it from the beginning. Pasquale was good, asked all the right questions, and quickly adjusted to just the pressure I wanted and needed. I exhaled softly and prepared to take a nap on and off.
But that didn't happen.
Why did his hands have to be so darned big?
I was thinking too much about sex on this trip. Especially considering that I wasn't in the market.
All was fine at first, as he worked over my back and arms. He went low on my back, but never came near my glutes, which honestly was my only complaint. I've had women go a lot lower in the past, and my back could have used it.
When Pasquale pulled the sheet gently up over me to my neck, and moved to lift it off of my legs, that was when things got difficult for me.
To be clear, Pasquale was totally professional. Not a damned thing out of bounds. But his touch was so nice, and I was starting to relax so well, and this was such a horned up vacation, and thoughts of Dale of all people were intruding into my head as Pasquale caressed me. My body started to wish for some fantasy/porn scenario.
I was almost enjoying that for a bit, until her started to reach the tops of my legs.
Again, Pasquale was totally professional. He worked my thighs well, but never once actually touched even my ass. I even let out an approving noise when he got close once, before I realized what I was doing, but he was not going there.
If his hands has strayed between my legs, he would have found no massage oils needed there. And while his fingers did work the insides of my thighs, and it sure felt like he was getting close to things verboten, he never really did. I was halfway to begging him to before he lowered the sheet again and told me that he wanted me to roll over. As he was moving into position to lift the sheet, I was tempted to just roll over on my own, knocking off the sheet before he could grab it.
Again, this was not actually a porn scenario, so I waited patiently for him to lift the far side of the sheet so I could turn over out of his sight.
As he worked my neck and shoulders, I found myself imagining that is was Dale standing over me, running his own, also fairly large, hands across my skin. Pasquale rubbed gentle circles around the base of my throat, but I imagined Dale instead sliding his fingers down my chest, under the sheet, and grasping my breasts. He would massage them gently, rolling my nipples, which were damned sure hard as rocks under that sheet in real life, between his fingertips softly.
Stop thinking about Dale, I scolded myself, at which point I found myself imagining Pasquale sliding his hands down to grope my tits, as scenario that was at least physically possible at the moment.
Like I said, my high-beams were on full, and covered only by a light sheet. I decided I hoped Pasquale was enjoying the view.
But come on. Dale? He was off the market, and I was not in the market. If I was going to fantasize, why not ask the Captain to do my massage? A guy like him would probably just dispense with the sheet entirely. Standing over me and exploring every curve of my torso, his hands would move lower, caressing my sore abdominals, then sliding even lower to my mons. His strong, mariner's grasp would oh, so delicately touch me there, maybe even tickle me.
My mind's eye looked up, and it was back to Dale standing over me.
I jerked my eyes open to banish the image. Pasquale looked down at me, his good looks doing nothing to calm me down, and asked if something was wrong. In real life, his hands were still well above my tits. Again, I fought a psychotic urge to pull the sheet downward. I just said I was having a blissful time.
I was not having a blissful time. I was horny as a goat. And when he moved back down, exposing first one leg and then the other in turn, his fingers worked deeply into my quads. When he started lifting the first leg up to move it around, working the hip muscles remotely, he was very careful push the sheet close to keep me fully covered.
Come on guy, give me a break. Take a peek. Right then I needed to be gawked at. Once he smoothly lowered my first leg, covered it, and swung around the table to the other side, I was dying. When he lifted my other leg, and once again made sure I was showing nothing, I couldn't help opening my eyes and checking out the front of his pale blue scrubs. The was no sign of an erection, not of any great extent.
I was a fucking hypocrite. Here I had been for two days, whining about being looked at or hit on, and now I was feeling hollowly unfulfilled because the masseur wouldn't take a peek at my snatch? He couldn't even give me a courtesy erection?
I flounced inwardly in disgust. I found myself picturing Dale again involuntarily, as Pasquale dug his skilled, amazing-feeling fingers into the flesh of my thighs. Dale would do me right in this fucked up scenario. He'd slide those marvelous fingers upward fully, shove aside that sheet, and give me the happy ending that I so richly...



"That's time," Pasquale said quietly, lowering my leg and covering it gently. "Stay here to relax, and sit up slowly when you do so. Please drink plenty of water the rest of the afternoon, and enjoy your cruise." And he was gone. Damn him.
*
Dinner could have been a shit-show, but was surprisingly uneventful instead.
I saw Dale across the room, and we exchanged our usual friendly glances. I managed to not blush, or otherwise reveal that I'd been fantasizing about him while another man rubbed my body two hours earlier.
The French couples were swapping again that night, and Sophia went right back to sitting with Etienne's wife, though she kept leaning across to flirt with the husband halfway around the table. Etienne himself seemed clued into the situation at last, and flirted back, sometimes so outrageously that we all had to notice. Antoine decided that this was outrageous behavior and leaned over to flirt with Sophia too. And with me. And with Kimmie and Adrian.
But mostly with me.
Uh, uh. Not going there under any circumstances.
Etienne's wife just enjoyed talking to Sophia and teaching her about wine.
I shook my head. My friend was going to fuck some guy and his wife before this cruise was over. This ship wasn't the Wanderer. They should call it the SS Sodom and Gomorra.
But nothing happened. Sophia did not crawl under the table to blow Etienne. Dale did not come over and start massaging my shoulders, then my tits. Damn him. It was just a nice meal. The dessert sucked again.
We all parted ways. The French guys went off to fuck each other's wives, and the four of us girls went to see the ship's big production show of CATS.
Now, that stank.
I really could not take the hideously amateurish production, and excused myself halfway through. The other girls hung in. Good for them, I guess. The Jazz club was aft of the theater on the same level, and I wandered over there. I needed a drink, and I need some music, perhaps some singing that didn't sound like, well, cats.
It was quiet in the bar, and I settled into a deep chair to enjoy a glass of champagne and finally not think thoughts of sex.
And ten minutes after I had settled in, Dale walked into the place. He spied me instantly. I was right there in the middle of the club, and waving at him, after all. But he went to get a drink before he approached me. When he returned, I lazily indicated the chair next to me, eager not to show that I had nearly come while thinking about him during a massage that same day.
"So I went to see the CATS, um, thing, just now," he said easily, sliding into a chair beside mine. "I had to walk out."
I snorted. "I'm glad to boast that I have much better taste than you," I said airily. "I think I walked out about ten minutes before you did!"
He raised his glass and we silently toasted.
"I had a massage earlier, and I feel great," I announced, not sure that I really wanted to reveal that info, but doing it anyway. "Want to take a walk?"
Dale cocked his head at me, but smiled. "Sure. Maybe outside on the upper decks?"
I smiled, and drinks in hand, we left to wander the ship and talk about whatever else beyond pastries we had in common. Turns out, quite a lot.
The night was just glorious. With no light pollution, and no clouds, there were more stars than I had ever seen in my life, and I almost gasped every time I looked up once we got out onto the deck. We walked silently together, enjoying the night. There were others out walking too, but the sounds of the casino, the lights of the disco, and the dubious screeching of CATS had most people elsewhere.
The deck we were on was quite irregular, and we stopped to lean on the rail by each other's side.
"It is beautiful tonight," I sighed.
"The view certainly is," Dale replied, looking at me. It was a cheesy line, but I had to give him points for a solid delivery.
Then he leaned over and kissed my cheek! He pulled back and I turned slowly to look at him. He hadn't leaned back far, and he leaned back in to give me a second, very gentle kiss on my lips. It only lasted a second, but we both kind of jerked away from each other. I looked away. The heat of the moment. Or the cool of the night. Whatever.
We started walking again, each too embarrassed about a line we didn't want crossed, being crossed.
Our conversation resumed, and we were halfway around the boat when we had to step inward against an alcove to get around some equipment. We were utterly alone and out of sight of anyone. I was curious about where his head was, and could not help myself. I turned to him and kissed him again, on the mouth, firmly. He froze for an instant. Then his kissed me back. It was fucking nice.
So I shoved him. Hard.
"What are you doing?" I demanded, smiling to take out the sting, but meaning the question nevertheless.
"Uh, standing there while you kiss me?" he replied confused.
"Don't you have a girlfriend, maybe a fiancé back home in the snow? The one who missed the boat?" I asked tartly. How dare he be like this with me, when he was not available?
"Who?" Dale asked incredulously. "Oh wow," he went on, his eyes clearing. "Wow. No. I have an ex-fiancé. Very, very ex. And I don't know where she is right now, nor do I care. She was still wearing the ring back when we booked this cruise, but she sure as hell hasn't been for four months now." The heat in his voice was intense, and not directed at me, thankfully."
"Oh," I said. And we walked on, not talking any more.
Shit. Shit. Shit. Why did he have to be available? Why did I have to finally meet a nice guy, and available guy, and it happen on a fucking cruise? And he's from goddamn Buffalo!
He'd been unattached as long as I had.
We found ourselves in another quite hidden place, and I thought fuck it. A little harmless flirting wasn't a problem. Maybe a harmless kiss or two won't be either...
I turned and kissed him again. He didn't hesitate this time, and I soon found his arms around me. We were both holding back, very uncertain where this came from, or why. My hands were back on his hips. No, they were lower this time. They were flat out on his ass.
Yep, it was a very nice ass.
Dale's hands... they avoided my ass, remaining around my back. Our kissed progressed, very nicely, but still no tongue. I wasn't sure I wanted him to try that, and I was sure I wasn't ready to go first.
Then his hands started moving. Not down my back... but around my sides. I quivered, not stopping the kiss, but my attention suddenly and completely was solely on his hands. His thumbs were stroking the sides of my breasts, exploring their swells. I was wearing another sundress, which meant thin fabric, and no bra. I felt his thumbs shake as they felt the softness of my boobs.
I cut off the kiss to take a deep, shuddering breath, and kissed him again.
His hands slid further forward. Half my breasts were in his hands, and I felt his thumbs flick over my hard nipples through the cotton. I jumped at the electricity of that touch.
And I backed away. My body very much did not want to back away. I don't think my brain was all in on moving away either. But I had vowed to myself that I was not going to go back to flings. I wanted a fucking relationship, and that most emphatically did not mean spending my time texting with a guy in Buffalo who I had boinked on a boat in the Caribbean.
Dale was confused, I could tell. But he wasn't angry, or even upset, just confused. I was immediately worried he would end up hurt though. And I liked him and could still use a friend other than my horny chicks for the rest of the cruise. Mostly though, I just did not want to hurt him, because he sure didn't deserve that for my idiot hangups.
"Hey, um, wow, that was kind of crazy, huh?" Dales stammered uncertainly, apologizing to me with the tone of his voice. He did not need to apologize to me. I had hurt him because I was so fucking horny.
"I'm... I'm tired," I said quickly. "It's been a great walk."
"Yeah..."
"Listen, I absolutely refuse to go jet skiing with my girls tomorrow. I was going to just wander around the port tomorrow morning and do some shopping," I said quickly. "Want to walk with me?"
He looked at me, a bit like I was throwing him a bone.
"And I hear they have great beaches on this island," I added hastily. "Maybe we hit one after? It'll be fun to walk and talk." I was an idiot, and sounded like it. But Dale smirked, getting the message, both that I needed to back off, but I still liked him and wanted to be friends. And that I was sorry.
Thankfully, he still enjoyed my company enough to agree.
I made my escape to run back to my cabin. Once there, I enjoyed a nice, ten minute freakout.
I was too damned horny, and poor Dale had just been the focus of my excessive, unwelcome horniness. Focus? Victim? Whatever.
I needed to get my shit together.
And I need to get out there and find a man, a good, long-term man, when I got home to Dallas.
And until I got off this boat, I needed to be a better person to Dale.
Even if all I wanted to do at the moment was get in bed and rub one out to the thought of his hands on my breasts.
Instead, I brushed my teeth and went to sleep. Less alcohol would help too, was my last thought before unconsciousness.
DAY FIVE
I woke early, and got up. Kimmie had been late getting back, and she slept in again. I didn't follow my instincts and wake her to demand details of her night. I stayed silent, in part because I didn't want to get horned up over whatever sexual adventures had kept her out until all hours, and in part because I absolutely did not want to get quizzed about my own activities the night before.
A verbal stiff-arm about jet skiing was all it took to have her leave to have fun with Adrian and Sophia, and let me meet up with Dale on the wharf.
We wandered through the port town, looking for fun stuff to buy.
There was no fun stuff to buy.
After the tenth teeshirt shop with the same bad teeshirts (and the occasional original, usually dirty, design), I threw up my hands, and said, "That's it. Can we be done shopping?"
"I'm glad you said it," Dale replied. "I bought my souvenir," he said, waving a cheesy ball cap with the island's name and a picture of a surfer girl on the front. "I'm ready to get out of these shops and stop being told I can have 'free looks'."
"So, want a beach?" I asked, a little hesitant. I was wearing my modest blue bikini, under my most modest cover-up. Ready for the beach, but trying not to be... enticing? Dale had on a pair of huge board shorts and an Hawaiian shirt. It was as unflattering as a male could manage for beachwear, honestly.
Good. We were on the same, 'let's be friends' page. Right?
"What beach?" he asked. "Firefly is the one all the shore excursions go to, but it looks crowded."
"I am done with crowds," I replied, thinking of the pajama party. "Ask a local?" The island we were on was one that is famous for many wonderful beaches.
We saw a cab stand ahead of us, and Dale shrugged. "Let's get a cab, and have them take us to the right beach."
"Whatever one that is?" I asked.
"Exactly. It'll be an adventure."
I shrugged and we walked over, grabbing a small minibus of a cab. The driver was old, how old I couldn't tell, round-faced, and had smile lines all around his eyes. "Where to, you lovely couple?" he asked, embarrassing us both.
"We want a beach," Dale said.
"We have so many beaches," the driver said happily. "Which one in particular?"
We looked at each other. "Not crowded?" Dale said uncertainly.
"I'm done with crowds," I said again, affirmatively. I was done with getting my ass groped, standing in line topless, and watching horribly amateurish versions of CATS.
"There are so many beaches," the driver mused. "But if you want truly uncrowded..."
"Please," Dale said, voicing my sentiment.
"If you don't mind a long drive, on the other side of the island there is a huge resort that went out of business during the COVID. The beaches nearby are all uncrowded now," the driver suggested, a touch of sadness in his voice.
"Sounds good," Dale said for both of us.
"The least crowded is one where even the local beach bar went out of business. The good news is no one go there," the driver said. "The bad news is, there are no bathrooms and there is no beer."
"If I don't have beer, I guess I can do without the bathroom," joked Dale. He looked at me.
"Sounds perfect," I said. "Let's go for it."
The ride was long, but fun. The two of us watched for tropical birds, which we both had done some research on. I did start to worry as the ride got longer.
"When should we look for a cab to get back to the boat in time for our cast-off?" I asked, starting to get nervous at how far we were traveling.
"There is no worry for that," our driver replied easily. "I will come back for you, and bring you to the ship in plenty time."
He suddenly turned off the road and down a dusty path. He pulled up to a stop in a sandy lot. "I will be back at three o'clock. Come find me here. The beach is down that pathway," he said, pointing to the south. He smiled at both of us hugely as we got out, and said, "You are a beautiful couple. You will enjoy this beach."
He pulled away and we rolled our eyes in embarrassment.
No cars were in the lot.
We looked at the path, and headed down, hearing the surf in the distance.
When we came out of the jungle, we saw three things.
The first was an amazingly beautiful little beach, hemmed in by dark lava rocks at both ends, with pristine sand and blue water. The second was a ramshackle beach bar, with the windows boarded over and painted 'Close'.
The third was a battered sign...
Attention:This is a clothing optional beach. You may see naked sunbathers ahead.
"Oh shit," I said softly. Dale just gulped. With no ride for several hours, we walked hesitantly down onto the beach, eyes roaming for other, potentially naked people.
There were none.
I don't mean there were no naked people. There were no people.
I looked at the sand. Below the high tide mark, there was not a blemish. Even above the high tide mark, the softer sand there had no evidence of footprints less than days old. We might as well have been on a desert island.
"We did ask for an uncrowded beach," Dale drawled. We both laughed, but with just a touch of nervousness. If our driver did not return on time, we were capital S-C-R, screwed.
We also were all alone on a fucking nude beach.
Is a nude beach a nude beach, if there are no nude people on it?
We started walking down the sand. It felt amazing under my sandals, and I slipped them off to find that it felt even better under my bare feet. Dale stopped and ditched his sneakers when he saw the pleasure brought on by my bare toes in the sand.
All up and down the expanse, there was no one. No beer, no people. Who knew? No hotel nearby also meant a lot, I was sure.
It was almost eerily silent, with just the softly rolling waves for a soundtrack, as we walked along the sands. We veered close to the shut down bar. To call it a bar would have been generous. It was a barely standing wooden hut, with a tin roof. When it had been open, there had been a small counter, and nowhere to sit outside. If it ever had had bathrooms, they must have been porta-potties.
Dale absently tugged off his beach shirt as we walked, letting the sunlight hit his chest. He smiled at the sensation.
I looked at my coverup. And I thought. This was an adventure, right? We were effectively marooned on a desert island, unless our driver returned, right?
Fuck it. I was pushing my limits for no good reason on a daily basis on this cruise, and I hadn't yet done anything stupid today. It was time.
With a dull, tuneless whistle, I pulled my own coverup off over my head, continuing to walk barefoot now, in my modest blue bikini. Then, without so much as a comment, I undid my top and lifted it over my head.
Dale stumbled for a moment as I tucked the top into my bag. He stumbled again when I paused to slide the bottom down and off my ankles, and tucked it into my bag as well. I just looked at him. I was beginning to suspect that I was, in fact, quite the exhibitionist. I had liked the topless sunbathing in spite myself. I had enjoyed the stripper teddy, even when it had gotten me groped. While getting felt up by Dale the night before had, duh, been nice, there had been an extra, added sauce at the idea that someone could walk around the corner at any moment. And now, I was enjoying being naked here on a public beach, even if there was only the one guy on it with me.
"What?" I asked. "We got sent to a nude beach. When in Rome..." I shrugged and started walking again. Dale just stared at me in what I found to be a most gratifying manner, then started walking quickly to catch up with me.
We went another twenty yards or so before I pointedly looked at my naked self, then ran my eyes up and down his very nice, but still pants-wearing bod.
We walked another twenty yards before Dale sighed, and pushed his shorts down off his hips.
Okay. I'd like to say that I smiled in triumph, didn't look, and just kept on walking.
What I actually did was instantly check out his penis... then smiled in surprise and triumph, and kept on walking.
I really had to stop myself from a visible double-take after that first glance. Dale was completely clean-shaven down there. I had not seen that coming! I had been clean-shaven below decks before, and was not currently sporting much more than a narrow, decorative V that let me wear any of my bikinis with ease. But that kind of grooming was pretty common for a girl. Kimmie had waxed completely bare as long as I had known her, and I had found myself doing some regular razor artistry since Junior year of college. But I had never seen a cock in real life without pubes. It made him look weird... for about five seconds. Then I found it enchanting.
He had a very nice penis, I thought. It was nothing enormous, but it was gratifyingly substantial, dangling there at what looked like half-chub, despite Dale's discomfort with getting naked, and more obvious discomfort with the half-chub situation. A girl likes to be appreciated, no matter the situation. I walked on in front of Dale. I'm a horrible person and I swayed my hips just a bit more than was natural. I felt little bit bad about tormenting him like this, but I didn't have it in me to stop doing it.
He didn't let me do it to him for long, as he quickened his steps to move back beside me as we walked. Up close to the woods that bordered the beach opposite the water, we found ourselves stopping to observe the birds some more. We had a much better view than from the cab, of course, and there were parrots everywhere. We had a brief, friendly argument over the species of several.
I was outside, buck naked with a guy, and we were yammering about bird identification, then about habitat destruction. These particular birds' habitat seemed pretty much pristine and to their liking, and they made quite a racket whenever we drew close. I remarked on that phenomenon.
"You know, I like that," Dale mused. "They make for an early warning system, so the Boogey Man can't sneak up on you." I think we both liked the idea, not because of fears of the Boogey Man, but due to an intense interest in knowing if we were still alone or not...
We reached a particularly beautiful stretch of truly clean sand, with no branches, leaves, or sea debris for yards around. I stopped and pulled out my towel, laying it down in the rich, warm sun. Dale paused behind me and shrugged, pulling out his own beach towel to lay beside mine.
We sat on our towels and set aside our bags.
We had essentially a private beach. It was gorgeous. The wind was barely a zephyr. It was warm. Dale produced two beers from his bag, so we had refreshments. No wonder he hadn't worried about the bar being closed. What could be better than this?



What could be better, I told myself acerbically, would be if we had our clothes on, so it wouldn't all be so fucking weird. But that ship had sailed. I'd sent it out to sea myself. The only thing was to brazen it out.
We drank our beers, watched the waves, and talked. We ended up discussing the miracle of logistics that is a cruise ship, and how amazing it was that we didn't all starve, or suffer food poisoning, or get bed bugs, or run aground each and every day.
But the whole time, I could not help but keep Dale's hairless junk in the corner of my eye. At last, it had started to go down, relaxing from where it had balanced at first, teetering on the verge of a full erection. I heaved a sigh of relief at his relaxation.
And then felt irritated that it had happened. I was naked here, right? Right here, in front of him?
I decided I was stiff and started to stretch. Mostly, I lifted my arms in the air. I also twisted my spine back and forth. I bent from side to side. It all felt better, eventually.
Could I help it if my perfectly innocent exercises had me waving my tits in every possible way, right at Dale?
His relaxed state did not last. As he swelled once again, Dale sat up and pulled up his legs, ruining my view. I shook my head in bemusement. I really was an awful person, and I needed to lay off him. What had he done to deserve this level of tease?
I shrugged and simply laid back on the towel on the sand to get some sun. And I heaved several deep breaths... "It's a great day to just nap in the sun, right?" I asked softly.
"Um, yeah," he said, laying down himself with some reluctance. He dropped his head back on the sand, but I could tell he was still looking at me out of the corner of his eyes. I could tell that because he kept getting harder. And longer. A lot harder and longer than I had guessed from his initial, partially tumescent state. He had been a lot less fully aroused initially than I had imagined.
Well done, young man. Well done...
I closed my eyes. I was being a huge bitch, I knew. What had this great guy done to deserve me blue-balling him on a beach. And I was definitely blue-balling him at this point. Yet I felt utterly safe with him. Alone as we were on a deserted beach with no one for miles, I knew he would not touch me. I could give him all the show in the world, and there would not even be any plausibly deniable, incidental contact. He would and did appreciate the hell out of the view I was providing, but that was all.
I was being a ginormous bitch to him, and to myself as well. I was horny, but determined not to do anything. Why? I wanted a long-term relationship back home, true. But there was not even a decent prospect for such on the radar back in Texas. I had no one to be 'faithful to' but an amorphous desire.
Surely I could have some fun? A little. Maybe little more than a little?
I heaved a deep sigh. And I saw his cock twitch in response as he pretended not to be watching me.
Shit.
I didn't ask permission. I didn't look for a reaction. I didn't give him a chance.
I just rolled over on the sand and caressed that now remarkably hard, generously proportioned cock. I only stroked the length once, in a single smooth stroke. Dale gasped at my touch, but didn't move. I chuckled inwardly as I realized he was shocked but holding the presence of mind to not say anything that might make me stop...
That was not going to be a problem. I gazed down at his pink, hairless, near perfection, and wrapped my fingers around its smooth base. It throbbed in my hand, warmly. The purple helmet gleamed in the sun, a touch of moisture glistening at its tip suddenly. There was a long vein snaking its way up his length, and I felt it pulse against my fingers.
I leaned down further, licking that drop of gently delicious seepage away, and kissed the tip gently. But not for long. In seconds, I slid my lips down over that eager cap and caressed it with my tongue as I took more and more of him into my mouth.
He tasted... divine. There was just the tiniest tang of sweat from our day's walking, saltiness from that glisten of pre-cum, and an indefinable funk that just made me happy to sense on my tongue--the tongue which eagerly caressed the warm hardness that I had pulled into my mouth.
Fuck, he felt good to suckle on. And he was an awesome mouthful. He was not the biggest cock I'd encountered, but he was... yes, generous was the right word. And no cock I'd ever interacted with had been attached to quite as nice a guy as this.
Even if he did live in Buffalo, a city I'd rather avoid during summertime and could not imagine visiting, much less living in, in the winter, Dale had put up with an enormous amount of my shit. He deserved my best, even if it was just a one-off.
The fact that I knew I was about to enjoy myself enormously had nothing do with my motivation. Really...
I sucked hard on him, just the tip, my tongue flicking across it where it lay trapped between my pursing lips. He finally groaned a heartfelt, "Fuuuuckkkkk..."
My hand started to slowly pump the base of his shaft, oh so gently. Just a base layer of pleasure for him. I rolled a little further, and pushed more of him into my mouth. He really was like steel for me. Sweet, warm, velvet steel. Holding him captive in my mouth was a dreamy sensation.
I worked my saliva glands, and my drool surrounded his cock. I loosened my lips, and let the moisture drizzle down his member, lubricating it where my hands slowly, gently pumped away at the base of his shaft.
He moaned again as I started to increase the tempo of my now lubricated hand on the root of his dick. I sucked still harder on him, bobbing my head now, sliding his wondrous member in and out, deep into my mouth. I felt Dale's body absolutely vibrate with energy radiating outward from were I was enjoying him.
I could tell that he wanted to remain motionless, still somehow afraid I might wake up or something, but his body could not keep still. His hips pulsed upward involuntarily, just a little, but it pushed him deeper into my mouth. I rode with the thrust, lifting my head enough to keep him from choking me. He pulled back, regaining control.
I pushed my head down on him again as he subsided, forcing myself to relax as his throbbing member filled my mouth to the back. I have always had too strong a gag reflex to deep-throat a guy. Believe me, I've tried. I don't like even attempting it anymore. A couple of guys have tried forcing the issue, if you will. Those attempts had ended badly for them. No one fucks my face. It is a one strike offense.
And I reflected that I had the ability to more than blow a guy's mind without cramming his cock down my throat. The thought sent a tiny smile curling my lips as I slid my mouth down Dale's sweet length. I certainly intended to blow his mind as I blew other parts of his anatomy. His involuntary responses to my efforts were getting louder now.
With a gargle, he pushed himself up on his elbows so he could look at me better. I tilted my head enough to look back at him from the corner of my eye, not letting his cock fall from my mouth. His fevered expression was confused but full of bliss. He smiled, wild-eyed at my glance.
I took my hand from his cock and swept it over his narrow, nicely-muscled hip, tugging it gently upward. My utter slave at the moment, he lifted it and rolled up on his side, giving me a slightly easier angle to work on him.
I rested my hand around his balls, tickling the smooth, hairless sack, and he groaned again. I tickled him some more, encouraging him to go ahead and make some noise. I liked hearing him express himself. It was part of my reward.
I let him slip from between my lips and started licking instead. My hand squeezed his shaft, slipping up and down firmly. As my strokes grew longer, my tongue had to make way for them. I had a little fun, pressing my tongue against him, sliding my hand up between it and him, then sliding my fingers out of the way to let me taste his flesh again.
"Daisy..." he sighed.
I smiled directly at him for the first time, and rolled over and up onto my hands and knees. I reached out and pushed his hip back again, rolling him back onto his ass. I then used the hand I'd pushed him with to brace myself on the sand on the other side of his body, and I bent again, now fully on my hands and knees. I slid my tongue under his head and lifted slightly, pressing down and murmuring happily as I took him back inside my jaws. The new angle was nice, but braced as I was, I could not use my hands. That was okay, my mouth had a plenty fine grip. I reveled in filling my mouth with him over and over.
While my hands were occupied with holding me up, Dale's were not. I moaned a little myself as I felt his fingers gently clasp my breasts where they dangled over him. Wow. I thought he had a nice touch before, during our aborted make-out session on the ship. Now, with no clothing in the way, and his... wonderfully appealing cock in my mouth, his touch was electric. I moaned loudly, encouraging him to hold my tits tighter as I ran my mouth up and down him faster, twisting my head differently with each bob.
This was surreal. I was kneeling here on a public beach, buck naked and blowing a guy I barely knew. I really liked him, but I barely knew him. And after another day or so, I'd never get a chance to know him any better. I rolled my tongue around him relentlessly. I had blown guys I had barely known before in my life. The crazy part was the naked, outside, on a beach, in the sunshine part. The crazy, psycho, awesome part of it.
I was loving this, against my every rational instinct.
I lifted my lips from him, and started massaging him while I sank onto my hip and curled up over him, cuddling against his far more toned than I had suspected abdomen. I took him back in my mouth yet again, determined to keep him there now, until I got what I wanted. The warmth of the sand beneath our towels and of the sun beating down on us was nothing to the fulfilling furnace that was Dale's body under me.
I cradled his cock in my mouth, sucking and teasing it as I firmly stroked the root, his slick, hairless skin down there sliding sensuously under my finger tips. I loved cuddling like that, feeling him throb beneath my nearly fetal form. The only downside was, Dale had been unable to keep his marvelous fingers on my breasts.
I sensed somehow that he would not have been able to keep concentrating on that activity for long anyway, not as I tortured him so gleefully. The tension in his form, and the throbbing my mouth felt inside it told me his focus was now entirely between my lips.
"Daisy... I'm... I mean..." Dale groaned, hands brushing urgently at my hair. "Careful... I'm going... I'm about to..." he babbled, or words to that effect. He was pretty incoherent, but I knew what he meant. I appreciated his warning, but I was not about to release him now. My head was rocking his tip in and out gently, but I was sucking hard, and in contrast, my hand was jacking him faster and faster.
"Oh God!" Dale grunted, and I felt his body's vibrations channel down into my mouth, followed by a wondrous flow of warmth. He tasted divine. Of course, he did. How could this fucking guy taste anything other than divine? The sticky offering filled my mouth in a first, sharp burst, then a longer, softer flow. As I was swallowing a little, more arrived, his voice keening in uncontrolled release. The insistent, urgent feeling of his jizz filling my mouth was just so goddamned satisfying!
The noises he made were even more gratifying, reinforcing in my core the power I had to reduce this cool-headed, intelligent man to a quivering, incoherent, gratifyingly joyful mess.
I ran my hand up his length, concentrating on pressing upward on the underside of his dick, expressing every last drop of what he had for me. I swallowed again, then popped my lips off of him.
I knew my mouth still had a lot of his spunk in it. I could taste its wonderful flavor. And it really wasn't my imagination, either. At that ecstatic moment when he gave it to me, I'd have believed it was a delicacy, no matter what. But having had a chance to savor it, I was now certain that this guy had legitimately the best tasting cum I'd ever enjoyed.
I considered sticking out my tongue to show it to him, but no. It was all mine. I savored it as I swallowed, working its sticky goodness out of my mouth and down my throat.
I did turn and smile at him, as big a smile as I could give. He smiled back, wide-eyed, still catching his breath.
I flowed around and on top of him, lying half on his body, my breasts pressing against his chest. And we kissed.
If I was intending to test him, by kissing him open-mouthed so soon after sucking him off, he sure as hell passed. His arms wrapped smoothly around me and his tongue probed my mouth. He had to sense himself in my mouth still. I certainly still did.
I felt his energy surge back into his body as he recovered. He demonstrated that strength by rolling me over swiftly, lips still locked on mine. Almost instantly, he was kissing his way down my throat, eagerly seeking my breasts. His hands pressed the sides of them together, lifting my nipples up to his hungry mouth. He feasted first on one, then the other. I sighed, content to revel in his thanks for a while.
But then he started down again, kissing across my belly and probing my deep navel with his tongue.
"Oh, hey! Wait," I gasped. "You aren't going to... I mean..."
He popped his head up and grinned. "I can't imagine that I can match that which I want to thank you for, but I intend to indulge myself trying," he said slyly, and bent back down.
As his mouth began kissing and placing tiny licks all around The Area, without actually touching The Area, mind you, I looked around in panic. We were lying there in the middle of the goddamned beach! It wasn't a big beach, just several hundred yards long, in fact, but that somehow made me feel more exposed. The side opposite the water, were the pathway came from, was all sparse, tropical woods. Someone other than a shitload of parrots could be watching us from anywhere in there! Visibility was great that day. Anyone on a boat who went by off shore could see us there, doing what Dale was doing, from a long way off. I looked up. Oh, Hell... There could be a drone. Or... or satellites!
Dale's tongue found my slit, which felt like a sodden sponge, just as I was really spiraling in panic. The gentle caress of his hands on my high inner thighs only collaborated with his gentle, curious, licking probes of my depths to wind me up further.
"Dale!" I hissed. "We are out here in front of God and everyone! How can you... ohhhhh." My hands scrabbled weakly at the top of his head. They were extremely reluctant to obey my desperate commands to push him away.
One of his hands slipped up to my crotch, and as he lifted his head, its thumb began to softly circle around, but not on, my clit. He laughed a little. "Now you are afraid? A minute ago, you were giving me the greatest blowjob in human history, and the situation didn't bother you!"
The phrase, 'greatest blowjob in human history,' derailed me for a moment. Then his mouth returning to The Area and his tongue once more probing my depths further distracted me. But someone could be in the bar. A guard or some shit. The ramshackle beach shed that was the closed bar was less than fifty yards to our left. It could hide a whole crowd, right?
"Dale," I wailed, still unable to make myself stop him, or squirm away from him on my own.
He was really very good.
Then his finger found its way into my traitorous twat and began to probe in place of his tongue. It was a magic finger, probing my depths gently, and finding just where to make me squirm even harder with amazing ease. His mouth kissed its way up my stomach to my tits, and he resumed feasting on my nipples. Feasting is the only word for it, except maybe worshiping.
"Okay," he said, suddenly looking up at me. He actually pursed his lips in thought and tilted his head back and forth. "I'll admit, I was freaking out at first when you... descended from heaven. Once you got going, I could handle it." He paused to suckle on my left nipple, which seemed to be his favorite, while his thumb began to stroke perilously close to my clitoris. His finger never ceased its fantastic probing.
With a pop, his mouth came free of my nipple again. "But it is much easier down here, giving rather than receiving. I guess it's because all I can see is Nirvana."
When his lips touched me next, they were planting themselves delicately around where my clit was desperately trying to protrude from my insides. His tongue brushed it and I screamed. I came right there and then. My eye rolled shut and my vision, instead of darkness, was filled with an endless expanse of cerulean blue.
My hips thrust up off the towel, against Dale's face. He just pushed backwards, bearing me down to the soft, towel-covered sand, and gave me no respite.
I groaned as a second finger slid inside me, in tandem now with his first, and their ardent caress inside me never let my tension fully ease. He did kiss his way around me again, leaving my clit to recover from his sudden, brief, cruelly delayed but stunningly effective contact. His gentle busses on the smooth-shaven skin just barely above and to the sides of my pussy kept me gently herded close to the edge, but giving me just enough room to catch my breath.
I saw his eyes flick up to mine, where my panic at exposure had been replaced with desperate confusion. His cheeks bunched and eyes squinted in a smile, and he slowly ran his tongue over my bump again.
Fuck, he was good.
I pushed my head back, crooning softly, the back of my skull making a deep dent in the sand under the towel. "Fucking hell," I managed to articulate. "Please don't stop!"
It was easier if I kept my eyes closed. That kept the fear of exposure to a minimum. I could pretty much banish all my fears, leaving me with only the utter certainty that there had to be a perv hiding in the beach bar's ramshackle hut.
That said, as his tongue slowly caressed my clit, filling me with stabs of pleasure that intertwined with the ecstasy flowing from his fingers' gentle massage inside me, I was lost. At that point I could have looked up to see a gaggle of live-streaming Instagram influencers walking down the path, and I would not have stopped Dale.
The ringing of the alarm I had set on my watch was another matter.
My head shot up and I raised my wrist to peer at my watch.
Dale had jerked upright too, leaving my poor clit exposed to the cruel, frigid warmth of the south Caribbean air. "What time is it?" he asked, actual concern in his voice for a moment.
"2:30!" I hissed, twisting my hips away from the fingers buried inside me.
"Oh," he said, suddenly relaxing. His other hand clasped my hip to stop my escape. "We still have half an hour," he chuckled, bending back to my pussy, which did not give a shit about what time it was.
"We will miss our cab!" I wailed, hips grinding eagerly against him.
"We have half an hour," Dale's muffled voice reiterated. The vibration of his voice, and fresh contact of his lips on my bump revved my guts and I moaned uncontrollably, despite my fresh nervousness. In response, Dale, relented in his assault and went back to nuzzling around my crotch, taking just an occasional taste right above his fingers. Fingers that never let up in their gentle, mesmerizing massage inside me.
The magnificent bastard was deliberately not letting me come again.
"Oh for chrissakes, Dale," I moaned, grabbing his head softly between my hands to make sure he knew I wanted him to stay in place as I demanded, "stop that! Finish this, please. The last thing I can handle is a half hour cab ride with a driver who got here early, came down to check on us, and saw me naked with your head buried between my thighs!"



It was the wrong strategy if I wanted to hurry Dale, who burst out laughing. He didn't pull his head away, but he was laughing far too hard for a bit to really continue, much less hurry up. I guessed he still was feeling plenty of nerves himself to get so borderline hysterical at what I had said. Even his clever fingers stopped their work.
"For fuck's sake, I'm serious," I wailed loudly, pulling his head down again. "Eat me, for crying out loud!"
I had never been with a man that was so... assertively compliant? He made me work to pull his face back against me, not because he was reluctant, or still seeking oxygen, but because he knew it was driving me even more nuts.
"Dale!"
"I'm not leaving," he mumbled firmly, "until I'm done."
"Fuck!" I gasped, collapsing backward onto the sand. There was no way I was going to stop him. It was better to enjoy it.
Yeah, that was the smart play. Enjoy the fuck out of it. If the driver came looking for us on a nude beach, he'd get the view he deserved...
I opened my eyes. Yes, we were lying out in the open on a beach. But it was the most glorious setting I had ever imagined. It was a literal fucking tropical paradise, and I was getting the best oral that I had ever conceived of, much less actually experienced.
I lay back and reveled in being eaten alive by this amazing man.
The sun struck my chest, my face, my legs. My nethers were covered, of course.
Para. Dise.
But he was not reckless, deep down I sensed that and relished it too. He picked up the pace.
His fingers, which had long ago found my G, now began to saw in and out of me, stroking it with each penetration. And his tongue stroked my clit eagerly, though only on the left-hand side for some strange reason. It was an odd, tiny, and irrelevant detail, but I focused on it. It helped me hold off coming the second time, helped me extend this heavenly moment. The moment that a minute ago I had been demanding to hurry up and arrive.
Yeah, yeah, sure. Taxi's coming. Submarine captains jacking off with their eyes glued to their periscope offshore. Yada, yada, yada. I wasn't ready for this to end.
But my body was.
With a rush that seemed instantaneous and yet minutes long, but which probably only lasted seconds, I felt my insides bunch up like a sprinter in the blocks and then suddenly release. I yelled at the top of my lungs every profanity I could manage to apply to either thanks or congratulations as my body exploded.
The blue I saw this time was the blue of the sky as my eyes shot open along with my mouth. My voice wanted to keep screaming, but I fell silent, either from lack of air or some strange desire to leave this tableau suddenly unsullied by cries of, "Holy Fuck, Dale! You are wrecking me!"
This time, I did shove him away. Hard. He lifted away from me without complaint, and sat back on his haunches as I curled up and gasped for air.
"Jesus, you're good," I finally managed to utter, flopping back onto my back.
"Not as good as you," he replied firmly. "And," he added, looking at his own watch, "we still have twenty minutes. We have time to jump in the water and get the smell of awesomeness off of us."
We both laughed, then as one, we rose and dashed into the water.
Which was fucking cold.
But it did the trick, and after a moment's immersion, and some token splashing, we were racing back to the beach and the warm sun.
I looked at my bag. "Suits," I said firmly. "I'll bet our friendly cab driver is a perv and sent us to a nude beach, just so he could get back here early and spy on us."
"Fuck, you think so?" Dale asked, suddenly freaked himself. We slid into our suits as fast as we could. "He wouldn't, would he?" He looked at me, standing beside him in my bikini. "He probably would. At least, I would have."
"Let's go run up the path and see if his car is here already," I said. We shared a look, and sprinted as fast as we could manage through the soft sand back to the path. When we reached the parking lot, there was no cab. There was no dust in the air, and only some light traffic on the road. I think we were both almost disappointed that our driver was not a peeping tom.
Five minutes later, his beat-up minivan rolled around the bend in the road. He pulled up to us, his window rolled down.
"You are out here already? We have much time before your ship blows its horn," he said, his black face crinkled in concern. "Did you not have fun?"
"You might have told us it was a nude beach," I said as we climbed in the back.
"Oh..." he said, clearing his throat. "I thought that you would... Were there others on the beach, embarrassing you with their nakedness?"
"Oh, there were naked people all right," Dale chuckled. I elbowed him discretely.
"And this embarrassed you? It is clothing optional, not nude," our driver said swiftly.
"We managed," I said, and Dale elbowed me back.
"But it could not have been crowded," our driver probed, concern still in his voice.
"Oh no, it was quite sparsely populated," Dale replied.
"Good, then I got that right for you," the driver said, brightening.
I was pretty sure he had not been spying on us. He was too concerned about his tip... which was going to be gigantic.
The drive back was long, and Dale and I were understandably a little wrung out. Our driver kept us awake, barely, with questions about our ship, and about America, where he had never visited. The guy had travelled to Switzerland, France, and Morocco, but not the United States. Go figure.
We pulled up to the cruise port later than I would have liked, and we hustled along the long concrete pier towards the ship. The first whistle blew, and we moved faster. We did not want to be those people we had each seen in the past, running for the the ship while the gangway pulled up.
"It has been a hot day, in so many ways," Dale panted as we half ran.
"Sure beats being back in Buffalo, doesn't it?" I laughed.
"Buffalo sucks in the winter," he agreed. "That's why I moved away as soon as I could. I live in down in Arlington, Texas now. It's a glorious city where people think forty degrees is cold."
...!
Arlington?
Arlington?!?
Fuck.
Fuck.
Oh God, fuck!
We dashed up to security, my mind reeling. We were through in a flash, and I stared at Dale in confusion. "Uh, my buddies will be worried that I might have missed departure," I practically gleeped. "See you!"
And I fled up the forward stairwell as fast as I could run.
Kimmie's and my apartment in the Dallas suburb of Irving is less than twenty minutes from old Cowboys Stadium... in the heart of Arlington. Dale and I were practically neighbors.
DAY SIX
I woke early, after a terrible night's sleep. I had found the worst place to eat on board the prior night for dinner, unable to deal with sitting near Dale at that moment. Also, my friends had all had dates, with whom I did not know, so I did not want to go to the dining room to eat with the swingers by myself. I supposed I could have handled them, but this way, I did not have to look at Dale, strengthening afresh the panic he was instilling in me.
I had been intending to stay aloof, and not fucking slut it up on this cruise, because I wanted to find a guy to last for a while, if not longer, back in Texas. Then I broke down like a tramp, and sucked a random dude's cock on a goddamned public beach on a Caribbean island. And then the guy turns out to live a half hour from my apartment?
A great guy.
I could not have screwed up this once in a lifetime opportunity harder if I had meant to.
All I had to have done is keep my mouth closed and and my tits covered, and I'd have eventually figured out that he lived in Texas, right? But now, to him I had become this crazy beach slut. A vacation fling.
You can see why I didn't get any sleep. Between berating myself, and then reliving the best oral sex of my goddamned life, I got no rest.
Kimmie, who had no agenda such as mine, got back the cabin at four in the morning. I greeted her and she apologized profusely for waking me. I tried to tell her that I was already awake, but she was intent on a toothbrush and a pillow.
My buddies had plans for the morning of our last day ashore, this time in Curaçao, and I joined them, hungover as they all were. We shopped the island hard, buying nothing of any value, except for Sophia, who bought several bottles of very high end booze. There were other souvenirs bought, but I wasn't paying attention. My friends were having a great time, trying to milk every last moment of fun from our vacation, and I did my best to support them. At least they could be happy. My life had been presented with a chance, and I'd slutted it away.
To distract myself from my own stupidity, after our morning shot (Kamikazes again), I decided to interrogate Kimmie about her own obvious adventure the night before. Unlike me, she knew how to be free. If you are going to slut it up, stay out until four, don't hide in your room.
"I got back to the ship early and eventually went to trivia again," Kimmie told me, "which you all missed yesterday. So I joined another group of players and, um, met Angus, who has the cutest Scottish accent. I can't understand half of what he says, and I don't care."
Sophia was listening too. "I got a look at this Angus guy last night. She's leaving out the wild shock of jet black hair, the crazy-elaborate beard, and the body that would be a little large for a Cowboys tight end."
"He's got a tight end, all right," Kimmie sniggered. "And he's getting a second round this evening," the bitch added smugly.
"Oooh! Two nights in a row," Sophia chimed in, teasingly. "Monogamy suddenly your thing, Kimmers?"
"And just who did you have dinner with last night, Sophia?" Kimmie shot back at her, but looking at me. Kimmie clearly already knew the answer. Sophia's blush in response actually sparked my interest a little. I added my stare to Kimmie's.
"Ah... Etienne and his wife," Sophia said quietly.
Oh ho! I needed a distraction. And I had some mind-focusingly serious questions to distract myself with suddenly. "And after dinner, Sophia?" I asked smoothly. "Did you?"
Her blush got deeper. "Yeah..."
"Knew it!" crowed Kimmie. "So how is Etienne in bed?"
Sophia looked at us. We only sometimes grilled each other for details that weren't freely offered, but there would be grilling today. Hr situation was just too out there.
"Good," she said quietly, but matter of factly. "Insatiable, maybe."
"Nice," Kimmie grinned.
"Yes, yes," I added impatiently. I leaned close, "What we really want to know is... How is his wife?"
Bingo! On target. Her face was crimson now.
"No!" Kimmie gasped. "I was betting that she might let her hubby have a little taste of American girl. Did she stick around to watch?" Sophia just looked at her, like an unexploded bomb. Her mouth opened and closed as we walked down the street.
Remembering what I had been observing the prior nights, I observed, "I don't think that woman is the sort to be content as a spectator."
Sophia stopped and buried her face in her hands. "I couldn't believe myself," she whispered through her fingers. She looked up at all of us, with a slightly wild-eyed grin. "We were in bed for hours. I told you he was insatiable. She is too."
Kimmie was in awe. "Ohmigod. No way! You had some kind of sapphic awakening, girlfriend?"
Sophia looked at her interrogator. "I... I mean, I don't think so? Like, I am not going to start dating girls. But..." she trailed off. She clearly had a whole lot of possibly scary emotions to process, but shame and regret were not among them.
We all giggled as we entered another shop, one that had all sorts of hats in the window. Adrian had bought this amazing, life-sized UFO of a wide-brimmed hat back in Barbados, and Sophia had been jealous of it for days. She tried on every hat in the store and was satisfied with none of them. As we, mission not accomplished, left the store I realized that Adrian had said not word one since we had gotten on the subject of the prior evening.
"How about you Adrian?" I asked, half curiously. I still just wanted to keep my mind off my own disastrous situation. "What were you up to last night?"
"Yeah," asked Sophia, "you didn't say this morning."
Adrian suddenly looked like a trapped animal. My once again flagging spirits perked back up.
"You've been pretty quiet, haven't you," Kimmie added, her own suspicions flaring. "What are you hiding? Sophia's got you beat no matter what, unless you bagged the Captain, or something."
Adrians eyes widened at that. "I wouldn't say, 'bagged', exactly," she rasped.
*
That tale had me buoyant and distracted through the beginning of lunch and Margaritas at a place that was unreasonably good for a tourist bar. But by the time the entrees arrived my mood had soured again, possibly worse than before. The honestly great food tasted like crap to me. My friends were letting it all hang out the right way, with anonymous dudes they'd never see again. And an anonymous hot Frenchwoman, of course. I had to go crazy and suck the dick of a guy who could have been a worthwhile man over the longer term. Now he knew I was still apparently as big a slut as my buddies, despite my best intentions for this trip.
After we got the check, they wanted to go visit the Cato Caves. I claimed a stomach ache, which wasn't entirely untrue. The girls clearly knew there was something wrong, but they let me take the pass without argument, God bless them. We will all tease each other mercilessly when one of us is embarrassed. And Adrian had already been renamed The Big Game Hunter, a nick that was going to stick for quite a while. But if one of us was down, we knew how to respect boundaries. When we all got home, I'd call a pity party at Duane's Dive and pour it all out over cheap rosé, but for now, I wanted to wallow, and they understood.
As they headed off to the tour site, I shambled back toward the ship.
I needed to find Dale. I didn't even know his cabin number. My mind whirled and I figured my best chances were the Eagle's Nest or the Jazz Club. I would go back and forth between them that evening and hope he would be there.
I could apologize, right? But for what? Sucking his dick? I might try to explain that he could mean more to me than... Fuck, this was going to be a disaster.
I knew this was not going to work, but I needed to find him anyway. It dawned on me that in addition to all the other ways I'd fucked this up, I'd outright ditched him yesterday, after such an amazing episode.
I sucked, didn't I?
It is hard to just sit around and contemplate your own shittiness, so I walked the ship. My feet moving ever onward in an odd attempt at escaping my own stupidity. Just stick with your plans, Daisy. Pull on your big girl pants and apologize when and if you find him. He deserved that, at the least.
Maybe I had learned something, and next time I wouldn't fuck things up.
Ha.
I found myself on the plaza deck, and the Porthole Pub was there to my left. There was trivia there in five minutes. I knew I would not play, but the charming cruise entertainment staff that ran the contests were great. I could use a smile.
I found a small booth off to the edge of the pub, and plopped down. The bartender, who knew me well by now was surprised when I asked for scotch on the rocks, but produced it in short order.
I intended to really hammer my premium drink package for the rest of this awful ride.
The trivia game was 90s action movie tropes. I would have won all by myself, if I had played. Some of the answers people gave were so pathetic, they were hilarious. I just sat in my booth, and drank brown liquor.
"Is this seat taken?"
I looked up and saw Dale, hovering like a terrified bunny, ready to bolt.
I almost leapt on him, restraining myself at the last moment.
"Please," I whispered pathetically.
"Are... you okay?" he asked. The bastard looked ashamed. How could he be feeling remorse? My heart creaked in pain.
"No," I said. And like an asshole, I shut up.
"Daisy, I'm... I'm sorry about how crazy things got yesterday," he said softly. "I... I am so glad I found you. It was all my fault."
I looked at him silently. How could he be falling on his...? the idiot.
I turned and looked into my purse, which I was carrying for the first time since we set foot on the boat. I reached in, grabbed, and threw my drivers' license on the table between me and where Dale had perched tentatively.
He stared at it and picked it up, looking at it.
"I live ten miles from Arlington," I said quietly. His eyes shot up to me in surprise.
"I have been trying for four months to finally find a guy worth hanging on to back home in Texas. I came on this cruise to relax and recharge, and I end up slutting it up. And worse, I slut it up with a great guy who lives near me. I'm so sorry, Dale. I'm not like that..."
"What the fuck?" Dale said, a hint of anger in his voice.
I knew it, he hated me.
"What are you freaking out about?" Dale demanded. "We... we connected. We had a moment I'll never forget. I hope you won't either. I hope we won't want to."
"That's not the point!" I quietly sobbed.
"Look, Daisy," Dale said, keeping his voice low as well. "I... I can see how knowing I live nearby could be scary. But I promise I'll stay away from you if you need me too. You don't have to worry about some crazed stalker. I can... I can let it go, if you need that!" His voice hurt, but he meant it.
Idiot.
"But you don't want to let it go?" I asked quietly.
Dale stared at me, eyes bright with moisture. "No, Daisy. I don't. But I understand..."
"No, you don't," I said, urgently cutting him off. "I don't want to be left alone. I especially don't want to be left alone by you!"
We stared at each other for an eternity, saying nothing.
Dale at last heaved a deep sigh. "I have a bottle of champagne the cruise line put in my cabin that is still chilled and unopened. Can I offer you a glass?"
My heart leapt. I shivered, but replied calmly, "That sounds delicious."
He led me towards the elevators, but I shook my head. "I swore before this cruise that I would not use the elevators the whole trip. That vow, at least, I'm going to keep."
He laughed. "A commitment to keeping those legs looking like that is something I can support. I should have made the same promise myself."
He lead me up the aft stairs, and I was surprised when we reached my deck and he kept going up to the suite deck. We walked down the corridor all the way aft, and he keyed us into his cabin. His suite.
"What the fuck is this?" I said in amazement, before I could intercept my mouth.
His accommodations did not belong in a cruise ship. They belonged in a Vegas Casino, one of the big ones on The Strip.
Dale's room was huge, with interior double doors on the right side side of the room we were entering. There was a fucking no shit, gleaming, grand piano in the middle, which was bolted to the white marble floor. There were mirrors everywhere, and a huge glass wall with sliding doors that led out to an insanely wide balcony that overlooked the stern of the boat. There was a wet bar and a dining table with six fucking chairs in the cavernous space.
"This is how you cruise?" I almost shrieked.
"Uh, no. This is how my parents cruise," Dale said, almost shamefacedly. "They are retired and they cruise several times a year." He paused. "They have points. Lots of points. All the fucking points. The cruise line could not rebook this suite at the last moment, so they put me in here as a goodwill gesture for having to leave my parents behind, even though their plane had gotten into the air already when we cast off."



"Fuuuuck," was all I could say, looking around.
Dale turned and grasped my hands in his. "Daisy, how about Wednesday?"
"Wednesday?"
"Yeah, for a first date. Somewhere for a nice, no pressure, ordinary first date back in Texas, like Applebee's or some shit."
I looked at him, and almost laughed. My eyes had to have been bright, but I managed to drawl, "Yeah, you are going to have to do better than Applebee's. I am going to need at least an Olive Garden."
We smiled fairly stupidly at each other. His lips quirked in amusement. "I actually like Olive Garden," he admitted.
"Honestly, me too," I answered. "How about the one at Lincoln Square? Seven o'clock?"
He gave me a swift, mocking bow. "I look forward to our first date." I was still feeling skittish, despite my world having unexpectedly not crumbled to dust, and he could see it. "A clean slate, right?" Dale asked seriously. "What happens in the Caribbean, and so forth?"
"Stays in the Caribbean," I replied firmly. "A fresh slate when we meet up Wednesday."
I turned from him to stare around the suite. We still hadn't gone more than a yard into the room, enough to let the door close behind us, and I was having a hard time getting enough of the view.
Dale took a step closer behind me, and I felt a hand gently rest on my hip.
"Of course," I said, quietly acknowledging his approach, "we still have plenty of time in the Caribbean before then..."
I felt him move around me, and I turned toward him. I popped up onto my tiptoes and planted a kiss on his lips. It was supposed to be a quick, happy 'thank you for not hating me' kiss, but things kept getting out of hand with Dale. Our lips refused to part, and we sank into a deep, wet exchange. I melted into his embrace and we held each other, half desperately as we bussed.
There were no wandering hands on either of our parts, we just clasped our hands against each other's back, pressing ourselves against each other, not in desire, but in a need for physical closeness.
The kiss lasted quite a while, before Dale broke it off at last. We gasped for air and he pressed his forehead against mine. He looked at me, as if about to take a leap. "I can't figure out what I want," he sighed.
"Tell me," I answered. He just stood there, almost frozen. I poked him in the chest gently. "Tell. Me."
"I cannot decide if I want to make slow, soft love to you tonight," Dale said tenderly, "or fuck you absolutely raw," he finished with a feral grin.
I laughed.
"To be clear," he added with serous expression, "I'm not the kind of guy who back in Texas is going to expect you to put out after a single date at Olive Garden."
"I should hope not," I answered sternly. "As for your current dilemma, since we are still in the Caribbean, and thus this will all stay here, may I suggest that I'm up for both?"
Dale had no answer for me, not in words. He just stared at me.
"But, Mr. I Sail the Seven Seas in the Presidential Suite," I said, pulling free of his arms, "Your turn to get naked first!"
He stared at me some more, but with a goofy smile starting to surface on his face. Then he reached for me with a good-natured growl, but I stepped backward too quickly for him. I dashed over to the white couch that ran along the wall and sat down, elegantly and extravagantly crossing my legs. I leaned back, my arms stretched wide across the top. He took one step toward me, and I said, "Ah, ah, ah! I stripped first on the beach for you. Your turn!"
We grinned at each other, then he shrugged and started to pull his shirt off over his head.
I'm pretty sure that he was not really trying to put on a show, as he seemed just a little too eager to get naked for me, once he caved. But holy shit did he put on a show anyway. As he tugged his polo shirt up and over his head, his chest flexed most satisfactorily. As with most details about Dale, I'd been with a guy here or there in my life who was 'more'... more cut, or had more muscles, but none had quite so leonine a build. Lean, powerful, and graceful.
He tossed the shirt aside, and I was gratified to see some perkiness in his nipples from where I sat. There was more than a little perkiness in my bra under my blouse... He reached for his fly, then stopped, pausing to kick off his shoes. Then he showed off some impressive balance as he lifted first one foot then the other to ditch the socks.
Then he tugged at his fly, unzipping first, then popping the snap on his jeans. He looked archly at me as he let them drop to the marble floor and stepped free, kicking the jeans off to the edge of the room. I rewarded him with a smile and by throwing back my shoulders and inhaling deeply. That did catch his attention.
That elegant cock of his was rigid inside his briefs, tenting the blue fabric out in most promising fashion. He stared at me. "Oh, do go on," I purred.
Dale tugged at the elastic, needing to pull the waist quite wide to clear that magnificent obstruction, and let the underwear drop to his ankles. He stepped free with one foot, then kicked them away with the other.
I burst out laughing as he finally tried consciously to make a show of it, striking a silly version of a body-builder's pose. I was positively squirming on the couch.
With three quick steps, Dale approached me, turned, and slid to a seat beside me, one arm sliding smoothly around my shoulder. "And now..." he began, reaching for the buttons of my blouse.
"Now," I interrupted, bounding quickly to my feet, "I am going to enjoy this situation for a little bit." I giggled as I turned and stared at him, sitting non-plussed on the couch. "Before I boarded this ship, I'd have never thought this trip was going to be filled with all sorts of new Fun With Nudity, but I have now thoroughly bought in," I told him, walking around the piano, trailing my fingers along its shiny, hard, black surface, but keeping my eyes on Dale and his eager semaphore on the couch.
"On this trip, I have sunbathed topless for the first time outdoors. It was the first time I've been exposed in a crowd," I said ticking on a finger.
"Where? When?" Dale interrupted eagerly. I smiled and went on.
"I have danced half the night in stripper underwear in an even bigger crowd, and despite getting my ass full-on groped by persons unknown, still had a great time for the most part," I said, ticking off a second finger.
Dale's face clouded at that piece of info, so I moved on to forestall any gallantry. "And I walked buck naked on a public beach on broad daylight, with a naked man who enchanted me into sucking his cock," I finished with another ticked finger.
"I think it is time to enjoy a little time watching someone else be exposed while I am not," I chuckled. "Seems like the next obvious step."
Dale looked at me, realizing that he was full-on nude, and I was fully clothed. Not your average Hollywood scenario. He opened and closed his mouth a few times, then he shrugged and said, "It is your show, Daisy. But what the fuck am I supposed to do?" He leaned forward on the couch in thought, which had the unfortunate effect of covering most of his groin.
"I think I can just enjoy myself looking at you," I said with a smile, walking back to sit on the other end of the sofa.
"I thought it was guys who were the visual types," he said.
"Oh, I can very much enjoy looking at the right guy," I said, looking pointedly at the right guy. "I've been to two different strip clubs, Mister. I've seen how guys can sit there and watch naked women all night. We can stare just as hard, once we have the right opportunity."
"Yeah, but I don't have a pole, nor would I know how to use it," Dale snarked, waving his arms to indicate the otherwise fully-equipped suite.
"You damn sure do have one," I laughed. "And I'm thinking you damn sure know how to use it. But if you must do something, go get me a drink!"
Eager to have something to do other than just sit there, nude, a confusedly embarrassed Dale sprang up and moved quickly to the bucket with the champagne. "But when were you sunbathing topless? How did I miss that opportunity?"
"First day at sea," I said. It had to be obvious where, right? "Up on the Top Deck."
"The Top Deck?" Dale asked, curiously. "Isn't that the super-fancy restaurant up on the fore of the ship? I've never checked out the menu, but my mother was super excited talking about going there when we planned the trip."
I burst into uncontrollable laughter at that.
"What?"
"The Top Deck is not a restaurant. It is the ship's top-optional sunbathing deck," I chortled. "Tell me more about your mother..."
He blanched, then face-palmed. "I would literally," he said through his fingers, "rather clean fish than say one more word about her under these circumstances."
I chose mercy, because I am wonderful like that.
"Yeah. Well, my buddies talked me into going up there."
Dale's cock bobbed. I laughed again and pointed at the offending member. "I saw that move!"
"You have some very good-looking friends," Dale said both defensively and sheepishly.
"One girl per customer, buster," I said sternly, giving him a quelling look. Sophia was apparently some kind of exception. But not for Dale...
"I'm a satisfied customer," he said, stepping over to present me with a glass of bubbly.
I spun away from him as soon as I had the glass, and almost danced around the space. "I still have to explore this monster cabin a little more," I said, walking through it. Mostly, I was mesmerized by the idea of a grand piano in a passenger cabin. I walked up to it and ran my fingers along the keys. It sounded beautiful.
"It's in tune," Dale observed. "Do you play?"
I laughed at the idea. "No. I do not! I wish." I looked over my shoulder at him, suddenly feeling very naughty, and not in a sexual way. "Honestly, I've never actually seen a grand piano that wasn't on a stage before," I said, and bit my lip.
Fuck it. If Adrian could fuck the Captain of the ship, I could sit on this goddamned piano. I flashed another grin at Dale, stepped up onto the bench and turned, sitting down on the top of the closed piano, dangling my legs over the keyboard, with my feet on the bench. I was a little scandalized by myself.
"I always wanted to imagine myself as a sexy lounge singer, draped over the piano," I admitted, running my hands suggestively over the lid. "Damn, this thing is solid as a rock," I added, looking down at the expanse of ebony wood.
"Well, every chanteuse needs a pianist then," Dale said quietly. He stepped up in front of me and looked in my eyes. I shut up and looked back. He slowly extended a hand and lifted up one of my knees, pushing the leg outward and setting it down gently again. His other hand followed, doing likewise with my other leg. He stepped over the little bench, where my feet now rested at either end, and sat down at the keyboard.
Did I mention that I was wearing a skirt that day? A fairly short one?
Dale just sat there, twiddling a few piano keys with his fingers, and let his eyes roam up and down between my eyes and my quite visible crotch, covered only by fairly insubstantial panties. Neither of us spoke as he kept touching a few random keys with one hand, and he lifted the other to trail the backs of his fingers up and down the inside of my thigh.
I shuddered. I shuddered deliciously. And that was before he leaned over to kiss the inside of my knee, slowly and softly.
As his eyes rose again, they held mine this time, and I felt rather than saw both his hands slide up under my legs. I instinctively lifted my ass, and he caressed it as he slid his grip underneath. He plucked the waistband at the back of my panties and tugged them toward him and down my legs. My knees were forced toward each other as my panties travelled down my thighs, but he lifted one leg free of the garment, setting it down once more, spread wide. He almost absently tugged the panties free of my other leg, which I had let splay back wide on my own.
The procedure had lifted my short skirt almost completely up, and for some reason I saw no need to shove it back into place. He kissed the inside of my knee once more, then slowly, agonizingly, he worked his way up my leg, a lip's thickness at a time.
By the time he was nearing my crotch, my whole body was quivering in anticipation. His progress ground to a halt, as he kissed my leg in the same small circle, like in a holding pattern. "Fuck, you are such a tease," I almost wailed. I wanted to grab his head and jam it against me, but he was driving right now, and I loved it as much as I was hating it.
I felt a kiss against my smooth lips down there. My quivering turned to shaking. His tongue flicked out and ran up a short section of my slit. I rocked forward infinitesimally. His tongue probed again... and I heard a little, melodious motif come from the piano. Dale's fingers were on the keys, not on me.
His tongue probed me, parting my eager lips with ease. I felt his taster sink into me, wriggling enchantingly. And the piano was playing jazz. Not some idle noodling, but a tune. A real one, that I recognized.
This sonofabitch could actually play the piano--well!
This sonofabitch could actually play jazz. No wonder he liked the club so much.
This sonofabitch could play jazz and simultaneously eat pussy... in a way that I had never quite been eaten before.
"Oh, Christ, Dale," I moaned, leaning back perilously and burying my fingers in his voluminous brown hair. His tongue only probed deeper into me. His upper lip was proving almost prehensile as it wobbled excruciatingly against my clit. I shouted wordlessly at that new wrinkle.
And he just kept playing the piano! Part of me wanted to demand that he cut that out and put his fingers to better use about a foot higher, but most of me was too enchanted by the experience to want him to stop. "You keep displaying hidden talents," I moaned. It was getting harder to talk as my breath kept getting shorter. "I can't imagine a better rendition of Take the V-Train," I managed.
He chuckled. "It's take the A-Train," he automatically corrected.
"I beg," I gasped, "to differ!"
That was the last coherent thing my voice could manage--my last coherent thought, really. Dale's tongue slid free of my insides and circled my clit.
My voice still had plenty to say, just none of it made sense, even to me, as waves of ecstasy started to roil inside me. My belly was undulating involuntarily like a belly-dancer's, and my hips vibrated like the piano strings beneath them. My fingers dug into Dale's hair hard, they had to, to keep me upright.
My gobbledygook crescendoed at least an octave higher than it had been a second before, as my orgasm took me completely. My only coherent thought was that I was about to pull Dale's beautiful hair out by the roots, and I let go. The problem with that was that I was leaning backward hard, and in the throes, my back was arching madly. Without Dale's head to keep me up, I flopped onto the piano top, bonking my head loudly on the lid.
The music stopped and Dale shot to his feet. "Oh God, Daisy! Are you okay?" he asked, panic almost instantly in his voice.
"Ow! Yeah," I laughed, contradicting myself. "Turns out... the piano lid is not as soft as... beach sand was on the... back of my head." It was hard to get the reassuring words out. The remaining energy from my not-quite-finished, interrupted orgasm was making its way free as a fit of the giggles.
"Are you sure?" Dale asked again, unwilling to be calmed. His hands waved around uncertainly, and his face, wrinkled in concern, was soaking wet. I of course found that hilarious.
"I'm... fine," I gasped between giggles that were veering uncontrollably toward guffaws. "I'm just not done... coming, you doofus!" And with that, I finally was. I gasped for air, rubbed the back of my head, which was not really that sore, and crooned happily. I did not have much in the way of muscle control, however, especially in my abdomen. I stuck a hand out to Dale, who was finally coming down off High Alert. "Pull me up so I can kiss you," I begged.
He grabbed my hand and gently helped me sit up, whereupon I grabbed his face and kissed all over its wet, sticky surface. He guided me against his lips and we kissed deeply. But he broke it off all too soon, and lifted me up and off the piano, setting me on my none-too-steady feet. I looked at him in query, and he laughed.
"I realized that you were probably about to start dripping down into the piano's insides, leaving my parents with a cleanup charge that I would have a hard time explaining to them!" We shared a grin at the concept.
I looked around the room, then pointedly at the white couch. "Speaking of cleanup charges, that couch might be a problem, considering certain dual desires you mentioned before. I see that you have lost none of your enthusiasm for them," I added, pointing at Dale's desperately hard cock.
"Yeah, but I hope you don't think that there isn't a big king-sized bed right through that door, right?" Dale said, sweeping his arm toward the double doors beyond the unfuckonable couch.
"Tell me more," I grinned.
Wordlessly, Dale bounced over to the doors and threw them wide. He gestured extravagantly into the next room, which on its own was twice the size of mine and Kimmie's. It did indeed contain a bed, and a mighty comfy-looking one at that. My eyes got a little fixated on that surface, and my ideas of what was hopefully about to happen to me upon it, and I was jerked up short in my approach by Dale's arm, barring my way.
"No, no! Suite rules: Only naked people in the bedroom," he said like a New York City club bouncer.
"Oh, that's the rule, is it?"
"It is now," Dale said, his doorman seriousness ruined by a smile that bordered between silly and puppy-dog eager. He did not wait for me to say anything else, letting his hands caress my chest lightly for a second or two before he began to unbutton my blouse, clearly not intending to let me put him off again. I just stood still and let him slide the blouse off my shoulders. As my hands escaped my sleeves, I reached behind me and unhooked my bra, letting it hang loose over my breasts for him to remove.
His hands slid slowly up by belly, and under the loose cups. His fingers caressed my curves up to the aching nipples surmounting them, teasing my nubs by rolling them between his fingertips. I hunched my shoulders, and the straps slid free. Dale turned his hands to pull the light little brassiere away from me, tossing it onto my blouse on the floor. He kissed me as his fingers searched for, found, and slid down the zipper of my skirt. It slid free and puddled at my ankles. He gazed at me for a few seconds, then kissed me again before whispering in my ear, "You can keep those fucking sexy shoes on."
That suited me, the espadrille platform shoes made my legs look great without making my feet hurt.
"So," Dale said, grinning. "You've enjoyed having me naked while you were still dressed. Now we are both naked..."
"Except for my shoes," I put in.
"Except for those awesome shoes," Dale allowed. "Which condition, me naked or both of us naked, do you prefer?"
"Well..." I said, smiling wickedly. "You sure as hell showed me how entertaining the former condition could be. What have you got for our current one?"
He looked at me for almost two seconds before he reached out and swept me up into his arms, carrying me through the doors and into the bedroom. I whooped a little, and pressed my chest against him.
In the back of my mind, I was impressed with his strength, which was greater than I'd have expected from looking at him. I'm not short, and while slender in places, I am anything but a twig, yet he only wobbled a little as he carried me.
His shins bumped the foot of the bed and he suddenly tossed me down onto it. The mattress felt the same as the one in my cabin, and I bounced lightly as I fell upon it. He leaned over and crawled up onto the bed after me. With a grin, I crab-walked backward away from him until my head reached the headboard. Dale followed relentlessly, until he was on his hands and knees over me.



Our banter was suddenly in short supply, as he leaned down over me for another deep kiss. This one sent tremors down through my body, where they were met by other tremors emanating from where the tip of his cock brushed gently against my mons. As we kissed, I reached down to caress that hanging masterpiece. I pressed it down, rubbing its tip across my mound, then pushed it firmly downward between my legs.
As his tip slid down along my slit, still soaking wet and slightly parted in the aftermath of his ferocious feasting minutes before, I groaned loudly into his mouth, "Please!"
Somehow, Dale found it in himself to fulfill my request. Can you imagine that? He maneuvered his hips with almost magical precision, and I felt his swollen helmet nestle between my folds. It was his turn to groan softly as he applied gentle pressure and slid that delicious, purple head just inside of me.
He shivered and forced himself to pause as we both enjoyed the sensation of his initial penetration. "Ohhh Daisy," he murmured, between kisses all over my face, from eyes to nose to cheeks. "That first day, in the boarding line, I wanted this."
"Did you?" I smiled back, wriggling my hips to work him into me just little bit more.
"Fuck yes," he chuckled. "But I figured I was just going to have to settle for the view. I knew you were for too beautiful for me." As far as I was concerned, each of the three women who had been standing with me in that line were all more beautiful than I, in one was or another, but I was not about to argue with him! As if to prove to himself that he had been wrong about my unattainability, he sank another inch or two inside of me. We both groaned this time, as I felt him stretch and extend me.
"And I was just looking at you because you seemed interesting. I didn't pay attention to if you were hot," I lied with a chuckle, waiting for him to keep pressing further inside me. That was the wrong thing to say if I wanted that, as Dale lifted his head and eased the pressure of his cock against me.
"You didn't find me attractive?"
"I didn't notice. Much... Remember, I had decided that I was just going to relax and have a chill, sex-free vacation."
"How's that working out for you?" Dale asked.
"Awesome," I gasped, as he punctuated his question by sliding most of himself into me in a single, swift stroke. I clutched his back, then slid my hands down to grasp his hard, round ass.
We kissed for a moment, as he held still yet again. The sensation of him inside me, of my sex molding itself around him tightly, was sending rolling, slow-motion spasms through every muscle in my body.
"More," I moaned impatiently.
I had learned with a sweet, but far less endowed boy my sophomore year in college, that making that demand could be a real mood killer for some men. But here I knew Dale still had more to give me, and was selfishly withholding it... the tease.
I felt him tremble, then sink the rest of the way inside me.
I trembled in bliss as we fully merged. "Ohhh yeahhh," I whispered.
I had expected him to rest there, once he had fully impaled me, but he seemed to have had enough of teasing himself as well as me, and he began to slowly pump in and out. The passage of his hardness in and out of my insatiably slick interior was gentle but mind-blowing. His hands curled up under my shoulders, and he supported his weight on his elbows over me. My hips rolled upward against him and my hands had a light but unbreakable grip on that backside of his, feeling the bunching of his muscles as he thrust.
I don't know how long we lay like that, while he slowly, languorously pumped into me. I'll never forget a minute of it, no matter how many there were. But soon, I did not so much grow bored, far from it, I just wanted additional sensations. I pulled him tightly into me, stilling his thrusts with my grasp on his ass.
"Roll over," I said, biting his earlobe lightly.
"Gladly," he said, clasping my torso to his and rolling both of us over toward the wider side of the bed.
I nipped his ear again, then rose up over him, still impaled on that loving invader. I pulled my knees up and began to rise and fall on him. My insides were so tight around him as to seem loathe to release him with each rise, and ecstatically resistant to his return each time I let my body fall.
I was as slow as I could be at first, but once I found the angle I wanted most, where that passage of his hardness was sliding against my most concentrated nerve endings, I began to ride him faster. Not fast, but at a similarly sure and smooth pace to the one he had set before.
For Dale's part, his hands were now free as I took the workload, and he used them to explore my body.
I felt myself thrill as his clever hands trailed all over my flesh, touching me almost everywhere. Mostly though, he concentrated on my breasts, massaging them, lifting them, and pressing them together. His index fingers circled the perimeter of my aureoles, leaving my nipples growing somehow even harder than they had been before.
I paused my rocking motion and leaned forward to feed first one, then the other nipple into Dale's mouth, which eagerly rose to meet my lowering chest. He suckled greedily on each, softly but deeply squeezing my breasts as he feasted. I made him suck more on the right. It was feeling neglected.
My insides were growling in need for more, and I rose up to resume my movements along his member. Dale let his hands slip from my chest, resting atop my slowly working thighs. In a few moments, they began to slide higher with each delicious crest of my movements, his grasp enjoying the movement of my muscles as I rode him.
As his hands reached my hips, his thumbs slid down between my legs and I gasped suddenly as both of them bracketed my clit, teasing me as I moved.
My smooth, relaxed, happy movements quickly became ragged in response to his new, more aggressive stimulation. I also was humping him faster. My brain surged, and I may have come a little. There certainly was a swift, urgent wave of pleasure inside me, but it was not in the mind-altering scale of the prior climaxes he had provided me with.
Like a great amuse bouche, it only intensified my appetite.
I forced myself to slow again, and looked down at Dale. "I know you wanted the slow, beautiful, love-making experience," I practically panted, "but I think I also expressed an interest in..."
"Fucking your beautiful brains out?" Dale finished for me when I gasped at what his thumbs kept doing.
"Oh God, yes," I moaned. I forced myself to slide free of his cock and rolled over onto my back.
Dale sat up on his side, propping himself on one elbow and grinned at me. "Your wish, my command, no assembly required," he laughed. He rose up beside me onto his knees, but instead of crawling between my open and accommodating legs, he grabbed my hips and eagerly spun me around onto my belly.
It was an exciting sensation, how easily he tossed my whole body over like a doll's, not that I had fought him in any way. Once lying face down, he pulled upward on my hips as he finally moved between my legs. I eagerly pushed my way up fully onto my hands and knees, tilting my hips back to point my ass upward toward him.
I just hung my head, rather than looking back as I felt him take his cock in his hand and drag the tip up and down my fully flowered and dripping snatch. But he was an eager as I, so I didn't have to shove myself backside onto him. Instead, without warning, he sank into me fully, in one powerful, swift stroke.
Again, we both moaned in unrehearsed harmony.
Dale grabbed my hips in a rough but restrained grip, and... proceeded to pound into me like a maniac. A powerful, magnificent maniac. I couldn't believe the hunger for me I felt coming from him Nor could I quite wrap my head around the electric sensation of each hard thrust into me, my flesh shrieking gleefully as he swiftly caressed my insides.
I was moaning quietly in time with his belly as it slapped against my ass, burying his manhood deep with every thrust.
Then suddenly, he stopped. I looked around, confusion growing, until he slid his hands up and lifted my belly, tilting my hips as he pulled me up into almost a Cat Position from yoga. With my back arched upward, he resumed pumping, slowly at first, but increasing rapidly as he heard my quite valuable approval. He had shifted the angle to make his tip stroke inside me at just the right point, the point that he had 'researched' so thoroughly before.
My breasts were now wobbling around wildly beneath me, bouncing back and forth in abandon and in time with his impacts into me. As if Dale became aware of them at the same time I did, he leaned over me, slowing his thrusts of necessity, and grabbed my right breast. His breathing became grunts as he worked himself into me while bent over so sharply, but his fingers teased my nipple to distraction.
"Oh, Dale," I gasped, "I'm going to..." Before I could finish my words, they were cut off by an animalistic shriek as I came hard on his impaling member. My insides spasmed, in what I sure hoped was a damned pleasant seizure for his cock, and I gasped for air. My arms collapsed and my face hit the mattress. My hips wobbled against his unrelenting thrusts, and I collapsed forward, sliding off his cock.
I started crooning into the pillow about how that was amazing, but Dale said something about not being done yet. My brain cleared enough to babble, "Oh! Yeah. Of course you aren't..."
"Yeah, but mostly... you aren't," Dale laughed. Strong hands stroked gently down my still shaking back and he moved to the side of me. I turned my head to look up at him, kneeling on the bed, his hungry, wet cock hanging over me. He reached down and flipped me over once more, this time onto my back. I automatically spread my legs in response.
He leaned over, reached under me to cup my ass, then lifted my hips up high. I was basically dead-weight at that moment, so it was again a pretty impressive feat. With a jerk, he yanked a free pillow from atop the bed and bunched it up under my ass. He moved between my legs again and guided his cock once more to my somehow still begging opening. As he nestled himself back into me, this time I reached up and grabbed his ass to pull him smoothly inside. As I buried him between my elevated hips, I groaned to the side of his head, "You better come in me this time. I need to feel it!"
"Now that's... ungh... a demand that... I'd have a hard time... unnnh, not meeting," Dale tried to laugh between labored breaths as he resumed pumping himself in and out of me. He did not seem able to maintain his arms bracing himself above me now, and he leaned to the side of my shoulder against the mattress. His other free hand clamped almost tenderly on my breast... almost. His lips sought out mine with equal fervor. I kissed him eagerly, my tongue probing his mouth with near the desperation with which his cock sought my core.
We were back in the position we had started in, missionary. Before had been sweet, even blissful as we established a connection, sharing mutual pleasure. Now was sheer animal power. We each were indulging our primitive needs, his to physically possess me in that moment, mine to feel him fill me, to fill me up. Choice, conscious thought even, had largely abandoned me at this point, and I let them go happily.
Into me, Dale drove himself, and out of me in turn, my body reluctantly allowed him to withdraw. And the delirious process continued. We both were getting loud now, neither of our voices remotely coherent, as befitted the way we were both giving ourselves to the purely physical nature of the act.
But some spark of consciousness remained to me, and I found myself dimly realizing that, while our doggy-style phase minutes before had been pure, now that we were back face to face, with our eyes staring at each other, and our lips pressing together, even with how Dale's hand on my breast somehow maintained some semblance of control over his animal urge to maul me, I could feel the warm spark of that earlier emotional connection, lurking reassuringly under the surface.
The man fucking me so magnificently right then was a Find. My friend Dale, lurking within that beast, could be a Treasure...
His powerful rhythm faltered, becoming jerky and ragged. His once guttural moans rose in pitch as sweat suddenly beaded all over his body. I felt that already solid cock if possible swell even more. I braced for a titanic ejaculation, and that very preparation sent me tumbling off my own edge.
My voice found itself capable of articulating its first word in a while as I screamed, "Dale!" in absolute joy. My knees jerked upward around him, and I felt my insides implode around his frantically pumping member.
My eyes were wide open this time, but my vision once again showed me only a single color, an entrancing fuchsia. I was literally blind for a moment as I started to come, rocking side to side beneath him.
I was still experiencing that ecstatic blindness when he came, and it exceeded my wildly inflated expectations. His hips locked for a half second as the first jizz flooded into me, the sudden warmth and flow sending a fresh spasm through my core. He began a series of short, jerking thrusts, each punctuated by a pulsing spurt which further coated my insides, and each accompanied by its own unique grunt or moan.
As my own spasms faded, my vision began to return, signals from my optic nerves fading back into my consciousness as whatever had produced that overwhelming pink-purple signal receded. Dale's final growl came with a last, mighty thrust, and I sensed no more cum, er, coming. He collapsed atop me like a puppet whose strings had not been so much cut as gently dropped.
As he sensed his weight bearing full down on me, he started and tried to roll off of me, but I held him tight. Dale was tall, beautifully constructed, and deceptively strong, but he wasn't huge. His weight atop me, as he gasped in recovery, was comforting, not crushing.
I had often found myself admiring guys who could keep hard, or at least fairly so, after coming. It seemed pretty virile to me. But the way I felt Dale's member collapsing within me, losing size and hardness at a rapid rate left me with a sense of deep satisfaction. He had given me... I had taken... everything, absolutely everything he had to offer.
For now, right?
I was pretty sure he was asleep, or more accurately, unconscious on top of me. Had he stayed that way, I imagine that I would have joined him. But he stirred quickly, and pushed himself upward to look down at me. While he was not heavy, he wasn't light, and my diaphragm appreciated the sudden ease with which it labored to restore my oxygen levels.
Dale grinned. "That was almost embarrassingly good," he chuckled. I laughed in agreement. We had shared a sense of abandon that was indeed delightfully disturbing.
"I have a confession to make," I found myself saying. "I lied to you."
His eyes showed confusion, but before they could form distress, I added, "You are totally getting laid after our first date at Olive Garden on Wednesday!"
We both laughed again, and he rolled off of me, his now placid cock popping free of me. I idly observed that he was a grower. It was the first time I had seen him 'at rest', and the wet, exhausted appendage I now observed certainly hid the magnificent extent to which it could rise.
"How about we make it Tuesday?" he grinned.
"I wish we could make it Monday," I said softly, then shook my head, "but we both have lives of our own, and mine is going to demand a shit-ton of work after a week of no office and no internet!"
"Oh, don't remind me," Dale groaned, draping his arm over his eyes. We both lay there in silence for a little while. I finally looked at my watch.
"Holy shit, Dale!" I exclaimed. "Look at the time. Do you know how long we were going at it?"
"Damn..." he hissed. Then he rolled up on his side and grinned evilly at me. "I was a magnificent fuck-beast, wasn't I?"
"Granted," I said softly, but then I shot my hands out to his armpits. He was most gratifyingly ticklish. "But I think you really just had one helluva muse!"
We tussled happily for a little bit. I too am ticklish. But neither of us had the energy to go at it for long, and we sure as hell did not have the energy to take it any further.
"I am already hungry," Dale said, panting, as we broke off our tickling by mutual, unspoken agreement. "And by the time we can get cleaned and dressed, it will be almost time for dinner."
"How about room service?" I asked quickly. I instinctively wanted to keep him away from my friends until we worked out together what we were getting ourselves into. Fortunately, my suggestion was met with enthusiasm.
Dale's 'butler' (there is apparently job title inflation even in the cabin attendant industry) brought us surprisingly good food, and another bottle of champagne. There was definitely more sex, though quite a while later.
For the first time in my life, I slept with someone else in a king-sized bed. Actually, it was my first time sleeping in a king-sized at all. Before Dale, I'd had sex once, no, twice in a king-sized, and hadn't seen any special appeal.
That night, we fell asleep, spooning. No biggie. But I woke up in the middle of the night to find the we had separated, each to their own side of the mattress. That is when I discovered the secret sauce of the big bed. I had all the happiness of having a gorgeous naked man in bed with me, while also being able to sleep comfortably and soundly. I only woke up to pee. When I got back in bed, I was out like a light soon after.
DAY SEVEN
I woke up to lips gently tugging on a nipple. When I stirred, I felt a hand steal over and give my other tit its own attention. I deliberately kept my eyes closed and let him enjoy himself. He did. I did too.
"I know you are awake," he murmured, not fully releasing my nipple.
"Yes," I grumbled happily. Then I sat up, which dislodged his face from the one breast, but not his hand from the other. That was okay by me in principal, but I still dislodged the hand too.
"I hate to say this, but no sex this morning," I said, as sternly as I could manage.
"Hmm?" Dale asked, a sweet little crinkle appearing between his brows.
I had had an epiphany the night before, as I had returned to bed.
I could fall for this guy. I probably already was falling for him. And I'm not talking about, he could be a good boyfriend, or even a great one. But Falling. For. Him.
In principal, that sounded like a fan-damn-tastic idea, but I had known him so little time. I needed to know more about him, and how he handled things in his life. Lest I hurt him. Or he hurt me.
"It is our last day of this cruise we spent so much money on," I said, sliding away from him and out of bed playfully. "And it is another day at sea. There is a lot I want to do today... with you," I added, locking my eyes on his.
"But," I went on, "I have a friend and cabin-mate who is probably getting worried about me, and I need fresh clothes, and some serious work on my face. Meet me for trivia at ten, okay? And wear your swimsuit. It looks like it should be a great day in the sun!"
I looked at Dale, propping himself up on his side, still in bed. His bare chest was torqued enticingly, and the thin sheet left no doubt that I was kind of blue-balling him again. I briefly considered hopping back into the bed and giving him a quick and delicious blowjob, but I stayed strong. He could handle it, and for my purposes, it was better this way.
"Trivia at ten," was all he said, and his smile told me a lot I wanted to see about patience.
In lieu of said cock-sucking, I treated him to a slow and sexy show of getting dressed in my now beat-up outfit from the day before. I blew him a kiss, and slipped out of his suite.



*
I let myself into our cabin quietly, at about 8:20. Kimmie was asleep in her bed, but sat up almost instantly.
"Daisy! Thank God! I was worried. Well, a little worried. You always know what you are doing," she started talking instantly. "But mostly I was feeling terrible. We all know you were having some issues and were feeling shitty, and we just copped out and did nothing besides giving you space. When you weren't here last night when I finally came in, I almost freaked. Where were you?" she wound up with a shout. Then she looked at me closely for the first time. Her whole body language changed.
"You got laid," she accused with a relieved grin.
I just stared at her for a moment, then sighed, "Comprehensively."
Kimmie bounded out of bed and hugged me in a rush. "Who? When? How? Where? What the fuck?"
I just grinned. "It is our last day on this cruise, girl friend! Shake off your hangover. Let's get showered and dressed in our swimsuits, go eat all the bacon on board, and do trivia at ten before we go hit the Top Deck one last time."
"That all sounds great," Kimmie replied, still eyeing me in my Walk of Shame clothing. "Especially the part where you are up for a return visit to the Top Deck. Adrian and Sophia, for all the craziness they've been up to, were both sounding squarely against going again."
"Cowards," I scoffed. "If I'm going again, they are going again. And I'm going again. You shower first, and I'll go roust them."
Kimmie just laughed. "Wow. Get a little dick in you and Take Charge Daisy is back!"
"It wasn't a little dick," I whooped and shoved her into the bathroom.
This was going to be an interesting day.
It took some knocking before Adrian finally cracked the door of their cabin and peered out. When she saw me, she pulled the door open welcomingly and turned to shout at Sophia in the darkness lit only by sun peeking around the curtains. "Hey, Soph! Look who decided to show her face."
I cruelly flipped on the lights as I entered and Sophia squinted into the relative glare. "Out of clean outfits already?" she grumbled, upon seeing me and what I was wearing.
I bounced onto the foot of her bed and poked her. "Get moving, both of you. Shower and shave your bods. Breakfast buffet ASAP, trivia at ten, and then the Top Deck! Let's get moving."
Sophia and Adrian looked at each other. "The Top Deck?" Adrian blushed. "Do we really need to do that again?"
"Yeah, it was wild, but..." Sophia tried to back up Adrian before I shut them both up.
"You three tricked me into going up there before. You don't get out of a return trip, dammit."
"What's got into you, Daze?" Sophia grumbled.
Adrian, who had been awake longer, leaned over and whispered in Soph's ear. Sophia's gaze sharpened and she looked at me, much more awake. "You aren't wearing that outfit again, you are still wearing it," she accused. I was remaining mum until they caved on the Top Deck thing. "We were all worried about you not showing up for dinner because you were depressed, and you were off getting boned?!?"
"As I recall, Kimmie and I did most of the worrying," Adrian put in, half sharply, half teasingly. "Sophia was distracted," she added, looking at me like she wanted to burst out laughing.
"Still playing with Etienne and the Missus?" I asked Sophia. She turned beet red.
"No, Sophia was sitting with Antoine and his wife last night," Adrian said smugly.
"You are fucking couple swapping, and yet you are too shy to go to the Top Deck?" I asked incredulously. "Breakfast, Trivia, Tits Out," I snorted. "Get with the program."
"Hey, I was actually pretty good last night. I was in bed by eleven," Adrian protested, still wanting to wriggle out of the sunning.
"You scored Captain Giuseppe," I said. "Your legend card now has no expiration date. Legends go to the Top Deck."
"She has a point," Sophia chirped.
I hadn't thought I was going to have too hard a time. They just needed some distraction, then direction.
"Breakfast," I called as I left their cabin. "Before Kimmie and I eat all the bacon!"
It was not in fact possible to eat all the bacon. We tried, but cruise boats stock a lot of bacon. After three servings of crispy cured pig, and three cups of coffee... and a plate of cantaloupe, I was defeated. Even after my night before, my need for protein, fat, and salt was not limitless. My friends did their part to deplete the supplies as well. Just before ten, we got up and trooped down the stairs toward the Porthole Pub for morning trivia. During breakfast, I had been subjected to numerous interrogations, but all I gave them was that I was feeling... satisfied.
We walked into the bar and Dale had claimed a table, though not one with five seats. He waved at me across the bar, though with a raised eyebrow for my buddies. I ushered them toward him.
When Kimmie saw who we were heading for, she shot out a hand against my stomach to stop my progress. "Line Guy? Line Guy! You drowned whatever your sorrows were... in Line Guy?"
"Line Guy was my sorrows," I said smugly to all three. "But he drowned them, all right."
Dale and the girls had met, but my friends had been drunk, and had only a passing reason to think Dale was more than random furniture. Now, they focused on him as we sat down. We stayed on task for each trivia question, but between them, Dale got the business. Most of it was at least relatively subtle and innocuous, right up until Kimmie, who in addition to being a sex maniac, has an innocent, protective heart, leaned forward and said in suddenly flat tones, "So Dale, what did you do to have Daisy so freaked out and unhappy there for a while?"
That threw him off. He looked at me in concern for a moment.
I just shoved his shoulder with my own, reassuringly. "It was nothing major," I drawled to my friends. "He just had told me where he lives... Arlington."
We almost missed out on answering the last question of the contest, as my buddies all buzzed at the implications of that news. We still got the question right, which we tied us for the win with the fat chicks who had beaten us on Harry Potter knowledge. Given that the prizes were yet more beer koozies, it was an underwhelming finale to our cruise trivia careers.
We had a pre-Top Deck, post victory shot, of course. Adrian had decided that our last Shot of the Day for this trip would be Melon Balls. Dale rolled his eyes and complained about being dragged into drinking girly drinks, but he had to admit that they taste great.
As we slammed our empty shot glasses down on the table, I said firmly, "Top Deck time!"
Dale flushed a little. "We are really going there?" he asked, looking at my grinning face. Then he paused. "Wait. We are all going up there?" he added, eyes darting around to the other girls frantically.
Kimmie, bless her flirtatious soul, just batted her eyes at him and asked silkily, "What's the matter, Dale? Don't you want see all our titties?" It was pretty much exactly what I'd expected her to say. I smiled sanguinely at Dale. How was he going to handle this one?
After a flash of deer in the headlights, Dale's expression went casually bland. "Well, I suppose I ought to get in at least one trip to the Top Deck on this voyage," he said, his eyes locked on Kimmie's, never leaving them for her tits, or for me.
"Wait, you are a single guy, and you never went up to the Top Deck all cruise?" Sophia could not help but interject.
"You know, his mother had been very excited about hitting the Top Deck, before the cruise!" I interjected quickly. And gleefully. "So Dale just thought it was a restaurant," They all knew by now that his parents had been snow casualties.
Dale did color just a little at that revelation. Then he looked at me, and unlike with my friends, he let his gaze wander openly. "Well, all I can say is that I'm likely to enjoy myself a lot more in your company than hers!"
Oh yeah. He could handle embarrassment. That was good. I like to be embarrassing sometimes...
Adrian took a deep breath. "Well, if we are going to do this again, I say we get going, before I chicken out." She hopped to her feet, and my friends followed her lead. I stood and took Dale's hand.
"Let's go. It cloudy back in Dallas," was all I said, as if there were nothing happening.
"By all means, let's get some sun," he replied, playing along.
We followed my friends up the forward stairs, giving Dale a good long time to watch their asses above us on the stairs. All three of them seemed to have decided to tease me by teasing Dale. Sophia was doing her fashion model walk, swaying her elegant hips with each step, the high-cut, French bikini bottom she wore peeking out from under her blue, diaphanous coverup. Kimmie bounced up the stairs in spurts, dashing ahead a few steps, then slowing for us to catch up. She was wearing the white bikini that morning, and while the long tail of the man's dress shirt she had on over it kept her bouncy ass covered, every time she turned around to wait, we all got a good view up the front to see how small that white bottom was.
It was Adrian, somewhat to my surprise, who was the worst of them. For all her supposed reluctance to go show off on the Top Deck, she was wearing a thong bottom that was... simply not there in back. We had a perfect view up her very short coverup, and you could not tell that she was wearing anything from that angle.
And she made sure to stay directly above Dale on the stairs.
With all that, my guy managed to spend about half the time on the walk up turned toward, looking at, and talking to me.
Well, he spent at least a good portion of the time looking at and talking with me. I was impressed how much he managed. I had a hard time not looking more myself. Adrian has a great ass, and while I haven't ever wanted to touch it, it is always nice to look at, even when clothed under ordinary circumstances. Right now, seeing just how crazily horned up I could get Dale, and more importantly, how he'd react, I was positively gleeful seeing those sleek, utterly bare cheeks.
When we neared the final flight up to our destination, I slowed Dale's and my progress just a little. When we started up those final steps, I moved in front of him myself and pulled my coverup off over my head. Without a word, as we turned for the last ten or so steps, without a word I unhooked the back of the black bikini I had on and let it slip down into my hands in front of me. I tucked both top and coverup into my bag, flashing some quick sideboob to Dale behind me as I did so, then walked casually out onto the deck without saying a word to the poor guy.
For a few moments, I forgot about Dale. The jolting sensation of being topless in public consumed my mind. True, I was among a sea of people, with most of the women among them also sporting nothing on their torsos, but my inner brain was convinced the camera of the world's story was focused on me.
Shit. Cameras. All phones and actual cameras were forbidden on the Top Deck, but there had to be security cameras, right? The crew must have the Federal Reserve of spank banks...
But God it was exciting.
And Dale's eyes on me from behind, as we walked towards my friends, were even more so.
I looked back at him with a smile, and his eyes were indeed on me, despite the sea of naked tits everywhere around us as we wove around the small plunge pool to the chaises my friends were just grabbing on the other side of the Top Deck. He caught my gaze and shook his head.
Okay, his eyes weren't totally on me. They wandered off repeatedly, but they always came back happily. The effect was somewhat prolonged as we approached Kimmie, Sophia, and Adrian.
Kimmie had her top off before she had spread out her towel, of course, but Sophia and Adrian, the cowards, were still wearing theirs. I caught their glance as we approached. They both shot a quick look at Dale, then back at me. I just stared at them challengingly.
Kimmie missed that little byplay, I thought, but she still teased them as we neared. "Come on guys, gotta milk every last minute of the experience."
With only a little bit of reluctance, both of my friends gave up and removed their tops.
Okay, Dale's eyes did manage to leave me during that entire performance. What is it about breasts being exposed that was more fascinating to the male eye than exposed breasts?
Kimmie had clearly found time to sneak back up here during the cruise, as her tanlines were damn near gone. You could see their history, but they were no longer stark. But both Adrian and Sophia's were still mostly intact. Mine were somewhere in between, faded by the extra kiss from the Sun on that nude beach.
Adrian noticed. "Got some extra sun there, Daisy," she observed. "Have you been sneaking back up here like Kimmie?"
"No," I said, sharing a secretive smile with Dale.
That confused all of them.
Good. (Insert evilly satisfied cackle here.)
"I'll bet you are wishing that you'd come up here before the last day of the cruise," Kimmie teased Dale as he laid out the ship towels he had grabbed for himself and me on the last two seats in the row my girls had grabbed.
"The thought had occurred to me," he said mildly, smiling out of the corner of his eye at me. He plopped down and started applying lotion to his chest. That process got all our attention for a moment or three. Dale really was nicely put together, and the sight of his lean musculature moving beneath the tanned surface of his torso and arms while he applied sunscreen was... worth watching.
"Hey Dale, you do that well," Kimmie said merrily. "Can you help me with my mine next?"
She really could not help herself. That was part of the reason I wanted to drag Dale up here with us. That, and a chance to show off my tits to the world one more time, I realized. "After Dale is done helping me, he can help you, Kimmie... with your back," I said firmly, half fun and full serious. The idea was to test the poor guy, not test him to failure.
Both Sophia and Adrian laughingly put themselves in line for help with their backs as well. I rolled my eyes and went to work protecting first my legs and then my own chest. I may have put on a show in that process, and Dale's were not the only pair of male eyes I felt on me as I worked in the SPF 30. Then Dale and I happily did each other's backs. It was the first time I'd had a chance to really appreciate his back. My hands had not touched it before now, except in desperate, passionate clutches. It seemed the most rippling part of his body, with ridges of muscles running vertically down his spine so thick that no bumps of his vertebrae were discernible beyond traces of the two at the bottom.
I really rather enjoyed doing his back, and took my own sweet time about it.
When it was Dale's turn to do mine, his hands felt great as he took his own leisure familiarizing himself. And he was thorough, working the lotion in smoothly, with firm pressure that was more like a massage than a rub-down. He made sure to get under my arms as well.
Yeah, his fingertips made sure to subtly cop a bit of a feel on the outer curves of my tits. I just smiled at him over my shoulder. I'd have been a little insulted if he hadn't, after all.
My friends paid attention to their own lotion application while Dale did my back, and Kimmie and Adrian made sure to openly discuss which good-looking guys they saw around the area that seemed unattached. They quickly got pretty raunchy, and were louder than they would usually have been for that kind of discussion. I was sure it was for Dale's benefit. Of my friends, The Big Game Hunter appeared to have scored the least on this cruise. That was okay, when your hunting party has all bagged a sack of rabbits, but you got the fourteen point buck, your position is secure.
But she clearly wanted one more nail in the Todd Situation's coffin before the cruise was over.
Dale, unfortunately for me, finished up. He clapped his hands softly and said, "That should keep your skin well protected."
Kimmie instantly bounced to her feet. "Goody, my turn," she said, in tones as businesslike as she's ever managed... when talking about getting rubbed up by a guy while topless. Such a fucking flirt.
"No problem," I smiled, standing up from my spot in front of Dale. I held out my hands demandingly. "ShipCards, everybody. I'm making a drink run."
"I'll come with you," Dale said, starting to rise.
"Oh no," I laughed. "My friends still need sunscreen... on their backs mind you," I repeated with a wink. I grabbed everyone's drink cards and headed out toward the bar on the far side of the deck. Before the drink run this time, I remembered about my top. I never for one second considered putting it on, but I remembered it. Instead, I pushed back my shoulders and walked with as much sway as one can in flip-flops, through the increasingly crowded area.
Two different guys hit on me in the line, and not so elegantly and subtly as Raphael had managed. Had that happened on the first day, I'd have been annoyed, if not mortified. This day, I just smiled, and tried to be both flirtatious and discouraging.
Dale was done by the time I returned. I handed out the drinks to everyone. I had had to stick my fingers into all of them to carry five Rum Runners in two hands, but hey, alcohol is a disinfectant, right? We shared a toast to a wonderful cruise and lay back to get some sun.
All of us lay on our backs at first, except for Adrian, who draped herself face-down. Kimmie, Sophia, and I all posed a little, I'll admit, and bathed in the various, sporadic, gaze of our fellow Top Deckers, some obvious, most courteously fleeting. Adrian just closed her eyes and let the well-lotioned cheeks of her spectacular ass glisten in the sunshine, basically totally exposed in that negligible thong bottom she had on.
She was lying next to me on my left, while Dale was on my right, at the end of our row of chaises. I caught his eye and nodded subtly at Adrian. Leaning over, I whispered into his ear, "Did you put the lotion on her backside, as well as her back?"
He actually shuddered. "Thank God, she didn't ask."
I laughed, but he continued to lean into my ear. "What in the Hell are you trying to do to me, anyway?"
"Besides getting you unbearably horned up for later?" I said back slyly.
"You can do that all on your own."
"Why, thank you," I murmured.
"Truth to tell," he added. "Your friends are all pretty cool. Something," he added sternly but quietly, "that I could have learned without them teasing me like this."
I just kissed his cheek lightly. "I just want you to get used to it. If you are going to be around me, you are going to be exposed to them. They are my best friends."
"This exposed?"
"You wish," I snorted. Though, who knew...
We lay back and drank in the sunshine.
Out of the corner of my eye, I observed that Dale mostly had his eyes shut. When he had them open, they were mostly on me, thank you very much, but they did wander elsewhere, and often beyond my friends.
That was okay, my gaze also wandered. There were some awfully good-looking men up there in the sun. Besides the waiter whose attention to various women around us was making me regret going and getting drinks myself, there were all sorts of buff guys my age. And there was one fifty-something man with an absolute mane of stylish salt-and-pepper hair and a body that absolutely carried off the Speedo he wore. Had I not met Dale, he would have put thoughts into my head challenging my planned celibacy on this trip.
Don't get me wrong, I still looked. I still appreciated. I just didn't get horny about it. Well, not terribly horny.
I leaned over to Dale again. "Admit it, you'd have lost out big time if you went on this whole cruise and never knew to come up here." He had the good graces to look sheepish.



"Actually," he said thoughtfully after a moment, "I don't think it would have been nearly as good a time if I had been here without you."
"Ha!" I laughed. "I don't know. A lot of these guys who are here without girls seem to be having a very good time," I added, pointing subtly at one of the guys who had hit on me earlier in the drink line, who was now apparently doing much better chatting with a black girl whose large, shapely boobs demonstrated arrestingly that naturally dark skin can still sport tanlines.
"No, really," he mused, thinking to himself. "It's not just that I'm with the best-looking girl on the boat," he went on slowly, "I just have never been so simply entertained by being around a bunch of topless women."
I very much wanted to bask in the glow of that 'best-looking' comment, but I had to ask, "Oh, and you spend a lot of time around large groups of naked tits?"
He blushed mightily. "Ah. Well. No... not a lot," he mumbled. "But I have been single," an excellent use of verb tense there, buster, "and Dallas-Fort Worth has a lot of strip clubs," he finished defensively.
"Well yeah," I responded. "We even went to one or two a couple of times ourselves," I added, indicating my friends. I decided to leave anything about our experiences there, and the guys who had taken us, unsaid.
Dale looked a bit bemused at that, and I took mercy on him. Sort of.
"Why is this better?" I asked. "Free?"
"I think you know how much this cruise cost," he dismissed with a snort. "It sure as hell isn't 'free'. No, I just don't feel like worrying about the situation."
"Worrying?"
"Maybe not the right word," Dale said, clearly still working it out in his own head. "My brain is not currently distracted by a whole lot of, 'Don't I wish,' or, 'Why does she have to be talking to him,' or 'How can I approach her?', or 'Those can't be real.'"
I giggled.
"I can just enjoy it for the aesthetic experience that it is," he finished, with growing certainty.
"Aesthetic experience?" Adrian asked skeptically. She never opened her eyes or moved her head, but clearly we had let our conversation get loud enough for her to hear, the buttinsky.
"Yes," Dale said almost tauntingly, taking Adrian's interjection into our conversation in stride. "Today, I kind of feel like I'm in the Louvre, with all the lovely boobs to admire substituting for the Mona Lisa." 'And also the spectacular backsides,' he mouthed to me silently, so Adrian, to whose ass he clearly referred, could not hear.
I giggled. He had guts and was ready to tease as good as he got. So add that to his ledger, along with being good-looking, a spectacular lover, funny, well-off and well-employed, strong, a spectacular lover (worth mentioning twice), and apparently very into me.
I was deciding that I needed to hang onto this guy with all my might.
"But I'm hardly the best-looking woman on this deck," I challenged, wanting to get back to that striking compliment, even if I wasn't even the best-looking woman in our own row of seats.
"No?" Dale said slowly. "I'd say you are the best-looking woman I've ever seen." I felt my nostrils flare at that delightful bullshit. "Let's start with your eyes," he went on. "I feel like I'm falling into them every time you look at me. There's the lustrous hair, the strong shoulders, and the sleek back I was just rubbing." He flashed me a wicked grin. "As for your breasts, well, there's not enough time left on this cruise, so I'll just declare them amazing and move on."
The sonofabitch was still talking at the same volume, making sure Adrian, at least, could hear him talking to me like this. If I was going to torture his with the scenario I had concocted this morning, he could clearly mortify me deliciously in return.
"As for your legs..." Dale added, before pausing again to admire them. "Just incredible." I kind of squirmed and started to object, but he cut me off. "No, really. That dress you wore, the one with the slit? You have no idea what that slit was doing to guys in the dining room, and then later in the jazz club. You have no idea what it was doing to me."
I stared at him.
"And as for your ass," he shrugged, then looked at me evilly and spoke in his loudest voice yet, "it's even better than Adrian's."
Our shared grin was interrupted by Adrian, who lifted her head and observed, "Now that's just crazy talk." Then, as if to punish Dale for his effrontery, she rolled over onto her back, denying him and the general populace that view of her bare backside. As punishments go, it was hardly a brutal one. As I've alluded to in the past, The Big Game Hunter has a helluva rack herself.
Dale, the bastard, just drank in the sight of her tits for just exactly long enough to rile me up, then slid his gaze over to my own for a much longer time. Having made his point, he grinned at no one in particular and laid back to close his eyes once more.
With a slurping gurgle, Adrian finished her Rum Runner and sat up. She held her hands out, "Drink run again. One more before lunch." We all handed her our cards and she rose. She looked back at me, "Come on, Daze. Help me carry. I don't want to have to stick my fingers in everyone's cocktail like you did earlier."
I stood up too. Adrian almost leaned down for her top, but I shoved her into motion. The two of us strode across the deck. We were both possibly bobbling a little more than necessary. I know I was.
"How many widows and orphans did you save from a fire in a previous life, Daisy?" she asked once we were well and truly out of earshot. I just walked on smugly. "You come on this cruise declaring yourself uninterested in any men, and you go home with the grand fucking prize," Adrian went on.
"Why, thank you. That means a lot, coming from the Big Game Hunter," I snorted.
It was Adrian's turn to preen a little.
"Still," she said, coming back to the subject of Dale. "It's been fun teasing him, but do you want us to lay off now?"
I looked at her. "You know what? No. I've enjoyed finding out just how fixated he is, or tries to be, on me, and now that I know, I'm enjoying it even more." We walked a few more steps and joined the line for cocktails. "We both just need to make sure Kimmie doesn't get too carried away."
"Kimmie would flirt with the Pope," Adrian observed. "But you know she respects boundaries."
"I do," I said. "Which is why I'm so happy to see her torture Dale a little. Not that it's really torture... you know, since he finds all other women to just be aesthetic objects of observation.
"Yeah," we both laughed.
With two of us in line, we grew a crowd of guys. I was happy to wingman for Adrian, but none of this crop of guys seemed to ring any bells for her. But she did enjoy the less... aesthetic appraisals than the ones she'd been getting from Dale.
When we returned from getting the drinks, we found two dudes had descended on Kimmie and Sophia. Kimmie was acting pretty receptive to Dude One, while Sophia was showing no interest in Dude Two. Dale, I observed, was quietly staying out of the fray, but keeping an eye on things. Aww, was he being protective?
When we arrived with the drinks, Dude Two decided to cut his losses, and Kimmie let Dude One go on his way as well, with some vague assertions about where she might be later on this last night of the cruise.
As they walked away, all four of us girls watched them go. "That guy was cute, Sophia," Kimmie remonstrated with Sophia.
"Eh," Sophia shrugged, though she did keep watching said retreating dude longer than Adrian or I did.
"Not diverting enough for you," Adrian teased. "And which couple are you sitting with tonight at dinner? Or which pairing, I should ask." The look Sophia returned was part glare, part grin.
"What are we talking about?" Dale asked, with curious innocence.
That sent Sophia's blushing face into her hands. "Never you mind," she muttered through her fingers.
I winked at Dale to let him know I'd explain later. I looked forward to seeing his face, and wondered if it would look as wild as mine had.
But, since none of my friends were doing their job and teasing Dale, I felt I'd better do the job myself. I cast my gaze around until I found what I was looking for. I elbowed Dale, and subtly pointed. "Hey, Mister Simple Visual Appreciation, feeling just aesthetic about those?"
He looked where I indicated, across the deck to the chairs facing us, near the pillar with the defibrillator and other life-saving gear were stashed, where that thirty-something redhead and her husband were back for the last day of the voyage. I didn't tell him what to look for, but he knew it when he saw... them.
"Oh my," was all he said.
I laughed. So did Adrian and Sophia. Kimmie's attention was elsewhere. "Are you sure you are just making an intellectual appraisal?" I asked in amusement.
"Um," Dale temporized. "Yes," he said at last. "I stand by my statement... I am however willing to sign up for a six-year doctoral dissertation on that appraisal."
I may have poked his ribcage harder than strictly necessary.
As the morning wore away, we all decided to stay on the Top Deck for lunch, despite the limited menu. I inwardly observed that I still had that edge of excited nervousness about hanging out with my tits out in public, but I was loathe to give it up. And I was honest with myself enough to realize that I was going to find ways to seek its like out again, just not super often.
As we 'feasted' on hotdogs and tacos, which were admittedly high quality, Sophia took charge of planing again. "We debark tomorrow early, guys," she said, to universal groans. "Don't forget to pack as soon as you can, and put your checked bags out for the porters, before or right after dinner."
"You flew in on United, right?" I asked Dale. "What time is your flight back?"
"United, yeah. But not for the way back," he said. "I have a direct flight back to Dallas at 11:25."
"Hey! That's our flight!" I exclaimed, suddenly very happy.
Kimmie, however groaned.
"What is the matter, Kimmie?" Dale asked quickly.
"I just hope whomever has the seat next to yours is interesting," Kimmie said in mostly mock anguish. "Because you and I are are sure as hell exchanging seats." I had booked myself sitting with Kimmie for the flight back...
We enjoyed the rest of our lunch, then Adrian wandered over to the small plunge pool in the center of the Top Deck, obviously to expand her social options. There were several guys in the crowd there who seemed eager to accommodate her desires... Kimmie and Sophia helped each other re-apply sunscreen in anticipation of another hour or so of laying out.
I suddenly found that I had enough of my friends and various strangers laying down lust layers in the primitive sectors of Dale's brain. I wanted to take some time to enjoy the fruits of that process. When I turned to him, he beat me to the punch.
"I'm not feeling another layer of lotion," he said to me. "I was kind of thinking about getting out of the sun for a while?"
"That was just about to be my suggestion," I almost purred, and his face brightened considerably. "See you guys at dinner," I said casually as I rose.
Kimmie looked up from where she was lying face down and eyeballed me. "Don't do anything I wouldn't do," she said idly.
"Perish the thought," I replied cheerily. After he pulled on his teeshirt and grabbed a towel to wrap around his waist, I let Dale thoroughly enjoy me putting my top back on, then I let him lead me at an ambling pace off the Top Deck. I think we each equally appreciated the scenery as we left.
"Let's go to my cabin," I told him as we started down the stairs.
"Your cabin?" Dale asked in surprise.
"It's formal night again tonight. I want to get my second dress, so I can change in your suite and we can go down together to the dining room," I chirped. Then I looked at him out of the corner of my eye. "I figure that will give us at least an extra half an hour of naked time..."
He quickened his pace.
In my cabin, I grabbed my second formal night outfit and my makeup bag. We were halfway back out the door when I ran back for my shoes.
"That's all you need for makeup?" Dale asked as he tried not to be too obvious about hurrying us back toward his suite.
"I don't wear much in the way of cosmetics, even when I'm getting all dolled up," I replied, trying to find the willpower in myself to slow down and make him wait.
"You just keep getting better," he snorted.
I wanted to be huffy on behalf of womankind, but I kept it to myself. I was perfectly content to let him keep thinking that way.
He was reaching for me as we stepped through the door, but I slipped away to lay out my dress in its black vinyl bag onto the dining table, along with my apparently sexily small amount of toiletries.
When I turned back, Dale was looming a foot away, and he took me into his arms hungrily. I let myself melt against him as our lips merged. I lost myself in that kiss, relaxing and feeling his desire. His tongue slid between my welcoming lips and explored my mouth, my own tongue answering gently within. My arms were wrapped softly around his back, but his, after an initial crushing embrace, were hungry. His hands slid around under my arms and sought out my breasts, squeezing them eagerly, but still with beautiful restraint.
I luxuriated in his exploration for a space, but my own hands grew jealous and I let them slip to his firm ass, pulling his hips hard against my abdomen. The solid lump I felt against me was most gratifying but honestly a little surprising. I hadn't seen an erection tenting his swim trunks as we came together.
I pulled away from his face, my mouth losing its welcome visitor. "That feels nice, but those board shorts did an amazing job all day, hiding that kind of situation down there," I chuckled.
"Well, it wasn't like I was hard all day," Dale growled. "I do have some self-control." I just ground myself against that hardness skeptically. He laughed and I saw his shoulders slump a tiny bit. "But yeah, I was usually on the verge of embarrassment. These are very baggy, and a guy has other tricks to hide things when they get that exciting." He kissed me again quickly. "You notice that I wasn't much of a gentleman, keeping my seat instead of helping you guys with drink runs."
"And here I thought you just enjoyed watching the four of us walk around."
"No doubt!" Dale laughed. But then his eyes bore into mine for just a second before he spoke again. "But watching you was special." He paused again, grinning this time. "I also found myself really enjoying watching everybody else when you walked by."
"Oh?" I asked casually. "Were people watching me?" If my nipples had not already been at the glass-cutting stage, they would have gotten there at this revelation.
"Shit yeah," Dale said, remembering. "There were two really young guys, they looked more like 18 than the 21 you need to be to be on this ship, who were absolutely beside themselves when you passed them. When you came back, they were catatonic."
Part of me wanted to be mortified at having been stared at so much, but it was drowning in the larger part of me that was utterly preening at the memory of the subconsciously felt attention.
Yeah, fun with nudity was definitely a discovery on this cruise. I'd have to keep it a special occasion though, or I'd end up out of control.
"Honestly," Dale went on, missing my little inner reflection, "I was so smug at those guys' reactions, and a bunch of others, that it helped keep the erection halfway under control."
I kissed him again, a little harder, but kept massaging that sweet ass of his and pulling his not-remotely-halfway-under-control erection against me. "Smug huh?" I asked.
"Because the prettiest girl up there was with me," Dale said softly. Then he raised his head high and added, "I felt like a fucking god." His hands had never left my tits during this whole discussion, but one did now, slipping down to lay claim to my ass. The hand remaining topside moved to undo a button my coverup.
"Ah ah!" I sang, dancing away from his grasp. "No, no! You are getting naked first, my man," I said, plopping my nearly uncontrollably squirming hips on the piano bench.
"Again?" Dale asked in surprise. "Is this a thing for you?"
"No. Not at all," I replied in a voice as full of promise as I could provide. "But you have been looking at my tits, and my friends' tits... and all manner of other tits all day. It is my turn to stare."
Dale just shook his head and tugged his teeshirt up and off over his head. I hissed at the vision of him working that overly tight top up and off. As he pulled it free from his head, he looked at me.
"The way your muscles bunch and move while you pull a shirt off over your head really does it for me," I told him softly.
"Wear more pullovers, fewer button-downs," Dale said, almost to himself. "Noted."
I could see why he had not wanted to stand up much on the Top Deck. Those baggy board shorts did little to hide the mass hidden within when he stood facing me. "Alright, Mister," I cooed. "Time to go to the Bottom Deck!"
Dale smiled at the joke, then tugged at his drawstring, and pulled his shorts down, stepping out of them. God damn, he was amazing. That beautiful cock bounced there before me, hairless, red, and throbbing. A drop of pre-cum glistened on the tip already. I had indeed succeeded in getting him horned up within an inch of his life.
I made sure he saw me lick my lips.
Then I stood and grabbed his pool bag, walking toward the sliding glass doors to his suite's huge balcony.
"Outside?" Dale asked uncertainly.
"My turn to strip," I said. He moved with sudden decisiveness.
His balcony was four times wider, and a little bit deeper than Kimmie's and mine, but the furniture was the same, moderately comfortable, blue, aluminum and nylon chairs. I pointed to one and Dale obediently sat. His cock politely remained standing...
I looked out over the bright, gleaming sea and clear blue sky, barely dotted with high clouds. The sea breeze on my skin felt luxurious, and I looked forward to feeling more of it.
Turning away from Dale, I swiftly unbuttoned my coverup, then very slowly let it slide off my shoulders. I held my arms just so, so that the gauzy green shirt slid hesitantly down my arms, exposing my back inch by inch. I looked back over my shoulder at Dale as the fabric bunched at the level of my ass. I cocked my hips and let the thing fall freely away. I could hear and practically feel Dale shudder.
I unhooked the back of the top, and held it against my tits as I slipped the straps from first one arm, then the other. Finally, I turned back to face him and bent forward as far as I could and still keep my eyes locked with his. Then I lowered my hands, taking the top with them, leaving my boobs dangling before him. Yeah, he lost eye contact with me. It wasn't until I had finished completing my slow return to standing upright that his eyes at last struggled back up to mine. As he firmly locked his gaze back on my eyes, I laughed. "My tits are down there, Mister."
"Don't I know it," Dale breathed.
"Yeah," I went on. "And they need some more lotion out here."
Dale looked out over the water in confusion. Where the Sun was, we were in the shade.
"I said," I repeated, "My chest needs some more lotion. And I don't feel like putting it on."
With that, I grabbed the sunscreen tube and knelt right in front of him, fully between his knees. I tossed the towel down first, because the anti-slip surface out there would have ripped my knees to shreds otherwise.
Dale's hands almost shook as he took the tube. I pulled my shoulders back and he squirted a glob of the white lotion on each breast. We both groaned a little as he began to massage it in. It was good stuff, and once he had spread it all over, my skin was barely slick.



"More," I asked, trying to make it not sound like I was begging.
Dale's eyes crinkled in delight as he squirted more onto my tits, and began working it in again. He paid a lot more attention around my nipples this time, tugging those erect structures eagerly. He cupped my breasts in his palms and lifted them, working more lotion into the soft under curves, and I leaned into his grasp.
But my skin could only absorb so much all at once, and the surface of my tits was getting very slick. I smiled. Dale had to be on a hair-trigger right then, and I wanted to... explosively... take the edge off. That way, we could enjoy ourselves for the rest of the afternoon without a rush. I took the tube of lotion from his hands and squirted the whole rest of its contents in the valley between my boobs. Then I tossed it aside theatrically and clasped his cock in my fingers. I leaned forward, looking up at him, and pressed his cock into the splotch of lotion between my already slick tits. He shivered for just an instant at the cold touch of the lotion, but sighed immediately after as I released his cock from my hands, and used them to press my breasts together around that magnificently hard shaft.
His hips rose in clearly involuntary fashion, sliding his cock up between my tits. The passage of his hardness between my boobs, their soft flesh deforming to match his passage, sent chills between my legs. He sank back onto the chair with a blissful grunt. "My God, you're perfect," he sighed.
"This is what makes me perfect?" I challenged.
"You are perfect in every individual way," he groaned as I massaged my flesh around him. "But all together, you are pluperfect." His hips jerked again.
I stopped my own movements along his shaft and demanded, "Don't stop that. Fuck them. Fuck them hard!"
His strong hands curled around the arms of the balcony chair and he thrust his hips up again. And again. Our flesh slid against one another almost frictionlessly, and if the sensation was awesome for me, it was clearly even better for Dale as his eyes swiftly lost focus.
"Oh man," he gasped, his hips jacking upwards hard. "Daisy, I'm going to lose it pretty fast like this," he protested.
"That's the idea," I purred. "I know I've pent you up cruelly today. I want you to blast that big, backed-up load you have all over me, just as dirty as we can do it. Then you can relax and make love to me properly until dinner."
"Like I said," he grunted, pumping between my tits almost desperately now, "perfect in every way. That sounds great," he gritted out, "I just hope... we can do... some fucking, too!"
Suddenly, he was almost singing with the wordless noises he was making, a melodic moaning that told me to get ready. His hips jerked, and froze for an instant. His swollen, achingly-teased head protruded from above my soft curves, and it spat an absolute mother-lode of goo up into the air, spattering against my down-turned face and into my half-open mouth. I closed my eyes just in time, before a second burst hit my face again, painting over one of my barely closed eyes. Dale grunted happily and pumped into my chest a time or two more before a final prodigious surge spurted up and across my upper chest. I felt him collapse back into the chair and I sat back myself on my heels.
His jizz was dripping everywhere, I could feel it, even though I only wanted to open one eye to look at the sticky wasteland that was, um, me. I grinned at him. "How was that, Dale?"
He was panting from exertion and staring at my glazed visage. "As long as you're smiling like that, I'm thinking... it was insane," he gasped. "Not many girls can do that, and fewer want to," he mumbled, half delirious.
I wiped my sticky eye clear, and licked the 'adhesive' from my fingers. "I don't think you should count on it happening all that often," I warned merrily. "Given how well you respond, I may hold it in reserve for times like now, when I need forgiveness for putting you through a hard time."
Dale laughed. "Well, if that's the apology I'll get for having you parade a bunch of your topless buddies around in front of me for a few hours, I supposed I could forgive you once or twice... a week."
"You wish!" I snorted, then got to my feet. I wanted to lean out over the rail and let the sea breeze waft over my sticky body, but I realized that if I did that, I could easily be seen from every other balcony on the stern of the ship. I was liking showing off my body these days, perhaps a little too much, but I was not ready for some random dude to see me leaning over a railing with semen dripping from my nipples. It was bad enough with the hunky submarine captain watching us through his periscope off to the starboard...
"The first thing we need is a shower," Dale declared with a leer.
"What, you don't like me looking like this?" I asked, wiping some more jizz from my face and sucking the finger clean.
"Are you kidding?" he snorted. "I'd love to see you like that twenty-four and seven. But I plan on putting those bodacious ta-tas in my mouth quite a lot here shortly, and I can tell you that sunscreen tastes lousy.
"So selfish!" I retorted. But there was at least one part of his anatomy that I planted on putting in my mouth rather a lot in turn, and which was also drenched in sunscreen, so I was not going to argue. "I'll go first," I announced.
"Why not together?" Dale countered, rising and grabbing my waist.
"Have you been in these showers?" I asked, pausing for a second to kiss him again. "If we get in together, we will be mashed so tight, the water won't even be able to get between us to wash off the taste!"
Dale just grabbed my hand and walked me through the door to his bedroom, then turned toward a door opposite the main bathroom, through which I had not gone the prior time I'd been in here. "You haven't showered in this suite yet," was all he said.
He let me open the door.
"Oh, hell no," I protested as the door swung in.
The shower was big enough for two all right. Indeed, a slender number like Kimmie could have gotten in there with us to watch, as if I'd ever let that happen. It had a rain shower head, too. But what I was reacting to was the fact that it had glass fucking walls, which looked out the side of the boat and over the ocean!
"How do you take a shower in port?" I asked aghast, hovering on the threshold.
"The outside of the glass is mirrored. Believe me, I checked," Dale said, almost still in wonder himself, despite having had this monstrosity at his disposal for seven days. "I'm not sure I'd have the guts to shower in it if we were still in port after dark, though."
He gently but firmly chivvied me through the door and followed me in. He reached in the enclosure and turned on the water. "Hotter or colder?" he whispered, his mouth brushing my ear from behind.
"Colder," I replied. I knew the two of us would make it hot enough in there in short order.
*
After a very long, indeed, a water-wastingly long shower (I'd never been done from behind while my whole body lay plastered against outwardly-canted wave-safe glass before, but I could get used to it), we ordered another bottle of champagne from room service, then drank it and each other in, in various ways, until it was time to dress for dinner.
I'd selected my dress for the last night originally to be less formal than the crazy ball gown I'd worn for the first night--More party, less ball. Unfortunately, it was not great for dancing. It was meant to be looked at, not held. Oh well.
The basic shape of it was a mid-thigh length, quite low-cut, dramatically sleeveless dress that fit my form very nicely, thank you. The fabric was an open pattern lace with floral and geometric motifs that made a bra completely out of the question. The dress went to my knees, mostly, with a ragged hem that kept the lace swirling nicely around my thighs. Modesty, such as there was in places, came from a short, matching opaque skirt underneath, and some subtly less-transparent motifs over the breasts which provided intentionally irregular coverage. In short, except for the upper thighs and of course my ass, I was showing almost as much skin in this dress as I had in that damned nightie, back on Pajama Night. It also, and this was what made being held harder, was a fringe of three-foot long strings that cascaded down in little hanks from the neckline all around the dress, like a pseudo shawl that did utterly nothing to cover me up, and plenty to draw attention.
My only real problem was that it was in white.
Wearing what was practically a wedding dress (I only now realized) might seem a bit strong at this point in our relationship. But it was my only unworn dress.
And if Captain Giuseppe wandered by again and offered to marry us, at this point, I might have said yes, God help me.
We would somehow figure out how to not get tangled in the threads when we danced. I had faith in Dale's and my ingenuity...
Still, we were five, maybe ten minutes late for dinner when I finally walked into the dining room on Dale's arm, me in my cleavaliscious, not-quite wedding dress, and Dale in that magnificent tux. I had be surprisingly thrilled when I found he actually owned his own. And it definitely explained why it fit him like a million bucks.
We headed first to my table. I did not want to abandon my friends on the last night, so we had agreed to stick with our assigned seats, but what I saw at our table changed things.
Everyone else was there, except for the French wives. The husbands had come to dinner, but were clearly not expecting their spouses. I could tell because they already had ordered the wine, something they would not have dared doing on their own, had they expected the ladies. More to the juicy point, I could tell because Sophia was sitting between the husbands...
They looked like a couple of alley cats with a mouse trapped between them. But far from the terrified prey, Sophia looked smugger than an art collector who just picked up two Renoirs at a garage sale.
This would bear further examination, but first things first. "We have empty seats tonight?" I asked Kimmie.
My friend looked at Dale beside me, turned toward him, pushing her shoulders back (her dress was lower cut even than mine), and chirped. "We do indeed. Care to sit at the cool kids' table, Dale?"
Dale, somewhat bewildered at the strange situation at our table, nevertheless agreed eagerly. He waved politely at the others at his regular table, to let them know he was not joining them. They eyeballed me and my friends and smiled in complete understanding.
As we seated ourselves, I made introductions. "Dale, these are our table-mates, Etienne and Antoine. Gentlemen, this is my friend Dale. May I enquire about your lovely wives, whose absence lets me keep my arm candy here with me for dinner?" I asked, mostly addressing Etienne.
"Every time we travel together, our wives always reserve one night to go off on their own," Etienne said equably. "They do sometimes enjoy the company of just each other." I arched an eyebrow at that. These women just kept getting more and more interesting.
"Yes," Antoine added, with a gallic shrug. "Ordinarily, Etienne and I would spend our evening at the Baccarat table, but I think perhaps tonight we shall have... other pursuits." Both he and Etienne looked sidelong at my friend between them. I exchanged a look with her that told me that she planned on doing some extensive 'pursuing' with them both, and not in public.
Dale seemed to be coming up to speed quickly, and I practically giggled at the way he was looking protectively at my friend. I squeezed his thigh under the table to tell him to stand down. He took my direction, but I could tell it was provisional. Antoine and Etienne did not help matters with their somewhat condescending French regard of my man in reply.
Dinner nonetheless proceeded very pleasantly. Dale scored some points with the men when he displayed some actual knowledge of French vintages, though his knowledge was mostly concentrated on Champagne. They in turn rose in his good graces when they actually admitted to some positive thoughts (meager though they were) about southern hemisphere sauvignon blancs. They were almost bonding over a shared disdain for California whites in general when Etienne's hand got a little too obviously busy under the table with Sophia. Dale's scowl returned, but it remained confused. Did none of us, especially Sophia, remember that these guys were married, and their wives were on the fucking boat?
I was about to distract him with some under-table activity of my own hand when Kimmie managed to work in a crack to Sophia about the Eiffel Tower.
I managed, barely, to stifle a laugh. Sophia's eyes bugged out, then turned amused. Etienne and Antoine both lifted an eyebrow that indicated a familiarity with the reference. To my shock, Dale actually choked on his Bordeaux.
I had learned of the concept of an 'Eiffel Tower' from that damned Emily in Paris show. It happens in a two-guy threesome, such as was shaping up currently, where the girl sucks the one guy while the other guy does her from behind. At the moment of climax, the guys high-five each other over her, forming the shape ofLe Tour d'Eiffel.
"And how do you know about an Eiffel Tower?" I asked quietly to Dale.
He blushed quite satisfactorily. "There's this show, Emily in Paris..." he whispered back.
"You watch Emily in Paris?!?" I asked, barely keeping my voice down for just the two of us.
"No!" he said defensively. "But a crowd in my apartment building does, and they have it on in the pool house all the damned time. In Episode 5, Luc..."
"You know the episode number?" I hissed. "You watch it all the time, don't you?" I accused.
"It's impossible to look away once it catches you," he grumbled. "But does Sophia understand what she's..."
"Relax," I insisted. "I love that you are being protective of my friends, but seriously, stand down. My sudden onset freeakazoid friend over there, who was just your normal American nympho before this voyage, has already fucked them both. And their wives." Dale stared at me. "She just seems to have decided to try them both one last time," I added, barely able to contain my own scandalized glee. At the same time, apparently.
The best part was, when we all got home and compared notes, the Eiffel Tower over there meant that no one was going to feel able to give me any shit just for sucking one dick on a nude beach.
Etienne, who was perceptive, damn him, and a shit disturber, damn him some more, leaned toward us and asked, "You are having an intense discussion of French landmarks?" He grinned.
"I can't say as how I've ever been to the Eiffel Tower," Dale said casually, collecting himself admirably. "And I'm not sure I'll ever be so inclined," he added, looking at me softly.
I could deal with a bit of possessiveness from this man...
The kitchen served Baked Alaska. It rocked.
Sophia and the Frenchmen excused themselves before it even came. Adrian, and then Kimmie went off in search of places and people yet to be determined, I assumed.
Dale and I went back to our jazz club, where we danced for quite a while, thanks to my more sensible shoes this time. They only had two inch heels, and I was into Dale being taller than me that night anyway.
While we danced, I tried to explain to Dale that my friends and I were not normally the out there, sex-crazed nymphos we had to seem on this trip. He politely acted disappointed. He also politely acted like he believed me...
"This has to be the last drink," I said, accepting another Manhattan from the bartender. "It is almost midnight, and we have to be off the boat at 8:30!"
"Don't remind me," Dale grumbled. We took a sip of our drinks, and he went on. "Let's have one last walk aboard, up under the stars," he suggested. We took our cocktails and wandered off through the ship.
As we climbed the forward stairs, my legs barked at the exertion. "Man," I sighed. "The one thing I really look forward to in Texas is letting myself use elevators again!"
Dale stopped, and turned to me, right on the stairs. "Daisy, I have a confession to make," he said seriously, almost tentatively.
Oh, God.
This was it. Something was wrong. Something had to be wrong. What was he hiding?
I knew he was too perfect, I blearily thought.
I looked at him, trying to keep the fear out of my eyes.
"I have been using the elevators this whole voyage, whenever you weren't around," Dale confessed with massive gravity.
I poked him hard in the ribs, and shut up about my sore legs.
We finally exited the superstructure and walked along the catwalk that overlooked the main, central pool. There were a few hardy souls still frolicking in both the pool and hot tubs. We paused to laugh at the two couples who were sitting in the water in their formal attire.
"Those guys are not getting their rental deposits back," Dale observed, laughing.
We moved a little further aft, shifting our attention to the outer railing. We leaned against it and stared at the reflection of the moon on the placid waters of the Caribbean. Well, mostly I leaned against Dale. He leaned on the rail.
We shared a long kiss that was gentle, soft, and companionable, but nevertheless hot as three blazing suns. When we broke off, we started wandering back further aft.
"You know," Dale said offhandedly. "We are already on the same level as my suite..."
I had of course, known what level we were on. I had known we were working our way toward his bed. But he made a mistake when he said anything about it before we got there. Some shred of my real-life responsibility (such as it was) reared its ugly head.
"Oh, no, Mister!" I said, pushing gently against his chest, but turning toward him in so doing. "We have to be off the boat early. That's off the boat, not just up. I have to sleep in my own cabin tonight."
"Hey! I..."
"No," I went on. "If I don't get enough sleep, you will get to meet Angry Fascist Early Morning Daisy, and I don't have my hooks deeply enough into you yet to let that happen!"
Dale laughed, and looked me in the eyes seriously. "Oh, I think your hooks are deep enough for anything," he said.
We kissed some more at that.
When we came up for air, Dale steered us along the rail again, and I clung to his arm as we walked. But we were still going aft.
"I mean it," I almost wailed in frustration. "If I enter your cabin now, I'll never leave until the morning. I'm not going to do that."
Responsible Daisy sucked. I felt like firing her.
Dale just chuckled and wordlessly led me away from the rail and into one of those nooks and crannies along the upper promenade that hid anyone crammed in there from casual view. I looked around for a moment.
"Isn't this the spot where you first felt me up?" I asked, recognition burning through the Manhattan.
"It's a good spot," Dale said, kissing me.
"So romantic," I said sarcastically and oh, so sincerely at the same time, and kissed him back.
"I'm going to do that again," Dale declared, pressing me backward against the steel wall of the ship. His hand rose up between us and hungrily traced the curves of my tit through the bumpy lace.
The depth of my breathing helped press my breast into his palm. His other hand clung to my hip and the exploring one slid into my cleavage, caressing the exposed curves. Then he let it steal inside and I hissed happily.
This cruise really had been a good idea. Here I was, in the cool sea air, practically alone with this lovely man who was pinching my nipple softly inside my dress.
I finished my cocktail.
Dale, for his part, pushed the neckline of my dress aside, exposing the nipple he was already torturing, and clamped his lips around it. I was out in public, it wasn't even midnight, though most people on board, sensible or otherwise, were already in bed, and my tit was out and being treated most wonderfully. I really did not know which was the greater question, where had this kink for public sexiness come from, or how had I not learned to enjoy it earlier?



All I knew was, I knew who I wanted to enjoy it with.
It took a while, enjoying Dale's attention to my breast, before I realized his hand on my hip was slowly bunching up the fabric of my dress, raising the hem. When I did realize, he had pulled it up to dangerous levels! My exposed breast was one thing, but...
His hand slid around and under the hem, his fingertips caressing what he found.
"Oh ho!" He chuckled into my ear. "No bra possible with this dress, so you didn't bother with the panties either?"
"A girl likes to feel sexy sometimes."
"You'd be sexy in granny panties from an old Sears Roebuck Catalog."
"Yeah?"
"Yeah," he breathed. His fingers delved now between my legs, brushing for an instant over my clit before tracing the already moist length of my entrance. I let out an involuntary moan. "But you are way sexier like this, I'll admit," Dale whispered
Suddenly, he sank to his knees.
"What are you doing?" I almost yelped.
"Making sure you still like me enough to want me to switch seats with Kimmie tomorrow for the flight," he said, bending his face down to kiss the ticklish skin right above my narrow triangle of pubes.
"No worries on that front," I gasped.
And there I was, still out in public, but with my one tit hanging free from my dress and now in the open air, and Dale kneeling before me, his mouth probing my depths. I had one bare leg hiked up and to the side to give him access as his tongue stroked me. My only frustration was that, when I raised my glass to my lips, I remembered that my drink was already empty.
Dammit, a girl should be able to enjoy some whiskey while being orally pleasured in public with her boobs hanging out.
I was no longer worried about not getting enough social interaction when we got back home to Dallas. I just needed to ensure that once we were back in the real world, I kept this new sexhibitionist streak down to a dull roar. I was not dropping it, but I did need to keep it for special occasions once the trip was over. I had a career.
But the plane flight was still part of the trip wasn't it?
I didn't know how yet, but Dale was joining the Mile High Club tomorrow...
——————
I can't thank you enough for reading this little labor of love to the end. Thanks for your favorites, and your kind votes. Please read my other stuff if you enjoyed this opus.
I am particularly interested in your thoughts on how well I carried off a female viewpoint character with Daisy. Please let me know in the comments.
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------------------
Guilty Pleasures - One
------------------
The young, sandy-haired boy, who was much too good-looking for my taste when it came to boys who hung around my daughter, was casually trying not to appear as if he was looking at me as he bent over to reach toward my beer fridge on the back deck.
"When do you turn 21, Victor?" I asked casually, my fingers still on the keyboard of my laptop. I didn't look up.
"Real soon, sir," he replied. I liked the 'sirs' from him. They showed some measure of respect and self-control. "Early August," he specified.
Unfortunately for him, I didn't like the sirs that much.
"Well, you can have that beer you are reaching for 'real soon'... like in three months," I said casually, still not looking his way.
"Come on, Mr. Petersen," he grumped.
I knew that if he was in his own dorm on a Saturday afternoon, he would probably be drinking beer. He knew that I knew it. I knew that he knew... etc. I knew that if they were back on campus, my daughter Becca, she of the 21st birthday in October, would likely be having a White Claw along with him. I even knew that if none of her friends were over, but she was home on her own with just me, she would most definitely be having a White Claw out of that same fridge, with my blessing.
I just grinned with only a hint of the good-natured malice that a father reserves for the sort of boy that hangs out with his daughter, but whom she carefully never calls her boyfriend within the father's hearing. "My house, the State's laws, Vic."
The kid grumbled, but reached instead for the cooler full of Cokes, pulling out an Orange Fanta.
Honestly, I ranked Victor among the less odious of the boys my little girl had swanned around with since she moved back in with me for her senior year of high school. That meant that I had been fortunate to miss most of her early high school sweeties, when she was living with her mother in Atlanta. But she had always been set on UNC Chapel Hill for college, so my ex and I amicably agreed that I should take over custody for her senior year. That way, she could re-establish herself as an in-state resident. It had been a financial decision, but I had been tickled pink to have her under my roof again.
Now a college sophomore, Becca lived on campus, but I live only twenty minutes from campus. I have a large pool and outdoor kitchen, which had earned me the dubious pleasure of frequent but random invasions by my daughter and her friends since I had moved her into the dorm as a freshman.
This day was one of those invasions. Becca's three besties, Anne, Carol, and Mary, were there of course, currently playing corn hole. Victor was there, obviously, as he had been more often than not lately. Two other boys had come along, who were clearly auditioning for a role similar to Vic's with Becca's friends. Damned if I could tell which one was chasing which one. It was possible that it wasn't clear to them. I irritably wished that Vic was kept as much at arm's length as these other two characters were. There were a few others in the crowd that afternoon, who probably had just been around at the moment of, 'Hey! Let's go hang at my Dad's house, swim in his pool, eat his food, and interrupt his quiet weekend of work, guys!'
It was a regular occurrence, as I said. Nowadays, in addition of deer meat, my freezer in the garage was always well-stocked with hamburgers, hotdogs, and turkey patties. I even had found myself keeping fresh eggplant on hand to grill for the occasional vegetarian Becca brought along.
I like to cook, especially cook-out. Sue me. And serving venison to new appearances on the boy front was an excellent excuse to show off my collection of shotguns and hunting rifles. I have to be more subtle these days with the ways I try (and probably fail) to keep her boyfriends in line. Last year, I had gone out and bought a teeshirt that read, "If you date my daughter, please know that I have a Shotgun, a Shovel, and an Alibi". and then changed into it during one appearance by a boy that I really did not like, Becca had actually hit me.
She dumped him less than a week later though, and I got some wordlessly-acknowledged credit for hating him before she did. I never found out what specifically made her turn on him, and I suspect that that is a good thing...
Besides crowds of college students in my home that I pretended to hate having around, there were lots of other things that were great about living in Chapel Hill. The Research Triangle area is a hotbed of tech companies and startups. I had been in shortly after the ground floor with one that you have heard of. When Becca was in eighth grade, they had gone public, and I had cashed out of the job. All according to plan.
Then Becca's mother and I cashed out of our marriage, which had not been part of my plan. As divorces involving a thirteen year-old child go, it had been amicable. My ex just got tired of me and my workaholic ways, and we both got lazy about staying in love. I didn't think she had ever cheated on me, but I was never sure. She has sure had plenty of other men in her life since, good guys mostly, but I had always wondered when she had started collecting other men. I mostly believed that she had been true until the divorce. My ex was mostly a good person, and we had tried (and often failed) not to hurt each other much.
I had not torn up the dating scene since the divorce. Workaholic, remember? Instead of retiring after the last company had gone public, as I had been half-planning, paying for half of Becca's mom's house in Atlanta meant I needed to keep my hand in and generate at least some income.
Again, I was in a tech hotbed. When you have the ability to put circuits together in interesting ways, and moreover have a reputation for doing a good job managing other people who put circuits together in interesting ways, opportunities find you. I got in even earlier this time on a second opportunity that turned out far better than I had expected. I foresee another, possibly even better cash-out a few years in the future.
In the meantime, some of the kids who Becca brought by were not there for her or the pool, they wanted to meet me. They wanted internships. A worthwhile few of them got them. I viewed Becca as an unofficial part of our HR department.
My alcohol duly defended, I went back to banging out some work on my laptop while I waited until it was time to cook. I usually can work pretty well on afternoons like this. I handle chaos and even crisis well. But the pretty laugh from across the pool, the laugh with that callous, annoying edge to it got in my head, as it usually did.
Stephanie Wilkes was over there, flirting with one of the boys who was supposed to be interested in Anne, Carol, or Mary. Why Becca tolerated her tagging along so often was beyond me. She was a bitch, and among Becca's friends, I liked her the least. As in, I did not like her any more than I did that lacrosse player, Chip Edgerton the fourth, who had mercifully not invited himself along that afternoon. Small favors.
I glowered over at Stephanie.
The problem was, I'm a divorced workaholic with a non-existent dating life, remember? I had slept with precisely one women since my ex and I parted ways. That had been shortly after my divorce, and both the sex and the aftermath had sucked. The last time I had so much as had my fingers on a woman was... fuck, was it sixteen months now? Twenty? And that literally had been at a dance during a marketing function. And she hadn't been interested.
Thoughts intrude.
I looked over at Stephanie, with her tight, cheerleader's body. Her firm ass and big, sweet, pert tits were packed into not much of a bikini and an image popped into my mind. I just wanted to bend that hot little bitch over the dining table inside and fuck her rotten from behind. I imagined pushing her down against the table, her bikini top half off her torso, the strings splaying out across the mahogany, and yanking the knot tying her bottoms open.
"You want to fuck me, don't you, Mister Howard?" she would growl defiantly.
"I'm going to fuck you," I'd growl. "Bitches who are mean to my daughter get fucked!"
"Well, what if I don't let you? What if I say... ohhhh!" she'd taunt, before trailing off as I jammed my cock into her tight, steamy depths. My cock is... it is fine. Nothing crazy, but nothing to be ashamed of either. But in the scene in my mind, Stephanie was mewling instantly as it made its mighty entrance.
In one of those sudden transitions you have in involuntary daydreams, I was pounding her, both of us sweaty. She still struggled beneath me, but it was just a token struggle, as if she was unwilling to admit that her queen bee facade was being pounded into the table. I would keep one shoulder pressed down with my hand, but reach under her with the other and squeeze one of those tasty young tits. I idly wondered what her real nipples were like, as I'd never so much as observed a pokie from her in any of the suits that she had worn to my pool.
"Mister Howard!" Stephanie would scream, coming powerfully, despite my having done nothing to help her along, too busy just slaking my own pent-up lust, lust that would explode in a cascade of white ejaculate pouring into her tight little...
What the fuck?!?
I slapped my laptop shut in horror at myself. I was about to pop up and go inside in shame, when I realized that I had really best not stand up right then. Not in front of all those kids. My cock may not be anything huge, but right at that moment, it was tenting my shorts with the best of them.
I leaned over and grabbed a beer for myself, and killed half of it in a single pull.
I looked over at Stephanie again, furtively this time. Yep, she was still a bitch. I still did not like her. I realized however, to my near horror, that, given the astronomically unlikely and wildly inappropriate chance that I might actually have sex with her, I'd have to watch myself. I couldn't let it be that near-violent, dominant shit my dislike for her had layered over the fantasy. But it was a good fantasy underneath...
My hormones rebalanced, and I shook my head at myself. Morals reasserted themselves. I would damned sure not make a move on Stephanie. I was forty-five for chrissakes.
Reality also reasserted itself, I was forty-five and would have had no chance, if I were dumb enough to try!
The humor of the very idea helped me reset, um, everything, and I got up to fire up the grill, free of embarrassing 'camping equipment.'
"Anne!" I shouted over at Becca's friend. "You are sous chef today!"
The dark-haired girl rolled her eyes at Carol in reaction to being drafted. Carol just laughed at the fact that it wasn't her.
I also called my daughter, and when Becca bounced over to me, I asked her, "That Tony kid is vegetarian, right?" She nodded, and indicated that Amy was too. Two of them today? I rolled my eyes. God made animals delicious for a reason. "Anne? Go grab me three eggplants from the basket in the kitchen," I simply asked.
"No problem, Mr. H," Anne replied. "Want me to slice them before I bring them out?"
"You are a dumbass, Anne," I told her.
"What? Why?" she asked, momentarily taken aback.
"If you are going to be proactively helpful, you are going to get drafted more often," I laughed.
The rest of the afternoon was pleasant. I even put away my laptop and talked football with some of the boys after food was served, until they all left, including certain smoking hot, bitchy temptations.
I seldom dream. Or rather, I seldom remember them. Virtually every dream I can remember is either a nightmare, or else one of an extremely freaky selection of post-tequila sleep hallucinations I've 'enjoyed'. That night?
Yeah, the dream wasn't good. I hadn't done a goddamned thing, but my guilt mechanisms were on overdrive.
*
Just because I did not have a dating life, does not mean I didn't have a social life. I had friends from work. I also had friends from the neighborhood, from tennis, from golf, and even a few I still occasionally got together with from back when I tried fencing. I had groups of people my own age over, especially when the weather was good, and I often went to other peoples' get-togethers.
The very next night after my humiliating fantasy, a Saturday, I went to Yancey and Wanda Franklin's house for Bridge Night. Those were always fun, even though, since my friends were almost all married, I usually got paired up with Peter, the other divorced loser in our group. Peter is an okay guy and has the virtue of being patient with a partner who isn't as good at Bridge as he is.
In between rounds, after Peter and I lost a rubber that was, for once, his fault not mine, he, Yancey, and I were depleting the bourbon supply when we observed Stan loudly, and unnecessarily nastily, talking smack to Wilson Huggins. We rolled our eyes, but said nothing. That Stan was a douchebag was knowledge as commonly accepted as gravity. You seldom felt the need to comment on gravity when an apple fell from a tree.
Why did such an asshole keep getting invited? He was a neighbor down the street from the Franklins, and more importantly, his wife Monica was an absolute sweetheart. Any time Stan got enough out of line for the subject of banishment to actually come up, we always agreed it would be too cruel to her.
Left unsaid, especially by the guys, was that while most of the wives in our group were nice-looking, and one or two, like Yancey's Wanda, were downright attractive, Monica was utterly smoking hot.
As Stan went on being... Stan, our conversation resumed. I found my eyes wandering, and inevitably ending up on Monica.
As I said, every woman in that room was pleasant, and most of them were in fine shape. If any of them had been divorced... long divorced, I'd have been interested in several of them. But come on, I knew and liked all their husbands. It kept speculation out of the equation.
But I detested Stan.
Monica was a thirty-five year old package of mature yet supple curves, long blonde hair, and humor-filled green eyes. And her husband was a walking penis who, in my father's, and certainly my grandfather's day, would have been punched in the nose on the regular at parties like this.
And Monica inexplicably seemed to dote on the arrogant prick. I shook my head inwardly as I examined her smooth round ass in the well-fitted khaki shorts she wore, all while Yancey and Peter fretted about the Tar Heels' quarterback situation. If Monica had ever shown any signs of serious dissatisfaction, I'd have cucked that fucking douchebag Stan with wild abandon.
Imagine if they actually got into a fight like we'd all expected they would any number of times when Stan had done something particularly asshole-ish...
She'd yell at him, and he'd stalk off and find a new conversation to loudly infest, as had been his MO on the few occasions that anyone else had actually broken down and called him out on his BS.
I could approach her and tell her she was too good for him. She'd sniff, look me in the eyes, and tell me that she knew it, but...
She'd want some privacy from the sympathetic eyes, and I'd suggest we head back to the kitchen to let her calm down. A gentle hand on the small of her back, then a reassuring kiss on her cheek, and she'd kiss me hard. It wouldn't take much to unbutton that blouse, and open the admittedly plain bra she seemed to have underneath. My hands would at last be full of those sweet, firm boobs, and my mouth would be too, seconds later.
Her hand would scrabble at my fly, tugging my hard cock free, squeezing it desperately. Moments later, I'd have her khakis unzipped and be lifting her up onto Yancey and Wanda's kitchen table.
What I wouldn't do to be sinking my dick onto her hot, neglected pussy, pressing down on her as I drove myself into her with metronomic precision. For this woman, I'd be sure to use everything I knew to make sure she had a better time even than I would. I'd use every angle, and my fingers would press every button to make sure she got good and loud in appreciation several times before I even came close to blasting my load into her.
I'd having her happily loud enough for Stan to hear. Yeah, that was the ticket. He'd come into the kitchen in time to see me come inside his deliriously screaming wife and I'd nastily say to him, "Cuck you, bastard."
"You are being pretty calm about this crisis, Howard," Peter observed. "If they go with Gaines at QB, are we fucked or what?"
"Fucked," I said automatically. It was the only word I trusted myself to say as I was yanked from the second disturbing reverie I'd found myself in, in as many days.
As for how I slept that night... Whatever dreams I had, and they were not good, were not so bad as the ones that punished me for fantasizing about cheerleaders. I think my conscience gave me a minor pass because even it thinks Stan is an irredeemable dick.
*
What the fuck was wrong with me?
I knew the answer, of course. I had not been laid in ages. And while I'd been used to long spans of no sex back when I was still married, it had never been anything like right now.
I considered once again several... commercial options to address my, um, needs. But none of what I had shamefully come up with was really my speed. I had done the research though, God help me. But I was not going to do it. Aside from the occasional lap dance, I'd never paid for anything sexual in my life. I would remain strong!
I found myself snapping at several subordinates at work on Monday, which I almost never do. After the second dressing down that morning, I realized that the unpleasant tinge in my involuntary fantasies over the weekend might have to do with the built-up plaque of irritation with the kids at work that I had to wrangle, whose work-ethic did not measure up to the standards of my generation.
Worthless little turds. Talented turds, but turds.
At least I had zero desire to fantasize about Mary Beth, the underling currently cringing in my office, despite her nice tits. The girl was always in my office, crying for support about this or that. I had a daughter and several daughters-in-buddy to mentor. I did not want to be the guy who comforted engineers like Mary Beth. I wanted to be the guy who looked over their fucking completed, on-time work.
Damn, I even needed to check myself on that frigging fantasy. Fucking Stephanie Wilkes was an easily actionable plan, compared to getting useful work, on time, out of Mary Beth!
I grumpily sorted through my mail. I was such a fucking curmudgeon. I needed a good hauling of my ashes. Or better, a single un-entitled, self-sufficient, productive employee. Just one. Neither option was apparently on the horizon. And dammit, I was more than capable of handling both lacks. I had been for a while, after all.
What I just needed was a break. And lo and behold, what was in my hand, but a letter and brochure from our corporate travel agent, James. He had run across a severely under-booked sailing on the cruise line that he knew my ex and I had enjoyed several times, and he was taunting me with crazy low rates.



I looked at the date.
Fuck. It was the week after school let out.
If I went on a vacation without my daughter, the week after summer break started, she'd never forgive me... unless she needed my forgiveness because she and her buds burnt the house down in my absence.
I looked at the brochure again. It was a good looking itinerary. And it was seriously cheap.
There was no way I'd share a cabin with my twenty year old daughter, of course. We'd kill each other, and I was considering this trip for some stress relief. (And because there had to be a good number of single women on a cruise, right?) I ran some numbers.
I checked the time, and hoped that Becca was not in class.
"Hey Dad," she answered on the third ring.
"Not in class right now?"
"You got ten minutes, Pappa-doodle."
"How'd you like to go on a cruise the week after exams? There is a helluva deal."
"Ohhh! Yeah," she started to say excitedly. Then she paused. "But Dad, I am not sharing..."
"Easy there. I'm getting a cabin to myself. You'd cramp my style."
"Oooh! Daddy hopes this is the Love Boat," she taunted.
"Grow up," I snorted. But yeah, maybe a little. That was a fantasy I could at least not feel guilty about...
"But they price based on double-occupancy," I went on. "I'll pay for half of whomever you want to share with."
"Ha! Cool. How about..."
"To be clear," I interrupted. "I will be the only person in possession of Y chromosomes in our traveling party."
She laughed, then paused. "Relax Dad. And that's a month and a half away. And who knows if Victor and I will even still be hanging out by then.
I perked up at the best thing I'd heard all day.
"He and I just have some things to work out," Becca added.
I pumped a fist silently. They were twenty, and not serious enough to admit to her father they were even together. I'd be shut of Victor before long. Life was already better!
There was a silence on the other end of the phone.
I waited. Such silences meant thinking was happening.
"Dad," she whined at last. "I don't know who I'd ask. It'd be mean to everyone else."
"Well..." I tried to reply.
"How about we get a third cabin?" she asked quickly.
"Three?" I yelped. I am well off. Even divorced, I am very comfortable. But. "You want me to pay for half of a cruise for Anne, Carol, and Mary?"
"Why, Daddy! Those are three excellent candidates! Great idea!" my evil spawn giggled.
I could swing the cost. I just on general principals didn't like being manipulated. Fortunately, I was only offering half. At least one of their parents would refuse to pony up. Hopefully two, because just one not coming would hardly save me any money. That would mean a second single-occupancy cabin.
"Three of them, or just one," I growled.
This wasn't going to be so bad. I knew none of them had the cash themselves. And I was almost more worried that none of them would have parents ready to pop for such a vacation on short notice, than that all three would so splurge.
*
Anne and then Carol RSVPed in the affirmative in less than a day.
Oh well, I had had hopes.
Less than an hour after my daughter called to let me in on Carol's (and Carol's parents') buy-in, my cell buzzed.
YANCEY FRANKLIN
Mary Franklin was the only one of Becca's high school friends from her senior year that had gone to UNC along with her. The rest of her local friends had either chosen to go elsewhere, or simply had not gotten in to Chapel Hill. That meant that Yancey was the only father of her circle that I knew. In fact, we were long-time friends, even if we had drifted apart a little since my divorce.
When my phone rang and I answered, at first I only heard laughter.
"Hello, Yancey."
"You are a brave motherfucker, Clark," were his first actual words on the call. "When the four of them sink that ship, the cruise line is going to make you pay for it."
"I take it you are also ponying up?" I sighed.
"Hey, you made the offer, or let Becca make the offer. Either way, now that it is made, I value my life. So yeah, I'm paying."
"Idiot," I told him good-naturedly.
"You are the one who's paying for four troublemakers, kemosabe."
"I would not even be bringing Becca, except she'd never speak to me again," I groused.
Yancey just laughed, and hung up after telling me that he would have a long conversation with Mary about how sometimes divorced daddies wanted to spend time with nice ladies they just met, and won't have time to take his traveling party snorkeling.
I was prepared to endure slings and indeed, even arrows, from my daughter and her gang, should I manage to actually swing that eventuality.
*
We spent the night before the cruise at a hotel near the cruise port in Fort Lauderdale. We all shared dinner at a seafood place, where, as advertised, you could see the food. You might not want to eat it, but... you could see it.
"I had them assign us the late seating for dinner during the cruise," I observed.
"I hope this meal isn't a sign of the food on board," Anne said glumly, poking at her half-eaten grouper. Then she flushed and looked up at me quickly. "Oh, I'm sorry, Mr. H. Thank you so much for bringing us. I'm sure it will be..."
"Easy there, hoss," I laughed. I indicated my half-eaten fried... things. "You four by yourselves could have done better than this, even without my help!" Had we been at my house, dinner rolls would have been hurled in my direction. Their restraint here, especially given the hardness of the still mostly full basket of 'bread', was reassuring.
"Still, I hope you don't need us to eat with you every night, Dad," Becca said, as if seizing on a long waited-for chance to broach the subject. "The four of us want to try some of the specialty restaurants on board."
"Yeah, a few look really extra," Mary added excitedly.
"I assume," I drawled, "that when you say, 'the four of you', you'd rather not drag along the old geezer, only his charge privileges?" I smiled to make sure they knew I was kidding them.
The three friends were horrified anyway, but my evil child just grinned. "It's for your own good, Dad. You take all of us out, all dolled up, to the fancy restaurants on board, and people are going to think that you brought a coterie of sugar babies on your vacation!"
If her friends were horrified by my words, they about had a collective aneurism at Becca's.
"Oh my God, Becs," shrieked Carol.
"I'm going to die," Mary moaned.
"That's not how that works anyway," grumped Anne. They all shrugged in agreement at that.
Wait.
"And just how do you all know about sugar babies, and how they work?" I asked casually. I was smiling still, not because I was amused, but because I'm a good interrogator and you should put the subjects at ease when you get to the important questions."
They were all too smart, and shut up on me.
"Do go on. I'm dying to know," I pressed.
"We, uh, we know someone who has tried it," Carol cracked under the pressure of my gaze. She got glares from the other three.
"Oh, you 'know somebody'," I laughed. "Sure," I added in teasing manner.
It was mostly a real tease.
I was very confident that my daughter had not gone that route. She had neither the need, nor the issues. Please understand, I was under no illusions my child was still a virgin. A tearful conversation with me after a breakup at the end of her high school senior year had eliminated any willful blindness I had still possessed on that subject.
It had also sparked my interest in having shotguns, shovels, and alibis standing by...
But she wasn't the sugar baby target recruit.
Neither were her friends, of course. But how much did I really know another man's daughter?
"You really know someone who tried it?" I laughed, to lighten the mood.
"Guys," Becca practically hissed.
"Easy, you guys," I chuckled, genuinely this time. "It happens. I know. It's not like I... Fuck, have I met this girl?"
Eight eyes refused to look at me.
Fuck.
And fuck, did I just say 'Fuck' out loud to these kids?
Fuck.
I tried to brazen it out by staring them down. Becca didn't like it.
"And how do you know all the ins and outs of Sugar Daddy-Sugar Baby arrangements, Dad?" she snapped at me, half defensively, half teasingly.
"From clickbait articles designed to attract horrified reads by the fathers of young women like you," I glared back.
I'm a career, topflight manager, kiddo. You don't catch me that easily. I still felt a little sweat in my armpits.
Among the options I had idly examined was the idea of a sugar baby of my own. And the option had been less idle than some other, more... direct options. About a month before the Weekend of Disturbing Fantasies, I had gone so far as to set up a profile online. I had backed out and deleted it, thank God, before I could screw up and send it live. I had, at the last possible moment, realized that, given my location, many respondents would be UNC students.
What if I'd matched with someone Becca knew? What if it had been a girl that I knew?
From the grins I saw suddenly being directed my way, I was at least relieved to be sure that no one present was the alleged prospective sugar baby they were worried about.
*
Boarding was uneventful.
The next day, the first port of call was uneventful but fun when we all went to a monkey preserve together. After we put back to sea, my monstrous regiment of young women actually dined with me in the main dining room. The five of us were assigned a table to ourselves, and I observed no matronly glares from neighboring tables at my 'harem' of youngsters.
No more discussion of Sugar Babies was had. None of us wanted to reopen that can. Of course, thinking about how it wasn't being discussed led me to think about it again. I found myself considering what if Stephanie was the prospective 'baby'. I considered the what if of having been matched with her...
Nope.
Nope. Nope. Nope.
And furthermore, nope.
After dinner, I went on my own to see the stand-up comic who was performing the late show. But my daughter came and fucking found me, dragging me out of the show. She escorted me firmly to the Singles Meet and Greet event in the disco, and then abandoned me there. She had no business at the event herself. She had a boyfriend. It wasn't Victor any more, and the new one was no improvement, probably worse, in fact. But she had a boyfriend. My daughter may not keep them forever, but she seems true while she has them. That was something I did not have to worry about with her.
None of the monstrous regiment had finished the school year attached, however. In addition to my own nearly non-existent chances of finding a suitable and suitably attractive boff-buddy, I also had to worry about three young women finding buddies of their own, while under my watch!
The attendees at the meet and greet were more my demographic anyway. Young girls like my daughter and my daughters-in-buddy just went to the hot tub or pool up topside and let boys flock to them.
As for me, I met a few people, had some conversations, even danced. Twice. But my daughter needed to understand that casual hookups are hard for people my age. Even ones who became creepily and spontaneously horny like me.
I slept that night like a rock. In splendid isolation, but like a dreamless rock.
*
The next morning, we all took a Jeep trip ashore to a waterfall in the jungles of the island where we had made port. I rode in one Jeep with Becca, and her three member posse took a second. The drivers of our two vehicles good-naturedly 'refused' our demands that they race.
Becca's and my Jeep won, because both drivers knew who would eventually be the guy tipping them...
The other people in our group were all couples, and none were exactly brochure-worthy in the looks department, so I was fortunate to have several hours safe from unwanted fantasies. It was a good thing. We all got soaked, and my baggy swim trunks were constantly plastered to me.
Upon our return, I was prevailed upon to buy lunch ashore.
My daughter decided to tease me some more, and enquire about my time at the singles event that she had dragged my sorry ass to.
I was tired enough from climbing and sliding down wet rocks to answer a bit more truthfully than I normally would, even had it just been the two of us talking.
"Slow your roll, Becca. I'm a forty-five year-old divorcee. I can't just stick out my thumb and 'catch a ride'. The options I run across are pretty limited, and those I do tend to encounter have more issues of their own than even I do."
Well, that was uncomfortable, I realized. Becca actually shut up for a moment, and her friends were practically shuffling their feet.
I laughed, surprised to find that I mostly wanted to. "You can all stop worrying about me. I'm totally fine. It is not a new situation, and I'm an old hand at it."
While I was staring reassuringly at Becca, one of her friends, I don't know who, actually sniggered at my turn of phrase, 'old hand'.
Now it was me who wanted to die.
After lunch, Carol and Mary wanted to rent these big-tired beach bikes they had seen advertised. That was fine with me. I wasn't paying, so have at it, girls. Anne and Becca wanted to do some shopping, and after that, neither of them were clear on any plans.
For my part, I announced that I was going back to the ship for a cocktail that was better than what I'd had at lunch, and a rest. We old men can only keep up with twenty year-olds for so long. Tossing them off of cliffs into ponds and shoving them down rapids took it out of a guy, I loftily informed them.
Cocktail duly acquired, I meandered up to my cabin. I had an old Tom Clancy book I'd never finished, and the espionage adventures of Mary Sue, I mean Jack Ryan, were just the ticket to let me blank out my brain and reset for when I returned to work and hassled with twenty-four year-old employees who were long on brains and short on gumption. The present batch of twenty year-olds I was dealing with on board were comparatively innocuous.
I settled myself down on my balcony and got caught up with Jack, while working on my glass of the same.
There was a knock at my door. Thinking it was the cabin steward, though it was the wrong time of day for that, I called, "Come in!"
Instead, there was just another knock.
Becca? She had a key of her own...
I grumbled my way back to my feet and answered the door.
Anne.
"Hey, Mister H," she said, entering as I opened the door. "Becca wanted to go tour the fort, and I wasn't up for it," she chirped, explaining her presence, sort of. She walked past me and I let the door close behind her, wondering what the heck she was up to. Had it been Becca, I'd have wondered what she wanted, but her friends were not the kind of kids to have ever tried getting shit out of each others' parents. My wallet was not going to be hit up, whatever this visit was about.
"Since I was back here on board," Anne began, looking around uncomfortably for the right place to sit or stand, and settling for the foot of my bed. "I thought I should come and apologize for us teasing you earlier, about... you know."
Great. I had many issues and problems in my life, but none of them was going to be fixed by receiving emotional support from my daughter's buddies.
"First off, I'm a big boy, and can handle a little teasing," I reassured her. "Many men like being teased in fact." That came out wrong. Forget it, I needed to keep on rolling. "And besides, it was mostly Becca who was giving me a hard time about having..." I had been about to say, 'a hard time,' a second time, before I caught myself. Trying to avoid more double entendres was the right call in this circumstance! There were no good words to replace 'hard time' with. "...a need for singles events," I finished lamely.
"You haven't felt like we were teasing you?" Anne asked quietly. "That I wasn't?"
I wasn't going to let her get wound up about this, that was for sure.
"You guys are fine. Becca's fine, too. She just worries about me," I said reassuringly.
"So you don't feel like I've teased you?" Anne asked, almost.. what? Irritated? "None of us has teased you?"
"No! I'm fine."
Then she smiled. At that smile, I somehow knew instantly, was trouble. "Then I guess I should tease you harder!"
I rolled my eyes. "And what have I done to deserve this treatment?"
"You haven't deserved anything, Mister H," Anne said seriously, looking up at me. "I mean, Becca's told us many times. You didn't deserve to be divorced. You haven't deserved to be alone since. You don't deserve to be putting up with crappy singles nights on your vacation."
Ugh.
"That wasn't what I meant, Anne. It was not really that miserable last night, I just played it up as terrible because I don't want Becca making me go to every one of those things! And I'm hardly alone in life. I have a great career. I have a ton of good friends, more than most guys my age," I said. I paused, then shrugged, feeling the urge to vent the tiniest bit. "I will definitely stipulate that the divorce was unnecessary, as far as I was concerned, but she had other ideas. Shit happens."
Quit swearing, Clark.
"I did not mean my situation," I bore on. "I meant, why should I deserve being teased about it?"
Anne looked concerned for me, but also a little impish. "I didn't mean I should tease you about those things. And I'd never tease you about Becca's mom," she added in an almost heated aside that surprised me. Then she grinned again. "I meant that maybe we, that I, should just tease you, period."
"What?" I asked irritably. I get irritated when kids don't take intelligibly. It's the only time I get really cranky with Becca, when she babbles.
"I mean tease you. Rile you up," Anne said. She rose to her feet and pirouetted in front of me. She was still wearing the cute pink bikini she had sported during our trip to the falls, with just the blue sarong around her hips. "You know, show you some skin," she sang, yes, teasingly.
I crossed my arms. "You have been hanging around my back yard for two years now, often in bikinis, young lady. I think I'll survive," I scoffed.
Why was I being playful? This was kind of inappropriate, wasn't it? Sort of? It wasn't like...
"How 'bout this kind of skin?" she grinned back at me. So help me, she tugged at her bikini top and popped a breast out at me!
It had really never been any concern of mine, but Anne has, and is in, the kind of shape that makes sure there are always guys hanging around her. I never paid her looks much mind, since I viewed myself as kind of her standby local parent in place, if you will. But she most definitely had that kind of shape. Now she was showing an excessive amount of that shape to me... inescapably.
It was her left one, and holy cow, it was a nice tit. Perky and bouncy, pale-skinned and surmounted by the most... delicious-looking bright pink little nipple, surrounded by an aureole so small it almost wasn't there. Damn... it was firm and growing harder as I watched.
I made myself blink several times, then squeezed my eyes shut. It was the only way I could break my gaze on that hot little sight. I shook my head and looked up at her face. At six feet, I'm a good eight or so inches taller than Anne, so the angle unfortunately still left that scandalously exposed tit in my field of view.
"Anne! For God's sake, put that away... I mean, cover yourself," I hissed in near desperation.
"Too much teasing?" she pouted. She had pouted at me before, many times. Anne specialized in pouting. But it had never, obviously, been regarding something like this. This time, the pout was h-o-t hot.
I gasped. And nodded vigorously, since words would not come. I wanted to turn away. Hell, I wanted to run away, except I was in my own cabin. But my traitorous eyes would not stop drinking in that image until she put that gorgeous little menace away.



Anne pouted a little more, and raised her hand to the dislodged bikini cup. Then she slid it across to the other breast and exposed it instead! They were not really that little.
Fuck. The right one was every bit as amazing as the left. And while one tit had seemed raunchy, both of them were just simply lovely. Why did it seem better? It should have seemed twice as inappropriate, right?
I felt my lips curling into a smile, and in desperation to avoid her seeing that, I screwed up my visage to hide it. "Anne, what the fuck!" Swearing was the least of my problems right now, but it still frustrated me that it slipped out. "What are you doing? That is not teasing. That is not even just flashing. You are flat-out showing them to me!"
"Don't you like them?"
I wanted to say no, but that was more dishonesty than I could muster in my present, confused state. It was better to just not say anything. "They are gorgeous," my lips said without my permission.
She bit her lower lip, with its habitually worn mauve lipgloss, for half a beat. It was the first sign of anything but complete confidence in her demeanor.
"Do you want to touch them?"
My hands twitched, damn them.
Again, I needed to say no. I'm an experienced father, dammit. I know how to lie with perfect conviction to... to children like Anne! But I just could not find it in me to lie right now. It was going to be hard to navigate this situation with one hand tied behind my back like this.
My brain traitorously decided to observe that right now, I really did not want any hands tied behind my back...
"Anne," I said at last, openly pleading. "What do you think you are doing?"
"I am trying to help us both out," she smiled pertly... perhaps impertinently.
"What?"
"It is really obvious recently, especially since we came on board, that you need some fun, a particular, specific kind of fun," she said firmly. Oh Christ. The worst part of it was, my eyes were having the most fun they'd had in twenty years. I'd long forgotten the special magic of young breasts just reaching their full flower.
"Yeah?" was all I could say, and I barely managed to keep some moral high ground by making my voice sound sarcastic. "And what, pray tell, do you get out of this situation?"
She looked at me, hard, and it actually helped me focus on her eyes for the first time since the world had turned upside down. "I get to have you look at me like you are now, and like you were a moment ago. I've always wanted that. Ever since that first day, almost two years ago, when Becca brought us over to your back yard, just after she and I met at college, and you ended up working the grill in your bathing suit, I've wanted you to look at me like I was me, myself, and I--like I was pretty, instead of treating me like some kind of auxiliary daughter."
"Anne..."
"What else do I get? What I've also wanted since almost that day," she went on softly, and I felt her grab my hand. "To have you touch me," she almost whispered, as she placed my hand, which refused to fight her, onto one of those exposed joys. She shivered at the touch. My hand shook.
"Anne, I can't!" I protested. But I could. I did. And I didn't stop, even though her hand released mine. It was not quite so big as to fill my grasp, but I could not stop myself from massaging that breast just enough to realize how firm and resilient it was. How fucking marvelous it was.
"I've always thought that you were just a pleasant fantasy," she went on, obviously needing to explain herself, and thinking that any of what she was saying was going to help me somehow in the least. "But at lunch today, you just looked so miserable, and I realized that this afternoon was just the right, special time where we could safely fix each others problems."
Her hands inevitably seized my other hand, and raised it up inexorably. I didn't even try to fight it this time. I despaired about it, but I didn't fight it. I was standing there, squeezing the tits of a twenty year-old girl.
"Anne, this cannot work," I groaned, my hands betraying me further by moving to trace the outlines of those hard, erect, tiny nipples.
"It's not like I can be your girlfriend, Clark," she said, her use of my first name was both jarring and somehow a relief. It was easier to caress a woman who called me Clark, than to grope a girl who called me Mister Howard. "Neither of us needs that, and neither of us would need the reaction to it either." I snorted in reply, for the first time in this whole episode, we were in complete agreement. "But today, now, this afternoon, you need to feel wanted... needed. And I need your touch."
I was losing this battle, and fast. It was a battle that, important as it was, part of me, hell most of me, wanted to lose, and lose right fucking now. One part in particular was becoming a major problem. I mean, of course I was rock hard by now. Duh. I was holding sexual nirvana in my palms. But I had gotten hard in a most uncontrolled, unshepherded fashion. My dick had gotten hung up in the chino shorts that I had changed into when I had gotten back to my cabin, leaving it poking out to the right and only halfway up. It was trapped and very, very uncomfortable.
I sighed as I went to release a hand from where it wanted to be so I could try to adjust myself without looking like a total perv. But she grabbed my wrist and pressed my hand back onto her tit. "No, no, Clark, I'm enjoying your touch," she almost giggled. Don't sound so girlish, Anne. It negates the benefits of calling me Clark.
"Uh, so help me, I'm enjoying it too," I confessed wryly. "But, um, there are certain inevitable male reactions to this kind of touching that I need to... adjust."
She looked down. "Oh wow! That does look uncomfortable," she said. Wasn't this supposed to be about sympathy for my suffering? She sounded more or less pleased with my predicament.
"Let me help you with that," she said almost merrily.
"Anne!"
But she certainly was not going to delay in this mercy mission to relieve my suffering either. With a swift tug from one hand, she had the front of my shorts pulled outward, the elastic waist letting it open wide.
What? Yes, I wear elastic waist pants for the most part. I'm forty-five. I try to run about four miles several times a week, but that only keeps creeping dad-bod so far at bay.
Random defensive thoughts about my sartorial choices lost their battle as Anne's other hand slid gently into my underwear and clasped my aching, in more ways than one, shaft. My whole body froze in response, and my hands squeezed her breasts involuntarily.
After a single stroke, Anne gently disentangled me and slid me fully upright. Then she slid her hand out of my pants and let them settle back around my waist. "There," she said brightly. "Does that feel all better?"
Wait. She had let go of me, and put my pants back in place? Why was I suddenly despairing, instead of relieved that she had backed down?
Because I was despairing that she had backed down. Oh crap. I'd given in, and now I was realizing that she just wanted to play a little. That was some kind of a good thing, right?
Then she giggled. "Oh, you should see your face," she said merrily. "You really thought I was going to stop there?" she laughed. Then her hands were back on my waist, except this time, she just quite unceremoniously pulled both shorts and underwear straight down.
There are advantages to dad-bod shorts. The elastic waist lets horrible twenty year-old succubi, out to destroy an old man's soul, not have to waste time with snaps and flys...
For once, Anne seemed at a loss for words. I'm seriously pretty close to average down there, but at that moment, she sure seemed happy. A hand slid straight back to me and traced its way slowly up my length, such as it is. I moaned and could not help but gently squeeze her tits again.
"Anne, really..." I groaned. "This can't..."
"I know," she said. "I know. This is a unique opportunity. We can't do it again. But now that we are doing it, I for one intend to do it all." Her hand clamped around my cock and gently squeezed.
I gave up. How could I do otherwise, honestly. Anne was half naked. I was half naked. Anne was hot as only a hot twenty year-old who thinks I am attractive could be. I was horny beyond comprehension. I really don't think that I had known how pent up I was, but I did now, and I needed to buy in or lose control entirely.
Yeah. That was it, I told myself. I needed to either buy in and be intentional about this episode, or I'd lose control. This way I was still being protective of this sort of ward of mine.
Right?
And oh, God, was she hot.
"The one thing is," I breathed, "Becca can never know."
"Oh hell no," Anne laughed.
I found myself laughing too. "She'd disown one of us, and shoot the other," I chuckled, "and I don't know which would be which." I sobered just a little. "So Carol and Mary can't hear either," I added firmly.
"Absolutely," Anne agreed. "Those two could never keep a secret from Becca."
She was right. Of course, I was very unsure of Anne's ability to keep a secret either...
Fuck it. I kissed her.
She tasted of strawberries. Not real strawberries, but candy strawberries, as in the strawberry lollipops the girl was always having. She must have finished one just before she came in here.
Lollipops?!? This was a fucking child!
Her body did not feel like a child's.
My hands came off of her breasts, but only to wrap around her and pull her up against me, my naked hard-on pressing against her flat belly. Tongues flashed. Her form was youthful in my arms, but not immature. Not in the least.
"Lie on the bed, Clark," she breathed, almost commanding suddenly.
I almost unthinkingly went to obey, before it occurred to me that I had to look ridiculous with my cock sticking out beneath the Oxford button-down I still had on. I delayed obeying her long enough to practically rip the thing off.
Then I obeyed.
She followed along with me, pressing me onto my back and kissing me some more. My hand needed no refreshing on what to do, it filled itself with the tightest, firmest backside it had held in decades, when my ex had been young. Possibly tighter even than that. My other hand returned to the scene of my original crime and massaged a breast some more.
Anne's hands run up and down on my chest, seemingly fascinated with my aging silverback's matt of black hair. But then she pressed down on it and pushed herself up above me. She had a wicked gleam in her eyes.
My hand slid easily up from her ass to the bow tying her top on across her back. I pulled a string and the bow opened, leaving the tiny garment to drape around her neck, leaving her tits to dangle free in turn.
She only smiled, then slid downward, lowering herself so that the bikini pulled off over her head as it rubbed against me.
What should have been a riveting development, was almost unremarked upon by my brain, given where I knew she was going.
A breast dragged tantalizingly down the length my shaft, then her face was hanging over my hips. She grabbed me in her fingertips, and lifted me up. She flashed yet another wicked grin at me, then bent to take me into her mouth. I groaned as she closed her lips around my head, and her tongue tentatively flicked across me within. At the base of the shaft, her fingertips still help me delicately, pulsing up and down slightly.
I reflected that the college boys that she had done this with before were probably just so excited by the idea of getting head, they thought her attentions were nirvana. I knew better... this was paradise, but not quite nirvana.
Sex had never been the problem for my ex and I. We had married young. Young and inexperienced. When first together, we had made up for our inexperience with enthusiasm, but as time went by, we had both consciously worked to get better. A lot better. Of course, as happens, the better we got at it, the less we did it. So maybe sex had been our problem after all. That, or the sex my ex might have been having without me...
No dark thoughts! Not now.
I had given up, I needed to just roll with it.
"You are amazing," I said, stroking her sleek, straight onyx hair. "But treat me like one of your lollipops." Her head popped up curiously. "Grab the shaft like it is the stick. Hold it tight. And then lick and suck the heck out of me," I grinned at her.
"Dirty talk, Clark! I like it," she said, but proceeded to try to take my advice.
And that, kids, is how I found myself fucking coaching one of my daughter's best friends through what eventually ended up being one of the better blowjobs I'd ever received. And definitely the best blowjob that she had ever delivered. The men of UNC owe me a god-damned plaque.
The only problem with it was the end. I had shut up at last, unable to find more advice to give as Anne sucked me in and out of her mouth hard, with all the wetness I could hope for, and her hand jacking me with exactly the right tightness, when I realized I'd let her get too far.
"Oh God! I'm going to..." I gasped in desperate warning. I thought she was about to pull off me, but then she held in there. Almost three years of standby mode (Rosy Palm doesn't count) delivered metaphorically all at once. I mean, I delivered physically, and in spades, but you get the drift. I groaned at the top of my lungs as my body spasmed, and I felt myself jetting what felt like the longest continuous blast I could remember.
Anne held on, still jacking my shaft was I unleashed into her mouth. I felt her struggle to swallow once, then again more deeply. As I sagged back onto the mattress, she lifted her face, jizz dribbling profusely from her smiling lips. She wiped them with the back of her hand. "One, congratulations. You are one of the guys whose cum does not taste bad."
"Oh yeah?" I asked, still breathless. "And how large is your study group?" Dammit, that wasn't meant to be a protective question...
"My data set is now four," she taunted me. "You are number two in the set of men with positive results," said the Stats major.
"And two, that was a shitload of cum!" Anne added, wiping her chin again. She tentatively licked the back of her hand, but apparently decided that 'not bad tasting' was not the same as 'Gosh I like this!'
"Oh, heck. I'm sorry," I groaned.
"What for?!?"
"I should have stopped you," I grumbled. "I assume..." Oh, God! Don't assume! Never assume, you idiot! "I... I hoped you were wanting more than just this, and I go ahead and come already," I finished miserably.
She giggled at that. "We have time, Mister Howard, and I have faith in you," she added with a leer.
"Yeah? Well go back to Clark, or your faith in my potential for recuperation at this advanced age will absolutely not be vindicated," I groaned.
"Sorry!" Anne said in a very not sorry voice that told me she had done it intentionally. Then, noting to herself that her face was still dripping, she bounded up and toward my bathroom, that awesome little ass bouncing in the relatively scant cover of her bikini bottom. She returned with a towel that she was rubbing on her face.
She looked down at me. "For the record, Old Man Howard, I've been with a guy or two my age who deflated like a ballon the second they came, never to return. You are still looking mighty interested there."
It was true, given the muse that was currently inspiring it with her presence, my dick was holding its own.
"In fact, I'll bet that I could get my fucking right now," Anne said, pushing her bikini bottoms down. I wondered suddenly if all young women shaved so much down there these days. All I could see was the narrowest little strip. I liked the look.
I had liked that look on my ex-wife when she had tried it out. Of course, we were down to less than once a month at that late point in our marriage, so she sure wasn't doing it for me.
Fucking hell, she had been cheating on me, hadn't she?
In my current, blissful situation, I could hardly work up more than a token bit of indignation. I just was frustrated that I could never taunt the bitch with this tale! My ex would absolutely tell Becca.
Needing some distraction, I fortunately was well-supplied with distraction to hand.
"Maybe you could get it now," I said, sitting up and grabbing her. "But you'll get it better if I can recover a bit more first. And I have just the agenda item to pass that time!"
"Clark!" Anne squealed as I rolled her over onto her back. "What are you... Oh wow. Really?" she asked, as surprised as delighted sounding.
"You think I'm going to miss out on this?" I asked, too intent to be incredulous. If I was going to Hell, I was certainly going enjoy the journey. I gently but quite firmly pressed her legs apart and made myself bypass her delicious breasts on my way to kissing down her flat, smooth belly. I did make a pitstop to work my tongue into her deep little innie of a belly-button. That got a laugh, followed by a sigh and I moved lower again.
Seriously, how could I... anyone have passed up this opportunity? I was going to have to make myself wait and tease her properly before I finally let my tongue dive into her. I really wanted to find out what she tasted like. I had utter faith that she would be delicious.
But I made myself, and her, wait.
I kissed her belly, and all around below it. I ran both fingertips and lips across her inner thighs. There was so much smooth, firm flesh to explore, it was marvelous. And what made it more so was the way she was at a low boil the whole time.
About the third time I came very close to licking where she was desperate for me to, close enough to breathe on it, to inhale its heady scent, Anne groaned, "For crying out loud, Clark, you've spent more time not starting than any guy ever has on the whole thing! Please!"
Having a discussion about this was going to make her wait even longer, so of course I felt it was time for more advice...
"Don't worry, Anne. Guys eventually figure out on their own that this is a reward, not an obligation. And for those that don't manage to, but whom you still think are worth it, you most definitely have what it takes to successfully insist that they learn, my luscious little one."
"I do?" she gasped, as I let my thumb actually stroke up the length of her smooth, hairless opening.
"Hell yes! You just insist, and they will obey," I assured her.
"Clark?"
"I insist, God dammit!"
With that, I dragged my tongue up her delicious trench and she bucked most gratifyingly. She smelt and felt drenched already, but her outer labia were still closely pressed. I slid two fingers up and gently parted her just enough to slip my tongue within. She writhed responsively while I indulged myself in her flavor. And wow. She tasted great, but... strong. Were all women this much more flavorful when they were so young, or was Anne unusual? I was not crying either way.
I worked my tongue into her, probing and exploring. But I realized that she was almost there already. If she went off half-cocked, before I was done with all I wanted to accomplish, I was going to be disappointed. I should have backed off and let her simmer down, but I sensed that option would be met with... a poor response. Her fingers were already tangled in my hair and if I didn't want to lose whole hanks of it, I'd best be about it.
The other option was to bum rush her. I'd try to overwhelm her all at once, and pile on the stimulation. My fingers that were spreading her wide slid into her, deep within, to curl up and stroke in and out as swiftly as I could and still be gentle. Managing to get two inside of her that quickly was a bigger challenge than I had expected. Again, twenty year-old pussy wasTerra Incog-Haven't-Been-to-in-a-While-nita for me. My tongue swept upward and circled her clit, which was as generous as her nipples were small. It wasn't weirdly huge or anything, but it was big enough to easily suck on. So I did.



Her hands left my hair in a rush and grabbed desperately for a pillow. She jammed it over her own face and screamed into it, her hips bucking up against my face. I just kept right on going, flicking the top of her bud with my tongue to add to the proceedings.
She pulled the pillow off her face long enough to gasp, "Shit, Clark!" Then she jammed it back over her mouth and screamed again.
It was good to see that I still knew what I was doing.
I considered pushing it a little longer, but I still needed her full of energy. I was well and truly hard again.
I looked up at Anne as she flung the pillow aside and looked at me in that combination of confusion and bliss you only see on a woman's face after you well and truly did your fucking job. As her vision cleared and focused on me, there was no way this... child should be looking at me like she was. I knew I was well and truly going to Hell for my sins.
But they were going to be glorious sins.
I mean really. I still knew this was wrong, but I was past caring in the moment. When we were done, I could be ashamed, and I would do what I could to put the pieces of my life and my conscience back together in a way I could live with. And I'd move heaven and earth to try somehow to make sure nothing bad happened to this girl because of my weakness. But in that moment, I was pig, and I was going to root.
I am pretty shitty, right?
The sight of Anne lying there, her chest heaving, gasping for air to set her brain back on an even keel, was scenic beyond anything I'd seen at Niagara Falls. I could not keep my eyes off her rising and falling tits as I crawled up the bed to lie next to her.
"Wow, Clark," she gasped. "Just... wow."
"Now you know what to expect. What to demand," I crooned into her ear.
I felt her hand clasp my cock, and squeeze.
"Hey! That's a bit aggressive," I almost winced.
"Just letting you know what else I demand," she breathlessly guffawed.
"Yes, ma'am," I murmured, rolling over on top of her.
This was my last chance to stop. Last chance to salvage some shred of decency. To show that there was some point beyond which I would not go.
Fuck that.
I worked my legs between hers, and felt my cock, hard again unreasonably soon, bump against her belly, and then drag down between her legs.
"Wow! Hold on," Anne laughed. "Let me recover for a minute here!"
"Uh uh," I chuckled. "We go now. While you are still shaking. It's going give you a head start."
"What?"
I pressed my tip against her, her opening still petaled outward from my oral assault. I felt myself sink in. I worked my tip around, teasing her where I wanted, and I felt her writhe beneath me. I still was just barely at her entrance.
And I stopped, growling in frustration.
"Fuck!" I said as I froze. I was so angry I even forgot to berate myself for the profanity in front of her.
Anne was suddenly grabbing my ass and tugging on it. I was immovable.
"What?" she cried. It seemed to be her new favorite word.
"I don't have any condoms," I almost wailed. If I buried myself in this perfect, nubile body, I'd never pull out. It simply would not be a possibility. Even in this abandoned state, I still had a limit, apparently.
"I'm on the Pill," Anne snapped. "I told my doctor and my parents that my period cramps were too bad, and the Pill supposedly helps." Her hands scrabbled on my ass, trying to pull me in.
This information did not help as much as you might think. My daughter was also on the Pill. To help with her period cramps. Allegedly.
But Anne's fingernails drove into my ass, and in my relief, I found myself working my way once more inside her--into an enclosure tighter than I had remembered possible. A few inches deep, and I was lost again. I pulsed in and out now, intentionally working my way into her as best I could to make us both enjoy the ride.
I could go no further, but I pulled my knees up underneath us, which lifted her hips and let me slide my last half inch in. Fuck, this was glorious. Her face looked up at me, smiling and sweaty. I paused to kiss her deeply.
She actually jerked away from me when I did, and I realized that I had not so much as wiped my face after what I had just done a minute before. "Whoa!" she gasped, licking her lip experimentally.
"Oops?" I grinned. "Sorry, though."
"No! Um, no problem," Anne said hastily. " I mean I've tasted... um... but never so much of... me."
With that, she pulled my face back to hers, clearly tasting herself intentionally this time.
I rocked my hips, and worked my last few inches in and out of her, in and out of that glorious, youthful body beneath of me. One hand shot out involuntarily and tried not to completely maul the delicious tit it grabbed.
Her hips heaved back against me, following my rhythm admirably. Her body bent and flexed pretty much however she wanted it to, and she took direction well. I just lost myself in the flow of driving into her for a while, steeped in pure pleasure in ways that I had barely remembered.
I felt amazing. I also still felt guilty as hell, but for the moment, that maddening feeling was utterly subsumed beneath the combination of physical pleasure and the massaging of my ego brought on by the fact that this young kernel of sexual perfection had chosen me, and seemed to be getting so much out of that choice.
I rode her like that for I have no idea how long. I kept the same basic position above her, letting my hands explore her body, but mostly those supple tits. I moved and shifted my hips over and over, in part to make her see how many different ways I could stimulate her, but mostly just for my own selfish pleasure. Her words and expressions told me that she was fully enjoying my self-indulgence.
But amazingly, I was ready to come again, and far too soon for my own good. Anne was happy beneath and in front of me, but I knew damn well that she was not on any orgasmic precipice. I could have changed positions to rectify that perhaps, but my need to come inside this amazing, youthful gift left me no patience for that.
I left my hips to feed my own pleasure, but my fingers could bring Anne with me. My hand slid in between us and gave her clit the direct attention it craved. My thumb first stroked her down there, and she gasped at the sudden, next level stimulation. She had already been fully in the pleasure zone with me, and now I wanted to overload her nervous response. I quickened my pace and slid my thumb away, replacing it with the first joint of index and middle fingers. I bracketed her easily found bud, slick with our sweat and her own copiously flowing juices, and stroked it between my digits.
Anne rolled her head back on the pillow, her eyes lidding heavily. I leaned forward over her and stroked as hard as I could into her. I heard her sharp inhalation as her body prepared for a loud cry, and I bent to kiss her, blocking much of the noise of the scream that rocketed from her throat. She kept writhing from my thrusts and I relented on her flower so I could hold her as I brought myself over with a few final slams into her close confines.
My own shouts were muffled by her lips in turn as I felt myself coming in a juddering series of spurts into her depths. It was clearly not the crazy volume I had poured into her mouth earlier, and it was somehow even more stimulative for me because of that. But I still felt unwarrantedly smug in that fact that I was popping at all.
I am an old man, but Anne was a helluvan inspiration.
It didn't mean I wasn't suddenly and almost completely exhausted. Anne had already collapsed loosely beneath me, and I felt myself settle heavily upon her. Our lips did not part.
I fought to retain consciousness, to keep enjoying this crazy, stupid, utterly inexcusable moment, but I was spent. I rolled to the side and off of her lithe frame, my cock forlornly sliding free loosely.
I draped a forearm over my eyes and groaned, "Oh. My. God..."
I wanted to sleep, but Anne, while also sounding sleepy, had more to say. "Clark, I mean, shit!" she gasped. "How did you do that?"
"What?" I half moaned, half questioned.
"Make that so good," she simply said.
"I don't know," I groaned, trying to turn away, which was difficult with her gentle but insistent grasp of my cock. "Let's take a quick nap and think about it."
"Nope! I'm going to need to examine this for future reference. You have so much more to teach me."
"Hey now," I looked up, consciousness returning with alarm. "One time, remember? You've had your infatuation settled, and I've had my decrepit self-worth more than utterly vindicated!"
"Yeah," she replied slowly in what sounded something like agreement. I let my brain settle in that possibly dubious fantasy.
I really needed some sleep.
But Anne's hand had not stopped playing with my cock. And worked far beyond its recent experience, it really wanted to relax. It wanted to.
But, while Anne might not be the most experienced lover I'd ever had, her fingers certainly had some skills.
"I give up!" I gasped. "Leave me alone, Anne!"
"What?" she laughed, continuing to torment my cock, in what I knew was going to be a futile effort to keep it from flagging.
"I'm a forty-five year old man, one who wants to live to see forty-six," I chuckled. Her hand did feel nice. "I'm done. You are amazing, but I'm done."
She saw I was serious, and begrudgingly accepted that fact. Her disappointment fed my ego, which had already had a feast, in yet more new ways. Instead, she snuggled down against my chest. But her hand stayed on my cock, it just stopped moving. I could live with that for a bit.
"I know I can't. I know what we talked about, but part of me just wants to snuggle here against you in this cabin for the rest of the cruise," she said happily.
"Liar!" I laughed. "I know how much you are looking forward to going on your zip lining in the canopy excursion tomorrow!"
Inwardly, I shuddered at the nuclear explosion from the rest of the girls, especially my own, at a theoretical announcement that Anne and I were retreating to my cabin to subsist on sexual instruction and room service for the rest of the trip.
But it was tempting, even so. I had survived this afternoon. I had surpassed my own expectations at what I could still do. I hoped that I had surpassed hers...
"Hey! Wait a minute," she said, sitting up in surprise. "What do you mean 'our' excursion. Aren't you coming?"
"Frick no," I snorted.
Really? 'Frick'? After all I'd just done to, and with, this girl, I was still trying to not swear around her? "I do not need four young women hearing me scream like a little girl!"
She shoved me, then snuggled back against me. "I suppose not. As for me, I much prefer hearing you scream like a great big man."
She did leave my cabin... eventually. I had had no idea what reserves I possessed.
----------------
Thanks for embarking on the next ride with me! I hope you enjoy it as much as I enjoyed writing it. Thanks in advance for your kind votes and favorites, and please take a moment to comment. As always, that's how I get rewarded and encouraged.
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Guilty Pleasures - Two
------------------
The next morning, the ship had already made port by the time I awoke. I am usually an early riser, but the sea air, the great food the night before, and the insanely erotic opportunity to enjoy the stupidly hot body of a mature beyond her years, twenty year-old girl over the course of the prior afternoon had left me sleeping through the night like a very exhausted rock.
My dreams should have been filled with torment and guilt, but my sleep was utterly tranquil. Apparently, my subconscious has no conscience. Once I awoke, said conscience was in full, muscular flower. I groaned in a combination of physical and moral decrepitude as I pulled myself from my bed.
At least that bed had not still smelled like Anne when I went to sleep. The cabin steward had changed the sheets that evening during dinner. Big tip for that guy. He had given me a wide grin when we passed each other the corridor late in the evening, after dinner. Considering I had no one staying in the room with me, a bed wrecked as thoroughly as mine had made me his hero.
I had managed to avoid dining with the girls that evening, which was all that had me still sane the next day. If I had had to sit through dinner with their chattering youth, while still in the considerable afterglow of being with Anne, I would have been in agony. There was no way my daughter would have not realized something was up.
And the way Anne was still looking at me, in that combination of playfulness and... admiration(?), she probably would have let something slip too.
Of course, I groaned again as I got in the shower, she still might have ratted me out during the meal the four of them enjoyed at my expense in the one of the ship's specialty restaurants. Girls that age talk, especially those four, and don't I know it. More likely, she would have simply let it slip accidentally.
But Becca had not descended upon me like a banshee yet, so the possibility that I was safe, and would not be punished in this life, at least not by anyone but myself, was tantalizing. All I needed to be sure about was never letting Anne get me alone again for the rest of the cruise. That should be easy, right?
Right?
The hot water of the shower was highly restorative, and I was surprised to find that my old body was not worn out, but actually reinvigorated. The inevitable memories of Anne reinvigorated my cock as well. That shocked me frankly. After its first triple-orgasmic performance in at least a decade, I was surprised it still worked enough to pee, much less actually swell. I glared reproachfully at the unscrupulous appendage which had led me into this wallow of guilt. It waved back idly, hard as a rock.
Since well before my divorce, and especially in the intervening dry years, jacking off in the shower had become my regular MO, whenever an erection presented itself. Not that morning, though. My cock had had enough fun for a year, and I was not going to sully Anne's memory by wanking off to her that morning.
I sighed. I knew I was going to damned sure sully the shit out of her memory, and often, once I finally broke down at some point. But not that morning, dammit!
I climbed out of the shower and dressed quickly. I had been convinced early in the planning stage of this trip to take the girls to a semi-famous brunch spot in that day's port. Who the hell eats brunch ashore on a cruise?
We were set to meet at the restaurant itself, so I comforted myself with the prospect of a lonely walk to the restaurant from the pier to berate myself some more, and otherwise get my shit together.
Of course, I ran into the four of them in the debarkation line. They were all, including Anne, perhaps especially Anne, bubbly and in a great mood, and I trudged along behind them through the port. It should have been great, hearing my daughter and her young friends being so happy and enjoying life, but I was not finding it in me to relax in that enjoyment. I had enjoyed far too much with Anne the prior day to not make it weird.
Weird, not awful, I realized.
Looking at Anne's cheerful face, and a good bit at her choice ass, she seemed to have come through the experience quite happily, thank you. Maybe, if I could keep myself from a relapse, I could learn to live with myself again. Maybe.
The brunch was, surprisingly, quite good. Not two hundred dollars good, mind you, especially when there was a perfectly delicious brunch back aboard that I had already paid for...
Still, the French Toast made from sliced cinnamon rolls was a nice analgesic as I let the girls chatter on about the day...
But every time Anne had opened her mouth... her talented little, inexperienced mouth, I cringed. She would never have intentionally said anything about what happened, but she was just a girl. I have a daughter, obviously. Skilled secret keepers, these young women were not.
But Anne was smarter than I had given her credit for... or craftier. She never said word one of any cover story about the prior afternoon, but kept the girls talking about theirs. They had zero suspicions, or even curiosity about her missing hours.
Glad as I was that she was better at discretion than I had hoped, I was still a miserable wreck myself, and unfortunately that meant I was the one of us who gave away that something was up.
"Dad? Are you okay?" Becca asked as we waited for the check.
"Yeah, Mr. Howard," Carol added. "You look kind of bummed or something."
I waved them both off. "Nothing's wrong girls. I'm just a little jealous that I didn't hang in there with you guys and go biking yesterday."
"Sure," Carol said teasingly. "I'll bet you went back to the ship to look for women." She looked at her friends. "Guys, maybe we should all bag zip lining today, so we can investigate all the other passengers and find some hot women with high standards and low morals for Becca's dad!"
"Carol!" shrieked Becca, loud enough draw a few stares. That was good, because it gave me an excuse to look mortified.
As soon as the check was paid, I told them, in my best good mood voice, that they should get their butts in gear and head for the muster point for the zip-line tour.
"Us?" Becca said sharply. "What about you?"
"He's not going," Anne said quickly. "The chicken," she added perilously.
Becca missed that Anne already knew I was taking a pass, thank goodness. "Dad, you are an absolute wienie! Come with us," she commanded, in her best, almost adult, daughter voice.
"Yeah, Mister Howard," Mary chimed in. "What if I get scared?"
"Please," I scoffed. "The only thing that would scare you lot would be the sight of me screaming at the top of my lungs, flying through the air with my eyes screwed shut. Nope. Not doing it. You guys have fun."
I was actually a little offended at how easily they gave up trying to get me to come along.
They went back to chattering about how fun it was going to be, and I got up. I knew they'd chat their way into missing the trip if I didn't. "Get moving girls," I said. "I'm heading back to the ship."
"Oh wow, yeah," said Carol, popping up out of her seat.
Then she grimaced, and bent down, leaning on the table.
"Carol! What's the matter?" Anne asked, concerning her voice.
"Twinged the knee," Carol said, a look of concern creasing her brow.
"Oh shit," Becca said softly. I shot her a look. Language, daughter. Language.
But Carol was a varsity athlete, a softball pitcher with knee surgery for a ruptured ACL in her history. "Oh shit," I said as well.
"Chill out, everybody," Carol said. "Nothing bad just happened. I know the signs." She sat back down heavily however. She rubbed her knee tentatively. "Give me second..."
We all stood around her, anxiously. At least this kind of concern was something I was supposed to feel. That felt good.
Of course, if there was something actually significantly wrong with Carol's knee, I would be the one who would have to do something about it, and I did not have the slightest fucking idea about what that would be.
Carol flexed the knee, then stood slowly. She lifted it and lowered it. "False alarm kiddies," she said at last.
"Thank God," Mary said.
"You sure?" My daughter added.
"I am," Carol said firmly. "But I'm going to pass up the zip-line, guys."
That met with a chorus of dismay.
"So you are not all right," I said, unhappily.
"No, I am," Carol said. "I really am. But I had to convince myself to do this excursion in the first place. I think this twinge is just a sign that I shouldn't risk it."
"It was your idea in the first place!" Anne exclaimed, still distressed about Carol's scary wince.
"I know, and I really want to go," Carol replied unhappily. "But I really, really want to pitch next season, and I really, really, really do not want to have another surgery."
"If it scares you, don't go," I said firmly. I didn't want to be the Dad on Duty if she got hurt. I shuddered at the thought. And I had thought I was feeling guilty before...
"Take her ticket, Daddy?" Becca asked quickly. So much for her deep concern for Carol's knee.
"Fat chance!" I snorted. "The rest of you get going, if you want to take the trip yourselves."
"Will you walk back to the ship with me?" Carol asked quietly.
"Of course," I replied.
"Can we borrow your GoPro camera?" Anne asked Carol quickly. "You know, so we can at least show you video."
"Your selflessness astounds me," Carol laughed, her natural good humor reasserting itself already. But she handed over her small pack with the head band and tiny camera mounted on it.
The three surviving hellions shot off toward the shore excursion muster area.
"You are good right? No fooling around?" I asked Carol quietly as they left.
"I am good," she said firmly. "I don't even feel the twinge at all. Let's go."
I still made her walk slower than any of the four usually moved as we made our way back through town to the wharf. Sure enough, by the time we were walking alongside the hulking mass of the ship toward the boarding ramp, Carol was grumbling again.
"Okay, so it is a little sore," she admitted. "It isn't painful, not the kind of pain that means it is tweaked, or God forbid damaged again. But the biking yesterday was probably too much and it got tired." As we passed through security, she asked me, "Do you have any Advil, Mister H?"
"You, of all people, didn't bring any pain meds with you on the trip?" I asked in surprise.
"They are in my camera bag," she grumbled.
I could not help but laugh at both of us. "I'm forty-five, Carol. Of course I have all the analgesics! Let's take the elevator up and I'll get you some."
My room was already cleaned by the time we reached it, which was amazing to me. My cabin steward must hide in the shadows and leap out to make it up the second I leave the room.
I stepped into the little bathroom and grabbed some bottles.
"I have Advil, Tylenol, and even some Midol," I announced as I returned to find Carol sitting on my bed, with her leg stretched out on it, in a pose that I was not ready for in oh so many ways.
"Midol?" she exclaimed in surprise. "You keep that around for Becca?"
"To be honest," I almost muttered, "There are a few aches and pains that it works best for for me." I almost never took Midol, but I do have a bad tooth, and when it barks, Midol is the best. Do not judge me.
Okay, there is plenty to judge me for, but not that.
"Advil will do, and plenty of water?" she added plaintively.
I grabbed one of the ubiquitous bottled waters the ship kept us well supplied with, and handed it to her, along with the pills. Her fingers dragged across my palm as she took them from me...
"You are sure that the knee is good?" I asked anxiously. I needed to be anxious. Worrying about Carol's health was what I was supposed to be here for. And it kept me from all sorts of other thoughts--thoughts I'd never entertained about her before.
The same sort of thoughts that I'd never entertained about Anne before the prior day.
"Yeah," Carol obliviously said, a little frustration in her voice. "It is just sore from all the biking yesterday. It's not even as bad as my arm gets after going seven innings."
I was going to have to watch Carol, um, carefully, and make sure she didn't over-stress that knee. "Well regardless, I'm glad you decided to play it safe and stay behind today," I said firmly.
"Oh, you are glad I stayed behind on the boat with you?" she chirped, with a little grin.
For Pete's sake, don't you start flirting with me, girl! Please?
Was she? Flirting?
"Just do what you need to to feel better," I urged repressively.
She nodded thoughtfully. "What I need is to give it a good rub-down," she said, stretching slightly. "You could do this better and faster, you know," she said, looking at me expectantly.
I looked at her. I looked at that outstretched leg, almost entirely exposed by the short blue hiking shorts she had worn that day for the zip-lining. I looked quickly back to her.
What I should have said was, no. What I needed to say was, we had a full-service spa on the ship, and I could easily get her a professional massage. All I could say for a space, was nothing as I looked back down at that leg, that sleek, athletic leg.
Anne and Carol have very few adjectives in common to describe them. Anne has jet black hair, while Carol has a long, brown ponytail. Anne is average height, and Carol is tall. Anne is lithe and lissom, while Carol is lean and scrumptiously fit. That leg was lightly, but perfectly muscled, and uniformly golden tan. A tan acquired largely in my back yard, in a distant past when I could look at her in a string bikini in the sunshine and think nothing of it. A very distant past.
The only adjectives they had in common were ones like 'Hot'.
"I was going to go back ashore in a bit and see about some local rums," I grumbled.
"No problem, Mister Howard," Carol shrugged. "I could just use a short rub to get the blood flowing. And thanks for rubbing it in about the rum," said the underage woman in front of me.
I didn't want to loom over her while I worked on her knee, so I rather unwisely sat on the side of the bed, and lifted her outstretched leg to set it across my lap. I say unwisely, because I was instantly aware that blood was already flowing vigorously in me, and very near to her. I firmly positioned her leg across my thighs and well down toward my knees. She had no need to feel anything of what I was experiencing.
Such a nice damned leg...
My fingers dug tentatively into her flesh around the joint, but she made no sounds of pain, only a hum of happiness. I relaxed a little. Which was bad, because I needed my concern for her health.
"You have great hands, Mister Howard," Carol said softly, with a smile. "That feels wonderful. Why haven't you massaged any of us before?"
"Excuse me?"
"I mean, you obviously know what you are doing. All those times around the pool when we were there, why didn't you offer to massage any of our shoulders or backs. We usually get stiff or sore as the day progresses."
"Well..." I temporized.
"We'd have returned the favor, or at least I would have," Carol said softly.
Ohhhh, shit.
"Well..." I temporized some more.
"I mean, don't you get stiff out there all afternoon with us making fools of ourselves in the water?" Carol asked with a silky tone that I didn't like at all.
I mean, I really liked that tone, but I was very, very much not supposed to like it.
"It, ah, never really was a problem for me, uh, then," I muttered.
Really, Clark? 'Then'?!? And maybe my hands needed to be done with rubbing her leg. But they kept right on caressing her flesh.
Carol laughed, catching my words, and taking them as me flirting back. "Oh, so maybe you are stiff today? Like now?"
Shit. Shit. Shit.
This could not be happening a second time, right? There was no way.
But is sure seemed like I was being come on to again. The reason I was fixating so hard on her leg, perhaps disastrously so, was to keep from noticing what else she was doing. She was leaning back, bracing herself against her arms straight out behind her. This had the effect of thrusting her considerable bust up and toward me, with only a tight teeshirt and, thankfully, a sturdy bra corralling those considerable puppies.
I was not going to start staring that way... Which left me with this fucking leg in my lap. Which I kept rubbing silently.
"Do you like my leg, Mister H?" Carol asked after a few beats.
"Like it?" I almost gleeped. "Uh, you have a fine leg here, Carol. You are very athletic and modern medicine is amazing."
"It sure is, but for the record, my injured knee is the other one," she said with a straight face.
I looked down. Yep, the surgical scar was nowhere to be seen on the knee I was still rubbing!
"Oh come on," I said, unable to stop from smiling in embarrassment.
"I wasn't going to stop you," Carol laughed merrily. Then she lifted the leg free from my grasp. Thank God.
But then she lowered it back down behind me, and put her other leg, the sore one with the surgical scar, in my lap. Now I was sitting on my bed, with Carol fucking straddling me from the side.
And yes, she was definitely coming on to me. Shit.
And when she repositioned herself, a moment at which I should have leapt to my feet, she also dropped the second leg, the one now in my lap, much further up my thigh. I was deathly certain that she was now provably aware of how 'stiff' my 'muscles' had become.
Shit. Shit. Shit.
If yesterday had been horrifying, today was terrifying. It should have been horrifying too, but while I wasn't past that, I was somewhat numbed to the fact that a twenty year-old friend of my daughter was making a pass, an aggressive pass at me.
What was bone-chilling were the added new terrible complexities surrounding how I handled this.
My mind spun, trying to figure out all the numerous ways that this could end disastrously... well, more disastrously.
First, I mean come on, they must have coordinated this. Anne and Carol were roommates on the ship, and roommates at college. Either they had cooked this up in advance, and it was now Carol's 'turn', or Anne had spilled the beans, an eventuality I should have expected, no matter my hopes.
So, since Carol had to know about Anne, if I did the right thing and extricated myself from between these... fucking amazing legs, things would suck.
First, Carol would be hurt that I had given into Anne but not her. That would be terrible. I didn't want to hurt any of my 'daughters-in-buddy'. But she was young, and wildly attractive. She would survive being turned down by a decrepit old guy like me. I wouldn't hurt her long-term.
But I would be hurt, short and long-term. Because Carol would be jealous, and mad. And angry, jealous young women did things like tell daughters what their father's had been up to.
Also, if I turned Carol down... I'd be turning down sex with Carol. Just like with Anne the day before, once the idea had entered my head, and I dealt with the reality of it, I wanted it.
I mean, damn. There was a reason that ESPN had televised two UNC softball games last season, despite the team being solidly outside the Top 10. Both games had been ones that Carol had pitched. Her legs and ass in those tight softball pants were... an attraction. And in this, her Sophomore year, she had changed the fit of her jersey to a very tight one, which showed off her considerable additional attractions. Attractions that were suddenly pressing against my side as she sat up and leaned forward, drawing me even tighter into her legs' embrace.



And I found that I was now massaging the scarred knee. Amazingly, she showed no signs of injury or soreness with this knee either...
"Come on, Mister Howard," Carol said softly into my ear. Then she fucking bit the lobe! "I know you need some fun. Becca worries about you, you know. And I... I have wanted some fun with you for a long time," she said, breathing heavily now into my ear, pressing those breasts against me harder, with obvious intent. "Just having my legs wrapped around you with your hands on my knee has me squirming."
Her legs flexed, stroking her inner thigh against my rock hard, inescapable erection. "And I can tell you are squirming too," she chuckled. "This is going to be so good," she said, almost idly, but with her tongue exploring my ear now. I was completely paralyzed, my whole body as rigid as my erection.
"All we need to make sure of is that the rest don't know," Carol almost giggled. "Becca would have kittens... and Anne and Mary, especially Anne, would kill me..."
What?
Fuck.
This was not coordinated. Carol had the same psychotic idea all on her own. It had flowered into her gorgeous, stupid head without any help, just as it had independently flowered into Anne's gorgeous, stupid head.
This was great!
She didn't know about Anne. If I turned her down, she would not feel slighted in comparison! I could get out of this. I opened my mouth to say something, then I stiffened.
I stiffened because, first of all, Carol's hand had suddenly found its way inside her taut, sleek thigh... and onto my throbbing cock.
Secondly, I realized that my problem was most emphatically not solved.
If I turned Carol down, she'd be mildly disappointed. Maybe more than mildly, considering the enthusiasm I was feeling from her fingers. If she was turned down, her commitment to secrecy would be... diminished. She would tell at least Anne. She'd still keep it a secret from Becca, of course. Carol liked living.
But she'd tell Anne.
There was zero way that Anne would in turn be able to keep what she and I had done secret in the face of that revelation. And Carol would then be the jealous, angry... talkative one.
So I had to give in to Carol's advances, right? That way no one gets hurt.
I will stop and take a bow at this point for some world class rationalization right there.
But.
If I gave in, and one or the other broke down and let the cat out of the bag, then I'd be seen as having cheated on each with the other. That was unlikely to end well, either...
Carol's kisses were working their way down from my ear and along my jawline.
I was so screwed, no matter what I did, I might as well be fucked, too. Right?
I turned and locked my lips onto hers. I lifted a hand to her jaw in turn and held her in position as I kissed her with every ounce of my considerable, awful desire. Carol's lips devoured mine in turn, and she athletically spun around to straddle me in my lap, her warm groin rubbing immediately against my now perilously hard cock. My cock which should have been exhausted, but which was declaring itself fresh as a goddamned daisy.
Her hands came up to grab my jawline and we batted at each other's tongues happily. My fingers dug into her rock hard glutes, which she flexed happily in return.
Carol tugged upward on my shirt, lifting it up. Reluctantly, I lifted my hands up and off of her ass, and she tugged the garment over my head. With it free in her hands, she balled it up and tossed it over her shoulder.
"Your turn," she breathed.
Okay. I was already going to Hell. That was a given, eventually. But before one of the inevitable possibilities resulted in Becca sending me there personally, or I was simply castrated by one of these two girls if only they found out, I might as well enjoy myself, right?
I should have a PhD in rationalizations, no?
Carol was wearing a very tight (in places) UNC Athletic Department teeshirt in the school's baby blue and white, and elegantly fitted shorts in the same blue. Getting the tee off over her head turned out to be only a minor chore. It was really only tight over her bust, and her bra-clad breasts bounced quite exquisitely when I tugged it free of them. I may have paused in my disrobing efforts to appreciate the sight, but Carol was happy to help and kept wriggling free. I got back with the program and gently pulled the neckline free of her head. I balled up her shirt as she had done mine, and I tossed it over my shoulder in like fashion.
She giggled. That made for a very interesting sight as the tops of her breasts jiggled where they nearly spilled over the tops of her low-cut bra. "So your bra is Carolina Blue, too," I observed, drinking in the sight. "Do your panties match?"
"I guess that you will just have to find out," Carol teased.
With her still straddling me, hell, with her still rocking against my lap, I tugged at her shorts, popping the snap and tugging down the zipper most of the way. There, inside her shorts, with a waistband riding much lower than the shorts, was a soft, white, petite pair of panties with a tone on tone pattern woven into the fabric.
"Blue and white," I mused.
"Tar Heel to the bone," the varsity athlete intoned.
I pulled her against me and we kissed some more. I will admit, my mind was not completely focused on the kiss this time, as my arms were wrapped around her back and my fingers were working the hooks open. The bra had four of the little metal puzzles. It was a substantial support mechanism, for a substantial burden. She had been planning on zip lining that day, after all.
But I had plenty of experience in working free those hooks, and in moments, the bra sagged loose between us, held up only by our pressing bodies. I made myself stop kissing Carol and leaned backward. She did as well, which let the bra come loose in my hands and allow me a close-up view of two tremendous breasts.
And they were wonders. More than generous, they sagged of course, but miraculously little, especially considering the weight they possessed. They would sag more in time, of course, but for now they were practically miracles of anti-gravity. Youth is magical in some ways.
The nipples were thick, and poked pertly out to incredible lengths, and the surrounding roseate circles were the size of half-dollars, with a sprinkling of visibly aroused goosebumps.
I was honestly a little stunned at the sight, and I sort of just sat there for a few moments, drinking that magnificent chest in.
Carol giggled. "Do you like my breasts, Mister H? I think you do."
"Please stop calling me that," I almost begged. "Under these circumstances, wouldn't you think Clark would be better?"
Carol started to open her mouth, then stopped and grinned at me with a smile that sent foreboding through me. "Oh no, I couldn't do that, Mister H," she said in mock shock. "It wouldn't be proper!"
Christ, girl, try to make this disastrous situation at least a little easier for me mentally, would you?
But I didn't say it out loud, because, fuck me, I also was kind of grooving to the way she was speaking to me.
Hell... and me: A match made in this cabin over two days...
"I do very much like your breasts," I said with a sigh, and bent to press my face against them. In moments, I was desperately sucking first one nipple, then the other, while massaging both outer curves, her mounds overflowing my hands. Carol laughed in delight.
Then she cruelly slipped off of my lap to stand over me, those breasts dangling just out of my reach. She looked down at my waist as we both could see the damp spot at the end of my desperate bulge, where pre-cum had darkened the light red of my cotton shorts.
"You have something on your pants, Mister Howard," she smiled. "I think we should get them off before they stain..."
Yet another moment where I had a chance to say, 'No.' Yet another chance lost.
She leaned over to run her fingers along my waistband, and my belly contracted almost violently in the shock of her touch down there. We kissed again as her fingers worked at the button, and my hands lifted to again cup those dangling parabolas. Her fingers slid down my zipper, tugging it open with deliberate haste.
My cock swung up and out of the fly, amorally eager.
"No underwear, Mister H?" Carol said, in actual surprise. Then she grinned. "What were your plans for today?"
"Reading my book and drinking a little too much Jack Daniels," I replied defensively. "These shorts have a built-in liner," I added.
"I'm assigning you new plans," she said, sinking down to her obviously not sore and never were in the slightest knees before me. She bent and kissed the tip of my cock, which jumped happily in response. Then she slipped her lips wide and took the head into her mouth. Keeping it there, barely inside her pursed lips, her hands snaked out and tugged down my shorts. I lifted my hips, forcing my cock a little deeper into her mouth before she rode upwards with me. With the new freedom, Carol swiftly pulled the shorts down my legs and off my bare feet.
She straightened, leaving my cock sadly bereft and she actually looked at the shorts. They did indeed have a built in liner that saved on underwear and made them suitable for impromptu entry to pools, streams, or the ocean. Perfect cruise wear. They also were very cool and comfy. At that moment, I was both mortified and extremely happy to have them off me and dangling from Carol's hand.
She tossed the shorts aside and grinned at me. Then she looked me up and down, staring extra long at my cock as she ran her hands slowly up my thighs. "I have always wanted to see you naked, Mister H," she said softly. "You do not disappoint." Her hands reached my groin and wrapped themselves slowly around my cock.
I was a forty-five year old man with a body that had fought and lost its battle with Dad-hood. But whatever. If Carol thought I was hot, I was not about to argue the point right then.
And then I was back in her mouth, and I was moaning in involuntary, guilty pleasure. Her mouth bobbed up and down, and she was drooling delightfully all over me. I was in heaven.
But.
Like Anne, she had a lot to learn about giving head. In some ways, she was ahead of her friend, in others, way behind.
"Ohhh, that is nice..." I sighed.
"Nice?" Carol asked, popping up and looking almost offended.
"Oh so nice," I smiled wonderingly at her and stroked her jaw gently. She smiled and bent once more, but slid my fingers under her chin and tilted her head back up toward me. "But... you are too eager."
"Too eager? I was unaware that guys thought that was a thing."
"Too eager? Yes, actually," I chuckled. "Too willing? No, that is not a thing we recognize." Too willing, as in the case of this young girl I was supposed to be looking out for? Hell yes, I recognized it. I just was too willing myself. "But you seem like you are in a rush to get me off."
"I am not trying to get it over with, Mister H," Carol said firmly but defensively. Then she added in a softer, huskier tone, "I like the feel of your cock in my mouth."
My eyes immediately rolled back in my head just a little bit. "Oh yeah, Carol. Talk to me like that."
"Hmm?" she asked, unsure what had happened.
"A really good blowjob is a head game," I explained, a little too eagerly for my own good. "You need to simultaneously make me your master and your servant."
"My 'Master'?" asked this twenty-first century young woman skeptically.
"And your slave," I said with an entreating smile. "Look, you have to admit that you are in pretty submissive position, doing a pretty submissive thing right now, right?" I said, indicating the gorgeous topless girl kneeling between my legs, hands still cradling my cock and her mouth mere aching inches from my manhood. "Lean into it. Make me feel dirty about sitting here, 'making' you suck my cock. But make me feel powerful, too." It was not going to be a heavy lift to make me feel dirty, but here I was encouraging it.
"The fun part is," I went on, "you do that, and you end up turning the guy, turning me, into your utter thrall."
"My thrall? I like that."
"You get into my head like that, while I get into your mouth, and I'll be nothing but yours."
"Forever?" Carol asked impishly, but wistfully.
"Maybe not your slave forever," I shrugged wryly. "But a man never forgets truly great, mind-controlling head. He will always be a little bit yours."
Carol leaned in and kissed my head again gently, then licked it before looking up at me. "How?" she asked, breathlessly.
"That's a great start," I gasped happily. "Look at me however you can, whenever you can. Go slow, go fast, it is up to you."
"Do I have to let you fuck my throat?" she asked uncertainly. It was the first actually unhappy look I had seen.
"No!" I said. Then I shrugged. "I know some guys like that. A few probably need it to truly get off. But the important thing to remember is, whatever he wants, you are the one actually in control. Only do what you want, what makes you feel good. If he demands more than you want to do, in this or anything, put him in the recycling bin," I finished firmly. Someone had choked her before. It was a wonder she wanted to suck cock at all. Whomever he was, I wanted to kick his ass.
She liked down at my cock, then approached it much more slowly than before. She bent and slid her lips over it, and began to bob again. I reached out and caressed her head, then tilted it up so I could see her eyes, while keeping my cock within her lips.
I saw a smile in her eyes at that, and felt her tongue whip against me inside her mouth and I moaned happily. There it was. She got it.
She took her time now, slowly exploring me with her mouth and fingertips. I felt the worship now, felt how she was giving herself to my pleasure.
And I'd have gladly killed for her in that moment. And she knew it. She could see it in my flushing face and happy eyes.
But my hungry body wanted more. I had ideas, and she was definitely equipped for them. I ran my hand along her jawline, my thumb stroking her cheek. With a gentle push, I slid her face from my cock. Carol only looked at me with patient curiosity... and then licked my head so profoundly sensuously I almost came and ruined what I wanted to do.
"Your breasts," I said to her breathlessly. "Your magnificent breasts, rub me on them. Rub my cock on those fantastic nipples." I found myself half commanding, half begging. The request seemed to surprise her. I'd found something new for her to enjoy. Good.
She cocked an amused and almost regal eyebrow at me, then curiously, she straightened up. Her hand, which had never entirely stopped stroking my shaft, lifted it and pointed it toward herself as she pressed her chest forward. I twisted my own hips gently to help guide the tip of my cock out to press softly against an achingly erect nipple. After a moment, Carol pressed my hardness deep into her reluctantly yielding flesh.
I moaned happily, and she murmured with amusement and intrigue. She then wiggled my cock back and forth, dragging my head repeatedly across her nipple, which I swore managed to get even harder. She was experimenting. And cooing with pleasure at the results.
I tilted my hips and pressed forward, nestling my cock between her spectacular mounds. She stared down at my eager, purple head settling into her valley. "Squeeze it," I begged. "Squeeze it with those soft mams."
"Fun..." Carol murmured, smiling as she looked down to watch as she clasped my cock into the firmly yielding prison she formed by squashing her breasts together. She hummed her approval at the sensation.
I rocked my hips, making my spit-soaked cock twist and shift inside her embrace, and she cooed more happily.
"Get me off," I begged. "Get me off just like this, please," I asked, every worshipful, needful erg of my current state poured into those words.
Carol paused a moment, then lifted her tits and slid them along my length and then back down. I moaned loudly and involuntarily. She smiled. Then she tried sliding her whole body up and down around my encased shaft. My moans let her know how much I approved.
God, I was in heaven. I was so happy, I almost completely forgot to feel bad about it.
From the intent, eager look on Carol's face, she was already digging the procedure way more than my ex-wife ever had, though she had been equally well equipped.
I loved, loved, loved a good titfuck, but my ex had reserved them for special rewards, or for when she was feeling particularly affectionate. Let's see... six years since the divorce... yeah, it had been at least ten years since my cock had last had a chance to burrow into a pair of breasts. Probably more.
"Oh this is too good," I moaned, almost in despair at how briefly I was going to be able to enjoy it. "I'm going to come, Carol. Don't stop. Please don't stop!"
The girl only grinned wildly and slid up and down faster. "That's it. Come for me, slave. Come on me!" she grunted with effort as she bounced along me.
The girl learned fast.
Unfortunately, I came fast. With a desperate gasp, my body clenched from scalp to toes, I completely lost my breath, and I experienced a semi-out of body experience as I blasted cum upwards. I could tell I hit her in the face with at least some. She had been looking downward, watching my cock driving away between her breasts. More hit her chest and shoulders, and yet more was trapped between her mounds as she moved and smeared itself all over her chest and the dick that had produced it.
It was a glorious, mind-blowingly filthy mess. I practically fell off the bed in the aftermath. I might actually have done so, had Carol not still held my softening member between those amazing fucking tits.
She looked up at me. I had not exactly painted her face, but there was a drop of jizz dangling from the tip of her nose. She burst out laughing. "Now, that was fun... and intense," she said, shaking her head, which caused the drop of semen to fall and hit her right breast. "I've got to clean this up a little," she announced, rising. She pointed at me sternly. "Don't go anywhere. Don't move. I'm not done with you..." she said as she retreated to the lavatory.
Of course I moved. As soon as the door clicked shut, I rose and silently moved to the other side of the bathroom door, pressing myself up against the stateroom's outer door.
Carol did not waste time, and I heard the toilet flush and the sink run briskly almost immediately. The door swung open and she popped out, looking toward the now empty bed. "Mister...?" she asked in confusion, just as I pounced on her from behind, wrapping my arms around her and lifting her slightly off the ground. I'd have lifted her more, but she did carry a significant amount of athletic muscle. "Whoop! Hey!" she yelped in surprise and struggled as I carried her back toward the bed. Her struggle was sincere for only a second, before it became quite performative, consisting largely of wiggling her ass back against me and my recovering cock.
It was only a few steps back to the bed, and rather than toss her onto it, I set her upon her feet again beside it. Still behind her, I sent my now-unburdened hands straight up to cup those breasts, squeezing them as I nuzzled the nape of her neck.
Guilt? Yeah, I considered that tabled for the moment.
I pinched her nipples but once, and softly, before I slid my hands down her belly and dipped my fingers into the open fly of her tight shorts. She sighed softly as I caressed her panty-covered mons, then pushed the shorts off her hips. They slid to the floor, joining our other garments in being ignored. She bent slightly forward to get them completely off and I discovered that the back of her panties, while not quite a thong, barely covered more than the top third of her ass before disappearing into the crack of her ass. I got this intel first from how the bare skin of her ass was pressed back against my dangling balls when she bent over.



She 'struggled' out of my grasp and whirled to face me. As far as I was concerned, that was awesome, given the way her breasts bounced when she spun then stopped so fast. I smiled at her, drinking her in, then reached out and dragged the back of my hand down her chest, passing through the valley that so recently held my cock, then down her belly, to caress again the small amount of white cotton that 'protected' her front.
I held her eyes. "I'm going to return the favor now," I said softly.
Carol's nostrils flared, and her eyes flashed. "Please," she whispered, while I clasped the sides of those panties and push them down. Doing so brought my face close to her chest, and I paused to lick lasciviously on a nipple. I leaned forward, pressing her backward with my face against her bust, until she tipped back and sat heavily on the bed. I immediately followed, leaning over her and planting my arms on either side of her torso on the mattress. I kiss her lips again, then lowered myself to nuzzle between those breasts, on the way toward her belly.
Her navel was neither really an innie or an outie, but a tight little vortex in her flat, hard belly. I brushed my lips against it, and when she rolled her abdominals in response, I kissed them hard. My hands clasped her thighs and gently but unabashedly pressed them apart, so I could kneel down before her.
"Oh myyyy, Mister H," Carol said saucily. "Is it your turn to be submissive to me?"
"Not a bit," I replied smoothly. "Not everything is equal between men and women, Carol." I looked up at her. "I'm going to absolutely ravage you until you beg for mercy."
And with that, rather than teasing my way toward her for ten minutes, I dove swiftly straight down between her legs, griping her inner thighs in my hands and immediately dragging my tongue widely and wetly up the length of her slit. She gasped immediately and tried to keep still. Unsuccessfully.
Carol was completely and very expertly shaven clean. Everywhere. It bothered me for just a moment. I did not need another reminder of how young she looked, especially one that made her seem even younger than she was. But the distraction lasted but a moment and I lost myself in her marvelous flavor and the slick feeling of my tongue passing over utterly smooth, pulsing flesh.
I kissed her mons, nuzzling it hard, but briefly. Then I went back to lapping along her opening, pressing my tongue harder against her with each stroke, then pressing my tongue deeper with each passage as her opening flowered for me. The heady aroma almost made me dizzy.
I looked up at her suddenly sweating face with a smile in my eyes. Then, still holding her gaze, I started to work the pointed tip of my tongue inside her, as deep as I could manage. She just moaned happily, not looking away.
I still had not come near her clit. Not really. And I wasn't going to, not until I had tripped the circuit breaker of every other nerve in the neighborhood I could. If I had learned nothing else in more than fifteen years with my ex, and I had learned plenty else, to my sorrow, I had learned that patience was the ultimate aphrodisiac.
My tongue kept up its probing ways, and I let loose my hands to massage every muscle group I could reach in her hips and ass.
I had forgotten that Carol was an athlete for a minute. In addition to whatever sensual spots my fingers found, I was suddenly probing knots of spasming muscle and thrumming tendons. I just wanted to make her moan. I had not expected to be providing treatment. But there she was, moaning in relief as well as pleasure.
I didn't know what to do about the weird dichotomy that had suddenly appeared in this dance, but Carol did. Her fingers twined into my hair and suddenly jerked tight. "Mister Howard, will you please quit giving me physical therapy and get on with making me come?" she growled. "I am dying here!"
I eased off the massage, even leaving alone the one really obvious knot in the hip attached to the injured knee. I made a mental note to lecture her on getting someone else to work that out. It felt like it had been there for a while. It had probably first developed way back when she had been rehabilitating the knee, and it had never left. She needed it gone, or it would eventually affect her motion in that leg, which would affect her delivery on the mound, and even endanger the knee again.
What? I took several PT courses in college.
But she was right, what I need right now was not to work out knots. What I needed was to make this woman sing.
I gently lifted first one leg then the other up and over my shoulders, the feel of her hard calves crossing involuntarily across my back was awesome.
I corkscrewed my tongue once more, then dragged it upward. The sensation of my finally attending to her clitoris without warning, and after so studiously avoiding it, drew a fresh and much higher-pitched series of moans from Carol. "Oh yeah. That's going to... that's going to do it," she moaned.
I circled her swollen bud eagerly, and lifted a hand to slide a finger deep inside her. I moved it slowly, but I mostly had it there to give her a sensation of being filled. In moments, she was getting wetter down there, if that was possible. Her hands clawed at the bed, bunching up the sheets in her fingers. Her high pitched moans became a quietly keening wail and I felt her thighs pressing against my head. Her hips rocked, and she tensed everywhere. Then she collapsed and gasped for deep breaths.
"You... you are really good at this," Carol managed to say, trying to smile and breathe at the same time.
"Hank hyew," I tried to say, since I had no intention of taking my tongue off her pussy just yet.
My finger, which had just been idly sliding in and out of her, was joined by a second, and I began to press them against the nerve-filled ridge inside. I wiggled the tips over those bumps as I renewed my tongues twirling assault on her bump.
"Oh... hey! I mean... stop!" Carol gasped, but I had no intention of doing that at the moment. I just kept at her, knowing her body was responding again, and fast. Sure enough, in a but a minute or so later, she was keening yet again, and her legs both lifted free of my back, waving in the air.
When the second organs passed, I just kept on working at her, and she objected more loudly this time. "Come on! Stop! You're... This is... Aaahhhhh," she babbled, before simply but forcefully twisting away from me and rolling over to collapse face-down on the bed, her whole body trembling scenically. "Give me a fucking second to breathe," she muttered piteously, her voice muffled because her face was buried in the sheets.
"Language," I admonished almost automatically.
Her ass, lying there and still quivering gently, was magnificent. I idly reacted out to stroke its muscular and enticing perfection.
"Really, Mister H?" Carol muttered, amusement overtaking arousal in her voice. Without lifting her head, she demanded, "You are going to give me a hard time for saying 'fuck' right now?"
"Fuck is a perfectly fine word," I said smoothly, sliding my hand over her ass some more, squeezing gently. "When you use it for what it literally means, it can be fun, or scary, or powerful. It's only when you start throwing it around as an all-purpose adjective that you end up sounding coarse or trashy."
I felt her laughing silently through my hand on her backside. "So many lessons today, Mister H," she chuckled. I just smiled and massage that ass. "Mister H?"
"Yes?"
"Fuck me."
"See? That's how you use the word," I replied, eagerly.
I climbed up fully onto the bed with her. Carol started to roll over, but I pushed her back down to face the mattress. "I think I'd like you just like this," I murmured in her ear as I crawled over to straddle her.
"Mmmm? Okay," Carol said, and I felt her slide her legs apart. As if choreographed, I lifted my knees over her moving legs to rest on the mattress between them. I kissed the back of her neck some more as I slid down, lowering my cock down between her legs. My abdomen pressed lightly against her backside as I felt my cock brush her warm, damp, shaven pussy.
Carol raised her hips up against me slightly, and I pressed into her. I moved slowly of course. She was enchantingly tight, after all. But I didn't pump in and out to get deeper, I just patiently kept pressing, sliding deeper and deeper, never giving ground.
With her lying flat like she was, I could not get all of my length into her, but for the moment I managed enough to make us both vocally happy. After a pause to revel in being inside this amazing, youthful figure, and a second pause to try to feel guilty about being inside this amazing, youthful figure, I began to thrust shallowly in and out of her. I just could not summon much in the way of guilt at the moment. This was simply too divine.
"Ohhhhhh yes..." was all Carol said, having apparently relaxed every muscle in her body, save the ones clenching around my invading dick. I was in heaven, but as is the way, I wanted more.
I withdrew with a hiss, and Carol answered with a disappointed hiss of her own, but I just rose up on my knees and pulled up on her hips. She readily followed my lead and climbed up onto her hands and knees, looking back at me from the corner of her eye over her shoulder.
I grabbed my cock and pointed it back between her distended labia. With the head nestled back within her, I grabbed her hips and re-entered her. This time I slid in hard and swift, burying myself to my full extent with a slap of my belly against her ass. I grunted happily in pleasure, and Carol sang out, "Oh yeezees! Just like that!"
'Oh yeezees'? I'd never heard that one. Was it a new kid's saying, or was she just babbling?
I began by rocking my hips against her, not really ever pulling back at all, just pressing harder into her in waves. Finally, I pulled back and buried myself in her again. And again. And again. Each thrust was absolutely nirvana for me. The sensation of burying myself in her, of sliding through her confines was incredible. I could hold off, but I already felt the first stirrings of...
And I pulled completely out in panic.
"What" Carol almost wailed.
"I... condom!" I groaned. "I... we... I don't have any."
"Mister H, fuck me! I've been on the Pill since I was fourteen."
"Fourteen?" This could have been so much worse...
"I get the worst cramps," she said softly.
I just rammed my cock back into her. I did not want to talk about menstruation right then. As both a father and a man, I never wanted to talk about menstruation.
"Thank God you chose this week instead of next for this cruise, or I'd have never even considered coming," Carol added with a gasp and I began filling her again as hard as I could to get her to Stop. Talking.
I also was doing it as hard as I could because I desperately needed to fuck this girl. Oh Holy Hanna was it glorious, driving into her. It gave me a feeling of being alive like I had not felt since... well since the day before. But which I had not felt otherwise for years and years. The sheer joy of a happy, unrestrained, uncomplicated fuck was exhilarating.
Of course, this was not in any way uncomplicated. It was spontaneous. It was a one-off. But it was with a twenty year-old girl. One of a particular set of my daughters friends. But damned if the wrongness of it all wasn't making me even hungrier right now.
It was going to make it much worse later.
But right now, it made it even better, in a gloriously fey way.
Carol was grunting as I drove into her, and I looked down to appreciate her lean, athletic back, with the long brown ponytail, in its braided glory, running most of the way to her waist.
I reached out and grabbed the braid. I tugged with gentle strength, tugging her head up and back.
"Oh fuck, yes, Mister H! Ride me. Ride me hard," Carol groaned at the sensation of my tugging hand.
I tilted my shoulders slightly to the side and looked around her to see some deliciously swaying side-boob as her breasts bounced with each impact of my belly against her hips. Still holding her braid just firmly enough to keep her head up, I leaned forward and reached under to grab one of those bouncing tits.
My thrusts slowed while I played, teasing a hard nipple for a moment before just desperately clutching at the whole, considerable edifice. Carol lifted one of her bracing hands and clasped it onto mine, making me squeeze even harder. Our heads were close now and she hissed, "Harder!"
I swiftly kissed her neck, then rose back up, relinquishing my grasp of her breast, and started letting myself go.
"Oh, hell yes!" Carol groaned in response. "That's it!" I tugged her braid again. "That's it," she cried again. "Come in me! Come in me, Mister H!" she practically shouted. I winced at the noise level.
But it didn't stop me from doing as she asked.
As I felt myself tipping to the edge, I slowed my thrusts, and with three extra hard, extra slow ramming entries, I pressed myself fully home and let fly with a pelvis melting, spine bending ejaculation into her depths that robbed me of hearing for a moment. When I regained all my senses, I realized that Carol was ramming her ass backward at me and crying out, "More! More Mister H! I'm right there!"
I sure as hell wasn't coming any more, but I did pull back and ram into her again. The nerves in my cock, especially the head, cried out in post-orgasmic sensory overload, but Carol's happy cries overrode them and I kept it up. She really was close. I kept thrusting, and reached around under her hips, searching for her clit to help her over. I never reached it before she sang out and shot forward, off my cock and face-planting into the mattress in a gleeful, shivering mess.
"Fuck that was good," she sighed.
"Was it?" I groaned, collapsing to the side and rolling over on the bed next to her. "I hadn't noticed."
"You didn't notice!" Carol squealed in humorous outrage. She poked me in the side with a stiff finger.
"Yeah," I sighed, momentarily exhausted. "I was too busy losing my mind somewhere inside you..." I reached out and pulled her close. She cuddled into my side and we both just lay there for a few minutes.
Then I felt her hand steal down and caress my somnolent penis. I was anything but hard any more, but it felt nice regardless.
"Mister H?"
"Yes?"
"I'm going to make sure this gets good and stiff again in a little while, so you can send it looking for your mind, right where you left it."
The old me, the one from two days prior, the one with no recent sexual activity and fully intact morals, would have scoffed at the mere idea of a third orgasm, even a third erection, in one day. I just said, "I look forward to your efforts, but let's just cuddle some more for a while first, please?"
"Whatever you want, Mister H," Carol said softly, burrowing into my side, and letting go of my cock. "Whatever you want."
Oh Lord, don't say things like that.
I tried to work up some guilt as we lay there, with this amazing armful of young, athletic, female flesh in my embrace, but it would not come out to play. It was there, though. Tired as this girl was going to leave me, I doubted I would sleep well at all that night.
That said, I sort of dozed a little right then, a delightful half-sleep that reset my body while letting me still enjoy the sensual pleasure of the girl in my arms.
"Mister H?" Carol piped up after a while.
"Hmmm?"
"I'm going to need you to eat me again, please. Before we..."
"Anything you want," I parroted her line from earlier. "You greedy little minx."
"Sorry," she replied, sounding anything but. "But you are just so good. I want to pay attention this time to see what all you do."
I chuckled at that, and found myself idly stroking the expanse of a breast. The nipple bounced up almost instantly in appreciation.
Why did she want to figure out what I did? What boy did she like that she wanted to show how to up his game?
I didn't care, as long as she was thinking of the next guy. I did not want her deciding that her alleged long-time crush was more than just an itch to be one-time scratched. The same went for Anne. If either of them set their cap on making me theirs long-term, I was not absolutely sure that I could resist. The social consequences of that would be dire.
And that's only if I survived the sex.
----------------
Thanks for embarking on the next ride with me! I hope you enjoy it as much as I enjoyed writing it. Thanks in advance for your kind votes and favorites, and please take a moment to comment. As always, that's how I get rewarded and encouraged.
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Welcome to my latest series, mashing up a few more tropes. This one turned out to be a crazy ride, so get ready for something that ends quite unlike it has begun so far.
One thing you can be sure of, even though this is Literotica, and this story could easy veer off into... THERE, it does not in fact, go THERE. So either don't fear, or don't get your hopes up, whichever your preference.
Lastly, as always, I am not going for deep truths or gritty realism. The aim for me is a plausibly ridiculous course of events.
------------------
Guilty Pleasures - Three
------------------
Thank God the girls had laid down that edict that they were not going to eat dinner with me on most nights. If I had had to dine with the four of them that night, I might have had an aneurysm. When I sat down to eat on my own, my body was keyed up with a post-multi-orgasmic high, courtesy of Carol, that had me half-delirious. When you layered it with the still lingering satisfaction from the day before and Anne, I was in no mental state of fitness to keep from giving everything away.
I ate in the steakhouse, alone. Good lord did I need that slab of beef. My body had so much to replenish.
After dinner, however, I had to seek them out. I had a surprise for Becca, and I needed make sure she made no other plans.
I found them on the main plaza of the ship, gorging themselves in free ice cream and waiting for the dance party in the disco to open up. I was greeted with a chorus of, "Dad!" and "Mister H!" as I worked my way through the crowd to them.
I avoided looking at either Anne or Carol, which was mercifully easy because they were sitting opposite my daughter and Mary. "So Becca, glad I found you," I said as I reached them.
"What's up, Daddy-O?" my daughter asked cheerfully, mouth full of ice cream.
"It was nice of your grades to come in the day we left," I said with a smile. Becca almost smirked in self-satisfaction. "Straight As deserves a present," I said. The cruise should be enough present, but I'd already promised that months before the grades came in.
"A car?" Becca asked eagerly.
I barked a derisive laugh. "You have a car!"
"A better car?"
"No. Get real, munchkin. But I do think you will like this," I said with a smile. "You and I have a private helicopter tour of the island, complete with lunch on the peak of the volcano!"
My child squeed with gratifying glee.
"Hey, Mister H," Mary spoke up slyly. "I got straight A's, too!"
"Yeah? Congratulations," I said with a smile.
"So I can come too?"
"I don't get your report card. Yancey does," I laughed. "If he wants to pay me back the 850 bucks for a ticket, I'll buy you a seat."
"Oh, he will pay you back," Mary said earnestly.
I looked at my phone. We had bars.
"I think your dad is too smart for that," I said. "I'm the psycho with no respect for my bank account. You want to go, have him text me." Mary instantly was on her phone, typing madly.
Pro-forma, I risked a glance at the two sexpots. "Either of you get straight As?" I asked. I already knew the answer. I has spent the last two years hearing discussion of grades, among other things.
"Shit," Mary said, slapping her phone back into her purse.
"You father has more sense than I do?" I asked mildly.
Mary glared at me. "He wrote those exact words," she grumped.
I turned to Becca. "What do you say, munchkin? I know you want to spend your time with your buddies, but can you spare one afternoon to..."
"Are you freaking kidding me, Dad?" Becca said, barely able to contain herself. "A helicopter ride? I'm so in. You losers are on your own with the snorkeling," she added, sticking out her tongue at her friends.
"Suits us," Anne replied, her blue eyes momentarily green...
"Yeah, that just leaves more of those cute guys we saw signing up for us," Carol added.
Wait. Cute guys?
Why the hell was I feeling jealous about Anne and Carol? I really needed a calm, safe day with my daughter.
*
We all met in the buffet for breakfast. Becca and I were dressed similarly, in khaki Bermuda shorts, teeshirts, and our hiking shoes, ready for our flying adventure to the top of the mountain that defines today's port of call.
The side party were all going snorkeling, and were already in their bikinis and coverups. I studiously avoided eye-groping Anne and Carol. I needed no more trouble there. Unfortunately, that left me looking at Mary.
Fuck, I am terrible. Now I could not help scoping her out either! It did not help that her alleged coverup consisted only of a sarong around her hips, her torso only 'covered' by a bikini top less than capable of fully covering anything, much less what Mary boasted.
Man, I was so depraved, I was checking out Yancey and Wanda's kid? I needed this day trip.
And it was just what the doctor needed. The island was utterly gorgeous, and we flew over it all. Our pilot/guide was friendly and funny, and his English was just charmingly accented enough to keep us amused, even when his stories lagged. We had a more than passable lunch on top of the (hopefully) extinct volcano that formed the island, and the view was tremendous. One the way back, we had fun buzzing several beaches, some sunbathers waving happily at our low-flying craft, others shaking fists at the sand we kicked up.
I was able to just enjoy making my daughter happy and myself in the bargain, too. I managed to not think about my situation with Carol and Ann at all, meaning that I did not have to think about my continuing lack of crushing remorse. I was guilty as all hell, but I just could not find it in myself to have any regrets. I was still going to go to Hell, but that afternoon I mostly was able to avoid consciously thinking about it.
The only time it really even crawled into the back of my brain was when we flew exceptionally low over the next to the last beach. The pilot had chosen to overfly a topless stretch of sand...
Becca elbowed me as we looked out the window. "Ohhh, Dad! I'm betting you wish I hadn't gotten straight A's, so you could have gone to that beach instead! Right?"
"Get real," I said dismissively.
I truth, I had not read that there was such a beach on any island we stopped at on this cruise. If I had known... I might had found something suitably impressive for Becca on some other island instead. A beach full of naked tits belonging to women that I could feel good about perving on would have been just the ticket.
Still, it was a good day. Refreshing and restorative. I felt like I was maybe going to get through this cruise without throwing myself overboard.
Aaaaand then we got back aboard ship.
We found the others up on the pool deck. They had not changed from their snorkeling expedition, except to ditch the coverups from earlier.
In moments, I was having to constantly yank my eyes away from Mary again.
Really? I had various parts of my anatomy jammed into various parts of the anatomies of both Carol and Anne within the last 72 hours, but I was staring at Mary?
Here's the thing, I realized: My now lost ability to look right through the sexy appearances of Anne and Carol had originally evolved in the first place to let me avoid looking at Mary. I'd known Mary for years. She and Becca had played together a fair amount as little girls, even before my divorce. And even when Becca lived in Atlanta with her mother, I had still seen Mary often as a teenager, when she came along with her parents. Their senior year of high school, when Becca had moved back with me, I had started having Mary around all the time.
Right about the time she had started to bloom.
Mary is not the nubile, elegant nymph that Anne is. Nor is she a toned athlete like Carol. What she is, is a five foot nothing firecracker, with her mother's aurora of curly red hair, and a dynamite hourglass figure, with curves, especially up top, fit for a much taller frame.
For at least three years now, I had Mary firmly in a reality distortion field where she was invisible to me. I'd added Becca's new college friends, Anne and Carol to that field when she brought them around and it was clear that they would be regulars in my back yard. Those two had fucking wrecked said distortion field over the last forty-eight hours.
Now, I was unable to keep my eyes off Mary's juicy body. I never let my gaze linger, she had not invited it, after all, unlike the others. But I kept swiveling my eyes back to her.
At last I gave in and, in an attempt to escape staring at Mary, I let myself and my memories swivel my gaze back to Anne and Carol in alternation. But that did nothing to calm my libido. Now I was just rotating my betraying eyeballs between the three.
Finally, I dashed back to my cabin to grab my book, and brought it back. I considered hiding in my cabin, but this was supposed to be my fucking vacation to begin with, and I also wanted to hang with my daughter.
The fairly exciting ending of the book was just what I needed, and my eyes stayed on an appropriate subject until I finished.
When I did, I saw that the four of them had finally ditched the water of the pool, and were chatting happily near me, drinking what had better be virgin strawberry daiquiris. Mary was the first to notice that I had surfaced from my reading.
"Did you finish your book, Mister Howard?" she chirped.
"Yes, I did, Mary. And it was really pretty good," I answered firmly, finding myself more or less in control of my eyes and my disgusting gutter mind.
"What is it about?" Carol asked idly.
When I told them the basic, spoiler-free plot, Carol just rolled her eyes dismissively. It seemed like the book was more Mary's speed, though. "Sounds cool," she said. "Can I borrow it some time?"
"You can have it now," I offered, extending the book toward her. She seemed about to reach for it, then looked down for a second. Then she brightened. "No thanks, I still have one of my own I'm working on. Don't toss it though, okay?"
"I never throw out books, Mary," I said reassuringly. "Have you seen my library?"
"Kind of hard to miss it," Anne put in. With the departure of my wife and a good deal of her furniture, I had covered two walls of the living room these girls all went through constantly with floor-to-ceiling bookcases.
Hello, my name is Clark, and I'm a book-a-holic.
"Well when we get back," I said to Mary, "this one will be in the thriller section. All of you guys know you are free to come over and help yourself any time."
I immediately regretted what I said, as I caught sly looks from both Anne and Carol at my wording.
Mary just smiled idly, then turned to Becca. "Yo, roomie! Unless you want to go first, I'm going to go take a long shower and get ready for dinner tonight." Becca waved her hand idly in reply. She had not gotten the sun that the others had that day because of the trip with me, and was soaking up rays still, even though the sun was going down fast. "You are eating with us tonight for once, right Mister Howard?" Mary added to me.
Before I could answer, all four of them, even my daughter chorused that I most definitely was. "You haven't found a Cruise Girlfriend yet, Dad," Becca said firmly. "So you are just going to have to put up with eating with us."
Yeah, that comment did nothing to raise my comfort level, but I was apparently going to have dinner with my crew. Let the sugar daddy speculation renew among our fellow passengers...
It did not help that all four girls dressed like mature adult women that evening. It should have, but it didn't. I realized that had they dressed like teenagers, in Pokemon shirts or whatever, I would look like what I was supposed to be, a long-suffering dad wrangling his rambunctious charges. But with these four poised, grown-up looking women, I looked like what I was most emphatically not supposed to be, an idiot with a far-too-young harem of sugar babies.
At least they were all dressed fairly demurely. Only Mary, out of all of them, so much as displayed some cleavage. Of course it had to be Mary... My diseased mind had caved to two disastrous opportunities, it did not need incitement to think about actively considering a third!
As for the 'demure' outfits, I had zero hope that the four girls would keep them on and not change clothes later. They had all fallen in love with the ship's disco just from the website, and had brought what they called 'club wear', and I privately called stripper outfits. Since we had first gotten on board, I had constantly low-level worried about that place, and what they might get up to there. Now, particularly in Anne and Carol's case, I was almost desperate for them to go find some studly young bucks to go be unwise with, getting their minds off me.
Mary... Yancey would probably kill me if his daughter went off and had a cruise fling on my watch. However, considering the expanse of really high quality cleavage she was flaunting here at dinner, I did not want to think about how she would dress for the disco. Whatever. She would at least be out of my sight, and my wandering eyes could behave themselves.
After dinner, Becca did not fly off with her buddies to change, but instead steered me firmly toward the Singles Meet & Greet which had reared its ugly head again that evening. Worse, she actually went in with me, dragging me in toward the bar in the middle.
"What are you doing?" I demanded. "You know I'm not going to buy you a drink when we aren't at home."
"Stand down, Guard Daddy," Becca chirped like a little girl. Then she got all serious on me. "I'm just making sure you actually get a drink so you won't run away as soon as I turn my back. You got game in you somewhere, Dad. Use it."
I dutifully bought my cocktail.
And my daughter then vanished like smoke, probably to go off and change into something slutty that she would never let me see and go dancing with all manner of...
She was twenty. Almost twenty-one. In college. She could make choices, and at some point I had to trust that her mother and I had taught her well enough to make less-disastrous ones than I was lately.
I actually gave it a try that evening. I did use to have game, right? Unfortunately, I had the yips or something, because to be blunt, nothing worked. Honestly, I never encountered anyone who made me want to give a full, much less my best, effort.
I'll admit, there were very few targets who actually appealed to me. And not because they paled in comparison to the two nubile young nymphs I had so guiltily enjoyed the prior days... though they did. Most of the single women on the cruise just did not measure up in absolute terms to what I was looking for.
When I was young, I had done well enough to be picky about who I dated. When I married, I married hot. Very hot, for all the good it had ended up doing for me. I wasn't totally shallow, though. In my younger days, I had dated several girls who were less than knockouts, but whose intelligence and humor had given them that inner light of sexiness for me.
I went in there with a very open mind about who I might like to socialize with, or more, but it was not to be. Most women there were not pushing my buttons at all. Of those that did, there were few who were genuinely single and there without a date of some kind. The few truly single ones were covered in guys like flies on shit.
I did have a nice conversation with one attractive woman, only a few years younger than me. We laughed and joked, and traded tales of our children. Hers were younger than mine, and I darkly muttered that I was jealous.
I was just about to make some kind of move... or suggestion... or something, when Francie brightened and looked past me. "There you are!" she exclaimed brightly to her friend approaching from behind me.
Great. She had an unofficial date, too. Why did people go to the singles thing when they were on the cruise with someone?
Her date was better looking than Francie was. And only a few years younger, I guessed.
Francie introduced us. She made no mention of being 'with' Leanne, but their body language made no secret of it. I'd spent half an hour chatting up a lesbian.
On the other hand, after another five minutes, I noticed that I had not been dismissed, either. My over-sexed, hyper-erotically aware brain found itself going... well... There. I let myself make a dirty joke, just to test the waters, if you will. It went over well. I perked up.
The prospect of a semi-anonymous hookup with a pair of attractive, hopefully bi-sexual lesbians was suddenly, unreasonably attractive to me.
No, really.
I mean sure, the prospect of a semi-anonymous hookup with a pair of attractive, hopefully bi-sexual lesbians is going to get any guy's motor running, but the fact that the scenario felt like it would be a return to vanilla, appropriate behavior compared to the last forty-eight hours was the unreasonable part.
Alas, after my second dirty joke, it became all too clear that Francie was, um, not bisexual. She excused them from my company shortly thereafter. I almost put my head through one of the support pillars in the room in frustration.
I had been this close. And by this close, I mean I had been in the same state as a threesome opportunity. To a guy, that counts. And I might have been in the same zip code, really. Francie might not have been interested in me as more than pleasant conversation, but I was pretty sure I had caught Leanne giving me the eye once or twice.
The rest of the evening was not auspicious.
I finally went to bed, having given it all the college tries, and tossed and turned. Somehow, despite my sexual drought having been flooded out by spectacular sex with two amazing, appallingly young women, I was more hard up that night than I had been before.
Karma is a violent, vengeful bitch.
*
The next day was our last port of call on the cruise, thank goodness. I had early on agreed to a morning shore excursion snorkeling with the full compliment of my monstrous regiment of women. At least with all four of them there, I could relax and not worry about any potential follow-up entanglements.
Unfortunately, Becca's three friends were now a mine field of potential popup boner incidents. The prior night at dinner, I had gone all Pappy McGramps and advised them that this was supposed to be an active swim, and they ought to choose suits that they wouldn't have to worry about. The next day, it became apparent that all three had interpreted my advice as, the less suit there was, the less there was to worry about. Instead of nice, stable one-pieces, I was surrounded by the briefest of their arsenal of bikinis. There were none I had not seen before, in my own backyard. Only now...
Anne and Carol, I could tell, had each come up with the idea to do it intentionally, and on their own, as they both were giving me the side eye, especially right after we all met up. Smug little wenches both knew how hot they were, and how they were now affecting me.
Mary must have taken her lead from them, or maybe she just wanted to squeeze in all the sun she could get on what was left of her vacation. In the little stringy green number she was sporting, she was going to get a sunburn just from all the guys' eyes that were checking her out. As I said, Mary has not the conventionally sexy body that her friends sport, but she has always been irresistibly cute. And now that my broken brain could not avoid it, I was realizing that her cuteness had a deep, deep layer of physical allure.
No girl that tiny should have tits that big, dammit!
The snorkeling itself was fine. When in the water, the hardest thing to see was my fellow swimmers, other than their heads when we stopped to talk with the guide while treading water. The morning would have been great fun if the reefs we were diving had not been basically devastated by tourists like us over fifty years. Or tourists before us. I think we personally did a pretty good job of leaving alone what little survived to be looked at.



The ride back was the worst. Now everybody was wet and their suits clingy. And the pre-noon wind had kicked up, making for choppy waters. The main result of the choppy water was a rough ride. The main result of the rough ride was six young boobies, not getting much support from bikini tops designed to do little besides barely skirt modesty conventions, bouncing with the waves in front of me.
I pretended to want some extra sun of my own and took off my teeshirt, keeping it bundled up in my lap. I divided my time up between not staring at the three, each in turn. Well, at least I was succeeding in not making it apparent that I was staring. But it was hard. (Shut up!) Carol, and Mary too, dammit, were especially hard to keep my eyes off of in the rougher seas. Anne's lithe perfection was less susceptible to the Bounce Effect.
Back on land, I tried to make my escape for a quiet lunch and the second of the books I had brought along. It was the fourth book in an incredible space opera series. The books were mostly decades old, but I had only recently discovered them.
Alas, my quest for Honor was to be denied.
At some point, in more innocent days, when we were planning for the cruise, I had expressed enthusiasm for the on-board surfing 'simulator'. I was now to be held to my word and had to accompany the girls to try it out.
The simulator was a cushioned ramp up on the top of the stern of the boat, with a sheet of water jetting up it at the right speed so passengers could sort of surf on it, if they could keep their balance.
My daughter was pretty good, if I do say so myself. Her friends were each their own variety of scenic train wreck, but most eventually got up on their feet for at least a few seconds at a time. It should come as no surprise that the hunky young Aussie dudes who were the staff members hired for the setup gave each of the girls very careful attention. In Becca's case, a lot more attention than I was frankly comfortable with.
I am such a fucking hypocrite.
As for me... I surfed for real when I was a teenager out on Cape Hatteras most summers. I had not done it for years, and I'm not sure even Becca remembered my ever mentioning it. What I wanted to do was show off. If we had done this on day one, I would have. Big time. All it took was twenty seconds for me to realize that I still had my balance and my poise.
But I took an immediate dive. Being studly and athletic did not seem like the safe play any more. I let the board shoot out from under me instantly. Then I clowned around through the rest of my time, looking like a dumpy, dumbass dad. Needless to say, the Aussie bros were not nearly so careful in trying to educate me, and instead enjoyed watching me take dive after dive. The girls enjoyed laughing at me too. That should have felt good.
When our hour was done, all my falls gave me the excuse I needed when my spawn put her ringleader hat back on. "We are all going to the Straw Market," she announced.
"You all have fun," I replied instantly. "I have a date with the next book in my series and my bottle of Advil."
"Oh, gee, Dad! I'm sorry," Becca said, instantly concerned. "Are you that beat up? Do you need one of us to stay with you and run errands?"
"No!" I blurted hastily, only to have my daughter laugh in my face. As if any of them were going to give up their last hours ashore fetching analgesics and Margaritas for a broken down old man!
"Look, all of you," I sighed, in an attempt to regain some gravitas and authority. "We depart late this evening, seven o'clock, but don't push it, please. I do not want to have to spring for plane tickets back to Lauderdale for anybody who misses the boat."
Eyes were rolled. But note was taken. They were all good kids.
A couple off them were very, very naughty, but still good kids.
*
I collected a very large Margarita and escaped to my stateroom. I had been pretty careful about my falls, but between them and the bumpy boat ride back before lunch, I actually was stiff enough to take some Advil for real. I grabbed my book and stretched out on my bed, content with the sun I had received already that day. The air conditioning felt good.
Less than an hour later, there was a knock at my door.
Uh oh. I had the do not disturb magnet on the outside of my door, so it wasn't the cabin steward. I slid off my bed with apprehension and approached the door. What excuse had Anne or Carol come up with to duck out on the mandatory shopping and sneak back here.
How was I going to turn whichever one it was down without angering her?
A more realistic question was, was I going to find it in myself to turn her down at all?
The most realistic question was, what sexual positions were we going to fuck in?
My hand literally shook as I turned the handle and pulled open the door.
Mary.
Thank God. I was safe. "Hey, kiddo! What are you doing here? Were there not enough straws for all of you to buy?" I asked, ushering her in.
The entry was cramped, of course. There isn't a lot of room on a ship, big as they are these days. Mary brushed against me pretty hard as she entered.
Safe? Oh fuck, I might be the opposite of safe... What was she here for?
She sat tentatively on the foot of my bed. I leaned casually against the desk, about as far from her as I politely could in the what suddenly felt like a very cramped space.
"I bagged the Straw Market. It was lame, whatever the others said... and because I wanted to come talk to you,"she said, brightly. Her face clouded a little. "I wanted to thank you, and to say I'm sorry... and to say thank you."
"Um, for what, what and what?" I asked carefully.
"I want to thank you for letting us come along on your cruise. All of us, even Becca," she said seriously.
"Ha! She'd have beaten me up if I hadn't taken her," I scoffed.
"Maybe," Mary smiled. "But you deserved your vacation however you wanted it. And you included all of us. Thank you, and we paid you back by being underfoot the whole time."
"I got all the rest and relaxation I needed, Mary."
"I mean," she went on forcefully, "you seem like you tailored your time on this cruise around us, instead of getting out there during the day and finding some companionship of your own. We all know you need some. Your daughter frets all the time about it."
Great.
"I have gotten out there," I said, very, very carefully.
"Oooh, Singles Nights?" Mary said dismissively. "You shouldn't need those. You are grade A beef, Mister H. That's why I want to apologize, because having us hanging around all the time has to have cramped your style."
"Mary, I don't think..." I started, before she interrupted me again.
She leaned forward, and I was suddenly and acutely aware that she had changed clothes again before coming to see me, sort of. Now she wore the shorts she probably had had on to go shopping ashore, but she once again had on the collection of what felt like at the moment to be nothing but postage stamps and dental floss that was her morning's bikini top. My eyes went there. I couldn't help it.
"That's the other thing I want to thank you for," Mary said quietly, but with a shy smile. "For years, longer than I knew why, I've wanted you to look at me just like you are right now, Mister Howard. You look at me like you want me... finally."
My throat was dry. This was wrong... yada yada yada. I shouldn't do this, etc. I knew the drill by now, and I knew where my decision would end up. I just ran the whole sequence thoroughly mind in a heartbeat, for form's sake at this point. Guiltiness. Inappropriateness. The disaster of potentially being found out. Guiltiness. And then caving in.
Mary reached out and took my hand, pulling it toward her and placing it on one of those sweet, magnificent breasts. As my hand involuntarily closed on it, I realized it wasn't actually that huge, in absolute terms. It just seemed that way on her tiny frame.
Our lips met in a soft kiss, but then she rocked her head downward. Our lips parted, and she pressed her forehead against mine stressfully. Her handing holding mine fell away, and I sensed that mine should fall away too. I let it.
"Mary," I said softly, expectantly.
"Oh Mister Howard, this is so gooood," she sighed, forehead still pressing hard against mine. "But it's not... I mean... It's not right somehow," she said in distress, and pulled away, turning slightly from me, but not putting any distance between us either.
Finally! The last shred of my mind that still possessed human decency practically shouted in triumph. Finally, someone else understands that you are a skeeze, Clark.
"Mary, I..." I started to reassure her, ready to help her back off and save me from the brink. But she interrupted me.
"Look, I mean duh, nobody has to know. Nobody can know if we..." she said quickly, more to herself than me. "And there is nothing wrong about it for you, Mister Howard. You are a healthy man who is all alone. Divorced, no girlfriend, you can have sex with whomever you want!"
I did not have an answer for that. Not instantly. I should have, but this was not the direction I had expected her to go.
"It's just so wrong for me to do it, right?" Mary asked me, her eyes pleading for contradiction. "I mean, you are my roommate's dad! You are my dad's friend! Doesn't that make me some kind of tramp? Like I'm betraying them?" She wanted me to talk her out of this.
It took every ounce of my self-control, every tattered moral shred I still possessed to choke out, "You need to go with your instincts, Mary. This..."
"But my instincts are to jump your bones," she said quickly, almost agonizedly. "My instinct, my every desire is to give you what I can see you want in your eyes, what I've desperately wanted you to want for years!" She heaved a deep breath, "And to take what I've wanted all that time, too." Her chest heaved stressfully.
I should have been concerned that she would hyperventilate or have a panic attack. A young woman needs someone to watch out for her. But all I could do was drink in those heaving tits. Now I even knew what they felt like, the left one at least, and I wanted to feel them some more, to make them heave in better ways.
"Tell me, Mister H," she asked, "am I being a terrible person?"
"No!" I said instantly. You do not tell young women that they are terrible people. Ever. "You are being impulsive, sure," I went on, intending to guide her in the right direction. "But being impulsive is what being young is all about," I heard my voice add. "We all have desires for a reason," I went on. "If you can be safe with them, they can be a... wonderful thing."
What. The. Actual. Fuck?
I was trying to convince her to give up her astoundingly important reservations? I wasn't just giving in to sex with her, I was selling her on it! Jesus, God, I was awful!
I mean, there wasn't anything really wrong with what I said, though. And it really was important to make sure that Mary did not feel bad about herself...
I was fully aware in the moment of the astounding feat of rationalization I had performed with that last thought. New heights, and all that.
"Really, Mister Howard?" Mary asked softly, sincerely.
She had come to my cabin, loaded for bear. But when it came time to start pulling the trigger, her brain had rebelled... intelligently. Here, now, I could back her down.
"Really," was all I said. I am so horrible.
Suddenly, she relaxed, throwing doubts to the wind as only a young person can. She smiled at me in that cute, bubbly expression she has always had, and which I only now saw as being the thermonuclear come-on it had always been. "You just want to feel my boobies some more!" Mary teased.
"Yes," I said, slumping my shoulders in shame. "And that is why you can't rely on my words for advice. It's why you need to back down. Please."
Or, that is what I should have said and done.
What I did was grin, and say, "That is not remotely all I want to do."
Mary took her step back toward me, and I reached out around her waist to gather her against me. There was no doubting forehead pressed against mine now. Only that sweet little mouth lifting toward mine, pressing against it, lips sliding delicately against one another. I parted her lips with my own, and sent my tongue to explore. I felt her relax even more as I did so, slumping happily in my arms, her doubts and cares flung away.
My own doubts and shame, of course, hung around, but I was getting to be a dab hand at ignoring them. Dear Lord, Mary was hot.
I paused to suck on her tongue, when it snaked out to meet my own. But my hands slid swiftly up her back to tug at the bows tied between and below her shoulder blades. Mary groaned happily as I tugged them loose, letting the top dangle now between us. I didn't even try to restrain myself as I slid my hands around between us to clasp and squeeze those firm, generous tits. She squirmed happily in my grasping hands.
"You really did want to get your hands back on my boobies," she chortled.
"Uh huh," I ground out, then sat on the edge of my bed, pulling her toward me between my knees. Her breasts were now at my eye level, and I flipped the bikini top away, over her shoulder. I slid my hands down from covering her breasts to cupping and lifting them, not that they took much lifting, and framed her soft, dark nipples with my thumbs and forefingers. Almost desperately, I clamped my lips on first one nipple, then the other. My tongue flicked hard at her hard buds, and I bit them just hard enough to draw gasps from Mary.
"Wow, Mister Howard," she crooned, "you are good at this."
I just kept sucking hungrily, but I let my hands release her mounds and used them instead to grasp her ass in those soft khaki shorts, squeezing her rounded, yielding glutes. In an instant, I felt her hands undoing the snap and sliding down her zipper. I was too impatient to wait, and began to tug her shorts downward. They slipped easily from her hips and I shoved them toward the floor. My hands went back to her ass, and I found that she had also ditched any panties she had been wearing before.
I clutched at her bare skin even more hungrily, pulling her harder against me. My lips kept clamped upon a nipple, still sucking away, but my fingers now slid lower, cupping up under her ass and between her legs. I found a hot and rapidly dampening stretch of flesh. Mary groaned again, deeper the time, and tilted her hips back to make my reach more easy, and thus my fingers's reach more deep.
I used one hand to grab her thigh and lift it to perch her foot on the mattress beside my hip, then slid it back up her inner thigh and caressed her now wide open gates. Mary had pubes... bright, curly, but very neatly edged pubes, from a wide triangle above her mons, to a narrow strip covering her labia between her legs.
When you have the same vibrant, fiery-colored hair down below as you have atop your cute little head, why on Earth would you follow the current fashion and shave all, or almost all of it off? Smart girl.
My hand behind her stroked the base of her gates and tickled her beneath her bum, while my hand now invading from the front slid through her rapidly dampening curls and delved into her flesh. The fingertips caressed over her hood and curled up inside her, first one, and then a second.
"Fuck, you know right where to touch, don't you," grunted Mary as I stroked her deeply, dragging over the hardening ripples inside. I bit the nipple I was currently sucking, a little harder than I had previously, just as my thumb stroked her clit, front to back, for the first time. "Oh wow. Oh wow. Oh woough..." Mary groaned. I could hear her biting her lip. I pressed my face against her bust, and twisted my fingers inside her.
She collapsed against me, desperately trying to stay quiet enough to avoid embarrassing my neighbors aboard as she came.
Hopefully, they were out enjoying themselves, because Mary was not very good at being quiet.
Her writhing in joy segued into twisting herself off my hands and sitting beside me on the end of the bed. We kissed again, feverishly. She scrabbled at my shirt, popping the buttons open in a rush that threatened to be the despair of my dry cleaner.
Turns out, as I discovered after the cruise, she only tore one button free. "I need you naked, Mister H," she murmured around our locked lips. "I need you naked now." As I shrugged the unbuttoned shirt off my shoulders, she grabbed at my pants. "I want to see your cock."
By this point, the only opinion I could form on the propriety of that request was my urgent need to comply.
Mary tore open my fly, and reached into my underwear with one hand, her other tugging downward on shorts and underwear alike. I lifted my hips to help her pull them free, but she had stopped her assault, her hand full of my rock hard cock was now quietly, idly caressing it. I sank back slowly to the mattress's edge, happy to let her explore for a moment. But as I freed my wrists from the shirt, my hands snaked back to fondle her boobies once more.
"I can't believe that I am finally holding your cock," she said softly, looking downward. "It feels so perfect, just like I imagined." And with that, she hopped off the bed and moved to kneel on the cabin's thin carpet, between my knees. Her one hand held onto my cock with eager determination, while her other resumed tugging on my clothing.
I instantly lifted my hips again, and this time, she took the offered chance to tug downward briskly, leaving me in seconds as naked as her. "Looks perfect, too," she purred, smiling up at me. Without breaking eye contact, she opened her mouth, extended her tongue, flattening it to its widest, and licked me up my length.
In the coming minutes, Mary let me know in the most delicious way that she had a lot better handle on this activity than I had encountered from Anne or Carol. She licked me from every angle and direction, her hand held me just firmly enough, and she slobbered all over me gloriously. My cock was deep in her smiling little mouth, and I could feel it repeatedly dipping completely into her throat, if never quite all the way.
"Ho...oh... oh... oly Hannah," I gasped, struggling for words. "You, ah, you have managed to figure out what you are doing, Mary! I mean, wowwwoohh... umm, ungh..."
Sliding me from her mouth, but never losing eye contact, she giggled. "I've practiced... a lot. With carrots and bananas... and the real thing," she added with a throaty chuckle. "It's fun."
For a few more moments, maybe minutes, I relaxed in the happy knowledge that I did not have much to teach her. Some part of me still tried to be upset that my friends' daughter was a budding blowjob queen, but the rest of me was quite emphatic in telling it to fuck off.
She had my shaft good and soaked, and her hand jacked me smoothly, her lips pursing and rubbing around my glans now. Her tongue would flick across my tip inside her mouth now and again, or just caress it, but not continuously, and always without warning.
"Oh shi... sheesh, Mary," I grunted suddenly. "I'm going to come... real soon," I warned.
Her hand only pumped me faster, and her tongue flicked continuously now. My hips rocked hard on the edge of the bed, and my ass clenched spasmodically.
At the last moment, Mary lifted her mouth from me and smiled up broadly. With a piteous moan, I nutted, spraying her cute little face, especially her round, dimpled cheeks and button nose, with pale stickiness. It wasn't my most copious ejaculation, but it felt enormously powerful. My cum literally splashed when it hit her face, and I felt like my whole lower body was being squeezed as I let fly.
Mary's hand slowed its pumping action, but did not stop. I just sagged for a moment, while the world went blurry. Things snapped back into focus as she bent back and sucked my dripping tip clean.



"Wow!" I laughed, almost involuntarily. "I made a mess of you."
"Yeah," she grinned back in satisfaction. "You sure did." A bead of my cum formed on the left side of her upper lip, and she absently licked it free. She paused. "You even taste okay. Did you know that?" she asked almost absently, finally releasing my spent but still half-hard cock.
She popped lightly to her feet. "But I do need to clean it off," she said spunkily. "Don't go anywhere!" With that, she sprang happily off to the bathroom, and I collapsed back onto the bed. I heard water run for a few moments, and she was back.
She crawled onto the other side of the bed, naked breasts dangling below her. In response, I rolled over and up fully onto the bed with a light groan.
"Listen to you!" Mary laughed. "Trying to sound like an old man."
"I am an old man," I grumped, but I reached for her anyway.
We found our way to rest properly on the bed, heads on pillows and facing each other. "You better not be too old," Mary chirped. "I have more things I need from you."
I just kissed her. And she kissed me. We lay there for a while, simply making out. Our tongues explored, and we repeatedly robbed each other of breath. Sure, my hands kept coming back to her fantastic breasts, and Mary exhibited quite the fondness for my ass, but mostly we just held each other and shared our air.
I nodded off.
"Hey! Don't you nap on me," Mary said, poking me in the chest. Her hand went to my cock for the first time since I'd sprayed her face. It had never quite gone away, and it responded rapidly to her touch. Youth incited resilience in the old...
Her fingers stroked me quietly as I swelled back to hardness. "I want you to screw me," she said quietly.
Hmmm.
"Mary," I said, a little puzzled, "that was the most ambivalent way of asking that that I've ever heard. Are you sure?"
"Yes," she said with certainty, but not with the raw enthusiasm she had been showing up until now. "It's the ultimate bonding, right?" I looked at her almost askance. "I've done it before," she added swiftly.
Thank God.
"Then why the hesitation?" I asked.
"I am not hesitating," she replied quickly and convincingly. "I want you to have that complete feeling," she added softly, rolling toward her back and pulling me after her.
I refused to follow. "You want me to have that feeling?" I asked. I was beginning to have a suspicion. Young men suck. "What aren't you feeling complete about?"
"You seem to have ways to take care of that," Mary chuckled happily. "And yes, I'd like some more of that please. But I want to feel you take that pleasure inside of me."
"Mary, how many times have you tried intercourse?" I asked. My skin suddenly crawled at how weirdly paternalistic I suddenly felt.
"Twice," she admitted. "When it comes to sexy time, it is usually not on my agenda." She bit her lip, and confessed. "I can be kind of selfish, I know, but fucking is mostly about the guy, right?"
I didn't even wince at the profanity. I thought about wincing at it, but I didn't wince at it. I winced at her words, though. Big time. "What?"
"I mean, it feels great. And I'm getting impatient to feel it from you, Mister, but the guy is who really..."
Young men absolutely suck.
"I mean, both times, Peter was so sweet, and God, I've never felt him be more masculine." Mary was almost babbling now, perhaps trying to wash away my possibly thunderous expression. "And there isn't anything like feeling him spray inside me... But the guy is the one who ends up with his brains inside out," she finished softly.
"Whoever Peter is," I interrupted swiftly, "he is not sweet. He's selfish and inexperienced." And please God, don't let him be a current boyfriend. "Let me guess. All he had done is crawl on top of you, pound away, blast aside of you, and fall asleep?"
"He didn't fall asleep," Mary said defensively. Peter was past tense. That was good. "He even went down on me the second time, you know, after."
After? There might be hope for Peter.
I pulled Mary back up off her back, rolling over onto my own with her over me now, and I kissed her almost violently. "That's not how it is supposed to work, Mary. Ever. I'm going to fuck your beautiful, considerable brains out now, so you can see."
She tittered. "Mister H! I've never heard you say fuck before," she teased.
"I try not to use it," I said sheepishly. I tried not to use it around impressionable young twenty year-olds... "But let's do it," I added wolfishly.
"Oh yeah," Mary said happily, trying once again to roll back onto her back. But I held her close.
"No, no! You are going to be on top," I chuckled, pulling her lithe, round hips up and over me. She smiled in confusion as I positioned her, feeling her wetness warmly wetting my cock where it rested on my abdomen. "Sit up," I almost commanded.
She really did seem non-plussed, but she pulled her knees up under her and sat up. I watched as her breast rose up above me. More importantly, I felt her wet, curly snatch rotate and slide along my cock. My eyes almost rolled up into my head for a moment. Instinctively, she wriggled a bit on me, and I could tell she was savoring the sensation too.
"So this is Cowgirl, right?" she asked with almost intellectual curiosity. I knew no girl could give head that well and not at least have heard of woman on top... "It feels cool so far, but isn't it a lot more work for you like this?"
I laughed out loud. "Mary, this way, I don't have to do any work at all! I can... I will... but I don't have to. You are going to do the work." I held her hips tightly and rocked her some more on me. She took up the idea with gusto and was soon sliding along me and shivering slightly.
I let go of her hips and put my hands back to work playing with those titties.
Mary was grinding on me now. I could tell she was working her clit against my once again slick member. "Now what?" she asked, a little breathlessly.
"Honestly, It looks like you could just keep doing what you are doing until you get off," I said softly. "But I rather you lift yourself up, grab my cock, and put it where we both want it."
Mary considered my words, still working her snatch against me. "Maybe when you are done," she smiled, then worked her way up onto her knees more firmly. Her hand slid underneath her, cradling my cock. She lifted it up, looked down, and pointed me up and into her dangling curls. I felt my head slot easily into her opening. She looked at me, inquiringly.
I just rolled my eyes back at her. "This isn't a class," I told her sternly. "Quit acting like a student."
She nodded sharply, and began to take me in. She pushed herself down slowly, eyes widening at the sensation of encompassing a cock, rather than have it invade her. I wagered that it would make the next invasion feel more fun, too...
I sure as hell shuddered with pleasure as she sank down on me. My eyes were transfixed on her face as she lowered, but my cock was in a pleasure palace all its own. With a sigh, she came to rest on me. My cock throbbed inside her, and her walls squeezed it in response.
I pinched a nipple... fairly hard, and she gasped, rising up a little. Then she sank back down again. I pinched the other nipple, and she got the idea. In moments, she was pushing herself up and down on me, a lopsided grin forming on her face as we both grooved to the feel of her body releasing and then embracing my shaft again.
"Okay," Mary gasped. "This is fun!"
"Not fun enough, I can tell," I said to her. It was fun enough for me though, I can assure you. "Lean forward, rest your hands on my chest, then arch your back up," I said, remembering my ex's favorite posture, the one that always worked for both of us. I had a brief antagonistic moment where I wondered if she and I had truly worked it out together, or if some other guy had shown her. I banished the unpleasant thoughts. I called her my ex for a reason.
This was now.
Mary did as I asked, and her eyes almost immediately opened wider. "Oh shiiiiiit," she murmured.
"Uh huh," I said. "Still think this is all about me?"
She didn't bother to answer, just rocking harder on me. I let her go and enjoyed the ride.
For a while.
Then I pushed my hips upward, and grabbed her ass. I supported her a little... and began thrusting up into and out of her with sudden ferocity, careful to keep my shaft entering her at the same angle, and my head stroking her in just the same place as she had set before.
"Oh wowowow," she gasped, pressing her hands down harder on my chest. That made it harder for me to thrust up, but I made it work. "I... thought... you-ou-ou said that... I was going to... oh damn... do all the work," she gasped as I pounded up into her.
"I said," I grunted with exertion, "that you could do all the work. Not that I'd make you." I slapped up into her again and again, fascinated by the mesmerizing way her boobs bounced with each impact of my hips against her crotch. "Still doing it, ungh, for you?" I gasped.
"Oh yeah," she whined. "Yes it... yes. Yeeeeeeessssss!" she gasped as I felt her come on my cock. She keened that same long yes for a gratifyingly, stimulatingly long time before she suddenly pressed down hard, pushing me back to the mattress and began humping me again.
I relaxed and tried to catch my breath from my exertions, but that was hard, and her new, suddenly frenzied fucking had me worried that I was getting close to, and at a rapid rate. "Please tell me you have terrible period cramps and have to be on the pill," I grunted.
Mary laughed and panted hard. "No, I have easy periods. But I am on the pill because my father is allergic to the word 'granddad'!" I didn't need the reminder of Yancey, but at this point all I really cared about was that I didn't have to desperately push her off of me. And I'd have had to do it quick, because I knew it was going to be soon.
"Dad!"
Among the bad habits I have never broken my daughter of is the fact that she is a 'soft knocker'. I have never been able to get the idea into her head that you knock loudly because the whole idea is to let the people inside a house or room know the you are there. Becca knocks quietly. Too quietly.
And I had given her my spare room key...
And so, in the middle of things, I hear my daughter's voice calling, "Dad!" with a mix of embarrassment and... enthusiasm?
But the next word, which came as Mary twisted in shock toward the entrance, was "Mary?" And it was tinged with shock and scandal.
"What the actual fuck?!?" was a veritable buffet of negative emotions, featuring anger, fury, disgust, and general disapproval and betrayal.
Mary rolled off of me and curled up into a shivering ball, hiding her face. I was pretty sure that she was just cooking off a second orgasm when Becca walked in, and I hoped that she wasn't going to lose her mind with conflicting sensations.
This left me lying on my back and with superhuman speed, I rolled away from Becca and hurled myself to the floor behind my bed, staring back at my daughter with wide eyes. The last thing my daughter needed was to see my wet, engorged cock!
Then none of us moved, except for Mary uncurling just enough to look up at Becca. That frozen tableau seemed to last for an eternity as I died from embarrassment. Becca's jaw worked, words failing her.
At last, she heaved a deep breath of fortifying oxygen and hissed, "I can't even!"
"Becca," I started to say, but she literally shushed me and raised an imperial finger to halt any further attempts at speech by me.
"I cannot talk to you two here... with that bed in the room," Becca said with sudden, icy calm. She looked at her watch. "In twenty minutes, at precisely 3:30, no sooner, no later, you two will show up in the ship's library and we will talk. No one has ever used that room in the history of this ship, but it is public, so I will have to keep from screaming there."
She whirled toward the door. She took a step toward it, and paused. Without looking back she ground out, "The two of you should be able to make yourselves at least somewhat presentable in twenty minutes!" The door slammed behind her.
Mary and I stared at each other in horror.
*
At exactly 3:30, the two of us, slightly washed and fully re-dressed (or as fully dressed as Mary could be in that bikini top), tentatively walked into the tall, lovely space of the ship's library. The library had been something of a joke among us. We all walked by it every day, and no-one was ever in there. Carol had even gone through the door once, just to prove to us all that it wasn't just a matte painting.
Oh.
Fuck.
Becca had decided that she needed moral support.
She sat in a nice cushioned chair along the far wall, and sitting to either side of her were Carol and Anne, both looking very puzzled about what this was all about.
No no no no no no!
"Mister H, what is up?" Carol asked earnestly.
"Becca, I don't think..." I desperately tried to stop this whole train wreck.
But Becca cut us all off. "Shut the fuck up, Dad!" she snapped, which shocked Anne and Carol, and even Mary, who knew the reason. It shocked me. I am not in the habit of tolerating lip like that from my offspring. But I was painfully aware that she suddenly had about fifty Get Out of Jail Free cards in a shiny new, Mary-shaped box. I shut up and braced for impact.
"What is up," Becca said with silken menace to Carol, "is that I just went to check on Dad in his cabin, and found him...in flagranté delicto," she sputtered, "with Mary!" She pointed a finger accusingly at her friend.
About forty-eight train cars derailed before me. I watched in my mind's eye as one, filled with nuns and orphans spun through the air and over a cliff. I thought my daughter had discretion. I had taught the girl discretion. This was the opposite of discretion.
Please, Lord, let Anne and Carol keep their mouths shut.
"Whoa," Carol said hoarsely. "Like, doing it?"
"Yes," my daughter ground out through clenched teeth. "She was riding... Oh," she cut herself off in disgust before she creeped herself out.
"Mary too?" Carol asked me quietly, and I saw in her eyes as she asked it that she realized what she was saying.
"Yes, Mary," Becca spat. "Right there in..." she stopped and stared at the horrified Carol. Her whole body suddenly stilled, and Becca turned slightly in her chair toward her suddenly frozen friend. "'Too'?" she quoted. "'Too'?" she hissed.
Carol's silence was a confession. So was mine.
"'Too'?" Mary asked Carol. Her tone of voice was, small favors, more amused than jealous. But it was gratifyingly at least a little jealous.
"Dad!" Becca wailed quietly at me, imploring the situation to disappear.
"Leave your Dad alone," Carol said sternly, rounding on Becca. "I came on to him. He was like a deer in the headlights," she went on, coming to my defense. "It was super cute, actually, but it was my idea."
"Your dad is great, Becca," Mary added, coming to my defense as well in what I sensed was going to be an ultimately unhelpful effort. "And I chased him down as well. "But he wasn't all that hesitant with me," she added in an aside to Carol that, yep, was not going to be helpful.
"I broke him down first," Carol said.
Anne laughed.
Don't you fucking dare, girl! You were in the clear at least!
No no no no no.
"No!" both Carol and Mary said at once. Anne just shook her head, meaning the affirmative.
"Did you even hurt your knee at all, Carol? Or was that just a ruse," Anne suggested, grinning a fey grin that was most unlike her, at least in my experience.
Carol had the grace to look sheepish. Now she finds the grace...
"Then you weren't the firrrrst!" Anne actually sang.
My eyes went warily to Mary, with whom I'd been just a few minutes before.
She stared back at me, but then smiled. "I am seriously glad I got my shot in before we all got busted, then," she told me ruefully.
For the first time in my life as a father of a little girl, I gave profound thanks for the morals of modern hookup culture... I had known, we had all discussed that this was just a thing, and not a Thing, but still, to have three girls all find out about each other simultaneously... It was mind-boggling, but I suspected I might get out of this room some way other than in a variety of separate baskets.
But I forgot the fourth girl.
"Oh. My. Fucking. God," Becca groaned, burying her face in her hands. "I cannot even believe this shit!" She looked up at all of her friends and hissed, "Get the fuck out of here."
Instantly, the three's banter, and their slightly crazed, slightly jealous camaraderie evaporated. Anne, who had completely pushed it over the edge, was the first to respond. "Geez, Becca! I'm so sorry! We didn't... none of us wanted to hurt..."
"But you didn't tell me, did you?" Becca growled.
"No," Anne said in a small voice.
"Get out."
"Becca," Mary tried.
"Get out. The three of you," Becca said again, with iron will. Then her posture softened. A little. "We are all okay, guys... or we will be, once I chew my dad up and spit him out. Now, get out."
"Becca, don't..." Carol tried to say.
"Get. The. Fuck. Out."
The three of them quietly trooped out in a swift, orderly retreat. The cowards. They left me with... The Rampaging Daughter of Doom.
Becca just sat there, face back in her upturned palms. I sank quietly down in the chair beside her that Anne had vacated.
At last, Becca sat up and back in her chair, heaved a deep sigh, and looked at me. "Really, Dad? Really?"
I really did not know what to say.
"What the actual fuck, Dad!"
"Language," I mumbled automatically.
"Good grief," Becca rolled her eyes to the heavens. "Like you were going to correct anything my friends said in the last few days!"
A memory or two intruded into my mind. "Actually..." I said, almost to myself.
Becca laughed. A deep, rich, genuinely amused laugh. "Oh my God, you did!" She said gleefully, pointing a finger at me. "You corrected one of my friends F-bombs... with your dick inside her," her laughing tone had segued back into a snarl as she finished the sentence. "Listen, Dad," she went on, leaning toward me, "I actually appreciate you keeping my vocabulary in the civilized range, but right now, for the purposes of this fucking conversation, I am going to use whatever shitty goddamned vocabulary I fucking well want to. Got that, Asshole?"
In his first moment of true restraint in five days, the asshole shut up and got it. She stared at me some more. Honestly, I would have rathered that she yell at me.
She shook her head. "I mean, I was half-way to coming to grips internally with the Mary situation before you came in here and my moral backup became a fifth column," she sighed. "And I can't help but feel it is all my fault."
"What?"
"I mean, I have fretted a lot about you and your non-existent, previously non-existent, sex life, Dad," she said miserably. "And I have known all of them have had inexplicable crushes on you forever."
"Inexplicable?" I could not stop myself from asking.
"In. Explicable. You are a forty-five year-old man, Dad, who is not in nearly the shape he used to be, who corrects people's profanity, and who won't even let a twenty year-old who isn't your daughter have a fucking White Claw. Whatever," she finished, throwing up her hands in the air. "You feed them all the time, so that's probably it. Anyway, I should have seen one of them trying to fix my worries."
"You didn't..."
"I most certainly did not suggest that any of them 'fix your problem,' Dad!" Becca said indignantly. "I may have thought about it..."
"What?"
"Not one of them! They are my closest friends," she snapped. "Besides, you always acted like none of them were alive." She heaved another deep breath. "The idea of getting Stephanie to hook up with you did enter my mind. You used to check her out all the time."



"The bitch?" I asked incredulously. The fact that I had considered it myself did not need to come up in this conversation.
"She's not a bitch, Dad," Becca said with surprising fervor. "She is insecure, and it makes her prickly, but she is actually a really considerate person to everyone around her. And she is surprisingly trustworthy, unlike some of my other friends."
"Becca..."
"Goddamnit Dad, I'm the one with the fucking talking stick right now, remember?" I shut up. "Look, I do not approve of their actions, close as they were to my own idle, and rapidly, completely dismissed ideas, and I do not approve of your choices. But apparently I am going to have to live with it having happened. And I may need hypnosis to get what I saw in your room out of my head. But we will be fine... eventually." She put her head back in her hands. "Please just go away. I'll see everybody at dinner."
I almost staggered out of the room, back toward my cabin and the shower to end all showers.
That could have gone worse. No one had died aboard the rail car full of nuns and orphans, though there were lots of battered bodies. Becca seemed intent on still talking to both me and her friends. I might get something for Christmas other than a coffee mug with Worst Dad Ever on it.
*
It was not until I was halfway through my shower that I realized Becca had at no time actually told me to not do it again...
----------------
Thanks for continuing on this latest ride with me! The cruise is ending, but Clark's story is most definitely not. I hope you have enjoyed reading it as much as I have enjoyed writing it. Thanks in advance for your kind votes and favorites, and please take a moment to comment. As always, that's how I get rewarded and encouraged.
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Guilty Pleasures - Four
------------------
To say that the end of the cruise was weird was underselling it. It was almost entirely surreal. Dinner together that last night had been terribly uncomfortable for everyone, as far as I could tell. Not one word was spoken about what had happened. My eyes even managed to behave themselves for the first time since Anne had walked into my stateroom.
But there was this almost hysterical edge to the evening, with every joke, every funny story getting gales of borderline desperate laughter.
I sat with Becca on the flight back. Anne and Mary's parents had used miles to get them to Ft. Lauderdale and back, and were on another airline. Carol sat a row ahead and on the other side. Becca and I had a tranquil ride, mostly reading our books. We did spend about a half hour talking about her classes for the Fall, and the internship she had on campus for the summer. It meant that she was staying on campus, instead of coming home. Neither of us commented on why that might be a little more... tranquil.
Lots of Becca's friends were staying in the Chapel Hill area for the summer. Some were taking classes, others were working. Becca pointedly did not say anything about our fellow cruisers' summer plans, but I already knew that they were going to be staying around.
When we finally got home, Becca did not stay at home overnight, which I took to be an editorial decision. She was rooming with Mary over the summer, and that meant she was choosing to go spend her time with her friend. The father in me found that comforting. I would not have wanted to mess up any friendships.
I figured that if I made it to lunch the next day without a call from a homicide detective about either Mary's or Becca's corpse, I could go back to just worrying about my own relationship with my daughter.
*
The next Saturday dawned clear, sunny, and warm but not scalding hot. It was a perfect day for a pool hangout, and I wondered apprehensively if those marvelous days of enjoying my daughter's company were no more. Becca never called ahead, or asked permission. My house was hers as well, and I had always made that clear to her, along with the fact that she never needed to give me a heads up. I just was always prepared.
As usual Becca arrived with a crowd of hangers on. I relaxed a little as kids streamed in.
But conspicuous in their absence were the trinity...
As I was setting up the grill for later work, Becca brought two new faces, both young, attractive, and male, to introduce to me. Carl and Benny were in Becca's dorm for the summer. It was not hard to surmise from their nervousness about me, their slightly adversarial nature with each other, and most alarmingly from Becca's pointedly defiant attitude toward me, that one or the other (please God, not both) were going to be a worry for me in coming weeks.
She shooed them off after the introductions, but remained with me. She was giving me the chance to issue some fatherly words of caution as was my usual procedure when she introduced me to new boys. I was not about to fucking take that bait that afternoon, though. Not given recent events. I could not tell if Becca was disappointed I hadn't stepped into the trap, or pleased that I was sufficiently cowed.
I wasn't that cowed. If I detected signs of growing closeness, I'd take the hit and dispense the fatherly advice. I always did. I had fucked up, but I had not abdicated my responsibilities.
But I did ask idly about Anne, Carol, and Mary.
"They all were busy today, Dad," came the flat reply.
Hoo boy.
Carol occasionally had team things to take care of, but Anne and Mary had never in history been too busy for a pool hang. I sensed I was not the only one receiving a not so gentle message that day.
*
But the next weekend, another pool hang went off without a hitch, and Carol, Anne, and Mary were all in attendance, as if nothing had ever happened. My eyes were not quite so well-behaved as they had been in the immediate aftermath of getting caught, but no one made an issue of it. I tried to ogle Stephanie instead, and succeeded for the most part.
I was sure that all three of my... problems were aware I could not entirely keep my eyes off them, and I was quite sure that none of them minded. I found myself with foreboding feelings about that.
Carl and Benny were around to infest the festivities again, but neither seemed to have closed any kind of deal with my daughter, in any way. In fact, a third new face had come along, James, or Jim, or something like that, to further complicate matters. I was glad my daughter was not leaping into a new relationship just to piss me off, but I did not like feeling that she was at the center of an impending feeding frenzy either.
Regardless, I felt like I was fully back in my daughter's life, if not quite back in her good graces. The party was fun, even if I did have to leave for a few minutes to buy more eggplant for vegetarians and five beers disappeared from my fridge while I was gone.
I made no mention of the fact.
*
Work was... work. We had a critical component we needed to complete a production design for. My team's prototype was twice as big as it needed to be. Most of the work was supposed to have been done in my absence on the cruise, but I had to throw out much of my team's efforts when I got a good look at them. They were on the right track, and had done some good work, but the most brilliant circuit layout in the world is useless if the component is two inches too large to fit in the fucking box.
I came home that afternoon, glad we were in a heat wave. I changed immediately into my trunks. (My backyard is pretty private, but with a daughter, I had never gotten into the naturalist thing back there, even when I lived alone.)
Ten minutes after closing the garage door, I was lying back, listening to Bon Jovi, and cracking open a beer.
I heard a knock at the side gate. I looked over to see Mary first peeking around the wooden gate, then coming entirely into the yard and closing it behind her.
Alone.
Fuck.
Fuck, fuck, fuck.
At least she wasn't in a bikini, but what she had on instead was not really much better. She had pink cotton duck shorts with a high, tight waist that were cut very high in back, high enough that when she turned to close the gate I could clearly see a good thumb's-breadth of soft ass peeking out. Up top she had on a pale, pastel-colored plaid button-down shirt with short sleeves and the tails knotted below her breasts, leaving a wide expanse of bare belly.
Mary usually dressed in a fairly body-positive manner that showed off her positive body, but this was a bit extravagant, even for her.
I had had two damned weeks since the cruise to get my shit together about these girls. I should have felt calm and ready to put an end to whatever Mary had in mind, not that I didn't know what that was already.
Should. Have.
My dick instantly made known that it was in favor of whatever Mary's plans were. And I didn't even have a shirt to pull down over the swelling front of my trunks.
"Hello, Mary," I said, as casually as I could. "Becca isn't here."
"Oh, I know," Mary said with a smile that shone with a false innocence. "She just started a four-hour shift this afternoon, and has a date real soon after she gets off work." She came over toward me, pretending not to look at my lap. "So I know she won't be coming by to see you tonight, and I thought you might be lonely."
She sat at the foot of my chaise as I drew my legs up and to the side.
"Mary, maybe this is a bad idea?" I said uncomfortably.
"I'm not sure you believe that," Yancey's daughter said softly, looking down openly at my waist, where I had tentatively raised the thigh toward her to obscure things.
"I thought we agreed this was better to be a one-time thing, Mary. Right?"
"Yes."
"So, um..." I trailed off.
"Because our one time wasn't really done when we sufferedBeccus Interruptus, was it?" Mary said, rather than asked, firmly.
She had a point, my vile male appendage put in.
"I've been thinking of not much else since then, except for the feel of that cock of yours swelling and about to burst inside of me, then having everything cut off in a panic," she said, inching toward me along the chaise.
I'll admit that I had emptied my balls a few times since the cruise, thinking of that interrupted impending orgasm as well. None of those times were anything beyond a pale shadow of what I had been about to experience.
She could see it in my eyes. She knew she had me, and I wondered why I wanted to play-act any more.
"I guess we really should not leave a job undone," I said. "It is important to finish what you start," I added, leaning over to kiss her, gently at first.
"Absolutely," Mary said firmly, her hand resting on my thigh, already sliding up the loose leg of my trunks an inch or so. "But I can't see trying to pick up exactly where we left off. I think we should start over at the beginning."
Oh hell...
Still kissing her, I reached out and my hands stroked up her sides. After a brief but marvelous caress of her outer curves, I slid my hands over the front of her boobs and swiftly tugged at the knot of her shirt tails. As far as I could tell, not a single button was buttoned on the front.
The knot was really tight however, and I found that I was struggling to loosen it. I dug in my fingers and pulled. It started to loosen, but this was ridiculous.
"Given your obvious plan, I would have thought you might have tied this a little more loosely," I teased.
"Ha! I wanted both of us to see plainly how committed to this thing you were," Mary smiled, pressing her chest forward. This child was seriously devious.
No, whatever she was, no matter how young, she was not a child. Never had being inescapably trapped been so (mildly) reassuring.
I slipped a finger into a loop and the shirt suddenly slid loose of the knot. I leaned back to make sure I could see as I spread the front of her blouse open to reveal those scrumptious, braless boobs. Mary just smiled like a cat with a dish of cream as my hands took them in their grasp.
My attempt to bend and suckle on a dark peak was made more difficult as Mary was equally determined to untie my own drawstring and push my trunks off. A gentleman should let the lady have her way, I guessed, and gave up my suckling briefly to lift up and let her complete her task. My happy erection bobbed free. Naked, I returned to my suckling activities.
Mary clearly liked what I was doing, and she let me play for a few minutes, first one hand, then the other, idly making sure my cock wasn't out in the open for nothing. I soon had her squirming, and I hadn't so much as touched her shorts yet.
"Oh this is so nice," she piped up, tilting my chin upward. "But I have been thinking about you all day, knowing I had this opportunity, and I want to get back to our interrupted activity."
Oh, hell no.
"Not yet," I shot back with a grin. "You are just going to wait to get fucked a little longer. There is something else I didn't get to do, and I'm hoping it will make the main event even better for you."
"That's not... Hey!" Mary squealed as I pounced on her, pushing her back into the chaise and tugging at her shorts. They were tight on her, and even after working the zipper open, I had to struggle to work them off her wriggling form. I was both glad and unsurprised at this point to see that she had not bothered with panties.
Tossing her shorts away, and wincing because my throw almost sent them in the pool, I grinned and dove my face down to her belly and began kissing and tonguing her cute, deep, slightly off-center navel.
"Oh," Mary gulped, catching my intent now, "well, if you are going to do this, I can be a little patient. They both said you were really good at going down."
That actually stopped me. I looked up at her. "'They?'"
Mary looked little sheepish, something I had not seen in a good long while. "Well, after we had a few days of extreme cattiness, the three of us... notes were compared."
Good grief. Not only was I going to hell, I was already there, and unlikely to get out.
But what a way to go.
I went back to work, circling her fiery red pussy with lips and fingertips. She was going to be made to wait for...
"Oh no, Mister H," she said, grabbing my head. "They said you like to tease forever. But I am so fucking dying already. Please don't do this to me!" She tugged me to the side, away from the lush inner thigh I was feasting on, and in deeper.
I had literally never been with someone who had a scouting report. I grumpily observed that it took away from the spontaneity of it all.
But not the pleasure.
I inhaled briefly, and then dove my lips into her curly pubes. She tasted divine, of course. I think all women do. But she was different from Carol, and worlds from Anne's crazy savoriness. And she was definitely more than a little turned on. Everything was soaked down there and I grinned happily as I plunged my tongue into her depths.
"Yessss," Mary breathed almost immediately, pushing her hips up and toward me. I took the opportunity to reach under with both hands and grab her soft, round ass, giving it a good squeeze and my tongue worked around inside her. "Yeeeeesssss."
After another hard squeeze that made my cock jump with how nice her body was, I slipped one hand out from under her ass and slid its middle finger up inside her. As I curled it up inside her, I dragged my tongue along and up to flick over her hood.
Her clit itself was almost tiny, but hard as a dried pea. Not that it was remotely dry. And she was most appreciative of my attention to it. She squealed with an almost guttural glee. I tilted my eyes upward toward her, and whispered, "Careful! Neighbors..."
She bit her lower lip swiftly to cut off any further noise.
Of course, I then instantly put on a full-court press, flicking her bud and tickling her insides while humming with as much vibrato as I could muster. Her attempts at silence were blown to smithereens, just as I had wanted.
"Oh sheeeeeeeeet," she gasped. "I'm going to die here..."
Just the Little Death, Mary. Just the Little Death.
The Little But Very Loud Death, in fact. Privately, I knew my neighbors to the left were out of town, while the ones to the right always worked late. I'm just evil and wanted to put a little scare into Mary for coming over and reminding me how hapless a man I was.
I could have pushed her to a second wave of bliss once her first began to subside, but I kind of was impatient to get back to our two week oldcoitus interruptus as well.
"Holy shit, Mister H!" Mary blubbered as my face rose from between her thighs. "That was as advertised! Better maybe!" I just looked at her with an expectant expression, eyes boring into hers. Her wild-eyed expression cleared and she returned my gaze. "Time to get back into it, isn't it?" she asked happily.
"I like to finish a job," I said. I grabbed the throw cushion from behind Mary and set it on the rough concrete of the pool patio. My old knees needed protection. I set those knees on the pillow, at the side of the chaise, and Mary let me guide her to sit on the edge of the side, her legs to either side of my worshiping form. I could tell she wasn't exactly sure what I was up to, but willing to let me set the agenda.
I bent low and once again licked her soft mound until I drew a sharp inhalation of pleasure. At that, I began kissing my way back up her belly to those big, delicious, miraculously bouncy tits, devouring each in turn while making silly noises.
"You really love my boobies, don't you, Mister H?" she giggled. A perceptive girl...
Impatiently, I rose further and pressed the length of my more than ready cock against her hot, wet, and far past ready pussy. We both just writhed like that for a few moments, pressing ourselves together and getting me well and truly lubricated.
"Now," Mary breathed and reached down to guide my cock with just her fingertips. She pointed me down and pressed lightly, sinking my tip inside her. I looked down between us and watched in marveling fascination as I made my cock disappear into that amazing, confining, utterly inappropriate-to-be-fucking slit.
I could feel guilty later.
Mary rested her hands on my shoulders, and I held one hip, squeezing a breast with my free hand as I started slowly stroking inside her, with short thrusts at first that kept me well and truly buried in her. She bit her cute little lip like she did, when I found something that she really liked, and I increased the length of my strokes.
Her pussy felt divine, as tight as I remembered, and warmly welcoming. Each passage of my cock sent thrills up my spine, and I kept my pace slow to enjoy each thrust individually. I could and would blend them together in a while, with a faster pace.
I buried myself to the hilt after the warm-up, and paused there. I kissed Mary, softly at first, but she was having none of that and practically inhaled my tongue. Almost against my will, my hips began racking again. My own rising urgency made it hard for me to keep a rhythm, but I forced myself to stay in control. I did let go of that fabulous boobie and grabbed her ass with both hands, pulling her even closer to the edge and harder against me.
"How are you doing?" I asked with a grin. "I'm I hitting you right where you liked it last time?"
"This is amazing," Mary panted in reply. "You aren't quite setting off the fireworks like last time, but that's okay. This is so hot."
"It's not okay," I playfully scolded her. "I am not putting in... all this... effort," I grunted as I slammed into her extra powerfully for a few strokes, "for you... to get less than... everything out of it!" I slowed my efforts.
"Want me to get back on top?" Mary asked, a little eagerly.
"Selfishly? No," I snorted. "It takes... a lot less... work to slam into you like this," I chuckled, illustrating my point. "But you can help me. Rock you hips back and forth so I'm sliding along the fuse for those fireworks. Push me away a little if you need me to go shallower. Tug on me to make me change my own angle of attack."
Jesus, I was back to instructing again...
"Whether the man is on top, or you are, or something in between like this," I went on regardless, "nothing says you don't have ways to guide things for your pleasure as much as mine... his."
Mary nodded a little breathlessly and began to twist her hips. I saw her eyes suddenly widen, and I knew she had felt it. Her hands grabbed my shoulders tight and she leaned backwards, arching her back and supporting herself on me. I felt a surge of new excitement as her insides clamped down on me with sudden new desperation.
There we go.
I lengthened my strokes, pulling perilously close to all the way out before each stroke. Deliriously good as each passage felt, I needed to be careful not to fall out and mess up our mutual rise. I could feel us both beginning to rush toward a hopefully simultaneous fulfillment, and I wanted nothing to interrupt our journey now.
"Oh my fucking God!"
I had thought that there could be nothing worse than the voice of your daughter, discovering you in the middle of fucking her best friend.



Turns out, the voice of your good friend discovering you in the middle of fucking her twenty year-old daughter... is way worse.
My vision, which had narrowed to the gorgeous redhead whose legs I was between, widened back out, to encompass the shocked form of her mother, still dressed from work, who had wandered into my backyard, via the side gate.
My mind absolutely gibbered with panic. How had I not even thought to worry about this version of getting caught? My body betrayed me and I'm pretty sure I drove twice more into Mary before my brain's desperate pleas finally convinced my hips to stop goddamned thrusting. I tried to pull out of her then, but Mary, who of course knew that voice all too well, also panicked, and slammed herself against me, clinging for dear life.
Trapped with Mary's face buried in my neck, my wide eyes locked with Wanda's blazing green gaze.
Fuck fuck fuck fuck fuck!
Fuuuuck.
"Wanda!" I babbled. "Uh, hi! I... uh..." There were no words. It had been an astounding feat for me to utter what noises I had.
"Mom!" gasped Mary, twisting away from me as she realized that burying herself in my arms might not be the actual haven at which she had instinctively clutched. "I... we..."
Suddenly, Mary was clutching her hands over her boobs and yanking her knees up to her chest, legs tight together. That left me kneeling there beside the chaise, my bobbing, angry, and bereft erection, dripping with her daughters juices, in full view of Wanda.
Her gaze was literally withering, as I have never lost an erection that fast. I broke my own paralysis and sat back on my haunches, covering myself below the waist at least with the dubious cover of the chaise.
"Mom, I..." Mary started to say desperately, but Wanda cut her off.
"Stop! Not another word," she said, the anger in her voice leavened only by the incredulity. "Get dressed. Go home. We have so much to talk about, young lady." Wanda paused to gather herself with a visible effort. "Your father is out of town in Atlanta tonight. We might possibly not have to tell him about this... depending." She glared at me with those final words. It was momentarily hard to be cowed. upon hearing such sudden, unlooked for hope. But I managed to be cowed anyway.
Mary lunged for her clothes, wordlessly leaping into her shorts. She donned her shirt, doing up all the buttons and at least not looking like the slutty dream she had when she had first come into my yard. Not that it cut any mustard with Wanda. She just shook her head at her daughter. "Clark and I are going to have... a discussion," she snapped at Mary. "I will be home later. Wait. For. Me. There."
Mary shot a glance at me that was simultaneously apologetic and imploring, and which did her no favors with her mother, before practically sprinting out of my yard.
Wanda looked back at me, still cowering behind the chaise. "Put your pants on, for God's sake," she snorted, looking pointedly away from me. As I scrabbled for my trunks, keenly away that I had no shirt out here to wear, Wanda's shoulders slumped and she stepped toward one of my big outdoor wicker chairs. She plopped down on it almost despairingly, snapping, "And pour me a goddamned drink."
A drink? Now?
Well, it occurred to me, were I in a similar situation, I would be experiencing either a murderous rage, or a desperate need for a stiff one. Hoping that alcohol would be enough and Wanda wouldn't opt for both, I yanked at my trunks and turned toward the house.
I paused as I finally got the suit up over my ass, and turned back to Wanda. "Chardonnay okay?" I asked tentatively.
"Bourbon, you ass," came the acidic reply. Wanda seldom drank the hard stuff.
Altering my intended destination from kitchen to living room, I poured two fingers into two lowballs from my best currently open bottle, a Basil Hayden's single barrel, tossed in some ice from my ice maker, and proceeded with as much haste as my reluctant feet could muster to return to Wanda. I handed hers over and sat in the next chair.
She took a big slug and inhaled softly at the burn. She looked deep into the glass, then slowly at the chaise across my pool. Finally, she looked up at me.
"Really, Clark? Really?" Wanda asked, almost plaintively.
I met her eyes briefly, before gazing into my own glass. I took an unwisely large gulp myself. The burn felt... deserved.
"How long has this been going on?"
"The cruise," I said softly. "At the very end. Just the once, and we were interrupted before..." I cut myself off, not wanting to go down the road of explaining how.
"So, since then you've been fucking my daughter?"
"No!" I said hastily. "We've stayed away from each other. I mean, she came by for a pool hang with Becca and eight other kids last Saturday, but that was it." My mouth was running away with me. "Then today, she just..."
Do. Not. Throw. Mary. Under. The. Bus.
"We... we decided to finish what we had started," I said miserably.
Wanda just stared at me, taking another big slug of the whiskey. Anger and incredulity still warred in her eyes as they stared at me. I resumed fretting about not having a shirt. Why hadn't I grabbed one when I went in for the drinks?
"I know," I said miserably. "She's only twenty..."
Wanda snorted. "Let's say that I am aware she is not... was not a virgin, Clark," she said acidicly. "I was more focused on the fact that she is my daughter." She took another sip.
"I know," I said miserably. "I understand, believe me," I added, really beginning to wallow in my guilt.
"No you don't," Wanda snapped, taking yet another belt. "If anyone was going to fuck you, it was supposed to be me!"
What?
I stared at her. I had not thought my eyes could have gotten wider than they had earlier, but I was certain that they now did.
Wanda clearly realized what she had said, but too late. She looked back at me in shock of her own. We stared at each other, each looking like we had seen a dancing hippo with a machine gun.
"What?" I said out loud.
Wanda looked at me, frozen. That was okay, I was frozen too.
My confusion was exacerbated by the fact that Wanda is... when I first met her, ten years before, she was pretty much a smoke show. Time had since been very kind, in some ways truly benevolent to her, leaving her more like a glowing ember show, but still definitely a helluva show. A few inches taller than her daughter, they share the same buxom build, same curvy hips, and Wanda's hair has lost none of the coppery brilliance or wavy texture of her daughter's mane. Her face, with the benevolence of time, is less cute than elegant, and she possesses an earthy confidence that is a joy to hang around with.
I have never had that mysterious reality distortion field that let me ignore Wanda's looks the way I used to be able to do with Mary. Since I'd known the Franklins, no get together had passed without a good appreciative look or three in Wanda's direction. I had felt her noticing my glances from time to time. She was well used to them, and had never seemed to mind.
But I didn't lust after her, and I didn't fantasize about her. Even once I was divorced, she and Yancey always seemed well and truly solid. And if they hadn't been, Yancey was my friend. My very good friend.
And I had damned sure never imagined there were any thoughts about me on Wanda's part! What the fuck was this?
I should have just shied away from whatever glitch those words had been. But what if they weren't a glitch? I had just had my cock in her daughter, after all.
Fuck.
I ran through the likely scenario: She wished that she had come onto me, in my monstrous loneliness, so that I would not have leapt at Mary? Was any of that even true? Why did all these women who liked me seem so convinced my life was some giant sea of loneliness?
I mean, I was lonely, yes. But I had a pretty good existence.
Wanda clearly looked like she wished she had never spoken a word in her life. She stared at me warily. Not as warily as I was staring at her, now for multiple reasons, but still quite warily. Then she grimaced, and said simply. "Yancey fucked Rebecca."
Please note, she said Rebecca. Not Becca. Rebecca is my ex-wife.
"What?"
"It was about a year before you guys divorced," Wanda said apologetically. "I found out about it, and made Yancey cut it off instantly."
"You didn't tell me?" I demanded incredulously. I was a sea of suddenly roiling emotions, but in an almost detached way. It was weird, but I could see that none of the myriad unpleasantries in my mind were as intense as I would have expected. "Wanda, why?"
"I'm sorry," she said, almost meekly. "I knew I should said something. But if I had, you would not have taken it as calmly then as you are now."
Calmly? Calmly!? I guess I was not feeling the need for violence... Time and all that.
"I wanted to have the chance to see if Yancey and I could repair things. We were pretty rocky at the time, even without the fucking of Rebecca... but I still loved him, or at least I hoped I did. We worked and worked at it, and in most ways, I think we are stronger now than ever. Certainly miles ahead of the doldrums we were in back then. By the time I felt he and I were back on solid ground, I was afraid to tell you, because I'd waited so long." She grimaced. "Then Rebecca went and divorced you anyway, the stupid bint. And as down as you were, I thought that telling you at that point would have just been cruel."
As I said, I was calmer than I'd have expected. That does not mean I was calm. "I think I'm going to have to talk to Yancey," I said, almost to myself.
"Clark! Don't, um..."
"Easy, Wanda. I am fine. I had already figured out that she must have cheated on me toward the end. I just have proof now. I don't care enough about her anymore to get too terribly mad. That said," I finished almost good humoredly, "at some point, Yancey and I need to have a little chat."
"I just... I don't..." Wanda said, still uncertain.
"But that still doesn't explain," I went on, still almost to myself, "what you meant to begin with." Don't think out loud about someone else, right in front of them. Especially not when you don't really wish to restart a conversation.
Wanda didn't look like she wanted to restart the thing either. But she also seemed like she did, now that she had. She took a deep breath.
"Like I said, Yancey and I have patched things up, and are mostly better than before. But it just won't go away. I've forgiven him, and he has forgiven himself, I think." Wanda looked at me seriously. "But we still have the problem. It is an imbalance, if you will. He did it. I didn't. We can't quite get past it."
"You guys seem so happy, so together," I offered, a little puzzled. I feel like I'm a bit more perceptive than the average guy (cheating wife aside), and I meant what I said about Yancey and Wanda.
"We are," Wanda said firmly. "But..." she thought a second, "but I win every argument."
I laughed. "The wife always wins the argument, Wanda. That's not news."
"We wives win because the wife is almost always right," Wanda snorted. "And I am right, of course, almost all the time." Her grin faded. "But even when I know I'm wrong, when I'm just being bitchy about something, I win. We are not even in our relationship."
"I see," I said.
I did not see.
"Back right when it happened, when I was deciding if I should tell you," Wanda said, a whole lot more hesitant again, "I wondered if the best thing to do, or at least the most satisfying, would be to just hook up with you, so we could both get some revenge."
"Wanda!"
"Yeah, I know," she muttered.
"I don't understand," I said. "If you have patched things up with Yancey, how are you still even thinking about revenge?"
"I'm not. Not about revenge. Not any more. But... I do still think about how uneven things remain. Yancey had his fun. Whether I forgive him or not. Whether you forgive him or not, he still is one up on me... on us. Not a year goes by where it isn't occasionally in the back of my mind that there would be an easy way to reset things. To make the field level again."
I stared at her in final comprehension.
She quirked her lips in a half-smile. "So now you can see why I am a little peeved at my daughter for grabbing a guy I sort of felt I had dibs on."
And she didn't stop looking at me. I know that look. I'd seen it from three other women lately, including earlier that day.
Now that her 'evening up' strategy was out in the open with me, she was seriously looking to carry through with it!
Oh, shit.
On the one hand, I was now confronted with a beautiful, entertaining woman who was a full woman, my own age and everything--the sort of partner civilized people have. On the other, she had her own, even more nuclear drawback. Whatever the surrounding circumstances, she was married. Married to my friend.
Who was I kidding? I was weak and broken. Repeatedly. How could I resist this new disaster?
I looked at Wanda, really looked at her. She was my friend too, independent of my relationship with Yancey. Too many things could go wrong. I would not take the risk. I would not let her take the risk.
And Yancey, who was a third party and not being consulted, deserved consideration... despite being the one responsible.
But really looking at Wanda was a serious reminder of how attractive, how sexy she was.
I sighed in pain.
"No." I said, plainly and gently. I realized that I meant it. My self-esteem soared. My dick kind of wept.
"No?" Wanda asked in a small voice.
"I can't do it, Wanda. I..."
Her face just fell apart. This beautiful woman with the unlooked-for saucy attitude sagged. She looked down at her glass, found it empty save for a few, sad, mostly melted ice cubes, and set it gently on the table. Then she buried her face in her hands and sobbed.
Christ!
"Wanda! My God, Wanda. I... I'm sorry! I just don't think..."
"I get it," she said, looking up a me briefly, with tear-filled eyes, before burying her face once more. "I get it. I knew my chance was gone, and stupidly said something anyway, making you confirm it."
"Wanda..." I searched for words. This was a far different reaction than I had bargained for. "I just don't want to...
"I said I get it!" she almost snarled, though I could tell her anger was not at me. "I've seen my daughter, Clark! After being with... that, why would you want to..." She cut herself off with a gasping sob, gesturing somehow incoherently at herself.
Oh, Hell no! I needed to head this off instantly. I leapt from my chair and went to sit on the arm of the one she was slumped in. I grabbed her shoulders and pulled them gently against me. "Stop right there, Wanda!" I said sternly. I sensed that it had already been a bad idea to take her in my arms in the first place, but I followed it up by putting a gentle finger under her chin and tilting her face up toward me. I was under no circumstances going to let my friend have a breakdown over this stupid, idiotic fear.
I looked her intently in the eyes. "We need to be perfectly clear about something," I went on in the sternest, most serious voice that I could summon. "You need to understand that you are one incandescently hot piece of ass."
That caught her off-guard and I saw a fleeting hint of a smile. It didn't last, but I wasn't done.
I did think it wise to disengage my arm from her and I got up off her chair. I backed away a step or two and knelt down on one knee to bring my face to eye level with her, as she managed to straighten in the seat. "Wanda, ever since I realized where you were going with telling me about Yancey and Rebecca, parts of me have been screaming to just rip your clothes off right now and just fucking revel in you."
"Oh yeah? Which part?"
Thank God. Her sense of humor had come back. She still wasn't happy, but she wasn't crying.
"More than just that one," I said with total honesty.
Here I was, about to bring up Mary. This start of this conversation had supposed to have been about the daughter, and how Wanda was going to kill me over what she had just seen, right? And I was about to go right back there. Sort of.
"I am not saying no because of anything having to do with Mary."
"Really? She is the new model, after all," Wanda grumped.
"She is a sequel," I smiled at her. I wanted to get back off that subject, however. And to the real point. "I am saying no because of Yancey. I know what he did. You told me. And he and I are still very much going to have that chat. But I won't... I can't do this to him. That's why, much as it is absolutely killing me, I have to say no."
She stared at me for a long time. I just knelt there, smiling at her and letting my genuine disappointment show.
Please don't go back to the subject of Mary. Please don't go back to the subject of Mary.
"I have groceries in my car," she said at last. "I was on my way home from the store when I saw Mary's car and..." And I blew up both our worlds. "I better get home before the ice cream melts."
With that, Wanda just stood, smiled, said thanks for the drink, and walked out my side gate. I could not help but watch hungrily as she went. She was older than her daughter. Her boobs were bigger, but could not possibly be as bouncy as her daughter's. But ye gods, she had an objectively better ass, and she knew how to move it. And she was moving it for me in punishment as she left.
For years, I had not encountered an attractive woman who seemed remotely interested in me, and now all of a sudden, this embarrassment of riches... and not a damned one of them I could feel anything other than guilty for even looking at.
*
The next day at work went almost well. I did not have to restrain myself from yelling at my team over anything. An important function test went well. Budget numbers came in better than expected. The company's founder dropped by specifically to see me, delivering an attaboy... and a brutal new project.
Over all, I should have known the day was going too well.
About two o'clock, I was starting to wind the management things up, and thinking about some of my own design responsibilities. It didn't do to let the underlings think they did more actual work than I did. My phone buzzed in my pocket. I set down my folders and pulled it out.
YANCEY FRANKLIN
Oh shit. While I wanted to have a talk with him about Rebecca, I much, much, much more did not want to have a talk with him about Mary.
At least he had not just shown up at my door with a head of steam...
"Hey Yancey," I said easily into the phone.
"Hey Clark," he said back. Then he went quiet for a moment.
"What's up?" I asked, wincing as I spoke.
"I want you to say yes."
"Huh?"
"I want you to say yes to Wanda's idea."
----------------
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"I want you to say yes to Wanda's idea," Yancey said earnestly over the phone, and I could hear just a little stress in his voice.
"Um, what?"
"You know what I'm talking about. I am on board with the idea," Yancey said seriously. "I want you to fuck my wife." He sounded serious, but I had a hard time imagining he was certain.
"She told you about it?" I asked, somewhat incredulously.
"Immediately upon coming home after talking to you," Yancey said.
"Wow..." I mused, more than little stunned. "Uh, you seem... I mean I'd have thought you'd be..." I stammered to a halt.
Wait.
Just how much had she told him?
"Yeah, I about came out of my shoes when she said it," said Yancey with a short, almost sheepish laugh.
Uh oh.
"But after five minutes back and forth, I began to believe she was making sense. In another ten, I was agreeing."
Oh thank God. She hadn't said anything about Mary.
Yancey gabbled on. "Five minutes after that, I got downright enthusiastic."
"Enthusiastic?"
"Um, she was providing some encouragement by that point," Yancey muttered.
Wow.
"I said no, Yancey," I said quietly into the phone.
"No, you didn't."
"You were not there. I very specifically said 'no'."
"Uh huh. Wanda told me that you said you wouldn't do it to me," he said. "But I'm giving permission. Actually, I'm asking."
"What? Why?"
"My reasons are pretty much the same as hers. I love her. She loves me. But I did... what I did. And it had been there between us ever since. It is like I'm privileged or something. There is an essential inequality in our lives. She hates it. I've hated it too." He paused. "I try to make up for it, but that just doesn't work. For instance, I'd like to win an argument with my wife."
The surreality of the conversation, combined with both of them being unhappy about the same example made me laugh out loud. "Yeah, like that is going to happen regardless, dude."
"I want to be able to give it my best shot," Yancey grumbled.
I was silent for a moment, my phone trembling in my hand. "This is a very bad idea," I said at last.
I heard Yancey heave a sigh. "I don't think so, but yeah, it could be. This could blow up... everything," he said, pain in his voice. "I know it. Wanda knows it too. We talked about it. But I think it will work, Clark," he said, his voice suddenly strong. "It still won't make everything right. But it should make everything be able to be made all right."
"This is crazy, Yancey," I said. Some variation on that was all I seemed to be able to say in this conversation.
"Undoubtedly," he replied. "I have some conditions about Wanda's idea. Conditions without which, it definitely won't work. She endorses them all."
I just waited. What fresh Hell was I getting myself into now? Could I escape it? Could I reject a condition or two and make this whole appallingly appealing idea go away?
"First," Yancey said quietly. "She gets four hall passes."
"That is an oddly specific number," I observed with foreboding.
"It is the number of times I... that Rebecca and I got together," he said quietly.
"I don't want to derail this discussion until we deal with it," I said just as softly, "but you and I are going to have a much longer talk on that subject."
"Yeah," he said. "I... yeah. Very soon."
"If this is about evening the two of you up," I admitted grudgingly, "that makes sense."
Why the fuck was I admitting that any shred of this made sense?
"And second, these hall passes only apply to you."
"Me?"
"Yes. You are the other wronged party here. And you are my friend. You and I are and will forever be unequal too, without doing this. Anyone else, and Wanda and I might as well just go straight to divorce court."
I just sighed. That was obvious, alas.
"And there's more reasons," Yancey said again, earnestly. "I trust you, Clark."
Don't do that, Yancey. You have no idea.
"I trust you not to hurt her... obviously," he added almost as an aside. I actually let myself snort in agreement. Obviously. "But I can also trust you not to fall in love with her. And to not let her fall in love with you." He paused. "Do any of those things not work for you, Clark?"
"Who says that I even want to have sex with Wanda?" I asked peevishly.
Yancey just laughed. "Pull the other one."
*
I told myself that I would give it two days to marinate in my mind whether I could do it or not. This was too big for a snap decision.
But it was less than two hours later than I dug my phone out of my pocket. I found to my surprise that I did not actually have her cell number, so I called her office.
"Human Resources, Wanda Franklin speaking. How can I help you?"
I sighed. "You can let me take you to dinner Friday."
There was a brief silence, in which I could hear the faint noise of movement. "Before I say yes, can I assume that Yancey convinced you? Or is this just how you want to let me down easily?" Her voice sounded... careful. Fragile?
"Wanda... Look, you have, unfortunately, seen how depraved a lunatic I am. Since you are obviously a lunatic too, I... I couldn't say no if I wanted to. And I do not want to."
A soft, self-satisfied chuckle was her initial response. "Well," she said almost hungrily, in a deep rich alto that was lower than her usually tone, "then how could I say... that sounds excellent," her voice suddenly shifted to crisp, businesslike tones. "Let me check my schedule and see how that will work out." I heard her typing on her computer for a moment. "Yes, thank you," she said, her mouth away from the receiver. Suddenly, she was speaking to me again. "I don't have anything until Friday, end of day. Why don't you bring by the pictures and paperwork from the board, and we can go over the plans."
"Somebody walked in, I assume," I said in amusement.
"Dinner? Um... sure, why not? I'll tell Yancey that he is on his own," Wanda answered. "No, he won't mind. He'll just use it as an excuse to go to Flanagan's, drink beer and eat chicken wings." I heard her do something with some papers. "Here you go, Melissa. Yes, see you tomorrow." Her voice returned to the phone. "Don't worry, we are not going to go join him," she laughed.
"Are you alone again?" I asked, amused. The byplay had relaxed my jittery nerves about the call... marginally.
"Oh, yes," came the once more deep voice.
"Are you really sending Yancey to Flanagan's?"
"Of course. You know he'd get fat in a month if I let him go there as much as he'd like. And ordinarily, I'd send you with him if I had an after-work conference. But you will be busy."
Oh God. I wished that she wouldn't sound so confident about this crazed scheme.
*
I left my work a few minutes early on Friday, and after a nervous drive I made it to Wanda's company by 5:25. I grabbed the beat-up old manilla envelope I had stuffed with some random papers and photos in case anyone looked, and slid out of my car. I walked straight in the front door. It is not a huge corporate office, just a large, two-story building in a mid-sized suburban commercial park. A receptionist was still on duty at the door--a nice enough looking young woman, maybe thirty years old.
"I'm here to see Wanda Franklin," I said diffidently. "Would you let her know that Clark Howard is here?"
"Certainly," she said, asking my name and punching a button. After a moment, she said, "Mrs. Franklin? There is a Mr. Howard here to see you. Do you have someone left around to come get him?" She listened for a moment, then said, "Sure thing," and hung up.
"She says most of her people have left already, and she trusts you not to get lost on your own," the receptionist said with a small smile. Apparently, such trust was not a common thing. I was dead bone certain that what I there for was not a common thing... "Just take the hall behind me to the left. HR will be on your right, just a few steps along. Just go on in. Pass the cubicles in there, and Mrs... Wanda's office is on the far wall. You can't miss it."
"I'm honored she thinks I can follow those directions without getting lost," I snorted, and headed back. I'm not normally sarcastic like that with strangers, but I was feeling highly nervous and wasn't hiding it well. I felt better that my departure was followed by mild but apparently genuine laughter from the woman I'd been talking to.
I clutched my envelope of 'materials for our meeting' uncertainly as I went. Wanda and I had not established the story of exactly what we were 'meeting' about. What if someone stopped me and asked? What if I said something different from Wanda?
I duly found Human Resources and entered almost cautiously. It was a small department, with only two rows of cubicles, all but three or four of which were empty. I passed them to the far wall. There were two office doors on the far wall, and the closer one read, 'Wanda Franklin - Director'. I knocked.
"Come in, Clark," Wanda called easily.
I opened her door and entered, to see her rise from her desk to greet me.
I've seen Wanda hundreds of times. We have been friends practically since she and Yancey moved into our neighborhood. I've always thought of her as a good-looking woman, who made any room she was in a little more attractive.
But today I was seeing her in the context of picking her up for dinner and to eventually take her to my house to... well, to fuck her. It made a difference in the impact of her appearance.
Not that she was bombshelling it up or anything. She wore a nicely tailored business suit in charcoal grey with subtle fuschia pin-stripes. The skirt, as I could see when she arose from her desk, was an inch or two shorter than you might expect in a business suit. Not actually short, mind you. It was not 'Secretary on the Make' short or anything, but the hem was definitely tailored to draw the eyes to how nice her legs were, despite Wanda's overall diminutive stature. I doubted that she was more than three inches taller than Mary, if that.
Under Wanda's open suit jacket, she wore a white, cotton broadcloth, button-down dress blouse, starched at least as stiff as the similar shirt that I wore, and it betrayed the bare outlines of a sturdy, supportive white bra. She accented her outfit with a flowing red sort of cravat that functioned like a man's tie. It was still business-like without making her look androgynous. This was a power business suit for a woman--feminine, yet authoritative.
I admit that I kind of froze in her doorway upon seeing her. It was a little bit terror, a little bit appreciation. And a little bit of shame over why I was there.
Wanda only smiled, and caught sight of the fat envelope of papers I had brought, instantly divining the prop's purpose. She approached me rapidly where I stood in her open door, in easy earshot of her few remaining employees. "Brought those? Good? Can I grab them? I need to freshen up before we go," she said briskly as she nabbed the envelope from my hands.
"Don't show that around," I murmured. "It is just my last four days' worth of junk mail I dragged out of the recycling."
Wanda only waved at the sofa in her office and disappeared. I wasn't positive, but I felt pretty sure she had more sashay in her walk as she headed off than usual. I was not complaining about the sight. Part of me, in fact, was complaining that I had not spent more time in the past observing that ass. Other parts of me were acerbically reminding my how crazy it was for me to be staring at it so intently now.
Virtually all of me was speculating about how marvelous it was going to look when bare...
With her gone, and nothing better to do, I shrugged and sank into her couch. Sank is the wrong word. It was hard as a rock. It was perfect HR interrogation furniture. You felt like you were being offered hospitality, and should be thankful for it, but you could only be uncomfortable.
I was not worried about being called into HR. I was on edge about leaving HR... along with the head of HR.
I actually shuddered a little bit as I sat on the couch, waiting. Damn her, why hadn't Wanda hit the john before I got here, instead of leaving me here waiting? As I sat there, waiting, the enormity of what we were planning on doing was weighing on me.
She took her sweet time, but it was honestly quicker than my imagination had dreaded she might have left me there.
"Okay, Clark," I heard Wanda say from the door, just as I was mentally peeking down another dubious potential alley in this crazed situation. "Let's figure out how we are going to do this project." I started to rise from the sofa, looked up and saw her. I froze again, just as I had when I had first entered her office.
Wanda, unlike me, is apparently one of those people who like to signal the end of work by ditching their tie. The missing cravat was probably in her purse, and she had unbuttoned the collar of her blouse. She had her jacket slung over her shoulder with one hand, while the other clutched my fat envelope of gadget catalogs, power washing flyers, and line of credit applications to her chest.
What arrested me was that she seemed to have taken most of her time to let down her hair. Her workday do had had her hair up in a tight bun that pulled her red hair back away over her ears. Now that corona of fire flowed loose around her face and down along her shoulders. Stray curlicues dangled along her smiling cheeks and set off her broad, black-framed glasses, through which her huge, emerald eyes gleamed at me. Her gaze seemed calm, almost passive, but since I was desperately looking for it, I easily perceived at least a touch of the nervousness that was running rampant through me. And excitement, too.
Yeah, well I guessed that I was excited too, especially now.
I ushered her out of the building and we ambled to my car. On an impulse, I moved to open and hold the car door for her, a gesture that I had not bothered with for anyone for at least a decade, but which had once very much been a part of my regular routine.
As I pulled my door open and stood back, Wanda casually handed me the envelope again and I gawped. She had not just opened the top button of her blouse, she had undone it halfway down between her breasts! The cleavage show was fabulous, but the thinness of the blouse's fabric, which had just betrayed her sturdy bra before, now betrayed the incontrovertible fact that she had ditched the bra when she had ditched the cravat. Her breasts bounced a bit as she smoothly sat on the side of the passenger seat, and she leaned forward to give me a view even deeper down her front. I could see the faint dark impression of her nipples right through the fabric. Slowly, she turned and folded her sleek legs, encased in perfectly flesh-toned pantyhose, into the car.
Struck dumb, I gently closed the door, then hopped around to get in behind the wheel.
"Thank you, Clark," Wanda said softly.
"Thank you? For holding the door?" I asked, confused and still deeply bemused.
"Nonsense," she snorted. "But your leering was both complimentary and very reassuring."
"That leer was exactly what you were fishing for," I retorted with uncomfortable amusement.
"It was still nice to get it," Wanda said primly. "Now, where are you taking me to dinner in hopes of getting lucky?" she asked, turning toward me and making her blouse gape open even more.
I shook my head to clear it from the view and told her, "I have a reservation for us at The Understudy."
"Wow," Wanda breathed in surprise. "I've only eaten there once, and it was fabulous."
I put the car in gear and exited the parking lot.
"Seems like overkill though," she mused. "We could be headed for the drive-thru at Zaxby's and you would still be going to get lucky."
I grinned at her in open-mouthed amusement. Then I just stared. For a woman who seldom rocked more than the most modest cleavage, at least in my own experience, she knew lots of ways to show off that valley. At the moment, she was subtly pulling the left side of her shirt tight, which pressed down her left breast a little flatter, accenting its obviously erect nipple, and getting it out of the way so I had an easy, full view of the inner curve of her large, full, braless right breast.
My car's lane-departure warning beeped at me angrily, and I jerked my eyes back to the road. The car lurched as I swerved it back between the lines. Wanda laughed again in satisfaction.
"You are going to have to put your jacket back on," I groused, still a little scared at nearly leaving the road. I tried not to look at her. She just purred in satisfaction and reached back for her jacket. I refused to look as she twisted around, and immediately regretted missing whatever majestic sight that would have been. With some maneuvering, she shrugged her suit jacket back in place.
"Thank you," I said, looking over at her with a grateful smile.
Yeah.
She had put the jacket back on, but she hadn't buttoned it. And in the process, she had undone one or two more buttons on the blouse. I looked across to find myself treated to a side view of her breast from neck to several inches below. Her smooth, firm breast might have been forty-four years old, but it was clear that droop was still more of a suggestion than a reality.
I groaned and tried unsuccessfully not to drink in that sight, and the fun it presaged. "Wanda, I'm glad that at least one of us is having fun with this."
"You aren't having fun?" she asked, her voice suddenly serious.
"Wanda, my body is a hormonal soup of fear, uncertainty, lust, confusion, guilt, anticipation, and lust. I am eager and excited, but I am not having fun."
"Well," Wanda said airily. "At least I get 'lust' twice," she said as if to herself. She calmly did up a few buttons on the blouse, then a jacket button. You could still see the Grand Canyon, but in comparison to the view all the way to the bottom of moments before, the cleavage now looked almost demure.
She had put them away! Now I could add disappointment to my list of emotions. At least I could look over at her more now that it was merely an awesome sight, not life-threateningly mesmerizing.
Wanda lifted her hand as if she was going to grasp mine, but she pulled it back hesitantly.
"I'm all those things, too, Clark," she said quietly. "I'm just being kind of gonzo to keep up my nerve."
"Thank God," I replied. "I was starting to get an inferiority complex in the face of your massive certainty."
Wanda just laughed. But I could now hear the uncertainty from her, too.
"Look," I said quickly. "This is a crazy situation we are in, and a crazy plan we are trying to execute. I am still not sure this is smart, either. I need some normalcy. I think you do too," I rambled. "I know this isn't a date, but let's just treat it as one. Let's have a nice dinner and see where the evening takes us."
Wanda considered that for but a moment. "I am with you, Clark. But for the record, I think this is a date, of sorts."
"You are married," I managed to say, not snap.
"So? Married people date, and not always with their spouses... see Yancey Franklin and Rebecca Howard. A date is just two compatible people leaving work and home behind to socialize, maybe eat or drink, and see where things take them." Wanda smiled brightly. "It is especially a date when the guy takes his prospective girl out to a swanky place like The Understudy. It shows he is bringing his A-Game."



We rode in silence for a few minutes, then somehow found ourselves chatting about what a train wreck the Andersen's last game night had been when they had produced a copy of Cards Against Humanity. Everyone had denounced it at the end of the night as the crudest, most disgusting game in history.
"To be honest," I admitted. "I thought it was freaking hilarious. I'd play it again in a heartbeat."
Wanda snorted. "Yeah, Yancey and I kept quoting rounds to each other the whole way home."
"I wonder if we all secretly loved it and just couldn't admit it out loud in front of each other," I speculated.
"That, or we just couldn't admit it in front of Beth Anne," posited Wanda.
*
As I pulled up toward the front of The Understudy, I took a look ahead and murmured to Wanda, "You might want to do up a button or two more. They look to have a second valet to open your car door and help you out."
Wanda's had strayed toward her blouse, then dropped. "Fuck it. I'm tired of doing and undoing buttons tonight. He gets an eyeful of saggy old boobs."
Saggy? Like hell. "Yeah?" I said sardonically. "I just hope his heart is good." Wanda just smiled.
The kid who opened her door survived. Barely.
We were early for our reservation, but were seated straight away, regardless. We were treated to a cozy little booth for two, facing each other, with a white table cloth that reached the floor, high walls that baffled both sound and sight of the other diners, and enough cutlery at each place setting to fill out a wedding registry.
Wanda saw how cozy and discrete our seating was and slid off her suit jacket once more. She seated herself across from me and in the booth I was left with my entire vision essentially consisting of my lovely friend... with her blouse half open, no bra, and both the contours and color of her aureoles clearly discernible through her shirt. "Shall we go for wine or cocktails?" she asked me, glancing down at the huge menus before us.
"A cocktail for me," I replied. "And a strong one. But I'm just having the one. I have to drive," I added.
"Mmmm," Wanda said, picking the wine list. "I would truly hate for anything to impair your... performance when we leave."
Our lead waiter appeared, introduced himself, checked out Wanda appreciatively, but with such aplomb that I deduced that looking down at impressive cleavage was an unwritten but routine benefit of working at The Understudy. It turned out that we had a four-person team of servers to coddle us through the meal. Cody, a young man our daughters' age, seemed to have no other responsibility than coming by and wielding a crumb scraper to keep the table clean. I am not sure how many times he visited and fussed over our table, but it was probably equal to the number of visits he paid to all other tables. Once she twigged to what he was doing, Wanda amused herself with figuring out how many different poses she could make to show off that cleavage for him.
Mindy, an unreasonably cute twenty-something, was our bread server, who swooped in regularly to keep us well-supplied with unreasonably delicious, crusty French bread. In fact, she came to check out our bread basket with almost the same regularity as Cody. She was not checking me out, alas. Wanda was less amused at Mindy's fascination with her open neckline, but I thought it was fucking hilarious.
It was about Cody's third visit to clean non-existent crumbs, all before the appetizers arrived, that Wanda relaxed and started actually showing off for him. Honestly, it warmed my heart. She might have been fretting off and on that her body was somehow not going to be up to my standards somehow, and clearly meaning it, but her preening for Cody told me her insecurities were only surface thoughts. Deep down, this woman knew she was a beauty, as she ought to.
Also, I really was getting a great show as well, whenever Cody came by.
We split a charcuterie board with some very obscure cuts and cheeses as our appetizer, and actually fussed at each other over who was going to get the last bit of a French cheese called Epoisses. It was soft, with an insanely good rind. I later read that it is supposedly illegal in the US, so, um, yay The Understudy?
When my brain cleared of Cheese Lust and returned to regular old Feeling Guilty About Friend's Wife Lust, I smiled and sat back. "I really have been out of things for a while. I forget, the girl gets what she wants on a date," I said and gestured at the last bite.
"That's the smart guy I know," Wanda murmured and picked up the bite. I watched as she opened her mouth slightly and slowly pressed it in between her lips.
I kind of leaned forward again.
Then, as she pressed the cheese into her mouth, along with a delicate finger, I felt a bare foot start caressing my calf. I jumped, then relaxed, eyes still on her finger, clasped as it was between her lips.
Her bare... well, I guess stockinged, toes caressed the side of my calf, then trailed up and down my shin with exactly the right pressure.
I let my eyes visibly roll up in my head for a moment, betraying the very real thrill I was getting. "Footsie?" I asked quietly.
Wanda let the finger slip from her mouth and I saw her pause to finish savoring the bite. Her foot did not pause. "Why not?" she asked at last. "Footsie is a time-honored way for a girl on a date to let the guy know that he is doing well. And to tell him that if he plays his cards right, he's going to get lucky later," she added slyly.
I silently smiled. And pushed my leg forward a little.
I should not be doing this. We should not be doing this. Even if Wanda and Yancey really needed something to happen. Even if I did too... This 'solution' was risky as hell, and just... wrong on general principals. I should not be doing this.
Of course, in recent times, I had become a champion at doing things I should not be doing.
I looked at Wanda. I drank in her cleavage. I thrilled at the caress of her toes on my calf... well, now on my knee. This thing that we were in the middle of doing... this was going to be relatively easy to get myself on board for.
Our entrées came, and Wanda's foot started minding its own business while she attacked her pheasant. That was fine with me, as it allowed my footsie hard-on to subside so I could truly enjoy my suckling pig.
"This place is crazy good," I observed, in a brief moment where my mouth was not full. Wanda nodded, and might have been about to reply, but Lady Mindy du Pain reappeared to check our bread situation. Normally, a restaurant stops trying to fill you up on bread once the real food arrives, but Mindy had apparently not heard of that idea. She took her time checking to see if we needed a refill, (we didn't) and really spent most of the time checking out Wanda.
Wanda was not nearly as into Mindy's transparent ogling as she was into Cody's, but she didn't shoo her away, either. That meant I didn't get the preening show from Wanda, but that was okay by me. Since Mindy was turned toward Wanda, I got to drink in a good look at our bread server's splendid, petite ass, which was showcased in very form-fitting black trousers.
It honestly felt good to check out Mindy. I didn't have to feel guilty for once about where my eyes were resting. If a red-blooded guy can't mack on a waitress's ass in deliberately tight pants, what is America coming to?
Once Mindy had gotten her eyeful of Wanda's chest, she turned to leave, ignoring me. My eyes followed that ass as it departed. Then they swung back to Wanda, who had clearly been following their progress. She grinned at me. I actually blushed.
"Sorry," I said, thoroughly busted. Shit. I did not want to feed her issues with not being good enough...
Damn. Now I was feeling guilty about staring at Mindy's ass after all!
"Nice ass, huh?" Wanda said drily.
I nodded sheepishly, looking for a way to apologize.
But Wanda just laughed. "What? You think I mind?" She leaned forward carefully. "Clark, darling, I know this is weird. It's weird for me too. But do keep in mind that this," she said, indicating the two of us with a finger, "is not meant to be a relationship, remember?" Her smile became crooked. "It is some kind of bizarre, therapeutic, loving revenge plot, or... something," she finished, frowning little suddenly.
"I don't like 'revenge' either," I said quickly, pouncing on the word that had bothered me as it had her. "We are just out here balancing the ledger, right?"
"Exactly!" Wanda said quickly. "But when it comes to who owes who what," she went on, bizarrely punctuating her point with another bare-toed caress of my leg, practically up to the knee, "You don't owe me anything, Clark. This is a limited time offer, remember? This thing is transactional on all three of our parts, though I am very glad that you want to make it a little romantic as well. I want to take some time to cash my hall passes in, but this has a definite end point. You," and now her toes were gliding past my knee and along the nearby stretch of thigh, "have just come off a long dry spell. Don't let me keep you from exploring options!"
The only option I felt like exploring right then had her toes stroking my thigh about seven inches from my getting on towards granite cock. It must have shown in my eyes.
"I'm not suggesting that you go try to turn Mindy from her lesbian ways this evening," she snorted. "Just know that you should be out there looking for a woman or women of a more casual, or more serious nature than yours truly. I'm not going to get upset. I'll probably be happy for you."
Her toe suddenly broke contact with me. I jumped a bit at the cessation of stimulation. "Two caveats to that," she added. "Most importantly, don't go getting involved too heavily with anyone until I have had all my hall passes," she said merrily, but her pointed finger made it clear that she meant it.
"And secondly, especially not with Mary! I am not crossing streams with my daughter while this is going on," she finished sternly.
I opened my mouth to apologize for what had happened, something I had not actually done by that point, but Wanda forestalled me.
"Calm down, Clark," she smiled a little ruefully. "You are a healthy, single male, with what I am counting on being a still-powerful sex-drive. Mary's of age, and to hear her tell it, she practically raped you. I'll admit that I was pretty peevish when I walked into your back yard, for all sorts of reasons," she added in an aside, "but I think I can forgive you."
"Mostly," she added. But the toes were back.
"What..." I said slowly. "You talked to her about it? She told you about what happened?!?" There was so many ways that could have gone wrong. Could still go wrong. What had Mary said?
"My friend," Wanda said seriously. Her foot had stopped moving, but it had not left my leg. "When a mother discovers her daughter is in a complicated situation with a complicated man, she is going to talk to her."
I just looked at her, appalled and embarrassed. "Wanda, I..."
"I do have one very serious question, for you," she said soberly. Her eyes stabbed mine and I held my breath. "Which was worse, having Becca walk in on you fucking her friend, or having me walk in on you fucking my daughter?"
I choked on my cocktail, and Wanda's laugh was jarring in the quiet of the romantic restaurant.
*
Once we had negotiated the valets after dinner, I drove both of us back toward my house. Wanda's foot had made it all the way up to explore the stony bulge in my suit pants by the time dessert had been finished, and I admit that my foot was a little heavy on the accelerator.
"That was an amazing meal," I said happily. It really had been good. The check had been an eye-opener, to be sure, but all in all, it had been worth it. "I hope you enjoyed it," I added. "I certainly did, even when you were busting my balls."
"It was delicious, thank you," Wanda said easily. "Just what we needed to kick this off, right?" Then she fell silent and we enjoyed wordless company for a mile or so.
"I don't think I've ever heard you talk as much as you have tonight," I observed, making a turn off the highway. "Of course, I haven't spent so much time with you, one on one, since we did our daughters' middle school science fair projects for them..." I was babbling and I knew it, but I had to fill that sudden silence.
This was such a bad idea. I was totally, desperately, into it now, but it was a bad idea.
Wanda put her hand on my shoulder... not my leg, or my hand, or God-forbid my lap, but my good old, non-erogenous shoulder. "I know you are nervous Clark. And I know you have doubts," she said quietly. "I am and I do, too. Keeping you off balance felt like the best way to keep myself on."
My car rolled into my driveway (the garage was full with a project I was working on). I killed the ignition and suddenly started, looking around. "Everybody in the neighborhood knows us," I fretted. "What would they think if they saw us getting out together here?"
Wanda laughed. "What are they going to do? Tell Yancey?"
I might have fretted more, but my house was only yards away. My recent ability to enjoy myself in spite of my better judgement and moral beliefs was kicking in, and I wanted Wanda inside my abode. I popped out of the car smoothly, still not wanting to appear furtive. Wanda did not wait for me to open the car door for her, probably for the same reason.
I did open the front door of the house and hold it for her. She stepped through smoothly. I took a deep, silent breath as I swung it closed.
She was moving into the house, and I stepped behind her, stopping her by sliding my arms around her middle and pulling her back against me.
"Mmmm," was all she said, before I buried my face down into the corona of bright copper hair on the side other head. I kissed the side of her neck, although I had to bend a good bit to reach it. We both sort of moaned softly.
I nuzzled harder, then lifted my hands. They slid up her blouse and clasped her braless breasts. Her nipples were as erect as my cock, which pressed against the base of Wanda's back, and I pinched them through the fabric, but not for very long. Sometime on the ride home, those extra buttons had come open again, and the shirt was open all the way below her breasts. I let go just long enough to slip my hands inside the blouse and there I was, in my living room, with my hands glorying in massaging the bare flesh of my good friend's wife's awesome boobs.
Fuck Yancey, I thought. He got his. Rebecca also had an awesome rack back then. Still does, honestly. Now, I would get mine. In a while, we would be even, and we could go back to watching football and fretting about Tar Heels basketball. I ruthlessly banished any doubts about this obviously excellent plan.
Wanda's hands, also apparently forgetting to be nervous, slid back to grasp my hips, caressing them and pulling them toward her. I ground my cock against her with a growl. Neither hand wanted to let go of those large, luscious boobs, but I made my left one do so. I needed to pull her shirttails free of her skirt and unfasten the remaining buttons. I did so with dispatch, and then let go with my other hand to slip the blouse off her shoulders. Wanda shrugged her arms free and I tugged the garment fully from between us and from the back of her skirt, tossing it aside.
My hands flew back to fill themselves with her softness as if of their own accord. I cupped those breasts desperately. They were indeed amazingly firm and heavy, and felt divine.
Wanda's hands grasped mine, crushing them against her chest and making me squeeze hard. She moaned.
Suddenly, she spun in my arms, tilted up her head, and we were kissing. This was no gentle, exploratory kiss. It was not romantic, or loving. It was a sex kiss... just another way for our bodies to feed the sudden, desperate urge to merge.
Holy shit, could the woman kiss.
Her hand stole down between us, exploring the aching bulge in my trousers. I moaned in almost relief, without even removing my tongue from between her lips. Wanda then tore her mouth from mine and sank down to her knees on the extremely soft carpet. Her fingers worked my zipper, and then slid inside. I had worn boxers, instead of my normal briefs that night, since I reasoned that they would be easier to take off. I had not even considered that they would make it a lot easier for a woman to haul my fully erect cock out of my fly. But they did make it easy for Wanda.
Buy boxers. That's my advice.
Wanda just stared at my cock, holding it gently. She stroked it lightly and looked up at me. "I have thought about doing this for years, Clark. Thinking it would help make things right... make them even," she breathed with a smile. "But I hope you know that since I realized that we were going to make it actually happen, I've been looking forward to it on its own merits..."
Suddenly her mouth was on my cock, slurping my helmet into her mouth wetly. I practically yelped in relief, "Oh Christ, Wanda. I have too!"
It wasn't entirely true. Most of my speculation and anticipation had centered on fantasizing about fucking her. But I had definitely worked in some imagery of getting head from Wanda too.
She proceeded to show me what pale fantasies they had been.
Sucking on me hard, she slid her head up and down on my cock, each pulse taking more and more of me into her mouth. Her tongue flattened out, and while it stroked my cock with each movement, it mostly got out of the way, especially as she took me deeper.
There was a single, guttural noise and a hesitation as my cock first slapped her glottis, but then instantly, she had me past and into her throat. I moaned mightily, working to keep my knees from buckling as she buried her face in the fly of my pants and my cock deep in her throat. One hand grabbed my ass, while the other tickled my balls completely free of my fly.
Wanda twisted herself a few times like that, then slid me completely from her mouth., both hands flying up to massage my shaft as it reappeared. She looked up at me and smiled. Holding my gaze, she bent and began to bathe my member with strokes of her tongue that ran the gamut from light brushes, to teasing caresses, to wet, sloppy licks. Each came at just the right time, in just the right combination, with just the right touch to leave me a quivering, tottering, gleeful wreck.
She kept her eyes on mine continuously now, holding my gaze with those emerald magnets. She worshipped me, and made me utterly helpless.
There is absolutely no substitute for experience.
This was an utterly ridiculous situation. I was standing there in my entryway, fully and completely clothed, only my dick poking out my fly, receiving the best head since at least the last year of my marriage... second to last year. I grinned wildly down at Wanda. She grinned back, and suddenly, I was buried in her mouth again.
She didn't deep-throat me again. She had made her point. She just demonstrated other wet and wonderful ways to... focus my attention.
I could see nothing in the world but those brilliant, smiling green eyes staring up at me, and my cock being taken in and out of her luscious red lips. I briefly perceived her swaying tits below, and wished I could mangle them some more, but they were below my reach. I settled happily for running my fingers through her coppery hair.
I didn't grab her head, that wasn't my style, but I had to touch that hair.
My orgasm approached very slowly... until it started approaching very fast.
"Oh wow," I gasped in warning. "I'm so close!"
Her only response was to suck a little harder, to let me know she had heard me, then returned to her own plan. It was a great plan. An awesome plan. Possibly the greatest plan since the invention of plans. And boy, did it work.



My back arched and I cried out a long, wordless gasp as I felt my body twitch and my insides waver. The noise I made swept higher as I felt an amazing rush up my shaft and I filled Wanda's mouth with cum. It just kept rolling, and I just kept moaning. Okay, I possibly was squeaking by the time I finished erupting. My knees wobbled and my teeth actually hurt as I gasped for air, my head rolled back. Looking straight up, all I could now see was the chandelier above my entryway. A bulb was out.
Shit, those were a pain to replace.
The silly thought brought me back to reality, and I looked back down with what had to be a stupid grin on my face. "Holy shit," was all I could say. Shaking my head to clear it, I pulled Wanda back to her feet, embraced her, and kissed her soundly. This was much more of an affection kiss instead of a sex kiss... you know, except for the considerable amount of cum in her mouth that she still had not managed to swallow...
She kissed me back softly, and we just held each other, glorying in her magnificence.
"So that was all right?" she murmured around my lips.
"Oh good Christ, Wanda! This was so fucking good!"
"Thank you. You know, spontaneous gratitude is very sexy." Her hand caressed my softening cock, teasing the head and drawing another groan from me. "But the really sexy thing, the really, really flattering thing, is that you never felt the need to tutor me on how to improve anything..."
"What?"
Oh shit! What all had Mary told her?
Fuck.
Wanda just laughed. I almost had my knees buckle again.
"Mary was effusive about your sex-teaching skills. She was detailed and effusive about your actual sex skills, too..."
"You asked her about that kind of detail?" I asked incredulous.
"She was thrown for a loop when I started asking about specifics," Wanda chortled happily. "But once I got her talking, she did go on..." She looked at me. "Don't worry, of course. I didn't tell her I was being so inquisitive because I wanted a scouting report!"
"Thank God!" I said fervently.
"Yes..." Wanda mused. "Really, Clark. You should know that young women are lousy at keeping secrets. I was proud that it took as much work as it did to get the first details out of Mary! But once the info started flowing..."
I looked at her. "You are still angry."
"Not really," she said, as if continuing to think about it. "I suppose that you should be thankful that I was so relieved she had not ruined any chance of my evening things up with her father. In fact, I was so happy that she spurred things forward, I got over being mad quite quickly."
I looked at her doubtfully.
"Oh, don't worry, Mister," she grinned. "I will not ever, and I mean ever, stop busting your balls about it," she laughed. "We will be old, and gray, and in a nursing home playing Bingo, and when you least expect it, I'll lean over and just say, 'Mary!'"
"Oh Hell, no!" I laughed, squeezing her in my embrace.
"Oh Hell, yes!" She retorted gleefully.
"Well, not right now," I said grimly, pushing her backwards until her scrumptious ass bumped into the low, sturdy, antique wooden side-table I had gotten from my grandfather and which served currently as the place I put the mail.
I swept said mail aside, and lifted Wanda up to sit on the surface.
"You are going to stop me how?" she taunted.
My hand found the zipper of her skirt. It was on the right hip, and it slid down easily.
"Distraction will work," I said, tugging down on the skirt. She helpfully braced herself and lifted her ass to let me slide it down to the floor.
Holy shit.
Not pantyhose. She wore stockings. Stockings held up by a black garter belt with small lace accents. And in her nervous eagerness for this evening, she somehow forgot to wear any panties...
Like a grown woman, she kept much of her pubic hair, trimmed in a neat, wide triangle of fiery curls.
I was momentarily pole-axed by the magnificence of what I had uncovered.
"Like stockings and a garter belt, do you?" Wanda asked happily.
"I'm also a fan of no panties," I nodded, eyes remaining glued below her softly rounded but still sleek tummy.
Her hand went out to caress my mostly dangling penis, which still hung out of my fly. "Shall we get this guy ready for you to distract my brains out?" she mused.
"In a bit," I said, as I dropped to my own knees in turn. "First, I think I didn't get enough dessert..."
I got no argument from Wanda.
I also was in no rush. We weren't hiding anything. Yancey could wait as long as I felt like making him wait before his wife came home. I was bound and determined to do this absolutely right. And enjoy the fuck out of it while doing so.
Fuck Yancey.
I lifted one lean, remarkably well-toned leg, caressing the soft nylon, and massaging her flesh within. Then I bent and kissed the inside of her knee. Wanda shuddered wordlessly, and watched me. I grinned up at her and just put the leg back down.
Relenting in the face of her pouting gaze, I lifted the other and gave it the same treatment, followed by sliding my lips upward, slowly. My fingers dug gently into her flesh and massaged as I moved relentlessly upward, at as slow a pace as I could make myself.
Wanda let the leg splay out wider, and I leaned after it, she lifted the first and draped it around my shoulder, the pressure not so subtly pleading for me to hurry. "Jesus, Clark," Wanda said with shallow breaths. "I already knew that Yancey had convinced you to do this by the time I got Mary to crack. It was brutal keeping her from seeing how wet I was getting when she started enthusing about a 'real man' going down on her."
The purpose of this exercise... a purpose of this exercise, was to stop Wanda from busting my chops about Mary. I needed to get going or that wasn't going to happen.
I pulled on an elastic strap of the garter and snapped it against her thigh. Wanda yelped a little, and I took that moment to dive my face deep between her thighs, halting myself just an inch from her crotch.
Hmmm. She might have left herself more bush than the young women I'd recently 'encountered', but she too seemed to have appreciated the value of being bare between the legs. Her labia were smooth as silk. And they were clearly habitually, not freshly, shaven. Yancey got to enjoy this all the time.
I mean, fuck Yancey and all, but at the moment, I found it hard to begrudge him much, given the circumstances.
I extended a saliva-soaked tongue and pressed it down the length of her slit, from bush downward. Her clit must have been peeking out a tiny bit, as I felt her jump as my tongue passed over where it had to be.
"Ohhhh, murble furble," Wanda moaned sillily as I started to drag my tongue upward again. I breathed softly over her clit, and she lifted her other leg and sinuously draped it along my back. I lifted a hand and tweaked an upthrust nipple.
But I had more important tasks than playing with those fabulous tits, and I grabbed at her hip instead. My other hand slid up underneath her and I spread her outer lips with my fingers. My tongue found the gap and I tasted her.
It was odd. Younger women really do taste stronger, it seemed. Not better. Not remotely better. But stronger. Wanda's flavor and aroma were gentle and mild, though no less wanton for all that. I probed deeper, reveling in the sensory bouquet.
My upper lip brushed her clit once more and she stiffened again. Swiftly, I slid my blunted tongue up and lavished that bud with sinuous strokes. Wanda crooned happily, then crooned even louder as I filled her with a couple of fingers where my tongue had been. They drove even deeper into her, stroking the ridged pleasure zone inside her.
Her thighs pressed down on my shoulders as she raised her hips up against me, muttering almost inaudibly in words I did not understand, or care to. I knew what she meant. She was more than just a little distracted now...
I twisted my fingers within her as I ran my tongue side to side over her bud. My other hand squeezed her ass, which was as toned and smooth as her legs. All around me, I felt her arousal approach terminal velocity. Her legs quivered and spasmed, her belly undulated, and she moaned softly. I lifted my eyes to hers and let her see the smile within.
Her eyes widened in return, then suddenly shut as she bounced up and down, almost cracking my chin on the wooden edge of the sideboard as she did so. I rode her spasms though, and she cried out happily. And kept crying. I did not relent until she collapsed and almost piteously pushed me away from her, forgetting at first to loosen her legs so I could actually pull away.
Once she let go with her legs, she actually shoved me away, gasping for oxygen. "Holy... fuck, Clark!" Wanda panted. "I was expecting a lot, especially based on Mary's ranting, but shit! I didn't expect you to be in Yancey's league!"
"Excuse me?"
"You are, I'm telling you."
"Yancey's league?
"Clark," Wanda said, regaining her mental agility and grinding at me. "We were at a low point in our marriage already when I caught him schtupping your wife. But instead of kicking him to the curb, I bore down to fix our marriage. You don't think a little bit of that was because he's a fucking sex god like you?"
You have not been confused until you have been told you just sort of measure up, but also, in the same breath been told you are a sex god. I was unable to form a coherent thought.
Okay, I was able to think, 'Well done, Yancey. Fuck you.' But beyond that, I was frozen. Then I realized that I had gotten an attaboy of all attaboys, and I needed to bask in it and move on. And I hadn't even fucked her yet.
What if I sucked at that?
A month ago, I'd have crumbled at that thought. But since then, I'd made three college girls weep. I had this.
I leaned in and Wanda grabbed my shoulders and pulled me to her for another breath-robbing kiss. My knees wobbled again.
"This is ridiculous," Wanda said. " I am totally naked... well almost totally naked..."
"I think of it as Naked Plus," I interjected. Nothing but garter belt, stocking and high heels was definitely Naked Plus.
Wanda snorted. "I'm naked plus here, and your tie is still fucking tied. Let's fix that."
She reached for my waist and I grabbed her hands. "No. I don't think so," I said smoothly. She needed taking down a peg, I realized. I tugged her off of the sideboard, and pressed her downward toward the floor. She didn't resist, much, and I soon had her on her back on the ultra-plush rug in my entry..
"Have you ever been screwed by a fully dressed man?" I asked as I moved between her thighs, my cock once more hard as a rock and sticking proudly out of my fly.
"No," Wanda said, shaking her head almost involuntarily. "No, I haven't."
I bent over her, my tie flowing between her naked breasts. I still had my suit coat on, guys. I pressed down and felt my cock nestle against her slit. Wanda just groaned happily at the sensation. I pressed slightly, and felt my cock push gently, and shallowly into the vagina of my friend's wife. All she could do was whimper in approval.
Fuck Yancy. I was a sex god. Morals be damned.
I pressed inward, feeling my head pop fully inside her folds. Holy shit it was awesome.
Then I pulled back out. I tilted my hips so I was in no danger of accidentally sliding back in, and started to go to town on her tits instead with my mouth and both hands.
Wanda groaned happily... for about two seconds. Then she grabbed my head in a vice-like grip and growled, "Clark, you bastard, get on with it!"
I grinned at her, and swiveled my cock back into position. My cock nestled naturally into her folds again, and I pressed. I pressed hard and felt myself sink into her magical depths. She was hot, and wet, surprisingly tight, and very responsive. Tight is great, but responsive is where the magic happens. I pulled out and pushed back in, and she immediately matched my movements, clenching and relaxing to maximize my, and I hoped her, pleasure.
Two more slow, full-depth thrusts and I was groaning, "Ohhhh, fuuuuckk!"
"Language," Wanda warned.
I stared at her.
Wanda threw her head back and laughed, a deep, hilarious laugh that... that made my dick feel Goddamned amazing. I still stared at her, just a lot more happily.
"You scolded my daughter for her profanity... with your cock buried inside her," Wanda laughed. I was really, really coming to like being laughed at by a woman I was inside of. It felt incredible.
My mind rejected all possible images of Mary telling her mother that story. Women were beyond understanding.
Instead, I thrust into her as hard as I could. Slowly, but powerfully. Then I did it again. And again.
"She had to learn," I gasped, still thrusting hard and deep. "Little girls... who say fuck... get fucked!"
Wanda grunted as I slammed home into her. "Oh...? What about little boys... who say 'fuck'?" She grasped my shoulders tight.
"They... get to fuck... big girls..." I ground out between thrusts.
We both seem to feel like the bit had run its course, and shut up to start just fucking each other silly. Wanda pressed upwards against me, her hands adjusting my hips as I rode her. I felt her whole body beneath undulate in approval of the new angles. I shifted as well, and we both oofed happily at the result of the adjustment. In minutes, we each had adjusted to the others' needs and desires, and were coupling like old pals.
There is absolutely, positively no substitute for experience.
Wanda was supple, firm, accommodating, and interactive beneath me. She was not a twenty year-old hardbody, but I could barely remember why that would be a good thing at that moment. We mutually found a configuration of hips and legs and bodies that had me thrusting into her in a way that had us both moaning with pleasure.
It was glorious, but it was also pretty exhausting for me, and I worried that I might not be able to carry things through to the end, no matter how amazing it felt, no matter how driven I was to go on just like that.
Wanda must have sensed it too, because suddenly she grabbed me and pulled me down hard against her. She kissed me and we both held still for a moment, panting for air. Then she rolled us both over, keeping me buried in her as she did so. She kissed me again. "Let me drive for a while," she offered. With that, she pushed up onto her knees astraddle me, put her hands gently on my chest, and began to ride.
In less than a minute, we found a new and more than satisfactory angle, and Wanda was going there with gusto. I'm not too much of a man to admit, the way she was riding me might have felt better than the way I'd been railing her. And this way, I had a full and convenient view of the sight of this magnificent, fit woman riding up and down on me. Part of me wanted to reach up and grasp those mesmerizingly swaying breasts, but I contented myself with leaving my hands on her flexing thighs and just enjoying the show.
By this point, I could have come any time. But I could still control myself, so you can bet your ass that I did. Extending this deliriously erotic experience was almost all I could think of. Wanda seemed to be getting very close herself. If she broke before I did, I was going to roll her over again and fill her...
Shit.
"You... are still on... the Pill... right?" I grunted, hips involuntarily pushing up against Wanda's ride. This information was suddenly urgent.
"No." Wanda gasped. "Never been on it."
"Uh, then we need..." I said, voicing that urgency.
"Just go with... it," Wanda gasped, not slowing, and not freeing me beneath her. "Mary... was a hard birth... it hasn't been... a problem since."
"Oh geez! I'm sorry," I said, my impending orgasm fading just a hair as compassion tried to crowd in.
"Shut up," Wanda commanded.
Words faded. Compassion for tragedies twenty years gone by faded. Now it was just grunts, and gasps, and sheer pleasure radiating out from where we joined. My body's need to come roared back and overwhelmed me.
With a loud cry of reluctant ecstasy, I felt myself explode up into Wanda. Jism coursed through my shaft in pulse after pulse, each sending shocks of pleasure through the rest of my body. So great was my concentration on my own pleasure at that moment, I missed the first wave of ecstasy crashing over Wanda at the same time.
She kept riding me, desperately flailing atop my cock, as her body undulated in round after round of pleasurable release. I found myself at first wildly stimulated by her abandon, then hoping she would collapse soon, as she crazily sent my cock beyond its limits. The poor thing just wanted to sleep, and that wasn't happening with Wanda caressing it so feverishly.
Finally, I felt her pause, her voice still warbling slightly. I took that moment to grasp her and pull her down against me where I lay on the rug. Like a stiff flag in a sudden calm, she flowed down atop me, draping herself exhaustedly over me. My utterly soft cock still somehow hung on inside her, but I knew the slightest movement was going to cause it to slip free.
I held very still.
But Wanda moved, shifting to kiss me. I slipped out.
"Awww," she pouted, realizing what she had done.
"Had to happen eventually," I replied. Then we were kissing again, harder. Or as hard as we could, considering our mutually low reserves of energy.
After a few delicious moments of post-coital kissing, I suddenly rolled us over again, needing to feel her beneath once more. She whooped a little at my gambit. I grasped a breast and fondled it hungrily.
Frankly, I was shocked I had any appetite at all. I sure as hell had no energy to do anything about it right then.
I had so little energy, I could not resist when Wanda chose to roll us back over again, her small figure once more rising atop my frame. She pushed up across my body and dangled a breast in front of my face. I happily, if idly, opened my mouth to suckle on the offered treat.
"You know," I said around the nipple in my mouth. "This house comes equipped with things called bedrooms." I flicked that nipple with my tongue. "Mine has an exceptionally nice bed in it."
Wanda pushed upward and smiled down at me happily. But not eagerly. "That sounds wonderful. And I look forward to seeing how exceptionally nice it is. But not tonight."
"No?"
"This has been a perfect first pass, Clark," she said softly. "And the next one, I hope we can take a lot longer time with. But right now, I need to go home. To Yancey." She paused. "I feel better about us, all of us, already, and I want him to know that."
I looked at her as she considerately let me think. She still loved the man. Hell, she had just fucked my brains into pink goo because she loved the man.
Maybe this really would work...
I grinned up at her, and told her so. "Hell, you can even tell Yancey that I stopped thinking 'Fuck Yancey' halfway through the proceedings."
Wanda laughed. "He'll probably be glad to hear that... eventually." She slid off of me and we both struggled to get our bones up off the floor. I'm in pretty good shape, and Wanda is in amazing form, but there are inevitable consequences for all fifth decade skeleto-muscular structures that come from rolling around energetically on the floor for half an hour or more.
"Let me help you to the shower," I said, taking a step toward the rest of the house. I intended to take her to one of the guest rooms. If I got her into my shower, I doubted we'd get away without another round.
"Nope," Wanda said, reaching for her skirt and stepping into it. "I'm going home just like this." She shrugged into her blouse and buttoned it up to the point of showing magnificence but not quite sleazy cleavage. "I'm going to walk back to our home and in the front door, freshly fucked, with my hair a mess, my clothes barely decent, and smelling deliciously of you," she said firmly, giving me a quick kiss. "Every sense Yancey has is going to tell him that we have begun to even things up."



"Are you sure you want to be quite that much in his face?" I asked. "Maybe you should think about it for a minute."
"Oh, this has been my plan from the start," laughed Wanda. "I didn't know how this evening was going to go for the most part, but the way I am leaving? That I was sure of." She looked at me a little sadly. "That's how I caught them, you know. He came home all over-confident and unwashed."
Oh hell... Fuck Yancey. I had three more hall passes to go through before I needed to actually stop saying that.
I looked on as Wanda shrugged into her jacket. From a distance, she'd look completely normal. If any of our neighbors saw her walking home from their houses, they would suspect nothing. Looking at her up close...
"You look like sex on stilts, Wanda," I said softly.
"Thank you," the rumpled beauty replied. "I don't want to go through our passes too quickly," she said, leaning up to kiss my cheek. "But let's talk on the phone at work later this week about the next one."
"Text me when you want to do that, and I'll take sure none of my gremlins are in my office to overhear," I replied.
She winked, and let herself out my front door.
I looked down at myself. I had at least managed to tuck my cock back away in my pants, or I'd have been a ridiculous sight as she left, looking so magnificent.
What in the hell was I going to say to my dry cleaner about what happened to this suit?
----------------
Thanks for continuing on this latest ride with me! I hope you enjoy reading it as much as I enjoyed writing it. Thanks in advance for your kind votes and favorites, and please take a moment to comment. As always, that's how I get rewarded and encouraged.
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Guilty Pleasures - Six
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The weekend that had begun with Wanda's first hall pass with me ran wonderfully tranquil. Becca was spending the weekend in Atlanta with her mother. She did that regularly. There had not been a visitation requirement since Becca had turned eighteen, but she still, miraculously, loved both of us. And the one thing the two of us had really gotten right in our marriage, and our divorce, had been Becca, and we had each been scrupulous about genuinely wanting her to love the other.
I got a crap ton of work accomplished that weekend, with no visiting horde of college students either day, but I also got in a couple of workouts, and even went to see a movie by myself. It was even a good picture... mostly. Overall, it was the most tranquil, normal, post-divorce weekends in what felt like forever.
Until Sunday night.
Whenever Becca goes to visit Rebecca, we usually FaceTime each other once Becca hits the road home, to talk about her and what we can and should do as a team to help her through life. Honestly, these calls are seldom fun or exciting, but I often find myself enjoying them, at least a little. My ex is actually a charming woman, and she is not hard to look at on a video call or in person.
But this week was different. I knew about Yancey now. She really had cheated on me. It wasn't just a dark suspicion to be shunted aside. As the call approached, I found myself getting madder and madder. Wanda and I might be trying to even things up with Yancey, but it hardly applied to my ex.
Still, these calls were important. Fighting during them was a bad idea, and it was damned rare that it happened. I resolved to bite back my anger and roll on through. Maybe I never needed to have it out with Rebecca. Our marriage was almost six years in the rearview mirror, after all.
All such plans for a normal call went out the window as the swooping noise announced her face appearing on my laptop screen. My ex looked thunderous. It took her about zero seconds to let me know why.
"Three of them?" were her first words. "All three of them?"
Well. I now knew what she and Becca had talked about over the weekend...
"Rebecca, I..."
Like I was going to get a word in edgewise here.
"I barely know two of them, but I know enough to wonder how the Hell you engineered getting three little hotties on a cruise ship with you. That was slick trick, Clark."
"Rebecca..."
"And Mary? Mary? What would Yancey and Wanda think if..."
"You fucked Yancey." I said loudly and firmly. "Repeatedly."
That stopped her tirade dead in its tracks.
"What?"
"You heard me. And while what you are ranting about is not my finest hour by any stretch, nobody was married!" I spat angrily. Wow, I had gone from zero to sixty in a heartbeat. "Yancey is, and you were. You were married to me! So I think I'm going to call bullshit on any high moral dudgeon you want to summon. Yancey? My friend? Really?!?"
There is nothing like having one's incipient rant utterly derailed to leave a person off-balance. I could see Rebecca reeling. I'd knocked her off her intended target, but I had dissipated none of her anger. "Yes,I screwed Yancey. And he wasn't the only one, you know!" my ex snapped.
"What?"
"There was George. And Saul, too."
"Saul?!?"
"And..." suddenly, she caught her breath, almost in a sob. I could see Rebecca visibly deflate on the screen before me. "And Julien," she finished miserably.
Saul?
Wait.
"Who the hell is Julien?" I asked, almost absent-mindedly.
"You met him," she said, fully subdued now. "French-Canadian guy from work. He was in Sales."
I ran through my memories frantically. Nothing rang a bell.
"He was the one," Rebecca said miserably. "The one that broke us."
"What?"
"I fell in love with him, Clark. Like you and I were once, I thought," she said softly, looking down. She looked up, painful apology in her face like I had almost never seen. My ex had never been big on apologies. We all have flaws. "He made life fun again. I... I divorced you for him."
"Wait," I almost wailed. "How the fuck have I never heard about this cocksucker?"
"Because," she said in a low voice, "two days after I told him that I had served you with the papers, he told me that he had just been transferred to the Denver office."
Ouch.
Wait, how was I feeling empathy here?
"I begged him not to go. Not to leave me. You and I had so much still to work out here at the time, and there was no place for me at the Denver office anyway. But it was too good an opportunity for him, he said."
"I guess he wasn't as in love..." I began nastily.
"Then three days after he left, I learned that he had applied for the position three months previously, and had already been scheduled for the move for two months already. He never told me."
Wow. That was how I was feeling empathy here. "The rat fucking bastard," I breathed. "He...? Oh, my God!"
A tear ran down Rebecca's cheek. Just one, but it rent my heart. I genuinely reeled in my seat. What the fuck was happening to me? Sure, I wanted to kill the guy who had fucked my wife and ended my marriage. That checked out. But I didn't want to kill him because he had fucked my wife and ended my marriage. I wanted to drag his face across a gravel road because he'd used and abused the woman I had once loved...
"Serves me right, huh?" Rebecca said, amazingly not sniffling.
"No," I said. "No, it does fucking not! That was an epic dick maneuver. Whatever anger I might have at you, Rebecca, it won't stop me from, if I'm ever in Denver, meeting up with this Julien character and giving him the opportunity to throw the first punch in front of witnesses," I said grimly.
"Ha! Thank you, Sir Fucking Galahad," Rebecca laughed acidly. "But he isn't in Denver any more, and justice has already been served." I cocked my head at her. "The cocksucker ran off to Denver and to a new job with sky high expectations on him, leaving jilted little old me there at the home office, close to all my friends in HR, and in upper management." She laughed, flashing that spirit I had once loved so much.
Even when we had fought back in the day, she had always been able to keep her sense of humor intact. That simple fact had probably extended our zombie marriage for a few years.
That and, you know, her fucking other guys to keep her busy because she wasn't fucking me...
"We all make our mistakes, Rebecca," I said to her very seriously. "It is good, if not pure, intentions and a concern for others that sets some of us apart from douches like Julien."
She looked back at me, clearly hearing both my (very provisional) forgiveness, and my honest plea for the same. We both just sighed.
"It is a good thing this is a FaceTime, and not a face to face," I snorted.
She of course knew exactly what I meant. She always had. "Yeah, we are perilously close to having a Moment here, aren't we?" she said with her wry humor.
God, she looked good.
Yes, having a Moment, especially now, with Rebecca, would be a Bad Thing to end all Bad Things. And I knew about doing bad things lately.
"Yeah," I sighed. "Whatever, just know I am sorry about what happened with Julien. I do not remotely claim that I'm over what you did," I said, with a flash of anger that I felt I needed and deserved, "but I'm already pretty close to the understanding stage. What that cocksucker did, however... He deserved whatever punishment you dealt him and more. I'm sorry," I said again, running down.
"Thank you," she said back. "And... I am sorry too."
"Thanks," I said, a little more harshly than I wanted to or should have.
"Our daughter seemed to be doing great," she said briskly, changing the subject, or so I thought. "I think she will do just about perfect if you can refrain from fucking any more of her friends..."
*
Wanda and I toyed around with meeting again the next Friday, but she and Yancey were hosting another Bridge party Saturday. This time we both wanted more than just a couple of hours in an evening, like that prior Friday had offered. Saturday, she would be spending the day preparing for, then having the party. Sunday would be spent cleaning up and otherwise getting over it.
"There's no rush," she had said. "The wait is enjoyable too."
Yeah. I could see that. I could also see enjoying her body some more... I really am horrible.
The Bridge was good that week. I made far fewer mistakes than I usually did. I was actually chortling after one rubber about how well I was playing, and found myself wondering how, when I was screwing up everything else in my life, suddenly I could play Bridge competently...
No one else knew what a shit-show my existence was, and certainly not how awesome a shit-show it was, so I was able to relax and have another slice of normality.
And everything was normal, for the first half of the evening. We all played cards, switched tables, drank some beer and wine, and had nice conversations. Stan was a tool to several people, and poor Monica just tried to ignore her husband's toolery. Actually, at one point I thought I saw her actively avoid him when he started getting particularly jerky to Peter. But other than that, it was situation normal. The highlight of the evening was when Beth Anne and Brenda McMasters were at the same table for a round and Beth Anne spent the whole time glaring at Brenda's cleavage. Brenda had discovered the joy of plunging necklines in the last year. I'm pretty sure a poll of the neighborhood guys would have had her new design choices running more popular than puppies and kittens.
Once the organized cards are done on nights like these, some couples usually head right on out. A few others play another impromptu round. The rest hang out and socialize. The back doors were open because it was a mild, pleasant night, and I was happy to just chill and talk to friends, inside the house and in the backyard.
And then I turned around, as Ro DeWalt said goodnight and left me to go find her husband to clue him in on my suggestion for their home internet, only to find myself suddenly alone with Yancey.
I had not intended to actually talk to him that night, unless we had been at the same table for cards, which we had not been.
And now there we were, just the two of us, staring at each other. Any other night since we had known each other, we'd have slapped backs and happily dove into any of ten different subjects we had in common. That night we just froze for several seconds.
Then I tentatively held out my hand to shake, and thought better of it. As I withdrew my hand, he then stuck his out. Then he withdrew his awkwardly. We stared at each other for another two seconds, then both simultaneously snorted and stuck our hands out once more. Eye contact, good firm grip, not too long, not too abrupt. No attempted crushing or other alpha bullshit. Just a good, clean shake.
I think it relieved both of us.
I didn't know what to say, and thus my tongue went on autopilot and I asked the first question I usually did when first running into Yancey. "Hey dude. How is Wanda?"
Yeah. In retrospect, not the ideal question or the ideal wording.
Yancey did a double-take. Then, when he saw the dawning horror on my face, he laughed. He actually laughed. A genuine laugh. "I don't think you need to ask that anymore, do you?" Then he laughed again at my dumbfounded expression.
Fine. If he was going to outright fuck with me, and with such apparent good humor, I wasn't going to cower. I looked him dead in the eye and just answered, "Holy shit, man! Holy shit..."
We both drained our beers, more than a little ashamed of ourselves, but in complete agreement on the quality of the lady in question.
I had meant to take Yancey to some out of the way, dark bar where no one knew us for this conversation. Somewhere the fixtures weren't expensive, in case we got into a fight. But I had kept chickening out on making the call to him. Now I guessed we were having The Conversation right here in his own back yard. Fortunately, no one else was around at the moment.
"Look, I am sorry, Clark," Yancey said quickly and earnestly.
"I know," I replied, just as simply. "And we are all three of us working on helping me accept that." I smiled almost disbelievingly. "And the amazing thing is, I'm beginning to think Wanda's psycho scheme might work. I know I'm feeling better about things."
"Oh are you now?" Yancey snorted.
"I... yeah," I stuttered, trying to restart. I took a deep breath. "Look, Yancey, let's talk about the elephant in the room." He cocked an eyebrow. "The one thing no one has talked about, unless it was you and Wanda, the one thing that can really make this turn pear-shaped, besides you maybe freaking out, and that doesn't look likely at this point, would be for me and Wanda to... form an attachment." I paused to let that sink in. Yancey just nodded cautiously.
"I am not going to fall in love with Wanda," I said flatly. I was desperately hoping that she wouldn't fall in love with me, but that was not for me to say. And I doubted it highly anyway. I could still see Yancey's shoulders slump, but his spine straighten. Good.
Still, it was good to set expectations. "To be clear," I added, "I intend to enjoy this evening up process to the absolute fullest. Because... well, fuck it. I refer you to my aforementioned, 'Holy shit!'"
There. I'd laid down a marker, but done it with a smile.
"Dude, I'm enjoying the shit out of it too," he replied, quite unexpectedly.
"What?"
"When Wanda came home that evening, half-dressed, hair a mess, stinking of sex, she looked like Venus incarnate. It was all I could do to not sag in relief and sob in happiness that she had come back. That elephant in the room, you know?" Yancey said in a low voice. Two people had drifted near the door, but thankfully did not come outside. "But within five minutes we were having the best sex In. Our. Lives... Well, best since we were dating, at least," he said in a shockingly enthusiastic whisper. "She started to detail what all you two did, and she got hotter with each word she said. And it got me fucking revved too, man," he added incredulously. "We were animals, right there in the kitchen."
"Wait, she told you details?"
"Minute details," Yancey grinned, suddenly relaxing in his... enthusiasm? "Well done, by the way. You got very high marks. But I expected that."
I just stood there slack jawed.
"You know that she isn't the first woman to tell me how good you were in bed," he said, finally letting some shame seep into his voice.
"Wait. What? My ex-wife, while you were fucking around, told you that I was good in bed? What the fuck?"
"Rebecca was most complimentary about you," Yancey said. "Sex was never the problem in your marriage, dude. But you know that. And... and however badly I betrayed you... it wasn't her playing around with me that broke you up." Whatever else he'd wanted out of this eventual conversation, I realized that last sentence was the one he'd been intent of getting in.
"I know that," I said emphatically. Thank God I'd already had the conversation with Rebecca. "Besides," I added, "you weren't the only guy."
"Huh? I wasn't?" Yancey was clearly shocked. The idiot. His indignation amused me.
"No. I think George came before you..." I drawled. Fuck George.
"Tillinghast?" Yancey considered that for a moment. George Tillinghast had moved out of town a while back. He was shorter than either Yancey or me, but he was a charming bastard, and a bit of a gambler. "Checks out," Yancey said, almost to himself.
George did make sense, after all.
"And, of course, there was Saul," I added blandly.
"Yeah.. wait? Saul? Brillo pad hair, hook-nosed Saul? How the fuck did that little gremlin get in a total babe like Rebecca's pants?"
"I have not the faintest idea," I said, finding I could actually joke about it. Or at least enjoy watching Yancey freak out about it. "But I heard it from the mouth of said babe herself."
"Damn. Now I need to readjust my ego about having a girl like Rebecca come on to me..."
"Oh, so she was the instigator?" I asked, trying to keep the challenge I felt out of my voice.
Yancey blanched. "No! Uh, I mean, yeah, sort of. But I'm not denying any of my responsibility, man. When I realized she was doing more than the usual flirting with me... I was the one who actively took the bait."
Why? Why had she done this?
A zombie marriage makes people do bad things...
"And then there was the last guy, Julien," I added, ready to get both Yancey and myself away from the introspective precipices we were on.
"Who the fuck is Julien?"
"He's the guy she actually left me for," I said, my distaste for that bastard rapidly returning to the fore. Yancey was fucking St. Francis compared to that guy. "He was a co-worker of hers. They had a long affair, but when she told him that she had served me with papers, he told her that he had just been transferred to Denver on short notice. In three days, he was gone."
"Oh no."
"Then, the next week, she found out that he'd applied for the transfer himself, three months earlier, had been told he had the job two months earlier, and had never told her word one."
Yancey looked at me, then pulled out his phone.
"What are you doing?" I asked.
"Just seeing if I have an excuse to head to Denver on business. I'd like to seek this Julien out and... have a chat."
"While I find that I appreciate your reaction being the same as mine, I was told to stand down by Rebecca herself, and I assume that applies to you, too. Apparently, she got her revenge already. Don't know where he works or lives now, but that Denver promotion was short-lived." I arched an eyebrow. "Don't leave a wronged woman behind in your corporate office."
"Ha! Good for her! Still," Yancey eyed me. "If you ever find him, I'd like to tag along."
I eyeballed him.
"Hey! Rebecca's a..." he looked at me defensively. Then he straightened his spine again. "She's a good woman, whatever she, um, whatever we did. She didn't deserve that!"
I stuck out my hand. We shook. This conversation had served its purpose. "For what it's worth, if I ever find the sonofabitch, I will give you that call."
The two of us were going to have more conversations before whatever this was between the three of us was put to bed. Some of them might be intense. But I found now that I looked forward to them. Yancey was my friend, dammit, and a great guy... for an adulterous pig. I realized that we truly had suffered from a distance between us for years. I knew now why, and I wanted that distance gone. Life moves forward, and I preferred that it do so without that distance between me and Yancey. I really liked the asshole.
And if I had to keep fucking his super hot wife for a while to make that rapprochement happen, well that was just going to have to be my cross to bear.
Said super hot wife chose that moment to appear. I suspect she may have been keeping an eye on us to make sure she could intervene, had things gone as they certainly could have. Now she showed herself, smiling, and bearing glasses of bourbon. I usually have a beer per rubber of bridge, but since everybody walks home from these things, I was happy to move on to brown liquor.
And at that moment, I needed a belt. Yancey apparently did too. Wanda joined us. We clinked glasses, and downed a good slug. I gasped, whatever this was, it was good, and it was nearly barrel-strength.



"Are you two good?" Wanda asked tentatively, despite our apparent comity.
"Yes," Yancey said with a smile, sliding his arm around her waist. "Clark will continue to sex you into the ground on several more occasions, and I will continue to enjoy the aftermath, until you guys have come even with my miserable behind."
I found myself uneasy at his bravado. "You are taking this almost too well, Yancey. Are you really sure you are okay?"
He looked at me and shrugged. "I am, to be honest, appropriately unhappy about this. But that is the point, no? And even if I wasn't okay, what do they say about glass houses? I sure as fuck have no stones to throw," he said, firmly but sadly.
Wanda slipped her arm around him in turn. "We are doing this for you as much as for us, you know," she said softly.
He arched his eyes at her, and said softly. "If it brings you back to me fully after all these years, then yes, I win too."
"I don't think that's what she meant," I said, smiling at them both, happy to see them snuggle.
"You want me to have stones to throw?"
"No, asshole," Wanda said, smacking him on the arm. "We are getting rid of our stones."
"Oh..." Yancey drained his glass. "I have to hit the bathroom before I make a mess out here. Finish your glasses, and I'll see if I can bring the bottle back with me so we can all have a refill, without the unworthy types inside seeing I have it. I assume this is the Pappy that you brought?" he asked Wanda. She nodded, and Yancey disappeared inside, seeking relief.
Wanda watched him go with happiness in her eyes. But then she turned to me with a glint in her eyes. "Seeing you two getting along makes me smug about my plan. This is going to work," she said, still needing to convince herself a little.
"I do want our next hall pass soon," I said softly, with a smile.
"Eager beaver! Don't you like spreading this process out?"
"I want to get mine all in before you and Yancey completely reconcile," I joked. I meant every word of it though. Every moment of this whole thing was a tightrope, and it all could collapse at any time. The sooner it was over, with Wanda and Yancey completely happy, the better. But I wanted my time... my times, plural... Holy fuck was this woman a sex goddess.
"Ha!" she laughed. "I intend to get my every drop of evening up," she leered at me quietly. "So, Mister Right Now Please, when do you want to do it next?"
"Friday night again?"
"No, I don't think so," she said sultrily. "I'm going to need a longer stretch with you next time."
"Longer?"
"How about I come over Saturday morning instead? I'll bring along stuff to cook for dinner for the two of us. What do you think?"
Dinner?
I grinned. "I think I'll have to make sure Becca doesn't try to bring a crowd over on Saturday, then."
She grinned back. I looked for Yancey.
"I haven't fucked in my pool in at least eight years," I said softly.
"Well that needs to be corrected," Wanda giggled back. "But I also was told something about that bed of yours..."
I dimly realized that all that beer, along with two fingers of high-proof rye whiskey was making me just the littlest bit drunk.
Yancey made his reappearance, with the bottle mostly concealed under his arm, and poured three more fingers for each of us. This was looking suddenly to be a bit of a bender.
The three of us chatted away for a while. Various other couples stopped out to say goodbye to Wanda and Yancey. Others remained inside, playing a card game that from the sound of it was not Bridge, but something stupid and silly.
Yancey was peering in at one point, not looking at Wanda, and she smiled at me and sucked her finger lasciviously.
My eyes widened and I shot a look at Yancey, just as he turned back to me. He looked at my face and laughed. "Did she do the finger suck thing, or just lick the tip of her nose?"
Busted.
"She sucked her finger in a most inappropriate way," I said in a puritanical voice. "You should keep an eye on this lovely little wife of yours. She might do something... improprietous." We all laughed a little drunkenly.
Wanda could lick the tip of her nose?
Wanda just snuggled into Yancey for a moment. But in another minute, the three of us were standing equidistant and laughing hysterically about something.
"Guys, this may be the weirdest thank you in history, but thank you for doing this evening up thing," Yancey said. "I feel as good as I have in a while." Then he turned to Wanda and giggled, "Whatever finally made you demand to put your plan in action after so many years of keeping it to yourself?"
Shit.
Shit. Shit. Shit.
Yancey absolutely did not need to know the inciting incident that made Wanda make her move.
Unfortunately, Wanda and I were both caught off guard, and were both well and truly drunk by that point. That is not a good combination for hiding things, or making up cover stories.
Yancey, who I guess had not had as many beers as a foundation for his drunk as I had, instantly saw that there was a secret here.
Fuck.
Fuck. Fuck. Fuck.
"What is going on, you two?" he asked, suddenly suspicious. Uh oh. I might have been drunk, but I knew instantly that if we didn't tell him... something, something that rang true, he would start having all sorts of dark suspicions. The Plan would fall apart and maybe so would their marriage.
Wanda saw it too. Unfortunately, she chose truth as the best thing to say.
"I, uh, walked into Clark's backyard on the way home from work, only to find him, um, getting busy," she blurted out.
"Wait? Actually getting busy? You saw him?" Yancey instantly laughed. I relaxed a fraction. "That must have been embarrassing... But wait. Why did you think to stop your car and go see him? Did you recognize a car out front?"
Fucking perceptive fuckwad...
Wanda froze. Shit.
"Was it someone's I know?" Yancey asked slowly. Dangerously. He was way off the mark, I could tell. But he clearly thought that she had caught me fucking some other guy's wife. That was super bad. If he thought I was going around fucking guys' wives, then Wanda's and my evening up wasn't a brilliant, berserk Hail Mary play, it was just another notch in my bedpost, with him as unwittingly cooperative cuck.
Fuck it.
The black eye was going to be worth it to protect Wanda... and Yancey.
"Someone you know." I took a deep breath and made my hands stay low, away from protecting my face. I looked him in the eye and let him see my shame. All the fucking shame that I had accumulated since the start of the cruise. "It was Mary's car. That's why Wanda stopped, thinking to say hi to her."
Yancey actually laughed for a moment. "But then why did you..." he started to ask Wanda, then dropped off in horror.
Would the blow come right away?
He turned toward me with icy slowness.
"You... You took. My daughter. On a cruise. And when you came back... you fucked her?!?!?!"
This was it. I was finally going to get what I deserved. I straightened and pushed my chin out. "I... we... on the cruise, too."
Yancey stared at me. Fuck, he was looking like doom itself. I'd have looked like that if he had touched my Becca.
"But..." he was suddenly almost bewildered. "She's been in such a good mood lately."
"Not so much," I said miserably. "She's mortified, Yancey. Getting caught was... We got caught. Both times."
"Both times?"
"Becca caught us, on the cruise."
"Twice?!?!" Yancey hissed, something still holding him back. I was guessing it was the few remaining guests, obliviously playing Crazy Eights or some shit inside. "How could my smart daughter get caught twice by..." He was apoplectic.
"Because our daughter gets set on an idea and won't let go," Wanda said flatly.
"Mary gets caught up on..." Yancey said, suddenly stopping. Finally, I saw his hand bunching into a fist.
He turned away, coiling up...
Then his shoulders shuddered.
Was he laughing?
"We are three fucked up people," he said, chuckling.
He turned back, a wild lighten his eyes.
"I fuck my best friend's wife, behind his back, with no excuse from his blameless behavior. Then my now divorced best friend, without knowing of my douchebaggery, fucks my goddamned daughter! Twice! Then," he went on, dragging a ragged breath, "My wife catches them, and decides that that means she needs to fuck said best friend herself... with my full knowledge."
Yancey sagged down onto an outdoor chair and heaved a ragged breath. "I'm sorry guys. This all starts with my assholeish behavior."
"Yancey..." Wanda said, in pain.
"No. This is on me," I interjected quickly. The further in the background Wanda was here, the better. "Yancey," I said, kneeling near him. "I am the skeeziest human in this city. You still don't know how skeezy I am. Yes, you pulled an ace asshole move once upon a time. But my... my behavior," I said, suddenly unwilling to call what happened with Mary... or any of the others, a 'total mistake', "is not on you."
"Careful, asshole," Yancey grumbled. "I still haven't decided whether or not to punch your lights out."
"You get one free punch," I said softly. "Free and clear. After that, you can try to punch my lights out." I was leaning over him, my chin sticking out like the target it was meant to be.
Yancey looked at me, his whole body still as stone. With a jarring jerk, he heaved a deep breath, and stood. He stood up and blinked as slowly as a sloth. "We are having a wonderful evening. We are healing wounds. My daughter is of age. And unlike some of us, you are not married..." He shuddered.
And he lifted his glass and took an amazing, unhealthily large slug of 130 proof whiskey. Then he held up his glass to us both. "Cheers," he gasped.
Wanda and I clinked our glasses to his and we all took a liver-tormentingly proportioned slug.
Yancey looked at me with a grimace. "Let's move on," he said, meaning legion.
He heaved a deep breath, smiled at Wanda, and looked back at me. "I'd still rather not hear about that shit happening again."
Then you better talk to your daughter, I thought darkly.
"Stan!" came an outraged female voice from inside. The three of us looked at each other in surprise. Any... whatever that had been boiling between us vanished in the face of the utter novelty of hearing Monica raise her voice to Stan.
We all came inside together without discussing it, drawn by that magnetic curiosity that draws drunk people to conflict.
There were only four other guests left. Stan and Monica were playing whatever the game was with another couple. Stan must have gone into his usual act, and wonder of wonders, Monica, who could not move away and ignore him under the circumstances, had snapped. Mildly, but that was still thunderous, for her.
Stan looked bewildered, like he couldn't believe that she had called him out. The rest of us couldn't believe it either.
I wanted to cheer, but knew that would be a Bad Idea.
"Let's go home, Stan," Monica said, softening her tone. "I, at least, have had too much to drink, and maybe you too. Thanks, everybody. Thanks Yancey, Monica," she said, louder, easing Stan out of his chair.
The tool looked like he was about to get mulish and balk, but Wanda stepped smoothly over and 'helped' him with his chair. Before he knew it, he was up and moving with Monica out the door. I saw her rolling her eyes apologetically over her shoulder at Wanda.
And they were gone.
"I don't think I've ever seen her yank his reins," I mused out loud in admiration.
"Honestly, I always thought she kind of liked his attitude, the way she never pulled him up short," the other woman in their game said, almost nastily.
I never knew people held Stan against Monica. I was absolutely certain that that was not fair. But honestly not unreasonable.
*
The very next day, Becca descended on the back yard with a crowd of friends. These summer groups were seldom as big as the ones she had brought early last fall and late in the spring, when UNC was still in session, but it was still enough for a nice party. And the crowd was growing again as the summer went on.
Mary was conspicuous in her absence. I wondered who had made that decision, Yancey, Wanda, Becca, or Mary herself. Probably a combination thereof. I wondered idly, as I got in some office work before firing up the grill, if Yancey had even told her that he now knew. I'd find out eventually if he had.
I was quite glad to have Mary not there for the time being. I had made one significant decision. I for sure must not succumb to Mary's charms again, despite a genuine desire to finally finish what had been interrupted twice. Whatever I wanted, I wasn't going to do it.
If I did, the Pope would probably drop by to interrupt us.
No, more likely it would be my mother.
The Pope, I could have handled. After being denied at the very moment of truth twice, I'd have told His Holiness to take a seat and I'd be with him in a minute.
"Hey, Mister Howard," came a voice, breaking in on my attempted concentration on performance reviews. Despite how much I complain about my young employees, they all do in fact have performance, and I have to periodically review it. For the most part, it is better performance than I want them to think I think.
I looked up to find Stephanie standing next to me. Sigh. The girl hardly ever spoke to me, though she was always friendly and polite to me. She just was callous with the other kids. I was never comfortable when she did choose to speak to me because, well, she was always in a bikini, they were always small bikinis, and she was the cheerleader all the other cheerleaders were jealous of. She was in the current ESPN college football promotional montage for chrissake. My eyes tended to want to linger on places other than her face.
"Yes, Stephanie? What's up?"
"I was wondering if I could have a White Claw today," she said, sitting down tentatively on the chair next to my chaise. I raised an eyebrow. "I know you are a stickler about it. That's cool. But it was my birthday on Tuesday. I'm twenty-one now."
"Oh are you now," I laughed. I wasn't meaning to sound skeptical, but I've gotten into the habit of being amused about drinking age with these kids.
"Yes I am," she said cutely. "I even brought my ID, so you would feel better about it." With that, she twisted on the seat and reached behind herself. Christ, she had tucked the driver's license in the back of her barely their bikini. And when she turned to slip it free, I got a really lovely view of her really lovely backside.
Oh, God. Danger, Will Robinson, Danger!
Blithely, she presented me with the card. I waved it away. "I believe you, Stephanie, but thanks for bringing it over. Happy birthday, and help yourself. I think I only have Lime and Black Raspberry right now."
"That's great! Thanks Mr. Howard," she chirped. She turned and slipped her ID back in the back of her bikini bottom as she squatted by my beer fridge to fish out a black raspberry seltzer. She then unfolded herself to her feet, smiled at me in thanks, and bounced off to several of the other girls. Jesus, I could not keep my eyes off her. She had the most perfect, tight, round, barely-covered ass.
I snapped my eyes back to my laptop.
Normalcy. Normalcy. Normalcy.
She had not been flirting with me. Girls who look like her don't need to put in an effort to still put on a show. She had not been flirting with me. And I still didn't like her that much.
"Hey, Mister H!" another girl called out to me from beside Stephanie, pointing at the White Claw. "It was our birthday last week too!"
"I know when your birthday is, Magda," I taunted back.
I shook my head and surveyed the crowd. Anne and Carol were both there too, of course, but they were mercifully both having their attention consumed by three guys who seemed to be quite intent on finding out who had a chance with whom. Both of those two girls had explicitly been a one time thing, and I had not had any 'trouble' from either of them since the cruise... but guilt has no expiration date.
When things finally broke up early that evening, I was amused to see that Becca made damned good and sure that both of my two 'mistakes' left before she did. I called her over as she was rounding up the last two kids who were riding with her, a girl I didn't know and a boy I was not sure I wanted to.
"Darling," I asked her, as off-handedly as I could. "If you bring another crowd next weekend, do it Sunday, would you? Saturday won't be good."
"Sure, Pappadoodle. What's up?"
"I, uh, I'm having a team meeting. I don't know if I'll have it here, or a Laser Tag place or some such."
"Laser Tag, Dad? Really? Your team is grown-up people."
"They are all about three years older than you!"
"Do they even have beer with Laser Tag?"
"Uh, I think I saw one place that has a full bar."
"Oh," Becca brightened. "Then I'd say go do a shoot 'em up." She paused. "And I may not even be in town next weekend, so you might not see us Sunday either. Tell me how the Laser Tag goes!" With that, she and her stragglers were gone.
I sat down grumpily. First, she had deliberately not told me where she was thinking of going, and second, now I had to take my worthless team to play Laser Tag...
But Saturday was clear. I texted Wanda to that effect.
WANDA: I'll bring steaks. You will need the protein...
*
Wanda showed up at my door at 9:45 in the morning the next Saturday, dressed in a swimsuit of some kind under a voluminous cover-up, with a wide-brimmed hat and sunglasses. She had an insulated Costco bag slung over her shoulder that was doubling as steak transport and pool bag.
Of course, she looked like a million bucks.
I grinned a little stupidly and ushered her in. She gave me a little kiss as she swept by me and into the kitchen. I followed her there as she pulled out two very nice-looking prime New York strips and some other groceries for dinner, stashing them in my already crowded fridge.
Then she turned around... and we were fucking on the kitchen island in no time flat.
That went really very well, except for the demise of a favorite peppermill of mine that got knocked onto the tile floor during the festivities. Totally worth it.
With our edge taken off, Wanda started to slip back into the really rather fetching one-piece, sling-type black swimsuit she had worn over to my place. Whatever she might complain about her 'aging' body, no woman owns a suit like that without being very confident about her figure. "Go get a suit on yourself," she said. "I'm hankering for a sexy backyard pool day."
"We don't need suits," I counter-offered. "Although you look like a dream in that number, I've got pretty much perfect privacy in my backyard, unless someone has a drone."
"Good to know, which I already did," Wanda said, heading for the back yard, producing a can of sunscreen from her bag. "But if we just go with Naked Day, that takes away the fun of taking off each other's suits repeatedly." With that, she went out the back door, leaving me to scramble upstairs for a suit of my own for her to take off.
Our first hall pass had been pretty much set up as a date. This one was more a cool, casual hang... with benefits. When I came out back, we swam for a bit, just relaxing in the water and talking like the friends we were, except for a little casual grab-ass here and there. The suit she was wearing was a dream for feeling her up without dislodging it at all. Somehow, letting my hands slip underneath the front of the sling to cup and tease her breasts was way naughtier than just outright playing with them naked. Especially since we spent much of the time I was doing it talking about propagating irises.
By noon, I felt like I had a brand new penis, one that was more than ready to go for a drive, but we both were hungry, too.



"What can I make us for lunch?" I asked, since I was obviously responsible for that meal. Wanda had brought only dinner stuff.
"I'm easy," Wanda said.
"But not sleazy," I retorted.
"Ha! Seriously, nothing elaborate, please. I have other things in mind for our time than cooking lunch..."
"How about peanut butter and jelly sandwiches?" I joked.
"Actually," Wanda said, her eyes lighting up. "That sounds awesome. Do you have anything besides grape jelly?"
Since PB&Js were my go-to late night work snack, I had a selection. She chose strawberry jam. I ran inside to get fixings, and came back out with a tray. We assembled sandwiches and wolfed them down with some chips I had already opened and were only a little stale. I had also brought back some still edible strawberries and whipped cream to compliment the jam.
Wanda licked her fingers as I was stealing the last strawberry. It had hit the spot.
"Whatever shall we do now?" I asked with a smile.
Wanda pursed her lips, then smiled in return. "Ditch the suit, Clark."
"Oh, so it is now time for naked pool time for us?" I asked eagerly.
"No it is just naked time for you," she said back blandly. "I am having a bit more to eat," she added, reaching for the peanut butter.
I looked at her quizzically, wondering what she was up to, but when she shooed me along I was only too happy to rev up the next part of the good stuff. I stood and undid the string on my trunks, letting them drop to the ground. It was likely the first time Wanda had seen me with less than a raging erection, but my nicely half-chub-and-rising member still drew her enthusiastic gaze.
She uncapped the peanut butter, and to my surprise, dipped her bare finger in, scooping out a nice dollop. To my enthusiastic further surprise, she leaned forward and smeared it on my now very rapidly hardening cock. With a smile at me, she held my gaze as she leaned forward and sucked the dollop off me.
Oh wow. This was a new trick to me, and I was absolutely going to remember it for future endeavors.
The thick peanut butter stuck hard to my cock, and it took her some work, with repeated licks and sucks to clean each dollop off. And as she sucked on my peanut butter-coated cock, it made her mouth and tongue cling stickily to me for an indelible extra sensation. The work her other, clean fingers were doing to my balls was no minor side-effect either, as she smeared daub after daub onto me and then sucked them off. It really was incredible, the sensation of her mouth clinging to my cock with each pass in and out, her gaze holding mine the entire time.
Slowly, there was less peanut butter, and more marvelous tongue, as Wanda sensed that I was going to come, and soon. Her hand pumped the base of my cock more and more firmly and more and more swiftly. A final fingertip's worth of peanut paste near the top of my cock, just under the frenulum, and she gobbled me again. Her tongue wiped the butter away and kept teasing there.
I never closed my eyes or moved them away from the beautiful face encasing my cock. But I suddenly lost all sight of her anyway, as my vision stopped working properly for a moment when my... everything... surged and I felt warmth and power spurting down my shaft. This was no ecstatic, multi-burst orgasm, with waves of pleasure. This was single overwhelming release of... a lot, I think. I said I went sort of blind for a moment or three, because I am pretty sure that she had tripped some sort of circuit breaker there.
I shook my head as my vision started making sense again, and I smiled down at Wanda, who was smugly and contentedly massaging any remaining cum out of my cock and into her mouth. I was pretty sure that she was getting nothing more at this point. I could, however see a long dribble of my offering had escaped one side of her mouth and slid partway down her chin.
"Thank you," I croaked as I reluctantly slid myself free of her mouth, and she smiled up at me, still smug. I reached out and wiped my escaped jizz from her face and offered it to her. She wordlessly just sucked my finger clean. "Holy fucking shit," I gasped. "Peanut Butter?!? Where did you come up with that idea? When?"
Wanda just leaned back sinuously in her chair, looking fabulous. "We came up with it soon after we moved here, maybe ten years ago? Yancey and I were making sandwiches for the soccer team, and as we got close to finishing, he was getting randier and more insistent we engage in some other activity. I was into the idea, but I wasn't nearly as horny as that old goat, and I wanted to finish. But he kept it up, and let me know in no uncertain terms the state of his big old cock." She looked at me with a grin. "So I picked up the jar of peanut butter, turned it upside down, and shoved it down over his cock. 'Fuck that for a minute, while I finish bagging these sandwiches for the kids,' I said. But I pulled it right off, laughing. Then I saw his eyes, and his goopy, sticky cock, and... well I got horny too."
I laughed in amazement at the story, and that I was even in a conversation that included it. "I can't believe I've never hear of peanut butter as a marital aid!"
"Well, I could hardly evangelize the practice," Wanda said tartly. "No one would have let their kids come over to have lunch with Mary ever again!"
"Ha! Yeah..." How many times over the years had Becca eaten PB&Js over at Wanda's house? I'll admit, I blanched.
Wanda laughed at my expression. "Relax, you idiot!" she said, her laughter doing interesting things to her body that was almost clothed in that suit. "Ever since, we have kept our 'special jar' and its successors hidden up in a high cabinet. It doesn't come out all the time, but when Yancey has done something very nice for me, or Mary, or just around the house, I bring it out and leave it sitting around on the coffee table, or in the key dish by the garage, and he knows it is on."
Wanda sobered a bit. "There was almost six months there, after the Inciting Incident, where the current jar at the time went bad from not being used." The Inciting Incident was the phrase she and I had begun using to refer to our spouses' brief affair, in the sense that it had eventually incited our... whatever this was. "Even after we finally started to work things out, it took a while before the jar ever came out again," Wanda said, becoming more serious.
"At least you guys got back to stuff like that," I said. "Rebecca and I just kept drifting further apart during that time."
"Maybe it would have been better if you had caught her too."
"I have given that some thought, Wanda. I even went a few days resenting you hard for not telling me and then being able to make your marriage work, while I never had the chance."
"Oh shit. I'm sorry."
"No," I waved it off. "Our marriage was done, I think, long before them. Something has to be alive to be able to heal it."
"Well," said Wanda, rising to her feet and stretching before me. "That is enough downer talk. As a remedy, I think you need to take this suit off of me and we see what that incites..."
Yes, please. The suit was, as I said, a sling. It was not much more than a big V, with straps that swept up from between her ass cheeks, over her back and shoulders, and then back down her front to her crotch, 'covering' her breasts along the way. It provided exactly zero support for her breasts, and there are damned few women of her age and endowment who could wear that thing successfully.
But Wanda might have looked sexier in it than out of it.
Still, it had to go. The one area it did cover fairly well was between her legs, and I was forming multiple plans for that area that required full access.
I stood and kissed her. I put my hands on her outer thighs and stroked upward slowly. The suit, of course, had nothing anywhere on her sides, and my hands slid cleanly over her bare hips, past her waist, and up to hold her under her arms. Then I slid my hands in and under those vertical straps to clutch at and massage her breasts. Wanda let me know that she appreciated the attention by sucking on my tongue as it explored her mouth.
With a flick, I pushed one strap off her shoulder and it slid down her arm and free. I bent down, relinquishing her tongue, to kiss the freshly exposed nipple I found. It pressed eagerly back against my lips and tongue.
I flicked the other strap off and it too fell swiftly away. The suit would have fallen completely away, except that Wanda was holding her thighs tight together at the top, trapping the fabric remaining between her legs. I leaned back to drink in the sight, and when I did so, she relaxed her legs, letting me see the suit collapse away to the pool deck. Wanda had a beauty that was ageless.
She reached out and stroked my cock, which was relentlessly building another erection during this whole process. "This looks like it is about ready to give me another ride, cowboy."
Suddenly I blanched at that. "Wait. It didn't occur to me. If we do it again, would that count a using two hall passes today?" I asked. However ambivalent I was about the wisdom of this Evening Up, I was aghast at the idea of it ending too soon.
"Not hardly!" Wanda laughed. "I never delved too deeply into what Yancey and your wife got up to each time they got together, but we can be damned sure that none were any slam-bam-thank you-ma'am sessions. Not Yancey's style."
"Not Rebecca's either," I mused sourly. "She did always enjoy extra innings."
"Well then, I guess it is a good thing that we do too, huh?" Wanda said, pressing her naked body against mine. My cock was truly trying to get back to form. But... well, I had come twice already that day. How many more did I realistically have in me? And it wasn't even mid-afternoon.
Besides, I had other agenda items in my timeline first.
"Yes it is," I said, kissing her again briefly. "But..." I cut myself off by suddenly grabbing her and lifting her up off her feet. Wanda is a petite little thing, and I was able to easily carry her the two steps to the edge of the pool and hurl us both into the water. Her shriek of girlish protest was cut off by the entry into the pool.
As we hit, I released her, and we both bobbed to the surface. Wanda was spitting and sputtering, having gotten caught screaming while hitting the water. Even I had to spit out a good bit, as I had been laughing. She splashed me hard, and I splashed back. We enjoyed a water fight for a while, ending in me chasing her around the pool and toward the shallower end, where she decided to let me catch her.
I grabbed her and kissed her again. "Are you going to fuck me right here in this pool?" She asked brightly.
I snorted. "Really? I have never, in this pool or any other, successfully had actual sex in the water. Closest I ever came was sex on a lake beach in college, but we were lying in only two inches of water."
"You knew Rebecca in college?"
"Her name was Carrie. She was a little over-weight, and had an over-bite," I said, with fond recall.
"Doesn't sound like the hottest tot on the block," Wanda said teasingly. "I'd have thought that twenty year-old Clark Howard would have had his pick."
"She could suck a golf ball through a garden hose," I said with a leer. That earned me another big splash.
"Well, I have successfully had sex in the water," Wanda said firmly. "But yeah, it wasn't the best."
"How can everything be under freaking water, and still feel so dry?" I wondered in irritation.
"But if we aren't in the pool to fuck, what are we doing? Or do you just need to buy some more time?" Wanda asked with both challenge and support.
"Pools suck for fucking," I said, then grabbed her again. "But the edges of pools are great for what I have in mind!" I sloshed us over to the edge and plopped her down to sit on the side of the pool. I knew the precise point along the side of the pool where the depth put me at just the right height. Rebecca and I, five years or more before the divorce, had spent an afternoon when Becca was off at a friend's house, working out where it was for each of us.
At this spot along the side of the pool, I barely needed to lift myself at all to put my lips back around first one nipple, then the other. I started with the left one because, even though Wanda and I had only been together twice, I was already developing a preference for it.
Even better, I barely needed to bend down at all, at this depth in the pool, to work my way downward. Her belly glistened with beads of pool water as I mouthed my way down it. I stick my tongue into her navel and her tummy jerked in delight. I slowed my progress down, but started stroking my way up her thighs with delicate fingertips at the same time. When I reached her damp tangle of ornamental bush, nuzzling it, my fingers found her slit and began to tease at it as well.
"Oh yeah," Wanda sighed. "This is... ideal," she squeaked as I interrupted her with a fingertip probing inward...
Making this beautiful woman squirm, moan and eventually cry out, while most of my naked body was resting immersed in cool water was highly restorative for me, and especially for my own equipment. By the time I had drawn a second burst of noises loud enough to make me glad my neighbors, invisible beyond privacy fences and hedges, were old enough to have had their kids move out, I was feeling fit as a fiddle and ready for love.
With Wanda leaning back on the concrete, gasping happily, I flipped backward into the water, cleaning my face in the process. I surfaced and then took the stairs out of the pool, walking around next to Wanda, letting water drip from my erection down onto her shoulder. She looked up and smirked to let me know she knew what I was up to. I extended a hand to her and helped her slowly to her barely steadying feet.
I lead her back toward the chaise where we had eaten, and where Wanda had enjoyed a multitude of additional snacks. But I saw the can of Redi-Whip whipped cream sitting by the peanut butter and remembered that I had my own little Fun With Food trick from back in the day. It had been since years before the divorce, and I suddenly really wanted to invest some time in showing it off. And enjoying it once more...
Wanda lay slowly back on the chaise, clearly eager for a good fucking, then raised an eyebrow as I turned and grabbed the Redi-Whip, shaking the can vigorously. I smiled as I perched beside her and sprayed a circle of cream around her near nipple. Then I repeated with the far one. I bent and swiftly sucked each clean. Then I drew a spiral on each, radiating out from each nipple, and took far longer to clean each off.
Lightly-sweetened whipped cream is always delicious, but when licked off of a gorgeous set of tits, it is dessert nirvana. But I had more...
Before I could go on, however, Wanda gently took the can from me and drew another line on herself, this one straight up and down between her breasts. I obligingly bent to clean the mess. As I did so, I felt her lift and press her boobs against the side of my face. I lifted my face happily when I finished, but before I could say anything, she sprayed between her breasts again. She used a lot more this time, creating a mound that filled her delightful valley. I bent again to take another taste, but she stopped me.
"No, no, Clark," she said lasciviously. "Not your tongue. Not this time." Her hand stroked my hard cock suggestively.
Oh, hell yeah! This had been where I had meant to go anyway...
Trying not to appear pathetically eager, I hopped up to straddle her torso, lining my cock up along her sternum. I dipped lower and plowed my cock into the pile of cream. I kept going until my head popped out, and Wanda lifted her face, sucking the tip clean. But only the tip.
I obligingly, eagerly, drew my cock back and pushed it into the mass of creamy goodness again. This time, Wanda grabbed her breasts and trapped my cock between them. She smiled at me as I began to pump up and down in the slick enclosure. I shuddered in sudden bliss, my eyelids fluttering. Jesus fuck, this felt good. It always had before, but it had been... so... long.
"Oh shit..." I moaned. "I've always loved, loved, loved this, especially with the whipped cream."
"Awww," Wanda pouted, still quit happy with the proceedings as my cock massaged her pressing cleavage. "You've done this before?"
"This was Rebecca's 'special reward'," I grunted. "Back in the early, happy days."
"It's a more recent trick for us," Wanda said, as we delved into another of this weird, mid-sex conversations about our spouses. "Yancey came up with it early on when we were using some crazy sex to start patching things up."
Wait. When?
"Yeah? Well I'm glad you like it," I said. "Maybe you should send Rebecca a thank you card. I guarantee you that Yancey learned it from her!"
"What?" Wanda laughed. Then she laughed harder. "That big fucker! Of course that's what happened."
Holy cow, did her laughter make what my dick was experiencing feel even better.
"Christ," I moaned. "I may have to send her a thank you card!" I sped up my thrusts, slapping and squelching into her with abandon.
"Don't you come," Wanda warned.
"Aww! Please? Why not?" I groaned, not slowing.
"Because I need another serious fucking, and I'm not waiting that long!"
I sagged slowly to a halt and rolled my eyes. "Well, if you really must insist..."
Wanda laughed and demanded that I bring her my cock. I lifted my hips and pushed forward so she could suck and lick the cream free of it. Then I shuffled back downward, and slid over between her eagerly opening legs. Her fingers guided my cock downward and against her, and in an easy, slow, but direct thrust, I slid home inside her, extracting a groan from us both in harmony.
I bent my head to her chest and began to clean her breasts as I started slowly to thrust. Slurping delicious cream from a woman's breasts with your cock buried within her? Five stars. Would recommend.
When I had her chest cleaned (mostly), I grunted into her ear as I kept on thrusting, "How would you like to go on from here? Tell me how you want us."
Her hands dug into my shoulders for a moment, my motion never ceasing until she answered, "Let me roll over under you." We grinned at each other, and I slid out of her with only little reluctance. Her body felt loathe to release my cock as well, but once I was free and had moved from between her legs, Wanda eagerly flipped over onto her belly beneath me, tilting her ass upward just a little.
That was all the encouragement I needed and I lowered myself again, without moving between her legs. My cock nestled down under her ass and between her barely parted thighs. Her eager snatch let me back inside her with ease and I resumed pumping happily.
I braced myself with one hand between her shoulder blades, pressing her deep into the chaise cushion, while my other hand reached down to caress the mashed outer curve of a breast. My dick stroked ecstatically in and out. With my legs like this, I could not remotely bury all my length into her, but my cock did not mind, and this way I could fully appreciate her yummy ass as I slapped against it.
Most importantly, my short strokes angled forward so that my head rubbed smoothly and firmly against her most sensitive interior as perfectly as I could have asked.
Wanda, apparently could actually ask for it. "More," she gasped. "Just like that! Keep it up. Oh fuck, Clark, you are going to make me come already."
It wasn't actually true. I managed to enjoy a couple more minutes of this intense experience before I felt her insides begin to spasm and she pressed her face down into the cushion to scream at the top of her lungs. I slowed to let her shudder her way through the eruption, then just as she was gathering her breath at last, I resumed my pace, if anything faster, and definitely right on that same spot inside her.



"Oh... you fucking... God dammit, Clark," she gasped, I soon felt her come once more. This second orgasm was almost languid, as if her energy was spent, and this wave just flowed easily over her unresisting form.
I did stop this time, burying myself inside her to the extent possible and nibbled on an ear. My hand that cupped the side of her breast slid underneath her for a more comprehensive caress. "How do you want me to finish?" I asked, between nibbles on the ear.
Wanda panted and again took a moment to answer. "My breasts..." she sighed.
"On your breasts?" I asked, perking up. Wanda chuckled, which felt great to my impaling member.
"On? No. Between. That's what you want isn't it?" she teased, clenching her pussy. "You want to finish what you started, don't you?"
"Oh, heck yes," I sighed, pulling out a little over-eagerly.
But Wanda flipped back over again, just as eagerly. Her hand fumbled for the Redi-Whip, which was rolling around beside the chaise. In moments, my cock was between her breasts once more, and she was burying it in a cloud of creamy goodness, spraying whipped cream up and down my length and around.
Then she tossed the can aside and grabbed her breasts, squeezing them softly together once more. The warmth of her flesh instantly overpowered the cool of the cream, and most of it squished out and over the rest of her as she clasped me. I could not have stopped myself from thrusting into that goopy, slick, gorgeous mess if I had wanted to. And I sure as fuck did not want to.
I braced myself over her with both hands and slowly built speed. I looked down at her face, but she was looking downward, so I did too. My cock schlorpped in between those mounds, squishing them around a bit as I thrust unevenly. Bits of cream, still whipped and not, spattered about as I gained speed. One beautiful nipple peeked free of the white coating.
I had already been three-quarters there by the time Wanda had come, and I was rapidly getting there again now. "Fuck. Shit. Shit," I groaned. "I'm, unh, going to, ungh, come soon, unh, Wanda. This is, ohhhh, too damned good..."
"Make it last a little while," she snorted, flashing a look up at me before turning her eyes back down to my pumping cock. "At least a little bit longer."
"Oh, you like this, unngh, do you?" I asked, trying to restrain my pace. "Does this... do it for you too... somehow?" I gasped.
"Oh, it feels good," Wanda said happily. Then she looked back up at my eyes with a dream-inducing gleam. "But mostly I just like the way it makes you look like you'd buy me a house right now, if I asked!"
"Heh," I grunted, picking my pace a little again. "How many bedrooms would you like?"
I was not going to be able to hold back any more. I slid into her pressed flesh now with abandon. I knew I must have sounded silly, with my tiny little mewling grunts that escaped involuntarily with each penetration, grunts that were getting louder and more desperate sounding with each example.
Suddenly, I cried out loudly, and my cock pulsed thickly in the goopy mess. I slammed upward several times, my balls thrumming with each burst. The sticky whipped cream everywhere mostly blocked and absorbed the ropes of cum I was ejecting, so I somehow did not paint Wanda's face as I would have expected from as deliriously hard as I came.
Wanda laughed happily at the ludicrous sounds I made, but I just panted and twisted off of her, plopping down beside her on the chaise. I am not ashamed to say that my cock, which had gone above and beyond already that day, and which I fully intended to go abov-er and beyond-er with Monica some more later, softened almost immediately. That didn't stop Wanda from sitting up and leaning over to suck its rapidly deflating shape clean of the cream and, um, 'cream' mixture. Her chest dripped all over my thighs, the chaise, and the concrete deck. Never have I been happier to have a mess to clean up.
Licking her lips, Wanda rose from my now clean, floppy cock, and in its messy surroundings, heading toward the pool.
"Please don't!" I called out. "If you go in there like that, it'll take me days to decontaminate the pool. There is still a chance that Becca and her gang will be here tomorrow and they will want to use the pool as always. I don't want to have to tell them they can't swim because Mary's mom jumped in all covered in whipped cream and cum."
Wanda looked back at me and laughed herself silly. "May I suggest you use my shower?" I suggested, pointing at the house. She just looked at the door and shook her head.
"I'm dripping everywhere," she said. "I'll just used the pool shower here," she added, Turing toward the wooden post with a somewhat lime-encrusted cheap shower head I had set up years before. I had installed the less than comfy 'shower' when we first moved in.
"That water is pure cold..." I started to warn, but Wanda just pulled the chain while standing fully under the stream. The water struck her and she jumped. "Gah! You weren't kidding!" she gasped, but she held firm under the cleansing torrent.
Jesus, did she look hot, with that water sluicing off her body, and the cold making her nipples so erect they threatened to put my eyes out from way over there.
Eventually, we dressed, had a glass of wine, and cleaned up the mess. Then we went inside to get out of the afternoon sun and watch a movie. It was an old action picture from when we were younger, with no romance stuff, only a short, intense sex scene toward the middle. We barely cuddled at all during the show, instead spending much of the runtime sitting at opposite ends of the couch, trading off giving foot rubs.
When the last explosion faded into the credits, Wanda hopped up and declared that she was going to start prepping dinner. I got up to follow her, but she declared that the meal was her treat, and I could piss off.
I shrugged and did so. I even let her use my grill to cook the steaks, without interfering. I don't let anyone use my grill.
We ate leisurely outside before the sun set, had more wine, and listened to some music. Wanda had brought some cake for dessert, and amazingly, we ate it all without smearing it all over each other.
After dinner, I led her to my bedroom and finally got that gorgeous woman into my bed--my neatly made bed, with its fresh sheets and clean comforter. My bed, which we promptly wrecked. We were frantically methodical in that last sex of the day, swapping back and forth between oral and intercourse, feverish coupling, and languid fondling.
Before I finally managed to orgasm again, after that long, sex-filled day, Wanda had enjoyed several climaxes, the bed had lost most of its covers, sheets, and pillows to the floor, and Wanda was a right frightful sweaty, glorious, sexy mess. Just perfect to get half-dressed and walk home to Yancey.
During that last, languid fuck, as I lay atop Wanda and drove myself into her in steady, pleasurable strokes, ready at last to let myself go, I realized that I had not thought to resent Yancey once that whole day. That was great, I considered, since that was a big part of this exercise. On the other hand, if we all reconciled too soon... well, Wanda still had two more hall passes that I very much wanted to enjoy.
Fuck Yancey, I thought.
There, that was better I thought, as I came deep within Wanda.
----------------
Thanks for continuing on this latest ride with me! I hope you enjoy reading it as much as I enjoyed writing it. Thanks in advance for your kind votes and favorites, and please take a moment to comment. As always, that's how I get rewarded and encouraged.
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------------------
Guilty Pleasures - Seven
------------------
After Wanda walked home, a pep in her step and a gleam in her eyes that told me she was looking forward to still more sex, this time with a waiting Yancey, I collapsed with a large scotch. Ye gods, the woman was amazing.
I for one was done for, and I wandered back to my bedroom to sleep. I didn't bother with my pajamas, just striping bare and crawling into bed. I didn't make the damned thing either. I just grabbed a sheet and a pillow from the floor and cuddled down for about five seconds before sleep took me.
I awoke Sunday feeling far more refreshed than my forty five year-old body had any right to after all the previous day's activities. I looked at the clock and popped out of bed. I took a good shower, during which I thought a good bit about Wanda. Despite the content of those thoughts, I got not a trace of an erection. My guy had done his job superhumanly well the day before, and he deserved a rest. Actually, he was going to take a rest, whether I thought he deserved it or not.
I almost just left my bed for another day, but I realized that Becca and her friends would still quite possibly be over later. My daughter, and sometimes others, would occasionally use my bathroom if the others were all in use, and I did not want to explain to her friends, much less Pumpkin herself, how my bed came to look like it did!
I slid into my backyard hanging out trunks, sunscreened up, and went out to get some work done. I had done zero work on Saturday, and I was behind.
Becca's friends did indeed start showing up at the expected time, in about three carloads.
Mary was back in the crowd, but she still kept her distance from me. So, thank God, did Carol and Anne. The last thing I needed was any of them starting up with me again. Some sins, I needed to put behind me.
The reptilian brain in me also noted that it would be quite awkward if circumstances got to the point where I had to explain to any of them why I was so fucked out as to be suddenly impotent...
No, the only problem I had to deal with, other than more work than I could possibly accomplish before it was time to grill burgers for everyone, was Stephanie. Since she had determined that I would let her have booze the last time she was there, I was now her friend. And being who and what she was, that meant she had to actually full-on flirt with me, at least a little. When she came over for her first White Claw of the day, she had her ID again. This time, she had it tucked into the top of her bikini, nestled against the inner curve of her breast. She even tugged gently at the fabric of the smallish top as she pulled free the driver's license with her other hand. The tug wasn't enough to flash nipple at me or anything, but it was enough to let me know that she could have, had she wanted.
Thank God that this girl, at least, wasn't actually interested. She was just a sexy beast, knew it, and liked to exercise the fact.
"You don't need to keep flashing me your ID, Stephanie," I said drily, regretting my word choice, and trying to look back at my laptop, adjusting it slightly on my legs, because even my exhausted cock had twitched at the show.
"Just wanted to be sure, Mister Howard," she giggled, and popped back up to rejoin her friends. My eyes could not help but follow her ass all the way across the pool deck until she joined a group of two guys and Anne. I sighed as I watched. Even if I wanted to put up with the sarcasm and bluntness I always heard from her to her friends, come on. My self-confidence had taken astronomical boosts lately, but that little Ferrari of a girl? Still far beyond my league.
Unfortunately, I realized that Anne had been following my eyes as they followed Stephanie, and she was looking at me in amusement. I actually blushed tiny bit, but she did nothing but raise one elegant eyebrow at me, then turn away. That girl was one cool customer.
When she turned away and wasn't looking at me, I could not help but shift my gaze to appreciate her backside as well, shameful old goat that I am.
Why did it have to have been Anne who put the moves on me first? She was not stacked like Mary or Carol, although she was still amazing looking, as my eyes' magnetic hold testified at the moment. But Anne had that extra something, that extra measure of grace, and a knowing nature that had been lethal to my self-restraint on the cruise.
Had Mary or Carol made their move on me first, I really think I might have been able to say no. And if I had said no to the first of them, I'd have been able to say no to the rest. I would have had to. But Anne had been first to decide to 'help me', and I had not been able to say no. Not to her.
I sighed and dove back into work.
*
Monday was a good day at the office. My team seemed more interested in working than usual. My email bin was full of less crap.
Or maybe I just was still on a post-orgasmic high from Saturday.
Then at 3:30, a new email popped up. Sigh.
It was a message from the Human Resources department. One of the nice perks offered by the start-up where I worked was extensive vacation time. The kids we mostly employ especially like to see that during the recruitment process. One of the realities of start-ups however, is that people seldom actually take much vacation. We tend to hire workaholics who then reinforce that in each other, and it always seems like things are just slightly on fire anyway. But HR was upset that too much vacation time was being accrued and it was a problem. Would employees please consider scheduling some?
Then I got another email for a management all-hands meeting the next day, and it was signed by both Trevor our founder and CEO, and Thalia, the new President. That meant that whatever the meeting would concern was about something the two of them were fighting about.
We had recently gotten a second round of venture capital funding, and with that money had come Thalia, an experienced tech executive who was there to help 'professionalize' our management practices. The two Ts were a great team, but not a smoothly cooperative one. Trevor was frankly brilliant, and immensely creative. He was crazy hard-working and intensely motivational to those around him. Thalia was experienced and conventional. She was every bit as smart as Trevor was brilliant, and was a 'write the book, then live by that book' kind of stickler. And she nurtured, rather than inspired. Trevor was intensely gay, and while Thalia seemed moderately attractive, she hid even that under frumpy clothes. At least the rest of us did not have to deal with the kind of shit-show there would have been, had there been even the slightest romantic chemistry between those two.
More importantly from my perspective, I was confident that the two of them were going to make me far more of a millionaire than I already was. Enough of a millionaire for that word to actually matter. But until then, they were a pain in the ass whenever they got cross-wise of each other. They usually ended up with both getting their way, and the rest of us getting a lot of new requirements.
This time, it was the vacation thing.
"The accrued vacation labor account is becoming a significant liability on the balance sheet," Thalia started right in. "We want to target a situation where the average employee has no more than a week, at the most two, of as yet unscheduled vacation at any time. Right now, the average is almost four."
"It shouldn't be a problem," put in Gary from Accounting. "I had one person already email me after the HR email earlier to request a week this November."
"Yeah," added Reggie, who managed the rest of the designers that I did not. "I had one of my guys ask to extend a weekend two days in August."
"Anybody else?" Thalia asked drily. "Exactly. We are talking about a drop in the bucket, people. We need leadership and management from you guys. But we also need you to set a goddamned example. You are collectively averaging more than a year's vacation time in arrears yourselves. Linda, you have almost two!" I saw Trevor smile approvingly at Linda. He seemed to feel that vacations were for useless layabouts and corpses. "I'm asking all of you to take visible, mid-week vacations and use up some time. Take a week, if you can."
"Let's not get crazy, Thalia," Trevor said. "A Tuesday through Thursday will make the point."
"But make it soon," Thalia said, backing down on the week thing, having made her own point.
"I don't know," Reggie said slowly. "The way things are right now, I'm not sure I want to leave my team alone with the current design."
Thalia frowned. "If you can't leave your team on their own for two or three scheduled days, Reggie, that is a problem."
Trevor leaned in, equally frowning, and addressed us all. "Absolutely. Any manager whose team can't run smoothly on their own for a few days... even a week," he added, as a concession toward Thalia, "needs to be repurposed. Do I need to call Harry about any of your positions?" Harry was our headhunter.
Okay then. When the two of them were suddenly in agreement on something...
We all needed to take vacation.
"Clark already got in a good start," Trevor added, suddenly pointing the spotlight at me, exactly where I hated it in meetings. "He took a whole week's cruise!"
"True," Thalia acknowledged. Then she smiled at me almost pityingly. "But was that a vacation, really? You were stuck on a boat with your daughter and her friends, Clark." She turned to Trevor, "That was more childcare than vacation!" That got a laugh, which I joined in. "He came back looking more worn out than refreshed!"
If you only knew, woman, I thought, considering what little I knew about the body beneath her business suit. If I did everything I did on that boat with you, you'd be worn out too!
Jesus!
Now I was fantasizing about Thalia Fucking Williams? Fuck that noise! I valued my life, professionally and literally. The woman scared me a little.
She was still going to make me legit rich...
"Fine. Clark, you need to take a short vacation, too. No kids this time," Trevor said firmly.
*
Wednesday, Yancey and I had drinks after work. We had used to do that all the time, back when we first became friends. After a while, the practice had dwindled. That probably had to do with the fact that it dwindled about the same time that Yancey started fucking my not-yet-ex-wife and had been feeling guilty about having done it. Had I known about that at the time, I imagine I would have reduced the buddy-buddy act just a tad more than Yancey had...
But now, I felt like that cloud that I had been unaware of over our friendship was lifting, and Wednesdays were looking like a renewed ritual.
I told him about the meeting, and my amusement at the looks on some peoples' faces when Trevor made his comment about headhunting their positions if they couldn't take a vacation. Yancey laughed. He worked for a big, established corporation, and never had any trouble taking whatever vacation they gave him.
"You know," he said, taking a big slug of beer, "you should take Wanda on a trip somewhere for a few days. Somewhere like Vegas."
"What the fuck?" I asked, jaw slack in astonishment.
"Sure," he said, matter of factly. "She gets a shit-ton more vacation days than I do, and usually wastes them just hanging around the house. Spend a hall pass on a little getaway."
"You have got to be fucking kidding me, Yancey! This is supposed to be evening things up, not going crazy and leaving us in your debt!"
"Uh," Yancey said, suddenly uncomfortable. "I think it is a good idea." He hemmed and hawed and I got that queasy feeling in my gizzard. "Rebecca and I did spend those three days in Tahoe."
"What three days in Tahoe?" I asked, after taking a very large slug of beer. "Rebecca's never been to Tahoe in her life--certainly not while we were married, absolutely not without me!"
"Remember that Reno convention she went to?"
I wracked my brain... "Yeah. I think so. But that was Reno, not Tahoe. She even spoke at a seminar one of those nights!"
"That was actually just a one-day event. The rest of the time she was gone, the two of us spent shacking up in a condo by Lake Tahoe, while I was supposed to be in Sacramento," Yancey said with increasing courage. "I'm sorry man, but I think something like Vegas is actually a really good idea."
"Christ!"
And that, kiddies, is how I ended up spending the next two days making plane reservations and reserving a suite for two nights at Caesar's Palace in Las Vegas for myself and my friend's wife, only three weeks hence.
*
That Friday, it was my turn to host our neighborhood group of friends. Since it was summer, and at my place, it was a pool party.
Now listen: No, when I hosted my adult neighbors around that pool, it was not some crazy, skinny-dipping festival of middle-aged, suburban debauchery. There were several wives among us that made that fact a crying shame, but in our neighborhood, we were just not that kind of people. No, we hung outside, a few people sat on the edge of the pool and dipped their lower legs in the water. Mostly, we just got together, ate, drank, socialized, and engaged in a little, low-key flirting.
It had been that way since before my ex and I had divorced, though I had probably done a lot more flirting back when I was married. Once I was single, I had dialed that back.
The flirting parameters were kind of skewed with Wanda, at least currently. For the time being.
I was at the grill, trying to replenish the bratwurst. I had bought a new brand and... demand was exceeding supply. I had sufficient in reserve, but I had not cooked enough of them at the start and had been playing catch-up all night. Wanda appeared at my side and murmured in my ear, "Such delicious-looking sausage..."
"I'll give you some sausage," I growled back.
"Yes you will," she chuckled. "Here, there, and everywhere in Vegas."
"I'm going All In," I parried.
"Take your vitamins," she laughed.
And just like that, we segued back onto the subject of gardening. We both were starting to find Canada Thistle in our yards, and getting rid of that was a very important discussion.
Then Wanda decided to get weird.
"So Clark," she suddenly asked, "when are you going to move on and start finding a woman or women for your life?"
"I happen to be enjoying one woman in particular right now," I answered with a smile.
"Yeah sure, but... limited time offer, remember?" Wanda said earnestly, touching her chest. "You need to be working on the future, Mister."
"Um, again, in the middle of a situation, remember?" I said uncertainly.
"You and I are not a situation. And we sure aren't a relationship. We have a project, remember?" Wanda nearly snapped. "Clark, you were a fucking monk for years. You finally broke out of your shell, in not my favorite manner I'll admit, but I was glad in principal to see the breaking out. I don't want to be holding you back. Go out and get laid a little."
"What? Now?"
"Not tonight! There are only married women here. Let's not go down that road. But have a fling or too," Wanda said.
"Now? I mean, before..."
"Yes. Of course." The woman I was currently fucking, on and off, was practically badgering me to go fuck someone else in between...
"Clark, if you like them younger, maybe try that Stephanie dish who is always hanging around Mary and Becca. She's a doll, and she's a dear."
"Stephanie? The bitch?" I asked. My mind began processing Stephanie in her various bikinis again...
"She is not a bitch!" Wanda said sharply. "That's horrible!" I looked at her. "Okay, her sense of humor's a little rough, but she has a heart of gold."
"Really?"
"All the girls love her. She's always willing, usually even happy to help out, with big things or small. It isn't really my story to tell, but ask Mary some time about what Stephanie did for her."
Why was Wanda inviting me to have conversations with her daughter? Conversations of an apparently intimate nature? My mind came back to the weird way she carefully refused to say that I needed to stay away from Mary in the future.
"Well, she's out of my league," I said firmly.
Wanda laughed. "I don't know about that. But I will give you that she is Becca's best-looking friend."
I made a face and rocked my head side to side to indicate that that was debatable.
"I'm not sure if I should be flattered or outraged that you are talking about my daughter."
"Flattered, of course, since she looks so much like you," I said. "But..." I made the same face and gesture of ambivalence.
"Oh ho! Well, I guess our daughters do hang out with their fair share of hotties," Wanda smiled. "So do you sit around and rank them during those pool parties?"
"I do not!" I exclaimed, totally truthful and totally indignant. I never ranked them. They were all tens.
And I had indeed already been down the very young women road. I did not need to widen that road any further, no matter how attractive a parkway that would make. "I'd just like to find a woman a little closer to my age, please," I added.
"Trying to wean him off you already, dear?" Yancey asked, from right behind me. I jumped. I had had no idea that he had snuck up behind me. "Don't be so ready to be done with Wanda yet, Clark. There are two more hall passes to go."
My startlement had me momentarily crabby. "I'd think that you might be eager for this whole thing to be done and behind you."
"Oh, I don't know," Yancey said. "Don't get me wrong," he added hastily, as much to Wanda as to me, "when it is done, I want it to be done. But... I'm kind of having fun with it while it lasts."
"Really?" I asked, half sarcastically, half in wonder.
"Yeah," Yancey said, almost wondering himself. "I mean, I expected it to feel weirdly good. Like it was healing. Cleansing maybe. And it does that. I'm already jumping at a lot fewer shadows these days..." He paused, as if not sure he wanted to go on. "But Clark? I also like that Wanda is having some genuine fun. That's weird but true. What's really weird is, she and I are having more fun as well. Every time she comes home? The feeling of taking her back, making her mine once more, all over again? Best sex ever," he said firmly, moving to put his arm around Wanda. She snuggled under his arm happily.
I smiled at Yancey, and grinned at Wanda. "Oh yeah," she said in confirmation. "Sex when I'm not always just a little mad at him in the background? Forgot how good that was." She paused visibly. "This is working, Clark."
I opened my mouth. What I wanted to say was, 'Any time in the future, Yancey, when you want someone to bone your totally hot wife for you so that you can Reclaim her, I'm available.' But I just closed my mouth, because that was utterly untrue. I hoped they never needed anyone else, and if they did, it was not going to be me, no matter how appealing the idea was.
Wanda disengaged herself from Yancey's casually emphatic embrace and went in search of wine.



"So she's warming up for setting you up with other women, is she?" Yancey asked after Wanda departed and I finished flipping a round of burgers.
"She's trying to do it already," I said, still somewhat amazed. "Like, before she and I are... done."
"Sound plan. My wife is smart you know."
"What?"
"From what I hear, the two of you are having a pretty amazingly good time, but it isn't that often. You have to be horny all the time in between. Go get a woman. Better, go get a couple of them."
From what he heard?
"Well, her first suggestion was a non-starter and a bad idea to boot."
"Oh?"
"One of Mary's friends."
"Wow. Yeah. Which one? Every one of Mary's friends are smoking hot," Yancey observed.
Careful Yancey. My daughter is one of Mary's friends...
"Stephanie," I murmured.
"Oh. Yeah. That is a non-starter. She's way out of your league, man."
*
The next weekend, Becca chose Saturday to bring over her crowd. I had found a supply of actual ostrich steaks on Tuesday, and was eager to cook them up for the kids.
And not tell them what they were at first...
Blessings to end all blessings, Stephanie was not in evidence. I heaved a sigh of relief that she was not around. I could get work done early and cook in peace, without being bombarded with thoughts of Wanda's ridiculous suggestions. Except that now I kept thinking about my blonde distraction...
I really, really did not want to betray an interest in her, but when Becca came over to chat with me for a while, I found myself asking, "No Stephanie this week, huh?"
"No, Dad. Your booze is safe," Becca laughed. "Actually, she is helping a friend who is taking organic chemistry over the summer term. Amber has a mid-term Tuesday and it is kicking her ass. Stephanie is working her through the material this afternoon."
"Stephanie is tutoring Chemistry?"
"She is pre-med, Dad."
"She is going to be a doctor?"
"Don't be a chauvinist, Dad! Just 'cause she's hot doesn't mean she's not totally smart."
She's smart, going to be a doctor, incandescently hot, and helps friends out with their studies on bright, sunny, summer Saturdays. Fuck. She was supposed to be a distasteful bitch...
"Well, she needs to tone down the sex-appeal," I grumbled in full Dad Mode. "No wife is going to want Doctor THAT doing a hernia exam on her husband..."
I did need to find some more sex beyond Wanda, after all. The woman really was just whetting my appetite, and if I didn't do something about it, I was going to fixate on Stephanie. I really did not need any more youthful adventures. Not that youthful, at least!
When I cooked up the ostrich (there were surprisingly no eggplant eaters there that afternoon), it met with loud approval. I finally sat down with my own steak, only to find myself being joined by Carol and Anne. Moments later, Becca appeared and shoehorned her way in with us.
"This is really good, but it isn't beef, is it, Mister H?" Carol asked.
"Ostrich," I murmured.
Becca looked around, stifling a laugh. "Oh please, Dad. Let me tell everybody, once they are all done." I smiled benevolently at my daughter.
"If it makes you happy," I said.
Then my little bitch betrayed me. "Dad thinks Stephanie is too hot," Becca suddenly announced to her friends.
"Hey!" I objected.
"Not much she can do about that," Anne observed.
"She could dial back the way she shows off. It's going to get her in trouble one day," I said. It really was. There were people out there in the world who lived to exploit women...
"Oh, I see," Carol said blandly. "It is okay for Anne and me to wear bikinis because we aren't nearly as good-looking as Stephanie?"
I just froze.
Anne and Carol laughed, hard. Even Becca laughed at me.
"You two are..." I choked myself off from how I was going to respond. Becca was sitting right there. My mind spun. "You two know how to dress... attractively, without flaunting it... yourselves."
"Oh, so we are tastefully sexy? Thank you, Mister H," Carol chirped.
"Guys!" Becca growled, not laughing any more. Carol and Anne winced. "So you are going to chase off after Stephanie now?" my daughter challenged, not nearly angrily enough for my taste. Maybe not angrily at all.
I desperately sought out a change of subject. Any change of subject.
"Looks like Mary has a new boyfriend," I observed approvingly, pointing over onto the grass where the redhead was sitting with a handsome boy that I felt like I should recognize, but who had certainly not been around for a while.
"It won't last," Anne said confidently.
"No? Too bad. Why?"
"She is going to find him... underwhelming," Anne said, still working on her ostrich.
"Oh really?" Carol crooned.
"What?" I said.
"Especially given... her recent activity," Anne said, not looking up and still carving her dwindling steak, "Mary is going to find Bob, um, comparatively unsatisfying."
Oh shit. Anne was talking about me. I was the 'recent activity'.
"Anne!" Becca said in a strangled voice, clearly realizing that too.
"How do you know?" Carol asked, not being helpful.
"He and I went out for a time, remember?" Anne told her.
"Wait," my mouth said, without my permission. "Mary is going out with an ex-boyfriend of yours?"
"Oh, that's cool, Mister Howard," Anne said, mercifully not calling me Clark. "It was last year. Way beyond the ten-week statute of limitations."
"There is a statute of limitations now for dating your friends exes?" I asked bewildered. I needed to get off this topic of conversation. Murdering kittens sounded like a safer, more relaxing subject...
"Yeah. Ten weeks," Anne reiterated. "I guess it might be longer once you get older."
"So, not worth the time?" Carol asked speculatively, still looking over at Mary and the boy who apparently did not know he was a short-timer.
Um... sorry, dude?
Becca had had enough. "I think it is time to spring the ostrich information," she said firmly. Anne and Carol were instantly eager to see the reaction. I was eager to get the fuck off the subject of everybody's love lives, past, present, and God-forbid, future.
I also was eager to see the reactions.
They were glorious.
As the afternoon progressed, Mary and her Bob were among the first to leave. From her body language, I sensed what her intended agenda for the rest of the day was. Apparently, it was going to leave her 'underwhelmed'. Apparently.
Becca had brought along a guy as well, and she seemed to be splitting her time between him and me. That was slightly unusual. It was more unusual because she kept lingering as the day went on. When she had a boy on the line, she had often left while there were others still in my backyard. And there were only a few left, including Carol and Anne who were still in the pool, chatting amiably.
Then it hit me. Since the cruise, Becca had never intentionally left me alone when any of the Trinity were still around. She had seen me about to eat with Anne and Carol and had left her guy to come join us.
I was being chaperoned.
Thank you, daughter. I love you.
Ten minutes later, a car-load departed, leaving just Anne, Carol, Becca, and her clearly impatient boyfriend. What he was impatient for, I had dark suspicions. Maybe this would be a good evening to clean my shotguns...
Anne and Carol were still having a good time, however.
Finally Becca, who I sourly perceived was also impatient to leave with this boy, called out to the girls, "Can I give you guys a ride?"
"No thanks," Carol called back idly. "I drove."
"Um..." Becca said glumly. Then she brightened. "So you will give Anne a ride back?"
"Of course," Carol said.
"Sounds good," Anne added.
Becca looked darkly at the two of them, then shrugged. As long as they were both here, she seemed to reason, and had to leave together, then I was safe. Or they were. Or something. Whatever. Craziness was not going to ensue.
That was my reasoning as well, and when Becca and this male... creature left to go do what I did not want to know, I turned to clean up the grill and surrounding mess.
Behind me, I could hear the two chatting away. They were talking about whether they wanted to go back to the dorms the next Fall semester, or extend their current summer lease. A nice, safe subject.
When I had everything piled up neatly, I wanted to do a little more work on the laptop. I decided to stay outside, my dad instincts kicking in and making me feel like I needed to be around while kids were in the pool.
I turned around to find that they had gotten out of the water and were sunbathing. In my back yard. Topless.
My dad instincts immediately started taking a beating.
"Really, you two?" I asked almost desperately.
"Come on, Clark," Anne said, not even looking at me. "It's nothing you haven't seen."
Carol didn't look at me either, but just went back to discussing the meal plan portion of their housing debate.
I soon realized, soon but not soon enough, that I was standing there, staring at four spectacular naked breasts. Four supple, deliciously formed breasts that I knew from personal experience felt fabulous. And whose owners had to know that I was just standing there, staring.
I plopped down on my computer, refusing to engage with them. But I knew I was going to get no work done, because I had chosen to sit so that I could easily see them both if I took my eyes just barely off the screen of the laptop.
After about ten minutes of this, with them chatting about nothing, but their nipples getting visibly harder, Carol made the first move against Anne. "Anne, if you want to head straight back, can you take an Uber? I may need to stop off and get some things once I leave."
"Oh, I think I might just stay and get some more sun," Anne countered. "But I can catch an Uber later, if you want to head out for your errands."
Oh, no. No way. I was not going to be here alone with either one of these girls. Especially not with them topless. My dick had alternate suggestions: All I needed was to prod one or the other into leaving... I just needed to pick which one I wanted to stay.
Jesus. And I thought I had regained some moral fiber.
But maybe I had, I realized. I actually had a good idea for once in this sort of situation."Why don't you two just head out together?" I suggested hopefully. "I always liked to have a friend along for errands, and you can probably finish up earlier that way."
That actually got me a small glare from both of them. But it didn't get me a departure.
I manfully concentrated on my screen, getting a little bit of work done that I immediately realized I was going to have to throw away.
Movement caught my eye as Anne stood up. So fucking elegant...
Instead of initiating their departure, the minx pushed her bikini bottoms off and settled back down, not even looking my way. I tried not to look, but dammit... The landing strip was gone. Anne had gone fully shaved!
I did manage not to stare. Carol did not so manage. She sat their mouth open, staring at Anne. Then she clenched her jaw, stood up and away from me, then slid her own bottoms down, flexing that firm, powerful ass in my direction. She slid back to lie down as well.
Fuuuuuck...
"I thought you guys were leaving," I growled.
"Which one of us do you want to leave?" Anne asked silkily. She and Carol were both now having fun with this, despite the question being real.
"Which..." I choked. "Um... look, I can hardly ask one of you to go! It would... um. Both of you, please go," I stammered. They both looked hurt. "Or both stay," I hastily added, not wanting to offend. "I, um, don't care," I mumbled, desperately trying to remember what a person used Microsoft Word for. Was Word the spreadsheet, or the database? Or did you cook pasta with Word? I really could not remember.
The two of them stared at each other for an uncomfortably long time. Then Carol cracked a smile, and Anne answered it. They both swiveled their beautiful faces toward me and smiled. Then they rose and stepped toward me, both putting all the very considerable vavoom they had at their disposal into those steps.
"Well, Mr. H," Carol said, "if you want us both to stay..."
"... that can be arranged," Anne finished.
Two naked, delicious young women approached me.
No. No no no no. No!
Yes. Yes yes yes yes. Yes! My dick replied, hard as a rock. This had the potential to be the greatest thing in the history of Great Things, it suggested.
They stole a glance at each other. It was a nervous glance, a what the fuck are we doing glance. But it was also an enthusiastic glance.
Fuck you, this is a bad idea, I told my dick.
Like you are going to stop it, my dick snorted in reply, confident it had already won.
They stepped to either side of me and draped themselves on the arms of my big, upholstered outdoor chair. Anne ran her hand up the back of my head and through my hair. Carol drew her hand across my chest in a gentle caress.
"Becca will kill us," I said darkly.
"You know, she has never told me I couldn't be with you again, Clark."
"Actually, me either," Carol added. "She might have told you..."
"Actually, she kind of pointedly avoided outright forbidding it," I admitted miserably. "I have given her every opportunity."
"Well there you go," Anne said triumphantly, hand massaging the back of my neck.
"She just doesn't want to know about it," Carol added, her caress of my chest moving lower.
"And if she comes back this afternoon?" I asked archly.
"She just left here with Darren Wilkes. She is not coming... back here anytime soon," Carol declared firmly but lewdly.
"There! You've done it!" I said, worries about my daughter acting like these two in any way filling my head suddenly. "You have somehow, in this situation," I said, indicating the two naked beauties at my side, "managed to kill my boner."
"Oh, I doubt it is dead," Anne purred and slid her other hand down into my lap. My suddenly flaccid cock twitched to show it was certainly not deceased.
"So, we move on from... that," Carol said, her hand sliding downward too.
"I cannot grasp how you two have gone from trying to outmaneuvering each other to bum-rushing me as a team in the blink of an eye," I groaned, cock very definitely reanimating.
"Oh we were just yanking your chain about one of us leaving, Mister H," Carol said. "We worked out this plan earlier, in the pool."
"What?"
"Yeah, after we ate," Anne added. "I was explaining just how underwhelming Bob is, and we both started talking about how we would like to be, um, overwhelmed by you at least one more time."
"We really did argue at first about who was going to take a first shot," Carol jumped in, "but we eventually decided that this might be best."
"It certainly will be best for you," Anne chuckled, and bent to kiss me gently.
"If I survive," I sighed apprehensively.
"Don't worry, Mister H," Carol said, kissing me next. "I know CPR..."
Fuuuuuuck...
They traded looks, then both slid downward. Each grabbed a knee and pulled me forward to the edge of the chair. Their hands went from idle caresses of my junk to pulling my trunks off aggressively. Each then pressed a leg wide and they snuggled in between my knees together. The willingness of those two gorgeous girls to press their naked selves so close together between my legs, before my once again raging phallus was... empowering.
My worldview narrowed to brilliant eyes, bright smiles and fantastic, but quite different tits.
It narrowed even further as Anne bent and licked my cock. She kissed the tip once or twice, but mostly she traced my contours with the tip of her tongue. It was a comprehensive exploration.
Then she sat back and Carol leaned in. She was more direct, and took me into her hands and then deeply into her mouth, drooling hard around me. Her tongue lashed at me in there. And she pressed me deeper.
Then she popped off of me and grinned at Anne. Her eyes twinkled in reply and suddenly they were both kissing the head of my dick at the same time!
Holy shit, I was having a threesome. A threesome with these two young goddesses. Far too young goddesses. At that moment it was extremely easy not to care.
"Oh, fuuuuck," I groaned in sheer ecstatic overload at the sensation of four lips encircling my glans.
They both lifted their faces and in near unison scolded me, "Language!"
"Crap..." I growled.
They both laughed a little hysterically, in both senses of the word, and together bent to start kissing my tip once more.
I stared down at the act, mesmerized. They were staring into each other's eyes as they did it.
Suddenly, Carol lifted a hand into Anne's vision and made an up and down motion. Then Carol turned her head slightly and began sliding down the side of my cock, dragging her tongue along between her lips. Anne immediately followed, and the two sunk and rose alongside my cock in quickly coordinated fashion.
Anne grew tired of this crazy shit first, and grabbed the base of my cock, pulling it over toward her side. Greedily, she sucked me in for moment, then began licking and caressing me with her tongue. After a moment's pause, Carol shrugged and rose up to wrap her arms around my neck, and kissed me. My hand rose involuntarily to grasp at a bouncy, generous boob, and I pinched happily on the nipple. I remembered that for whatever reason, I preferred Carol's right.
After a quick probe of my mouth with her tongue, Carol rose higher and thrust that same right breast into my mouth. I sure as hell was not going to turn down that! I trapped her nipple in my mouth and I matched the pace of my licks upon it to Anne's eager tongue bath below.
After crushing that tit into my mouth for a bit, Carol pulled away, and sank back down between my legs, muttering "My turn," to Anne and shouldering her aside. Suddenly my cock was in a new mouth, one that liked sucking and bobbing more than the licking I had encouraged in the first.
I reached down to Anne, and pulled her up for a kiss in turn. Her lips were electric as always, and I probed them with my tongue. I filled my hands with her breasts, not so large, but even firmer and more elastic. As my fingers traced the outlines of her nipples, I reveled in the scattered goosebumps surrounding those peaks and across her aureoles. They read like Braille for, 'Sex Appeal'.
Ferociously, I pulled Anne upward to let me feast on them, which was hard, considering how fast Carol was bobbing up and down on me below. But I soldiered through. I deserved a medal. I nibbled on one pert nipple, and I may have bitten a touch too hard, because Anne pulled away with a gasp. But she smiled at me brilliantly, and I wasn't sure if the gasp was pain, excitement, or both.
But regardless, she sank back down again, squeezing in once more next to her naked friend. And then they really started taking turns. Anne would suck, and Carol would lick the base of my shaft, right next to her lips, then they would swap tasks. Neither took me very far into their mouths, but that was fine with me. If one had swallowed me, the other would have had no place to put their mouth...
Suddenly, I was crashing toward orgasm. There was no doubt about it, and there was sure no stopping it. "Oh wow," I gasped. "Gonna be soon now..."
"Tits," Carol grunted, and Anne nodded, pulling her lips from off my head. Carol started jacking me hard, while Anne tickled my balls. Both sat upright, positioning their breasts right in front of me. The sight was too god-damned much. I yelped as I nutted, spraying cum all over the place. A little bit of the first spasm jetted up as far as Anne's chin, but the rest sprayed over the intended targets. I'm not sure how hard I came, I kind of lost track of time for however long it took--my brain just wandering off singing Christmas carols or something.



I gasped and shook my head, to see two smiling beauties, breasts speckled with my white, sticky jizz. They looked down after they saw me regain conscious thought.
"Wow, Clark," Anne mused. "You gave us quite the supply!" She drew her tongue down her chin, but couldn't quite lick the drop I had deposited there. She instead wiped it clean with her index finger.
Then she offered the finger to Carol, who just smiled and opened her mouth! Anne stuck her finger in, and Carol sucked it clean with relish, putting on a show for me. I just groaned.
Then Carol wiped a long swath of her boob clear, and offered it to Anne. She repeated the sucking performance, and I gabbled something under my breath.
Anne just cocked an eyebrow at Carol and waited. And Carol's eyes twinkled in return, she looked at me, they both looked at me, and Carol bent to lick a long strand of cum right off of Anne's delicate tit!
Holy shit, these girls were performing for me!
And Anne then returned the favor, dragging her tongue over Carol's swelling expanse, and oh so near that straining, erect nipple... I was pretty much transfixed.
No matter how hard I had come, I sure as hell wasn't going soft now! How long would this go on?
But then they both grinned and laughed at me. Anne reached for a towel nearby, but Carol wiped one more finger-full of cum to enjoy for herself. Then they both wiped themselves clean, a worthwhile watch in and of itself.
I rose unsteadily to me feet, somehow still bemused. Anne also rose, tossing the sticky towel aside. Carol followed slower, but she asked me, "So, Mister H, got any ideas?"
I had lots of ideas. So many ideas. None of them appropriate for doing with two women whose ages together did not equal my own. But I was going to suggest a few anyway!
"Bedroom?" I asked, almost tentatively.
This met with instant approval, and each grabbed one of my hands, and we were all suddenly hastening inside. Somehow I felt less terrified at the prospect of continuing this inside the house than if we stayed outside. I think it was because my mother might drop into the backyard without warning, but she always at least yelled when she entered my actual house. Where was she again? Oh yeah, she was in Tucson with her golf buddies. I was safe.
If the Pope walked in, he could go fuck himself.
We stepped into my bedroom and I turned to face the girls, placing one finger alongside my nose. Anne instantly reacted by putting her finger against her nose. Carol was confused for a second, then swore as she raised her finger.
"Too late!" I almost giggled, and seized Anne. I lifted her and tossed her on her back, full length on my bed. She definitely giggled. Someone had to be first, I reasoned.
I locked eyes with Anne as I crawled up onto the mattress after her, gliding between her legs and lifting one to start kissing my way down her thigh. I went as slow as I could, considering there was apparently a line waiting, but I soon had my lips brushing along her now completely shaven pussy. She sighed happily as I kissed my way up and down the length of her slit, letting my tongue sneak out for tiny licks as I went. As I drew my now fully extended taster slowly up the length of Anne's opening, I saw Carol's curious face lean in over Anne and stare down at my buried face. She bit her lower lip.
"Is he doing all the things, Anne?" she asked breathlessly, not taking her eyes from the intersection of my mouth and Anne's pussy.
"Not yet," Anne groaned happily, "but he's getting a good, Ohhhh... start," she yelped as I probed hard into her with my pointed tongue.
"Fuuuuuuck..." Carol sighed in fascination.
"Language..." Anne groaned.
I managed not to laugh, a feat not equalled by Carol, and I mumbled, "Fwank hew," with my tongue still inside Anne for her help on keeping things proper around here.
Carol turned swiftly and leaned over above Anne's face. "Show me what he's doing," she murmured. Then the athletic dish crawled up and lowered her groin right over Anne's face with her ass toward me!
What the fuck?
Then Anne leaned up and put her mouth right on Carol's sex, which blew my mind in so many ways. I paused, stunned.
"Go on," Carol urged Anne.
"He's stopped," Anne complained, leaning back from Carol's twat.
"Mister H, Anne can't show me what you are doing if you aren't doing it!" Carol called out, not even looking back at me, just quivering over Anne's face.
Almost without conscious thought, I pressed my tongue back into Anne, savoring her deliciousness. Anne dutifully raised her head and I caught a flash of tongue as she thrust it upward between Carol's shivering legs. I licked swiftly, once or twice, then I raised a hand above my upper lip and pressed my thumb inward atop Anne's slit, just brushing her clit softly with my thumb. Anne moaned, and she raised her hand likewise. Then Carol moaned too.
I slid up my tongue, shoving my own thumb aside to lick that delicious bud. Anne and Carol both almost shrieked in delight at nearly the same time. I licked again, and again drew similar reactions from both.
I was eating out Carol by remote control...
Well, this was too goddamned fun! I threw the kitchen sink at Anne, and by extension Carol. I probed deeply into their depths with my tongue. I pressed gently on their clits with my thumb, then moved it aside to curl my first two fingers down to rest on each side of their bud, licking the trapped clitoris.
"Oh fuck yeah," Carol moaned. "He is definitely doing all the things!"
Anne just murmured agreement, emitted a muffled, "Mmm hmmm," and then did something to Carol that was not a mirror of anything I was up to at that moment, drawing quite the reaction from the pony-tailed brunette.
Hey!
This was my little play to direct. No improvising.
I dove in even more energetically, so Anne would have no time for mysterious supplemental activity. It did not take long before both were squirming and their stomachs were undulating in impending orgasm.
Suddenly, as I flipped my tongue side to side across Anne's clit while plunging two curled fingers inside her, Carol came, loudly and with gusto. She shrieked in joy, arched her back, ground her hips down on Anne for just a second, before she dramatically collapsed to one side with a gleeful cry.
I plunged my finger deeper into Anne and sucked on her bud. She rewarded me with a titanic thrust of her hips upward and a gargling moan. I pressed my mouth home on her and she yelped again before collapsing bonelessly in front of me.
I pulled myself up onto my haunches and slid off the bed.
"Anne, what the fuck?" I shouted, almost actually mad. "How the hell could you make Carol come before I made you, and you were just doing what I was doing?"
Both of them dissolved into laughter.
"In my defense, Clark," Anne giggled. "I was distracted with my own tasks, and Carol was just along for the ride."
"I'll try to hold out longer next time," Carol said in mock contrition.
What the actual fuck? That was in no way the first time Anne had her mouth on some girl's sex. And it was not Carol's first time with a girl's tongue inside her. They were not remotely awkward enough for that, right?
"This was not your first time doing this, is it?" I asked, shaking my head.
"Damn sure is," Carol laughed.
I stared at her skeptically.
"He doesn't mean a threesome, Carol," Anne said slowly.
"Oh! Oh. Yeah, maybe not," Carol admitted.
"But, oh God! You can't tell Becca! Or Mary! Or... or anybody, please!" Anne exclaimed.
"Oh shit, no!" Carol added emphatically. "It's... we don't... we aren't..." she petered out.
"We're not lesbians," Anne said emphatically. "We've tried it. And it was fun, mostly. But we don't... you know. And we aren't that..."
"You're better at it now," Carol muttered, in spite of herself.
Anne shot her a dirty look that didn't disagree. "But it sure is a hell of a lot less strange when there is a man involved, at least for me." She looked at Carol.
"Oh God, yes," Carol agreed. "You are like permission," she told me enthusiastically.
Anne liked at her for a second. "Yeah, that is it. With you here... It's not like it's that weird."
Carol shook her head in agreement. "Yeah, this is just Sex-Plus. We aren't trying to lez out."
I had copious evidence that neither of these girls were lesbians. But while I had almost zero experience with bi-sexuals, and none of that experience direct, these two girls were at least a little bi-sexual. This did not exactly cool my arousal...
"But really, Mister H, we aren't. You can't tell anyone. We don't want people..."
"Like I'm going to blab about this to anyone we know!" I snorted. Then I looked at them both with a smile that nearly split my face. "But please understand, in future days, when I am with people... with men, who don't and won't know you, and I can safely anonymize the information anyway, I am going to brag about this shit until the end of time!" We all laughed.
"I guess that wherever I move after college, I'll brag about this too," Anne admitted.
"Among other things," Carol teased, poking the more slender girl in the ribs.
These girls were doing all sorts of shit at college, weren't they?
Don't think about Becca. Don't think about Becca...
I looked at Carol, and opened my mouth. "I... I need to fuck you now," I breathed softly, still somehow, despite everything going on here, tentative.
Carol was... not tentative.
"Oh yeah," she sighed, and bounced across to the end of the bed at my feet. My bed is extra high due to the drawers underneath it, and Carol just rolled over on her belly and hung her legs off the edge!
"Give it to me, Mister H," she sighed over her shoulder.
Well... I had asked for it. I guessed I ought to oblige.
I shot a glance at Anne, who was curled up and watching intently. I shrugged and reached out to caress the upturned, muscular ass before me, its skin so tight and smooth it might have been carved from marble. I let my cock drag over its contours, content for a few seconds in just that stimulation.
But only for a few seconds, as I could not resist grabbing my shaft and dipping it under that ass and pressing it against Carol's sopping, still petaled outward snatch. I pushed myself home, driving to the hilt in a single, smooth stroke--not fast, but with dispatch. Both of us groaned happily as I delved into her. With the height of my bed, I barely needed to bend my knees to be able to fuck Carol, and I began to do just that.
I grabbed her hips, running my thumbs over that hard ass and began to pump into her. From the start, I established a steady rhythm of strokes, deep and strong. I wanted to husband my strength, since there were two girls here after all. I had never had to balance things like that and my mind was racing. The enormous orgasm against their chests that I had practically just had was going to be a huge help. I had to bring Carol to fruition, then take Anne however she wanted, and I had to last until she too was satisfied.
I could do it, but it wasn't going to be easy. Holy shit did Carol feel good wrapped around my cock. She was moaning steadily as I speared her, grunting a tiny bit with each impact of my belly against her ass. It felt like I had her in a trance, and I pinched her ass a little, just to snap her out of it. I wanted her active enjoyment.
Carol gleeped at my pinch and lifted her head to look at Anne. "Hell, he is so good isn't he?" she gasped at her watching friend.
My gaze rose automatically to Anne, who was lying there, flicking a hard nipple with her fingers. "Apparently," Anne drawled in reply. Then I saw her eyes twinkle with a sudden idea.
Uh oh, this could be bad, or it could be very good. I looked at her closely, but kept pistoning into Carol, who resumed her vocal mantra of appreciation.
Anne rolled off the other side of the bed and pranced around, breasts bouncing, to stand right next to Carol. She stopped and leaned over the side of the bed, close enough to press her sleek hip right against Carol's, trapping my grasping hand between them. She looked back at me and said, "My turn Clark." She wiggled that ass... just a little.
Carol was moaning still as I slid into her, certainly nowhere near done...
Fuck it. This was all crazy, might as well make it more so.
I pulled free of Carol and stepped sideways to momentarily massage Anne's delectable little ass before tilting my hips down and sliding into her. It took more work to penetrate her than it had to delve into Carol. Carol's internal musculature was delightfully strong, but Anne was just flat out tight as well.
I cried out a little as I finally slid home, and I resumed my steady pumping, just in a new home.
Carol had protested wordlessly when I slid free of her, but had nevertheless twisted to watch me enter Anne. She reached out to grab her hand and give it a friendly squeeze while gasping, "What the fuck, girlfriend? I'm not remotely done over here!"
"Duh," Anne gasped back, her words warbling response to my now powerful thrusts. "Clark fucks me for a bit, then, ungh, you, then me, then... ohhhhh... you!" She flicked a look over her shoulder at me. "Think doing us both at the same time sounds fun, Clark?" I just grinned and fucked her a little bit harder. Then I pulled out and returned to Carol, who moaned happily as I slid back in.
"Hey!" Anne protested. "I didn't get nearly as long!"
"You want to do this," I taunted back, "I'm going... to be random... about it. Keep you two... on your toes!" Yeah, I was losing my mind, and what was left was definitely getting fey.
Anne laughed, then leaned over close to Carol's panting face. "See? It's a game. We see which one of us comes first. Then we see which one of us he nuts in!"
Really? That was... awesome. Anne deserved a reward, and I slid back to fuck her some more. Still so tight...
I vaguely remembered being with Wanda and thinking that there was no substitute for womanly experience in having sex. I stand by that assertion. There's nothing like having sex with a woman who absolutely knows what she is doing.
But.
There is also no substitute, I was also now remembering, for the sensation of being with a nubile young woman, whose body is perfect, newly-finished, and unimaginably supple, either.
And here I was with two such...
"Where did you get the idea to go back and forth like this?" Carol asked, now caressing Anne's shoulder as I railed the elegant girl.
"Porno," Anne grunted, pushing her ass back against me.
"Porno?" Both Carol and I asked in unison.
I clutched Anne's ass tighter and shifted her hips and mine slightly. "Oh wow, yes!" Anne yelped. "That is so much even better," she encouraged, slightly incoherently. After we both enjoyed a few thrusts, she dropped her head and said, without looking, "Yeah. Remember that senior, Wally Smith? He likes to PornHub and Chill. Harder, Clark!"
"I had no idea you liked porn," Carol mused.
"I prefer the chill portion," Anne moaned.
I pulled out and lifted Carol's hips before I drove back into her, marveling at the conversation I was listening to. I was also marveling that I was listening to any conversation during sex at all...
"Oh yeah, Mister H! Yessss," Carol hissed as I drove back into her. The conversation flagged just then as I drove relentlessly into Carol now. She was starting to writhe involuntarily. I love that sensation, of making a woman start to lose control, but I also was loving this tag-team experience, and wanted to extend it. So I pulled out again.
Turning toward Anne, I lifted her and spun her around so that her tight little ass was perched on the edge of the mattress and I slid into her, with us now facing each other. She grabbed my head and kissed me fiercely. Once I was fully planted within her and had some rhythm, my hands found their way to her breasts. So firm, so pert...
I enjoyed Anne's body for a pretty long stretch, until I had her starting to twitch uncontrollably too. Not yet, little girl. Not yet!
I slid free of Anne, who definitely looked like that gave her second thoughts on this whole trading off thing, and moved to spin Carol around too.
But she refused my efforts. "Nuh uh, Mister H. I like it like this," she cooed, waving that amazing ass at me. Like I was going to complain. Even better, as I slid back into Carol, she pushed herself upright against the bed. That let me lean in and wrap my arms around her so I could cup those bouncing mounds and pinch her nipples. "Oh fuck! Oh, fuck yes," Carol gasped, and pushed her butt back against my efforts. I had her in perfect position, and just went to town, cock in heaven and hands full of paradise.
As she started to twist and turn again, I considered edging her one more time, but my body had other ideas. It was hungry to feel her come. I kept going and suddenly her hands shot up from the bed, crushing mine against her breasts. With gurgling cry, Carol collapsed forward onto the mattress, screaming as her face buried itself in the bed. Her pussy spasmed around me deliciously and I kept pumping into her, drawing another scream, and then a third.
Suddenly, I felt her hands loose their death-grip on mine and I slid myself free.
Anne was staring wide-eyed at Carol, who was flopped loosely on the bed, not even moving. "Holy shit, that was hot!" she exclaimed.
I just re-entered my other partner, kissing her only briefly this time before I bent myself to suckle on a breast as I pumped into her. It was not the most comfortable of positions, but Anne seemed to really like it, so I kept it up.
Suddenly, I was aware that my own involuntary reflexes were awakening too, despite my best efforts. My body wanted to come, and soon. Doing so before getting Anne off was a non-starter. I slid a hand in between us, and diddled her clit gently as I kept my pace a steady as I could. Anne just groaned.
Suddenly I was aware that Carol had pushed herself back up and was staring intently at my finger down between Anne and me as we fucked. "Yeah, Mister H, give it to her good," she murmured intently.
I looked at her, then back down where I had my hand. "Rub this for me will you?" I asked Carol. "I need my hand to hold her up."
Carol laughed at me, but Anne just moaned louder at the suggestion. I looked intently at Carol, wondering again just what levels of intimacy these girls had shared. Then she bit her lip and snaked her hand out and down, poking at Anne's bud as I slipped my hand free. Anne yelped a little, and I cautioned Carol, "Gently! So gently..." Anne's next noise was very approving, if a little scared.
I had not so much needed my hand to brace Anne as I wanted it to grope her free breast. She moaned even louder as I clutched it. She was close.
But so was I. The fact that I was fucking this perfect body, and doing so while a feminine hand caressed her clitoris, and not so incidentally my thrusting shaft as well, had me rushing to a climax.
Suddenly, Anne was shrieking loudly, with no mattress to muffle her cries of ecstasy. Near enough to simultaneously, I lost it too, and explosively sighed as I started pouring jizz inside her. The ejaculation didn't last long, I had just pumped a gallon all over these girls' tits before, remember? But I did keep pumping, because my cock kept spasming, firing on empty chambers, and more importantly, Anne just kept practically singing with delight.
Finally, she could form coherent words, and they were, "Fuck Clark! Fuck! Stop it! I'm going to die!" I slow to a halt, and Anne gasped again, "Christ! You stop it too, Carol!"
I kissed Anne hard, stealing what little breath she had left for myself. Our tongues fenced briefly, but we both broke it off for more oxygen. I turned and grabbed Carol, pulling her up beside me to kiss her too, my cock still buried in Anne.



Then, with a gulp of air, I pulled away from them both and stepped back to collapse in the chair across from my bed. I raised a hand, then dropped it, still panting.
Then I raised the hand again. "Holy cow, girls! Thank you. Fucking thank you. This is the greatest once in a lifetime experience a guy can have!" I pointed my finger and emphasized 'once' heavily.
"Once?" they both said with merry pouts.
"Girls, I can't keep doing this with you," I said almost desperately. "It's just... I can't..."
Why on earth I was still worried about debauching these two innocents was beyond me. They were debauching me! But I still needed to find a way to make a stand.
"You are my daughter's friends, guys! It's weird! And I'm afraid it will start screwing up my relationship with Becca," I finished lamely. Was that even true? Probably...
They looked at each other, then me, then each other again.
"Okay, Mister H," Carol spoke. "I... we guess we can see that. We don't want to make Becca upset either."
"Maybe sometime much later?" Anne suggested thoughtfully.
I just looked at her, helpless. I wanted to say 'No' out loud, but couldn't quite manage it. Hopefully they got the message.
"I guess we should go then," Carol said, a little sad, but satisfied.
"Hey!" I said sharply.
They looked at me, startled.
"I said this has to be a one time thing," I said sternly. "But... this one time doesn't necessarily have to be over. Um... for as long as you guys don't have somewhere else you have to be, I'll keep going until it kills me."
----------------
Thanks for continuing on this latest ride with me! I hope you enjoy reading it as much as I enjoyed writing it. Thanks in advance for your kind votes and favorites, and please take a moment to comment. As always, that's how I get rewarded and encouraged.
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Guilty Pleasures - Eight
------------------
"Come on, Mon! It's obviously a freaking horse," Stan snapped at his wife when Peter called time.
We were at another couple's home this weekend for the neighborhood get-together, playing Pictionary.
"But, its legs are too..." Monica, his wife tried to counter.
"A horse! A horse! For the love of all... I said no to dog three times!" Stan almost yelled. "Can't you see, woman?"
The rest of us were quite uncomfortable, to say the least. It was not long after this that a break was mutually called for, and more drinks supplied. Not always the best medicine for a tense situation, but things did calm down. Stan went back to being a tool to other people, mostly other guys, instead of to his wife, and that was a lot more situation normal.
Yancey and I were both past masters of avoiding Stain, I mean, Stan, and we huddled together, outside of his current orbit.
Yancey was being his own brand of weird. I was leaving for Las Vegas Tuesday morning, and he wanted to talk about my trip. That was more than a little weird, because, well, I was taking his wife with me, for the express purpose of having as much crazy sex as we could squeeze into two days and two nights, midweek. And he knew that, because it had been his idea in the first place.
The fact that this was neither the weirdest or the most shameful thing I'd done that month told me a lot of what depths I had sunk to. At least the Vegas trip was arguably not shameful... I mean, it was nothing but fucking another man's wife for seventy-two hours straight.
"I haven't been to Las Vegas in years," Yancey said, manfully trying to enjoy the Budweiser that our hosts had not started chilling early enough in the day. "I need you to place three bets for me while you are out there."
"Three bets?"
"Yeah. I made those same three bets each time I've been. I never win, but it is tradition. And good things usually come after I do, so..."
"Superstition?"
"Superstition," he confirmed. "First time I placed them, I got a raise when I got home. Second time, we found the house we live in now. Fourth time, a relative I didn't know existed left me twelve grand when she died."
"Checks out," I agreed.
We then had a long wrangle about whether cabs or Ubers were better in Las Vegas these days, which was pointless since it had been at least five years for us either of us since we'd last been there. We talked about buffets. We talked about Blackjack and Craps.
What we did not talk about was Wanda. At all. The subtext, of course, was that she would be doing all this stuff, and lots more, with me. That was quite clear. But she was not mentioned.
"You really ought to go check out one of the topless revues," Yancey said. "Like X-Burlesque, or Fantasy down at the Luxor."
"You think... I should go to a casino sex revue?"
"A little clean, dirty fun never hurts. To kick things off, you know?" Yancey said, his voice just a touch strained. Yuck. This was Yancey's idea. This whole, larger thing was at his insistence! I did not need him getting flutterbyes. And Wanda and I did not need anything to kick things off. We kicked off quite nicely together whenever we were alone these days...
*
The next morning, I found myself, God help me, looking at reservations for X-Burlesque, which was closer to Caesar's than the Luxor was.
This was ridiculous. I picked up my phone and texted Wanda.
ME: Yancey is trying to get me to buy us tickets to a tittie show.
ME: Um, do I buy us tickets to, like X-Burlesque?
This was idiotic. But I was unsure on what the etiquette was about suggestions from a husband when you were taking his wife across state lines for immoral purposes...
WANDA: Fuck no!
Thank God.
WANDA: He told me his idea too. I already booked us for a show called Rouge. It has super buff, half-naked dudes to go with all the titties.
Her text was followed by no LOLs, no JKs, no Gotcha gifs... She was serious.
Apparently, we were going to a tittie show our first night in Las Vegas.
*
My Thursday workday always ended with a product design meeting, which was almost always a huge waste of time. They had been invaluable earlier in the process, but now they were a sort of zombie calendar event. A whole crowd of our top people wasted valuable workday hours in a room, each presenting an 'update' in turn with information that was usually not new at this point in the process, and which everyone knew already anyway. It was not a 'this meeting should have been an email' sort of situation, it was a 'this meeting shouldn't be happening at all' kind of thing.
But this meeting still happened anyway, every week, because no one quite wanted to be the one to suggest we kill it. And it would be critical once again later on when we spooled up the next design cycle. So I sat there, having wasted everyone's time already with my non-update, listening to Frida do the same with hers, all while trying not to notice too much that Thalia had bought a new suit that actually outright flattered her figure. Her figure that, yes, as I suspected, deserved some flattery.
Our president Thalia did, at least, run a tight ship during meetings. Trevor would let them go on forever if left to his own devices. He hated meetings, but could not stop himself, once one began, from exploring every rabbit hole he found. He and Thalia butted heads a fair amount, but one area where he especially valued her was the way she kept his meetings on point.
This week was particularly pointless, and Thalia had us done by 5:30. As was my habit, I left work at the end of the meeting.
I used that early departure to occasion my grocery shopping each week. My ex had always done that task while we were married and I wasted tons of food and made lots of emergency supplemental trips to the store when it first was just me, shopping for food on my own. Nowadays, I was a machine. I kept a record of my standardized kitchen and freezer inventory, and re-filled it as needed. I planned my meals, and added those specific requirements each time I hit the store. And yes, I always left myself a little time to wander and see what new products there might be for me to try. I had grown to like the grocery store.
I had felt like trying a different brand of hot dogs this time, and I was standing there with my hands full of wieners, looking back and forth between them, when I heard a merry voice. "That's a lot of hot dogs. Is that all a single guy eats?"
I looked up and saw Monica Ashburn leaning over a full cart. I had a momentary brush with a heart-attack when I saw a fresh pineapple in the upper basket of her cart. But it was sitting upright, thank God.
Yes, the upside-down pineapple in the grocery cart is a real thing. No, you won't get hit on every time. But you will get hit on a surprising amount. I guess the rest of America has a hidden sex life. It is not just me.
Still, considering her husband Stan, if Monica had her pineapple upside down, I'd have understood. And I'd have wished her luck.
But hers wasn't upside down.
"Gotta resupply for my daughter's hungry masses. I'm heading to the freezer section next for a new case of frozen burgers," I said, waving my hand over all the buns in my cart.
"Oh, that's right, your backyard 'kid-outs'," Monica remembered. Everyone knew about them. "You are a saint, Clark, cooking for and feeding that swarm all the time."
"Eh," I said dismissively. "It's just frozen hamburgers and hotdogs, soda, and... well, I should buy stock in Lays." I pondered the bags of Doritos and potato chips taking up a third of my cart glumly. "It's a small price to pay to see my college-student daughter on the regular. And honestly? She had good kids for friends."
I shied away from the fact that several of those friends had morphed into dangerous, shameful secrets. Also, I avoided the fact that I couldn't quite get up the moral fiber to hate myself over that transformation.
"It's entertaining," I finished lamely.
*
Sunday, Becca, who knew I was going to Las Vegas, but damned sure did not know who with, brought over a bigger gang than normal. Mary was back as a fixture after her brief banishment (exile?) (time in hiding?). Stephanie and yet another fucking cheerleader were there. And there were way more boys than usual that week.
I knew why, of course. The multiplicity of bikinis was only a side-benefit for most of these guys. The next week was the start of intern recruitment for the Fall. Most of these extra males had engineer's tans, which is to say, no tan at all. I lost track of how many times I gently slapped one or another of these supplemental dudes around about not putting sunscreen on.
I also took a lot of very surreptitious notes about these guys. I couldn't tell whether or not they had the necessary brains to fill our need, while in a setting like this, but I could tell a lot about their personality. There were a few that I thought might be pretty great. And more than a few that I did not want anywhere near my employees or any project I was working on, no matter if they were Steve Wozniak with circuits.
And of course, the fact that I had a Vegas trip coming up was discussed a lot. I ended up giving a half-hour tutorial on proper Blackjack strategy to about six guys. The four that instantly glommed onto the fact that it was a simple math problem got good marks in my secret book. The two that wanted to know where the fun was in using a rigid system like that, I internally struck off immediately.
Mostly though, I was left alone to my work, as was my want. I had more work than usual, because I was going to Las Vegas, and because I was typing up personnel reports.
And then Stephanie decided that she wanted her White Claw.
She came bouncing over, with the other cheerleader following. That girl remained standing, not sure why they had come over to talk to a fossil, but Stephanie seemed used to me by now and plopped down to sit on the chair facing me. She put her hands on the seat beside her pressed together legs and leaned forward with a brilliant smile. It was an innocent enough posture, in principal. But her shoulders hunched as she leaned toward me, along with her arms pressing in from the sides, squishing her considerable bust together and threatening to squeeze those mounds out of her bikini top like toothpaste from a tube.
Or at least that is what my diseased brain was hoping for in the moment.
"How ya'll doin' today, Mister Howard?" she chirped. "This is Bea," she added dismissively at her sidekick. No, to be fair, she wasn't being dismissive, she just seemed focused on me. "Do you have any new flavors for me this week?" she smiled, with a twinkle in her thirsty eye.
"I actually bought a Costco variety pack this week, Stephanie," I said, trying to pretend that the reason I was not looking her in the eyes was that I wanted to get back to my laptop. That was bullshit, of course. She had awesome tits, and they really did seem like they wanted to spill out. I was resigned to the fact that she had to be able to tell where I was looking, but maybe we could both keep it deniable.
"Oooh!" Stephanie giggled. "Mister Howard went and got me a selection!"
"You aren't the only 21 year-old who hangs out here," I scoffed. "And believe it or not, I also have friends my own age!"
"Wow!" she replied with wide eyes. "And they drink White Claw like little girls?"
Fuck. Were we flirting?
"White Claws?" Bea asked perking up.
"You aren't 21, Bea," Stephanie said, throwing her friend under the bus.
"What?"
"My house, the State's rules," I repeated my mantra to Bea. "Gotta be 21."
"You didn't have to rat me out, Stephanie!"
"He checks IDs, Bea," the slightly evil blonde said, twisting her body unnecessarily sinuously over to reach into my booze fridge and select a peach-flavored seltzer.
Yep. She was a bitch. Right? It made things easier, if I didn't like her.
Except she really wasn't being bitchy, I realized. She was brusque, but she had clearly just wanted to head things off from becoming uncomfortable for either Bea or me. Maybe one day, she would learn how to actually do that without making things worse. But today was not yet that day.
I looked uncomfortably at Bea. She looked back in at me in irritation, then flounced off toward the soda cooler, which I had taken to positioning far from me to reduce interruptions.
"Sorry, sir," Stephanie said quietly. "Bea can be a little prickly. She is so pretty, she thinks she should get whatever she wants."
Considering that the admittedly pretty Bea was at least an order of magnitude less attractive than Stephanie herself, that seemed like a fairly extraordinary statement...
Stephanie flipped her long blonde hair back over her shoulder and cracked open the can, apparently in no rush to return to the rest of the group. "Well thank you anyway, Mister Howard. I do appreciate it. Hey, this peach-flavor is good!"
I tilted the one beer I usually allow myself during these things toward her in a silent toast, and took a sip.
"How can you like beer?" she asked conversationally. "It tastes like ass to me."
What I should have said was, 'Language!'
What I did say was, "How would you know Stephanie? Have you ever tas...?" I cut myself off with a gurgle and hung my head.
"Mister Howard!" she exclaimed in mock horror. Then she bounced to her feet exactly like someone who has an actual athletic scholarship in... bouncing, and shoved my shoulder playfully. "You are bad!" And with that, she was off to chat with a group of people nearby which did not include Bea.
I looked away, only to see The Trinity, Carol, Mary, and Anne, all together and watching me and Stephanie with grins that I did not like. I looked at my watch. It was just less than an hour before I should start cooking.
"Becca!" I called out loud for my daughter.
"You rang, Daddy-O?" she replied, heading over my way.
"You are sous chef this weekend," I declared, not really wanting to work closely with any of her trio of disasters right now. Not after those looks.
"Oh, all right," Becca grumbled. "It's been a while. I guess it should be my turn."
"I guess it should," I laughed. "How many vegetarians do we have today? This is a big crowd."
"Um... six."
"Six? Wow," I mused. This could be a problem, with what I had on hand.
"And two are... vegans."
"Really?" I gestured to the grill, implying all the smells it would shortly be producing.
"They wanted to come," Becca shrugged. "I don't know what Jaime is thinking, but Freddy's a Boyfriend Vegan, and I think he actually wants the smells."
"A 'Boyfriend vegan'?"
"Yeah. His girlfriend is vegan, and he is trying it for her sake."
That girlfriend must be very good in bed...
"Okay, here's what I need you to do," I said, thinking fast. "Get me the cast iron grill from the kitchen cabinet. I can cook the eggplant and zucchini on that so the vegans won't get yucky charred meat on their food. Then... Look, you brought a big crowd kiddo," I said apologetically. "I'm going to need you to run to the store and get more produce. Get two more packs of these new hot dogs while you are at it. And check the soda situation before you go."
"Dad! I didn't drive today."
That was a new development.
"Then get your boyfriend, whatshisname," I said, indicating the current whatshisname in question, "to drive you."
"Dad!"
"No," I said softly, with an obviously evil smile. "You can take my truck." Becca hated the truck. "Leave him here with me. I've wanted to have a chance for a nice, uninterrupted chat."
"I'll get him to drive me, Dad."
Thought so. I might be helpless putty in the fingers of every other damned female I encounter, but I could still manipulate my own daughter, dammit!
Unfortunately, removing Becca from the equation meant that a minute after she and The Boy left, my three disasters all descended on me.
Hoo boy.
"What has you lot all giggly?" I asked suspiciously.
"Stephanie," chirped Mary.
"You two looked like you were getting along," Anne added smugly.
I rolled my eyes. After checking to make sure the Barbie in question was not in earshot, I leaned forward and asked in genuine inquiry, "Yeah, what the heck is going on there? She's been sweet to me lately because I let her have a drink, but today she was full on flirting with me."
"Um, I may have told her?" Mary said with a playful grin.
"And we may have confirmed it," Anne added, smiling.
"Told her what?" I asked, already despairing.
"That you think that she is too hot for her own good."
"And why, in God's name, did you feel the need to tell her that?"
"Just to put it in her head," Mary said smugly. "Stephanie likes to torment guys who are interested in her. I'm going to enjoy watching her go at you."
"We all are," Anne said. "Who knows, maybe you'll get lucky..."
"You girls are going to be the end of me," I practically whined.
"Relax, Mister Howard," Mary said. "Stephanie's really a nice girl, if an incurable flirt. She's just teasing you."
"Are you sure?"
"Probably."
*
I spent all day Monday making sure everybody at my job know I was taking a virtuously restorative vacation during the middle of the week to use up vacation time and become a better person... shit like that.
Toward the end of the day, Thalia came in to see me. Apparently, my decision to take the plunge and do a quickie vacation was already paying dividends. No rank and file, not even my own team, had put in yet to use vacation time, beyond requests already submitted for Thanksgiving and Christmas, but a few other managers had put in feelers just that day about short trips. Apparently the fact that I had not already been fired was convincing a few that this was not all some giant trap. The rank and file would follow, Thalia told me confidently.
When Thalia had entered my office, I had been woolgathering about Wanda. And about topless revues. And about our super-deluxe suite at Caesar's. And about what I wanted to do to and with Wanda in said suite.
This was something I needed to avoid in future when Thalia might drop in on me. Her new, still fairly conservative, set of business suits might not exactly show off her figure, but they sure as hell didn't hide it any more, either. I was becoming increasingly certain that her figure was much far more than merely adequate.
Getting a hard-on over Thalia would be a thousand foot capstone on my recent series of spectacularly bad choices...
Mercifully she left. I worked a little late to show I was still a team player, and to remind my own team that they better make me look good while I was gone, then went home, packed, ordered pizza, and binged six episodes of Friends before going to bed and not sleeping much.
*
I picked Wanda up at her house, about an hour after Yancey had left for work. We navigated the airport seamlessly, boarded the plane, and both promptly got on our laptops and did work for more than the first hour of our direct flight.
I had done too good of a job getting things settled before we left, and I closed my laptop. Wanda had closed hers a few minutes before. She looked at me.
"Looking forward to it?" she asked with a leer.



I rolled my eyes. I hardly needed to answer that!
"The tittie show, I mean," she giggled.
"You are weirdly into this show," I said in surprise.
Wanda looked at our third passenger in the window seat. It was a businessman younger than us who was already fast asleep with big, noise-cancelling headphones on. She looked back at me. "We are heading to Las Fucking Vegas for a sex trip. I figure we go whole hog!"
"Speaking of whole hog," I said, still shaking my head at Wanda's enthusiasm. "I made us dinner reservations before the show at a place up at that end of the strip."
"Oh goody. Where?"
"It is called Bazaar Meat. They do all manner of awesome animal flesh."
"You do some pretty good meat yourself," Wanda snorted, with multiple meanings. "But that is the Jose Andreas place, right?" she added, growing excited.
"I think so. How'd you hear of him?"
"He does awesome disaster relief work. He shows up with truck-mounted kitchens and trained chefs and feeds everybody, victims and aid workers alike."
"Yeah, well tonight he and his staff are feeding the two of us seventeen courses of food and drink. Probably including a whole hog for all I know."
"Seventeen courses? I have plans for you, you know."
"We can digest it during the tittie show," I snorted. "Then we can go back to Caesar's and you can give me my own tittie show..."
Fuck.
That bastard leaning against the window was not asleep after all...
*
We hadn't checked bags, so we Ubered straight to the hotel, where our room was miraculously already available. Neither of us had much luggage, and I carried all of it with us up to the suite.
The door had barely swung shut before we were both on the bed, tearing the travel clothes off of each other. This was going to be an interesting weekend...
Exhausted and simultaneously energized, we collapsed across the bed after a spectacular kickoff to our stay. Wanda moved first, uncoiling from my arms, stretching scenically, and heading for the bathroom.
"Clark! Get in here," she called urgently. "You have to see this!"
I had not looked at photos of the bathroom when I booked. It was a goddamned waterpark in there. There was a gigantic soaking tub that looked big enough for two, hell, three people to luxuriate in, and the shower was so big it had two sets of shower fixtures so a couple could shower together easily.
In fact, as we found out moments later, the shower was too big. The shower heads were so far apart, it was hard to fool around and still both stay under the running water. We settled for some intense making out under Wanda's side.
Finally, she shoved me toward my own side, where the water was wastefully running without me. Wanda looked at her watch, and laughed. "It is getting late already! Let's go ahead and get dressed for the evening. We can have a cocktail or two and work our way up the Strip toward the restaurant for dinner."
I pro forma grumbled at being made to let go of Wanda's ass, but a cocktail or three sounded like just the ticket right then. It did not stop me from appreciating the sight of her next to me, the water sluicing off her as she washed the travel funk and my own aroma off of herself. I made sure to scrub my face well...
"Watch your eyes, Mister," Wanda teased. "I'm a married woman!"
It was just a joke, but I was so happy to hear how contentedly she delivered it. This just might work.
I turned archly away. I could feel her staring at my ass, though.
It was far too hot for a jacket in the Vegas summer, so I opted for a flamboyant dress shirt and linen slacks. Wanda had brought along a stunning sleeveless dress in flowing, light-weight silk that flirted out just above her knees and plunged at the neckline. She changed into it inside that closet the size of a Manhattan studio apartment, came out, and twirled for me. I just gawked.
We only ended up stopping once on the way north up The Strip, at the Wynn. We each had a Martini to kick things off, then shared an over-sized tropical concoction before heading north again. We got to the restaurant a bit early for our reservation and enjoyed another drink while waiting.
Wanda might be 'a married woman', but I could tell she was reveling in the way I drank her in. That was good, because I reveling in the drinking.
This woman was hardly a twenty year-old hardbody, but she was lovely. And in amazing shape. And sexy as hell in an unselfconscious, natural way. And she knew what she was doing.
And spending time with her was great. We had been friends for years. We had a shared span of life in common, if not with each other.
I had a momentary flash of panic at how my thoughts were trending, but I settled almost instantly. I was not falling in love with Wanda. We might be becoming better friends, true. But this was a project we were working on. An important one. One that seemed to be working. We were both having a ball with it. But it was not something we needed to keep on doing.
Just a project.
With lots of sperm... So much fucking sperm.
Dinner was amazing. It was so good that I spent most of the time thinking about the food and not what I wanted to do to Wanda later.
Really. That good.
The show was... actually great. It was like a comedy Cirque de Soleil show with tits. And pecs. So many spectacular pecs...
Whatever my young friends Anne and Carol might be, I personally am not remotely bisexual, or even bi-curious... but these were some seriously good-looking guys in this show. The tits were good too. Very good.
I caught Wanda practically drooling over this one guy who was dancing near us. I leaned over and whispered in her ear, "I thought guys were the ones who were slaves to visual images."
"Forget that psycho-claptrap," Wanda snorted, eyes not leaving the undulating washboard abs. "That man is a work of goddamned art, and I am going to appreciate him."
"I just was saying..."
"Shh! Go back to checking out those girls' asses up on the main stage," Wanda snickered. "Remember, you get to be the beneficiary of all my 'appreciation' later, back in the room."
I shut up. Besides, it really was a good show.
We started off keeping our hands to ourselves on the ride back, but when we got stuck in traffic, we were soon outright making out in the back of the Uber. The driver's reaction seemed to be more amused interest, as opposed to, 'Oh fuck, not this again.' I still felt sorry for our steaming up the back seat of his Toyota.
My hand had found its way to Wanda's breast, and I pondered the cleavage it sported. Deep as it was, it would be easy to dislodge the dress to one side or the other, giving the driver a helluva tip in his rear view mirror...
I didn't expose Wanda to him, of course, because I'm not really a pig. I just think like one inside.
As the elevator carried the two of us up toward the suite, we laughed about acting like teenagers in the back of the poor guy's car. "I thought about flashing him a little," Wanda said, scandalized at herself, "but I thought you might flip if I did."
"Poor guy," I replied. "I was thinking about flashing you at him! He missed out!"
Our laughter petered out as we entered the suite. All the lights were off except for some cool under-bed lighting, so the room was bathed mostly in fairy-colored light from the brilliantly-lit hotels all around us.
Wanda walked slowly over to the window, putting her hands gently on the glass and staring out at the view. I enjoyed my own view, but spoiled it by moving to press myself against her back. Now all I could see was out the window. I slid my hands down her sides as I pressed forward, jamming her whole body against the glass gently.
"Gonna be hard to get me naked when I'm trapped between you and the glass," was all she said, still looking out.
"I'll manage," I said, nuzzling her neck. I bunched the fabric of the skirt in my hands at her hips, then tugged upward slowly. As I felt the hem slide up past her backside, I pressed in with my hips, and leaned my shoulders back. I never stopped smoothly pulling the dress upward. When I reached her armpits, Wanda slowly raised her arms and I drew the dress free over her shoulders and head. She slid her arms free and I let the soft fabric fall to the floor beside her.
"I knew you didn't have a bra on," I murmured in her ear. Half of Las Vegas had known that from just looking at her, and I had confirmation from the exploration my hands had done in the Uber. "But I didn't know I'd find you completely naked under there..."
"Panties seem unnecessarily... extra for this trip," she said softly. "I only packed the one pair... for the flight home."
"Mrs. Franklin, I like the cut of your jib," I said, my hands back to caressing her flanks. She twisted between me and the glass, but I kept her pressed against it.
"I can't help you get naked, unless you let me turn around," Wanda scolded.
I considered this for a moment. Getting naked really was a priority, now that I thought about it. "I'll allow it," I declared lessening the pressure on her just enough for her to squirm around to face me.
Her hands went to the buttons of my shirt. I kicked off my shoes. When she had me all unbuttoned, the only downside with getting my shirt off was the fact that my hands had to leave her breasts, where they had been planted since she had turned around. By the time she had it free and was tossing the shirt aside, my hands had gone to unbuckle my belt. Wanda's hands darted back and worked open my fly. I pushed down my slacks and stepped my way out of them as well, kicking them aside.
Wanda's fingers caressed my ass through the thin fabric of my boxers. "This is too much clothing for me to take off conveniently," she murmured through the kiss we were sharing. "For the rest of this trip, no underwear for you either, buster!"
I kind of like underwear. It helps with chafing, especially in the Las Vegas summer heat. But I was not going to argue with this directive... I was going to need to carefully moisturize down there the rest of this trip, though. A rash would suck.
She slipped her fingertips into the sides of the waistband and slid them around to my belly. Then she dipped lower and took ahold of my cock, caressing it eagerly.
I had had all sorts of foreplay ideas in my mind, but they were flowing away. There was still plenty of time for all that. Right now... I didn't sense a great need for warm-up on Wanda's part either.
With both her hands still caressing my manhood, I tugged my boxers down. "There we go," she said, nibbling on my earlobe.
"No, here we go," I replied, lifting her hips in my hands. Wanda lifted her legs wide and I pressed my cock in toward her sex. I felt my head drag across her gratifyingly damp opening. I pressed my hips upward and let her sink down.
"Here we go," she repeated as I filled her. She wrapped her legs up and around my waist. I pressed her against the heavy glass, which was mercifully one-way so we were not putting on a show, and began to thrust.
Her insides clenched against my visitor, and I drew him in and out smoothly. My hands did have to stay on her hips to support her, which meant I could not give her breasts the attention they deserved. They still bobbed gorgeously against me as I began to jam us together harder.
This round was not going to last long. Neither of us wanted it to, either. This was a quick, urgent interlude to release the pressure of the whole sexy evening. That, and I was not going to be able to hold her up like this forever...
"Fuck me, Clark," she urged. "This is so gooood..."
It sure was. I felt like something was missing, though. I needed to add a...
Fuck Yancey. There, that was what I'd needed to say to myself. It was hard to summon any venom at all anymore with that mantra, as my cock filled Wanda, but it did need to be recited.
Again, lingering enjoyment was not my aim right then, and I just let myself go, driving into Wanda with a feverish monomania. I doubt it was the perfect position to stimulate her. I know it was hardly perfect for me. But the overall eroticism of the situation, along with the evening's stimulation, had us both three quarters there the second I first penetrated her..
I didn't even try to keep track of her arousal, not this time. I just pounded into her, focusing only on my need. It didn't take long.
"Oh shit. Oh shit, oh shit, oh shiiiiiit," I gasped out feeling my balls clench for release. In a moment more, I gasped, "Wanda!" as I burst into her. My head flopped around desperately as I fought to keep going.
It seemed that Wanda's own body had just been balanced on edge, waiting for my release, as she came almost immediately after me, her legs practically crushing me into her as her fingers dug into my shoulders accompanied by a wordless scream. I think it was supposed to be "Clark!" But it sounded more like, "Gaaaaaaarrrrrg."
I yanked my cock free before I dropped Wanda and it got ripped off. She in turn lowered her legs and I set her unsteadily onto her feet. She threw her arms around my neck and slammed a kiss against my mouth.
We couldn't hold it long, as we both needed air.
After a few gasping breaths, I held up one finger. "Drink," I said, pointing to the bottle of Jack Daniels that I had bought upon arrival at the casino. I then held up two fingers, "Bed," I gasped.
"Good... Plan," Wanda panted in reply.
We wobbled over to the bottle. Not bothering with glasses, we each took a long pull from the neck. We both looked at the bed, smiled, and leapt for it.
The rest of the evening was slow, detail oriented, and ecstatic, but never so feverish as that moment against the glass. There were bathroom breaks, toothbrushing, and more Jack Daniels, now drunk from glasses like civilized humans, all interspersing the good stuff, but we went for quite a while, until we both collapsed unconscious, spooning together with my dick still buried inside her.
*
We greeted the day with another make-out session in the shower, followed by awesome French toast in an outdoor cafe at the front of the casino, in the already burgeoning heat.
We took a walk down the strip and ended up playing Blackjack at a table together in the Planet Hollywood casino for a few hours. Wanda actually won almost a hundred dollars. I lost... more than that, let's say. I'm usually good at Blackjack. Honestly.
We walked back to Caesar's before I could bankrupt myself, and changed into bathing suits to have lunch at the pool. After the food, we settled into the pool bar (as in, the bar in the pool) and drank frozen daiquiris. We went back to discussing a mix of gardening, Blackjack, and all the weirdos we saw walking up and down The Strip.
Wanda made a gurgling sound with her drink as she finished it, and looked at her watch.
"Clark!" she exclaimed. "Do you know that it has been almost 14 hours since you last fucked me?"
"Really? The deuce you say," I replied, just as broadly.
"My husband did not send us all the way out here for just a nice mid-week vacation, buster," Wanda went on with wide, innocent eyes. "We have a mission out here! Let's get out of this pool and get busy."
I rolled my eyes and we started to wade away. I caught sight of a midwestern-looking woman who had already left it too late to apply more or stronger sunscreen, staring at us in indignation. She must have overheard. Actually, she was staring at Wanda in horror. Me, she was staring at with an entirely different set of attitudes, the hypocritical bint. I think she thought I was some kind of bull, hired in to keep some cuck's wife happy. I shook my head and didn't share the observation with Wanda.
And by the way, there was no amount of money on Earth that would have made me do that other lady...
We never actually even had intercourse that afternoon. As soon as I had peeled Wanda out of her fairly conservative one-piece suit (we had been in a public hotel pool with a couple hundred other people after all), she started performing some kind of heroic combination blowjob/titfuck that I made last a deliriously long time through sheer force of will.
After I had had a bottle of water, and finally got my face between her legs in turn (I took my time getting there), she tasted wonderful, fresh, with just a hint of clean pool water. Why I had needed the water when she had just done all the heroic work, I don't know...
I laid her out in the center of our huge bed, and started with soft licks and nibbles around her opening and the soft skin around it. Wanda was already vocal in her approval, and things only got crazy from there. But the time I was penetrating her deeply with my tongue, she was panting loudly, urging me on. Two fingers inside her later, I was just starting to circle her clit with my tongue.
"Oh! Ohh! Ohhhhh!" Wanda cried out in three loud gasps as she came suddenly. My eyes shot up toward her face and she was deeply flushed and grinning.
Fuck that noise, I was not remotely done with this.
I never removed my mouth from her, but I slid my fingers free as I concentrated on her bud. After a moment of quiet humming, she started getting noisy again. Once she got loud, surprisingly so, I slid my fingers back inside her and probed for where she squirmed the most when I stroked her. By now, I had a pretty good idea where it was, and it didn't take me long. Soft, swift caresses, performed in time with my gentle strokes of the tongue, and the orgasmic wave she experienced hit Wanda like a freight train.
"Holy fucking shit, Clark!" she screamed. "That's it! That's it! Don't you... Oh Godddddd... Don't you stop! Ahhhhhhhhh!" It was really loud. I kept probing, and she kept coming for what seemed like forever, but probably just seemed that way, with all the noise she was making.
Finally, she violently shoved my head away, then batted at my probing hand.
"Stop! No! Stop it. For real," she called, her voice finally diminishing. I sat up and grinned down at her as she shook on the bed.
"That," I said definitively, "was loud."
"That," she replied, "was good." She collapsed back on the bed and sighed. I just smiled down at her, watching as she drifted in and out of consciousness for a few moments. After a minute, she popped her head up and chuckled. "But also, it was nice to be in an anonymous hotel room, in the middle of the day when we probably have no neighbors, so I could really cut loose and make all the noise I've been building up with you!"
At that point, we shamefully bent to our dark, basest instincts. While Wanda took a shower and got dressed for the evening, I got on my computer and read and sent emails. Then she did the same with her office while I took my shower and dressed. We agreed that this was our most scandalous and depraved moment of the trip...
We were a pretty styling pair when we were both dressed, however.
I was... a dude in slacks and a nice shirt. With no underwear or socks. I had been given my instructions.
Wanda... Oh wow. She had a dress on that was both understated and yet amazing. It was not overtly sexual at all, but the vavoom was there all right, obvious when you looked for it. It was a red satin silk sheath dress that hung to ankle length, and just grazed her lovely curves lightly. It was form-fitting but never form-clinging, and sported a long slit up the right leg that mostly stayed closed, even when walking. Mostly. Up top, it was supported in the front and back by narrow central bands of fabric that hung from an integrated costume jewelry diamond choker. Over the dress, spaghetti straps on the shoulders supported an outer layer similar to the shell tops that women usually wear under another top for modesty. This shell hung on the outside and floated nicely, obscuring but not hiding the bounce of her obviously braless breasts. It was the sort of modest dress that was anything but. A perfect Vegas slinky number.



Of course, we were dressed to the nines, and it was still only five o'clock. We went down to the casino and ran across a Craps table that had a pretty fun-looking crowd. We squeezed in and had a great time for about an hour. Wanda lost most of her Blackjack winnings from the morning, while I won back almost all of what I had lost.
It was a great time, with lots of shouting, high-fiving, cries of despair, and shouts of victory. At some point, I am almost positive that someone grabbed Wanda's ass, getting a tactile confirmation that she had on no undies for his efforts, but she refused to admit it happened.
My alarm went off and we peeled away from the table and our transitory new friends, to have a lovely dinner at the Bobby Flay place les than 50 years away. We had tickets to a real Cirque de Soleil performance at a nearby casino.
That show was incredible. I said that the Rogue show was half Cirque? Yeah, not really. The real thing was some truly next level acrobatics and stuff like that. It was a blast, with a great music and almost a plot. But at one point, Wanda leaned over to whisper to me, "This is amazing isn't it. But it would be better if no one had a top on..."
She wasn't wrong.
We left the show on a high and hit a bar in the same casino for an after show cocktail. As we finished, I was ready to head back to the room and fuck until we dropped. We had to fly home the next day, after all.
"Want to walk back, or Uber?" I asked Wanda, brandishing my phone, ride share app open.
"Give me that," Wanda said, and took my phone. She punched in something and handed it back to me. I looked at it.
Our driver, Fred, would be at the pickup zone in five minutes. The destination? We were going to a strip club.
"Really?" I asked as we walked briskly to the pickup point.
"We are here for a sex vacation," Wanda said. "In Las Vegas," she added. "A vacation which we will never repeat. I want to do all the sex things. Right?"
"Right," I agreed, noting internally that this was maybe not all the sex things that I had heard about in Nevada, but it would sure as hell do for the two of us conservative old folks.
The driver missed a turn on the way to our pickup, and we suddenly had a few more minutes before he would get to us.
"Just what do you get out of this little side quest?" I asked Wanda, as I watched the icon of our ride circle around for another pass.
"I am intentionally going crazy out here, Clark. I am in Las Vegas, with you, to make Yancey jealous. To make sure that he knows you and I did some shit that he and I haven't, so he and I will be even on that front. We are getting there, and I'm eager to make it stick. I want to make sure you have a crazy good time too. We are evening up for you too, don't forget."
"This isn't what they did..."
"That's not the point," Wanda said. "Or rather, it is the point. They did shit we didn't. In circumstances that we did not." She looked at me and held my hands. "After the first night we did a hall pass, Yancey told me something, after... the aftermath. He told me that he had been appalled and enthralled with himself the whole time, every time he was with Rebecca."
She looked at me soberly. "He told me that since secrecy is out, and wouldn't help anyway, he wanted me to be as enthralled and appalled as I could be while we did this. He said that for me, Clark. Cutting loose is not to make things even, but to make sure I have some crazy fun, like he did. Like they did. You need to have that fun too. Let's go be idiots. Shove some dollar bills in garters, my man. Stare at strippers. I'm along for the ride."
"You are crazy, you know. I never knew how much," I said fondly.
"Neither did I," she laughed. "It remains to be seen how crazy I remain with Yancey when this is finished."
I suspected that Yancey was going to get the best of this deal, in the long run.
Fuck Yan... Nah. He's a good guy.
We got a raised eyebrow from the Uber driver when he saw our destination, but we spent the ride talking about Las Vegas traffic. Apparently, unlike every other city on Earth, Las Vegas's traffic sucks. Can you believe that?
We entered the club, where I paid an exorbitant cover, while Wanda entered free. It made sense to me. The second a women like her enters a club like this, she becomes part of the entertainment, the atmosphere. The fact that this beautiful woman is in the club to not get naked drives other guys nuts.
It took Wanda about twenty seconds to recognize that dynamic, and revel in it. A truly enormous bouncer named Tyreese helped us find a seat on a small couch with a smaller table and a good view of one of the main stages with its brass pole. I handed him some cash for his trouble, and from his reaction, I could tell I hit the amount just right. He was fully appreciative, without looking at me like I was a mark. Lucky guess on my part.
A very cute waitress (why do the waitresses always seem like some of the hottest women in a strip club?), came to get our order. Wanda tried to ask for a bottle of wine, but I over-rode her and we got cocktails instead. "Ordering a bottle in a strip club means a giant markup, and a horde of the lesser dancers wanting to try to drink it with you," I told her.
"So you are a strip club expert, huh?" she laughed.
I looked at her. "I am not," I said clearly. "But... I was celibate for about six years, remember? A man sometimes just needs to see some tits. I've been to about ten of these places in my life. I guess I know... enough." I got up and went to the club cashier, holding my Craps winnings in my hand. I had her change one of my hundreds into dollar bills, and the rest into twenties. I came back and told Wanda that I wanted her to be the one to go tip the best-looking stage dancers.
"Me?"
"Yeah. I, and every other pathetic loser in here, will get a far bigger kick out of you doing the tipping than if it was me."
Wanda just sat back and started watching the dancers on stage, and how they collected dollar after dollar after sometimes showers of dollars during their turns on stage.
A cute little asian girl working the pole dropped her bikini top, and I immediately leaned over to Wanda, "Tip her for sure." I handed her a bunch of ones.
"Oh! You like those titties, do you?" she laughed.
"Someone has to pay her surgeon for all his good work," I laughed. "We might as well contribute."
Wanda looked at me. I looked at her. She got up with the ones and walked to the stage. People swiftly made room for her along the rail.
The dancer saw Wanda, and spun around the pole twice before making a beeline for her. Wanda stood uncertainly at the edge of the stage, clutching her ones. The dancer twirled in front of her, then shook her enhanced rack in Wanda's face. Then she sank to her knees on the elevated stage and put her hands on Wanda's shoulders, pressing her bare tits against the front of Wanda's dress. Guys nearby went nuts. Dollars and other bills started showering the stage. A good few showered Wanda. She caught a few and added them to the money she still clutched. The dancer grabbed her hand with the money and moved it up to Wanda's mouth. Wanda, slowly put the bills in her teeth, once she understood what was being asked.
I wondered if she really did...
The asian girl leaned forward and grabbed her tits, pressing them against Wanda's face and squeezing them together. Those tits pinched together and pulled the handful... mouthful of bills free as the dancer leaned back away from Wanda. She arched backward, greenbacks sprouting from her pressed cleavage. Dudes went ape. Wanda started back toward me, and I swear a dude jammed a twenty into her hand as she passed. A random stripper patted her on the ass as she passed by. Wanda sat down next to me, with a flush on her face.
"Well... that happened," she said.
"It certainly did. And I was there to see it," I murmured, working on my cocktail. "The plan from now on is definitely to have you do the tipping."
"What? Wait," Wanda started to protest.
"Come on," I practically wheedled. "It is so fucking hot. You don't have to be turned on by it to have some fun with it."
"I did have some fun," Wanda started to admit.
There we go.
"See?" I entreated.
"Not fun with her so much, but with the guys around us. And with you," she added. "This is the first time I've gotten you to beg."
"Please, please, please, pleeeeeaaaaaaase?" I begged compliantly.
Wanda laughed. "All right. You pick 'em, I'll tip 'em."
I was going to enjoy this evening.
I held back on tipping any more girls for a while, as I did not want people to get used to Wanda doing it.
But eventually they called a stripper to the stage with red hair nearly a match for Wanda's. She was tall and really too slender for my tastes, without much up top, but she knew how to move, and I wanted to see their hair together. I handed Wanda some more bills.
"Isn't she little small?" asked Wanda, with the natural confidence of a busty woman. "I thought you liked boobs."
"Oh I do," I said, casually pressing my upper arm against hers. "But she is still pretty, and I really like red hair..." Wanda unconsciously touched her own locks, which were hanging down over her right shoulder, and took the handful of ones from me.
Again guys got out of Wanda's way when she went to stand at the rail. The redhead saw in immediately, but then made her wait. The dancer started crawling around on the edge of the stage, always looking back at Wanda, and guys started tipping her heavily. One or two looked, from where I was sitting, like they were encouraging her to move toward Wanda.
Wanda turned to look back at me for... reassurance? To tease me? To see how riveted I was? Whatever, when she turned back, I could see that even with the outer camisole part of her dress, her nipples were poking through firmly. Up close, the guys right around her were definitely getting a high-beams show.
The stripper finally reached Wanda, who raised her fist full of dollars. The stripper shook her head and smiled, saying something. Wanda looked confused, but then the girl pushed my 'date' backwards to sit down in an empty chair right behind her. The skinny redhead said something, and Wanda held her hand with the money up high above her head.
The dancer actually slunk forward off the edge of the stage, putting her hands on the arms of the chair Wanda had plopped down in, leaving her knees back on the rail. She bent her face down and slid up the length of Wanda's thighs. Her face was fully touching as she moved. I could see the fabric of Wanda's dress bunch. The long slit was pulled open, and Wanda was putting on a show herself now. The girl did not quite press her face into Wanda's crotch, thank goodness. I'm not sure how she would have taken that. But she did pass over it very close, then started dragging her face up Wanda's chest. The camisole started to pull up with her, but Wanda tugged it back into place. The dancer took her hand from the chair arm and placed it firmly on Wanda's exposed right thigh. Then she dragged her face between Wanda's breasts and up to look her in the eye, their not-quite-matching hair a striking tableau. Her hand not full of leg shot up and took the cash from Wanda's almost nerveless fingers. She smiled, and slunk backward and fully onto the stage once more.
The crowd appreciated that show too.
Wanda swiftly retreated, pressing next to me on our little couch, carefully pulling the slit closed to cover her legs.
"That was..." she started.
"Hot," I said.
"Weird," she replied.
"Didn't like it?" I asked, concerned, as I put an arm around her protectively.
"It wasn't like the girl was turning me on," Wanda said, "but it wasn't gross or anything either." She thought a second. "I didn't even mind her hand feeling my leg, but I was uncomfortable that she might have tried to shift the slit around. I don't really mind putting on a little leg show for all these horny monsters in here," she said waving at the patrons who pretty much ignored her when she was sitting with me, "but I sure don't need to flash them the good stuff."
"So don't let any of the dancers make you sit again," I shrugged. "They want your money. You sure don't work for them." I took a sip of my drink. "For what it is worth, the whole thing sure worked for me!"
Wanda laughed and poked me in the ribs.
"That said, if you want to flash me the good stuff at some point, that would be just fine," I added casually. I was poked for my efforts.
"Would you like some company?" a nice looking girl asked, leaning down to us, making sure to point the dangling cleavage of her semi-sheer gown right towards my face.
"Uh, sure," I said, looking away from the cleavage with difficulty to check with Wanda. She shrugged, intrigued. Instead of taking the small chair opposite us, the dancer decided to plop herself in my lap. It was then that I realized I had been mesmerized by her tits. The rest of this girl was unfortunately just as over-sized. She crushed my thigh a little as she settled in, and draped her arm around me.
Wanda just looked amused.
"Is this you guys' first time here?" she asked.
"First time for me here," I answered.
"First time for me at any club like this," Wanda added, leaning forward to be heard.
"I saw you tipping up by the stage," the girl said. "You sure are getting the hang of the place fast, girlfriend! Both girls you tipped actually got meaningful tips that set after you went up."
"You don't make much money dancing?" Wanda asked, a little puzzled.
"Not up on stage," the girl waved off the idea. "Tips up there are just gravy. We're mostly just advertising for lap dances on stage." She turned and tickled my ear with the arm she had around me. "Speaking of which, maybe I could offer you a private dance?" she asked me softly.
Sweet girl. Huge tits. But I didn't feel like being crushed during a lap dance. And she was treating Wanda more like a colleague than a customer, which irritated me. Also, Wanda and I were there to have fun with each other...
"Maybe later," I temporized. "My lady is still getting the feel."
"A dance for you then, instead?" the girl swiftly switched gears.
It took some time, and a ten dollar tip, to get her to finally leave us alone.
"Insistent, wasn't she?" Wanda asked.
"It's her job," I shrugged.
We ordered a second round of drinks, just shots this time, and were chatting incongruously about Craps strategy, when my attention pretty much lost focus, moving intently to the new dancer on stage. She was tall, blonde, and sleek, with a generous but not big ass, and what looked like spectacular tits under her blue, diaphanous teddy.
The song changed and that teddy slipped off over her head. Yes indeedy, they were spectacular. Round, firm, and gravity-defying, with pink nipples that she managed to keep very excited.
"Those are nice tits, even if they are fake," Wanda observed, her gaze as intent as mine.
I did not care if they were fake.
"I did not know you were a connoisseur of breasts, Wanda," I teased.
"I'm not, really. Yancey used to say I was always catty about other girl's tits, back when we were first going out together, but I just always want to judge whether I should feel jealous, or smug."
I chuckled. "Spoken like a woman who more often than not is going to go with smug."
"Yeah? Well I'm afraid it is jealous with this one," she said. She looked at me looking at the dancer and poked me again. "I think I'd better go tip her, huh?"
I looked at Wanda and grinned. "Oh yeah. Make it rain."
"Huh?"
"I've seen it. Never done it," I told her, pressing my entire remaining wad of ones into her hand. "Go up there. When she comes over, wave the wad at her. Let her dance for you for a little bit, then toss the whole handful up in the air to rain down on and around her."
Wanda laughed. "Really?"
"It is very important to turn and walk away after you do it, like it was nothing," I added, grinning.
Wanda stared back at the beautiful dancer. "Okay," she said, and rose.
I watched her sway her way over to the stage side. It had been a bit since she had last gone to the stage, and there were a lot of new guys who noticed her arrival with interest. The guys who had been glued to the stage for a while watched her arrival even more intently.
The dancer was spinning around the pole as Wanda approached, draping her body backward so that her breasts thrust upward impossibly. Then she let go with one hand and spun around some more, hanging sideways as she spun.
In the process the blonde spied Wanda, tentatively waving a huge wad of bills, and gracefully swung round to her feet. She swayed toward my friend on her six-inch stilettos, and knelt at the side of the stage so that their faces were about even. The dancer curled her hand around behind Wanda's head, running her fingers through her hair, then pressed herself against my date.
They talked as the stripper kept her bare tits press against Wanda's chest. Wanda half-heartedly waved the bills, but the dancer shook her head in an obvious 'not yet' gesture. She undulated against Wanda, massaging her tits against the swell of Wanda's own marvels. Wanda shot a look over her shoulder at me, and I smiled. The dancer looked over too, and smiled when she picked me out.
After a bit more whispered conversation, and a lot more mashing of tits together, she said one last thing to Wanda, and spun round to lie on the stage in front of her, breasts upthrust. Wanda took the wad of bills and brushed them softly over the girl's delicious tits. Then she hastily tossed them all in the air, where they fluttered down around and on top of the dancer. A cheer erupted, and more bills were hurled toward the dancer from all around.
Wanda turned and strutted back to me, not looking back.
"Okay," she said as she nestled back in against me. "That was kind of hot."
"Oh God! Yes it was. Do you realize that most guys in here would rather see your tits right now than hers?" I asked.
"Fat chance!" Wanda snorted. "And get real, anyway. Up close, those things are scary amazing. I've seen fake tits before. Brenda McMasters's were very pretty when she showed them to me. Those things are flat-out incredible."
Brenda McMasters had fake tits? I was going to have to take a closer look...
"But these are not for any guy here. Except you, of course," she murmured, very briefly nuzzling my ear. "Aren't you the lucky one?"
"I am," I agreed. And I was definitely the lucky one these days... when I wasn't going through hells of my own making. Hell, I had been lucky even then. So far...
We watched the blonde finish her set, and then I started looking around for our waitress.
Before I could pick her out, much less signal her, an amused voice said, "Very nice tip. Thank you." It was the blonde with the perfect boobs. She had a nice voice, too. "Can I join you two for a little company?" she asked sweetly. Before I could say yes, Wanda said, "Of course."
I readied myself for a much nicer lapful this time around, but instead, she sat in Wanda's lap! She draped her arm around Wanda's shoulder. The owner of said shoulder looked bemused but not upset. "I am Cheyenne," the blonde said, holding out her hand to me. "You are Wanda, right?" she turned aside to Wanda to confirm.
"Right," I said. "And I am Clark."
"Mark?" she asked, over the noise.
"Clark."
Just then the waitress finally appeared. Wanda and I ordered another round, and I offered our new friend one as well. You know... just being friendly. The fact that the blue teddy she wore was more of a camisole like the outer layer of Wanda's dress, and was damn near transparent had nothing to do with how much I wanted her to stick around.




"Vodka and Red Bull," the dancer ordered. "It will really just be Red Bull," she confided to us. "She knows not to bring me any booze. I never drink in the club, or I'll get crazy."
We made idle chit-chat as we waited for the drinks, which were not swift in coming.
"How long have you lived in Vegas, Cheyenne?" Wanda asked politely.
"I don't! I live in Tempe. I have ever since I went to ASU."
"That's some commute to here," Wanda pressed.
"Not really. One Friday a month I fly up here and work every night through the next Saturday. Then I go home and live like a normal person."
"You don't dance there?"
"Near my home? No way."
"What do you do in 'real life'?" Wanda asked curiously.
"I sculpt. Wood and sandstone, mostly. I also go to the gym and sculpt this," she added rather conceitedly, and taking the opportunity to trace the outlines of her 'sculpted' form, as if we didn't notice them already.
"Cool," Wanda said. "Do you sell much of your art?"
"Some. But I'd be a starving artist if that was my only gig," Cheyenne admitted. "This one week pays my rent, utilities, food, and the lease on my car each month."
"But not from what you do on the stage," Wanda prompted remembering.
"What you did helped, thank you! But no, lap dances pay the bills," Cheyenne laughed. "Speaking of," she said, looking at Wanda, but leaning forward to rest her hand on my knee. "Want to buy a lap dance for the man here?" she asked, correctly assuming that Wanda was not that into her. Not in that way.
"Yes indeed!"
"No," I interjected. "I want to buy a dance for Wanda."
"Oh no!" Wanda said holding up her hands. "I've put on my show up at the stage. No offense, Cheyenne, but having you climb all over me half-naked, or whatever you do, would have every eye in the place on me. I have a finite amount of exhibitionism in me!"
Cheyenne just laughed pleasantly. "No problem, even though I have enough of that for both of us. I guess it will be you, tiger," she added, flowing out of Wanda's lap. As a new song started, she danced sinuously between us, pulling what little she was wearing up and over her head. She let it dangle from her upraised hand as she looked down at me, rocking those tits. Then she turned and draped the garment around the back of Wanda's neck. She whispered something in her ear that I think was, "Hold this for me."
Then she turned back to me, and settled in to straddle me in my chair, facing me. She rocked her hips back and forth, and worked her way deeper on the couch, pulling my hips forward to the edge at the same time. That let her press her warm, barely g-string-clad crotch hard against my cock which was working up a thorough erection. She rocked softly against me, not pressing too hard.
I gripped the arm of the sofa and the front of the cushions to keep my hands to themselves, but Cheyenne just leaned forward and pressed her breasts to either side of my face. She twisted sideways as she withdrew, swiping her nipple across my nose as she did so.
"Want to feel my breasts?" she asked, looking down at me.
"Yes."
"Go ahead."
"I think you'd better ask Wanda first," I chuckled, figuring that would save me from anything awkward happening.
Cheyenne grabbed both my wrists, pulled them up to put my hands right on those inhumanly firm but still tactilely magnificent boobs, and turned to Wanda. "Is it okay if Clark plays with my tits while I dance?"
Yep. Nothing awkward at all...
Wanda just laughed, and bit a curled up finger as she watched.
After I had had a grope for not nearly as long as I would have liked, Cheyenne rolled over in my lap, leaning back against me and undulating her ass along my shaft.
"Think she meant it about just not wanting to be watched?" she asked me quietly.
"Surprisingly, I think she did. She isn't into women, but she seems to be into wild this week," I replied into the ear away from Wanda.
"Well," the stripper said, sliding the hand away from Wanda back and between her ass and the bulge of my cock. Her hand rested on my length and she squirmed most persuasively. "I guess you know what you have to do then," she murmured. Most persuasively.
It wasn't like Wanda didn't know exactly what was happening with the hand. She was watching intently, with a smile on her face.
"I thought you would eventually get around to talking private rooms," I murmured.
"A girl has to pay the lease on her Corvette..."
Jesus. A Corvette? Stripping paid well...
The song ended about the same time that our drinks came. Cheyenne hopped back into Wanda's lap to retrieve her top and put it on, while I paid the server.
We clinked glasses, and drank. Then the blonde snuggled in against Wanda, who bemusedly ran an arm around her to hold on tight. "Well," our new Mistress of Ceremonies asked, pressing her tits against Wanda's chest. "Whatever shall we do now?"
I rolled my eyes with a smile and asked, "Why don't you tell us what a Champagne room costs?"
Cheyenne did tell me, and I winced. I now understood how she afforded a Vette. But I ponied up. This was an important project Wanda and I were working on, and so long as she kept pushing, I was going to try to keep up.
We rose from our seats and headed deeper into the club. We passed the semi-private booths almost contemptuously. Go big, or go home. A hostess took my credit card, and a large man showed us into a small room with a curtain for a door.
"The hostess will be in with your complimentary bottle of champagne in a few minutes," he told me, eyeing Wanda rather impertinently. "I'll be right outside if you need anything else, Cheyenne," he added to the stripper in words obviously meant for my ears, as opposed to hers.
Bullshit. Wanda and I were the ones more likely to need protecting...
The room was dimly lit in red tones. Wanda and I instinctively moved to sit in the two comfortable-looking chairs to either side, facing each other, but Cheyenne grabbed both our wrists immediately. "Sit together on the couch, guys," she said earnestly, pulling us to the modest, purple velvet couch with the high back the ran between the chairs. "We only have the chairs for if a girl brings back a couple of homophobic guys who don't want to risk touching each other."
I let us be guided to the couch, because who wouldn't want to see a sex show with Wanda snuggled up against them? The chairs made sense to me, though. I was not what I would call homophobic, but if I was here with another guy, like say, Yancey or Dillon, that couch would not have been wide enough for my comfort.
Wanda duly snuggled in under my arm, and Cheyenne began to dance. She took her time getting out of what little she wore this time, adding some actual tease to her stripping. When the hostess appeared with three bottles of water and a low-end bottling of a high-end brand of champagne and three glasses, I realized that our entertainer had been killing time until the drinks came.
The hostess popped the cork, and poured the wine into two of the glasses.
"I'll have some later," Cheyenne stopped the server before she could pour the third. "Don't lose my bubbles." She rolled her eyes and shook her head when the hostess turned back away from her and toward me. I tipped the girl nicely. This was adding up...
With the hostess's departure, Cheyenne went and clipped the curtain closed with a large plastic hair clip that I assumed signaled a desire not to be disturbed. She sashayed back and undulated before us, damned near naked except for high heels and the low, nearly non-existent g-string.
"Ready?" she breathed.
Wanda slid out from under my arm and gestured toward me. "He sure is," she laughed, taking an open glance down at my swollen lap.
"Oh no," both Cheyenne and I said in unison. Wanda's eyes widened. "No one is watching you back here... except me," I added.
Cheyenne flowed forward confidently, sliding onto her knees on the couch, legs straddling Wanda's lap. She eased all the way forward, pressing her rocking crotch against the red fabric of the dress. Her hands lifted softly to run though Wanda's hair and she rocked her tits just inches from her face.
Every one of Cheyenne's actions were bold, but I could tell that they were just slow enough to gauge if they were going to be unwelcome. The girl was a pro indeed.
Wanda shot me several glances along the way, and since she apparently liked the overtly horny looks I was giving both of them, she rolled with the process, smiling back at Cheyenne. Then our entertainer just dragged her breasts right across Wanda's face, pressing them gently against her. That got Wanda's attention. It certainly got mine!
Rocking backward and away, Cheyenne slid once more to her feet. She stroked her hand down Wanda's hip and leg, then spread the slit wide open, exposing that sleek, smooth, un-stockinged leg fully. Freed up, Cheyenne was able to spread Wanda's legs wide. She turned and nestled her tasty round ass in between and slid it upward to rub just about at Wanda's navel. Then she lid down to perch in her lap, never letting her ass stop moving against her. She leaned backward easily against Wanda, lolling her head back to rest her cheek against the side of Wanda's head on the side away from me so that I could see them both easily.
Wanda didn't seem to know what to do with her hands, and they sort of fluttered around uncertainly.
Cheyenne knew what she wanted her to do though, and she reached out to grasp Wanda's wrists, raising them up to place her hands firmly on Cheyenne's breasts. I could see Wanda's hands, almost involuntarily clasp those mounds and explore how they felt. Her eyes remained wide.
I laughed. The crazy one of us was getting her crazy now.
Then Wanda's eyes went from amazed to interested, and she started massaging the tits in her hand intently. "Damn, girl!" she exclaimed, still groping. "These feel amazing. Damn near real!"
"Thank you," Cheyenne said good-naturedly. "Tools of my other art, as it were."
"Well, these are some amazing chisels then," Wanda said, revering to Cheyenne's sculpting. "I've felt my friend's fake tits, but these are way, way more natural in my hands."
"Wait," I said leaning forward. "Brenda actually had you feel her up when she showed them to you?" I asked incredulously. Brenda had depths beyond her cleavage...
Cheyenne just looked at me, and answered for Wanda. "Duh. When you get new girls and show them to your girlfriends, you have to let them touch. You can't properly rub it in otherwise."
Wanda shrugged agreement. "Brenda was definitely rubbing it in," she nodded.
"Look," I said, "I have not seen Brenda's, um, purchases in the flesh, but I can tell you, from seeing her clothed, she had nothing to rub in when talking to you, Wanda."
Intending to close off a boring conversation, Cheyenne rolled over against Wanda, pressing their chests together. I could get into that visual... It certainly made the Brenda conversation moot.
Then our entertainer slid back to her knees between Wanda's legs and raised her hands up the front of that red silk dress. I watched as her fingers sank into Wanda's very real curves.
"Mmmm, girl," the stripper murmured, "very nice. You surely never needed help like I did." Her fingers continued their exploration of Wanda's chest, to Wanda's profound bemusement. "And they are in great shape too, for what? I don't want to overshoot here because you look so good, but... thirty-eight years old?"
Wanda snorted.
"I thought one doesn't ask a lady's age," I observed slyly.
"Guy don't get to," Cheyenne said haughtily. "We girls can do what we want. You laughed, though," she said, turning back to Wanda and giving her chest another through grope. "Did I overshoot? Thirty-five?" she asked, a little contrite.
"Try forty-four," Wanda said with a flattered grin.
"Bullshit."
"I've checked her ID and everything," I said happily, glad to see us manage to throw this girl off a little. She looked at Wanda, impressed but still skeptical. Then she slid upward and whispered in Wanda's ear, who grinned and nodded her head.
With that, the blonde oozed out of Wanda's lap and spun around and over to undulate in front of me for a minute or so, then she clambered onto my lap, facing me. She ground her hips forward, pressing her barely covered pussy hard against my bulge. Then she leaned forward to press my face between her tits again, moving them slowly around my face.
Her hand slid down, making no effort to hide it this time, and massaged my cock pretty blatantly.
"Nice," she murmured, seeming to actually mean it. Then she quit motor-boating me, and slid a nipple up and right against my mouth. I tentatively opened my lips and, keeping my teeth covered, delicately put them around the nipple I was being fed.
Cheyenne encouraged me wordlessly. I let my lips relax a little and sucked more directly on that rosy protuberance. I had thought her nipples were naturally pretty erect, at least when she had them on display, but the one in my mouth was now way, way harder than either of them had been before. I sucked a little harder, but still gently, and without any saliva. She just grooved like that for a bit, actually seeming to enjoy it.
When she at last pulled away from my face, she looked over at Wanda, leaning hard against me and practically crushing her pussy again my cock now. "I almost never let new guys do that," she sighed, talking to Wanda. "But I knew he'd be nice. Most guys, you can't tell if they are biters."
"Oh, he bites," Wanda chuckled. "And very nicely, too. But only when it's gotten a lot hotter and nastier than this!"
I grinned and wordlessly fondled those tits, teasing at her now extremely, amazingly hard nipples.
Cheyenne mumbled happily at my soft attention. "He really is so gentle," she said to Wanda. "Your husband is the best."
Wanda laughed hard. So did I. When Cheyenne started to look confused, Wanda grinned widely and said, "Actually, yeah, I kinda think my husband is the best. But Clark is not my husband."
Cheyenne looked at me in surprise.
"True," I said holding up me left hand and waggling the fourth finger, where the mark of the wedding ring I had worn for 15 years had mostly, but not completely faded. "Wanda is not my wife. She is my best friend's wife."
"What?" Cheyenne asked, kinda confused. "Are you some kind of poker widow? Where is your husband? Are you guys sneaking around while hubby gets lost at the tables?"
"Oh, he is back in Noth Kerulenah," Wanda said merrily. When she got a little drunk, and a little distracted, her status as a native North Carolingian came out clear in her accent.
"He did suggest the two of us come out here to Vegas without him," I put in, watching the effect of that little news item on our now frozen dancer.
She held still for a several seconds, then stood up abruptly. "All right. Time out. I have to hear this story." With that, she plunked herself down between us, shoving us just a couple inches further apart to wedge her nice, round backside in and against both our hips. She leaned forward, grabbed the champagne bottle, refilled both our glasses, and then poured herself a full glass as well.
"I thought you didn't drink at work?" Wanda asked, amused.
"Unless shit gets wild," Cheyenne giggled. "Just listening to you two qualifies." And she knocked back half the glass. Then she paused to grab my hand and plop it on the boob closest to me. Then she did the same to Wanda on the other side. "There. Sorry I've stopped dancing for a minute, but I have to get this fucking story."
Wanda just smiled, took her hand delicately off Cheyenne's tit, leaned forward to grab the bottle, and refilled our host's glass. Then she put down the bottle, and just grabbed the tit again!
"All comfy?" Cheyenne asked, sliding the hand not holding her glass down onto Wanda's bare thigh and along its inner slope. Up the inner slope. When she reached the top of the slit and seemed inclined to go further, Wanda deftly lifted Cheyenne's hand and set it back on the stripper's own leg.
A boundary had just been set, and Cheyenne, like the pro she was, recognized it.
So she switched her glass to the refused hand, and slid the freed one onto my thigh and upward. I did nothing to stop her and she was massaging my cock though the slacks as she turned back to Wanda. "So does he actually even know that you two are out here going to strip clubs?" she asked eagerly.
"No idea whatsoever," Wanda said conspiratorially. She leaned in toward Cheyenne, her eyes happily on what the stripper's hand was up to in my lap. "The strip club was a last minute decision this evening after Cirque de Soleil." She let that sink in for a second, and our dancer started to smile. "My husband just thinks we are out her to fuck each other's brains out," Wanda finished, offhandedly.
"Fuck you! No way," Cheyenne hissed, into both our laughter. "What the fuck?"
She was young enough, I almost said, 'Language!' But I am not as dumb as this whole tale would suggest. Instead, I just asked Wanda, "Shall I?"
"Please," she said, actually looking interested. "I kinda want to hear it from your perspective..."
The stripper squeezed my cock encouragingly.
"So, this all started about six years ago, when her husband, Yancey, took it into his head to fuck my not then ex-wife, which he did, and she did, repeatedly and with gusto." Cheyenne knew better than to interrupt with assumptions at this point. "I never found out about it back then, but Wanda did. She put a stop to the shenanigans, and she and Yancey put in the work to stay together. They've been back on pretty solid ground since. Rebecca and I parted ways, in part because while Yancey may have, um, pulled out, that didn't mean there weren't other guys who were more than willing to be more attentive than my dumb old ass. And were more novel," I added a little grumpily.
"So if you and your husband are good..." Cheyenne asked Wanda curiously.
"We really have recommitted," Wanda said, "but... toothpaste and the tube, right?" She shrugged. "Yancey could not un-fuck Rebecca. Things just weren't even between me and my husband, and couldn't be..." She paused significantly and looked at me.
"Unless she fucked me for a while, and things were 'Evened Out'," I finished for her.
"After six years?" Cheyenne asked incredulously.
"Apparently Wanda thought of the idea almost immediately, but never had the guts to offer until recently," I almost taunted my 'date'.
"So what changed?" Cheyenne asked me.
Um. Yeah. Did not know how to answer that question...
"Things kind of crystalized for me when I walked into Clark's backyard a month ago and discovered him fucking my daughter," Wanda put in helpfully.
"Fuck you both!" Cheyenne laughed. "This is the best fucking routine I've ever heard. Where did you come up with this shit?"
"By living it," I said, firmly.
Cheyenne turned to Wanda, draining her glass. "I still call bullshit. You actually saw him balling your daughter?"
"With 'gusto'."
"And instead of ripping his junk off, you just said, 'Hey I've been wanting some of that for six years. Let's do it'?"
"I had been nurturing vengeful ideas of nailing Clark for years, remember," Wanda said, a little flushed. "After a few seconds, it clicked that after being with my daughter, who looks like a new, fresh from the packaging, twenty year-old version of aging me, Clark might not even be interested in the idea, even if I had the guts to tell him about it. So I panicked and made the offer before I could chicken out."
"I still don't understand why you didn't rip my dick off, though," I said honestly. I had been fucking her daughter, after all.
"First, had I ripped it off, Yancey and I would have gone the rest of our lives... uneven," Wanda told me. "But honestly, Clark, if you weren't such good friends with Yancey and me, I'd have probably cheered her on."



"What?" Cheyenne said.
"What?" I said, much louder.
It was a good thing that the music was much quieter in the private room. And the DJ's voice was not fed in back there. It made this whole conversation possible without shouting.
Wanda shrugged. "Look Clark, you are good-looking, rich... ish, a great guy, and turns out you are even better in the sack than I had built you up to be in my mind. You'd be a catch for her."
I just stared at her.
"Plus, you know, you are kind of a geezer. You'd dry up and blow away in the wind while Mary was still young enough to marry again... maybe even for love that time." I just stared at her grinning, maniacal audacity.
"But," Wanda said, raising a finger warningly, "don't get any ideas, Mister. It would be super awkward for you to show up at Bridge Nights with Yancey's and my daughter," she said sternly. "If you must go that route, pick one of the other two."
"Other two?" Cheyenne asked, as if she was afraid to.
"My daughter is one of his daughter's best college buds," Wanda said. "He took them all on a cruise after exams and banged the other two before he got around to my daughter. Really Clark, Mary was third choice?"
Cheyenne slammed back her glass.
"We are going to need another," I observed. Our dancer popped to her feet and stuck her head out through the curtain, releasing the clip.
"Hey! Frannie," I heard her hiss. I was enjoying the sight of that ass as she bent to look out. "Another bottle, please!"
"This is ridiculously fun," Wanda said, leaning over to me and keeping my cock company with her hand while Cheyenne was gone.
"It is a perfect chance for what didn't happen in Vegas to stay in Vegas," I chuckled, also having fun with telling this tale to a naked hottie while we all felt each other up.
The dancer let the curtain close and was instantly squeezing her lovely backside between us again.
"You took your daughter's three friends on a fucking sex cruise?" she instantly accused me.
"No," I said with wildly exaggerated faux patience. "I took my daughter on a post-exam family cruise. I took her friends because she wouldn't go without them since she didn't want to be stuck with dusty old Dad for a week. I sure as fuck had no designs on those girls at all. Literally did not enter my mind." I kind of shrugged at Wanda apologetically. Regardless of my alleged near suitability, I knew it was still fucking wrong.
"The three of them, independently, decided that they should rescue me from my life of long-term celibacy." I said. "Each of them was damned persuasive." I sighed. "All I begged for was that it be a one-time thing. Which they all promised!"
"Oh, you poor mother-fucker," Cheyenne said, voice absolutely dripping with sympathy. "But since Wanda caught you in your backyard, I guess you decided to break that promise."
"Mary had other ideas," I said sheepishly. This part of the tale was feeling a lot less fun.
"How about the other two, Clark?" Wanda asked across Cheyenne. I looked at her. She was teasing me, but not from a position of knowledge. Just a position of entirely inappropriately gleeful suspicion.
"No comment," I said with a sigh. Cheyenne laughed.
"See why I'm having so much fun evening things up with my husband? His best buddy is not only, funny and damned near stupendous in the sack, he's discrete, too!" She gave me a look that warned she was going to dig further at another time. Fat chance, woman.
"But wait," Cheyenne asked, thankfully letting her curiosity lead us to more entertaining, less guilt-ridden waters. Not guilt-free, just less guilt-ridden. "So you two just sent the daughter away and decided to run off to Vegas to fuck things right? I thought you said your husband knows?"
"Not even close to that simple," Wanda said. "Mr. Righteous here, who is way too God-damned morally upright for his cock's own good, refused, because he wouldn't do that to Yancey behind his back. Even when I told him it wasn't going to be behind Yancey's back, because he needed things to be even as much as I did, Clark said it was still wrong."
"You obviously convinced him," Cheyenne smirked, looking around.
"No. She went home and sucked Yancey's cock enough to convince him,," I said. "Then he called me, and he convinced me to do it."
"I did not blow him into submission!" Wanda contradicted. "I sucked his cock just enough to calm him down after his initial rather judgmental reaction to my idea. Once he thought about it, he realized that yes, we all three needed this, so he and I could be truly partners again, and also so he could not feel guilty around Clark all the fucking time."
"And you think this shit is going to work?"
Wanda shrugged. "Honestly? I wasn't sure, I just knew it was worth the chance, because crashing and burning would have been better than a lifetime of almost but not quite loving my husband. Given the way Yancey and I have been so far during the process, I'm pretty damned hopeful." She looked at me. "You are one amazing time, Clark, but even you aren't quite Yancey, not when he gives it his all like he has lately."
"Of course," I said. "You obviously had strong motivation to keep him around to begin with!"
Both women laughed as if that made sense.
My ass. Given the amount of positive feedback I'd been drenched in the last month or so, there was no way I was going to believe Yancey could touch my best efforts.
But it was good that Wanda believed it...
"For what it is worth," I put in, finding myself enthusiastic about the situation as well, "Yancey has been willing to go out drinking with me on Wednesdays again, like we used to back in the day. And I almost never think, 'Fuck Yancey' whenever I see him... or even when I'm sticking something in his wife."
"That's good to hear, Clark," Wanda said, with an innocent look. "The sticking things in me part, I knew about the drinks after work."
The curtain opened, and the hostess came in with a second bottle of mediocre, wildly-expensive, but certainly high-proof bubbly. She looked a little weirded out by how the three of us were sitting. Not that we had our hands all over Cheyenne and vice versa, but that we were just sitting there talking, and there was no gyrating going on. She popped the cork and went to pour for Wanda and me, then was startled to see Cheyenne hold out her glass and say, "Hit me too!"
The hostess cocked an eyebrow at that, but when Cheyenne shook her glass imperiously, she poured away. And looked almost enviously at Wanda and me. It didn't seem like she was wishing she were naked between us instead of our dancer. More likely, she was envious of us being in here with a liquored-up Cheyenne... "I'll clip the curtain back," was all she said, as she let herself out.
Cheyenne held out her glass. "To the perviest fucks I have had the joy of hanging out with in a long, long time!" We clinked in amusement, and she drained the glass in one slug. Then she turned to Wanda breathlessly, caressed her breast, then slid her hand down and back up underneath the outer camisole.
Then she froze, and Wanda smirked. The dancer's other hand left my cock all alone and slip up to grasp Wanda's other breast under her camisole. "He doesn't know," Cheyenne guessed.
"Nope," Wanda smiled.
What didn't I know?
"Can I show him?" Cheyenne begged like a little girl.
Wanda looked around. "There have to be cameras in here, right?"
"There is one," Cheyenne said, carefully not looking anywhere. "For my safety. But they have zero recording devices. That way nothing can get subpoenaed. Not all spouses who are cheated on are as chill and creative as you two!"
"Oh, I was not chill when it originally happened," Wanda snorted emphatically.
"I was five years divorced by the time I found out. I didn't even want to kill Yancey... much." I said, with total honesty.
"I just... I can't have this show up on the Internet," Wanda said, with a totally incongruous giggle.
"It won't, but why?" Cheyenne said with a laugh.
"Because I work in HR," Wanda said. "It would be..."
"Oh my God! You work for the sex police at your company?" Cheyenne giggled.
Wanda looked at her. "I am the Chief of the Sex Police at my company," Wanda said, scandalized at herself.
"Oh fuck!" I chuckled. "You are the PoPo!"
"I am not... Yeah, I'm the PoPo," Wanda sighed.
"Oh. My. God," Cheyenne said softly to Wanda. "I so want to shove my face up between the legs of the PoPo. But you really are going to say no, aren't you?"
Wanda looked at her. "It's weird that I don't want to say no. But no. I'm not interested," she said softly.
Cheyenne looked at her... and started fondling her boobs again. "Okay. I'll believe you," she said. She didn't look like she believed Wanda, but she said she did. "But I am going to show him," she added firmly to my companion.
Wanda looked she was going to say no to whatever fallback idea Cheyenne was referring to, but she sighed, grinned a little, and said, "Fuck it. Go for it."
The dancer did a little shimmy of joy and danced before Wanda for a second. Then she looked at me to make sure I as watching, a precaution that was... unnecessary. With a flourish, she grabbed the red fabric of Wanda's dress's over-camisole, and pulled it up. Wanda actually threw up her arms in a flourish, and Cheyenne pulled the cami up and completely off. It was not attached to the dress anywhere.
"Okay," I said, affecting a calm demeanor. "I need to know, should this really be called a dress at all? Or is it just a strange skirt?"
The long dress Wanda wore only came up to the base of her rib cage, where it hung from the front and back centerline straps that connected to the collar. With the over-top gone, and Wanda on a strict no-underwear diet this trip, her gorgeous breasts just hung there bare to the world, with just a long strip of barely tapering red silk between them.
The women ignored my hopefully funny question, which annoyed me because I actually kind of wanted an answer.
"You are not forty-four," Cheyenne said.
"Flatterer," Wanda snorted.
"I'm a dancer. Flattery is what I do," shrugged Cheyenne. "But I also still don't believe you are that old." Regardless, she slid to her knees between Wanda's legs and slid her torso upward, first crushing it against Wanda's pussy, just over the fabric. Then she pressed up further, dragging her perfect titties up the silk, then over Wanda's bare skin until she was pressing them hard against Wanda's own delicious mounds.
The two of them writhed together like that, faces so close as to almost touch, without actually doing so. Wanda was flushing. Hard. Her hands went almost involuntarily out to grab Cheyenne's curvaceous ass.
A light flashed on and off discretely in a corner. "Shit! Five minute warning," the stripper grumbled. She slid off of Wanda, and grabbed the top of the dress. "You probably want to put that back on now, unless you want the bouncer to see your girls when he comes in here to thank you for your patronage." She took one languid step toward me, and looked over her shoulder at Wanda. "Or maybe you shouldn't put it on yet. He might feel the need to tip you!"
Wanda laughed, but slid the camisole back over her breasts.
"Meanwhile, I need to give the man here a little something to remember for later," Cheyenne purred, and she climbed atop me, facing me as she straddled my lap. He pussy ground against my cock as she arched her back away from me, thrusting those tits right toward me. I just stared.
"This is the part where you grab her boobs, Clark," Wanda said, turning sideways and leaning on the back of couch for an interested view of Cheyenne's goodbye.
I can follow directions. I took a last fondle of those fantastic titties.
But Cheyenne leaned forward over me, draping them instead in my face, once more inviting me to suckle on a nipple. I let myself really clamp down this time and suckle away like a nursing eight month-old. Still no teeth. She had made her point.
Between us, I felt her hand caress my cock as her own crotch pulled away to make room, then she tugged my waistband out and slid her hand down in to grab my bare shaft, caressing it with eager tenderness.
"Damn," she said, turning to Wanda. "He even has a nice cock!"
"I've been enjoying it," Wanda admitted.
Cheyenne rocked atop me, fondling my cock wonderfully. This was great, even though I knew I was going to be left hanging, considering we could not have more than a minute or two remaining before time ran out.
"Guys," Cheyenne said softly, "I won't pretend I don't do this from time to time, but it really has been a few months since I've made the offer. I get out of here about two am, maybe one-thirty. I would be available to you after that, if you'd be interested in some more... extensive entertainment. There wouldn't even be non-recording cameras back in your hotel room, Wanda."
This was an extremely good time to make that pitch, what with my bare tool in her most excellent grasp. But I wasn't interested. Not then. And whatever else I had tried to do about my recently-ended dry spell, I had never tried any play for pay options. Considered a few, but never tried.
In my current situation, I was hardly going to want to give in on that front now.
Thankfully, Wanda agreed.
"That is tempting, Cheyenne. Even for me, I mean. And I can see Clark's eyes bugging out. But he is going to be so balls deep inside me around that time, I doubt we would even hear if you came to the door."
"I thought so, honestly," Cheyenne sighed. "But I had to hope." With that, she gave my cock a last stroke of eager pleasure... and kissed me right on the fucking mouth. She held it there for a while. At least there were no tongues, but it was a bit of a shock. She really was horny...
Then she slid to her feet and began to slide into her outfit once more. Damn, I was going to miss that sight.
A voice cleared its throat outside the curtain, and the clip was removed. The bouncer, a tall and very handsome man stepped in diffidently. "I am afraid the time is up, folks. We do have other people waiting for the room."
"Gotcha, Dale," Cheyenne said, extending her hand to Wanda to help her stand. "Best customers ever, man," she told the bouncer merrily as we stepped toward the door. Dale gave us a look that indicated that such words were genuinely rare.
I stopped to grab another bottle of water for the road, and looked back to see Wanda and Cheyenne bent conspiratorially over their phones. Then, with a quick peck on Wanda's cheek, the stripper headed off for the entertainers' locker room. Wanda strode over to me and snaked her arm through mine.
"Uber, nightcap, bed, bed, bed. Then bed. Now," she said into my ear.
I had already summoned a car.
We each grabbed a cocktail as we passed through the casino upon our return, and had them knocked back by the time the elevator deposited us on the high floor.
As it turns out, I was indeed still balls deep in Wanda at two am. Whether I still was at three am is a question. We had fallen asleep spooning by then. I was still inside her when I lost consciousness, and I was no longer inside her when I awoke, though I was still cradling her in my arms.
I slid away to pee and work some feeling back into my arms, and met Wanda on the way back to the bed, hurrying the other way. We had both had a lot of liquids the night before...
A minute to so later, I heard her call sternly from the huge bathroom, "Clark! Come in here."
"You summoned me?" I smiled, re-entering the echoey space.
"We have about three hours before we need to check out and head to the airport," Wanda said. "We can have another awesome brunch out front here, like we did yesterday," she suggested, inducing a grumble from my stomach. "Or, we can just grab a pastry at Starbucks later, and right now we see how much water we can slosh out of this tub we haven't even tried."
I was seriously hungry. I looked at Wanda. "It is a good thing we are naked and ready for the tub then, isn't it?" I said.
For what it is worth, hot, soapy water is not as good as cool Redi-Whip when it comes to lubricating a beautiful set of boobs you have your cock buried between... but it does do the job nicely. The whole process did slosh a lot of water, so there was that. It did not slosh as much as the overly vigorous doggy-style fucking we engaged in next, though.
That was almost a disaster. The tub was so big, we could go at it without even leaning on an edge. My cock was sliding in and out of Wanda as hard as I could make it go, and she was exhorting me to hammer her even harder. Her pussy clenched so hard on my shaft as she came that I instantly lost it myself and thoughtlessly drove into her out of control.
Wanda was coming and being pretty vocal about it, and I... drove her down into the water! My cock was still spurting, and I mindlessly held it pushed into her for far too long before I realized that I had her shoved down below the surface, and she had gone down mid-shriek!
Desperately, I hauled her up, pulling out as I did so. Wanda sputtered when she reached the surface and thrashed around. I clutched at her and held her, apologizing rapid fire until she shoved me away.
"Quit apologizing," she said, clearing her eyes again. "That was one amazing orgasm, even if it did get cut off by a little stark terror." I opened my mouth again, but she went on. "I am going to remember a lot of your little tricks, but that one I don't think I'll pass on to Yancey."
"Sorry!" I started up again.
"I'm yanking your chain, Clark! Let's go get the soap off and make out one last time in that shower," Wanda smirked.
It should have been fun, but I kept apologizing.
"Clark, say you are sorry."
"I am! I have been! I am sorry," I burbled.
"There, you've said it for the last fucking time. A little danger is a great way to end a fabulous sex-pilgrimage to Vegas. Now," she added, taking my hand and sliding it between her legs, "Maybe you could finish off what you interrupted?"
We didn't even have time to get through the line at the casino Starbucks, which was crowded due to a convention. Once we finally got through TSA at the airport, we fell on some pastries from a cart near the gate like wolves upon lambs. The boarding went smoothly, and the two of us settled into our seats. We didn't even have a third person in our row this time.
Suddenly, we were both awkward. Our laptops came out, and we were soon both swearing under our breath as we caught up on how much shit had managed to happen in one day. One fucking day...
Secretly, I was pleased with my team, not that I would ever let them know it. They had screwed up a situation by the numbers, but they had corrected it and moved on without my gentle screaming. I guess I passed my management test.
Wanda's team was functioning smoothly, the rest of her company was not. A senior sales associate had been arrested. By the real police, not the sex police. Wanda had to read the sordid tale as told by twelve different people. There wasn't much she could do, but she had to be thorough about not doing anything.
I got done with my computer first, and tried to nap. With a sigh, Wanda at last closed her laptop. I peeked an eye open, and when she saw that, she sagged against me, resting her head on my shoulder.
But after just a moment of that, she straightened up in her seat.
"Clark," she said softly, almost tentatively. "Um..."
I carefully did not react. I wondered if I was right about what she wanted to say.
"I think, when you get me home, I'd like you to come in with me to talk to Yancey," she said slowly. I just looked at her. "I would like to tell him that I am tearing up the fourth hall pass," she said in a rush, as if to get it out there and not take it back. "I... I don't think I need it. He and I are even. The toothpaste is out of the tube for both of us, and frankly, it is all over everything."



I smiled at her. It was exactly as I had been expecting. She had almost certainly been tempted to end the situation after the second time we were together. I had been fully expecting her to do so now. I just didn't know how she would choose to do it. "You 'would like to'?" I quoted, curiously.
"I won't do it if you still need that last pass," she said seriously. "This is about you and Yancey, too."
"Well, Wanda," I said, stretching in my seat, "I do have thoughts about fucking you some more. Unless my cock falls off, and probably even then, I will always have thoughts about fucking you some more. But I do not need to fuck you some more, either. And I am happy to say that I don't want to fuck you some more. Well..." I paused. That last bit was not remotely true. "I mean... you know what I mean?"
She laughed and patted my hand like a friend. "I do."
*
When I pulled into their driveway at last, it was late, so late, it was already pitch dark out, even in the height of summer. Wanda slid from my car, and waited for me. I grabbed her bag and started toward the door. She firmly took it from me. She unlocked her door and we stepped inside. Light came from the kitchen, where we could both see Yancey sitting there alone, his body tense, his fists balled. Then he heard us and he smiled as Wanda entered. A brilliant, happy smile. Then he saw me with her, and I saw actual fear in his eyes. A fear that looked like it had been there for hours, maybe days, but suddenly had a purchase on something.
Oh.
Wanda saw it too. She leapt to him and kissed him in as convincing a sign that she still loved him as a woman could produce. When they came up for air, Yancey actually staggered back a step. Then he grinned. "So I am not being replaced. I got a little worried there for a moment when I saw you with her, Clark."
"Not a chance," I said firmly, keeping my distance from the two of them. "I would not do that to you, man. And Wanda sure as fuck would never have considered it."
"But..." said Wanda, drawing Yancey's eyes. "We do want to tear up the last hall pass. We are even, Yancey. Let's go back to our lives, free and balanced."
Yancey smiled, but he didn't answer. Instead, he thought about it. I was reminded that these were his hall passes too. He needed to feel even as well.
Wanda knew what was in his mind. "It isn't necessary any more, Yancey."
He looked at me, then back at Wanda. "I need to know. I need to be sure."
"You need to have me stop fucking your wife, man," I said emphatically. "We are even. I feel good with you. Do you realize that I did not say, 'Fuck Yancey,' even once this whole trip? Well, I said it once, because I was just complying with the procedure. I'd like to go back to just being your friend now, please."
"I know you need to be sure, Darling," Wanda added. "I almost tore them up after our second hall pass, but I had to be sure too! And I by God made sure of it on this trip!"
"She was little wild," I added in amusement.
Yancey could not help himself, doubts or no, he wanted to hear more.
"Let's just say for now that we went to a strip club last night," Wanda giggled. "I got molested by several dancers in front of the whole club when I tipped them, then went to the champagne room with this girl with the most fabulous tits and she took my fucking top off. They have cameras," she stage whispered. "I wanted to make very sure that I had my fun. Every drop of it. So I could come home to you. To stay."
Yancey was gobsmacked. He looked at me, as if for confirmation.
"I kinda thought that was what she was doing, with each wild thing she wanted to do," I shrugged. "What was I going to do? Complain?"
"Are we done, Yancey?" Wanda asked earnestly.
He looked at her. "Beat it Clark, I need to fuck my wife something fierce. And don't lay a finger on her again!"
"I wouldn't dream of it my man," I said happily. "Don't get me wrong, I'm going to flirt with her like a maniac forever. I do have vivd memories, after all. But I'm ready to get on with my own damned life."
He punched me lightly on the shoulder, I bumped him with my forearm. "Bridge here, Saturday night," Yancey said. "Don't forget."
"Not possible," I said, but they weren't listening to me already. I let myself out.
----------------
Well, that ends Act Two for the most part. Act Three will be along for your entertainment and enjoyment shortly. Sorry the pace of release on these has slipped from daily, but I still can't quite nail the end of Chapter 12, and it has slowed my editing of those that I have finished. Stay tuned.
Regardless, thanks for continuing on this latest ride with me! I hope you enjoy reading it as much as I enjoyed writing it. Thanks in advance for your kind votes and favorites, and please take a moment to comment. As always, that's how I get rewarded and encouraged.
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------------------
Guilty Pleasures - Nine
------------------
Normalcy had broken out in my life. As summer's heat built, my life slid back into its usual easy rhythms.
Becca brought her friends over about once a week. When they came, I kept an eye on things, cooked cheap food for everybody, and guarded my booze fridge. Becca's Trinity of best friends all largely behaved themselves. This made me happy, and my dick sad.
Work went smoothly. Trevor and Thalia were getting along, our physical production line was spooling up nicely, and none of my urchins in my department made any entitled demands. Well, no excessively entitled demands. Thalia even went back, more often than not, to her boxy-cut suits.
I went to Bridge Night at Wanda and Yancey's on one Friday, then a cool event the next weekend at Ursula and Janet Talbot-Whitney's. Those two did not regularly host neighborhood events, but when they did step up, they usually produced extra cool evenings. That week was a fairly low-key, old-fashioned cocktail party where we were expected to get all dressed up, like it was 1957 or something. Walt, Nate, and a few other husbands grumbled about having to pop on a tie and were told repeatedly to shut up by their excitedly dressed up wives.
As promised, I flirted with Wanda outrageously.
I had no agenda, obviously. I was just indulging in humorous appreciation--appreciation that I could now comfortably have fun with. My teasing of her (and of Yancey--I made sure he was always right there to see me do it) was fairly low-key fun when it had been Bridge Night, as that kind of evening is mostly just clusters of people, not close-in crowds. During the Talbot-Whitney's standing cocktail party, there was a lot more mingling.
The second time I made Wanda snort with outraged laughter, I realized that I was getting a look or two, especially from some of the other wives, wondering what I was up to with her. Especially since Wanda was clearly flirting right back. I didn't want any dark suspicions running through our neighborhood, so I just expanded my net and flirted with many, if not most of the other wives. People quickly relaxed.
After I had, right in front of him, done the next best thing to hitting on his wife, who is fifty-eight, overweight, and an absolute dear, Walt leaned into my ear and said, "Good to see you starting to get your Game with the ladies in shape again, Howard! It's about time you started getting over Rebecca." His wife, who had good-naturedly fled my 'advances', laughed almost hysterically at something another spouse said, and Walt chuckled. "You are gonna do fine. Tina is still blushing."
I even flirted with both our hosts, to surprising effect. Ursula was amused. Janet practically leaned into it. I shook my head as I moved on from her. Janet was wearing one of the smallest cocktail dresses at the party, and her legs were on full display. And it was a damned nice display that I was unable to resist drinking in. But, recent, bizarre and unique circumstances not withstanding, Married was still very much a bright line for me.
The whole lesbian issue might have also presented a barrier... even if the Married thing wasn't in the way. But maybe it wouldn't have, considering the streak I was on lately. I sensed rather acutely that neither of these women were innocent of dick in their lifetimes, and Janet in particular did not seem terribly adverse to the concept...
Married. They were married.
There were a few of the women in my circle of friends with whom I intentionally did not flirt. Hannah and Beth Anne were both, well... repressed. I knew flirting would make either of them uncomfortable. Plus, I didn't have the time or inspiration to tease every woman anyway. I did also have a fair number of guys I wanted to have a conversation or two with. I like talking about sports, and business, and booze, and hunting, and I had a good time talking about all of them with various husbands, and some wives too.
And I carefully didn't flirt with Monica. She and Stan were mostly back to their old ways. He was a human tool, and she was a sweetie who treated hm inexplicably like a king. But even though there were no more public dustups between them, I could still sense some strain. Best not to roil those waters, much as I would have enjoyed fucking with Stan's head.
Also... Stan was large. I was not overly eager to go dancing with him.
I did enjoy watching a few other guests doing some humorous flirting as well. I wondered if that was a dynamic I had not noticed because of my own hangups, or if my newly relaxed behavior was rubbing off. We all used to be more flirtatious, back in the day. Maybe I was helping others get back to some youthful fun. We were a bunch of middle-aged farts. We needed some fun.
The only bad thing about all this was Stan apparently took the situation as an excuse to flirt a little himself. I narrowed my eyes as he tried to get a laugh out of one of the more attractive neighbors. I hated to admit that he could turn on the charm, but he indeed could. Too bad for him however, because she knew what a human waste dump he was at heart, and failed to be impressed.
My eyes slid across the room to Monica, who was ignoring her husband's antics. Or maybe she just didn't see. Whatever, I shook my head at how a woman as beautiful as she would stay with... My mind filled again with that damned fantasy of leading her into the kitchen, and making love to her on the kitchen counter. I'd kiss her softly, and hungrily, fill my hands with her lovely breasts, lifting them free of the neckline of that wrap-around dress she was wearing... And speaking of wrapping around, she'd lift one of those lovely legs up and around my back as I drove into her like a velvet piston, sending her to loudly appreciative orgasmic heights that would draw Stan in to see what was happening. I'd flip his ass off. She'd tell him to get a good look...
Jesus!
I shook my head, and went to get a refill on my whiskey, which I slugged down far too quickly. My diseased brain was not back to completely normal, obviously. I shivered and slipped off to the bathroom. I looked at myself in the mirror.
In the last couple of months, Clark, you have had more sex than any man should, with way, way more women than he should, I told my reflection sternly. Cut out the dark fantasies.
I washed my hands and returned to the party, where I joined several others in goading Walt and Tina into dancing. A good bit of alcohol had been consumed by all by that point, enough for Tina not to save her husband from our taunts. Walt should never dance in public...
*
Over all, life was good.
Of course, I found that now that my 'Dry Spell' had been broken, I was a bit more consciously aware of my need to find some kind of dating life. Hopefully with some lady or ladies who were actually appropriate to apply my game to.
Easier said than done when you are in your mid-forties, and you live in a suburban neighborhood where everyone except Peter is married. I mean, Pete's a good guy, but I wasn't asking him to dinner and a movie any time soon.
The only real echo of the sexual chaos my life had become at the beginning of the summer was Becca's friend Stephanie. Now that she had decided that I was to be flirted with, she took to doing it more and longer each time she came by with Becca.
"Hey, Mister Howard," the blonde said, draping herself down in the large chair next to where I was working. It was a very hot day, and most of the kids who were there that day were in the pool, staying cool. Stephanie was staying cool by not wearing much in the way of a bikini. It was a new one. Even if I had been able to not keep careful track of Stephanie's bathing suit choices over the course of the summer, I would have known this one was new.
Her smooth, firm flesh had accumulated an excruciatingly deep, gorgeous tan over the summer so far, and the fact that this was a new and smaller suit was loudly attested to by the presence of pale hints of tan-lines exposed here or there where the bikini covered even less than its predecessors had.
I found my eyes making the evaluation a bit more openly, and more extensively, than was good for me, and I yanked my eyes back to my laptop. "Hello Stephanie," I replied, as if distracted. "Good to see you again."
"Mmmm," she murmured, damned well aware at how closely I had just been checking her out. "I'm thirsty, what flavor are you going to give me today?"
Oh, this was new, I reflected. I had always let her help herself, since she became twenty-one, to a White Claw or two from my beer fridge. It wasn't a big deal. There were two other kids, boys, who were twenty-one as well. They usually cadged a beer.
But as of today, I was now apparently expected to lean over to the fridge, which was closer to Stephanie than it was to me, given where we were sitting, and get a hard seltzer for her. I needed to nip this new gambit in the bud!
But I didn't. I popped out of my chair and leaned over to open the fridge. This brought me closer to my new nemesis, who stretched a little in satisfaction (and display) at seeing me cave to her new ploy. I chose a lime-flavored can, knowing by now that she liked lime, but it was scarcely her favorite. There were three cans of black cherry in there, and I had to reach past them to get the lime.
I presented the can to her with widely sarcastic servility. "Shall I open it for you, lest you break an elegant nail?"
"Oh, would you? That would be great! Thank you!" she said, with a wide-eyed, enthusiastic innocence that was not fooling me.
Nip it in the bud, Clark!
I sighed, and cracked open the can, handing it to her as I sank back into my seat.
She took a long, loud pull, and I swear, even the way she held the thin, tall can was slightly suggestive. "Ahh! I love lime. Thanks, Howie! You are the best," she chirped, slid to her bare feet, and popped off to join her friends in the pool, making very sure that her cute little butt danced for me as she moved away.
Her flirting was definitely escalating. But Becca assured me it was just that, and I guessed that I could live with it. That I could still feel creeped out by enjoying ogling a college cheerleader, after everything that had happened with Carol, Mary, and Anne, who were all talking to boys in the pool at the moment, made me feel at least a little better about myself. I thought.
*
Among the best returns to normalcy was the way Yancey and I were back to regular happy hour after work on Wednesdays, like we had done years before--back before he fucked my wife and felt too guilty about it to hang out with me all the time. He had not felt so guilty that he had confessed. Nor so guilty that he didn't hang out with me at all. But his guilt had marred things for us. Now that I had a matching amount of, admittedly unregretted, sin on my ledger, it was good to relax with each other again.
"Tar Heels are going to suck this fall," Yancey grumped into his tall draft Blue Moon.
"It is ACC football," I said in basic agreement. "Most teams suck all the time. And all the teams suck most of the time. Wait for Winter. Basketball with be back this season, you'll see."
We wrangled for a little while over the details of my assertion, but since we both agreed in principal, it was more pro-forma bullshitting than actual debate.
Mostly we talked about work. For once it was Yancey's company where the feces was hitting the rotary impeller, and he was having great fun telling me about it. He was having fun with the situation because the shit-show was not imperiling the company meaningfully, and because none of it was his responsibility.
Our waitress came by with our second round. We always had two. No more, no less. As the short little girl walked away, we both sipped in silence. And yes, we both took few a moments to appreciate the view. It was a good one, after all.
"So, I hear the cheerleader is torturing you now," Yancey observed into the silence.
"How the fuck did you hear about that?" I asked, taken mildly aback.
"Mary was laughing about it with Wanda on Monday. They didn't know I was close enough in the house to hear," Yancey grinned at me, an expression half-leering, half-acerbic. The fact that I had fucked his wife, repeatedly and with gusto, was something he and I were on the same page about. But the fact that I had done the same with his daughter was still something he was just a smidge less comfortable with. Actually, since I was uncomfortable as Hell about it myself, I guess we were on the same page there as well.
So why the heck was Yancey so comfortable teasing me about my being tortured by one of Mary's friends?
"You should hit that, if she actually gives you half a chance," Yancey murmured into his beer.
I just stared at him. What the Hell?
"She's crazy hot," Yancey shrugged. "And she has the inestimable virtue of not being my daughter."
Oh. There it was.
*
At 11:45, in the dark of that same night, my phone rang. It was on Do Not Disturb, so whomever it was calling had called and hung up repeatedly until it rang through anyway. I sat up like a bolt. Something must have happened to Becca!
Blearily, I grabbed my phone, yanking the charging cable as I did so and knocking my water glass on the floor.
Shit.
But I stabbed the button. The call was more important.
"Clark? It's Wanda," came a breathless voice over the phone.
"Wanda?" I said, confused. At least it wasn't the police.
"We need you to come over here. Now," she said urgently.
"Now? What?" I asked intelligently.
"Monica is here. She's in hysterics," Wanda said, nearly in hysterics herself. "She's left Stan... as in run the fuck away from him, just now... in the middle of the night!"
"God!" I exclaimed, both relieved and horrified. "I'm glad she thought to run to you guys," I added, meaning that. Wanda and Yancey are the best people I know. "But why does she need me? Now?"
"She doesn't need you. I need you," Wanda said, almost crossly. "I need you to get over here and stop Yancey before he works himself up to go back over there and beat up Stan!"
I was on my feet before the phone I had tossed had completed its arc down to the mattress. I almost slipped and killed myself on the spilled water, and but I kept my feet and was soon throwing some clothes on. I found myself brushing my hair in the bathroom mirror, and stared at the brush. Now was not the time for primping. I ran the brush over my head once or twice more anyway, and bolted for the door. I judged, based on experience, that I could run the distance to their place faster than I could get the car out of the garage and drive it over, so there I was, running through my suburban neighborhood in a pair of sweatpants, a teeshirt, and leather loafers with no socks, at midnight.
Yancey yanked open their front door in response to my knock. He had a wild look in his eye that I didn't like. But I possibly had the same look growing on mine, so whatever.
"How is she?" I asked preemptively.
"Not good. I'm not sure I've seen a woman be this panicked."
"How badly did he hit her?" I asked flatly.
Yancey paused. "I'm not sure that he did. If so, it was just a slap or two, which is fucking unacceptable as it is." He heaved a beep breath. "But she doesn't seem injured," he said, "not even bruised," clearly refusing to think it mattered. Still, he did slow down a hair as he admitted it. Good.
If she wasn't hurt, it would be easier for him to not do something stupid. But bad, because if she wasn't hurt, he'd get in a lot bigger trouble if he went ahead with Plan Stupid anyway. The problem was, Plan Stupid was sounding pretty good to me, too.
Taking a calculated risk to leave Yancey alone by the door, I indulged my own concern and dashed on to the kitchen, where I heard the women. Monica sat in their breakfast nook, with Wanda on the bench seat beside her, arms round her tightly. Monica was sobbing when she heard me come in.
"Clark!" she said in surprise. "I... you didn't need to come. Not in the middle of the night. It's bad enough I dragged Yancey and Wanda out of bed at midnight." She gasped painfully for air, then went on in a voice that was suddenly suffused with anger as well as anguish. "But I could not stay in that house with him for another second. He's so... fucking horrible." I didn't think I had ever heard Monica drop an actual f-bomb before. "I can't. I can't go back there. Ever!"
"We have you, Monica. You are here with Yancey and me," Wanda crooned reassuringly. I suspected this was a refrain that she had been repeating, and would continue to repeat until Monica heard it fully. "You can stay with us as long as you like. You are safe here. You are safe with us. Yancey and I will keep you safe. Clark will keep you safe."
Yancey had not seemed to be certain, so I was by God going to ask for myself. "Did he hit you? Did he hurt you?" I asked flatly.
"He slapped me pretty hard," Monica said softly. Wanda stiffened, and I felt Yancey behind me bristle.
"Wait!" Monica added hastily. "He can claim self-defense on that one. I slapped him pretty hard first," she said miserably.
That really didn't get him off the hook in my book. Stan's a big guy, and Monica is a delicate little thing, barely above average in height. Slaps from each were not created, or delivered, equal.
"That's it," Yancey growled. Wanda looked at me in alarm. Yancey turned, but before he could head back into the living room, I pushed him there myself, taking control without being overt.
"I'm going to kick that motherfucker's ass," Yancey growled, but when I stopped, he unconsciously did too.
I thought fast. "You are not, bro. And here's why," I growled, theatrically keeping my voice down as if we were keeping a secret, and making him lean in to hear me. "Right now, Monica is set up perfectly for a great divorce settlement. But if you go over there tonight and punch out that colostomy bag, he gets a Golden Victim Card. Further, if she really did hit him first, he might get everything. Calm the fuck down."
"You didn't seem so calm when you marched in and outright asked if he hit her," Yancey complained.
"Because if she'd been injured, courts or no, I'd be going over to the fucker's house with you. That way I could be sure it was Stan who got his ass kicked, and not you or me!"
"I could take that asshole," Yancey growled, not ready to stand down.
"You and I stay in shape, Yancey. Stan works out. And he is ten years younger than either of us, at the point in all our lives where that is a huge fucking advantage. If he does eventually need to be chastised, we will do it together."
Yancey looked at me surlily, but I saw agreement, at least in not heading out instantly, growing in his eyes.
"I need for you agree to take me, if you decide it is go time," I said. "Just like I will agree to take you." I held out my hand. With a deep breath, he shook on it. "Good. Now let's go back and see if we can do anything useful, or else we can just stand around while Wanda takes care of her."
Fortunately, there seemed for the time being at least to be no Stockholm Syndrome affecting Monica. If she never saw Stan again, it would be too soon for her, she said angrily. But she hadn't even taken her keys with her when she had fled, and now felt homeless and adrift.



Wanda stepped on that quickly, declaring loudly that Monica was moving in with them. The guest room that never had any guests in it was now hers until she chose to leave. Monica tried to refuse that, but Yancey ganged up with Wanda and they browbeat her into accepting an asylum that she clearly desperately wanted.
I stood around for a while, clearly useless under the circumstances. I had done my job already, and received covert glances of thanks from Wanda. She wasn't going to have to bail Yancey out of jail that night. After about a half hour, as I was about to excuse myself, but then I had an idea.
"Monica, you need to call in sick tomorrow," I said firmly. "Or you can explain what's actually going on. I don't care. Do what's best."
"Absolutely," Wanda agreed vehemently. "You are in no shape to be going to work tomorrow."
"More to the point," I said, breaking back in, "Yancey and I are going to find a way out of work ourselves, at least for the morning. The three of us, and Wanda if she can, are going over to your house once Stain goes to work and take everything of value that is incontestably yours, and bring it back here."
"Stain?" Monica snorted.
"Oh shit, I mean Stan."
"No," the frazzled woman laughed. "From now on, he is Stain to me." I should have liked to hear her laugh, but there was still an edge of hysteria that I found worrying.
*
The 'liberation' went off without a hitch. Turns out, it was an even better idea than I had surmised, as Monica apparently had stashed away a little over nine thousand dollars in cash that Stan... I mean The Stain, knew nothing about, but which had not been that well hidden.
Sure enough, the human dogshit bag had locked their bank account in the middle of the night. Now, with that cash, Monica could live with Wanda and Yancey without being financially dependent upon them. That was, I sensed, an important thing to her.
I finally got into work after lunch, and Thalia actually dropped by my office shortly thereafter.
Shit. She had on that new suit, the one she looked killer in. "When I asked management to be a little showy about work-life balance to get the vacation account down, I didn't expect you of all people, Clark, to be so... enthusiastic about being out of the office," she said tartly.
I told her what had happened, and what I had been doing that morning... minus the nine grand.
"Oh shit! I'm sorry, Clark," exclaimed Thalia, who never swore in any way. "If you... you know that if you need to help her out in any way, just let us know, maybe in advance if possible, and we will cover for you."
I grimaced and told her I'd try to keep things down to a dull roar.
Thalia just squeezed my shoulder in apology for coming in hot on me, a squeeze that trailed off much slower than I was prepared for, then she wafted out of the room.
Since when did Thalia 'waft'?
I got home close to on time, and was perusing my delivery Thai food menus, when my daughter burst into the house at full steam. "Dad! How come you didn't tell me?"
"What?"
"About Mrs. Ashburn! When Mary called her mom to check in and heard, we both hopped in her car and rushed right over!"
"But... you barely know Monica," I said slowly, confused at the furor.
"We can help! We want to help! It is summer, we have more free time right now than you guys do," Becca insisted.
She had more free time than me even during exams I briefly and irritably reflected. But worse, she, and apparently Mary, wanted to White Knight the situation. That was supposed to be my job...
I was not sure that Monica really needed two mother hens too young to drink, but I supposed all well-wishers, no matter how transient, would help.
"You and I are going over there right now, and Mary and I are cooking dinner," Becca announced, as if Wanda wanted or needed a couple of invaders in her kitchen.
"It is already almost seven!" I objected. "Have you even thought about a grocery list?"
"The Franklin's always have good stuff to cook," Becca waved airily. "Oh, and I'm raiding your freezer for some good venison."
Great. Now I was cooking. There was no way I was trusting my good stuff to their inexpert hands.
*
Sunday, the gang arrived at my back yard for the usual pool-centric good times. Lo and behold, Mary and Becca had even dragged poor Monica along for the afternoon. Apparently, she had retrieved some of her swimsuits during our liberation of her stuff. The one she wore was a nice, black one-piece. It even had a little cleavage...
I was happy to see her out and not hiding in my friends' basement. I expected to have to entertain her for most of the afternoon, however. Except, that didn't happen. Sure, we chatted a bit about how she was settling in as a boarder, and the extremely strong support she was getting from her boss and co-workers at her job, but she actually spent most of the afternoon hanging out with Becca and the hellions, who seemed determined to keep her laughing and relaxed. Maybe my daughter and her friends were going to be better at this than I had expected.
And Becca and the Hellions would make a great name for a band...
I actually managed to get a little work done for a bit, but then Stephanie showed up, almost an hour after the rest of the gang.
"Where have you been?" I heard Becca ask her as the cheerleader slid around the side of the house with an idle wave. "I thought you were blowing us off today."
"Booster Club Brunch," Stephanie replied easily. "Hey Mark," she idly greeted one young guy who had risen at her arrival, as if to speak to her. But she slid on by him politely, not giving him the chance to make her blow him off. "They wanted an Appearance from us," she went on to Becca.
"Of course," my daughter sauced back drily. "Booster Club is all about the students, after all."
"Ha! Yeah. The basketball players all stood around and looked awkward, and the members got to say they met all of them. Meanwhile, we cheerleaders do a routine, and otherwise stand around for show."
"Sure! Nice of them to invite the players, to cover for the central idea," Anne said drily.
"Aw, they are just a bunch of horny old geezers," Stephanie said good-naturedly.
"It's not fair," Carol put in. "My team has done two of those brunches, and we never get a cheerleader side-party."
Stephanie just looked at Carol askance for a moment. The softball player was draped over a chaise, drinking in the sun in one of the same bikinis she had brought on the cruise back in June. It wasn't quite the border-line inappropriate number that Stephanie was rocking, but it was leaving little to my experience-fueled imagination, either. "Yeah," said the blonde. "I can't imagine why we weren't required."
There it was again with Stephanie. She was trying to be complimentary, I'm sure. She was being complimentary. But she just somehow sounded catty doing it. It was hard to tell if it was inadvertent or not.
Becca introduced Monica to Stephanie, whose body language upon hearing her name told me that the story of Monica's midnight Bid For Freedom had reached her before then. Monica appeared to be a UNC legend already. They spoke for a moment or two, before Stephanie decided that the next item of her checklist was... me.
She really upped her game this time. First, she dove into the pool, swimming in a circle beneath the surface, then popped up and walked up the steps right toward me. I swear she did it in slow-motion, and it was like the fucking water dripping off of her body complied with the illusion.
Phoebe Cates had nothing... nothing on what came out of that pool at me.
Her eyes locked onto mine as she made her way toward me, with a definitely enhanced sway in her hips. I sighed and just let myself give her a good looking over. After all, I guessed I was a horny old geezer too, as far as she was concerned. She wore the same suit as the prior week. The bits of exposed tan-line were filling in nicely.
Instead of taking her by now de rigueur White Claw, she draped herself onto a seat near me and settled in on her side. Her arm languidly hung down across her stomach, the upper arm helpfully mashing her really unreasonably good tits together, threatening once more to squeeze them out of the bikini top like toothpaste.
"Do you always work on weekends, Mr. Howard?" she asked with what sounded like genuine curiosity. "Aren't they for lying out by the pool when the weather is good?"
"I am sitting out by the pool," I pointed out mildly.
"With your laptop... doing, what is that, spreadsheets?"
"Work has to get done," I said with a smile. If she was going to make me stare at her body, and do not mistake me, I did kind of have to stare at her body with her laying there like that, at least I could get in a little Clark Howard School of Life instruction. "If they hired someone else to make it so I only worked 40 hours, they'd have to pay me half as much."
"Still..." Stephanie mused, getting what I said, but not buying it. "How much do you make?"
"Just like a gentleman never asks a lady how old she is, you don't ask a man, or woman, what they make."
"You asked me my age," she pounced. "You even made me provide proof," she added, her fingers not remotely subconsciously rising to caress the inner curve of her breast where she had tucked her ID on one of her early gambits to torture me."
"You show me your age if you want alcohol," I shrugged. "I show the bank my income if I want to buy a bigger house."
"You want a bigger house than this one?" Stephanie asked in genuine surprise. I shrugged again.
Not really. I liked this house and where it was.
She sat there for a bit, keeping me from working remotely productively, before asking, "Think I might have a black cherry this time?" she asked sweetly. I sighed and leaned over to get a can out. She leaned further over too, you know, to watch. Uh huh.
I handed it to her, unopened this time.
"Oh, could you open it for me," she said, ready for my tiny attempt at pushback. "Fingernails, remember?" She waggled her long, elegant fingers at me. Her nails were indeed perfect. Of course. But they were not long enough to be a problem opening a can. She had to hold, and help lift and catch teammates, after all. I cracked the can, and handed it to her.
As a 'reward', she did the slightly suggestive hold and slurp, before finally having enough. Bouncing to her feet, she ran off toward some other kids, calling over her shoulder, "Thanks a lot, Howie. Don't work too hard!"
When the Hell did my last name become her nickname for me?
*
I was grocery shopping on a Thursday, and trying not to consider again turning my pineapple upside down in the cart. My quest for ideas on how to improve, well, create a dating life for myself was going pretty much as badly as it had been before things got weird. The fact remained that I was a middle-aged, divorced workaholic, whose friends were all either borderline children, or married people whom I had long ago trained not to try to set me up.
My momentarily sour mood in what was truthfully a great life was not improved when I turned onto the cereal aisle. Who should I find myself bumping into than...
"Stain! Uh... sorry, Stan! How are you?" I said politely, despite the rough start.
"Clark," he said smarmily. He wasn't being hostile. He was just always like that. "I'm doing good," he went on, clearly unfamiliar with the concept that 'How are you' is traditionally a rhetorical question... "In fact, life is treating me pretty well," he went on. "I even have had a date already. Got another one scheduled for this weekend, now that I don't have shit like Bridge parties to waste my time."
Or a wife you are supposed to be with, asshole.
"Both girls are young, too," he said snottily. I raised an eyebrow at that. "Yeah, mid-late-twenties, both of 'em. Guess you missed that train, buddy," the thirty-seven year-old product of Summer's Eve smirked superiorly.
Fuck you, Stain. I just had a threesome with two girls whose combined age barely equal yours, let alone mine.
"I'll live," I said out loud, in what sounded like good humor. Or was meant to.
"I'm looking at apartments this weekend," he added thoughtfully, looking like he was straining his brain deciding between Post and Kellogg's raisin brans. "Going to have to sell the house pretty quick though," he went on, as if sad.
"Monica doesn't want to keep it?" I asked carefully.
"Don't really have a choice, do we?" Stain replied offhandedly. "She apparently wants separate lives now. So be it. But we've got an adjustable rate mortgage, and the way things are right now, there's no way to keep it, now. Better to get out from under it quickly and split what equity we have."
The worst of it was, I knew he was probably right. But I also knew he really just wanted to make sure that Monica could not stay in her home, in the neighborhood where all her friends were.
It was already pretty clear that our entire subdivision was pretty much Team Monica in the situation.
"She will be scrambling," I suggested. At least until there was a settlement, his income probably dwarfed hers, or so I assumed.
"Eh, she's got a pretty sweet deal, holed up with the Franklins. I've seen what she is claiming she is paying in rent to them. She's taking them to the cleaners with her sob stories," Stain said dismissively. Then he leaned in with a leer, "Unless Yancey is collecting some other form of rent, maybe?"
Fuck you, Stain. I'm going to give you a bloody nose, then pour that entire box of raisin bran down into your lungs.
"Wanda would murder him," I said out loud. "But I have to run." I'd hate to kill you right here in the grocery store, on camera. "I have lots of errands to run."
"Yeah. Sucks to have to do all the domestic stuff on your own when they leave you high and dry, doesn't it," he replied, clearly leaning in on the fact that I'd been on my own for five years. The sumbitch was actually looking to establish some camaraderie with me...
It had to have been worth the night of terrified hysterics for Monica to get away from this sack of used cat litter.
*
Since I had not hosted a neighborhood do for a while, I had volunteered to have the crowd over by the pool before the weather started to turn. We are all mostly around my age or older in our neighborhood, so my pool is pretty much only an excuse to spend the evening outside. People wore suits if it was really hot, but only a few ever ventured in the water. Honestly, attendance was usually down when I hosted, so I didn't do it often. But I was doing it that week.
I really don't need help setting up for the evenings I host. They are after-dinner, so it is mostly just setting out packaged snacks and desserts, chilling beer and wine, and picking up a few bags of ice. But Wanda apparently decided that I needed help this time around, by which I mean she wanted Monica to get out of the house a little bit more. So an hour or so before things began, I had Monica, Yancey, and Wanda in my kitchen, 'helping'. Mostly we jawboned, and I took the opportunity to see how Monica was doing.
The long and short of it was, she was calm and moderately happy... or moderately relieved might be a better way of saying it. I could tell she was still fragile, but I knew that she'd get a lot of friendly support this week, since it was the first time most of the neighbors would see her in person since her midnight ride.
"It is too bad Stain won't be here tonight," Monica said in an excess of sincerity. "He loves these crackers."
"I've got others, if you'd rather," I said hastily.
"Ha! He had to love them because I like them so much," Monica said quickly. "Leave them out here!"
"I ran into The Stain at the grocery store yesterday," I said, still irritated by the encounter.
"You didn't punch him out without me," Yancey asked warily.
"No. I left his features un-rearranged. But you can be sure," I said firmly, "that I cherished and nurtured the mental image of doing so in my mind at multiple points in the conversation." Wanda laughed more heartily than Yancey.
Monica gave me a look that was hard to read.
I left the housing-related portion of the discussion for another time when we were not all about to have a nice evening. But I was still steamed about the conversation, and all things Stan in general. "He's such a tool, Monica. I'm sorry, but why did you put up with him so long?"
I was regretting asking that question while the words were still coming out of my mouth. It was inconsiderate of me to ask it. And I really did not want to hear my darkest suspicion confirmed, which was that he had a nine-inch cock and knew how to use it. How else could he have kept this lovely woman under his thumb? I searched for any way to deflect a direct answer.
"I'll bet he's cheated on you, too," I essayed.
Shit. That was not the best of questions, especially in present company, since the three of us had all lost our stones to throw on that front. Before I could babble any more, Monica illustrated why it was such a bad question.
"No, I really don't think so," Monica said, as if she wished that he had. "Stain is manipulative, boorish, and has pushed me around for years, but he's not a monster."
Ouch.
Yancey winced at that. Hard. Wanda and I winced a little as well.
"Why do you think he cheated, Clark?" Monica asked idly.
"Oh... I, uh... If he didn't cheat while you were under the same roof, he's making up for lost time now," I said, other irritations still under my saddle. "He told me that he's already been on a date! And has another scheduled."
"What?" Wanda asked, turning toward me with a dangerous look in her eye.
But Monica just waved a hand tiredly. "He might be feeling a little emasculated right now, you know."
"Quit making excuses for the Stain, Monica," I grumped. "He was even bragging about how young these women are. Like I'm supposed to be belittled by the fact that he's going out with a couple of late-twenty-somethings."
Both Wanda and Yancey snorted in restrained laughter at that. Monica didn't know what the Hell they thought was so funny.
"Well, maybe you are just more mature than he is, Clark," Monica replied tentatively. I could tell she was eager get a dig in on Stan while seeming to be the bigger person.
Yancey, meanwhile, rolled his eyes. Wanda almost lost it.
"Monica, help me carry out a couple of these twelve-packs to the coolers outside," I said hastily, before she could ask Wanda what the fuck she was laughing about so hard.
The party was a success. I think a few more folks came, even though it was just a pool hangout, than otherwise might, just to say hi to Monica. That, and to enjoy an un-Stained evening.
I dialed back my flirting, since I was hosting, and since I had made my point the prior couple of get-togethers. I could go back to flirting with Wanda, making her smile, and making Yancey look smug. Meanwhile, our other divorcee, Peter, must have decided in the interim to take up the torch for himself, and he was in fine form. He even managed to draw a scandalized yelp of laughter from stick-in-the-mud Hannah that drew most everyone's gaze. She was blushing profusely and trying to hide her grin with her hand. Who knew she had it in her... I'd always had her down as Church Lady to the bone.
*
Becca chose to bring round the crew on Saturday that weekend, and even chose to tell me in advance! I loved it, because it meant I barely needed to clean up after everybody left my backyard the night before, and didn't have to put anything away at all, just reload the coolers.
I did wake up bolt upright at about 7:30 the next morning when I realized that I had left half a case of beer in the soda coolers. Leaving it out there might have given some people the wrong idea.



Speaking of wrong ideas, when things kicked off, Stephanie was there, of course. She bided her time after arrival, as usual, but when she came over for a White Claw, she didn't spend quite so much time working me over before making me serve her her drink...
Don't get me wrong, she still flaunted her body at me. Hard. And I looked. I wasn't really even trying to hide it anymore. The last vestiges of tan-lines from earlier, slightly more modest bikinis were just about gone. I hoped to high heaven that she did not have another, even skimpier bikini to deploy once this tan fully filled in...
The only bad part came when I was looking almost desperately away while Stephanie took a moment to stretch in extravagant fashion, and I spied Anne and Carol looking over at me and the spectacle. Those little disasters were giggling.
Great. Monica was sitting over there with them again this week. I didn't need them embarrassing me in front of my neighbor!
Otherwise, I was more than glad to see Monica again. The sun is always good for emotional woes, and she seemed to be getting along really well with both my daughter and her closest friends. I sensed that her damaging relationship with Stain had kept her from making a lot of good friends, at least here in town, and if the disaster squad could be that for her for a while, great.
Stephanie left me, ahead of schedule, thankfully. I began to hold out some hope for her losing interest in this game.
Okay, let's be honest. I'm not sure whether I was holding out hope, or becoming alarmed that she might stop...
Then, about ten minutes after Stephanie had wandered off to be worshipped more openly by several boys in whom she was clearly not interested, Carol hauled herself out of the pool and came over to interrupt my work with a loud, "How ya'll doing, Mister H?"
She plopped herself down in the chair beside mine, which Stephanie had so recently vacated. I looked at her askance. I might as well have, because I was looking at her regardless. Carol is, of course, her own six kinds of hot. My mind wandered rapidly down a pleasant image of what she and I might do if this were another afternoon and no one else was with us back here...
Note to self, don't get caught back here alone by Carol! It would probably end up being glorious, but disastrous. I had them all held at bay for now. If I broke down with one, though, the other two would certainly want their own turn.
Yes. I know that sounds arrogant, but I know these kids, okay?
Whatever, it was not a risk I was prepared to take. Maybe, if it was just Carol. Or just Carol and Anne. Certainly if it as both of them at the same time again... But there was Mary to consider. Wanda seemed creepily chill about the idea, and even Becca had made her peace, sort of, about what had happened. But I was enjoying an unstrained friendship with Yancey, and he didn't need that shit.
And I was still creeped out at myself that it had ever happened to begin with.
"I am doing fine, thank you, Carol. What's up?"
"Stephanie is hitting on you hard, isn't she?" Carol asked, shit-eating grin firmly attached to her face.
I rolled my eyes. "She is hardly 'hitting on' me. Flirting? I'll give you that. But please. Her? I'm not in that league," I muttered defensively.
"Ahem," Carol grunted, a dangerous look in her eye.
Oops.
"You are a different case," I said, thinking quickly. "You had a long history of affection for me. Affection that got... dislocated." Dislocated to some place wonderfully horrible. Or was it horribly wonderful?
"Nice save," Carol said, forgiving me more easily than I deserved.
After no more than a few moments more of pointless pleasantries, Carol hopped up to leave.
"Wait, you never told me what brought you over," I said, puzzled. She always had an agenda. All of them did. Almost as much as my daughter, God bless her.
"I just wanted to do you a favor," Carol said over she shoulder with an overtly flirty wave as she retreated, swishing her ass in its own inimitable way. I watched her go. Of course, I watched her go. Didn't know what the fuck she had been talking about, but damn she was fine.
As she splashed back into the pool with my daughter, Monica, and the other two, I turned back to my computer... only to be interrupted again in moments by Stephanie reappearing again! I could even tell from the way she held the can, that she had hardly made a dent in the spiked seltzer. She wasn't here for a second round.
"How's it going now, Howie?" Stephanie asked chirpily, with a big smile on her face. She sat next to me again, and while she was not so much flaunting those tits at me this time, she was showing off her legs, stretching the one out way to the side, straight, firm, and golden. The other was bent at the knee and tucked down, to provide perhaps the illusion from a distance that she wasn't sitting there with her legs spread before me. It was not blatant, but I had a view.
No girl who spends that much of her time jumping around, and being lifted up in a skirt that barely covers her ass to begin with, is unaware of who is seeing her crotch at any given time. She knew what she was showing me... in a bikini that showed pretty much everything there was to be seen.
"I... I'm doing fine, Stephanie. Still trying to get that work done so they don't need two of me for less money," I said patiently, eyes still trying not to be too goddamned obvious.
Across my backyard, I heard some shared hilarity from the pool. My daughter's laugh was like a lifeline. I've always loved that sound, and I turned to look over. She and her friends had Monica laughing about something.
"Well, I just wanted to be sure you were happy, Howie. We all love coming over," Stephanie said, distracting me from my distraction. "See you!," she said pertly, and bounced away again. Her ass was this tiny, peach-shaped bouncing example of bouncing perfection...
Suddenly there were even louder shrieks of hilarity and... shock(?) from my daughter's cluster in the pool and a full on water fight broke out among all of them, even Monica, who was demonstrating an impressive knowledge of displacing large amounts of pool water. I shook my head in bemusement as things settled down and the five of them huddled up in newfound accord.
I shrugged inwardly and went back to work. Maybe Monica could explain what the heck had had the girls all freaked out about. More importantly, I had a half an hour before it was time to go all Man-Fire-Food, and I was blessedly left alone to figure out this power bleed issue we were fighting.
*
"Clark, what the heck is up with Thalia right now?" Dennis asked me as we left the meeting.
"I don't know," I answered irritably.
"Right? I've never seen her wear a skirt before," Dennis went on.
"What? Yeah," I said, thinking quickly. Come to think of it, she never did wear skirts, did she... Crying shame, because those were some nice calves.
"Georgia says it is because she had a new boyfriend," Dennis speculated. "But Jeannie says it is because she had just decided that she wants one..."
I shrugged. All I knew was that that had been a damned productive meeting, and I hated those with all my soul. Good meetings gave people the idea that they should have more meetings. Meetings have been bad, since the very beginning. The Last Supper was thirteen guys sitting around a table, eating bland snacks and discussing strategy. How'd that work out?
*
"So I almost pulled the Big One of marriage fuckups this week," Yancey said, after our first sips of beer on Wednesday. We had chosen to try a new brew pub for our weekly happy hour, and I was not sold on their IPA.
"What?" I asked, alarmed. Yancey couldn't have...
"Relax, douchebag," he snorted, but his eyes were momentarily serious and reassuring. He was not going there again. Ever. "I mean the sitcom Big One. Our anniversary is tomorrow, and I did not have it on my calendar."
"Oh shit."
"Yeah, but I remembered all on my own on Tuesday, thank God," he said. "Wanda and I were sitting in bed, after... well, we were phone scrolling and a Facebook Memory came up that triggered my own. I sat bolt upright and about had a stroke. Wanda looks at me, and I just blurted out something about going to The Understudy on Thursday."
"Ouch," I said quietly. "Um, did she never tell you..."
"That it was where you took her that first time? Of course she did. It is why it came to mind when I was panicking. She fucking loved that place."
"What anniversary is this for you guys?"
"Twenty-Third."
"Nice! Congratulations. But I had no idea just how expensive that place is. That's a princely gift for an off-year anniversary..."
Yancey waved it away. "Eh. I was useless half the morning while I shopped online for an actual gift. After all that has happened these last few months with us... with you and us, I really want to celebrate making it another trip round the sun."
We clinked glasses.
"We did talk for a bit about Monica before we decided to go out," Yancey said. "It will be the first time that she will be alone in the house for more than a few minutes since she moved in with us."
"She's a big girl," I said easily. "Go have some fun, you two!"
"I think...we think you are right," Yancey said. "And we are definitely going. But if it was even a couple of weeks ago? No way. She was seriously panicked at first."
"Really? She seemed to bounce back from that night pretty fast," I said.
"She's fine with other people around, has been almost from the start," Yancey agreed. Then he leaned in. "But if she is sitting by herself in a room? The first week, she'd jump out of her skin when one of us walked in wherever she was. And after she calmed down from that, even up until recently, I'd catch this creepily blank look in her eyes when we hadn't been in the room with her."
"What the fuck did that shitwad do to her?" I asked in bewildered anger.
Yancey sighed. "I don't think there is any long-term trauma, you know, beyond having a marriage fail. But she is still definitely suffering some short-term pain. The good news is, it is fading. The question is, how far will it fade?"
I held up a finger and reached to dial my phone.
"Hey! Monica?"
"Hello Clark. What can I do for you? Aren't you out drinking with Yancey?"
"Yes. The IPA is underwhelming," I said. "He was just telling me he finally decided what to do with Wanda for their anniversary tomorrow."
"Wanda has been wondering if he was going to remember," Monica said in amusement.
"Oh, he's been dithering about what to do for weeks," I lied easily. I knew that alleged detail would get back to Wanda, possibly seconds after I hung up. "My point is, since you are going to be left all alone and forlorn, want to come eat and watch the Braves game with me at BW3? I usually just sit at the bar."
"I... uh..." she hesitated. "Look, I hate eating at the bar. Can we get a table?"
"Sure, I guess. I mean, if you want to be all patient about getting your drinks..."
"What time?" Monica chuckled.
"Game time is about seven. Meet you there?" I asked.
"Deal," she said, and hung up.
Yancey was looking at me. "One, I caught what you said about my anniversary planning. Thank you, dude. That was a solid. Two, did you just ask Monica out on a date?"
"What? No!" I snorted. "First, she is still married, man!" Yancey barely even flinched. "Second, it's Monica. Third, and most importantly, it is BW3. I'm a little old to be asking a woman on a date to Buffalo Wild Wings."
Yancey rolled his eyes. "So, umm... speaking of actual dates, just how expensive is The Understudy?" he asked nervously.
*
The dinner with Monica was fine. I drank decent beer. She drank a glass of mediocre wine, then switched to beer. We tried a bunch of different wing sauces over the course of the game, which turned out to be a compelling one. 3-2, Bravos.
I watched her like a hawk to see if I could detect any sense of the lingering fear or anguish Yancey was concerned about, but I didn't probe very hard out of caution against digging something up. Honestly she seemed fine... not super happy, but like a normal working adult.
I was surprised and a little thrilled that she knew enough about baseball to discuss the impact of the new rule changes. I was horrified to learn that she actually thought they were a good idea...
*
Sunday was Becca's ordained day that week for hanging with Dad and a crew of friends. I had buckled down extra hard on Saturday to get the work I really needed to get done, done, in anticipation of Stephanie making it hard to get anything done, in a variety of ways.
I was honest with myself--it was hopeful anticipation. Even though I was still pretty sure she was just torturing me, and was never even considering following through in any way, I could certainly fantasize about it. I was going to fantasize about it whether or not I thought it was appropriate anyway... Stephanie induced very high quality fantasies.
The first group to arrive consisted of my daughter, Carol, and some guy who was apparently Carol's current hopeful. From the way she held his arm, his hopes might be granted, at least in some form. Right behind them, walking over from Yancey's house, were Mary, Anne, and Monica again. Another carload arrived as they did and then I was distracted from saying hello by yet another car which pulled into the driveway.
I turned around from letting those kids, about half of whom I recognized, in, and saw the girls ditching their coverups. Monica slid her own baggy black overshirt off as well, and... oh. Apparently she had also rescued a bikini from her house.
Look, it was a fairly modest number, with high-waisted, blue boy shorts for the bottom, and a sturdy, red top. But it was a bikini. I obviously had suffered the odd sexual fantasy about Monica recently, and this afternoon was going to do nothing to tamp any future ones down. Her skin was not as toned as the young women around her, and her tan oddly mottled, but her body could hold its own with them, and then some...
Stain is not only a dick, he's a total moron...
And then Stephanie rolled in.
She had on another new bikini, and... wow. It actually covered a lot more than the last had, but it was cut so perfectly to frame her curves that I actually grunted quietly when I first saw her. But she also had a new guy beside her as she arrived. A tall, handsome, if not terribly athletic, dude with wire-rimmed glasses. He stuck close to her as they arrived.
Well, I was not to be flirted with today, I thought, with a totally inappropriate amount of regret.
She made a beeline toward me, swain in tow. Funny, he didn't seem like he'd be Stephanie's type, really.
"Mr. Howard, I brought friend I'd like you to meet," the cheerleader said, quite businesslike. "This is John Bain."
"Nice to meet you, John," I said. Nice, strong handshake, intent eyes, looking into mine. I hated this kid already. "What do you study?" I asked. Even adults fall back on the whole 'what's your major?' conversational gambit. It is the 'nice weather, huh?' of college kids.
"Um, well... electrical engineering, sir," John said. "I'll be starting my fifth year of the BS/MS program this coming fall."
Oh.
Oh!
Stephanie had not brought a date. She had brought me a possible present.
"Thanks for introducing us, Stephanie," I said blandly. "John, I'm guessing that you are old enough for me to offer you a beer?"
"I'll see you later, Mr. Howard," Stephanie said, and wandered off toward my daughter and company.
It was usually Becca who thought to bring along, or agreed to bring along, aspiring new engineers to these afternoons. It was considerate of Stephanie to do so on her own. Whether she was being considerate to me, or to John, or to both of us, didn't matter.
And it remained to be seen if this kid would be promising or not, but I was always eager to meet new prospects. And being even accepted into the five-year program that provides both degrees at the same time was encouraging in and of itself.
Twenty minutes later, I was in a very good mood, and I tried to convey that to this kid. I only had the barest of ideas about his talent as an engineer, of course, but there were signs it was there. Mostly, I just liked his personality. I was quite certain that this young man would be a joy to manage.
I wrapped up our interview, and make no mistake, this had turned into a full-blown interview, with an email or three, one of which I copied John in on. If his background checked out, we could have him do some contract work on a minor task or two over the next few months. If he showed that he had what it took to do the work, with any luck, we could have him hired before the big corporate recruiters with more money to offer upfront got to him later in the year.
"It's been good to meet you, John. Now I have work to do, and I assume you'd rather spend this sunny day poolside meeting girls instead of talking shop. Let me know if you want another beer."
Knowing he was dismissed, and hopefully knowing he had done well, John wandered off to, in fact, meet girls.
And Stephanie descended upon me almost immediately. "Hey Howie! I hope you don't mind my bringing John over," she said, folding herself into the chair beside me. The way she wrapped her limbs around herself, they covered virtually all of her gorgeous new suit. This wasn't modest in any way, however, as it just gave the not-so subconscious impression that she was stark naked beside me.
"You date is a nice kid," I said easily. "I am glad to have met him."
Stephanie laughed musically. "Oh, he's not my date." She tilted her head forward so her eyes were looking up at me. "I don't actually date that many guys, you know," she said softly. Then she perked back up, having made a point. "But he is a friend, and I thought he could use a chance to meet you."
This was that helping streak in her personality that my daughter liked so much about this girl.
Then she unfurled her long, lean body and relaxed on the chaise. This took away the delicious illusion that she was naked, but replaced it with the delicious reality of how she looked in the new bikini. Like I said, it showed appreciably less skin... but showcased the whole package much better.
"Whatcha got for me today, Howie?" she asked, her voice clearly intending to convey multiple meanings. The tease. She rolled over onto her belly and looked back at me over her shoulder--over her shoulder, down her back, and over her tight little muscular ass. Serious tease.
"Peach," I replied instantly, keeping as straight a face as I could.
Stephanie didn't get it. Good. She did accept the can of peach White Claw. I even opened it for her extravagantly and unbidden. She awarded me the sight of her lips on the rim of the tall can, sucking softly. Then she popped up, her torture for the day done. "Thanks, Howie!" she called over her shoulder.
Something made me look over by the pool. Becca, her friends, and even Monica were staring sweetly at me as Stephanie moved away.
Fuck... No good would come from those looks. I could only hope that Monica would keep them in line. But they turned away and went back to their discussion. I relaxed and actually picked up a book. Yes, a hard copy book. I'd forgotten how restful words on physical paper was.
A shadow fell across me, and I looked up to see Anne smiling over me. "You look bored. I've come over to keep you company," she smiled. She bent over me, her own delicate, glorious breasts hanging in her own glorious bikini in front of my eyes. She looked at me with widely faux-innocent eyes.
"You are providing me with a lovely view, Anne," I said mildly, despite my honestly suddenly racing heart. "But I am rather more intimately familiar with your charms than this, if you can manage to remember."



"I'll never forget, Clark," Anne said. "I just thought your feeble old-man brain might need a refresher!"
"Why, you...!" I growled, and smacked her arm with my paperback. She squealed with laughter and took off. I am lucky that sweet ass of hers had not been in reach, or I might have spanked it with my book. That would have been a bit farther than I wanted to go. Or it might have made me end up going farther than I wanted to go...
I watched Anne dash back to the rest of Becca's crew, and plop into the water with them again. They tried not to act like it, but I could tell that they were now all keeping an eye on me.
I had barely reopened my book when Stephanie returned again. "Hey, Howie," she chirped. "Why aren't you working today?" Her overall body language was hardly a come-on this time, but her one hand, the one you'd have to be close to us to see, was trailing over the upper curve of her tit in that bikini.
"I am caught up for once," I said with a smile. The least I could do is seem appreciative of what she was up to. "It lets me relax and see what's what." But I was not going to look actually eager. Sorry, girl, you don't get that.
She just got my eyes focused on that tit she was outlining... I couldn't help but give her that.
"Okay, just checking. You are always so cool to let us all come infest your backyard so much," Stephanie said, then turned away. She definitely bounced her ass at me this time. "Have fun!"
And she was off once more.
I watched her glide away, and shook my head.
I looked over again to the pool, where general hilarity was going on in the group. Except for Becca, who had gone off somewhere else.
Shit. Where was she? I hoped it was the bathroom, and she'd be back before the gang in the pool got crazy. But Monica was with them, even if she currently wore far too wide a grin. She'd keep them in line. Right?
I got two whole pages further into my book. Two!
Mary.
It was Mary's turn to come over and fuck with me.
As long as it was just, 'with'...
She... she sat on the arm of my chair. That sweet ass of hers was nestling down just inches from my arm. I found myself involuntarily remembering not once, but twice being on the verge of coming inside this girl, and getting caught both times.
I looked around, unable to help myself, waiting for my mother to show up. Or maybe the Pope.
Hell, they'd probably show up together. With a camera crew.
"So, are you having a good afternoon?" Mary asked cheerfully, in a voice that tried to be devoid of guile.
All three of these girls were utterly adorable. They knew instinctively how to play The Game. Someone better marry them soon, because they were going to wreck lives, happily, until then. But they still had a kittenish clumsiness about how they played that Game that was adorable but a little transparent. I knew she was there to screw with my mind, for some damned reason. What was it?
"Why are you three choosing to suddenly torment me? I thought we were all in agreement, that this needs to not..."
"Oh, we aren't coming over to torment you!" Mary exclaimed quietly. "That part is just a bonus for us. We are tormenting Stephanie."
"What?"
We're making her have to keep marking her territory. It's hilarious."
"What the fuck are you talking about?"
"Language!" Mary laughed, and ruffled my goddamned hair. Casually, but also obviously. Maybe she wasn't so clumsy. She sure as fuck was sexy. "You mark my words," she went on, "if I do my job right, your blonde goddess will be back over here two minutes after I'm done playing with you."
"Oh, my God..."
"She isn't used to competition, you know." Mary said softly. "You are welcome..." With that, she rose, pushing herself upright on my shoulder and pranced back to the pool. Oh, God. That ass...
I closed my eyes and hung my head back against the chair. There was no way...
"Howie! I don't suppose I could get a second round?" Stephanie said, sidling up to me. "It is hot today."
I surreptitiously checked my watch. One minute, fifty two seconds.
Yes, I had been timing it. Now, I felt like I mentally owed Mary five bucks...
"What can I get you this time?" I sighed, leaning over to get out of my chair.
"Oh, I'll get it," Stephanie said smoothly, resting her hand on my bare shoulder as she sank down to her knees and bent to reach into the fridge. Her hand went right past the black cherry right in front, and she leaned deep to grab another lime.
Yes the view was every bit more spectacular than you can imagine.
I knew this girl was just toying with me, playing a power game to boost her own ego. And fair dues, she had to know she was boosting mine. That was all this was going to be.
But if I did get the chance to fuck this girl, it was going to be glorious.
Oh God.
'If I did get the chance to fuck this girl'?!?!
I was so depraved, I was actually not even feeling bad about thinking about nailing this girl. This twenty one year-old girl. My daughter's age.
Where was my daughter?
I was horrible.
But I'd fuck this girl in a heartbeat if she went insane and let me...
I... I was even thinking about how to advance that prospect.
Stephanie took the can from the fridge, and still kneeling beside me, she held it up, "Thanks. But could you please still open it for me?"
I did. Slowly. And I handed it back down to her with an almost condescending smile. "There you are," I said, trying to look away. That was not a task I could accomplish.
Stephanie rose and turned to go. "Thank you, Howie," she said casually, as she turned to go. She leaned back over her shoulder so I could see her put the can to her lips.
I shuddered. I wanted to panic. I wanted to find a way to banish her. I should not let this go any further. But I just could not find the shame in myself about her that I had with the Hellions.
Or were they The Trinity?
Which were they?
My eyes finally found Becca. She had gone off to sit with... John Bain.
I had told that punk to go talk to girls, hadn't I? But he chose my daughter as the girl to talk to? My opinion of his intelligence had possibly been overblown. You just do not interview with a guy, an interview you personally engineered, then go and hit on his daughter, right in his full view!
Monica came and settled into the chair next to me.
"That bikini is an upgrade over the other suit," I observed distractedly. But it was true, and she deserved to know it.
"Thank you," Monica said drily. "Having an interesting afternoon?"
"I don't know what is going on," I said grumpily.
"You don't?" she snorted.
"Well... I mean..." I sought for a subject to divert from what she clearly meant. I did not want to have to be embarrassed by Monica questioning me on the Stephanie and Company Show. "First of all, there's that young man over there, the good-looking one, talking with Becca? He came here today to talk to me. About professional opportunities. I was very impressed. Then he goes off and hits on the damned daughter of the guy he was here to meet? Where is the judgment in that?"
Monica looked over covertly. "Does he know she is your daughter?" She kept staring at them for a minute.
"Um... I don't know," I admitted. That hadn't occurred to me.
"And not to put too fine a point in it, but Becca seems to me to be doing the majority of the hitting," Monica added. "Not all of it, to be sure. But most of it."
"Shit," I grumbled. "You know that logic and reassurance are not necessarily what a father wants at times like this?"
"What times? When he is being distracted by a college cheerleader?"
"And the ancillary folderol," I said before deciding that talking about Stephanie was bad enough, I did not need to start down a discussion about the three who must not be mentioned. Especially not to Monica. "I just... I mean, come on!"
Monica just grinned, and patted my cheek.
"And why have you come over here now?" I asked, still non-plussed, and now feeling like Monica was not actually inclined to be helpful. "Can I get you a drink, or are you just here to be my bodyguard?"
"I'll take a beer in a minute, thank you," she said with a slightly evil grin, "but for now..." a flash of insecurity crossed her face. It was quick, but I caught it. Then it flowered back in full. "For now... I decided to come over and see if I still have what it takes to provoke Stephanie into coming back to re-mark her territory again when I leave."
I looked at Monica. I then deliberately looked down her body in the chair next to mine, and looked back up at her face. "She has eyes," I said snarkily. "If that is what she is doing, she'll be back the second you leave."
"It is absolutely what she is doing," Monica laughed merrily.
"For fuck's sake, this is psychotic," I grumbled. "What the hell does she think she is doing?"
"Hitting on a great prospect?" Monica shrugged, reaching into the fridge for a Mich Ultra.
"Me? I'm twenty five years older than her!"
Monica laughed merrily, took a big sip of beer, and leaned over toward me, hand on my knee. "What? You can sleep with her friends, but you are somehow too old to date Stephanie?"
"What?" I coughed. "What are you talking about?" I said, desperately trying to look bewildered. Had she guessed? Was she fishing? Or, please Lord, was she hopefully just joking?
Monica actually caressed my knee. It was a gesture meant to be seen. "Remember the water fight last week?"
"I do, what was that about?" I said, eager to change the subject. I'd have been eager to talk about the culinary uses of puppies at that particular moment...
"That was Anne accidentally spilling the beans," Monica chuckled.
"Wait. Anne!?!" I asked in shock. If one of them had actually said something stupid, it wouldn't have been Anne. Not her. It would have been... None of them were that stupid, were they?
"Oh ho," Monica said leaning back, the show of hand on my knee accomplished. She grinned and laughed quite a bit louder than we had been talking. "You challenge it was Anne to break her silence, not what her silence was about!"
I looked at her, or tried to. My eyes wouldn't meet hers. What the Hell did she think of me? "What did she say?" I asked hoarsely. I needed to know what Monica knew, lest I fill her in on any details she did not know about...
"You really want to hear it?" Monica asked, clearly, inexplicably, amused. At least she had not run straight to Wanda, or worse, Yancey. Not that she would have been bringing news of anything they didn't already know...
I bent over and grabbed myself a winter wheat from my beer fridge. Cracking the can, I sighed and nodded.
"We were discussing Stephanie's current infatuation with you, and where it came from. None of them offered an explanation, beyond Mary just saying, 'Duh'. But then Carol says, 'Regardless, I guess I was right about how to encourage it. Look.' We all turned and laughed when we saw that girl making a beeline back to you after Carol had left." Monica shook her head. "I, in my apparently vast ignorance, said to Becca, 'Isn't your father a little old for Stephanie? She'd give him a heart attack.'"
I snapped out of my misery for just a second, shooting her an indignant look.
Monica just shrugged in insincere apology. "Then Anne laughed so hard she choked, and said, 'Stephanie doesn't actually date, much less sleep with that many guys. I'm more afraid the Full Clark Experience would break her mind.'"
Oh shit.
"That Anne had had The Full Clark Experience was obvious from what she said, but the horrified reactions of the other two was priceless. Becca's was even better," Monica went on.
Uh oh.
"'Nice leak, Anne! And TMI,' Becca sputtered. 'You guys know I just do not need to hear about what he did with any of you.' She stopped, and looked at me in horror. The rest of them stared at Becca. She turned beet red. I am sure that I turned beet red. Then Anne scoffed, 'Oh, so I am the security problem?' And then the water fight broke out."
I looked at her in dismay. "I don't know what to say."
"Well, I am going to say, um, well done, and toodleoo, and then go back to the pool," Monica said as she rose, making the time to stretch in front of me. "I think I won't take my beer back into the pool. When I tell them I told you I know their secret, there will probably be another water fight. I'll be ready this time..."
I watched her go, sourly. Yancey already had a grand old time busting my chops on all subjects, great and skeezy. Now I had a friend who was shaping up to be doing it from a female perspective. I also watched her go because the view doing so afforded meant that Stephanie was most certainly coming back.
Yep. Monica had spent the most time with me, and now Stephanie returned the fastest. I was looking out for it, and saw her uncoil from where she had been sunning herself with two boys who, as far as I was concerned, were both better-looking than me. She paused, and reached down for her tube of sunscreen and catwalked back over toward me. I pretended to read my book.
"So Howie, will Becca still bring kids over here once school starts back in the Fall?" Stephanie asked, sitting down in almost bland fashion. To the extent that any movement this girl made was bland. Then she started to apply sunscreen.
God bless the instructions to re-apply every ninety minutes.
I felt it only polite, since she was talking to me, to put down my book with a neutral expression and give Stephanie my full attention. Well, I did smile a little when I heard a quiet whoop of triumph from Monica back in the pool.
Oh Jesus, did Stephanie have marvelous skin... marvelous skin stretched over marvelous curves. Her tan was perfection, lustrous and even, but gentle. She did not let herself get dark, just glowing. No leathery skin in this girl's future, I realized approvingly. The 100 SPF sunscreen she was applying now told me that she was quite deliberate and skilled in dialing in exactly how much sun she got.
"I hope she keeps bringing people until it gets too cold, Stephanie," I said, snapping out of what had been only a second or two of reverie. "The pool's not heated. But even once the water got too cold last year, she still had a decent crowd over for a few more weekends while it was still warm enough to hang out." I shrugged. "I guess you will have to put up with coming here for a while before your weekends become totally free this Fall."
Stephanie snorted, and for a moment, the kitty cat act disappeared entirely. "A totally free school weekend is a foreign concept, Mister Howard."
Oh yeah. She's a freaking Pre-Med. And a varsity cheerleader. I was lucky that I'd ever met her at all.
Then she snapped back to her smiling visage. And she began to work lotion into the exposed skin of the upper and inner curves of her breasts where they rested in that bikini. "Maybe I'll bring my laptop, and we can work together over here."
I gestured to my large table. "Plenty of room. We can have a whole study group."
"Nooo," she said sweetly still rubbing. "Too many cooks spoil the broth. The two of us can work quietly..."
Wait. Has she just flashed me? She had definitely lifted the fabric of her bikini to work the sunscreen down under the edge, but had I just seen a nipple?
It had to have been my imagination. But my imagination isn't really that good...
Given the way she practically purred when my whole body stiffened in reaction, yes I had been granted a viewing. I was not granted another, though she tugged on the suit once or twice more in ways that cruelly made me tense in anticipation.
Would I fuck this girl? Oh my God, yes. I no longer even tried to convince myself otherwise. Did she intend to sleep with me? I still doubted it. I was a toy that she really seemed to enjoy playing with for now. She clearly enjoyed my reactions. Would she change her mind about sleeping with me? That reminded to be seen.
Would I actively try to help her change her mind?
That was the only real question.
*
Yancey and I were denied our Wednesday happy hour the next week because Wanda and Monica decided they wanted to have a dinner with Mary that evening. Mary invited Becca, which caused Yancey to invite me out of pure self-defense. I went, not so much to give Yancey backup against the monstrous regiment of women, but because I didn't want them all talking about me behind my back. God only knew what might have come up.
"How's she doing?" I asked Yancey as we stood out in his backyard. Just because we couldn't go to the bar, didn't mean we couldn't share beer and bullshit.
"Better. I am amazed how much she is hanging out with the girls."
"Yeah. She seems to have fun whenever she comes over with them for the pool,"
"It is not just then. I've seen more of my daughter and Becca, not to mention Carol and Anne, around here these last few weeks than all last school year. They are good for Monica, and they know it. Makes me happy to see. It also makes me happy to get to see Mary a lot more than I would otherwise."
I just nodded.
"I almost never catch her just staring off into space anymore, either. And Wanda says she even took Monica to go buy a new bikini for weekends at your pool."
"Oh, that was a new purchase? I figured it was just a different suit from among what she rescued from the house."
"How did it look?" Yancey asked me casually.
"Whew."
"I gotta put in a pool..." he grumbled.
The dinner was amazing, as I fully expected. The fact that Monica and Wanda not only could both cook, but were a force multiplier when they cooked together, might have also had something to do with my willingness to give up happy hour at the bar...
After we ate, Wanda and Yancey retreated to the kitchen together to construct something elaborate for dessert, and they shooed the rest of us out to the back yard. I had dark suspicions about what else the two of them might be doing in there while preparing dessert for us to eat, but...
Becca and Monica got into some intense discussion off by themselves. I was concerned for a moment that Monica might be having a crisis about something, or maybe that they were talking about me. Neither seemed to be the case and I turned back to entertain Mary.
"Why are you lot provoking Stephanie?" I asked peevishly. My optimism about sleeping with the blonde tended to fade with distance, while my embarrassment about that optimism got much, much, worse. "And Becca even seems to be encouraging you."
"Come on, Mister Howard," Mary smirked. "Do not even try to pretend that you don't enjoy every second of it."
I stared at her.
"Both her attention and our encouragement, right?" Mary bore on.
"You are bad," I said heavily.
"Oooh. Gonna spank me?"
"Eww," I said without thinking.
Whoa.
Rebecca had liked a bit of a spanking every now and then when we were married. I certainly enjoyed giving a spanking, but I didn't seek it out. But spanking one of these girls? I had enjoyed, and did still enjoy the image of fucking this beautiful creature I was talking to, but the idea of spanking her brought back every wave of guilt I'd experienced before.
Mary pounced on the 'Eww'. "Listen, Mister Howard. Becca has largely chilled about what we all did, but the hangup she can't quite get past is the whole Father-In-Buddy thing. She thinks of us like sisters sometimes, and she thinks that makes us and you nasty. Maybe you have that hangup a little too?"
A little?
"Just to be clear, the three of us all think it's bullshit," Mary said sternly. "But we do love Becca, and it makes her life easier if we back off. So... sorry?"
"And yet, you guys have been back at it recently, and Becca hasn't freaked out. If anything, she's encouraged it."
"We have most definitely not been 'back at it' with you," Mary said huskily. "I wish!" Then she brightened. "We have just been encouraging Stephanie... and enjoying the process."



"How the hell is she any different?"
"She is Becca's friend, but she's not us. Your daughter is 100% on board the Stephanie Train.
"Why are you three so intent on this?" I almost whined. I didn't want to deal with the Becca issue.
"Because we like you, Mister Howard. We like you a lot, and want you to have fun," she said seriously. Then she grinned with a lot more knowing stare than a girl her age should be able to muster. "And because we like Stephanie too..."
With that, Mary ran off to corral Becca. Monica left them to whatever plotting against my last shreds of virtue they were up to, and came over to talk to me.
Well, to be honest, rather than talk, we both took a chance to check our phones. I was feeling sluggish after that dinner, and in equal parts dreading and anticipating dessert. We companionably scrolled Facebook. I also checked in on Twitter, while I think Monica preferred Instagram.
We showed each other the occasional meme. It was comfortable just hanging out, especially since at least she was choosing not to bust my chops.
I saw a post about a new installment of an action movie franchise I sort of liked. It had promise. "Have you seen this series?" I asked Monica, showing her the phone.
"Oh, I never a miss his movies," she snorted. "Is that out already?"
"Looks like it. Want to go Monday night?" I asked, already scrolling on.
"Sure, shoot me the showtime you choose. Nothing before seven, please. I want to be able to change from work," Monica replied.
"Mmmm," I said. Setting a reminder to myself to get tickets. I was fine going to movies by myself, and had been since before my ex left me. Becca had used to go sometimes with me, but she had gotten 'too old' to go to the movies with her dad since college. It would be nice to have someone to diss on the coming attractions with for once.
*
It rained all the next weekend, and I was denied my weekly dose of Stephanie. I definitely missed it.
On Tuesday, I got a text from Monica.
MONICA: Taking an early day today. Okay if the girls and I use your pool to get a little sun? We will try to stick around until you get home.
ME: Fine by me. You know where the key is, so you can use the bathroom.
ME: And since when does Becca need my permission?
MONICA: Becca has work until nine tonight.
ME: Duh. That's right. I'll try to get off early so I can say hi b4 you all leave.
No matter what I'd politely texted, I wasn't really intending to try to leave work much before my regular time. Instead, I focused on just not getting caught up in something late in the day. But by around three o'clock, I realized that things were as done in the office as I could make them for the day. If I stayed, I'd just be inviting getting called into a meeting, and all I had left was my own design work that I just as easily do in my backyard.
Before I could reconsider the wisdom of going to go hang out by my pool with the three hellions, and without Becca as bodyguard, I popped out of my office, glowered at those of my team who were in sight, and headed out.
I texted both Monica and Anne that I was coming home, and told them not to drink all my beer.
I pulled in to my driveway, went through the house, and stuck my head out back. "I'm home! Want anything from inside?"
The four of them were still sunbathing, though there wasn't much good sun left. They had conned Monica into the bikini again. I wasn't complaining.
"Come on out," Carol called.
"Neckties are dangerous if I go swimming," I laughed, and ducked inside to ditch my suit and don some trunks.
When I got back out, I headed toward my customary spot where I could watch over the whole backyard.
"What's with the laptop this afternoon, Mister H?" Carol needled again. "I thought you were going swimming."
I smirked at her, then shrugged. I knew the water was perfect, and it was still plenty hot out. I set down my computer and veered toward the pool. I dove in cleanly, swam to the other end and back, and hauled myself out. I brushed water off myself, and shook out most of what was in my hair.
I was wolf-whistled. By at least two of them.
"Don't you have homework, girls?" I growled at them. I seriously don't see myself as worth being ogled, but at my age, you take what you can get.
"I have no homework," Monica said with grave superiority, waving around a beer can in her hand haughtily. "Boss sent me home because he thought I was moping."
"You were? I asked, suddenly alert. "Did something happen?"
"No," Monica laughed. "I was just bored. The week's big data dump doesn't start until tomorrow, and the prior reports have all been run. It is always boring on Tuesday, but today was the worst. When Fred went all White Knight on his girl who's going through a divorce, I let him send me home. Sweetness should be rewarded," she smirked, and finished her beer. "Another please?" she said waving the Mich Ultra can at me.
The girls looked at her and giggled.
"Sure," I said. I opened the fridge and grabbed another beer. There were several White Claw's missing too. Monica had let her little buddies have a drink... Fine. She had driven over here, since only Monica's car was in the drive. I just needed to make sure they stuck around a little longer to sober up before they left, while pretending I hadn't noticed anything.
I handed Monica her refill, and took the empty. When I tossed it in the recycling, I saw six empty White Claw cans! These girls must have quickly finished off their second ones when I said I was coming home.
Stinkers.
I considered taking Official Notice, but decided that it would just make it harder for me to say no the next time. I knew these girls all drank. They were about to start their third year of college.
"Not going to lay out with us?" Mary asked, indicating the last free chaise, pulled over by them.
"Nah, this chair has become custom-imprinted with the curvature of my butt," I said, relaxing in my chair. I was looking right at them, and not that far away.
"Suit yourself," Anne said.
I booted up my email and checked to see that my team had mercifully not burnt the place down in the half hour I'd been gone.
"Mary!" I heard Carol gasp. I looked up.
Mary had removed her goddamned top!
"Mary!" I echoed in a strangled voice.
Mary ignored me. To Carol, she shrugged. "What? I want to get a little more sun before it gets too low. It's not like this is anything he hasn't seen before," she added slyly.
Monica shook her head.
Anne looked at Carol, shrugged, said, "There is still a good half-hour of tanning sunlight left," and slid her top off too.
"Well, okay then," said Carol, shrugging hers off as well, and shaking her torso a little. "There, it does feel better to take it back off."
They all looked at Monica. She looked at them like a basket full of snakes.
"Guys..." I said quellingly.
Wait.
Carol had said, 'Take it back off'?
"That was before, when we were all alone," Monica replied to their voiceless taunt.
All four of them had been tanning topless in my fucking backyard? Monica. Had been topless. In my backyard?
"Oh come on," Anne grumbled to Monica. "It's just Clark. He's seen everybody's tits."
"He hasn't seen Stephanie's," Mary sniggered.
"Who says I haven't?" I blurted out merrily, before I could strangle myself.
They all stopped negotiating over Monica's top and stared at me.
Fine. I could put on a shit-eating grin when I wanted to.
"Bull. Shit," Carol said definitively. "Convince us, or your ass is going back in the pool."
Hmmm. Being tossed into the pool by three topless college girls sounded... not terrible. But this was better.
"She flashed me right here, the last time, when you lot were goading her so hard."
"I continue to call bullshit," Carol said. I sensed I was being treated to a team ritual from softball. "I propose summary judgement."
"No really," I said, seeming to relax in my chair, while actually putting myself into a position to make it impossible for them to drag me from it. "When she was putting on her sunscreen, she quite deliberately pulled her bikini top away, giving me a clear nipple viewing. It wasn't long, I'll admit, but that's why I said 'flashed'."
I looked in amusement at Monica. "If you were still wondering whether you had what it takes to make a cheerleader jealous, I think she was complimenting you heavily." Monica said nothing, but just looked at me, scandalized by my effrontery.
"Holy shit, Clark," Anne said in genuine amazement. "You really might actually sleep with Stephanie..." The other girls looked at her and nodded solemnly.
I snorted in contempt at the idea. But I could not help but ask. "I thought that was your Evil Plan..."
"Our plan, yes. Not our expectation," Anne said, still shaking her head. "I mean, Stephanie hardly has sex with anybody. She hardly dates anybody."
"Yeah, but now... who knows," Mary said slowly, exchanging calculated glances with the other two hellions. "Mister Howard, you have to understand: Stephanie flaunts, but she doesn't flash. She flashed you. That's major."
"Oh, and I suppose you three go around flashing all the time?" I snorted archly.
They looked shifty.
Wait. What?
"We might flash a little, here and there," Carol said defensively.
"Not often," Mary said firmly and virtuously.
My mind shied away from the very real knowledge that 99% of the sorts of things these hellions got up to, my daughter got up to, too.
But for once it was not me who was leaping to change the subject.
"Come on, Mon. Top back off," Anne ordered. "There is still some sun left, and if you don't, you will waste the time you've put in already."
"Yeah?" Monica said with good-natured mulishness. She idly pointed my way. "Mr. I've Seen Everybody's Boobs over there has not seen mine."
You go girl. Put them in their place.
I was relieved to see her not letting herself be bullied. How had Stain ever pushed this woman around?
"You!" Monica went on sternly, looking at me. "Get out of your custom-molded butt throne, and sit on the other side of the table... facing away, so I can take this off and get a little more sun!"
"Hey! I have to sit here with my back to everyone and stare at the overgrown viburnum I should have pruned this spring?"
"I'm trying to have a good time here, Clark," she said seriously.
Bitch. She knew I was not going to be able to trump that card. Improve Monica's Miserable Life Whenever Possible was the current prime directive in our circle.
I got up and sat down with my back to them. I harrumphed and looked back at my laptop.
Can I help it that this model of MacBook has a screen that is way too glare-prone and thus highly reflective?
I really did have a spreadsheet up, but I was mostly just paying attention to the fuzzy reflection of Monica taking off her top behind me. I wished I knew a way to record from the built-in webcam without it being obvious.
You are a perv, Clark!
But I kept watching... at least until I realized that I could see Monica staring at me in the reflection! I coughed and bumped the screen. Now I could see Anne and Carol, laying back in the sun. It was a nice view too, of course, if fuzzy. But it did not include Monica. While I respected my neighbor, and hated to embarrass her, new pretty titties are new pretty titties. And Monica's pretty titties were very pretty.
I heard her laugh when I moved the screen.
*
"So my daughter was over at my place last night, after yours," Yancey said, sipping his first beer at the bar.
"Oh? Tell you what she was up to?" I asked. He clearly knew something and was going to torture me with it, so I might as well 'enjoy' the ride...
"Besides sunbathing topless? Not much," Yancey said, a little acerbically.
Really, Mary? You threw in that detail? And that isn't Yancey's headline? And he's not giving me shit about it?
This was... confusing.
"She does say that you are going to fuck the cheerleader I told you to fuck," Yancey said, grinning into his beer.
Ah. He's got an I Told You So moment.
"I have no idea if that is the truth or not," I grumped.
"Were I in your position..."
"Which you are not," I interrupted.
"Which I am certainly not. I lead an orgasmically orgasmic life already. But if I were in your position, I'd be a little more enthusiastic."
"If you were in my position."
"Which I am not."
"Well, I don't know it to be fact that she and I are going to happen. I got treated to a nipple flash, and The Three say this is a Nostradamus-level prediction that she wants me. I am not at all so sure."
"I'd still be enthusiastic at the prospect."
"I... I'm not scared, that's for sure," I snorted reluctantly. "All I know is the entire planet wants me to try. You want me to fuck her. Your wife wants me to fuck her. The hellions want me to fuck her..."
"The hellions?"
"Your daughter, Anne, and Carol."
"Oh. Your current set of mistakes."
"Yancey... Wait... My current set...?" When had he learned about Anne and Carol?
"Wanda and I have gotten very bad with secrets lately."
"Does everyone know everything about my life right now?"
"Probably," Yancey shrugged.
I sighed. "Look. Even my goddamned daughter wants me to fuck that girl. What the hell is going on?"
"But the point is, you are going to nail the cheerleader. Unlike certain other recent escapades, I'm going to need extensive details about that," Yancey said. "I'm a married man, I have to live vicariously through you."
"Fuck you, Yancey," I said with good humor. "I just know that I am going to regret whatever happens."
"Sure about that?"
"Dude, I feel guilty about everything! I feel like a monster for just about every fucking thing that has happened to me since the start of the summer. Look," I said, turning toward him to emphasize my words. "Here's how weird my life is. The only thing I've done in this whole goddamned freakout that I don't feel guilty about is fucking your wife."
The bartender dropped a whole tray of beer glasses. Half of them broke.
Yancey and I realized that he'd been listening in on our conversation. We sniggered.
"You're Catholic, right?" Yancey shrugged. "Go to confession, or whatever."
"Dude, I haven't been in a church in ten years. And I haven't gone to reconciliation for way longer than that!"
"So? You go in. You fess up. You say a few Hail Marys or some shit, and your conscience is clear."
"You are such a protestant," I grumbled.
Father Black is like eighty years old. If I went in there and confessed the prior three months, I'd kill the poor man dead.
The bartender, the one who had dropped the rack of glasses, came over to us with three double shot glasses, filled with what I already knew had to be tequila.
"On me," Butterfingers said, slapping the glasses down. "I have to be able to say I drank with you guys."
I grinned. I raised the glass to Yancey. "To Wanda. That's his wife," I added parenthetically, and slammed back my shot.
"To Rebecca," Yancey replied, grinning. "That's his ex-wife. I fucked her first," he added to the man behind the bar.
Yancey and I were somehow, against the odds, completely at ease with each other. We shouldn't have been, but there we were.
"I don't know about you two guys," the bartender said, slugging his glass back, "but I'm going to need another shot..."
This time, we slammed them back together, after which I heard a cleared throat behind me. I turned to find Monica standing there with a raised eyebrow and a curled lip. Yancey turned around as well. She slapped his shoulder. "Go home," she said, with the voice of Wanda clearly on her lips.
Yancey heard it too, and rose, unsteadily. "And take an Uber," Monica added. "But don't linger."
Yancey looked at her, grinned, and headed out, fingers already on his phone as he went.
Monica slid into Yancey's vacated stool. The bartender looked wide-eyed at Monica.
"Oh, chill out," I admonished. "This isn't his wife or mine. This is Monica. She's going through... a Stain-removal process," I added a little tipsily myself.
Monica eyed me. "What was in those glasses?" she asked the bartender, who was still standing there.
"Jose?" he said, holding the tequila bottle.
"Ugh," Monica said, wrinkling her nose. "Pour me two shots of Patron, would you?"
"I better not," I said quickly.
"They are for me. I need to catch up. I only just left work," Monica snorted. "Bring the lush here a ginger beer," she added.
The bartender pissed off swiftly, but I sensed that the guy would never be out of earshot of me ever again when I was in this place.
"Why didn't you just take his ass home?" I asked.
"Wanda told me to send him home, then keep you company here, thus making myself scarce for an hour at the very least."
"Oh," I said. "Oh!"
"Yeah," Monica snorted. "Exactly. I think Wanda is in the mood to make some noise in the bedroom. Also, last Wednesday, while you guys were here drinking beer, she and I got bombed back at the house. I got all weepy, she got all crazy. It was a thing. You, um, should have been there."
"Whoa! You two okay?"
"Wanda and me? Thick as thieves..." Monica said with a happy smile. "But she and Yancey need some time without a pseudo-daughter in the house."
"Well, I will stay here and nurse my ginger beer and keep you company until they have exhausted themselves," I said. "But anytime you want to clear the decks and keep your ears virginal, you can always walk over and hang at my place."
The bartender heard that, of course, and raised a worshipful eyebrow in my direction.
I rolled my eyes and shook my head. As if.
"What's that look?" Monica asked.
"Nothing," I laughed.
*
The very next night, my doorbell rang about eight o'clock. The primary elections had just finished, and I figured I was safe from get-out-the-vote efforts, so I went to answer the door.
It was Monica.
"Are they going at it again tonight?" I asked with exaggerated casualness as I ushered her in through the door.
"Most nights," Monica snorted. She paused a moment, then shook her head. "But that's not why I'm here. Can we talk?"
"Sure," I said, walking her back to my living room and telling the TV to turn off. "Drink?"
"Please," Monica said nervously.
Okay then. Sounded like a brown liquor kind of evening. I poured us each a finger of aged rum, and sat down facing her.
"What's up, Monica?"
"For the record," Monica said after a first sip, "I'm betting that since I told them I was going to be out for a while, they probably are doing it... maybe on the kitchen table." She smirked affectionately. Whatever was up wasn't that bad, I figured.
I sat back and sipped my own glass patiently.
"Clark... You like this, don't you?" she blurted suddenly. "I mean, I like that we are friends. We can just hang out. We can go to the movies, have dinner or drinks, or hang out in your backyard while the girls all try to mash you and Stephanie together, right?"
I laughed in spite of myself. I was just glad I hadn't been sipping right then.
"It's good to be friends, right?" she asked again, as if needing my agreement. I gave it to her.
"I mean... maybe there might be... something else out there, you know?" Monica went on swiftly. "Something for another day, maybe... in the future, though probably not, right? Something for a better time, when I'm not such a slowly recovering mess?"
I stared at her. I nodded quietly, because she needed me to. And also because, yes, it had occurred to me that I might like, someday, to go to the movies with a Monica, a divorced Monica, who was a lot less fragile than this Monica... in a context other than just two friends who enjoyed the acting stylings of Liam Neeson.



But talking about that seemed unwise and premature.
"But that's for another day, right? And probably best left unexamined for now, right?" Monica said almost fearfully.
"Yes..." I said slowly. Then why are you actually examining these thoughts right now, Monica?
"Good.. So we are on the same page," she said, as if that unsettling exchange had somehow settled her. Then she instantly got nervous again.
"Here's the thing, Clark. I got the call from my lawyer this afternoon. I haven't even told Wanda."
"What call?"
"The judge approved the divorce. As of noon tomorrow, I am a free woman, free and 'unStained'."
"Congratulations," I exclaimed happily. I raised my glass, and she leaned forward with hers, clinking them together with a smile of relief.
Then she sat back and pulled into herself again. "But I have one final regret. An urgent one. And I have only one last chance to rectify it."
I opened my mouth, but she went on quickly.
"The divorce is a good settlement. A fair one. And while that is what I wanted... You have no idea how mad I still am at that bastard, Clark. How much anger still boils around in my insides, letting off steam at random moments, or just cooking me alive inside."
I felt my face grow long as I listened quietly. I was ready for the venting session to end all venting sessions. She needed it. I was here for her.
"The sonofabitch gets no fucking punishment, Clark! None. I... I..." she cut herself almost as soon as she got going.
"Just let it all out, Monica," I reassured her. "Keep venting that steam."
"Oh, piss off, man," she grumbled at me for interrupting her. "I don't need to vent. The problem is, he isn't getting punished for years of douchebag manipulation. For any of the rest of it, either. Aside from one candy-ass slap on the cheek our last evening in the same house, I never even so much as called his mangy ass out, not even once!"
I was not used to this kind of anger from her.
"That is why, irrespective of the valuable and important conversation we had just moments ago when we first sat down, I want to shove all of what we said in a box.That is why I need... I need you, Clark, to fuck every last brain cell out of my body tonight, while I am still that cocksucker's wife."
"What?"
"I said that I want..." Monica stopped because I started laughing. "I wasn't joking," she said in a small, anguished voice.
That cut off my laughter, but not my smile. "I'm sorry, Monica. I was just thinking that it is too bad the thing finalizes tomorrow, instead of waiting until Monday. We could have invited Stain to one last Bridge Night at Yancey and Wanda's..."
"I don't want to be in the same building with that..."
"Because," I said, overriding her, "every single time I fantasized about cuckolding that bastard with you since way back in the spring, I had you laid out spectacularly over their kitchen table, making you come every way I could until he heard and came in to see us fucking with wild abandon, while both of us flipped him off."
Monica stared at me, open-mouthed. Given the variety of vivid thoughts that she had just triggered in me, it was a very good look. "You've been fantasizing about me for a while?" she asked softly. "The first time I even thought about you and me in bed was the evening after I proved I still had what it took to trigger Stephanie's competitiveness!"
I chuckled at that, then I leaned forward and took both her hands in mine.
"Monica, I need you to understand something. I need to be completely honest. My fantasies were mostly about giving The Stain a poke in the eye with a sharp stick. You were just the lovely, obviously pleasurable, fantasy means of doing it."
"Oh, so I'm a sharp stick, am I?"
"The sharpest," I grinned. We stared at each other, smiling... a little hungrily. I took a deep breath. "But..." I said, sobering. She looked at me, clearly expecting me to go where I was going to go, but not sure how I was going to get there, or which way I'd end up facing when I got there. "But, how much have you thought this through? How long?"
"Clark, if you don't want to do..."
"Hold it right there. Right now, in this moment here with you, I really, really want to do this. I mean, come on. In fact, if we don't declare a stop to this very soon, I'm going to start taking off your clothes."
She blushed at that. "I'm... I'm sure. And I'm not."
"You are not helping here."
"Look, I think that I don't want you all tangled up in my mental recovery, okay?" Monica said swiftly. "God knows if I'll even be able to look at you tomorrow, or if you'll be able to look at me!"
Sorry, girl. Once I started really looking at a woman, I apparently did not seem able to stop...
"But Clark, what I absolutely know for certain is that if I don't do this, if I let him get away with everything without a broad gesture to strike back, I'll end up hating him the rest of my life, and that will poison every relationship I have with anyone forever. It might cost you and me any interesting future we might have had. It might cost us even being able to hang out that much ever again. Can you pay that price? I... I can. I need to."
I just looked at her, a half smile on my face. My mind raced inside. Did I love this woman? Did I need or foresee a future with her? Honestly, no. I had only recently begun to really even think of her a good-looking woman in her own right, not just as Stain's unfortunate bride. Taking her top off in my back yard had accelerated that thought process.
But did I need for Monica to be happy? Yes. She was my friend. If I lost her this way, but it helped heal her? Worth it.
I nodded, not happily, but I nodded.
Monica slipped momentarily, then leaned toward me again. "If it helps you decide, I'm offering a truly astounding amount of fellatio tonight as just one part of the deal..."
We both laughed hysterically. I mean literally hysterically. We could barely keep upright in our seats, and could not speak for how our sides kept heaving involuntarily.
Finally, I caught my breath... and reached out to undo the top button on the creamy business blouse she wore. Her laughter also faded, but her breathing remained deep. Her eyes fixed on my fingers and she leaned even closer to me.
She had not taken time to prepare for this. I could tell because no woman who was planning on demanding hot, steamy sex shows up at a guy's house wearing such a... comfortable bra. It was the sort of bra my ex-wife used to wear to the office on any regular workday. It was vaguely flesh-toned, with wide straps, and plain cups that were padded just enough to prevent the visible appearance of any 'tenting' due to the cold A/C of office buildings.
It was still damned exciting to see that bra, as far as I was concerned.
I tugged the last button of the blouse open, pulling her shirttails from the waist of her skirt as I did so, and she swiftly shrugged it off, barely struggling with the cuffs. Then her hands leapt forward to my own shirt from the office. I had ditched the tie in my car in the company parking lot, but had not bothered to put on any other shirt when I got home, to save on laundry.
As her fingers danced along my buttons, we both leaned far enough forward for me to reach around her and work the frankly excessive number of hooks in back of her bra free. I leaned back, pulling the bra with me, and the cups of the bland garment relinquished their anything but bland cargo. The movement pulled her fingers away from the front of my now almost fully unbuttoned shirt, but I was able to drink in the view.
Firm, rounded teardrops, those breasts were going to make generous handfuls for me any moment now. Her nipples were dusky, with small, puffy aureoles surrounding them. They stuck firmly outward an incredible distance. A thick bra would indeed be a necessity if one wanted to conceal these eager signposts.
"Well done, Monica," I breathed, staring.
She laughed. "You saw them already, and you know it."
"Not this close! All I got was a blurry reflection in a laptop screen before you caught me," I grumped. "But yeah, they were amazing then too." I stared a moment longer, then raised my hands, pausing halfway to those breasts. "May I?" I asked almost absently.
Rather than answer, Monica leaned in again, and rather than finish unbuttoning my shirt, she slid her hands into the open front and caressed my own, still defined, if dad-bod soft pecs. Her thumbs rubbed back and forth over my sensitive, perked up nipples.
With a shiver, I took this as a yes, and took those lovely mounds into my hands. My first gentle squeeze had me groaning happily in pleasure as my fingers sank into the firm, heavy, barely yielding flesh. Oh fuck, yes. These were some wonderful tits...
Monica swiftly pushed my shirt off of my shoulders, and down my arms. I had unbuttoned the cuffs and it was fairly easy to free my arms, even though the bottom two buttons were still fastened. I slid off my seat and knelt on one knee before her seat, my face now inches lower than hers. One hand, as it freed itself from the sleeve of my dress shirt snapped out to grasp an eager breast once more, but my other hand snaked up behind Monica's head and through her blonde hair the color of fresh straw.
I smoothly pulled her face down to mine and I kissed her.
I had wanted a tender brush of lips, a gentle initial exploration, expressing a final question of 'Are you sure?'
This was not that kiss. The damned thing had a life of its own and the two of us were trading spit and tongues from the first touch of our lips. My grip on the back of her head went from gentle to relentless. Her arms in turn enveloped me, and pulled me upward and against her in turn.
Stan was an idiot not to have done anything and everything this woman had asked.
Of course, I had apparently not given Rebecca all she wanted during our marriage either, which made me a fool too, I guessed.
But I had never been mean to Rebecca. Never manipulated her. Never denigrated her...
I popped my lips from Monica's and growled, "Fuck you, Stan."
"Stain," she corrected me, while stealing another quick kiss.
"Stain," I agreed. "Fuck you, Stain. Fuck you left, right, up and down. Fuck you with the leafy end of a pineapple."
"Oh, I like that image!" Monica laughed. "Now stand up!"
"Huh?" I asked, already complying. Her hands bent to work at my fly.
"I can't keep sucking your cock here and there all night long, if I don't start now, right?" she laughed in an almost fey manner. My work slacks came free and, along with my boxers, slid down to puddle around my ankles, leaving me in the fairly awkward position of having my shirt still buttoned around my waist.
I concentrated quickly on undoing those last two buttons and tossing the shirt aside. When I returned my attention to Monica, I saw that she had opened her phone and had the video app open!
"Monica!"
"He isn't properly cucked if he doesn't have to watch, is he?" she almost snarled. Then she pasted a brilliant, beautiful smile on her face, with just her face in the picture.
"Hey snookums! I wanted to send you a last message or two while I am still your loving wife." She zoomed swiftly out enough to show that she was topless, her beautiful tits framed perfectly. That seemed to me almost more like a parting gift than a final punishment, but...
Then she leaned over near me, bringing my bare, extremely erect cock into view as well. She rested her cheek on my shaft, nodding slightly to give me the barest of caresses, which still had my member visibly shivering in the video.
"Stain?" she addressed the camera. "After ten years of your sad, meager, chronically floppy dick, I can go out and get as much high-quality cock as I want now. And I am starting with this beauty," she went on, dragging a fingernail slowly up my length. "And this one is special, Stain. Because right now? I'm still your wife. Your little woman. Your toy. Your plaything. And I'm doing this!" With that, she turned and just slid my head down between her lips. She moved the camera in closer until pretty much her mouth and its guest were all that was visible as she began to suck me gloriously in and out.
It was not Academy Award-level cinematography. The picture wobbled side to side, and shook. And it kept going in and out of focus slightly. But the video would serve its purpose of showing a full screen of nothing but my painfully hard, veiny cock sliding in and out of Monica's mouth.
Honestly, she was being cruel. I hated Stain, and thought he deserved the cruelty, but I was wondering just what kind of callous manipulation this douche had inflicted on Monica to garner this level of brutal response from such a sweet woman.
But mostly, I did not care, because holy shit, this was a nice blowjob. Monica's tongue sought out just the right spot with each stroke, her lips slid effortlessly up and down the top half of my cock, and her hand rubbed me up and down in smooth, elegant, gentle precision.
And then, she shifted position and suddenly I felt my cock sinking past the back of her throat. The phone's video recording showed all of me slip into her mouth, her nose nuzzling into my belly in stark, unforgiving video.
Monica gargled on my cock for a few moments, then slid it free with a gasp. "You always liked it when I deep-throated you, didn't you, Stan? Well that there was a lot more work than you ever required, Snookums. This beautiful, purple helmet was just now way deeper in my throat than you could ever reach, no matter how hard I tried. And I tried, Stain. I always did my best. But now it is time for me to take the best, and that ain't you, baby.
Her free hand was jacking me now furiously, her other holding the camera in position to take in every detail and her lips and tongue resumed stimulating my cock beyond endurance. I gasped, grunting in warning that I was about done, about to lose all semblance of restraint.
Monica felt it too, and she hissed, "Watch this, asshole!" With that, she jacked me furiously, and extended her tongue slowly to lick the tiny bundle of ultra-concentrated nerves at my frenulum.
"Oh, Fuck!" I gasped, and creamed a first shot of jizz that coated her extended tongue, and from there up over her upper lip. Monica stroked me even harder, and I just kept pumping out semen across her beautiful face, splashing white on her nose, her cheeks, her eyelids, and her forehead.
Whatever noises I had made during that extended ejaculation, they were replaced by an explosive gasp of utter fulfillment, and I looked down to enjoy the utter mess I had made of her face.
Monica just held her eyes shut in pleasure, licking her upper lip clean of my spume. She smacked her lips, "Delicious!" Then she opened her eyes and smiled into the video, sticky jism dripping over all her lovely face.
"That's right, Stain. I just made him come on my face. Just like I never let you do. Because I just had to feel his manly batter all over my face, it was a need you never managed to make me feel, Snookums. But I felt that need just now, and the results... feel fabulous!" She made a kissy face, a cummy kissy face into the camera, and cut the recording.
She looked up at me dreamily. "That was amazing, Clark. And for the record, I always wanted him to come on my face, but he Just. Never. Earned. It."
She quickly sucked my tip dry, then licked away what cum she could reach with her tongue. She then held out her hand and I grabbed her one of the large pool towels stored nearby. She wiped her face clean of the portion of my ejaculation that she had not caught in her mouth, or licked clean already.
She and I stood there and looked at her phone. A little reluctantly, she scrubbed back and forth through the video she just took. "I've never taken a video of sex before," she told me almost absently.
"I've never so much as gotten out a camera," I replied, somewhat distracted by the images on her screen. Okay, a lot distracted.
"That's what I meant," she agreed. Then she sighed and pressed the Send as Email Attachment button.
"Now?" I almost yelped.
"Now," she said firmly. "I want him to have as much time as possible to enjoy life as a cuckold before the divorce processes." I found that I was perfectly fine with this little vindictive streak I was seeing in Monica. She'd earned it the hard way.
SUBJECT: Divorce Stuff
Stan,
Hey. Just a quick video I want you to watch. Let's call it my thoughts on where we go from here...
[CRM001.mp4]
Monica
With a whoosh, the email was sent. Monica looked at me, and in a flash was in my arms, planting an enormous, happy kiss on my lips. She still tasted a bit like, well, me, but that was fine. She was more than fine. Our tongues fenced again, and my hands ran down her smooth back to the worsted wool trousers covering her supple ass. What an amazing handful.
"These pants have to go," I said around her tongue.
"Zips in back," was all she said in reply.
Yes, indeed the trousers did, and I tugged the invisible zipper down. As the slacks went loose, I pushed them down. We both kicked our feet free of our pants and shoes in a tangled mess. Again, she had not dressed for this kind of occasion, and she now wore only a beige, utilitarian pair of panties, loose-fitting, with just a light elastic at the waist. Yeah, those had to go too, despite how weirdly sexy they were. Despite the fact that Monica said she had been considering something like this to strike back at Stan, there could no more compelling evidence than those granny panties that this was also a spontaneous act...
I released her, and asked, "Stand back. I want to look at you." She smiled, and we separated, standing far enough apart to fully take in each other's naked form. Monica's straw-blonde hair pooled around her firm, bare shoulders. Her body was a mass of supple, mature, restrained curves, arching out spectacularly in all the best spots, while still curving inward a bit, right wherever that was needed. Her pubic hair was naturally sparse, giving me a peek at the inviting crease it grew around.
I paused. She had sent the video. Stan was well and truly cucked, wasn't he? If we were to stop... right then... could we dial back whatever giant pothole this might be putting in our friendship, in any potential future someday?
"There is no way now to put this genie back in its bottle, is there?"Monica said, echoing my thoughts. "Can't just say, 'Well, that was fun'?"
"I regret nothing," I said firmly.
"Me either," she laughed. "I guess that means we need to do it some more!" I laughed with her, but she soon stopped, staring down at my erection, which had never abated much, but which was now hardening fully once more. "Yeah, I'm going to need you to fuck me with that. Right now."
"Well, maybe not instantly," I murmured, taking a step back toward her and thinking of how I wanted to put my face between those curvaceous thighs first.
"Instantly," she insisted. "Now." She paused, and looked toward my kitchen. "Wasn't your fantasy laying me out on the kitchen table and just driving into me?" she asked with flush on her face.
"Well, it was Wanda and Yancey's kitchen table, actually," I chuckled.
Monica looked at me with a quick grin. "Yeah? Well, I do not have the patience to get dressed and walk over there and throw them out of their own kitchen while they are probably still eating dinner, just so we can screw between the place settings." She started walking toward my kitchen. I of course followed.
Her ass was so fucking enticing as she walked. I'd seen it in a bathing suit. I'd seen it in a bikini, but this was just... electrifying. Every instinct I had wanted me to bend her forward over the table when we reached it and do her like that. But I wanted to look in her eyes when I first entered her...



Her phone, which she still held, beeped. She stoped dead and looked at it, then at me. "Looks like Stan has already gotten it," she said. After a long pause, she slid the phone open and read the email reply.
BITCH!
Monica just made a little fist pump with her free hand. "You have no idea how satisfying this feels," she told me.
"I don't know," I replied. "I feel pretty God-damned satisfied myself, so I can at least imagine how much more so it is for you."
Suddenly, I grabbed her from behind, wrapping my arms around her lithesome body, cupping her breasts and pressing my cock against her ass. Monica just stood there, responding as I feverishly groped and ground against her. "Fuck. Table. Now," she ground out between clenched teeth.
I loosened my grip on her and she stepped forward, spinning to lean back against the boring, utilitarian breakfast table. I had never wanted to spend the money for a more elegant-looking piece of furniture, and I was extremely glad of that now. This table was built to last, and I could put aside any worries that it was not going to survive...
My cock pointed directly toward paradise.
"Maybe we should have gone for the bedroom," I grumbled. "I'm afraid I don't keep condoms in here ready for use, you know, in the drawer with the soy sauce and ketchup packets."
Monica snorted, but shook her head. "The Pill, Clark. The Pill."
"The Stain didn't want to be burdened with rug rats, huh?"
She shook her head, a look of sadness crossed her face. "No," she said, almost sheepishly. "One of the genuinely sweetest things about him was that he really, really wanted children. Despite how thoroughly he manipulated me in most things, something never let me agree that it was time." She slapped the table. "And thank God I'm smarter than I look. If we'd had a child, I would never have had the guts to run away."
I just reached out silently, and caressed her cheek.
"But," she said, momentary regrets fleeing her face, "it means that we don't have to tape a bunch of soy sauce packets around this lovely cock, right?"
I flowed forward against her, lifting up onto the edge of the table. My cock nestled firmly against the fur between her legs and I found it to be dripping in anticipation. I worked my hips and felt my tip sink deeper. A sudden burst of hot sensation, and I realized I had penetrated within. We locked eyes and she stared at me intently, silently. There was still some serious anger in those eyes, and I was damned glad that it wasn't directed at me. It would be interesting to have angry sex when the anger wasn't pointed at me, or vice versa.
The only angry sex I'd ever had had been with Rebecca, and it had sadly become a larger and larger portion of our sexual repertoire in the later years of our marriage, until even it had petered out. I had never found it to be the wildly hot or exciting thing that it has the reputation of being.
But with that anger directed elsewhere...?
I pressed slowly inward, inch by inch, cock afire with heat and wet and pressure.
"Yeeessss," Monica hissed. "Fucking yessssss." Then with a start, she grabbed again at her phone where she had dropped it nearby.
"Another video?" I asked, surprised, but interested now. My porn debut was already behind me.
"FaceTime," she replied, opening the phone.
"What? Wait..." I said in objection. But my hips had already begun to thrust, albeit slowly, in and out of her.
"He needs this," she said grimly. She held up the phone deliberately so that my face was out of frame. I did a lot of FaceTime and other video conferencing, and I could tell that her tits were probably just in frame. I pumped a little harder, so they would bounce a little...
The douchebag answered on the second ring.
"You bitch!"
"Hi Stan!"
"So you went out and sucked some guys cock. Who was he?"
Monica just laughed. "It was a lot of work, Stan. That was a lot of cock."
"You bitch!" Stain spluttered. "And now you've sent his pathetic ass packing so you can lie there naked and taunt me?"
"Well... he is sort of packing," Monica said with almost scary evil in her voice. Then I watched as she tilted the phone downward, bringing my thrusting cock into the frame. I increased my pace, bringing a hand in to delicately strum her clit a little. Gonna do porn? Might as well be a star.
"Oh, yeah. Keep that up," Monica moaned genuinely. I did, and she squirmed happily.
"You bitch!" Stan wailed.
"Is that the only word you know, Stain?" Monica sneered, pointing the phone down so all he could see was my thrusting member.
"Whore! You cunt! You... You... You fucking strumpet!" Stan sputtered.
"Ha!" Monica laughed, and I chortled along with her. "Strumpet? I didn't think you even knew that word, Stain!"
"Stain?"
"Yes! Stain! As in what I'm scrubbing away right now. You. From inside me."
"Bitch!" Stan fell back on his tried and true. I sensed it was something he'd been calling her a lot in the weeks before she finally left him. In his defense, habits die hard. "What the fuck do you think you are doing?" he almost pled.
"Having fun? Making sure you know, deep down in your core forever after, that you just weren't man enough? You choose."
"You bitch," he ranted. "Who is that? Who does he fucking think he is?" Monica just laughed merrily. "It's that fuck Yancey isn't it?" Stan fumed on. "He's fucking you, isn't he? He's building quite the harem in that house. I'm going to..."
I yanked the phone from Monica's hand and turned it toward my face. "Hiya, Stain! How's it drooping?" I said with a smile and a wave. I did not stop fucking his wife, however.
"C... Clark?" he said, taken aback. I got the impression that he was shocked his male tormentor would show his face. I was a little shocked at that too, but I didn't want him assuming it was Yancey boning his wife. Also, and I was not at all sure how to take this, he seemed shocked that I had it in me... to put it in Monica. His face hardened. "How long have you been fucking her? She left me for... you?"
Yeah, I was really not taking his attitude well. I wanted to invite him to a dance, but I realized that Monica had the right idea. "Nope, buddy!" I replied cheerfully, letting the phone drift down to take in my cock continuing to drive into Monica. "First time, right now. We thought you should know... in the moment if you will."
"Where... are... you?" he ground out, glaring at me. I'd be an idiot to tell him. And he was such an idiot that he thought we'd never do this in my own house. I was kind of an idiot to have even given him the chance to figure out we were...
Monica moaned deeply, then looked up at me with a grin. "I'm not getting laid too loudly here for you two, am I?" she asked, sounding acerbic. I turned the phone back towards her. "I'll bet I look a mess, don't I, Stain?" she gasped. "Clark's got me hotter and sweatier than you ever did!"
I shifted my efforts and she gasped instantly and involuntarily. "Oh fuck, Clark! What did you just do? Don't stop!"
Unfortunately, what I had done was lift up on the balls of my feet to change the angle, and now I was committed to staying on them, which was not exactly comfortable or easy. And since I was committed to the role of Sex God Who Is Cuckolding Stan, I could not exactly beg off...
On the plus side, I realized that I was about to make Monica come. With Stan watching. I could have gone up on pointe if I'd had to, to make that happen. Plus, this felt goddamned amazing.
Monica snatched the phone back, which was nice, as I could now brace myself up with both hands. "Oh Stan, why couldn't you have been half this fucking good?" Monica groaned, staring into the phone. "Oh!" she interrupted herself, letting her head loll back against the table for a moment. "Oh wow, Clark. I swear, I'm going to come already! Holy... Ahhhh!" She slammed the phone down against the table as I felt her whole body convulse against my intrusions. She screamed happily, then lifted her head and the phone and tried to look at Stan once more, but I kept on stroking into her and she started moaning again! I heard Stan growling incoherently.
Monica caught her breath. "Like that, Stain? Like how he made me... Oh shit!" This latest wave of release was more gentle, or more expected. Whichever it was, she was able to keep the phone trained on her face... on her O-face, as she came again. I didn't know exactly how Stan was taking all this, but I was about to explode myself.
"I'm going to come, Monica," I groaned, a lot louder than I ordinarily might. "You are so hot, I'm gonna come so hard!" I was pumping now feverishly, and had moved past worrying about how to stay on my toes.
"Don't come in me," Monica implored. "Pull out, so Stain can see your big dick spray all over me!"
Wow. Monica was a pent-up sex freak! That was unbelievably hot, even though I'd never been one for extreme dirty talk. Also, I do not, in fact have a terribly big dick, and all her words about how it was had me very pleased.
Dirty talk? She was serious. She reached out with her free hand and fumbled toward our groins. With supreme effort, I pulled out. She grabbed at my sopping cock and started stroking. She hadn't even needed to, I was so close. I garbled my words as I roared, spurting several streams arching out and down onto Monica's smooth belly and lustrous tits. The release was... transcendent for me. My body froze for seconds, then I slumped in exhaustion, staring down at the lines of sticky jizz across Monica's body.
Holding the camera just so, she wiped up a big blob from her right breast and slowly stuck it in her mouth, staring into the camera. Stan just choked.
Monica pulled her finger free from her mouth and looked into the phone with a look of pure malice mixed with a tiny spark of genuine affection. "Goodbye, Snookums. I hope you enjoy the single life," she said sweetly, and cut the connection.
We both collapsed into gales of laughter. I had to prop myself up against the table.
"Oh wow, that was awful," Monica giggled. "I had no idea I had any of that shit in me."
"Like I did?" I replied. "I was freaking out at myself, and at you, the whole time!" I snorted.
Monica looked up at me with sudden doubt. "That was so mean. Did I go too far?"
"Speaking as the King of Guilt, I say no. But I do think he's had enough, don't you?"
"Yes, I think so. More to the point, I certainly have had enough of that kind of phone sex! It was all I could do to keep the phone from shaking in my hand toward the end there."
"I got news for you, Monica, your hand was shaking hard. Aside from everything else, we probably gave Stan motion sickness." We laughed again. I sobered. "You needed this, but it has almost certainly not been the healthiest way for you to begin single life. That said, while we are still here..."
Monica looked at my expression and giggled yet again. "I know, Clark," she said reassuringly. "That was way fucked up. And it will almost certainly fuck up our relationship for a good long time. But while we are still here this evening, all naked and stuff... Well, I did promise copious fellatio, and I've only had that cock in my mouth once so far. I'd rather not leave for a good long while! Thank you."
----------------
We are getting into the home stretch here. Act Three is the longest of the series. They will be released as I finish editing them, so stay tuned!
As always, I appreciate your kind support in the form of votes, favorites, and most especially, your comments! Let me hear what you are thinking as this goes along!
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Guilty Pleasures - Ten
------------------
Monica and I had moved to my bedroom a while ago, and I now had her lying face down over a pile of pillows and cushions on my bed, my face between her thighs, my hands massaging the cheeks of her ass as I stroked her clit with my tongue. Her exhausted body writhed against my face and I heard her yelling into the mattress, "I can't believe that you arrrrrreeeee... Fuck!" She spasmed joyfully, but exhaustedly, and for once, I let her off swiftly.
Her body lay there limply, and I dragged myself to the side to collapse beside her. She turned her face slightly to the side, so one eye could glare at me. "Uncle," she moaned. "I'm sorry, but I am done, Clark."
"Well thank God," I heaved a sigh. "I ran out of energy an hour ago, and have been running on fumes. You are insatiable, woman!"
"I'm insatiable?" She demanded. A hand groped for yet another pillow, but she lacked the energy or strength to hit me with it.
"Wine?" I asked, suddenly desperately thirsty. Booze isn't the best for severe thirst, but I also needed fortification.
"God, yes!"
We dragged ourselves out of bed and sat down back in the kitchen, at my now desperately in need of cleaning kitchen table. I had pulled on some boxers, and Monica was looking fetching but exhausted in my bathrobe. We clinked glasses.
"Thank you, Clark. And I'm sorry," Monica said, taking a sip.
"Sorry?"
"You called it. I called it. To be clear, this was the best night of sex In. My. Life. But it is going to be a helluva long time before I can imagine being in the same room with you alone without hearing Stan's voice whining, 'You bitch'."
"You needed closure more than you need me," I shrugged. "And for what it is worth, I'm going to have the same hallucination every time I check you out for a long time to come. Expect me to try to keep my eyes mostly to myself."
"You can keep them off me. I hardly expect that you will be keeping them off of others!" Monica scoffed.
I smiled sheepishly. "Yeah? Well, you let your eyes wander too, little lady. You need some fun, non-angry, non-complex sex in your life for a while."
"Oh, I should slut it up for a bit, huh?"
"Who deserves it more?" I said. "But I wouldn't call it slutting. Just enjoy yourself. And Wanda and Yancey will be happy to get you out of the house more!" I added wickedly.
"They got their alone time in tonight for sure, didn't they?" Monica snorted, checking her watch. We had been going at it, with or without Stan's watching, for almost four hours. "I'm going to get dressed."
"I am going to watch," I declared.
"I thought that was going to be too traumatizing?"
"Stan's in my head tonight, regardless. I might as well get some more staring in at your gorgeous bod while I still can."
"It's not like we won't still see each other all the time, Clark. Just maybe not movie nights together for a while? I still plan on being here this weekend with your daughter's crowd. In my bikini, unless I buy a new one. I'm sure that you can think of some other young women to stare at instead of me!" She winked as she slid into her bra.
"A new bikini? You want to torture me?"
"I enjoyed doing that before, why not still? And I need to keep Stephanie on her toes. But who says you are the only one among all the guys who will be there whose interest I might be wanting to attract?"
I stared at her. She smirked back.
*
The next night was Bridge Night at the Franklin's again. Stan was not invited...
For the first time, Wanda tried to pair me up with Monica. We both separately begged off.
Monica had not shared our escapades of the night before with Wanda! Interesting. Nice to see someone had some discretion. Ahhh, what could have been.
Peter and I teamed up as usual, and I played worse than he did, as usual.
"So, are you going to make a move on that cheerleader this weekend, or not?" Yancey demanded later.
Peter, who was standing with us, perked up at this. "Cheerleader?"
I rolled my eyes at Yancey. "Please."
"Like a real cheerleader? For the Panthers or Hornets or something?" Peter pushed.
I could not help but give him the tiniest of smug smiles. "Something like that. But no, Yancey, I'm not. What the hell am I supposed to do? 'Hey Stephanie, let's go inside, I have some circuit boards I'd like to show you', and leave everyone else out there staring at our departure?"
"If she'd go in with you... YES," Yancey snorted. Peter just continued to look eagerly puzzled.
"Those kids would have my beer fridge picked clean in two minutes if I left them alone," I said loftily.
"Oh, well, as long as you have a serious reason," Yancey said.
Monica got paired with the repressed Hanna, whose husband had missed his flight home from Denver. She had Hannah laughing more hysterically than Peter had that earlier get-together, and way more often. I smiled that they both were happy. Especially Hannah. I twas totally cool to hear her break down her own walls. I still didn't flirt with either of them. I saved that for Wanda. And Ursula and Janet, just for the Hell of it. Even Ursula was kind of into it this time. Had they incorporated my horseplay into their own enjoyment?
My ego needed no more inflation...
*
Saturday morning, I got a call from Becca. "I'm bringing the crew over Sunday this week, Daddy-O."
"An actual heads-up? To what do I owe this honor?"
"Not too many weekends left this summer. I don't want to screw any up. Sorry, I should always have been doing this."
"Eh. Would have killed the spontaneity back in the beginning," I shrugged uselessly, given this was a phone call. "But now that things are fairly institutionalized, I hope you keep letting me know in advance. And why Sunday, not Saturday? Does it really matter?"
"Stephanie is busy Saturday."
"Becca..."
"Oh relax, Dad, and roll with it. This is one floor show I am totally enjoying."
I hung up the phone and beat my forehead on my kitchen counter.
*
Damn me if I didn't buy brats that afternoon, to go along with my already stocked hamburgers and hot dogs. I wanted to ensure these last few pool hangs of the summer were good ones.
And Stephanie had just happened to have been very happy with them back in June when I'd bought them the last time...
Becca and the hellions arrived first, as per usual, with another girl and three boys, one of which I knew currently had Carol's interest big time. Let her dad, back in Asheville, worry about this boy. Not my circus, not my monkey. I mean, I had an interest in the monkey, but...
Speaking of monkeys, the next ring of the door brought John back to my house. That was... a surprise. Most engineers who came for an audience with me never showed at my house again. Ah yes, he was here because of My monkey... "Come in, John! Did you get in touch with Jane Scanlon?"
"Yes, sir! Thank you, sir," John said happily. "She's asked me to come in and meet Mr., um, Quincy? But he was on vacation this week, so I have an appointment for next Wednesday. Thank you so much for the introduction."
Good. Jane had liked this kid too. And Quince had gotten the Take Your Goddamned Vacation memo as well.
"Well, come on in. Grab a beer if you like," I instructed. I was just heading back to my seat and some work in the sun when Monica came around the side of the house, waved at me from across the yard, and beelined for my daughter's core group.
She had, in fact, bought a new bikini. It was hardly that revealing, but it was... attention grabbing. The colors and the cut set off her hair, her skin... and her body beautifully.
Then I realized, as she sat down with Carol, Mary, and Anne, that all three of them had new bikinis as well.
Yep, there was going to be a floor show.
I got to work as quickly as I could. I did not anticipate a productive afternoon.
Sure enough, Stephanie arrived and confirmed that there would be damn all work done that day. She also had gone shopping. She had on a new, bright green suit that practically screamed, 'Yeah, bikinis are all that, but try looking this hot in a fucking one-piece, ye hapless mortals.' The backside was halfway to a thong, the crotch was practically demure, but above that it was nothing but two long straps that went up over her breasts and up to wrap around the back of her neck. A spaghetti strap connected them, front and back, just below her breasts, keeping the straps where they needed to be and effectively producing some small, largely unnecessary in Stephanie's case, support. The effect was cleavage down to below her navel and just a hint of some enchanting sideboob. All with the bottom half of her ass hanging out.
She bided her time and didn't immediately come over to torture me... which was kind of torture too.
What do you know, I actually had time to figure out some of the power loss problem.
Shocked to find that I had managed to accomplish something, I looked up for Becca, to see if I needed to glower at John. I liked the kid, but he had some stones sniffing around my daughter if he wanted to work for me.
There was no John to glower at. Becca was happily chatting with Stephanie and another girl. I started scanning. The hellions were playing corn hole with some guys.
When I spied John... he was in the pool leaning back against the far edge, facing my way... with Monica beside him. She was talking intently to him. Holy shit, she just bushed her breast with her fingers! That... arrested his attention.
You go girl. But... um, what about Becca?
"Heya, Howie!"
Stephanie had swooped in at last. I had really wanted a good look at her new suit.
"Hello, Stephanie," I said mildly, with a simple smile. "That is a new swimsuit, I see."
"Yep! Got it off an Instagram ad. I'm a marketing victim," she chirped. I was a marketing victor... "Do you like it?" She went on, accompanying her question with a slow pirouette, allowing me to appreciate every marvelous angle up close.
I pursed my lips, paused, and said, "I think it suits you quite well, Stephanie." She actually smirked at that, and plopped down beside me.
"I'm thirsty, Howie. This heat has gotten out of control," she said. "What flavor are you going to offer me today?"
I pretended to consider. "Lemon?" I asked, already leaning over toward the fridge, but still looking at her as my face got closer to her.
She pouted prettily. She did everything prettily, of course, but she could really pout. I knew that she hated the lemon.
"How about Mango?" I asked, already hauling one out.
"Oooh, goody!"
I rolled my eyes as I cracked the can open for her. She let her fingers trail over mine as she took the can from my offering hand. Touching me was a new thing... I may have trembled just a tad.
She took a long sip, then wiped her lips delicately with those long fingertips. "Thanks, Howie," she said quietly, and bounced away. The receding view was exceptional in that suit.
Less than a minute later, here came Monica. "Hey Clark!"
"So you are first to provoke Stephanie today? Do you four set up some kind of rotation each week?" I asked with a smile. "Just so you know, that is one helluva bikini you bought there."
"Thank you," she said sincerely. "But who says I'm over here to provoke Stephanie? I'm over here to provoke John."
My eyes widened a bit at that. "Um... John? Really?"
Monica folded herself into the chair beside me easily. "Really. He is a sweet kid. Has a sense of humor. He's a bit of a dish, in a nerdy way. But he's almost too respectful for my own good. So I am over here." She placed one hand on my thigh as she bent to reach into my beer fridge, producing a Michelob Ultra from within.
She leaned toward me with a broad smile. "To provoke him a little, I am over here to flirt with you," she said, sliding her hand softly free of my knee. "You may enjoy the experience," she added, hunching forward to make sure I had a good view of her cleavage.
I grinned, indeed enjoying the experience. "Um, just so I make sure I do my due diligence... Becca...?"
Monica nodded. "I checked on that. Explicitly. They had a nice time talking last week, but no real sparks. Her being your daughter might have had something to do with them fizzling, once he figured that out." She smiled almost excitedly. "But Becca told me that she caught him looking at me a couple of times even before he learned she was your daughter!"
"Please don't damage him. You could either kill an inexperienced man... or break a kid's heart."
"I'll be careful on the latter," Monica said seriously. "As for the former, if we get there, he's going to have to watch out for himself!"
"You are having fun with this."
"I'm having fun with a lot of things for the first time in a while, Clark. But yes, this especially. Now I am going to go, because you can bet your ass I've been making sure Stephanie has seen us talking like this, too!"
I winked broadly at her.
Stephanie's return visit minutes later was more than pleasant. Touching me, innocently of course, was now a part of her visits.
Unexpectedly, Becca plopped down to talk to me for a while, bringing the subterranean festivities to a halt for a bit. She had daddy-daughter stuff to work out regarding the upcoming school year--logistics, class selection and the like. I happily spent almost twenty minutes swerving back and forth between proud and annoyed as hell with her. My daughter is fairly awesome, thank you. Which is why she is so fucking annoying when she doesn't listen to me... But all respites must come to an end. That's why they are respites.
Becca of course did not trigger the Stephanie Effect, but shortly Anne, who had joined Monica and John for a bit, rose from the pool and dripped her elegant way over toward me. I noticed that Monica also got out and headed into my house.
My eyes narrowed. What was my friend up to? I looked at John, who was chilling, by himself now, looking casual. He wasn't going to go into my house too, was he?
It became very difficult to keep track of him though, once Anne plopped down next to me for a visit. Her new bikini was... the most environmentally responsible of the bunch? As in, there really were precious few polyesters slaughters for their hides to make that 'garment'.
"Are you enjoying all our new suits, Clark?" Anne asked, tugging fairly obviously at what little there was to her top.
"I am, Anne," I said simply. "I can only imagine what it would be like to take that one off of you," I added softly.
That got her. Her eyes widened, and she flushed. She looked at me hard. I was not following the script. "I could take you inside right now," she said. "But..."
"But Becca would kill you," I snorted.
"Nah, I think she'd be chill about it," Anne said dismissively.
What?
"But you'd feel all guilty afterward," she said grumpily. "And Carol and Mary probably would kill me in a jealous rage." She looked around the back yard. "And Stephanie would definitely get curious about where we went. She might walk in on us..."
Good lord. That would be...
"Now that might be interesting," Anne said evilly, watching my eyes. "Maybe she'd want to join in?"
Oh fuck.
"Ha! Gotcha," Anne cackled softly, so no-one but she and I could hear. "I got that lovely cock to twitch, there under your trunks. I saw it!" She seemed so damned satisfied with herself...
"I am going to make love to you again someday, Clark," she said casually in a low voice as she idly scanned the backyard. Her gaze was casual, but the way she was leaning toward me was hardly that. Her pose was not so much provocative as designed to provoke. "I know this isn't the right time, but someday, maybe even years from now, we are going to get together again, right?"
I gulped. I did not think I was expected to answer that. From the beginning, Anne had always been the dangerous one.
She looked back at me with a suddenly cherubic smile. "Unless you marry Stephanie or something before I get the chance!"
Jesus.
I looked around. John was still in the pool. And Monica came back out of the house. Seems my fevered imagination had made a simple bathroom break into a whole thing...
"We all went and bought these suits together, you know. We went to the mall on Tuesday," said a suddenly childish again Anne.
"All four of you?"
"All five. Monica came too."
"I understood that. Five?"
"Your daughter, Becca?"
"Oh! I knew something was bothering me," I said. I looked over at Becca. Yep. That was what was bothering me... Gonna need to make sure my Shovel, Shotgun, Alibi shirt was ready for wear.
"Monica hated every suit we tried to get her to try. It wasn't until she started asking Becca about that John dude, the way a girl does when she'd like to poach a guy, that we realized what she wanted in the way of a suit. We'd been going more and more modest in our suggestions... she wanted that."
"How about that," I said. I watched Monica saunter back from inside, and Anne turned to look too.
My friend did not go back to John. Instead, she stopped to chat, and laugh, with another boy, one who I was pretty sure had gone out with Anne at least once or twice.
"Is she trying to piss off me, or John?" Anne wondered, once again far too goddamned wise for her age.
"I'm not sure," I mused. "If that conversation is aimed at John, she is not trying to piss him off, exactly..."
"I'd have thought she might be trying to goad you, but you two are so darned chill, no matter how hard we pushed that button," Anne said casually, as if hoping for me to answer distractedly.
Fat Chance. I'm an experienced dad, and an experienced manager.
"Grown ups can be just friends," I said mildly.
"Huh. Who'd have thunk it," Anne said, not quite ready to take her eyes off of the whole Monica with Anne's ex thing going on. "Let my know when you grow up."
"Why, I oughta..." I growled.
Anne laughed and popped to her feet with a giggle--all the unwonted maturity vanishing.
"Go mark your territory back," I said, indicating the boy Monica had just parted ways with. And I smacked Anne on the... back of her thigh as she left me. I did not spank her ass. Really. I did not. It was close, but I absolutely did not.
All right. I missed.
Monica headed back to the pool and John was already moving toward her before she even set foot in the water.
It's not like I blamed him.
So the girls had indeed been trying to hook me up with Monica for a while. Becca was probably not only in on it, but the ringleader. I was glad that there were still complexities to adult relationships they didn't understand yet. And details that they hadn't heard.
"Hiya Howie!"
"Hello, Stephanie," I sighed. I really was having fun watching Monica's antics, but it wasn't like she was going to hold my attention at the moment, not with Stephanie here to... do whatever she was about to do.
"Does this taste right to you?" she demanded, thrusting the can of White Claw toward me.
I curled up an eyebrow and took a sip. Handing it back to her, I said slowly. "Hmmmm. Tastes like cheap potato distillate, chemical seltzer, and mango flavoring courtesy of International Flavors and Fragrances. Seems perfect."
Stephanie shrugged, and took a long, deep slug. Her lips cradled the edge of the can gently, and her throat flexed as she drank. Seltzer dribbled from the corner of her mouth and dripped down onto her chest. "Oops!" she said, as the liquid struck her bare cleavage. She wiped it away... theatrically.



She shrugged. "I guess it does taste fine. It's just not the Black Cherry."
"I'll try to make sure to get more of that," I said drily.
"Thanks, Howie. You're the bomb," she said, patting my cheek softly as she rose. A pat that ended with a long stroke down the side of my throat. My eyes were riveted to her half-bare backside as she sauntered away. When she turned suddenly back and caught me staring, I just smiled and kept staring wordlessly. She smiled too.
This was fun.
And then it was Mary's turn. Carol seemed uninterested in me that afternoon. I surmised she felt no need to make her young man jealous.
Mary bounced down onto the chaise next to me, which made a few other things bounce in her new bikini. It was white and vaguely sixties-esque. The bottom was cut low, but sort of had to be, since the broad waistband was so low itself. The top was a halter, with a sweeping, circular, almost keyhole neckline. Honestly, it looked pretty much like a PowerGirl cosplay bikini. I hadn't read a comic book in a decade, but PowerGirl is... forever.
Maybe I should find a comic book store... Did PowerGirl still have her own book?
"Before you ask," I said, "your new bikini is killer."
"Thank you, Mister Howard," she cooed. "I'm glad you like it. You are, after all, a core part of the audience I bought it for."
"A part of it?" I said, pretending hurt to mask a tiny bit of real indignation.
"Well, Stephanie needs her motivation." I barked a laugh at that. "And there are guys I can actually have that I want to show it to."
I barked another short laugh at that. "And has Yancey seen it?"
"Yes," Mary said, momentarily deflated. "He wasn't supposed to, but I was showing it to Mom, and I didn't know he was home yet."
"On you?" I asked.
"Yes."
"Poor bastard."
"Like you aren't flipping out about what Becca is wearing," Mary scoffed, pushing me lightly with her hand. Give the girl credit. She stayed on task.
I looked over at my daughter and considered. Then I picked up my phone, zoomed in and took a single picture of my daughter.
"Mister Howard!" Mary exclaimed.
I lifted an eyebrow at her, and texted the photo to my ex-wife. "I'll let Rebecca handle Becca's wardrobe," I said simply. Honestly, the suit was no more or less than what any of the others were wearing, I just wanted Rebecca to have to see what I was putting up with... She needed to make herself useful. "Meanwhile, I will just sit here and appreciate you in your suit, proving the point I'm sure Yancey immediately made."
"Nah, he's pretty chill about you lately," Mary waved it off. "He's sort of decided that whatever you are, you are kind of safe in the final analysis. He's much more worried about college boys and 'their general lack of restraint'."
I didn't know whether to be pleased or insulted. I decided to choose insulted.
"Dad mostly just ranted on about this suit's 'Boob Window'," Mary said, rising and leaning over right in my face, her finger pointing to what she was talking about. You know... in case I couldn't tell. "And talking about some superhero called PowerGirl. Is she Iron Man's girlfriend or something?"
"No. She's not. She'd crumple up Iron Man in his suit like an empty tin can," I said. "But she's in the DC world, not Marvel."
"The lame movies?" Mary said, disappointed that her super heroine look was not one of the 'cool kids'. Yancey and I were going to have to have a talk about how he raised this girl...
"She's not lame," I said, suddenly passionately invested in PowerGirl again like I was back in my college days. Then I relaxed. "But regardless, that suit looks amazing on you. Go endanger yourself with uncontrollable college boys and let me do some work."
She bounced away. The back of the suit was almost disappointingly modest, or as disappointing as it could be while cradling Mary's ass.
If you missed my point, I really liked that suit. I was a little disturbed that Yancey didn't mind her wearing it in front of me, though. Had he foolishly decided to trust my good behavior with his little girl? I sure as fuck did not trust my behavior around Mary. Or, yeesh, had he just decided that whatever else, I just would never hurt her?
Fuck. That just made staring at that sweet cleavage all the more guilt-inducing.
I shrugged. I definitely had learned to live with guilt, so I stared some more at Mary in that PowerGirl bikini. I loved her red hair, but I wondered if she'd consider putting on a short blonde wig...?
My distant view of Mary was suddenly blocked by a much more closeup view of Stephanie, who had returned, right on Pavlovian schedule. She had to realize what was happening, right?
She was standing over me casually, holding a plastic cup full of the pretzels I had put out for nibblements, eating one. Damn, the girl could even make eating snack food look sexy, the way her fingers trailed into her mouth as she lifted each pretzel. I was momentarily mesmerized.
Then I shook my head to clear it. "Don't fill up on pretzels before I fire up the grille," I said in mild reproof, like every parent ever.
"Oh, I'll save room for a burger, Howie," Stephanie replied easily, popping another pretzel very slowly between her wide lips.
"Well, I will have plenty, along with the hotdogs... oh, and I picked up some brats this week, too."
"Oooh," she perked up. "Same brand you had earlier this summer? Those were the bomb."
"Well, lucky for you that I happened to see them in the store this week, I guess." I considered how to make sure that Stephanie sat with me to eat her bratwurst...
John walked by us on his way to the bathroom and waved to us both. "Hey Mr. Howard. Hey Stephanie," he said friendlily as he passed. I watched him go, but Stephanie ignored him.
"You and John not getting along?" I asked mildly. This girl was hot, and I could tell she had depths I had not initially appreciated, but she still came off a callous at times.
"John?" she asked distractedly. She looked over her shoulder as he disappeared inside the house. "No, he's a sweetie. I mean, I don't know him that well, but he's nice. Why?"
I let it drop.
Stephanie slid to the seat beside me and apparently decided to stay for a bit. I found us having a fairly normal conversation, which was yet another new thing. While it was not Stephanie Touching Me Somewhere exciting, I still found I liked this new thing.
About a minute into the conversation, though, I suddenly had trouble tracking it. Monica had slid to her feet and was wandering into the house. My house. From which John had not returned. She did not look my way.
Really?
Did they want some privacy? Did they want a lot of privacy? Was Monica going to do something like suck that boy's dick in my house?
It truly sucked that she chose that moment to put such an idea in my head, because I was otherwise actually enjoying talking to Stephanie. Then to top off the difficulties, my watch thumped. It was time to fire up the grille and get started on some real food for the assemblage.
Usually, I would draft someone among Becca and the hellions, to go in and do some prep work in the kitchen while I revved things up out back, but that seemed like a bad idea today. What if John and Monica were making noise? I would not want them, um, busted.
I would just do my own prep today. The things you do for friends...
"I'm going to get moving, Stephanie," I said, wrapping up our surprisingly uncharged chat. "I need to ask Becca about who eats what this week and then do some prep work inside."
"Sure! I'll help," she said cheerily.
Swell. Of all the people to have come inside right then...
Then she looked around the yard at all the kids for an instant. "Let's see, there are only three vegetarians here today, but George Kalkoffen also has eaten the eggplant the last few weeks, so maybe count on four herbivores," she said.
"You pay that much attention to how what everybody eats?" I asked, a little incredulously.
She just shrugged and followed me inside.
We made short work of the prep. Stephanie was considerate enough not to distract me while I was cutting things with the knife, but then she more than made up for all her good behavior when I asked her to grab the hamburger patties from the freezer. I have a chest freezer in the laundry room next to the kitchen. She went in and I had a direct line of sight as she leaned down excessively far into the chest, leaving me with a painfully delightful view of her barely half-covered backside pulled taut as she leaned in. And then, when she straightened up at last with the frozen burgers (they had been right on top), she had a frosty look. Her nipples had gotten quite visibly hard through the thin fabric of her suit.
So Stephanie had tiny but incredibly pointy nipples... Good to know.
And right when Stephanie was rooting around in the freezer, I had heard a noise. It was quiet and isolated, but I recognized it. I recognized it because I'd made Monica make that same noise a few days previously, multiple times.
Damn, girl.
I had to lean against the kitchen table and send Stephanie out back ahead of me while I 'grabbed a few things,' or I'd have walked out in front of everybody pitching a helluva tent. Things calmed down and I was about to finally go out, but then I heard That Noise again! At last, I decided to just wear the joke apron that Becca had gotten me for Christmas that read 'Dad Knows Best! (but no one listens...)'. It took any tenting worries off the board.
I owned another apron that read, 'Guns don't kill people. Dads with pretty daughters kill people.' But if Becca had seen me wearing that in front of boys her age, I'd be the one in the body bag
I went out and got to cooking. Stephanie helped me get going, then she flitted off for some other conversation.
Monica came out of the house a little later, followed some minutes after that by John. John looked wobbly. Monica looked cool as a cucumber as she dove into the pool.
When I saw her appear, my eyes scanned over to my daughter and The Trinity, expecting some scandalized looks toward Monica and then John. But they were just looking back and forth between me and Stephanie. How clueless could they be?
Oh.
Stephanie and I had also gone into the house together, and been in there a while. I had unwittingly given Monica a smoke screen. When my friend pulled herself out of the pool after her (coincidentally cleansing) dip, she did so rather spectacularly. But I noted that while I was enjoying it, she was aiming most of her projection outward, toward the rest of the people, the rest of the young men, in and around the pool.
She sauntered over to my daughter's clique and they all started talking conspiratorially. From the looks on their faces, it was about me. I could so easily imagine the conversation, I practically heard them...
'Stephanie and Mister H were in the house alone for quite a while there, did you notice?'
'They were in there together? Wow. I did not notice. That's a major escalation, maybe?'
I started handing out the first round of hot dogs and burgers. Uncharacteristically, Anne and Carol came over for the initial round. They usually let the 'lesser beings' help themselves first. But they wanted to probe.
"So we have been replaced as sous chef by the new model, Mister H?" Carol asked archly as they grabbed burgers.
"I think we've been cast off as old news," Anne added to Carol.
"She was hanging around, keeping me from working," I said heavily, as if annoyed with Stephanie. "So I put her to work so she'll learn not to do that again."
My excuse was greeted by rolling eyes and skeptical stares.
"Seriously, you two," I said, relaxing a little. "Nothing happened. Who is going to go into the house to get jiggy with it in the middle of one of these things?" I knew who had, but I wanted to see if they actually had noticed.
Instead, the two of them looked uncomfortably at each other with eyes that wanted to shield me from knowledge. Knowledge from the past.
"Who has been fucking in my house?" I growled.
"Language!" they both giggled.
"There have been kids horsing around in my house?" I corrected myself, partly because I needed to, and partly because I was unwilling to let this question go.
"Neither of us," Anne said firmly. Then she looked at Carol for confirmation. "Right?"
"Definitely not me either," said Carol swiftly. "And before you ask, not Mary or Becca either," she added hastily.
That these two knew about at least...
"Great," I grumbled. "Now I have to watch both the beer fridge and the back door of my house."
"Relax, Clark," Anne said firmly. Now I was being counseled by a twenty year-old. "It's not like anyone has gone and gotten laid in there or anything." Oh yeah? "Just some heavy breathing in the downstairs bathroom or yo..."
"Or my what?"
"Your office?" Carol said sheepishly.
I started envisioning the cleaning job I had ahead of myself after work the next day.
"Beat it, before you tell me anything else hideous," I growled.
The next round brought Monica and John over, not quite 'together', but more 'at the same time'. I was completely bland as I served up two hotdogs for Monica and a burger for John.
"Hey Monica," I said as I tonged her dogs into buns, "Braves v Nationals Tuesday at 7:05. Wanna meet at BW3?"
"Braves lost today, did you see? That makes them two games back. That's a big game," Monica observed. "You got it. I owe you a couple of beers, anyway."
"Cheers," I said.
The two turned to go eat, and I called out, "Oh, hey! Monica? Hang on a second."
She smoothly turned to John and said simply, "Save me a seat over there, would you?"
John looked like he would gladly construct her a new seat, a new house, and a private yacht if she so asked, but went off to procure two of my chairs in lieu thereof.
"Sup?" Monica asked me.
"Which sheets do I need to change?" I asked, with a smile in my voice but none on my face for anyone else to see.
"Guest bedroom," Monica said only a hair sheepishly. "Sorry."
"I distinctly remember thinking, 'Go girl,' earlier this afternoon," I said, actually smiling outwardly now.
"Okay, I owe you several beers," she said. We winked at each other and she started to piff off after John. She paused. "Don't worry, I'll move on before his heart gets too brittle."
Honestly, I was pretty impressed a kid John's age was still able to walk upright. I had memories of Monica that made me tired just reviewing them...
I remained happy that she was having a good time, but I did worry a little. I had waited six years after my divorce before I started fucking every college kid in sight. And, I thought chauvinistically, I was a guy.
But maybe I should have taken a page from her book and gone nuts much earlier.
Stephanie was among the last kids to come over, looking to be fed. "You aren't out of the brats, are you Howie?" she asked.
"I have defended the last two with my life, M'lady," I said, indicating the back of the grill where the tube steaks were being kept warm. The brats had been popular.
"Thank you! But I only need one," Stephanie said, subtly gesturing to her slender form.
"Of course," I said. "But I had to save one to eat with you."
She indeed ate her brat with me. I found myself feeling sorry for the vast majority of human beings who would never get the chance to watch Stephanie Wilkes devour a bratwurst, especially once she caught me quite openly watching her do so.
*
"What kind of shit base-running was that?" Monica demanded. It was the bottom of the third and already we were about finished with this fucking game.
"The kind that happens when they change to rules to encourage taking the extra base, and everyone has been spending years learning to grow roots on their cleats," I bitched in harmony.
We drank our beers petulantly as a first and second, one out situation changed almost instantly to a commercial break between innings.
The bartender was at the other end of the bar.
"And for the record, those sheets were barely foul," I said, bringing up the elephant in the room. "You better have enjoyed it."
Monica refused to look squarely at me, though I caught her pupils turning my way in the corners of her eyes. "As a matter of fact, I did."
"Twice," I said with a smirk.
Now she did look at me. "You heard?"
"I was in the kitchen with Stephanie, prepping the cookout while you two were defiling my guest room."
"Oh shit! She heard?"
"I don't think so," I said, grabbing a chicken wing with sauce number two of the evening. "She was too busy sticking her whole upper body in my freezer to wake up her pokies to hear anything."
"Nice?"
"Stellar."
"That girl had it bad for you, Clark," she observed.
I sighed. "She is enthralled with teasing me. I let my hopes get up for more for a while there, but I just don't see it happening."
"Horndog."
"You fucked a college undergraduate in my tastefully appointed guest bedroom two days ago. You don't get to throw around that moniker," I said a little more nastily than was necessary, to be honest. "Going to do it again?"
"No. Not that it wouldn't be fun," Monica said. "I have a date with someone else Thursday."
"A grown-up this time?" I asked hopefully.
Monica just looked at me with a grin.
"It's really not the best idea," I said warningly, as I took another deep slug of beer.
"First off, you are not one to talk, Co-ed Whisperer," Monica said with a significant amount of grounds for complaint. "Second, I just escaped a ten year marriage to the world's most boring sex maniac. I am going to sow some oats."
"What? The worlds most boring sex maniac?"
"Look, I was brutal to Stan when we were punishing him. After long and careful consideration, I almost but not quite regret how nasty I was. In fairness, he was always very attentive. And he was always extremely good at what little he did. He just did the same thing over and over, and would hear no suggestion for anything else."
"Very attentive and extremely good are characteristics seldom found in divorce complaints," I said, feeling rotten. I had in no way been the former, but had barely been the latter toward the end of my marriage.
"They are when the bastard made me feel like disgusting shit for every fantasy I had, whether I told him about them or not, which I almost never did."
"Ouch. What a tool," I mused.
"Exactly," Monica replied. "Oh for crying out loud, ump! That's a strike!"
*
Wanda and I were standing in the back yard of another neighbor's home, having a glass and some conversation. Yancey was arguing about politics with Peter, and I had escaped. The second time playing Cards Against Humanity had produced further mixed reviews. I was among the fans. Hannah, her husband, and another couple had fled between rounds.
"Our girl had a date last night," Wanda noted idly.
"Did she now? Good," I said, not mentioning that I had known it was going to happen.
"I sort of wondered if you and she might..." my friend probed.
"Not likely," I snorted. At least Monica's and my information security remained intact. "I am mentoring her through this period of awfulness that is a recent divorce. You would not understand," I added loftily.
"You're a saint among men," Monica said. "I'm just saying, I'm pretty sure she thinks you are hot."
"And I am fully aware that she is smoking," I snorted. Honesty can conceal so, so very much. "But I know what a mess she is, and I'm not going there." I fully knew, in principal and in specifics, what a mess she was.
"She wouldn't give me the slightest detail about the guy, either," Monica went on curiously. "I'm betting on a co-worker."
"I am pretty sure it is one of Becca and Mary's classmates," I said into my beer.
"Fuck off!" said Wanda in shock.



"Oh yeah."
"You are a bad influence."
"Don't I know it," I sighed.
*
Again, Becca brought her gang on Sunday. Again, things went according to script. Stephanie teased me, the girls goaded her, she responded. Monica did not, to my knowledge bone any more college boys in my house. It did not mean she didn't introduce herself to a few more. I wondered if any would make the cut. At least I didn't have to change any more sheets.
It was a great afternoon. My daughter had a great time. I got a small amount of work done, and needed the apron that I had ready more than once. But there was nothing new or exceptional about anything.
As usual, I got minimal help with cleanup at the end of the afternoon. Fortunately, the kids were pretty good about keeping things clean as they went, so I had a fairly easy time policing things up after the last kids left about seven o'clock.
I swept soda cans up, tossed a few stray paper plates, and emptied the coolers. I only had to toss three uneaten burgers and a few more hot dogs than that. They had been hungry on the whole.
I went over by the far side of the pool to pick up a bag of trash that someone else had collected before leaving. Really? You collect a bunch of trash, then don't put it in the cans?
Kids.
I froze.
There, sitting on the ground behind the stack of pool noodles was a big, three-foot diameter hat. The gorgeous fucking work of art that Stephanie had been rocking most of the afternoon. It was stark white, with a three inch black rim around the outside of the brim. She had looked ethereal in it, and had received compliments non-stop from everyone except me. I'd said it looked all right.
And there it was, lying there lonely in the grass.
The chances that she had unintentionally forgotten this new, expensive, extremely showy and well-received hat were slim and none, and Slim got shot last week...
As if on cue, I heard the doorbell ring. Slim was buried on Boot Hill.
I'll admit it. My dick twitched at the mere sound of my doorbell.
Maybe? This was one of the oldest tricks in the book.
I opened the door.
There was Stephanie, standing there, new swimsuit nowhere to be seen, instead sporting a sky blue sundress with spaghetti straps and an elastic pleated bodice that hugged her wonderful bust gently.
She smiled in less than her usual brash fashion and said quietly, "Hi, Mister Howard. Sorry to be back so soon, but... Did someone find my hat? It was really big, and..."
"I know the hat, Stephanie," I interrupted. "For the record, it really is gorgeous. I'm sure no one took it, so it is probably still here. Want to come in and help me look for it?" I stepped back invitingly. She had intentionally left the hat so she'd have this excuse to come back for it. Of course she wanted to come in and look for it.
"Thanks!" she said, perking up immediately, like someone whose plan is coming together. She swept in the door past me, letting the swirling folds of her dress brush against my legs as she entered. I was still wearing just my trunks, since I had not finished cleaning. I had ditched the apron, unfortunately. At least the trunks were baggy.
"Nobody stayed to help you clean up?" she asked casually. "I should have."
"Not a problem. I usually send any volunteers home," I replied walking just behind her through the house. "You guys are always very neat to begin with, and you mostly clean up after yourselves as you go."
We stepped back out into the yard, and Stephanie looked around, as if she hadn't spent hours each week back here. "Your back yard is the bomb, Howie," she smiled. I was back to Howie.
"It is not so big. It shouldn't be hard to find your hat. If I remember, astronauts should be able to pick it out from space."
She favored me with a dazzling smile for such a lame joke.
I intentionally started looking in the wrong place, and rather than strike out on her own, Stephanie stayed close with me, looking around. I was glad to extend the process, since I was spending much more time examining Stephanie's form than searching for a hat which I already knew the location of. The dress covered about a billion times more of her body than her bathing suit had earlier. In that suit, she was just a total sex bomb. Now, in this light, simple dress you could see that not only was she sexy, she was genuinely beautiful as well.
I was very, very nervous. I figured I knew where this was going, but wasn't sure. And I very much wanted it to go There. But I was not sure. Nor was I sure, if it did go, how far There would be. How far should There be...?
I worked my way around the far side of the pool. The pump enclosure was low, and heavily landscaped around. I paused to 'check the area'. Stephanie looked intently around as well, now placing her hand on my bare shoulder to brace herself to peer into the hedge. Not seeing what was obviously not there, she straightened, letting her hand slide off my shoulder by way of caressing most of the way down my back.
Yeah, good thing for the baggy trunks.
"Oh my goodness! There it is!" Stephanie exclaimed, and dashed over to where the hat lay between two of the cheaper sun loungers I had. They used to be Rebecca's and my primary furniture, but shortly before our divorce, we had bought new stuff, and shifted these old chairs out to the far side. Purchases like that had been moving the deck chairs around on the Titanic of our marriage...
She moved around beyond the chairs and knelt to extract the hat. I'm sure the view of her torso bending forward to grab the hat was totally incidental. She favored me with a brilliant smile.
"Wow, I am so glad. Dad bought me this on a business trip to Miami. I'd have had to come up with a whopper of an excuse to have lost it."
"Yes," I agreed, smiling as she bounced back to me and gave my arms a squeeze. "Telling your dad that you left it behind at some old dude's house might not be the best story."
"You are lots of things, Howie, but old ain't among them," she said reassuringly. She put it on her head and damn, it looked amazing with the light dress.
"Thanks," I snorted. "Can I offer you another White Claw while you are here? I was just going to have another beer."
"I need to say no," Stephanie said, "but I'm going to say yes... to celebrate!"
"Of course," I smiled. "I think I have more flavors inside in the kitchen fridge, along with better quality beer for me," I said, turning toward the house. She flowed into step right beside me. I could almost feel her hip swaying against mine as we walked. Almost. Not quite.
It would be easy to let my arm wrap around her waist. It would be just companionable, right?
And I did want to fuck this girl. Right?
Right. I absolutely did.
But whatever level my ethics, to the extent they still existed, had fallen to, I wasn't going to make a move on her. I wasn't that guy. She was still 25 years younger than me.
There were fewer White Claws in my inside fridge that I had thought. (That required some investigation...) But there was a Black Cherry. And a decent spring lager for me.
"Awww, my favorite, Howie!" Stephanie giggled. She opened the black cherry herself somehow, and tilted her head back for a long pull. Her sleek throat bent back openly before me. I wanted to lean in and just... bite it.
I smiled and took a sip of my beer.
Stephanie lowered her chin and then wiped her lips with her finger tips. And she smiled at me.
"All's well that ends well, right?" I said mildly. I wanted to say lots of other things. But I didn't.
Stephanie looked at me for a long moment. Then she heaved a tired sigh.
"Oh, Howie. You are going to make me do this, aren't you?"
"What? I'm... I'm not going..." I stuttered, very confused. What did she think I was?
She crossed her arms under her chest, pressing the lovely mounds upward. It was a sight that was quite distracting at a moment when I was trying to decipher her words.
"Of course you wouldn't make me do anything, Howie," she snorted. "In addition to being handsome, and sweet, and funny, and so damned considerate to everybody, you are utterly, totally, annoyingly a gentleman! You think I'm hot. Hotter than a lot of people think I am. I see you watching me. You are totally, gratifyingly appreciative, but you somehow manage not to be at all creepy about it!" She looked like she was going to stamp her foot, but stopped herself. "I put myself within your reach over and over again, but you won't so much as accidentally touch me, much less cop a damned feel."
She put her hands on her hips and stared at me almost irritably. "I started flirting with you because, well, I flirt with most handsome guys. It's fun. But you've been making it so very fun. The way you look at me, hungry but satisfied with what I'm doing..." She smiled for a second, puckishly. "It's even been fun goading a bunch of other girls into flirting with you."
"You were goading them?" I asked with a neutral smile.
"Sure! Don't tell me that you haven't noticed the way, every time I come over to chat, one of them feels like she has to come over afterward and give you some attention too?"
"I... I hadn't thought of it that way, but maybe you are right..." I said noncommittally.
"You're welcome," Stephanie said, openly flirtatious again. "You've got some fans in your daughter's best friends."
I thought of how she knew everybody's dietary choices, despite barely seeming to know half of the kids who came over. This was a very observant young woman.
Then she softly laid the palm of her hand on the center of my chest. "And you've got a fan in me," she added softly. Her hand trembled as it rested on my chest.
"You have a fan in me, too, Stephanie," I said, unable to not sound a little enthusiastic. I would not, must not, push this girl.
"Thank you. But what I want, for right now, is a fan in me," she said, leaning in close to me. "May I kiss you, Howie?"
"Please," was all I could say, in a throaty, husky voice.
Leaving her hand in the center of my chest, she pressed her body against mine, the soft curves of her breasts mashing against me to either side of her hand. Her other hand snaked up and around the back of my head as I leaned down toward her upturned, radiant face. My hands involuntarily came to rest gently upon her waist, feeling the light fabric of her dress moving over her slender but obviously powerful core as our lips met.
It was a gentle kiss to start, just a brushing of lips, an exploration, a feeling out. But as her body molded itself tighter against mine, I let my lips part, and she instantly found the gap with her tongue hungrily. I may have groaned a little bit at that, which only encouraged her more.
A promising situation had just morphed into a certainty. Was I really going to do this with yet another young woman my daughter's age? The way I had worded the question in my mind was answer in and of itself.
And this gorgeous armful was different. She was not one of Becca's close friends. I did not have a long relationship with her of a near-fatherly nature. I felt none of the panic I had with any of the hellions. But I still felt guilty... a little. A co-ed like this should be dating jocks or geniuses at her school, not making it a summer-long project to hook up with broken down old middle managers like me.
I was going to take what was being offered, though. Yes, indeed.
Our tongues were now fully enmeshed, her fingers rippled through my hair, and I felt her hand against my chest slip lower, bit by bit.
I slid my own hands on the tops of her waist down and back around to cup her ass. What a tight, petite, shivering set of cheeks. Better, through the fabric of her dress, I could easily tell that she had omitted any underwear when she ditched her bikini for the dress. Now she was the one murmuring appreciatively.
How far was this going to go? The phrase, '...what I want, for right now, is a fan in me,' seemed to hold a lot of promise. What held even more promise was the way her hand between us slid even further down and hooked its fingers into the front waistband of my trunks. I never actually go into the pool on hangout afternoons, so I don't usually bother with the drawstring. The elastic is always enough to keep them up when I'm just walking around.
Stephanie tugged the front outward, then worked my trunks down with just the one hand, jumping just the tiniest bit as it brushed against the eager hard-on she was releasing. She pushed the trunks down until they started sliding on their own, and returned her hand to my waist to lightly stroke that freed erection. It was only for a moment, before she stroked my ass lightly in turn, then raised the hand up to clasp the back of my head along with her first.
I squeezed my knees together and let the trunks drop to my ankles. As I stepped out of them, I began to bunch up the fabric of her dress under my hands on her backside. With each flex of my fingers, the back hem of the sundress rose a few inches. With my face still plastered eagerly against Stephanie's I could not see it, but my mind gave a vivid picture of the fabric slowly retreating upward, showing more and more of those tight, richly tanned thighs until the curve of that butt came into my mental view.
My fingertips, after the latest gather, stroked smooth flesh, and the knuckles of my grasping hands rested on bare ass, meaning my vision had come true. I squeezed the bunched up fabric over into a single hand, so the freed one could stroke, squeeze, and explore that bare, perfect bum. Stephanie flexed her glutes for me and murmured a soft, "Oh, yeah..." around my probing tongue.
In a flash, her hands released my head and slid to her own shoulders. She flipped the narrow straps off her shoulders and worked the elastic bodice down. She leaned back to allowed that to happen freely. It cost me the kiss, but gave me a great view downward as those dreamy tits emerged into view. They were full, firm, and had the most arresting tanlines, with dark swathes along the outer edges of each breast, and creamy pale triangles of skin centered on fantastic nipples.
They were indeed tiny, as I had learned from the freezer incident, and were again hard as pebbles. They, and the small, oblong aureoles that extended but a little around those small nipples, were a most striking rosy pink. In that brief flash she had granted me, my mind had only enough time to register greatness. Now I could catalogue the details. The dress slumped down to her waist, and I realized that only my hands on her ass were keeping it up. I released my grip gently, allowing the garment to cascade off her body, down her legs, to puddle on the floor around her ankles.
We were both naked as the day we were born.
I felt like a homunculus, what with my desperately kept in shape dad-bod, standing there in front of this vision of feminine perfection.
She looked around the room eagerly, and her eyes fell on my kitchen table. The same one I'd fucked Monica on quite recently. Looked like that sturdy table was going to turn out to have been a great investment.
But as she took a single step toward it, I flashed back to the angry fantasies I'd entertained about Stephanie, back in the spring before the eventful cruise. How I had really not liked her at the time. I didn't want those nasty images crossing my brain when I was actually with this special girl. Instead, I swept her up in my arms. She whooped in surprise. I turned and carried her out of the kitchen and toward my bedroom.
As she spied my large king-sized bed through the open door as we approached, she essayed one last flirt. "Why Howie! Your bedroom? What do you intend to do with me?"
I paused and smiled at her. "I apologize. I should not presume. Should I put you down?" I let my smile become challenging.
"If you don't carry me in there right now, I'll hit you," she growled happily.
"Well, I wouldn't want that..."
I carefully swept her through the doorway, remembering a time, early after we had bought this house, that I had carried Rebecca through this door on a playful evening... and banged her head on the frame. I made sure that Stephanie's noggin was unharmed.
I stepped to the side of the bed, then dropped her playfully the foot or so down to the comforter atop the mattress. She whooped again as she bounced on the bed. She popped up instantly, spinning to sit on the side and her hands snaked out to softly grasp my cock. I bent to kiss her again, and I reached out and cupped those breasts. They filled my hands firmly and I massaged softly, reveling at the touch of her fingers as they explored my cock.
Then I bent further, taking first one insanely hard, tiny nipple between my lips, then the other. My tongue flicked over those lovely protuberances as I kept massaging the curves they rested atop.
"Stand back up, Howie, so I can..." Stephanie breathed gruffly.
"No, no, no. No, no. No," I interrupted her. "Not yet, please."
Instead, I started kissing my way down her flat, strong stomach, kneeling as I went lower. I lavished my tongue around and deep into her slightly off-center navel. I remembered thinking early on after meeting her that the minor imperfection of its placement slightly to the left of center made the rest of her look just more amazing.
"Oh wow..." Stephanie breathed. She spread her legs slightly in anticipation.
Good girl.
Kneeling back fully on the floor now, between those spread legs, I let my eyes run down from her already flushed face, over those killer tits, and down to a completely shaven pussy, framed by perfect, outstretched legs and already visibly glistening sex. So of course, I dove in swiftly to kiss the inside of one knee.
She trembled as I began, as slowly as I could, to kiss my way up the inside of her leg. Stephanie trembled a lot, I observed. As I worked my lips up her inner thigh, the fingers of my off hand also traced their way up the opposite beautiful side, moving just slightly further ahead. As my face neared the destination, and I began to breathe in her heady aroma, my fingertips reached her slit. I just let the back of my index finger stroke up and down along her opening, an opening that felt like the entrance to a damp furnace.
With my face nestling in the soft crook of her leg and abdomen, I licked the skin there softly. I rolled my caressing finger over and oh so gently tugged at the opposite side of her opening, parting the lips just a hair. I turned my head and rested my tongue gently along that gap. The sound I got from Stephanie was truly gratifying. I worked my tongue up and down, and brought a second finger into play to spread her further apart for my tasting pleasure. I pressed deep into her, feeling her warm surroundings envelop my tongue.
Of course she tasted marvelous. How could it have been otherwise?
I let myself linger with my tongue in her depths, writhing inside her and making her moan. But at last, I drew it loose and slid upward, questing for her clit. It was there, and an explosive hiss from Stephanie expressed her appreciation for my finally getting my mangy ass around to attending to it.
I didn't lash at it. Instead I merely let my tongue slip slowly around its smallish contours, enjoying how firm it, like her nipples, became with arousal. Meanwhile, I let my two spreading fingers press together and delve inside her themselves, sliding with some difficulty into her tight confines. I stroked them in and out of her softly. I kept the pads of my fingers facing the front of her cavity, and when her body writhed in fresh reaction, I knew I had found exactly the right spot in her exact right spot. I pressed gently, and hummed around her bump.
It didn't take long.
Stephanie began repeating, "Oh shit," over and over again, in varying registers, and at varying speed and volume, but generally getting faster and louder as I kept humming. I quickened the pace of my massage inside her and after a moment, flicked her bud with my tongue rapidly. The last, profanity-laden groan from her trailed off slowly as her body tensed one last time and collapsed back onto my bed. The tension left her legs as well. I wanted to drive her over the edge once more, but she was just so erotically relaxed, I simply rose to stare down at her in appreciation of her magnificence.



Her head rolled from side to side, and she cooed softly. "That was... wowie, Howie," she giggled. He eyes focused a bit more and she added in a less drunk voice, "Seriously. Wow. You know your shit."
Well. That was a gratifying review.
She reached out and tugged my hand toward her. "Now get up here with me so I can suck that cock, please," she said with a sexy little grunt as she rolled over onto her side and sat up.
"I don't feel like I should refuse that request," I said, letting her pull me onto the bed.
"You better not!"
She pushed me up to lie back against the pillows at the head of the bed. I did not keep the huge pile of them that my ex had always insisted on, but there were enough to prop me up and get a good view down at what Stephanie intended to do. I found I really wanted to watch this.
She circled me on all fours to the more open side of the bed and curled up like a cat by my hip. Her hand caressed my cock softly, not lifting it from where it lay along my abdomen. Then she bent over and, staring intently down at it, she slowly started to lick my dick all over, still not lifting the shaft from its repose.
It was a cute trick, and I liked it... very much. But...
"Good gravy that is hot, Stephanie," I groaned happily. "But the shaft is a terrible tease. Please, more around the head?"
She responded by grinning at me, saying, "But I like to tease," and licking the base of my shaft.
I just moaned. She giggled, and proceeded to take direction very well. Very well.
She lifted my cock upward and slid her lips around it. She sucked gently, then began to bob. And then she bobbed faster. And faster. It felt crazy good, but come on.
"Stephanie," I pled. "Slow down. That feels amazing, but give me a chance to enjoy the amazing shit you are doing to me. Give yourself time to enjoy what you are doing to my mind."
She slowed accommodatingly, and shot a quick glance at me to see if this was what I meant. It very much was. I rolled my eyes for her and groaned, "Oh wow! Now, this is fantastic."
I was back to coaching my way through a blowjob. I needed to develop a curriculum.
Except that a set curriculum would have made no sense--each girl had some great instincts, they had just needed the right nudge at different points.
At the moment, I had no notes to give. Everything was tingling. I rolled my head back and slapped the mattress spasmodically. "That's it, Stephanie! That's it. I'm... you're going to make me come. Oh heck yesssssss..."
She popped off my cock quickly, and with a lascivious grin, she chirped, "Well we can't have that, can we?" It was is if she thought she was sounding reasonable.
"Why not?" I asked desperately.
"I'm not done with you yet, Howie. Not by a long shot," she said, gently. "I hope you aren't done with me. We don't want you rolling over and going sleep."
I laughed merrily. "I thought young men were full of stamina. Has every guy you've been with conked out with the first pop?"
Stephanie looked at me, nonplussed. "Only twice. But, I flirt Howie. I don't fuck... that much," she said defensively. I looked at her. This was a girl that could get laid all day, every day.
I pulled her up to me and kissed her as powerfully as I could. "Please know, my current standard is three minimum, before problems start to creep in. With you? I'll go forever." I kissed her again.
She kissed me back, seeming a little surprised I was kissing her in the middle of... "So what you are saying," she grinned, "is, go back to sucking your cock?"
"Um, please?"
"And I suppose you want to come in my mouth too," she challenged, still stroking my cock gently.
"Again, please?" I wheedled. "But I'm happy any way you like. In your mouth, on your face, over your tits. I'll even be satisfied with you letting me finish on my own chest."
She laughed at me, and took me back into her mouth. "Eye geth ool aff do thee," she said merrily.
Did I just beg a girl to let me come in her mouth? Jesus.
I was certainly going to come somewhere, and soon. I tried mightily to control myself, but it was too much. "Just a moment more," I groaned, wanting to make sure to give her plenty of time.
She slipped me from her mouth and leaned her chest forward, pressing my tip against the smooth firmness of her breast while still jacking my base. "So you want to paint my breasts, Howie?" Stephanie asked with coo in her voice.
I nodded fervently, feeling my insides tense up.
"Too bad," she said merrily and instantly took my tip back into her lips. As I slid back inside her mouth, I lost it. My hips bucked and I pressed into her face. "Ungh," I moaned as I felt myself pumping gloriously into her mouth. She took it with style and grace, but without experience, and her face looked angelic as she tried and failed to swallow all I delivered in my overwrought ecstasy.
I was actually fairly woozy for a moment after I finished, and sank back into my pile of pillows with a sigh. I let my eyes close for a moment and I faked a snore.
She hit me.
I deserved that.
I also grabbed her and pulled her hard against me, partly in self-defense, partly because I was so blissful I wanted to pull her right inside me.
I accidentally tickled her as I pulled her against me, and she squealed in response. So I then tickled her intentionally. She squirmed around in my embrace, trying to escape, but I held her. She did roll away from me, and we calmed down, with me holding her from behind as a big spoon. She snuggled back against me, pressing my still pretty hard cock between those supple, magnificent cheeks.
We snuggled like that, wordlessly for an endless moment or two, before I began to nuzzle the nape of her neck, and let a hand steal round her to grasp a resting breast. She simply murmured in my arms... until I started teasing the nipple of the breast I held. Then she perked up and giggled, wiggling her ass back against my cock.
"Dammit, Howie," she said grumpily. "You are living up to my fantasies."
"One, thank you," I said, not removing my face from the crook of her neck. "And two, why does this irritate you?"
"Because now I'm going to be here a while," she said, a smile replacing the frown in her voice. She pressed her ass even more firmly back against my cock, which was hard as hell again and finding it a cold and lonely world, even resting along the crack of her ass as it was.
"Lift your leg," I requested, nibbling her ear.
I expected her to tilt up her knee, giving me enough room to slide my cock down and in between her legs. But no. She just lifted the whole leg straight up in the air, like half a split. It made her ass flex marvelously against me. "How's that?" she asked, smugly.
"Breathtaking," I said, releasing her breast and briefly stroking up along that slender gam. But I dropped my hand back down swiftly and grasped my cock. I shifted slightly lower on the bed and guided it against the heat of her delicious pussy, exposed wide by her leg, which remained effortlessly lifted.
She moaned as I let the tip rub against her slit, and so did I.
"Do you need... do you want me to grab a condom?" I asked, letting my tip wiggle against her.
"Please, no," Stephanie gasped. She rocked her hips against me. "I'm well covered. Just put that in me, please."
I like to fulfill requests.
I draped my top leg over her still flat one, and pressed my head against her pussy. I felt her lips part easily for me, but delving deep was a challenge, both from our erotic but difficult position, and due to how incredibly tight her depths were.
"Unnnngh," Stephanie groaned as I sank into her slowly. "Deeper..."
I chuckled, pausing. "You need to be careful with that word, Stephanie. What if you say it to a guy who has already gone as far as he can go?" Then I pushed hard to demonstrate that I could certainly delve deeper, myself. She chuckled and gasped simultaneously.
Slowly, I started to pump. Spooning was an incredibly intimate and comfortable position to fuck this girl, but going still deeper would need another position. I still kept going for a bit, never fast, just a slow, comfortable screw, letting us both revel in the bonding. Slowly, she let her raised leg sink back down, wrapping slightly around the leg I had between hers. I pumped softly on.
"Shall we shift around?" I asked in her ear, giving the lobe a lick. She seemed... not restless, but eager.
"Mmmmhmm..." Stephanie agreed languidly.
I tried rolling back onto my back, pulling her impaled form over to lie on her back atop me. I really couldn't thrust at all like this, and she realized it. She pushed her arms back behind her to either side of me and pressed her torso upward. She bent her legs for some purchase, and began to effortlessly rock her hips in long strokes. Her tight insides clung fantastically to my cock, neither wanting to let it slide outward, nor return inside. I groaned and flopped my head backward. And she kept up the rocking. It shouldn't have looked easy, but again--core strength for days on this girl.
I lifted my hands around her and grabbed both breasts, squeezing them gently but hungrily. Stephanie just grunted encouragement as she rocked.
Utterly fantastic as this was, she paused suddenly, then slid completely free. "Wha?" I asked in confusion.
"That feels fucking amazing," Stephanie said, flipping herself over and straddling me once again, "but I need to see your face, Howie." She looked down at me, grabbed my cock gently, and pressed it home inside her again.
Now I was looking up at her gorgeous face, wide mouth grinning almost feverishly as she started to fuck me again. Her breasts wobbled as she rose and fell, and I once again started to play with them. Then I just put my hands on her hips instead, guiding her pace. Those tits just looked so incredible as they swayed, dangling beneath her, I wanted to do nothing to hide their fascinating movement.
After a lovely bit, I lifted my hips firmly up off the mattress, arching my back. Then I gripped her hips harder to hold her in place, and started thrusting upward into her, hard. Now, instead of swaying, those boobs bounced with each impact of my cock slamming home.
The sensation of driving into her was amazing, but it was nothing compared to the visual feast of her sweating, undulating body above me, mewling like a breathless, hungry kitten.
It was a great way to fuck, but it was not going to last long. Not because I was about to come, but because I got breathless pretty fast myself. Unlike Stephanie, I am not, nor ever was, a finely tuned college athlete.
Fortunately, she was ready to come, I saw, and that gave me a second wind. "Christ... you look... amazing, Stephanie," I gasped, pumping upward as swift and strong as I could maintain. I was highly motivated.
"Fuck. Meeeeee," was all she could squeal in reply. In a moment, she slammed her hips downward, pinning mine to the bed and screamed happily. She just kept moaning as she corkscrewed her hips around my cock, which was being treated to an amazing series of muscular spasms around it.
I held her there as she came, but as soon as she started to weaken, I grabbed her ribs, pulled her down against me, and rolled her over with me now on top. She cooed and relaxed utterly beneath me, then yelped a surprised, happy yelp as I resumed thrusting. I was tired, but this was a lot easier to manage, especially since I was taking my own pleasure now, and not working so feverishly to make her body bounce so amazingly as before.
Her tits still bounced around intoxicatingly beneath me anyway.
Stephanie grabbed my ass lightly and tried to lift her legs to wrap around me, but she seemed just too relaxed to summon the strength, and let them flow back to the bed. "Oh, fuck Howie! You are better than my fantasies," she sighed.
That was so good for my ego that for the second time, I refrained from cautioning her about her language.
I had not felt too close before myself, but the sensation of her titanic orgasm around me, my new, more relaxed position, her fevered compliment, and the way she was now begging me, "Harder, please! Harder!" all had me suddenly rushing toward fulfillment suddenly.
"Oh, Stephanie," I sighed deeply. "I'm going to..."
"Do it," she growled needfully and squeezed my ass.
I slammed into her as fast as I could and essentially screeched as I felt myself pumping spurt after spurt deep inside her. No one burst was that incredible, but I just kept spurting, and each built on the one before until the fourth or fifth and final flow about melted my mind. My cock was so overstimulated, I tried to throw myself to the side, off and out of her, but Stephanie's grasp on my ass held me within her.
"No!" she cried, pulling me back into her. And she came again.
The feeling of her renewed orgasm sending shockwaves through her flesh surrounding my wildly over-sensitive member just about killed me. It would have been understandable if it had.
My moment of delicious distress passed, and I found I could comfortably remain embedded inside her as my cock at last began to sag a little. Of course, now that I could, I chose to so remain. I propped myself up over her on my elbows and looked down at her with a smile.
She giggled back up at me. "Holy cow, Howie! That was not falling asleep!"
"I am committed," I replied breathlessly.
Her hands slid softly from my ass and up the length of my back as she stared at me affectionately. Then she shook her head and a trace of sadness entered her expression. "I am going to bank this feeling to remember for a long time," she said softly, as much to herself as to me.
She thought this was a one-off? That I'd want to move on? That my usual guilt would make me push her away?
Would it?
I didn't feel the same in this aftermath as I had with any of the Trinity. This was not a daughter-in-buddy. Stephanie was my daughter's friend, and my daughter's age, but she hadn't had the same relationship with me. If I were seen with Stephanie, some people might talk, or disapprove, but it would be no major scandal. Some people would die of jealousy...
I could not let this creature feel for a moment that I thought of her as a transitory, momentary amusement.
"Can I take you to dinner this week some time?" I asked her with a breathless, but not overly eager smile.
Her answering smile quickly faded though. She shifted uncomfortably beneath me, but when she realized that was making my softening cock slide a little free, so she froze, to keep it in place within her.
"I can't Howie," she said softly, regretfully.
"Why-ever not?" I asked, curious and reassuring. "Don't want to be seen in public with an old geezer?" I made my tone light, but the possible truth of that suddenly stabbed at me.
"Howie," she said, with pain in her voice. "I am a pre-med student. And I'm a varsity cheerleader. I want to go to a premier med school when I graduate. I don't have time for... anything. Even this summer, which is almost over, I'm taking only one class, and I have still used up almost every minute of free time to come over to your house for Becca's pool parties."
She reached up and clasped my cheeks in her soft hands. "If I let myself start spending time with you, Clark, I'll never make it. You'd suck away my life." She caressed my cheek again, visibly thinking. "Remember, I said I flirt, I don't fuck much? Unless I'm just..." she cut herself off. "Well I don't date ever anymore. I dated a lot my freshman year. I did love me some basketball players," she mused for a moment. "But it almost cost me my medical career. I especially can't date. I can't be with a guy. What's the point, if I can't give the guy my time?"
"I'd hardly try to make demands on your time," I started to say.
"I'd make the demands," she said, calling me Clark again. "You are so sweet, and so fun, and so sexy, I'd want to just hang out with you constantly." She grinned naughtily. "And holy shit, I'd keep you between my legs all the goddamned time. I've never come that hard in my life, and I did it twice, just now. I cannot let you be a part of my life, Clark."
"Well, that is the nicest blow-off that I've ever heard," I sighed, crushed, yet somehow relieved. And flattered as fuck.
"I'm not blowing you off," Stephanie insisted, kissing me softly, then hard. "I'm just... swearing you off."
So. I was the transitory, momentary amusement. And I couldn't even be upset about it.
I kissed her gently.
"That said..." she said with a giggle. "There is no way my brain is going to be able to study the rest of this evening." She bit her lip. "Think you can follow through on your boasts about stamina and do that with me one more time?
I laughed, and rolled off of her to flop exhaustedly on the bed. "With pleasure," I said happily. "But I am a little... expended at the moment. It may take a minute or three before I can manage the gallant reaction again!"
Stephanie laughed along with me. Then she traced her fingertips down my chest as she snuggled firmly against me. "Take you time. In the meanwhile, I'll see what I can do about refreshing your interest..."
With that, she twisted down and started licking my spent cock, paying especial attention to the tip.
----------------
Thanks for coming along so far on this odd little ride! I hope you enjoy it as much as I enjoyed writing it. Thanks in advance for your kind votes and favorites, and please take a moment to comment. As always, that's how I get rewarded and encouraged.
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Guilty Pleasures - Eleven
------------------
Monica joined me and Yancey again for beers Wednesday after work. I wasn't quite sure who invited whom, but there she was. I certainly didn't mind Monica's presence, but the idea that Wanda might start joining us too made me uncomfortable. I loved Wanda (possibly for real, in a strange way), but happy hour was guy time. Monica sort of qualified.
Which meant she got ribbed.
"So how is John?" I asked her, after some preliminary discussion of beer and baseball.
Yancey's antenna went up at the question. The look Monica gave me sent his antenna up further. "Who is John?" he asked amusedly. He did a good job, I thought, of keeping the protectiveness out of his voice.
"John," I put in, not letting her get herself off the hook, "is a twenty-one year old friend of Becca's and Mary's, who Monica fucked in my upstairs bathroom last week."
Monica gave me a look of betrayal. I shrugged.
"Do tell," Yancey drawled eating in in fascination at the opportunity to deal with Monica on something actually fun, rather than misery.
"It was the downstairs bathroom," Monica said shortly, trying to hide the grin. "And how do you know I actually fucked him?" Yancey looked at me significantly. The slightly boggled grin on his face was absolutely making my evening.
"I was in the kitchen at the... for some of the time," I reminded her. "There is no way a college boy knows enough about fingering or eating pussy to make you make those kind of noises." I had almost mentioned that I knew her noises personally, but Yancey didn't know about that. I hoped he didn't know. He didn't need to know.
I saw our bartender's back stiffen as he worked at restocking the beer fridge.
Both of my friends looked at me in shock. I think Yancey was more scandalized than Monica.
I shrugged at her. "Hey, you're going to show up for guy's happy hour, better be able to hang in." I coolly took a long pull of beer.
Yancey recovered first. "So look at you, Monica. Not waiting long at all to move on from Stan."
She was sitting between us, so Yancey could not see her kick my ankle softly. I just kicked her back companionably.
"What am I going to do, emulate this guy?" Monica asked, fully recovered and jerking a thumb at me. "Was I supposed to be celibate for five years first?"
"Ha!" Yancey laughed. "But you sure are emulating him in the whole college kid department," he challenged, giving me the mildest of stink-eyes.
"Wait," I said. "I obviously knew you both knew about... things, but I didn't know you both knew the other knew."
Monica looked at me. "The three of us have to have something to talk about over dinner. You make for good gossip." Yancey laughed, and did not disagree. "Besides, what else am I going to talk about? Do I just spend time asking how loud those two plan on being later?" she asked me idly.
"What?" Yancey said, stealing my line with dismay in his voice. "Oh hey, I'm sorry, Monica. We always try to..."
"You two can't be that enthusiastic and not be overheard," Monica drawled. "I think it's sweet. Just let your voices go. When you really let go, it's kinda hot..."
Yancey fucking blushed like Becca used to, back when she was six. Maybe Monica needed to come drink with us every Wednesday after all.
But he rallied and ignored her last sally. "Well, do try to show a little more discretion than this guy," he said, poking a finger in my direction with that same annoyed, but not warning tone. Why had he never taken a swing at me? I'd have let him.
"He's got great taste, and you know it," Monica snorted. I kicked her ankle again. "But don't worry, Yancey. Mary's safe from me." It was my turn to goggle at her. And sneak an apprehensive look at Yancey.
He just sighed. "One of the worst things about his fucking my daughter," he grumbled, "is that is makes it so much less fun to tease him about when he fucks her friends.
Yancey, I do not deserve you as a friend. I don't deserve your forbearance.
The bartender banged the back of his head on the opening of the beer fridge.
"Well," I said uncomfortably, "At least now we can both have fun observing the adventures of Monica with no more uncomfortable subject matter than the fact that next time she pulls a stunt like that, she can clean my bathroom herself!"
"Okay," Monica said, cool as cucumber. "I'll bring my Playtex dish gloves this weekend."
"I cannot wait to watch how the Ballad of Monica and John continues," I smiled.
"Eh. The Ballad of Monica and John was more of a cuplet," Monica said firmly.
"Cuplet?" Yancey asked.
"Two lines?" Monica asked. "As in poetry? We got together after I got off work yesterday, for drinks and a quickie, so I could make sure he understood that I'm not interested in anything ongoing."
"Drinks and a quickie sounds like the best blow-off process in history," Yancey chuckled, a little in awe.
I considered that Stephanie had her own best blow-off in history, but I had not shared any of that intelligence with anyone. About any of it.
"And yet you are still bringing your cleaning supplies this weekend?" I challenged.
"I know your eyes are usually elsewhere," Monica said acerbically, knowing full well that she was one of the places my eyes went, before and after what we had done, "but your daughter always makes sure there are plenty of perfectly lovely young guys at your place during hangouts, too. I have permission to shop."
Um... ew?
I sighed. "For what it is worth," I said grumpily, "the guest bedroom over the garage has a door that locks just fine."
"Oooh," Monica cooed.
"Replacement clean sheets are in the bottom drawer," I added sternly.
Yancey finished his beer, slammed down his glass, and laughed, "What did I do to deserve having you two and your show?"
Monica just elbowed him softly. "What did we do to deserve a friend like you, Yancey?"
"Amen to that," I agreed.
With a clunk, our bartender plopped down four shot glasses of obviously much better tequila than Jose in them in front of us. "Here I thought I needed to say I had a shot with you guys last time," he said, his eyes wild, looking at Monica like she was some kind exotic snake. "I really need to drink with you now!"
*
It was still hot as Hell the next weekend, and Becca had brought along a big crowd. She had a new playlist for her phone, and was streaming it louder than usual over my backyard speakers. There was absolutely no way I'd ever admit to her that I was actually enjoying a bunch of those songs.
What I enjoyed less, after the first half an hour or so, was the notable absence of Stephanie. She was seldom late, on those days that she came, which had been every time lately. Since she was late this time, I knew that she wasn't coming. I had half-expected her absence, but it still left me feeling a little empty. Her act had become a part of the rhythm of my life. Football season started the next weekend, and I came to grips with the fact that there was no way she'd be around once that demand on her time dug in.
I sighed. I had hoped that she would have managed to find time to come back and hang out with the rest of the crowd one more time. I knew how to give her her space, but did she know that?
I tried to get some work done while it was early, but suddenly I found myself with company. I was surrounded by Becca, The Trinity, and Monica, who had collected silently around me. I looked around at the backyard, where a good time was having had by all.
Except I was surrounded by a somber group of five women who all meant something from something to everything to me.
"So what happened with Stephanie, Dad?" Becca asked, sitting down slowly next to me, concern in her eyes.
"I don't think that is an appropriate..."
"Oh God, Dad!" Becca blurted out hastily. "I don't mean, ugh, details! I meant... we all are pretty sure that details happened, but eww. No thank you!" My eyes went to four other pair of eyes whose expression warned me that details were actually wanted, when Becca was not around.
I might have to put my daughter on a leash near me for protection...
"I mean, Dad," Becca said, calming quickly and acting like I was a skittish kitten, "I... we want to know why she isn't here."
"Maybe why she wasn't already here when we got here," Carol added, a mixture of raunch and pity in her voice.
Fuck that! I genuinely did not need pity. I was disappointed. I wasn't morose.
Figuring that maybe ripping the band-aid off and getting out whatever I was willing to say all at once would cut down on how much I was going to have to discuss this. 'Details' would help drive off Becca in particular, but I'd sure as Hell be telling precious few of those. It would also beat them cornering me individually.
I took a deep breath and tried to look blandly content.
"Fine," I said. "Details happened. And damned fine details they were," I added quellingly. Becca looked pained at my saying even that much. She'd be gone soon, but she wasn't really my issue. I was perfectly willing to tell her all that she wanted to hear. The collection of perilously not-quite-ex lovers beside her were going to be the pain.
"Did you finally break down and call her, or did she make some move we missed?" Anne asked, with what sounded like academic interest.
"She 'forgot' her hat. That big, gorgeous one last week. Remember?"
Carol turned to Mary, holding out her hand demandingly. "Five bucks."
"I'll pay you back at the dorm. I didn't even bring a purse today," Mary grumped.
"What?" I asked.
"I bet Mary that she'd eventually try leaving something behind," Carol said smugly. "It's the play I'd have tried." The look in her eye warned me that she still reserved the right to try it herself some time.
Please, God, keep that boy she is with these days in the picture.
I glared at them for interrupting. "Stephanie came back looking for her hat. We had a nice conversation. One thing led to another, and details were enjoyed. Thoroughly."
"Dad!"
"Repeatedly, in fact," I said, grinning evilly at my daughter.
"Dad!"
"And when we were done, Stephanie explained that this really could only be a one-time thing, and..."
"Sounds familiar," Carol said, rolling her eyes at me.
"Wait," Mary said quickly. "You said Stephanie told you that it had to be a one-time thing? Not you told her?"
"Yeah," Anne added. "I think we should be insulted," she said looking at me hard.
How the Hell did I get to be the bad guy, suddenly?
"I mean, did she just beat you to the punch?" Anne bore on.
"Um, no?" I said. Oh. This was how I was the bad guy, I realized. Then I made it so much worse. "Actually, I had just asked her out to dinner later in the week when she explained why she was saying no."
Now all three hellions looked insulted.
"Wait. Stephanie Wilkes fucked my daddy, then dumped him in the same evening?" Becca said, her voice rising perilously.
"Becca Howard!" I exclaimed furiously. Anne, Carol, and Mary all laughed, but Becca still had a head of steam.
"How could she do that, Dad? I guess you were right about her to begin with. She is totally fucking callous and..."
"Watch your language, young lady," I hissed sternly. "And watch your assumptions as well. Yes, Stephanie and I enjoyed ourselves. Extensively. Loudly, even."
Mary giggled. Monica snorted. Anne and Carol looked... interested, but they were both still insulted, too. I could worry about them later. Becca's boil slowed in her worry that I was looking like I was going to go into details.
"And when we were done... at long last, her explanation about why we could not carry on was logical, intelligent, realistic, considerate, and damned flattering. I agreed with all of it."
"Even the flattering part?" Monica asked slyly.
Time to get rid of my daughter. "I believe that my work that evening was deemed well worthy of praise," I said firmly.
"Oh God! I've got to leave," Becca groaned at that. She popped up to flee, then paused. Looking back at me for reassurance, she asked me almost plaintively, "She really didn't hurt you Daddy?"
"Would you like me to tell you just exactly what didn't hurt?" I said acerbically. She fled. She and Stephanie would be okay, and now I had a way to get her to stop bothering me from that point until the end of time.
"So do tell about all this stuff that didn't hurt," Anne said silkily, sliding into the seat Becca had just escaped from.
"You were really going to take her out, like on a date? In public?" Carol asked. Oh, she was pissed.
"Um, I was pretty enraptured when I asked," I said sheepishly.
"Oh, so none of us could produce such a mind-altering experience?" Mary added. She was smiling, but I could tell she was pissed too.
I looked around me, shrugged apologetically to Monica, who looked pretty much just amused as Hell, and then said, "Girls. Listen to me. Guilt kept me thinking clearly with you demons. I wasn't feeling nearly so guilty at the time with Stephanie."
"But you weren't just not worried about proprieties, you wanted to date her," Anne insisted.
"Well," I said defensively. "I also... she seemed there for a minute... I didn't understand what had her on edge and I thought she was feeling used. I wanted her to realize that wasn't true at all, so to reassure her, I jumped the gun and asked her out on a date."
"Oh, so you were just reassuring her," Anne said, brightening a touch.
"No... That just affected the timing, not the sentiment. Though if I'd waited for another day, I might have come to my senses before I asked at all."
If I'd waited, she might have been comfortable enough to get together at least one more time before punching out... I'm a dumbass.
"All right, you three," said Monica, coming to my rescue. "I think he's had enough. We all came over here to comfort him, remember? Beat it."
Becca's Trinity... my Trinity did indeed beat it. But I knew I'd still end up having to face them all individually. I hoped I'd manage to avoid ending up fucking each of them as reassurance.
Did I really hope that?
Monica took the seat and shook her head. "You've had a full, rich week, Clark. You get dumped by Barbie, slut-shamed by your daughter, and then you pissed off three allegedly ex-lovers."
"Yeah?" I snorted. "And what fresh Hell do you have for me?"
"Oh, nothing today. But you can bet I'm showing up for happy hour Wednesday. I'm going to get off on you telling Yancey about what happened."
"Who says I'm going to?"
"Me," she said evilly. "But for now, I am offering a distraction. I have a job for you."
"A job?"
I could use a job to distract me. Work would not be a thing for at least a little while after this conversation.
"Yeah. I need you to wingman for me."
I looked around the group in my backyard. "I don't see John, and I thought you handled that quite satisfactorily on your own anyway."
"Not John. Charlie," Monica said with an anticipatory smile. "Over by the azaleas, in the blue trunks."
I raised an eyebrow. I'd not really noticed the kid before. Either he hadn't been over until now, or he had stayed away from my daughter. He was... fit. "I see. Are you planning on going through the UNC student body, one guy in my backyard at a time?"
Monica stuck out her tongue at me. "Hardly. I might try some girls too." I could tell she very much enjoyed my shocked expression. Her guffaw gave that away. "No seriously, your daughter invites the best looking boys."
I rolled my eyes.
"To reassure you," she went on, "I also have my eye on a number of guys who are our age as well, they will just require more time and care. I can't just walk up to that dish Dennis in our logistics department and offer a quick blowjob. I suspect kids are much more eager."
Wait. 'Our age'? I was more than ten years older than Monica. Second, looking at her in that still new bikini of hers, I suspected that she'd find plenty of straightforward eagerness from guys our age anyway.
"You think I'm being slutty, don't you?"
"I think I am concerned that you are not going to be careful," I said seriously. "I believe that you have some familiarity with the concept that not all guys are good guys?"
"I do," Monica said reassuringly. "And I am not being slutty. I am being very selective. I just am filtering through candidates very diligently."
"You hardly need to be in a rush."
"I had a ten year period of honestly pretty enthusiastic, appreciative, but vanilla and mind-numbingly repetitive sex."
I raised an eyebrow at that.
"Seriously," Monica said sheepishly, "what Stain did, he did very well, if I'm honest. But it wasn't until you and I started in on punishing him that I realized how much, in an addition to all the serious stuff, I resented how unwilling he had been to be the slightest bit adventurous. I intend to make up for lost time. I wasted ten years of sex with no creativity. That shit is over."
"The male gender left a message," I said drily. "It says, 'We approve.'"
"Ha! Well, to reassure you further, I do not intent to go running willy-nilly through all these guys Becca brings over. But Charlie, in addition to being a tasty morsel, shows definite signs of my foremost requirement, discretion."
"So why do you need a wingman?"
"That discretion. I am fairly sure he thinks you and I are an item."
"Oh. That might indeed limit your opportunities."
"Yes. So you and I are going to go talk to him, then I am going to move on, leaving you to talk to him, all just as soon as he finishes talking to that girl who doesn't have a chance with him."
I looked at the girl. Her name was Vera, I thought, and she was a friend primarily of Anne's. I was not so sure she would have had no chance, except for the fact that unbeknownst to her, she was up against Monica. Nevertheless, Charlie was not indeed looking like he was interested in that way at the moment.
"I exist to serve," I murmured, more than glad to get the focus off me. Off Stephanie.
Vera punched out of the conversation, and Monica and I ambled around the pool in Charlie's direction. He had started to walk back our way as well, and we spread out so we'd meet him with him between us.
"Hey Charlie," Monica said with just a touch more warmth than a casual greeting. "Clark, have you met Charlie Salem?"
"I don't think so," I said, offering my hand. Good handshake, good eyes contact. That much checked out well. "Clark Howard. I'm Becca's dad."
"Yes sir, I know. I actually introduced myself last week, but you were dishing burgers pretty fast and furious at the time."
"Sorry!" I said, genuinely embarrassed. "I honestly have a hard time keeping track of who all the kids bring along, unless they are dating Becca. Are you and she going out?"
"No!" Charlie said, a little frightened. Good. "I mean, she's a friend. I'm, uh, I'm not seeing anybody right now."
"Too bad," I said absently. "I think..."
"Now that I've gotten you up from your computer and actually talking to your guests," Monica interrupted, "I've got to finish interrogating Anne about that guy."
"Cheers!" I said, staying put with Charlie.
She turned and walked away toward Anne... and Carol and Mary. Yep, she had added some swish to her barely covered ass as she went. It was for Charlie's benefit, but I could watch too. And I made sure he could see me watching.
"You have a great girlfriend, Mr. Howard. She is so nice," Charlie said, unable to not watch, despite me being right there.



"Monica?" I snorted. Bingo. "No. She's a neighbor, but she's as much Becca's friend as mine these days. I've been helping her through a rough divorce recently, so we are close, but no. No. Way."
"Really?" he asked, conscious bewilderment and subconscious hope mixing in his voice.
"We've shared too much difficult weirdness lately to make me think that way." I shrugged. It was true enough. "She's in a good place though, these days" I added, as if thinking aloud. "Not ready for a relationship, I don't think. But I'm glad to see that she definitely doesn't hate men. At all," I snorted that last as if to myself.
Charlie just nodded, eyes still on Monica.
I clapped him on the shoulder. "Nice to meet you, but now that Monica made me get out of my chair, I guess I better go see how many other kids have been visiting my house that I've never noticed before.
"Nice to meet you, Mr. Howard."
I wandered off, and damned if there weren't two more kids that I didn't recognize who were repeat offenders. I needed to be more observant.
Observant like Stephanie...
I checked my watch and wandered over to the hellions.
"So when do we get asked out on dates, Mister H?" Carol demanded immediately upon my approach.
"Right after your fathers, especially Mary's, move to Mars," I said.
They all looked hurt. Not acting hurt... hurt.
"Come on guys," I said, apology in my voice, because I was damned if I was going to apologize out loud. "Do any of you really want to actually date me? I am extremely certain we have all had this conversation."
Carol snorted. Mary giggled. Anne looked thoughtful. Anne was always the dangerous one...
"Mary, we do have a kitchen date. You are sous chef today," I said, pointing at my watch to change the subject. Please, God, change the fucking subject.
"Aw, come on!" she objected merrily.
"It's what you get for being good at it."
"Where's Stephanie when we need her," Mary grumbled.
Things settled down after that into the usual routine. Mary was, as always, very good at helping out and things went smoothly the rest of the afternoon.
When I cleaned up after the party that night, God damn it if there wasn't a wad of balled up sheets from my guest bedroom sitting on top of the washer!
I whipped out my phone.
ME: You just left them on the washer? You couldn't start the machine?
MONICA: [Thumbs-up emoji] [Thanks emoji] [eggplant emoji]
The fucking eggplant emoji?!?
MONICA: Seriously, sorry. I couldn't find the detergent.
ME: I guess I better teach you its location out of self-defense! Do I want to smell those sheets?
MONICA: I don't know. Do you?
*
The next Tuesday, I got a text right before lunchtime.
MONICA: I am driving back from a meeting and will pass by your company's galactic headquarters. Care to buy me lunch in your famed five-star eatery? I have a present for you...
I was intrigued. And eating with Monica meant I would not have to eat with any of my team, and thus would not have to endure whatever whiny begging they had on tap currently.
Monica sailed in our front door, looking fabulous in her trim business suit. I was waiting there for her, to get her past Security. Our crack Security team consisted of Mel, a long retired school teacher, who mostly snoozed at his desk and largely just kept out salespeople. Monica carried a frigging brown paper grocery bag in her hands, which she presented to me extravagantly.
I looked inside.
"Tide Pods?" I said incredulously. "The extra large package?"
I don't use Tide Pods.
"I feel I should contribute," Monica laughed.
"Come eat," I sighed.
As we walked through the building toward our commissary, which, while certainly not five stars, actually was pretty damned good, we ran into Tasha, heading in the same direction. She looked at Monica curiously.
"Tasha, this is Monica Ash... Monica Whitney. Right Monica?" She had made a name change part of her post divorce agenda. The two women greeted each other. I could tell that Tasha, who misses very little, was already surmising that Monica was the friend who had endured the bad breakup.
"Monica was just dropping off some supplies she owes me," I went on. Inspiration struck. "Why don't you have lunch with us, Tasha? With Monica there you won't have to listen to me grovel about my budget request." With Tasha joining us, I would not be tempted to do any teasing about Charlie. I would rather keep that powder dry for Wednesday night, so I could distract Yancey when Monica started in on me about Stephanie.
My brilliant plan backfired when Monica and Tasha spent half the lunch talking about corporate accounting. I reminded myself that I was fortunate I was already in a place financially that meant I'd never have to again in my life work anywhere but startups. God save me from large corporate bureaucracies.
At least the scenery was nice as I ate my sandwich and cringed at the idea of all the reports Monica and Tasha thought we really should be producing in a perfect world. Tasha was wearing the best of her new, form-flattering suits, and even had on a new blouse that was worn open at the neck. No cleavage of course, this was Tasha after all, but it too flattered her form. And Monica... was Monica.
Tasha biffed off early, as she had a scheduled conference call with our VC partners in New York.
Monica watched her go, quietly. "You boss is hot," she observed.
"What?"
"I'm sorry, Clark," she said turning to me completely earnestly. "I wasn't sure. Was I supposed to be wing-manning for you today?"
"With Tasha?" I gulped. "Oh good God, no."
"She looks at you, you know."
No no no. Nononono. No.
Tasha?
*
The next month, encompassing the end of Summer, was both a blur and largely uneventful.
Yancey and Wanda were both upset with me for letting 'that Stephanie girl' slip through my fingers. Wanda was pissed partly because she was tired of me not having someone regular in my life, but mostly because she is evil and a shit disturber, and had wanted to see me bring that particular girl to Bridge Night so she could watch the heads explode. Yancey had just wanted to see more of her on general principals...
I only found one more load of bedsheets in my washing machine, and I had no idea who Monica had messed them up with...
Stephanie was nowhere in evidence.
Becca's end-of-summer boyfriend did not keep his status into the beginning of the fall semester. She was not broken up about breaking up in the least, and I fretted that I was somehow giving her the idea that relationships were disposable. But I didn't fret that much, because that boy had needed disposing of.
Carol kept her boyfriend, and Mary got a new one. Anne replaced me as Monica's go-to to see movies with. I worried that my older friend was putting ideas into the head of my younger one that were even more disastrous than merely fucking her best buddy's father.
Monica respected Bro Space for the most part and only crashed Yancey's and my happy hour once, but she and I became quite religious about watching the Braves every week at BW3 as the season went into the stretch.
It was a calming respite from a summer of sexual madness.
Well, for the most part.
I did have to travel to Vietnam for several days with Tasha.
The sex there was amazing, but not with Tasha. No, thank God! But an associate of one of our vendors there and I hit it off well. Really well. Two long nights well.
*
The week after Tasha and I returned was consumed with work. I do a lot of work while I am at my house, so I don't generally work terribly late at the office. That week, I did. Every night, virtually every employee was in the office until well after dark, and I saw almost no friends. Rain wiped out the whole weekend for pool hangouts.
Finally, I insisted on bailing from the office in time to watch what was looking like a crucial Braves game, and Monica was the first non-work companion I had had since before going to Vietnam. She sidled up to the bar stool next to me.
"How ya doing, Stranger? How was 'Nam, man?" she added in a hippie-sounding voice. "Will you be haunted for life by your time in the jungle?"
"Well, I will certainly remember it," I said with a smile.
"Oh? Did you and Hot Boss hook up?"
"No, idiot. That is not happening. Ever. Are you trying to get me fired just before all my stock options become worth something?"
"Then why the memories?" Monica asked, her eyes on the TV screen where our pitcher had gotten himself in a bit of a pickle in the top of the second.
"A junior executive with one of our vendors and I found some common ground," I said into my beer with a grin.
"Describe this junior executive," Monica said interestedly.
I looked at her for a moment. "Hypnotizing eyes. Bad teeth. Legs that should be continued on the next girl." Take that, curious kitty.
"So how'd those legs feel wrapped around your waist?" Monica asked, poking at her celery.
"Oh, you want to go there, do you?" I chuckled. I could play chicken too.
"Curiosity," Monica said, turning to look at me seriously, "dictates."
I looked at her. She looked at me.
So be it.
"We had a drink at my hotel after having dinner separately. She mentioned that my hotel was notoriously luxurious. I agreed and offered to show my room as an example. Said legs were wrapped around me in just a few minutes after we walked through my door. No foreplay beyond taking each other's clothes off." I looked at Monica, who seemed to be listening with just mild interest.
Her nipples, visible against the fabric of her dress, were less mildly interested. So, I was entertaining her...
"Turns out the wet bar in my room was just the right height to set her little ass on," I went on. "We made a mess of it, but I still was able to make us a drink after, before I bent her over the bottom of the bed and we went again. Did you know, Monica that a lady with long legs makes for all sorts of lovely opportunities and angles?" I asked innocently.
Monica, for all her multifarious virtues, is not long-legged.
"I have learned lately that a guy with long legs presents a remarkable scope of options," Monica replied blandly.
Stan, her ex-husband, is not at all long-legged. Honesty dictates my saying that my legs are not remarkably long either.
"The third time..."
"Third time?" Monica interrupted. "Impressive, for a casual tour of your hotel room."
"I was motivated. The third time was almost conventional. I was a little tuckered, but she was insistent, and obliged me by doing all the work."
"Wow."
"Not one stitch of foreplay the whole time, Monica," I said, surprised at how much I was enjoying telling the tale, even to a female friend. "It was just pure power injection from the word go."
"Sounds fun. Was it?"
"Honestly? It was amazing. But ultimately kind of weird, you know?"
"Sounds like a good trip."
"That was not all," I smirked. "Two nights later, I called her and offered her a nightcap."
"Eager boy!"
"She didn't even bother with an excuse. She just finished her drink, stood, looked at me, and headed for my room."
"You know, I honestly enjoy a little oral sometimes," Monica said, shaking her head.
Oh wow, did Monica enjoy some oral, I remembered briefly.
"So does she. I made sure to start with that, and once I got my face between her legs, my cock had no hope of following along there."
"What?"
"Our second night was all oral, all night," I grinned. "Turns out, that's fun too."
Monica just lifted her beer to me and we clinked glasses.
The Braves had men on second and third, one out. We watched as a double drove in both.
"You never once said a word about her boobs," Monica observed.
"Eh," I said, making a wavering gesture with my hand.
A walk was followed by a double-play. So much for the inning.
"Well, rampaging Vietnamese sexaholics can't have everything," Monica snorted. "Unlike your boss. She's got it going on all over the place."
"I am not hitting on Tasha. What the hell is it with you with her?"
"She's hot. You're my friend."
"You think she's so hot, you go hook up with her," I snorted.
"Maybe I will," Monica said silkily.
I looked at her balefully. "If you decide you are going to spread your sapphic wings, please leave my boss out of it. I like my job."
"Who says I have not already spread my wings?" Monica said with a glint in her eye. "We haven't talked in two weeks."
I looked at her. I also shifted in my seat to relieve some pressure. "Who? Where? What happened?"
She chuckled. "Who says I have, either?"
"I told you about my far east adventures," I sad hotly.
"A woman likes a little mystery," Monica said. I grimaced at her. "Tell you what Clark," she said, as if making a concession, "Instead, I will give you a blow-by-blow of how I took Salvatore Gomez, who works in our sales division, up to the roof garden at our HQ and sucked his dick at one in the afternoon, under the wisteria."
I had wanted to confirm for sure that her whole other woman schtick was bullshit, like I suspected, but a public BJ at her place of employment sounded like a good tale too...
*
College football had started, and so had school. That meant Saturdays were no longer an option for Becca to bring friends over--any friends, not just Stephanie, who wasn't coming back anyway. Right?
But Sunday was very warm, and gloriously sunny. I had a pack of kids in my back yard again.
It felt good.
My pool was not heated, and any day the weather could turn, then I would have no more crowds of kids to guard my beer from, and, like most other parents, I would not see my daughter much for the rest of the semester.
I loved these hangouts.
I would also, I reflected as I stared over toward the poolside at Anne, Mary, and Carol, very much miss looking at those three wearing next to nothing.
Already, the fall was having an effect. Mary and Anne wore jeans shorts instead of bikini bottoms. Carol, God bless her, still hung in there, and her magnificent, athletic ass, and powerful thighs remained almost entirely bare in her tiny bikini bottom. Thank you Carol. Somebody still cares about me...
Monica also cared about me. She, at this late stage in the season, had gone out and bought yet another new bikini. Again, it was not the most revealing, but the sky blue and white pattern, and its perfect fit on her lovely bod were utterly striking. Unfortunately (Fortunately?), she actually did not care about me. The suit seemed to have been purchased for young guys like the three she was talking-to, and low-key flirting with, pretty much from the start of the afternoon.
She had an evaluative look on her face, and I readied myself to find a bundle of sheets in my washer.
She was just going to give one a try, right? At least, just one at a time?
Those worries were interrupted by another bundle of worries in the delicious shape of Anne, who had come back over to sit with me. "We all forgive you for not asking us out," she said, without preamble.
"Thank you," I said drily, but meaning it.
"Well... let's just say that we understand why," she corrected herself. "And in understanding lies the seed of eventual forgiveness," she chirped with a grin.
"Careful," I said. "Maybe I am just trying to manipulate you guys into asking me out!"
Anne needed to be careful? Quit flirting with the smoking hot twenty year old with the unhealthy attraction toward you, Clark!
Fortunately, she greeted my sally with a sarcastic smirk that contained a comfortingly small amount of speculation.
"I mean, you three are so easy to manipulate," I added, setting the bait for something I'd wanted to tease all of them about.
"Oh we are?" Anne challenged.
"Yes. Stephanie and I were talking, and..."
"Wait, the two of you actually talked?" Anne interrupted merrily.
"Yes," I went on mildly. "She wanted to make sure that I was appropriately grateful for the way she manipulated the three of you into flirting with me all the time this summer."
"What?" Anne laughed.
"That's the way she saw it," I grinned.
In a bound, Anne was gone, heading for Mary and Carol. Two short barks of laughter greeted her arrival, and all three were on their way back toward me.
Carol took the seat next to me, turning all the way around in front of me before she did so, making sure that I got a full and complete view of that lovely, mostly exposed ass before she sat on it. Anne and Mary both stood over her shoulders, Mary with a pronounced lean forward in my direction...
"See?" I said, grinning at them, both in amusement of their antics, and in appreciation of my sudden view. "She's still got you doing it."
"On what planet does Stephanie have anything to do with how we act?" Carol asked.
I shrugged. "She's pretty smart... Possibly the smartest of all of us."
That was greeted with general skepticism. But Anne thought for a second longer and gave Stephanie some props. "I don't know that she is smarter then any of us," she mused, meaning the three of them. It seemed an unspoken given that I was not as smart as any of them. "She works harder, for sure. And she is a really good student. But smarter?"
"Look," I said, having fun with this, "Stephanie observed some phenomena. She formed an hypothesis. Then she set up an experimental protocol to test her hypothesis, which yielded the results she expected and desired."
"We did the same," Mary said, a little hotly. "Only we knew that she was the lab rat, and she only thought we were."
"Really?" I observed, sticking the knife in. "There were three of you... I mean four, no, five if you count Becca, cooking up your scheme, and only one of her. She might have been missing some revelatory predicate data that you were all in possession of, but hey, that's science."
Carol, to her credit, was the least resistant to my somewhat tendentious idea. "Well, Mister H, I hope you at least thanked her for her efforts."
Before I could stop myself, I said, "Oh yes. Repeatedly, and at length."
I was greeted by three pairs of glittering eyes.
Quit flirting with the disaster squad, Clark.
Then Carol, demonstrating that she is indeed smarter than me, as advertised, sprang her trap. "So when do we all get our thanks?" she asked sweetly. All three of them hunched their shoulders forward and leaned in together toward me at that.
I buried my head in my hands. Partly it was shame at being hoist on my own petard. Mostly it was to act as a circuit-breaker to protect my brain from barely-covered boob overload.
Before I could dare pull my face back up, the three all ran off, laughing.
I shook my head. Even trying to tease them was just a bad idea. They had bailed for now, but each was now thinking about being 'thanked' at some point. If they all pursued that agenda individually, I might have a chance. If they plotted together, I was done for. If they wanted to be thanked together...
Monica was rubbing off on me.
Where was Monica anyway? Oh shit. Cleans sheets here we come.
No, she was now sitting on the edge of the pool, leaning over toward her three dudes, who were in the water.
Again, no. Only two were the same. The original third had given up or been dismissed, and a new candidate had entered the group.
And why shouldn't I emulate Monica?
Becca had stopped freaking out about the prospect. Her only requirement these days about what I got up to was that she not have to hear about it. She'd actually encouraged her buddies to not just hit, but hammer on me, just to get me to hook up with another of her friends.
I'd never meet either Carol or Anne's parents. Hopefully.
Even Yancey was more eye-rolls than restrained punches these days. And Wanda was damned near... permissive?



Why was I the only one dead set against this situation?
And was I?
*
The next weekend, Sunday was supposed to be nice. Possibly, even probably, the last chance for Becca to bring her crowd, so I shopped as per usual.
Then, the impending cold front heralding Fall accelerated and Sunday dawned cold and blustery.
I called Monica about eleven in the morning.
"There sure as Hell will be no pool time today," I grumbled. I liked having all the kids around my place, and not just because of certain scenic individuals among them. "Want to ask Wanda and Yancey if y'all can come over and watch the afternoon Braves game? I have so much food."
"So you want us all to get fat together because of your inventory problems?" Monica snorted. "Game's at one, right? We'll see you about then!"
I had already cleaned everything, because I'd been expecting a party, so I sat down at my computer and did as much work as I could. Unlike if there had been a party, I was now going to watch an important game between two teams a game apart atop the standings, with both aces on the mound. Work wold not be an option, come first pitch.
At 12:45, the doorbell rang. It was Monica. Just Monica. "The lovebirds already had tickets to a matinee, and are thinking about dinner out after that," she explained, shrugging her shoulders and waving a bottle of ten year-old Bordeaux.
"That's a helluva bottle to have with baseball and brats," I observed as she sailed inside.
"Thought I'd class things up, since we won't have kids wanting a taste today."
"Ah yes," I said. "No kids. Whatever will you do for fun this week?"
There had been yet another set of sheets in the washer again the prior Sunday. I never had figured out who she'd settled on. She did indeed select for discretion.
"I had some grown-up fun with one of our company's bankers on Thursday," Monica said archly. "He's your age. I think you are the one of us more likely to have missed out this week. Mary and company have been thinking dark thoughts about how you owe them all 'thanks' for helping get you your shot with Stephanie. Your daughter is trying to ignore them, mostly because I think she still hopes you will get more than just a single shot with the cheerleader in question."
"Christ."
We agreed upon cooking the brats at the top of the third inning and settled down in my living room, with me in my favorite chair and Monica lounging on my couch.
The bad guys jumped out of the gate, putting up three in the top of the first. Monica had thoughts about the pitch selection, and I mostly agreed with her.
With the Braves going down one-two-three in the bottom of the first, I began to contemplate the need for alternate entertainment for the afternoon. Fortunately, I had Monica and her tales of amazement close at hand.
"So you must be slowing down in the sex front," I said idly, sipping at the really rather excellent cabernet.
"On what planet am I slowing down?" she snorted dismissively.
"Well, you just went for that most boring of all sex--Banker Sex."
"Dennis was sweet," Monica said, leaping to her banking playtoy's defense. "In fact, with him, I checked off a first on one of the really big sexual adventures."
"Having your brains debited and credited out?"
"Soixante-Neuf, " she said smugly.
"Really?" I asked, thunderstruck.
"Yep. First time," Monica said. "And honestly, I wasn't that impressed. Seems like one of those things everybody is excited about in principal, because, I mean, it sounds awesome. But really? Kind of an uncomfortable nothing burger, right?"
"What?"
"I mean, we went at it for a while, but neither of us came close to coming, And I don't think I ended up even much more aroused than before we got started."
"Seriously?" I asked, deadpan. "Tell me what you did exactly."
"I like fucking with you by giving details, Clark, but you want me to tittilate you with the most boring part of the sex?"
"Monica. Toward the end of my marriage, when the ex and I were down to wanting sex at the same time about once a month at best, we still made time for the occasional sixty-nine. If we got naked, that was usually happening. You do it right, and it's the fucking best."
The best? Well...
"Um, well, it's fucking great. Tell me what you did, and I'll tell you what you did wrong."
"You wouldn't rather I tell you about how we did it doggy style on his kitchen floor until I came until I cried?"
"What? A banker did you doggy-style?" I asked dumbly. "I... no. First, I want to hear how he fucked up an ouroboros maneuver."
So she told what they did. And I told her what they did wrong, and how to do it better the next time.
"Aww! Aren't you cute," Monica said sweetly. "Now you are teaching me about sex. You are such a mentor. I should tell The Trinity."
"The who?" I asked, a little shocked.
"The Trinity. Anne, Carol, and Mary."
"Who told you I think of them by that name? Sometimes..." I considered it. "I doubt I've ever spoken that term out loud," I asked, borderline incredulous.
"I just think of them that way myself, whenever the subject of you and them comes up. You seriously call them that?"
"Silently... when I'm not thinking of them as the hellions."
We both laughed, then we were totally distracted by the opponents managing to put four men on base in a single inning without scoring a single run. It was an Houdini-level act of escape artistry by the bullpen.
When the ads for bad beer and reverse mortgages started, Monica looked at me and asked quietly, "Is it weird that we talk to each other about the sex we have?"
"Yes," I said, matter of factly. "But I don't intend to stop, if you don't."
"Hang onto your ass, Clark," Monica chuckled.
"I am jealous though..." I added gently.
"What?" she asked in alarm.
"Not of what you are doing," I added hastily. "I'm just way behind you on material to share."
She snorted. "This from the guy who just jetted off to the Far East to bang exotic, leggy Vietnamese women with bad tits."
"Hey! Careful what you are saying! Bad teeth. I never in a million years said that she had bad tits. They just... Okay, they weren't that big, and they weren't that pert. I sure as hell enjoyed sucking on them, though. But... well, she just was very genital-centric when it came to sex That was where her focus always was."
Monica was laughing so hard, she almost spilt her wine.
The wine reminded me, we were late to cook the brats.
The fucking Braves chose the time we were in the kitchen, grilling the sausages on my stovetop grill, to hit a three-run homer and tie the game. We both groaned, if happily, when we returned to my living room and saw all the jubilation in the dugout. We both groaned, much less happily, when they struck out to end the inning now that we were watching again.
I plopped down on the couch next to Monica so we could share a single bowl of Doritos between us as we enjoyed our bratwursts. They were huge. I still ate two anyway, Monica only devoured one.
I belched before I could stop myself, and we both laughed. "Almost as good as at the ballpark," I said, patting my momentarily noisy stomach.
"Not even close, Clark," Monica shot back, keeping me from getting too ridiculously arrogant. She punched my shoulder.
Moments later, the bad guys hit a double, giving them men on second and third with two outs. Shit was getting real again, and we both leaned in toward the TV tensely. Their cleanup hitter was up and he was the kind of batter the shift was created for. The shift that had been recently outlawed.
"Still happy with the new rules now, you radical?" I asked, poking Monica in the ribs. I was careful to keep my finger well away from any... soft tissue.
"Fuck off, Clark," she murmured. The hitter popped up and we escaped the inning still tied.
We both sat back in relief on the couch. "That was close," Monica said, leaning over to her side a little. A lean which brought her shoulder to rest against mine.
The Braves put two men on... and stranded them.
The douchebags put a man in scoring position... and stranded him.
The Braves... put two men on and stranded them.
The hope and disappointment, the fear and relief, had us bouncing back and forth on the couch the whole time. By the end, Monica was practically snuggled against me. Do not for one second think that her progression against my side was missed be me in any way.
During an ad for beer that... was not up to beer ads of yore, Monica sighed. "What the fuck is this?" she murmured, half to herself, but loud enough for me to obviously hear.
I paused for a moment. How to answer?
"You are good with what you are doing, right?" I asked her, as idly as I could manage.
"Sitting a couch?" she asked, straightening up away form me.
"Eh," I said waving that off. "I mean, what you've been up to since your divorce. All the guys. The variety?"
She glared at me. "That pretty judgmental for a guy who keeps saying he doesn't think I'm a slut!"
I didn't rise to the bait... much. "Like I'm going to judge," I said, as casually as I could manage. "This one summer, I've been with more women than..." I did a quick mental inventory to double check. "Yep, I've been with more women this summer than I had in my entire life before now. That's why I'm asking. Are you good with it? Are you happy? Do you want to go on?"
"Yeah," she said, leaning back against me. "I do. It is... fun. And it is... oddly fulfilling."
I nodded. "I feel that way too, much as it kills me."
Now Monica actually snuggled down against me. Almost (almost) without thinking, I lifted my arm and pulled her against my side. She flowed under my embrace easily.
We sat there, not saying a word while each team added another run. We never said a word.
After the Braves squandered an opportunity to finally take the lead, I sighed again. "So why are the two of us snuggling all of a sudden on this couch?"
"Truly," Monica said, not moving an inch, and snaking her arm across my belly to hold me in turn. "We are supposed to be ages away from so much as looking at each other without feeling guilty flashbacks about being such assholes to Stain."
"Full confession," I said. "I have been happily checking you out without a single qualm since about three weeks after that whole mess happened."
"Thank you," Monica said, pushing her head of blonde hair against me. "For the record, I have been enjoying your stares guilt free from the beginning."
I chuckled. "So it would seem like this is our chance to maybe explore that relationship thing we skittered away from before?"
"Yeah," Monica said unhappily.
"Yeah," I sighed in reply. After a pause, I added, "But you really don't want to give up the new experiences."
"No," Monica said, still unhappy. "And you?"
"I'm skittish as hell about feeling locked in again. I... don't want to be trapped," I muttered. "And..."
"And?"
"And I also have been enjoying some pretty gratifying variety. I'm not sure I can give that up. Not any time soon..."
"Not ever?" Monica guessed, as if speaking for herself.
I shrugged.
"I've seen much of your variety. I don't blame you," she said drily.
"I've seen at least a segment of yours," I chuckled back. "You have some good taste, woman."
"Yes I do," she said, and suddenly, we were kissing. It was a nice kiss. A bonding kiss. Not a prelude kiss though.
"Whoa," Monica said, breaking it off.
"Yeah," I muttered.
Monica didn't pull away, but our cuddle morphed into a huddle, as we sat in silence for another while.
I heaved a sigh at last. "The thing is, Monica... I want you. I want to be with you. I want to always hang out with you. I want to bust each other's chops. I want to harass our friends together. I want to know you are there. And incidentally, I'm quite interested in balling your brains out on the extremely regular. And I do nott see any end point to those desires..."
Her eyes caught mine in a sparkling embrace.
I was running out of steam, but not out of nerves. "While I think this is what we both want, can we make it work?" We shared a doubtful gaze and I voiced our look. "I doubt it. Much as I want you, Monica, I can't see myself exposing myself to the faith test every day of my life again, just like I don't see you giving up a life of endless variety."
"I... I want all those things with you, too," she said slowly, a crease in her face between her lush blonde eyebrows. "But you are right," she said, pain in her voice. "I also am not sure that I could give up..."
We stared at each other silently. The douchebags put up a run, and neither of us even whined about it. I didn't want to give up... either.
I shrugged. "So we don't give it up."
Her eyes narrowed at me.
"We don't give up sleeping around," I said.
Her nostrils flared at that. "We let ourselves be together, but we still go off on our own?"
"Yes."
"Whenever we want?"
I shrugged.
"It sounds perfect," she said flatly. "It also sounds deranged." She thought just a moment. I marveled at the way I could already tell the times when I needed to wait and when I needed to speak between us.
"Also, you have gotten a little addicted to the variety yourself," she said teasingly.
"Also, I have gotten thoroughly addicted to some variety myself," I admitted good-naturedly.
So we sat there, closely, companionably, and fretted.
"You hear about open relationships," Monica said. "I've seen one or two. They always... Oh yeah, baby! Go! Go!"
"Outta here!" We both crowed triumphantly as the Braves center fielder jacked a solo homer down the left field line to tie it back up. Monica sat up long enough for us to high five, before she settled back against me.
Fortunately(?), she was not to be derailed from our conversation. "Relationships where the couple open things up always... mostly, seem to fail, though."
"I am not interested in any more failed relationships," I said.
"Exactly," Monica said, then fell silent.
"But we are agreed that we will both be miserable if we try to be just the two of us, and thus would probably fail" I said. "And we will probably fail if we do the open thing?" I was really, really not liking what I was saying.
Monica didn't agree aloud, but she obviously felt much the same way. "So, what do we do? Just keep being buddies and wait some more to see what happens?"
"I'm really not a fan of that approach," I said, pulling her tight against me once more.
An entire tight, scoreless inning went by and neither of us said a word. A McDonalds ad came on after the eighth, and the old Big Mac jingle popped into my head... Special Sauce...
"I say we go for it," I said swiftly, before I could chicken out. "I want us. We both want others, so be it. I mostly want us. There are details to hammer out, for sure, but let's be together, Monica!"
She flowed out of my arms and sat up to look at me. It didn't feel like she was withdrawing, just wanting to get a good look at me. "But we just agreed that that kind of relationship doesn't work! That's a helluva risk, Clark. I don't... I can't end up hating you."
"It has a chance to work for us, Monica. A good chance," I said earnestly.
"And we are so special because?"
"Because we have the special sauce," I said, triumphantly. "And most importantly, we have it before we start the relationship."
"The what?"
"Come here," I said, and she was willing to play along enough to snuggle in against me again, her curiosity and hope warring with skepticism. "So I have not heard about how I managed to find yet another set of my sheets from the guest room in my washer last weekend. Who won the lottery?"
"You are trying to prove to me that you are okay with my screwing other guys?" Monica asked sharply. "Or are you trying to prove it to yourself?"
"Who won the lottery?" I asked again simply.
"Nathan Webber," she said, with a little challenge in her voice.
"Short kid? Brown hair and the beard that is actually grown in?" I asked.
Monica nodded. "He's not that short, and I'm not sure how much of a lottery win it was for him."
I looked seriously at Monica. "Fuck off. If you are the prize pool, it's the goddamned lottery."
"Thank you," she said with a small smile. "Unfortunately, the poor kid had a ten-second fuse."
"Oh shit."
"Twice," she added.
"Oh the poor bastard," I said, my horror for him overlaid by unwanted humor.
Monica was also unable to keep from sniggering just a little. "We shouldn't laugh. I certainly shouldn't laugh. I missed out on a lot, too. That guy has such a nice cock," she mused in an almost wistful tone.
"Oh yeah?" I prompted. We were easing into our strange practice of telling tales once more. It felt comfortable. "Was it big, too?"
She looked up at me from under my arm. "A good bit bigger than yours, buddy," she said challengingly, watching for my reaction.
I just shrugged. I have always said that I have nothing to be ashamed or, nor nothing to crow about. I've never had a complaint, either. I waited for her to go on.
"I should have known he had a problem when I saw how nervous he was when I got him into your bedroom up there," she said, pointing to the second floor and back of the house. "But when I worked his pants down off him, that beast of his was not nervous at all."
"'That beast'? How big is he?" I asked in amusement and fascination.
"Not quite a tripod, but getting on toward it," Monica said with a smile. I just laughed. "But I should have known there was trouble brewing from the way it jerked and pulsed from the moment I first touched him. I knelt down and wrapped my lips around that head, which took some doing, and had barely run my tongue around it inside my mouth once when the poor kid yelps and groans at the same time and absolutely unloads in my mouth."
"Unloads?"
"I could barely swallow it all, and not just because it caught me off-guard," Monica said. She smiled and snuggled harder against me. "It was good too. After yours... and Stan's, it was about the best tasting cum I've ever had. I just didn't get to have any fun getting it!"
I was momentarily derailed from the story, which was saying something. "Stan?" I asked.
Monica liked up at me. "I told you, what little he did, he did very well, the fucker. Someday, if I ever feel better disposed toward him, I'll tell you what those things were. But they included providing tasty snacks."
This time we both laughed out loud.
"But that was it for poor Nathan?" I asked.
"Hardly," Monica said. "I wouldn't have had to change the sheets for that! No, after some folderol and encouragement... I had to do some very physical reassurance to get him to calm down about the quick pop. He liked that process. But eventually, he rallied. Let me tell you, watching that creature rise from limp to full flower was something you've just got to see."
"I'll pass on that experience," I said drily. Monica shot me a look that worried me for a second.
"Anyway, we rolled around on your guest bed for a while, before I lost patience myself and climbed on top of him. I figured that I could control the pace that way, you know?"
"Makes sense," I murmured.
"Nope. I had barely worked my way halfway onto that cock of his, before he unloaded again!"
"Oh no!"
"Oh yes! And worse, both times, he went limp in seconds. I never got to work him all the way in," Monica said in frustration. "After that it was all reassuring, and stroking, and petting, and him apologizing and groveling like a defendant at a Communist show trial. Clark, he is such a sweet kid, but he has a problem."
"Bummer," I mused.
"Oh, it was still fun," Moinca said with a twinkle. "As I said, he was vavoom to look at, kissed really well, and there is a certain ego boost to be had when a guy creams himself from almost just looking at you."



"Well, there you go," I said happily.
"I fail to see how that little tale, no matter how fun, funny, or sexy helps us with our dilemma."
"But it does," I said. "Once you started telling me that story, there was no way you were going to stop. You had too much fun telling it to me. And I was having a ball listening to it. I always do. You always do." I paused. "And when I tell you a story in return, I always love telling it. And I'm pretty sure you always get off listening. Right?"
She looked at me. "Oh yeah. Like, I almost literally get off." Her hand slid over and across my lap briefly. "It obviously gets your motor running too," she said, removing her hand after assessing the evidence.
"That's the special sauce," I said with a grin. "You and I have a very specific set of matching kinks. The perfect kinks to make what we both want possibly work. We both love to tell stories to the other about getting laid."
"And we both get off hearing those stories," Monica finished for me.
We looked at each other.
"To be clear," I said sternly. "I am not interested in watching you with another guy, nor am I interested in you watching me with some other woman either. I don't want to be humiliated. You and I have seen what cuckolding looks like, and I'm not signing up for that."
"Me either! From either end of the treatment," Monica agreed fervently. "It was bad enough for me to still feel sorry for Stain."
"Me too," I affirmed. I did actually feel sorry for the shitty pile of toe jam. Not apologetic. Just sorry. "But I do want you to keep on having adventures. I want you to keep telling me the stories. I want to keep hearing them."
"And vice versa," Monica said firmly. "You can do your adorable guilt routine all you want, but you are not allowed to let it stop you from doing what you want to do anyway, or this doesn't work. Clear?"
I smirked at her. I'd try. I am what I am.
"There are a lot of parameters we need to work out, you know," she said, sliding her own arm around behind me on the couch.
"Oh yeah," I snorted. "I'm thinking about all sorts of permutations right now. But do you think for one second there will be any we really disagree on? At least enough to make problems?"
"No. No I don't."
"Well then, Monica Whitney, will you be my girlfriend?" I asked in a thirteen year-old's voice.
She giggled. "Sounds good to me. We are officially Going Steady."
"I have an idea of what to do next," I said in her ear, my arm around her snaking over so my hand could grasp her firm breast.
Monica pressed back against my grasp, but her voice was quelling. "Clark, maybe before we go wreck a few rooms in your house, we let this settle for a while? Can we just, I don't know, court a little? I mean... I know we both are horny as fuck right now. Is that the best way to cement an, um, relationship agreement? Let's just... be together for a while. Then you can mount me like a stallion daily, okay?"
As long as she wasn't dislodging my hand, I could live with that sensible suggestion.
"Also, it is the bottom of the ninth, and the game is still tied. I'm not moving from this seat," Monica added, showing that she indeed understood priorities.
The bottom of the ninth was unproductive, and the game went into extras.
"Hey," Monica said. "Let's call Yancey and Wanda and see if they want to have dinner together. At some point, if the moment is right, we can tell them that they are on a double date!"
"Nice," I chuckled. "But I thought today was a big date thing for just the two of them. Theater and dinner?"
"Clark? Has it never seemed odd to you that whenever you invite the three of us over to hang out, I'm the only one who ever shows? When you know how much Yancey likes to drink your booze?" Monica asked sternly.
"You never even told them that I invited them, did you?" I said, grasping my cluelessness. I'd always just been happy, maybe relieved, when only Monica had shown up.
"Of course I didn't," she snorted.
"Still, they are doing the theater thing. Will they want us to horn in on dinner?"
"Movie theater! They are at a matinee showing of that old rom-com, Notting Hill at the Odeon. They are probably planning on eating at Olive Garden or some shit this evening."
"Call them," I grinned.
Turns out, we were now joining Yancey and Wanda at Carraba's, not Olive Garden, at six-thirty.
The Braves won on a crisp single to right that brought home the runner from second, and Monica and I were dancing on the couch. After about the fourth replay, we both slumped back agains the cushions. It had been a very good day already. I smiled... at my girlfriend. My woman. My partner in... grime?
Monica smiled back, then reached over and started pulling open my fly!
"I really do not want to discourage you, but didn't you just say an inning ago that you wanted to hold off until we are sure we not being completely stupid?" I asked cautiously. It was a question that I did not want to ask, as my cock was already being produced from inside my pants.
"Oh yeah, I think we need to wait to fuck for a few days at least," Monica said seriously, stroking my cock the last ten percent to full erection. Damn, her fingers knew just the right pressure. "But if you are going to be together with me, you might as well go ahead and get used to this. We have two hours until dinner, and this has always been my favorite way to kill some time," she said, and leaned over me.
She cradled my shaft between the fingers of both her hands, and I could feel her breath wafting warmly over my straining manhood. I meeped softly at the sensation of the tip of her tongue when it first brushed fleetingly over my tip. My meeps transitioned to moans as she slid me between her lips and she began to gently, wetly, bob up and down on me.
This was incredible.
"Christ, Monica," I groaned. "This is totally different from what you did to me before..."
When we had been cucking Stan, she'd blown me like a force of angry nature, with my cock often deep in her throat and more noise than a lawnmower on a quiet Saturday morning. This was gentle, and caring, and happy, and calm.
And fucking amazing.
Monica lifted her face toward me, caressing my cock sweetly as she spoke. "Oh. Yeah. I like sucking that way too, but this is my favorite. Don't worry, you'll get that treatment too, especially when I'm in a bad mood and need to work it off."
"You and I are the Best. Idea. Ever," I groaned as she enveloped me again. Somehow, what Monica was doing was 100% for my enjoyment, and yet 100% for hers instead.
I knew how to last, and while Monica was languid from start to finish, I also found that she intended this to be a quickie, a practice I later learned was sort of the point of the exercise. I was not allowed to last forever...
As I lay there, gasping on the couch, Monica wiped her lips in a self-satisfied manner. That one quickie blowjob was better all by itself than all the frantic, fevered, ferocious fucking we had done on the eve of her divorce. I would not have traded the one for the other, mind you. But that blowjob was transcendent.
Stan was the dumbest sentient creature in the planet's existence.
After reassembling my brain, I reached for Monica, intent on returning the favor, but she slid to her feet. "Tempting, but no need today, babe! And if I let you, our resolve will go out the window entirely and we will miss dinner." She smirked at me happily. "I know it is just Carraba's, but I'd like to dress better than this for dinner out. Since we are not telling them right off the bat, it will look better if we arrive separately anyway."
She had a point. As I watched her walk down the street toward Wanda and Yancey's place, I resolved that ambush oral was going to be a two-way street for us in this relationship, whatever else we did.
As I wandered upstairs for a shower, I reflected that I'd just had some amazing fellatio, I had a new, awesome girlfriend, and the Braves were finally tied atop the division. It was a great day already!
I mean, I had an awesome new girlfriend who I was going to sleep around on, and who was going to sleep around on me at every opportunity... And how was I going to hide that from my daughter? And when she inevitably found out, probably by walking in on me at some incredibly embarrassing moment, how was I going to explain it? And how would I convince her that she must in no way look at her dad as a role-model?
Fuck it. Monica and I were together. It would be a marvelous relationship... if we could keep it.
When I got out of the shower and was getting dressed, I got a phone call. One of my gremlins had taken it into her head to go into the office and do some work. On a Sunday. Unprovoked.
Could this day get any better?
Unfortunately, that meant that she needed some guidance, and I got stuck on that call for a gawdawful long time. Still, there was little I would not do to reinforce in this employee how important it was to put in extra hours at critical times. We needed what she was doing to be done, and she was doing it. I'd teach her later that maybe getting it done without screwing around so much first might keep her weekends free.
When I learned that lesson fully myself...
But the call made me late, and I saw that Monica, Wanda, and Yancey had not only been seated, but had their first round of drinks and a basket of breadsticks already. I waved across the dining room as I wove over toward them.
Monica's eyes glittered.
I grinned internally, and decided we might as well just freak them out right off the bat. I circled the table, slapping Yancey on the back, then pressing gently on Wanda's shoulder. As I swung around Monica, I leaned over and kissed her softly on the lips. She rolled with it easily, and lifted a hand to caress my chin with her fingertips. I broke it off in but a second more and seated myself casually.
"You couldn't order me a beer?" I grumped at Yancey.
He just stared at me.
"Was that what I think if fucking was?" Wanda asked somewhat breathlessly.
"What?" I asked innocently.
Monica just laughed.
"How long has this been going on?" Yancey demanded, with a huge grin beginning to split his face.
"Clark asked me to go steady with him during the ninth inning today," Monica chirped in her own middle school voice.
"Noice," Yancey said, punching me a bit more than lightly on the shoulder. He raised his beer toward me with a broad, happy grin.
"Don't you dare toast me when I don't have anything to drink," I warned him thirstily.
There was some crosstalk around the table as everyone was asking and answering mindless questions.
Things calmed for a moment when our server came to take pity on my poor parched throat. "I actually did not see this coming," Wanda said. "I mean, it always seemed to make sense to me, but... I mean, you both have been having an awful lot of fun with," her eyes flickered from me, to Yancey, to me, to herself, to me, to persons not present, "other people," she finished lamely.
I looked at Monica. We should have discussed this beforehand. But we both knew that these two, of all people, had to know, and not by finding out accidentally.
She smiled. "Oh, that sort of fun will continue," Monica chirped, taking an idle sip of her wine. "In fact, I have an existing date for Saturday night."
That brought conversation to a rather abrupt halt, and Wanda and Yancey stared at us. I shrugged weakly. Monica shifted in her seat uncomfortably, the reality of those stares from our dearest friends hitting home. "We... are two moderately damaged people who want no part of another normal relationship, with all its own dangers," she shrugged. "I... Clark is the best guy I know, but I'm not now, and I don't think I'll ever be prepared to feel exclusively owned by a man again," she said, feeling her way through the words but ending them on a very firm note.
Wanda looked at her, still silently.
"And you guys know my issues," I added quietly. "I for one do not expect you guys to fully understand or endorse our crazed scheme here. This wouldn't work for most people. It shouldn't work for us."
"Then why are you two trying this cockamamie thing?" Surprisingly, it was Yancey who asked the question. He did so tensely.
"Because we are kinky?" Monica asked.
"We... we spent a long time this summer, explicitly avoiding anything romantic between us, if you hadn't noticed. But we still hung out. And found ourselves telling each other of our adventures, in more and more explicit fashion," I said, a little sheepishly.
"Turns out, that is such a damned turn-on," Monica jumped in.
"Well, duh," Yancey agreed, without thinking. "That can be crazy hot."
"Excuse me?" Monica asked sharply, her own face now displaying surprise.
Yancey paled. Wanda went to kick him under the table, but the table leg was in the way and all our drinks wobbled, making it obvious what she had done. Monica's eyes narrowed.
"So you just tell him old war stories to get him revved?" she asked slyly of her friend.
That gave Wanda an easy out. All she had to do was smile, wink, and say, 'Something like that.' That was all she had to do. Instead, she panicked. I very briefly enjoyed someone other than me panicking. But then she actually gulped, like in a sitcom. And she looked at Yancey. Then she fucking looked at me.
Monica looked at all of us, her face a mixture of irritation and amusement. "There is some shit going on here that I don't know about, and I'm the only one. This is not fair."
Swell, my new girlfriend of three hours was mad at me. We had not had time to lay out our rules, but I was sure, because I was going to insist on it myself, that not keeping things like this from the other was going to be a bedrock commandment.
Wanda just gulped.
Yancey, as usual, rode to the rescue. "Your turn to tell the tale, babe," he said to Wanda. "If they are really going to go all in on this plan of theirs, Monica shouldn't bat an eyelash."
"What?!?" Monica demanded.
So Wanda told her the story. The whole thing. She was very circumspect about details, but the whole thing. It took fifteen minutes, interrupted only by our ordering dinner and another round of drinks, our first having vanished rather abruptly.
When she was done, Wanda looked anxiously at Monica. Monica just looked at me with a slowly widening smile. "I am so glad I will get to hear the details of this while naked with you. It will be so much better than on a barstool at BW3's." She turned to Wanda, sparing only a single glance for Yancey. "And he will be telling me every single detail, Wanda. Every single one," she practically cackled. Wanda just face-palmed.
Monica turned to Yancey. "So you understand the fun we are talking about, right?"
"I understand the fun. Oh yes," Yancey said. "I do indeed. But I can't imagine voluntarily getting myself into a situation where the source material was on-going, guys!"
I thought about that for a second. "You guys did a perfectly normal dance on the marital precipice, and stepped away from the edge in your own bizarre, unique manner," I said. "Monica and I both fell off that precipice already. We prefer to dance down at the bottom."
"Does that make sense?" Monica asked, suddenly actually wanting some positive feedback, instead of the pushback that seemed to surprise her.
"No," Wanda snorted. "But our solution didn't make sense either, so who am I to talk?" She grabbed Monica's hand. "We wish you guys luck, regardless. We love you both."
"That's true enough," Yancey allowed, still bemused.
"Who knows, maybe you can tell us a few of your tales of psychotic derring do. If it gets Yancey half as worked up, I'll take the results," she winked.
Yancey actually perked up at that idea, then glowered in a defeated looking manner.
"I'm really not sure I need to hear all of Clark's tales," he grumbled uncomfortably.
Oh. Yeah...
----------------
Thanks for coming along so far on this crazy little ride! I hope you enjoy it as much as I enjoyed writing it. Hopefully there are still a few twists and turns coming that you haven't seen yet. Thanks in advance for your kind votes and favorites, and please take a moment to comment. As always, that's how I get rewarded and encouraged.
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Our resolve to try to act like a couple in an early stage of discovering a relationship and not have full on sex until later lasted... five days.
That Friday, the neighborhood get together was at Walt and Tina's. They had rented an inflatable outdoor movie screen, and used their projection TV to show Jaws in their backyard. It was a gas. That movie holds up.
Before the movie began, Monica and I arrived together. And by together, I mean, arm in arm, being clingy and cuddly.
We were a subject of conversation...
The subtext of what people were saying about Monica was that she had deservedly traded way up, which was quite flattering to me, though considering Stain's reputation, I wasn't exactly meeting a high bar. The subtext of what they were saying about me was that I didn't deserve to be so lucky. I could not have agreed more.
The movie was fun, with movie theater-style bags of popcorn and lots of beer. Interestingly, when the film ended, Yancey and Wanda actually made an early exit, which was largely unheard of. The credits had barely rolled when they were up and saying their thanks to Walt and Tina, waving to a few people including Monica and myself, and beating a hasty retreat down the street.
I sensed that they were eager to have a few hours together without Monica around, being embarrassed and aroused by their antics. I definitely had a specific idea about how to help them with that problem permanently, but I could not pull that trigger yet. I needed to have some evidence that Monica and I were going to work before I risked uprooting her life for a change of address.
The two of us didn't even spend the evening joined at the hip, either. We both wandered around like everybody else, having our own conversations. It was all delightfully normal overall, with the even more delightful exception of Peter pulling me aside at one point and hissing in my ear, "You are a fucking hero, you asshole!"
We did leave together, which would set tongues wagging some more, we were both sure. We giggled about it as we weaved, only slightly tipsy, out the front door and down the street.
When we reached Wanda snd Yancey's place, which was on the way toward mine, Monica looked up at the house and said, "Wow, they are still going in there."
"How can you tell?" I asked, amused but fully believing her.
"The hall light is still on. It is always the last thing they turn out before they genuinely go to sleep."
"Well, come back and have a nightcap at my place, so we can give them more time. I can't have an innocent like you being exposed to those kind of noises, can I?"
Monica laughed, wrapped her arm once more through mine, and we walked on toward my house.
"Spoken like a man who has been exposed to those specific noises himself, or at least one side of them," she said slyly.
"Um, well..." Wanda does make good noises...
Monica chuckled and whispered in my ear, "I think it is time you to tell me at least one of those tales tonight. And while you do, I'm finally, finally going make love to my man."
Well, there went our idea of keeping our own sex down to a simmer while we fitted ourselves into this relationship.
Nope, was not going to argue about it.
"I do seem to dimly remember that we have had sex before..." I mused, transitioning my arm from hers to around her waist as we walked.
"We've horsed around a little on your couch," she began.
"Horsed around? That was one of the best blowjobs of my life!" I objected.
"I told you, that's just how I like to fill in gaps in my day," she smirked.
Jesus, she was selling that joke like she meant it...
"And the four hours of hot, sweaty, transcendent Stain removal?"
"That was more like much needed therapy, which I thank you for... along with some pretty shameful revenge on my part," Monica said. "Tonight I want to make love to my man."
"And you want us to do it while I tell you about how I fucked your buddy," I said. It was not a question. It was one of the central pillars of how we intended to make 'Us' work. I was fairly certain that I was falling in love with this woman. She sure seemed like she was trending that way too. I certainly hoped so. But I had learned the hard way, that I, no matter how wrong the situation, was not equipped to say no. And she had a need to not say no. Telling tales would be how we could manage to be 'faithful' to each other. And get super turned on doing it...
"Oh, you know it," Monica agreed breathily. "Listening to your sex stories almost gets me off on a barstool in a crowded BW3. But naked? With you inside me? I'm ruining this underwear right now in anticipation!"
I will admit that my pants were less than comfortable at the moment either. We turned the corner onto my street.
"You had a date last night, if I remember. I still don't even know with who. I'm going to need to some details on that as well," I said merrily.
"Nope," Monica laughed.
"Nope? There are no details?" I asked, disappointed.
"Oh there are details," she said happily. "But tonight is about the Clark and Wanda saga. Tomorrow I'll tell you about my mere dalliance while you make love to me some more."
"I'm liking this plan," I said, turning my face to bury it in her sweet-smelling blonde locks. "But you only get a first taste of the Clark and Wanda tale tonight. I'm going to dole it out in small doses, and there is a lot to tell. The best stuff, you will have to earn!"
"Tease!" she poked me in the ribs.
"Exactly." I sobered for a moment. "As long as we both disclose the basic who and when, we can have fun with the actual details later, right?"
We were still working out our Rules.
"I think that works," Monica said. "And can we talk about if we need prior approval? I mean, spontaneous events will happen. I want spontaneous events to happen. But if either of us decides to make a conscious, premeditated run at someone, maybe we need to run that by each other in advance? And if it is someone that we both know, I'd like to actually require a prior discussion, at least for a first time. That way, we avoid any hidden landmines."
"A first time?"
"Come on, Clark. You are incapable of a one-night stand, even with random, semi-anonymous, leggy Vietnamese women on the other side of the planet."
"Fair."
We were at my front door. I opened it and let her in. As the door closed, she flowed against me and we kissed deeply, wordlessly. The rules-lawyering discussion could resume another day, though I was finding even that negotiation kind of arousing.
I felt Monica tugging upward on my shirt, and I stopped her. "No. Not here. If we get started here, we will just end up doing it here, on the rug." I took her hand and led her happily up to my bedroom. There was a cessation of conversation as we undressed each other with intense focus.
Okay, we kissed each other a lot, but that was the only diversion during the process of getting naked.
Then I actually pulled back the covers on the bed so we could get in and under them. I wanted this to be the two of us fully and completely in my bed. Together.
Our naked bodies wrapped around each other as we reveled in the feeling of cool, fresh sheets surrounding us. I bent and devoured a breast. My hand slipped between her legs, exploring her opening, and leaving me gratified by how slick she was already.
Monica grasped my cock firmly and murmured in my ear, "I think I need to suck this cock now..."
"Oh, you think so, do you?" I asked archly.
"Yeah," she chuckled. "You are going to be doing the talking for a bit, so my mouth has time for fun."
But I was having none of it. "No," I said firmly, rolling myself over atop her, pressing her body into the softness of my memory foam mattress topper. "I want to do this inside of you. Every time you've gotten me to tell you a tale, I've nearly always been wishing a little in the back of my mind that I was fucking you instead of talking. I'm going to do both now."
"Fuck, this is such a good idea," Monica sighed as I sank into her.
I barely got through Wanda's cleavage antics during our date, and breathlessly detailed her first time sucking my cock on the very same rug I had insisted Monica and I evacuate a half hour before, when we were both climaxing in a wild, loud punctuation.
I lay atop Monica, trying not to let all my weight press down on her body, and we both gasped in companionable silence.
"So what did you do next?" she asked me at last, a grin relighting her exhausted face.
"No, I think that is all you get to hear tonight," I said, caressing her chin softly. "The rest of tonight is just about you and me."
"I can definitely get behind... and on top of that," she giggled. "After you let me out from under you so I can run to the bathroom!"
I did not fuck Monica again that evening. But I certainly did make love to her, and she to me, along with lots of auxiliary activity. It was wonderful, but not nearly so wonderful as the simple fact that she stayed with me after, and we drifted off to sleep together in my bed. Our bed.
Speaking of wonderful, I slept like a rock, with the security of someone else in the bed with me for the first time in years. In the waning years of our marriage, Rebecca had been a familiar presence. Now, Monica was a reassuring one.
And most wonderful of all, I woke Saturday morning with morning wood already encased between tender lips...
I lifted my sleepy head, traded a thankful look with Monica's happy eyes, and let my head sink back into the pillow. I sighed as she, now that she knew I was awake, shifted gears from woman who was simply luxuriating in her toy, to a woman who was on a mission because she was hungry for breakfast, both figuratively and literally.
I did not know how long she had been enjoying herself before I broke free from Nod, but I could quickly tell that, while I was going to enjoy myself... and to the fullest, I was not going to enjoy myself for long.
Her sudden sense of urgency was quite contagious, as her hand massaged my base swiftly, and her lips slid up and down and around my swollen helmet with a perfect touch. I groaned mightily and felt myself serving up her first breakfast of the morning in a climax that felt simultaneously rushed and exquisitely languid.
"Wake up, sleepy head!" were her first words to me, as she finally let my happy cock pop free of her lips.
"You could easily wake the dead," I gasped. "But please don't try. I prefer living in this high-quality porno to living in an episode of Zombieland!" Monica merely giggled as I pulled her up for a cuddle. "Omlettes?" I asked.
"I could whip up some of those," she said happily. "Assuming you have eggs?"
"I was offering, not asking, you ninny," I said reprovingly. "And of course, I have eggs."
I rolled out of bed, searching for my robe, because I do not cook in the nude. I found mine, but realized that I did not have a lady-appropriate robe in the house. That was something I needed to rectify... possibly that very day. Monica solved my dilemma by simply grabbing the white button-down shirt I had worn the night before and throwing it on, buttoning all of two buttons.
There is nothing sexier that a thoroughly rumpled woman wearing nothing but one of your shirts...
We padded down to the kitchen, and as I got things going, we both checked our phones, because of course we did. This is the twenty-first century, and we are addicted. There was a new group text on both our phones, from Wanda, and including Yancey as well.
WANDA: I'm going to assume Monica found SOMEPLACE nice to sleep last night, or do I have to send Yancey out to search the bushes between our place and Tina's?
I smirked at that, but Monica beat me to a reply.
MONICA: I'm fine, Mom. A nice man gave me some candy and a place to rest my mouth.
MONICA: My HEAD, not mouth!
MONICA: Damn you, Autocorrect...
I almost burnt the eggs, we were laughing so hard.
But I didn't. Because I can cook, dammit.
As I slid a plate across the table to my lovely blonde companion... more than companion, I said, "I think we need to tell Becca. And stat. I don't want any inadvertent leaks to get back to her through the Franklin family channels."
"I'm down. That's a good idea," Monica shrugged. "Do you think that this will blow her mind?"
"For a few seconds," I replied. "But since she outright admitted to trying to get us together earlier, I doubt it will exactly rock her o the core."
"How about the rest of it?" she asked, siping her coffee diffidently.
"Yeah... How about we play that by ear on when we fess up the more... non-standard features?" I asked, in full coward mode. I wanted to tell Becca, and indeed tell the world, that Monica and I were together. I was less eager to fill others in, especially those closest to me, about the weird way we were trying to define 'together'.
I grabbed my phone, ignored the rude text waiting on it from Yancey, and started typing.
ME: Hey pumpkin! I know it is a football Saturday, but since the weather means no pool time this weekend, can I feed you lunch or dinner today?
A reply snapped back swiftly.
BECCA: Daddums, I know it disappoints you, but I just don't care about football. Could you take me to that new fish place for lunch?
ME: Sure. 1:00?
I paused.
ME: If you want to do lunch, and get there before me, make sure we have room for a third at the table. I told Monica I'd take her to shop for some things, so I'll bring her along.
Monica was watching me type. "We are going shopping?"
"Actually, yes," I said mildly. "As fucking sexy as my shirt is on you, you need a robe for when you stay over." Until you move in, but we aren't ready for that conversation yet, are we?
"Oooh, I look forward to that almost as much as lunch!" Monica said. "A few rules, though. I'm buying my own damned clothes, thank you. And I'm buying two robes. One for in case someone were to show up unannounced... and one for when it is just the two of us like this."
"Maybe we'll skip lunch," I joked.
*
We arrived a few minutes late. Monica had ended up needing to fix her makeup a second time after I messed up her first effort. I dropped her off at the front door of the restaurant and went to seek a parking spot. The place was still new, and was crowded. When I finally walked across the whole parking lot and entered the building, I stopped short. Against the back wall, at a nice table, were Becca and Monica, both waving in my direction.
Along with Mary, Carol, and Anne.
Hoo boy.
Well, it wasn't like Becca would not have been texting them madly before lunch was over anyway.
There was no excitement in their demeanor of the sort that I would have expected if they anticipated what Monica and I wanted to say. So the Trinity's presence was just a free lunch ploy by my daughter on behalf of her best friends.
Heh.
Since a good bit should be re-used, I approached smiling, leaned over and planted a long, loving kiss on Monica's mouth. I even used a little tongue this time, because I knew it would gross out Becca.
Well, that brought conversation to a halt.
I seated myself casually and smiled around the table. "Hi guys. What's up?"
"What?" Becca asked.
"Was that?" Carol added, helpfully.
"That was me kissing my girlfriend," I said, grabbing my napkin and putting it in my lap. I looked around for a server. "Have you guys had a chance to order drinks yet?"
Pandemonium broke out around the table, while Monica and I played it cool. Becca slammed her fists down on the table and then shot them straight up over her head in a gesture of triumph. The Trinity all talked over each other congratulating Monica.
"How long have you two been up to this?" Becca demanded.
"Only a few days, really," Monica said calmly. "First anyone else knew was last night, when we went together to Walt's house for the neighborhood thing."
Mary looked at her with an intent smile on her face. "Why do I vibe that you did not sleep at my house last night, Mon?"
I just smiled. Monica snorted.
"Well, fuck," grumbled Anne.
"Language!" every single one of us replied simultaneously.
"What's the matter, Anne?" Carol asked.
"I guess this means we three all missed our chance to be 'thanked' for Stephanie," Anne said with an overly dramatic sigh.
Becca stuck her tongue out at Anne.
And then Monica mildly said, "Oh come on guys. Don't worry about that. Clark can still thank all of you whenever you want to get around to it."
I closed my eyes exhaustedly. This is not the time, and especially not the company in which I wanted to have this discussion.
Just when I thought I was out, my brand new girlfriend drags me back in...
"No, I meant..." Anne started to say, then trailed off when she met Monica's friendly gaze. "Oh. Wow."
I locked my eyes on my daughter, ignoring the hellions. Yes, given the turn this conversation had taken, they were back to being the hellions. And maybe having them here for the reveal would make this goat rodeo seem a bit more real and serious? "Becca, Monica and I... the two of us have gone through a lot of stuff. Stuff that neither of us can ignore, and which we both are very fortunate to want to deal with in the same fashion. It's weird, I know. And it is probably a bad idea. It is definitely," I said firmly to my daughter, "a bad idea for anyone not quite so uniquely messed up as your dad and his lady." I let my gaze sweep over three other young women whom I also did not want emulating Monica or me.
"What 'stuff' are you talking about," Becca demanded, more confused than upset, I was only partially relieved to see.
"A brutally possessive marriage," I said, waving idly in Monica's direction. They all knew her tale. "Infidelity," I added, waving my hands indistinctly. "And there..."
"Infidelity?!?!?" Becca gasped. "Dad, please tell me you didn't..." She was getting wound up instantly. It made me realize that she somehow hadn't melted down instantly over the 'thanking me' discussion. But parental infidelity was going to produce that meltdown now!
Oops.
I could not bear the look that I was getting for another second. "Pumpkin, I never cheated on your mother. That is the whole, unvarnished truth."
She was mollified for almost exactly three seconds. I'm pretty sure Carol and Mary both twigged to the implications of what I had implied before either Monica or I did, but both said nothing. "Mom cheated on you?" Becca followed up immediately, in outrage. Very loud outrage, for being in a public, popular restaurant...
Fuck. People looked out way.
Then my daughter grabbed her goddamned phone right there and then and went to open her texting app. People looking our way was suddenly the least of my problems.
"Put down that phone, young lady," I snapped with every ounce of fatherly authority I possessed permeating my voice. She froze.
"It was a mistake to let you know what happened like this." I shot an apologetic look at the other girls, who were all now staring at me with saucer eyes. "But I'm not going to discuss this further here. Becca, I do want you to promise me to talk to me later, before you decide, when your emotions have cooled, whether you are going to talk to your mom about it or not. I'll only say now that things were complicated then, and you need to hear what you need to hear. But you don't need to hear everything, so you are not going to." I held her outraged gaze for a moment longer. "Will you trust me on that?"



Becca grudgingly nodded, but wow did I clearly have a lot longer discussion in my future. Then Rebecca was going to kill me for what I had just sent her way.
Of course, she shouldn't have fucked those other guys, so I could live with some heat heading in her direction...
In fact, had I tipped the issue to Becca intentionally?
I bit my lip as I realized that I probably had. Wow, I was a shit.
Our marriage had been dead long before Rebecca sucked her first extracurricular cock. Rebecca and I had gently suffocated it ourselves, in tandem, as a team. There was therefore a limit to the depth of Rebecca's sinfulness. That didn't mean I was relaxed or happy about it. If she was going to fuck around, it would have been courteous to let me have the same option. For that... yeah, she deserved for Becca to know. Let our daughter bring the heat, I thought cowardly. If I were to get around to really letting the ex have it myself, the subject of my relationships with certain friends of Becca would return to the fore...
But Becca could bring the heat and expect no retaliation.
I just needed to make sure it wasn't heat that was permanently damaging to her relationship with her mother. That was the first commandment of our marriage. And the first commandment of our divorce. Thou Shalt Not Fuck Up Becca's Relationship With The Other Parent. So I was going to have to be light on my feet in telling her enough to understand the truth and be mad about it, but with enough context for her to understand the reasons.
I sat back, sweating a bit at what I'd just done.
Somehow, no one wanted to talk about anything difficult all of a sudden. It turned into a mostly pleasant lunch. If anyone, Becca was the one on the hot seat. After a brief discussion of the relatively mediocre reputation that Mary's current beau had earned with everyone else, followed by Mary's own, very desultory defense of the boy, things turned to Becca's swain... Kent.
I was not a fan of Kent. Kent seemed... overly familiar with my daughter. I sensed that he was taking... liberties. Or perhaps worse, I sensed he was being granted liberties. But several things became apparent to me over the course of the lunch. First, Kent had been around for a while. He had been around longer, in fact, than I had noticed. Considering that one of my main concerns about my daughter had been that she was treating men as disposable, this was really something that I should not be complaining about. Second, all three of the other girls seemed to not just be good with Kent, but actually enthusiastic.
Was I going to have to give this little shit a second look?
Fatherhood is hard. Even when you don't make it astronomically harder like I just had.
*
The conversation with Becca about her mother later that week was excruciating. Never has any man worked harder to defend his cheating tramp of a wife. By the time I was finished, I even half believed my own shit about how she wasn't that bad.
I let myself be satisfied with knowing how unbelievably awkward things were about to get for Rebecca.
All I got from her was a single text about six hours later.
REBECCA: For the love of God, WHY?
I laughed a full-on Bond villain laugh for five fucking minutes after I got that text. I never responded. To be blunt, she knew what she did.
*
I finally got the details of Monica's last date out of her on Sunday. The extraction process was glorious.
Things were calm after that for the rest of the week. Yet another rainy weekend put a further nail in the coffin of pool hangs for the year, and late Saturday morning, Monica and I were trading foot rubs and reading our phones companionably on the couch when she reminded me she had a date that evening.
I examined my feelings. Nope. Not upset. I was curious though. "New guy?"
She giggled. "Nope. This one is... well, I'm giving Nathan Weber another go."
"The college boy who pops in seconds?" I asked, a little surprised.
No. I was a lot surprised.
"Yes. Nathan."
"Really?"
"Yes really, you big arrogant jerk! To begin with, I kind of want to see if I can help him out. Now that I know what I'm dealing with going in, maybe I can help him learn some endurance."
"You selfless woman. I'm impressed."
"Don't be," she muttered sheepishly. "There is also the matter of how big that thing is."
"Ah ha!" I chortled.
"Jealous?" she teased.
I paused. We were dancing about the edges of one of the myriad things the should make whatever the fuck we were trying to do turn into a train wreck. "Should I be?" I asked.
"Should I be jealous that in the last three months, you've had full access to both Wanda's and Mary's magnificent racks?" Monica shot back.
We looked at each other.
And then we smiled.
"I wish you luck in your endeavors," I said with a little leer.
"If I succeed, I will be happy. But even if I don't, I'll get mine when I tell you about the attempt," Monica smirked.
"You are building up quite the little stable of college men," I observed in honest satisfaction that my woman had what it took for that.
"Stable? Hardly," Monica snorted. "I'm strictly catch and release. That's my MO." She looked at my skeptical expression. "Well, catch, play and release. You, Mister, are the one with the college harem."
"Hey! I do not have a harem," I objected vociferously. "I... I mean... No. I don't."
Monica just laughed at me, but then we shared a stare as I stood my ground, appearances notwithstanding. I somehow knew that I did not have a harem...
Please, Lord, I did not have a harem, right? I could not live with myself if I had a harem.
Monica just smiled at me, in part at my naiveté and in part at my distress. But she pursed her lips. "I'll allow that they maybe aren't technically a harem. Your noble ass is too eager for them to move on with their lives beyond you, and harem keepers are all about possession." She wiggled her toes against me... against my groin. "But as long as I am the queen, I'm good either way with your harem or not harem."
I rolled my eyes. Since I had been scrolling my Instagram for a couple of minutes without one decent meme, I put down my phone and resumed massaging Monica's feet in earnest.
Her phone dinged, and she read her message. She smirked.
"Nathan asking if he should take some saltpeter?" I asked insincerely, while working at her toes between my fingers.
"Ass," Monica murmured, typing. "Of course not. Just a friend."
She typed busily. Then she snorted, and typed some more.
"What's so funny?" I asked, enjoying her grin.
"Hmm? Oh, just some work drama. I do have a professional life, you know. It's the kind of stuff I won't burden you with until you inevitably fuck up, as all men do, and you are in need of some light punishment. Then you will hear all about my office politics. I similarly expect you to leave me out of all your basketball discussions, Clark."
Fuck. Monica wasn't into basketball?
I sighed. I supposed that made her even better, since I now knew that she wasn't totally perfect.
"I am however, heading back home now," she announced, as I finished up with her pinky toes. "If I let you keep at my feet any longer, you will have me getting naked. And if I do that, I will not be all fresh for my mission of mercy during my date this evening. Also... I kind of need a shower badly, regardless."
I pouted, and pretended that my footrub had not been intended to incite some afternoon delight.
We still spent five minutes in the foyer, making out, before she finally left for Wanda's and Yancey's to shower and primp. Just because.
The plus side was, I now had the entire afternoon and evening to get some work done. Tomorrow, I could then spend the whole day, minus a couple of hours having dinner with Yancey and Wanda, driving Monica wild while I heard about her success or failure with getting the wonder dick in working order.
Damn, but even my engineering mental processes were being improved by being with Monica... when she wasn't totally distracting me, of course. I had a brilliant insight and was excitedly drawing up a totally new alternate diagram for the secondary controller when my doorbell rang.
Now who?
I slapped my computer shut, and went to answer the door, wondering who it could be. Becca, cranky after a trip to confront her mother that I hadn't known about? Or Wanda or Yancey, here to dig for dirt? Maybe it would be Mormon missionaries and I could screw with their heads.
Carol.
Carol?
Hoo boy. Carol.
"Hey Mister H!" the girl chirped as she slid easily past me when I opened the door.
I let the door close behind me as I cautiously turned to follow her progress into my house. At least she was dressed about as conservatively as I remembered seeing her in a year, with a knee-length skirt and a loose-fitting, cotton sweater.
Wait, Carol owns a skirt?
"What can I do for you, Carol?" I asked cautiously.
"Monica invited me over," Carol said, wandering into the living room uninvited.
"Today? She's not here," I said, confused.
"Exactly," Carol replied, turning to me with a smile as I followed her into the room.
Light bulb.
"Were you texting with her just a little while ago?" I accused.
"Yes?"
I looked disapprovingly at her. I wanted to look disapprovingly at Monica, but she wasn't around to look disapprovingly at, so I looked disapprovingly at Carol some more. I waited.
"I asked her if she really meant what she said about you and her, and... things. And about us... me in particular," Carol said, suddenly sheepish.
I could not help but smile, just a little.
It was fucking flattering, okay? Fuck you.
"She was quite emphatic that she was serious" Carol added defiantly. "She then told me that you would be here, and she wouldn't, all afternoon and evening."
"You do realize that I'm going to tell her, in exquisite detail, every single thing you and I do here, if we in fact do anything, right?" I said, firmly.
"Really?" she asked in sudden surprise.
I guess we hadn't explained the kink part. Becca had been there, after all.
"It's... what we each get out of each other's, um, activities," I said sheepishly. Maybe my suddenly revealed kinky side would scare her off. "So yeah, I will tell her every single noise you make. Every single thing you do."
Please don't let it scare her off.
Carol considered for a moment. "Well, I guess I better do a good job. I'd hate to look bad in Monica's eyes!"
I sighed.
"So this is really going to be your thing?" she asked, stepping to me, sliding a hand behind my head and kissing me. "Telling each other about how I kissed you?" Another kiss. "About how I snaked my hand down your pants?" Word. Deed. That was Carol.
I was quite happy once again for my habit of wearing elastic waist trousers.
Who was I fucking kidding? I was in no way going to resist this situation. I was having a hard time even woking up any guilt any more. I knew damn good and well I was not leading this girl down any paths she had not already happily trod without me. And while I had a girlfriend, I was sort of expected by her to provide this kind of entertainment.
And if that was to be the case, who better than Carol? Lean, athletic Carol? Adventurous Carol? With the awesome, generous tits?
Tits that clearly were not encumbered by a bra that afternoon, as I discovered instantly upon filling my hands with them. Only the light cotton knit kept me from dropping my lips to them instantly.
So I grabbed the sweater and pulled it off without further ado, and immediately clamped my lips around that glorious right nipple. Don't worry, I paid full attention to the left one in good time.
Her hand had never left the inside of my pants. Those fingers had just rested happily around my cock as I ministered to her chest, but suddenly, they came to life, squeezing with new urgency. Her other hand was tugging at my waistband, and in seconds, I was as bottomless as she was topless.
She pushed me toward my couch, but before I could sit for her, she slid past me and sat on it herself, pulling me in front of her.
I was not about to stand around with my dong sticking out from under my shirt, and tugged the polo off over my head. By the time I had it off, I didn't give a crap about it. Carol had gently tugged my cock forward and had it delving in between her lips.
I reflected that it was not Wanda's utter artistry. It was definitely neither the frenzied effort, not the loving bonding of Monica's various gifts to me. But it was Carol's gift. And it was soft, and languid, and the look in her eyes told me that she had internalized everything I had tried to teach her... and holy shit was she getting an A from teacher.
I definitely did not have a harem, because the only person being possessed around here was me.
I could have held off for a good while. I really could. But the only way I was going to get my face between those incredible thighs of hers was to let her have what she was working for first.
And letting her have it was not hard. Her gaze on me was relentless as she sucked me in and out of her mouth, its utterly dominant servility had me in thrall, exactly as I had asked her to attempt, back on board the ship.
I arrogantly felt a surge of accomplishment, a surge which morphed into lightning racing up my inner thighs and down my chest, meeting at my core and splashing a veritable torrent of jizz into Carol's eager lips.
Later, as I looked up from between her thighs in turn, while she called out her own approval, I fixed my gaze at the deep valley between her breasts, and considered running to grab the fresh can of Redi-Whip in my fridge.
But no. I merely lowered myself against her, pressing her back into the couch as I kissed her deeply.
I was finally going to face this girl while I fucked her.
Oh shit, was that worth the wait.
*
Carol left that evening, eventually. And I was unsurprised that I did not hear from, and certainly didn't see Monica later. I did not yet know if she had spent the night with her project, or if she'd gone home to Wanda and Yancey's. I did not need to.
I slept, if not as well as I had begun to with Monica beside me, then still quite well, considering my exhausted state.
Again, Carol is a finely tuned athlete. Finely tuned, Division I college athletes can really take it out of a middle-aged man.
Yeah, guilt was largely a thing in my rear-view mirror. Guilt had brought me so much good...
I sat up in bed, sunlight streaming into my bedroom. Wasn't it supposed to be raining today?
I shrugged. I picked up my phone and thought for a moment before texting Monica.
ME: Morning, sunshine! How ya doin'?
It was a full ten minutes before I got a response.
MONICA: Relaxed. Just waking up and feeling accomplished.
ME: Ho ho! Still accomplishing?
MONICA: Hardly! Catch and release, remember?
ME: To be clear, I would not mind you taking a sleepover.
MONICA: Thank you. The same goes on my end, if your situation calls for it.
MONICA: Are YOU having a sleepover?
ME: Nah. I think the situation calls for you coming over here in a bit.
MONICA: [Sad Emoji] I do too, but I have a long-standing to do with some women from work today. And then an early meeting tomorrow morning. How about I run don't walk your way after work Monday?
ME: [Praying Hands Emoji][Party Hat Emoji]
*
Of course, a meeting from hell broke out at work late Monday afternoon. Worse, it was my fucking meeting.
I had a nice little half-page agenda, neat and, I thought, air-tight. It was just my group and Freddy's department. We started at four, and should have been done by half-past.
But nooooooo.
There were two fucking minor points of coordination for our groups to work out. Two. We handled the first one like poop through a goose, and I relaxed my iron grip on things--like an idiot.
Before I knew it, I looked at my watch and it was 5:45, and my second agenda item had not even come up yet. It was a perfect storm of meeting drift. One of my people went full Teacher's Pet for a while, and another decided she wanted to be a showoff and 'sought input' on a few of her accomplishments.
Teacher's Pet would have been easy to squash, except the Teacher he was Petting was Freddy, who, damn him, was actually interested in the kid's questions. I had a harder time feeling good about squelching my showoff, because she actually had pulled off something pretty cool. Even I had not previously realized how cool it was until then. And I guessed that she deserved to get a little limelight for it.
I had offered her a momentary spotlight, and she took a Jumbotron.
Meanwhile, Freddy, who is a laser-focused machine when he is working, becomes this free-association, brainstorming monster whenever he's in a group and someone asks an open-ended question. My Teacher's Pet had him totally off and running ten minutes in.
So now, almost two goddamned hours later, here I was, wanting nothing but to go home and jam my face between Monica's legs. But I still hadn't gotten my second agenda item checked off, because one of Freddy's people named Carrie Anne Whorly crafted a brand new idea right in the middle of all this yammering, and now we were somehow doing a pre-design workup on it, in the middle of my meeting.
I could have stomped on her, maybe scheduling something for later. But I didn't actually want to. To begin with, she was Freddie's minion, not mine, and he was goading her on. Second, it was a really, really good idea, one from which I could meaningfully benefit. Finally... Carrie Anne is the living embodiment of Nerd Hot, and is not in my management chain of command.
Those heavy black-framed glasses of hers just served to magnify incredibly blue eyes. Her jet black hair with its dorky bangs framed a porcelain face with just a sprinkling of fairly mild zits that looked more like freckles. And her skinny body just accentuated the size of those tits that really filled out the front of her My Pretty Pony teeshirt.
Yes, that's right. The girl routinely wore Rainbow Sparkles shirts to the office.
My dick was halfway hard from thinking about how, had I not scheduled this meeting in the first place, I could well be home and naked with Monica by now. It was the other halfway from speculating about Carrie Anne, and what kind of story she and I might weave for me to tell Monica about...
So there I was, in a Hell of my own devising, with a hard-on that needed hiding beneath the conference table.
And then rescue arrived. The meeting room has a glass wall separating it from the hallway, and Thalia came walking along outside, her briefcase already over her shoulder as she headed for the parking lot. She registered our meeting out of the corner of her eye and paused to look at the reserved sign by the door.
The reserved sign with my name on it, and a specified time of 4:00-4:30. Uh oh.
She paused, then gently opened the door to our meeting room. All voices died out. The Boss was here.
"I see you have a marathon going on Clark," she said mildly. Unfortunately, I could see in her eyes that she expected better of me than this obvious mess.
I really wanted to throw everybody under the bus and go into my usual routine about meetings being the creation of the Anti-Christ. But it was my meeting. I had created it, so that was not really an option.
Meanwhile, my iron hard cock, in one of its few good ideas, suggested that this was a golden opportunity to score some points with a certain hot nerd, should I ever wish to actually pursue said hot nerd.
"Yeah, we are running late," I said. "Thalia, this is Carrie Anne Whorly. She's on Freddie's team, and she's derailed my boring little meeting with a truly stellar idea. We've been chewing on it for a while now." Suddenly, I was babbling. "We, uh, when we get it worked up here, Freddie or I will shoot you a memo about it. It really looks worth pursuing."



"There might be some budget requirements," Freddie put in, tentatively but hopefully.
Thalia just cocked an eyebrow at that, then slid fully into the room. "How about I save you memo-writing time and you guys just tell me about it briefly while I'm here," she said, walking the length of the room to grab a spare chair from against the wall. She pulled it over to shove herself right up next to me at the head of the table. She didn't displace my position, but she was right there next to me.
She was wearing one of her best new suits--one of the more form-flattering ones, and one with a skirt. I got a nice view of her legs as she settled in right next to me.
I twitched the side of the suit coat I was wearing across my lap casually. The table didn't hide my situation from Thalia's sudden new viewpoint.
Like an angel from heaven, Thalia took control of the meeting with invisible reins. She coaxed a concise, five minute outline of her idea from Carrie Anne, who alternated between enthusiastic advocacy for her idea, and shooting adoring glances in my direction. She knew how easy it would have been for Freddie, or especially me, to claim credit for what she had come up with. Instead, I had put her in the spotlight with the President.
Teacher's Pet was beside himself with irritation. Teacher's Pet could suck it.
Thalia asked two questions, the answers to which encapsulated an hours worth of rambling discussion. Then I saw her look down at my paper with my tiny little agenda on it in front of me. My tiny little agenda that had consumed two hours of eleven highly-paid employees', along with two senior executives' time this afternoon.
My tiny little agenda with only one item checked off, and a sea of frustrated doodles surrounding the second, untouched item.
Effortlessly, she brought up that second item, while making it seem like I had, and we banged it out in record time.
Recognizing a gift when I saw it, I quickly adjourned the meeting before Freddie could try to metastasize it further. Carrie Anne, who might be a nerd, but who also saw career-enhancing opportunities when she saw them, volunteered to write up her idea that evening and shoot it to Freddie and me, so we could forward it to Thalia with our 'enhancements'. She said all this smoothly while Thalia was still right there.
Somewhere, in this little code geek's background, probably an uncle or aunt, there was an Operator who had taught the girl well...
I shooed my team out swiftly, telling them to either get back to work or go home. The half that should have gone home trooped back toward their cubicles. The half that should have stayed and gotten some work done, headed for the exit.
Sigh.
Most of Freddie's team took their cue from my instructions and filed out as well. Freddie himself fled, pursued by two of the biggest offenders in the time-wasting nature of this meeting. Suddenly, I was alone in the room, cleaning up the space. My name was on the reservation, after all.
Thalia had stuck around, looking amused.
"Thank you," I said fervently. "I worship the ground you walk on." I would have not gotten out of there before 6:30 as best, I realized.
Thalia snorted. "It's my superpower," she shrugged. Then she smiled oddly. "And I thought you worshipped the ground your accountant girlfriend walks on."
My accountant girlfriend? Oh, she had met Monica, that one day at lunch, hadn't she?
I actually blushed a little. "Monica? Um, she wasn't my girlfriend back when you had lunch with us that day."
"Status change since then, hmm?" Thalia laughed. "Ah, well..." she sighed and wafted out of the door. I watched her waft. It was a helluva waft. And really, since when was she wafting again?
And, 'Ah well...'?
*
I called Monica from my car as I raced home.
"I'm on my way, delicious," I said when she answered.
"You have surfaced!" she said merrily. "I considered starting without you, but it is no fun telling sexy stories to a vibrator."
Vibrator? That was a new thing for her to talk about...
"Well, I think we both have some sexy stories to tell this evening," I grinned into the phone.
"Oh really? Do tell! Who?" Monica asked, all innocent.
"Don't pretend, wench! Carol let me read your texts with her," I snorted.
"Busted," Monica laughed. "But that was naughty of her to show off our conversation to you!"
"She was being terribly sweet about making sure there was no way she was screwing up anything between the two of us," I said, fondly.
"And once she was done being convinced, I assume she continued being sweet to you?"
I just laughed smugly. Jesus, now I was being goddamned smug about banging these girls...
"Just you coming, right? No work buddies tagging along from whatever meeting from hell you were stuck in?" Monica asked.
"Fuck no! Not given what I have in mind!" I shook my head, a useless gesture when on the phone. "And I really am sorry. It was my own meeting and it still got out of control. I had to be rescued by Thalia."
"Oooh! If no work buddies, are you bringing Hot Boss home with you?"
I hung up before the conversation had me too distracted to safely drive.
I was still too distracted to safely drive.
I pulled into my garage and entered the house. There I found Monica on the couch in the living room with a still nearly full glass of red wine and Wheel of Fortune just coming on the TV.
The juxtaposition of her casually watching game shows with her casually lounging on the couch, wearing the not-for-public-viewing robe we had bought for her to have at my place was immediately threatening the structural integrity of my trousers.
The robe concealed absolutely nothing. It was more like an almost invisible emerald cloud around her body. The fact that she sported only a very nice, if tiny, pair of panties underneath just made her twice as raunchy as if she were completely naked under there. It was the first time I'd seen her wearing it properly, and I instantly resolved to sneak back to the store and buy it for her in the other two available colors.
Wordlessly, I started to undress myself, right there in the living room. I took care with the coat and trousers at least. If I yanked them off, I'd have had to have them pressed again at least.
"Wine or beer?" asked Monica, siding to her feet. Oh, she had matching green heels on too!
"Beer," I mumbled with effort, eyes locked on her as I struggled with my tie.
She turned and wafted into the kitchen.
It was a waft that put Thalia's, in that concealing business suit, to shame. But Thalia's had still been a very nice waft...
I was down to my boxers by the time Monica returned, my beer even poured into a frosty glass from the freezer. She walked toward me, picking up her wine along the way. She was letting those four inch heels do everything to her walk that four inch heels can do to a woman's walk, and my iron hard-on was back in force.
She handed me the beer, we toasted wordlessly and drank. We drank in each other too.
I lifted a hand and trailed the back of its fingers down and over a green-skimmed breast, reveling in the hard bump of her nipple pressing against the sheer fabric.
Monica reached forward and cupped the tent in my underwear, humming in appreciation. Then she set her wine glass down as she flowed to her knees before me. She tugged on my shorts, and slipped them down, leaving my cock waving happily in the breeze.
"You know," she mused, "you have never been very forthcoming with details about any of the girls. I hope you know that you are going to be very detailed about Carol this evening..."
I let her ditch the underwear because, well I was tired of even the loose boxers constricting my erection.
But, I had other ideas.
I actually stepped back a half step before she could lean in on my cock.
"I did, in fact, warn her that I was going to give you a literal blow-by-blow of what we did," I chuckled. "I think it turned her on a little, and weirded her out a lot. But I'm going to put a pin in that tale for now." I grabbed her hand and pulled her back to her feet, then walked her toward the couch. I sat on the cushions on one side, and Monica accommodatingly sat beside me, a little deeper on the couch.
"For right now, I demand to hear about the repair, refit, and rehabilitation mission, successful or not!" As I spoke, I tightened the bow in the sash holding the robe closed at her waist, so it would not come free. Then I gently tugged the lapels of the garment wide, exposing an expanse of cleavage. Her nipples were still only visible through the green haze, but I had her looking even more sexy now.
Monica giggled, then started to get into her story. Just convincing the poor kid to give himself another chance with her had been a chore, and Monica regaled me with the tale with good humor. For my part, I slid off the couch and spread her knees slightly.
I lifted one magnificent leg and ran my cheek along the side of her foot in that amazing high-heeled pump. The storytelling we were engaging right then was my biggest kink, our biggest kink. But as far as other kinks go, I honestly do not see foot fetishes as part of my stable of deviancy. That said, I was quite turned on by those shoes at that moment, and they deserved a little love.
A little. I needed to start working my way up that leg. And that leg just kept getting better the further I went, of course.
"I finally, finally... oh that's nice, finally got his pants down and my lips wrapped around that huge knob... get on with it will you, please? And damned if the poor boy just went off again! If he had a second's warning himself, I'd be surprised."
I tugged the panties aside and dipped my tongue within her. Monica crooned as I delved into her already crazily turned on pussy.
"There... still was not a problem with volume or flavor, for... ohhhhh... for that matter," Monica said, gamely keeping her story going as I worked. "But the poor... ungh, beautiful boy looked like he was going to open a vein. Oh, fuck yeah, just like that!" She paused for a moment as I briefly addressed the wonder of her clit. But only briefly, I knew there had to be more story. Hopefully a lot more story.
Gathering her wits as I reverted to teasing around her hips and lower belly with both mouth and fingers, Monica continued. "I had to physically hold him there, he wanted to bolt so badly. It took liberal application of naked... mmm, nice... naked Monica to his person to keep him in the room, and to... oh, do that again, please... to convince him that I wasn't upset. Also, it took a little work to convince him that his member was not down for the count.
"But not that much work," I suggested, letting my fingers trail up and down her slit, just barely touching. "Naked Monica, topically applied, should make Viagra look like a placebo!"
"Thank you," she grinned down at me, grooving for a moment to my work, instead of her story.
"And how did things turn out?" I asked, before letting my tongue dip to follow the strokes of my fingers.
She didn't answer directly, but resumed her story. "I tried a simple handjob next, figuring it would give me the most control, and just kept bringing him to the edge, then backing him off. And I did it over, and over, and over, and over..." She seemed hung up on what I was doing with my tongue... So I stopped doing it. "And over, until he started managing a decent interval between pauses," she finished, glaring at me. She knew what I was doing.
"When I first tried to add... a little tit action, rubbing my nipple against that beast, I almost lost him in the very first... second," she murmured, her eyes mostly closed now in remembrance and from pleasure. "But the boy held on, and held on all on his own. That felt really good, and you could tell he knew he'd done it too." I pressed my fingers inside her, curling them up and stroking the roughness of her pleasure spot.
Monica gasped, and started talking a little faster. "After a few more minutes, after he'd... shown me he could handle, uhrm, a few licks on the head, he moaned and said, 'I've just got to come!' Rather than slow down this time, I jacked harder and pressed him back between my boobs, telling him to give it to me."
I pressed gently on her gee, and suckled hard on her clit. Monica shrieked happily, and then started babbling through her orgasm with phrases like, 'all the spooge', and 'painted my tits' interspersed with utter nonsense.
When she sagged, I lifted my head and smiled at her. "So you did it!"
"The boy did it. I just coached him," she panted, the smugness in her voice warring with the modesty of her words.
I let my fingers rise from inside her, and lifted my face from her slit, but I stayed in the neighborhood, tracing the outlines of her hips and navel, audibly inhaling her scent.
"Oh Christ, you aren't done, are you?" Monica asked in a voice that was half despair, half jubilation.
"Neither are you, are you?" I asked. "With the story?"
Monica sagged back against the couch and sighed. "Of course not. The selfish part of my motivation the whole time was wanting to make sure that I would at least have time to work that whole thing inside me before it went off."
"And you managed?" I asked, sliding up to lay my body atop hers as she reclined on the couch.
"Oh yeah," she sighed, while I nuzzled the side of her neck and let my hand slide inside her robe.
"And how awesome was it? Are big dicks really some kind of next-level experience?" I asked, finding that I was genuinely curious, and not (very) jealous. Okay, I was prepared to be jealous.
Monica just sighed and pressed her chest forward into the palm of my hand. I went back to nuzzling. My fully hard dick (and its ordinary dimensions) pressed tightly against her thigh.
"I think you could say that they are their own thing," she said, after due consideration. "I mean, it was fun, and made for its own set of sensations. I won't turn another down in the future, but I also don't need a steady diet, either. That is for sure!"
"I hope not!" I chuckled.
"Dipshit," Monica said, slapping the back of my head affectionately. "Of course, your dick is the best dick..."
"Of course," I added.
"Well, it is," she said with gratifying certainly. "And I am definitely on Team What You Do With It Is What Counts, regardless of your own very satisfactory dimensions, Clark." She moaned softly as I began to lick her throat. "But, yeah, if another wonder dick comes along, I'm going to certainly see what it can do."
"Ah ha!"
"Yeah, yeah, I'm busted," Monica laughed. "Just like, if some opportunity with manongahelas even bigger than Wanda's comes along, you won't, um, dive in?"
"Busted as well," I said. "But now it is time to tell me about getting railed by the man-horse!"
"Eh," Monica said, with a genuine off-handedness. "Like I said, it was a unique sensation. And it felt good, don't get me wrong... amazing in some ways. And he did last at least a little while. But he obviously couldn't know what he was doing yet, because I was the first female he'd ever gotten it fully inside. Unfortunately, that inexperience meant I never got close to an orgasm."
She sat up, with a naughty gleam in her eyes. "I'm much more interested in how the meal I had delivered went!"
I chuckled and went into my story. For much of it, we just cuddled, hands all over each other, but in a mostly low-level, erotic sort of way. Neither of us were getting serious again yet.
"So you had seriously never fucked her face to face?" Monica asked, as I described the fun of sinking into Carol while I bit her lower lip.
"No, actually," I said. "That girl seriously likes it from behind."
"My naughty little buddy," Monica chuckled, shifting against me in a more purposeful manner than she had been exhibiting for a while. "So you finally got to see her O-face? What was it like?" Her hand stole down, and for the first time in quite a while, she wrapped it around me, rather than just caressing my length.
"I did not," I snorted, suddenly a little crabby that I had not. "The girl is committed to being in a rut about how she ruts. After only a few minutes, she was crawling out from under me and heading for the stairs."
"Heading for our bed, was she?" Monica asked, and I took note at the way she worded that.
"No, just headed for the stairs," I smiled.
"You fucked on the stairs? On the landing, you mean?"
"No. On the upper run. We went up around the bend so the Amazon driver wouldn't see us through the sidelights of the front door if he showed up with a late package."
"How does fucking on the stairs even work?" Monica asked, suddenly very invested in the tale.
"It was..."
"Show me," she said, pulling me to my feet and dragging me toward my stairs.
Now I was suddenly very invested in the idea of a demonstration, even if...
Monica let her robe slip off as she bounced up the stairs, around past the landing, and lay back on the upper run, eyes gleaming at me hungrily.
"If you want the demo, you gotta remember," I began.
"Oh yeah, Carol is in a rut..." Monica laughed, and rolled over onto her belly. Her arms crossed in front of her on a high step, hands on opposite elbows, and her sleek, curvy ass wiggled invitingly at me.
Here we go again, I thought, as I climbed over her. I let my eager cock drag back and forth over her butt, and along her crack for a glorious bit, before I pushed her legs a bit further apart and nestled my tip against her labia.
With a single slow stroke, I entered her. She was tight as always, but wildly turned on, and I was able, with only some resistance, to delve into her without a whole lot of delay. "Oh, fuck yeah," Monica crooned.
I resumed my story as I thrust into her. Doing it on the stairs was seriously hot.
It was also seriously uncomfortable, just like it had been with Carol, and was brutal on my knees...
"It's great, right?" I said, pausing my story to just revel in the way my cock was burying itself right at the moment. "But..."
"Yeah, it is not a comfortable screw, is it?" Monica replied, still wiggling her ass hard back against me as I thrust.
"Nope. But it does have its merits," I went on, slipping a hand around and under her. Her breasts swayed freely between the edge of one stair and the next, and it was fabulous to be able to reach in and grab her like this. And the 45 degree angle at which we were lying was so very unusual.
"Oooooh, yeahhhh," Monica moaned as I teased a swaying nipple. Her forehead bent to press against the edge of the top stair. "Serious... unnh... merits."
I was letting the story lapse for a bit, far more concerned about preserving my knees, and not crushing Monica against the edges of the risers. And mostly concerned about making sure the head of my penis was stroking her internal pleasure center with each shallow stroke, a task that was absurdly easy in this otherwise awkward position.
"Clark?"
"Yes, unh, Monica?"
"Did you finish in her like this, or is there more to the tale?"
"No, this... is how we... finished here," I grunted.
"Good! Then forget the story and finish this amazing but... seriously uncomfortable fuck, would you. Come in me, Clark. Do it hard. Then you can get the fuck off of me, okay?"
I just chuckled. I existed to do her bidding, so I was glad to come. But she was coming first...
Okay, we came close enough to simultaneously that it didn't matter. What mattered was that neither of us could really think clearly for a while in the aftermath, barely able to figure out how to disentangle ourselves and sit on the stairs, cuddling against each other.
"During that tale," I said, finally gathering my wits, "you said something that made me think. You called it 'our bed'."
"I'm sorry," Monica began.
"I'm not!" I said swiftly. "That is our bed. Ours alone. Whatever fun we have with others, it should not be in that bed."



"Ooooh, I like that idea," Monica said, punctuating her declaration with a kiss that lingered for a good long while and ended with my hand full of a quivering breast.
"Given that," I said, taking the leap, "I know we are both swamped the rest of the week, but come Saturday morning, I'm coming over to Wanda and Yancey's and I think you and I should gather up every last item of yours that is over there, and bring it back here to settle in."
"Ohhhh... So you really want that to be Our Bed?" Monica asked breathlessly.
"Your bed. My bed. Our bed. And I'd really like you in it all the time," I said. "How about it?"
"Yancey will be so happy, he may go rent us a truck!"
I wasn't a hundred percent sure about that. Yes, I believed that Yancey had truly sworn off other women, but I knew for a fact that he had not sworn off looking, and I would be taking away one of the finestobjets d'art in his house...
----------------
Thanks for coming along on this crazy little ride! There is only the finale yet to come. This story was supposed to be a three or four chapter story of a cruise ship sex binge, and as I have been saying to start each chapter through this one, the story took on a life of its own! I hope you enjoy it as much as I enjoyed writing it.
Thanks in advance for your kind votes and favorites, and please take a moment to comment. As always, that's how I get rewarded and encouraged. One more chapter to go! Stay tuned.
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The Saturday move had been swift and efficient, with Wanda as eager for it to happen as Yancey was, which was to say, not entirely. Both of them had gotten used to Monica's presence, even when it cramped their style a little. We were done by lunchtime, and Monica ordered a couple of large pizzas for the four of us without telling me in advance, because, "That's how friends pay friends for help with moving."
The next morning, Monica shot up in bed as the sun rolled into the window. A naked Monica, shooting up from under the covers next to me was, I was pleased to discover, better than a double-shot of espresso when it came to inducing wakefulness and blood flow. And I had slept like a rock the night before, once we had finally let each other sleep.
I had forgotten how marvelous it was to have someone I cared for like this living with me...
"Clark! This is really my home now, right?"
"It better be," I said, pulling myself upright next to her. "You processed your change of address with the post office last night online."
"Then I would like to have a little light dinner for my friends this evening, so they can know that we are... this now."
"Sure," I said, not quite tracking. "We could also just bigfoot this Friday's festivities and move the neighborhood thing to here..."
"I said, 'friends,' Clark," Monica said. "I've learned an enormous amount about who my friends are over this Summer. I have gotten tremendous support and encouragement from our neighbors, and I will thank them all forever. But none of them really went out of their way to spend any extra time with me, just to be friendly. The same goes for my work colleagues. Support, accommodation, generosity. But no real outreach."
"So you want to invite Wanda and Yancey over," I said, thinking I had it, and happily so.
"And Becca," Monica added. "She needs to know we are living together anyway, before the next time she just drops by to get something."
Uh huh.
Uh oh.
Monica was looking at me, with a stern smile.
"Oh you have got to be kidding me. The hellions, too?"
"I love that name," Monica laughed. "But I prefer The Trinity. And of course, the girls too. Why wouldn't I? Why wouldn't we? Those three, those four, gently shepherded us together, consciously and unconsciously."
"This is going to be a shitshow," I grumbled. Not that I was going to say no.
*
Shockingly, it was not a shitshow. None of the few remaining secrets among all of us came explosively to light. Becca didn't so much as grimace at me and her friends. Not even when Mary put her arm around me, and her hand on my ass, while telling me her latest tale of relationship woe. (She had checked carefully to ensure that her parents were out of sight, but she missed Becca.)
I even behaved myself when Becca was teased about missing a morning class because... she had still been at Kent's dorm. It was hard, but I managed it. I also cornered my daughter privately and interrogated her about Rebecca. I was pleased to learn that my ex remained In Trouble, and there was little indication that she would be anything but In Trouble for a good while. But I was even more pleased that Becca didn't seem hell bent of it being a permanent state of affairs. With me, she had gotten a taste of how much fun it could be to lovingly punish a parent, and now she had a far better opportunity to indulge herself with her mother. I was quite content to let her run with it. I'd watch, and if things started to turn rancid, I'd intervene. But unless that happened, I would contentedly revel in Rebecca stewing in the juices of her own actions.
*
The following Wednesday, after I got home from beers with Yancey, Monica and I were cuddling on the couch, streaming some new foreign series. The plot was truly fascinating, the dialog veered wildly from utterly clever to stilted beyond belief, and the action and other production values were... quaint.
Then, all of a sudden, for no discernible plot reason other than that it was probably allowed for in her contract, the female lead got naked. Spectacularly naked. We are talking Hall of Fame gratuitous nudity.
I was... charmed.
So was Monica. "Wow... she is fucking hot," my babe breathed next to me.
Okay her reaction may had added a hardness factor or two to my already enthusiastic reaction to the full-frontal coffee-making scene we were watching. I had been leaving Monica alone for a while now, but my hands were suddenly back all over her breasts as we sat on the couch.
"Mmmm," Monica cooed happily at my sudden assault. "Someone is all horny when I appreciate a nice set of tits..."
"Those are not just merely nice," I observed. "And yes, I am."
We wrestled about a bit as the all too brief flesh show ran its course.
As if to make us pay for the sudden sex explosion, the show cut to the comic relief being neither. That character was a serious weak link in the production. I snuggled Monica down against me and I sighed. "You know, you've been teasing me for a while now about whatever sapphic experimentation you ended up trying. I know, it is fair dues, you don't have to tell me because it happened before there was an Us, but I still am dying to hear the tale," I prompted hopefully.
"You know," she said, sitting up and smiling, "I kind of think there has been an Us for longer than the last two weeks, don't you?"
I considered that. "I hope so." Then I leaned in with a companionable leer. "So does that mean I have a right to know who you hooked up with?"
Monica looked at me and shrugged merrily. "Sorry, Clark. Your lesbian porn fantasies remain unfulfilled."
"What? But I thought..."
"Oh, you are fun to tease, you know," Monica chuckled.
"Well, shit," I grumped, flopping back on the sofa with my arms crossed.
She laughed at my antics, but sobered just a little. "You know, just going out and finding some hot lesbian willing to give a girl a walk on the wild side is not that easy," she pouted.
"It has to be easier when you look like you do," I assumed.
"Thank you," she smiled. Then we both winced as the male lead took a bullet that grazed his upper arm and spun him around. We shut up for the gunfight.
When it was over, and the heroine was patching up the guy, Monica resumed talking. "You know, when we started this show, I didn't think it was going to have any sex to speak of, and I didn't feel like it needed it. Now after that scene in her kitchen, I'm just totally derailed by the disappointment we aren't watching some nude nursing here."
I was feeling the same way, actually, and nodded along.
"I do want to try it. At least once. If the opportunity presents," Monica said again, almost tentatively.
"Nude nursing? I'll pencil in a sick day," I teased.
I got a poke for my trouble. "Dingus! You know what I'm talking about."
"Please do not let me stop you," I snorted. I was picturing her with the heroine on the TV, and not hating the imagery.
"I didn't think you would," she scoffed, then shoved me a little. "Would you?"
"Would I what?"
"Try it with another guy?"
"What?"
"Oh, you big baby!"
"I am not a big baby. I am a big, old man who is happily heterosexual, who has made it this far in life without interacting with another naked dude with an erection, and who very much wants to keep that streak alive and well."
She giggled and snuggled in against me. "Okay."
There. That settled that.
"But if I ever get a chance to be spit-roasted, I'd prefer to have you be one end or the other of the rotisserie," she said, stroking my thigh.
"No," I said with visceral fervor that surprised both of us.
"Really, Clark? I'm not suggesting you'd have to touch whoever at all..."
"It's not that," I said definitively. I'd never really visualized fucking a woman while she blew someone else before, and the concept... was surprisingly intriguing. But not if the woman was Monica. She looked at me as I did some mental inventory. "I think the problem would be that I'd have to see you doing it."
"Clark..." she began, confused.
"I do not, at any time, want to see you with another man," I said. "Flirting, sure. Coming on to one even, that's... okay. It's actually fun to watch you work your mojo. But I do not want to see you actually having sex with, or even so much as kissing another guy. Ever. I just don't see myself bending that way."
"We are a weird couple, aren't we?" she asked.
"Yep. Oh, and if you do find yourself being turned on a spit, I am going to want to hear about it later in as graphic a detail as possible, please."
She laughed. Then she paused, and looked thoughtful. "I don't think you are going to get that story, Clark..."
"Oh?" I prompted, curious, but not wanting to push.
"Two guys? Uh... I do this... I both need and enjoy doing all... this, because it reaffirms that I am free, and always will be. And that you are free, and... whatever," she waved off our larger, hideously complicated issues for the moment. "But two guys at once, and neither of them is you? No. My trap radar would be going off so hard, no matter how much I liked them both, no matter how awesome it might or might not feel, I'd just be feeling trapped, no matter what."
"So, no two dudes for you?" I asked, hoping she wasn't going to need me to find a way to step up for her, and set aside my own hangups.
She just chuckled happily. "Somehow, I think I will be able to find ways to get my jollies in as much variety as I like without messing with your head, bucko!"
"As long as we both make each other happy, right?" I asked.
She nodded.
Then we paused the show because we had stopped watching and didn't want to miss any more potential gratuitous nude vacuuming scenes or the like...
*
I made a quick two-day trip to Palo Alto for work the following Monday and Tuesday. It was weird not having to spend time buttoning up the house for departure, since Monica was there now. Convenient, but weird... and wonderful.
I came this close to being able to take Carrie-Anne with me as my sidekick. When the opportunity showed itself, I had pushed as hard as I dared to make that happen, I assure you. But in the end, she just wasn't the right person to go. It was too bad, because her idea from my meeting was clearly gaining steam, and she had already gone out of her way to let me know she was quite grateful for my proactive insistence that credit went where it was deserved.
On the plus side, had I been distracted by Carrie-Anne, I would not have ended up spending a very rewarding evening with one of our VC's consultants, a well-maintained woman of my own age with the filthiest sense of humor I had encountered in a woman in a decade... and the sort of life attitudes that meant a lot of her humor sprang from personal experience.
We each added to the other's personal experiences. Monica was pleased when I got back.
*
The next week went by uneventfully. Things were smooth at work. Monica and I had great sex. We were old enough and experienced enough to not feel like we had to fill every waking hour with each other. I had drinks with Yancey. Monica went to a movie with Anne. We even had our first little fight, over how toilet paper is supposed to go on the roll. My position is, it comes over the top and down the front, just like God hung it for Adam and Eve in the Garden of Eden. I even won the argument. I banked that feeling away, because I am also old enough and experienced enough to know I would not win many more such over the rest of my life...
I could get used to this new normal.
Neither of us got up to any outside shenanigans either. It was the longest stretch where I could remember with that being the case in a long while. And it wasn't because we were intentionally trying to 'be good', or anything. For instance, I was very aware that I had a finite window in which to let Carrie-Anne... express her gratitude where it could be easily controlled as just that, and not have to worry that I was giving her the wrong ideas. I was carefully considering options of how to take advantage of that window. She always looked hot in those Rainbow Sparkles shirts, but when she had rocked up Friday in a tight blue tee with a big red Supergirl S on the front, I had to bite my lip.
Monica had her own longer-term projects, of course.
We were sitting on the couch again the next Tuesday, watching the Braves play from our home instead of at BW3, for obvious reasons. I mean, we had better beer, right? The Bravos has clinched the division already, but had zero chance of getting top seed for the post-season, so this was a completely meaningless game, played mostly by AAA players. It was relaxing.
"Oh wow," Monica said, reading a text. She typed quickly, frowned and typed more. "Mary and her boyfriend broke up!"
I made that 'huh' sound you make when you are unsurprised and unconcerned, really. "The dude that Becca and company have all been so lukewarm on, at best? Good for her."
"He broke up with her!" Monica said, still typing.
"Did the moron take a blow to the head?" I asked. Any male his age with regular access to Mary Franklin should spend each morning making lists of ways to keep that access...
Monica agreed that a head injury was obvious, and kept texting for half an inning, fuming much of the time. Apparently, this was now a four-alarm Thing.
A new calendar event popped up on my phone.
'MARY GET-TOGETHER'. The address was our house, and it was for Thursday. It was on Monica's solo calendar, not our household one.
She looked at me. "I kinda think I need to throw you out of your house Thursday."
"Our house."
"Thank you. Then I'm kicking you out of our house from at least seven to nine on Thursday. We are going to have some girl talk."
"Don't give them too much alcohol," I said in my best... me impression.
"Moi?" Monica asked innocently. "Those girls are still under-age!" she protested in a voice that wouldn't melt butter.
I made a note to buy more White Claw on my way home Wednesday after happy hour.
"Mary is going to want her thanks for Stephanie soon, I imagine," Monica said idly, snuggling up against me. My woman was definitely weird, because she was definitely getting horny at the idea.
"For crying out loud," I protested, rolling my eyes--and thinking about the same thing, damn me.
"What?" Monica asked, all innocence... except for the way her hand had moved to my lap. "I mean, think about it. You are the perfect rebound date, Clark. You aren't an emotional danger, and you aren't a future opportunity wasted by coming along too soon. You are just a great fucking lay with zero strings."
"Thank you," I said drily, but flattered as hell nonetheless. "You do realize that I have to have drinks with her father, my best friend, tomorrow night, right?"
Monica just laughed. "I guess he does have his little edicts he likes to lay out."
Yancey laid out edicts?
"The scrawny bastard has never, not once, actually told me to stay away from his daughter. Never even really tried to," I said grumpily. Yancey would really make my life easier if he would.
"No shit?"
"No. Shit. Most he's ever said was that he really doesn't want to hear about it."
"So if you have tacit permission, why are you so much more jumpy around Mary than the other two?" Monica asked perceptively.
"I..." I paused, then went on sheepishly. "I guess it's that I'm gun-shy with Mary. We did get caught both times we tried anything, remember? If I let her get me alone again, I'm kind of certain that my mother is going to walk in on us. Or probably the Pope."
"By the way, when do I get to meet your mother?" Monica asked, laughing at my nightmare image.
"When do you want to?" I asked back.
"Maybe give us a little while?" she asked, wisely.
"She's gonna love you, but yeah, maybe not quite yet," I agreed. "But another reason that I'm uniquely squirrelly about Mary is that I have never met any of Carol's or Anne's parents, I doubt I ever will, and I really don't want to," I went on in fervent explanation.
"Oh, I think you might like meeting Anne's mother," Monica teased.
"Pull the other one. Why?"
"First, she's divorced. Did you know that?"
"No. Really? I did not know that," I said, genuinely a little shocked.
"I didn't know either. Anne's handled being a child of divorce as well as Becca has. You should be proud of that, by the way."
"Thanks, but why does that make a difference?"
"Do not tell me that you think there is any way that that hot little apple fell far from the tree," Monica laughed.
Oh God. Monica was trying to open whole new avenues of guilt for me to labor under.
No way.
Still... I could easily imagine what a late-forties version of Anne would look like, and... Shiiiiitttt...
*
The concept of my daughter coming over to my house, while I was intentionally not there was... alien. But I went with it. Instead, I went over to Yancey's and we hung out, drank beer, and watched UNC play a Thursday night football game while arguing about basketball's impending season. Wanda had gone to my house. This Mary thing had turned into a summit.
I was glad to be absent, though in my heart of hearts, I was more glad that the first really bad breakup in a while had happened to someone other than my daughter. They all needed an object lesson that men are pigs.
You know, except for me.
"Holy shit, Clark!" Yancey exclaimed, as the football came back from commercial. "It's your cheerleader!"
Sure enough, there was Stephanie, featured in a routine going on just as the TV came back from commercial. She was smiling like a lighthouse and the camera angle was from below her. That was because she was doing a complete split while being held high overhead, held aloft by an incredibly buff male cheerleader who was supporting her with just one hand placed firmly on her crotch, with his fingers brushing one of the world's great asses.
She looked like eighteen and a half million bucks.
We both just sat there and stared for about nine glorious seconds. Then Yancey rewound the DVR.
"The sonofabitch is gay." Yancey said flatly.
"Come on. That's a stereotype and you know it," I scoffed.
"He is standing there, with her legs spread like that while he looks directly upward, with his hand on her cooch and his fingers on her ass. You've had a better version of the same view, I assume, but it can't have been all that much better," Yancey chortled. "And the front of his fairly tight pants is un-bulged. Entirely un-bulged. He's gay."
I shook my head, and Yancey re-wound again.
"Yep," I said. "He's gay." Monica would have been pissed, if she'd been watching.
If I'd been in that kid's position, I'd have... I'd have never gotten Stephanie off the ground in the first place, and if I had miraculously managed that much, I'd have collapsed instantly, like a house of cards. But if I had been able to pull the lift off, I'd have ripped the front of those pants out like a chest burster in Alien.
When I got home, I was told that good humor had been moderately restored, all the White Claw was gone again, and I was shocked to discover that some cooler head somewhere had prevailed and I did not have a date with Mary already on my calendar. As far as I knew, at least. I trusted none of them, even Monica. Hell, not even Wanda...
I would be careful.
*
Saturday, Monica and I went to the park which was her favorite for taking a good woodland hike, and we took such a hike. The quiet, early fall day was lovely, with dappled sun coming through the still leafy canopy and warming us lightly as we walked. Even though, with no UNC game that afternoon, the park was fairly crowded, we felt like we were alone together.



We enjoyed the walk so much, we took a second circuit, not talking a whole lot on either time round, and about nothing of any import. It was just a lovely time together. Monica and I were our own people. We each had demanding, fulfilling careers. We each had... other pursuits. We were not going to be that couple who had to spend every waking moment together.
But when we had the time, I wanted most every free moment with this woman. We would share our lives, our work, our other activities... And we would fuck each other's brains out, gleefully. We would do it through our future together, and we sure as Hell did so when we got back to our house that specific afternoon.
Finally, we stirred ourselves from the bed, didn't bother with a shower that we both knew would need repeating later anyway, and repaired to the kitchen to cook dinner. Monica took lead that evening. Honestly, I had become so used to cooking for myself, and had become so smug about my skills, I found it far harder to wrap my head around letting someone else cook for me than to deal with the idea of a girlfriend with 'outside interests'...
Much harder, I reflected as I found myself chopping onions, carrots and celery for the mirepoix Monica required. I snorted at myself as I swept the carrots off the chopping board. In addition to all my other bizarre and unique world outlooks, I had to be the only guy who was grumpy that his new lady could cook as well as he could.
Okay, she could cook better than me.
Some things at least...
"Clark," Monica said, fairly quietly as she slowly blanched the mirepoix. "I'd like your advice... your input really," she went on slowly and seriously.
"Shoot," I said, sitting on a stool since I had no current tasks.
"I haven't tried anything for a bit, but I have not given up the idea of exploring the Other Side," she said slowly.
"Good for you," I said, with only a slight leer.
"As I said, finding the right person has been the problem," she said.
"I under..."
She cut me off, raising a finger to hold our conversation as she added the meat to her rocket hot pan. Instantly, she was surrounded by a cloud of unfairly aromatic steam.
I really needed to up my game. I needed to find a new dish that would really bring it, and soon. This smelt amazing.
"I mean, with guys... it's kind of easy, you know?" Monica went on as the initial cloud of steam dissipated.
"Must be tough, being a smoking hot woman," I said, with vast sympathy.
"I still fail to see how you, of all men, were sexless for half a decade," Monica shot back over her shoulder.
"I... I spent most of that time thinking I was kind of a loser, to be honest. That's how. Now, after a summer of positive reinforcement that would kill most guys, I think my game's pretty good, thank you. But even in my wildest dreams, I can't just smile at a random woman, bend over a little, and just reel them in," I said jealously.
Monica snorted. "Well, neither can I, with any woman."
"Ha! My heart weeps."
"Not with any guy, either, you jerk," she said affectionately. "But I'll admit, I do have the easier dynamic to work with there." She stirred her sauce lightly, introspectively. "But I sure do not have that dynamic working with women."
I nodded sympathetically. I also appreciated her ass as she bent over the stovetop, but that is because I am a beast.
She reduced the heat and stood back. "It would be easier if I could do it with someone I knew. A friend," she said.
"I hope you have someone in mind at your work," I said sympathetically. "The only lesbians I know are Ursula and Janet. Unfortunately, they are married to each other, so off limits. And anyway, I am only speculating, but I'm still pretty sure either one of them would be far too advanced a ride for little inexperienced you. I'd like you undamaged, please!"
Monica snorted amiably. She was still holding back on me, but I could be patient.
"Um," she said quietly. "That's where I need your advice and your... input. There actually is one person I know where I have been getting a few... vibes maybe? That maybe I might be attractive to her? And..."
"Hardly my area of expertise, babe!" I laughed heartily. "Who is it, though? I'm curious. Do I know her?"
Monica said nothing while she took the meat off the heat, and combined the sauce. Another cloud of unfairly delicious-smelling steam later, and she let everything rest for a minute.
She turned to me. "It's Anne."
Whoa.
Wow.
I had not told Monica about the Carol and Anne experience. Not even a hint. They had asked me not to tell anyone, and I kind of needed to respect that. It was before Monica and I were an Us, so I was within my rights to not spill the story...
Aaaaand that was all just a bullshit excuse I'd already come up with to justify not telling Monica, if she found out about it from someone other than me. Truth was, I was saving the story for a birthday present, or maybe for Christmas, if I ended up having as hard a time shopping for Monica as I always had for Rebecca.
Monica took my silence for shock.
"I wouldn't not have thought it myself, Clark. But... well we went to the movie on Monday while you are out of town? And I've just sort of been on alert for signals or signs lately. And I think she thinks I'm not just good-looking... but attractive. Moreover, I look back, and it wasn't the first time I kind of feel like I've been checked out... and approved of, you know?"
"Wow," I said. Should I tell her? I decided, no. She wanted this adventure, it would be better for her in the long run if she worked her way through it herself. Plus, this was too damned funny.
But she was looking at me expectantly... pleadingly. I huffed. "Well, if your senses are not deceiving you, she might be ideal. Or not. I mean, if she is interested, she still is in no way a lesbian, I can tell you that for sure."
"No shit, Cassanova!" Monica snorted with a smile, as she started to plate up the dinner.
I stuck out my tongue at her and poured us both a beer as she brought the food to the table in the kitchen where we often ate. "I obviously can't say whether she is bi-sexual or not, through," I went on. That was true enough as well, though I was pretty damned close to sure. "But I can't say if you are bi-sexual either, so maybe you two are a perfect match!"
We both sat down and had a first bite.
Fuck! I really needed to up my cooking skills. I might need to take some classes.
After a few minutes of intense enjoyment, and a mixture of smugness and continuing hesitation on Monica's face, she started talking again.
"All that aside, um, what about... I mean, she is, you know... You and she... Would you be okay with that?"
"Ha!" I laughed out loud. "Babe, come on! I'm not jealous of you doing your thing, how the fuck would I be jealous of Anne?"
"Yeah, but I haven't horsed around with any friend of yours yet, much less a friend with whom you have an ongoing thing yourself!"
"Look Monica, our whole discussion about clearing people was about if one of us..." I trailed off.
"Yeah," Monica said. "The key is, no matter their plumbing, if one of us knows someone, and they're interested, we need to make sure that indulging that interest isn't going to create some tension, of any kind, for the other. Right?"
I nodded in happy agreement. "You have your adventure, Monica. Have your freedom. And who says Anne and I have an ongoing thing?" After all, I was trying to be a semi-decent human. Or at least semi-human.
"Ha, yourself!" Monica laughed back. "I know for sure you fucked her already, obviously. Even if you hadn't told me yourself, that girl is full-time smug about being first with you. And," she said, brandishing a forkful of that delicious beef, "you both want to fuck each other again. It's just that neither of you have decided to lure the other in yet. Why not? I have no idea."
I could hardly deny it, could I? I could lie to myself, but not Monica.
"Look, if she attracts you, and you think you might attract her, then I say go for it," I said. "I for one will not be pissed if you make it happen. I'm sitting here with half an erection right now just from the discussion!"
"Only half an erection?"
"The food is so good it's distracting."
She smiled at that, then looked worried again.
"Look," I went on. "What do you have to lose?"
"A friend?" Monica said sadly. "What if she is, like, really not into the idea and I gross her out?"
"Monica," I said firmly. This part I knew I had right. "I don't know exactly how she would react. But I am certain of this: If you make a pass at that girl, she will in no way be insulted or grossed out. She might say no, but she won't hold it against you."
"Are you sure?"
"I am certain." There. That's all the help you get, babe.
We ate happily in peace. Then, if she had wanted to discuss things further, Monica made a mistake. Because she produced a dessert that came with whipped cream. She might not have Wanda's boobs, but she was still more than well-equipped enough for my now favorite game...
The conversation was tabled. Then it was floored. Then it was bedded. There was going to be so much house cleaning in our future...
*
"I think she knows already," Monica said as she came in and tossed her keys on the side table. Getting her to learn to negotiate parking her frankly excessively large SUV inside the garage had sort of been the final step in making her feel at home. As long as she had been parking in the driveway, she could still pretend she was a visitor. Now that she was using the garage, I knew she really had to feel that this was her home.
"Who knows what?" I asked. I had beat her home that evening by all of about three minutes, and was going through the mail. The junk mail that is triggered by a change of address had already started to flow in, and Monica was inundated with ads for house painters, mattresses, and the like.
"Anne. I think she knows I'm interested in her."
"Oh? Do tell," I replied. "I mean, if you are right, and she is already at least a little intrigued by you, she would likely pick up any signals you make, right?"
"I hope I'm right all the way around," Monica said. "It would be pretty embarrassing otherwise!"
"You'll be fine. What did you do?"
"I just was texting her and threw in just a little flirtiness," Monica said, trying not to be too excited. "And I'm pretty sure her responses were meant to be a little flirty too!"
"Excellent! What were you talking about?"
"I suggested that we go see the new Ryan Reynolds movie."
"Aw, hey! I want see that!" I protested.
"Oh, wow! I'm sorry, honey," Monica said instantly. "I can text her back and suggest..."
"Don't worry," I said quickly. "You have a project. Go for it."
"If it is good, I'll happily go again with you. He's a dish."
"Well, I am going eventually, regardless of whether you like it," I said with a smile. Then I turned stern. "No spoilers! Regardless of whether you guys like the movie or not."
Monica looked appropriately cowed, which is to say, not at all cowed.
"When are you going?" I went on.
"Saturday, matinee."
The week flew by. Monica, who routinely texted anyway with Becca and The Trinity, both in a group text, and individually, texted a bit more with Anne that usual. Anne texted her a bit more, too.
I asked to see their texts, so I could offer advice on flirting with girls, and was told to keep my Cyrano de Bergerac tendencies to myself.
I kept up the dance with Carrie-Anne at work. My window where I could find myself being thanked for my efforts on behalf of her career without it becoming a whole Thing was definitely closing.
Saturday, Monica sailed out of the house to meet Anne at the movie after we had an early lunch, and I gleefully took my laptop out back in the yard to get some uninterrupted serious work done. Perhaps the only drawback of having a lovely sex-fiend move in with me was that we both were now getting a lot less work done outside the office.
The weather was fabulous, with only a few high clouds, no breeze, and warm Fall air. I didn't put on a bathing suit, because it wasn't that warm, but I was able to go with shorts and a golf shirt and still be quite comfortable.
I worked away happily, and was quite productive, even with my mind drifting off occasionally to thoughts of what Monica and Anne might possibly be or not be getting up to. I knew the start and run times of the movie, and when I knew it was over, I made sure my phone was not on silent.
Time ticked by, and the longer it went with Monica remaining radio silent after the movie, the more optimistic I became that I was going to have a next level sexy story to hear. I loved to perv on what Monica got up to, but to hear about her getting up to it with someone else I knew intimately?
My productivity began to drop off.
Almost ninety minutes after the movie was over, I got a text. I frowned as I heard Monica's custom text tone, the Pretty Woman theme. Honestly, this was a little early for a check-in.
MONICA: I'll be heading home soon.
Shit. That did not feel gleeful.
ME: No fireworks?
MONICA: Yes and No, dammit. [Frustrated Emoji]
ME:???
MONICA: Movie part was great. You and I will definitely go see it soon.
MONICA: And Anne and I were great in the theater. We kind of held hands early in the film. When we tilted our heads together to talk about ***REDACTED***, we kind of kissed each other!
This was not sounding bad at all. And bless Monica for remembering no spoilers.
ME: Do go on.
MONICA: By the end, we had sort of made out a few times. We kissed more. And I felt my first woman's boob besides Benda McMaster's. Anne had her hand WAY up my thigh.
Brenda really did like to show those purchases off...
ME: This all sounds pretty good. Anne has such nice breasts.
That got an assortment of laughing and agreement emojis. More than it deserved, really.
ME: So, what is the problem, and why are you texting me already?
There was a pause before Monica's reply. The three dots meaning she was typing appeared and disappeared several times.
MONICA: We just couldn't pull the trigger, and believe me, we tried.
MONICA: I was nervous, and jumpy, and acutely aware of my ignorance. Anne... was into it. She's obviously tried it before, but I mean tried. We both wanted it, but were both just too jumpy to actually get going, despite some nice false starts.
MONICA: I'll be home in a while.
Well, shit.
How could I have forgotten Anne's whole nervousness about her self-image as straight? Monica had given me no details, yet, but I was pretty sure that what I knew Carol and Anne had done on their own was more than Monica and Anne had managed just now.
I still wanted to hear every word. Maybe they would try again.
I crossed my fingers and got back to work.
MONICA: On my way. Be home shortly.
I rolled my eyes. 'Shortly' in Monica speak was somewhere between fifteen minutes and an hour.
Just then the doorbell rung inside the house. Fortunately I heard it, and got up to see if I had a package, or if it was someone else. I should have been worried that it would be an additional complication.
I trooped through the house and opened the door.
There stood Anne. And Monica, who smiled at me and lowered her phone. Mine, which I had absently brought along with me to the door, buzzed.
MONICA: Oh yeah. I'm bringing Anne.
I smirked at Monica sarcastically. "Nice."
I stepped backward and waved the two of them in extravagantly. If they wanted advice, they could have advice.
Monica walked in first, planting quite the kiss on my lips as she did so. I didn't really, under the circumstances expect quite so exuberant a buss as that, but I wasn't complaining.
Then Anne entered, and pulled me in turn into a kiss that was not so much exuberant as downright lusty.
"Uh..." I said intelligently, when Anne relinquished my lips.
"That was for being so sweet about keeping my secret, even from Monica," Anne said with a smile.
Monica swatted my ass. "And that is for keeping such a juicy story to yourself!"
"Well, shit," I said, with some genuine apology in my voice. "There goes my best Christmas present idea."
They both shoved me.
"More to the point," Monica said with a slow smile. "You denied me valuable information."
"I didn't discourage you," I defended myself. "I did everything but outright tell you that Anne might be down."
"You didn't tell her that I'm a whole lot more comfortable when I have a man involved," Anne said tartly.
Oh.
Oh!
"Oh!" I said.
"Help a girl out?" Anne asked, sliding an arm around me.
"You know," Monica said, "After how well the movie went, when we stalled, I was getting pretty sad. Then we started talking about failing to go beyond making out a little, and Anne told me. This whole day would have gone a lot smoother from the start if you'd given me her cheat code before now."
"I..." I said intelligently. I had two beautiful women coming on to me simultaneously, so, you know, Win, right? But I had wanted Monica to have her fun and her learning experience.
"Will you be our cheat code, Clark?" Anne asked with a wide-eyed innocence that I knew she did not remotely possess.
"Well, I had hoped to get some more work done this afternoon," I grumped. "But I suppose that I'm here for you two."
They both hit me for that. I deserved it.
Suddenly, all three of us were embracing and they were kissing me. This was awesome, and grabbing two asses as nice as theirs was truly fabulous, but I was there for Anne, and especially Monica's new experience. I gently disengaged from them, and stood back, admiring the view.
They both looked at me. "You two look like a dream together," I said with a smile.
"Yeah, Monica is pretty hot, isn't she?" Anne said. Monica just smiled and kissed her tentatively. Anne kissed back, just as tentatively, but as I simply stood there and watched, they both started to get into it, embracing each other fully. I began to catch glimpses of tongue. I stepped forward again and began to circle them, letting the fingers of one hand or the other trace a delicious curve here as there as I watched.
After a minute or so of this, I sensed that they were starting to be more amused at my antics than concentrating each other. As I passed, I lifted Monica's hand from Anne's waist and placed it gently on Anne's breast. I leaned in and whispered in my friend's ear, "Monica told me she thinks you have nice tits."
"I know," Anne said, letting go of Monica's mouth and nuzzling her neck for a moment. "She was reading me your whole text exchange while I drove us back here."
"Yeah," Monica added, letting her newly-placed hand explore eagerly. "You are going to need to drive me back later to retrieve my car." Her other hand slid down to grasp Anne's pert little behind. I saw that she had done so in response to Anne clasping her magnificently feminine ass in both hands.
Anne rolled her face around at the base of Monica's neck, then they resumed kissing, and I resumed circling the pair and stroking them wherever I could get a hand without one of theirs in the way. I leaned in close enough that they could feel my breath against their cheeks. "You guys keep this up. It's really hot. But I'm going to take both your clothes off while you do it. Okay?"
That plan got enthusiastic murmurs from both.
I took a look at them to plan. Monica wore the cream-colored suede skirt she liked to wear when she wanted to be sexy, but low-key about it, and a periwinkle blue button up blouse. Anne had on a light-weight, scarlet, cardigan sweater, and a pair of shorts that were loose in that magical way that somehow still showed off every delicate curve within.



I stepped behind Anne and slid my hands up her flanks. Monica obligingly slid her hand free of Anne's tasty breast for me, and I reached between them to cup Anne's thrilling handfuls. Monica pressed her own chest against the back of my hands. I nuzzled the back of Anne's neck, then leaned forward from my greater height and kissed Monica's cheek. She relinquished Anne's mouth and kissed me deeply but briefly, before returning her attention to the onyx-haired lovely between us. I released Anne's breasts, and began to unbutton the cardigan. The stretched cotton of the sweater pulled away as I released the buttons, settling aside when I undid the last. I found she was wearing a bra, but not much of one, as I stroked its lightly lacy cups. My finger tips brushed over a plastic clasp as they delved between her breasts, and my lips curled in a smile. Excellent!
With a twist, I had the bra undone, and it too swayed free of her delicate mounds with their fascinating pink nipples.
It was not hard to get Anne to release Monica long enough for me to slide both bra and cardigan off her shoulders and arms. Then she languorously wrapped her arms around my lady again.
Monica seemed suddenly bemused to be holding a completely topless girl, but, er, embraced the sensation.
I slid around behind Monica now. Anne had already returned her hands to Monica's ass, and I placed my own hands on hers, squeezing that curvy work of art with Anne's fingers. I whispered in Monica's ear, loud enough for Anne to hear. "You like kissing my nipples. You need to try kissing hers." Anne groaned in anticipation.
I felt more than saw Monica's eyes dart to the side toward me for a moment, and I felt her take a breath. Then she flexed her knees and, still holding one breast in her hand, lowered her mouth to the other nipple. Anne shuddered as Monica's lips clasped around the pink bump with its barely-there aureole.
Monica was tentative... for about ten seconds, then Anne tensed happily, and I knew my goddess was doing the tongue thing.
My hands went around Monica and got to work on her top's buttons in turn. Those buttons were smaller, and more fiddly, and it was harder to get them undone, especially with Monica leaning down to suckle on Anne, but I soldiered through, because I'm just that selfless.
With the blouse undone, I cupped Monica's breasts happily. There was no bra, but I already had known that. I had happily watched her get dressed before the movie, and whatever eventual hesitation she may have had with Anne, she had gone out loaded for bear. I slid her blouse free smoothly, and Monica straightened. The two experimented with the feel of their naked breasts pressing against each other as they shared yet another kiss, then Anne leant down to taste Monica's puffy nipples for herself.
I hardly need to mention that I was hard as steel by now, and I was just a bit uncomfortable in my shorts. But this was about the two of them for the nonce, and I considered my next clothing removal options.
I remained behind Monica and pressed my bulge against the back of her skirt, drawing a quiet murmur. Reluctantly, I pulled back slightly and pressed her skirt upward. I looked down as her smooth round butt emerged from the rising hem. I already knew she had that purple thong she likes so much on, so from my perspective, she was already bare-assed. But I knew she wasn't, and that had to change. I tucked up the back of her skirt to keep it out of the way and massaged Monica's bare curves. Then I hooked a finger into the extremely narrow back strap of the thong, and ran it down underneath her, brushing along a very moist slit. From there, I tugged downward lightly, until the thong slipped down just a touch. I left the crotch dangling an inch or so below her pussy, and reached up to grab the waistband and tugged it down. The thong dropped away, and Monica almost negligently kicked it away.
Anne took the opportunity to drop her hands back to Monica's now bare ass and massage some more. I gently took one of her hands and slid it around to Monica's front and under the skirt there. I placed it against her mons, and my lady shivered and tensed happily. When I let go of Anne's hand, she slid it downwind between Monica's legs all on her own.
Monica moaned as I stepped around behind Anne again. I made quick work of her shorts, letting them slide down to her ankles. They were loose enough that, even with her white tennis shoes still on her feet, Anne stepped free easily. Anne had definitely also been ready for their 'date', as she had not bothered with panties. I took a moment to massage her tight little ass, then slid a hand down and under her from behind. She was just as damp as Monica, and my middle finger slid inside her with ease. But I pulled it free again after only a brief, pleasurable exploration, and I slid around next to them both.
Monica's skirt zipped on the side to which I had moved, and I tugged it open. Anne not only got her hands out of the way, she took it on herself to push Monica's skirt to the floor.
Now I stood there, drinking in two utterly naked beauties, Anne in just her sneakers, Monica only wearing her nice, two-inch back heels, as they continued to make out.
Life was good.
They broke off their kiss and grinned at each other.
"We're naked and he's fully dressed," Anne observed.
"Gotta fix that," Monica replied.
"Yeah, I'm all hesitant and awkward and shit without his involvement," chuckled Anne, whose hands were squeezing Monica's ass fervently and not at all awkwardly.
"Language," I tutted.
That got me a laugh. It also got me shoved toward the couch in the living room. Before I got there, Monica began tugging my shirt off, and Anne, who was behind me, was tugging at my shorts. She tried shoving both them and my boxers down simultaneously, but my cock hung up on the boxers and I winced.
"Sorry," Anne said softly, and waited for Monica to get my shirt completely off. Then she asked, "Grab his cock, will you Monica? I need to get these shorts off without his clothes hook in the way."
Monica laughingly grumbled about Anne needing help with her job, but quite happily delved her hands down under my boxers' waist and enclosed my cock in her grip. With that, Anne smoothly slid down my boxers as well.
"So, I guess it is sex while wearing shoes day today," I observed at our uniform state of near undress.
"That's handy, in case we move outside," Anne said, her hands now joining Monica's on my junk. After a sublime moment or two like that, Anne shoved me toward the couch. "Sit," she told me. She turned to Monica, "I want to kiss you some more, with his cock between our mouths. It's the best thing ever."
"You think it is the best thing ever?" I asked with a snort.
"I think I haven't tried it yet," Monica added acerbically. "Sit down, so I can."
I sat. I'm compliant that way.
In moments, I felt four lips surrounding the helmet of my cock and I collapsed back on the couch with a happy groan.
After a moment or seven of this nirvana, I summoned the will to barely whisper, "This is incredible, but this is your date, guys. I'm supposed to just be the cheat code."
"Shut up, Clark," Monica murmured around my cock. Then she slid her mouth completely over me and sucked me in slowly, then released me just as slowly. As soon as I popped free, Anne did the same, keeping her eyes on me as she took several inches of me within her mouth. Her gaze shifted to Monica and she let me slip free. They then began trade back and forth, taking me in, torturing me with their tongues, and letting me slide free. Instead of looking at me, though, their eyes never left each other's.
Then, when it was her turn, Monica gabbed my shaft with one hand, pointed it upward, and pulled Anne toward it with her other. She rubbed my saliva-covered cock back and forth over Anne's delectable breast. I hissed, and Anne moaned in approval.
The issue was, this was supposed to be about the two of them, especially Monica, exploring each other, not turning me in to a jizz sprinkler. Not that there is anything wrong with that.
I reached out and grabbed Anne under her arms, lifting her up to sit on the couch, as I slid off that piece of furniture at the same time. I had only to touch the inside of Anne's knee and she obligingly spread her legs delicately, leaning back slightly against her arms on the couch's cushions. She looked back and forth between us with a crooked grin.
Monica just stared, then looked at me expectantly.
I just raised my eyebrows and stared back. "Do you want to do this, Monica?" I asked in a voice that clearly expected a yes, but was open to a no.
She hesitated for a moment, her deep dark eyes wide. Then she looked at Anne, who merely bit her lower lip and nodded with a tiny but eager movement. I leaned in and kissed Monica on the cheek softly. My hand caressed her ass, but I did nothing else.
"In for a penny," breathed Monica, and she slid over a little against me to bend between Anne's legs, which sagged a fraction further apart in anticipation.
Monica bent, and started by kissing the inside of Anne's shapely knee, then kissing it hard, then licking in the same place. With almost imperceptible movement, she headed up Anne's thigh.
In about a minute, she had moved less than two whole inches. Anne caressed one of her own breasts idly and sucked on her teeth. "For chrissakes, Monica! You aren't Clark. Not everyone has to take half an hour just to get to the fucking starting line."
"Language," I said, from my remote viewpoint of two feet away.
"Please tell her she can hurry up a little," Anne implored me.
I leaned over to Monica and spoke into her ear in a very audible stage whisper, "You are doing great, Babe! Keep doing what you think is right."
Anne glared at me like the traitor I was.
"I think I must be doing something right, if you are getting desperate already," Monica observed, lifting her face to stare at Anne for a moment. Then she lowered her face again, but almost six inches closer than before. Now she was licking her way upward, and going much faster, in relative terms.
Anne was clearly enjoying herself. She was also somewhat fascinated by this older woman between her legs as Monica obviously evaluated what she found herself doing and whether she liked it. But mostly Anne was enjoying herself. She still shot glances at me continuously, as if needing me to be there.
Monica reached Anne's crotch and lifted her head a bit. She smiled up at Anne. "I guess I'm here," she said a little breathlessly.
Anne giggled, and chirped, "Yep. Yes you are."
Monica hesitated one more moment, balanced on a knife's edge.
It is a big moment, the first time anyone pleasures a vagina, and I suppose for a woman, it must be a real Rubicon moment.
Monica crossed.
Her head bent, and I saw her tongue extend tentatively. Anne's thigh lifted slightly, and I lost my direct line of sight. She also sighed appreciatively as Monica did whatever she was trying to do. I stroked my lady's back in encouragement.
As Monica explored, Anne mostly just sighed or crooned. At one point she said, "slower." Then, after another few minutes, she said quickly, "Not so hard!"
Monica lifted her head, "Sorry!"
"You... are doing great," Anne groaned.
"It is really hard to tell what is right when you aren't feeling it yourself," Monica went on in a little bit of frustration. "Clark never gets it wrong," she almost complained. "How do you do that?" she turned to ask me.
"Uh, practice?" I replied, bemused to find myself in the conversation at this moment. My cock was hard as a rock, and I had been mesmerized. All this chatting left me feeling like I had been riding in a car that hit the brakes hard. "Um, just look at Anne here," I said to Monica. "Just enjoy yourself and go slow. But," I went on, moving up to kiss our friend lightly, "put most of your attention on her reactions. This little hot rod of a body will tell you when you are doing it right." I stole a brief but wonderful caress of one of those delicate, elastic breasts, pinching the tiny nipple gently.
"Oh, so I'm a hot rod, am I?" Anne purred, as I pulled away from the two women.
"Oh yes. You are," murmured Monica, who bent once more between those sleek legs.
As she resumed, Anne was more vocal about what was working, but her body was giving Monica all the clues she needed regardless. I smiled as things began to go swimmingly. Monica was actually a very detail-oriented woman, and Anne was enjoying the details.
My cock could not take it any more, and with a grin at the flushed face and sparkling eyes of Anne, I moved around behind Monica. I caressed her ass, then began rubbing my cock across its cheeks.
Monica froze for just an instant, then wiggled her ass at me as she did something that made Anne moan. Upon hearing that, she slid her legs apart just a bit more. I grabbed my cock more firmly and pressed it against Monica's eager slit. Slowly, I began to work myself into my lady. The moans she made as I penetrated her drew more delicious sounds from Anne in turn. But it did seem to distract Monica from her task momentarily.
"What... are you doing, Clark?" Anne gasped. Then she yelped happily as Monica doubled down on whatever she had just been doing before.
"I'm just giving her some encouragement," I told Anne as I slid smoothly in and out of Monica's embracing confines.
Annes' eyes were glued to me pumping into Monica. "Yeah? I'm going to need some of that encouragement myself in a bit, please," she gasped.
Monica lifted her head. "Oh yeah. You will..." Then she bent back down.
Ordinarily, I can go for a while, but the combination of the amazing but unfinished blowjob, Monica's always deliriously responsive body, and the sight of my Anne's spread eagled form, flushed face, and sweat beginning to bead on her quivering, delicate breasts had me getting ready far sooner than I would have liked.
But Anne was also clearly starting to get there too. He face was flushing even harder, and she was biting her lip almost constantly, when she wasn't making noise. Her hips were starting to roll and writhe as they did when she was almost there. Her fingers ran delicately through Monica's blonde tresses, but I could see the effort Anne was putting into not just outright grabbing her head.
It was weird that I had a better read on Anne's level of arousal than of Monica's, but my blonde goddess was definitely growling happily against Anne's hairless snatch. And that was making Anne rev even harder.
Suddenly, Anne's head dropped back, and her spine arched. "Oh fuck..." she gasped, and keened happily, her whole body and not just her hips, writhing now. Her thighs squeezed together against Monica's head, and she could not help but pull her hair.
The sheer spectacle of that orgasm pushed me suddenly over the edge on which I had not been fully aware I was teetering, and I grunted in pleasure and surprise as I began to pump cum into Monica's depths.
Monica may not have been on the edge, but a few seconds of Anne's spectacular release, my cum flooding her, my desperate thrusting, and I am sure mostly a sense of accomplishment, and I felt my lady absolutely spasming around me. She ripped her head up from between Anne's clenching thighs and gasped a long, wordless cry. It went on, and she began to toss her head back and forth, yanking around Anne's hands as they still refused to let go. I drove into her again, reveling in the overload of post-ejaculatory sensation.
And Monica bent her face once more between Anne's legs, whose eyes widened at me, then down at the blonde head over her pussy. In seconds, Anne was gasping again as well.
It was a surreal moment of orgasmic bliss and simple perfection. My lady clenching around me, the three of us all slightly disassociated from reality at the same time, yet in perfect sync, and my Anne gasping in wild pleasure.
'My Anne'?
Uh oh.
Oh shit.
It was supposed to be My Monica-My Lady. It was not supposed to also be My Anne.
Anne was always, always the danger.
I collapsed back on my heels, sliding from within Monica. Monica, in turn, rolled away to the side, her hair sliding freely from Anne's now almost nerveless fingers. Anne's eyes closed blissfully in her lovely face.
I was freaking out. I was trying not to show it, and at first, the girls did not notice. Anne had leant forward and was somehow kissing Monica feverishly and languidly at the same time. But my mind was not in any better shape by the time they broke it off and turned their smiling faces toward me. And they both instantly saw that something was wrong. They exchanged glances.
Anne, of course, damn her, did the perfect thing. She simply stood and stretched. "I am going to go lie in the sun and recover," she said softly, not acknowledging... whatever the fuck my problem was, but giving me space with Monica. She walked, still spectacularly naked, out my back door. I could not help but watch her go.
"What's the matter?" Monica said, sliding across the rug to wrap her arms around me. I kind of shrugged helplessly, raising and dropping my arms. Things were still just clicking into place in my head. "Is it seeing me with someone else after all? I'm sorry, I just thought that was about other men. I should have thought..." Monica tried to apologize.
I snorted, a trace of good humor reasserting itself. "Not hardly! Seeing you with another woman was hot as the Sun. As long as I'm getting to play, too, I'll happily see that any time. Threesomes are definitely not a problem for me." If the other girl was not into my involvement, then I would not want to watch, I realized...
"Just not threesomes with another guy," she said with a dry laugh.
I looked at her sheepishly. "Yes," I said. "I'm so fucked up. You know, I might be able to manage a threesome with another guy, a controlled threesome, but only if the woman was not you. That's the part I couldn't handle." I kissed her solidly. "I'm sorry about that."
"I told you, it is okay," Monica said, kissing me back reassuringly. "I know that when I inevitably come up with a hard no here or there, you will accept it too, right?"
"Of course."
"Then why do I feel that there is still a problem?"
"The problem is not general. It is specific," I said miserably. "The problem is Anne."
"Anne?!? Are you high? That girl is wonderful. She's damned near perfect," Monica protested.
"Exactly. Anne is always the danger. She always has been. She is the one who broke me down, which led to everything else. She is, for me, Temptation Incarnate. I sat there, sort of floating above my body a few minutes ago, and I'm thinking of her as My Anne. My mind is full of how perfect this was. How I wanted to keep it. She is destabilizing. We are already a delicate balancing..."
"Clark, shut up," Monica interrupted. "You are babbling. You can relax. I have no intention of sharing you with Anne, or anyone else. I'll lend you," she smirked, "but I won't share you with her."
"And I do not want to share you with her either," I said fervently.
"Share me?"
"You just said yourself that she is perfect."
"Well she... I mean..."
"See?"
"No!" Monica laughed. "Calm down, Clark. We are both safe, because we have each other. And we are even safer, because while that girl does indeed enthuse about your cock, she sure as hell is not interested in a relationship with you. Or me. She doesn't even want to live in North Carolina once she graduates." She kissed me again, and held my head in her hands, so I could not look guiltily away.
"Look at me, Clark. Enjoy that little 'hot rod' body occasionally, just like she wants to occasionally enjoy yours. I might even be able to enjoy being with her some time again. This is what we do."



"Okay," I said, nodding and climbing down from the mental clock tower. "But while I am now firmly in favor of the occasional threesome... not with Anne. Not again. My head will go there again, I just know it."
"All right. I can see that. Now that you've put the thought in my mind, mine would probably go there too," Monica laughed. "But we aren't done with this time, Mister. I am still thoroughly horny." Her hand went out to my cock, which was at about half-mast. It jumped almost instantly when she caressed it. "And so are you, I feel."
I grinned a crooked grin. But...
"And I'm very sure that that lovely girl outside, giving us our space, is still horny. You definitely still owe her a thorough fucking, Clark. I need to see how I handle watching you do that."
"I hadn't thought about that issue," I said, immediately wanting to gnaw on another problem.
"I think I'll live," Monica laughed. "If I don't like it, we don't do it again. But I won't freak like you are afraid you would."
"You're sure?"
"I'm sure," she said firmly. "At the moment, I'm looking forward to it." She flowed gorgeously to her feet, and grabbed my hand. "Let's go sex her up," Monica laughed. I smiled, took a deep breath, and walked with Monica out back.
We found Anne draped over my favorite chaise, looking spectacular in the late afternoon sun. She had grabbed a magazine on her way out, and I was fairly bemused to see her lying there naked in sneakers, reading Garden & Gun, the fall color just beginning to kiss the leaves of the trees in and around my yard.
She heard us coming and put down the magazine. She looked at us seriously but calmly. "Do I need to be going?" she asked softly, unjudgementally.
"No!" I said, with my best smile.
"Clark just... we just had a little moment of angst," Monica said. "There are a whole lot of firsts going on here for everyone... everyone but, um, you, I guess," she went on. "The two of us are still figuring out what we are, I think."
"Good, I know you'll work it out," Anne said, firmly, in one of those moments of wisdom and maturity she sprinkles in between being a twenty year-old girl.
"Sorry I freaked," I said seriously to Anne. God, she was gorgeous. "You just seemed a little dangerous for a moment there, and I am skittish of anything that might disrupt being with the woman I love."
Monica gasped. "You realize that that is the first time you've said you love me?"
What? Bullshit.
"Wrong. I've told you before," I said firmly.
"No," Monica said, just as firmly.
"I'm pretty sure she'd remember, Clark," Anne said drily. "And on that lovely note, I really do think I need to leave," she said, sliding to her feet scenically. Anne was incapable of doing anything that was not scenic when she was naked.
"Wait!" Monica said swiftly. "Please don't. We are going to table the L-Word conversation for a while anyway. As punishment for telling me he loves me for the first time with his big old hard cock pointing at another naked woman, Clark is going to have to wait for a good while before I say it back."
Meaning she was absolutely going to say it back. My heart leaped.
"In the meantime," Monica said, stepping toward Anne, and resting her hand on her naked hip, "Clark still owes you some 'encouragement', and I want to see that. And..." she added, letting her hand slide away from Anne tentatively, "I'm hoping you and I have some more things to try."
Anne looked back and forth at the two of us. "You two are fucking nuts," she chortled. "Yeah, yeah, I know. 'Language.' But seriously, you need to stop worrying about yourselves as a couple. You are made for each other, you sexy weirdos." With that, she embraced Monica and kissed her. Hard.
Yeah, I thought I had gotten it back up already, but that was nothing to the erection I was sporting now.
The two of them wound their hands around each other as they kissed, standing there by my pool like living artwork. Monica slid a hand around between them and groaned a little as she squeezed one of Anne's lovely breasts. Anne responded in kind, her fingers sinking into Monica's softer flesh. They continued to kiss, still clutching each other's breasts, until Anne grimaced and pulled back a touch from Monica. "You have such nice tits, Mon," she almost grumbled.
"Thank you," Monica said, sort of amused. "You too, gorgeous."
"Ehh. I feel like I'm a one woman Ittie Bittie Tittie Committee in Clark's world," Anne full on grumbled now.
"Please," Monica scoffed.
"No, really," Anne said, showing some youthful insecurity that turned me on something fierce. "Look at you, or Stephanie--let alone Carol, or freaking Mary! Who else have you been with lately, Mister I Used To Be So Lonely?" she asked, turning to me.
Yeah, Anne really did not need some of that information...
"Never you mind," Monica chuckled, thinking right along with me.
I took a step over behind Anne. I wrapped my arms around her and lifted my hands to cup her breasts, giving them a gentle squeeze, and indulging myself by pressing my cock into her lower back. "I have always thought these were fabulous," I said into her ear, giving it a quick nibble. "And any male who doesn't want to molest them needs a CT scan."
I kissed her cheek and stepped back away from the two of them.
Monica just bent and kissed one of those hard, tiny nipples. Then she sucked on it.
How could I possibly still be getting harder?
Anne pushed Monica gently back upright, and bent to kiss one of Monica's admittedly larger breasts herself. In another moment or two, they were back to kissing and groping each other.
Part of me wanted to get in there and run my hands all over both of them as they kissed, but then I would not be able to see them as well. And this was a moment for them, a moment for Monica to explore.
Anne solved my dilemma for me by groaning and pulling back to stare at Monica. "This is so freaking good," she said softly, but then she swiveled her head toward me. "But right now, I want, no, I need, that good solid 'encouragement' you promised me, Clark." Her hips worked around unconsciously as she spoke.
Her eyes swiveled back to Monica's uncertainly, but were met with only a twinkle. "Oh yeah," my lady said. "I want to see this." She wanted to see it... and evaluate how that made her feel. Monica just grabbed Anne's shoulder, then turned her and pushed her toward me.
I opened my arms and drew the girl in. We kissed and I cupped her scrumptious ass in my grip. Then I released her enough to lead her to that magical chaise. She looked up at me as she sat on the end, then began to slide backward until she was fully on it.
I wanted to stand there and enjoy the view of this simultaneously vulnerable, assertive, and less so now, but still dangerous young woman. But that would have delayed encouraging her brains out, and with the opportunity at hand, I as usual was powerless to resist...
I knelt on the foot of the chaise myself, then pulled her back toward me, lifting her hips as I dragged her. Her hand reached out and grabbed my cock, aiming it between her legs. I worked my hips while she worked hers, and we effortlessly aligned my cock with her moist, outwardly petaled nether lips. I smiled at her, and she looked softly back at me.
I leaned forward, still holding her hips, and sank into her.
Anne, whatever might be the case with the size of her wonderful tits, remained the queen of tight in my life's experience. Wet as Monica had her, eager as she was, it was still a difficult journey to once again fill Anne with myself--difficult but mind-blowing. She gasped as I worked slowly into her depths, and I sighed in response.
I had not made it all the way inside her when I could not resist and pulled back, with almost equally difficulty, then drove myself back in, moving faster, and this time I buried myself fully. We both moaned. Tight as she naturally was, I felt her flex her kegels around me even harder, and I gulped in pleasure. After a moment of bliss, I began to move, to drive into her, establishing a slow, steady, time-extending rhythm in just a stroke or two.
Jesus...
I was about to turn toward Monica, but Anne beat me to it. She looked over toward where Monica was standing, biting a knuckle and watching intently, and Anne reached out a hand, half in invitation, half in entreaty. I looked over as well, and simply smiled. It was profoundly easy to smile at that particular moment.
Monica hesitated just a moment, then stepped over and leaned down to kiss Anne lightly, but Anne grabbed the back of her head and tried to suck the soul out of her mouth. She lifted a hand to grab Monica's breast, and Monica in turn ran a hand along her delicate jawline.
They made out like that for a brief moment as I quickened my pace but a fraction. I fully intended to make this take a good long while.
Anne finally stoped trying to tickle Monica's tonsils, and gasped for air. "Now let me," Anne said to her.
"Let you?" Monica asked, confused.
"You wanted to know what it is like? You have to let me, too," Anne said meaningfully.
"Oh."
Well now!
Monica held on the banks of yet another Rubicon, then decisively went to straddle Anne's face.
"Not that way," Anne said, stopping her. "Turn the other way around. I want you to be able to see Clark. And I've never tried it that way round..."
Monica laughed a little, and swung around to straddle Anne's face, but now looking down her body to where I was driving into our friend. She looked up at me with a wild look in her eye as she let herself sink closer to Anne between her legs.
Anne lifted her head a fraction, and I saw her tongue drag the length of Monica's slit, then do it again, while pressing lightly in as it went. Monica's wild look in her eyes became obscured as her lids sank almost closed in pleasure.
I did not know if Monica would end up wanting to ever do this with a woman again or not. She'd figure that out later. But Anne, whatever her hangups about having a guy as intermediary, definitely loved what she was doing. That much was utterly clear.
We went like that for what felt like both six seconds and six hours, my cock singing with joy through each stroke into Anne, Monica writhing atop her face, and Anne's body alive with stimulation everywhere. Monica and I traded off playing with her fucking awesome tits, circling, rubbing, and pinching her nipples in turn.
I was in nirvana, and best of all, I had been able to turn off, at least for the moment, the dangerous elements of being with Anne and Monica together. All the fun, (almost) none of the guilt!
We went on and on, until suddenly Monica leaned far forward, and pulled my head up to kiss her. As our lips met, I felt and heard her come. Her cries vanished into my mouth, and I delved back whence they came with my tongue. She shuddered atop Anne, and I rammed into the girl with renewed fervor. Just as Monica released me with a gasp, straightening but making no move to budge from over Anne's mouth, our raven-locked buddy also came, her body undulating beneath us as my cock stroked her best inner spot. She lifted her face and practically screamed into Monica's pussy, which brought on a whole other round of wide-eyes and surging arousal from my lady.
It was all too much for me, and I groaned out, "Oh good Christ," as I unloaded into Anne. My whole body was wracked in spasms of bliss as the lightning bolt sensation of my ejaculation surged through me.
I kind of lost track of reality for a moment or seven, and when my brain went back on track, I realized that Anne was once again getting serious with her face between Monica's legs. My blonde vision was staring at me, almost unbelieving what she was experiencing. I was hardly losing my erection at all, and I forced myself to keep stroking into Anne as a reward. Whether it was a reward for her or for me, I did not have the faintest fucking idea.
We went on, almost silently, just the soft squelching of my gentle thrusts, the minute slurping of Anne's tongue, and the labored breathing of all of us. The only other sound was the quiet creaking of the teakwood chaise, and the soft bumping as it occasionally hit the table beside it.
There was a soft tinkle, like several small pieces of metal hitting the pool deck. Monica and Anne didn't hear it, but I did. I knew it had not been something falling from the table.
I looked up over Monica's shoulder and sighed.
"Hi, Mom."
----------------
And so we come to the end of another saga! This series was supposed to be three or four chapters, but took on a life of its own. I loved every minute of writing it, even if the ending was quite slippery to get pinned down. Let me know if I nailed it, please! Thanks in advance for your kind votes and favorites, and please take a moment to comment. As always, that's how I get rewarded and encouraged.
What? You are still here? It's over, as Ferris Bueller would say. Go home.
'Fuck me'?!?
Well, that's not very nice.
...
Oh... You are upset about Mary, are you?
What is the problem?
Feeling denied? Heh. Clark would appreciate your concern for him.
Oh... fine.
Would it make you feel better if you knew that he and Mary finally completed the merger, so to speak, the following Thursday, right in her and Becca's dorm room? With no interruptions? The edging to end all edging finally paid off in titanic orgasms?
They only got caught during round two... by three of Becca and Mary's dorm mates.
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Game Day
----------
"Will you make up the ranch, honey?" Jess asked over her shoulder as I returned to the kitchen with a case of Coors from the garage. She smiled at me idly before turning back to pay attention as she ran zucchini over the mandolin, creating perfect slices for the crudité tray.
"Sure," I replied. "Just let me get these beers chilling. I should have done this an hour ago." She only nodded.
And so I shortly found myself getting out the buttermilk, sour cream, and mayonnaise from the fridge.
Among the things I would not have suspected three years ago that I would be doing with some regularity, count making from-scratch ranch dressing right atop the list. But I glanced back up at Jess's back (and backside) as I got started, and she smiled back over her shoulder at me once more. I had found that there was little I would not amiably do when requested by my wife of nearly a year now.
And since she pre-made huge batches of the spice mix for ranch dressing, all I had to do was mince the fresh garlic and assemble.
Jess would even try to give me the credit for the ranch, when our guests arrived for the Falcons playoff game. It was sweet of her. But they all knew us well enough, two had started out as my friends, not hers, after all, to know that I was just her pair of extra robot hands when it came to things in the kitchen.
When I finished, I wrapped the bowl and slipped it back into the fridge, along with the unused dairy, and stepped up to her from behind. I waited until she finished slicing the carrot she was working on at the moment, so her hands were free of the wicked sharp blade, and I slid my arms around her, proving that my 'robot hands' could function autonomously as well. I slid them up over her belly to grasp her breasts happily. We had only gotten up a few hours earlier, and she was not yet dressed for company.
That meant that she was just in gray, knit-cotton shorts and a teeshirt. No bra yet. Not that she needed one ever, I often told her. She never bought that line, even though it was true. I squeezed her firm, generous flesh through the thin fabric of the shirt, and murmured in her ear, "Your white, creamy goodness is delivered."
Jess snorted and pushed her sweet, curvy ass back against my dick for a moment, making it twitch idly. "I'm sure it tastes marvelous," she said slyly, but then brandished another carrot. "But we are behind as it is because of creamy goodness delivery already this morning," she said sternly. "I still have the mushrooms to slice."
"Want me to do that?" I asked equably, not quite ready to let go, but also aware that our libidos had indeed been satisfied thoroughly, just an hour earlier.
"No. I want you to go vacuum the living room like you were supposed to do last evening," she said tartly.
"Oh, all right," I grumbled. I hate vacuuming, and I would have whined much more than I did, but it is hard to work up a good evasive whinge when my hands are full of those tits. By the time I gave them a last, good grope and reluctantly released them, I was well and truly committed to getting out the fucking Shark and vacuuming all the crumbs off the floor.
We were all only going to scatter three times as much fresh detritus during the game. I could have just vacuumed it all up in just the one pass after everybody left. Right?
Once I was done vacuuming the second time, because Jess decided I had half-assed the first pass, she found task after task for me to follow up with.
I had to admit, the house looked great, but it had been a lot of work.
Back in the day, just a few years ago, when Falcons Football Festivities were simply bachelor me and my two similarly unattached buddies, Tom and James, things were much simpler: Cool the beer, open the chips, make sure the toilet wasn't disgusting, turn on the big screen.
Last year, while Jess and I were engaged, I had missed a few Sundays to be with her, but it had been no big deal. Besides, the team sucked that season.
I had been uneasy when the start of this NFL season, Jess's and my first as husband and wife, rolled around. Among her few but manifest faults, Jess knows nothing about football, and has yet to show much interest in learning. I had been worried that my Sunday Game Day ritual with my boys would be pushed into the rear-view mirror.
But among Jess's numerous manifest wonderful qualities, she loves to entertain. And she has two friends of her own who came equipped with football-positive husbands who had turned out to be all-around quality guys. So now Falcons Sundays, instead of three dudes destroying a party-sized bag of Nacho Cheese Doritos and some beers, consisted of eight people feasting on elegantly arranged hors d'oeuvres, and drinking beer and wine. And still demolishing at least two bags of Doritos... And the team didn't suck this year either. To illustrate this, we were ab out to watch a playoff game.
I was sent to the shower first... alone. She was still browning toast points and couldn't leave them. I used to always think that the egregiously large shower in my bathroom had been a stupid waste of square footage, before I met Jess. Now, I hated whenever I had to shower by myself. I attempted to wordlessly convince her to join me, instead of taking turns.
"Dale! Knock it off," Jess told me, pushing me away gently, her hands lingering on my chest. A note of regret ruined her attempt at sternness. "We are late already."
I looked at my watch and grumbled assent. My traditional early-bird, James, would be here at 12:30 on the dot, like always. Jess's Lisa and Harry would be hot on his heels. We had less than 45 minutes until then. Even if Jess started that instant, she'd never get ready in time. She quite justifiably takes her time with her appearance, even though I kind of prefer the disheveled, recently-fucked look she was rocking at that moment.
I liked making her look that way, too.
"Once the Falcons win this game and we throw everybody out, I am going to split your legs so hard," I growled, pulling her back against me.
Jess yelped and kissed me. "You already did that today," she giggled.
"Some things need doing repetitively. You know... to make them stick," I growled in her ear. Then, because she was right that we were running very late, just like she was right about most things, I released her with an affectionate swat of that tasty rump and headed upstairs.
*
I could still hear the shower running upstairs when James rang the doorbell. I had changed into some red shorts and my Steve Bartkowski jersey, and had already finished laying out all the food, so I headed to the door.
I was wrong, Lisa and Harry had actually beaten James for once. I smiled at them both, gave Lisa a hug (never a bad experience) and shook Harry's meaty paw. As I turned to lead them into the living room, Harry asked idly, "Dude, I keep meaning to ask, who the fuck was this Bartkowski dude?"
"QB back in the day," I said idly. "I never saw him play. But I think the name is hilarious, and I got the jersey at a thrift shop for peanuts."
I had not even gotten them seated before the bell rang again. I tossed the remote to Harry, who snatched it easily out of the air. Of all of us, Harry was the only actual football player... in college no less. Division Three admittedly, but still, he'd been a starting wide-receiver. We were all about thirty, but he still looked like he could suit up for his old school.
My buddy James, who was at the door, was the opposite. He was not fat or terribly out of shape, but he was short, and had the muscular figure of the code geek that he was. Jess actually insisted that James was flat out handsome regardless, and I guess I could see it, but combined with the natural shyness of a code geek, he seldom seemed to accomplish much with his alleged handsomeness.
James waved cheerily at Lisa and Harry as we entered, and made himself useful grabbing beers for himself, me, and Harry while I poured Lisa a glass of Pinot Grigio.
Tom entered my house on his own without ringing the bell, as was typical, and sang out, "Go Birds!" as he appeared. He gave me the high sign from across the room, slapped James on the shoulder, then went and fucking knelt before Lisa on one knee. He lifted her left hand and kissed it extravagantly. "My lady," he intoned.
"My hero," Lisa said back sarcastically.
Tom's kiss of her hand was actually very brief, and as he turned with a grin toward Harry, Lisa's husband shoved him playfully. They both laughed and clasped hands. Tom was an incurable flirt. He also knew how to do it without crossing any lines, so most guys just found him entertaining.
He would flirt incessantly with Jess when she appeared, of course. I didn't mind, because he genuinely wasn't trying anything. Moreover, I found Jess to be be a little extra excited about things at bedtime after an evening where somebody besides me paid her attention... I never told Tom, but he tended to make my sex life better whenever he spent time with us.
Ew, but, well... true.
It was almost game time when Gail and Mike finally showed--late as usual.
"Hey, guys," Mike crowed as I ushered them into the Living Room. "Sorry we are late, but Gail was still putting her face together." Both Gail and Mike seemed to actively enjoy throwing each other under the bus, but I was never comfortable hearing Mike do it. Jess has known Gail (and Lisa) since they were all freshmen together at Purdue, and she vehemently insists that the ragging on each other with those two is actually foreplay. To each their own, I guess.
"Her majesty is still getting dressed?" Gail asked me, looking up at the ceiling with a smile.
"She just finished putting together the food," I said, defending my wife's honor perfunctorily, while showing that I don't throw her under the bus. Even when she totally deserves it...
Lisa took in the spread of food and said, "It does look good. Like always." But she too rolled her eyes at Jess's chronic tardiness. We were not known for being on time for things, even our own events. "But I know what a whiz Jess is in the kitchen, and she says you actually are useful and willing to be so," Lisa went on, giving Harry an affectionate glare, "so all this couldn't have taken that long to put together."
"We, uh, got a late start today," I muttered sheepishly. As excuses go, it wasn't great, as it was met with various calls of 'Oh ho!', 'Gotcha, Mister Still Barely Newlywed!', and a simple leering laugh from Tom.
Lisa just looked at me. "Here's hoping you aren't too tired to watch the game," she said slyly. Harry hugged her with a grin.
"Lisa!" Gail said, mildly scandalized. It honestly doesn't seem to take much to scandalize Gail.
"Come on, Gail," Tom said smoothly. "Some days you know it is just too hard to get out of bed. Amirite?" She tried to glare at him for the double-entendre, but the brief, blushing smile ruined the effect.
I had often wondered to Jess, who is, let's say, a bit of a free spirit, why she was such good friends with such a conservative woman. I was always told that still waters run deep and Gail was just a good egg.
Who the hell says someone is a 'good egg' anymore? My wife's vocabulary is weird.
I would never complain about any of Jess's friends in the first place, of course, but I really would never complain about Gail being around. She has a very plain face that becomes downright pretty when animated by a smile, as illustrated moments ago when she lit up the room at Tom's sally.
Oh, and she has a world-class rack. And I am not kidding about that. It's amazing. Jess has a killer body, with great tits, but even she can't compete with Gail's. The woman does not ever outright flaunt her assets, but they cannot be missed. The dark blue sundress with yellow flowers that she was currently sporting was about as daring as she ever went, with spaghetti straps that dictated no bra. The elastic ruched tube top provided the only support for those breasts, but big as they were, they needed no more than that.
About the fifth time that Jess had caught me staring at those breasts after I had first gotten to know Gail, my then fiancé had told me to chill out, but I had defended myself by observing that even Jess sometimes had to stare at them too...
To be clear, amazing as those tits are, and I had seen them one glorious time in a bikini, my wife is hotter overall. Jess is the walking, talking, complete package.
Lisa laughed at Tom's joke harder than it deserved, but that was just to give herself an excuse to tease her husband by repeating it, running her fingers idly around the circumference of his ear. Her comparatively modest breasts, in her loose, blue, silk shell top pressed against Harry's arm. Lisa's boobs were a definite third place in the room, but that in no way meant they were not plenty fine. She just didn't try to show them off much, at least not when she knew she would be hanging out with Gail and Jess.
Lisa let go of her husband and spun to actually approach the food. The salmon mousse that Jess had piped onto cucumber rounds had caught her eye.
Of course, when she turned, what caught my eye was her backside in the painted-on jeans she habitually wore. Lisa didn't try to show off her breasts, but she liked to flaunt that ass. And why not? It was unparalleled. I caught James shaking his head slightly at the sight as she bent over to pick up the first snack of the day. I only caught sight of him gawking because I had taken a brief moment where tried not to look myself... It was very brief. I gave up and just drank in the sight.
Tom didn't just track Lisa with his eyes, he followed her to the snack layout and pounced on the deviled eggs. After making yummy sounds while devouring one, he turned to me and said, "Dale, I want to thank you for getting married."
"For my getting married? Why?" I asked warily.
"Yeah, for getting married. This is way better than we used to eat on game days," he said enthusiastically, reaching for a second egg. He straightened, and carefully looking only at me, he added, "Scenery's gotten better too."
Harry and Mike had been following him toward the table and looked at each other. They decided to ignore Tom to the point of shoving themselves between him and the table like he wasn't there, blocking him off from more deviled eggs.
I didn't know what they were giving him grief for. Tom had clearly been referring to my wife, after all...
"Game time," Mike said, and beelined for a seat. James and I swept in to grab some food, then followed everybody else to get comfortable around my 72", OLED flatscreen, with enhanced processors and massive sound bar.
I had bought the setup right before I asked Jess to marry me, on my father's advice. Before popping the question, I had gone to my father to discuss it.
"You got any stupid, expensive man things you want to buy boy? Do it now, before you pop that question and she gets veto power."
"Good to know, Dad," I had replied. "But my question was, do you think I should propose to her to begin with?" I asked, still uncertain about life's biggest step.
"What? Are you out of your mind, boy?" my father had asked incredulously. "I've been wondering for months why you haven't done it already. If you don't ask her, I will."
My mother is still very much alive and married to my father, folks.
On the television, the Falcons had completed their first possession, all three downs and a punt of it, before Jess finally came down the stairs. We all looked up, and she posed in the doorway. "Ta da!" she caroled happily, turning back and forth like a model.
She was a vision.
A totally ridiculous vision.
All five of us guys burst into uproarious laughter.
Lisa and Gail, who, like Jess, don't know dick about football, and don't care to, still managed to be a little puzzled at what she was wearing.
"Jess," Gail asked uncertainly of my wife, whose glittering smile was morphing into a scowl at me the other guys. "I thought the team is the Falcons. Why do you have a doggy on your shirt?"
Jess looked at me, her scowl becoming a smoking hot pout. "You dudes are all sitting around here in your different jerseys. I thought I'd go out and get some things to dress up for game day, too!"
"Oh god! I'm dying," Tom gasped. James and Harry were also laughing. Mike was busy not looking at Gail after that question.
"What is the matter?" Jess asked me, hands on her hips as she marched in to stand in front of us.
"Babe," I said, trying manfully but unsuccessfully to stifle my grin, "those are Georgia colors."
"The Georgia Falcons," Jess nodded along with me. She is from Indiana folks. She was ignorant by choice on the subject, not in any way a bimbo. But she still looked ridiculous, and honestly a little embarrassing. Hot, but embarrassing. "Why do they have a dog for a mascot anyway? A live falcon too dangerous?" she asked, gesturing toward Gail in reference to the prior question.
"Babe," I said, briefly putting my face in my hands, "you got the wrong team!"
"No I didn't," she protested. She pointed to the stylized G on the leg of her matching red shorts. "See? Georgia?" Then she pointed at the bulldog picture on the chest of the red hoodie she was sporting, which was an abomination regardless because it shapelessly hid my wife's glorious torso. "And this is the Falcon's mascot, the dog."
"Why would the Falcons have a bulldog for a mascot?" Harry asked, bewildered, and at last able to breathe.
"You guys were just talking two weeks ago about how The Crimson Tide has an elephant for a mascot. And the Auburn Tigers have an eagle," Jess said hotly.
"Yes we were, to illustrate that Alabama is filled with idiots," I said snarkily.
"Purdue is the Boilermakers, but we have a train for a mascot," Jess said dangerously. Jess, current evidence to the contrary, is astronomically not stupid. She is in fact a highly competent, sometimes brilliant mechanical engineer. She loves Purdue--the university, not their football team. And she is not alone in that sentiment. I needed to keep this from going off the rails, because bashing Purdue is never an option around any of these women.
"Those clothes are for the University of Georgia," I said patiently. "The Bulldogs. Different league. Different sport, even. Kind of..."
I don't know why we all thought it was so funny, but we did.
Jess was not finding it funny. I mean, she did, sort of. She has a wonderful sense of humor and the nature of her mistake was finally dawning on her. But she was not amused at being the butt of the joke. And she was never happy when some plot of hers does not go as she planned. "At least I'm wearing the right colors," she pouted some more, looking for some support somewhere.
Tom piled on. Because of course he did. "It's actually not even the right color red, Jess," he said. "Falcons red is slightly darker, more of a blood red. It's really not the same," he smirked. For the record, Tom is a graphic designer. I am sure he could have illustrated his point with actual CMYK codes, but he was having too much fun to get technical.



Purdue seemed to once more be off the table, so I was back to having fun too. "Babe, I don't know why it is so funny, but it is," I said, shaking my head.
"I suppose you are all going to laugh at me the whole game, aren't you?" Jess demanded, her glare encompassing everyone, not just me. All the guys, even Jess's friends husbands, backed me up, God bless their hearts.
"Honestly, I will too," chirped Lisa, drawing a pained expression from Jess. "You know I don't care about the teams, but every time I see that stupid-looking dog on anyone's clothes, I have to laugh," she added.
"Hey!" James, who had gone to the University of Georgia, tried to object.
Jess, I was beginning to perceive, was not only cranky at being laughed at, but also beginning to bask in being the center of attention. She was not going to let James and Lisa's nascent argument hog her spotlight. "So I guess I should go change clothes?" she asked me dangerously.
"Please, no, babe!" I said swiftly. "You'll be up there until halftime!"
She looked at me for just half a second. Jess never hesitates, and the hair on the back of my head went up as I sensed the pause.
Then she declared, "Then I'll just take Lisa's stupid dog off here!" With that, she grabbed the base of the hoodie and whipped it off over her head!
All she had on underneath was that sweet little lace bra from Victoria's Secret I had bought her a month ago. It was a close enough red to coordinate with the Georgia gear. Her delicious breasts bounced in them as she tossed the hoodie away. It really was a fairly insubstantial bra, offering more control and sexiness than any actual support. Jess's wonderful mounds didn't require much in the way of gravity-fighting.
I had thought that her tits would look sensational in that bra, back when I had bought it for her. I was absolutely right. And Jess was back to the admiring spotlight she had wanted in the first place... in spades.
"Well, that is a much better solution," Harry said enthusiastically, after a very long pause on all our parts. "Ow! What?" he yelped in response to Lisa's elbow in his ribs. "She saves time, and you don't have to look at the ugly dog any more!" he protested.
"Uga The Bulldog is not ugly!" James said, desperately trying not to stare, and searching for anything to distract him.
Tom had actually shut up for once. His mouth was shut. His eyes were very definitely open.
Jess glared at everyone, then smirked and folded herself up against me on the couch. She had made her entrance, and was ready to let us watch the game.
The Rams promptly summoned up a long drive and harshed our mood when their QB faked a hand-off, rolled out, and then wandered casually into the end zone like a lost child, with no Falcons appearing on the screen.
Defense was supposed to be the Bird's strength...
Then, out of nowhere, Mike piped up. "You know, Jess, the shorts are Bulldog shorts, too."
Jess turned a silky, snakelike gaze on his impertinence. Gail, sitting in the next chair, called out his name in a strangled voice. Mike shrugged easily, obviously just trying to lighten the mood.
Lisa...
Lisa said, "Really, Jess. Even curled up like you are, we can all see the logos on those shorts clearly. They are just as embarrassing as the hoodie."
Jess turned her gaze silently to Lisa.
Lisa just looked back with a sly smile.
Great. These two fighting all afternoon would be novel, but a definite downer, especially with the way this game was shaping up.
Then Jess just slid silently to her feet, turned toward Mike, and incidentally away from most of the rest of us, and wordlessly slid her shorts to her ankles. She did it while keeping her knees straight, and bent at the waist to push the shorts all the way to the ground, exposing the quite small, lacy boy shorts that I'd bought to match the bra, giving everybody an ass show that exceeded the tit show she had provided by taking off the hoodie. Of course, because Jess was bending almost all the way over, she was now putting on a helluva second tit show as well, what with them nearly falling out of the non-structural bra.
Then she picked up the UGA shorts, twirled them at Mike, and asked him in a dangerous voice, "Better?"
Mike, who was clearly more afraid of Gail than he was of Jess at the moment, just squeaked out, "Yeah?" Gail was definitely irritated with Mike, but just rolled her eyes, surprisingly un-pissed with Jess.
Now I had my lovely wife, cuddled up next to me in her underwear, and the Falcons offense started showing signs of life. My mood was improving. One 92-yard Falcons touchdown drive, a few covert peeks at Jess from James, and some outright jealous gazes from Tom, and I was on top of the world.
Then, during the ad, Tom's intrinsic nature broke through his earlier panicked confusion.
"Um, Jess?" he said mildly, as if about to comment on the food. "The red of that bra isn't really the Falcons red either..."
Harry and Mike laughed. Lisa laughed harder. James caught himself laughing. Even Gail treated Jess to a little smirk. Jess stiffened against me. I stiffened period... in various ways.
What the fuck did Tom think he was trying to pull here? If he actually goaded Jess into actually going to change, she'd be upstairs until after halftime, and I'd be the one who would have to go and heat up the shrimp and the empanadas that she had prepared.
Unless he thought she was actually going to...
I found myself surprisingly unpanicked about that unlikely eventuality. One, Jess wouldn't. And two, if she did, I'd be a legend.
I mean, she would be one too, of course, but... you know...
"I give up," Jess grumbled, fighting to unfold herself from me again. "Being a football fan is stupidly hard--you all know that?" She stalked off, and I began to try to remember the re-heating instructions for the shrimp. But she only took two strides, to right in front of the screen before she spun around, looked at me with both a twinkle and a bit of apprehension in her eyes, reached up between her breasts, and clicked the hook open.
God bless front-opening bras. I love them. Of course I only ever purchased front-openers when I bought Jess lingerie.
Without pause, Jess just shrugged her shoulders and spread her hands. The bra slid free, and she tossed it aside.
The silence, aside from Dennis Haysbert talking to us like we didn't already know what the fuck Allstate was, was profound.
I told you, Jess has great tits. There they dangled, magnificently. A generous, very generous, handful each, they bounced slightly when unleashed. At that moment, her nipples were hard enough to punch holes in paper, the rims of her perfectly round, dark aureola were littered with prominent goosebumps, while their flesh crinkled in the way it only gets when she is well and truly turned the fuck on.
"Fuuu..." someone whispered.
She put her hands on her hips, and tried to look irritated, the effect of which was spoiled by the aforementioned wildly-erect nipples. "Can we now watch the game in peace, without my wardrobe choices causing objections?" Jess asked, glaring at Tom in particular, but he knew he had already pushed things way too far, and for once quit while he was ahead. Way ahead.
With a toss of her head, Jess had barely taken one step toward me when I raised my hand. She froze and looked at me.
Getting a read on her at the moment was hard... among other hard things. Her glare told me to stand down. Those nipples told a different story.
"In fairness," I said mildly, "I happen to know that those panties are the exact same, non-Falcons red as the bra."
All four guys stared at me with the exact same mix of horror and hero worship. Not the exact same mix. The married guys had a larger helping of horror.
Lisa was covering her mouth desperately. Gail the conservative one was... staring intently at Jess.
Jess narrowed her eyes at me. "If you say so," she said dangerously.
And without the slightest discernible hesitation, she pushed those panties off her hips and let them slide to the floor. She stepped out of them daintily, pressing her legs demurely (demurely?) together, keeping those delectable gates between her legs undisplayed.
But there was no hiding the pencil-thin landing strip she sported on her mons, the razor-sharp touching up of which must have been responsible for a good amount of the time she had spent being late to her own party. Her pubic hair had been at least twice as wide that morning when I had had my nose buried in it. Apparently she was springing her post-game surprise on me early.
"Perfect," I sighed, speaking for all, I was sure. I held out my hands to welcome her back onto the couch with me.
Jess snorted, "As if, Mister!" She gave me an evil smile. "I'm not sitting with a husband who throws my clothing choices under the bus!"
With that, she turned and marched toward the big armchair that Tom always appropriated for game days. She turned and sat primly down on his right thigh, with her knees between his already spread legs. She still kept her legs tightly together, but she was sitting bare-assed naked, almost on Tom's lap. "I can see the game from here quite well," she snorted, not asking Tom if he minded sharing his seat.
Tom was paralyzed, unable to keep his eyes off Jess, but also wanting to watch me closely for any clues as to what I was feeling.
When I figured out what I was feeling, I'd let him know. My mind worked swiftly to examine itself.
Here was my lovely wife, showing off the magnificence of my catch to my friends and hers. She was clearly playing a spur of the moment game with all of us, one that was a bit extra delicious since she seemed to have been caught a bit deeper in her own web than she had initially intended.
On the other hand... naked wife in friend's lap.
In the end, I trusted Jess. I mostly trusted Tom.
And I wanted to see what happened next.
I just arched an eyebrow and gave Tom as little to go on as I could. I liked seeing him scared to death.
"So you are just going to sit there, tits out, for the whole game?" Gail asked Jess tartly. She was trying to sound outraged, but I was amazed to hear no actual heat in her words. I'd have expected her to be having a four-alarm freak out about this situation... if I had ever conceived of this situation in the first place myself. Of course, I had kept expecting her to lose her shit, in outrage or at least shocked surprise way before this point.
But the way things were going, I found myself remembering Jess's occasional hints about Gail that she'd been... less than prim herself, back in the day. Maybe the woman's overblown sense of propriety was more something she'd decided she needed to affect, than something she really felt.
"Your boobs are distracting the boys from their game a little," Lisa added, elbowing her staring husband in the ribs. Harry sheepishly tore his eyes off my naked wife to look at the game. His gaze stayed on the TV for about three seconds.
Jess grimaced at her friends, they were both pushing her buttons, and enjoying it.
"Good point," she growled. Then she looked around as if for something. "Here," she said, her voice growing just little bit louder to make sure she had all our attentions.
As if anything else were possible!
"These can cover me up so we can watch the game," Jess said, and grabbed Tom's hands, lifting and pressing them firmly over her tits! Tom made the tiniest moaning sound for a split second and froze. His hands did not move a muscle. He didn't massage Jess's boobs. He didn't caress them. He didn't play with them. He didn't even straighten his fingers out from the oddly splayed way they'd fallen when Jess put them on her tits. This left most of her left nipple exposed to the room. He just kept his hands frozen.
Of course, since Jess had placed his grip quite firmly on her chest, that also meant he did not come close to letting go either...
We watched all of four plays with nothing happening. Well, I kept track of those four plays out of the corner of my eye, using just a shard of my consciousness. The rest was on Tom and Jess. I suspect that I was not alone. Tom's hands still did not move.
Jess pretended to watch the game, then subtly turned her gaze to me. I met her eyes. I found that I was actually relaxed and enjoying myself.
Here's the thing. Jess was playing, she wasn't coming on to Tom. Jess knows how to demand sex, and she knows how to have fun using sex. She is very good at both, and I could tell the difference easily, even thought this was very new territory. Tom was being tormented. I knew the signs of deliberate tormentation. I just had never seen her do it to a guy other than me, and it was... entertaining. Not nearly so awesome as when she was tormenting me, but captivating in its own way.
The game on TV had meanwhile devolved into an inconclusive mess, with slow, short, unsuccessful drives on both sides, mostly in the middle of the field. This was exactly the sort of action that we guys, particularly Harry and Tom, would usually be bitching about. Things were silent.
Jess, who seemed to have taken heart that I was not about freak out, was also getting bored with Mister Flirtastic's complete, cowardly, non-reaction to her naked self on his leg and in his hands. "I'm hungry," she announced, and rose sinuously. Tom's hands fell away as she rose, as if eager to release the forbidden fruit. But as they fell to his lap, I noticed that his fingers didn't relax, still holding the same shape as if still grasping at the phantom of memory.
It was only two strides to the food, but they were not Jess's usual elegant way of moving. She was still keeping her legs closer together than is usual when walking. She collected several items, especially zucchini and a little bowl of dip, and turned back to us.
Yep, those nipples were still doing their crazy turned-on thing with the wrinkled, puckered aureoles.
She took one step back toward me, which was all I needed to perk up. Mistake. She narrowed her eyes and paused. "Nope," she declared. "I'm still not sure I forgive you for dissing my doggie-style football clothes."
Mike nearly choked on his beer.
With that, Jess turned and moved back toward Tom, who looked like a live cougar with a bar of gold tied around its neck was coming his way.
But she passed right beyond him to where James had been quietly but intently watching every fucking inch of my wife do every single thing she had been doing.
"Mind if I sit with you for a little, James?" Jess asked, as casually as she ever said anything. Just as casually, as if there could be no reason for anything other than agreement, Jess turned and sat fully in his lap. Not on his thigh, like she had with Tom. She nestled her tight, bodacious ass right back against him.
If James had a hard-on, and since I knew every guy in the house had to be enduring powerful ones (I certainly was), he absolutely was, this meant that the bulge of his erection was nestling into the crack of my wife's ass. Jess put on a show of relaxing and beginning to snack.
After a moment, she turned around to look at James, who was goggling at the vision which had descended on his lap. Unlike Tom's total paralysis, James was twitchy. "Do you mind James?" Jess asked, a little more loudly than needed for just him to hear. "I don't want Lisa bitching any more about how my tits are distracting from the game." Lisa chortled. Jess just turned back to watch the TV, displaying more interest in football than she had ever pretended to before. After a moment's inaction by James, Jess pointedly waved at his hands.
James looked at me in terror. I didn't let him see me looking back. I focused on the screen. Apparently there was a football game on it, but I was concentrating on where I could see him and Jess reflected in the glass.
"Whoa," someone breathed quietly when James slowly lifted his hands and covered Jess's tits with them.
Then everyone relaxed, and watched the game.
Sort of.
I did take a few direct looks now, and there were differences between James's behavior and Tom's. My shy, retiring buddy's fingers were moving. Not a lot. But moving. He wasn't pinching or exploring or anything, but those fingers kept flexing, digging into Jess's firm flesh, then relaxing. Then repeating. It was slow, but he was quite clearly groping my wife. I couldn't tell if he was going so slow to try to hide what he was doing, to just be discrete about it, or because he couldn't help it and was fighting himself.
And Jess was not upset about it either, since I could see her hips actually moving, unlike when she had sat on Tom's lap. She was gently, slowly, grinding on James. If Tom had been less cowardly, would she have ground on him?
Whatever, my wife was giving James the subtlest, hottest lap dance in history.
And I knew she knew that she was lapping him. She and I had gone to a strip club or two in the almost year now that we had been married. She had always been fascinated to watch me get lap dances, even if I could never convince her to get any herself.
Jess was many wild things. Into girls was not one of them. She and her two friends all could and did appreciate looking at hot girls. They certainly appreciated looking at each other. But none of them wanted what they saw...
But Jess had certainly analyzed lap dances, and was giving James one.
Subtle as their movements were, since they were the total center of attention, we all knew what was going on. Harry put his arm around Lisa and pulled him against him. "I can't believe I'm enjoying this boring game so much," he laughed idly.
Lisa snuggled into him. "Well, at least now that Jess isn't waving her boobs around in the open, we can concentrate on watching it," she joked.
"I'm not... I... You..." sputtered Jess. "You were the one who made me get them out in the first place, girlfriend!" she objected hotly, almost pulling loose from James's hands. He shifted his grip to keep his hold though.
Mighty eager with those hands there, buddy.
"I was just trying to be supportive with what I was wear..." Jess went on hotly, before cutting herself off quite suddenly. Another rare pause from Jess... I felt, rather than saw Lisa stiffen in alert. She sensed sudden danger in that pause, too.
"At least," Jess went on sweetly, "I was trying to support our team. Whereas the sheep guys..."
"Rams," Mike said automatically.
"The Rams wear blue," Jess continued automatically. She paused. "Just like the blue of that blouse you are wearing, Lisa!"
"Oh, bullshit!" Lisa laughed. "It's not a Rams jersey or anything. It's just a blouse."
"I'm sorry, I still think it is embarrassing for you to have shown up wearing the other team's colors," Jess went on relentlessly.
"It's not even the same blue!" Lisa complained defensively. She was not buying where this was going.
"I don't know about that," Jess snapped back. "Hey, Mister Graphic Designer! Is that the Rams' blue that Lisa has on?"
Tom's brain seemed to spring back to life for the first time since Jess had made him hold her tits. It took him a second to finally reboot, but when he did, he grinned. He looked Lisa over good (never a hard thing to do) and tapped his lower lip with a finger as if making a professional evaluation. "I'm afraid, Lisa, that it really is a close match. Almost embarrassing, to be honest."
Full Disclaimer: Lisa's blouse was not anything like a close match. It was at least two shades lighter, and Lisa clearly knew it.
"You," she glared at Tom, "are an evil man, and I don't trust your opinions." She sat back in Harry's arms triumphantly.
For a second, I thought this little gambit was done. Then Harry, her own husband Harry, leaned in and murmured into her ear loudly enough for all to hear, "In fairness babe, when you were getting dressed, I did ask why your were wearing the enemy's colors."



James and Tom were shocked. Mike and I, as husbands, were scared for the man's life.
Lisa twisted in his arms and glared at him. "So now I'm an embarrassment to you?"
Harry backpedaled furiously. Thinking with your dick will make a man need to do that. "No! Never, babe!" He babbled furiously. But I'll give him credit. He hung in with the game. He wanted to tease his wife a little. I'd had all the fun so far. "But this is a big game, you know," he went on sheepishly. "It's not really very... supportive," he said, running out of guts and words simultaneously.
"Well!" Lisa said, yanking herself free from his arms and shooting to her feet. She glared down at him. "I'm so ashamed to be... disloyal!" she spat angrily, turning away from him and stalking toward the TV. When she reached it, she stopped, took a breath, and then smoothly slid the blouse up and over her head. She tossed it away.
I surmise that she turned and then walked away from us to do this because, as I have mentioned, she has the best ass in the room, the neighborhood, the city, and possibly the whole state of Georgia. If her tits weren't quite up to Jess's, she wanted nobody to care. We would not have cared anyway. Then she turned around, hands balled into fists on the hips of her tight jeans and glared at Harry, then the rest of us. "Better?" she growled at her husband.
"Much," Harry said, cowed, both by her glare, and by the fact that she had actually done something under his prodding.
"Good," Lisa said firmly. She had barely taken one step back toward Harry, when Tom, now thoroughly over his earlier paralysis, said smoothly, "In all honesty, Lisa, that bra is an even closer match to the Rams' blue than your top was."
Full Disclaimer: Actually, Tom was right this time. The attractively cut, if plainly constructed bra that Lisa wore was a near perfect match to the blue in the Rams' uniforms.
Lisa froze.
"Bad enough to be embarrassing like I was," Jess drawled into the silence. "I can't imagine being... disloyal."
My wife was evil... bless her.
Lisa pondered how to draw this out. But she was clearly only trying to draw it out, not avoid it, I noticed with interest. Then she just grumbled, "Fuck it." She reached back behind her back, unclasped the bra, and let it slide off. She tossed it off into the growing pile of red and blue women's clothing that somehow had become a feature of our living room.
I know I have gone on about Lisa's tits coming in third in my wife's group of friends. Even in a room full of greats, someone has to come in third. But they were third among greats, I must repeat.
Not quite a handful each, her breasts were bouncy and so firm that they ignored gravity as if they were fake, which they most assuredly were not. Her nipples were pointy, and puffy, and pink, and they betrayed damned near equal interest and enthusiasm for the events of the day as did Jess's under James's continuing subtly massaging grasp.
"Thank you for your loyalty," Harry chuckled, still a little wild-eyed that his wife had followed mine down the road to Crazy Town.
"You are not forgiven," Lisa said to him, with no real heat in her voice. Then she smirked and turned to Jess. "And you definitely are not!"
With that, Lisa finally got out of the way of the TV screen so we could resume keeping an eye on the game. It was the playoffs after all. I had to keep an eye out.
Or did I? Because instead of returning to her husband, Lisa instead decided to sit with me. On me.
I had been sitting with my legs together. This was uncharacteristic, but with the huge erection distending the front of my Falcons athletic shorts, I had felt it was the best posture to keep that bulge from visibly tenting the bottom of my Bartkowski jersey.
Lisa just walked up to me, turned, and sat down with her legs straddling both my thighs, and her ass pressing against the bulge that was no longer hidden, at least from the nerve endings of her spectacular ass. She gave me a mind-bending grind as she settled in.
I was... bemused.
Lisa glared over at Jess. I merely cocked an eyebrow at my wife in enquiry.
Jess just laughed. Then she stopped and looked at me. "Honestly, Dale. Now Lisa is doing the distracting from the game."
Oh.
I had not considered that this position implied that now I should...
Lisa turned to look back at me. "Help a girl out? I want to keep my hands free to drink my wine."
I lifted my hands slowly, but made Lisa grab my wrists and move them the last few inches onto her flesh.
Very nice flesh. As I had always estimated, they were not quite handfuls, but I most certainly did not care at the moment. They were so crazy firm, and warm, and smooth, with almost sharp points pressing into my palms.
"Holy..." Mike began.
"... shit," Gail finished for him.
I looked at Harry. I probably appeared as tense and confused as I actually was.
He looked back at me for a second, then slumped back alone in his seat and chuckled. "Well, I asked for it I suppose."
I tried very hard to emulate James, and keep my groping to a deniable flex of my fingers here and there. It was hard, what with Lisa's stupefyingly hot ass softly, subtly grinding against my cock. The fact that there were several layers of clothing in-between felt immaterial.
But I was not so strong a man as James. Locking eyes with Harry, I let my hands slide slowly off toward the sides of Lisa tits until my finger tips were resting on her nipples. I gave each a quick, gratifying flick, then slid my hands back into concealing place. Harry just snorted.
The football game went on... interminably. It was barely halfway through the second quarter, and nothing had happened since about ten minutes into the first. The birds clung to a three-point lead over the goats... the 'sheep guys'.
I could be happy having this dull-ass game go on forever like this.
But my wife is never one to leave things alone. Few of us among our group of football friends were, to be honest.
At first, I thought that Jess as trying to communicate something wordlessly to me as she stared my way, but I realized that she was actually going back and forth with the topless woman sitting in my lap, whose tits I was groping.
At last, Lisa just nodded toward Jess, as if to say, go for it.
As an ad began, Jess piped up.
By the way, see what I mean about how awesome my wife is? She could not care less about football, even though this was playoff game, but she still considerately waited for an ad break before she started stirring the pot anew.
"Mike," Jess asked in a deeply serious tone, "weren't you also concerned when Gail was getting dressed?"
"Huh?" replied Mike, whose attention to the game had been nearly as distracted as mine. Beside him, Gail froze.
So that was what was up.
"It was disloyal enough of Lisa to wear blue today," Jess said, voice now filling with disappointment, "but you must have been mortified to have Gail wearing a dress that not only is blue, but it has those yellow flowers all over it. They look like the Rams' horns on their helmets."
"They do not," Gail protested hotly.
"Speaking as a graphic designer," Tom intoned, his base personality fully recovered, "they really do, Gail. Of course they aren't swirls, and you can see that clearly, but what matters is the subconscious impression on the audience. When we are all watching these hateful Rams try to block our beloved Falcons from their destiny, you really give the strong impression of a Rams booster in that." He paused. "And the colors are spot on."
Full Disclaim... No, they weren't.
Gail shrunk into Mike's arms.
Lisa piled on... to Mike. "Mike, really? She always shows off for you when she gets dressed. You could not have stopped this abomination?"
Gail glared at her husband.
"I... did kind of think it might wrong choice," Mike said timidly. He didn't mean it. He just probably felt obligated to push things some more, like the rest of us.
But Gail disentangled herself from his clutches and backed away from him to her feet.
"Judas!" she hissed at him. "You two are as bad as you ever were," she turned on Jess and Lisa. "You are not getting me out of this dress!"
"This from the girl to streaked the whole way through the Tri-Phi's back yard during a kegger," scoffed Jess.
Gail?!? Streaked?!?
"Twice," added Lisa smugly.
"That was the dare," Gail snapped.
"The dare was for three times," Lisa went on.
"They got handsy on the second pass," the defendant growled.
"Hey! What?" Mike asked sharply, leaning forward. Interestingly, he had not reacted to the streaking revelation, just the sudden mention of unwelcome groping.
"They were pretty damned handsy on your first time through," Jess observed drily. "You didn't seem to mind. At all."
Gail?!?
"They started pinching the second time I went through," Gail reminded my wife. "We called it good at two, remember?"
"But... you like being pinched," Mike said, before realizing that he might be oversharing with the group.
But Gail actually smiled at him a little. "Not pinched that hard," she corrected almost fondly. "And not like that one guy who clamped onto my nipple and tried to not let go," she glared back at Jess and Lisa.
"And that's why we called it good at two," Lisa said amiably.
"You used to be so much fun," Jess added absently, with a touch of fondness. Probably not a wise move, babe.
Gail was fortunately more scandalized than angry, but she was still angry. "Oh, so I'm not only disloyal to the cause, but I'm a stick in the mud?" she demanded of Jess.
My wife immediately realized that she had been out of line and backpedaled furiously. "Geez, I'm sorry Gail. You are always fun to hang with. I... I just meant you used to be wilder than me. I... Sorry!"
"But I'm still disloyal?" Gail demanded relentlessly, grabbing a handful of her sundress's flowing skirt.
"Yes?" Jess said meekly. James had momentarily stopped massaging my wife's tits during this exchange, because he was a gentleman. I was still massaging Lisa's, because I sometimes am not.
"Well, we can't have that, now can we?" Gail snapped. "And I'll show you how much fun I still am!" And sonofabitch if my wife's most staid and conservative friend didn't flat out slip those spaghetti straps off her shoulders and just push the whole dress down to the floor, revealing...
It was already obvious that the dress did not allow for a bra, and I may have squeezed extra hard on Lisa's breasts as I realized what I, what we all, were about to actually get a first-hand look at.
What I had not expected was that Gail also wore no panties either.
And she was completely shaved. Not a hair in evidence.
Oh, by the way, they were definitely the best tits I had ever seen naked and in-person in my life. It was not even close. They were generous, bordering on huge, without being bulbous. Their shape was perfect--round, full, and incredibly bouncy as they popped free of the descending dress. Her nipples were... I'd have bitten my knuckles had I been willing to let go of Lisa's tits. Harry literally did bite his.
Those little peaks were tiny, and rosy in color, but they stuck up, it must have been half an inch or more above the perfectly oval rosy surrounds. Those aureola were similarly surrounded by battlements of goosebumps. Despite the manifest weight of those mounds, they absolutely did not sag. They hung, to be sure, but they retained their shape as if fencing with gravity, not succumbing to it.
Holy. Shit.
I thought that Tom was going to die.
"No panties today, Gail?" Lisa asked archly.
"In all the time we have known each other," Mike observed to the room in general, hailing his wife's sudden exposure with swifter aplomb than either Harry or I had been able to summon, "the only time Gail has ever worn panties was on our wedding day. And those were something else." He looked around. "Her drawer is filled with plenty of awesome bras, of course. But I don't think she currently even owns a set of undies."
Smug bastard.
Of course... look at this girl. Sure her ass was the tiniest bit meaty, and her waist a tiny bit thick. But her face was suddenly being lit up with one of those animating smiles at us. And of course... I mean to say... those tits.
Then the smile flashed away as she glared at Mike, as if he was at fault for her nakedness. "Oh, so you want to brag about my secret commando lifestyle, do you?" she snapped, trying to sound nasty. "I guess it is a good day for sitting elsewhere."
The only two available laps were Tom's and Harry's. Amazingly, they didn't look at her, but mostly tried to stare each other down.
Unfortunately for Tom, Gail didn't hesitate. She just smirked at Lisa, and went to nestle her sweet self down on Harry's lap. She didn't even bother with making fake noises about her tits being distracting. Her tits were distracting even before they got exposed. She just grabbed Harry's hands and mashed them over her boobs.
"There," she said, as if grumpy. "No more wardrobe problems, and no exposed nipples either. You boys can finally go back to watching your game."
And there we sat for five more minutes of game time, with James, me, and Harry getting subtle lap dances, and Tom and Mike looking a little forlornly on.
But Tom had already had a lap full of my naked wife... and Mike went home to those tits in Harry's hands every night, so I wasn't that sorry for the two odd men out.
The Falcons scored again, on a long bomb, and were up ten points. All us guys threw up our hands in the touchdown signal. This was great because it exposed six marvelous tits. It was bad because Jess took that moment to declare that she was going to go heat up the empanadas for halftime, and invited her buddies to come with her.
Two naked and one topless hottie started to leave the room.
I couldn't help myself. As the host, I had responsibilities.
"Lisa! Um..." I said slowly. They all stopped. "I'm actually disappointed. I mean, I think we all are. We were just hopping you'd see it on your own."
"What?" my recent lap ornament asked dubiously.
I indicated her pants. "Those," I said. "I mean they are pretty damned blue. It's even in the name, blue jeans."
That got me a laugh. But not from Lisa.
"Blue jeans aren't the color blue," she snorted. "They are the color bluejeans. You know, like grape soda isn't grape, it's purple flavored."
As one, the rest of us guys all gestured to Tom.
"I'm afraid that's not accurate, Lisa," he said in his most professional tone. "The standard indigo dye used in your jeans is quite blue... and quite close to what those bastard sheep people sport."
"Indigo is a whole different scientific color on the spectrum," Lisa parried.
"We in the Biz," Tom said merrily, "know that Isaac Newton just flat-out made up indigo because her liked the number seven. And those jeans are Rams blue. It's downright shameful, you trying to skate on this, Lisa."
"Fuck this, we've got to set up the main course," grumbled Lisa. But instead of blowing off my gambit and Tom's, she simply short-circuited any more byplay by pulling the button fly of her jeans open and peeling them, along with the plain white cotton panties underneath that no one would have had an excuse to make her take off, right down to the floor. She wasn't even particularly careful about keeping her legs together in the process.
When she straightened up, we were all treated to pubic hair artfully trimmed into a narrow V, like an arrow pointing downward...
And the three trooped off to the kitchen. "I like the chevron..." I heard my wife say to Lisa as they left.
The five of us looked at each other.
James quailed and spoke first. "Um, sorry Dale. I... uh..." But I just waved him silent.
"This is the greatest game in the history of football," Tom observed.
It was hard for any of us to argue with him, actually. Beers were somewhat dazedly raised in a toast.
The girls had been in the kitchen for a while, but I knew Jess had prepared several hot dishes that she wanted to serve, so I knew everything was fine.
Except on the field, where the Rams scored on a quick pick six. Back to a three point lead.
"Shit!" Harry exclaimed. "Hey! In the kitchen?" he shouted. "The game got close again. We need some naked women back in here for good luck!"
"I wanted to say that, but I figured I'd be shot," Tom grumbled.
A few moments later, the three sailed back into living room, bearing platters.
"We are all ready, and were just waiting to hear we were appreciated," Jess said merrily, setting down her plate and climbing companionably into my lap. Lisa and Gail returned to their own husband's laps as well, rather than beside them as before, but beyond that, and the continuing nudity, things seemed to be back to normal.
Yeah, right.
"These are delicious," James told Jess around a mouthful of the empanada he was wolfing down. I murmured agreement, but said nothing because, unlike James, I don't talk with my mouth full.
Halftime sped past, which was nice for once, and we demolished all the hot food. As the game was about to resume, we all sat back, the girls settling in. I was utterly disinclined to cover Jess's tits back up, nice as it would have felt them. But if Mike could leave Gail's wonders hanging out there in the open, I'd have been churlish to hide Jess's lovelies from the group.
I noticed that after he was mostly finished with his shrimp skewers, Harry did cover Lisa's boobs enough for a good grope, if only intermittently. Upon quick consideration, I decided that was a good idea after all. Mike swiftly, wordlessly agreed.
So there we were, three husbands feeling up their naked wives in front of two more friends, watching the start of a three point playoff game's second half.
Again I must iterate, Jess doesn't give a shit about football. She had long ago stopped asking stupid questions that fall, not because she had learned anything from our careful answers, but because she decided she just didn't care enough to ask any more. Lisa and Gail similarly showed up for game days because they wanted to hang out together while still being with their husbands. They didn't care about football either.
In all their cases, though I was obviously most aware of Jess's, the three women began to grow more interested in the feeling up, and less interested in the intermittence.
Best game ever, indeed.
Then the Ram's scored on a horrifyingly swift and efficient 62-yard drive.
All us guys shouted in dismay--not just because of the fact that we were now losing, but because there had been a desultory suggestion at the beginning of the half that maybe the girls should cover up. All five of us guys had shouted that idea down. The Falcons were ahead with naked chicks all over us, and no true sports fan will let anyone stop doing anything that they were doing when the team went ahead.
Now... not only were we behind, but that pile of clothes by the TV could permissibly get picked up.
I'm not sure the girls actually so much as contemplated getting dressed though, because they are awesome. But they did pick up that we were all suddenly upset, and knew enough to realize that it was over the score.
And my wife then decided to come through. In spades.
"Shit!" she said dramatically. "They can't be ahead! Not the sheep people!" She turned and kissed me. "We need more mojo," she told me, in a voice once more far louder than needed for just me to hear it. Her hand slid between us and I felt her massage my bulge swiftly. Then she twisted out of my lap, hand still on my cock and, shooting quick looks at her two friends, knelt on the fucking floor between my legs!
Now I really was about to panic, as Jess plucked my shorts' elastic waistband outward and tugged it down. When my hard cock bounced free in front of fucking everybody, she swiftly grabbed it, and did her best to hide some of it from their view again... in her mouth.



My feeling of incipient panic faded into the background swiftly. Very swiftly. Troubles tend to fade when Jess decides to get busy down there. She is skilled, is what I'm saying.
I'm not saying that I wasn't still weirded out, I just wasn't afraid.
As more and more of my member began to disappear into Jess's lovely face, her eyes downcast in concentration, and her tongue already tormenting its temporary roommate, I became dimly aware that there were four men and two other women staring with, well, a variety emotions and reactions at me getting head. I decided to try to ignore them. It did not work, but at least I did not have to acknowledge their gazes.
It did not take long for Jess's wet, eager ministrations on the hard-on I'd been suffering for over an hour by then to draw the first long sigh of, "Fuuuuuck!" from my lips. She had a way of corkscrewing her mouth up and down on me that was indescribable. And getting this treatment in front of everybody left me feeling like a weird cross between some exotic potentate and a zoo exhibit.
My tip delved in and out, descending into Jess's mouth, sending shudders through my body. I was sinking into a visionless trance, when I perceived a grunt to one side of me, and then an "Ohhhh shit," from the other. Mike's voice.
"I hope you guys appreciate how hard we are working to make sure your team wins," Lisa said, cutting herself off with a wet noise. I had to look. To one side, Gail, our conservative friend with the secret no panties fetish, was treating her husband's cock like a popsicle, lavishing lick after lick up its entire length, occasionally placing it between her lips, but this was clearly a woman who liked to take her time and enjoy herself.
I heard a, "Holy Fuck, Harry!" from Tom, and let my head loll over toward that direction. I choked because I could not believe that Lisa was not doing the same. I had missed how much Harry was packing, but every inch of it had disappeared between Lisa's lips. All. Of. It. Then she slid enough out for me to see he was at the very least not small, before she sank it fully out of sight again.
Jess also caught sight of Lisa's... abilities out of the corner of her eye. She released my cock from her lips, something that didn't so much cut off my enjoyment as allow it to extend longer than it had seemed like it was going to. "Damn, girl," Jess said, pausing to lick my helmet, "You could not do that back in college, or we'd have never heard the end of it!"
Lisa in turn let Harry slide completely free from her mouth. I had no real desire to check out my friend's package, but I had to know what Lisa had been swallowing. He was right about as big as me. "I had a kinda small-dicked boyfriend after graduation. It was a little easier for me to figure the procedure out."
With that, both Lisa and Jess got back to their respective projects, which suited Harry and myself down to the ground.
But I had never been deep-throated before. And I now knew that I knew a girl personally, Lisa, who had the ability to deep-throat me, since I was the same size as Harry. I realized that this was information I could never... un-remember.
Despite the break for interesting revelations, Jess was not going to let me last any longer. I groaned as I tapped Jess's head in the way that meant I was done for, and she went nuts for the final push. My groan spiraled upward to an almost embarrassingly high keen, and I filled my wife's mouth with an inordinate, even for a Jess blowjob, amount of cum. As my core sparked in delicious release, my high, keening shriek of pleasure dropped down to a deep, doubled-bass growl of satisfaction and I collapsed into the chair.
It took me several seconds to register that Jess, as was her usual wont, had crawled up to cuddle in my lap, almost snoozing in satisfaction over her little display. I did nap, well, pass out really, if only briefly, given the circumstances.
Harry woke me by grunting loudly, and I turned to look at Lisa, her throat flexing visibly as she apparently was swallowing a load of cum of her own, injected straight down her throat. I still could not get over the image.
My brain registered that everyone was looking at the remaining couple on my other side, and I turned to see Gail jacking Mike furiously, her tongue making rapid circles around his glans. Mike was mewling like a little girl himself, and his meeps were growing in volume and register. Gail just jacked him harder and smiled.
When Mike nutted, it was... prodigious. Gail flinched and closed her eyes as strand after strand blasted out against her face. It was a truly hard amount of jizz to process, as it sprayed across Gail's face, then across her chest as she involuntarily leaned backward against the deluge.
No man could stay alert after a discharge like that, and Mike did indeed slip backward into, if not outright unconsciousness, then certainly a post-orgasmic fuge. After a moment, Gail leaned forward toward the table, probably dripping Mike's spunk on my carpet in so doing, and grabbed some napkins.
I staved off a return to unconsciousness of my own because I desperately wanted to watch Gail wipe cum off her face, and more to the point, off the upper curves of those planetary-class tits.
I was drooping off to sleep again, when Jess leaned forward and whispered in my ear, truly only for my hearing this time. "I feel bad," she said quietly.
"Please don't," I whispered back. "That was incredible."
She giggled briefly. "I thought so too. But I mean I feel bad for James and Tom."
I blearily looked at her, and it sank into my hormone-addled brain what she was talking about. She wanted to... make it up to one of them. Or both of them? She was considering...
We looked into each other's eyes.
I was being asked for permission. Or maybe more accurately... advice?
In the moment, it was inexplicable to me why I unhesitatingly let her know with my gaze that it actually sounded like a good idea. Later, I found I'd made a call that I was comfortable with, but it was a decision made without conscious thought in the moment.
Tom was going to finally get a delivery on all his flirting. I wasn't sure he was going to survive.
Lisa uncurled from my lap, but instead of heading for Tom, she went back toward James instead.
Didn't see that coming. I didn't know why not, but I just hadn't.
"I feel like you must be feeling very pent up," Jess said to him, quite clearly to us all, while managing to sound intimate in the moment. "Can I help with that?" And she knelt down before him, decisively tugging at the fly of his red, falcons-logoed coach's shorts.
James looked like he was having a heart attack, and swung his bulging eyes toward me. I just smiled at him and winked. I realized at that moment that I am the best friend a man ever had...
If James's eyes had been bulging before, it was nothing to the way they popped out once Jess got going with that thing she does with her tongue inside her mouth when it has a visitor.
Tom was... beside himself. He was grinning madly as he watched James 'suffer' his current oral assault, but he also was as green-eyed with jealousy as a man could endure.
I head Lisa cough musically beside me. I tore my eyes away from another man's cock in my wife's lips to see her eyeing Gail on my other side. "It's only fair," Lisa murmured. Gail just snorted agreeably, and both turned to their men. A moment's unreadable communication later, and the two naked visions rose from their husbands' laps and bore down simultaneously on 'poor' Tom.
Yes, Tom was indeed about to get the payoff to end all payoffs from a year of unserious flirting.
The two women whom he found suddenly on the floor before him were making each other laugh as they stroked up his legs. Gail's hand swept over the distended front of his red sweats, and she murmured loudly, "Ohhh, got something nice in here."
With that, she and Lisa grabbed at the waistband of his pants, and tugged them out and free of his midsection. Tom almost unconsciously lifted his ass to let the sweats slide free, and his erection popped up and clear.
"Dude...!" one of us guys breathed. It might have been me.
Gail actually whistled.
Lisa reached out and caressed the marble column sticking up between her and Gail. "Tom," she said slowly, clearly, and seriously. "I don't know what you might have seen me do to Harry earlier, but please understand, I am not going to even try to deep-throat this thing."
Tom looked at her, momentarily stricken, but he nodded. No one had ever been so sad to be hung like that.
Lisa then clutched at that slab of beef and went on, "I'm still going to suck hell out of it, please understand. But I'm just not going to try to swallow it."
Tom's mood understandably improved once more.
James took that moment to come out of his trance at the hands... and lips and tongue... of my wife to glance at Tom sitting in the chair next to him. He jerked in alarm. I sympathized. He was less than three feet from that thing. "Bro! You need to wear a warning sign or something."
"The poor guy's wondering if we are ever going to get on with it, Lisa," Gail said, and got on with it. In short order, she had drenched even all that real estate in saliva, dragging her wet tongue up his length, over and over again.
Then Lisa leaned in, gave Gail a quick peck on the cheek, and opened her lips wide, very wide, to nosily suck Tom's swollen purple helmet into her mouth. She indeed did not even try to take him deep, but she was bobbing up and down with a good rhythm in no time. Gail didn't even stop licking, she just dragged her tongue downward and started licking and sucking on Tom's balls.
It registered on me suddenly that not only was Tom hung, but he also shaved down there... completely. Wasn't that supposed to make your cock look bigger? He didn't need the stagecraft.
Gail suddenly giggled, audibly popped Tom's left nut out of her mouth and asked, "We haven't worked a guy over together like this since that rush week at Purdue, have we, Lisa?"
"Wait!" exclaimed Mike from his seat.
"You two had to blow some dude to get into your sorority?" Harry added, his voice filled with shocked, protective outrage, and a healthy measure of raw jealousy.
Gail just smirked over her shoulder and started licking back up Tom's shaft. Lisa popped her mouth free to give Gail room to work, and to look at her husband. "No, honey. The boy was the one rushing his frat. Our sorority was just helping out with the testing. He was told he had to last half an hour against our efforts."
"Fat chance," Tom gasped in a wobbling voice.
"It wasn't a real test," Lisa snorted. She paused for a moment to give licking Tom's hairless balls a quick try. "The boy was already in, and just didn't know it yet. We were just there to give him a good scare that he'd failed at the last minute, and then make sure he remembered the whole hazing process very fondly."
"Hold on a second," I said, eyes bouncing around everywhere, overwhelmed by things competing for my attention. There were three beautiful bare asses pointed my way, there were two amazing blowjobs going on, and there was this crazy story. But my attention had suddenly focused. "Jess, you were in the same sorority. Did you give some pledge a tandem BJ too?" I asked in tantalized wonder, feeling preemptively envious.
Jess slowly released James from her lips, letting her tongue dance over his tip to extend the contact just a bit. One hand kept pumping his shaft, but very gently. She was keeping the sensation going, but letting him calm down and extend the experience. Jess could keep me going forever during one of her blow jobs, or she could finish me in what felt like moments whenever she chose. It was a gift.
She paused to swallow a bit of her own saliva, along with some pre-cum, I was sure. She arched her eyebrow at Gail and Lisa, who both were somehow keeping their mouths on Tom, but their eyes on her. "No. No, I did not," Jess told me, still looking at her friends. "Everyone knew that I didn't need a partner."
Gail calmly flipped Jess off and returned to ruining Tom's concentration. I didn't even know Gail knew what flipping the bird was.
Mike, Harry, and I stared at each other. We didn't always talk football when we three couples got together. I mean... yes, we always talked football, but we didn't only talk football. The distinct impression had been voiced that at least Jess and Lisa had had a lot of fun in college, along with note taken of all three's reticence to talk about those years in any detail. But clearly, none of us had had any real fucking idea... We shook our head and went back to looking.
The three lovely asses pointed in our general direction were gathering more of my focus. For a bit, I could not help but by hypnotized by the sheer perfection of Sue's sleek backside, I'll admit. But as my cock just kept getting harder again (I had had the presence of mind to tuck it back into my shorts at least), my gaze was more and more fixed on my own wife's ass.
Screw it.
I stood up and shoved my shorts to the floor. Then I stepped softly over toward Jess as she enjoyed herself. James's eyes widened, seeing my erection heading his way, but Jess was so focused, she didn't notice anything. I knelt softly behind her and caressed her butt. She tensed nervously, but when I reassured her that the hand back there was mine with just the right little flourish to my touch, she relaxed and actually took a little bit extra of James between her lips. He hissed happily at that, though still looked wary of my sudden proximity.
But Jess figured easily what I intended, and she wobbled her knees a little farther apart to give me room.
And that is how I found myself sinking my cock into my wife's pussy while she was sucking some guy's... sucking a good friend's dick.
Jess is always a tight fit. At that moment she was so turned on by the situation, she had become wet enough to be almost frictionless inside, but she was also so turned on that her inner muscles were clenched and spasming fabulously. It was going to take me a while to work my way completely inside her, so I made a production of it. Obviously I was going to be watched as I started fucking Jess, I might as well show off a bit. I spanked her, just a little, with each push in deeper, until I was pressing my abdomen hard against her ass with a moan of satisfaction.
"Oh... fuckin' A, Dale!" Jess moaned. Or at least I think that is what she moaned, since she did not remove James's cock from her mouth during her remarks.
I wanted to just absolutely rail into her with all my might. My turned on cock practically demanded it. But I dimly realized that Jess was still not doing to James what she did when she wanted to finish things, so she clearly intended him to enjoy the experience for a while yet. So I got my initial wave of lust under control, and proceeded to fuck her in leisurely mode.
I'd obviously never seen Jess blowing someone, so I had just as obviously never fucked her when her body was in this exact posture before. I took my time and enjoyed myself thoroughly as I slid in and out of her until I found a way to hold myself that meant I was stroking the Wriggle Button on her internal controls. Then my knees informed me that I needed to work around some more until I could find a better position where I was still stroking that button, but was comfortable enough for me to keep it going.
Almost as soon as I settled into a posture and rhythm that I knew I could maintain for as long as Jess wanted me to, I sensed movement behind me. Harry and Mike had taken my lead, and were both walking naked over toward Tom and their wives. I watched curiously. It was honestly distracting, though in a surprisingly good way, to have been watched while I fucked Jess. Not being the center of attention was already making things much more relaxing.
Plus, I found that I really wanted to watch Gail and Lisa get fucked as well.
But when they reached their wives, the two guys froze. I realized at about the same time they did that given where they had been sitting, each had naturally arrived to stand behind the other's wife.
James's eyes were laser focused on his cock moving in and out of Jess's mouth, and didn't notice. Tom had closed his eyes, as if not wanting any other stimuli to compete with what he was feeling. The girls were busy. So only I witnessed this little momentary drama.
Don't do it, guys, I thought.
Each of them looked down before them with extremely speculative looks on their faces. Then they looked at each other.
Then they shook their heads and switched places. I sighed in relief and fucked my wife a little harder.
Gail and Lisa really were into what they were doing, and only recognized that they too were about to get Jess's treatment when the guys got down behind them. They both shot a glance back, as if also making sure that the right guy was behind each of them, then went back to torturing Tom.
So there we were, three guys in a row fucking their wives doggy-style while the women committed unspeakable acts of delicious torture on our friends.
Tom opened his eyes a bit in reaction to the suddenly much louder sounds of pleasure coming from the mouths on his cock, and he jumped at the sight of two naked dudes before him, thrusting happily into the women between him and them.
I missed when James became aware of Mike and Harry's entry into the fray, but now we all knew who was doing what with whom, and it was nearly impossible for any of us to concentrate on what we were doing, what with trying to look at everybody else without looking like we were looking at anybody.
That state of affairs was ridiculous, but it only lasted a minute or two, at least for me, as my body dragged my attention back to the delirious task at hand. My focus was back on Jess's pussy... with some attention spared for what she was doing to James.
But that also didn't last long, as I saw Lisa desperately shove Gail off of the head of Tom's beast and moan loudly as she slid it into her mouth. Her whole body was quivering, and I realized I was about to see my wife's buddy come. Her sudden cry of, "Harder, Harry! I'm commmmmminnnnng," kind of confirmed my suspicion.
Harry hammered into her even harder and he actually seemed to release first. His head threw back, his spine arched, and he gasped as if he'd been punched in the kidneys as his powerful thrusts suddenly became weak and ragged.
All this brought a shriek of joy from Lisa who pushed that ass back against Harry, relinquishing her lips' hold on Tom. Harry grabbed her and pulled her even further back against him and the two shuddered in sympathetic vibrations together.
"Wow," breathed Tom. Then he gulped as Gail dove back in to do more of those long strokes of his dick with her tongue. Mike and I, who had admittedly paused our own efforts to see the spectacular display, resumed eagerly.
Within another minute or two, Jess began to wriggle her hips much harder in response to my strokes, and I looked up to see what she was doing with her hands. She had indeed begun to do one of the many tricks she did that would ensure a mighty and near-immediate release from James. Her fingers curled up behind his balls, and I knew where she was tickling him. Her head bobbed faster, but that maneuver was complicated by her need to gasp for air from her own rapidly peaking need. I just dug my fingers into her ass harder, fucked her faster than before, and growled to Jess, "I'm going to... unh... absolutely paint your... uhhh... insides, beautiful... ungn... very soon!"
Miraculously, the thee of us came practically simultaneously. I heard Jess mewl first, as loudly as she could with James's cock still firmly planted in her mouth, and I felt her spasm around my cock. I had been teetering on the edge, and her joy made that edge crumble. I tossed my head in sharp jerks as I pumped jizz into my wife with volume and vigor that in retrospect should have surprised me, given I had come in her mouth so very recently. But even through the haze of my own release, I could not help but hear James's orgasm, heralded as it was with such a long, loud, profanity-laden string of expressions of approval and thanks.



I had not come so loudly as James did then since the last Christmas, when Jess had come after me with the can of chocolate Redi-Whip.
Jess sucked almost desperately on James's member for a second or two longer, then she turned away, and almost tackled me to the floor. In seconds, we were snuggling and she kissed me, hard.
That was a new flavor...
Then exhaustion took the two of us, and Jess twisted around in my embrace so that both of us could watch the final act, unable to look away. Much.
I did see that Lisa and Harry were also huddled together tiredly on the floor, propped up on elbows to watch as well. I idly thought it nice of them to have thoughtfully positioned themselves so that I could get a really good, extended look at Lisa's bare ass close up...
Mike was still happily ramming his dick into Gail. She was licking Tom furiously, and I was enchanted by the way those spectacular tits swayed beneath her as she worked away.
"Fuck! You are killing me, Gail," Tom wailed, rocking his hips side to side on my armchair. "I don't want to, but I can't last much longer," he added through gritted teeth.
Gail paused, as if she was about to edge him back down or something, but then she just looked quickly back over her shoulder at Mike. "Follow me," she said cryptically.
"What?" Mike asked, confused for a second. Then he grunted a little 'ah' of dawning understanding. Gail nodded, and he laughed as if fully getting it.
"Ready, Tom?" Gail asked softly, still just stroking his cock.
"For?" gasped Tom, looking into her eyes which, even though I could not see them, had to be filled with sudden new mischief.
Gail just crabbed forward on her knees, Mike following right along, trying not to interrupt his rhythmic thrusts. As she moved, with a final lick, Gail's head swung up and away above Tom's cock.
But then her tits pressed against and around it.
Tom's eyes widened as she grabbed those perfect orbs and squished them together around his long, sodden shaft.
"Fuck me so hard, Mike," Gail said flatly.
And Mike did, he absolutely hammered into Gail. Each powerful stroke ended with a loud slap as his belly hit her generous backside, pushing her up along Tom's cock. Then his death grip on her hips pulled her back down each time he let himself withdraw.
I make it sound like it was some practiced thing between Gail and Mike. It most certainly was not. First off, while Mike knew a helluva lot more about Gail's uninhibited private nature these days than even her good buddies, even he obviously had no idea of what she'd be willing to get up to if provoked. And it was also just plain obvious that they didn't have any prior experience with what they were doing. The whole enterprise was ragged and disorganized at first, with a slip free or two, an impact of Gail's face into Tom's neck, and general other ragged movements and collisions. Then suddenly everything clicked into that insane dance of Gail's Mike-powered titfucking of Tom. With sudden perfect coordination, Tom's cock was getting the ride of its life, and Mike was grinning and screwing like a madman.
Gail was... to say she seemed turned on would be underselling it. And I'm underselling it by saying it that way. Her whole body seemed lit up like Times Square, and her plain face that became pretty when excited, suddenly would have given Helen of Troy a run for her money. She moaned at the top of her lungs. Mike grunted with exertion and peaking arousal.
But Tom came first. Of course he did. After the whole evening's shenanigans, that incredible tandem blowjob, and now a sudden titfuck from the best tits any of us had ever seen? He shrieked with release, and Gail looked down.
A big cock like that almost has to come in buckets, right? And a big cock that had been stimulated to massively for so long?
Gail's head shot back up, already visibly dripping with jizz. Tom kept grunting and more flowed all over her throat, chest, and tits. Even without the best of views, Mike had to laugh at the display, but somehow kept his rhythm.
Gail bit her lower lip, probably swallowing whatever portion had been served directly into her mouth, and then breathed, "Wow..." But that single utterance broke her resistance, and that same breath spiraled upward into a lusty wail of pleasure as a dam broke within her. And just she kept wailing as she leaned forward, pressing her cum-soaked face and torso against Tom's body. Even through her cries of ecstasy and Mike's increasingly desperate grunts, you could hear the squelching of all that cum, sticking her and Tom together as Mike desperately kept thrusting hard into his orgasming wife.
Gail gasped for air, then screamed again, as Mike just lost it in the blink of an eye. His movements stopped as he froze in mid-thrust, and he let out a single, ridiculously tiny but incredibly long meep of joy.
And then it was as if all three of them collapsed as one. Tom slumped in disbelief and exhaustion. And Gail and Mike, simultaneously but separately, slid backward to the floor beside the rest of us, Gail's body squelching a bit more as the jizz tried to keep her adhered to Tom.
Nobody said a word for a while. Oxygen was too important to waste on talking.
Then a phrase penetrated the consciousness of all us guys.
"Next, on Action Team News..."
We all weakly shot up and stared at the screen. "Fuck! The game is already over?" James exclaimed in bewilderment.
The five of us dudes tried and failed to summon regret over having missed the end.
"But who won?" Harry asked, suddenly sounding worried.
Tom lunged for his phone, but his fingers were not up to the challenge of holding and manipulating his Android yet, and he dropped it. James's phone was also right at his hand and he swiped his open.
"Yes!" he shouted, pumping his fist. "38-35, Birds!"
"Shit," Mike breathed.
"Yeah," I agreed. "We missed like five touchdowns."
How the fuck had we missed five touchdowns?
Then I looked around at all the spectacular nakedness (and all the dangling, exposed and exhausted wangs) and I realized how easy it had been.
"So, the Falcons won then?" Jess asked slowly, wanting to be sure.
"Damn straight," Harry said enthusiastically. He'd had the longest post-orgasmic period to recover.
"Excellent!" Jess said with remarkable enthusiasm.
"What? You are suddenly a football fan now?" I asked, half skeptical, half confused.
"Pfff," Jess snorted. "As if." Her ass wiggled slightly against me. "But as we understand it with you sports bros," she said, looking at Gail and Lisa who were smiling in response, "if your team wins when you do something, you have to keep doing it as long as it keeps working. The means we are doing this all again next weekend!"
----------
I hope you enjoyed this little yarn. I will tell you that I edited out about 2,000 words worth of set-up to make this a little less of a bolt from the blue premise, but got rid of the whole batch because with it, the story was still ludicrous, but also now boring.
As I said, this story's a one-off. If you want the sequel I already have some ideas about, you are going to have to bring the comments hard to motivate me...
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As always, please: If you care about gritty realism or higher human truths, don't bother. I aim for stories that are plausibly ridiculous, and nothing more.
----------
THE DILDO
----------
"Oops!" Lynda said, not fully paying attention. Her distracted comment came as I felt her purse roll off her lap in the Uber and land against my thigh.
My brain, instantly triaging the incident as not involving her hot coffee spilling on my lap, looked down idly, my hands moving to help.
Lynda started to grumble idly at the fumble, when the purse strap caught on one of the phone charger cables the driver helpfully supplied for his riders. The overly large purse, practically a briefcase, just opened further when she tried to lift it back up.
More of the contents spilled out...
*
Belinda Wells and I had both flown into Denver that afternoon from our respective offices in Portland and New Orleans, to take over duty on our firm's small but very expensive booth at the Great Plains Educators' Summit. We were to be on duty for the last two days of the trade show. We met up with each other at the convention center, and with Freida Cummings and Desirée Daniels who had worked the booth the first two days, as the day ended.
The four of us made up exactly half of our company's salesforce nationwide. This fortunately meant that none of us could be spared for more than two days in a row. That was good because two days in a booth on a convention trade show floor is soul-crushing for me... for any of us. Four days on a convention floor, and George Romero shows up to cast me in a zombie movie.
As we shared insufficiently chilled beers in the snack bar of the creatively named Colorado Convention Center, Freida and Desirée briefed us on the rich and robust lack of quality leads they had managed to accumulate over the first two days of the convention. We all, perhaps optimistically, reassured each other that people with serious needs would likely put in follow-up appearances in the later stages of the convention... Sure.
Beyond the disheartening scarcity of prospects, I found myself rather wishing that I had drawn the early days with either Freida or Desirée. Freida was always a stitch, even now, with a warm beer in her hand and two days of waving pamphlets at passers-by who did not want to read them weighing on her soul.
And Desirée... I surreptitiously let my eyes rest on her, even though her figure was anything but restful to take in. God had apparently blessed her with those things for the holy purpose of helping her sell grading and parent communication software, and she always seemed to feel this meant that too many closed buttons or zipped zippers up top would be blasphemous...
Lynda (Belinda) was pretty enough, I supposed, but the few times I had worked with her face to face had been like watching grass grow. She was smart, nice, insightful, but in my past experience, she had all the spark of a bowl of slightly over-cooked ramen noodles... without the flavor packet.
Desirée and Freida both bolted from our hand-off meeting as soon as they could. The lure of the standby lines for earlier flights home was far greater than that of the prospect of a second warm beer at the CCC snack bar.
"We should go check ourselves in, Davis," Lynda said, the moment they left. "I would like to make about six quick phone calls, then drink a large glass of wine that doesn't suck like this beer does... in that order, unfortunately."
See what I mean? Pleasant enough, though that was what passed for rip-roaring humor with Lynda. But that itinerary of hers obviously left no openings for going out to sample Denver's cool cocktail bar scene with me. I doubted I would manage so much as a simple nice dinner with someone to talk to, either night. Room service it would be...
Fuck it. I'd go out on my own the next night if I had to.
We tossed our cans in the recycling, Lynda grabbed a fresh coffee and led the way to the Uber pickup point. As I followed along behind, I consoled myself with the fact that, even in her boxy suit, the view from behind Lynda was actually about as nice as that from behind Desirée. There were definite advantages to working in a company with 85% female employees, all of whom except the owner and CTO were in their twenties.
*
So yeah, halfway to our rental condo hotel, there was an oops, and an uncontrolled unloading of Lynda's voluminous purse in the back seat of the Uber.
Again, no hot coffee or anything like it, so it was hardly a crisis. My mind instantly went on auto-pilot, working as background process to corral all her stuff and help Lynda get it back in her purse.
But one of the last things to fall free bounced off my thigh and spun to a stop right on my lap. It was purple, and flexible, and seemed heavy for its size... and it was moulded into an exact representation of a thick, veiny, ketchup bottle-length cock.
So yeah, I suddenly had Lynda's purple, but otherwise alarmingly life-like, dildo in my lap. Lynda Wells's big purple dildo...
Lynda sucked in air with such loud distress it was a bit like a reverse shriek. Other than that, we both froze at the enormity of the situation.
Then we both broke our paralysis at the same moment... unfortunately. Lynda's hand shot out like a snake to reclaim her purple-hued warrior of love, while I simultaneously jumped at the realization of where the fucking pseudo-dong was lying. That meant that my movements bounced the dildo up into the air. Lynda's hand shot out in panic, right to where the dildo had been a split-second earlier, leaving her grasping at my empty lap.
Thank God that my dick wasn't fully hard right then, though I will admit that it was hardly placid either. Before the spill, I had been mentally reviewing the tape of the day's cleavage display from Desirée. Then the dong hit the fan. Whatever the exact state of my engorgement at that moment was, Lynda was suddenly very informed about it, as her fingers clasped on my bulge in a panic. I wear loose, light-weight wool slacks for business travel, and they did damned little to stop Lynda's panicked fingers from desperately wrapping almost all the way around what was very much not her dildo.
The slow-motion train wreck just kept developing.
Her mind registered what she was about to try to yank back into her purse before I did, and her eyes opened wide a noticeably long space before her fingers started to do the same.
There was a tiny, high-speed sliver of my brain observing that 'impromptu hand job from Lynda Wells' was not in my day planner, and that soon, but most definitely not now, this was going to be extraordinarily funny... to me.
Most of my slightly slower-speed brain was preoccupied by how horribly mortified poor Lynda had to be. My free hand shot out and snatched the flying violet phallus in mid-air.
Great, now I was brandishing a giant cock at my co-worker. Okay, not giant, but a damned sight bigger than what she'd just been holding ever got.
I quickly decided that this whole godawful situation could only start to ease when we were both no longer staring at this purple selfie stick. Now panicking almost as much as was Lynda, I grabbed the opening of her still tangled purse and jammed the fucking dildo as deep inside it as I could manage, letting go almost spastically when I hit the bottom, then yanked my hand back out as fast as I could.
I exhaled deeply, but Lynda only moaned in even deeper panic. My eyes automatically dropped back down, to see that I had dislodged almost everything left inside the purse when I had yanked my hand free, including three lipsticks, a hopefully precautionary package of Immodium... and a small, pink, insertable vibrator.
Oh goody. And there on the seat close by was what had to be its god-damned matching remote control... Oh...
In my panicked movements, I had turned it fucking on.
The rosy bean was buzzing away contentedly against my thigh.
The good news for Lynda was that she was no longer the most mortified occupant of the back seat of Rasheesh's Honda Civic.
I literally could not move now. I just stared in horror down at what I had done.
Lynda, whose hand had not yet fully released me, shed her paralysis and grabbed desperately at the remote, which was closer to her. She fumbled it and juggled the little round device as she tried to get a grip on it. Apparently, simply twisting or turning the device was enough for it to adjust the rate at which the device on my leg buzzed. As the remote spun in her hand, the vibrator was spasmodically ramping its vibrations up and down.
As she finally managed to get a grip on the remote, she effortlessly used it to turn off the vibrator one-handed, while she snatched desperately for the suddenly quiescent little bean, gathering it up in her questing hand.
She really was quite adept at using that remote...
She plunged both device and control back into her purse. Then, as it disappeared, we both came out of whatever shocked, time-at-half-speed zone we were in, and began to rummage around to grab the rest of the numerous contents of her purse, as if it had just been a normal thing.
The only nod I gave to the earlier bizarreness was that I handed everything I picked up to her, rather than risking dumping it directly back into her purse.
"Everything all right back there?" Rashesh asked sharply. "Nothing spilled did it?" he asked, concerned for his upholstery.
"My purse fell over," Lynda reassured him. "No liquids spilled!"
"Just the beans," I said under my breath.
Instantly, Lynda stared at me in pained, embarrassed, shock. Then, as the double nature of my words sank in, she involuntarily snorted a laugh so hard that I was afraid she was going to need to go back into the purse for tissues. She actually smiled at me, a little wild-eyed.
But we both still sat silently the last three minutes of the ride, each frozen in our seats, half because we were both embarrassed as hell, and half because we were both terrified that the purse might somehow spill again if we so much as lifted a finger.
The Uber let us out at our hotel and as we entered, we saw a cocktail bar was attached to the lobby.
"Still plan on calling clients, then having a glass of wine?" I asked, looking longingly at the bar. I was heading directly there the moment I checked in, that was for sure.
"God, no!" Lynda said with the kind of mental exhaustion a person would display after nearly being hit by a bus, then making it to the safety of the sidewalk. "No phone calls! I can't have clients talking to me in this state." She looked at the bar. "And no wine either. I need tequila," she said grimly.
"Sensible," I observed. "Since I also need serious medication, I am going in there too. Mind if we sit together?" I asked, genuinely wanting an answer to the question. Either way was okay with me, but I hoped we might restore some shreds of our former, albeit meager, working relationship. "Fair waring, I will be drinking bourbon... cask strength if they have any."
"Come on," Lynda said. "You can slow me down."
Spoiler Alert: I failed to slow her down.
We sat at the bar, and Lynda instantly ordered two shots of Patron for herself, and two of Knob Creek for me. It was not cask strength, but at 100 proof it would do.
Lynda put away both her shots with speed and aplomb. I would not have expected a woman like her (by which I mean, boring) to be able to take hard liquor like that. Of course, I would not had expected a woman as boring as Lynda to carry around the better part of the inventory of a Lion's Den in her purse, either.
God, what else did she have in there? Handcuffs?
I made my first shot disappear as fast as she had hers, then made my second almost disappear. I saved a sip or two at the bottom to actually savor, once my throat recovered from its sudden antiseptic bath. My stomach warmed, and while it was far too soon to actually feel the effects of the alcohol, my brain went ahead and warmed up its fuzziness mode anyway.
"Menu, please," Lynda croaked at the bartender, who had watched us bemusedly as we hammered forty bucks worth of booze into oblivion in seconds. "I am not getting off this stool until I'm ready to pour myself into bed," she said to me firmly, "so I need some food. Then, with luck, I will black out and remember nothing that happened today."
I was not at all sure that I wanted to spend an evening in Denver in the quiet bar of a condo hotel, eating beer nuts for dinner, but I realized that that might indeed be what I was about to do. Lynda seemed serious about getting totally hammered, and I was not inclined to leave her on her own to do that. Not even with the elevators just fifty feet away. She was going to need someone to watch her back. I just hoped I was going to be able to keep her back in focus while I drowned my own memories of the last twenty minutes.
"Water, please," I instructed the bartender. "Big glasses."
Lynda looked at me.
"One full glass of water every two shots," I said firmly, killing the last of my Knob Creek too fast. "We've got ten hours on the show floor tomorrow. If we have to have a puke bucket in the booth and the both of us are screaming at everyone to, 'quit walking so loudly,' it will not attract customers."
She laughed at that, and slammed down the water the moment it came. "Thanks for the reminder," she said, looking as if she had enjoyed the water more than she had expected. "And you don't forget two Advil before you go to sleep either."
I nodded in agreement.
We ordered more dishes than we really needed from the surprisingly interesting menu, and Lynda gestured for two more shots for each of us. The bartender refilled both her glasses, but I placed my fingers casually over the top of one of mine.
Don't get me wrong. I had been brandishing a huge purple cock at my work colleague in the back of an Uber thirty minutes prior. I needed the one shot... badly. But Lynda needed both shots, and someone was going to have to get to the convention floor on-time the next day.
The food was just as surprising as the menu, in the same good way, and the two of us fell upon the pretzel bites with fancy flavored salt, and the shrimp bites. I even enjoyed one of the deviled eggs she insisted on ordering. The salads we ordered were good but largely ignored, possibly because the simple use of a fork entailed a level of manual dexterity that was already becoming a lost cause for both of us.
I particularly loved the chicharrones, fresh from the fryer and still audibly popping. After I rhapsodized drunkenly about them for too long, Lynda almost snarled, "Man up, Nancy! Call 'em pork rinds, like an actual dude."
Drunk Lynda was both more entertaining and more likable than workaday Lynda...
I figured that I ought to get the whole sex toy-palooza out in the open and apologized for. "Look, Lynda," I said diffidently, "about back in the car. I am really..."
Lynda just shot out a hand, index finger raised imperiously for me to shut up. Then she swung that finger over toward the bartender, who was hanging nearby since he had dick-all to do otherwise in the mostly empty joint. She crooked that one finger to beckon him, then pointed it down at our shot glasses and swirled it in a circle to demand another round.
It was a remarkably articulate finger, and she may have relied on it because I suspected that her mouth might be far less articulate already. Her mouth still functioned to down the two fresh shots. I was too slow with my hand, and got two more shots as well.
Oh well, can't waste good Knob Creek, can we?
How is it that when a person gets drunk, their previously perfectly coiffed hair somehow gets disheveled in perfect synchrony? Even if they never touch it?
Lynda was not one to play with her hair sober, nor apparently while drunk, but her pretty, blonde, shoulder-length locks were well on their way to a mess anyway. She did touch her hair, to the extent that she was constantly brushing one loose curl out of her eyes, but all over her head, stray hairs floated free in the air. The pretty amethyst hair clip she wore had slipped out of place, and dangled just slightly loose.
The woman had a thing for purple, apparently...
I couldn't tell if it was the booze, or if the disorganized look just countered my uptight impression of her, but she actually looked better this way.
Yeah, I was getting drunk. She was already there.
"Lynda, time to head up to bed," I said, hoping she'd be biddable. It was only 9:30, even sober Lynda might have argued it was a little early.
"One more round," she countered, waving over the bartender again.
"Just one each," I countered. We are both born negotiators, and wrangled back and forth in front of the confused and amused bartender.
Somehow, we settled on one more for her and fucking two more for me... Lynda may be a better negotiator than me, at least when drunk.
With two more shots of Knob Creek in my belly, resting there uncomfortably, I said, "Okay, now it is time to get you to your room, Ms. Wells." Lynda gradually began to work her way off the bar stool.
The bartender seemed to be having sudden qualms about me taking this drunk woman up to a room. We traded looks. "She's a work colleague," I said, surprising myself at how only marginally slurred my own words were. "There was a traumatic incident in the Uber over here."
The bartender brightened in what he thought was understanding. "Heard that," he said. "I almost died with a psycho Uber driver once..."
"Not that kind of trauma," Lynda half giggled, half shuddered.
"No need to get into it again," I said, firmly steering her toward the lobby and the elevators. The bartender did not need that information.
Our suites were on the same floor, about eight doors apart. I steered Lynda to hers. When she had difficulty getting her key folio out, I made myself wait, rather than go into her purse to get it. When she finally extricated the card, and only the card, thank God, I helped her get in her room.
Yeah, I had definitely needed to stay with her at the bar. She couldn't get the card in the slot without me!
I pushed her suitcase into a corner, and looked at her gently weaving form, grimacing.
"Okay, Linda," I said firmly. "I sure as fuck am not going to undress you, so you will either have to manage it on your own after I leave, or sleep in your clothes. Give my your jacket though, at least."
I worked my way through getting her jacket off. I hung it in her closet. I had literally never seen Lynda without a suit jacket on, and... well, her torso was a lot more appealing than I had expected, now in only her light, white, cotton blouse. I could just make out a fairly plain bra, in flesh tones.
Fucking bourbon goggles...
"Bed!" she croaked happily and moved to collapse.
"Um," I asked diffidently, carefully cracking open a complimentary bottled water on her bedside table. "Do you want a bucket for... just in case?"
"Oh, I'll be all right," she replied airily, and with reassuring confidence. "Just get me a trash can. No need to go find a bucket," she added considerately... and alarmingly.
I grabbed both trash cans in the room, and put one on either side of her bed.
"See you on the show floor? 9AM?" I asked her.
My only answer was a snore.
Swell. I had no idea if she had alarms already set, or for when they might be set. And waking up naturally for her tomorrow was not likely, not at the time I was going to need her. Grumpily, I opened her key card folio and took the second card, the useless one they always give you despite you specifying only one occupant, and put it in my own pocket.



If she wasn't up and answering my knock in the morning, I'd let myself in to make sure she hadn't died. And then I'd throw a bucket of water on her or something...
When I got to my room, my own god-damned key didn't work. I was about to go down and swear at the front desk, when I realized that in my drunken state, I was trying to use Lynda's key...
*
I had set three alarms for myself, a habit I have when I know I'm going to have trouble moving.
The first was instantly dismissed because setting it was stupid in the first place. After snoozing the second alarm, I dragged myself out of bed, showered, and suited up for the show that day.
I considered just letting Lynda sleep, but discarded the idea because I didn't want to work the whole damned day on my own, for fuck's sake. I was awake and suffering, she should too. My misery was demanding company. I knocked on her door, and when I heard no reply after repeated attempts, I let myself in with her spare key.
"Lynda?" I called quietly.
"Glarrrgg," came her voice hoarsely from the bedroom. I stepped toward the door and let myself be seen without actually looking through the door myself.
"Good morning, Sunshine!" I sang out in a voice far more chipper than I felt.
"It's you," Lynda muttered grumpily. "I was hoping it was a murderer."
"Worse," I chuckled. "It's your... dum-dum-dum... Wakeup Call!"
"Die in a fire, Davis," Lynda groaned. "And thank you."
"Thanks?"
"For reminding me to take Advil."
"You told me to take the Advil," I replied, smiling. "So it is helping?"
"God, no," she snorted with the tiniest approximation of good humor. "But when I remembered to dose myself, it must have been a half hour after you left. My stomach didn't like taking the pill and I was puking in the trash can I had left by the bed. Getting up to clean that out had me puking again. The second time made me feel much better."
"You are filling my morning with delicious imagery," I said drily. "Are you good to get up?" I pressed, concerned both for her and for my morning alone in the booth.
"Give me a chance, and I'll be right behind you," she groaned.
"No," I said, feeling like a saint. "Take your time in the shower, get some real food in you, then come on over when you are ready to be helpful." I owed her that much, after waving her dildo in her face without warning.
She merely croaked, and I let myself out.
*
To my shock, she arrived less than 90 minutes after me, looking... pretty great, actually. She wore a different hair clip today... in a different shade of purple. No customers were going to notice the slight green she had around the gills.
"Thanks again, Davis," she said, stashing her purse under our small table. I wondered if she had left her 'items' in the hotel room, or kept them with her. With her luck, housekeeping would probably find them, had she left them behind. "I feel almost human now."
"Good," I said, then grinned. "In return, you owe me a whole hour at lunch so I can go check out that sushi place we saw yesterday."
"You'll bring me back some take-out?"
"Deal."
Were Lynda and I bantering? I honestly had not noticed it as part of her skillset before. I mean, it certainly seemed like she should be able to be personable. Her sales numbers were actually better than mine. That didn't mean she was a better salesperson than I. No sir, that was my story and I was sticking to it. She just had a better territory. The schools in Cali, Oregon, and Washington were no longer any better than those in my territory in the Deep South, even though they sure used to be, but they still had a crap-ton more money.
This was the third time the two of us had worked a booth together, and every time before we had just each done our own thing, sharing the space and not much else. This time round, we fell into an easy partnership. Each of us 'casually' inserted ourselves into each other's conversations with attendees, bringing up an important selling point as if we had just overheard. Then we would sub-rosa measure which of us the prospect was responding to better, and the other would move on naturally to other attendees.
It wasn't fair to her, or me either, but as the day went on, and no matter how well we were working together, the boredom crept back in. I found it hard to not think of Lynda's impressive collection of sex toys. They, um, preyed upon my mind...
Then, toward the end of the day, there was a very high-profile seminar starting, and most attendees wanted to go. I didn't blame them, had I been free, I'd have checked it out myself. But it left Lynda and me quite lonely in our booth for nearly an hour. My mind was available to be preyed upon, and bored otherwise.
What the hell, she could hardly file a harassment complaint against me without the whole embarrassing Uber ride incident coming to light. Besides, she now struck me as much more of a Slap a Guy If He Goes Too Far type than a Run to HR type anyway. But mostly, I was bored.
"So how often have you had a TSA agent pull that purple beauty out at screening?" I asked, in the same tone I had earlier asked how she liked the sushi I'd brought back.
"Only..." Lynda started to casually reply, then froze and glared at me as my chosen subject matter fully registered. "Really?!?" she hissed, blushing a little. "You are going to give me shit over this?"
"Not really," I said with a mild grin. "But I thought that joking about it might blunt the embarrassment. Also, I've been dying to ask that question ever since I got over my own mortification." This was mostly a lie. I most certainly did want to have fun screwing with her mind. Nor was I exactly over my own mortification.
"And reliving it is supposed to help?"
"I just think talking about it is a good idea, or you will be suffering the image of your purple, rubber dong hurtling into my lap for the rest of the year," I said, beginning to believe my own bullshit.
"Whatever school of psychology you went to, sucks," Lynda growled, and turned to straighten up our brochures.
I just chuckled inwardly and moved outside our booth's footprint to take in the total absence of potential customers wandering around.
"For the record," Lynda said, not even looking up from the literature table, "it only happened the one time." I looked at her in a tiny bit of awe. "The agent never got it clear of the purse before he realized what it was and dropped it back in like it was a live mouse. My purse was approved and in my hands again in record time."
"Ouch. I feel his pain," I laughed.
"His pain?"
"Yes."
"Cry me a river, mister," Lynda growled. "But yeah. If I were a terrorist, I'd always keep five just like mine, in various colors, right on top of my purse. I could have a bundle of cylinders wired to a clock visible underneath and no one would go past that top layer."
"Ha!" I agreed. "Wait... That is your regular travel kit?" I asked incredulously. "Like all the time?" I winced, as that might have been a bit far. I wanted to tease her, not freshly embarrass her.
Lynda blushed for real this time, but then I saw her eyes narrow at me. She clearly knew I was just messing with her mind, and I saw the moment she decided to fight back.
"One of each type are my regular travel companions," she replied sweetly. "The purple one is new, so I brought it along, even though it's not exactly travel-sized. It does feel remarkably life-like." She paused and looked at me with innocent eyes. "Didn't you think so while you were clutching it so hard?"
"Touché," I muttered, probably blushing a bit myself.
Conversation appeared to be about to languish, but Lynda suddenly went on. "I mean, I'm not overwhelmed with social options back home either, the few days I'm there and not on the road, anyway," she grumbled.
"Mmm," I agreed. I had had a girlfriend until recently, which had insulated me from the worst of the road warrior's lifestyle drawbacks... Until recently.
"Have somebody back home?" she asked, as if reading my mind.
"The first show we worked together, remember? Back in Tempe? I did back then," I shrugged.
"Sorry."
"It was mutual," I said. That was only partially true. It was mostly me. I still thought ending it had been the right move. My dick often disagreed.
"Well, it's been a damned sight longer than that for me," grumped Lynda.
"Well good thing you have such an extensive tool kit to take care of the issue," I snorted. I found I preferred embarrassed to maudlin... in both of us.
Lynda looked at me again like I was the braying ass I probably was. Then she shook her head. "They do the job. Not that I wouldn't prefer the real thing, but you know as well as I, or anyone else, that tales of sex on the road are all bullshit, unless you are paying for it."
"True," I nodded. I figured I could embarrass her further here, though. "I'd be happy to help you out with your problem, except I don't come in a pink or purple option."
Lynda patted me on the head like a dog as she passed me to grab her bottled water. "I'm sure you are pink enough, Davis."
Come to think of it, one part does get pretty purple under the right circumstances, I thought.
That was way more of that than was good for either of us, if only to keep my pink part from becoming purple right there in the convention hall. "Think we will get many people coming back in here after that seminar finally lets out?" I asked grumpily.
"Probably not," she replied, now equally glum. "Want to get out of here early?"
"Jennie would have kittens," I snorted, referring to our manager.
"Yeah, but she isn't standing here, wasting her time, is she?" Lynda said tartly. "And... um... if that was a real offer, and not just a joke, I could be talked into accepting it."
I was too busy thinking about the risk (high)/reward (mediocre) of playing hooky to fully process her last words for a moment. Then my eyes shot to hers and what I saw there made me upgrade the reward side of what she meant by hooky to potentially astronomical.
"Um," I said slowly. "I really think we should hang in a few more minutes at least, but after that, what Jennie doesn't know will not hurt her." My words had indeed been a joke, and not a genuine offer, but I found myself willing to retcon the shit out of that at the moment.
"Yeah," Lynda sighed. "We should give it a little longer."
And so we sat. Bored and lonely, and suddenly very awkward around each other.
My mind spun. Not only was I horny and going through a dry spell of my own, but I was coming to grips the fact that, now that I was actually getting to know Lynda, I was actually starting to like her quite a bit. I also was figuring out that she really was hot, not merely pleasant-looking. And now, here I was, making us sit around a useless trade show, instead of going and fixing both our problems.
Worse, every minute we sat there was another minute for her, or me for that matter, to decide this was the bad idea it most certainly was. Possibly was. Might be. I needed to get us out of here.
"Eh, let's just go" Lynda said, pulling the trigger right before I did. It was not lost on either of us that we were punching out of the booth before the seminar let out, making for no way to tell if there was going to be traffic on the show floor at the very end of the day or not...
Regardless of whether or not there was going to be any business to be found later, the wisdom in leaving now became immediately evident in the way the Uber she summoned was less than a minute away. Once that seminar let out, and on through the end of the day, it would have been a ten minute wait or more... maybe even surge pricing.
We settled into the backseat of the Prius, and after a moment stared at each other. We smiled. "Please hang on tight to the purse," I said slyly. "I don't need the comparison."
"I'm not worried," Lynda said smoothly.
This was borderline surreal. I was facing an eleven minute car ride on the way to a recreational hook-up with a colleague that I had viewed as borderline annoying 24 hours earlier.
Kids, this is the definition of an awkward eleven minutes. We stole little smiling grins at each other, but otherwise tried to maintain a professional conversation as we rode. The second time we discussed the people we had talked to from the Boulder School District, I was sure our driver had to think we were insane.
We were not insane. Just nuts.
He pulled up, and we popped out with embarrassing haste. We stepped into the lobby and suddenly hesitated. We both looked awkwardly around.
"Er, drink first?" I asked hesitantly, nodding toward the scene of last night's crime just off to our left.
It seems to be the right thing to say, as it broke Lynda's sudden paralysis. "Please, God, no!" she snorted. "I can't take another drink just yet."
"Sounds like intelligent thinking," I said, and we grinned in sudden accord.
The next few minutes were a surreal series of serendipitous events that seemed like the world was propelling us forward eagerly. The crowd of yammering hipsters between us and the elevator magically evaporated as we went to push through them. The elevator was empty and waiting. No one else got on.
When we got off the elevator, we found ourselves approaching Lynda's suite first. "Your place?" I asked, figuring she'd be more comfortable there.
"Yes," she said smoothly. Then she ummed. "Assuming housekeeping cleaned up what I did last night," she said quickly.
"Your room it is," I laughed, and for the first time, I put my arm around her, resting my hand on the small of her firm, slender back, and propelling her toward her door.
She keyed the door to her suite open, and we both looked around to see if anyone else was in the hall to see us entering together. As if anyone who did see us would know us from Adam... and Eve.
The door latched behind us, and we both froze... momentarily. Then I snaked my hand back around her lower back and spun her in against me, face to face. She kissed me before I could kiss her. It was a good kiss. I hadn't even had time to envision kissing Lynda, my half-formed images had been of more... adventurous activity. Kissing a woman whom I had never even thought about kissing was... hot.
We came up for air briefly, so that we could share a look--each searching for (and finding) reassurance that the other was as into this as we were. One more breath-stealing kiss, this time with quite an amazing amount of tongue from Lynda, and we broke apart again. We were out in the very middle of the largest space of empty floor in my suite, and I was not eager to let go of Lynda's surprisingly supple form.
I changed my mind when she said, "I'm going to need you to not move from this spot while I see if I can remember how to suck a cock properly." I was more than willing suddenly to let her slide from my arms, and she knelt down on the carpet before me.
In a perfect world, which this otherwise seemed to be, I'd have taken a seat on the couch or somewhere, since I'd been on my feet all day. My cock held my feet at gunpoint to prevent them from making any outward protest...
Lynda ran both hands randomly over the hardening front of my suit trousers, then unbuttoned the waist and unzipped me. I slid my jacket off and tossed it away in a heap. I'd have to get out the iron and press it before tomorrow's day at the show.
As she grabbed the waistband of my jockeys, I briefly hoped that the dimensions of that purple artificial phallus would not make me seem... petite in comparison. I am not small, but I am sure smaller than that fucking thing.
But when she tugged my undies down and I flopped free, three-quarters hard and about that much enlarged, she only groaned a little happily, grabbed me gently and stroked me a time or two, which was all I needed to go-ahead and finish up with the hard-on construction.
"This," Lynda hissed, almost to herself, "is exactly what I need!"
"What you are doing is certainly what I need," I coughed appreciatively.
"Oh really? This," she drawled, stroking me up and down softly, "is all you need?"
"Okay," I gulped, as she licked her lips for me to see. "What you are about to do is certainly what I need."
Lynda smiled, still looking at my cock. "See? I knew you'd have some purple for my enjoyment," she murmured, tracing my now angrily purple head, swollen with need.
And she took me into her mouth.
Spoiler alert: Lunda had not forgotten how to properly suck a cock.
"Oh, good fuuuuck," I groaned as she swiftly took a prodigious amount of me between her lips. Eagerly, her tongue worked along my underside, gently pressing me up against the soft palate of the roof of her mouth, lips writhing around me.
My breath went instantly shallow, stolen away by her efforts.
At first, she only used her mouth, her hands resting open against my hips, as she sucked so much of me in and out of her mouth. Drool was already escaping her lips and dripping down me. I twitched as I felt it begin to reach my balls.
But then I felt her hands slide together, first grasping my dick as a team, but then one clenched around my base, while the other drifted lower to cup my balls, her thumb smearing the saliva around my scrotum. She began to bob a little shallower, her tongue able to be more active against my pleased purple head. This gave her room to begin stroking up and down my shaft with what at that moment felt like the absolute perfect amount of strength in her grip.
"Fuuuuuck," I repeated, more gutturally this time.
Lynda tilted her head up to look at my face as she worked, giving me an analytic smile. She let me slip from her mouth for a moment, so she could ask, "With no sex lately, please tell me you have enough saved up that I can drink this first batch?"
Asking questions like this? Lynda was my new favorite human.
I nodded feverishly to her as she resumed, adding a little extra suction than before.
I hadn't even seen her naked, much less touched her body yet. I was going to have so much more in the tank. So much...
But I was going to empty this tankful soon.
"First batch is going to be here soon," I grunted, lifting my hand to rest agains the side of her neck. She flashed me another glance, before bending down and trying to simultaneously jack me more vigorously while also taking more of me back into her mouth.
She worked it out.
I was suddenly rocking back and forth from foot to foot, my ass quivering tensely. My molars tingled. I locked my knees as I felt the surge. A line of pleasure stabbed upward from behind my cock, into my body, where it suffused outward. As it did so, I felt a spasm of sudden release, and my cock throbbed as a furious gush of semen headed for the exit.
Lynda glucked as it shot into the back of her mouth. Her lips worked to hold it all in without choking, and her hand feverishly stroked me. Then she slowed, and turned that motion into a slow milking one as she sucked me clear of every last drop. She swallowed several times with me still in her mouth.
"Lynda?"
"Yes?" she asked, releasing me from her mouth at last and looking up at me with a smile (and a little bit of jizz) on her lips.
"You absolutely still know how to properly suck a cock."
Her laughter was musical. Why did this wonderful woman keep herself so locked up under that boring facade?
I pulled her up to her feet and, since I am truthfully not a fan of tasting my own spume, I bent to ravish her sleek neck with kisses, to give her time to at least lick her lips clean. She merely wrapped her arms around me and looked her head back to let me go at her throat with abandon.
I loved the feel of her embrace, but I had to break it. She was still completely clothed. I had somehow missed the fact that I had slipped free of my shoes and stepped out of my trousers and underwear during her ministrations, but I still had my dress shirt, undershirt, and tie on.



I slid her jacket off her shoulders, and she shrugged it back, tossing it aside with a flourish. We would both be getting out the irons before the show the next day.
Her hands went to loosen my necktie, and I made it more work for her by needing again to lick and nibble at the sides of her neck where they met her shoulders. She made quick work of the tie anyway.
My hands meanwhile found her chest, gently but insistently sinking into the softness of her breasts through her white cotton blouse and the less than substantial bra beneath. Buttons, so many buttons to undo...
Lynda matched me button for button as we opened each other's shirts, then we pushed them off each other's shoulders as one. With a jerk, we let go of each other to rip them off our arms and toss them away. I was naked.
She was not. I had more wonderful work to do.
The bra was quite plain, smooth, and flesh-colored. But despite its two lovely handfuls of cargo, it really was insubstantial. And I spied a front clasp. Nice.
It yielded to my fingers easily, and I spread wide the garment, letting the prize spill out for my enjoyment.
Yep. She kept these lovelies in an ephemeral bra because they needed little support, just some control of any unprofessional jiggling. That was important, because they were sure jiggling now. I stared at them for a moment, then dove in to grasp their sides and bury my face against them. I licked and sucked on one pert, pink nipple, then the other, making silly gobbling sounds as I did so that made Lynda laugh.
I played away until she remembered to slide the bra off her shoulders. At that signal, I plopped to my own knees before her, nuzzled the cute navel with its barely protruding belly button, and reached around her to grasp and massage that ass which had been the first thing I'd noticed as being well above par about her. Damn, it was tight. I could have done that for a while, but I could feel no zipper in the back of the skirt. I slid my hands around to her sleek hips and found it on her left side. With a swift tug, I pulled it down, and let the garment slip to puddle around her ankles.
"I guess that we've now established that I did not expect this day to go down like this," Lynda said almost sheepishly. She was wearing very basic cotton, full-coverage panties beneath what looked like bog-standard Hanes 'nude' pantyhose.
"As long as it goes down this way, what do I care?" I asked, surging back to my feet. I wrapped my arms around her, cupping her ass and lifted her up. I'm not exactly a body-builder, though I keep in shape, and lifting her was not easy. But I figured that if I kept up my momentum, I'd be okay. With her free of the ground, I turned and rushed her through to the freshly made bed, plopping her down with more relief than I wanted to show. She bounced on the edge of the mattress, and I bent without hesitation to curl my fingertips under the waistband of the hose. I tugged it down, grabbing the panties as I went. Lynda, caught up in the moment, arched her back and pressed her ass upward to make my quest easier. I freed the hose and undies from her hips and shoved them down swiftly to her ankles, leaving them tangled there. Getting them free from her ankles would give her something to do...
For my part, I eagerly pressed her knees apart and bent my face to her crotch.
I paused, right above her snatch, and made a show of inhaling happily, drinking in the heady aroma she exuded so marvelously. It was rich and musky, but even after a day on the show floor, still somehow fresh.
"Such an elegant bouquet," I opined in my best wine tasting showoff voice. "I can only imagine the delights to be had from..."
"Lick me, you asshole," Lynda growled.
Seriously, how had she been hiding this fabulous, earthy personality?
I wondered how loud she would be when she came, and got down to work finding out.
As a single woman with a... mechanical love life, Lynda did not waste the time on shaving herself down there. She was a mass of redolent curls, already sodden down below. She did, I noticed, make the effort to keep all the edges sharp and neat. Did she wear a swimsuit in public at home? I'd ask later.
Much later.
I leaned in fully, pressing my mouth to her nest and letting my tongue out to hunt in the bush. She hissed gratifyingly as my taster first began to explore. When I lifted both hands between her legs to let my fingertips comb her pubes and spread them aside so my tongue could delve deeper unobstructed, she hissed even more happily.
I groaned happily too, because God-Damn was she so rich and robust against my tongue. Clean, flavorful, and appreciative. The way her hips almost immediately bucked at my tongue's penetration left me eager to find out how wild this woman could actually get.
Eager, but patient. First, I would see just how big a puddle I could make of her just like this.
The answer was, a very big, very wet, very loud puddle--one that exploded in violent bliss very soon after I finally deigned to actually flick her clit with my tongue. My fingers, already buried within her, were practically crushed by how powerfully her interior pulsed, and I really, really hoped no one nearby in the hotel had gone to bed already to catch an early flight out.
She had long ago freed her ankles and feet from the pantyhose and underwear, and as she came so marvelously, her thighs clenched tightly around my head. I was twisted to the side as she rolled that way herself, whining in ecstasy.
I tugged my head free of her still twitching thighs and looked down on her with a smile, caressing her firm, elegantly curved hip.
Lynda panted for a good while, then smiled up at me breathlessly. She slid off the edge of the bed where I had perched her and slid to her knees on the floor with me. She grabbed my head and crammed our lips together in a tongue-filled, breath-stealing exchange that left me breathless almost before it began.
I may have been shy about kissing her right after she blew me, but Lynda had no such restraint about opening her mouth wide against mine right after I had had my face buried in her snatch. Our kiss reached a crescendo, and then, almost in unison, we each collapsed to our haunches and leaned against the bed. We panted softly, then smiled at each other. I reached out and cupped a breast idly. Or as idly as I could with that lovely mass of flesh in the palm of my hand.
"Oh my god, Davis," Lynda panted. "You are going be an amazing fuck, aren't you?"
Well... that sounded promising!
She looked at me with lust in her eye, then a sparkle ignited therein. "Want to stick that sweet cock in me now, or have some dinner first?" she asked slyly.
My body knew the answer, and tensed to push her back up off the floor onto the bed so I could plunge my cock into her with abandon, but my mind smiled back at her instead. "Let's go have a really stupid good meal first," I said. "We can talk about something neither of us will remember as we fill our stomachs and think about what we are going to do to each other when we get back here."
"I really planned on this being a room-service trip," Lynda admitted shame-facedly. "Please tell me you did some research on what's nearby?"
I had, and we sat there on the floor, still naked and momentarily exhausted, hashing out which of the cool places I had found online would fit our current, very particular needs...
Twenty minutes later, we were dressed in the same clothes, albeit a little rumpled, and moving through the dining room of a nice Italian-Asian fusion restaurant to a table that left something to be desired in the intimate and romantic department.
Our drinks were slow to arrive, and we smoothly fell into a discussion of the various potential customers and their school districts that we had met that day. But our business discussion soon derailed as we careened into discussions of the various personal foibles of that same group, making fun of the slightest weirdness, especially anything remotely sexual that they had exhibited, or even merely suggested.
We agreed that while I had enjoyed a far wider selection of visitors to the booth who were attractive to me, Lynda had won the top prize with Carlos Alcazar. He was from a small school in Pueblo, and had a bevy of three public school administrators who followed him around the floor like doe-eyed groupies.
"So would you rather have dumped the contents of your purse in his lap instead of mine?" I teased, just little curious.
Lynda looked at me, actually considering the question.
"No," she said at last. "That hunk of man is just what I like as mental fuel for those toys." She leaned forward slightly, and I caught the merest trace of cleavage. "You have what it takes to get me out of my mechanical rut."
I was going to pound her into the mattress so fucking hard...
"Why, Ms. Wells," I said, changing the subject... sort of. "I don't think I have ever seen you wearing a blouse with not one but two buttons so scandalously undone! It's not very businesslike."
"Shit, you're right!" Lynda hissed, pulling her body inward and clutching at the neck of her blouse, as if chagrinned. Then her hand twitched and lowered with yet another button unbuttoned. "Is that more to your approval, oh arbiter of propriety?" she murmured.
"Hell yeah," I breathed.
Our food took that moment to finally show up, and we destroyed it in tragically record time, because I vaguely remember it being quite delicious.
It was shame. I had read about this place online in several articles, and had been looking forward to possibly trying it since I was first scheduled for this Denver conference. What should have been a real treat, and one of the best kind of perks about living the road warrior life, instead quickly gained momentum as a pell mell rush to finish eating as quickly as possible.
I was not complaining.
The waiter appeared once more and seemed faintly taken aback at the speed with which we had demolished the food. "Well," she stuttered. "Dinner seems to have met with your approval," she went on, back on an even keel. "Can I interest you in dessert?"
"Oh, I don't think..." I began, but Lynda cut me off.
"Perish that thought, Davis," she purred. "We want two slices of that chocolate silk pie I saw on the dessert cart earlier," she told our waiter.
The waiter turned happily to go, while I nearly glared at Lynda. We had places to go and each other to do...
She merely smiled at me. "Oh," she called out after the retreating form of our server. "And those are to go, please!"
*
Ever seen one of those movies where a couple are flirting over dinner or drinks, and suddenly there is a smash cut to the two of them practically falling through the door to a hotel room, ripping each others clothes off and generally heedless of all else?
Yeah, I had never experienced anything like that kind of ridiculous scene, and I have had my share of spontaneous evenings. But that was what that evening felt like. One minute, we were being brought an over-sized shopping bag with two gigantic pieces of chocolate cream pie, and what felt like the very next, we were kissing in the hallway in front of her suite's door, leaning against it so that when she unlocked it, we almost literally fell into her room.
Somewhere in the back of my mind, I marveled that an hour or so's dinner could have me more worked up than the same amount of time as foreplay. I fervently hoped the same was true for Lynda, because I intended to fuck her the instant if became physically possible.
Fortunately, it did seem to be the case for her too...
We didn't even break our kiss as we each began to tear each other's clothes back off. When we started by shoving each other's suit jackets off our shoulders, that also sent her purse and, more importantly, the bag of dessert crashing to the floor.
I almost paused to check the pies, they had indeed looked very good. But they could wait. And if my dropping them had messed them up, I could just mash my broken piece all over Lynda's body and devour it that way.
Actually...
I 'inadvertently' kicked the bag to the side as I bent to remove more of Lynda's outfit.
We worked our way across the entry and toward the bedroom, still kissing hungrily and well on our way to completely naked. As we neared the bed, I almost tripped when she dropped my underwear to my ankles and caressed my painfully eager cock.
I kept my footing and kicked free of the underwear, leaving me naked, with Lynda wearing just her panties. She had definitely neglected to put her pantyhose back on... I picked her up, and she cuddled against me. We shared a momentarily tender kiss, before she grabbed my head and her tongue tried to mine my throat for diamonds or something.
I tossed her onto the bed, where she bounced on her back with a whoop. I landed over and tugged her panties down. She wriggled and giggled as we made quick work of getting her naked as well.
I swiftly climbed up on the bed and directly over Lynda. I pushed her legs apart and nestled between them. I kneeled over her taking the briefest moment to appreciate the unlooked-for beauty beneath me, before bending too swiftly, but also too briefly, to suckle on one breast then the other.
That need addressed, I lay fully upon her, supporting my weight with one arm. I cupped her long chin with the other and kissed her some more. My cock pressed eagerly against her mons, and my balls could feel the heat and moisture emanating from below.
I broke the kiss and looked at her.
"Now?" I asked.
"Immediately," Lynda growled. "And before you ask, I'm covered."
Thank god she was, and thank god she thought to tell me. It would save me some panic and agony later, the back of my mind realized. The front of my mind was all business.
I tilted my hips, maneuvering the head of my cock down between her legs, and Lynda spread her legs wide beneath me welcomingly. Her pubes were indeed sodden, and it finally sank in how sodden her underwear had been when I'd pulled it off of her. Dinner as foreplay must have worked for her too...
I worked my purple head around, easily finding her petaled opening through her short hairs. I pressed. I slid in easily at the very first, but despite how wet, and how eager she was, she was still tight. And as hungry and eager I was, I wanted to make this slow anyway.
Inch by inch, I worked my way into the best of my co-worker's previously hidden depths. My hand slipped from her chin down to grasp at her bouncy breast, pinching the nipple a bit each time I delved a little deeper. Her hands remained wrapped around me, stroking the muscles and shoulder blades of my back.
With an ecstatic groan, I bottomed out in her, our pubes tangling together, bellies pressed against each other and already getting a little sweaty. I paused there, reveling in being inside her. Lynda slowly lifted one leg, then the other, and wrapped them around the small of my back.
"Go!" she commanded.
I went.
I pulled back, and stroked back into her, savoring each stroke, and savoring the feeling of being buried inside her at the end of each. One or the other or both of us moaned with each thrust. I knew I couldn't be doing much for her clit in this position, but my cock felt the bumpy ridges of her gee with each passage. I wondered which was better for her personally, and resolved to find out before the night was done.
"Fuck this is good," she groaned as I drove into her.
"Better than your violet friend?" I teased riskily.
"Fuck yes! Harder!" Lynda laughed.
"It's bigger," I pressed the point.
"Yours... ungh... is alive!" she cried happily. "And the rest... of what... ooooh... it's attached to..." she groaned on, sliding one hand down to grasp my ass. She both fondled it and used it as a handle to pull me harder into her with each thrust. "The rest of you... ain't too bad... either!"
"Gonna throw the dong away then?" I asked. We were both working up a good sweat by now.
"Fuck that!" Lynda chortled. "I still... will need it." She suddenly bore down on my with her inner muscles. "And it is... oh, wowwww... still pretty good. Ungh. You are just way.... urgh... fucking better!"
Yeah.
There was that. Good as this was, and Lynda was on another plane of existence above Rosy Palm and Her Five Friends, we still lived 2,000 miles apart, and saw each other maybe twice a year. This wasn't going anywhere other than nirvana for the evening.
Well... Nirvana it was!
I picked up my pace, and we grooved silently for a bit, each panting and grumbling happily at the rhythmic stimulation.
Then suddenly both her hands were on my ass, holding me motionless and deep inside her. In a single fluid motion, she unclasped her legs from around me and heaved us over, rotating our bodies to leave her body suddenly atop mine. She was surprisingly strong, and had us most of the way over before I could even register her desire and aid the maneuver.
Her hands slid free of my ass as we rolled, and she propped herself up over me, looking down with a grin. Her boobs dangled down over me enticingly, and I reached up of grab them both. She grinned hungrily as she slowly pulled her knees up under her, keeping my cock well within her.
I squeezed her tits. "Go!" I commanded.
Oh yeah. She knew how to go.
Her hands pressed into the mattress to either side of my head, lowering her breasts near my face, and her thighs and hips worked in perfect harmony to ride my cock like some heavenly machine.
"Ohhhhh, fuuuuuuck!" I groaned happily, letting my head sink back into the mattress for a space of time, eyes closed in utter bliss. On she stroked, tight but nearly frictionless walls sliding on and off my cock.
But the lure of those boobies dangling above me was too much, and I lifted my head to suckle on one, then the other, gently biting her nipples, while tugging the free one with my fingers.
"Harder," she moaned, as I nibbled on a pink nipple. "Just a little harder!" I obliged happily.
I may not have been able to do much for her clit before, but she had positioned herself to make up for it now, and I could tell she was stroking it along my shaft with each undulation. I hoped it was good for her. In fact, I hoped is was incredibly good for her, in part because she deserved it, but in part because it was overwhelmingly good for me, and this round was just not going to go on much longer.
"Are you... uhhh... close?" I gasped. "'Cause I..."
"Just come in me," Lynda demanded. "Let me feel it. Oohhhh! I'm right there too..."
Well, alrighty then. I forced myself to leave her tits alone to wobble in my face as I shifted my grip to her hips and began to hammer up into her in time with her own undulations. Her boobs bounced hard now with each impact of our hips and that sight, along with the new frenzied fuck, sent me over the edge into some sort of haywire inside-out world. I came so hard in her, my fingers felt hollow and I practically screamed with pleasure.
No.
Okay, I might have screamed a little myself, but the big scream was Lynda's. Her easy rhythm atop me suddenly went ragged, and her body jerked spasmodically. I felt her insides clench on me hard, over and over again. I desperately tried to keep up my own thrusts, even though my body felt like an empty husk, because as long as I kept going, she seemed to keep coming.
And like a switch being thrown, we both stopped. She collapsed atop me, our sweat-slick bodies instantly adhering to each other. Everything throbbed with scrumptious aftershocks. We gasped and panted for air. Despite how colossally confused and spent we were, I did manage to think to slip a hand between us to grab a tit once more. It was fun, but also gave my mind something to anchor on.
"Oh... fuck me," she gasped happily.
"Give me a few minutes, but sure," I laughed.



Fortunately for us, this condo hotel was one that left the complimentary bottles of water on the bedside table, so we were able to rehydrate without having to get up. I was not sure my knees would have carried me across the room right then.
Our thirst quenched, we cuddled companionably in the bed, half dozing. But soon, our hands began to slowly explore each other once more, and we began to kiss. With time, our silent exploration gave way to moans of pleasure.
The kraken awoke once more, and we were off to the races again and into the night.
We completely forgot about the chocolate cream pie.
----------
Thanks for reading! I hope you enjoyed. Part Two should be along in a few days. As always, I appreciate your follows, favorites, and kind ratings, but mostly I write for comments. Let me know what you think!



        The Dildo - Follow Through

        After last night, time to spend the day at the convention.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/the-dildo-follow-through

Title: The Dildo - Follow Through

Author: Publius68

Category: Erotic Couplings

Description: After last night, time to spend the day at the convention.

Tags: vibrator, hidden, toys, discrete, voyeur, secret, tease, blowjob, remote control, orgasm

Series: The Dildo


This is the wrap-up of a little two-parter based on a sudden idea I had. Unlike much of my body of work, it has zero correlation to any real world experiences of my own... except for the crushing lameness of time spent on a trade show floor.
I could have stuck this in Toys & Masturbation, but I wanted to make sure readers of the first part could find it.
As always, please: If you care about gritty realism or higher human truths, don't bother. I aim for stories that are plausibly ridiculous, and nothing more.
----------
THE DILDO -- FOLLOW THROUGH
----------
I awoke as the big spoon, with Lynda curled up in my arms. It was dark.
More importantly, my cock was somehow ready once more, and nestled happily, nay, eagerly, in the crease of her ass. I lay there, content to do so for the moment, since my co-worker appeared to be sleeping easily.
Or so I thought.
Her ass suddenly wriggled against my cock. Her gentle grasp on my arm draped over her firmed up. "Damn, Davis," she murmured softly. "You are as ever-ready as my dildo..."
I didn't even answer. I just pushed her over face-down on the bed, and rolled atop her. I rose to my knees, grabbing a pillow as I did so. Her legs, which now seemed always eager to spread for me, splayed out to either side. I gently lifted her hips and pushed the pillow underneath her, supporting her ass up in the air.
"Ummm..." she murmured hesitantly, looking back at me askance.
"Don't worry," I grinned at her. "I'm not getting any of those ideas."
Actually, the view was giving me a few of those ideas. But not many. I'd tried anal a few times. It was usually okay, rarely great. But without the whole hassle and production of douching...? Hard pass.
Besides, I knew how awesome the pussy spread before me was. And I buried my cock in it yet again. We both sighed happily as I slowly sank once more into her depths. I held myself there, caressing, squeezing, and massaging the firm curves of her slender but perfectly shaped ass.
Lynda just nuzzled semi-sleepily down into the soft bed, clenched her insides, and spoke our code word, "Go..."
And did I go.
Still sleepy, Lynda may have been, but she was utterly into this last hurrah. I was grunting and groaning almost from the start at the delectable sensation of stroking into her. She was swiftly and equally vocal, and I again hoped her suite was either well soundproofed, or its neighbors empty. But I wasn't concerned enough about it to keep my voice down or worry about hers.
The pillow gave me a fabulous, comfortable angle to work with, and I soon realized that Lynda was rocking her hips back and forth with deliberate experimentation. She found a small arc to rock in that really had her mewling with pleasure and with her face pressed firmly into the mattress, growled out, "Give it to me hard!"
Oh, fuck yeah.
It wasn't a long session of morning glory, but it was intense and marvelous. I didn't even notice the light begin to change as my efforts grew fiercer and more ragged. Lynda let out a scream that vibrated the bed. It really was fortunate that she kept her face buried in the sheets, or we might have gotten a visit from the management. Her hips bucked underneath me, and I managed yet again to unleash a load within her. It could not possibly have been much, volume-wise, after the start of our night, but it was enough to cross my eyes.
We sort of held there, poised in orgasmic finality, then crumpled together down on our sides, my weary cock still pressed inside her. And we dozed back off for the rest of the night.
Which lasted about 25 seconds.
Thankfully, we both had regular alarms set, and we found ours were set for close to the same time. I heard mine first, the James Bond Theme, sounding from my phone in my pants pocket still in the other room.
"Holy shit! It's been all night," I exclaimed in realization.
Lynda was laughing throatily.
"What?" I asked, still unwilling to let my hands off her body or otherwise bestir myself.
"Man, are you about to have one awesome walk of shame, just as everyone else, including the maids, are out in the hall moving around," she cackled.
"Evil woman," I growled, crawling free from the tangled sheets.
"As charged," she yawned, snuggling back into the bed. "I've got another five minutes before mine goes off. See you at the show, you magnificent beast."
As dismissals went, it didn't suck.
I picked up my clothes as I exited the bedroom and headed for the door. I didn't bother with my underwear or tie as I tried to make myself look at least not embarrassing, tucking them into my jacket pockets. It was truly going to be a walk of shame, if only for a few doors down.
I muttered, "Shit," as I noticed the now wasted chocolate pie on the floor, beside her purse.
Then I got an evil grin as I bent down near, but not over, the pies. It was all I could do not to burst out a hearty, 'Bwahahaha!'
I walked back to Lynda's bedroom door. "Hey!" I called, waiting until I had her full attention. "Catch!" I called and gave a perfect toss. She instinctively caught what I had tossed on the fly, and opened her palm to see I had thrown her the insertable pink vibrator. She stared at me. I waved the remote control visibly at her, then made sure she could see me depositing it in my pocket. "See you on the show floor," I said, gaily walking away.
There were three maids and a family of four in the hallway, who all saw me shambling from her suite to mine. The maids all had the Seen Everything look. Incredibly, while the dad looked at me like I was obvious pond scum, I got an appraising wink from the mom! The kids were of course, oblivious.
*
Lynda beat me, somehow to the show floor, which I would have thought violated the laws of Girl Physics. I took a closer look and realized that she was wearing a different suit from the day before. I had had to get out the hotel iron and press mine from the night before to make it remotely presentable enough to wear to the show. That explained it.
I wasn't complaining about Lynda's change of wardrobe either. It was still the usual dowdy, boxy silhouette she always wore, but the skirt on this one was at least a few inches above the knee.
Such nice knees. Such nice calves. Although, I supposed I liked them better when I could not see them... because they were wrapped around my back.
There were no kisses of greeting or any other outward sign that anything had happened from either of us, aside from a quick shared wink and a wordless toast with our morning coffees. I had Starbucks, while she had waited until she reached the convention center and picked up some Peet's.
I made no mention of the contents of my pocket. I had put the remote back into the same pocket where she had seen me place it in preparation for my walk of shame. I put my hand in there often, when she could see me doing it. But I did nothing with it.
I was fairly certain that nothing would happen if I had pushed the On button, but you never knew, given the wary looks Lynda would shoot my way when she saw me, in moments of quiet in the booth, sliding my hand into the pocket.
I finally found my chance, when the booth was mostly empty, and Lynda was stuck talking to someone who had no money to spend, no need for our product anyway, but who seemed hell bent on wasting her time. She is a pro, so she was doing a great job anyway of appearing eager to tell this schmuck all about what we did.
I stepped into the back of the booth and well away, so I had a good view of her, but she was not looking my way.
I slid my hand into the pocket. The remote was a flat disk with rounded edges. The pink of its silicone skin matched that of the ovoid-shaped vibrator back in her room... or wherever it was located. I had noticed, as I examined it discretely in the Uber on the way to the convention center that morning, that the On/Off button was the only actual button. There were arrows in a circle on it, and I remembered that tilting it had made the vibration change.
I pressed the On button.
Her spine stiffened instantly.
It was all I could do not to go down one knee and pump my fist in triumph. She had put the damn vibrator in before coming to the show! Today was going to be the best day ever in the history of trade shows.
Lynda turned her head slightly to glare at me out of the corner of her eye, but only her new, more upright posture, and a very occasional shake in her voice betrayed anything new was happening.
The remote vibrated softly in my pocket. I twirled it around a little. The vibrations either increased in frequency and magnitude, or decreased, as I turned and fiddled with the device. It took me about three seconds to realize that if the remote was vertical on its side, there was virtually no noticeable vibration as all. Flat on its side, and it was giving it all it had. I could only assume that this was a feedback mechanism to tell the holder what they were doing to the 'beneficiary'.
I tidied some literature and refilled the candy dish, keeping the remote mostly just off of vertical. She had to be noticing it, but she could still concentrate pretty easily. The design was actually pretty genius for discrete use by a partner in public. If you just dropped it into a pair of pants' pocket, it would naturally rest upright. A guy had to reach in to rev the lady up. But you could take it out of your pocket and lay it flat, and it would go full battle rattle without cease.
"So then the system, um... the system... eh, it generates a set of meeting outlines with all the teacher's notes and grades to go over with the parents," Lynda told the guy, managing to soldier through my flipping the remote flat every time she said, 'system'.
Booth barnacle started to ask some follow-up questions, but Lynda finally took the opportunity to shoo him away. "That's really all the system does," Lynda said brightly, wincing just the slightest at her mistake in vocabulary. She shrugged. The guy finally seemed to be satisfied, and thanked me for some reason, before heading off to infest someone else's space.
"Did he really just say 'thank you' to you, and not to me?" Lynda asked, watching him go.
"It does require a special level of idiot, doesn't it?" I mused. My hand was still in my pocket, but holding the remote rigidly upright.
"Speaking of special idiots," Lynda hissed, turning on me. "What the fuck do you think you are doing?"
"Me?" I asked innocently. "I'm just standing here, trying not to get cut by your booth barnacle."
"Your lack of help was also noted. I explained the system... ohh... fuck you... all the way through twice before he beat it. I could have used a tag out."
"You were doing great. I had faith in you."
"So every time I use the word sy... that word, you are going to zap me?" Lynda asked with acerbic challenge, and a touch of anticipation, in her voice.
"I have no idea what you are talking about," I said idly, looking around to see if there was anybody looking curiously at our booth that I could draw inside. "But if I were looking some sort of trigger word to spring an ambush, it wouldn't be any fun to use the same one all day long. No fun at all..."
"Look," Lynda began, but was interrupted by three people entering our booth. We went into our usual routine, and soon found that these were real prospects. They even had budget they needed to spend soon, or lose it for next year. We smiled at each other.
The customers were all women, which was not unusual, and they seemed to gravitate more to Lynda than me, so I dissolved once more back into the periphery. I had already noticed that they really were super concerned about the budget thing, and kept bringing it up.
Even before I slid out of the conversation, I was 'triggering' Lynda whenever she said budget. She glared at me as I slid away, not because I was leaving her with them, she really was the better one of us to be on point, but because I had just waved the remote hard and long after the last time she had agreed about their budget.
I still listened intently, of course.
"Yes, absolutely, we can adjust for your billing cycle and front-load the invoices to ensure the first two thirds of the contract will bill against your... allotment this year," she said. I had already started to tilt the remote until I heard what she said, and dutifully flipped it back to the quiescent vertical. Lynda's back straightened again, not in stimulation this time, but triumph.
"That's good to hear," the smartest of the three customers said. "But obviously, we need the right product to spend our budget on. Let's talk about the reporting system some more, and we can come back to the budget in a minu... are you all right?"
Lynda was coughing, and bending and turning so she could glare at me.
She avoided using the word for the next fifteen minutes, while she absolutely sold them on the system, got contact information, and even made a call to the salesperson in their territory to arrange a visit.
But they kept using the word 'budget', and I kept hitting her hard as I could every time.
As they left, I approached her casually, noting a light sheen of sweat at the back of her neck, above and down into the collar.
"Dirty pool, Davis," she hissed. "You can turn it off, if you are going to do that."
"Oh... I don't think so," I grinned.
She almost flashed a grin back, but steeled herself. "Honestly, I can't be on the verge of throwing my O-Face in the middle of sales interactions. Turn it off."
"Come on, you don't want that," I laughed.
"Davis, we are working."
"And you are enjoying the fuck out of my livening up the day," I said smugly.
"I am barely holding it together," she hissed. "That remote you have in your pocket just buzzes politely in your hand. My end is ten times as powerful, and is resting on my g-spot!"
"Wow," I said, actually little surprised that it was that robust. "I can't hear it doing anything."
"I. Am. An. Effective. Sound. Insulator," she growled. "I absorb all those vibrations straight into my nervous system."
Two more groups arrived at our booth, interrupting our fun. I took one group, Lynda took the other. Both hung in there and seemed promising. We converged on our computer and the two of us together did a quick demo for both groups at once. Somehow, we ended up with each other's initial group, and came away with good contacts, and some real hope.
I had only hit the remote twice, at random times, after the demo.
"Having an enjoyable day?" I asked offhandedly, as we bid farewell to two groups of hopefully future customers.
"Turn off the remote, please," Lynda wheedled.
"No. Because you don't want me to," I said tauntingly.
"I am asking you straight out."
I looked at her with a gaze that was meant to remind her where I had had my face buried several times the night before. "If you actually wanted me to turn it off and stop, you'd have excused yourself to the restroom and removed the vibrator," I said.
She gawped at me. I just looked blandly back. I reached in my pocket... my wallet pocket, and pulled out a ten. "Hey, go get us some Coke's, will you? I'm thirsty."
Lynda's eyes narrowed. She snatched the bill and walked away with unseemly haste.
I kept my hand pressed against my pants leg to keep the remote upright and buzzing minimally. She had to be out of range anyway. It wasn't like the thing was WiFi-enabled.
I waited while she was gone, talking to only one person who had totally the wrong idea about what we did.
Lynda reappeared after a long while, with two cans of Coke and a dollar change.
A dollar change? From two measly cans of Coke?
Lynda was looking calm and raised her can at me mockingly. I clinked mine to hers and said, "Cheers."
I lifted my leg and rested it on the chair arm next to me, which tilted my pocket, and what was in it, ninety degrees, while keeping my eyes locked on hers.
Her eyelids fluttered, and then she let them close and smiled blissfully.
Fuck yeah.
I shot my hand back in my pocket, and grabbed the remote. As I lowered my leg, I kept the remote horizontal, or close to it, rocking it back and forth softly, to add to the anticipation. I walked around in a circle behind Lynda, and my eyes feasted on the way she was deliberately rocking her ass in time with how I was modulating the intense vibrations inside her core.
She wrapped her lips against the edge of the red aluminum can and sucked eagerly on the soda.
Aaaaaand, several people walked into the booth.
I snapped the remote upright, buttoned my jacket to make sure no one saw the evidence of my enjoyment of things, and headed them off before they got to my still flushed colleague. Lynda joined us soon, but it was clear that these folks were going to be my responsibility. I just had the read on them.
The booth was quite crowded for a while, which was great, but I had to be careful to keep the remote upright. I was in no way going to turn the vibrator off, but I did want Lynda to have her wits about her during this rush. Besides, had I riled her up again right then, I would have been too busy to enjoy it.
At some point we had two seconds to talk to each other instead of prospects, and Lynda noted it was lunch time. My stomach growled in agreement, but the rush continued.
Programming was to resume at 1:15, and at about 1:10, the crowd thinned as people left for various meeting halls. The moment our booth was empty, Lynda asked, taking a quick step toward the corridor in front of our space, "Sandwich?"
My libido wanted her to stay with me, and let me pleasure her while the crowd was thin, but my hunger craved a turkey and bacon with provolone. Hunger won, especially since it looked like Lynda was heading to the lunch place with or without my order. I called out my desire... my culinary desire.
While she was gone, I pondered the little remote in my pocket.
This was all so fucking delicious, and more fun than ought to be legal.
Wait. Once upon a time, this would have been illegal in Alabama... Was it still?
The real question was, could I actually get Lynda over the edge and give her an orgasm by the end of the day? If I could, how many times? The sight of this cool, poised woman in her bland suit and her current professional location, beginning to squirm in helpless pleasure as I wirelessly fondled her was to die for.
I was going to head home this evening with end-stage blue balls, but it would be worth it if I could actually get her off just once.
That was it. I was resolved. I was going to find out if she could keep it together or at least not make noise. I was a man on a mission, and the next time the booth was empty, it was Go Time.
The booth was still empty when Lynda got back, but Go Time had to wait. It was Sandwich Time first. We munched our surprisingly edible sandwiches in companionably idle conversation, pausing once or twice to answer a quick question from passing lookie-loos.
Lynda had brought back two different flavors of chips, so we could each have a choice. But we found that we both much preferred the barbecue flavored ones. We wrangled back and forth over the bag until I cheated by flipping the remote in my pocket to full horizontal suddenly.
She blue eyes widened in shock at the sudden and surprising awakening inside of her, and I snatched the bag away before she could react in her distracted state. Her pretty, if ordinarily unexceptional, face was enchanting right then as it was a mass of various frustrations, from being denied the rest of the delicious potato chips, to my (hopefully roguish) misbehavior, to once again finding her feet rooted to the floor as her hips involuntarily wanted to dance.
I ate the chips obnoxiously while I toyed with the remote in my pocket. She continued to stare at me while trying to keep her back straight and hips from moving. And she bit the left side of her lower lip. I fed her a chip. She took it, displaying a rather unnecessary amount of tongue in the process.



I had her in a rhythm now, as we stood apparently idly in the middle of the show floor: One second on full, one second at half intensity, one second on full, and finally one second at idle. Then repeat. And the occasional potato chip.
The rhythm was accomplishing what I wanted, as her vision, while still fixed on me, was obviously losing focus. She trembled here and there, usually when I had my little co-conspirator humming at full power, but she was keeping it together. She summoned a look of defiance that ebbed away as quickly as she formed it.
And then into the booth walked a tall guy in charcoal grey slacks and a fitted dress shirt, jet black hair that was silver at the temples, and dark green eyes. Oh, and his tie was Lynda's favorite purple.
I instantly laid off the remote, and we spoke to him together. As usual, it was quickly clear which of us would likely handle the customer better. In this case it was me. What was not usual, was that Lynda quite deliberately started to herd me out of the discussion! Puzzled, I backed off. It took me a minute to realize that this guy was just gorgeous, and I had my colleague as horned up as humanly possible. She wanted to talk to him. Maybe just look at him.
Go girl.
But was my already horned up colleague actually as horned up as possible? Nah.
My hand went back to my pocket.
Lynda refused to look at me when I started in on her inner core again. Instead she clasped her hands behind her backside as she spoke to Mr. Dude. It could have been quite the coquettish pose for her. With her shoulders back, I was sure her breasts were being pushed out towards him. But with the boxy, loose suit she wore, the effect wasn't really visible. I was sure of that, because the guy didn't react. Lynda knew what she was doing, but I realized that she was doing it for her own enjoyment. Her hips rocked just a tiny bit, betraying to me what she was feeling down there.
Her hands clasped behind her back also made it easier for her to casually flip me off, without the dude or anyone besides me seeing her do it.
I just sat down in the one chair we had, and pretended to be looking all around. But I was watching.
A written transcript of her pitch would indicate a perfectly ordinary, professional discussion. Nothing out of the ordinary. And that was how it actually sounded at first, too. But regular, rhythmic wobbling of the remote in my pocket swiftly got to Lynda. Her voice, usually so smooth and even soothing, was developing a breathless edge to it.
At first, she seemed simply to be crowding him, closing the personal space between them to a gap that would have been appropriate for a crowded room, not an empty booth. He sure as hell didn't mind. He was a little perplexed, but he didn't mind. I took to ramping up the remote whenever Lynda was talking, and easing it off when he spoke--never full on, nor full idle.
She walked him over to the table where we had our demo computer set up, along with folders and sample reports. She let the distance open between them now, but as he leant over the computer, I realized that was just so she could get a better look at him.
He really was a looker, to be honest. I'm not that way, but I do know what women like. He wasn't rich, obviously. He worked at what turned out to be a boarding school, so he definitely wasn't rich. But he also was the kind of guy who prioritized both his clothes in his budget, and his fitness in his day-planning.
When he bent over slightly to try a few things on the computer, Lynda turned to me and grinned. Then she openly stared back at his ass.
I flipped the remote horizontal and left it there, buzzing hard, while she watched.
After that, I changed to giving it more juice when he spoke, and letting off when she did. She seemed to like that more. A lot more. I even saw her quietly caress one of her breasts when he wasn't looking. I wobbled the remote happily as encouragement for such misbehavior.
You might think that I was getting nothing out of this whole situation, this whole day, but you would be wrong. I was hard as a rock at the moment, and had been off and on since I'd hit the On button that morning. I knew what kind of woman hid inside Lynda's placid exterior now, and watching her near and then back away from a boil, under my control, was delicious.
I was absolutely, positively going to be flying the blue ball express back to New Orleans, and. It. Was. Worth. It.
She was reaching a level of arousal she had not neared at any time earlier in the day, at least in part because I was not giving her much of a break with the remote. Her voice got huskier, and she was almost dancing from one foot to the other as she talked with the guy.
I seriously began to think about backing off the stimulation, because while this was fun, it would probably be a bad idea professionally to make her pop her cork, apparently out of the blue, while talking to the client. Funny, and exciting, but a bad idea.
Fortunately, he was done. I eased off while they exchanged contact information, but then cruelly went back to full blast as soon as he left.
Lynda rounded on me. "You are such a bastard, you know that?" she hissed, not hiding her breathlessness.
"Me?" I said, as if shocked. "What am I doing?" I wobbled the remote, but mostly kept it going full blast.
Her back was to the pathway outside our booth, and her hand pressed against her flat belly, clenching the fabric at her waist. Her eyes almost rolled up into her head, then she glared at me some more. "You are really trying to make me do this, aren't you?"
"You do seem close," I observed idly.
"Fuuuuuck," she growled. She whirled and took our lone chair, her lower body now behind the draped table with all our literature. Her head bent, and her legs crossed at the ankles. Her body twitched arrestingly.
I took a quick look around. It was a quiet part of the day, thank god. I'd have hated to have to head off any visitors and missed what was coming.
Lynda was a demonstrative woman, but being demonstrative right now was definitely off the table. I was absolutely fascinated to watch her as she struggled to keep any outward signs of what she was experiencing hidden.
Well, hidden from others. I could sure as hell tell.
"Wobble it," she hissed.
"Huh?"
"It's best when you wobble it slowly. Don't... ooohhhhh... don't just leave it full-throttle," she growled through gritted teeth.
So I wobbled.
She bent forward, hands pressed into her lap and let out a tiny, quiet, but incredibly long, mewling, rippling sigh. She rocked just the tiniest bit, but I could somehow feel how powerful it was in my own cock from five feet away. Talk about sympathetic vibrations.
I eased off, and her body slowly relaxed. After a few moments, she started to look up at me with a sheepish smile, and I ramped it up again.
Catching her off guard, she actually yelped out loud a little. Her body stiffened, and this time we locked gazes. Her wide eyes glared hungrily at me. I stared back. "God, I want to kiss you so hard," I said quietly.
Her eyes squeezed shut, and her body jerked, despite all her efforts at control, so fast it was more like a vibration.
Then she finally relaxed, or tried to. "Turn it off," she said. I just smiled. "No, seriously this time. I need you to turn it off now. It's starting to... not hurt, but..."
I pressed the button, and the vibrations died.
She slumped. Then she heaved a deep breath and stood shakily to her feet. Shaking her head, she said quietly, "Last night versus just now has reminded me how fantastically superior a real man, especially a good one like you is to mechanical aids."
"Um... thank you?" I said, with a slightly flattered grin. "But you seemed to be doing pretty well just now."
"I may have pulled an abdominal holding that in," she said with a sexy, if fleeting smile. "But I wouldn't have gotten off at all, I don't think, if I hadn't been planning the whole time to, as soon as my heart rate settles, drag you off to one of the family restrooms at the end of the aisle and suck your cock until you beg for mercy."
"Um..." Things were suddenly looking better on the blue balls front. "Thank you?"
The booth was still empty. We looked at each other, and tried not to look like we were bolting.
She went into one of the single-occupant bathrooms first, and I waited about 20 seconds for two attendees to enter the main ladies' room nearby before I followed her.
Thank god the center was very committed to keeping the facilities clean. It looked more spotless in that room meant for parents with little kids and nursing mothers than my bathroom did back home at my condo.
"Lean against the sink," Lynda commanded. She had already pulled a big stack of paper towels out, and put them on the floor in front of me, not because it was dirty, but apparently to protect the knees of her hosiery. She wasted no time yanking open my fly and tugging my boxers down under my balls.
She clearly wanted this to be quick, and I understood why. We had just abandoned our booth in the middle of the day.
But oh, man, was I going to enjoy this.
Her fingertips traced the outlines of my cock, joined intermittently by the tip of her tongue. We might be getting right to it, but she was still going to do it right. If she didn't live 2,000 miles away, I could fall in love with this woman.
I was hard already, but she induced me to new levels of hardness with just those featherlight touches from her tongue and fingers.
"Ready?" she asked, looking up at me with a smile.
"For hours now," I gasped softly.
She smirked, then ruined the expression by slurping my cock between her lips. Her gently brushing fingers wrapped themselves around my shaft firmly, and began an earnest massage.
Not only had Lynda not forgotten how to suck cock well, she had not forgotten how to suck cock in multiple styles. The night before, I had been treated to a soft, if fervent, lingual masterwork, with lots of ball teasing, and firm strokes. This time...
She barely touched my balls, barely caressing them in passing as she pumped me. Her mouth, rather than gently rolling me around inside, tongue wrestling with my invader, instead started bobbing up and down on me in time with her swift hands. I grunted at the sexy ferocity of her assault.
And my had slipped into my trouser pocket. There was the On button...
Lynda popped off my cock with a gasp and looked at me. "I want to tell you to fuck off," she said a little breathlessly, "but that is a marvelous idea."
With that, she sucked me back in and I started wobbling the remote in time with her head's movements. She hummed appreciatively, and the vibrations of that hum just made everything all the much better around my cock.
It was a good thing that I was not trying to hold back my finish, because I am pretty sure my ability to defy the all-out oral assault I was under would have been fairly nil anyway.
"Oh, shit! You are so fucking good," I groaned, still somehow managing to keep the remote pulsing in time with her relentless, magnificent taking of my cock. "Not... much longer," I almost whined.
Lynda let me loose from her mouth for an instant, just long enough to say, "Fuck my face," before wrapping her lips around my glans once more.
Well, that invitation didn't hurt. Somehow, in my lust-ridden haze, I did register that she had at no point actually tried to take me down her throat. I laid a hand gently against her cheek, and started thrusting into her mouth... shallowly.
It still was amazing. Her lips eagerly clamped down around me as I slid in and out between them. Her tongue slicked around beneath my thrusting shaft. And I gave up pulsing the remote, just desperately trying to keep it full bore as my hips jerked eagerly. The vibrator's stimulation was clearly getting to Lynda, ramped up by her own arousal from the blowjob she was clearly relishing. Her moans became deeper, more powerful, even though they were muffled by my invading schlong.
Suddenly, she grabbed my ass with both hands, and yanked my hips forward. Before I could stop myself, my cock plowed back against the entrance to her throat. She instantly gagged, but as soon as I perceived that she was going to hold me there, I lost it.
Letting out an, "Umph!" like I had just been punched in the gut, I felt my cock swell. I involuntarily gagged her even harder as I pushed forward again, and cum surged up my shaft. My hand clutched desperately against her smooth cheek.
The instant Lynda recognized I was coming, she leaned back until only my tip was still embedded in her face. She gulped greedily, while still moaning as I sprayed into her mouth. Some of my offering had to have shot straight down her throat right at the start, and I honestly don't know how much I produced overall. I had most of the day to recover from our early-morning rhapsody, but I really had come rather a lot in the last 24 hours, especially for me.
Lynda swallowed it all. My orgasm, regardless of volume produced, felt utterly overwhelming to me. My legs wobbled, and had I not been able to lean back against the sink to brace my ass, I am sure I'd have fallen. My abdomen felt hollow.
My fucking ears tingled.
I swiftly realized that Lynda was not quite done, however. I still held the remote horizontal, and her hips and ass were wriggling hard as she remained kneeling before me. She moaned more, with higher notes now, as she continued to suckle on my already softening shaft.
I wobbled the remote.
"Ohhhh..." she gasped, and I felt her come. Her whole body quivered, and her mouth and tongue clamped around my cock so exquisitely, I nearly started hardening again already.
I kept wobbling the remote, and her ecstasy extended. She desperately kept my now rapidly collapsing dick in her mouth as she writhed before me, until she at last sank down to her ankles, releasing my cock from her mouth at last. She batted weakly at my pants where my hand remained in the pocket.
"Seriously! Turn it off!" she gasped, breathlessly. "Please. All the way off. Too much..."
I pressed the button.
"Holy shit," she said, grabbing ahold of me to pull herself to her feet. She leaned against me. That was a little fraught, because I sure as hell wasn't a paragon of rock-solid stability myself. But we remained upright together. "If someone had told me," Lynda panted, "that I'd have two of the better, most crazy orgasms of my life... at the convention center today, I'd have thought they were nucking futz."
She fumbled at my soft cock, an action that did nothing to preserve its quiescence. She started to tuck me away, and I swiftly helped her. I was sure clean as a whistle by then.
"Go," she said, pushing me toward the door. "I've got to fix my face first, and we shouldn't be walking out of here together anyway."
I looked at her. Yeah, the face-fucking at the end had brought on the inevitable tears, and her eyes were a dripping black mess. She looked beyond glorious. We shared a smile, and I slipped out of the restroom.
My momentary fear that there would be two wide-eyed little kids and a horrified mom waiting outside was fortunately not realized.
There were actually customers in our booth as I hustled back to our, you know, job. I apologized that both my partner and I had had a simultaneous call of nature (okay, we didn't quite manage simultaneously), and got to work seeing how I could help them.
It was actually a good meeting. This show, which had been feeling like a bust for most of the time, was starting to really bear fruit on the last day.
As the prospects wandered off down the showroom floor, Lynda reappeared.
Briskly, she held out her hand. "Quick give me the remote. I don't want to forget it at the end of the day," she said, looking around.
I reached into my pocket, but instead of taking out the small pink disk, I pressed the On button again.
"Very funny," Lynda said to my placid grin. "But I took it out this time. My knees won't take any more of that." I pouted a little, but I had not intended to really go after her again, even had she left that glorious little bean inside her. "Besides," Lynda went on, "the last major seminar ends in ten minutes, leaving us two full hours before we pack up to make some headway."
And make headway we did. We don't actually need to eventually transform very many attendees to customers to make a trade show worth it, and in those last two hours, we identified four more really good opportunities. With what we had accumulated over the entire show, between the two of us, Freida, and Desirée, it had been a good show.
Things definitely tailed off toward the end, and the two of us, like most other exhibitors, began to get a jump on tearing down our booths. Show services would collect our cases and ship them back to our corporate headquarters later that night, once everybody left, but we would have to pack everything for them before we could leave.
"What time is your flight out?" Lynda asked with elaborate casualness.
I looked at my watch and grimaced. "In three hours," I replied sourly. I'd been worried about this flight ever since I'd gotten my ticket from the corporate travel agent and called to complain... to no avail.
"Wow. We've barely started packing! It's going to be tight for you, even if we cut corners and get a little sloppy..." she trailed off. Sloppy was not our corporate way.
Of course, 'sloppy' could be taken in a number of ways.
"That comment sounded tragically promising," I said with a rueful grin. Lynda just snorted. "Worse. My ticket is for the last flight to Nola tonight. If I miss it, I spend my Friday late night at an airport hotel, instead of back home in the French Quarter with my buddy Rick."
"Ouch," sympathized Lynda. "I've got almost four hours from now, so I've still got a decent chance. Though it is also the last flight of the day for me too."
"We better hurry," I grumbled. She agreed.
We both picked up the pace of packing. The show was officially over, and despite a few stragglers still wandering around, neither of us was remotely interested in trying to pick off a last chance customer. We worked smoothly together to take down and fold up the big banner, arguing only briefly about how it should be folded. I acquiesced and folded it her way.
Damned if it didn't fit in the case better...
We mostly avoided looking at each other.
This had been a thing. And it was done. And the question of whether it would be a thing again, the next time we were in the same town, was a question we each seemed content to leave for that day to discover. Now was about finishing all this packing, finding an Uber at this time of the evening, fighting rush-hour Denver traffic for the thousand mile journey from downtown to the airport, fighting TSA (in Denver no less) at the end of getaway day, and hoping for late departures for once.
I had nothing but a puncher's chance of making my flight. Lynda had a little better than that. I was considering telling her to bail, make sure she made her flight, and I'd finish the packing on my own.
I reached for the JD Power award plaque that went to every show, just as Lynda did the same. Her hand clasped the top of the little prop, and mine closed over hers.
We froze. It was a long, static tableau as we stared carefully at the award and not at each other.
"You know," Lynda said, "that Westin right inside the airport is pretty nice..." she didn't quite look at me.
"That's actually true," I said, not quite letting go with my hand. "There are worse places to get stuck if we somehow don't get this all packed up in time..." Then I did let go, straightening. "Listen, I'm thirsty," I said to her with a grin. "Let's go have another leisurely warm beer at the snack shop. I'm sure we will both have plenty of time to come back and finish packing. We won't miss our flights, will we?"



"I'm sure we won't," Lynda replied, tucking the award away in its case before turning with me to waste a little critical time.
----------
Thanks for reading! I hope you enjoyed this weird little tale. As always, I appreciate your follows, favorites, and kind ratings, but mostly I write for comments. Let me know what you think!
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This little yarn is my entry for the Summer Lovin' Story Contest 2023 festival of hot weather... hotness. Be sure to read all the other entries that interest you! Fair warning, this story takes a little while to get to the point, but then there is a whole lot of point after that...
As always, please don't expect my stories to reveal deep truths or to seem like real life. I aim simply for the plausibly ridiculous. I hope you enjoy it as much as I enjoyed writing it.
—————
Car Wash
—————
It was the middle of Sunday morning, and I was lying on my back under my car, with my best worst clothes on. I drive on dirt roads a fair amount to get to various measurement stations, so it is always even more filthy under there than most cars usually are. But the oil still needed to be changed, so under it I was.
I know how to do quite a lot of things for myself, and have always enjoyed doing them on my own, rather than paying for someone else to do the job, when time allows. When I was in high school, saving the cash from tuning my bike chain or constructing an instrument harness had meant that I had more money left for fancier dates, which occasionally ended very well.
Once I got to college, I went to more parties and on fewer dates, and starting to save my money, rather than spend it. Some nights still ended very well...
I had just settled myself underneath the engine, on a thin pad to protect my back, and was calmly clearing mud away to free the oil filter, when I heard my new neighbors come out into their carport next to mine.
Actually, it was me who was the new neighbor, having just moved into my new house the month before. I had met this couple the week after I arrived, and had talked to them all of three times by that point, never for more than ten minutes, if that.
Ron and Gina were a damned good-looking couple. I estimated that they were in their very early forties, give or take a few years. Gina was what looked to be a natural blonde, with equally natural curls that made for a very youthful and attractive hair style. She also sported some very well-maintained curves, which she always seemed to dress in clothes that clearly accentuated them, but were never actually revealing.
Yes, I looked. I always look at beautiful women. It is a policy of mine.
Ron was taller than me, and moved with the easy physicality of a large, financially successful forty year-old male, blessed with damned near no body fat, so far as I could tell.
To the extent that I thought of Ron and Gina at all, it was usually to be irritated with that last fact about Ron. At thirty, my natural metabolism had already reached that point where regular, meticulous work at the gym had morphed from past-time to necessity. I mean, I could have given up booze instead, and kept the weight off, but let's not be crazy here. Besides, as I said, I am not shy about physical labor of any kind. Ripping on the rowing machine was a small price to pay for a flat abdomen.
Our carports are separated by a low, boxwood hedge, interrupted by one or two maple trees, all running along the property line. It doesn't provide any privacy at all, but is simply an attractive marker of the border between our little suburban domains. I idly turned my head and saw that from flat on my back, I could see under the hedge.
A large suitcase sat on the ground beside their ankles within my view. He wore black leather shoes and what appeared to be a dark business suit. Gina had low sandals, and her ankles and calves were bare. It was summer in the South-most of us usually wore shorts when we weren't at work.
I saw his ankles turn towards her, and he stepped forward. From how they were suddenly positioned, I didn't need the sound of kissing to tell that they were embracing... closely.
No, they were pretty much fully making out, from the sounds they were making, and the position and movements of their ankles.
I should have let them know I was nearby when they first came out. Now, if I cleared my throat, or said hello, I'd embarrass them. I just held still. He must be headed out on another trip. I was pretty sure that they both traveled a lot.
Son of a bitch! The was the unmistakeable sound of a zipper being pulled down! I could hear it clearly in the still quiet of the unusually lawnmower-less morning.
Right in their carport? I mean, it was pretty far back from the road, but...
Ron groaned happily, then the groan segued into one of frustration. "Come on, babe! No," he insisted unhappily. "I mean, oh God, I can't. I can't risk missing this flight to Detroit." I saw his feet step reluctantly backward to put space between them. Not much, but space.
"Aww," Gina said in a cute voice. "I'd have made sure you finished fast..." she trailed off. "But yeah," she said her own tone shifting. "More to the point, you really can't miss the Tokyo connection."
"Exactly."
I heard another, quick kiss. "Now I really regret sleeping in this morning," she grumbled.
"Yeah, I am most definitely regretting letting you," Ron said ruefully. "But you looked so beautiful, sleeping there peacefully."
"Thank you, but you know how much I like a good, dick-shaped wakeup," she teased.
"I'll be back in two weeks," he reassured her, "and I'll put you to sleep and wake you up repeatedly with this thing when I'm back."
Wow. Two weeks away was a long time to get blue-balled at the moment of departure!
"I look forward to it," Gina cooed. These two were randy as hell! And I had the impression they'd been married for a good long time, too. I smiled. Good for the lovebirds.
She kissed him again. "Have fun, and don't fuck anyone I wouldn't fuck," she said breezily.
I almost hit my head on the underside of the drive shaft.
"No worries, darling," he snorted. "I'm just glad that you have great taste in women!" Another kiss, a little longer again. "You have fun, too," he said easily.
"I'll try," Gina said with an audible shrug in her voice. "Probably have to wait to see if anything comes up next week when I'm in Boston. A few of my playmates around here are getting... I'm done with Bob completely, for instance. I got the impression he was starting to think relationship rather than recreation."
"Can't have that," Ron said with happy possessiveness. "But Boston has ample men, I understand."
"True. We'll see. You know I'm pickier than you, though."
"Ha! The evidence does not always bear that out, babe!" Ron snorted. I heard another kiss. "Regardless, be careful," he added with soft sincerity. "I love you."
"I love you too. And you know I always am," she replied happily. "Now, that you've already missed out on your blowjob, don't miss the plane anyway!"
They shared a laugh as he tossed his suitcase in the trunk of his Audi. They had identical models, except that his was white and hers was red. In moments, the car was rolling backwards down the driveway, and Gina's, suddenly much sexier in my eyes, ankles were re-entering the house.
Wow.
Yes. Of course the idea of popping up right there at the end and declaring that if Gina was in the market for some recreational cock, I had it fresh and in stock, conveniently available any time she liked, had entered my mind rather forcefully. But I really could not have revealed my presence that way. And I really wondered whether I, as the next-door neighbor, was really the kind of... whatever the fuck these two accumulated as toys, that she was looking for.
But wondering about it became a bit of a thing for a while. I spent more time openly out in my yard, hoping to see her and engage in conversation. Turns out, she was not a yard person. They had a service, which made sense since they both traveled.
I did not have a service, because, as I said, I like to work with my hands--that and, while it was family money that had provided my down-payment, I still had to pay my mortgage out of my less than princely salary. So I mowed, weeded, trimmed, and changed my own oil.
I had bought the smallest house, in the worst condition, in the neighborhood I wanted. Property 101, right? It was just a single-story ranch, nestled like only a few others among the majority two-story homes of the neighborhood. Inside, it was in pretty decent condition, and had been more or less move-in ready. The worst issues had been outside in the yard.
When my parents had come to town to help me move in, my pop had had some pointed words about the grass, especially. He is something of a suburban commando and lawn ranger, and barely a week had gone by so far that I wasn't getting texts from him with articles or advice on fixing my lawn. Seeing all those dandelions and dollarweed had wounded his soul, I think.
I was waiting for the fall to work on the grass, beyond mowing down the weeds a couple of times a week. But the beds and shrubs were a mess, too, and they could be usefully addressed in the heat of summer. I spent a lot of my free time weeding, and I put in some flashy annuals to give some conspicuous color. I wanted to signal to my neighbors with mindsets like Pop's that the new guy wasn't going to be one of Those People, as the prior owner had obviously been.
All this meant, as my first summer as a homeowner progressed, that I spent a lot of my weekends outside, in and out of the sun. Since I have zero reason to be ashamed of appearing in public without a shirt, I began to lay in the best tan of my life.
Though it was summer, I still had research to do at the lab, and with the field apparatuses around the area. Some of my work was still assisting Doctor Patterson's research, but increasingly, my investigations were my own. The great thing was, I had no classes to teach at the moment. I had time to work around the house a lot, especially since I tended to work four long days a week, taking a random weekday off to buy things for the house and run various errands. Also, just because the inside was livable, didn't mean it was anything like how I wanted it to be eventually, when time and cash left over from mortgage and insurance allowed. Any free hour that resented itself usually was spent with a screwdriver or prybar in hand, if I wasn't outside in the heat.
I didn't have a lot of free time, but I managed to go on a couple of dates, none of which ended particularly well.
At the start of the first week of August, I noticed that both Audis next door were gone. I hoped that Ron and Gina were each having fun wherever their respective business had taken them.
Thursday, I got home late to observe a very nice, if a few years old, Land Rover in the driveway at the entrance to their carport, and lights on inside their house. I briefly considered doing the suburban thing and calling the cops to check if there was a problem, but decided that I wasn't Mrs. Hastings from back home quite yet. Besides, that was a helluva nice ride for squatters or thieves.
Friday, I took the day off. It was going to be a scorcher, but I already badly needed to mow again. The grass had stopped growing in the heat, but the weeds that infested it, goddammit, were still getting taller every day. Thus, the need to mow twice a week or the lawn would look like hell. The shit you do not realize until you buy a house for yourself...
And there was other stuff to do as well. I mowed early, before the heat got too bad. My tan had gotten good enough that I barely needed SPF 8 any more for a day in the sun, though I had to reapply it often, due to the sweat. The heat not being too bad was a relative term.
After a quick lunch inside to cool off, I ditched my shirt once more and went out to my carport with my tool bucket, to grab the trellis I had bought and was going to affix to the high wooden wall along my back property line. That wall blocked access from and the view of the deluxe apartment complex back there, but was an eyesore itself, as far as I was concerned. I had observed that most of my neighbors along the bend where my house was located had covered much of their own stretches of the wall in various ways already.
I had ideas about growing flowering vines. Clematis maybe, but I wasn't sure if they'd thrive in the heat down here.
I stopped when I went out the side door. The Land Rover had moved out of the carport and into the dappled shade of the driveway. Standing beside it were its owners. Or its owner and a friend.
Um... wow.
The two of them were probably eighteen, maybe nineteen. They were blonde. They were gorgeous. They were wearing bikinis.
They were really nice bikinis, too. Nothing crazy, really, but hardly modest either.
I stopped, almost stunned by the unlooked for scenery outside my side door. They both turned at the sound of my screen door springing shut, saw me, and smiled.
The slightly taller, slightly less stacked one of them stepped over to the hedge line, followed quickly by her opposite number.
"Hi there, neighbor!" she chirped. "I think Mom said you were... Owen?" I nodded, still trying to get my mouth to stop watering so I could reply without drooling. "I'm Reggie, and this is my sis, Willa. We are back home with Mom and Dad for a break until college starts up again in..." she looked at Willa, "What do we have? Ten days left?"
"Well, we are supposed to be staying with them, but they both went out of town until Tuesday before we even got here," Willa said with an irritated smirk. It was nice to see that these two girls actually seemed to have wanted their parents around. Willa reached out over the hedge to offer her hand. As I took it, I observed that Willa, leaning forward in that bikini, was a helluva sight. And I also observed that she had not actually needed to reach so far, or lean so much, to shake my hand over the hedge. She just had chosen to do so... Those big, round tits dangled enticingly, mostly contained in the pale gray triangles of her white-trimmed string bikini. Her blonde hair was the same, short length as Gina's, but lacked the natural curls.
But the handshake was brisk, and as she straightened back up, Reggie stepped forward right against the hedge and extended her hand, making it further apparent that no bending had been necessary to reach me across the hedge. Instead, Reggie stood straight up, incidentally thrusting her more modest but still amazingly full handfuls outward. Her top was also a string number, but in a bright blue pattern. The bottom was a complimentary solid color that was super high cut on the sides, the waistband curving upward to accommodate the leg holes, and presenting a Y silhouette from the front. It particularly showcased her abs that were so toned you could almost see a six pack, though she wasn't terribly muscular otherwise, just super fit. Her nearly identically blonde hair had Geri's curls, but she wore it well down onto her shoulders in a totally different styling.
Both girls were damned fit, to be honest, Willa just carried a tiny bit more flesh here and there. More than a tiny bit in some locations...
I am not usually given to being tongue-tied around beautiful women, and I finally recovered my voice. I had just been caught by surprise. Double surprise.
"Glad to meet you," I said with my best flippant grin. "I am indeed Owen. Your classes start only ten days from now?" I asked with only mild interest, just to extend the chance meeting. "That's a pretty early start," I went on sympathetically. "Where do you guys go to school?" I knew it wasn't my university, alas.
"It is disgustingly early," Willa grumped. "But yeah. Only ten days left. We are both sophomores at Northwestern. Gotta bank some final time in the sun and heat down here while we can. Our internships are both finally done for the summer."
"Must be nice. I remember those days," I said, unconsciously making myself sound old. I suddenly perceived that that was not what I wanted at the moment. My work instincts at the university, where Gravitas Is All, were betraying me. "Not that they were more than a couple years ago," I added.
"Not long ago at all," Reggie said, pointing at my wardrobe of a pair of old board shorts. "You are going for a swim on a Friday? Do you have a pool back there?" she asked in a speculative tone that made me wish that the answer was yes.
"No, I'm just doing yard work today," I said, jerking a thumb out back. "Digging a hole for a pool is beyond my own abilities. Gonna have to wait until I can pay someone to put one in. Are you guys headed for the beach?" I countered, indicating the car out in the driveway, rather than pointing out the awesome bikinis explicitly.
"Nope," Willa laughed. "Tomorrow maybe. Today, my baby girl needs a wash," she said, pointing at the Land Rover. "And she needs a fresh wax job too," she added, drawing a wicked snort from Reggie.
My day brightened further. Innuendo and/or dirty jokes were the sorts of things from pretty girls that tended to do that. Seizing the day, I said, "Sounds like a good day for washing the car. Want some help?"
They both looked at me, but I shrugged, and before they could reply, I pointed at the hose in my carport on the big reel. "My hose can reach over here easily, and two will make quicker work than one."
I swear to God, Willa looked like she wanted to make a joke about how long my hose was, but sadly, she refrained.
Then Reggie did it for her. "My! That is an impressive hose, Owen," she said, in an exaggerated tone. "So yeah, thanks for the help, if you can spare the time from your chores."
Great, now I was desperately hoping that my boast about the length of the hose was true. It would be humiliating otherwise. "Ehh. This afternoon is optional projects," I said dismissively. "A car wash with cool water and someone to talk to sounds like an ideal alternative to pounding nails in the glaring sun."
Before they could find some way to demur, I turned and went to the hose. I attached the new firefighter-styled nozzle I'd just bought to replace the piece of shit the previous owners had left, turned on the water, and started unreeling the hose over toward their car.
It reached easily, I was relived to see. Suddenly I was much more well-disposed toward my house's prior owner, and their desire to have a hose that reached the whole property.
I looked them over again as I approached. Reggie was filling their bucket with water and Willa was pouring too much STP Car Shampoo in with it. This was going to be a suds fest.
"Hey," I said, realizing something that had been niggling at the back of my mind. "You are both sophomores? You're obviously not identical, so you guys must be fraternal twins?"
They both stood and affected a pose. This was obviously a routine for them. "Don't we look it?" Reggie challenged.
I took the opportunity to really give them an open appraisal. You don't pass up on opportunities like that. Again, policy.
"No, actually," I said honestly, still giving them the once, now twice, over. "I've known some fraternal twins, and while there is a resemblance between you two, but it is usually closer," I replied curiously.
"The resemblance is coincidental, and mostly hair color," Reggie said with the air of telling an old joke fondly. "We are not twins. Mom is my mother, and Dad is Willa's father. But we are both nineteen."
"We are hardly the same age," Willa said loftily. "I am fully four months older than you."
"Which you..."
"Never let you forget," Willa interrupted Reggie fondly. "Now shut up and let's wash my car, youngun'." With that, she grabbed the nozzle of their hose from Reggie and turned to spray the Land Rover. She squeezed the handle too soon, which resulted in a spray across Reggie's legs as she swung the hose.
"Hey!" Reggie protested.
"Sorry! But this ain't a dry process, sis," Willa said as she began to soak the car.



"True dat," I said, twisting the end of the big nozzle on my hose and pushing forward on the top handle to start wetting the side of the Land Rover that faced my house. I had thought it looked pretty clean before we began, but the platinum gray color evidently hid a lot of dirt--dirt I could now see as it darkened the water running off the sides.
After a few moments of rinsing away the easy dirt, and purely by total, unintentional accident I am sure, Willa's spray lifted high over the hood and hit me full in the chest.
"Oh! Sorry!" Willa exclaimed with a grin that looked not one iota like it was apologetic. "Oops?"
"No problem," I replied easily. The spray had actually felt pretty good. We were in a bit of shade, but it was still ninety-five, easy. Probably hotter. But I wasn't about to let it go without some fun. "But be careful. Karma's a bitch..." I said darkly, twisting the nozzle of my hose from Shower to Full Stream. Pushing the lever back on, I demonstrated how powerful a weapon of retaliation I possessed by directing the stream quite noisily against the side of the car. I wanted to hit Willa with it, but I didn't have a read yet on just how these girls ticked.
"Yikes! Sorry," Willa said again, with a few shreds of actual contrition this time, and I twisted the nozzle back to Shower.
"Careful, Willa," Reggie said, standing to place the bucket of overly sudsy water on the hood of the car. "Before you eye me like that any more and let your spray wander my way , I'm sure Owen will let me play with his hose, should your aim make retaliation necessary," she added darkly.
This girl could play with my hose, alright. Again, not the time yet to make that joke.
Willa and I both set down our weapons of water war, grabbed sponges to slop soapy water on the car, and set to rubbing.
"So, what do you do Owen, that you own your own home and can have Fridays off? In the restaurant business?" Reggie asked as she squatted down to work at the bugs in the front chrome grill.
I smiled. "We haven't been properly introduced, I guess. Assistant Professor Owen Voss, PhD, Senior Research Fellow and professor of physics at the University," I said with elaborate formality. "I have 22 days until my classes begin again, so I can still take a day off during the week over the summer."
"Well, la di da," Willa laughed.
"Oh cripes," Reggie groaned. "It'll be all science talk from you two now."
"You are studying Physics?" I asked Willa, across the top of the Rover.
"Chemistry," she said in reply. "And before you ask, real chemistry. I'm not one of those hapless Pre-Med types dallying in the field. I want to be an actual scientist."
"In a derivative field," I, Mister Physicist snorted in mock dismissiveness.
"In your dreams," Willa shot back at me, leaning over against the windshield to scrub near the center. I leaned over on the other side, using my greater reach to get where she could not stretch. "I like to think of Physics as a mere pre-requisite for the study of Chemistry," she said loftily.
"See what I mean?" Reggie asked the canopy of the oak tree. "This'll go on a while. I swear..." She looked across at Willa, who was straightening up since I was getting the middle for her, and Reggie halted what was sounding like an entertaining rant brewing up. "How long have you had that bathing suit, Sis?" she asked casually.
"I bought it just before we came down here, why?" Willa replied, scrubbing the side mirror.
"Nothing. It's just that mashing your boob against the wet car there has changed some of the properties of the fabric," Reggie said slyly.
How in the hell could I have missed this? My horn-dog eyes had let me down.
Willa had indeed had to press her left boob quite thoroughly against the wet, sudsy car as she worked on the windshield. The fabric of the triangle obstructing my view of her large and lovely tit, while still firmly in place, was not doing a very good job of obstruction at all anymore. I could, for instance now know for certain that her aureoles were dark, perfectly round, and had a radius of just under three centimeters. I even got some nice observational data about the crinkled texture of those aureoles, as well as the petite but quite hard protruding nipple, all through the way the surprisingly thin and suddenly translucent fabric now clung to her flesh.
Things sort of froze for a moment or two. Time didn't seem to stop or anything, just none of us reacted for a breath or two. Then Willa shrieked in embarrassment, and grabbed at the bikini top, pulling to break it away from how it clung wetly to her flesh, then letting it slap back as loosely as she could, considering the size of its cargo.
As an effort to banish the embarrassing condition, it was sub-optimal. First, the fabric went right back to clinging as soon as it touched her body again, just as translucent as before, save for a long wrinkle across the front that was fully opaque, but which did little to conceal, and nothing to ruin, the view. Second, as she pulled it away from herself in the futile attempt to reset its concealing properties, I had gotten a full and unobstructed flash of what she wanted to hide.
God Damn, that was a nice tit.
"Damn you, Reggie," Willa hissed, finally realizing that her hand was the only way to block the view of her nipple. The fact that she was clutching a sponge of soapy water to her breast left me with a certain level of anticipation for when she inevitably removed it. "Why didn't you tell me?"
"I did! The second I noticed!" the slender sister protested, tossing her wavy hair around on her shoulders.
Willa turned to me. "And you! A gentleman would have said something," she said officiously, but with no real heat in her words. She did not particularly sound like the kind of victorian young lady who cared about The Gentlemanly Thing. She did, obviously, care about the lack of a heads up, however.
"Hey! I didn't notice until Reggie finally said something," I objected, simultaneously defending myself and throwing Reggie under the bus for entertainment purposes. Willa grimaced, and threw her sponge at me, splashing me with suds when it struck me square in the chest. I could live with that, since it got rid of the visual obstruction over that once again soaked left breast.
But my underbussing worked, and Willa turned her hose on Reggie, who was almost instantly wet all over. Unfortunately, her bikini was better engineered, and lost none of its opacity. It did stick harder against her body, and even with the confusing pattern, I could see a little pair of pokies betraying their presence against the now slick fabric.
Reggie somewhat ineffectively tried to block the spray from Willa, and appealed to me. "A little help here?" she called.
"Sure," I said. Willa's eyes widened at the nozzle in my hands, but I just winked at her and trained my own spray on Reggie! Willa laughed in approval. She had a gorgeous smile.
It was not as gorgeous as the one Reggie flashed momentarily at having been gotten, before she started spluttering when I washed my stream over her face. "That wasn't what I meant," she protested.
"Oh, sorry," I said, and twisted the nozzle back to Full Stream. Now I was blasting Reggie. She twisted away... and in so doing, the stream caught the edge of her top and dislodged it.
Believe me, I did not miss the second appearance of a nipple to occur the day, especially with this one being fully out in the open, except for spraying water. Neither did Willa, who giggled evilly. Reggie did miss it for several seconds, though. Several seconds for me to appreciate what I was seeing.
The breast was absolutely not as big as Willa's, but man, was it a scoop of mammary perfection. It jiggled and bounced as she squirmed against our twin streams of hose water. The nipple was as delicate as Willa's but even more proud above the delicious curve it surmounted, and it and the surrounding aureoles were damn near bright pink in color.
But then, as Willa's spray passed right over her breast, Reggie's nipple appeared to register that it was being hit with water directly, not through fabric. "You bitch," she growled at Reggie. "You really needed to tell me about this," she complained, shooting her hand out to block the stream of water, instead of simply covering her breast with it. I approved of that strategy.
But Reggie turned to me, still not covering herself. "And you! You did that on purpose with your... mighty hose!" Then she grabbed her top and finally jerked it back in place. Fortunately, she was still more resentful of Willa. "But you should have told me, Sis! I was just hanging out there!"
I nodded. "I agree, Willa should have warned you." After all, I'm just a guy, we are not wired to tell girls to cover up nudity, especially high grade prime like this. "She should be punished," I mused, and turned my hose toward Willa.
It was back on Shower mode, but she was also soaked in seconds, and her top let me ascertain that indeed her right aureole and nipple were just as sweetly formed, positioned, and erect as the left.
Then Reggie had to ruin things. "Willa, why are we fighting? This is all the fault of Owen and his mighty hose."
Okay, all this repeated teasing about my mighty hose had been all right in my book so far, but I sensed I was about to be in trouble.
I was right.
I'm intuitive like that.
As if they had coordinated it, Reggie lunged from the front of the car with her soapy sponge and began to rub it in my face and over my head. Willa was around the back of the Land Rover with her hose in a flash, and I was suddenly under assault from my flank. They might not be twins, but even stepsisters of the same age could develop telepathy, apparently.
I tried to cover up and protect myself, spraying them both with my own nozzle in an attempt to fend them off. In seconds, we were all sopping wet, with suds all over us wherever the water was not actively running.
As car washes on a hot day went, this was ranking right up there. Right. Up. There.
But then suddenly, they broke away from me simultaneously. We all grinned, suds in our hair. I tried to get out in front of the situation by observing, "We really are not getting the car clean like this, are we?"
"No," Reggie said, "the back and the sides haven't been scrubbed at all!"
"And I think we don't need your Powerful Nozzle, and all the problems it causes anymore, Mr. Doctor Professor," Willa said sternly. "Toss it back in your yard, then how about you get in and clean the windows on the inside?"
"Yeah," Reggie added. "All while we stay out here, safe from your ability to cause trouble."
Things had almost gotten crazy there for a second, but sanity seemed to be restoring itself. I was simply glad that it was just my hose, and not me, that was being dismissed.
"Hey!" Willa yelled, as I went to open the driver's door. She tossed me a towel from a table in the carport. "Don't get my upholstery wet!"
I caught the towel, and laid it over the seat before I got inside, closing the door behind me so they could use the hose some more. Water sprayed all over the outside, sheeting the windows in water. I started with the inside windshield, while they started together at the rear. Even through all the water, I could see them still fussing at each other back there. They were keeping it far too quiet for me to hear what they were saying, which gave me an uneasy feeling for my fate when I finally emerged from the vehicle. Were they fussing, or plotting?
I was done with the windshield and dash as the two started working their way up along opposite sides. I looked to my right to see Reggie squatting by the front passenger door, giving it a good sudsing. I smiled her way and she smiled back before scrunching up her face and shouting, "Willa! What the hell do you think you are doing?"
What Willa was doing was working on the roof of the car right beside and over me. She was stretching out as she worked, which meant squashing her translucent bikini-clad boobs against the window right beside me with each stroke.
If I had thought before that the bikini was a bit see-thru when wet, it was damned near transparent when pressed wetly against glass.
As I said, I'm not given to freezing up around hot chicks, even naked hot chicks, but this situation had me fully bemused, and I just sat there staring. It was all I could do while it lasted.
"What?" Willa called out innocently. While she replied, she stopped scrubbing, and just left her chest pressed firmly to the glass, a foot from my face.
Reggie was still staring through the window she hadn't started on yet, past me, at Willa's rack where it was making me so happy. Then she stood up and looked at her sister over the top of the car. Or I assumed she did. I could see neither of their faces. But I could hear them.
"For the record, I'm just scrubbing doubly hard in two places at once," Willa said smugly. "I'm being efficient."
"Yeah? Maybe I'll be efficient too," Reggie proclaimed, and now I found my vision arrested upon the other side of the car, as she squished her tits all over the driver's side window. Her bikini still casually resisted transparency, but the breasts they contained definitely squished marvelously against the glass. But Reggie remained unhappy. "I'm still at a natural disadvantage here, not to mention a wardrobe one."
It was now official, and pretty much out in the open, I was being fucked with. At this point, stuck as my eyes were on Reggie's tasty morsels, I had begun to desperately attempt to figure out which of them was the ringleader here. Apparently, I had ten days to see, if I could identify her, how I could get her to drop the 'with' in 'fucked with'...
"Aww, thank you, Reg," Willa said smugly, wiggling her tits extra hard against the glass. I couldn't miss it.
Reggie pulled away from her side and I saw her look down at the glass. "Eww! Bird stuff over here."
I looked closer. I couldn't see any birdshit on the front passenger side window.
"It'll mess up my bikini if I clean it this way," Reggie complained to Willa. Then she calmly pulled both cups aside, tucking them up under those beautiful handfuls, and rubbed the bare flesh of her tits all over the glass.
I almost fell over, trying to get past the stupidly huge center hump to clean the glass inside over there.
Willa just shrieked in outraged laughter.
Before I could make any headway over the console, Reggie swiftly pulled away from the glass and tucked them away again. "Got it," she called smugly to Willa.
I again could see neither face, and if they were still talking, it was too quietly to be heard inside the well-soundproofed passenger compartment of the Land Rover.
Sadly, they did appear to have been talking, and the subject had been that it was time to 'let me of the hook.' Both of them suddenly were casually just washing the car in as non-arousing a way as two smoking hot nineteen year-olds in soapy bikinis, one of which was still translucent-ish, could.
I was sad to be off the hook. I had liked that hook. That hook had been a helluva wonderful hook.
I now had ten days to identify if either was interested in more than teasing me, which of them that might be, were I so lucky to discover that either was, and then take advantage of that interest. My mind began to sketch out ideas and plans as I cleaned the dash.
Maybe it was a lot less time than that, I fretted. Once Ron and Gina returned, the two girls would likely have a lot less time to fall prey to my machinations. And I wanted to stay on my neighbors' good side anyway. They appeared to have different ideas about their daughters that about each other.
Again, this was if either of these girls was in fact actually interested. The way they could turn the play off so easily was not promising. I might just be a target of opportunity for their own amusement. I was, depending on how you looked at it, fifty percent older than they were.
I got the rest of the inside glass clean up front. But when I got out, Willa slid into the backseat before I could, snatching the towel from my hands on the way. Reggie got out some drying towels, and sweetly handed me a brush and a can of tire shine.
To pay for my show, I was to be given the grossest job in washing a car...
Worth. It.
This had been the highlight of my summer so far, and I had bought a house a month and a half ago. Seriously. I set to the tires with gusto.
While I worked, about the only thanks I got was Reggie's tendency to work on the side of the car I was on, and to bend over away from me as she dried her sister's vehicle. Her ass was absolutely to die for. And the back of that high cut bikini bottom was even higher cut in back. It wasn't really a thong, because the center strap was always fully visible, but it still showed off about seventy percent of the taut, vibrant, tanned expanse of her small but perfect buttocks.
I was fortunate, actually, to be crouched down beside the tires. My shorts were still pretty wet, and they clung. If I were standing around upright at this point, the girls would not be the only ones showing things off.
But my experience was clearly winding down, and that realization was good, because it helped other things wind down too before I would inevitably need to straighten up. Reggie and Willa were talking to each other through an open door, discussing their evening plans. It was clear, though not pointed at all, that their plans did not include the continuing presence of Owen Voss.
Fair dues. I had been more than adequately compensated for pitching in.
About the time I was finishing the last wheel, Willa climbed back out of the Land Rover, and Reggie stepped back to examine her work.
Honestly, the car gleamed. Tits must make excellent buffing tools...
"Thank you, Owen," Reggie said brightly.
"Yeah thanks," Willa added. "My girl looks great."
"It was fun, and I needed the cool-down," I replied, though I had not, perhaps, really been cooled down... I looked at my watch. "And I think I still have plenty of time to get my trellis up today."
I stepped nimbly over the hedge, and began to disentangle my hose from its clutches. "I think I'll have to wait for tomorrow to go buy vines, though," I observed, to myself as much as to make conversation.
"Oh you can't do that," protested Reggie quickly. "Not in the afternoon!"
I was about to ask why, when Willa swiftly added, "Yeah, we need to return the favor and help you clean that dusty Buick you have over there!"
"See you about two?" Reggie resumed, somehow intuiting that I wasn't going to argue about this new agenda item. Then they both waved and headed into their house. That was quite a sight to see. If Reggie's tits were smaller than Willa's, they were still awesome. Likewise, if Willa's ass was slightly larger and softer-looking than Reggie's, it was still also riveting.
Well.
Well, well, well.
I had a bounce in my step as I took the two trellis panels out back to nail them to the fence.
I lost the bounce pretty quickly, when in my distraction, I hammered my thumb three different times. Certain anticipatory thoughts helped my aim to wander.
I had three nights to see if I could fully hit it off with one of them before their parents got back. If it was doable at all, I was increasingly certain that it was doable in three days.
Then I decided that what the hell, I was just fantasizing here. With only two of them, three days sounded like more than opportunity enough to hit it off with both!
That's when I hit my thumb for the third time.
*
Sleep was not easy that night. Getting much accomplished over the next morning was likewise difficult. But I did manage to get the replacement knobs attached to my cabinetry at last. The mindless task was as complicated as I could handle. With those bikinis still in my mind, and my thumb still throbbing a little, I was not letting myself go anywhere near power tools!



I made a sandwich, and showered for a long while, even though I hoped to get all wet and soapy shortly. I needed the time to rather presumptuously trim up down there. I completely shaved my balls and underneath, while trimming the hair above and around my cock down short and close. It was the look I had determined, after some informal experimentation, that most women seemed to appreciate the most.
It was a look that my summer of homeownership's mostly empty social calendar had caused me to let slide. If I had a chance to turn fantasy into reality some time over the next few evenings, I didn't want to be all hairy down there, nor freshly shaved and looking rashy.
I sat around like cat on a hot tin roof, not wanting to go out to the carport too soon and look pathetically eager like I actually was. But at ten 'til two, I could resist no more and went out to pull my 2019 Buick Encore back into the driveway under the shade of the largest maple.
There were plenty of high plantings at the end of both driveways, and given how both drives curved, this spot was the least visible from the road. This exact placement for my car had been the subject of half an hour's furious mental calculus the night before. It was clear that both of these girls had at least little bit of an exhibitionist streak in them, and the more effectively hidden we were, the more I could hope for at least a few really good flashes.
The question foremost in my mind was, would Willa go right on ahead and wear her new, see-thru-when-wet bikini top again, now that its properties were an established variable? If she showed up in that same bikini, my optimism would skyrocket.
Pulling the car out to that perfect spot used up all of one minute, leaving me standing around nervously for the next nine, looking like an idiot, I was sure. At two on the nose, there was no sign of them. I fretted and went back to the carport. I took out the five gallon blue bucket I had bought at Lowe's the night before, then carefully distressed to not look new anymore. I filled it with water, the five sponges I had bought along with it (a few extra for throwing), and too much of my own all-in-one car shampoo and wax sudser.
Still no girls. I was anxious that they might be inside Gina and Ron's, peeking out the laundry room window to watch me stew. Wenches. Or worse... maybe they were standing me up, and had gone to the beach after all...
That thought had me bereft, but just as I started to panic, out the side door they both popped with a wave.
2:07.
I brightened involuntarily, and waved back. But I had to admit to a little disappointment when I saw how they had dressed. They still had bikinis on, though both were different from the day before. But both also had voluminous, white, Property of Northwestern Athletics, cotton teeshirts on, tied tightly at the bottom, about halfway from waist to bust, which would keep those shirts from being dislodged by any mischievously misdirected sprays of water. It was still a hot as hell look, especially since both bikini bottoms were at least as small as the day's before, but it was just as clear that there was an extra layer of fabric to interrupt my eyes' roving.
Their exhibitionist streak might have been over-taxed the day before, alas.
Apparently, my droolus-interruptus was visible on my face, as they both laughed as they approached my crest-fallen visage.
"What's the matter, Dr. Owen Voss?" Reggie teased. "Don't like today's outfits?"
"Sorry, we don't need the sun today," Willa added, "and after yesterday, we thought that 'bikini car wash' was little over the top as a trope, don't you think?"
"A little too eighties soft-core summer movie," Reggie added in the sage manner only undergrads can affect.
What did these two girls know about eighties soft-core movies?
I mean, I'm a male who has had the internet since it was a thing, so of course, I've seen Bikini Carwash. I've even seen Bikini Carwash 2 too, though it sucked. But where would they have heard about it?
"I am just happy for the help getting this dirt-laden beater cleaned up, thank you," I said with a smile that hid my pain.
Their hose wouldn't reach over to my driveway, so we only had mine. But neither girl would trust me with my own hose, which I thought was unfair. Most of the watery hose shenanigans had been committed by them the day before, not me!
Fine. I could scrub my dirt-encrusted SUV with all my multiple sponges. And so could they.
I might have been denied a direct view of their mammalian curves by the teeshirts they wore over the bikinis, but the suggestion of shape and plentiful movement within those tightly tied tees was still making me happy enough.
Really.
I'm easily satisfied.
All I need is two smoking hot women in next to nothing, and I can usually soldier on...
I was happy enough that I often had to keep my groin pressed against the steel of the vehicle body to keep certain of my own contours from making themselves evident... All I had worn this day were a different, less heavy-duty pair of shorts than I had the day before.
The whole experience was proving to be a little frustrating though. The girls were chatting along happily, and honestly, both were very entertaining to talk with. They seemed to pepper in just enough innuendo here and there to keep me on edge, but otherwise, they were fairly bland in their conversation.
"You know, I think this is our first semester since eighth grade that we have no classes together," Willa observed at one point.
Reggie stopped a moment, which at least allowed me a good view of the swell of her breast under the teeshirt. "Shit, you're right! How'd we let that happen?" she asked in genuine surprise.
"By you majoring in journalism," Willa scoffed, her voice dripping with scorn. "Since you gave up actual scholarship, we had to drift apart in our class selection."
"Bullshit, Sis," Reggie retorted. "Journalism is The Search for Truth!" With that, she threw her sponge, her wet, soapy sponge, at her sister. It hit Willa right on her considerable chest, spattering her teeshirt, white with the big N of Northwestern University, with soapy water.
It took my reptilian brain about two microseconds to recognize that Willa was not wearing a bikini top under the cotton shell after all, as I had formerly assumed. Spots here and there clung to her body, turning quite sheer. Most importantly, there was one particularly well-placed and large patch right over that left breast I had first enjoyed through the bikini top the day before.
Cotten teeshirt fabric becomes even more sheer when wet than the prior day's bikini had.
I had become so in love with that tantalizing left nipple after the prior day's events and now this, I might have been induced to ask it to marry me had I been pressed.
Willa looked down at her chest. Rather than cover herself, she just squinted at Reggie. She didn't even spare a glance at me. "Oh, so it's on, is it?"
Reggie just laughed.
"You got a big clot of dirt over there on the fender," Willa observed, pointing at a big glob of caked mud on my left fender, left there from a muddy day's driving into a pine farm to recalibrate an instrument. "I'll help you get it wet," she added in a flat voice the import of which I missed. Reggie did not.
"Hey, wait..." she started to say.
Willa had the hose.
With a squeeze, she directed the spray at full volume, not at the dirt clod, but at Reggie, taking her full in the face, then chest. The blast of water in Reggie's face had her rubbing both hands to clear her vision. That left her teeshirt-clad chest clear to view...
She also clearly had no bikini top on under her tee. The fabric plastered to her chest, revealing over all its expanse a bare and spectacular torso beneath.
Willa just laughed at the sputtering Reggie, then grabbed a sponge and began to furiously scrub my car. Her sister recovered and also began to wash my car like a laughing maniac.
Well, this was fun. My thoughts that they had exceeded their exhibitionist limits the day before were obviously mistaken. They were quite clearly premeditated in today's show.
Life was good.
Meanwhile, despite my eyes' efforts to keep me from being the least bit useful, I had kept scrubbing, and I realized I had exhausted the suds on my sponge. Reggie was next to the bucket and I tossed my sponge to her. "Reggie, can you toss me back a fresh wet one?" I asked, wanting to work some more on the front grill, and keep up the illusion that there was nothing going on.
My eyes were very, very invested in simply keeping them alternately in view, as if there was nothing unusual going on.
"Need another sponge?" Reggie asked for some reason. The two of them looked at each other.
Then, again, in that weird, not-twins-but-seems-like-it way, the two of them looked at each other, then they both pounced like lions.
In a flash, before I could respond, both girls were on me with their own, wet, soapy sponges. Not on my car. On me.
I stumbled back a pace in surprise as two sponges squished suds all over me. Mostly my chest at first, especially my pecs and nipples, but then they started moving around. One, I'm not sure which, slid their sponge up over my face, blinding me. The other slid their sponge down, and my pants were swiftly soaked. I was, even before that moment, painfully aware of my own erection, but now my shorts were fully plastered against the throbbing evidence.
"Oh yeah, Reg. Check that out!" caroled Willa.
"Oh yeah," came Reggie's reply, as one of them, I was still soap-blind and couldn't tell which, rubbed the sponge on my crotch some more.
I am sure it will not shock you to hear that this behavior did nothing to relieve the tumescent swell in the front of my shorts that they were talking about.
All this was great, but suddenly both of them pulled away from me. I shook my eyes clear of suds and saw that Willa still had my firehose-style spray nozzle. She was holding it menacingly.
"Don't you..." Reggie growled, then was cut off by the Full Stream setting of the nozzle, directed at her by Willa's gleeful hands. Water absolutely blasted into Reggie, hitting her first right in the crotch, then sweeping upward to spray back and forth over her chest, smashing the fabric of her tee into near invisibility over her chest.
Fuck, those were fantastic tits. Not huge, just sensational.
Whatever coordination between the two there had been was gone now.
It. Was. On.
Reggie's foot kicked the hose, and she bent swiftly to grab it. With a yank, she freed the nozzle from Willa's hands, then pulled the hose toward herself.
"Hey! Wait just a minute," Willa protested. Too late.
Reggie grabbed the still blasting at full power nozzle and absolutely hosed down Willa. Within seconds, her gloriously big, delicious tits were just as effectively bare as Reggie's. They bounced and shivered under the high-pressure blast of the hose and Reggie kept sweeping it back and forth.
Who wears white teeshirts with nothing underneath to hand wash a car? The best neighbors ever, as far as I was concerned.
Awesome as this was, I had a sudden, about be revealed as unwise, urge to be an adult. I stepped over next to Reggie, and grabbed the hose. "All right, that's enough marvelousness for..." was all I got out before they both fell on me again. I was pushed the ground by them both, and they rode me down. The hose was still going full blast and one of them, I was again disoriented and couldn't see, nor did I care which, began to spray me full in the face and chest with it. The other had a sponge and was vigorously doing to me what we were allegedly supposed to be doing to my car.
I no longer gave a shit about my car getting clean, if I ever had.
Still, I was pretty sure I was supposed to be struggling, so I did. I tried pushing them away from me, which I felt was the best possible way to struggle. It was best because it involved placing my hands on a breast each and massaging eagerly while pushing very, very weakly.
I wanted to struggle. I did not want to win...
We were piled up on each other. Fortunately, they had borne me to the grass next to the driveway pavement, rather than on it, or the fun would not have been so sustainable. Still, the newly awakened suburbanite in me recommitted to improving my lawn. I could just feel the weeds making my back uncomfortable among the soft blades of grass.
My hands slid around their chests, exploring all four of the fabulous tits bearing down on me. Willa's were each far beyond what a single hand could encompass, letting me move and slide my fingers all around while always seeming to just encounter more soft flesh no matter when my fingers went. Reggie's tits were indeed smaller, but only in comparison. They still fully filled my eagerly groping hand, and when I squeezed one gently (and repeatedly), it was clear that they were firmer.
The hose remained between us, spraying madly. It was inconvenient, but I think we all likes the continued soaking, and it was an excuse. As the water sprayed, keeping our vision a little bleary, I felt a tightly clutched sponge swabbing my groin, absolutely soaking through the thinner shorts I had chosen to wear. The sponge disappeared, and a moment later I felt another hand, sponge-less, caress my bulge and squeeze. I only knew it was a different hand, but not whether it was a different girl.
I groaned involuntarily.
"Jesus, Reggie! He is so fucking hard," Willa said, sitting up at last. It was her hand that was on my cock. Reggie sat up too, and her hand slid down my chest to stroke me in alternate motions with Willa.
I no longer was in a position to 'press them away', and while I was pretty sure I no longer needed an excuse to explore those wet, sort-of-exposed-but-not-quite tits above me, I let my hands fall away in accordance with the game. But my eyes remained riveted. All four nipples were erect and firm, with an irregular little circle of white cotton surrounding each peak, where they tented the cotton a few millimeters away from the skin.
The hose was momentarily forgotten by them both, so I seized it myself and started spraying both girls madly. In principle, a guy usually does not try to distract women who are exploring his penis, but I was beginning to be, um, fairly confident that they intended more exploration regardless, and would not be put off completely by my recreational use of the hose.
Shrieks of outrage greeted my assault, and both of them leapt to their feet. This did indeed end the exploration of my erection, and gave me one helluva view of their tits bouncing almost wildly as the girls rose above me. It had been years since I'd seen a genuine wet teeshirt situation, and never one where more than one girl was so spectacularly overqualified for the endeavor. I had forgotten the simple joy of it all. I indulged myself in continuing to spray them from my prone position. They continued to preen under the stream.
"All right, enough!" Reggie suddenly said, with an authority that cut through my tit-induced haze. I dutifully shut off the hose. It wasn't like the view was hurt by that. "We still have to finish washing your car, Owen," she giggled.
"Oh wow, yes," Willa said, bending to grab a discarded sponge. As she bent, those generous tits dangled nicely... "Owen, you keep the hose while we scrub. You just keep us, I mean whatever part of the car we are working on, nice and wet," she ordered.
"Good idea," Reggie giggled and ran to get a fresh sponge from the soapy bucket.
Good idea? Best idea ever.
We actually had most of the job done already, car-wise at least. The two made quick work of the rest of the visible dirt, while I kept them both good and wet. Without the direct, head-on distraction of those four glorious, visible-but-not-exposed boobs, I spent my freed up mental bandwidth on appreciating their long legs and hunger-inducing asses, which were being rocked and wiggled more than strictly necessary.
Reggie was wearing a bottom that day that tragically covered more of her perfect little backside than the day before's near thong, while Willa's current bottom exposed a helluva lot more what she had sported Friday. It was pink, and was a true string bikini--just a modest triangle in front and back, tied over each sweeping but not overlarge hip with an egregiously long string in a dangling bow. The back had a little scrunchy gather right in the middle that pulled the fabric into the top of the crack of Willa's ass as an accent.
The last of the visible dirt was gone now. They were just working on a gleam the four year-old beater did not deserve, and which it would lose on Monday when I drove out to the Ag Department's cow pasture to check the Feldman Array. This was all fine by me, I was just enjoying the show, and the girls seemed content to continue providing it. And the water did feel good to all of us. The day had become beastly hot, the kind of day in August when Summer has gotten in a groove and is pushing its limits.
I was worried that the wet fun might be coming to an end though, as Willa in particular started looking around us.
But then she said, "More suds, Reg," and as her sister turned for the bucket, Willa's fingertips flicked at the small knot she had tied in the bottom of her teeshirt to keep it tight around her abdomen. It came loose, and she quite casually pulled it off over her head. She was standing directly side-on to me, and I was treated to the spectacular sight of her profile as her magnificent breast was tugged upward by her rising arms, then bounced free as it escaped the shirt. Her breasts settled in place entrancingly as she lowered her arms.
Reggie turned back, holding the bucket and gasped. "Whoa! Really?"
Willa just shrugged, smiled, and dunked her shirt in the sudsy water. She splashed her chest as she pulled it out, then slapped the sudsy cotton onto my car and began wiping vigorously.
Reggie was actually surprised by Willa's strip off, which must not have been part of whatever plan they had had. But not that surprised. She looked at me, and almost sheepishly said, "She has kind of gotten into showing them off this summer."
"Do you blame me?" Willa giggled smugly.
I could not help myself. "Hardly," I chuckled. But I kept my eyes on Reggie. "You should get into it too," I said softly.
"Me? I don't have those assets," Reggie said, with just a hair of uncertainty.
"Please," I scoffed. Then I paused. "No, seriously. Please," I entreated.
She liked the way I begged, I could see. "You and my parents have neighbors, you know," she temporized, looking around the area herself.
I let myself look too. It was hard to move my eyes, but I managed. I really had chosen this spot well, though. "It's too hot for yard work by anybody else this afternoon. And we are well-screened from any passing cars right here."
"And if some guy is looking out one of the windows I actually can see?" Reggie said, a little more boldly.
"Then he's a happy man right now. About to be happier?" I added hopefully with a grin.
Willa just slapped her sodden shirt against Reggie's chest. "Come on! We didn't bring rags, and we need to get this thing gleaming."
She was so gung ho! I admired her... commitment to excellence.
Reggie grinned, fairly easy to convince. Yeah, they both definitely had an exhibitionist streak a mile wide. She looked around again, just for show, then grabbed the bottom of her shirt.
Okay, Willa's shirt removal was spectacular. Reveling those wonders was a show I'd watch anytime it was offered.
But Reggie knew how to take off a shirt.
She took her time with her own knot, twisting her torso back and to as she tugged at it for longer than I knew she needed to. With the bottom loose, she tugged upward. With just the bottom curves of her tits coming into view, she tugged at a sleeve and pulled her right arm back and inside the shirt. This display of limber flexibility let her push the shirt up over her shoulder, a firm, bouncing breast popping into clear view. She leaned forward just a little, leaving the free boob dangling and wobbling as she struggled with the clinging shirt. She worked her head out from the neck, and now only had the shirt with her left arm still in the sleeve, her left breast maddeningly still hidden.



I already had Willa's two magnificent beasts and Reggie's other delicious scoop all exposed for my view, and of course, all I wanted to see was that last breast. And Reggie knew it. She smiled at me, and tugged the shirt completely free with a flourish.
So there I was, with two topless sophomores standing in my front yard, washing my car.
Reggie also dunked her shirt, then she and her step sister began sudsing my car top to bottom. I stood nearby, directed the hose as instructed, and feasted my eyes.
"It needs a better polishing than this," Willa said merrily. She tossed her shirt at me, hitting me in the face with it. "Use that, Owen," she sang out. When I got the wet shirt free from my face, I saw Reggie pouring suds over Willa's chest, and then her busty sister turned and began polishing my thoroughly undeserving old Buick with her tits.
Reggie dumped suds on herself, tossed me her shirt as well, and leaned over the car to help Willa.
I moved next to them, a shirt in each hand, and did my own, thoroughly distracted, part to scrub the car that needed no more scrubbing. We worked happily away for about... seven seconds, then Willa, who was furthest from me, stepped back from the car, around behind me, and settled back in, with her hip touching mine as she leaned in to rub those tits on the car some more.
Reggie had been a good foot away from me, but she immediately worked her way back in closer, and I soon found myself sandwiched tightly between them. Reggie rubbed her torso over to the side, until her tits were slipping wetly over the back of my hand with each pass. I moved my scrubbing efforts of that hand closer to her, and was rewarded with a longer pass with each sway of her chest.
Casually, I slid my other hand closer to Willa's swaying, wet polishers. After a single brush of her tit, nipple bumping over the knuckles of my shirt-clenching fist, however, she straightened.
Alas.
But instead, she flipped around, pressing her ass back against the fender as a new 'polishing cloth', and leaned back, her breasts softly resting on her chest, nipples poking achingly upward.
I let go of the shirt in that hand, leaving it on the roof, and decided to simply reach out. I swung my hand around to clasp her curvy hip, giving it a good brief squeeze. But I was pretty sure what she wanted. I slid my fingers up the side of her chest, and gently grasped and squeezed that wonderful mound. Willa just wiggled her ass harder, thrusting her chest upward slightly against my grasp.
Reggie saw what was happening, of course, and I found her breast now pressing on the back of my hand full time now, eraser-hard nipple bumping over its contours. Without ceasing my gentle explorations of the tensile properties of Willa's breast, I casually released the other shirt and just flipped my hand over, palm up. Reggie immediately laid a breast into my hand and I gave its smaller, but much firmer flesh a gratified squeeze.
A moan involuntarily escaped my lips.
Both of them laughed.
"Oh, this is going to get fun, Willa," Reggie giggled.
Going to get fun?
Up until that moment, I hadn't been sure if I was being evaluated, or if this was still some (shudder) horrible tease... but apparently we had just slipped right into foreplay! In my front yard. I guessed that I was going to have to get my exhibitionist streak out of storage as well.
If anyone actually was watching us out a becurtained window, I hoped at least it was Dani, the milfish-looking wife who lived catty-corner from me across the street, and whose leftmost front window might possibly have a view of us. I prayed that it would not be Mrs. Wilkins, who lived on the other side. If Mrs. W was home and saw us, we'd get a visit from a squad car shortly. I'd already gotten to know that much about the old bat's MO.
"You two are the best neighbors ever," I murmured. Both straightened up and turned toward me. It was hard to keep my hands on their tits that way, so I rotated to lean my ass against the vehicle and slid my hand back around to cup both their butts. They compensated me by pressing those wet tits against my bare torso's sides.
"We aren't your neighbors," Willa tutted. "Mom and Dad are."
"Yeah," Reggie said almost sourly. "I don't even have a bedroom anymore. Mom remade it into her home office."
"Mine's not much better. We are sharing it, but they've gotten rid of all my stuff. It's a guest bedroom. We are visitors now," Willa added. This was on the verge of bumming them out. I change the subject.
"Best visitors ever, then," I said, hugging them both. My face was closer to Reggie's, so I kissed her. An intended quick peck turned into a deep, open-mouthed, breath-trading kiss. It would have gone on longer, but Willa gently cupped my chin and turned my head toward hers. Reggie let me go with equanimity and I found my lips wrestling with Willa's. Her tongue was very outgoing.
Jesus, the back of my mind raced. This was exceeding my expectations--my hopes even, and by miles. I had had a pretty good life so far, but standing against my car, in the summer shade, with my hands full of two amazing asses, four naked tits pressed against me, and alternately kissing two eager mouths was a definite high point.
Reggie leaned into my ear as I kissed Willa and softly demanded. "Suck her tits."
How was I supposed to disobey that order?
Willa had heard it too, and leaned backward so I could drag my lips down her still wet throat to finally clasp one of the erect nipples on her masses of flesh in my mouth. I suckled hungrily, and then gave her just the barest nibble. She hissed very responsively, so I bit just a hair harder. You have to be careful with teeth, but I find them to be a lot of fun...
There was just the barest taste of soapy residue still on that breast, but I rolled with it happily. I released Reggie's ass and was unable to resist reaching up to squeeze and mangle Willa's bounty as I sucked at its pinnacle.
Reggie seemed to have no problem with my relinquishing my grasp on her ass, and she revealed her motivation for her order to me.
She squatted down.
My lips curled into a smile, a big, goofy smile, around Willa's nipple as I felt Reggie yank my fly open and let my shorts drop to my ankles. Even if I had been washing my car all by myself, I would not have worn underwear for the task. I can't stand the feel of wet boxers under any kind of pants. My cock bounced free and Reggie almost instantly made the head disappear from view.
Her lips wrapped delicately just round the rim of my glans, her hand cupped my hairless balls gently, and her tongue flicked up under my tip inside her mouth, all almost simultaneously. She rocked her head around a bit to torture my head as her lips traced along its rim.
Now, there is a Test that a man has to face when, after a long and crazy run-up, shit actually gets real and the horsing around changes to getting on the horse. The sensory overload of that first moment is that Test. Will he lose it right then, or can he push through?
My very first time, when I was eighteen, I failed The Test.
Spectacularly.
Kaley Davidson had just stuck out her tongue and barely licked the underside of my cock, a major first in my life, and I had instantly nutted... prodigiously, all over her face. She hadn't been angry about it, but she hadn't been exactly kind either. It took three weeks of her laughing at me every time she saw me before she let me stick it back in her mouth. I'd passed The Test the second time.
Through my undergraduate days, and even after, The Test was a lurking problem I always watched out for. And there were times I failed, I'll admit.
But it had ben a while since I'd so much as thought about The Test. Age and experience make it a breeze.
But it snuck up on me here. The transition from sexy carwash play to Yep, I'm Getting My Cock Sucked Right Here, Out in the Open was almost unendurably magnificent. I came as close to going off instantly as I had in five years at least.
But I passed.
Once I did, I knew I could hold on and enjoy for a good long while, if the chance were given to me. And Reggie seemed to now be quite intent on ensuring my enjoyment. She slurped much more of me into her mouth, bobbing but still twisting her head on me. Her fingers began to tickle my balls and the super sensitive skin right behind them, while her other hand massaged the base of my shaft.
I was in instant heaven, and showed my utter appreciation in the only way that made sense to me in the moment. I absolutely went to town, sucking and squeezing her sister's tits. I groaned happily and made loud sucking noises on each nipple in frantic turns, and my fingers dug as deeply as felt comfortable for Willa into her curves. There was more gentle biting, though it was hard to control that.
Willa laughed merrily at my reaction, and Reggie seemed to find it amusing as well, though she also seemed a bit competitive. Listen, when a girl who is already fabulously sucking your cock starts to act like she needs to do more to hold your attention, that's a good thing.
It's not a great thing, because I would have liked for it to last longer, but it's certainly a good thing. In far less time than I wanted, I had to release Willa entirely, lean back against the Buick, and simply stare down at my cock disappearing in and out of Reggie's unfairly and improbably skilled mouth. She smiled up at me as she sucked.
"Holy shit, you are going to make me come," I gasped in incoherent awe.
Willa, now leaning on my shoulder interestedly, looked down in fascination at Reggie sucking my cock. "Go to town, Sis!" she said like she was watching a race. "Make him come on your face. I want to see it."
That exhortation did nothing to slow my roll.
Reggie pulled off of me with a gasp. Just before, my cock had been tapping the back of her throat, and now her hand began to jack me furiously. I reached a boil, which she could clearly feel from the pulsation in her fist. She opened her mouth and lolled out her lovely tongue like a red carpet.
With a barely surpassed grunt of release, I shot my first stream of jizz. It slapped a long white line right up the center of that tongue from tip to deep in her mouth. Before the second wave could follow, Reggie closed her lips and eyes and just smiled for me.
I'm very good at ejaculating. It's not a skill, it's a physical characteristic. Have all you want, I'll make more. Usually ready to serve pretty soon thereafter.
But for the moment, I was still delivering this first load. Willa and I were treated to the sight of spurt after copious spurt of cum pouring in wobbling streams all over Reggie's lovely face.
As my last little spurts filled in final spots around her cheeks, Reggie was laughing. She wiped her left eye clear and looked up at me, licking her upper lip. "Damn! That felt impressive. Tasted pretty good too," she added to Willa.
"Really?"
"Just try," Reggie said, extending up her finger coated in the jizz from her eyelid to her sister, who leaned over and sucked it clean like she was sampling cake frosting.
Holy shit.
"Mmmm," Willa said, savoring the lick. Then she leaned down and wiped some more off Reggie's cheek, and tried that too. Then she looked at me. "Are you one of those guys who always eat a lot of pineapple to make their cum taste good? Because if so, don't stop."
I was already feeling like my erection was never going to completely fade anyway, but this little vignette was putting any hope of a rest to, um, rest.
"I... I don't actually eat a lot of pineapple," I almost mumbled. "But I do like tropical cocktails. I use plenty of pineapple juice, and passion fruit, too."
"It will do," Reggie said, wiping her face clean with various fingers, only occasionally tasting what she had cleaned off.
"Yeah, but we need to move on," Willa said. "I'm not standing around while you play with his spooge." With that, she hefted the forgotten hose and blasted Reggie in the face with a heavy stream.
"Bitch!" Reggie giggled, once she could breathe again. She picked up the sudsy bucket and doused Willa with it. Foamy water ran down that spectacular curvy body in scenic rivulets, holding my gaze. Then Willa had to go and sort of ruin it by turning and rubbing her whole body all over my car, sliding along it until she had crawled sinuously onto the hood, ass thrust out at both of us. She just writhed there for a bit.
"Show off," Reggie laughed.
Willa just kept writhing. "Tell me his cock is getting hard again," she said in a few moments, without looking back.
"Getting there," Reggie said, stroking my dick lightly once more, hastening that progress.
"Good,"Willa said, resting her head sideways on her outstretched arms as she slid her legs off the side of my hood. "Owen, when you are ready, I am extremely eager to have you fuck me over the front of your car," she said dreamily.
Reggie just grabbed the hose and let a light spray mist down over Willa's body. "You can't say no to that, can you?" she asked me nonchalantly.
I looked at her, a little amazed. She just shrugged, and looked at my swelling cock.
Well, I was not going to let a little thing like a comfortable refraction period get in my way. I stepped over to Willa, and caressed that round, inviting ass. She just wiggled mildly in reply, the spray from Reggie's hose now misting us both.
I plucked the string of a bow on one hip, and tugged. It loosened, and the strings fell apart. The backside triangle of fabric drooped, exposing a bit of delicious crack. I tugged the other bow, and the whole bottom drooped, then slid to the ground between her feet. She had already spread her legs nicely, and I could see that she was completely shaven.
Fuuuuck. This was next level unreal.
I stepped close, and held my cock, rubbing it lightly along her slit. "Are you ready?" I asked softly, still rubbing, but pressing harder.
"Gee, Owen. I'm butt naked, spread eagled over the hood of your car and literally telling you to fuck me, what do you think?" Willa laughed.
Fine. Be that way. I pushed in. Hard. Fast.
She gasped and arched her back as I invaded. I paused halfway in to let her catch her breath and, let's be honest, to let me suppress another prematurely orgasmic surge, then buried myself to the hilt, my belly coming to a rest, pressed hard against her ass. I grabbed her hips, dug in my fingers and began gently to thrust in and out, with all deliberation.
"Holy shit, Owen. Are all older guys as able to restrain themselves as you?" Reggie asked. "Any guy our age would have had her impaled and practically sawed in half all ready in the time you took to first touch her."
"Older guy?" I implored them both, not pausing in the slightest. "Guys, I'm only thirty!"
"Feels like thirty centimeters right now," gasped Willa happily.
Note: I am nowhere near thirty centimeters, folks. Not the same orbit. Twentyish.
Reggie just leaned against the car and watched. "Good, Willa?" she asked, as if discussing an order of blackened grouper.
"Fuck yeah," Willa growled.
Neither asked if I was having fun. That was apparent.
Once I was in a groove, keeping my rhythm and only searching for what angles made Willa whine the most prettily, I had to ask, since Reggie was just hanging out, available for conversation, "Do you guys do this much, give a guy a heart attack together?"
Willa found the breath to laugh, but that was the extent of her reply.
Reggie giggled. "We do tend to both give the good ones a go eventually," she said easily. "But we've only shared like this a couple of times. You just got lucky that we only have until Monday night when our parents get back, so we're in a rush," she said smoothly.
"Mom said you guys don't know each other well, but I'll warn you, they are pretty fucking conservative. If we started hanging off of you when they were around, you'd have disapproving neighbors for life. Especially if we both did."
So your parents are super repressed, are they? Girl, you know not what you are dealing with...
"But fun as it is watching what you are doing to my sister, and I mean that, I'd usually rather spend my time with a hot guy getting fucked myself, not watching Willa enjoy herself."
"So gooood..." Willa moaned. She had been moaning other things for a while now. I was mostly grunting.
"So that leaves us all day tomorrow, and how are you fixed for Monday?" Reggie asked. Was she about to go get her phone and open her calendar app? "Can one of us have one day, and the other the other?"
I groaned in genuine agony over that question. "Monday is bad. I will be in the lab all morning, and then a lunch meeting on curriculum. Then I have to drive out to Bum Fuck Egypt in a back cow pasture the university owns out in the sticks, to a background radiation measuring station that needs service."
"Mmmmm," Willa growled. "You can have him tomorrow, Sis. I want to drive out and get myself fucked on top of a physics experiment in front of some cows."
There really would be no place to actually fuck her atop the instrument, since it was in such a tiny, cow-proof shed. But I'd gladly reproduce the current circumstances out there come Monday. The cows would watch, too. There were a lot of them, and what else is there to do if you're a cow?
Reggie leaned over, draping her hand on my bare, thrusting ass, and asked Willa with genuine curiosity, "You are way getting into getting fucked outside like this aren't you?"
"Not my first time," Willa moaned. "You need to try it."
"Yeah," I agreed, releasing Willa's hip and pulling Reggie against my moving side. I slid my hand down and inside the back of her bikini bottoms to grope that unbelievably prime ass. I did not slow my thrusting in the least. Reggie snuggled against me and lifted to her tiptoes to kiss me. I slipped my tongue into her mouth, still fucking Willa, and pushed my hand down deeper, curling underneath. Reggie gasped now as my middle finger slid easily into her sodden depths. I stroked it smoothly, then added my index finger inside her.
Reggie braced herself on my shoulder to keep herself up high enough for my fingers to continue their delving.
Multitasking was becoming a lot of work. It had long since become a lot of fun.
Willa and I were in a delicious rhythm, and I felt confident that we could both happily go like this for a while, unless I changed something, or she did. I changed nothing, and concentrated on Reggie, who had been less ready, but was getting extremely hot and bothered quick. I slid my slick fingers almost free and rubbed them up and down each side of her clit.
Reggie yelped in pleasure, squirming hard.
"Shhhh," I crooned evilly. "People are outside around here--they are just in their back yards. You get too loud and they will hear you." Then I resumed my fingers' torture of her bud.
"Bastard!" Reggie growled, but quietly. She was practically fucking my fingers and I knew she was going to come fast. She kissed me again, harder. I slid my finger back inside her and rhythmically strummed her G-Spot. I also took the opportunity to go ahead and do that something different I'd had in mind in the way I was fucking Willa.
Reggie nearly choked me with her arms around my neck, and she whined, swallowing her cry to keep quiet as she came. Her whole body shuddered, squirming about my fingers. I just stroked harder. Into both of them. Reggie finally shoved me away, gasping and leaning backward out of my reach to escape the stimulation. I grinned and grabbed Willa's hips on both sides again, returning my focus to her. I did not have much time left myself.
"I may have to pull out soon," I growled, encouraging Willa to just let go.
"Don't you dare," Willa hissed. "We both have Norplant."



"Your conservative parents got you Norplant?" I asked, still amused at my own knowledge of Ron and Gina.
Reggie had recovered her breath enough to answer, since Willa was just burying her face in the sheet steel of my hood and wordlessly moaning. "They aren't totally unrealistic," she laughed. "They would rather we not lose our virginities before graduation," she giggled slyly, "but they absolutely do not want either of us having to get married before then!"
Willa practically screamed into the hood of the car. Turns out, hollow metal makes a lousy sound dampener. At least her orgasmic cries sounded more now like a scalded dog than rave reviews.
Meanwhile, her inner spasms, combined with the sudden good news that I didn't have to pull out, sent me into a state of suspended consciousness, where all I could perceive was a second prodigious load bursting from my prick, filling her depths as I jerked to a stop with Willa fully impaled by me.
The two of us just froze there, still throbbing within and around each other for a while, as she sobbed to catch her breath and I searched about for the shattered remnants of my consciousness.
Remaining embedded in Willa, my cock softened, but could not quite go completely soft. I managed to make myself pull free, just so it could take a rest. I didn't want it to start hurting. I was still clutching at Willa though, and Reggie grabbed the hose.
"Wake up," she chortled, hosing us both down. The cold water finally did in my erection, and it reawakened Willa as well.
"Rinse time!" Reggie called out, and began to hose down the car and us with my hose nozzle at Full Stream. My car had never been so clean. It was also swiftly rinsed, but Reggie was having too much fun with the hose, so Willa and I were soon her primary target. Every time either one of use tried to speak or protest, we got a face full of hose water.
We each tried to stop Reggie, but she blasted whichever of us tried to work up a plan out loud. The topless hotrod was just killing me with how hot she looked as she gleefully wielded my hose like a maniac.
I realized the problem was, she was still just topless, while Willa and I were buck naked there, out in the open. Not realizing that she was backing my play, Willa tried again to get Reggie to cool it with the hose. When Reggie decidedly did not cool it with the hose, right in Willa's face, I pounced. I darted forward and low under the stream, grabbed her tanned and sleek thighs, and lifted her up to drape her waist over my shoulder.
Reggie shrieked gleefully, but with the way I had her over my shoulder, she couldn't hit my face with the water from the hose. I just grabbed her ass and squeezed. "Cut the water, Reggie!" I demanded.
She blasted her sister one more time, then pulled back the handle and dropped the nozzle in disgust. "Fine! Now put me down," she demanded.
I wasn't so sure about that part.
She was draped over my left shoulder. My left arm was clamped firmly around her sleekly wiry thighs, pinning them to my chest. My cheek was pressed against her mostly bare hip, and my free right hand caressed the perfection that was her partially-clad backside. I turned us around so I could see Willa, still clearing her vision from all the hose water in her face, and looked at her significantly while I told Reggie, "I'm not sure I should but you down. You have been a very naughty girl!"
"Hey!" Reggie snapped in protest. But Willa caught my eye and just nodded mischievously. I decided to trust her not to steer me wrong.
"So naughty," I mused, then spanked Reggie's butt. It reverberated quietly as I sent wonderful vibrations through its lean, hard flesh. Reggie yelped, but crucially did not tell me to stop. That was all she had to do...
I swatted her again, not too hard, but the strike again sent a quiet crack through the air.
"You beast!" Reggie squirmed.
I rolled her slightly over my shoulder so I could slap her other ass cheek this time. Honestly, the sound wasn't as satisfying, given the angle, but Reggie's gleefully outraged yelp made up for it. I paused my chastisement to just outright feel up that ass some more.
"Wow, Sis," Willa said. "You've got him hard again!"
"Really? How..." Reggie asked, staring around to try to see. "Put me down," she demanded.
I obliged, though I really wasn't that eager to let go of her legs.
She slid to the ground like a feline creature of some kind and looked down at my cock.
'Hard again' was a bit premature, but I was managing about halfway there, yet again. I wasn't that shocked. I come in volume, and I can manage to get hard again quick. It is how I have always been. I guess I just have good cock genes from my parents.
Maybe just from my pop? Were cock genes carried only in the Y chromosome? If I ever fucked a biologist, I'd have to ask her
Note to self, fuck a biologist... But that was for another time.
"That is impressive," Reggie said, unable to resist a long, gentle stroke of my half-hard cock, a gesture that sped the hardening process materially. "I was serious. Especially if you are going to take Willa with you to fuck in the cow field before Mom and Dad get home Monday, can you and I hang out Sunday? I want to get fucked by this a few times."
Her words come off as matter-of-fact when written, like she was suggesting that we hit the stores for some shopping. But in the sound of her words, there was a heady cocktail of confidence in her own appeal (thoroughly warranted), no small amount of incongruous timidity, and plenty of sensuality in her voice. Along with some matter-of-fact, Let's Go to the Mall as well...
I just grabbed her again, pulling her against me, and trapping my firming cock between myself and her taut abdominal flesh. "Sounds great," I said, incidentally catching Willa's gaze, with her approving grin. These girls were crazy, but they also had the ability to give each other space at the right times, didn't they?
"But I'm also really kind of interested in fucking you with 'this' right now as well," I growled, bringing my lips to the nape of her neck. She responded initially, and I dropped one hand instantly to her ass, while the other swung around her front to massage a tit.
Reggie melted into my embrace, then pushed me away. "No! No way." She turned to glare at Willa. "You can let yourself go and fuck him right here in the open outside," she said to her sister. "And you have your fun being watched by the cows on Monday. But I can't just up and actually Do It right out here in the front yard like this!"
"In fairness, we aren't really all that much out in the open," Willa chuckled. "And you sucked his cock right here a few minutes ago!"
"That's different," Reggie said in a voice that was clearly unsure how it was different, but committed to the idea that it was.
Honestly, the idea of just hanging out around my house with Reggie the next day for the express purpose of intermittent fucking sounded great. But I still was not entirely ready to give up the idea of also fucking her right there, right then. I just greedily drank in her body for a moment, letting her see me do it.
She flushed. Again.
Willa just shrugged. "Okay then. How about this?" she asked, and walked to the back of my Buick, which pointed away from the road, and pushed the lift gate button. She gestured at the cavity revealed itself. "Sit back here, or even get inside. If you manage to keep quiet... If... there is no one to see you from this direction."
"Except you," Reggie snorted.
"Oh yeah. I'm totally watching," laughed Willa. "Just like you just watched me. And just like I watched you and that guy Sam from inside the closet last month. You look great getting fucked, Sis." Then she looked at me. "And if Owen finds a way to free up a hand for me, like he did for you, I won't say no."
"You are trouble," Reggie growled, clearly torn. "I knew that you were the minute Mom brought you and Dad home the first time."
"You always were perceptive. But it was you who demanded the teeshirts and no tops today," Willa said slyly.
I raised an appreciative eyebrow at Reggie. That was all. My cock performed the rest of my entreaty, as it had fully restored itself during the conversation and was looking eagerly at Reggie.
Look, I'd already had about 12,000 calories more sex than I had anticipated, or even hoped for, that day already, and I was with two girls who were making sex dates with me for the coming days while we were all three still bare-assed in my yard. I was riding this horse as far as it would take me at this point.
Reggie fortunately also seemed interested in riding the horse further, and looked at the back of my car speculatively but hesitantly. Then she looked at me, and then pleadingly back at my house, which offered complete privacy after all, and was right there.
I rolled the dice, grinned at her, then shook my head slyly.
Yeah, she was too hot and bothered to refuse. She shrugged, grabbed me by the dick and walked around to the rear of the Buick, sliding in while not letting go of me.
The squirt was still the only one not naked, and Willa said as much to me.
"It is a problem," I replied idly. Then I leered at Willa, "You should take those bottoms off her..."
The both laughed almost derisively. "Not happening," Willa laughed. And Reggie giggled in accord. "We may not be blood sisters, but we are definitely sisters as far as we're concerned. All this is fun, and we both think sometimes it's hot to watch the other do her thing with a guy, but we aren't actually directly turned on at doing stuff with each other. That's for you, Owen..."
"It's not really an incest thing," Reggie added, in a merry but truthful tone. "We just aren't into girls, whoever they are."
"Speak for yourself, Little Miss Super Straight," Willa snorted. "It's definitely an incest thing for me," she said to me, letting her hand drag down my back to squeeze my ass. "I've done some stuff with girls. And as the saying goes, I liked it."
"I admit I'm super straight," Reggie said tartly, "but don't give me your fashionably gender-fluid line, Wils. You sucked Tammy Davis's boobs at a frat party once, in front of fifty guys--Jimmy Williams in particular. Then you and Tammy put your shirts back on, and you left her to go get what you'd been looking for from Jimmy in the first place!"
"You guys are crazy," I laughed.
Reggie looked around again nervously, even though she seriously could not be seen by anyone at the moment but Willa and me. "Yeah? Well you better do this while I am still crazy enough to do it."
I thought it was a charmingly indirect way to express severe impatience.
I reached out and let my fingers brush the skin between her breasts as she leaned backward. That strong abdomen flexed and fluttered as I slid my fingers down and around her navel. My fingers reached the waistband of the bikini, and curled inside.
We locked eyes and I tugged. Reggie raised her hips, pressing her lower thighs against the rear footboard long enough for me to slip the bikini downward. Unlike Willa, she did not completely shave down there, and I spied a thin landing strip appear. With the bikini free of her ass, she lowered that, and lifted her legs high for me to slip the suit free.
"So hot," giggled Willa. Then she leaned into the back of the car and pressed her naked tits down against Reggie's, wiggling them firmly together with a whoop.
"Ahh!" Reggie growled, pushing her away. "Pervert!" Willa laughed along with her and pulled back, clearly as uninterested as her sister in persisting with mutual activity. She pulled back a little. She remained sitting right next to her sister on the back of the Buick. Then she turned to me and they both stared at me intently.
I admit, I hesitated. I was just enjoying the view so much.
Then Willa reached out and gently clasped the tip of my cock in her finger tips and tugged lightly toward her sister. "Reggie made a request, Owen."
I'm an accommodating guy.
I leaned into the back of the car, standing outside it between Reggie's thighs. She almost instantly curled her legs softly behind mine. I bent further and kissed one, then the other of her tits, letting my cock bump repeatedly against her slit. The landing strip seemed to be all the pubes she allowed herself, as my head found itself slipping up and down against slick, bare skin.
I bit a nipple gently as I slid inside her. I went quick at first, drawing a gasp of approval, but as wet as she was, I was still quickly halted, making me work my way further into some amazingly athletic insides. I had never conceived of the notion of Kegel muscles being Athletic, but Reggie's pussy instantly felt that way as I efforted to enter her depths.
I'm a big fan of athleticism.
The back sill of the Buick, where Reggie's ass rested, was a little low for me, given my long legs, so I happily bent my knees to make it work. But Reggie was having none of that. After I had managed only two or three thrusts into her, she sensed my difficulty. Her legs clamped harder against the back of my ass, she braced her elbows behind her, and she pushed her hips upward, straightening my legs automatically as she suspended her hips in the air at just the right height for me to absolutely drive into her.
I grabbed her ass to help her hold there in that reverse plank, and reveled in the feel of plumbing her depths.
She kept that position for a while, without complaint, as we fucked. The strength of her narrow core was a marvel. Even better, as she worked those abdominals to keep herself up, I felt her kegels again firing automatically along with them.
She was breathing hard, but smiling, as was I. "Willa's... right there," Reggie grunted as I slammed into her. "Give her a... little... attention, too." Such a generous sister,
With my hands occupied with supporting Reggie's ass. I tried to lean over and suck on Willa's eager bosom, but even with her cooperation, it was hard to twist far enough to get a good suck going on even the closer one. We both laughed, me breathlessly, as I just contented myself with barely reaching my tongue to her eager nipple.
"Use... ung... your hands," Reggie commanded. "I got this."
I dubiously released my supporting grip on her ass, but Reggie did indeed have things under control, though it took effort that was distractingly impressive. But Willa had impressive distractions too, and I reached out to squeeze them.
I fucked Reggie like that for a while... a short while, while I mangled Willa's tits and the two of them grinned at each other. My cock was in utter heaven. The rest of me was there too.
But even Reggie wasn't superhuman, and I felt her sag. Quickly, I forced my fingers to release Willa's boobs, and I gently followed her down as she lowered herself. Reggie raised her arms to wrap around my shoulders and pull me down against her with a sigh. "I need a break to catch my breath enough to actually come when we get going again. Just hold me for a minute, will you?" The lithe creature beneath me asked, still breathless.
I let myself rest lightly atop her and kissed her gently. It was a tender time-out, but my dick remained planted deep inside her, throbbing impatiently. Her own insides likewise signaled their eagerness. I could not help but thrust, just a little, in soft, shallow pulses. The hard buttons of Reggie's nipples pressed delightfully against my chest.
We lay there like that for a blissful pause, enjoying the closeness and the rest. My enjoyment may have been enhanced a bit as Willa was unable to resist squeezing my ass gently. I tried to keep my attention fully on Reggie.
The interlude was delicious, and intimate, and provided a much needed chance to replenish the oxygen in our bloodstreams, but it was also uncomfortable for me. The human body was not designed to bend in all the ways I would have needed to completely relax while leaning into the back of a smallish SUV. I was happy to feel Reggie break our languid kiss and heave a deep breath.
"Ready?" I asked.
"Fuck yeah," she agreed, and pushed herself back up on her elbows. With relief, I straightened as well, pulling her ass upward with me. Her legs clamped around my hips again, slightly higher this time, and we were suddenly fucking once more with abandon.
"Fuck yeah," Willa repeated in admiration, and she and I traded winks.
It did not take long for Reggie to reach the homestretch. Neither of us was holding back, and I'm sure we both knew we'd never manage to get back up like this a third time. It was now or never.
Her face became almost purple with effort, or with arousal, I wasn't sure. And I wasn't sure there was a difference right then anyway. Suddenly, without warning, I simultaneously felt an extra mighty, and mighty effective, clamp of muscles around my cock, and a scream of, "Fuck!" that sprang unbidden and quite loudly from Reggie!
She immediately clamped her mouth shut after her shout rang out in the quiet of the hot neighborhood afternoon. Willa and I laughed quietly, but Reggie just glared at me.
"I am fucking coming so hard right now," she hissed in agony. "Come inside me! Now! Come! I need it right fucking now!"
Now, I had not even been sure I was going to come at all this time around. I recover well, but this was pretty goddamned quick for a third. From the instant Willa had hit the lift gate opener, this had all been about making sure Reggie came, and simply enjoying the hell out of myself in the process. Sex can be good without ending in orgasm. Not great, but still damned good.
But the way Reggie's fantastic orgasming body was clutching at my cock, the crazy situation, Willa's big tits just bouncing there as she stifled a laugh, and that desperate exhortation all combined to help me step up. I was amazed, and ecstatically fulfilled as I found myself once again pumping jizz. As I splashed deep into her, Reggie squirmed and whined, still spasming while I kept thrusting and pumping.
Damned if I didn't collapse first, my barely controlled fall atop her bearing her down onto the scratchy carpet of the back of the Buick. We lay there panting, her legs still vibrating as they remained entwined around mine.
There is a marvelous feeling from a woman who is well and truly, utterly spent, and even Reggie's amazing nipples had softly collapsed to lie flush with the gentle curves of her delicious tits. I drank deep of the air surrounding us.
When I tried to get up and remove my weight from her body, she used her last strength to hold me against her, hold me inside her. "Just little longer," she sighed. A last tremor seems to flow out of her and her grip on me subsided.
My utterly exhausted and completely flaccid cock slipped free as I pulled away slowly, rising very unsteadily to my feet.
"Damn, Reg, I think you about killed him," Willa chuckled, standing up herself to drape her naked body against my unsteady form. She looked down and gently fondled my completely exhausted junk. "Well, you killed this for the time being," she added to Reggie. "It looks good even like this, Owen. Well done," she crooned, and kissed my cheek. "It just better not be still dead Monday when I get you to myself... and the cows."
"I promise I won't do worse than leave him walking funny tomorrow," Reggie replied easily, though she already nervously looking around for the bikini bottom, despite still being hidden inside the car.
This conversation, this whole afternoon, was insanity. But by that point I was just resigned to my (utterly awesome) fate, and rolled with it. In fact...
"With an hour's rest or so, and a whole lot of food, I'm pretty sure I could rise from the ashes again this evening," I put in hopefully.
Both of them laughed. Unfortunately there was only a trace of speculation in either voice.



"We have a night out clubbing with some old girlfriends tonight," Reggie said, already slipping her bottoms back on, but for the moment blessedly not appearing interested in wherever her shirt was.
"Oh yeah," Willa added enthusiastically. "The five of us intend to drink all the tequila."
"Aren't you still too young to drink in bars?" I asked, vague ideas about offering to host them... and their friends, at my place forming in my head.
They both looked at me witheringly.
Yeah. Girls like these did not have trouble getting fake IDs accepted at the right places.
I pouted happily. I was apparently going to need to spend the evening eating my Wheaties anyway, to prepare for the next two days.
"Don't worry about your prospects, Dr. Voss," Reggie said mockingly, popping out of my Buick to her feet. She leaned against my other side that wasn't plastered with Willa, putting me in a boobie sandwich once more, and threatening my cock's exhausted meditations. "Even if we hook up with some hot guys tonight, they'd have to Harry Stiles or Henry Cavill to stop me from keeping our date tomorrow," she said, kissing my cheek and fondling my junk lightly in what had to be a capper to all this weirdness.
Willa kissed me again, but lightly on the mouth this time. Without offer, alas. "Don't worry, Owen. We'll be good... as far you ever know!"
I just grinned, and turned back to Reggie, patting her ass. "Have fun, you two. But don't stay out too late, especially you, Reggie."
"Oh? Think I can't recover from a hangover?" she challenged.
"No, I just really want you to come over by 11:30 at the latest," I drawled.
"So early? My, aren't you eager," she observed, not refusing. "Why?"
"Because I can't eat pussy all day, if I don't start in the morning," I replied.
—————
As always, I first and foremost would appreciate your comments if you enjoyed this effort. Thoughtful suggestions also are always welcome. I sometimes use them. I also would appreciate your votes and favorites and follows. There is a contest on, so the votes would be especially helpful.
This is not a first chapter in one of my ongoing narratives, but I think you can look forward to future stand-alone stories about Owen, both later and earlier in his life. Let me know if you'd like to continue hearing about the 'Owenverse', in between other projects!
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Artist in the Park
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It was a perfect storm. And by perfect storm, I mean it was an absolutely gorgeous fall day. The elements of the perfect storm were that I had no current commissions to work on, and yet I was home, instead of on the road at a show. Seriously, this was a rare, perfect storm. I try to avoid those two non-revenue-producing conditions, especially in combination, like the plague. As for the gorgeous fall day part? Those are just less common than I'd like where I live.
But this was indeed such a day, and so I had taken a walk to the park... to work. I had two pads of heavy paper, one was two by three feet, while the smaller was a foot square. My case held my current second-best set of pastels, and other miscellaneous supplies. I wandered until I found just the right place, unslung my chair from my shoulder, and positioned myself atop a slight rise with a view of two irregular copses of trees. Most of the trees were maples, but there were some others mixed in, including several young elms in the new, disease-resistant variety that I'd read about. All were in incredibly vibrant fall colors, that brief moment of vital perfection before everything falls to the ground in death, and the bare, ragged branches slumber for the winter.
I smiled. The weather would hold for three days, according to my phone. In that time, I could move around the park and do an extensive series of pieces. All different angles and times of day, depicting the same set of trees. I would pretend I was Monet in London. Hopefully, a few of the studies would be good enough for me to make prints and lithographs of to sell in quantity.
I started with the smaller pad, to get a feel for the colors of the trees.
I eased back in the chair and ripped out two or three very quick, even for me, warm-up pieces. I liked the mix of colors in the second one especially, and left it face up beside me for reference as I opened the big pad.
By 10:30, I had a big, colorful mess. It was trash when I considered what I had been trying to accomplish with it, but I also knew it was pretty, in the bland, inoffensive style that suburban housewives liked to buy and put in their hallways or laundry rooms. I set it aside. It would be worth finishing back at my condo later.
But that meant that I was facing another piece of blank paper. I scanned around to see which area I wanted to focus on, and frowned.
I wasn't bored with this already, but I sure as hell was going to be by the end of three days of rendering trees on paper. I debated sticking with the project for just the one day.
Movement caught my eye. In the open greensward of the downward slope between my vantage and the trees, I saw a mother and her two little children, both girls, setting up a blanket for a morning in the sun. The little girls were both blurs of blonde motion in their pretty, coordinating but not matching, blue dresses. I sort of half-recognized the mom, in that I had seen her in the park before. She was tall, and had a willowy figure that was attractive, but not sexy, and a bland face made interesting by a truly generous hawk nose.
I usually do either figures or landscapes--seldom figures in landscapes. But trying to capture the swift movements of those kids against the tapestry of the fall foliage seemed like it might be fun. The attempt would likely end up as an unsalable mess, but I would be entertained and fulfilled by the attempt. I hadn't become an artist for the commerce.
Not that commerce wasn't important to me, and not that I wasn't good at it. The bank and I together owned a very nice third floor condo with a view of the very park in midtown where I was currently working. My home had enough space for both living area and my small studio, and I was very committed to keeping that banking relationship cordial and that ownership in place. If this little diversion didn't work, I'd get back to the pure landscapes. Landscapes were bread and butter for me.
Fortunately for my own entertainment, the piece started working fairly quickly. The little girls were easy, I found. Their defining characteristic was movement, and so they became half-figure/half-blurs, orbiting the mother. I got enough detail on each to make them recognizable, but barely.
The mother was another thing entirely. She sat there, with those long legs folded up under her on the blanket covering the grass. She hadn't even taken off her low but elegant heels. Her slender hips and loosely clad thighs were easy to capture, the color of her trousers was easy to nail-- it barely took a few, carefully matched strokes to evoke their shape perfectly.
Her torso was harder to capture without more detail than I wanted this piece to employ. Not because she was so well-endowed. Far from it. Even given the two little girls, it was clear that the Boobie Fairy had skipped the delivery for the mother.
I wondered idly if that had bothered her. She seemed extraordinarily serene. The rest of her body had been miraculously unblemished by two pregnancies, so perhaps she was content with the balance of how things had turned out. Or maybe her husband was just not a tit man...
Her face was easy to make recognizable, with that striking nose, but I still put in the most work there. I wanted to capture the odd combination of bland and striking in her features, and to do it just right. As I worked, I decided I found her face actually more than simply attractive, and the rest of her too.
I tend to develop idle affections for the subjects of my work.
This piece was definitely not going to be an unsaleable mess. I was damned near smug as I finished my initial work on the mother's image and worked outward, drawing again on my earlier studies on the fall foliage. My eyes did keep coming back idly to the mother...
A shadow fell over my shoulder.
"Wow! That's honestly incredible," said a light, feminine voice from behind be.
"Thank you," I said turning to look at my audience. I am used, when I work in places like the park, to people stopping to watch me develop a piece. I work extraordinarily fast at this stage of a work, and some want to just observe my speed in amazement. Others stop to appreciate what I'm producing.
I never mind, either way. I keep business cards on the back of my chair, in a pocket with my name and website on a little sign. You never know when a chance meeting will result in a sale.
I involuntarily took a second glance at the woman who had approached.
She was in so many ways the polar opposite of the young mother I was working up. I estimated that she was a little older than my subject, in the same range as me--33 or so. Unlike the blonde woman on my paper, my observer had russet-colored hair that swept around her face in waves. She was short, maybe five-two, and deeply tanned. Unlike the mother, this woman wore fitness attire: grass-stained white Nikes, and black yoga pants with a two-inch, raspberry colored stripe that ran from waist to ankles. The stripe was translucent from about mid-thigh downward. She had a matching raspberry sports bra up top, bits of which were intentionally visible under a shapeless white tank top.
Weirdly, despite being dressed for a workout, she somehow felt more formally attired than the mother. Whereas that woman was calm and serene, the woman beside me seemed bold and in charge.
I'm burying the lede here.
I only occasionally have the need for professional models in my work, so on any given ordinary day I don't see any more beautiful women than you do. And the honest truth is, most human beings are just not terribly attractive, are they, unless there is that spark of in-person chemistry?
This woman was... a knockout. In any context. She had classic, symmetrically alluring features, blazing green eyes, and the kind of curves you'd love to drive a sports car along on a sunny day. I like yoga pants on a woman. There is a reason they are so popular. On a woman with hips and leg like these? Yes, please. And thank you.
And her breasts? Nothing crazy, but I found myself for the barest moment wanting to rip that goddamned loose white top off so I could get a really good look, just at how she filled that bra.
As an artist, I usually am able to spend a little more time staring at a woman than most guys can get away with. I didn't use that estimated extra time with this lady. I was afraid if I started, I would have not stopped.
"I was just out to sketch the fall foliage today, and she and her girls sat down in my view," I shrugged. "I had to do a sketch at least."
"That is a sketch?" she asked a little skeptically. "It's far too good for that."
"Thank you again," I said. "But yes, it is. For now. I'll admit, I like it quite a bit, so I will likely finish it up sometime later, along with the best of my other work today."
"It really is good," she said again, almost to herself. "They all are," she went on, looking at the other stuff I had started and/or finished already that morning. "This one especially," she added, gravitating directly to what I also thought was the best of the landscapes I had produced so far that day.
She tapped her chin thoughtfully. "I don't recognize your work, I'm embarrassed to say," she mused aloud. "Where do you exhibit?"
Oh great. She was a 'connoisseur'.
"I'm not really a gallery guy, to be honest," I said elaborately casually.
"Not yet," she said, in a still annoying, though genuinely encouraging tone. "Somebody will discover your work and get their hooks into you."
Yeah. No thanks.
She was pissing me off a little, which was really too bad.
I decided to take her down a peg or two, which wasn't a good idea, but she got under my skin as quickly as she got into my eyeballs.
"I've had a few exhibitions," I said, as if half-ignoring her while I bent to work on some more foliage. "My two biggest were back in Kansas City, where my parents lived at the time." I cocked an eye up at her. "Had to make mommy proud, don't you know?" That was actually completely true. "And Francis, who runs the Waddington here in town, brow-beat me into a small show two years ago."
"Congratulations! Though with the quality of your work, and that kind of exposure, I would think you'd be more in demand."
It is annoying when someone you want to be irritated by keeps complimenting you. It feels churlish to hate on sincere compliments. I was still managing the feat.
"Not going the gallery route was a business decision," I said, rooting through my backup set of pastels, hoping to find a few less-used sticks in the red-orange range I was looking for. "For instance, I let a gallery in San Francisco have five pieces of mine three years ago. Two have sold, for outrageous amounts, of which I saw maybe half. The others will sell eventually... hopefully," I shrugged. "Once they do, I'll have cleared, after expenses and commissions, a little better than twice what I'd have made selling those pieces myself."
"Seems like the better route, then," she said, but I could hear she knew I had more point to make and was interested in what it was. Good.
"Yeah. Except that it will probably take a total of five years to sell those five paintings, whereas, had I put them in my van and shown them in my tent or booth at events like the Columbus Arts Festival, or the Springfield Fine Arts Promenade, I'd have sold them all in five months, though admittedly for less." I found what I needed and bent to the paper to fill in a hole in the colorful panoply of the trees. "Cash flow keeps me living comfortably in the condo I own over there," I said, gesturing toward my building without looking, "instead of leading a feast to famine existence out of my van."
She stood there silently for a full minute. I worked on the foliage. It shocks some people, but with my style of work, it is often easier and faster to achieve realistic results with landscape elements than with figures.
"So, you have a volume business model because you work so quickly? That makes sense, I suppose," she mused at last.
"I don't work quickly," I barely kept from snapping. "I am 'prolific'," I added with involuntary good humor. She snorted, and I could not help but smile a bit. "Seriously, gallery works take almost twice as much time, to be theoretically ten percent better, and get paid for ten percent as fast. I find it boring and unproductive for a theoretical future payday from an unknown client. When I do commissions, on the other hand, I also spend much more time finishing, but I find that rewarding."
"Oh, you do commissions? Why are they more rewarding?"
"I get to know the buyer, and what they want. I feel like I'm being all perfectionist for a reason--for a person. And I charge quite a bit for commissions, which get paid for upon completion, so... Cash flow, remember?"
She nodded, and I looked up at her. "So, you really make your bank by painting portraits of Spot or little Fifi?" she asked.
Now she was deliberately trying to provoke me. I liked that much better than when she had been pissing me off accidentally.
"I've never done more than four pet portraits in a year," I said, matter of factly. "And I hate them."
"Too good for painting dogs and cats?" she went on, still provoking. It was genuinely not malicious, I could tell. She just seemed to have discovered she could get a rise out of me, and was the sort to enjoy that.
"Not at all," I said, not giving her the satisfaction, either way. "Those animals are clearly loved by their owners, and a deep part of their lives. Why should I not want to help them have a beautiful rendering?" I looked at her with my best wide-eyed innocent look. Then I deliberately furrowed my brow. "But they are a pain in the ass to get to sit still long enough to work with!"
She laughed.
Then I added, "Worse, they are usually getting pretty old when the owner wants the portrait. These little objects of love are getting close to the natural end of a tragically short time on Earth with their owners. It's heart-breaking sometimes."
Her spine stiffened a bit. Hopefully she could see that while I was quite serious, I was also having bit of fun with her. Despite, or perhaps in part because of, her obvious tendency to provoke for entertainment's sake, I found it pleasant to have her beside me while I worked. She wasn't really impeding my progress, and I liked a little verbal fencing myself.
And she was not a bad thing to take the occasional glance at out of the corner of my eye.
"So how much do you charge for a commissioned portrait?" she asked, looking at my work once more.
I grinned and named a figure.
I heard a low whistle, and I looked up to see her sucking her lower lip.
I didn't let her stew for long though. The possibility existed she was actually interested in a portrait... of her, or of her cat. She clearly owned no dog. People who got portraits of their dogs were never in a park without the dog in question. "Sorry. I'm teasing," I said. "That price is what my pieces mostly go for in those galleries we discussed." I named a different, lower, but still slightly inflated number. "That's for a standard dimension commissioned portrait. It would vary of course, depending on size and other factors. And how well-behaved your cat is," I added with a smile.
"I don't have a cat. Haven't for years," she said, affecting an absent visage. Ouch. My maudlin musing on the mortality ofsmol frens might have hit closer to the mark than I had intended. "I meant a portrait of yours truly," she clarified, perking back up. "My parents are building a new winter home in Florida. It would make a nice housewarming gift."
I found the idea of doing a portrait of this woman an appealing concept.
We went back and forth on format, etc. "And when can we schedule time for me to do the life-drawing portion?" I asked. "I'll need about three hours with you, then several weeks to finish things on my own."
"Weeks?"
"I do like it to be perfect when I do a commission. Plus I have to make you think I'm working enough to justify that price," I smiled.
She laughed easily. "How about today, here, whenever you finish that piece on your easel?"
"Now?" I asked. It was actually a perfect day and place for a portrait of this woman, but...
"I don't live in town. I'm here for business every month or so, but usually don't have a day off unless I make it happen," she shrugged. "Today is good for me."
Taken aback at how fast she made decisions, I stared at what I was working on. "Honestly, this is about done. Anything else I need, I can do back in my studio." I looked around. "It is a lovely day, with fabulous light. And the light breeze will add just a touch of life to your hair that I think I can capture."
"Deal?" she asked, holding out her hand. I took it.
"Deal," I said. Today was going to be a very profitable day, all of a sudden.
I realized that I was hardly set up out here for a portrait sitting. Looking around, I found myself oddly flustered about that.
"I need some things from my studio, if you really want to work out here," I said, still cataloging what those things were. "First and foremost, a comfortable chair for you to sit in," I added. "Um, I can be back fairly quickly, if you'd like to wait. Or, if you want to touch yourself up, you could come back with me and..."
I never liked asking prospective female clients back to my studio. It too often felt like I was asking them to 'come up and see my etchings.' And in this woman's case... Yeah.
"Let's meet back here in thirty minutes?" she asked, suddenly brisk and businesslike. "I'll go back to my hotel instead," she went on, waving at the old, historical hotel to the south of the park that charged as much per night for some rooms as my mortgage payment was per month. "I think I'll just change this," she said, picking at the white tank top. "I don't need my mother complaining about seeing my bra for the rest of her life."
I was vaguely disappointed by that, especially since we had already settled on the portrait only being from the shoulders up anyway. But I shrugged agreement. I'm agreeable when presented with that much cash out of the blue. We each picked up and headed off, so we could prepare.
I fleetingly considered the idea that she might not reappear. I doubted that, though. And if she did reconsider and ghost me, I was out precisely nothing.
I dropped off all the supplies I had used that morning, replacing them with a fresh pad, a lightweight, portable easel, an appropriate canvas, and a brand new set of pastels. I popped them into a bag, along with some bottles of water and a bag of potato chips. Then I re-slung my lawn chair over my shoulder, along with a matching second one for her. They had come as a set from Costco.
I returned to the park a few minutes late, which had me frustrated.
She was there already, but thankfully didn't look impatient. She had not changed the yoga pants, which I was 100% on board with, and had merely put on a loose, pale blue, collared blouse. The fabric was soft and flowing, and I was moderately sure I could see through it just enough to know she still had on that raspberry sports bra. The elegant blouse in no way went with yoga pants, but as only her shoulders would be in the portrait, it didn't matter. And I was beginning to realize that this woman would look great in mis-matched, contrasting, brown and orange plaids...



She was looking at her phone, and without looking up at me she started reading out loud as I approached. "Kirkpatrick's special gift is his ability to bring life and somehow realism to his sweeping pastel sketches. In but a few lines, dashed off with creative brio, he can produce portraits or landscapes that are somehow as recognizable as a photograph, but with enchanting flair and whimsy," she read.
She was on my website.
"That is a helluva review, especially from a big paper like the Chicago Sun-Times," she said with an appealing smile. "You could build a marketing campaign around that.
I shrugged. I had, in a way. All I said was, "My parents now live in Chicago. Mom sent me three copies of that edition. It was a Sunday paper. I'll bet she spent forty bucks on shipping."
My new client laughed, set at ease. I sensed that we both felt we at least had the same sort of woman for a mother in common. I popped up the second, much cleaner chair and set it out for her, putting a bottle of water in the cupholder in the arm.
"We didn't discuss whether you'd like a profile, full on, three quarters, or what," I said, holding my chair and trying to decide where to position myself.
"Dealer's choice," she said trustingly.
I nodded and silently walked around her, examining her face for the most flattering angle. I specify most flattering, because every angle did the job. I indulged myself in a little subtle appreciation of the rest of her, too. The blouse she had changed into was quite a bit more fitted than the tank from before. She was every bit as well shaped up top as she was down in the yoga pants department.
Whatever. She'd be nice to look at while I worked. More importantly, I felt extremely confident that her charge would be approved when I ran her card for the deposit later that evening.
I looked at the sun, and considered how it would move over the several hours I thought I would need for this sitting. I helped her move her chair around slightly, then chose a position for my own that would keep the sun out of both our eyes, and where the fairly minimal change in shadows I anticipated would just give me a little more depth perception, rather than changing her appearance.
I set up my easel, and laid out my colors. "Just relax for right now. I'm going to start with two or three lightning sketches, just to get a feel for your face."
"Those sound interesting," she said calmly, relaxing. "Can I have them too?"
"Maybe one of them," I said, my hand already moving across the paper. "I'll hang on to the other two so I can sell them for big bucks when you show up in the Forbes 100 someday."
She looked at me with a raised eyebrow. It was a great look, though she'd never be able to hold it consistently enough for the final work. But it was the look of a woman who understood the vanishingly small chance that she'd ever reach that level of wealth and success, but who also was fully intent on making it happen, regardless.
Similarly, I intend to have my work in the Met someday. Cheers to us both.
"Will I need to smile?" she asked.
"I will want you to smile often," I said calmly. "And hopefully the same way each time. But smiling for long periods is exhausting and rapidly become more of a rictus. Most of the time, I'll just want your normal, relaxed face."
"What if I have resting bitch face?" she challenged me good-naturedly.
"I doubt it," I chuckled. "Relax for a second and let me see."
She tried to let her face relax and stare forward. A very pleasant visage...
I cringed visibly. "Ugh! Jesus, woman. That is seriously unfriendly!"
Her eyes crinkled around the edges and she laughed musically.
"Great," I mumbled.
"What?"
"Now I'm going to have to keep thinking up jokes every time I need to get that smile," I groused.
I was already done with the first sketch. I had wanted to capture her jaw line, and I felt like I had it. I ripped off the paper and started a second pre-sketch, looking to see how to render her brows, and the color of her eyes.
"I'll see if I can remember how to smile on demand," she said, clearly confident. I hoped that she was right. I'd done a lot of portraits, and smiling consistently, over and over, is harder than you would think.
"I am going to need one other thing from you," I went on, quickly trashing my first effort at her brows. They had a peculiarly sweeping arch, even at rest, and I wanted to catch that distinctive curve just right.
"Besides payment?"
"Well, yeah that, obviously. But I meant... I'm going to need your name!"
"Damn, I was betting that I could make it another hour before you broke down and asked," she chuckled. "It is Sophia. Sophia d'Abruzzi," she said in a heavy Italian accent that was otherwise entirely absent from her voice.
I gave her a bow from my chair, in lieu of getting up to shake her hand. "Thank you."
"And what is your name?" she said, tilting her head in return inquiry.
"First, please don't tilt your head," I said in the gentle tone I use to tell paying clients what to do. "And second, it's Robert, Robert Kirkpatrick, which you already know, since you were looking at my website to read that quote when I walked up."
"True," Sophia said, obediently focusing once more off to my left. "But what do you go by? Robert seems so... stuffy."
"Um, Robert," I admitted.
"Sorry! I should probably shut up while you work anyway," she said, sheepishly apologetic.
"De nada," I waved away her discomfort. "And talk all you want. Now and then, when I ask you to smile like you did before, you can bestill your voice."
And so I worked. I knew I was doing good work, if only because I was going fast. I really was feeling the contours of her face, seeing them flow naturally from my hands onto the paper. There were none of the fits and starts, the errors that I encounter, or the workarounds I have to employ when a subject is eluding my artistic grasp. Sophia was, I reflected at one point, turning out to be a bit of a muse for me.
And we talked, chatted really, as I worked. We covered a great number of subjects. I surprised her by how interested I was in her work for an investment capital firm headquartered here in the city. But I found money intriguing beyond just spending it, and had a background to intelligently engage on the subject. I would have likely ended up in finance myself, like my father, had people not started demanding to give me money for my art at a fairly early age.
I was, as always, glad to talk at length about wine, as the sortof kindof expert that I am. She engaged on the subject entertainingly. We each had knowledge to share with the other about The Grape.
We were not in perfect accord, however. I tried to talk about baseball, football, basketball... most any kind of ball, but she kept countering with soccer references.
Soccer? Not at all the perfect woman by any means.
I think I likewise disappointed her by my utter disinterested cluelessness about opera and ballet.
Suddenly, I realized I was done. The portrait wasn't finished, of course. There were hours upon hours of painstaking detail work yet to go, to hide blemishes and tiny mis-steps, to add depth, and to blend colors. But to most people's eye, it was already finished. And I didn't need to make her sit out here in a lawn chair any more.
I sat back, looked at my work and smiled. "Done," I said, in satisfaction.
"Already?" she asked in surprise.
I looked at my watch. "We've been out here for two and half hours," I said.
"No! Really?"
"Yup. And while you are done with the sitting. I am not done with the niggling details," I reassured her.
"Can I see it?" she asked, genuinely wondering if I would allow it.
"Of course," I said, standing up to stretch and waving at the canvas on the easel.
She rose, and tentatively walked around to look.
She whistled low. "Holy shit! I look... hot! My dad is going to absolutely hate it."
"He will?" I asked in alarm.
"Relax. He hates it if I wear a sleeveless shirt around the house. He was a total pain in the ass in high school, and then the most incredible rock for me through college. Mom will love it unconditionally," she added firmly. Then she looked at it again and sighed. "And I love it. I just wish I really looked half that sexy."
"That's you," I said firmly, contradicting her. I had not gone for a vamped up version of her. I had done her exactly as she was, which was sexy as hell.
She just continued to stand there, shaking her head a little, as if in wonder. "You are full of bullshit," she said. "But I love it. Thank you. When can I have it?"
"When will you be in town next?"
"Two weeks from this upcoming Thursday," she said instantly. "But I have meetings between some money and my clients all day that Thursday and Friday, and golf Saturday morning. After that, I can stay here the rest of the weekend, if anywhere in there fits your timeframe. I don't want to rush you."
"I'll have it ready by then. Shall we say late that Saturday afternoon? How about five o'clock? I'll give you my address," I said.
"I'll be there," she said, still unable to keep her eyes off the piece. I have to say, I was not used to anything like her reaction to the portrait. I mean, people virtually always loved the work, but this was hitting something visceral in her.
Gently, I closed the pad over the portrait to protect it. She shook her head. "Damn, I'm glad I decided to take a walk today," she said. "Thank you." And she turned to move determinedly back toward her hotel.
I'll admit it. I stood there and watched the receding back of her yoga pants for a good long while.
*
The Monday before our scheduled unveiling, my phone buzzed with my generic text ring tone.
UNKNOWN NUMBER: Robert? This is Sophia. Is my portrait still going to be ready this weekend?
ME: Yes! In fact I kind of went into overdrive on it. It is finished now. We are all set for Saturday afternoon.
UNKNOWN NUMBER: Already! Excellent!
I shook my head, updating her contact in my phone. Five minutes later, it buzzed again.
SOPHIA: Are you free Wednesday night?
Huh? I looked at my calendar.
ME: I can be. But you said you weren't here until Thursday, and were busy.
There was a surprisingly long pause before I got a response.
SOPHIA: I'm impatient. That portrait has me thinking about it all the time. I've dreamed about it. I still can't get over how it makes me look.
SOPHIA: The impression it gives of me. I swear I've been feeling better about myself than I have in ages.
ME: Can't keep you away from the finished product then, can I? Still five o'clock? Just Wednesday, instead?
SOPHIA: Assuming I can get the flight I need, yes. I'll text if I can't book it, otherwise, expect me at your studio at five.
I did not hear back from her.
Wednesday, I did some finishing work on other pieces, and started crating up stuff to load for the show the next week in Louisville. At lunchtime, I went out, had a bite, and stopped in at Whole Foods to pick up some crudité and charcuterie. I wasn't a gallery, but you needed hors d'oeuvres for an unveiling, right? Especially one this anticipated, apparently.
On a whim, I paused in the wine section and popped for a bottle of Puligny-Montrachet. I love the stuff, and I seemed to remember having told Sophia that I felt it was the only white wine worth drinking. It was a line I stole from a cafe owner in Paris. In reality, I had three bottles of screw-top Chilean sauvignon blanc habitually in my fridge. I know and love great wines, but I am not a snob.
*
The bell rang, and I went to the door. Opening it, I saw Sophia in the hall.
She had looked almost formal in just yoga pants and a workout top when I first met her. In an obviously hand-tailored, quite possibly bespoke, business suit, she looked like a million hand-selected bucks. It was a pantsuit in a conservative style, but expertly fitted to leave not one single doubt about the dynamite figure within. Her hair looked even better.
"I came here straight from the flight," she said, touching her hair. "I'm sorry if I look a fright."
Don't bullshit a bullshitter, Sophia, I thought. She did not have any luggage with her, so she had clearly already gone to her hotel, and had just as clearly freshened up there. Not that I minded one iota.
I showed her in to my living room. I had the door to my bedroom closed, and the door to my studio open, the opposite of the usual when I have guests. I had tidied the studio for once, and the bedroom was not on the agenda.
The portrait was on a hardwood display easel, a much more elegant model than the lightweight one where it had been birthed. It was hidden by a painter's drape that I had once bought, spattered paint on, washed, painted, then washed over and over again until it looked just right. Every work I unveiled for a client over the last three years had been covered by that worn, apparently used, throw-away drape.
"Is that it?" Sophia asked excitedly, stepping toward the portrait.
"It is, but be patient," I laughed. "I get to make a little bit of a production out of this, don't I? I've been living with your visage for two weeks, and I'd like to remind myself of the real thing!"
She threw me that sensational raised eyebrow look, but decided to be patient. I had already opened and tasted the wine, so I poured us each a glass.
"White?" Sophia asked in amusement. "You said..."
I extended the bottle to her, label up.
"Nice," she acknowledged. She took the glass and tasted. "I, for one, like whites anyway, but yeah, this one is kinda smashing."
"Relax," I instructed, sitting instead of returning to the easel. "Have a bite. You must be starving from the flight." The truth was, I was starving. I twisted the wooden cutting board I'd transferred the meats and cheeses to around to face Sophia. I was relieved when she actually picked a few pieces to sample, so I could do the same.
She draped her suit jacket over the back of my couch. The garment probably cost twice what its resting place did... and I had thought that couch had been an extravagance when I had bought it.
I was unable to restrain myself from hogging the Serrano on the tray, while we made chit-chat about her business here in town. I was hungrier than I had realized, and was glad for her willingness to talk. For her part, she betrayed a taste for bleu cheeses. I cheered my sudden apparent psychic abilities that had led me to select two different ones when assembling the board.
But throughout our conversation, her gaze kept glancing over to the shrouded easel.
I finally had mercy on her.
"Well, you've done me a solid favor, helping me empty my fridge here," I said briskly, grabbing a slice of Soppresatta to top up my tummy. "I should relent in return, and let you see what you are paying me all this money for!"
"Please!" Sophia said, suddenly excited. She almost bounced up and down on the couch like a little girl. But she also grabbed for herself another slice of the same salami I had just devoured. She had just gotten off a flight all the way from New York, after all. Even in first class, they would not have fed her very well. She practically gobbled the slice down, dabbed her lips, then forced herself to relax back on the couch, turning slightly to stare directly at the easel. She took a languid sip of wine, and said, "I have been dying in anticipation." Her tone was carefully bland, as if she were exaggerating. The tension in her body language told me that she was not.
I stood, and moved to the portrait. Carefully, I lifted the drape, then tossed it up and over the back in a practiced motion.
Honestly, I thought it was a good work. A true representation, with good color, and a great subject. But I hardly thought it was special. I was a little nervous about that. Would it still be as good as she had obviously thought it had been at the beginning?
My worries evaporated.
Sophia slowly rose, almost without thought, her eyes locked onto her image. She slowly approached the piece as in a trance. She moved in a straight line, and I swiftly stepped forward to use my personal space to deflect her course, or she would have smacked her thighs into my sharp-edged dining table.
"Robert... It is fabulous," she breathed. Her hand went to her solar plexus, pressing the blouse against herself. To her, I'm sure it was an unconscious gesture to calm her breathing. To me it just made her blouse even more wonderfully fitting.
She stood there, gazing for what seemed like five minutes. It might have been longer. At last, she flushed, and favored me with the prettiest smile she had shown me yet. "Worth every dime, and more," she said simply.
"Thank you," I said, sitting back down to let her examine it some more.
But she also sat again. And had more charcuterie. I'm always starving after a flight as well...
We chatted a bit more about things other than her portrait, but her eyes kept coming back to it.
Her glass was getting low, and I was pleasantly surprised that she accepted a refill. "Even though it is a school night," she grinned as I poured. She let me fill the glass nearly to the top.
As she took an appreciative sip, her eyes went to the large, buckskin portfolio on the coffee table. "Your work?" she asked, indicating it.
"Some of my best work, yes."
"Not all of it?" Sophia smirked.
"I'm 'prolific', remember?" I smiled archly. "And even if it was all my best stuff, which it is not, I'd not admit it, would I?"
She smiled as she opened the portfolio and began to page through the photos from beginning to end. She liked most of its contents, though she tended to slow down for portraits and other figures, often letting her eyes dart back to the portrait on the easel happily.
"How'd I get so lucky as to bump into you in the park?" she exclaimed as she briskly shut the portfolio.
"My banker says I'm the lucky one," I said, modestly deflecting her enthusiasm.
She took another sip, then I discovered how good her eyesight was. "Is that a second collection?" she asked, pointing across the room to the black leather portfolio, smaller than my main one, that I had unfortunately not hidden sufficiently. "May I see it too?"
"Ah..." I said, but she was already on her feet and heading toward the armoire it was supposed to be hidden behind. "That is more of my work, but..."
"Not your best at all?" Sophia asked merrily as she bent for it.
"Some of my best are in there," I was unable to keep from admitting. "But, really, it's not, um... I, I mean, there are no landscapes in that one, and..."
Sophia had already slid it free and picked it up. "I do like your portraits best, obviously, Robert." She paused, sensing my discomfort. "What's the matter?" she asked, clueless.
I am certain that I blushed. "Those are my... ahem. They're my nudes," I admitted quickly, with no way out.
Her expression was shocked for about half a second before flashing into wicked glee. She realized why she had me so embarrassed, and she reveled in it. Unfortunately, she still wanted to see them. She almost danced back to the couch, folding herself elegantly upon it and opened the cover.
I sat there, on the armless chair beside the couch, stewing in my juices instantly.
Can you stew instantly? That seems like a contradiction in terms...
I wasn't worried, mind you. She obviously wasn't the type to be offended. And some pieces in there were indeed among my best product. But, that was a large selection of very naked women in there--along with a few very naked men, actually. The men's checks cashed just like the women. Most of the people in the portfolio were not professional models. At least, I had not been the one paying them. As I said, I haven't paid many models over my career. The majority of my nude subjects have been trophy wives or girlfriends (and a couple of boyfriends).



Sophia silently paged through the whole fucking portfolio, not saying a word. Then she looked up at her portrait.
She picked up her wine and slugged down the last half of the glass in a gulp.
I winced. Puligny-Montrachet is way too good wine to shoot.
"I want one," Sophia said firmly.
"Um, most of those in there were private commissions," I said, startled. "I, uh, if you really want one of them, the only one still for sale is one of those San Francisco gallery pieces I told you about." I leaned forward and reached toward the portfolio. "I think it is on the fifth page..." She probably went to San Francisco with some regularity, and it would be nice to get one of the remaining pieces sold.
"I meant of me," she said mildly.
Oh.
"Oh," I said, intelligently.
"You still do commissions like this?" she asked almost worriedly.
"Of course," I said quickly. "It will take much longer... I mean the sitting..."
"I'd like it life-sized," she said, sounding more sober than she ought to after two big glasses of wine. More sober than made any sense to me. "I suppose that the fee will be considerably higher, but I'm sure we can work that out."
My first truly coherent thought since she had said she 'wanted one', popped into my mind. That thought was that I wanted to offer to pay her for the privilege. But my banker mentally appeared from nowhere and wrestled my libido to the ground with great difficulty. I had no idea my banker knew how to suplex.
I felt myself blink embarrassingly. I tilted my head until my neck cracked quietly, and said, "Of course, and I agree that we can certainly work out a fee. I can be reasonable, especially for a second work for the same customer!"
She laughed as well.
"Will you send this one to your parents, too?" I asked, half actually curious about what she would do with a little nude of herself.
"Oh god! No!" Sophia shrieked, scandalized. "I'd die if they saw it! They would literally die!" She stared at my closed portfolio, then at the portrait of herself. "No, this is for over my own bed," she went on, suddenly taping her perfect teeth with a fingertip. "I want to look up and take power from what I think you will produce--from what I just saw that you can do."
I would make her a masterpiece, I thought, looking at her and imagining.
"I will want the canvas to be about four feet high by eight wide," she said. "Un-framed."
"Four by eight? You really meant life-sized?" I asked, incredulous. I had dismissed the words when she had said them. Suddenly, we were talking about a Major Work...
"No bigger than four by eight," she said again, her practical side suddenly in her voice. "And low profile. I've had a five by ten, black and white photograph of the London skyline over my bed since I bought the condo in Manhattan. I want your piece to be able to just fit underneath that. I can leave your portrait uncovered when it is just me at home. Or when I want to shock someone. Or when I..." She paused. "But when I cover it for ordinary guests, I will still feel powerful, knowing it is behind the photo... waiting."
"Um..." I said, not fully tracking reality at the moment.
"A thirty-two square foot portrait will be expensive, won't it?" Sophia asked me drily.
"Yes. But we'll work it out," I choked out through a dry throat.
*
A full hour later, she left. Her portrait remained behind. I would pack it for shipping and have it sent to her firm's Miami offices. She would deliver it herself from there to her parents.
The hour had been spent negotiating logistics. The price had been settled in about two minutes. I wished all my commission negotiations went so easily and so profitably. The rest of the time had been spent figuring out the details of her 'sitting'. She was in a hurry to arrange it. I sensed this woman was always in a hurry. Time is money after all. She clearly knew extremely well how to turn the former into the latter.
I was about to do the same. This would be one of the highest dollar commissions in my life. The highest ever for a single canvas. I was somewhat nervous, however, that my mind was not obsessed with that fee, but rather with the upcoming process and my impending model.
Since Sophia was in a hurry, she had asked to do the sitting, which would take many hours, that very weekend. We would need both Saturday afternoon after her golf, and most of Sunday as well. Reclining for a portrait can be more tiring than you might expect, and I wanted her to be as comfortable as possible, so I insisted on two days, rather than just a Sunday marathon.
The fact was, I didn't want to do twelve hours straight either. I could have done it. I mean, I often work twelve hours in a day when I feel the work flowing. I don't tire easily, especially when I know I can reset later for a few days. But I never like to binge if I don't have to. And I really did not want to binge this piece.
The lurking problem for me was, I somehow already knew that I was going to find myself... well... hard for a lot of the time I worked with a naked Sophia. Hell, I'd gotten hard for a bit while we had just been talking about what, if any, parts she wanted to strategically drape for the portrait. (Answer: none.)
I frankly found myself worrying about erections with durations that should have me calling my doctor.
Again, I had that portfolio of nudes that had started this whole process. I am used to working with gorgeous naked women. You would be shocked at how many rich guys want a nude of their trophy wife to hang prominently in their home. It's a fairly douchey move, honestly, but the work makes for a nice occasional bump in my income, so I don't judge. And doing a nude is usually quite pleasant.
Trophy wives tend to be fairly vavoom, right? It's in the job description. Many had been models, or actresses, or occasionally even sex workers, before marrying the money. It was not displayed in my black leather portfolio, but I once produced a portrait of a wife who was once a model you definitely know of. Marriage had caused her to seem to drop off the face of the Earth only a few years earlier. She never did any professional nude work, so while I know how she looks in her birthday suit, you don't.
Sucks to be you.
Even that woman had not had me hard the entire time, however. Sophia, for some indefinable reason, just might...
She had two and a half days of meetings to go through before she returned. I had that time to rearrange my entire condo for the sitting. I don't normally do portraits of any kind at my place. Most clients prefer their own homes, or another specific location. Sophia had no interest in being portrayed in her hotel room, no matter how nice it was.
My studio space was just my second bedroom, a ten by twelve space repurposed for utility work, and was not remotely big enough to accommodate the sitting. Especially since I envisioned a fairly lush environment. This was to be a huge portrait, and I needed the setting to have enough depth and detail for that hold up. Scale in painting, drawing, pastels, etc is a funny but incredibly important thing.
I was absolutely not going to tell my client to go into my actual bedroom and get naked, so I had to re-stage my fortunately modular couch as a daybed. A huge piece of crimson velvet fabric as a drape, and a bunch of cushions from the home decor superstore uptown gave me the color and geometry I needed, as well as critical support for my model's body. I would reassure Sophia that I could ignore the Little Mermaid and Transformers graphics on a few of the pillows. I just needed their specific sizes, shapes, and general colors. This wasn't going to be a photograph, so I was not worried about Bumble Bee.
I scoured my memories of our conversation about wine, and purchased two different bottles of red, one for Saturday and another for Sunday, along with more blue cheeses and other accompaniments. It pays to keep your subject feeling slightly satisfied at all times.
I reflected that artists in an earlier day might have spent hours trying to anticipate musical needs and assembling tapes and albums to sooth the savage model. Da Vinci probably had to hire a string quartet to keep the Mona Lisa taping her toes while she sported that half smile. With my Bluetooth sound system and The Cloud, I had to hand whatever accompaniment Sophia desired.
My only real problem was getting enough sleep. Sophia was not going to be the most beautiful woman I had done a portrait of. And she was possibly not even in the top three hottest bodies. But she was starting to haunt me a bit like my work apparently haunted her.
A man my age should not have wet dreams anymore, but I managed one Friday night...
Saturday morning was a mess for me... beyond the sticky sheets. Doing the unscheduled laundry helped me keep it together, actually. I had made the mistake of finishing setting everything up to the last detail by Friday, and had nothing with which to occupy my mind while waiting for Sophia to play her round of golf and eat lunch with the client.
I settled for taking a run while the dryer ran its course. I circled the park three times, instead of my usual two, and found myself pushing the pace much harder than usual. Even in the crisp autumnal air, I was a sweaty mess as I dashed through the front door of my building.
The shower felt good, and though I seriously considered rubbing one out as a preventative measure, the hard run and the prior night's emissions seemed like they were protection enough.
I was fresh, groomed, and relaxed, and my bed was remade before I got her text that she was on her way.
She would arrive a good forty-five minutes early. She was eager too.
The bell rang, and I met her at the door. I smiled involuntarily.
She wore a simple wrap-around dress in a most complimentary shade. She looked great in it of course, but it hardly seemed like it fit her personna. I guessed it was a knock around the house garment for her. I briefly wondered why on Earth she had chosen to change into this after her round of golf, but then I twigged to her reason: This dress would be very easy to take off. I smiled involuntarily again.
She stepped into my apartment with just a trace of understandable trepidation.
"You gave me no direction on how to do my makeup..." she started, then paused.
I let myself appreciate her face. "Flawless and understated," I observed. "I knew I did not need to tell you what was needed," I added reassuringly.
"Thanks," she said, already visibly relaxing. "How about my hair?"
She had clearly spent all sorts of time on it, and its wavy corona about her face was beautiful, but more importantly, completely in keeping with her persona. "It is awesome," I said with another reassuring smile. Then I snorted. "Though to be honest, I'd bet your hair looks okay in a morning rat's nest."
Truth be told, Sophia with bedhead sounded like an excruciatingly hot image...
She settled down further, and looked around the living room. "Wow! That looks comfortable," she said, gazing at the couch, with my seat and easel positioned opposite. "And it will be a beautiful setting..." she trailed off, and turned slowly to me. "Really? Optimus Prime?"
I found myself blushing. "I needed to buy some more cushions," I protested. "Those were the shape and color I wanted. Don't worry, I have already filtered him and Girly Smurf from my consciousness. They won't be in the portrait."
"Smurfette," she corrected me absently.
She walked into the room, still staring at the couch. "So, do we just... start?"
"How about I first offer you a glass of that Chateau Monbousquet you clued me in about?" I countered, indicating the table off to the side with the bottle and snacks.
"Oh, please!" Sophia said instantly, then stopped herself. "No, wait. How about in an hour or so for the wine? I had a double Old-Fashioned at the nineteenth hole, and that should be enough fortification for me for now. Let us enjoy the wine in a bit, if I may be allowed?"
"We can take breaks whenever you like," I said firmly. "So that sounds good. Um..." Suddenly, I was the one feeling awkward. "Uh, then if we are to begin, you can get ready in the restroom. I left a large drape for you in there. You can... er... get ready and come back. We'll get you situated and begin."
She smiled, and started eagerly for the bathroom, but froze, facing away from me. She stood there, and without looking back at me said, "I've been totally nervous about this ever since we last parted. Oddly," she went on, almost introspectively, "I think I've done my real job better than ever over the last few days because of that energy, though I shot an 80 today. That sucked. I... I can't wait to lie down and have you work whatever magic you somehow do, but actually getting naked is going to be hard."
I waited patiently.
She took a deep breath. "But now that I'm to that point, I am sure that getting undressed in private, 'to preserve my modesty,' will only make it worse."
Still not looking back at me, she suddenly undid the front of the dress and let it slide from her shoulders. She had not bothered with underwear. The fabric cascaded free of her lovely shoulders, revealing an ever so lightly muscled back, then an ass that took my breath away, then sleek thighs and calves.
I saw her hands twitch involuntarily toward her chest to cover her breasts, but she visibly restrained herself and lowered them back her sides, before she turned around with an outer calm that clearly was only a veneer.
I was also sporting a veneer of calm.
Holy shit.
Fuck every comment I made about her ranking versus other subjects I had done nudes of. In that moment, to my eye, she was unparalleled. Sure there were flaws. She had an odd port wine stain birthmark on her left hip. There had been an overly large mole in the small of her back. There were other little blemishes. None of them mattered.
My only complaint was that that ass would not appear in the portrait...
She looked nervous. I felt nervous as hell. To cover for us both, I simply said, "Good call on not wearing underwear. I won't have to wait for the marks to fade before I can work on those areas."
She recovered instantly, and smirked. "Oh, you are eager to work on 'those areas', are you?"
I blushed. She blushed too, and looked away, apologizing with her body language. "Sorry, Robert," she sort of mumbled, then stood there uncertainly.
Now, her standing there, facing me and naked, was not the worst of circumstances. But an uncertain, unhappy model was a no-no. I chuckled. "Dirty jokes are a-okay, under the circumstances," I said with a smile. "But let's get you situated and me started before you go through the rest of your set, Ms. Comedienne."
That got the small laugh I wanted. Sophia turned to the couch and we went through the always awkward, even when it is not a nude, process of posing a model for a figure study. I know some photographers, and they all seem just fine with reaching out and physically guiding their models in attaining the pose the shooter wants, especially for the final tiny adjustments. I am never able to manage it. Even on the rare occasions where I am the one paying the model, it seems unprofessional and a little harass-y. When I'm working with a high-status client, one who is paying me, it also feels massively presumptuous.
So I talked her through settling into a position that was sexy, yet demure--revealing, but not blatant. Then we both realized that the pose we had settled upon was not going to be comfortable for her, and we had to do it all again.
Never have I found myself wanting more to reach out with my hands and adjust my model's position.
What was it about Sophia? It was definitely a chemistry thing. I could not help but be turned on by her when she was full clothed, much less now. And she could not help but be turned on by the way I portrayed her.
I told myself that it was all cool, and to remember the payday. Let my banker get hard for me...
Yeah, my body was never going to delegate that task, thank you, whether I wished it to or not. Thank God I had worn my golf shirt with the tails untucked.
"I love this color," Sophia said, as I at last turned to go to my seat and easel.
"The velvet?" I asked, turning back around. "I am not surprised, it suits you very well." That was why I picked it out, after much deliberation. I know color, people. I had not been able to believe it when I found that piece of velvet. There was not a color on Earth that suited this particular woman better, not for a sensual piece like this was meant to be.
I started with my same trusty two-by-three pad, and began with the usual preliminary sketches. I mostly ignored her face, I had a great deal of familiarity with portraying it already. Instead I concentrated on her body. What a hardship.
Her legs were utterly easy. Their sleek lines leapt from my fingertips onto the page, her top knee bending slightly over the bottom, toes pointed but comfortably so. The feet needed separate work, so I just dashed them off on this round. I ended the study at her hips. They were deliciously rounded, and I was gratified to see that with the yoga pants not there to keep things in place, her flesh remained just as taut and sleek.
The only thing that bothered me was... she was completely shaven down there.
Don't get me wrong. I love, love, love a bald pussy as a playground. Love. It. But I was not going to be playing down there, and when I'm doing a painting, I much prefer some bush. Without some pubes where the subject's legs meet, a portrait always seems a little... unfinished. I would have to soldier through, suffering with the view of her shaven perfection.
The sketch told me I was still dissatisfied by the situation, and I rose to adjust the dimmed LED spotlight that I had arranged to the left of the couch. I shifted it almost three feet forward and further over, then stood back. Excellent. Now it cast the slightest of shadows right where I needed darkness. I stood back and undertook the arduous task of staring at her entire body to make sure no other part had become poorly lit, but it all looked fabulous.
I returned to the sketch and found that the tiny shadow indeed gave me what I wanted.
"Picky," she observed.
"Everything must be just right, Sophia. That's what these preliminary sketches are for," I said, flipping the page and starting a second study of her torso. I had to bite my lip, hopefully discretely, to keep from groaning at the view I was concentrating on.
Her breasts were wonderful. They were a bit smaller than is my general idea of perfection, but they were rich and full, draping naturally on her chest as she lay on her side, without a trace of anything that could be called, 'sag'. The aureoles were dark, round, and not larger across than a champagne cork. Their dusky brownish skin was crinkled with arousal and spotted with goosebumps. In their center, the nipples were smallish, but looked hard as spring steel.
"Your skin color is incredible," I said aloud, as I searched for just the right array of hues to use to illustrate it perfectly when I got to the main piece. It was rich and warm in color, and I noted a complete lack of tan lines. "Do you get it from your Mediterranean ancestry, tanning beds, or beaches in the south of France?" I asked before I could chicken out.
She laughed, and I locked in on the expression while it lasted. "Would you believe, all three?" she said merrily.
"Really?" I asked, actually taken aback.
She chuckled again, knowing she had found another way to tease me. "Not really. It wasn't France, but Australia. And how much of this tan is left from my time there two months ago, I don't know." My mind reeled, trying to imagine this self-assured, powerful woman lying around, naked on an Australian beach. "I had a deal in Melbourne, and took four days R&R after," she explained. "You must think I'm an awful exhibitionist, with that and having this portrait done," she added, suddenly uncertain.



"Honestly, I don't see you as an exhibitionist," I said almost absently. "Just, um, possibly more comfortable in your own skin than even you realize. Was that your first time sunbathing like that? How did it make you feel? An exhibitionist would have been very..." I trailed off, finding myself in dangerous territory. I was not fishing for sexy talk, I was genuinely trying to read how she felt about that experience, and by extension, what we were doing currently.
"I wasn't terribly aroused, actually," Sophia said, almost surprised at the fact. "I find this to be much more... um... and I certainly was not intending to go topless on that beach, let me tell you! I'm too old for that sort of thing anyway, even if I was into it." I carefully concealed a snort at that. The breasts I was currently sketching were fucking made for topless beaches.
"So, why?" I asked, my brain refusing to let me disengage from this dicey discussion.
"I've never been sure why," she said, as if surprising herself. "Just... every woman around me, of all ages, was pretty much was doing it, and nobody seemed to care. There were some hot women on that beach, let me tell you, and it wasn't like the men were all standing around with their tongues hanging out or anything. It was just another day at the beach. And the sun felt so good." She shrugged. "I took a deep breath and took my top off. I wasn't instantly assaulted, and I began to relax. It was nice. I thought nothing of doing it again the next day. I even read my book a bit," she laughed.
"Well, there you go," I said brightly. "An exhibitionist would have been pissed she wasn't being ogled constantly, wouldn't she?"
She laughed again. I was wasting a lot of great smiles at a time when I wasn't working on her face yet... "I really wasn't being ogled all the time... but you do meet some interesting men when you lie out on a beach wearing an Aussie one-piece bikini." I saw a memory in her eye that told me that one of those interesting men must now have some good memories of his own.
The sketch of her tits was complete and amazing. I had both the skin tones and those amazing contours down already. Breasts. The sketch of her breasts, not her 'tits'. They were too lovely to be called tits.
But they were way too fucking sexy to be called 'breasts'.
Tits? Breasts? Magnificent mounds? I snorted inwardly. They were amazing distractions, was what they were.
I swiftly filled another two pages with small studies of her feet, but mostly her hands. The one that we had decided to drape upon the curve of her hip was easy, if pleasurable to capture. I had to make three tries of the other hand, which seemed to be supporting her head without in fact doing so. I almost welcomed a hiccup in my process, as everything had been going unnaturally easily thus far. I never expect everything to flow naturally, even with this, my apparent muse.
I closed the sketch pad and rose. "Are you ready for the main event?" I asked, moving to get the huge canvas I had acquired for the project. A spare was hidden in my studio, just in case.
As I set the expanse on my easel, uncomfortably aware it was the biggest workspace I had ever employed, Sophia asked, "So, can I have one or two of those sketches as well?" Her voice was eager, almost breathless.
I thought of the work I had just done. To be honest, several of them, in isolation, were damned near pornographic. I'd be mortified if she even saw them, much less kept them.
Besides, I wanted them for myself. Badly.
"Maybe one," I smiled, as if confident. I would give her the one of her hands and feet.
I could never sit while working on a canvas that big, so I settled in for hours of standing.
And I stared at the blank expanse.
It was fucking intimidating. It had been a long time since I had even tried to do a work of this scale, and I was suddenly regretting accepting the commission.
What business did I have taking on a major work at a scale I was not used to at all? Could I pull it off? Could I do justice to the living work of art I had as a subject? A work of art who thought my pieces were somehow fucking magical? I trembled.
Then I lifted the first pastel in my fingers and began.
In seconds, my doubts left me, and the free, inspired way I captured her image returned full-bore. I swept in long strokes, lay down the outlines of her form, setting the structure of the piece. I offset her slightly, with her head closer to the edge of the canvas than her feet, as was the classical mode. I wanted that timeless, conventional-for-a-reason composition, so that the portrait, even though executed in my own modern-yet-realistic style, would feel like an old master.
In minutes, I was smiling to myself as the plain black strokes of the wireframe that would never be seen in any way once the piece was complete, took form just the way I was envisioning. My fingers were sure as they ever were. I smudged out not a line, corrected not a position.
My eyes drank in her form, and my hands transferred it to the canvas with a surety that was amazing to me in the moment, even for me at my best. But I was hardly seeing her. I just sketched. I'm not sure how long that initial layout took. The sheer scale of what I was doing was unfamiliar, so it was quite a while, but I was mostly lost during it.
Suddenly, I stopped. I stepped back and took in what I had done.
Damn, I'm good.
It was just a wireframe, almost like you might see on page nine of How To Draw Comics, but I knew the layout was perfect, and I knew I had the ineffable shape of her body captured in just those lines.
I let my eyes go back to Sophia, and found myself letting them really focus on her for the first time in a while. Oh yeah. She was naked, wasn't she?
Damn...
I saw her staring at me intently. It was not the expression I wanted for the piece, but it was striking. I could coach her on it later. It didn't matter now. For now, it was just uncomfortable to be examined as closely as I was now examining her.
"Watching you work is... I don't know," she said softly, breaking the silence. "That first day we met in the park, it was exciting watching you do that picture of the girl and her kids. Then, it was actually kinda hot watching you do the portrait of me for my parents. I could feel your intensity." She paused. "Now. Here. With me lying here like this, your gaze is..." She trailed off again and did not restart. She just stared at me.
Her gaze was intense. It was almost unbearably attractive, sexy, erotic. I wanted to capture it instantly, but it was the wrong look for the portrait, much as it went into my eyeballs and travelled straight down to my cock, making it hard again in almost an instant. I needed a languid, smiling sensuality, not this... frank, hungry appraisal. I restrained myself from grabbing the sketch pad and doing a study in the delicious moment.
Instead, I turned to bend and rummage through my pastels, the movement helping to work my cock into an at least somewhat comfortable position. I didn't anticipate the erection going away any time soon. My predicted marathon of tumescence had begun.
I turned back, smiled, and began in earnest. The magic did not desert me, uncomfortable state of arousal or no. My hands moved surely, in far longer strokes than they were used, but my command of color did not abandon me, and that gave me confidence. Her outlines, her fabulous outlines took shape.
I paused in my focus on her to set up the outlines and some shadows of the cushions and the couch overall. I knew they would likely shift between now and the next sitting, so I wanted a reference before the day was done. The fact that the painstaking, inorganic work helped my cock get some relief was purely, purely incidental...
But there was only so much work there I could do, or wanted to do, at this point in the process. I went back to Sophia, capturing the contours of her calves, then thighs, then enjoying the process of capturing the little shadow I had placed where her legs met so elegantly.
My cock sprang back with a vengance, and I was hard pressed to conceal my discomfort in correcting its position. Hard pressed and unsuccessful.
"I'm sorry, Robert," Sophia said softly... huskily.
"You could hardly help it," I said softly, trying to lose myself in the initial layer of colors that formed her abdomen. "And if you could, neither of us, given the current project, would want you to." I tried to keep my eyes off of her and on my canvas as much as possible.
"Still," she said, in an even lower register, "you look so uncomfortable. Take a break at least, and talk to me for a moment."
Taking my mind off my work and just talking to Sophia as she looked at the moment hardly seemed a recipe for relief for my swollen state, but I complied, because it was true, my condition was beginning to add more intensity to my process than was probably good. I stepped back, stared at my work so far.
Already, I was confident it would be a spectacular finished product. I was handling the scale better than I had hoped, and the inspiration was flowing from her to me.
"Can I see it?" Sophia asked, watching me examine the piece.
"Not yet, I think," I said, stepping around the piece and walking over to her. "How about some wine?"
"Please," she said in a voice that seemed to be asking involuntarily for more than refreshment.
I smoothly extracted the cork, and poured us each a ruby glass of relaxation.
A good glass of wine had always relaxed me, but that day, with Sophia still lying there naked, siping on the glass I had offered her, I was anything but.
"I don't think you understood me before," Sophia grinned, after a good sip or two. "I asked if I could see it."
"You are the client," I said reluctantly, "but I really think you should wait until we are done tomorrow afternoon. It might affect how you sit if you see the portrait now."
She almost grimaced at me, and I worried I might have to relent. "You still misunderstand," she said, rolling forward a little on the couch, toward me. "I want to see it."
Oh.
"I... what? I... mean, I..." I stammered.
"This whole process is just agonizing for me," Sophia said earnestly, almost compassionately. "It must be hard for you too." She giggled slightly at her own words. "I mean, I can see that it is," she smiled. "It is getting hard for me to keep my eyes in the distance as you work, with the evidence of your discomfort there for me to see."
She could see my...? My shirttail should have covered my crotch, but I realized that I had been unconsciously scratching a chronic itch on my stomach, just above the waistband of my pants. At some point, the shirttail had tucked in a bit in front. I looked down, and realized the shirt no longer covered, but instead framed the painful bulge in my pants.
"I'm sorry," I said softly, panicking inside. "It's inappropriate, I know. But you are... inspirational."
"Thank you," my subject said sweetly. "But I think I'd only be insulted if you weren't being appreciative." She looked at me and took another small sip. "But you've been appreciative for so long, I'm sure it must almost hurt."
I just blushed a little, and refused to answer out loud.
"Let. Me. See. It," Sophia said almost needfully. "It's only fair."
I tried to babble about unprofessional behavior, but she just stared at me, her gaze a mix of authority and entreaty.
Almost against my will, but very much in line with my desires, my hands went to the fly of my pants, and opened it. With a small push, I slid my underwear down, and let out an involuntary gasp of relief as my erection popped free, the absence of constriction mixing in a hearty portion of comfortable freedom with my embarrassment.
A lot of what I was doing was genuinely involuntary. I might have run away in shame, had it not been somehow clear that Sophia was likewise not entirely in control of herself. What was this odd chemistry we had?
My cock was hard as a rock, its skin was red, and the head was an angry purple.
"Wow," Sophia said, upon seeing me. "It looks... painful! Are you all right?"
"It's not painful," I said quickly, "just uncomfortable--and distracting."
"You should, um, take care of it, before it starts to affect your work," she said, almost uncertainly.
Jesus. Here I was, having been displaying a huge bulge to my client for the last couple of hours, and now I had my erect cock in her face! No wonder she wanted me to get rid of it. I was torn between tucking it away, and denying the problem, and running to my bedroom and doing as she suggested.
Almost without consciously deciding, I turned and took a single step toward the door. Before I could take a second, faster, fleeing step, Sophia blurted, "Don't go! Do it here." She tried to look away and failed. "I can't believe I'm asking this of you, but I want to see it happen. Take care of it here. Now. Then you can have some relief, and I can go back to staring into the middle distance like I need to."
I stared at her, but her eyes betrayed only growing certainty.
My eyes were absolutely not filled with certainty. But at this point, my dick's demands were deafening. Without really meaning to, I found my hand on my cock. A single stroke, and I had no resistance left. Another stroke. And another. My eyes drank in her naked body. Idly, I almost wished I was back at the easel, to capture her expression. Or capture the dangling parabolas adorning her chest.
Sophia's eyes were riveted to my dick as I worked to give it what it wanted. She was silent at first, but as my pace quickened, she looked up at me briefly. "That's it. You need this," she said softly. After another pause, she added, "I need this. It is like a physical manifestation of how you see me, whatever magic you see that makes me so beautiful. I hope this feels good. Please, make it feel good," she encouraged.
Was it good? Yes. But my jacking hand was more satisfying a hunger than delivering pleasure. The pleasure was incidental. And God help me, that pleasure was mostly from her gaze.
She trembled slightly, and those breasts trembled in harmonic vibration. My pace quickened.
"Paint me, Robert," she demanded softly.
"What?" I gasped, feeling my orgasm building swiftly.
"When you come, paint me. Paint my breasts with your release," Sophia demanded, her voice suddenly without doubt. "Do it," she hissed.
Without thinking, I stepped forward two steps, looming over her as she lay back again before me.
And I came. Boy howdy, did I come. I grunted in a powerful explosion of breath, and I clenched my cock even harder as a surge of pleasure, somehow simultaneously collapsing into my core and exploding outward from it, took me. My shaft throbbed in my pumping fist and first one, then another gout of jizz burst out and cascaded down across those magnificent tits. Another stream shot out, bridging both again.
Sophia gasped a high-pitched cry as my cum painted her chest, exactly as she had asked. She twisted, her hips writhing, mirroring the sensation as my cock produced another, final spurt. It was smaller, but landed right in the delectable valley between her breasts.
I gave a near sob of release, my hand slowing to a stop, cradling my spent and softening cock. Relief was at last, um, at hand.
Suddenly, we were both utterly awkward, neither looking right at the other, but unable to keep our opposite out of the corner of our eye. I stood there like an idiot with my cock in my grasp for severals seconds, then almost desperately moved to pull up my pants, and zip up, almost hoping, but mostly fearing that if I didn't do so quickly, Sophia would demand I go back to work like that, exposed.
But she didn't, only shifting slowly back to her posed position and staring down in bemusement at her bespattered chest, her own breathing shallow.
Zipped up, I cast my eye about for a clean towel. A small stack of them, for cleaning up stray pigments, was near the door to my studio. I dashed over to grab one, and returned, shamefacedly offering it to Sophia to clean up my filthy, sticky spooge.
She only shook her head. "Let's get back to it, Robert. You have your distraction gone, and I..." She shut up, but made no move to clear my glistening, not yet drying semen from her torso.
I stepped back slowly to my easel, and lifted a pastel, my inspiration taking me before I was ready for it.
I had not meant to work much on her breasts that first day, only making small efforts here and there. I had subconsciously been saving them for Sunday, as a treat, perhaps. Now I was fully engaged with them. My strokes were sure and swift. Every time my hand went to the tray, I always grabbed exactly the right color. The subject was glorious, and I was capturing it in a way that had me already satisfied.
And I captured the decorations I had left all over them as well. It was not obvious, of course. I didn't want that. To the uninformed observer, there was just a whorl of lightness atop her cleavage, where the puddle of my last spurt still nestled. There were streaks of lighter pigment here and there over the exquisite expanse of her curves. A drop here and there around the nipples of her upper breast, and so on. All just apparent texture and light. But to me, the cum was obvious. It would be obvious to Sophia. And it would be to obvious to anyone else that she might choose to point it out to. I incorporate details such as that in my work often--the item that is obvious only when pointed out, the patch of dirt on a face, the cat invisible in the background.
But this was the best I had ever done. Sophia's reclining nude would have cum-spattered breasts, and even those few she chose to share it with would likely never know.
But, again, she would.
And she never moved to clean herself. I watched as the afternoon approached evening, and my spume dried on her skin. It was an interesting thing I'd never seen before. My dick's exhaustion, my suddenly inspired burst of even higher productivity, and the intellectual curiosity of what semen looked like as it dried on skin kept me from any more... much more, discomfort.
The light in the room flared as the sun lowered to the point where its rays hit where Sophia reclined directly.
I stopped. We had to be done for the day, as I had suddenly lost control of light and shadow. "That's it for today," I said, suddenly once more appalled at myself for what I had done. "Uh... ten-thirty tomorrow?" I asked, suddenly worried that she wouldn't come back at all.
Sophia sat up, and stretched. "You are... you were right, Robert. This is hard work," she said, not looking at me. She looked at the towel she had refused earlier, then shook her head slightly. Instead, she rose, picked up her dress, and slipped it around her body, still coated as it was with my crusty cum.
"I'll... I'll see you at ten-thirty," she agreed hastily, then almost dashed for the door. "Thank you," she said awkwardly as she slipped out. The dollop of dried cum in her cleavage had still been fully visible in the neckline of her dress.
"Thank you," I whispered after her, through the closed door. Then I began slamming the palm of my hand into my forehead in an attempt to either knock the stupid loose, or just induce amnesia.
I ate a swift dinner from the microwave, perhaps optimistically reset things for the next day, and sat down to examine my work. It was good. Very good, if I did say so myself. And I had gotten a lot more done than I had expected, considering it was such a large piece.
If Sophia came to her senses and refused to return to the scene of my awful behavior, there was a chance that I could still finish it... if she still wanted the thing in the first place.
I sat there, staring at her breasts in the painting, the subtle cum on her torso as plain as day to me... and jacked off again.



*
Wakefulness came hard the next morning. I had tossed and turned before falling fitfully asleep the night before, worried about how she would take... whatever the fuck had happened on Saturday. Could she find the strength and forgiveness to return and let me finish? The stomach to?
And to be clear, I'm not an idiot. I knew full well, she had instigated things. I had just been sitting there, visibly hard as a rock, like the primitive male I am. Could she find a way to face me? Would she want to?
And how would my mind handle things, when it came time to actually pick up my pastels again? There was so much more detail I wanted, I needed to capture. I was ahead of where I had wanted to be, but the scale of that canvas, every time I stared at it, was still intimidating. There was so much space yet to find the strokes, the details, to fill.
Could I possibly manage to recapture even a spark of the flame of inspiration I had felt the day before? It had not been a novel experience to work so immersively, though it had been more intense than any other such trance I could remember. But I knew all too well, the kind of dash and verve I had felt Saturday afternoon was often fleeting.
Could I summon it again?
Could I do it without my fucking cock distorting my pants and distracting everyone?
I wore the loosest pants I owned, and donned an older button-down shirt that hung well below my waist, even more loosely than the day before. I was as camouflaged as I could make myself.
Because I had zero doubt that if Sophia somehow returned, and got naked on my couch again, I would once more be petrified wood in moments.
I made cucumber sandwiches and put them in the fridge for a lunch break. I set aside the second bottle of wine for later and brewed up a big pot of Jamaican Blue coffee.
Then I drank too much of it and suffered through half an hour of jitters as I waited for ten-thirty.
At ten-twenty seven, my bell rang.
Sophia stood outside my door, her hair and makeup a dead-perfect match for the day before. Rather than the prior day's wrap-around dress (now likely cum-stained), she wore jeans and a pullover sweater. It was still sensational on her, but not the easy-to-remove outfit of before.
And she was clearly nervous.
Uh-oh.
"Come in, Sophia," I said, unfortunately also clearly nervous.
"Hello, Robert," she said, stepping hesitantly inside. I could not imagine this woman entering a room with less than authoritative ease, yet here she was.
"Um, some coffee perhaps?" I said, unsure how to proceed.
"Please!" she said, brightening. "As long as it is not decaf," she added suddenly.
"Ugh! What's the point of decaf?" I snorted and for a brief instant, we had some of the previous easy camaraderie. But it faded almost instantly.
I produced the coffee, along with a warming pour for my own mug. We spoke of inconsequentialities.
Nothing about this morning was going right. Her eagerness was... not gone, but suppressed at the very least, perhaps worse. She made no move to eagerly undress and prepare. And she was skittish, usually refusing to meet my eyes, at least during those moments when I summoned the courage to try to meet hers.
Her cup drained, Sophia heaved a sudden breath. "I suppose we should begin?" she said nervously.
"Whenever you are ready," I said sincerely, willing to be patient.
She looked around. "The restroom?" she asked.
I indicated its door, and she went to it, closing it behind her. Today she would not strip in front of me. Sudden modesty. How would that affect the inspiration?
I moved to the canvas. I still had not let her see the painting.
She stepped out, wrapped in the blanket I had placed there for her the day before, clutching it to her. She stepped over near the couch and heaved another deep breath. She smiled at me uncertainly, but her spine suddenly straightened, if not comfortably, and she let the wrap slide to the floor.
Every fucking inch of her was as amazing as before.
She stepped over and slid onto the couch, incidentally giving me a brief look at the magnificence of her backside that I had only a glimpse of the day before as well. She rearranged the cushions with a remarkable memory for detail, and reclined for me.
Her pose was almost a match for the day before, but held a stiffness that I hated. I didn't physically have to represent it in the portrait, but I knew I would not be able to help doing so if I couldn't get her to relax.
I temporized. "Your hand... on your hip," I said, examining her and the portrait as clinically as I could muster. "It should be about three inches higher, toward your waist. That's it."
Now I was temporizing, giving her increasingly fidgety, unnecessary instructions to keep from taking up a color in my fingers.
Stop it.
I heaved a deep breath. "It's perfect. You are perfect, Sophia," I said with a firm smile. She smiled back, mostly.
And I began. I started with some additional work on the pillows. It was cowardly, but it got me going. Other details in the background leapt to my pigments, and I captured them. In but a few minutes, my spine was no longer trying to tie itself in knots, and my hands moved faster and more surely. I worked on her elbow that rested among the cushions, and I smiled as I resisted the urge to actually put Spiderman on the square, blue pillow as he was in real life.
I moved to her hair, a flash of light was making it glorious, and the sweeping, luscious lines evolved on the canvas.
But I kept avoiding her body. It was still tense, still hesitant. I didn't want to accidentally capture any of this nervous energy. I wanted the sensual serenity that she projected the day before.
I tried some jokes, being careful to avoid anything risqué. She smiled here and there, but while she nominally relaxed with each, it was only superficially, and it was also always transient.
I was growing frustrated, and anxious. There was only so long I could sketch the drapes in the background, and more pillows. I may have let my vexation reach my face.
"Robert," Sophia suddenly blurted. "We need to talk."
Nope, those words have still never been good, I thought.
"Of course," I said, and waited for things to explode.
"About yesterday... and what happened," she went on, her voice wound tight.
"I'm sorry, Sophia, I..." I started to say, not sure where I was going.
"No, I am sorry."
"But I..." I stopped, unable to point out out-loud that I had spooged on her tits. It really was an artist-model faux pas.
"I put you in a position yesterday," she said, over-riding me, "that clearly has left you uncomfortable. Me as well, you should know," she said, what was becoming clear as a rehearsed speech pileing pell-mell from her lips. "We should regret what happened."
Ugh.
"But Robert, you should also know..." she said, her voice almost agonized. Was she about to flee the situation? Instead, her body froze and she met my gaze fully for perhaps the first time that morning. "You should know that that was the most erotic thing I've ever been involved in, in my life," she finished with utter sincerity.
"Really?" I blurted, unable to contain my shock. "That was the sexiest thing you've ever done... I mean had done to you?"
Suddenly, she laughed. A deep, rich, happy laugh that I had been yearning for all morning. Her whole body morphed without moving, and my hands leapt for the pigment box to grab the flesh tones. I attacked the hand on her hip, feeling it take full form. But I was still incredulous at her words.
"Hardly!" Sophia said merrily. I switched to capturing the lift of her cheeks and her high cheekbones while the smile lasted. "I said the most erotic, not the sexiest. It was only top five, at best top three sexiest!"
"What was the top?" my mouth asked unbidden, as my fingers began to further develop a nipple, the short, curvy strokes enriching the image of that perfection.
"Wouldn't you like to know," she scoffed.
"I would," I said, this time intentionally. Whatever dam had burst in her from her confession, her body once more radiated that inspiration for me, and my hands were working feverishly. I wanted to keep that energy flowing.
She grinned at me, then shrugged minutely.
"I once consummated a deal between a venture capital guy and an entrepreneur you may or may not have heard of, aboard a NetJet at 38,000 feet. There has never been a sweatier, stickier contract signing in history," she said, looking to see if she could shock me.
I just let my hands fly, and suffered through the erection already preparing to torture me throughout the day.
"Do you think that makes me a whore?" Sophia challenged me. She clearly did not think it of herself, but she was clearly curious if I had that impression.
I shrugged. "Did you use the sex to close the deal?"
"Of course not," she snorted dismissively. "It was a spontaneous celebration after settling a very hard, very big negotiation... fueled by the fact that I found both men hot as pistols."
"Then not a whore," I murmured, as if it were obvious. Not that there was any way on God's green earth that I'd have told her she was, even if I had thought it.
"But Robert," she said, her voice regaining that husky register suddenly from the critical period the day before. "I'd like to top that day. Do you realize I came yesterday, just from your cum raining down on me?"
I stopped and stared at her. Had I been so transfixed by my own release that I had somehow missed that?!?
"It was a small one, and lovely," she said matter-of-factly. "But I want more."
I stared at her some more.
"Put down what you are doing, and come to me. The energy we feel here, now that it is flowing, I need it all. Come here... no, can we go to your bed? I don't want to mess up where we are working. I need to fuck you, Robert. I think you need to fuck me."
I stared into her eyes. Mine must have looked simultaneously like a frightened rabbit's and a hungry fox's. To lose myself in this magnificent woman... To take our chemistry and make it flesh... To simply tap that crazy hot ass...
"No," I said.
"What?"
"Not yet!" I blurted quickly. "God, Sophia, I've never had such an offer, an offer I so desperately want to accept." I took a deep breath. "But I can't risk the chemistry we have right now, with things on the edge. I want this portrait to be perfect. It feels right now like it is going to be. I need to work." I smiled fearfully. "Then, when I am done, if I have not missed out on the greatest opportunity I can imagine, I want to join you right there on that couch, on that velvet that sets you off so beautifully, and play between your legs in so many ways, making you scream as loudly and as many times as I can muster until we both collapse."
She flushed.
Stop that, woman, I don't want to duplicate that blush.
Then she arched that eyebrow at me again, and sank into her pose, totally relaxed.
She did not tell me if her heat of the moment offer would still stand when I finished. That made me feel nervous.
But it made my strokes more sure.
She resumed fully her serenity, and we worked in silence, the music she had requested (Steve Miller Band and the like) filling the void. We spoke occasionally, but only of inconsequentialities. When I gave her and myself a break, so we could enjoy the cucumber sandwiches and open the bottle (a South African Pinotage blend that was criminally unknown), our easy conversation, as she sat there utterly naked across from me while we ate, was about nothing. She kept her legs together, her presence sensuous, rather than lewd.
I gave up trying to hide it and stared a good bit at her breasts. She archly smiled at my well-hidden crotch area.
But we said nothing about sex... about her offer/demand.
As we rose to clear things away and get back to work, her hand slid up over my chest to my shoulder, freezing me in my tracks.
"You are worried that you let your opportunity pass," she said--not a question. "Maybe it has, maybe it hasn't. I'm going to need you to finally let me see that canvas when we are done, before I decide which it is."
Her hand trailed off of me and she swayed over to resume her position. I needed only two quick adjustments this time to have her back in the perfect, matching pose.
I was a maniac. An inspired, pent-up, madman. I worked feverishly. Every slightest contour and variation of skin tone seemed to emerge of their own volition from my fingers. I lost track of time as I worked. Pausing but once, impatiently, to let her have some more wine. I refused any more for myself. My muse had me in her grip.
I did not know what time it was, but it was before we had planned to finish, when I suddenly stopped, and flippantly tossed the pastel I held, worn to a nub, into the trash.
"Done!" I announced.
"Really?" Sophia asked excitedly, breaking her pose and sitting up. She leaned toward me eagerly, her breasts dangling down, pressed lightly between her arms braced on her knees.
"There are days of work left," I said. "But we are done here. It feels complete. I only have the boring polishing to muddle through." I stared at what I had wrought, and was glad.
"So I can see it, finally?" Sophia asked, hesitant to actually rise from the couch.
"Please," I said grandly, gesturing to the canvas.
Please, please, please like it. I want to fuck you so bad my teeth hurt.
She rose, like a vision, and walked slowly over and around to my side of the canvas, and stopped.
She silently stared at the portrait, my vision of her naked, gorgeous form. As ludicrously hot as she was, I felt like I had managed to make her sensuous and beautiful, not raunchy. And her face was as perfect as I had made it in the first portrait.
But what would she think?
Sophia stood there, in front of the painting. I wanted to watch her body language, to try to discern what she thought of my work, since she was saying nothing out loud. But mostly all I could do was drink in the sight of her smooth, rounded ass that I had thus far only glimpsed.
"Damn, Robert," she said at last, softly. "You are good."
Relief flooded me. I had done my job. But had I done it well enough to recapture her fey, horny mood of earlier?
"I want to just stare at it until dinner time," Sophia said, her head tilting to examine some aspect of it. "But I can't, because you and I are going to be on that pile of cushions until well after," she said, reaching behind her for my hand and pulling it up and around her to clasp a breast. As my hand pressed into the amazing feeling of her tit, she leaned back against me. "Turn it around, so I can stare at your cum on my boobs while I suck your dick on that velvet," she said, then pulled away from me and walked with an insanely sensual gait back to the couch.
Sophia turned around as she reached it. I was right behind her, just far enough back to keep that ass easily in my field of vision. When she turned around again, it cost me that view, but replaced it with one equally as mesmerizing.
She knelt smoothly, but instead of reaching for my fly, as I briefly expected, she gently lifted one foot, then the other, slipping off the soft moccasins I wear when working on my feet for long periods. Then she rose again and wrapped her arms up around my shoulders.
I bent and kissed her upturned mouth, our lips opening eagerly in the very first moments, as we worked to steal each other's breath. My hands rose of their own volition and clasped her breasts, her hardened nipples poking between my fingers.
Sophia broke off our kiss and our embrace and leaned backward, running her hands up my chest and staring down. "It is a nice shirt," she mused, plucking at the fabric of my soft, blue button-down. "Shame what happened to it..."
"Huh?" I asked in confusion, looking down. Had I colored it as I worked that afternoon? I did like this shirt. It was one of my favorites, and I had chosen it to look good for Sophia...
She flashed a tiny grin, then grabbed the lapels of the shirt and literally tore it wide open! Maybe two buttons survived by coming undone. More popped off the shirt. A few held on, and instead tore the fabric they clung to.
Fuck that shirt. It was old anyway. I swiftly began to shuck it off my shoulders.
She was gentler with my khakis. Her hands dropped to the fly and, with sudden gentleness again, she worked it open. Sliding the zipper down with agonizing deliberation as she kissed me once more.
I had not been so bold as to go commando, but I had been wildly optimistically careful, and worn some presentable underwear at the least. My khakis slid to the floor around my ankles as Sophia's hand caressed the bulge I was tenting in my dark blue hybrid boxer/briefs. She tugged the elastic waistband out and slid them off my hips. When the briefs reached my ankles atop my pants, I managed to step free of both without making an idiot of myself.
The shoes being gone already make that easy. Sophia was obviously a planner.
My cock waved free in the air, as hard as I could ever remember it being. She looked down at it and smiled. "Hello again," she said to my once more aching erection.
Her hand caressed one of my pecs, pinky finger teasing the nipple. I am not what you would call buff. My workout regime includes no lifting, just running, push-ups, pull-ups, and the like. But all my major muscle groups are at least a little defined. Sophia's hand slipped lower, caressing my flat abdomen, and my belly twitched involuntarily.
She guided us both to sit on the front edge of the couch. My bare ass nestled against the soft velvet. Sophia twisted to kiss my lips once more, but briefly. Then she slid back a touch, and bent to kiss the tip of my cock. Then she simply grabbed my cock and began to, um, make out with it.
Her lips and tongue caressed me from head down to balls, delicately at first, but with increasingly wet, sloppy brio as she proceeded. She only paused once to twist me slightly to the side, so that she could in fact stare at her portrait while she pleasured me. The sight of it only seemed to improve her efforts.
Her hand was smoothly, slowly sliding up and down and twisting around the base of my shaft. At the same time her lips engulfed my cock and slid down several inches of it, my tip being nudged up and down inside her mouth by her undulating tongue.
This was exquisite torture. Every gentle move she made sent shivers of pleasure through my body, but she cruelly held the intensity down to prevent me from really getting going. I whimpered blissfully, restraining myself somehow from running my hands through her hair and ruining that perfect do.
But a full day of staring at Sophia's body, of replicating its every curve and valley, had me understandably on edge, no matter how gentle she was. "I'm dying here," I gasped. "You are so amazing. Please, a little harder. I'm so close," I plead. Well, my cock was pleading. I was just its ventriloquist's dummy.
Instead, she cruelly stopped her oral attentions, rising up to kiss me with cock-flavored lips. He hand again pressed against my chest, pushing me back to lie along the couch. "I don't think so," she purred. "I just had to do that, but..." She looked over at the painting again. "While you were working on that beautiful thing that makes me look so godawful sexy, I had nothing to do for hours but think about what I wanted to do to your body... mostly this," she said, lifting herself over me.
Almost unthinking, I shifted my ass further onto the couch so I was completely on it, making it easy for Sophia to straddle me. She did, her naked form kneeling over my middle. My eager cock could feel the warmth of her body, she held herself so close over it.
She looked over at the portrait one more time as she reached down to gently tilt my cock upward. The head tensed happily as it pressed against the slick skin of her slit. She poised there, and turned back to smile into my eyes.



I lifted my hands to clasp those tits. Those tits that I had been hungrily drawing for two days. Those tits I had splashed with my cum the day before. As I clasped them, Sophia moaned, sinking down onto my cock. I moaned just as happily in response, my hands clenching her mammary magnificence as her body melded around my manhood.
Sophia smiled down at me almost blissfully as the soft skin of her ass came to rest, pressing firmly against my thighs. My cock was happily nestled fully inside her, and we each took a deep breath. I felt her clench her inner muscles and relax, massaging me almost idly.
Almost as if drawn, Sophia rolled her head around to the side and stared at my work. My gaze followed hers, though my fingers kept up their explorations of her breasts. The portrait really was good, if I did say so myself.
"Jesus, I wish I really looked that good," she muttered.
"Trust me," I snorted. "That is you, as you are in life. Beautiful. Elegant. Wonderful."
"I look like a fucking sex bomb," Sophia countered, matching deed to word by beginning to rise a little, then sink back down on my cock.
I wanted to argue with her. It was an elegant, but hardly sexual nude. But who was I to contradict a satisfied client? Especially when she was in the middle of satisfying me... I shrugged. "In fairness, you are a fucking sex bomb," I growled gently, pressing my hips upward needfully.
Her eyes swung back to me and she began to hump up and down on me in earnest. My hands slid down to grasp her smooth, swelling hips, encouraging her movements. She arched backward, thrusting her tits out over me, and they swayed as she rode. Her hands in turn now both rested on my chest, her thumbs sliding back and forth over my nipples each time she took my cock.
We both wanted this to be slow and luxurious, an experience to make last forever. But you can't always get what you want, even in the middle of getting exactly what you desire. In minutes, Sophia was bouncing up and down on me vigorously, sighing and mewling with delight. My fingers dug into her hips as I pulled her down to make each thrust harder.
I could contain myself no more, and my hips began to slam upward into her body over me, matching her own still vigorous rhythm up and down along my cock. We slapped together hard with each penetration, a wet noise cracking out with each impact, and her breasts began to bounce hypnotically in response.
"Oh fuck, this is too good," I wailed in quasi-despair. I could not last.
"I want you to come so fucking deep inside me," Sophia managed to articulate, between her gasping, inarticulate whines.
"Are... you sure?" I gasped, looking at her for confirmation as my balls came to a boil.
"Implant..." she gasped. "Job, ungh, no... babies, ohhhh," she cried. "Just fuck murrgh!" She wailed and I felt her body jerk. Even more moisture suddenly soaked my dick as she slammed down hard on me.
My fingers dug into her hips and I rammed myself upward even harder against her desperate downward pressure. I cried out myself, wordlessly congratulating the deity on inventing sex.
Seriously. Good work, God. Keep it up. Five stars. Will recommend.
The inner channel of my cock burned with delight as my jizz rocketed up, out, and into Sophia's depths. She cried out yet again as my offering flooded her depths, adding to the general sticky awesomeness in there around my still pounding cock.
I managed to keep going for a while, my cock further spasming as if desperate to come some more, riding the exquisite agony of my post-orgasmic sensory burden. Then I collapsed into the lush velvet, and Sophia sensuously lowered herself atop me, her small, lean body nestling on my chest.
We each panted for breath, then kissed, then panted again.
Sophia, her gorgeous hairdo now plastered with sweat to her face, grinned at me. Then she stared over at the portrait yet again, her insides clenching languidly on my softening cock. "Fuck," she breathed. "That will make this painting even more hot for me forever." She heaved a deep cleaning breath. "You know how to put on a finishing touch," she grinned at me.
I had only just begun.
*
The next morning, I was awoken just as the eastern sky began to lighten by a fully-clothed Sophia. I rolled over and reached for her despite how exhausted my cock felt. But she danced out of the way. "Please! No, I can barely stand up straight after all that yesterday! And now I have to make the walk of shame back to my hotel, get presentable, and have a conference call with Germany."
She leaned in and kissed me. "When can I have the portrait?" She asked, backing away before I could get handsy.
I turned my reach for her into an artistically frustrated snap of my fingers. "I'm honestly not sure on this one, Sophia. Several weeks at least," I said seriously, coming mostly fully awake. "I am going to make it perfect."
She looked at the portrait, which we had brought into my bedroom about midnight the night before. "It looks perfect now," she sighed.
"Not even close," I said.
----------
Thanks for reading, and apologies for the awful alliteration. I like to give each different main character his or her own linguistic tic, to keep them separate in my head. Robert alliterates.
Thanks again for your time, and in advance for your kind votes and thoughtful comments!
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Game Day - Playoffs
----------
I woke up Monday morning early, before the alarm. I snuggled into the covers and slowly dealt with life, listening to Jess's soft breathing next to me. It occurred to me that I did not have my usual morning wood, but I supposed it was only natural. Jess and I had fucked before getting out of bed on Sunday. Then she awarded me a truly unique blowjob. Then I'd fucked her again. And then yet again at bed time, a bed time we had made happen early. I was marginally fucked out.
Oh yeah, and the unique blowjob had been in front of our whole football watch party, while two of my buddy's wives were similarly taking care of their husbands. Then the middle fuck of the day was in front of everybody as well... while Jess had been blowing my good buddy James.
There was a moderate amount to unpack about the day before...
Jess and I, mid-final fuck last night had agreed that we had in fact hosted an orgy. We didn't know what else to call it. And we had finished that orgy with plans to host another next Sunday during the Falcon's second-round playoff game. That part was settled enough that we never even brought up the question of what was specifically going to actually happen. We did comment that this next one was going to be anticipated rather than a surprise to us all, and that would bring up a whole host of new issues.
Then we went back to sex and never really addressed those issues. We would. Probably. Eventually. Possibly even before the second orgy.
But I was ready for a conversation with myself.
Jess and I had been married only ten and a half months now. We had been engaged for six months before that. This sixteen and a half months were the longest stretch of monogamy in either of our lives, by about sixteen months. Cumulatively. Between us.
But in that sixteen months, I had never touched another woman, or actively considering touching another woman. And I was certain that Jess had similarly not touched another guy. So while we were noobs about monogamy, we both had seemed pretty good at it. We both were quite open with each other about appreciating the attractiveness of others. But we never even teased each other about so much as touching others. Internal fantasies were another matter. Jess knew damned well that Lisa's ass and Gail's tits (and let's be honest, Lisa's tits and Gail's ass) spent a healthy amount of time in my mental space, just like I knew several of my friends, part of and not part of the Falcons Watch group, made good mental entertainment for her. And I suspected that after Sunday, Tom's egregiously large cock was going to have its own express lane in her mind.
Jess was mine, in a way I'd never really conceived of before she became a part of my life. She was not every aspect of my life, but somehow the whole of it. And I found that nothing that had just happened on Sunday changed that all-consuming fact. I had not shared my wife. I had let her enjoy herself. 'Let', for certain meanings of that word. She had done her thing with James, but he'd never been hers, and she'd never been his for a moment. I could live with that.
I also idly mused that if the opportunity arose, I might do my thing with Lisa or Gail... without Jess necessarily actually sharing me. I was hers too, after all.
Jess had been wild in college. So had I. I had suspected, and now I knew, that her friends had sported wild streaks as well. I strongly suspected their husbands had a history as well.
James and Tom could catch up, or die trying.
The alarm went off. Enough time for introspection that didn't change anything. I got out of bed and hit the shower. There was a whole work week between me and any crazy orgies. I was finished and came out of the bathroom, drying my hair, and Jess was still in bed, sitting up and reading emails.
"Having a lie in?" I asked her, since she usually was on my heels to the bathroom.
"If I'd gone in there with you naked in the shower this of all mornings, we'd have both been late for work," she smirked, uncoiling her naked body from the bed.
I seriously considered making us both late anyway...
*
I got home from work early Wednesday, about six. I had spent the day out of the office, meeting with vendors, and had just headed for the house when I was done instead of returning to my desk. Jess had worked from home that day, as she still does sometimes, and I found her on the couch, typing on her phone.
I managed to distract her for a few minutes from her conversation, but eventually she went back to her phone, and the several accumulated texts that had blinged in the background while I had given her a good mussing.
We chatted about our days, with the local TV news in the background. Jess kept getting texts now and then, reading then answering them. Whomever she was texting with was probably work, to hold her attention like that. Honestly, I had kind of been hoping for a little Welcome Home blowjob before we made dinner, but I gave her her space, and read up a bit on my tablet about the story that had just been on the local news. Our mayor, whom we both hated, was going to jail apparently.
I still held out hope for that blowjob...
But the texts were getting more and more frequent, and I realized she was grinning or even laughing a whole lot than I would expect for it being work stuff. Then she paused and stared at her phone. "That's fucking brilliant," she said softly to herself, and mashed some buttons.
It clicked. She was texting friends. I had a very good idea which two friends.
"You are going to be texting all night long, aren't you?" I asked good-naturedly.
Jess held her phone against her chest, as if I was about to try to peek, and nodded sheepishly.
"Party planning?" I guessed with a leer.
She nodded again, still clutching the phone out of my sight.
Well... I certainly wanted this party to go well.
"Why don't you three just get out of the house and meet on the roof at Wendy's Wine Loft or someplace like that?" I asked with a smile. "It's so warm out today, they probably have it open."
"Would you mind?" she asked, jumping at the idea. "I haven't done a thing about dinner yet," she added, looking at me with concern.
"I have been capable of feeding myself for a while now," I snorted. "I might possibly be able to manage some gruel..."
Jess texted quickly, then jumped up, grabbing her purse. "Enjoy your gruel. Make sure it is whole grain," she chirped, and headed for the door.
I had seven things in the house I could eat for dinner without doing any work, and more than that with a little effort. I don't mind effort. But I wasn't going to cook. I took out my phone as I heard the garage door closing.
ME: Guys, looks like our wives are going to get together for doubtless nefarious purposes, leaving us to forage on our own for dinner. Wings at BW3?
It was mere moments before I received my replies.
HARRY: Not BW! I prefer Ajax, but I am in for that!
MIKE: Me 2. And def to Ajax, not BW3.
ME: Okay, big spenders. I'm heading for the door and I'm closest. I'll order you what? Lites?
MIKE: Kona Big Wave, please
HARRY: What he said
Their wives must have cleared out as fast as Jess had, I had ordered but hadn't received our Konas when my wife's friends' husbands entered from different entrances almost simultaneously.
"Lisa was in some kind of hurry to get out of the house when the suggestion arose," Harry said, sliding into a stool next to me.
"It's like they are enthusiastic about something they planning..." I mused.
"As long as they aren't trying to figure out a way to back out," Mike worried.
I was interested to see that both of them found that concept as awful as I did.
"Nah," said Harry confidently. "One, I suspect that they are more committed to this than we are, and two, Lisa was not showing any signs of evasion."
Mike and I checked our internal evaluations, and we clinked our beers together. The weekend was a go, we were confident.
"So we can just enjoy our beer and some chicken, talk about the Falcons, and all we have to worry about is that they secretly aren't going to Wendy's, but are instead out shopping at Adam and Eve or some place like that for gimp suits for us and paddles for them," I laughed.
We all laughed, if a trifle nervously. We had, after all, learned a lot new about our wives, and about each other's wives the last weekend, but were sure there were things yet to learn...
"Look," Harry said, leaning forward, suddenly serious. "Before we get into figuring out what the fuck happened with the defense last week, I do have one, um, party-planning thing I want to address."
Mike and I shut up and listened. I had an item too, but Harry had spoken first.
"I don't think you or anyone else noticed, but Mike and I had a moment of... um... choice on Sunday. Right, dude?" Harry said very seriously. Mike nodded quietly.
"But we both thought better of it. And we..."
"I saw it," I interrupted flatly. "I would have hated to stop everything if you had chosen differently."
"Exactly," Harry said, glad to hear my words. "The girls can control everything else, I'm not just content, but ecstatic with that. But we need one iron law: No cock in any of our wives' pussy except her husband's. No exceptions. No getting close. No 'just the tip'." His tone was not proposing a subject for debate. He was laying down the law.
"Thank you. Both of you," I said. "That's damn near point for point what I wanted us to talk about when I suggested beers. And thank you both for standing down last week. I want this law set in stone," I went on honestly, "because had I been in either of your positions, I'm not sure I could have backed off. I've tossed and turned about it for two nights."
"Damned if I know how we did back down," Mike muttered. "We each have special kind of hot women. The temptation was murder, and I've been trying not to second-guess myself since."
Harry just nodded. He slapped his hand down on the table, where our wings should have already arrived a while ago. "Law?"
Mike and I unhesitatingly put our hands on his.
"Law," we all said as one.
The wings did eventually show up, piping hot at least.
*
I was back home before Jess. When I heard her, it was the front door, not the garage.
She had Ubered home.
"Still alive, or did you starve?" I heard as she entered the room. She was not weaving in the slightest. My wild child is pretty damned responsible when it comes to drinking and driving. But she had clearly had a few, and was in an elevated mood.
"Solve the world's problems?" I asked, from my seat in front of the TV, re-watching some Ted Lasso.
"We solved our world's problems," Jess said with a reserved smile, snuggling right in against me on the couch.
"Since I think Mike, Harry, and I are your world's problems, I've been solved?"
"The rest of the world is also loaning us the problems of James... and Tom's cock for the tie being," Jess said. "So they were also on the plan," she said, looking at me out of the corner of her eye. "That still okay?"
I'd made my peace with that. I had while things were going on the first time. "I did not eat at home," I answered indirectly. "Mike, Harry, and I went and had wings."
"Oh, did you now?" Jess laughed, sounding like she wished she had thought of that. "Did you talk football?"
"We talked about almost nothing else," I laughed. "Duh! But we did take a few minutes to agree that you girls decide our fates, not us."
"Duh," Jess agreed. "Um, we had a lot of fun brainstorming and scandalizing the fuck out of the waitress at Wendy's..."
"Not going to be allowed back there?" I asked.
"Not any time soon," Jess said absently. "But, um, among all the fun, we collectively decided something very important. A Prime Directive, if you will, in all this..."
"Please tell me that it is, "No dicks in your pussies except your specific husband's?" I asked hopefully.
"So you discussed the matter too"? Jess asked, giving me a hug.
"Before one word about the atrocious defense."
"Good, but you got it wrong," Jess said.
"Wait, it is the Law..."
"The wording is, Your cocks can't enter any pussy except your wife's," Jess said.
"A distinction without a difference," I snorted, just glad we were all six on the same page.
Jess just snuggled against me. "Which episode is this?" she asked, looking at the screen.
"Not sure," I said, Turing the volume back up a little. "We are just about at the point of Peak Nate the Traitor."
"Fun," Jess said, "but I was thinking that you and I should go upstairs and demonstrate to each other a comprehensive knowledge of what exactly we aren't going to do with anyone else..."
*
Jess and I went to three grocery stores on Saturday. I had no idea that catering an orgy would be such a production.
"Umm, babe," I said, as I drove us to the second Whole Foods of the day. "If you are organizing the food this much, are you at least going to let things flow naturally... otherwise?"
"Yes, and no," she said, perking up from her irritation about the tenderloin selection at our regular Whole Foods. "We did need to lay some groundwork among us to ensure everybody has fun."
"You choreographed an orgy?"
"No!" she laughed. "Don't be ridiculous." She waved off my suggestion. "We just have a checklist."
I drove another half mile before I asked, "Just how wild were you three back at Purdue?"
"Not quite this wild," she said. "Close, but not quite. I think we are making up for lost time." I rolled my eyes. "Plus, we didn't have anchors like you guys. With you, I'm safe."
"I'll do my best," I said.
"Don't do your best," Jess said. "Just enjoy yourself. Just you being there will be what I need. Either of us needs a reset, we just go to our spouse and cuddle."
"This is insane, right?"
"Duh. Ain't it great?"
"I think so..."
*
"So, how is this going to begin today?" I asked Jess nervously. "How do we, so to speak, kick things off?" I was out of the shower, naked but for my towel, and trying to figure out what I should wear, and not wear. "And how the fuck do I dress today?" I almost whined.
Jess just laughed as she walked toward the bathroom, gracing me with the sight of her naked breasts as she tugged her nightgown off over her head while passing me. "Honestly? I don't know how things will start. Would you believe we didn't specifically discuss that, of all things?"
"This is going to be so awkward," I groused in confusion. What good is it to leave all the planning for something to the women, when they don't plan the start?
"I know, isn't it awesome?" she laughed again, then closed the door to the bathroom.
"And what do I wear?" I again called out after her. But the water was already running in the shower and she didn't hear me.
Screw it. I dressed pretty much as usual for a game, just selecting my loosest jeans, but neglecting underwear... My Bartkowski jersey was a must. They had won with me wearing it last week.
Jess and I had not woken up with a round of sex for the first Sunday morning since July, when we had had an early flight to catch. I would probably have been nervous about that under other circumstances, paranoid that I had done something to piss her off, but we each had apparently independently come to the conclusion that our fill would be had later on.
The prep for FalconsWatch was pretty much as usual. Jess made up everything, and I did as I was told to help. The fare was pretty standard-Jess's standard, but I was delightedly suspicious about the fact that there was a dessert this week, and it involved a lot of whipped cream.
Things were all finished earlier than usual, and Jess retreated to our bedroom to get dressed while I laid everything out as she had directed.
I realized that 12:30 had come and gone, and James had not arrived. I was just getting worried when I heard the knock, and went to open the door.
I slid the door open as usual, but he did not immediately step inside. My hand had already started to lift for the high-five, but my gesture almost died. Tom was with him, and neither was making any move to enter.
"'Sup guys?" I asked, confused but not really. "You're early, Tom. Come on in."
"That's just it," Tom said, uncharacteristically reticent. Reticent and Tom were not words often appearing in the same sentence. "I came early with James because we wanted to make absolutely sure it was okay for us to come at all."
"Yeah," James added. "We didn't hear from you or anybody this week, and the way things went..." He heaved a breath, then went on rapidly. "I mean, wow. Sorry, dude. That was... And if you guys all want to... again this week, Tom and I aren't sure that we should..."
"Shut up, both of you, and come in," I said, gesturing firmly. They stepped forward. "I should apologize to you guys," I went on as I closed the door. "I really should have called. It was me who left you hanging." I led them to the cooler and I handed them each a beer, taking one for my own.
"We are still on for today, obviously," I said, indicating Jess's usual incredible spread that I had been laying out before the TV. I paused. "Everything is still on for today. For everybody." I looked at them with a small grin.
Tom grinned. James started to, but hesitated again. "Okay, but... Listen, I can see why you'd want to keep up all that awesomeness. But why are Tom and I still a part of it?"
Tom sobered and looked on with renewed apprehension.
I shrugged. "The question of you guys still being a part of things or not never really much came up," I said, "with us guys or the girls. I guess you were here at the start. Hell, you were pretty much the instigation... or the object of it," I found myself laughing a little. "Wouldn't be right to leave you out, and the girls probably wouldn't have let us anyway." I took another pull of beer, and Tom and James did likewise, almost reflexively.
Just then, Jess popped down the stairs. All three of us looked at her, dumbfounded.
I was dumbfounded because she was ready a full twenty minutes early, an event previously unrecorded in the annals of history.
James and Tom were dumbfounded because of how she was dressed. I wasn't dumbfounded by that, since I've seen her in way hotter outfits, but I was admiring nonetheless. There was no logo confusion today. She wore short, black, nylon workout shorts, with red trim and a Falcons logo on what there was of the left leg. Up top she sported a white tee with a huge Falcons logo across the front. It would have had a very loose fit, except she had gathered the bottom up and tied it tightly on one side, simultaneously stretching the fabric tight across her delicious tits and leaving much of her smooth stomach exposed to view.
"Wow, Tom! You are here early," Jess said perfectly casually as she bounced down the stairs into the room. And I do mean bounced. There was definitely no bra under that teeshirt. "Hey James. Dale? Did you put out the cucumbers yet?" I allowed as how I had not. "Good, I want to add some dill," she said and headed for the kitchen.
"Half an hour early," she said almost to herself as she went. "It's almost like you guys are eager for the game," she shot slyly back over her shoulder as she vanished into the kitchen.
Dumbfoundedness continued on James and Tom's part.



"I do want to say," I said, a cautionary note in my voice. "We guys came up with one rule. The girls came up with one rule too, but they are the same rule, so that's nice and easy. None of our wives gets actually fucked by anyone except her own husband... and nothing close to that, either." I raised my eyebrows as I took another pull on my beer. I realized I was as nervous as my friends still looked. "Other than that, I think everything else is pretty much on the table."
"You're a fucking saint, Dale," Tom murmured absently.
I still didn't know why I was being such a saint, but the image in my mind of naked Lisa and Gail certainly had something to do with it...
I took a deep breath, and brought up the real elephant in the room: Whether the Falcons' suddenly vulnerable defense was going to get its shit together today and sufficiently shut down the Niners.
Five minutes of that ultimately unreassuring discussion later, Jess popped back in, glass of wine in one hand and the tray of stuffed cucumber rounds, now with dill artistically sprinkled on and around them, in the other. Just as she set them down, the bell rang, and Jess bounced (again) to the door.
Lisa and Harry came inside. Lisa was wearing an excruciatingly short, black denim skirt that looked like it had once been longer but had been raggedly cut off to barely couch-covering length. It was possibly the ideal garment for showcasing her hips and ass. Her shirt was an exact match to Jess's, down to how it was tied up above the waist, exposing yet another flat abdomen.
As greetings were made, despite the two gorgeous women in the room with me, my mind leapt to the conclusion that Gail would be wearing the same teeshirt getup, and that was a sight I really wanted to see.
Moments later, the bell rang again.
"Gail and Mike here already?" I asked the group. "Lots of weird shit going on, but this is next level crazy," I went on as I went to the door.
"Oh fuck!" Jess exclaimed suddenly, dashing ahead of me to the door. "The electrician! I thought he wasn't coming after all!"
I grabbed her arm. "Wait. What? An electrician? Today?"
"Talk about delay of game," Mike observed drily, earning him a half-hearted elbow from his wife.
"It's a Sunday! That's like triple time for an electrician," I complained, suddenly going all suburban husband.
"Honey, come on!" Jess wheedled. "It's for that plug that sucks so much. I finally gave up and called, and they could either do today or more than two weeks from now." She looked apologetically at all of us. "He was supposed to be here hours ago. I thought they'd blown us off."
"Let's just hope he doesn't take long," Lisa said, displaying an impatience that I am sure warmed all the male hearts. It warmed mine.
I slumped and turned to flick on the TV. Jess went to the door, opening it.
"Huh," I heard James say.
"Ms. Wilkes? I'm Denise Ralston, with Circuit Man," I heard a female voice say. I turned around to see a tall, baggy jumpsuit-clad woman at the door, with a heavy tool bag in her hand. She was showing an ID badge to my wife. "I'm sorry I'm late, ma'am. My first call this morning went very long, and there was no one back in the office to give me your phone number to call." The electrician paused as she entered, seeing everybody.
"Let me guess," she said with a fairly pretty half smile. "Football watch party? Falcons-Niners?" Jess nodded, no happier than anyone else at the speed bump. She still moved swiftly to the outlet across the room from the TV. I knew it had been wonky, but I had no idea she was that bothered by it. "Please turn up the volume, so I can hear too," the electrician asked the room as she followed Jess. "I doubt this will take long, then you can all relax, and I can get home to my own TV."
I exchanged glances with the guys. Good. Our intruder was motivated to get the work done quick and get the fuck out. Then this Denise person brought up something more horrifying than a delay in the festivities, whatever and however they would begin. "Hopefully, the outlet and your TV aren't on the same circuit."
"Fuck!" Harry exclaimed, voicing the worry for all of us. If she had to cut the power to the TV, that would be a serious disaster.
"I doubt it, given where they are located, but I'll just check," the worker said, and she grabbed a small box about the size of an iPhone charger cube and plugged it into the same power strip as the TV. She walked across to the problem outlet and waved a little plastic stick at it. Nothing happened. "You are good to go for the game," she said, sounding happy herself to have the game on in the background. The congregations rejoiced.
We all settled down to watch as the pre-game wrapped up. Denise got down on her hands and knees and began to remove the cover plate. I saw that Tom was eyeing her carefully, and looked back again myself. With her jumpsuit stretched across her ass, it was clearly a pretty decent backside, at least.
Lisa caught Tom staring and threw a kernel of Jess's caramel popcorn at him.
The Falcons won the toss, and all five of us guys yelled in dismay when they elected to kick.
"Whoa. Shit," the electrician said unprofessionally. Straightening up, she turned and said, "Hey, uh, Je... Ms. Wilkes? There is a real problem here."
"What?" Jess asked in surprise. "Really?"
Don't act so surprised woman, you called a fucking electrician to come in on a Sunday.
"Yeah," Denise said, sounding quite surprised herself, but also a little concerned. "Whoever put in this extra outlet, they weren't a licensed electrician. The wire they used to extend the circuit is 16 gauge, and this is a 20-amp circuit." She traded a look with Jess. "I really need to fix this now. I'm surprised you house hasn't burnt down whenever you plugged anything into this plug."
"Really? I only use it for the iron, and it kept tripping the circuit."
"An iron? Jesus," our workperson breathed in genuine concern. "I'm going to re-wire this right now."
"Re-wire?" I yelped. I had visions of a thousand dollar bill being presented. "You're going to tear open our wall? Today? Now?"
"Easy... Mr. Wilkes?" she said placatingly. I nodded that it was in fact I who was married to the profligate wife who called workmen on Sundays... workpeople. Whatever. "The wire is loose," the woman went on placatingly. "I can just use it to pull the new, safe line through the wall and still be done way before the first quarter is over."
"That fast?" Lisa asked in bemusement.
"I'm motivated," our intruder smiled, then almost dashed out to her vehicle.
Tom was clearly watching her leave, and Lisa threw another popcorn piece at him.
"What?" he demanded with a smile.
"Not enough women on the day's agenda already?" she asked archly.
"It's possible," Tom retorted archly, "that I have sex on the mind."
"Good," said Jess.
I saw James out of the corner of my eye adjusting himself. I almost missed it, because I was adjusting myself.
Our intruder was back in a flash, with a coil of yellow wire over her shoulder. "Game started yet?" she asked, heading directly to the outlet.
"Birds just kicked off," I said, eyes on the screen. "Hey, where the hell are Gail and Mike? They are later than usual," I asked Jess.
Jess was sitting beside me on the couch. "I don't know. Too bad they are missing the kickoff," she added slyly. Then she grabbed her teeshirt, undid the little knot in a heartbeat and flashed us all her breasts. It was just a second or two, and she pulled it back down, taking a quick glance over her shoulder at the electrician behind her as she tied up the bottom of her shirt once more.
James, Tom, and Harry were all grinning at her. I was grinning at her too. Hell, Lisa was grinning. Tom, predictably, turned to Lisa. "Do you know why they are missing the kickoff, Lisa?" he asked with an expectant grin.
"I have no idea," Harry's wife said. Keeping her eyes on Tom, her hands went in turn to her shirt. But she was not sitting with her back to the worker and didn't have the back of the couch covering for her, and she looked over toward the oblivious electrician. Even though the woman was still on her hands and knees, doing something with the wires, Lisa shook her head at Tom.
He pouted.
But Lisa had a plan. I love a woman with a plan.
She slouched back in the chair where she sat beside Harry, reached under her skirt and incredibly swiftly yanked the almost pointlessly small panties she had been wearing down her legs. With a smile at all of us, she tucked them away out of sight from any electricians. Then she slowly, excruciatingly slowly, lifted her leg and draped it to the side over Harry's lap. After a brief, glorious pause sitting there completely spread-legged, she languorously lifted the other and laid it over Harry's legs as well. Suddenly once more demure-looking, she snuggled against him.
"Gotta love that Spread Offense," Tom observed to no one in particular. Lisa flipped him off.
"Niners are running more of a classic West Coast Offense this year," the electrician suddenly piped up, not looking back at us as she started tugging out the old wire from one outlet hole in the wall, pulling the new, larger wire in from the other.
"Well, at least she knows football," Harry laughed, looking archly at Jess then Lisa. His wife bristled, and started to take her legs off of his lap. Harry quickly grabbed her thighs and pulled them back down onto his legs. She silently slapped his chest, but snuggled back in.
Just then, the doorbell rang, and Jess bounced up to answer it before I could move. "I wonder which one is going to blame the other for how late they are?" she asked as she went to the door.
As Jess ushered our tardy couple inside, Gail loudly announced to the room that Mike had taken too long at Home Depot that morning.
"You kept texting me with more jobs for later. I had to go back after checking out twice!" Mike scoffed in return. "And why is there a work truck in y'all's driveway?"
"Mine," Denise volunteered, not looking up from where she now sat on the floor, legs crossed, stripping insulation and twisting wire nuts with swift, sure, very expert fingers.
"You have a worker here? Today? During... the game?" Mike asked me incredulously.
I wanted to throw Jess under the bus, but since I always hate it when Gail and Mike do it, I refrained.
"Sucks, I know," Denise said, crawling over to the other outlet as she spoke. "I'd rather be doing the game myself, but I'll be finished quick and out of your hair."
Watching her crawl across my floor in my current, impatiently horny state, I thought even she looked marginally good in that baggy work jumpsuit. At least she had taken off the heavy work boots and not clomped all over my floor in them. But her ass still looked quite decent when she bent and pulled the khaki fabric tight.
We had all risen to greet our late-comers. Mike walked over to shake my and Harry's hands. Gail went first to James and Tom, giving them each a hug. The old Gail, the one that didn't suck cock in public, was not a hugger at all--much less the kind of hugger who pressed her spectacular chest against the guy she is hugging.
She was, in fact, wearing the same white Falcons teeshirt, in the same way as the other wives.
Hugs delivered, she spun but didn't move. Keeping her eyes on the electrician, who had no idea what she was missing, Gail reached behind her and slowly, firmly groped both James and Harry's packages, stroking up and down happily.
Then she moved away from them, not looking back. She crossed the room to Harry. She stuck out her hand as if to shake, but when he bemusedly reached out, she lifted it firmly and hugged him, trapping his hand and hers between her tits. Harry shot a glance at the woman obliviously rewiring my house and copped a quick feel of Gail's nicely generous ass.
Then Gail turned to approach me, and I had but a moment to speculate on how I would be greeted. I liked new Gail.
She reached out to give me a brief, almost perfunctory hug, one without even much boob pressage. But as she started to release me, she shot yet another glance over at the work going on, and pulled my head down to press it against her chest. She wiggled her firm flesh back and forth across my face about three times, then laughed and went to sit with Mike, who was grinning at everybody.
"God, I love game day!" Surprisingly, it was James, not Tom, who made the quip.
On the television, the Falcons' defense managed to keep San Francisco from scoring, but they left the offense in shitty field position--shitty field position that they proceeded to make worse, almost giving up a safety on third down.
"All done!" announced the electrician, getting to her feet. She really was tall, but was graceful in unfolding herself from the floor. "The office will send you an invoice, Ms. Wilkes."
"Thank you, Denise," Jess said formally. Then she went on in a more friendly, but wondering tone. "That really was dangerous?"
"Yeah," snorted Denise. "Can you believe it? I really could not leave that situation be. I really am surprised this house didn't burn down before you even bought it."
"Um... thanks again, then," I said, glad for my apparent salvation, and feeling I would be all the more churlish should I tell her to beat it ten minutes ago so I could get my dick wet one way or another with one woman or another...
As if evilly reading my mind, Denise asked Jess, "Say, do you mind if I stick around until the end of the quarter?"
"Sure," Jess said instantly, her horribly sweet and generous nature betraying herself and the rest of us.
Harry and Mike both looked like they wanted to object vociferously, but caught themselves, in no small part due to feminine but stiff spousal fingers gouging manners into their thighs.
Tom, who had probably spent more time looking at Denise than anybody else, and who could not resist the lure of a new female to flirt with, even with what she was delaying, added. "By all means, have a seat!"
"Thanks everybody," Denise said, walking slowly over toward the extra chair near Tom on the side. "I might leave earlier than the quarter, but I want to at least watch the Niners punch this in," she added sweetly.
We all gasped in shock. Not doubt about her prediction, because the bad guys were starting with the ball on our own 45 after our shitty punt, but shock.
"Wait just damned minute," Tom said, flirtatious overtones absent from his voice suddenly. "You are a Niners fan?"
Denise took a swift but deliberate look around the room at all of us in our Falcons gear, then smiled back at Tom.
Then she unzipped her work jumpsuit and let it slip off her shoulders, hanging by her belt at her waist. Under it, she wore a regulation 49ers jersey. It wasn't regulation sized, though. It fit her torso quite nicely, thank you. And her torso seemed to be damned well formed, also thank you.
Oh, if only...
"Ugh!" snorted James, making a fake cross with his fingers, as if she were a vampire.
"Oh, hell no," declared Tom. Then he grinned. Fuck it, the sonofabitch could not turn it off, could he? "We can't have enemy colors here on game day. It's a rule!"
"So you want me to pull back on this heavy jumpsuit?" Denise scoffed.
"No," Tom drawled, leaning back in his chair and grinning like the asshole he is. "We'd all know that jersey was still on you. You need to take it off."
I wondered if I had a bucket large enough to put all the pieces of Tom in after I picked them up.
Denise just rolled her eyes and looked at the wives. "He like this with every single girl he meets?" she asked, jerking a thumb at Tom.
I relaxed microscopically, until Lisa replied. "Not just single girls. He made me take my shirt off last week just because it was blue, just like the Rams."
"Ha! Wait. What?"
"He got me to take my dress off," added Gail seriously. "It was blue too."
"And it had all those little yellow ram's horns," piled on Mike, unbelievably.
"They were flowers," snapped Gail.
"And he got me to strip naked," added Jess. "Just because I wore Georgia Bulldogs clothes."
"Bulldogs? They aren't rivals. Though the Bulldogs are a better professional team..." Denise said, appearing confused.
"None of us girls are into football," Jess said archly.
"Sorry about that," Denise said sympathetically. Then she turned back to Tom with a lopsided grin. She jerked a thumb over her shoulder, "These maniacs telling the truth?" she asked skeptically.
"More or less," shrugged Tom. "But that's not the point. You want to stay, that jersey has to go." He grinned at her, and I wondered if I could be arrested because my houseguest sexually harassed an electrician.
"Only one problem, buster," Denise said firmly. Then she leaned forward and grinned. "I don't have a bra on underneath."
"I utterly fail to see how that is in any way a problem," Tom said in a voice like butter would not melt in his mouth.
"Will this suffice instead?" Denise negotiated mockingly. She unhooked her belt, letting it and the rest of her jumpsuit drop loosely to the floor. Below her jersey, she wore brilliantly golden bike shorts. Across the ass, which Tom could not see, they had '49' in crimson letters on one ass cheek, and 'ers' on the other.
My disbelief-o-meter had pegged long ago, and I was beginning to ride with this insanity. That allowed my brain to register that there was no way there was any underwear beneath that gold, skin-tight lycra.
And the babes were not bristling about Tom's act. As long as they didn't object, I decided to let him roll.
Who knew what might happen?
"Much worse," declared Tom. "You have to ditch it all now." His voice was firm, but Tom really isn't a pig, and his eyes told her clearly that he was only teasing her.
Denise stared at him for far too long, until even he got a little restless.
"I am not getting naked all by myself," she said firmly.
"Well..." Gail began to offer. Gail! Of all people!
Denise just shot up a hand, stopping her. "If I'm getting naked, Tom... it is Tom, right? If I'm getting naked, you are too."
"Me? Why?" Tom asked, taken aback a little. But he quickly indicated his full, NFL-licensed Falcons get up was obviously in compliance.
"Because you are the one saying I have to get naked. With Rules Comes Responsibilities," Denise said, folding her arms under those nice tits.
I had never heard that saying before. I wasn't sure it really was one. But by this point, I was becoming somewhat invested in seeing this electrician naked in my living room. No, make that fully invested. That ass rivaled (but did not beat) Lisa's backside, and with the low waist on her shorts, and how the jersey had been trimmed up high, I could see this woman had a literal six-pack on her flat belly.
"Come on, Tom," I taunted. "Like the woman says, 'With Rules Comes Responsibilities.' You've been waiting for kick-off. Kick off."
He glared at me.
"I may have to flag you for delay of game," Mike added, receiving a grin instead of a poke in the ribs from Gail.
Tom's mouth worked wordlessly, but he stood up. He took deep breath, then whipped off his Falcons jersey. I hadn't thought he had it in him. "There," he said, trying to sound triumphant.
"Oh, please," snorted Denise.
"You owe us at least the jersey now," Tom leered.
"Again, please," Denise said. "Societal norms say that your," she grumbled some words under her breath, "bare chest is not much in the way of a modesty issue. I need to see more if you want me to give these up," she said, plucking at the jersey with one hand and stroking the gold lycra with the other."
Tom gawped at her. Then he reached for his waistband with a grin of his own, calling her bluff.



I almost stopped him when I instantly realized that he was quite obviously hard as a rock, and remembered just how fucking big he was. I didn't want to scare the poor girl.
But I rolled with it.
Tom grinned a little more, then swiftly yanked the waistband out and down, dropping the shorts to his ankles and stepping out of them. His column waved slowly at Denise. After a beat, he said, "There, that's the Responsibilities, now I need you to follow the Rules."
Denise stared for a second, then snorted with incredulous laughter. "Fucking damn, Gail! You were not lying!"
"Told you," snorted Lisa.
"'Told you'?" asked Harry slowly.
Both Gail's and Lisa's eyes grew wide, and Lisa actually grabbed her mouth. Then they and my wife started giggling. We guys all stared at each other in confusion.
"Busted, Gail," Denise said. "You always had trouble keeping your mouth shut back at school."
"In oh so many ways," Jess agreed. "Well, it couldn't go on much longer anyway. Guys, meet Denise, our sorority sister and frequent co-conspirator from back at Purdue."
"Purdue?" I asked, still not tracking with reality. I asked the only question that made sense about not making sense. "You went to Perdue... to become an electrician?"
She laughed back at me. "I'm not an electrician. My dad is. That's one of his trucks. I am an electrical engineer. I design routers up in Durham. I just came down here today to, um, watch the game with you guys."
"So you crawled around on my floor for half an hour, yanking out my wiring just for show?"
I'm a new, first-time homeowner. Sue me if I get a little sidetracked on things like that.
"Oh no! Your house was definitely going to burn down eventually," Denise said quite seriously. "But I've known how to make a simple fix like that since I was fifteen."
"Um... Rules?" Tom said quietly.
Denise just looked at him tauntingly. Then she slowly peeled her jersey upward and off over her head, positioning herself so we all got a good look.
Yep. Very nice tits. Not so large, but extremely nicely shaped and jiggly.
"I suppose these have to go, too?" she asked, turning her ass toward Tom and slapping it loudly.
He saw the 49 and ers for the first time and laughed. "That's hilarious. I almost want to say no, but I am definitely going to say yes... please?"
The gold shorts were indeed a production to remove, they were so tight. I thought the production was a bravura performance. No underwear, as I already knew, and her long legs came together at a neatly trimmed mound of hair of a similar dirty blonde to what she had still tucked up under her dad's company hat.
"You have the most awesome friends, honey," Harry breathed softly.
Lisa laughed, and so did Denise. "Come here, awesome friends," she said to our wives. All three smiling, they rose and stood with Denise, arms around each other.
"Showtime," Mike said to us, and we looked at the women hungrily in anticipation.
"Yes, showtime," replied Jess. "Time for you guys to all make like Tom."
"Us?" I asked.
"Yes, you," she retorted.
"Why do we have to go first?" James asked, forgetting his usual reticence in his current, entitled surprise.
"Because we are asking, James," Jess said sweetly. Then her voice hardened. "And you want us to all have various kinds of sex with you, You. Will. Do. As. We. Ask."
I shot to my feet. It was not like I objected to getting naked with these women. I had been planning to get naked with these women. I tugged my Bartkowski jersey off over my head, and tossed it to the side. I reached for my pants, but then smiled and approached my wife. "Help me with these, Honey?"
"I'll do it," Lisa volunteered, as if grumpily. She tugged me a step toward her and undid my fly. "I told you that you didn't need underwear, Harry," she said as she slowly pushed my pants down to my ankles.
My cock waved in front of her face, and she stroked it gently. "Yeah... Jess, I hope you don't mind I put sucking on this first on my to-do list once we get them all naked?"
"Your to-do list?" James asked.
"They wouldn't tell us what they had planned," I said as Lisa took a moment to give me a preview. My voice wavered. "Obviously because they had secrets," I added, looking up and down at Denise. My preview from Lisa was not ending. "But they did at least tell us they had an Orgy Checklist."
"Unless you want us all to just watch you right now, you can get back to sucking Dale's cock later," Gail said sweetly to Lisa.
I could see the game from where I was standing, so I was good with that idea.
But Lisa cruelly let my dick slide from between her lips, and stood up. "And miss the rest of our show? You next, James!"
"Me?" he meeped.
"None of them can suck your cock if it is still in your pants," Tom pointed out.
James looked at him, then dropped his pants first. His erection tented the bottom of his jersey for the few moments before James yanked the shirt off over his head. He realized he was standing right next to naked Tom, and reflexively took a step or two away--both to reduce comparisons and just because that thing was outright intimidating.
"You girls did not lie," Denise said, a pleased look on her face.
Harry went next, and did a bit of a Chippendale's routine as he did so. To me, it looked more ridiculous than sexy. From the look of the women, including my wife, they did not agree. Harry, admittedly, does have an unfair share of the muscles.
"Wait!" called Gail as Mike went to grab his shirt. "Let Denise do it. You always liked taking a dude's clothes off, didn't you, girlfriend?"
Mike's eyebrows shot up happily as Denise took a last look for reassurance at Gail, then stepped up to him. She sank to her ankles and nuzzled the hard, distended front of his shorts, caressing his ass with her hands. But rather than pulling Mike's shorts off, she slid slightly upward, grabbing his shirt instead. I could see her perky tits brushing up along his bare legs, then the front of his shorts as she rose. She began kissing his chest as it came into view, then his mouth once she had the jersey tugged off over his head. She pressed her breasts against his, her height letting her rub her nipples directly against his when she stood on tip toe. She stayed like that as she worked his shorts off, his dick swiftly rubbing against her lower abdomen.
"That is always fun," she said, stepping back and letting her hand trail over his cock as she retreated.
Now we were all naked, and only Denise was among the girls.
"Showtime at last," Harry said eagerly, and we all swiftly sat down, not caring in the least that the girls were blocking the game.
They looked at us and giggled... then proceeded to get naked in as brisk, orderly, and efficient a manner possible. There was no show.
I mean... there was now four hot naked women in front of us, so that was a show, but... no production after all that happened before.
"That was underwhelming," Tom spoke for us all.
"You want to watch us strip, or do you want to get to what's next?" Jess asked. "I'm giving you guys a heads up, there is a whole lot of cunnilingus on everybody's checklist!"
What appeared to be first on my wife's checklist, however, was seeing how well she could handle Tom's prodigious package. I wanted to watch, to see how she managed as well, but I was comprehensively distracted as Denise stepped forward to resume Lisa's blow-jobus interruptus on me.
Harry was already between his own wife's legs, pumping his dick into Lisa like he'd just come back from a long voyage. Who starts off an orgy with fucking their own wife? It seemed odd to me.
Gail was splayed on the other end of the couch from me, with James demonstrating some significant oral skills between her legs, to judge from her immediate reaction, while her husband stood beside her, his dick in her mouth.
I think everybody eventually rotated after a while, but I was truly not paying attention, even to my own wife's battle with Tom's schlong. Denise knew how to suck cock, people. I hate to say it, but she was maybe even as good as Jess, though with totally different technique.
Her fingers tortured my balls as she ran her tongue all over me, up and down. Her tongue's journey seemed random, but just like the way our Roomba vacuum navigated, I was sure she found every single nerve ending in the process.
Breathing heavily, I reached down to caress her face, and she looked up at me, the first inches of my cock now in her mouth, being tortured by her tongue. I grunted happily as her eyes met mine. I reached out and delicately clasped the brim of her cap, questioningly.
Instead of nodding, Denise bobbed up and down on my cock in assent.
I grinned and tossed the hat away. Piles of curly, dirty-blonde hair cascaded free, around her shoulders. It was long, reaching more than halfway down her shapely back toward her tiny, muscular ass.
I groaned, feeling my pressure rise. Denise felt it too, but she gripped the base of my cock firmly, and stopped her mouth's attentions to me. I sagged as the moment passed, and I felt myself retreat from the edge. Just as she was about to resume, I looked at the screen.
"Hot damn! Seven nothing, Birds!" I exclaimed as I caught sight of the score.
"What the fuck," Denise said hotly, turning to look at the screen. "We had the ball on the 45 a while ago, and we didn't even manage a goddamned field goal?"
"You mean you really are a Niners fan?" Tom asked, dick still in my wife's skillful mouth.
"Mom's from San Francisco."
No one had come yet, except Gail... twice, I think, but suddenly things started to shift. Lisa, still on her back, being pumped by her husband, reached out to Mike, and tugged him over so she could suck his dick next. Harry then rose up off of her and stepped over to Denise. She lifted her head from my cock, and turned to see his slick shaft bobbing by her head. She bent toward it to suck it in turn, hand still pumping me very gently, but he stopped her and shook his head with a grin. He shot me an unneeded apology.
"Uh, I think I have a checklist item to do for Denise here, and I'd rather do it before anyone, um, complicates things down there," he said with a small smile.
"I like him!" Denise chirped.
I just smiled, and took my very happy but unfulfilled cock back over toward where Mike stood over Lisa. Her head leaned to the side as she suckled on him leisurely. "Take a seat, Mike," I said conversationally. He raised an eyebrow, but took a seat. In doing so, he caused Lisa, who was still intent on his cock, to roll over onto her hands and knees to keep working. This was exactly what I was looking for, as I bent to caress her fabulous ass, just celebrating in my mind getting my hands on it at last.
But I didn't indulge myself thus for long, and bent to lick at her gates, still soggy and open from her initial fucking. She moaned around Mike's cock as my tongue found her slit. My hands dug into her cheeks, and my thumbs spread her thighs just a tiny bit more.
She might have been going leisurely on Mike, but I decided I was on a mission, and I went to town on her. She tasted marvelous, if a touch saltier than Jess, and my tongue flicked her bud rapidly.
Mike gasped, and I realized that my assault had encouraged Lisa to speed her own efforts. Suddenly, her nose was pressing all the way against his belly. I very briefly raised my head to see. Yes, she was taking him fully into her throat.
I made a mental note to make sure I got my turn on the other end of Lisa later, possibly next. I wanted that deep throat experience. It had been atop my own private checklist all week.
But right now, I had decided I needed to hear Lisa come herself, and I thrust my tongue deep inside her, now flicking her sodden button between two fingertips. She tried to moan deeply, but with Mike's cock in her throat, she lost concentration and gagged. She popped up swiftly, gasped, then began to tend to his head instead.
I think.
I was kind of busy, and my vision was filled with her magnificent ass.
Lisa's moaning grew louder and more urgent, leading to a quivering, plaintive, "Fuuuuuu...!" With a final gasp, she shook me off and I rose just in time to watch her slam Mike's cock back down her throat.
He likewise failed to say a complete 'Fuck', and clearly lost it in her mouth. In her throat.
I looked around, a little dazedly. Mike had pulled Lisa up on top of him to share a languid kiss.
Denise had James pinned to the floor, and as I watched, she straddled him, grabbing and lifting his cock to point between his legs! "Oh, hey, wait!" James said, shaking his head in agony. "I'm not..." He stopped.
"Shut up," Denise said. "I'm not anybody's wife, and you are nobody's husband. Get it?"
James got it. He grabbed her hips eagerly, and Denise lowered herself down his cock with a loud croon of delight.
Tom, despite now having my wife's leg draped over his shoulder and his face wet with her juices while she sucked on Harry, was audibly green with envy.
"Don't worry, Tom," Denise said, already panting a little with how hard she was riding James right off the bat. "I was promised two lovely guys to fuck. I'm just saving you for after halftime. I need to get mentally ready for that thing you are rocking." With that, she ignored Tom and gave James the considerable benefit of her complete attention.
I realized that Gail was the only one left alone, and she was only just recovering from however she had gone so loudly multi-orgasmic. Our eyes met, and she smiled.
We stepped together, and slid into a nice embrace, kissing deeply. "How can I please you?" I murmured.
"Help me show off?" Gail asked sweetly.
"Oh please... I think," I grinned.
"I think you'll like it," she replied, less sweetly and more slyly. She tugged me behind her right out in the middle of the floor, right in front of the TV where some big, armored, hairy dudes were playing a game or some shit. She lay down on her back, and pressed her tits together lightly, those stunning mounds calling my name. Her nipples are staring tall, and the surrounding skin was bumpy and crinkled with desire. "Get down here and fuck my tits, Dale."
As with last week, more congratulations for the deity were in order. And abject thanks.
I straddled her and we both sighed as I nestled my cock down between her softness. She pressed her breasts fully together, and it disappeared between them. My hips automatically began to rock and I practically crossed my eyes as I stroked in and out.
My cock was screaming with delight as I plumbed her softness. The view was incredible below me as I saw my cock delving into those perfect boobs. Almost as incredible as the feeling.
I could not help but lean forward, bracing myself on my hands above Gail's head, and begin fucking her cleavage with abandon.
"I have to come," I grunted. "Please let me finish like this."
"No fair, Gail!" I heard Lisa grumble, and I became dimly aware that Gail's bid to show off had succeeded, and we were being watched by almost everyone. I wasn't sure it was everyone, because all I cared about at the moment was the movement of my dick through that velvet prison.
"Come for me, Dale. Come on me," Gail encouraged, feeling my imminence. "Give me a pearl necklace."
I complied. Thoroughly. My voice yelped a ragged series of grunts and groans, my hips went spasmodic, and I felt a lance of pleasure shoot straight up my rod, along with a significant amount of jizz. A lot was trapped in her titflesh, but most shot up free and splattered against her neck. A few drops arched far enough to speckle her chin.
Gail laughed in triumph. I just groaned and rolled off her to the side, fighting a losing battle with consciousness.
I woke slowly, realizing I was being cradled on Jess's lap. "I need you, honey," she said softly.
I realized that my now exhausted cock was completely flaccid for possibly the first time since I had awoken that morning. "I may need a few minutes to get it back up," I said, reaching to caress one of her lovely breasts above my face. "But for you, I can manage," I went on bravely.
She just laughed. "Later, please. Right now, it's halftime, and I need your help in the kitchen." I groaned. "Come on, Denise, I could use your help, too," she added, letting me go and reaching out to help up Denise. The three of us repaired to the kitchen.
The steak buttons needed a little while to re-heat. We spent the waiting time with Jess and Denise on their knees in front of me, pinning me against the counter and double-teaming my cock.
Two tongues plus four lips equaled oral pleasure to the sixth power.
"Holy fuck," I groaned. "Honey, I know you said you don't need a partner... and you don't. But Jesus, that doesn't mean Denise ain't making it even better!"
The timer went off, denying me my second nut of the afternoon. I was that close, that quick.
I doubt I would have been done for the day, but it would have been worth it had I been. Titfucking Gail, then a double-team including my champion wife?
Worth. It.
We returned with the food to find an outright gang-bang going on. They had cleared the coffee table for the main courses we were bringing, and in the meantime, Lisa had been laid on her back across it. Harry was fucking his wife gleefully, while James had his cock in her mouth. Her head was laid way back and he was literally fucking her throat. Her hands were filled with Tom and Mike's cocks, stroking them more than idly.
Gail was flitting around the group, pressing her breasts into mouth after mouth.
The three of us, just stood and stared. James grunted, and Lisa spat his desperately throbbing cock out. She let go of Mike for a moment and jacked James vigorously. He had been on the edge, and suddenly came over Lisa's smiling face. Most of it was literally over her face. James came so hard, most of his cum arched past her chin even and splatted on her upper chest.
Swiftly milking him dry, Lisa released James and grabbed Mike again. Gail moved over to cradle James and keep him upright and watching. Lisa's hands slowed to a truly sensuous, but lazy pace and we all heard her gasp to Harry, "Make me come, babe. You know how."
Harry apparently knew exactly what she wanted, and pulled her hips upward, now hammering into her. Suddenly Harry came inside her, his thundering joy-filled voice crowing in triumph. That was what Lisa had wanted and it was spectacular to see her body thrash in ecstasy. Wave after orgasmic wave of release took her until she collapsed back on the table, her hands still mindlessly stroking Mike and Tom.
Jess stepped forward. "That was incredible, Liz! I almost came watching. But will you please get the fuck off my table so I can put down these dishes? Some are kinda hot.
Liz was helped off the table, and two mouthes closed down around Mike and Tom's now desperately eager cocks. I'm not sure who blew who honestly. I just wanted to put down the scalding hot platter I held that had heated its way through the thin towel I was holding it with.
Despite the voracious way we fell to eating, the sex never quite stopped. It just slowed down to touching and kissing here and there. Then, as hunger for food became satisfied in one after another of us, other appetites reasserted themselves.
The big show was Tom finally getting his turn with Denise. The women were all fascinated to watch someone actually taking that cock.
I mean... it wasn't some Hentai cock or anything. But Tom is flat-out hung, I have to admit. Nine inches? Maybe. But fat, too. And it was clear that he knew how to use it. From the start, they must have tried four or five positions, and Denise must have come three times, loudly, before Tom finally nutted inside her, practically snapping his spine he was arching his back so hard. Denise gasped in pleasure, and Tom invented new forms of happy profanity.



Some time later, I was lying on my back, my wife riding my cock happily, and Lisa straddling my face, back for more cunnilingus from me. I was happily obliging. I felt Jess's rhythm get ragged, and her insides clenched. "Fucking-A, Dale!" she screamed, and when her spasms past, she rolled free of my still hard dick.
Wanting a little more air, I grabbed Lisa's ass and rolled her off my face. I leaned over her, fully intent on getting back to work when Tom shouted in excitement, "Jesus! It's 30-30, with just five minutes to go!"
"We have to watch," Denise said emphatically, despite my hovering face. Even Harry, whose cock she had ceased adoring to speak, seemed eager to watch the game.
Time ran out with the 49ers driving. It was on to overtime.
As we all excitedly debated what would happen, Tom spoke up loudly. "If the Birds pull this out, we are going to need you to come back next weekend, Denise, whatever your schedule. We can't change anything after a win, after all."
Denise laughed. "Oh, Tom, you silly man. When the Niners win, I'm going to need you all to come back here for their game, because I shouldn't do anything differently after a win either."
----------
I am going to leave this mayhem here, before it just devolves into sex act after sex act, with no story left. Feel free to mentally provide whatever material, before or after overtime you wish!
And no, I'm not going to tell you who won the game. Aren't I cruel?
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Tip Your Delivery Guy
----------
Okay, so it wasn't a car. It wasn't even a motorcycle. It wasn't even a genuine Vespa brand scooter. But it had a motor, it had a tiny cargo deck in back, and it was mine. For a freshman on a giant urban campus, it was a huge step up from riding the bus everywhere.
It also had a long seat that let me, in a pinch, offer a ride behind me, or 'pillion', to someone, though usually my only passenger was my fortunately scrawny roommate Doug, who did not even have a shitty, off-brand scooter of his own on which to go to the store. I did manage to get Jo Silverman to take a ride on the scooter with me to see a movie a few times, but I unfortunately was always unable to get her to take any subsequent rides on me.
But most importantly, a ride meant more than just being able to buy better chips than were available at the campus store. It meant I could get to a job, which meant I could earn some money. My parents made sure I could afford school, but they were adamant that I needed to earn my own movie, snacks, and other entertainment cash.
All I needed was a job that I could keep up with, given the schedule of a college student--a college student who actually did his homework.
Sigh.
When I became an upperclassman, there would be internships and the like. Right now, I had a full schedule of classes of the big lecture type. The kind I could easily skip attending... but not then subsequently easily ace if I did so regularly. I needed a job with weird hours.
I had driven over to a strip shopping center where there was in independent video game store that had placed a help wanted ad in the free paper, only to find the position there already filled. As I came out, my eye was caught by a hand-written Help Wanted sign at the little hole in the wall pizza place next door.
I shrugged. Maybe they had something that would work for me. And if not... well, I could use a slice at the moment, regardless.
And thus, a career in the exciting and remunerative field of Pizza Logistics was born. Turns out, an insulated pizza bag would fit just perfectly on the back deck of my scooter, and that made me just peachy in the eyes of Angus, the owner of Giuseppe's Pizza. (Why not Angus's Pizza? Would you buy a pizza from Angus's Pizza? 'I'll have the Haggis Special, please!')
I started immediately, as in, Angus said, "Scooter, huh? You're hired. Take this pie to 347 Juniper Ave. And hurry, it's late already."
The tips were not bad actually, unless I was delivering on campus, where my fellow douchebags, er, students were as cheap as, well, I was.
Doug, whose parents gave him actual cash to live on, so he wouldn't have to take time off from his studies to work (like he ever studied anyway), thought my new job was hilarious. He didn't laugh when he needed to ride to the store behind me on my scooter. When he needed that, it was like he was my little bitch.
"You are learning valuable life lessons, Owen," Angus was fond of telling me in the rare moments where I was not dashing in and then back out of the shop. I was not so sure at the time.
I did learn to make and toss a mean crust though--a skill that would later indirectly earn me the most oral sex-filled weekend of my life, but that's another story.
"So we have to know," Doug asked me one late Saturday after I came back to the room to find him and a few of our buddies already a joint and six-pack into the night, "Have you had any women come to the door naked yet?"
I sighed. "I've been on this job for three whole weeks, dudes!"
"And?" Wilt Meeks prompted eagerly. I happened to know that Wilt watched far, far too much porn, and thus had quite unrealistic beliefs about the life of a pizza delivery dude.
I sighed again. "Two," I admitted.
There were cheers and raised beers.
"Details," demanded Reggie James. Reggie was an Un-Flushable. He was not our friend, and we didn't want him around, but we could never seem to get rid of him.
I just grumbled and grabbed a beer of my own.
"I hate to agree with Reggie, but come on. What was it like?" Doug asked in betrayal.
"I'm not going into it," I sad firmly.
That was met with a chorus of 'Why nots?'
"Because both women were No. Thank. Yous."
"No!" howled Wilt despairingly. He was pretty stoned already. "Ugly? Old? Mean? What?"
"All of the above, and add a few more gnarly things from your imagination," I grumbled, slugging back half my beer and noting sadly that the roach was too far gone to attempt relighting.
Okay, only one naked customer had been outright mean. But... no.
After being told that there was no more pot for a second joint, I ditched them all for better company in the common room.
Better company included Lucinda, a mousy-haired, mousy-attitude, fellow freshman who lived the next floor up. But she had nice tits, and that goes a long way in a college guy's book.
"I hear you are delivering pizzas on that scooter of yours," she asked me after I opened a beer for her.
"Everyone is fascinated by this," I grumbled. "Am I the only person in this dorm who has a fucking job?"
Lucinda shrugged. "I think so. Is the pizza any good?"
"Yeah, actually," I said, glad to change the subject to anything other than the spectacle of my putt-putting around on my scooter.
She whipped out her phone. "Cool. Give me the number for next time I need late-night sustenance. I'll be sure to ask for you!"
Swell. Another on-campus cheap tipper I thought, as I gave her the number.
But there were the nice tits...
Now, if Lucinda were to answer her dorm room door naked, she could outright stiff me and I'd be happy. I'd be ecstatic if she let me stiff her...
Most nights that I worked over the next week, I got through the boredom with the strange fantasy of Lucinda ordering a pizza in the buff. It was pathetic, honestly. But she was nice, in addition to having what seemed to be a superstructure worth studying.
The big problem was, I hit a run of a lot of campus deliveries, each one of which got my hopes up when Angus would hand them to me, then result in no Lucinda, naked or otherwise. All that week delivered was a streak of three, low-tips-per-mile evenings.
"Are you intentionally saddling me with just the campus deliveries, Angus?" I growled as I returned to the shop late on Thursday.
"Bad tip night?" was all he replied, but with some sympathy. "Sorry kid, we've had a lot of campus orders this week. It's mid-terms, isn't it?"
"Yes, and I'm here delivering your pies instead of studying for them myself," I retorted nervously. "Least you could do is shoot me a few off-campus runs so the evening isn't a total bust!"
Angus had the good graces to look sheepish. "Sorry, Owen. Really. There haven't been that many off-campus runs tonight."
"'That many'? I've gotten none!" I spat.
"Look," Angus said levelly, and inside my rational mind, I gave him credit for not telling me to fuck off. At a surface level, I was still irrationally hot. "I've got three pies here for Thompson dorm," he said levelly. "You should be taking them now, since only you are here." I looked askance at the order. Thompson was a freshman dorm, just like mine, and a tip wasteland. "Three pies, one run. Or I can wait five minutes to see if Joey or Debbie get back here, and if they do, I'll let them have it. There is a single pie order for the hotel out on Exit 5 that's in the oven. You choose... unless neither of them gets back in the next five."
Three pies, even with shitty college freshman tips, would likely be a slightly better run. But I petulantly did not want to bring pizza to more of my school mates, and there was the slight chance of a big tip at a hotel.
"Give me the motel run," I said. I knew the address. The place was a motel. It barely even aspired to be a hotel.
Fortunately, Debbie showed up at four minutes and ten seconds and was instantly saddled with the dorm run. I grabbed the motel pie when it came out of the oven, and hopped on my scooter.
As I putted off away, I realized that there was a decent chance I'd just cost myself five, maybe ten bucks. A better chance, to be honest, than the slight possibility I'd make an extra five. Choosing this run had been a lousy bet.
I felt bitter about having been a prissy asshole. This night was just getting shittier and shittier. Never go Full Prissy Asshole, I advised myself.
The motel, as I pulled up, was worse than I remembered it. It was clean, sure, and there were no hookers in the parking lot... so it was better than some deliveries I'd made by then. But it was just... so goddamned drab. I grabbed the single medium pie out of my thermal case, and hopped briskly up the steps to the second floor, finding I had chosen the wrong stairs to get to Room 227 quickly. I hustled the long way down the outdoor pathway/balcony to the other end.
I rapped on the door.
I heard a kind of girlish shriek of laughter inside, followed by an almost angry retort. All in the same voice.
Sure enough, when the door opened, I had been right. It was all the same voice. She was on her phone as she opened the door.
Um.
She was not naked. Nothing was exposed, in fact. But she was there, wearing just a short robe, tightly pulled around her waist, with her phone to her ear. She had a waist that was narrow. A waist that seemed even more narrow, because, no matter how bulky the short, gray robe was, there was no mistaking how much flesh was inside it above her narrow waist. Even pulled tightly closed as it was, there was cleavage to be seen up top.
This customer was stacked.
And about three years older than me... at most.
She finally bothered to look at me. She froze for a full second, then shrieked with laughter again and said earnestly into her phone. "No fucking way, Cindy!"
I lifted the box in offering, non-plussed about her phone conversation that had her almost completely ignoring me.
"No!" she said, staring at me while not meeting my eyes. "Not going to happen! Why would I..." She listened slowly. "No!" she said, turning away from me. She hugged her robe against her body even closer as she turned away like I wasn't standing in her door with a hot dinner. I clearly was not going to get a decent tip. No customer this rude or this distracted had ever been a good tipper in the history of pizza.
"Okay," she said, suddenly bargaining. At least she was smoking hot to look at as my hopes for some actual cash dwindled. Her ass was not big, but sure seemed curvy as hell under the robe in back. Her legs and feet were bare. And they were spectacular. She might well have just gotten out of the shower.
"But you have to do the same... within 25 minutes. Or you owe me two weeks of notes." She paused, listening. "Deal?" she said, sounding caught out at being taken up on her offer. She stared at the phone, and hung up without saying goodbye. She looked at me.
"Um, sorry. I had to deal with that, um, bitch. I apologize," she added, a trace of manners that she hadn't shown 'til then peeking through. She looked at me for the first time, and paused. Then she shrugged as if saying, what the hell.
"Look, uh, what's your name?" she asked, still nervously distracted. She retreated back away from the door.
"I'm Owen," I said, getting tired of the whole thing. My plans to be able to buy an ounce of weed with this week's tip proceeds had been looking shaky already tonight, and were fading even fast now.
"Close the door, would you? You are letting out the heat," she asked peremptorily.
It is a hotel, I thought irritatedly. It is not your power bill. I shook my head hopelessly as I stepped inside and let the room door close.
One does not step into a customer's place and let the door close. It is not safe. But I was distracted and irritated by her own distraction, my bad night in general, and how full the top of her robe was. When I realized I'd closed myself in with her, I still didn't panic, because, well, I had seven or eight inches of height and probably 50 pounds on this girl. Later in life, I would learn that was not necessarily enough, but I was 19 then, and stupid.
"I'm, uh, Bunny," the customer said. "Uh, thanks for the pie..." she hesitated again. "Um, could you do me a favor?" she asked quickly. I just stared at her. "I need a picture of me with the pizza for a bet... It's... it's a whole thing, sorry," she said, tumbling over her own words. She held out her phone to me.
I rolled my eyes and traded her the phone for the pie. "You need to memorialize getting a pizza delivered?" I asked doubtfully.
She didn't give my dumbass question the courtesy of an answer. "You know how to..." she started ask anxiously.
"I know how to use an iPhone camera," I interrupted, rolling my eyes. I opened the camera app and held it up toward her. I hated to admit it, but I'd probably be whacking off later, to the mental image of this hottie, in her short but boring robe.
"Ready," I grumbled. Spank bank material was all well and good, but enough total cash for a fresh supply of pot that would have been all mine... at least until my buddies discovered I had it, would have made a better evening's earnings.
Bunny opened the pizza box, held it out before her... and shrugged the robe off her shoulders to hang from her forearms that held out the pie.
She wore nothing under that robe but a very small, yet very utilitarian pair of flesh-toned panties that covered... just enough to make me sad. But it didn't make me very sad, because the naked tits she was displaying for me and her camera were works of art--Leonardo Da Vinci, Botticelli, Claude Monet-level works of art. They were rounded, and firm, and creamy, and bouncy, and had delicious round aureoles in a pale pink, with visibly embarrassed nipples that were a much darker shade than the surrounding circles. And by embarrassed, I mean they were perked up like two pop-up timers on a pair of well-cooked turkeys.
I just stood there, gawping at clearly the best chest I'd ever seen at that point in my life. In retrospect, I'd say they were the best tits I would see in my life until at least my 27th birthday, when I saw Sue Ellen Yale's, and even then, I would say it is still up for debate which were better.
She blushed as my delay went beyond a second or two. "The picture, um, Owen? Right?" she hissed, then smiled sweetly, with only a little crazy nervousness in her eyes.
"Sorry," I gulped, and took about fifty shots with the fast shutter function.
She instantly shrugged the robe closed, and held her hand out for the phone. "Sorry, um, I mean, thanks. I need these to win a bet," she blushed.
"Sure, uh, sure," I babbled, still in shock at what had just happened, and even more so at how high quality what I had seen had been. I froze for a second, then added, "Um, you're incredible. Could I maybe... take a picture on my own phone?" I hated myself for asking instantly. It was a douche move.
Bunny looked at me for a moment, as if not sure why she was not kicking me out. But those nipples had been super horny-looking when she was flashing me earlier... "Two seconds," she said, dropping the pizza on the bed, and grabbing her lapels in each hand.
This was a yes??
I fumbled desperately for my own phone, managing somehow not to drop it. I lifted it up, framing Bunny in the viewfinder. "R-ready," I stammered.
Bunny seems to be regretting her agreement already, but also still a little excited too.
She whipped her robe open again wide. She smiled as if happy, but ground out between her grinning teeth, "One... Two..."
She snapped the robe closed. She blushed again. "Thanks, um, for the help... and the pizza."
She looked around, uncomfortably. Then she looked at the door, and sprung to open it for me.
"Um, that was eighteen fifty," I said slowly.
"Shit! Sorry!" she said, and grabbed her purse from the formica table in the room. She grabbed a twenty (on an $18.50 order!) and pressed it into my hand as she rushed me out the door.
Fuck!
Less than a ten percent tip on my fucking first off-campus run of the night... I shook my head as I headed back to unlock my scooter. I had less than an hour left to pray for a standout run to salvage the evening. Yeah, right.
I stopped and opened my phone. I looked at the seven photos I'd taken in those two long seconds.
Probably, worth it, I sighed.
I was halfway back to the shop when my phone rang. Frowning, I pulled over and looked at the unfamiliar number. It was the shop. Angus had never called me... ever!
"What's up boss?" I asked, returning the call.
"Never had this happen before, but the nice lady you just delivered to, called to say she had forgotten your tip, and to send you back for it," Angus laughed. "I don't know if it is worth it to you to go back, or blow her off and hope for maybe one more run tonight."
Last runs were often good tipping runs. Sometimes. Occasionally.
The nice 'lady' (so much for Angus's perception of phone voices) would hopefully actually pay me well, or why bother to call me back after stiffing me. "I'll go back," I sighed. "See you Wednesday?"
"Good call. She seems embarrassed to have stiffed you, kid. And yeah, knock off for the night, and I'll see you tomorrow." Angus signed off. The boss was not a generous soul. He just knew things could be slow as the evening waned on weeknights.
I turned around and headed back. Would she have called me back for less than a ten? Really?
God. She might have.
I thought of the photos I had. Doug might pony up at least a six-pack to have copies. Would it be right to sell them, though? I didn't really have permission for that...
Fuck it. If she called me back for a measly fifteen percent, I'd sell her pix to fucking Reggie James. But she seemed like too nice a person, actually, to do that to me.
And those tits had been amazing. I kind of wanted to see their outlines again in person, just to help remember them forever.
I parked my scooter and locked it swiftly. The motel was not in a bad neighborhood, but it was not in a Just Leave Your Scooter Unattended neighborhood either. I bounced up the steps. Maybe she would give me a twenty, just for convenience sake, though that was unlikely. She didn't look like she was more than a couple years older than me. A senior at some other school? Maybe just graduated?
I knocked.
I saw the peephole darken for just a moment, then she tugged the door open, wordlessly inviting me back in. It was a consciously polite gesture, as if she was aware that, beyond stiffing me with a buck-fifty tip, she had been pretty rude the first time.
I consciously stepped in this time. I still wasn't worried. I wanted her to feel good toward me, which stubbornly standing outside like I was suspicious would not accomplish. And I was pretty sure that merely standing around talking to this hottie would improve the evening all on its own.
"I'm sorry I forgot to tip you," Bunny said quickly. "I was so focused on the bet."
"What did you win?" I smirked. If she had been talking to a boyfriend or some other guy on the phone, and showed him those pictures, then he was the one who had won.



"It was a tie," Bunny grimaced. "I can't believe Laura did it too!"
"Did what?" I asked, then stopped. "Wait..."
Bunny could not help but laugh. "I should have known she'd do it too--the slut. I guess I did know, which is why I knew I had to, too."
"Really?" I mused, shaking my head.
"Really," she laughed. She paused, looking almost furtive. Then she swiped open the phone she still clutched in her hand. "See?" she asked, holding the screen out to me.
The picture was of a willowy black girl in a different motel room, holding two Chineses takeout food containers, one in each hand, with a towel puddled on the floor around her feet and not a stitch of clothing on her lovely body.
I wanted to stare at the screen, but my eyes involuntarily went back to Bunny instead. Even with those damned panties on, Bunny had been the clear winner. I felt an involuntary smile crease my lips.
"I shouldn't have shown you that," she said suddenly, pulling the phone away as if to hide it. Flustered, she turned to look around. "Purse... where is it?" she muttered. She found it and dug in. She rooted around for a moment, then dug out a five at last. "Here we go!" she said, handing it to me with a sincere smile.
Five. Bucks.
Oops. I had said that out loud. In a flat monotone. At best.
Bunny was taken aback. "Um, yeah?" she said uncertainly. "I mean that makes a little over six bucks for tip. More than thirty percent, right?"
I looked at her unhappily. I never, ever complain about a tip to a customer. Never. It is skeezy, as far as I'm concerned. But here I was, grousing at this goddess out loud because my day had been shitty, my night mostly worse, and then I'd been whipsawed by disappointment and awesomeness in turn by this girl.
I sighed.
"Yes, thirty percent is a very fine tip," I admitted. Then I failed to shut up. "But I had to essentially make two runs here to get it, so that's three bucks a run, which is..."
"Sorry!" Bunny said, and dove back into her purse. She rummaged around, then looked at me with wide eyes. "Oh God! That was the last of my cash! I thought I had two twenties in there, but I forgot about the charger I had to buy at the airport!"
Ugh. I shrugged, said thanks, and turned toward the door.
"Wait!" Bunny called. I turned back.
She was standing there uncertainly, biting her lip. That was kind of pretty...
"How about I at least give you some more pictures?" she asked shyly, then pulled her robe open again for me, not waiting for me to even think about getting out my phone again.
I sighed again... I smiled, but still sighed.
Really, this ought to have felt like a total win. She was utterly gorgeous. And this time she wasn't flashing me in embarrassment for a bet with some other girl. She was just showing herself to me... for me. She was arrogant enough (justifiably) to think that showing her body to me would be of value to me, but insecure enough to worry that it wasn't worth enough.
"My pictures are good enough already," I said with a carefully appreciative smile, "But the second look is... wow."
She looked down for a second at my reaction, then uncertainly pulled her robe closed, though not completely. She pretty much just covered the best parts of her breasts, leaving an open gap that ran from cleavage all the way down to leave the very center line of her panty-clad crotch exposed as well. I didn't get the impression it was a calculated display, just a tentative and distracted job half done.
"Thanks, I guess," I said again. I turned again toward the door, trying not to appear hasty about it. To be honest, I just wanted to get back to my dorm room, drop my pants, and get the maximum value out of my 'tip' for the evening.
"Look, I really am sorry about this," Bunny said again, sincerely. "If I had more cash, I'd give it to you, but what can I do?"
Distractedly, and a roiling mess of horny and angry, I snapped over my shoulder, "A blowjob would do it," as I stepped over to grab the door handle.
I had barely started to turn it when I heard Bunny behind me say, "Umm... Uh..."
That was not a laugh. It was not an invitation to get out. It was not an invitation to go fuck myself, any and all of which I would have deserved. "Wait," she said.
I turned around in alarm. "Hey there!" I said, raising my hands swiftly. "That was just a joke, and a really bad one. I'm totally sorry that I..."
"No, like I said, I'm sorry about the whole situation," Bunny overrode me. "Just hang on a second, would you?" She bit her lip again as she looked at me... all of me. "I think I could do that," she suddenly said, not completely assertively.
Oh God. Oh God. Oh God.
"Hey! I... I mean... I can't ask that! That's a crazy tip," I babbled, backing against the door.
Bunny stepped toward me, she didn't open her robe again, but she did stop holding the lapels. That opening in front hung freely now. "No, I mean it," she said, a smile beginning to brighten her face. "Look. There is the bit about being sorry and the tip and all. Yeah. But," she paused, marshaling her thoughts. "But, all this stuff with the bet, and flashing you, and then exposing myself to you again has gotten me more than a little horny. And you are way more than a little cute." She paused again, then pointed downward, "And after all the time I've spent looking at that, I kinda really want to see it for real."
I looked down. I had been so crazily distracted, I had not worried about the erection that I had clearly felt in the back of my mind. The problem was not the back of my mind, it was the front of my khakis. I had made no effort at adjustment or concealment, and my cock was tenting out the front of my pants in a ridiculously over the top manner, practically straight out.
Her eyes clearly found it to be a big tent.
I yelped in embarrassment and tried to cover the bulge, then just to adjust it into something little less obvious. This is hard to do when you are also trying to be nonchalant about it in front of a hot girl who is staring right at it.
Bunny took a deep breath. "Go ahead. Don't cover it up! Show it to me."
"I... I..." I panicked.
She deliberately slid her rob open on one side, displaying a perfect tit to me once more. This time, she grabbed it in her hand, and pinched the already erect nipple softly. "I can't suck it if you leave it in your pants," she said, swiftly gaining a confidence and commitment that was both extremely encouraging and almost overwhelmingly intimidating.
Oh God. Oh God. Oh God.
I was never going to say no, I just had to make my panic accept that.
My hands went to the buckle of my belt. All I could concentrate on, beside the sight of Bunny massaging that exposed breast, was not being comically fast as I took out my cock.
As I started to unzip myself, I remembered to my horror that I had on a pair of the tighty-whities that made up 80% of my underwear collection. Carefully, I kept my khakis mostly together as I pushed them and the underwear down as one, keeping the kiddie undies mostly out of sight.
My cock could not have cared less. It bounced and waved free between us. For my part, I resolved to replace all the tighty-whities in my drawer with underwear I'd let a girl see.
"Nice, Owen," Bunny said softly. Then she stepped right up to me, dropping the robe from her shoulders as she took those steps, and she knelt before me. Her hands lifted to caress my girth. "I am really not regretting having spent that other twenty at all now," she said, leaning forward to kiss my swollen, purple head.
I collapsed back against the door. I was going to need all the help I could get in not falling down.
Her tongue slid free and dragged around my tip, flicking back and forth with increasing speed. I gasped at the sudden assault, and clenched down to control myself.
There is a thing I was starting to call The Test. The shock of the initial moment of a first lick, or kiss, or penetration can send a guy right over the edge, if he isn't careful. The Test can be a breeze, or an unbeatable challenge. This time it felt unbeatable, but I preserved and managed not to come right then.
I groaned as I felt myself slide inside her mouth, her lips spread wide to accommodate me. She started in immediately with a slow, steady, unbelievably gentle yet overwhelming bobbing motion, applying light suction all the time, while taking me deeper into her mouth with each stroke. I felt her working up saliva to make me wetter and wetter as she went.
I felt and heard that distinctive, power-endowing, 'Gluck' noise you are awarded when your cock hits a girl's throat and she chokes a little. But instead of backing off like most girls do, or keeping up the glucking over and over, like I'd been treated to twice, Bunny just gasped, then slid me back in and past the choke point.
My cock sang as it found itself in unfamiliar territory--within her throat!
"You are fucking amazing," I gasped, thumping my head back against the door.
She only tickled my balls in acknowledgement. And kept on bobbing, just with my cock excruciatingly deep down her throat. After several amazing strokes, she pulled all the way off and gasped for air. I just stared down at her in disbelief.
"You are the biggest guy I've ever managed that with," Bunny said, between gulps of air. Rather than take me back in again, as she regained her breath, she looked around beside her. She found her phone, and held it up to me. "No way I'm letting you use your phone," she giggled, "But would you get some video of me taking you all the way? I want proof."
Uh... yes, please?
I fumbled again with the phone and selected video. In fact, I selected slo-mo, and pointed it down at my glistening cock and her upturned face. "Action?" I asked with a laugh.
Bunny laughed too, then silenced herself as she made a show of wrapping her lips around me again and bobbing very slowly. Each bob was a little deeper as she went on, until she again choked slightly a little over halfway in. Then she winked up at me and the phone, and took me the rest of the way. And then she bobbed a half dozen times more, before letting me slip free again, took a deep breath, then glared at the camera. "Suck it, Hillary," she growled.
Then she took the phone back from my nearly nerveless hands. "We'll play it back when I'm done," she giggled, then proceeded to blow me and my mind. Up 'til then, she had been exploring, or showing off. Now she was concentrated totally on getting me off, and I could feel the difference.
Man, could I feel the difference. She mixed deep, even deep-throat, bobs with shallow swirls and twirls. She even took me out of her mouth a few times and diddled with me with just her fingertips.
"Come for me when you want, Owen," she whispered to me, just my tip in her mouth at the moment. "Just let me know when..." And I was deep inside her mouth once more.
I stared down in near disbelief--disbelief on so many levels. I could barely comprehend how good Bunny was, compared to my limited prior blowjob experience, and I could definitely not believe how clearly turned on she was making herself. I watched as her hand slid down inside her panties while she gobbled at me. It looked almost desperate.
"I... I can't... I'm going to..." I gabbled, knowing that no matter how much I wanted this tipping experience to go on, I was imminently done for.
Bunny instantly popped off my cock, rising on her knees and jacking my slick shaft with her free hand eagerly. She pressed day tip against the amazing curves of her tits, looked up at me pleadingly, and cried out, "Splash me, Owen. Give it to me now!"
"Ahh! Ahhh! Ohhhh!" I cried, feeling my insides start to pump. I slumped harder against the door as I gushed cum onto those fabulous mounds. The first huge spurt squirted out around where the tip was pressed against her, and she instinctively rocked back a few inches. As my shaft wobbled around with the pumping of her fist, I kept spraying white gobs wherever she pointed me, leaving her whole chest a sticky mess by the time my cries of ecstasy became begs for mercy.
Bunny relented.
She had started laughing happily before I was halfway done coming.
"Holy shit, Owen!" she giggled, looking down at the mess I had left on her. Both nipples had gobs of cum dripping from them. "That was amazing!"
"Oh my God, yes you were," I gasped. She shot me a grin, then resumed looking around for a towel or something to clean herself with. She spied the teeshirt she had obviously worn earlier, before her shower and pizza delivery. She grabbed it and began to wipe herself clean. "Listen, Bunny. Seriously," I panted. "That was next level beyond anything any girl has ever even tried for me before." I just wanted her to know that.
"Freshman, or still in high school?" she asked with a slightly drooly grin.
"Freshman," I said sheepishly. I didn't mention that high school blowjobs had been extremely rare, and thus miraculous.
"Keep looking lost and needy around senior girls," Bunny chuckled. "You've got the cute part down already. Do those three things, and they'll show you how it's done."
All I wanted was to...
"Listen, Bunny," I gasped, still slumped against the door. "Um, really. That was way too much of a tip for just a medium pizza." Now standing in front of me, almost finished cleaning her chest, she looked at me, with a curious eyebrow.
"I feel like I should give you some change," I grinned.
"Cha...? What did you have in mind?" she asked with a smile.
"I'm gong to need you to please for the love of God, finally take off those panties," I begged, "and sit on the edge of the bed," I added, trying to sound more assertive.
Bunny let the spunky teeshirt fall from her fingers, and she turned to sashay over to the bed.
Yep, that curvaceous, bubbly butt was amazing. It wasn't the big pear-shaped asses people get so excited about those days, but definitely meaty enough to make me want to bury my hands in its curves. Her panties were not so modest from behind either. Not quite a thong, but it had aspirations.
But when she got to the bed, she turned and sat on the edge, legs together demurely, and without removing her underwear.
"I'm going to need you to help me with them," she said softly.
I kicked my way free of the shoes and pants around my ankles and moved to kneel before her. I rested my hands on her knees, circled them softly with my palms, and then slid my way up her thighs. I let my hands drift between them, but she kept her legs closely together, as if being demure. The look on her face was anything but.
I let my fingertips tease at the soft fabric of her panties, right in front, above her lightly pressed-together thighs. She quivered in anticipation. I slid a single fingertip inside the waistband, just to the first joint, and began to run it side to side. I pushed myself up to my knees, and found myself at eye level with her boobs. Involuntarily I leaned in, stopping myself with my face inches from their bountiful breasts.
I looked at her face, somehow peeling my eyes from her tits. "Shall I count out your change, please?"
Bunny giggled again, throatily this time. "Like I'm going to say no?" she smirked.
I leaned further in, gently nestling my face between those mounds. She quivered again, and I let the finger in her waistband slide another joint deeper. Slowly, I rolled my head from side to side, kissing the inner curves of each tit as my mouth brushed them. I came up for air, eagerly kissed one nipple quickly, then sucked hard but briefly on the other.
I sat back with a smile, and tugged at the waistband of her panties. She twitched and I brought my other hand under her ass, pressing upward softly but insistently. Bunny lifted her ass for me, and I tagged whatever fabric each hand could reach, feeling her panties slip from her waist and just down onto her thighs.
I bent my face again, this time to the soft skin of her lower belly. I nuzzled down to where her generous thighs stubbornly met. They kept me from fully reaching her sex, just the fringe of the full triangle of pubic hair she seemed to have. I tongued down as far as I could go. It was just the fringe of her pubes, but I could already get a hint of the marvelous, musky taste of woman. She was starting to squirm.
Without removing my face from where it nestled, my hands resumed tugging the panties down and free. Once they passed her knees, I pressed down harder with my face, and her legs began to open to welcome me further. Her aroma was making me drunk by this point, and as I tugged her undergarment free of just one ankle, I began to use my hands to spread her legs.
Bunny just short-circuited that by finally letting her knees splay wide. She had a full bush, trimmed neatly, and also sparse to begin with. Her slit was obviously already crazily aroused, as I saw pink showing deliciously through the soft tangle of dark yellow hair.
My desperately restrained actions to this point crumbled into eagerness, and I practically dove down to drag my tongue along her labia, savoring her taste, then sliding my tongue inside her.
Bunny gasped at my sudden acceleration, but not in dismay. She flopped back against the mattress and grabbed the hair on the back of my head firmly. "Ohhh fuck yeah," she whined softly. "I was going to say keep it, but... oh yeah, right there... I definitely want my chayyyyynnnnge!"
I rubbed my lips over the tip of her clit, making her hips buck with each stroke. I hadn't even tried to work a finger inside of her, and she was already coming. "Fuck! Fuck! Fucking hell! Yes!" Bunny growled, before her words devolved into animal grunts. I tried to keep up my tongue and lips' assault on her pleasure button, but she shoved me back.
"Now," she panted. "While I'm still on the edge! Fuck me. Fuck me now, Owen. I'm so fucking hot right now."
Bunny was hot full time as far as I was concerned, but I took her meaning. I stood and paused, then started to turn to look for my pants. "Condom," I murmured as I felt suddenly like not so much of an overoptimistic poser for having one in my wallet.
But her hand shot out and grabbed my fully hard cock. "I'm on the pill," she gasped. "Don't you dare wrap up!"
I had a mandatory policy about condoms. I mean, how did I know she was really on the Pill?
Apparently, my mandatory policy was more of a loose guideline...
I climbed up onto the mattress after Bunny, who slid backward to give us space to both be fully on it. I lowered myself over her and she grabbed my cock again, pointing it between her legs and rubbing the head up and down along her drenched lips.
As it moved, I suddenly felt it pressing on what I thought was just the right spot, and I pushed myself in. I was right, and my length started to sink just wonderfully deep. I moaned loudly as I tried to keep delving without pause, but her own arousal had her clenching my cock hard. I had to pause, then work myself deeper, her juices rendering my rod frictionless, but her depths still resisted with each pulse.
With a sigh, I came to rest as far within her as I could reach. I felt her relax beneath me as well, her hands fluttering against the back of my shoulders. But I could tell she wanted to come again, and fast. I wanted, absolutely wanted to accommodate her. Even given the nut I had recently busted over her chest, I could tell that I wasn't going to last forever myself, and she needed to be first, or I would be embarrassed.
I pulled out, then pressed back into her. I didn't slam, exactly, but I pushed hard and fast.
Then I started slamming. In ten strokes, we were both yammering at each other incoherently, gasping for air as I pumped her insides.
"Jesus, you are a beast, Owen," Bunny hissed happily.
"I don't know that I'm a beast..." I said uncertainly, extremely glad at the moment for my five times a week cardio habit.



"Shut up," Bunny argued. "You... and that thing... are both beasts. A little higher, please. Revel in your beastitude! Beast me!"
So I, um, beasted her, whatever that meant.
Her hands grabbed my ass, and even as she used them to keep me humping her, she demanded, "Flip me over, give it to me from behind 'til I come! 'Til you come!"
She kept pulling me into her, however, until I forcefully disengaged. She wanted beast, so I tried flipping her over. Curvy as she was, she wasn't big, and I spun her fairly easily. I hopped back between her legs and hauled her hips upward. She buried her face in the mattress and I heard her hiss, "Yesssss!"
My cock almost magically found her already gaping opening and dove back in. I was pumping away as fast as I could immediately. She pushed up off the mattress onto her hands and knees and whined happily as I hammered her.
For a space of time, it felt like autopilot as I drove into her, and obviously at just the right angle. She was practically corkscrewing on my member with each poke. All of a sudden, she was back to crying out variations of 'yes' at a pretty good volume. Her pussy clamped against my cock, but I kept up my attack. I could hear, despite her cries, the sound of her big tits flopping around under her in time with my thrusts.
Ordinarily, I'd have been ashamed to be cooking off that soon, but she was already coming, and that had a lot to do with it anyway. I suddenly lost my breath and all control of my rhythm. My molars seemed to be drawing back inside my skull and my back spasmed as I felt myself unload into Bunny.
I doubt I came quite like I had on her chest, but it was still plenty, and my eyes may have crossed. She felt it and liked it, because I am pretty sure that is what made her come yet again, though much less hard. Honestly, her body might have tried to come harder than last time, except she was also looking pretty wrung out.
I'll admit I was extremely worn out, and I collapsed forward atop her and we both flopped onto the mattress in exhaustion.
Note, trying to rest and recover your energy and sanity is absolutely best done by lying atop a curvaceous girl, with your dick still inside her. It is very restorative, though perhaps not the swiftest option.
But I finally realized that Bunny was less relaxed than sandwiched, and I rolled off of her, with predictably sad consequences for my cock's warmth and comfort. She rolled to her side away from me so she could prop herself up on an elbow and smile at me.
"I'm in town for an interview tomorrow," she said languidly. "It's for a Spring term internship here. If I get it, I'm going to really need a lot of pizza delivered."
----------
And so endeth the second entry in the Owenverse. As this demonstrates, chronological order will not be a big thing in this series. Young Owen, middle-aged Owen, even eventually older Owen will make appearances. And expect spin-offs, too. I have ideas for Owenverse stories where Owen does not appear at all, but someone he has met and/or fucked. The Owenverse is a big place, folks!
Suggestions gratefully accepted.
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Artist at the Arts Fair
----------
On Wednesday, I packed my van for that week's art show and headed out early. It was a long drive south. With fall settling in up in my part of the country, the remaining outdoor shows of the year were in cities where the weather was still reliably nice... usually. I packed sweaters just in case.
I left my current commission on its easel in my studio, an enormous, full-length nude of the client herself. I took one last look at it before leaving. Even after working on it for a least an hour most days for two weeks, it still daunted me how much detail remained to be fleshed out over 32 square feet of canvas. I shook my head in thought at Sophia.
Somehow, the process of the initial sitting for that portrait had led the two of us to hours upon hours of the hottest, sweatiest sex I could remember experiencing in a long time. Possibly the best I'd ever had. In the moment, I had been sure it was. Some combination of our kinks, some congealing of chemistry had driven us both wonderfully mad.
I shook my head at the memory and hit the road. It was a seven hour drive. I would not see or work on the nude again for about twelve days, as I had two consecutive shows near to each other down in that region, and was not about to drive all the way back home after the first week just to grab a change of underwear and turn right back around. Sophia had told me she was in Europe for a deal for the next month anyway, so I was not hurried.
I most sincerely hoped that she would want to fuck me again when I unveiled the finished work in her place in New York. I kind of expected that she would, honestly. That expectation was not any kind of entitlement on my part, just a simple, sublime projection.
There was no way on Earth that she and I would become a couple, though. Our lives, our worlds were different. I was in no mood to complicate my intentionally bachelor existence. I needed solitude most days, professionally and personally. I like people, but I am by nature a lone wolf. And I was dead-bone certain that Sophia had no interest or intention of letting a relationship or family impede her rise to power and success. Good for her.
I was equally confident, though, that if our sexual chemistry was as good for her as it was for me, we would find ways to be in the same city from time to time.
My van wobbled as I jerked it back into the lane from which I had drifted. I banished thoughts of Sophia (mostly) from my mind. Examining the curves of her body in my head was making for very distracted driving, and I had missed the curve in the road I was on! I concentrated on safety, speed enforcement avoidance, and the way the fall colors in the foliage faded back to green as I sped toward my destination.
I arrived far too late in the evening at my motel. I had been derailed at lunchtime by a lone, gnarled tree in of all places a McDonald's parking lot by an off-ramp. Its shape haunted me all through my Quarter Pounder, and I sat in my passenger seat with my small pad and compulsively sketched that tree. It was not a waste of time, I had realized as the piece took shape. It would be, when I had time to finish it, possibly at night in my various motel rooms over this trip, a beautifully quirky addition to my catalog. It was unlikely to be colorful enough to bother making lithographs of, but small matted prints of it would sell well to younger customers who needed something to stand out in their first apartment for 35 bucks, give or take.
*
The first morning of an outdoor show was always the worst. It began with the earliest of wakeups, a stop at Starbucks for an extra large coffee with oat milk and their little omelette bites, and then getting to the location early to set up my tent/pavilion so I could display my work. I have an unhealthy addiction to those egg bites. Unhealthy for my pocketbook.
This show was one of the better ones for set up, because my spot on the sidewalk overlooking the river was diagonally across from the space reserved for one Kylie Farrier. Kylie is a sculptor, and she and I exhibit at the same shows quite often. Luck of the draw had us neighbors this time. Given that proximity, by unspoken agreement, we helped each other erect our shelters for our booths. It made the work easier and faster for both of us.
I even had time to help her wrestle some of her taller pieces out of the stupidly large van she owns to transport her stuff. How her diminutive, five foot tall frame produces some of those soaring aluminum abstract works that are her signature is always beyond me.
As we toted one of her biggest down the short embankment from the parking lot and over to her space, Kylie looked behind her to negotiate a curb then watched out for me as I did the same. "So, Todd," she said slyly. "You always say you like the trip down this way. Girls prettier here than back home? I'll bet you have a sitting lined up in the evenings for one of those noodie pics you hang up in your Special Alcove we just erected."
"I very much hope so, Kylie. What time do you think you could be showered after we close up today?" I countered with a lightly leering smile.
"Ha!" my friend laughed. "No chance! Your work is like a photograph. Can you imagine, having every person who wanders through your booth and then comes over to mine, suddenly realizing when they see me that they know what I look like naked?" she scoffed back with a wink.
I looked at Kylie. At shows, she always wear what seems like sculptor's working clothes--a baggy pair of faded denim overalls with scorch marks and a big hole or two on the knees or legs, with a tattered old sleeveless white undershirt beneath. It was a costume, of course. I happened to know that she worked in a heavy cotton duck jumpsuit with full sleeves, and damned sure no holes to let through sparks. But it was an effective costume. She looked like a sculptor. She had none of the tattoos, piercings, or weirdly colored hair that many of her fellow avant gardeners sculptors, male or female, liked to rock, but her mousy brown hair was always cut and styled in some outrageous way. This year, she had gone for a shockingly spiked cut. I personally felt it ruined the studiedly disheveled look she was always going for, because that do so clearly required a lot of mousse, hairspray, and time. Still, it kinda rocked. Her petite bare arms displayed by the undershirt were small, but visibly muscled, and nicely so.
In other words, she was hot as a pistol, and I'd have killed to be able to do a nude of her.
"Yes, but on the bright side, all those people would... then turn around and... come back to... buy one," I grunted as I set down the weighted base of the... whatever this piece was supposed to be. "I'd sell a van full at every event," I joked, straightening up.
The two of us almost always bantered like this at some point when we saw each other. We had never hooked up, to my everlasting... mild regret. She had never given me any kind of clear signal that she was actually interested, and most of the time I wasn't either. Having sex with fellow artists on the same show circuit is always complicated. I have done it. I know.
"Well, if we did do it then, I'd have to get a cut of each sale," Kylie scoffed, and we turned back to the parking lot. I went in a slightly different direction to start bringing out my own stuff. The rest of Kylie's inventory were smaller pieces she needed no help with.
That was the first time Kylie had ever expressed an even joking opening to actually doing a nude sitting...
I started with my lithographs first, the large, super high quality reproductions of my best works. I had them produced in limited numbers. I seldom brought any originals to shows, though I would display the price for the original, if still available, on the tag beneath each litho. I'd bring the display bins of matted prints down later.
I tended to crate up the lithos four to a box for transport. I favored light frames so each was an easy haul. I had multiple copies of many, but the backups stayed in the truck to protect them from the elements. When I sold a piece or two, I'd run back and grab their replacements.
I'm a good artist with a good reputation, but this was a tightly juried show, so everybody there was a good artist with a good reputation. Sure, there were still artists like the lady five stalls down from me who sold flowers painted on bricks, but hers were actually quite beautiful flowers painted on bricks. My point is that I'm not good enough at the political side of the art show world to reliably be able to get an end booth every year, and this was a year I had not, so I had no outside wall space for extra display.
It did make hauling out enough pieces to fill my space easier.
My last crate, after the prints were out and set up, was the crate for the back alcove I always created with an inner wall--the alcove I displayed an Adults Only sign at the entrance of. The front of that wall, facing the street, was where I kept the few standard portraits I brought, mostly pets, but a female face or two. I might sell one during the whole show, probably the black and white cat with the adorably mismatched eyes. These pieces were there to remind people that I did commissions.
I never sold the portraits of people. Who buys a portrait of a stranger to hang in their house?
The people who buy the portraits of strangers that I display behind that wall, that's who. My nudes. It is kind of a sketchy little dark space back there, but I prefer it to the creeps and morons who display nudes out in the open at shows, where hundred of twelve year-olds will see them.
I want to be clear, the nudes are not a huge portion of my sales. Landscapes are where I make my mortgage and utilities. But I do sell a decent number of naked lithographs. And I sell a whole bunch of landscape prints from my bins to people who buy them as an excuse to 'just pop into the back to see what's there'...
I hung the guys first, then went to put up the larger number of female nudes. I looked at the particularly awesome form of Helen Smyth, which I always hang in pride of place. She knows I sell lithos of her portrait and gets a huge kick out of it. So does her husband. He is a very lucky guy, I thought, not for the first time. I found myself wondering again if Kylie might have been serious about doing a sitting...
The show wasn't supposed to be open until one on the first day, so when I finished early setting up, I took a walk to drink in the atmosphere. This arts fair is held annually on the banks of what the locals charmingly call a 'river'. They had recently spent millions of dollars building one small dam, while dynamiting another, and what was once a wide, muddy eyesore was now a narrow, fast flowing stream, winding through a grassy, landscaped field in the middle of downtown. I leaned on the concrete rail and drank in the view of the clean, swift water, sparkling in the sunlight, making everything around it feel brisk and fresh.
I needed to do a landscape of this little river, probably from the other side. The view would be even better over there, with the small downtown skyline in the background. While it was true that I would sell enough of the project just here in town next year to make it worthwhile, I meant that I needed to do it. Some vistas just reach out and grab me by the lapels, demanding my attention. I felt the compulsion here.
I turned back toward my booth and ambled over, examining who my neighbors were besides Kylie. To one side were jewelry artists I knew from way back. They were an elderly couple who produced very arresting, very sparkly, very shoddy silver pieces, mostly pendants and earrings. I didn't mind having them near me, as I often had people spend extra time going through my print bins while someone in their party was lured in by the old couple's baubles.
On the other side was a new guy, a potter. I started to sneer inwardly a little, but then I stopped myself and also inwardly apologized. His colors were drab, I'll admit, and not at all to my tastes, but as I got close, the lines were freaking fabulous. I was drawn in by them, and diverted to look them over closely.
We introduced ourselves. Walt was from Arizona, and was trying out a few fairs here in more eastern parts. "From the desert, huh?" I asked, looking at his pavilion. He just had the roof up for shade, there were no sides, even rolled up in the top. "It rains here. A lot," I cautioned. "What do you do if it pours on us?"
He shrugged. "This ain't my first rodeo, Robert. It's all glazed ceramics. It rains on the merch, I just wipe it dry. I prefer the airflow." I shrugged. Made some kind of sense. And since he clearly knew how to secure his pavilion from winds, I was happy to let Walt do Walt.
It did not rain that day, or for most of the event, in fact. The weather was glorious, and really brought out the crowds. Through Saturday, my sales were already up over the whole run of the same festival last year.
Even so, there were some down times. Early Friday, the crowds were thin, since Thursday night's TV weather forecast had been dicey. Kylie and I traded turns watching each other's booths for a an hour, allowing us each to walk the rest of the festival, and catch up with old friends among the artists.
Okay, Kylie probably mostly caught up with old friends. I just grabbed a particularly good hot dog and quick-stepped over the bridge to do that sketch that had been calling out to me.
The view was every bit as good as I had hoped. It was a small but interesting downtown skyline, with lots of interestingly designed, newer, tall buildings from this little city's recent growth. The river's course now ran through what was now a park, well manicured and planted with trees that could survive a rare flood. The water was mirrored by pathways and benches, all sweeping along down below the pavement of the waterfront street. And that street was lined with the colorful chaos of the festival, tents and people filled that border between nature and concrete. It was better than I had expected.
I realized I had better set myself an alarm, or I'd keep right on working. I concentrated first on the line of the festival, just in case I ran out of time. If I did, I could come back over to this side of the river on Monday morning before I headed out, and finish the top and bottom.
I barely got the festival line complete before my wrist thumped with a warning that I was leaving my booth in Kylie's dubiously responsible care too long.
*
Saturday was packed, from half an hour before we were supposed to open, until well after things were supposed to end for the day. The heat of summer had held on late down here, but had finally broken back on Monday, leaving the sky blue and clear and the air fresh and pleasant. And people were buying. All of us artists were in a good mood.
Kylie had a particularly big sale, and came bouncing over somewhat scenically to brag in excitement. "Robert! I sold the Soaring Swallow!" I whistled low. I knew she had had a five-figure price tag on that monster, and I refrained from asking if she actually got that much. I also privately rejoiced that I would not have to help her carry it back to her van after the show was over, as I had done far too times.
Walt also heard, and stepped over to congratulate her as well. "Hey, great!" He said, grabbing her bare shoulder gently and shaking it. "That was the big, soaring, blue beauty, right?"
As Kylie nodded at him with a smile, I reflected that Walt's booth had an even better view of Kylie's than mine did. He'd had a chance to become very familiar with the form of that eight-foot aluminum beauty... and of its five-foot sculptor...
That was still a form I wanted to sketch naked some day. Except I didn't. I had that tendency to fall just a little in love with my subjects, and I was already just little bit in casual love with Kylie. What that dynamic might make happen was potentially awesome in the short term, but a bad idea in the long.
I hid a sour expression, not knowing if I was feeling protective or jealous. Those two emotions often hide one another.
For my part, I was doing land-office business myself.
I had sold so many prints, I was worried that I would have to go all the way back home before the next show just a hundred or so miles away, simply to pick up more inventory so I didn't run out next week. I decided that I could trust the super to go into my condo and ship me two more boxes I already had packed in the closet. Don't fuck me over, FedEx...
Kylie asked both of us how we were doing. She asked Walt first, dammit. He told us that he was having a great festival, and hoped to come back next year. Then he quite graciously passed the conversational spotlight to me, the bastard.
I related my excellent dilemma about my matted print inventory, then noted my biggest problem. "I actually sold my last litho of Fall on the Missouri River," I said, with mixed enthusiasm.
"That's awesome," Kylie said, punching me on the arm. "Why so sour about it?"
"Because now I don't have anything in that size of fall foliage, and those sell, obviously. I've got to get my backside in gear and finish this park piece I just did, so I can order two hundred lithographs before the Christmas show season hits." It was the piece in the park with the mother and two little girls that I had been working on when I first encountered Sophia. That had been a great day all around.
I better order three hundred of that piece, actually. And do more landscapes with figures for that matter.
"How about your noodies, Robert?" Kylie teased in a sing-song voice.
I hung my head for a moment, then grinned sheepishly at her and held up four fingers. I really was having a good show.
"Wait you do nude figures?" Walt asked. "Where?" he added in puzzled perplexity, looking around my booth.
"He hides them behind that wall," Kylie said, punching me again. "They're so hot, he's afraid they will ruin some pre-pubescent boys' sexual development."
Walt instantly nipped back behind my wall. A perv. I knew it.
He came back out a minute later. "First off, congratulations on having the artistic integrity to do men as well," he said. "Second, you are fucking good, you know that?"
A perv with excellent taste.
Once more, we were all distracted by a new wave of potential customers.
Of course, most people who enter your booth are not actually interested. There is a whole panoply of people who come to an arts fair, and we all saw all the types that show.
On Friday, I had seen an apex example of the Teenage Gang. Five girls, all likely high school seniors or freshmen at the University three miles north, came giggling into my tent. I personally like to see kids like this, coming to a festival on their own. They never have any money to spend on anything beyond perhaps a single print for a dorm room, and seldom even that, but they are the future patrons who will be keeping my in my condo a decade from now. I want them to have a good time, so I always spend as much time with them as with anybody.
It didn't hurt that these five would have made a pretty decent cheerleading squad. The red-headed queen bee in particular was easy on the eyes. She wasn't even a bitch like gorgeous alpha girls can be, even though it was quite clear that this was totally her crew. They all seemed to like my work, saying things like, "Oh this is a good one, Cassie!"



Thus my booth was buzzing with bounteous, bouncing babes for a good bit. I always take my artist's license to look carefully at most people I meet, men and women, and it took very little perusal here to realize that it must have been No Bra Day for the trip to the arts festival. Better, several of these girls were clearly the sort to leave their high-beams on in traffic. I reflected that I had never really done much study of erect nipples beneath fabric, the tiny but incredibly shadows that are cast, the way the fabric stretches. I wasn't sure how I was going to engineer the chance, since this was certainly not it, but I mentally filed the concept away.
Regardless of whether they were tenting their tops or not, each was at least mildly arresting. I might have stared too long at any of them, except that they were all so attractive that my eyes kept wandering from one to the next.
As for me, standing right there beside them? I was reaching that age in life where for young girls like this, it was increasingly often that I was seen as just part of the vast background tapestry of their existence, not a human player on the stage. In another five years, all girls this age would see me as furniture, unless I did something to make them register me as a man. If I did do such a thing... we might see.
I wondered how long it would take for them to discover the back, and how they would react. As it turned out, it was the hispanic girl among their number, the robust one with the most largesse up top, who looked back first. "Bree!" she hissed, reporting in to her queen bee. "You got to see these!" She spoke in a whisper, as if I wasn't going to hear, "He gots naked pictures back here!"
I rolled my eyes and stepped out of the way of the stampede, enjoying my first view of all five backsides in their yoga pants at once. These days, it's always yoga pants.
My eyes gravitated to Bree, the leader. Not to her ass, which was spectacular, but to her hair. I really, really wanted to sketch that hair. My fingers itched to do it. Hanging four or five inches down her back in bold, natural curls, that red hair screamed for me to explore its depth of color.
Ladies, please, please stop dying your hair red. You have never in the history of ever fooled anyone who is paying attention with a red hair dye job. Even I sometimes get taken in by a really good blonde job, or a rich auburn on rare occasions, but never a red.
Red hair, real red hair like this young woman's, has at least twenty different colors and hues. Every darned strand is different, and it is a joy to try to capture, especially as lustrous a mane as this young woman possessed. I could have spent many happy hours trying to trap on paper or canvas the back of her head.
If she could wear yoga pants while I worked, that would be just fine too.
"Omigod, Bree! He has dudes back here!"
"Whoa!"
"Who is this one?" Bree herself asked almost involuntarily. I knew that she had to be looking at Patrice, a French model who had wanted me to do the piece for his website.
Among the five of them, I sold one print to a doe-eyed brunette who had not been blasting pokies through her teeshirt until she had gotten a look at Patrice. The print was of a kitten, and I had never considered it among my best work.
Another typical show-goer is the parent bringing his or her kids out for a little culture. They also seldom buy anything, usually at least in part because they want to keep their hands free to keep the touchy tots or perambulating preteens under control.
These parents often tend to have less than my favorite attitudes. A few sometimes make me sad. Sometimes they manage both, as with the slender mother who wandered in with her tall, tow-headed, ten year-old boy. She clearly didn't much like my work, but he intently decided my print bins were where he wanted to run his grubby hands. She did have the grace to look at me apologetically, but she didn't stop him, instead taking a moment's peace in the shade.
She did seem to find one piece of mine nice, at least. It depicted a small, rocky stream running through a springtime wooded glade. I like doing water, and I thought that I had really captured the sweeping, gurgling brook.
"You the artist?" she asked without looking at me. They usually don't look at me, the single parents. And she was divorced or widowed, probably the former. I observed her ring finger. It still had the indentation at its base from years of wearing wedding and engagement rings, but no tanline that you would expect if she had removed her rings for a day of singlehood. I noticed that latter phenomenon more than you would think. I wasn't the type to do anything about it. Usually.
But she had that edge of sadness that told me the ring had not gone away of her choosing. And that always made me a little sad too.
"I am. You like it?" I asked.
"You really capture the water's movement well," she shrugged.
The moment we began to speak, her son took that as an apparent sign that he was bored with a bin full of pictures of trees. He ambled away at a quick pace toward the back of my booth, and I stepped smoothly backward to block his progress before he went behind the wall.
"You often push around kids?" she asked bitchily. They are usually bitchy. Especially the sad ones. I understand. For most of them, certainly including this one, being bitchy was probably not a full-time condition. I could tell that just by looking at her. Our usual emotions leave indelible marks on our faces. Most of her life had been spent with happy expressions, though that sadness was beginning to settle in around the eyes. There was no evidence of chronic bitch face. That made her current crabbiness all the more tragic, as she was just a little bit beautiful. It wasn't that I wanted to paint her, but... you know.
I glanced meaningfully over my shoulder at the sign.
She looked up, her eyes widening in embarrassment. "Come on, Nathan," she said swiftly, and dragged the kid out of my booth. I watched her go. Mom jeans, a sweatshirt, and little to no makeup. Still... a little bit beautiful. I idly wished I could see her on a day where she was making an effort.
Not all the stereotypes I see are women, especially not women of varying degrees of hotness. There are also The Local Characters. The one I got that Saturday afternoon was a guy. He wore a flannel shirt, faded jeans, and cowboy boots. The latter were worn for comfort, not looks, as he had the jeans pulled down outside the boots. His outfit was finished off by a well-worn, but also well-loved, high-end Stetson that cost at least 800 dollars, and possibly twice that.
What announced his status as a character was his beard. Seven inches long from his chin, jet black, and groomed meticulously, with huge handlebar mustaches twirling out to the sides. His facial hair doubled the size of his head and was ridiculously magnificent.
He was in my booth for ten minute while I charmed him before I laid my sales pitch on him that he needed me to do a portrait of that beard. "Honas," I entreated, "I really want to take a shot at capturing that magnificent beast, and you really, really, really need a good portrait of it. I'll throw in the rest of your head for free," I said. He laughed. Ten minutes later, we had agreed a price, and I had scheduled an early return to town before the late spring festival in this same city, to do his sitting.
I calmly but honestly threatened his life if he let something happen to that beard before our next meeting. He laughed again and showed me his Medic-Alert bracelet which said, "In the event beard is damaged, do not resuscitate."
*
Sunday dawned once more bright and beautiful, but the weather report was again dicey, calling for a chance of afternoon showers. I would only believe that when I saw it, given how gorgeous it was, and how wrong the same weather guy had been about Friday.
Business was again brisk on this getaway day, though the idiot weather guy had seemingly kept the crowds down a little, back to the level of previous years. I still made some sales. Some good sales.
Mid-afternoon, about two and a half hours before we were to shut down the show for the year, a very slender and attractive woman walked into my booth during a lull. With a jarring start, I realized that it was the mama Karen from the day before. Today she was without the urchin Nathan, and had today put in the effort on herself that I had idly wished for before. Well done, bravo, etc.
She carried a purchase already--a print in a clear plastic bag that I instantly recognized as one by Kent Troxel, an artist I respected. But if she liked his stuff, I could see why most of mine left her cold. We had profoundly different styles.
Nonetheless, she looked around, then drifted back to the big lithograph of the stream, and stared at it intently. I knew the look well, alas. She knew she could not afford the litho, and she was not going to settle for a smaller print of the same picture. And besides, she didn't really know why she liked it so much to begin with.
Art is a funny thing. People find themselves captured by a piece, even when it is not at all the sort of thing that they think they like.
Since I wasn't going to make a sale, I contented myself with keeping my eye on the much improved version of herself that she was presenting. She had been just as beautiful the day before, it was simply more obvious today. Not that she'd be to every man's taste. She was thin, almost brittle-looking. But despite that, she had every curve you could ask for, as perfectly formed and in as exactly the right place as you could ask for, too, just very subtle in scale.
I saw in her eyes the moment she gave up on the piece, and she turned a second later to go. She paused then, and favored me with a small smile. A really nice, small smile. Mona Lisa job...
"I came back today to get this," she said, lifting Troxel's print. "And to look around at what I missed yesterday with Nathan running out of steam," she said earnestly. "I'd seen all down this stretch already, but I came back to, um, apologize for going all mama bear on you yesterday."
I nodded and smiled. "It's okay. Mama bears make sure the world gets to keep going around ten years from now." She seemed truly apologetic, and I was sufficiently well-inclined toward her to let myself go on sheepishly, "It was nothing compared to a few ticking offs I've gotten when I let the kids get back there."
She barked a laugh, sparing the barest glare toward the wall and the sign again. Awkwardly, she turned to head back out to enjoy her day on her own.
Just before she moved, I heard light taps on the roof of my tent. By the time she had turned, they had turned to pitter-pats, and I felt a fresh, cool breeze out of nowhere. My heart sank, and my head went on alert. I scanned around to make sure everything was under cover. By the time she reached the front of my tent, the pitter-pats, had become occasional pitter-plops. She took just one step outside, starting to look up absently, and the utter deluge that had been displacing all the air that formed the breeze as it collapsed out of the clouds at ten thousand feet, struck the ground.
She yelped and leapt back under the dubious shelter of my tent, already half-soaked all over. "Yikes!" she almost screamed. Yes, she actually literally said, 'Yikes'.
"Holy cow," I exclaimed for my own part, and rushed near the front of my tent, checking to see how much rain was coming in. The blue sky overhead that had clouded up a little as the day progressed, had now become a rich, dark charcoal... no, graphite. You could still see a little blue sky on the horizon, but that was disappeared as I watched.
She fumbled in her purse for her phone as I moved a piece to two away from the open front. She looked at the Samsung and swore delicately. "Good grief," she added. I looked at her, and she wordlessly turned the radar map on the phone toward me. The entire screen was suddenly dark green and yellow. Mostly yellow. I saw she had it zoomed out pretty far. This was an enormous rain system that was not going away any time soon.
We looked at each other, the magnitude of this rain sinking in.
I smiled crookedly. "Well, at least you are dry. And you are welcome to stay here as long as you like."
She snorted, but thanked me genuinely.
I stepped to near the open front of my tent. I could not even see Kylie's booth across the wide street anymore. I did not remember her being in her booth right before the rain hit, either. She had a habit of flitting around to neighboring booths, but I had not seen her in mine all day, which was unusual.
Was she in Walt's?
Great. With as long as this rain was going to last, he'd have her re-enacting the potter's wheel scene from Ghost by the time it was done. I knew I didn't like that guy.
I applied a much deserved dope-slap to my internal skull. If Kylie wanted to make out with Walt in a completely open tent in the middle of a rain storm from which a refugee could pop at any moment, then I would laugh heartily when I heard about it later.
Speaking of which, the initial gust of wind was gone, but the breeze was freshening, and mist was penetrating in from the front of my tent. "I hope you don't mind, but I need to drop the front covering down to protect my things," I said, already moving to drop the drape over the front of my tent and block the monotonously thundering rain.
The light in my booth dimmed with the canvas's collapse, but not so much as to be creepy.
The woman waved idly. "I'm not claustrophobic, if that is what concerned you. And I'd be churlish to complain when your tent is keeping me dry.
I reflected that we had both lied when we said she was dry. That mere second in the initial deluge had done a number on her. Her ash brown hair, with the barest hint of natural blonde highlights, had been up in a messy, five-second bun the day before, but was now pulled back in a long pony-tail that still looked great when wet. The mom jeans of the day before were replaced today with tight, well-fitted denim that showed off her extraordinarily slender build, and its subtle, feline curves.
But her soft, light, sky blue blouse was soaked, and because of that, the very particular kind of bra she wore was quite apparent. Plain and unadorned, it was the sort of bra that a woman puts on with no intention that it will be seen and especially not removed by anyone but herself. That said, it was also the sort of bra a woman wears to provide the best silhouette she has to offer. And it was a fine silhouette. That bra clearly covered everything, but had no padding or pushup functions to act as false advertising. She was dressed for herself, to feel good about herself today.
I politely did not indulge my artist's prerogative to stare. Much.
We made idle conversation, keeping our voices raised unusually high to be heard by each other. A puma could had slowly killed a goose out in the middle of the street and I doubt we would have heard it over the din of rain impacting the roof of the tent. Mostly we spoke about the extraordinary weather, as people do. The sole real content we shared was that her name was Ellen, and that Ellen had always liked the name Robert.
"I hope your son isn't at the pool or anything today," I observed. "He will be unhappy if so."
"He was supposed to be with his father all this weekend, but the..." she choked herself off before whatever fruity expletive came forth, "my ex called it off at the last minute yesterday morning, blowing up my plans. I had no one to look after Nathan. Today my sister was available to take him for bit so I could come back and wander here while I could look at the art, instead of worrying about him. And yes, they were going to the pool, so his weekend is shot too," came the unexpectedly detailed, frustrated data dump.
I kept my mouth shut and tried to exude sympathy. Exactly how to exude emotions effectively is beyond my conscious knowledge, so I did not know if I succeeded. But when someone is obviously hurting, one needs to try.
She flipped her fingers through a few prints in a bin, but gave it up almost instantly. Looking around in frustration, her eyes lighted on the back of my tent, recognizing the sign. "I suppose I should probably go check out what is so bad you were willing to push around a ten year-old to keep him from seeing it," she grumbled, and moved back.
I followed her instinctively. "I didn't..." I started to protest, but she waved me off with a weary, apologetic smile. I just followed her a couple of feet back to give her plenty of room as she stepped behind the wall and came to a sudden, stock-still, silent stop.
Even in the darker than usual condition, I reflected with pride that the colors and tones of my work sprang from the canvases. I do good work.
"Well, I see your point," she said, without looking back at me. "But they are all gorgeous." She stared again, taking them all in. Finally she pointed at the lower front portrait. "Is that really Patrice? He's a dead ringer if not."
My eyebrows shot up. "It is! No one in America seems to have ever seen him... yet. Do you get over to France often?"
She laughed darkly. "Oh yes, darling. We single divorcees with office jobs and little boys do often jet off to Paris!" She shook her head. "My sister in-law and my brother live in Brussels. Daniella and I share pictures all the time. Usually it is just memes, but the occasional really delicious man does make their way into the conversation."
Again she paused. Her shoulders slumped. "But these are all gorgeous," she said, sounding defeated.
"Oh yes," I agreed. "But there are many gorgeous people," I added, taking half a step forward to add weight to my implied inclusion of her in that category. Because I did think she was gorgeous, even before the rain plastered her blouse to her small, exactingly crafted breasts.
She clearly was not buying my hesitant sales job, and suddenly she retreated. I wasn't ready for it, and she nearly collided with me before I could jerk back out of her space. We brushed together for a millisecond before I could move.
"Sorry," she said, almost sullenly as she stepped back once more into the space with the nudes, refusing to look at me. "I understand what you are politely trying to say," she went on, "and thank you. But I've had it made quite clear to me how lacking I am in the sex appeal department." She fiddled with the empty ring finger on her left hand.
Words were not going to be helpful, so I settled for a quiet contradictory grunt and stood still. I was in no position to brighten this complete stranger's day, so I just stood quietly by, feeling ashamed at how much I was enjoying the view of her tight, tiny, grabbable ass in those perfectly-fitted jeans.
"And it is not like he is any prize himself," she declared into the silence. "Witness his behavior this weekend... and lots of other weekends when he is supposed to have the custody he fought so nastily for."
I just kept quiet. Clearly she needed a really good vent, here in the privacy of the thunderous rain, with only what she probably was seeing as this strange, high-end pornographer to hear her. No one likes to be interrupted during a good rant.
And vent she did, detailing at length the shortcomings of one Nate, Sr., Human Pestilence. But her eyes kept roaming the pictures around her. Surprisingly, she mostly looked at the female figures, not Patrice or his nearly as attractive partner in crime above him.
She ran out of complaints about her ex remarkably swiftly, not because she ran out of material, she just was very concise yet comprehensive in her remarks. It seemed like a very well-rehearsed and performed oration, and I wondered if I was the first to ever actually hear it in its entirety out loud.



She fell silent. Slowly, I saw her begin to back up again, head hung low. Moving slowly enough to make sure I saw her coming. Something told me to stay put, though. When she bumped into me this time, she didn't bounce off instantly. Or at all. Her sweet little ass, given her height, just rested lightly against the front of my jeans.
My cock, suddenly and belatedly realizing that this was a situation it really ought to be interested in, began to rise to the occasion. Underneath the loose front of my jeans, she had to feel it swelling against her butt.
She still didn't move.
With a sigh, she asked quietly, "Do you seriously think you could make me look half as good as any of these people?"
"No," I said honestly. Her ass stiffened against me, but she still didn't move away. The rest of her just began to sag. "I only sketch people as they are," I went on. "And to make you look only half as good as any of these women, I'd have to ugly you up considerably."
She barked a quick, pained, rasping laugh, but did not move. She might have pressed back microscopically. "Any of the women?" she asked, the first glint of merriment in a while appearing in her voice.
In response, I found myself lightly resting my hands on her small but elegant hips and said quietly, "Yeah... You and all these women are only about half as good-looking as he is."
That got me a genuine laugh, and more to the point, it earned me the feeling of her leaning back more fully against me, leaving my hands happily where they rested. "Oh I see," she said, half-teasing, half despairing. "He's more your style."
"I am an artist," I replied firmly. "I can hardly not notice that every inch of him is as spectacular as his face." I rolled the dice on my next words. "It doesn't mean I want to screw him."
"So you screw you female models?" Ellen asked, her mood improving, but still looking for something to be unhappy about.
"I do not screw my female models... as a rule," I declared.
"As a rule?"
I thought instantly of Sophia a few weeks prior, but I was not telling that story. Instead I hesitated, then just admitted, "Lee, up there on the left." I pointed to the reclining brunette with the largest chest of any of the subjects.
"Oh. So you are a tit man," she nearly accused.
"I am," I said. Then I added, "I love tits. I just don't much care about their size," and as I did so, I slid one hand up the side of her torso, pausing momentarily at the base of her rib cage to detect any resistance. With none forthcoming, I moved it on up to cup one of Ellen's own, petite but hardly absent breasts.
She groaned happily, and I moved up my other hand to further reinforce my own happiness with what I held.
Full confession, I really do love large tits, especially medium-large tits. But smaller tits, especially really good examples like Ellen's, have a firm flexibility that fascinates me in their own fashion.
Ellen groaned more, and I felt her little ass grind slightly against me. "I'm so sorry, but please don't stop," she moaned.
"The only thing you would have to apologize for would be telling me to stop," I found myself saying with complete honesty.
"No... fear of that," she gasped. Her own hands snaked back behind both of us and clenched my ass, pulling me forward, her own ass still pushing herself back against me.
My cock was in no danger of missing out on anything now. I leaned in to nuzzle the softness of her hair where it pulled together in her ponytail.
"Robert?"
"Yes, Ellen?"
"You have got at least let me suck your cock. I haven't touched a man in three years," she gasped. "I haven't come in three years."
Despite my cock's demand that I step back and rip my pants open instantly, I kept my happy hands where they were, exploring and massaging Ellen's chest. I did indulge my cock at least by grinding it against her butt while I asked her incredulously, "You mean you haven't come from a man's touch in three years..."
"I don't," she said, squeezing my ass harder. "I don't get myself off very satisfactorily. I'm a shitty self-lover. A shitty lover overall, I guess."
At least she didn't sag away when spouting that bullshit.
I looked up for a half second, pondering the unrelenting din of the rain drumming on the taught canvas of my and the surrounding tents. Walt could have Kylie bent over that enormous urn of his next door right now and I'd never hear it, despite the fact that I was somehow sure that Kylie was a huge screamer.
That image would have had me lunging out in even this rain just little while ago. Now it just turned me on a bit more. Besides, despite Walt's manifest untrustworthiness around Kylie, I honestly didn't actually see that happening.
What I said was, "Well, with this din, no one would hear us."
"I... you won't regret it," Ellen said desperately, and tried to turn and pull away from me.
I was having none of that. I kept my grip on her, and held her up until she stopped trying to sink down. When she stopped trying to move, I lent down to nuzzle her bare, still damp neck. "I hope this rain lasts long enough to take your offer. I really do. But," I said, sliding to my own knees behind her, keeping her standing, "you need it way more than I do." I gently kissed her suddenly quivering little ass, back and forth on either side. "And I really, really, really want to give it to you."
I had zero idea of who this woman was. I'd talked to her for all of ten minutes in our lives. But I knew she was genuine, for good and bad. And I knew she had been ill-used and needed some reinforcement. And I knew that she was oh so aesthetically appealing. And she was horny.
I knew that she was getting carried away in the moment. I knew that I was selfishly happy to take advantage of the opportunity to make a truly awesome memory. I knew I just had to make sure that she in no way regretted it...
I kept my lips caressing the soft denim over her ass and I let my hands slip down the backs of her thighs, then wrap around their outside until my fingers nestled between them in front. Then I slid my digits upward until they dragged gently along and then up from her crotch. She only groaned quietly, giving herself to my lead, as my fingers tugged open the five buttons of the fly in whatever brand of jeans these were.
They were tight, and I worked to get them off her hips, pulling my lips from her backside long enough for the jeans to pass down below my face before I nestled my lips back again her bare buttocks.
She wore a thong.
But just like the bra I still knew about only through surmise, this was a utilitarian thong (They exist). It was there to prevent the most important of chafing issues with the jeans, while making sure no dreaded panty lines could mar the perfect smoothness of the back of those jeans she had been wearing.
Ellen might have been emotionally down on her appearance, but she sure knew how to make what she had look sensational.
I helped her kick free of her jeans and the espadrilles she wore on her feet, then slid my hands slowly the whole way up the back of her legs, then her ass, before tugging that thong out of the way and down to rest on the damp ground with her jeans. They would get wet, but I was very much counting on all our clothes getting wet before we were done. Regardless, after this deluge no one was going to notice. I had a water-resistant rug laid down in my booth, usually to provide a little cushion for my legs against days on end standing on concrete. Now it critically meant our clothes wouldn't get gravel or asphalt particles on them.
I pressed my cheek against her very different one, and dragged my hands up the front of her legs this time, fingers again between her legs. I let them linger just a bit this time at the top, then ruffle the wonderful fur I felt where those legs met.
"Sorry," Ellen almost moaned. "I haven't a reason to do much housekeeping down there in a long while.
"I. Love. Bush," I growled, grabbing her hips and at last spinning her to face me, burying my face instantly into the glorious mess of delicate pubes. I felt her hands nestle into the hair atop my head.
"You have got to be kidding me," she sighed her hips pressing involuntarily forward.
I only nuzzled harder, and she giggled in acceptance. She didn't need to know that I also loved smooth skin...
We would get wet, but that didn't mean I wasn't interested in hauling her downward so one, the other, or both us got soaked lying on the ground. For the moment, however, I merely lifted one of her delicate legs and rested it on my shoulder, opening her to me.
"Oh God, yes," Ellen gasped. "I can't believe you are going to do this," she squealed. "But I'm little precarious here, can I safely hold on to anything?"
I refused to remove my mouth from where I was tonguing around in her triangle of hair, still away from all the good spots. Instead, I raised a hand and snapped for her attention, then pointed firmly at the closer of the two inch galvanized steel poles, fixed in wide, iron bases, that held up the ends of my little inner back wall.
Then I slid the hand on the side beneath her draped leg up once more to her gates. My tongue could reach no further than her clit in this position, but why would I want it anywhere else? I dragged my fingers along her slit, damp from things other than rain, and as I slipped one inside her, I tongued her bud for the first time.
"Oh fuck," Ellen gasped, and I heard the rod tremble.
I delved deeper with my finger, curling it back toward me, and tickled the ridged area inside her. My tongue flicked relentlessly but gently over her surprisingly prominent bean. Everything else about her was so tiny...
"You are not fair," she wailed quietly, apparently less sure than I about the privacy of noise.
I didn't give a shit about being fair. The woman needed an orgasm or three fast, and she deserved them, and I was gong to give them to her. The fact that once I did, she might get on with giving me that cocksucking that she had evidently been so eager to provide was genuinely incidental.
"Not fair. Not fair. Not fair," she repeated like a breathless mantra. Suddenly she gasped, and her hand on the pole leapt back to cradle the back of my head, words abandoning her. Her squeal rose, and when it crescendoed, I relaxed my movements. She hung there mindlessly before my face, but when she at last relaxed and began to slump, I instantly resumed but my oral and digital stimulation.
Shit, she tasted good.
"Fuck you," she gasped. "You bastard. You absolute cheater! You are too good, Robert. You are unfair. Don't you do... Don't you... Oh fuck! Don't you stop. Don't! Stooooooop!" She shrieked, doubt about sound's travel gone on her part too. Her body bucked harder against my face than even before, until she again froze in climax.
This time, when she regained muscle control, she quickly yanked her leg off my shoulder and stepped back a determined step. "No, no!" Ellen said swiftly. "I can't... It's been too long. I can't take any more of that!"
"Yet?" I asked smugly.
She looked at me in surprise, then grinned. "Okay, yet," she panted. "But right now you just stand up there, and take off your shirt," she ordered staring at me intently.
Why the fuck I would hesitate for a millisecond was beyond me, but hesitate I did, for about three milliseconds, before I peeled my Tommy Hilfiger off over my head. Ellen stepped carefully closer and ran her hands over my chest. I am hardly sculpted granite, but she clearly relished running her hands over what lean musculature I possessed. I am quite strong, I just do not much look it.
She leant in to nuzzle my chest, and her hands tugged at my fly. The second she had the least trouble with my zipper, she abandoned the effort and ran her hands up my back. Still nuzzling me, she ordered, "Drop 'em. Everything." Then she began suck on one of my nipples.
I desperately worked to get my pants and briefs off without dislodging those lips from my practically shrieking nipple.
The instant she sensed my cock bob free, she let go of me with a final kiss. I would have been upset at the loss of the unusual but erotic sensation, except that I had become desperate for her to do just that and move lower instead. And that is what she did.
Now it was Ellen kneeling before me, and she looked up at me with a look of pure intensity in her eyes. Her hand grasped my cock eagerly. I caught her sneak a quick look at the painting of fucking Patrice before she bent her head over my cock.
I felt a pang at that, but I supposed I couldn't blame her. At least I was fully hard as a rock, so size-wise I almost matched up with him in the portrait. No, he was not hard in the portrait, and I had never seen Patrice with a hard-on, thank the lord. The universe is an unfair place when a man with a face like that is also hung like a donkey.
More importantly to me at the moment, the end of my newly-freed erection was sticky from anticipation, and Ellen bent and with a trembling tongue licked me clean. I shuddered in response.
Ellen just groaned and licked her lips. "Fuck I love that taste," she muttered to herself, and engulfed my cock in her mouth, taking a good two inches instantly, sucking hard and circling my intrusion with her tongue.
It was almost immediately clear that this was a woman completely uninterested in going very deep on my cock, which I absolutely did not give a shit about, as she bobbed up and down on me with a ferocious intensity that had my knees weakening already. Her hand squeezed and massaged my shaft as she sucked.
Once or twice, she released my cock from her lips and bent further to lavish long, wet licks over my entire length, pausing after each lick to suck just a little on my tip. After the second such 'furlough' for my imprisoned cock, my dick was soaked as the carpet under us, and she added furious strokes of my shaft to the energetic suckling on my tip.
I had been showering her with praise the whole time, unable to shut up had I wanted to. Now I groaned, "This is crazy. Crazy good. And you've got me ready to come already!"
She popped me free for another good lick, then glared up at me. "Come in my mouth. Come hard. I need a mouthful. I haven't had one so long!"
Her renewed efforts shattered my dam and I almost screamed as I flooded her mouth with just what she had asked for. My back stiffened, and the dull throb of my feet, always an unconscious part of my life after a four day show, morphed weirdly into a fire of pleasure. Emma just sucked harder. She refused to stop until my knees buckled from the ecstatic pain of overstimulation and I almost pushed her away.
I stared down at her and she looked up at me with an almost fey smile of satisfaction. "Good enough for you?" she asked with a fierceness that shocked me. I had wondered how any man could have divorced this lovely creature, telling her she was sub-par in the sex department. But now I had to consider the possibility that he had eventually just fled out of self-preservation...
But the look faded from her eyes swiftly, though she did not rise, staying kneeling before my half-softening dick.
The intensity of the rain hitting my tent slowed audibly all of a sudden, and we both looked upward, only to hear a burst of even higher intensity than had been the average for a while.
Ellen almost flinched at the renewed intensity. Then shook her head, turned as if addressing a third person in the tent, and growled, "Chief Doppler Nine Meteorologist Dirk Tennenbaum, you are so fucking incompetent I could kiss you!"
For my part, I fumbled for my phone, and swiped open my radar app. Unbelievably, the whole screen remained blanketed in the unrelenting dark green of steady, strong rain. I swore as the animation ran and I saw a huge blob of yellow with a red core form and move toward us.
"Fuck! It's going to get harder," I exclaimed, showing it to Ellen. She shook her head, then smiled at me. Her hand reached out to grasp my mostly softened cock and said, "I certainly hope so!"
Her innuendo had me firming up again immediately. The delicate softness of her massaging fingers had nothing to do with it, I'm sure.
I'll admit, I indulged myself just then. I closed my eyes and listened to the thrum of the rain as it pelted the washed out show, the inexplicably perfect rhythm of thousands of random impacts massaged my brain as Ellen massaged my cock.
Suddenly she let me go and stepped out into the larger front of my booth. I blinked, coming out of my sound reverie while my cock suddenly felt unloved. My body was involuntarily drawn in her wake. When she paused in the center of my space, with the three-sided display tower right before her, I stepped up again behind her, as we had started.
Her small, rounded ass immediately resumed teasing my cock, her tight little cheeks brushing to and fro against my sticky, currently barely swollen member.
She grabbed my hands and pulled them around her, placing one on her still clothed breast, while she lifted the other to suck on first one finger, then a second.
I chuckled. "That radar map says we have some bonus time," I murmured, plotting how to get my face between those ridiculously long, slender legs.
"Time to fuck me, I hope," she growled.
Ouch. "I have no condoms, I'm afraid," I said reluctantly. There was little hope this woman had any, and less that she was still putting up with the side-effect of the pill.
"No fear," she said, the sadness returning only in trace amounts. "Nathan was a hard birth. You need not worry about any show souvenirs... If you are good, I am certainly safe."
I was happy that I had gotten a precautionary test after my time with Sophia, and could say honestly, "Well, I don't really know for myself how good I am, but I have gotten some positive reviews..."
She bit my finger. I yelped a little as she spun in my arms. "Fuck you," she giggled.
"Please?" I replied.
In answer, she tugged her top off. Yep, that bra was exactly as I had expected--utilitarian and perfect. She reached behind herself and let slip the hooks. Then she let it slide away.
Her breasts, though yes, modest, were about the most extravagant curves on her delicate physique. Their pert shape naked was almost exactly a match for how they rode with the shirt on. The bra was the sort just to provide support against the added weight of her outer clothes.
We both began to sink down to the carpet, trying to kiss at the same time, which didn't happen that well. "Oh please, Robert," she sighed. "Please tell me you screw as well as you lick."
I really did have a lot of responsibility here...
We came to rest with her beneath me, and I twisted to devour her nipples. They were large and hard. The bra had also disguised that fact. She groaned happily for a brief moment, then grabbed at my dick impatiently. I let her guide it and me over between her legs. She pointed it at her opening and moved as she rubbed me up and down along it. I was groaning too.
Unable to restrain myself, I pressed up and while I found a wellspring of moisture, I had to work to make my way into her depths. She was obviously tight, but I also felt her inner musculature clamping desperately. I could take my time.
Did I want to, though? Hell, no. I wanted to have sex with this oddly gorgeous woman right now, extensively, with no further delay. But I was still fighting the idea that I was taking advantage of her. She was unhappy, and horny, and trapped, if you will, with me here, by the rain.
But that was bullshit. She had seen some naked pics and promptly applied her body against mine like a poultice. Fuck you, but I was not going to feel guilty here. I mean, I still did, I just wasn't going to let it stop me.
She whimpered happily as I began to thrust into her, taking stroke after stroke with smooth, gentle effort. Her arms clenched around my back in much the same, involuntary way her insides clutched at my invading cock. The sodden carpet on which we lay squelched with our synchronized movements, somehow audible through the thunderous drumbeat on the tent above.



"Stop," she said suddenly, pulling me firmly against her, rather than pushing away. I did stop, coming to rest buried as far inside her as I could. She seemed more than happy with my choice. Then she said, "You're doing it wrong."
"I am?" I asked. I had seen nor felt any evidence she was dissatisfied.
"You're not!" Ellen said quickly. "I mean, you are, but you aren't." She kissed me fiercely, still not letting me resume movement. "You feel like you are making love to me," she said suddenly. "I don't need that. I just need to be fucked." With that extraordinary statement, she suddenly did start trying to squirm out from under me. Confused, I didn't try to stop her.
She rolled over onto her hands and knees, and arched her back downward. She looked at me and growled, "This is better. Please, just fuck me."
A combination of understanding and renewed enthusiasm had me guiding my cock between her legs. Her pussy was now far more receptive than before, and I slid inside her deeply, bringing a happy sigh from her. Once I resumed thrusting, careful to be more firm in my efforts, she kept talking breathlessly.
"I didn't come back... here to see that... stream painting," she confessed. "And I certainly... did not expect to see... oh God, Patrice's dick either! I had seen the... rest of the show, and... had bought my painting. I was heading home... when I decided... oh fuck yes... that I wanted to see the best-looking artist... at the show, one more time. Your face was going... to keep me company tonight... in bed."
What she said had me thrusting harder with each panting sentence. I had seen people obviously getting off to some of my work, but I had never heard of someone getting off to just the thought of me.
"Harder," she moaned now. "Fuck me harder. Oh, fuck, this is... so much better than just jilling offfffff!"
I tried to laugh at that, but I no longer had the oxygen for much more than pounding into Ellen. Her own brief burst of articulation was lost as well, subsumed in a stream of urgent, inarticulate vocalization.
Then she groaned mightily. At any other time, her voice as she came would have carried through half the fair, but the thunderous drumming on a hundred tents washed it away. She bucked beneath me, but I had a death grip on her sweet, slender ass and pounded into her. She seemed to be gasping her way to a second wave when my own climax hit me like a ton of bricks.
"Coming," I managed to groan, and she made no effort to move away from me. With that reassurance, I mashed my hips against her ass and released deep inside her. My body vibrated erratically and my mind spun with ecstasy as I emptied myself and filled Ellen.
We held like that for an endless moment, then we collapsed over onto our sides. She snuggled back against me and I wrapped my arms around her, toying idly with her tits.
"You have no idea how much I needed this," she murmured as I nuzzled her neck.
"I do have no idea, but I needed it too," I said softly. Then I grinned. "Truth be told, I was already deciding I might have to masturbate tonight while thinking about you and those sexy jeans of yours before any of this started..."
"And you still might?" Ellen quipped.
"Possibly," I said, tweaking a nipple.
"Well, when you do, know I'll probably be doing the same--just way more satisfactorily than I might have before," she said.
Just then, the rain began to slacken just a bit, but audibly, and the spell began to slowly dissipate before I could suggest that we might do that climaxing together.
I grabbed quickly for my phone and looked at the radar. Sure enough, the huge band of yellow and red was now a thin yellow line, moving away. And behind it, the green was swiftly breaking up.
Ellen and I stared at the radar and at each other. Then we both sprang to get our wet clothes wrung out and back on our bodies. In less than two minutes, we were both fully dressed and looking like we had merely been caught in the rain. The rain drops were darned near sporadic now, and I reflected that the radar was always about five minutes behind.
Ellen grabbed me and kissed me. I realized that it was for one last time. "Thank you," she whispered.
"Thank you," I chuckled back.
She took a deep breath. "Want some help rolling up the front flap?" she asked as if to a passerby.
"Please," I said, and the two of us had the flap rolled up swiftly. Rain was still in the air, but only a mist that was just shrapnel from the earlier deluge, which was only now settling to the ground.
"Thanks for the shelter," Ellen said with a smile that held more meaning than her voice.
"Happy to be of service," I replied airily.
Already wet, Ellen strode away, a bounce in her step. I stepped out after her to watch her go. All around, artists were coming out to set out things or just giving up and taking their booths down for the show. A few visitors who had decided to ride it out, though probably not as Ellen had, were emerging from the shelter of various other booths, and heading for the parking lots. There was less than an hour officially left in the festival.
"Still a good show, even with this washout," Kylie said, appearing by my side. My eyes narrowed as it seemed she was coming from Walt's booth, not her own. She was certainly drier than I was. "You hair looks drier than your clothes, Roger," she observed. "How'd you manage that?"
"Skill," I grumbled, hiding a grin.
"Yeah..." Kylie said, giving her booth with its water-impervious metalwork a visual once over. "I got caught in Walt's booth when the rain hit. I wish I'd been caught in yours."
"Walt get boring?" I asked optimistically.
"Nah," Kylie said, looking at her nails. "It's just that, even with all that thunderous rain overhead, it sounded like things were a lot more fun in yours..."
Thanks for reading! I hope you will take the time to rate this story, and tell me in the comments what you thought of it. If you aren't registered on the site, you do not need to go through that hassle to comment.
Cheers!
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Welcome to another series. I hope you will enjoy it. This eight episode story will span decades and genres, but don't shy away, thinking it is some kind of epic. All the chapters are written, so also don't fear that they will come out too slow either.
If you finish this first chapter, you know the drill: vote, favorite, and especially comment, please. All the time-wasting BS you hear at the start of every YouTube video...
As always, I aspire to make my stories merely plausibly ridiculous, or maybe ridiculously plausible. Either way, this ain't real life, so don't lecture me on realism. I just hope that, given these two highly-improbable characters, you will feel like the ride makes some semblance of sense.
----------
MONOGAMISH -- The Courtship
----------
"Ready?" Mom asked me, her hand on the door to the garage.
I looked at my backpack one more time. This was going to be my first day at a new high school, a school to which I was transferring in the middle of my sophomore year.
Yeah. Ready was not in the cards, huh?
But the job had been too good for my dad to refuse, way too good. And so here I was, starting my whole life over in November in a whole different state.
I looked at the backpack again. I had agonized over whether I should remove the various patches I'd sewn onto it back at my old school. Patches like Wizards of the Coast and Settlers of Catan that marked me as a bit of a gamer geek.
The patches were still on my pack, despite several aborted intentions to remove them and arrive here with a new start. But I had 'gamed out' the idea, and decided that I liked games, and while I liked a lot of other things, I definitely wanted to meet the gamers at my new school, and having the patches would help me with that, more than I feared they would hurt me with the 'normal' kids who I also wanted to meet.
"Ready," I said.
*
"D&D, or Magic the Gathering?" a voice asked me in the lunch line.
I turned and saw a tall girl, as gangly as I was back then, with richly black hair that was just barely combed into order. She had a challenging smile on her face. "Your pack has a Wizards patch. D&D or Magic?" she asked again.
"Magic," I replied just a little warily.
"Good. D&D is for little kids," she said firmly. She stuck out her hand. "I guess we can be friends then. I'm Amy."
"Todd," I said, shaking her hand like I would have a guy's. If we were going to be friends, then we could talk, right? "I'll honest, I mostly like board games though." I didn't think D&D was for little kids, and had played a good bit in the past. I just preferred games where there was a winner... and that didn't take three months.
"I saw the Catan patch," Amy said. "Look, we have a group that plays all sorts of board games: railroads, merchant, even some war games. We've been short a player since last summer. Can you make it on Thursday afternoons after school, at the public library?"
"One, yes," I said, happy to have been at this new school for four hours and already encountered someone who wanted to talk to me and who played the kind of games I loved. "Two, thank you." Then I grinned. "And three, we have known each other twenty-seven seconds, and you are inviting me to join your gamer group? What if I'm a douche?"
Amy looked like she approved of my sparring response.
"You always talk in bullet points, Todd?" she asked.
"My dad lives by PowerPoint," I shrugged.
"Okay then. One, you for sure know that four is not as good a number as five for lots of the best games. Two, you did not seem to be a douche in English class this morning, even with Mr. Williams spending the whole class interrogating you." I had not even noticed her. "Thanks for taking all the heat, by the way. I hadn't done the reading," she added in an aside. "And three, if you do turn out to be a douche, we won't be shy about kicking you back out, Todd."
Maybe this new school would not be so bad after all, I thought as we worked our way through the lunch line.
But maybe it will be so bad, I thought, once I reached the actual food in the lunch line...
*
But no, Williston High turned out to be a great place for me. Amy's gamer group were awesome in many ways, and I soon was thinking of it as my group, not just theirs. Bob, Hassan, Jimmy, and Kerrie, and of course Amy, became my core group of friends. And even better, they were not loners. They all had other friends and other interests. I had other interests, and through them, I made other friends. Then I made friends through those friends. Williston was a pretty huge high school. Through it all, my gaming group was not the center of my life, but it was the touchstone.
I turned eighteen just as junior year ended. Amy turned eighteen soon after senior year began, followed in the next three months by Hassan, Kerrie, and Jimmy. Bob had skipped a grade and was still seventeen at graduation.
Increasingly, as our last year of high school progressed, the talk around the gaming table turned to who was dating whom, and (in circumloquacious terms) what they were doing on and after those dates.
Amy lost her virginity first, to Dak Preston, a friend of mine that I had introduced to her. She didn't tell the group as a whole, though everybody figured it out eventually, but she did tell me while we were in a movie theater, waiting for the trailers to begin. Amy was a girl (and increasingly obviously so), so I wasn't about to ask her any details of how it went down, but I did press her on how she felt about it.
Inwardly, I was a little upset. Not because I was jealous of Dak, but because, despite having put them together, I kinda thought Amy could have done better. Her opinion was otherwise. Amy, it turned out, thought sex was awesome.
When I lost my virginity a month later, to a girl I met all on my own, thank you, I found that I agreed with her wholeheartedly. Mary Sue O'Reilly was sex on stilts, as far as I was concerned, and over the month we were together, we must have had sex in some form or forms six times.
Then I got bored with Mary Sue's seeming need for me to text her three times a day, and after a few days of my resisting that requirement, she moved on.
The group was sympathetic about the end of my deathless romance, just as we had been when Amy and Dak had parted ways. Everyone agreed that Mary Sue was not worth it...
Except for Hassan, who had the good graces to wait two whole weeks before he told me that he was going to ask her out. He didn't ask me, he told me, but honestly, I was okay with it. But for the next month, on gaming day, whenever I had a choice of who to screw over in whatever game we were playing, Hassan was always my victim. He lasted barely a week longer with Mary Sue than I had. After, he and I quietly agreed that the girl probably kept an actual written log of the quality and frequency of texts her boyfriends sent...
Both Amy and I sampled several people over the rest of the year. In both cases, we sampled a few very extensively, but we both avoided anything that looked much like a relationship. As a counter-example, Jimmy had a girlfriend almost the entire year.
One day I heard some guy talking shit about Amy and her alleged 'sluttiness', a guy I knew that she had dated but once, and who had not been deemed Worthy. I rounded up the guys in the group and we had an extensive talk with the douchebag.
If you are wondering at how a group of gamer nerds like us all had such a good social life in high school, well... In addition to board games, I was the starting varsity right fielder, and I had also taken up wrestling when we moved to this new school. Hassan was the middle linebacker. Bob played basketball (JV, but he was tall). And Jimmy's dad owned a Karate dojo. Our talk was thus productive, and word got around that being judgmental about Amy (or Kerrie) was... unhealthy.
Kerrie and I went out on one date. It started out with a great dinner, but when we took a walk in the park after, in the dusk, we found ourselves in a deserted area of the park. She looked at me nervously, but stood closer.
"This has been fun hanging out, just the two of us, hasn't it?" I asked, happy at her chosen proximity.
"Yeah," she smiled. We kept walking. I was beginning to feel a little awkward. I finally put my arm around her as we went, but on a date with most other girls, I would have explored whether more than that was welcome long before this point. She just leaned tentatively against me and we kept walking, talking about the new game Amy had brought to the group the prior Thursday, and whether we wanted to play it some more.
I started to slide my hand up her side a bit more, toward those breasts. Did I mention that Kerrie was in possession of one of the larger pairs in school? She'd gotten them early, too. Among all my first group of friends, I'd been most awkward around Kerrie, at least until I could get used to her chest and stop looking at it all the time.
Now, my fingers were an inch from one of those same lovely orbs, and I was hesitating. Her body language wasn't warning me off either, but she was tense. Maybe she was wondering what was taking me so long. Should I try kissing her first?
No. We were friends. I was trying to be playful, to see how things went. It was all confusing.
I took a deep breath and slid my hand up further, cupping that glorious mound at last. It was just so nice and soft, and my fingers sank into its curves. Kerrie had stiffened for barely an instant when I first brushed her, and she almost immediately clasped her arm down over mine, making it clear my arm was not going anywhere other than where it was. We walked some more as I groped her, happy at last.
Until I turned my head, sure it was past time that I kissed her. Then she turned back toward me as well and we looked into each other's eyes. Hers were a deep blue, that looked almost black in the dusk, but they still managed to sparkle. We held that gaze as our mouths approached each other.
Then we both recognized in the other's eyes the same expression. I let her breast slip from my hand and we moved apart, facing each other fully.
"It's not going to work, is it?" Kerrie asked softly.
"No, dammit," I sighed. "I'm so sorry, Ker. I mean, we were having a great time tonight, right? But I kept freaking out about starting anything. But you are so hot, I just kept trying to step up and..."
"And I was just standing around, both hoping and dreading that you would. Then you finally did, and it felt nice. You are good at that, by the way. Gentle. But when you went to kiss me, I wanted this hot guy in front of me to kiss me so bad, but I didn't want you to," she said back one in a breath.
We both burst into laughter. And then we turned and headed out of the park to get some ice cream.
"This is going make next Thursday a lot easier," Kerrie said as we walked away.
"Oh yeah. The interrogation after one of us gets lucky is sometimes pretty fun," I agreed. "But if we'd... that could have become awkward fast, if it was Amy or Hassan grilling the two of us, sitting there together!"
Yeah, I resolved. There are close friends and girlfriends. And maybe, hopefully, someday a girlfriend might morph into a close friend, but morphing a close friend into a girlfriend was a minefield best left untrod.
But I did jack off later that night to the memory of Kerrie's boob in my grasp.
*
Our gaming group clung happily together until it was time for us all to go to college, and it was time to break it up. Only Bob stayed in state, with a very nice scholarship no less. The rest of us spread out over the country. Fortunately, Amy and I, at least, had chosen schools in the same city, so we had a friendship bolt-hole if things got tough.
Things never got tough for either of us, but we still saw each other regularly. Neither of us went to many movies, but we always went together, since we virtually always wanted to see the same ones. It became our initial way to keep in touch. I always kept my hands to myself. Not heading down that minefield. And I really wasn't inclined to. Amy was my buddy.
But we saw each other more and more. As we each managed to form our own gaming groups at our own schools, we naturally fell into the role as the first sub called by the other's group. We both played more games in college than we had in high school.
Turns out we each were doing things other than gaming more in college, too.
A recent campus safety scare was affecting both colleges, and I had offered to escort Amy back to her dorm after she subbed for my group. We rode the bus most of the way, and talked.
I could not resist teasing her a little.
"So, babe, you say classes are good. How is the rest of college life treating you? Got a boyfriend?"
"Boyfriend? No..." Amy replied sadly. I started to tell her to buck up, but she suddenly grinned, "But there is so much good sex to be had, I'm really not complaining!" I grinned back at her. "I think I'm turning into a regular slut," she added, unashamedly.
"You'll never be a slut," I protested anyway.
"You're right," she said, looking at me, unperturbed by the subject. "I'm certainly not easy. But the guys all seem to be..." She winked at me, and I laughed. "How about you?"
I hung my head and let my shoulders slump. "Honestly?" I asked, letting her see me mope a little.
"Yeah," Amy said softly, getting serious.
"Well... I've been pretty easy too," I said, then ducked the blow from the back of her hand.
*
Late in our sophomore year, I heard from one of my friends about a huge new game store that had opened in the city, slightly closer to Amy's campus than mine. I barely waited until he had stopped telling me about it before I got out my phone to text Amy.
ME: Yo! Big new game store just opened out in the Corners area! Want to judge its Worthiness with me this afternoon?
It only took a few minutes to get a reply.
AMY: Yes
AMY: Last class is done at two. What is your plan?
The Corners was an area of town much closer to her college than mine. I rode the city bus over to her campus. That route ran frequently. We met up at her student union, then took a campus bus about half-way to the Corners, then decided to walk the rest of the way.
"I need a car," Amy grumbled as we hoofed it the last three-quarters of a mile to our destination.
"Me too," I said airily. "Somehow, I never seem to remember to take the funds for one out of petty cash." We shared a wry smile. Trust fund babies, we were not.
The store was both everything we wanted, and not. They wasted a lot of floor space on miniatures. Most importantly, they had a huge, varied inventory, including a new Rio Grande Games offering that we both thought looked very cool. Unfortunately, they only had one copy left, and we had to play Roshambo to see who got to buy it.
I won, so Amy had to buy it. The game was almost 70 bucks.
We had a great time at the store, but when we left, we were halfway through our walk to the bus stop before we realized there was no way we would make it there in time for the next bus. Worse, the one after that would be another hour.
"Shit, shit, shit," Amy said frustratedly. "And I don't love the neighborhood where that stop is, either."
"Yeah, nothing to do while we wait," I agreed.
"Except get mugged, maybe."
Amy poked angrily at the map program on her phone while I pondered the public trans app on mine.
"It's a hike," Amy said suddenly, "but we can still get back half an hour of our lives if we walk."
"In what universe, kemosabe?" I said. "That is a helluva long route back."
"By road, yeah," Amy said, warming to her plan. "But look here, if we walk back across these fields belonging to the Ag department, we come out right at this main line campus route. Those buses run every ten minutes!"
"Your idea is less hare-brained than many you produce," I admitted, looking at the map program which stubbornly refused to give walking directions for that route. But map programs don't do logical walking routes often, anyway.
"Done," said Amy, not hitting me very hard at all for my temerity.
We re-routed ourselves to the huge field, slipped through the measly barb-wire fence and set off across the seriously huge expanse of land, happy with our decision.
Yeah.
See, we did not know it then, but fields belonging to university agriculture departments are usually full of one of two things: Corn... or cows.
There was no corn in this field.
The cows became apparent fairly quickly. But not before we were deep into the field. And a group of them were spread out all over the place, right in our path.
"Swell, watch out for cow shit," I warned, watching my footing more closely.
"I dunno, Todd," Amy said nervously after a few more strides.
"Come on, they are cows, for crying out loud," I said dismissively. "It's cool."
You know who says things like that? People who have not been in a field with cows. Without a fence in the way. Or a vehicle to hide in.
About three steps later, I became acutely aware that the cows were not, in fact, eager and enthusiastic hosts. We were being looked at askance. And one or two moved carefully to interpose themselves between us and the calves that we now saw were present with the group.
Cows are big. It is hard to truly appreciate how big, until you trade glances with one at eye level.
"How about we go around them?" Amy suggested with the wisdom of the ancients.
We turned at a right angle and resumed moving. This was great, except one or two of the cows kept pace with us for a minute or so, which was unnerving, and sent us way the hell and gone out of our way. When they stopped at last and just watched us, we kept going sideways for a bit longer, to reassure our 'hosts'.
And then there was a whole second group of the damned things in front of us. They were even less welcoming. One or two actually started moving right toward us. We backed up a few steps, then realized that we had been driven almost to the far side of the field, where the fence was up against some thick woods.
I wanted to be on the other side of that fence from the cows, who were still ponderously approaching us, vengeance for the existence of McDonald's in their eyes. We moved quicker toward it, then we panicked and started jogging. This did not ease the cow's anxiety, and a few more of them joined in to follow us. By the time we got to the fence, we were running flat out, and so were the cows. Cows combine surprising speed with their under-rated general hugeness...
We both slipped through the wire with the welcoming committee only a few yards away.
The cows realized that we had left, or were unreachable, or whatever, and wandered back to the group, keeping a suspicious bovine eye on us as they did so.
Amy and I looked at each other, gasping for breath.
"Fuck!" We both said simultaneously, leaning against each other. We laughed in a fey manner, as befitted a close call with death. A silly, close call.
"Your crazy shortcut almost got us killed," I laughed.
"My shortcut?" Amy shot back, giving me a shove. "You were the one walking us right up to a herd of Murder Steaks, all la di da!"
"La di da? La di da?" I shot back.
A variety of remarks, such as, "Shitty Navigator!" and "Wannabe matador!" were thrown about while we wrestled, trying to each more effectively shove the other. It was the kind of horseplay that we had engaged in countless times, since early in high school. We were just burning off the fight or flight hormones.
To this day, we still argue about which one of us first turned a poke into a grope. It really isn't important, because there was barely a half-second delay before the other of us groped back in retaliation. Tit for tat, as it were, ensued.



In a short period of time, we ended up in a clinch, her face growling into my shoulder, one of my hands firmly and blatantly squeezing her very squeezable tit and the other on her ass. She had both hands on my ass and was pulling my almost instantly hardened cock firmly against her body.
Suddenly, we both froze, though massaging of tit and asses continued.
"Wow..." Amy said, face still buried in my shoulder, refusing to look at me.
"Yeah... Um," I said, then spilt what I was unwisely thinking. "Jesus, when was the last time I told you what a banging body you have? It, um, it feels amazing."
"You have never once told me I'm good looking, ever. But then I've never told you either," she said firmly. "And you feel amazing too." One of her hands released my ass and slipped between us, squeezing the suddenly urgent bulge in my pants.
All I could manage to reply, as I kept massaging that incredible breast, was, "Yeah..." Her chest had made an incredible journey in the years since I first met her scrawny self back in high school. I'd noticed it of course, but like an idiot, I had just kept thinking, 'Good for her.'
"Todd?" Amy said, her voice suddenly firming, along with her grip on the bulge in my pants. "I'm going to suck your cock now. You good with that?"
I meeped a little.
I was more than a little freaked out suddenly, but there was never a nanosecond where I considered even passive resistance to her proposal.
Amy sank down, right there in view of God and the cows, and nobody else, to her knees. She tugged at my fly, swiftly opening it. She tugged my pants down barely to my mid-thigh and gently but eagerly grabbed my suddenly free penis.
"Shit, Todd," she said, staring at what she held. "All these years, and you never told me you were hung?"
"I'm not hung."
"You are hung."
"It's seven inches at best, depending on how you measure it," I insisted.
"I've seen a lot of dicks, remember?" she smirked up at me. "You are hung." Then she made herself shut up. And made me incapable of speech.
Her lips wrapped softly around the head of my dick, rubbing back and forth, working up saliva to drench me. I felt her take more of me in, and her tongue went to work.
Oh shit...
I had genuinely never really much thought of how attractive Amy was. And that was not just a consequence of the Kerrie fiasco. I just didn't. I certainly had not thought through what I knew about my meticulous, intense, caring, horny buddy, and what that surely meant about how good she likely was with blowjobs by now. That connection was quite front and center for me suddenly.
I'd been with a number of horny girls. None could touch the masterclass I was experiencing at that moment. Amy's tongue, her fingers, her lips, her breath, all combined to make my cock twitch and thrill as never before.
It dimly wandered through the back of my mind that there was none of the sudden urge to pull back from the brink that had seized both Kerrie and me. It also dimly occurred to me that that was good, because my mother's life could not have convinced me to pull away from this amazing gift Amy was giving me, even if I had felt that same skeezy reluctance.
She was bobbing steadily up and down, making extravagant slurping noises in accompaniment. One hand massaged what part of my cock she didn't have in and out of her mouth, while the other tickled my balls and the skin behind them alternately.
The fucking murder cows were actually watching us. I didn't care.
Amy's lips quested down around my shaft. Not far enough to choke her, but far enough to make me feel like I was being swallowed.
I felt my knees quiver. "Oh shit, Ames," I said in an unsteady voice. "I'm gonna come! I mean it! Right now!"
Amy and I and our friends tended to share an extraordinary level of detail, for co-ed friend groups, but there was no sharing of details such as whether any of the girls liked to swallow, so I had no idea how Amy would react if I fizzed inside her mouth. I meant what I had said. I was about to fill her mouth if she didn't pull off.
She didn't, and I did. I gasped like I had been punched, when the big spasm hit me and I burst up and out my shaft. It was powerful, hard, long, and seemed copious. Amy took every drop. Then she sucked and licked some more.
I was staggering when she finally released me from both mouth and hands, and grinned up at me.
"Fuck!" I groaned articulately, staring down at her in amazement.
It took me a moment to mostly clear my head, then I yanked her to her feet and kissed her. I kissed my friend for the first time.
Then she giggled and pulled away. "Wow, you are crazy," she said. "Kissing me like that after what I just did to you."
"It would be pretty dickish, after what you just did for me, to be squirrelly about a kiss," I said firmly.
"Lots of guys are dickish, then," she chortled. "Even some really great ones."
I did not kiss her on the mouth again, however, just pulling her against me and nuzzling her neck. And by just pulling her against me, I mean I slid one hand completely inside the elastic waistbands of her shorts and underwear and clenched her bare ass almost desperately. My other hand again slid between us, but this time, it cupped her mound, my fingers caressing her pussy through the fabric.
Amy just slumped in my arms happily. Her ass was a fucking marvel. It was taut and firm on my grip, and holy shit, my buddy was fucking hot as all fucking hell.
All I knew in that moment was that my friend was surprisingly hot as all fuck, and I was going to finger her into oblivion, because I owed it to her. And because I desperately wanted to.
My hand between us slid free of her mound momentarily, then delved eagerly down under her shorts and panties, and sought her snatch. The moist, dripping inferno I found thrilled me. Few women I'd been with had been this ready for my attentions. My finger dipped down and into her, and Amy almost shrieked at the first, merest brush of my fingertip across her clit.
I grinned in selfish satisfaction at her body's response. Holy shit.
I backed off of her clitoris for a bit, because, well, I was enjoying this way too much to let her come any time soon. And my fingers delving into her pussy were so goddamned happy about what they were up to.
Suddenly, I felt my cock grasped by Amy again, and my unlooked for firmness was clenched in her grasp. Her other hand clamped down on my wrist and she growled, "Your fingers needs to make room for your cock."
Oh. Wow.
Yes.
She tugged me toward her crotch. And I followed happily. But then I stopped, groaning involuntarily as her hand tried to keep dragging me forward.
"I do not have any goddamned condoms," I growled in frustration.
"I am on the pill, dipshit," Amy almost screamed in response. "And I know you are as careful as I am otherwise." She stared into my eyes. "Fuck. Me."
I mewled like a hungry kitten, and let her guide my surprisingly hard once again shaft between her legs.
The wildly over-stimulated tip of my dick nestled against her pussy, and we both sighed in sheer ecstasy as I sank into her depths. In moments, I had Amy against a tree and was pounding into her for all I was worth.
"Holy fuck, Todd," she gasped.
"Holy fuck," I gargled in reply.
Our first fuck was short. And glorious. And frustrating. And amazing. And I came in her far too soon for my hopes. But she came like a freight train in response, and we both collapsed back against the tree I had her pressed against. I travelled through at least three different universes in that pose, until I snapped back into one in this world.
Amy slumped backward as my wildly over-worked cock slumped out of her.
"Fucking A," I gasped. "That was crazy," I gargled.
"You really do know your shit, don't you?" Amy asked in reply.
"Not," I said, just about regaining my breath, "as much as you do."
If you haven't figured it out long before this, this story is about Amy. If, when we finally returned to her campus that day, we had fallen straight into her bed, our lives might have been different. Maybe better, maybe worse, I don't know... But very, very different.
But we didn't. Didn't really even discuss it.
At this point in our lives, I think we both had each other ensconced in the most luxurious, upholstered, steel and concrete Friend Zones imaginable. So impregnable that even hot, sweaty, spontaneous, cow-fearing sex could not break it.
Instead, we both happily accepted that we each now suddenly had in the other a Friend With Benefits. It was definitely a cool new status, but we did not abuse the privilege. We both already had dates planned for the weekend, and it never even occurred to either of us that we should cancel those. In fact, it was weeks before we found ourselves back in a position to have sex again. It had been totally unplanned, but the second we realized that our plans for the evening with some of her friends, including a girl that Amy was trying to set me up with, had fallen apart, and that we were alone in her dorm room with no roommate in evidence, we looked at each other and shared a knowing smile.
Just because we had not been trying to engineer a second dip into the benefits pool, had not prevented me from putting some thoughts together about how I wanted to proceed when the benefits were next to arise.
I moved swiftly closer to Amy and snaked one arm around the small of her back, pulled her in, and kissed her soundly on the mouth. Just as her tongue began to probe forward again my lips thought, I pulled off from the kiss with a pop. Her eyes widened a bit in surprise, then she leaned forward to resume it, but I kept away.
"Your lips taste great, Amy," I said teasingly. "But they aren't the lips I'm going to taste right now."
"Oh really?" she said archly, her shoulders pulling back away from me, but her hands coming up to rest on my chest.
"Yes really," I said as if to a recalcitrant child. "You had a chance to show off last time I kissed you. Now, I am going to show off." It was a pretty ballsy boast, but I already had ample confidence in that arena.
"Well then, I guess I'm going to have see what you got, Mister Show Off," she said, backing away from me. "How are you going to do it?" she challenged.
"Well," I said, cupping my chin in one hand as if I were looking over a tree I intended to cut down, "I'm going first off stand here and watch while you take off those jeans and any other garment beneath." Just as a side note, I have never chopped down a tree of any kind.
"Oh, so you want me to just rip off my pants for you?" Amy asked, getting into the game full now. "Just leave my shirt in place? Or I do I rip that off for you as well?"
"Hmm," I said, still affecting the thinking pose. "It's up to you of course, but if I were given the choice, I'd go with option B."
"Oh, you would, would you?" she laughed. I nodded solemnly. She just shook her head and yanked the hoodie she had on up and over her head. No bra. With tits like these, you would have expected her to aways need one. Apparently not. Well done. She didn't even delay to show them off to me before she began to tug her tight jeans off her gently sweeping hips. But I took a very good look at them anyway. To this point, I'd held only one of them through a shirt and bra, and never seen so much as a glimpse, even over summers at home when we went to the pool.
Fuck, they were nice. Really nice. All firm, and bouncy, and capped with tiny pink nipples in the center of small, perfectly round aureoles that tilted slightly upward with the slope. They would just barely overflow my grasp when I got my hands on them shortly, I realized.
But she made short work of getting out of the jeans. And the green thong she wore underneath peeled down so scenically, my eyes were actually drawn away from their fascination with her upper gifts.
Our first fuck had been so intense, so fast, that I really hadn't noticed her pubes, which was shame on me, because Amy clearly made it her business to make them noteworthy. Her bush was trimmed into a narrow V, and all other hair down there was utterly absent. Exactly at the point of the V, I could just see her bud, swelling eagerly up and barely poking itself free of her outer lips.
A mere second of nervousness flashed across her face as she looked at me, fading almost instantly as she cocked her hips, crossed her arms, and glared at me challengingly. "Any other preparations you want, Maestro?"
I may have needed to swallow a time or two to regain speech. "Amy, two-second time out here," I said softly. "Holy fucking shit!" Then I raised my voice and tried to sound snotty again. "But all I need from you now is for you to sit on the edge of your bed, please."
She simply raised an eyebrow, then stepped back and sat down on the pink and green coverlet that covered her carefully made bed, her legs demurely pressed together. I smiled at her ploy, but before I could take a single step, almost before I could lean into that step, she placed her hands on her knees and let them spread out incredibly wide.
Best. Benefits. Ever.
I went ahead and stepped up before her, between those knees, and bent to kiss her again. I held that kiss as I knelt, and enjoyed the way she didn't delay in parting my lips with her tongue. On my knees, I pulled away from her kiss, and transferred my lips to the side of her throat. She threw her head back happily.
Hands. Tits. It was inevitable. And it felt glorious. Her flesh was so pliable, yet resilient as my fingers sank in. I let my impatience spur me, just for a moment, and I brushed barely a kiss over her collar bone before I leaned down and took one of those very eager nipples into my mouth. I suckled hungrily on it, the breast beneath that hard tip distending into my mouth as I inhaled it. My right hand kept its grip on her other boob, teasing and circling her nipple, tugging on it.
My left hand was free and began very slowly to stroke downward along her belly. I tickled her belly button and got a huge, hissing reaction, her abdominals rippling like waves.
Amy was ticklish. Noted for the future...
My hand progressed down, around, then below her pussy to brush the soft, glass-smooth flesh of her inner thigh, teasingly avoiding any of the best locations as it went.
The second I finally drew an involuntary moan from Amy, I made myself abandon the nipple I was grooving on so happily, and kissed my way down her belly. I wanted to tickle her belly button again, but left that for the future, in case she didn't realize the discovery I had made.
I kissed that dark V, her pubes as glossy black as her lovely mane. I rested my lips so close to that magnificent, protruding bean, without touching it, that we both groaned in frustration.
I opened my mouth wide, stuck out my tongue, and just barely brushed her clit. Then I barely brushed it again. A feather's touch. "Oh.... Todd," Amy groaned.
I pulled my tongue back in, getting it good and wet, then I stuck it out and dragged a single, extended, leisurely circle around that glorious button, already delicious with her juices.
I rested my lips around it, breathing softly over her, while both my hands swept up to her slit. One pressed her outer lips apart, making more of her clit available to me, while the other pressed its middle finger inside her. She was indeed a pool of hot moisture inside, and my digit slid smoothly into her tight confines.
My tongue returned to her bud.
"Ohhhh, shiiiiit," Amy sighed. "I've been waiting to call you a braggart, whatever you did, but fuck man, you just tell the truth!"
I did not reply, just putting a new number up on the internal scoreboard the two of us had been keeping for years. And then I started showing her what I could really do. I suckled now on the bump of her clit, and added a second finger within her, both now gently slopping in and out of her in time with the rhythm of my suckling.
She rose quickly to her climax, but when I saw her heading there, I backed everything off. I let my fingers rest slack inside her, and I withdrew to gently kiss the soft, tight skin of her lower belly.
"Todd! Come on, man! I'm almost there," Amy begged.
I just lifted my face, already feeling gloriously wet and sticky, up to look at her with an evil grin. "Oh no. I don't think so. I'm going to enjoy this for a while," I purred.
Amy bucked her hips against my fingers. "Please!" she demanded. She really was on the edge, and any touch from me could have sent her off the edge. But I waited, not even daring to pull my fingers free, nuzzling her abdomen and hips, until I felt her body reluctantly lose its poise, and she relaxed back to a lower level of arousal.
Then I went back to town on her clitoris. I mostly used my tongue now, and my fingers resumed their travels in and out, tips curled up now and moving faster.
"Oh you fuckin..." Amy exclaimed, before her voice lost clarity. Even had I wanted to edge her a second time, the power of her orgasm came so swiftly this time, I think it took her more by surprise than it did me. She screamed a single word, at a volume that would surely have her receiving knowing glances later from other residents, "Yessssssssssss!"
Her hips bucked violently now, twisting side to side, and both my hands and my face were forced away. She placed a hand weakly on my shoulder, her eyes wild. "Holy crap, Todd! That was... you... so damned good," she muttered.
I was glad to have outdone myself in my showing off. Her reaction was pretty much tops I'd experienced to my efforts. I just shook my head with a small smile, "Can't have been any better than what you did to me back in the woods."
"I... we... Just give me a second," Amy mumbled, then she rolled over to her side on her mattress, curled up in a fetal position, and passed out. I just stayed there, kneeling on the floor beside her, still fully clothed, perving on her every perfect curve.
To otherwise amuse myself, I started a timer on my watch. She remained unconscious for two minutes and seven seconds, before her eyes opened and she smiled at me. Then she sat back up and stretched her arms way up over her head.
Christ, what a view.
Then she looked at me seriously. "I have to have food. Now. You go to the men's room and wash your face and hands," she said briskly, the planner reasserting herself. "I am going to get dressed, and I'll swipe you into our culinary temple of food service."
I had been actually hungry too. By the time I had gotten back to her room, she was dressed, and we went down to her food hall, each seeing in the other's eyes the slowly forming plans for what was to come that evening.
But plans, as had happened once already that day, often get derailed. We met up with another group of Amys friends while eating and started having a good time. After the meal, we all went out to roam around and generally have a nice evening. Much of said time was spent with Amy ring-leading some serious smack talk about the visiting guy from the cross-town rival. I didn't mind. We had won the football game that year, after all. Let them yap.
The members of our traveling party ebbed and flowed, as such groups do, and we were soon joined by the blonde friend who Amy had picked out for me before. She was the only member of our original plans who was also abandoned by the change.
Amy was right. The friend and I did hit it off. Quite a bit actually. I did end up getting laid that night, but not by Amy. Naomi was no more of a student of the Take it Slow School than I was. We dated happily for over month before the hassle of attending two different schools made us part ways.
I did eventually apologize to Amy for running off with Naomi. She had subbed in with my game group one afternoon, and the session had gone long into the night. It was a new game, and a good one, but the projected playing time had been a vicious lie. There had been another rash of scares, this time on both campuses, and I figured I had better escort her on the bus and back to her dorm.



"I don't think I ever said sorry for hanging you out to dry that first night that you introduced me to Naomi," I said, as we left the library where we had played.
"Why? I was intending to set you up. I told you I was setting you up. Seems like you did okay with my instructions. Naomi was most impressed and thankful for the intro. Still seems to be," Amy said with a smile.
"Yeah, I did great that night," I said sheepishly. "But you and I were sort of almost in the middle of..."
"You seriously think I wasn't able to find someone able to pinch hit?" Amy smirked.
"You did?"
"No, actually. You had me still floating on Cloud Nine for a couple of days."
We both chuckled.
"You know," Amy mused as we approached the bus stop, "It is already too late to do anything when I get back by now. If you want to finish what we had started, how about now?" she asked, looking across the field to where my dorm sat.
I looked at her. Naomi and I were still going out at the point... but that was truly more of a hookup than an exploratory relationship. And we had never so much as hinted at exclusivity.
And besides, this was Amy.
It wasn't cheating. But it was glorious.
*
We both kept seeing plenty of other people, as a matter of course. Seldom were either even remotely serious about anyone. We were both having fun. We even went through a debate one day, over at her gamer group, about why Amy never seemed to have any serious boyfriends. She and I were both casually adamant that college was way too early for serious relationships, and it was best to treat those we all had as training exercises. That was a long and fun debate, though it did not result in the training exercises I was angling to achieve with another of Amy's friends who had joined the group.
And not all sex was with people we were officially dating. I had two girls in particular who both were named in my phone as 'Booty Call'. It was fun trying to figure out which one it was who was texting with an itch she wanted scratched. Sometimes I still didn't know who had texted until whichever one appeared at my door. But they were booty calls. Not friends with benefits. I almost never just hung out with them.
And Amy and I mostly still just hung out when we saw each other, thought the rate at which our casual activities ended with some light, or even heavy, Benefits slowly rose over time. Usually it was just a quickie, or a nice blowjob in a restaurant unisex bathroom, or any of a number of fun ways to get relaxed and a little smelly.
It was during one of those little quickies in a bathroom, right in the middle of dinner with friends, that I asked her. My dick was smoothly sliding in and out of her wetly throbbing slit and her fingers were digging into the back of my trousers. I hadn't even taken them off.
"Listen... Amy. Why don't... oh fucking yeah... Why don't we go out some time?" I panted.
Her head, which had lolled back, her eyes swept up, arched in surprise. "Us? Like on a date?"
"Sure," I shrugged, not slowing, but not speeding up like my body wanted to, either. "We have that new Sherlock Holmes movie coming out this week anyway. Let's have a nice dinner together first, see the movie, then we can go back to your dorm and really let ourselves relax and have a first-class, broad-spectrum session?"
"Why not?" Amy said with a suddenly certain smile. "If you will... ohhhh... quit slow-walking the matter at hand here and now, it's a date."
*
But we still went on dating other people. We just occasionally categorized the things we did together as dates. Most of our friends never even noticed that we had started dating. And we kept up the quickies around other activities, too. It all added up to a fair amount of the sex we were having being with each other. But that meant we still were happily fooling around with others most of the time.
Then, one night I was alone in bed...
What? It happened. Often. I know it does not sound like it, but I really was not a full-time sexual adventurer. I struck out a lot. And I also actually did my school work, thank you.
I was sound asleep at around 2:30, when my phone rang. I only put a few people on the list that rings when I'm in sleep mode. Amy was one of them.
"Hey, Todd," she said, not bothering to apologize out loud for waking me. That was in the tone of her voice. "Do you remember I had a date with Steven tonight?"
That question began to really wake me up. I sat up in bed, my brow furrowed. "What happened? Did it go badly? He turn out to be a creep or something?" I asked blearily. "Do I need to do something about it?"
"No! No," she said, then repeated softly. "You've met Steven. He's a darling. And so cute. It was a great date, and I had really intended to let him off the leash tonight for the first time."
"Lucky Steven," I observed, my mood improving. "So why the call in the middle of the night."
"We were just finishing dinner, and having a good time, when it hit me like a ton of bricks," Amy said hesitantly.
"What hit you?" I asked.
"The fact that I would have rather been spending that time with you," she said in a rush. I heard her take a deep breath. "The fact that I always would rather be spending my time with you, rather than any other guy."
Um. Wow.
"The thing is, I came to that realization while we were still at dinner," she said, not quite sadly.
"So you left the poor guy hanging at the end of an intended no more leashes date?" I asked, fully awake by now, and trying to feel my way through what Amy was talking about.
"No," Amy said cautiously, hesitantly. "I fucked him. Seemed like it was the right thing to do by that point. And I wanted to, don't get me wrong. He is very cute. And he was very good. Not you good, but good. I... I just had to be sure..."
"Oh," I chortled, still not sure what the fuck she was really getting at. "It is always good to be sure!"
"Sure that I maybe don't need to fuck anyone but you any more."
Oh. Then it clicked in my head. It was three in the morning, and I had just been woken from a sound sleep by a girl who felt she needed to tell me what she just had, after she had just fucked some other guy. Moments of mental clarity should not have been on the agenda. But here I was, experiencing one. The best one of my life.
"Well, if that's the case, Amy, I think we should get married," I said, without pause or uncertainty.
"What?" she yelped.
"You heard me. How about it?" I asked, grinning at the phone suddenly.
"You've been thinking about this?"
"No. Neither have you, right? But I should have been," I said, warming to the discussion. "Look, you are one of the very best friends I've ever had. You are the best lay on the planet," I added matter of factly. I had done my best to confirm that last fact, even once I had first had sex with said Best Lay. I took an audible breath, "But mostly, you make me feel like a better human when you are with me in a way no one else ever has or will. I'd like you to be around me all the time, forever. Marry me."
"You are asking me this... on the phone?" Amy demanded.
"It is how we are talking," I shrugged.
"Then, no."
A stab of ice ripped my heart open. I had never once, ever considered marrying Amy before this conversation, but in ten seconds I had become so utterly invested in the idea that her sudden, blunt refusal practically unmanned me. "What? I... I...mean... Why, Amy?" I asked, feeling tears instantly leaping to my eyes.
"I will not say yes to a proposal made over the phone at three in the morning," she said tartly, but she clearly heard the anguish in my voice. "Ask me again, face-to-face on a proper date of some kind, and we'll see," I heard the humor in her voice and instantly relaxed.
"When can we figure out a time for a date?" I said instantly. I was likely to see her Saturday anyway, but that felt like four years, not four days hence. "I could ditch Thursday game night over here. You just would need to say no when they immediately call you to sub," I offered hopefully.
"That sounds good," Amy said, the smile now clearly audible in her voice. "But how about a breakfast date over here after my eight am class? Meet me at Starbucks at nine?"
My heart leapt. But then I saw the trap. I'd ask again the next day and be told no, because I was asking her in a Starbucks. This could go on a while.
Or I could just outmaneuver her. We both loved games, remember?
"Starbucks? For this secret question-asking agenda I'm hiding from you?" I scoffed. "No, we need to go somewhere beautiful for breakfast. I'll drive over and pick you up at your dorm at nine," I had finally gotten a car. "We will go to Ma Gretel's. I have something I want to talk to you about, and it requires something really delicious like their cinnamon roll French toast."
"Yes, Todd." Amy said softly.
"Yes?"
"Yes, I will definitely let you take me out on a date to Ma Gretel's. See you in... shit! Six hours!" She almost shrieked. "Go to sleep, you idiot. What are you doing up at this hour? You are going to need your rest!"
----------
Thanks for staying with the kind of start and stop nature of this story. While it is a complete story in and of itself, it is also more of a prelude to the main narrative, which gets rolling next chapter and spans several Literotica categories. Stay tuned, and follow me if you usually just stick with one or two! And please let me know how you like Todd and Amy, and if you can tell where this is going...



        Monogamish - The Bachelor Party

        Todd heads out for his bachelor party in Las Vegas.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/monogamish-the-bachelor-party

Title: Monogamish - The Bachelor Party

Author: Publius68

Category: Erotic Couplings

Description: Todd heads out for his bachelor party in Las Vegas.

Tags: last hurrah, orgasms, vegas, drinking, gambling, bachelor party, friends, condoms, cosplay, strippers




This is the second part of a series that starts with Monogamish--The Courtship. I hope you will enjoy it. If you finish this installment, you know the drill: vote, favorite, and especially comment, please--all the time-wasting BS you hear at the start of every YouTube video...
As always, I aspire to make my stories merely plausibly ridiculous, or maybe ridiculously plausible. Either way, this ain't real life, so don't lecture me on realism. I just hope that, given these two highly-improbable characters, you will feel like their ride makes some semblance of sense.
----------
MONOGAMISH -- The Bachelor Party
----------
Amy and I settled on a date for our wedding as the first Saturday in September after our graduations. It had not been super easy to put it together so fast, but we had both our mothers' enthusiastic support, and they made it happen. We were both a little surprised at the level of support we got for our decision to marry forthwith, but it turns out that when you have been getting along very well with your future in-laws for almost seven years, you get their support, even if the two of you are only twenty-two and twenty-one.
Amy's dad had passed away already, but my dad, upon hearing that I was going to get married, and it would be to Amy, had simply grunted, "About damned time. I was beginning to worry that your mother had dropped you on your head sometime when I wasn't around." Amy had given him a huge kiss on the cheek at that. My dad of course had reams of exacting, practical things to say about getting married, but it was a measure of how much he approved of Amy that he waited all the way until the weekend to start the almost endless flow of 'things to keep in mind.'
The process was further made smooth by Amy's choice of Maid of Honor, Linda, who was Amy's mother hen whenever they got together and planned. My Best Man, Tommy Franklin, was less helpful, but endlessly supportive. He was my best friend, at least among my non-gamer buddies. I am not ashamed to admit that he may have gotten the nod for the honor over others because he is... There is building, a big one, named after his grandfather on campus. Tommy has resources... like actual large deposits of actual natural resources like iron and copper.
Both Amy and I needed all the help we could get with putting the wedding together because we had each had the immense good fortune to have secured jobs by the time we graduated, and both those jobs took a little bit of travel already. Linda was invaluable because she had graduated a semester early and had at least a little time on her hands. She declared that our wedding was her last summer internship. She was actually working in hospitality management, so that wasn't totally bullshit. Tommy... had a job. Or at least, he had a monster paycheck and a set of nebulous, flexible responsibilities that fluctuated in size.
And if you are thinking about it, yes, Amy did, in fact, have full and complete carnal knowledge of Tommy, dating back to a two month stretch shortly after she and I had our first date. And I likewise had complete familiarity with Linda, from a period slightly before Amy's and my first date. When Amy and I had begun going on some dates with each other, which was well after we had begin having sex, we had still been quite sure that we were not A Thing. That kind of round-robin thing was just who we were back in the day. For the most part, everybody had remained friends. For the most part. You live, you learn.
Who knew that things would work out like this? Aside from our parents, apparently...
But now, (most) of the planing was done, and (most) of the preparations as well. We were just over a week from the wedding. All there was left to happen (besides a few days of extra hours at our respective jobs to get stuff done before our honeymoon) was the rehearsal dinner... and our bachelor and bachelorette parties.
Amy and seven of her crew, including Linda, were headed to New Orleans for the weekend, intent on drinking the town dry, plus whatever other shenanigans they had up their sleeves. I was not consulted, but they all seemed to be utterly scandalized at their behavior, even though they had not actually gone yet.
As for my festivities... here was where Tommy shone, and why no one begrudged me choosing him as best man. He, I, and six of our mutual buddies from college days were headed to Vegas for two nights. We were each, except for me, picking up our own airfare, gambling losses, and personal hotel room. Tommy was picking up a huge, 2,000 square foot party suite at the Planet Hollywood Casino, everybody's drinks, meals, a show, and other... entertainment.
Tommy was close-lipped about that last line item, but I knew what was going to show up at our suite. His ideas of a bachelor party were straight out of the seventies and eighties... positively medieval. I would need to be careful. Willpower was never my strong suit.
Zero hour for both Amy and myself was early Friday, and we drove together to the Atlanta airport, parking in a remote economy lot and bussing together to the terminal. We didn't mind the ride. Bussing around together had been a big part of our life thus far.
We put off braving TSA and hit Starbucks for a last coffee together first. I had a danish, too. Amy passed, fretting about remaining perfectly shaped for the wedding dress. I heard rumors that the dress was awesome, but then, Amy would look great in a white sack, and that was not just my opinion.
We did not want to be interrupted, so we told no one we were traveling with where we were, and we talked as we read text reports from everybody else as they made their way through TSA. Most of both parties lived in or near Atlanta like we did. A few were suffering the morning in La Guardia or O'Hare.
Coffee fortifying our brains, we went through TSA quickly, like they were giving us a wedding present. We each grabbed our rolling bags, and went down the long escalator. We paused, letting the first train to all terminals go, so we could say goodbye. She was in Terminal A, and I was in D. We were not going to try to say goodbye while actually on the train!
We had lots to say to each other, most of it with our lips mashed together. We drew a few glares, and a few quiet cheers. It may have looked like I was shipping out to The Front.
When we finished our remarks and broke apart with big smiles, Amy said casually, "Have fun and be safe, Todd."
"Of course! You too, darling," I replied.
"And be sure to fuck at least one of those strippers Tommy has hired," she added in a serious tone.
I just goggled at her. "Yeah, right. Yes ma'am," I retorted, throwing a salute.
"I'm serious, Todd," Amy said, letting me see in her eyes that she was not joking or teasing me. "This is your bachelor party. An ancient rite. You need to get laid."
I stared at her. "Amy, why are you telling me this? I mean..." I didn't know what I meant. The facts of the matter were that I had indeed fantasized quite a bit about doing the Groom Gets Laid By Strippers At His Bachelor Party meme. I just had firmly dismissed letting myself do it. Must be careful, remember?
Well... mostly firmly. I had assumed that Amy would not be impressed by said meme, and I was madly in love with her, after all.
"Todd, I'm heading for my bachelorette party. In New Orleans. If I don't, at the absolute minimum, suck some cock, I will consider the whole thing an abject failure," Amy went on, calmly, but watching me carefully.
More circuit breakers tripped. Or, I expected them to. I expected myself to flip out in outrage. But that expectation died aborning, dismissed and unloved. "Not what I was expecting from a goodbye talk," I said, mostly not choking, and with what I was discovering was quite good humor.
"Todd, we say 'I Do' next Saturday," Amy said. "This is our last chance for some good old-fashioned recreational sex... meaningless recreational sex that is," she corrected herself. "You and I are going to have all the recreational sex forever with each other," she leered. I couldn't help but smile a little at that point. My pants kids even stirred little bit. Amy can leer like a champ. "But you and I have both enjoyed our share of casual sex over the years. It's been a big part of both our adult lives. A lot of casual sex, right? We even had a lot of casual sex with each other, back in the day. Right?"
I took a deep breath. "I cannot deny facts," I said quietly. "But..."
"But nothing. We both deserve some last fun."
"So you are telling me to get jiggy with some stripper to justify you doing the same?" I said, with less heat than I had thought I was going to put into the words.
"I don't need to justify it," Amy said firmly. "But I figure you are going to give in to temptation anyway, after wasting time on some useless, cute, noble resistance, and I don't want you feeling guilty about it when you do."
I stared at her. She stared at me. I finally broke and grinned sheepishly. She smiled sweetly. "Yes, dear," I said in the most dolorous tone of voice I could muster, while hanging my head apologetically. "I will fuck a couple of strippers this weekend if it will make you happy."
"Ooh, plural?" Amy laughed. "I like your gumption!" She stepped closer and kissed me once more, sweetly. Then she whispered in my ear. "And just so you know, I'm confident about this. Not because I'm confident that someone won't try to get you to run away with them at the last minute. I half expect that, you're so awesome. I'm just confident because I know no-one can fuck you like I do."
She stepped back in a subtly sinuous manner.
"You have no idea how much I want to grab you, lay you this linoleum floor and fuck you silly right here," I growled. "But some Karen would probably call Security, and our journeys would end before they begin!"
Amy laughed. Then she looked at me with eyes filled with promise. "Part of me says go for it anyway, it would be worth it." We stared at each other for almost two seconds. Two dangerous seconds. "But," she went on, "I read about a new blowjob technique in Cosmopolitan that sounds awesome. I want to practice it first before I show it to you on our wedding night, so I kind of need to get to New Orleans."
"So it will just be all blowjobs for you?" I asked. Oddly, I felt only intellectually curious.
She just snorted contemptuously. "That reminds me," she said, and pulled a small gift-wrapped box from her purse, handing it to me.
I smiled and went to open it. She stopped me. "Not here. It's just your favorite condoms." I almost actually blushed, and stuck the present in my backpack. We hadn't used condoms in a while now. "I have another box of my own in my purse," she added reassuringly.
"Yes, dear. I'll be careful," I said in the same sheepish tone of voice. Both our wrists thumped as our alarms told us it was time for us to get in gear.
"See that you do," Amy said primly. "Oh, and did you pack your allergy meds?" She added slyly.
I rolled my eyes for real this time. I had forgotten to pack my meds one time. One. Time. It just had been when we went to Arizona for Spring Break our senior year, the first trip we took as an engaged couple, and I had sniffed and sneezed the whole time there. Now she practically reminded me every time I went to work.
"Yes," I said snidely. "I packed my meds."
"Good," she smiled. "But why then did I find them sitting on the bathroom counter just as I was heading out the door behind you?" she asked sweetly, pulling my meds out of her purse and placing them in my hand.
Marrying this force of nature would be hard, in all sorts of glorious ways.
We wordlessly hugged each other on the train to the first stop for Terminal A. We just stared quietly and mouthed, "I love you," to each other as she stepped off the train.
I was left on the rumbling car with my thoughts. Thoughts about what Amy had said.
Part of my brain still wanted to be mad. Fail. Part of my brain wanted to be psyched as fuck. Partial fail. Mostly I wanted to be boggled that she had said it at all, but... Fail there too. It was pretty on-brand for my bride. Not flipping out about the situation was pretty on-brand for me.
Were I honest with myself, had I not been suffering at that point from a whole heaping helping of Responsibility Talks from my dad, I might have been the one to broach the subject...
Was I going to take her up on her offer? More accurately, was I going to obey orders?
I heaved a dramatic sigh as I got off the train at Terminal D. My father had always said a good husband does as he's told, and everybody will be happy...
*
I love Las Vegas. I had been twice before that weekend. The first visit was with my parents, and we had a marvelous time, even though I was eighteen, and not able to drink or gamble. I could have gone to certain of the strip clubs, I had grumbled very quietly. I could have gone to the Mustang Ranch, or whatever. I was not afforded those opportunities. But Hoover Dam was amazing, and we took a helicopter tour of the Grand Canyon. We even went to a comedy circus show that was crazy funny, and so filthy dirty it had my mother ablating her makeup, she was blushing so hard.
I had gone to Vegas one other time, for a Spring Break. Amy had not come on the trip, but a number of girls did, including two I had/was dating. That part had sucked, because apparently I had not been as clear as I thought about my exclusivity, or lack thereof. Live and learn, remember? It had still been a blast, though all we did was spend our days at the pool, where there were girls who were not hating on me every second, and our nights at one or another of the few clubs that let in under 21s.
Now, I was going as an adult. In the company of men like me. Bold. Robust. Educated. And utterly unprepared for the action of casino gambling. Several of us burnt through our whole trip's gambling budget between getting off the plane and dinner on Friday. Tommy thought it was hilarious, and advanced those who had already tapped themselves a modest chance to get even. No one got even. Except Tommy himself, which was unfair, since he didn't need it.
We had dinner in a steakhouse, of course. One where the Rat Pack used to eat, drink, and womanize. Marilyn Monroe had probably been nailed in the restrooms of this joint. I was certain of it.
After, we had VIP tickets to one of the Cirque de Soleil shows, though not the one I was hoping for. I will never let Tommy know that error on his part as long as I live. It was still incredible. I love those shows.
After that, we all gambled for a couple more hours. A brief, intensive group Google between dinner and Cirque had netted us a lot of tips on how to lose as slowly as possible. We had shared them with each other, and most of us who hadn't been broke before dinner were still mildly solvent by the end of that first day.
We topped off our jet-lagged evening with Louis XIII cognac in Tommy's party suite, listening to jazz, because we were feeling pretentious like that. For a bunch of 22 year-old dudes, it really was a new experience in manliness, even for Tommy. We all bitched that we could not smoke cigars in the suite. I swear, if we had thought to bring them, we would all have been sitting there in black suits with narrow ties loosened around our necks.
"To the luckiest man alive," I said, raising my just re-splashed snifter, "me!"
"Got that fucking straight," Tommy said, the voice of experience.
"Damned straight. You don't deserve her," added Hassan, who had also dated Amy one summer back home for three, what I am sure was for him, glorious weeks.
"I deserve her more than you two scrofulous assholes," I retorted.
Everyone drank to that, including the scrofulous assholes.
"You still better be ready for the entertainment I've booked for tomorrow night," Tommy said pointedly, brandishing his insanely expensive brandy. "I didn't fly out here last week to interview talent for nothing!"
"You came out here last week?" Owen asked incredulously.
"Absofuckinglutely," Tommy said firmly, with a gleam in his eye.
"Okay, groom-boy..." Wong said. Everybody called him Wong, except his parents. Wong's given name was utterly unpronounceable, and after four years of knowing him, and kicking his ass at Ticket to Telluride and Magic the Gathering, I had given up trying to even spell it. "Are you going to get wild tomorrow night?" he asked me with a taunting expression.
"Are you?" I shot back, temporizing.
"Fuck yeah," Wong said, and was joined by several others. "But I'm free as a bird, dude. You are the one being fitted for a ball and chain."
"Ahhh, but what a ball and chain," I said loftily, sipping my delicious brown liquid. Then I lowered the glass and said simply, "That said, Amy and I had a discussion in the airport. We are both clear that we are not married yet."
That got a few whistles and a fist-pump from Tommy.
"Dude, you mean she is going to act single this weekend too?" asked Wally. "Are you remotely cool with that?" he inquired incredulously. Of course he did. Wally was a generous soul, and a chivalrous, gentlemanly guy with all women... except he was sort of a pig when he was in a relationship himself. It was one reason he was currently among the utterly unbeholden among us. It was okay in his book for me to fuck around, but not Amy.
Fuck that.
"Amy," I said, making an ass of myself by audibly slurping three thousand dollar booze, "will always do Amy. And after this weekend, she and I will only do each other. Sucks to be you, rest of the male race."
I got some frankly worshipful views. A few pitying ones as well. I got it. But they didn't get me and Amy.
I was going to get wild.
I hoped.
Unless I chickened out.
Amy would kill me if I did, but I might anyway. Like the insurance ads, I was feeling mightily dad-like these days...
*
We were all up and fed and caffeinated by ten am, because we each had bought entries into a poker tournament with a ten thousand dollar minimum payout that started at that time. We were stoked for it, because we had been playing a lot of poker recently, and we were sure we would individually and collectively own this tournament.
There was talk of an all bachelor party final table.
We had only been playing against each other...
Tommy went out in twenty five minutes. He re-bought and was out a second and final time in forty. Hassan crashed and burned shortly thereafter. Owen declined to re-buy. I didn't blame him. I was at his table and it had been a brutal, scarring, bad beat. All of us, whether we rebought or not, were out by 11:30 in the morning.
The drinking began at 11:35.
At 1:30, we found ourselves at a daytime pool ultra lounge. We were already there before any of us realized it was a topless daytime pool ultra lounge. So that was some extra, unlooked-for fun.
Owen disappeared for two hours. I was almost certainly the best looking among us, though women who like their men in the form of living sides of beef might prefer Hassan. But Owen was the inexplicable master of random pussy.
For myself, I crashed back in my room at five. I don't know or care what everybody else did. We met up again for Japanese food awesomeness at seven. The eight of us drank... eight full bottles of sake. The night was about to begin.
About nine, the eight of us took over a craps table that had just opened. We had a great time.
By 9:45, we had forgotten all the advice about how to lose slowly and were tapped out, one and all.
"Such a shame, gentlemen," Tommy declared loudly. "Now we just have to go back to the suite and toast our friend whose life's about to end!" I flipped him off, everyone else cheered, and we headed for the elevator.
We were, admittedly, ahead of Tommy's schedule. So we drank more cognac (not Louis XIII this time), and actually played Carcassone, with the expansions, like the board game geeks most of us actually were, instead of the sophisticated men of the world we were pretending to be. I fucking won. I may have literally mooned everyone when I did. We were not, in actual fact, sophisticated men of the world.



Tommy's phone buzzed shortly after my utter triumph. He looked at it. "Showtime, gentlemen," he said in a deep, fake voice.
*
Tommy headed out the door of the suite. It was late enough to need to escort guests up to the room floors.
Guests.
We all sat around looking at each other like kids waiting for the ice cream truck.
"How many?" Wally asked, as if discussing the weather.
"How many what?" I asked.
"How many 'entertainers' has Tommy booked for you tonight?"
"For all of us," I said firmly, and was met with approvingly raised glasses. "Over/Under? I say three."
We all pretty much agreed that only one dancer would be an utter impossibility for Tommy. Two was also unlikely, as he had apparently flown out here last week to evaluate candidates. Lucky fucker. So we all settled on 3.5 strippers being the over/under.
Half of us went for under, since Tommy, bafflingly, had an architecture degree, and his favorite subject, after tits, was The Rule Of Three.
My half went for over. Four meant two per guest, which was a nice neat number. Also, we were betting our aspirations...
The splits of Jonny Walker Blue that had been in Tommy's gift bags were our stakes.
The music coming from the sound bar in the suite suddenly rose in volume, and grinding, base-heavy dance music suddenly burst out. Tommy must have had his phone connected to it.
The connecting door from one of the separate bedrooms in the suite swung open and Tommy strode in dramatically. "Gentlemen! I have invited some additional guests." He swept his hand in a grand gesture... and five girls of varying kinds, but not intensities, of hot trooped into our suite.
The applause was delayed only long enough for me, Owen, and Wally to catch hundred dollar little bottles of scotch being tossed our way. Then there was a general expression of welcome and approval. The parade was approval-worthy.
Redhead, middling height, looked like she belonged on the nose of a B-29. 40's hairstyle, painted-on red, high-waisted hot pants and a white blouse tied up under her considerable breasts. Blue cowboy boots completed the Pin-Up look.
Barbie. Just... Barbie. Stereotypical Barbie come to life.
Asian girl. Tiny, with straight black hair that reached her tight little ass, wearing a full Zatanna outfit that highlighted some legit non-petite assets.
Arab femme, age hard to say. Dressed in a perfect Jasmine from the original Aladdin outfit, just with tits to match the hips.
Lara Croft. Middle-version video game Lara Croft. She was only missing the guns from her shoulder holsters, and I hoped the huge knife in her thigh sheath was not real.
Tommy had produced a cosplay wet-dream.
The approval was intense.
Barbie stepped forward, keeping in perfect formation with the amazing tits that preceded her. "Hello, boys," she said, in a truly melodious voice.
"Ladies," Tommy said, slipping past the pageant of pulchritude. "May I introduce you first to our Man of the Hour?" His hands indicated me, and I was suddenly beset with beauties. How many had Tommy interviewed to come up with these five total winners?
Somehow, I was on my feet without knowing how, and I was being hugged and kissed. I was being briefly but very explicitly groped from all directions. Breasts were introducing themselves all over my torso.
Suddenly, the sea of sex parted. Pin-Up, who had hugged me first, had stepped back and pulled over an armless chair from the table in the suite, positioning it in the middle of the floor.
I was propelled to the chair and seated upon it. I half-expected to have my hands tied up, but that level of restraint was apparently not being required or expected. My fingers twitched.
Starting with Pin-up, each of the ladies introduced themselves to me by draping themselves all over me, grinding against my already over-stimulated cock, and guiding my hands to examine the construction of their clothing. Barbie and Lara's tits could not possibly have been real. The others would require further research to determine. I didn't care either way, they all felt fucking amazing.
Once the women serially full-body groped me, and gave me a quick opportunity to respond in kind, they each peeled away to make the rounds of introductions to my friends. But they always made sure at least one of them was painted onto me.
It took a half an hour for the introductions to be made all around, and an unspoken consensus that some people who had worn great costumes maybe didn't need them any more.
I was released to return to my easy chair, and performances began.
None of them got fully naked, but...
Jasmine ended up her little production wearing only her slippers, the transparent blue veil, and she had the full hair thing. It might have been a wig, or it might have been real. The rest of her coffee-colored body was toned, with a gem in her navel, and a tiny little shaven heart of pubes. Now that her tits were roaming free, I was guessing they were real.
Lara Croft ended up wearing nothing but the holsters and the sheath strapped to her magnificent thigh. Her boobs were many megapixels, pale like the rest of her, with generous pink nipples.
Pin-Up ended up in only the boots.
Zatanna kept her costume going, despite the loss of bustier and fishnets, with her French cuffs and emeraldesque cufflinks. No shirt, just the cuffs.
Barbie... Barbie shucking out of that pink, mod, cooch-length dress was the earliest wet dream of every guy who ever played with his sisters' Barbies, come to life. Yeah, those boobs were fake. The Blue Lagoon in Iceland isn't natural either, but...
And the round-robin lapping resumed, except that now we were all enjoying lapfuls of naked tits, asses, and pussies. And my lap was never empty.
This might well have been more than enough. More than I deserved.
Booze wasn't bad either.
Then suddenly I noticed that Chet and Zatanna had both disappeared.
Well now...
About seven seconds after I had, Tommy noticed. He moved free of Lara and moved smoothly through the room to me.
"Jasmine," he said smoothly. Had he been born with that voice, or do they issue it when you receive your first million? "Excuse us, please?" He took her hand and helped her to her feet. She looked at us both and smoothly moved on to occupy Owen's chair, which was currently unoccupied by anyone... other than Owen.
My hands were sadly suddenly empty of breasts, and I cocked a skeptical eye at my alleged Best Man.
"You notice Chet just made off with Zatanna?" Tommy said, sitting casually next to me.
"Seems like he is taking full advantage of the bachelor party experience," I said, taking a long sip.
"Good for him," Tommy agreed. "Except you have not yet."
"I haven't?" I asked warily. I was supposed to be carful, right?
Oh. Yeah...
"I cannot have the groom getting sloppy seconds at his bachelor party," Tommy said intently, leaning into my personal space. "Zatanna appears to be in the process of being... ensloppenated. I hope she wasn't your choice. Who are you wanting, man?" he asked intently. "I need to make sure she remains... ready for you."
Well, this was it, wasn't it?
I always knew Tommy had stellar taste in female bodies. After all, he'd fucked Amy as many times as she had let him, right? But he had outdone himself in recruitment that night.
And I had permission. Hell, I had orders.
But.
I also had the greatest woman on Earth lined up for the altar. And when we reached it, I would never have need for another woman again. I, quite factually, did not need another woman now.
But I had permission. Again, I in fact had orders.
Tommy watched me, clearly waiting for whatever decision upon which the gears in my head arrived.
This was the question, really. Except it really wasn't. Permission or not. Orders or not. I knew what was the thing to do.
I looked at him levelly.
He smiled. "Who?"
"I think I'll go with Barbie, then Pin-Up," I said casually, taking a larger drink than was perfect for the moment.
"Two!" Tommy said with a broad smile. "Way to step up, dude!" He rose, then turned back. "And thanks, that means I can reserve Jasmine for myself to start! Um," he added, leaning back to me, "you want them together?"
"God no!" I snorted. "I'm going to need a bottle of Perrier, a cocktail, and a crap ton of these chichironnes between experiencing those two."
He turned away, and tapped Pin-Up and Barbie on their shoulders, beckoning them from the laps on which they currently perched. They all stepped to the side and Tommy spoke quietly to them both.
I was quietly examined from the corners of eyes. Smiles broke out. That was flattering.
Tommy wandered away, heading for a nice little chat with Hassan, during which he maneuvered Jasmine out of Hassan's lap and into his own.
Pin-Up smirked at me from across the room, then turned away to make Wally's evening continue to be great.
Barbie swayed over toward me. The six inch heels she wore made her gate... sexy as all fucking hell. Of course she wore six-inch heels. She wasn't Stereotypical Barbie, she was Come Fuck Me Barbie. (This was way before Margo Robbie's turn in the heels. Nevertheless, those were the terms in my head.)
Yes, ma'am, Barbie, ma'am.
Six foot two inches of bombshell, including the heels, draped itself into my lap. Long arms wrapped around my shoulders and an ass to die for pressed itself against the bulge in my pants. My hands found themselves sinking into beautiful, firm, at least partially natural breasts.
I had next to no experience with fake tits. If they were all like these, I was a huge supporter.
Her pink lips rested against my ear. "I understand you are a fan. Thank you."
"I very much am," I said, tweaking a nipple gently.
"No, thank you!" Barbie chuckled. "How about we step away to the bedroom over there and you can express your appreciation of my charms... fully?"
We both rose, my arm snaked around her wasp-thin waist, and we swayed toward the bedroom that Zatanna and Chet had not occupied. Most people were too busy to notice, but a few guys made soft hooting noises. They were discrete because they were gentlemanly like that.
As I closed the double doors of the bedroom behind us, Barbie perched on the edge of the big king-sized bed, arms braced on the edge of the mattress and breasts thrust out toward me. "Todd, take me... please," she said throatily.
In for a penny, in for a pound. I strode forward toward her.
"Um, actually, I think I'm going to start by sucking your cock, okay?" Barbie said, in a phrase that never gets refused. "Just a little?"
I froze in front of her, and her hands worked on my fly. My by now massively impatient cock made its appearance, and Barbie was treating it with some level of reverence and enthusiasm... or facsimile thereof.
I'm not stupid.
But she didn't seem to be having to act that much.
The blowjob was... excellent really. Barbie had a minimal gag reflex.
I also knew that she wasn't going to finish me with it. It was an hors d'oeuvre, for both of us. Still, top notch.
As her blonde head bobbed up and down in truly impressively long strokes on my cock, her hands pressed against my hips. Her left hand pressed against my pocket, and felt the crinkling foil in it. She bobbed off of me and gave me a wicked grin.
"Well, what have we here?" Barbie asked, reaching into my pants. She pulled out a couple of the condoms I had in there. "I like a man who is prepared."
I actually blushed a little. Then I shrugged. "My fiancé made sure I had a fresh box for the trip out here," I admitted.
"Holy buckets!" Barbie exclaimed, a sudden Minnesota accent appearing out of nowhere. "Are you for real?"
I laughed. "Yep. She is in New Orleans at her bachelorette party right now... with her own fresh box."
Barbie just sat there, staring up at me with her hand still gently cradling my cock. "You two fucking rock, you know that?"
"I am a lucky man," I said, reflecting on the truth of that statement. I was a lucky man. Not lucky enough not to fuck this gorgeous girl, but... Yeah, lucky enough to fuck her.
Barbie shoved all but one of the condoms back in my pants, then brandished the remaining one in her extended fingers. "All right, Todd. I think I need to use this on you, then you need to use that cock on me. Please?"
I could hardly refuse such a request, right?
As I tugged my shirt off, Barbie made short work of my pants. Moments later, I looked down to see my condom being applied to my cock... orally.
Nice touch. Again, minimal gag reflex. And she got it all the way on.
I leaned over Barbie, and she wriggled backwards onto the bed, with me following. I bent down and suckled on a nipple. It was a very nice nipple. I slid a hand up between her legs and discovered that the lubrication on the condom was unnecessary, as she was almost shockingly wet. Barbie liked her job. Or, at least she liked me. I booked the flattery and moved on to enjoying the results.
I slowly, almost leisurely sank my cock into Barbie, one hand on a hip, the other mauling one of her artistically modified tits. She was tight and, as mentioned, very receptive.
Amy and I had not used condoms since our engagement had brought all other sex to a wordlessly agreed upon halt, and the reduced (though still awesome) sensation reminded me of yet another advantage of wedded bliss to come. It didn't keep me from sawing in and out of Barbie happily at an enthusiastic pace. Her inner walls caressed and clutched at me as I rode atop her.
But I wasn't about to just thrust away until I was fulfilled, even if it was my party. The women I fuck, come. Before I do. It had been a policy that had served me well, and had just always felt right.
I doubted that, while Barbie seemed to be genuinely enjoying herself, her own fulfillment was exactly on her priorities list. But that was immaterial. I know what I'm doing, and I did it.
I for a moment pushed myself up higher, so my sliding member spent its entire stroke caressing her clit, but then I decided to rock downward instead, and shallowed my thrusts, making my rubberized tip bump across her inner target once I found it. Then I slid my hand from her hip down between us and began to play around her clit with my fingertips.
"Oh, wow, Todd!" Barbie gasped. "Fuck, that's... You don't have to do that," she growled. "But please don't fucking stop," she added involuntarily. I had her.
I increased my rate of thrusts as she writhed beneath me, and I flicked her bean mercilessly. Her breast thrust upward into my grasp, and I felt her unlooked-for orgasm explode through her body.
There is no feeling quite like a woman coming on your cock. I had no reason to hold back, and other things to do that night. In less than thirty seconds, I let myself go in response. My cock throbbed, and I bellowed happily, jizz filling the glove. Barbie clutched at my back like a drowning woman, still wracked with spasms of her own.
We finally collapsed simultaneously and lay still.
"Holy fuck!" she giggled beneath me. "Some nights, I absolutely fucking love my job."
"I love your job, too," I laughed, rolling off to the side. We lay there, save for Barbie's gentle removal of my condom, basking for a few minutes.
Then she rolled over on top of me once more and kissed me, actually on the mouth. Did not see that coming. "Thank you," she said, "you didn't need to do that for me."
"Oh yes, I did," I shrugged.
She just shook her head. "I am going to get cleaned up a little now, and go entertain some of your friends. I will send Jane back in with snacks, champagne, and motivation."
"Jane?"
"Pin-Up."
"That sounds like a wonderful plan," I said, sitting up to reach for my pants.
"No, no!" Barbie said, yanking my clothes away. "You stay here naked and waiting. You deserve it."
And so she slipped into the bathroom for few moments, and then out of the bedroom, and I lay there, buck naked, on the bed, propping myself up on pillows and an elbow. And I waited. I knew I had some time. It suddenly occurred to me that it would look fucking mortifyingly embarrassing if one of my buddies walked in, instead of Pin-Up.
But fortunately they didn't, and she did.
My red-headed confection slipped into the room, with a plate of cheese in one hand, and a bottle of champagne with two glasses in the other.
"Room service?" she called softly.
"Thank God. I'm starving," I said truthfully. Pin-Up just smiled and wafted toward me on the bed. She had ditched even the boots now, and only her archaic 50s hairstyle marked her as Pin-Up, instead of Generic Ginger Knockout.
She set down the tray of cheeses and just looked at me for a second.
"I must look pretty ridiculous, lying here like a fucking king or something," I said and she just stood there.
"It's your party, why not?" she said with a shrug and a smile. "No, I was just thinking that none of us often get gigs with so many actually good-looking young guys." Her eyes kept roaming up and down my naked body. My cock was interested, but hitting the snooze button still. Barbie had wrung me out. "And I'm thinking you are the hottest of your crew," she added quietly, working on opening the bottle.
I laughed. "You say that to everyone."
"Yeah, but I usually don't mean it," she smirked. She took her time opening the bottle, though she clearly knew what she was doing. I'd just never seen anyone make the process quite that suggestive...
She popped the cork free, and I'm sure she meant for the controlled amount of fizz overflow down her fingers to happen. She poured two glasses, handed one to me, and got on the bed to lie on her side facing me, with the cheese tray between us. She popped a cube of cheddar between her crayon red, glistening lips.
Her eyes were green and bright, and her makeup was only a trace overdone. Her shoulders were nice and strong-looking. Her tits... Well, they weren't Barbie's, but then, with those and Lara Croft's already making the suite crowded, a third that gorgeously excessive might have made it hard to breathe. These seemed just right to me. And from the stunning, enticing, gravity-defying way Pin-up's breasts hung there with her on her side, I knew they were as fake as Barbie's. I was very interested in examining at length if they felt as good.
A small tattoo of a teddy bear adorned her left hip, and she was clean shaven down below. That disappointed me, because much as I love baby smooth skin down there, I wished I could see the kind of fiery bush this woman likely could have sported.
We spent almost five minutes talking about the new casino being built, of all things, while I ran my eyes over her pale, smooth flesh, and she seemed to do much the same with me. About the fifth time my cock twitched as it slowly recovered, Pin-Up leaned across and caressed its slowly increasing length.
"Are you going to give me what you gave Barbie with this?" she asked, in what felt like real anticipation.
I just raised an eyebrow at that.
"We talked before I came in..." Pin-Up said softly, giving my much firmer cock another stroke with her pinky finger only. "Orgasms for us are rarer in this business than you might think, much less ones like whatever you did to Barbie. Her eyes were still wild. A few of your friends," she added slyly, "are probably going to benefit from how revved up you have her."
"Well, I don't know..." I said, sitting up on the bed.
"You don't?" Pin-Up teased, but it was also a real question.
My cock was getting hard fast, but I was long way from it feeling like I really wanted to put it to use yet. But that just meant I had plenty of time to do what I was really hankering for.
"I think I'm going to try to give you a whole helluva lot more," I said, shoving the cheese tray away and rolling over above her legs, looking pointedly down at her crotch and running my tongue over my lips.



"Oh wow! We don't get a lot of that either," Pin-Up said, scooching up against the headboard.
"Get smarter clients," I muttered.
I reached down to her leg on my side and caressed her supple calf. I kissed first the outside of it, then lifted it over my head and kissed the inside. After a lingering kiss and lick of the inside of her knee, I slid fully between her legs and let the one I held drop slowly, lifting the other knee so that both were bent up and spread before me. I made myself go as deliberately as possible as I trailed more kisses up the inside of one thigh. Then, just as things were getting interesting for her, I stopped, retreated, and started at her other knee.
This time, when I reached her sleek, glistening sex, I did not pause. I stuck out my tongue and began to roll it up and down her slit. She was not the best tasting woman I had ever been with (about the only Best Of prize in my own experience that doesn't belong to Amy), but she clearly took great care of herself down there. My lips and tongue encountered not a single stubble.
Her hands stole to my head and began to fumble almost awkwardly at my ears. "Jesus, Todd. You're patient too. Most guys just don't have pleasing me in their plan, much less taking their time to do it right... very fucking right."
"Motht guyth are dipthshiths," I said, my words garbled because my tongue was pressing inside her now.
I slid my hands up, over her hips, then more northerly, grasping at those sweet overflowing handfuls. I had felt them earlier, in a casual way, and they had been awesome. They felt even better now that she was seriously turned on. I tweaked her nipples gently, and was met with a happy gasp and instructions to do it harder.
Come to think of it, every girl at the party had amazing feeling tits. How in depth had Tommy's auditions been?
I left my hands on her breasts because I wanted to. I would just have to make this woman scream with my mouth alone.
I just fucked her with my tongue for a while, pressing my taster deep into her, over and over, but staying just barely clear of her little clitoral bud. Suddenly, all at once, I popped my tongue free, lavished it all over her bump, and twisted her nipples hard.
"Fuck yeah," Pin-up gasped. "Fucking fuck, yeah!" I looked up her belly between my hands and saw her staring down at me with deeply hooded eyes. "Please do that more. Please, oh yes, please!"
She kept repeating 'please' over and over as I worked, tweaking and licking away. Suddenly, her lightly flailing feet planted themselves and her pushed her hips up powerfully off the mattress, jamming her pussy hard against my face. I only had the chance to pinch those nipples one more time before her throes made me lose all contact with hands and mouth.
Somehow, she twisted over to her hands and knees, heaving breaths.
"You," she panted, pointing a long finger at me. "On your back. I need to start fucking that nice big cock before this feeling fades too much!" Her pale redhead's skin was flushed pink all over her body.
"Please!" I said, eagerly rolling onto my back. "I have condoms in my pocket," I said, waving at the floor. Pin-Up leapt off the bed long enough to dig in my pocket, brandishing a packet as she leapt back on the bed.
"Nice brand," she said, tearing it open carefully.
"Yeah, my fiancé gave them to me," I said.
"You are a baller!" Pin-Up said, not pausing in the process of putting it on me. "Using your fiancé's rubbers."
"Of course, she gave them to me all gift-wrapped and everything at the airport before I left."
This was apparently a great story to tell. I groaned a little as she gently settled the sheath in place, but Pin-Up's eyes were on mine. "She's either a doormat, a saint, or a maniac," she wondered.
"Well, she doesn't do doormat. Ever. At all. And she is definitely no saint," I said merrily, my eyes leaving hers to concentrate atop her legs, with which she was now straddling me. "I'd go with maniac, especially since she is in Nola with her girls right now, with a box of her own."
It occurred to me that even though New Orleans was two hours later than us, that bunch of night owls might not be remotely finished with being maniacs. My brain wanted to be worried. It wanted to be upset. I couldn't quite summon either. Amy was too awesome to be stupid, and loved me too much to get (too) carried away.
"I need to get on with fucking you before you wise up," she said, and gave my cock a little squeeze as she lowered herself to rub her vag along my tip.
"Again, please," I said, resting my hands on her waist.
She just pressed my tip a little harder into her moist opening, then paused and looked at me. I gripped her hips harder, and thrust up into her. We both exhaled explosively as she took me in. I kept pushing slowly until I was all the way in, and we both held there for a moment. Then I sank back down, and she followed me.
"Very nice cock," Pin-Up murmured as she began to rock on top of me. I sighed happily, and let myself sink back into the pillows propping up my shoulders. "There we go," she added, crossing her hands on my chest to brace herself for her slowly increasing thrusts. That her position brought her swinging tits into easy reach of my hands was just a bonus.
She rode me easily, and my cock was in utter heaven, for heavens that involved wearing a rubber. But shift as I might, I could tell that she was not having as great a time as I wanted her to. I wanted to give her another release. She was hoping for it. And selfishly, I wanted to feel her coming around my cock.
I grabbed her hips and pounded up into her as hard as I can, her tits bouncing wildly in response, for as long as I had breath to do so. Then I rolled her off of me, and I withdrew.
"Hands and knees," I instructed softly, and she swiftly complied. I checked the condom's positioning, then climbed behind her. I massaged her big rounded ass and used my hips alone to direct my cock back to her confines.
"Niiiiiice," she sighed as I sank back in. She said it again happily as I began to thrust. I thought it was fucking nice too. And I could now control my angle of attack. I worked and worked, and then suddenly, she was gasping happily. There it was. I let myself absolutely go, trying to fuck her silly just like that.
Words abandoned Pin-Up, she simply moaned and moaned, almost in surprise. I just grinned and tired to keep my breathing under control. I held myself back as I rammed away. I just had to last little longer.
"Oh fuck," she gasped, and I felt her begin to jerk below me, squeezing my cock uncontrollably. I bent swiftly down, reached under her, and strummed her bean with two fingers, bracketing it and rubbing fast but gently. "Oh fuck! she screamed.
She bucked and bucked, then involuntarily collapsed forward onto her face and belly. I just rode her down, pressing flat atop her and kept on fucking.
I didn't take long. My belly slapped against her pale ass a few more times before I was emptying myself inside her. I moaned explosively as my hips writhed and I felt like I lost a pint of bodily fluids.
I was done, and I collapsed atop her.
We lay there for a good while, and I reveled in the feeling of her body beneath me. "Thank you," she said quietly. "That was... nice as hell." I chuckled with her. "I really owe what's his name, Tommy," Pin-Up gasped. "I owe him one of my best effort blowjobs for selecting me for this gig. Wow!"
"I'm glad to see I earned my friend a 'best effort blowjob'," I laughed.
I felt myself softening quickly, and I knew I had to carefully keep track of the condom when I pulled out.
I lay back with it still clinging to my cock, and Pin-Up slid over to gently pull it off. I had filled that baby considerably, and my dick was a sticky mess. She opened her mouth and cleaned it all off. I groaned happily and my dick made an abortive effort at a revival.
"Shall I continue?" she asked me sultrily.
I looked at her for a moment, then collapsed back and sighed, "Thank you, but dear God, no." I struggled to sit back up, though she was in no hurry to end her search for stray stickiness. "I think in fact, I am done."
"Already? It's not that late," Pin-Up said, almost concerned that I might be ready to go to sleep.
"I'm not leaving," I protested. " I'm just done in here. Time to make way for other interested parties. I'm going back out there to chill out, drink a lot of champagne, bullshit with my fellow masculine companions, and enjoy occasionally hosting a visitor on my lap. But this was it, thank you. It was great." I sighed reflectively. "I get married in less than seven days, and I feel like I have done what needed doing. I've sown my last wild oat."
"Well," Pin-Up said, getting off the bed and peering into the mirror to check the state of her makeup, "I guess I'm happy I could be the field you last plowed to sow it!"
Well played.
And that is what I did. It was a comfy chair, that got more and more comfy as the evening flowed drunkenly on. The boys and I solved all the world's problems. I snuggled and groped a whole bunch of tits, as did everybody else. Everybody got laid.
I considered texting Amy, but I figured there was less than a ten percent chance that she'd reply, being either in bed asleep or still out raising hell. I didn't want to sit there with my phone in my hand, waiting.
Tommy got his Best Effort Blowjob about an hour later. When he and Pin-Up reappeared, he drunkenly led her over to me. "Tell him that you said," he instructed her proudly.
"Really?" Pin-Up asked askance. "All of it?"
"Um, sure," slurred Tommy, who had had as much champagne as any of us.
"I told him," she said to me, in a voice designed to carry beyond the three of us, "That you were better in there in every way but one... his cum kinda tastes better."
A hush had fallen when she first started speaking, then a huge cry went up after, everybody somehow drunkenly assuming that both of us had been pwned. I just smiled.
First, I'd take that assessment.
Second, I was surprised by the cum thing. Much as we all got around, I'd never heard word one about that regarding Tommy.
Third, Tommy was paying and Tommy was tipping. She certainly had to throw him some kind of bone.
The women all left at two am sharp, with exuberant thanks from all still conscious, many goodbyes, and a few perhaps unwisely exchanged cell numbers. Those numbers did not include mine, though it was requested, and not just by Barbie and Pin-Up. I was feeling very zen about my 'fate'. I had had my fun, but the whole thing just confirmed for me what I'd already felt I had known. Once you've collected the big lottery jackpot, what's the point, really, in messing about with scratch-offs?
The wedding was wonderful. The honeymoon was illustrative of why the two of us just didn't need anyone else.
----------
Thanks for coming back for the second installment. Amy gets to tell a story next. Nola is a wild time... Stay tuned! And please let me know how you like Todd and Amy, and if you can tell where this is going...
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----------
MONOGAMISH -- The Bachelorette Party
----------
Linda and I seated ourselves in First Class. It was both of our first times there.
"Champagne before takeoff, ladies?" inquired the flight attendant as we stashed our bags under the forward seats, which were unfathomably far in front of our own.
"Already? Before take-off?" I asked in surprise.
"Of course."
"Please," we both said. As she stepped back to the galley, we looked at each other. "I knew we got free drinks, I didn't know they started before takeoff," I said quietly.
In moments, the attendant was back with our glasses of bubbly.
"This is wonderful," Linda said to her. "Thank you. Amy gets married next weekend so this is a nice little extra celebration!"
"Congratulations," our booze angel of the sky told me.
"We are on our way to New Orleans for her Hen Do," Linda went on.
"Wise choice," the attendant laughed. "I'm actually based out of Nola. It is a great place to party, and this is a great time of year for it." She swept off to hand out champers to other First Class passengers that deserved it less than me, such as the florid, stressed-faced man right across the aisle with four spreadsheets open on his laptop already.
"How long have you lived over here?" I snarked to Linda. "We've all told you a thousand times, we don't call them Hen Dos in America. It's sexist, girlfriend!"
"Oh, like 'Bachelorette Party' isn't just as sexist."
"True... but it's sexier!"
The six other members of our expedition got on the plane then. They had reserved an entire row across, back in coach.
"Look at you two," grumbled Kerrie as we held up our champagne and smiled at them innocently. "In the hooch already!"
"Get back to steerage, peons," Linda answered airily, taking a delicate sip with her pinky extended.
Various retorts were issued to that sally, but my friends are good citizens, and good citizens do not delay a plane's boarding process to blow raspberries. They deliver them on the fly.
There was the briefest of pauses in the flow of passengers.
"Psst!" I heard, and looked for the sound. The worn-out old guy, who had to be at least forty, and had a balding pate, was leaning over. He wore a sudden, subtle, conspiratorial grin that transformed his whole appearance into something pretty damned sexy. "Girls, we don't let the peons know we call them that up here..."
We giggled and raised our glasses. If we didn't stop toasting, we'd need a refill before takeoff. He turned back to his spreadsheets, and was instantly the frumpy, hunched, suit-wearing non-entity he had been before. You just never knew.
Linda and I were in First Class, with everybody else in (shhh!) peon class, because, well, our jobs made it possible.
Linda had graduated early, and had a much better job in most ways than I did. It had better benefits like more vacation, and involved a lot of international travel, so she had lots of miles to use for the heretofore mythical upgrade to First Class, at least on such a short flight. I also had a good job, just not as fun as hers, or with equivalent benefits. But it paid just as well, and I traveled for mine a lot, too.
Except that while Linda flew to London and Paris regularly. I flew to Lewiston and Paducah. But all those short hops added up as well, and here we were.
There was a delay for a few connecting passengers, and we definitely got a refill before leaving the gate. Then we had to slam them when the Sky Goddess of Booze came to collect the glasses for takeoff.
As the soft acceleration on the runway pressed us gently back, Linda turned to me. "So Amy, really, are you ready for this?"
"Absolutely, girl!" I chirped. "This weekend is going to be a blast!"
"I meant for next weekend. And every weekend after that."
"Absolutely," I said again, serious as a heart attack.
"It's just, you were Team Single 'Til I Die barely a year ago. Less than that," Linda said seriously.
"That was before Team Marriage included Todd."
"You were fucking him, among others, for a year before that," she said tartly. "Hell, I was fucking him about the time you started up."
I need you to realize, Linda was not trying to talk me out of anything. She just challenged every belief her friends had to make them stronger. Or make them go away. "Now you, out of all of us, are getting married," she went on in mock skepticism.
"Hey, I was happy with the old situation, until I decided I wasn't much interested in fucking the 'among others' any more, and told Todd. He's the one who escalated things directly to marriage! I was just going to be happy with monogamy." I looked at her from a morally superior plateau.
"An escalation you instantly gave into!"
"I did not. I made him wait all of six and one half hours before I said yes. I was playing hard to get," I informed her.
Linda just shook her head. "So if you two have been all monogamous for the seven months of your engagement, why are you so all fired up about being Amy, the wild woman this weekend?"
"Because I'm not married yet, and this is my last chance to be sexually irresponsible. I'm going to take it."
"And Todd?" she asked. "How will he take it if he finds out? And what if he goes all nuts this weekend, too?"
"First of all, he better go all nuts," I said firmly. "I told him if he didn't fuck at least one stripper, I was going to be pissed. Just now. Back in the terminal."
"Amy!"
"Look, Linda," I explained. "Our monogamy so far, 'til next weekend, has been voluntary. A proof of concept. We definitely never required it of each other. We never got to see each other enough during our last semester of school, and both knew it would be hard for the other. We both made sure our lovey had permission to get some recreational activity in if we had needed it. The fact that neither of us ever did just shows how meant for each other we are! Honestly, even with all the delicious men on our campus, I never was even tempted. I just would look, drool a little, and find myself thinking about how soon I could see Todd again."
"So why...?"
"Look, in Todd's case... I interrogated Tommy pretty hard about his plans for them out in Vegas. He thought I was being suspicious. I was wanting to make sure he wasn't holding back on my account," I said seriously. "From what I gleaned, and Tommy is a lot harder to get things out of these days than back when he and I were occasionally screwing, my darling sex machine was going to have no hope of holding out while it was still allowed. I didn't want him to feel guilty when it happened." I took another drink of our freshly re-filled after takeoff champagne. "And I didn't want him worrying that I was trying to hold out either." I looked at Linda, "I believe we have plans that would make that hard for me?"
She blushed.
The middle-aged guy in the suit across the aisle spilled his whiskey on the rocks. Linda and I exchanged a subtle smile, but took no obvious notice. We wouldn't want to embarrass the guy for listening...
The flight was quick, unfortunately. We estimated that we had barely killed a single bottle of airline bubbly between us before it was time for final approach. How were we expected to get our miles' worth?
Our hotel had a shuttle bus, so we all piled on together. Can you imagine, jet-setters like Linda and I? Traveling with peons? What was the world coming to?
Our hotel was a big one located in the French Quarter itself. Linda and I were sharing an enormous room. The hotel called it a suite, because it was almost a thousand square feet, but it was just one huge room (and a bath of course). It would be plenty big enough Saturday for the room party. Big enough for all eight of us to sit, and big enough for... others to move around freely.
We has actually gotten this far without concrete plans for our first night, however. We gathered in our big room to plot. And fell to bickering.
"This is New Orleans, guys!" Patty exclaimed. "The cradle of good food and fine cocktails in America! We need to show some class!"
"Dive bars! Drive bars! Dive bars," countered a few others.
"Compromise!" Linda shouted, finally doing her job as Maid of Honor by shutting down the debate. "We will all get dressed to the nines and go have a fabulous fucking meal. Then we go have one overpriced fancy cocktail at French 75 or Latitude 29, or wherever Patty wants us to go. Then we will come back here, slut up, and go out dive bar-ing until the wee hours. Are we all good with that?"
Like I said. Doing her job at last.
The first part went smoothly, and beautifully. We all flirted, even Melody who is married, with men right and left, but we mostly behaved ourselves. Then we came back to the hotel. Instead of changing immediately, I found us all back in the party room... mine.
"So how do we handle the rest of the evening?" Linda asked, seemingly not sure why this needed discussion any more than I did.
"Dive bars!" Jenn and Melody intoned again.
"We have a plan," Paula said swiftly, pointing at herself and Noor, who reached behind the couch and produced a bag. It was full of white fabric. "I got this idea from a friend of mine who went to a hen party herself that got totally wild," Paula went on.
"See? 'Hen party'," Linda said to me triumphantly.
"My friend still lives in England, like you used to, Limey," Paula shot back. "It is always traditional there to do a little token fund-raising--for spending money on the honeymoon. Tonight, Noor and I think Amy needs to do... Suck for a Buck!"
Linda's face clouded, that sparkled as memory hit. "Oh, that is simply brilliant!"
"Suck for a Buck?" I almost shrieked. "Is that what it sounds like? I may have declared that I intend to suck some cock this weekend, but I ain't fucking doing it for money! And if I were," declared even more defiantly, "it would damned sure be more than a dollar!" I glared at them all, momentarily cowing them. "I may be easy, but I ain't cheap," I finished with a defiant grin. It got the laugh I wanted.
"That's not what we are talking about," Linda scoffed.
Noor dumped out the bag on the table. It was full mostly of teeshirts. I saw one obviously for me that read Bachelorette in black stencil letters. The others all said Bachelorette Party(ers). There was also a wide-tip black marker, several rolls of double-stick Scotch tape, and a huge bag of old-fashioned Lifesavers.
"You wear the Bachelorette shirt," Noor said in her lilting accent. "And we write Suck For A Buck across it below."
"Then we tape LifeSavers all over your front," Paula said gleefully. "And wherever we go, guys have to pay a buck to suck a candy off you!"
I looked at them all.
"We put most of them on your tits," Kerrie added helpfully.
"You've heard of the game too?" Linda asked her.
"No, I can just tell how it is going to go," Kerrie chortled back.
"You are all fucking maniacs," I snapped back. They quieted again, seriously concerned that I was going to be sensible about this madness.
Fat chance.
"Listen. I will do this... under three conditions."
"Name them," Paula said, unwisely.
"First and foremost," I said, holding up a finger. "We are all playing." There was an uproar. I grinned. "Except for Melody," I said quickly before they thought to use her as an excuse.
Jenn had already thought to try that, obviously, and muttered under her breath.
I looked around. They were wavering, so I might be getting out of this madness Scott-free here, I thought. That sorta sucked, because I was not totally opposed to the idea. I just was not doing it not alone.
"No, I'll do it too," Melody said. Another uproar. All the rest of them now knew they had to do it. Now I had to do it. But we were all puzzled... Melody?
"Listen, you guys," she said, holding up her hands for quiet. "No, I told you all, and I told Benjamin. I am not going to actually fuck anyone this weekend. You guys get to have that fun." She paused, then grinned. "But I do intend to get a little wild, at least. Benjamin knows that too. He owes me."
"He owes you?" I asked curiously, suddenly concerned for my friend.
"Yes," she said. She shook her head. "Ever since he ran up $5,000 on our VISA card at a strip joint in Miami, without even getting laid mind you, he has known I'd get mine eventually. Payment is due this weekend," she said, almost completely confidently.
"So we are all on board with Number One," I said before anyone else could object. "Second, no bras, ladies."
"I should not have been cheap on the teeshirt material," Noor muttered.
This demand actually got more guff than the first. There was actual debate. But they all talked themselves into it before too long. I swear Melody would have smacked anyone who actually had backed out.
"And third... We are writing Suck for Two Bucks on our shirts. We may all be a little easy, but ain't none of us are going for cheap!"
It was decided. We were all total idiots.
I can't really imagine why, considering what we were up to, but we all disappeared for some privacy while we changed. But unbelievably, in less than fifteen minutes, we were all back, dressed in teeshirts with no bras, with a variety of pokies presenting themselves already.
For any guys reading this, fifteen minutes for a group of eight women to get ready to go out? That is miraculous.
We traded off with the Sharpie, writing our advertising slogan, then taping little ring candies to each others' tits and bellies. Everybody was covered, but I seemed to be encrusted.
"This is all so fucking stupid!" Jenn suddenly cried, tears in her eyes out of nowhere. We all stared at her in shock. "I mean, why am I going through all this," she almost sobbed. "Who the hell is going to pony up for my candy, with you seven around? This is going to be so humiliating..."
Jenn, admittedly comes in, um, hind tit in the boob race among the eight of us. By a lot. To be clear, she is utterly gorgeous, just slender to this one particular fault. We all descended on her to reassure her. It worked... provisionally.
Linda and I traded a look. We would need to steer guys Jenn's way this evening, while mostly protecting Melody.
As we piled into the elevator, I started reconsidering the second part of that plan. Except for me, who was given no choice, everybody had mostly applied their own LifeSavers. Noor's were mostly not on her tits. Linda's, a bare majority were. Melody, who had placed her own herself, was as encrusted, breastal-speaking, as I was.
Interesting.
We piled out into the Quarter from our hotel, and found ourselves in a city square where we watched a handsome street magician do a show. I was impressed that the crowd mostly all watched him, instead of the eight women in teeshirts with candy taped to their tits. I was more impressed that he did his whole act with us standing there and didn't fuck up a thing.
Patty and Kerrie 'tipped' him extravagantly.
Next thing I knew, we were in our first dive bar of the night. This one was... spider themed. We were a month out from Halloween season, yet apparently is was like this year-round in this bar.
There are dive bars, which I knew, and then there are New Orleans dive bars.
Um.
Our drinks were all served in plastic cups, under the assumption that we would take them to-go and wander legally off down the street. I just felt cops' asses puckering all around the world at that idea.
"Hey! What's with the LifeSavers?" A deep voice rang out in the bar. A tall, bearded guy was asking Melody.
"Uhhh..." she said, as if a deer in the headlights. We all froze, watching. As one, almost all of us started to speak, but Melody over-rode every one of us with her quiet voice. "It's... It's our friend's bachelorette party. We are raising money for her drinks on her honeymoon. Um... you give us two bucks, and get to suck a candy off of her. It's... it's a game."
"But you have candies on your shirt, too," the guy said. It was actually a sexy voice. We all tensed, ready to go to battle.
"Yeah," said Melody. "I do."
The guy almost frantically dove into his wallet, and produced two bucks. He handed them to Melody. "Do I choose?" he asked, looking at her shirt which had eighty percent of its candies on her breasts.
Melody looked at him, taking the cash. "Yes."
Oh fuck...
The guy smiled. Then he leaned forward and wrapped his lips around an orange candy just below where her nipple was. He sucked at it briefly, then pulled away. The candy was gone. He smiled broadly and crunched it.
"Like... Like that," Melody said.
"Fucking delicious," he said, staring into her eyes. Then he looked at me. "Best fucking wishes," he said, and left the bar with a full beer in his cup.
We all looked at each other. Melody grinned like a madwoman, and we joined her. It was on. This was going to be fun.
Other guys had not missed the show. Suddenly, we were surrounded by men. Dollar bills were being waved. In moments, fives joined them. Then, even some twenties. (Who fucking carries tens? Nobody.) There was never any change given, but some guys bought more than a few candies.
In a few minutes, we were escaping the place, out into the fresh air, with several candies gone from all our shirts. We need not have worried about Jenn, who was blushing and missing five candies, all on her left breast, that two guys had bid over. Like I said, Jenn may not have much up top, but she is a beauty.
It was actually an embarrassingly significant amount of cash. We looked at each other.
"We need to hit a better class of bar," Linda announced.
Really?
Apparently, really.
And no one batted an eyelash when we entered a pirate-themed joint on Bourbon Street itself.
Well, guys batted an eyelash. There was a quick-forming line. The place was lit only by candles and cell phone screens. There, in the darkness, the first stranger had the balls to suck the LifeSaver off my left nipple, leaving his mouth there for a deliciously long time. A line of pure fire shot from my nipple straight down to my twat. I loved it. Until then, every guy who had gone in for a suck on me had avoided the nipple candies. They all went for breast candies, of course, but not the outright nipple.
Then he was gone. Fucking gentleman.
We somehow escaped onto the street, laughing hysterically. A quick inventory told us that we already had too much money. We could head back now, and Todd and I would drink well on our honeymoon.
Instead, we hid the cash and applied fresh LifeSavers, then headed into a western-themed bar.
Holy shit, was that a great choice.
Some guy gave Jenn a hundred dollar fucking bill to suck every last candy off her torso. She was... on cloud nine. She also disappeared shortly thereafter for just long enough to set us on Amber Alert. The guy was missing along with her.
Look, we were not stupid or careless. We all were not only sharing our locations with our phones, but had also had a great time hiding an AirTag apiece on our clothing. When we saw Jenn had disappeared, and not alone, we checked her location. She was still in the back of the bar. She was teased mercilessly when she reappeared, blushing.



"I just had a call of nature, guys," she complained.
"Oh, sure," Patty taunted. "We all know what kind of call."
"The kind where I have to pee like a racehorse," Jenn snapped.
"Then why did your shirt-sucker also disappear?" Paula asked pointedly.
"He's gone?" Jenn asked, suddenly looking a little forlorn.
Kerrie, and her great big titties were a hit as well. All my friends were getting attention.
I... I was in high demand. I was the bachelorette, after all.
Two swarthily delicious guys, Arabs I thought, though they might have been Sicilian, waved twenties at me, and I found two guys simultaneously sucking candies off my breasts. Neither went for the ones on my nipples, but I was still quivering in delight.
They both pulled back and smiled at me. "Enjoy the tasting guys?" I asked with a sly smile.
"Actually," the one guy said, pulling out another five, "I think I'd prefer an orange flavored one."
The second guy saw that, and watched his buddy sucking on an orange candy right along the edge of my cleavage. His nose tickled my bare skin. Yes, did I mention that I had cut the crew neck wide open on my teeshirt, leaving me with some serious cleavage? The second guy flipped me a twenty and held up two fingers inquiringly. I just nodded.
Ballsy sonofabitch just bit a candy off my tits, one from each.
Over across the bar, I saw that Paula had completely lost the 'fund-raising' thread of the process. Some guy had her pushed up against a pillar and was sucking on her nipple right through the teeshirt, and there was no candy there...
Noor saved us in that bar, calling out, "Time to go, ladies!"
We collected ourselves and headed out.
We went down Bourbon Street, secreting money and reattaching LifeSavers. We attracted followers who trailed along behind us.
Jenn in particular, after her earlier insecurities, was in her element. She was not swarmed by the most guys, but the number who did want to put their lips on her torso had her feeling... dangerous. Linda and I and Melody all agreed to make sure she didn't do anything... stupider than the rest of us.
We found ourselves in a... bar-themed bar, I guess? It was meticulously decorated to look exactly like a place that... sold booze. The current inhabitants, twigged in part by the entourage that was following us, started moving in on our group. Drinks were bought, of course.
I found myself with that rarest of beasts, a ten-dollar bill being waved in my face. In the blur of the moment, I took it and said, essentially, be my guest.
In a moment, I found a pair of lips affixing themselves to the inner curve of my right breast. A candy popped free and the lips remained in place, doing things that felt nice.
I looked down and saw a balding pate bent over my chest. I smiled. Whoever this guy was, he knew how to do this right. He pulled free at last, and smiled up at me.
It hit me.
"From the plane," I breathed.
He smiled again, and nodded. Jesus, did this guy go from zero to studly with the simple curl of his lips and wrinkle in his eyes.
"I can't believe I ran into you again," he said softly, almost too softly for me to hear over the music.
"And yet, here you are. And now I am too," I said with southern sweetness I do not legitimately possess.
"Actually, I saw you three bars back. I've been among those following along."
"Wait. You haven't said hi to me before now?" I asked, confused.
"You have some delicious friends," he said simply. Well... I couldn't argue with that. "But I have been waiting until you weren't swarmed. You were lovely on the plane. You are excruciatingly hot now," he said.
Really?
He was forty-five, easy. He was balding. He was... he was hung like a horse, I somehow just knew it. The mind will convince you of many things.
This was a fine man. Not what I was expecting, but I wanted something wild, right? I could go fuck this guy right now. I was allowed. It would be fun.
"I'm not going to fuck you, you know," I whispered in his ear.
He jerked back, both shocked at the idea and suddenly distraught over it. "I... I... I didn't mean to..." he stammered. What a sweetie.
"But you did buy five sucks, and you've only had the one so far," I added, winking at him blatantly.
There was that sly smile again. It was sexier even than the sweet one.
He bent down again, and nibbled a green ring off the upper curve of my right breast. His lips again did nice things for a second or two. "Ahem, that's two," I warned teasingly. He pulled back and smiled not-so-apologetically.
With three and four, he was good, mostly. He bent further down so he could tilt his head up to bite candies off the undersides of each boob, but he didn't take any more long liberties with each, drat him.
He had one left. He eyed me, and I realized that the two of us had attracted a small audience, despite all the other activity around me. Linda and Melody and Noor, along with assorted pervs were watching. I wanted to make sure our flying companion's last candy was a really good suck, for him and the audience.
I pointed at a red ring, clinging barely to the side of my stomach, halfway to my waist. "That one for number five," I said assertively.
He looked at it for a moment, not excited. But he shrugged ruefully and started to lean in again.
"Oh wait," I said, stopping him. "It fell off," I said, plucking it free myself. "Let me just reset it." With that, I hunched my shoulders forward, pressing my tits together, and placed the candy right in the press of my bare cleavage. It stuck there easily with the slight sheen of perspiration everyone has on Bourbon Street on a warm, pleasant, party evening.
Now he showed me a wolfish smile. Was I really not going to fuck this guy?
He bent in and just buried his face in-between my tits. His tongue leapt out and delved into the press, chasing the candy, which he had shoved deeper in his eagerness. I just wiggled my chest and motor-boated him thoroughly.
As his tongue finally corralled the sweet, I slid one hand up the front of his trousers and cupped his bulge briefly. He was not hung as hugely as I had fantasized, but this old guy was still packing nicely. It was a shame I was going to have to blue-ball him. And I was definitely going to blue-ball him, I realized with an internal apology. I was not ready to start getting up close and personal, the game was too fun for now.
I settled for giving that bulge a comprehensive grope before I stepped back. "It was a pleasure flying with you," I said softly.
"All mine," he replied, and was suddenly lost in the press of the crowd, and of guys stepping up for a turn. Linda and Noor just stared at me with amazed looks, even though Linda had a guy getting his two bucks worth at the moment.
Melody just looked at my altered tee, and turned to the bartender. After a moment, she turned back with a pair of bar scissors.
"Careful, Mel," Linda said. "We are a long way from the hotel."
"Five thousand dollar strip club bill," she said firmly. "We are still making the payments." With that, she cut the neckline of her shirt downward in three big snips, making a single straight cut. When she turned back from returning the scissors, she had a ragged gap right down between her tits. It opened wide, then almost closed with each excited breath she took.
None of my other friends had the balls to join us in the cleavage club, and amazingly, as we headed out and to the next bar, it did not seem to make much difference in our relative candy popularity.
The next bar had an all-female staff, and they were dressed outright scantily. Like, underwear scanty. We didn't stay long there. We realized quickly that we were cutting into their tips, and that was not something we wanted to do. At other bars, bartenders were making bank just on the tips from making change.
We pulled into a clot out in the street between bars and shared a laugh while we re-applied fresh tape and candies.
"I can't believe that I am doing this," Noor groaned. Her large, dark nipples tenting her teeshirt and even showing through slightly with the sweat, said otherwise. "I must have had a dozen men suck my tits tonight."
"More than that, Noor," Linda said, "for all of us, I think."
Noor's lovely, dusky complexion darkened further. "Are we about done?" she asked suddenly, and we all looked at each other. We had been at this for a while, had drunk a lot, and collected an obscene amount of cash for what was supposed to be a cocktail or two's worth and some laughs. It had been a good evening.
"Well, I still have three rolls of LifeSavers left in my purse," said Linda, holding them up.
The spell was broken. We certainly couldn't head back now, not with candies left! Even our dear (comparatively) conservative Noor shrugged, accepting that unassailable logic.
The next bar that caught our eye was a real hole-in-the-wall type place, whose door was on a side street off the main drag. Jenn saw it first, and called out, "Dive bar!"
We all grinned and swept down the street and through the door.
Yep, Nola dive bar. Bare wood, stained with beer. Badly lit. Plastic cups only, so you could take them with you, and so that no one got cut by glass when a fight broke out. Beat up furniture. Just our kind of place for this evening.
Except...
The music wasn't so loud as we had gotten used to.
Oh, and there wasn't a guy in the place. We did have a lot of women, of various ages and appearances, looking at us appraisingly. We, um, stood out in this crowd. We were a novel thing.
We traded furtive glances, frozen in place at the door. We didn't quite know what to do. This was not our target market, or the vibe we were looking for, but we didn't want to look like a bunch of nards either, which we would have, if we had immediately fled. Our feet still itched. Mine sure did.
"Oh wow, a bachelorette party!" someone called out. "Awesome!"
"Congratulations," a pretty brunette said, getting off her seat to approach us. "Which two of you are getting married?"
"I... uh, I am the bride," I said, my voice firming. "But, um, my man is in Las Vegas tonight."
"Right on," someone said, and there were a few cheers.
"Hey, Marla," a clear voice called out over the crowd. It came from a really hot-looking older woman, who had a tiny, very young, asian girl under her arm. "A round of shots for the bride and her pussy posse!"
Marla the bartender looked at us for a moment. "Tequila?" she asked.
"Oh, yes please," Noor said desperately. I doubt she had seen this many lesbians being lesbian in one place in her life. I was not actually sure that I ever had either.
Marla set up eight shot glasses and poured from a surprisingly high-end bottle. She refilled a bunch of other glasses at the same time. We took our shots and raised them.
"To a long and happy life," the bartender called out with a warm smile in my direction, and slammed back a double of her own. The whole bar drank.
"Not a choice I'd make," a girl muttered in a loud stage whisper.
"Oh hush, Savannah," a girl near her said. "I know you like some dick."
"Not a steady diet," Savannah snapped back.
I had to smile. Honestly, it was a very welcoming environment. But I could tell we all wanted to get back to our fun soon.
"So, what's with the shirts gag?" A short, stacked, multi-tattooed blonde asked, leaning against the bar while waiting for another beer.
"Suck for a Buck... Two Bucks, actually," Linda explained. Amused ears listened all around. Crazily, the weirdest thing about being in this bar was the way the music was so low, you could hear people who weren't shouting. "We are raising drinking money for Amy's honeymoon. Guys give one of us two bucks, and they get to suck a candy off that girl's shirt."
That got a laugh.
One of the butchier-looking women in the crowd asked, "Seriously? You are spending your night out objectifying yourselves like that?" A few women around her kind of wrinkled their noses at her.
I looked straight at her and said levelly, "It's a fucking blast."
She snorted with good natured disapproval and turned away.
"Does it have to be a guy?" a leggy dishpan blonde asked, stepping forward.
I admit, I kind of froze. Um, I mean...
Kerrie saved me. "I don't see a reason it does," she said, with a challenging expression. She heaved a deep breath. Kerrie heaving deep breaths is something of a sight.
The blonde grinned and whipped out the twin singles she already held from behind her back. "Who chooses which one?" she asked archly.
Kerrie, now fully trapped in the game, shook her head. "Buyer's choice," she shrugged.
The blonde pressed the cash into Kerrie's hand and gave a good, long, appraising look at her chest, before bending over and lavishing a long, visible lick on a green candy attached to Kerr's left nipple. Kerry shuddered gently, and the woman opened her mouth, clamped it over the candy and slowly sucked it clear.
Holy shit.
At last she straightened slowly, and audibly crunched Kerrie's candy. Then she giggled and put her hand over her mouth. "Oh my god, I actually had forgotten that LifeSavers taste pretty good!"
The tension broke everywhere. And suddenly we were surrounded by women brandishing singles and fives. We all looked at each other. Linda stepped up next, and a younger-looking pair of brunette women gave her a five, then kissed each other before leaning over simultaneously and sucking candies off the outer edges of Linda's breasts. The two women grinned at each other, showing the candies in between their lips, then they faded back to trade flavors...
Noor just couldn't do it, shaking her head nervously at a few offers. Poor thing, I was about to get worried, but the easy way her refusals were accepted set her visibly at ease. One woman who offered a five to her just smiled when Noor spastically shook her head, then she gave my friend's shoulder a squeeze. "You do you, girl. That's what we are all here for."
It wasn't a frenzy, but we did good business. We all seemed to react differently to the experience. Patty was so into it, I began to wonder a few things about my buddy. The crowd sensed it too, and most of the money was waved her way.
Well, I was popular too. I am hot, and I was the bride, after all.
You would think it would not make a difference, man or woman, right? A mouth is a mouth. At least, I tried to tell myself that the first time I took offered cash and trembled.
Oh, no they are not the same, I realized, as the black girl bent and suckled a green one from the edge of my cleavage. The other women who bought a suck further proved it. Women's mouths are different. Sometimes they were less assertive than men's, sometimes even more. But always different. And nice, in their own way.
It was fun. And scandalous. But with the possible exception of Patty, we all soon realized we wanted to move on, back to Where the Boys Are. "All right girls! Time's up," Linda told us, as if we had a set time limit per bar. "We must move on."
"Thank you all," I said in a slightly raised voice.
"Wait!" Noor shouted. She heaved a breath as we all looked at her in surprise. "Just one," she said firmly.
There were actual collisions here and there as women stepped forward. I had to laugh. Noor is good-looking, but... The appeal of forbidden fruit.
Noor's eyes widened and she stepped back against the bar, overwhelmed. Most of the women eased back, but money was still being clenched in hands.
"Hey, wait..." Jenn started to say protectively, but Noor interrupted her.
She turned to the bartender. "I just want one," she said in a small voice. "You choose," she entreated.
Marla snorted, grinned wickedly at the crowd, then pointed at the woman who had bought us the initial round of shots. "Dana," she said.
Dana's little asian companion poked her in the ribs, but Dana just stepped elegantly forward. She pressed a regulation two dollars into Noor's hands, smiled reassuringly, and gently bent forward. Then she clamped her lips down over a nipple and sucked and slurped like a madwoman.
Noor yelped in surprise, but hung in there. "Oh! I...! Um..." she squeaked, then suddenly slumped a tiny bit. "Oh shit," she almost growled in a voice two octaves lower.
Dana rose and smiled at her. "Thanks!"
"Thank you all!" I called again. We started moving toward the door.
"Hey!" Marla called out behind us. "Amy! Don't I even get a tip?"
I instantly flushed in embarrassment. I would never stiff someone. Ever. As I turned hurriedly back, I got confused. We had not actually bought any drinks for ourselves. And I had seen Linda drop a twenty and some ones for the bartender anyway.
Oh...
I met Marla's grinning blue eyes. Fuck it. If I was going to get my tits sucked in a lesbian bar, I might was well make a show of it...
"You were a great bartender, Marla," I said. I shot a quick look at my friends, who were showing that, 'Amy's about to do something outrageous, but what is it?' look. I turned, braced my knee on a barstool and hopped up onto the bar. I started to shove some glasses out of the way, and Marla eagerly cleared space around me. I twisted and lay on my back on the bar top, breasts pointing up, covered in candies. I tugged three off from the usually neglected flank and tucked them one at a time into the space between my tits. The were wolf-whistles through out the now even more quiet room.
"Now that is a fucking tip," Marla laughed, and buried her face down between my tits. The softness of her cheeks against my skin was a novelty. Even an utterly clean-shaven male still has a toughness... a roughness to their cheeks. Not here. Marla's face was so smooth. It felt sexy and fun and... nice. Her tongue rooted around for the candy and I shrugged, grabbing her head and pressing it downward. I rocked my shoulders, giving her a good motorboating for show.
She had a nice tongue. A very nice one.
Not as nice as my middle-aged dude's from earlier, but nice.
Not Todd's by any stretch of the imagination.
I felt Marla crunch the third candy, and she straightened up with a showy gasp. There were cheers. I was helped off the bar by Kerrie and Jenn, and we made our escape.
"Oh my God, I cannot believe that I did that!" Noor said in her lovely foreign accent with always impeccable diction.
"Oh yes you did," Patty said, with a speculative smile on her face. I was definitely going to corner my buddy sometime soon. Before the wedding. And I would ask some questions. Patty had definitely had the most fun in there, and she betrayed no signs of some kind of new awakening...
"What made you do it, Noor?" Kerrie asked, probably still wondering what, beyond alcohol, had made any of us do it.
"I do not know," she replied slowly. "I think I just realized that this would be my one chance to do such a thing, and suddenly decided to take it."
"You could have done more, you know," Patty pressed. "That woman, even with her little girl-toy hottie right there, would have done you in an instant if you'd been down."
"Oh, I don't think so," Noor deflected, skin darkening once more on her face. "And besides, half the women in that bar only wanted Amy," she said, in an alarming effort at deflection.
Everybody laughed at me, except Patty. "Oh, Noor," she said, rubbing her shoulder consolingly, "I hate to tell you this, but the only one of us that every woman in that bar wanted to fuck was you, you little tease."
Noor's eyes went wide. Then she straightened and lifted her chin regally. "Well that is too bad for them then! I am far too busy with cocks to open up a second front in my life, thank you!"
If possible, we all shrieked louder at that than at any other shocker that had happened. It is not that Noor is not as horny as any of us, she certainly is. But she is super concerned about open propriety. That was raunchiest thing she had ever said to us, and I once had dragged a blow by blow description out of her about the minor Bollywood star she had nailed two years ago. A charmingly euphemistic blow by blow, but a blow by blow nonetheless. There had been lots of blows in that meeting...



Noor had just said 'cocks'! Out loud. In public.
Just then, Patty squealed and pointed across the main drag. I recognized the name of one of the fancy, overpriced 'craft' bars she was always yammering about when we first settled on New Orleans.
"Oh come on, Patty," Kerrie moaned.
"Please," Patty wheedled, looking at me, then Linda, then me again. "One drink. I'm buying!"
Oh, well if she was going to be reasonable about it...
We trooped happily over to the place. The sign at the entrance probably cost more than all the furniture in the lesbo bar we had just escaped.
The bouncer stared at us in increasing alarm as we bore down on him. He looked like he was probably an ex-Tulane football player establishing a career in the field he was most qualified for: Being extremely large.
He raised his hands out forbiddingly as we surrounded him.
"Hi there!" Patty chirped, taking the lead. "I know there is a lot of us, but we really want to just have one cocktail. My friend here," she said, pointing at me, "is getting married!"
I backed her play by sticking out my chest and smiling.
"Ladies, I'm sorry," the guy, who had to be our age at most, said in a reluctant tone. "I can't let you in here. We... we have a strict, uh, dress code," he finished in a strangled whisper.
"Of course," Patty wheedled on. "But we all know dress codes are kind of a judgement thing at heart, right? You look like you have excellent judgement," she added, letting her hand drag down his muscular arm.
Poor guy was in anguish. His eyes wanted to ogle all of us at once, but outright drooling over us would have severely undermined the authority of his refusal. "No tee shirts, no cut or torn garments, no shorts... that short," he babbled, desperately reciting rules his under-siege brain was screaming were bullshit.
Now, most of us did not give a shit about drinking in this joint. But not one of us were used to being turned away by doormen! Quite the opposite. He was now... a challenge.
Sixteen tits thrust his way, and eight toothy smiles turned up to eleven.
"Oh, come on and help me out," Linda cooed at him encouragingly. "What kind of maid of honor am I, if I can't get my bachelorette into one of her biggest bucket list bars?" She waved at me.
No way I could lie about this bar being important to me, so I just smiled even more brightly and tugged at my cleavage formed by my impermissibly cut, impermissible anyway, teeshirt.
"Guys, please," he begged us. "Seriously. I wouldn't just get fired for letting you in. My boss would make the next batch of the sausage balls out of my guts!"
I could not believe it. None of us could, as we saw his spine visibly stiffen and his jaw set in resolve.
We, all of us, had been stonewalled... by a doorman! It was an affront.
I mean, we could still have gotten past him. One of us could have blown him while the rest waltzed right in. But that is not how the game is played.
Besides, Patty was the only one of us sufficiently motivated to go for it at the moment, and then we'd be inside and she'd be outside, drinking a different cocktail than she had wanted in the first place.
Plus, he really would have been fired, and none of us would do that to the guy.
But Patty was pissed at him, though her smile of anger suddenly morphed into a smile of evil. "Well, I think we have to respect a guy who is so dedicated," she said softly. "We'll go elsewhere to drink and play Suck for Two Bucks... have you ever heard of it?"
I knew he had read it on our shirts, and the non-terrorized portion of his brain had wondered. He swallowed and shook his head.
"It's a bridal party game," Patty said brightly. "Guys give one of us two bucks, like Amy the bride there," she said, waving toward me. I backed her game with more waving boobage. "Then he gets to suck a candy off her shirt!"
"You should try it," Melody said softly.
Patty quietly shoved two dollars into the bouncer's hand, and everybody stepped back, away from me. I just stayed right in front of him.
He made an abortive attempt to lean forward and I stopped him. "Tut tut! Two dollars?"
He handed me the money just given to him and bent again. He was really tall (as well as wide), bigger even than my and Todd's good buddy Hassan, and he had to bend way over. By the time he bent over far enough to reach my tits, I had to put his hands on my hips for balance.
He looked me in the eyes wildly, and I just said, "Take your pick."
He took a deep breath and delicately, surprisingly delicately for such a behemoth, sucked the green one right off my nipple. Jesus, that nip got so hard, so fast, when he mouthed the candy free of it. I treated his hands on my hips to a slow, seductive shimmy.
It finally occurred to him that his lips were still on my tit, and he jerked upright, his hands yanking off my hips like they were a hot stove. "Uh... great game," he mumbled.
"Bye," I said, giving him a wink before I turned and made sure to bounce my ass at him.
"Too bad you couldn't walk us in," Patty said over her shoulder. "You could have demonstrated the game for everybody with each of us. Ta ta!"
And we all swept away from the most frustrated dude in Nola. My nipples were still hard as rocks. Maybe I would have agreed to blow him, had we wanted to make the play.
Probably not.
I wondered, given my still strong commitment to getting fully wild, why I kept passing on opportunities... especially my bald, fellow First Class passenger.
I realized that with that guy, I was more attracted to him because of personality than anything purely physical. The last thing I was looking for now was a connection, except between body parts.
So why not our poor bouncer? He was just what I wanted, a slab of gorgeous meat whose name I didn't even know.
Eh. I just wasn't feeling it. I was not up to sucking cock in public under any circumstances anyway, I decided. Probably. It was not like I was feeling shy that evening...
What I was definitely interested in was getting to the next bar and getting my aching nipples sucked some more.
In fact, I was feeling distinctly... escalatory at this point.
We soon found a bar that made us all happy. Another off-street dive, this one had an, ahem, co-ed crowd, and wasn't even full. And there was dancing.
The eight of us grabbed wines in the inevitable plastic cups and took over the middle of the floor, laughing and shimmying our asses among the other patrons.
Inevitably, several dudes joined us to try their luck as the songs progressed, but we sent them all packing. Picking up guys in a bar was not the plan, after all.
Then one of them, a decent-looking blonde dude with a sweet smile, made an offer to Linda, who told him no, 'because we are all together,'
"That's cool. What's with the tee shirts though?"
"Oh those," Linda said dismissively over the music. "That's our game tonight. If you give me two bucks, you can suck one of these LifeSavers off my shirt."
He just looked at her. She just grinned at him.
He scrabbled for his wallet. Pulling out two singles, he showed them to her. "Are you serious?" he asked her.
Linda just took the bills from his nearly nerveless hand and stood tall.
He kept his eyes on hers all the way down as he bent, until the last moment, when he looked down to target a candy definitely on her tit, but cautiously clear of her nipplage area. He rested his hands lightly on her hips as he cautiously lipped the candy free, brushing her shirt with his lips as lightly as he could manage.
Touching us was not supposed to be part of the game, but I could see it here, and besides, the whole neighborhood, including us, were getting pretty drunk by now.
"Is this a real game?" the brave guy asked with a smile.
"Sure, all of us are playing," Linda smiled. "And if you go again, remember you don't have to be quite that careful about sucking it off."
The guy looked around, then reached out and grabbed his friend who had his back turned, still trying to chat up Jenn. "Dude!" he yelled. "Give her two bucks."
"Why?"
"Because this," the first dude said handing more ones to Linda. Then he leaned in and did a proper job sucking a candy off the middle of Linda's breast.
The second dude just stared, then looked at Jenn. She just smiled and indicated her shirt.
He almost pantsed himself getting out his wallet, and in a flash was sucking, suckling really, on Jenn's nipple through her shirt. Jenn honestly was the least in demand of all of us in the game that evening, but those she was popular with were really, really into her.
Blonde dude was desperately beckoning to some other friends who had been too shy to try their luck with us before, to come out on the dance floor.
Soon we were mingling with a lot of guys, and we all sort of decided to keep dancing when someone wanted to play. They had to match our gyrations if they wanted to get their lips where they wanted them.
The new rule was one try per. If your lips landed on my rib cage, that was the candy you got.
Inevitably, jostling happened, especially around Kerrie and her boobs. Next thing you know, I caught a big splash of bourbon on my front.
Original blondie, whose bourbon it was, turned to apologize and his eyes widened in commendable apology and flattering fascination. My left breast was soaked, and the fabric displayed my dark, round nipple pressing against the fabric clearly. The LifeSavers on the target had long been removed.
He had already contributed a bunch personally to my coffers, and had been a relentless promoter for us. I decided that a little mistake could be forgiven... sort of.
"Oh man!" I wailed.
"I'm really sorry!" He wailed back.
"Well, don't just stand there, Clumsy," I snapped. "Suck it off before it dries all sticky!"
Plus, he was more than a little cute, now that I really looked at him. I winked at him.
In a flash, I had his mouth clamped down on my tit, sucking bourbon from the fabric.
I just caressed his ears and kept dancing as I guided his head around my front.
As a method for removing liquid moisture from thin cotton, it was remarkably ineffective. But I thought it was awesome. At least, he got to drink a little of what he had spilled.
I did spin away from him before he could fully monopolize me, though that idea was sounding better and better.
"Whoa, Amy!" Jenn said, looking at my still quite transparent shirt. I just shrugged.
My shirt had legitimately half dried when I realized that the only candies I had left on my shirt were not in very tempting locations. We were all running low.
"Linda! Do we have another roll? I'm mostly out," I yelled over the music.
She hauled out our last roll, eyeing my shirt. I was not caring at this point. But it might have been reducing our candy sales, as guys just scoped me, rather than ponying up.
I wandered toward the bar with Linda and Melody. We were all three thirsty. I tried to apply some more LifeSavers, but was frustrated by them all falling right off in my hands. My tape was shot.
"I need some new tape," I grumbled. "Linda, who has the tape?"
"Melody, you have it, right?" Linda asked, turning around.
"Patty used the last of it after some guy bought twenty sucks," Melody said.
Linda slugged back her drink and sighed, "Looks like maybe bedtime then. Big night tomorrow!"
"Hush your mouth," I snorted. "Look you guys, we have spent all night demanding and receiving worship from every guy we encountered."
"And a lot of chicks, too," Melody added.
"Yeah. And I'm not ready to be done quite yet. We still have candies." I turned to the bartender. "Do you have tape?"
"Masking tape, sorry," he said, real regret in his voice.
I swore quietly. Then I had a terrible, wonderful idea. I leaned way over the bar and beckoned the bartender. He approached and I whispered in his ear.
"Fuuuuck," he said. "Yeah, I can make the happen."
I turned back to my buddies. "Tell everybody that the Bachelorette herself is now Suck for Twenty Bucks!"
"You might get a few, Amy," Linda said dubiously.
"Yeah?" I said, pulling my teeshirt right off over my head. "But now it includes a cognac body shot as well as a candy." Then I popped up onto the bar, looked over the room, shook my tits, and woohooed!
Linda shook her head, and caught my eye to evaluate my level of sobriety... or rather my level of drunkenness. And she gave me some rope.
"Hey girls," she called getting my buddies' attention, a lot of other people's too. "The Bride is now Suck and a Body Shot for Twenty Bucks!"
I saw all my buddies rush toward me, both to run interference, and to watch me embarrass myself.
"I'm thirsty. I'll go first," chirped Melody.
I looked at her.
She whispered to me, "I really could use a shot. This'll show the guys what they are getting. And it will drive Patty absolutely nuts."
We shared a grin. It hadn't just been me who was noticing.
"First customer, Juan," I said. I laid down on the bar top and flipped the first candy out of the roll. I licked it, and stuck it atop my bare, erect nipple. I sucked in my stomach, and Juan sluiced a generous pour of Courvoisier into my navel.
Melody handed him a twenty and he put it in a fresh jar. My married buddy leaned over me, sucked the candy extravagantly off my boob, then sucked my navel dry.
She stood back up, threw her hands in the air, and screamed in triumph.
"Oh, for fuck's sake," Patty yelled. Now if she tried it herself, she'd just be copying Melody. Melody and I shared a conspiratorial look.
"That's good Cognac," some guy who thought he was clever said, and stepped up eagerly. Juan extended his hand and he paid up. I popped another candied ring on my tit, and Juan poured.
This was going to be fun.
Linda and Melody flanked me as bodyguards. I appreciated that. I was a little, um, exposed here. Patty and Kerrie stood close as well.
After about three more profitable bodyshots, A guy leaned over to Melody and said, "I'm the Designated Driver. I want the suck without the shot. Think maybe you could help with that?" He held up a ten.
Melody just looked at him coolly, then pulled a candy off her shirt, licked it, then smoothly pulled up her shirt to expose an almost unreasonably cute nipple. She stuck the wet LifeSaver to her nipple and took the ten. The guy leaned over and gently, softly, but very slowly sucked the candy off her tit. He even let his hand cup the breast, giving it a gentle rolling squeeze from below. He stood back up and smiled. "Thank you for supporting safety on our roads," he said solemnly.
Well, that changed things up. The crowd around me got even thicker, and suddenly Melody, Linda, Patty, and Kerrie were all selling ten dollar bare sucks. And now all five of us were getting felt up, just a little, with each round.
Jenn, Paula, and Noor hastily retreated to a booth to watch, and avoid invitations of their own. I occasionally saw them through the crowd, giggling uncontrollably.
Regardless of whatever female predilections Patty may have been previously hiding, she was way into this whole phase of operations. Unlike the other three, Patty was pulling her shirt up to expose both nipples each time. And guys were being invited to give both her tits a little feel. Maybe I had been imagining the lez-curious dynamic.
Then the very next person to step up over me as I lay on the bar was... Patty! She was going to copycat anyway?
"Juan," she said, holding up two twenties. "Want to do shots with me?" Ah, she had figured out her angle...
He looked down at me, I looked at him and approved. Patty, I was less sure about, but here we were. What's a little being a naked serving dish between friends?
I popped out two more candies from my diminishing roll, and stuck them to both my nipples. Juan poured the first shot in my navel. Then he and Patty leaned down simultaneously and mouthed the candies. Patty held his eyes and sucked hard on my nipple, pulling up slightly to tug it upward, stretching out my breast. Juan followed her lead and I gasped in near shock. This was so fucking hot all of a sudden. They both released my nipples with a loud pop, and before he could do anything, Patty leaned forward and kissed him, quickly but comprehensively. Then she bent again and sucked softly at the Cognac in my navel. She straightened up and gestured grandly. Juan poured an extravagant amount for himself. Had I relaxed my stomach at all, much of it would have spilt over my sides. But I somehow controlled my fluttering abdominals, and he bent to suck me dry. His tongue swirled eagerly around in my navel.
Oh shit, I was beginning to consider designs on Juan when I ran out of candies. Especially since he had been the first guy to be a gentleman in a while and not grope me while getting his suck on. Patty had fondled me pretty eagerly...
And I was going to run out of candies soon.
When there were three left, who should appear at the bar than Blondie again. I had thought he had gone. Maybe he had heard and returned. Patty and Kerrie were out. Kerrie had given her last few LifeSavers to Melody, who along with Linda were still guarding me and taking a few last offers.
"I'll have a double," Blondie said, smiling blandly down at me. I found myself smiling back eagerly. Too bad, Juan.
I thumbed out two candies and let the wrapper with the last one fall behind the bar. "All out after this," I said to Juan, but especially to Blondie. He and I traded a private grin. "Make it count," I told him sternly. I licked both candies and stuck them firmly to my pointy little nipples.
Blondie handed over two twenties and bent over me. His hands came up and pressed gently against the outside of both tits, thrusting the nipples higher. He gently licked first one, then the other without dislodging either. He clasped his lips so damned gently around the far nipple and twiddled the candy around in his mouth, its tumbling hardness bumping into my nipple occasionally, sending a few quality gasps from my lips.
He rose slightly, and I heard him crunch the first one.
Then he bent straight back down, even his restraint reaching its limits. I rolled my torso as he sucked the candy swiftly free and just outright nursed on me, his hands outright groping both tits.
"Shot time," said Melody sternly, from beside my head. He looked up at her with a mischievous grin. Juan poured the first shot. Goldie looked down at my navel, making me wait with my stomach held in, the delicious asshole. As he bent, he left the one hand still on my tit, but slid the other down to the bare skin of my thigh just below my shorts. As he began to noisily slurp the shot off me, his hand on my leg slid up the inside of my thigh, moving over my shorts.
I felt Linda's hand gently rest atop his, and slowly lift it back down onto my bare skin. She did not take his hand off my leg, she just moved it to where I could probably maintain control. He left both hands where they now were, and nodded for his second shot. Juan jealously poured him a second one. Full points, Juan didn't stint on portions.
Both Blondie's hands slid free of my body on their own, and I saw him fold them behind his back, while he sucked the second shot very slowly out of my belly. I flexed my stomach up toward him and he had to guzzle quick to keep the last bit from spilling. He looked up at me as he rose, glaring at my dirty pool. I grinned back and started to sit up. "And with that, I am out of..."
"Wait," Blondie said swiftly, holding up a hand but not quite pushing me back down on the bar top. I lay back anyway. "Before you get up, I need to buy you a drink. What do you think, bartender? A MIM Margarita?"
"What's that?" I asked, intrigued. And also thirsty.
"Mix in your mouth," Juan said with a grin of his own, suddenly brandishing a bottle of tequila in one hand and a bottle of sour mix in the other. "Open wide," he added. "Half or full shot?" he added, much more quietly.



"Full," I said firmly. His gaze told me that was a lot. My gaze told him to get on with it. And I opened wide.
Juan upended both bottles over my mouth, and powerful goodness filled it. I swallowed instantly to make a little more room, and as soon as Juan pulled the bottles away, I closed my mouth and swallowed fully.
"Wow," said Juan.
"Yeah," Goldie echoed. "You can really swallow." He sounded actually impressed, not making a double-entendre. So I did it for him. "I most certainly can," I said, then sat up decisively. "Shirt please," I said, and Linda held mine out. She pulled a few reserve candies from it for herself and Melody as she handed it over. I tugged it back on and hopped off the bar.
I pressed up against Goldie and quietly asked. "Want to see how well I really swallow?"
He gulped. I did not wait for an answer, just taking his hand and pulling him toward the back of the bar.
I glanced reassuringly at Linda and Melody. They let me go, bless them.
The next thing Goldie knew, I was shoving him in through the door to a single-occupant rest room. It wasn't even disgusting in there. Miracles happen.
During my time on the bar top, as my pussy throbbed and throbbed with desire and arousal, I had resolved that I was not going to come tonight myself, even by my own hand. That was reserved for as much as I could get the next night. But this night I was damned if I was not going to suck one cock, and drink and possibly feel some cum spray my body. That would be my nightcap. Blondie won the lottery, since First Class guy had disappeared.
Locking the door, I tugged my shirt back off and put down the full lid on the potty, sitting on it regally. "Drop your pants," I commanded. I don't think he had been ready for that, at least as an order.
"Drop your pants," I ordered again. "If your dick is nice enough, I'm going to show you how I swallow."
Goldie dropped his pants compliantly.
It was certainly nice enough. Not Todd's masterpiece, but it was a respectable length, probably six full, and had the most intriguing curve to it. If I were to fuck him, which I was not going to do, it would have probably hit all the right spots inside me.
"That will do nicely," I said. "Come hither."
He shuffled before me, pants falling the rest of the way to his ankles. I reached out and grasped his cock softly, but with what guys usually viewed as authority. I gave him a big, slobbery lick or two, then pointed it at my chest and pressed it into my flesh, bumping it deliciously back and forth over my nipples. Goldie groaned massively.
"You like my tits, don't you?" I asked.
"Oh God, yes."
"I'll bet you'd like to come on them."
"Please!" he moaned.
"Too bad," I said sadly, still rubbing his dick over my boobs. "You will have to settle for coming in my mouth. Is that okay, or are you just going to take your toy and go home?" I asked at seeing his initially crestfallen expression.
He merely nodded eagerly, and gasped, "Please, God, yes. I'm quite happy with that!"
He was going to be a damned sight more than just 'quite happy'...
I bent and wrapped my lips around his silky hardness, sucking from the start as I drew him into my mouth. I grabbed a hand and placed it on my breast as I worked my tongue around his cock. He had nice long arms that made it so he didn't have to lean too far over.
This guy was just instinctively handsy with tits, but just as instinctively gentle, so the balance was awesome.
I wanted this dick between my legs. I thought about that as I lavished it with care and stimulation. I could stand up and bend over that seat, produce one of the condoms I had in my clutch and just have him fuck me silly. My pussy throbbed at the thought.
I just sucked harder, bobbing faster on this spiffy phallus. My fingers cradled his balls and teased at his ass. Getting fucked had been a distinct possibility when the evening began. But getting fucked was specifically not the plan that had flowered in my brain as this evening had progressed.
Tonight was about making men weep with desire. Make them view me as an unattainable goal. Soon, that is what I would be in all ways. Tonight I got to really revel in the power of it all, giving them just enough to gnash their teeth. And keep the rest just out of reach.
Even Goldie here, getting pretty damn near my best effort in cocksucking, desperately wanted more. He probably still hoped he could fuck my tits. He definitely was thinking about fucking my pussy.
He would Hope. In. Vain.
But he was still going to come, and thoroughly. And sooner than he probably wanted, now that I cruelly thought about it. I was sure he wanted to luxuriate in what I was doing to him. So I jacked him furiously, slobbering as hard as I could to make his shaft deliriously slick. My tongue lashed him. I sucked at him. I reached to grasp his hand, crushing it into my breast.
"Oh shit, oh shit," Goldie sobbed. "This is too much. You're amazing. But I'm gonna cum already," he protested.
Eeeeeexcellent.
I refused to let up, lifting my face just barely long enough to croon, "Come for me baby, fill my mouth and let me show you how I swallow."
I barely had my mouth back around him before he gave me quite a challenge in the swallowing department. I had to pull almost all the way off his dick to make enough room in my mouth to be able to swallow it before it could seep out the sides of my still eagerly bobbing mouth.
But I kept in every drop.
"Augh!" Goldie gasped, stumbling away to lean on the sink, his literally delicious member sagging already.
I rose and stood beside him, and opened my mouth to show I'd made it all go away, and none was on my lips. His eyes were wild, and despite his just finished release, I could see he still wanted me.
"I will think of you on my wedding night," I lied, and slipped on my shirt. I then blew him a kiss and slipped out, to rejoin my friends in their booth so we could get out of there.
But I ended up in that booth for fifteen more awkward minutes, waiting while Linda and Kerrie finished up with the guys they had dragged off for various acts of debauchery themselves.
I considered getting a drink, but then found out that Juan had gotten over his disappointment about me rapidly, since it was he that Kerrie had dragged away to another restroom. Hie relief bartender was not nearly handsome enough to go flirt with. I didn't really need the drink.
I worried that someone might have burst a bladder while the three of us were repurposing the bathrooms as sex huts, all at the same time.
When Kerrie finally returned, apparently fucked out of her mind, we headed for the exit.
"Wait!" Juan called out, chasing after us. He had half the cash from the jar we set up at the end. It was a shitload.
"Thank you, Juan!" I said. I meant it. He could probably have kept it all and we'd have never noticed, as much other cash as we had accumulated. "That deserves an extra tip," I said, and laid a huge one on his lips holding him against me firmly, pressing my tits against him.
When I broke free, Linda tipped him too. Then Patty. All of us tipped him. Paula actually groped his bulge quite openly while she kissed him. Kerrie looked like she was about to climb back aboard his cock right there, but he gasped that he still had two and a half hours on his shift, and he really needed this job. She pouted prettily, but let him go.
"You had fun, I see," I told her drily as we walked down the still half-busy street.
"You chose poorly between him and Blonde Boy, I'm betting," Kerrie said. "That was an E-Ticket ride my friend."
Linda looked smug about whomever she had gone off with, but just asked me, "And how was Mr. Blonde?"
"He tasted awesome," I said mildly.
"And the rest of him?"
"That's it, just the blowjob," I said mildly. That got me some looks that were dubious in various ways.
As we weaved the final few blocks back, I whispered in Linda's ear, "Who'd you find to go abandon us for?"
She looked slyly back at me. "First Class Guy," she giggled. I stared at her open mouthed. "And he was definitely First Class..."
----------
Amy and her friends were prolific in New Orleans. They require two parts to tell the tale. Check back soon for night two. And please let me know how you like Todd and Amy, and if you can tell where this is going...
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This is the fourth part of a series that starts with Monogamish--The Courtship. I hope you will enjoy it. If you finish this installment, you know the drill: vote, favorite, and especially comment, please. All the time-wasting BS you hear at the start of every YouTube video...
As always, I aspire to make my stories merely plausibly ridiculous, or maybe ridiculously plausible. Either way, this ain't real life, so don't lecture me on realism. I just hope that, given these two highly-improbable characters, you will feel like the ride makes some semblance of sense.
----------
MONOGAMISH -- The Bachelorette Party, Day 2
----------
The next morning was... non-existent. I woke up at 11:25, and I may have been the first among us to arise.
I took a long shower and brushed my teeth twice. I took my vitamins, took some Advil, did my face... and brushed my teeth again. Linda joined me in the bathroom, naked, and took a shower longer than mine.
"A fucking hickey?" I asked, looking her over in the shower. She blearily flipped me off. My balding man must have been amazing for Linda to let him mark her.
Getting Patty and Jenn out of their room took some doing, and we were not assembled in the lobby before almost 1:30. We fortunately found a beignet shop that understood everybody is hungover every day in the French Quarter, and served those tasty treasures until three in the afternoon. We feasted desperately, after flirting with the counter guy.
Then we took a carriage ride around, and flirted with the driver.
Then we did a museum tour, and flirted with the cute docent.
Then we went to another hotel, got on a fucking carousel that rode around a bar, and had a hair of the dog. And flirted with the bartenders.
Dinner was everything Patty could want, and everything my tummy needed. It was a huge, elaborate meal in many small courses, and with fancy, delicious cocktails which were all very small, so we weren't getting too drunk, too early.
By eight o'clock, we were back at our hotel and inventorying our stuff for the evening. Everything was in place. We had huge tubs of ice, courtesy of the hotel, some beer, more wine, and lots of Cognac and Tequila. There was the music we wanted. There were party horns and other ridiculous shit like that. Indulgent sweets, and salty snacks.
And condoms. Plenty of condoms.
"Are you sure you are going to need those after all, Miss I Didn't Fuck the Tasty Blonde Beach Boy, Even Though We Were Naked and He Was Gagging For It?" Linda taunted.
"Last night, for me, was about making them want what they couldn't have," I said loftily. "Tonight... tonight is about me getting comprehensively off, because yesterday made me unbearably horny."
"And," I added, "neither of us got completely naked, and in his case, I genuinely regret that."
"Seriously?" Paula shouted at the ceiling. "We are done, and all ready. But our party favors don't arrive until ten, and it is still only 8:15!?!"
And that is how the eight of us ended up playing Cosmic Encounter (with expansions). Paula had brought it, thinking that morning was going to be a good time to play it. Hah. Mornings don't exist in Nola...
At 10:05, Noor won. The bitch. Three whole minutes later, Linda's phone rang.
"Showtime," she said, hanging up.
I found myself hyperventilating. I had been keeping this party in the back of my mind for weeks before this weekend. I had a plan. I was both totally stoked and... terrified.
All of us were, I realized. And that relaxed me. We knew what we were signing up for. We had discussed it in advance. Once everyone had fully grasped that I was serious about maybe getting laid, and certainly getting completely raunchy otherwise at my party, well, everyone else kind of wanted in as well. Except Melody, of course, though even she still intended to have fun. This party could get out of control. This party was basically designed to get out of control.
So here was our big splurge for the whole weekend: We had booked four buff male strippers for the whole night, until three am. For just the eight of us. We wanted to make sure there would be enough, um, results to go around.
It had taken some real work to ensure that we had exactly what we were looking for. Linda dug and dug, and dodged a whole lot of porn on the internet before we found just the right service, one that would provide us guys like we wanted, who were also of pre-negotiated virtue. I had helped her in the end, but that had been mostly the hard slog of drooling over pictures of individual performers... Linda was a great Maid of Honor. She had even had to argue with the lady who did the booking that yes, we wanted four guys, yes, for that long, yes, just for eight of us.
The woman had at last sighed and said, "You girls a horny bunch, yah."
"You have no idea," Linda had replied.
I took my seat in the chair we had decorated like a silly throne, while the rest of my 'court' spread out around the room. Linda went through the door to the connecting room where Noor and Paula were staying. The dancers would come there first, to get dressed. Noor and Paula had stuck all their valuables in our safe earlier. Gotta be secure...
I snorted to myself as I noted how all of us had dressed. You might think we'd have put on our sexiest outfits, and while what we were all wearing was sexy enough, we had all independently focused on choosing clothes that... could come off or be at least dislodged easily.
I had a red, wrap-around dress, in a lightweight rayon that clung to me and made it clear when I walked that sexy underwear had been an unneeded item.
Linda, who had just come back through the connecting door with a wide-eyed smile and two thumbs up, sported a flirty white skirt so short that while we were sitting around playing the game, I got several indications she wasn't wearing panties either. She paired it with a green strapless bustier that pushed her already nice girls up to even better effect.
Kerrie had a blue pullover with a neckline that plunged all the way below her breasts, and a black leather skirt with a bold, gold zipper that run down the back.
Patty, Jenn, and Noor were similarly attired, though I was little surprised at the bare-midriff halter top Noor was rocking. She usually dresses a lot more demurely, which hardly matters since I know she is good at getting out of most any clothing quite skillfully. I love Noor. She is such a study in contrasts.
Paula stood out. She had been pretty chill during last night's Tour de Boobs. She'd had plenty of takers, of course--she is well put together after all. But she had been pretty passive. Tonight she was wearing what could only be described as a stripper outfit herself. It was a body-hugging neon green dress made out of... nothing but fine, elastic mesh. Yeah, like, 50% opaque at most, mesh. You could see her dark, oblong nipples right through it. I had previously been unaware that Paula had dark, oblong nipples. Under, all she had on was a matching neon green thong, of the smaller variety of thong.
"I can't believe you wore that," Linda exclaimed, not displeased, just... maybe a little jealous.
"I can't believe I even brought it," Paula blushed. "But my friend Willa dared me. I fucking sure was not intending to wear it. But after last night..."
"The strippers are bloody well going to want to pay you to take that off," Linda scoffed.
"I doubt they are going to have to," taunted Patty.
Melody was the true exception in her wardrobe, just as I had expected. She wore tight, form-fitting jeans. Her hips and legs were pretty hot in them, but those jeans would not come off easily, which was okay, as I doubted Melody had any intention of letting them. Up top, she wore a matching blue denim long-sleeved shirt, with the tails tied up under her chest, and only one button buttoned, showing off some extensive creamy cleavage. I was a little surprised at how much skin she was showing...
Just as Linda came back in from letting our stars into their dressing room, Melody hauled a fat packet out of her purse and announced, "This is my contribution to the festivities." We looked on as she opened the packet and started producing stacks of cash, tossing one to each of us! "Fifty bucks each," she said proudly.
"Melody, that is awesome," Linda said. "Thank you. But we already have the tip built in and..."
"Tut, and indeed, tut," Melody said imperiously. "When you youngsters are as old as I am, and have gone to as many strip clubs, you will know that you can't have strippers without singles. It's Newton's Wife's Second Law of Nature, or something."
Melody, while a year ahead of me in school, was barely nine months older. And I was less than nine months older than Jenn, the youngest among us. The Melody Is Old routine was a fairly recent running gag.
"Wait," Paula interjected. "I thought Robert was in trouble for going to a strip club."
"He's not in trouble for that. I've been to clubs with him a couple of times. In fact, that is probably why I'm here getting my tits sucked, instead of crying at my mom's house, or plotting with my lawyer." She leaned forward. "I really believe that he didn't get laid there. Robert has terrible game with strippers. I've seen it. Even the last time we went, when I guarantee you there were two of them at least that would have happily fucked him in that private room, even with me right there, and yet he had zero chance of closing the deal."
"Wha?" Kerrie asked, thumbing through the crisp Washingtons in her packet.
"Besides, I think it is really hot watching some other babe crawl all over him," Melody admitted. "I mean, I would... probably not have let either of those skanks actually fuck him, but it was so hot watching them dance around the subject." She sat back and thought a moment. "When he's finally paid off that card balance, I'll probably take him back again. Strip clubs might become of Our Thing, in the future."
"Well, if you want someone to crawl all over your hottie husband without impacting your bank balance, I'm available," Paula quipped. Paula had really eaten her Wheaties that morning.
"Hands off!" Melody laughed, then sobered. "Seriously, it is hot if they are strangers, but someone we both love like you? No. Thank. You. You'd creep me out, babe."
"I can't see it," I said firmly.
"You do know what Todd is up to, possibly at this exact second?"
"Yep! And I hope she's got Kerrie-level hooters and a twat like a vise," I laughed back. "But I can't imagine wanting to watch it. Just like I wouldn't want him seeing me this evening." We all looked at the safe where our iPhones were all secured.
There was a knock at the door, and I took a deep breath. I heard others being taken too.
Linda bounced back up and swung our door inward. "Please come in, gentlemen!" she said with a smile.
The four guys swept into the room with huge, handsome smiles, atop huge, handsome bodies. There is a certain kind of guy who professionally takes off his clothes for horny women. He tends to mainline creatine and live at the gym. We had selected four guys who were not exceptions. They rolled into the room in a row, moving to take up most of the remaining space in the center, all smiles. They looked around swiftly, clearly good at quickly reading a crowd.
And they all paused just a barely perceptible hair.
First, even though they knew there were only supposed to be eight of us, I still think they were surprised we had not added women. Second, I doubt they often had an audience as uniformly good-looking as we. I'm not being arrogant. I know how hot my friends are. Half of New Orleans had clearly been of the same opinion the night before.
"Ladies," began the tallest and slenderest of the quartet, clearly the spokesman and MC. Slender was a very relative term for these guys. Every one of them was a cup size or two bigger than Jenn. Sorry, Jenn, but it's the truth. Any of them could have been patron saint of the benchpress. "I am Dallas. And I think we can all see who the bachelorette is," he added. Then he came over, lifted my hand and kissed it. None of them wore much in the way of shirts, and Dallas wore none. He did wear a pair of loose cotton pants under a set of extravagantly frilly chaps and cowboy boots. The only parts of the pants that were tight were across his muscular butt, and in the front, where it strained to contain... a whole lot.
"You are Amy, correct?" he asked me softly. He had a nice voice. He stepped back and to the side. "Let me introduce my friends. This is Antonio," he said, and Antonio stepped forward, the most powerful-looking of them all, though that was hard to tell for sure, as he wore a full set of baggy camos, with combat boots. I noticed the boots had no laces... for easy removal. Antonio sauntered up to me in a most unmilitary manner and caressed my hand before kissing it. Then he stepped back, turning to approvingly survey my 'court'.
"Next is our security detail, Officer Biggins," Dallas said with a smirk. Officer Biggins was our fake cop. His outfit was possibly a real cop uniform, bought from a real equipper, as it was very sharp and convincing. It also fitted him well, with the black pants betraying solid legs, while fitting comfortably, tight only across the ass. The uniform blouse had a real-looking badge, but clearly fake patches, and he wore it completely unbuttoned in a most non-regulation fashion, framing the most amazingly carved abs. All four men had a six-pack (I was assuming Antonio had a six pack under that came shirt), but Officer Biggins had a shrink-wrapped six-pack of tall boys. He topped his look with a crisp, absolutely real, peaked, cop hat and mirrored Ray-Bans.
"I've secured the perimeter, ma'am," Biggins said. "You are all safe, and we won't be disturbed."
"I'm getting a little disturbed already," Paula joked. The other three guys smiled at that, but Biggins apparently was a method actor and maintained his stony expression.
"And finally, our new guy, Rex," finished Dallas. Rex was younger than the others, probably almost as young as all of us, and dressed as... a male stripper. He had on tight leather shorts that showed off his rock-hard ass and impressive frontal contents even more tightly than Dallas's, with a black mesh tank top. He had a narrower waist and hips than the other four guys, but his shoulders were enormous and cut to perfection.
Rex extravagantly sank to one knee before me, took my hand and bent to kiss it. The way one of his fingers tickled my palm while his tongue discreetly lavished the back of my hand reassured me that these guys knew exactly what they were here for. But his voice was that an innocent babe in the woods as he earnestly told me, "I hope I do okay for you and your friends, Amy. Be sure to tell me exactly what you want me to do, and I'll do my very best!"
Oh, Rex showed a lot of promise. Most of my friends seemed to think so too. Of course, all the guys showed promise--that was why Linda and I had selected them. That, and we had gone for a minimum of tattoos. Jenn was just going to have do without. Her last two boyfriends had both been tatted up.
Aside from the married Melody, and the engaged me, only Linda and Paula so much as had an interesting man in their lives right then, and both of them still firmly considered themselves free agents. These guys were entering a lioness's den.
"If you're ready for us to start?" Dallas asked me, and I grinned while making a royal gesture of ascent. Antonio pressed play on their huge karaoke-style music player, and a rich, thumping base song, I honestly don't remember what it was, began.
This was not a choreographed dance number. These men were not a regular team, after all. I imagine they usually worked solo, but had a program stencil for when they teamed up. They each just did their own thing, bumping and grinding all around the circle of their audience, each taking a moment during the song to look into the eyes of each of us, and trade a quiet remark or two, getting all our names.
My approval of Rex grew when he came around during the song, He had very nice eyes, with an innocent expression that somehow revealed a smoldering undertone.
Antonio seemed to do little for me, on the other hand. Of course, I still had the least good look at his bod out of all them, but he just seemed a little too... nice? No. Actually, he seemed a little too intelligent. I felt like he might be someone I'd enjoy bullshitting with about cars or some shit. I didn't need a friend tonight. Didn't want one. I was still curious about what his cock might look like, and possibly even taste like...
Dallas, though looking nothing like Todd, was still the most like Todd in body style. Again, I was not looking for a Todd Alternative, I was looking for not-Todd. On the other hand, he did look like he was packing like a steamer trunk. And tonight was about raw physicality, right?
Officer Biggins's gaze went straight into my eyes and down to my crotch. My, he was beautifully sculpted. And he subtly looked like he was particularly eager to make my acquaintance. Good for him. I found myself eager to make his.
As I looked around when none of them was in front of me, I found it interesting and a relief that each of my friends looked like they were reacting to each guy differently. I wondered if this little roundabout intro dance was so that they could figure out who reacted best to which of them. Were they that smart?
Probably.
When the first song ended, three guys stepped back to a gap in our circle and stood there flexing and looking at all of us, while Antonio strutted into the center of the room. He flexed and posed, and undulated his body like a python for a short while, then grabbed the bill of his kind of mushroom-topped, camouflage, Army ball cap-type hat, and tossed it to Patty, who squealed happily as she caught it.
Yeah, Patty was one of us who was into him, and he had already figured that out. He didn't go right to her, though. Instead, he approached me first. "Want to help me with my costume change?" he asked me, holding out the bottom of his uniform shirt, flaring the lower buttons at me.
I played along and started undoing the buttons from the bottom, opening the first three while his hips thrust at me in time with the music. A seriously powerful abdomen peeked through. The next button interestingly was sewn on with different color thread, but Antonio bumped and humped away before I could put my hands on it. He shook his ass and glanced over his shoulder at me as he moved on to Kerrie, who also seemed a fan. He spread his knees out wide and bent them in front of her, rocking his hips, and leaned in to let her start opening more buttons on his uniform, from the top down this time.
When she got to that last button, Antonio bounded up again. He oiled his way back into the center for the room and tore the uniform the rest of the way open, sending the last button flying as the thread broke. He spun slowly around so we could all see him, and he flexed the shirt off some seriously burly shoulders, then entirely free, whipping it around. Wow, did he have some guns. His upper arms were bigger than most buff guys' thighs. He tossed the shirt aside, not so incidentally landing it at Patty's feet, who scooped it up enthusiastically, and then he circled while doing body-builder poses.
Then he rocked his way over in front of Melody, who seemed into him, though not to the extent of Paula or Kerrie. "Ma'am," he said in military cadence, "it is critical to the mission that you undo the button on my trousers!"
"Oh-rah," Melody answered, and reached out both hands to his waist and unbuttoned it. Then she dragged both hands down the front of his pants, then back up to reach for his zipper.
Antonio stepped back playfully. "Negative ma'am! Not yet," he said with a straight face that fooled no one.



"Are you sure?" Melody asked, producing her bundle of ones and peeling several off to wave at him.
Antonio was getting paid more than enough tonight to make a couple dollars tip not mean much, but he looked happy to use the money as a prop and play along. "Well, ma'am," he said, humping back a little closer while doing an incredibly muscular The Thinker pose. "I suppose I could ask my superiors, but..."
"Are you really sure?" Melody said, and proceeded to stuff the cash into her deep cleavage.
That move actually caught Antonio a little off guard, and was enough to make him go off script. He bent way down, shaking his ass for the rest of us while he lowered his face against the money. He proceeded to roll his head around against her tits with genuine relish, then popped up with the bills caught in his teeth! Melody laughed and reached out to tug the zipper down triumphantly.
Of course Sergeant Antonio would have a red, white, and blue, star and sequin-spangled jock strap under his pants! He did back away more decisively this time, before Melody could make a grab for that.
He dropped the cash in the center of the floor while he flexed in a circle as his pants started to slide down. He stepped easily out of his combat boots, then just as easily out of the pants. His legs were as jacked as his arms. His bare ass was smooth, round, and flexed like steel balloons.
To be clear, he didn't wear a g-string. He wore an honest-to-god jock strap. It was just covered in 'Murican flag sequins.
To be clear. Killer ass. You could bounce a quarter off that ass. You could bounce a baseball off it.
"One more thing!" caroled out Paula.
He turned and looked at her with a brilliant smile. "Oh, what's that, beautiful?"
Paula just waved a fat wad of ones.
Antonio rocked his way over to her, thrusting his hips in her direction.
Sucker.
Once he got close enough, Paula jammed all the ones down into the front of his jock strap. Along with her entire hand. She looked up at him and grinned, though her eyes then got wide.
Antonio, just smiled at her, and wiggled his hips. Then he reached into there with one hand, grasping hers, and pushed the jock strap down with the other. We all stared at Paula, with her hand clasping his just now hardening but already impressive cock.
And she lost her nerve, letting go and giggling uncontrollably. Antonio stepped back, his bobbing cock not exactly placid. Paula's dollars fell to the ground. There were appreciative gasps around the circle.
Paula was a pussy. She had chickened out. I decided I would ride her mercilessly for it someday. But not this day.
Antonio actually retreated pretty swiftly himself, moving back to his buddies as his song ended. He was handed a huge beach towel to wrap around his naked lower body, and he posed as his song ended.
Officer Biggins went next, then Maxie, and finally Dallas. The individual dances served to get them each down to a much better wardrobe level, as far as we were concerned. Biggins ended up wearing nothing but his hat and glasses. Maxie was stone naked. I had had a, ahem, hand in that... There were a fair number of dollar bills thrown around, but again, not meaningful tips, they were just excuses for some interaction, to get our hands on the dancers bodies, and their hands and faces on ours.
When Dallas suddenly ripped his trousers, which turned out to be breakaways, free, he danced before us in cowboy boots, his very non-concealing chaps, and cowboy hat. His minimalist black banana hammock was displaying an already quite interested banana inside, covered but not concealed.
He teased us all with dancing toward the large towel offered by Max, but Kerrie shrieked, "No!" She waved a huge fistful of mangled ones at Dallas. He smiled, having been waiting for something like that, I was sure. He danced back over to her in motions like an exaggerated horseback ride, and humped his crotch toward her face.
After he was done with that, he unsnapped the waistband on one side of the thong, and the minuscule covering was just held up by his still growing erection. He turned his other hip, with the remaining catch toward Kerrie, indicating she should shove the money in there, releasing it.
But Kerrie yanked the bills away teasingly. "Drop 'em, cowboy," she caroled.
Did I mention that by this time, we had killed most of the chardonnay we had, and were starting to get into the liquor? I was surprised at first at how randy everybody was getting. Even Noor has flashed Max when he dove in for a tip she had placed on her lap. But I did not think it was the booze. That helped of course, but we were all so incredibly wound up after the prior night's hours upon hours of sexual teasing in public, that now, in private and in the company of four cartoon-hot hunks who were... explicitly at our disposal, things where breaking out hard.
Dallas grinned and tore the g-string away. Jesus, he was hung. Long, but even fatter than he was long, he was straight, with a mighty vein running up the length of his rock-hard erection. Kerrie gasped, along with the rest of us, but Dallas's eyes were locked on her. His dancing diminished to a tiny rocking of his hips, bouncing that telephone pole before her. He grinned and stuck out his hand for the cash.
Kerrie teased him, reaching forward, then pulling it away. When he lunged for it, she shrieked and jammed every bill in a wad down into her cleavage. It was like a bouquet of greenbacks nestling between those tits of hers.
Dallas looked at the money and Kerrie looked back with a challenge in her eyes. She wanted him to dive in there and bite the money free. He knew it. And his eyes narrowed.
He leaned forward and caressed Kerrie's cheek with his thumb. Her eyes sparkled. She shook her chest a little bit, promising a motor boating to highlight his evening. But Dallas grabbed the base of his cock and pushed it into the very base of Kerrie's sluttily deep neckline. He slipped his whole cock in and up between her tits, then backed away quickly, digging all the cash out and free into the air with the move.
"Whoa! Nice," came a voice. I realized it had been Rex. Most of us girls just laughed and clapped. Kerrie just pressed her hand into her cleavage and smiled at Dallas, wide-eyed.
Dallas just turned and moseyed slowly back to his crew, who handed him his own towel.
The music paused at the end of Dallas's number. Our four entertainers posed for us and we applauded.
"Anybody ready for some individual attention?" Dallas asked in a drawl.
Oh, we were all ready for some individual attention. We all hooted and hollered and waved at them for attention. They all looked at me, then they all looked away at one or another of my friends.
Fucking teases.
On the other hand, I got to watch for a song or two while I learned their preferred MOs.
They were all mostly the same set of moves, though their personalities made the similar things they did look quite different. But every routine usually started with some grinding thrusts out in front of whomever a guy was concentrating on, He would usually turn then, and rub his ass against her thighs and even crotch, giving her a chance for some literal grab-ass. Then he'd turn again, but close up this time, and grind some more, sometimes right against her chest.
By the first song, every dick had been given at least a few strokes, probably more.
During the second song, after Paula had practically screamed for Antonio to come dance for her, he was rubbing his now very hard, very impressive cock against the mesh of her dress, hard. All of a sudden, Paula pushed him away, hard. He stumbled back, a frown creasing his brow. His hands started to come up apologetically for doing what she had wanted, but Paula ignored that. She just jumped to her feet and did her own stripperish twirl of her hips and undulation of her torso and she worked her dress off over her head! 50% transparent became 100% not there, and Paula's tits bobbled as they slid free.
She instantly sat back down and beckoned for Antonio to return.
"You fucking go, girl," Melody and I both shouted at the same time.
Antonio needed no coaxing and swayed forward to press his cock right between Paula's naked boobs. He twisted his hips back and forth to rub it all over both bouncy dollops, and Paula in turn twisted her shoulders to rub said dollops on Antonio's cock.
Whatever the circumstances of why they were here, Antonio was clearly having an awesome fucking time!
They all were, actually. And I think it surprised even them a little at how much.
Officer Biggins was dancing for Noor. She was sitting forward in her chair as he swayed before her. Unlike the rest of the group, she was keeping her hands firmly on her thighs, though she did not lean away when the cop frisked her tits with his 'baton'. He continued to dance, facing her, and Noor stared at the cock bouncing before her like a mongoose eyeing a cobra. It was not a scared expression. Mongooses are above cobras on the food-chain.
Noor's hand slowly rose and Biggins slowed his movements. She extended a single finger and stroked it slowly up the underside of his shaft. She left it, just supporting the tip.
"Grab him, Noor!" Jenn hooted, her hand currently doing just that with Rex's lovely offering. But Noor flinched away from the attention, not the cock. Officer Biggins glowered at Jenn. "Nothing to see here, Ma'am," he said. Then he grabbed his huge towel and pulled it around his back. His hands pulled the corners out wide in front of him, making a screen that concealed him from mid-back down to the knees, and everything in front of him. This included all but the top of Noor's head... A head that promptly disappeared downward.
A general oohing took place. "Whatcha doing down there, Noor?" Jenn teased again.
Noor's elegant right hand shot up above the towel, throwing Jenn the bird. Her head did not reappear. Biggins's own head lolled back briefly, and his hips' gyrations grew markedly smaller in scale.
Then Noor sat back in her chair and Biggins stepped away, letting the towel fall free. She had taken a taste and he'd been given one. His unsatiated cock glistened. He grinned.
I rose from my seat and imperiously beckoned Rex. He danced my way obediently, as he had promised. I just reached around behind him, grabbed his tight, fine ass and said, "Dance with me."
He was more than happy to oblige and we pretty much just writhed against each other for a few moments, his hard dick pressing against my belly through my thin dress. I spun around in his embrace and mashed my ass against that rod. I pulled his hands up to my tits and we swayed some more. Then I grabbed one of his hands off my breast and slid it down to the bow that was all that fastened my wraparound dress closed.
Smart boy. He tugged at the bow and my garment sagged open. His hands and cock had already perceived I was without anything underneath, but once the dress was undone, his hand swiftly moved back up to cup a now naked breast. His other hand flicked the dress open and he was pretty much dry-humping me from behind, hands on both my tits. I tugged the dress to the side and out from between us. Now it was a bit wetter hump, as I could feel just a trace of precum from his own excitement smearing on and above my ass.
I finally sat back down and pulled him to his knees after me. I pulled the back of his head toward me and he feasted on a nipple. It sent shivers through my body, even hotter than anything anyone had done the day before, even if he was not quite as good at sucking tit as my balding fellow flyer. When I released the back of his head, he went to rise and present himself to me.
But that was not the plan. I froze him with a raised finger before he could get up, and then languidly draped a calf over his shoulder. He looked down at the damn near swamp that was glistening between my legs and got the picture of what I wanted. He bent further as I draped my other leg over him, and indeed gave me what I had asked for.
So obedient.
With Rex's tongue delving into me, I for some reason became the center of attention, dress fully open, tits out, and a handsome guy making me squirm and moan by feasting on my twat with no concealing towel. It was inexplicable, right?
Everybody but Paula was watching me, and that was because her head had disappeared into one of those towel screens, this time held by Dallas. He actually even kept sneaking glances my way, though Paula was demanding his attention pretty energetically, to all appearances.
Geez, Paula. It was a little early to actually get one of these guys to come, wasn't it? But Paula was on some kind of bender, even more than the rest of us. Even me.
It occurred to me that all the guys, including Rex for that matter, all seemed a little bit surprised at how we were acting with them. Not shocked really, just like someone encountering something that was unexpected and unusual, but not unprecedented.
Everything about our party parameters, we had been told, was unusual, of course. Barely 65% of the service's private shows included the Full Monty. Most of those only allowed a little touching, if that. A ladies' choice show like we had required was a true rarity, though the booker had laughed that such cost less than they might have, because the guys tended to view some of their compensation as being in kind...
But it was apparent to me that parties like ours usually involved a lot of dick sucking, but little to no twat licking. I held off the inevitable result of Rex's good work by trying to figure out why. Because he was doing good work, and I wanted the experience to last.
I guessed that deep down, sucking dick, even submissively, even roughly, is about control. Mostly, it is about making the guy focus on you in a unique and gratifying way. And a woman can end it instantly. She just needs to straighten up.
But being licked off? A woman's body is built to take a little rough fucking, but there is always a tiny leap of faith when you either let or ask a guy to go down on you for the first time... I'd been fucked roughly a few times, including by Todd once or twice. I'd fucked a few guys roughly, too... again, including Todd. But I'd never been roughly eaten, and I didn't want to.
But I had decided to be confident that Rex would be gentle, and would know what he was doing, and goddammit if I was not right.
His tongue lashed my clit side to side. At this point, it was a game. He wanted to get me off. I wanted to keep going.
Then he slid a finger up along my slit and sank it inside of me. And his tongue just vibrated against my bump.
I did not even sense that I was losing the battle until my orgasm was full upon me. It was not one of the beautiful, transcendent orgasms that some other men have given me in various ways, and which Todd gives me with some regularity. There was none of the warm pleasure suffusing my body in radiating, gentle, but inexorable waves.
This was a bear trap of an orgasm, as the wound up tension of the prior night's excruciatingly sexy craziness, tightened further by the show so far, snapped, exploding through me like an avalanche of stimulus.
"Fuck!" I screamed exultantly, choking on my suddenly saliva-filled mouth. Every secretory gland in my body fired at once. First the saliva, but also a few tears sprang from the corners of my eyes. I burst into a glistening sheen of perspiration. God knows what happened inside my body. My pussy went, in an instant, from a moist enclosure to a slippery slide.
The orgasm felt amazing, but it had no staying power. My ecstasy did not roll on and on. It overwhelmed my mind, then faded swiftly.
Still... fucking awesome.
"Oh fuck, thank you," I gasped, finding my words quicker than I often could. I weakly removed my legs from Rex's shoulders, letting them slide free, rather than sexily lifting them off, because, duration aside, that explosion had drained me completely.
"Fucking A, Amy," one of my buddies exclaimed, I'm not sure who.
"Seal of Approval, guys," I gasped. I leaned forward and kissed Rex's chest briefly as he rose to his feet. He looked smug, and a little flattered at my words--whatever they meant to him. He should have been. Lots of guys do not get Seal of Approval among my circle of friends.
Suddenly, Dallas grunted, "Oh shit," then he moaned a little, maybe a little theatrically, but it was a genuine moan. Guys, for obvious reasons, don't put a lot of work into faking it. And he moaned, then moaned again. He stumbled backward. Even a greek god, carved from muscle gets little weak-kneed when someone sucks him dry.
Paula tugged his towel out of the way. There was a long, thick strand of cum on her left cheek, running from the corner of her mouth to her ear. The rest of whatever massive, by the sound of it, load that Dallas had delivered, she had made disappear at the point of service. "Did I miss something?" she asked, half showing off, half genuinely curious.
I struggled to sit up straight again, pressing my legs together almost primly. "I highly recommend you ask Rex," I said.
I considered pulling my dress closed, then abandoned the idea. There I sat, relaxing, my dress wide open, tits and twat out for anyone and everyone to enjoy. The guys were all naked or effectively so, why shouldn't I be? And I rapidly was not alone among my buddies.
Paula had been topless for a while. While Rex had been giving me my treat, Linda had stood up to watch, inviting Officer Biggins to come and frisk her. He sauntered over behind her, pressing his cock against the thin fabric of her skirt covering her butt, and reached around to very sweetly massage Linda's tits. She had lolled her head back, briefly taking her eyes off my getting eaten and whispered something. Biggins's hands were inside her bustier in an instant, and only left after a while, pushing it down around her waist as he did so.
She had done nothing to put it back in place, but had sluttily not removed it either, making her exposed boobs look all the more racy. I'd seen Linda's boobs before, in various showers. I'm not really into other women's tits, but I certainly could appreciate that Linda had nice ones. I knew Todd had approved of them when they had been dating.
When the fuck Patty had lost her top, I had no idea, but she certainly didn't miss it.
Jenn might be chronically afflicted with tiny tit anxiety (she wasn't that tiny), but Antonio seemed to both be aware of it somehow, and to know how to assuage it. He danced over to her, looking nervous at how many of us had our boobs out already, and swayed to his knees between her legs... and went to fucking town on her tits. His hands and lips and cheeks were everywhere on her, worshipping her chest showing her that she certainly had enough to erotically mangle. She gasped as he slid his hands up underneath her teeshirt to fondle her bare skin. I could see from his movements under the fabric that he was tweaking her nipples.
"Take it off for me," he had said, in a begging voice. Jenn had stared at him for a moment, then whipped off that shirt like it was on fire, and Antonio went back to town on her again, this time with audible tongue work. I do not know if Jenn actually came from the fervor of his attention, but I might have, had it been me.
Kerrie seemed to be looking for any slight pause in the action, because Kerrie is a show-off, in addition to a clever and forward-thinking gamer. When she got it, she beckoned Dallas, whose cock had recovered quite admirably from Paula's little snack. She reached out and invited his dick to nestle into her cleavage. Dallas happily let his balls and base of his shaft nestle down in here, and Kerrie jiggled herself against him.
They traded a gaze, and Dallas started to shield them with his towel. Kerrie just snatched it out of his hands and tossed it to the side. Noor, of all people, called out, "Oh for God's sake, guys! Just forget the towels now. We all want to see!"



Wow.
"They all want to see," I heard Dallas challenge Kerrie. She just smiled and shrugged. He reached down, forcing his cock to retreat from her tits, and tugged upward on her sweater. Kerrie just languidly lifted her arms to let him work, and her bazookas spilled out of the shirt as it rose. There they were. I told you she was a showoff.
Dallas couldn't help himself, he pressed his cock swiftly back against those creamy mounds. Kerrie just grinned, grabbed his cock, and started rubbing it all over herself, concentrating on bouncing his tip over her big, meaty nips. Then the bitch just shoved his cock back between them and had him thrusting up and down between them!
Kerrie's boobs are twice as big as mine, and I'm the biggest among the rest of us, I think. And here she had found a new way to rub that fact in all our faces.
"Hey, Noor," Kerrie called as Dallas stepped away while he could still walk. "As you all said, 'we all want to see'. Get 'em out!"
Noor looked at her like a mouse caught in the center of the room. Before she could retort, Rex and Biggins were at her sides. Each gently took a hand and pulled her to her feet, lifting her hands above her head to show her off. Rex whispered to her, and she only mumbled in reply. His hand stole to her back, and expertly unzipped the back of her halter top. When it sagged, they both released her hands and she dropped her arms, letting the halter straps slip from her shoulders. The little back garment fluttered to the floor, and both men softly, briefly caressed a dark nipple.
Biggins smiled at her, put his hand to the fly of her shorts, then waited.
We were all in shock a little at the fact that Noor had actually let them take off her top, and wanted to see how she got out of Biggins's plan.
"Nice body, Noor!" Jenn called, honestly. Noor was definitely hot, in a leoninely curvy way.
"Put up or shut up time, Miss We All Want to See!" taunted Patty, who was leaning forward eagerly.
"Fuck it," Noor said, in something that sounded like frustration, but was not. "Do it," she ordered Biggins. He was stone faced as he tugged open her fly and slid her shorts down. No underwear on her either. She stepped delicately out of them, inexplicably the first among us to be bare naked.
Officer Biggins ran one hand down her back to grasp her ass, while his other dipped between her legs in front. Noor's eyes were saucers, but she didn't move. "No weapons. You're clear," he announced, standing and cruelly stepping back away.
It seems odd to say it this way, but nothing notable happened for a while. There was a lot more of the standard dancing, only with a lot more outright groping from all parties, and the groping was of naked bits all over the place. Patty, Jenn, and Paula all demanded their turn being searched for weapons, and ended as naked as Noor. Linda still had her skirt on, but had pulled the waist up so high we could all easily see the artful round shape she had shaved her bush into.
I made sure my tits were attended to by all four men at one point or another.
Melody was still fully-clothed, of course. She had deflected the guys a few times at first from changing that with a careful display of her left ring finger, and they were respecting that. She apparently decided that they were respecting it too much, and she called for Antonio to come see her.
As he stalked over to her, she rose up and wanted to dance. They moved together for a few moments, dancing close enough that his hard dick grazed her several times. She did not open the distance. Then she turned her back to him and shoved her ass hard against his grinding cock. They danced like that for a few. Melody is a beautiful woman, but her ass is definitely her best feature, and Antonio was clearly enjoying himself immensely.
Then Melody, without ceasing her grinding, beckoned to Rex as well! He came over, and as he did so, pretty much all attention gravitated to the three of them. Melody took Rex's hand and pressed it to her breast. He danced along with them, massaging her boob over the light denim of her shirt.
Suddenly, Officer Biggins was on her other side, and she gasped in happy surprise as he just reached out and clasped the other breast. It was more of a mosh pit than a dance floor now as they all moved together.
And then Melody reached up between them all and tugged her shirttails apart, then slipped the only button open. And they danced on, her shirt dangling, held closed only by Rex and the cop's hands still massaging her tits. She looked at them both and nodded, and they as one slid the shirt aside, resuming their attentions to now bare skin. Melody somehow worked the shirt entirely off, despite their reluctance to let go of her breasts and they all moshed some more. Then Biggins bent and started sucking on a nipple, and Rex joined in like it was the best idea ever. Antonio kept rubbing his cock up and down the bedenimed crack of her ass.
And here came Dallas. He simply stepped right in front of her. He reached in and lifted one of her hands to his weaving cock, and she held it gently but actively. He just reached forward himself and caressed her soft stomach. Then, after a moment, he slid his fingers down to tug at her waist, popping open the button atop her zipper.
Her free hand grabbed his firmly, her other still stroking him idly. He nodded, seeing the limit.
But then she pushed his hand downward, pressing it firmly against her crotch, just outside of her jeans, and released him! Well now.
Dallas knew what he needed to do. They all did. Antonio started outright dry humping her. Rex and Biggins sucked and mangled her tits hungrily. And Dallas and Melody gave each other handjobs. Melody was idle in her efforts. Dallas was not idle at all. He wanted to see this woman come.
When she did, it was beautiful. Her legs twisted and twined, her back arched, and her body trembled, being even more furiously caressed by all four men as she threw back her head and softly cried out for an exquisitely long time. As she came down at last, she giggled, "Okay, Robert. You are forgiven!"
With that, she turned and sagged against Officer Biggins, letting him hold her up as the other three stepped away to give her space... and probably take a moment to recover themselves.
Melody straightened up and patted Biggins's cheek. Then she turned to the rest of us. "Yeah, Robert and I are definitely going to more strip clubs. Unfortunately for him, the first one is going to have guys." We all laughed with her, until she sobered. "And it will only be after he gets that balance paid off on my card!" She turned and wobbled back to her seat, forgetting her shirt, and intentionally leaving the button on her jeans unfastened.
The rest of us all seemed to feel the need to get a drink, and rose for refreshments. Rather than sit down again, we found ourselves dancing around the room with the guys, almost like real dancing, except for Linda finally losing the skirt in the process.
I had poured myself a small cognac and it was gone already. I stepped back over to the table and poured myself a little more. I had bartended two summers in college, and I was addicted to pour spouts, so there was one in the bottle. I counted to four. No need to get too drunk. Then I realized we were shitty hosts.
"Guys, can I make any of you a drink?"
"Rex already had one," laughed Patty. I blushed. Rex did too.
"I meant a fucking cocktail," I growled at her.
"Got a bottle of water?" Dallas asked. He was wearing down a little, and let his faux accent slip out of character. I tossed one to him companionably, and Rex asked for one too.
I turned to Antonio, who was closest. "Water? Or are you man enough for a drink?"
"I just had some water," he said shrugging. "I'll take some of that French stuff you are drinking like water."
I turned for a glass... then turned back, leaving it untouched. "Come and get it," I said smoothly, letting my dress slip all the way off finally. I lifted the bottle and poised it over the upper curve of my breast, leaning forward slightly.
Antonio raised an eyebrow, grinned and stepped right in front of me. He bent over with hands on his massive upper thighs as braces, and opened his mouth, resting his lower lip just beneath my nipple. I grinned and poured slowly.
The cognac stimulated my flesh as it ran in a rivulet down my boob to form a tiny fountain at my nipple, but not as much as Antonio's mouth did, as he slurped at the stream. I let it flow for about half an ounce, maybe a full ounce, my whole body throbbing as he sucked and drank from my nip. I stared down at him as he caught 90% of what I poured. He grinned, and licked my breast clean of any residue.
"Hits the spot," he said, and rose up.
I looked up and the other three guys were fucking standing behind him in a line! Fuck yeah.
"Cognac?" I asked Rex, who had moved quickest and was first in line.
"I'd rather vodka," he said cheekily. I set down the Courvoisier behind me and grabbed some Stoli.
"I read a blog post once about a European vodka that before bottling, every drop was poured over the tits of a Playboy model," I told him. "I'm afraid I'll have to do."
"Do?" I heard Dallas mutter flatteringly from the back of the line.
By the time all four had drank, and Linda had given the procedure a go (she poured too fast and wasted booze), my body was craving more satisfaction... hard.
It was time.
I stepped over to Rexie and whispered in his ear. "Come back over with me. And bring the towel."
I slouched what I hope was appealingly upon my 'throne', watching as he thrust his way over to me. Nicely built, hung, sweet, and not entirely bright. Exactly what I needed for my last time as a free agent... if it ended up being my last time.
When he reached me, I held up the foil packet that I had palmed from the bowl on the booze table. "Let's put it on," was all I said.
He looked gratifyingly pleased by the request. I tore it open and removed the rubber, a match for those that I'd bought for Todd. It was my favorite brand. I might never need them again, after this night.
Rex grabbed the towel, pulling it around behind the small of his back. I guess putting it on was up to me, which was fine. I didn't love gloves, but putting them on was usually fun.
His cock really was nice. A little bigger than Todd's, but not enough that I thought I'd really notice the difference as far as that went, it had a little curve to it that was interesting, though not a match for my fiancé's straight-line perfection. It twitched as I slowly rolled the condom down over it, making for a nice, snug, safe fit.
I spread my legs further.
Rex knelt to get at just about a perfect level, and I helped guide him against my lips.
It had been more than half a year since someone other than Todd had been inside me, and I wondered how the sensation would be. Plenty good, I decided as Rex pressed in, splitting me and filling me, my body molding to his smoothly advancing invader.
When he started to thrust, I decided that yeah, definitely worthwhile. Not so worthwhile that I need experiences like it, beyond what Todd would supply, however. But definitely worthwhile now, when it was 'appropriate'. A final evening's fucking to mark a change in the phases of my life. I groaned happily and encouragingly as Rex started to really work at pleasing me.
"Hey," Noor called out, noticing the towel. "We said no more... oh."
I was holding the towel for Rex now, so he could use his hands for better things, most of which were visible above it. And there was obviously only one thing going on, the way his ass moved beneath that sheet. I languidly flipped Noor off. Payback from earlier.
The towel was concealing nothing. It was drawing attention to it.
I lifted my legs and wrapped them around Rexie's waist, trying to help him get even deeper. I had forgotten how different, different cocks could feel, and how differently they could be used for even a simple, delicious fuck like this. But... yep. I didn't need the variety. I liked lots of flavors of ice cream, but I hadn't ordered anything but Butter Pecan in a shop in years, and doubted I would going forward.
But I was going to enjoy this scoop of Rocky Road while it lasted!
I leaned back hard on the throne as he drove into me. I rested on my elbows and kept the towel tight over Rex's sweet buns, his massive shoulders flexing as he drove into me, torturing my G-spot. The guy knew how to fuck. I had to give it to him.
Again and again and again he stroked, riding an easy rhythm. I was already about to burst and I knew he was nowhere close. He was enjoying himself though, so I didn't feel bad as I just let go and almost screamed, "Fucking fuck, Rexie! Fuck me. Fuck me. Fuck! Me!" as I crested, feeling a far more rational, normal, and long-lasting climax ripple through my body. He just kept going though it all, keeping me on the edge of my precipice for as long as I could hold there.
When I sagged finally, he paused. "Keep going?" he asked quietly, but with a hint of request.
I just shook my head slowly. "I'd love it, but no. I need to rest. That rocked," I said. He smiled and rose up and slid out of me. His still rock-hard cock glistening. He slid the condom off.
"Rex," said Kerrie, who had been sitting closest to me and probably saw just about everything, "please go get another condom. And forget about the towel."
Rex was suddenly having a good evening.
She and Rex climaxed together, which made me a little jealous, but what can you do. He looked incredible mounting her, and Kerrie looked both incredible herself, and yet a little silly, the way her boobs flailed around all over the place when he had started to lose control.
I relaxed for a while, not really paying attention to anything, just basking in the glow. The guys kept going around among us, sometimes dancing, in a few cases engaging in more intimate behavior. I don't know how many of my friends got up the courage to ask for some oral for themselves, but it was not most of them. Jenn did, and we all definitely heard about how much she approved of Antonio's efforts. I just made sure that I got a good taste of every phallus in the room, though I did not even try to get any of them off.
I grimaced when I saw the clock on the wall, and knew our idyl's hours were numbered. I needed one more, just like I had thought from the start. A thorough and comprehensive shagging this time, and not a performance for anybody for me.
I waited until Officer Biggins was unoccupied, which took a while, he seemed a general crowd favorite. I walked up to him, pressed my naked body against his, and growled, "I think I need to be taken into protective custody."
He looked like he'd been hoping for that request, which, like so many things this weekend, was very gratifying. I took his hand in mine, grabbed a handful of condoms, just in case, and led him over to the door to Noor and Paula's room. We slipped through and locked it behind us.
I must not have noticed, but someone had already gotten away in here earlier. Noor's bed was absolutely wrecked, with the sheets everywhere on the floor, along with half the pillows. I thought I had been observant. How had I missed that?
"I suppose we should use this bed?" Biggins said, indicating the Scene of the Crime.
"We should," I agreed. "But we are going to use this one instead. Paula's got her freak on tonight, big time. She gets to go to pass out later in the smell of you and me..."
*
I missed my flight home. We all did, since we were all supposed to be on the same plane. Why any airline even offers flight out of Nola before noon on Sundays is beyond me, and that we booked such a flight was the height of foolishness. We decided to stay together, rather than taking one or two seats on this flight and that, and therefore wound up not getting back before seven that night.
While on my flight, I texted with Todd for the first time since leaving. He was going to be home before me! We worked out what he could make for dinner and have ready for me, my sweet, already domesticated, almost husband. (Full disclosure: Todd cooks way better than I do, even though I like cooking more.)
ME: So we are settled.
ME: Have a good time?
TODD: And then some. You?
ME: Crazy, stupid, silly fun. Sexy, too. OFC
TODD: OFC
There was a long pause as my plane rumbled through the sky.
ME: Ready for next weekend?
TODD: I literally cannot wait
ME: Get me to the church. Get me to the church...
TODD: Get me to the church on time!
----------
This could all end here, right? It sure could. But it doesn't. The fun is only beginning. And please let me know how you like Todd and Amy, and whatever else you think will happen. Comments are always my best compensation!
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This is the fifth part of a series that starts with Monogamish--The Courtship. This story comes seven years after The Bachelorette Party, Day 2. I hope you will enjoy it. If you finish this installment, you know the drill: vote, favorite, and especially comment, please. All the time-wasting BS you hear at the start of every YouTube video...
As always, I aspire to make my stories merely plausibly ridiculous, or maybe ridiculously plausible. Either way, this ain't real life, so don't lecture me on realism. I just hope that, given these two highly-improbable characters, you will feel like the ride makes some semblance of sense.
----------
MONOGAMISH -- The Seven Year Hall Pass
----------
"They are down," Todd said wearily, plopping down on the couch beside me. Todd Jr. and Mikey were the banes and joys of our existence, especially at bedtime. On the plus side, their demands that Todd keep reading a second chapter of The Lion, The Witch, and the Wardrobe had given me more than enough time to clean the dishes from dinner earlier, pour us both a glass of wine, and find something worthwhile to watch on streaming before Todd could show up and bog down that process with his own opinions.
I snuggled in under the best arm in the world, and we started the show.
After our wedding, Todd and I had decided not to wait, and he had promptly had me on the road to MILFdom within two month's. Junior's sixth birthday next month would be a month before our seventh anniversary. Next week, Todd would turn 29, letting him have his precious few months when he was older than me each year. He's such a nerd.
We had paused after two kids in two years, giving me time to get back to work and make sure my career was delayed no further before we had any more. But as time went on, it was looking more and more like we would stand pat with the wonderful hand we had.
By the end of the opening credits, my hand had stolen into his lap and I was making it hard for him to enjoy watching the TV. I actually did find the show interesting, just not as interesting as what else the two of us could be doing. Ten minutes later, Todd was flipping the TV off with the remote, and we were headed to the bedroom. "Boring show anyway," I murmured, making a note to go back and watch it some other time.
Thirty minutes or so after that, I had Todd pressed down on in his back. With that perfect cock of his deep inside of me. I was doing my swirling hips thing, and it felt amazing for both of us. Suddenly however, I thought, 'He's about ready to do that thing,' and sure enough, he grabbed my hips and started pounding upward into me.
"Oh fuck," I snapped at him through the ecstasy. "I knew you were about to do that!"
"Do... what?" he panted, even though I'd been doing most of the work for a while.
"That! This! What you are... doing." I exclaimed, inexplicably cross. "Doing so fucking well..."
He spanked me. "Are you calling me predictable?" Todd challenged.
"Yes," I said defiantly, still doing my part atop his thrusting cock.
He spanked me again.
"I knew..." I panted myself, "that you were going to do that, too. Do it harder," I added.
He did. And again. And then we were both coming, in one of the thousand near simultaneous orgasms that had been the hallmark of our sex lives together.
I collapsed atop him, feeling his cock swimming inside me, sticky with his fluids and my own, slowly subside. I pressed my tits against his chest and we cuddled. The afterglow, as always, was magnificent.
But this time, after too short a time, he sighed and squeezed me tight. "So I am predictable, huh?" he asked, a little sadly.
I sighed again. "Yes, darling. Predictably awesome, but predictable." I poked him before he got melancholy. "It really isn't all that bad. I predicted you would leave me feeling joyful."
"It tracks, I guess," he said. "I mean, I kinda feel like I know where you are gonna go, too."
"What?"
"Hey! I didn't want to complain. I mean, here I am, nailing the hottest piece of ass I've ever known almost every single night. I don't get to complain," he said, a hint of frustration coloring his own voice, however.
"So I'm predictable too?" I demanded, pointlessly forcing the issue.
"A little, I suppose," he admitted reluctantly.
We looked at each other grumpily.
"Do you think this is what they mean by the Seven Year Itch?" Todd asked suddenly. "If so, it is right fucking on schedule..."
"Fuuuck," I hissed. We were grumpy together now, at least.
I realized it really was true. Over the years of our marriage, we had kind of tried everything that we could come up with between us. Some things worked, and we kept doing them, some things didn't, and we had fun abandoning them. We tried a lot of sex positions. Most of them were more trouble than they were worth. We both definitely liked to spring a can of whipped cream on the other at random moments...
Anal? We tried it. And largely abandoned it. It was too much work for, in both our opinions, the reward. Your mileage may vary. You do you.
We had tried porn as a source of ideas. We found we liked watching the porn in and of itself, though our tastes were both remarkably vanilla. But every time we tried to copy something we saw, we found that everything they do in porn is for the camera. It felt ridiculous, pointless, and simply inconvenient, aping the actors when we were alone. Some things actors do in porn are the opposite of stimulating in real life.
We did not try filming ourselves. We both were not down with that idea. It both scared us, and did not appeal to us in equal measures.
And now that I thought of it, we had even stopped trying new ideas as much...
"I don't think the Seven-Year Itch is quite accurate," I said pushing my head against his, not used to trying to think either clearly or importantly right after sex. After-Todd made that hard. "It sure isn't like I'm pining for someone else, or pining for not you, because neither of those things are remotely important to me."
"Good point," snorted Todd in agreement, pushing his skull back against mine just hard enough to signal his own forceful need to have our minds meet. "We just, I don't know, need to get refreshed. Maybe unleash our Google-Fu and do some research?"
Then an idea bloomed in my head. I get crazy ideas sometimes. It is how I have gotten so far ahead at work already, even though I have two kids. My ideas usually pan out. This one was, um, a doozy though.
"Todd," I announced quickly, as we headed in the robes Mikey and Todd Jr. made necessary back to the kitchen for our post-coital splash of wine. "I'm going to need you to take a Hall Pass," I said, my voice more confident in the idea than I was.
"Oh sure," he laughed. "Is Gal Gadot coming to town for some reason? I'll give her a call and explain things."
I punched him. A little. "I'm serious. A little. Maybe a lot. And Gal is your Celebrity Free Pass. I'm talking a Hall Pass." Ever since we had watched that heist movie with Gal and the Rock, I had declared Dwayne Johnson my Free Pass. Todd had gravitated to Gal in self-defense... and also because he thinks she's hot as the Sun. It had been one of the last really new things we came up with, with me shouting out "Dwayne" at orgasm time, and him caroling to Gal during head.
Still happened occasionally. It was always hot.
"What the fuck are you yammering about, my luscious woman?" Todd asked, getting confused, and irritated because of that.
"I mean, I need you to take an opportunity to go out there, find some random hot chick, bang her thoroughly, and bring back whatever you learn to the bed with me. A Hall Pass," I said, trying to sound confident.
"Not funny, Ames."
"I'm not being funny. I'm serious. I'm going to need you to go get a refresh, Todd."
I loved the fact that he clearly did not suspect I was engaging in that ridiculous cliche of a wife trying to 'trap' her husband, to test if he was actually faithful.
"That is a big ask, Amy," he said simply.
"Please!" I scoffed. "I'm asking a man to go out and have extra sex, here. Hardly the biggest ask in the history of asks."
"You are asking me to put in a whole lot of work, doing things I've forgotten how to do, all for a single fuck sesh with some woman who will in no way measure up to you," he said. He was not flattering me. He was actually complaining.
"That is my ask," I said, firming up my belief. I felt like I could manage not to suffer too much in sympathy with my guy's upcoming sacrifice...
"Well, if I need a fucking sex lift, then so do you," he said, after a moment. "You have to take a Hall Pass at the same time."
"Me?"
"Do I have any other wives?"
"I don't need a refresher."
"If I need one, which maybe I'm beginning to think is possible, then so do you. You are just as in need of some fresh perspective as I am."
Fuck.
"Well," I said, thinking quick. "You are going first. Your birthday is in three weeks. I'll go when it is mine."
"My birthday? This isn't a present!"
I grabbed my husband's cock gently but firmly, idly trying to coax it back to life while I illustrated my point. "Todd. You are an incredibly attractive man in the physical prime of your life. You are effortlessly charming. You are successful. And you just naturally project the fact that you are an absolute sex machine. My friends all confirm that. Whomever you find may or may not be my equal, but you can certainly find someone in my league. You will, if nothing else, have a literal ball."
"There will be no you deciding that my refresher worked just fine and you don't need to go when it your birthday," Todd said sternly.
"Okay," I sighed.
"Promise," he said sternly. I can often weasel out of things if I see a way...
"All right," I said. "I promise on this," and I held up my ring finger.
That short-stopped Todd. I was betting he was going to ask for collateral of some kind, because he is predictable. Thus, I was ready for him.
"Are we sure we want to do this?" Todd asked, worriedly. "Monogamy has worked out for us pretty fucking well."
I gave that simple fact the long consideration it deserved, because it was the simple truth. Then I shrugged. "Darling, we were friends before we were lovers. We were lovers before we were even dating. We were dating well before we stopped dating others. Then we were faithful before we got married," except for the one weekend for his bachelor and my hen...
Shit, bachelorette party. Damn you, Linda!
"I'm not suggesting we open up our marriage, or start swinging, or any of that shit. We are talking about a single Hall Pass, to serve a specific purpose," I said evenly. Then reluctantly added, "Two Hall Passes, I guess."
"So you want us to be... Monogamish?"
"Ass!" I laughed. "But... yeah, okay. I guess that works."
"You are insane," he said, shaking his head. "And I guess so am I..."
"Ha! I knew you'd end up saying that," I taunted teasingly, poking his chest.
"Shut up," he growled, then shut me up by grabbing me and kissing me deeply, his hands grabbing my ass and digging his fingers down under and between my legs. I knew he'd probably do that too. It was his best go-to move for signaling he'd lost an argument and didn't want to hang around on the subject and have to admit it. But since it was exactly what I wanted him to do, I didn't call him on it.
We tumbled quietly past the boys' bedroom and into our own. And into the bed. And Todd once more tumbled into me... eventually. The sex was a selection of our greatest hits, if you will, with both of us subconsciously bringing out moves we had not tried in a while. It combined to make an extremely satisfying evening, while also highlighting for us that we Just. Didn't. Have. Anything. New.
I still came three times.
Then we lay together in bed and talked until two in the morning, working out a plan of attack and parameters. We weren't putting together 'rules' to make sure there were restraints on each other or something. Neither of us was remotely worried that the other was going to 'find someone better', nor was either of us worried that we would find such an impossible creature ourselves. We both knew what we had.
All that said, we wanted to work out parameters. We were parents now, for God's sake. We needed to figure out how to make sure things were as discrete as possible. We were coming at this from a fairly coldly calculating standpoint for whomever we Hall-Passed with, but we wanted to at least make sure that however we did this, we didn't end up hurting anyone else either.
We also brainstormed scenarios of how we could do it. Todd was right, neither of us had worked our game on anyone else in almost eight years. It would take some remembering and some re-engineering of those memories to make anything happen. That discussion was fun, actually, but also frustrating, and neither of us came up with anything usable that first night.
We also were quite upfront with each other. If we were going to do this, we each intended to have as much fun as humanly possible, because we both are, always have been, and always will be, incurably horny.
*
I'll let Todd tell about his Hall Pass in his own story. I obviously wasn't there. But part of our agreement was that we each help the other as much as possible. I was ready to be his wingman, if that was what it took.
I did not end up being a wingman, but I was his scout, and his sounding board.
It took him a good long while, weeks really, to complete his Pass. That shocked me, to be honest. I know what I have in my bed every night we are both home. I honestly felt he could have walked down to a beach in his trunks, with a sign that said 'Available', and had what he needed in an hour.
When he finally had pulled it off, and I had come home from Austin where I'd been at the time...
Yeah, the Hall Pass had worked as intended. Todd very much had some new ideas and fresh perspectives. Nothing major, it had been a single afternoon delight (going into the evening), but we both felt like we could give the other something new, while enjoying the novelty ourselves.
Mission accomplished. We felt jump-started. I love it when a half-assed, spur of the moment plan like having my loving husband bang some rando stranger comes together.
We had a great time for a while, before Todd began to tease me about my turn.
Honestly? I had kind of hoped we could forget about it. I had no particular jones to fuck anyone besides Todd. Things were fresh again, with just those few details. And yes, I like sex, a lot. And I have eyes and other senses and am aware that the world is full of men with whom sex would be wonderful. It is just that I would choose none of them, with the exception of Dwayne The Rock Johnson, on any given day over Todd. Moreover, it had been such a... journey for Todd to make his Hall Pass happen, I kind of wanted to just let my turn slide.
Just as Todd had predicted, right? Sigh.
Not a chance would he let it go. Todd was going to hold me to my promise, on general principal, if nothing else. Plus, he knew I'd end up enjoying myself. And selfishly, he hoped I'd come up with some things as fun as he had.
We both agreed that prostitutes were out, on the grounds that it would be icky, and also a lot less of a challenge. That had been an easy early decision.
I didn't want to even consider just copying Todd's game, and he'd have never let me anyway. I needed my own.
That was it. It was a game of sorts.
We finally settled down like the old gamers that we were, and analyzed what was good about what Todd tried, and what made it bad. Aside from playing games, there is nothing a bunch of gamers like better than crapping on some designer's hard work while figuring out how the rules could have been better--and why.
"Look," Todd said, "The hassle with doing it at home was, I had to work around your travel schedule, and, well, you know. That and all the discretion issues."
Society being what it is, and this is not really a bad thing, I would have to be even more careful about this process around town than Todd had. It made every idea we had for around our home just harder. It was a pain in the ass.
"Yes," I replied, not for the first time, "but since, whenever I'm out of town it's never for more than a night, maybe two at the most, I don't have time to scout much. And we both know it can't be with a fucking co-worker. That's the only people I spend time with on the road. And I am not going to be so boring as to just find some local pickup joint. I'll never get anyone interesting that way."
"Dangerous, too," Todd agreed, also not for the first time. His sole paranoia about this process was my physical safety. I was quite happy with that protectiveness. I was not into danger.
Wheel of Fortune was on as we talked, and some fat guy won a trip to Bora Bora on the wheel.
"That's it!" Todd said excitedly, snapping his fingers. "That's it," he repeated pointing excitedly at the screen.
"We are not going to Bora Bora," I sighed. "We can't afford it, and my Mom wouldn't be able to take the kids that long. Besides," I said, snuggling in dreamily, "I'd be too busy fucking you on the sand to be out looking for a Pass."
"I know we aren't going to Bora Bora," Todd said, "though some role-play on that scenario might be in order..." he shook his head to free it from my sudden distraction. "No, I mean for you to go somewhere, Caribbean probably, for a couple of days. You have so much more vacation than I do."
"I use my vacation to get things done around here we never have time for otherwise," I objected.
"Oh poor you," Todd laughed. "Having to go lie out on a topless beach on an island somewhere instead of taking a couple of Tuesdays off from work to clean the grout!"
"Topless beach?!?"
"Duh. You, alone, on a beach with those out? You'll have your pick of offers in the first ten minutes."
"I have never been topless in public," I said firmly. It was a ridiculous idea. I also found that I didn't hate it.
"I'm sure that you can do it," Todd said dryly. "You are certainly equipped for it," he said grabbing a quick feel of said equipage.
Could I? He and I had never tried the topless or nude beach thing. I had never so much as flashed people on Spring Break or a frat party. On the other hand, I'd happily fucked a stripper right in front of my friends in a hotel room during my bachelorette party...
I found the idea becoming suddenly appealing. Maybe I was an exhibitionist at heart. Maybe some self-knowledge on that front could be the result of my Hall Pass.
In which case, I didn't even need to spend the money, or take the vacation days to go! I could reserve them for cleaning grout.
I decided to keep this concept to myself.
"I'll do some travel agenting," I said out loud. Then we went up to bed and Todd fucked me on the beach in Bora Bora.
We both did research. Todd had as much fun with it as I did. But I was the one who found my eventual destination after days of research.
Club Liberté was a medium-sized all-inclusive resort in the Caribbean. The primary language was French, though English was also spoken by all staff. This was great for several reasons. I wanted to work on my French. It had been a minute since I had had a chance to use it. It also meant that most of the clientele was European, which afforded the ultimate in what I wanted. People who didn't know me or anyone I knew, and whom I'd never need to see again.
The European thing also meant, along with being 21 and over only, that it was the sort of place that could market itself as Toptional. Not just on the beach, but over the entire resort, nobody, man or woman, had to wear a top anywhere but in the main dining room. There were two small beaches, one toptional, the other fully nude. I'd probably avoid the second one, I thought. Probably.



In addition to the chance to get some sun on my tits for the first time in my life, and show off my wares as it were, the place also had jet skis, which I had always wanted to try, and full spa services. This was going to be an expensive Hall Pass, if not as ruinous as I had feared as I first started reading about the place.
Todd told me to go for it, the dear. A Sandals or Club Med would have been cheaper, and probably have done the trick, but this was my birthday after all.
The reviews, both on the big sites, as well as the smaller, personal blog and social posts that I had to dig for, clinched it for me.
*
The Tuesday before my birthday, my plane touched down on the island. Bumpily.
The sky was blue, with some big, puffy clouds, and I rode a shuttle to the resort with a couple from York. Carl and Hannah were almost ten years older than me, and both pretty attractive. I hoped that they were a good omen for how the general clientele looked.
I found Carl giving me the eye pretty comprehensively, which as always was flattering, but he was not what I was looking for. A married man was not off the table at all, but one with a very cuddlesome wife absolutely was. Especially since she was also giving me a good eye bath or two as well. I was here for something fresh and new, but not that fresh and new!
The staff did not go topless, which I thought a shame, as they were all pretty attractive at the least. Denis, the bellman who carried my small bag for me to my room, in particular looked like a living ebony statue.
Alone in my room, I took a deep breath. There was barely a half hour left before sundown, then I was booked at a communal table in the main dining room. I had the rest of this day, then two full days and nights before it was back to work, mommy-hood, and Todd.
I texted him, as I had done from the airport, that I had safely arrived. He sent my a heart emoji, asked me where he could find Mikey's lunch thermos, and then left me alone.
I did not have a view of the beach from my bottom-level room, but I wanted to go see it. I delved into my suitcase and grabbed out one of the bikinis I'd brought. I had the bottoms on in a heartbeat, and was about to slide into the top when I stopped. I bounced the top in my hand, and with a deep breath, decided that fuck it, I had chosen this resort because here this top was optional after all. I didn't bother with sunscreen because the sun was already so low, took a deep breath, and walked out my back door to the grassy path that led to the beach. My hands tried to bring the bikini top, just in case, but I made myself leave it behind.
It took passing the first three groups of people, two couples and a pair of indefinably German-looking guys my age, before I stopped panicking and wanting to cover my tits. It took a whole lot longer before I stopped feeling my nipples go out of control every time I met anyone...
I stood on the beach, right in the middle. It was not as crowded as the footprints indicated it had been earlier. But with such a magnificent westward view of the sinking sun, it was unsurprisingly still pretty busy. I got some looks. I gave some looks. There were some pretty attractive people here, in lots of different ways. Plenty of plain folk, too. Nothing wrong with that. Sometimes plain could be plenty fun. I had ample memories to support that belief.
I felt the breeze on my boobs for the first time, and drank a large Strawberry Daiquiri a passing beach server gave me from her tray. I was sure lots of guys were disappointed at the resort's mandatory tops policy for staff, especially when it came to her.
No one approached me, and I drank in the sunset.
Then I went to dinner. I had overstayed on the beach until the sky went dark, and had no time to change. I just finally put on my bikini top and wrapped a light wrap around my hips. Time to interact.
I was assigned at a table for eight, and was immediately surprised. There was a couple there from the United States, as well as one from England. Then there were two blonde girls from Spain, and their French guy.
I was the only one at the table wearing a top. I introduced myself and sat down awkwardly. There were more men than women wearing shirts in the whole room.
The American wife, Ophelia, who was topless and honestly did not have the best of pairs, recognized my confusion first. "I'm sorry if you are embarrassed, Amy," she said openly. "We've been coming here for years," she said indicting the two couples, "and I for one just don't bring any shirts or tops anymore. This lot," she said, indicating the Spaniards, "jumped right in to the flow. But you don't need to very feel like you have to give Clark here a thrill. Everyone does as they like here."
Clark looked as if he would very much like a thrill.
"I... no," I said swiftly. "I just... I read on the website that the main dining room required tops. I came to dinner afraid I'd be turned back because I needed more than my bikini!"
"Does it still say that?" laughed the Englishwoman. "I know it used to be required, but no one ever followed the rule after their first night, if then. The resort eventually gave it up as a bad idea in the first place. I would have thought they'd have changed the website by now."
"They have," the French guy said. "I read it myself when we were booking."
"I'll bet you did," one of his girls said. Her accent was stronger than his.
"The French," the Englishman said with a collegial glare at our table companion. "English is always so relentlessly second class for them, they apparently don't even bother to keep up with the translation."
"C'est vrais, my friend," Frenchie sighed back elaborately. "But not all Roast Boefs are second class, nest pas?" He favored the Englishman's wife with a long gaze. She did not have a sub-par set. The Englishman tolerantly smiled.
"Well, fuck it," I grumbled to myself, and unhooked the back of my top. I lifted it free and hung it over the back of my chair. And that is how I ate my first meal among strangers with my tits out. My nipples were hard only half the time.
The wine at dinner flowed freely. It was an all-inclusive resort, remember? I drank too much, especially with that huge, strong Daiquiri earlier. The three young... whatever they were to each other, invited me along with them to the disco. I told them perhaps the next night, but that I was feeling like I'd drank too much and needed to head to my room, still tired from just arriving.
We all went our separate ways. I had seriously debating going along to the disco, but I was here for a singleton guy, not for a party. And I was a little drunk. Have to be careful, remember? Too bad the French guy already had two girls.
I was not quite staggering back to my room when said French guy caught up with me from behind. "Aimee," he called out when he was close. "You forgot this!"
I turned to see him holding my bikini top. Yikes! I had sure gotten used to being topless quickly!
I turned, and found myself stepping back toward him. I reached out and grabbed my bikini and his hand that held it, pulling both toward me. I smiled as I brushed the back of his hand across my tit before extracting my bikini for his grasp. He was slow to withdraw his hand. Saucy bastard.
We shared a flirty smile, and I went into my room.
Fuck, I was horny. I was also sleepy. I barely brushed my teeth and wiped off my makeup before I fell into bed.
I roused for a moment to text.
ME: Heading to sleep. Alone tonight
I was out almost before I set the phone down.
*
I had, before I drank too much, gotten a lot of good information from my more experienced table mates about how the day usually went at Club Liberté. A lot of people took day excursions off the property, just like it was a cruise ship. They were all gone by ten, so virtually anyone around after that was there all day.
Given that, I had a late breakfast in the beach cafe with my top on, which I quickly learned marked me as an American. I resolved this would be my last time wearing it until I went home. I liked the looks I got with it off.
Interestingly, I found I might have actually gotten more interested glances with it on. Not that my girls needed the support to look good, but it was like I was hiding something and that made guys want to see it even more. And my tits looked killer in the bikini too...
About ten, I wandered over to the pool. I had considered the beach, but I thought I liked the looks of the drinks they were serving poolside over the ones that they offered on the beach.
About half the sun loungers had towels already on them, keeping them reserved. I had been told last night that this was The Germans. The English, Spanish, and French had all been in perfect agreement about The Germans. Relentless territorial expansion may have been mentioned. The Daily Towelkreig, Frenchie had called it.
Fortunately, there were not enough Germans or other early birds at the club to take all the loungers, and I found one unoccupied, with the seats around it similarly unclaimed. I settled down on one for some sun. I hardly even hesitated this time before doffing my top. And you can be damned sure that I slathered on a huge amount of the highest SPF I could buy back before coming on the trip. I also set an alarm to remind me to reapply at hourly intervals. Burnt tits might ruin the plan, and would definitely ruin the fun.
The pool area began getting more busy pretty quickly, but never got more than half full.
I was busy with my first re-application of sunscreen, and yes, I was making a show of rubbing it into my boobs. A group of interesting-looking guys were looking on interestedly from across the pool. Interesting.
Out of the corner of my eye, I observed a tall man, with what seemed like it was an unaccustomedly slumped posture, walking out onto the pool deck alone, with a towel around his neck. He was really pretty damned good looking, especially if you don't mind full Tom Selleck chest hair.
I do not mind, though I always have fun shaving Todd's chest. He always has fun reciprocating, just not my chest.
I saw the moment the man saw me, then observed as he helplessly turned from his original path and headed my way. He chose the one empty seat between me and a sea of Germanic towel aggression. There were ten empty loungers on the other side of me, but he chose the one that gave him an excuse to sit right next to me.
Was it going to be this easy? I looked up and got a really good look at him. I hoped it would be this easy. He was perfect. Not nearly in Todd's league, but still quite handsome. That was why he was perfect. I estimated he was in his late thirties, so at most ten years older than me. And he was alone.
He was wearing a wedding ring, but what that meant precisely was yet to be seen--like me, he was alone. I was also wearing my ring, after all. And he had made an apparently unconscious beeline right for me.
"Hullo," he said. "Nice day, isn't it?"
"Well, it had better be. We get a refund if it isn't, right?" I joked.
"I've never had a day down here this time of year where it rains," he shrugged, arranging his towel.
"So you come here often?" I asked.
"Every year," he sighed, not sounding as enthused as I would have expected over what I was beginning to think was fucking paradise.
"Getting jaded?" I asked. He shrugged.
We sat side by side, but apart, for a bit. I tried to look open to conversation. He tried not to look distracted.
"I'm thirsty," he said suddenly. "Since we are sitting so close, can I grab one for you while I'm at it?"
"Thank you. One of the white ones, please."
I had made a discrete enquiry upon waking, and the white ones, whatever they were, were the lowest in alcohol by far. How had marriage made me such a lightweight? Todd and I needed to go out and get blitzed occasionally. Lesson One from this Hall Pass.
He ambled over to the bar and returned with a white one for me and a glass of brown liquor on the rocks for himself. He handed me mine gallantly, and plopped down, taking far too heavy a gulp of his for this early in the day.
"I'm Amy, by the way," I said. "How did you know to address me in English?"
He snorted. "I'm Paul. And I am English, and we require the rest of the world to know our language. But also... er..." he trailed off.
"Also?" I prompted, sensing he was suddenly embarrassed and thinking that a little tease might move things along to wherever they were or were not going to end up.
"Well, I knew you had to be an American, or a fellow Brit as a distinctly less likely alternative. There... um, is not a continental woman at this resort with tan lines," he said, blushing a little.
"Oh? You noticed mine?" I asked innocently.
I had developed a pretty good tan over the Summer. It was hard not to perceive my tan lines. The contrast was intense.
"Well, um," he did not answer, and opened his book in embarrassment.
"You are not stuck here on your own like I am?" I asked casually.
"What? Oh. No. My wife and I come every year. Usually a friend or two as well."
"Allergic to the sun, are they?" I asked.
"Ha! Hardly. My wife and our friend David headed off for an all day excursion this morning. They are actually doing a little birding on their own. She knows I get instantly bored if I go, so she always looks forward to taking him. Every year."
Nothing about what he had just said rang remotely true. It rang like everyone involved might say it was true, but...
"I'm sorry," was all I said.
"Why?" he asked evasively. "And where is your husband?" he added, nodding at my hand, which I was making no move to hide.
"Back home in the States," I laughed easily. "In his office. He will be either working, or talking fantasy football."
"You came by yourself?"
I just shrugged. Let him fill in whatever blanks as suited him.
He sighed.
I pretended to examine my tan lines, using my fingertips as I did. "I don't suppose they will go away," I said absently. "I'm only here for a couple of days."
"Be a shame if they did," he snorted.
"Oh, you like tan lines?" I challenged.
He looked a little caught. "Erm... yes, I suppose. They sort of give a lad the idea that he is getting away with seeing something that he shouldn't."
"Here?" I scoffed. I looked around. "A lad can hardly see anything but nipples at this place."
He shrugged and almost giggled, but it died aborning. "Yeah. It is one of the compensations for coming here."
How often do your wife and friend go birding?" I asked quietly.
"It's not a regular thing," he hastened to reassure me. "Just..."
"Just every time you come here," I finished for him.
"Every year," he said grimly.
"Ever do anything about it?" I asked. "Call her out?" I sat up straighter and turned on my side toward him.
"They are convinced that they are discrete," he said, not hiding much anymore.
"So, how about... do you do any bird watching of your own?"
"I am right now," he snorted, looking at me fully for once.
"You are taking me too literally," I said, leaning over toward him.
"Not often," he sighed. "I usually just wait for it to be done."
I knew exactly what he was saying, but I did not understand him. That was okay. I was not in it to understand him, or anyone besides Todd and myself.
"But you do sometimes do some bird-watching of your own when they are off?" I insisted, still keeping my tits pointed toward him.
"What about your husband? Does he bird-watch?" Paul asked warily.
"We both travel for work," I said, tight-lipped, not answering. The idea of Todd cheating while he was on the road was ludicrous. And even were he so inclined, he would be far too busy having FaceTime sex with me to nail some stranger.
"Do you ever indulge in a bit of bird-watching?" Paul asked, now leaning forward. I began to see flashes of good humor. Of charm. Of non-academic interest.
"I've become more comfortable with the notion recently," I just said.
He smiled for the first time since we had met. He lifted his glass, and I lifted mine.
"My room does not have a beach view," I observed. "Just a lot of bushes and shrubs. There are probably a lot of birds to see out my window."
Paul rose and extended his hand. I let him help me up. "We'll leave our towels here to hold off the Germans," he said.
And thus, I was walking through the resort grounds, topless, holding the hand of a complete stranger. I had suggested my room instead of his, because I had not thought I would need any condoms quite so soon. Had I brought a supply with me in my beach bag, I would have far rather let Paul nail me in his cheating wife's bed.
I snorted quietly to myself as we walked. I had not gone straight from meeting a guy to getting busy with him since... I could not even remember the guy's name now. It had been at a party early junior year. Todd and I were dating by then, but not exclusively. I had been lightly drunk, whatsisname was slightly drunker. Todd had been back on his own campus, and Edgar, the other guy I was most recently hooking up with, had not been in evidence. It had been an early, quiet wakeup call, one of several I was beginning to receive, that while sex with a hot guy was great, sex with the right guy was so much more fulfilling.
Here I was back with a random hot guy for the first time in forever. For a reason other than fulfillment.
I had high hopes it would be pretty fulfilling anyway, if transiently so.
I keyed open my door. Thankfully, the efficient maid service had already come and gone, so that was one less worry. I ushered Paul inside in a friendly manner, and let the door close behind us.
I stepped up behind him as he stood a little uncertainly, looking out the window. I stepped so close, in fact, that I let my very interested nipples just barely brush his bare back. "You say you like my tan lines?" I whispered. "I think I need to you take a closer look to make sure."
Paul tried not to spin around too quickly. I threw back my shoulders and smiled happily. He looked me in the eyes for three full seconds, probably just to prove to me that he could, before he looked down at my boobs. He bent down, almost hypnotized, staring at my erect pink nipples in their triangles of pale skin. I gently wrapped my hands around his head and pulls his lips to one of my peaks.
He kissed it gently... for about two seconds. Then his hands were cupping both my tits and he was hungrily devouring me. His lips sucked hungrily as me and his tongue flicked at my hard nipple.
I certify did not need to hold his head against me now, so I dropped my hands to the waist of his swim trunks. I fumbled at the drawstring, and it slipped easily free. I tugged at the front of the waistband and shoved them down.
Moment of truth. I reached for his member...
Not bad. Not spectacular, but plenty robust, and plenty hard. It wasn't terribly long, but length is just an added garnish to thickness and hardness. I squeezed him gently and he moaned. I let him feast while I explored the contours of his cock with my fingers.
But not for long. I pulled away from his marvelous attentions and turned him back so he was once more facing the windows. "Watch the birds, Paul," I said, and knelt.
He tasted... It took me a second to realize that whatever his wife and his friend were off doing right now, Paul had fucked her recently, the last night at the earliest, and more probably this very morning, and he not showered since he had this lovely cock in her. The guy had depths.
So this was new. I had never actually tasted another woman's twat on a cock I was sucking. It was not a new experience I intended to bring back to our bed at home. But it wasn't bad either. He had to have fucked her this morning before she left, because he wasn't remotely dirty, or funky, or gross. He just tasted like strange twat.



And he had a fun dick to suck. Like I said, it was thick, but not so long at to present much of a choking hazard. I did not have to be as careful as I was with Todd when I began to slide him in and out between my lips. Paul gasped general thanks and general approval as I worked.
I let him slip free and took my time examining his cock while I idly caressed the sensitive skin behind his balls. I breathed warmly on it, then dragged my tongue up its length before I engulfed him again and began bobbing with renewed vigor.
"Strewth, Amy," Paul gasped. "You know what you are about, don't you?" he moaned. "I wasn't expecting much of a good day, and I'm not really... shit, I may be about to come already," he warned, almost fearful.
I paused to let him pull back, but just a little. "I have faith in you, Paul. You and your nice thick cock here. I'm going to drink your offering now. Then while you recover so I can make you come again in a little while, you can take care of me. How does that sound?"
His answer, for which I did not wait before sucking on him once more, was a strained, "I am your humble servant."
I felt him tremble, and his cock swole. I almost pulled off, but decided not to, and tongued his tip while pumping him relentlessly. He flooded my mouth with his cum. He was not one of those unfortunate men whose jizz is distasteful, but he was certainly not top ten in the flavor department either. Still, there was a lot, and that's always flattering. I could have taken it all, but I decided to let a little spill from the side of my mouth. I sucked him dry and looked up at him with a smile, the jizz visible on my chin. "Wow!" I said with a smile.
I meant the smile. Paul was fun to blow. He projected a nice sense of servility when I had him in my mouth.
It had really been a lot of cum, especially given he had fucked his wife not very long ago. I was not worried that he would have another load for me in a bit.
There was a weird fucking story here. This guy was still fucking his wife, he was handsome, he was enthusiastic, and he seemed like he had some nice skills. Yet he was being annually cuckolded, essentially, and he knew it. By his best friend. Who was unaware that Paul knew of their betrayal, and had known a long time.
I was going to have fun here, but I was getting away from Paul as soon as possible after this. I was unenthused about becoming a part of whatever soap opera his life was.
He rose and gently kissed me. Not deeply, I noted, but it was a gentle and thankful kiss. Then he gently pushed me back against a blank wall in the room and knelt in turn before me. He nuzzled my mound and I happily ran my hands through his hair. Then he hungrily grabbed my ass. After a brief grope, he grabbed the back of my bikini and pulled downward. He kept his face firmly pressed against me, but the bikini bottom popped free and he pushed it to the ground. He lightly kissed my smooth, hairless mound, then got to his feet, but while still squatting. Then he lifted one of my legs and draped it over his shoulder, then the other, my twat spread wide in front of his face. Very close to his face. He gave me a light lick, not able to reach much below my clit, and then he pushed up to straighten his legs!
First, it was fortunate that the room had high ceilings. Second, that was some serious leg strength. Third, it was a bit precarious for my tastes.
But yes, that was some impressive leg strength! Well done.
For cunnilingus, however, what he did was remarkably about him. He wanted to put on a show. Probably to prove himself--to himself more than to me. But as long as his tongue did what it was doing, and his probing fingers did what they were doing, I was all right with the show he wanted to put on. Very all right.
After an evening and a morning of having my tits exposed to all who wanted to look at them, I was desperately horny. I held onto his head, partly in passion, partly to make sure I didn't fall off, especially when my hips began to buck uncontrollably and I may have thumped the wall behind me a few times as I came. I managed not to scream too loudly as my building pleasure tumbled down in an avalanche of release. In the back of my mind the fear of falling got even worse. I had once ridden a mechanical bull at a restaurant and been delightedly terrified. It had not been a sexual thrill, especially with my four and five year old boys alternating between cheers and laughter at their mom, but this was far more precarious. Even with Paul clamping one hand firmly on my thigh, and his other 'supporting' me with two fingers inside my twat, I was bucking harder than that ride had. When I sagged at last, Paul slowly started to lower me down. I probably could have come a second time, had he hung in there and kept going, but awesome as that would have been, I'd have likely dies of fright. The experience had been... interesting.
When he let my legs slide free of his shoulders and I leaned shakily against the wall, I reached out and grasped his cock. It was pretty hard again by then, though I knew it had a bit more swelling to go.
"Paul," I gasped, still short of breath, "even though my husband did not come on this trip, I still unaccountably have a supply of condoms with me. I'm going to need you to use one on me... now."
"Again," he grinned, "I am your humble servant."
I stepped to the bedside table and grabbed one, tearing it open. I turned and sat on the edge of the bed. He approached and I carefully slid the cover over him. I started to go further, but this was supposed to be a learning experience for me. I let him take the lead.
At first, I was little disappointed, as he leaned in to kiss me, fondling my breasts some more, and not even pushing me up onto the bed itself. I started to open my legs and wind one around so that he was between them, but he just grinned. "May I?" he asked, stopping my leg.
"Please," I found myself saying little breathlessly. Yeah, I was still completely horny.
With one hand still happily feeling up my breast, Paul lifted my knees gently. But rather than stepping between them, as I had expected, he rolled them over to the side, along the edge of the bed and away for me. My upper back was now flat on the bed, but my hips were twisted to the side. I suddenly felt Paul's cock brushing my pussy, and I inhaled.
He pushed, and I felt myself take him in. Again, he wasn't terribly long, but this configuration seemed to let him delve deeper into me than I'd have thought, and he was definitely girthy enough. He paused inside of me and rocked his hips around, making me croon.
"This is new," I sighed, as he began to pulse inside me, never pulling out very far.
"Fuuuck," he smiled down at me. "I just knew you'd be flexible enough to do this."
"I'm a flexible girl," I chirped back. Then I dropped my voice. "Now fuck me good."
And he did. He did not fuck me great, but it was very good. And it did the job. The new position added an, um, twist to it, letting him screw me almost doggy style, with many of that old standby's benefits, while also letting us look at each other, and making it easier for him to play with my tits, which, as before, he did do really well.
For a guy who I was apparently consoling over his wife's Same Time Next Year infidelity, he had some pretty alpha moves here and there...
There wasn't a lot for me to do, but that was okay. I like being the horse as much as I like being the jockey.
His need began to rise, and I cooed encouragement as my own insides began to glow with that tense warmth you love to feel. His hips began to thrust faster, with longer strokes, and I felt that was a much improved sensation, especially because he had the good sense and consideration to make sure he was sliding along my clit as his efforts transformed from gentle pulsing to hard pounding.
I found that I really liked this idea, and was appreciating Paul's efforts more and more. I tried not to think about how much harder Todd would rock it when he and I tried this position, because those ideas were distracting me from the release I once more felt building inside me.
His hips were working so hard now, he had to let go of my breast, something he clearly did not in any way want to do, and hold on to my hip and thigh with a near death-grip.
"Fuck me, Paul! This is so gooooood," I sort of gargled as I felt thoughts on the rest of my life fade, and I let myself slide fully into the orgasm. My hips shuddered around his madly pounding cock, he moaned happily in response. His moan caught, and I felt him slam home, cock pulsing, and I knew he was filling the condom. How much, I didn't know, and didn't care. It felt great as his cock thrummed inside me.
"Ohhh... wow," I sighed in a small voice as the relaxation took me and I sank fully against the mattress.
"Yeah," Paul said in return, his brief period of alpha behavior fading. He was careful withdrawing from me, and slid the condom free from what looked like an utterly exhausted cock, deflating like an untied balloon.
I rose and took the wrap from him, giving him a long kiss. "I think we both needed that," I said softly. He only nodded. I wanted to say more words of encouragement to this man, even advice, but I did not. First, I did not want to get involved. Two, I did not know what the fuck to say, except that he and perhaps his wife seemed to be making themselves unnecessarily unhappy. The best friend? Fuck that guy. Painfully.
All I could say in the way of advice was, "It was amazing bird-watching with you, Paul, but you had better go get very, very clean before your wife comes back from her own... excursion."
He smiled sheepishly. "Thank you," was all he said, nodding.
I never said another word to him. He just let himself out with a last, shared glance.
I lay back on the bed and recovered. I hoped that lunch was served late, because we had been at it a while. I was suddenly very hungry. Before I got cleaned up myself and donned a fresh bikini bottom, I grabbed my phone.
ME: Mission accomplished!
TODD: Already?
ME: Already. And I will not do anything further with him again. Fun, but lots of baggage. Probably why I had it so easy convincing him.
TODD: It was easy for you to convince him because you are you, and he has a dick.
TODD: Still plenty of time to revise and extend your research, though. Maybe you will learn something else...
More? That thought wiggled at my mind as I went to lunch.
Turns out the English couple had not gone on an excursion and were enjoying a late lunch themselves when I arrived.
"You look in a good mood," she said to me.
"You both do too," I replied, deflecting. Also, they both had a real glow about them.
"We tried the nude side of the beach for the first time this morning," she confided.
"You dog," I said to the husband, who just smiled. "So you've been naked on the beach all day?"
"We came back a while ago," he muttered, looking away.
"Oh ho!"
I was not going to the nude beach. Not this trip. Walking around having conversations with strangers while topless was quite enough new horizons for one trip without Todd. That, and taking my first strange in seven years. If I could get Todd to come back here with me, and I most certainly would convince him to, then I would try that beach with him.
For the afternoon, I signed up for a group jet ski excursion, right off the resort's shore. It was every bit as much fun as I'd hoped it would be, though my anticipated joy of leaping over the waves, naked torso swaying in the sun, was damped down considerably by the required bulky life vest. I was glad I had taken the slyly grinning guide's recommendation that I wear my bikini top underneath, to prevent chafing. Helluva job for a young guy to have, advising half-naked women to put their tops on...
Dinner was great that night, especially when I truly accidentally dripped sauce on my boob, then truly intentionally made a scene of cleaning it off. The men of the table were riveted, and even the American wife was calmly enthused about what she'd get out of my performance from her husband later.
Someone at the table finally got around to tentatively asking me why I was there without my husband. I airily answered that it was my birthday present, and he didn't have as much vacation as I did.
"It is such a racy place here," one of the Spanish girls giggled. "I think if I were married, I would very much need my husband in the evening after what we see all day."
I traded looks with the wives, both of whose eyes told me that they both likely were needing their husbands more than just at the end of each day.
"I'm not here long," I non-answered, speaking to the girl again. "He better be ready when I get home though!"
When dinner was done, I let myself be talked into the disco with the girls and their escort this time. I was surprised that the English came along. The Americans went for a walk on the beach. They did not specify which one...
I danced... a lot. Topless disco is... fucking wild. I was more convinced than ever that Todd was bringing me back here. Fun new position aside, I felt that the big thing I was bringing back to add variety to our lives was this sense of how much I was enjoying letting my tits fly free, around lots of others doing much the same.
I danced with a lot of guys, including my Englishman friend who I had initially pegged as totally staid and, well, utterly British, and also with the French boy. I also danced with a lot of other eager partners.
I was certain, and I know on these things, that I could have gone to bed with any of them, even the husband. I did so with none of them. My English friend was a surprisingly sexy dancer, but I liked his wife too much. She didn't mind me dancing with him, or mind dancing with other guys herself, but she didn't have that, fuck my husband if you'd like vibe going on. Frenchie? Nah. Pass. He was hot, and sometimes funny, but the more time I spent talking to him, the less he made me like him. But what about the several other more than acceptable in every way guys?
I was here for a purpose, not just to have a wild weekend. This Hall Pass was a business trip, not a no-holds barred vacation.
I still had a marvelous time, and fell into bed seriously horny, despite getting pretty effectively laid earlier in the day.
I awoke earlier than my alarm, with the sudden realization that I had not made a reservation at the spa. I love massages, and get them whenever I can. I was not taking a vacation at a place with that gorgeous health facility and not get a rubdown! I got up, actually put on my bikini top for some reason, and hastened to the spa before breakfast. I actually arrived before they opened, but the receptionist was already there, and she saw me.
"We are not open for another hour, miss," she said, opening the door in a nonetheless welcoming manner. "When is your appointment?"
"Pardon me, I am so devastated," I said, trying out my French. "But I have forgotten to make a reservation for today, my last day here. Please tell me there are massage slots available?"
"A bien sûr," she answered, inviting me in as she went to her computer. She went on from there in English because while the French appreciate Americans trying to speak French, it hurts their ears to hear us actually do it. "Would you prefer one hour, or two? And would you prefer your therapy here, or in the comfort of your own room?"
My own room? That sounded positively decadent. I went with that option, and for a full two hours! My musculature would be made of well-cooked pasta noodles by the time I was done.
"Excellent," she said, and we agreed on a time right after an early lunch. "Oh," she added as I was filing out my room number, "I do have both available at that time. Would you prefer a male therapist or a female?"
"Male," I said without thinking. Then I thought and stammered, "I like big strong hands for a massage." That did not help with my embarrassment.
"Big hands, check," she smiled.
Okay, that was embarrassing, but I didn't change my mind.
"Julien will be at your room ten minutes before your appointment time," she said. "He will start with a questionnaire about your needs."
I filled my time with a light breakfast. Then I spent a pleasant hour or so in the sun on the beach, fortunately without encountering Paul, but still being chatted up by various men or even groups of men. I may have marked one or two for further investigation, in the event I did decide to change my mind and took the opportunity to 'revise and extend.' I was feeling very good about myself by lunchtime, where I ate sparingly, because I wished to remain feeling good about myself.
I was back in my room, wearing a robe over my full bikini when I heard the knock on the door. I went to open it and... well now.
Julien stood there, six foot five inches of mocha-skinned, very mixed race hardbody. He smiled calmly. "Madame? I am here for your therapy," he said in a lovely creole. I invited him in, and he brought in with him a very heavy massage table, which he maneuvered almost effortlessly. He placed it in the middle of the room, and had it set up almost instantly. As he worked to produce linens from his bulky bag and drape them on the table, he began to question me about my needs. I was soon drawn in, and as I was a quite experienced patient, we were chatting about my usual pressure-points, and other muscle groups that need attention. The clinical nature of things, as always, calmed me.
"Well, I think that gives me enough to go on," he said after a few minutes. "And we have two whole hours, should we discover any other aches and pains as we relieve the primary ones. I will step out now, and retrieve my music. If you would undress to your level of comfort, lie down and cover yourself with the upper sheet, I will knock before re-entering. I think, given what you have said, I would like to start with you on your back today."
With that, he slipped out of the room.
As to 'my comfort', I'd never had a massage other than naked under the sheets, so that was easy. I shucked the robe and slid out of the bikini. I wondered why I had even bothered with the suit in the first place. He had left the sheet pulled back diagonally on the table, and I slid under it.
I was reaching for the edge to pull it up to my armpits when I thought, I have been leaving my tits uncovered for the last two days, why do I need to hide them now, here in private?
I fully admit now, as then in the moment, I had an image of Julien's splendid physique in my mind as I made the calculation to leave the sheet at my waist. You never know... but you can help things along
A knock came, and I called for him to come back in. He did so, paused when he saw me, but moved professionally forward. He started the usual New Age music crap they always use, and I asked him if he had any nice smooth jazz instead. Julien smiled and leaned back, his phone now streaming to the little soundbar a sweet jazz electronica which was not what I had wanted, but which sounded good.
He started with a massage of the underside of my neck, lifting my head and moving it gently side to side and up and down, even employing a measure of traction, which I always loved. I did find myself staring into his face as he worked, and he always smiled in return, but his movements were absolutely professional.
As he moved to my arms and shoulders, I could not help but begin to hope he was finding the way my breasts moved in response to how he lifted and pulled on my arms to be enjoyable.
But instead of moving on to my torso, he slid down the table and began to work my feet, then my legs. He tilted the sheet free of one side entirely to the waist, gently tucking the sheet between my legs, not touching anything really interesting at all, but making sure my modesty was notionally covered. But not by much. I found myself really hoping he was enjoying himself.



As he lifted, rubbed, and tensioned each leg, and then put them back down, I found myself placing them farther and farther apart as he worked. I kept keeping my eyes locked on his. His smile began to betray that he was indeed enjoying himself a bit.
I doubted he had never had a client be quite so... receptive before, but he also didn't seem to have arrived expecting it today either. I let my gaze leave his eyes and sweep down the brilliant white scrubs that made such a striking contrast to his indefinably colored skin. When my gaze reached his waist, I became pretty sure he was in fact enjoying himself quite a bit. I sighed, closed my eyes, and gently thrust my breasts up in the air.
"I think you should turn over now," he said softly, once more working under my shoulders, and moved toward the sheet below.
"I got it," I said, and rolled swiftly over, sending the sheet sliding off me to the floor. I settled down happily, completely exposed.
"I'll get that," he offered, but did not move quickly.
"Would you mind not?" I asked sleepily. "I feeling quite warm."
No more was said, and Julien proceed to do some amazing, marvelous, utterly clinical work on my back. Top notch work, even if increasingly this was not my primary focus. I found myself moaning more happily than I did on some non-massage related occasions when I had just been well fucked.
He moved back down to my legs, and, as if experimenting, he let his fingers drag across my ass as he moved down. I just went, "Mmmmm."
My legs were spread wide as he worked, and he did nothing to close them up. He worked quite high, even on my inner thighs, but he never touched me all the way up, despite the way I was sure my body language invited it.
He did then move to a clinical and wonderful massage of my glutes, which was... an experience. He just kept working them, with no passion, but with my bare pussy right there, and with him pulling my cheeks apart routinely as he worked. Seriously, glutes carry an incredible load in our lives, and feel a bunch of fatigue. But for obvious reasons, vanishingly few therapists will get in there and really work those muscles like they could benefit from. This was heavenly all by itself, completely aside from what the experience was doing to the rest of my body...
Then he frustratingly moved upward. Frustratingly, at first. Now I found him pulling my arm up and behind my back, then rubbing under the exposed armpit. He actually pulled my whole body up halfway onto my side and slid his hand all the way underneath, stroking my breast in a fucking incredible caress.
"Is this good?" he asked softly.
"Morrrre," was all I could say. He obliged on the other side, adding in some gentle pinching and pulling on my nipple. After too long and not long enough, he asked me to turn once more. I smiled as I languidly did so. My sweeping hand brushed down the front of his scrubs, quite intentionally, and I felt the hardness in passing. "Well, well. What have we here?" I asked, with my eyes still closed. I slid my hand up again.
"I'm sorry," Julien said. "It does happen."
"I would be pretty insulted by this point if you weren't like this," I said, opening my eyes again. "May I?"
I did not wait for a response, and just tugged his scrubs down in front.
Big. Beautiful. Very hard. And surprisingly circumcised. I began to stroke him softly. His hands went to my breasts and gave them the serious attention I had been craving. After a few happy minutes of that, I rolled toward him, tugging gently.
He moved the half step upward that my hand was indicating and I leaned forward to suck him into my mouth. It was his turn to moan softly. As I gently sucked, still holding his shaft in my fingertips, his hand stole down my belly and eased between my legs. His strong fingers, which just minutes before had been powerfully digging subtle knots from deep in my musculature, were now light as a feather as he caressed all my most delicate parts.
I sucked him deeper in, as deep as I could go. I could not help myself. I guessed my Hall Pass really was not over.
His fingers continued their light touch, somehow more relaxing than arousing, even though they were plenty arousing. I was finding myself more intent. My head's movements were more exaggerated, and my tongue battered at his helmet. I wanted to taste what he had for me, but I also did not. I desperately wanted this lovely phallus down where his fingers were presently.
Ordinarily, I'd have gone ahead and finished him anyway without a thought, counting on being able to keep him interested enough to get it back up again in a bit. But I did not have a bit. I did not know how much of my two hours were left, but I did know that he had more appointments later, and likely had a hard stop time. And would he even fuck me? It was a question I had to ask myself, though the throbbing need I felt between my lips told me the likely answer.
Which to do? Certain joy, or probable greater joy?
"Do you want me to finish in your mouth... or somewhere else?" Julien asked, sounding out of breath.
That decided it. "I have condoms in my left bedside table," I sighed, rolling back onto my spine once more.
I wanted to turn to watch him walk away, wanted to see as I heard him tugging his scrubs top off. But I could not move. It was utterly unearthly how both incredibly turned on I felt, yet also so utterly relaxed at the same time.
Todd was going to massage school. A good one.
I must have dozed for a second, because I suddenly found Julien's lips pressing against my nipple. I gasped, eyes shooting wide open, energy restored to my body. He grinned at me and turned to the bulky bag he had brought in with the table I lay upon. He tugged out a large, triangular pillow and returned to me.
"I am going to need you sit up for a moment, then turn over while I put this under you," he said in his best, soothing, masseur's voice. I easily obeyed, curious. The cushion was wide, and he slid the soft, fabric-covered wedge under me with the peak right at the join of my hips, the shallow slope going up towards my head, and the steep one under my legs.
I settled my weight down and found it very comfortable. My ass was thrust up into the air, and there was a slight arch in my back as my body melded back into it and the table. The table creaked a tiny bit as Julien limbed up behind me, between my legs, which I of course still kept spread. I wanted to turn and look, but again, I was just so relaxed I lay there with my eyes closed, face resting comfortably in the round cushioned ring designed for the purpose.
I really wasn't sure what we were really getting out of this pillow though. I loved doggy style, and was very much looking forward to what was to come, but I knew full well how to shove my ass up into...
Oh wow.
I felt his cock press against my opening, my opening that he had so gently but thoroughly aroused and lubricated. I gasped as he entered me and I was mentally ordering one of these wedges on Amazon instantly.
Julie's hands gently dug into the muscles of my ass, resuming the massage, just with some incredible internal add-ons happening. His strokes were slow and deliberate, just like the movements of his hands, and I was moaning swiftly.
The thing about the pillow was, it made it easier. So much easier. There is not really a lot of effort to being on your hands and knees while a man drives into you, but there is some, and there is the need for balance and control. With this wedge under me, I was utterly relaxed, letting my body accept the external/internal pleasure without effort. I felt damned near weightless. And I really was bent a little differently too. That worked very well.
Relaxed and happy as I was, I was doing this for research, right? I had questions.
"You carry this with you to all your appointments?" I murmured with a saucy tone.
"I do," Julien replied, amused. His strokes into me were growing powerful, yet his breathing was utterly smooth. "Mostly I employ it for clients with certain forms of sciatica or other spinal issues. I have others in the bag for things like knee problems, or neck." He shifted his knees slightly and I gasped as I felt an angle of attack in this position that I never quite had before. "I am seldom so lucky that someone gives me the opportunity to employ it like this. Even less often with someone so beautiful as you. You are feeling good?"
"Fucking hell," was all I could say.
I found myself utterly passive as he fucked me, something I usually abhor. I never want to be the woman who just lies there and takes it. But like this? Relaxed as I was? It was amazing, though as Julien's efforts went on, and he kept varying his own position slightly, each new move adding new stimulation, I found myself awakening from my lethargy and beginning to move back against him. We both were growling and moaning now, quietly, as befitted a massage session...
His breathing now was audibly labored and shallow, and his cock throbbed in me. My body tensed happily in anticipation.
And he stopped.
"Would you like to continue like this? If we do, I will love it, but I fear it may end before our time is up. Or I can show you another way to employ the pillow and maybe extend my efforts?" He pulled out a bit and slid slowly back in as he asked the question.
As if.
"Please. Show me more," I gasped, then felt sad as his lovely invader withdrew reluctantly.
His hands gently twisted my hips. "Please simply roll over in place. I will adjust your hips."
I obeyed, and he moved me slightly so that my hips were perched right at the low peak of the wedge. The super-firm cushion did not crush down much. My back lay flat down the long slope and along the table. My legs dangled in not the most comfortable way. Julien smiled down at me and moved forward on his knees between my legs again. He gently bent them by the knees up and over me and slowly sank once more inside me.
Todd and I had experimented with a pillow or two under my ass, and used that idea with some regularity, but this was next level. Bracing his chest against my curled up legs, Julien felt like he was driving straight down into me like a pile driver--a gentle, velvet, pile driver. In and out he moved, and my formerly passive body was now alive beneath him. I grabbed his flexing ass and worked my legs around his torso.
Taking a break to shift positions might have extended things for him, but I felt myself suddenly rushing toward a climax as if there had never been a break. I mewed like a kitten and he went faster, fulfilling my wordless request.
With another thrust, I felt waves of stimulation radiate out from my twat in swells of ecstasy. They seemed to move so slowly but inexorably that I could feel their progression and enjoy it as they inexorably suffused me all the way out to my fingers and toes. My cries of pleasure were loud and expressed in unladylike vocabulary. I hoped in retrospect that my neighbors were all out doing things. My hands clamped on his ass and held him within me.
"That was, gratifying," Julien said, patiently holding still inside me while I felt the waves ebb. "Are you done?" he asked solicitously.
"Fuck no," I panted. "More importantly, neither are you. Come in me, Julien. Do it. I want to feel your cock surge in me." Fill that condom.
He pushed himself up even higher over me and drove downward with a new eagerness, letting himself go as I had hoped for. I was no longer being cared for. I was being taken. I love both ways of fucking. And I loved them both that afternoon.
My body rallied, and I felt my own pleasure centers begin to tense, firing in tiny sparks as I built once again under his efforts.
"Ohhhhhh!" Julien gasped, head snapping up, a beautiful expression of ecstasy on his face as his cock pounded into me, suddenly swelling and surging. It sucked the way the condom robbed me of feeling the veritable flood of cum I knew he was releasing flowing into my pussy, but the reduced sensation was still enough to send me over the edge a second time.
We sagged together, neither body particularly interested in moving. The afterglow was marvelous, but I also found the drawback of this wedge. It was not relaxing to collapse upon. "Julien..." I said uncomfortably.
"Mon dieu," he exclaimed, and magically seemed to levitate off me. "I know not to lie like that. You just broke me there for a moment," he smiled apologetically. As he stood up beside the table, I rolled toward him and reached out. He stepped toward me curiously and I slid the full condom off his rapidly deflating dick. I leaned over, took it into my mouth and cleaned him up, enjoying his moans of happiness. I had broken him all right. His dick didn't even twitch at what I did.
I held Julien's departure up a tiny bit, as my body just did not want to get off that table. When I did, and he packed everything up, with a kiss for me and for each of my breasts, he was gone.
I lay back on my bed and cataloged things. I fumbled for my phone.
ME: Mission thoroughly accomplished
He was at work, and something was obviously holding him up from replying. I smiled to myself at the agony he must be feeling at not being able to reply to that. At last, just as I was about to doze off in a haze of endorphins, he replied.
TODD: Oh ho! Anything you want to share with me before I get you at the airport tomorrow?
ME: You are going to be able to pick me up now, after all? {Sent with Confetti}
TODD: I moved a meeting so I could get off early and come get U
ME: As long as they don't want you to come back in after. That is not happening
TODD: {Some dumbass hubba hubba gif}
TODD: So no hints?
ME: You are signing up for massage therapy classes
TODD: I am?
TODD: Then you are, too
ME: I can get behind that
I opened the Amazon app, made an order, then showered, slid on my bikini bottoms and went to the beach before dinner.
----------
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This is the sixth part of a series that starts with Monogamish--The Courtship. It comes after(ish) The Seven-Year Itch. The next story will be Realizing her MILFdom. I hope you will enjoy it. If you finish this installment, you know the drill: vote, favorite, and especially comment, please. All the time-wasting BS you hear at the start of every YouTube video...
As always, I aspire to make my stories merely plausibly ridiculous, or maybe ridiculously plausible. Either way, this ain't real life, so don't lecture me on realism. It is also total fiction and I could only wish I was Todd, so don't be one of those people on Literotica who thinks every story is auto-biographical and start telling me that Amy and I "are doomed..." I just hope that, given these two highly-improbable characters, you will feel like the ride makes some semblance of sense.
----------
MONOGAMISH -- His Hall Pass
----------
Well, that had been an interesting fight. I had been accused of being predictable. I may have not liked that but was nonetheless worried it might be true. I had counter-accused Amy of becoming predictable as well, which she took much better than I would have expected from my sometimes fiery wife.
Yes, we do fight sometimes, just like any married couple. But we seldom fight for long because we are both quite committed to fixing whatever there might be that upsets the other. If we can manage to teach that knack to our sons, we will have gotten 90% of the way to being successful parents.
This particular tiff had shaken out reasonably well, I thought. We had recognized a budding problem early, and both were on board that it needed fixing before it marred our relationship. Our solution... Amy's solution, which I had eventually bought into, was that I needed to take a Hall Pass--to find and comprehensively fuck someone else to get me out of my rut. I agreed to it only after she broke down and agreed to have a Hall Pass too. I was not going to be the only one to take one for the team.
I see you rolling your eyes. A husband practically being ordered to go have some extracurricular fun is not supposed to be grumpy about it, right? The thing was, Amy and I were very, very good at monogamy. We both felt it was the right and natural thing for a marriage. And damn it, for me at least, it was easy.
My wife is hot. Spectacularly hot. At 28, with two kids, she is more perfect than when we had married seven years before--not just in my eyes either. I see the faces of the men we come across on any given day. I also don't meet a lot of women about whom the idea even enters my head that, gee, it might be interesting to fuck her today, instead of my wife. And if such a speculation does enter my head, it dies there quickly, as the utter balderdash it is.
Don't get me wrong, I am a guy. I am in no way saying that I never meet any women who would be interesting to fuck. I just always would rather fuck Amy. Both of us had fucked many other people, before and after we started fucking each other, all before we became engaged. I knew what I was doing, and how much fun I could have doing it.
I was not being asked to make a terrible sacrifice.
But it would be a pain in the ass. How was I to actually do this?
After I had fucked the best lay in the world again, as celebration of ending another argument, we stayed up late, wrangling about those nuts and bolts--how to do this... for both of us.
"I keep coming back to where I am supposed to find this posited Hot Refresher Course I'm supposed to seduce," I said, idly toying with Amy's nipple.
"You work in a company full of young women," she snorted. "You love telling me about how often you get hit on. Who is there right now who is trying to steal you away from me?"
"No one is currently trying to steal me away from you," I said. It wasn't meant to reassure, because Amy didn't need reassurance on that front. She never needed it. "There are one or two married ones who have recently made it clear they are open to some extracurriculars," I added with a shrug.
"Then there you go!"
"No! No way. I am not nailing anyone at work, and neither should you," I said firmly. "It is grody, and if word gets out, you at least would have a line outside your office all the damned time. This is a Hall Pass, not a new lifestyle."
"Good point," Amy replied. "I think we should say it needs to be a stranger. I'd rather you not fuck any of my friends either, for instance. Though God knows I have plenty who would fall on that grenade."
I suckled on the breast I'd been teasing for a minute, considering that I had any number of friends myself who would happily bang my wife for me. Ha! "Just go with escorts?" I asked doubtfully, when I came up for air. There had just been the one time, for each of us, the week before our wedding, where each of us had employed hired help. But that had been the point at the time.
"Too much like cheating," Amy replied. I nodded. She meant cheating as in cheating at a game, not cheating on a spouse, though we were morally opposed to both. But it was already clear that this was going to be a game for us, so it had to be fair.
We fell asleep still discussing it, and I woke her in the morning with my face between her silky smooth legs.
Two days later, with no good solutions yet, I came home from work to find Amy already home, happily cooking dinner.
"I have an idea," I announced.
"On how to find your Hall Pass? Excellent," she said, kissing me on the cheek.
"No. On how to find out how to find my Hall Pass."
"That is less excellent, but it is a start, Mister Reluctant."
"I'm Mister Clueless, thank you, no longer reluctant by this point," I snorted tartly. "I think I know who to ask for ideas."
"So have you asked him?"
"It is a her, and you are going to ask her."
"You are losing me here."
"I want you to ask Penny what her methods are for looking for guys," I said smugly. Penny was a moderately attractive, quite married friend of ours. More of a member of the same social circle, to be accurate. It is hard for me to be friends with either member of a couple when the wife has hit on me several times. I had tried to be clueless the first few times, but the last one I had found myself alone with her in the Wilson's kitchen, and she had outright flashed her tits at me. I took a good look. They were not bad at all, still pretty full despite her being in her mid forties, with interestingly mauve aureoles.
"Going to do something about these?" she had asked coquettishly.
"Penny, no. Not about those, or any other part of your body. Feel free to flash me all you want, please. They are a joy to look at. But I'm Amy's and no one else's."
"I'm not trying to take you. I'm just looking to borrow," she had said. I had just shook my head and moved out of the room. I of course told Amy that night. We often had particularly good sex after talking about someone trying to get one or the other of us to stray, but that wasn't the reason we always reported it. We were smug.
"She's going to think I am planning on cheating on you, and then use that to come after you again," she said now, at my suggestion.
"Let her," I shrugged. "I wouldn't mind another look at those boobs." Amy snorted. "Or tell her, I dunno, that we want to try some role-playing between the two of us, or some shit. Read the room."
It took three days before Amy could engineer a 'chance encounter' with Penny. She came home after, and slammed a whole pineapple on the couch next to me. "The grocery store," was all she said.
I raised an eyebrow.
I was now assigned to do all the grocery shopping for a while. Not a hardship. I do half of it regularly anyway, depending on when one or the other of us is out of town. But suddenly, I was doing it frequently, spending plenty of time there, while buying relatively little. Thursdays were especially good, as our boys had after-school computer camp, where they were learning to create video games. They would not come home until Amy picked them up at seven. I started abusing my flex-time at work, taking time off during the day and working late at night. Nobody objected, as we always need people around the office late in the evening. The world is a 24-hour place.
I found in less than two weeks, that the store was most crowded on certain days, and that was when I went. I always discussed the times with Amy, so that she could make sure the kids weren't home after school, especially if I was planning on 'shopping' later in the day.
I focused on a couple of supermarkets that were not near our house. I did not want to ensnare or be ensnared by a neighbor, or by anyone either of us knew. I definitely did not want to be observed by a neighbor while ensnaring someone else.
I grabbed a cart as the doors whooshed aside for me. I entered the big store and headed straight for the produce section. I liked this store because its customer demographics matched my own, same basic age and income, and because it had a genuinely good produce section, the plentiful pineapples aside. It is not always easy to find a produce department that reliably has passionfruit, kiwi, and even dragonfruit in season.
I grabbed two nice, pink dragonfruits and a beautiful pineapple, and put said fruit right side up in the upper basket of my cart. Then I went browsing, looking for two things, attractive women, and pineapples in those women's carts. My intent was, if I saw both, I would mess about in my cart and casually turn my pineapple upside down, then put myself in her line of sight.
Yes, the upside down pineapple is a thing. For real. Just actually start paying attention at the right times of day, and you will eventually see them. It is not like you will see a lot of them, but it is surprising.
So far, now that I felt I was in the rhythm of things, I had seen five women with inverted fruits in their cart. Three of them were hard nos for me, just from afar, and I never turned my pineapple over, or otherwise approached them. Let us be clear. I have an ethereally hot wife, and I was only doing this to be able to sex her up even better. That said, there was no way I was going to go out and take a Hall Pass with anyone less than a serious babe. I definitely intended to enjoy myself, because sex is for enjoying. And those three women were not what I was looking for.
The fourth had seemed to be genuinely clueless about the signal, her fruit was really as much on its side as upside down. That had been a real shame. She was a youthful redhead with an athletic body and the cutest nose.
The fifth? She was hot. A blonde with reasonably sized but still possibly fake boobs. She had a narrow waist and a tasty ass displayed in fuchsia-trimmed black yoga pants.
I had flipped my pineapple and pulled up beside her in the meat case, parking my cart so that the pineapple was right next to her, then I poked about in the ground beef section. As I had approached, I had seen that her left hand had a ring, but it was copper, and in the kind of clumsily ornate styling that made me guess it was something she bought at a ren faire or the like.
I did not care whether the women I put myself forward near were married or not. Either had their advantages, and I was crass enough to be willing to take advantage of either. But I had discussed this with Amy, and we both felt that while we might make ourselves available, a married person was absolutely going to have to come on to us. I was not going to make a first move here.
A married woman 'pineapple shopping' was already looking to get laid by someone outside of her marriage. And she could have all sorts of reasons. Her husband could be a douche, or incapable. They could be breaking up. He could be a pervert who liked to be cucked. She could just be a cheating, cheating bitch. All those were fine by me, mostly. In some ways that last would be best. She would be no more interested in anything other than sex than I was. But what if a married woman was teetering on the edge, hovering her bare toes over the water hesitantly... I was not going to be the guy to lure her down in. Unless she asked.
Regardless, this was not an issue here. Whatever that jewelry was that this babe was wearing, it wasn't a wedding ring.
I needed three pounds of ground round that day, because I was going to make a batch of taco meat to last us a few dinners. You can do a lot of different things with good taco meat.
"What do you use for your hamburgers?" The woman asked me. Perfect.
"Sirloin is too lean for burgers," I said, straightening and smiling before I turned, showing that I already given her a good look and knew she was the kind of woman men smiled at when she spoke to them. And I looked at her some more. Openly. "So I use ground round. But this batch is for taco meat, so I'll do a blend with this and a little chuck I have left over at home."
She looked at me too. And smiled. But then I saw the exact moment she saw my ring finger. I had quite deliberately chosen to keep my wedding ring on.
Our moment died. I had not been in her parameters. Fair dues. She headed off for the seafood counter, and I went toward frozen food... after a long look at her ass in those yoga pants. A regretful look, I realized.
When I got home, I texted Amy.
ME: Had a nibble, but only came home with groceries. You and boys have no need to stay out late
After getting the automated response that Amy was driving, I got started on making up the batch of taco meat. Fifteen minutes later...
AMY: Boys will be most disappointed. If I had not heard from you by five, I was going to take them to McDonalds
ME: Sux to be them...
They got home almost an hour later. Both boys had empty red fry cartons to throw away, regardless of my messages. I looked at Amy, and she shrugged. She had tipped her hand too soon apparently, and the boys could not be put off of a promised McDonald's run. When you are six and five, 'we might' is an iron-clad promise.
Our little bottomless pits were still more than up for tacos.
After dinner, as Amy and I did the dishes, and the boys allegedly were cleaning up the toys in their room--a Sisyphean task, even when they were actually trying, Amy asked, "So you had a near one today? That's good. A near miss is a near hit."
"The whole process is frustrating," I replied. "It is a little embarrassing, and a lot annoying. And moderately pointless when I have you in my life anyway."
Amy looked around before grabbing my ass with her soapy hand. "Washing the car is pointless too. More so, because you always have to do that again in just a couple of weeks. But we wash them anyway. And you need a Simonization, my hot rod!"
I did not want to mention all the mixed signals I was receiving around this idea, so I just grumbled. None of them worried me, I just wanted a clear direction.
"How about after we get the boys down, we just head straight to bed and do some naked Netflix watching?" Amy asked.
I imagine I brightened visibly. "I can get into that," I purred.
"Good. Then later, you can get into me," she purred back.
After we had gotten into everything, we lay back as the credits rolled, in more ways than one. "You are way more frustrated after today's trip than you ever have been before. Seems like it was more than just a near miss. Tell me," she almost giggled, "just how hot was this single go-getter who's fishing for something serious instead of a nice, safe fuck with a married guy?"
I looked at her sourly. "Sniffing around the foothills of your heights," I said.
"That hot?" she laughed, flattered.
"That fucking hot," I replied with complete honesty.
Shopping expeditions had to wait for a while, as first I, then Amy, had trips out of town that meant no shopping, and I was responsible for the kids when I was home.
When she was driving me to the airport for my trip, Amy said idly, weaving in and out of traffic politely, "You are going to New York. You might have a chance there to short-circuit this whole process. I hear there are one or two desirable women in that city..."
"Nah," I said, finding that I meant it. "To be honest, I've invested so much thought and effort into this pineapple thing, I feel like I've got to see it through, come hell or high water."
After Amy got back from Chicago, we had a chance to get together with our friends James and Darlene. We were that kind of Parent Couples. We both had boys in the same grades, James and Darlene were only a few years older than us, we had enough interests in common to make hanging out more than tolerable. On this occasion, the kids had all had a chance to go to a slumber party at the science museum, and we had eagerly signed them up. Once the munchkins were dropped off, we had all gone off to have dinner at whichever Houligan Tuesdays was close by.
We had a good time. We all told a few non-revealing stories about ourselves, had a responsible number of drinks, and Darlene and I argued about college basketball. James tried to get involved, but we just told him his team sucked. He reminded us that his team led his conference, and was picked to win it. We reminded him that his whole conference sucked.
It was a decent evening, leaving us feeling like grownups, which is a non-trivial accomplishment when you have little kids.
As Amy and I were driving home, Amy mentioned, "It is too bad we took people we know off the table. Darlene would do you any day and twice on Sundays."
"Tomorrow is Sunday."
"Exactly."
"Yeah? I can say with absolute certainty, James would likewise happily drink your bathwater."
She laughed. "Yeah, but it is not my birthday right now."
"It will be," I said slowly.
We drove for almost half a mile. They were both very attractive...
"Yeah... no," I said languidly. "I like monogamy too much. And swinging is the exact opposite."
"I agree," Amy said. Then, in her Devil's Advocate voice, she added, "but I thought we had declared ourselves monogamish?"
"Exactly. But swinging is not monogamish, it's polygamous. And it is just icky."
"That's my guy," Amy smiled.
"And besides, swinging would be a mook's game for me, in particular, to play," I added.
"Oh?"
"Yeah. Trading wives is idiotic. James may have a Corvette in Darlene. But I have a Ferrari Portofino. Who the fuck rationally makes that trade, even for a night?"
"I am going to drain you dry tonight."
*
Thursday was my next expedition. The boys had computer camp, and I was able to bail on the office early, due to some paying forward, at lunchtime. I had a lettuce wrap at Jimmy John's, and texted Amy, who was traveling again, that I was going 'shopping'.
AMY: Get half and half
AMY: and a head of fresh broccoli
I hit the store just after one. It seemed a little early, but Thursdays had always seemed good, and if I was successful, the boys were at computer camp until late. I thought it worth a whirl, especially since I needed several things beyond broccoli and half and half.
Other than yielding a particularly nice pineapple and the broccoli, the produce department was a bust. Cute women, but no pineapples. I even went so far as to put my own fruit upside down proactively, then trolled around one that appealed just enough, but no dice. I think I even got a disapproving glare. That was kind of fun.
Meat department was ditto.
I shifted mostly into actual shopping mode, and went down the International Foods aisle. I was examining seasonings for chicken, when I heard a voice. "It's funny," the rather musical voice said. "I never cook that dish, but the seasoning is great in a carbonara."
I turned to see another redhead. Nice. Almost as nice as the one that got away. Nicer, in some respects. Almost as tall as I, and with the barest hint of an expensive, fabulous olfactory aura. Not a scent, and not even an aroma. An aura.



"Japanese seasoning? In carbonara?" I asked with a smile.
Nice boobs. Very nice boobs, actually, displayed just a trace inappropriately in the wide-open neckline of a white linen shirt.
"I am into fusion," she said.
Hoo boy. The way she said that was promising.
I cast my gaze over her cart. Sparsely filled, almost as if perfunctorily so. There was a pineapple almost as nice as the one I had grabbed, and more importantly, quite definitely upside down. And behind it, I saw she wore riding pants. Riding pants were yoga pants before yoga pants were ever a thing. I felt these were even better, equipped as they were with knee-high black leather boots.
My gaze bounced over a wedding ring and an engagement ring with a huge diamond as I swept it back up to her face. I smiled more broadly. "I actually don't do the dish it's meant for either. I use the blend on a roast chicken."
"Do tell," she replied, leaving over her cart toward me and affording me an even better view of what seemed definitely to be on offer. Her gaze flicked over my left hand, and if anything, she grinned wider.
"Well," I said slowly, thinking quickly, "I actually have a special roasting device I came up with myself for doing whole chickens, and with how moist it makes them, absolutely lip-smackingly juicy, I find this stuff adds the best final zest."
"Fascinating, tell me more." She didn't sound fascinated... not by roasted chicken.
"Well, it is hard to describe." Since it didn't exist. "If told you all about it, I'd have get an NDA signed by you, and I don't have any with me."
"Now I am most curious," she purred. She was hitting the accelerator hard. I might be a noob, but she was not. Must be easy to find guys to fill in for your obviously wealthy, obviously inattentive husband when you looked like her. She was the package. Not overly voluptuous, no crazy dimensions anywhere, but everything fit together very well. A bit like Amy, but without that extra zing. Or the mesmerizing face.
I took a deep breath I hope she didn't notice. "Well, I don't know what your way home is, but if it runs close to my way, you could stop at my place after we leave, and I might show it to you."
She smiled broadly, like we had just signed a contract. "Oh, I am totally there. In fact, I'm done here. Are you?"
"Matter of fact I am," I said, flipping the packet of asian spices into my cart. I had six more things on my list, but they all could wait. This could not.
As we worked our way through the express checkout lane, chatting inconsequentialities the whole way, I found myself experiencing a deluge of thoughts.
I was about to cheat on my wife.
I was not about to actually cheat on my wife.
Jesus fuck, this woman is hot.
Damn, she is a randy one, isn't she?
She, or at least her husband, is way, way financially better off than Amy and I.
Her husband is a douche. What flavor? TBD.
Yep, she is pretty hot. Not Amy, but hot. Just what I could have asked for.
Finally.
It is amazing how fast things can move when two adult, good-looking people realize that both are in the market for some afternoon delight.
Damn, she was in shape. A bit more of a hard body than even Amy, while not possessing that essential beauty.
Even right now, all the things being equal, I'd rather go home and wait for Amy.
But all things are not equal. This woman had her uses, as I apparently did for her. I had come to believe those uses, for me at least, were real.
Fuck, I am going to enjoy this.
With both our groceries purchased (I suspected her list had become truncated as had mine), we headed to our respective cars, so she could follow me to see my secret chicken-cooking device. Her Jaguar, of course it was a Jaguar, pulled out right behind me as I led. I had never been so careful not to lose someone following me.
I did not want her to see me texting as we went. Fortunately, Steve Jobs and his lesser successors had made it possible for me to text Amy and never take my hands off the wheel.
ME: Got a live one
ME: Assuming I don't fuck it up, hope to be a while refreshing my game
ME: Will call when done. We will be at our house. Hold onto your hat
The return was prompt.
AMY: I have faith in you.
That last sentence held many meanings. Most of them weird.
I pulled up to our house, and I opened the garage, but did not pull my car into it. We were now living in the second house Amy and I had owned. We were most definitely doing all right for ourselves, even if we did not drive Jaguars.
The woman... fuck, I had not yet heard her name! She knew mine, but she had not offered even her first name. She got out of her car and I ushered her in through the garage. She saw my kids toys in there.
When we got in, she saw a picture of Amy, and me, and the boys on a playground. Amy was obviously beautiful, but her outfit was baggy mom jeans and a sweater. The woman looked at that particular picture and obviously thought I was out looking for a break with someone hotter. That belief amused me.
Amy and I were looking for proactive, independent, and horny in our Hall Passes. Check, check, check.
I, I had to admit, was also looking for a smoke show.
Actually, I was sure Amy was too--for herself and for me too. She would have been angry if I had mailed it in with someone plain.
This was not a worry here.
Whoever this woman was, whatever her motivations were (though I had a good idea), she was a dish. Fit as a fiddle, with nice tits, an elegant face, and legs just like I like them, long enough to wrap around me with authority.
Best of all, she clearly wanted a casual fuck--a recreational afternoon. I would not have to worry about seeing her later. Had I been less sure of that, I would have found a way to suggest we go to her place, not ours.
I stepped up right behind her. Right behind her. I was not touching her, but I was very definitely in her personal space and she would know that without looking back, even if she had not felt my breath on the back of her neck. She did not move away an inch.
"I have a confession to make," I said softly.
"Oh?" she said, not turning to look.
"I do not have a special gizmo for roasting chicken," I said. "I use a beer can like normal, sane people do."
She chuckled. It was a sexy chuckle. "Then why am I here?"
I rested my hands delicately on her hips. She leant back against me fully. "You looked like you could use a friend," I said, as her ear pressed back against my face.
"I have lots of friends," she said, still not turning back toward me. "My husband is a great friend." She pushed her ass back against my groin. "I need a good fuck. You look like you do, too."
I wasn't going to disabuse her of that.
That said, by now I did kind of need a good fuck right then. Her tight ass began to writhe against my cock, which was perfectly fine with the situation, and she clearly felt its approval.
"So, if your husband is such a great friend," I said, nuzzling her nice long neck and lifting one hand to clasp one of her generous handfuls, "then why are you in my kitchen?"
"Norman is kind, funny, takes extravagant care of me, and knows I'm attractive," she said, underselling the last. "But he was barely interested sex when we were newlyweds. Now we are pretty much down to birthday blowjobs and an anniversary fuck." I slid my still free hand up to grope her other delicious boob. "You seem like you can more than take up the slack for this afternoon. You are making a good start already," she purred.
I tugged up the front of her shirt until it rested tightly over the upper curves of her breasts. She wasn't wearing much of a bra, and I easily pulled its cups down to expose and lift her boobs. Her nipples were hard, and I went to work making them harder, tugging and tracing their outlines.
"A very good start," she sighed. One of her hands pressed its way between us and clenched on the bulge in my pants. "Your wife doesn't keep this satisfied either, I take it?"
"She does her part," I admitted, trying to keep my amusement out of my voice. "But sometimes," one time, "I feel like I need a refresher to keep me interesting." Her boobs were certainly interesting. And her hand was interested.
"Tell me it's your birthday," she moaned slightly.
"Next week," I exclaimed, a little alarmed. "How did you know?"
"Really?" she started with a laugh. "I just meant you needed to tell me it was. I am quite good at birthday blowjobs."
"On my honor, it is my birthday today," I said earnestly.
"Eeeeexcellent," she purred, turning around and massaging my bulge eagerly. "I know just what to get you. Would you like it here, or would you like to take a load off?"
My hands went automatically to her boobs, thumbs flicking at her nipples. "Here will do just fine," I murmured. The middle of the kitchen floor would be easy to clean before I went to get the kids, in case she dribbled anything I offered her.
As she knelt before me, I tugged upward on her shirt. She lifted her arms like a dancer and let me pull it off over her head. Now I had a better view downward.
"Take it out for me," the woman said eagerly. "I want you to show you really want it." Had we reached the point where I could no longer ask her name?
I unbuckled and unzipped, and shoved slacks and underwear downward. My cock was eager to show that I really wanted it. I found that I really wanted it too. Amy was the best. I knew that. But it had been a while since someone else's best efforts had proved that through comparison. Mostly, I just was amazingly horny by then, and my darker side was wishing my true self would let it just fuck her face without delay.
She helped work each foot out of its shoe and pants leg, and I ditched my shirt, not really loving the Donald Duck look. She sat back on her heels to run her gaze up and down my body. "Demi," she said absently to herself, "you got the jackpot today..."
Ah, ha! Got it!
Then Demi folded her hands behind the small of her back and she leaned in to get started. She was impressive how she manipulated my cock with just tongue and lips, bathing every square inch of shaft, head, and balls with her saliva, which, given how upright my cock was parading itself, was a trick. Then she had me in her mouth. Then she had me at the entrance of her throat.
This was not my wife in front of me.
This was so hot.
This was different.
This was the point of the exercise.
She tried to take me even deeper, and audibly choked. I pulled back instinctively, but her hands shot out from behind her and grabbed my ass, fingernails digging into the flesh of my ass. It hurt surprisingly nicely, but I realized she was making a seriously dick move. If I had been trying to keep this secret from my wife, I would have had some 'splaining or some hiding to do.
Then she pulled me forward, ramming my cock back into the back of her mouth. She choked again, but she kept digging in her fingers, spurring me on.
Gluck, Gluck, Gluck.
This was hot. But I didn't see me using this lesson with Amy.
Unless she wanted me to.
I finally pulled back hard enough to escape her fingers and jaws. "Holy shit," I gasped, "Happy Birthday to me."
"I'm not done yet," she said crossly.
"You are for now," I said, pulling her to her feet and leading her to my... my and Amy's bedroom. "I have a present for you too, Demi."
She laughed as I tugged her hand, and as she followed, she said, "You're welcome."
"That is amazing technique," I admitted.
"No, I meant for my name, Todd."
I looked at her blankly. Or tried.
"Gotcha!" Demi crowed. "You waited too long to get my name, and have been dying to figure out a way to ask. You're welcome." As we reached the door to the bedroom, she added, "I considered just leaving you hanging there, and walking out of here... eventually, with you never knowing my name." I looked at her grimly. "But I want to hear you shouting it out at the top of your lungs more," she went on slyly.
I swept her up in my arms, and through the door. It took a little effort. She was lean and not tall, but her bones were good and she was hardly petite. She had plenty of flesh in just the right shape in basically all the right places to hold onto. "You have a cruel streak," I scoffed, tossing her onto the bed where she bounced and laughed.
"It's latent, I promise you," she giggled, as I grabbed one of her riding boots and lifted it upward, stretching out her leg. I ran my hands up the length of the soft, almost knee-high leather, then slowly began to tug.
"Mmmm," Demi murmured, leaning back on her elbows to let me work. "This is nice of you. Getting these boots off can be a pain. But I warn you, before you get too excited about getting me barefoot, it's warm today, and I've had them on for a while already."
"Well you need not worry," I said, easing the boot off. It was tight. "Feet are not a fetish of mine. But these boots are sexy as fuck, and I'm finding it fun to take them off."
"Wait 'til you take off the pants," she purred, and then sighed as I slid the boot free of her foot. Nice foot, too. I refrained from massaging it. I do not have a foot fetish, but I enjoy massaging a nice hoof sometimes. I didn't do it here because it did smell like a foot. The volume of the scent was only a one or two, so it did not smell bad per se, but I had plans for my hands elsewhere in the immediate future.
"I like the cut of your jib, and wish to subscribe to your newsletter," I said, running my hands down the newly uncovered length of her pants leg, and a good bit of length that had not been covered to begin with. Then I gently set down the leg and took up the other to de-boot it as well. "I admit I'd love to get right on that, but I'm going to enjoy taking off this other boot first."
"You do know how to draw things out nicely, don't you, Todd?" Demi murmured.
"Things... and people, that are worth doing, are worth taking the time to do right," I murmured back.
It really was a spectacular view as I worked the second boot off. Demi was watching me with a hungry look in her eyes that I found very promising, and with me holding one leg up in the air to pull off the boot, she had splayed the already bootless one out wide. Riding pants fit just as wonderfully on a good-looking woman as yoga pants, but they are of much thicker fabric. There is no camel toe to be had in riding pants. Not real ones at least, and while both pants and boots were newish, I got the impression from the emerging wear patterns that Demi liked wrapping her legs around the torso of real horses with regularity.
With the second boot free, I slid my hand down the inside of her calf, then her knee, then her thigh, straight and without preamble down to press against and gently massage her crotch. It drew a soft hiss from her, and in moments, she was lifting her ass up to start shoving the tight elastic pants down. I was eager to help.
Her pussy was a sphinx, so smooth and utterly hairless, I knew it was an expensive laser job. What did a husband with little to no interest in sex think when he saw a bill like that? "Commando?" I asked approvingly. "Isn't that a little contra-indicated in the saddle?"
"Absolutely," Demi snorted. "Had I been intending to ride... my horse, today, I'd have a substantial pair of compression shorts on underneath." She paused. "I do not have a substantial pair of compression shorts on underneath."
"So I see," I said tugging the riding pants completely free. Then, as I bent swiftly between her legs, I added, "I approve." I swept my face down inexorably toward her vagina and she let her legs spread wide, beginning to sigh.
But I halted my dive an inch from her sweet-smelling flesh. I inhaled happily and audibly, then pulled back and began to kiss her inner thigh instead. Her leg quivered, but she growled, "And you say that I have a cruel streak!"
"Tut tut," I said softly, Turing my attention to her other leg, even further from her slit this time. "Remember, anyone worth doing is worth doing well. Comprehensively well," I added, nibbling the tight, firm flesh of her inner thigh. The only drawback to riding and yoga pants is, you can't be sure if the sleek curves they show off are really that smooth, or if those curves will sag and/or bulge, unable to support themselves without help.
No worries here. With Demi, the pants conformed to her body, not the other way around. I slid to a knee, and was unable to resist heading back where we both wanted me.
As my tongue delved into her, along with, in good time, a couple of fingers, I reflected that I had been extraordinarily lucky in this chance partner. I mean, I had been very picky to begin with, but still... she tasted really good. Not Amy good, but... quite the fancy feast. And she was quite vocal about the process, even well before things came to a head. I had forgotten how nice it was to be cheered on quite so explicitly, and made a note to see what I could do to encourage Amy on that front.
A few words to Amy, and a lot of 'work' on my part should do the trick for us later. Poor, poor, pitiful me... That was the point of this exercise, after all.
As Demi's cheers subsided into panting almost sobs, she finally pushed me away from her pussy. We shared a grin.
"Water?" I asked, feeling parched myself, and I was not sweating and breathing hard like she was.
"Oh fuck, please," she nodded.
I rose, a little more light-headed than I had expected, and tottered over to the little 'barista station' Amy and I had in our bedroom, for when we didn't want to have to put clothes on in medias res. These days, the boys might be wandering outside their room. Both had developed an alarming tendency to randomly roam to bathroom or even the kitchen at some dicey moments. Beside the coffee maker, there was a small, twelve-pack fridge, filled mostly with bottled water and a few White Claws for good measure.
I opened two bottles of Fuji and turned back to Demi, sucking greedily on mine. She was sitting up on the edge of the bed, legs tightly crossed, and arms pressed together over her chest, chin in hands. She was grinning a demurely evil grin. I stepped to her and handed over her bottle. She thanked me and eagerly sucked down half of it in a continuous gulp that betokened at least some control over her gag reflex, and handed it back to me.
"Now, where was I?" Demi asked herself. "Oh yes. Making this come." And with that, she sucked my cock back deeply into her mouth. As her head bobbed, slobber running freely down my length, I stood there a bit awkwardly, both hands full of water bottles and no where to put them.
As ways to be trapped helplessly went, I was on board.
She took her hands off my shaft and reached behind her to ditch the bra, her last piece of clothing.
"Aww," I joked. "I kind of thought you were really hot with just the bra on."
"Bwah," she gasped, pulling off my cock, as she tossed the bra aside. "I'll put it back on... slurp... later if you want. But right now..." she interrupted herself with a deep but brief suck on my cock, "it'll just get in the way." With that, she comprehensively soaked my member in saliva.
Then she straightened up, still holding my dick firmly, and pushed out her chest. She smiled up at me as she began running me in sweeping strokes across the firm but yielding flesh of her breasts. I moaned as she alternated between pumping my cock with her gentle hands, and rubbing the tip over and around her super hard nipples.
Damn. Amy and I never really did much hand stuff, except as a very secondary supplement during oral, having gone straight from platonic gaming buddies to intercourse under the eyes of angry cows. Never seemed worth the time to us. I'd forgotten that this shit could be awesome.




Then it got better.
Using her fingertips, Demi pressed my shaft in between her boobs, and pressed them against me with the heels of her palms. Then she rocked slowly up and down, my cock sliding smoothly along both flesh and entrapping fingers.
"Holy fuck," I said in delighted surprise.
"Your wife must be smaller than me," Demi surmised. "Let me make up for lost time."
Amy was not smaller than Demi. If anything, she was a tiny bit bigger.
Neither of us, nor any of our friends, ever much considered titfucking back in college when Amy and I were still dating around. I'm honestly not sure I'd even heard of it back then. Maybe she had. We only ever really talked about it when we started watching porn together for an occasional fun night. But every star we saw who got her boobs fucked had some definite melons. The only girl with pornstar boobs I had known well in high school or college had been Kerrie, and I had barely ever touched hers, much less thought about sticking my cock between them. Amy and I always laughed when we saw it in a porno, dismissing it as one of those impractical, more trouble than it is worth ways of showing off for the camera.
I was going to fuck Amy's boobs all the fucking time from now on! I could not wait to fuck her boobs.
Actually, I could wait. At least until after I finished fucking these boobs...
I started flexing my hips, and Demi cooed, holding still and letting me do the work. "That's it, Todd. Fuck 'em. Fuck 'em hard," she gasped as I began to oblige her, my cock screaming with happiness at this new, spectacular hybrid sensation. "I want you to come like this," she urged. "Do you want to come like this?" I nodded spastically, enthralled. What a special melange of dominance and begging this was.
"Good," Demi cooed. "Because I want to feel your jizz all over me. I love the impact of hot, sticky cum against my tits, against my throat, against my face!"
"Against your belly?" I asked, fucking hard now, still stuck with the water bottles in my hands.
"No," she said, smiling even more broadly. "Later, when we fuck, I'm going to need to feel your cock pulse inside of me, filling that condom, making me come."
I had not worn a condom in years, and ecstatically so, though I of course had them strategically placed around the house and in my wallet in anticipation of this Hall Pass. But Demi actually made it sound almost erotic. Almost desirable.
But thoughts of fucking Demi in the usual way faded fast, as my vision narrowed to just my cock sliding between her boobs, her fingers holding me in the embrace of her pressed together flesh. My only regret I had bandwidth for was that her sweet nips were covered by her pressing hands..
"You are almost there, Todd, I can feel it," she hissed. "Fuck them. Fuck them harder!"
"Trying to make this last," I gasped desperately. I was close, and I did not want this to end.
"Paint me," she sighed. And I unloaded.
"Nggggh," I burbled through gritted teeth as my hips' motion grew suddenly staccato, and I felt my body blush from cheeks out to... elbows? My cock throbbed and the noises I was involuntarily making rose higher as the first surge of jizz fountained out and upward, making an almost perfect pearl necklace for her. I kept coming, but in a copious flow, rather than further blasts. I still stared down as white cum surged out and around, coating my still thrusting, almost flailing, cock amid the warm curves of her cleavage.
With a gasp, I stopped and pulled myself away a step from her now deliriously over-stimulating breasts. We both stared at her spattered and sticky chest, a spectacular sight. Then Demi looked up at my cock, still mostly hard and smeared all over with my own cum. A huge dollop was dangling from the tip.
She almost lunged forward and slurped me into her mouth, collecting all the cum that covered my shaft, oblivious to the ample supply already on her own body. I groaned, but held in there until she had me clean. I stumbled away, clinging to minor tasks to right my brain. I finally set down the waters and grabbed a spare pillowcase out of the drawer. I could not have made it all the way to the bathroom for a towel. I handed the case to her, and finally drew a deep, complete breath.
"Listen," I said, trying to control my respiration. "I am now utterly starving. And that can't have been much of a meal for you," she shot me an amused glance as she cleaned her throat. "Can I offer you a sandwich, or... or... hell, a bowl of cereal?"
"Cereal?" She asked almost incredulously. Then she thought of something, and I realized that she was remembering that I obviously had kids. "Wait! Tell me you have Lucky Charms!"
I smiled. "And Captain Crunch, too."
She almost lunged off of the bed. "It had been a decade since I've had Lucky Charms," she said, and I grabbed the spunky pillowcase from her absent-minded fingers.
We settled down at the breakfast table, stark naked, and devoured two huge bowls of Lucky Charms. I was going to have to go back to the grocery store for real. As we ate, I discovered that she did ride, and in fact owned two horses.
I have an uncle who has an amazing job, some family money from his wife, and he still has to economize to afford one horse. How rich was Demi's neglectful husband?
I also enjoyed staring at her naked chest, especially the lone rivulet of my cum that she had missed and which clung to the sloping upper curve of her right breast. At last, she noticed it there, half-filled her spoon with milk and pink hearts with green clovers, then she scraped it along her boob, wiping the jizz into it, then ate it all with a huge grin.
That little show did nothing to impede the return of my erection.
In no time, we were back in the bed, making use of one of my various stashes of condoms.
The fuck was... good. We both got hot and sweaty, lasted a good long while, and she came twice, bookending my own thunderous orgasm. I shouted her name at the top of my lungs, because I knew she wanted that. And holy fuck did she reward me for it, clamping her legs and interior muscles down on my exquisitely in response.
But...
How could this otherwise sex-machine of a woman screw so... blandly?
She was tight, and wet. Her tits felt great, and she loved having me play with them. She was enthusiastic.
But she was predictable as all hell. I mean, I was fucking Demi in the first place because Amy and I could both tell what the other was going to get up to next from time to time in bed. I felt like I knew everything Demi was going to do next before it happened.
Everything she did was great. But the final experience ended up just... good. As I said, the orgasm was still thunderous. And I had a lot to take from this experience. Most importantly, it reminded me of what I already knew in my bones. Nobody was as good as Amy.
I rolled off her, both of us sweating and panting, and collapsed on my back on the mattress. She leaned over and tickled exhaustedly at my chest. "Holy fuck, Todd! That was incredible," she cooed enthusiastically.
I smiled, trying to hide how smug I was. I still had the moves...
"I'm so glad we met up," she said, tugging at my sparse chest hair. "But you know we won't meet up like this again..." she said softly.
"I know," I answered with the tinge of regret in my voice that she expected.
"I really do love him, you know," she said, still trying to explain herself. I wondered if she often had her brush-off so easily accepted. "He doesn't want this part of me though, so I... I just need to do it in a way that doesn't jeopardize everything else that we do have together."
"I understand," I murmured, caressing her boob in turn. Inwardly, I wondered if she was afraid of a series of intimacies because they might confuse and damage her own love for her husband, or if she just did not want said series of intimacies to jeopardize the two horses and the Jaguar. Either way, I was sure his neglect was real, so I was fine with whatever her motivations. And the fact that I would not need to brush her off was a relief.
"Your kids will be home from school soon, won't they?" Demi asked, looking at her expensive watch.
I nodded with a sigh. Actually, the boys were coding sprites and macros, or whatever they did at computer camp, and I did not need to go get them until seven. But this felt like a good punch out point.
"I should go," Demi said, and got up slowly. I smiled and lay back on the bed to watch her put her clothes on. It was a beautiful sight, especially at the end, as those long, black, leather boots slowly engulfed her shapely calves.
I threw on a robe, and went to the front door with her. We shared a final happy, but not passionate, kiss, and she said, her hand on the knob of the door, "I'm sure you are going to change the sheets anyway, but do not forget about that pillowcase!" She slipped out the door, and I heard the Jaguar growl.
I turned back. I was going to change the sheets, and shower thoroughly. This was not in an attempt to deceive of course, but I doubted that hearing about it all in detail was what was going to turn Amy on about this Hall Pass thing. When she figured out her own try at a Hall Pass, I wanted to know what happened, but I was already sure I was not going to be turned on by details... only results.
I saved the pillowcase, though. In case I was wrong about what might get Amy going.
I even had time, after a comprehensive shower, to drive back into the office and get some work done, before heading out for the boys about 6:40.
I went about the evening, wishing my wife was home and not on the road. The next night, I came back from the office late, and Amy had found her own way back from the airport.
I heard a noise when I entered the house and turned to the door. I saw my wife leaning against the jam, an inquiring smile on her face. "How'd it go?"
"It went well," I said. "And yes, before you ask, I admit that I enjoyed the everliving fuck out of it." She grinned happily. My wife fully agrees with me that there is no point in having any sort of sex if you are not going to enjoy it to the full. "Do you want to hear about it?" I asked, hesitancy creeping into my voice. We actually had not discussed this.
"Yeeees, and no," she said, simple confusion in her reply as well.
I smiled, happy at her response. "Well, all I will say at the moment is, the underlying agenda was satisfied--quite broadly. The boys have had dinner?"
"They would not be playing the Wii if I had not fed them already. They'd be yelling at you about why you don't have food ready for them," she chuckled.
"Then how about I go tire them out to the best of my already tired ability..."
"Ooooh!"
"...while you cook us some dinner. Then after you and I eat, we can put them to bed, and I will begin to show you some elements of what I learned?"
"I love you."
"I love you too."
----------
Mission Accomplished, right? There are two more chapters to go. Stay tuned for Monogamish--Realizing Her MILFdom... Comments are always my best compensation!
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This is the seventh part of a series that starts with Monogamish--The Courtship. I hope you will enjoy it. If you finish this installment, you know the drill: vote, favorite, and especially comment, please. All the time-wasting BS you hear at the start of every YouTube video...
As always, I aspire to make my stories merely plausibly ridiculous, or maybe ridiculously plausible. Either way, this ain't real life, so don't lecture me on realism. I just hope that, given these two highly-improbable characters, you will feel like the ride makes some semblance of sense.
----------
MONOGAMISH -- Realizing Her MILFdom
----------
The year after our Hall Passes was a good one. Our sex lives were fresh and renewed. Mikey got straight As. I got a promotion. And both boys declared that they hated soccer, which saved Todd and me from the endless drudgery of games, travel and tournaments that consumed every non-working hour of so many of our friends with soccer-mad urchins.
Like I said, it was a very good year.
But as Todd's birthday hove back into view... I wondered. Would he want another Hall Pass? The first had worked pretty damned well for us. I was walking funny in the morning more often than I had since we were newlyweds. And my darling had enjoyed himself. People enjoy doing anything they do well.
Would I want another Hall Pass?
I do that thing well, too...
Part of me did, that was clear. But most of me was quite clear that I did not now, just as I had not before, actually need anyone beyond my husband.
About three days after the idea had begun to intrude, I settled my mind on two things. First, we could worry about any potential Hall Passes for me when that time came, and only if Todd offered it himself. I could worry about whether I would take it when the time came. I was not going to commit early, as I had before. Second, Todd was going to have a second Hall Pass, if I had to work to convince him.
He was out of town until the next day, and I took the opportunity to get out his laser cutter/engraver and a piece of wood the size of two hands.
The kids were now both riding the bus, another great thing about this year, because it meant Todd and I usually had almost an hour together alone after they got on their big yellow limo each school day, before we went to work ourselves. Mostly, we just used that time to eat and chat about the day, and about things we needed to get done.
Mostly.
I did occasionally arrive at work well-fucked, but what are you going to do? Complain?
The morning after Todd's return, we were both too worn out from the previous night's welcome home to consider any shenanigans. We talked and ate.
"I have been thinking about your birthday, and I think I've decided on your present," I said, idly looking at my phone.
"Oh?" he said, looking up with a smile. Ha! I could practically see the word's Gibson Guitar gleaming in his eyes. There had been unfulfilled hints dropped before Christmas, and he was back to talking about having one lately. I would probably break down this Yuletide, but I was hesitant. Todd actually played pretty well, and could get obsessive about things. I was afraid that he might practice too much--spending too much time strumming the strings instead of strumming me.
I pushed the piece of 3mm thick wood, cut in a raffle ticket shape, across the table, face down.
Todd frowned and lifted it up. The front read, in bold letters,HALL PASS. I saw his eyes shine for a moment, before he started whining. "Again? Really? I hardly think we need it."
"Let's consider it staying ahead of the curve," I said calmly.
"It is a pretty good curve," he admitted.
Given, my love. Maybe.
"But dammit, I was already tired of hauling a fucking pineapple around the Kroger before it worked last year," he declared. "I am going to hate doing it again, if I agree to this unnecessary madness."
"Oh, you can't do that again," I said hastily. "Gotta do things new and shiny. It's all about new and shiny, remember?"
Todd sighed. Then he shoved the pass back at me. "I will think about it," he sighed.
I had him. And he didn't even try to make me promise to take one too. Part of my body, hell, most of my body was very much in favor of another batch of new experiences of my own, but I nevertheless wanted to get away with not doing it myself. And I was really wanting a new car...
Later that night, as Todd's tongue was doing what it did so well, I was damned near to coming, he yanked his head up clear and said, "Okay. I will take the pass." I just smiled and pushed his head back down. My orgasm neither denied, nor even delayed much, and as the waves of ecstasy splashed back and forth inside me, Todd interrupted my remarks on his perfection by taking his tongue away before I was done. "If, and only if, you take another pass as well," he said.
I just wailed and tried to push his head back down. This time he held it up against my desperate hands. "Fuck it! All right," I gasped. He face dove back in, and my orgasm finished with a mind-blowing intensity.
He took his Hall Pass in the form of a weekend ticket to a game convention in Austin, where he had Settled quite nicely in some pretty, single game designer's Catan. She too, had a nice expansion set to contribute to our love life.
I did the pineapple shopping this time. When Todd objected that he had already done it, I blithely told him that I hadn't. Then I proceeded to find someone twice as fast as he had. He would have groused more about my incessant boasting on that front, but I had found out about another new sex toy that we both liked quite a bit.
I got my car and Todd got his Gibson for Christmas, and by the next year, we both had eased into the assumption that Hall Passes were now an annual rite in our marriage.
More importantly, I finally managed to engineer a return to that resort in the Caribbean that I had gone to for my first Hall Pass, this time with Todd. Holy shit that had been hot. It had been the first chance I had to really indulge myself in that latent exhibitionist streak I had discovered my first time. Oh, he liked that...
I even got Todd himself to the nude side of the beach several times, though he enjoyed showing himself off less than he enjoyed me showing myself off. The time he took me over there at three am, when no one was there to see us, that was the best...
To be clear, neither of us had the slightest interest in sampling any of the very nice wares available among our fellow guests and the staff while we were there.
The years, and our monogamish relationship, went on beautifully.
We had our triumphs and our tiffs, like any married couple. And my fifth Hall Pass went moderately pear-shaped in a variety of ways. But Todd kept me safe, and we extricated ourselves from it without many tears of frustration or fear.
Once all was well, our conversations dealt with how to avoid such a thing happening again, rather than whether we should stop taking Hall Passes. It turns out I had gotten careless about a few things, things that Todd had gotten careless about as well on one occasion or another, but had not gotten bitten by like I had. We tightened that shit up.
As Todd's 37th birthday swung into sight, with mine still over the horizon, it was yet another good year. That was a nice return to form, after our house had literally been struck by lightning the prior one. This year had seen Mikey land and lose his first girlfriend, a delightful little mouse who could not decide which of us, me or Todd, she should be most terrified of. Junior was currently in possession of his own girlfriend, Roxy. It was a dead-end relationship, even by teenage puppy love standards, as Roxy's dad had moved his family to town on a short-term placement, after which he would be moved to a new permanent post in yet a third city. He had brought his family for economic reasons. They were not terribly well off.
Nice girl though.
I spent a huge amount of time that spring, especially as Roxy's time started growing short with Junior, driving the two around. It was fine with me, as I could keep an eagle eye out for any inclinations between the two of them toward any inappropriate, under-age Last Hurrahs before she was gone forever.
Not that Todd or I had any illusions that either of our boys would be saving themselves for marriage.
"They are our kids, after all," Todd had laughed at one point when the subject had come up.
"Yeah," I had agreed. "And they both seem to be taking after you in the looks department." Todd had preened just a little. He was aging pretty well himself, my mind idly commented. "Mikey might even be on track to be even better looking," I added, to take Todd down a peg. "The little shit." We had laughed and proceeded to reassure each other that we both were aging well. It was starting to take a little work for both of us, good genes and all, but the rewards were so very good, we both were happy to do it.
The next day, I was dragooned into taking Junior to pick up Roxy at her house and drive them to the mall for some being seen by friends time and a movie. As we pulled up at Roxy's apartment, Junior leapt from the car and dashed inside the building. He returned after slightly longer than usual, accompanying Roxy and with a tall, good-looking kid a little older following behind diffidently.
Junior bent into the passenger door and asked me, "Hey Mom, do you mind if we also give Roxy's brother Greg a lift to the mall, too?"
"I'd really appreciate it, ma'am," the older boy added behind him.
"Sure! Hop in," I said. No skin off my nose.
Junior graciously offered the front seat to Greg, 'since he was the tallest.' I grimaced at that. No wonder Junior was so happy to have Roxy's bigger, much larger brother, of all people, along for his ride with her. I always made one of them sit up front with me, because I was not their chauffeur, and because it kept me from worrying about what they might be doing in the back seat together. Like his father, Junior tended to get what he wanted eventually. Roxy also seemed quite happy with the situation, the little troublemaker.
Greg folded himself into the front seat behind me. Big kid. I was honestly surprised he didn't have a girlfriend of his own to drive him around. He was packing a helluva set of man's muscles onto his still slightly coltish frame, and while he was never going to have Todd's drool-inducing features, he did have nice blue eyes and the makings of an honest-to-god cleft chin going on.
"Thanks again for the ride," Greg said, as I pulled away from the apartments. "I need to go pick up my last paycheck."
"Aren't your family still here two more weeks?" I asked in surprise.
"Yeah, but when I stupidly told my boss that I was leaving soon, he basically stopped giving me hours," the boy said glumly.
Better to learn that life lesson early, kid, while at a mall job, and not a career.
"Hey, this is a nice car, Mrs. M," he went on, showing good instincts as to when to change the subject away from a bummer.
"I got it for a Christmas present a couple years ago," I smiled. It is a good car. "The boys earn their pocket money keeping it washed and waxed."
"Well, if you have any work that needs someone else, who's older, like nineteen, or maybe just taller, I'd appreciate it," Greg practically pounced, trying not to sound terribly eager. I looked at him. "We are about to be in a new city... again, and I want to have at least some money when we get there," he said, a little shamefaced.
"Makes sense," I said reassuringly. "You're nineteen?" I asked curiously.
"I had mononucleosis in fourth grade, really bad. I had to repeat the year," he said quietly. "It was humiliating and kind of cost me a whole friend group. Not as bad as these moves from city to city have been, but hey..."
"Come on, bro," Roxy piped up from behind us. "Next year, you'll be at Clemson, with too many co-eds for you to escape them all."
"Thanks," Greg replied sourly. And uncertainly.
Poor kid. All those social and then geographic disturbances, combined with always being older and bigger than most all of his classmates must have really put the brakes on his love life.
And thus a truly terrible idea was born.
Just to test this horrible idea, I shifted in my seat, working my mom skirt up a few, maybe more than a few, inches above my knees, and wriggled against the seatbelt, working it tighter between my breasts. I breathed extra deeply.
Yep, Greg's head was suddenly keeping pointed more to the left than right. When Junior and Roxy started freaking out about a Ferrari passing us on the right, and Greg took his eyes off me for a moment, I sneaked an extra button open in my blouse.
"Let me think about what stuff I could use being done," I said out loud, thinking furiously on that same front internally.
"There is all that pruning you and dad keep talking about doing, but never do," Junior put in from the back seat, bless his helpful heart. "I can't reach it... and neither can Mikey," Junior added defensively. He was not taking the way Mikey had recently caught up with him, height-wise, well at all. Greg was not short.
"Let me ask your father," I replied to Junior. Then to Greg, I added, "That might be helpful. Before you get out of the car, give me your phone number and I'll text you."
"Thanks," he flushed handsomely.
Fuuuuck...
He did give me his number, along with his Insta and Twitter handles, when we got to the mall, and he told me he had a ride of his own home, since he wasn't going to the movie with the others. I waved him off.
Then I pulled away and parked way out in the mall lot, under a tree. I took a deep breath and texted Todd.
ME: Are you alone?
TODD: Why, yeeeessss I am! Why?
How my lover could manage to make a text sound like a lascivious Frenchman, I will never know.
I just tapped the FaceTime button.
"What's up, babe?" Todd asked, his eyes already lit up. My inquiry about his being alone had been a tell about the subject matter... roughly.
I took another deep breath. "I'm wondering if maybe we could swap birthdays for our Hall Passes this year," I blurted out uncertainly.
Todd's eyebrows rose, but he smiled. "Got an idea that is time-limited?"
"Yes, and I wouldn't even consider it, if it wasn't!" I exclaimed quickly.
"Then I can't see why I'd say no," he said, looking at my intently. Then I realized that he was staring happily at the extra button I had open. The button I usually don't have open around the kids.
That gave me both heart and pause. "It's just that... I don't know... I mean..." I froze up with a sigh.
Todd frowned slightly and started looking at my eyes instead of my tits, even though I was by now making damn sure they stayed in frame. It was an instinct. He did not say anything, however. We had each learned that when the other was nervous, or upset about something that wasn't us, the best move was to just listen, at least initially.
"Look," I said at last. "You know how I like to joke sometimes about being a MILF?"
"I think maybe I've heard that," he replied drily. On the way home from the hospital with Junior in his newborn's bucket in the back seat, I had been having a body issue freakout. I had declared that I was going to the gym every moment of every day, until I was a full-on MILF.
Spoiler alert, new mothers do not get to go to the gym every moment of every day.
But I did get back into shape quickly... only to have Mikey come along and make me do it a second time, which had in no way been as easy as the first. I am always so glad we had them early enough for my body to bounce back completely.
"We've even joked about it during half the pornos we've watched," he exaggerated, since I had gone silent again. "Why? Are suddenly actually feeling MILF-y?"
After about three seconds of seeing how Greg responded to some simple signs? Fuck yes!
"Yes?" I admitted quietly.
"I see," Todd said, not really seeing yet. He had his Let's Plan This Out Together look on his face. "Got some boy specifically in mind, or did you just read some article about graduation coming up for the seniors and started getting ideas?"
"Specific," I said softly. "Um... Roxy has an older brother..."
"Oh wow! You do go all in, don't you?" Todd laughed heartily. "I assume he is delicious?" he asked, using a word I was known to favor.
"Moderately," I said in a rush, then swallowed. "It's just that... I'm not sure it is really the point. I mean," I soldiered on swiftly now, "the whole point of the Hall Pass is to learn new things to keep us fresh, right? What was I going to learn from this boy?"
"Look. He's eighteen, right?"
"Nineteen."
"Even better," Todd said, leaning toward the camera, his eyes mostly back on my cleavage, but his smile was there for me. "Amy, I mean come on. For years now, it has been clear that the passes have been as much about each of us having a little glory days fun as it has been to harvest new ideas from others." I could not quite disagree, though I disliked ever admitting it out loud. "And we have both come back without a single new specific from the experience once or twice, yet it has always still worked great for us. New tricks aside, we are both horny enough people that a little walk on the wild side refreshes us both all by itself."
"You aren't saying you want to do them more often?" I asked uncertainly.
"Fuck, no!" Todd said, in his best Roy Kent impersonation. "Screwing strangers is a lot more work, for less reward, even in the moment, than screwing each other," he declared with justified certainty that I agreed with him.
"That said," he went on with a smile, "this is an almost life-long fantasy for you, somewhere in your mind. Take it, if it is there. And who knows what kind of racy insights you might get from teaching the real ropes to some nineteen year-old dick that can come over and over again like I used to?"
Nice try, Todd. You can still get it up again as fast and as often as you ever did.
"Okay," he said, sitting back briskly, "it is settled. I am taking your Hall Pass later on, which selfishly is good, because I still have no fucking clue for this year thus far. Is there anything I can do to help your nefarious plot?"
I smiled happily. "I don't think so, except to say it is okay for me to hire a young man to prune the bushes for me."
"Nice..." Todd said.
*
After two days' wait, while I made him sweat just a hair, I texted Greg.
ME: Greg, this is Mrs. M.
And I waited.
I watched the screen, even as I did some work at my desk in my office.
The typing bubble showed up twice, then vanished. Good, he was nervous about more than just some extra spending cash.
GREG: I have your number in my phone, Mrs. M. Thanks. What can I do for you?
ME: I think I would like to hire you to do the pruning. It's is not a lot of work, but it should take an afternoon or two, if that helps and you still need it.
GREG: Please!
ME: Can you come this weekend, about noon each day?
GREG: Sure. No problem. I'll be there.
GREG: Aren't Roxy and J.R. going to the retreat this weekend?
Bless you, child. I hope someday you learn to be this smooth intentionally.
ME: Yes. And Mikey is camping with some friends until late Sunday. Don't let anyone know I know, but I think Stan's father is going to teach all of them how to shoot guns
GREG: I'll be there!
*
The next Saturday, it was Todd who actually answered the door for Greg when he arrived. We had settled on this play to take Todd off the board because he genuinely wanted to get a look at the kid, even though that was not our usual thing. And because it was going to work remarkably well, no matter how this thing went down.



"Good to meet you Greg," Todd said in his heartiest voice, giving him an appraising look. "Although it might just be only today, since I hear that we are losing you and Roxy next weekend. We will be sorry to see her go."
"Not as sorry as she is," Greg said with a slowly nervous smile. Todd just laughed.
"Well, you got here just before I left," he went on, indicating his ridiculous-looking golf pants. "I'm off for 18, 27 if we can get them in. Please don't injure yourself and bleed all over my hedges, okay?"
Then he turned back toward me. "You are dressed to work in the garden too, I see," he added, as if he had not happily watched me getting dressed, something he took time out to do often--a happy lesson from an earlier Hall Pass.
I was wearing... not exactly practical gardening attire. Daisy Duke jeans shorts and a U2 tour teeshirt that had been purposefully bought five years ago at a size too small. It was still only one size too small, thank you.
#SmugAndIKnowIt
Greg was having a hard time keeping his eyes off me as I kissed my husband goodbye, with a gentle peck on the cheek, as opposed to the way I would usually climb down his throat at a time like this, to make him regret deciding not to stay home for an easy hole-in-one.
Today, I settled for the listless peck.
As Todd drove away to actually play golf, I led Greg out into the backyard.
"You know much about pruning?" I asked him, the homeowner in me hoping for a yes.
"Yes, ma'am," he said, looking around where all I was indicating. "At our old house, we had a lot of shrubs and a high hedge like this."
"Then have fun!" I said with a hopefully dazzling, friendly smile.
"You aren't going to direct me?"
"Greg," I said conspiratorially. "There is no way I'm going to actually do any work out here while Todd is off sneaking up on dimpled, defenseless, little white balls. This is the first really hot day of the year. I am going to get some sun and read my book, and occasionally watch you work. How's that?"
"You're the boss," he smiled.
"And?" I prompted.
"And there is no need to mention any of that to Mr. M when he gets home?"
"Exactly," I said with a wink. "Though there is no way in hell he will be home before you are gone for today anyway. That really only applies if you see him tomorrow." I punched him on the shoulder very lightly, to emphasize our relative sizes.
If I wanted to, I'm pretty sure I could have made the boy take a knee with one punch or kick. The bad Hall Pass had left me with an affinity for martial arts.
With that, I pointed out the electric trimmer and the big shears lying next to it, and turned to sashay my way over to the big chaise we had in the back yard. It was deeply cushioned and oversized in width, with enough room for the boys to both sleep on it at once when they were younger... and for Todd and I to enjoy other activities thereon. I turned sideways, seeing that Greg's eyes had yet to let his feet move, and without looking at him, tugged the U2 shirt off over my head.
Underneath I had on a plain blue bikini top, one that was a size too large, in contrast with the tour shirt. I was quite confident that my breasts did not need a tight bikini top to look enticing, and this one could be easily made to gape in various ways. I had actually gone out and just bought it that week. I had not actually bought a bikini top, only bottoms, ever since I went on my first Hall Pass. I had one-piece suits for when the boys and their friends were around.
I let him actually get stuck into the work for about 45 minutes, which also confirmed in my mind that all I had was about two or three hours worth of actual work for him, and two days for him to do it. Then I got up and wandered inside. I know how to sway my backside with some skill when I walk, and I employed that skill.
I went to the kitchen and grabbed two cans of passionfruit seltzer water, which would make a good double-entendre if it came up, but which was otherwise my favorite anyway, and went back outside.
Greg was trimming away with his back turned to me, and as I got near, I called out his name. He turned to see me approaching, with my tits about to fall out, and a can of the cold seltzer pressed against my already slightly glistening neck. "I was just thirsty, and figured you would be too," I said, lifting the can before I got to him. "Want a seltzer?"
"Um, I'm not twenty-o..." he began to stammer.
"It's not hard seltzer!" I exclaimed sternly. "I'd never! This is just flavored seltzer. It is refreshing, not sweet, and has zero calories, which I think looks best on me," I said, leaving the 'don't you?' left unspoken, but not unheard. I leaned forward and up to hand him the can, and if I didn't give him at least a hint of some nipple, I'm not a judge of men's faces.
Greg took the can, looked at it, and muttered, "Passionfruit?"
"My favorite," I said blandly, and turned to walk back to my book, still walking at ass factor nine.
This was almost too easy. I could fuck this delicious boy today, without breaking a sweat. But if I did, what would I do with my tomorrow? Both Todd and I had done multi-day Hall Passes, and we had both sometimes hit it off with more than one person during those passes. But they had been away from home, and it had never, never been with the same person on multiple days. This whole enterprise was too close to the edge already, so I was not about to try to add a second helping from the same dish.
I could have my fun today and be done, but I kind of felt like I wanted to really get Greg's motor running hard. Leaving him to stew over me and what my intentions might be for a night might be just the ticket to complete my scenario perfectly.
Of course, something might happen, and if I didn't fuck him today, I might never get the chance tomorrow. He might even grow a spine or some morals and not return!
I laughed at that last to myself. I had never known any nineteen year-old guys in my time who had many morals when it came to a piece of fantasy candy, to my frequent pleasure back at that age.
I would torture him today, and reward him on Sunday. And myself.
But first, I was going to get a good dose of showing off, my first in a while.
With a dose of humorous fantasy thrown in.
I settled in and ran through my options. Nothing slutty or too blatant... today. After a slow and thorough sun-screening of myself--a process that dragged Greg's eyes from the back hedge a gratifying amount, I settled in for a chapter of my book.
After another few minutes, I reached behind my head and untied the bikini top behind my neck. Greg had moved to one of the shrubs, a boxwood clump that had gone crazy with sprouts shooting out all over the place across its fine compact shape, and he was facing my way.
I'd have hated to have him fall over backward or injure himself with trimmer.
I slowly pulled the straps of the bikini down off my shoulders and tucked them fastidiously into the oversized cups of my top, then tucked the tops of those cups, one at at time, inside as well, leaving my nipples just barely covered... unless you were standing over me, in which case a significant crescent of my pink aureoles would be visible.
"Greg!" I called, beckoning.
He came over dutifully, his eyes having a very hard time staying off my half-removed top. When he reached and stood over me, it was as I had postulated, he had an impossible time looking away.
"Get me another passionfruit, would you?" I asked absently, not looking up at him so he could get his eyeful without being nervous about looking into my eyes.
"Sure," he stuttered, and went into my house.
He was back swiftly, with two fresh cans. He cleverly approached me from over my shoulder, giving him the best view yet... especially since, while he was inside, I had pushed the cups of my bikini even farther free. He saw nipple this time. I made sure of it.
I cracked open my can, leaving Greg to wander bemusedly back to work.
After rolling the cold can around in my cleavage a little, I went back to reading. It was a good book.
By the time Greg was half done, I estimated he could have finished, had I not been distracting as hard as I could without making it obvious. I sat up noisily, tied my top behind my head again and went inside.
This was fun. I had almost felt his eyes on my body like a massage. A really nice massage. I considered asking him to sunscreen my back, but no. That was for tomorrow, when he would be sunscreening a lot more than my back.
I went back outside with a fresh can of spray-on sunscreen in hand. To my delight, Greg had moved on to the shrubs along the left fence, which gave him a delightful view of the chaise from the side.
Ignoring him, as far as he knew, I went to my chaise and lay down on my chest, setting my book clearly aside for later. Once on my chest, I reached back and undid my top, both behind my neck, and in the small of my back. I deliberately lay the straps of both to the side, leaving my back utterly bare, and the bikini completely removed beneath me. A quick spray over my shoulder put a fig leaf on the fact that my back already had a deep tan laid in.
I actually took a brief nap. It was wonderful. Naps had been a joy I had recently rediscovered after the intervening years since I was four.
Twenty-somethings: Naps fucking rock. Look into them.
My nap was not long, especially since the minute I dropped off, my groin went into overdrive, rampaging through my dreams.
I awoke, with my crotch feeling very fine, and realized that I had rolled a quarter turn to the side, leaving a huge scoop of side-boob showing right in Greg's direction. I swiftly decided that that was just great, and pretended to continue to nap, rolling an eight of a turn back and forth. He always was presented with some of my tit, it was just variable how much.
I 'awoke' and shook my head, pressing my chest down against the chaise. I looked around, pretending not to register Greg's attempted subtle ogling of me. Then I pressed up onto my forearms, letting my tits dangle completely free in the air over my top, which of course just lay there on the chaise. I shoved things around for comfort, and settled back down again. I may have actually napped a little more. It was hardly the sleep of the just. Greg had gotten quite the view of me.
When I went for a second time, I made sure to watch him closely out of the corner of my eye. This time, I was looking for when he was inattentive, paying his mind to unimportant things like my hedges. When he was looking away, I 'reawoke' and pushed up, dangling my tits even more in the clear. I shoved my towel around under me, then, when his eyes had shot back to my body, I pretended to realize what I was doing, and rather than look his way, I twisted away, clutching my top. I made a big deal of subtly slipping it back on. When I finally furtively looked around, Greg was turned away and trimming the back edges of my hedge. The edge that didn't need trimming.
I quickly put my top back on, as if embarrassed, and deliberately did a bad job of settling the ill-fitting top back in place. I looked at my watch. It was a little earlier than I had planned for him to leave today, but I needed to make sure there was plenty left to do the next day, and my last little display, followed by my alleged embarrassment, was the perfect note to leave the boy hanging.
I got up hesitantly to my feet, then strode over to him confidently. I was pretty sure that I had nailed the way just a crescent of pink aureole peeked out of my top.
"Greg, I don't think you can get all this stuff finished today, so why don't you knock off now, and be back about one tomorrow?"
"I might could finish before dark," he began.
"No, don't worry. Tomorrow will be fine," I said, resting my hand briefly on his arm. He jumped, whether from my sudden touch or the way a little more of my aureole came free with the gesture, I did not know. Nor did I care.
"Okay, Mrs. M," he said, and headed off. I indulged myself in watching his sweet, muscular ass flex as he left my yard.
God bless the high privacy hedge all the way around the back. Tomorrow was going to be a very good day.
ME: He's gone for the day.
TODD: Mission accomplished?
ME: Today's mission. I have him thoroughly tortured.
TODD: Heh
ME: So you can come home whenever
TODD: Sorry. We really are going for 27 holes.
ME: Jerk!
TODD: Be dressed for dinner when I get home, how's that? I'll take you Prime Meats.
ME: Marginally less of a jerk
I had so much enjoyed torturing Greg this afternoon. I was going to torture Todd tonight, I mused, mentally going through my wardrobe. I know I can be cruel, but I was going to pay off both guys, in spades, so what was the harm?
The gold dress, with the extra cleavage. That would do for tonight. I'd torture the wait staff too.
Bless Hall Passes, I might never have realized how fun it was to make men bite themselves...
*
I awoke early Sunday, feeling quite satisfied with Todd's and my dessert the night before. But also quite hungry for my Hall Pass experience.
"Morning, MILFy," Todd said with a smile. He reached out for my breast, but I slipped out of bed.
"Ah, ah!" I giggled. "I need to be fresh today. Tonight you can defile me to my heart's content." He just smiled and I stopped to enjoy the sight of him, sitting up with his lovely chest bare, and the simple sheet covering what was mercifully not a full erection. I might not have been able to resist.
When Greg arrived at one, I was dressed what I hoped would be disappointingly, with simple slacks and a blouse. The blouse did show some cleavage. MILFs always show cleavage, right?
When Todd once more showed Greg through the house, I greeted him absently. His face did flash a brief sag of disappointment. Perfect!
Todd went out to the backyard with Greg and proceeded to talk his ear off back there. I waited for a while, then came out myself, holding two glasses of lemonade... not passionfruit seltzer. "Thirsty, guys?" I asked, approaching with an ordinary walk. "Todd, if you are going to be out here, you could actually lift those shears and, you know, help."
"Can't," Todd said to Greg, not me. "I'd have to change clothes. And I need to be ready to go play poker this afternoon, in..." he looked at his watch. "Shit. Now. Sorry Greg, I have to ghost. Love you babe," he added absently, barely missing landing a kiss on my cheek as he headed out the door. "I'll bring back Mikey and Junior on the way home late tonight," he called on his way out the door.
I watched him go, then turned to Greg and handed him a glass. "Cheers," I shrugged, and we clinked glasses. I waited by him, implying I wanted the glass when he finished, so he dutifully drank it down. He even dribbled just little down his chin. That was sexy.
"You are good with direction for today, right?" I asked. He nodded. "Then carry on, Greg," I said and walked back inside. Ass factor nine was back in my stride. The slacks I wore were not that slack, especially across my backside.
I shot up to our room, and stripped out of my housewife garb in a flash. I picked up the other new bikini I had bought--the expensive designer one that fit me like I was in a magazine advertisement. I slid on the bottoms, and chuckled as I straightened up the top before donning it. It really was a waste, given my bikini-wearing habits, to have even bought it. Today would likely be the only time I ever wore the top. And it would not be for long...
I slipped it on and looked at myself in the mirror.
Yessss. I might wear this top a few more times...
I grabbed a nice, wide-brimmed sun hat, and a bottle of sunscreen. Not the aerosol from yesterday, but a nice, viscous, white lotion.
I picked up my book and swayed out of the house.
The noise of the trimmer stopped as I let the door slam loudly behind me. I looked over to see Greg staring. Perfect. "Hi Greg!" I said. "I'm just going to get some more sun this afternoon, do you mind?"
"Me? Uh, yeah... no. No, I don't mind," the boy said.
"Like my new bikini?" I asked almost absently as I swayed my hips over toward the chaise.
"It's uh, great," Greg said, on autopilot. "It fits really well. Better than..." He tried to shut himself up.
I just chuckled. "Yeah the one yesterday is a loss. I've already waited too long to return it, though. The bottom always fit perfectly from the start, but I never needed the top. When I finally put it on, it was too late to return it," I said regretfully. I never looked his way, but I could sense that that little speech had his attention even more, if that were possible.
I got out the sunscreen lotion and began to slather it on myself, taking my time and rubbing in everywhere, including tucking my fingertips underneath the waistband and leg holes of my bottom from one side to the other. Ordinarily, I do my legs in short, circular motions, but this day, I coated them with long strokes of my fingertips, running up from my toes all the way to the bikini, and then back down.
I left the back of my legs alone for now...
Covering my torso was even more fun, rubbing gooey white stuff into my skin, tracing the still flat flesh of my belly, and pressing into my cleavage. I made sure to move the top around a lot as I got all around the edges. My throat was covered swiftly, with my head thrown back. I had done my face ages ago with a different product. I lay back and read my book.
While I had been putting on that show, the sound of the trimmer had been sporadic at best. It was better that way. I neither wanted the boy to hurt himself, nor did I want him to scalp my hedge. If he ended up doing the latter... I'd live with it.
After he finally got back into a rhythm, I gave him five minutes to make some good progress, then I stood up and bent over to mess with the chaise, giving him a really good view. My bikini bottom was in no way a thong, but it wasn't like the thin, perfectly fitting fabric was much good at concealing even the parts of my ass it did cover.
I laid the chaise out flat now, and I spread out a towel on it fussily. Then I finally lay down on my front. I rustled around a bit more. There were once again very sporadic trimmer noises. They stopped entirely when I reached back and unhooked both top and bottom straps off the top. I laid the straps out to the sides and lay there for a second, my back completely bare. Then I pushed up my torso just far enough to not let my tits actually hang free in plain sight, but enough to give a good dangly side-boob show. I reached for the sunscreen and settled back down. Then I fiddled with the lotion. Even if I did not have an obvious plan, I could not have gotten my back well, if at all.
"Greg!" I called, turning to look his way. I tilted my torso a bit, but kept my tit from showing itself by bunching up the towel against it.
He waited to see what I wanted, but when I said nothing else, he approached hesitantly.
I grimaced in embarrassment. "I know it's a pain, but I don't want to get any tan lines started on my back," I explained, leaving out that I had no tan lines on my front, and no intention of developing any there either, thank you. "Do you suppose you could put some sunscreen on for me? I just can't reach." I extended the bottle toward him, making a show of keeping that tit covered by the towel.
When he took the bottle wordlessly, I smiled, thanked him and settled back down on the chaise, flashing him pretty fully while I straightened out the very towel I had been concealing myself from him with. It looked completely, absent-mindedly accidental.
I relaxed almost as soon has the boy squirted the first lotion on my back, then began to smear it around. His hands trembled wonderfully, and he clearly did not know much about putting suntan lotion on someone else. I still loved the sensation and murmured just a little, approvingly.



He got most of my back swiftly, but was being hesitant at the margins. Tut tut.
"Could you make sure you get under my arms along the side?" I asked sleepily, lifting my arms to cross under my head. "Careful though," I added with a giggle, leaving my eyes closed, looking a vulnerable as I could.
If I thought his fingers had trembled before, they were little vibrating points as he rubbed under my arms, smoothing their way tantalizingly close to the edges of my breasts. Tantalizingly close for both of us.
Just as he finished, I swept my arms down and tucked my bikini bottom's waist down just a fraction of an inch. "Don't miss right along there," I murmured. Then I hummed appreciatively again as his fingertips stroked me so close to my glutes. When he finished, I primly pulled the bottom back up.
"All good?" Greg asked briskly, starting to rise.
"Could you get the legs too?" I asked. "Save me the trouble?"
Greg strangled the cutest little moan of fear, and gargled, "Um, sure."
I heard him almost drop the lotion bottle, then felt the cool liquid trickle up first one leg, then the other. Now I was trembling just a little.
"You okay?" Greg asked, his voice a little higher than usual.
"Hmm? Oh yeah. Just tingling at the cold lotion on my skin," I said, relaxing once more.
And his hands grabbed my feet, massaging the lotion in all over. Then he started moving upward, one hand remaining on each leg as he rubbed along.
I didn't know about him, though I had my very good guesses, but I for one was horny as fuck by this point. I could feel everything swelling down here between my legs, and my nipples were almost achingly hard. We were at a point where the kid might just try to make a move of some kind. If he did, he was going to be rewarded.
But I didn't think he would. I hoped he didn't. There were still one or two more things I wanted to happen and to do to make the little fantasy of mine complete.
Yes, I like a little porn. Todd and I like watching it when the mood strikes. What, beside me telling you earlier, gave you the clue?
Greg did not, in fact, make any kind of move, but he obviously couldn't keep his hands to himself, as he rubbed the lotion into the backs of my legs, going higher. As he passed my knees, he was reluctant to really work the inner curves of my thighs, and more and more, the higher he got, he kept his fingers outward, with just his thumbs rubbing the lotion down between my legs.
"Mmmm, Greg," I muttered, quietly enough to make him really pay attention to hear. "That's a not bad massage you are throwing in for good measure."
He almost panicked again, but kept going.
It got very interesting as he reached the last few inches from where my legs met. If he kept going, he would be making a move whether he meant to or not. But he slowed down and was suddenly very tentative.
I took 'mercy' on him and cleared my throat. "Thank you, but I think maybe I'll get the last bits, if you'd rather?"
I felt him sag in relief. Then, in the first really proactive thing I'd felt him do, he didn't completely stop but slid his hands out wide, away from my crotch, and took advantage of that apparent timidity to slide his hands all the way up the outside to my bottom, allowing him a good caress of the outsides of both my glutes.
I pretended not to notice.
But I noticed.
I let him finish coating me across my butt before I rolled up on my side, but facing away from him. He was now confronted with my upright naked back, knowing that my tits were just dangling there in the open, maddeningly out of his sight. I took the bottle from where he had set it on the ground. In that process, he might have caught just the glimpse of a nipple from his angle. I hoped he had. He had certainly gotten a good dose of side-boob.
I squirted a nice dollop of the stuff into my palm, and proceeded, while he was still standing there, to coat the tops of my thighs between my legs, then reached around to rub a little on the inner cheeks of my ass where he had not had the guts to go. There was hopefully more side-boob in that process.
Then I set down the bottle, and quite carefully lay back down on my front, making great efforts to preserve my modesty and his innocence as I did so... as if I had not just all but flashed him several times.
"Thanks, Greg. You're a lifesaver," I murmured, snuggling down and closing my eyes.
"Uh. Yeah. Sure."
"You are getting close to done, right?" I asked idly.
"Yeah... yes ma'am," he said. "Um, yeah. I'll get back to it. Shouldn't be but maybe another half an hour." And he retreated hastily to the safety of the remaining overgrown bushes.
Perfect.
I let him go about fifteen minutes. Then I clutched my bikini top to my chest and sat back up. I held the top in place, poorly, with one hand, while I popped the backrest of the chaise up once more. I settled in against it, arranging my top to be discrete, for some ranges of value of the word discrete.
"Greg!" I called. He stalled the trimmer and listened. "You are cool, right?" I asked.
"I... I guess... I mean, I..." he trailed off and shrugged.
"I think you are," I said with an innocent smile. "But do you mind?"
"Sure! I mean, no! I certainly don't mind," he bumbled into it like the dear, sweet, polite, stupid boy he was. "Wait, mind what?" he added too late.
"Thanks," I said, and peeled off the top and dropped it on the patio.
I am fairly certain I heard him say, "Oh fuck!" But it was very quiet. The noise of the trimmer was not in evidence.
I lifted my ass and pushed down the bikini bottom as well, kicking it away from the chaise. I stretched to give him a good look at what he'd been fantasizing about for 24 hours. Then I grabbed the lotion and gave a slow, circling pass over my nipples and breasts, then another languorous set of passes over the areas around my mound. I made sure to twist enough that he could see I was clean-shaven everywhere.
Then I settled back in all my glory and sighed happily. Then I rolled my head toward him and smiled calmly.
He jumped to see my gaze on him, and he tried to look away to restart the trimming.
Enough of that shit. There was maybe five minutes of work left for Todd to finish off later in the week. And I didn't want Greg to fuck up my hedge at the last minute. This MILF wanted that boy, and she was going to have him. Now.
"Greg, come back here," I said, beckoning sultrily now.
Almost hypnotized by this point, he approached carefully to stand over me. His khaki cargo pants were baggy, but he was clearly packing an interesting erection inside them.
"What do you want, Greg?" I asked, my voice soft.
"Ooohhhh," he moaned in uncertainty. We both knew exactly what he wanted, but he was terrified. "I... um..." he trailed off, actually trembling a little.
"Well, I know what I want," I said, sitting up to sit on the edge of the chaise, directly facing him. I kept my legs together lightly, and tilted them slightly to his left. I looked up at him and breathed deeply. I reached out slowly to the front of his pants. "I hope you still won't mind," I breathed as my fingers went to the snap above his fly.
He mewled again, frozen in fear, but beating his instinct for flight to death with a bat inside his head. He stayed right in front of me. I undid the snap, and reached for his zipper.
And his hands grabbed mine in a fearful grip, but a strong one.
"Wait... Mrs. M," he said in anguish. "Mr. M is really cool, or... or Roxy says he is anyway. I don't want... to... ohhhhh," he trailed off miserably. He wanted very much to. He just wasn't sure exactly what.
"Greg," I said seriously. "You are so sweet, and so damned good, it makes you even more delicious. Do you know what is happening in Todd's and my marriage?"
"Uh, no."
"Of course not. No one ever does. You are not going to hurt Todd, and I swear he won't hurt you. First, he is never going to find out what we do here." Not in exact detail anyway. "And second, if he were to... we would be fine. That is all you need to know, but I'm glad you were strong enough to ask that. Okay?" He nodded almost involuntarily. But his hands still held mine in an unconscious grip.
"Good," I went on. "Now will you please let go of my hands, so I can suck your cock for a while?" I asked sweetly.
His grip did not so much release as it melted away, and his eyes grew to almost cartoonish, anime size. I tugged the zipper down, and found a pair of astoundingly boring boxers, with a definitely non-boring tent in front. I tugged them free as well and a beautiful, young, throbbing cock bobbed free. I may have sighed a little at how much it rose to my expectations and hopes.
Then I shoved his pants down to his ankles and held them there, instructing him to kick free of them and his shoes. Then, without another word, I gently clasped the base of his really very attractive cock and took several inches into my mouth.
"Oh my God," Greg moaned instantly.
Don't go off instantly, kid. It wouldn't be the worst thing in the world, but it might get into your head.
He didn't. His whole body trembled, but he didn't do anything like come. Instead, I felt his body slump and give into what I was doing to him. Holy fuck was that hot.
I relaxed, confident that the initial crisis had passed. As I bobbed slowly up and down on him, tongue ravishing him with each pass, I tugged fleetingly at the tails of his shirt. He got the message, and ditched it too.
That was better. We were both totally naked, as we should be for this.
I slipped him from my lips and looked up at his face, now rubbing his cock over my lips and cheeks. "Greg, I need you to pay attention to detail here," I whispered at him. "Take in every detail of what I am going to do to you, so you can get all the girls who are sucking this splendid beast to take care of you like this."
He moaned in distress at that.
Yep.
This cock was not getting sucked right and left by the girls at school. They were idiots. I hoped this would give Greg the confidence that the girls living wherever his family moved to would smell, and fix that issue. This cock was wonderful, and needed attention. Girls out there were in need of giving a cock like this attention.
Convinced I now had his attention at least, I really went to work.
There is an incredible, indescribable feeling you get when blowing a guy well. He is your utter thrall. Even if he is some kind of wanna-be alpha jerk, he is your bitch while you give him great head.
Some guys shake it off and think that the act means that they own you. They are the ones you immediately make available to the market... along with some one-star reviews for good measure.
The rest? The good ones? They are the ones that shit gets real good with. I've been with plenty of both when I was young. I know.
Never settle.
I was not settling here.
My only complaint with this lovely man-child was that he was petrified. I mean, his cock was pure stone, and that was great, but the rest of him was in shivering paralysis.
I let him slip from my lips here and there, So I could gasp out instructions. Hold my hair. Tickle my ears. Pump into my mouth slowly. He was so very accommodating. And his eyes were clear, he was taking notes.
Good boy.
I am not really one to have my face genuinely fucked. Not my favorite method of operations. But I had him nicely, considerately, thrusting carefully in my mouth, not throat. It was divine.
I was not going for anything fancy, I just wanted to kick this off for him with a nice, orally delivered orgasm, and that is what I concentrated on.
Greg eventually settled back in to a sexual lethargy, letting me work, and I did so. He did a lot of murmuring and moaning, and far too much thanking. I would have to warn him on that. A cock you are sucking needs to be at least a little dominant. Fortunately for me, his hips and hands did the job, even if his words did not.
Meanwhile, I did my job. Gleefully.
"Oh fuck, oh fuck, oh fuck," Greg began to moan, then repeated that soliloquy at an increasing rate. His shaft throbbed and his balls tensed. I sucked him deep, to the entrance to my throat, and my hands cradled his shaft while my pinkies tickled his scrotum.
As simple cry of, "Ohhh!" escaped his lips, and a flood of extraordinarily delicious cum flowed into my mouth. I'm not kidding, this was some one-percenter jizz. I swallowed it greedily and suckled for more. He gave it to me a few more times before I felt him fire dry, followed by a nearly total collapse of his legs.
I hopped up for air and caught him, helping him sag to the chaise beside me. Fuck yeah. I had wrecked this boy... and I had only just begun.
Mentally, I took a step back. This was a goddamned power trip for me, I suddenly realized. Fuck, it was good, but I needed to make sure I didn't ruin him. I had no worries about making his year.
I pulled his shaking, weak body against me and whispered in his ears, "Grab my breasts! Easy! We have so much left to do!" His hands fumbled hungrily against my breasts, and I kissed him gently. We went on like that for a while, trading soft kisses with very little tongue, while I softly whispered instructions to him for his hands. His instincts were good there, his grasp soft, his body language gratifyingly grateful, and I could have left him to go with his instincts, but there was a thing or two I wanted him to do, ways I wanted my nipples played with, that I led him to.
Finally, I felt energy flowing once more in his body, and blood flowing once more in one particular place. He actually pulled away from the soft kisses so he could look at me, his eyes wandering over my chest, what he could see of it that wasn't covered by his own eager hands. His eyes drank in the sight of my hard nipples being rolled between his first and middle fingers as I had instructed.
I saw him unconsciously lick his lips as he shivered with pleasurable restraint.
The sight of his tongue gave me some very definite ideas, but I had my own impatience, and by this point I wanted his dick in me more than his tongue. I wanted that very badly.
I pulled gently away from him and rose to my feet, deliberately standing before him in display. "I have to go get something to drink from the kitchen. We both need it," I said. As I turned, I looked back over my shoulder and winked, "Be sure to keep an eye on me so I don't get lost!" Then I headed off to the kitchen, taking my time to let him drink in the way I was moving my ass.
I returned a few moment later, carrying a bottle of water in each hand, with a condom packet sticking out obviously from two grasping fingertips. His eyes watched my breasts bobble as I approached and I saw his fingers twitch. When I got close, he spied the condom pack and his eyes widened.
"Oh wow," he said softly.
"Oh yes," I said, handing him the bottle of water held in the hand that didn't have the condom. He fumbled at it, then drank greedily. I took a long pull of my own, working my lips suggestively on its neck. Given what I had just done to the boy, it was a helluva suggestion.
I set down my bottle, but not the condom, and pushed him back to lie on the chaise, with his shoulders supported by the slightly raised headrest, and climbed on to straddle him. I let my pussy press along his prick, feeling the wonderful sensation of him groaning and involuntarily working his hips, moving his cock along my slit.
Then I pushed myself backwards a little, so his dick was free and clear. Holding up the condom packet, I asked, "Have you used a lot of condoms, Greg?"
"N... No. Not many," he answered.
I was by now increasingly clear that he had probably never used a single condom, nor had sex without one. That might have even been his first blowjob. I again considered whether I should teach him cunnilingus first, and again discarded the notion. Let him learn a few things at least on his own.
And my pussy ached to just slide forward and impale itself on that cock.
"Well, then you know they can be tricky. Let me put this one on. That's kind of fun if you do it right," I said, acting as if his 'not many' had meant something other than 'none'. Then I tore the package open carefully, and extracted the cover. I took forever to get it on him, explaining each little detail of how to get a good fit, and a secure one, without tearing anything, and the importance of making sure of that before using.
"Now," I said at last, massaging the cock with both hands softly. "Now that we have this beautiful cock all wrapped up like a present, what say we fuck my brains out with it, hmmm?"
"Ohhhh... fuuuuck," he said, eyes wide with almost animal desire lurking beneath the anxiety.
I slid forward once more, up on my knees, and lifted his dick upward, presenting the tip toward me. I pressed my hips downward. My opening pressed perfectly against him, and I kept my grip on his dick as I felt him begin to penetrate me.
As the head separated my lips, molding my body around it, he was shaking like a leaf. Had I not just blown him so thoroughly, I was sure he would have lost it. Damn, he felt good going in, going a kind of place where he had never gone before. As I sank, I lifted free my hands and wrapped them behind my head. His hands went swiftly to my hips, holding them desperately. I came to a rest on his thighs, filled nicely by that rod of youthful steel.
Not every cock gets rock hard, at any age. Some always remain a little spongy. I was always a little disappointed by that back in my days of sampling. Some cocks remain a little springy. That was fun sometimes. But stiff as a board always feels the most affirming.
And this kid was making me and my body feel very affirmed.
And I rode him, up and down, in slow, wonderful movements that sent shivers of pleasure through both our bodies, without crazily ramping up the stimulation in a way that might end it for either of us. His hands left my hips and went back to playing with my tits. I was a proud teacher to see him immediately remembering my instructions on how I liked him to do that. Even the skin of his fingertips felt soft and youthful.
And as I rode, I told him what I was doing, why I was moving my hips as I was, how that was making him hit my g-spot, making sure he knew how to find it again.
"Hold on, Greg," I said. "I think... you're going to make me... come just a little... a little bit here. Don't... ohhhh, let yourself go yet, please, but... ooohhhh," I sort of babbled. Then I crooned loudly. It was a little orgasm, one I could not avoid after showing him for so long how to bang my buttons. I did not let it stop my rise and fall on him. I kept going until my vision cleared, and I smiled down at him. "Thank you," I whispered.
He just looked up at me in amazement.
Then I did slide free of him, distracting his disappointment by pointing out how to check the condom after every extraction, and the importance of that.
I would have loved to ridden the kid into the oblivion of his release, but he deserved to feel his first orgasm inside a woman from on top. He leaned forward as I lowered the back of the chaise, though not all the way, and lay down beside him on it. Then I pulled him over on top of me. He kissed me, and I let him have just a little tongue.
"Put it in me, Greg," I whispered in his ear, and bit the lobe gently. He moaned again happily. He swung his cock against my groin, and fumbled just a little until he found his way. It was my turn to moan as he eagerly sank his whole length back into me in a single, swift stroke.
His instincts took over and I let myself simply enjoy his eager, aimless thrusting for a bit. But then I whispered again, "That is so good, Greg! But remember what I told you about what I was doing with my hips before? To make you find my sweet spots? I can't control that as much beneath you. It is your responsibility when doing it like this."



And that dear boy was a good learner. He did not slow a bit, his body was beyond allowing that, but he did shift himself about until he felt he had it, and when he did, he let himself go.
There I lay beneath this man child as he hammered into me, stroking across my inner pleasure center until my lights almost went out. Suddenly he was incoherently crying out in a near confusion of sensations and emotions and I felt his cock almost explode inside me. My earlier orgasm had been but a shadow of what hit me as I drank in the elation of his delirious release. My hips thrust up hard underneath him, strongly enough to lift his considerable form, and I somehow managed to avoid screaming loudly enough to have the neighbors calling the cops.
The poor kid couldn't help it. He collapsed his full weight on me. I could take it. For a while. I just held him as he literally sobbed, his body completely beyond his control in the surge of sensations and emotions.
Finally, he gathered himself, and kissed me. He was still inside me, and I felt even his youthful phallus beginning to soften. "We have to be careful when you pull out now," I said gently. "Use your hand to pull the condom free at the same time, so it doesn't leak in me. I think you put a gallon in there!" I was on the Pill of course, for Todd. But Greg didn't need to know that. Teach kids lessons, and hide the safety bumpers while you do.
I helped him extract himself, and he rested beside me, on his hip, staring at my wrung out body beside him. Then he moaned in frustration.
"What's the matter?" I asked, knowing the answer.
"I can't believe I am moving to fucking Virginia in a couple of days!" he wailed.
There it was. And it was why I would have never tried something like this under any other circumstance.
"I'm sorry too, baby," I said reassuringly. "Life can be frustrating sometimes. You have to always be careful of the consequences, but given that, we need to take our joy where it is to be found." I looked at him seriously, hoping he would take the right lessons from this day. Then I grinned. "We will just have to satisfy ourselves with the rest of this day."
He heard what I said. "You mean, we..."
"Oh, honey," I laughed. "I am still hungry, aren't you? And," I said running my hand down his beautifully maturing chest, "I have all the faith in the world that this lovely body has more in its reserves today..."
He started to reach for me again, but I hopped to my feet. "But first, I am also hungry for a snack!"
I could see him realize he was starving as well, and we ambled swiftly into my kitchen, leaving our clothes outside. Of all things, we settled on microwave Mac and Cheese. I always have mountains of it for my boys, and it is fast and filling.
And right then, oh man was it delicious.
Greg made his disappear faster even than I, and I took our bowls and forks to the sink. As I set them down in the bowl, I felt Greg move behind me. His once again fattened cock pressed against the crease of my ass, and his hands swept around me to grasp my tits. He nuzzled the back of my neck.
Ah, good. He could take initiative too. It had been the only thing missing.
I did nothing to dislodge him. I let my hand fumble for the drawer beside the sink, and extracted another condom. "Right here," I said, not looking back. "Right now."
"You keep them in the kitchen?" he asked in surprise.
"Todd and I keep them everywhere. We never know when or where the mood might take us," I said simply. It was true, but only at Hall Pass time. The two of us had no need for them at all otherwise.
How that revelation tracked with the events currently unfolding confused Greg a little, but I was happy that he rode with it. He took the packet, and I did my best to monitor how he put it on. He had learned my lessons well, it seemed. I took a risk in letting him do it himself, but teaching always requires a moment of letting go.
With it in place, I just braced my arms on the counter, leaning forward and lifting my hips up high. "Take me just like this, Greg," I said softly.
His newfound confidence did not betray him, and Greg held his cock in hand, guiding it between my legs. I moaned as he rubbed against my pussy. I would have rather he had just played there for a little while, it felt so good, but you don't get everything with an eager nineteen year-old.
It still felt incredible as his dick once more pressed into me. I was wet again, of course, but he still took a few thrusts to bury himself once more, and I was impressed at his restraint. I had been steeling myself for another forced thrust all the way in at once.
He also was too impatient to revel in his entry, and began thrusting immediately. I knew immediately that this would be no long, languorous fuck. Not for either of us. I coached him here and there about slowing down, but mostly I let him have his head. He was still paying attention to pleasuring me in the process, and neither of us would last that long.
His hands grasped my tits, squeezing as hard as he had yet, but still trying at least to be gentle. Our flesh slapped together, my ass vibrating with each impact of his abdomen.
I could not believe it, but I came first, shrieking my approval of how he'd learned his lessons. My body rippled with tremors, and I jerked my hips against his continuing hammering thrusts.
I came all the way down and he was still driving into me. Bravo kid.
With my rather showy orgasm in the rearview mirror, he let himself get a little selfish and started fucking me for his own pleasure, paying less care for mine. In doing so, however, he stumbled into a rhythm that had his shaft caressing my clit with each stroke.
"Oh fuck, that's good," I moaned happily. "Just like that! Fuck me so hard just like that! Give it to me, Greg! Give me all your come."
And he did. He stroked me in that exact angle, faster and faster until I felt him swell again. He seemed to have some idea of how to hold back, because I felt him holding on the precipice for several thrusts. That only gave me the chance to prepare myself for the inevitable sensation of his release, and when it finally arrived, I came again.
My orgasm was a gentle thing this time, a warm suffusion of sensation through my body, radiating outward from the mighty swelling inside my pussy.
His orgasm was an explosion. His whole body froze, quaking with energy as I felt the pumping of his jizz into the condom within me. He made not a sound, until he sagged, exhausted. We both did, and the position thus became untenable.
He started to slide free and I yelped, "Careful!"
He shook his head for a second, then grabbed to hold the condom, which I felt had indeed been slipping, as he pulled free.
We grinned almost ferally at each other, and killed off the last of our waters.
"Shit," Greg said, looking down at his shriveled, but still attractive penis. Not every guy with a good dick looks good flaccid. This was a lucky kid all around. "I think we killed it."
I laughed. "It will rise again, and to new heights. Wherever your family is moving... Virginia, right? The girls wherever are going to love that lovely cock." I hoped that he would make a lot of girls happy before he found the one to make him happy forever.
I finally managed to clean the forks and bowls and put them in the dishwasher. Greg just processed things.
I took a deep breath and turned back to him. Here we go.
"But it is time for you to get a move on, Greg. I can get the last bit of the hedge." Todd could get the last bit of the hedge. "I need to get cleaned up... thoroughly."
He looked like he wanted to argue, but argue what? He nodded this head, and said simply, "Thank you."
"Thank you," I replied. "That was amazing." And it had been. And eye-opening. And exactly what the Hall Pass was for. Sure it had been fun, which was part of the point, but this sex with someone new to it had me seeing my own ways, Todd's and my ways alike, through a fresh light. I'd learned nothing new, but I had remembered a lot that I had forgotten.
"We don't have more time?" he asked wistfully.
I laughed gently. "Even if we did, babe, this body is all fucked out. Come on, let's go get your clothes." My body was not remotely fucked out. But the only cock I was craving now was Todd's. He was in for a late night.
We went out and he pulled on his clothes. I just picked up my bikini and held it, letting him watch me while he could.
As we walked back into the house, I jumped. "Oh wait! My purse," I said, looking around. "I still owe you for your work."
"Oh, hey! I can't take your money after..."
"Shut up, doofus," I laughed. "I'm paying you for trimming the hedge. I've never paid anyone for sex, and I'm not starting today." It was true. Linda and my other bridal party members had paid for the bachelorette party strippers...
----------
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This is the last part of a series that starts with Monogamish--The Courtship. I hope you will enjoy it. As always, I aspire to make my stories merely plausibly ridiculous, or maybe ridiculously plausible. Either way, this whole, crazy, unworkable tale ain't real life, so please don't lecture me on realism. I just hope that, given these two highly-improbable characters, you will feel like the ride has made some semblance of sense.
----------
MONOGAMISH -- Oh Boy, Those Girls
----------
Buying the new house had been a mistake. Not for now, of course. At the moment, it was perfect for the whole family. It was huge. I had an awesome man-cave/bar in the basement. I had years ago gotten bored with the laser engraver, but Amy had taken up the Maker hobby with a passion and had a large workshop for her new, much better laser, and her 3d printers. It was expensive equipment, and used expensive materials, but she made just the coolest shit. The boys had great rooms, and the huge recreation room was filled with games, electronic and physical alike. Amy and I had taught the boys well on the board game front. The house was always full, whether with friends of ours, or more often, with friends of the boys. And their friends' friends or families.
It was idyllic, even with J.R. living at college, he was only an hour's drive away. Mikey, oops, Micheal was a senior in high school.
But I could feel the impending doom of them both leaving the nest. It would not be long before Mikey headed off to college as well, probably farther from home than his brother, and then Amy and I would be left with a mausoleum of a house with a huge tax bill and hours of maintenance every week.
See? Mistake. Amy knew it too.
We had no regrets. We lived in the moment in that beautiful place.
*
As Mikey's senior year ran its course, Amy settled into bed with me late on a Friday night.
"We need to have a talk with the boys," she said. "The Talk."
"We have given them The Talk many times," I said curiously.
"The Lifestyle Talk," she said. "Not the nuts and bolts talks. We need to make sure they are thinking about how they are going to structure their relationships with girls, now and in the future, too--how monogamous or otherwise they want to be, and when they could be ready for what part of that. We've gone over all the safety and planning things about sex with them, they don't need us for any more details there, right? But I think we need to give them more guidance about how to navigate the transition from childhood to permanent relationships, and the fun that can be had in between. And what a permanent relationship means."
"You aren't suggesting we tell them all our history, are you?" I asked incredulously. "Talk to them about being full-on monogamish?"
"Fuck no!" Amy laughed. "We are weird, and probably unique. If they want to follow some or all of what we were like when we were that young, or what we do now, they can make that decision all by themselves, without our example. And I am pretty sure telling them our life stories would ick them both to death anyway!"
"Okay. And this talk is not a bad idea. But why now, all of a sudden?"
"Come on," Amy said. "Aren't you as sure as I am that Mikey..."
"Michael."
"...that Michael just lost his virginity this evening? The furtive yet festive way he tried to come into the house?" Amy asked seriously.
I shrugged. "I was going to probe some on that subject this weekend," I said, "because, yeah, it did seem that way. Not like we weren't looking for it. It was at the very least his first blowjob."
"I'm pretty sure that came a few months back, maybe even on his birthday--from the redhead."
"Did her parents seriously name that poor girl Ginger?" I asked, still unable to get my mind around that naming choice. We both laughed. "And yeah, you're right. She definitely gobbled his knob. I was always surprised they never sealed the deal."
"Michael could have before now," Amy speculated, "but he keeps moving on. He's more like you and me, I think. He wants very broad horizons." I nodded. J.R. was almost serially monogamous in comparison. But J.R. was not as stupidly handsome as Michael was becoming.
"Great," I said, turning out the lights.
"What?" Amy asked, snuggling in next to me. We had already exhausted our sexual needs earlier, while Michael had still been out, apparently getting laid for the first time.
"Now I am going to have to lie awake all night, figuring out how we do this," I groaned.
"If you come up with the answer, tell me right away, whatever the time," Amy sighed. "I'll probably be lying awake too..."
*
We finally sprung The Talk on both boys together, and each had objected strenuously as the subject of our diner conversation had become clear to them. J.R. had stayed away from the house for a week after, in mortified embarrassment. Mikey... Michael, sorry, had to still live with us.
But after that talk, they both seemed to take what we had said to heart, and we saw signs in both of them of their behavior shifting slightly. At least it seemed that each was being more mindful in the way they interacted with girls.
J.R. got more serious about his current girlfriend. Amy was not sure she liked that, as she did not like the girl that much, and was sure it was just going to make his eventual heartbreak worse. I was sure the girl would dump him too, possibly after already starting up with some other guy or guys without telling him. She seemed a bit of a tramp. But... well, she was hot as hell, and J.R. seemed to be getting his for all he was worth in the meantime, which counted for something.
Mikey... Mikey was going to take after his parents, that was for sure. He wasn't there yet, but he was getting there. And the secret to his social success, incredibly, seemed to be Mathletes. He had a tight group of friends on his Math team at school. One of them was the girl who he seemed to have lost his virginity to. Their ardor for each other had cooled since that night, but they somehow remained friends, which I thought boded well for his chances of living a life in college like I had.
But it all meant he kept meeting a lot of kids, a lot of girls, at other high schools. Math team is not the refuge of helpless nerds and geeky dudes it was in my day. The modern college admissions fiasco makes things like Mathletics actually highly desirable. And a lot more girls are now into the STEM fields that math skills make good use of.
In short, the boy was meeting a lot of cute girls all over the city who had no historical baggage from his awkward younger years. It was like a preview of going off to college. The little beast was having a great time while still eating me out of house and home.
I still can not believe I drank that much milk when I was in high school, though my mother insists I did...
We were buying two gallons of whole milk a fucking week! I mean, really? For one kid? It had been even more back when J.R. was still at home, of course, but there had been two of them, and Amy had not yet transitioned to almond milk. Aside from maybe a bowl of cereal a week for me, Michael was emptying those two jugs on his own.
On my agenda... I had to figure out my Hall Pass for the year. I had had a great run there for a bunch of years where I had either come up with a brilliant idea easily, or a situation had fallen in to my lap (once literally, and she was a helluva situation). But the most recent two years had been a pain to figure out, and this year was looking much the same.
Then I came home from a business trip with an idea. But I hated this idea. The problem was, the pool of women this plan would have me selecting from were... underwhelming. Look, no woman was ever going to measure up to Amy. That was a given. And at first, I had gotten hung up on always focusing on how Amy was superior to whomever I was encountering during a Hall Pass. As the years kept flowing, I had learned to understand that the point was to look for what was different, not inferior. I had a lot more fun that way, and I brought back a lot more to Amy as well. That said, I had always been both picky enough and fortunate enough to have had an almost unbroken string of very good Hall Passes. If I used my current idea, I was fairly certain that streak might fail.
So yeah, I was not settling for it if I did not have to. It was not a strict requirement that I take my pass by my birthday, it was just our traditional intent. Amy had gone almost three weeks past her birthday one year before she reeled in that Japanese businessman. I had really liked the results of that research.
While I stewed on the horns of this dilemma, Amy was out of town on business, and would be for the rest of the week. I did not come home to an empty house that evening, however. Michael had friends over.
The Spring Doldrums, as Michael's principal called them, had set in for the seniors in high school. Colleges had been settled, or decided against. Final GPAs were nearly set in stone by this point, and most kids did not care anyway. Weekday evenings were no longer about homework. I always thought those days had been more of a Spring Fling, back when it was me having them.
I wandered into the rec room, to find that Michael had Becky, his current squeeze, over, along with her inevitable traveling party. The two of them went on dates alone here and there, but Becky seemed incapable of simply hanging out with Michael without having her two buddies along with her.
I was quite certain Michael did not mind. Frannie and Caroline were both hot. Actually both were a little hotter than Becky, in my expert but extremely private opinion. Bigger tits and better hair in both cases. But Becky was clearly the smartest, and that always carried a lot of weight with my boy.
I had teased him about a week ago about his harem of girlfriends, curious to see if I could uncover any multilateral shenanigans he might be up to, but he had brushed me off. "Dad! I'm with Becky right now. I can't be chasing her girlfriends." I noted both the words 'right now', and the admirable instinct to take care of who he was with at the time.
I still pushed. "Ha! The way those three stick together, I'm surprised they aren't sharing you."
His eyes widened as his eyes widened at the concept. What are modern kids coming to? They have at least as much sex as we did, and this boy's mind had never gone there before? Worse, he finally laughed and actually seemed to dismiss the idea. If I had been in his situation back in high school or college, I'd have been able to think of little else than getting between all three of those girls while very, very naked.
I'd have made it happen too, I boasted smugly to myself.
Which was bullshit. I had been with girls with very close buddies. Never had a sniff of a chance for group sex. But I had at least thought about it.
Michael might need counseling...
Regardless, Amy liked all three of these girls as well. She had recently allowed herself to be conned into taking the three of them to the Mall when Michael and his beat up car were unavailable to make the run. Why they wanted Amy to take them, instead of one of their own mothers, was a matter of some darkly amusing speculation on my part. It had been ruined when I finally discovered that a new model of Nikes had dropped, and none of their parents had thought they should be spending that much on shoes and would not make the drive.
Amy had just shrugged. "It's their money. They have jobs," she had said, and drove them. When she got home I had asked her how it had gone. She had just rolled her eyes and offered thanks that we had had boys.
As I entered the rec room and said hello, I got smiles all around. I was smug about that too. Not every parent got such greetings from even their own kids, much less from their kids' friends.
Don't get me wrong. The boy could be a rousing pain in the ass at times, and we had our shouting matches, just like nature intended. Screaming matches were evolutions way of ensuring he fucking left my house eventually. But we had a good relationship.
He waved a game box in the air at me. "Hey Dad! Would you play with us? This one is way better with an odd number of players."
I paused for a second. Amy was not home, and would not be. I had not played a game of any kind with my boy for a while. J.R. came home and played games with me and his mother more often than Michael was willing to these days. And this was a new game, from a reliable publisher, with good looking cover art.
"Let me get a drink and you are on," I said.
"Bring us one too?" Michael asked.
I laughed. "Fat chance! You ain't having what I'm having! 18 ain't 21, kids!"
When I returned, a perfectly constructed Manhattan in my grasp, they had set up the board, and Michael had retrieved sodas for himself and the girls. I sat down and we all had a great time playing. It was a good game, but I was at a disadvantage to them. There were subtle strategy elements to the game, and they had played it before.
I only hung in when I successfully made puppy dog eyes at Caroline, convincing her not to finish off my chances when she had an opportunity. She regretted that mercy later.
These kids need to learn.
Frannie won, and deserved it. She had played well. She usually played well, the other times I or Amy had been roped into playing any game with them and other friends. Caroline had had a chance, but later in the game, when I found myself set up to ruin that chance, she had tried making the same puppy dog, or maybe kitten, eyes back at me for mercy. With her cute face and the spiffy little body beneath it, her ploy should have been most effective. But I'm a heartless old man, and I took an entire region from her, despite her pleas. Then Frannie had pounced on us both before I could consolidate my gains.
Becky and Michael were never really in it, but that might be because they kept making googly eyes at each other instead of paying proper attention to their armies.
It was a fun time. And the three girls were nice to look at for an aspiring dirty old man like me.
As I thanked them for the game, Caroline laughed. "You are an evil player, Mr. M! But that was great. Isn't this a great game? I think it's the best one we've tried with Michael," she burbled in that youthful way, never leaving me time to comment in return. "Listen, we are all coming back over tomorrow to hang in Michael's pool, but we could take time to play this game again if you are around. Want to?"
It was my pool, not the boy's.
"I have this thing called work," I said sternly. "I won't be home until six."
"Oh, that's great," Frannie piled on happily. "We can get our swimming in, but it will still be warm enough to sit outside and get a little last sun while we play. Come on, Mr. M!"
Becky obviously thought her buddies were dopes, but she didn't object, and Michael was gratifyingly on board with me hanging out with him some more, even with his girl around. How could I say no?
*
I got home ten minutes before six. It was a very nice day, and I could hardly resist. Also, I had really liked that game and wanted to have another try at it so I could have the strategy down before the boy and I played it with Amy. I wanted to destroy her when we did.
Bwahahaha and all that.
I wandered out into my back yard and was confronted with the sight of the four of them standing around beside the pool, in bathing suits.
Now, I already knew these girls were cute. Almost any eighteen year-old girl who takes care of herself is cute one way or another, but... woof. Becky was a classic girl next-door, with brown hair, bright, inquisitive eyes, and a body that would remain lovely no matter how old she got. Michael did indeed have good taste.
Frannie and Caroline? Ouch.
Caroline, the natural blonde, was always cute as a button. But in that light blue, bandeau-top bikini with the boy shorts bottom? She had the kind of tits that were perfect for that strapless top, easily big enough to hold it up securely, but plenty firm and not so big that they needed support. And her narrow hips and pert little ass were perfect for those boy shorts.
Frannie, the bottle blonde, was more... can a mere 18 year-old be actually statuesque? Not really, but it almost applied. She was taller than the other two, and she sported a really striking pair of tits. They were bigger than is my usual taste, but they needed little support beyond that supplied by the modest but hardly substantial red top she sported. Her bikini bottom was not quite a thong. She still lived with her father, which I was sure explained that. But I sensed from just the way she carried herself in that swimsuit, that as soon as she was living on a college campus, without her parents around, both of her sweeping, generous but firm cheeks would be on full display whenever the male population was lucky enough for her to go near any pool.
How was Michael not constantly in trouble with Becky for ogling her buddies?
Probably, because Becky was sucking his cock, and doing other things to him regularly, that was how. I might have been motivated to keep my eyes only on her in his place. I would had failed, but I would have tried. Kudos, boy, for your self-control.
Regardless, I was going to have to try to keep my eyes off all three of them. Good luck to me. Was it bright enough to justify sunglasses?
"Are we playing?" I asked enthusiastically, looking at the game sitting on the backyard table.
"No!" said Caroline, making a face.
"Why not?" I asked, suddenly upset. I wanted to play that game. It was right there.
"Because we are not sitting here in our pool stuff while you are in that dreary suit," Frannie put in with a smirk. "Go put on a bathing suit, Mr. M, so we don't feel gross."
"What?"
"Come on," Becky added. "You look miserable in that."
I looked at the water...
"Go on, Dad. They won't give up until you relax. Latent maternal instincts or some shit."
"If I change, Michael, we won't get started for twenty minutes," I warned, letting the profanity slide.
"BS, Dad. It'll take you five minutes to change."
"Yes, but if I'm going to get into my trunks, there is no way at all I'm not taking a dip before we start."
That got a lot of approving whoops from the girls. Michael just turned and leapt into the water himself. As I turned to go change, I heard three more splashes behind me. I did not delay. That water looked great and I was tired.
And yes, I was not adverse to seeing what happened with those three bikinis when they got wet. I shook my head. I didn't feel guilty about what Amy might think. Our monogamish relationship had never objected to looking. But I did feel dad-guilty a little over thinking too much about those girls.
I ditched my work outfit quickly. I could hang it up properly later. For now, it could hang on the wooden butler thingy Amy had gotten me for Christmas the year I bought my first really expensive suit. I dragged out an appropriately dad-ish pair of brown board shorts, grabbed a Hawaiian shirt for after, and proceeded as quickly as was dignified back downstairs and out back.
I shouted, "Cowabunga!" and leapt into the water.
The four of them had been standing in waist deep water near where I entered, and as I had planned, my splash soaked them all. When we had bought a house with a pool, I made it my dadly duty to learn how to precision cannonball...
I popped up with an evil grin and looked at four outraged teenagers. Michael at least should have been ready for it, the dumbass. The dad in me approved of the fact that none of the bikinis surrendered any opacity when wet. Other parts of me were less enthused. I did note that in all three tops, there were visible signs of... reaction. Often that reaction was due to sexual excitement, but it was more likely that this set of six very cute pokies was due to suddenly splashed cool water.



I had all of about six seconds before I received the wages for my sin, and was deluged with the splashes of eight young hands.
We got cool for about ten minutes, then Michael called out, "Game time!" and we all climbed out of the pool. They toweled off immediately, and I then sent the boy in to get a towel for me. What else are spawn for, other than to run errands for you while you don the Aviators you brought, to further check out their young friends in mirrored safety?
After my towel was duly presented to my majesty, I went to grab my Hawaiian shirt. I realized, however that none of the girls had put on a cover up, and even my own son had not put on a shirt... because why would you, when you look like him and there are cute girls around?
I settled for putting my shirt on but not buttoning it. I still got a few glowers.
The second game was better than the first I had played the day before. Frannie won again, just narrowly beating me. Like the prior time, Caroline had been doing great--right up until it suddenly became apparent that she was actually not. That girl was always cute, but especially so when steam was practically coming out of her ears while my son cleaned out her best region. He finished just one point behind me.
"This is a really good game, isn't it?" I chuckled happily. This was about as much fun as I could possibly have had on an evening when Amy wasn't there.
"One more time," Caroline demanded. "I've almost got what to do intros game down!"
"Good for you," Becky said to her, grabbing Michael's arm. "But my man and I have a movie to go to, without you guys."
The looks that Frannie and Caroline traded told me what I already figured. My boy was ending the night with emptied balls.
"See you guys after, at the party?" Becky asked Frankie and Caroline. Then she winced.
"Party?" I inquired with studied nonchalance that fooled Michael not a bit.
"Yeah, Dad. At Wendy Wilcox's. It will be going before we even get out of the movie. Is it okay if we hang out a little while?"
Dad Mode must be genetic. "First question. Will Wendy's parents be there?"
Michael sagged a little. But he is honest with us to a fault. Some of our biggest arguments had arisen from when he wouldn't back down from the truth. "I don't think so, sir. But they do know about the party."
Not the best answer... "Second. Will there be alcohol there?" I asked.
This was actually an easier question. Of fucking course there would be alcohol there. "Probably," Michael said seriously. "I don't know how much, because Wendy is not providing."
That would not mean a hill of beans. There would be a lot. "Third. Are you two going to drink any of that alcohol?"
"Probably. A little. Maybe." The three girls seemed to find this conversation unreal.
"You know the rule, then."
"Yes sir. If I get drunk, Uber or make a phone call to you."
"If you touch a drop," I corrected. "You are too young to be able to tell how drunk you are or aren't. Maybe this summer we'll get you hammered a few times so you can figure it out at least a little before you hit college."
"Yes, sir. But my UberCash is low, and I hate to wake you if it goes late. Wendy has a big house, I could just crash there. Lots of kids have before."
He said it so casually. This was obviously his plan all along. He and Becky were going to actually sleep together. He had told me everything I had asked. He just hadn't told me everything.
I looked at him over the tops of my Aviators long enough to make him shuffle his feet. "If Wendy doesn't mind you infesting her house in the morning, that might be the best solution. Regardless, don't drink too much anyway." Booze dick sucks, boy. And it doesn't get sucked...
Becky looked like she had just missed being hit by a bus, then rallied and turned to Frannie and Caroline. "See you there?"
"Probably," Frannie said, looking at Caroline. "Maybe."
"It'll be dope," Becky said enthusiastically, then ran into the house to change. Michael got up to follow and do the same. Caroline looked at me and pled, "Come on, Mr. M. One more game, the three of us."
"We are down two people," I said uncertainly.
"It's great with three players too, Dad," Michael called over his shoulder. "Reviews say it is even decent with seven. All you need is an odd number."
Four glittering, blonde-framed eyes looked at me brightly.
I would probably have to buy them pizza later, but what better did I have to do this evening than playing a really good game? A pie from Fastolli's would be a cheap price to pay to save me from binge re-watching Friends.
We had set back up and were about to begin when Micael and Becky came out of the house. "Again?" my boy asked. "Dad you haven't played the same game three times in two days in a while. I think you're officially an addict."
"What?" I asked, throwing out my arms innocently. "It's a good game. And I'm sure to win this time, so why not?"
"Fat chance, Mr. M," Caroline taunted. "I told you guys, I've got this game down now."
Frannie just looked superior, then simply said, "I've won two in a row, so don't see why you guys are so stupid as to think I'm letting that change."
My son and his... date? fuckbuddy? I was still trying to work out which she was, and I imagine they were too, headed out together.
As the three of us remaining returned to the table, I cursed the sun. It was low enough now that I actually had trouble seeing through my sunglasses. If I wanted to play the game, I was going to have to lose my camouflage. That meant I was going to have to control my eyes, and that was going to suck.
We began the game. Turns out, it was almost as good with three instead of five. But it also became apparent slowly what the Achilles' Heel of playing with only three players was. In a five player game, two players ganging up on a third made themselves vulnerable to the other two. With only three players, they can do it with impunity if they stick together. It became clearer and clearer that these two girls seemed determined to put me down.
It became crystal clear when Caroline ignored a clean, easy shot at a trove of Frannie's resources, and instead took a long shot at a modest collection of mine. And she got them too, the lucky little shit.
"Oh, come on you two," I cried. "This is ridiculous. You would rather gang up on me than really play the game?"
They both grinned.
And on we played. I had gotten lucky a few turns earlier, and was putting up a good fight.
"Hey, Mr. M, what does J.R. stand for?" Caroline asked, as part of the general discussion.
"Junior. Todd, Junior," I said absently.
"Oh, so you are named Todd too!" Frannie pounced. "Good to know, Todd."
I glared at her. I kept glaring at her, but not about that. The next turn, they both took shots at my territory.
"Guys!"
They both grinned.
"And when did you decide you are going to make this unholy alliance against me?" I asked. Their last attacks had hurt my chances, perhaps mortally.
"Come on, Todd," Frannie said, reveling in using my name. "Caroline and I have talked a lot about double-teaming you if we got the chance. This is just an obviously a golden opportunity."
"No planing needed," Caroline added. "We got you at our mercy."
The sudden turn in the conversation, along with the looks on their faces, were sending klaxons blaring in my brain. Five minutes earlier, I had still been fretting in the back of my mind that I was some kind of predator perv for checking the two of them out so much.
Suddenly, I was experiencing something like what a house cat hunting for mice in an open field must feel, when it looks up at the lone tree above to see two hungry Great Horned Owls looking back down. I was suddenly prey. Another second made me realize, I was active prey.
"Just relax and take your turn, Todd," Caroline said. "We won't brag to anybody of your imminent defeat."
"You might even enjoy it," Frannie added, sharing a smile with Caroline.
"I might make a comeback," I declared nervously. "But only after I've made a brief pitstop," I added, standing up. "Excuse me. Don't steal any of my resources! I took inventory," I called over my shoulder as I headed inside to the bathroom.
I had barely locked the door and turned on the fan when I was FaceTiming Amy. Thankfully she answered right away.
"Hey Love," she smiled out of my phone, from some outdoor restaurant in Pittsburg.
"I have a problem," I hissed without preamble. I was not overburdened with time here. "Michael has found a new game."
"Oh dear, are you addicted already?"
"Yes, but that is not the problem," I said swiftly. "We've been playing with Becky and her posse. And... and Michael and Becky went off to pretend to be at the movies, leaving me to play with Frannie and Caroline. And..." I gulped.
"And?"
"And I just realized that they have an agenda," I hissed in dismay.
Amy's eyes widened in amazingly fast recognition. "You are the agenda?"
"Yes!"
"Both of them?"
"Pretty sure."
"Wow. Interesting."
"Interesting?!? Babe, what do I do? How to I get out of this politely? It is not like I can say, 'Hey, I'm married.' They clearly don't care, for some goddamn reason."
"Kids today. No respect," Amy said calmly.
"Babe!"
"The way I see it your Hall Pass problem just solved itself, Honey," Amy said with a smile. "Get off the phone with me and go out there and nail them both. Thoroughly. Have fun."
"I am serious, Amy. That shit is exactly what they have in mind. I have probably less than a minute before they decide to come in here after me. They are children!" I moaned.
"I think that is obviously not true. And listen, I had my sip from the Fountain of Youth a couple of years ago. It looks your time has come. You won't regret it."
Fuck, those girls were hot.
"Look babe, Greg was moving out of state in three days or some shit. These girls are part of Michael's life. They are part of our lives!"
My wife finally sobered for a moment, looking at me. "Todd. I understand. But they both want you at the same time. If it was only one or the other of them, or you thought they were competing over you, then I'd be helping you right now to assemble a nine-point plan to tunnel out of the house and not come back until I was home again. But these girls are wanting to double-team you. They are not romantically interested. You are just a really, really, yummy loot box in their game of life. And they are not virgins. Fuck. Them... Both. Of. Them. Then move on. They will too."
I stared at her. Damn, she was persuasive when she was certainly right. Still... "I just don't know if this a good..."
"Todd. You are a man. I've held the evidence in my hands and other places enough to know for sure. You are being presented a threesome. You damn well fucking do know." She glared happily at me. "I love you. Hang up. Go forth and conquer. Bye, Baby!"
And the screen went blank.
I washed my hands and went back outside. The girls had not decided to come after me and I settled back in my seat across from them. The pokies were back for both of them, and they were bone dry this time. I took my turn, but things were looking hopeless. "So what is you two's plan here?" I asked, meaning several things.
"For the game... or after?" Frannie asked fairly bluntly.
"After," I said, equally bluntly, but not nearly as happily.
"Well, we figure you should get a say in how it all plays out," Caroline said sweetly, leaning in toward me.
"How? Not if?" I asked in a last ditch effort.
"We figure 'if' is off the table now that you came back out of your hiding place in the house," Frannie shrugged.
"Thanks for coming back out," Caroline added softly.
I looked at them. At their youthful, unblemished bodies. And sighed. "Take your tops off. Both of you," I said grumpily.
"What?" both of them laughed.
"I need for you both to have made it literally impossible for me to have said no."
"So you are not going to say, 'No.'" Frannie said, also leaning forward. Neither seemed at all reluctant to take off those tops, but now that I seemed to be crumbling, they suddenly wanted to make me work for it.
Honestly? If I were going to do this, I was happy to play some other games that night beyond my new favorite board game. And yeah, at this point I figured Amy would kill me if I didn't take the opportunity. At least I was pretty damned certain, and Amy seemed even more so, that neither of these girls was a virgin.
"I think I will say no... if I can't even get you to take off those tops," I grumbled. "Here, I'll go first," I offered, and ditched my Hawaiian shirt. I sat back defiantly, arms crossed over my chest. There may have been some flexing going on.
"Hardly an equal exchange," Caroline said, crossing her arms under her boobs, not so incidentally pushing them up.
"I meant I'll take my turn," I said smoothly, doing so in the game on the table. It was actually a pretty aggressive move I made, though it had no hope of making a difference in the outcome.
"Ballsy move," Frannie observed from her position in first place (so far). "What would you think if I make this play?" And she loosened her top behind her back and lifted it free over her head, laying it down to cover the section of the board I was attacking.
Oh my. Those were some big, sorta gravity-defying boobies right there. You forget the unique, irreproducible tensile strength of eighteen year-old breasts. It had been a while since I had seen any, that was for sure. Frannie's boobs were pale all over, as it was pretty early still in the year for much of a tan to be developing on anyone. That pale skin made her nipples stand out in amazing, dark contrast. Each was the size of an elementary school pencil eraser, and surrounded by a generous oblong field of much paler brown.
I just sat there silently, openly drinking in the sight, cataloging every square inch of those softly rising and falling attractions. I stayed silent and glued to them until she broke and started to giggle. Which only improved the view.
Before it went from hot and funny to just creepy, I shook my head and turned my eyes to Caroline. "I think she said something earlier about how I might be glad of you two double-teaming me?"
She just smiled and loosened the back of her bandeau. It came free as if it had been no support at all. Caroline's boobs were just about my absolute favorite size--Amy's. Firm and ripe, they would fill my hands completely and perfectly. She actually had a freckle or two on them, and her nipples were perfectly circular and a beautiful rosy pink. I may have moaned just a little.
"I think he likes mine better, Frannie," she said slyly.
"First time for everything," the taller girl retorted.
"So you've done this before?" I asked, genuinely curious, and only a little alarmed.
"This? No," Caroline answered. "Um, but simple comparisons have been made, or sometimes just overheard."
"I will simply say that I will happily play with either set to the owner's heart's content," I said firmly. That got a laugh from both. I wanted very much to prove that claim.
And we all sort of stalled. Obviously none of us had done this, so...
"You are up, Todd," Frannie said, really leaning into using my name.
"Hey, I did say I'd contribute, but this is your play ladies," I said, sitting back and enjoying my view some more. I lifted my arms up and crossed them behind my head, whistling happily. I was gratified to receive a little return eye-balling.
"Well, if we do anything else here, we will mess up the board," Frankie declared. "And I still intend to win this game later, so..." she looked at Caroline.
Caroline just stood up and stepped around the table grabbing one of my hands and encouraging me to stand. I let myself be led happily. "I really like these new big chairs you guys have," she said, indicating the huge outdoor upholstered arm chairs Amy and I had fought about buying. "Pick one," Caroline demanded. I chose the one that would let me easily look back toward Frannie, as well as at the girl in front of me, but when I turned so I could sit, I realized that Frannie had followed us and I was now between the two of them. They both then draped themselves against me. I was experiencing naked boobs pressing against me from multiple directions, and that was a lovely thing I had barely thought of for years.
I snaked a hand around each of them and squeezed each ass. Caroline's was firm as a tennis ball, while Frannie's was softer but just as smooth. And most of what I was grabbing on Frannie was bare flesh, given the skimpy bottom.
"Shit, Fran," Caroline almost whispered. "We are actually pulling this off!"
"I'm glad to not be taken for granted," I said drily. "But I'm still not sure you have pulled this off yet." Oh, yes I was, but any leverage here, I figured I better keep.
"Yeah?" asked the cocky Frannie. "Well, I'm betting once we pull this off we will have," she said as she plucked at the drawstring of my board shorts. Caroline instantly joined in and the double knot was dismissed in a thrice. They each grabbed the waistband, and tugged. I was now naked between these two determined girls.
"We win, Frannie," Caroline said. "And wow, we really win. Nice package, Mr. M!" she said, reaching over to caress my cock, which jumped happily under her caress. Frannie seemed put out, but patiently waited her turn after Caroline had stolen the march.
Suddenly, Caroline was stretching her hand out, actually measuring my cock with her hand, using her extended thumb and pinky. She seemed impressed with the result, especially since she needed her other hand as well to reach my entire length. I'm no horse, but I'm more than all right. Frannie brushed her hand aside and stroked me with no sign of inexperience... at least no sign of anything like inexperience by eighteen year-old standards. Then she also measured me. "Oh yeah..." she murmured.
"Seriously, Todd," she said to me, "this is the biggest we've ever seen, right Caroline?"
"Yeah, but not the biggest Becky's ever seen," Caroline giggled.
Wait.
Fucking hell, Michael! You are going to be better looking than me, if you aren't already, and your are also that hung?
Jesus, that boy was going to go through Tulane like a wrecking ball...
I sighed. "TMI girls. TMI."
"Don't worry, Mr. M," Caroline said, stroking me again. "Becky said his scared her when she first saw it. Yours just makes me want to suck it even more."
I laughed. This shit was way beyond control now. "Be my guest," I said helplessly.
As one, they shoved me down into the seat, but then they got a little hesitant. At first I thought they were silently arguing over who went first, but that wasn't quite it. It was like they were egging each other one for something they had talked about.
They both looked down at my cock and bit their lower lips in identical gestures.
Oh. I had to laugh a little darkly. This could still fail, even with them having my dick out.
"I'm no more experienced at this than you two," I said gently. "But I'm thinking you guys are coming to grips with the amount of interaction you are about to have with each other? It's okay. We don't..."
"Oh, we totally are going to do you, Todd," Frannie almost snapped. "But that interaction? No... not really."
"Yeah," said Caroline. "You are not going to see any munching on either of our part. Frannie's hot as fuck, but not my cup of tea, right?"
"All I know is, I am not drinking from your cup, Caroline," Frannie said tartly, but they both smiled. "That said," she went on, slowly sinking down by my left knee, with Caroline immediately following to my right. "That said, even back when this was still just a joke between us, and not the definite goal it finally became last week, we had already agreed that a little light making out with your cock in the middle, was a river we wanted to try crossing."



I wanted to laugh. But I just shrugged and smiled with every muscle in my body. The logic of eighteen year-olds. I was not currently about to argue with it. This was beyond a Hall Pass. This was a bucket list check.
They were still uncertain, and hesitant to try what they were talking about. That was a-okay with me, because they were plenty willing to take turns taking little licks and sucks on my cock.
In a minute, my eyes were already crossing.
Honestly, neither of them was ready to compete as a world champion cock-sucker. I had met a few and was married to one. But with this dedication to the craft, they were both on their way. And having the two of them doing it together, in turn, with those four delicious, youthful tits dangling before me was just too goddamned good.
Absent Amy on her own, it could not get better than this.
Oh yeah?
Caroline finally overstayed her time licking my shaft, and Frannie leaned in beside her. They both were kissing and licking my cock now, at the same time! It was increasingly hard to keep my eyes open to enjoy the incredible view, as the sensation of two eager mouths working me at once was fabulous. Fortunately, neither was doing the sort of things that might send me hurtling toward the edge, but that just made what they were doing more sensational. At this point, even with as much as I've learned at restraining myself, if either of them had really wanted to bring my experience to its conclusion, I am sure they knew enough to do just that. But I wanted it to go on for a while.
Then suddenly, they were both kissing the side of my helmet at the same time. They both sort of froze as they realized where they were, looking into each other's eyes. Then they both really went for it.
Frannie reached out and cupped the back of Caroline's head and the two started kissing each other hard. With lots of tongue. The head of my dick just seemed to happened to be in the way the whole time...
"Ohhhh, Fu-uh-uh-uh-uk!" I gasped. Now I wanted to close my eyes, but they wouldn't shut.
Suddenly the girls broke apart, grinning at each other. "Not too bad," Caroline chuckled.
"I guess Tommy Brown wasn't all that stupid to be with you after all," Fannie laughed back. She looked down at my cock. "Long licks, all the way up?"
Caroline just leaned in. They both stuck their tongues way out and lavished them up the sides of my cock, finishing each pass with a dance of their tongues together around my tip.
Suddenly, Caroline abandoned this... wonderful thing, and bent a little lower to suck one of my balls lightly. Frannie took the opportunity to put several inches of my cock fully inside her mouth.
Oh. Shit.
"Frannie, can you believe he shaves everything down here?" Caroline suddenly asked. Then she added, "Well done, Mr. M. It feels sooo good!"
Unfortunately, this goaded Frannie into taking my dick out of her mouth. She leaned down to try sucking on a ball as well. Then they both were, and I was back into crazy nirvana. Then they were kissing each other with my balls in the way, but they seemed to decide that was too much work, so they went back to sucking face with my cock in the middle.
When they broke again for air, Frannie said, "Okay, babe, I'm gonna say it. You kiss pretty fucking good."
"You too, actually. Girl lips aren't the worst," Caroline said, more than politely.
"Still not trying your pussy here," Frankie added.
"Please, no."
Then they did try kissing each other in front of me without my cock in the way. Then they went back to doing it with me in their mouths, while I tried desperately not to fuck their faces in turn.
"God damn it, girls. You can't just talk like that about how good you both kiss without given me a taste for myself!" I gasped at last.
"I dunno, Mr. M,"Caroline smirked. "Right now, most of what you are going to taste is, um, you!"
I looked at her with world-weary eyes. "What gives you the idea that I'm not already very used to that flavor?"
They both shrieked at that remark.
Then Caroline slid up and planted a delicate kiss on my lips, which devolved in about three microseconds in to a full-on, tongues-out lip-lock that absolutely tasted like my cock. It had not been Amy, but Josephine Hernandez, back in my freshman year at college, who had pretty much made me learn that I should love the sensation of the flavor. My hand was back on Caroline's ass and she was pressing against me. I wanted to grab those tits, but I was saving that for a bit yet. It was going to be special with each, when I finally let myself go to town on those boobs.
Frannie, ever the opportunist, went back down on my cock. Hard. Like, make this man pop while my buddy is distracted, hard. You aren't the kind of game-winner Frannie is, if you don't have the eye for opportunity.
Problem was, hard as my cock was screaming for what she was doing to work, I wanted the big win. "Frannie needs help," I gasped to Caroline. She looked down and dived in. "No, no, no!" Caroline gasped, and started licking Frannie's face. Frannie pulled off me in surprise, and Caroline sucked me into her mouth instead.
To this point, Caroline had never really sucked me into her mouth.
Holy shit.
Sorry Frannie, as eighteen year-olds go, you are crazy good. But Caroline, when she got serious, was actually damn near grownup good.
Remember how I had said that neither of them was doing the things needed to finish me? Now, Caroline was. Her hand was pumping up and down my spit-slick shaft, and her tongue was just absolutely torturing my glans. I was rising to the bait, whether I wanted to or not.
But Frannie just leaned back in and kissed Caroline, even with her mouth wrapped around my cock. After a few seconds of that, Caroline's hand was still jacking me, but the two of them were both kissing my tip and each other.
Nope. I had no chance.
I yelped in defeat as my cock erupted between both their lips. Spunk went in both their mouths, and also over both their faces. My hips bucked again and again, until I collapsed back into the chair.
Both the girls were laughing. They straightened up, though Caroline never quite stopped stroking me, and each laughed, their cum-sodden faces smiling at each other, then me.
"Holy shit. That was the hottest damned thing I've ever done in my life," Frankie exclaimed.
"I, um, I agree," I said. I was sure it was the hottest thing each of them had done in their lives. It was top five for me. Maybe top three. Number three tops. That was still unbelievably extraordinary. I've done some hot shit.
"You... you should get that stuff off each other's faces," I gasped, looking at the spooge all over the place.
They looked at each other for a moment, then both turned and stuck out their tongues at me. "Nah, not going to happen. We told you. We ain't that way," Caroline laughed.
"What I have, I'm keeping," Frannie said, starting to wipe jizz from her cheeks directly into her own mouth. Caroline was likewise occupied.
When you are living a dream, little disappointments like that help you know it is all real.
Frannie then decided that she wanted to test my tolerance for flavors and slid up me to award me a long, deep kiss that did indeed taste of both dick and cum. She also tested my tolerance for my own jizz being smeared on my face from hers.
I am a very tolerant man.
Then suddenly, my time of tit restraint was at an end, as, while Frannie was still jizzily kissing me, Caroline was pressing her boobs against the side of my face. Those firm mounds felt so warm, so elastic. Frannie pulled back to avoid a boob facial of her own, and I twisted my head to suckle on the nipple that was just right there, begging for it. Caroline hissed happily, then more so as I flicked her little pointy nipple with my tongue.
I turned my head further, to kiss and suck on the other nipple. I gestured to Frannie that Caroline's first breast was now available.
"Not a chance, Todd," she said with humorous contempt.
More for me.
A lot more for me, actually, since Frannie now leaned those melons of hers in against the other side of my head. In a blur, through all the boob flesh in my line of sight, I realized that these girls' breasts were actually pressed together, as well as against me. They even giggled briefly as they let those mounds wiggle against each other just a little.
But Caroline pulled away, the evil wench. "Damn Frannie, I don't care what Mr. M thinks, you do have the better boobs."
"Difftherent," I corrected, as I slobbered all over Frannie's big, meaty nipple. "Not bether... jutht difftherent." Then I slurped Caroline's back in between my lips.
My cock was rallying already, and I decided I could finally take a turn in deciding the agenda. I pushed up out of the seat and held both girls against me, leaning down to kiss Frannie, then down more to kiss the shorter Caroline.
"Bedroom," I said simply. I was greeted with a chorus of cooing assent.
We turned as one, and went into the house, my hands sliding up from their asses to each cup a very different but mostly equally awesome tit. I wasn't saying anything, but Caroline was right to begin with, I did prefer hers.
As we passed through the living room toward the stairs, Caroline sort of balked for a second. "That is a mighty nice couch you have, Mr. M," she said, pointing.
"It is a nice couch," I answered. "But it isn't my bed. Got a problem with my bedroom?" Then I asked a stupid question. "With Mrs. M's bedroom?"
Stupid, stupid man. Right?
"What? Oh, no! Not at all," Caroline said hastily.
"Yeah, Mrs. M is awesome," Frannie added swiftly.
They both clearly did like my wife. And yet here they were getting ready to fuck her husband. Stupid man spoke again.
"I'm actually surprised you are, um... if you like her so much..."
"Oh. Yeah. Well..." and other such cogently guilty remarks came from both of them. Guilt was actually good, I reflected. As long is it wasn't too much to prematurely end things right now. But some guilt would with help discourage any instinct to seek a repeat on their part.
But this was not guilt in their voices. This was evasiveness. What the fuck?
"Girls," I said, suddenly feeling my way. "Amy is a wonderful woman..."
"She has a sense of humor, that's for sure," Frannie said boldly.
"Frannie!" Caroline hissed.
"Yeah, um, every time we've hung out, she has always been great with our jokes," Frannie said, as if covering.
"Wait. Every time? I thought she just took you out that one time, last week," I said momentarily distracted from my hands full of boobs by simple, banal curiosity.
"Nah," Caroline said easily. "Since Becky and Michael have been... dating, we girls have gone out shopping or whatever with Amy a few times, when you were out of town and she was bored."
Sounded like Amy. "Be careful with her jokes, girls. You don't want to catch her twisted sense of humor," I warned insincerely.
"Actually, the point was more that she likes our jokes," Frannie said.
"Fran!" Caroline hissed.
This was too weird. "Look," I said sternly, pulling my hands abruptly from their breasts... and back down to their asses, foreboding a spanking they just might get. "What are you guys talking about? I'm pretty sure this is way further than any joke."
Caroline sighed and glared at Frannie, whose brassy mouth had apparently taken them too far... somewhere. "The joke of ours that Frannie is blabbing about was our little one about how it would take both of us to bag the Great and Glorious Mr. M, you know? We were eating our Coldstone Creamery and giggling, and Amy came up, and I just blurted out, sorta like Frannie now, that you were so hot, but she was also so hot, it would take both of us to get even a taste of you."
Amy, you magnificent creature. I am going to fuck you so hard when you get home. After I spank you thoroughly.
"You did?" I said.
"I did. She laughed and thought it was hilarious..." Caroline said quietly. "And she said it might work."
"And then she said we should go for it," Frannie added in wonder.
"Um, happy birthday?" Caroline whispered.
Well played, wife of mine. Don't tell them what's really going on, but keep the limits in place. "I guess I won't have to feel guilty then either," I laughed.
"Oh, you gotta feel guilty," Frannie instructed sternly. "Amy says she will get a couple months of the best sex in her life out of your guilt!"
Well, she was right about the best sex part... "She will, after a good spanking for her underhanded ways," I declared.
"You spank Amy?!?" Caroline asked breathlessly.
"When she is naughty... like you two are being," I said slyly.
"You are not spanking me!" Frannie declared saucily.
"Upstairs. Now. I have some guilt to build up," I declared.
And I spanked them both a single swat on their sweet little derrieres.
Both yelped, but happily let me shoo them up the steps.
As we tumbled into the room, both girls shoved me onto my back in the bed and began assaulting my face with their boobs. As they struggled to each get their personal boobies on my mouth, they spent quite a lot of the time mashing their mams against each other's, and clearly enjoying it famously. I chose not to point this out to them and just enjoyed myself... except for a time or two where Frannie managed to nearly suffocate me. (They weren't that crazily big, but just pillowy enough, if she was being territorial.)
Big boobs are usually too saggy (or fake) for my tastes, but these were wonders.
I lay back, laughing as they assaulted me in the best way ever. How to take this Birthday Hall Pass Present from here?
I knew that since someone was going to need to lick both those little pussies before we were done, and since the two of them were going to disappoint me on the licking front, I would have to take care of both of them at some point. Life is hard, isn't it?
But right now, my cock was hard as a rock once more, and I needed badly to fuck one of them. Maybe both in one round. We would see how it went. But which first? I resolved that whichever one finally ditched their bottom first would have my dick where it had been, post-haste.
So, of course they both decided to push their bottoms off at the same time. They popped off me and the bed, turned away from me and wiggled their enticing asses at me as they pushed off their shorts and near thong. Then they spun around with a little, "Ta da!" They looked at me and my silently applauding cock, then they looked at each other.
Caroline had a long, narrow landing strip that ran all the way down and between her legs, covering her gates, but barely. It was golden yellow, just a shade darker than the hair on her head, proving beyond any remaining shred of doubt that she was indeed a natural blonde.
Frannie had a narrow triangle of longer, curlier, brown pubes, but it was still modest and neatly trimmed. And I could immediately tell she was bare between her legs.
"Dammit, Caroline," Frannie exclaimed. "You are even blonde down there!"
How to choose now I wondered, as the girls admired each other.
I grinned, sitting up fully. "Girls. There are condoms hidden in this room. First to find them gets to use one first..."
"Oh, so now you want us to compete?" Frannie said, starting to cross her arms defiantly. She looked at Caroline for support in keeping me in my place, but her supposed ally suddenly yahooed and burst into movement, diving for one of our bedside tables. Frannie looked betrayed for about half a second, then grinned and headed for our dresser.
Caroline had chosen Amy's side, and it had no condoms. It did have her vibrator in there, which Caroline gasped at and blushed beet red.
Oops.
Serves Amy right for all this plotting. How dare she be the best wife ever?
Frannie tore into the dresser, starting with the bottom drawer. At least she was neat. As she worked her way up, Caroline went across the bed, over to my side, rather than running around the foot. She took the opportunity to cost herself an extra second so she could slide her boobs across my back as she passed. Points for situational awareness.
Caroline found nothing in my bedside drawer besides our bottle of silicone-based lube (for the pool). She looked at it blankly, and I'm not sure she even knew what it was.
Oh, to be young and... juicy all the time!
Frannie got to the top drawer, and whooped in triumph.
She danced back toward me, shaking a wrapper in triumph at Caroline. Caroline started to swear at her defeat, then seemed to focus on what she was about to see, and her gaze got sparkly.
Frannie relieved me of any last doubts about her possible virginity. She opened the packet and started sliding the wrapper onto my cock in a way that showed she had clearly done it before. But she still possessed a deliberation of movement that said it was not yet remotely second nature for her.
"How would you like this?" I asked quietly, running my hand up her torso to thumb a nipple while she settled the condom.
"I'm going to need you to lie back and think of England," my busty playmate ordered with a chuckle. That was a pretty deep cut for an eighteen year-old, but whatever. You never knew what sort of shit these kids were going to see as a meme on the internet.
I was more than happy to scooch back across my bed and lie back as Frannie crawled after me and straddled my legs. She hovered on her hands and knees over me and my entire attention narrowed down to those impressive mams dangling over me. But she was as impatient as I was, and she swung her hips down and forward. Her bare lips slid along my shaft and she ground her clit against me for several slow passes.
Caroline crawled up on the bed by my head and kissed me gently, then she lifted up and said to her friend in a soft voice, "Okay, Fran, you want to go first? Let me see what you have."
I very much wanted to see what she had. It was very hard not to take control, but things felt great, so I maintained the discipline. I might toss one or both them around a little later...
Frannie rose up just a little, lifting my cock toward her slit. Then she rose up more because I was longer than she seems to have instinctively suspected. "He is big, Caroline," she said, letting my tip rub its way just inside her. "If I split in half, donate my organs," she chuckled with an edge to her voice.
"Girls, I love this, but I'm not that huge," I gasped. I had come in my life to really love denying I was big to girls who held my penis at that very moment. "You may easily meet someone bigger at some point."
"Apparently we already have!" Caroline laughed, without saying Michael's name. I had walked right into that one...
"You... are big... enough," Frannie sighed as she worked me into her tight, moist embrace. She paused with me about half in, and I impatiently thrust upward and into her a bit further, then dropped back down. She followed me, and in so doing drove me the rest of the way inside her.
She immediately began humping up and down on me vigorously. While this looked amazing, with her boobs swingling around wildly with her movements, it was way too soon. I grabbed her hips tightly, and slowed her down, twisting and tilting her midsection with me fully impaling her.
"Oh shit, that is good," Frannie said with wide open eyes, and suddenly I did not need to hold her hips anymore, as she ground on me happily, exploring how she could move her hips to make herself moan. I was certainly enjoying it, and while her boobs were no longer flying around spectacularly, they were much easier to take hold of and sink my fingers into.
Caroline watched for a few moments more, then leaned down to kiss me some more. That was really nice, a really different sensation from kissing the woman who was fucking you, with all that attendant motion. I was loving what Frannie was doing to me, but I was determined for that to last a helluva long while. And here I had Caroline...



I whispered in her ear and she gasped, popping up. She looked at me and Frankie, then back to me. I just smiled at her. She suddenly nodded while tamely holding her breath.
"What are you two talk..." Frannie asked through her exertions, then blew out a breath and said, "Oh, you dirty old man..."
Caroline swung her leg over my head, facing away from Frannie so I looked up into her eyes as she moved her blonde-haired pussy over my face. I inhaled deeply and lifted my head to run my tongue through her sparse pubes. Frannie, watching, began to rise and fall, just a little, in addition to her grinding movements.
Caroline was fresh and clean and wonderful tasting. Her hair was already damp down there with delicious moisture and my tongue slid through it easily. I flicked the tip over her clit just once, then began to delve into her inner recesses. Caroline's hips involuntarily began to writhe a bit like Frannie's had before, but much less satisfactorily. My tongue is not so long, and I was pinned gloriously down by Frannie.
I took my hands from Frannie's magnificent boobs, reassuring my fingers it was just temporary, and grabbed Caroline's ass to hold her still for my questing mouth.
"Damn... girl," Frannie said, her breath already beginning to shorted with exertion and arousal, "You really do... have a sweet ass!"
"Boys want one bigger..." Caroline groaned as my tongue worked its way around.
Boys were dumbasses. This little collection of pure muscle was a fucking dream.
Caroline settled down her hips, but was now moaning happily. I lifted my tongue and began circling her clit. She shrieked and I worked it faster. She was ready already, and rather than draw her out, I wanted to get back the all the awesomeness that was happening to my cock, which I assure you, I had not lost track of for a second.
I flicked and flicked. Then, without stopping what I was doing, I stared up past her quivering, glisteningly perfect boobs, to her face. I caught her eyes... and winked.
Caroline just lost it. "Ohmifuckinghellimfuck!" she gasped, and I felt her grow instantly wetter. She wasn't a genuine squirter (they are rarer than the internet makes you think), but my face was suddenly a lot more wet and sticky. Her hips wrenched around, losing contact with my tongue, and yanking my head around a bit. When she calmed, she sort of hung there over me, back hunched forward, panting. I playfully licked upwards once more time and she sprang off me to collapse on her side. Almost unconsciously, she wriggled around to lie beside me, her legs down by Frannie's. She sighed and closed her eyes, body still trembling.
Whether she had intended it or not, my face was pressed against her boobs, and I was not about to refrain from turning my head and gobbling in a nipple.
But my hands went back to Frannie's hips and encouraged her to resume her earlier swift humping on me. Her tight insides grabbed at me as she slid on and off of my cock, engulfing me repeatedly. It felt amazing, but I wanted even more. I ripped my lips from Caroline's breast and looked up at Frannie with almost a glare. We locked eyes ourselves, and I thrust my hips upward hard, lifting her up. Without actually withdrawing any, I hammered against her several times and she bucked her hips in response. Then I let my hips settle back down, just so I could slam them back up, driving into her depths again. Then I did it again, and again.
I suddenly flashed back to the night Amy and I had conceived of our Hall Passes. Well, I guess I was still predictable in someways, after all these years! I shrugged mentally and kept thrusting upward into Frannie, because whether it was predictable that I would do this, it was still fucking awesome. Frannie seemed to agree.
"Oh God! Oh shit! Oh God. You're so... Shiiiiiit!" Frannie screamed as I hammered her. With each rhythmic impact of my hips against her, shockwaves went through her torso and set those incredibly resilient boobs bouncing wildly again. This time I was here for it and made those beauties fly.
I would pay for the exertion eventually, but right now I kept it up. My almost desperate grasp on her hips held them just right so that every slamming thrust was brushing lightly on her clit, and Frannie was giving herself fully to the sensations wracking her body. In a flash, she unleashed an even longer string of expletives joined haphazardly, and I felt her... well, pretty much her everything, thrum with release above me. Her knees flexed, carrying her higher. Her insides rippled. Her hand, with which she was bracing herself on her own thighs, dug into her flesh.
I was still holding steady, and kept hammering into her until she sort of floated to rest on top of me, letting her dead weight stop my efforts.
"Fucking hell, Caroline," she sighed. "This was a great idea."
"Well, I won't argue with you," I said, nuzzling her yellow curls. I relaxed beneath her, letting my fingers trace idle light strokes over the generous curves of her ass.
With a groan, Frankie finally slid off of me. The condom got tugged a little as she did, but I hadn't come and was still hard besides, so it stayed on.
Caroline looked up blearily, then seemed to wake up quickly. "Oh, you haven't come," she said delightedly, with a suddenly sharp voice. "I get a turn."
"You are getting more than one turn," I growled gently.
She sprang up, all lethargy banished in an eager instant, and I stopped her. "Fresh condom," I said, pulling off the one I wore. "This one's had a workout."
"It sure has," Frannie said a little drunkenly.
Caroline bounced back with the new packet already opened. I rolled to my feet and we cooperatively put the new rubber on my shaft. She gave it a good squeeze, and ordered, "Lie back down, Mr. M!"
"Not so fast," I said kissing her lightly and brushing a boob with my hand. "I want you to lean over and kiss your friend..."
She rolled her eyes, and Frannie tried to, but they had both pretty much decided a little kissing was making things hotter, so Caroline leaned over the edge of the bed to lightly kiss Frannie, a kiss that extended just a little bit. It was the bending over part, I had been interested in.
I stepped behind Caroline and grabbed those little buns. I let my cock run across her ass and she got what I had in mind. She looked back at me with a smile at how I had caught her.
I moved the tip of my cock right to where I had buried my tongue just a short while before, and she cooed as I just let my tip seat itself in her slit. I pushed, just a little. "Kiss her some more..." I sighed, not pushing in any deeper.
I was kind of contributing to the delinquency of not-minors, but the view of those two kissing uncertainly at first, but with increasing enthusiasm on Caroline's part as I corkscrewed my hips to slowly plumb her depths was so fucking hot. I was already so turned on, I could not even wait until I had seated myself fully before I began stroking, my first few thrusts letting me push the final bit into her depths.
"Holy shiiiiit!" Caroline moaned.
"I know, right?" Frannie replied.
That tiny conversation was enough to end the kiss that they both had found hot but ultimately unfulfilling, and Frannie sinuously rose up on her hip. I was standing beside the bed, and Caroline ground her face into the mattress passionately while I stroked with a strong, swift rhythm.
Frannie slid off the bed and stood behind me, her boobs rubbing on my back and her hands grabbing at my ass as I plunged in and out beneath Caroline's. "Fuck her," she whispered in my ear. "Fuck her so hard!"
Yes, ma'am. I was getting a little tired after trying to blast Frannie off like a rocket, but I was keeping up. I stay in shape for lots of reasons, but one of the most important is being able to thrust a lot... for a long time. What I did not have at that point, was a lot of staying power after what I had already done within Frannie. I hoped I would be able to hold on for Caroline, and fortunately, she seemed to still be on edge from her first orgasm.
As I thrust, Frannie rode right along with me. Her sweaty boobs rubbed amazingly over my back and her hips moved in time with mine. Her hands were at an uncomfortable angle on my buttocks though, so she grabbed my hips instead.
Then suddenly, she slipped one hand free and smartly swatted Caroline's left ass cheek. "Make some noise!" she commanded.
Caroline's head shot up from the mattress, clenching her insides on my humping cock in surprise and anger. Hurray for surprise and anger, I guessed. "I'll make... some noise," she gasped. "I'll kick... I will kick your, unh, unh, your sumptuous ass if you... spank me... again!"
Frannie of course swatted her backside again, only a little harder. "You'll take your fucking and you'll enjoy it," she taunted. "And make the kind of noise that shows Todd you are loving this!" With that, I found Frannie's hips pushing me even harder into Caroline.
Caroline gasped, and growled. "Mr... M, this is... fucking amazing!" she panted. "Make me come! Make... make me feel you coming... inside of me. Make me scream," she begged. Then she added grimly, "Then I can, elph, turn around and... tan that big white... backside of hers!"
I laughed at her ability to make a joke when breathing this hard, and wondered if I had unlocked a little something in them with my playful swats... I doubted this evening was going to devolve into a spankfest, and that was definitely not my aim, but I figured I might well be owed some thanks from the rest of the male gender down the road...
I kept humping Caroline, but tugged Frannie around from behind me and pulled her in against my still thrusting body for a kiss. This two girls shit was amazing, and I was going to try everything that I could think of, that these girls would let me, during this unique opportunity. I bent and sucked at one of those big boobs, and Frannie crowed with delight.
Then she yelped in surprise. I had apparently turned her around enough for Caroline to reach Frannie's backside, and she had gotten her chance to get back. But then my smaller buddy turned back and just shrieked, "Do it, Mr. M! Do me!!!"
I tried desperately not to nibble on Frannie's nipple, but I grimly held it in my mouth as I pumped away. Caroline and I were both close.
Very close.
Her voice crescendoed, giving Frannie all the noise she could want. For me, the pulsing spasms in her body, and even more so, the erotic agony of her joyful cries, just boiled me over completely. I hammered into her as my cock pulsed. My balls felt like they were drawing from the entire neighborhood of my body to shoot into Caroline. Frannie perhaps wisely pulled away from my wavering grasp, or I probably would have bitten her after all. She might have liked it if I had, but she didn't know that.
Suddenly, I was a gasping wreck. With my last shred of responsibility, I held the condom as I slipped free of Caroline and turned to collapse, panting beside her on the mattress. I looked at the far too young for me, but quite well-fucked beauties, and croaked, "Food."
"Yay!" Caroline cried weakly into the mattress, but with conviction.
"Pizza?" Frannie asked eagerly. It was alway pizza with these kids... I nodded.
"Great!" Frannie went on. "I'll order from Dominic's. Then we can finish our game out back while we wait."
"Sounds good," Caroline said, slowly rising from the dead. She looked at me uncertainly, as if she was afraid I was a little too old for her good. "You are going to be able to do this again before we are done, right?"
I snorted confidently. I had at least one more go in me. And if I needed it beyond then, and these two still had any left in the tank themselves, I had Viagra. I had started to occasionally need it to fully wear Amy out. Getting older is a precarious thing.
"Have you ever eaten pizza off a naked girl's chest?" I asked.
"No, and I'm not going to," Frannie said firmly, shaking a finger at me.
"How about fudge sauce?" I followed up.
France hesitated at that. "Nope," she said at last.
"I'll try that maybe," Caroline said, drawing a gasp and wide eyes from Frannie. "I figure I need to do something with those bazoombas. It'll be my only chance."
Frannie chose to ignore the fudge bazoombas issue, and focus on the last clause. "Oh god, yeah. We'll never want to do this again!"
"I know, right?" Caroline snorted.
"Oh?" I had to ask.
"Of course! Frannie, can you imagine if we tried this with some guy one of us really liked?" asked Caroline.
"Um. Ouch..." I put in.
"Sorry," she said, instantly contrite. "You know what I meant. A boyfriend, or even just a boy one of us really likes. Or worst of all, a boy we both are into. This shit would not work. I mean it might be awesome in the moment, but... afterward? Crash and burn city!" Her brow furrowed for a brief moment. "And even during, I've already found myself getting... impatient here and there."
"Two bi girls might make it work," mused Frannie.
"Which neither of us are," Caroline agreed, with a weird sort of confident, but very mild, regret.
"And with a stranger would be totally red flag scary," Frannie added.
"Yeah, for sure. And beyond that, there is a strictly limited supply of super hunk dad's like you, Mr. M."
"And Amy already told us she'd murder us if we even asked about doing this ever again," France added sincerely.
God, I love my wife. Even if maybe, just this once, she could have not been so ahead of the power curve...
Caroline actually won the game while we waited for the delivery, much to Frannie's disgust, and to my surprise.
Also, playing board games naked with hot teenagers is a definite upgrade.
We heard the doorbell. "I'll get it," Frannie said, jumping up instinctively, before realizing that might be a bad idea, what with no clothes even nearby.
"Ha!" I said, swiftly retrieving my swim trunks. Fuck the shirt.
"Hey! Doesn't Joanne deliver pizzas around here? Wouldn't it be wild if she was at the door?" Caroline laughed.
I cocked an eye for a second in curiosity.
"She's Lisa's older sister," Frannie explained unhelpfully. I had no idea who Lisa was. "She's hot. Nice ass. You'd like her."
"Who?" I asked with a grin. "Lisa, or Joanne?"
"Oh you'd like both their asses," Frannie grinned.
"If it is Joanne with the pizza, invite her in. She can have a turn too. It is your birthday!" Caroline called after me as I headed for the front door, shaking my head.
I opened the door, and sure enough, standing there before my wondering eyes was a tired Iranian-looking dude, with a faded green Chevy on its last legs idling in my driveway. I over-tipped him, because I needed to spread some of this karma around to preserve it.
I passed through the kitchen on the way out back, and the girls cheered my arrival.
"No Joanne?" Frannie laughed.
"No foursome for me," I chuckled. "Not with that dude."
"Give me the pizza," Caroline said, hopping up while Frannie cleared the game. I happily let her take the pizza box from me, which left my hands free to put the jar of fudge sauce and a spoon that I had tucked beneath the box onto the table...
We were all hungry, and devoured the pie.
As Caroline was finishing off her last slice, I slid to my feet and casually picked up the fudge sauce and spoon.
Not casually enough for her to not give me a suspicious eye, especially when I walked around behind her.
"What are you..."
What I was, was spooning out a nice dollop of fudge sauce and drizzling all over the top of her left breast, down and over the nipple.
"I love a good ice cream sundae. And that is a perfect scoop," I said, then leaned down to clean my dessert off Caroline's tit. It took a while, I had spooned out a lot and it was still sliding downward. Her suddenly chocolatey delicious nipple was again hard and struggling to keep its tip above sauce. The girl started out wriggling and giggling about my antics, and by the time I was done, she was groaning softly, eyes half closed.
"Oh wow," Frannie sighed, watching. "I can be a serving dish too, you know," she said jealously.
"Well you sure are a dish!" I laughed. "But here we go." Just like I had planned.
I walked over behind Frannie, and as I did so, I arched my eyebrows at Caroline. Frannie had forgotten, but I was that Caroline had not... I grinned as she looked like she wasn't sure she was glad she remembered...
I spooned a generous portion over Frannie's left boob. I had learned my lesson and positioned it so it wouldn't run down so much. Still, a huge dollop fell from her breast and struck her upper thigh. She and I looked at it.
Then, I spooned at least as much more onto her right.
"Oooh! Double portion," Frannie giggled, looking down at her chocolaty 'bazoombas.'
I just looked again at Caroline and bent to slowly run my tongue over Frannie's sumptuous curves, licking and sucking the fudge slowly away. Very slowly.
It took almost fifteen seconds before Caroline muttered, "Oh, fuck it," and popped up out of her chair.
Memory hit Frannie, and she started up. "Hey, wait just a second!" But my mouth glued to her nipple kept her from escaping, or making her want to, really.
"Only chance, Fran, remember?" Caroline said, a little wildly. Suddenly her head was bent down beside mine and she was making comically loud slurping noises as she made fun of getting the fudge off our buxom playmate's breast.
But she was licking and sucking all over that breast. Thoroughly.
YOLO. Or YOTO--You Only Threesome Once, I guess.
I finished first, and stood up to watch down as one straight girl finished sucking fudge sauce off another straight girl's breast. Caroline at last straightened up as well, licking her lips. "Well, that happened," she said with only the slightest of wild looks in her eyes.
"Oh yeah? Well, I'm not going to be the only one not to try it," Frannie said tartly, and stood up to grab my jar of sauce from my hand. She missed her grab at the spoon, and turned to just pour a big old dollop on Caroline's breast and into her cleavage before she could get it to stop pouring. She handed the jar back to me and bent to her bemused friend. Frannie was even more over the top with the gobbling and slurping noises. And took even more time with getting Caroline clean, I noticed.
"Missed a spot," I said, leaning in with my spoon and glopping Caroline's nipple some more.
They both looked at me with a snooty glower, but Frannie got that sauce too.
Then they both were on me, taking my sauce and spoon alike and putting them out of my reach. "Now," Frannie said, "Back to some nice, straight sex, please!"
I liked this girl's take charge attitude.
"Was that really so bad?" I asked. "I can't imagine that kissing either of you, or playing with either of your chests could possibly be unpleasant for anyone."
They looked at each other. "Sucking on Frannie's boobs was not bad," Caroline said slowly. "It just didn't... draw me? Like, it was silly, and fun to be dong something crazy, but like, I don't want them, and they don't make me want her, if you know what I mean?"
"Yeah, pretty much the same for me," Frannie said, warming to the subject again. "And I mean, having Caroline lick me? That was just weird. And strange. I mean, girl, you pushed my buttons. I got... stimulated, you know, especially with your tongue on my nipples. Yeah?"
"Oh yeah. Totally flustered."
"But again, it didn't make me want more. Like, it didn't make me want you, like when a guy does it sometimes."
"Or every time, you do it, Mr. M," Caroline said very sweetly, making up for the 'a guy we actually like' comment.
"Bedroom now, please?" Frannie was not sounding like she was asking.
I was suddenly being escorted inside my own house firmly.



I balked in the living room. "What?" Frannie demanded.
I pointed at her thigh, which still had the long streak of fudge smeared on it. "I need to clean you off first, so you don't mess up my sheets."
"Oh," Frannie said quietly. I had not had my face between her legs yet, and I wanted to make an issue of that.
I led her to the big couch they had asked about earlier, the one Amy and I had bought because it would be so good to fuck on, over, and behind. Caroline curled up and watched in rapt attention, sitting by Frannie's head while she watched me kiss and lick my way through the fudge, and then up to what I really wanted to taste.
"Damn, this is so hot to watch," Caroline said to Frannie.
"Yeah?" Frannie asked breathlessly. She was getting very happy about what I was doing, but still had the presence of mind to answer. "I mean, yeah. Can't be as hot as watching him bend you over the side of the bed was."
"Being bent over the side of the bed wasn't bad either," Caroline laughed.
"I'm not feasting too loudly for you girls, am I?" I asked, lifting my head for a brief glare.
"Shut up, Caroline, you are distracting him," moaned Frannie.
Undistracted by further conversation, I extracted the series of absolute shrieks from Frannie I had been after. Her snatch mashed up against my face and bucked my delving fingers free from her depths. Then she collapsed like a puppet. I considered diving back in, but decided driving her to utter insanity was not worth it yet. I rose and slid beside her on the couch, embracing her still quivering body.
"Thank you, Todd," she gasped as she sat up on the couch, snuggling in to my arms. Caroline moved around to sit with me between them. I draped my hands around each of them, dropping my hands down over their boobs. I pushed some nipple buttons in ways calculated to draw them to me...
"You," I said to Caroline, "were very patient there, my very heterosexual friend. How would you like to have that patience rewarded?" She giggled, and I leaned in for a kiss.
"Oh! Hey! Back off, Mr. M!" she said hastily. "I can smell Frannie's goop all over your face! Hell, I can see the sticky. Nope, no way. You need to clean up a little."
Frannie laughed, and I asked her, "Do I really taste like your goop?" Then I kissed her before she could react. She tensed at first, especially as the taste became apparent, but I put my all into that kiss and soon had her tongue roaming in my... flavorful mouth as my hands caressed her breast.
"Oh wow," breathed Caroline. "You okay, Frannie?"
"Not my favorite flavor, but I sure enjoyed tasting it," Frannie said with a promising smile.
"Yeah, well I want to kiss you, Mr. M, but I still am not tasting Frannie. Go wash your face!" Both of them shoved me off the couch.
I walked, almost strutted, to the kitchen, with the kind of walk a man does who has fucked two beautiful girls at once, and is about to do it again. I washed my face and hands, dried myself off, and grabbed a pack of wet wipes, for later, lest I be dismissed again.
When I returned to the living room, it was empty. Were we playing hide and seek? No. I knew where they had gone. I ambled up the stairs.
There they were, lying coquettishly on the bed, surrounded by every single condom from my drawer, a little less than fifty, spread out like rose petals on the covers around them.
That was a new sight, for sure. My dick, while still hard, had come off of full boil while I was in the kitchen. But the vision before me remedied that almost instantly.
"Do you think we can use all of these?" Frannie asked slyly.
"I advise against trying," I laughed, grabbing one and swiftly donning it. I crawled up onto the bed, looking down at both of them. They both giggled and looked up at me. That feast of four beautiful breasts in a row almost made my head spin, and I kissed them one, two, three, four. Then I went back the other way for a much more comprehensive suck, four, three, two, one. As I did so, I worked my legs between Caroline's, and I felt her grabbing my latex-covered cock. I moved to let it rest against her mons, and lifted her leg that was away from Frannie. I sat up to look at them both as I let Caroline demandingly steer me to her opening. I hooked my arm under her raised leg, reaching around to grasp her breast as I began to sink again inside her insanely tight depths.
Halfway in, I paused my descent, and pulsed in an out a few times, making her moan in anticipation of further progress. A tittastic handful shuddered in my hand. I bent to press myself in further.
Even as I moaned with the pleasure of burying myself in Caroline, I reached out and grabbed Frannie, tugging her over against us both. She came along with a whoop, and I squeezed one of her breasts in my free hand and suckled on the extended nipple, all while beginning to thrust into Caroline.
It was a next level experience, but frustrating at the same time, if that is even possible. I only had one dick. I released Frannie's breast and slid my hand down between her legs. She moaned as my fingers began to explore her. She wriggled even closer, letting her breast press against Caroline's and I buried my face between their beautiful curves.
Fun right?
Fuck yes, but I was going to have to get several massages over the next week for my back to recover.
Worth it.
I had the girls once more pressing their tits together for me, and I was running my tongue back and forth from one to the other, from one nipple, down into the most original cleavage I'd ever seen, to the other. My hand had not relinquished its hold on Caroline's other breast as I drove into her, my cock singing for joy.
My other hand now had two fingers delving well inside Frannie, stroking along her best spot, while my thumb strummed against her clit.
It wasn't my best job for either of them, I fretted, but my mind was melting from the experience. And both girls were moaning to beat the band. They each liked what I was doing, and I thought their arousal was feeding of the other's.
The feeling of triumph from making two girls come, and hard, at the same time, with a cacophony of cries and wails, is incalculable. It was only surpassed by the truly mind-blowing orgasm that I let wash through me in response to their climaxes. Sensation was hyper-sensitive everywhere, and it flowed into my core and then out into Caroline, who cried out even louder as she felt my cock pulse deep inside her.
We collapsed and I slid myself free, almost losing consciousness with my face between their breasts.
And then, somehow, I managed for us to do it again. Without relying on Viagra. All it required was about an hour of watching Seinfeld on Netflix, naked in my bed.
*
At about 7:30 the next morning, I woke to my phone ringing. It was a FaceTime from Amy.
I sat up in bed. I was alone, but the bed was still an utter wreck. The girls had finally cried uncle about two am, and gone home, as if returning from the Wilcox party. "Hey babe," I said blearily.
"You look like sexy hammered shit," Amy laughed.
"I feel like sexy hammered shit," I grinned.
"So, I am guessing that you went forth and conquered. How was it?"
"Amazing, dammit," I grinned. "Thank you."
"Thank me?"
"Don't even think I didn't figure out you were behind it," I laughed, wagging my finger.
"I really was not," Amy said. "Those girls were working themselves up to making a try at you. They would have done it on their own, eventually. All I did was goad them along, so they would make their move when you were in need of a Hall Pass."
"You are truly the world's best wife."
"So now you've had the alpha male experience, are you going to try it again next Hall Pass?" she asked curiously.
"God, no!" I said fervently. "Never! I'm thinking that you probably should try two dudes at some point, you know, but I'm not doing that again. Don't get me wrong, it was incredible, and just so much simple fun. But it was a once in a lifetime experience in several ways." I looked at her. "It was just so frustrating."
"Why?!?"
"I could not ever do my best for either of them. I was always distracted."
"Ha!" Amy scoffed. "I am very confident you had satisfied customers. I know you."
"Oh they were, but I could have done even better," I said, letting my inner conceit show because of my irritation. "I just think I'm a one woman guy, babe."
She knew what I meant, in all my meanings.
"Yeah," she sighed. "Ain't I happy with that. It's good to be monogamish."
----------
And so I wrap up another series. I truly hope you have enjoyed it, though I suppose you must have, if you read all the way to here. And I hope I stuck the landing. Regardless, I would appreciate your votes, and your favorites if you choose to bestow those on any of the episodes. Follow me, if you'd like to see what I write next, and check out my whole back catalog for other stories and series.
And most of all, I love to read your comments. Please let me have your considered opinions.
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I started writing this story for an entirely different audience. It is a sweet little love story about Santa Claus. But the things Santa started getting up to as I was writing this means that it is here for you lot instead...
It is slow burn on the sex, and a slower burn on the romance, but I think it is pretty fun on its own. Just be aware of the word count and be ready.
The language is a little stylized, as in an old-time children's story, and you would not believe how hard it is to write hot sex without one use of profanity... Enjoy my effort.
—————
Father Christmas
—————
A massive storm raged over the North Pole that February afternoon. But below, in the wide sheltered valley that should not exist, could not exist in that location (but which most certainly did), it made for only an ordinarily magical, beautiful snowfall.
The multitude of workshops, which never fell silent except on Christmas Day itself, were silent this day, as the multitude of elves who worked there were gathered in a silent throng around something unique, and new... and terrible in Christmas Village: a grave.
Beside it, a tall, silver-haired man knelt, with a full but neat beard of a matching salt and pepper adorning his face. His ruggedly handsome face, lined subtly with wrinkles that conformed to habitual mirth, was marred by an unaccustomed grief.
Santa quietly wept.
The magic of Christmas had never been as strong in her as it was in him, of course. How could it have been? It somehow sprang from him, after all. But he had shared it with her to the full, all their long life together.
Then somehow, less than thirty years ago, she had lost her grip on the magic after centuries, or it had lost its grip on her. Neither was ever able to tell which it was, or why. With horror, Santa and Mrs. Claus realized that she was... aging. With the terrible swiftness of mere decades, she had grown old. One Christmas she was the same, sweet, beautiful, achingly, achingly sexy woman of apparent early middle age that she, like Santa, had been for centuries. The next year, lines began to deepen in her face. Her hair progressed from a lustrous silver to white and brittle with each season. Her health failed and her luxuriant body withered. For the last ten years, she had been truly old, while Santa clung to her, eternal as always.
And now, less than a month after her last Christmas, he laid her to rest, in her favorite field. This was where they had built snowmen, and fought snowball battles with the elves, in and out of snow fortresses. As she had seen this day approach, Mrs. Claus had chosen this spot, then spent at least a portion of each day thereafter making dire threats to every elf she met, ensuring the field would remain a place of joy and play, despite her eternal presence.
Then Santa spoke the only words of the gathering, "Goodbye, my love."
With a sigh, he rose to his feet. He turned to gaze at the elves surrounding him and Mrs. Claus' resting place. The unquenchable fire of joy that defined him was banked, overlaid with a thin layer of utter loss. But the affection and camaraderie he felt for his diminutive workers was as strong as ever.
"Let's get back to work, lads and lassies," he said heavily, but with a smile. There were less than eleven months until the big night came again, after all. He sighed, suddenly uncertain. "I... I will be in our home... for a bit," he said softly and slumped away toward the modest little cottage where he lived, on its small, snowy lot, in the heart of the sprawling complex of workshops, factories, and warehouses that filled Santa's Village. His tall, powerful figure unaccustomedly bent as he retreated to solitude. The multitude of elves watched him leave, parting the way silently to allow his passage. Their eyes were filled with apprehension for the mission, but especially concern for Santa himself. Then they dispersed to work extra hard. They would need to.
He remained hidden away for six whole days, processing his loss. He experienced anguish, and even flashes of anger, emotions previously quite forgotten for this man whose existence was defined by joy, responsibility, and industry.
On the seventh morning, he rose when he woke, moving to the restroom. Despite being nearly six hundred years old, and a being of mind-flinching power, Santa was still, of course, just a man, and the human bladder has no patience for grief.
His immediate need relieved, Santa stared at himself in the mirror. Perhaps a cup of cocoa before he returned to bed? He stopped and plucked at the elegant cotton pajamas he wore.
Suddenly, he snorted, and laughed at his reflection. "Ho ho ho! You are a right sight, Chris," he said to himself out loud, his rich baritone voice stabilizing in a single sentence after a week of disuse. "She would kick your behind for slacking off like this." He shook his head and reached for the razor. For even his pain at the loss of his wife of half a millennium was not enough to keep away the happiness and the need to give that defined Santa. He was needed, especially without her steady hand and loving support for the elves.
In but a few minutes, his short but incredibly luxuriant beard was trimmed and curled, the rest of his face and throat were shaven clean, his hair was effortlessly sleek and neat, and the elemental sparkle returned to his eyes. He dressed for the usual workday, in an exquisitely tailored suit of crimson worsted wool, the double-breasted one she had so loved. With it, he sported a flawless white linen shirt with French cuffs and solid gold four-pointed stars for studs and cufflinks, finished off with a lush, green, silk tie. He chose a bow tie, because that day Santa intended to make some toys, and it would stay out of the way.
He looked at himself one more time, a towering athletic figure, handsome and supportive. Then he laughed, "Ho ho ho, why not?" His hand reached out and grabbed one of many long red caps, trimmed with ermine. He seldom wore the iconic hat on days he planned on working indoors, but today he would. And he resolved to wear one every day this year. She had loved them so.
He strode out his front door, his frame already filling with happiness as he burst back among his elves. His arrival caught many by surprise in the small, older workshops that dotted around his cottage, or on the roads in between.
"Santa!" rang out the thin, high cries of happy welcome.
"Ho ho ho! A happy Monday to you, Twinkles," Santa called. "That is a fine collection of bowling balls, Moe. Are we on schedule with those? Good!" he smiled at another elf driving a wagon. "Pixiebelle, you need to get some more sleep. Is the baby still teething?" Babies were extremely rare among the elves, so everyone was always fascinated by the slightest news. Elves were extremely long-lived, even Santa did not know how long. The downside of that was that elf babies grew very, very slowly. Pixibelle's little girl had been teething for going on two years...
Santa knew the names and lives of every elf, and greeted each one he passed, somehow without ever breaking his stride or delaying his arrival at his destination. To celebrate his return to work, Santa was going to put in the day working in the Barbie workshop. Once the initial box-office numbers of that movie had come out, it had not taken the prognostication powers of Morty, the grey-haired elf in Planning and Projections, to know that Santa would need a massive increase in Barbie production.
With a hearty laugh, Santa burst into the barely controlled chaos of the expanded workshop. He strode directly to the left side, slapped Wally the workshop foreman on the shoulder, and stood above the pint-sized but extremely fast plastic injection molding machine. Santa took the controls and began to produce parts for Dream Houses, Dream Cars, and Jetliners at a furious pace, leaving Wally to put out fires elsewhere. The young elf had barely known how to wield a hammer and hand saw when he had first appeared in the village a hundred and fifty years ago. Now, the young elf was a darned sight better mechanical engineer than any graduate product of MIT.
Where did the elves come from? Santa had given up trying to figure that out centuries ago. All he knew was that when he really needed more elves, they appeared. The elves themselves were merrily close-mouthed about their origins.
Santa ran the molding machine for ninety minutes, producing enough parts for 7,000 cars, 5,000 houses, and 2,750 jetliners, plus odd pieces for beach sets, pool sets, and office sets. He wiped his brow and moved on to the assembly benches, beside an older veteran elf and a young rookie who had been in the village for barely twenty years. Santa took the parts he had made and set to assembling them. He always worked faster, and with fewer errors, than even the best elves. It was his magic, after all.
In another two hours, the parts he had made were exhausted, and Santa looked over the 21,000 Dream Cars, 11,000 Dream Houses, fully 9,000 jetliners, and reams of beach sets, office sets, pool sets, and somehow, 75 bicycles, even though he had not made any parts for those.
The magical way there always ended up being far more toys than he had actually made had been the first sign, 500 years ago, to Chris Cringle, Esq. that the magic existed.
Yes, Santa had started life as a lawyer in the Royal Courts of Justice. He had one day been reading hagiographies of the saints, the sort of light reading an educated man of that day indulged in, and he had come across the story of St. Nicholas. It had inspired him to whip together a few toys for the children of a suddenly destitute client who had been ill-used in the court, despite Master Cringle's best efforts. He had done the same the next year, this time for several families--anonymously, of course. The third year, he had made ten dolls and seventeen wooden wagons, surprising himself at how good he was with his hands.
But he had found that when he was done working, he had eighteen dolls... and 35 wooden wagons.
As he worked on putting together the parts of Dream Houses, Santa kept an eye on the industrious group of elves sitting at sergers and sewing machines, making Barbie, Ken, and their friends's fabulous outfits. Bobby and Tish were spending as much time mooning over each other as they were making clothes. That was a new, budding romance. Santa smiled, but made a note to have Twinksie, the head of textiles, move one or the other to a different workshop. She was probably already working on that, he realized, but without Mrs. Claus staying on top of that sort of thing (by her ceaseless, joyful meddling), he needed to double-check.
He had no interest or desire to break the two up, whether this was just a brief fling that might only last a year or so, or something lasting. With only eleven hour days, a few less than Santa himself put in, elves had plenty of time for dancing and romancing. Santa just needed them on task at work. It was barely the second week of February, and Santa already knew they were behind.
He grimaced inwardly, but with a rueful ho ho ho, thinking that it was good he had a few more hours available each day, now there would be no more dancing and romancing for himself and Mrs. Claus under the various furs on the floor before their fireplace.
*
The year progressed about as Santa Claus had projected, of course. The elves' eleven hour shifts were intended to allow a two-hour downtime period where elves on one shift could still hang out with their friends on the other. The schedule also left some slack for the inevitable overtime that came every December. In bad years, that overtime might show up as early as November.
This year, Santa had caught various crews taking overtime here and there as early as July, to keep themselves within shouting distance of on pace for their goals.
As Mrs. Claus had declined, Santa had mostly prepared himself for the hole she would leave in his heart. That preparation had not made him any less anguished, but it had helped him steel himself for the need to persevere. What even he had not realized was her importance to the elves and their work. She had always known their needs, and cared for them, and made sure they worked well together.
The elves had known, of course, and had likewise steeled themselves for her loss. However, being aware that the gears were about to run out of grease did not make them run any smoother when they did. Mrs. Claus had always made the trains run on time.
Literally.
The small steam engines that chuffed along the winding rail line throughout Santa's Village, hauling parts and toys hither and yon, were routinely now forty minutes to an hour late by the end of many shifts.
Santa and his magic were up to the challenge, of course. Over the course of any given year, Santa usually spent the equivalent of fifty days in various workshops, actually making toys, and helping elves make up the inevitable shortfalls. Elves are amazing, but no one in the world makes toys like Santa does.
This year, Santa was on pace to spend the equivalent of eighty of his days making toys.
And not a week passed when Santa did not have to drop whatever he was doing and get the trains unsnarled, often more than once.
And for the first time in his life, Santa had to deal with lots of meetings. Complex decisions that Mrs. Claus used to facilitate effortlessly, over a plate of fresh-baked cookies during a coffee break, now required scheduled meetups, agendas, and time. So much time.
And while these meetings certainly diluted the joy of Christmas that permeated Santa's Village to the core, their real cost was in that time. Santa's magic was powerful, perhaps all-powerful, but it was not unlimited. And neither was the time he and the elves had each year to get ready for The Ride.
All this, the meetings, and the trains, and the extra toy making, and the continued teething problems with the CPU line in the semiconductor workshop, bled time away from Santa's biggest job, the year round: The List.
The List was the largest, longest, simplest yet most complex spreadsheet in the world. It was only three columns wide, but it sometimes approached several hundred million entries long. The columns were Name, Home, and of course Naughty Or Nice.
The List was self-populating, thankfully, with names appearing and disappearing from it automatically, with the passage of years. Even Santa would have had a hard time researching it every year. But he did like to check it, twice when possible. He found it especially important to give special attention to the entries in gray, which meant the little boy or girl sometimes was not completely nice, or did some things that were not really so naughty. When The Ride got close, Santa would often manually override The List and change a child's designation. He marked naughty children as Nice far more often than the reverse.
Santa was a big old softy.
But this year, with all the extra toy-making, Santa barely had time to check the gray names, and most of them only once. The ones in solid black, he let stand unexamined. It would not matter. The List was magical, after all, and very good at its job all on its own.
Santa could not help with the final push to complete all the presents in the final week before Christmas Eve this year. He never did, as this was the time he and his logistics team spent planning his route.
Less than a year after Cray built his first supercomputer, the elves had whipped up their own and had been building new ones regularly ever since. Wobbles and Quincy were already making noises about replacing the current model, which was only two years old. The computer was used to calculate the first draft of Santa's route, and always did a very good job. Santa still could always find a few improvements, but the computerized first draft sped the process oh so much.
Santa had almost total control over time, during The Ride, but having control over something and being able to ignore it are two very different things. Modern human scientists glibly believe that Time, like the three spatial dimensions, has no innate direction. They are wrong. Time has a very definite, and incredibly powerful flow. Santa could easily stop it in small eddies around himself, as when he entered a home to leave his present and maybe enjoy the snacks left for him. He could also slow it massively as he and his team rode from home to home. But jumping backward in time, which almost always had to happen once or twice during a Ride, was exhausting, and made Santa need even more cookies.
They worked the route very hard to keep those jumps to a minimum.
But as the hours until Christmas Eve wound down, Santa and the elves found that they were ready... barely, but ready. The overtime had been vast, but through determination, joy, and the Magic of Christmas, all the presents were made, wrapped, and packed, The List was set, and Santa was ready.
They all took a moment together, outside the stables, to mourn Mrs. Claus one more time.
But just a moment. This was Christmas Eve, and not a time to be sad.
"Ho ho ho!" Santa cried with joy as he sprang into the huge, deep green, wooden sleigh. He adjusted The Bag, and cried out, "On Dasher! On Dancer! On Prancer and Vixen! On Comet! On Cupid! On Donder unt Blitzen!" His team looked back over their shoulders at him as he cried out, magical grins on snouts not designed to smile in nature. As Santa flicked the reins, they leapt into the air and the sleigh rose lightly after. Santa took them in a showy circle around the valley, waving to his elves, then shot out through one of the narrow passes in the mountains surrounding the hidden village.
Santa could miss Mrs. Claus when he got back home... when she was not there to cuddle and refresh him from his efforts on the wonderfully grueling Ride.
They burst into the open frigidity of the North Pole, and Santa wrapped his ermine-lined, next-generation synthetic outer shell riding cloak tight around him. Beneath, he wore an elegantly trim jacket, a cable-knit sweater with Christmas trees worked into the design, and a spider-silk turtleneck that was warm or cool as needed. Millions of good little boys and girls lived near or below the equator. Layers were important on Christmas Eve...
The truly cold air lasted but the blink of an eye as Santa accelerated the team to an impossible rate down toward an island east of Japan, the first stop on this year's journey.
From home to home they flew, with Santa leaping energetically from sleigh to living room, leaving gifts under the tree, and dumping some extra goodies into stockings already filled by loving parents. Then out he went, and on to the next home, time flowing around him in a paradoxical dance.
Even with his abilities concerning time, Santa seldom paused. Christmas Eve was a challenge. A challenge he always met. But pause he did, from time to time.
In a Tokyo apartment building, as Santa left a beautiful dress for Aiko and a scooter for young Toyo, he looked at the snacks that had been left for him. He always took a courtesy bite, to show the children that he had been there, but then there were the really good ones... This family had left out two perfect little wagashi, and a glass of sake! Santa gobbled them up, feeling his energy rise with their love. The sake was far too fine to need heating, and Santa drained the generous glass happily. It warmed his stomach and his soul.
In Perth, little Tommy had laid out eight imperfectly peeled carrots. Santa, currently down to his shirtsleeves in the Australian summer heat, paused to feed one to each reindeer on the roof before they leapt away, Donder still crunching on his.
Santa was of course very good about getting in and out unseen... but there were millions of homes. Young Roshon was marked as a sound sleeper, and Santa let himself be a little rushed when he reached the large house in Hyderabad. But the boy had risen to a call of nature. Santa was sliding a beautifully wrapped fire engine under the tree when he heard a gasp behind him. He stiffened, then turned with a smile to see the five-year-old boy standing in the entryway behind him, eyes and mouth wide as saucers.



Santa winked at the boy, and raised his finger to his lips with a silent 'shhh'!
Now co-opted into Santa's secret conspiracy, Roshon smiled, made a shh-ing gesture of his own, and nipped silently back off to bed. In a few years, he would no longer believe his own memory.
There were always a few children who accidentally saw Santa each year. There were even one or two parents, including Cyrus Djokin in Belgrade. He wandered sleepily into the living room just as Santa popped out of the chimney. Santa smiled at this man who had become a father late in life. Cyrus just grunted, turned to his little bar table, and poured two shots of Slivovitz. Handing one to Santa, they clinked glasses and drained them. Then Cyrus muttered something about thanks, and good job, and wandered sleepily off back to bed.
And then something new happened. Something that had never happened before.
Santa found himself slipping into a small, one-bedroom apartment in Berlin. A small tree with its LED lights twinkled by the radiator. Santa pulled a single gift from The Bag. It was large and heavy. Usually, he laid the presents down without conscious thought, only good wishes, and was on his way. But he realized this was a PlayStation in the wrapping paper. It twigged in his mind that this was an unusual gift for a family in such a cramped abode. Then his regal eyebrow shot up as he realized that this name, Greta Willem, had appeared on the list only this year. Reappeared actually, after disappearing from it 18 years before. This was the rare gift for an adult. Santa had not even checked her name once, in this year's rush.
"Ho ho ho," he chuckled to himself, wondering what magic had prompted the young woman to wish in the right way for a gift.
Then he turned to see if she had left any snacks, and froze.
She had left out some brownies, lovingly but inexpertly baked. The sort of snacks he would but take a nibble to prove he was there. But she had left out a note as well, and something else.
"Dear Santa, I hear you had a terrible loss, and I know you must be sad. I have loved you always, and want so much to give you a present too. I wanted to stay up to see you come in, but it has been a long season at the shop. So I unwrapped your present and went to bed. Please let me give it to you. Love, Greta"
Santa's hand reached out slowly to what lay across a corner of the note. It was a delicate, black lace pair of thong panties. He found himself lifting them up, finding that they were small, both in terms of how much they would have been covering just a little while before, and also simply in their general size. Greta must have grown up into quite the tight little package.
Santa had never encountered such a note, or the suggestion of such a gift.
Ever.
But before, there had always been Mrs. Claus.
He found for the first time in ages, that he didn't know what to do.
This was ridiculous. He was Santa Claus. Father Christmas. Women did not offer him gifts, especially not via notes beside home-made brownies.
Women with such fetching underwear...
And he certainly was not going to accept the apparently offered gift. What would... She would not...
She was gone, and Santa found himself dealing with the sort of temptation that usually only came back at the North Pole, from a second slice of Poppsie's figgy pudding.
His nose caught a whiff of the panties he had unconsciously brought closer to his face.
Oh, my. Greta had already been very eager to give Santa a gift, back while she had still been wearing these!
He looked over at the door to the little bedroom... and stepped toward it.
He opened the door as silently as only he could, and leaned in slowly.
Santa froze. Greta would be twenty-six in less than a month and had grown up from good little girl to teutonic bombshell. She lay on her bed, beautiful face in repose, surrounded by a cascade of blonde locks. She was not under the covers, and she was utterly naked. Full, rich breasts rose and fell with her easy breathing, their small pink nipples somehow erect, even in sleep. Her belly was flat, and her legs long and sinuous, and between them nestled a cute tangle of hair, equally as blonde as that atop her head.
He was unable to move. Greta was stunning all on her own, of course, but also... Mrs. Claus had died almost eleven months before, and even before that, as her body betrayed her, slipping into old age, she had less and less been able to share with Santa their physical love that had once been so searingly hot for centuries.
It had been more than eight years since the last time...
Slowly, Greta's eyes opened, and she smiled. "Santa," she smiled, flowing up to sit on the edge of her bed, upper arms squeezing her bountiful breasts together. Then, as she looked at him fully in the minimal light of the moon, she exclaimed, "Santa!" in a lower register. Greta licked her lips absently.
It was unseasonably warm in eastern Germany that Christmas, and Santa wore only his sleek, insulated red trousers and the sweater over his massive torso. Greta licked her lips again and beckoned Santa Claus.
Eight years.
Santa found himself walking forward without any real thought, moving like a small child heading off to bed after catching St. Nick.
"Ho ho... how?" Santa chuckled nervously.
"Did I know?" crooned Greta, her hand massaging the front of Santa's pants. "A girl just sometimes knows when a man has had a terrible loss. I want to help the most wonderful man in the world," she added, tugging at the front of his pants.
The zipper parted, and Greta worked it open, delicately but surely working Santa's very erect penis free from its suddenly uncomfortable coverings. All ten of Greta's fingertips fluttered along his length before she grasped him in both hands, cradling him gently.
"Santa, I went to bed dreaming of you coming here, but I never dreamed that you'd be so... so..." and then she interrupted herself by sliding her rich lips around his tip and sucking him in as if he were the best tasting candy cane she had ever had.
"Ho ho ohhhhh," Santa sighed, still not quite sure what to say or do at this crazy development. But Greta knew what to do. She did indeed know quite well. She began to rise and fall along Santa's rod, taking more and more of his length into her mouth. Her hands massaged the root of his penis and his testicles with care and erotic energy, and she began to choke a little as his tip probed the back of her throat.
Greta pulled off him for a moment, smiling up with compassion, and care... and a little hunger in her eyes, then she gulped in a strange way, and slid him back inside her mouth, deeper this time, and Santa felt himself diving down into her throat. He wordlessly moaned, his body feeling energy and arousal it had not in a very long time. Santa was a being of unspeakable power and incredible age, but he was still a man after all.
Suddenly his penis was free, and Greta looked up at him with bright, loving eyes. "Let me make you happy, Santa! Give me one, extra, wonderful present," she entreated, and suddenly he was back in her mouth, deep in her mouth. His rod slid down her throat easily this time, until her nose nestled among his luxuriant silver pubes.
Sucking hard, Greta rose and fell along him, her finger teasing and pumping along with her efforts. It was a wonderful job. It did not have five hundred years of experience behind it, but it was her all, her gift. Santa's whole body throbbed in almost forgotten pleasure, and he placed his hand gently on Greta's head, caressing her golden mane.
"Such... a good... girl," Santa gasped and his hips bucked gently as his penis pulsed, and Greta swallowed eagerly as he shot first down her throat, then into her mouth as she pulled back to taste his offering. She in turn groaned in happiness as his seed filled her mouth. She swallowed, then swallowed again as his ecstatic flow ended.
"Oh, Santa," Greta sighed, rising to stand before him and drape her luscious body against his. She wiped a tiny trickle from the corner of her mouth back between her lips. "Gingerbread? Really?" she asked with a giggle, savoring the taste.
Santa just shrugged and chuckled a gentle, "Ho ho ho."
But he had already been here in this apartment for a very long time, such as it was...
"I know you have to go, Santa," Greta said, snuggling tight against him. "I just had to help. If I can ever do anything else for you... Anything. Ever... I will be here for you. You can come any time of year," she pled gently.
Santa smiled down at the girl in his arms and ran gentle fingers through her hair. He desperately wanted to caress those delicate mounds on her chest, but knew if he let himself, he would be there long enough to need a few more backward time jumps. The job came first. All those good little boys and girls came first.
He kissed Greta softly, winked, and turned away, his pants magically back in place. She followed him back into the living room of her little apartment. "Merry Christmas, Greta," Santa called, in his deep, rich baritone, and she almost swooned once more.
As he disappeared, he heard her exclaim, "Wait! You actually got me the Playstation?!?"
Santa reappeared by his sleigh to find himself under some hard gazes from the reindeer. Dasher, the lead, would have been pointedly looking at his watch... if he wore one.
But then they all say the slightly goofy tinge to Santa's always jovial expression and they looked at each other significantly. Vixen actually whuffled a laugh at him. Santa hustled sheepishly to the sleigh with a, "Let's go, team! No time to waste!"
They were behind schedule now, but Santa found that he had new energy that was more than enough to push to make up the delay. If really good cookies could help him push through The Ride, what Greta had served him was astoundingly more effective.
The rest of Germany swept by in a blur, as did the rest of Europe and Africa. So many of his total stops were in that narrow north-south band, he had to make his first scheduled time reversal as the sleigh rocketed over the Mediterranean Sea toward Cairo.
As he finished in Cape Town, Santa was almost exactly on time, but he still expended some energy on a tiny second bump backward against the time stream as the team swept over the frigid waters of the Southern Ocean toward the Falkland Islands and then Tierra del Fuego. Better safe than sorry he thought this time, though he seldom made the effort to get actually ahead of schedule. Santa was in a good mood.
In Rio de Janeiro, he found himself in a huge neighborhood of larger but still humble homes, dashing from roof to roof, surfboards and scooters and toys galore flying from the bag.
Near-equatorial South America was also a big concentration of stops for him, and it was very warm that Christmas Eve. Santa had gone beyond his layers and now wore his favorite red board shorts with the outlines of Christmas Trees and Stockings all over them, and a green and white teeshirt. He even had given up his suddenly sweaty boots for sandals. He still kept the hat on, of course. Santa never got Hat Head.
It was hardly the classic Santa look for him, but if anyone had seen him, as did little Emma Gonzales, age four, in Paraguay, he was still instantly recognizable. She would love her doll in the morning.
In this neighborhood, Santa progressed smoothly from house to house. It was the kind of area where he was checking off names at a rapid clip and he got into a rhythm.
Then he sprang down the utterly pointless chimney in one of the larger homes. The sort of idle memory that sometimes sprang to Santa's mind told him he had been visiting this house for a very long time, as the family had had many children over the course of a long and happy life so far.
The oldest had been a daughter, he mused as he bent before the tree, then he stiffened. He had gotten into too much of a routine...
He whirled, suddenly flushing for some reason, to find himself being watched by a young woman, curled up under a blanket in an easy chair across the room. She had been watching since he came in. Sophia, he suddenly knew. That oldest child. The last present he had brought her had been a bicycle. That had been a while ago...
She smiled as she saw him realize she was there. "I finally caught Santa," she giggled to herself, perfect teeth flashing in the light of the tree. Her face softened sadly. "I heard you lost your wife, Santa. I am so sorry," she said with genuine grief of her own. "But I wanted to stay up and see you. To see what I could do for you."
Santa's eyes widened. It was happening again.
Sophia stood, letting the blanket fall away, and she too was utterly naked underneath. Her bonze skin betokened a definite affinity for the golden beaches of Brazil, and the tiny patches of pale skin over her breasts and smoothly-shaven privates betokened an affinity for very tiny bathing suits.
And either she or someone else, though certainly not Santa, had given her a present of the most exquisitely crafted breast enhancements one could imagine. They were tremendous without being comical, hung in the natural sweep of firm breasts a third their size, and her nipples stood out in stark, erect contrast to the creamy skin of her pale, tanless triangles.
She would not turn nineteen for another month.
Santa made no move to get away as she approached, and she kissed him gently, grasping and lifting one of his hands, with no resistance, to place it upon one of those enchanting breasts. Santa helplessly caressed it, marveling at the yielding softness of its curves.
"Ai, Santa," Sophia murmured, tickling him under his beard so silvery white. "No one should be lonely on Christmas Eve," she murmured. Her hand left his on her breast and slid down to tug at the waist of his shorts. She worked it, trying to free it over the tangling obstacle of his body's eagerness. She dropped her other hand as well and worked the waistband free, pushing the shorts to the floor. Sophia groaned happily as she took him into her soft grasp.
"Oh Santa, you are so very ready not to be lonely, aren't you?" the girl asked happily. "I have a special present for you," she giggled, sinking to her knees.
"Ho ho ho, I can see that you are a very good little girl indeed, Sophia," Santa gasped. It was indeed true, he realized. Sophia was indeed a marvelous young woman. She was happy and worked hard on her studies, and in various charitable works for Rio's many poor. She was not rich herself, but she knew exceptionally well, for one of her youthful years, how much better she had it than others.
And almost unreservedly this time, Santa was looking forward to how good she could be to him. It had been eight years...
He expected her to take him into her mouth as Greta had done, given how she knelt before him, but instead, Sophia took his manhood in her grasp and began to run it gently over the curves of her chest, pressing its hardness into her soft curves, and flicking it over the hard nubs of her nipples. The girl had moisturized herself incredibly thoroughly, and their body parts slid against each other with erotic frictionlessness.
"Give it to me, Santa," Sophia urged, pressing his shaft between those fabulous breasts and squeezing them joyfully around it. Her brilliant smile shone up at him as Santa began, almost involuntarily to slide between her curves.
The sensation was incredible with each thrust he made, her warm flesh lovingly embracing his wildly ecstatic member.
"Here it is, Sophia," Santa said gently. "Thank you for asking for it." He rested his hand against the side of her neck and stroked her jaw with his thumb as he let his body drive between her breasts. She squeezed them even tighter around him, and he moaned in response.
He didn't last long, but then his schedule did not leave him long to last, and after too short an experience, Santa found himself groaning, "Ho ho here we go!" His body throbbed with ecstasy and his shaft pulsed joyfully as he sprayed up and out over Sophia's chest, streaking her tanned throat with white.
"Ai, Santa!" Sophia gurgled happily, looking down at his still-thrusting member. In return, she received another rope that arched up against her face, and yet another. As Santa sagged, feeling spent at last, she lifted her face again, eyes wide and mouth smiling to beat the band, her cheeks streaked with white.
She laughed at how she must look, and Santa ho ho hoed back in exhausted reply. She licked her lips, slurping in some of his present, and she giggled again. "I would not have expected you to taste like such a nice eggnog, Santa. Especially not with a hint of some cachaça!" Sophia exclaimed.
Santa staggered back and Sophia let him go, wiping her hands over her chest and throat to taste more delicious holiday treats. He was a little bemused at both young women's perceptions. Mrs. Claus had always told him he tasted of fresh peppermint.
They shared a smile as Santa righted his outfit and finished putting presents under the tree. He even found he had a tiny box for Sophia. He hadn't checked her name on the list either. In the morning, she would open it to discover a pair of elaborate costume earrings to wear in a Carnival parade. He suspected that she would not wear much else...
"Whenever you are lonely, Santa," Sophia said, embracing him from behind with her naked body, "I am here for you."
The reindeer were outright amused this time, as Santa returned from the house. Blizten shoved his massive haunches against Donder as if he had won a bet. Santa produced the eight stalks of celery that Sophia had had ready, and the crew decided they all liked her better than Greta. Santa was making no comparisons. They were both shining stars in his mind that night. Sophia had indeed exhausted him, but he felt reinvigorated as well, as he leapt back into the sleigh.
On the night went, flowing back north.
A mass of cold air was in possession of most of North America, and many parts of the United States were experiencing their first or deepest White Christmases in the record books. Santa was back in his full winter kit by Atlanta.
As much unlooked-for joy as Santa had received this Christmas Eve, he started being more careful. And as he did so, he realized that he had probably just been lucky to miss some other young women lying in wait for him through the evening. He slipped away just in time from Tanisha in Boston, and managed not to wake Angela in Chillicothe, despite her clever placement of bell-equipped cat toys all over her living room floor. In Rapid City, the crazily lush naked body of Ray, curled up on the floor beside her tree had almost made Santa wake her.
The memories of Sophia and Greta would keep him happily awake for many nights.
Then, in a mountain cabin in Idaho, with fresh snow falling beautifully outside its huge windows, Santa slipped one more time. The A-frame cabin was not a home, just a single large space, warm and inviting, with the glowing embers of a once roaring fire lighting the room, along with the LEDs of a massive, all-white Christmas tree. The roof was too steep for even his sleigh, and he brought it down beside the building. His consciousness flicked out for any naked bodies within, but there were none, and he bounded in. Already inside, he realized that he had but one present for this place, and he winced as he realized the garment-sized box contained an adult's pink sweater.
"Santa!" a bell-like voice cried out from the raised bed platform in the corner, and Wendy bounded toward him, her jet-black curls bouncing as she ran toward him. She was sure enough not naked, but the clingy silver nightgown, with transparent lace over her breasts, left no doubt of the stunning beauty of this thirty-year-old woman. "You came! Even here! I knew you would," she burbled with childlike enthusiasm. She threw her arms around him and hugged him, suddenly somber. "I am so sorry for your loss. We all are."



Then she leaned backward, not quite letting him go. "But wow, Santa. You are not what I expected!" She bit her lip, still keeping a good grip on his biceps.
"Ho ho ho! Sorry to disappoint you," Santa said easily. He hadn't intended to let himself be caught again, but if it was going to happen, then... wow. Wendy slid once more into his embrace, radiating, yet somehow also clearly needing, comfort herself.
His eyes roved around the beautifully, if slightly antiseptically, decorated cabin. There was no rough and tumble to these decorations. His eyes bumped across a picture prominently, lovingly displayed of two children, a toddler, and a small boy, and a plain but clearly loving father.
Wendy was a mother? A wife!?!? No! This was wrong! Santa almost panicked, he opened his all-seeing mind to learn what in the world could have placed this woman in his arms... and met with a terrible tide of grief, uglier than even his own.
A car accident.
In Wendy, he sensed still painful loss only partially leavened by the passage of three years, a knowledge of what a first Christmas was like after losing someone you love, and a desire to help.
And a rising horniness on her part far beyond what this woman had expected or hoped for. Santa clearly came in a package that exceeded Wendy's imagination.
Santa crushed Wendy in his embrace, comforting her as she sought to comfort him. "And I am sorry for your loss as well, Wendy," his voice rumbled. "But... 'we'?" he asked, puzzled by the pronoun. The children from the picture had been in the car as well.
"Any woman who wants to make you feel happy again, to lighten your grief," Wendy said, then she lifted her head and kissed him. Their mouths melded, and after a soft beginning, their tongues were soon caressing each other. Wendy tugged his jacket off over his broad shoulders, then pulled up on his sweater. With it off, Santa plucked at the narrow strap of her nightgown, sliding it off her left shoulder, and she let it slide free. The right followed, and the delicate garment cascaded down her luxurious body to the floor. She was meticulously shaven, and he knew that it was freshly done... in the hope that St. Nicholas soon would be there.
As Santa worked his tight spider-silk top off over his head, and Wendy's hands leapt to his snow pants, Santa reflected that he had been given some mighty gifts this evening, but he had given very little in return. And no one on Earth knew better than he that it was better to give than to receive.
He had time, he was still a little ahead of schedule, in fact. And he was less tired than he usually felt at this point in The Ride. He and Wendy would comfort each other fully. He had the time.
With Santa's form fully naked now in front of her, Wendy wonderingly ran her hands over the darkly-haired muscles of his chest, along his bristling arms, and lower to rest on his washboard abdominals. Santa in turn let his hands seek out her generous, lush breasts, lifting them gently, feeling their glorious weight.
Then they were embracing once more, until Santa lifted her lightly in arms that easily wrestled whole jet skis out of his bag surprisingly often, and carried her back to the huge, softly clothed bed on the platform. He lay her upon it, and leaned over her, kissing first her lips, then those tantalizing brown nipples that eagerly rose to meet his mouth.
Wendy pulled him over atop her, and she thrilled as his weight rested gently upon her. His member brushed lightly between her legs and encountered the heat and moisture of a desire that would brook no further delay.
For a woman of only 30, three years without surely felt even longer than eight did to Santa.
He curled his hands up under her shoulders and pressed himself against her opening. Her lips parted for him welcomingly, and he slid himself inside a woman for the first time in what felt like an eternity.
"Oh, Santa..." Wendy sighed, still reaching out to comfort him through the rising of her own arousal.
Santa pulsed in and out as he delved deeper into her firm, welcoming, but resistant depths, his own body shivering with the sheer erotic sensation, as he nestled deeply inside her.
Wendy buried her face in his shoulder as he began to thrust in earnest, and then she muttered, "I knew how much you needed someone like me, Santa. But I didn't know how much I needed someone like you."
There was no one like Santa, but he took her meaning. Then he took her.
His long, elegantly curved penis drove into her, probing her depths and caressing her nerves in a way that left them both rapidly panting with exertion and desire for more. A crashing orgasm ripped through Wendy's body, and she writhed beneath Santa. He slowed his movements and kissed her gently as she shivered beneath him, her body tensing and relaxing in rapid ripples.
But when she finally relaxed enough to kiss him back, he resumed his efforts, even more strongly now, and with even longer strokes, and soon Wendy was again moaning beneath him with renewed erotic energy.
She bit his shoulder. Not hard, but involuntarily as he drove into her. The slight pain made Santa laugh, and in his joy, his body found its release. He drove the hardest yet, and felt himself empty inside her, Wendy screaming in her own answering joy, body rippling beneath him once again.
Santa was empty and yet fulfilled, and he rolled off of her, lest he crush her in his momentarily unavoidable collapse. Wendy panted beside him for a moment, then rose up on her elbow with a smile. She leaned down and kissed his nipple softly, then went up to kiss his mouth again, almost chastely.
They smiled at each other.
Then Wendy popped up briskly.
"You have to get dressed," she said, her naked body drawing his eyes as she danced off toward the kitchen area of the A-frame. "I know I am not your last stop of the night. There are lots of little girls and boys to the west of here!" She turned briefly with a wink that made Santa worry that there might be more big girls too. "I made you a Thermos full of hot chocolate," she went on, grabbing said item from the counter and turning back.
Santa was already dressed.
Wendy pressed the insulated flask into his hands. "Merry Christmas," she said softly. "I'm here to cheer you up any time..."
She was sweet. And she was unbelievably hot, still standing there naked before Santa. And her heart would heal. Santa thought that process had already begun before she decided to reach out to him.
His loss was more intractable, though not so horrific. He kissed her gently, and told her, "Merry Christmas, my dear!"
Then he turned, his gaze wandering across the churned-up snow outside the huge windows across the deck outside, and he stepped into the outdoors.
The reindeer were all grinning at him. Reindeer cannot grin, but it became apparent to Santa that that magical flying reindeer could. He gave them a baleful glance. He jerked his thumb over his shoulder at all the hoofprints in the snow on the deck. "Ho ho no you didn't," he growled. "Let the girl have her privacy!"
Prancer, Comet, and Cupid all looked convincingly ashamed. The rest... not so much.
Santa laughed and leapt into the sleigh. He caroled out his reindeer's names and they were away, into the night, off to the west coast of North America, where he managed to dodge four young beauteous blondes in California alone, and then a deeply caring single mother of four in Vancouver.
Alaska went in a flash, and Hawaii even faster, then the team drove north, back to Santa's workshop. Santa basked in the warmth of the evening and the special experiences, still unsure how so many women knew of his situation. New things about Santa often percolated out to the rest of the world, but seldom so fast. He let the sleigh fly, without playing anymore with time. Good as he felt, he was exhausted. The Ride was a lot of work.
He had needed the presents those wonderful, good girls had given him, that much he knew. It had been good to accept them. But he knew he needed more. Not more of that, perhaps. But then Santa laughed softly to himself in realization: more of that next year would be just fine by him as well.
Still, they were sweeping through the pass back into the valley in minutes. The reindeer were impossibly fast on their own, even without Santa's help. He hoped he could land, shake a few well-deserving hands, and slip off to bed before those gossips in front of his sleigh could start to wag their tongues.
Even Santa forgets little things sometimes. Like the fact that the reindeer all have coms with home base, just like he did...
Every elf in the village always greeted him when the sleigh touched down, but they usually did not have such grins on their faces when they did. Tottsie stepped forward with his plate of cookies as usual, but this year, instead of her usual festively sprinkled sugar cookies in the shapes of ornaments, or her backup cinnamon star biscuits, Santa was presented with a plate with three shapely gingerbread women...
He glared back over his shoulder at the reindeer. Dasher just whuffled conceitedly and trotted off with the others to the stables for warm grain and a well-deserved rubdown.
Oh, well... The gingerbread was delicious.
*
Santa usually took two vacations a year, one in February and one in August. Individual elves took their own vacations at staggered but seemingly random intervals, and where they went had always been beyond even Santa's ken, along with where they came from in the first place.
The prior year, for obvious reasons, he had gone nowhere but his cottage in February, and had begged off in August on the basis of the chronic way they were behind. In late January this year, a deputation of senior elves, including Tottsie herself, cornered Santa in his cottage one evening and let him know in no uncertain terms that they were not letting him stick around this year with no R&R. Tottsie's presence let Santa know they were being very serious, and he agreed reluctantly.
For why would he want to go on vacation without Mrs. Claus?
But he did know the elves were right. Santa worked twelve or more hours, every day of the week, year-round. He needed a week off here and there to drink Mai Tais on the beach.
Or, as was his wont in February many years, drink hot buttered rum after a day skiing in Colorado or France. This year, he went to Aspen.
He cut a dashing figure on the slopes each day in his form-fitting red one-piece ski outfit, with white pin-stripes down the sides that made his towering form seem even taller. Santa had been skiing since the sport had been invented, and he floated over the slopes like a dancer or slid through the moguls like a New Yorker in a hurry amongst a crowd.
It snowed every night he was in Aspen, of course. Around dusk, a steady, beautiful snowfall began, filling the air with motes of white, and the tourists' and residents' faces with smiles. By dawn, it was gone, leaving the days sunny and bright, with a fresh four to six inches of powder on the slopes.
Santa smiled at the chatter in the coffee shop as he stood in line for his double-sized hot chocolate. He always knew the best place anywhere to get hot chocolate.
"We never get this much snow this time of year," a lovely young woman said to the short but handsome blonde man in line ahead of her. He looked like he belonged on a surfboard more than the snowboard Santa sensed he had parked outside.
"Oh yeah, like, I know," the blonde drawled. California. Santa had not needed any magic to know that...
Over at a table, a little girl sat with her mother, staring at Santa, wide-eyed. She knew. The best ones always did. What had he brought her on Christmas Eve this last time? Oh yes, American Girl Doll. And because Annabeth was such a good girl, he had brought her an extra outfit as well.
He let her see him looking back at her. He smiled, and lay his finger alongside the length of his nose, giving her a conspiratorial wink. She giggled.
"What is so funny, Betty?" her mother asked quietly. The coffee shop was crowded with early risers, eager for first tracks when the lifts opened, but Santa could hear the two of them easily, of course.
"That's Santa Claus in line for coffee, Mommy," the little girl giggled. "See?"
The mother, whose name was also Annabeth, and who had been a very good girl in her own day, looked over at him. Santa carefully did not look her way. Annabeth the (somewhat) elder laughed and ruffled her daughter's hair. "That's funny, Betty," she said softly. "But that can't be Santa, you know. Just look at him."
"I am, Mommy! That's Santa!"
"He's much too tall, darling. And despite all that silver hair, and that beard..." the mother's voice trailed off speculatively for a moment. "He's much too young to be Santa."
Santa felt both Annabeths watching him as stepped up and ordered his cocoa. The cashier gave him a mega-watt smile, quite unlike she had given anyone else in line that morning, though it wasn't because she thought he was Santa Claus.
"Look," the mother said, as if laying down an Ace of trumps. Santa loved Bridge and loved it when people thought that way. "Look, Betty, he can't be Santa. Where is his belly like a bowl full of jelly?"
Santa rolled his eyes. Clement Clarke Moore had almost gotten some coal in his stocking, despite being a grown man, when he had written that line. But Mrs. Claus had always loved teasing him over it.
"All girls, big and little, could only wish Santa looked like that," Annabeth the elder said speculatively.
Annabeth the younger giggled. "You think Santa's hot, mommy!"
"He's not Santa," the mother denied. She did not deny thinking that he was hot...
The silver hairs on the back of Santa's neck rose for a moment as he felt the mother's attraction, and her speculation on possibilities, but then he relaxed. There was no husband in the picture, though he did find that he was a bit disappointed in Annabeth the elder.
Her divorce had been as much her fault as Charles's. Santa would have expected more of such a good little girl when she grew up. Charles? Not so much. That kid had only made the Nice List one year. But Santa sighed at the whole misery. The real mistake had been their marriage in the first place, but then there would be no good little Annabeth now, would there?
Meanwhile, Santa had to deal with the mother's eyes, firmly fastened on the way his form-fitting ski suit pulled across his backside, as he waited for his hot chocolate.
He was used to the occasional little boy or girl like Annabeth recognizing him when he was out in the world. It made him happy that the magic of Christmas was flowing everywhere, the whole year round. But he was not used to the looks he was getting from young women like the cashier, or gorgeous mature women like Annabeth the elder. They were looking at Santa, not 'Santa'. And Annabeth the elder was gorgeous...
Santa needed to get back out in the cold and do some skiing.
Somehow, he was first off the lift that morning, and with a hearty, "Ho ho ho!" he was away down the wide-open slope he chose, his brand new, elven-crafted skis carving through the fresh, untouched powder.
Santa had not been to Aspen in decades, and while the mountain felt comfortable and familiar, the town felt new. He wandered its streets in the evening and had a Veal Marsala to die for at a little restaurant. The elves could not be beat with anything they made that was sweet, but Santa never let them know that he always looked forward to dinner on vacation. A dish like this Marsala, made by a really good human chef? He devoured it and wished in anguish that he could share a bite with Mrs. Claus.
The days in Aspen were just the vacation Santa needed to rest and recharge. In the night, there lurked pain, an emotion Santa was unfamiliar with, and was not enjoying. He slept little, even when on vacation, as he needed it little, but that left him with evenings to fill. He definitely did not want to go to his hotel and sit alone in his room.
Santa did like a drink or two, though. He never got drunk, of course, but he could at least get a little merry if he let himself.
Ah! He perceived a small bar several blocks away that embraced the winter season in their cocktails, and he strode off in that direction. Snowfall's Edge was a little basement bar, located underneath a huge ski shop that was closed at this point in the evening. The bar was busy and successful, but somehow there was a wonderful seat open at the bar for Santa as he entered.
The hot mulled wine and rum cocktail he ordered was delicious. It was served in a ceramic coffee mug shaped like the head of a portly Santa Claus, and Santa smiled drolly as he lifted it to his lips to take a first sip.
Cliff the bartender, whose appearance in the Nice column had been... sporadic as a little boy, grinned as Santa lifted the mug to his bearded lips. "Dude, that mug was made for you," he chuckled.
"Ho. Ho. Ho..." Santa drawled back with a sly smile. Cliff wandered off, shaking his head.
Oh, this drink was really very good. If he had another, Santa might just try the straight mulled wine, though. The rum didn't add much, in his rather experienced opinion.
"Oh, Santa, I am so sorry to see you here all alone," a soft voice whispered in his ear, as a delicately-formed woman slid into the barstool mysteriously vacant beside Santa. He turned and took her in. Mary, aged 28, was definitely a good girl when she was younger, though Santa had had to give her a good checking twice when she was five, after the incident with Gary Parker's dog.
And Mary most definitely knew he was Santa, just like the women from last Christmas Eve.
"Hello, Mary," Santa said. "Thank you."
Mary looked surprised that she was not surprised that Santa knew her name. Of course Santa knew her name. But she looked more than pleased that he used it. "I am so sorry about Mrs. Claus," Mary said, placing her hand compassionately on Santa's strong, sweater-clad forearm. "But I worry that you are sitting here, drinking all alone. Can I keep you company?"
Santa did not need company. Santa was a walking font of joy. But Santa found Mary very attractive, in a delicate sort of way, and he knew exactly what sort of company she had in mind. It seemed a little wrong to him, and he wasn't sure why. His innate sense told him that spending time with Mary would certainly not be naughty... well, it would be very naughty indeed, but not wrongly so...
"I'd love to talk," Santa said with a soft smile.
And he found that he did. Mary was actually a delightful woman to talk to. She was obsessed with Christmas, but then she was talking to Santa Claus, after all. And Santa of course loved everything about Christmas.
"I don't understand how you pay the elves," Mary asked, brow suddenly furrowed. "I mean how many are there? And where do you get the money?"
"Ho ho ho," Santa chuckled. "I don't pay them. I don't have any money myself, and I have no use for it. And what use for money do the elves have either?"
"Oh, I mean, I guess not paying them with 'money' money," Mary said quickly. "But how do you compensate them for their work? What do they get out of it?"
"Joy," Santa said simply. "At least, I think that is it. I don't really even know where they come from, you know. About 500 years ago, as I was finding it had to keep up with my toy-making, even though Christmas had already become my entire life, Fizzbit just showed up on a Tuesday, as if he'd always been there, and took over making balls and dolls."
Mary's eyes sparkled at the tale. She leaned in, listening. Her breasts were not large, but they sloped the front of her white sweater enchantingly.
"The next year, Boppin and Topsy showed up, right after the new year," Santa shrugged. "More come, whenever I need more help. They never ask for anything, other than my care and leadership, and a ho ho whole lot of fun. They have very good lives, and they take care of me too."



"How many elves do you have?"
"I don't 'have' the elves, they are just there," Santa laughed. "But I think there are a good bit more than seven thousand these days."
Mary's eyes widened in wonder.
But her hand on his forearm had returned, and was now massaging him sensuously. She bit her lower lips cutely and leaned in again. "I'd like to help you too, Santa. Maybe with something little elves can't?"
Santa looked at this lovely, young, Christmas-obsessed woman. She was wonderful. And she was very, very hot.
"Will you take a walk with me?" Santa asked in reply.
They left the bar. No check ever was presented or paid. The bar would make a little more money that night on other things than usual. A little less liquor with be consumed for the number of drinks sold. There would be less waste. And Cliff the bartender would eventually figure out what to do with the two troy ounces of .999 pure silver bullion he would find in his jar at the end of the night.
As they exited, the snow had begun again.
"We never get this much snow at this time of year," Mary exclaimed, dancing briefly in a circle, before clinging again to Santa's elbow. "It has to do with you being here, doesn't it?" she asked in conspiratorial wonder.
"I suppose," Santa said. He seldom paid attention to the minor effects of the magic that surrounded him. Though he did enjoy fresh powder under his skis in the morning...
They strolled peaceably through the town of Aspen, talking little, and enjoying each other's company. Mary did not stop with the questions about Christmas, but she did begin to press herself more and more firmly against Santa's powerful frame as it towered above her.
He paused, and she looked up at him. "This is my hotel," Santa rumbled softly.
Mary looked up into his eyes and somehow led him into leading her inside.
They walked up the stairs to the second floor, and as they entered his room, Mary turned to him. "I know you are lonely Santa. You have to be, with what happened. But tonight, at least, I'm going to make sure you aren't lonely." With that, she tugged her sweater off over her head, pulling the light turtleneck underneath with it.
She wore no bra, her delicate breasts could get by without, though Santa found himself surprised that her incredibly pert, eager nipples had not made their presence visible before, through the light fabrics of her shirt and sweater. His hands rose, almost of their own volition, and caressed those delicate buttons. Mary shivered in pleasure. She rose on her tiptoes, and Santa drew her against him, pressing his lips to hers. Mary kicked her bare feet free from her fur-lined boots and reached around to clasp Santa's backside firmly. Her fingers dug into his powerful muscles and she groaned happily. Santa's tongue slid into her mouth, and hers flicked back in response.
"Oh, Santa," Mary said, releasing his backside to fumble at the fly of his fir green trousers, "you are going to stuff my stocking so good tonight..."
"Ho ho whoah," Santa cut himself off as Mary slid to her knees and had his suddenly needy manhood in her mouth in a single, smooth action.
"Ohhhh," Mary sighed around his shaft, her eyes lidding in elation at having Santa Claus in her mouth. Her hands cradled his personal sack, caressing him gently yet tantalizingly, but her mouth went to work with a breath-taking fervor. She sucked and licked and kissed, tracing Santa's blue veins with her tongue, capturing his tip between her lips, and bobbing him in and out of her mouth with wild abandon.
Santa was groaning happily in a jingle. He rested his hands atop Mary's head, his fingers caressing her silky hair, and she somehow redoubled her efforts.
"I..." Santa gasped, and he felt himself empty into Mary's mouth. It was a single, tremendous spasm of pleasure, weakening his legs and making his eyes war between opening wide and clenching shut. Mary swallowed all his treat, or tried to. There was so much it forced its way out of the sides of her mouth. Keeping his meaty shaft between her lips while she swallowed again, Mary at last gasped and released him, though her hand was reluctant to let go and she leaned back in instantly for a last lick.
"Wow, Santa! That was... you taste incredible," she exclaimed happily, eagerly wiping her chin clean, sweeping the spilled gift back between her lips.
Santa smiled down at her and caressed her cheek. "You were the incredible one, Mary," he said softly, his voice flowing with power.
"But you really are magical," she said, rising lightly to her feet. "I mean, of course you are, but... how can your stuff taste like hot buttered rum?"
"Ho ho ho," Santa chuckled at that. Even he did not understand all the magic.
But he suddenly did understand something. This encounter with Mary was not a stop in the middle of The Ride. Santa had time for this young woman. He had all night.
He suddenly swept her up into his arms, her slender, feline build a negligible burden for his powerful physique. They shared a deep kiss as he blindly but effortlessly navigated through the hotel suite to the huge bed. Santa could navigate a toy-strewn floor filled with bells, squeakers, and boxes of metal parts, all by the dying embers of a fire. The open hotel room was no problem.
Gently, he laid Mary down lengthwise, her head going perfectly to rest on the pile of luxurious pillows. Standing over her, he tugged his sweater and shirt up and over his head, his chest flexing as it was revealed.
"Oh, Santa! You should not be such a... stud," Mary breathed lustily... but Santa perceived a tiny flicker of disappointment as well. She really was disappointed that he wasn't what she expected, in a tiny, conflicted way.
He would have to make it up to her for not being chubby.
Wordlessly, he crawled over her on the bed. Her hands lifted to caress the dark-haired expanse of his chest, tracing his taut pectorals. She was clearly not that disappointed in his physique! Santa in turn caressed one of her elegant, delicate breasts, teasing the nipple briefly, before he slid his fingers gently down her belly, which jerked and sucked in involuntarily, taking her stomach from flat to caving in. Her spasm left a narrow gap between her skin and the tight waistband of her white ski pants. Santa's fingers slid swiftly into that space, and Mary moaned softly.
His thumb flicked the snap open, and that was all he needed to swiftly slide the whole fitted but stretchy, sexy garment down off her hips. In a moment, it had been cast aside on the floor, leaving Mary beneath him, clad only in a sexy little black lace pair of panties that covered next to nothing.
It had been so long, Santa mused as he bent down between her legs and began to kiss her inner thighs while staring up toward Mary's wondering face.
"Oh my! Santa's going to... Oh my!" Mary babbled as Santa did indeed proceed to. He nibbled his way up her thigh, pausing to draw in the rich, eager aroma of her, then kissing right between and under her legs, right on the narrow strip of lace that protected her charms. His teeth gently tugged at that fabric, and he lifted her hips easily. He pulled back, tugging at the panties with his mouth. Mary liquidly lifted her legs up high so Santa could draw her last garment free along them. As the panties popped off her ankles, she draped her legs back down, leaving them bent at the knees and spread wide.
Santa grinned at her with the panties still in his teeth. Then, with a hearty, "Ho ho ho," he tossed his head, hurling the scrap of black lace to the floor, and dove back between her legs.
Her flavor and aroma were exact matches, and Santa tasted a woman on his lips for the first time in oh-so-horribly long. He made up for lost time, tongue exploring every nook, crevice, and contour of her sex, while Mary writhed and squealed softly in utter joy. As his tongue circled her bud once more, Santa let a powerful finger caress, then probe into Mary. As he stroked into her dripping depths, he added a second digit, spreading her wide and drawing fresh, more powerful squeaks from the slender woman.
His fingers stroked, and his tongue tasted, and Santa thrilled to the sensation of making Mary weep with arousal. Her release, when it came, was powerful and penetrated her to the core. She did not scream outright, but her voice was musical as it babbled her joy. Santa kept right on pleasing her right through it all, until her body began to sag and lose its spasmodic expressions of pleasure.
Santa lifted his silver-maned head and smiled up at Mary, but left his fingers gently inside her.
"My, Santa!" Mary gasped, her body still panting. "That was... You are..."
"Not finished," Santa interrupted and bent to go at her once more.
Mary yelped as his lips clamped about her bud, the one feature on her petite body that was even a tiny bit larger than usual, and he sucked, then suckled upon it. His fingers twisted now, exploring her depths, but always returning to stroke her where the gift he was giving her was best.
"Not fair..." Mary gasped, already twisting and turning in pre-orgasmic bliss once more. "Oh... thank you. Thank you! THAAAANK YOUUUUU!" Her whole body rippled and danced against Santa's face, then went very stiff as she keened quietly. She sagged once more, settling back to the mattress, light as a feather, and let out a deep and satisfied sigh.
Santa did fully release her this time, letting his fingers slide free and lifting his head fully. "Ho ho ho! Aren't you a polite little girl," Santa chortled, reveling in the results of his work, still coursing as they were through Mary's lean body.
"Thank you, Santa," Mary said, in a small but very adult voice, then she curled up almost involuntarily and drifted into an exhausted sleep. Santa smiled down at her and ruffled her hair. "I see you when you're sleeping," he told her quietly.
Her youthful body recovered swiftly, and Mary awoke to the gentle, perfect caresses of Santa's fingers across her hips, and breasts, and chin. She smiled up at her idol, and said softly, "I need you Santa. Take me, please. Take me now..."
Santa's arousal had never left him as he had gazed down at her sleeping form, and he was only too eager to comply. He slid over her, his massive frame resting but lightly upon her, and he shifted his hips so that his staff rested eagerly between her legs. Mary's hands fluttered in anticipation across his back, tracing the mighty sinews. Both fingers and muscles alike were tense in anticipation.
His tip found her opening, and Santa pressed upward, entering her just a bit at first, then a bit more. Her insides were slick and welcoming, and Santa worked his way slowly inside her firm embrace.
Suddenly, her hands were grasping his backside, and pulling him further. Her strength was negligible against his, but he let her pull him deeper, and with a gasp from the both of them, he was fully inside her. Santa moaned at the sensation, feeling her body clamp around him, and Mary moaned in turn, louder, as he began to thrust.
Again and again, Santa withdrew, then buried himself once more inside her. Still, he took his time, and each stroke was a long, slow, glorious passage as he slowly pleasured them both.
He kissed her deeply as he worked, and Mary's tongue desperately thrust up and into his mouth, its tip curling up to caress the backs of his perfect white teeth. Santa sucked gently on that tongue.
But then he began to accelerate his efforts, and soon the kiss became impossible as Mary was breathing too hard, and Santa's back began to arch upward with effort and arousal.
Mary lifted her elegant legs and wrapped them around the small of his back, crossed ankles brushing the curves of his powerful backside. Still, Santa drove into her. Stroke after stroke, they drove each other to the pinnacle of the tree.
Mary broke as Santa's thrusts became feverish, and she keened yet again amid joyful release and fulfillment, while Santa just kept hammering away, until, just as Mary was flagging, he erupted into her depths. The first mighty explosion almost dimmed his sight, but threw Mary's eyes wide and she began to come yet again. Again and again, Santa erupted, each mighty pulse drawing a fresh cry from Mary.
Suddenly spent, even Santa's boundless energy deserted him. He rolled to his side, pulling Mary's exhausted body with him, and the two drifted almost immediately to sleep, his shaft still inside her.
When he woke, but a little time later, it was to find himself once more inside Mary's mouth...
They did indeed have all night.
But in the morning, Santa realized that it was time for his vacation to be over. There were toys to be made, and wrapping operations to oversee. The latter were even more off the rails this year than they had been right after Mrs. Claus had died.
"I have to go," he rumbled to Mary.
"I understand Santa," she said softly, regretfully. "But maybe... someday... I could come with you?" she added with a hopeful gaze that almost rent his heart.
He could take her back with him, he knew. She would be deliriously happy all her days. And she would make him happy as long as she lived. But to Santa, hers was a mayfly existence, and he would never take her away from living it to the full. With him, hers would be just a cotton candy span. The Magic would not grant this woman long life, as it had Eleanor.
He knew that, because Mary did not love Santa. She loved Santa Claus. And for the first time in centuries, he had the context to realize that the two were profoundly different things.
He loved Mary, of course. But it was the love he held for all good girls and boys alike, no matter their age.
As Santa rode northward, he knew that Mary would be happy in her life. He didn't complete her, not as someone else would. Someone would soon, unless he missed his guess. And Santa never missed his guesses.
But he would miss her body, Santa admitted to himself. Just as he was missing Wendy's, and Sophia's, and Greta's. Santa laughed at himself.
Would this be his life now? Would the tales of Santa throughout the world begin to include the sadness of the loss of Mrs. Claus? Would the saucier Christmas songs include allusions to extra treats from good, grown girls who waited up on Christmas Eve? It would not be the rich life he had enjoyed with Mrs. Claus. Not only had she been a better lover than any of these women, in ways that frankly beggared comprehension, but she had fulfilled him in ways none of these marvelous girls had even touched upon....
But, grinned Santa into the bright, cold Arctic summer, with loneliness like this, he could bear up under the burden...
*
The loss of Mrs. Claus did begin to ease, or at least to become a little numb. Santa slowly stopped dreading as much going home to their little cottage in the heart of the valley. What little sleep he needed was less frequently ruined by pangs of loss.
The work helped. And there was so much work. Everyone, Santa and elves alike, had always respected the contributions of Mrs. Claus to the smooth, happy operation at the North Pole, but even still, no one had quite appreciated just how critical she was to everything that went on.
Still, Santa held things together. And drank in joy at the long days, and close shaves, as he labored to make sure the next Christmas would be The Best Christmas Ever™. The elves were all troopers, of course, and their leadership teams all wracked their brains for ways to improve operational processes to smooth things out again and improve productivity...with limited success.
Changing operations in mid-flow was hard, and sometimes more disruptive than it was worth. And even among the happy elves, tempers became an issue.
In August, as things teetered on the edge of going pear-shaped as they had the prior year, Santa quietly shelved his plans for his August vacation to Miami.
Or so he thought.
One evening, as he tromped tiredly back to his cottage to settle in for the night, he found Tottsie standing in the middle of the living room, with a packed suitcase beside her, and her arms crossed determinedly.
"Ho ho ho, Tottsie," Santa chuckled uncertainly. "I don't think we can afford for me to go off..."
"We can't afford for you not to, Santa," the sweet little, indomitable elf growled. How she had managed to pack and move the huge suitcase beside her into this position was a mystery to even Santa. "You are looking worn already," she scolded him. "I can't spend all my time worrying about you not having enough left for The Ride, nor can the rest of us. You will go. You will recharge. Hopefully, you will get up to whatever you've been getting up to lately with some more good, grown, little girls," she added with a decidedly un-elfin leer.
Santa blushed. "Now, Tottsie..."
"Whether you do or don't is none of our business," Tottsie said truthfully, "and none of us want to know any details," she added, blatantly lying to Santa as only an elf could get away with. "But whatever you do or don't do on those sandy beaches, you need to get out of here and do nothing about work for a few days. And you need to go now. It is already past time for you to check in at your hotel. The sled should be outside already.
"But I did not even make a reservation," Santa tried to complain.
Tottsie just rolled her eyes. Even her kitchen operations had felt the lack of Mrs. Claus, but even Santa wasn't out-maneuvering her with a feeble trick like that!
With a sigh, Santa grabbed the bag and went back out to find that his ride had indeed pulled up outside just as soon as he had entered his cottage. Tottsie was not the only one who wanted to give him no excuses. Dasher and Dancer had the duty this time, and they both looked ready to cut him off if he made a break for anywhere other than the sleigh they pulled.
*
Dutifully checked in, Santa spent half an hour watching the sky darken as the sun set behind him, all from the 20th-floor balcony of his penthouse suite overlooking the long stretch of sand that was Miami Beach between the Art Deco district and the water.
With a sigh, he changed into a white, double-breasted suit with just a red teeshirt underneath, and headed down to seek some dinner. He would have looked like Crocket from Miami Vice, except the suit was exquisitely tailored around his statuesque form.
Santa walked down the beach to a lovely little restaurant that he and a frail Mrs. Claus had found, on their last vacation together in Miami. It remained largely unchanged, with the same owner, who had the same darling little daughter, though she had become just a bit too old for Santa to visit this last year.
The food was delicious, if a bit lonely. After dinner, Santa went to the bar for a nightcap, and to chat with the bartender. The young man by the name of Chet, who was new this year, had in his day been a reasonably good little boy, though when he was seven, Santa had had to correct his appearance on the automatically generated Naughty List. Chet had meant no harm, even if there had been a $900 repair bill.
Chet also made a very fine French 75 cocktail, which was always worth points in Santa's book.
Chet was excellent company, in that he left Santa alone when he was thinking, and found time to chat when he was feeling jolly. They talked about the Miami Dolphins mostly. Chet was pensive about his team's chances in the upcoming season, but Santa reassured him that they would be good this year. Chet's 'Fish' hadn't been competitive in a while, but the elves were readying for a spike in demand for Dolphins gear this Christmas, and they were seldom wrong about such things. Fortunately for Las Vegas, Morty did not gamble.
As Chet was helping a crowd of people, Santa perceived himself being noticed across the sparsely occupied bar. Tina Everett, 23, short, red-headed, and charmingly built, had suddenly recognized him as Santa. He saw her suddenly wince in sympathy, then straighten in resolve. She slid around a crowd and headed his way.



She was very charmingly built, in fact. But Santa suddenly realized that he was not in the mood for sympathy, and felt surprisingly uninterested right then in being 'comforted'. Tina ducked around the cocktail waitress and straightened. Santa was nowhere to be seen. After a minute's frustrated search, his presence faded from her mind.
Under the stars, Santa walked slowly back up the beach toward his hotel, shoes in his hands and toes reveling in the sand, still warm from the summer sun. He was not sure why he had made his escape. Tina had been a beautiful woman, and the gleam in her eye had promised naughtiness of the nicest variety.
And truth be told, if whatever magic was sending comfort and succor his way (it was not his own magic, of that he was sure by now), continued to do so, Santa was actually looking forward to enjoying it to the full.
But for tonight, he was moody, which was both unfamiliar and yet reasonable.
In the morning, Santa pulled on his Christmas-tree-green swim trunks with the white waistband and leg stripes, added a red-framed pair of sunglasses, and went to the beach. He swam in the sea, his powerful strokes taking him far enough out to get whistled by the lifeguard who did not want him to get as far out as where the speedboats ran up and down the beach.
No boat would have struck Santa, but he moved back in toward shore, as he did not want to worry or distract the guard.
In the afternoon, he rented a jet ski and had a marvelous time. He finally understood why an ambitious good little boy or girl would ask for one. He made a note to do this again in the future. They were not as fun as snowmobiles, but they were close. He considered giving it another try on this vacation.
When his time was up, Santa wandered up off the beach to the hotel's open-air bar, located midway between the pool and the dune line, for a drink and some light dinner. He idly wondered how he would react this night if someone shapely showed up to comfort him again. He felt a bit more open to the concept, he admitted to himself...
He was on his second cocktail. Santa liked Hemingway Daiquiris because it amused him the way they made people think he reminded them of Ernest Hemingway, instead of himself. Feeling relaxed and unaccustomedly happy, he looked around at his fellow vacationers. That is when he saw her across the bar.
Samantha was extremely tall and fit, though scrumptiously curvy in the right places, with elegantly auburn hair curling in waves around her perfectly symmetrical, open, and honest face. She was the oldest gorgeous woman to cross his path yet, in her early thirties, and it seemed to Santa that it would be too much effort to remember her last present from him, which was odd because memories were the easiest thing in the world for Santa.
What mattered far more was that she was looking at him with a dreamily speculative expression on her face--not determined or pitying, just sweet, and very interested. It felt like a nice change.
He apparently allowed his own face to display interest in turn, and the moment Samantha recognized that he was looking back, and had caught her looking in the first place, she blushed and looked down and away. Santa just continued to study her. Fresh from the beach herself, she still wore only her bright red bikini, which seemed a marvelous choice in Santa's book, even if from where he sat, he could only see her from the waist up.
She stole a glance back his way and saw he was still looking at her. She blushed again but held his gaze, and smiled tentatively. Santa raised his glass to her, and she raised her own stem of white wine in reply. They smiled slowly at each other.
Well, if she was not going to beeline straight for Santa, he felt he could be induced to go talk to her instead. He rose from his stool and purposefully made his way around to the woman. Her eyes widened as she realized he was approaching her, but she didn't flee, though she looked a bit like she wanted to.
She was different. In so many ways. Perhaps whatever magic was at work wanted him to work this time, to show his appreciation.
"Hello," Santa said as he arrived beside her.
Samantha blushed again. "I'm afraid you caught me looking. I'm sorry."
"Ho ho ho, if that needs an apology, then let our looks cancel each other out," Santa chuckled in his rich voice, pitched to be clear to her, but mere background noise to others around the increasingly busy little bar.
"Oh! Um. Uh, would you like a seat?" Samantha said, rallying swiftly, and gesturing to the stool next to her. "I'm Samantha," she said, extending her hand in a businesslike fashion.
"Thank you, Samantha," Santa said, taking her offered hand firmly, along with the offered seat. He didn't introduce himself. She knew who he was, of course.
Santa was suddenly unsure of himself. He was realizing that it had been five centuries since he had last approached a woman for the first time, and he had not been a dab hand at the process back then. Mrs. Claus had rescued him from a life of awkward first meetings.
And now she was gone, protecting him no longer, and leaving him with a need for his atrophied, never very good to begin with, skill with women.
Still, even when he was younger, and was simply Chris Cringle, Esq., lawyer in the Court of Star Chamber, in service to His Most Serene Majesty, Henry, Eighth of That Name, a smile had usually been a successful start.
His smile broadened as he perceived that Samantha liked the smile, and then it deepened as he perceived that she was unable to completely hold his gaze. Her eyes kept escaping his to take in his broad shoulders and muscular chest most comprehensively. Santa had not worn a shirt all day and had not donned one now. His smile grew even happier as he realized this gave him the excuse to let his eyes wander similarly.
Samantha's richly tanned legs, long and elegant, were crossed demurely as she sat. The rest of her was similarly tanned... and just wonderfully shaped. Her little red bikini, with white strings holding it together, was perhaps more demure than many to be found on Miami Beach, but was heart-reavingly sexy, given what it contained. Her tummy was not visibly muscular, but was smooth and, even when seated, flat as a board. Her breasts were rich, full, and in not much apparent need of support from the bikini. The cool ocean breeze had the most enchanting little bumps making their presence known beneath the fabric of her top.
Her face... Santa found it fortunate that it was so beautiful, or his eyes would have embarrassed him even so, from lingering too long below her long elegant throat. But as riveting as her body was, he found he needed to also appreciate the rich curl of her lips and linger on the dark pools of her deep blue eyes.
Almost simultaneously, both realized that they were at a loss for words. They each looked alarmed for a moment, but then each realized that the other had the same problem. Their synchronized laughter burst forth, and they instantly were at ease with each other.
It was suddenly no effort to talk to each other. Though both of them avoided the subject of the other, they conversed easily. First, about the cocktail she was unfamiliar with that Santa bought for each of them, then about the light dinner they found themselves 'eating next to each other.' They spoke of their towering hotel, and of the tiny neighboring hotels in the Art Deco District.
Then they talked about the second drink... then the third. The liquor did not affect Santa of course, other than to make him a tiny bit more jolly, which was not hard in Samantha's company, especially in that bikini, which really was a most magnificent showcase. But the alcohol did affect Samantha.
She found herself leaning forward, laughing at Santa's joke, and to her surprise, her hand was resting on his bare tree trunk of a thigh. The alcohol haze lifted a tiny bit, and she straightened up. "I... I think that I have had just a bit too much. I had best be off to bed before I do something I don't want to... or don't want to yet," she added in a mutter. Santa was happy to suspect that he was meant to hear that last addition.
"Rest is a good thing," he only said agreeably. "Do you suppose we might run into each other tomorrow?"
Samantha laughed. "Only if you intend to be on the beach in the morning!" she said merrily, rising unsteadily but safely to her feet and gesturing to the far side of the dunes in front of the hotel.
Santa considered offering to make sure she made it to her room, but he sensed that while she might indeed accept his offer, she would likely regret doing so. He could not imagine wanting to do anything this woman would regret.
"Ho ho ho! I'm glad we have similar plans then," Santa chuckled, resolving suddenly to hit the beach in the morning, instead of sleeping in. Santa never slept in at the North Pole, but he did enjoy it when on vacation. Not tomorrow, though...
Samantha waved goodbye airily and gently swayed off toward the elevators. Apparently, she was going to the beach in the morning after all, she mused.
Neither wanted to risk arriving on the beach so late that the other gave up on them, and independently made their way down to the beach at about ten am. This was long before most every other part of the late-night-partying Miami crowd had even begun to shake off their hangovers, so it was not hard to run into each other, as they each approached from opposite ends of the hotel's stretch of beach.
Santa had worn his shorter-length red suit that morning, with a green and white floral Hawaiian shirt unbuttoned over it. He had a favorite Australian Christmas on the Beach towel slung over his shoulder. Samantha wore a rather wonderfully naughty one-piece bathing suit, in a pale purple and pink that probably showed much more of her stunning form than even the stringy bikini from the day before. Santa immediately perceived that he might have to pay attention to not paying too much attention this morning, or he would have a situation in his bathing trunks.
They swiftly found an open patch of white sand, well above any threat of the approaching high tide, and spread out their towels.
"So, Samantha," Santa said as they settled down on their respective spots, "How do you spend your beach mornings? Swimming? Reading? Or simply glistening in the blazing sun?"
"Reading and glistening, thank you," Samantha laughed easily in reply, brandishing her book.
"Dale Carnegie?" Santa exclaimed in genuine surprise. He was not accustomed to being surprised much. "He was always such a good little... a good read, I mean."
"There is a reason this is a classic," Samantha shrugged. She had read the book twice before and had enjoyed great professional success from its knowledge. She felt her career was stagnating a bit and wanted another goose for its progress.
Santa only nodded. He had never seen much need for How to Win Friends and Influence People around the North Pole. The elves pretty much lived the lessons anyway, and Santa was... Santa. But he knew it was full of wisdom. Samantha showed intelligence. He lay down himself, face down to keep his eyes from roaming too eagerly over Samantha's barely clad form, and to hide any reactions from thinking too much about her lying there beside him. And he was definitely going to be thinking about her.
He idly wished he could ask her to lotion his back, but while this woman was clearly attracted to him, she was not the sort of pell-mell adventuress he had been encountering. He had time and found he was happy to spend it with her, however things worked out.
Samantha kept track of how long he lay there, and prompted him to turn a time or two, lest he get a sunburn. Santa could not burn, but he appreciated her care. Their idle conversation was more languid than the prior night's, but just as easy and enjoyable.
"I'm hungry," Samantha announced as she finished her chapter, and the sun was blazing right overhead. "Let me buy us lunch," she added, moving to gather up her towel.
"Oh, no, Samantha," Santa said swiftly. "Allow me to..."
"Knock it off, mister," she snorted. "Three rounds of drinks and dinner last night? I think I can swing a couple of burgers over there," she said, indicating a beachfront grille.
The wafting scent of expertly cooked ground beef reached Santa's twitching nose and his hunger added to his agreeability. They walked through the soft sand, which had not yet become uncomfortably hot, toward the grille.
They ate the overly juicy, delicious burgers, dancing around from time to time, to avoid dripping on themselves. They laughed. They compared notes on which places in New York had the best hot dogs.
Suddenly, Samantha stopped, the bite or two left of her burger held in her hand to the side. She pensively bit her fingernail and stared at Santa unreadably.
"Is something the matter, Samantha?" Santa rumbled softly.
"Just... Nothing..." Samantha said, cutting herself off. Then she went on in a rush. "I'm thinking again about what I was thinking about last night, toward the end there..."
"Oh ho ho," Santa said softly. He found that he wanted this woman very, very much by now. Enough that he felt he could push just a tiny bit. The tiniest bit, even though what he really wanted was to bolt forward. "That which you are thinking about doing later?" he asked slyly.
Her gaze shot to his, warningly for a moment, then instantly changing to warmth. She blushed. "I... I'm thinking more about what I want to do right now, and how far I should let myself go."
Before Santa could figure out how to respond to that marvelous set of indirect words, Samantha, turned on the balls of her feet and started walking back toward the hotel. She looked over her shoulder inquiringly.
Santa was at her side in an instant, walking with her easily, but nervous inside. "I take it..." It was him hesitating now. "I suppose that what you are thinking about doing is not best done down on the crowded beach?" he tried.
"The beach is wonderful," Samantha laughed awkwardly.
"My suite has a beautiful view of the beach... if that helps," Santa said, more awkwardly than any words he had spoken in centuries.
Samantha stopped and looked at him seriously. Then she smiled again, shyly. "A view of the beach would be... enchanting."
Two adult (one of them insanely adult) people made unseemly haste to the elevators. Inside, Santa pressed the top floor, 20.
"You are in a penthouse?" Samantha exclaimed, almost alarmed.
"I... yes," Santa said, his shoulders almost slumping.
"I've always wanted to see a genuine resort penthouse. Closest I've seen was a top-floor room in Las Vegas when I was twenty-seven," Samantha said, in a tone of voice that said it was a complicated, but fond memory.
The elevator dinged and the door opened on the twentieth floor.
"Here's your chance," Santa said, taking a breath as he swept his hand down the hall.
As he let them into his suite, which was actually slightly larger than his whole cottage at the North Pole, Santa watched Samantha carefully, trepidatiously.
Samantha stepped in and slowly spun 'round, taking in the immense suite, and the balcony outside, overlooking the beach. Then she turned to Santa.
"I have a confession," she said softly. "I don't care about the beach. Or the view. I... Oh, heck, you are so sexy."
With that, Samantha threw her arms around Santa's neck and pulled him to her lips. She was so tall, with the way she stood on tiptoe, Santa barely had to bend at all. It was an unfamiliar sensation. He instinctively drew her into his arms, almost crushing her against him as their lips met and they shared... everything.
Their eyes did not slip closed, but went wide, meeting in joyful accord as they kissed, lips, then tongues, questing against one another. Santa found himself sliding his hand to her backside uninvited, and she only crooned happily as he clenched his fingers upon the utter perfection of her lean, curvily muscular rear.
After an eternity of seconds of this embrace, Samantha pulled her face back and looked feverishly around. Her face set, and she tugged at Santa's huge shoulders. He stumbled obligingly, twisting as she pushed. Then, her ankle hooked his, and she pushed, tripping him backward to fall heavily into the soft chair in the sitting area.
He looked at her in genuine surprise. It had been ages since someone had caught him off guard, other than a few of the elves that he had an ongoing practical joke war with. Samantha just grinned wildly and sank instantly to the floor between his splayed legs.
"This is one thing that I am definitely going to go ahead and do," Samantha said to herself, but staring at him. Then she bent and tore at the drawstring of his swim trunks. They were the sort with a fly, and she tore open the velcro closure. "Oh... wow," she murmured as she lifted his more than fully excited member from its prison.
In a flash, she bent and sucked it into her mouth. Santa gasped in surprise, and utter, utter happiness, as she sank down upon him.
"Hold still," Samantha told him, letting him free of her mouth momentarily, then sucking him back in again.
"That will be... ho ho hard," Santa gasped, as this incredible woman did things to him he had not experienced in years and years. Samantha knew what she was doing, and was doing it at a breakneck pace. She clearly had no interest in making this last long. While Santa certainly did want it to last for a long time, possibly forever, Samantha was having none of that.
Her hand pumped him gently, yet brooking no delay, and her lips, tongue, and soon her throat, caressed his length with dire intent. Santa knew how to make the experience last, how to hold back. But such skilled determination and the commitment to bringing things to a head so fast was an effort that he was not used to. It had nearly a century since Mrs. Claus had last felt the need to just simply overwhelm him.
"Samantha, I.... Ohhhhh," Santa groaned, as he lost the battle to her. Samantha glucked softly as Santa's arousal reached a tremendous conclusion, and he filled her mouth and throat with the result, head spinning in an ecstatic explosion of sensation.
Santa sagged in the chair, which really was a little too small for his frame, head whirling from the exquisite, overwhelming experience. "Oh, Samantha," he gasped.
Samantha sucked greedily on him a little more, before she pulled off and twisted to sit on the floor, her head resting gently against his thigh. "That was... crazy," she sighed happily. "But I think I'm hallucinating. You tasted like peppermint!"
"Ho ho ho! I've heard that before," Santa gasped happily.
Samantha suddenly snapped. Genuinely angry, though not furious, she spun back to her knees between his legs and shoved his chest hard, actually rocking him back into his chair.
"Enough with the Santa Claus schtick!" she almost shouted. "Everything about you is wonderful, but then you keep up this ridiculous game. The clothes... the beard... the... the ho ho ho-ing! I'm not one of those women with a Santa fetish, for crying out loud! You don't need to do that. I... because... you are... you!"
Santa stared at her in wonder. In shock. "You really don't know who I am, do you?" he asked, almost thunderstruck.
Samantha's irritation vanished in the blink of an eye. "No, I don't! Oh dear! Am I supposed to? I'm so embarrassed! Are you... You aren't an actor. I love movies. I'd know if you were ever in them. Are you a model? Some international fashion guy? I'm sorry, that's not my thing," she babbled in almost mortified apology.
Santa did not know how to respond. He was not upset. In fact, he was the opposite. Samantha, this practically perfect woman, who seemed certainly to be as attracted to him as he was to her, was attracted to him as... some guy. She had no idea who he was. No idea of the recent tragedy that had happened in his life. She wanted Santa... not Santa Claus.



The stakes were suddenly very high. Nervously, he laughed. "Ho ho no, my dear. I am not a mod..."
Samantha shoved him again. "Don't retreat to your gag. You don't even really look like Santa, though it is kind of eerie. Your appearance does kind of rhyme, I'll give you that. But Santa Claus is bald with long white hair, and his beard is all gigantic. You're huge, and utterly built, not all sweet and roly-poly. And... and you don't wear those little wire-rimmed glasses on your..."
"I am wearing wire-frame glasses right now," Santa said in amusement.
"Yeah, but not glasses like Santa's," Samantha said, apparently a little boggled that this was where their argument was going. "You are wearing gorgeous aluminum..."
"Titanium."
...titanium frames. Those aren't Santa frames, they are tech billionaire frames... Oh my! You are some tech billionaire! Is that how I'm supposed to know you?" Samantha asked, aghast.
It took everything in Santa's being to not laugh heartily at that, which probably would have resulted in another shove. He was filled with gleeful affection for this woman... and a prickled desire to prove her wrong. To see her be proven wrong. She would look very sexy like that.
"I will stop playing Santa," Santa said quite seriously. "Listen, let's take a ride, shall we? We can reset and move forward."
Samantha seemed torn between storming out of his suite, or ripping her clothes off and pinning him to the mattress. Santa would like either of them. If she did leave, he was certain that she would let him follow. And if she ripped her clothes off...
But he wanted to go on that ride now. Suddenly, he wanted that more than anything he had wanted in a long, long time.
"I don't even know your name!" Samantha yelled in frustration.
"Chris. My name is Chris," Santa said with a simple smile. He stood, straightened his trunks, and grabbed a Mercedes keychain from the dresser. He jingled the key fob and its little bell at her. "Let's go for a ride."
Samantha let him get away with not telling his full name, and Santa suspected that she was furiously wracking her brain for who this alleged celebrity she was with was. She looked outside.
"It's a beautiful day," Santa said simply.
"Where are we going?" Samantha temporized.
"I want to show you some places," Santa replied patiently.
"You are some kind of Miami real estate developer," Samantha guessed.
"I am not a real estate developer, nor am I a tech billionaire."
"That what are you?" she demanded.
"Ho. Ho. Ho." smiled Santa teasingly.
Samantha laughed despite herself. "All right! All right. I will take a ride with you. But you had better worry a little bit. If it doesn't go well, you might be missing out on taking a ride yourself," she added, her saucy attitude making a comeback.
Santa looked stricken for just a moment, which made her laugh again, but then he offered her his arm, and Samantha took it, pressing her delicious form against his side as they headed out for the elevators.
Even without Santa's magic, the valets would have kept this car right up front. Samantha's eyebrows shot up as the brilliant red Mercedes AMG SL55 convertible roadster rolled up to a stop before them. Santa swept open the door for her, and she got in. He walked around and got in on the other side.
He rested his arm on the wheel and turned to smile archly at her, revving the engine just one time, the beautifully tuned motor snarling in anticipation.
"Yeah, right, you aren't a tech billionaire," Samantha muttered with a smile.
Santa managed not to ho ho ho, and put the car in gear, sliding smoothly out into remarkably light traffic on Collins, the main beachfront road, heading north. Samantha could not help but whoop with simple glee as she rode in this incredible car, with the top down, along Miami Beach, wearing nothing but her monokini, next to this insanely handsome man.
Santa shot north, and the two rode together for a few minutes in companionable silence, taking in the view. Then they crossed a bridge to a parkland island, with none of the tall buildings that crowded the rest of the area. Santa slowed and turned off into a disused parking lot, with a view of the beach, but hidden from the road by trees and dunes.
"Where are we..." Samantha said, then stopped. "Wait. This is Haulover Beach, isn't it? I am not going to go to a topless..."
"It is, but we are not going to the nude beach," Santa said firmly. "While I very much hope to see you out of that bathing suit, I do not want to share that view with anyone."
Ever...
He got out and came around to open her door. Samantha narrowed her eyes at him, but with a curious smile, and stepped out next to him.
Santa swept his arm outward toward the beach, and Samantha's eyes followed the gesture. His arm kept turning, and her head came back around to the car again.
Or where the car had just been. It was gone. In its place was a small, two-seat, runabout sleigh, made of elegantly curved oak, and finished in a red so deep and rich it looked like it was coated in twelve layers of liquid ruby. The runners were delicate, and ornate, and made of gold.
"Aaah!" Samantha screamed in shock. "Where's the... the car?"
"Right there," Santa said with a smile.
"You have a Mercedes that turns into a sleigh?"
"No. I have a small sleigh that turns into a Mercedes," Santa corrected. He stuck two fingers in his mouth and whistled shrilly.
Two gigantic reindeer emerged from the shrubbery, giving Santa baleful glares. Dasher and Dancer were not about to agree to let Santa end his vacation early, and were giving the sleigh a wide berth.
Then they saw Samantha. They looked at one another for all of two seconds, then trotted compliantly over to Santa's runabout sleigh and hooked themselves to the gilded wooden drawtongue. They looked over at Samantha with immense curiosity.
"Those... those are reindeer," Samantha said in a shaky voice.
"Yes, they are," said Santa ushering her unconsciously compliant form back toward the sleigh.
"But they are way, way too big. Reindeer... just aren't that big."
"The intelligent, flying kind are," Santa said gently.
Dancer looked back over his shoulder at Santa. "Oh, and Dancer there is a caribou. He, Vixen, and Comet are very particular about that. It's a bit like mistaking an Aussie for an Englishman," he added in a whisper.
"Sorry, Dancer. I'll remember," Samantha said in bemused shock. Suddenly, she found herself sitting beside Santa in the little sleigh. Dancer smiled at her, which reindeer and caribou alike cannot do.
"On Dasher! On Dancer!" Santa cried, and Samantha screamed, tinged slightly with delight, as the two massive deer leapt into the air, pulling the little runabout behind them through the sky.
They shot northward, low over the Florida coastline. Not one beachgoer looked up at the right split second to see the sleigh whizz by. Santa was going slow to let Samantha get a grip on herself.
*
Samantha had stopped screaming almost immediately, and she slowly turned to Chris. "Tell me your last name," she said, her eyes wide in shock.
Chris smiled his biggest, happiest smile, the laugh lines in his handsome face creasing in joy. "Cringle. My name is Chris Cringle."
Samantha had already known the answer, but she still shook her head.
"We are not really dressed for this ride," Chris Cringle said, reaching to the floorboards of the sleigh and pulling up a blanket of heavy furs, along with several smaller folded cloaks of the finest cashmere, "so we had best cover up. I'm about to start going fast."
"Fast?!?" Samantha asked, looking at the ground whip by below them at a blurring pace. When she was only 25, Samantha's roommate had dated a fighter pilot. The fighter pilot's friend had wanted to date Samantha, and had tried to further that aim with a ride in an F-15. Afterward, she had dated him anyway, for two months, despite his making her wet her jumpsuit on that ride. This little wooden sled, drawn by reindeer with attitudes, was already going faster than the fighter jet had at any point on that supersonic ride.
Chris flicked the reins, and the earth completely blurred. Despite being in an open sleigh, there was still only the mildest of breezes, but the air was getting colder fast. Samantha pulled the blanket around her shoulders. It was warm and beautiful.
She looked at Chris. He smiled happily back.
He was Santa Claus.
She was in a sleigh with Santa Claus.
Not half an hour ago she had been sucking...
Horror broke out in Samantha's head, and cold struck her heart. "No!" she moaned. "No no no no!"
"What's the matter, Samantha?" Santa asked, concerned.
"Mrs... Your... you're... what about your wife?" Samantha whispered.
Santa's face fell. "She... she passed away early last year," he said softly, in a heavy voice.
"Oh wow..." Samantha said, her heart breaking suddenly for the man beside her.
She was very ashamed to realize that her heart was also soaring, and not just in relief that she had not cheated on Mrs. Claus.
Her mind was still spinning in this initial whirl, when the air got very cold indeed, and a small mountain range reared up before them. Samantha froze as they hurtled toward the cliffs, then the sleigh twisted and turned through a narrow pass and shot out smoothly to slowly circle a wide valley under a starry sky, filled with twinkling lights, and buildings ranging from sweet little Tudor cottages to hulking warehouses. A little steam locomotive wound its way around the valley. It should be broad daylight 24 hours a day at the North Pole in August. But then there should also be no land at the North Pole. And reindeer (and caribou) should not fly, either.
The sleigh swept downward in a spiral and slid to a halt in the snow in front of the central-most of those small cottages. It was... beautiful in an indefinable but undeniable way. Smoke curled from the chimney.
As the sleigh slowed to a halt, Samantha saw that they were surrounded by a throng of small people.
Elves.
Of course.
"Ho ho ho, everyone!" Santa bellowed to the crowd. "Before you all lecture me, I am not ending my vacation early!" He traded good-natured glares with one elf in particular, who had an indefinable air of seniority about him. "But I have someone here that I brought to see our home, and to meet all of you. This is Samantha, my friends."
Samantha saw hundreds of green eyes, maybe more, staring at her. Smiling at her. She smiled tentatively back. She was supposed to meet all these vaguely similar-looking people?
She shivered suddenly, despite the furs and blankets. Pressed against Santa, he felt her distress.
"Ho ho ho, cold are you, Samantha?" Santa said, instantly solicitous. "Twinksie!" He bellowed. "Samantha needs proper clothes for a visit to the North Pole."
A particularly buxom elf pushed forward from the crowd, with two hench...elves following. "You brought a girl in a bathing suit to the top of the polar ice cap, Santa? What were you thinking?" Twinksie scolded. "Men! They are such idiots," she said to Samantha with a smile. She produced a pair of fur-lined boots and leapt into the sleigh to put them on Samantha's feet. "Keep those blankets wrapped tight. We'll go see what the girls and I have worked up for you so far."
"I think I'll get dressed too," Santa said. Even he was beginning to realize he didn't actually have a shirt on either. "I will see you soon!" he called, with a fond shiver in his voice, as the three female elves began to whisk Samantha off through the streets.
As she turned, he heard several elves rush alongside Santa as he headed for the Tudor cottage. "Santa, as long as you are here..." one started saying diffidently.
The throng of elves, which was even more massive than she had realized at first, parted easily for her and her guides. Every green eye was on her as she passed, friendly but... something.
Twinksie banged through the huge, to the elf, doors of her workshop. Samantha had to bend just a hair to make it under the lintel. Santa must have to bend a lot around this place...
The space was strange. At the front, there was a work area with old-fashioned sewing machines, and the sort of organized clutter you associated with pictures of a haut couture atelier. Tape measures, racks of scissors, and bolts of fabric were everywhere, including bolt after bolt of the ubiquitous green fabric the elves all wore. Everything all sized for three-foot-tall operators. The floor was wooden, and there were thick exposed beams overhead. But beyond, the back of the little workshop opened out into a gigantic concrete floor with industrial-style machines, bolt upon bolt of more varied fabric, and racks of child-sized clothes, mostly dresses. Elves were rapidly filing back in from outside, and an organized maelstrom of activity swiftly consumed the larger area of the shop.
Twinksie and her assistants pulled Samantha to the side of the front studio. "Let's see what we have gotten made up for you already," she said, indicating a table with garments on it.
"Already?" Samantha asked bewildered. "We only just got here!"
"Dasher and Dancer called ahead to say Santa was bringing you, of course," Twinksie said, as if that was obvious.
"They didn't think to tell us that the old man was bringing you up here half-naked," one of Twinksie's assistants observed acerbically. "Though I can see why he was so happy to," she added with a smile as they tugged the blankets off of Samantha and she stood up straight, luxuriating in the comfortable warmth of the studio.
Samantha blushed at the words.
"But, how could you know my size? And we only decided to take a ride less than an hour ago," Samantha asked in wonder more than confusion.
"Honey, this is Santa's Workshop. I haven't made a garment in a hundred and fifty years that didn't fit," the other hench-elf said with a twinkle in her eye. Everybody had a twinkle in their eye up here...
"Tell us what you'd like to wear first," Twinksie said, taking back over the proceedings. She led Samantha to a broad table where three unbelievable sets of clothes, each in two different colors to choose from, were laid out for her.
The first was a pair of elegant, flowy trousers with flared legs, matching up with a silk blouse with tight cuffs. The pairings were magnificently casual but elegant, the sort of thing that she could wear to the finest Christmas parties in the world.
The second offering consisted of flouncy skirts with peasant blouses embroidered in tiny red and green Christmas motifs. This look would be perfect for wearing to open presents on Christmas morning in a Hallmark movie. Samantha loved Hallmark Christmas movies.
The third option caught Samantha's breath. Laying on the table were a pair of long coat dresses, in either rich red or green velvet, trimmed with white fur. They had a high neckline and long sleeves. The red version in particular somehow spoke to her, like she belonged in it. Samantha loved life, but she thought of herself as a serious person. This elegant garment looked like it belonged on a serious wearer. It also looked warm, which was a huge plus. She was still shivering a little inside, from the ride.
"This one," Samantha said, pointing to the red version. "You made all these in an hour?"
"We have fairly high productivity..." Twinksie said dryly.
The elves all looked at each other, as if they had hoped that she would choose this outfit.
"There is a dressing room right there," the elf said with a wave. Samantha touched the dress, it felt exquisite, but then she paused, realizing that her suit itched slightly, and was not really...
"Oh! Underwear! Sorry," Twinksie said, and led Samantha to another table.
This was not underwear. This was lingerie. Mind-bendingly sexy, revealing lingerie. It even looked... comfortable?
Made here?
"Um..." Samantha said, trying not to feel... what? "This is the kind of underwear you make in Santa's workshop?"
All three elves tittered. "Yes, but obviously not for good little girls! We make the clothes for everyone who lives here as well."
"You, ah, you are wearing underwear like this?"
One assistant snorted contemptuously, but the other nodded matter-of-factly. She even preened a little, obviously satisfied with what she had on under that green jumpsuit she wore. Twinksie just said, "If you are going to wear underwear, you might as well wear some that is fun when someone else takes off your clothes," as if the idea was self-evident.
Samantha looked around. The elves, male and female alike, were remarkably similar in size. All were almost exactly three feet tall, with a few here and there an inch or so shorter or taller. All, male and female alike, had identical jet-black hair, cut in a pageboy style. Samantha had never seen so many bangs in her life. And all of the elves, every one of them in different ways, looked to be built like miniature underwear models, just with high, pointy ears.
Wait, everybody wore lingerie like this up here?
Mrs. Claus had worn underwear like this? That was going to take some adjustment to her inner little girl's thoughts.
But for the moment, she found she really wanted to wear some underwear like this. She wanted all this underwear.
Even the cupless bras. All five of them.
But not today. She pointed instead at a white lace set of full bra, French-cut panties, a garter belt, and matching silk stockings woven with incredibly detailed little reindeer. It was elegant and almost demure, while still being incredibly sexy. There were approving murmurs from the elves.
Somehow, in a whirl, Samantha was swung into the changing room, which was cramped for a human, especially as tall as she, let alone with three elves in there with her. The three elves had her out of her suit, into the lingerie set, and then settling the coat dress around her shoulders in a whirl of activity.
Samantha was used to living with garments that were just a bit too short for her, tight in the shoulders, or otherwise not quite right on her perfectly proportioned but slightly over-tall frame. But this dress was perfect. The line of fur trim around the hem fell perfectly at ankle height, the sleeves came just the right half-inch beyond her wrists, and the fur-lined high collar nestled gently against her neck. The dress hung on her body like a dream, sweeping over and accentuating her every curve. She looked in the mirror and gasped. "I have never worn such a perfect dress," she said simply. It was indefinably, yet utterly... her.
The elves preened.
Samantha suddenly very much wanted Santa to see her like this. Immediately.
"Um, where is Chris... Santa, I mean?" she asked hopefully.
Twinksie pressed her finger to her ear and muttered into the air.
She rolled her eyes at Samantha. "After we all practically threw him out of here so he would take his vacation, and thank goodness we did, they have him working on the railroad problem again. He'll be a while at that. Let's walk you over to the kitchens and have some cookies."
"Cookies? At Santa's workshop?" Samantha laughed. "Count me in." She loved cookies. She made some pretty good ones herself.
As she and Twinksie walked outside in the snow, through the streets, and in front of the individual workshops, she found the coat dress was more than perfect in this place. It was warm without being overly so for the gently snowy environment, but easy to wear and walk in. Would she be able to keep it? This dress, and its green pair, would crush at work.
As they passed the open front of yet another workshop, which, like most others, was a rustic front before an industrial main body, Samantha heard conflicting voices. Many of the workshops were open to the outside, and she looked in toward the sound. Three somehow senior-seeming elves were staring over a table covered with papers, plans, and models. They were not angry, but they certainly did not agree with each other.



Samantha was drawn to the scene. "My! There are arguments in Santa's village?" she asked in amusement.
The elves all snapped to something like attention when they heard her. "Samantha!" they all said together in a weird sort of harmony. "We... weren't having an argument," one began.
"We are trying to fix a problem, and it is not being cooperative," said the second.
"Neither are you," the third said pointedly to the second.
"What is the problem," Samantha asked, wanting to figure out how this whole gigantic, chaotic place could possibly work so efficiently.
"We here at the North Pole," the most officious of the three explained, "are very good at projecting how many of which toys and things all the good little boys and girls will want each year. But you can't catch every fad that catches fire, every year. We missed this one," he said sourly, pointing to a large plastic toy on the table. Just looking at it made Samantha want to play with it.
"Parents out there are already having fights in toy stores when stock comes in, and it is only going to get worse when the Christmas season gets going in the human world," the first elf went on. It went without saying that it was always the Christmas season here. "Without the subconscious knowledge among parents that Santa can pick up the slack, there will be chaos by Christmas time."
"Remember Teddy Ruxpin?" the third added darkly. All three held their heads.
"So what's the problem?" Samantha asked. "It seems like you guys are super-productive."
"We are... if we've planned things right," the first elf said.
"We are anyway, but there are always limits," the second said.
"So, how do you fix the problem?" Samantha prompted gently. She was a management consultant, after all. Helping people figure their own way out of the boxes they were in was what she did.
"We have to shut down and retool. Now," the first elf said vehemently. "If we don't get that done ASAP, we will have no chance to make enough by the big night, not even if Santa himself pitched in."
"Which we are not asking him to do," the third elf said flatly.
"No," agreed the second elf, in perfect agreement on that point. "But if we stop production to retool, we won't make enough in the meantime for us to meet our goals either!"
"This is all so fascinating," Samantha said to Twinksie apologetically. "I'm not really that hungry, can someone find me when Santa is free? In the meantime, I'd like to hear more about this," she said turning back to the elves, whom Samantha did not notice were becoming extremely excited to hear her words. "Everything here is the most marvelous operation I can imagine."
Twinksie smiled to herself as she left, looking over her shoulder to see the elves pointing back into the main work area as Samantha's graceful figure bent low to listen to their concerns.
The fashion elf almost danced away.
*
"Ho ho ho. There we go!" Santa said, rolling down his sleeves and re-fastening his cufflinks. "Up and running, boys!" he added as he slid back on his suit jacket. "Now, if you will excuse me, I have a guest I've been missing terribly. I hope she isn't bored!" He fretted that Samantha had been left to her own devices for too long. What kind of man was he, to let that happen? But the job... the job had to come first. Samantha would understand.
His mind instantly told him that Samantha was in a toy workshop only three warehouses and six workshops away. Why she was there, he had no idea, except that it was near the kitchens. He hustled in that direction, catching a ride for two blocks on the little railroad as it chugged through town. As the chuffing locomotive turned left, Santa hopped off to head right.
He turned into the workshop to be greeted by the sight of Samantha and four elven foremen dancing in a circle, holding hands and laughing triumphantly.
Popbit saw Santa first and dropped the hands of Samantha and Swizzle. "Santa! Samantha is great!" he said excitedly.
"Santa!" Swizzle joined in. "Samantha worked out our problem for us. We'll have more than enough units by Christmas Eve, and we will even have elf-hours left over to help out Rizzer here!" Rizzer was part of an entirely different working group, and Santa wondered how he had gotten involved in this conversation. And how had Samantha?
"I haven't fixed anything," Samantha said firmly, but with a smile. "These fellows know all the things, and will do all the work, I just helped them think outside the box... or outside the workshop, in this instance. Rizzer's team in soccer balls..."
"Footballs," the elf said firmly.
"In footballs, will host and supplement Popbit's manual assembly teams in their workshop, while we retool everything here all at once. Then, with the automated assembly going here, Popbit will be able to transfer a few hands over to Rizzer so his department can more than catch up on... footballs. All they have to do now is execute," she added significantly.
"Elves always execute," Santa said, still a little confused, but...
"Samantha showed how we could execute and still get the job done," Swizzle replied firmly. He was looking at her with bright eyes. They all were looking at her with bright eyes, Santa realized. That was okay. He was looking at her with bright eyes, too. Chestnuts, she looked sensational in that dress. He'd never seen one quite like it.
Santa walked over to Samantha and impulsively kissed her.
"Oooooh," all four elves said in unison. In fact, half the line elves in the larger production area also ooohed.
Samantha blushed. "Um, I understand that there are cookies to be had around here somewhere?" she asked shyly. "I wasn't hungry before, but I've worked up an appetite with all this fun!"
"Thank you, Samantha!" the elves called.
"It's such a happy place here," Samantha said, leaning into Santa as they walked toward a huge, thatched-roof building that smelled incredible.
"Happy? Those three have been panicking for weeks now," Santa said. "I had not had the chance to see if I could help with a little of the old Christmas Magic yet. But they were on my list. Thank you. Having me brute force things would have used a lot of time. Tije I don;t really have."
"It wasn't any trouble," Samantha told Santa, as she selected three cookies from a bewildering array of somehow fresh-baked offerings. She bit into one and moaned with her eyes half-lidded for a moment. "Wow, that's good... Anyway," she went on, sitting down at a table, "I had such fun! I got to help make toys for good little girls and boys! Me!"
Santa smiled at her, watching her feel and experience the Magic of Christmas.
Samantha looked at him and whistled. "And don't you look as tasty as these cookies in your work clothes?" Santa wore his three-piece dark green suit, with a red tie. Not a hair was out of place, and everything was pressed perfectly with razor-sharp creases.
Santa just dreamily looked back at Samantha, drinking in her perfection in that snow dress. "Ho ho ho, it is you Samantha, who looks utterly perfect."
They were a ridiculous sight to all the elves coming in and out of the kitchens, two elegantly tailored giants, sitting at an elf-sized table, giggling into each others' eyes and devouring a second helping of cookies.
"Ahem, sorry to interrupt, Santa," a diffident-looking pair of elves said, slowly approaching the two. "We could use some help."
"Of course, Gizmo and Hipscotch," Santa said, tearing his eyes from Samantha. His eyes shot right back to her. "Err, I am afraid duty calls. I should have known it would if I..."
"Um, Santa," Hipscotch said embarrassedly. "We actually were hoping to borrow Samantha? We heard about how she smoothed out the thing over at Construction Toys. We don't have the same problem, but... well... it's the sort of problem we wouldn't have asked you about, um, before. Instead, we'd have gone to... um..."
"I'd love to help," Samantha said, clapping her hands. "I'll just be a little while, I hope," she added rising, and wolfing down her last cookie. "Oh, those are so good... Anyway, where are we headed?"
Santa leaned over her shoulder and whispered, "If you are sure this really is fun for you, I'll let them put you to work." Samantha nodded quite happily. Santa pondered for a second, then brightened. "It will let me have some quality time with The List. None of the elves will shout at me for working if they don't see me doing it... If I don't see you before then, I'll make sure they get you to my cottage by six. No later!" he added sternly to Gizmo, who saluted with a grin.
Samantha blew him a kiss and let the two elves lead her off, each holding one of her gentle, elegant hands.
She truly was enjoying the Magic of Christmas, Santa smiled to himself.
As he looked off after her retreating figure, he froze. She was feeling the Magic. And she was filling with it as he watched! There it was, the Magic, his Magic, flowing into her from all around Santa's workshop.
The wonder, the joy of it struck Santa like a set of Hulk Hands Inflatable Boxing Gloves.
He almost floated back to his cottage to update the list.
He realized the first thing he was going to do was to check twice for any more young adult female Santa lovers who would be lying in wait to comfort him. He was not getting caught again.
He stopped. Not three days before, he had been rather looking forward to getting caught even more times than last year. Planning on it even... Now...
*
Samantha was at the cottage at 5:47, having helped the elves put out two more fires, though she worried that the second situation would need some follow-up guidance, or more accurately, some follow-up refereeing. It was a bit of a balancing act. Samantha professionally did not like balancing acts as solutions, but they often were the only way. She had better tell Santa to keep an eye on things.
The hundredth elf she had met that day showed her to Santa's door and biffed off himself for dinner with some friends. Samatha stopped at the entrance to the cottage, and smoothed down her dress, realizing once again that it made her look sensational, and she marveled that it had been there, waiting for her, upon her arrival. Her lips curled up slyly as she remembered what she had on underneath...
Still nervous, despite all that, she knocked gently. There were rustling noises from within, and then Santa was opening the door, smiling at her, and gesturing her inside. Samantha smiled and entered his home, his innermost home, for the first time. It was rustic and cramped, gloriously comfortable, and welcoming in every way imaginable.
"The elves did not work you too hard?" Santa inquired anxiously.
"It was not work," Samantha said happily. "It was a chance to do so much good, and to have an absolutely marvelously fun time doing it. Even stressed out, the elves are so fu..."
Santa cut her off, sweeping her into his arms and capturing her in a kiss that utterly took her breath away. His lips curled against hers, and she instantly responded, letting herself go weak in his arms, feeling his immensely powerful support. She lifted a hand and grabbed the back of his head in the one strong gesture she wanted to make, keeping him against her in that kiss.
It was a timeless moment.
"Ach!" Samantha said in frustration, turning slightly away from Santa's impossibly handsome face. "You wanted me here at six. Dinner is probably getting cold as we stand here messing about!"
"Dinner will come, piping hot, when I call for it," Santa said. "When we call for it. We can mess about to our heart's content."
"Then I hope you aren't hungry," Samantha said, hands leaping to the buttons of Santa's vest. He cooperatively shrugged out of the suit coat and tossed it aside. She pushed the vest off right after. Her fingers fell to the ornate knot at his throat, and despite never having seen one like it, she had it undone and was sultrily slipping the insanely luxurious silk tie from around his neck. The shirt went in seconds thereafter, and Samantha leaned forward against his massive chest. "I am hungry, but not for dinner," she sighed, nestling against him.
But not for long. There were no suspenders or belt to mar the perfection of his waist, and his trousers were too perfectly tailored to need either. She fumbled surely at his fly and tugged the razor-creased pants to the floor. She straightened up and pushed him back to the huge easy chair in the living room.
Santa plopped back into it, and laughed, "Ho ho ho. We've been here before," he added hungrily.
Samantha was about to speak when she really took a good look at him, then burst into gales of merry laughter.
"What?" Santa asked, puzzled.
"Those... I mean..." Samantha gasped. "All afternoon, you have been wearing the sharpest, most elegant suit in fashion history, and underneath you are wearing... baggy cotton boxers with reindeer printed all over them!" Samantha laughed again.
"I knew I should have worn the mistletoe ones," Santa muttered.
"The What?"
"My mistletoe boxers," Santa grinned. "With mistletoe embroidered on the waistline over the front..."
Samantha almost swayed at the image. But then she straightened. "Well we may have been here before, so to speak, but we aren't going to the same place... at least not right off the bat," she added.
Instead of kneeling before him again, she stood in front of him and swayed gently to the background music she had not realized was always there, everywhere in Santa's Village. Her hands went to the front of her dress and she began to undo the hidden buttons up the front, from her neck down to her knees, one button at a time, deliberately slowly. She let only flashes of skin peek through as she worked, and she realized that she was stripping to Let It Snow.
It worked.
The last button loosened, and Samantha swayed before Santa, holding the dress closed despite his entreating eyes. Then she let it slide off her shoulders to the floor, and stood there, swaying gently, in that amazing lingerie set.
Suddenly, it didn't feel like it was enough. Or worse, it was far too much. This was Santa Claus!
"Ho ho holy jingle bells," Santa breathed softly, his voice still a rumble like an avalanche. "That is... you are... Samantha, you look excruciatingly hot right now."
She could see the desire in his eyes, as full-throated and genuine as she could have ever wanted. She could physically feel his gaze upon her. Her knees weakened with need.
"There is only one terrible problem with underthings like this," Santa rumbled again.
Problem?
"I am always instantly torn between wanting to look at them forever, and wanting to rip them off at once."
Always.
Mrs. Claus had worn underthings like this. Has this design been something she had worn? Oh, crud... "Did she own a set like this?" Samantha asked in a suddenly tiny voice.
Santa instantly recognized her concern, and rather than be hurt by the mention of his late wife, he instead leaned forward to comfort Samantha. "Eleanor loved some sexy underwear," he said seriously. "Or not..." he added with a naughty twinkle. "But this look is new and different," he added, drinking in Samantha in the best gift-wrapping he had beheld in a long, long time.
Santa rose from the seat and stepped toward her, still admiring her. "I never can understand how the elves come up with such stunning ideas. It is not like this is the kind of play clothing I bring to good little girls."
Samantha found it immensely comforting to know that even Santa didn't know everything going on around him. It failed to register upon her how remarkable it was that she already knew things here that he did not. She was too busy trembling as Santa moved before her, lifting a hand to run his fingers up and down under the left strap of her bra. "I am going to take these off of you now," Santa whispered, kissing her lightly and briefly.
Samantha just nodded. Her wild swings from assertiveness to timidity around this man were definitely hovering in the timid range at the moment. His hands slipped behind her back, and in an instant, she felt the hooks slip free. He withdrew his hands, taking the bra with him, and Samantha watched as Santa Clause stared at her naked chest. There was wonder and desire in his eyes. His hands rose, and she could feel the mighty restraint he imposed upon himself to merely caress the outer curves of her breasts.
"Ohhh ho..." Santa moaned, then filled his mouth with her right nipple, its firmness pressing back against the hunger of his tongue. But still, he was too gentle, too restrained for what Samantha wanted at that moment. She grabbed his head in both hands and crushed him against her softness. She heard him growl in response and his soft kiss became unleashed.
Samantha knew she was attractive. Men had made that abundantly clear in her over thirty years on earth. But no man had ever made her feel so utterly desirable. Suddenly, Santa's hands flashed downward to the waist of her high-cut panties, and in a trice, she felt them around her ankles.
She had been wearing the panties underneath the straps of her garter belt, but she instantly shrugged at the phenomenon. Things happened that needed to here. And she needed those panties off, but the stockings still on.
Santa swept her up into his arms and carried her across the room to the huge double doors beyond. They swung open before him of their own accord, and he strode with her toward the bed.
Suddenly, Samantha jumped. In his arms, she simultaneously tugged and shoved Santa. "No! Wait, yes. I mean, stop... but..." Samantha shoved her forehead frustratedly against his. "It's just... that is her bed, and..."
"Ho ho no, it is not," Santa rumbled with a smile. "I'd be far more jumpy than you, if it were. The week after she was gone, the elves came into this room and replaced every stick of furniture. The cheeky little fellows even made the bed larger than it was before! They knew I needed a little separation from her, if I was going to heal at least a little," he said introspectively. His introspection vanished as fast as it arose.
Santa laid her out on the huge, soft, apparently new bed, and looked down at her as she curved her body, naked but for the elegant lace garter and white stockings framing the neatly trimmed triangle of her pubic hairs. He froze.
"Santa... Chris, I need you," Samantha said, ready to be assertive again. "I need you inside of me, please."
Santa smiled almost shyly and slid over her on the bed.
Their initial coupling was intense but so very tender. His rod, like the rest of his body, was solid, powerful, and perfectly formed, with just the right curve to give her pleasure like she had never quite enjoyed before. And like the rest of his body, it was gentle in the best, most assertive ways.
He split her slowly, giving her body time to grasp and mold itself to him. Then, as he began to drive into her, Samantha was in ecstasy. His swift, powerful strokes did not slam against her, instead, he gave himself to her gently yet inexorably, over and over, and she took him in turn into her nether embrace.
Never had she experienced a more perfect experience of any kind.
It lasted forever, Santa stroking into her in deliriously endless effort, but then it ended all too soon. Suddenly, he slowed his thrusts, then stopped, then slid from inside her. Samantha looked up at him in confusion. Then Santa rolled over on the huge bed, onto his own back. And he pulled Samantha over on top of him. He pushed her still-confused body upward so he could feast on first one breast, then the other.
Samantha gasped but swiftly regained her agency, shifting her hips over him, finding his hardened shaft with her now soaking opening, and sliding down upon him once more, her nipple popping free of his mouth as she sank downward. Wordlessly, she began to ride him up and down, consuming his manhood over and over, feeling him invade her very being.



Santa might be able to do this forever, but Samantha was not so sturdily built. She soon was running short of breath. And she was running short on restraint. As she rose and fell, she made sure his silken hardness caressed her button with nearly its entire length every stroke. Her voice began to cry out with each passage, wordless entreaties to him, and just as her strength was failing, she moaned, finding new energy, and rode him with abandon. Santa too cried out, and she felt him fill her body, warmth and slippery love coursing from him into her. She cried out and collapsed atop him.
Minutes later, they each returned to consciousness. Samantha kissed him, trying to keep his softening length within her. "We are going to need that supper," Santa grunted. Her stomach answered loudly, and they both laughed.
Santa donned a robe, and Samantha, after some discrete cleaning, slipped once more into her dress, ignoring the underwear, spectacular though it was. A meal appeared, and they devoured it, savoring every bite.
But as the meal ended, and elves were coming to clean things away, they both were suddenly awkward again with each other. As an elf arrived to take the plates and vessels away, Santa coughed and looked at Samantha, then away in uncertainty. "Nubbin," he said to the elf, "Um, Miss Samantha must be exhausted... from the whole day, and I think it has been almost thirty hours since she last woke up, what with the time zone... Um, please have the guest cottage made up for her."
Nubbin looked at Santa, half uncertainly, half disapprovingly.
Bed sounded very good... but not in a guest cottage. Samantha took a leap. "Chris... I'd rather spend the night here."
Santa's face sprang back to its accustomed joy. "Excellent!" he roared. "Nubbin, fetch her new things, would you?"
"They are in the bedroom," Nubbin said drily. "I brought them with dinner."
The elf swiftly vanished, and Samantha laughed. "I think the elves like us together, the little matchmakers!"
"They certainly do, but they just like you on your own too. They are thinking selfishly, and they probably like you for you and what you do more than they like you for me!" He chortled to himself, "Ho ho ho! And never let them hear I said it," Santa added, leaning in with a conspiratorial smile, "but they can be lazybones when it isn't about Christmas. They didn't want to make up the guest cottage because you are the first guest in the history of the North Pole. There is no guest cottage. When I said make it up, I meant they needed to build one! Ho ho ho!"
*
The next two days passed idyllically. Santa made sure to send a team of elves each day to Miami, to muss Samantha's bed and order some room service, to make sure the hotel did not grow concerned that she was not in evidence, despite having not checked out.
Santa had already discretely checked out of his own suite.
Samantha saw the team that went to Miami on the second day. It was a male elf and a female, climbing onto Vixen's back, and given what she was beginning to understand about these beings when they were not working, Samantha doubted the room service or mussed bed went to waste...
During the days, they ate and laughed together. Santa was occasionally asked for his input on various matters, and Samantha found her way into several issues herself. When Santa tried to show off for Samantha by taking up some tools and making some toys himself, the tools were firmly repossessed. He was still on vacation, even if had become a staycation, and he was not allowed to forget it. He noted that none of the elves were hesitant to ask Samantha to do things with or for them...
To keep her from the clutches of the elves, Santa took her out into the snow surrounding the village in the foothills. He had almost forgotten the toboggan hill on the south side, but they both spent gleeful hours shooting down it together on the two-person sleds, or racing in individual rubber inner tubes.
A snowman was made.
Off-shift elves were constantly around the both of them, making their own merry, and ensuring that Santa and Samantha had theirs.
Over dinner on the third day, Santa found himself in knots, the succulent meal tasting of ashes in his mouth. Samantha's vacation was over, and she had a flight home from Miami the next day. Her own job waited. Her own life and career.
But she was perfection here at the North Pole. Santa knew it, yet he knew she had to be perfect in her own life already. And she was perfect in more ways than just as part of the team.
Misery was not an emotion familiar to the man, the myth, the legend.
That night, the two of them coupled with almost dire fervor, before collapsing into the gigantic bed and sleeping deeply.
In the morning, Santa woke first. He had known he needed to. He stared at Samantha's gorgeous sleeping face beside him in the bed. He would have to move soon, to be ready to drive her back to her home. He was in no way going to take her back to Miami, then make her ride back to her home city in a human airliner!
But rather than preparing, he lay there in bed. Staring at her face. She stirred, just a little.
He cleared his throat. "The, um, the elves will miss you. More than you know," he said, hoarsely, not in his usually rich baritone.
"Will they?" Samantha asked, frowning at the morning light. She seemed as pensive as he.
"I wanted you to know that... if you didn't already," Santa said. "I mean... I can't tell if you know. It is so strange to realize that you are only the second person in all my life that I cannot read like a book, cannot tell your inner thoughts, even if I look."
"Really?" Samantha said, waking a bit more at this strange news. "Who else?"
Santa just shrugged, "Only Eleanor. Her mind was always her own, which let her give me her heart."
Samantha looked at him wordlessly.
"Please stay," Santa blurted. "I... we... the whole operation needs you!"
"Oh, so you need a management consultant up here now?" Samantha challenged, almost hostilely.
"Yes!" Santa said defiantly. "But, that is what the elves need. I want you. I want you for your magical ability to help the elves in ways like and very unlike the way Eleanor did. Far more, I want you for what you do for me. For how achingly sexy you are, and how complete that makes me. For how beautiful you are. For how funny. And for how you make me utterly joyful just to eat with you, to sleep with you, to wake up with you. Especially that."
She stared at him as he made his uncontrolled speech, eyes bright with each word. "You want me to stay... with you." She sat up, and the covers slid away from her naked form.
"With me," Santa said firmly. Then he sighed. "But, as magnificent as what I am looking at now is, I want you to stay, even if it is not... with me. If you do that, my heart will break every day. But please do it anyway, I'll happily pay that price for Christmas.
"You can't read my mind?" she asked, suddenly intently curious.
"No. And that is why I want, why I know you need to stay," Santa said, warming to a subject he had not previously understood. "I don't know what has made you this way, but I know that it did so because you belong with me. And to be with me, you need that defense."
"I can't imagine needing a defense from Santa Claus!"
"But you do," Santa said softly. "To ensure that you will always and forever be your own person. Whole. And separate from me, so that we can be together." He took a deep breath. "I can be... intense. In times of crisis, and always at the end of the year, I am a force of nature. My drive is... consuming. I sweep up all and everyone who are in my path, and in my wake. I won't be able to do that with you. And you can be you, and happy, because of that."
His breath caught. "If you could be happy with me in the first place..." he added tensely. He looked at Samantha entreatingly.
She stared back at him. Then she leaned into him, held him very, very lightly, and kissed his muscular shoulder softly. "I am thinking, Chris," she said. Then she did so... out loud.
"My job, I can walk away from that. I'm liked. And I am good at it. But consultants get itchy feet. They might not even make me serve out my notice."
Santa tilted his head and thought. "They would not. Especially since it will work its way into their heads, in a general, unfascinating way, that you have gone to work for an important client. They will never quite care who."
"You can do that?"
"Not really," Santa shrugged. "But it will work out like that. If you choose."
Samantha stared at him, clearly seeing yet more to this man that was Santa.
"My friends... I don't have many. They are good people, but none of us expect to be where we are forever. I would miss them, but they would not go looking for me."
"I do not understand why you don't have friends of depth and breadth," Santa said. "You are utterly magnetic." He was glad to hear she did not, but he did not understand it. Samantha just looked fretful. Santa pressed, "But that means you have only yourself to consider when deciding the issue. You can come to be with us... if you desire."
Samantha looked at him, her eyes almost haunted. "I do, Chris. I want it so badly! But my parents! They will miss me. And I love them. I will miss them so much!"
"Why?" Santa asked.
"Why?" Samantha almost shrieked. "I love them! They raised me! You want me to stay here, and they will not know where I am, where I have been?"
"Of course not," Santa snorted.
"What?"
"If you decide to stay, the first thing we have to do is go see them," Santa said, wondering why this wasn't obvious. "I can't ask you to marry me if I don't ask your father's permission."
"Marry me?!?"
"It wouldn't be proper for Santa Claus to just shack up with a woman forever," Santa said miserably.
Suddenly, he was awash in kisses. Kisses from a spectacular naked woman in his bed with him.
"You would tell them? Where I am going? Who you really are?"
"I can't very well make a true offer for your hand, without telling the truth."
Samantha stopped kissing him to give him a skeptical look. "You do know I can choose to marry you without Dad's permission?"
"I am an old-fashioned individual," Santa said sternly. "It comes from being six hundred years old."
Samantha laughed at that, then sobered yet again. "But you will trust my parents with your secret? Or will they forget eventually what we tell them? Eventually, forget me?" Samantha was learning the lessons of the magic well. But not completely yet.
"Your father was an extraordinarily good little boy," Santa said. He stroked his nose with his finger. "I remember. And your mother was an even nicer little girl. And they love you overwhelmingly. What you ask, they will do." He looked at her, his playful nature breaking through the serious tone. "Ho ho ho! And who would believe them anyway?"
Samantha stared at him. She started to speak several times, then always cut herself off. Santa watched her, reveling in the fact that he did not know what she was going through. She would always be a mystery to him... if he could keep her. At last, she sighed and said quietly to herself. "I'm going to marry Santa Claus."
His heart leapt, but he couldn't resist. "Hey! I haven't actually asked you yet."
"You have!" Samantha shrieked, smiling in dismay.
"I have to ask your father first," he chortled.
Suddenly, the massive frame of Santa Claus was pinned to the bed. The next little while was... glorious.
"So when can we arrange to see my father so I can tell him what his answer will be?" Samantha said, her tousled head lying on Santa's shoulder.
Santa lifted his eyes for a moment. "He is off work today, and home with your mother. How about as soon as we can eat breakfast?"
*
Walter Davis sat at the kitchen table with his wife, companionably eating a late afternoon snack. She had made cookies. His wife made excellent cookies, though in their daughter, the student had eclipsed the master. He had had no reason to take the day off, but he liked to do it here and there, just to be with his wife without any real agenda. He had earned the privilege by this point in his career. Marie browsed her iPad, reading the news.
He thought he heard something, and raised his head from his book. The doorbell rang. He and Marie exchanged glances. She just gestured to him, letting him know he was expected to get rid of whomever it was.
He stood and wandered through the living room, pausing at the sight through the front window of the enormous, dark green, Mercedes SUV parked in front of his house. Not a salesman at the door. Not in that kind of vehicle.
He unlocked the front door and opened it slowly, in a manner calculated to be reserved but politely welcoming. His face burst into a huge smile. Samantha, his only daughter, stood at the door. She was radiant, wearing a deep, rich, red dress that suited her coloring so well he instantly mused on why she had not always worn such a color, though it seemed a bit warm for August. Her smile was the sort that made a father's heart sing.
"Dad!" she exclaimed, hugging him instantly. Samantha was not usually given to quite that level of physical enthusiasm. "I have someone I want you to meet," she said, stepping back.
It was a measure of how excited Walter was to see his daughter so unexpectedly that he had managed to initially miss the hulking, yet somehow elegant supermodel standing behind her. Despite his silver hair, shot through with threads of jet black, the man looked unfairly youthful. He towered over even Walter's strikingly tall daughter.
A man who is presented out of the blue by his daughter with a handsome man is naturally suspicious, and it irritated Walter that the man in question was not only insanely handsome, but instantly seemed so darned... likable.
Walter tamped his initial reaction and said only, "Oh?" He stuck out his hand, and said simply, "Walter."
"Chris," the man said, taking his hand in a firm, friendly, hospitable grasp. It was possibly the most perfect handshake Walter had ever experienced. Oh, he was going to hate this guy.
"Get out of the doorway, Dad, so we can come in," Samantha said drily.
Drat it! Walter backed into the living room, shamed that his daughter was schooling him on hospitality. Samantha swept in, her face radiant. This Chris person followed behind her politely.
How had he never heard about this man before from his daughter? Samantha was not around much these days, but she did call her mother, and occasionally even him, regularly. How long had he been in the picture? Samantha had a level head, but any person could get carried away. And she was suddenly going from no mention at all to springing him on her parents?
"Samantha? Is that you?" Marie called, coming out from the kitchen. "Darling, this so un... who is this?" She said, changing gears quickly, and letting the register of her voice drop an octave.
Walter rolled his eyes.
"Mom, this is my... this is Chris. He... I want you both to meet him," Samantha said, bubbling, but suddenly at a loss for words.
Oh dear. She had it bad for this man.
"I am Marie," his wife said, offering her hand. Chris merely shook it with a smile. If he'd kissed her hand, Walter might have lost it. "Please come in. Have a seat," Marie bustled, taking charge. "Can I offer you something to drink? It's a bit early for Walter to offer you a cocktail, but some lemonade perhaps? Iced tea?" She cocked her head at the massive man. "Hot cocoa?"
"Ho ho ho," Chris's laugh boomed across the room. "You have me pegged, Marie! I would love some hot chocolate."
Marie and Samantha shared a wordless look, and the two of them headed for the kitchen. Sammie threw a look over her shoulder at the man, in apparent apology for leaving him with her father.
The man looked slightly uncomfortable. He did not look to be used to being uncomfortable. When you looked like he did, dressed like he did, and drove cars like he did, you probably did not do uncomfortable much...
"So how did you meet my daughter, Chris?" What kind of jerk doesn't offer his last name? And how could Samantha have omitted it?
"I, ah, we met quite recently," he said. "I found it very easy for us to be friends."
I'll be you did.
"As we learned about each other, I found that she could also be quite valuable to my operations," Chris went on.
"Wait. You are a client?"
"Oh no. Ho ho ho. No. But your daughter has an extraordinary mind, as well as heart."
Now Walter was just getting confused. This guy was all over the place. Was he here to hire his daughter, or... court her? And why had she brought him here, if she barely knew him?
Samantha and Marie re-appeared from the kitchen. Uh oh. They were looking conspiratorial. Marie had brought Walter a fresh lemonade, and she handed Chris a mug of steaming hot cocoa.
The man took the cup with an earnest thank you and paused to inhale the steam. Then he took a slow, deep sip. "Ahhh," he rumbled. "That is wonderful. Mexican chocolate?"
Even Walter was impressed. "You know your chocolate," he said begrudgingly.
"Hot cocoa, I suppose you could say, is part of my brand," Chris smiled.
The four of them chatted for a few minutes, without saying much about anything. It was as if they were all dancing around the elephant in the room: Who in the world was this character, and what was he up to with Walter's daughter?
After a bit, Chris cleared his throat. "Samantha and I had hoped to take you to dinner," he rumbled in that voice like liquid silver.
"That sounds lovely, but it is a little early," Marie replied with a smile.
"It's actually a bit of a drive to get there," Samantha said quickly. "If you guys want to come with, maybe you could go ahead and get ready?"
Walter considered the clothes Chris and his daughter were wearing. They even coordinated. And they were both far and away better dressed than he or Marie. The dress Samantha wore was maybe the best thing he'd ever seen her in, and it fit her almost supernaturally well. Where had this character taken her to buy it?
"We'd love to go," Marie answered for him, before Walter could start getting crabby and dig in his heels about the country club being just fine for dinner.
She need not have bothered. He had known the second Samantha asked, he would have no way out of this. He followed Marie to their bedroom to change.
"What. The Heck. Is that?" he asked the moment they were alone gesturing back to the living room and Sammie's mysterious guest.
"That?" Marie replied archly. "I really don't know, beyond 'that' being an insanely handsome man, apparently rich and successful, who values our daughter's professional abilities, and who looks at her like she is the Crown Jewels."
"He's too old for her."
"Please. She is thirty-four. She can be with anyone of any age at this point in her life. And whatever is going on with his hair, he is way younger than we are."
"True," Walter said, allowing the obvious. "But what is with the hair?"
"You are just jealous."
Walter glared at his wife, then grinned ruefully. "Got me there. I'd kill for that head of hair. Or even the beard."
"You could grow a beard if you wanted one, darling," Marie said, caressing Walter's smooth cheek.
"Not like his," he muttered.
"I do think it is amusing, the way he leans into the Santa thing," Marie said with a smile, looking through her things in the drawer.
Walter snorted. It actually was one of the things he had to like about the man. "Well, I suppose if I had that look... Power Santa or whatever, I might lean into it too. I'll bet whenever he wears that red suit, little kids everywhere get a huge kick out of it."
"It's not red. It has red pin-stripes," Marie tried to correct him.



"It's red," Walter maintained firmly. "I was closer to it, for longer than you. It's an incredibly dark red, with the brighter red pinstripes. You didn't notice because you were too busy drooling over him overall."
"I only drool over you, darling."
"Thank you. Then you were drooling over him on behalf of Samantha."
"Oh yes, for sure!" Marie laughed. "It is odd that he went for the Santa look to meet the parents," she added.
"Are we sure that this is a meet the parents? Not something else?" Walter asked plaintively. Marie just looked at him.
Walter continued to mutter about putting a suit on his day off, but he took great care as he dressed. Walter was not getting shown up by this guy in the wardrobe department, even if he had no suit quite that finely made.
Marie took forever to put her face together, and Walter took advantage of her delay to stay upstairs himself and stew about the man.
The worst of it was, it was hard to work up much suspicion or animosity toward Chris. He came across as magnificently genuine.
When Marie was ready, and, Walter thought smugly, looking utterly fabulous they went back down, to find Chris and Samantha talking softly to each other near the door.
"Oh Dad, that is a nice tie," Samantha said with a wink. She should say it. It was a very nice tie. She had given it to him last Christmas. It wasn't as nice a Chris's...
"And you look nearly as radiant as your daughter," Chris said smoothly to Marie.
"I like him," Marie said to Samantha. "Two birds with one stone with that comment."
"Shall we, then?" Walter gruffly asked. Might as well get on the road... He felt like his daughter still had something else up her sleeve.
The Mercedes was huge, the largest SUV the Germans made, and Walter saw that it was the G63 AMG version. So it was a hot rod, in hulking, boxy form. And it was red. Of course. "Nice car," he observed, as he got into the front passenger seat beside Chris. Samantha had commandeered the back seat with her mother.
Hadn't the SUV been green?
"So what do you do, Chris?" Walter asked once they were underway on the road. He looked at the man Samantha had produced. He might look like the world's most handsome mall Santa, but mall Santas didn't drive Mercedes.
"I'm in manufacturing, logistics, and distribution," the large man said with a smile, responsibly keeping his eyes on the road as he drove northward, exceeding the speed limit by what was probably the minimum amount this car was capable of. Another characteristic Walter was forced to like...
"That's a lot, young man," Walter observed.
Chris looked over at him wordlessly at that remark. He rumbled a quiet, "Ho ho ho."
Ho ho ho? The man literally laughed with a ho ho ho. It even sounded natural coming from him. Walter rolled his eyes. "Yes, 'young man'. You may be grayer than I am, but the rest of you says that that is either a genetic condition, or a thousand-dollar dye job," Walter laughed in return.
"It is a very fine look, regardless," Marie added from the back seat, before subsiding back to her quiet quizzing of Samantha.
Chris turned his head enough to wink at Walter.
Walter shook his head slightly, narrowing his eyes. "And what do you manufacture?"
"Toys, mostly. Also clothing and bicycles. Other things as well."
"Oh, come on!" Walter burst out, unable to contain himself. The guy's schtick was really too much, even though Walter could not help but smile at the lengths to which Chris would go for the bit. "That's too ridiculous..."
There was just the tiniest moment of disorientation, and Walter found that the luxurious leather seat he had been relaxing in was suddenly a wooden bench with a seat cushion. Impossibly, it was even more comfortable than before. The metal box of the SUV was gone, and he found himself sitting in a huge, open... sleigh? There were eight huge deer attached to the front and they were working hard to pull this behemoth. It was August, months from any snow, yet the sleigh moved swiftly and smoothly, probably because it was flying.
Marie laughed delightedly in the back seat. Walter just took it all in and...
"Nice to meet you, Santa Claus," Walter said drily, turning to offer his hand once more.
"Ho ho ho!" Santa boomed and shook it firmly.
"You two are taking this a lot more in stride than I did," Samantha observed, almost jealous at her parents' sang-froid.
"Well, unless your mother and I just had simultaneous, identical, psychotic breaks, this is real. And if everything I see is real, then this character you've brought to meet us is Santa Claus..." Walter said, a little shocked at his own calm. It helped that he had always loved Christmas to bits, and found that he happily wanted to believe.
"I have so many questions," Marie burbled from the back seat. Samantha laughed.
"So do I," Walter said, speculatively. "Starting with, are you the only Santa, or are you just the latest in a long line?"
"There is only and always me."
"So, 'young man', that makes you, what? Two hundred years old?"
"I'll be six hundred in a couple of decades," he admitted, almost sheepishly. Marie gasped at that.
Walter's mind raced at what to ask next. Something silly, but still a test... Ah...
"Radio Flyer sled," Santa said matter-of-factly.
"What?" Walter stuttered, knowing what.
"The last present you actually received from me, as a good little boy," Santa laughed. "It was that Cabbage Patch doll for you, Marie," he added over his shoulder. Then he turned back to look at her with a surprised smile, "And you actually still have it," he added in delighted surprise, the laugh lines in his face creasing joyfully.
Marie laughed, but then sobered instantly. "Can you read our daughter's mind like that?" she asked with a snap.
"No," Santa said, looking into her eyes calmly. "And that is very important."
"I should think so," Marie said with an iron firmness. Then her face grew excited again. "Are there really elves?"
"Oh Mom, there are so many elves," Samantha said.
"And we are going to see them?" Marie went on excitedly.
"I thought you might like to see the place," Santa said simply, not elaborating. He turned back to the reins and flicked them, causing the sleigh to bank slightly and accelerate even more.
"So Chris, aren't you supposed to be married?" Walter asked, new challenges in his mind.
Santa looked at him with a gentle smile, but with deep pain buried away far beneath. "Eleanor passed away a year and a half ago." He sighed. "The North Pole has not been the same without her. I was not the same. I will never be quite the same, actually."
Samantha reached forward and gently caressed Santa's shoulder.
"I am honestly surprised women didn't come out of the woodwork after you, the moment she passed," Marie said in amusement.
"What?" Santa asked in surprise.
"Oh come on. There is a special magic in the world, where every time a good-looking successful older man loses his wife, women descend on him, friends and strangers alike, 'just to make sure he is okay, and does he need anything.'"
"Ho ho ho! I had no idea what was happening, but I assure you, that magic is as real as the Magic of Christmas," Santa chortled.
"Last Christmas Eve was apparently a pretty unique ride," Samantha added with dry amusement.
Walter found himself laughing. "Had to spend the night delivering presents and dodging scantily clad women who wanted to give you more than milk and cookies?" He chortled.
Santa blushed. Hard.
"Some of them weren't clad at all," Samantha teased. "And you didn't dodge all of them either, did you, Santa?"
Marie laughed in the back seat, but Santa was trying to avoid the piebald gaze Walter was giving him.
"And was my daughter one of those that caught you on Christmas Eve?" Walter asked just a little heatedly. Then he jerked in remembrance. "Samantha, you were home last Christmas. Did she catch you in my house?" he demanded, turning back to Santa.
"Your daughter was not one of those women, on Christmas Eve or otherwise," Santa said with the firmness of a mountainside. He looked back at Marie with a smile. "I thought she was at first, or rather, I really, terribly hoped that she was. But no, she was just a wonderful person, sitting in a Miami Beach bar, across from me."
"Miami?" Walter said, mind still a little unsteady at the concept of his interrogating Santa Claus, but damned sure intending to continue doing so. "Samantha was only just in Miami. I thought she was still there! You've known my daughter two days?"
"Five days, eleven hours, and thirty-six minutes," Santa rumbled. "And she has already made great contributions to sorting out the chaos the North Pole has been in lately. Thousands of good little boys and girls will have a better Christmas this year than they would have had without her.
Walter looked at Marie, then back at Santa. "This is all about you hiring our daughter as a management consultant?!?"
"Oh ho ho, no!" Santa laughed. Then he let the reins go slack and turned fully in his seat to look seriously at Walter and Marie. "This is about setting your minds sufficiently at ease that you will give me permission to ask Samantha to marry me."
"Marry?" Marie asked softly. Walter just looked at Santa, hard.
"I told him that I don't need your permission, Dad, for him to ask me that, or for me to say yes," Samantha said, rather pointedly, though the tart nature of her tone seemed aimed more at the sleigh's driver than at her parents. Santa just looked back at her father.
Walter held his face non-committal, but he could not help but like Santa's style.
He pointedly changed the subject. "So you manage to ride this sleigh around the world and deliver a million presents in one night?"
"A lot more than a million," Santa replied, making it clear that 'a lot' was a very big lot. "The tricky part is getting them all made. The Ride is hard and requires a lot of effort, but it's wonderful. It's the most fun I've ever had."
"Oh really?" Samantha asked with silky, affectionate menace. Walter recognized that voice, Samantha had learned it from her mother. He found himself wincing in sympathy for Santa.
"Oh," Santa said sheepishly. "Well... I mean... other than..."
Walter needed to change the subject as fast as humanly possible. No father wants to hear, even indirectly, about his daughter having sex. He especially does not want to hear about his daughter having sex with Santa Claus!
"How do you make all those toys, then?" he asked almost desperately. Santa seemed almost as desperate to get off the subject. It was a wordless moment of bonding.
"Elves of course! Right darling?" Marie burbled to Samantha.
"Oh Momma, you are going to love the elves," Samantha replied happily, and the two women fell into a deep, quiet discussion in the back about elves, and cookies, and music, and snow, and Walter lost track.
That left him and Santa Claus at each other's mercy. When things get awkward, talk business...
"So you make millions and millions of toys at little workbenches with little hammers, blurring away at light speed?"
"Ho ho ho," Santa said. "No, we use modern methods. One of my elves came up with the moving assembly line two years before Henry Ford. But to be honest, though they don't like to admit it," Santa said leaning in conspiratorially, laying a finger alongside his nose, "they usually have to reverse engineer most human advances a year or so after they appear down in the regular world. Still, they have beat the rest of the world to several key parts of modern automation."
"Where do you get parts? Or do you just specialize in wooden toys or things like my sled?" Walter wanted to know, and realizing that yes, he was incredibly curious.
"Oh no, we make Xboxes and PlayStations and tablets, too. All kinds of toys, from snow globes to snowmobiles. And we don't source anything. We have a light steel mill, those sorts of facilities. We were several years behind on electronics for a while, but our semiconductor foundry is currently a few nanometers ahead of Intel's best stuff.
Walter looked at him. "And how do you power all this?"
"When the elves first started mechanizing things, and then moreso when electricity came in, we built a huge line of windmills atop the ridge around the valley. They are still there because they are much more beautiful than those hulking aluminum monstrosities that humans build and which are such a pain to dodge around all the time. But they are no longer operational. We now have a modular liquid salt nuclear plant up on the far hillside. I'll fly us over it so you can get a look when we arrive."
Walter looked at him some more.
"Ho there!" Santa suddenly called out to the team of unreasonably large reindeer. They heeled over and Walter was suddenly looking down at New York City at dusk. It zipped by at a terrific rate, but it was an incredible sight.
"We are moving insanely fast to be in New York already, but I can't see how this is nearly fast enough to get around the world in 24 hours, much less with stops," Walter observed.
"Ho ho ho, Samantha wanted me to take it slow at first. I threw her for a pretty big loop when I first took her north. Are you ready to get there?" Santa asked, raising his voice to include Marie.
"Oh, yes please!" Marie called out.
"Let her rip," Santa called, flicking the reins again.
Everything blurred, and then a (comparatively) tiny range of snowy mountains rose up before them, and the sleigh swept in through a pass. They burst out into a starry sky over the twinkling lights of a quaint little village, interspersed with huge warehouses, factories, what looked like a refinery, probably for plastics, and a gleaming nuclear power plant on the far hillside. They circled the valley and Santa pointed out the sights.
"So how did you meet my daughter, if she didn't want to comfort you? Did you just say, 'Hey, Baby! Want to see my recreational-industrial complex?'" Walter asked drily.
"She did think I was a tech billionaire at one point," Santa ho ho hoed.
"Not hardly," Walter mused. "You're a trillionaire, easy."
"Ho ho ho."
"I mean it. You have complete, end-to-end manufacturing supply chains in a broad selection of industries. You have mines and other mineral extraction operations. You have the only full-scale high-temp sodium chloride nuclear reactor on the planet, and it is fully operational. You have a logistical operation that would make Amazon weep. At least in the sense that this is all yours, you are the richest man on the planet. By far."
Santa shrugged. That didn't seem to matter to him. Then he leaned over. "Does this mean you think my prospects are good enough to marry Samantha?"
Walter had to laugh. A deep, rich laugh. But he didn't answer immediately, because he knew how to make a man work for it.
*
Of course, Walter would say yes eventually, Santa knew. He was enjoying not looking into Walter's heart to see how to accelerate the process. Samantha's father was clearly relishing making him stew, and Santa honestly didn't hate stewing. He found that he liked Walter quite a lot, even if he was the first adult in centuries that intimidated him even a little. Walter was welcome to have his fun, but his problem was that he was playing a waiting game with a six hundred year-old man.
The next afternoon, Santa and Samantha were walking through the village toward the guest cottage the elves had 'made up'. It was across town, which seemed odd to Santa, but he supposed that demolition work in the height of toy season to make room for a new building would have been a bad idea.
"You know you can actually go ahead and ask him about me again," Samantha said, leaning happily on Santa's arm as they walked. "I imagine he's wrapped his head around a Yes by now, hasn't he?"
"I have deliberately not looked," Santa told her, placing a soft kiss on Samantha's head. A passing elf pumped his fist at them and muttered, "Right on!" The couple smiled.
"But Walter is enjoying making me wait. I can indulge him."
"Oh, can you?" Samantha said, poking Santa gently. "Don't forget that you are also therefore making me wait! What if I meet someone else in the meantime?"
"Ho ho ho!"
They passed another turn and found themselves walking several paces behind Walter and Marie, who were also walking arm-in-arm toward the cottage. They were intent upon each other, and did not look back to recognize that they were being followed.
"Will you go ahead and say yes, already?" Marie said to Walter, in between bites of whatever she was snacking on.
"I'm enjoying making him wait," Walter said.
"Quit trying to torture Santa Claus, of all people, dear. And don't forget you are torturing your daughter as collateral damage." Samantha nudged Santa significantly, as if to say, 'See?'
"It's a big decision," Walter said defensively.
"Nonsense, Water. The richest man in creation is offering her damned near eternal life, unparalleled professional fulfillment, the sweetest existence imaginable, his ridiculously rocking body, not to mention these cookies," Marie added, brandishing the ginger snap she had been enjoying. "Let the girl get on with it!"
"I guess you are kind of a catch," Samantha whispered.
"No more than you," Santa replied, without a trace of ho ho ho in his voice.
Then he raised his voice. "Ho ho ho! Tell me Walter, have you thought on my request?" Marie turned and blushed crimson as she realized Samantha, and especially Santa Claus himself had been right behind her when she talked about Santa's ridiculously rocking body. "May I ask Samantha to marry me?" he asked as if he had meant to bring it up all on his own.
Walter was enjoying Marie's discomfort so much, he gave in. He was going to eventually, so right now, with his own bride Marie blushing madly, seemed as good a moment as any. "Yes, Chris. You can marry Samantha... if she'll have you."
Samantha began to pump her fist, just as Santa whirled instantly and knelt in the pristine white snow before her. That caught her off-guard. His clasped empty hands opened, revealing a most exquisite little jewelry box, made of burled walnut, stained elegantly, and engraved with Christmas Trees and eight-pointed stars. His fingers almost trembled as he flipped the box open, revealing, nestled on a tiny cushion of red velvet, a simple golden ring, with a single, utterly perfect diamond, big enough to be eye-opening, but not to the point of being ostentatious.
"Samantha," he said, his massive voice gentle, even entreating, "will you marry me? Will you be... Mother Christmas?"
Samantha smiled brilliantly, and the throng of elves, which out of nowhere had filled every square foot of the streets around them let out a mighty cheer. Marie hugged her husband. Santa grinned goofily.
"I haven't said yes," Samantha said softly.
*
The silence around her was thunderous. All the elves stared at her like she had morphed into some alien creature. Many looked betrayed. Her mother looked poleaxed.
"What?" her father almost shouted.
Santa just knelt there before her. The dear, wonderful man was... hurt, yes, but he was mostly deeply curious.
Oh, thank you, Santa. You are too good for me.
"Can we, um, talk?" Samantha asked in a trembling voice.
"Alone?" Santa said, again wonderfully rolling his eyes at the throng.
"Please," Samantha whispered.
The crowd of elves did not so much part as explode away from their path as Santa rose and took her hand gently in his. They walked slowly, in cooperative, if understandably tense silence, back to his cottage.
They entered, and Santa kissed her gently on the cheek, then ushered her to the one chair by the fire, while he wordlessly took the other.
Ohhh, this chair felt so good. So right. She had never belonged anywhere more than right here.



"I suppose you know what has me suddenly freaking out. I'm so sorry."
"I just asked you a question, the answer to which will last for hundreds of years. Maybe forever," Santa said. "I want nothing more than for you to be sure." He leaned back in the chair, his powerful body appearing relaxed, but Samantha already knew him far too well for that. "But I do not know what this is about. Remember?"
Samantha gulped. Oh, yes. She was her own woman, secure in herself.
She wished she had a table to bang her forehead on...
"There is one thing couples usually talk about before... they decide to tie the knot... if they want to make sure they will be happy," Samantha said. She took a deep breath.
And she took another. Then she took the leap.
"What about children?" she whispered.
Santa's face fell, in anguished compassion, and in frustration. He leapt to his feet and slammed the heel of his hand against his forehead. "How could I be so stupid?" he berated himself.
"Samantha, my darling, my life, I am so sorry! There is no more important discussion, and I was so happy, so sure, I completely forgot." He paced swiftly, and Samantha waited for him to keep going. "This really could be bad," Santa said, rushing over to her. He knelt beside her. He was not proposing now, he just wanted to hold her hand.
"I apologize," he said again, his deep, rumbling voice as tense as Samantha had ever heard it. "I, we... Eleanor and I came to our decision on this soon after we met. It had become so ingrained, I just forgot the tension it could cause." He took a deep breath again. "I do not know if you want to have children, but I know I must not. If you feel you must, then I guess you shall just have to be my unattainable management consultant after all, Samantha. I hope that you will find someone to give you a child in that instance." His face was carved in stone as he spoke those words.
"Why?" Samantha said, her mind struggling with many thoughts.
"I, and we, if we marry, will have millions upon millions of little children around the world, Samantha. They will not be our own, but they will be ours, in a real and special way. If we were to have a child of our own, it would not be fair to all those other children, and it would just as truthfully not be fair to our own."
Samantha stared at him silently. It wasn't fair to Chris to leave him hanging there, babbling, but she could not find a way to speak herself, and through the tension, there was nothing that soothed her more than his voice.
"I am in no hurry," Santa said softly. "You must make your decision in your own time. May I just ask that you let me be here for you while you do? I don't want to be alone for however many days or weeks you need. Please don't go away while you work this out--even though I was very unfair to you to just assume you could accept my path."
Samantha looked at him, and both their eyes watered.
Then she threw her arms around him and hugged him as mightily as she could. "Oh, you good and glorious man," she sobbed. "I will be yours forever, I need you to know that." She grabbed his massive shoulders. "I am going nowhere, not least because my mother is already plotting to kill me right now, and would carry it out if I left here for any reason."
They both shared a chuckle at that, though Santa's ho ho ho was still tinged with sadness.
"You are right, of course," she said gently, brushing his cheek. "And I think I knew it even before I found myself freaking out. I have always thought of myself as a good potential mother, even though before I met you, I had already begun to think it was not going to happen for me. I needed to talk about it some more. To grasp the enormity of this little decision."
"It is not..."
"Shut up, Santa," Samantha said, laying her finger on his lips. "My crisis here. I decide what is little, and what is enormous." He subsided. "I should be in an existential crisis, my love," she went on. "But I am finding out quickly that I am in fact not. Your logic is unassailable, but since when is logic immediately effective in the face of wild emotion? Nevertheless, I am already feeling its rightness. Not," she said tartly, "because of your limitlessly persuasive nature. Don't get too proud, Santa. But..." she paused, thinking furiously, examining herself.
"But I feel it because I feel the rightness of the decision you and Eleanor made all those long years ago. And I feel it because already, before I become your wife, I am beginning to feel all those good little girls and boys throughout the world, and the way they truly love you. And amazingly, the way they are already coming to love me, even though they have not yet even heard of me. You are right. They are becoming mine. If I feel this way now, I can only imagine how I will feel about them in the months and especially years to come."
"You are right, I cannot split my motherhood." She hung her head. Then she looked up with a spunky smile. "This is the part where you realize that this is very, very good news for you, Santa."
"Ho ho ho," he said, his face creasing into its laugh lines as deeply as she had ever yet seen. He pulled her out of the soft chair and on top of him, both of them rolling onto the soft furs before the ever-blazing fire.
They kissed madly, each trying to force their way past the other's equally insistent tongue. At last, Samantha found herself atop Santa for the moment and she pushed herself upward. With a naughty giggle, she reached out to ruffle his perfect hair. Her fingers luxuriated in the magnificent mane, leaving it a wild mess.
And even as she grinned at the tousled results of her assault, her eyes widened as his hair swiftly began to move on its own, sliding effortlessly of its own accord back to his perfect coif. Despite their desperate mashing of faces, his beard was also perfectly groomed.
"That is just not fair!" she complained as she took in this, yet another tiny, everyday miracle.
"My hair?" Santa asked. "Ho ho ho, my dear! Your hair is already doing it too. Look."
A mirror was on a low table, just within his reach, because, well, he needed there to be one there. Samantha took it from him and looked at herself.
Her hair was perfect, more perfect than she used to be able to get it after an hour's work. Her auburn tresses practically glowed as they curled around her face. And even her makeup seemed utterly untouched by Santa's exertions. She shook her head... which made her hair bounce enchantingly.
"Chris," she said happily, "I have to say, it still seems problematic."
"Oh?"
"Well, given what you are supposed to get out of sex, in the basic analysis, not having children seems pretty... unproductive for the way things are done here at the North Pole."
"Ho ho ho! I hope you plan on lots of unproductive efforts," Santa said, reaching for her.
"But dear," Samantha mocked happily, swaying out of his reach, "what will the elves think of such unproductive behavior?
Santa laughed so hard, he didn't even ho ho ho. "We all work hard, you likely will as much as me, my darling. But you haven't seen what it is like around here when a good prank war breaks out. We excel at gloriously unproductive behavior too."
Samantha laughed and tickled him. He rolled her over onto her back before the fire and growled, "In fact, ho ho ho, I propose we engage in some highly unproductive behavior right now!"
Samantha shrieked in glee. Then she sighed, "You're the boss, Santa."
He shook his head as he unbuttoned her dress. It was the green version of her favorite, the coat dress she had picked first, on that first day. "I was the boss... for almost two horrible years. I'm glad that's over." His face buried itself between her breasts.
"Well, if I'm the boss, then I'm going to reassign you, Santa... lower," Samantha said.
"Ho ho ho," muttered Santa as he ecstatically complied.
Samantha had felt that she might want something very special that day, and had chosen her underwear accordingly, picking out the, well, the most accessible garments the elves had provided. The white bralette lifted but did not cover her breasts, and the scarlet panties were quite deliberately missing a crotch. Mother Christmas was pretty good at planning for the future already.
Santa's tongue snaked out, tasting the wetness that had been coursing inside her since the moment Santa had whirled and produced that ring from nowhere. Samantha sighed as his fingers caressed all around her, then slid up on each side of her labia as his tongue teased, then tortured, then devoured her.
This was... this was transcendent. The courses of erotic energy she was feeling were... not a substitute for a child. But she did not need that. She felt the love of children in her actual bones, seeping into her bodily essence. But the energy, the love, both physical and deeply emotional alike, that she felt from Santa was utterly mind-bending. And body-bending as well.
Samantha shrieked out in blissful joy as her body flexed and crescendoed in passion. Her voice caroled the joy of her final fulfillment. To be the object of this man's desire, to have him there to fulfill hers. And to live and work with him, to share the mission, the calling, the absolute fun of his life... of their life...
She collapsed as the rolling waves crushed her and swept away.
She woke... later. She did not know how long. Santa was leaning over her, grinning in the absolute pinnacle of male, smug, self-satisfaction. "How are you, my love?" he rumbled.
She seized him and kissed his face, redolent as his lips were with her own bouquet.
"Take me," she whispered hoarsely, her voice still raspy from her earlier cries. "Take me now. Utterly. Forever."
And he did.
His manhood pierced her, deeply, completely. More than ever before, she felt him meld with her, becoming, as he thrust within her, a part of her, her idol and her worshipper in one.
Her body, so recently wrung of its final erg, was once more on fire, undulating beneath him. Her inner folds clung to him with each entry and withdrawal, clutching his shaft for all its magical worth.
And she knew now her worth, felt it to her core, the importance she held for... for Santa Claus. He was a legend. A Myth. A power beyond understanding.
And he was hers. Hers to worship. Hers to be cherished by. Hers to manage. Hers to be brought hot cocoa and bacon by on a lazy morning. Hers to partner with in the greatest enterprise on Earth. Hers with whom to care for the children of the world.
Hers to come like an absolute banshee with.
"Chris!" Samantha gasped. "You are forgetting... something!"
"Wha...? What?" Santa moaned, short on breath himself, even his mighty body desperate to maintain his tremendous efforts.
"You need to ask me again, now," Samantha said, her legs clamping about him desperately.
"I... what? Oh!" Santa floundered, never ceasing his powerful drive.
"Samantha," he gasped, teetering on the edge. "Will you marry me?"
"Yes," she gasped. Then, as a rolling tide of ecstasy suffused her body, "Yes! Oh holly berries, YES!YEEESSSSSSSS!!!"
—————
Merry Christmas, everybody! Comments under the tree would be nice Christmas presents for me. Also, this is part of the Winter Holidays Story Contest 2023. There is lots of good stuff among the entries, so I'd very much appreciate your voting support if you liked this little story. Happy New Year!
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It has been a while since I last posted anything, guys. For my fans who so generously commented or emailed about when the fuck something new would appear, thank you.
I have been working on this series for a while, but real life has been extremely insistent lately. I hope you enjoy it.
As always, remember that I don't go for realistic stories, aiming instead for a narrative that is plausibly ridiculous. That said, please enjoy the tale of Ken Hawthorne, the man who likes to watch... among other things.
----------
Sylvan Courtyard -- One: Moving In
----------
I found myself becoming marginally less irritated as I parked my truck in the parking lot of Sylvan Courtyard, the next stop on my suddenly urgent tour of new apartments, and looked around. Unlike most of the places I had visited so far, this place looked neither like a run-down den of wolverines or serial killers, nor an over-priced warehouse for trust fund babies. Instead, it was an older, but clearly cared for, two-story complex off all by itself in a clearing at the bottom of a valley in the National Forest. It was a little far from campus, and the parking situation looked dicey, but I was more than willing to get out of my Ford to look over this possible option.
And I needed a new place, stat. Why is a long story, but it is not this story.
I ambled up to the entrance and was surprised to see that I had to ring for entry, even during business hours. Out here in the wilderness?
But the buzzer responded almost instantly, and I let myself in. The entryway was little more than a pass-thru to the inner courtyard, along with a small, open office/reception space to the left. The complex had been built sometime back in the seventies or eighties, I guessed, and this open-plan office had probably originally been walled off and private. The renovation that opened it up was so recent, I could almost still smell the fresh paint.
That boded well. The owners were not averse to putting some money into increasing the value of this operation, instead of just milking it for all it was dwindlingly worth.
"Can I help you?" asked a young guy at the desk. He was about my age or a year older. Say... 26, I thought.
"Yeah, I hope so," I replied easily. "My name is Ken Hawthorne, and I understand you have a one-bedroom available?"
"I have two," the guy said, standing and coming around the desk to extend a firm hand. "I'm Jesse Cartright. How'd you find us?"
"Flyer on the wall in the Student Union, actually," I said. "I couldn't find you online at all when I looked."
"Yeah," Jesse said. "We are mostly leased out, and we decided to concentrate on students at the University or the other colleges nearby. If I posted us online, we'd have to spend a lot of time on prospective tenants who are older, have kids, etc." He looked at me. "Grad student?"
"Yup. Doctoral," I added, arrogantly.
"Mmmm," he replied, unimpressed. "How much longer do you have?"
"That will depend on when my research pans out," I admitted. I intended to finish 'on schedule', but I knew that vanishingly few candidates were able to be ready to defend their dissertations 'on schedule'...
"Heard that," Jesse sympathized. "I barely got through one year, but I have no idea how long I would have taken."
"You bailed?" I asked. I had lots of friends who bailed on their graduate pursuits, especially doctoral ambitions. It is a lot of money and the rewards at the end are not always worth it to everyone.
Jesse shrugged. "When our uncle died and left this place to me and my sister, the two of us talked it over and decided to run it ourselves. In which case, we weren't going to need expensive degrees. Josie dropped out as a sophomore undergrad. That was two years ago."
"Josie and Jessie?" I asked slyly.
"Do not comment on our names," Jesse grinned, but meant it.
"Sorry about your uncle."
"It's been two years," Jesse shrugged. "He raised us both, but... time goes on."
"Yeah, but..." I said quietly. "My mom passed not much longer ago than that. Time goes on, but it never quite stops sucking, does it?"
Jesse just nodded, and I felt like we bonded for a moment.
We chatted some more about things, as he dug through a cabinet for two sets of keys. My prospective new landlord seemed like a very likable guy, to be honest. His abandoned field of study turned out to have been close to, but not the same as, my own. His fingers jingled as he held up the keys. "Shall we?"
I followed dutifully along behind him as we walked through the rest of the entryway and into the eponymous courtyard.
Nice.
The entry opened out right at the base of the L-shaped open space, each end the same length, surrounded on two levels by the apartments. The second-floor units all had large balconies, while the ground-floor units all had smaller, fenced-in patios, leaving walkway space underneath the upper balconies for bad weather. Bad weather is a thing, especially in the winter in the hill country of Tennessee, so that was good to see.
The courtyard itself was dominated by a huge pool, also L-shaped, that followed the right-angle bend of the space. The patio that surrounded the pool had new, modern furniture and lots of attractive landscaping in both planting beds and huge concrete pots. The weather was only now approaching nice enough to really enjoy that area, and would only be good enough for half the year, but when that weather was nice, this would be a glorious space! My mind idly drifted to girls my age and younger, enjoying the sun... The tenants were mostly connected to the university, right?
Jesse led me to the first unit available, a ground-floor apartment all the way at one end of the left leg. It was a corner unit, which ordinarily would be a plus, but in this building, it just meant extensive views of the woods through the small exterior windows, and almost no patio or view of the pool.
On the plus side, the apartment had clearly just been renovated, as there was still a manufacturer's sticker on the toilet, which Jesse wordlessly peeled off when he noticed it. Still... it was an underwhelming space, and Jesse clearly knew it. "It is not our best offering," he said drily. "The other one-bedroom is much better."
"So why didn't you show me it first?" I asked with a grin.
"Because the next one is 300 bucks more a month," he grinned back.
I smirked at him, but... ouch.
The walkie-talkie at his hip squawked. "Jesse? There is an electrician here. Where did you get off to?"
"I'm with a potential tenant, Josie," Jesse sighed. "Can you get him started?"
"It's a her," the walkie garbled back. "And I don't even know why you called someone in the first place."
"Shit," Jesse grumbled to himself. "I need her to..." Jesse started to explain. "Screw it. Josie? Come meet us at Unit 122. I'll deal with the electrician, and you can show our new guy Unit 210." He looked at me sheepishly. "Sorry to hand you off to my sister, but I've got a whole list for this electrician."
"Plus, maybe the electrician's cute," I added helpfully.
"Yeah, right. I can only hope," Jesse scoffed, then blanched a little at what he clearly viewed as an inappropriate subject of discussion. Professionalism was obviously important to the guy.
I resolved, should I rent here, to dedicate myself to screwing with his mind regularly.
We locked up the apartment and turned to see a girl I certainly hoped was Josie hustling over toward us. She wore nicely-fitting, long-legged jeans shorts and a red and black plaid shirt that clung loosely to a torso that... moved enchantingly as she bounced over to us. She wore a tool belt around her waist, slung at a rakish angle. I recognized the small selection of tools in it. They were the exact same tools that my dad has in his own weekend kit. Someone who knows what they are doing can complete an astounding array of jobs with just those few tools, and they are light enough to wear all day.
Jesse introduced us, apologized again, and then sprinted off toward the entrance and the waiting tradesperson.
"I was trying to tease Jesse," I said as he dashed away. "Is the electrician cute?"
"Not hardly," Josie said in a voice that sounded disappointed. "So, Jesse showed you the dungeon first?"
"It's a nice apartment," I admitted.
"It's a dungeon, compared to 210," Josie said, walking alongside the pool. "That's why we have the rent so low. I wanted 210 for my own place, but Jesse and I forced ourselves to live in the two dungeons just like that one at the other end of the courtyard."
"You both live on-site?" I asked. That was very good to hear. That meant they had to care about the condition of the place. It also meant I'd get the chance to look at Josie regularly.
"We don't have employees. We do almost everything ourselves. Jessie is a dab hand with electrical work, so something must be seriously messed up for him to call for help. Don't worry, though. We both don't mind working, so things around here are always in good working order," she said earnestly. Josie was not above being a salesperson either.
We trooped up the stairs, with her in front. Funny how I made that happen...
Nice shorts. Nicer contents.
Apartment 210 was almost exactly the same layout, but totally different.
The kitchen was brand new, with cheap granite counters and modern-looking, but simple functionality appliances, all just like the first apartment. The bathroom was similarly newly appointed, though the old, eighties-era shower controls had been left intact here. The bedroom was serviceably sized, just like the last unit.
The difference was that the small windows on the two outer walls were absent in this unit, replaced by huge, floor-to-ceiling sliding glass doors on one wall and huge windows on the one next to it, both in the living room and bedroom. All looked out over the inner courtyard, and across to the other apartments. The balcony outside wrapped around the corner, letting the apartment overlook both lengths of the pool and patio. The apartment would be drenched in light during the day.
Josie stood there a moment as I walked out through sliding glass doors onto the balcony and looked around. She followed me and after a moment she idly went on about the complex. "So, almost every tenant we have is a student at the university, with about being half grad students like you, except for a few from the college, and a bunch from the nursing school in Veldsburg. The rest are all junior faculty or administrators." She waited a second or so longer. "We have all of three married couples, including Hank and Tammy who met here. The rest of the tenants are about 60 percent female."
Yep. Josie was a good salesperson.
Yes, this unit was more than the other one, but if I was going to rent here, I was going to rent this one. I thought furiously. The rent for this apartment was a bit over what I wanted, but I had a very good fellowship, and it was not over what I could afford.
Mostly, I needed a place ASAP, and even the dungeon apartment here was better than anything I'd seen so far.
I ended up making Josie go through the rest of the spiel, leading me through the basic but decent gym setup on the ground floor, and made her squirm a little over the fact that the age of the original design meant that I'd have to deal with a communal laundry facility, instead of my apartment coming with a washer and dryer like most other apartments these days.
But as we walked back into the office, I turned and stuck out my hand. "I'll take the good one," I said.
She smiled, her round, pretty face entirely unsurprised. She had really good teeth, actually, as opposed to her brother, who sported a gap and a crooked incisor. Jesse himself was nowhere to be seen, so she sat at the desk and started to draw up paperwork for me.
This place was much better than I had really hoped to find, and no more expensive than I feared, including the extra drive time costs. I was loving everything about it that I'd seen... except for Josie. The sad fact was, the co-owner/co-superintendant was tripping my gaydar. I don't have the best track record on detecting lesbians, but a lot of what she was about seemed to check the boxes.
Oh well, I could still look.
Here's the thing. I like to look. My father has always been an inveterate girl-watcher. He never really makes any effort to hide it either, even around my mom when she was still alive. And she never seemed much to care. In fact, though she never made the overt point of it my dad did, I think she liked to look at guys almost as much. But my dad was overt, and made it a point, when I'd hit my teen years, to include me in his appreciation of the passing parade.
And yes, the apple did not fall far from the tree. I also like to look.
"When would you like to take occupancy?" Josie asked.
"As soon as possible," I replied. I wanted out of my current digs... badly.
I walked over to the wall opposite the office area and examined the giant bulletin board there. It was only about half-populated, but that was good, as it let several important-looking notices stand out. There was a reminder about a rule against leaving towels or especially laundry hanging on the porch or patio railings to dry, and a notice about Jesse and Josie coming into the units to test the fire alarms over the next week.
Josie saw me reading. "Jesse hates email with white-hot fire," she observed. "Both sending and receiving. So, since everybody has to pass this board every time you come in and out of here, we use it for important announcements and communications. Tenants can use it for things as well. I started a book club almost as soon as we took over, and it has been a great way to meet people. Jesse started his own book club to compete with mine. He calls it The Books You Always Ought to Have Read," she added good-naturedly. "I had to change my book club's name to help differentiate.
I snorted as I looked over the notices and saw that Josie's version was called Book Club With Books You Actually Wanted to Read
"There are other clubs that residents have started on their own," Josie went on, then paused to look for something to enter into the computer. "We have a beer and wine club started by a former tenant who has since moved out. There is a schism brewing there," she added merrily. "I think pretty soon, we will have a beer club and a wine club."
"You going to let that happen?" I asked, curiously. I was also interested to see how involved these two actually were in the tenants' lives.
"I like both, so I don't really care what happens," Josie shrugged. "Jesse is a beer guy through and through, so I imagine he's a quiet cheerleader for the whole thing."
I chuckled. They both appeared involved but not overbearing, which sounded promising. The social activities sounded more so. This place was pretty isolated, and meeting people was one of my main worries. Plus, I really like both beer and wine, and opportunities to drink them here but not alone would save on Uber significantly.
"How about we get you in there the day after tomorrow? We do a background check on tenants for your protection and a credit check for ours," she said, shoving the suddenly completed paperwork toward me, fresh from the printer.
"Deal."
*
My buddy Dale and myself were all I needed for the move, since I have a barely two-year-old Ford F-150 pickup truck. Two loads had all my worldly possessions (except those boxed up in the attic back home) moved out of my old place and into Apartment 220 of Sylvan Courtyard.
After screwing my bed frame back together, the queen-sized number fit spaciously in the bedroom. Dale departed, along with the case of Heineken I had bought him as a thank you. Jesse, who had actually volunteered to help toward the end of the move-in, hung out with me as I surveyed my new domain. I was really starting to like the guy.
"You need art for the walls," he said idly, looking around.
"Yeah," I agreed, "along with a bedside table."
I walked out onto the balcony and looked around. Three girls walked together along the opposite side of the pool, toward an apartment. Two were kinda cute. The third was extremely well worth watching.
"Nursing students," Jesse said, his eyes following mine.
"I'm going to need some furniture for out here," I added.
Jesse just laughed. He may have already mentioned that he had a strict No Tenants rule, a rule that I assumed also went for Josie, but he could still look.
Of course, Josie and he were looking at the same people. So her rule was as irrelevant as his when it came to me.
I left to buy said deck chairs almost immediately. I was still dressed for moving anyway, and I had classes to teach the next day. Before dusk, I had two new outdoor upholstered chairs for my balcony, both facing the one side of the courtyard, and a small loveseat on the side of the balcony around the corner from the sliding doors, both sides together giving me a view of virtually the entire complex, and more importantly of all the pool. The seating was more luxurious and expensive than I had planned on, and what would I need a couch for? But they all came as a set, were comfortable, and I was feeling like splurging.
When pool season began in a few weeks, I would be ready. This balcony would be an awesome place to work on my research and to grade homework... with a view.
*
Within weeks, my decision to flee my old digs was looking better and better. I liked living out at The Courtyard. It was mostly very quiet and relaxing, but still felt alive with social activities now and then. 'Quiet Hours' began at ten o'clock, eleven-thirty on weekends, but before then, evenings were usually filled with the sounds of people having fun here and there.
I was learning that Jesse was the enforcer on things like quiet hours--not because he was uptight or on a power trip, but because he was a little terrified of the responsibility of running the place and desperately wanted to do things right for everyone. Most of us among the tenants just smiled and indulged him in his recurring bouts of excessive responsibility. Plus, his book club was good and surprisingly well-attended. Lots of girls came to it.
I joined several clubs from the start, to get me over the hump of meeting people, and soon I had a pretty nice growing number of fellow tenants who I knew well enough to talk with in passing. Some, I hoped, would grow to become friends.
Even better, the pool had just been drained for a cleaning before the season began. In a couple of days, it would be filled again. Then, though it was really not yet warm enough for swimming in by any but the weirdly hardiest of souls, I knew lots of us were looking forward to hanging out beside it on the increasingly common warm, sunny days of spring.
With virtually all my neighbors being either undergraduate juniors and seniors, or post-grad students like me, I was finding myself with a lot of attractive neighbors.
As I returned from campus late one evening, I ran into one of those neighbors that I most looked forward to seeing hanging out by the pool. "Hey, Susan," I said, holding the door for her after carding myself in.
"Yo, Ken," she replied, hustling to slide in while I held the door. She had both hands full of grocery bags. "Thanks," she added, as I let the door close behind her.
"Club meeting supplies?" I asked idly, indicating her groceries. I made a half-hearted wordless offer to help her with them, but she ignored it politely. I did not know her that well yet, and then only through the beer and wine club. All I knew about Susan Yellowstone was that she did not care much for beer, knew a ton about wine, though with questionable taste in whites... and she always wore snuggly-fitting, dark blue, stretchy jeans that clearly displayed long, slender legs and, more importantly, an ass lush and sleek enough to die for.



That day, she also had on a loden green top that was tailored perfectly to her also impressive torso, with its flat belly and softball-sized tits. The peplum that flared out over her hips just made her partially concealed ass look that much better.
"No, these are just my supplies for the rest of the week," Susan said, gesturing with her bags. "Look," she said, as we wandered through the entry, "when are we going to break up the club into wine club and beer club?"
"I like both, myself," I sort of grumbled.
"I understand. Lots of people do. But if we just officially had the beer lovers meet once a month, and the wine lovers once a month, then people like me won't feel like we have to show up for beer nights." Personally, I liked a situation that made Susan show up more often... "And really, it is torture for guys like Manny Dinkins and his buddy whatsisname whenever our meetings get into the weeds about some new grape varietal."
I shrugged. I was not going to get my hands on her groceries, which was a shame as I had been wanting an excuse to go over to her apartment at some point, whichever unit it was. But since that was not happening this afternoon, I waved and headed up the stairs, while Susan crossed the courtyard, skirting the pool.
I tossed down my mail, grabbed a beer out of the fridge, and took my messenger bag outside. I overrode the automatic porch light, turning it off. Even this early in the year, it would have attracted bugs. I plopped down in my chair and took out my laptop. The assignments I needed to grade that evening had been submitted electronically. The evening was quiet, and gorgeous, and even a little warm. I was not going to grade papers inside on my couch.
In the deepening gloom, the lights came on in the second-floor apartment directly across the pool from this side of my porch. I looked up automatically and learned that that unit was Susan's, as I could see her walk in and put down her groceries in the kitchen area.
I shook my head, not for the first time, at one of the few missteps that Josie and Jessie had made in renovating the apartments. Instead of blinds, they had provided white curtains to cover all the windows. In the bedrooms, they were black-out curtains and did a great job letting those of us who needed near-total darkness to sleep, do just that.
But they had only installed privacy sheers in the living spaces. In principle, that was a great idea. They were light and airy-looking, and let in nice, suffused light during the day. That annoyed me a little, however, because that light was too bright for my tastes if I wanted to watch a movie or other TV content before sundown.
I also discovered, at that very moment, that, if the exterior porch light was off, and the lights inside were on, the privacy sheers provided fuck-all in the way of privacy at night. I could see Susan quite clearly as she put away her groceries.
With a grumble, I began reading papers. They would not grade themselves.
I'll admit, my eye did keep getting drawn to motion inside her unit. As I said, I like to look, and Susan, in that outfit, was well worth looking at!
My eyes were drawn a last time as she stood up and turned off her television, then headed for the bedroom. My eyes cast around at the other apartments on the side opposite where I was sitting. About a third had lights on in the living areas. While a few of them had residents who had changed the sheers for something more substantial, or just had them open entirely, most of them were just like Susan's... and mine for that matter. I could see right into a couple of those who had also turned off their porch lights, though the more off the angle, the better the job the sheers did, and the less far inside I could see.
I was pretty sure that for the units to either side of Susan's, and those right below, I'd see right in through the curtains.
I should probably mention it to Jesse or Josie.
As I thought about it, motion drew my eye back Susan's apartment. She walked back out of the bedroom and into the kitchen, heading toward the fridge with her empty wine glass. As I said, my view was clear. I even saw her eyes flick toward the windows to check that the curtains were closed as she first entered the living room. She did it because she was halfway through getting undressed.
Halfway, as in she was completely topless.
Even better, she still had those jeans on, complete with her low but sexy heels.
Yes, better. I would love to see her completely naked, of course. Who would not want to see Susan naked? But a topless girl in jeans is one of my special fantasies. I have many fantasies, but this one was tops.This topless girl, in those jeans was a transcendent experience.
I should have turned away. I should have looked back at my work. I should have texted her that her sheers were, in fact, quite sheer.
Instead, I turned off my laptop and leaned back into the chair to drink in every second I was given.
There were not a lot of them. She just walked over to the fridge and poured herself a second glass of something white. Her breasts bounced as she swung the heavy fridge door closed. Those tits were fucking hot. I had always been a little hypnotized by her ass, and hadn't really considered how nice her tits probably were. Now that I knew exactly how good they were, they would be hard to ignore.
While not massive or anything, they were bountiful, and for all their size, they floated as much as they hung on her chest. The aureoles were large, vertically oblong, and of a rich, dark tone. Her nipples were relaxed, which made sense. To Susan, she was just grabbing a nightcap while getting undressed. She did not know what kind of show she was putting on for me.
My nipples were hard as rocks--along with other portions of my anatomy. I shifted in the chair.
She took a single sip, then turned and swayed back toward the bedroom. She stopped halfway, side on to me, and bent to slip off her heels and grab them in her free hand. That gave me a fucking incredible view of how her boobs dangled when she leant down.
Then she flicked off the lights as she passed into the bedroom, and my show was over.
Fuck!
I really should tell her.
But then I would sort of have to tell her what I had already seen.
In cowardly fashion, I kicked the can of that subject down the road, and went back to grading papers, which were just as bad as I expected.
I grumpily realized that I needed to talk to all my classes about how not only was it a waste of time and tuition money to use ChatGPT to write their papers, not only was it cheating, not only did it often just get shit wrong, but mostly that ChatGPT plagiarized like a mother-fucker, and did nothing to disguise that fact...
*
The next day, Josie was putting up a couple of new notices on the bulletin board as I was leaving the complex. She was, as usual, dressed like the competent guy from Tim Allen's first sitcom, except in denim shorts. Those shorts were nowhere near the painted-on masterworks of denim that Susan liked to wear, but it was still nice to see her in them while stretched up on tiptoes. She was stapling up a notice to everyone that even once the pool was filled, we needed to wait until further notice before deciding to get in, as the chemicals needed to stabilize.
I should tell her about the sheers situation.
How did they not know already?
I realized that both Josie and Jesse's units were remote, in the corner. Their windows faced out back to the woods. They didn't have anything but a severe angle view of any of the other units from their front doors, so it likely never seemed like an issue to them.
Instead of bringing up drapes, I asked about the pool.
Josie grimaced and said that they were way over their budget for getting it ready this year, but she and Jesse had both convinced each other to drain it completely and do a total clean-out. It would take several tankers of water to refill, and those were apparently not cheap.
I let the drapes be. All I needed to be a complete heel was to tell these two overly conscientious business owners that they had a lot of expensive new window coverings that they should replace.
*
Two days later, I again ran into Susan in the entry, this time she was coming in as I was on my way out to buy some beer and treat myself to some Chick-fil-A.
"Hey, Ken!" Susan said idly as she passed. "Coming to book club tomorrow night?" She meant Jesse's Books We Want to Read, not Josie's Books We Ought to Read. She was not a member of that one.
"See you there," I said, instead of what I should have said, which was, 'Um, people can see through your curtains at night.'
Before I could summon the courage to actually say what I needed to, Susan was headed off, clearly not looking to waste time shooting the shit.
Yes, I watched that ass as it departed. I could not help myself, and I did not want to look away, anyway.
I got my beer, and then my delicious chicken sandwich. I drove smoothly back up into our little valley, finally getting used to the double switchback you had to negotiate to get past a giant boulder that had obviously been too expensive to remove when the place was built. My heart idly went out to the truck drivers who would soon be bringing tankers of pool water around that rock.
My fries were long gone by the time I got home, of course, and the sandwich was half-eaten as well. I grabbed the six-pack and finished off my sandwich just as I climbed the last steps to the upper floor. Once I let myself into my apartment, I grabbed one of the beers, shoved my trash in the can, and took my iPad out to the porch. I had no papers to grade, and I intended to relax in the cool, dark evening and ninja the shit out of some fruit on the tablet. Work at school was about to get crazy, and I knew it...
My fingertips were soon sore, but I was having a pretty good evening, score-wise. Then I looked up and saw Susan's light on. So much for good scores, I soon found out.
And no, she wasn't parading around topless again. She was actually just sitting on her couch, with what was probably this week's book club book. Her phone was beside her on the couch, and she was clearly in one of those slow-motion text conversations with somebody or somebodies...
I still had a hard time not looking. Once the male brain gets a taste, it keeps wanting to go back for more.
That went on for a while--almost long enough for me to get effective again about slicing fruit in my game. Then I was distracted again as I saw Susan stand up, mark the book, and set it down, then put her empty wine glass in the sink and head for her bedroom. I even caught a glimpse of her tugging the tails of her teeshirt loose as she headed for bed.
I really should have texted her a warning about the sheers.
No good now, I thought, since she had left her phone on the couch. Right?
My mind whirled at how long she had been in her bedroom. Not very. I opened Messages.
ME: Susan, what do you think of the book?
I could see the flash from her apartment as the message alert hit her phone. Would she hear it, or did she leave her phone on silent?
A moment or so later, Susan popped back into view, probably reminded by the sound of my message that she had left the phone behind.
And yes! She had just managed to get her top and bra off, but her jeans were still on, and though the button was popped open, the zipper was still up. The vision had reappeared.
I pumped my fist in excited silence. I had timed that just right, somehow!
Wait, I had timed it?
Fuck. I had timed it, hadn't I?
I watched as Susan picked up her phone and looked at it. Then she stood there, about three-quarters turned toward me, and absent-mindedly swiped it open. She typed quickly.
SUSAN: Looks like a barn-burner of a finish in this one! I have about twenty pages to go, once I get into bed
She didn't immediately head back to the bedroom, so I realized that she was sort of waiting for a response.
I was going to have a text conversation with this girl while I stared at her tits? Without telling her I could stare at her tits?
I could feel and act guilty later. At the moment, I was staring at those tits... over those jeans.
ME: I finished it earlier. Ending is a bang, but sets up a sequel, so be warned.
SUSAN: No Spoilers!
Damned if Susan didn't just settle down, sitting on the edge of her table, with one leg lifted elegantly to rest its thigh along the edge, while the other stuck out straight to brace her as we got into a discussion!
Even in the abstract, her topless-in-jeans visage was the hottest thing I'd seen since watching Taylor Green take most of my cock into her mouth the week before our college graduation. But somehow the sheer, non-sexual banality of the situation was making it even hotter for me. She even idly scratched an itch on the inside curve of her boob at one point as she perched there, having a text conversation.
I am not much for masturbation, but I might have to whack off hard when I finally left the porch and went to bed...
Fuck. How was I now going to tell her about her sheers without giving it away in my eyes and voice?
ME: Have fun with the last chapters. I'm going to hit the hay.
SUSAN: Wilco. I was just about done getting ready for bed myself when you texted. See you at the meeting! [Smiley Face Emoji]
She barely had her top off. How was that 'almost done'? Did she sleep in the nude?
I fled inside before I did something stupid out on my porch.
It was only a little stupid when I did it inside, in my bed, with the blackout curtains closed...
*
After the meeting, I stuck around to whine at Jessie for choosing a book that wasn't self-contained. To my surprise, Susan had the same issue and stuck around as well. We roasted him a bit, but he reassured us that the sequel was already announced and had a release date in the near future. He even pulled out his phone and showed us the Amazon page for the next book to prove it to us.
I was inclined to give him more shit, but Susan decreed that he was off the hook. Since she decided to leave at that point, I decided I needed to bite the bullet and walk with her, rather than keep gnawing on Jesse.
We had had the meeting down near Jessie's apartment, our deck chairs around that end of the pool. Susan and I walked through the near darkness back toward the center of the complex.
"Hey, listen," I said, before I could chicken out. "You should know... um... when the light is right at night, people outside can see into your living room, even with the sheers closed."
"Really?" Susan said, in shock that was more or less intellectual in flavor, not thinking of possible secondary effects... for about three strides. Then she stopped suddenly. "Wait! Did you discover this the other night while we were texting?" she asked, looking at me through suddenly narrowed eyes.
All I had to do to be truthful was to say no. I had discovered it earlier, after all.
But I froze. And almost certainly looked guilty, even in the gloom.
She immediately recognized that I had seen her at some point at least during her topless texting. Her arm went up involuntarily, as if to cover her chest, then she forced it back down, regaining control. She glared at me for a moment, then smirked a little.
"Did you like what you saw?"
I sort of rolled my eyes and let my head flop around a bit, trying to keep it light while admitting the blindingly obvious.
"You could have let me know, you know, at the time you douche," she said, but with no real heat, thankfully. "I guess you were just too engrossed in our conversation about space battles," she finished with a genuine sneer. It wasn't a very angry sneer, but sneer it definitely was.
"Sorry," I shrugged. "I... I really am. That's why I fessed up."
Susan looked at me again, almost appraisingly. Was I going to be let off the hook? Why?
"I have a boyfriend," she said repressively.
That was not what I was expecting to hear. But again, it wasn't like she was sounding as if she was going to set him upon me.
"And," she added. "I have a girlfriend, too."
That was even more unexpected.
"Um, not sure what to make of those two pieces of information," I sort of blurted. Susan just snorted and looked at me. "Do, um... what do they think of those two pieces of info?" I asked, honestly unable to contain my curiosity.
Susan laughed. "They, um, only have the most abstract knowledge of each other."
I really did not know what to do with that!
"Thanks for letting me know," Susan said and turned to the other side of the pool from mine to head back to her apartment.
I should have gotten a ticking off. I should have gotten a shiner, actually. What I had gotten instead was informed that her social calendar was full. What the fuck?
It still didn't keep me from bemusedly watching that ass, with its sleek, full, but perfectly curvaceous buns swish away.
I shook my head and forced myself to head back to my place, before she turned around and busted me again.
I resolutely did not go out on my porch that evening.
*
But the next night I did.
I plopped my butt down in my seat and started in on more papers. I wanted to, I needed to, work on my own research, but my generous fellowship that paid for this nice apartment with its... stupendous views required I put teaching first on my daily order of priorities.
Fortunately, Susan's apartment was dark.
Until it wasn't. My eyes automatically flicked up toward her place as the lights flickered to life inside. Susan walked in, locking her door and putting down her mail in the kitchen area. Then she stopped and looked at her window, or more accurately, she was obviously examining the drapes. From my own experiments, I knew she was coming to grips with the fact that curtains that looked so opaque were anything but. How she had managed to override the automatic porch lights outside so they didn't come on on their own every evening, I did not know. Did she regret doing it now?
Suddenly, she slid her phone from her back pocket and typed on it.
My iPad dinged.
SUSAN: Are you home right now?
ME: Yes.
SUSAN: On your porch like always?
ME: Yes.
I kind of wanted to deny it, but that comment about 'like always' told me that she had seen me out here all the time when she went in and out at night.
SUSAN: Can you see me right now?
She stared at the window from where she stood, fully clothed of course, in her kitchen. She almost had my location correct. Her eyes were focused just barely to my right.
ME: Yes. This is what I'm talking about.
Susan set her phone down irritably. Then she walked over to the sliding glass doors. Instead of opening them, she reached out and flicked on the porch light. Instantly, she disappeared from my sight. The glass was now just shiny white.
A moment later, I was texted again.
SUSAN: Now?
ME: Like I said, no. Just leave the porch light on and you are all good.
There was extended silence. Then, rather than a reply, the porch light flicked out again, and I saw Susan walking back to her kitchen, fingers working her phone.
SUSAN: I don't get you. You are such a gentleman usually. And you went out of your way to tell me about the situation
SUSAN: But you also watched me in here with my tits out during that whole text thread, didn't you? I've read it over, and you kept me going several times when I was about to punch out
How was I supposed to respond to that?
ME: [Shameful Shrug Emoji]
ME: Sorry.
SUSAN: I'm surprised you finally let me go, instead of hoping I'd finish getting naked for you
ME: Unnecessary



I hit send on that before I really realized I'd typed it. I desperately tried to remember how to delete a sent text, which is now a thing, and I clawed it back as quickly as I could.
Too late.
SUSAN: What does that mean?
I just stared at the screen in wonder at my stupidity. Then I stared over at Susan, who was standing only a few feet beyond the curtains, beside her couch, looking impatient.
Shit.
SUSAN: Are you trying to claim you are such a tit man, you wouldn't want to see my ass naked?
It was fascinating how insulted a woman could sound through a simple text.
ME: No! I totally want to see you naked, but [DELETE] [DELETE] [DELETE]
I caught that one before I sent it.
SUSAN: You started to explain and then bailed
She had seen the little 'typing' three dots.
SUSAN: Coward
That stung a little.
ME: It's just that...
ME: Gorgeous Topless Woman in Jeans is kind of an apex visual for me.
I actually stopped and considered before I sent that, but did it anyway.
I saw her laugh, then glare good-naturedly in my general direction
SUSAN: Perv!
ME: I'm really, really sorry!
I saw her toss her head from side to side at my pathetic apology.
SUSAN: I suppose I'll survive
She was flipping me off, with somewhat better accuracy, as that message arrived on my phone.
SUSAN: I might even let you survive too
Ouch.
She looked like she was waiting for a reply, but the accused stood mute. The possibility that this might pass without becoming a whole, public Thing was too tantalizing for me to risk typing something stupid.
I hoped silence sounded contrite. I was being contrite after all.
After a minute, Susan set down her phone. (Yes, I was still watching. I couldn't help it at this point.) Then she sat down at her kitchen island on a stool to open up her laptop. In doing so, she almost deliberately turned her back on me.
Of course that just meant I got to watch her ass in those tight jeans as she sat on the backless stool...
I sat there, bemused, and with a racing heart until the whole scariness of the episode began to fade and my pulse slowed. I flicked open my tablet and got back to work on papers. I was able to grade the next two fairly quickly, because they didn't suck too much, which was a nice thing. The next was a mass of mostly very basic errors. How did this kid graduate from high school, much less get into a university as selective as ours?
Susan suddenly rose, instantly dragging my attention from the paper. She looked like she was fretting for an instant, then she walked toward the curtains again. Once again, she flicked on the porch lights and I lost my ability to see her.
Then... nothing.
I expected to see that porch light on from now on. Honestly, I was more than a little relieved. Susan was apparently a fairly forgiving person. I might not lose a friend. Apparently, she had been just barely flattered enough to tell me to fuck off because she had a boyfriend... and a girlfriend for that matter, as opposed to telling me to fuck off because I was such a douchey perv.
I got a good amount of work done and was feeling incongruously virtuous, given the circumstances, that I might actually have these papers ready to give back on time.
I was bogging down on another execrable offering when Susan's porch light went out again. I looked up idly to see if she was going to bed, since the inside lights were still on.
She was topless again. She wasn't looking toward me, or otherwise doing anything to acknowledge that she had just decided to up and deliberately expose herself to me.
She just went about her evening, unloading her dishwasher, which involved a lot of bending over and reaching up, both activities I highly approved of, given her current wardrobe situation. Her long dark hair was loose, but not long enough to quite obstruct my view as it moved silkily over her body.
I couldn't help myself. I needed to be the good guy.
ME: Um. I'm still out here, grading papers.
She turned toward the kitchen table and picked up her phone.
SUSAN: I figured
ME: Why?
She turned to lean back against the table, facing me now. She crossed one long, elegant leg over its jeans-clad match and posed her bare foot on its toes. She typed away.
SUSAN: I'm finding the experience of being watched interesting
Well, I was finding the watching interesting. I texted nothing.
After a bit, she grew impatient.
SUSAN: Tell me what you are thinking about, over there in the dark
ME: It's more of a visual experience.
I was starting to relax. Whatever was going on now, she had initiated it, so how much trouble I could get into was minimal. I just wanted it to go on.
SUSAN: Bullshit. You are thinking of doing things to me.
SUSAN: Taking off the rest of my clothes?
ME: No!
Then, after a few seconds, I followed up that instant response.
ME: I told you. You could not possibly look any more sexy than you do right this instant.
She smiled at that fleetingly.
SUSAN: Still bullshit. You are thinking about what you would do to me.
After I refused to reply for a bit, she went on.
SUSAN: Tell me what you are thinking about doing.
ME: That seems like a rather unwise question to answer...
SUSAN: The alternative is my turning the port light back on
SUSAN: And leaving it on
She got up, phone still in hand and began to straighten her coffee table's contents. That was a nice view. A view I wanted to keep seeing.
I shrugged.
ME: I'd kiss you, of course. Then fondle your breasts. And tug on your nipples. I'd try to figure out if you liked them pinched. What would I find out?
I stared at that text. How had I had the balls to write all that?
Susan stood and read it.
SUSAN: Light pinching is mandatory. LIGHT
I took a breath and adjusted my pants, which were being... constricting.
ME: Then I'd bend down and suckle on them. Hard, then gently. I'd bite your nipples about as hard as I had pinched them. Meanwhile, my hands would grab the finest ass there is and squeeze it in those jeans that are so unfairly well-fitting.
I saw Susan read that, and her hand went unconsciously to a breast as she did so.
ME: How's that?
SUSAN: Next?
We both were turned on by this game, obviously. Was this a way for her to get some extracurricular jollies, without actually touching anyone? Did she sext a lot?
I was certainly receiving a full set of jollies of my own. How far could I go?
ME: I'd pull your hands down between us and slip your fingertips into my waistband.
SUSAN: I'd definitely check out what I could feel. How big would I find it?
ME: In the fantasy, or real life?
That was a risk. Real life was not the subject I wanted her thinking about. Not what I wanted to think about.
SUSAN: Both!
Shit.
ME: In the fantasy, I'm nine inches long and thick as a shovel handle.
ME: In real life, I'm more like just over seven.
And not remotely shovel handle thick...
SUSAN: Nice humble brag
SUSAN: Next? Going to take off my jeans yet?
ME: Mine, yes. Yours, no!
I paused. Fuck it.
ME: I would let you pull my pants off. Then you'd kneel down and suck my cock to get it good and wet. Then you'd wrap those glorious breasts around it and let me fuck them until I creamed all over them and the rest of your torso.
Fuck. I almost came, just writing that.
Susan read that. Put down her phone firmly, and walked away from my direction.
Maybe just a tad too far, Ken...
She turned around and walked back to pick up her phone.
SUSAN: I think maybe we can make that happen
I stared at the phone in disbelief. I couldn't even look up at Susan.
SUSAN: I am unlocking my front door. You have five minutes to come through it before I lock it again. This is your only chance
I stared up, seeing her walk to her apartment door and flip the lock.
I was out my front door before I realized it. I froze, then spun back inside, risking the loss of time to grab a bottle of wine that I figured would appeal to Susan. I dashed back out again, clutching it.
I crossed the courtyard, circling around the pool at what I hoped looked like a sedate pace to anyone who might be watching, then nearly sprinted up the stairs to Susan's floor.
I almost knocked, but then I thought better of it and pushed the door open slowly. I stepped in and let it close behind me. She was standing there, still topless, and lightyears hotter even than before, now that I was seeing her close up and without the gauzy haze of the sheers.
"Nice bottle," she said, and walked past me, achingly close, on the way to her cabinet where she retrieved two glasses and a wine service.
I took the corkscrew and opened the bottle smoothly. Three summers waiting tables as an undergrad served me well here. I poured us each a healthy portion. We clinked the glasses and drank deeply.
"So, shall we make this happen?" Susan said softly, suddenly a little hesitant, just like me.
"Um... the boyfriend? And I guess, the girlfriend?" I enquired. I was horny, but I wasn't wanting to screw up her life.
The question actually relaxed her. "When you openly have one of each, it makes a little extracurricular fooling around kind of expected for everybody." She set down her wine glass.
I set down mine and stepped toward her. I tentatively leaned in for a kiss, and she leaned forward in reply. Our lips met and it was instantly a deep, breath-stealing kiss with tongues boring into each other's mouths. This was not a delicate, sweet, exploratory first kiss. This was a kiss between two people who were horny and looking to do something about it.
My hands found those breasts, and oh wow did they feel great. They more than filled my grasp, and were firm but heavy. I squeezed and massaged them and Susan put her arms around my waist and pulled me toward her, pressing my hands between us. Her nipples were hard, and quite prominent as they rubbed the palms of my hands. I shifted my fingers and clasped them. A gentle tug or two was followed by my first pinch.
Susan murmured appreciatively, and I pinched a bit harder, tugging them outward in turn. It did not take long to determine just how hard she wanted them molested. The woman gave stupendous feedback with her hands around my waist, and her lips and tongue against mine.
What was I supposed to do next?
Oh, yes.
I slid my hands down to cup her ass, which was surprisingly soft and giving, even in the tight, spandex-supplemented denim. Susan moaned as I momentarily sucked on the side of her neck before bending lower to clasp a nipple in my mouth.
I went on with that activity for really quite a while. It was a dream come true. She liked a little biting, and I loved doing a little biting. And she wore the most amazing scent. I did not really remember Susan wearing perfume any time I'd hung out with her before. Had she put it on at some point this evening? Or did she just wear it so lightly, you had to be this close to appreciate it?
I might have just kept on like that, but Susan remembered the rest of my fantasy. She pushed herself free of me and knelt down on the floor before me. She flashed a grin at me, then bent to work open my pants. She shoved them to the floor, and I stepped out of them. It was fortunate the night was so mild, and I had changed shoes to flip-flops when I had gotten home. Those are really easy to step out of along with your pants.
Susan barely noticed as she tugged my boxer-briefs out and down as well. She abandoned them to my own efforts about my knees as she gave a good look at my cock. She reached out and stroked it gently. "Damned if you can't back up the humble brag, Ken," she said, tracing the largest of my surface veins. "You are doing all right down here."
Then she opened her mouth and slid it over my cock. I lost sight of my member beneath the cascade of long dark brown hair as she bent to take me between her lips. I'm not sure who groaned happily first, but we both groaned happily. And she swiftly soaked my cock in saliva with wide brushes from her tongue and soaking submersion in her mouth. Her ass in those jeans was just barely in view behind her, the waistband puckering outward just a hair.
After a final, loud sucking sound that weakened my knees, Susan raised her head, tossing the hair away from her face, and looked up to lock her brown eyes on mine. She straightened up a bit, grabbed those awesome boobs, and pressed them with her hands around my cock. And just sat there, smiling up at me.
Among my only two actual, long-term lovers, the one had not been equipped for this, while the other had had desultory interest in trying it at best. Otherwise, I had managed to fuck some tits before, but never with a girl so magnificently equipped. It wasn't like Susan's tits were huge pillows that buried my cock in their mounds, but they were simply fantastic, and well big enough to just encase my shaft.
But I knew what to do, and began to slowly drag my dick in and out of her mammary embrace.
"Oh fuck, this is amazing," I groaned.
Sarah just groaned and I saw her flexing her hips as my cock massaged between her tits. She kept her eyes up toward me, though they swiftly became half-lidded, and she merely murmured happily. My eyes locked to hers as I thrust away. Wow, this was fun...
Suddenly, I felt the faintest tug of friction as the saliva coating my dick began to dry. Susan felt it too, and suddenly her breasts' hold on me was relinquished, and she bent once more to bathe me in spit--spit, and other glorious attentions.
But as soon as my balls were once more dripping with excess saliva, Susan let me slip from her mouth and pressed her chest against my groin. This time, she grabbed my hands and placed them on her tits, leaving it to me to press them around my hungry cock, while her hands dove down between her legs to massage her crotch right through the denim of her jeans.
My hands grasped at her mounds, and I pressed them in to give me glorious soft walls to push through. I remembered her wishes though, and twisted my hands to be able to clasp and pinch her hard nipples, tugging gently as I jammed my cock between her breasts.
Yeah. She liked that.
A lot.
But before much longer, well before I dried out again, she slipped from my grasp once more and sucked my back in between her lips, torturing me with her tongue. One hand lifted from between her thighs and jacked the base of my shaft energetically, while the other steadfastly stayed down below. She was putting a full-court press on me as her head bobbed industriously. She wanted me ready to come.
I muttered something about how she was 'going to make me', and she straightened again. As she pressed her chest against me once more, I needed no instruction to grab and press her tits again, immediately teasing her nipples harder than before.
She looked up at me, sweat dripping suddenly from her brow as she bit her lip. The sight of my cock poking its way through her cleavage over and over again below that eager face revved my engine even harder.
"Fuck them! Harder! Harder!" Susan gasped up at me, her eyes half-closed again. "Fuuuuuuuck theemmmmmm!" I felt her body thrum as she came. What that did to the tits I was fucking was incredible.
Wow! Was she coming just from a titfuck and nipple play? Her own digital attention had to have something to do with it, of course, but I was going to assume my cock was just that good.
My cock had also had enough itself... almost.
I felt my own orgasm, far more titanic feeling than Susan's had seemed, rise and teeter on the edge. As I thrust through her tits, mashing them hard together around me, my body flushed and almost froze. Even though I was breathing easily, everything felt like I'd been holding my breath for an uncomfortably long time, all systems seeming to be sparking and wobbling for lack of air.
I found myself holding my breath for real for the last few strokes before I exhaled loudly and explosively as I felt my tip fountain cum out everywhere. My body felt an ecstatic release as that feeling of teetering on the edge was replaced with erotic freefall. Susan made such a gleeful noise herself, I realized she might be coming again as I looked down to see a final spray arch upward, unblocked by her titflesh this time and curve out to smack her chin.
My whole body kind of spazzed out through a few final, ragged hip thrusts, that rubbed against almost nothing, as my fingers had nervelessly lost their grip on Susan's breasts. My ecstatic cock bobbed between us, sticky with spit and my own cum. Susan's breasts were smeared with the stuff throughout the valley between them. A thin spurt or two decorated her upper chest and right clavicle. And that big dollop on her chin dripped slowly down onto her already sticky tits.
I had seen some glorious shit in my life to that point, but nothing approached the sight before me. A sensational pair of legs kneeling before me in perfectly fitted jeans, with a bare, absolutely premium torso above it, dripping with my cum, all topped with a smiling, flushed, lovely face looking up at me.
I teetered on my feet, and ruined the visage by stepping backward to collapse on the couch before I fell. Worse, I almost missed it as I flopped down.
We stared at each other in exhausted glee.
Then Susan just shook her head, rose to her feet, and carefully walked into her kitchen area, that backside swaying enticingly as she went. She grabbed a kitchen towel and started wiping her chest and chin free of my spooge.
"Can I borrow that?" I asked drily. My cock and balls were sticky messes.
"No, I've got a better way to clean you up," Susan practically giggled and knelt before me once more, taking her time licking first my balls, then my still softening shaft free of bodily fluids. It was erotic as hell, but despite my cock's clear desire to rally, it was still too soon.
"There," she said, straightening up, this time turning to grab the wine bottle I had brought earlier and pour us each another half glass. I wobbled to my feet, and we toasted each other wordlessly.
Then, she leaned in and kissed me, and for the first time, it was a light one.
"I told you before, I am stocked up on significant others," she said seriously. "And I really don't want another, especially not one so potentially disastrously convenient as you are. Is that okay?"
In that precise moment, I just wanted to sex this girl up full-time forever, but I more fundamentally was not looking for any serious entanglements either. "Much as it disappoints me in the moment," I grinned. "I know where you are coming from. Look how late this little text flirtation has us up. I have lab work tomorrow... early!"
Susan laughed with me as I dressed. She, evilly, just left her glorious torso naked to distract me, bless her...
"Still," she added, just as I was about to open her door to go. "I really hate leaving that porch light on all the time. So you might want to keep your eyes peeled..."
----------
I hope this gets you off to a good start, folks! This whole series will be posted in Exhibitionist/Voyeur, as that is the overarching theme. Later chapters are still just in draft form, so don't expect the rapid-fire release of chapters I have sometimes managed in the past.
Of course, that means you can have some input about how things go with your comments...
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Let's introduce a few new characters here, and get on with the story of Ken Hawthorne, the man who likes to watch, as he learns a few other things he doesn't mind...
As always, remember that I don't go for realistic stories, aiming instead for a narrative that is plausibly ridiculous. Enjoy the romp.
----------
Sylvan Courtyard -- Two: Settling In
----------
"God damn that fucking Professor Thames! I'd fuck that woman up," I said, frustratedly slamming the tiny desk in the also tiny, and very crowded grad student office I had been assigned as I began my doctoral studies. I, and four (four!) other grad students/instructors had to share the cramped confines to house all our personal items and research materials. We also had to each hold office hours in there. At the moment, I was almost alone, with only Petey Wilson for company at the moment.
Petey was occasionally funny, and almost never helpful, as he proceeded to exemplify. "Fuck her, huh? You could try that. She might just go for it."
I glared at him. "Not helpful," I growled.
Inwardly, I actually found myself considering the idea. Amanda Thames was... very doable, to be honest, even if she was forty-two. I would have bet that when she was my age she had been at the Oh My God Please Who Do I Need To Kill level of attractiveness. The thought was still quite unhelpfully distracting at her current age.
There are pretty few actual traditional classes you have to take to earn a doctorate, but Professor Thames's was the last such that I did have to have. She was quite demanding in terms of time for her class, and inflexible about deadlines. Neither of these traits were helpful for a doctoral candidate who has his own over-burdensome teaching schedule, a need for as much time as possible to do his own research, and the imperative to suck up to his actual mentor by doing lots of work for him.
Thames did have a pretty sweet, MILF-type body...
I shook my head. A few hours' free time lost here and there were not worth the career-threatening risk of trying to fuck a professor, especially one who is not at all an ally of your mentor! Dr. Thames really demanded only a few more hours than was reasonable, and only occasionally. I could deal with it.
Petey was still looking at me and laughed. "You are thinking about it, aren't you?" he accused, unjustly but accurately.
"I tell you what, Casanova," I snarled agreeably, "you fuck her, and ask her to get off my back while you have her on hers."
"Like I'm in her league," Petey snorted. "'Course, you aren't either, so I can see your problem."
I bristled inwardly at that thought.
But getting Petey to shut up once he got going on something usually required insincerely agreeing to whatever stupid and ridiculous idea he had, so I shrugged in implied acknowledgment. Sure enough, it worked, and he went back to whatever worthless mathematical research he was pursuing.
I just wanted to get on my way a little earlier than usual that evening, because later we were having a Friday night pool party at my apartment complex. I looked at my watch and set a timer for 50 minutes. I could buckle down that long, and still be able to get home, get changed, and be down by the pool before anyone could make much of a dent in the keg that our landlords Jesse and Josie were promising for the night.
*
I had only been in the Sylvan Courtyard as a resident for two months now. This was to be the first general party that management had put on since my arrival, and the first major pool event since the weather had finally started to get really nice. They had told me they worked at events to create a social environment at the complex when I had signed the lease, but I hadn't actually believed it would be all that important. I was beginning to so believe. The clubs and stuff were great, way better than the larger, on-campus equivalents. And word from the long-term tenants was that pool parties were usually pretty successful.
Back at my apartment, I looked at myself in the mirror, and liking what I saw, because I am arrogant that way, I smiled and decided to forget about a shirt. If it cooled down later, my apartment was right there, overlooking the pool, and was just a close flight of stairs away.
Sylvan Courtyard was in a remote wooded area, the only road in led straight from campus, and there were nothing but one-bedroom units, so almost every resident was young and directly connected to the university. There were a bunch of wealthy, older undergrads, and a few adjunct professors, while the majority consisted of nursing or grad students like me. All that meant that my neighbors included an extraordinary number of hot women my own age, or near enough. I hoped the women would be attired similarly to me that evening.
No, I don't mean topless. The owners, Jesse and Josie, were actually pretty conservative about appearances. I just was hoping for my share of bikinis to check out, plus a few more beyond my share.
I could hear a good crowd already down around the pool as I swiftly slid down the steps to the ground level. I looked around in the dying sunlight and saw that indeed, most everyone had dressed appropriately for a pool party.
I had been seriously blessed to have discovered this place just as my old roommate was getting us evicted from my prior digs.
In addition to having lots of hot women for tenants, the owners were around my age as well, and since they both worked day and night, the complex was their only social life as well. That meant they did their best to provide lots of opportunities for residents to meet and share interests. I knew a lot of the men and women around the pool pretty well already.
My friend Felicity Cramer, whom I knew from the workout facility and who lived down on the first floor but near my apartment, was among my favorites. Felicity is funny in the sort of way that makes you think she probably has a dirty mind, but if that was true, she kept it to herself. She has a cute face, but in the gym she always sported the kind of baggy sweats worn by people who might be in shape but don't have a body they are proud of. "Hey Ken," she said in greeting, waving at me idly as I bounded down the stairs. "Jesse has the keg down at the end of the pool near his apartment," she pointed helpfully.
She was wearing a swimsuit for the party, but it was a one-piece Speedo, the racing kind that mashes any chest less than watermelon-level down flat. Moreover, she wore baggy cargo shorts over that suit. Nice girl, but I figured she was a friend, not a prospect. I had plenty of other fish in my little sea. So I just thanked her and sauntered on around the poolside.
Jesse was hovering protectively over the keg. I like the guy a lot. He does a tremendous job keeping the place up, in an easy partnership with his younger sister, and he goes wildly above and beyond with social activities like this one. But he is painfully paranoid about appearances and responsibilities. Both Jesse and his little sister Josie had loved the uncle who raised them and left them the apartment complex. They both took honoring that bequest seriously. Jessie moreso, and sometimes to an amusing extent.
I already knew Jessie well enough to be sure that he would spend the first two hours hovering over the keg to make sure everybody behaved themselves. Then he would finally get bored and move off to tentatively have fun, right about the time people got drunk enough to want to try doing keg-stands or some other shit... Great guy, but a doofus.
We exchanged a few pleasant words as he drew me a beer, and he asked me to help him keep an eye out for things getting out of hand. The guy somehow had gotten the idea in his head that I was super responsible or something. I was not going to disabuse him of the notion. I mean, I do try to always do the right thing, but...
The idiot had not even poured himself a beer yet, and I made him rectify that so we could toast to the way he had arranged perfect weather for the evening. I even got him to admit that he was happy with the two-legged scenery that had resulted from the warm night. But he would not think of hitting on any girl there. It wouldn't be right, with him being the landlord and all... He wouldn't even let one of them hit on him, probably, which was too bad, Jesse was tall and a wiry bundle of muscles.
I excused myself as a couple of dudes I knew only casually descended on the keg.
I stepped around the pool and bent down to speak to Heather Vandross, who was in the water. I knew Heather from book club at the apartments, and from a political club on campus. Participation in the political club was more or less a vestige from both of us of our undergraduate days. The two of us spent a lot more time at meetings quietly making fun of the almost mindlessly earnest majority of the younger members and their antics than we did actually contributing anything ourselves. I figured it was a race between us to see who stopped going first.
As I squatted down beside the pool to talk with Heather, I found that she was just deep enough in the water that I could keep both her eyes and her submerged torso in view at the same time. Her sleek tits were floating nicely in the bright yellow bikini she wore. We commiserated about the dud of a book we were reading this month in Book Club, and shared some laughs about the latest email from the illustrious-in-her-own-mind president of the political club.
Unfortunately, Heather was then swept away by her frequently present boyfriend, who I neither knew nor liked well enough to jump in and follow. The only good to come from this turn of events was the chance to briefly check out Heather's ass. It was nice, but it was much deeper under the water, and thus harder to get a good look at. Also, while it was nice, it was not nearly as nice as the sweet handfuls that adorned her chest.
If she ever dumped Henry, I'd be at her door (which was next to my own) the next day...
I stood up and looked around for a bit to see if I could spot my other best book club friend, Susan. Susan was possibly as funny as Felicity, definitely hotter even than Heather, and had the excellent habit of occasionally parading around her apartment, which was right across the courtyard from my own, with her tits out and proud. The evening she had discovered I was able to watch her do this from my own balcony, she had revealed a severely gratifying kinky streak. Alas, this evening, she seemed to be out on a date with one or the other of her boyfriend or her girlfriend. Since that first encounter, I had not yet been visually invited back to her place even once. It was not going to be a common occurrence, even if blowjobs, titfucks, and fingerbanging were apparently not cheating in her book...
Can't have everything.
I wasn't even looking to find a hookup this evening anyway. Not really. Should one come my way, I'd happily accept, but this seemed like a good night to just enjoy the scenery and see which of my neighbors warranted closer attention for later...
Speaking of enjoying the scenery but without any ulterior motives, I found myself enjoying a nice conversation with one of the few married couples in our complex. I knew Jane and Rhonda from the apartment's wine and beer club. We shared the same tastes in the grape, and in the gender we wanted to have sex with.
The two spouses were each the sort of lesbians I characterize as Tragic Fucking Shames. And having two such attractive women taking each other out of the pool of available candidates was just a fucking disaster for the entire male race.
Both women were drinking from polycarbonate wine glasses filled with something light but red when I approached them. "The beer is free," I observed with a smile, lifting my cup in a sardonic toast.
Jane reached out to click her stem to my cup, then back to bump her wife's in turn. "That would be great, Ken, if either of us much liked beer."
We chatted for a bit about the University. Rhonda was an adjunct in the History Department, and Jane had a junior position in the administration, so our paths did not cross professionally. But juicy gossip is juicy gossip.
Keeping my eyes off of these two was not terribly easy, but doing so seemed the polite thing to do, right? So I made an effort to at least appear polite.
A young tenant that I did not know walked by, waving idly to Jane and Rhonda, while largely appearing to ignore me. The fact that she was wearing exactly the sort of bikini I had been hoping to see many of this evening, and had the sort of body meant to fill said hoped-for bikini, helped me keep my eyes momentarily away from the women I was talking to.
Jane and Rhonda both were wearing such bikinis too. And they filled them in at least as arresting matter. But married and lesbian was kind of a double layer of barbed wire no-go zone. That said, barbed wire doesn't block the view.
The blonde walked away, and her tight little ass swayed enchantingly in the near-thong bikini bottom she wore. My eyes found it momentarily easy to stay away from Jane and Rhonda as they followed the girl's journey toward the keg and a refill.
"Like that ass, do you, Ken?" Rhonda teased slyly, letting the current subject of the Dean of the business school's peccadillos slide.
I flinched, to be honest. I could feel my face redden a little at being caught so distractedly checking out the girl by these two. "No!" I said quickly. "I mean, um, she's attractive sure, but I was just wondering, um, what her name is."
The two of them looked at me in amusement. "Pull the other one, Ken," Jane laughed. She looked after the retreating girl. "Tell me you aren't imagining grabbing Tina's firm little cheeks and giving them a squeeze."
I was unprepared for this double-team assault from these two. I kind of gulped. I did not stop looking, however, because while I had formerly just been idly appreciating the girl's retreating backside, now I was finding the idea of grabbing it very difficult to banish. This tease seemed out of character and implausible from these two.
"Well, I sure as hell can imagine grabbing it," Rhonda added quietly. "Grabbing it and shoving my face between those thighs."
What?
Jane just nodded in what seemed almost like agreement! "Are you looking for permission, wife?" she purred, teasing Rhonda now. Rhonda just smiled fondly back at her and smirked.
The two of them teasing each other instead of me gave me a few seconds to regain my equilibrium. "You two just had the weirdest interaction I've seen in years," I said with a subtle shake of my head.
"As the saying goes, we are married, not dead," Jane said tartly. "Are you saying you've never seen a married guy checking out the passing parade?"
"Of course," I replied, warming to the discussion, now that I was not the center of it. "And I've seen wives giving a good eye-bath or two to strange guys walking by." I had been given an eye-bath or two myself by married women, I did not add out loud. "What is weird is both halves of a couple macking on the same person."
"Well, that is homosexuality for you, Ken," Jane replied, a certain snippiness in her voice that I had certainly not intended to evoke. "We are here, we're queer, get used to it."
Rather than get defensive again, I just shrugged. "I suppose I will. And since nothing breeds familiarity better than experience, I'll just ask you two who had the better ass, the girl who walked by just now, or Sue over there?" I subtly indicated the brunette I was referring to, who was facing away from us and bending over a chaise to put something down. Her bikini covered more of her ass, and she had more ass to cover, but I found the view incredible.
Jane snorted and Rhonda giggled. But they both gave Sue a good long look until she straightened and turned our way. All three of us looked away, which I found quietly hilarious since both of them seemed better at hiding their gaze than I was.
"The first girl, obviously," Jane declared. "Even if you don't count the way her thong just showed us damned near everything."
"No... I think Sue there is the winner," Rhonda argued. "More to hold onto." The two traded challenging glances, then turned in unison on me. "You break the tie, Ken, since you brought it up."
I looked at them both and decided to be evil. "Well, I have to go with Rhonda. I'd say that Sue has the best backside I've seen this evening... present company excluded, of course."
Both of them stared at me with good-natured hostility. There was possibly some appreciation for the compliment in there too. Who doesn't like being told they have a nice ass?
"Present company excluded," Jane said after a beat, leaning slightly backward to drop an obvious glance back at the rear of my trunks.
See? Who doesn't enjoy a compliment?
Heather Vandross took that moment to sway by with her boyfriend in tow. Perhaps I should say she bounced by. Regardless, she waved politely at me in recognition and ignored the women I was with.
"She really is uncomfortable with us, isn't she?" Jane asked Rhonda in amusement.
"She's just getting used to reality," Rhonda shrugged. "I'm just looking forward to her coming back by the next time," she added easily.
By this time, I was pretty much fully relaxed with this bizarre conversation and asked slyly, "Why? Want to see those boobs trying to spill out again when she walks?"
"Damned straight," Rhonda admitted easily.
"I think Ken and I are with you there, babe," Jane said casually.
With that, the three of us happily started rating the boobs of every girl we could see around us. I'm enough of an animal to have had many such conversations by a pool or on a beach, I'll admit... just never with women.
I very much felt that my friends were both among the top echelon in the tit department as well, but I decided that complimenting them both top and bottom might be pushing things too far, and what good would it do me anyway? And the weirdly delicious nature of the conversation was clearly entertaining them as well.
We were in the middle of an argument over whether a girl that Frank Stephens had brought as his date had crazily big aureoles that were showing through her top, or if it was just an unfortunate positioning of the floral bikini's fabric, when Becky Rhodes came up behind us.
We all jumped at being caught, but she showed no sign of having heard what we were discussing. "Thish is such a grrrreat pardy, guys! Huh?" she slurred.
The three of us shared a glance. The diminutive Assistant Director of Campus Life was right on the verge of hammered.
"How much have you had to drink, Becky?" Rhonda asked, ever direct.
Becky bristled a little. "I'm okay. I mean, yeah, Tim has... had a flask of tequila that I might of helped... with," she replied, her voice clearing a little. But then she wobbled slightly. I reached out to steady her with a hand on her shoulder.
The first few times I saw her around, before I had actually found out her name, I mentally referred to Becky as Tinkerbelle. She was quite tiny, and kept her bright yellow hair cut in a little bob, just like the Disney fairy. She usually wore baggy clothes though, and this evening was the first time I had seen how slender she was. She wasn't letting it all hang out, like a lot of women were, including my two conversational partners, but she was sporting a modest one-piece swimsuit under her gray terrycloth shorts, and you could see she had a slender body.
A body that was still a little unsteady.
"You good, Becky?" I asked carefully.
"Whoa," she said righting herself. "Yeah. I guess I better slow down a little, huh?"
"Maybe," Jane said drily.
We watched her wander off, visibly getting her shit together as she moved. All three of us relaxed.
"If she falls in the pool, someone will hear and fish her out, right?" Rhonda mused.



"Jesse will, if no one else," Jane replied.
"Ohh, yeah!" Rhonda added with a grin. "Maybe he'll dive in and be her hero, and he'll finally get a girl in his life."
They might be lesbians, but the two of them went Full Girl for a few moments, writing a complete RomCom between them in their heads about Jesse and Becky.
"Maybe one of us should shove her in," Rhonda mused.
I just looked at both of them and shook my head. "Won't happen," I smirked. The two of them, outraged, refused to give up their fantasy. "Look," I went on, "yes, Jesse would notice. Yes, he would fish her out. But then he would give her two month's free rent and stay as far away from her as possible forever after, to try to make up for actually touching a female tenant!"
I went to go get another beer before the keg blew. My timing was good, because I could tell from all the foam in my cup that that was going to happen soon. I chilled for a bit with Frank and his date, and Josie, Jessie's sister. Frank was a master's candidate in engineering, and we talked about his summer internship with Bell Helicopter while I surreptitiously checked out his date. I was still convinced those were her big aureoles showing through her top, but I had to admit that if they were, her left one was a bit off-center... Not obviously staring at Frank's date kept me from not obviously staring at Josie, so that worked out.
But Frank and Putatively Translucent Bikini headed off as soon as the keg officially went dry. So did about half the assembled crowd. It is weird how that works, especially given that most people had either stopped drinking already anyway, or were drinking something other than the beer by that point. I guess it is just party dynamics. Josie moved along to start helping Jesse with a pre-cleanup. As she moved away, I allowed myself to get a very good look at her muscular backside in the modest shorts she wore while she couldn't see me doing it.
I found myself standing alone, and Jane and Rhonda wandered by and dropped back into my orbit. None of us were feeling much pain by this point, though we were all more sleepy than drunk, and we were mostly discussing heading our separate ways to bed when Becky stumbled by as well, totally trashed now.
Jane sternly reached out and grabbed her arm. "Becky, are you all right?" she asked, almost disapprovingly.
"I thought you were going to slow down?" Rhonda added, looking worriedly at Becky.
"I did," Becky said defensively, but looking pretty green around the gills. "No more tequila or any boozzzh! I just tried a few... shots of that red, sweet stuff Henry was pashing around, instead. Keep thingz low key..." she muttered.
"How many?" I gasped. She blearily raised three fingers in reply. Then looked at them and lifted a fourth. "Becky, that is a full-proof liqueur! You might as well have done another four shots of tequila!" I exclaimed in alarm.
"Maybe," Becky burped alarmingly, "that's why I don't feel so good."
Jane and Rhonda rolled their eyes at each other. Suddenly, the two of them were playing Rock, Paper, Scissors too fast for me to follow as their hands flashed swiftly. Suddenly, Rhonda swore, as Jane's open hand shot forward to clasp her closed fist. Jane just smirked.
"Come on, Ken," Rhonda grumbled. "Let's get her to her apartment so she doesn't kill herself on the stairs."
"Good idea," I said, worried that the original Tinkerbelle never turned this green in the movies...
Neither of us knew which apartment was Becky's, but she retained enough sentience to tell us the number. Turns out she had the unit right next to Susan's on the second floor. With some effort, we safely navigated the stairway. Becky really could have hurt herself climbing those stairs, had she gone home on her own.
Once we practically wrestled her through her door, Rhonda and I paused, unsure how much more we needed to do.
"Let's just walk her to her bed," Rhonda said, eager as I was to get out of there.
"Yeah, but maybe we should grab a trash can to put beside her, in case she gets any greener," I added.
We both turned away from Becky, who was mostly standing upright on her own, to look for a trashcan or bucket or something.
Almost the instant we did so, we both heard a horrible, wet, burping cough. We spun back in horror to see that Becky had absolutely barfed all over herself. Frothy nastiness was all over the front of her swimsuit and shorts, and she held her hands out wide, moaning in bleary dismay.
"We can't let her sleep like that," Rhonda said, compassion warring with disgust in her voice. "You are going to have to get her undressed and into her bed. Put her on her side."
"Wait. What?" I said hotly. "I can't do that! I'm a dude, for Chrissakes! I can't go stripping a drunk girl!"
"I'm a lesbian! I can't either!" Rhonda shot back.
We looked at each other.
"Guys, I thhinnk I need some help," Becky said in dismay, plucking ineffectively at the button on the waist of her shorts.
"Look, we'll do it together," Rhonda said. "We can vouch for each other's behavior."
And that is how I found myself peeling the most disgusting set of clothes off of Becky you can imagine, and helping her slide naked into her bed under the sheets.
We made sure she passed out on her side.
We took a few moments for Rhonda to toss the nasty shorts and speedo into the sink in her bathroom, while I wiped up the floor. That wasn't hard. Becky had mostly gotten her puke on herself.
Becky still had a lot of work to do tomorrow that neither of us envied, but we both felt we had gone above and beyond, and let ourselves out of her place. Heading back down the stairs, Rhonda grumbled, "That was fucking nasty."
"Yeah," I agreed.
"Still..." she chuckled softly. "Once we got her out of that boring ass swimsuit, she had a pretty rocking little body, didn't she?"
"Yeah," I sighed.
But it had absolutely not been worth it.
*
I suppose that we should have looked in her bathroom for a nightgown or PJs to put on Becky, but we both wanted out of there as quickly as possible. And since I for one sleep in the raw, I honestly hadn't even thought about it.
Three nights later, I awoke to find my apartment hot. Uncomfortably hot. I arose in my raw state, and wandered sleepily into the main room of my apartment. I peered at the thermostat, but couldn't make it out, so I turned on the lights to see.
Nope, it was set to 72, but the temperature was reading 75, even though the air was flowing. Great, I'd have to call Jesse in the morning, and just sweat out the rest of tonight.
No, I would call Josie, not Jesse. I vaguely remembered that she did most of the HVAC work herself.
I briefly considered calling her right then. Not because I am that asshole who gets people out of bed in the middle of the night for a minor inconvenience, but because I had honestly been developing a bit of an idle crush on Josie lately, despite my continued suspicion that she played on Jane and Rhonda's team. My landlady was a pretty attractive babe, whose usually work-disheveled appearance never did anything to detract from her decent bod and sweet smile. And she just had her shit together--a lot moreso than most of us other twenty-somethings around the place. Summoning her in my present condition was pervertedly appealing.
The fleeting fantasy of her coming to my apartment late at night, meeting her at the door in just a towel, my body glistening with sweat, leading to various shenanigans, had my dick sporting a good half-chubby as I went to grab a glass of milk from my fridge. I even gave it a friendly tug or two, just to let it know that, yes, Buddy, I think she's hot too.
I don't mind a good caress of myself now and then, but it is rare that I actually jack off. I've done all right for myself over my life so far, and self-pleasure is such a pale substitute for the real thing, I just don't do it. Much.
I headed to bed, where I fell back asleep, my chubby going away on its own.
*
A few days later, Becky and I both found ourselves parking our cars at the same time and in the same part of the parking lot in the late afternoon. I tentatively waved and asked her how she was doing.
I usually see her around the complex most days, but this was the first time since the party. It is possible that she had been avoiding me out of embarrassment. That was fine with me because I was obviously embarrassed too. But it was just a thing that had happened, right?
"I'm all right, Ken," Becky said, almost skittishly. "Listen, you and Rhonda went above and beyond the other night. Thank you."
"We've all drunk too much and regretted it visibly," I snorted, waving it off. "You would have done the same for me," I said, meaning it.
We walked companionably toward the entrance, talking about our drives back from school. We had both seen the accident. But I felt like Becky was still nervous or uncomfortable with me. I decided that I should apologize for having to get her undressed, and reassure her that I had been very careful about my hands, but before I could say anything, she spoke up.
"Listen, Ken, I think you should know something," she said hesitantly. "There, um, there is a design flaw here with the apartments. After dark, if the lights are on inside a unit, but the porch light is off, you can, um, see right inside through the sheers from outside."
I paused briefly. Had she been able to hear what had happened with Susan? They were next-door neighbors. I doubted that she had actually heard the two of us, though. The units were surprisingly well sound-proofed.
Then it hit me. I always leave my porch light on, so I don't have to worry about that effect, but they all turn off automatically at midnight to save energy. I had been wandering around my apartment, bare-ass naked after midnight when the AC broke...
"Uhhh..." I said, not wanting to admit I knew about the effect. "That is interesting. I'll have to be on the lookout... I mean be careful when I sit on the balcony in the evenings. How... how did you figure this out?"
She hesitated for a long beat before rushing her words. "A few nights ago, I woke up from a sound sleep with an idea to fix a problem with this story I am writing. I grabbed my laptop and went out on my balcony to work it out. I didn't mean to look! Honest! But when your light came on across the way, I just automatically looked up. And there you were, walking around naked, drinking a glass of milk and..." Her rush of words abruptly stopped and she looked at me in apologetic dismay. "And, um, tugging your todger?" Becky finished lamely.
I could not help but laugh. "Tugging my what?" I asked before I could stop myself.
"Your hard-on, asshole," she rallied, recovering due to my ribbing of her vocabulary.
"That wasn't..." I started to say. I had had a sudden urge to tell her vehemently that what she had seen was not nearly my full, um, extent, just maybe halfway there, but I caught myself in time. "That was... is good to know," I said, as sheepish as her.
"I just, I thought I should apologize."
"Neither of us knew," I said firmly, as we pulled open the front doors of the building. I was ready to punch out of this conversation and go have a private freakout about all this, but we both veered toward the mailboxes automatically. Uncomfortably, we both unlocked our boxes in silence, grabbing our mail.
As we turned away, and I saw my escape almost in sight, Becky actually giggled.
"I guess it all really just makes us even," she said.
"Huh?"
"I showed you mine, and then you showed me yours, even if neither of us meant to!"
*
The next night was a Thursday, and I had a crap-ton of papers to grade, so I grabbed a beer, sat out on my balcony in the gorgeously warm evening with my laptop, and got to work. I was making headway as the night deepened when my eye was drawn by the lights coming on in Susan's apartment across the way. Her porch light was off for some reason, and I saw her walk into her place from the hallway.
Was I going to get an invite tonight? I could put these fucking papers aside if that was on offer...
But her top stayed stubbornly on as she puttered around her apartment.
I could not help myself and texted her.
ME: Um, your porch light is off. Should I be paying attention?
I saw her pick up her phone and snort as she read it. Then she good-naturedly flipped me off, even though she could not see me.
SUSAN: Alas, not tonight.
Then she paused, and I saw her type again.
SUSAN: This will have to tide you over.
With that, she set down her phone, turned in my direction, and pulled her shirt up to give me a brief but glorious viewing of her fantastic orbs, unfettered by a bra. She held her shirt up for a wonderful ten count before she pulled it back down. Then she turned and went blandly about her business, ignoring me from that point on.
I can only imagine what my expression was.
Whatever it was, it drew a snort of laughter from the darkness. I looked around quickly, suddenly noticing that Becky was also sitting out on her balcony, right beside Susan's apartment, with her laptop dully glowing before her.
She probably had no idea what had me so stricken, but she must have noticed my expression and laughed.
I just brazened it out. What was I going to do, shout across the whole complex to her, telling her it was nothing, just her neighbor flashing me? I just grinned at her and waved.
She just grinned back, then slowly lifted her hand with two fingers extended, pointing to her eyes. Then she swiveled the fingers around to point at me. The international gesture indicating, 'I'm watching you.'
I languidly replied with the same wordless gesture.
Good. We were good. I don't like embarrassment getting between me and people I know.
I slogged through several more papers, enough for the evening, before looking up and stretching. My motion must have drawn Becky's gaze, because I saw her look up at me again. I did the looking at you gesture this time, and she did it back. I was ready to go inside, so I rose and turned back inside my apartment. As I passed through the door, an impulse made me flip off my porch light outside at the same time I turned on my lights inside.
I set down my laptop on the dinette table and paused. What the hell, if Becky and I could laugh about this, I'd give her something to laugh about. I took off my shirt, and made a gigantic fucking production about it. I took it slow, peeling the garment up and off, flexing my torso as I did so.
I'm no body-builder, but I eat well, exercise, and use the gym religiously. I am in no way ashamed of my back and chest. I even threw in some stretching exercises and upper-body isometrics once the shirt was gone. Then I laughed and headed for bed, flipping off the light. I brushed my teeth and stripped for bed. As I did so, I reflected on the considerable hard-on I had developed while thinking about my little show for Becky.
This was a real hard-on, not that weak sauce half measure that she had seen that late night.
In fact...
I walked back out to my kitchen area, turning on the lights as I re-entered the main room. I had no idea if Becky was watching, or if she was even still out on her balcony at all. But I still walked a complete circuit of my living space, drinking my milk. Making sure that if she was watching me, she got a good view of my ass and especially of what I could actually sport between my legs when I had the motivation... all in full profile.
Then I turned out the lights and went to bed, wondering what the fuck was wrong with me.
*
A weekend of fighting through the assembly of a new IKEA bookcase, enduring a departmental exercise, and going on one highly promising date that ended up promising only that it was never going anywhere, all left me Sunday night with papers still to grade. I was ensconced on my balcony, the side facing toward Susan's apartment. The couch around the corner was more comfortable, but I liked the better back support of my chair when I doing actual work.
I had graded a fabulous amount of less than fabulous papers when my eye for motion caught Becky coming out on her deck, no laptop in hand.
I raised my own hand in greeting and called out a quiet, "Hey, Becky!" I wasn't loud, but my voice carried cleanly across the pool and through the quiet air of the central courtyard. She waved at me in reply, with a big smile. Then she took a sip of the wine she was drinking and leaned on her railing, breathing in the warm, spring air.
I was not playing poker with this girl, I decided. Her body language gave no indication if she had seen me through my sheers or not, and what her reaction had been, if she had. Instead, she let her gaze wander everywhere below us as she relaxed and sipped more wine. It was a big glass.
I finally sighed and went back to try to power through these last papers, but then I sensed her looking at me again. I looked up and she certainly was looking at me, a big grin visible in the gloaming light.
I cocked my head, as if in inquiry. Was I getting a clue she had seen me? Was the look amused or appreciative? Was she at least now aware that I was not that limp-dicked guy she had seen late at night?
Our eyes locked, and even at this distance, I could see that she winked at me. Then she lifted those two fingers and made that I'm Looking At You gesture again.
I had to laugh, then I made the gesture back at her, just like last time.
Becky laughed loud enough for me to hear her, and she made a little Moi? gesture this time. She looked down and shook her head at my antics. But she wasn't hating me or grossed out, so I was counting this whole deal as a win.
She paused in her amusement, then looked back at me. Then she drained that big ass glass of wine in a gulp, waved a tiny wave at me, and went back inside her apartment, turning off her porch light as she entered.
She did not turn off her inside lights.
I may have lost interest in grading papers on my laptop.
I watched as she moved around inside her apartment, my view only negligibly hindered by her closed drapes.
It could have been an accidental combination of circumstances, I considered.
Sure. After my actions, which I was now sure she had watched, on Thursday?
I badly wanted a shot of something, but I was not going to go inside and risk missing anything.
Was I going to be teased? I was down for that, but I was hoping for at least a flash in the process. A full striptease would be too much to ask for. I had seen Becky totally naked, of course, but that had not been at an auspicious time for appreciating her.
Please, Becky. I'd like to appreciate you.
What I got was... she took off her shoes. It provided quite the ass show as she bent over to do it with that tight little package pointed right in my direction. She was wearing yoga pants and a short, tight tee, so the view was pretty optimal.
She straightened, stretched, and turned toward her bedroom. I sighed in mild disappointment, as she went into her bedroom and out of sight. But she left the light on in the living room, effectively stapling me to my chair.
She made me wait.
I almost gave up and was about to cautiously return to some very distracted grading, when she ambled out of her bedroom, wearing only a towel... around her waist. Her perky, adorable, surprisingly plenty to grab tits hung bare and beautiful, bobbling attractively as she dried her hair with a second towel.
I appreciated her coming back out for me like this, but come on. It was a deliberate charade. No woman in history has ever shampooed her hair, even a cute bob like Becky's, that fast. I had a great view, but I could not even guarantee that she had ever gotten herself so much as wet.
She was wrapping the second towel around her head into one of those magical turbans women manage, and which I had once spent a week trying to emulate a few years earlier. (I failed miserably. I think a Y-chromosome blocks the maneuver.) The process of donning the turban did all manner of wonderful things to her breasts as they wobbled in response to her arms over her head. Her hands freed, she leaned over against her kitchen counter and started scrolling on her phone while she frankly guzzled more wine.



Was she fortifying herself for more?
She was leaning over side-on to where I watched, clearly sure that I was still watching. Obviously, I was incapable of not doing so. She straightened up momentarily, still looking at her phone and she put down the again empty wine glass.
Then she leaned back over again, one hand holding her phone, while the other reached back and absently scratched her lower back.
This caused the towel around her waist to loosen and fall to the floor.
Such a perfect little ass, made to appear voluptuous by the crazy narrow waist above it...
She looked absently down at the towel, shrugged, and read some more.
She did so for nearly thirty seconds, then straightened and turned toward her curtains, and thus toward me.
I had not noticed, in the stressful, slightly gross circumstances of first seeing her, that she did the complete shave thing. Did she actively lean into the whole Tinkerbell pixie thing?
Suddenly, she smiled, did a little curtsey in my direction, then bent and picked up the towel, though not covering herself with it in any meaningful way, and left for her bedroom, turning off the lights as she went.
*
It was a whole week before I so much as laid eyes on Becky again. We usually saw each other around the complex in passing, but I had been swamped. My teaching responsibilities were slacking off for the moment, fortunately, but I was at the school for long hours, both with my own research and my doctoral advisor's. Both of our projects had reached an intense juncture at nearly the same time, which was not optimal. I was also getting behind in my class with Professor Thames, but nothing was currently due there, so I was letting it slide dangerously. I had enough trouble there with my eyes. Petey's douchebaggery had had the unfortunate side-effect of making me consciously aware of how much I had been checking her out all semester.
Now, every class I had to fight to keep my eyes on her excellently prepared and presented material as she wrote and drew it on the board, and off her honestly pretty awesome bod. And fantasies, certain fantasies, were starting to intrude on my thoughts while I watched her teach...
Still, my preliminary analysis of what was happening with my own research told me that I was getting results that supported my key hypothesis, which was exciting and gratifying. And my mentor's research was so fascinating that it felt like a privilege just to be assisting with it.
Still, it left me with barely time to sleep, much less socialize or hang out on my balcony in the evenings, hoping one or another of my hot neighbors might give me a show. Such is the cross I bear...
I also saw no evidence that Becky was around a lot either. Tony Jindal, who had played ball in college and who lived down next door to Jesse, had organized a van to take interested parties to a Charlotte Knights AAA baseball game. The follow-up email afterward indicated that not only I, but some dude named Kenny and, more to the point, Becky, had had to back out at the last minute also. I had looked forward to that outing, and it sucked to miss it, especially since the White Sox's number-one prospect had ended up hitting a go-ahead three-run homer in the eighth to win the game for the Knights.
I finally saw Becky late on a Monday.
For the first time in forever, I was home before dusk and was talking to Josie in the entryway. She was up on a ladder, fixing a light bulb when I came in the door. I was tired, but I liked talking to Josie. The fact that Josie up above me on a ladder, in her form-fitting denim shorts and a work shirt that left me with serious doubts about whether she had bothered with a bra, was a sight to be lingered over had also encouraged me to stop and talk. She did not even bother to come down off of her ladder while we chatted, and that was a-okay with me.
Suddenly, Becky bopped in through the entrance and called out cheerily to both of us. We both waved back, and she stopped to join our conversation.
"Hey, Josie," Becky said, comically hesitant, "will I be shunned if I tell you that for once, I think Jesse's book club has a better book this month than your book club does?"
"Off with your head!" Josie scoffed, then shook her head. "You are not even the first person in this conversation to have suggested that Jesse might have picked a winner," she added glaring at a sheepish me.
A Separate Peace really was a good book, despite being An Important Classic, as Jesse had said when he nominated it. And not just because it was a mercifully short read during this busy month.
Becky laughed and turned to me. "How ya been, stranger?"
"Swamped," I grumped with a smile. "You too?"
"Oh yeah," she nodded. "But I now have two glorious days to catch up on sleep... and other things, before I get busy again."
"I'm jealous. But at least I'm back to a point where I can do my work on my computer here at home, rather than at school or in the lab," I replied.
"Well, I guess I'll see you around then," Becky said, already back in motion. She smiled over her shoulder at me and did the I'm Watching You gesture with the two fingers. I found that suddenly remarkably promising, and returned the salute. "See ya later, oh great landlady, who has more work than both of us," Becky added as she departed, light and bouncy on her delicate feet.
I turned back to Josie to finish our conversation, only to find her giving me the eye.
"When did you two start flirting so hard?" she asked with a grin.
"Us? Flirting?" I asked, trying to bland my way through the question. "I don't know about that..."
"Ha! If you don't know that was flirting, you need to be flirted with more, so you can learn."
"Um. Okay..." I temporized, and since I had no snappy comeback, I bailed and headed further into the complex.
Josie went back to screwing the light fixture back into place, but she said, without looking at me, "Maybe I should flirt with you some too, so you can figure out what it looks like."
I laughed and continued on for almost two steps, before I spun on my heel and added, "Well, education is my life. I am always ready to learn!" Then I spun back and hoofed it before I could see Josie react.
Had my often faulty gaydar been giving me a false positive?
When I got into my apartment, I found myself confronted with the inevitable consequences of being too tired to do the dishes for four days. Almost an hour later, my kitchen was once more clean and spotless, and I could finally microwave something to eat. You can bet I cleaned up after myself immediately this time, because... ants. So many ants.
The food helped rally me a little. I wasn't really that exhausted, except mentally, but if I went to bed now, I'd be up in the middle of the night, and I hate that. Still, I was just not feeling up to anything mentally strenuous like reading students' papers or reviewing my own research. I grabbed A Separate Peace and went to sit out on my balcony.
It really was a perfect evening.
Across the way, I saw that Becky was enjoying the weather so much, she actually had her sheers pulled back, and had left her sliding glass door to the balcony wide open. Several other people down on the first floor had done the same thing, though even from my balcony, it was a hard angle to see into their apartments. The only ones I would have been able to see a little way into were dark like usual at ten o'clock.
Becky was sitting inside on her couch, apparently playing some game on her iPad. Good to see someone else was enjoying some downtime too.
She must have caught the movement of my sheers as I stepped past them onto my balcony, as she looked up, peered my way, then smiled. I waved back. She idly did our suddenly in-joke gesture of I'm Watching You.
I shook my head broadly, so she could see me doing so at this distance. With a grin, I made a huge sweeping gesture of pointing at myself first, then repeating the usual gesture back at her.
No. It isI who is watching you! I tried to say.
She laughed, and I almost heard it across the gap.
Then, I saw her look at me for a moment. With a different but still visible grin, she rose, turned away from me and swished back into her kitchen. When there, she stopped, still facing away, and just tugged her shirt off over her head! I could see her take a deep breath before turning around back toward me.
She had a nice little white bra that cradled her sweet, delicate breasts and gleamed in the evening against her lightly tanned skin. Damn, she was such a hot little firecracker.
Then she made the watching you gesture at me, put her hand on her cocked hip and stared across the distance at me.
I realized what was expected of me, of course. And I wasn't about to start doing it on my own balcony, where the whole complex could see me! I went back inside, leaving my slider open, and pulling aside my sheers. Now we could each see into the other's apartments. I moved deeper, though I calculated that I did not need to move as deep as she had to ensure hers was the only apartment that had a view of me, among those that had lights on or people out.
I unbuttoned my shirt while facing her, and tugged it off my shoulders. I grinned as I let it fall. I was not sure I was discovering some latent exhibitionism in myself. I am proud of my body, sure. And I did not mind showing it to a hot girl I was developing definite designs on. But I was not feeling a desire to let any random person see me playing this game.
I made our two-finger gesture back at Becky.
She put her index finger on her lips, as if pondering whether to continue.
I knew she was going to continue. I just did not know whether she was going to ditch her shorts or the bra next.
It was the shorts, alas. But the ditching of them was quite a lovely sight, especially when she finished with a slow pirouette after she kicked them free to give me a nice panorama of that tight derriere clad in only a small but utilitarian pair of white cotton panties.
I laughed, and she laughed back. But I was getting hard. And her two fingers indicated that it was my turn again.
I kicked off my moccasins triumphantly, and before she could shake her head that that was not a turn, I unbuckled my belt, unzipped, and let my khakis fall to the ground. I stepped free of them and did my own slow turn. My tight-fitting black boxer briefs, with their distended front, were all I had left on.
I grandly told her it was her turn with my two fingers. We traded a grin.
Becky reached behind her and unhooked her bra. It sagged slightly but still clung to her breasts due to the exquisite fit of the soft white cups. Then she grinned at me, and left it in place, swiftly shoving her panties off her hips instead. The loose little garment dropped down her svelte legs and she stepped free.
She pirouetted again, letting me take in her bare little bum, and again appreciate, if at far too great a distance, her totally shaven crotch. The added effect of the loose but still barely concealing bra and her bare back was awesome.
She did not even bother with the I'm Watching You gesture this time. She just imperiously pointed at me. The grandeur of the gesture was ruined by the way it caused one of her tits to slip free of her unfastened brassiere. She winced and quickly tucked it back into the hanging cup. Her tits were really quite large, at least in comparison to her delicate frame.
We both laughed, and I clearly heard her this time. I was sure she heard my laugh too. The whole situation was silly.
I doubted our laughter would draw any curious investigations though. There were always quiet voices, laughter, or other noises in the evening air around the complex. I had heard a brief argument just before Becky and I had started up this latest game, somewhere off around the corner.
But I was up next, and again found no hesitancy in me. I exaggerated how much I needed to pull my waistband away to clear my rock-hard cock, then let my underwear drop. I kicked it away. Then I turned away from her and did a few squats, letting her see my flexing ass.
I heard her laughter again behind me, even louder.
I straightened and turned back, grinning at the silliness of it all. Then I put a stern look at my face, glared at her, and made a cupping motion with both hands, followed by a tossing away gesture. Then I did the Looking at You gesture one more time. I braced my arms akimbo and just let my hard-on bob in front of me.
Becky tossed her head, grinned, and let the bra slip to the floor. Fuck that girl was a sweet little package.
We just stood there, staring at each other's naked bodies. After almost a minute of appreciation, we both began to realize that there did not seem to be anything else to do like this. Funnily, it made us both relax.
I also realized that I was thirsty. I turned and walked, as if nothing was going on and I was not naked and being watched by a naked hottie across the courtyard, back to my fridge to grab a beer. I took a long pull. On impulse, since I figured after all this that maybe Becky and I should talk, I grabbed another beer from my fridge and waved it toward her as an invitation.
I saw her shrug, then nod.
We both moved around the edges of our apartments to reach and close the sheer curtains and turn on our porch lights. I closed my slider, and I assumed she would close hers too.
I moved to put on my clothes, as she would be doing across the way, but I stopped.
Becky was going to walk over through the complex. I was staying here. Why the hell should I bother getting dressed? It would be a great joke to just stay butt-naked and act like nothing was going on. She had seen everything anyway, right?
It took her the expected few minutes to get dressed and make her way to my door. I heard the knock, and after checking the peephole to be sure it was her, I opened the door but kept casually behind it.
Becky stepped in with a relaxed gait and was two steps inside, the door closing behind her, before she noticed I was still naked. Her eyebrows flew up and her eyes flowed down my body. The fact that I was still rock hard did not exactly escape her notice.
I had planned to brazen it out and see how long she could go without mentioning my nudity before I finally got dressed like a civilized person. She lasted about three seconds.
"You always answer the door like this?"
I shrugged as if we were discussing fixing the plumbing. "Only to women I've just watched strip naked for me. Bravo, by the way. Five Stars." I was still going to brazen it out, I decided.
I still had my open beer in my hand, and I grabbed the bottle I had for her from the entry ledge, extending it toward her. "Your beer?"
Becky just smiled a crooked smile, and took a half step toward me, just into what felt like my suddenly insecure personal space. She ignored the proffered bottle.
Her right hand just softly reached out to gently rest against my hard shaft. Then her fingers slowly closed around my cock, not moving at all otherwise. The warmth of her delicate, small fingers as they barely encompassed my suddenly not just hard but needy phallus was exquisite.
"I came over for a drink, but not beer," she said in a suddenly slightly husky voice.
I fumbled quickly to set the beers back down and my left hand found its way to her cute little ass, filling itself with her firm cheek and pulling her just another half-step toward me. My right hand slid between us and grasped one of those sweet breasts. It would be a handful for her, but my hand engulfed it as I immediately began a gentle massage. The smooth surface of her backside, along with the hard nipple making itself eagerly felt through her shirt, told me that Becky had not bothered with redonning her underwear before dressing.
Almost automatically, she started to sink down before me for that drink. But I grabbed her little ass harder and lifted her back up straight. I kissed her. Our lips explored, a tongue's tip was felt here and there. It was a friendly, if hot, kiss, but not a desperate one.
"Not here," I said softly. "The floors in the entryway are hard and a little rough. I found that out when I last scrubbed the floor."
Becky's free hand just grabbed my ass in turn for a moment, then she wordlessly pushed past me and headed toward my living area. I followed closely, because I wanted to. Also, because she was still holding my cock...
She went to my couch, turned, and sat on it, pulling me to stand right in front of her. Still not releasing nor stroking my cock, she grinned and leaned forward to lavish a huge lick on my tip. I groaned and my knees trembled. She kissed it, then looked up to ask me. "Trust you to stand right there if I let you go for a second?
I could imagine nothing I wanted less than to leave this position, but I just nodded wordlessly.
Becky winked at me, then released my cock and whipped off her shirt for me.
Oh fuck yeah. Such pretty works of art. And really, not that small in absolute terms...
Then I immediately lost sight of them as she leaned forward and slid her lips around my helmet. Another involuntary gasp broke from my lips. Now she had both delicate hands encircling the bottom of my shaft, massaging gently as she slid me wetly in and out of her lips.
She luxuriated in tasting me, her tongue writhing against my knob as she worked it slowly between her lips. I could not help but lightly stroke her brightly blonde hair as she worked.
Suddenly, she started taking me deeper. She made sexy but almost alarming noises as she started bumping my cock back against her throat. A minuscule pause later, and I felt my dick sliding into and down her suddenly relaxed throat!
If I had moaned before, this was a wail of glee and concern that ripped itself from my mouth. Becky grabbed both my hands and placed them now against the back of her head. I felt myself grabbing her hair involuntarily. Then she reached out and grabbed my bare ass, fingernails digging into my bare flesh, and started pulling me hard against her face!
With each tug, I slid deep into her. At first, I kept pulling back, but her nails would just spur me back toward her, and into her throat again. My hands refused to let go of her head. I was genuinely fucking Becky's face. Or perhaps, she was fucking my cock with her face. Either way, it was just goddamned glorious.
But it just could not have been comfortable for her. This blowjob was not meant to last, and that was a good thing, because this little woman was overwhelming me. My balls were boiling, and my cock throbbing. "I'm so gonna come, Becky!" I gasped. "Right now!"
In a single, smooth, concerted motion, she released my ass, pulled back to release my cock from her mouth, grabbed my shaft with both hands, and pumped furiously. Thank God my own hands managed to release her head, or the maneuver would have been screwed up.
I nutted as hard as you would imagine I would after an evening's teasing, followed by that semi-unbelievable blowjob. A first, huge rope snaked out across the inches from my tip to her face and just blobbed all over her nose and lips. She kept pumping, and so did I. I looked down, half my mind clear in intellectual fascination, at what I was sending her way, the other half just screaming in ecstasy. My second spurt was smaller, but still powerful enough to bridge the gap and paint her sweet, delicate, left cheek.
She began to gasp happily just as my last, possibly most powerful, and certainly most voluminous rope shot forth. Much of it shot cleanly between her opening lips, all the way to the back of her throat.
Sure. She had just taken my whole cock down her throat easily and repeatedly, and now some spume sends her into a choking, coughing fit!
Her hands kept pumping briefly, but I gasped and asked quickly if she was all right.



A last cough wracked her, before she smiled up at me, nodded, and determinedly sucked a few inches of me back into her mouth to clean any leftovers. She kept the tip well clear of her throat this time, however. Then she leaned back and smiled up at me with the cutest cum-drenched grin.
We stared at each other for a moment. "Um, towel?" I asked her, looking at her sticky visage.
"No thanks," Becky said. She wiped some jizz into her mouth. "You don't taste half bad. I think I'll just eat it, thanks."
My body already suffused with joy hormones, I just shrugged. "Good. You do that while I get to work."
With that, I plopped down beside her on the couch, lifting her up and across me. Once I had her standing astride me on the couch, I leaned back and pulled her hips up to and over my face. She swiftly cooperated and shifted to let her hairless slit slide smoothly over my face, bracing herself with her hands on my wall. Good thing I still hadn't bought any artwork for this room...
I let my tongue slide out and caress her outer lips while my hands kept their happy grip on her perfect little ass. I could still see her face in this position, and she hissed in pleasure as I began. But she resumed wiping my cum into her mouth.
Fuuuuuck.
She tasted great too, I observed. My tongue, with no fingers to aid it, pressed hard to part her lips. It slid in past the outer gates and traveled up to find her firm button. Becky's hips bucked gently as I licked it, then licked it again. But I did not go to town instantly. Instead, I slid lower and probed her depths. She tasted really great.
I fucked her with my tongue for a little while, watching as she ate my jizz bit by bit while cleaning her delicate features. I don't mean I was pistoning in and out of her like my taster was my cock, but I kept working it in and out, twisting around and up and down inside her. Her flavor and aroma were sensational, and the smooth skin and delicate nature of her frame made it easy for me to just root around happily.
But as soon as I saw her flushing and getting distracted from cleaning her face, I squeezed her ass hard again and slid my tongue up to start lavishing attention on her clit itself. I had been so studiously avoiding the area, my sudden return to the center of the action drew a delighted gasp.
"Ken! You crazy... oh, shit..." she gasped, her hips trying to squirm, but my iron grip on her tight buns kept her pressed against my mouth. "You are too fucking... oh fuck..." she growled, then her voice shot up what seemed like two octaves and lost all coherence. She babbled happily, the only word I could make out clearly, and it was liberally repeated, was, 'Fuck!'
When even fuck turned unintelligible, she violently shoved her ass backward and down my chest. I really had wanted to keep her orgasm rolling, and was a little irritated, along with a little shocked, that she had managed to pull away from my face despite my grip.
Then she got rid of the irritation.
Her hand shot out behind her, moving unerringly to my cock without her vision to guide it. Her little fingers wrapped around its once more hard length. "Oh, yeah," she groaned in reaction to discovering my state. "Fuck me, Ken. Now. With this. I need you to fuck me now!"
"Your wish... is my command," I growled, shifting beneath her.
Becky immediately slid downward, eager to impale herself on my eager shaft, but I had other ideas. First and foremost, I wanted off this couch, chiefly because I was sitting on the TV remote.
I was seriously beginning to fetishize how tiny Becky was, compared to me, and I lifted her with me as I stood up from the couch. She whooped a little as I stood, wrapping her arms and legs around me to hold herself tightly to me. I took two steps toward the bedroom, then grinned to myself and turned toward my kitchen instead. I paused as I lost my vision of where I was going because Becky was kissing me so hard.
Her tongue was as nice in my mouth as it had been writhing against my cock.
Almost as nice.
In the same neighborhood.
A delightful shadow?
Her slender lips felt wonderful against my face, and I returned the gesture eagerly.
But I'm not a bodybuilder or anything, and while Becky cannot weigh even a hundred pounds, she is in the neighborhood. I needed to keep moving. "Let me see where I'm going," I sputtered, pulling away from the kiss.
Becky leaned back accommodatingly, but her arms and legs wrapped tighter around me. "As long as my pussy is the final destination, let's go," she giggled.
All that weapons-grade cuteness, and the girl had an insanely dirty mouth...
Oh, she was just the perfect size. I entered the kitchen and set her down on the countertop, that tiny ass perched right on the edge. She let me loose, but kept her hands on me. Her legs just spread wide.
I had set her down just right, and without moving could open the junk drawer and scrabble around inside for a condom.
Junk Drawer! Get it? Har!
I have no desire for fatherhood anytime soon, but someday for sure. I will be ready with the dad jokes...
Speaking of fatherhood, I brandished the condom, but before I could open it, Becky plucked it from my fingers and dropped it back in the drawer.
"Contraceptive implant," she husked softly. "Fuck me now," she added with far greater firmness.
I just kissed her again swiftly, and moved to drag the tip of my cock along her smooth slit. She was open and ready, but I hesitated for a moment. "You are so tiny," I marveled, a note of caution in my voice.
Becky smacked my shoulder playfully. "Full confession, Ken. Beautiful as this cock is, I've had a bigger one, thank you. As considerate as you've been so far? I'm not afraid." She took a deep breath. "Now, fuck me hard with that thing!"
I still took my time working into her. Not that I could have done otherwise, even had I been a total boor. She was drenched inside, and her muscles were languidly relaxed after the orgasm I'd just given her. But despite how slick her flesh was as I entered it, it was still incredibly tight.
There just wasn't much room inside her little body, even for my only modestly large cock.
At first.
But as I pressed, her vag began to mold around me, still clutching hard on my flesh.
It takes a little effort to work your way into a nice, tight pussy, no matter your size, or hers, and I love that process, but this was some next-level shit in the penetration department.
We both sighed as I finally buried myself fully. I paused there, kissing her almost gently as I outright grabbed a tit and moaned at the feel of it in my hand. Becky, almost in slow motion, wrapped her legs around the back of my thighs.
When I began to thrust, it took barely two long penetrations before I was moving easily and ecstatically in and out of her. "Oh, shit. Yessss," she crooned, eyes half-lidded.
I might not have been the biggest cock she had entertained, but she was definitely the tightest pussy I'd ever visited. Despite the smooth passage of my cock, her confines kept up a delirious pressure on me the whole time.
We each sighed happily as I established an easy, incredible-feeling rhythm, and we enjoyed it for a while. The languid pace nevertheless had us both shortening our breaths as the experience went on.
As Becky began to pant a little harder, her hand, which she had wrapped gently around my shoulders lifted to run her little fingers through my hair. "Oh fuck," she sighed, almost sadly.
"What?"
"Fuck, I just wish I could fuck like this all the time," she groaned. Her legs squeezed against mine in clear indication that I was certainly to keep fucking like this for right now. "But I just... ohhh... have too much work to do."
I nodded in genuine agreement. "I hear... you," I grunted, feeling my efforts now too.
Her fingers tugged at my hair, though not too hard. "And if you keep up like this, which you had better... oh fuck... better do," Becky gasped, as I shifted my angle slightly, "by the time I am, unh, finished with you, you'll be leaving me a useless... fucking... wreck afterward."
I just grinned and wrecked her some more.
I saw her bite her lower lip, then she added, "And, um, I do have a social life outside these apartments..." she added cautiously.
Ah yes. The bigger dick than mine. And the way she had first revealed its existence had also implied there were smaller dicks than mine out there.
This girl was just what I needed. I had no time for an everyday sex life either. And while I was not sure I needed a 'social life' outside of the tenants of Sylvan Courtyard, I had no intention of not pursuing any options that came my way either.
"Then I will just wreck you whenever the opportunity does manage to arise," I grinned, increasing my pace significantly. My one hand massaging her breast was not going to let go, but I took my free hand, and trailed its fingers down her front, caressing the other breast, then sliding down between us. My fingers stroked her belly, and I pushed my thumb down to stroke her clit just above my pumping rod.
Becky reacted just the way I had wanted. She gasped, moaned, clamped down her insides even harder, and pulled my hair.
Okay, that last part was not ideal. She had strong fingers, for such little hands.
A string of rapid 'fucks' sprayed forth from her lips, and Becky was coming on my cock. The glee in her voice and the vibrations in her little body filled me with joy.
It also would have filled me with orgasmic release, had I not held back desperately. I had one more thing I wanted to do to Tinkerbelle before we were done.
I held myself still, pressed deep into her as her release ran its course. Becky gasped for air, sweat now matting the golden bangs of hair against her forehead. A long, low moan of satisfaction escaped her lips. But a few moments later, her mind focused on the realization that I was still firmly inside her, and still hard as steel.
"You haven't come yet," she exclaimed, half in dismay, half in accusation. "You have to come. You have to come in me! Do it!"
"I intend to," I growled, but I slid from inside her.
"Wha...?" Becky said, still not completely sure what had just happened to her. Leaving a woman flat-out unsure of reality gives you are real sense of accomplishment, no?
"I'm going to turn you around," I said softly, kissing her hard.
As my hands twisted her little body to the left, she snapped into clarity of what I wanted, and she rolled over atop the counter swiftly.
Thank all the gods that I had cleaned up this surface earlier! The ants would have been a serious mood killer.
Not only did Becky flip over, presenting her little backside and glistening pussy to me, she braced her hands on the counter's edge and pushed herself up slightly above the counter.
Now she absolutely looked like Tinkerbelle, floating in the air, bent at the tiny waist, cute bum pushed out behind her, and a smiling face beneath that yellow bob.
In this position, I didn't even need to bend my knees at all to plunge my cock back into that still tight, still welcoming pussy. I grabbed her hips as I began to pump into her at an immediately accelerating pace. I did so partly because what man would not grab those hips when they were just floating there like that, and partly because I wanted to help her support her weight like this, so I could enjoy this final position to the full before I lost it.
"Fuck, this is good," I growled, slamming into her.
"No shit," Becky agreed, her face being rubbed against the door of an upper cabinet. "We... are... going to... do this again, ungh, unhh, the next time... we both have time! Just like... this! Ahhhhhhhh!"
She was coming again, and despite my desire to make this last, I was too. I lost almost all coordination as I spasmed. My glutes burned, my knees weakened, and my organs felt like they were liquifying. I have no idea how much cum I pumped into Becky, but it was a lot, and it took a gloriously long time to unload it all.
By the time I realized that I was just standing there, with a stupid grin on my face, my cock still inside her but softening in utter defeat, and my hands barely doing anything to support her weight, I also realized that Becky was still easily floating above the counter's edge, holding herself up with those locked arms.
I stumbled back and muttered, "You must have been a gymnast or some shit."
Becky finally let herself sag against the counter's edge, and she lowered herself to stand on the floor. Suddenly, her own exhaustion showed and she slumped back against the counter as she turned to smile wildly at me.
"Duh, look at me," she laughed. "I kind of have the physique, right? But I never had the strength or the guts to be really good. Still, I kept with it through my first year of undergrad."
I stared at this naked little woman, panting in my kitchen.
Yeah, I'd wrecked her. But she had wrecked me in return.
"Want that beer now?" I asked tiredly.
"Oh God, please!"
I figured the ones we had left in the entryway were warm by now, so I grabbed two fresh from the fridge. We popped the caps and drank greedily.
Mine was gone before hers was half drunk. I wiped my lips with the back of my hand, gently pushed her beer aside, and kissed her softly. "I know we both have too much stuff in our lives to do this again soon, but let's not let it go too long before I get to evaluate some more of your gymnastic prowess..."
"Oh, I agree," Becky said with a lascivious grin. My Tinkerbell was naughty as hell...
----------
Thanks for reading, everybody. The rest of the series is mostly complete, but there are continuity errors and my usual half-assed proofreading to attend to, so they will keep coming out slowly. Please stay tuned!
As always, I appreciate your kind ratings and favorites, and I especially look forward to your comments. Let me have it!
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Sylvan Courtyard -- Three: Watching Together
----------
It was already late dusk by the time I managed to make it home to Sylvan Courtyard. The drive there through the woods is always a little hairy at that time of day, with the flat light washing out shadows from bumps or branches in the road and the lane lines not yet reflecting the headlights well. I was exhausted from a long day of running and re-running computer simulations with my real-world data, and the drive did nothing to fix that mental tiredness.
But I really had begun to think of Sylvan Courtyard as my home, with its isolated location and all the quirky friends I was beginning to make there, and as I stepped out of my truck in the nearly full parking lot, I felt myself rallying. The woods were that kind of loudly quiet you get in Appalachian forests. The sounds of civilization, voices, traffic, sirens, banging and clanging, and even trains, are absent in the evenings, but that deafening silence is filled with quiet nightbirds, the rustling of leaves, and creaking branches high up where the light wind moves them. And the numerous chirps of frogs and crickets. Sometimes, at certain times of the year, those chirps can be deafening, but tonight they were simply mellow background. The warm evening air was just warm enough to be comfortable, but cool enough to relax and invigorate me.
I let the atmosphere wash over me as I walked toward the entrance.
In the entrance lobby, I checked the bulletin board, but there was nothing new since I had looked it over that morning and I headed out into the courtyard. Refreshed though I might feel, I still had an appointment with a beer, some food, and a mindless hour or so with Fruit Ninja before an early bedtime.
As I stepped out into the courtyard, I saw my neighbor Rhonda sitting out by the pool, by herself, bathed in the distinctive white light of a Kindle. Curious, I diverted my route to swing near her.
"Hey," I said, as I reached my closest point.
"Hey," she replied easily, looking up from her reading. She languidly lifted a fist and we bumped knuckles. "Just getting in?" she asked idly. "Happy Hour somewhere, or working late?"
"Data analysis," I answered tiredly. Reinvigoration only takes you so far. "Time for a glass of wine," I added, my mind automatically shifting beverages since I was talking to Rhonda, who sneers at me every time she sees me drinking a beer. "Why are you out here in the dark?"
Rhonda waved idly back behind her shoulder and upward. "Oh, Jane has a friend over, and I cleared out before they arrived so I could concentrate."
"Which Book Club are you reading for tonight?" I asked curiously. "I hope not Josie's choice this month?"
Rhonda shuddered a the thought, but grinned. "I wish this reading was as fun as that monstrosity!" She waved the tablet languidly. "This is Intermarriage of Magyar Nobility with 17th and 18th Century Austrian Society. I am lesson planning."
"Sounds like a fabulous fucking read! I wish I were auditing your course!" I said with all the enthusiasm I could simulate. I even smiled brightly at her. She just kicked my shin with her fortunately bare foot.
We both chuckled, and out of concern I asked, "So you are going to be out here all night, reading in the dark?"
"I doubt all night, but yeah. For a while. It's all right."
"Come on," I said, gesturing. "You can at least come up to my place and read in some good light inside, or out on my balcony if you prefer."
"I don't know. I don't need to hassle you," she replied, though I could tell that she hadn't quite counted on how dark it was getting out there by the pool.
"No hassle. My mind needs a break, so I am just going to quietly ninja some fruit this evening, or more likely play Clash of Clans. I'll let you pick which bottle of wine to open," I added to close the deal.
Rhonda looked at me for a moment, then grinned, popping up out of the poolside chair and sliding her flip-flops back onto her elegant feet. "You have me figured out already, Hawthorne."
As we sauntered to the stairs and up to my place, I reflected that this situation would have been an ideal one to get into Rhonda's tight, round, shapely jeans... if not for the fact that she was very happily married, to a woman no less, who was my good friend also, made the concept comfortably out of bounds.
Still, it really was too bad, because Rhonda was hot. She was tall, at around 5-8 or so, and in addition to how she filled out the aforementioned jeans, she had a nice set of medium-sized tits that sloped prettily in a natural sweep. I could tell how they swept, everyone could tell how they swept, because she never, ever wore bras under her ubiquitous cotton teeshirts. Even when teaching at the University, she simply wore a blazer to block the view. Sort of. In the name of professionalism. Sort of.
I wondered how many of her undergraduate students, male and female, lusted after her.
I did not personally lust after Rhonda. I had other women who were an actual possibility, remote or otherwise, to lust after. But I was going to indulge myself in giving her form a good eyebath or two, since she was going to be in my apartment for a few hours.
You know... for aesthetics.
I had three bottles of red in my apartment. When we got in, I gestured and Rhonda of course chose the most expensive of the three, a nice little French Burgundy. It was still only 23 bucks. Rhonda is an adjunct instructor, and I am a grad student. We both know how to find good wine inexpensively.
As I worked to open the cork, I waved around my place, where I realized Rhonda had never been. "Couch in here is fine, but I get the other end if you are going to sit inside," I suggested. "My one and only soft chair there beside it is good too," I added, completing my IKEA inventory. "Or, if you want to still sit outside, the small couch around the corner on the balcony is more comfy, but I find it too soft to comfortably work on my laptop there. The chairs right by the door are better for that."
"I think I'll take the outside couch," she replied as I poured for her. "I was enjoying the air, if not the darkness. And I'm not even taking notes right now. This is just a re-read."
"Oh, God," I snorted. "You have had to read Magyar Shenanigans in the 16th and 17th Centuries twice?"
"17th and 18th Centuries," she automatically corrected with a pedantic snort. "And I wish they got up to anything remotely resembling shenanigans." She shrugged. "It's not so bad."
"Cool. I'll be in here mostly. I was going to microwave some soup for dinner, but I have a lagana I can heat, if you want something to eat too," I offered politely.
"Nah," Rhonda said, moving to the sliding glass door to my balcony. "I ate already. Thank you."
I watched her ass sway as she opened the slider.
"Hey, Rhonda! Leave the door open, will you? The night air and noises are too nice to keep out," I asked.
She nodded, pushed the door all the way open, and stepped out onto my presently well-lit balcony.
After I went and changed into some gym shorts and a purple tennis shirt, I nuked my soup and hoovered it down while still standing in my kitchen. I am not too proud to eat over the sink, and I've never felt depressed about doing so regularly. It is a Hollywood trope for loneliness, but I have a nice life, with plenty of good people in it. I can eat conveniently when I want to, without shame.
I was about to go sit on my couch and play Clash of Clans, leaving Rhonda alone to do her reading, when she hissed at me from outside. "Ken! Come here a minute!"
Curious, I grabbed my wine and stepped out onto my balcony and around the corner. Rhonda wordlessly indicated the cushion next to her on the little couch she was relaxing on. As I sat, she said quietly, "I don't know if you've noticed this before, but I'm just now seeing it for the first time."
"Noticed what?" I asked curiously, taking a sip of my wine as I sat.
"The light on Jane's and my balcony over across from here is burnt out," Rhonda said, leaning back in her seat next to me as she pointed. "With it out, and the lights on in our apartment, like ours are now, you can see right inside, even with the sheers closed."
Gulp.
"Uh, yeah," I nodded, trying to cover my potential embarrassment with a grim demeanor. "I've learned to be careful where I let my eyes wander." I should be in the clear, I thought as I said this. At least, I had never seen anything, um, fun in Jane and Rhonda's apartment. And their light must have just recently burnt out, as I'd never seen into their place at all, despite how much time I spent on this couch out here.
"Well, Jane and her buddy are in our living room right now," Rhonda said easily, pointing.
I looked over reluctantly. Then I kept looking, even more reluctantly.
Jane's buddy was a guy.
Jane's buddy was about my height, a good number of inches taller than Jane, and visibly well-built in his stylish jeans and tight teeshirt.
Jane's buddy had his tongue down her throat and his hands on her firm little ass.
I felt like I had been stabbed. I felt anguish for Rhonda beside me, and bewildered betrayal at the hands of my friend Jane.
Yes, I personally felt betrayed. Both these women were my friends, one friend was harming the other, and that hurt my soul. I wasn't angry at Jane... yet. But I could feel that coming.
"Oh God, Rhonda!" I gasped, turning to her with what I hoped would be useful compassion in my eyes. "I'm so sorry!"
Rhonda just turned her eyes from the sight and arched an eyebrow calmly at me.
"Stand down, Ken," she smirked. "I knew what she was having whatsisname over for tonight. I've just never had a chance to watch before."
"She's been having an affair... with a guy, and you have known about it?" I hissed. My confusion was getting worse. I was definitely getting mad at Jane now, and was getting a little mad at Rhonda for not being mad along with me.
"Jane has most certainly not been having an affair," Rhonda said easily. Both of us were instinctively keeping our voices down. "She has never been with, um... him before tonight. What is his fucking name?" she asked herself absently.
"But..."
"But nothing. Chill. Neither of us is having an affair or affairs. We always let the other know in advance when we decide to bring a girl... or a guy," she added, nodding at whatsisname, who was tugging Jane's blouse off over her head, "home for some fun."
Rhonda too?
I'll admit, I wanted to look away. I was still having a hard time processing things, and staring at Jane's activities while sitting next to her wife seemed like I was jumping into the Wrong Pool. The Wrong Pool was crowded already with everybody else within my sight.
But Jane, who unlike Rhonda always wears a bra, had for some inexplicable reason chosen not to for this evening. Those were some arresting bare breasts... what I could see of them under the dude's big hands that were mostly encompassing them. Fuck, this was hot.
I had to get out of there. If Rhonda was going to suffer (enjoy?) out here, she could do it alone. But when I started to rise, Rhonda reached out and tugged me back onto the couch. I'll admit, I did not make it hard for her to do so. Jane had really nice tits, and the idiot had moved his hands down to her hips while bending to suckle on a nipple, leaving the other breast now fully in my view. Our view.
"Don't be a prig, Ken," Rhonda chuckled softly. "If I am going to get to enjoy this show out here on your balcony, the least I can do is share it with you." She relaxed back against the cushions and took a deep sip of the red.
The fact that Jane was over there, topless in blue jeans, my favorite visual ever, made me helpless to retreat. And I did not want to retreat, accusations of prig-dom or not. The way Jane's hands were exploring the front of the guy's jeans, and beginning to tease down the zipper had me further rapt.
Rhonda too, apparently. She leaned almost involuntarily forward once more as Jane tugged the jeans down off the guy's powerful-looking ass.
He did not take his lips from Jane's tit, though he did raise a hand to eagerly massage the breast he suckled on.
"See, Ken," Rhonda said calmly like she was narrating a nature documentary, "Jane and I discussed early on in our relationship, back when we first started to realize that we'd like to marry each other, that for two women, there aren't the same instinctive, reproductive pressures that drive straights to monogamy. We don't have to worry whether any children we might have someday are genetically both of ours," she explained. I sensed that she was at ease with what she was saying, but still felt the need to justify it. "I mean," she went on, "If either of us has a baby someday, it is going to take some outside intervention no matter what, right? Either technological or... otherwise," she finished, waving at what Jane was doing.
What Jane was doing was rooting around inside the guy's underwear with both hands. Eagerly.
"She is trying to have a baby?" I gasped.
"No!" Rhonda exclaimed, as if surprised I would think that. "She is trying to have a whole bunch of orgasms."
Actually, at that moment, Jane was trying to get whatsisname's underwear off. She did so.
"Well. That there is a considerable penis," Rhonda observed, leaning back and relaxing once more.
It was, in fact, considerable, even at a distance. My male brain instantly did a comparison check, as much as possible from my vantage, and decided that I had him beat. Barely. I did not reveal this finding to Rhonda because... duh. But I did let myself relax a little on the couch as well.
The two of them across the way were suddenly laughing, but Jane was determinedly pushing her friend over to the couch, where she plopped him down. Pushing his knees apart, Jane knelt swiftly between them. The angle now was not as good for us to see everything, but I was still in a sort of inappropriate heaven as I had a fabulous view of that little tight plum of an ass, stretching her jeans across it. She stroked his cock, which stood up eagerly from a veritable nest of black pubes, but only briefly, before she bent and slid the head into her mouth. Her breasts dangled beautifully in my vision for just a moment before they slid behind his fucking knees.
From this angle, I could not tell how much tongue she was using, but from the way his head rolled back and around, I could guess it was a lot.
"I just don't get cocksucking," Rhonda observed in casual, intellectual curiosity. "I mean, like Jane says, you guys do have anatomy that we thankfully don't, but I don't understand how excited she gets about sticking that anatomy in her mouth!"
"Well, I for one certainly enjoy the process on occasion," I observed, unable to help myself. Was I getting relaxed about all this?
"I'm sure you do," snorted Rhonda. "Men!"
Jane was bobbing up and down now with some alacrity. Both her hands were now employed on his shaft and balls and the dude was loving it.
"So Jane is really bisexual then?" I asked, finding myself very surprised by that. I had never gotten the vibe.
"I suppose we are both bisexual, to some extent," Rhonda mused. "But we are both very confirmed, um, lezmantics?"
"Lezmantics?" I asked. I actually took my eyes off Jane's topless-in-jeans blowjob for a brief moment to wonder what Rhonda had meant.
"We can both absolutely get off with both women and men. Occasionally thunderously," Rhonda added, apparently just now examining the phenomenon of this word she had suddenly coined, "but that is just an almost autonomous nervous reaction, right? We only feel an emotional response during and after sex with a woman." She took her eyes off the blowjob, which interested her less than it did me, and went on. Rhonda was a teacher after all, and teachers love to explain...
"We all, men and women, have certain, um, buttons I guess, that we respond to if they are... pushed correctly?"
"Should we call those controls, 'touchpads' and 'joysticks'?" I asked, puckishly curious. I might have had my eyes riveted on what was happening across the way, but I was getting into this bizarre conversation.
Rhonda elbowed me. "Asshole! But yeah. Good sex makes you cum. But it can also make you feel closer to the person you are doing it with. The process can bring you together, and incite desires for closeness. It can even, in conjunction with other factors, engender the need for permanence, even possession. Both Jane and I only get those sorts of feels, to a greater or lesser extent, during sex with another woman. And we have only ever gotten them really strongly with each other. I'm pretty sure that you wouldn't get romantic feelings if you had sex with a guy."
"I am absolutely certain that if I had sex with a guy, there would have to be drugs or a bizarre head injury involved to make me capable at all, and romantic entanglement would be right out," I replied firmly.
"Straights," Rhonda snorted, rolling her eyes.
Jane suddenly stood up, leaving the guy momentarily bereft looking as her mouth left his probably boiling cock. But his disappointment vanished as she began to work her jeans down off her hips in front of him. For my part, I was losing my glorious view of topless Jane in jeans, but I rapidly found that fully naked Jane was also a sight to behold.
She climbed up onto his lap, ran her hands through his hair, and shoved her breasts in his face. The two of them writhed like that, her crotch rubbing along his now desperate cock for a while.
"Here we go," Rhonda said quietly but firmly. "Let's actually see how you fuck a guy, dear."
Then, as Jane lifted up her hips and reached down to guide his admittedly considerable cock to her slit, I felt Rhonda's hand suddenly resting on my thigh, on the bare skin just below the legs of my shorts. Jane threw back her head and sank down onto the guy, both of them clearly entranced by the sensation of his entry. When she came to rest, having fully encompassed him, the two of them started a long, languid kiss.
Rhonda's hand began to massage my thigh. If there had been so much as a percentage or two left to go before I was utterly hard, that almost unconscious caress eliminated it.
It could not possibly be unconscious, I realized. But it might be almost involuntary.
Just as involuntarily, as Jane began her first, gentle rise and fall on the guy, my hand that was nearest Rhonda twitched, lifting as if seeking her thigh in turn of its own accord. I caught myself in time, and just set my hand back down on the narrow couch in the necessarily meager space between us. My pinkie knuckle just brushed her khaki slacks.
Oops.
Jane began to rise and fall now in a smooth rhythm. It was so fucking hot to watch.
Yeah, it was becoming increasingly clear to me since I moved here that I got a distinct, unique kick out of watching.
Rhonda was certainly getting a kick out of watching at the moment! And her hand had left my bare thigh, moving up my leg to the clothed portion thereof. It kept moving, getting closer to where the fabric strained over my erection. My hand twitched again, pressing lightly harder against her thigh. Her hip just rocked slightly in return. She felt my touch, and she was not shying away.
Could I get away with rubbing her leg? Did I want to? Let's be honest. I would not be rubbing her leg if I did start to rub it. I would be fondling it.
I had been so focused on the stunning reveal of Jane's bisexuality that it really had not registered much that Rhonda also apparently was wired that way a little. Possibly a lot bisexual, as her hand slipped fully onto my crotch and slowly traced the outline of my cock through the fabric.



Fuck it.
I slid my hand up the side of her upper thigh and rested it atop her leg, inches from her crotch as well. The only reaction I received was a light sigh. As Rhonda continued to caress my now aching cock through my pants, I let my hand slide over and down between her legs. She let them spread apart, just a little, as my fingers descended and felt the moist heat between.
We sat like that, casually torturing each other as we watched Jane ride whatsisname.
Then suddenly, he pushed her off of him. They both laughed, and he rose. With a playful shove, he pushed her to her hands and knees on the couch, then moved behind her. Rhonda hissed and her fingers clenched my dick even harder. I let my own fingers press harder against her pants, stroking more earnestly myself.
We had a direct-on view of Jane's face as he pushed back inside her pussy from behind, squeezing her ass as he drove into her. Holy shit.
And Holy Shit.
Rhonda was scrabbling suddenly at the waistband of my shorts, tugging the elastic out and down. Involuntarily, I lifted my hips slightly and found my shorts and underwear bunched up down at mid-thigh. That was as far as she cared about, as her hand was back on my cock, her eyes never leaving the sight of her wife getting fucked, watching with Becky not knowing she could see.
Rhonda's touch on my shaft was electric for me, and my cock throbbed. She had a nice easy grip which felt nice. But she wasn't jacking me off of anything. She was just enjoying the feel of a penis while she watched.
I was jealous suddenly. Not of the guy fucking Jane, but of the fact that Rhonda had her hand on my skin, and I did not have mine on hers.
Fuck it.
I slid my fingers upward from where they caressed her, out to her waistband where I popped the snap of her fly. She only murmured in very quiet approval/acquiescence as I slid down the zipper.
She was wearing fairly substantial, everyday panties under there, but that was fine by me, as they were loose, and it took no effort to slide my hand down into them and the khakis together, my fingers sliding over a perfectly shaved expanse, then down between her legs. She was slickly wet and my middle finger slid effortlessly between her outer labia, brushing briefly over her clit along the way.
And we sat there, watching the now hellacious fucking Jane was receiving. Suddenly I saw Rhonda's wife come, her head yanking upward, eyes closing, and mouth making a huge circle.
Rhonda's grasp on my cock suddenly became a rhythmic stroking, her caresses morphing into an intent handjob. My own middle finger delved deep into her, curling under and stroking the ridged area I found within.
The guy had paused his pounding to let Jane enjoy her orgasm, but now had resumed. I had never examined a guy's face when he was coming, but it was clear this dude was getting there himself. And the way Jane was clearly having trouble grasping reality over there, she was not far from another herself.
I got Rhonda off first, before Jane could come again, and I was momentarily smug about that. Her taut insides spasmed around my finger, and my thumb slid swiftly to her button, ramping up her orgasm with sudden additional stimulation. Her hand was now sliding up and down my cock with nearly desperate speed, and even as she relaxed from her climax, she seemed only to become more focused on what she was doing to me.
Her eyes never left her wife.
The guy came. It was obvious, even though he did not pull out. In fact, he slammed as deeply as he could into Jane and froze there, back arched, as his hips wobbled. He twitched a final small thrust.
Jane came again, and watching her O-face re-emerge sent me over the edge myself. I fountained upward as Rhonda did not slack her pumping grip. In a few moments, my hips and upper thighs, Rhonda's hand, my cock, and my shirt were all spattered with cum.
All four of us collapsed at the same time. Jane and the dude rolled to their sides on the couch and Jane spun to kiss and embrace him. Rhonda and I just slumped back on the loveseat. I left my finger inside her for a bit, just as she continued to gently cradle my sticky cock.
Suddenly, Jane stood up and pulled the monetarily lethargic whatsisname to his feet. Then she led him firmly toward the bedroom. And out of our sight. Jane was obviously not done with him, but she was done in the living room.
"That was some fucking show," Rhonda sighed. Then she turned and looked at me, her thighs squeezing happily together around my hand.
"Yeah..." I breathed. "So, that happened."
We both laughed softly. Rhonda slowly relaxed her thighs, and I slowly extracted my sodden fingers from between her legs.
Then she looked down at her frosted hand, and at my frosted midsection. "Um, clean up in Aisle Seven," she said. "Sorry about the shirt!"
"Does any of that down there look like I am sorry?" I asked in amusement. But it truly was a big mess.
"Let's get inside where I can wash my hand and you can go wash... everything," Rhonda suggested, still shaking her head.
"Yeah," I said, feeling pretty profoundly awkward by now. She slid in through the open slider and I awkwardly waddled after, holding up my shorts and undies just short of my junk. She went to the kitchen sink, and I slipped past her as fast as I could to get to my bedroom. I stripped once there, dropped the clothes in my laundry pile, suddenly resolute on the importance of starting a load before I went to sleep. I washed all around my midsection, as well as my hands.
It was too early to go to bed, even after a release like that, so I threw on fresh shorts and one of my sleep tees. I wondered if Rhonda would still be out there when I came back out.
She was. She was sitting hard against one end of the couch, reading her interrupted Kindle. Looking up as I came back out, she rather hesitantly asked, "Um, is it okay if I just keep reading in here for a while longer? They'll still be at it for a while."
I was hesitant too. It had been one very weird, fairly wonderful, experience. "Uh, sure," I said. With that, I took a deep breath, plopped down on the other end of my much roomier indoor couch, and added, looking at my phone, "The Clash of Clans has been delayed, but it cannot be denied!"
And we sat there for almost another hour, not really talking, just companionably using our devices. I did offer another glass of wine, but Rhonda asked for water instead, and I had some of the same.
Then I heard her phone buzz, and Rhonda read the text. "Well, she has worn him out and sent him on his way! I can head back now," she added, rising. I very briefly appreciated the sight of Rhonda rising...
"She wore him out, or he wore her out?" I asked, risking some banter in our weird holding pattern.
Rhonda winked at me broadly, "According to her text, he's the one heading home exhausted. Which is good for me!" She pursed her lips and bobbed her head side to side, grinning. "Good for her, too. Because after that show we got, I'm going to go home and lick my hot little wife into oblivion, whether she has the energy to respond or not!"
"Rhonda, my friend, you two are weird," I laughed.
"Oh, so being lesbian is weird?"
"Fuck no. That's the most normal thing about you."
"Betcher ass, Straight!" Rhonda laughed, heading for my door. She paused there. "I may be going to have to tell her that we watched," she added quietly.
Awkward again... "Yeah," I said glumly. "I figure that you maybe should. I hope she doesn't hate me, or get icked out.. or anything."
"My little showoff?" Rhonda scoffed affectionately. "She's more likely to just tease you about it."
With that, she was out the door.
Yeah. Let's hope that would be the outcome. But I was going to be cautious around Jane for a while.
For that matter, I was going to be cautious around Rhonda too!
----------
Sylvan Courtyard is certainly crowded, isn't it? Keep your eyes peeled for what comes next... and who.
As always, thank you very much for reading my stuff, and thank you for your likes and kind votes. Most of all, I really do feel like I get paid in comments, so take a minute to tell me what you think!
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Sylvan Courtyard -- Four: You Can Watch With Your Ears
----------
The heat of summer was starting to kick in, even up in the forested foothills where Sylvan Courtyard was located. This was fine by me. I don't mind a little heat under most circumstances, though I did find myself running more on the treadmill in the air-conditioned gym than I did along the forested trails. When I realized that, I managed to cut out that laziness and made myself hit the trails again to enjoy nature...
Another reason not to mind the heat was that the courtyard around the pool was often crowded. With the semester almost finished, lots of us, especially the undergrads, did our studying or other work poolside. It was an excuse to get some sun.
It was also an excuse to check out all the other sunbathers...
I was working on the draft of my dissertation. I had caught up on the only class I was taking, the one with Professor Thames, and I was leerily worrying about all the exams I was about to have to grade, but for now, I had some time, and I was using it to flesh out a few segments of my doctoral 'masterpiece'.
Or at least I was supposed to be doing that. My productivity was not great at the moment.
As I have mentioned, the demographics of Sylvan Courtyard are damned near perfect for a single guy like me. Nearly 60% of the tenants are women, and virtually all of us are single and in our early to mid-twenties. And today, with not a cloud in the high blue sky and temperatures pushing into the sweaty range, the bikini game of my female neighbors was particularly strong.
I had taken my laptop down poolside and grabbed a seat at one of the glass-top tables on the patio, choosing the seat out of four around the table that gave me the best view of my fellow sunbathers. I did not bother with a shirt, just some good sunscreen on my torso. Between my board shorts and the table itself, my lower body was not going to get much sun anyway.
I sighed quietly as Katie Fallows, I think her last name was Fallows, walked by in a sleek one-piece suit. I'd never gotten a chance to know her much beyond her name. Her boobs, honestly, are kind of weird looking, but she had a great ass.
Concentrate on the work, Ken!
Then why are you down here in the sun with half-dressed chicks, Ken?
Fuck off, that's why, Ken.
"Hey, Ken! Do you mind if Henry and I share your table?" I heard Heather Vandross ask beside me.
Starting, and hoping I had not too obviously been checking out Katie's passing ass, I looked up. "Heather! Sure. Be my guest, guys," I said, waving at the empty seats.
Heather immediately started to pay rent for her seat at the table by choosing the chair directly opposite mine. She put down a stack of notebooks and a textbook, bending over as she did so. Those delicious tits of hers dangled awesomely in the less than sturdy bikini top she wore. She settled into her seat, and Henry took the one to my right.
"Ken, have you met my boyfriend, Henry?" she asked politely.
"I think we've said hi once or twice," I said, turning to smile at her guy. He extended his hand and we shook as he sat in turn. A good, firm, friendly handshake. We actually had a good little conversation. Turns out he was a senior undergrad, unlike Heather, who was a grad student like me. He was a business major, but gave off none of the nastily competitive vibe so many of those dudes exude right through their pores.
Overall, turns out he was a nice guy. I found that I actually liked him. It did not keep me from being a little wishful that he was out of the picture. Those were nice tits over there, staring back at me from the less-than-extensive green bikini top my blonde next-door neighbor was wearing. The way she was already chewing on her pen cap off and on was not helping things.
But from everything I had ever seen or heard, and especially from watching the two of them together with me now, all of us doing homework, I got the impression that the two of them had the kind of comfortable-in-their-skin relationship that might well survive graduation, even graduations a year or so apart. Good for them.
I wanted a relationship like that someday. But I was not in a place in life where such would end in anything but disaster. I knew that all too painfully well.
And I had a pretty fun life these days without a love...
"Hey, y'all!" we heard Josie's voice from behind me. "Let me introduce you to some more people," she added to someone with her. I turned in my seat, and found myself momentarily undistracted by Heather.
Josie was wearing a bathing suit, and nothing but! Usually, if you saw her out around the pool, she was just passing through, dressed for work or in shorts, usually with a teeshirt on over a one-piece suit. Her suit this day was admittedly a one-piece, but for once it was the type that lifted and supported her breasts, rather than squashed them. Always a sexy look, and totally unexpected on our tasty landlady. Our very tasty landlady...
But the girl she was with, a new tenant I guessed, since I'd never seen her before, was damn near hotter.
No. She was hotter than Josie. Maybe. Sort of. Short and curvy, she sported a red string bikini with a high, french-cut bottom that was damned near a thong. If those tits weren't fake, I'd eat my hat, but her surgeon had done a great job and hadn't gone overboard. And she had a tattoo of a green Chinese dragon winding its way down her left flank from above her hip, under her suit, and down the outside of her thigh halfway to her knee.
Self-conscious about her body, this girl was not.
"New tenant," Josie said to us merrily, introducing Mimi Queen as a first-year nursing student who had just taken the 'dungeon' apartment down at the end, the one that I had rejected when I first looked here. I knew Josie and Jesse would both be happy to finally get that unit rented.
We made polite conversation for a minute or so, then Josie led Mimi off to introduce her to more people. Both Henry and I watched them go. Form behind, it was abundantly evident that Mimi's bikini bottom was, in fact, a full-on thong.
Heather whacked Henry's arm with her notebook and grinned at him tartly. "Having naughty nurse fantasies all of a sudden?" she asked with a friendly grin.
"Well, I sure am," I chirped, finding myself coming to Henry's defense.
They both smiled at me. Heather's was just a trace naughty, and Henry's was openly thankful.
*
Most of the doctoral classes that I had ever taken had ended the term with papers or projects, but Professor Thames's was going to have an actual exam, and I could not decide if I hated that or loved it.
As I sat in her class, with less than a week to go before that exam, I decided it was probably for the better, making it the one aspect about her class that had ended up as the easy route for us students. I'd have to drop everything to review for a day or so before the exam, but I was confident I would do well.
In fact, the way that she loaded us up with all that work a month ago, when she had good reason to believe our other responsibilities were less immediate, had actually been a considerate act that I had not recognized at the time. I did recognize it now, and I occasionally felt regret for how mad I'd been with her back then.
Unfortunately, I had to deal with fallout from that period. That fucking crack by my buddy and fellow researcher Petey about sleeping with my professor to get her to cut me some slack had never quite left my head.
Like my own mentor, Professor Thames was young for her tenured position, maybe forty years old. Petey had triggered a change in my mind about her, as I involuntarily reclassified her from attractive furniture to moderately hot woman. And while I had been a looker all my life, my recent circumstances and activities had me looking more intently at everyone than ever before.
Fortunately, I can both check out a woman and still take notes. I'm a multitasker. So, with only three more classes before the exam, I was locked onto the professor, in all ways.
She always dressed pretty conservatively... almost school marm-y.
But in an anime sort of way, however. She always wore black pencil skirts that varied in length from her usual knee length to a few inches higher. She had one that was a good four or five inches above her shapely knees, but she didn't wear that one often. Up top, she wore simple, fitted white dress shirts. Fitted, but not tight, and with never more than the collar unbuttoned.
Still, they were the kind of shirts that, in animes of teachers with her build, get yanked open suddenly to reveal some crazy black lace bra that barely contains some sizeable tits.
This was not an anime, alas, but she did have a nice set.
To complete the occasionally frustrating look, she wore her black hair back in a bun most days, and she needed thick-framed black glasses. Some professors secretly only wore glasses to impart a more intellectual look. I have considered doing it myself. But Professor Thames clearly needed these glasses. The lenses were not quite Coke-bottle-bottom thick, but the prescription's effects were visible at a distance.
Unfortunately, the effect of those lenses was to make her eyes look twice as big as they were.
You know... like anime eyes.
What did she just say? Shit. My mental multitasking had taken a hit.
Thank goodness I only had a week until the exam, then I could be done with the dangers and distractions of my mentor's chief antagonist in the department. Maybe he should fuck her and let the rest of us have some peace...
*
It was fully dark by the time I got out of my car in the parking lot at home. I had had office hours, and, with a week to go before my own students had their exams, the number of ways someone could ask for inappropriate information about some or all of the questions on an upcoming test had been on full display.
All the ways except sex. Thankfully, none of my female students made that offer, so I had not had to slap anyone down about it. There was no way I'd accept that deal. I have a bright future ahead of me, and I intend to keep it fully intact.
Taylor Swift could have stripped naked and offered to blow me daily in return for test answers, and I'd have told her a hard no.
Seriously.
I would have wept for the rest of my life, but I would have said no.
But leaving class behind that evening had at least banished obstructive thoughts about Professor Thames from my head.
I checked my mail, and the bulletin board, adding the newly announced meeting time for the next Beer and Wine Club meeting to my calendar app, then wandered out into the night air around the pool.
As I passed along the first-floor patios overlooking the pool, a voice came out of the dark.
"Hey, Ken! You are getting in late," said Felicity, where she sat on her darkened patio by the light of her phone, listening to something on her earbuds. "Hot date?" Felicity lives directly under my apartment... well, directly under Heather's apartment next to mine, and I often spoke to her as I passed.
"I wish," I snorted. "Office hours."
"Ugh. Have a good night," she said. Felicity is a grad student like me, and does some heavy work as a TA. I was pretty sure that she was playing Civilization or something, rather than doing work this evening. She had that body posture.
I bounced up the stairs, two at a time, and let myself into my place.
Since I could not be bothered to cook anything, I made a sandwich, grabbed a beer, and went out to sit on my couch on the balcony. Some time-wasting computer gaming was calling my name as well.
As I sat, I did automatically look over toward Rhonda and Jane's place, but Jesse must have fixed their porch light, because, despite them clearly being home, I could see nothing through the lit sheers covering their living room.
Fucking Jesse and his conscientious attitude...
I snorted at myself, and bent to ninja some fruit while I ate.
"Henry! You goof, watch your hands," came a soft voice out of the night. I realized that Heather and Henry must be sitting on her own, smaller balcony right beside mine. There was a large concrete wall between us that provided visual privacy, but in the still night air, I could hear around that barrier clearly.
"I am watching my hands, they are filled with wondrous sights," Henry said back, just as quietly. Heather just giggled, then sighed a minute or so later. There were kissing sounds.
"Henry!" Heather hissed again. "Leave my shirt alone! Someone could see you dragging my tits out like that!"
"Come on," Henry wheedled, not sounding as if he was dissuaded. "We could see anyone who could see us. We are well back from the edge. Too far to be seen from below... Fuck you are amazing, you know that?"
"Henry! Ohhh... You are bad, you know that?"
"Thowwy. Cann tall. My mouwth ith full."
My neighbor was getting her truly impressive tit sucked just five feet from me.
Holding my breath so they didn't hear me would not have been sustainable, but I held myself as close to the silence of churchmice as I could manage.
There was a feminine moan, then a sharp hiss, then another moan. "Fuck, baby! You know how to use your teeth just right..."
Henry just chuckled softly. Heather sighed in an obviously conflicted menage of pleasure and frustration. Then I heard a shifting noise, and then, "Mmm? Un unh," from Henry.
There was a soft slap, more of a swat really, and Heather hissed. "You can keep sucking on that one... Please keep doing that, but you have my other tit just hanging out in the open! I admit I can't see any sign of anyone watching, but what if somebody walked out on their balcony, or even a few of those patios?"
The pop of Henry releasing her nipple was so loud I actually managed to hear it. "Ha! From the tone of your voice, I'd say that thought excites you," he said, the last word muffled as he went back to feeding on that tit.
I knew it was an amazing tit. I had ample evidence it was awesome. But I had never seen the nipple. Did it measure up to the canvas on which it rested?
"Ass!" Heather chuckled.
"Hey!" Henry said in mild playful dismay, amid the sounds of more shifting bodies.
"No! I'm putting them away, babe," Heather said in a stern voice. "If you are so into my being seen by strangers, let's haul that big ole cock of yours out and see how you like being exposed!"
"Oh. Hey! Oh, um, hey now..." Henry's protests at his dick being removed from his pants sounded mighty pro-forma to me. "There are a lot of windows..." he added, his voice suddenly sounding a bit more genuinely hesitant.
"Maybe I'll help you keep it concealed," Heather crooned.
There was a sudden moan from Henry. I know that moan. It's the one I make when my cock first slips between a girl's lips.
What followed was a whole lot of Henry trying manfully to be vocally quiet (and failing), along with some incredible wet sounds. This was not some gentle, idle, affectionate fellatio going on just feet away from me. Heather was gobbling his knob at a ferocious pace.
The wet sucking noises were rapid and hungry sounding, and she must have been taking him deep because they were often interspersed with the soft 'gluck' of her almost gagging.
"Fuck, babe! You gotta slow down," Henry entreated softly. "With all your teasing at dinner, and now this out here, you are going to make me come already!"
There was a sudden cessation of the sucking sounds. "You got a problem with my giving you an orgasm, baby?" Heather crooned, but sharply.
"Fuck no! But..."
"You aren't going back to your apartment tonight, right?"
"No..."
"Then fill my mouth, cock boy," Heather said sternly, and the sucking noises resumed, even more vigorously, if that was possible.
Well. Heather had some depths.
Henry's moans rapidly became shallower and higher pitched. He also lost a little bit of his control over the volume, but he held it down from outright shouts.
Suddenly his high moans sank low, and he growled, "Coming!"
The sound Henry made next was almost exactly like the one someone makes when they are punched in the gut, except with an unmistakable enthusiasm overlaid. Suddenly, he was panting and muttering indistinctly but thankfully.
For my part, aside from being hard as a rock, I was consumed with wondering about whether Heather had taken his jizz in her mouth, or if she was wearing it all over her face. Frustratingly, she was silent for a few moments. At last, she chuckled, "I feel accomplished, Baby. That was a lot!"
Damn, that was no clue.
Regaining his breath, Henry leered, "Now I need to take you inside and put you to bed!"
"Oh you are done now, are you? Or are you just back to being afraid of being seen, now that I'm not swallowing this beauty?"
"No," Henry said silkily now, "I need to lay you out on your bed so I have room to properly play with your kitty until it yowls."
"I like the way you think. Go on."
"And after that, well, you know my knees and shins are sore from soccer," I could almost hear Henry shrug. "Giving you the fucking you certainly now deserve anywhere else than on your mattress would hurt!"
Heather giggled as I heard him pull her to her feet. Dammit, I still could not be sure if the smile on her face was covered in cum or not!
Then the sound came of the sliding glass door of her balcony, and the night was silent.
I was tempted to go inside myself and try to keep listening, but while the apartments might be old, they had been ahead of their time on sound insulation.
I would never know.
With a sigh, I took a swig of my beer, which was still barely cold enough for drinking. Shaking my head, I adjusted my pants. Then I opened a puzzle game that had been kicking my ass. I knew I needed to get this mysterious box open, but I could not find the combination anywhere in the space where I was stuck. Maybe if I examined the funky wooden paneling more closely?
I read those ridiculous stories about guys getting all horned up and then being useless until they get some, or go 'take care of' their erections themselves. Come on. Once you remove the stimulation and concentrate on something else, a cock goes back to minding its own business quite comfortably... without jacking it off.
I don't drink decaf. I don't waste my calories on gluten-free breads. And I vanishingly seldom rub one out. All are just pale imitations that I don;t enjoy, and which make me feel sad for not having had the real thing.
I laughed at the whole episode later, when I was finally crawling into my bed. Apparently, I could indulge my voyeurism without even using my eyes! I was an eavesdropper? No, it seemed like I needed a word with more sexual overtones...
*
"Hey, Ken!" Felicity chirped, walking off of her patio the next morning as I, freshly showered and shaved, passed. Time for work. I had to put in some time on my research that morning to make sure it was going to be fine without me for the next few days while I dealt with exams, my own as well as those I would be giving and grading.
"Good morning Felicity. Long time no see," I chuckled. We both waved at a junior named Juan, who, rather than heading to the university this morning, was in his workout clothes and heading around the pool toward our gym. Lucky undergrad bastard.
Felicity wore her usual loose jeans with the gathered elastic waist, but instead of the 'Property of the Athletic Department' sweatshirt that often completed her outfits, she had a white turtleneck and unbuttoned black vest over it. "Teaching today? Or being a student?" I asked, waving at what passed for professional attire for her.



"Both," she said grumpily as we walked together toward the exit. "Today is my hard day. I have two classes I'm taking, and I also teach two sections as well."
"Ouch."
"Yeah, it is a bear. But at least I am done fairly early, and I can come home and collapse out on my patio again in the nice weather." She turned to me as I held the door to the foyer open for her. "After I saw you, did you sit outside like I was?"
"Oh yeah," I started to say, but then I was suddenly wary. She had been sitting outside right under Hannah's balcony earlier in the evening. Has she still been there later, and had to run inside to get away from the demonstration over her head? "I, uh, was playing a puzzle game last night, before the final push at school. I managed to crack this box I had to open. Turns out, I needed a key, not a combination and... why am I babbling to you about these details? Sorry," I shrugged in what I hoped was a nonchalant manner.
"A puzzle game?" Felicity asked, as if puzzled herself. Then she actually shoved me very lightly with her shoulder as we exited the main doors from the foyer to the parking lot. "You must have wanted a serious distraction from the show Heather and Henry were putting on for nearby ears!"
I just gave her a sheepish look of confession. But she did not need to know that the puzzle game came afterward. "I... uh..." I sighed. "Yeah, Henry sure seemed to have a fun time out there..."
"Oh, I was pretty sure Heather was having a ball too," Felicity snorted. "But it was nothing to how enthusiastic they were once they went inside."
"Really?" I asked, relaxing a little. If Felicity was going to admit to perving on the noises from that balcony herself, I felt a little better. "How would you know? The soundproofing inside around here is top-notch."
"True," Felicity said, reaching her elderly Volkswagon Golf, which was parked just this side of my F-150 by a few spaces. "But either there was a repair at some point on my ceiling/her floor, or there was a building screw-up to begin with, because there has to be some gap in the insulation between us. When she and Henry really get going in her bedroom, I can hear them fairly clearly from mine!"
"Ouch."
"Oh, I think it is pretty fun most of the time," Felicity smiled. "Call it a guilty pleasure." She opened her door. "Hey, if you want to feel guilty too, next time they get up to it out on the balcony, come down to my place and I'll let you hear what I mean."
I looked at her a bit bug-eyed, then rolled my eyes, smiled, and gave her a wave as I moved on to my car. She had pulled out of the parking lot well before I could even get all my materials stashed in the passenger seat.
Like I was going to abandon my privacy and be witnessed listening to my neighbors having sex!
My day at the University had been supposed to be an easy one. I just had the one class to teach, and it was a review session, followed by my last office hours of the semester that afternoon. Those office hours went long, but not more than usual. I had lunch with my advisor. He even paid. I knew that was not generosity, but self-defense against the kind of restaurant food that I could afford.
But my research kind of blew up, and I was there stupidly late taking care of the several unrelated and individually minor issues that had all cropped up at the least convenient moment possible.
Tired, grumpy, and starving, I grabbed a burger from Wendy's and ate it in the car while I drove back to Sylvan Courtyard. I had had a nutritious lunch earlier, at least.
The evening was again already gloaming as I entered the courtyard and headed determinedly toward my apartment. But my eye caught Felicity, once again sitting on her patio, and waving her arm at me silently. I turned and approached her, fortunately responding automatically to her silence with my own.
She waved me to the lightweight aluminum chair next to her own. "Henry is back over again tonight!" she whispered quietly, pointing upward.
"Really? Don't they have to study for exams some time?" I whispered back incredulously.
But they were back together, and they were back on the balcony above Felicity and now me.
"You almost missed it," Felicity hissed. "They just started a couple minutes ago."
"Henry, stop that! What are you doing?" Heather's voice came from above. There was the sound of another swat that was not a slap in any way.
"I'm taking your blouse off," Henry replied with eager humor.
"Out here? I don't have a bra on!"
"My hands have been telling me that for a while now," Henry chuckled. "Come on, lift your arms."
"Again, we are outside! Bad enough you pulled this last night! This is a big complex. People could see..." There was the rustling of fabric. "Oh my God. This is embarrassing!"
"I think you like it."
"I do not. I'm fucking topless here, right in front of all my goddamned neighbors, Henry! Any one of them could see me any second."
"I think you'd like that," Henry chortled. "You sure showed enthusiasm about being exposed last night."
"That wasn't enthusiasm! That was just relief that no one saw!"
"Uh-huh. Then why are your gorgeous little nipples in glass-cutter mode right now, all exposed where anyone might see them?"
"That's not from the danger," Heather snapped. Then her voice softened. "It's, uh, from your fingers, Baby."
"Thanks," Henry said, unbelieving. Then there was a soft sucking sound.
"Oh, fuck, Baby," Heather groaned. "Suck them harder..."
The dialog above us became a monolog for a few minutes, as Heather carried on murmuring various encouragements, but Henry's mouth was obviously busy with tasks other than forming words.
But then both Felicity and I jumped as a light suddenly turned on in an apartment across the way.
Felicity had seen it too. "Yikes! Stop that and give me my blouse back!" she yeeped.
"What? Oh," Henry said, as he saw the light. The game was suddenly a little too real for them both, dammit. "No, don't put it back on. We'll just go inside."
The sliding glass door above us creaked as it shut.
"Damn. Just when it was getting good," I said, not quite believing I was sitting there with a neighbor, listening to other neighbors.
"Come on," Felicity said, getting up.
"Huh?"
"Come in. I told you, at least if they head for the bedroom, which I am certain they are doing right now, we can still hear them from inside!"
Bemused, I followed Felicity who, like Heather, apparently had hidden depths of kinkiness.
I knew it. I just knew it!
Inside, Felicity asked if I wanted a beer, and I automatically said yes. I had never been in her apartment before. It was even more minimally decorated than my own. The residents of our complex might have mostly been better off than average for college types like us, but we were still the sort to make economies on furnishings.
She waved me to her bedroom as she headed for her fridge.
Ordinarily, being casually waved into the bedroom of a cutie like Felicity, even without much idea of how her body shaped up, would have had me hard as a rock. I was hard, but not for Felicity, and not hard as a rock. The situation was strange.
It also was frustrating, because even though I could tell they were in the bedroom above us, there were no voices. I had begun to really enjoy Heather's apparent habit of practically narrating the sex she was enjoying, and I found that I missed it.
But about the same moment that Felicity reappeared to stand beside me and press an open Heineken into my hand, Heather came through again.
"Okay, stop for a minute. I need you to get naked."
"Me? How about you? You are halfway there already," Henry replied.
"Bareassed. Now," Heather snorted.
"All right," Henry grumbled, I was sure insincerely. After a moment's delay, he added, "This would be easier if you kept your hands to yourself while I strip."
"Yes, but not as fun. Here," Heather laughed.
"And how am I supposed to get my pants off if you have my hands holding your boobs?"
"I guess I can help..."
They both chuckled.
Felicity and I found ourselves rolling our eyes at each other over the byplay. It was ridiculous, but I was quite completely hard now, imagining what the two of them, particularly Heather, were up to.
Just my luck, as Felicity and I parted our sarcastic gazes, her eyes slid downward.
"Ha! Someone is certainly enjoying listening to the show," she snorted, referring to the tent in my pants that I had no opportunity yet to disguise.
I stared back at her. She was cute. She might be hot, though I was not sure, but she was definitely cute. And given how she was dressed, I could not really tell a lot... "Yeah?" I said, letting my gaze linger challengingly, before looking back up at the ceiling. "I can't say for sure, but I'm betting you are well into their act, too."
"Mmmm, Henry. Isn't this a nice little hard-on you have for me?" Heather asked above us.
"If I ever have my hands full of your boobs this long and aren't hard, call an ambulance," Henry replied earnestly.
"Noted," Heather said. "But now that I have this in my grasp, I'm not letting go. You are going to have to help me with my pants, Mister."
"She really does like to narrate, doesn't she?" Felicity mused, looking up as well.
I shot another quick look at her. Very cute...
Nothing ventured, nothing gained, right?
"She's like a square dance caller," I mused. Then I looked at my fellow eavesdropper blandly. "Want to follow her call?" Then I casually looked upward again.
I felt her eyes on me as she paused. But for barely a heartbeat. "Oh, you'd like that, wouldn't you?"
"Quite probably," I laughed. She hadn't hit me, so at least I got a good zinger out of it.
We stared at the ceiling for a moment as Heather scolded Henry for playing with her ass instead of untangling her ankles.
"We would have to catch up," Felicity said. "I guess that means you need to get naked now."
"Me? I thought she got topless first," I said, trying to buy time to consider if she was being serious. I looked at her.
Felicity was staring back, nostrils flaring. "Are you going to stand there and argue with me, or are you going to get naked? Don't you get the feeling that they are about to get to the good stuff?"
Right. Nothing ventured, nothing gained. I sensed a sudden real possibility for an awful lot gained...
"Right," I said, and tugged my shirt off over my head. I stopped to look at her to make sure I was not being had.
"Very nice," Felicity said quietly. "But I've seen you shirtless beside the pool all sorts of times. Show me what I haven't seen."
Well, alrighty then. I popped my button and unzipped my fly. Then I grabbed both underwear and pants and pushed both to the floor. My cock, which was as interested as it ever was by this point, bobbed free and I turned to let it point right at Felicity.
"Very nice," she said, still keeping her voice carefully low. "I think she grabbed it at this point..." She reached out toward my cock.
Despite the distinct desire to let her at it, I swept her hand aside. "She was topless before she grabbed it," I hissed.
"There," said Heather above us, obviously fully naked now. "I think it is time for me to give this lovely cock the warm bath it desperately needs."
Her words did incite Felicity to hurry, and she tossed aside her vest. The front of the turtleneck swelled promisingly. In a flash, the white top was tugged off over her head, and her smooth stomach and the way she filled the cute little beige lace bra she wore had me confirming the upgrade from cute to hot.
I could see the bra opened in front and I swiftly stepped forward. "If I remember, Henry did a lot of the work in getting her topless," I mused, and she did nothing to dissuade me from reaching out and unclasping the bra. I trailed my fingertips lightly over the sweet flesh of her breasts briefly as I spread it wide and off her shoulder. She let the bra slide free of her shoulders and my fingers. Her breasts were not large, but still more than ample to hold onto, and shaped into firm, round mounds. Her nipples were small and dusky brown against her pale skin, and they were hard enough to prove, as if I had any remaining doubts, that she was as into this whole freaky perversion as I was.
Henry was contradicting Heather above us. "I don't think so, fabulous as that sounds. I think I need to bury my face for a while first tonight!"
"Hurry, we need to keep catching up while they argue," Felicity said to me. She stepped forward and grabbed my cock with both hands. She looked down as she began to explore my length. "Right. My hands are now busy. Get my jeans off!"
I too was motivated to get us both naked, and get a chance to fill my mouth with those boobs for a moment at least, before they quit arguing. I clasped her hips, then ran my hands back to clasp her ass. More promising clues to Felicity's shape that always hid behind these baggy-type pants...
I lifted my hands, the slid them down inside the back of her elastic waistband, clutching the bare buttocks I found. They were soft but smooth, and felt every bit as nicely shaped as I had hoped. For a moment, I thought she was panty-free, but then I realized that my fingers had brushed the waistband of a thong as they dove to get a hold of these wonderful buns.
Henry and Heather were full-on arguing about who would get their mouth full first.
"How about 69?" Henry offered. I slipped my hands almost free of Felicity's pants and grabbed both jeans and thong, pushing them down her legs smoothly. As I bent to do so, I took one of her eager nipples between my lips.
"Babe, you know that never works. One of us or both of us gets too distracted to do a good job," Heather growled.
As I helped Felicity step free of her jeans, my tongue teasing the nipple between my lips, there was a thump above us.
"There," Heather said, having just shoved Henry back onto the mattress, I guessed. "I refuse to argue. Lie back and take your blowjob like a man," she laughed.
"So bossy," Henry groaned, clearly once again enjoying lips sliding around his cock.
I got distracted by that mental image and found myself suddenly being shoved back onto the pink comforter atop Felicity's remarkably soft bed. After a moment's thought about how I could never sleep on a surface so soft, but could very much get into fucking on one, I realized that we had caught up, and the evening was about to go from good to great for me.
I had barely finished the thought before soft lips pressed against the raging purple helmet of my cock. Felicity's tongue forced her own lips apart as it slid out and down the front of my glans, and her now parted lips followed the tongue down and around me.
My overly loud groan of happiness was fortunately overridden by a much louder one from Henry above us. "Fuck, Babe! How do you take it all like that?"
Felicity paused for an instant at that. Then she lifted her head, grinned, and shook her head. "Can't do it," she apologized, then bent back to do much more than enough.
My loud sigh of happiness hopefully served as reassurance that I did not mind. The girl knew how to give head.
I am not sure how long Henry and I lay there on our respective partners' beds, but while it was not the rushed time frame Heather had aimed for the prior night, I was aware that things still were progressing faster than the eight or nine hours I'd have been happy for the process to take.
Henry's noises above indicated that he was growing increasingly agitated, and my own hips were helplessly starting to press upward off the bed as Felicity had taken a break from sucking to cradle my shaft in her hands and lick me repeatedly from balls to tip.
"Okay, Babe," Henry groaned, "I'm almost there!"
There was a little feminine gasp from above. "Okay, Lover," Heather gasped. "Come for me," she coached, and I could picture her jacking him hard as she spoke. "You tasted so good last night, but now I want you to come on my boobs. Come on, paint my titties. Let me feel your hot jizz!"
Yes! I finally now knew where Henry had finished the night before. In Heather's mouth. I could sleep well now.
Suddenly my cock was untongued, but Felicity's cradling hands were jacking me furiously, and she lifted her torso to present it toward my now throbbing cock. "About time she went back to narrating," she panted as she worked my member. "I was having to decide how to blow you all on my own."
"You were doing great without the guidance," I gasped. I hoped I would manage to not go before Henry.
In a competition where one is holding out, and the other does not even know they are in a race, awareness does give an edge...
"Fuuuuck!" Henry shouted. Felicity and I knew what had just happeened. "Fuck babe," he went on, gasping. "You are so hot like that!"
I looked down at Felicity's petite but heaving boobs, and she just nodded at me, stroking my length furiously now.
Well, it would not do to fall behind again...
I relaxed and let it happen. I stared down at my own wavering cock as it luxuriated in the sensations of my friend's vigorous efforts. I nodded breathlessly, and my ass clenched almost hard enough to pull a glute. My toes in particular tingled, and my jaw ached as I felt my load surge up and out of my cock. A thin rope sprang out and slapped against a wobbling breast. My cock jerked in her hand and sprayed where she directed it, onto the other tit. She leaned forward, swiftly, pressing her firm flesh against my tip, and I spooged a final glop that our respective motions smeared all over her flesh.
My head dropped back down on the mattress, and I fought a momentary threat of unconsciousness. Yeah, a surface this soft was fucking awesome for sex...
There was a grunt from Henry above, then a giggle, and another thump from the bed upstairs. Felicity and I immediately surmised that Henry had risen, grabbed Heather, and tossed her down on the bed in turn... hopefully on her back, or there was a huge laundry situation.
"There we are," Henry crooned. "My turn."
"Oh yeah, Baby. Get to work," Heather sighed. "I'll just lie back here on the pillows and wipe all this cum into my mouth. Eat me, Lover!"
"Such marvelous instructions," I murmured as I rolled my own partner over. She quickly scooched up against her own pile of pillows at the head of her bed.
"I guess I have my instructions," she giggled, and then ran a fingertip through a rivulet of cum, licking it clean immediately thereafter.
I wanted to just watch that, but I also had my part to follow along.
Such hardship.
Unfortunately, just as I began nibbling my way up the inside of her left leg, intending to do some serious tantalizing on the way up, Heather called out loudly. "Oh, that is it! Do it! Tongue me baby. Lick me open!"
I looked up at Felicity in near dismay. She just laughed quietly. "Following along is the game, Mister. No more teasing!"
Shit.
I leaned forward and immediately ran my tongue up Felicity's slit. She shaved all over down below, but obviously had not been expecting this activity this evening, so there was a tiny bit of stubble here or there. I. Did. Not. Care.
She tasted lovely, on the saltier side with lots of umami, rather than the sweeter sort of pussy. She was wet before my tongue hit her, and her outer labia parted easily to admit my taster in to savor her inner petals.
I stayed away from her clit, though. I might have been denied teasing her by delaying along her thighs, but I was going to make her wait for any actual caress of the delicate little button as long as I could manage.
Felicity knew what I was doing and she growled, "Well, played, you bastard." I just hummed happily.
But Heather was still narrating, the bitch.
"Fuck yes, Henry. You do this so well. I love those fingers inside me," she hissed. "So good. Oh! Oh my! You just love my clit, don't you?"



Fucking Henry. Take your fucking time, you bastard!
I looked up at Felicity, who was flushing already, but grinning at what she had heard. She waggled two fingers at me wordlessly and stuck out her tongue.
I raised my hand and slid one finger inside of her. Two would take a little work... I was very excited about the idea of how tight she seemed. And as the game required, I licked that button. Woe is me.
Felicity went off-script by coming almost instantly. Thank God she kept her mouth clamped shut, because I coud tell she had wanted to scream. I did not relent at first, then finally slowed as I felt her droop.
But I did not stop, since Henry was still going. Gotta stay on mission, right? On the bright side, I worked my second finger inside Felicity, which made it easier to curl them up and stroke her ridged pleasure zone.
I worked Felcity toward a second release quickly. I was feeling competitive with Henry at this point and was anticipating being out to a 2-0 lead. But then Heather above us cried out, "Oh, fuck yeahhhhh! Shiiiiiiiit!" She squealed for a moment or two, which distracted Felicity, and I felt myself lose her as she slipped back from the precipice.
Shit.
Heather panted for a moment, loud enough for us to hear her do it through the bed and the floor, then giggled, "Already, huh?"
"Gotta get you going while you are still revved," Henry chuckled, then they both moaned simultaneously. My imagination let me hear him sliding into her.
Felicity smiled at me and beckoned me to move up over her body, her legs spreading even wider in invitation. I grinned and followed her beckoning fingers upward.
Then I swore. Condoms. I had one in my wallet, but this would put us behind our dance caller.
Felicity recognized my grimace and just said, "On the pill. Keep up!"
"Yes, ma'am," I said agreeably and shifted to press my head against her petaled open slit. By God, I was going to tease her somewhere, somehow, and I resolutely remained there at her entrance, rubbing my helmet up and down along her, but not pressing inward. Felicity was glaring at me, but clearly grooving to the stimulation.
"Oh wow, Henry. You go so deep," Heather, the witch, moaned above us.
Felicity grinned and snapped her fingers urgently.
Okay then, dammit.
I would have loved to just plunge myself straight into Felicity's depths in a single mighty stroke, but see my earlier remarks about tightness. My dramatic entrance was delayed by the need to work my way fully in.
Poor. Me.
But once I was in, I was not, um, fucking around. I began to thrust with intent and purpose. Not fast, but long and powerful. I did not care what Heather said above me at this point, though the listening was still fun. I wanted Felicity focused only on my invading cock, not following any new directions.
You know, unless she announced they were switching to doggy style...
The bed above us was squeaking, telling me that I was still following their lead anyway. I just gave it to Felicity harder, and her fingers were digging into the small of my back in enthusiastic encouragement.
Suddenly, I realized that our bed was squeaking just as loud. I was about to worry that they might hear, when Henry groaned above. "Oh shit, Babe! I think whoever is downstairs is having as much fun as us! Can you hear the springs?"
"For a little while now," Heather chuckled. "Somebody is getting it put to her hard!"
Fuck it. I just pounded harder.
"I hope she is having as much fun as me," Heather laughed to Henry.
"More!" shouted Felicity at the ceiling.
I stared at her, wide-eyed.
The squeaking above froze. I kept making the bed make noise. I was not following any more leads.
But then the squeaking resumed. From the sound of it, Henry had found his own competitive streak. Heather apparently approved, as she involuntarily moaned at the new effort. Then she called, at the top of her lungs, "No way, girl! This is the best. Oh, give it to my Henry! Just like that!"
I upped my effort as well.
"I don't think she even knows who lives below her," Felicity giggled quietly. "Don't give her a clue. I want to find out how desperate she is to figure it out later!"
I laughed but I had a problem. No way did I want to slack off, but also no way did I want to come before Henry. I gritted my teeth and made the bed scream. I did let out some loud grunts though. Gotta do my part, right?
Henry was panting audibly above. Come on, dude. Nut already, I thought.
I was hanging on by a ragged edge, more concerned about holding on until Henry came, forgetting momentarily about Felicity's own condition.
It was a loud, squeaking, occasionally shouting, back and forth as we all fucked.
That was it though. Felicity was squeezing her thighs up around my waist and I could take no more. With a roar of frustration, I felt myself lose control and I was pumping a fresh load of cum deliriously into Felicity.
It took me an instant to realize I was hearing similar noises from Henry.
He and I had come pretty much simultaneously! And both before the girls.
Ouch.
But not so fast! All that had flashed through my head before my own selfish concentration realized that Felicity was losing it wildly beneath me, and from the sudden cries from above, Heather was over the edge as well.
As anonymous, eavesdropping orgasms went, that was pretty close to simultaneous all around...
"Who the fuck lives downstairs from you?" we heard Henry pant quietly. It was clear that they could not hear us as well as we heard them.
"I'm not sure," Heather chuckled back. "And I'm not sure I want to! When I figure out who he or she is, it is going to be awkward!"
----------
So, here is the question. Is this voyeurism? If not, what is the right word? Help me out, folks. And stay tuned for the next chapter!
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Sylvan Courtyard -- Five: What's Fair Play Again?
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"Here, I'd rather you break this sentence down into three separate ones, instead of this complex rats nest you have here," Patty Bohannon told me, circling the latest part of my writing that offended her sensibilities. I didn't mind. I had asked her to red-pen this segment of my draft dissertation after all. Well, I didn't mind much...
I still preferred to keep my ornate, overly complex style of writing, but I could see her point here. I had agonized over that sentence and it never was quite right. Sometimes simple sentences are necessary.
I paused my own work to make the change in my computer, then I resumed going over Patty's math, trying to catch any that didn't work. We had developed a good working relationship recently, once we determined that we were not going to have a good personal relationship.
Patty was the promising date that had ended up anything but, the night that Becky and I had begun the little voyeuristic dance that had led eventually to our recent occasional pleasant exchanges of bodily fluids. While Patty was damned attractive, and we found we liked each other very much, we were in irreconcilably different places in our lives.
Patty, like me, was a doctoral candidate, but she expected to burrow in once she had her degree and stay here at the University, whereas I knew for nearly certain that my professional future lay in many possible places, but not where I currently was..
Patty also was in the market for a long-term, hopefully permanent guy. I obviously did not check her box since she was staying and I was leaving. Meanwhile, I was utterly opposed to even having casual sex with someone I feared might be a good fit for me long-term.
This was in part because I knew there was no path to tenure for me here, but also because I had had two wonderful, serious relationships in my life, both of which had ended horribly due to outside circumstances. I was in no mood for another such heartbreak--ever. So, as long as I was here, I was just going to have to settle for the occasional rambunctious sexual escapade with a variety of hot women. Woe is me.
I did still occasionally look wistfully at Patty, because if she had been down for a one-off or even a series of hookups, I'd have boned her into next week happily.
Instead, I settled for a productive friendship where we helped each other with our academic weaknesses. There was something about her that had begun to itch in the back of my mind, but I was not sure what it was. It would come to me eventually. In the meantime, I found myself taking fewer of those wistful looks.
"Hey, this proof doesn't work," I said, spotting a problem for her. "Look, I think you are safe, and you can find a way to pull it off, but you took an unsubstantiated leap here. See?"
"Oh! Shit. The step is just so obvious, I... Gimme that."
*
The relationship math I had reviewed while having my working lunch with Patty sprung back into my head as I sat in my last-ever class with Professor Thames. Ever since a joke in bad taste by one of my buddies, I had found myself examining my professor more and more. The more time I spent examining her, the more I became focused on the fact that, despite her being at least 15 years older than me, she had the sort of body I'd really love to have some rambunctious sexual escapades with.
At the moment, she was reviewing subject matter that I had down cold already, so my mind kept speculating more even than usual. However, my usually wandering eyes instead focused more and more on the way her superstructure made for a tight fit of her businesslike white dress shirt.
Dammit, I'd love to get with this woman. After all, I told myself in rank justification, it was not out of the realm of possibility. She was not seeing anyone specific, and I had seen her bring multiple different dates to the various kinds of events where that was expected. Not all her dates were her age, either, if maybe not as young as me...
Nor would she and I be out of the range of propriety. After my exam in a few days, and a few more days for the grade to be reported, she would no longer be my teacher, and would have no chance to be my teacher in the future either. Moreover, she was not likely to sit on the board before which I would eventually defend my dissertation.
In seven to ten days, I would still be a student, but never again would I be her student. She would be a colleague from that point forward.
The only problem was, she was my mentor and advisor's bete noir. The two were the sort of collegially open rivals within our department that could be more easily described as enemies than frenemies.
Making a pass at her, successfully or not, could possibly (probably) piss off the most important man in my professional existence--a man I liked and respected as much as any man I'd ever known... except Dad.
Not worth it.
Except... The more I looked at her, the hotter she became.
*
When I eventually got my grade, I started thinking again whether I wanted to or not. I know, my mind goes to dangerous places when I've spent enough time watching a beautiful woman.
My advisor and I have lunch every Tuesday, where we go over the state of my own research, and just as importantly, whatever I am currently doing to assist him with his. We also talk basketball, baseball, and sometimes comic books.
Lately, I had begun to notice that when we talked college sports, a lot of the universities he'd mention were ones that either had respected, or more often up and up-and-coming, departments in our field. I knew what he was doing, and I thanked him for it, but it was a bit silly the effort he kept expending to keep my thoughts about my future focused elsewhere than here. There just was no tenure-track place for me at the university, and I knew it. Everybody knew it. Even the department chair had started being a real dick to me lately, and I suspected it was because he wanted to discourage me from asking for an instructorship in the vain hope of something more meaningful opening up later.
I loved the university. I loved my life at Sylvan Courtyard. But when I finally received my Ph.D., I was going to have to go elsewhere. I could not abide the thought of New England weather, and I was not going near any West Coast cities, the way things were out there. My thoughts were on the mountain west or the surrounding plains.
Ah, mountains...
"Listen, Professor," I interjected, realizing I might be about to piss him off. He was in a good mood that day, so I figured that it was as good a time as any, if I was going to pursue this cockamamie idea at all.
And I was going to pursue it, because PhD-level mind or not, I think with my dick more than is good for me.
"I honestly am not sure if I'm glad to be done with Professor Thames' class or not," I mused, as if making idle conversation.
My mentor, as he always does when her name comes up in virtually any context, rolled his eyes. "Grow a pair, Ken. Call her Mandy now. She's a colleague, not your teacher." He chuckled in good-natured evil. "In fact, tell I told you to call her Mandy. That'll piss her off."
Noted. Do not under any circumstances tell Professor... Mandy that he had told me to call her that.
"Why on Earth are you not glad to be done with that class?" he went on. "She was always one for assigning gratuitous amounts of work." I shrugged in wry acknowledgment of that point. "And not that it really matters much, but I assume you got an A?"
"Yes, sir. Of course," I smirked. "But it has been a while since I have gone into a final where I wasn't sure of that outcome to start."
He smirked at me in a way that told me, whatever their problems, he approved of her making me work for my A. Then he asked, "Then why are you of a mixed mind about escaping her fevered, not-terribly-academically-inspiring class?"
Here we go.
"Well, have you looked at her?" I asked, with a humorously glum expression.
He pushed his glasses down his nose and rolled his eyes at me again, not terribly impressed by the question.
Of course. He was a single, heterosexual male in the prime of life who worked in uncomfortable parallel with the women. He'd seen her.
"Of course, I've seen her," he snorted. "But even that body isn't much to look at, the way she dresses these days. Certainly not enough to want to extend your endurance of the irrelevant piffle that is her work," he scoffed.
I was simultaneously bemused at his use of the phrase, 'even that body', and just the tiniest bit irritated that he called her work and her class 'irrelevant piffle'. Whatever my opinions on her tendency to issue far too much work, I suspected that Professor Thames was probably his intellectual and professional equal, and that was high praise for them both.
But I mostly focused on, 'even that body'. He had known her far longer than I had known either of them. He must have seen her dressed at times in outfits other than what I'd seen. Despite his dismissive tone, he was giving me further motivation to risk pissing him off.
"I just... I know you guys have your difficulties," I began. He snorted again. "But I brought her up because, well, I wanted to know if you'd have any serious concerns or objections if I were to... I was thinking of asking her out, um, on a date, now that the class is done," I finished in a rush.
He just stared. It was not the happiest stare he had ever awarded me. Much worse, he did not say anything. Not one word. I hate when he does that. I tend to babble when he does it, until he finally lets me off the hook. He doesn't do it often, and this was the first time I had gotten The Stare in a good long while.
"I mean, I find her interesting, and despite her clothes, I've kind of been fixating on her ever since..." Yeah. I was going to shut up before I said something about Petey and his impertinent suggestions. In fact, I was going to shut up period, and wait until The Man said something. It was past time that I treated him as if he were now my colleague too and not just a person that I was utterly beholden to for help and approval in my career.
"Let me get this straight," he said at last. His face was unreadable, but at least he was no longer leaving me to stew in my own juices. I thought... hoped he was giving me some respect for shutting up and waiting him out for once. "Let me get this straight. You are asking me if I mind if you try to fuck my ex-wife?"
"Wait! What? You and she were married? When?" I yelped incredulously. My mind wanted to panic afresh, and in spades. But my fundamental nature had me almost laughing out loud.
"You didn't know? I thought everyone knew. I thought Mongolians on the steps used to hear us argue," he mused. "We married the month after we got our bachelors, and I didn't escape that matrimonial durance vile until eight years ago now, right after we both got tenure."
Well, at least I could put this idea to bed now... but he didn't shut up about it.
"Ken, I cannot say strongly enough," he said earnestly, with some actual affection and caution in his voice. "If you think you are developing feelings for that woman, please run away as fast as possible. She is utterly impossible to live with, let alone work with or even near." His eyes speared me. He meant what he said. Emphatically.
I nodded. No way would I piss him off. This was why I had asked, and he had given me his answer. To his credit, he couched it in terms of advice, not a directive.
Then he relaxed, seeing my expression, and leaned back in his chair. He chuckled to himself a little. "On the other hand, if you are just inclined to take a run at her for some fun in the sack, I say go for it. She's a five-star fuck all the way. Would totally recommend."
I thought my eyes were going to fall out of my head.
He laughed at me. "I'm serious. The woman is a fucking force of nature in the sack. If you can pull it off, you would be insane not to enjoy the ride. Just run away quickly afterward, just in case she decides that is the moment she is going to start eating her lovers' heads. It's only a matter of time before that happens."
The man could have told me that his research was secretly funded by little green men from planet Zorklon and I would have been less incredulous than I was at that moment.
"I said I wanted to... to ask her out on a date, not... not fuck her," I stuttered, at a loss for what else to say.
"Pull the other one," he said, skeptically. "Why would anyone want to date that woman, if not to get his hands on that body, and his dick inside it?"
I wanted to object. I wanted to actually scold the guy for saying such a crass thing. I was truly a little disappointed in him.
But, since I, if you really broke things down to the elemental level, only wanted to date her so I could get my hands on that body and my dick inside it, making everyone involved in the process as happy as possible, I felt a little awkward about calling him out.
Instead, I asked him, "Do you think I have a chance?"
He considered it. He wore the same expression he did when I asked him for professional advice. He was evaluating the question, and evaluating me. "Maybe. Mandy may have lost her appetite for relationships about the same time I did, for similar reasons," he admitted, "but I know she hasn't lost her sexual appetite any more than I have. That said, she's quite picky," he added in warning. "Did she like you, beyond as a student?"
"How should I know?" I complained.
"See? This is why I like you, Ken, and how I know that you will go far. You are setting out to bang a full professor, my ex-wife, without even knowing if she so much as likes you? You are never going to let unknowns stand in your way, are you?"
"I kind of like unknowns," I grinned.
"Good luck! You are going to need it!"
Swell. Now I not only had permission, I kind of had an assignment. Hopefully, this homework would suck...
*
That evening, I was enjoying having no actual academic homework to do or to grade, and was celebrating by sitting at my dining table and swearing at myself for a couple of errors I had found in my data tables. One of those errors made me happy, because correcting it made my thesis stronger. The other error was less enthralling, as it told me I needed to extend my research in that area... an area I thought I was done with.
There was a knock at my door. I popped up, eager for a distraction from my grumbling.
As I suspected, it was Jesse at my door. The techno luddite hated calling or texting when he wanted to talk. He tended just to knock on people's doors, like some kind of nineteenth-century neighbor. "Ken! Listen, can you give me a hand? I'm trying to fix Davis's front door, and I need an extra hand," my landlord said uncomfortably.
Jesse is always uncomfortable asking for anything from any of his tenants. Josie less so. Neither ever asks anything unreasonable or difficult. Josie never acts like she is entitled to you helping her, the rare times she does ask, but she also doesn't view asking as a personal failure, like Jessie does. We are mostly all happy to lend a hand, the rare times either asks.
I reflected that Jesse needed to get laid. He and everybody else around here would relax.
"Glad to help, Jesse," I said, happy to get away from my currently annoying data.
My contribution to the security of Davis's castle was literally just holding a faceplate in place with two fingers for twenty seconds while Jesse dextrously screwed the mechanism back into place.
After that, I felt mentally reset and wandered out to my patio. I was restless, and walked around out there, rather than sitting down.
There were no interesting sights to be seen of any of my more attractive neighbors--no sights to distract me from thoughts about how I might pursue my ex-professor, the supposedly transcendent sex-machine...
I found that I was glad to have gotten my mentor's permission, especially now that I knew just how important that permission was, but I was less excited by the effects of the scouting report.
I was increasingly motivated, but much more nervous. I'd never been with a woman who I had heard about from someone else who had been there first. It was weird. And given how glowing said scouting report was, I felt a bit pressured.
How the fuck was I going to proceed here?
*
At work the next day, I took a deep breath and resolved to simply test hypothesis one: she even liked me.
The movements of faculty and other members of university departments seem pretty opaque to undergrads, but once you are an integral part of a department, as I had become during my doctoral journey thus far, you sort of know everyone's movements. Thus, it was fairly easy for me to find a time when Professor Thames would be alone in her office, and then drop by to see her.
I knocked on the open door frame and looked in. "Professor?" I said easily, seeing her at her desk.
"Ken! Hello there. Good work on your final," she said, looking up from her laptop. Her eyes smiled calmly at me through those thick lenses. "What can I do for you?"
"Oh nothing," I said, waving a hand and taking the opportunity to enter as if I had been asked. "I'm out stretching my legs, and I saw your door. I thought I'd drop in and say thanks for the class."
"Really? There were times last semester that I thought you were not so thankful about the workload," she said drily. But she did wave toward a chair in a vaguely welcoming manner, just being polite really.
But I took advantage and sauntered over to take the seat.
"Yeah," I admitted sheepishly. "But there were really only two times I fully chafed at the bit. Both were times you loaded us up with projects just as I had loaded my students up with work, and I knew that I would still have to grade their results while I was taking on your workload!"
"Sounds like you deserved it, then!"
I nodded with a small smile. "I finally decided, after much deliberation of options, to deal with it mentally by thinking that way. But that was the second time. The first time, I just hated you full-time."
"Ha!" she barked a short laugh. "What were your other options besides deciding you deserved it?"
Well, I could not exactly tell her I had considered trying to fuck her into having mercy on me...
"None that would have worked," I said simply. But I could not help grinning a little.
"I'm glad this did then. Did you know you were second in the class?"
"Really?" I asked, leaning forward in surprise. Three of the other five students in the class were pursuing research much closer to the subject matter than my own work. I figured that those three would all have easily beaten me.
"Who?" I asked. I should have just been happy. Was it Claude, maybe?
"Rashid got you by a point."
"Rashid?!?"
"He's very good."
"Well, yeah. He's brilliant. He's certainly the only one of us in the class that I think could maybe have a chance to be a better scientist over our careers than me. But I figured I was better as a student than him!"
"That was a very conceited compliment to Rashid," Professor Thames observed.
I looked at her. Talking about Rashid was not getting me anywhere that I came here for. "I am very confident about the things I do well," I said firmly, with the side of my mouth quirked up smugly.
"Oh?" she asked archly. Then she leaned forward onto her desk, interlacing her fingers and resting her chin atop them. "Pray tell, what else do you do well, besides research?"
Okay, slow down here, I thought. I came here to lay some subtle groundwork, maybe flirt just a little. Try to figure out if there was any return attraction. But here was Mandy pretty much flirting with me before I could do much other than show up.



She was flirting with me... right?
Um...
I leaned back and to the side in my chair. "I am highly observant. And I like to help out with what I see." I may have let my eyes drift downward as I spoke to her, just like I had been doing more and more in class.
The white business shirts she wore were never tight, but they were tailored perfectly to ensure that a discerning eye could make out the general quality of their contents. I was discerning things quite closely.
Images, as often happened when I looked at her, danced in the periphery of my consciousness. Today, they were images of me slowly unbuttoning that blouse myself, rather than the more anime-tinged fantasies I usually had of her ripping the thing open for me.
"Well, you certainly have been helpful to Him," Professor Th... Mandy said, just barely tartly, and in obvious reference to my mentor. "He's been almost as productive as his reputation would have him, ever since you've been keeping his work in line," As I would have expected with the two of them, her evaluation seemed to impress and simultaneously irritate her.
"As I said, I like to make everybody happy in my professional and my private endeavors, Mandy," I replied with a self-deprecating smile. "But I think he's just reached..."
"Mandy?" she interrupted me challengingly, an elegant eyebrow arching far clear above her thick-rimmed glasses. Her eyes, so gigantic-seeming behind the thick lenses, glittered.
Yikes. I could feel my reins being yanked.
"I... um, I've just been trying to be more collegial," I stammered. "I'm sorry. I just, I've been told that I need to, um, act more like a scientist in my... um... own right."
She snorted, her expression softening... a little. "I suppose you should at that. And I'll never be teaching you in a class again, so no slap down for you, Mr. Hawthorne. I hope you don't mind if I call you that to remind you that colleague or no, you haven't earned the doctor title yet either!"
I shrugged ruefully. Message received. Professionally and, unfortunately, personally, I was still a puppy to her.
She smiled a little more warmly, but still with an edge. "But your coming into your own as a scientist aside, I hope that man has not been filling your head with ideas about this place, just to keep your valuable self around," she said, leaning in carefully.
"No, he has not," I said, defending my mentor. "He has been clear for over a year that there is no future for me here." I tried to appear relaxed about how everyone wanted my ass gone from the cradle of my intellectual maturation. "The dean himself told me in no uncertain terms that if I wish to stay here, an adjunct position is mine for the asking, and my fellowship would easily be extended. He then said I would be a madman to accept his offer."
"He does love the word madman," Mandy chortled. "But he is right."
"I do wish all of you would accept that I don't need to be told this over and over again," I said, letting some of my considerable irritation surface for the first time in a while when this subject came up. I wanted to stop being looked at as a terrified fledgling being kicked out of the nest. I also wanted to stop being a student in her eyes, regardless of any more intimate ambitions clearly being out the window. "I am quite confident in my ability to find a place at another university where I can flourish," I said clearly, letting a smirk cross my lips, "at the top of our field."
"Ha!" she snorted. "My advice to you is to keep that ballsy energy when you start interviewing for positions, but don't let it reach your words so explicitly."
I nodded calmly. Then I went back to checking her out. Checking her out was very gratifying in its own right, and she had made no indication that she objected to it in principle. She just didn't want me getting unrealistic ambitions.
"I am sure, in fact I know, that The Man is making efforts to help you find a place to go from here," she said, leaning back in her chair. It was a change in posture that, intentional or not, did nothing to reduce the quality of my view.
Ah, the things I would do to and for this woman if only she deigned to let me...
"But I have my own network in our field," she added firmly. "I suppose I really ought to make some efforts for you on my part as well."
"Why, thank you," I said, meaning it. I still was not sure how long it would be until I was invited to defend my thesis, but I was starting to realize that I needed to be thinking about the future, in real, near-term terms.
She smiled. "So, now that you have gotten what you came for, I will send you on your way, so I can work," she said, sitting up and staring at the papers on her desk. "If I find anything out that would interest you, I will send you an email. Have a good day, Ken."
Well, it was not what I came for, but it was possibly more important. Every possible lead I could discover might be the one that would take me to the right university. I would love to fuck this woman, but I would love a great place to launch my career far more...
I was expecting help in my eventual job search from my mentor. I was even hoping for some help from the chairman of the department. I had been sucking up to him enough lately. And I had been doing some of my own search, of course. But blind letters were seldom much use, and I needed insight on where to send them. I could not just send a few emails to Harvard and Princeton and expect to find a position.
Also, no way would I want to work at either place these days. Ditto Cal, Stanford, or any other Pacific Coast schools.
But help unlooked for from another leader in my general field, someone like Mandy, would be invaluable. My future was potentially brighter, even if my dick was sad.
*
Two days later, well after sundown, I was just cleaning up after some very nice quesadillas that I had made for myself, and considering a second glass of South African Pinotage, when a knock hit my door. I held off on the wine and answered the door. I wasn't sure who it might be, but if I was going to pour two glasses, I'd have to open a new bottle of something.
It was Jane from across the way.
Jane, whom I had watched having sex with some random guy I did not know, about a week ago.
Jane, whose wife and I had traded handjob for fingerbang while watching said event.
Jane, whom I had successfully avoided (along with said wife) since then.
Jane, whom I did not know for sure if her wife had told about our watching.
Jane... my friend.
"Jane! What's... up?" I asked, aiming for brightly, but landing on nervously.
"Hey, Ken! Haven't seen you all week," Jane replied briskly, sweeping past me into my apartment as if I had invited her. I sure as fuck did not try to stop her, despite the idea that doing so might be a good idea entering my head... once it was already too late.
"What can I do for you, Jane?" I asked, still nervous. Moreso, now that she was all the way inside my home.
"Rhonda says we owe you a good bottle. I thought now would be a great time to pay up," Jane said brightly, holding out a bottle gift bag my mind had not registered she held until now.
"Thank you, I... wait," I said, automatically reaching out for the offered bag, then pausing. "What do you owe me a bottle for?"
Jane just looped the cords of the gift bag over my still-outstretched hand. "For? For all the wine she drank when she was over here on your balcony last week. Don't tell me you've forgotten the show?"
"Oh... So you..."
Shit. She knew.
Jane laughed sweetly. Genuinely sweetly. "Honey, you didn't think Rhonda wasn't going to tell me all about what you guys saw? The way the two of us handle sex needs full disclosure. I know she watched. I know you watched, too," she added teasingly. I'm pretty sure it was the way my eyes went huge and round that made her laugh.
"So you..." Had Rhonda told her everything?
"Yes. Relax. But you have to live with me knowing that you watched too. And knowing that you have a very nice cock and gentle fingers!" Jane added with an evil laugh. The laugh was evil but it let me off the final hook of anxiety. Now I just had to deal with my mind being fully boggled.
"Oh God!" I gurgled. "So what made you just decide to quote, have mercy on me, unquote, and come tell me that you know?"
"First, I could tell you've been avoiding me ever since that night. I saw you duck into the public restroom by the mailboxes when I came in Wednesday. I want to reassure you that I'm cool with what happened. We are both cool with it--since you've been avoiding Rhonda too." She looked at me with a serious but friendly expression. "You can go back to being chill with us, okay?"
"I just was..."
"Chill. Okay?" Jane said firmly. I was being given a message, and it was clear I was to listen to it. "Now, pour me something good. Not as good as what's in that bag. Save that for a special occasion. A nice SB, maybe?"
The idea of being a good host saved my poor, paralyzed brain from starting to shut down essential bodily functions, and I leapt to my fridge to grab a spiffy little French Sauvignon Blanc from the supposedly less desirable part of the Loire. Honestly, the wine was a steal, and I planned to present the bottling at the next beer/wine club meeting. The club would be focusing on wine the next time.
I grabbed two fresh glasses and poured us each a nice basic pour.
"Oh come on, we are going to want more than that," Jane chuckled, waving her glass for a full pour. I obliged, for both of us. I did need a stiff belt. Had Jane left after dropping her bomb, I'd have switched to gin.
"Thanks," she said, taking her full glass and walking toward my sliding glass door. "How has your week been?"
So bemused was I at her appearance at my door, and her subesequent rather extraordinary conversational gambit, that I actually told her. "I kind of tried to make a pass at a recently ex-professor and got shot down, in a somehow good way. It was just a silly thought, anyway. I will survive."
"Wow! Who?" Jane asked, happily scandalized.
"I should really not say."
"Bro. I'm an administrator, you know," she laughed. "I'm going to know who it was by looking at your transcript the second I hit the office tomorrow."
"Fuck," I grumbled. Me ad me big mouth. Then I admitted, "Mandy Thames."
Her eyes widened. "Amanda Thames? You hunt big game. And you do know she was married to..."
"Yes."
She whistled admiringly. Then she looked me up and down. "Yeah, I'm almost surprised you didn't pull it off."
"Thanks. I think," I snapped just a little.
She laughed and tugged the slider open. "It's gorgeous out. Let's go chill outside."
I shook my head and followed. If she had come over here to make me feel better and relax, she was both succeeding and failing.
She went around the corner and sat on the loveseat facing her own apartment. I was tired and didn't feel like leaning on the railing, so I plopped down next to her, leaning against the other armrest.
"Jane, I uh... I do appreciate you and Rhonda thinking to let me off the hook for how I was feeling," I started.
"Not a problem. Once we figured out you were suddenly avoiding us, we spent five minutes feeling insulted, then we realized what was probably actually bothering you."
I raised my glass to her, and we toasted. I valued and enjoyed both women's friendships, and I started to relax now that things were out in the open. We each took a sip and enjoyed the crisp, refreshing wine. There were more grapefruit notes than you usually get in French Sauvignon Blancs.
"Well, thank you," I said. "What made you decide to come over to alleviate my worries tonight? And why not Rhonda too?"
"Duh," Jane said. "Because Rhonda has a date tonight," she snorted, pointing over across the way at their apartment. "And while I am cool with her having watched me, I want a turn of my own."
In growing... horror? Arousal? I turned to look for myself. Across the pool, I could easily see that their curtains were closed, but the porch light was turned off, even though its timer had hours to go before shutting off automatically. In their living room, Rhonda was standing, drinking brown liquor on the rocks, with a short, powerfully built dude who looked to be a couple of years older than me, with thick blonde hair.
Oh.
Rhonda had on a lovely cocktail dress of exactly the sort she never seemed to wear.
"That... is not her usual attire," I gasped, before taking a huge slug of wine.
"This guy seemed to be the sort to want a more feminine look," Jane said. "Rhonda can girl-up with the best of them."
I was actually relaxed enough to tease her a little. "Believe me, both of you are most undoubtedly girls full-time."
"Letch," she retorted. "I mean that my lovely wife over there, as you can see, looks like a man's wet dream in a dress or skirt. Whenever I put on anything other than pants, I look like a great, clomping dyke."
"Bullshit," I said, finally sort of relaxing. Sort of. "If you really believe that, I assure you, it's all in your mind."
"No, really," Jane said, a little genuine frustration, even possibly a little jealousy toward her wife in her voice. "Even Rhonda agrees, though she adamantly refuses to admit it."
"See? In your mind."
"Yeah?" Jane said archly, taking a sip of the wine. "This is good, by the way. But Rhonda knows. She got me the absolutely sexiest black, sequined number for Christmas. It has a mandarin neckline and keyhole cleavage so deep I can't wear a bra with it. Fits me perfectly."
I was momentarily diverted by my mind trying to picture Jane in such an outfit. "And you look good in it?" I said, asking the obvious question.
"Like a million bucks. Even straight women and gay guys got a little drooly when I wore in on New Year's Eve."
"There you go then. The right dress looks just fine on Jane Enny," I said with a laugh.
"It's a jumpsuit, dipshit," Jane snorted. "That's my point. Deep down, Rhonda knows I can't pull off a dress either, whatever she claims."
I should have continued with some more supportive banter, but my brain was just overloaded with processing other things. First, I had to go back and redraw the image in my mind of Jane in her Christmas gift...
Fuck, the image of her in a jumpsuit, probably with flaring pants legs and a tight fit across her pert little ass really was a lot better in my mind's eye, even over the dress I had pictured, with its hip-high slit. But the image wavered.
Most of my mental processing, and I sensed Beth's as well, had been focused over across the way for a while now. As we had been speaking, Rhonda and her hapless one-time wonder over there had been progressing rapidly from casual conversation, to ever closer body language, to hands around each other's waists, to the current torrid kiss they were sharing.
Whoever the guy was, he liked the feel of Rhonda's ass in his hands. "He moves fast," I observed. I realized my throat was a little dry, and sounded it, so I took a deep pull on my wine.
Yes, I am aware that you take a pull of beer. You sip wine. Sue me.
"I imagine," Jane replied drily, though with a little dry-mouth tone as well, "that since Derrek knows this is his only shot, he is anxious to make the most of it. I sure would be."
"So he knows that already? Are you sure?" I asked. One of Derrek's hands remained deeply clamped upon Rhonda's backside, but the other had slid up her back and his fingers were laced through her hair, pulling her face even harder against his own.
"We have found that full disclosure in advance is a very, very good idea," Jane said firmly. "And with someone like Derrek, whom Rhonda has been speculating about for some time, he's probably known about the one-and-done rule longer than he's known he might get to be subject to that rule."
He slid his hand back down Rhonda's back. She was turned slightly toward us, so it wasn't until we saw her dress slide off her shoulders, then down her body to pool around her ankles that Jane and I realized he had been unzipping her. Because of the way the sleeveless, shoulderless dress was constructed, Rhonda did not even have to release her embrace of Derrek for the dress to fall off her entirely.
"Rhonda isn't the only one over there who can pull off a dress well," I observed.
"That was smooth wasn't it?" Jane observed breathily. "I'm not sure even Rhonda knew it was happening until it did."
"She seems to approve," I said. "A lot."
Once her dress had settled to the floor, Rhonda grabbed Derrek's hand that had unzipped her and pulled it between them to rest on a delicious breast. Her other hand slid from his back, around and down to massage the bulge in his suit pants. I knew how good that hand was at massaging...
But most of my attention was on how I could finally have a full, unobstructed view of Rhonda's tits, if only from a distance. They were larger but not as firm as Jane's impressively delicate breasts, but they sloped gorgeously, and even at this distance they seemed to move in a constant series of jiggles and bobs. Her nipples seemed bigger too, and were certainly darker.
I let my gaze swiftly slide to Jane beside me. Yep. I could tell that, as was her usual practice, she did have a bra on under the light cotton shell she wore. Too bad. No up-close pokies for me tonight.
All Rhonda had left on was a pale blue thong that was very high-waisted. The two of them continued to kiss and grope each other, slowly turning around in a circle as they stood in the center of the room. Her ass, not so much covered as framed by the scrap of blue fabric, was a work of art. Generous, though not to a fault, its sweet curves were flawless.
I shook my head. "Damn it, Jane. Your wife is fucking hot."
"Don't I know it," she sighed in reply, as rapt at the view as I.
Suddenly, I stiffened. I mean my body stiffened. My cock had done that quite a while ago. "She knows I'm watching too, doesn't she?" I half asked, half accused.
Jane smiled at me. "That was the plan. It seemed like a good balance. And good payment for the viewing platform. I'm pretty sure that little pirouette she led them through was for you, to get you a good look."
I had to laugh. At myself and the situation. "Your wife is not only hot, hot as you, but she is awesome too!" We clinked our glasses.
Yes, I had slid in a compliment to Jane beside me. I didn't care if she was fully on board with what Rhonda was doing, watching their wife sexing up some dude had to leave a person needing some validation for themselves.
Someday, I would hopefully let myself fall in love again, when I could do so safely... when I could do so permanently. What Jane and Rhonda did seemed to work for them. It would never work for me.
Actually, in the moment I was a huge fan of how the two of them were choosing to live. Thoroughly. But you know what I mean...
Derrek tugged at Rhonda's thong eagerly, but she gently pulled his hands away with the garment still firmly ensconced between her delectable buns. Instead, she began to tug gently at his fly instead. He desisted in his efforts.
See kids, when a half-naked woman as hot as Rhonda tells you to stop what you are doing so she can take off your pants, you stop what you are doing so she can take off your pants, even if what you stop doing was trying to get her the last little bit naked.
Their circling ceased, and they came to a stop with Rhonda squatting down while facing about three-quarters away from our direction. This gave me a great view of her cheeks pulled tight by her position and a nice bit of side boob while she unzipped Derek.
"Your wife is still making sure I have a great view," I breathed quietly.
With expert skill, Rhonda made short work of pulling down both Derrek's pants and underwear. His thin cock sprung up eagerly before her, extending out between the tails of the white dress shirt he still wore.



I was not sure if his dick was actually thin, or just looked that way because of how fucking long it was. Even at this distance, I grimaced briefly in recognition that it was well longer than mine! I firmly decided that it was actually thin.
"I don't know," Jane said, staring at Derrek. "I think she stopped right there to give me a good view this time." Then she murmured, "A very good view."
I really had not expected it, but I had hoped for it. I found Jane's hand resting on my thigh. My bare thigh. I decided I should wear shorts all the time, just in case any other random lesbian wanted me to watch her wife get fucked with her.
I wanted, I ached, to put my hand on her bare thigh in return. Another mutual masturbation exchange would be fucking awesome during this show, but I restrained myself. It seemed presumptuous, despite how things went with Rhonda before. Still, my fingers itched. My cock throbbed.
Rhonda was quite intently investigating Derrek's cock, her fingers were tracing its length, cupping his balls, and circling the head that was visibly purple. Her face was close enough that he probably felt her breath against him.
"Poor bastard thinks he's about to get it sucked," Jane almost laughed. She looked at me. "Rhonda just doesn't see the point," she said. I guessed Rhonda had not told her everything we had talked about. I just arched an eyebrow.
We both looked back just as Derrek almost desperately but gently pressed his hips forward, pushing his cock against Rhonda's lips. But she only gave it a courtesy kiss before shaking her head. His expression of dismay was fleeting, as Rhonda converted her squat to a one-legged kneel, lifting her body higher so that she could press his cock against her generous boobs.
Derrek clearly liked that, and liked it more when she pressed her mams together against his shaft and started bobbing up and down. I may have meeped a little at the sight.
Jane just snorted. "See? For my part, I just don't get that. What is the point of a titfuck?"
The look I gave her was involuntarily aghast.
She laughed, and casually slid her hand up to squeeze my cock through my shorts. "Oh sure, I see what is in for the dude! You guys are all pervs. I just don't see the appeal for the girl," she added, her hand beginning to stroke me casually. She left unsaid that she was somewhat less well-equipped to titfuck a guy than Rhonda, but I was sure she could make it worthwhile if she ever wanted to.
That was it. Presumptive or not, I was pretty sure I could put my hand on her leg as well. Jane's thigh was slender but well-muscled and firm beneath my fingers, though I felt her shiver a bit, involuntarily, as I first touched her. I caressed her well up her leg, my pinkie finger brushing against the hem of the very short, loose, pink, terrycloth gym shorts she wore. I let my hand slide well down the inside of her sleek thigh, but not up inside the leg of her shorts.
Rhonda paused, releasing Derrek's cock from her soft embrace. Then she spat right on her own breasts, a couple of times. I thought I caught the barest glimmer of a stream of saliva running from her mouth. Then she pressed her now slick tits back around Derrek's cock. This time she held them together and let him thrust between. His head rolled back in bliss.
"Yeah, I just don't get the appeal," Jane said again. "Though it does seem to get the guy's motor running, doesn't it?" I could only meep in agreement. I was also meeping because Jane's hand was giving the lie to her apparent indifference by expertly opening my fly and fishing out my cock. I meeped some more as she gently began to stroke me.
But then Rhonda pulled away again, and rose to her feet. Derrek was better able to hide his disappointment than I would have been and immediately bent to suckle on Rhonda's breast. It was the one closer to us, ruining my view, the fucker.
His hands slid down to her waist, and this time encountered no resistance to pushing her thong down and off.
Rhonda backed up toward the couch, and Derrek began to loosen his tie. I saw her shake her head though, and drag him after her by tugging said tie. She sat back on the couch and spread her legs. She shifted her grip from tie to cock, and pulled him down and to her.
"Help a girl out here, Ken," Jane moaned beside me. I grinned a little evilly and let my fingertips slip up the very short leg of her shorts, the soft, loose terry not needing to stretch much to accommodate my questing fingers. I swiftly confirmed what I had very much expected, she had not bothered with panties for this evening's viewing. I enjoyed myself exploring around in there, but made sure to not quite touch anything specific. Jane's hips began to buck around in frustration.
Derrek's face was now buried between Rhonda's thighs, and she was grooving to what he was doing down there.
"Well, from her reactions, he's better down there than most guys," breathed Jane. Then her voice hardened. "Which is more than I can say for your efforts! Rhonda said you had a girl's touch!" She glared at me. I pulled my hand completely free of her shorts and she glared at me more. I just curled my lips blandly and instead tugged at the elastic waistband of her gym shorts.
Jane's frown morphed into an eager smile and obligingly lifted her hips. I pushed her shorts down almost to her knees and took a moment to take in her comprehensively shaven area. I then let my hand slide its way up the inside of her thigh and begin to caress her slit from back to front, swirling around her button with each stroke.
As Derrek's feasting continued, I enjoyed an unobstructed view of Rhonda's big, mobile tits and the simultaneous sensation of Jane's growing excitement. She had continued to stroke me at first, but by the time I had worked first my middle, then my index finger inside her, and twisted my hand to let my thumb rub across her clit, she was distracted enough to just hold onto me and gently squeeze. She sensed my wrist was in an awkward position, and slid closer to me, pressing herself against me. This made it easier for me to finger-fuck her, and I did so eagerly. Her clit was insanely hard as I flicked it with my thumb. It was still an awkward job, but I loved every second of it.
I especially loved it when Derrek and I managed to make the two women come at virtually the same moment. Jane didn't quite squirt, but my hand was suddenly over-sodden, her body twitched hard, and she bit back a cry that had threatened to draw eyes to my balcony. Rhonda's head was suddenly thrashing back and forth over across the courtyard, and her hips were bouncing around against Derrek's face. What all that did to her highly mobile tits was just fucking fabulous.
Jane first squeezed her thighs together against my hand, and when that did not stop my efforts, she twisted her hips to tug free of my probing. She panted, "Fuck, you do have a girl's touch, just with big meaty fingers." Still, she did not let go of my cock, but she also did not go back to jacking me. We both kept our eyes across the way.
Rhonda was pulling Derrek upward, and still panting, she tugged his hips between her legs. He needed no further coaching and grabbed his cock. We saw him point it, and he began to sink into Jane's wife.
Yeah, he was thin. I knew exactly how tight Rhonda was. My fingers had been there. For him to be able to slide it all the way in in one stroke like he did, he could not have been as thick as I.
Rhonda did not seem ready to file a complaint, as she just grabbed his ass, what we could see of it from underneath the dress shirt he still wore, and began to pull him into herself repeatedly.
"Fuuuuck," Jane said slowly. "Ken, you are going to have to keep me posted on what is happening."
"Huh? Do you need to go to the bathroom? If you want more wine, I've got the bottle right here," I said in confusion.
She just grinned at me, turned, bent over, and slid her lips down and around my cock.
Well then. I could do a little play-by-play. Always ready to help out a friend, and all that...
I learned something about myself as I sat there that evening, my lesbian buddy's lips sliding up and down my cock, her active tongue dancing with my tip and shaft as they slid in and out of her mouth. When it comes to commentating about the live sex we were watching... I am no Vin Scully, Fred Stolle, or Martin Tyler.
It was not that I was not interested in what I saw going on across the way. "He's... he's still kneeling in front of the couch, but he's... ohhhhh... pulled her ass right off the edge now," I groaned. "And he's starting to really speed up." Jane's mouth just kept up its increasingly relentless consumption of my shaft. Her hand imperiously waved for me to continue when I fell silent.
I gasped a chuckle. "The only... problem is, her back is flat on y'all's... oh God, yessss... couch right now, and it is hard to watch how... her breasts are moving because the fucking arms are too high."
"Well that sucks," Jane said, pulling off me to sneak a quick glance at what I was bitching about. But she instantly bent back and possibly more of me than before found its way back inside her mouth.
It rapidly became even harder for me to describe anything. Not that there was much variety to describe for a few minutes. Derrek was admirably good at maintaining a steady stroke. He could have executed some sort of standing maneuver on his head and I wouldn't have had the brains to report on it, not at the moment when I felt Jane pause, then slide even deeper, my cock sliding deep into her throat.
I merely gurgled something about a nice even rhythm.
She didn't take me quite all the way. Jane bobbed and retreated, then went again several times, but it became clear she could manage all but the last inch, but no more. As life's disappointments go, this ranked up there with such crushing examples as an incredibly good comfort-food restaurant having Helmann's mayonnaise, but not Duke's.
It suddenly occurred to me that, whatever might transpire in Jane and Rhonda's apartment, there was no way I was going to let myself come before Derrek did. This might not be an easy resolution to keep, I realized, but I was going to keep it. I was going to keep it despite Jane releasing me from her throat so she could go back to work on me with her tongue. I was going to keep it if I had to imagine Mrs. Kavanaugh, the University President's aged secretary, naked.
I hoped it would not come to that.
"Ohhh, shit," I groaned, partly because of what Jane was doing to me, and partly because I felt obligated to speak some more. "He's just lifted both her legs up high and has the back of her thighs against his chest. He is reaching around them and has a firm hold on both tits... breasts. And he's going faster, Jane. He's got her damn near folded in half."
Derrek was apparently getting close, thank God. And from the way Rhonda's one hand was visible as it practically crushed the cushioning on the back of the couch, she was feeling things too.
I should hope she was feeling things. Derrek was giving it his all, the trooper.
Jane snuck another peek, her hand jacking me firmly for the four strokes or so it took for her to check on her wife's current position, before bending back to slurp me back into her mouth.
I sensed that whatever bi-sexuality she might have, a lesbian might not be excited about a big, masculine hand grabbing the back of her head while she was bobbing on cock. I did not want her fearing, even if only instinctively, that I was going to force her back down all the way.
So I kept my far hand on my thigh, squeezing my leg in some kind of effort to keep my own rapidly rising urges tamped down. My hand toward her was resting gleefully on her bare little ass. That one, I indulged in some serious groping with.
"Oh, I think he's getting close," I gurgled. "I think Rhonda too!"
"Good," Jane said, not looking up this time, but switching to firm strokes of my cock while now keeping pretty much only my helmet in her mouth, the better to go utterly to town on it with her lips and tongue. "Let me..." she slurped, "know whether he comes in or, mmmmm, on her." She never even looked up this time.
The little bitch knew I was close too. I hoped she wasn't trying to race her wife and make me come before Derrek did. I would hate to have to disappoint her if so.
I briefly considered the concept of a topless Mrs. Kavanaugh.
Nope, not an image I wanted to have to resort to.
"She's... coming," I groaned, watching Rhonda suddenly pulling on Derrek's hair. Jane sucked hard on me for a moment. "Derrek's getting all ragged... too," I moaned. I was getting pretty incoherent in what I was trying to say, but Jane clearly understood.
"He pulled out," I gasped.
"What a gentleman," Jane moaned, then deep-throated me suddenly again.
Derreck didn't even have to touch himself. At this distance, no human amount of cum was going to be visible as more than a suggestion as it flew forth, but it was clear from both of their body languages that he was painting Rhonda's belly with jizz. Her legs sagged down to the side, and Derrek sat back on his haunches, gazing at his pointillist artwork on Rhonda's body with exhausted satisfaction.
Jane worked me deep into her throat again. It was amazing.
And distracted as I was with smug satisfaction at having outlasted Derrek, my own orgasm snuck up on me. "Oh shit! I'm com..." I cried, even as I felt myself pumping cum out into and down Jane's throat. I was afraid this at least would make her choke, but I only gasped in freshly agonized joy as I felt her throat pulse around my over-stimulated cock as she swallowed.
I collapsed into the loveseat, belatedly looking around franticly to see if someone was out on their balcony, staring at us in shock, but while I could hear some voices around the bend, no one was outside with a line of sight to us. I looked down as Jane langorously pulled herself up off of my rapidly sagging cock, pausing only to suck and lick it completely clean.
She winked at me. "Not a bad taste there, Ken."
Unthinking, I snorted. "I thought it all bypassed your tongue and went straight down."
"It did," Jane said, self-satisfiedly. "But there was enough still dribbling out for me to get an idea." She turned, almost business-like, tugging her shorts back into place, and looked across the way. "What are they doing now?"
"Looks like Rhonda has gotten up to clean herself off," I observed. It was a helluva sight, watching her naked form wiping her belly clean with paper towels in the kitchenette, then sashaying back to post-coitally expended Derrek.
"You said it, Ken," Jane said throatily. "My wife is fucking hot." I only nodded.
Then I said, "That was an incredible show."
Jane looked at me out of the side of her eyes and slyly added, "Fun watching it too..."
Rhonda slid to sit beside Derrek on the couch, and he leaned over to suckle on one of those lively breasts. "But yeah," Jane added, "I doubt the show is over." Derrek might have been concentrating on her tits, but Rhonda was looking directly toward us with a smile. She had been into putting on the show alright. "Assuming Derrek can get it up again, she's going to want a second round of dick."
I laughed, "Really?"
"We honestly don't do this very often, Ken," Jane said seriously. "Bring in a guest star or starlet, I mean. Rhonda only pulled the trigger on Derrek right now so we could pay you back... and she really wanted to try a turn being watched. But now that she is going for it, she is going to want to get everything out of him while she can."
Derrek, as it turned out, could get it up again pretty damned quick. Jane and I had barely finished our glasses, and refilled them, before Rhonda's encouragement had him going again. Within minutes of his south rising again, she had him laid on the floor right by the sliding doors, and was impaling herself again on his cock. She had positioned them so his head was toward us, and we had a full frontal view as she rode him hard.
Weirdly, Jane and I were now relaxing there at either end of the loveseat. It wasn't wide, but there was definite space between us. It was confusing for me to not be at least sharing some form of post-orgasmic intimacy, especially since the stimulating show was still very much going on. I looked at Jane, puzzled.
She caught my look out of the corner of her eye, and asked, "What?"
"Nothing," I said, shaking my head. "It's just... stereotypically, it is the guy who is supposed to be all eager to run away after some zipless sex."
Jane frowned for an instant, but understood more quickly than I did. "I'm not exactly running away, am I?" she snorted. "But I see your point..." she paused, and we both watched as Derreck's hands practically mauled Rhonda's breasts. "I think Rhonda told you the word she coined? 'Lezmantic'?" She turned to give me her full attention... momentarily. "Look, guys can trigger my orgasmic responses. You sure just did so in spades. But it doesn't trigger my emotional intimacy instincts. After sex with a girl, yeah, it does. And after Rhonda and I have fun, I am a regular cuddle kitten."
I just shook my head in bemusement.
But then, as Rhonda shifted herself to a more athletic position atop Derrek and started getting in a workout, Jane shifted over to lean against me, pulling my arm around her. "But I don't want to confuse you! And while I don't biochemically seek it, I can get into a good cuddle with a guy." She pulled the hand I had around her down to cup her breast.
We sat there and watched as Rhonda rode her guest, then let Derrek roll her over to her back and go absolutely nuts railing into her. They went at it for a long while before Derrek once more was painting Rhonda's belly and tits with jizz. Again, we could not make out the actual cum, but we could tell how much of her was covered when she went to clean herself up again.
The whole time, Jane was a nice armful, and an incredible handful. It was a nice time, and it kept me from feeling too weird in our afterglow.
But she didn't blow me again, despite some intense, but carefully unexpressed, hopefulness on my part.
And, when Derrek was dispatched back into the wild, Jane detached herself from my grasp and stood to stretch. She leaned back down to kiss my cheek as I sat there on the loveseat. "Thanks again for the wine you gave Rhonda, and for letting her hang out over here the other night," she said with a twinkle in her eye. "But I think it is time to go eat some freshly-fucked pussy."
----------
I'll be traveling for a bit here, so this chapter will need to tide you over for a couple of weeks, I am guessing. Thanks for keeping up with the story to this point! Please let me know what you think about it in the meantime, and the series so far.
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Sylvan Courtyard -- Six: Career Assistance
----------
Patty Bohannan and I were having lunch, doing our usual thing of having her proof my writing while I checked her math. She really was a natural beauty, I found myself musing almost regretfully. If it were not for mutually incompatible life plans... Right now, while I was still here and still didn't have my doctorate, I was decidedly not relationship material. Relationship material is what Patty wanted. And what she deserved.
An idea formed fully in my head in an instant. Maybe a terrible one, but I doubted it. I was pretty sure it was genius.
"Patty," I said suddenly before I could chicken out, "There is a pool party at my apartment complex on Saturday. Wanna come?"
She looked at me. "Another date, Ken?" she asked dubiously. "I thought we decided we weren't going to work. Hell, you were the one who said it first..."
"I am not asking you out, Patty," I said firmly. "I am offering the opportunity to come hang out Saturday by my apartment's pool. There will be beer and likely other beverages. As an added incentive, I have a lot of good-looking male neighbors who will be standing around shirtless." She smirked. "And to be honest, there is one such guy in particular that I think you might like to meet." I paused. "My landlord."
"You want to set me up with your super?"
"He is not what you are thinking," I said tartly. "He is my age, in great shape, and owns the place. He is also quite alone in life, since he spends almost all his time with his tenants, and he won't touch any of them. He deserves the chance to meet someone great like you." I did not add that Jesse was highly educated, a former doctoral student himself, wildly responsible, and had a ruggedly good-looking face. I didn't want Patty to think I was over-selling him.
Damn, Jesse really was a catch, wasn't he?
*
Saturday, I came out to meet Patty in the parking lot and let her in through the entrance. She climbed out of her Chevy and waved.
Patty had been pretty eager for an afternoon poolside, but less impressed at the idea of being set up with a stranger. Nevertheless, I got the idea that she had decided to come loaded for bear anyway. What gave me that idea? The bright yellow bikini she wore under a sheer purple coverup. She wasn't necessarily going to hunt the bear, but I was encouraged that she had come prepared for said hunt... should the bear appear tasty...
The vague outlines of the bikini once more made me regret that this woman had not been down for some casual sex...
I buzzed us into the courtyard, where the party had been working for almost half an hour already. As we entered, both Patty and I got a few looks. Dates are allowed at pool parties but are rarer than you would think. Me bringing one was unheard of. I got a few curious gazes from various women. Patty got more than a few curious gazes from some guys. As we moved into the courtyard, I introduced Patty as a friend to several people.
I will admit, the guys I introduced her to were all handsome, but with personalities I knew she would not like. I can be a plotter.
But I steered us inexorably toward the beer keg, where Jesse was as usual hovering vigilantly.
"Jesse," I waved. "You ordered up some more good weather again today. How do you always pull it off?"
"Hey, Ken. It is better to be lucky than good."
"Listen, I brought a friend today. This is Patty Bohannon. She's a colleague at the university. Patty, this is Jesse. He owns the place and tries to keep us from burning it to the ground."
Jesse may have been circumstantially womanless in recent years, but he remembered how to be charming. And he seemed to want to be charming when confronted with an attractive woman like Patty, even if he did clearly think she was my date. "It is a hard job, but my sister and I manage it somehow," he smiled, shaking her hand. "Ken always manages to help out. I even trust him to keep matches in his apartment, unlike some of these gremlins."
Patty had been giving me the side-eye once she had realized that I was making a beeline for the guy I had wanted her to meet, but I could tell that she was grudgingly pleased with the bear that she was presented with at the end of our journey. We chatted for a while, and I contrived to take a back seat in the conversation as it progressed. When it became clear that both Patty and the bear were happy with that dynamic, I managed to extricate myself from the conversation at a moment when it would have been awkward for Patty to follow me.
I was pretty pleased with myself, honestly. And if they wanted to get together, they could damn well do it themselves from here on out.
"I think my brother is stealing your date," a voice said from behind me.
I turned to look at Josie, who had been who knows where, taking care of who knows what, when I had arrived.
I sighed inwardly. As was her usual practice, she was not in a bathing suit, despite it being a pool party. But the black shorts and close-fitting Avengers teeshirt she wore looked awfully good on her anyway.
I had come to realize that my gaydar had definitely been wrong about Josie. She was no lesbian. The flannel shirts and ubiquitous workbelt had thrown me off to start. And the lady electrician she had been bummed was not a babe the first day I met her? She had been bummed for Jesse, not herself.
But look, I was just not going to hit on Josie. I wouldn't do that to Jesse, I wouldn't do that with my landlady, and anyway... just... no. But nothing was going to stop me from looking. It's what I do.
"She is not my date," I said firmly, not for the first time that afternoon. "She is a friend at work. She lives in a rental house in town with four roommates and no pool, and I thought she could use a dip on a nice day like this."
"Uh-huh," she replied skeptically. "Still, I should probably thank you. My brother looks damn near smitten."
"Really?" I asked, openly enthusiastic and glad for some confirmation from a knowledgeable source.
"Really," Josie said firmly, a little enthusiastic herself. She leaned in and whispered conspiratorially, "Jesse just let Randall Weems, of all people, operate the keg on his own, while he was standing right there! All so her could keep his attention on your girl."
"Not my girl," I said again, automatically. "But yeah, he usually won't even let me pour for myself."
Disappointingly, Patty left before sundown. She had 'unbreakable commitments', she said.
Damn. But I could still have hope, I decided.
It was two days before I ran into Jesse again, and he pulled me aside. "Hey," he said with an elaborate casualness that was unconvincing. I perked up. "It was nice to meet your friend, um, Patty the other day. Do you think you'll ask her to come again?"
It would be fairly easy to ask Patty again, of course. But Jesse needed to work for this a little himself. So did Patty for that matter...
"Honestly, I hadn't thought about it, Jesse," I replied dismissively. Then I stopped. "That said, I do think she enjoyed herself. She only left because of that thing she had. I don't always see her at work," I lied easily, "but why don't you just call her yourself? I think she felt a little awkward not being a tenant at your party. If you are the one asking her, then she won't feel that way."
I turned to walk away, as if this had just been a passing conversation. I felt some gently evil satisfaction when Jesse found himself forced to hustle after me, while pretending he wasn't, to get me to give him her number.
The next pool party wasn't scheduled until late July, but lo and behold, the next damn day, there were signs up on the bulletin board about a bonus, impromptu pool party the immediately upcoming Saturday. I laughed like a Bond villain when I saw that.
But not as hard as I laughed on Friday, when the big splashy signs about this short-notice event were suddenly replaced with just 'Pool Party' written in on the calendar, giving no indication this was a special event. Jesse didn't want any clues around that he was having this whole event just as an excuse to invite Patty back.
Patty obviously showed up. I kept an eye on the two for a while, as she helped him guard the keg, but while they were clearly both happy to spend all their time together, they were trying to keep things casual.
As I was walking around the pool to say hi to Rhonda, Jane, and Becky, I almost tripped on a small stack of empty plastic cups lying on their side by the water.
My God.
There was litter on the ground, in easy view of Jesse, and he had not rushed to pick it up!
My parents watched a ton of old TV reruns when I was growing up, so I felt like Hannibal Smith from the A-Team, lighting up a cigar and saying, 'I love it when a plan comes together!'
As I approached, the women, possibly intentionally, centered their conversation on shit I did not care about, inducing me to ghost them, whereupon I ended up playing hacky sack with Frank, Manny, and Juan for a long while. All of us were pretty good and it got a bit cut-throat.
Suddenly, Josie was dragging me out of the game.
"Hey! What the fuck, Jo?" I asked at my unceremonious, involuntary surrender. "I was doing pretty damned well..."
"Shut up. Look," Josie said, jerking her chin over her shoulder without looking herself, or speaking loudly enough for anyone else to hear.
I looked obediently. The Justice League shirt she was wearing this week was a lot tighter than the Avengers one from the prior weekend. Those sorts of things make me generally obedient to attractive females.
"I don't see anything," I said, confused. Well, I saw that Justice League logo...
"Duh. It is who you don't see," she prompted.
Huh?
Wait. Jessie was AWOL from the keg. AWOL much earlier than he usually gave up on it.
In fact, he was absent from the courtyard entirely.
And so was Patty!
I smiled a little grin. "Well, well, well. I wonder where they are..."
"Shhh. I know where. Follow me," Josie said and headed at a bland pace toward the hallway to the laundry center. I dutifully sauntered after. We passed the actual entrance to the washers and dryers and fetched up at the state-mandated but world's most pointless fire exit.
All of us had gone through it at some point. There was no need for security or an alarm, as it led only to a small copse of trees, hemmed in by the back wall of the complex on one side, and the surprisingly high, rocky cliff face against which our home was nestled. If the complex was on fire, the last place you wanted to flee was back into this tiny dead-end.
Jesse, of course, always kept the door in perfect condition anyway. Josie opened it silently.
With a finger to her lips, she peeked around the edge, and I followed suit.
The only mammals you ever saw in the copse were squirrels, because nothing else could get back there.
Except today. We spied Jesse and Patty talking in low tones and smiles, and definitely not seeing us. Josie's trembling hand grabbed mine as Jesse somehow found the gumption to lean just that little bit more forward. Patty had her back to a big pine, and while she leaned back as Jesse leaned in, it was an obvious invitation to follow, not an attempt at escape.
When her head rested fully against the bark of the tree, Jesse kept going and interrupted whatever she was saying with a kiss!
But then he backed away. Not much, but uncertainly.
After a moment, Patty lifted her own hand to lightly grab the back of his head and pull him back for a much longer, much firmer, second kiss.
I shook my hand in Josie's grip and she squeezed back harder.
Yes! Result!
Of course, Josie and I should have given them their privacy. But Josie clearly wanted to see how things progressed, and I... am me.
The way things progressed was... rapidly.
Firm kisses became passionate. Bodies in close proximity became bodies pressed tightly together. Hips were ground against one another.
I shifted my position while keeping an eye on the festivities. Now I was standing more or less next to Josie, rather than leaning over her, which I judged a wiser choice. Had my landlady moved her ass back for any reason, she would have been pressing against my growing erection.
No.
This was not going to turn into a Rhonda or Jane sort of situation, no matter how much my body might be thrusting the possibility into my mind. Not with Josie.
Jesse did me a solid, and took my mind off of its momentary focus on Josie by suddenly kissing his way down Patty's jaw to her neck. She threw her head back, exposing her throat more to him and Jesse took advantage, lavishing attention on the long pale expanse.
I was totally excited. This level of makeout session was more than I could have hoped for so soon after they met.
Then Patty put her hand on the back of Jesse's head and pushed him down until his face was buried in the valley between her very nice, bikini-clad tits. Josie hissed at that.
When Patty reached behind her and loosened her bikini top, tugging it aside so that Jesse could begin to feast first on one exposed nipple, then the other, I hissed. Those were some very nice aureoles, oblong and dark, with very prominent nipples just aching for Jesse to clamp down on.
Damn...
Jesse seemed happy to dine there indefinitely, but then Patty pulled her hand from the small of his back, and slid it between them. She hesitated for long enough for Jesse to slow his own oral fixation. Slow, but not stop. Then Patty got determined again and slid her hand fully down inside Jesse's swim trunks.
Yeah, I was hard as a rock now. A blowjob, a handjob at the very least, was imminent. This was going to be great!
Just then, Josie pulled back, pushing me with her. And she let the door close silently behind us.
"Nope," she said.
"Aww! It was just getting good," I joked. Sort of.
"Perv!" she said, elbowing me as we started to walk away. "Those shorts were about to be pulled down, and I do not need the trauma of seeing my brother's erection."
"If it helps, I don't think it is going to be visibly out in the open air for long..." I drawled.
"Total perv!" Josie snorted. "But yeah... I hope it won't be visible for long either. I just don't want to see it!"
As we emerged back in the courtyard, the oblivious party still going on, Josie shoved me with her shoulder lightly. "You, Ken Hawthorne, are a god among men. Jesse needs a woman. I need Jesse to have a woman. And you let her get away, then thrust her into Jesse's arms!"
"I did not let her get away. I brought her here for him. I am sure that, as she did with me, she has also told Jesse that she is uninterested in any relationship that doesn't at least potentially have a future. That was not gonna happen with me."
"So you did try to nail her!"
"You saw her! Of course, I took a run at that. But I am explicitly uninterested in any kind of permanence at this point in my life," I said, not explaining myself.
"Well, I am glad those two romantics back there are going to 'take a run at it'," Josie declared. "If only to get my big brother to relax a little bit. He's been driving me crazy."
"I'm a romantic," I defended myself.
"Sure, Mister 'I Took a Run at That'," she teased.
"Well, now we just have to get you taken care of," I teased back. And then I regretted saying it. It sounded like a come-on, even to me, and I was the one who had said it.
But Josie just laughed easily, if after an uncomfortable beat or two. "Yeah? Well, don't you dare try to spring some dude on me like you sprung Patty on him. I'm going to need pictures and references in advance."
*
Early the following week, I found an email from Professor Thames (I'd gone back to thinking about her that way. It was safer).
Mr. Hawthorne,
I have quite accidentally stumbled upon an opportunity in the state of Colorado that might well be a wonderful situation for you, should you be willing to entertain a placement in the center of the country.
If you are interested, the timing may be tricky and there will be a lot you would need to accomplish, simply to pursue this opportunity. We should talk.
I am not holding office hours over the summer. This is a perquisite of having a tenured position. Should you have the opportunity, I highly recommend picking one up. But your picking one up is the point of this discussion, no?
Should you have the opportunity, would you perhaps like to drop by my cottage after lunch around 1:30 on Wednesday? I could offer you some tea. I have questions I do not wish to suffer through asking your boss, regarding your actual readiness. Please be prepared to give me an honest self-assessment. We shall also discuss how you could pursue the placement, should you be interested.
Yours and so on,
Amanda
Shit was getting real. And way faster than I was prepared for.
I mean, in some ways, I was prepared, and far sooner than candidates usually were in our discipline. My research was complete, and my results solidly supported my thesis. My dissertation was grammatically still a mess, and its formatting worse, but it was written. The supporting exhibits were what were consuming most of my time. At least the time that I was not devoting to aiding my mentor with his work. Technically, I supposed, I really was nearly ready to defend my dissertation.
But as my advisor had been telling me for years, just having a good dissertation did not mean you were necessarily ready for your PhD. Your defense of the research itself should actually be easy, if your work was any good. The real defense was of yourself, and your readiness to pursue your work independently. This was a readiness that the man had not yet told me he was confident I had. He hadn't told me that I didn't have it yet either, but...
I did not want to jump the gun, but if this was a truly good opportunity, such opportunities are necessarily time-limited, even if it turned out that they wanted me...
I shot off a swift reply that I would be happy to meet at her convenience.
Yes, it did occur to me that this woman, on whom I had pretty much explicitly hit the last time we had spoken, was inviting me to her home. But she was being pretty careful to keep any crazy speculation out of my mind. Tea? In the middle of the afternoon? On a Wednesday?
I still took an early lunch so I could shower right before going over. It was more or less a muscle memory reflex.
I was on edge, but not because of my earlier ambitions. Much bigger ambitions were at play now, and I swallowed as I wandered up the sidewalk to her front door, the phrase Tenure Track dancing in my head. But I gathered myself and my body was calm and under control as I walked up to her cottage. This was high stakes, but I settled my interview face in place firmly. She answered the door less than a minute after my ring and invited me in. I stumbled over the threshold and cursed at my clumsiness.
"Sorry, Prof... Man... Aman... Doctor," I sputtered.
"Ken!" she laughed. "You are wise to be working on your collegial nomenclature. Amanda will do. Friendly, but professional. Also, I imagine it was the asshole who told you to call me Mandy. One of his jerkwad but funny little jokes. No one but he has ever called me Mandy... and then only in bed."
Oh shit.
I quite literally love my mentor, but he does think he has a sense of humor.



I almost hit a doorframe following her into her living room, where a tea set was indeed set out on the coffee table before the couch. I managed not to bang my shins as I maneuvered around it to sit where she indicated. She took the over-stuffed high-back armchair next to my end of the couch and sat primly.
Yes, I did just say I was under control. I had been under control. Then I proceeded to narrowly avoid a whole series of near Jerry Lewis-level pratfalls. Why?
I can be forgiven. Professor... Amanda was wearing essentially her usual teaching outfit, black pencil skirt and white dress blouse.
But.
Today, the skirt was the shorter model with the slit--the one she hardly ever wore. It seemed much, much shorter when she sat, which she never did in class. And her usual white blouse? The one that afternoon was sheer. Very sheer. As in, not only could I tell that she uncharacteristically wore no bra underneath it today, but I could tell what shade of rosy pink her nipples were. At least they were not hard. Not very hard.
Amanda was kind enough to not comment on my Sudden Onset Clumsiness Syndrome. Which only told me that I might be being teased. I mean I had to be being teased, right? Right?
Her nipples Were. Right. There.
Amanda, like my mentor, also thought she had a sense of humor, and I was being put in my place for my earlier temerity. Fine, I'd take the ribbing happily if there was to be a pot of tenure gold at the end of the rainbow. She wouldn't be fucking with me about that, would she?
But her face was fairly businesslike, save for the way her glasses magnified her lovely eyes, as she leaned forward in her chair next to me and poured tea. I could tell by the aroma that it was Earl Grey.
Probably a Picard fangirl...
She smiled as she handed me the cup and said, "I wish I could claim that what I want to talk to you about was the result of painstaking efforts on your behalf, but my discovery was entirely accidental. I have not yet had the time to make even a single active inquiry about your situation. But I was on a phone call with a colleague of mine in our field, out in Colorado. As luck would have it, she mentioned to me that she would be unavailable for the collaboration I want because she will be leaving her position at the end of the Fall semester. She is selling out and going corporate," she added drily, leaning back in her seat.
I really needed to concentrate on this news, and it was not being made easy by the way she arched her back as she relaxed against the back of her seat. Her bouse stretched tight, and if I had thought it had been sheer to begin with...
Back to reality, this all meant that the small university out there, whose department in my field was reasonably respected, though not a true leader, was going to need a new Assistant Professor, with accelerated prospects no less, by Christmas. Even better for me, Amanda's friend had bemoaned to her that they had no in-house prospects with whom anyone out there was happy.
This all made it become marginally more doable to pay attention to Amanda, instead of her blouse. Focusing on her magnified eyes made that task even easier. Then they narrowed slightly.
"To be clear, I have not mentioned you to my friend, or anyone else out that way... yet. I need that honest self-assessment I mentioned, Mr. Hawthorne. Where are you on your dissertation? How are you feeling about mounting a defense?"
"I... well, I still have six months until Christmas, and..."
"Because," she interrupted. "You will need your degree awarded well before January. "They might provisionally hold the position for a candidate if they are sufficiently impressed, pending the award of the actual required degree. But you would have to have that degree confirmed before November, so they can have time to find a backup candidate if you do not successfully defend."
My mind whirled. Suddenly, four months sounded like a crap ton shorter period of time than six. "I... I don't know for sure," I finally said firmly.
"Good. I'm glad to hear that. I suggest you go see Butthead and discuss the situation with him in detail." She leaned forward, and the attitude she usually sported when talking about my mentor, her ex-husband, faded into the background. "I want you to know, Ken, that despite my occasional jabs about him, Butthead and I both take the utmost care with our doctoral mentees. He will tell you if you are ready, or if not, when. If your progress needs acceleration, I suspect he will let you concentrate more of your time on it, even to the detriment of your work for him."
I nodded. I would not have expected anything else from the man. Whatever Amanda might think about him, I kind of worshipped the ground he walked on. Kind of. When he wasn't fucking advising me to call this woman Mandy...
Amanda took a long sip of tea and leaned forward to place her cup back on the coffee table. This took the tension off of her blouse and reduced its transparency, but the relative paucity of fastened buttons up top suddenly became much more apparent. My concentration on her face slipped a notch.
How could cleavage be distracting in a see-thru top?
She leaned her forearms on her thighs and aimed that cleavage even more directly toward me. "I have considerable hope, Ken, that you will be ready. Word is that the asshole is very pleased with your progress, and he is seldom pleased with much of anything..." she added acerbically.
Oh God, those tits.
Despite this being a very real, very important meeting, in the middle of the day, on a Wednesday, she was clearly weaponizing those delicious, unfairly youthful-appearing mounds against me.
Was she fucking with my mentor through me? Probably.
I need to get out of there and think--then go beat down the door to my mentor's office early the next morning.
Carefully remembering how to address her, I said, "Mandy, I don't know how to thank you. This has been a fantastic visit, in so many ways."
Oops. Her eyebrow shot up once more, as if I'd called her Mandy again.
Shit!
I hadn't had I?
No.
Yes...
"'In so many ways,' Mr. Hawthorne?" she asked, as archly as her expression. But she also straightened up imperiously. This might have looked intimidating, except for it stretched her blouse tight again.
And her fingers idly brushed the front of one breast. Repeatedly. Until about three strokes lifted the profile of the nipple she was subtly fondling.
It really wasn't that subtle.
"So many ways?" she repeated, making sure I knew I was not off the hook.
"Uh, the tea was delicious," I said weakly.
"But 'fantastic'? A Bigelow teabag and some hot water was 'fantastic'?"
Fuck it. If the price of this golden opportunity was to entertain her by being shot down once more in even greater frustration, so be it. I was certainly expected to try something...
She just sat there, smiling a little cruelly... maybe just amusedly. And her finger kept stroking that nipple through her shirt. Honestly, had she been wearing an opaque shirt, with a bra beneath, the gesture might have been plausibly casual.
I covered my eyes with a hand, letting my frustration show. "For chrissake, Mandy! Stop playing with your tits right in front of me, or I am going to start doing it for you," I growled.
"Oh really, Mister Hawthorne?" she asked dangerously. But she leaned toward me more than a little, her eyes glittering. And her hand did not stop teasing her nipple to even greater heights.
She shook her head acerbically. "I suppose that is in character for you. You did say you like to help out with what you see, didn't you?"
If she shot me down now, it was going to hurt badly. But the last thirty seconds had me moving Crushing Dismissal from an utter certainty, down to about number three on my ranking of possible outcomes. And my Shits to Give Meter on the question had wound down to None Available.
I was close enough to simply lean forward myself, and go right ahead and kiss her delicately on the lips.
It flashed through my head that her lips and the skin surrounding them were the only part of this 42-year-old woman that showed much in the way of age at all. The barest of crinkles hedged her lips, undisguised by the trace of dark purple lipstick that she wore. And the faintest of lines had begun to set in around her mouth. They weren't frown lines, but neither were they laugh lines either. Her face had begun to set into a habit of concentration and authority.
That fleeting impression left me as our faces came together and I touched my lips to hers.
It was a brief kiss, and she did not jerk away, but neither did she respond instantly either. I pulled away, but not much, and stared into her eyes.
They gleamed, still appearing over-huge, even at this close range. Then she leaned a bit more forward herself and kissed me in turn. She was not so gentle as I had been. Her lips, micro wrinkles aside, were warm and soft, but they could mold themselves to mine with incredible softness. A moment in, and I felt her tongue slide from between them and seek entrance to my own mouth.
My lips parted eagerly but almost involuntarily, and my tongue met the invader. Her hand lifted and wrapped itself around the back of my head, twisting fingers through my hair.
It was a good kiss. She knew what she was doing, is what I'm saying. After a moment or two in, I may have tried inhaling her tongue.
But then she pulled free, just for a moment. Long enough to breathe, "I thought you were going to help out with something..." Then she was kissing me again, even more passionately.
I did not deserve this, but I was sure going to take it.
I lifted my hands and cupped her breasts through the fabric of the blouse, pulled tight against their curves by her arched back. Damn, they were firm. Still cupping them, I ran my thumbs across her nipples. The one was already hard and prominent as an elementary school pencil eraser. The other was barely swelling, but it rapidly began to catch up as I flicked across it eagerly.
I groaned into her mouth and gave her breasts a firm squeeze. She moaned a little quieter in response.
My tongue managed to expel hers, then exploited its retreat by pursuing it back into her mouth in turn. She welcomed my taster eagerly. Regretfully, but not remotely regretfully, I leaned back away from her. My one hand moved to pinch gently at her still-hardening nipple, and I stared down at her chest, at her aureoles showing subtly but unmistakably through the sheer fabric of her blouse. And I suddenly realized that the blouse snapped up, rather than buttoned. I decisively grabbed the front and yanked it open to both sides. The snaps tore loose and I spread the blouse wide.
Mandy's unfairly youthful breasts were exposed to me, literally bouncing with the force of my pull on her top. Her eyes widened even further, becoming enormous through her glasses. She had not expected my move, or at least how I had made it. She gasped a little in a surprisingly high voice, her mouth opened wide, and I swear a brief flush of color hit her cheeks.
As I mentioned, I am not a big anime guy, but I have watched my share, along with my share of the porno Hentai subgenre. For just a flash there, the occasional impression I had experienced before of Mandy looking like a hentai girl was compounded to perfection.
I reached out and took her bare breasts into my grasp. "Ohhhh," I moaned into her mouth. "And I thought they felt amazing before!"
The Japanese animation moment passed, and she regained her poised, superior mein. Her eyes arched at me and she laughed throatily--a languid chuckle that went straight to my extraordinarily erect cock.
"What is the asshole going to think when he hears I nailed his golden boy?" she mused, looking at me gleefully.
"You haven't nailed me yet."
"Yet."
"And he already knows I had been hoping to try," I added puckishly. "I wanted to make sure it was not going to piss him off."
"You asked him for permission to hit on his ex-wife?" Mandy asked, her voice a mixture of surprise and, I hoped, admiration at my ballsiness.
"I have been a part of this department for at least eight years, and I swear I never knew you guys used to be married," I admitted sheepishly. "All I knew was that you two were, um, rivals."
I felt her hand begin to trace the contours of my chest as she replied. "I try not to show it much, but I still find myself liking the dickweed, despite myself. You can call us frenemies," she chuckled happily. "But put the emphasis on the latter syllables."
"Yeah? Well, much as I admire the man, he's not really what I want to talk about right now," I said, kissing her hard once more and giving both marvelous breasts another wanton squeeze.
Mandy grabbed my polo shirt and tugged it upward, pulling it off over my head. This made me relinquish my grasp on her tits, but when my hands were free once more, I reached out and grabbed her hips, dragging her out of her seat. I spun her around to sit next to me on the couch.
I bent eagerly to suckle on an exposed, firm nipple. My other hand rested itself eagerly on her soft thigh and slid upward under the hem of her skirt.
It was warm, almost hot under the skirt, and my fingers sought out the source of that heat. Given the blouse she had chosen for my visit, I was unsurprised to find that she had omitted wearing any panties, and I let my fingertips flutter through the nest of neatly trimmed but full pubes concealing the destination that I was circumnavigating.
A few long seconds of my barely restrained teasing under there, and Mandy growled softly, "Yeah, that nailing is going to happen soon."
"Not that soon," I replied firmly, sinking the fingers of my other hand deep into the yielding flesh of her breasts. I would be surprised if this was not a once-in-a-lifetime opportunity, and I intended to explore said opportunity to the very fullest.
"There you are," Mandy replied slyly. "I feel that you are indeed ready for your doctorate. I admire a scientist's devotion to a full experimental protocol..."
"Oh, talk dirty to me like that," I grinned.
Her eyes twinkled, but then she lifted her hands to clasp her glasses.
"Don't take them off!" I blurted without thinking.
"No?" she asked, looking at me skeptically. She still held the arms of her glasses but didn't take them off... yet.
"They... they make your eyes look so gorgeously huge. It's... been a bit of a turn-on for me," I admitted, staring into her eyes.
Mandy snorted. "What? You like huge eyes on a girl? You have some kind of Disney Princess fantasy thing? Am I just Snow White or Belle to you?" She was amused, but I sensed she was not into the princess thing.
I did not, in any way, shape, or form want to be identified as a Princess Perv. "No! I'm not into Disney girls. I'm not seeing you that way! At all," I said. Then my mouth kept running. "It's kind of more... an anime thing," I trailed off. I was nerding myself out of a fantastic experience...
"Anime?!" Mandy yelped. "So I'm what, Tashigi in your mind?"
She really was a nerd!
"Fuck," I whispered. "Picard fangirl, and knows her One Piece... how could you possibly be any fucking hotter?" I leant in and suckled hard on a fantastic rosy nipple.
"How about this way?" Mandy purred and slid off the couch down in front of me.
"Oh yes, that is getting much hotter," I said nervously. I could have hidden the nervousness, but she seemed to like it. I probably could have hidden the nervousness...
Mandy just smiled up at me, tugging my fly open as she did so. She never took her eyes off mine as she deftly exposed my cock, and I never took mine off hers as I lifted my ass up so she could work my pants fully out of the way to my ankles.
Such big eyes. They had always turned me on, for longer even than I'd realized. Now she had to be deliberately making them look even bigger. I could see her eyebrows pushed up high above her dark frames.
She took the base of my cock in the tips of the fingers of one hand, lifting it straight up. Then she began to explore the contours of it with the nail of her opposite index finger. She ran it up and down my shaft, following the meandering lines of the veins, then circled my glans, which sent shivers through me, before caressing the purple flesh of my swollen, hard tip. She took her eyes off mine for this exploration, but I was well on board with that.
But then she looked back up at me deliberately, while she extended her tongue and began to taste my tip. She ran it around me, flicking it back and forth over my helmet. She shifted as she did so, so that the warm flesh of one breast pressed against the inside of my thigh.
She pressed that breast against me harder as she straightened for a moment.
"Scoot forward, Mr. Hawthorne," she instructed simply, before bending back slightly to ring my glans with her lips and lick my imprisoned tip.
My focus involuntarily lost track of her pupils and moved a few inches lower as I felt her lips begin to sink down around my cock. I squirmed as minutely as I was able as I watched myself disappear into her mouth. She never took her gaze off of me.
Several inches of me began to wetly, slowly, inexorably slide in and out of her mouth. She never took me all the way to her throat, and she did not need to. The extent of my cock that remained free of her lips was most graciously and skillfully stimulated by ten incredibly nimble, gentle fingers.
"Ohhhh, you are so amazing," I groaned as she blew my mind... and other sexual organs. "I am working so hard today," I moaned on.
That earned me a raised eyebrow and a momentary feeling of free air on my cock. "You are working hard?" she snorted in amusement.
"I will be when you are done," I asserted, taking advantage of the few seconds of relative sensory calm to sound certain of, well, anything. "I appear to already be in unrepayable debt to you for some things, Dr. Thames. I am not about to also let myself remain in debt to Mandy for anything else." I moaned momentarily as she just took me back into her mouth, demonstrating that she somehow had reserves of skill to make me feel even more overwhelmed. "God! I cannot wait to bury my face under that smoking hot-looking little skirt of yours," I gasped.
"Oww weawy?" Mandy asked, not letting my cock free of her mouth but still managed to project a lascivious drawl.
"Well... I guess I can wait a little," I moaned. "I hope I can manage to wait a lot," I added happily but doubtfully.
I heard a soft chuckle as she then demonstrated further amazing skills. I am pretty sure that she upped the suction. She seemed to somehow bring the warm, plush insides of her cheeks into play. And I am damned certain that her fingers began to utterly torture the back of my ballsack and the skin just behind it.
My brain received a memo from down below: I was not going to be waiting a lot.
"In a minute," Mandy said, letting me free once again, "I am going to pull off this tasty cock because I want to feel the impact of your cum on the skin of my face. Don't worry that I am trying to edge you, or any of that sort of nonsense."
"I'll warn you," I said breathlessly. And I would probably be warning her pretty soon.
Mandy chuckled. "I'll know," she murmured, and resumed doing everything she had been doing, only somehow even more so.
I resolved to warn her anyway. I failed to do so. Just as I realized that I had passed the point of no return, and began to panic that my voice was just not working anymore, Mandy lifted her lips free of my cock, dragging her tongue along the underside as she did, and began to pump my shaft with a soft grip of glorious firmness calibrated more perfectly than a SpaceX landing burn. She knew it was time.
I could not even gasp or groan as my legs shook, my fingers went numb, and I shot a staccato blast of jizz. Several strands lanced out and hurtled against the smooth skin of her face, just as she had asked. Gooey white lines crossed her tightly closed lips, draped across her nose and left cheek, and coated a significant portion of the lenses of her thick glasses.



My need for oxygen instantly warred with my emotional need to express my joyful gratitude. They settled upon a kind of high-pitched shriek of delight as I clawed for air. Her smile was incredible as I saw her eyes blinking behind the goo-covered lenses of her glasses.
Then to my surprise, given how she had approached the inevitable end to her display of skill, she opened her lips and began to happily lick them clean of my jizz.
"Wow! Um, I figured you did not like the taste of..." I panted in bemusement.
"Oh, I will consume most of it before I resort to a cloth to clean these lenses," Mandy replied in self-satisfied grace, wiping a line of spooge from her cheek and into her mouth. "I relish the entire sensory experience of the end of a good blowjob, Ken. If I too all this in my mouth, I'd miss out on the feeling of your appreciation against my skin. This way, I get to have my cum... and eat it too."
"Oh shit," I laughed.
I kicked my ankles free of my pants, leaving me naked on the couch, while Mandy remained kneeling before me, still wearing her skirt and the wide-open blouse. Those clothes were just the way I wanted them.
"That looks like a very nice, soft rug," I observed. "Persian?"
"Yes, and yes. Why?" Mandy replied almost absently. She was clearing off her nose at the moment.
"Because I want you to be comfortable for this," I chuckled, sliding off the couch. I knelt beside her on the floor, finding the rug in fact quite soft, and pushed her back and sideways.
"Well now," she said in an amused but anticipatory manner. She licked her finger clean again and asked, "Just what do you intend to..." Then she whooped a little as I bent and began kissing the firm skin of her inner thigh. I was not looking, but I felt her body relax backward onto the floor and I heard her sigh. "Show me what you've got, Mr. Hawthorne," she crooned.
I certainly intended to try!
She did not lie fully back on the rug, but kept herself propped up on her elbows so she could get a better view of what I was up to. It just made the visual better...
Her skirt was short, barely reaching mid-thigh, but was still mostly in place, and I soon reached the hem as I slid my lips up her flesh. I saw her reach for the zipper, which was on her right hip, but I shot out a hand to stop her. "No, no! I want this skirt in place, so I can get the exact view I always wanted to get, but never managed."
"I am not in the habit of granting upskirts to students," she snorted.
"What is this then?" I asked, tilting my head up and under her hem. The aroma in the semi-enclosed space under her skirt was incredible.
"You aren't my student anymore, remember?"
"Mmmm," I murmured and slid my lips to her pussy. It was dark under the skirt, but I could make out that my fingers had been correct. She kept a full bush, trimmed short and meticulously shaped into a classic triangle above, and in a narrow strip below. It was a serious hairstyle for a serious woman... who needed a serious eating.
I was sure I looked ridiculous with my head fully up under her skirt. I hoped I looked ridiculous. This was too much fun. The anime image returned to my mind, and I pictured Mandy staring wide-eyed down at my head under her skirt, her breasts waving to the sky... and maybe another blush on her cheeks.
I nuzzled her, feeling the distinct dampness against my face. With relish, I extended my tongue and ran it through her short curls. Her flavor did not match, so much as compliment her aroma and I groaned happily a little as my tongue twirled through her bush.
I slid one hand up under the skirt with me and traced the outlines of her slit with my fingers. I combed a furrow and delicately spread her lips. My tongue dove into the gap and we both shuddered at the electricity generated by the connection. I licked upward far enough to briefly explore her very firm clit before delving back down and into her depths.
I withdrew my hand and reached under both her legs, pressing them upward atop my upper arms. This pushed her skirt hem up higher, but sacrifices had to be made. I needed to be able to comfortably get my hands back on her tits. I rolled her nipples between my thumbs and forefingers and she moaned her approval.
Whether she was approving of the nipple play, or the way I was tongue-fucking her at the moment, I was not sure. I hoped it was both, since I intended to stop neither.
Already, I could sense her arousal coming to a head. Amanda seemed effortlessly orgasmic, and that boded well for how the rest of our time together would go. It also made it seem like getting her off right then would be a good idea. I couldn't make this woman come all afternoon if I didn't start now, right?
I bent my will and my tongue to her clitoris, circling and suckling on it, while my fingers tugged and lightly pinched on her nipples, up beyond my sight. I did not need to see her boobs right then, they felt amazing.
"Oh, that is most satisfactory, Mr. Hawthorne!" Mandy crooned. "Don't you think about fucking stopping. Oh wow. Yes. Yesss. Yessssss!" she screamed as I savored her.
The throbbing tension I had felt building in her luscious body suddenly exploded. Like an inexorably tightened spring breaking, her hips slammed upward against my face, then twisted side to side. Her torso shook. Her shouts, however, cut themselves off and I heard her grunting through clenched teeth as she shook to her core.
I lost my grip on her breasts, but I rode her bucking hips and got my tongue back on her clit quickly. A second wave of ecstasy wracked her body, but far less violently, before she collapsed on the rug, panting.
"Come... out from under there... Ken," she gasped. "And will you finally take off my skirt, please? It..." she panted as she half begged, half instructed me. "It will be a bitch to clean as it is, I'm not letting you fuck me in it as well."
Well now.
I thankfully remembered where the zipper was and swiftly removed the sexy, if now severely rumpled skirt. She made no move to remove the open blouse, as a favor to me, I guessed. She was an extraordinarily sexy mess at the moment.
"I hope you don't mind, but I am also taking off these glasses," she added, lifting the cum-streaked frames from her face. "Everything is blurry now, but it beats everything looking streaked with white!"
I leaned up over her to stare at her face. "Wow!" I breathed, a little surprised, and happily so. "They may not look so huge now, but you really have stunningly beautiful eyes," I said, examining them carefully.
"Do I?" she asked genuinely.
"Of course! Don't pretend you don't know," I retorted.
"I really don't remember a time that I was able to see them in a mirror without my glasses on, you know."
Leaning over her, I felt my once again very hard cock brush against her. She jumped a little in response. "Well, I think they are lovely," I said. "And I have to admit I feel a little ashamed at how fixated I got, staring at them all magnified like I was," I added softly. Then I grinned at her broadly, hopefully broadly enough for her to perceive on my blurry face. I let the grin sound in my voice regardless. "But I'm going to make your eyes all wide again anyway."
With that, I slid back and down, pressing my cock against her still slightly twitching pussy. I slid into her firmly, not taking my time. She was wonderfully soft inside, not tight, but firm nevertheless. While I was able to slide into her to my full depth in a single, delightful stroke, that stroke took time and real effort.
But my entry sure made her eyes widen again...
I slowly withdrew from her. I wanted to pull entirely out and then drive into her again hard, but honestly, I could not make myself leave her completely. The driving back hard into her part was much easier to go through with, and I groaned in near ecstasy as I buried my cock into her again. I was almost loud enough to drown out her own delighted gasp in response.
I should have just lain there and rested, fully impaled within her, so as to enjoy the incredible sensation of her luxurious body surrounding me, but I missed that chance because my hips could not hold still and I was driving in and out of her in an instant. The way her hands were grasping my ass and digging into my glutes like they were spurs had something to do with it.
"Oh fuck yes! Yes! Fuck me, Ken!" she cried, after working up to it with some preliminary babble as I drove into her. I slammed into her even harder as she ground her fingers into my ass. "Yes! That's it! Fuck me! Fill me!" she moaned.
I understood that this woman had a personality that would make living with her a giant pain. She had certainly made being her student a giant pain. But much as I worshipped my mentor, in that moment, I was pegging his intelligence at just beneath that of a container of igneous samples for not putting up with whatever it took to keep fucking this creature regularly.
Of course, I was the one doing all the work at the moment, but she was making the experience insanely hot. The gratifying ardor and suddenly filthy nature of her cries aside, I could feel her working her body beneath me, around me, to give me the most incredible sensations as my cock plumbed her depths.
I pushed myself up on my arms, elbows straight as I thrust, so I could look down on her. Her hair bun was working its way loose as I made her body move almost violently on the floor, long black locks beginning to spread out around her smiling face. Her breasts moved mesmerizingly in counterpoint to my driving entries.
I almost wanted to let myself come quickly, since I was somehow impatient to get on with fucking her a second time...
But even in my lust-filled haze, I began to realize something. Her enthusiasm, though certainly unfeigned, was performative. She was genuinely into this, but I was not making her lose control, or even work her way toward losing control.
Add Subtly Patient and Giving to her myriad sexual qualities.
But no. No way. I knew she was happy to get her orgasms later, and I was here to give them to her later, but there was no fucking way I was not going to watch at least one rip through her beneath me before I pulled out and painted her entire torso in a sea of cum.
I know I do not actually produce anything like a sea, but my anime/hentai fantasy was back in my head and I was suddenly determined to pull out and paint her tits at the least when the time came.
But not until after she came on my dick. And that would require some adjustments.
Without slowing, I reached down and grabbed her left thigh. I pulled it up and wrapped my arm under it, pressing it against my smoothly moving torso.
I saw that that instantly improved her experience, with the sudden new angle of attack my cock had inside her.
She lifted her other leg and wrapped it around me, pressing her calf across the bottom of my ass, and that visibly improved her mood even more. Her hands could not keep their grip on my butt like this, and they slid upward to drag her fingertips over my back, tugging at my flesh as I fucked her. With each long stroke I made, I watched her face flush just a little now.
The fact that my cock was also even happier driving into her like this was just a matter of degree--like the difference between amazeballs and awesomesauce. What mattered was that I was finally making the sex machine beneath me start to lose it.
I knew I was hitting her buttons just right, and made myself keep up exactly what I was doing with scientific precision. Mandy's voice kept right on growling things like, "Fucking yes. Fuck me. Fuck me just like that. This is... hurrr... this is going to... aughhhhh... fuck me! Shit!" Before, when she had first started talking dirty, I felt like she was doing it for me, to encourage me and my efforts. But now, at this point, I don't think she could have shut up had she wanted to.
Her hands scrabbled at my back, which I thought maybe I could have done without, since she does not exactly clip her nails close. But the scratching sensation was actually perfect, as it kept me just focused enough that I did not simply let go and spooge inside her accidentally.
"Fuck!" she cried wildly. "God! Oh God! Oh, Sweet Mary and Jooooooseph!" my famously atheist professor beseeched as I felt her whole body spasm beneath me in what felt like her first uncalculated muscle movements since I had initially entered her. She bucked beneath me, her face flushed, and I sensed the electricity coursing in her body as she came. Her hands went wild against my back, trying to somehow pull me even deeper into her.
I could not take it, and pulled free of her before she was even completely done with the follow-on wave of her orgasm. My hand went to my cock. I had no time or need to stroke it to make myself come, I just wanted to direct the results. I moaned happily as my midsection felt like it inverted as I began to pump jizz across her torso. I hardly glazed her whole body like in the animations, but I sprayed a pretty good area. Her tits somehow managed to look even better with my cum spread across them, her left nipple in particular was almost drowned.
I swear I am not that into Hentai, but with her I just could not shake the imagery.
As my cock spent its last drop, the bottoms of my feet were numb, and I only managed not to collapse atop her into my own cum by locking my lone bracing arm straight.
"Fuck!" I gasped.
"Fuck yes," Mandy sighed, all tension in her body flowing away. "But," she added a little tartly, looking down at the glorious mess that was her chest, "who told you to pull out?"
"I... I... we didn't discuss..." I stuttered, unwilling to tell her that I had been seized by animated porn fantasy. And we actually had not discussed protection.
"Well, it was not necessary, Mr. Hawthorne," she said beneath me sternly. "Once we get this, admittedly impressive mess cleaned up, you are at no time the rest of this afternoon to pull out before any climax. Are we clear? I want to feel your cum burying itself inside me each time."
How many times were we going to fuck today? I could not wait to find out.
----------
Come on, did any of you really think I was going to leave Professor Thames un-boned?
Thanks as always for reading, guys and gals. I know some of you are gals, though I often wonder how many... And thanks for your votes and especially any comments on how you think things are going with this series!
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Sylvan Courtyard -- Seven: The New Workout Craze
----------
I had remained at Mandy's until almost 10:30 that night. It had been almost dangerous driving back home to Sylvan Courtyard, I was so exhausted. Going on nine straight hours of astoundingly educational sex, with only breaks to accomodate two cups of tea, one small plate of cheese, and one glass of sherry, will take it out of a guy.
The next day, Thursday, I found that my mentor had a grant presentation in Dallas, so I would not have a chance to see him until Friday. That morning, I swept into his office as early as I could. First and foremost I had to address my readiness to defend my dissertation. But almost as important, for a number of reasons, I needed to tell him what had happened. I didn't really believe that Mandy would actually tell him herself, but I sure as hell was going to fess up, and as early as possible, so he would hear it from me first if she did decide to drop a bomb on him at some point about what we had done.
"Hello, Ken," he said as I knocked on his door. He did not look up from the two data charts he had on his desk before him, frowning as he looked back and forth between them. He simply waved me to a seat on the other side of his desk.
"Are our results still not reconciling?" I asked, curiously.
"No, they are not," he said mildly, still looking down. "And I am convinced that that is telling me something important," he muttered. He went on to ignore me for a bit. This was not unusual at times when I dropped in and he was wrestling with something that pissed him off.
Suddenly, his fist shot out over the desk in my direction and hung there in mid-air. He waggled it impatiently a second later.
"Huh?" I said, reaching out to bump my knuckles against his. "Did you just figure out the problem?"
"No," he snorted, but he leaned back in his chair. "The fistbump was for you. I hear congratulations are in order."
Wait. She had called him while he was out of town to tell him she had screwed his favorite? What sort of one-upmanship were these two into?
"I'm sure you came in here to ask me where I think you are regarding your dissertation, and if you could possibly defend it in the time you'd need for that Colorado job," he went on blithely, causing a record scratch in my mind.
"Yessir," I said, barely missing a beat.
"You haven't called me sir in years, Ken. Don't get nervous in the homestretch," he said dismissively.
Then he proceeded to detail to me that I was indeed in the homestretch. My research was done. Complete. And so was my dissertation, at least in principle. I still had formatting and illustration to complete, but that was a matter of detail. He had just reread my current draft on the flight home, and while it still needed polishing, it looked very good. "More importantly, the state of your work now shows the depth of your understanding of what you've proven. That's the part that will earn you your doctorate. By the time you finish editing and focusing the manuscript, and maybe rewrite section four entirely, I think you will be ready."
He looked at me with a friendly yet cruel grin. "In fact, I have just this morning scheduled you for your defense on September 30. You will need to kick some ass be ready."
"Wow! That's... fast," I said breathlessly.
Reality set in then, as it usually does. "But... this all seems pretty presumptuous of us, doesn't it? I mean, I've checked out the program there. It's small, but no slouch. And Colorado, especially in the mountains, is one of the places I have identified as a major preference to work. The position seems ideal for me. But am I really going to be ideal for them? I mean, I haven't even contacted them yet. All we have is the news that the opportunity exists, from a friend of the professor leaving."
"I'm glad to see you don't have stars in your eyes, Ken," my mentor said, leaning back in his chair and steepling his fingers as he was wont to do. "But what kind of mentor would I be if I let that pain-in-the-ass-on-wheels do all the work of finding you a home for the future? Fortunately for my status as your favorite, while She knows the professor there who is leaving, I have two papers in common and am currently working on a third with the chairman of their department."
Oh.
My.
"Let's just say that I spoke with him yesterday. At length. If you live up to my billing, he thinks you are the ideal solution for him, and in more ways than one. You are a darned near perfect fit for what he needs, and more importantly, he won't have to do a lot of work to find you. Fair warning, the guy is unreasonably brilliant but never met a shortcut he didn't want to take. Just make sure he keeps thinking that you are that shortcut."
I sat there, stunned. Things were moving fast, even faster than the day before. I had a great opportunity, but a lot of understandable doubts about whether I could measure up. "Wow," was all I said.
"I'm confident you can do this, Ken. All of it. But it is going to take some work and discipline." He paused. "You'll need to sit at your desk quite a bit for a while. I hope your ass isn't too sore. I mean, I hope it's sore, just not too sore."
The fact was, my butt cheeks were a little delicate even now, with the physical memory of Mandy's passionate fingernails. But... I was back to confused about what he had been fist-bumping me for.
He laughed. "If she didn't scratch you up, you did a bad job, boy. And she did not sound, from the subtext, like you did a bad job. I think she wanted to claim that you were better than me, but there was no way she was pulling that off with a straight face."
I am fairly sure I gave a brief masterclass in imitating a big-mouth bass, before I rallied. "I think I gave a good accounting of myself," I said, with a haughty air that his demeanor told me I could get away with. "My back is still sore too."
"Ha! Nice. Have you looked at yourself?"
"Um. No."
"Pull up your shirt, I want to see," he said.
"Huh?" I said, intelligently. But, because I owed him everything already, and was about to owe him more, I shrugged and tugged up the back of my golf shirt while turning away.
"Damn..." I heard him hiss. "You ought to get some ointment on those."
*
"Well, well, well," I mused as I reached the parking lot, heading out to my truck early the next morning. I had more calls to make to Colorado over the next week, and I was putting myself back on a seven-day-a-week work schedule forthwith, to get myself ready.
Okay, it was Summer. They weren't going to be seven full days...
My sudden morning smugness realted to other matters, because, as I got out to the parking lot, I saw, parked about ten cars from mine, the little orange hatchback that I recognized as Patty's pride(?) and joy. It was still very early that morning and there was a thick coat dew on her vehicle...
I smiled, though I was sure it was not as satisfied a smile as the one Jesse likely sported currently.
I spent a solid four hours refining my imagery at the lab before I felt virtuous enough to head back to the Courtyard. It was an excruciatingly nice day, and I suspected everyone, despite no scheduled event, would be around the pool.
All work, no play, dull boy. You get my motivation.
I waved at several friends as I entered the courtyard. People were getting an early jump on sun time by the pool. With an eager bounce in my step, I went up the stairs and swiftly changed into some nice board shorts. I grabbed a camp shirt but didn't put it on. I had a pretty good tan already and wanted to get some more sun before I donned it. With that, I grabbed a six-pack of beer good enough to share with the right people and headed back down, barefoot.
I wandered out into the sunshine and looked for some conversation. I started with a nice discussion on the surprisingly positive season so far for the Cincinnati Reds with Robert and Frank. We all had an unaccountable fondness for the Reds, despite none of us ever living in Ohio. But both of them had not been so wise and foresighted, beer-wise, as I, and got thirsty. I chose not to grant them a third of my beverages, and they did not ask, but they both went to grab some from their own apartments.
I turned and approached a massively more scenic, if not necessarily more entertaining, group consisting of Jane, Rhonda, and Mimi. Mimi was an undergraduate, and Jane and Rhonda were dispensing life advice... old crones of 26 like they were. As such, it was not a riveting conversation for me, but I hung around politely. Also, I hung around because in recent days I had come to believe that Mimi had at some point gotten an understated boob job, and in the bikini she wore this day, I felt I now had confirmation of that, right before my eyes. Thus I kept my eyes where they were for a spell.
You know... just to re-confirm my results.
But, given the fact that the conversation revealed that she had already hooked up somewhat seriously with another tenant down her way, and the fact that nice as they were, there were plenty of other wonderful tits to look at around the pool, I soon turned to move on.
I had gotten barely three steps when I heard at least two of the women I had just left whistle softly.
"Damn, Ken," I heard Rhonda call out louder than I would have liked. "You get caught in a rose bush?"
"I... uh, yeah. Something like that," I said, turning back to them and trying not to look frantic as I slid on the shirt I had brought with me, as I should have done to begin with.
All three laughed.
"Well, he was certainly deep in a bush," Mimi drawled, displaying an admirable capacity for evil, "but I don't know if the owner's name was Rose..."
"Dude, whoever she was marked you up good!" Rhonda said, as all three closed the distance back up between us.
"What I want to know is, how far down do the scratches go?" Jane followed up.
"More importantly, were they worth it?" Mimi asked.
"And was it someone who lives here?" Rhonda added.
Well, I wasn't answering any of those impertinent questions. But while I really should have been old and mature enough not to, I blushed.
Fuck it.
"Can I offer any of you ladies a beer?" I asked, trying not to seem smug. Smug seemed like a good defense against answering those questions.
*
The scratches healed. The ointment I belatedly applied helped.
Patty was soon a near-permanent fixture around the complex, with her car in the lot overnight more often than not.
The good news from this was that Jesse, despite remaining super conscientious about everything, slowly became much less controlling and fretful. The huge water balloon fight that broke out one afternoon around the pool drew no more than a casual request from him to make sure the broken latex didn't get in the pool filters. Two months before, he would have been freaking out about safety and us running around the pool area, while immediately shutting down the fun.
Josie was her usual self, working just as hard as Jesse all over the complex in her khaki shorts and flannel shirts, but it was clear that she was in a much more relaxed mood all the time. Who knew that Patty's arrival would make just about everything easier about life around the place?
Me. That's who had known. I decided that I was a genius, but I kept it to myself because I'm modest like that. And I didn't want to get thrown into the pool, which was a common fate for boastful weenies.
The only downside, if you could call it that, was that Jesse stopped trying to organize the social lives of all the tenantry all the time. He still took care of his pet projects, and he had developed a new fondness for the pool parties, which were happening slightly more often than in the past, but he stopped coming up with new ideas, and he was less careful with other regular activities.
Josie was happy to pick up the slack but in her own way. Instead of driving herself crazy, trying to suggest and control everything herself, she started looking to us to come up with ideas and organize them. She still wanted to foster the active social life that made our little community so special, but she wasn't going to kill herself making it all happen on her own.
I always knew she was a smart woman.
New social activities started, ones that didn't much interest Josie or especially Jesse. A surprisingly large board game club arose. I avoided joining because I was in super-hard(ish)-working mode. I didn't have time for the new Bridge club either, but I joined that one anyway. My parents had taught me the game at an early age, and I felt my mom's memory demanded that I join so I could dominate the proceedings.
I did get willingly sucked into Sunday Water Polo because... women in bathing suits bouncing up and down.
Another upshot was that a few long-needed adjustments to The Way Things Have Always Been Done became more thinkable. This led to my attendance at a small party in Wills Martin's apartment. Wills was the dude that Mimi had gotten involved with, and the two of them were leaders in the renewed push to split the beer and wine club up and have Wine Club and Beer Club each become their own things.
It was not supposed to be a party. It was supposed to be a meeting of a subversive cell of radical revolutionaries who wanted to overturn the established order of things. B&W Club was one of Jesse's first efforts. The problem with our ambitions of sedition was, over half the membership were attending, so it was hardly a controversial movement. Those not attending were mostly the beer-only types. They weren't excluded, they just figured that if the wine geeks were going to do all the work, they'd just get on with their lives.
Thus... it ended up being simply a nice party. The business was dealt with before everyone even arrived, and we just sort of did not leave, standing around and drinking... wine. The gathering was almost two-thirds women, a little higher even than the general population distribution of the complex. Attending were most of the women with whom I had had some adventures since my arrival. Josie was even there, further undermining our attempts at appearing subversive and revolutionary.
Numerous spent bottles of wine in, I was chilling in a small group including our host and Mimi, as well as Rhonda and Susan. The sixth among our little conversational knot was Dani, a masters candidate in Journalism. She had been one of the more eager among us to drink to our successful plan, and while she wasn't drunk, she had lost volume control a while ago.
"I mean really, I'm not going to kick him to the curb or anything," I heard her say to Susan at a suddenly elevated volume. I think everybody heard her say it. "But, I mean, really. Like he thinks he can get away with going out with his boys and getting a lap dance?"
"Is that such a big problem?" Mimi asked her blandly. This confirmed my growing suspicion that Mimi was a world-class shit-disturber. I knew I liked more about her than the elegant fake boobs.
I and several other guys around the room looked at Wills, wondering at the life of a guy with a girlfriend who seemed okay with boyfriends getting lapdances.
"I... I mean... I don't really know," Dani sputtered, caught off-guard with the question. "I mean, I'm not even really sure what a lap dance is!"
Mimi seemed surprised at that. "Really? Do you think you want to know?"
"No!" Dani said quickly. "But... okay, yeah. I mean. I'm curious," she added, finally lowering her voice. But by this time, all other conversation had quieted and everybody else had moved closer to listen to the floor show. "Do you know what they're like?"
Mimi snorts and gives an in-joke sort of look at her boyfriend. Wills just grinned back and said to her, "I dare you."
Mimi frowned at him, but with no heat.
"You worked the conversation around to this point, girl," Wills said.
Mim looked at him, then around the room.
"Fuck it," she said. She turned and stepped over to Alice Watkins, who was sitting in the big, wide armchair Wills had in the room, facing the kitchen. "I'm going to need this seat, babe," Mimi said.
Alice got out of the seat politely but with a puzzled look on her face. Lots of faces were puzzled. Mimi just looked at Wills and gestured at the empty seat. Wills sat. Both of them were grinning now.
"Hey Siri," Mimi called out loudly, "Play Girls, Girls, Girls by Motley Crue."
Wills' Homepod, which heretofore had been playing light jazz, blooped accomodatingly and began playing the loud club song.
"Here you go, Dani. Watch," Mimi invited, and stepped in front of Wills, nudging his legs apart with her shin. More than just Dani was watching. We all were, none of us quite sure what we were about to see, but preemptively not believing our eyes. I stepped back and perched my ass on the edge of the dinette table.
Mimi had moved between Wills's knees and immediately begun demonstrating how many axes about which the human female ass and hips could rotate in time with music. No one was talking or looking anywhere else by this point.
Mimi was staring down at Wills, who was almost taunting her with his eyes. Then she languidly turned, less than 20 seconds into her 'demonstration', to face away from him and shook her ass in his face. Then she bent down, bracing herself lightly on his thighs and brushed her rounded ass lightly over his crotch.
Yep. Pretty much a lap dance. Pretty much. I mean, she wasn't...
Then Mimi straightened up and tugged at the hips of the short dress she was wearing and smoothly pulled it up and over her head, all without slowing the axial rotation thing! In fact, she started turning around once more to face Wills. No matter which way she faced, she was also facing many of their guests. The chair was in the center of the room.
The little pirouette let everybody see that she was wearing a thong. No, let's be more precise, she was wearing a g-string--a satin green one. It matched the green of the lacy, insubstantial, see-thru bra she wore.
Yeah, those had to be fake, that little scrap of fabric she wore up top was not what was making those things stand out so perkily.
I traded a sidelong glance at Josie, who had perched beside me on the table's edge, to examine how she was taking this. She just rolled her eyes at me and looked back at Mimi's little 'lesson'.
Mimi, now facing fully away from Wills, just circled her essentially bare butt, with the green dragon tattoo up her left flank and one claw seeming to grope her ass, before him. Wills' smug, teasing expression had faded, his eyes widening that Mimi had gone quite this far.
If they had widened before, there was suddenly white visible above and below his pupils as Mimi reached behind her and unhooked the bra. In a single motion, she turned to face him and slid the bra completely off. Now she danced in front of him for a few seconds, holding the dress in one hand and the bra in the other, before she bent over, letting her bare tits pass downward crazily close to his face. She draped both dress and bra over his shoulders and said in his ear in a loud but whispery voice, "Hold onto those for me, will you, Baby?"
With that, she stood up yet again, again sweeping her tits agonizingly close to his face, especially his lips, and began to dance once more.
Topless. In front of about 15 guests.
I could not help but examine the stunned faces of my fellow spectators, especially Dani, who stood close by, looking like she was seeing Elvis debarking a flying saucer in the saddle of a T-Rex. But as I looked, I snorted with quiet laughter.



"Huh?" asked Josie, who only had eyes for the spectacle.
"Half the people here are looking at you almost as much as at Mimi," I whispered.
"What? Me? Why? What the fuck?" Josie yelped quietly, looking around furtively. I swear she almost covered her chest unconsciously, despite wearing a thoroughly conservative outfit.
"I think they are wondering how long it will take for you to freak out and go tattle to Jesse," I said, letting my attention return to Mimi, who was finishing another rotation before Wills. He had stopped being surprised and had gone back to utterly smug. Possibly more than utterly smug.
Yeah, I might be smug too. Those boobs were most definitely enhanced. They provided impressive display pedestals for her large pale aureoles and nipples that indicated enjoyment of the show they were putting on. And I say 'enhanced', instead of 'enlarged', advisedly. Her surgeon had likely had pretty good material to begin with, and had proven to be both restrained and yet quite the artist.
"I'm no narc," Josie said, loudly enough to be heard this time. "But I am totally going to tell him later," she said gleefully. "Not until much later, though. But I'm going to do it before any one of you does," she added warningly to the assembly. "I want be there to see him freak."
I saw a few grins and more than a few apprehensive looks at that.
"Of course, he won't freak out like he would have before," Josie added to me, but for the benefit of the room. I knew she meant before Patty. "But he's still going to be fun to watch."
Mimi may have been listening too because at Josie's pronouncement, she dialed it up again. She sank back to sit fully in Wills's lap and began to slide her ass lightly back and forth. He was wearing loose pants, but he had to be hard as a rock by now, and that stone shaft had to be sliding along the crack of her barely-clad ass. His expression confirmed it.
His hands, which had rested beside him on the chair, lifted as if of their own accord, and lightly held the outside of Mimi's thighs for a few gyrations. She ignored the touch. She even ignored it when he slid them upward, brushing the outsides of her ass, and then up the sides of her torso.
But when he made a move to reach around for two handfuls, she was ready for him. Her own hands shot out and clasped his wrists, lifting them away from her tits before he could touch them.
"Dani," Mimi suddenly spoke in an almost conversational voice, just a little breathier than normal. "You should know that whatever happened in your boyfriend's lapdance was what the dancer wanted to have happen. The point is, usually, to only tease the shit out of him. For him to love it, of course, but to just tease him. Between her and the bouncer, nothing too crazy will happen."
Now she was no longer sliding along Wills's lap, but grinding happily on it, his pants-covered bulge pressing into her ass. No, the way her hips were flexed, it was probably pressing against her crotch.
"There's an art," Mimi went on, now pressing Wills's hands back against her, so that his index fingers pressed up against the firm under curves of her boobs, while his thumbs sank slightly into the sides. He was touching her tits, but only in the most peripheral way. It had to be frustrating, even for someone who regularly got to play with those beauties. "There is an art to letting him think he's getting away with more than he really is," she added, keeping her grip on his hands, and his hands just grazing the outer reaches of her tits.
But then, she lifted his hands completely away, rose, and turned to face her boyfriend. Then she climbed up onto his lap, pressed her crotch once more against his bulge, and put his suddenly unguided hands right on her ass.
Her hips dragged her thong back and forth along his lap and she wrapped her hands around the back of his shoulders. "Of course," she added, looking over her shoulder at his hands flexing on her ass, "especially if he's cute, it's up to the dancer to decide how much he actually gets, as opposed to how much he thinks he's getting."
She rode him like that, taking particular care to swing her tits around in front of his face, letting a soft curve here and there brush his cheek, or even a nipple bump across his nose. But every time Wills broke down and leaned forward against her bust, she pulled back away as if it were naturally part of her 'dance'.
Then she grabbed his hands on her ass and pulled them away. I thought she felt he had gone too far, but she actually just wanted to run them over her ribs, along her thighs as they clamped around his waist, and up her stomach. She pressed them quite a bit against the outer and under curves of her breasts, and quite a bit more firmly than she had the first time, but he still never got anything other than his nose anywhere near her nipples. She put his hands back on her ass and grooved some more.
A minute or so later, Mimi added loudly, "It's kind of a blast."
I realized that we were almost at the end of the song. That had gone fast! With a final whoo from the Homepod, the music faded.
"Thanks, hon," Mimi said to Wills, who had understandably reluctantly let go of her ass as she stood back up. She retrieved her dress from him and slid it back over her head. She did not bother with the bra, which was kind of a flex. The distinct hi-beam impression of her nipples against the fabric was even more of a flex.
She turned to Dani and said, "There, see? Not really that much to it."
The Homepod started another song, and someone muted it with their hand.
"Wow," Dani muttered. "I, um, guess that you've done that before."
Mimi laughed. "Once or twice," she replied, with an edge suddenly to her voice. She perched almost nervously on the arm of Wills's chair. He put his arm mostly happily around her hip.
"Um, did it for real?" another girl asked.
"You seen my car?" Mimi said simply. Mimi drove a very nice, very expensive, very new Infiniti...
"I hope Jesse doesn't flip," someone else said, possibly more to Josie than to Mimi.
"I think he'll survive," Josie spoke up speculatively. "And if he doesn't, I'll have Ken and Wally sit on him until he calms down."
Mimi and Wills both actually looked happy about that declaration, and I noticed that Mimi was totally cool with having gotten practically naked and then dry-humping her boyfriend in front of a fifth of the complex, now that she wasn't worried about Jesse having a crisis.
"So, no more than that?" Rhonda asked. Jane had not shown up tonight for this meeting. I seemed to remember Rhonda saying that she had a university committee meeting or some similarly dismal shit like that.
Mimi knew what she meant. "How far you go depends on the club. Or how hot the guy is. Or, with some girls, how big the guy's bankroll is, if I'm honest. But it depends mostly on the club, and how hot the guy... or the girl," she added giving Rhonda the eye, "is."
Rhonda blushed. Rhonda is a zero-degree Kelvin cucumber in public. Making her blush was a fucking accomplishment.
Satisfied with lez-barrasing the lesbian, Mimi suddenly looked sternly around the room.
"Guys, I do think it is important to note right here that if you were to know someone personally who worked at a clothing-removal establishment, it would be very bad form to show up at her place of work." She looked around significantly. "No dancer wants her real-world friends around while at work. It just is skeezy and awkward for everybody. Clear?"
Most of us nodded, eager not to be considered skeezy.
"Um," said Wally tentatively but somehow with a simultaneous leer. Wally was tall, and not made more attractive thereby, and was the most charmingly, awkwardly, unsuccessfully pervy person, male or female, in the complex. "I am inspired to learn more about this subject. Where would a guy want to avoid in his search for more knowledge?"
Mimi smiled at the circumlocution. Charmingly pervy. See what I mean? He wanted to respect her wishes and her personal space when he went out to pay women to torture him like he had just seen. Mimi told him where not to go, with a dangerous smile for me and every other guy in the room.
"Thanks. And, um, where would you say would be a good place to go instead?" Wally asked, even more tentatively.
Mimi smiled more warmly and told him another place. I actually knew where that one was, as it was near the wine store I liked.
"Hey, Siri!" Mimi said, ending the 'lesson'. "Play soft jazz."
But a voice shot out before Mimi could rise from beside Wills. "I want to try that."
I was honestly surprised that even Siri didn't pause the music with a record scratch sound effect at that, as everyone's gaze swiveled unbelievingly at Heather. She stood there nervously but straightened rather than wilted under everyone's fairly astonished stare.
"What is Henry going to think about that?" someone asked rather pragmatically. It wasn't unusual for Henry to not be with Heather at what was supposed to be an organizational meeting, but the point was that he was not present.
"I'm not sure I care," Heather said mulishly, surprising most everyone there. She went on. "And this looks like just the right amount of sexy, without going too far, to pay him back for letting that slut Sophia Henderson shove her tongue down his throat at the Thi Delt party," Heather added defiantly. "And no, that was not all he let her do. The only reason he is getting off this lightly is that he stopped her before he found out I was watching."
Mimi looked at her hard.
It sure looked to me like Heather mostly wanted to try this just because she wanted to. Henry's peccadillos felt like an excuse.
I for one did not want to stop her. I was pretty certain no guy present had any inclination to stop her either.
With a grin, I looked at Rhonda. Nope. She was not inclined to offer contrary advice either.
Susan looked as committed to Heather's idea as she had ever been to breaking up Wine/Beer Club.
Most importantly, most of the other girls seemed too curious to offer any contrary advice either.
Heather looked around and seemed simultaneously relieved and nervous that no one was going to try to talk her out of her impulsive demand. She looked like she might have been able to be talked into chickening out if anyone had tried.
Mimi laughed. "Well, I can teach if I need to," she added, standing up from the chair and moving away from Wills. He looked at Heather enthusiastically.
"Hey! You," Mimi snapped at him. "Out of the chair!" Wills grinned like he knew he wasn't going to be allowed to be so lucky, and hopped up, moving beside Mimi. She looked around. "All right, our other guys," she asked loudly. "Who here has experience with getting a lap dance?"
I raised my hand of course, and looked around curiously to see who else did too. I didn't bother looking at Wally, since he had just pretty much outed himself as a lap dance virgin.
"Oh come on, you assholes!" I cried, realizing that I was the only one raising my hand. I glared at every other guy in the apartment, especially the ones who were looking ashamed of themselves. But none of the cocksuckers manned up.
Mimi was not the only one to laugh at my predicament, including Heather, who was otherwise looking very nervous. "Looks like you are up, Ken," Mimi chuckled, waving me toward the chair. "There's your practice dummy, Heather."
My hesitancy was broken by Josie's laugh and her very stiff finger jabbing my side almost violently. "Never knew you not to step up when someone needs your help!" she hissed.
So I got up and went to sit in a chair in the middle of the room so my neighbor could give me her first-ever lap dance in front of our mostly moderately drunk friends. It was a good thing I was moderately drunk myself, or I'd have been very confused. I mean, I had come to kind of like Henry. Bro Code dictated at least some resistance, right? The fact that Henry was also a bit bigger than me merited some caution as well. But, since I was drunk, once I was moving, I felt free to be all in.
I sat in the chair. Mimi whispered a few words into Heather's ear, to which she nodded.
Another strip club classic blared out of the Homepod at Mimi's direction.
Heather looked at me for a second. I spread my knees wide to give her room. I'm helpful like that.
Seriously, if she wanted secretly to back out, I wanted to provoke her into doing it right away, while she could still laugh it off.
But she just smiled, only a little nervously, and stepped up between my legs. The song had a very firm beat, I was happy to realize, as Heather was swaying her hips pretty damned seductively. Nice hips, I decided.
Nice ass, too, as she spun slowly between my legs. Maybe a nicer one than Mimi's, though the natural male focal point for both women was above the waist. Heather was wearing yoga pants and that was just a spectacular choice. Yoga pants are always a good choice, of course, but with her ass swaying before my face, they were an especially good one. The fabric stretched so sweetly over her pert curves and tightly up between her legs. I could definitely enjoy this awkward little learning experience for Heather.
I could enjoy it a lot, actually, as Heather bent over in front of me and actually brushed her ass over my crotch. Not over. On my crotch. Not firmly, but on me. That gave me a thrill.
An unfortunate thrill. I now had a situation in my pants. I had some fairly baggy khakis on, so I wasn't that worried about anyone else seeing it, but if Heather brushed her ass over me again, especially if she did it the least bit more firmly, she was going to be extremely aware of how much I was enjoying all this.
And I was enjoying this for more than just the sensational, spandex-clad ass waving in my face and over my lap. I was enjoying Heather's pretty face whenever it came into view. It was a mix of concentration and flushed excitement. She may have said this was about punishing Henry, but there was none of the anger I have seen once or twice in the face of a girl misbehaving just to piss off a guy.
This was definitely for her.
Okay, it was apparently for me too. I would take it.
Inevitably, it happened, and not after very long either. Her rotating hips lowered a bit more and her ass bumped firmly over my lap. I felt my erection press firmly against her ass. I detected the merest moment of hesitation in Heather's movements, then she swayed on, not touching me further.
Then she straightened fully once more and was sinuously dancing around before me again. She was turning more, and I realized that she was doing so to get a look at all the people staring at her in amazement.
Then she looked at Mimi. "Next?" she asked, tentatively.
Mimi, who was standing right by us both, looked back and asked in confusion, "Next?"
Heather just frowned, then seemed to hesitate about whether she wanted to turn toward or away from me. Finally, she chose toward.
Then she grabbed her teeshirt and started to pull upward!
When the hem reached the bottom of her breasts, she hesitated. I wondered if she might be going to chicken out, and I wasn't sure whether I wanted her to come to her senses, or to show us her bra.
I mean, I personally wanted her to go even further, but you understand what I am saying. Maybe there is some amount of the responsibility in me that Jesse and Josie think I have.
But Heather was not hesitating about going on. She was shifting her grip to include the band of the sports bra she wore.
And then she was wearing neither shirt nor bra, pulling them off over her head in a smooth, swaying maneuver that told me and everyone else present that at least with this part of stripping, she was already well-practiced.
There was a helluva gasp around the apartment. Some sounded even more amazed than when Mimi had done it. Some were inured already. My gasp was just appreciative, as was Wills's.
Mimi just said, "Nice,." But I could tell she had not counted on Heather actually showing any actual skin any more than I had.
Those boobs were more than nice. They were not so big as Mimi's, but had some nice volume, and the way they bounced free of the bra, then moved in response to Heather's resumed twisting of her hips was more than enough evidence to show that they were 100 percent real. Her dark rose nipples were crazily erect, and surrounded by a field of goosebumps populating the fringes of her vertically oblong aureoles.
How a nipple could look scandalized at its exposure, I have no idea, but hers both did. They loved it, but they were scandalized.
I saw Mimi shake her head out of the corner of my eye, then shrug. "Okay, girl," she said, amusement in her voice. "Now show us the grind."
"The grind?" Heather asked, her voice both breathless and tentative.
Mimi just mimed sitting. "It's not called a lap dance for nothing..."
Heather flushed, then spun around away from me. That took her tits out of my view, but I should not have complained.
Suddenly, she braced her hands behind her on my splayed-out thighs and lowered herself fully onto my lap, quite deliberately pressing her cheeks down to nestle around the hard cock she knew by now was there between my legs. She rocked forward and back this time, sliding her soft rear embrace along my suddenly somehow even more excited length.
By Jove, I think she was getting the hang of this...
I looked at her shoulders and realized for the first time that a back can blush too. I could tell that Heather was both embarrassed and excited, and not just by what she was doing, but by how she was being watched doing it.
I could sympathize. I had obviously had a couple of lapdances before and had known that other people in the club around me might have watched a little, but I had never been the center of attention of everyone around. Near the center of attention. Underneath the center of attention.
This year was teaching me that while I was very definitely into observing, I was less fulfilled by being observed. Do not get me wrong, I was still loving this, but to do so, I was having to ignore the watchers, not relish them.
My cock was all in, however. Actually, it was highly frustrated at not being all in, but you know what I mean. Heather's dance was a shitload more than a tease, but still very, very much a tease.
But the way her ass was stroking my length, I was glad this was not going to last more than a song. Something unfortunate might happen.
This was just going to be one song, right?
I mean, this was for Heather, not me, right? I was the prop. I would have hated to steal her thunder by coming in my slacks. I also would have hated to humiliate myself like that in front of half of my friends, but I was selflessly thinking of Heather here...
Toward that same end of this being Heather's adventure, and not being that into becoming a spectacle myself, specifically or in general, my hands were firmly planted on the arms of the chair in which I sat. Also, because I was not just going to take liberties.
I was very much enjoying the caress of my junk by Heather's backside, however, and damned if she didn't seem to be enjoying it too.
"Heather," Mimi called quietly. Heather turned to look at her, and I did too.
Mimi was rubbing her hands up and down her belly as she watched us, and she asked quietly, "What else you got in you?"
Heather looked at her for a moment. I stared. Then Heather grabbed the backs of my hands, rather than the way Mimi had held Wills's wrists, and lifted them to rest on her thighs as she rocked on me to the song.
I could take this, I thought, though the firm flesh of her legs felt great through the yoga pant fabric that did nothing to conceal their contours.
But a few moments of this were not enough for Heather. With a sigh, she leaned right back against me. My face was now looking out over her shoulder. I could see Susan grinning at me and my multi-faceted discomfort, the wench. Other wenches were grinning as well...



This posture was going to drive me nuts... well, more nuts. It was infinitely more intimate than when Heather was merely sitting upright on my dick. Her back pressed against my chest and we could feel each other's warmth. I was holding her legs. I could look down and once again see her breasts, thrusting upward right there in front of me. And she had not stopped the rhythmic grinding of her ass along my cock in time with the music.
Jesus.
But Heather was still looking at Mimi, and suddenly, the grip she had never relinquished on my hands was dragging those appendages upward, sliding my fingertips up her soft, naked belly. When she reached her breasts, she lifted my hands away from her skin, but not by much, and I watched as she waved them around, millimeters from her breasts. Then she slid my hands away, but in so doing, moved me close enough for a fingertip here, a thumb there to gently contact her curves.
I hissed at the unexpected contact, and she chuckled just quietly enough to tell me she had done it intentionally. She pressed my hands against the bottom edge of her rib cage, then slid them up, still firmly pressed against her, until the sides of my thumbs were both firmly pressed up against the under curves of her breasts, sinking into her flesh deeply.
She held me like that, then ground on upon me.
Yeah, I was getting stimulated. Very much so.
"Now try it the other way," Mimi suggested. I think she was just getting more and more bemused by her student. Or maybe she was getting amused by me...
"I can do this," Heather said to herself. "Ready?" she asked me.
"Um," I replied.
Then she pulled my hands from the bottoms of her breasts, quite deliberately waving them over her chest, and also quite deliberately letting the tips of several fingers brush fully against her achingly erect nipples as she did so. Most of the crowd didn't seem to note the contact, but Mimi's chuckle told me that she did.
I absolutely noticed.
Then Heather rose up, swung her hips in a circle as she turned around. Then, looking at Mimi the whole time for cues, she climbed back into my lap. She straddled me outside my legs, forcing them back together for the first time in a while. She knelt over me, and I looked up at her, and mostly at her breasts, which passed downward agonizingly close to my face as she lowered herself to press herself onto me again.
These weren't the kind of yoga pants to display any camel toe, but they did clearly outline her mound, and she began pressing it firmly against my rigid member, then stroking herself along its length. I could see her face clearly, inches from mine, and she was extremely into the feeling of that movement.
She grabbed my hands once again and slid them up her sides before placing them against her, with the edges of her boobs resting in the crooks of my index fingers and thumbs. And she continued to ride me. I could not help myself, and subtly squeezed a little. We were staring into each other's eyes at that moment, and she just smiled. My hands screamed, demanding I let them outright grab those tits, and I ruthlessly told them to pound sand.
My cock was screaming as well, but I had no way to suppress it.
Then Heather rose up again, which was a momentary relief, as it took her thrusting hips away from stroking my cock. I also kept my hands frozen in place, so her breasts lifted out of their grasp as well.
But now she had her boobs right at the level of my face. The bridge hit in the song that was playing, and I swear she just outright dragged her boobs across my face, side to side and back. Three times! The first two, her nipples bumped over the point of my nose, and on the second pass, the soft undercurves of her breasts brushed against my lips, which involuntarily pursed and opened in response.
The last pass, she lowered just slightly, and her nipples ran over and back between my lips. Had she moved any slower, I would not have been able to stop myself from at least kissing them.
I was dimly aware of a few shocked gasps and a lot more whooping laughs in voices of both genders.
Heather pushed herself firmly back down on my cock and resumed grinding along its length, now pressing her chest against mine. After a moment, she almost impatiently grabbed my flailing hands and put them on her pulsing ass.
This was both incredible and horrifying. I was terrified now that I was going to come. My body was past caring and wanted to release in the worst way.
Please. No.
This was crazy. I had had several lap dances in my life. One of them had been a whole hell of a lot more interactive than this, with my hands freely roaming. The dancer had been at least as hot as Heather, and a whole lot less clothed. And she had been wildly more skilled. But I hadn't come close to coming then.
The problem was Heather's awkwardness, the way she was feeling it all out, and how excited she was by the process and the situation. It all had me simply dying there.
My cock throbbed in barely restrained glee. I despaired that it was not going to remain restrained much longer.
And the song ended. I let my hands flop off her ass, and Heather stopped, lifting away from my chest.
"Wow," I smiled at her. "Thanks," I added. I'm sure she thought I was thanking her, but I was actually thanking the music for finishing.
"Thank you, that was... weird," Heather laughed, but then it seemed to dawn on her that she was topless in front of 20 people and still sitting on my lap. She bounded up swiftly and found that she had not taken as good care of her clothes as Mimi had, and they were balled up on the floor.
She bent to pick them up and found the bra tangled up with the shirt. She swiftly worked to detangle them. This resulted in a totally different, amazing show for everyone present of her dangling and then swinging boobs as Heather grew increasingly eager to get dressed. I watched, but I was just busy feeling relieved that I was not going to have to deal with the reality of a huge dark stain spreading across my khakis right in front of everyone.
Heather yanked the bra free, looked at it, realized it would take more time than she wanted to get the elastic garment back on, and yanked the shirt on over her head without it.
Suddenly, there was applause. Heather blushed yet again and looked around. Pretty much everyone was clapping their hands and hooting. She smiled and even started to bow before she caught herself. "Well... that, um, happened," she said breathlessly.
Mimi started clapping loudly, then stopped. "That was impressive, girlfriend. The only thing you need to work on is you aren't supposed to look like you are desperate to get dressed. Looking regretful will earn you a bigger tip."
"Fat chance on that happening!" Heather laughed, declaring the end of her stripping adventure.
Yeah, sure. I was giving it one in three that that girl was going to show up at some club some time to try it for real... she had been turned on beyond belief.
For my part, I sort of stumbled to my feet out of the chair, and everyone politely ignored the huge bulge distending the front of my khakis, despite their baggy cut.
A couple of the guys descended on me with breathy words like, "Bro, that was crazy."
The women mostly clustered around Heather, admiringly amazed at what she had gone for.
But after a few minutes, someone piped up, "So is that all you do at the club, Mimi? Or do they, like, have one of those pole thingies too?" I'm not sure who it was who asked.
"Mmm?" Mimi asked, breaking off the kiss she had been sharing with Wills. "No, we definitely have a pole too. Three actually. A lot of girls just spin around one when on stage, but I've really gotten into all the crazy moves. I've been taking lessons for a while, too." She laughed. "The studio bills it as an exercise regimen. I think it is funny the way the three of us in my class who are actually dancers pretend we aren't, while all the other women in the group fantasize that they are."
That set off a flurry of questions from lots of the women, mostly couched in terms of the physiological benefits of pole dancing as exercise. It went on for a while.
Suddenly, Josie burst out laughing hysterically. Everyone fell silent and stared at her.
"Are you all right?" Rhonda asked her.
"I'm fine," Josie said, wiping away a tear from her smiling face. "I'm not going to actually hurt myself laughing... at least not until I see Jesse's face after I install a brass pole in the gym."
And that, dear friend, is how our meeting not only split up Beer and Wine Clubs, but also founded the Pole Dance Club at Sylvan Courtyard. Josie dutifully installed the pole as promised--two poles actually. And she installed a few other details to make the installation 'better'. First and foremost, she installed automatic blinds in the windows. Men were not allowed at Pole Dance Club.
My alleged friend Josie is a spoilsport.
For the most part, we guys all took it well. We just were very careful never to be heard by any females as we fantasized about them founding a matching Lap Dance Club...
*
I only let myself have one more glass of wine after being made a spectacle of, before I left. Heather had bailed even earlier.
I shook my head as I wobbled my way back toward my own apartment. I did worry about Jesse a little. In the pre-Patty days, I might have worried a lot. Not that he was going to be mad, that wasn't his style. But I did not want him to have an anxiety attack. I snorted. Patty really did have him relaxed these days. Josie had told me at some point that it wasn't really new. Jesse was just acting more like his real self these days, the self from before he found himself with all this responsibility.
I guessed that we would determine the real Jesse soon, when he found he had a stripper living in 144 and his sister was installing a pole in the gym where he would have to explain it every time he gave a tour to a prospective tenant...
Okay, I was drunk enough to giggle at that prospect.
I had been back at my apartment for about fifteen minutes and had unwisely decided on yet another glass of wine when my doorbell rang. I wandered over to it to see who wanted to razz my ass for before.
Heather.
Oh.
She gave me an embarrassed look and asked if she could come in for a minute. I stood back and she moved to stand in the middle of my living room, looking nervous.
"Ken, I, um, I called Henry to tell him what I did just now..."
"Oh boy," I sighed. "How did he take his punishment?"
"Too well," she snorted, a smile flitting across her face. "He already knew something was coming, and that he would deserve it. I think he was relieved it was only this."
"Really?"
"Really," she said as we shared a laugh. "He was upset about one thing though."
"What?" I asked, concerned.
"I told him how you reacted, and he said I had cruelly blue-balled you. Did I?" she asked.
"Uh... Kinda," I blearily heard myself say. See what I mean about an unwise additional glass of wine?
"Yeah..." Heather muttered apologetically. "But... to add to how I mean that Henry took it too well... um... he said I should come over and finish the, uh, job."
"What?"
Mental clarity attempted to make a comeback.
"Wait..."
"I'm not saying we have sex," Heather said hastily. "And Henry sure didn't suggest it. He just kind of dared me to see if I could... finish the job."
Yeah. Henry had taken this far too well.
"Heather, you do not need to..."
"I took the dare, Ken."
"Uh..."
"I do feel bad about your... and I also kind of want to see if it seems half as hot without the onlookers," Heather said.
Too much wine.
"Uh, sure. Thanks," I let out.
"Just one song," she cautioned.
"Sure," I agreed. I could last that long, right?
Somehow, I found myself seated, with my legs spread again on the edge of my sofa, right in the middle.
Heather looked at my TV and picked up the remote. "Hey Siri, play When the Levee Breaks," she said.
I stared at her as the initial quiet guitar notes began to play. "This is like an eight-minute song," I said, trying to narrow my eyes.
"I want to make sure I have time to get the job done," Heather smiled back, pulling her shirt off again, right away this time.
No bra to begin with now, and wow did those tits look just as good the second time. And then they looked even better as Heather began to dance, writhe really, in front of me. As the song picked up, she climbed right into my lap, facing me as she straddled my legs. She swung her breasts agonizingly close to my face in time with the slow tune for longer than was good for me before she settled down firmly against my cock.
I might have been drunker than was good for me, but I was in no way suffering from wine dick. My bulge pressed firmly back against her crotch.
"I didn't say so before," Heather breathed, sliding her warmth along me, "but well done down there." Then she simply rode me wordlessly for a good while, grooving to the music and laying down a solid base of arousal for me. For her too, I sensed. Along the way, she also firmly placed my hands on her ass. She still wore the yoga pants. They pretty much showed everything but would have been reassuringly (for both of us) difficult to get off.
Part of me was very much on board with getting off like this. But part of me knew I had planned on wearing these khakis again tomorrow. Another part of me puckishly wanted to show I actually could hold out.
Come on wine, help me out with that.
But Heather soon decided to change positions and rose up. Her breasts quite fully dragged across my face as she rose this time. She even paused to wiggle them against my face. Her left nipple planted itself against my lips for almost two seconds. I pinched it with my lips. I could not help myself.
She grinned at me as she pulled away. I widened my eyes at her.
She turned and danced before me, swaying that ass in my face, but giving my cock a chance to calm. But not for long. She was sitting back down, away from me this time, gently nestling her butt around my bulge. And she went on rocking. I let myself put my hands on her legs without asking. She could brush them off if she wanted to.
Instead, she grabbed them and lifted them to put them fully on her tits. And left them there to their own devices.
"Hey now," I said, not moving my hands, except to squeeze a little. Heather had very nice tits, the more I thought about them, the more I wanted to get to know them.
"I asked Mimi more questions before I just had to flee," Heather said. "We are now going with what she called private room rules. Still no sex, but you may feel to explore up top and behind."
Oh, shit. I was not going to succeed in holding out.
"Henry know you are using these rules?"
"I told him."
I did not understand Henry, or especially Wills, who was into this full-time. If I ever let myself fall in love with a woman again, and Henry at least was definitely in love with Heather, having her get naked for and on other guys would not be something I could handle.
In the meantime, however, I could definitely handle Heather's tits. Call me a hypocrite. I can handle the truth.
Heather let me play and gently pinch to my heart's content as she caressed my cock with her ass, but finally grew impatient and rose to turn around to face me again.
As she pressed against me, I lifted my hands between us to get a fresh angle on feeling her tits. She ground her mound against me and whispered, "I hope this feels as good for you as when I was facing away, because it sure feels a lot better for me this way 'round."
"This is fucking awesome," I reassured her.
Both our breaths were starting to get shorter, and I realized that she intended to get off too. This was suddenly more apparent when she arched her back, pulled my face forward and down, and shoved that left nipple fully into my mouth.
I suckled happily. It was only considerate, even if it was perhaps beyond 'private room rules', I guessed.
The titsucking was marvelous, especially when she started feeding me both nipples in turn, but it did not last long, and she pressed back against me, probably to get a better angle to grind her clit against me, and I had to replace my lips with my fingers.
Poor, pitiful me.
Poor, pitiful me who was not going to last.
"Fuck, Heather," I gasped. "I think you are about to resolve the blue balls situation!"
"Good," she panted back. "Pinch them. Harder!"
I guessed she meant her nipples, not my balls, so I did so. She spasmed happily in response and I just lost it.
My cock pulsed, my hips thrust, and I felt warmth and stickiness flood around my cock in my pants. I moaned uncontrollably, and Heather just kept grinding, unable to stop in the moment, despite the fact that she had to feel my wetness against her.
Just a few moments later, she bit her lip, groaned, and I felt her writhe on me, humping me even more desperately as an orgasm of her own shuddered through her body.
"Oh shit," we both breathed simultaneously, and then we laughed, that hysterical laugh you sometimes do after an adrenaline-filled moment. Heather collapsed against me, then she slowly pulled herself to her feet.
"Mission accomplished," she chuckled looking down at me. I was beyond caring and just defiantly sat there, sprawled out, with a huge dark blotch still spreading over the crotch of the khakis I was now totally not wearing the next day.
She grabbed her shirt and listened to the song for a moment. "I still had two more minutes of room," she said smugly, as she pulled the shirt back over her head.
"Um, thanks?" I just said.
"Like I said, mission accomplished," she shrugged. "Henry was right, it was cruel to leave you hanging like that. And it was fun making sure you weren't anymore."
"It was that," I admitted, struggling to my feet, not yet giving a damn about how I looked.
"I need to go to bed," Heather said awkwardly.
"Yeah, I need to do that too..." I replied. "That and, um, clean up."
She laughed and I walked her to the door. We smiled at each other as she left.
I noticed her hand reach for her phone even as she left and I left the door open to listen to make sure she got back in her own room.
"Hey, Henry! Um, all is well. What? Yes, no longer blue, Baby!" She laughed at something. "Yes, I guess this means you are provisionally forgiven." She paused. "Yes, only provisionally. Right now, I know you are out with the boys, but I need you to get on your app, call an Uber, and come here right now to fuck my brains out. Then you'll be fully forgiven."
----------
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I've been setting up this chapter for a while, even though it was not the original story that filled this space in the tale. It just needs to be told.
Again, as always, this is just a fun romp, everybody. I aim only for the plausibly ridiculous.
----------
Sylvan Courtyard -- Eight: Invitation to a Party
----------
The next pool party happened only a week after the wine club situation. I had managed to avoid Henry since that night, despite him being around almost constantly. But avoiding the dude was not going to be an option at the party. Not if I wanted to attend, and of course I was going to attend. I just counted on all the people around to keep Henry in check if Heather had read him totally wrong.
Things were completely chill, however. I still tried to keep away from Henry, but I eventually found myself passing him as I was going toward and he was coming from the keg. We just idly waved at each other and that was that.
I relaxed.
But then I was standing by myself for a minute, taking in the as always excellent scenery, when I sensed a presence beside me.
"So, Ken," Henry said, looking completely relaxed beside me and happily taking in the same scenery as I was, "I hear that you were my just punishment."
"Hey! Uh, sorry about that," I began diffidently.
"Be chill, Bro. I honestly did deserve it... mostly. What guy is going to turn down being kissed and groped by a babe like Sophia? And what guy is going to turn down a lap dance from a babe like Heather..." he added slyly. I continued to eye him warily. "Besides," he went on, "it sounded hot, and I win in the end anyway."
He kind of left that hanging like bait, and I figured I owed it to him to rise to it. "Really?" I asked, realizing that while I had a good idea, I was indeed curious about what he meant.
"She had been giving me lapdances right and left all week," Henry expanded smugly. "And we are usually wearing a lot less than either of you were. I'd say she's lapped my brains out pretty constantly."
Felicity had to be beside herself with what she was hearing above her apartment from these two, I realized. I resolved to drop by to see her, the next time I saw Henry visiting...
*
The next few weeks were a blur. Most importantly, my initial call with the department chair out in Colorado went very well, and I promptly found myself with an airline ticket from their travel office, a hotel reservation, and two days of interviews on campus.
The interviews went well. I found most of the faculty I met with to be charming and intelligent. Yes, most--not all. There were a couple of obvious assholes or wastes of oxygen. And most of those didn't seem to like me much either. I would have to learn to manage them over the years in my path to tenure. But there would be assholes wherever I went, so that was hardly a downcheck for this specific school.
I liked the campus, which was comfortable, small, and backdropped by God's own utter majesty in the form of 12,000-foot peaks looming in two directions. The facilities they offered for the work I wished to pursue were... well... adequate. But I was fine with that. Part of being ambitious is the desire to build. They had a good foundation. That was the most important thing. The rest, in no small part, would be up to me, should I settle there.
The campus also had an outdoorsy culture, which I liked. Nestled in the high Rockies, with a major ski resort 40 minutes away, the natural scenery, high and low, was stunning. I found myself eager to get out amongst it. And outdoorsy people, faculty and students alike, tend to be fitter and more attractive than average... All the scenery was great, is what I'm saying.
The cost of living in the area was manageable, there were a number of interesting-looking local breweries in town, and I did not find myself instantly loathing absolutely everything and everyone in state politics, which is about as good as you can hope for these days.
I was all in... if they would have me. Had I found a home? This was a profoundly momentous decision nexus in my life, and it actually scared me a little bit. Well, the idea that it might be a wrong move scared me a little bit.
The idea that I might not get the job in the first place scared me a lot.
I flew home with the promise of a swift answer--provisional if that answer was yes. Such a provisional yes would be predicated on my successfully defending my thesis no later than October 24th. By the flight home, I felt good about the chances their answer would be yes. Both my advisor and Professor Thames had primed the pump for me well, and both the Dean and assistant chair of the department out there had been particularly interested in the thrust of my personal research. Amazingly, they also seemed to give a shit that my teaching ability was good and that my students tended to love me.
I re-rededicated myself to polishing my work and preparing myself. I was very lucky to have no classes over the summer.
I had my fun, too. I managed to listen in with Felicity on one of Henry's lap dances, for instance. It was extremely entertaining to so listen. And Heather still somehow did not know who it was yelling so loudly down below her apartment.
Several other women with whom I had played around also found ways to do so again. Susan cruelly flashed me a time or two more before she finally broke down and offered another actual visit--a much longer one.
I was living the life, is what I am saying.
Then one afternoon, I was coming back from a grueling day of creating and checking imagery, and having Patty drag my rewritten section four over the coals, when I realized that I was arriving just as Pole Dance Club was breaking up. I think there were seven girls there that day, or at least that is how many I saw coming out of the gym as the automatic blinds rose.
The club's members were a variety of shapes and had a variety of personalities. There was Mimi, who I heard was more leading the thing than outright teaching it. Jane had joined, to my surprise, and was among those leaving as I walked by. Becky was also supposed to be in the group, but I did not see her that afternoon.
What I did see, to my shock, was Josie coming out with the others, wearing a leotard under baggy clothes. She was reading her texts, and I heard her grumble to Val Ivanova, "I can't have a single hour to spin without one of you nimrods breaking something and calling for help."
Oh, I was going to tease her about this something fierce.
The next day, I saw my chance. Josie was in the front office as I was heading off to campus, arguing on the phone with a contractor or vendor or something. I paused and leaned against the wall to watch her fuming. She saw me there, not doing anything productive, just watching her get angrier and angrier. She grimaced and flipped me off, but I think that might have helped her regain her balance, because her next words were more like herself--less demanding and more compromising.
In less than two minutes, she had reached something akin to a resolution and hung up the phone. As she did so, she flipped me off again for good measure.
I affected an innocent and wronged expression. "Moi? Why are you angry with me?"
"You were just standing there, being entirely unhelpful like everyone else today," she growled good-naturedly.
"Well, I thought I'd watch you go three rounds with some poor hapless trades-dude," I drawled.
"She is a trades-wench. And she is the best at what she does," Jesse snapped. "That unfortunately includes being chronically late for everything including, I project, her own funeral. And why was that so entertaining to you?"
"Oh... I just felt that since I don't get to see you, of all people, training on a pole I'd watch you go a few rounds with the aforementioned trades-wench."
Josie glowered at me.
"When did you break down and decide to give it a try?" I asked smirking at her glower.
"While I was installing the pole," she snapped. "For your information, it is fun. And it really is a sensational workout. I've been feeling a little out of shape the last six months or so, and this is helping, thank you," she said defensively.
I looked at her doubtfully. "You and 'out of shape' are not exactly easy concepts to put into the same thought."
"Thanks," she grimaced at me. "But I'm just getting in some cardio. That's no big deal. You, on the other hand, have to live with being the inspiration for the whole enterprise!"
"Hey! I wasn't pole dancing! No one was pole dancing!"
"No, but watching you got all those girls hot and bothered about stripper stuff."
"All those girls? You are the one who volunteered to install the pole! And then installed two!"
"I was just reveling in the prospect of Jesse's face when he found out," Josie said firmly. "And for the record, the moment of that reveal was everything I had hoped for," she added in evilly fond memory.
"So it wasn't until you were installing the poles that you personally got all hot and bothered?"
"Neither hot, nor bothered! But I was working with Mimi while putting them up to her specs, and she conned me into trying it for the workout benefits."
Well clearly, my efforts to give her a hard time were going to render limited fruit.
"I have to go to work," I grumbled, and she laughed.
As I walked out, I asked curiously, "So, are you any good?"
"You'll never know," she gloated as I walked away.
*
What was supposed to be five hours on campus that day turned into nine. I discovered an implication of my results that I didn't fully understand, and that was alarming. I spent the whole day reconciling my realization with the established science. It did end up fitting. That meant I could stop worrying about a flaw in my results and start worrying about whether I should include the new insight in my dissertation. I decided that I would not. It was not fully on point with my central thesis, and more importantly, it could form the kernel of my first paper at my new university. A quick publish would do wonders for making sure my promised fast track was fast indeed.
I treated my body badly with a fast food dinner on my way home and I collapsed in the loveseat on my balcony to burn off some stress. I set to playing some new tower defense game, with a glass of Sauvignon Blanc at my side.
I had come home unpleasantly keyed up after the stressful, uncertain day, and this was just what I needed to reset as the sun went down. I should have gone down and worked out. My body needed it. But come on, sometimes you just need to eat a Big Mac and be a schlub.
I considered going down to the gym anyway. The thoughts of those poles were still in my head. Becky had not seemed to have been at the last workout meeting. Maybe she would be down there now, catching up on her training...
There. Those thoughts were enough to elevate my pulse, right? That was enough. Tonight, my body just needed wine and video games.
Jane and Rhonda wandered into the complex and went to circle the pool. They carried a largish flat box between them.
"New TV?" I called down to them with a wave.
"Hey, Ken," Jane replied, waving back awkwardly with the bulky but not heavy box still in her grasp.
"Old one crapped out," Rhonda added irritatedly.
"Need any help?" I asked, because of course I did.
They both laughed.
"I think us widdle gurls can manage to unpack this and plug in two cables," Rhonda said in a dry but childish voice. They both laughed. I waved them away sardonically.
20 minutes later, Becky wandered in toward her apartment, which triggered a return of the pole dancing thoughts in my mind. I pictured her tiny hands wrapped around the brass pole, which would seem huge in their petite grasp...
I wanted to call out, asking her why she missed her exercise this week, but that sounded like something far too creepy, with an added bonus of stalkery, for me to go shouting aloud in the courtyard. Alas.
"How ya' doing, Becky?" I satisfied myself with.
"It was a good day," she smiled back up at me.
"Cool. Can I offer you a glass?" I asked, waving mine, still half full, toward her. Becky hanging out in my apartment would be a close second to Becky wrapping her legs around a brass pole and spinning in circles. And Becky in my apartment could quite possibly mean her hands on a pole in my apartment that be a runaway much better thing...
"Sounds good, but I'm actually late," she said back casually. "I gotta change and head back out."
"Cheerio," I waved as she headed off. I wondered where she was going. A date? Or just meeting friends? She seemed mighty perky for just meeting friends.
The sun was down behind the mountain now. Lights in lots of apartments showed occupants, and most of the porch lights had come on automatically. Several stars were already visible overhead in the clear, darkening sky.
I worked my way through the glass, and through several regiments of dead video game goblins.
I looked around to stretch my neck, and noticed right across from me that Rhonda and Jane's porch light was off again. That meant I could see through the sheers of course, where the TV box was now empty and leaning up against the window, and the long pieces of white styrofoam packing were scattered on the living room floor.
The lights were low in the rest of the apartment, but the glow from the new flatscreen did a fine job illuminating things enough to see. Rhonda and Jane had a bottle on the coffee table in front of their couch and they were curled up together, watching.
What did married lesbians watch on TV on a weeknight? Bravo? Not those two. PBS? Schwarzenegger movies? I snorted and changed my iPad to Ticket to Ride. My fingertips were getting sore from mowing down goblins.
I looked up again and realized that Jane and Rhonda were ignoring their new purchase. Their cuddle had turned into a clinch, and they were kissing fairly passionately on the couch.
Well, this was much more interesting than 19th century railroad games...
Jane's hand was suddenly full of Rhonda's full, rich breast, her fingers squeezing through the silky magenta of the blouse. Rhonda looked like she moaned at that, then brushed a hand briefly over Jane's breast in return, before sliding it down her belly to rest between her legs. I could not see how active that hand was, but Jane's hips twisted eagerly.
They kept up like that, but also were talking and laughing. I was entranced. I needed more wine, but fuck that. I was not getting up and going inside for more. I might miss something.
Jane got tired of massaging fabric and started unbuttoning Rhonda's blouse. In moments, it was open, and I saw that Jane's wife had excellent taste in underwear after all. I was a little surprised to learn that she even owned a bra... This one was black and even from my far vantage, I could tell the lace was open and transparent.
It was something new to Jane, apparently, as she stopped with the passion to talk excitedly, I guessed about the bra. Her fingertips stroked the lace and they both looked down at the support for Rhonda's generous tits. Then they both laughed as Rhonda undid what turned out to be a front clasp, and let Jane eagerly spread the bra wide.
The bra was forgotten as Jane dove in to kiss and suckle on Rhonda's nipples.
I was on cloud nine, watching these two women together, both now with their hands between the others' legs, Jane with hers up beneath Rhonda's white skirt. They writhed like that together until Rhonda got tired of Jane being fully clothed and began to scrabble at her blouse in turn.
This turned swiftly into a full-blown frenzy as they both rushed to undress the other. I was treated to watching a series of breasts being exposed, asses being waved in my direction, and tickles being applied as the two women had each other naked in minutes.
It was so fucking hot.
It also was a bit creepy of me, right? These were my friends--buddies really, certain instances aside.
I sighed. I was hardly going to stop watching. My cock, which was hard as ivory in my pants might have stabbed me in the heart if I had tried to look away. And besides, they knew about the sheers with the porchlight off. It was on them, not me...
I sighed and let myself indulge, not fighting what I was.
After Rhonda had a good long turn attending to Jane's breasts with tongue and fingers, Jane pulled her taller wife to her feet and the two embraced standing. They kissed deeply, and their hands ran all over one another's bodies. Jane's muscular little ass and Rhonda's luxurious larger one afforded me a buffet of backsides to appreciate, especially as they kept slowly turning around together in each other's embrace. I was being given every possible angle of both of them as they luxuriated in each other.
Wait.
The both of them really were very much aware of the curtain effect. And the light on their porch had been fixed, so they had to have turned it off manually. And their actions were making for quite the showcase.
And they knew I was out on my balcony this evening.
I snorted quietly and leaned back on my little couch. I wasn't going to feel concerned about a goddamned thing... except making sure to send a thank you note the next day.
Suddenly, the two of them were laughing with each other, hands never quite stopping fondling the other while they had some discussion that was both intense and silly. At one point, Jane tried to look away from Rhonda. I caught a wicked grin visible on her face because she tried to twist somewhat in my direction, but Rhonda caught her chin instantly and pulled her face back for a brief but deep kiss.
Suddenly, they both nodded and dashed toward the kitchen, affording me a simultaneous view of the full butt buffet at once. Yeah, that worked.
Jane went to rummage in her purse while Rhonda, who was closer to my location, opened the freezer. She pulled out a bottle of what had to be vodka, though I did not recognize the brand, and poured two shots. Jane took one and they looked at each other, still for a moment. Then they toasted and threw back the shots. Then they laughed and turned away again, Rhonda to put the bottle back in the freezer.
My iPad dinged.
I had zero desire to look away, even for a second from the shenanigans across the way, but we are creatures of habit, are we not? I looked down at the text notification.
The text notification from Jane.
JANE: Hope you are enjoying the show. One time offer. One time only. Coming over?
I stared at the text. I spent a while staring, processing what I had just read. This could be complicated. Very complicated. Was this a good idea? How much had they been drinking before I started watching?
I must have dithered for three, maybe even four entire seconds before I was rocketing out of my seat and dashing out the door of my apartment, not even pausing to grab a bottle of wine. I was two steps away from my door before I reversed course, went back in, grabbed the bottle of Côtes de Provence rosé I had been hoarding in my fridge, and then dashed out again.
As I tried to move casually while circling the pool, I was struck with a sudden fit of introspection. It might seem strange for a guy to be struck by a fit of introspection while hustling/not hustling his way to an apartment with two naked women inside, but there you go. Honestly, I suppose it is just odd for guys to be introspective in the first place, right?
The thing that was getting to me was the realization that if Jane and Rhonda were straight and just roommates, I would absolutely not be heading this way, potential threesome or no.
The problem was, I liked both women... a lot. Either one of them, if available, would have scared me to death. I was moving away soon, I'd known I was going before I ever met them. They were moving nowhere.



I had been in love twice, and both times, I had my heart broken.
Het and I had been high school sweethearts for two years already before she decided to give me my first blowjob for my eighteenth birthday. In the end, I ended up getting a helluva lot more than just the planned birthday blowjob that night. But out of control hormones aside, Het and I had loved each other--deeply. We knew that it would be hard for us to stay together after graduation. We were smart kids. But we were committed to making it work. We might have drifted apart at different universities anyway, but we never got the chance to make our love last. Or to have it end naturally.
Her dad had gotten that Big Ten athletic director job, and they were gone in two weeks, in the middle of senior year. We had no time to come to grips with our separation, it was just suddenly, permanently over. It was neither of our faults. Our love was simply killed in a metaphorical drive-by shooting. I firmly believed then, and I still do, that that was the worst way to lose a love.
Then, in my sophomore year, I fell in love with Dana. I am absolutely sure that relationship would have lasted. We were older, and each had a relationship or two under our belts. Dana and I knew what the two of us had was special. We were even making plans.
And then the State Department sent her dad to fucking Tokyo. On short notice. She was expected to go and attend college in Japan. Again, there was no chance to save our relationship.
I had actually flunked two courses in the malaise I suffered once she left.
Part of my healing process was resolving to never again make the mistake of getting close to any woman who I was not sure would be there geographically for me, and for whom I could be there as well. Any relationship I had from that point on, if it failed, I would be able to blame us, not the World.
Either Jane or Rhonda, had they been straight, would have been precisely the sort of woman I avoided like the plague, sexually. They were cool, and funny, and had a lot in common with me. And they were super hot. I could easily have fallen in love with either had there been the slightest chance of reciprocation.
If they had been single. If they had been straight.
Speaking of super hot...
I made myself climb the stairs slowly, as it would not do to arrive out of breath.
I knocked on their door.
I heard a giggle or two inside, and movement. The light of the peephole flickered. Then, several seconds later, I heard, "Come on in, Ken."
I turned the knob and pushed the door open, checking first that there was no one behind me to get an unauthorized view of what was inside. I stepped in and let the door close behind.
Rhonda and Jane smiled at me. Tragically, neither was naked anymore. Less tragically, each wore silk dressing gowns in matching styles but different colors, the clingy fit of each leaving little doubt that the women had thrown these on, and nothing else, when they had heard my knock. Nipples were quite prominent beneath the fabric, and the smooth curves of their hips betrayed no signs of lower undergarments.
"Hey guys, what's up?" I asked, trying manfully to be casual. And trying desperately to figure out what was about to happen next.
"I told you he'd bring wine," Rhonda said, as if declaring a win on a bet.
"Yeah, yeah," Jane said dismissively to her wife while she stepped toward me. She took the bottle from my automatically extended hand and paused. "Holy shit, Ken! I've seen this bottle before. It's fucking expensive."
"Is it?" Rhonda asked. "What could have possessed you to bring such a special bottle in response to a simple text asking if you wanted to hang out?" she asked me silkily.
I was having difficulty processing much of anything.
Jane set the bottle down. I knew she wasn't forgetting it, from the covetous look she cast in its direction as she did so, but apparently, there was more fucking with my head to be done before we opened it. Possibly (hopefully?), fucking with other things than my head?
I managed to finally get a grip. A tenuous one, but a grip. I had questions--concerns even, actually.
I had zero reason to worry that this was some elaborate tease. I knew where they wanted this to go... in broad strokes. This was further reinforced by the way Rhonda slunk forward to stand in front of me as close as Jane still was. Jane's nipples were making spectacular tents in the thin fabric of her robe, and while Rhonda's were not so large or prominent, she had tied her robe so as to display some very nice cleavage. Both were giving me archly casual looks.
"I do have a question," I said, trying not to let my inner trembling sound through in my voice. "I, uh, you, uh, it was only ever once with any given person? And, well... I've... with..."
"Very smooth, Ken," Rhonda chuckled tauntingly.
"But I appreciate your respect for the rules," Jane added, slightly more compassionately. Rhonda's expression softened in turn. "But while we were setting up the TV, we were laughing about your gallant male offer to help. Then things turned to a discussion of whether our little porch-watching interludes counted as an official one and done."
"To be clear, Jane's go was never in doubt as counting, was it my little cocksucker?" Rhonda laughed to Jane. Jane shrugged at me with a smile. Then she licked her lips.
"However," Rhonda went on, "We then got all technical (it's related to work, don't worry about the origin), and decided that while hers was actually only three-quarters of a go, that still had to round up to one."
"Whereas Miss Spontaneous there only got a quarter, which rounds down to zero," Jane said. "So I had used mine, and she still had hers."
"All very interesting," I said, unable to not participate in the banter. That was, after all, how the three of us operated in normal circumstances. "To be clear, the point I'm focused on here is that I was suddenly under consideration?"
They both laughed. Rhonda said throatily, "Oh Ken, you were always under consideration." Then they kissed each other. Not poor old me. Each other.
Jane grabbed the bottle I had brought and turned toward the kitchen. Somehow, in a smooth motion that almost eluded me, she let her robe slide from her shoulders and to the floor, smoothly switching hands on the bottle to accomplish it. Then she walked, just... wonderfully to their kitchen for a corkscrew.
I followed her body with my eyes, then involuntarily I took a step or two after her.
"She's so fucking hot, isn't she?" Rhonda asked moving to catch up.
"Yes," I breathed, turning to exchange glances with her. "She certainly..." I gulped. Rhonda had, in my mere moment of distraction also let her robe slide silently to the floor. She stepped past me after Jane, and I gulped before following along.
Rhonda went on with their story as if things had not rather dramatically progressed.
"After the shit we gave you about not needing help plugging in two cables, we spent ten minutes trying the wrong kind," she said. "By the time we got it installed and working, we had started to worry that we were actually going to have to call you. We did not want to have to eat crow like that and..."
"...and I suggested that Rhonda could use her three-quarters to distract you. And I could watch, since that seems to be our dynamic."
"But I said together we still had a whole," Rhonda said, turning to look at me, and to give me one hell of a look at her. "It took us about thirty seconds before we decided while we did not need your help with the TV after all, we might enjoy your help in some other way."
I had actually started to become concerned for a moment there that what I was hoping was going to happen was going to instead merely(!) be an expanded chance with Rhonda. But her last sentence had me fully back on my dream.
The cork popped free in Jane's expert hands, and she poured three small pours. We wordlessly took the glasses, toasted, and sipped.
"No really, this shit rocks," Jane said.
And then there we were, me fully clothed with two naked lesbians, yammering away excitedly about the fucking bottle of wine for several minutes.
The discomfort in my pants brought me back to the hypersexy elephant in the room.
"Um, full disclosure," I said. "I have not ever tried, um, playing zone?"
"I think you'll manage," Rhonda said, patting me on the shoulder. I could handle being patronized like this.
"It's not like we have either," Jane added.
"You guys? I apologize," I said, genuinely surprised. "I'd have thought you would have at least tried a threesome before."
"Oh we did, but with another woman," Rhonda said sourly.
"That did not go well," Jane agreed. "That about blew up our relationship. We both got all kinds of jealous."
"Hey! I... I am very enthusiastic about being here," I said quickly. "But I am not about to do anything to mess you two..."
"Easy, Hero," Rhonda chuckled. "The problem was jealousy. You are just a guy. I mean, you are a good friend, Ken, but for the purposes of this evening, you are just a prop."
"Yeah, what is there for us to be jealous about?" Jane said. "As long as we both get to suck your cock, we are good."
"I am not sucking his cock," Rhonda told her.
"No?" said Jane, suddenly sinking down to her knees in front of me. She tugged swiftly at my fly and pulled my cock out as she spoke. "I think I need some help with this, and you need to give it to me."
"We have discussed this," Rhonda told her. "A hundred times. Sorry, Ken," she added, apologizing not for not blowing me, but apparently for Jane being a brat.
"At least come down here and kiss me," Jane demanded, stroking my cock and giving me a lick. I hissed happily, but I grinned at their byplay.
"So demanding," Rhonda grumbled, "but I'll always kiss you, Bae." She stooped to her knees and leaned toward Jane, who jerked away.
"Not like that," she giggled. Then she tugged my cock well out away from my body and said, "Like this." Then she leaned her mouth down to rest the cap of my cock between her pursed lips.
Rhonda laughed. "Fuck you, girl... but fine."
Then she leaned over and kissed Jane, with my cock in the way. Okay, that was a completely fine sensation.
Completely.
Fine.
And it was not some quick peck. Jane reached out and grabbed the back of Rhonda's head and held her into the kiss. I somehow stood there, bemused and increasingly aroused and Jane and Rhonda struggled for command of the kiss. Jane snaked out her tongue to slither against me, then past to brush Rhonda's lips. Rhonda tugged sideways to pull almost free of me as I felt her tongue dodge around my tip to directly engage Jane. But Jane, still holding the base of my cock, tugged them both back to have my cock fully in between. She let go of my shaft and grabbed my ass, then pushed me forward, and suddenly I was sliding my cock back and forth between their lips.
I had to laugh, and suddenly both Jane and Rhonda were laughing with me. That meant they were not pleasuring me, but I was okay. I was pretty much okay with anything right now. If two hot women were going to sex me up at the same time, I was willing to let them set the agenda.
For the most part. We would see.
"Not done yet," Jane said, and pulled Rhonda back to kiss her and my cock once more. As they slid my cock between them again, Jane twisted slightly and I felt my cock sliding fully inside Rhonda's mouth! Rhonda glared at Jane, but she was not quick to pull off my cock. She even made a popping sound when she finally released me. Then she gave the tip a quick kiss.
"There you go!" said Jane, clapping. "Not so bad, huh?"
"I've had a dick in my mouth before," Rhonda scolded. The two of them having this conversation without including me was slightly surreal. They weren't excluding me, they just didn't see any need for me to participate.
"I don't mind it per se," Rhonda went on. "I just never get what all the enthusiasm is about." She kissed Jane briefly. "But it is more fun doing it with you," she admitted.
"That's my girl," Jane said, shooting me the briefest of grins before bending and sliding her lips around my cock and sucking hard as she slid me into her mouth. Then she slowly pulled off again and tilted me toward Rhonda.
Rhonda laughed, shaking her head at her wife, then bent to give me another try. Her lips were not so much gentle as tentative as she took me in again. The difference in experience was instantly apparent, as I felt only the lovely frisson of her lips descending a couple of inches down my length. Her tongue and cheeks felt like they were shying away from my cock inside. I was very happy, however, to realize that she was being intentionally very careful with her teeth. Still, I hissed happily.
I also stayed shut up, because this was awesome as a whole, and I had zero desire to interrupt the game.
Rhonda pulled off of me, and Jane dove back down, her tongue lavishing me with attention inside her mouth. Then Jane watched my face as Rhonda bobbed a few times.
"You aren't using your tongue," she scolded Rhonda.
"What? I am," claimed her wife.
"I can tell by looking at him. Ken, is she using her tongue?"
I had zero desire to piss off Rhonda, because... well, duh. But also because what she was doing was great, if not as great as Jane's efforts. But I'm an honest guy, and I kind of craved Rhonda's tongue as well as Jane's. Apparently, I am also a greedy guy.
"Uh, well, not as much as you are," I said carefully to Jane.
"I'm doing this for you, buster," Rhonda said warningly.
"No you aren't," Jane contradicted. "You are doing it for me. I still say you will end up doing it for yourself if you give it half a chance. Use your tongue. He tastes... there are chemicals down there designed to make you hungry, if you let them. Just lick him," she ordered, then demonstrated by sticking out her tongue and bathing my dick from root to tip in a series of torturous, twisting lashes.
I could not help but groan ecstatically as Jane worked, muttering an involuntary thank you as her tongue twirled around my glans.
Rhonda shook her head but once more gave it a try. She held out her tongue stiffly, in a point, and drew it along my shaft, which wasn't the best, but when she reached my purple head, she drew it around in a circle, copying Beth. That made me sigh happily. That encouraged her, she relaxed her taster and swept it over me much more lavishly a time or three.
"That's it," Beth encouraged. "Treat it like the biggest fucking clit in creation."
Rhonda licked harder, which was good. Then she actually sucked on the tip a little, her tongue still touching it inside her mouth, which was better.
Then she grabbed Jane's head and began kissing her again, which Jane responded to eagerly. Both of them went at it enthusiastically, but they both somehow always kept some part of my cock involved in the process, which was the fucking best. Or I thought it was, and I moaned happily.
Then Jane broke the kiss and began to eagerly lap at my cock. Rhonda shrugged and started enthusiastically licking me as well. Suddenly, I had two women giggling and laughing as they covered every inch of my shaft and head with long, rapid, wet lashes of their tongues, bumping into each other sometimes, but mostly hitting my member simultaneously with multiple point-sources of the kind of intense pleasure that a man is really only designed to handle one of at a time.
I swore happily, in various scatological and profane ways. "Guys, I'm gonna... you're gonna make me come!" I warned.
Rhonda leaned away instantly. But she grabbed the base of my cock and started pumping it eagerly and swiftly. All their saliva had me slick and her hand slid wonderfully as she exerted just the right pressure. In this, as I well knew, Rhonda was quite skilled.
But Jane just clamped her mouth down around my head and flicked my tip with the tongue mercilessly.
No chance. I lasted about three seconds of that before my hips were bucking. I had the weird, wonderful sensation of my whole body just flowing down into and then out of my cock as I felt myself blast into Jane's mouth. There was more ecstatic profanity. My cock throbbed and throbbed as I squirted more jizz into Jane's mouth before collapsing back on the couch.
"Oh wow," Rhonda said brightly. "That was a strong one. I felt it!" She popped up and kissed me deeply. But Jane popped up just as quick, and grabbed Rhonda, kissing her again. I saw Rhonda's eyes widen and I realized that Jane had most definitely not swallowed yet.
"Hey!" Rhonda yelped, pulling away and flapping her lips and tongue uncertainly.
"Big baby," Jane laughed, then turned and kissed me.
She still hadn't swallowed. Much.
It isn't a flavor I seek out, but I don't shy away from it either. And I often get enthusiastic responses from rolling with it.
"See? Even he doesn't think it's bad," Jane taunted. Rhonda just growled, grabbed her and they began kissing like madwomen, still kneeling in front of me.
I was exhausted, spent, and felt like a noodle. I also was extremely determined not to waste a second of this evening, and felt that I had been a little too passive for a lot too long a time.
I made myself move and lunged forward, wrapping my arms around both of them and pulling them up onto the couch with me in a rush. They laughed and cooperatively made it easy for me to get them up on the seat with me.
I growled and bent down. I can't quite remember whose breast I sucked on first, but I swiftly switched to the other, then back and forth rapidly, my world briefly consisting of naught but a series of nipples that were not the same. I mean, they were the same in being wonderful and excited, but they were different in size and shape and my brain was not quite wrapping itself around the reality of more than one set available at the same time.
I had them both laughing at my frenzy before I jerked my head up high and cried, "Auuuugh!"
"What's the matter?" Rhonda chuckled.
"There are so many terribly delicious things I want to do to both of you, and I don't know how, or who, to do what to first!" I complained, genuinely confused by the over-abundance of choices.
"You sure are energetic for a guy who just came gallons," Jane snorted in surprise, taking the opportunity to caress my softened but hardly limp cock.
"Mmmm," Rhonda commented, clearly having encountered her share of guys who could bounce back fast, but politely not saying it. Instead, she just lifted herself up and fed one of her wonderfully generous tits back into my mouth, wrapping her arms around my head to ensure I gave her nipple more than just transient attention this time.
What a lovely, meaty nipple it was. I suckled hard on it and felt her whole breast distend a bit as I drew it behind her nipple deep into my mouth.
So Rhonda it would be then.
I slid from between them and turned to kneel on the floor in front of my taller friend.
I confess, I may have groaned a bit in the process, and I definitely moved slower than I wanted to. I may recover well, but there is only so much fast-twitch muscle activity a man can produce so soon after coming that hard.
Rhonda giggled a bit and playfully snapped her legs closed, glaring gleefully down at me. I just smiled back up at her and went to start kissing her knees and the tops of her thighs just above them. I moved very slowly upward, gently spreading her knees apart with my hands bit by bit. I returned my gaze upward to her after every kiss, though I stole a few glances at Jane too.
She had snuggled close against Rhonda and was looking down at what I was doing. She had a hand on one of Rhonda's breasts to help things along. When I next shot her a glance, she drawled, "Brave man. You know Ken, lots of guys don't have the guts to go down on a lesbian. They are afraid they won't measure up."



I looked at Rhonda who only nodded in challenge.
I confidently spread her legs wider and moved my face down lower between them along her inner thighs. I mean I acted confidently. I have actually always been quite confident in my abilities in this venue, as it were, but Jane had suddenly introduced doubt into the equation, the wench.
I admit I started rushing more than I would have had it just been me and Rhonda. In part, I did so because they had introduced doubt in my mind, and I wanted to erase that before it got ahold of me. And in part, I knew I wasn't going to get to taste Jane until I had dealt with Rhonda. And I wanted to taste her just as much as I wanted to taste Rhonda.
Maybe I would just lay in a good foundation on Rhonda, go to Jane for a bit, then come back...
I was getting ambitious. I still had no idea how I was going to handle two formidable women like this at once, but I was getting ambitious about it anyway.
With her legs spread wide, I bent, then paused to appreciate the view. Rhonda had to wax, she was too perfectly smooth everywhere for even the most diligent of shaving jobs. Her slit was puffy and smooth, but her arousal was betrayed by the barest glint of moisture. That, and by the way her clit just barely peeked through, as if wondering where I was and when I was going to get on with it.
I leaned in closer and paused again to audibly breathe in through my nose, leaving my mouth open to enhance her aroma. I grinned. I looked up at Jane. "What a lovely nose!" I said in my wine snob voice. "I'm getting elements of umami, and notes of Tuscan sea air. Maybe some..."
Rhonda whacked my head softly. "I am not a bottle of wine, you ass. Get on with it, if you are going to!" There was a note of eager need in her voice that heartened me.
"I don't know," Jane drolled. "I usually get more of a Pacific Coast vibe..." she added, turning to kiss Rhonda and squeezing harder on that lovely boob than I'd have dared to.
I happily leaned further and just drove my tongue into Rhonda's depths. Or, I tried to. She was delightfully tight, and I had to work my tongue around a bit before I could even begin to delve into her. But delve I did, and I felt Rhonda shudder in Jane's arms as I did so. She did indeed have a savory flavor and savor it I did. I slid my tongue in and out of her, kneading her soft thighs with my hands as her shudders blended into an easy, writhing undulation.
I sent one hand up her leg right to her crotch and stroked my thumb across her eagerly prominent button. Rhonda moaned, and I drew my tongue up to lavish her clit with more attention, while I slid my fingers down to probe inside her deeper than my tongue could reach.
I worked that until I heard her moans move to a deeper register, and her body grow a bit tenser even than before. Good. Time to move to Jane then. This was risky, I knew, but I was hung up in the back of my mind on the idea of making a partner wait. Plus... awesome.
I lifted my head and grinned at them both, before diving in between Jane's legs. The change surprised them both, and Jane made no move similar to Rhonda's at keeping her legs together.
The two women probably went to the same place for waxing. Jane's job was certainly as comprehensive. Her outer lips were not so naturally pursed as Rhonda's, and her inner petals were peeking through. I leaned in and was able to bury my tongue much more swiftly this time. I curled it up against her insides and I almost immediately drew a moan.
"Fuck, Bae," Jane crooned to Rhonda.
"He is pretty good," Rhonda sighed, kissing her gently, then firmly. "Especially for a guy..." Then she pulled away from Jane's mouth and archly asked me, "Got any insightful fucking tasting notes on Jane's pussy, Mister Connoisseur?"
I just probed on long enough to slip a finger up and in to replace my tongue, using it to stroke her softly as I raised my head.
"Very fine," I said in That Voice. "An insouciant little treat, really. I'm sure Wine Spectator would rate it a solid 96, but if you ask me, that would be stingy."
Both of them laughed at that, and Rhonda played with Jane's nipples.
"Seriously," I said in mild but genuine wonder as my curled finger stroked on and my thumb moved to caress Jane's bump, "I've always noticed each woman tastes different, but experiencing that side by side is kinda revelatory!"
Both of them giggled wide-eyed at my enthusiastic effrontery, but I just bent back down. I slid a second finger into Jane, and my tongue shoved my thumb aside to lash at and twirl around her clitoris.
Humor, I noted, seemed directly connected to Jane's libido, because she was making all those lovely pre-orgasmic sounds already. It wasn't surprising, given the woman she had married. Rhonda was one of the funnier people I knew.
Pre-orgasmic sounds were all well and good, but I hadn't left Rhonda hanging just to turn and get Jane off on the first round. I deliberately waited until she made a particularly loud cry, and abruptly left her alone--as abruptly as I could. Then I turned and dove back into Rhonda, who laughed, both at me and at Jane's howl of outrage.
Her laughter didn't last long. I didn't exactly attack her or stroke her at a furious rate, but I knew just where she liked my fingers and just how to lick her by this point, and I did so with quiet and immediate intensity. Rhonda threw back her head and Jane leaned over to kiss her.
Rhonda's hand soon snaked out and ran through my hair, perhaps subtly trying to keep me in place until I was done. Too bad I was going to have to disappoint her. This was too much fun.
I slid back quickly, again to make sure that she couldn't grab my hair before I got away. I grinned at Jane and pounced toward her.
But she stiff-armed me. "Oh no, Mister! If you are going to keep this shit up, I'm going to make it easier for us to keep each other warmed up." With that, she rolled over on top of Rhonda, their breasts pressing together, and the two of them began to make out furiously.
Well.
This left me with a vertical buffet of vagina, Jane's legs spread even more than Rhonda's as she straddled her wife, her tight little ass lifting in the air.
Well.
I grabbed that ass in my hands and bent once more to lick softly, delicately, teasingly at Jane's clit. Then I instantly moved to lick Rhonda's, only inches away. And back. And forth.
I tried to make my moves random, to keep them guessing even as they made the most amazing sounds as they kissed hungrily. I would lick faster, or longer. I would bury my tongue in one and then circle the clit of the other. Both were writhing and I indeed let neither go for long without my tongue once more tasing them.
Then I slid my left middle finger deep into Rhonda, curling it up and stroking her continuously. My right thumb stroked Jane's slit and caressed her clit whenever I was licking Rhonda.
I wanted to make these beauties come together.
I failed.
I left my thumb on Jane's button and shoved my tongue into her 'insouciant little treat'. It was the last straw for her and she arched her back suddenly, mouth tearing away from Rhonda's to cry out in a long, keening wail of release. She held there silently as her hips bucked between Rhonda and me. The instant Jane relaxed a hair, her wife pulled her back into another kiss and I dove back to Rhonda myself. I pumped my finger in and out and literally sucked on her prominent clitoris. She too began to buck and twist, Jane kissed her feverishly, but Rhonda shoved her away so she too could grunt and then gasp as her body rippled with shockwaves of orgasmic release.
The two women collapsed together, both still gasping. As they caught their breath, they began to coo at and caress each other.
Me? I still had that vertical buffet of pussy in front of me, and an achingly hard dick.
Unable to resist, I stood, then bent my knees slightly so I could grab my cock and rub the tip up and down along Jane's ravished pussy. I did not ask permission, but I did linger there long enough to get a response, which I did not.
I pressed forward, and began to sink into Jane. Her interior was tight and unbelievably wet. I slid in smoothly, pumping in and out slightly to work my way deep inside her. I stroked slowly
Rhonda could tell what I was doing to her wife, but she looked around to see anyway.
"Nice..." she hissed. "And Ken? When the time comes for you, let it go. Jane's covered. We are both covered," she added significantly.
Well, that was an instruction, wasn't it?
I slid myself free of Jane, who groaned a little, and I bent my knees a little more. With some effort, I slotted my cock into Rhonda, then sank deep inside her, which took a bit more effort. My cock throbbed happily as I slid in fully. Two pussies. Both wet. Both tight. Both different, and not just because one was up and the other down.
Still, I needed to compare and contrast more, so after a few long strokes into Rhonda, I pulled out and plunged back into Jane. I experienced the sensation of sinking fully into her, then slid free and did the same with Rhonda.
Both of them laughed as I did this a couple of times, but when I went to slide into Jane yet again, she rolled away from me and off of Rhonda, nestling beside her as she chided me. "Oh, no! That's enough. I'm not going to lie there while you pump back and forth into us like a sewing machine on a zig-zag stitch! This isn't group oral. Pick one of us, take care of business, then take care of the other!"
Rhonda just looked at me with a smile. "What she said."
Honestly, I was happy to dispense with the stunt fucking. It was deliriously fun, but my knees were never going to hold up under all the bending like that long enough to finish, and they would have begun to hurt soon enough to rob me of all the fun.
"Your wish is my command, Jane," I shrugged, then knelt on the floor before Rhonda and began to sink my cock into her as slowly as my screaming loins would let me.
"Goddammit," Jane growled. "I meant, take care of me first," she complained as she watched raptly as I sank into her wife.
"Come here, darling," Rhonda said breathily and pulled her wife back over to her. I had a much better view now of the two of them as I began to happily pump in and out of Rhonda. Their lips feasted together, and I could catch rapid glimpses of tongue as they kissed with sudden fervor.
Rhonda's body reacted eagerly to my intrusions, but her focus remained on Jane. I reached out to grab Jane's ass. It was not to cop a feel of that sweet little edifice... well, it was not just to cop a feel of that sweet little edifice, it was to provide another bridge between the two of them. My other hand grasped at Rhonda's hip as I drove into her pulsing body.
I wanted to grab Rhonda's breasts, but Jane's hands were already full of them.
I looked down on the two of them and they were just beautiful together. Their love was suddenly so visibly obvious to me, it made my heart simultaneously swell and ache.
I had loved that way before. Someday, I would be in a place in my life where I could let myself risk trying to love like that again. When I was in such a place, if I were lucky, there would be a woman in my life half as perfect for me as these women were for each other.
I stopped fucking Rhonda, and started to pull out of her. It was slowly, reluctantly, but I did.
"Ken?" Rhonda asked in confusion. Jane turned to look at me as well.
"It's you two," I said, with a smile that I knew looked sad but wasn't really. "You are so perfect together. It is beautiful. You don't need me, and I should go." I still couldn't make myself pull completely out of Rhonda. I didn't want to, and I told myself that pulling out suddenly might be insulting. But I needed to go.
But Rhonda just reached out and pulled me to her, kissing me deeply. That made me sink back into her fully, though I did not intend to. Then Jane pulled my face to her and she kissed me too.
"Damn, Ken," Jane said softly. "That was so sweet. Thank you." Rhonda nodded with a smile. But then Jane's voice hardened. "Now, fuck Rhonda. Hard. That's what we invited you over for. It is why you came. You are always our friend, but tonight, you are The Dick. The fact that I love my wife to death has nothing to do with that... and everything. But once in a lifetime experiences are meant to be lived to the full." She kissed me again, with more hunger than before. "Plus, I am still going to get fucked too, dammit."
"Don't argue with her," Rhonda laughed. "She always gets her way."
Look, a man can only maintain emotionally maudlin doubts so long in the presence of two naked, eager, hot women, especially when one of them is doing kegel exercises around his cock.
"On one condition," I said, already slowly resuming my thrusts into Rhonda.
"Oh?" Rhonda asked, pulsing her inner muscles around me again to let me know I wasn't going to insist on anything too hard.
"Yeah," I said, looking at Jane. "You are going to have to stop monopolizing these wonderful tits. I want to play with at least one while I fuck her."
Jane, who had actually not relinquished her grasp on either breast during the whole interlude, laughed and made an extravagant gesture of removing one hand.
With a hungry grin, I bent and kissed then sucked hard on the breast she chose to share with me. My back arched so I could keep thrusting, but I devoured that boob.
Suddenly, I felt Jane's head beside me as she suckled on Rhonda's other firm mound.
"Oh, fuck! That is freaking amazing!" Rhonda groaned. "Don't stop... any of this!"
I was not going to stop anything anymore. I drove into Rhonda in a variety of rhythms, and in both deep and shallow strokes. I found that she seemed to prefer the shallow ones though, where my tip could slide bumpily over her gee with each stroke, so I mostly gave her those.
I alternated between bending my back to suckle on my assigned breast, and arching it back, playing with and teasing my assigned nipple with my fingers.
My other hand wandered around Jane's body, from that sweet ass to up and under her to tease at her nipples as well.
Rhonda seemed to be in a sort of sensory overload and mostly just lay there for a while, letting us lavish her with attention, her body writhing beneath our combined attentions. Then Jane rose up and fed one of her delicate boobs to Rhonda, who in some ways woke up and gobbled at the offered breast. In other ways, she remained only half-conscious.
Her hands woke up as well, and she grabbed my ass hard with both, pulling me suddenly deep inside her again.
I felt her body afire beneath me and I drove hard into her. My cock was singing, but the rather stupendous blowjob earlier had me able to prevent myself from getting too close. Even in the moment, I thought I was kind of douchey to be already planning how hard I was going to nail Jane, the moment I was finished making Rhonda come.
I reached down to grab one of Rhonda's thighs to pull it up against me as I fucked her. Her grasp on my ass got in the way and we fumbled against each other for a moment in one of those glorious, uncoordinated, confused physical collisions that make great sex great. But she suddenly shifted, and I got my grip under control, and we were instantly back in harmony, my arm cradling her raised leg. Her hand reached around and again pulled on my ass, and my cock drove into her pussy. My other hand simply stroked the toned expanse of Jane's back as she once more kissed Rhonda like she wanted to inhale her brain.
But Rhonda was close, and the panoply of stimuli that Jane and I were applying to her and into her was too much.
"Shit, shit, Shiiiit!" she cried and I felt her lurch against me and around my cock with an urgency and passion that exceeded her earlier orgasm. It was so deliciously powerful, that I could have let myself come right there. Parts of me wanted to. Powerful parts.
But my ego at that point was more powerful, and I wanted to fuck Jane immediately, remember? I held back, more easily than I expected. And I wasn't like I was going to start fucking Jane immediately. I kept pounding into Rhonda without cease. She gabbled incoherently as her orgasm faded, but then she stared at me as I kept going. "Holy... ungh... Ken! What are you..." she managed, then she came again with a long, quiet gasp and sigh.
"Woah," Jane whispered to her wife. "Dick. When you want some, there just is no substitute, is there?"
Rhonda just shook her head wordlessly, her body still trembling.
That sounded like as good a cue as any, and I at last slid free of Rhonda and moved toward Jane. She shot me a look, but moved away, crawling up onto the couch to lean over her wife, caressing her gently.
That was fine with me. I just stood and moved behind her, put one leg up on the couch, and pressed my sopping, rock-hard cock against Jane's pussy. I made no attempt at waiting this time, and just began to thrust into her. I was on a testosterone high the likes of which I had never felt before.
"Fuck yeah, no substitute," Jane sighed as I sank into her depths. Rhonda giggled weakly.
Though I am in pretty good shape, I was still already a little tired from my efforts with Rhonda. Fortunately, this position, hammering Jane from behind while basically just standing upright, was remarkably comfortable and easy. And holy cow did it feel good.
I stroked and stroked, varying my efforts as I had with Rhonda, but I was soon happy to perceive that Jane liked it much deeper, and I gave it to her thus for the most part, to the best of my ability.
I knew she was turned on, but I began to worry that I was not going to last as long as she could. And I had no way to do anything about it.
Jane and Rhonda were again making out as I fucked Jane, but she suddenly loudly whispered to Rhonda, "Let me have a taste, Bae."
Rhonda summoned the energy to turn against the end of the couch and spread her legs for Jane, who bent to lap at her wife's freshly-fucked pussy.
And so we went, in a chain, my cock in Jane, her tongue in Rhonda. My increasingly eager thrusts mashing Jane's face hard into Rhonda every few strokes.
I guess I could have fucked Rhonda even longer, as amazingly it was she who came first among us, her hips bucking up against Jane's face. Jane just popped up and without looking at me, groaned, "Fuck! Me!"
I let myself go. That's a lie. I went, regardless of any desire to let myself. I slammed into Jane, again and again, my belly slapping against her ass.
Before I realized it, I was coming. My head swelled to three times its size, or so it seemed, and I blasted deep into Jane. I had lost.
But not by much.
It was a glorious loss, made all the better by the way Jane was suddenly shrieking herself. She bucked in my grasp and moaned. I kept pumping, though it was rapidly becoming agony to do so as most of the nerves in my cock were flipping their circuit-breakers with the overloaded stimuli.
Jane just kept coming, and if I'm honest, I had a moment or two of irritation with her that she wouldn't just finish already. But my ego put a stop to that emotional lunacy.
Fortunately, Jane did finally stop coming, allowing me to slow and collapse, first across her back, then over onto the couch in stunned bliss.
Slowly I perceived that she and Rhonda were snuggling together on the other end of the couch, lost once more in each other's eyes.
But then they looked at me.
"Damn, Ken," Rhonda said, looking me over more with casual appreciation, than any residual hunger. "How can you be so cool and fun, and so fucking alpha?"
"Huh?" I said, confused, as I rose to walk over and drink the last of my glass of wine.
"Seriously," Jane agreed.
"I'm not sure what you mean," I said, bending to pick up my underwear. "But I am sure that I do need to go now. You two have a need to cuddle, and as I understand it, neither of you have an emotional or biological need to cuddle with me."



They both started to politely but sincerely object, and I waved them off. "Also," I said with a grin, "I'm not sure either of you are even done this evening, but I sure as fuck am. I'm not sticking around and letting you two kill me!"
I was struck by a couch cushion hurled my way as I pulled up my pants.
----------
Full disclosure, I really enjoyed writing this one. I really enjoyed writing the next two chapters as well. They will be the last about Ken and his time at the Sylvan Courtyard. Thanks for reading, and you know all the ways you can let me know how you liked it.
Vote, favorite, and comment is what I'm saying, folks...
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This is the next-to-last chapter in this series, guys and girls! I hope you have fun with it.
Oh, there is a massive digression in this story. You will know it when you get to it. Feel free to skip it... if the subject doesn't interest you.
----------
Sylvan Courtyard -- Nine: Crossed Wires
----------
The summer went well, all things considered. Despite having no classes to teach or take, and my research being largely finished until I had a new place to pursue it further, I was far busier than felt right for what was certainly my last 'summer vacation' as a 'student'.
While I still chose to hold back the full implications of that minor scientific insight I had experienced earlier, I did feel obligated to rewrite numerous paragraphs in a section and a half of my dissertation, and I even added another short section, as I found more and more ways where said insight affected my primary conclusions. It didn't alter my conclusions, thank God, but I did understand the implications more extensively--which I suppose was the point of the exercise anyway.
Patty decided to get 'serious' about editing my writing, and since she was essentially living with Jesse full-time by that point, she had easy access to get to my work so she could red-pen the shit out of it... even the parts she had red-penned the shit out of before.
And my mentor had me hard at work in his lab, working on his research. I may have grumbled about this a time or two... unwisely. He only grinned like a madman at me and said that my fellowship meant I was his pathetic slave, and since he was going to manumit me so early, he wanted to get his money's worth before that happened.
I sensed that he felt exploiting grad students was a lesson that he had so far failed to properly teach me, and was making up for lost time.
More importantly, he and I were writing a paper together that was going to make some noise in our field when it came out. And I would be second named author.
I still had time for some fun. There was a memorable weekend camping hike with a former student of mine who had since graduated. It was memorable because she didn't like the feel of clothes on her body when hiking. She hadn't liked the feel of clothes on my body much either...
Jesse and I even won the first Bridge Club duplicate tournament, barely edging out Heather and Henry. I was fortunate that Patty's disdain for Bridge made Jesse available as a partner, because he is really good. Even better than Henry, whose talents came as a nasty shock to me. I had originally been paired with Josie, as usual, but I was glad she had a thing, and I managed to pair up with Jesse instead. Josie is a great partner and fun to play with, but she is not nearly the player Jesse is. She is admittedly much better to look at across the table than Jesse, but I felt the need to win.
Apropos of nothing, I missed out on a chance with Dr. Annabeth Gonsalves (PhD, Spanish Literature) a week later, which will stick in my craw forever. Do not give your students your cell number, or they will interrupt you at tragically unfortunate junctures!
But the summer was coming to an end. I had two final classes to teach that upcoming Fall semester, and Patty and her red pen still haunted me. My mentor suddenly told me I had reduced obligations in his lab, which was great, but his announcement came with instructions to re-do every illustration in sections 9, 10, and 11, so they would "look less like third-grade crayon drawings."
*
And agonizingly, Jesse announced that the next pool party would be the last of the year.
A variety of protesting Post-It notes appeared on the bulletin board surrounding that announcement, but after Jesse posted another announcement that if he had to buy any more kegs this year, he was going to have to raise the rent, the graffiti settled to a dull roar.
I had told no one that I was leaving after Christmas, and I was not going to for another couple of months, until I was certain that I actually was leaving. But I still approached this last pool event ready to have the most fun imaginable. I placed a box containing filled water balloons by the score up on my balcony. In case Shit Got Real, I could retreat to my fortress and rain down destruction on my foes from above.
What prompted my paranoia? I had seen Robert and Frank sneaking in armfuls of big squirtguns earlier in the week...
The day was awesome. Jesse was again congratulated for his weather-witchery in choosing days that turned out cloudless and beautiful for pool events. Josie got tired of this and complained that no one gave her any credit for the magic. Susan told her to relax, we all knew who the witch really was, then loudly added that we all just needed to pump up Jesse when Patty was around, so she wouldn't wise up about him.
Josie still seemed miffed, which I could not figure out. She was already the center of attention. Well, she was certainly the center of my attention for a while, given that the woman had actually come to a pool party in a bikini!
It wasn't anything racy. It was a fairly conservatively cut number in a subtle print with shades of blue and purple. But she looked great in it. She was in great shape, with a wiry body accented by some nice curves, above and below. Like Jesse, Josie always had a bruise or maybe a scrape, and probably a band-aid on a finger or two, all from fixing things around the place for us. That day's bandage, and the abrasion on her thigh in an area where her skin was seldom bare, just made her look a little bad-ass.
But my friend did not look comfortable in that suit. So, of course, I teased her about it, because I am evil that way.
"Nice new set of dungarees, dude," I said to her, offering her the beer cup I had just filled before starting to fill another for myself. An artifact of Patty's arrival had been that Jesse no longer spent all of his time around the pool guarding the keg. Sometimes, he made Josie guard the keg instead...
"All my birkas are in the wash," Josie growled at me, taking the beer and drinking. She shifted on her feet. "Actually, the pole dancing work has got me in good enough shape to brave wearing this," she said, looking around nervously at various guys. "But now that I'm out here wearing it, I am not sure I really am brave enough..."
"Hey," I said, shoving her shoulder lightly. "Too late now!"
She grimaced at me.
"Honestly, you have never, since I've known you, not been in shape to wear that suit, Josie," I said reassuringly. That was true, but... insecurities. We all have them. So I teased her some more. "Why are you nervous now? Is there some guy here who is not paying you the attention you are looking for?" I taunted.
That perked her up. "As if! Like Jesse, I'd never hook up with a tenant! Because if I did, whichever asshole among you guys I chose wouldn't wait 24 hours to start whining about a break on the rent!"
I rolled my eyes. Less than half of us would actually try to take advantage of a situation like that... immediately. "Well anyway, you have to know you always look great in your Al from Home Improvement outfits," I said firmly. I knew that Josie and Jesse had watched as much old TV as I had growing up.
"I do not dress like Al!" she protested vigorously.
"You wear flannel work shirts, jeans, and a tool belt. You are Al," I said firmly.
"I wear khaki or jeans shorts, tied-off flannel shirts, and a tool belt. I don't dress like Al, I dress like Pam Anderson or Debbie Dunning.
I knew this was the case, I just wanted to goad her into saying it and embarrassing herself in a way that wasn't self-deprecating.
"Well..." I said reluctantly. "You are better looking in your work outfits than Pamela Anderson."
"But not Debbie Dunning?" she asked, sudden challenge in her voice.
"Not even close, girl," I sighed, picturing the second Tool Time Girl. "Not even close."
Then suddenly, just as I had expected, Shit Got Real.
Robert and Frank, flanked by several others, burst out of the laundry area with dripping squirt guns, the kind with big reservoirs, and began blasting away at everybody.
"Hey!" Josie shrieked, as a stray stream passed across both of us. She ducked and turned.
Across the pool, Jesse, who once might have lost his shit and panicked at all this, just shouted, "Oh Hell no! Not on my watch!" Then he just outright grabbed Frank and, taking two steps, tossed him into the pool.
Patty laughed approvingly.
But Frank held onto Jesse and dragged him into the water after him, at which Patty laughed uproariously. She was promptly hosed down by Becky, who had another of the squirt guns.
I bolted toward the stairs.
"You are bailing? Leaving me unarmed?" Josie yelled at me, merrily disappointed.
"I am not," I called back, and waved for her to join me.
After a half-second's hesitation, she dashed after me.
"What?" she asked as we pelted up the stairs.
I just chuckled and coded us into my apartment, where I dashed for the balcony with Josie in hot pursuit. Stepping out, I pointed at my box full of ready water balloons. "I saw those squirt guns being brought in earlier," I told her smugly.
"Oh, hell yeah," Josie enthused and we each grabbed a balloon. I quickly took aim and hurled one at Becky, the traitor. I hit her a glancing blow, and most of the water splashed past her as the balloon broke.
There are always innocent casualties in war... Sorry, Dave.
Josie took aim and threw a bead at Robert, who deserved it, of course. She nailed him right in the chest and he was soaked. Many people, including most of the armed ones, looked up at Josie's and my cries of triumph.
Turns out, modern squirt guns can shoot a long way, and we both had to turn away from the numerous streams that fired back at my fortress.
Josie ducked, but spied the big, thin blanket I had out there to wrap up in on cool mountain evenings. She grabbed it and swiftly draped it over the railing. "Down!" she cried at me.
Crouched down as we were, we were safe and sound. That thin blanket might as well have been steel plate against water guns.
"Um, I'm pretty sure there is a sign up on the bulletin board right this very minute about how we aren't allowed to hang things on the railings," I grinned.
"I'm the landlord," Josie grinned back. "Do I have to write you a note?"
We grabbed more balloons and began a well-coordinated series of rise, throw, cheer, and duck. Josie's aim remained better than mine. But I hit my share of targets. Together, we made sure that everyone with squirt guns got what was coming to them, along with selected others whom either Josie and I targeted in the moment... or whom I just hit when I missed someone else.
We were all in our twenties, but we were acting like a crowd of twelve-year-olds. It was awesome.
Halfway through my ammunition, I noticed that Josie had pegged Frank for the third time. "You got it in for Frank?" I asked as we fumbled for more slippery balloons.
"He's a good-looking target... a good target," Josie said, correcting herself too late.
I rose and pegged Mimi. She wasn't armed, but she was wearing a thin coverup, and I felt that I'd rather that coverup be transparent so I could appreciate the minimal bikini she had on underneath.
Josie pegged her brother, who was still in the pool, relaxing and grinning at the mayhem. (And making sure nobody ran alongside the pool without getting a warning. Jesse gotta Jesse.) "Hey!" he called, sounding betrayed.
Josie and I crouched down, away from the answering fire. "So, Frank, huh?" I teased.
"He's a tenant, dipshit."
"There are lots of tenants," I mused.
"Your point?" Josie grinned. She rose, as did I, and she tried to nail Frank yet again. But he was wise by this point and grabbed Becky as a human shield. Becky took the blast like a woman. Both Josie and I took some heavy fire before we could duck back down again.
We went on like that through most of the rest of my box of balloons. Given how good a mood Jesse was in lately and how well my machinations had worked to help him get that way, I pondered a few options to hook Josie up with Frank. I discarded them all because Josie seemed firm about the 'no tenants' rule. Also, Frank was a part-time douche. Also... just... no.
We were down to two balloons, and while no one below knew that, the water gun types had a whole pool to endlessly reload from.
"Follow my lead," Josie instructed. We stood and brandished our last ammo."Enough!" Josie called with conviction.
Some joker thought it would be a good idea to take a shot at me while I was standing still and hosed me. I nailed him in the face with my last balloon. An auspicious time to finally get as accurate as Josie.
"I said enough," Josie bellowed again. "We can just keep drowning you rats, or we can call a truce, and Jesse will be able to fire up the grill. Who's with me?"
There was a general cheer. A few gunmen were reluctant to give up the fun, and were tossed into the pool to bring them around.
"All right!" called Jesse. "Chow time!"
We all cheered, and Josie nailed me with the last balloon at point-blank range. "That for not telling me something was up, Mister Prepared!"
*
Sunday, the night after, I was on my balcony, sitting in one of my chairs and working on my laptop. I wasn't doing anything for my thesis, which was feeling temporarily under control, but was instead researching apartments, insurance, etc., out in Colorado.
I saw the light come on directly across from me, and I looked up to see Susan in her apartment. Her curtains were open so she could see me as well as I could see her. She waved, and I waved back to let her know I saw her. She turned back into her apartment and started making something, probably a sandwich, in her kitchen.
I went back to shaking my head at the prices of rental housing out in Rocky Mountain country, and again pondered the wisdom of perhaps buying a condo sooner rather than later. If I was going to spend half my salary on a place to put a pillow and store my skis, I might want to think about trying to accumulate a little equity as well.
When I looked up again, Susan was standing in her kitchen eating her sandwich... topless in those awesome jeans she liked to wear. She saw me jerk in my seat at the sight, and waved at me again. Then she went back to her sandwich.
Was I being teased, or invited? She had done both to me at random times. For now, it was just tease, as she simply turned away from me, denying me a view of anything but her bare back and fantastic, jeans-clad ass. Which was not nothing.
Well, it was something. It was a distraction from my housing research.
Fuck the research. As I began to ignore the laptop entirely, the lights next to Susan came on and Becky entered her apartment, arms full of groceries. She went to close her drapes, but spied me across the way. I waved to her. She just waved back and pulled her drapes open all the way instead, then went back to unloading the numerous bags she had somehow managed to carry up the stairs with her tiny frame.
I looked back at the main attraction and realized that Susan had disappeared. Gone into her bedroom I guessed. She'd be back. Wouldn't she? I could but hope.
Next door, Becky also headed into her bedroom. She was also back first, fast enough I had not even gone back to my laptop. But she had changed clothes, into a long teeshirt, leaving her barefoot with her lithe little legs free and uncovered. Nice. She bustled about industriously, apparently lost in her own world. She did look up toward me at least once, and smiled when she caught me looking her way. But other than that, she ignored me.
Susan reappeared, having changed nothing. 'Thanks, buddy,' I thought. 'The things you do for me...' She plopped down on her couch, which gave me a stupendous profile, and started reading a book. I began to worry that I would be yet again settling for tease, not play, tonight.
I could get by with that. I could especially do so once I realized that Becky was also feeling tease-y that evening. She started doing exercises, including spreading her legs and touching the floor in front of her. While facing directly away from me. The back of her teeshirt rode up plenty far enough to give me a view of some fairly minimal panties.
The little shimmy she put in her ass made me suspect she knew I might be still watching. The way she straightened up and lifted the shirt far enough to flash me her tits, made me... um, more certain.
But then she too went back to her evening workout and ignored me.
Both of them had their drapes open, but I assumed that my only neighbor with as clear a view as mine had gone out that night, like she almost always did. Also, both Becky and Susan were keeping far enough back inside their apartments that they would not be seen by anyone anywhere else in the complex. These were private shows for me. At the same time.
Despite the flash, I guessed that Becky's antics were more or less incidental. She realized that she was in a watchable state, I was watching, and she was rolling with it. But Susan's actions, despite the way she was ignoring me at the moment, were obviously more intentional. The whole topless jeans thing, after all, was my fetish and she knew it.
It briefly occurred to me that this was a helluva coincidence, to have them both decide to play our little games on the same night, but a coincidence was exactly what it was. Despite living next to each other, the two were friendly, not friends. I was certain that I knew more about either of them than they knew about each other. They were not the kind of friends to get together and coordinate torturing their mutual occasional fuckbuddy.
Fuckbuddies.
As consolation prizes went, a bevy of hot fuckbuddies went was right on up there. But that really was what they were. I could not have what I wanted here, but I was lucky enough to have female neighbors who, um, kept the loneliness at bay.
That said, I missed Het. I missed Dana. It wasn't every day anymore. And I had long since passed fantasizing about getting either back someday. Too many formative years had passed apart. If I met up with either woman I had once loved, we would hardly recognize each other's souls, and that would break my heart all over again.
Fantastic scenery that I occasionally had sex with was great, even on nights like this where it was shaping up that the sex part wasn't going to happen, but I deep down still just wanted what every man wants: A brainy supermodel with the lips of a courtesean who only has eyes for me.
Right?
I would find a new love in Colorado when I settled down at last. A lasting love. It might take years, and I was damned sure going to change the way I lived my life while I searched. When I met The One, a bevy of active fuckbuddies out there might make me pass on her. Or her pass me. Or I might mistake her for one of them.
But here? In the meantime? I was going to enjoy the available bevy to the fullest.
Could you stock up on sex?
I kept a corner of my eye on Becky, and several times when I looked, she was providing a nice leg show, but there were no more tits. And even what she was showing seemed mostly unintentional. So I focused more and more on Susan, who was getting more and more... showy.
At one point, she put down the book and stretched on her couch, doing all sorts of wonderful things to her tits as she lifted her arms over her shoulders. Later, she stood up and started puttering around the room as if tidying up. But there was no mess that I could see, and she sure wasn't throwing away anything significant. She was doing a lot of bending and twisting though, which caused a lot of boob dangling and swaying.
After a particularly fine example of the casual, stealth boob flaunt, Susan straightened and looked right at me for the first time in a while. I smiled. She smiled back.



What the fuck.
I lifted my glass, pointed at it, and waved her over. Susan grinned and grabbed at her shirt.
I grinned too. I hopped up, grabbed my laptop, and went inside my apartment, closing the curtains and turning on my porch light, so no one would see in. Suddenly I was absolutely horny.
I wonder why.
There was a soft knock, and I went to open the door. Susan slipped in as soon as I opened it, and I closed and locked it swiftly behind her. I turned and she was instantly in my arms. She kissed me deeply, and I returned the favor.
"I know you were offering wine, but it has been a crazy day and I need something a little more intoxicating," she breathed, then stuck her tongue in my mouth. I just grabbed her ass and squeezed, then tugged at her shirt. She just lifted her arms happily and I tugged the hastily donned garment off her once more. She had not bothered to bring a bra with her.
Such great tits to look at... They were even better filling my hands as I suckled on a nipple.
Susan fumbled her hands on my belt as I feasted, but before she could get it unbuckled, there was a quick knock on my door.
We rolled our eyes at each other, and Susan languidly stepped back and into my kitchen, out of sight of the entry. "Jesse," she muttered, shaking her head.
At this time of night, it had to be Jesse. Jesse was a freaking luddite. He hated the phone, so he went and knocked on your door if he wanted to talk to you. I wondered what he wanted to consult with me about. Even after the water balloons at the pool, he seemed imperviously convinced that I was one of the exceptionally responsible ones. I realized I was probably about to have to leave topless Susan in my kitchen so I could lift some neighbor's toilet while Jesse installed a new wax ring seal to fix a leak. I had done that twice before.
I unlatched and opened the door, and Becky slid in uninvited before I could do or say anything!
"Uhh," I said uncertainly, letting the door close again in bemusement. I did take a step to put myself between her and the rest of my apartment though. I finally registered that she still had the teeshirt on, but had pulled on a pair of shorts and tucked it in.
"Thanks for the invite," she said breathlessly. "I waved you over earlier, but I think you missed it, Mister Decidated to His Computer! I would love that glass of wine... in a minute" Then she reached up around my neck, pulled me down, and planted a really rather tremendous kiss on me.
Oh shit.
"Ahem," said Susan, who had appeared around the corner and was leaning in leonine fashion against the wall. She had done nothing about clothes and just propped up the wall, tits out and all.
Oh shit.
Becky kind of goggled at Susan. Susan grinned, not entirely nicely. "I think I was offered a glass of wine first, Ken."
Wine. Wine would help. Pouring them both a glass of wine would help. Wine always helped.
Wine was not going to help.
I was still going to pour them some, and leapt desperately to the kitchen. I grabbed a bottle from the fridge, choosing almost entirely on the basis of there being a screwtop, and I would not have to fuck around dangerously long with a corkscrew. This was a time for decisive action to keep my friendships, and my very hide, intact.
Men in a stable relationship with a woman they loved did not have situations like this happen to them...
My glasses clinked dangerously as I yanked three out of my cabinet and poured. With trembling hands, I turned back holding two of the glasses. I was confronted with both women having followed me into the kitchen, but standing well apart on either side of me.
Neither seemed to be sure who to glower at me, or the other. When they glowered at each other, I wished they would glower at me instead. But when they glowered at me, well...
But they each took a glass.
Susan, I guess by dint of refusing to cover her tits, went first. "So you were looking at both of us this evening, Ken? Which of us were you inviting over?"
"What she said," Becky added. They looked at each other in a fleeting moment of sisterhood.
They could go back to opposition, as far as I was concerned.
"Can I plead the fifth?" I said weakly.
They both barked at that. And then we all awkwardly took a sip of the wine. Susan stopped short and looked at her glass, then took another sip. "This isn't half bad stuff," she said to Becky, more to leave me twisting than to extend an olive branch, I suspected.
Becky only shrugged. We all took a sip in silence, then I raised my glass tentatively. "A toast?" I asked softly. "To this good home. May the roof above never fall in. And may those beneath never fall out."
Weak, I know.
"Why do I get the vibe that this is not your first rodeo with Ken?" Becky not-quite snapped at Susan.
Susan just grinned and not-quite snapped back, "Probably the same reason I have the same sensation about you and Ken." They both shared a tiny, but apparently genuine grin.
But then Becky shook her head, her cheeks coloring. "Fuck," she sighed to me. "I am pretty sure it was Susan you were waving over. She got here first, and you seemed surprised to see me, now that I think about it. Should you decide to actually invite me back, it is going to take a call to make it happen, Mister! I'll go now," she added, her voice softening.
"Ehhh, I don't know if you have to go," Susan said suddenly, as if a lightbulb had gone on over her head.
"What?" both Becky and I said at the same time.
Susan just shrugged, and ignoring me, she looked at Becky. "Seems like we were both feeling like a little Ken tonight. As far as I can see, there is actually quite a lot of Ken here. I'll bet that with the right amount of cajoling, he might be able to satisfy both our cravings."
Becky laughed at that, as did Susan. But after a few seconds, Becky started to understand that Susan was serious. "Noooo..." she breathed.
Susan just shrugged. It was a scenic shrug that did more for me than Becky, but it drew both our eyes.
"Fuck it, okay," said Becky, before Susan could change her mind, and she tugged her teeshirt off as well.
It was only now that I caught up with things and realized that Susan had been serious.
Oh shit.
Oh boy oh boy oh boy!
Fair dues. Men in loving, stable relationships did not have this happen either...
They looked at each other. Then Becky shook her head. "Problem is, I have to stand here next to those," she groused pointing at Susan's chest.
"Please," Susan snorted supportively. "You are tiny, those aren't," she said, pointing back at Becky's petite-yet-not breasts. To be clear, they looked quite big on her tiny, elfin frame. I happened to know that they did not fill my hands, but they looked, moved, and felt like big breasts.
Oh, and they were super fun in the exact same ways as big breasts.
Becky, and Susan, both looked at me like I was weird. I must have said that last bit out loud.
What I am saying is that Susan was a big, generous C-Cup, bordering on a D, while Becky was at minimum, a solid C herself, I'm not sure how much more. I'm not sure about either, honestly. I wasn't whipping out any tape measures. That in no way meant that their tits were actually the same size. Let's just guestimate, for pedantic scientific purposes here, that Susan was a bare 36D, and Becky that solid 30/32C. But if you saw them separately against a blank background with no idea of scale, you'd guess they had similarly sized breasts.
Nerd time-out: 95% of dudes have no fucking clue what they are talking about with cup sizes... or bust measurements. I am a scientist. I like tits. They fascinate me. So when I was informed of my own ignorance about the terminology, I took it upon myself to science up, and learn this important nomenclature.
The number in bra size is the circumference of her torso below the breasts, not around them. The size of a woman's boobs has nothing to do with the number in her measurements, which only denote the size of her rib cage, and the amount of muscle or fat on top of it. A woman with a 48DD bust will not necessarily have visibly big tits. 48 just means that she is a giant, or, um, chonky. A woman with a 32DD bust, on the other hand, is a porn star. The cup size is a relative measurement, not an absolute. It indicates how much bigger her circumference around her bust is than around her torso--roughly an inch a cup size. Five inches bigger than 48 is not necessarily that much. Five inches bigger than 32 is very, very much. Usually.
Listen, all you liberal arts majors, relative measurements are important to us science types. They are just as important as grammatical rules or the date of the Battle of Hastings to you softies.
If you want to sell a woman a bra, then worry about her bust measurements. Otherwise, forget that shit and pay attention to how to have fun with her tits, big or small.
The point of this digression, besides my wanting to rant about it, is that Becky is tiny. Her breasts are not large if you measure them in absolute terms, say by grabbing them with your hands. But they are big on her, and they look fucking fabulous.
The two women stopped looking at me and my incomprehensible outbursts. Actually, the few words I had said out loud were just random comments about breasts, so both of these women probably pretty much marked them down as standard guy shit... to be easily ignored.
"So what do we do?" Becky asked. "Just like take turns taking him into the bedroom and otherwise drink his wine?"
Susan laughed and sipped at her glass. "I'm down with drinking all of Ken's wine, but absolutely not to the rest! We can play with him right here."
Becky looked at her. "Okay... I guess I can see some sex close up..." Susan smirked at her, looking her topless form up and down. You could see Becky realize that meant being seen close-up too. She blanched, paused, then grinned. "Okay. Yeah."
Yep. Becky liked to show off. That had been established earlier.
But Susan wasn't done. "But come on, Becky. This is a tall drink of water with a... hey Ken. Why are we sitting here with our tits out, and you are fully clothed?"
This seemed to be an excellent way to get Becky on the same page with her, because our tiny potential playmate swiftly jumped in. "Yeah, Ken! We need some skin! Some real skin. Drop 'em, big boy!"
I stared at them both. Then I pulled my shirt off over my head. I was immediately razzed by both for missing the point.
Fine.
I was the potential big winner here anyway, right? I dropped my shorts, and my underwear without further hesitation. Both of these women had, separately, seen everything on other occasions already.
They both seemed to be happy to see everything again, especially since everything was showing signs of extreme interest by this point.
There was a pause, and then Susan went back to ignoring me and focusing on Becky. "As I was saying, this tall drink of water has lots of delicious acreage, I say we both enjoy it with no waiting in line."
Becky started to guffaw, then stopped as Susan just arched her eyebrows at her. Susan then turned and stood beside me, she pulled my head to the side to kiss me, then stroked her hand down my chest to my cock and gave it a few idle strokes. Then she turned her head toward Becky and... beckoned.
Becky laughed and shook her head... but, I was thrilled to see, it was in bemusement, not refusal. Then she approached me from the opposite side, twisted my head to her side and down to kiss her upturned face. The she just flat-out grabbed my junk and started playing with it.
"That's it, girl," Susan laughed, and suddenly tugged my face back to kiss her instead.
"Hey!" Becky objected.
"Oh, kiss something else," Susan said in faux irritation. She pointed at Becky's hand stroking my cock. "You are monopolizing it anyway."
Becky again laughed. Susan had her laughing a lot. "Don't mind if I do," she giggled, then knelt down before us. She had never relinquished her hold on me, and she slid her lips apart to press my dick between them.
She looked up at me as she slid me in, to my accompanying groan, and suddenly realized she was looking up at two people watching her. Again, there was a moment of doubt, followed by an almost gloating one of supreme confidence.
I also was quite familiar with Becky's skill level in this. I was astoundingly eager to experience that expertise yet again. But I was also a little eager to see how Susan dealt with seeing it. She seemed to have been the driver here so far, and I wondered how she would handle Becky's fairly showy mastery.
Said mastery, of course, meaning Becky relaxing her jaw, bobbing on my cock a time or two, then easily taking my thick dick down her delicate throat with seeming ease. My groans grew rapidly more appreciative.
Susan clung to me much harder for a second. Then she hissed, "Damn, girl!" Almost involuntarily, she sank to her knees next to Becky. "I... that is... fucking amazing," she enthused, as Becky kept sliding me in and out of her throat. She kept a suddenly wary eye on the proximity of Susan beside her, though.
"I mean, I hear some girls can take a cock that deep, but you? With that hog?" Susan babbled on.
A repeat disclaimer. I do not have a 'hog'. I am fully, but not extravagantly proportioned. I will admit though, that my dick disappearing in its entirety into Becky's delicate little face, stretching her lips wide, did make me look kinda huge. Susan knew better, or she should have, but at that moment, she seemed to believe her own terminology.
Becky just eyeballed her while she kept sucking me in and out, though less warily, and more superiorly.
"Let me try," Susan implored.
Becky popped off at that, in surprise. "What?"
"Let me try," Susan repeated, and lightly grabbed my cock. She bent over and swirled her tongue around me before sliding me into her mouth. I couldn't help it, I groaned. Susan definitely knew what she was doing, and I kept on groaning at how her tongue cradled me, her lips stroked my shaft, and her cheeks brushed my head.
But Becky had challenged her, and Susan soon began bobbing harder and harder on me. I felt my tip brush the entrance of her throat, and she gagged. She slid me free of her lips for a moment and she took a gasp of air. Then, with a look at Becky, who was staring bemusedly at her (and stroking my ass), Susan slid me back into her mouth.
She resumed bobbing on me, and again it was fabulous. All I could ask for, really. But then I felt Susan hold her breath and try again to slide me into her throat. She went faster now, and choked once more, badly this time. She pulled off of me in a fit of coughing, tears in her eyes.
"Oh, hey!" I cried. "Don't..."
"Easy, girl," Becky overrode me. "You can't just hold your breath and rush it past your gag reflex, Susan! It doesn't work that way."
"Obviously," Susan coughed. "But dammit, I just don't see how..."
"Maybe we will just have to agree that while you have bigger tits, I have a smaller gag reflex," Becky said smugly.
"Are you all right?" I asked, still concerned, because Susan still looked a little teary-eyed.
"I'm fine," Susan said, wiping her final tear away and smiling in a way that was a little bit grimace but mostly grin. She turned to Becky. "And we are leaving this poor guy hanging, aren't we? Let's both get back to this."
"Both?" Becky asked.
"I bow to your superior skills," Susan said, suddenly back to taking charge. "Have at it. But I can suck on his balls while you work. I'm pretty sure you won't mind. Will you, Ken?"
I shook my head emphatically no. But, I had some memories... "Your skills are perfect too, Susan," I said carefully. "The two of you could lick and... everything at once?" I tried not to make that a question, but my voice curled up at the end despite my best efforts.
Becky, unfortunately, laughed at the idea. "Yeah, if we both make out with your cock at the same time, we'll end up making out with each other." She shared a laugh with Susan, who mostly just shrugged and with no further delay just leaned down further, bracing herself on the floor with one arm, and started kissing my balls. She beckoned with her other hand, curling her fingers invitingly.
Suddenly, several things occurred to me. I of course already knew that Susan was bisexual. But I suddenly now realized that Becky did not know this. And that Susan knew that Becky did not know. And that Susan thought Becky was hot.
Alas, I also realized that I would be a total scuzz if I didn't somehow make sure that Becky knew these facts.
But when Becky shrugged and bent to take my tip back into her mouth, taking some time to show that she was very, very good at this, even without the whole deepthroat thing, I knew that I was, in fact, a total scuzz. I was suddenly very invested in seeing how it all came out.
Of course, I was mostly totally invested in making sure that it all continued.
Becky, for her part, was simply invested in showing off. Soon, she was sliding me deeper into her mouth, and suddenly her lips were down to my root. The feeling of sliding down her throat was never ever going to be anything other than deliciously electric. Even better, Susan took this moment to open her lips wide and suck both my balls into her mouth where her tongue took to torturing them.
The two of them, Becky at least, were trying to pull off this maneuver without touching each other much, but that was impossible, and that sight only added to the sudden spiraling of my arousal. Becky's naked breast kept pressing against Susan's shoulder. She flinched the first time or two, but after she pulled off for a deep gasp and then sucked me back in again, she let her breast fully smash against Susan with no hesitation.
My cock had had enough. It wanted more, but it wasn't going to get it. The whole situation, the two topless babes, the double-ended blowjob, the way I was buried in Becky's throat, was too much.
I caroled a warning that I was about to come, and instantly Susan's tongue lashed faster around my balls. Becky twisted her head around me with her lips clamped to the base of my shaft. This swung her face around about an inch from Susan's and dragged her sweet tits across her shoulder.
My knees buckled as my first shot of jizz sprang forth and into the depths of Becky's throat. The sensation was too strong, too good. And when I say my knees buckled, they really did. I stumbled, losing my ability to stand. As I fought against falling all the way to my knees, I nevertheless sank instantly.
Fortunately, my balls popped free of Susan's surprised mouth without any toothy injury, just as my cock slid abruptly from Becky's mouth. My hands went unconsciously to both their shoulders to catch my fall.
But I was not done coming. A second spurt rushed up my cock just as it was sliding free of Becky's throat. A bit erupted while I was still between her lips, but the rest splattered across her face as we moved relative to each other. Becky jerked involuntarily away in surprise. I just kept going and my final spurt arched through the air where Becky's face had been, splattering down onto Susan's face below.
Somehow, she had the instant presence of mind, despite a suddenly sticky face, to grab my shaft and pump it furiously. The sudden resumption of stimulation was mind-blowing. My hands gripped even harder on both their bare shoulders, and I gasped in erotic distress as I unleashed a final flood of cum. This eruption was not so powerful, but it was probably the most copious, and it cascaded, rather than arched down into Susan's open mouth.
Suddenly, we were all laughing hysterically. Well, Becky and I were, Susan was giggling but keeping her full mouth closed. After a moment's hilarity, she opened her mouth toward Becky. I could see my spunk all over her tongue. "Wamp thum?" she asked Becky.



Becky laughed again, but of course only smacked her lips and wiped a strand of my jizz from her own face into her mouth. "No thanks! I've got plenty!"
They both laughed again, as Susan cleared her mouth.
"Seriously, Dude," Susan said after a long swallow. "That was too much fucking cum." She shook her head. "Either you go get us some towels, or Becky and I are going to have to lick this off each other!"
Becky laughed again, while imperiously pointing toward my kitchen.
Nicely played, Susan. Always worth a try, I guess.
My legs were something resembling self-supporting by now, and I went to get the towels. I opened the drawer and almost grabbed two from the rag side before I wised up. I grabbed two of my brand-new, soft, white hand towels instead, and returned with them. Both girls stood and took them, cleaning their faces. I just stood and watched, my cock deflating despite the incredible vista in my apartment.
I just shook my head and muttered, "Oh, my God..."
"Problem, Ken?" Susan asked in amusement.
"No problem," I said in the most obvious comment ever. "I am just trying to figure out how I am going to manage to bring the two of you to such a series of screaming orgasms that Jesse comes running to see what's the matter!"
Becky reacted with widened eyes. Susan smirked, however. "Jesse, huh? Hoping he'd join in?"
Becky barked at that. But then she teased, "Oh, I think in that case, Ken'd rather it was Josie who came to see what's the matter."
That image fleeted through my mind before I could suppress it. I only growled, "Neither of them would join in," I declared. "But," I added almost wistfully, "if Jesse saw this, he'd worship the ground I walk on for all eternity."
With that, I swiftly snaked an arm around each of them and pulled them hard against my body, four lovely tits smashing suddenly into me from both sides. I slid my hands down to each cup a delicious but different backside, and I twisted my face to kiss Susan deeply. I let my tongue probe her mouth for too short a moment, then I turned to kiss Becky as deeply.
The three of us made out like that, plastered against each other, my mouth on an odyssey of lips and tongues, for a delightful interlude before I realized that my hands were full of clothed asses, while my own backside was bare. I disengaged and stood back.
"Hey," I said puckishly. "I am bare-assed here, and you both still have pants on." I narrowed my eyes. "The first one naked gets to start making all the noise!"
"Oh we are to compete, are..." Susan began to scoff, before she realized that Becky was already ripping her shorts off. Even if she hadn't delayed, Susan had no chance of beating Becky, whose loose elastic shorts slid right off with her panties in a single, easy motion. Susan's painted-on jeans were going to take some effort.
She barely had her fly unzipped, revealing a lime-green scrap of lace that looked as if it had aspirations of being a thong when it grew up, when Susan conceded. "You win, girl," she said, waving at Becky. "I'll watch while I get ready for my turn."
Gleefully, I pounced on Becky, lifting her and carrying her little form easily to my dinette table. I kissed her as I set her down, and I could see in her eyes curiosity about whether I was going to fuck her or eat her. The idea of just burying myself in her definitely occurred to me too, but my cock was only barely back to half-mast. Besides, if the three of us started in on the fucking already, I'd probably not get the chance to lick any pussy, and I was not missing out on that with either of them.
We kissed a moment longer, as I rested my hands on the tops of her legs, my thumbs softly caressing the firm flesh of her inner thighs. Then I bent down to kiss briefly each incredibly perky nipple. I wanted to linger there longer, but I had a need to thank these women viscerally for what I had just received, and the road to a thousand orgasms starts with the first.
I sank to my knees before her and slid my hands around and back to squeeze the top of her ass. I leaned in and began to kiss an inner thigh, right where my thumb had been. Then I moved higher in a little series of licks, kisses, and even a nibble here and there.
Here, at least, I forced myself to be patient and tease her properly. I moved around her shaven area, arching up and over it across her lower belly, and beside and around it on her hips and legs. I let myself take a few tiny licks and plant a few kisses on her slit here and there, but always retreated immediately.
I looked up at Becky as she looked down on my efforts. Her face was deeply flushed already, and she begged eagerly, "Just get on with it!" I only grinned and moved up to lick her belly button.
"Yeah, Ken. Get on with it," Susan breathed, suddenly beside us. She ran her fingers through my hair and grinned at Becky. "The girl needs it bad by now."
Becky looked taken aback at how close Susan had gotten so as to watch us, but I also saw her inner exhibitionist wanting to show off.
I placed my face right between her legs and slowly, firmly dragged my wet tongue up the length of her slit. At the top, I slid back down and at last began to work my taster inside her. She was every bit as delicious as I remembered as I delved in. Becky squealed happily as I pressed in, then whooped as I slid my tongue upward to lash at her so far untouched clit.
I worked a finger up inside of Becky, then began working on getting a second in there to help. My tongue just kept gently lashing her bean as I worked. "Ohhhhh!" Becky moaned, then her voice soared upward and her head lolled back as I started finger fucking her with my fingers curled to caress what I already knew was her gee.
"Damn, girl!" Susan breathed. "He's good, isn't he?" she asked almost rhetorically.
"Mmm hmm," Becky answered anyway, in a high-pitched whine. She still seemed weirded out by Susan looking over us... looming over her, but I could tell that putting on a show was winning over being uncomfortable.
"Does she taste good?" Susan asked me almost breathlessly. "Does she taste as good as me?"
I kept pulsing my fingers in and out of Becky, but lifted my head to grin up at Susan. "She's fucking delicious."
"Shut! Up!" Becky wailed, in disbelief that I was about to get into a conversation with Susan.
Susan just laughed and pushed my head back down between Becky's legs, not that I fought her. "You can tell me who tastes better after you have a current sample from each of us." The fact that she left her hand resting on the back of my head, right between Becky's thighs, was not lost on me, but it was on Becky.
Of course, what I was doing might have distracted Tinker Belle just a hair.
She was delicious. And the sensation of feeling her body wind itself into knots from what my tongue was doing had my body and ego alike getting wound up as well.
"Oh fuuuuuuuck," Becky gasped. "That's... shiiiiiiiiiiiiit! Yeeeee... eeeeee... eeeeesssssss!" she screamed, that last 'yes' lasting what had to be twenty seconds as her hips bounced up and down so fast as to be more of a vibration.
"So. Fucking. Hot... watching her scream like that," Susan murmured, staring down at Becky, whose brow had broken out in a sweat, and was panting hard, her naked chest heaving. I was sure enjoying the sight as I rose slowly from her pussy, and I got the feeling that Susan was enjoying it too.
She was enjoying it so much, she turned my head to her and laid a deep, hungry kiss on me with massive amounts of tongue in and around my mouth.
"Eww. Bet you're wishing you made him wipe his face first," Becky said, in her first coherent sound in a while.
Susan laughed. I did too. "I gotta be honest," she said slowly to Becky, "You don't taste bad at all..."
"Ahhh!" Becky laughed. "Perv! People will say things, girl." Then she slapped the table beside her. "Now, your turn in the target zone, Susan. I want to watch you freak out next."
I suspected that Susan was not going to get out of this evening experience as a whole all that she wanted. Becky was not drinking in Susan's nudity the way Susan was drinking in hers. But Becky did want to watch. Susan might be a natural exhibitionist while I am a natural voyeur. But Becky seemed to have both streaks in her in equal measure.
I was winning here, regardless. As meaningless sex went, things were going great lately. I had better make sure Susan put on a show for Becky!
I grabbed Susan, half manhandling her boobs, and half tickling her under the armpits. She squirmed against me happily, and I twisted her back against the table. Before I could lift her up, she hopped up herself.
I did not tease Susan. I could tell she was already fit to be tied, and my by now well-resurgent cock was urging me to get on with... everything. I bent right down and gave her a long, deep lick, sliding a finger inside her in the wake of my tongue's passage up her furrow.
Within what felt like just a minute, I had Susan sweating as well. "So, does she taste as good as me?" Becky stage-whispered in my ear. Susan did not mind having Becky's face resting aside her thigh as Becky spoke.
She did mind when I raised my head to tell Becky, "I think I need to finish my entire meal before I pass judgment, and then I'm going to refuse to tell either of you."
"No fair!" Becky protested.
"Just fucking get on with it," Susan protested. Becky laughed and returned Susan's favor by pushing my head back between her legs.
Susan looked at Becky. "Don't worry. We will tickle it out of him here in a... Oh God!" she interrupted herself as I pressed hard on her clit with my tongue. It took only a few seconds of that gentle undulation, and the addition of a second finger to her insides, before Susan was moaning loudly.
"Hold... Hold my hand," she begged Becky suddenly. "I'm gonna lose it here."
"Uh," Becky temporized, then she shrugged and clasped hands with Susan.
"Thanks... oh shit... thanks," Susan cried, clinging to Becky's hand, pulling it toward her, and incidentally toward her tits.
For Becky's part, I could see that she was simply too enthralled to notice yet the back of her hand touching Susan's breast. "You guys, this is better than the best porno," she murmured, eyes riveted to my face, half-buried as it was in Susan's twat.
"Really?" Susan asked, the words helping her bear down and not lose it entirely already. I had found exactly what revved her engine, and she was bordering redline. "I... don't watch porn."
"Really?" Becky said, surprised, absently trying to pull her hand away from Susan's bust. "You don't know what you are missing."
"Neither do you, girl," Susan panted hoarsely.
"What? What am I..."
"Fucking hell! Yes!" Syuan interrupted. The redline had happened. My face was being drenched with free-flowing juices, and I had to grab a thigh to keep her still enough to press the torture home as she came. She rapidly could take no more, and batted at my head, then shoved me away.
Becky sat still on the edge of the table, but she retrieved her hand from Susan's grasp, and from her tits, and clapped happily. "What a show, you two!"
I grinned, then leaned forward to kiss Becky. Hard. Her eyes shot open and the inevitable flavor experience hit her. She tried to pull away instinctively, but my hand on the back of her head held her tight. She wasn't grossed out so much as surprised, and kissed me back somewhat happily. But she only gave me a little tongue. So I gave her a lot. A lot of Susan-flavored tongue.
You are welcome, Susan.
Becky at last shoved me away. "Well, that happened," she muttered. But then she added, "All right, Ken, time to tell us who tastes better. And fair warning, we both know what the other tastes like now," she laughed.
"I see no percentage in giving an answer to that question," I said, wiping Susan and a shit-eating grin off my face.
The two looked at each other, then as one they turned back to me and raised their hands making threatening tickling motions in my direction.
"Oh no!" I said holding up my hands. But I was feeling my oats by this point. "You want an answer, you are going to have to fuck it out of me!"
The answer to their question was actually Susan, but by the barest of margins. Not that I was ever going to say that out loud to anyone, much less the two of them.
The girls looked at each other. "Fucking does sound more fun than tickling..." Susan mused, talking to Becky, but looking at me from where she was righting herself on my table.
"Truly," Becky nodded beside her, looking at me as well.
But then they looked at each other and grinned. "But tickling sounds fun too," Becky giggled.
I retreated rapidly, but they were both off the dinette in a flash, and where the hell was I supposed to run away to in a one-bedroom apartment?
I let them catch up to me back by my big, living room sofa. I felt both their hands on me at the same time, and they indeed began tickling me under my armpits and up my sides.
How the fuck they both sensed that I am unpleasantly ticklish, I'll never know. But I had developed good instincts over the years about how to handle a naked woman who wanted to tickle me. I was about to find out if those instincts worked with two naked women.
I spun around in their grasp to face away from the couch, and reached around them both to tickle them in turn under their arms. It made me very vulnerable to both their tickling, but giggles are contagious, especially while tickling, and we were all losing it in an instant. Then I shifted my arms and pulled both of them hard against me while I let myself fall backward onto the couch. I thus pulled them with me, and even Becky, in the heat of the moment, did not seem to mind that her naked body landed half-lying atop Susan's. Susan, I was sure, did not mind at all.
The three of us wrestled around for a bit. Both girls were considerate enough to ensure that neither kneed me in the balls, but otherwise, it was pretty much a free-for-all all for a minute. But Becky almost instinctively wriggled herself to one side, mostly disengaging herself from Susan. Unfortunately, she didn't disengage from me, and the tickling continued.
I went for my next trick for when tickling back doesn't stop things. I bent my neck and clamped my lips around one of Susan's nipples. I sucked loudly and Susan shrieked in happy surprise. But the very second I felt her body slow and her breast push forward against my face, I whipped my head around and away and began to devour one of Becky's miniaturely massive mams instead.
Becky's nipple was already a hard little pea before I went for it, and it rolled around marvelously against my questing tongue. "Oh, fuck yeah," she groaned. Both, as I hoped, were getting distracted from the fucking tickling.
"Hey!" Susan protested. "This isn't fair. She's getting a longer turn!" In her indignation, she leaned over her and drooped a breast over against the side of my face. "Me me me!" she added. She did not press her breast actually against Becky's, but it was less than an inch away.
This was perfect. It could have been creepy, but it was not. Susan clearly wanted to play with Becky if it happened, but she wanted to play with me even if it didn't. She might present every opportunity she could to Becky for a little experimentation, but she was clearly committed to ensuring that Becky would have to make any choices on her own. Three different people, three different agendas. All were going to be more-or-less satisfied. And I was going to have all kinds of fun finding out which ones were satisfied how.
I shifted my face back to Susan's chest and took her larger, more heavy breast back between my lips. Her nipples were deliciously erect, but I doubted they ever got as hard as Becky's did. As with how differently these two women tasted, I just didn't care.
Becky pulled back as I changed targets. She wasn't shying away from proximity to Susan this time, she just seemed to want a better vantage to watch me try to inhale the tit I was attending to.
"Yesssss," Susan sighed. "Becky, I don't think the tickling worked," she added softly.
"Yeah," Becky snorted. "He did say we'd have to fuck it out of him..." I suddenly felt what had to be Becky's tiny hand fondling my cock gently. But then she pulled it away cruelly after a single caress.
"Ah well," Susan sighed exaggeratedly. "I hate to give a whiny baby what he wants, but... who shall interrogate him first?" Her hand now gave my cock the gentlest, and unfortunately briefest, of tugs.
I wanted to object to being called a baby, despite actively nursing on Susan at that moment. I also wanted to try nursing on Becky a little as well. But I really, really liked the way this conversation between them was going, so I stood pat, suffering through the agony of Susan's awesome nipple in my face while two gorgeous women negotiated who would get my dick first.
Oh, woe is me.
"It's too bad we can't both fuck him at once," Becky joked, taking another turn at exploring my single fucking stick with her fingertips.
"Mmm..." Susan murmured. Then suddenly she exclaimed, "Oooh!" and leaned away from me, my lips losing their grip with a pop. "I know," she added excitedly. She leaned down to kiss me briefly and excitedly, but distractedly, then climbed up fully onto the couch with her legs folded up underneath herself like she was settling in for a chat.
"What?" Becky asked, confused.
"Okay, we..." Susan started to say, then paused. "Don't get bored," she instructed me, who was in no danger of boredom, and pushed my head down toward Becky's chest. I quite happily got down to nursing on her, supplementing my lips' efforts now with my hands.
"We can definitely both fuck him at once... sort of," Susan said. Becky had let go of my cock once more to run her fingers through my hair, and Susan took over keeping things happy below.
I really did not want to derail whatever these two were cooking up, but I could not help but bite Becky's nipple, just a bit.
"Whoah!" Becky yelped. "Do that some more. But Susan, we can lay him out on this couch or his bed, and I'm sure his tongue will be up to keeping one of us happy. But, um, who gets the dick first? Don't think that just because you are holding it right now, that means you automatically go first."
Susan chuckled easily. "I said, 'sort of.'" She leaned forward to press her breasts around the back of my head as I suckled on Becky. "We titfuck him."
"Oh, wow. I've never much... Yeah. But still who..."
"At the same time," Susan purred. "Come on," she added, sliding off the couch to kneel beside my legs on the floor, lifting my cock up and waving it at Becky.
I very definitely let go of Becky with both my hands and my mouth, trying desperately not to look like I was too eager. She bit her lip, but at least was willing to slide down opposite my lap from Susan.
"I'm not sure how we... I mean we'd have to..." Becky said uncertainly.
"Get him good and wet. We need him slick," Susan instructed, all business. She tilted my dick toward Becky.
Becky grinned, certainly not hesitant about that, and bent to wonderfully start sucking on me again.
"Hey! I didn't say blow him," Susan said with a laugh. "I meant slobber on him. We need him totally slick."
"Ohh!" Becky realized, getting drawn into Susan's game. She bent again, and I felt her mouth working up saliva around my cock. She lifted off me again, and I was indeed slick and wet. Susan bent down and let a huge string of drool drip from her own mouth and slide down onto my head and then along my now sopping shaft.
With no further ado, Susan leaned over my lap and pressed her tits against my cock.
She could easily have wrapped her boobs around my shaft completely. After all, doing so had been at least a feature act both times she and I had gotten together before. But she just squished her tits together, barely keeping my dick upright in the cleavage.



"Now you press in from the other side, and we blow his mind," Susan said with a grin.
Becky just looked at her. She was utterly turned on by everything else that had happened so far. Those nipples were steel. Her nostrils were flared. Her breathing was shallow. But was she going to mash her tits against Susan's, even with my cock in between?
She just grinned, and not seeming to dare to speak about it, Becky leaned forward as well. She tilted her head as she moved, so as not to be totally face-to-face with Susan, but she grabbed her own scrumptious tits, pressed them together, and mashed them against Susan's, trapping my cock in fucking Wonderland.
Yes her tits were not as big as Susan's, but the enclosure was complete and incredible.
"Oh... thank you thank you thank you," I babbled, unable to remain shut up.
Susan and Becky giggled a little, then Susan began to slide up and down. Becky instantly tried to follow along, and my thank yous increased in volume, pitch, and frequency.
But they had a hard time moving in unison, and they found their tits often just sliding along against each other around me, rather than together along me.
I did not care. I suspected Susan liked it. Even Becky didn't seem to mind in the moment. She actually seemed to be enjoying herself as much as the rest of us, but she still started frowning as they continued to be out of sync.
"Damn it, Susan," she growled happily. "How do we get it together? Calling out a cadence seems stupid!"
"Tit, two, three, four?" Susan panted with exertion. Neither slowed their still disjointed efforts while they spoke.
"See? Stupid."
Then Susan got a huge grin on her face. "Grab my tits," she said to Becky.
"What?"
"Grab my tits. I'll grab yours. He stays mashed in there, and we will be able to sense each other's moves much better," Susan said brightly. She pulled her hands away from her tits as if things were settled. She kept them pressed forward against Becky's, but they drooped softly around me.
Becky, almost automatically reached out to Susan's boobs and pressed them back together. Susan in turn quite eagerly reached out and mashed Becky's back together against me and herself.
Damned if Susan's little ploy didn't work! She finally got her hands on Becky's tits, and as a bonus, got Becky's hands on hers. As for me, darned if the trick didn't actually get them almost instantly into perfect sync.
Holy fuck, was this amazing. I mean, it was awkward as hell, and it was slightly amusing watching Becky mashing her nipples right against Susan's, while simultaneously trying to keep her face away from Susan's, though both were grinning madly that they had this working. The whole act was more novelty than sustainable sexual activity. I was fleetingly sure that if we were to try this on merely three or four... hundred more occasions, I might find it starting to become more trouble than it was worth.
But right now, my brains were leaking out of my ears. My cock was slickly sliding through a mass of boobflesh that not only was aimed at me from all four cardinal directions, but came in two separate amounts of firmness and flexibility.
"Oh, so help me, guys! This is the best," I groaned, beginning to issue another string of thankyous.
"Are you ready to come for us?" Susan encouraged me. "Ready to paint our tits? Ready to glaze us up?"
"Are we sure we want him to do that?" Becky said almost breathlessly, not slacking whatsoever in her grip on Susan's tits, or their synchronized movements. "I for one still want to fuck him traditionally."
"I swear on all that is holy that I will still fuck you both silly," I growled in desperation. "But please, don't stop!"
I was so close. Close to something that might turn me inside out.
They didn't stop. They had faith in me and my recuperative powers.
Such good buddies, both of them.
The two of them were laughing at each other now as they humped my shaft. I wanted to laugh with them, but I was not so quietly dying here. My teeth actually ached as nerves started shooting off random messages to my brain while my central switchboard started getting overwhelmed.
My eyes wanted to focus down on four wonderful tits stroking my cock in now perfect unison, but my vision had gone soft-focus a while ago. The best I could keep track of was the overall position of everyone.
Because of this, I missed seeing in detail the titanic, single gout of cum that suddenly rushed up and out of my cock. It was no more in total volume than any of my most powerful, multi-stream efforts lately, but it was all at once. And it takes time to pour forth that much jizz through the narrow channel. I was lucky my heart didn't stop at the pleasure overload.
Becky and Susan burst out into even louder laughter at how massively I had spooged on them both. Through my haze, I felt them let go of me and of each other. And I even felt the extra beat that Susan held on to Becky before she let go of those Tinker Belle titties.
My vision cleared as I took in the two of them, still kneeling before me, both staring down in bemusement at how thoroughly I had coated them. It had been more like a lava flow than a violent eruption, and the whole, massive load was confined to the upper slopes of their suddenly now even more spectacular racks. Those tits were not spattered, they were covered in sheets and rivulets of creamy residue.
With a snort, Susan complained, "No fair, you got more than I did!"
With that, she reached out and wiped a finger across Becky's sweet left boob, collecting a glob of jizz on her index fingertip. She swiftly sucked it into her mouth. That drew the eye...
"Hey!" Becky shouted. "That was mine! You got as much as me to begin with, liar!" Then she playfully dragged three fingers through a sheet of goo on Susan's right boob, and sucked it into her mouth. I felt Susan shiver against my shin.
Now she was rolling. "Three fingers worth, girl? And you got at least as much as me. I'm serious!" She shot out her hand toward Becky's tits again, to harvest more of my spume.
I was ready, and caught her hand before she reached Becky. Susan shot me a look that said she did not think she was going too far, but would back off if I thought she was.
I just smiled back at her.
"No, no, no, Susan," I scolded playfully. "I think you are pretty even up. If you are so sure you got gypped, then you need to just lean in there and lick off your share!"
You are welcome, Susan.
Becky thought this was hilarious. "Ha! Yeah! If you are so sure, you have to lick it off," she taunted, certain that she was winning this argument right there.
Susan glared at her, and Becky, unwisely perhaps, just shook her tits at Susan.
"Fine," Susan snapped, like she was losing a bet. Then she just leaned forward smoothly and licked a broad swathe of my cum right off the inside curve of Becky's breast.
"Fuck!" Becky enounced, more outraged in the moment about being called on her bluff than at being licked. Susan just licked her lips at her, as if in triumph.
Becky grimaced, then grinned evilly. She swiftly leaned forward and literally put her lips in a big circle around the stickier of Susan's two nipples and suckled it clean. She even rubbed her face against that breast before she pulled away. When she did, she grinned at the way her whole face was now visibly sticky.
Susan just stared at her. I stared at Becky too, but not as agonizedly. "That's hot," Susan sighed. "I just want to lick all that off your face."
"Mine!" Becky said, licking a little bit from her upper lip. Then she bantered easily, "But that would sure have Ken ready to go and fuck us in no time, wouldn't it?"
Susan laughed, then looked down at my eager but still recovering cock. "Oh yeah," she nodded. "It would be chromium steel by the time I was done."
Okay, my face was certainly betraying a serious desire to watch these two keep goading each other, each with their own, quite different agenda. They both looked at me and laughed.
Becky just looked at Susan and whispered, "Do it." She didn't quite scrunch up her face, but she did close her eyes as she leaned toward Susan.
When she closed her eyes, Susan shot a look at me, as if imploring me to give her permission. I just shrugged and grinned. Becky had asked, after all.
And Susan certainly would know how to back off if asked.
I hoped.
She almost moaned out loud as she leaned in toward Becky's upturned, elfin visage. She licked Becky's cheek tentatively, her eyes rolling with arousal. Becky only giggled. "Ready to wake the dead?" Susan asked, her voice aquiver. She shot the briefest of glances at my already hardening cock.
"Do it," Becky whispered again, a little more relaxed already having felt Susan's tongue.
And Susan just went to town like a maniac. She grabbed Becky's chin gently but firmly, and just licked like a three year-old encountering their first chocolate fudge pop. They both laughed as she sort of made an ass out of herself as she kept licking long after my jizz had to have been consumed. They were both clowning about it.
But while Susan's nipples were crazy proud and hard, Becky's nipples were not at their diamond hardest.
But they weren't soft either. She wasn't really all that turned on, but she was not at all turned off either...
"Oh... you are so hot," Susan breathed softly as she stopped clowning at last and sat back on her heels, still looking at Becky.
She looked back at Susan in surprise. Not upset, just curious. "So that really turned you on?"
Susan shrugged ruefully. "Yeah. A little," she said, then, more truthfully, "Maybe a little more than a little."
Becky seemed to consider that. "I can sort of... I mean, it didn't make me want to jump your bones or anything, but it was fun." She looked at me, and my presently insanely horny body language, and laughed. "Look at you, Ken! We sort of lez out for ten seconds, and your cock is ready to tear a hole in the Ozone Layer again already!"
Susan laughed at that and Becky winked at her.
"Okay!" she went on, getting up on her knees and pulling Susan up on her knees in turn to face her. "We'll kiss a little. Let's keep an eye on him and watch him freak out."
Susan was not about to object to this proposal. They placed their hands on each other's shoulders and leaned in to kiss. It was pretty chaste for a moment, then Susan could not resist and started trying to make it passionate. Her lips opened slightly and her head tilted. I don't think she tried any tongue. Becky was clearly not as responsive, but she rolled with it a bit, tilting her head the other way.
I did a quick nipple check to see how she felt, and because I wanted to look closely some more at those four amazing nipples, dangling right in front of me, agonizingly close. Becky's were perking up a bit more but were still not her diamond hardness. She wasn't turned off, but she also wasn't that turned on.
As if to illustrate this, Becky actually suddenly turned up the kiss a notch. If any tongue got into it as she pressed her face harder against Susan, it was Becky's. But then my Tinker Belle broke it off to look at me. "Listen, Ken. This is the part where us lezzing out makes you lose control, get down here on the floor, and fuck both our brains out. Do we have to spell it out for you?"
Susan laughed, and just winked at me.
I know how to do as I was told.
I also knew that I'd be doing Susan a solid if I fucked Becky first. The things I'm willing to do for friends...
With a hungry chuckle, I popped off the couch and knelt behind Becky, moving her legs wider so I could get between them. She looked over her shoulder at me with an expression that was smug, predatory, anticipatory, lustful, and still mostly smug. I ran both my hands up the petite curves of her ass, gave both cheeks a squeeze, then dropped my hand down between her legs to trace the outlines of her slit gently. Becky sighed quietly. I just reached up with my free hand and pushed her chin back around to face Susan.
Becky giggled. "I love it when a plan comes together," she said to Susan.
"So do I," she replied, meaning a variety of things beyond Becky's own intent.
They began to kiss again, and as my fingers stroked Becky's lips down below, parting them slowly, Becky parted her own up above and kissed Susan harder. I let my middle finger descend inside my blonde pixie and she moaned against Susan's mouth.
Suddenly, Becky straightened just a little bit. "You kiss really well, you know that?" she sighed to Susan. "A girl's mouth feels different. Weird, even. But you have some skills. Ohhh!" Becky cut herself off as I tucked my cock down under her ass and stroked my head along her wet, slowly parting vag.
She tilted her hips forward, leaning in against Susan once more in the process, and I had a much better angle to proceed. I was indeed losing some control over watching the two of them make out, and getting on with fucking Becky seemed like just the way to get myself back in order.
I slid into her slowly and shallowly, and we both groaned. Mine was clear and loud. Becky's was muffled because she was once more kissing Susan. I sank surprisingly easily into Becky this time. She was still as tight as always, and it was still work to delve my way fully into her, but she had never been this wet when I first entered her before.
Given our relative sizes, and our current positions, it was awkward thrusting into Becky. I could do it, but I had to go slow to manage it.
Slow felt amazing.
I could do slow... for the moment.
Becky continued to groan into Susan's mouth, and I sensed as Susan went for it and lifted a hand to cup one of Becky's sweet little-big tits.
Becky didn't say anything, but I felt her stiffen, and in a reluctant, not aroused fashion.
Swiftly, I leaned forward, swatted Susan's hand away from Becky's breast, and grasped both those wonderful tits in my own hands. "No, no, no, no," I chuckled. "No tits for you, Susan! These are mine!" I pinched Becky's nipples, which were indeed diamond-hard now.
Both of them giggled.
"You can play with Susan's tits for now," I generously told Becky. "Until I want them too."
She snorted and groaned as I slid slowly in and out of her. Susan chuckled too.
Then, damned if Becky didn't lift a hand and gently squeeze one of Susan's breasts! Then she lifted her other hand and mangled them both for a moment.
"Damn, girl! These are huge," Becky said, not quite letting her mouth free itself from Susan's.
"Thanns," Susan said back slightly incoherently, given the way her tongue was tracing Becky's lips. "Yourth are thweet too..."
"I am thuch a perv," Becky chuckled.
Susan looked at her a little archly, actually pulling away from her a little bit. "A perv? Lesbians are perverted?" she asked, her voice neutral.
"Fuck no," Becky snorted. "Like, Jane and Susan? Pervs? Please." She shook her head. "No, it is straight girls like you and me, making out like this and not hating it? We're the pervs. All just to make sure that Ken here, who is also a total perv in lots of ways, has enough steel for both of us... maybe more than once!" They both laughed at that, and looked at me, Becky over her shoulder.
I had paused my movements for a moment while they worked out Becky's thoughts. In answer, I just started slowly fucking her again.
"You aren't hating this... are you?" Becky suddenly asked Susan, as if she were the one making Susan uncomfortable.
"I'll survive," Susan giggled, then kissed Becky again. Becky giggled at herself, but didn't disengage.
Fucking Becky languorously like this, while she sort of made out with Susan (okay, fully made out with Susan), should have been perfect. But as I said before, the angle was... difficult. I could not fuck her any other way than languorously, and my body was feeling an urgent need to up the pace. I pulled out reluctantly.
Becky knew instinctively I had not just accidentally slipped free, and she turned again from Susan. "Huh?"
"Stand up, everybody," I said. "I can't work properly like that on the floor."
"Well, we can't have you doing improper work," Susan mused, rising. We both helped Becky to her feet. She looked a little confused, clearly feeling that my work had been plenty proper as far as she was concerned. But she was also quite eager for the work to continue, so she rose with us. Her hands didn't even, in her confusion, entirely release Susan's tits.
I took a moment to reach around and grab Becky's breasts one more time, before I released them to grab her petitely rounded little hips. I lifted her lithe form easily, and let my cock slip between her legs.
"Oh ho!" Becky exclaimed, figuring out where this was going. She released Susan's boobs and reached down to guide my cock back to her entrance. I tilted and pushed into her.
Now, I am in shape. I use that gym downstairs regularly. And Becky is a little Tinker Belle. But I am not the kind of weightlifter who could just hold Becky in front of him, her feet dangling well off the ground, and fuck her for a while, much as I wanted to. But both my playmates came to the rescue. Susan stepped in close, and Becky reached out to her, even as I was sinking deeper into her than I had managed in our first position, wrapped her arms around Susan's shoulder for support, and buried her face against Susan's neck. Susan just grinned at me like she couldn't believe this was happening. I just grinned back and kissed her right over Becky.
Becky's flailing right foot planted itself on my couch, and suddenly, our whole, unorthodox tripod was steady. Susan grabbed Becky's boobs between them, you know, to make sure the tripod remained structurally sound...
This was great. I could, with minimal difficulty and less than maximum effort, start sliding myself in and out of Becky, to my fullest extent, and I could go as slow or fast as I wanted. I let myself settle in for a nice long fuck, varying my pace, and enjoying how this angle clearly was hitting some spot or other inside Becky that had her moaning into Susan's neck loudly.
Yeah, about that whole thing lasting for a while...
My cock and hips, having been held back so long while we were all kneeling on the floor, and allied with my hands, who were none too sure about this whole, 'holding up Tinker Belle in mid-air indefinitely' program, were not holding back.
Swiftly, more and more of her weight was being taken by her one leg on the couch and her arms around Susan's shoulders, while my grip slipped as I just utterly plowed into Becky's wonderfully tight confines.
My cock figuratively screamed in pleasure.
Becky screamed literally, then began plastering kisses desperately over Susan's neck, cheek, and ear. Her body convulsed crazily around me, and I felt myself unload into her narrow depths.
I managed only a few more thrusts for good measure, before my grip and my ecstatically overloaded cock made me still myself inside Becky. The two of us were panting, and we all three stood still, Becky still impaled on me.
"Holy shit, Susan," Becky squeaked. "He does fill you up, doesn't he?"
Susan looked at me over Becky's shoulder. She looked very much like she wanted to offer to clean up the mess I'd made inside our tiny partner, but she sensed that would be several bridges too far. "I'm hoping he'll do that for me shortly," was all Susan drily replied.
My cock did not quite collapse, not possible in the current circumstances, but it did soften enough to slip free of Becky. With our precarious position no longer needed, Becky slid down to stand on her own feet on the floor. She immediately spun in my arms and pulled me down for a huge kiss. "Fuck yeah, Ken," she sighed. "That rocked. But you totally have to fuck Susan now!"
Susan laughed her thanks and reached around Becky, not so incidentally pressing her whole naked body against Becky, to caress my softened cock. "We have a little work to get our partner ready again, Becs."



"Piece of cake, Susan," Becky laughed, sliding from between us.
"I have utter faith in your ability to help me out here," I said, happily but dubiously. "But I think it is going to take a few minutes. Maybe some more wine?"
"No," Becky retorted in almost fey humor. "I need to see you sticking your dick in Susan stat. She deserves it after putting up with my naked bod draped all over her." With that, she dragged Susan down with her to their knees.
"We'll make out some more for him. The perv likes that a lot," Becky giggled. Susan was not about to argue. I stood there, happily stunned, as Becky and Susan mashed their faces together. There was definitely a lot of tongue now. Even more crazily, Becky put her hands back on Susan's tits! Susan was not about to let that go unanswered.
Duh.
Of course, pervs gotta perv, so I leaned down over them, my still only partially swollen cock dangling right near their faces, and whispered, begged really, "Pinch each other's nipples."
They both giggled at me, but Becky went ahead and playfully plucked at Susan's nips!
"Ouch," Susan almost yelped. "Not so hard! Do it like you'd want him to do it to you." With that, she traced her fingertips in circles around Becky's hard nubbins, caressed them over those bumps, then gently but firmly clasped them and tugged.
"Okay... yeah," Becky sighed. "That's much more like it," she added. Then she grinned up at me evilly and kissed Susan again showily. But her hands went back to Susan's breasts to return the favor, properly this time.
"Ohhhh... fuck yeah," I groaned, my still exhausted cock managing a good twitch, right in their peripheral vision. They both saw it.
Amazingly, it was Susan who broke off their performative makeout session and looked me over. "Yeah, Becky, he is going to need more direct help," she said, then leaned forward, lifted my cock on a delicate bed of her extended fingers, and sucked me fully into her mouth.
"Yeah! Um... whoa, Susan," Becky abortively cheered. "How are you handling the, um, my, um, flavor there?" she added with an apologetic note in her voice.
Susan froze, my cock still in her mouth. My cock was not yet re-inflating, but it sure was sending signals that it was interested in the procedure. She let me slip free and turned to Becky.
"Gotta be honest," she said slowly. "You taste pretty good, actually."
Becky screamed in scandalized delight. Susan just slid my cock back in her mouth to remove all traces of Becky with her tongue.
"That has him going," Becky observed, as I did indeed begin to firm up now, and quickly. "He's a much bigger freaky perv than either of us."
"I hate to break this to you, Becky," I laughed. "I am reacting in exactly the same way any dude would in this marvelous circumstance."
"See?" Susan said to Becky, again releasing my cock. "You were right. He's a normal guy, which makes him a bigger perv than either of us!"
Becky laughed. But before Susan could lean back onto my cock, Becky beat her to it, her little mouth engulfing me.
Yeah, I was recovering very nicely now, thank you.
Suddenly, the two of them were taking rapid turns licking my now quite hard shaft. If Susan's tongue several times got tangled with Becky's, I think she can be forgiven.
I think my eyes crossed a bit. But marvelous as this all was, I had another woman who I had not fucked yet, and who seemed quite eager for me to remedy that.
I considered just laying Susan out on the floor, but instead seized her and pulled her up onto the couch. In seconds, I was superimposed atop her, my cock pressing into her thigh and my mouth firmly planted on hers.
"Oh yeah," yelped Becky. "Fuck her, Ken. Make her feel like I just did." She settled down on her knees beside the couch. "I'm going to take over as Chief Perv and watch."
Susan, for once, seemed to have lost interest in Becky. We kissed deeply for a few loin-throbbing moments before she just sighed. "I really, really need for you to get started."
I really, really needed to get started too, so I shifted until my cock's head was pressed against her bald pussy. She was understandably dripping down there, and I easily parted her slit. My brain felt like it expanded as I slid down and deep into Susan. Her body expanded around my arrival, molding and clamping about my dick. I began to thrust slowly, and in the momentary quiet, the wet sounds of my passage seemed loud.
Susan interrupted the silence with a long, "Yessssss." I replied with an increased pace to my long, penetrating thrusts.
"Shit, this is awesome," Becky murmured, shifting on the floor over by our shoulders to get a good view down Susan's recumbent body to where my cock was disappearing into and reappearing from inside it.
I know it sounds like we were all handling this situation with aplomb. I don't think we were. Each of us just had our own coping mechanism. Becky was leaning into the sexual novelty as hard as she could, to keep from freaking out. Susan had her own agenda to fulfill... in moderation. I was the only one here who had had a threesome before, and I kept analyzing how different the two experiences were.
That and we were all enjoying the shit out of things, so that definitely made the weirdness easier to deal with.
I pulled my knees up underneath me, lifting Susan's hips off the couch's cushions so I could drive harder into her. She lifted her legs to wrap them around the small of my back and let me thrust into her more easily. Her gorgeous tits wobbled as I drove into her, sagging slightly up her torso with the angle. She moaned loudly.
Her hand shot out to grab Becky's. "Hold my hand again," she gasped. "I... need an anchor!"
Becky held the hand tight, wrapping her delicate fingers of both hands around it. "Go for it Susan," she coached. "I've got you. Lose your mind. I'm losing my mind just watching."
Susan snorted, then gasped as I shifted my angle slightly. Yeah, that was better.
"Help her out, Becky," I grunted, pounding into Susan. "Or help me. Suck her tits for me."
"What?" Becky laughed incredulously.
"They look so amazing," I panted. "Look at them, wobbling so desperately. They need to at least be kissed. They need to be sucked, and I can't reach them."
Becky looked at Susan, expecting a sympathetic eye roll. What she got was an almost desperate nodding of her head from my suddenly sweaty friend. Becky's coping mechanism kicked in again, and she shrugged, leaning down over Susan, her hand still clasped in her own. Her face pressed against a flailing breast and she rubbed her face in silly fashion over its curves.
Then she straightened up. "Stop fucking her for a second, Ken," she ordered.
"What?" I objected, stopping my movements obediently anyway.
"Why?" asked Susan, equally not on board.
"Her tits are flopping around everywhere," Becky grinned. "Hold still long enough for me to get my lips on a nipple, dammit." She bent and did just that. She was hesitant to do it, but I could see her clamp hard and even suck a little. In for a penny, in for a pound, seemed to be Becky's operating philosophy this evening.
Susan almost came. I felt her spasm around my cock. "Shit, yeah," she gasped.
For my part, I just started fucking her again. I fucked her hard enough to make sure Becky had to keep sucking to keep that nipple in her mouth...
Becky still lost contact. Instead of telling me to stop again, she just released Susan's hand and reached out to grab the wobbling breast nearest to her. Then she leaned down and sucked on it again.
"Oh, fuck yeah, Becky," I moaned thankfully.
Susan just let her arm drape off the couch, then lift up and grasped Becky's ass as a new source of support. I watched her squeeze it. Becky almost didn't react.
After a few more moments, Susan lifted her head and looked at Becky. "Damn, Girl! You have an amazing ass."
Becky let go of her nipple, keeping her grip on the breast, and snorted, "Please! Yours is amazing."
"Th... thanks," Susan gasped. "But mine, unh, is too big."
"Bullshit," both Becky and I exclaimed, in perfect unison. I felt Susan clench around me extra tight at that.
I needed to make her come. I needed to come myself, but right at that moment, I felt like she was close, and I focused on seeing that happen. I drove into her mightily, my cock filled with delight. Susan kept her grip on Becky's sweet little ass, and Becky went back to orally teasing Susan's nipple.
Yeah, that all worked. For both of us. I honestly didn't realize I was about to come. Everything was just so overwhelmingly awesome, the signs just slid under my radar. I almost screamed spontaneously as I felt myself suddenly unloading, if sparsely, inside Susan, my hips went wild and the rest of my body weakened. She shrieked in response, and I felt her body let loose as she felt me shoot into her.
Becky straightened up and watched Susan's face as it contorted in orgasm. Susan's eyes were wide and wild as multiple waves of release took her. Becky kissed her open mouth again, and Susan grabbed her with desperate might, kissing her back as hard as she could.
Suddenly, I collapsed, my ass plopping down on my ankles. My cock slid from Susan, and she went limp as well, her arms imprisoning Becky flopping bonelessly away. Becky sat back herself, eyes glittering in wonder. "Christ, I almost came too," she sort of laughed.
Susan looked at her and snorted. Then she lifted her head to look at me.
"Ken, I think we all desperately need that glass of wine now. I for one need a restorative before we work out how to make sure we all three come at once the next round."
----------
One more chapter remains in Ken's idyllic holding pattern at Sylvan Courtyard, before he heads off to Colorado to grow up! Stay tuned. It's a doozy!
In the meantime, thanks as always for reading, and please don't forget to vote and favorite this outing if you enjoyed it. And never be afraid to comment!
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This is the last tale of Ken at the Sylvan Courtyard, and probably the last tale of Ken. We will see. For the moment, sit back and enjoy the end of his idyls as a grad student.
----------
Sylvan Courtyard -- Ten: A Going Away Surprise
----------
The defense of my dissertation was exhausting. Actually, the week before was the truly exhausting part, as I drilled and rehearsed and spent hours with my mentor fielding sample questions. When the morning of my defense came, I was ready and I knew it. I wasn't cocky, I was ready. I was also worn out before it began.
The board that was formed to hear my Viva Voce was almost flattering, and definitely intimidating. Our university's lone Nobel laureate, a retired professor emeritus I had not seen on campus in a year, was on the panel. Amanda, let's call her Doctor Thames in the context of this event, was of course not among the examiners, but she did attend, which was gratifying. Her presence was also impressive in that it required her to be in the same room with my mentor for more than two hours.
Several other professors who did not need to be there also made time to attend my defense. I had invited all my current students (and one or two others from prior classes). A gratifying number of those among them who had doctoral ambitions of their own actually showed up to experience my ordeal, and learn.
It was a risk, inviting current students to watch me take the most important oral exam of my life. If I crapped the bed, it might be hard to maintain discipline going forward.
My father attended via Zoom. That was real pressure.
I did not invite anyone from Sylvan Courtyard. I wanted my defense to be a professional, not a social thing. And also... a successful defense would mean big changes, and I did not want that to color my experience on the day. My defense was about my career, and I did not want to think right then about how a success would change my personal life.
Fortunately, my university is one that does not cruelly make a candidate wait for a decision. The board adjourned to an adjacent room for a shockingly short period of time, then returned. They all looked grim-faced as they sat. Finally, Dr. Fetterman came back in, approached me, shook my hand, and for the first time I was addressed as, Doctor Hawthorne!
My father was shockingly close to emotional about it all, but refused to stay online to talk to me for long, insisting that I go celebrate with my friends. He made it sound like I was ten again, and I had just won that chess club trophy I still kept. Trust Dad to give me some perspective.
I then was congratulated by a gaggle of my students. I knew that many of them wanted to razz me, but they knew if they did, I'd quiz them about my defense. If a quarter of them had understood a single damn thing about my research, I was a better teacher than I thought.
I found myself really hoping that I might get an 'invitation to a celebratory tea' from Amanda. What I got instead was the chance to be stuck between her and my mentor for a ten-minute edition of one of their vicious, utterly civilized catfights. Worse, the unspoken subtext of their contretemps was my having fucked Mandy... Amanda... Doctor Thames... whoever. Both of them seemed to feel that they had put something over on the other by way of that sexual escapade.
Do not fall in love with a professional rival. Noted.
In my younger life, I had learned many valuable lessons about Love. I was glad not to have had to learn this one the painful way.
Still, no invitation to tea for me!
A week later, in a moment of weakness, my mentor confessed that he was the one who got the invitation to tea, followed by six fucking hours of... fucking. He further confessed that that sort of thing happens a little more than once a year. The two really can't stand each other, but neither can quite give up the sex either.
I escaped their bickering, or foreplay, or whatever the fuck it ended up being, and made a phone call to Colorado to let the department chair know that his bet on me had been a good one.
I went out drinking afterward with four of my fellow candidates who still had the ordeal in front of them someday. We went late into the night, solving the world's problems, and I needed to Uber back home.
I awoke the next morning badly hungover. I rarely get drunk enough to be hungover, and I do not enjoy the sensation, nor do I handle it well. I emailed my one class of the day that Doctor Hawthorne was granting them a day off from class in Celebration of His Ascension, then went back to sleep. I spent the afternoon talking on the phone and via Facetime to people at my new job in Colorado, mostly about housing options. Everyone out there to whom I spoke was gratifyingly enthusiastic that I had cleared the last hurdle before becoming one of them.
About six o'clock, I realized that I still needed to retrieve my truck. I also needed to eat and maybe buy some wine. Or maybe not, when it came to the wine... My head no longer hurt, but it actively remembered hurting.
I wandered down to the complex's entrance, puzzling over my phone. Uber was quoting a goddamned 25 minute wait for a car. Lyft was saying only 8 minutes, but I knew the Lyft driver who lived out our way. It had to be him to be available so nearby, and the guy was a total douche. Also, his car smelt like patchouli. But 25 minutes...
Josie was in the lobby when I got there, taking down expired notices on the bulletin board and putting up something about a birthday party for Manny Dinkins the next month.
"Heyo, Ken! You look worn out for this time of day," she observed drily at my still-recovering demeanor. "Bad day today?"
"Not the best," I admitted. "The real problem is that last night was great... and very, very late. Now I have to take a rideshare to retrieve my truck from McMurtry's where I left it last night."
"Wait! The Great Ken Hawthorne let himself get too drunk to drive?" Josie mocked with a smile. "Jesse would be so disappointed!"
I curled my lip but thought better of telling her what Jesse could do with his disapproval.
"Well, as it happens," Josie went on, gleefully ignoring my sneer and stabbing a last staple into the board. "I am now officially done with my workday. How about I drive you over instead?"
"Would you?" I asked, perking up considerably. No 25 minute wait. No patchouli...
I had never actually seen Josie's vehicle before, and I had a brief moment of male angst when I grasped by how much her F-350 pickup dwarfed my only slightly newer F-150. "Listen," I said as we settled into that beast and she pulled out expertly from the narrow space, "I am also starving. I cannot face the grocery store tonight, yet have nothing but soup in my apartment. How about I buy you dinner to pay for the ride?"
Josie laughed. "You are not buying me dinner, Ken. Sounds too much like a date. You know I don't date tenants." Before I could object, she went on quickly. "But as it happens, I too have nothing but soup in my apartment, so I'll be happy to split the check."
"Fine, but I am still buying the first round," I acquiesced. "And no tequila!" I vowed fervently, shaking a finger at my driver. She laughed.
We got my truck and decided on a little seafood place nearby. We drove over there and got a table. Josie immediately betrayed me by ordering us both Paloma's before I could open my mouth. She looked so gleefully smug at putting one over on me that I did not override her. Instead, I overrode my lurching stomach.
When the drinks came, I raised my glass to Josie and said, "Here's to me!"
She dutifully raised her own, but pulled it away before they clinked together. "What did you do that rates my approval?"
"Allow me to introduce myself," I said, taking a happy sip. "I am Doctor Ken Hawthorne."
"No Shit!" Josie exclaimed with a brilliant smile. "This calls for shots!"
"Please, God, no," I whimpered.
She just giggled. "Seriously, dude. That is so wonderful. Congratulations," she added warmly. Then our usual attitude toward each other reasserted itself, and she leaned in with a grin. "So, which of your lady friends back at the Courtyard is going to celebrate with you first?"
Excuse me?
"Who says I have any of that sort of lady friend at the apartments?" I asked cautiously.
Josie laughed. "Dude. I own the place. I am always around, talking to everyone." She took a shit-eating sip of her cocktail. "You are discrete, I'll give you that. Way more than certain other guys and girls who pay me rent," she went on merrily. "But if nothing else, I'm in Pole Dance Club, remember? No one in the club will admit to any direct knowledge, but you get discussed. And before you say anything else, I am betting that whatever they admit, one or more members themselves have acquired some direct carnal knowledge of your ass."
"Um..."
"Don't you worry your pretty little male head," she said patronizingly. "All the scuttlebutt is positive. Now, what would you think about some of the potato skins?" she shifted gears, looking at the menu.
I could not leave this verbal assault unanswered. But I also had no intention of going into detail about my butt, scuttled or otherwise. Similarly, I was not talking about my little male head with Josie! Time to deflect.
"Honestly, I am just far more curious about how you get along, Josie," I drawled. "I know you don't actually date tenants, but you have to find entertainment for yourself somehow... Are you entertaining someone outside the courtyard...?"
She just looked at me sidelong. She seemed to swallow, then narrowed her eyes at me. "All right then, Mr... I mean, Doctor Nosey. I am utterly pure as regards tenants, thank you. The female ones too, before you get your allegedly pervy mind going," she added tartly. "But how much vacation do you think Jesse and I give each other each year?"
"Huh?" I asked, thrown by the non-sequitor. "Two weeks at least, I guess. You do own the place. When do you take it?"
"Seven weeks," Josie said smugly. Seven? Wow. "And did you not notice I took eight whole days in a row, back in July?"
"I noticed you weren't at Beer Club," I said, wracking my brain. "A whole week? Where'd you go?"
Josie still seemed stung at my taunt. "I always go someplace fun--someplace I know there will be lots of good-looking guys," she added significantly.
"Right on," I said with an approving grin.
"In July, I spent a week at an all-inclusive in Costa Rica," she added. "A clothing-optional all-inclusive."
My approving grin got a little weaker, but I held it.
"I may not have the regular 'exercise' you get, Ken, but I know how to play too," she said firmly.
I sensed that was supposed to shut down the discussion, and I was on board with that, but I was still curious about the overall vacation thing. "I am sure I've never seen Jesse be gone for a week. It is hard to go a day without seeing him!"
"My brother always goes to one, usually two World Series games each year. And he always goes somewhere for a first-round, four-day weekend of the NCAA tournament," Josie said. "He always splurges for the best seats he can get to both." Her face soured. "Aside from that, he just takes two- or three-day staycations, forwards his phone to me, and reads. I understand Patty has put a stop to that, so yet another reason to thank you for her presence." The sudden smile on her face was genuine and gratifying.
We smoothly moved on to subjects less fraught than our respective biological adventures, or even Jesse's, but I found myself edgy. I was going to have to break my lease early, leaving right after Christmas time. I realized that I should go ahead and give notice as soon as possible, to help Jesse and Josie out. I owed both of them that, and more.
I decided this seemed like an auspicious chance to tell Josie, but before I could say anything, she got a squirrely expression on her face. "Ken... This isn't for general dissemination yet, but I do want to start telling a few people at least, including you," she said slowly.
I wanted to make a quip, but she actually seemed... nervous? Sad? Worried? Afraid? Ambivalent? I shut up and waited.
"I am leaving," Josie said flatly, after summoning whatever she needed to break her pause.
"Leaving?" I said, dodging a stab of unexplained panic. "Where? Why? How?"
"Jesse is buying me out at the end of the year," Josie said softly. "With Patty in his life pretty much permanently, I don't feel like I have to stick around long-term to keep my bro sane, you know? And Jesse is planning to ask her to marry him, though he hasn't manned up and done it yet. Before you ask, I also know she is going to say yes," she added with a grin.
Nice. I flashed a very brief smile at that news. Very brief.
"But, I thought you loved it here," I said, actually feeling a little hurt somehow.
"Dude! I do!" Josie said quickly. "But think about it. It is totally idyllic right now, running an apartment full of people my age. But every year, the tenants will get younger, if you know what I mean. And you guys are my total social life, you know? My brother is my fucking work husband. I mean, I have to fly to Costa Rica to get..." she cut herself off for a moment. "I am going to stay in real estate and property management, but I am avoiding another closed ecosystem like the Courtyard."
"Jesse can afford to buy you out?" I asked dubiously.
Turns out both Josie's parents and her uncle had been pretty well off to begin with. All had also had excellent life insurance. Josie and Jesse had been able to make a fair deal all around.
"Wow," I said again, processing this. I would be gone anyway, but I had in just the space of months come to view the Courtyard as some idyllic, timeless place, always there in my mind as a place of refuge if I needed it, presided over by Jesse... and Josie. "So have you given much thought to where you will go next? Nearby?" I asked, trying to process the sudden holes in my imaginary security blanket.
"I would not have sold out to Jesse if I didn't already have both a plan and a business plan, dingbat," Josie snorted. "I have one small building already in contract. It has eight units and a live-in superintendent apartment I intend to keep for myself. I close on that property in late November. And there is a three-building mini-complex near to it that I hope to sign the deal for next Tuesday, if the bank finally gets its shit together on preliminary approval."
"You can buy two properties with the sale of half this place?" I asked in surprise.
"The Courtyard is pristine and a profit machine. Jesse is paying me a lot," Josie said matter-of-factly. "These new properties are both in worn-out, shit condition, but in somewhat desirable locations," Josie said, leaning in with a brilliant smile and an avaricious glint in her eye. "For the area, they are both steals. Once I finish doing the renovations myself, I'll be able to double the rent for new residents." She shrugged. "That, and/or sell the places for a hearty profit and do it again."
"I am keeping the contracts with the existing maintenance firms for both places in the meantime, so I can stay here through Christmas. I just kind of want to do that," she added, her voice making it clear she felt some emotional costs from leaving.
"You don't want to get going on renovations immediately?" I asked, starting to move past the idea of a Josie-less Sylvan Courtyard, and getting curious about her new life.
"Winter is not the time to begin exterior renovations on real estate along the Western Slope in Colorado," she said with a smile and a shrug, rediscovering her food for a moment.
What?
I swear I almost bolted from the table. My whole endocrine system just tripped off for some damned reason and my heart raced. It was like my fight-or-flight instincts kicked in, though I had no desire for either.
"Colorado?" I asked as calmly as I could. "Where?"
She told me.
Nope. That did nothing to calm my nerves.
"Well," I said slowly, keeping a tremor out of my voice that unaccountably wanted to be there, "all this should mean you won't be as mad at me as Jesse will be."
"Huh?" Josie asked, pausing over a bit of her trout.
"Getting my degree means that I also am leaving," I said firmly. "There is no path for tenure for me here. I have to go. And my successful defense yesterday means I have a confirmed new job--an associate professorship waiting for me in January."
"Holy shit! Congratulations even more, Ken," Josie said, a brilliant smile on her face. Then her more normal nature reasserted itself. "What university did you con into hiring your flighty, lease-breaking ass?"
I told her.
She stared at me, wide-eyed.
"My new employer is supposedly fifty-percent of the non-tourist economy in your new town," I added, somehow almost grimly. "I imagine that at least a few of my future students will be your tenants."
Her eyes stayed wide. Her blue eyes are big at normal times, but they seemed suddenly huge.
I held my breath, terrified and also hopeful about how she would react. That endocrine system kept pouring mind-altering chemicals into my bloodstream.
"You are telling me that we are both, independently, moving to the same fucking small town fifteen-hundred miles away, and in the same month?"
"At least we will each know someone there when we get there," I said weakly.
"That's... that's..."
"Yeah," I said.
Did not see this coming when I wanted to avoid soup tonight.
Josie was silent while she fidgeted in her chair for a few moments. I compulsively ate some of my bass, trying to dilute my chemical-flooded bloodstream with protein. (I know it doesn't work that way. Shut up.)
"So, the real takeaway here," Josie said at last, "is that neither of us discusses any of this with the others until we each do our own announcing, right?"
"Right," I said.
And we ate. We also excitedly talked about our new home, compared notes on what we knew already, and found that each of us had researched different things, so our combined knowledge was much expanded.
We also took comfort that we were each not the only one leaving after Christmas.
Mostly, all I could think of was how amazing it was that I had a friend who would be around when I got to what I had an hour ago expected to be a very lonely new town. How fantastic it was that that friend would be Josie.
We finished the meal. Thankfully, we avoided a second drink. I was in no mood for a muzzy mind or delicate tummy. In my own truck, I followed hers back into the woods and parked next to that behemoth in the darkening evening.
We both got out in the parking lot and stood there, talking about whatever we had each thought of during the drive. We were excited. This would be fun. We both had new, crazy professional challenges ahead of us, but we would know someone. We would have a good friend.
Our fresh material ran out, and we turned to walk from where we were parked toward the entrance.
I fought the sudden urge to say goodnight with a friendly kiss on Josie's soft, smooth cheek.
No. Nope. No. This had not been a date, and besides, when had I ever thought to do such a thing?
We took another few strides. I was not going to just up and kiss my friend. Making it weird now of all times would be beyond stupid. I dismissed the idea.
Then my feet stopped and my mouth asked, "Josie, can I kiss you?"
Josie stopped and looked at me, her eyes doing that wide-open thing again. Then she looked down.
Shit.
She looked back up into my eyes and said softly, "Please."
Autopilot still seemed engaged, and I leaned in toward her. My hands rose on their own and delicately clasped her jawline, my thumbs resting on her cheeks as softly as I could manage, and I put my lips to hers.
Endocrine system overload again, even more channels than earlier.



It was not a passionate kiss. I felt no heat, no rush of blood to my loins.
It was so much better than that.
Our lips pressed lightly together, softly embracing. It was a kiss of warmth, connection, and comfort. A kiss of importance.
It was a kind of kiss I had experienced in my life before. The kind of kiss I had fought to prevent ever having again in my life, at least until I was in a place where the person I was kissing could not be ripped away from me by sudden circumstances beyond our control.
To my surprise, I found that I was not surprised that this kiss felt like that.
And this kiss was the best such kiss I'd ever had. I was dizzy, yet somehow felt utterly grounded.
Josie's hands rose to rest gently on my upper arms, and we just kept kissing. Hunger entered the picture, but again, not a sexual hunger. I hungered for this to happen again. And again.
To be clear, Josie is a blindingly hot woman. She has a marvelous personality that fits her appearance so well, the two aspects reinforce and amplify each other. It was an intoxicating combination that I had not and would not have tried to kiss before this very evening, and I realized suddenly that that was because I feared this very reaction. I had not known that I had made that calculus, but I certainly had.
Calculus that had suddenly become moot. I did not need to fear Josie after all.
Her lips were simply so perfect. Our tongues stayed home, we traded no saliva, but what we were exchanging felt more important somehow. I both somehow understood all this perfectly in the moment, yet was utterly confused by it.
"Well, about damned time," Frank said, walking by us toward his car. We jumped apart, but he was ambling on as if he'd mentioned the weather.
"Time?" Josie demanded hesitantly. "For what?"
Frank paused and turned, rolling his eyes at us. "Please. You two have been mooning over each other since Ken moved in." He turned away and walked to his car.
Josie and I looked at each other. Suddenly we burst into a quiet fit of giggles.
"Have you been mooning over me?" she teased, like and unlike how she always teased me.
"No," I snorted. "You... you were unattainable. And, um, dangerous? Whatever. Were you mooning over me?"
"No! You were off-limits." She looks at the tail lights of Frank's car. "Still... Frank is about as observant as a mole. If he noticed something..."
"Even if you had not been unattainable, I'd have stayed clear of you," I said. She shot me a somewhat dismayed look. "Anyone who I might... that I thought I might grow attached to, has been off-limits for me until I met someone that I knew could be around for the long term," I said. "And I definitely wasn't mooning over you, or I wouldn't have been..."
I shut up. Suddenly my various activities that we had alluded to so merrily earlier were the last thing I wanted to discuss.
Josie heard what I didn't say anyway. Of course she did.
She just kissed me again. It was the same gentle, caring kiss.
Okay, there may have been a trace of heat this time. As that heat began to rise, we broke off the kiss. Wordlessly, we turned toward the front door again.
"Maybe one more thing not to discuss with others... until we can discuss it with each other some more?" Josie said quietly.
"Yeah." Absolutely.
"Although Frank may make that decision for us," she snorted.
"Honestly?" I said. "He took it so much for granted, I think he might just not think to mention it."
"He is clueless, isn't he?"
"Yeah? Well, I'm just glad I'm not completely clueless myself anymore," I said, looking into her eyes. Josie just tapped the side of her nose in agreement.
We stepped out into the courtyard together. Her apartment was to our right. The stairs to mine were to our left. For the first time since we got out of our trucks, we avoided looking at each other. We both very much wanted to turn in the same direction, whichever one that was.
But I also wanted to be very, very careful to not do anything hasty. Or tawdry. Or stupid.
Thank God that Josie had the same feeling.
"Can we have dinner again tomorrow night?" I said, turning to her at last. "Somewhere a little further away? And a little nicer? And this time, I am fucking buying."
She just smiled. "It's a date."
*
Yeah. I didn't sleep. I didn't need to. I was living a dream. I knew I was getting ahead of myself. Yes, Josie was perfect. Yes, I had done something that I guessed I had been wanting to do forever--kiss her. But this thing between us was still delicate and beautiful and fragile. Hell, even the date the next night might not happen, for all I knew.
But it would happen. I knew it would.
It did not happen.
I rose early, refreshed despite my waking dream all night. As I went out through the lobby, I looked at the board.
Someone had blabbed. Not about our kiss, but about my new title.
A huge poster, in Jesse's inimitable style, overlaid most of the announcements. "CONGRATULATIONS TO DOCTOR KEN HAWTHORNE!" it said subtly. "Flash Party In The Courtyard Tonight! Come have some wine and beer and raise a toast to our newest PhD. 7:00 sharp. Do not miss it."
Nope. Not getting out of that.
I got a text from Josie shortly thereafter.
JOSIE: Sorry!
I just smiled. It is hard to be upset about being feted, after all.
The party happened and was ridiculously well-attended. My accomplishment was honored. The crowd demanded a speech from me, of all fucking things. I demurred, then was browbeaten into standing up and starting to say something...
At which point I was roundly told by everyone to shut up and not be a glory hound. The whole schtick had to be Rhonda's idea. It stank of her sense of 'humor'.
Things rapidly devolved from there to a nice, pleasant hang. Everybody seemed to have cleared their schedules for the evening, and we all just wandered around catching up with each other. There had been no all-complex party for a while, and like everyone else, I wandered around to check in with lots of others. Mostly, I got a lot of extra congratulations. This was a university crowd. They knew how big this was for me.
I chatted with a lot of guys... and a lot of women. From those, I got a lot of warm compliments. There was a kiss on the cheek here and there. And there was a definite subtext to some of those accolades, the sort of subtext that usually had me excited, but now, suddenly had me uncomfortable.
And regardless of all the discussion, I kept making my way back to Josie, though always someone was around to prevent any private conversation.
Finally, I managed to catch her with no one else in her face.
She smiled at me. "Not quite the date we had planned, huh?" she said.
"No," I said a little sadly. Then I grinned. "But I wouldn't be a guy if I didn't find it pretty awesome to have everyone telling me how great I am."
"Oh really," Josie said slyly. "You looked pretty uncomfortable a time or two."
I may have blushed, but the darkening evening hopefully covered it. "Um, yeah. There were a couple of congratulatory offers I wasn't interested in."
"Not interested?" Josie teased, but with an edge. Not a nasty one, but some sort of edge.
Jealousy! I suddenly found that I welcomed it. The gentle sort was wonderful in its own way, for what it meant.
"Well," I admitted. "They were interesting offers. I just didn't want to take them up." I looked at her. "And don't tell me that wasn't Robert hitting on you again over by the ladder."
"As the Sun rises in the east," Josie replied airily. "But for once, I didn't think it was a crying shame I had to shoot him down." She grinned at my suddenly wide eyes. Then she stuck her tongue out at me impudently.
"Promises, promises," I replied to her gesture. "But Robert? Really?"
"He's a dingbat, but he's a dish, dude. And you know it," Josie said gently.
I shrugged reluctantly. We each had our specific pasts. Fortunately, we both did. More fortunately, we both rather suddenly seemed to want those pasts to be pasts...
"I think I'm going to kiss you again," I said into the momentary silence.
"Here? Now?" Josie said. But she didn't say no. So I did.
I reached out, clasped her face as I had done the night before, and kissed her lips just as gently, but just as firmly, right there where we were standing at the bend of the pool.
Conversation dwindled rather precipitously all around us.
I may have grinned a little, but no more than that. To have grinned more would have interrupted the kiss.
"Wait one fucking minute!" the sudden quiet was ripped apart by a querulous cry from Jesse. Both Josie and I turned toward him in shock. Jesse never swore when others could hear. "What the fuck is... is this?" he went on, not angry, but distressed, as he waved his hands at the two of us. I don't think I had actually let go of Josie's face.
"Bro!" Josie replied, rolling her eyes at Jesse's refusal to accept the obvious answer.
Jesse just shook his head. "I mean, yeah," he almost sputtered. "Well done and all. Very nice." He nearly stamped his foot. "But now?Now?!?"
A light bulb came on in both our minds at the same time. I looked around at the crowd. About a quarter of the assembled people seemed like Frank, thinking it was about time for me and Josie. I was gratified that all the rest seemed caught entirely off guard by our smooch. Moreover, everyone universally thought that Jesse had lost his mind. Josie and I shared a quick glance and a shrug.
"What has Jesse's panties in a twist," I announced loudly to the confused multitude, before he could sputter anything else, "is that Josie is selling him her half of the Courtyard and moving away to Colorado to start her own real estate empire. He is wondering what has possessed her to stand here smooching someone in public when she is moving away in a couple of months."
"In fairness, that's a legitimate question," Jane spoke up. There was an edge to her objection. She wasn't jealous, but she seemed... protective? But of me... or Josie?
"What Jesse doesn't know," Josie overrode Jane firmly, "is that Dr. Hawthorne here has accepted a position as a new associate professor starting in the new year... in Colorado."
"So... what? You are running away together? This suddenly?" Patty asked. I was a little gratified to see her giving a bit of a what the fuck look to the visage of me, Mister No Commitments, standing there glommed so suddenly and tightly to Josie. She was not in any way regretful, just... a little insulted. I shrugged subtly at her.
"We are not running away from here. We are not running away at all," Josie said firmly, even happily. "We are both making a move to further our professional ambitions. And we are not moving together. We just are maybe a little excited to find that we are moving to the same place. The very same city, in fact."
"Looked pretty fucking excited to me," Mimi muttered drolly in a loud voice. That got a laugh, and suddenly the crowd closed in on us.
"Sorry, Sis. Sorry, Ken," Jesse said, reaching us first.
I found myself grabbing him in a bear hug and slapping him on the back. I let him go and simply said, "No worries. I know how much you care for her, Bro."
The crowd surrounded and naturally separated us to quiz us--in part on our respective moves. The rest of the quizzing was all subtext. Additionally, I definitely noticed that the subterranean nature of the congratulations from certain of my female friends was suddenly absent from their still enthusiastic praise.
Good.
I finally found myself back next to Joise. "Well I didn't intend for this to be a major announcement party for me too," she said with a wry smile. "Sorry to steal your thunder."
"I'm loving it," I said. Becky walked by, sort of ignoring us for the moment. Josie looked at me with an amusedly raised eyebrow. "One reason I'm loving it is that everybody seems to instantly assume we are a settled and permanent thing already," I added in my own amused voice.
"We aren't?" Josie challenged, but with a moment of uncertainty in her voice.
"Well, I find that I am included in everybody," I said firmly but quietly. "Are you?" I asked, with my own uncertain tremble.
She took a deep breath. "Well, I find that for the first time, I am able to forgive you for dumping me for Jesse in the Bridge tourney, so yeah. I guess I'm also included in everybody." So we had another kiss...
We kept it up until we started to hear good-natured jeers and a few dark mutters about people being tossed into the pool to cool off. The latter really made us spring apart. The water had gotten pretty cold already, still early as it was in the Fall.
We were swept apart again for a while. At last, I sidled up to a momentarily unaccompanied Josie once more. "Remember how last night, after our not-date that became a really awesome date, we decided to head in opposite directions?" I asked without looking at her.
"I do remember," Josie replied in her own off-handed manner. "I'd rather not repeat that tonight after this date-not-date."
"My thoughts exactly," I said. My platonic joy at what was happening was more than starting to break down every time I looked at her. She had made me very happy this evening by wearing her usual work outfit. The only concession to the cool night was a pair of tight, warm jeans in place of her khaki shorts. But she had the tails of her plaid work shirt tied off much higher beneath her breasts than usual and she looked rather painfully hot to me. If she had worn her work belt, I might have grabbed her right there and really given people something to talk about.
"If we walk away together right now, half these yahoos will follow us and camp outside the door, yelling suggestions," Josie fretted. "Everybody has drunk just the right amount for that kind of bullshit."
"So we wait until they drink a little more. And then we sneak off separately," I murmured. "Your place okay?"
"I may have tidied it up a little this afternoon," Josie smiled.
"I cleaned too," I admitted. "But my stairs are right in the middle of this mess. I'd really prefer to visit your place. Did you know I've never seen it?"
"Really? Everybody's been by to see me," she said in genuine surprise.
"I think I was avoiding it, lest I give myself any ideas," I admitted, mostly to myself.
"I can probably wander off unnoticed in a bit," Josie said. "The challenge will be you getting away. This is still your party."
"I will manage," I promised.
If I had to pour beer on some people's heads, I would manage.
I turned to talk loudly with Heather and Henry. In a few minutes, I noticed a distinct absence of Josie.
Now all I had to do was get away.
This turned out to be a promise I was having trouble keeping. Every time I moved to the outskirts of the crowd, I was steered back to the middle by well-meaning inebriates.
At last, I had to appeal for help. I moved to Jane and Rhonda.
"Guys," I said quietly. "I need a favor. I, uh, I am trying..."
"I haven't seen Josie in a while," Rhonda interrupted. "Are you wanting to slip away after her without a posse in pursuit?"
"Very much so," I said a little shamefacedly.
"Lucky girl," Jane said drily.
"Thank you," I blushed. "But right now, she is lonely, not lucky."
They both chuckled. They too had drunk a good bit. I was pretty sure that Josie and I were the most sober members of the community right then. Even Jesse had been conned into at least one celebratory shot of frozen vodka, probably more.
"Leave it to us," Rhonda said, suddenly assertive. "You wander off where you need to go. Jane and I will move in the other direction. We'll draw everybody's attention."
"How are we doing that?" Jane asked, not as apprehensive about Rhonda's expression as she should have been.
"I have an idea," Rhonda said with a smile. I began to drift toward Josie's apartment at the end of the courtyard. Behind me, Rhonda and Jane were suddenly shrieking in laughter, but also arguing heatedly about Scarlett Johanson in loud voices.
Two attractive lesbians talking about Black Widow's body draws a crowd. Who knew?
But I still had to deal with Juan and Wally, who wanted to talk about Colorado Rockies Baseball and were barnacled to me. Rhonda and Jane got louder, but I thought Jane sounded a little confused by what their endgame (har!) was. Rhonda said something defiant. I didn't hear it, but I was sure from a few murmurs that it was still Avengers boob-related.
With that, Rhonda shoved Jane into the pool. That got every last person's complete attention. I was included in every last person, I will admit.
Hey, I wasn't dead. Jane was wearing a white teeshirt. She popped up in the water, sputtering and making dire threats. Critically, and against her usual practice, she had not worn a bra that evening. I had, in my new worldview, not even noticed that fact before. But I am sure Rhonda had been well aware. Now everybody was well aware that Jane was not wearing a bra. Completely aware. The little exhibitionist had been exhibited.
My very nice view was obstructed when my former barnacles moved swiftly to watch the festivities, drawn by the sudden upgrade in the scenery, and said scenery's angry cries for revenge.
I beat feet quietly for a far better scenic location.
Josie opened her door and pulled me in swiftly.
"What happened out there? How did you get away?" she asked breathlessly. She was breathless because I had just kissed her really, really hard.
"I asked for some help. Rhonda and Jane staged a loud argument about Black Widow's tits, then Rhonda pushed Jane into the pool," I said with a grin. "And Jane chose a bad night to not wear a bra for once."
"Oh God, that's awesome!" Josie laughed. "Whatever did you do for those two to make them owe you such a solid?"
I looked uncomfortable for a moment.
"No!" Josie gasped, fortunately not angrily. We both had our histories, that was clear and settled. "No fucking way! Which one? I'm betting Rhonda."
Fine. Let's test the strength of history being history. I took a very brief breath and admitted, "Both."
"Both?"
"At once," I added, unable to not smile at least a little. I wasn't sure if I was being sheepish or braggadocious.
"Liar!"
I shut her nonsense up with another kiss. That was enough about my lesbian ex-lovers.
I very much now wanted a kiss of another color, especially after thinking about such increasingly as the evening had progressed. I crushed my lips to hers, which responded eagerly. I slid my lips apart and hers followed along. Before I could probe my tongue into her mouth, I found hers preemptively exploring mine. I was fine with that. About as fine about that as anything. Ever.
I pulled her into my arms firmly and twisted her to pin her against the wall by the entrance. She melted into the gap between me and the wall, molding herself to my pressing form. My hands still clutched her shoulders. I was paralyzed by indecision of which parts south I wanted to explore first.
Josie's surrender to my pressure was short-lived. I am in shape and have six inches on her. But she hauls lumber and drywall, wields hammers and power tools, and installs appliances for a living. Suddenly I found my grasp overturned, and I was borne away from the wall and almost thrown down into a very soft, armless swivel chair by her small desk.
Better, I found myself with a lapful of Josie, her arms wrapped around my shoulders, legs around my waist. We never stopped kissing.
Fortunately, Josie was smarter than I am, and did not press her chest against mine, leaving space. Space that I filled with my hands, finally exploring the glorious, firm swells that adorned her magnificently. She wore something underneath the red plaid flannel, but I could tell it was more or less insubstantial. What a marvelous woman.



She ground herself on my lap, showing she had learned a trick or two at the lapdance demonstration. My cock had long trained itself not to get all excited by Josie's proximity. It wisely gave that shit up, and the bulge in my khakis pressed into her grinding crotch.
"Please make me wait to screw you," she said, her lips never quite leaving mine.
"Wait?" I asked confused. My mind had gotten rather fixated on that outcome.
"I want to do some exploring first. Lots of exploring," she muttered. "But my body just wants to haul out your cock and climb onboard right now."
"While I think your body has marvelous ideas, I too would like to explore about 95 percent of it before you and I getting to the biggest of things," I said fervently. I demonstrated my commitment to her wishes by yanking out the knot in her shirttails and swiftly as possible unfastening the remaining buttons.
"Only 95 percent of my body?" she asked archly, unfortunately removing her lips from mine to glare at me, her brilliant blue eyes sparkling. Unlike the night before, she wore a trace of mascara. She didn't need it, her lashes were always incredible, but I still appreciated it.
"I have relatively little interest in your right kneecap," I said, nibbling suddenly at her neck. "Fuck that thing," I added dismissively.
I got the chuckle I had wanted, her throat vibrating against my lips.
I yanked the flannel open wide, and leaned back to see what she wore underneath.
Oh, my.
Josie had prepared with more than mascara for this evening. If she had worn what I beheld under her shirt as optional clothing in Costa Rica, I was betting that she got a better response than if she had forgone the option altogether. It was a shelf bra that was much, much more shelf than bra. The very delicate lace cups covered less than half the distance from the bottom strap of the garment up toward her nipples, leaving those nipples utterly bare and very, very proud.
Her aureoles were almost perfectly round, and had the same pleasantly dark hue that her lips usually were naturally. (She had even worn a little lipgloss tonight.) Those arresting circles were small, with about the same circumference as my cock. Wait... my cock is not small... you know what I mean. Her nipples were shallow, wide, and very firm, and both they and her aureoles puffed up invitingly.
Inviting? Don't mind if I do.
I dove my face down with a gasp of delight and gently placed my lips in a circle around the perimeter of one mesmerizing summit. With a nice seal established, I sucked very gently while flicking my tongue over the nipple.
My God, these were transcendent breasts. And not just because they were attached to a transcendent woman, though that was their central appeal. They were rich and firm and elastic. The skin was smooth and creamy and, well, delicious. They bounced against my lips. They were not huge, but the breast that was not under my oral assault filled my off-hand so perfectly it might have been cast in a mold for that express purpose.
"Freaking A, Ken! You have this down," Joise moaned softly as I tried to stimulate every mammary nerve ending I could find. For my part, I resolved that this, the most perfect of all bras, was not getting removed tonight, come hell or high water.
I switched my lips to her other breast. Yep, just as perfect. I grasped the one I had just abandoned with my other hand and squeezed hungrily. My lips clamped and sucked a little harder, then I tested the waters with a small bite.
"Oooh!" Josie almost yelped. I snapped my teeth apart, without letting go of my suction. "That's, um, fun. Nice. Yeah. But be gentle, please," she gasped breathlessly. Stick with light bites. Got it.
My hand sought out the slippery wet nipple I had suckled on so hard to start and tugged gently. That got unreserved approval. Nice.
I kicked the desk chair we sat on away from the desk, rolling out into the room. Then I swung my legs and we were spinning around, my lips still guzzling her flesh. The one hand kept on tugging on that nipple, while the other finally found its way to the firm, svelte, scrumptious ass that straddled my lap.
"Whee!" Josie cried at the rotation. "This is awesome. Keep us going!"
I happily kept kicking gently to keep us going around, though I realized at some point we would have to stop, because a variety of pants were going to definitely need to come off while the night was still young.
Wow. I had an essentially topless babe in jeans on my lap, and I hadn't even realized it, much less appreciated it.
Um.
And I thought I had been hard before...
Josie chose my moment of realization to grab my shirt and start tugging it upward. I had to relinquish both my hands' grasp and my mouth's grip on her breasts as she tugged it off me over my head. I took the moment to let her lean backward away from me. I spun us harder as she whopped, leaned back even more, and spun my shirt around over her head like a propeller, whooping with glee at the movement.
I drank in the sight--jeans, amazing breasts, and gleefully smiling face. Crazily, I was most focused on her gleeful, happy face. Those were some incredible naked breasts, and dick-achingly hot hips in jeans pressing against my cock. But that smiling mouth and glittering eyes were my all.
But.
Her jeans, and eventually mine, needed to go. I timed it just right and, using the momentum to aid me, stood up, carrying her with me. It wasn't easy. Josie is a substantial girl, but I was motivated and I managed it. I took a step toward her neatly organized desk and set her down with the back of her thighs against it.
I kissed her madly once more, and scrabbled at her jeans. The fly gave way easily under my assault, and I pushed them and whatever probably awesome but irrelevant panties she wore, down. With them down to her knees, I lifted her again and set her sweet ass down on the edge of the desk, then kept tugging down her jeans until they bunched at her ankles.
I knelt before her and bitched. "Really, Josie? You prepared for this in so many awesome ways, but you wore the fucking work boots?"
"Admit it, you think they are hot. I know you do," she chuckled.
Fuck. She was right. But they were not currently the right kind of hot, and I wanted them gone. I fumbled at the laces, almost fucking up and knotting one in my haste, but I got them both open. I tugged and pulled, and slid the boots off. I tossed them away, each thumping as they tumbled on the floor. I yanked the socks off without thought, and then growled triumphantly as I slid her jeans and panties free. I pushed her back to perch on the edge of the desk.
I straightened and froze, my breath caught in my throat as I beheld my effectively naked woman.My naked woman. She was perfect. Her tummy was flat, her navel not so much an innie as a whorl. Her legs were long, longer than I expected with no shorts cutting their silhouette in half visually. She was not shaven but very close trimmed between her legs, with a sweet little tuft of long curly pubes atop her pussy, artfully formed to appear almost natural.
There was no part of anything down there that I did not want to bury my face in.
So I did.
I wanted to explore every inch of her. (Except for that right kneecap. Fuck that thing.) I really did. But that could wait. I had a lifetime, I realized. Right now, I had to taste her.
"Whoa!" she gasped happily as I lunged forward and began dragging my tongue along her center, lavishing her wondrous slit up and down with hungry attention. She tasted divine, of course. I found both her flavor and aromas to be maddeningly delicate, though that only served to make me concentrate even harder.
I grabbed the top of her calves and pulled her legs wider. I dove harder against her, as if somehow I could shove my face even deeper. My tongue pressed inward, parting her lips before its assault and making her moan as I delved. My mind whirled. I hungered for this woman. I wanted somehow to devour her. I was discovering new depths of tender lust that I had never experienced.
My hands itched to join in, to drive her wild as well. But my mouth would brook no competition. I would drive Josie to the brink and beyond with just my lips and tongue, so great was my hunger.
As tender as my feelings were for her, what I did to her was intended to be overwhelming as I devoured Josie. And it was. My tongue delved and caressed, and did unspeakable things to her delicate bud. Josie did the speaking for me, crying out in glee and blissful agony. Her hips bucked against my face as she came, and I just kept going. She came again, or perhaps still, and finally yelped and shoved me away with her bare foot.
She sat there on the edge of the desk, body quivering and her eyes closed, her foot remaining firmly planted on my chest to keep me at bay. Smart girl. I watched her aftershocks make her body shake in the most enthralling ways.
She opened her eyes and looked at me, a suddenly hard expression on her face.
"I have to see your cock. Now. At last. Drop those stupid khakis and sit down in the chair again," she ordered firmly. "Now," she repeated.
She just watched, still breathing hard, as I hastily stood, and dropped my pants. I had chosen my coolest pair of blue boxer briefs that day, for just this moment that I had known would come, but in my own eager haste, I shoved them right down with my khakis as but an afterthought. I had sensibly worn flip-flops, and I kicked the whole mess free of my feet and ankles. I sat in the swivel chair. I felt a little ridiculous, but I did as I was told.
Josie seemed more than happy with things.
"You look stupidly perfect," she said softly, her eyes taking in all of me, though certain parts more than others.
I am not perfect. Hardly. But in that moment, this woman made me believe.
Josie summoned energy into her wrung-out body from somewhere, and rose. She took the step needed to stand over me, reached down, and softly but firmly grabbed my cock. Then she walked around the chair in a circle, dragging me around with her by only my rod.
After a turn and a half, she knelt. I shuddered in some sort of trepidation at the sight of her kneeling between my knees, but my cock bobbed in desperation.
"I dreamt of what you would taste like last night," she sighed, and licked my tip slowly. "Oh, fuck yeah," she added in a mutter, and slid her lips around my head and down my shaft. My tip felt itself caressed by the gentle ridges on the roof of her mouth while her tongue softly supported the underside of my cock.
On my part, I had not dreamt of her flavors. Those dreams I could remember had revolved around how she would look, not taste. I wanted to tell her that. And tell her that the reality of her somehow managed to exceeded my imagination. But I did not. Because she was suddenly sucking my brains out my cock.
Dimly, I realized that her delicate but slightly rough fingers were just gently cradling my balls and the base of my cock. They were not active participants. As had I, minutes before, Josie seemed determined to use only her mouth to devour me. Whether she was answering my challenge, or if her determination sprang from the same instinctive hunger mine had, I did not care. Either or both were wonderful concepts.
My mind only rediscovered the power of speech when I became alarmed at the realization of how little time this was going to last. Part of the reason I was cooking off so quickly was that my poor cock had been pretty much non-stop thinking about Josie, naked Josie, since it had finally gotten permission to do so. I think it felt it had waited long enough, dammit. Another part of the reason for my inability to hold out was because I was suddenly not desperate to make this last forever. I fully intended to continue doing incredible things to this woman beyond the foreseeable future, so I had no instinctive need to make each experience last as long as possible.
But mostly, I was not going to take long to come because Josie knew what the fuck she was doing. I figured that only her stubborn refusal to use her fingers during this procedure had let me last this long. And I sensed that those fingers were barely restrained from getting involved. I momentarily quailed at the concept of what kind of fellatio this woman could unleash if she let herself use all her tools at once.
Still, I had the power of speech again, and I groaned several rather profane compliments before I got around to warning her that things might progress very suddenly at any moment.
She did not look up at me or otherwise acknowledge my warning, except by crooning a deep hum of affirmation. The vibration of said hum did nothing to slow things down. At all.
I wanted to shout a warning. I wanted to at least utter some sonnet of my approval... something eloquent along the lines of, "Fuuuuuuck!" or "Ohhhhh, shiiiiiiit!" I like to think I'm an articulate guy.
Yeah.
I managed only to sort of gurgle incoherently.
My orgasm was almost weird it was so powerful. There were no waves, or multiple bursts of jizz, just a single, mighty stream that lunged up and out my cock into Josie's mouth. The ejaculation was powerful, but not long--the orgasm was long. Even though I was spent almost instantly in that single mighty burst, the ecstatic feeling of flying lasted an insanely long time, fading steadily but marvelously slowly away. At its peak, I almost fell out of the chair.
I uncrossed my eyes and looked down at Josie. I felt her swallow around my cock, then suck it clean as she let it slide from her mouth and look up at me with a brilliant smile. I saw her swallow a second time.
"And you do not disappoint," she said sweetly.
"I don't disappoint?!?!" I blurted.
She just chuckled and licked her lips.
"I have a problem," I panted.
"A problem?" Josie asked, resting her elbow on my knee and her head against the hand. She smiled at me languidly.
"I need to get up, and you have cut my strings," I said softly.
"I don't know that you really need to get up, do you?" she chuckled. Her hand reached out to caress my cock again.
"I do," I groaned, summoning the strength from some other dimension to do just that, pulling her to her feet with me as I went. I embraced her and kissed her as fiercely as my depleted state would allow. My hands ran down her back to fill themselves with her muscular backside. "I have to get on with exploring every inch of the naked goddess I am suddenly able to hold, remember?"
"Every inch?"
"Except your right knee," I reassured her. She laughed, then yelped as I found the strength to lift her into my arms. I looked over her shoulder at her desk, and saw that it was covered with stuff, much of which looked like lists and legal documents.
So much for sweeping it clear and laying her on it. I turned in place, with difficulty. Josie is well put together. Fortunately, her kitchen island was clear and I wasted no time staggering toward it and laying Joise down on the surface like a buffet of awesomeness.
"Oooh," she cooed, and did nothing else but wriggle on the bare granite and smile at me.
I stood over her, letting my eyes feast on her. But not for long. My hands and tongue wanted to feast even more.
I leaned over her and kissed her. She raised an arm to wrap around my shoulders, but I gently tugged it away. I grinned at her and started kissing my way down her throat, my hands sliding over the smooth flesh of her shoulders. One of her hands flopped to her side on the counter, but the one closer to me began to explore my chest in turn. I paused to lick around in the deep hollow at the base of her throat, tasting the salty goodness of her sweaty flesh. My hands slid over her upper arms, caressing her strong but sleek biceps. My right hand felt a small ridge of an old scar that she probably had earned doing some work around the complex at some point.
Part of me wanted to pause and ask her the story. But all the other parts of me were very much in favor of not pausing my examination. They won easily.
I kissed down to between the swells of her breasts and pulled my hands inward to grasp the outer curves of her mammaries, pressing them together against my face. I rolled my face around and around in the fleshy embrace, exploring my new playground. Josie giggled, appreciating my antics.
I moved down to the smooth expanse of her stomach. The skin was tight but pale. She had her schtick of the bare midriff when working, but that was mostly inside, and there was only a bit more color in that lower band than anywhere else on her torso. She wasn't pale anywhere, but she was mostly just glowingly rosy. That may have been a full-body blush of arousal. I'd take it either way.
Her abdomen was flat but I could sense some real muscularity beneath the surface, which was twitching involuntarily as I ran my lips and fingers across it. She was certainly not ripped, and had nothing like a six-pack, but I could see a little definition here and there, peeking through.
She had not had that trace of visible musculature when we had first met, I was certain of it. That made me realize how carefully I had been cataloging her physical characteristics all along. But she really was in even better shape now.
Bravo to pole dancing!
I gently tongued her navel and she sucked in her gut with a gasp.
I ran my hands along her hips downward, and I barely inhaled as I passed over her gates. They still had the powerful aroma of her earlier orgasm, but I made myself move on. I had experienced them already, and there was so much more I was compelled to explore.
Like her hips, Josie's legs were as tight and sleek as her belly, and just as perfectly modest in their construction. They were neither extravagantly powerful, nor delicate, but they were shaped in perfect curves. As I moved down her thighs, I saw that she did have some faint tan lines here. Beginning at mid-thigh, and running down to boot-high above her ankles, she had a delicate tan that only lent a depth to her flesh, just like on her forearms.
I lavished attention on her left knee as I passed downward, ignoring the right of course. Jesse snorted as she caught what I was doing.
"I'm not giving you much longer for this folderol," she observed, her voice betraying other emotions than impatience.
"No?" I asked, deliberately slowing the little licks I was enjoying down her shins.
"No. I'm plotting my own exploration here in a minute, and I'm getting impatient," she cooed, running a hand down my back.
"Well," I said briskly, rubbing her feet happily. I decided against any toe sucking on those slender appendages, even the twisted middle one on her right foot that must have been broken at some point in her life. Cute as they were, I did not want to waste too much time. And, to be honest, those feet had been in those boots for a while today...
"Well, you will have to stew in your own tasty juices for a bit more," I grinned at her. "You have a whole nother delicious side I need to examine before it is your turn!" With that, I gently started to roll her over on the island. Josie grumbled, but happily cooperated. She was enjoying the attention fully.
She sighed as she let herself relax and stretch out tentatively once more on the island. Her dirty blonde ponytail spread out along her back, and I brushed it away from me to kiss the nape of her neck. Her hand slipped off the counter and sinuously began to trace up and down my inner thigh. As far as I was concerned it was still my turn to explore, but I was not about to stop her minor cheating.
I straightened and looked down at her nakedness from behind, taking it in as a whole.
"God damn, Josie," I breathed, the words just spilling out from my mouth. "You are utterly incredible!"
She snorted skeptically, but come on. This was a work of art lying before me. Her back did have some real, though still subtle, muscular definition, as did that tight, round, perfectly proportioned ass. This was not a sculpted body, though I knew how and how much Josie worked out. Hers was a natural power, granted by nature and by a mindfully active, working life. She again took my breath away.



I let my hands caress down her back, stroking the flesh covering her perfectly straight spine. The small of her back sported two dimples atop her butt, or hints thereof, really, and I bent to kiss each extensively. My hands grasped her ass firmly and I moaned as I sank my fingers into the muscular but yielding flesh. I slid my lips downward, kissing back and forth enthusiastically over her flesh, and then slowly down to the top of her thighs.
She sported a largish bruise on her right leg, right below her ass. It was fading, but she still hissed a little when I rubbed across it. But not much.
"Still hurts?" I asked, concerned.
"Not really, but I can still feel it," Josie replied easily. She was used to bumps and bruises, obviously. "I was replacing Jessica's microwave and backed into her dishwasher door, which was half open."
"Ouch. Sorry, I'll be more careful," I said softly.
"Don't be careful," she snorted. "Be expeditious!" she added imperiously. Her hand, which had never left my inner thigh, slid upward a few inches.
"So impatient, are you?" I chuckled archly. I rested one hand lightly on the small of her back, as if holding her down, and kissed my way in a circle around the perimeter of that bruise.
"I am a little impatient," Josie said... patiently. "But mostly, I want to move on because this granite is making my boobs incredibly cold!"
"Well, we can't have that!" I exclaimed extravagantly, but meaning it. I stepped back quickly, which unfortunately disengaged her hand from my inner thigh, just as things there were getting interesting. I clasped that hand, using it to help her rise and hop off the countertop. I drew her toward me, and she tilted up her face to kiss me. As our tongues met once more, I slid both my hands between us to grasp her breasts.
You know.
For warming purposes.
Damn. They really were cold. I tried to feel bad about that, but I was enjoying too much how spectacularly hard her nipples had become.
For her part, Josie grabbed my ass and used it to pull herself firmly against me, my once again hard cock pressing determinedly against her sleek abdomen.
Even as my desire for her soared to new, even greater heights, I was assaulted by a raft of inconsequential realizations.
Josie was not perfect.
The amazing breasts I cupped so firmly were not the pinnacles of perfection that were Susan's tits. Her ass was hardly the confection that was Becky's, or the lush playground that Rhonda boasted. Her hair was not so lustrous as Heather's. Her magnetic eyes were not so large as Mandy's, even without her glasses. The list went on.
The only parts of Josie that were truly literal world-beaters were her nipples. They were the best on the planet, I was utterly convinced of that.
But regardless of whether I'd seen better bits here and there, the whole of Joise was just utterly the best.
And even her perfection in combination didn't matter. Because what mattered was that this collection of amazing parts, this fantastic body, contained Josie. She was funny, and smart, and conscientious, and creative. She was clever, and graceful. She was knowing, and skilled, and sensuous.
And if we worked out, she could be there for me forever.
'If' seemed a silly qualifier, even that early on. No, 'if' was a silly qualifier.
I loved this woman.
And at the moment, she certainly seemed to love my ass, at least. Her fingers alternated between digging firmly into my glutes and lightly caressing my skin. She also liked cupping up underneath it.
"You have such a fucking nice ass, Ken," she breathed, managing to be inteligible, despite never quite disengaging her tongue from my mouth.
I slid my hands free of her much-warmed breasts and down to grab her own spectacular ass in turn. She pressed those delicate tits against my chest to complete the warming process.
We stood there, kissing and groping each other's backsides, her tits pressed against my chest and her hips wiggling just enough to roll my hardened shaft back and forth against her lower body.
Then she relinquished her grip on my ass and reached up to start caressing my chest in turn. She pulled away from me, which made my dick a touch sad, but she bent down and began to suckle on my nipples, which made everything much better. Her tongue flicked over my own, extremely interested nubs, proving her already demonstrated oral skills were general in nature. Her hands never stopped caressing their way from pecs to shoulders, down to my abdomen, and back to my pecs, as her mouth kept sending shivers through my whole body.
She got in some good exploring of my body, though not so extensively as I had enjoyed hers before she paused, and kissed my mouth once more. "I have so much more of you to explore, but..."
She turned and led me the few steps to the bedroom door. Inside, it was dark, and lightly feminine, and mostly green. The queen-sized bed with padded headboard looked to me like the greatest piece of furniture in history.
"...but right now, I'm going to need you to make love to me," Josie finished and we moved as one to that bed.
"I can get behind that," I chuckled into her ear.
"Later," she giggled in return, a naughty note in her voice.
"Right now," she said, turning to face me, with the backs of her legs against the bed, "I need to see your eyes as you fill me up for the first time."
Playfully, I shoved her backward and she fell onto the mattress with a happy yelp. She immediately scooched backward, fully onto the bed and away from me, but I sprang after her.
In moments, I was looming over her, my knees between hers, and leaning down to kiss her deeply. Josie replied with a fierce kiss of her own as her arms flew up around my shoulders, pulling me downward.
I sank upon her, letting my torso rest gently upon her, and slid my knees down the bed, working my hips to let my cock nestle between her legs. Despite the tenderness of our actions, neither of us had any stomach remaining for taking our time.
I shivered and moaned uncontrollably as my cock touched her pussy for the first time, it was just a brush, but I felt her tremble in reply. I was rushing a magic moment here, but I could not help myself. And Josie was in no way inclined to slow me down either.
I pressed my cock against her swiftly, the tip slotting into her puckered nether lips with supernatural ease and precision. Josie's hands were again massaging my ass, but this time as a means to an end. She tugged me forward and I pushed on my own simultaneously, and we joined.
We both gasped as my cock pushed its way inside her folds, her moist, steaming interior making me work just the right amount to penetrate within. The nerve endings all along my length frantically sent ecstatic signals, not just to the pleasure centers of my brain, but to my emotional core as well. When I finally sank as deep inside her as I could reach, we both held ourselves motionless, save for the involuntary shudders within us both.
We said not a word, but looked into each other's eyes in deep accord.
When I could hold off no longer, and began to thrust into Josie, it was gently, and with not even an attempt at a rhythm. I was, um, probing. I wanted to simply enjoy each individual penetration before I let go to lose myself in Josie. I made each thrust different, gauging each discrete move, speed, depth, and angle for how they made this woman react, filing away that information for future use, when I was ready to make her sing... both tonight and in the days to come.
Josie lifted her legs slightly, twisting them up and over the backs of my calves, then twining them down in between my ankles, locking us together in our joy.
But after a bit, I reminded myself that if I had anything to say about it, I had a lifetime to catalog different ways to make this woman make noise, and it was time to get on with using what I had learned so far. And I was feeling an urgent need to make some noise myself.
I slid an arm under the small of her back, lifting and arching it, and then I summoned a rhythm. Josie immediately signaled her happiness with this and I responded with powerful but shallow thrusts, just the way I had earlier determined made her most happy when I delved into her from this angle.
As I explored other ways to make her croon, her hands clutched at my back, fingers digging in and dragging across my skin. It felt amazing. And it felt even better because Joise, who worked with her hands, had her nails trimmed perfectly but very short. The next day, I would sport no wounds, only fantastic memories, from her enjoyment.
Our ecstatic first joining felt both too short and yet an eternity of bliss. I almost failed to notice that at some point my body had transitioned from exploration to need, and I was driving into Josie, sweaty and increasingly breathless, while she softly moaned beneath me. By this point, I had somehow disentangled her legs from mine, and I had lifted them up high to wrap around my back.
I had even, quite temporarily, lost interest in her breasts, leaving them to brush swiftly along my chest while I braced myself above Josie with both hands. "I'm going to come," I realized out loud.
"God, yes," Josie moaned. "Do it. Fill me. Eaughhh! Now!" Her body twisted and contracted below me, not coming yet herself, but I thrilled to how she teetered on the precipice.
That thrill sent me over my own, and I gasped throatily. My body surged and sensations exploded as I felt my offering erupting inside Josie. My thrusts lost all rhythm and I jerked in involuntary spasms. I only produced two spurts. The first was amazing, but just a swift preview, followed instantly by a mind-bending explosion of cum that made me quietly scream.
Josie's answering scream was not so soft when her body let itself go completely as I filled it.
We clung to each other in the aftermath, lying there with my softening cock still buried in her body. One of her legs had flopped free of my back and splayed out to the side, but both her arms still clung to my shoulders. I had neither the strength nor the desire to keep my weight completely off of her. I managed only to twist slightly to the side, enough to shift the weight of my body from her abdomen to her splayed thigh Any more and I would have slipped from inside her, and that seemed a horrifying prospect.
"Well..." Josie gasped beneath me. "That was all right..." We both snorted a laugh.
"Yeah," I said, my voice high-pitched as I clawed for extra air to recharge my blood-oxygen levels, "we might need to do that again about a thousand times."
Josie kissed me, deeper than was good for either of our light heads. "I can get on board with that plan."
I felt a trace of discomfort from her body beneath me, and I rolled off instantly, my need to keep my now almost floppy cock inside her immediately overridden. We both lay there and sucked air for a bit longer, simply enjoying our naked bodies against each other.
"So..." Joise drawled at last. "Do you want to think about just living with me in that super's apartment I have? It is small, but there is room."
I looked at her happily. It was a genuine offer, but I sensed some inner doubts. Those doubts made me uncomfortable, despite the fact that I realized I had some too, and could not quite manage why. "I think maybe we wait?" I said. "Though I do definitely think I will shelve that idea of buying a condo straight away..." I considered that thought. "A place for two needs a lot more planning."
Her uncomfortable relief at my demur actually made me feel better, as it helped crystalize why we were both reluctant to take the step of living together yet. I laughed, "We are both going to have so much work right when we get there."
"You said it! And we will never get it all done if we are fucking like rabbits every moment we are together," Joise giggled in reply.
"Oh, I don't know," I drawled, tracing the circumference of one of her aureoles, its nipple momentarily quiescent as my cock. "I still pretty much expect to fuck your brains out every moment we actually are together. I just need some place where that isn't the case to get some sleep and some work done!"
"Mmmm. Makes sense," Joise replied languidly. "It would be hard to fix toilets or furnaces with this magnificent cock inside me," she added, briefly stroking my sticky, flaccid member in reply.
We were suddenly back to a relaxed conversation about the myriad tasks that would consume our lives out there, especially at the start, along with all the wonderful things we wanted to do outside of the bedroom together. Josie even made her first practical contribution to my well-being by convincing me not to buy a snowmobile my first winter out there. To be clear, while neither of us had ever snowmobiled before, we were both very enthusiastic about the concept. But I had no idea what we would really need. Nor did either of us know thing one about small engine repair. I was going to have to make myself earn my Skidoo.
We were contemplating a road trip together somewhere like Detroit soon, someplace with better stores for winter clothing, when Josie stopped talking. I just paused too, and waited.
"Ken, when is your last day here at the university? And when do you have to show up out there?"
"Huh? That's complicated, I guess," I said. Then I corrected myself. "But not really. I mean, I need to stick around two days or so after finals, to deal with the inevitable howls of outrage after my students get their last grades from me. I suspect I already know who is going to threaten to take their B+ to the Supreme Court."
Josie snorted at that.
"But I want to stay here through Christmas anyway. Don't you? And as for when I need to be out there in person, the university does a J-term but they chose not to assign me a class for that, this first year. I'll want to use most of January for class prep for the load I have waiting for me my first semester. Why?"
"Well, I'm definitely staying here for Christmas too," Josie said slowly. "It might be Jesse's and my last Christmas together, and I can hardly miss that." She smiled puckishly. "It will also be our fourth Christmas party at The Courtyard, and I want to make sure the last one I am a part of cannot be topped!"
I smiled back and started formulating ideas to contribute, but Josie went on. "I'm thinking about after Christmas. We talked earlier about Jesse's and my vacation habits? I, uh, already have a reservation for the week of New Year's... prepaid."
"Oh," I said. "Sounds like fun."
"I think it would be easy to add a second guest in the room?" she added somehow tentatively.
"Sounds like much more fun! Where?" I asked. Then I grinned teasingly, "It's not that place in Costa Rica again, is it?"
She grinned weakly back. "No. It's in Jamaica this time. But still warm and sunny and sandy. I booked it to charge my batteries before plunging into my first Colorado winter."
I pulled her against me. "Well, if I am invited, I think I could use the sun too!" I laughed. "I don't suppose it is a nudist resort like the one in Costa Rica?" I joked.
"The one in Costa Rica was not a nudist joint," Josie replied tartly, poking me in the ribs with a strong finger. "It was just completely clothing-optional! This place in Jamaica is not." I laughed and thought she was about to snuggle in against me, but she didn't. "This resort is bigger... and only clothing-optional in two bars, one pool, and two of the three beaches..." she said quietly.
"Well now," I grinned.
"I know! I know. I should just eat the cancellation/modification fee and maybe we find a better place," Joise said hesitantly. "But I kind of still want to go!" she blurted out, as if asking my permission. That confused me. I hardly owned her. Also...
"I mean, you know what I was in the market for when I booked this trip," she said, looking at me meaningfully. "And I'm not in the market for that anymore," she went on hastily. I nodded. We both were quite happy that our markets had closed as they had. "I don't even regret my main reason for going suddenly disappearing," she teased, her tone lightening with some humor. Then she got a little hesitant again almost instantly. "But... you know I don't dress like Heidi on Home Improvement because of the protective qualities of Daisy Dukes and tied-off shirts."
"And I, all other men, and a number of women around here all appreciate your sartorial choices," I reassured her blandly. "It has been a slice."
"Well... don't expect me to change my wardrobe out in Colorado," Josie said slowly. "I mean, I'll adjust it for the winter months, but..." She paused, then blurted out, "But the truth is, I really like the looks I get, and, um, and I kind of want to keep getting them."
I looked at her. All of her. It was well worth the look. We were going to work out fine.
"Josie, when we go to Jamaica, I will more than happily hang out with you on the nude beach every day that we don't hang out at the nude pool," I said firmly. "Just as long as you don't mind the way that every moment I'm not drinking in your naked ass, I'll be enjoying the view of any other hot naked women who happen to be around." I took a deep breath. "I don't think I could change that about me if I wanted to. I like to look. No, that's not right. I'm going to look."
Josie snorted, then her face softened just a bit. "I'm good with that. So long as you are a look, don't touch guy," she added tentatively, as if afraid to show any possessiveness.
I was fine with it, especially since it let me reply without guilt, "And I'm good with you being seen, so long as you aren't being touched either!"
"We will just have to do all the touching for each other then," Josie said, illustrating her point with some rather enchanting touching of her own. We both began touching each other a bit more actively.
"I had been planning on spending that week at my dad's house," I mused.
"Oh, I don't want to take you away from that," Josie said hastily.
"Ha!" I laughed. "If Dad found out that I gave up what you are offering, to sit around and talk basketball with him in his den, he'd shoot me!" I smiled fondly about my father. "Besides, he is as avid a skier as I am..."
"Ooh! I love skiing too," Josie put in. "But I will admit I'm not that good. I think I'm gonna have plenty of opportunity to fix that, though!"
"I guess I'm all right," I shrugged. "I can get down some black diamonds. But my dad is way, way better. And I happen to know that he has never ridden the mountain near our new home. I expect he will be out there for a visit before January is over!" I considered for a moment. "In fact, once he hears how I will not shut up about you, he may be waiting for us there when we arrive, just to get a look at you!"
"For him, I'll wear loose clothes," Josie said earnestly.
"What? I got my eyes from him. Don't break his heart," I smirked. "And speaking of looking," I said, looking intently at my fingers teasing her nipple back to prominence, "I do require, before we move from here, the chance to watch you use the pole!"
"Ha! You just want to come to Pole Dance Club to see all the women work that brass!"
"I would not turn down the opportunity," I admitted easily. "But I only require a private show from you. And for what it is worth," I added seriously, "I think I can admit that the workouts have actually done a bit for your physique, not that you needed it."
"Thank you," Josie replied drily. "To be honest, I really had always been happy with what guys saw, but I had already started working out more regularly before I put up the poles. I only realized yesterday that my new efforts to get in better shape started about the time you showed up around here..."
That required a kiss or three...
My cock announced its own requirements as it rubbed firmly against her hip.



"Well now, what have we here?" Josie giggled, caressing my shaft with outright lasciviousness.
"I think it needs to make love to you again," I said, nibbling on an earlobe.
"Mmmm," Josie murmured, "maybe in the morning."
"The morning?" I asked, more than a little distressed, to be honest.
"Yeah," she drawled. "You said something earlier about being able to 'get behind' my ideas. Doggy style is not making love. Doggy style is fucking!"
----------
And thus ends the story of Ken, and begins the story of Ken and Josie. I see no real reason to write that story. It is a rather bland and happy one. But I do hope you enjoyed how we got here.
I am not sure what I am going to write next. Perhaps I can revive my Owenverse project. Owen is much less likely to go and settle down on me than Ken has! Got any other big Literotica tropes that I haven't touched on?
In the meantime, do let me know what you liked and didn't about this series, and thanks for your kind votes and favorites.
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Welcome to another tale from the Owenverse! It has been a while, I know, but Owen remains an influential character in what I am planning for future stories. While Owen is in this story, he is not the narrator this time around.
If you don't know Owen, don't worry. The main Owenverse stories are all standalone tales and can be read by themselves.
A couple of my multi-chapter series are part of the Owenverse, can you tell me in the comments which ones they are?
As for this tale, enjoy, and as always, remember that it's just a fun yarn and not meant to be realistic. I aim for the plausibly ridiculous.
----------
The Owenverse: The Negotiator
----------
"I hate to mess up your morning," I said apologetically, yet not, "but this menu won't work. Your people are going to have to hop to it to fix it."
The catering manager started to object that eight am was too late in the process to alter a luncheon menu, but I cut her off. "It is also late for you to finally give me the menu for approval." I reached into my briefcase that doubles as an over-the-shoulder purse and power accessory for my folder with our contract, written correspondence, and printouts of our email chain.
All of it. I like to be prepared.
You have no idea how small and light electronics are going to get soon, but for now, at 5' 2" tall, I am much too small to carry around a 'portable' computer. I just keep printouts of what might matter for the day.
"Mr. Walton is vegetarian, as I wrote you on... April 5th, see?" I said, handing over the relevant email.
"And we have a vegetarian entree! We always do," objected Jessica defensively.
"You have one," I said. "Our contract," I went on, producing said document next, "specifies two."
"Oh. Um, well, it is still a little late for me to... can I simply have a special plate..."
"No, you cannot," I interrupted, looming over the woman. That was a neat trick to pull off, considering that she was five inches taller, and had sixty pounds on me at least. But I managed. "Alan Walton is one of my two best potential sources of funding on this deal, and he's damned near a billionaire. He is a sweet, polite man... who never forgives a thing. He and I get along," I added significantly. "I will not have him feeling singled out as unusual. Two dishes, in equal quantities and presentation as the others, as contracted. One with asparagus," I added, stabbing the line in the contract that Jessica or her kitchen staff had ignored.
"Asparagus?!?"
The meeting ended with me getting what I wanted. My meetings like that usually do, which is why I have them.
I am not one to ever leave things to chance. Well, not when it comes to business. While I am not so aggressively free-wheeling in my personal life as in my college days, I still like to take advantage of spontaneity when it presents itself. Today was not a day for such thoughts, however. I had a deal to midwife, and I was on the hunt for hidden speed bumps.
I had already spent the extra fifteen minutes on my appearance that I always did on important days. I sported the better of my two Alexander McQueen double-breasted suits, the one which fitted me to the nines. I am not one of those severely styled women who wears ties like a man (unless it suits my purposes to look insecure), and my open-collared, silk ecru blouse had the collar points resting along my lapels.
I never have and never will use sex to make a deal happen. That is just simple principle. But I don't ignore it either. This outfit shows off my figure just well enough to ensure I can capture most men's attention easily, but is in no way explicit enough to distract them once they focus on what I'm saying. Business first. Always.
I can certainly dress distractingly while still being professional, of course. I'm not ashamed to say I have done so on occasion when I wanted to deliver bad news and have it be absorbed... incrementally. But today I intended for there to be no bad news for anyone.
To that end, I poked my head into the Ashethorpe Room of the hotel, where the presentation and demo were to take place, just to ensure no one had stolen any of my chairs, and that the tables for breakfast were laid out properly, in readiness for the pastries, coffee and so on.
I know it may sound as if I am some executive secretary or something, fretting about danishes and asparagus. I am not. I have an assistant, I am not one. I had already spent the last month, especially the last week, doing all the work to make sure the business done today went the way we wanted it to, and I was satisfied with my efforts, and those of our client in that regard. But I did not get where I am, at my young age, by letting the little things go unaddressed.
Little things like some guy lying on his back in the room, fucking around with the metal structure of my raised platform which was there to support the apparatus that was the point of today's demonstration and hopefully eventual deal.
"Excuse me? Excuse me," I said, slipping swiftly into the room and advancing on the man. "What are you doing? That platform has to be rock-solid for a demonstration we have going on in here today."
"So I've heard," the guy said back drily. He twisted smoothly out from under the platform and looked at me. I watched that flash of expression my appearance and dress were supposed to get, but it quickly faded to a serious look. He didn't get up from the floor, he just sat up. "I thought I had better see for myself if the crew had assembled it properly."
"Which I confirmed for myself. Yesterday," I said irritatedly. I did not want to waste time on this issue. I had to still check several more details. But Roger Evans, the CEO of my client who was seeking funding, had been most explicit that no vibration was permissible in the platform. This chucklehead with the hotel was going to fuck up my demo if he didn't cut it out with that wrench I saw beside him.
"Good," he said simply. "But I figured I'd check too, just to make sure. This is a good platform, and they were more careful than usual putting it together." Damned right they were. But Wrench Boy went on calmly. "Unfortunately, it seems that there is a low spot in the floor under the left rear segment. Put enough weight on it, and it will sag. That means it will vibrate."
"What?"
"I tried just tightening up everything, but that was not enough. It will work its way loose again pretty quickly when there is weight on it again," he said calmly.
"That's not acceptable," I worried.
"Mmmm. That is why I am jamming a large wooden box under there in just the right place. It will be sturdy enough to prevent that initial sag and everything will stay rock solid," he said. Then he proceeded to ignore me, lie back and slide halfway under the platform again.
I considered him with irritation. He was not dressed in the hotel's maintenance staff uniform of khakis and blue polo, but in a baggy pair of dress trousers and a white business shirt with the cuffs rolled up. Probably someone in the hotel's back office management team, doing his own due diligence, and handy enough to fix a problem himself.
I heard two grunts and bang from underneath, and he called out, "I think that should be good now."
"Mind if I check it myself?" I asked, becoming moderately less irritated at his delay in my morning. I grudgingly took him off my nuisance list, and began to worry instead that I was going to have to write a thank you letter to the hotel GM about him the next day.
"Please do. Though you checked it yesterday, didn't you?" I heard him say with amusement in his voice. I went back to irritated with the guy. But I stepped up onto the platform, which moved not a hair.
"Can I jump on it?" I asked, remembering a lack of movement the day before as well. I got a grunt of assent. I slipped off my shoes and jumped twice. I noticed nothing. He sounded satisfied as well. I was briefly aware that I was jumping up and down in an above-the-knee skirt directly over this guy. I swiftly gave thanks for the solid black platform and its lack of gaps between panels.
Slipping on my pumps again, I stepped back down off the platform. The heels were low enough, at only a little over two inches, to not look distracting in the short skirt, but tall enough to keep my lack of height from making me look like a kid at the adult table.
"Thank you!" I called out over my shoulder toward the long legs still sticking out from under the table as I rushed on my way.
Cute guy, I realized on further consideration as I headed for the business center to grab the hand-outs. He seemed a bit callous and rough around the edges though, for a service industry worker. I supposed they put him in the back office for a reason.
Everything else was in order, and I slid easily into my relaxed, 'everything is perfect' persona as people began to filter into the room. I moved from funding sources to startup employees, making introductions. The principals already knew each other from months of meetings of course, but if today was to turn into the wedding I damn well intended for it to, the families needed to get to know each other as well, so to speak.
Investment capital has been pretty plentiful lately, though most of it is flowing to internet commerce sites right now. The money that was at this meeting was the kind that was still focused on physical products, rather than new ways to sell existing products. I personally liked that kind of money, and now that I had begun to actually accumulate some meaningful funds of my own, I tended to follow its moves with my own funds, rather than join in with the currently more profitable dot com worshippers. It was going to be easy for websites to make huge money, but I reasoned that patents and products would have an easier time fending off competition in the long run.
"Sophia!" I heard from behind me. It was my client Roger, he of this company with an actual product... and a desperate need for capital. I was slow to answer, because I had to disengage from one of his potential funders that I was reassuring about Roger's Y2K readiness. "I want you to meet Dr. Owen Voss, who will be running our demo today," Roger went on, before I could even turn around.
"We've met already, actually," I heard another voice say behind me.
That voice...
I winked at my funder and turned smoothly around.
The 'back office hotel accountant' who was good with his hands was Dr. Owen Voss!
But who the fuck was Dr. Owen Voss?
I was going to kill Roger. Where the fuck did he get off, springing a presenter on me that I had not been informed of, and more to the point, vetted?
Ah. The loose-fitting, awkward trousers he had had on this morning were suit pants, not slacks. Most men's suit pants look stupid with no jacket in the picture. His shirt was buttoned neatly now, with an oddly expensive tie, given the off-the-rack nature of the suit.
Dr. Voss extended his hand smoothly. "I am sorry, Ms. D'Abruzzi. When we met this morning, I thought you were with the hotel!"
I snorted. "No apologies necessary. I thought you were with the hotel too!"
"Neither of you are remotely hotel employee sort of material," Roger declared firmly. "Sophia, I was excited to find that Owen was available today, so I threw him on a plane."
I looked at the scientist, who appeared bemused.
"I assume one of your insights is responsible for this apparatus?"I asked the unreasonably attractive (for a scientist) scientist in front of me.
"Hardly! The actual theoretical insights that are critical to the product were proposed by Dr. Hyung Shey a decade ago. Roger just thinks I am Mr. Wizard reborn for explaining what looks like black magic."
"Well, despite Roger springing you on me at the last moment," I glared at Roger, who did not look nearly contrite enough, "If he says you have the gift of gab, he is probably right. Knock their socks off."
And the fucking scientist did.
Roger was right, he had a silver tongue. I had spent months trying to satisfy myself how this product worked, and had nervously never totally been convinced. I am very well-educated, with a healthy amount of physics in my transcript, and Owen Voss effortlessly made me understand everything I had remained stubbornly confused about, while demonstrating the product seamlessly, in less than two hours.
More importantly, he made a bunch of finance geeks with billions under their control understand.
By the time that big, good-looking dweeb was done, the only work I had left was playing the investors off each other to see how much more money than I had hoped, for how much less ownership, we could get out of them in this round.
Roger just fucking grinned at me across the room. Now I was mad at the man because he did not have this friggin guy under some kind of retainer at the very least. I would fix that before I left town.
Mr. Wizard sought me out rather obviously after the presentation.
"As usual, Dr. Voss, Roger is right about people," I told him, as he approached.
"Please call me Owen," he said, with a pained expression. "My mom calls me Dr. Voss."
I started to laugh, but quickly realized that the poor bastard was serious.
Owen then asked me, "I don't suppose I could buy you dinner, or at least a drink, and we can discuss what hotel jobs we each thought the other had?"
Asshole thinks he can work fast, does he?
"Sorry, Owen," I said with a glum expression. "I have a big dinner with the key investors in about half an hour. You have made my job much easier with them."
He shrugged, accepting the brush off with more aplomb than I liked. Especially since I already had my follow-up ready. "But they do tend to be done early on this sort of thing. They always want to head back to their own hotels to pay attention to either their money or whatever hired entertainment they have contracted with for this trip. If you can be patient, I think we might squeeze in a drink later..."
Owen was endearingly surprised to hear his obviously scurrilous hopes resurrected.
I reflected on my part that his hopes, while still faint, were better than he had any business enjoying. My day had gone extraordinarily well, which always puts me in an... expansive mood, and that surpassing of expectations was all down to Owen.
And he did fill out that lame-ass Hart, Schaffner, and Marx suit pretty well...
By the time dinner was winding down, I had decided that Dr. Voss by no means had a sure thing... but if he played his cards right, I might conceivably let him make me happy.
Maybe.
I called him after wrestling the check from Franklin Walsh. A year or so ago, Franklin had finally given up on trying to wrestle me personally, and I was not going to give him any new, false hope by letting him buy me dinner.
Besides, I'd be charging it back to him in our consulting fees anyway.
Which he knew damned good and well.
When Owen answered his portable phone, I drawled, "Still interested in that drink in the bar?"
I could literally hear him forcing himself not to ask who was calling. The smug weenie. "Yes I am!" he said instead. "But the hotel bar is unacceptably lame. I heard about a place with supposedly competent barmen. Sound good for you?"
He emailed me the address.
I asked, and it was walking distance from the hotel, so I let him con me into it.
I should have asked more questions.
The bar was small, and cozy... and lit all in red. There was lurid, but not explicit artwork on all the walls, and the staff all wore either clergy collars or nun's wimples... and not much else. My Italian grandmother (either one of them) would have had a heart attack upon seeing the ten-foot high pieta mural on one wall with a bikini-clad, buxom, blessed mother cradling the body of an insanely buff Jesus who weirdly wore sunglasses.
Doctor Smug Bastard waved at me cheerily from a small booth to one side as I entered the den of iniquity. Grimacing, I approached.
I was massively over-dressed for the place, both stylistically and, um, coverage-wise. At least Owen, in his suit, was too. He even still had his tie on. Maybe he realized it was the only thing he wore that belonged on the same plane as my outfit.
I slid into the booth next to Owen and we were approached almost instantly by our server.
Just my luck, instead of getting the extremely hunky shirtless black guy with the Roman collar and rosary around his neck for our server, we got the lanky nun with the bustier that barely covered her nipples. Bitch was even a foot taller than me... almost.
Owen's chances seemed to be circling the drain at this point.
"That is unquestionably the most amazing business suit I have ever seen," Sister Tits said, with an open and honest admiration on her face that surprised me. "Are you a CEO or something?"
"Nah," Owen interjected before I could speak. "She's just the woman that tells all the CEOs what to do."
He was trying to be complimentary, and I briefly appreciated it, before Sister T turned his words on their head. "Ooooh! I like," she cooed in perfect character. "If you want to borrow my whip when you give some orders, just let me know." With a sweeping gesture, she indicated the vinyl, costume cat of nine tails on her over-generous hip.
I briefly considered reaching out my hand for the cat and giving Owen five or six swift strokes for bringing me here to this mortifyingly egregious place, but I did not know him well enough. He might have liked it.
Instead, I just smiled as best I could and she handed us menus, running over the highlights for us as we examined them. She swayed off to another table, leaving us to puzzle out the honestly amazing-sounding offerings.
"So you thought that this would be a good bar for a casual, after-dinner business drink?" I asked acerbically.
"One of Roger's engineers recommended it to me yesterday," Owen shrugged. "In retrospect, her nose ring should have led me to check it out more closely." I began to realize that he was a little embarrassed too, and was leaning into the experience as a defense mechanism.
"Roger has a senior engineer with a nose ring?"
"If she didn't have one, she would probably have been giving the presentation instead of bringing me in," Owen shrugged. "She's actually pretty brilliant." He was completely matter-of-fact about that point.
You don't often encounter men who are so off-handed about being second choice, particularly to a woman. But then you also don't see a lot of successful professional consultants who take off their ties, roll up their sleeves, and crawl around a dubiously-vacuumed hotel ballroom floor with a borrowed wrench to fix a serious problem either.
Doctor Owen Voss was a modest man. And it was the kind of modesty that arose from utter, completely internalized self-confidence. His chances were improving again...
We chatted about the drinks. The menu was large, appealing, and in some cases the cocktail names were downright obscene. Owen swiftly focused on one drink, which irritated me because I had been considering it also. But damned if I was going to order the same thing he did. That brought my preferences down to two others from which to choose.
Sister Tits, who claimed her name was Mary, returned and leaned low toward Owen as he ordered, directing quite the show his way. I rolled my eyes when she wasn't looking. I was hardly jealous over this casual... whatever it ended up becoming with Owen. But really, it is kind of a bitch move for a girl to flaunt her assets so blatantly at a guy when he is sitting there with another girl right beside him.
If you are going to do that, at least wait until the girlfriend goes to the ladies' room. It's common courtesy.
But then our waitress turned and directed the same blatant show my way as she took my order with a huge smile. They honestly weren't that amazing, but they were big. And she did know how to display them to best effect.



I didn't know if she was bisexual herself, or just assumed that many women who came to a place like this were, but I was caught off-guard either way.
Today kept reminding me that I needed to always be careful about jumping to conclusions...
The drinks came. Father Hunks-a-lot brought them, which I viewed as a personal favor. He really was a specimen. No bright glint of intelligence marred his smiling visage, but he was a specimen regardless.
The drinks were on the small side, but every bit as spectacular as Nose Ring had apparently alleged. We each chose something different for our second round, and those too were wonderful. I was beginning to idly regret that this psycho bar was located in a city that I seldom visited.
Our conversation was fun. We avoided all but the most perfunctory surface personal details about each other, and chatted about The Internet, cars, and Jane Austin, of all authors.
And I did some more evaluation of Dr. Voss.
He was appealing. Yes, indeed. His soft eyes rarely left mine, except when Sister Tits was checking in on us. In fairness, my eyes left his on those occasions as well. I am not into girls, but it is only polite to watch when a show is being put on. His smile was a little crooked, but his teeth were the only truly perfect thing about him, brilliant white, large, and in precision-aligned rows. His hair was meticulously trimmed but in a short, very unimaginative style. Overall, a pleasant but plain-looking man.
But his chances were getting downright good.
Owen was no supermodel. I've been with one of those once. That guy's real name was Daniel and you have seen his face and torso in every men's fragrance department, in every department store in the first world. But unbelievable body or no, Daniel had been one glorious disappointment in bed.
I had made do.
Owen was no apex alpha either, like a certain billionaire who has been trying to bed me for two years now, and who (probably) will never succeed. Not that I wouldn't love to, mind you. I just won't do it for professional reasons. I want his money way more than his dick.
And there was none of the weird, explosive chemistry between Owen and me like there was between myself and my artist, Robert. Robert, who was taking his own sweet time finishing the huge nude portrait he was making of me. My sitting had only been two days, but the perfectionist bastard was now seven weeks into putting in the 'finishing touches', and was begging for more time. I could not tell which I was more eagerly anticipating, seeing the final version of that painting that made me look so unbearably sexy, or balling Robert's brains out the second he had it hung up over my bed.
I flushed at that last thought. I was sitting here in a bar with Owen, and suddenly fantasizing about another man.
But Owen's chances were rising hard, I realized--the reason being that the good doctor was giving me the indelible impression that sex with him would be simply... fun.
Once I came to that realization, I relaxed for a bit, getting into it with him about whether or not scotch should ever be used to mix cocktails. It appealed to me that he could be so spectacularly wrong about a subject like this.
"You know, Owen, I really think you have pretty good taste," I almost growled.
He raised an eyebrow to convey the message that, given the circumstances, my words might be construed as conceited, but he merely murmured a quiet, amused thank you. He knew I was setting him up.
"So I just can't figure out how you can just blithely go on about putting good scotch in a good cocktail when all you ever get out of that is a bad drink."
We grinned at each other at the good taste subtext, but kept to the subject at hand. "It is hardly my go-to, but there are some beautiful flavors in scotch, and I like a little smoke sometimes," Owen replied with maddening self-assurance. "I tell you what, if we have another round, I'll have the..." He looked at our remaining copy of the menu for a moment. "I'll have this What's Under His Kilt," he declared, pointing at the menu.
I leaned in dubiously. "You are going to order what has to be one of the bottom-tier drinks on this menu, just to prove a point?"
"A man must stick to his principles."
And so it went.
Now I was beginning to fret again for another reason. The fact was, I was worried about my chances. I do strike out from time to time. Not often, but it happens. And I realized that Owen had not even thrown a pitch.
We sat beside each other in the small booth, but he had scrupulously avoided so much as touching me even once. He had never pressed his shoulder against mine, never touched my hand, never leaned back and put his arm even partially behind me. His knee had kept to itself.
Could he possibly just not be interested after all?
No, he was interested. The way his eyes would eagerly follow my glass every time I lifted it to my lips, then trail over my body as I set it back down was confirmation enough. And no matter what we discussed, be it atrocious cocktail recipes or our sudden enthusiastic exchange about Edgar Allen Poe, I realized he was looking for ways to challenge me, provoke me even.
Fuck.
I had been so preoccupied with how hard I was going to make him work to get us to happen, if we were going to happen at all, I hadn't realized that Dr. Voss was making me work for it!
I stood by my evaluation of Owen as a fundamentally modest man, but he sure could layer that with a seriously cocky temerity!
My eyes locked onto his face as I made that realization, and whatever he saw in my changing expression, the bastard certainly liked it.
Sigh. I would give him the win. I doubted that I would regret it in the least.
Continuing with the Poe discussion, I looked around at the decor once more and suggested that Poe would have liked this place. As I turned to take in some details I had not examined yet, I let my hand drift off the table and onto Owen's thigh.
Nice and firmly muscular, as I had suspected.
I caressed his leg softly, letting my fingers trail down inside his thigh, but otherwise not sliding my hand any higher. Not more than an inch or so, at least.
Owen pretended not to notice, but he leaned over to follow my gaze at the huge, gilt crucifix on one wall, neon backlit in a more orange color of red. In doing so, his arm slid behind me and came to rest on the other side of me, resting against but not on my hip. And he was much further into my personal space than he had yet been.
He knew he had won, but was being gracious about it.
I suddenly found that my patience with a lovely evening of drinks was fading.
"I don't think I am going to make you order that scotch cocktail, Owen," I said, turning my face suddenly back toward him, leaving us close enough to feel each others' breath. "How about we get a check?"
"Don't you want to find out what's under his kilt?" Owen smiled.
"I think I'll figure it out somehow," I smiled. Then, catching sight of Sister Tits heading our way with a tray of empty glasses, I waved her over. As she approached, preceded in her journey by those boobs, I slid my hand quite openly upward until my pinkie was pressed quite obviously against Owen's swollen crotch. The little table in front of us was small, low, and did nothing to conceal what I was doing.
Her eyes told me she saw my move, as they were focused on my movement, and neither my face nor Owen's. I outright slid my hand up and over Owen's package as I spoke. "The drinks have been lovely, Mary. But I think we are done for the evening. May I have the check?"
Sister Tits looked up at us both, smiling. "Of course! Thank you both for worshipping with us this evening. I'll have your check back here... quickly." And off she went.
"I hope you don't think you are paying the check," Owen said, his hand suddenly much more firmly on my hip.
"I certainly am," I retorted. "If you pay it, you pay it. If I pay it, then Roger will end up paying it."
"Can't argue with that," Owen said. We clinked our glasses and drained the last drops.
Sister had mercy on us, given her perception of our desire to get out of there, and returned with the check post haste. She whisked away my gold card and returned in a heartbeat. I tipped her well. Service and a show...
I tucked my hand casually into Owen's elbow as we walked back to the hotel, discussing my noon flight time and his 2 PM lecture for his day job at the University a short flight of his own away. Neither of us voiced it, but we both knew how we planned to spend a number of the intervening hours.
We entered the elevator free of other guests and I punched in my floor number, then pointedly did not ask Owen his floor. I turned my back to the buttons and smiled while slowly dragging my eyes from his legs up to his face.
Owen was polite enough not to make me kiss him first. He stepped right up close and leaned down to press his lips to mine. His hands rested on my hips firmly, and I reached mine up behind his neck and pulled him further down to me.
The hotel was a grand old dame, and her elevator was slow, but even so, our tongues had barely begun to explore each other's homes when the bell chimed. I spun away from Owen and stepped out the door. I looked over my shoulder expectantly. He wordlessly followed and I walked toward my room.
"I do need a little sleep tonight, and have a breakfast conference call," I said casually. "Let's hang out in my room for a little while, but I warn you, I'll have to kick you out in only four hours or so..."
"Whatever shall we do in such a short time besides deplete your mini-bar?" Owen said, strolling along beside me like any other business associate.
"I have ideas," I drawled.
"Good! So do I," he replied. "I am optimistic that they will mesh nicely." We both laughed as if he'd made a dumb joke, and we were sheepishly amused.
But my hands were swift to remove my key, one of the newer programmable credit card-style hotel keys that you had to be careful to keep away from your cell phone. I was constantly returning to hotel front desks to replace them. I quickly clicked open my door.
My room was large, but I had not elected a suite for this trip. There had been no business justification for that. But it was scrupulously clean, generously sized, and the bed was beautifully made, with fresh linens and the corner turned down. I make my bed at home every day, scrupulously. It is a mandatory habit that I am proud of, but I am honest enough to know that one of my favorite perks of travel is someone else making my bed for me.
And the bed was king sized...
I dropped my key back into my attache and set it on the luggage rack as Owen turned to close the door. In a blur, we both spun back to each other, I was in his arms, and he was in mine. My face lifted, and he bent in turn and we were kissing once more.
While our hands behaved themselves, at first, this was no gentle, What Are We Getting Into Here, exploratory kiss that we shared. Our mouths were open from the start, tongues mining each others' depths. It was a hot, delicious, encounter that heated both our bodies and demonstrated that we each had no doubt about what our meeting agenda was.
Owen was going to fuck my ever-living brains out.
And I was going to leave him a shattered, quivering puddle, or die trying.
I felt Dr. Voss's lips curl and his hands stopped behaving themselves. They slid from behind me and moved to caress the swell of my breasts in the elegant suit coat. But then he moved his fingers to the buttons of my jacket, and I pulled away.
"No, no," I murmured. "Not quite time yet for that," I added, tugging him a few steps further into the open part of the room.
I grinned at him, then swiftly sank to my knees. "Hold still now," I crooned, running my hands up his legs, then across the front of his trousers where I detected a gratifyingly sound hardness within.
"I like your ideas," Owen murmured.
"Allow me to expand on them," I said, slipping his belt open, then his fly. I tugged the waistband of his underwear outward to clear its contents, and let both suit pants and undies slide down his legs to puddle around his ankles.
There he stood, shirt, coat, and tie still in place, pants on the floor, me kneeling fully dressed before him, and his very attractive, serviceably-sized, enticingly veined, and desperately eager cock poking free from between the tails of his white oxford cloth shirt.
Ridiculous looking and exactly how I wanted him.
I reached out with one hand to gently take that cock in my fingertips' grasp, running my thumb up and down the irregular length of the largest vein. My other hand reached out to run up his thigh and around to his bare, toned ass. I locked his gaze with mine and extended my tongue to taste his tip.
He was already leaking a little, and the sticky taste I savored presaged the benefits that came from a man having lots of tropical fruits in his diet. He sighed happily, and I murmured my own eagerness.
Keeping my eyes on his, I guided the tip into my mouth with my hand, letting my lips sensuously wrap around his helmet, then slide down around his shaft. My tongue pressed against his invading length, writhing happily.
Owen's eyes widened and his nostrils flared in an involuntarily dominant masculine display that I nevertheless could only view as cute. Very cute.
Slowly, I pushed my head back and forward, my lips caressing his flesh and I drew him in and out. I worked up more and more saliva quickly, coating his cock. My hand took a firmer hold of the exposed portion of his length and worked that saliva down to lubricate my strokes.
My eyes never left his.
Eye contact during a blowjob can accomplish many things. Wide, doe-like eyes, filled with a hint of fear or uncertainty will inflate a guy's ego and inflame his instincts for manly strength as you project submission. That can be a lot of fun sometimes.
But not tonight.
Tonight, I gave Owen the somewhat steely, hard gaze that I more often use in difficult negotiations. It is a look of assurance and authority. I wanted Dr. Voss to know that he was mine for the duration. He responded perfectly. There was no submission in his eyes either, but he clearly accepted my terms.
Slowly, I increased my tempo, my neck flexing as my head drove back and forth faster. And deeper.
Soon, with a bob here and there, I found myself intermittently choking a little bit whenever his tip hit the back of my throat, triggering my gag reflex. I made sure he could hear me 'gluck' every time that happened.
I really don't much care about dick size. Honestly. What a man does with his body, in concert with mine, is infinitely more important than how his penis is formed. I have a large data set of different cocks I've encountered. It is large enough that it should be embarrassing... if I were embarrassed by it. I've never encountered a truly huge cock, they are rarer than porn would have you think, but as long as a guy is big enough to make me gag while I blow him, I've never had reason to complain, size-wise, in any activity.
Owen's equipment was plenty easy to choke on whenever I wanted to. I never gag myself hard, just enough for the man to feel and hear, and feel powerful about it. They. Always. Do.
His eyes bore into mine with an almost monomaniacal intensity, and I felt him losing focus due to being so focused. Suddenly, he shook his head, and grinned down at me, clear-eyed again. "Fuck, Sophia! You are... Um... not going to be doing this much longer," he tried to chuckle.
I let a smile into my eyes that did not flow to my mouth, as it remained firmly clamped around his shaft. But I already knew he was close, and I had no inclination to slow my roll. I wanted what I was about to get.
When his breath grew short, I knew it was time. I let him slide from my mouth and my hand stroked him smoothly and very swiftly, now caressing his entire slippery length. I smiled up at him with a half-open mouth. His whole body jerked suddenly, which was sub-optimal. I wanted to be careful with how I aimed him. This suit was expensive to dry clean.
He grunted and I let my eyes slide shut, opening my mouth fully.
The jerking had not helped my aim. Only a small percentage hit my open mouth, yet that was still a lot. The rest of the truly prodigious burst that erupted from Dr. Owen Voss drew a long, straight line from the corner of my mouth, over my cheek, and up into the hair at my left temple!
It was a shitload of cum, and my eyes popped open in amazement. Then they shut again, just in time, as a second wad of jism slapped into my face, including across one eye! How much fucking cum had I been hit with?
But my hand had just kept jacking him on autopilot and in a split second a third, and thankfully final, eruption further soaked my face. I gasped in surprise, and a huge gob of (as anticipated) delicious cum fell into my mouth.
"Fucking hell, Owen!" I gasped, pausing then for a moment to swallow the wad I had in my mouth. "That is so much cum!" I opened my eyes and looked up at him with a laugh. My left eye did not open far, as it was heavily crusted over.
"Sorry," he gasped. "I should have warned you I was about to finish. You had me a little distracted." He was apologizing for the lack of last-second warning. Apparently, ejecting that much cum was something he took for granted!
"Jesus! You cum like that all the time?" I asked in shock, licking my upper lip mostly clean of his offering.
"That was... a good one," he sighed. "But, um, yeah, pretty much. Thank you!"
"I... I need a towel," I said, shaking my head. He started to turn toward the bathroom, in flatteringly unsteady fashion, but I stilled him with my hand and rose up myself. "I'll get it," I said and made my one-eyed way to the bathroom.
I wiped more of his tasty stuff into my mouth to savor, then wiped my face clean. Owen would just have to deal with all the stickiness in my hair. He had creamed it in three places, and that shit wasn't coming out without a shower.
Miraculously, none of it had hit or dripped onto my suit.
I swayed back into the bedroom to find Owen still standing mostly upright, though he had kicked his feet free of his pants. When I approached, he embraced me and gave me a deep kiss. When he encountered the last of his jizz that I was still savoring, he didn't even flinch.
When we parted our lips, I started to speak, but he shushed me. "No. Now this goes to my turn. I am going to undress you now. Carefully, slowly, and without putting a single wrinkle in that fucking fabulous suit."
"Well, thank you."
"Don't get me wrong, I'd love to fuck you silly in it, but you don't need the embarrassment of explaining the results to your dry cleaner!" He grinned. "And I also really, really, really want to see you utterly, gloriously naked right now."
He bent his lips to my throat and licked and kissed there as his fingers undid the jacket buttons, then slid the jacket slowly off my shoulders. He stood straight long enough to carefully fold the jacket, then set it aside on the chair near us.
He kissed me again on my lips while his fingers went unerringly to the zipper of my skirt. I wondered at how detailed his examination of me earlier in the evening had been for his fingers to have found the invisible zipper so unerringly. He was just as careful with the skirt as with the jacket.
The skirt folded and set aside, he turned back to me, his hands running up my front from belly to breasts. I shivered at his every movement. When his fingers went to the buttons on my blouse with exquisite care, I observed, "The blouse is not so precious a garment..."
That was not strictly true. It had cost 257 pounds in London three months earlier. But I was ready to unleash Owen, and if he obliged me by ripping it right off my body, I figured the sensation would be worth it.



He still made sure to do no damage, but the white silk garment was hurling away from us through the air in record time.
Best of both worlds.
I stood before him in my undies and thigh-high stockings. I had not woken up this morning with thoughts of getting fucked, and my bra and panties reflected that. They weren't from my beige work-at-home inventory, thank God, but they were still a plain black, and the lace was more for simple prettiness and comfort than allure. Mostly, I was just so glad I'd put the pantyhose back in my suitcase, rather than putting it on that morning as I had intended.
Owen had, to this point, been methodical but relentless in stripping me, but here he paused and stepped back half a pace to just stare at me and drink me in. I don't know if he did it just for himself, but it certainly made me feel pretty.
He started to step back to me, but I shot out a hand to stop him. "It was so fucking hot, blowing you dressed like that, Owen. But you are kind of looking ridiculous now," I said with a hungry smile. "Before you get back to me, let's finish with you." My hands on his chest moved up to the knot of his tie and began to loosen it. It felt as rich and expensive as it looked.
While I slowly loosened it, taking care not to wrinkle the lush silk, Owen's hands went to my body, gently but intently lingering over the curves of my breasts. He made no move to dislodge or remove my bra, just exploring while he waited for me.
I drew the tie out from his shirt collar as slowly as I could make my somewhat impatient self do it, then draped it around my neck. I began to unbutton his shirt, top to bottom, and Owen's hands never quite left my tits. With his shirt open, and an unreasonably cut (for a lab nerd) chest revealed, I slid both shirt and jacket off his shoulders smoothly, then cast them aside near my blouse.
I may have murmured, "Oh, yesss."
Owen only smiled and slid down to one knee in front of me, his half-hard cock slowly winning its battle against post-nut lethargy. His fingers lifted my leg and placed my foot on his bent knee. Then they traced their way up my legs, over the sleek black nylon to the elastic top of the hose. My leg tingled as he slowly rolled the hose down past my knee and to my ankle. He lifted my foot enough to slip the hose free, and he carefully set the delicate stocking aside.
I wanted to tell him not to bother being careful, as I had ruined the knees of both stockings when I knelt on the hotel's scratchy carpet to feast on his dick, but I was enjoying the process too much to trigger the apology that revelation would certainly have drawn from this man. He slid my now bare leg back to the floor and replaced it on his knee with my other. This time, as he slid his fingers up my leg, he was much more thorough in his caresses, and they went up much further beyond the top of the hose, rubbing the bare skin above it all the way to the edge of my French-cut black panties.
Yes, I said these were not my sexy underwear. They were not. But even my beige, knock-around-the-house undies have some style.
My second stocking disposed of in an equally protective manner, Owen rose up again. He stepped right against me and we began to kiss again, embracing as we did so. His hands slipped down to briefly caress, then wolfishly grope my ass, fingers digging into my flesh as his kiss grew voracious. His fingers slid inside the waistband and squeezed my bare cheeks again, but not for long. He slid free and swiftly pushed the black fabric down off my hips. I wriggled my legs to send the panties sliding down to my ankles, where I kicked them swiftly aside. I am sure Owen would have bent to slide them free himself, but I did not want him to stop kissing me.
He did not. After another lingering, hungry grope of my ass, his hands slipped up behind me to my bra, where they made swift, expert work of the catch. I felt the garment loosen over my breasts. Rather than sliding it off my shoulders though, Owen just moved his hands 'round between us and under the now hanging cups. His thumbs flicked over my nipples, then he crushed my breasts in a grasp precision-engineered to weaken my knees but stop just short of hurting.
He slid his hands out and then clutched my breasts again, this time over the loose bra. I bit his lower lip a little.
At last, he tugged at the garment and slid it free of my arms. I have no recollection of what he did with it then, but I did not find it until the next morning while I was walking around during my speakerphone meeting.
Now we were both naked, and staring at each other hungrily.
Somehow, Owen led me to the foot of the big bed and I found myself seated on the edge. His lips never left me, but now they moved along my jaw, down my throat, and back and forth across my shoulders until he bent further to suckle briefly on a breast.
I reached out my hand to the bobbing cock in front of me and gave it some encouragement to ready itself for a return to action. It seemed to appreciate the gesture.
But Owen slid his cock beyond my grasp as he kissed on down lower, and suddenly I found him kneeling on the floor in turn, bending down between my suddenly widely-splayed knees.
He spared only a glance up at my certainly flushed face before he bent to give all his concentration to my core. I moaned in fulfilled anticipation as I felt his tongue caress my cleanly shaven folds for the first time. My moans did not stop, only quieting a bit as his tongue slipped upward, then around my very eager bud. I felt fingers slide along and into me as he feasted.
Yeah, Dr. Voss had clearly researched this experimental protocol thoroughly...
He had me squirming hard in minutes, his tongue now deep inside me and a thumb resting gently against my clit. Almost instinctively, I writhed away from him, slipping further onto the bed, but he only followed me up onto the mattress, ramping up the intensity of his tongue fucking each time my body sought escape.
I only stopped stupidly trying to flee when my head hit the pillows, and I collapsed to let his efforts finish me. My moans were quite loud now. I did not hear a TV or anything from the rooms next door, so I hoped that the occupants were either still out for the evening, or at least enjoying the show...
His fingers were back inside me now, outright fucking me, though his tongue briefly abandoned my clit. Owen looked upward and met my gaze for the first time since he had first knelt beside my bed. "Come for me," he whispered, then bent back to lash again at my aching clit.
God damned if I didn't follow his orders. A rush of pure blue overran my optic nerves and my hips bucked up violently against Owen's face, but my voice went silent, beyond sound. I'm not sure how long it lasted. I was suddenly collapsed, boneless, on the bed, legs flopped wide and sweat soaking my hair, mingling with the now crusty remains of Owen's own earlier eruption.
Yeah, elegant, put-together Sophia, who always strives to look 35, instead of the 28 she actually is, was long gone, replaced by a sexy, panting mess.
I had just known Owen was going to be fun...
Suddenly, I realized that he had moved up over me, and I tasted myself as his lips began to devour mine again. He really did have a great ass, I reflected as my hands dug into it once again.
I realized that he was between my legs when I felt his cock nestling against my open petals. Before I could tug on his ass to pull him into me, he slid in on his own. I found my silenced voice as I felt his length bury itself in my utterly sodden interior, my flesh shaping itself around his cock.
"Ohhhhh yesssss," I hissed. "Fuck me, Dr. Owen Vosssss!"
But he didn't move. "I don't think so," he said, amused. "Not yet."
"Sure seems like you have started already," I snorted.
"Eh," Owen shrugged, slipping in and out of me just a little, and only once. "I think this is just a preview for both of us, to make sure we both are dying in anticipation." With that, he slid almost all the way out, then drove into me in a single mighty thrust. Then he stopped again. His turn to moan a little, though I moaned with him. "See... what I mean," he grunted.
"Owen..." I warned, clamping my Kegels down on his shaft in as dictatorial fashion as I could manage.
But the bastard just rolled to the side, sliding free of my depths. "I haven't had a chance to really play with your marvelous tits yet," he said, his hands moving to said tits.
"You could do that while you are fucking me, you know," I said in some frustration, though my hands moved out to caress his nipples in turn.
"Yeah, but I wouldn't really be concentrating on it," Owen said, almost absently.
I pinched his nipple, hard. Instead of pinching mine back, which had sort of been what I had been going for, Owen just buried his face between my breasts. They aren't quite big enough to motorboat properly, but he made the very fun best of the effort. I pinched his other nipple, and he gasped this time. But he only began to suck on one of my nipples in response while swatting away my pinching fingers.
We began to wrestle around, me trying to pinch or tickle him, while he resisted my efforts and remained fixated on my tits. I gave up the torture and let him play while I explored his equipment again. He kept his balls shaven clean, as with between his legs, but he left a neatly trimmed patch of pubes above the base of his cock. It seemed an eminently practical and enjoyable way to groom down there, and I considered going down and giving sucking on hairless balls a try for the first time in quite a while. But that would mean that Owen would have to stop playing with my breasts and I was currently enjoying that too much. Instead, I kept moving around, making him work to keep his lips on my boobs.
It was not too long before our wrestling finally had me lying atop him. I was sweeping my tits over his face when I suddenly stopped. His thoroughly hard cock was sliding around against my disgruntled pussy and I had had enough. I grasped his cock, lifted it slightly, and drove myself down onto it firmly. "No more waiting, Owen," I growled.
"Oh God," was all he replied, his hands grasping my hips again as I started to ride him. They did not stay there long, instead sliding upward again, as if to admit that I had been right, Owen could indeed play with my tits while we fucked.
I don't think I had ever had the chance to come fully down from my first orgasm. Owen had certainly not given me much of a chance to. I was almost immediately bouncing up and down on him, running the tip of his cock across my gee with abandon, biting my own lip, and focusing solely on my own pleasure.
I was quite sure Owen was getting his, too.
His hands tormented my breasts, tugging on my nipples, then gently massaging them. I needed a second release, and I needed it now. I let the suddenly rising orgasm take me.
I neither lost consciousness nor vision this time, but I might possibly have enjoyed it more, because I could appreciate the sensations of my body's spasms in the moment. I kept bouncing atop him until the waves ceased to lap at my shore and I lowered myself to kiss him once more.
I languidly rolled off his cock and to the side and smiled over at Owen. "You haven't come yet," I said with a smile. "How shall we fix that?" I opened my arms welcomingly.
But instead of rolling over atop me, Owen rose to his knees. With a wicked, wordless grin, he reached out and rolled me gently over onto my belly.
"Nice," I murmured into the comforter and pressed my hips upward behind me.
"You really do have a stupendous ass," Owen replied softly, moving behind me and immediately letting his dick find its home in my pussy once more. He held onto said ass and began to drive into me.
"Shiiiit," was all I could say as I reveled in the feeling of him filling me with his cock over and over again.
It felt great, but not amazing at this angle, and I realized that I could use yet another orgasm myself from all this. I wearily positioned my hands under myself and pushed up onto my hands and knees. Owen missed not a beat in his suddenly, deliciously, self-centered efforts, but I liked the angle much better. I liked it even more when Owen figured out that he could now easily reach under me and play with my swaying boobies some more.
So. Much. Fun.
I was certain now that there was another orgasm in this for me, if we could keep going long enough, and like the champ I was beginning to understand he was, Owen held on. I knew he could have come at almost any time, but he held out forever. I also understood that he was holding back selfishly for his own continued pleasure now, but I appreciated the results nonetheless. I felt the waves building in me again, and I started slapping my own hips back against Owen's cock, giving our coupling an almost violent ecstasy.
Suddenly, I felt his cock pulsing and another unholy big rush of semen was filling my depths. Owen gasped in delirious release, while I remained hung up on the precipice. Desperately, I slammed my hips back against him further, and despite losing his admittedly laconic gift of gab for the first time since I had met him, Owen held on for me.
The wash of blue overlaying my vision was back and I cried out happily. My arms collapsed under me and my face dropped back onto the bed. Owen somehow managed to fuck my upturned backside for two more desperate thrusts before his cock slid from my pussy and he collapsed beside me.
"Fuck," I gasped. "We are so raiding my minibar!"
"Yeah," agreed Owen, still gasping a bit for air. "I am going to need some peanuts and raisins before we really get started..."
Yeah.
So. Much. Fun.
----------
Thanks for reading! Please do shoot me a comment about what you thought, and as always, I appreciate your favorites and kind votes!
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This is the first article I have written on Literotica, and is part of the first (hopefully) annualWhat I Wrote and Why 2024 event for authors here to 'justify' or explain what the fuck we thought we were doing with other things we wrote here. Please enjoy. Please, please, please comment on what you think. And please read some of the other insights there are on offer!
----------
WHAT I WROTE AND WHY: Chekov's Babes
----------
One of the problems with writing on Literotica is that there is virtually no forum to discover whether things you try as an author land or not. I am not talking about the stories as a whole. I can tell when something I write really strikes a chord, and whether that chord is major or minor. I am talking about the little tricks I do to try to craft a story worth writing, the plot devices, and the methods of characterization. I have often thought of writing a manifesto about this sort of stuff, if only to test to see if anyone notices this shit that I put so much work into.
Along comes this What I Wrote and Why event, and I have the spur to drive me to write one or more such manifestos. Here is the first. It is not about a specific story I have published here, but about a storytelling device that I have made my own.
*
A bit of background. The first smut I wrote for the internet was actually a number of adult text adventures. Think Zork, but with tits and fucking, and you will get the picture. These games were fun, and well-received, but they were a nightmare to code because:
1) I am not a programmer.
2) I am a perfectionist. (Shut up, all you lot who comment on my typos) I kept trying to make my game system better, and found that I never had time to complete anything.
Then I stumbled across Literotica, and decided, 'Hey, what everybody loves about my games is the smut, rather than the crazy intricate mechanics I keep trying to invent. How about I just take the smut and make it narrative instead of interactive?'
And thus,Ideal Suburbia, my first series, was born. The series was crafted from the notes I had been fighting with for several years for a third game in my Ideal game trilogy. Instead of years, I wrote the whole thing in a matter of weeks. Wow, this was easy. And then I saw the views.
A lot of people read shit here, guys.
So I examined what I liked about the Ideal series, and what made it work.
The Main Character is honestly a cipher. That was intentional, as he was originally designed to be a blank slate for a game player to project himself upon. The plot is complicated but straightforward. The sex is... pretty hot, if I do say so myself.
But the element of the series that works the best, that I spent the most time and effort on was the female supporting characters, originally NPCs, and how I tried to introduce them in advance. With few exceptions in that first series, I always introduced women several chapters earlier than I intended to 'pay them off', if you will.
I started to think of them as Chekov's Guns.
If you are unfamiliar with the writing convention, the idea is that if you describe a room in a story, and you include the detail of a gun over the mantle, then before the story is over, that gun must be fired.
My thought was, that if I introduce a babe in the story, then I wanted it to feel vaguely inevitable that she be pushed over the edge of ecstasy before the tale is done. It seemed only fair to the reader and to, well, the babe in question. Determining the how, why, where, and when were excellent sources of narrative direction. And it keeps readers coming back for more, so they can see when a Chekov's Babe that particularly appeals to them gets her moment to shine.
I believe I paid off every babe I described in any detail in Ideal Suburbia.
There is no reason that Chekov's Dicks couldn't work as well, but I have not done any so far. I do occasionally write from the female perspective, but I have not been inspired to try anything but one-offs with a female MC so far. (There is one potential such series in my drafts. Maybe stay tuned...)
I felt like I was done with the concept, and would just keep it as a tool for later works, if I ever wrote any other stories. Spoiler Alert: I did.
I produced some one-offs, andActing 101, which was everything Ideal Suburbia was not. It had a strong MC, and was a romance. There were only two women of consequence, and they were there from the beginning. I really love that series, but it is astronomically harder to produce a multi-chapter story and keep it interesting when you don't keep introducing Chekov's Babes.
*
I first really concentrated on the concept inCamp Counselors, with the Final Babe being teased from the very first page. It is a fairly standard narrative construction, and applicable to all sorts of storytelling, especially episodic, and at the time, I felt I kind of nailed it here. So, of course, I got bored with it.
*
And then I wrote theAlistaire andAlistaire Too series. I still think these are my magnum opus. They are well-structured, well-received, funny, and satisfying. And the first series did several things in my development of the use of Chekov's Babe. I introduced a lot of female characters, and mentioned a lot of others to pique reader's interests, and hopefully keep them from guessing the future plot elements in advance. And, as was my understanding of the convention at that point, I paid off all five of the main girls. I don't count Carrie as a Chekov's Babe, since she was an obvious focus right out of the gate.
But I also crafted several other CBs in the first Alistaire series. And gave them just enough fleshing out to keep readers guessing. I never meant to pay them off.
And then, as the first series progressed, and especially as it ended, I got all sorts of anguished, angry, or demanding comments about those other girls I had mentioned. People were frustrated that I had not paid those ideas off.
Please understand, something which I had already learned about myself from publishing my computer games was that I adore torturing you, my lovely readers. And leaving a Chekov's Babe unfucked just seemed to drive some people nuts.
Noted. {Insert audio file of evil laugh here}
So then I screwed everything up by immediately writing Alistaire Too, which paid off most of the unfucked Chekov's Babes from Alistaire. I'm not very smart.
There are Alistaire Three and Four series in the works, folks. Coming real soon. Get excited.
*
A Reputation proved to be a reminder of the power of the Checkov's Babe. I only left a couple CBs unfucked, and the howls of protest about this one girl who never spoke a word but had a bodacious boobjob was delicious...
*
Guilty Pleasures was a fascinating series, both in how readers reacted to Chekov's Babes, and in how I found myself, during the writing process changing my plans for these characters. Guilty Pleasures is about the hero stumbling into doing a lot of things, well, a lot of women, who all make him feel guilty for the doing. The twist is, he pretty much never does anything that really leaves him anything other than blameless.
The series was supposed to be just four chapters about a series of cruise ship romps with extremely inappropriate partners, but I was having too much fun with the guilt dynamic and wanted to explore how the hero could move on from his guilty pleasures aboard ship, if that was possible. Once back ashore, I found myself liberally sprinkling the narrative with Checkov's Babes everywhere.
Some of these characters were simply mentions, and just faded, but many became fully-fleshed-out characters, like Hot Boss in particular. She was never intended to even be a Chekov's Babe, but every time I wrote a scene with her, she kept demanding to act or dress just a little bit more like one. The MC's guilt (and good common sense) puts her off limits, and I never intended to pay her off, just have her torment both the MC and the reader. In the end, I left her eventual, inevitable payoff for the minds of the audience to write for themselves.
Okay, there is a draft standalone story about her somewhere on my hard drive...
Carrie Anne, or Hot Nerd, appeared in the middle of an attempt to make a business meeting sound interesting to the reader while being excruciatingly boring to the MC. She was another one of those characters who gained a life of her own, and kept popping back up, in person or in the MC's mind. She was a perfect example of the sort of person to be a part of the MC's life after the events of the story. I fully intended, early on, to pull her trigger, but I had to deny the readers because she would have gotten in the way of the narrative, not enhanced it.
There were two other characters, Stephanie and Monica, who were also originally one-scene Chekov's Babes, who didn't even have any lines, except in the MC's fevered, guilty imagination. Together, they ended up as the main focus of Act Three. Stephanie was paid off gloriously, if I do say so myself, but then written out of the narrative, because I needed her to be. This resulted in the most gratifying chorus of agony and protest I have gotten on Literotica to date.
Thank you all for your passion. But. You. Will. Be. Denied. Stephanie would make a great stand-alone sequel, and I'd love to write more about sex with her. But I won't. Because it would rob me of all those bitter tears. They are far too precious and delicious to me.
Finally, there was Monica. She was never supposed to be anything. Then she was supposed to be set dressing for the MC's proposed feud with Stan the Stain. Then she was supposed to be the feature player in a grand, glorious, Burn The Bastard, cuckolding sex scene designed to make the MC feel guilty for enacting an act of true justice. This would leave him too guilty to have anything to do with her further.
The problem was, given the structure of the story, he never escapes his Guilty Pleasures...
*
My latest big series,Sylvan Courtyard, was not quite the hit of some of my earlier works. Maybe this was because it centered on Exhibitionism/Voyeurism. Maybe it is because I am just impatient and the views, favorites, and comments haven't fully arrived yet. Maybe it is because I made sure the trigger got pulled on all the Chekov's Babes, with the biggest of them all perhaps telegraphed as being the Happy Ending.
My final question for myself going forward is, are Chekov's Babes the equivalent of Chekov's Guns? Must they be fucked by the end? I think the answer is... it depends. They are very useful in obscuring the way things will turn out, and I do like keeping the readers guessing at least a little bit. But I also like torturing you guys, so I think I will keep to my practice of letting the narrative decide if they will have their triggers stroked or not.
There is a final function of leaving a Chekov's Babe like Hot Boss on the mantle at the end. Female characters like these, who will undoubtedly get fucked at some point later--it is only a matter of how, provide the indelible impression that the Main Character's life will go on, even if the tellable story will not. Think of unfucked Chekov's Babes as World Building.
Aren't I the brilliant writer?
(Narrator: Publius68 is not in fact a brilliant author. He is a brilliant smart-ass, however.)
I have some other ideas of how to expand the use of the convention in current and future stories on my hard disk, and writing this little manifesto has helped me develop those ideas. Hopefully, you will both enjoy the fulfillment of some, and comment in anguished tones about the lack of same with others.
I wouldn't this article to contain any serious spoilers, would I?
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TLDR for what came before Alistaire's Summer
I would advise anyone who is interested in Alistaire's crazy adventures to start with the first series. But I am advised by a wise sage that even if you have read both of the first two series, it has likely been years, so a barebones rundown on what has gone before, and all these people who (mostly) do not appear in person in this series, would be useful. This synopsis should be published on or about the same day as Chapter One of Alistaire's Summer
Alistaire (Al) Taylor is a senior at a Connecticut boarding school. He has been a reedy wallflower his whole life, with no end to that in sight. On spring break back home he runs into the hottest girl in the county and an old classmate of his. He accidentally asks her out on a date. It goes well. As in, losing his virginity well. During the date, he discovers that a 9.5" penis is a whole lot of dick in the opinion of others.
The girl, Carrie, has to leave for the rest of vacation, and Al finds himself subtly handed off to her best friend, Mary, who unbeknownst to him, hands him off back and forth between her and her identical twin sister DURING their date. Al figures it out, but not before he fucks them both.
Back at school, he accidentally lets his three female platonic friends know that he is no longer a virgin. He does also ask them for insight on why a gift and love for cunnilingus and a giant cock seem to be so appealing to girls.
His friend Beth decides she would like to fuck him, and does. But she wants to keep it secret.
His friend Carla also does the same thing... and wants to keep it secret.
Beth and Carla find out about each other, but are more amused than angry, and Al (now dubbed Alistaire by the girls because he is no longer a virgin) heaves a sigh of relief that he won't be killed for keeping the secret.
But his best friend of all, Bridget finds out, and they are all lucky to survive.
So Alistaire fucks her too. Of course.
That's the first series.
But Beth, Carla, and Bridget still keep encouraging him to learn more about how to deal with girls by fucking others besides them. They all intend to continue fucking him too. The key to Alistaire's women is that they are all friends first, sex buddies second.
So Al figures out how to court a little, and eventually beds Jenn. But she is the first girl he gets with but doesn't fuck on their first time together. They do engage in mutual oral in a public hallway, but by this point, not fucking a girl the first time they kiss is practically Casey at the Bat for Alistaire.
Then Bridget tries to motivate Alistaire into winning a race by offering a threesome with her allegedly lesbian friend Petra. Alistaire discovers new reserves of speed...
Alistaire is also interested in Poppy. But while he is pursuing her, he keeps talking to her extremely tasty mom, Sloane. They sort of fall into bed. Unfortunately, Poppy walks in on them while in said bed, and there are nuclear level fireworks.
Alistaire gives up on the Poppy Project as a permanently lost cause and it is several whole days before he and Poppy have sex anyway.
Beth decides she is also interested in Alistaire's friend Ben, and Our Hero, being utterly non-possessive, helps set them up. Then Beth decides she is going to have them both at the same time. Uncomfortable orgasms ensued.
The night after graduation, as all are saying their goodbyes at the graduation party, Alistaire fulfills everyone's joking fantasy for him, and nails Nancy Green, the 22 year-old rookie teacher.
And now Alistaire's Summer begins.
Cast of Characters
Alistaire (Al) Taylor - Our Hero, former prep-school wallflower, and possessor of a 9.5" phallus
Sophia Taylor - Al's Mother
Dennis Taylor - Al's Father
Carrie Freaking Croenke - Middle school hopeless crush, apex babe of the county. Al's first time.
Mary - Twin and best friend of Carrie. Al's second time... or was she his third?
Maddie - Twin and Carrie's other best friend. Al needs to figure out someday which he banged first...
Chris (and Trey) - Best buds and game players back home.
Beth - Track sprinter at prep, and one of Al's best platonic friends... until she wasn't. Sultana of the Big Dick Harem
Carla - High jumper at prep, like Beth, a friend turned more, until she got a boyfriend.
Bridget - Best friend and mentor at prep, fellow distance runner
Ben - Best bro at prep, fellow admirer of Beth and denizen of her harem
Adam and Tres - Other prep buddies and D&D players
Jenn - Artist and writer at prep, with a penchant for sex in public places
Poppy - Tennis player and Al's most fraught conquest at prep
Sloane - Yeah, Poppy was fraught because Al did her mom first.
Petra - Slavic girl at prep who everyone thought was lesbian. Fellow member with Al of Bridget's Co-ed Harem.
Nancy Green - Hot teacher and legend maker.
Coach Parvus and Mrs. Sarnioki, favorite teachers at prep
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Finally, I am ready to resume Alistaire's adventures! As we go along here, we will answer the question: Can you go home again? There is a fourth series, Alistaire at College, roughly laid out, but it will be some time coming. Be patient with this one. Your copious comments will accelerate the process.
If you have not read any of Alistaire's prior adventures, I advise you to do so before you read this series. Those stories have been very well received. I do think that you could probably enjoy these tales without the prior ones, but not as much. If you have read Alistaire and Alistaire Too, but it has been a while, I am posting Alistaire's Cast of Characters concurrently with this first chapter to catch you up.
Another advisory, I have been self-indulgent in my storytelling this time around. There are going on ten thousand words before any sex happens in this first chapter. Then there will be all the sex. I have to set up a lot of Alistaire's problems and challenges, particularly his parents. You will like them.
----------
The One Going Home
----------
Most of our families had come and picked us up at the field where the graduation party was held. One by one, cars pulled up at the road near the field, and we dragged ourselves over and waved goodbye.
Bridget was first to go, damn her. We shared a glance, and a fist bump freighted with the weight of a boatload of orgasms and years of companionship. Then she turned and loped off to hop in her parents' Tesla Model X. I shared a teary-eyed look with Petra as Bridget disappeared, but honestly, she was losing so much less than I.
Then Carla was gone.
Ben went next. He strode off across the field, turning back to wave as he went. The morning sun got in our eyes as we watched him. It looked a bit like a scene in a maudlin movie where the loved one wanders off 'into the light.'
Then it was me. I was not sure if I hated or desperately loved my parents for dragging themselves out of bed to come for me so early. If they had slept in, I might have died from watching all my friends leave. But since Mom and Dad were there early, I was losing precious minutes, even hours with those that remained.
Trey and I hugged it out, hard, and I shoved Adam back on his ass as a final payback for the math class incident.
And I shared some long, painful looks with so many girls.
Jenn, damn her, actually teared up. She was the only one I dared touch, and it was just a hug. I dripped tears on her shoulder too, as we embraced.
Then I was heading for the rented Escalade, with my parents looking bemusedly on as I broke free from more friends than they had ever known me to have in my life, many of them girls. I approached them, standing tall.
"Can I drive, Dad?" I asked, trying not to let my voice sound heavy.
He heard it anyway.
He sighed. "Well, I guess if you wipe out, we all die together," he muttered. And he handed me the keys.
I got behind the wheel, he sat beside me while Mom climbed in behind him. The rest of the huge vehicle was packed to the gunnels with the accumulated crap of four years in New England.
I refused to look back, and drove off, following the nav.
We stopped barely fifteen minutes along at a Starbucks, before we even got onto the interstate, because we are Americans.
The girl taking orders at the counter was cute. Cute enough for me to notice. Mom had gone to the restroom while I stood in line. Dad took a seat nearby, reading emails on his phone. I had not been to a Starbucks since the last time I was home, but I knew both my parents' boring-ass orders by heart.
The girl punched our order in backwards, and had to re-enter it. She and I traded a smile, and I realized she was flustered. I realized that I had been 'looking' at her, and it had knocked her off her game. I smiled again apologetically, then promptly stared at her chest far longer than needed to read her name tag. "Thanks, Gina," I said.
"You're welcome, um, Alistaire," she chirped back, writing my name on a cup as she did so. "Come again!"
Probably not, alas. Her name tag was nestled on some nice scenery.
I turned away to find my mom had joined Dad at his table, leaving no seat for me.
"Sorry, Al," Dad said. "I'm not used to needing a table for more than two these days."
I waved them off and waited on my feet. Neither offered their seat to me, of course.
Once our coffees came, my parents, bless them, let me drive in silence until we were well along on the main highway.
"So, that's done then," my father said, almost tentatively.
"Yeah..." I tried not to sigh.
"A year ago, when you were figuring out where to go to college," Dad went on, "I'd have expected you to be on top of the world that you had finished here, and were leaving that school in your rear-view mirror, Al. But today," he went on softly, "I think you realize more than I expected how much you are leaving behind."
"What was it like for you, Dad, when you graduated from St. George's?" I asked, keeping my eyes on the road, where they were safe from tearing up.
"Fraught..." Dad mused. "For most of your time these last four years," my dad said thoughtfully, "I was disappointed that you weren't having the amazing time I had. But now I think I might have been wrong. I was ready to move on like a rocket when I graduated. You seem almost like we were ripping velcro free to get you into the car. It warms my heart." He looked back at Mom behind him. "How about you, Sophia? How was your graduation?" he asked archly.
She only chuckled.
A change of subject would be welcome, I thought.
I got one.
"At least our boy isn't so heartbroken at leaving the prep school womb that he couldn't flirt with that cashier back there," Dad observed. "I don't think I've ever seen you do that before, Al."
"Dad!"
"She liked your attention, Alistaire," my mother put in from the back seat. I shifted uncomfortably. "But why not? My baby boy is a handsome man these days!"
"Mom!"
We drove on in silence almost to the New York border.
My phone chirped from my pocket, sounding out Ben's text tone. I ignored it since I was driving.
"There were actually quite a lot of girls in your orbit at graduation, Alistaire," my mom piped up out of the silence as we rolled across the Tappan Zee Bridge. "More than I can remember you ever talking to, much less being close friends with," she mused.
I was being probed.
Fat chance, Mom.
"Yeah," I replied idly, as I navigated the bridge. "Turns out, girls are people too."
My phone sounded again. This time it was John Travolta singing Greased Lightning. That was Bridget.
"But so many..." my mother mused, in a voice that sent my antenna bouncing to full alert. "Your father and I were talking over dinner last night about all of them." She fell silent for a moment or two. This was the sort of conversational pause my father always, always filled. He stayed silent this time, which I knew was not a good sign for me. "Any doubt we had was settled by the utterly effortless way you flirted with the Starbucks girl. Our boy managed to become a man recently, and we were wondering who it was..." Mom added almost idly.
Fuck.
I had a choice. Bluff, or fess up. I wanted to bluff, but my bluffing skills had lately been honed toward leaning into sex, not away. And I knew my parents. The CIA has nothing on them.
However, fessing up seemed... unwise as well. The full truth, even were I inclined to give it, might kill them.
"Mom!" I gasped, trying to split the difference with scandalized outrage in place of an answer.
Dad laughed. Hard. "Al, be glad you've been at boarding school. Your mother pulls no punches with adults. And you are one now." He chuckled again. "But the question stands. Are you a man yet?"
"Man enough to just steer us all at seventy-three miles an hour into that big ass pillar," I said acerbically, waving at the upcoming overpass. They both laughed. "What the fuck, you two?" I asked plaintively.
It was a deliberately worded question. And to my amazement, neither of them jumped my shit for the language.
"Four days ago, Alistaire," my mom chuckled, "neither of us would have even thought to ask you the question. But we have eyes. And experience. You look like you've moved forward in your life, and if you have, we feel like we should talk about it."
"And if I haven't?" I asked dangerously.
"Oops?" Dad said merrily. They were certain. They had manufactured me, after all. They did have insights. They also had patience.
My phone beeped yet again. This time it was my buddy Chris from back home. Princess Leia's Theme. I had assigned it to him once in a fit of irritation and had never changed it.
"I am not a virgin," I growled between clenched teeth. "Can we move forward now?"
Dad turned around in his seat and extended a fist toward Mom behind him. They bumped knuckles.
What the actual fuck?
My phone was blowing up. Two texts came in together, both with my generic text tone. Who was that? I had assigned all my friends at school their own tones, along with most old school people back home.
It had to be Carrie, Mary, and/or Maddie... I had not texted back and forth with them enough to assign them their own tones yet.
And then Dad mercifully went into a long discussion over my AP efforts, and what were the maximum credits I could conceivably get from them, versus how many I felt I had actually earned. I was disoriented, to say the least, that my parents just seemingly ignored the revelation that I was no longer their virgin, hapless-with-girls child, as if it was no great shock to them.
It had sure as fuck been a shock to me... even once it was true so many times over.
But the subject of APs was a conversation I wanted. The fact was, I had crushed every damned exam I had taken. I was sure of it. And I found that bragging about that was a far simpler proposition than talking about sex with my parents while I drove through New York State.
A bathroom break, followed by some earnest lobbying, had me still behind the wheel as we hit the Jersey Turnpike. I was settling into a comfortable drive. And I was a little surprised to find that I was handling being behind the wheel for so long as well as I was. That said, driving long distances was more tiring than I had realized. I knew I'd have to relinquish the wheel sooner or later. Road trips had not been a big part of my driving experience thus far.
The 'Garden State' was well and truly surrounding us, when my mother... my mother piped up out of nowhere. "So again, your father's and my real question last night, as we discussed you, was which of those lovely girls was it that you slept with, Alistaire?"
We were on an open stretch of road, with no cars around us. I was dead bone certain that my mother had checked that out before she dropped that bomb. I mostly stayed in my lane. Mostly.
"Mom!!!"
"My money is on your buddy, Bridget," Mom went on matter of factly. "You have been talking about her for four years. And I saw the comfort level you two had around each other."
Before I could literally shit the seat, Dad piled on. "Nah," he said confidently. "I think more likely it was one of the ones we'd never heard about before." He leaned over toward me in the front seat. "I'm betting it's that Poppy girl. The one you'll hopefully see this summer at the beach. Does her mom have any idea what you did with her?"
Dad, you have no fucking idea.
"Oh. My. God," I groaned. "My parents are pervs!"
They both laughed... and alarmingly, not in disagreement.
Honestly, this was not as out of character as you might think. My parents have never shied away from the subject of sex and relationships. But they had always couched what they said to me in 'age appropriate' ways before. I know what it looks like when filters are dropped, and they had decided to drop theirs... at least a little. I hoped desperately that they would not drop them any further.
"We are people, just like you, Alistaire," my mom said gently. "And I'm glad to know what we are dealing with here." She paused while my phone chirped with another text. The tone was Paint My Love... Jenn. "But it is incumbent on us to enquire," Mom went on. "How did things end with your girlfriend?" she added softly. "Becoming sexually active can lead to so many problems. It should be carefully considered."
Fuck that.
"Oh really, Mom?" I asked sarcastically. "As I recall, you didn't meet Dad until you both were in your thirties. Are you saying you were a virgin through college?"
What the actual fuck?
My filters had frayed, tattered, torn, and been put back together with spit and bailing wire. But I thought I had at last gained control of them. Now I was challenging my mother about whether she had fucked dudes other than my father? In front of Dad?
"Alistaire! Shame on you," my mother rightfully snapped, the effect of which was utterly ruined by my father's full-throated laugh.
"Tell him about your high school graduation day, dear," he chuckled. I took my eyes off the road long enough to see him looking back at my mother with an evil, teasing grin.
I could not see, but I could feel her eyes glaring back at him.
"Fine. I was a blubbering, snotty mess who had to redo her makeup three times," Mom snapped. Then her voice softened. "I had had a torrid relationship with the most darling boy for all of the last semester. We wept together three times that last day. Then I got in our car and never saw him again in my life." She paused. "The reason for a lot of those tears was that I was deep down more than ready to move on. Him too, I've always thought. I hope you were ready, Alistaire."
We drove quietly for a few miles.
"So was it Bridget or this Poppy girl?" Dad asked briskly, always one to keep on topic. And as I said, he hates silences.
"Who said I slept with either?" I said loftily. The secret to keeping secrets from my parents was to never lie, and do your best to never actually answer.
My dad harrumphed. "Well, your mom and I did. But I do suppose there were other obscenely worthy candidates that we met."
"'Obscenely worthy,' Dennis?" My mother asked acerbically.
Dad was having none of being embarrassed. He was having too much fun, the bastard. "My boy appears to have extremely good taste in female friends," he said, almost not defensively at all.
Mom let it slide, in part because my phone chirped again. The generic text tone. Was it just the one girl back home, or was this one of the others, I wondered.
"Well, regardless of whether they were all obscenely worthy or not, or whether your father should be noticing that fact or not, they all seem to be texting you," Mom said sweetly.
"Ha! You said it was a fact," Dad chortled. Mom slapped the back of his seat.
My phone sounded again. Poppy this time. I glanced at the clock and realized that since most of my friends lived somewhere in New England, they were all likely home by now.
"There is yet another person texting you," Mom purred, Dad's indiscretion sadly set aside. "There certainly are lots of candidates, though I recognized one of those texts as being from Chris. I trust it wasn't him?"
"Mom!!!!" I wailed.
"Come on, Al," Dad laughed out loud. "Whoever it was, we are going to need the name eventually."
"Who said I have to give you any names... at all?" I snapped back. Not answering at all was an option, I had just realized.
It got quiet for an alarming moment or three. Out of the corner of my eye, I saw my dad turn and look back at Mom in the back seat.
"Plural?" he asked smoothly.
My father had just been confirmed by the Senate as a federal judge the month before, but before that, he had been a hot-shot prosecutor. He could cross-examine a witness like a sushi chef. Tiny slip-ups were never tiny with him.
"So were both of our guesses right? You got with both of them?" Mom asked swiftly. "Or was only my guess right and there was someone else?"
I glared at Mom in the rearview mirror. I wasn't used to her smirking at me like that.
"Guys," I started to wail again. I fell back on my other favorite delay and distract ploy in desperation. "It's... not really my place to tell you, is it? Really?"
They both were quiet for a minute or three.
"Shit..." Dad grumbled at last.
Wait.
They were going to accept the Discretion Card?
Really?
"But Alistaire," Mom spoke up again suddenly. "I can sort of accept that you didn't tell us about your first time, but what about your first breakup? I'm a little hurt you didn't lean on me or your father for some advice on that!"
"I've never broken up with anybody," I muttered defensively.
Oops.
My father, he who abhors silences, was thunderous in his silent reaction. He only folded his arms with deliberate slowness, and shifted in his seat, turning to gaze at me with owl-like eyes. His left eyebrow shot up so hard I could practically hear it, since I refused to look at him.
Mom said nothing.
Stupidly, I shot a glance at her in the rearview mirror. She caught me looking at her and it broke her silence.
"So my innocent boy, having just lost his virginity, moved on to a second girl without ending it with the first?" she asked dangerously. It was a weird kind of dangerous, though.
"I didn't..." I started to reply, then cut myself off helplessly. The First Rule of Holes is, when you find yourself in one, stop digging. But this hole I was in kind of felt like it had a spiked roof descending on me and I needed to choose between being stabbed and crushed by that roof... or start digging deeper.
Whatever judge school they had sent my father to must have taught him that he has to shut up and not always go for the jugular anymore... he has to leave it to the new prosecutor.
"Alistaire," my mom went on earnestly. "Sex is a wonderful, but kind of dangerous thing. You can hurt people." She twisted in her seat to address my father. "Maybe these girls weren't any of the girls we met. Do you think whoever it was maybe was avoiding him at graduation?"
What kind of douche did my mom... my mom think I was?
"You met everybody at graduation," I growled slowly, picking up the pace as I spoke. "I did not deceive anyone. No one was or is mad at me. No one is mad at anybody else. There was one set of hard feelings early, and it nearly broke my heart. But hard work," and great sex, I added to myself, "made things right. I am not a jerk!"
Mom shut up, as if ashamed of herself. But when I risked another look in the mirror, she was just shaking her head slowly, her gaze down in her lap where I couldn't make out her expression.
But my dad was chuckling. That was not a restful sound.
"So just how many partners did you manage to have this spring, boy?" he asked silkily.
I wanted to shrivel and die. Where had he made that connection? I had my inner court reporter read back my testimony... I needed to just shut the fuck up all the time in the future.
I gripped the steering wheel and shut the fuck up, while trying to ignore the siren call of another approaching overpass pillar...
My dad just twisted around in his seat and exchanged a smile with my mother, who was shaking her head ruefully.
What. The. Fuck?
"You are going to need a car out in Los Angeles," my dad said, sitting back comfortably in his seat.
My father was a saint. This was the out I needed to eject from this nightmare of a conversation with the pod people who had possessed my parents.
Also, I did in fact need a car out there. It's LA.
"I've been saving up my Christmas and birthday money from, well, everybody," I said quickly. "Since last year. It is not enough, but maybe as a down payment?"
My dad waved dismissively. "As a graduation present, your mom and I will cover whatever you don't have saved up." He meant Mom would cover it. Even now that Dad's a federal judge, I'm pretty sure Mom still makes a ton more than he does. "Up to 25K," he added sternly.



"Only 25?" I yelped unwisely. "For a car that I can fit into without folding in half, I'd have to buy used."
"Oh the humanity!" my father moaned. "Yes, we saw that brand-new Audi that your friend Brandon was showing off after graduation," he went on broadly. "You get to suffer with just an excessively nice used car."
"But..."
"Honestly, darling," my mother put in sweetly. "It really doesn't look like you need a fancy car to get laid..."
*
I decided then that trying to out-think my parents, never easy at the best of times, was impossible while driving on a crowded interstate. I called a restroom stop and when we were all done, I admitted to my father that the driving had me worn out, asking if he'd take over. Dad, who doesn't really mind driving long distances, but does love whining about it, graciously took over with a minimum of complaint.
Mom wanted me to take the front passenger seat, but I firmly appropriated the back seat. There was no way I was going to worry about her leaning forward and reading all the texts I needed to reply to. A bunch more had come in while I was still driving.
I started with the ones from school--the people I had just had amputated. Most of the girls just wanted to wish me well one more time and tell me that I'd do great without them. (And to reassure themselves in the process of the same thing.) I read Bridget's two-sentence text an extra three times before I responded.
Ben, quite full of himself given his last 24 hours as a high school student, which included both a threesome and a bolt from the blue, wanted to keep in touch so we could compare how well each of us was doing that fall when we got to college.
Wasn't he adorable?
POPPY: Head's up! Mom just made a reservation for the beach near you! You are invited for the whole week. {Wink Emojii}
She included the address and dates.
Yep, I was not going to pass that up, shitshow or not. I told her so. I would tell my parents much later...
From the home front, I read the three texts from Chris first. He wanted to lock down my first day back home to get together. I might have put him off, since I was quite eager to find out just exactly what was up and going to be up with Carrie, Mary, and Maddie, but since his family was taking an early season road trip to Disney the very next day, I thought I should hang with him. And I had missed him too. I swiftly exchanged some texts to make plans.
Last came the mystery texts with the generic text tone. They were all, as I had suspected, in the new group chat that had begun with the picture of those three girls at graduation.
MARY: AL!!! Did you survive your graduation party?
MADDIE: She only asks because she is still a little hung over from ours 2 days ago.
It was almost an hour had passed before another text had been sent.
CARRIE: I'm guessing you are on a plane since there is no response. Text us when you land.
CARRIE: Can't wait to see you!
Both Mary and Maddie 'liked' that last message.
I thought but an instant and then replied.
ME: I was driving. Too much crap to bring home for a plane trip. Won't be home until tomorrow afternoon, then unpack, and eat with the 'rents. Who can I see Thursday?
CARRIE: Thursday? How about Wednesday?
ME: Plans of long standing with Chris.
Well, they were standing at least. That's why I'd texted with him first.
ME: Thursday morn I have a job interview my mom got me. Free from lunch on
All three 'loved' my last text and left me be. I didn't know whether I loved or hated that they left me alone.
*
We spent the night in southern Virginia and hit the road early the next day. We were home far earlier than I had expected, in no small part due to the fact that Mom had taken the wheel and she drives way faster than either Dad or I ever do (at least with her in the car with us).
I worked eagerly, with a token amount of help from my parents, to get all my stuff unloaded from the land freighter. I was done, and casually pretending that there were not two whole boxes of dirty laundry to be sorted and washed, in time for a genuine happy hour cocktail with my father while Mom made dinner. I had been watching my Dad have his after-work libation for years, and while I noticed that these, mine at least, were smaller and lighter than usual, I was still flattered to be awarded an actual drink.
I was cautious that the booze might loosen my tongue, but neither he nor Mom had gone back to my... experience level that entire day.
Dinner was delicious. While at school, I always quickly numbed myself to the shitty food and forgot how good home-cooked meals were. Of course, since Mom usually worked longer hours than Dad, if either of them cooked, it was usually he who did so.
Dad is not the cook Mom is...
I was just starting to crush a third slice of prime rib when The Court's recess ended.
"So, Son," Dad said, around swallowing a mouthful of green beans, "your mom and I agreed last night that you are admirable for your discretion about names, even if we don't really know any of them. It's a good habit." He shut back up and worked over the beans, which were really very good.
I stared at him like he was a copperhead, sleeping on the dining room table.
"But that in no way diminishes our curiosity about how widely you spread your wings, darling," Mom added sweetly, once I had focused on Dad. "I'm a little ashamed to admit we are kinda dying here. A number would make us feel a lot better."
No way, mama-san.
"Yeah?" I replied a little more snarkily than I usually presumed around my parents. "I'd feel a lot better with a new car instead of used."
"Wow!" Dad said, chuckling with an edge to it.
"That is quite the negotiating ploy," my mother said, also taken aback. "You have some balls, darling, in addition to... whatever else you may..." I took a brief pause from my mortification at what she said, finding myself amused at her own obvious feeling of having said more than she had wanted to, to her own fucking son!
"I was not negotiating," I growled desperately but defiantly. "I was just noting that we aren't always going to get what would make us feel a lot better."
Dad laughed, but Mom almost looked disappointed in me. She spends her immensely successful professional life negotiating, usually things involving multiple commas in the numbers. I had learned as a toddler that I could negotiate satisfactorily with my father. Negotiating with my mother usually resulted in not getting what I wanted, while also agreeing to eat spinach.
If I had negotiated with her, I'd have ended up with a 26K used car, while giving up the names, social security numbers, and cup sizes of every girl I'd been with...
Actually, I really couldn't say for sure about anybody's cup size. Once I had a girl's bra off, the last thing I was interested in was reading the size label.
Dessert was pastry from Mama Leonie's. Mom sat there, amused, as Dad and I each took as long as possible to finish, since whomever between the two of us did first would have to clear the table. We fenced further about my 'alleged' love life.
The doorbell rang, and Dad excused himself to go answer it. "Keep the pressure on, dear," he instructed my mother.
She happily obliged as Dad left. Except she took the opportunity to speak softly and almost compassionately to me. That really got my antenna vibrating. "I do just hope that you are feeling okay, baby boy," she said seriously. "Walking away from a whole group of lovers all at once is pretty gut-wrenching."
I felt panic rising in my gorge. 'Is', not 'must be'? Was that the voice of... experience? From my mother?!?
Before I could freak out, and probably say something else revelatory to her, we were interrupted by the sound of my Dad opening up the front door... and suddenly laughing.
Mom and I looked at each other, distracted. We don't have a huge house, but Mom had insisted, way back when I was ten, that the design for what they were building have the dining room as far from the front door as possible. After Dad's initial outburst, all we could hear was just traces of the conversation at our entrance.
Mom frowned and went to stand up, when Dad's voice boomed out, calling, "Al! You have some visitors!" His voice was alarmingly merry. My dad hates having an evening meal interrupted...
Fucking Chris, and even Tony, knew this, the dickheads. Now not only would I have to clear the table, but also probably do the dishes too, as punishment for their showing up while we were still at the table.
As I rose, Mom patted my hand reassuringly, letting me know that she wouldn't let Dad get too riled. She rose and followed me toward the front of the house.
I swung into the entryway, only to see my Dad chortling with a grinning Carrie, Mary, and Maddie. He was also giving them a more thorough eyeing over than I was super comfortable with.
"Hey, Al!" Carrie said cheerily, looking away from my father. "We were going out for ice cream tonight and wanted to see if you wanted to get out of the house your first night home!"
For a host of reasons, I gulped rather than replying right off the bat. First, my parents had certainly not been planning on me going out that evening. They tended to be possessive of my time when I first got home. Second, I was surprised to see them, much less all three of them. Third... they were dressed casually, but still in such a way as to give my dad more than a simple eyeful. This meant that they were giving my mom more than a simple eyeful.
I wasn't sure which was worse.
Mary and Maddie were in full Twin Mode, wearing identical, almost painted-on jeans shorts. They came down to mid-thigh and had high waists that only served to show off their sleekly curved hips and narrow waists. Tucked into the waistbands were equally identical red tees that were definitely a size too small. In fairness, on any normal girl of their height and with their shoulders, the shirts were perfectly sized. But with all the extra cargo those two kept underneath... the fabric stretched dangerously.
Carrie... oh fuck. As always, she was elegantly dressed, nothing tight, nothing revealing. Her outfit was a simple pair of light gray Bermuda shorts and a short-sleeved, wide-necked, jade satin blouse. It was almost a demure outfit, except that it all fit her so perfectly there was no doubt about the stunning figure it adorned. I realized that Carrie intimidated me, even after everything that had happened since I had last seen her that magical night.
I was by that point a very, very spoiled boy, used to seeing at least one gorgeous girl naked virtually every day, but these three in a unit, after not seeing any of them for over two months, had me a little tongue-tied.
Mom slid easily past me, snaking her arm possessively through my dad's elbow. She'd noticed the eye baths he was handing out, too. "Aren't you going to introduce us, Alistaire?" she asked me archly.
Dad jumped in. "These are Al's friends Carrie, Maddie, and Mary, dear."
"That one's Mary, and that one's Maddie, Dad," I said swiftly, earning myself a twinkle in two sets of eyes.
My mom was distracted otherwise. "Aren't these..." she cut herself off, then went on very smoothly, "the twins you rode the bus with back in grade school?"
"Yes, Mrs. Taylor," Maddie and Mary said in that weird twin harmony they could turn on whenever they wanted to freak people out.
I looked darkly at Mom. What she had been about to say was something about how I had dated two of my visitors the last time I was home. She just winked back at me, which was... horrifying.
"I'd love to, guys," I said swiftly. "But we are still finishing dinner. I will at least need to clear the table before I can go. Can I meet you?"
"Don't worry, Al," my father said magnanimously. "I'll take care of it. No, don't say thanks. Since you are going to get ice cream, I get the rest of your strudel."
It was amazing, I realized bemusedly, as I was shuffled straight out our front door with no further ado, how accommodating parents become about things when their life-long wallflower boy suddenly has girls he can talk to.
I found myself out the front door and heading for the twins' new Honda. (They got a new car...) Maddie hopped in behind the wheel. Mary opened the back driver's side door and ushered me in, following me. I was surprised by that, but began to slide over to the other side to make room. But then Carrie opened the other rear door and climbed in, sandwiching me in the middle!
As the car pulled away, I caught sight of my parents outright laughing at our front door, having watched the whole little scene.
The back seat was not spacious for a guy like me, and I had to manspread my legs pretty wide to keep from eating my knees. I had precisely twice in my life been in the back seat with a girl who wasn't a relative, and let's just say that those girls had been leaning hard in the opposite direction from which Carrie and Mary were leaning.
They didn't have their hands on me or anything, and I didn't have room to get my hands on them, not that I would have right out of the chute anyway, despite what I had done with each of them in the past. But the body language was up close and personal.
"How the hell did I get to be up here driving," Maddie asked grimly, "while you two are both in back with Al?"
Under almost any other circumstances in the galaxy, I would have immediately said, 'I'd be more than happy to move up front and keep you company, Maddie.' But since I was sandwiched between two brutally hot chicks, I stood, or sat, mute.
"It's your day to drive," Mary said, not so sweetly. "You were very specific about that this afternoon."
"To be fair, you really were very adamant, Maddie," Carrie added. Both of them, if possible pressed in more firmly against me.
I was used to Mary and Maddie going at each other, but I was a little surprised that Carrie seemed to be getting in on the cattiness a little. Whatever, Maddie did actually seem a little disappointed and defensive.
Can't have that.
"Hey Maddie," I said, leaning forward toward her. "Can I take you out Thursday night? You know, see a movie, or better, hang out on the riverwalk?"
I felt a distinct lessening of the warm press from both sides. Swell.
"Me?" Maddie asked, surprised.
"Yes, you," I said.
I'm not an idiot. I had known that this situation with the three of them was potentially tricky. Well, I have amply illustrated that I am an idiot at times, but I am not a total idiot.
Anyway, I was suddenly glad that the three of them had shown up like they had, despite the metric ass-load of shit I was going to get from my parents afterward. I could deal with things right off the bat...
Now all I needed to do was figure out what needed dealing with, and how to deal with it! In addition to an idiot, I remain a bit of an ignoramus too.
"Look," I said, starting with the Maddie situation, which was the one area I had been able to formulate a plan well in advance, "I don't know any of you guys a tenth as well I really, really want to. But at least Carrie and I, and Mary and I have had some time to hang out together this year to get a start on knowing each other better. But Maddie, I don't think you and I have had a one-on-one conversation in our lives! I'd really like to get a few hours to make a start on learning what makes Maddie tick."
"Ah," Maddie said, with a dismissive tone that worried me. "You've had a lot of time with Mary, what's the difference?"
"Oh bullshit," I laughed. "You two are eighteen, and have had different homerooms, classes, and even boyfriends most of that time. Despite being the hottest set of carbon copies I've ever seen, you are obviously your own person, and I'd like to get to know that person."
None of them said a word at that. But I quickly felt the warm pressure returning on both sides of me. Interestingly, despite my having just complimented both Mary and Maddie, Carrie was smiling with warm approval at me. Of course, she knew these two girls were totally different. Also interestingly, it was Mary, not Maddie, who quietly said, "Thank you, Al. People always just assume."
"Then quit acting like you are the same person," I said uncomfortably.
"Oh, I don't know, Al," Carrie said innocently. "I understand some guys have a lot of fun when they pretend to be the same person..."
All three of them laughed uproariously, while I blushed. Of course, they had told Carrie everything... I should have expected that.
Fortunately, we were distracted by the chore of finding parking anywhere near Cardinelli's. It was a little weird for the ice cream parlor to be packed on a Tuesday night, but school was out, after all. And they did have the most awesome flavors.
We lucked into a table though, and sat down. The late-night hubbub around us made our conversation private, despite all the people.
"Look," I said. "I hope none of you guys are going to get tired of me asking to hang out with each of you pretty much all summer. I don't know any of you half as well as I want to." I received three expressions of happy acceptance of my words... mixed in with uncomfortable but still friendly sidelong looks at each other.
"To that end," I said briskly, "let's start by catching up. Tell me about your springs!"
Ice cream was eaten as I learned of the girls' recent histories.
Carrie was learning to fly small planes, of all things! She was hoping to get her first solo flight over the summer. I suddenly found that I really hoped that happened with enough time for me to go up with her.
Mary had managed an internship for the summer at the local FOX affiliate. She was certain that she'd never get to do anything but carry coffee. Internally, I thought that with her profile, a smart station manager would put her on camera in front of a green screen at every opportunity...
Maddie told me she was working as a lifeguard at the big county rec center.
"Really?" I said. "Expect to see me there sometime next week, so I can start to drown right in front of your chair."
Mary chortled. "Get in line, Al."
"Yeah," Carrie laughed along. "I hear they've installed one of those Take a Number things from the deli by her chair."
"Not quite," Maddie said acerbically. "But honest to God, Hank Kraft literally tried to fake like he was drowning just five feet from me."
"Did you give him mouth-to-mouth?" I laughed.
"Eww. No," Maddie said. Then she smiled evilly. "Instead of jumping into the water, I grabbed the ring preserver and tossed it at his head. My supervisor hauled me into the office to reprimand me, but when I told her what he was trying to pull, she told me, off the record, to throw it harder next time."
"Enough!" Carrie suddenly declared, while tearing open the bag of chocolate kisses she had bought at the counter along with her now devoured sundae. "We need to hear all about the exploits of the man who jets off to faraway places to go to school on Saturdays and ply his varsity athletic trade!"
Six very pretty eyes swiveled my way.
I was ready and went for my proudest moment.
"Remember I told... some of you that I might be varsity, but I had never won a race, and wasn't going to? Well, I actually won one after all, the last race I'll ever run," I said smugly.
They were all... suitably impressed... given that none of them knew crap about Track & Field. I did enjoy the various shoves and shakes of congratulations they all gave me, especially since all trailed off rather softly.
"Nice delay, Talbot," Mary said, as my adulation dropped off. "But we want to know if there was a girl this Spring? I hope there was no deathless romance that died?" She was joshing, but I sensed that she meant it about hoping. I really liked that that hope seemed to be on multiple levels.



This seemed like a good opportunity to maybe head off, or at least set counter-expectations to any... rivalry? That catty moment in the car still had me a little worried.
"I had a good time," I started, then stopped, then went on. "No, I'll admit, I had an epic time this spring... starting with spring break," I added with a sly smile.
"So there was a girl!" Carrie said. "Hot?"
"More to the point," Mary jumped in, "is she still in the picture?"
Okay, now how to answer those questions... I realized that I was not the same guy who had been with these girls back in March, and I had to let them know that, sooner rather than later.
"I had a good time," I said, simply.
"Oh? Did she?" Carried asked slyly.
"Everyone had a great time," I said blandly.
There that set the ground rules, I hoped.
"Everyone?" Mary and Maddie said, in the perfect twin harmony.
"Yes," I said as firmly as I could, given how unnerving that twin voice is then directed at you spontaneously. "Um, nobody owned anyone. Nobody owed anyone. We all had a great time. There was a rough patch or two, but I learned a lot about not letting that happen again."
I sat back. I figured that should be enough. Right?
Right?
"Oh, we are going to need more details than that," Carrie laughed, giving me an eyeballing I found I liked a lot. But I didn't like the question.
"Oh really? Just me?" I shot back archly. "How has you guys' romantic spring gone?"
"Two guys," Mary said swiftly. "One was lame, and made that clear quickly. The other was... awesome, honestly. But he is gone for now."
"Two for me as well, though I liked both, at least for a while," Maddie said. "Um, the second one is also the guy Mary liked so much."
Carrie laughed, but not in surprise. These girls shared everything. I did not object to that. I looked at Mary and Maddie, hard.
"He knows he dated both of us," Mary reassured me. "He did not ever get your treatment, Al."
I may have preened.
"After I went out with you, my dating logjam broke," Carrie said, and I smiled happily at that. "But with graduation so close, the last thing I wanted was to get hooked up in a relationship, and just go through some heartbreak," she added. "So I, uh, just played the field."
I shrugged. "Got all summer for that, too," I said, which I did not sufficiently register took all three of them aback a little. "It was the same for me. Everybody felt that train of graduation coming through the tunnel right at us."
"All of us?" Carrie cooed. "Come on, give us at least a rundown. Sounds like you had a bunch of fun. Didn't you tell me that preppies don't date a whole lot?"
While it was true, I had mostly told Carrie that because the one time we had gone out, I had started the evening as a hapless virgin, and wanted to avoid having to admit to no details of my own.
"I'm not buying that Al, of all guys, was not with at least a girl or two," Maddie scoffed. That was... ego-expanding. My ego needs no expansion, but I take it anyway, whenever the opportunity arises.
The three of them started pestering me. I wanted to keep things at least fairly discrete, especially since I was feeling a little awkward when I thought about how many of my school friends knew so much about these three girls.
They were not the interrogators my parents are, but they were still, um, persuasive.
"I had a number of friends who were girls," I gave in, trying to say the minimum to get them off the subject and back onto the here and now. "Some of them have been friends for years. But, um, we got to be much better friends this spring." I let myself show a somewhat smug expression."
"Player..." Maddie mused slyly.
"Why does everyone keep calling me a player?" I complained, momentarily derailed. "Anyway, to answer your questions, Carrie, yes. They were all hot. A real variety pack of hot." I let my gaze quite openly appreciate the three girls gracing my company at the moment. "And if you want to know how hot, they were pretty hot even in the context of who I'm sitting with now." At random, I picked Mary and really stared at her.
I really hoped that move still worked outside of school...
It did. Mary blushed and shut up. But I couldn't look at all of them at once.
"What I don't get," Carrie wondered, "is how at least one of them didn't kill you when you moved on."
"Or were they the ones who moved on?" queried Mary doubtfully.
Maddie just snorted as if that was a silly idea. That was gratifying too.
That all seemed safe. "Only one of my friends moved on," I answered straight-forwardly. "She kinda got involved with a guy who was also going to the same university where she was headed. Other than that, a good time was had by all until graduation."
I got a longer pause at that than I had expected.
"So wait, all that was just in the spring?" Carrie asked suddenly. "How about before that?"
That was not a question I wanted to answer. The fact that there was not anything before that... before her, was total black-ops, as far as I was concerned. The problem was, I don't lie. I wasn't raised that way, I think it is an especially good policy when it comes to girls, and besides, I am really terrible at lying.
Worse, I tend to freeze up when a good, vague half-truth would be just the thing.
Mary and Maddie looked at each other in mild, amused confusion. I hoped that they'd think I was alluding to a bad relationship and leave it alone.
Carrie had a 'better' perspective.
"Al..." she asked slowly. I looked at her. I probably looked like a puppy that got caught with a whole steak in its mouth from the kitchen counter. "Al, was I your first?" she almost whispered.
I was not going to admit it. I couldn't.
"Yeah, right," Mary snorted. "Al? Please."
Thank you, Mary.
"I was!" Carrie said, growing certain. "Wow! I mean... whoa!" she grabbed my hand with a big smile. A sweet smile. It contained none of the awful emotions I was afraid might be there if she found out.
I was still mortified. Can't I keep one harmless secret? I was pretty good at keeping harmful ones, but not harmless. Except to my pride.
Suddenly, Carrie sat up straight, still grasping my hand tightly. She turned to Maddie and Mary. "Dibs," she said.
"Hey!" exclaimed Mary.
"I already have a date with him Thursday," protested Maddie.
"Enjoy it," Carrie said. "But I call dibs right now. I was there first, I deserve the first chance to see what he is like now, after you guys and these other girls. I think I deserve some time with Al before you boobsie twins start adding to his distractions!"
That was new. Dibs is sacred, of course, but can you call dibs on a person?
Carrie Croenke wanted dibs on me. I found that I was quite open to that. But I also thought defusing things might be good...
"Well, you know," I said, letting my Male a little out of the box, "Experiences can be shared..."
Maddie and Carrie looked at each other warily, but Mary laughed uproariously. "You are never going to give up on that elusive threesome, are you Al?"
"Who said threesomes have eluded me?" I asked blandly.
The three of them looked at me sharply.
I looked back even blandly and made more of a production of licking my dwindling ice cream cone than was strictly needed.
"You cannot just bland your way out of having to explain that remark," Mary snorted, but Maddie interrupted her with a hand on her arm.
"I agree, Sis," she said, "but first we have some housekeeping." She looked at Carrie. "I certify your dibs, under the circumstances."
Wait. You could certify a Dibs? Did that mean you could deny a Dibs? What the fuck had happened to the Dibs rules down here while I was at school?
"But," Maddie went on with an iron in her voice I had not heard before, "nothing gets settled until both of us get our chance to make a bid. That was the agreement." Mary folded her arms and nodded just as firmly at Carrie.
"Wait, what are you all talking about?" I asked plaintively. I put a little iron into my own voice, because I was worried I knew what they were talking about.
"You know," Carrie said, with a smile that momentarily threatened to derail my brain. "Before you and whoever decide who it is you are going to more than hang out with this summer."
"What?"
"I mean, given how you managed to move on from one girl to the next at school, things might move on here too," Mary said cautiously. She didn't seem sure whether that thought worried her or gave her comfort.
"Move on? I never moved on from any friend," I said with dismay. "That would be shitty. Why would I have moved on? Why would they? Everybody knew everything and everyone... or at least that there were other ones." I deliberately grimaced. "There was a time where I pretty stupidly kept some secrets, and nearly lost my best friend in the world when they found out. Not going to happen again."
"Ouch," Maddie said sympathetically. "Who was he, and what...? He had a crush on whoever you got with?"
"She is named Bridget," I corrected. "And she was mad that I had not told her that I was having fun with two of her friends (our friends) and hadn't told her."
"Oh..." all three of them said in various ways.
"But you and she were good eventually?" Carrie asked compassionately.
"Eventually," I said slowly. "Turns out that some yelling, some hard truths, and a bedrock of a strong friendship turned things around. That... and some really awesome sex."
Mary just flipped her spoon.
"I've heard of guys fucking their way into trouble," Maddie snorted. "Once or twice they've fucked their way into trouble with me..."
"Once, you fucked your own way into trouble," Mary added, which Maddie did not seem to find helpful.
"But I have never heard of anyone fucking their way out of trouble," Maddie bore on.
"I will definitely agree that fucking your way into trouble," I said, not elaborating in any Sloane-related way, "is a lot easier and scarier than fucking your way out."
"So... you had a couple of girlfriends at the same time?" Carrie asked as if that didn't immediately appeal.
It didn't appeal to me either. "I did not have any girlfriends, ever," I said almost hotly.
"Oh, so you preferred to call it a harem then?" Carrie asked. I was really starting to not appeal to her. This was bad. It was also bad because, as I have said, I did not have a harem!
"I did not have a harem," I growled. "I had friends with awesome benefits. We all knew our time together was ending in mere months, no matter what." I looked at them as if drawing a calendar in midair between us as well.
"This worked?" Mary asked skeptically. They all seemed to be beginning to understand what I was describing.
"Yes. Right until graduation split us all up. We handled that, but with some tears..." I added sadly.
"Sounds an awful lot like a harem," Maddie mused. Alone among the three of them, she seemed almost enchanted by that word.
"No. No way," I said firmly. I wasn't being confrontational with them, I was being confrontational with that word. "I will admit to being a part of a couple of their harems..."
"What?" all three blurted simultaneously.
"Are you trying to tell us that they got with other guys?" Mary asked. The folded arms were back.
"Why wouldn't they?" I asked, bewildered. "They weren't mine. Most of them dated, or at least fooled around with other people at one point or another." They all looked at me. "Come on," I went on almost desperately. "I mean, Beth actually got me to set her up with my buddy Ben."
"You gave away one of your girls?" Carrie asked. "Was she not the hot one?
For the first time in my life, I looked sternly at Carrie Croenke. I let The Male inform that look too. "No one was mine to give away. Ever," I said as slowly and calmly as I could. "And for the record," I looked around to be certain we were not overheard, "Beth and I continued to fuck with the same delicious frequency as before she started fucking Ben."
"And Ben was okay with this," Carrie questioned, standing up admirably under my assertive gaze.
"He knew from the moment I suggested he ask her out that she was also with someone else. I just didn't tell him it was me. But when he found out, I swear he would have bought me a pony, had there been one available."
"So she had you both equally?" Carrie asked, only now beginning to wilt a little under my gaze.
I shrugged. "I'd say she had Ben a lot more than me."
"She preferred him? To you?" Mary interrupted. That felt nice. I did not look at her though.
I kept my eyes on Carrie, and let the Wolf out now. The Wolf was telling her that I had not forgotten that I had been Dibbed, and was seriously anxious to get on with Dibbing her brains out.
She recognized the look. Women tended to. I was glad that, with all the hoopla of this crazed conversation, that had not changed.
"I never asked her who she preferred," I said, my voice milder than my look now. "She had more sex with him because I was busy."
Mary and Maddie laughed out loud. Carrie even snorted a little.
"I guess you were part of a harem then," Maddie giggled. Then, in a silky teasing voice, she asked, "Did she ever try to get her harem to attend upon her at the same time?"
I let my head swivel to Maddie. "I think I already implied that I have actually had the threesome experience. By the end of the year, Ben and I pretty much both had to be there if either wanted to get with her."
All three were speechless again.
"So," Mary said after a very long moment, "if I wanted to play with you and another guy at the same time, you'd be down?"
"Who?" I asked, despite myself. Was I actually willing to put myself in that position again? That sounded idiotic. But Mary was very hot...
Mary was derailed by my question. She actually thought for a moment. Before she could answer, Maddie jumped in with, "Harry Fredricksen."
"No," I replied instantly before I could even think about it.
"Whoa," Mary said.
"Why ask who if you are going to say no like that?" Maddie asked, half curious, half petulant.
"Ben was my best bud at school. Almost as good a friend as Bridget," I said quickly. Better in some ways, to be honest. "I could trust him to make sure we each took care of Beth in as fantastic a way as we could without any concern about what he might do with or to me. She was both of our focuses, and we could work as a team without... um..." I trailed off.
Shit. I did not want to encourage this sort of idea, but all three were giving me gooey looks again, all of a sudden. The sort of gooey looks that I had learned meant rewards to come.
"Don't forget what I was like when we were kids," I said, despite very much wanting them to forget me as the reedy little shy nerd they sort of knew back in the day. "Harry was one of those guys who made me miserable a time or seven," I trailed off, wishing I'd never said anything.
Carrie's hand reached out and clasped mine gently. But she spoke to Mary and Maddie, not me. "He gets so alpha out of the blue, but then he says something like that and you remember how sweet he is too."
She got nods in reply.
"That said," Maddie went on after a moment, "I need to know for real just how many girls you managed to juggle like this."
"Inquiring minds want to know," Mary added.
The over/under they were interested in here was three, of course. I was not sure that this interest was a good thing or not, at least yet.
I sighed. I had neither the ability, nor any real reason to lie here. "I had six friends who I regularly got athletic with," I said bluntly.
That got me more blinks. I was beginning to worry that maybe I should have simply gone with 'over' here.
Carrie looked at Mary. "Well, no wonder they all had harems of their own. I wonder what scheduling app they used..."
"Beth was the only one who had another regular guy," I said. "Others just dated a bit here and there."
"You said you were part of more than one harem," Carrie shot back, with her eye for detail.
"Bridget's harem was, um, co-ed," I said, nervous about the over-sharing.
"So..." Mary and Maddie said in perfect unison.
Fuck it. I let the Wolf out again and outright leered at them both. "Yes. I did get the full and complete Every Man's Dream threesome. Several times. It was glorious. For all involved," I added smugly. I looked archly at the twins.
Mary threw her balled-up napkin at me.
"Dream on, stud," Maddie chuckled defiantly.
Okay. I indulged the smug. I just leaned back, grinned, and shrugged. "Your loss..."
Alas, the furtively speculative looks I was hoping to see on one or more faces did not appear.
Worse, my ice cream was done. I had forgotten how good Cardinelli's was. I was just considering another scoop when Carrie popped to her feet, collected her napkin and mine, and took three steps to one of the store's giant pink trash cans to throw them away. She turned back and looked at Mary and Maddie. "Time for you two to beat it."
"What?"
"Dibs," Carrie reminded Maddie firmly. Then she looked at me out of the corner of her eye and flushed visibly. That was okay, I think I was blushing too.
"Um, I drove," Mary said. Mercifully to bothCarrie and me, she was not objecting. "Where are you two going to go?" She looked around at the crowded downtown ice cream parlor. If Carrie and I dibbed each other right here... there would be talk.
"Beat it," Carrie said confidently, and after only a couple of moments, the twins both rose in that eerie unison, grinned lasciviously at each of us, and beat it, as requested.
Carrie flopped back down in her chair as if her strings had been cut. Her hands clutched at one another as she stared at them. Finally, she looked up at me, a weak smile on her face. "Um, I have no idea where to go. My car is at home. More to the point, my parents are home too. And your parents are home. I just had to get rid of them so we can, um, plan?" she finished with an embarrassed expression.
"I guess I am such a sure thing," I simply said, with a friendly expression.
Carrie snorted, with the easy confidence of an astonishingly beautiful woman, then she paled. "I am so sorry, Al! I was being... That was... God, I'm so..." she lowered her now furiously blushing face.
I reached out and wrapped my fingers over her still-clutched hands. "Carrie, for you I am a slightly surer thing than tomorrow's sunrise."
She flashed me a smile that about burnt my retinas.
"You are the one who is not a sure thing," I added. She snorted at that in the most gratifying manner humanly possible. "I've been thinking about you pretty much constantly since graduation," I went on. "And regularly even before then... well, you and Mary and Maddie too," I added honestly, if dangerously. "We caught lightning in a bottle, you and I, but it was one time. And I was not sure about anything ever happening again, not even when you guys appeared on my doorstep tonight, nothing at all. Until you called dibs, that is."
"I had no intentions for tonight," Carrie said back, beginning to relax. "None of us did, we just were talking about you, and realized you were actually here, so we went to see you. But you, Mister, have a way of making me go from zero to sixty in a heartbeat."
Now that she was looking at me again, I let myself indulge in appreciating the ridiculous beauty sitting beside me. Yeah, she liked that.
"Well, if we are both sure things this evening, we do need to figure out where to be sure, huh?" I said at last, after a long spate of visual appreciation. "I have an idea," I went on suddenly, in a sing-song voice.
Carrie perked up. "Where?"
One of the biggest things preventing prep school kids from having sex is finding the necessary privacy. I had obviously needed to develop significant instincts in this area.



I pulled out my phone and opened my Uber app.
"Our HOA has a clubhouse around the corner and down the street from my house. My parents complain about it all the time because it is a big expense and no one ever uses it," I said, noting happily that we would have a ride in minutes. "I have the door code..."
Carrie flushed, then grinned. The fact that I somehow had the ability to repeatedly send blood coursing through the skin of that beautiful face mildly boggled my mind.
"How long do you have before your parents will worry about you tonight?" I asked speculatively.
"Several hours," Carrie smiled triumphantly.
"Probably more than that for me," I grinned back, then I leaned close to her, holding her gaze. "I have a number of ideas about how we can spend that time."
Her smile did not fade, but she did shake her head. "Al, you have..."
I sat back, suddenly once more fretful. "I've changed, haven't I? I hope I haven't changed too much for you."
"I was going to say that you have not changed," Carrie said back, leaning after me now. "You are still the same funny, goofy, sweet, unconventionally hot guy you were when we went out in the spring. But you are just more so now, and more willing to let what you are be seen.
I wasn't quite sure what to say to that, so I fell back on practicalities, of a sort. "I intend to keep you in that clubhouse for as long as you think we can get away with, and probably a few minutes after that," I said firmly. "But then we can just walk back to my house, where I'll grab the car and drive you home. Sound good?"
Carrie just said, "I've been pretty much thinking about you non-stop too, Al."
The Uber ride was sort of tense, in a good way. We had a fun discussion with the driver about the new roller coaster at Six Flags in Atlanta. But while I wanted nothing more than to pull Carrie over into my lap and... get started, the two of us just sat back there with a foot of space between us.
When the driver dropped us off, she took one look at the darkened clubhouse, then back at us, and grinned. Then she took off.
"Please, God, don't let them have changed the lock code," I muttered as we approached the door. My arm did snake out around Carrie's waist. She did nestle against me. The code worked.
We stepped in and the automatic lights blazed on. I swore in fear and turned quickly to flip the switch off as fast as possible.
Shit!
I peered out the windows carefully, looking for suddenly lit porch lights, opening curtains, or neighbors appearing on their porch that might indicate the kind of curiosity neither Carrie nor I wanted.
Damn, there were a lot of windows in this clubhouse... and no blinds. Not my best hookup location idea...
Satisfied that no nosey neighbors were heading our way, I turned around at last.
And froze.
I freeze a lot, to be honest, but this was a hard stop.
I was staring at Carrie Freaking Croenke, standing there, biting the left side of her lower lip.
My Male Instinct wanted to take a quick step, grab her, inhale her lungs through her lips, strip her naked, throw her on the large couch in front of the criminally underused big screen TV, and ball her into oblivion... not necessarily in that order.
Honestly, I felt it was a sound plan. I had formulated it in the Uber on the way here. My swollen, well-fed ego should have been egging me on to enact said plan. Carrie's body language certainly seemed to feel that I should get on with said plan, or one very similar.
But...
I was suddenly terrified. What if I did not measure up now? When she knew... everything? Would I meet her memories? Would I meet her now even higher expectations?
"Al? Are you..." Carrie asked delicately. She visibly shivered a little and made no move of her own.
I looked at her a little longer, the physical embodiment of everything being Just Right. I wanted to push through and reach for her, but I could not. My mouth had other ideas.
"I... I'm kind of afraid right now, Carrie," I said quietly. Well, if I were going to talk, then go with Rule One about talking, be open about it. "That first time, like I said, was lightning in a bottle. You were perfection, and I was bluffing my way through... everything. What if what I do now isn't what you want? What I gave you then?" I took a quick breath, words tumbling out now. "You said that that was 'the best sex you'd ever had.' Those are words that will never leave my memory. What if I can't live up to it? Worse, what if I just don't?"
I stared at her nervously, my babbling had run its course.
Carrie just looked back at me and her body slumped slightly. "Thank God," she said, not to me, but to the general world. Then she looked me in the eyes. "Al, I was pretty much about to give you the same speech, a few details altered of course," she sighed. "I mean, I'm just me. And since then, you've been with all sorts of girls, with all sorts of... whatever they had. I don't know, but the look in your eyes earlier tells me they all had plenty." She grimaced. "I created... no that surely isn't right. I seem to have unleashed a sex machine that night," she said. Even nervous, Carrie was owning the 'accomplishment'. "But am I going to be what you remembered? It was your first time. If we do it again, am I going to live up to what you remember?"
We looked at each other, each appearing openly skeptical of the other's concerns, but each wanting to be reassuring.
We stepped toward each other, and I reached out to her, but not in a passionate clinch. I simply wrapped my arms around her, and she slipped her arms under mine and around me in turn. We did not kiss, only hugging gently. Carrie turned her head and laid her cheek against my chest.
"Okay," I said at last, still feeling my way. "I guess we both agree we are not going to try to rock each other's world to the foundations tonight."
She froze an instant that I could feel, then looked up at me. "Hmm?" came her confused reply.
"We just will have to settle for having several hours of really breathless fun instead?" I grinned down at her. Yeah. Fun. Fun was what we needed, not crushing expectations. My cock, which miraculously when in a private room with Carrie, for the purposes of sex no less, had not gotten hard at all, now twitched urgently the instant I said those words.
"Fun, huh?" Carrie smiled back at me. "I could really get into some fun," she added, in a tone that stopped my cock twitching and started it swelling. The kiss she lifted up to me, curled my toes, and completed the swelling process.
Unfortunately.
The difficulty is, underwear is not engineered for my, um, dimensions, especially how much I expand when I get hard. If I get a sudden-onset boner, it almost always gets tangled in my briefs in the process. Sometimes, quite uncomfortably so.
Tonight was one of those times. It flat-out hurt in its tangled state. Carrie's tongue in my mouth was absolutely not helping to relax things.
I growled in frustration, and took my hand from around Carrie to tug at the front of my pants. Ridiculously, I tried to be subtle about the process, which was an obvious fail.
"Ohhh. Got a situation there, Al?" Carrie asked, her smile heralding full buy-in on the fun agenda.
"Gimmie a second," I grunted, giving up the subtlety but still not having much success freeing my trapped member.
"Oh, I think I can help with that," she giggled and sank quickly to her knees.
Suddenly, my discomfort didn't seem like such a terrible event.
Dextrous fingers slid open my belt, then lowered my zipper. She let my shorts slide down my legs and took a look at my bulge, wrapped tightly in my underwear and pointing painfully down and right. "Poor thing!" she exclaimed. Then she practically leered up at me. "If I free it, do you think it will do me a favor?"
"Anything you ask," I gasped, getting into the fun fully now, but still fucking uncomfortable. I was kind of being squeezed, and not in a good way.
Carrie wasted a minimal amount of time caressing my length through the fabric, then gently tugged me free. I sighed in both relief and joy at feeling Carrie's long, delicate fingers wrapping around me once again. I was still being squeezed, but now in a very good way.
"Thank you," I sighed.
"You're welcome," Carrie replied, or at least that is my best guess, as she was hard to understand, having already wrapped her lips around my head and was now lavishing me with her tongue.
Every element of the Carrie Croenke style of oral pleasure came back to me as she worked. She was so gentle, so giving, so delicate, yet so fundamentally hungry. Her fingers danced up and down most of my length, while her lips and tongue absolutely boggled my tip and top. Her gaze alternated from up and into my eyes to down at my shaft sliding into and out of her own lips.
It was not the wettest, or most energetic of blowjobs. It was not the deepest, though she took more of me this time than during our first night together. But what she was doing was so delicately, caringly crafted, I was melting everywhere but where she was holding me.
"I need you to stop," I growled. It wasn't my commanding growl. I was quite sure that was not what Carrie would ever want. I just wanted her to stop. She did not stop, only looked back up at me skeptically, and did something with her tongue that made me cross my eyes. Literally. She saw it and chuckled around the meat in her mouth.
"I mean it," I gasped. "I'm impatient. I need to get you naked. I really need that. But I also need to put my face back between your legs. I want to taste you so bad, Carrie," I finished with a sigh.
She let me slip from between her lips and she flashed me a brilliant, appreciative smile. Then she smirked, literally flipped me off, said, "Nope," ran her tongue around my glans and slurped me back into her mouth. She resumed her activities with new, more urgent vigor.
Apparently, I was expected to be patient. Fuck that. I ran my fingers through her hair, lolled my head back, and let my eyes close. And I abandoned all the things I had learned about restraining an orgasm fall by the wayside.
I still lasted longer, I am sure, than when she sucked me the first time, way back when. And I'm sure my lack of sheer terror had me more able to enjoy it in the moment, but it still wasn't long before I moaned that I was about to lose it. She just went faster. But she still kept that delicate, perfect rhythm.
The orgasm that hit was... wow. My fingers tangled in her hair, and the only conscious thought I retained was the determination not to yank her head down onto my cock hard. Beyond that, my insides boiled and my knees wobbled in a way that would probably have been comical to any onlookers. I gasped as a jet... a plume? A geyser of jizz burst into Carrie's mouth. Honestly, it was a lot, and it arrived quickly.
Carrie glucked a little, and even in my hazy vision, I saw a glob of my cum slide out of the corner of her overloaded mouth and down her chin. Yeah, that did nothing to reduce the transcendence of that orgasm.
I cannot remember her slipping my dick free of her lips. I vaguely recollect that she gave me a few wonderful, cleaning licks, though I do not remember the licking. I do remember her wiping that escaped glob up her chin and back into her mouth. And the smile she graced me with will be forever writ in my mind.
She rose up to her feet with that effortless, unconscious grace of hers, still smiling. "There," she said briskly. "Now, I believe you said something about ripping all my clothes off and ravishing me?"
Her hands went to her shirt, and I summoned the energy to yelp out, "Stop!"
Carrie looked surprised. "I thought I'd take care of..."
"I can't rip your clothes off," I said firmly, regathering my faculties and taking a step toward her, "if you do it yourself." I kissed her deeply. It was awesome, but I noted she was still surprised that I'd kiss her like this at this moment, tasting myself in her mouth.
She'd better get used to that.
"I thought," she gasped as I released her lips, "that you enjoyed me taking my clothes off the last time."
"Good lord, yes!" I chuckled, sweeping my hands down her torso, just barely brushing the outer curves of her breasts as I passed. It was difficult not to detour, but I was trying to get on a roll here, before I sobered up from the blowjob and got timid again. "I love a good striptease. Love it. But I want to unwrap this fantastically wrapped present in front of me..."
I very gently tugged at the base of her shirt, pulling the emerald satin fabric free from the perfectly fitted waist of her shorts. The first glimpse of her flat, smooth belly peeked into view.
"I know it is not in my best interest to say, but for future reference, a really good striptease is an excellent way to get me to do something I don't want to," I added as I lifted the shirt. I caught the look in Carrie's eyes, and knew it really had been a bad idea to say that. Worse, I knew she'd pass that intel on to Mary and Maddie soon, possibly later on tonight.
At least I would enjoy the consequences...
The shirt passed free over her head, and her hair fell back into place, perfectly, of course.
I lowered the shirt in my hand and tossed it toward the table. I hoped I hit my target, but I could not tell. My eyes were glued to Carrie in a bra. I'd already seen her bare-chested, but never like this. I desperately wanted to get rid of the bra and get back to the glory of her bare chest, but I made myself wait, so I could drink in the sexy perfection of what was honestly just a very nice, green, everyday brassiere.
I told myself I could leave it in place to appreciate, and my hunger would just have to settle for getting her shorts off instead. Poor me...
She kissed me again as I grasped the fly of her shorts. I tugged easily. It was a button fly, and the brass fasteners slipped apart one by one, but in quick succession. I pulled back and looked down to see some plain lace panties in matching green beneath. Again making myself wait, I slid the shorts down first, letting them fall to around her ankles.
The panties were boy shorts, which honestly surprised me for some reason. But I applauded the choice. Maybe thongs were not always the best panties. I would have to do some more investigating.
The panties clung to her sleek hips and thighs. I indulged myself in spinning Carrie slowly in a circle, and she stepped out of the shorts as I did. Yeah. Carrie's ass would be perfection, even in a pair of brown Hanes granny panties, but I marveled at how awesome it was in these delicate, lacy shorts. Better than a thong? I would need a lot more investigating.
Another time.
Many other times...
Back facing me, the waistband of the boy shorts curved downward in front, made a crescent well below her deep, enticing belly button. These panties had to go, even before the bra, no matter how hot they were.
I let myself massage her hips for a few seconds before I began to push them downward.
Carrie rewarded my work with a lingering caress of my still engorged and once-again hardening cock. I shivered in thanks.
Her pubes remained pretty much as I remembered, as was seared into my mind from that first night. Soft, delicate, and fully authentically blonde. The edges were rigorously trimmed, and I could tell from the tan lines that had not been present back in March that they were aligned with the shape of a favorite bikini.
I took a single trembling step backward to take in her naked near perfection. My insides might have been shivering at how amazing she looked, how unworthy I felt I should feel, and how extremely uncertain I still was about pleasing her as much as I had before, but my body felt like it was coiling itself to pounce.
Carrie looked like she was ready to be pounced on, but as we both idly looked around at the space for where I could put her for a good, extended pouncing... all we saw were all the fucking windows. Windows without blinds. Windows through which we could see several of my parent's neighbors' homes, many still lit up inside.
We looked at each other. I was not sure who was suddenly more nervous. Was it Carrie, facing the thought of being seen by strangers doing this? I was sure it was me, contemplating the idea of someone I knew seeing me doing this.
We locked eyes, and I smiled weakly, a smile that grew stronger. "I'm pretty sure you can't see in through these windows from any distance outside with the lights off," I said, actually meaning it. "But let's move slightly over there anyway," I went on, pointing toward the couch. That side of the room had less glass looking outward, with several bookshelves, cabinets, and the big TV taking up the walls.
Carrie could see the couch was my actual goal, and she did not hate the idea... at all. She turned and started moving wordlessly toward it. Her hands twitched up behind her, as if about to ditch her bra, but she stopped herself and left it there for me to remove when I finally wanted to.
Good girl.
She was about to step around the couch to sit down on it, but I stopped her gently. Her eyes widened slightly as I instead steered her to the back of the couch, pressing her pert ass against the back of it. I kissed her softly, but briefly, then bent lower.
My hands cupped those tits in that enchanting bra, and I kissed my way around her gentle, taut cleavage. My clutching hands wanted to pull that bra off, or at least open in front, in the worst way, but I limited myself to digging my thumbs under the edges to flick softly at her eager nipples.
I could have just played there like that for a long time, but I was... hungry.
Without moving my face from the swells of her delicate breasts, I reached my hands down to grab that marvelous ass. With only a brief effort, I lifted her up a few inches to rest that posterior on the top of the couch, her ankles dangling free. Then I slid swiftly to my knees. Carrie wobbled slightly atop the couch, then reached out to grab my head gently for balance, running her fingers through my hair. She spread her legs in eager anticipation.
"Ohhhh fuck, Al," she breathed trying not to look at me. "You are so good at this..." She trailed off in anticipation.
I wished she hadn't said that.
The fact was, the only other time I had licked her pussy had been my first time licking any pussy. I had absolutely no idea what I was doing then. I had bumbled and fumbled my way through it all. Should I try to reproduce those first, bluffing efforts? Or do what I knew now?
I ran my tongue around her navel while I thought furiously.
Fuck it. I also had stopped before she came the last time. That wasn't happening again this time. I was going to give Carrie my everliving all right now, and hope bumbling Al was not actually her thing. And that my everliving all would manage to live up to whatever her idea of me was that first time...
I was going to tease the shit out of her before I got going though.
Carrie's perfection was as a whole, I realized as I began to explore her legs with my eyes, my fingers, and my lips. Her breasts were so sweet, especially in that moment as they remained hiding in that bra, but they were not the fantastic edifices of Mary's or Maddie's. And certainly not Bridget's. Her ass was not Beth's. And her legs were not the sleek, athletic springs that Carla's were, nor did they have the precision-engineered calves that propelled Poppy around the courts. She had a poise and self-possession that exceeded them all, but it still was years from the self-assurance Sloane exhibited. And Carrie's blue eyes were deep pools that I could always drown in, yet they were not the metaphorical quicksand of Bridget's emerald orbs.
No part of her was the best of all, but in their combination, she shone like a paragon of girldom. She was a nonpareil.



Then, as I began to zero in on my target, something Carrie was obviously growing impatient about in spite of her enjoyment of my preliminaries, I realized that she was indeed utter perfection in her inner thighs. No one could touch her there... except me currently, but you know what I mean. They were tight and slender, leaving a bare but noticeable gap between them when she stood at ease, but when they were tensed, as now in anticipation, the whipcords of her muscles stood out clearly but not sharply beneath her skin, making for a soft, rolling landscape for me to run my lips over while I still possessed the patience to do so.
I lost that patience.
Carrie gasped and gripped the back of my head harder as I suddenly shifted and ran my tongue up the length of her slit and through the delicate blonde curls covering it. I pushed harder as I reached the top, sliding my taster in deeper to run it around the tiny, hard bud of Carrie's delicate clit. She jumped as I did so, happily, but I left off it for the moment. I had time, and intended to use it all. Nothing, no matter how awesome, was going to make me stop until she was a mewling mess, tumbling off the back of the couch to collapse on the seat cushions in a glorious, splay-legged heap.
The first time, Carrie had made me stop so I could get on with fucking her. Even that offer would not stop me tonight. I could tell my apprehensions about my performance for her were fading, as I was quite confident now that that fucking was coming, regardless.
And I was going to finish this because... well... As my tongue bathed itself in her juices, I realized... to sound a bit like my dad, the Court would entertain that Carrie might actually taste better than even Jenn. I doubted that would be the final judgement, but I certainly hoped to make the Discovery process last all Summer.
Carrie showed no signs of wanting to interrupt me this time either. Her words were quite fulsome with reassuring praise, and her hands clutched at my ears. I could tell she wanted to just clutch hard enough to almost rip them off, but her preternatural calm saved my hearing.
Fulsome and Preternatural! I doubted that I would ever escape the SAT word habit...
I no longer was afraid to bring my fingers into play in this activity, and I slid a hand from her awesome hip down and under my chin. My two first fingers gently spread her lips to give my mouth the room to wrap around that tiny clit and suckle not too gently. Carrie exploded in an impressive, for her, burst of profanity, words that were repeated as my fingers, no longer needed to keep her outer lips spread, delved inside her, tips curling gently against her best interior spot.
Carrie almost grumbled desperately, and I felt her body flailing around. She wasn't quite coming yet, and I realized she was desperately reaching to grab one of the side cushions of the couch. It was fortunately just within her reach, and when her fingers at last closed on it, she whipped it up to cover her face!
I tongued her clit now, running circles around it while my fingers pulsed inside her relentlessly.
The cushion was just in time, as she screamed into its softness at the top of her lungs! It still sounded crazy loud to me in the echoey, empty building, and I trembled very briefly in fear. But we really were quite far from any neighbors, and this was an indoor, air-conditioning night.
Besides, the sheer power I took from the way I was making Carrie Croenke lose her mind would have made looking up and seeing Mrs. Kilpatrick peering through the window worth it.
It would have made it worth seeing Hazel Simpkins out there with her everpresent iPhone, live streaming this to TikTok..."Oh, Gawwwww..." Carrie gasped, and I felt her grip on my ears suddenly open. She slid backward suddenly, flopping backward, landing with her shoulders on the seat of the couch. She bounced there in a heap, her legs splayed out randomly.
Carrie Croenke, the most poised and composed 18-year-old in the world lay, there upside down, hair disheveled, with her legs spread, um, impressively, panting.
And then, as she momentarily lost consciousness, she rolled onto her side, curled up in an adorable fetal position, grew calm, and I swear her hair fell back perfectly into place.
I could not help but smile down at her. I reached over the back of the couch and stroked her shoulder. Selfishly, I murmured to her, "I hope this doesn't mean you are done..."
"Mmmmm," she murmured. Then I saw her smile. "Al, I am wrung out completely, and can't move. So I need you to come around to this side of the couch, unfurl me to lie on my back... and then take me immediately. Chop," she interrupted herself with a lascivious yawn, "Chop."
Among the many skills that have gotten me to where I am now, instantly obeying such instructions is definitely a critical example. I stepped lively around the couch and knelt in front of it, one hand stroking her bare hip, the other her shoulder. Gently, I started unfolding Carrie. She was hardly paralyzed of course, but she did decide to enjoy making me shift her. She made me make all the moves, but she was hardly dead weight. I felt her lift herself here and there to make my manipulations magically lay her out on her back.
I kissed her as I rose and slid onto the couch atop her. Somehow her legs flopped open again, but only enough to make room for my knees. That moment of splay-legged lewdness, when she fell off the back of the couch, was not her natural style. I knelt over her, kissing her some more while she responded the bare minimum to let me know it was making her happy. I reached down to stroke her hip, then guided her left leg a little wider, and upward. I shifted my hips and let my cock come to a rest against her sodden, relaxed slit.
It was my turn for an uncontrolled utterance of, "Ohhhh yeahhhh," as I let myself sink into her. She was, of course, as tight and silken as I remembered, and I had to work in and out to finally sink my entire length into her. When I completed the maneuver, I let myself rest and revel in the sensation.
"Christ, Al," Carrie sighed beneath me. "How are you such a magnificent beast?"
Yeah. My ego, which had outgrown its house and now sprawled over much of the surrounding farm, started investigating the purchase of another 40 acres to allow for future expansion.
I realized fully in that moment that my feeling of dread at not living up to Carrie's expectations had vanished without my noticing, and better yet, my recognition of that fact did nothing to bring back that insecurity. All I cared about at that point was to make this girl, this woman, sing. And I knew I was going to accomplish that fact.
I did not answer her question, mostly because I had no idea. I just knew I had to make her belief true.
In my favor were the facts that Carrie was still wobbling on the edge of her immediately recent orgasm, and that I was insulated by having come mightily earlier.
Working against me was the fact that I was about to fuck Perfection.
I withdrew slowly, then drove into her twice as fast, over and over, adjusting and readjusting my hips to find where I needed to stroke Carrie to make her start making those amazing noises again. I knew when I had found it. Her tender embrace around my back and gentle support from her lithe legs suddenly transformed to a surprisingly strong crush around my shoulders and fingers digging into my hair. Her legs lifted from where they held up her hips, twining around my back and desperately pulling my hips down and into her.
My hips drove in and out of her, my own selfish need somehow burgeoning my urgency to make Carrie feel amazing.
I wanted to fuck this girl all summer, but I didn't want to do it like this. This was a bizarre frenzy of reconnection on both our parts. I was not done fucking Carrie this time, and I was already looking forward to fucking her again and again, only in a more relaxed, more friendly, more playful fashion.
But for now, I was a machine, and she clearly wanted that too.
Bracing myself on only one arm now, I slipped my free hand under the small of her back and lifted, not slowing my pace. I grinned at her as her soft mewling grew more needful in response, and I did not slow.
My breathing informed me that despite the fact that I would never race again, I needed to keep running, keep training hard. I was going to have to get out on the roads at least three, no, five times a week if I wanted to keep this sort of thing up.
I was kind of monomaniacally focused in that moment on keeping this sort of thing up.
"Gonna come soon," I grunted, locking my eyes on Carrie's beneath me.
"N-- now," Carrie moaned encouragingly. "Now!"
Her lithe, fantastic body writhed in my supporting gasp, and I sensed an orgasm cooking off slowly inside her. I wanted to keep this up, to hold back my own release while I watched the changes in her beautiful face, but I knew I could not.
It was a race for me between my own release and my inevitable, imminent physical collapse. I let myself go.
I drove into her completely and froze there, as my cock began to pump. I gasped violently as I felt the rush of jizz exploding up my shaft and into Carrie. Dimly, I sensed her own spasms and heard her soft, unmuffled cries, but my mind was locked onto the sensation of delirious release.
I forced my vision to focus on her face again, to be rewarded by the utterly blissful, relaxed smile with which she favored me. I especially like the way tiny aftershocks trembled through her expression here and there.
And then my arm gave way, and I collapsed down atop her on the couch.
"Ooof!" Carrie grunted, and I desperately found the strength to roll just enough to the side to support most of my weight on the couch, not her.
Her grunt turned to a giggle, and I laughed in return. "Oh, thank God," Carrie gasped, still laughing.
"I think that would be appropriate," I chuckled, still sucking oxygen.
"No, I mean I've been terrified all night, all week really, about being with you again," Carrie said, flopping loosely at last as her body gave up the edge of her orgasm. "I was so scared that it couldn't possibly manage to live up to our first time."
"Really? Me too," I replied.
"I didn't count on us maybe exceeding the past," she laughed.
"Yeah," I said, knowing internally that this really had been better sex than that first date on the hood of my car, but that to me, nothing would ever exceed that moment in time. "We are going to have to do this a lot more," I went on, banishing that thought. "Maybe build in a few average sexual experiences to make us appreciate the awesomeness when we manage to get like this."
Carrie laughed, and her arms gently pulled my shoulders toward her, letting her kiss me with a gentle passion. It wasn't sexual, really, but it did slow the rate at which my cock was sagging against her thigh.
Then she stopped the kiss and pressed her forehead against mine, hard. Something had her pensive.
Pensive girls need to know you are listening. I let her press, and just murmured, "Hmmm?"
"Oh shit, Al," Carrie sighed. "I just want so much to grab you and keep you all to myself. Give myself to you. Be together with you. Always," she ended possessively.
Yikes. My mind whirled. Carrie was incredible. She was meaningful to me in a way that I could not measure. But I was... whatever I was becoming, or had already become. How do I respond to this?
"But," she said swiftly, before I could begin to formulate a response, "aside from the fact that that would not be what you need in your life, it is not what is really right for me either."
I thought it interesting that she had said 'need', not 'want'. I reflected in a flash that either would have been true, but 'need' was the more important word.
Carrie chuckled very briefly. "I do not want to be that girl who arrives at Vanderbilt with 'a boyfriend back home', who wastes a semester or two holding herself back from living her life." She stroked my cheek. "Especially when the 'boy back home' will be in California!"
I just kissed her. It seemed like the best way to agree. Need was the right word for both of us.
We held that kiss for a few glorious moments, and then Carrie was shoving me. "I hope to God this place has a bathroom," she said almost desperately. "Because I have to pee. You are lying on my bladder!"
I sprang off her quicker than I'd have thought possible a moment before, and Carrie dashed off in the direction I pointed.
It was one helluva view, watching her dash away.
The bathroom was key, as it turns out. We both needed some significant refreshing before we could dress. Once we were dressed, I pulled Carrie into my arms and kissed her again, long and tenderly.
After enjoying it, she shoved me away. "Stop! I barely got my makeup looking halfway presentable the first time!" She giggled and leaned against me, pointedly turning her face away from my eager mouth. She sighed. "So if this is the way this summer is going to go, when you go out with Maddie Thursday, you better rock her world at least this hard."
"It's a first date," I protested. "The point is to get to know her for real, finally. I don't even know if we will..."
Carried barked and slid from my arms. "Get real, Al. If you don't fuck Maddie Thursday, she will kill me, and possibly you. And she's going to have high expectations for you, buster!"
"What? Why? I mean..."
"Because I am going to give them to her," Carrie said impishly.
Hoo boy.
I think it is a good illustration of how spoiled I had become that my first thought in that moment was to check if Mary was available sometime Friday...
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THE ONE WITHOUT THE BIRTHMARK
--------------
Carrie looked at her watch while I looked out the windows of the dark neighborhood clubhouse where we had just made a deniable mess of the couch. I could still see no sign of any neighbors peering our way through open curtains, nor any open doors with people trying to identify what those, um, incredible noises had been.
"Yes," I said, pumping a fist gently. "I think no one noticed us in here."
"Damn," Carrie grumbled at about the same time. "We don't quite have time for me to tear your clothes back off and get in another round."
We both laughed.
Then we carefully slid out of the clubhouse and walked, arm in arm, down the street toward my house.
And almost instantly, Mrs. Kilpatrick backed out her front door, leading her rat that barks, Pippa, on its leash. I jumped about eight feet straight up, but composed myself before she even turned around.
Carrie, who was way cooler about the situation than I, just kept walking casually down the sidewalk, pressing herself gently against my arm.
Mrs. K, the gossip of Gallant St, peered out at the people walking in her neighborhood after dark. "Al? Is that you?" her sharp voice called out in the night.
"Hi, Mrs. K," I said, idly waving as Carrie kept me moving.
"So you are back from your graduation already? Congratulations," my neighbor asked politely while my insides somersaulted in thanks that that friggin pest of a dog had not needed to pee 30 minutes earlier. She often lets it do its business on the grass around the clubhouse.
"Yes, ma'am. Thank you," I called, then turned to look down at Carrie, as if to resume a conversation.
I sensed Mrs. Kilpatrick wanted to ask more questions, but was held back by her bemusement at the utterly novel experience of seeing me with any girl, much less the vision on my arm. "Come on, Pippa," I heard her mutter.
"Great," I muttered quietly to Carrie. "Now the whole neighborhood will know by breakfast that Al was walking with a girl down the street..."
"Oh, she is that neighbor, huh?" Carrie asked, resolutely not looking back.
"Yup."
"We have two in our neighborhood."
"My heart breaks for you," I said with utter sincerity. "But gossip is not the problem tonight. I left my keys in my bedroom upstairs, meaning that I will have to pass my parents in the living room where they will inevitably be watching some movie. How will I explain going upstairs and then going back out?"
"The truth?" Carrie asked easily. "Mary and Maddie live in the opposite direction, and you offered to give me a ride home."
"The opposite direction?" I asked skeptically. "I will bet my parents know both your homes are right by the country club."
Carrie looked at me in genuine momentary distress. "You really have been out of it, haven't you? Mary and Maddie's parents divorced Sophomore year."
"Wait. But..."
"Their dad has remarried and he and they still live in their same old house, since he inherited it to begin with. But they are living with their mom over across town during the summer."
"Whoa," I said as we walked on. "Seems odd though. I mean, nothing wrong with it, but usually kids live with their mom if there is a breakup, don't they?"
"Their mom bought a house across town to be closer to most of her work. If M and M lived with her full time, they would have had to transfer to Fosters High," Carrie said.
We both shuddered. I had not even gone to P-High, but everyone I knew had and they had always known that Peachtree was going to be their school. Thus, it was sort of mine by proxy. The thought of having to go to FuckHeads was slightly horrifying, even to me. Not as horrifying as the idea of going to Choate, but still pretty much awful.
We turned at my house, which was admittedly a little larger than the others around it and Carrie gave it a good look. "Damn, Al. Now that I'm looking at it and not focused on you, that's a nice house!"
"Mom and Dad do okay," I shrugged. I walked up to the front door and slipped in.
Carrie followed me right in! I had assumed she'd hang on the front porch, dammit.
Sure enough, my parents were sitting together on the couch in front of the TV, with a clear view of the front door. So much for my hope that they had gone to bed early. Worse, they weren't quite making out or anything, but they were cuddling a lot closer than I was used to.
My appearance did not phase them at all, but when they spied Carrie coming behind me, they sprang apart like two guilty teenagers, only with way more casual aplomb. I had done some springing apart myself, and I fleetingly hoped I'd get that good at it at some point.
"Hey Mom, Dad," I said, as if distracted. "I'm just going to grab the keys and give Carrie a ride the rest of the way home, then I'll be back," I said, and headed for the stairs fast. It was a pretty horrible calculation, leaving Carrie at my parents' mercy while I retrieved the means of our escape, but the idea of taking her upstairs to my room right in front of my parents was an utter non-starter.
I sensed my mother uncoiling her short frame from the couch as I hit the stairs. "Hello, dear," she said behind me. "Carrie is it? I know we briefly spoke earlier, but my son was apparently raised by wolves and hasn't properly introduced you to us. I am Sophia, and this is Dennis."
I could not help but slow when I rounded the turn of the stairs and got out of sight. Please, Mom, don't go full... whatever you have been the last couple of days.
"Pleased to meet you, Mr. and Mrs. Taylor," Carrie replied, her voice cool as a cucumber.
"Weren't there four of you earlier?" my father asked. Oddly, he sounded like he still had not gotten up from the couch. Not rising to meet a guest, especially a female was unheard of...
Fuck, did Dad have a hard-on from whatever he and Mom had been up to? I was going to be lucky just to remain sane long enough to make it to USC.
"Yes, sir," Carrie told Dad. "But Mary and Maddie were running a little late and had to get home, so they dropped me near here with Al and he's cool enough to give me a ride the rest of the way and save my UberCash."
Wow. Carrie could cover almost as well as Jenn. I just hoped there were no rat-related holes in her story. I dashed on and grabbed the keys. When I came back down, they were discussing Vanderbilt calmly. I jingled the keys at Carrie, she smiled, and I waved swiftly. "I'll be home in about fifteen minutes," I said as I steered Carrie toward the garage.
"Take your time," my father said idly, still on the fucking couch, legs crossed.
In the car, I swore softly. "I am so screwed when I get back."
"Why? Your parents seem really cool," Carrie replied.
"They are... mostly. But they have taken an unpleasantly blunt interest in my love life all of a sudden. I will be interrogated thoroughly about how I misplaced two gorgeous girls this evening, but I will mostly be grilled about the gorgeous one I still had with me."
Carrie chuckled softly. I grinned at her. God, she truly was gorgeous.
"Pull over, Al," she said, pointing at the parking lot of an out-of-business tire shop.
"Huh? Um, sure." I needed to get back and forestall any speculation about my further activities, but I still find it very rewarding to do as I am told by pretty girls.
As I slid the shifter into Park, Carrie pulled me over for a kiss. I caressed her lips with mine, but asked, "What are you up to?"
"Just putting a last little memory of me in your mind for when Maddie and Mary get started shaking those bazoombas in your direction," she laughed in what sounded like a good-naturedly competitive manner. I kissed her back, harder this time. Rivalry was something I had been afraid of earlier, but this didn't feel that way. A little friendly competition now and then...? Well, I was quite profoundly happy with that!
"I still need to get back. I did say '15 minutes'," I said more or less coherently, despite my tongue being in her mouth. My hand crossed over and caressed an utterly just right breast, despite the time.
"Your dad said to take your time," Carrie replied, equally adept at being understood with her tongue in my mouth.
"Just a figure of speech," I fretted.
Carrie's hand slid down to my lap and stroked my rapidly hardening boner through my pants. "I don't think so. Listen," she went on, breaking off our kiss but leaving her slowly flexing hand where it was. "He never once got off that couch. He just sat there with his legs crossed, leaning forward. A man just doesn't do that with a lady visitor. I think your mom had him hard as a rock when we got there."
"Carrie!" I yelped in anguish. She just giggled.
"Yeah," she teased, squeezing my rock-hard cock, which had no shame as usual, and was unconcerned about Carrie talking about my dad's dick. "If you got this from him, no wonder he didn't dare stand up in front of me!"
"Carrie!"
"So I think you need to give them at least half an hour so your mom can take care of business."
"Carrie!"
"Whatever shall we do?" she asked, sliding down my zipper.
"Carrie..."
She leaned over, drew me free, and kissed my tip softly. Then she looked up at me and said, "I don't intend to take long for this. You still need to come in and meet my parents, to give you cover for why you took so long getting home."
She could cover better than Jenn.
Then she covered my cock with her mouth and I forgot about Jenn.
Carrie was not kidding, she intended this to go quickly. I was discovering that she had another gear for giving head that she wanted to be expeditious. Her tongue was ravenous as she devoured the top of my cock, and her hand pumped me firmly and swiftly. Her other hand reached over to dig into my underwear and tickle my balls.
Despite all that we had done just a half hour ago, she was right. This was not going to take long. Her blonde hair bounced beautifully in my lap as she slid up and down on me. Her lips dragged wetly and firmly along my flesh and her tongue grew if possible even more hungry. My cock just throbbed from the sudden, overwhelming assault of pleasure.
There was no trace of subservience in this blowjob. It was, in fact, one of the most assertive I had ever experienced. Yet, I was dimly aware that it was all about me. She was enjoying it, but her entire purpose was focused on me and my eventual, no, my imminent orgasm. My feet shuffled around in the well, trying to avoid kicking the brake pedal or accelerator, and my gut roiled marvelously.
It had been quite a while since I was ready to pop this quickly, and possibly never this quickly when it was not my first of the day. I wanted to use all that I had learned to hold back and extend this overpowering experience, but that was not what she wanted. I'll be honest, it was not what I wanted.
"Mission, unh, mission accomplished," I grunted in warning. Carrie just squeezed my balls gently, and they gave up whatever they had managed to refill with by that point. I gasped happily and my whole body shuddered. Carrie jerked and squeezed, milking me of any dregs there were to be had, and I felt her savoring my offering in her mouth, working my cock around in there to spread my cum everywhere within. She was very careful, when she finally let me slide free of her lips, to ensure that nothing dripped out.
I stared at her, still flustered at the pace of the whole episode. "You are amazing," I breathed. Then I slammed the steering wheel.
"What's the matter, Al?"
I leered at her quite comprehensively, but frustratedly. "I never, never let a girl do that for me without returning the favor," I growled. "And we just do not have the time!"
"Don't worry," she laughed softly. "I'm keeping my extra dose of Al Taylor oral on account. I intend to collect soon."
Oh, hell yes you will.
It took more work to get my cock put back away and in order than it had taken Carrie to somehow get it out in the first place, but I soon had the car in gear and was once more heading to her house.
I walked her to the door, where we were met by her father.
Yeesh.
I had not had to deal with fathers. I suddenly, very unpleasantly realized that fathers were in fact a thing, and one which I was going to have to deal with, in much the same way one dealt with landmines, or perhaps uncaged water buffalo.
This time was fairly calm. He was polite and asked no hard questions of the sort I had instantly expected upon seeing him opening the door. The bastard even nicely and politely invited me to dinner the next week! Apparently (for now) the only person unhappy with me was his financial advisor since it had been decided that Kimball, Carrie's little brother, was in fact going to boarding school like me, and everyone seemed to think this was my fault.
I was pretty sure I was in for more of an interrogation than a meal, but at least it was not going to be about Carrie and what sort of mischief we were up to together.
Escaping my first post-coital encounter with a girl's father alive, I headed back home to face the music.
Maybe Mom and Dad will have gone to bed...
Oh no! Not that! Um.
Shit.
It was the worst of all worlds when I got home. They were still up, but no longer on the couch. Cocktails that had not been in evidence before were now in their hands. And Mom had a shit-eating grin on her face similar to the one Carrie had sported in the car right before we got to her house.
I briefly considered packing a kit bag and riding the rails like an old-timey hobo until USC started in the fall.
"So your mother and I have a new suspect, unlikely as it may be, in the mystery of who was your first," my dad started in immediately. It was a measure of how cringe I was feeling about whatever new habits my parents had gotten into with their son away at school, that I almost welcomed fencing on this subject instead.
"Suspects, plural," Mom added with a smile.
Almost welcomed.
"I am flattered," I found myself saying easily. "But even if it were true, I'd be even less likely to admit it to you about any of them than I would be about anyone from school, since you'll be seeing the three of them all summer."
Home run! I had nailed it. Spiked their guns. For once in my life, I had had the perfect comeback. I am a genius!
"All of them?" my dad asked softly.
"All summer?" my mom added significantly.
I am not a genius.
*
The first date with Maddie went well. My date with Mary went well too.
Very well. In both cases.
I found to my surprise, and with no justification for that surprise, that Maddie might well have the most in common with me.
She liked baseball, at least well enough to know on her own where the Braves were in the standings. They were finally in first, but Petra's Phillies were already closing, as the wench had predicted, and they still did not have Julio back yet.
Petra did not let me forget that either, especially after the Bravos coughed up a three-run homer in the eighth to the Phillies, letting the Phucking Phils salvage a split.
Maddie even liked board games! And real ones, not like Monopoly or Scrabble. I was already plotting how to bring her to a gaming afternoon with Chris and Tony without it becoming a shitshow.
She did not like D&D, alas. She thought it was for dorks, and thought that I was a huge dork for liking it so much. I had my face between her luscious thighs when she told me this, so I didn't take it too personally. Much...
The weird thing about my dates with both twins was the way I kept checking to make sure they hadn't switched on me again. I did a birthmark check every time whichever of them I was with went out of my sight to go to the bathroom, get a drink, go say hi to a buddy she saw, or just go clean some stray cum off her chest. Whatever. I was fast becoming an expert on the nearly identical throats of both girls.
Neither said a word about my nervous obsession, and to be honest, I wasn't sure if I was wary, or actually hopeful. But Maddie almost entirely ignored my surreptitious looks at her throat. Then, clearly forewarned by Maddie so she could take advantage of my neuroses, Mary wordlessly pointed at her birthmark every time she returned to my sight the next night when she and I had a date.
I got the job my mom set up for me. Of course. Mom doesn't recommend deals she isn't sure will close. Knowing that whatever I saved over the summer would go straight toward defraying the 25K my parents were ponying up for a new, used car in SoCal, I quite machiavellianly set out to spend my meager earnings like a drunken sailor, while secretly squirreling away cash wherever I could, like one of her clients at a Swiss bank.
On a side note, it turns out that it is easy to spend like a drunken sailor when you are regularly spending time with three girls. It wasn't like I was paying for everything, but...
Also, it turns out that school dates, or the prep school facsimiles thereof at least, were a lot cheaper than dating at home over summer break, with a car at my disposal.
If Bridget and I had wanted an evening to ourselves, my total out-of-pocket had been the cost of a shake or two and some mozzarella sticks at the Tuck. But even if we went completely Dutch Treat, something that I just would not ever fully allow, an evening out with Carrie at the movies was five times as much.
I was working a lot of hours at the free paper, delivering issues to the businesses who stocked them in their lobbies, taking phone calls, and even once in a while getting to write some actual copy. I needed the money. The Swiss Bank plan never made a lot of headway in the face of the Sweet Babes plan.
"Taylor!" growled my boss, the son of my mother's dentist. Wallace Harding might have been the editor and publisher of a rinky-dink ad-supported tabloid whose content consisted of mostly local entertainment news and syndicated humor, but Wally had a Perry White complex. "I saw that our rack in the Barnes & Noble over at Eastwood was empty this morning. Grab two bundles of over-run and go refill it. Check the other racks in the area while you are at it. I'll just have to answer my own phone while you are out," he added with a grumble.
Wally was never happier than when we ran out of issues before the next one came out, but he had a gruff but admirable image to maintain, so he never let anyone see him smile.
Eastwood Mall was not that far away, and I had our rack in the B&N lobby restocked quickly. But that still left me with a bundle and a half to put on racks somewhere because Wally would not appreciate a single issue returning to the office with me.
Unfortunately, most of the other locations where we distributed in the area were still mostly full and I was running out of options other than heading all the way up to the north side.
A sudden grin spread over my face, as I remembered that we had a big rack at the county rec center--the rec center where Maddie lifeguarded. The sight of Maddie in her red swimsuit would go far to perk up my day, and the rack there usually emptied well.



Things turned out even better than I hoped. The rack was empty enough to take all my remaining issues. I felt virtuous enough to deserve a wander out to the pool for a talk with Maddie while I eye-fucked her thoroughly. Even better she would have to keep her eye virtuously peeled on the bouncing urchins in the pool instead of on me in return, and that would drive her nuts.
My plan worked to perfection. She was working the diving board area, which paradoxically meant she was in one of the lower guard chairs, giving me an easier view. As we talked I noted that her seat also gave two dudes, one in particular, an excellent view from the other side of the water as well.
"The guy over there, in the red trunks," I said, not looking his way, "I think I know him from eighth grade. What's his name?"
Maddie also did not look his way, which meant she knew exactly who I was talking about. "I think you probably do. That's Jaymes Russell."
I did know Jaymes, but from sixth grade, not eighth. Not a bastard, not particularly much in common with me either. "He's giving you almost as comprehensive an eye-bath as I am," I observed neutrally, finally giving him a brief look.
"Yeah," Maddie replied, also neutrally. "He spends a lot of time at the pool, and he always seems to end up hanging out in a good vantage point."
Hmmm. "Want I should go invite him to move?" I asked, giving Jaymes a slightly harder look.
That got me an actual direct look from Maddie. She looked away again with a shake of her head. "He's cool, Al. Are you..." Suddenly her whistle was in her mouth and blowing loudly. "Hey! You! Back up. The water isn't clear," she shouted at some poor, reedy, ten year-old kid in board shorts that would have fit a dude twice his size. Maddie pointed authoritatively at the girl in the water below him who was about the same age and was taking her sweet time swimming over to the ladder.
"I just was going out to wait," complained baggy pants.
"Stay back until it's clear. That's the rule," Maddie said firmly, and the kid obeyed.
No dude was going to argue with Maddie, not in that suit. The kid didn't even know why he wasn't going to argue, but he wasn't going to argue.
"Are you jealous, Al?" Maddie resumed, fully teasing now.
Not going to get a rise out of me, girl.
I just shrugged. "I don't do possessive, Maddie. I've said it over and over. You want to reel him in a little, or even a lot, you do you. From the looks of him," I added, carefully not looking Jaymes anymore, "the reeling would not be hard to do."
I quietly gave Maddie a very thorough eye fucking for a moment, throwing in some eye fondling and eye licking for good measure. She saw what I was doing and flushed briefly but gratifyingly. "And as always, from the look of you, it wouldn't be hard with any guy."
"Fuck off, Al. I'm working," Maddie said slyly. "And if I do decide to give him a test, I'll let you know first."
"Not necessary," I reassured her. "Don't ruin a spontaneous moment! Just let me know at some point. And unless you intend for him to be the only one, make sure he knows he is not the only one."
"You are fucking weird, Al."
"Hey, did you know there was a parody musician named Weird Al?" I asked, only having recently discovered this alleged legend for myself.
"Yes, I've heard of Weird Al. Everybody's heard of Weird Al."
I humphed. I needed to get out of there before my eyeballing Maddie created a visual incident in my khakis. But I also was finding that I had not remotely had my fill of Maddie for the day.
"Listen, I have to get back to work," I said, my body language showing I was about to punch out. "I promised dinner with my parents tonight, but if you are not planning on reeling in Jaymes this evening, would you be up for some ice cream after?"
"Ice cream? Or ice cream and bad decisions?" Maddie grinned, actually taking her eyes off the pool.
"I can think of some very good decisions," I countered.
"Seven-thirty?"
"See you there," I said.
*
I will admit to being slightly distracted over dinner, which was good because it insulated me slightly from my parents' sly teasing when they heard I had plans for after.
"Which one is up in the rotation tonight, Alistaire?" Mom asked as she brought in the green beans and the cous cous.
"Maddie," I replied suspiciously.
"Didn't you just go out with her Tuesday?" Dad asked, confused by my Tuesday date with Mary. He really had a hard time differentiating between Mary and Maddie, and in the final analysis, he apparently really didn't care. Whatever epic shit he had gotten up to before he met Mom, which was still much less than what Mom, to my still growing horror, had seemed to have managed, twins had never been part of Dad's resume. Mom's casual mention of her 'friends' Chuck and Walt Greene back in college had cost me an entire night's sleep.
But it is always a proud moment when a son realizes he has beaten his dad at something.
"There is no 'rotation'," I said firmly. "I don't know what you guys are talking about. I am just going to hang out with a friend after dinner." I dug into my green beans. Mom really does rock in the kitchen.
My distraction about Maddie was not so much centered on the excellent bad decisions we were absolutely going to make later, but on the whole new note in the person of Jaymes. I examined my brain and was happy to see that I was truly not jealous. What I was, was just a bit competitive.
If Maddie wanted to have a go, or a series thereof, with Jaymes, she should go for it. Variety is the spice of life, as I well and truly knew. But when dinner was over, I intended to make sure Maddie was under no illusion that I was anything other than the best.
*
The ice cream was great. Maddie and I swapped servings at one point, where we each discovered the other had terrible taste in flavors. We talked some shit about a guy who left just as we arrived. Reggie Falwell was a dude from my past that I viewed as a total waste of good carbon. I was quietly relieved to hear that Maddie also felt the same way. I was relieved because Reggie is a first-page Google image search result for 'stud'. I've never had a girl I was, um, hanging out with also become interested in a guy I actively didn't like, and I wondered a little fretfully what would happen if or when it happened.
Then Maddie did her very effective best to make me forget such hypotheticals. (Hypothetical was on the SAT last fall, too!) "I have good news, Al," she said suddenly, licking the last of her ice cream cone in most excellent fashion. "Dad told us earlier that he is extending his work trip in LA over the weekend, and Lisa has flown out to meet him. His house is empty all weekend."
Oh, really?
I finished my cone quickly. Savoring it to the last was suddenly a low priority.
As Maddie and I walked up the front pathway, I asked, "Lisa? You referred to your step-mom as 'Mom' back in the spring..."
"That was an experiment," Maddie said. "They had just had their first anniversary, and Mary and I discussed it. She is actually pretty cool, and we like her. She's as good for Dad as not having Dad is good for Mom. We thought it might be a good present for them both if we started calling Lisa, Mom as well. It never worked though. And she didn't vibe to it any more than we did. Dad liked it, but he wasn't consulted," she added as we entered the house.
Okay, it had been two days since I had last had sex, which for me had become the definition of a dry spell. Maddie was wearing a short-sleeved turtleneck that fit her torso in, well, spectacular fashion. I wanted it off, and got right to it the moment the front door closed. Maddie had no objections and was quite eagerly cooperative.
As I tugged it free over her head, leaving her tits covered in only a very fetching and gloriously front-opening bra, I automatically looked to her pretty, unblemished throat. I had to check for the absence of Mary's birthmark. I did not know whether it was suspicious or hopeful that they might try to switcheroo me again at some point.
I stopped.
"What the hell is that?" I asked.
Maddie just touched the large square bandage on the side of her neck, right where there would be the birthmark if she was Mary. "This? Mary and I were helping Mom plant some roses at her house, and I scratched my neck. Don't worry, it doesn't hurt much, but I have to keep it covered for another day."
Bullshit.
I was being fucked with big time. But how? Was it to keep me from easily telling who I was holding at any given moment so they could try to swap on me again? That seemed to telegraph the move though... Was she just testing to see if I was starting to tell them apart by their personalities? That seemed out of character. Also, I very much could differentiate when talking to either of them by now, though their actions once naked were still quite similar.
Was she just fucking with me to make me wonder?
I dismissed option B, and guessed option C. But I would still look... hope for... signs of option A, a swap, dammit!
Much more importantly, I had some impressing to do! It had occurred to me during my distracted dinner that a much more likely test in coming days and weeks would be to see how closely I hewed to my words about them going out with other guys. Jaymes seemed like a very likely test case.
I might not run races anymore, but I perceived that I was still quite competitive. If comparisons were going to be made, I was going to going to make sure the outcome was predetermined.
But mostly, Maddie is seriously hot, and I was eager for some major fun.
She short-circuited my momentary wool-gathering by removing the bra before I could. Swiftly opening the front catch, then much more slowly pulling the cups wide and to the side.
Great tits are great. Great tits being revealed are... greater? I knew seven better words for that sentence, but my SAT prep deserted me in the moment. Those beautiful, bountiful. but bouncy boobs, with their hard nipples and large, pale surrounds never failed to give me a jolt.
I just grinned at her, and leaned forward, reaching out to gently cup those beauties and I placed my lips around first one lovely nipple, then the other. I suckled hard on each, feeling her soft flesh distend well into my mouth, where my tongue could last hungrily at the hardened buds atop pliant flesh.
When my hunger, but not my enjoyment, began to dissipate, I let my hands slide down from her tits to her waist, and I knelt to follow.
"Nope!" Maddie said, grabbing my shirt.
"No?"
"Not yet," she purred. "One of the best things about time with you is the unbelievable fucking you deliver immediately after doing what you are about to try to do. If I want time to devour the wonder beast down there, I need to do it now. First."
Nothing about that pronouncement did anything to deflate my ego. In fact, it left me docile enough to be pushed over to that couch upon which I had all sorts of great memories of both Mary and Maddie on my first date with Mary, the second date of my life. Before I could sit down, Maddie was tugging at my pants. I shrugged, and let her work while I hauled my shirt off over my head.
I am still not, and never will be buff, but I no longer still see my body as the reedy little twerp that I was when I went away to boarding school. And while I was never going to be ripped, I did realize I needed to ask my dad to get me a family membership card for their gym. Running is not enough to keep in shape, and I am called on for some fairly strenuous activities that I never want to be unable to perform.
Suddenly, I was naked except for my shoes and my pants around my ankles. Maddie shoved me back onto the couch and worked everything remaining off of me. She looked insanely hot, squatting before me, topless in that short denim skirt. I could not quite see if she was wearing any panties in the first place. I put the odds at about 50-50, but if she was, they would go first. The way she looked in that short skirt and nothing else, I might not take it off all evening.
She pushed my knees aside and knelt fully between them. In moments, she had my head deep between her lips, bobbing gently up and down on me, both of her hands cupping my balls.
Yeahhhhh.
My fuse is far longer now than it was back during my first time with this girl, something that I had admirably demonstrated on our first date after getting home from Graduation. But Maddie was being thorough in the best of all possible ways, what with all the corkscrewing lips, pulsing tongue, and tickling fingertips, and I felt things progressing rapidly, not just in my groin but in all sorts of areas of my body that seemed cross-wired with said locus of current operations. If I wanted to go longer, I'd need a distraction or a change of pace.
I realized how sloppy and wet she had my cock, and grinned down at her wolfishly. She was looking up at me, my dick well-buried in her mouth, and cocked an eyebrow at my sudden leer. I caressed her chin, then gently pulled her up and off my cock, leaning downward. Maddie rose up off of her heels to meet me halfway, and we kissed.
It was a nice kiss, but hardly my current aim. I grabbed my sopping cock in my free hand and began to run its head over the splendid globes dangling right in front of me. Maddie murmured approvingly as I bumped the tip over her nipples.
But then I slipped my shaft in the valley in between and pressed both boobs together around my cock. She looked a little confused until I started pushing my hips up and down and it became clear what I was intending to do.
"Whoa! Are you fucking my cleavage, Al?" she asked, as clueless about the trick as I had been before Nancy. I just groaned, rolled my eyes, and nodded. "This is some next-level shit," she muttered, but she put her own hands over mine, and in moments, she was moving her torso up and down on me harder than I had been thrusting before.
I nodded almost spastically. This felt six kinds of amazing and any hopes this might delay me were blowing away in the breeze. "Uh huh," I managed. "Not going to last long though," I added through gritted teeth as my... everything was getting tense.
Maddie only started bouncing up and down harder. "This, oooh, is going to get... messy..., isn't it?" she half asked, half mused. "Should I..."
Whatever plan she was proposing became moot as things did indeed get messy. I moaned loudly and my hips jerked upward, my jizz rocketing around wildly as Maddie lost her grasp on her tits, and they lost their grip on my cock. Gobs of white jizz were spattered across her chest above her tits from shoulder to shoulder. More hung from her chin. A few rested on the upper curves of her breasts and I watched as yet another dropped from chin to chesticle. The sticky sheen of her cleavage was evidence that some of my eruption had taken place while my helmed had been fully buried in that fleshy valley.
My hands still rested on her tits, but my grasp was non-existent, and my fingers numb. They just held on against her curves by some primitive instinctual nerve channel.
"Wow," Maddie chuckled. "Messy for sure!" She paused, considering. "Honestly, it was silly at first. I mean, I almost was laughing. But once you painted me?" she paused. "Then it was fucking hot."
I thought it was fucking hot as she stopped and wiped most of what had reached her chin up and between her lips. "A girl could fucking own you like this, couldn't she?" she asked, looking down at the buffet of cum she still wore.
I shrugged ruefully and agreed. She laughed forebodingly.
"This is way more than I want to consume right now," she went on, giving somewhat of a lie to that by wiping another fingerful off her right boob and sucking it from her digit. "Let me get a towel, then I am interested in what you were trying to do before."
She rose and I froze as she headed for the kitchen and a towel.
When she had gotten up, she had quite deliberately turned her head so I could hardly miss once again the large bandage on her neck.
Maddie was definitely fucking with me. There was no way she was heading to the kitchen to swap places with Mary again. No way. But I was now dead certain that I was being set up for a later opportunity, and I set myself a task to quietly catalog differences between them they didn't know I knew.
I still listened as intently as my currently addled condition allowed and resolved to get a very good look at that bandage when she returned before I obscured my view with her thighs.
She was back after just a little longer than I liked. But I was sure it was still her. Almost sure. She walked up in front of where I still involuntarily sprawled and turned to shake her ass at me while her hands went to the zipper in back of the skirt.
That galvanized me, and I sat bolt-upright to pull her hands away. I tugged the zipper back up the inch she had worked it down, then ran my hands over that curvy ass in its short jeans skirt. After a delicious time of that, I dropped my touch to the bare backs of her thighs and slid my hands back upward, under the skirt this time.
At first, I thought she had either been commando all night, or had ditched the underwear in the kitchen... or was Mary who hadn't bothered to duplicate the undies. But as my hands rose over the bare, warm flesh of her buttocks, I encountered the narrow waistband of a thong. Nice, but it had to go. I tugged gently and felt its center strap pop free of the fleshy valley it had hidden in. I dropped the panty to her ankles, and she stepped out of it as I rose to my feet. I moved around her and guided her down to sit on the couch, then sank back myself, to my knees this time.
"Ohhh," she sighed as I slowly kissed my way up her inner thigh, advancing and retreating as I went, leaving her wanting me to go faster. "I still have not met a guy as eager to do this as you, Al, nor met anybody who is even close to as good at it. None of us have," she hissed that last, as I swept my lips up suddenly and planted a firm kiss on her bare, hairless slit.
It's nice to be complimented by three girls at once, apparently.
I pushed her skirt up higher, so my face wasn't covered. I looked up at her eyes first and she smiled in pleasure at what I was doing, and in anticipation of what I was going to do. I felt a little of the pressure to be amazing that had bothered me with Carrie that night after I got home. I felt it a bit with all three of these girls, but it was definitely fading by now with Mary and Maddie. I was sure that I would always be just a tiny bit afraid I wasn't good enough for Carrie.
I shifted focus for a moment, concentrating on her slowly rising and falling breasts. They looked utterly awesome from this angle. I wanted to reach up and give them a proper fondling, but I had better uses for my hands.
One was occupied with keeping the skirt, which I did not want to remove, out of the way.
The other, I slid up under my chin, tickling at her labia as I licked higher, circling her big, prominent clit with my tongue. She gasped at that, and I slid a finger inside her below. She gasped at that too, especially when I added a second finger and began to slowly, idly move in and out of her.
She tasted fabulous, of course. I had not met a girl who tasted outright bad, though I supposed it was possible, if unlikely. But some tasted better than others, and they all tasted different to me. Idly, I wondered if I could tell the difference between Mary and Maddy by taste. That led to some fun really concentrating on her flavors, and locking them into my mind as 'Maddie'.
Of course, if this was Mary I was eating, then my plan was already derailed...
Maddie moaned and squirmed as I worked. My fingers probed deeper and began to suck on her bud. Her hands started grabbing at my hair. Had she been able to concentrate more, I'm pretty sure she'd have hurt me with her tugging, but as it was, it was uncontrolled, weak, insanely sexy scrabbling atop my head.



She started to swear softly, then more loudly. My fingers curled upward and I found my target. She jerked like I electrocuted her and her swearing grew low in pitch. "Fucking hell, Al! I'm going to come. I'm going to cum already! Don't stop. Don't you fucking stop! I'm gonna..."
I stopped. Yeah, it was cruel. I know. But...
I jerked my head up and let my fingers slip from inside her as I pushed myself upward. In the same motion, I grabbed my cock and pressed it hard against her slit, still opened from my fingers. I slid into her, hard. I drove in almost halfway and she shrieked happily. "Okay," she babbled. "You can... that... ahhhhhh!"
I thrust into her again and filled her with my length.
She came instantly. I mean, she had been on the precipice when I tried the move, but the feeling of a girl cooking off practically the instant I entered her was yet another pump on the inflation of my by now galactic-scale ego.
Her legs lifted and clamped around the small of my back, and her hands fluttered across my chest.
I gave her a few seconds to enjoy it and start to come down, my cock still buried to the hilt in her.
Then I resumed thrusting, harder than I usually would after first entering a girl, but she was soaking wet, utterly receptive, and I was already well along from the experience of that instacum of hers. She shrieked as I drove into her. Then she babbled some more. "Jesus, Al! That's... crazy! Stop. I've got to... Wait! Don't stop! Harder!"
I had paused when she asked me to, but then eagerly resumed as she instantly reconsidered. Fuck this was awesome. "Not... going to take... long," I grunted, somehow irritable at the overwhelming sensations.
"Do it," she growled. "I'm so fucking close again. Do it! Fill me up and I'll explode..."
It was not instantaneous, but I did let myself go very quickly for me. I was balanced on the edge, barely holding back my ejaculation when I felt her spasm beneath me. She was close but not there.
I lost it, howling loudly as I let loose a spray inside of her. I have no idea as to its volume, but I felt like my intestines were rearranging themselves to fill in suddenly vacant space. Maddie lost it around me. Her legs nearly crushed my waist, and her hands beat at my chest in bliss. I tried to keep thrusting, but my body's nervous system needed a reset desperately, and I froze involuntarily.
She was gasping for air, and I felt it as the tension flooded away from her body. Her head flopped back against the back of the couch. Her arms dropped to her sides, and her legs flowed down and out from around my waist. I just smiled down at her, keeping my sadly already softening cock as far inside her as I could.
"What was that?" she asked me, when her brain finished resetting.
"Hey, you are the one who told me that she wanted to be fucked as soon as I ate her," I grinned smugly, trying to stave off a complete collapse of my cock by drinking in her flushed body, skirt still bunched up around her waist.
"I wha... Oh. Yeah. They say you should be careful what you ask for, but maybe I should just ask a lot more often!" she giggled. "But you need to get that thing out of me now," she went on, suddenly struggling to sit up. This had the unfortunate effect of dislodging my shrunken cock, which had been just barely hanging in there as it was.
"Hey," I objected, admittedly a little peevishly. "I was kind of enjoying just..."
She interrupted me with a kiss. "And I'm looking forward to enjoying some more Justing, but while this couch is fairly easy to clean, I would not look forward to cleaning one of your loving cupfuls off it. Give me a minute or two, and I'll steal us each a beer while I'm at it."
She swiftly rose and, holding her thighs close together, smoothed her skirt into place. As she turned to the kitchen door, she walked with one hell of a swish in her ass, like she was making sure I didn't forget her while she was gone.
As if.
"Don't take off the skirt," I growled at her retreating form, giving my command voice a try for the first time this summer with anybody. She paused and looked back at me with arched eyebrows, but I saw her nostrils flaring.
"Wouldn't dream of it, Al," she said softly. But she dismissed her fleeting pliability and turned back toward the kitchen. She made sure to turn and lift her chin so I got yet another look at the bandage on her neck. The minx.
I remain unsold on the virtues of beer, but the one that she brought back had the virtue of being thirst-quenching, and my body seemed to welcome the carbs and electrolytes. And I also remain a lightweight when it comes to drinking, so the alcohol almost immediately had a mild effect.
I had scrabbled up onto the couch when she returned, and we sat side by side. I was naked and she had on only that short skirt, but we still took a minute while we drank to talk about AP exams of all things. She had taken more of them than I had, which surprised me, though she was less confident in her results. The only contact between us was her one shoulder leaning against me, while my arm was draped companionably over her other.
My thumb might have caressed that bandage on her neck a time or two, something that she pointedly ignored.
Suddenly, she turned to me. "Al, seeing your naked cock without one of its magnificent erections is too weird to take. Excuse me while I fix that," she said swiftly. With that, she bent down. As she took my flaccid member in between her lips, she crawled up onto the couch so she was on her hands and knees beside me. Her tongue flopped my dick back and forth in her mouth for the brief moments before her actions brought the flaccid period to an abrupt end.
My hand that was closer to her automatically reached out to fondle a magnificent, dangling breast. The heaviness of that mound never would ever get old. I checked the other one. Nope, not going to get boring either.
In moments, her efforts had me not just twitching and expanding, but rock hard. She caressed my shaft and bobbed softly up and down. I could tell she was miles from getting serious yet about the procedure, and that was fine with me. This was awesome.
But suddenly, she bobbed up to kiss me, then, just as suddenly, she was moving to straddle me on the couch, keeping up the kiss. I felt her naked pussy under the skirt start to wetly grind against my hard-on, and she told me, "I hope you don't mind, but I'd like to fuck you this evening for a while when my brain is not orgasmic already."
Truth to tell, I had really been enjoying the slow, idle blowjob. But I discovered that it was a previously subconscious policy of mine to never object to a girl taking me inside her, as she was doing at that moment, her fingers steering my tip against her lips and her body lowering itself on me. Any remaining, utterly minor regrets flitted away as I realized that my slow, idle blowjob was being replaced by a slow, idle fuck.
Shit. I had meant to give her pussy a good examination before we fucked this time. Had they swapped on me again, it would have been a dead giveaway.
It didn't matter, this was just Maddie in the house tonight anyway. Right?
Maddie and I whiled away the minutes on that couch, with her taking me in and out of her pussy slowly, alternating with sliding forward and back atop me, each different movement stimulating her, and me, in fresh ways. I kind of let myself be infantile as I sat there beneath her, toying with her boobs and feasting on them.
But, as slow, idle fucks tend to do, this one sped up and started getting intent. Maddie accelerated her efforts first, having finished with her explorations of how to ride my cock, and setting to doing the best parts energetically. Her face went from happy, curious, and playful, to intent and flushed.
I let her push the ride to a new level for a minute or so, then slid my hands off her amazing rack and down to her soft hips. I dug my fingers into her and lifted her up a little, pushing up with my hips as well. Then I began to thrust upward into her in synchronization with her own rise and fall. I could not see my cock moving in and out, because she still had the skirt on. That was its own kind of incredibly sexy.
The slaps of our flesh together at the moments of maximum penetration were loud, but not as loud as Maddie's increasingly frequent little mewls of pleasure. I was grunting pretty much full-time, but more quietly. Those delicious impacts were also having the most marvelous effect on Maddie's big boobs, making them bounce and sway mesmerizingly.
Yeah. More running. More gym. Stat.
But I held on to my efforts, despite getting weary quickly. The sensation of my cock sliding in and out of Maddie's tight slit, and the sight of her now wildly flailing tits kept me going. Maddie was getting tired too, I could tell, but she was equally determined. I realized that, after two recent orgasms, I might not actually have the energy to nut this time. But Maddie was going to come. I was going to make sure of that. She saw something in my face as I inwardly made that determination. And she liked it. Her face grinned and she started riding me even harder. It would not be long for her.
And then I nutted anyway, before her. A rush swelled in me from almost nowhere, my ongoing pleasure suddenly knotting up, then ripping outward, up and into Maddie. I shouted... something, and wildly hammered up into her, counterproductively pulling her down onto me and making my desperate thrusts short.
They were enough, and I felt Maddie keen and throw back her head wildly. As done with everything as my over-stimulated cock was, I kept trying to slam into Maddie until she lost whatever rush was consuming her and I saw her body slump.
Thank God. I was dying there.
She flopped down on top of me and we held each other for a bit, panting. Then we kissed. Then we panted some more.
"That was... athletic," I observed, then sucked more air.
"Yeah," she tried to chuckle. Chuckling requires more oxygen than you'd think. "I guess you really are a jock."
I felt momentarily disgruntled that she would call me a jock... but also that she had had any remaining doubts of that fact.
Her cell phone rang on the coffee table by us. The ringtone was Sisters from White Christmas.
Mary.
"About time she started wondering where I am," Maddie said, and carefully leaned back to answer it in speakerphone mode. Carefully, because she did not want to slip off my cock.
So, bandage or no, it really had only been Maddie I'd been having sex with this evening. I was not sure whether to be psyched or upset about that.
I chose psyched, because I figured that meant they would keep up with the bandage thing until I was lulled into a false sense of security, then swap on me.
Fat chance of me ever going off full Twin Alert.
"Maddie! Where the hell are you?" Mary said, irritation in her voice. "I texted a bunch and you haven't read anything. We are supposed to be watching Bridgerton tonight!"
"A little busy," Maddie chirped back.
There was a pause. "Did you pull the trigger on... or are you with... Are we on speakerphone?" Mary demanded suddenly.
"Yup."
"Hello, Alistaire," Mary growled. "My sister was supposed to be watching Bridgerton with me tonight, not worshipping your rod of power."
"In my defense, I did not know that," I said. "I have not seen Bridgerton. Perhaps tomorrow we could all sit on the couch together and watch... some of it?"
"What?!?" shouted a scandalized Mary
Maddie just kissed me firmly, and loudly for the benefit of the speakerphone, while clenching her weary insides around my thoroughly done for cock... for the benefit of me.
"Listen, Al," Maddie said after breaking off her kiss. The both of them, in that weird twin synchronicity spoke in unison, "That still is never going to happen." Even more weirdly, since Mary was on a speakerphone, her voice was a quarter-beat behind Maddie's, making for an echo chamber effect, instead of unison. But I could tell that they had spoken as one.
I shrugged, and entirely failed to give up the idea. "I still have no idea what this Bridgerton is, guys. Would I actually like it?"
"Oh, I think you would," Mary's voice came from the phone. "Lots of bare tits and ass."
"I am all in," I replied.
"To be fair, most of the asses belong to dudes," Maddie said.
"Provisionally all in. Less all in," I said quickly. "But if it is going to get the three of us on that couch..."
"He does not give up, does he?" Maddie laughed.
"It's usually a very good thing," Mary replied over the phone.
I was not giving up. And I could take a few naked dudes if it got me on a couch for a couple of hours between Mary and Maddie. In fact, I always felt that the naked dudes in the movie on Carrie's and my first date might have helped... everything.
Maybe Carrie was interested in Bridgerton too...
But then Maddie sighed. "It is getting late. If I don't want shit from Mom, we need to clean up and get out of here." With that, she rose off me, my now fully shriveled dong slapping against my thigh as it fell free. We both looked around for our scattered clothes.
"Okay, Sis! See you at home. See you soon, Al," Mary said from the speakerphone.
"Sure, Mary," I said as I pulled up my pants. "One more thing. When you objected to my idea of us all watching Bridgerton together, you were so loud, I could hear your voice from the kitchen directly through the door, not just over the phone."
"Fuck!" swore Maddie. "Busted again!"
--------------
And we are off now. Thanks for coming back to the adventures of Alistaire. I hope that they are everything you hoped for, and more. As always, I appreciate your ratings and follows, and especially your kind comments. Whether long or short, they really do result in more effort on my part, and thus more stories for you! Let me know what you think!
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THE ONE AT THE BEACH
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"Shit, shit, shit," said Mary, walking into the living room from the kitchen where she had been hiding. Exactly like Maddie, she wore only a denim skirt, and the way her boobs swayed and swung as she frustratedly stomped in was arresting. Four naked twin tits in the same room with me was almost enough to wake my cock back up in my pants.
Almost. The two of them had done a number on me.
"You had to shout," Maddie glared at Mary, still holding her bra and shirt in her hand.
I felt like I could delay those boobs being covered up for a few minutes at least, even if I was genuinely in no condition to do much about them. "Easy there, Maddie," I said in a relaxed voice, draping my arm around her shoulder, and guiding her over to sit back on the couch with me for a moment. Maddie let herself flop down beside me, still irritated.
"Just so you know," I said honestly. "You guys had me tonight. I was looking for every sign I could, and I had decided the bandage was only to make me worry, not to fool me. Then I just barely heard your voice in the other room, Mary."
"You enjoyed it and you know it."
"You bet your sweet, delicious ass I did," I laughed to Mary. "And I am eager to again, whether I'm actually being punked or just made nervous. The memories will be even better once I figure out which of you did what with me! But," I added in a more serious voice, "I really hope you guys won't do this all the time. Most of the time, when I'm hanging out with one or the other of you, I'd really like to just concentrate on simply hanging out with you, without your sister haunting our time together." My arm around Maddie's shoulder let my fingers dangle down to her breast, and I tugged her nipple idly as I spoke. My eyes were just drinking in the standing, topless Mary.
"Your actions and your words are at odds, Al," said Mary, but I heard some thanks in her voice as well.
"I did not in any way ask for the haunting to stop," I laughed quickly. "I just don't want it to be constant."
"Thank you," Maddie said, disengaging herself from the couch and my clutches with a kiss on the cheek. "We will take it under advisement," she added in a voice more serious than her words.
"Speaking of hanging out together, just the two of us," Mary said, hooking her bra closed, "how about you and I maybe go to the beach together one day next week? I still have that bathing suit..." she added, as if I need incentive.
The Beach. Next week.
Yeah, that was suddenly fraught. Not only had I not told my parents yet that the beach thing with Poppy and Sloane was on for next week, but I had not told my friends back here, either. Any of them.
My parents needed to be told tonight. I'd be getting my usual shit for having been out late with a girl, so I might as well deflect that with the shit I'd get for the beach thing being real.
Fortunately, I had told my new boss already.
"Yeah, um, I won't be around next week," I said with a form of genuine regret. "Week after?"
"Sure," said Mary. Her head popped through the neck of her shirt. "Parents taking you on a family getaway?"
"Um, no. I actually... one of my friends from school is going to have an AirBnB on the beach, actually. I'm spending the week there with them."
"Right on the beach? Cool!" Mary exclaimed. "His parents must be loaded. Are you guys going to nerd out playing games inside all week, or will you get some sun on your lean, mean, fucking machine of a body?"
"My friend is named Poppy," I said. "And she is more of a jock than a nerd. It will more likely be sandcastles and swimming."
Two pairs of eyes stared at me, then tilted to the left, still on me, in unison. Even their body language synchronized...
"Then I assume that you will be spending at least some time indoors," Mary said, not quite tartly, but not quite in a right-on sort of manner either.
"We are certainly planning on quite a bit of time indoors, for old time's sake," I said firmly. Or at least firmly outwardly.
"This really is the way you work, isn't it?" Maddie asked, shaking her head bemusedly.
"It seems to work out the best for everybody involved," I said, not sounding defensive, but I might have looked it.
Mary was texting on her phone and distractedly asked, "When do you leave?"
"Sunday around lunchtime," I said. "Why?"
"Good," Mary said brightly. "I'm texting with Carrie right now. She is fascinated by this development."
Shiiiit.
"We have time for all four of us to have lunch Saturday, then," Mary went on.
"Oooh. That sounds good," Maddie added.
Shiiiit.
*
"Hey, Mom, Dad! I'm home," I called out from the garage door as I entered the house. "Lost track of time. I'm heading up to bed now, 'cause I have work in the morning."
Yeah, like that was going to work.
"Alistaire?" my mom called from the living room sweetly.
Shit.
"Yeah?" I asked casually, popping my head into the room from the hall.
"Who was the lucky girl tonight?" my father asked casually, remote in his hand and the TV on pause.
"Maddie," I said firmly, wanting no discussion of Mary to leak into things. Then I realized that I had allowed the idea that she was a lucky girl into the record from the way both their eyebrows were so high they were damaging the ceiling. "I mean, we ran into each other while I was dropping off more papers at the rec center today, and arranged to meet up for ice cream this evening," I said as smoothly as I could. "Hey, Mom, I think the paper is doing really well. We are having to refill the racks a lot more than they said I would when they hired me."
"Uh huh," my mother drawled, undistracted. "I am curious about what your method is for handling this situation. Do you have a calendar or rotation? I think it is important to make sure no one feels slighted, you know."
Shiiiiiiiiiit. I was not comparing collegial notes with my fucking mother about juggling a roster of lovers. But likewise, I also was not going to explain to her that no one was ever dissatisfied...
It is easy to go with the nuclear option when you are going to have to go with the nuclear option pretty imminently anyway.
"And, um, did I mention that Poppy and her mom have that AirBnB on the beach all next week after all? I'm leaving Sunday morning. Is getting back next Sunday around lunchtime okay with you guys?"
Well, that cleared away the cobwebs of my evening's doings nicely.
"Mrs. Fields wasn't just joking?" my mother asked, thunderstruck. Wow. It had been a minute since I'd freaked out my ultra-unflappable mom.
"Sloane goes by Manning these days," I corrected. Unwisely.
"Son," my dad addressed me softly. I hate his soft voice. "Does Sloane know that you were fucking her daughter all spring?"
"It wasn't the whole spring," I corrected automatically, before stopping in shock as my parents turned and high-fived each other.
"Got him!" Dad shouted. "I still got it!" He turned to me, grinning. "Okay, we have our first admitted named girl. And we also know she wasn't the first."
"How do you know that?" I asked, unable to help myself. Do not babble. Do not babble right now, Al.
"Because for you to have time to have been with a bunch of girls as you most certainly were up there..." my mother giggled.
"And are down here," my father added under his breath.
"...you would have to have gotten started longer ago than a few weeks," Mom finished.
I wanted to object, on the basis that at least my father's words included facts not yet in evidence, but I perceived that that would be... unwise.
"I still say it was Bridget for his first time," Mom said to Dad. "Maybe right before Spring Break."
Her first time, not mine, Mom. I did not say that out loud because I am not a total moron.
"The Carrie girl," Dad replied firmly. "Nice work there, son."
"Oh really, Dennis? Nice work?" Mom asked, and Dad flinched, realizing that he had wandered into the crosshairs. Bless you, Dad.
He did not want to stay in the crosshairs.
"I do have to come back to the serious question, son," he said. "Does Sloane know you have intimate carnal knowledge of her darling daughter, and clearly intend to have a lot more over the course of the week?"
Fuck you, Dad.
I stared at him, appalled at the question. First off, way over the line, Pops. Second...
"I... I... uh, I'm not... certain," I admitted, only because I was just now discovering that to be true for myself. "I have been pretty much assumed it for a while, because, well, it seemed pretty clear a time or two. But neither Poppy nor Sloane has ever come out and said that Sloane knows."
This could be a problem.
"I'm going to bed. I better figure that out, I suppose," I mumbled, heading for the stairs again.
As I turned the corner on the stairs, I heard my laughing father say to Mom, "I hope he doesn't trip in the dark next week and nail the mother by accident. I doubt that would go over well, no matter how much fun he'd have with it."
You have no idea, Dad. This week was going to be a shitshow as it was, reopening that can of worms was off the table.
"Oh? And how much fun do you think that would be, Dennis?" I heard my mother ask archly.
I was safely upstairs. Sucks to be you, Dad. Enjoy the crosshairs.
*
I could have just texted Poppy and asked her.
I should have just texted Poppy and asked her.
I did not just text Poppy and ask her.
Why? Because I am stupid sometimes. I did not think to do it until I was already knocking at the door, leaving Mom's Mercedes in the sandy driveway behind Sloane's rented Jaguar SUV.
"Alistaire! It's good to see you," Sloane said, opening the door. "Come in! Poppy!" she called over her shoulder loudly, "He's here! We have you in the second bedroom. It's the first door on the left down the hall," she said, indicating the sleeping end of the one-story beach cottage.
"Yo, Taylor!" Poppy said, bouncing into the room. "Thanks for saving me from a week at my mom's mercy. Without you, we'd be on the court hitting balls all day, every day."
"Only early and late in the day," Sloane corrected. "It is hot down here!"
The idea of watching these two hit tennis balls to each other sounded pretty awesome to me, actually.
"Seeing you makes me miss the whole school, Alistaire," Poppy said. "Let's get your luggage in your room." She made no move to grab any of my stuff, but simply led me down the hall while I lugged everything. Seeing her made me miss everybody too.
We had no sooner entered the room, the door somehow closing behind us, when Poppy was kissing me. It was a good kiss. I had missed those kisses. Her arms were around me, and while I wanted to put mine around her, I could manage only one, because my other had found its way between us to a lovely breast.
That lasted a good long time before Poppy pulled her face away from mine, leaving her breast pressed tightly against my palm. "I really want to just fuck you right now, but that seems kinda rude to Mom. We gotta figure out how to make that happen this evening though."
"No fucking doubt," I replied, and we kissed again. I always loved getting with Poppy, but a month's separation from this lovely, athletic creature had me revving hard. My hand rose behind her head and tugged idly at her omnipresent ponytail.
But first things first.
"Poppy, listen. Does your Mom actually know about you and me? I mean..."
Poppy just laughed like it was an idiotic question, then headed out of the room before I could really get going on her hair.
We ate dinner out that first night, at a cool seafood place. The food was mostly fried, and fried perfectly. It was open-air and right near the beach. As Sloane paid the check, I said, "Tomorrow night, I'd like to buy dinner, someplace nice like The Royal." The Royal was the old, historic beach resort. Their Presidential Suite was once actually used by a sitting US President.
"That sounds like a lovely idea," Sloane almost purred. I guessed she had read up on the Royal.
Poppy just laughed, hard.
Hey, I had the funds! My Dad had been most explicit the day before I left that I had to buy at least one amazing dinner, and otherwise at least help with other expenses. And he had ensured that I had the funds in the bank to get those debit card transactions approved.
Dad's great when he isn't being a total asshole.
As we walked into the house, Sloane looked at us. "I know it is early, but I think I'm going to get a jump on my Summer Read. It is full of sex, so I don't want you unblemished children reading it over my shoulder. Go take a walk on the beach or something, you two."
"That is a great idea, Mom! Sure you won't come with us?"
"I'll get my fill of the beach tomorrow when there is some sun to enjoy," Sloane retorted. "Have a nice stroll."
I grabbed some beach towels for Poppy and me. I hoped that they were big. As we walked through the dunes to the beach, I observed, "That was a risky question. What if your Mom had decided to join us?"
"Not going to happen, Alistaire," Poppy laughed sardonically and sprang forward as the soft grey sand opened out before us to the gentle waves. It was the same words Mary and Maddie kept disappointing me with, but while it was not the same message, of course, it was said with the same utter certainty.
Maybe this week would not be a total shitshow. Either way, it would be great, but I prefered to avoid the shitshow option.
To start, we just walked in the dark, way far down the beach and then back. Most of the sand was deserted, but there was a couple or small group here and there, especially down south toward the resorts. We held hands and even kissed once or twice, but mostly we talked about plans for the week and reminisced about school like two ancient, 50 year-old geezers.
There was light from a quarter moon, and in some places there was a little more coming from houses closer to the shore than average. But mostly the beach was dark. Most owners make sure their houses don't shed much light on the beach. If you do cast light, you will hear from the sea turtle people.
You do not want to hear from the sea turtle people.
I started taking Poppy into my arms more and longer whenever we hit the deserted, dark spots.
But the first time my hand started making its way down under Poppy's tight behind, between her legs, she pulled away with an extremely promising laugh. "I want to wade in the ocean. Did you know I never have?" I shrugged. "It is safe, isn't it? she asked, suddenly unsure.
"Of course," I laughed. "The chances of a black tip or great white big enough to attack us doing so in water that is knee deep is non-existent."
Almost non-existent, but hey.
I set our towels down on the sand in a neat pile, and we walked together into the almost calm water. "It's chilly," Poppy complained after a few moments, as we turned to walk along parallel to the shore in knee-deep water.
"It will feel great tomorrow in the sun," I reassured her.
"Then maybe we get out and wait to wade until tomorrow."
"Why? You got something better to do tonight?" I asked.
"Maybe..." she laughed, then bolted for shore, with me in pursuit.
She got to the towels and I called out, "Stop!" before she could start drying her legs.
"What did we bring them for, then?"
I just grinned and swept them both up.
Now, I had never actually been walking on the beach, in the dark, with a pretty girl before, much less with a couple of clean beach towels. But I had heard the story of Bennie Zane and Kristi Hall the prior summer. Of course, they had gotten caught by the cops, but we were prep-school students and we knew how not to get pinched.
"Where are we going?" Poppy asked curiously, clearly knowing what the plan was, but not the details.
I kept looking as we walked closer to the dunes. "Ha! Here we are," I said, and grabbing Poppy's hand, I led her into a promising-looking gap in the sea oats.
Sure enough, there was a narrow, sandy defile between the dune lines, surrounded by sand and vegetation on all sides, completely invisible from the beach and any nasty patrolling beach cop cars. Even better, the huge house on the land side was dark as pitch and I could see no cars in its driveway. No way it was rented this week. If Poppy could keep it down, we might as well be on the Moon when it came to being found. And, when she inevitably made some noise despite her best efforts and because of mine, it would be hard to zero in on us if there was anyone to hear, with the breeze, and the surf, and the dunes.
I spread out the towels, which were gratifyingly large, and pulled her down to them with me.
"Why, Alistaire Taylor, I do believe that y'all are taking me for granted," Poppy exclaimed in a southern bell accent she had clearly been working hard on, and which clearly needed to be retired stat.
"Shouldn't I?" I grinned.
Even in the dark, I could tell she flushed. "Well, duh. But a girl likes to be asked," she giggled.
"So do you want me to beg..." I asked chirpily, "or order?" I added with a growl.
Poppy stared at me.
"Beth always said you begged really well," she mused. "But I talked with both Petra and fucking Carla, when she got away from her guy for a while at the grad party, and they both said your command thing is sexy as fuck."
"Then why didn't you make me ask one way or the other before?"
"I guess I was easy," she said, in mock defiance. Poppy had never been easy. Poppy had been the antonym of easy. "I'm not now!"
Okay then. Command voice it was. She had chosen.
I stabbed her with my eyes in the dark. "Lie back," I growled. As I leaned toward her, she complied, sinking back to the towels on the soft sand. "Close your eyes," I added, and when she did so, I kissed her hungrily. Really hungrily.
Yeah, she was grooving to the orders. I suspected that I might be begging the next night, but that would be fun too. My hand grabbed her breast and massaged it gently as I made an aggressive growl.
This was great, feeling her give herself to me after so long, but as marvelous as all the kissing was, I had missed something else more. My hand slid down to pop the button on her shorts and I yanked down the zipper. "Lift your butt," I said gutturally in her ear. She instantly complied.
I tugged at her waistband, and she yelped, "Getting right to things, aren't you?"
"And you like it," I instructed her.
"Damn straight," she muttered, but I glared at her at that. She bit her lip and nodded silently.
I pulled her shorts free of her bare, sandy feet, and she practically curled up below me, her legs together, and turned to the side.
"Open. Your. Legs," I insisted firmly. Her eyes narrowed at me, but she complied. I still had no idea how this particular shit worked, but it did. Sometimes. With some girls.
Regardless, Poppy rolled her hips back flat on the towel and let her legs 'timidly' spread out just a little bit. A little bit was all I needed, and I bent down, shouldering her left thigh further wide as I stuck my tongue out and lavished all sorts of attention on her slit, but just the outside.
Poppy squirmed on the towel as I licked her, pressing her hips upwards, obviously craving me to delve deeper. I kept making her wait, until she groaned, "Come on Alistaire! Get on with it."
I just raised my head and glared at her.
"Please?" she giggled.
"Beg. For. It."
We stared at each other, silently.



I wondered how it would go. Would she beg, like I was demanding? Like the game demanded? Or would she just go, 'Nah, Bro. It's been fun, but get on with it."
Either way, the outcome would be the same in about six seconds.
"Please," she begged in a quiet, desperate tone.
"You will be silent?" I demanded.
"Yes... Yes, sir?" she tried.
I smiled hungrily.
Honestly, I'd have mostly rather she made me beg. That can be a lot of fun. But game time was over either way. And as for her promise to be quiet, yeah. That was going to be broken.
She broke it. She broke it more than I had wanted, in fact. A few minutes after I began, she was flopped back on the towels, and I was standing up and looking around frantically, wiping her deliciousness off my mouth and chin as I searched for anyone heading our way.
The night remained silent, and I saw no movement. I was still looking when I felt my pants being removed.
I chuckled. "Well now, I'm liking this," I said, still scanning for anyone who might have heard and was coming to investigate. "And I do think we are in the clear, despite your rather spectacular disobed... Ohhhhhh."
I interrupted myself as I felt my cock sliding into Poppy's mouth. I had missed that mouth... I looked down at her, to find her looking up at me, somehow managing an impish grin despite my dong filling her lips. "You are a bad girl!" I told her very approvingly.
As a reward, she took me out of her mouth, the wench. "You keep looking around," she scolded. "I'm in charge down here now." As I saw my cock once more slide into her mouth, I shot my gaze back up and around.
She teased at my balls the way she always liked, and my knees trembled. I felt my cock slipping deeper into her mouth with each bob of her head and looked down at her in anticipation. She was looking up at my face when I did, and I saw her frown. At least she didn't take me out of her mouth again. Her hand shot out, pointing into the night, then swept a circle all around. I was to be watchman.
I can do as I'm told, of course.
And my reward for obedience was the unmistakable sensation of my cock being taken down and into a throat, deeper and deeper until her tongue was teasing the top of my ball sack. Unbelievable.
And I had missed this sensation. It had been since school that I had experienced a deep throat. In fact, the last time had been when Poppy and I said our high school sexual goodbyes before graduation. I am apparently quite the choking hazard, but not for Poppy.
Or her mom, I thought fleetingly.
Gotta stop that. Fortunately, Poppy was providing all the distraction a man could need for anything, up to and including kidney surgery.
Poppy was not screwing around and wanted me to fill her throat quickly. I had all week to come for this most excellent buddy of mine, so I was in no desperate need to hold back either. This was good, because my stamina for the first orgasm of the day is never very strong, and the circumstances gave me the resistance of wet tissue paper.
"Not gonna take long," I grunted. I still didn't look down, no matter how much I wanted to, as I felt Poppy very briefly remove my cock from her throat to gasp a deep breath. I did not want to risk the real cessation of activities that a scolding would bring.
I did drop one hand to the top of her head and let it sway with the motion of her bobs, and that little additional point of contact did me in.
"Ohmifuckingoddamnpoppygod," I gasped, unwisely loud myself, as I unloaded. She barely glucked as I power-washed her esophagus. She swallowed in reaction, and that always feels damn near fatally good. I groaned again, though much quieter. She swallowed a last time, then pulled off with a very satisfied gasp. She bent back to suck on me co a tiny bit more, harvesting a few last dribs and drabs to taste, the main course having bypassed her tongue by a mile.
"Jesus, you are always amazing, but that was next level!"
Poppy nodded as she scrabbled for her panties and shorts. "I know, right? This getting head while outside in sort of public is a next-level rush, isn't it?" she giggled. "But let's head back to the house."
"No. No. No no no," I said, pulling her into my arms. "I think I need to fuck you tonight, my friend, please don't tell me you aren't up for it." I kissed her very thoroughly as a further enticement.
"There is no way on Earth I'm not going to fuck you, Alistaire," she chuckled as she pulled free and tugged on her panties. "But not out here. I will end up sandy down there before we are done, and one fear-fueled orgasm is enough for me for in one night anyway. I want the bed now."
"Ummm, your mom isn't even watching TV. She's just reading, you know."
"Alistaire," Poppy said almost patiently, tugging up her shorts as she did. "Come on. You know Mom knows, right?"
Part of me wanted to be relieved. Part of me wanted to defend myself. "I meant it before, actually. Neither of you ever came out and said it. I got the vibe, but you know me and vibes, I've missed their meaning here and there."
Poppy laughed. "I would say so, yeah," she chuckled as we set off back toward the rental house. "But seriously, Alistaire," she said, spinning around and looking at me while walking backward, "Mom pretty much expects you to be fucking me pretty much continuously this week." With that, she spun around before she tripped over something and what she added was lost to the wind.
I sort of stood there, dumbfounded.
Well.
Sloane was the best. The best ever. She even exceeded my suddenly psycho mom by a couple of metrics, and I would never have thought that possible.
I shook my feet free of the sand's clutches and dashed to catch up to my only temporarily not-naked friend. "I guess that does simplify things," I said as I fell into step beside Poppy.
She looked at me. "I suppose so. I am glad you think so." She seemed almost surprised but happy.
That didn't make total sense, but I was okay with it. "You said something else at the end there," I asked as we looked for the gap in the dunes that marked the way back to our particular AirBnB.
Poppy stopped and stared at me. She shook her head and took a deep breath. "I should have realized you did not hear. "I said that Mom expects you to be fucking me pretty much full-time, except when you are fucking her."
Yeah, right.
I laughed merrily. "Yeah? I think I will pass on a variety of fatalities inflicted on me by you," I chortled.
Poppy took my hand and we kept walking. "I hope you won't," she said quietly. "Pass, I mean." I barely missed a step. "You would make her as happy as you make me. And I'm a pretty certain she wants to, and will be pretty disappointed if you don't."
Um. I had not been this confused in a while. On the one hand, what the fuck? I quite clearly remembered Poppy's reaction to seeing me with her mom. And Sloane and I had been a one-and-done. She had started dating other guys. Right? But mostly, girls do not ask dudes who they are with to bone their moms!
On the other hand...
Sloane.
I mean... the Sloane-shaped upside here was astronomical. I had not thought I could have had an upside over a week with a Poppy-shaped situation to begin with. But this was an upside.
"Wait a second. You are just pretty certain?" I asked, feeling like I might have dodged a bullet, but also feeling like I had dodged into a minefield.
"Duh. What am I going to do? Ask Mom, 'Hey, you do want to suck Alistaire's cock almost as many times as I'm going to, right?' I should not have even had to say it to you. But I said it anyway, because I knew that you'd go all fucking noble on us otherwise."
Just fucking great. If I did make a pass at Sloane, I'd be risking getting sent home early for being way out of line with an unwanted advance, costing me a week in Poppy's bed. That was not worth any risk.
But fucking Sloane again would be...
Yep. The shitshow was definitely happening. How was I going to embarrass myself this time?
We both tacitly let the matter drop, and we slid in through the sliding glass doors overlooking the beach.
"Hey, kids," Sloane said, curled up on the couch with her book, wearing a terry cloth set of very short-legged pajamas. She turned a page and resumed reading. Fuck she was hot.
"Hey, Mom," her equally hot daughter said casually, not slowing in her march toward the bedrooms. "Breakfast at nine tomorrow?" Poppy asked. "I thought I'd make waffles with the batter we got."
"Don't cook all the bacon on our first day," her mother replied, by way of thanks. "G'night, Alistaire," she said absently.
A moment or so later, Poppy slid into my bedroom with me, closing the door softly behind us.
"I thought you said she knows exactly what we are about to do," I hissed.
"She does," Poppy hissed back. "But... okay, I'll admit it is a little weird. I kind of want to act at least a little normal and not be totally obvious. At least until you make me start screaming again. At that point, she can lump it," Poppy shrugged fatalistically.
Screams were produced. Twice. I may have contributed to the noise level. I could not believe that I had never done Poppy from behind, but I had not. She and I rectified that omission emphatically, the second time around. Holding on as I pounded my belly against that hard bundle of fast-twitch muscle fiber that was her ass was crazy. It was also crazy difficult. She was flailing around so much, I had to work to stay on board. She wasn't trying to buck me off, but she wasn't holding still either.
I rocked in and out with as relentless a rhythm as she would let me maintain, and it was working. For both of us. To my delight, the fact that this would be my third orgasm of the evening meant that I could easily make sure that she would come before I. She was leaning over the side of the bed, both of us with our feet on the floor. She had her face buried in the comforter, and it was muffling her already frantic noises. I kept driving, actively holding back now on my own culmination.
Suddenly, Poppy squirmed even harder than before and shouted something that sounded suspiciously like 'motherfucker' into the muffling bedclothes. I pumped into her again and reached out, grabbing her ponytail and pulling her head back. Her face rose from the mattress just as another wave hit her and her scream of pleasure had me both hurtling toward my own release, and cringing that maybe I had gone a little far in the whole Tease Sloane Maneuver.
Whatever doubts I may have had, I was unloading into Poppy before she finished screaming about fuck, shit, and how she had been missing this.
We collapsed against the bed, and I rolled off of Poppy to lie beside her, both of our legs still dangling off the side.
"Fucking hell, Alistaire," Poppy panted. "I needed this! But I have got to find a guy or two when I get home, or the memory of you will drive me crazy."
"I'll do my best to lay in a bank of memories for you while you shop," I panted.
"Yeah, but please fuck my mom at least some. If I am the only one taking up your energy this whole week, I won't walk straight for a month when we get back home!"
----------
Thanks for reading. I hope you don't mind, but so much is happening at the beach, I split this entry into two chapters. There are still so many ways this can still turn into a shitshow for Alistaire. I'm sure you can think of some of them. Let's see if I can come up with a couple that you haven't thought of...!
In the interim, please vote and favorite this entry or this series, if you are so inclined. And as always, I'd love to hear from you on how you are enjoying this cycle, and how you think it will go in the comments!
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It has come to my attention that Alistaire only seems to wake up when he smells bacon. This is only partially true. He definitely wakes up whenever he smells bacon, but he is capable of getting out of bed without it.
That said, the man or woman who invents an alarm clock that makes the sounds and smells of frying bacon, instead of fucking beeps, will retire an immensely wealthy individual, with or without Alistaire's business.
Amirite?
Regardless of your personal pork product-related morning rituals, please remember that this is not meant to be a realistic story. I strive merely for the plausibly ridiculous. Please enjoy, and let me know what you think!
----------
THE OTHER ONE AT THE BEACH
----------
I woke to the smell of bacon. I never sleep that late, but first of all Poppy had worn me out as hard as I had worn her, and second, after she had slipped back to her own bedroom, I had not exactly fallen right to sleep as you would expect after that much sex.
The Sloane issue was weighing on my mind.
I mean, yeah. There was some remembering of things in the past, and some serious fantasizing about the possibility of things in the future. But come on. Poppy just had to be fucking with my head, right?
And even if Poppy was not setting me up for the mother (ahem) of all practical jokes, the fact remained that Sloane was not explicitly on board. She might not be on board at all. She could even be unaware of the train.
Well, she was sure as hell aware of the train, it had made enough noise the night before. And she had ridden it once herself, once upon a time...
I sighed as I bounced out of bed. Hunger far outweighed my desire for woolgathering. I pulled a shirt over my head, a shower could wait, and I headed out with a sigh.
The train would make a stop. Sloane could get on if she wanted to.
Please get on.
Please don't banish the train.
Hoo boy.
Turns out Poppy can make some serious waffles.
Sloane joined us, looking fresh, but this morning in a conservative, heavy, concealing robe. She was not as ravenous as were Poppy and I, for obvious reasons, but she clearly approved of the little kernels of sugar that Poppy suspended throughout the batter as much as I did.
"Where did you learn this trick?" she asked her daughter.
"YouTube," shrugged Poppy.
"Weather's perfect today," Sloane went on with a smile, after swallowing another bite. "Beach day, right guys? I want some sun, and I have not swum in the ocean in ages."
"Absolutely," Poppy agreed excitedly. "I brought a huge bottle of SPF 50 sunscreen. It's going to be awesome. Right, Alistaire?"
"Um, yeah," I agreed slowly. I was having serious reservations about how this day was supposed to go, and even more serious reservations about how it was going to go.
"SPF 100 this first day, young lady," Sloane retorted in the most parental voice imaginable. "You can go to 50 or even the 30 I brought in the next days, but I've seen the bathing suits you took on this trip. There is a lot of skin that will be seeing the harsh sun for the first time in a while. I don't want a lobster for a vacation companion." She paused. "I'm sure Alistaire doesn't either..." she added with a small grin.
Poppy shot a look my way and almost blushed.
"Sunburn sucks, Poppy," I agreed. "I think I've got a better tan than either of you, and I am going with 50."
"Speaking of your bathing suits," Sloane went on blandly. "Can I borrow the red one? I think that one looks comfy."
"Comfy, Mom?" Poppy asked archly. Then she smiled, carefully making a point of not looking at me. "But yeah, please wear it. I'll wear the blue one."
The look they shared had an element of Game On to it.
Shitshow, all right. I was suddenly heavily invested in how those bikinis looked. If they looked as good as I suspected, that could be wonderful or disastrous for me, but I was all in now, either way.
With breakfast done, I headed to my room to perform the arduous task of pulling on some shorts and shrugging into a teeshirt. I returned to the living room possibly before Sloane and Poppy were done so much as discussing the suits in Poppy's room.
While I waited, I texted Chris to see how he was doing.
CHRIS: Dude, where are you this week? I just saw your mom at the grocery
ME: I am at the beach with a friend from school and fam. See you Monday. Lunch, or R U working?
Bwahaha. I was going to love showing him a selfie with Poppy when I got back...
Poppy came out first, grumbling.
"What?" I asked.
"She asked to borrow my suit in front of you deliberately," she grumped. "She knows I hate it when she borrows my clothes, and I could not yell at her with you right there!"
"Does she do it all the time?"
"No," Poppy admitted. "She only does it when I have something really cool. She thinks it is a flex to show off she can wear her daughter's clothes."
"In fairness," I said seriously. "Any woman who can fit in one of your outfits deserves a flex."
That got me a very gratifying smile. But then she bitched on. "She especially likes outfits where it is obvious the one place where my clothes do not fit her..."
I knew what she meant. The one place where Poppy's clothes did not fit Sloane was actually two places. Two horizontally adjacent places.
I found the conversation irrelevant, mostly because I was kind of cataloging every polyester fiber of the blue bikini Poppy had on under a beach 'coverup' that consisted of just a mesh sarong around her hips. The blue of her bikini was bright, and the top wrapped from around her back then crossed up over her breasts and met again behind her neck. The thing lifted and showcased the bare handfuls of her firm breasts magnificently, and somehow sported the hitherto unknown to me characteristic of under-cleavage.
I was a fan.
The bottom was a low-waisted boy short that might have been lightly modest in front, but covered less than half her ass in the back. The mesh covering her from hips to ankles was so open it just made you feel like you had x-ray vision.
I had just decided that Poppy was sex incarnate when Sloane wandered out of her bedroom. At first, I was bummed, because Sloane's idea of a beach coverup was the opposite of Poppy's. She wore a loose, flowing pair of tan linen trousers and a shapeless, baggy, and very worn-out white cotton shirt. The only sign of this alleged red bikini was the left strap that peeked out of the wide, stretched-out neckline where it hung unevenly just off that shoulder.
It only took as long as it required for Sloane to walk fully into the room, grab her beach bag, and turn toward the sliding glass doors out to the beach for me to register that this outfit was actually sexy as hell. The trousers were loose everywhere except right across the pert, bouncy curves of Sloane's excellent ass. And the drape of the soft fabric there betrayed no creases of bikini bottom lines. The suit was either a thong or another pair of boy shorts. Either would have my approval, but that was nothing on the fantasy I entertained that there were no bottoms under there.
I didn't get my hopes up about that, and neither should you. We were heading to a crowded public beach in the southern United States.
But I could think about it.
I was pretty sure I was supposed to.
Sloane's waistband was held up by elastic, which ran about an inch or so below the top of the pants, leaving a loosely flared band above. The white shirt was tucked tightly into the left side at her hip, while the right side hung free, almost low enough to conceal her ass on that side, but high enough to make it feel like you were getting a peek. I realized that the way the old, worn-out shirt was tucked in was what tugged the neckline over to expose the bikini strap. Definitely deliberate.
Thank God I had purchased and brought a couple of new pairs of board shorts that were baggy as hell on my tall, lanky frame. Paying attention to concealing erections was going to be a large part of today's agenda, and the loose trunks gave me a plausible chance.
Poppy had her identical beach bag already, and I unfroze quickly, grabbing the small shoulder bag I'd been taking to the beach for five years as we followed Sloane out the door.
It was mid-morning, and the beach was already starting to fill up with summer crowds. But we were a significant distance from the nearest public parking lot, and the beach was lined here with houses, not condos, so we had little trouble finding a stretch of sand above the high-tide mark to spread out towels.
Poppy removed and tucked her sarong into her bag before she even pulled out her towel. I reflected that her bathing suit actually covered quite a bit of skin, aside from her lower butt cheeks and that hint of under-cleavage. But it fit her like a glove and gave off that, 'I don't have to show you any skin to make sure you know I'm hot as the sun' vibe.
Sloane spent quite a bit of time fussing with our setup, directing Poppy and me where to put things like the small cooler I was carrying, etc. She was just acting like a regular mom.
Meanwhile, I was starting to die inside, wondering about the red bikini, and when she might let me see it. I was actually watching her more than Poppy, despite my friend being there in her Look At My Body, Goddammit suit.
And Sloane was fully aware of my stares. I have learned quite well by now when a woman knows I am staring at her, and when she is liking it. Then, with no fanfare or even so much as a 'Well, that's that then,' she started to ditch the coverup outfit.
It was masterful. She just took the clothes off in a completely casual fashion, no lingering moves, no self-caresses, no deliberate posing. But never had I seen such a sexy disrobing. Somehow she made it, despite being in the middle of the beach at 10:45 AM, feel like a private voyeuristic experience only for me. She casually moved and turned so that I had the best possible angle of view as each garment exposed each bit of her. She was sideways to me as the shirttail tugged free, exposing her flat stomach. But she continued her turn so that her breasts were pointed right at me as the shirt tugged upward, bringing them, tenuously contained in the red triangles of Poppy's bikini, into view as her face became hidden in the shirt. Then she turned away from me to bend over and tuck the top into her bag. She did not even fully straighten. Then she was three-quarters turned away from me as she slipped the trousers off her waist and down over her ass. The suit was not quite a thong, but it was crazy high-waisted and high cut at the legs, and the view it afforded of Sloane's ass, drawn tight by her slight bend at the waist was fan-damn-tastic. She was back sideways to me as she stepped out of the pants, one leg at a time. She tucked the pants into the bag and straightened to look around.
"A beautiful day, isn't it, Poppy? Alistaire?" she asked casually. I got treated to another full turn as she checked out the beach. Honestly, the bikini did not live up to my fantasies. It was not some string number that barely covered anything. The top was the two traditional triangles, but they were held on by significant straps, not strings, and provided quite a bit of coverage. It was too small for Sloane's slightly larger breasts, but she was hardly spilling out. Much. The bottom was awesome, but not epic.
I ripped my eyes off Sloane to give Poppy another good eye-bath, because I am not stupid. As she gave me a look that said it was about time, I reflected that the blue bikini was actually a bit sexier, in my dispassionate appraisal.
Of course, there was the special sauce for Poppy's bikini in that I knew for certain I was going to be seeing what was under it later.
Yes, I know what Poppy had told me about Sloane's hopes. I know what Sloane had just done in front of me, for me. But Poppy was more than capable of totally fucking with my head. She had done it several times back at school, once in epic fashion. No, you don't get to hear about it. It was fucking embarrassing. I might have held it against her if she had not later held herself against me...
And Sloane, even if unaware of what Poppy was pulling, might easily just be using my eyes for a little ego boost for herself. And I sensed the tease apple had not fallen far from the tease tree, so she might just be blowing my mind for the sheer entertainment of it all. And she might just have been playing with fire in torturing Poppy through me.
I was going to enjoy this day, but I was going to have to watch my step... as well as erections like the one I was currently hiding as I sat on my towel. Poppy knew it was there though. Sloane, I'm not so sure of.
Things went from bad to worse when Sloane immediately produced a huge bottle of SPF 100 sunscreen and announced, in her best mom voice, "Sunscreen first! Don't forget." She squirted a long line down one arm and handed the bottle to Poppy before beginning to rub it in. Poppy got started as well and extended the bottle toward me. I just waved the can of spray-on sunscreen I brought. It is probably bad for the ozone layer or whatever, but I find it a lot easier to apply. It also went on quick, leaving me with more time to watch Poppy and Sloane rub in their lotion.
Both were quite skilled and got protected almost too quickly for my taste. Sloane watched Poppy like a hawk, and twice maternally pointed out where she was missing a spot. Worse than how fast they worked, they both were quite limber and had little difficulty applying the sunscreen pretty much everywhere. This short-circuited a few ideas that I had had about helping. It was still a helluva show.
But then Poppy handed the bottle toward me again. "I'm good," I said.
"My back dingus," she snarked. "I'm mostly covered, but I can't reach along my spine from about the shoulder blades down."
I wordlessly took the bottle and Poppy spun around to present her back to me. I squirted more than I needed onto my hand and ran the lotion up and down Poppy's lightly muscular back. Her tight skin felt amazing under my fingertips as I worked the lotion into invisibility, probing just under the strap across the middle of her back as casually as I could.
It was strange, touching the bare flesh of this girl I had had sex with many times, but this time doing it under the gaze of her mother... with whom I had also had sex. Still, I summoned the courage to work the lotion all the way down her back to where the waist of her bikini rested appealingly low above her ass.
"Ahem, I got down there," Poppy said drily.
I almost jerked my hands away, but I manned up and kept rubbing. Whatever Sloane might hope to do with me before this trip was over, or what I hoped to do to her, she at the very least knew what I was doing to and with her daughter. The woman has perfectly functional hearing.
"Yeah, but you didn't get it rubbed in well," I replied, and just kept rubbing right above her ass. I did chicken out before I could start tucking my fingertips under the bottom.
"All done," I said, after as long as I dared make the process. I rubbed my hands briskly.
"Alistaire," I heard Sloane say. She had turned around to also sit facing away from me, but was twisted around to look back at me and hold out the bottle which she had retrieved. "I could use the same help," she said calmly.
Hoo boy.
I had only ever physically touched Sloane on one occasion. And in the last moment that our flesh had touched, the only point of contact had been my dick thrusting up into her body. Alas, that had been when Poppy had caught us, triggering the five-alarm freakout of all freakouts.
Here we go.
I started above her shoulder blades and spread the lotion wider than was probably needed, but safety first, you know? Once done up there, rather than moving on down, I skipped down to her waist. Her bikini bottom's waist was so high, my hands were nowhere near her ass, and I took that as an excuse to rub things much more thoroughly. Then I slid back upwards. The band around her back, while not so thick as Poppy's blue top, was still an inch wide. But with the way Sloane was sitting, her athletic muscles had the middle of the strap not in contact with her spine.
I let my fingertips slide easily up under that gap. How that one inch of covered skin seemed so much more naughty than the acres of delectable, bare back, I did not know. But once my fingers were under there, I took a chance and began to move them out wide, squeezing under the strap as I moved.
Sloane decided to take Official Notice. She looked over her shoulder at me with a cocked eyebrow and cleared her throat.
I took a beat to react, then shrugged. "I've noticed women sometimes like to undo the back strap when they lie face down," I replied to her look innocently. "In case you want to later, I don't want you burned across here."
"Your concern is touching," Sloane snorted, but turned back away and said no more. But I felt her back relax just a touch.
There was only so far toward the edges of her back that I could go completely casually, but I went a lot further, fully onto her sides. I was still a good ways from those tits, but I made my point. And she didn't tense up when I did so. But there was a limit to how much of this I could do and keep it plausible. And a limit, I feared, to how far Sloane would let me get away with if she was simply teasing me as I teased her.
I slid my hands free and said casually, "There, we can enjoy the sun in safety. But don't forget to reapply every 90 minutes, or after we get in the water."
"That's my line," Sloane laughed.
"Ahem. You forgot to get under my top, Alistaire," Poppy said sternly.
Hoo boy.
Once Poppy was protected, we all lay back in the sun, all on our backs, making my bikini top shenanigans moot, and went over our plans to visit the nearby historic fort the next afternoon.
Sloane finally took out her book (the cover really was pretty smutty), and I grabbed my phone. Poppy sprang up and announced she was going to walk around some.
I had my phone silenced, for obvious reasons, and I saw I had a text from Jenn of all people.
JENN: I hear you are at the beach today.
???
ME: How did you hear that?
JENN: Poppy is keeping us abreast of developments.
'Us'?
I did not answer that.
JENN: How does Miss Manning look in the bikini Poppy is bitching that she stole?
ME: Incredible
I typed that before thinking better of it. The sun was relaxing me too much. Filters, Al, filters!
JENN: LOL! I'll bet she does
I needed to defend myself. And why was Jenn getting updates in the first place? Sure, she was Poppy's bestie, but still... Worse, anything I said was obviously going to get back immediately to Poppy.
ME: I am enjoying the view, yes. But I am here to... be with Poppy
I considered adding three eggplant emojis, but I figured that might make Jenn pee a little from laughing.
I had time to go back to Instagram before I got the next text.
JENN: Come on. You want another try, uninterrupted
JENN: And I know that she has to want another bite of your apple
I replied quickly.
ME: Oh, you do, do you? Well, I do NOT know!
JENN: Fine. You have a point. Atop your head. But your history lets you at least flirt a little with her. You can't NOT do that anyway. She will let you know
ME: You are not helping
JENN: Ha! And I just am glad you want the help. If you were actually trying to avoid Miss Manning, I'd have to get you a CT scan
Go back to whomever that guy is who is chasing you, Jenn. She had told me about him a week or so ago. She had probably caught him by now.
I looked for Poppy and saw her standing with a group of kids our age. They had been playing paddle ball in the surf, but they seemed to have paused their game to meet Poppy. Almost all of them were guys. I did not blame them for shifting their attention.



I turned my head and got my best look yet at the cover of Sloane's beach novel. Wow.
"Gee, Sloane. You are right. From the cover of that book, it looks like you really should not read it around Poppy and me. You could corrupt our innocent minds."
She barked a laugh at that but made no reply. Instead, she threw an obvious glance over at Poppy. "I would think all your attention would be on Poppy over there. She seems quite... focused on the boy in the yellow and blue trunks."
I looked over again. I had noticed which guy had drawn her to the group. "Yup," I said idly.
"I imagine she is just doing that to tease you, Alistaire. That's why you should be looking over there, instead of at my... book." She really punctuated that last word. "Doesn't it bother you?"
I shrugged. "I hope you know by now that I don't do territorial. And while she might be trying to goad me, I am thinking that her body language is expressing some genuine interest. That is a good-looking dude," I said easily. I looked over at her and grinned. "Don't you think so too?"
That got me the glare I wanted. "What makes you imagine for a moment that I would be attracted to a boy your age?"
We grinned almost sheepishly at each other. This was actually promising. Not a certainty at all, but a bit more promising.
But what if Poppy was only teasing me, and got upset if I somehow managed the gumption to actually try to pull something off?
Things were getting more promising once I conned Sloane into actually starting to describe the 'plot' of her book, such as it was, to me, but Poppy then chose to finally bounce back across the beach to us. She flopped down and checked her phone, I saw a text message from a number not in her phone book on it before I lost sight of the screen.
"Mom," Poppy said. "Um, I hope you don't mind, but I might go to this cool-sounding crab restaurant for dinner with those kids over there."
Sloane was unfazed, miraculously. "Humph. I suppose it is all right if you wish to miss dinner at The Royal on Alistaire's dime. You might ask him if he doesn't mind, though."
The look Poppy shot me contained many messages, but a request for permission, for anything, was not among them.
"Fine by me," I said easily, though I was nervous inside, and not about Poppy's plans. "I'm happy to save the hundred bucks." Then I froze. "Oh shit! I forgot to make reservations!" I exclaimed, grabbing my phone.
"Don't worry, Alistaire," Sloane reassured me. "I made them yesterday."
"Whew," I said. "That place can book up in the summer. Oh! But we need to change the reservation to two."
"Not to worry," Sloane said, looking back into her book. "I made them for two in the first place."
Then she shot me a smile that seemed to pretty much change everything. I was going to enjoy the rest of the afternoon, even if half my scenery kept bouncing up and running off to talk to Irving. The bouncing part of her departures and returns made her absence worthwhile.
Those kids actually left before one o'clock, and when we finally went back to the house for sandwiches, we risked leaving our towels to hold our space on the beach.
After we ate, I went to the bathroom, and when I came out, Poppy told me, "Mom got nervous about our towels and went on ahead to guard them."
"What a shame," I murmured and stepped forward to pull her into my arms.
Poppy murmured happily in reply and grabbed my ass.
"Just to let you know, I do not intend to fuck Irving tonight, no matter how much I can tell he wants it. There might be some action, but not that," she said, then kissed my throat. "I like to think of myself as available, but not easy. At least, not that easy. Nor that fast."
I just shrugged. "You know I am not the jealous guy," I said, my hand massaging her breast through the bikini top.
Poppy gasped at my touch, but not unhappily. "You are kind of acting territorial at the moment," she murmured.
"I am not," I said, then interrupted myself by tugging the cup of her top aside and filling my mouth with her nipple. I suckled powerfully for a few moments, then released my liplock with a pop and let the top slip back over her nipple. "I do think I might be... competitive."
"Oh yeah?" Poppy sighed. "Well, stop competing. Another minute of this and I'll be down there sucking your cock."
"I'm very competitive," I said quickly, rubbing her ass.
"Not today, Taylor," she said firmly, pulling free of my embrace a bit reluctantly. "Today is for you to see if you can make it happen with Mom. Today is for me to decide if I want to suck Irving's cock or not. Tomorrow, I will definitely suck yours. Possibly several times. I'm competitive too."
With some reluctance, I gave up on this sudden idea of fucking Poppy before the beach. It was hard, but then, so was I.
"And try to hide that telephone pole in your trunks, dude," she added cruelly, as if that telephone pole was not her fault. I draped a fresh towel over my shoulder and let it dangle over my front.
We headed for the beach, and I asked, "So you and your mom really talked about this in advance? Like, specifically?"
"Um..." Poppy temporized in a way that had my insecurities flowing back instantly. "Not exactly. I mean we were quite specific that I was going to fuck you quite comprehensively, but with her it was all indirect."
"Really? Because she had already made that reservation for only two."
"Yeah," Poppy laughed. "That one caught me off guard. I wonder what her plan had been to get rid of me tonight."
"She didn't pack any concrete or cinder blocks, did she?" I asked, then struck a ridiculous pose and laughed like a supervillain.
Poppy did not have an answer to that. "You are on your own from this point on," she laughed, and led me down to the beach, not making getting my erection under control any easier with the way she swung her hips.
She also had not made me feel comfortable about Sloane any more than before. The fact was, Sloane could have been planning on backing out herself, leaving me and Poppy with the opportunity for a romantic dinner by ourselves. That actually sounded much more plausible.
With us all back at the beach, our towels thankfully unmolested, more sunscreen was applied. The process was just as scenic as before, if not more so. Before I could even offer my services for the middle of their backs, Poppy announced, "I'm going to make sure my back gets some sun too!"
With that, she lay out flat on her face, reached back, and unhooked the back of her bikini top. Keeping her chest down, she tugged upward enough to slip the upper strap up and over her head. Then she repositioned the top under her breasts so she could hold it against herself if she had to sit up. I caught a nice glimpse when she did that.
I had honestly never seen, or at least comprehended the whole Getting Deniably Topless routine before that summer. Carrie had considerately introduced me to it at the pool. Once I had seen it so obviously performed directly for me, I could not help but notice it happening everywhere, every time I went to the beach or pool.
Poppy's ponytail had fallen back over her back, and she casually flicked it away to the side.
"Good idea," Sloane said, letting Poppy complete her maneuver before distracting me. She lay down parallel to Poppy and unhooked the red top as well. It was structured like a normal bra, so unhooking it still left straps over her shoulders. It was amazing to see Sloane maneuver the top free from her arms and completely off without flashing the whole beach. She very carefully almost but not quite flashed me. Then she relaxed back down, nestling her boobs into the cups of her top as well.
I was bemused and was just considering that lying on my belly might be a very good idea as well, and not just to keep my tan even, when Sloane turned and looked at me, flicking her ponytail off her back in a mirror move to Poppy's. "Alistaire, you were so concerned earlier about us getting burnt where the straps were, now you haven't done our backs at all." She pointed to where she had left the sunscreen bottle, over beyond Poppy. In doing so, she rose up enough to once again almost but not quite give me a glimpse of nipple. She certainly gave me a glimpse of tasty mound.
"Yeah, Alistaire, make yourself useful," Poppy added, not even opening her eyes, but smiling smugly.
I grabbed the lotion.
I was being very much toyed with. Women liked doing that. I mostly rather liked being toyed with too, but sometimes it irritated me. Never much, but a little. Sometimes I needed to push back, and this seemed like a very opportune time for multiple reasons.
There was just enough room between Poppy and her mom for me to step over Poppy and kneel down on the assembled towels between them. They were the perfect distance apart so that my knees rested lightly but firmly against both their hips. The fabric of Poppy's bikini bottom almost tickled my skin, but with Sloane's flared hips and the super high cut of that red bottom, I felt only her bare skin against me on that side. Neither seemed to have expected this, but each refused to comment. Okay then, I had an even better idea.
I popped the lotion top and poured a huge amount into my hand. Setting the bottle aside, I transferred half to my other hand and reached down to start fondling their backs, I mean, start applying the lotion. Poppy realized what I was doing first, and shot me a skeptical look with one briefly opened eye.
Sloane's expression was briefly blissful, before she realized that I was persistent in using only one hand on her. She opened her eye at a moment when I was mostly concentrating on tracing the outlines of Poppy's shoulder blade, instead of rubbing in lotion on either of them. She harumphed and closed her eye. I shifted my attention to outlining her shoulder blades instead, and Sloane harumphed again in satisfaction.
Something made me look up from my suddenly enthralling work, though I kept running my hands up and down their spines. About 40 yards away, a family with three kids had staked out their own homestead. The kids were off playing in the surf. The mom was watching them closely. The dad was watching me and what I was doing. His expression was a mix of disapproval and a clear desire to be like me when he grew up.
"Careful, Mom," Poppy said, without opening her eyes. "I understand Alistaire gets a very specific fantasy in his head at times like this."
Sloane clearly understood the fantasy that, yes, had begun to wander through my brain. Her idle snort in reply was the most eloquent, 'Ain't gonna happen' I had received to date. She could give a class to Mary and Maddie.
Alas, I was hardly going to get a threesome right here on the beach anyway, and worse, I really had them both well protected.
I finished with a final caress down their spines, flipping my hands over just at the bottom with a flourish. As I swept my hands away, I just barely let the back of my fingers brush over the curves of their asses. Since the only thing that touched them was my fingernails, it wasn't about what I could feel, but what they did.
Neither commented, and I pushed to my feet, and moved to an unoccupied stretch of towels to lay down myself.
Before I could, my phone flashed.
BRIDGET: How is your summer going?
ME: It is shaping up to be an interesting week
BRIDGET: Ha! I meant just your life overall
Okay, she was among the 'us' discussing my time with Poppy and Sloane from afar. Of course.
ME: Pretty good. Having fun. My job alternates between cool and mind-numbing.
BRIDGET: Mine too.
BRIDGET: I'll let you go have fun. Miss you!
ME: I miss you too, Bridget.
I tucked away my phone and lay down to get my dose of Vitamin D.
Since I was facing down, I did not have to worry about scaring any women and children with the serious bulge in my trunks, and I whiled away the time with visions of myself in bed with Sloane later in the evening after dinner. Alas, my visions were little help in imagining a method for getting from the very real dinner coming up to any hypothetical mutual nakidity.
Don't worry, I spared more than a few minutes to ponder Poppy, and especially the multiple blowjobs promised for the 'morrow. I'm an equal opportunity letch.
We all lay there in companionable silence, undisturbed by the happy goings-on around us, though I did sense a time or two when groups of guys walking by altered their course to swing near us and admire the view of my two gorgeous, plausibly topless companions. I always left a heavy-lidded eye open to keep watch on anyone so approaching.
Once, I was surprised to see the gawkers were two girls. I wondered if they were checking out Sloane and Poppy as well, or if they were looking at my ass instead.
That very thought amused me. Less than a year ago, I could not have formed the thought that a girl wanted to look at me. And to tell the truth, it was still an unrealistic idea. I am built okay, but I'll never be a model. When women become attracted to me, I know it is usually for other reasons than my physical characteristics... at least initially.
After another group of guys wandered by, doing a bad job of keeping their whispers inaudible, I realized that we had been sunning for almost an hour. Furthermore, my cock was temporarily behaving itself for the moment.
I popped up silently to my feet and circled around to stand a few feet from their heads. I clapped my hands and barked, "Nap time's over! Time we finally actually did some swimming!"
Both of them started out of their pleasant dozes and jerked their heads up at me.
Damn. Both twitched, but neither was quite surprised enough to sit up while forgetting their tops.
Conflicted Dad was watching us again, I knew. He would have deserved the show. I was thinking selflessly only of his needs when I tried to pull that shit, I assure you...
Alas, while both women agreed with my agenda enthusiastically, all bikini tops were returned to their places without so much as a flash, even for me. Even Conflicted Dad was cruelly denied.
The water was great. As New Englanders, neither Sloane nor Poppy were veterans of actually getting in the ocean, and the small waves were more powerful than they kept expecting. Both kept getting knocked down into the water. One wave that was bigger than even I counted on knocked all three of us over into the roil of its break and against each other. My junk got extremely obviously fondled in the process. I figured it was probably Poppy who did it, but I was definitely not sure. I had my hopes.
We played in the surf for a long while. I got bored with it well before they did, but again, neither of my companions were used to being in an ocean warm enough to enjoy for more than a brief plunge, making my boredom with it irrelevant. Finally, we got physically tired. The ocean is overwhelmingly powerful to such as we, and even when it is in a kittenish mood like that afternoon, it can take it out of you.
We got out and played some 3-way paddle ball on the sand. Playing paddle ball with a varsity tennis player and her actual former pro tennis player mom was not a recipe for any further ego inflation. But soon, Poppy looked at her watch. "We either need to sunscreen up again, especially after that dip, or head inside."
"I vote for inside," Sloane said, disappointing me about providing more sunscreen assistance. "I could use a good, long shower. There is sand in... places I'd rather it not be."
"Done," agreed Poppy, and we all gathered our stuff and headed up through the dunes. As usual when around a group of women, my input was not solicited.
While the house had four bedrooms, there were only two and a half baths, like a lot of vacation-built properties. "I'll let you ladies shower first," I said, trying to sound gallant. In truth, I just knew I'd take less time.
Yep, I would never have taken as much time as they did. Not even close.
After Poppy finally relinquished the bathroom, choosing to do her evening's primping in her bedroom so I could get the salt off, I made the resolution to always shower first from then on. Vacation homes not only have insufficient bathrooms, they have insufficient hot water...
*
Dinner was wonderful. Sloane and I walked down to The Royal Hotel. It was a good distance, but just near enough to make for a pleasant stroll without the warmth of the evening getting to us. When we were seated, I ordered a soda water with lime, and Sloane had a cosmopolitan.
"I think I'll have just one... for safety's sake," she said, looking at me.
"You are always safe with me, Sloane," I said mildly.
The look she shot back at me challenged me, without words, to define what sort of 'safe' I meant. But it wasn't quelling.
It wasn't inviting either.
The food was... awesome, to be honest. I decided to tell Mom and Dad about this place. Spoiler Alert: When I eventually did, they told me, No shit, Sherlock.
We talked about about lots of things, Poppy in particular. I felt that this gave me an open to try an exploratory tease or two. It went... about as sideways as everything else about this situation.
"I enjoyed the look of Poppy's bikini on you today," I put in casually. "Do I see you in the blue one tomorrow and her in the red?
Sloane laughed. "No! I have a suit of my own that I think you'll like... And I think Poppy has a third suit in her arsenal as well." This sounded promising... "And while I'd like to try the blue bikini, she inexplicably hates it when I borrow her clothes."
"Inexplicably?" I snorted. "How about because you look every damn bit as amazing in them as she does?"
She liked that but still fretted. "Her clothes really do not fit me all that well."
"Oh, woe is you. Poppy hates you borrowing her clothes because you always choose stuff that points out your breasts are... more generous," I said, letting my filters open up a riskily large amount.
"Hers are much more... pert," Sloane continued to fret.
"To the very limited extent that I will agree with that, I will note that those items you choose to 'borrow' all highlight the former distinction, and, um, support the latter," I said firmly. Was this too much?
Sloane seemed to think so. "Why am I having this, of all conversations, with you?" she said tensely, despite the trace of a smile on her lips.
I decided it was not quite too much. So I made it too much. "As probably the one man on earth in a position to judge the differences, absent the borrowed clothes, I will only say that everything is awesome, all around."
Yeah, it was just a bit too much. I did get a full blush out of her, but a reproving glance. I was not being dismissed, from the table or her AirBnB, but some retreat was in order... maybe.
"Speaking of clothes," I said, as if changing the subject, "that is a sensational little black dress you are wearing tonight. It is very on-brand for you."
"On brand?"
"It looks like it is damn near a tennis dress," I said. I did really like that garment. It fit her body loosely, but with form-flattering perfection.
"That is because it is a tennis dress!" Sloane laughed. "A hem this short? It's the kind of dress a woman ordinarily only wears with underwear designed to be seen by polite society.
Ordinarily?
"I approve regardless," I replied, implacably resolving to see later what sort of underwear she was wearing on this less than ordinary evening.
"I'm glad," she snorted. "I actually will wear this exact dress next month, playing in the tournament."
"Tournament?"
"The USTA Regionals. I know our competition, and expect my partner and I will easily get through there. We will probably win the round outright. My worries are with the Nationals."
"I had no idea," I said, leaning in. Amorphous plans about sticking various parts of my anatomy into various parts of hers receded into the background. "You still play competitively? At the national level? You claimed you weren't that good."



"As a 18 year-old touring pro? I wasn't. As a middle-aged amateur? I do all right." She shook her wrist at me, the gold bracelet she always, always wore, jangling musically in my face.
I ignored the gesture. I had never seen her without that bracelet. "Do you think you might win?" I asked, ready to be a fan.
She cocked her head, and did not lower the bracelet. "My partner and I already did, once. See?" She pointed at the small golden tennis ball-shaped bangle on the bracelet.
"Huh?"
"This is a Golden Ball. You win one of these for a USTA National Championship, in this case, the 35 and over ladies' doubles."
I stared at her. "Do you mean to tell me," I ground out through clenched teeth, "that you fucking walk around every fucking day, wearing a goddamn National Championship Trophy?"
She grinned smugly.
"And I thought it was a mighty flex to occasionally wear your daughter's clothes." I shook my head. "Here I think I've turned into a raging egomaniac, but you are the ballsiest woman I've ever seen," I said with every ounce of congratulations I could put into my voice.
I did not say, 'you are the ballsiest woman I've ever seen naked.' I wanted to, but it had suddenly occurred to me that maybe she was supposed to be the one reeling me in, not the other way around.
The rest of dinner was fun. When I first backed off, she initially seemed thrown. But then she tried a little flirt or two herself, here and there, and I always responded happily, but not aggressively. Turns out, this was what I was supposed to do, and her flirts got flirtier, as time went on.
Dessert underwhelmed, but I was suddenly feeling much better about the chances for a second, much better dessert a little while later. I paid the check with a wince. Thank God Poppy had not come along.
We walked slowly and companionably through the dusk, back toward the house. This time, it was Sloane and not me who let her hand brush idly along my hip. I forced myself to wait until she did it again before I took her hand gently.
We walked another half a block before Sloane sighed. She stopped and turned toward me. "Are we really going to do this again?" she asked, not quite looking into my eyes.
"I sure as hell hope so," I said, just as softly. "You're..."
"I just hope Poppy hits it off with that boy as much as she thinks she will," she fretted, the thought seeming to come out of left field.
"Huh?"
"You'll be glad to know she insists she isn't going to fuck him. But I hope she wastes a lot of time with a good blowjob or something, so we can get away with this."
"I'll be glad? Sloane, given what I hope to do to you the second we get through that door, I am hardly in a position to be jealous, which I never am anyway!"
We walked another half block.
"And for the record, she also told me that she isn't going to fuck him..." I said with a humorous tone.
Sloane got my point. "She sure is saying that an awful lot, isn't she?" she mused. She shook her head ruefully. "I am sort of supposed to be highly disapproving of my daughter's antics, you know."
"Well, I for one, highly approve of them," I said, dropping her hand and moving my grasp to Sloane's ass. This met no resistance.
"I meant with strangers. You..." she sighed. "Antics with you are..."
"I hope antics with me are where the two of us are going," I said.
Sloane grinned at me, then turned into my arms and kissed me. Things escalated quickly, and I found myself groping her tit and slipping my hand under the hem of her formal black tennis dress, right there on a suburban beachfront street, a half hour after dark.
Sloane, pulled away first, since she is grown up and sensible and all. She tugged me swiftly toward our AirBnB. It was only a block further ahead. "It will be bad enough when my daughter inevitably busts us again, I don't need to be called out by the local Karen for molesting a boy on the streets."
"Am I a boy?" I asked, interested.
"Hell, no! But to a local bluenose?"
"Thank you, but I'd take being a boy too, if that got you to do this with me. And we are not getting busted!"
"You are so sure that this Irving guy, who will likely pale next to who she has back here, will hold Poppy's interest long enough for me to get my fill?"
"I think she is plenty damned interested. But no, he won't hold her interest long enough for me to get my fill!"
Sloane fretted further, but we did not slow our now hasty walk.
"And for the record," I added, "the only thing she would bust us for would be if she came home and we were sitting ten feet apart, fully dressed, watching gameshows on the TV."
"You were not there for most of the fight when she caught us the first time."
"I was there for the rather spectacular start. And I was there for the shit she heaped on me, probably deservedly, before you two made up. But that was then and this is now. Poppy was quite explicit about that yesterday."
"What?!?"
"Your daughter absolutely expects you to seduce me this evening, and I am to comply enthusiastically if I know what is good for me."
"She threatened you?" Sloane asked, aghast.
"Hardly. She gave me permission."
Sloane's eyes widened. "Fuck, I wish I could run in these heels..." she muttered.
*
It turned out that Poppy did resist fucking Irving after all. She told the two of us so when she got back... very late. She was not forthcoming on other details. She seemed almost as satisfied when she discerned that details on our end had left us both exhausted.
It looked like the shitshow was going to be major Show, and only minor Shit...
I awoke the next morning late. Even with the sun shining through the inadequate curtains in my room, I could smell bacon cooking and other breakfast smells as my first conscious thought. I threw on a teeshirt over my jammie bottoms and headed for the kitchen.
Both women were already up and ready for the day. Both had on coverups, and while Sloane's was the same, Poppy's completely concealed whatever swimsuit she had on that morning. My speculation about this was derailed by the appearance of French toast.
The two had apparently been talking for a while, and Sloane seemed the most relaxed she had been yet on the trip. And not just because of what she had done to me, and I to her, the night before. I only now realized how careful she had been being around Poppy.
An arrangement had been met, and I was to be traded off on alternate days.
Again, I felt like I should be grumpy at not being consulted about this sort of thing, but I had long ago gotten used to having the women in my life make decisions without me. The results had never failed to be spectacular when it happened, so why should I get upset? And since the morning's negotiations meant that I would be fucking Poppy comprehensively that evening, with Sloane and I at each other's disposal the next, and so on, I remained happy to be treated as a valued asset.
We got to the beach eventually, and I discovered that the two had saved their best bathing suits for day two... Oh, my God.
After a morning of tanning, semi-chaste lotion rubbing, several difficult to hide boners, and a brief swim, we went back to the house for lunch and to get ready to visit the old fort.
Showers to remove the sand and salt were necessary, and Poppy called dibs on the second bathroom.
"Why don't you use mine, Alistaire?" Sloane said, nose back in her book. "I don't want you to suffer from the hot water running out."
"Thanks," I said, hopping up and resolving to shower quickly, so Sloane still had some hot for herself after.
No sooner, however, than I had stepped into the shower, the door opened and Sloane entered. I jumped at the intrusion, but I was hardly going to complain if she needed to grab something. I was going to watch whatever she was up to, since she still had that amazing suit on.
What I watched was her removing said suit, a process I can assure you left me hard as a goddamned rock. I would have gotten harder if that were possible, when she came and got in with me.
Sloane reached past me, her body rubbing against mine, and matter-of-factly grabbed the body wash. "I figure that if we share, neither of us will catch a chill," she said.
"Want some help rubbing that on?" I asked.
"No," Sloane said absently, but giving me one fucking awesome show as she soaped herself up. "You do you. We don't want to waste time."
Okay, I could handle this. Probably.
She finished with her soap before I did, but instead of getting out, she turned and sank down to her knees, reaching out to help rinse off my cock!
"I thought you did not want to waste time?" I asked, bemused.
"This," Sloane said, licking up my cock's length, "is hardly a waste of time." My head slipped between her lips and I moaned quietly as they moved down around my shaft. She might not have felt a blowjob was a waste of time, but she was not wasting her time with it either.
Her hand stroked my base eagerly, and her other fondled my ass. Her head bobbed up and down happily, and while she did not take me down her throat, her tongue was performing alternate mighty feats.
"I... I thought your agreement was..." I gasped, not quite wanting to bring it up, but...
"It's for the evenings," Sloane said firmly, still pumping me steadily as she spoke up to me. "During the days, I think you are fair game for either of us." She took me back into her mouth.
See why I don't object to being talked about in the third person?
I kept expecting her to deep-throat me a little, but could never manage to work up any negative feelings when she omitted the performance. Instead, I found that whether I wanted to or not, this was going to be a quickie. Sloane knew far too much about what she was doing to let me hold off and luxuriate. Soon she was pumping furiously and sucking like mad. When her tongue zeroed in on my frenulum, I wailed, "Fuck! I'm coming already!"
Sloane just leaned back away and jacked me even harder. My body jerked marvelously and I sprayed her face. Really sprayed it. I might have produced more jizz than I'd used sunscreen on her back earlier. She was sticky as hell, and it was mostly in her hair.
Even as I stared at the sight, Sloane just wiped some into her mouth and grinned like a cat.
"Shit! It's all in your hair, Sloane," I said, aghast.
She laughed. "Well, I was going to wash my hair anyway." She rose and turned me into the spray to rinse my dick. "Now, get out and dressed, so I can do that before the hot water runs out."
"Oh, no!" I chortled, reaching for her. "I always pay that back. How about you..."
"How about I wash my hair," Sloane said firmly. "You want to taste me during the day? You catch me sometime when Poppy isn't around."
Somehow, she convinced me to let go of her and get out. I was just exiting her bedroom in my towel, when Poppy came out of her own, wearing a short pair of khakis and a tennis shirt. She looked at me, exiting her mother's bedroom, hair still mostly wet. She could hear the water still running behind me.
"Did you shower with my mom?" she asked, suspicious but hardly angry.
"As she explained it, you guys discussed evenings. Daytimes remain catch as catch can," I said with a smug air.
"Oh yeah? Did she catch you, or did you catch her?"
"Uh, she caught me?" I said, wondering where this was going. I hoped the deal would hold up.
Poppy just shook her head. "Mom can be... competitive."
"She is also going to be a while washing all that is in her hair, out," I said with a sudden grin. I gently grabbed Poppy's shoulders and pushed her back toward her bedroom. "Right now, I've caught you! And I," I said, licking my lips, "am hungry." I was by God going to lick someone's pussy...
The fort was awesome. Poppy's and my trip to the movie theater later was all right. It was an old theater with sticky floors, but the movie was good. The evening back at the house was awesome, even more awesome than the fort.
*
The next day was fun, too. Each of them kept trying to get the other out of the way so she could have me alone. I was amused in the most egotistical of ways, but it could have been better. Both were being quite competitive at this new game, resulting in neither of them catching me alone, and in me being unable to catch either one of them! If they had been casual about the whole thing, I think I probably could have banged both of them over the course of the day...
Maybe competitiveness is not always the best way...
Still, the evening remained to be mine with Sloane. She and I were almost ready for our date. We were dressed and having a conversation with Poppy about how she intended to spend her evening. It was well known how Sloane and I were going to spend ours... If this was the shitshow this week was doomed to be, I was here for it. For the first time since arrival, I really was feeling relaxed.
The doorbell rang.
Huh?
We all looked at each other, then Poppy shrugged and bounced across the room to open the front door.
Outside were Carrie, Mary, and Maddie.
Fuuuuck.
Shitshow 2.0 was going to be a major upgrade...
"Uh, hey guys," I said, moving swiftly toward the door. "What are you doing here? And how did you find me?"
"Hey, Al!" exclaimed Carrie. "I told you this one had to be the right house," she said to the twins. "We, um, wanted to go to the beach this afternoon, and kind of thought it would be cool to track you down and say hi. Maybe meet your friend from school?" she added, all of them giving Poppy a quick visual examination. An examination that Poppy was returning in spades.
"Oh, geeze! Sorry!" I said hastily. In my head, my mother was shouting at me about my manners. My dad was behind her, laughing his ass off at me. Mom would have been laughing too, had she not been scolding me about proper introductions.
"Poppy, Sloane, these are my friends from my hometown. This is Carrie Croenke, and these are Mary and Maddie Davis. Mary is on the left," I added. "Carrie, Mary, Mads, this is my classmate, Poppy Fields, and this is her mom, Sloane Manning."
"It is nice to meet you," Sloane said, approaching the door as well. "Poppy, invite our guests in. Can I get you girls anything?" Sloane was examining the trio just as closely, and in exactly the same manner, as Poppy was.
Shitshow, shitshow, shitshow...
Poppy, the threesome could deal with. I figured Poppy was exactly what they were expecting. Sloane, however, was throwing them for a loop. She was dressed for dinner like I was. Her outfit was not the little black dress of two days ago, but instead, a pair of black trousers that fit her hips and ass... just marvelously. The legs were loose and flowing, with slits up the outside of each leg to above the knee, showing off those calves with each step. The fabric was actually a bit sheer wherever it was not held tight against the body, so you got a great outline of her legs up to the upper thighs. The plain white blouse was borderline cleavaliscious.
Carrie came to their rescue, because of course she could be cool under the circumstances. "Oh, no, Mrs. Manning!" she said quickly. "We just wanted to say hi, and see what Poppy and Al were up to this evening."
"How did you find me?" I asked, bewildered. "I'd have given you the address if you'd asked." I sensed I was behind the power curve in this conversation and needed to catch up, but I was hung up on this detail.
"You did choose a rather bad time to drop by to see Alistaire, though," Sloane said easily, ignoring my confusion. I turned to see how she was going to finesse this one. At least I had an adult, poised woman to help us get out of this. "We are just about ready to head out for dinner," she went on, in a casual voice.
Poppy said quietly, not quite in my ear, "So these girls all know about me, huh?" As in, not anything about her mom...
"Oh, I am so sorry," Mary put in. "Poppy looks like she still has to get dressed, so maybe we just say hi to Al while you wait, and we will get out of your hair."
"I am ready for the evening," Poppy said, to my dawning horror. "Those two are the ones going out," she said, nodding her head towards me and Sloane "I was going to hang out and watch Netflix."
Three sets of eyes swiveled back and forth between me and Sloane. Sloane had the ill grace to look like the cat who caught the canary.
"But, since you are here, I have a much better idea," Poppy went on relentlessly. "Once they get out of here, we four can go to The Village and get burgers."
"Ohhh," Carrie said, suddenly, horribly on board. "We would all love to hear some tales of Al's school from someone other than him!"
Maddie and Mary did the twin thing and cooed in eerie harmony, "Oh, that is such a good idea!"
"I have a better one," Sloane said. Why was everybody betraying me? "We still have one more bedroom, plus there is the couch. Why don't you three go scouting the young people nightlife with Poppy, have fun, stay out late, then you can crash here and we can all hit the beach together, tomorrow morning!"
What. The. Actual. Fuck?
"Wow! That is so generous," Carrie said as politely as can be. Way to dodge this nightmare, girl! I was going to get out of this situation yet! "We even brought our suits!" Carrie went on as horrifyingly as Sloane. "I'm sure that..."
Maddie cut her off by instantly whipping out her phone. "Hey, Mom? We and Carrie ended up going to the beach this afternoon... Yes, I know it is an hour away." Not with Mary driving, it isn't. "We ran into Al and the family he is staying with, and they invited us to stay over and hit the beach again tomorrow! Isn't that great? I just wanted to let you know." She blinked three times while listening. "No, it was his friend's mom who had the idea, not us. We would not impose, Mom. Not on Al's friends. Love you!"
"Done," she said, pocketing her phone and fist-bumping Mary. Carrie just smiled. I figured her parents must be out of town.
"Wonderful," Sloane said with evident sincerity. "You have cash for dinner, Poppy?"
"Mom!" Poppy protested. "Duh!"
"Excellent," Sloane went on briskly, in her best suburban mom voice. "If you all want to be out past midnight, please text me. I don't think Alistaire and I will be out that late, do you?" she asked me.
Wow. Someone consulted me about something.
My local friends' eyes went back to saucers as Sloane tucked her hand in my elbow and led me into leading her out the door.
"Uh, bye guys! You all have, um, fun. Don't... don't talk too much about me," I added hopelessly. My plea was met with four evil laughs.
Just as the door closed, I heard Carrie ask Poppy, "So, um, 'Alistaire'?"
The name! Poppy and Sloane were plague carriers...
"I hope you don't mind if we don't stay out late," Sloane said, as we got into my car. At least I was allowed to drive.
"That is quite an attractive bevy of casual friends you have there," she went on as I pulled out and down the street.
"I have no idea why they are here, or how they found us," I grumped.
"Don't underestimate the ingenuity of girls who want to check out the competition."
"You are not the competition. Poppy is not the competition. No one is the competition. There is no competition," I said, trying to keep from whining.
"Sure," Sloane merely said, patting my leg patronizingly. Since she was patting it so far up my leg that I felt her fingers brush my bulge, I found it hard to hold it against her. "They really are stunners," she went on calmly.
"For the record, they vastly increase the total amount of beauty in the house," I replied, trying to regain my footing. "But they in no way increase the average rating." I looked over at her, trying not to get us killed while leaving my eyes hungrily off the road in front of us.




"I do wonder if Poppy was a bit more than they were counting on," Sloane thought.
"Well, if she wasn't, you sure as hell were," I said drily. "Someday, when this heart attack fades, I may come to enjoy the memory... immensely."
Dinner was nice. We finished much quicker than we might have, and even skipped dessert. We both tacitly agreed that the important thing was to get back to the house and thoroughly exhaust each other before Poppy and the intruders got back.
We ended up back in my room instead of Sloane's, for no reason other than my door was the first we came to. Undressing was swift.
It was a good thing we were both in great shape, because even the foreplay was athletic in nature, and segued into equally athletic sex. Despite our trading a particularly excessive amount of oral, Sloane seemed intent on only letting me come when my cock was deep between her legs.
Poppy's mom is just great, you know?
The second time I felt that amazing rush as my dick exploded inside her body, and her pussy spasmed, squeezing me dry, I stumbled back from where I stood between her legs at the side of the bed.
I really needed to up my morning runs from two to five miles. Being winded... ever... was just not an option for me.
"I... might be knackered," I panted, staring down at a deliciously sprawled Sloane, one leg dangling widely off the edge of the mattress. Knackered was on the first SAT I took, and I had missed the question. I had subsumed it into my vocabulary for later tests.
My words woke her up a bit, and she cooed, "Oh, I don't think so. I am certainly not finished with you.
She rolled languidly over to her belly in one hell of a reinvigorating display, then spun around on the bed till her head was toward me, and pushed her shoulders up to look at my face. This left her breasts dangling wonderfully against the covers. "Come here," she said.
I involuntarily did so, though I was sure the big problem was my dick, which had shrunken rapidly after the magnitude of the eruption I had just experienced.
Sloane simply reached out and lifted it to her lips, feeding my entire four flaccid inches into her mouth, where she proceeded to leisurely bat it around with her tongue.
"I am not sure I can answer the bell again so..." I cut myself off. Nope. She already was making it so my cock once more could not fit in her mouth. It could not have been more than a minute before she had me hard again. Completely. She paused to look at her handiwork, then proceeded to deep-throat me for the first time since our first time.
The way she lay there on her belly, it seemed easy, especially for Sloane, to take me down her throat, and soon, with the way she was grabbing my ass, I was not just fucking her mouth, I was fucking her throat. I have often mentioned that I am a very spoiled boy, but this shit was next level.
Then all of a sudden, she pulled off my cock and sighed. "Oh well,"
"Oh no," I said, ready to be assertive now, even with Sloane. "You did not do all that wonderful work on me for me not to do you again, Miss Manning! I apparently have it in me to fuck you one more glorious time, and you are going to enjoy it."
She arched her eyebrow at me and my bravado. But she only sighed and shrugged. "If you say so," she said humorously.
"I very much do," I said in a low voice, climbing onto the bed.
"Well," she said happily, "at least take me from behind like this so I can scream into the mattress."
"Oh no," I chuckled. "I want you to come over here and ride me," I went on, lying back on the bed and tugging at her playfully reluctant hand. "Ride me like you were when Poppy interrupted us back at your house. I'd get you one shoe, but I don't want to wait long enough to find it."
Sloane laughed again. "Your funeral," she murmured and climbed over to kneel astride me.
I was not so out of shape I was going to die here, I thought. But I double-resolved to start putting in more miles.
At first, she rode me easily, still on her knees. I let my hands wander hither and yon across her body, pushing every button, physical and metaphorical I could.
Eventually, Sloane, who had just been riding me happily, just enjoying the way I overfilled her for a while, shifted, and I could feel she was now directing my tip along her gee. I saw her gritting her teeth, and I slid my thumb down to circle her bean in time with her rise and fall.
"Oahhhhh," she cried out, the sound apparently ripped involuntarily from her throat.
Oh, she was trying to be quiet, was she? Can't have that! I tickled her more down there, and she came. Just a little, but her short cry was gloriously loud. As she caught her breath, I pulsed my cock up into her, hard.
Then I grabbed her leg and tugged on it. She almost automatically slid it up, then the other, so she was squatting on my cock with her feet flat on the mattress.
"Oh, fuck yes!" I almost shouted at her as she began to ride me, traversing more of my long cock with each thrust than was usually possible. "That is so good!"
Sloane just laughed and let herself go to town for the first time in this round. Soon, she was humping up and down on me wildly, and we both were hurtling toward a crescendo. We both were gasping and yelling now, and her tits flopped just fabulously as she rode. Her high-pitched moans told me she was nearly there, and before I could stop myself, I unloaded up into her yet again. I legit shrieked in exquisite agony.
Sloane just completely lost it, and began to come in return, but her orgasm lasted a lot longer than mine, in rolling waves as she kept fucking me. And she screamed happily with each release.
All of a sudden, she collapsed atop me, and we cuddled happily in the instant silence. I stroked her back and ass softly and nuzzled her neck. She hummed quietly in response, then shifted to kiss me, hard, then collapsed off me to the side.
"Oh, yeah," she laughed. "That is so much better when we go ahead and finish." As she panted, her beautiful chest rose and fell. It was a measure of my dick's exhaustion that it didn't even wiggle in response to the sight.
At last, she struggled to sit up. "We should throw on something to wear and get out of this room," she said.
"Yeah. It would be bad for them to get back and find us sitting around naked," I laughed.
She looked at me. "They are already back, Alistaire."
"What?" I shrieked. Then slapped my hand over my mouth, and repeated quietly, "What?"
"They came in earlier. That's why I stopped sucking this amazing cock."
"They have been back that long?" I gasped. "Why didn't you tell me?"
"At first, I thought you wanted to show off," Sloane snorted. "By the time I realized you didn't know they were home, I was not about to risk you stopping." She smiled. "And I wanted to show off."
Confused and about to shit, I looked around for my pants, which were a tangled mess.
"Don't bother," Sloane said. She opened the closet. In each bedroom, the house had two white bathrobes, along with a sign that said we would be charged $200 for each one taken with us after the rental. Poppy had done a quick Google search and discovered that they were $45 robes from Target.
Somehow, I let myself be walked out the door to my bedroom, wearing only a white terrycloth robe, Sloane leading me by the hand.
Poppy was sitting in a chair, grinning like a slightly embarrassed maniac. Carrie and Maddie were sitting on the couch, and Mary was cross-legged on the floor. All four had obviously been whispering when my door opened, and our three visitors just sat there, staring at Sloane and me with eyes the size of dinner plates.
"Oh, you are all back already. I hope you had a good time," Sloane said calmly. "Alistaire," she asked me mildly. "I think I will go get a glass of wine. Would you like a bottle of water or something?"
Clearly, I was to own this. Fuck it. I knew how to own it by now. I was experienced at owning it. I would own the fuck out of this. "Could you grab me a Coke, please?"
"Caffeine before bed is not the best idea," she said, like a reproving parent, but left for the kitchen.
I tromped over to another upholstered chair and flopped down in it. I sagged back and blew out an exhausted breath. I left my knees spread out wide. The robe was... not long on me, but I thought it was covering everything.
If not, well, everybody here had seen my balls, licked my balls for that matter. What the hell would I care? My satisfaction level was suddenly damned near what it had been when Nancy Green had walked away, waving that amazing ass at me and all my astounded friends.
Yeah, I could own this. They all, even Poppy just stared at me, in varying degrees of incredulity.
Sloane reappeared, handed me my Coke, and perched herself casually on the arm of Poppy's chair. "Well, Alistaire," she said, staring directly at Mary, Maddie, and Carrie instead of me, "how is it, sitting here with parts of two harems all around you?"
Ouch. She knew how to deflate me.
"I do not have two harems," I snapped. "I do not have one harem. I have Zero. Harems. You people," I went on peevishly, "are all some kind of ad hoc steering committee, who tell me what to do."
Mary, of all people, piped up. "Yeah, but you seem to like what we tell you to do."
All of them broke up at that. I had to grin. I scrabbled a shred of ownership back. "You are admittedly an excellent steering committee," I admitted.
"Damned straight," Maddie murmured.
"No..." Poppy suddenly said but in the sort of quiet, firm voice that gets people's attention. "No. I think that for tonight and tomorrow, while you all are still here, we really should be Alistaire's harem. You in, Mom?" she asked Sloane who just looked back calmly.
"We shall all gaze worshipfully upon you and attend to your every need," Poppy went on, warming to the idea. "We will cluster around you at all times," she added slyly.
"Ooooh! Yeah," Mary jumped in. "How would you like a ten hands application of your sunscreen tomorrow morning, sire?" She leaned in. "I brought along the black bathing suit..."
Maddie chimed in to add, "I brought the black bathing suit, too." I could not help but perk up at that. I also could not help but notice that Carrie did not say what she had brought for the beach, but she hardly looked cowed by the nuclear-level power of twins in that model of bathing suit. But those three had no idea what Poppy and Sloane had in the arsenal either...
But Carrie ignored the bathing suit issue and pondered, "What else should we do as Alistaire's harem? Feed him grapes?"
"That's a Roman thing," Poppy piped up.
"Yeah, sorry," Carrie said. "Oooh! How about we rain kisses upon him each hour?"
"Noice," Mary agreed.
One, Carrie was suddenly calling me Alistaire like she had been doing it all along. The last bastion of 'Al' had clearly fallen.
Two, this idea was actually sounding pretty good, to be honest. I was sure it would be a disaster, but...
"And of course," Sloane suddenly said, in an off-hand way, "while we are up here in the house, we should all be naked at all times."
Poppy instantly pointed to her own nose with one hand and pointed at Sloane with the other enthusiastically.
"Good idea," Maddie chirped.
"Can't do it on the beach, of course," Mary nodded, "but inside?"
"Yep," Carrie agreed.
Okay, I could not help it. I grinned. Fuck it, this was going to be amazeballs.
And they all saw it when I gave in and smiled.
The gales of laughter at me were intense. If it were not for all the jiggling, though sadly clothed, tits everywhere I looked, I'd have been completely distraught.
But I was not to have my temporary harem, dammit.
------------
Well, I have now sewed up all the remaining dangling threads from the end of Alistaire Too, but the summer is not even half over. School may be out, but it is time Alistaire learns some lessons, maybe not all ones he wants to...
Thanks for getting this far! Please do vote, and favorite if you like. And let me know how you think it is going, and where it is going to go next, in the comments!
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So, now is time for some new shit to happen. Buckle up.
As always, this story is not meant to be realistic, only plausibly ridiculous.
----------
THE ONE WITH JESSICA
----------
In the end, I was actually sort of granted a few harem boons. The next morning, we all sun screened up at the house, which gave me the chance to apply lotion to much larger areas of everybody than I would have on the beach. Still nothing crazy, but I enjoyed it all.
And that night, after my local friends had left, we decided to enjoy a dinner in. By the time the hot water recovered enough from Carrie's marathon in the shower for us residents to get clean, it was going to be too late to go out. Sloan and I were sitting around in the kitchen. I had cold showered and dressed already, but Sloane was waiting around in her robe, since her daughter had begged for the big shower.
Out Poppy came at last, hair in a towel. And that was the only towel she was using.
"Roberta Fields!" Sloane hissed at her. I just enjoyed the view.
"What? I thought after all our shit, Alistaire deserves at least a tiny taste of harem life," my naked, wonderful, currently best friend defended herself.
"Yes, but you are 18 years old. Unless you need me to change your diaper for some reason, I personally do not need to see your hoo haw. Go get dressed. Don't you want to eat?" Sloane asked sternly.
"Fine," Poppy grumbled. "No hoo haw." And with that, she yanked the towel off her head and wrapped it around her waist. Then she plopped down at the table. Her fabo mams were never at any point in danger of being concealed.
Sloane stared at her grimly, outmaneuvered. Then she sighed, and turned to grab the food we had scrounged up to have for dinner.
Poppy grinned at me while her mom's back was turned. I grinned back. No matter what I was doing to Sloane over this vacation, I had to share a teenager's natural appreciation for when another of us puts one over on their parent. That added to my natural appreciation of the half-naked girl I was going to fuck at one or more points in the coming evening.
More. Definitely more.
Sloane turned back around, carrying the casserole. The belt of her robe was cinched tight, but she had tugged the front fully open, leaving her tits resting delightfully on full display, framed by terrycloth.
Dinner was fucking fantastic.
The volume of noise Poppy generated later would have been embarrassing, had it not been even more fantastic.
TLDR for the remaining days until Sunday, it was a very good week.
But all sexcations with your fuckbuddy and her excruciatingly hot mom must come to an end eventually. We packed up Sunday and departed in our separate vehicles.
I wondered as I drove home if I would ever see either of them again.
God, I hoped so. But there were no guarantees. And having been granted a chance to see them both again just made the uncertainty of ever seeing them or others again even more poignant.
*
But the next couple of weeks were amazing.
Mary and Maddie pulled the throat bandage thing twice on me, and I was pretty sure that both times, they did not swap on me. I was getting better at cataloging freckles and other marks like that, not that I was going to let them know it.
I could not wait until they inevitably swapped on me again. I was sure I could tell now, which would make things really interesting...
My parents seemed to finally internalize the idea that I was having sex with multiple girls, and stopped busting my chops about it every time I got home. Many times, but not every time. Much more importantly for my mental health, they mostly stopped dropping veiled hints about their own youthful sex lives, especially Mom's, thank God. Best of all on that front, I was able to successfully hide the whole Sloane element of my week on the beach.
My father had predictably sprung a question on me from out of the blue about whether I had investigated 'the mother' too. For once, I had long ago anticipated the question, and the questioner, and had an answer ready.
"Ha! Dad, I... had more than enough with Poppy all by herself, thank you." It was true, so I pulled it off.
Mom just shook her head and said, "I still find it hard to believe that you had sex with that girl all week and Sloane did not find out."
"Uh, she knew," I admitted before I could come up with another misdirection. I had not gamed out that question.
"She actually did?" Dad asked in surprise.
"Hmmm," Mom thought for a second. "Now that I remember her voice and some of her body-language, I'm betting she knew about you two before even inviting you..."
I tried to not overshare by just shrugging and looking sheepish.
"That is a helluva mom," my mother said almost jealously.
"Almost as great as mine," I thought. Just in utterly different ways, thank God.
Chris and Tony miraculously never figured out what I was up to with Carrie, Mary, and Maddie. Sure, they saw me hanging out with them, doing things that looked like dates. Had it only been one girl, they would have pumped me for details until I cracked. But since it was three girls at the same time, and we were talking about skinny Al Taylor, they just assumed I had 'lucked into' some kind of mascot status. I think they didn't tease me about it because they did not want to exacerbate what they were sure had to be my Summer of Blue Balls.
None of us were feeling a D&D campaign for only three months, especially since I was seeing the end of my close friendship with these guys, just like my time with the girls, approaching fast as California beckoned in the fall. Instead, we played video games, and then found a few new board games that we got obsessed with. Nice, short-term fun that was a beginning and an end unto itself was what we three guys needed. A long-term commitment to anything would have just reminded us all that there was not going to be a long term.
One game Chris owned was totally cool, but needed a fourth to really work. None of us had a fourth, however, so we only played it a little, concentrating on other games.
Then on a day Maddie and I both had off work, we were eating burgers at Wendy's and playing a tacitly acknowledged game of Gunfighter, each waiting for the other to pull the trigger and get us into bed. I idly mentioned Chris, and the subject of games came up.
"Shit, I'll play," Maddie said, on the verge of eagerly. "Sounds like an awesome game. Why haven't I been invited before now, dickhead?"
And that is how Maddie came to be part of our game group. The idiots still never picked up on what else we did together, but they were big fans of Maddie, and for more than the obvious reasons. They genuinely liked her, and rather than pathetically hitting on her themselves (and obviously failing), they took to encouraging me to try to date her for real, and stop ruining my chances by hanging out with Carrie and Mary too.
"Dude, you never know. You might even get a little action before the end of the summer," Chris said knowingly. Chris knew fuck all, and it was going to stay that way.
"What would you know about 'action', Dude," I scoffed.
Chris just looked smug.
Tony growled glumly, "He got his hands on Heather Upton's bare tits. Twice," he told me jealously. "Before she dumped his mangy ass," he added, which earned him a shove.
Okay, that actually impressed me. Heather might not be that impressive looking overall, but her tits sure are. I would not have thought Chris had it in him.
"We are all just friends," I said easily. "I wouldn't want to mess that up, with any of them."
My buddies just shook their heads at my pathetic beta existence, but Tony did allow as how I at least had 'a scenic life.'
Mary, in particular, was not impressed with Maddie playing board games with us. She informed me tartly that such games were for losers and dweebs like her sister, and by extension, me.
It might have stung when she said this, but she did so with my cock in her mouth at the time, so I took it well, once I figured out her garbled words.
*
I was actually allowed to write three whole articles for the paper. Three. With an actual byline. I doubted I wanted to be a journalist, but there were lots of other careers out there where I could use my gift for words.If I even ended up with a career about words in the first place. But actual physical clippings from a publication that still ran print copies would look good to any future employer.
Carrie was... Carrie. Gorgeous, elegantly dressed in a sexily understated way, fun to hang out with, smart, and, well, yeah. Oh God, yeah.
And then she disappointed me.
My mother is on the board of a local charity, and she and Dad had gone out to a fundraiser she had helped to organize, where they would be required to stay until the bitter end of the evening. Carrie and I had gleefully taken advantage of the emptiness of my house to engage in a wide variety of sexual exercises, culminating just before now with her riding my dick while I sat in my dad's favorite chair in our 'home theater.'
Don't get all excited. Our majestic home theater consists of a large spare bedroom with a flatscreen and three big easy chairs. Mom may make a lot of money, but as I've said before, we are well off, not rich. I know what rich looks like.
Dad had splurged on the sound system, though...
But I thought it was a throne room, what with Carrie's naked, perfect form cuddled in my lap as we kissed and caressed each other's bodies in the afterglow.
"You are amazing," I wondered aloud, circling a still quite erect nipple with my finger. "What have you been up to? I haven't seen you, except in passing, for almost a week." I just wanted some conversation, so I kept any peevish undertones about my alleged loneliness out of my voice.
"It's been a good summer," Carrie giggled. With her naked in my lap? Hell, yes.
"Listen," she said, shifting around and slipping her hand down between us to take hold of my cock which was already declaring that it was by no means done with this creature this evening. "I know you want to know these things, so I'll tell you. I started going out with Kevin Wall."
Not exactly what I was in the mood to hear at that moment, but I appreciated her taking my hard-earned wisdom to heart.
Worse, Kevin Wall was not my favorite kind of guy. He was not a jerk, or a bully, or anything, but he was kind of... dull. And while girls looking right through me for all those years had been something I'd just lived with, I had never appreciated it from guys like Kevin.
"Well, that might explain why I haven't seen you in a week," I said easily.
"That has mostly been work," Carrie said easily. She sighed. "But yeah, having a boyfriend will probably eat into our time to do this." Her hand made it very clear what 'this' was.
Whoa.
"Boyfriend?" I kind of yelped. "You say you are in a relationship now, and waited until this point in the evening to tell me? Carrie, that's... No!" I found myself trying to squirm out from underneath her, but that was very hard due to the depth of the comfortable chair, Carrie's still quite relaxed, naked body atop mine, and her hand still languidly fondling my junk.
"Oh calm down, Alistaire," she shrugged. I realized then that my hand was still on her tit, and I yanked it away. "You always wanted to know if we got with other guys. I'm telling you. Full disclosure, right?" She paused, then grinned. "You did not throw in a heads up about Sloane, you know. You stinker!"
"That was about hooking up, not a relationship, Carrie! If you are his girlfriend, I can't be... does he know?" I asked in sudden horror.
"It is still early days, Alistaire," Carrie said, beginning to catch on to just how upset I was, and not reacting very happily. Suddenly, I was able to shift her from my lap and we were both standing.
"Oh, fuck," I said, holding my head. "I can't be doing this to some guy, even one like Kevin Wall."
"Oh! So Mister I Fuck Everybody is Jealous?" Carrie taunted. That would have stung... if it were true.
I ignored the barb. "Look, Carrie, Kevin is fine, if he is who you want, I wish you luck. I mean that," I said, knowing my words were true. They weren't happy, but they were true. If it had been any of a dozen other douchebags who I knew had the hots for Carrie, I'd have still been horrified and angry about her attitude, but my first agenda item would have been to get her to drop the shithead. In this instance, Kevin was... fine. "Listen, you can't fuck... I can't fuck you when you have a goddamned boyfriend."
"But you and I predate the relationship, and we are just ... us," Carrie snapped back. "What Kevin doesn't know, while I'm still evaluating things, won't hurt him."
See what I mean? She disappointed me.
I had never thrown out a naked girl. I had definitely never thrown out a naked goddess, one who was central to the current state of my life. To whom I owed so much. But I did. Gently.
At least my dick was enough of a team player to go completely limp. I don't think it had ever actually managed that in Carrie's naked presence.
How could I go to bed distraught, when it was after a night of great sex with Carrie Freaking Croenke?
I managed the feat.
I was a borderline useless, angry mope the next day at my job. I ate lunch by myself and blew off Chris and Tony after work. Instead, I went home and flopped down on the couch to watch old reruns of MASH.
I was not jealous. I will admit, I was upset at losing the ongoing opportunity to fuck one of the all-time beauties on the regular. But I was mostly mad at the betrayal, and her lack of... class. How could Carrie Goddamned Croenke do the unthinkable of not exhibiting class? It defined her. She had broken the Rules, and hadn't cared.
I knew even then, stewing in my own juices, that it sounded arrogant for me to have this set of Rules for how things would go with my friends, but I knew I was right to. They were not rules to benefit me, or to fulfill my desires. They were rules to make everyone happy and ensure no one got hurt.
Hurt like I was right fucking now.
My mom had to know something was bad wrong when I slammed through the door to the house, but she let me stew in front of the TV and went on with her work in the adjacent office.
When I finally laughed a little at one of Frank Burns's few really funny lines in the character's whole run on MASH, she quietly came into the room, and sat near me.
"Is something wrong, Alistaire?" she asked calmly.
"Carrie," I said unhappily, before I could shut up.
"Ouch," Mom hissed sympathetically. "She broke up with you?"
"She was never my girlfriend, so she couldn't break up with me," I snapped. "It's way worse." I was spilling now, and my filters were painfully ragged. "She does have a boyfriend all of a sudden."
"Oh."
"Worse, she doesn't seem to think that that should prevent the two of us from still fu... still fooling... still having fun together," I spat, barely keeping propriety, if not confidentiality, intact in front of my mother.
"Oh," Mom said again quietly. "That situation. Yeah. That one hurts."
Fuck. Here we go again with the veiled references to her past.
Veiled?
"Greg White tried to pull that one with me, my sophomore year. It took all my strength not to kick him in the balls when he said he was going out with Grace Neill, but it was okay, because we could still fuck and not tell her."
It was a measure of my emotional exhaustion that I did not immediately commit suicide upon hearing this tale. I did not even scream, 'Mom!'
"So I do feel your pain," Mom reiterated--words that were simultaneously comforting and excruciating. "Fortunately, I had plenty of other friends to take away the sting... and so do you. This too shall pass, Alistaire, but enjoy a good evening's mope before you move on. It's a valuable lesson."
Then she showed she was the best mom ever by wordlessly dropping the subject. She got up and went back to her office, where she was soon on a phone call to someone in Silicon Valley.
She must also have texted Dad, because when he came through the door an hour later, he went straight to me and clapped my shoulder. "Ouch, boy," was almost all he said, except for, "Let me know if you want to talk."
Then, blessedly knowing in advance that my answer would be no, he headed upstairs to change out of his suit.
Did I really still have friends to distract me? Carrie was Mary and Maddie's best friend... If they chose her side, which I kind of expected, I would be without a certain kind of friend at all.
The answer to the question came late that night, after I had gone to bed. My phone rang, and I saw it was a FaceTime call from Mary. I sighed and answered it, hopeful this was not the axe.
It was both of the twins in the picture.
"Hey, Alistaire," Mary said somberly. "We wanted to check on you."
"For what it is worth," Maddie added quickly, "we agree that Carrie is out of line. I still can't believe she doesn't see that herself."
"I can," Mary sighed. "It is kind of on-brand for her. For what it is worth, big guy, I do think she will realize it for herself eventually, and you can expect a real apology when she does. But don't expect it soon."
"Again, for what it is worth," Maddie went on, "neither of us would ever do that to you."
Mary snorted, then grinned a little. "Yeah, neither of us would tell you we were dating someone else only after handing out some skilled oral and a sensational fucking."
It was a good joke, but it did not really help. Fact was, it had been a really sensational fucking.
They could see that I was not mollified, though I did give them both a smile.
"How about this?" Maddie added. "Neither of us has a boyfriend, not even in waiting. So we are safe and appropriate and shit. How would you like it if tomorrow, one or the other of us gave you a nice blowjob and a sensational fuck or three?"
They looked at each other for a moment. A Twin Moment. Then they both simultaneously said, "Or we can both do it, take turns, and watch."
As ways to reassure me that they were not taking Carrie's side, they just might have stumbled on a winner.
Later, I decided that had definitely stumbled on a winner.
Like I said. It was an excellent summer, even if it now had a Carrie-shaped hole in it.
*
The only problem with being down to only two girls you are fucking regularly is that they realize you now have time to be given assignments.
Fortunately, M and M did not view Assignments as meaning Chores.
But unlike back at school, the assignment I was eventually to be issued one evening was not to go out and bang one or more of their friends. I had considered trying to get issued such an assignment. They had a few very appealing friends.
Instead, they bided their time before assigning me their task...
*
Before they got around to the task, Mary and Maddie called and asked me if I wanted the three of us to go out for dinner. This sounded extremely promising to me, hoping I might be in for a second Console Alistaire About Carrie Twin-Way. I called this trade-off and watch kind of event a Twin-Way, because while it was still utterly awesome, it was not an actual Three-Way. I knew the difference.
I got to their house to pick them up and knocked on the door. Mary answered. By now I almost did not have to look at her neck to tell it was her.
Almost.
"So where are we going tonight?" I asked as she ushered me in. Maddie was just entering the living room as the door closed.
"Nowhere," Mary chirped. "Mom offered to cook dinner for us! She's really good."
Oh. So this was just a hangout night, not a sex night. I would honestly have been barely disappointed in that, since the girls were awesome to just hang with, had I not had the afternoon to get my Twin-Way hopes up.



"Mom! Alistaire is here!" Maddie called out.
Their mother popped her head out of the kitchen, then she took just a few steps into the room. She stopped a little farther from me than I would have expected, and I not for the first time wondered if she knew what I was doing with/to her children. I needed to get a straight answer on that as soon as she returned to the kitchen.
Was she anxious to get back to something that was on the boil? Or was she being standoffish to the guy who was regularly putting his dick in her girls?
"Hello, Al... I mean, Alistaire," Mrs. Davis said. "When the girls suggested I make dinner tonight, I was glad to hear I might get to know their friend at least a little."
"Nice to see you again, Mrs. Davis," I said, nodding. I always thought it odd that she had not gone back to her maiden name like Sloane had. "I look forward to it. And to whatever I am smelling!"
"Compliments always look good in a guest," she smirked. It was the same damned smirk her daughters displayed when they smugly accepted a casual compliment. Then she swung back to the kitchen.
"Listen, guys," I hissed. "What does she know about us?"
Both girls laughed. "Wouldn't you like to know?" Mary giggled.
"Come on!" I pled. "I don't need to spend the evening in a minefield."
"Relax," Maddie said, having mercy on me, much to Mary's displeasure. "She pretty much knows, but we don't talk about it, so neither should you."
Swell. Even when I had a sex-free evening with either or both girls, there was usually a lot of innuendo. Now I would not even have that.
Dinner was as good as it smelled, and with the table between us, Mrs. Davis did not seem to be standoffish with me. In fact, both she and I relaxed and we all had a good conversation. I, fortunately, was already on guard for my filters, so I avoided a time or two where I might have said something flirty to Mrs. Davis herself.
Yes, I had to watch it because she was attractive. She was the twins' mom, how would it be any other way? Though they didn't look as much like her as I would have thought. She was a lot taller, for one thing, and her boobs were smaller, at least in relation to her larger frame. But you could tell she was their mother in their common facial structure, noses, and bright, intelligent eyes. The hair was the same, though Mrs. Davis kept hers in a stylishly short cut, instead of the ponytails the girls wore. And unlike my mom, there was not a trace of gray.
My mom would sniff at that observation and note that she was five years older than Mrs. Davis. Mom can be pretty vain. But not vain enough to dye her hair...
And yes, I took a few looks, because that is apparently who I am. I also am not a fool, so I kept it down. Besides, every time I wanted to take a look at something gorgeous, I had two other options to cast my gaze upon.
"You really killed these biscuits, Mrs. Davis," I said, genuinely having to hold back from eating every single one that remained on the table.
"Al... Alistaire," she said. When she had first heard of me, and probably what I was doing with one or more of her daughters, they had called me Al. Suddenly, I was Alistaire. "Alistaire, you should know that I only keep the name Davis professionally because I have a reputation as a realtor in that name. People not interested in buying a house call me Jessica these days, or Ms. Harris in extremis. Are you interested in buying a house?"
"No, Ms... uh, Jessica?" I answered, hoping I guessed right. She brightened. Good.
"Wow, you just call everybody's mom by their first name, don't you, Alistaire?" Mary asked with lethal casualness. I did not risk looking at her. If I had, I don't know if I would have looked like I was keeping a secret, which would have been bad, or if my face would have worn that sex beast look lots of girls get off on... which would have been worse.
So I did what I do when caught off guard about something I don't want to be open about. I babbled. "Um, only when asked, but, well, yeah. I mean, it gets easier and all?"
"So, lots of parents?" Maddie put in, both pushing me deeper but throwing me a lifeline in the word 'parents' instead of 'moms'.
"No, not really. It was just, at our party after graduation, once we had our diplomas, we were sort of expected to try using faculty first names. Most of them I couldn't do it, but some made it easy." I snorted at a memory. A memory I did not want to pursue, because huge erections at the dinner table with friends' moms are a bad idea.
"Something funny?" Jessica, Ms. Harris, asked, seemingly mildly amused at the way her daughters were embarrassing me, though not knowing quite why I was this embarrassed.
"Not really, but it got easier after Ms. Green, Nancy Green, one of the teachers, told me she'd break my arms if I called her by her last name ever again."
I had another narrow conversational escape or two, but overall it was a fun evening. The food was good, the conversation was fun, even funny at times. Best of all, I seemed to pass sufficient muster that I was not screamed at to beat it and never place my grubby mitts on either of her prized daughters again.
Worst of all, I had to wait a whole 23 hours before I could place said grubby mitts on them. Both of them. I got another Twin-Some. Apparently I had done well in my interview with their mom.
My parents were again out, though we needed to be more careful this time, as they had no hard requirement to stay out late. We were safely in my room, and our clothes, which were most wonderfully not on, were laid out neatly for instant wearing if Mom and Dad got home early.
I had seen many glorious naked sights in my life. Sloane and Poppy. Beth. Nancy Green. And of course, Bridget. But there is nothing, nothing to compare to naked twins for sheer eye-exploding, dick-exploding wonder and majesty.
I was lying on my bed, propped up against the headboard. Maddie was leaning over the side, hands braced on the edge of the mattress, to get a good close look. Her boobs dangled down in the most amazing parabolas.
"Fuck! You have to let me touch them," I groaned, lifting one hand up under Maddie.
But she just swatted my hand aside. "No, I don't," she smirked, but firmly. I was just lucky that they had taken to watching closer up.
Mary just waggled her finger at me. Since her mouth was full of almost half my cock, and she was getting me close, I had no bandwidth to regret being denied a grab at Maddie's boob.
Mary's head bobbed up and down swiftly, and her hand pumped at the base of my shaft, holding me with just the right pressure. My dick was afire with pleasure as her lips stroked up and down along it, just like it had been when Maddie warmed me up before Mary took over.
But Mary had been mostly holding back with her tongue, and suddenly that changed. She pulled mostly off my cock, keeping only the head and perhaps another inch between her lips, increased the speed of her hand, and unleashed her tongue on me.
I almost screamed in blissful surprise at the change but had no chance to enjoy it. I erupted hard into her mouth. My hips actually came up off the mattress I jizzed so hard. Mary yanked her face away after the first mouthful, and a second spurt struck her now closed lips, leaving a huge glob beneath her nose.
I sagged like a ragdoll. Mary just smiled happily, and absently ran a finger through the wad of cum on her face, then held it out. Maddie wiped that finger clean with one of her own, and sucked my spume into her mouth as well.
Yeah, this Only Looking shit was still a-okay...
In another moment, I found both of them on the bed with me, cuddling against me from opposite sides.
Amazingly, my hands found their way to a breast on either side of me. At the same time! They had never let this happen. I just moaned happily, and leaned over to kiss Mary's cheek as I squeezed both their breasts at the same time.
"Why are we letting him touch us both at the same time?" Mary asked Maddie langorously.
"I can't seem to remember, but it is not the worst," Maddie replied, pulling my chin around so she could lightly kiss my lips in turn.
"Oh, wait! Now I remember," Mary cooed, and I should have gotten up and run at the tone of her voice. It was not a tone of remembrance. It was the tone of a trap springing. But I was not in any condition to recognize warning signs of any kind. "Alistaire, we have an assignment for you," she murmured into my ear.
"Oh yeah, that's why," purred Maddie in accord, placing her hand on mine to make me squeeze her boob harder.
"Sounds wonderful," I said absently, trying to figure out in which pair of thighs I was about to bury my face.
"We need you to fuck our mom," Maddie purred on.
Well. That sort of cracked open my post-nut stupor.
"What?" I jerked and looked back and forth between them, praying for a sign that this was a joke.
It is said that God answers all prayers. Sometimes the answer is, No.
My hands remained on task and did not let go of either boob, bless them. Unfortunately, this meant that I could not get up and run naked into the night.
"Are you two out of your minds?" I yelped.
"What's the matter, Alistaire? Don't you think Mom is hot?" they both said in twin unison. I usually liked that, but this time it was almost creepy.
As I usually do, when I am confused, I try to talk things through honestly.
Oops.
"She birthed the two of you, how the fuck could she be anything other than fucking hot?" I snorted.
They both laughed happily.
See? Oops.
"I am not fucking your mother!"
"Well," Maddie mused, ignoring my stalwart resolve, "you will have to seduce her first, before you can fuck her, but we both know you have that in you."
I looked at her, aghast.
"Come on, Alistaire," Mary cajoled, "it is not like we will have a problem with it. We are asking you to!"
"Yeah," Maddie chimed in, then asked dangerously, "What's wrong with our mom? You had no problem fucking Poppy's mom."
"No problems at all, from the way it sounded in the next room," Mary giggled.
"You have no idea," I grumbled.
"What? Poppy told you it was okay to fuck her, and you did. What is the difference here?" Mary challenged.
I looked back and forth at the two of them sourly. "Did Poppy not actually tell you what really happened while we were out to dinner?"
"It was pretty obvious from context."
I sighed. "The fact is, the first time I had sex with Sloane was back at school... before Poppy and I hooked up." They both shut up at that. "In fact, I was in the process of making a play for Poppy when the Sloane thing happened." They stared at me.
"And Poppy caught us in the act," I finished.
"Oh shit," Maddie gasped.
"And she still slept with you after that?" Mary asked in disbelief.
"It took several days, but yeah," I sighed at the unhappy memory.
"Oh," Mary said, throwing up her hands. That made her boob move very nicely. "Well. If you had to wait a few whole days for her to forgive you for fucking her mother behind her back, I guess you were adequately punished!"
"You see? It was awful," I whined. "Fucking mothers is just not a good idea!"
"You regret fucking Sloane?"
I sighed. "Not for one damned minute."
"Then fuck ours."
"Why are you so hellbent on this?" I asked, curious despite myself.
"Mom has had shit luck with men since she and Dad went their separate ways," Mary said, with a total lack of judgment of either parent about their divorce in her voice. "She has gone out with maybe three guys in all that time, and she has taken only one, maybe two..."
"Definitely two," Maddie interjected.
"Okay, two of them to bed... Let's just say we are both certain that she did not get out of that what a woman wants out of that."
"We love Mom, and can tell it is getting to her," Maddie took over. "And you, Alistaire Taylor, are the world champion of giving a girl what she wants out of that."
"Something that you are going to demonstrate to each of us once we have convinced you to join our excellent scheme," Mary added, stroking my cock briefly.
My cock had of course, given the circumstances, never fully gone down. It had perked up a bit at finding my hands on both girls at once. The traitorous thing had really gotten going again, however, when we started talking about me fucking Jessica.
"On what planet do you think she is interested in me?" I asked tartly. "Sloane and I vibed from the moment I met her. Your mom and I just had a nice conversation while we carefully did not talk about the sorts of things I've done and am going to do to you both shortly."
"Oh, we don't think she is interested in you, beyond a bit of confusion over why we seem to both be happy at the same time," Mary said.
"That is why I said you have to seduce her," Maddie added, oh so helpfully.
Fuck.
It had been a little while since I let the opportunity for some potentially awesome sex convince me to do something stupid that would likely result in near-fatal embarrassment... Guess it is time again!
I wanted to throw up my hands, but I was not about to give up my current simultaneous grope of both of them for anything, no matter how frustrating. Instead, I growled and pinched both nipples.
"He's in," Mary giggled.
"Told you," Maddie laughed in reply. "It's Alistaire. And Mom is way hot."
"I have no idea how this is supposed to work," I grumbled.
"Oh, we have some ideas to help," Maddie laughed.
"Yeah? How about we talk about them later?" I grinned, and pulled both of them tight against me.
In doing so, I made their shoulders touch as they rolled over on top of me, and laughing, they instantly sprang apart and away from me.
"Not gonna happen, Al," Mary sang.
"Well, that isn't, but this is," Maddie added rolling back over me and straddling me, her very slick slit resting on my now throbbing cock.
"Hey!" Mary complained.
She didn't complain later. Or later. Or later after that...
*
So clearly I had to seduce Jessica, but how? I needed advice from someone other than the terror twins.
I briefly considered asking my mother... before I actually screamed out loud at myself for my insanity. This was embarrassing, because I was in the newspaper office at the time.
There was talk.
I decided that Bridget was a much better idea.
ME: Hey! Are you free for a minute?
Two minutes later, she replied.
BRIDGET: Sure, now. What is up?
ME: First off, how are ya?
BRIDGET: Good. Two girls my age here in town are going to college on track scholarships and we have formed a running club of sorts.
ME: Noice. Any male members?
BRIDGET: Alas, no. And I told you about Nate? I have made him available to the larger dating pool.
ME Sorry.
BRIDGET: I got what I'd wanted out of him... to the extent he could provide.
Ouch. She had had high hopes for Nate, with his wavy blonde hair and lacrosse-toned body. Sucks to be him.
ME: Not to change the subject, but Mary and Maddie have decided they want me to fuck their mom. Any advice?
There was a gap in time. The little three dots of typing appeared, disappeared, and appeared again.
BRIDGET: Is she hot?
ME: {Head banging on desk GIF}
ME: Yes.
BRIDGET: So you are obviously going to do it. What advice do you need from me?
ME: HOW?!?!?!?!
*
It had been an ill-advised text. Bridget of course told fucking everyone, and I was suddenly inundated with texts from all my school partners with a variety of sometimes funny, seldom helpful advice.
The only actually useful advice came from...
SLOANE: I hear you have been chosen to seduce those twin wonders' mother.
Poppy had told her fucking mother!
SLOANE: I shouldn't really worry about it. Just find a way to hang out around her. If any good-looking woman who is feeling generally horny spends much time in your presence, things will happen eventually. Just let yourself look at her, and engage her in conversation. You won't be able to help but make her interested.
I just blinked at that missive.
SLOANE: Good luck!
This was ridiculous. It was also the best-sounding advice I'd received.
Three hours later, Sloane texted again.
SLOANE: Oh, and I have been told off to be the one to demand a photograph of the woman who has you so flustered. I'll distribute it as needed.
Fuck...
*
Like I said, it really did seem like good advice. Those occasions where I went after a girl, instead of vice versa, I had pretty much just made sure I was around her a lot, and things progressed. If it worked with girls, it should work with women. They are just older girls, right?
And Mary and Maddie were definitely trying to be helpful. They also both provided me with further encouragement--separately, alas. But help was what I needed. When it came to Jessica, at least.
The first time they engineered an opportunity for Jessica and me to spend time together, we all went to the mall. Not the one close by, but the huge one almost an hour away, with all the best stores, including a shoe place with the best selection of New Balance. For some reason, I had worn out my shoes, with all my running...
We all went to the shoe store first, where the three of them, Jessica gleefully joining in after the first pair or two, made me try on all the most ridiculously garish pairs in the store, including one or two models which were clearly not running shoes. All in the name of embarrassing me. Our older companion seemed impressed that I would put up with the level of shit I was given.
The joke was on them. To their communal disbelief, I bought a pair from Nike that were blue, green, pink, and purple.
What? They were also the most comfortable, the highest rated for distance training, and their online ratings were off the charts.
From that point on, the trip was mostly the twins, shopping for clothes.
Jessica seemed bemused that I was willing to come along while women shopped for outfits. It seemed beyond her experience with males or something. She kept expecting me to go sit somewhere and read my phone.
I might have, except for the fact that I was watching Mary and Maddie model outfits, so duh.
Also, the real point of the exercise was for me to have the chance to hang out with Jessica while the girls were absent, if only temporarily and intermittently. I was pretty much unsurprised that she was fun to talk to.
In the third store, while Maddie and Mary were off in the dressing room, I was idly wandering with Jessica when I spied a fucking sexy dress on a manikin. It was bright red, linen, and had the suggestion of a high slit with more than the suggestion of deep cleavage, all while looking more or less like everyday wear somehow.
"You should try this on," I told Jessica, pointing at the dress.
She laughed, scandalized. "As if! I could not wear that," she said, nevertheless giving it a good looking over. "Why aren't you suggesting it to one of your... one of my daughters?"
I pretended to mull that over, looking for an excuse. "They are too short. You have that little bit of extra leg to carry it off," I said absently.
"Oh, I do, do I?" she said drily. Unfortunately, it was a sort of disapproving dryness. But not completely.
Nothing ventured...
"You do," I said, giving her a much longer than needed look up and down, as if confirming. I let a small amount of the hunger I was starting to feel show through.
The flustered her. "You just want to see me put on a dress like that, don't you?" she challenged.
"Jessica," I shrugged, "everybody would want to see you try on that dress."
She did not try on the dress.
But she didn't smack me down about it either.
The next place we went to was a smaller boutique. Mary and Maddie had three outfits between them to try on. They never needed more than one each in the dressing room, as the fit was always identical, and they were better than a mirror for each other.



Of course, they both still had to try each one on, because girls. And because it left me alone with Jessica for longer.
Jessica, after the dress conversation, was trying to keep a bit more distance from me, unfortunately. Not avoiding me, just trying not to give me more opportunity to embarrass myself... and her.
This was working out well!
Maddie popped out of the dressing room. She had her shirt on, but it was all the way unbuttoned and she just held it close around her, which just highlighted the size of her chest.
I liked the look.
She waved a particular dress at her mother. "Mom! Can you grab this for us in an eight? It's a little tight."
"Oh, you poor babies," Jessica said sarcastically, but she took the offending size six, and went looking. Maddie popped back into the changing room with Mary.
I watched Jessica as she found the next size up, and walked it over to the changing room. She paused by the curtain, just as she was about to knock on the frame. She waited for a moment, and I saw her spine stiffen. Suddenly, she knocked on the frame and said, "Found it!" A bare arm, God knows whose, reached out and grabbed the hangar, yanking it back inside with a "Thanks, Mom!"
Jessica retreated from the curtain swiftly. She still kept that extra bit of distance between us, when I went over to look at clothes with her, but I caught her once or twice looking at me strangely.
For my part, I screwed up the courage to suggest yet another less than demure outfit for Jessica to try on. She actually blushed this time, and while she even more vehemently refused, it was with a bigger smile.
Now I had a game to play. The next two stores, I brought her the least appropriate garments I could find, demanding she try them on. For her part, she was clearly enjoying it, but still was not about to actually play along and hit the dressing room herself.
Then we went into a smaller, higher-end department store, and Mary and Maddie both suddenly spied a dress that I had already seen, and had lined up to tease Jessica with as soon as they ditched us for the changing room.
"Oh, we so gotta try this one on!"
"You are not buying that dress!" Jessica said, scandalized.
"I didn't say we'd buy it! We'll just try it on," Mary went on, drooling over the dress. "You'd like to see it on one of us, right Alistaire?" she added sweetly.
Jessica's eyes widened at that, then widened again as she thought a little more.
"It won't look the best on you," I said almost absently.
Both Mary and Maddie were both outraged.
"See?" Jessica said. "Alistaire has taste."
Oh, I did, did I?
"I do," I said. "Which is why you ought to try it on, Jessica, because you'd wear it a lot better."
Mary and Maddie shifted gears so fast I could almost hear the metaphorical transmission strip out. "Oh yeah! Mom! You have to try it on! You haven't tried on anything yet!"
They went on, battering at their mother's iron resolve.
"You really would look crazy good in that dress," I said simply, in the first gap where both girls took a breath together.
It caught her off guard and she flinched. That was all it took for the girls to go from joking with, to seriously dogpiling on Jessica to get her to try it on.
She sighed and just stuck out her hand. A size eight was pressed into her hands and I followed as they herded her toward a changing room to make sure she didn't back down. Trapped, Jessica took the dress into one, closing the door behind her.
"I can't believe you got her to try it on," I whispered. "I'd been suggesting all sorts of less crazy stuff for her to wear, and she has laughed it off each time, until we got here."
"Until we left the last store, you mean?" Mary giggled.
"After the last changing room?" Maddie added.
"She was listening to you while you were in there, I think," I warned. "I've seen her eavesdrop on you at least twice today."
"We know. We saw her feet," Maddie giggled. "That is why we took the opportunity both times to discuss how big and wonderful your cock is."
"We staged an argument over whether you were eight or nine inches long," Mary told me.
"It's nine and a half," I said absently, amazed at their insanity.
"Yeah, we 'remembered' that after we got into it," Maddie said smugly.
"Mommy has been thinking of your giant cock ever since," Mary almost sang, utterly certain she was right.
I doubted this was the best way to go about this, but it was the way we were suddenly going to go about it. I had just intended a little harmless flirting today. I had been planning to get more serious the next time we all did something.
A surprisingly short time later, Jessica called out through the door, "Well, I have it on. I hope you are happy."
The girls danced up to the still-closed door.
"Does it fit?"
"I'll bet it fits."
There was a sigh from inside. "It does."
"Let us see it, then!"
The door cracked. "Come in, you two," Jessica sighed again.
"Oh no. You come out, Mom," Mary said easily.
"Yeah, Alistaire wants to see it too," Maddie said as if she was just including another friend in the desire to see how this thing looked on Jessica.
Amazingly, the door actually opened and she stepped out.
Thank God I had already adjusted myself to at least partially conceal my nascent erection, because it was rapidly nascent no longer.
The cleavage did not just suggest, it plunged. And it plunged far enough to tell me that her boobs actually were every bit as big as her daughters', and damned firm for that size... for any age. The hem was... dangerously short, revealing that Jessica did, in fact, have better legs than her daughters. Well, longer at least.
"Oh fuck, Mom!" Maddie gasped.
Jessica shot her an automatic frown and Maddie automatically apologized for her language.
Then Jessica looked at me almost challengingly. "See what you bullied me into wearing? I hope you are satisfied at this ridiculous spectacle."
"It's a spectacle," I agreed. "But it sure isn't ridiculous. And I am very, very satisfied. You look amazing." Her eyes widened as I just let my gaze completely loose and drank in every detail.
"Mom, please," Mary started to say.
"I am not buying this dress," Jessica said. "I am mortified enough as it is."
Just then, the salesgirl walked by. She was about my age, maybe a year or so older. She stopped dead upon seeing Jessica. "Ma'am, that looks insane on you. I'll admit I say this to a lot of customers, but I really mean it here: You are nuts if you don't buy that dress."
Jessica did not buy the dress. But she did take her time fretting about the decision, walking back and forth, sometimes even looking at herself in the mirror. This gave me plenty of time to catalog every stitch of that garment, and more importantly, every curve it suggested and every inch of bare skin it revealed. I am virtually sure she caught me watching her. She did not react or retreat to the dressing room any of those times. I was still not sure exactly what that meant, but I was optimistic. Regardless, I was sure enjoying the show.
At one point, while she was standing facing me, flanked by Mary and Maddie, I quite deliberately raised my phone and openly took a picture of her. I had lowered my phone before it quite registered on Jessica what I'd just done.
"Alistaire! You delete that picture right now!"
"I don't think so," I said calmly, looking at my phone, and carefully not directly ogling her (for once).
"Young man," she sputtered, feeling helpless.
"Not until I send it to Mary and Maddie. Then I'll delete it if you like," I went on just as calmly. I did send it to Mary and Maddie, but not before I had sent it to Sloane...
When both girls' phones dinged, to Jessica's immediate relief, I approached her. I held up the phone worldlessly, so she could see how fucking good she looked in that picture, before I hit delete while she watched.
Two minutes later, my now-silenced phone buzzed in my pocket. I took it out surreptitiously, wondering what Sloane would say about the picture.
BRIDGET: I have seen the picture. If you do not do all you know how to do to perk up that woman's life, I will block you permanently.
BRIDGET: And have you taken away by the men in white coats...
The rest of the day was fun. I kept up the offers of sexy outfits, to her amused dismay. Then I started peppering in really dowdy, frumpy stuff. The first time I offered her a mumu to try on, she asked in dismay, "You want to see me in that?"
"I can't seem to get you to try on anything else. I'm getting bored of seeing Mary and Maddie try on outfits."
Full disclaimer: I was in no way tired of seeing what Mary and Maddie were wearing when they popped out of various dressing rooms... and Jessica damn well knew it.
We were on the last frigging store in the entire gigantic mall (okay, I was sort of getting a little tired of the process), when I figured I had one more button to push. I disappeared on Jessica, only to return from another direction shortly thereafter. "Okay, last chance. How about you show us one of these on you?" I asked, with a frustrated, irritated tone, like I was tiring of the game, but obligated to continue.
"I am not..." Jessica said, turning around. She froze when I held up the extremely sheer, even in the strategic bits, teddy in one hand, and the equally transparent blue bra and thong set with the string of pearls for the crotch in the other.
She just stared at me, then the lingerie, then me again. I combined my best bland expression with a thorough eye bath of her in the still absolutely sexy jeans and turtleneck she had worn for the day.
Even better, before she could shoot me down, Maddie popped out of the dressing room and saw what I was holding out invitingly to her mother. "Mary, quick! Mom, you have got to..."
"Not a chance, young lady."
*
By the time we got back to their house, where my car was, I had reverted to respectful friend of her children, which made her suspicious. But once there, I waved goodbye, took my shoes, said I'd like to do it again sometime (without looking at Jessica as I said it), and took off.
Before I could get back across town to my house, my phone buzzed.
BRIDGET: So, did you hit that in a dressing room?
ME: As if.
ME: IF it happens, it will take time.
BRIDGET: You are losing your touch, Taylor.
BRIDGET: {GIF of Rob Schneider in Waterboy, saying, "You can do it!"}
I did not deign to reply. But while I might not be some practiced seducer of women, I was quite certain I would need to go slow with Jessica.
I also was sure, I realized as I parked the car at home, that I had gone from highly skeptical about this enterprise, to grudgingly accepting, to what I was now... which was extremely horny for Jessica Harris.
*
Mary and Maddie invited me for dinner again. There had initially been some minor pushback from Jessica, but it had gone away surprisingly easily, or so I was told.
I got there about six o'clock and Mary let me in the door. She barely let me grab her ass a little before she escaped to lead me into the house.
Jessica was in the kitchen, making more amazing smells. "Hello, Alistaire. Good to see you again," she smiled, looking up from a saucepan. "Would you like to help out while Mary and I are busy in here? It will still be a while before we all eat, and if we get all the prep done now, you kids can hang out while everything cooks."
"Tell me what needs chopping, and I shall smite it," I said, making knife-chopping motions.
Jessica just laughed and said, "No, I was just thinking you could set the table. Knives, forks, and spoons are in that drawer, and napkins in the one below. Four place settings! Speaking of... Where is Maddie, Mary? Hiding from helping out, or just doing her makeup for the seventh time?
"She didn't tell you?" Mary said, incredulous. "She is out. She has a date."
"A date?" Jessica asked, in confusion. Then she looked at me, then back at Mary. "Um... with who?"
"Cleon James. They haven't gone out before."
Jessica stared at me instead of Mary.
"What?" I asked in confusion.
"You don't seem... concerned about this," Jessica said, more confused than me.
"Huh? Why should I be? I hope she has a good time."
"But you..."
"She will have a good time, but not a great time," Mary said dismissively.
"What do you mean?" Jessica asked.
"I know Cleon better than Maddie. I've seen him in more circumstances. He is not quite the cool dude Maddie thinks he is."
"Is there something I need to do about that?" I asked sharply. I had never heard of this Cleon dude.
"Easy there, Galahad," Mary laughed. "He's not going to try anything that would make you mount your charger and ride off to fell the villain."
"Galahad?" I asked. Jessica sort of laughed.
"He has a white knight complex," Mary told her mom. "Petra told me all about it," she said to me, sticking out her tongue.
Wait. Petra and Mary were talking now? What the fuck?
"Who is this Petra?" Jessica asked, further bewildered, but wanting to put everything else to bed so she could get back to being angry at Maddie for ditching us without telling her.
"One of Alistaire's friends from school," Mary told her.
"How do you know anyone from Alistaire's school besides the Poppy girl?"
"Poppy introduced us by text. Said we should be part of the Sisterhood," Mary said, before realizing that this was not a helpful conversational path to wander under these circumstances. "Anyway, Sir Galahad here has nothing to worry about with Cleon. Go set the table, Alistaire."
Fuck, they had dragged Mary, Maddie, and Carrie into their fucking 'Sisterhood'?
Fuck, what did people think of the Carrie situation? They had to know...
Fuck, Jessica had not told me where the placemats were.
Fuck. Jessica had five different sets of placemats here in the dining room. Now I had to make a decision...
"Fuck!" screamed Mary from the kitchen, immediately preceded by a swishing thud.
"Fuck!" followed a half-beat later from Jessica. At least Mary would be off the hook for the profanity.
I rushed into the kitchen.
Fuck.
White shit was everywhere. Mary had dropped a Tupperware container of sugar, and it had exploded all over the place. The floor looked like that Bing Crosby movie, White Christmas.
"Shit," Jessica said, percolating up a good mad.
"No problem," I said quickly. "Mary, do you have a broom for me? I'll get it cleaned up. No need to get too upset, Jessica!"
"My problem is, I needed that sugar! Now I have to go to the store and get more," she growled.
"Oh no you don't, Mom," Mary said firmly. "I will go. You have six things cooking already. Need anything besides white sugar?"
"I have everything. Well, I had everything," Jessica said, mollified by Mary's contrition.
Mary grabbed the keys to her and Maddie's Honda. Then she looked at me. "I'll be back, Alistaire."
Oh.
So the sugar had been thrown on the floor, not dropped.
I foresaw an unprecedented out-of-stock situation with white sugar, and a city-wide doghouse, henhouse, and outhouse search for the same before Mary ever came back.
Dammit, girl. This was too soon. Way too soon.
Well, I could at least advance the cause in her absence.
I set to work, sweeping up the sugar, and finding the task a lot more time-consuming than I had anticipated. How was I supposed to stand around, openly ogling Jessica, if I was hunting for stray sugar all over the kitchen?
Jessica had worn a plain skirt this evening, down to just above the knee. It was a decision she seemed to suddenly regret, what with me crawling around on the floor below her all over the place. I might not be ogling her full-time, but I was giving her plenty of looks as I moved around. This was really a helluva view, even though I certainly wasn't seeing anything forbidden.
Mary's mom was following my progress, in between doing a few last things that did not require the sugar. "You missed some over there," she observed several times when I had, in fact, missed a patch. It slowly became apparent that she was more watching me than looking for sugar in hard to see spots.
This was both surprising and flattering. As I know, I'm in shape, but I'm not some specimen.
As I worked, I managed to work in compliments for her about things like what I was smelling, how she chose not to murder her daughter, and how her shoes looked. Incidentals like that.
"Mostly, I'm just sad you aren't wearing that dress I wanted you to buy," I smiled up at her as I neared a finish.
"How did you know I went back and bought it?" Jessica gasped. "I haven't even admitted doing that to the girls!"
"You did?" I said incredulously. "Now I am genuinely bummed." I also was suddenly getting hard thinking about what kind of view I would have had from down here with her in that super short hemline! "You could go put it on..." I asked plaintively.
"Fat chance, Buster."
"Oh well, I think I am done down here," I said, still kneeling in front of her. "Unless you have any other crevices I need to see to?" I asked before I could chicken out.
She just boggled at me.
"My God," she finally said at last. "Are you seriously hitting on me?" she went on before I could reply. "I mean, I have actually been enjoying you having your fun. I figured you were having fun teasing me, while mostly trying to tease Mary and Maddie."
"Maybe," I said. "What are my chances of success if I really am hitting on you?"
She stared at me. She also, before she could stop herself, answered dismissively, "Better than you deserve!"
"Hmmm," I said, as if to myself. "'Better' is good enough." Then I looked up at her again. "But 'good enough' would be even better!"
She looked at me incredulously, but with a smile she could not help.
For my part, I stood up, and just went to empty the last dustpan full of sugar into the trash. There had been a lot of sugar.
"Giving up, finally?"
I turned with a smile and looked at her as hungrily and intently as I could. By now, I wanted to fuck this woman in the worst way, to make her cry out over and over, to make the best noises that girls always do. And I let every bit of that show on my face. "Absolutely not," I said with a suddenly casual smile.
"You are still hitting on me?"
"Am I? You would be utterly worth it."
Her eyes bugged in amazement. Then she dropped her head into her hands and muffled a small scream. She looked up at me in a mixture of befuddlement, horror, and still that amusement.
"I should be completely terrified of having you around my daughters. Why aren't I?" she asked, though I wasn't sure who she was asking.
"Probably," I said softly, "because you know that I would never do anything to hurt either of them. That I care about them as friends. And though the current, delicious state of our friendship is kind of a mayfly thing, what with different colleges waiting for us all in the fall, I will always be there for them in the future if they ever need anything." I smiled. "...and because we all have an absolutely great time."
"How many times," Jessica ground out between her teeth, "do I have to tell you to stop, before you will listen?"
I pondered that, or at least how to respond to it. "For the record," I said easily, "you have yet to tell me to stop even once. You have not even asked me to stop."
That caught her up short.
"I told you no on the dress."
"Hmmmm..." I tapped my chin. "True. But while I'd love to see you in that dress, and I still have hopes of same, my basic agenda here is to see you out of whatever clothes you are wearing. I guess I really am hitting on you, after all."
She gaped at me. I was being pretty audacious, even for me. But I kind of suspected that she was starting to really enjoy that. So I was going to do what I always did for beautiful women, give her more of what she liked. My plan for the long game seemed out the window.



"And what if I do ask you to stop?" was her next challenge.
"I don't think I will. You kind of seem like you are enjoying this."
"You... Wait. What if I tell you to stop?"
"Oh. Then I'll stop. For now. But I'll still hang around until you no longer tell me to stop."
She stared at me. Then she stared at all of me, up and down. Mostly down. I could see her flush just a little. "I cannot believe that an 18 year-old kid is making a pass at me."
"How am I doing?" I said, trying to visibly restrain myself from moving even one inch closer to her.
She said something under her breath that sounded like, "Creatively."
Then she shook her head, and said, "No. That wouldn't do." And she snatched her phone up from the counter near her.
What? Was she going to do something like call my Mom? I instantly started to freak.
I didn't actually freak because I was trying to figure out whether I was more afraid of Jessica telling my Mom I was hitting on her, or of what my mother might say in reply...
She put the phone to her head to talk. "Mary?"
One, thank God. Two, what the fuck? Was she going to tell on me to her daughter?
But her voice was suddenly completely casual and mom-like. "Did you get the sugar yet? What?" her voice sharpened in actual surprise. "No sugar? None? How about Kroger's?" She shook her head and muttered, "What the heck is this, COVID all over again? Listen, darling," she went on assertively, "I decided I really need some Larritelli's speck with dinner tonight. Go get some of that, and get me the sugar there. What do you mean, where? Larritelli's! Where do you think? Do you ever think?" she added crossly, and she shot a disapproving look at me. "Yes, I know it is in Germantown. If you hurry, you can get there, grab my pound of speck, get the sugar, and be back here in an hour. It will be longer if you keep arguing."
She listened for a second. "Now you are being cooperative. Thank you, darling. Good... Wait! I know I said, 'If you hurry', but please don't hurry. I know how you like to drive. I don't need to have to bail you out again. Be careful. I love you."
'Again'?
And what the hell was Jessica up to?
And what was 'speck'?
Jessica set down the phone on the counter. She looked at the floor, then up at me. She heaved a sigh. "There. You have an hour to show me why I should not say Stop."
My hungry look was back, and I had done nothing consciously to summon it. I also knew we had a helluva lot longer than an hour. I'd never heard of this Larritelli's place, but I sure as hell could not get to Germantown and back in even close to an hour at this time of day. Even if I drove like Mary usually did--at speeds I was absolutely certain she was not going to drive this evening.
I took a quiet step toward Jessica, then another. Standing in front of her as she leaned back hesitantly against the counter of the kitchen island, I lifted one hand to the side of her head, with the thumb in front of her ear, its heel pressing softly against her jaw, and my fingers curled into the hair on the back of her head. With the gentlest of pressure, I tilted her head up a little and I leaned down to kiss her.
I was tentative myself, feeling my way through what she wanted, and I was on full alert for whatever feedback I got from her. My lips touched hers lightly, resting there for a moment. Then I pressed them just a bit harder. Her eyes bored unreadably into mine as her lips began to return the delicate kiss. I worked my head to the side lightly, giving us a different angle, and increased the intensity just a tiny bit.
Suddenly her eyes lidded shut and she was kissing me hard. There were still no tongues, but she was definitely kissing me back. I nipped at her lower lip with just my own, then her upper. She was the first to let her tongue slip out and brush my mouth.
I rested my hand lightly at her waist. Another brush of her tongue, this one more assertive, and I slid my hand to the small of her back, pulling her toward me and away from the support of the island. I let my own tongue quest a bit, and she met it with hers. I pulled harder and she was tight against my body. I wanted her to feel my hardness against her. She moaned just the tiniest bit.
My hand on her back slid lower, and I clasped her ass firmly. I didn't grope, not yet at any rate, but I held that lovely edifice happily. Her hands wrapped around my back, stroking me up and down.
Our kiss was progressing to some full-on face sucking by now, so I let my hand that held her head slide down. I let it slip between us, and I caressed the outer curve of her magnificent breast. It was just a tease. Perhaps a promise. She almost leaned into it, but I let my hand keep moving down to caress first her hip, then the other cheek of her ass.
Jessica popped her mouth free to take a gasp of air. "You are surprisingly good at this for someone your age," she observed, then kissed me again.
I broke off the kiss this time. "I am a good learner. And I'll bet you still have many things to teach me."
She just kissed me again, and reached down to full on maul one of my ass cheeks. "We only have that hour," she cautioned.
We had more than just an hour, I remained convinced. But what did she mean? I only had this one time to be with her?
No. She said I had a chance to show why I should not stop. I was auditioning for a recurring role.
I slid one hand back up to a breast and gave it some real, thorough, gentle attention. Whatever bra she habitually wore was fairly thick, and likely supportive. I could not feel her nipples through it. Even though the bra was supportive, she had to have taken hers off that day she'd tried on that dress, and I'd seen the cleavage. That support was mostly for comfort, not required for appearance.
My other hand went to the side of her skirt, where I had, much earlier in my examination of her, seen the zipper. I slid it down much slower than necessary, but Jessica seemed to like the tease. The skirt went loose on her hips, and I let it slide down her lovely legs to the floor.
"Mrs. Davis! You wear some sexy panties," I grinned.
That crack earned my ass a genuinely painful pinch.
Calling her Mrs. Davis had been the joke, these panties were no joke. Honestly, I was shocked. They were green, they were lace, they were small, and my hand, which had immediately slid back to her ass, told me they were a thong. Even girls my age don't wear panties like this around the house. Had Jessica been thinking of me when she got dressed last?
"Okay fine," I grumbled. "Don't wear any panties then, Jessica." And I slid that thong off her body.
"Getting a little eager, are we?" she challenged, though I sensed she was also more eager than she wanted to admit. I knew the vibe of a girl who was ready to fuck.
"Well, I am more than ready for this," I said, and instead of dropping my own pants, I knelt before her and kissed her lower belly, right above the neat, trimmed triangle of her curly bush.
Her belly undulated like a belly dancer's and she gasped. I nuzzled her and looked up. Her hands were now on my shoulders and she just sighed, "I might be eager for that, too."
I caressed one of her calves for a moment, still nuzzling the top of her bush, then lifted that leg upward, spreading the thigh out wide. She leaned back against the counter again for balance and lifted the leg even wider.
Wow, she smelled crazy good. I scrunched down, took a deep breath, and sent my tongue burrowing into the hair between her legs. That hair was drenched already. And delicious. I murmured happily as I delved deeper, until the electric moment when my tongue was past the pubes and sliding between soft, welcoming lips. Jessica did not so much murmur as moan as I did so.
I let go of her calf to reach under her leg and grab the edge of the counter myself. This gave me balance and gave her a stable place to brace her leg with less effort. I wanted her to suffer no distractions.
This meant that I had only one hand to work with, but I could manage with that!
My tongue twirled deeper into her canal, while my free fingers started massaging their way up the inside of the thigh with which she stood. I looked up at her and begged, "Please take off your top."
I guess she understood me, despite my tongue being buried inside her, because she wordlessly tugged up on the polo she wore, and pulled it off. It wasn't exactly a striptease by any means. Her concentration was between her legs. But she did retain enough thought to do me the solid of taking that damned all-day support bra off as well.
Those were some nice tits dangling above me. One part of me wanted to stop what I was doing and rise to suck on those pert, large nipples and grope those not at all drooping boobs.
The rest of me told that part to fuck off.
My hand reached her crotch, and I slowly slid my tongue higher, searching for her clit. My middle finger pushed up and replaced my tongue inside her cleft.
Interstingly, Jessica's clit was nowhere near the size of her daughters', but it was easily as sensitive, and possibly a lot more so. Was that genetics, or just her alleged long dry spell?
Whatever, it needed attention, and I was utterly here to provide that. I lashed at it with my tongue and wiggled my finger inside her. All the muscles of her body were nicely toned, and that included the ones in her interior.
She hissed and jerked, and I prepared to really go to town, but instead, she scrabbled at my hair and pushed my face away. "Stop! Please... stop," she gasped. I looked at her, puzzled. "I... you are... that is amazing, but..." she paused like she was loathe to say what she wanted to say. Then she plunged on. "But right now, I can't wait any longer. I... need you to stand up. I need to... I need to see that cock of yours for myself."
I was standing up obediently before I realized it. But I did it with my finger still inside her, still pulsing. She pushed me back, and I lost even that.
"That cock of mine?" I asked, amused.
"I... fuck it. I overheard the girls in the dressing room, that day we all went shopping? They... they were arguing over how huge it was. Do they even know what the fuck they are talking about? Are you really eight inches long?" she asked before she could shut herself up.
I just smiled again, drinking in her naked, delicious body, and pushed my shorts down. I had earlier decided that wearing underwear around Jessica was a non-starter until I had finished my quest.
My cock sprang up between my shirt tails, eager to introduce itself to Jessica in every way possible.
"Ohhhh, fuck," she sighed. "How can it be better than I imagined?"
"Imagined?" I asked, a little puzzled. Had she been fantasizing about me?
"I was intrigued by the conversation," Jessica said in a tone of understatement. Then she sagged as if involuntarily to her knees. "I fucking outright dreamt about it three nights later." She reached out and stroked my length, my cock jumping happily at the attention. "And this is better than I fucking dreamed."
This was a lot of profanity from Jessica all of a sudden...
Here was a new reaction to seeing me for the first time. She wasn't shocked I was big, she was shocked I was bigger than she had suspected. I could happily deal with this wrinkle as well.
My ruminations vanished as she leaned forward and pressed my head between her lips. Her mouth was not large, and I saw her actually stretching her lips to wrap around me. Her tongue beat at the heavy invader to its home, and I whined in sudden ecstasy. She tried a bob or two, then pulled off and stared at my cock. Then she sucked it in again, taking just a tiny bit more of me, and making me just a tiny bit more brain-dead.
Then she pulled off again. "I'm sorry, Alistaire, but this is a lot. I am going to enjoy figuring out how to get a decent amount of this in my mouth, but maybe not right now?" she appealed. She rose back up. "Right now, I am so fucking goddamn horny, I just want to figure if this beast will fit in me. Please?"
Oh yeah. I lifted her up onto the edge of the counter, and her legs instantly spread in almost desperate invitation.
Wordlessly, I stepped in and, grabbing my cock, pointed it to where my tongue and finger had paved the way. She looked down in almost horrified anticipation as I rubbed the tip against her pussy.
And then I just kept doing that.
"Alistaire..." she growled, and I grinned at her for busting me.
Then I started sliding into her.
Yeah, those inner muscles were in plenty good shape. I did not want to pump in and out to work my way deeper. Instead, I was as patient as I could manage and just kept pressing. I slid inexorably inward, my passage only possible due to the incredible wetness she was producing. Deeper and deeper I went, as she let out a long, low moan that slowly raised in volume as I sank deeper.
"I can't believe I am taking this," she wailed. She looked down at what was still left exposed outside of her. "More! Give me more of that fucking huge dick."
I did. And when I could give no more, I finally started thrusting. Jessica moaned with each fresh penetration, as did I. While she remained stretched around my cock, I was soon passing much easier in and out of her body. But holy cow, did it feel amazing.
"Christ fuck, this is incredible. It doesn't matter what angle you come at me from, you hit all the buttons at once, you are so fucking big," she grunted when I really got going.
The angle didn't matter? Bullshit. I grabbed her hips and shifted them slightly, while I altered the movement of my own a bit more significantly.
She utterly screamed. "Holy...! Oh, God, fuck me. Fuck me hard. Fuck me just like that!" And suddenly she was coming. Hard. She spasmed on my cock, her body flailed, and her breasts flushed with rushing blood through their capillaries. I kept fucking her until she started to calm.
I slowed to a stop, and let my desperately rigid cock slide free.
"You... you're not... done," she said in confusion and sudden loss. "I... don't worry. You can come inside me."
"Thank you," was all I said, but then I pulled her off the edge of the counter, turned her around, and bent her forward over it.
She just chuckled and said, "Oh. Fuck yeah," she added.
I plunged myself back into her again, grabbing her ass and hips to help me resume thrusting. I was instantly at full speed, and again sensing a need for small adjustments, I made them.
Yeah, I had not given her any time to come down from the high, and I had her spiraling again quickly.
"You are a fucking beast, Alistaire," she growled between moans. "How does any girl let you out of her sight?"
"They know, ungh, I will, unnnh, always, unch, come, unn, back," I said, punctuating each bit with a hard thrust that I knew had to be directly stroking her gee.
Shortly, I had her on the edge again. Just a few more thrusts...
And I came. It had been a while since I'd just let go without warning, and I wondered if I only did because my subconscious was reassured by her earlier words.
Whatever, I caroled loudly and felt my balls surge. Felt everything else surge too, as I froze and just quivered inside her. Dammit, she hadn't come yet!
Not a problem apparently, as the rush of spurt after spurt of my jizz inside her had her suddenly screaming herself. I managed another thrust and she screamed again. "Motherfucker! I feel... shit this is... Ohhhhhhhhhhhhhhoy! Give it to me," she cried.
So I did, I managed at least a few more thrusts, and she came again.
I had to stop before my cock exploded with too much pleasure, and sagged against her, pushing her against the counter.
Suddenly, she flopped loosely beneath me, and I draped myself atop her. I gently pushed her hair aside and kissed the side of her neck.
"I had no idea how much I needed that," she practically sobbed. "Sorry about the language," she murmured.
I laughed, and she did too.
We stood there like that, reveling in the afterglow.
"Yeah, okay," she laughed suddenly. "I may, provisionally, mind you, allow you to keep making your pass at me."
"Aww. Gee thanks, Ms. Harris," I said, then resumed kissing her neck.
I felt her insides pulse around my cock, and she jerked up her head.
"Crimineys! Are you still hard somehow?" she said incredulously.
"It does that around gorgeous women," I said, giving her the tiniest thrust.
"Already?"
"I may not have the knowledge and experience you are used to, ma'am," I said, back in the twerp voice, "but I make up for it with youthful vigor." I gave her another, harder, but still short thrust.
"That's not vigor, that's inhuman. I felt how hard you came in me," she said.
"Want me to do it again?" I asked.
We both looked at the clock.
"We have time..." she mused.
Not that much time, but she had to know Mary would take longer than an hour, as much as I did.
I pulled free of her, and she looked around in consternation. "I thought..."
I pulled her around and brought her down to the kitchen floor with me. "I want to see your eyes this time. Kiss your face," I said softly. "That and suck on your boobs some too," I added with a huge leer.
"Go for it, Alistaire," was all she said as she relaxed back on the hardwood. Oh, I sucked on her boobs all right. They were very, very suckable. I squeezed them. I buried my face between them.
But that doesn't mean I didn't have my dick back inside her before I was done. Once I started thrusting, I had to let go of my liplock on her tits and transfer it to her mouth. Our tongues fucked each other as I rose and fell inside her.
"You look ridiculous, still wearing this shirt," she said, and scrabbled at my buttons. I arched up to give her room and she practically ripped the shirt off me so I could resume entering her over and over.
Her breath was shortening, but only a little, and I sensed we would both be able to go a lot longer this time.
"This is so good," she panted beneath me. "Next time you come over to try to finally make a successful pass on me, we need to make sure we have more time."
"Think I'll finally succeed?" I asked merrily.
"I don't know. I should not be as intrigued at the possibility as I am," she joked back. "Maybe by the end of the summer, I'll let you know."
We paused so I could fuck her relentlessly for a passage. Then I backed down to an easy rhythm.
"Fuck, you are in shape," she said, noting my easy effort.
"I try," I said. All those miles, four days a week at the gym... worth it.
"I will need supplies for next time," she said, giving me a serious squeeze as I rode her. "Fudge sauce and whipped cream for sure... What else?" she asked herself.
"You keep the ice cream on hand?" I asked.
"Too cold," she giggled. "The toppings will go on us."
Oh really?
"I can't wait to cover every massive inch of that cock you are plowing me with right now in whipped cream, then suck as much as I can reach off of it. I'll have to lick most of it off, because I'll never fit much of you in my mouth. Sorry," she added breathlessly.
Apology unneeded.
"And then the chocolate sauce?" I asked, a little breathlessly. Not because I was tired, but because I somehow looking forward to fucking this woman again, while still fucking her this time.
"That's for me," she said, pulling my hand up onto her chest. "I put fudge sauce on my nipples, and that's your reward for worshipping them."
"I don't need an incentive to worship your breasts, Jessica. But I do like fudge sauce."
"Well, fudge me rotten now," she giggled. "Then, if you do a good job with that, I'll fill my cleavage with whipped cream and fudge sauce, and you can fuck my titties. Have you ever fucked titties before, Alistaire?"
"I have," I said eagerly. "And I am very eager to learn more of this most excellent-sounding enhancement."



I did not feel it was necessary or useful to tell her that both of her daughters' were among the titties I had fucked.
"Are you? Well, I also like to have a spoon on standby, so I can eat the used chocolate and cream, once you add a salty ingredient for me."
I almost creamed then. But I am better than that. Barely.
I think she might have come, however, but just a little. Had she closed off an orgasm so I could give her a bigger one later? Wow.
But a few moments later, I saw her spy the clock.
"Do that thing with your hips again, Alistaire," she gasped. "I need to finish, please, and I don't want to do that with my daughter gaping at us in the doorway."
I laughed. "Yeah, maybe not today."
She hit me just a little, but I shifted my hips and she was back on a low boil. I berated myself because while she had been talking dirty, I had not paid enough attention to making this woman's body sing. She would sing now.
"I just cannot handle the idea of my daughters finding out," she grunted, writhing beneath me.
"Finding out?" I said. "We will tell them. Tonight."
"Have you lost your mind?" she asked me.
"No. Jessica, listen. I may not know a lot about the world yet, but I do absolutely know about this thing. I know a lot about it. Listen. If we keep it a secret, and they find out about it later, which they will, then it could permanently damage your relationship with them. And it would ruin my relationship with them. But while the latter would hurt, seeing any damage to the way your daughters think you are awesome would just kill me. And probably you, too. I told you, I won't let anything hurt them, or you."
"Are you crazy? They would freak out completely," she countered.
"They will freak out, sure," I shrugged. "But not in surprise. Don't you get it? I asked them first."
"What!?!?"
"They saw how into you I was, and they told me that I should go for it with you, if you were down." That was all true, if not strictly in the correct order.
"My daughters pimped me out?"
"Hardly!" I laughed. But yeah, kind of. "If anyone, they pimped me out!" There, that sounded better. "Mary and Maddie's entire focus once this blew up was to ensure that I made sure you have a great time." I paused. "It is a little intimidating, to be honest. Being expected to rock your world."
"Alistaire?"
"Yes?"
"Mission accomplished."
"Thank you."
"Now get back to fucking me."
To be clear, I had never stopped fucking her through that entire exchange. And she had never stopped pushing her hips back against me.
It was interesting, seeing her mind war between pleasure and fretfulness.
"So I am an assignment? One for you to complete?" she asked biting her lip, not sexily like some girls, but even more fretfully.
"Jessica. Listen. You are not an assignment, though I will admit your daughters kinda think so," I chuckled, though the current furious pace of my thrusts made that use more oxygen than I liked. "You are a spectacular-looking woman, who I like a lot, independent of your made for sex looks. You are nice and are awesome with Mary and Maddie. That is important to me. But mistly, I just want to fuck you and keep fucking you going forward. Often." I suddenly moaned as she dug her fingers into my ass and clamped down on my thrusting cock harder than I thought she could.
"Oh," I added brightly, "and I super duper want to fuck your chocolate and whipped cream-covered boobs at the first opportunity!"
"Alistaire..." she said breathlessly. "I think you... are about... to earn... that chance. Oh, fuck me harder! Now! Now! Blast my fucking cunt with that hot cum. Fuck me!" her voice crescendoed and rambled off into incoherence as I felt her bucking hard under me. I was still going, and I watched as her body tried to relax, but tensed again.
"Come in me," she growled. "Come in me now and I will buy whipped cream and a squeeze bottle of Smucker's hot fudge sauce tomorrow morning!"
Now, THAT was a remarkably specific, and weirdly erotic grocery list.
Jessica's legs whipped into the air and clenched around my back.
I had wanted to hold on and make her come yet again, but that was not her plan. We went with her plan.
My actual ejaculation was not that massive. I had just come less than half an hour earlier, so give me a break. But the impact of the crest of the release was like being hit with a half-ton pillow. I did not so much moan in ecstasy, as grunt like the victim of an erotic impact.
It was an amazing orgasm and I want more like it, but not too often.
And as I froze atop her, cock thrust as far it could go, Jessica thrashed underneath me, her orgasm either continuing or spawning a sequel. I was not thinking or listening clearly, but her cries were mostly about cum, cream, fuck, and fudge, with other assorted noises and alliterative nonsense words interspersed between.
Then she oofed as I involuntarily collapsed atop her, crushing her against the hardwood floor of the kitchen. I sobered instantly, at least enough to brace myself up and get my weight back off her chest.
"Holy Shit," she panted with a wide, weak smile.
I kissed her forehead. "Jessica, you are one magnificently dirty woman."
"Oh, am I?"
"Yes. Teach me your ways."
"We'll see," she smirked. "But your first lesson is, get the heck off of me. I need to pee and otherwise eject fluids. Then we both need to dress and I need panties substantial enough to catch the rest of what you left inside of me!" I slid off her more than a little reluctantly, and we grabbed clothes.
"Use the guest bathroom and spruce up too," she told me quickly. "We may have to tell Mary and then Maddie, but Mary does not need to outright see or smell the aftermath. And she could be home any minute"
Moms gotta mom, I guess.
As it turns out, we both were more or less presentable and back in the kitchen when Mary finally dragged back in. "I have the weird bacon," called Mary, waving a bag from this Larritelli's place, barging in from the front door with no warning. The stinker.
Jessica was back at the stove, stirring some sauce that smelled awesome, and I was perched on the edge of the table, watching her. She looked up at her daughter. "Oh, thank you, dear."
Mary froze and looked at both of us. Then she looked at her mother. "Yes! I knew you'd do it! I knew it!" she instantly whipped out her phone and started typing rapidly.
Jessica stared at Mary in shock. "Do what, young lady? Whatever are you yammering about?"
Mary's fingers froze in shock at her mother's confused irritation. She stared back at me.
I twigged instantly to Jessica's play, and rolled with it.
As Mary turned to me, I shot her a desperate look and made tiny, 'Cut! Cut it out! She doesn't know!' movements with my hands.
Mary 'realized' that she had jumped the gun, and paled. Then she leaned in, because the girl is kind of a champ herself. "I knew you two would have eaten without me," she said, stamping her foot.
"I would never!" Jessica said, in high dudgeon.
"I took over an hour, and now we will be eating super late," Mary said desperately. "You, uh, you don't look hungry."
"I am ravenous. We should have eaten an hour ago, except you dropped three pounds of perfectly good sugar on the floor."
"You sent me all the way to Germantown for speck!"
"Well, I wanted some tasty meat," Jessica said with an utterly straight face.
Mary almost lost it, but held it together somehow. I wondered if she might have herniated her diaphragm.
"Now, text your sister like you were about to, and tell her she can come home," Jessica said fiercely.
"She's on a date with..."
"Maddie is not on a date with Cleon James," Jessica snorted. "Our pimply-faced, overweight paperboy is more likely to win the Olympic 100 meters than screw up the courage to ask one of you two for a date. Tell her to come home. And you dropped that sugar deliberately!"
Maddie quailed.
Jessica shook her spoon at her daughter angrily. "I had planned to eat an hour ago, and I am starving. Tell her to be quick," she added brandishing the spoon toward Maddie's phone. Then she turned to the stove again. Without missing a beat, or changing her tone one iota, she added, "If Alistaire had not been here to give me a tasty snack, I would be really quite angry right now."
Maddie opened her mouth, then left it open like a beached whale.
Unfortunately, she turned slowly toward me. I may have grinned rather smugly.
This earned me, I kid you not, a slice of speck hurled at my face, hitting me perfectly. She was seven feet away. Speck is not aerodynamic, and she still nailed me perfectly.
"You let her do that to me?" Maddie growled.
"Well... I let her do all sorts of things to me," I replied.
------------
Yeah, yeah. I know. The mom trope again. But I think this is a case of same trope, different story. I hope you will forgive my self-indulgence. I'm sure you will forgive Alistaire his...
As always, guys, I really want your feedback, kudos, and criticisms below in the comments. A minute of your time after reading this stuff makes all my hours, days, and weeks of writing it worthwhile. And don't forget to vote and to follow me so you will know when the next chapter drops!
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THE ONE WITH OTHER INTERESTS
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I know from looking at the story so far that it seems like I spent the summer just boning Mary and Maddie... and also Carrie for a while, at first, and then Jessica after a while... except for when I was taking time out to bone Poppy and Sloane. Nothing could be further from the truth.
The job Mom had gotten me turned out to actually be pretty cool. I got to do more than an intern typically would, due to my ability to swiftly complete whatever task was set before me. This meant it took up more and more of my time as the summer went on, and my boss gave me more hours, squeezing whatever he could from this criminally underpaid resource before it left for USC. I know I sound kinda harsh there, but those were pretty much the exact words he used when I bitched one day about the new schedule and not having more free time.
I also hung out a lot with Chris and Tony. I also hung out with just Chris. In our little friend group, Chris was the apex of the triangle, so I never hung out with just Tony. Sometimes, later on, Maddie hung out with the three of us to play board games. She and I never let on any of what was happening between us.
Chris remained irritated that I hung out so much with Mary, Maddie, and Carrie, yet never 'made a move'.
"Dude, we are just friends," I said, with absolute, utterly misleading truth.
"Well, it is pissing me off that you won't at least try to hook up with Maddie."
"Why her in particular?"
"Because she has started hanging around all the time! And talking to me at other times, when we run into each other. It is frustrating that I can't even simply ask her out."
"Why not?" I asked. I admit to being amused with this, and was toying with my buddy.
"Because she is your territory, man!"
Oh, no he did not. He was not putting his problems in my name!
"She is not my territory. No one is my territory," I said firmly. "If you want to make a move there, go right ahead. I will not be miffed in any way. Any. Way." I thought that I better add some other provisos... "That said, I have seen exactly zero indication that she is interested in your scraggly hide. More importantly, if you do get with that in any way, you will not be the only guy doing so, on an ongoing basis."
"So you are saying she is some kind of slut?" Chris said dangerously. Dangerously for him.
"Chris you are my oldest standing friend, but if you suggest Maddie is a slut ever again, I will take your already smaller than mine body and reduce it into even tinier, evenly weighted portions."
"Whoa! Chill, Al! I was about to get mad because I thought it was you who was going there! Maddie is my friend now, too."
We dropped it, as guys do, and went back to talking baseball.
Later, I called Maddie.
"Just a heads up, Chris is pissed that I won't make a pass at you."
"I love that those two have yet to get a clue about us," Maddie laughed in reply.
"Well, I told him that I would not object if he made a pass himself."
"Alistaire!" Maddie yelped. "You have a better chance of getting Mary and me to lick your cock simultaneously than Chris has with me."
"So you are saying there is a chance."
"Fuck you, Taylor."
"Please!"
"When?"
*
Chris did, miraculously, screw up the courage to ask Maddie on a date. She turned him down.
But she did wingman for him about ten days later, with Jo Harrington. That worked out extraordinarily well for Chris. By his standards. He got to second base there before all was said and done, and he would not shut up about it.
Tony started calling him Tit Man. It was adorable.
*
I also made friends with Felix Donaldson, the other economically-exploited high school graduate working at the paper. He had had the utter misfortune of his parents moving to town in the middle of his senior year of high school. Moving during the middle of a kid's senior year is pretty brutal, so he was not eaten up with friends.
But Felix was cool, and organized, and determined to fix his social problems. This made him the king of knowing about commercial social options.
It turns out that there is a huge, upscale time-share complex on the south shore of the big lake on the other side of the city. The lake is actually the main metropolitan reservoir. The complex is full, all summer, with families, including a lot of older kids, shuttling in and out for one or two-week stays.
One of many attempts by the resort to keep these well-off tourist kids happy was the dances they put on twice a week for under-21s. There were refreshments and a live band under the huge outdoor pavilion near the shore of the lake.
Crucially, to keep the numbers up and make it a 'happening', the resort sold a limited but significant number of entrances to local kids.
I had never heard of these events before, but when Felix told me about them, he insisted I come along with him to one. I was not exactly on the hunt for girls, but I figured what the heck. If Maddie could wingman for my boy Chris, the least I could do was wingman myself a little for my boy Felix.
Also, I was dimly aware that I was not much of a dancer and felt that getting better might be a good idea before I got to USC.
The less said about my few prior efforts at dancing, the better.
Driving over to the place the first time, Felix was practically bouncing in the passenger seat, eager for an opportunity to talk to girls who didn't know anybody in the room. Girls who might be up for a little adventure. Felix knew he was not a player, though I had a very firm idea that he was no virgin. Regardless, the guy was quite focused on meeting girls who were bored and possibly ready for a little vacation adventure.
The first night we went, it was a good time. The band was the best I had ever heard live.
Don't get excited. They were only the third I'd ever heard live. Prior to that night, the best live band I had ever experienced had been the Bloodshot Rhinos back at school...
There was decent food and lots of people. Lots of girls. Lots of presentable girls.
I did not initially seem to be needed as a wingman, as Felix was off dancing with some girl wearing an Ohio State University polo shirt and a short, scarlet skirt within twenty minutes of arrival. I waved him off happily and tried to figure out what to do with myself. Despite everything, I could still be a little shy with strangers and was surrounded by nothing but. I sucked it up and looked around for a way to improve my social skills.
The place was crowded, and I had never been comfortable simply walking up and introducing myself to just anyone. That had still not changed. Despite everything (and everyone) I had done, I was still... me.
Worse, even though this was supposed to be a meet-and-greet party for out-of-town kids, the whole place was mostly filled with little clots of kids who had clearly already met. No way I was inserting myself into any of those. So I focused on the few kids, like me, who stood around alone.
The first few dudes I wandered up beside were a disappointment. Most were flat-out boring, and those that weren't were kinda a-holes who just wanted to stare at girls' asses.
I like staring at girls' asses too, but I can multi-task, dammit.
I approached a girl, and she was the worst. It had been quite a while since a girl had looked right through me like I wasn't there. That brought back uncomfortable memories, and I was starting to resolve to just hang out and drink sodas until I could leave, with or without Felix.
I was amused by the way everybody dressed. The dudes were totally casual. They almost all just wore jeans, usually nice but not always even that, and there were a crazy amount of plain white teeshirts. A few guys who wanted to dress up were wearing what kids who did not go to prep school think kids who go to prep school dress like. I was wearing one of my 'brave' shirts, a Robert Graham, and khakis. I might as well have had on a tux.
The girls... well it was kind of ridiculous. Most of them were wearing short dresses or skirts, seriously short. Those with cleavage to offer were damn well offering it. Whether the girl was hot or not, she dressed like she was going to a Miami nightclub. Felix's dance partner would have been a crazy outlier, if her skirt had not been so short and so very tight.
I rapidly figured my chances of meeting any new friends here were low. And to be honest, I was not interested in meeting any new playmates either. I was... satiated. I had arrived fully ready to embrace any such opportunity, but I was not looking for one. And by the time the night was half over, I wasn't really even in an embracing mood anymore.
At one point, my eyes lighted on a blonde girl, standing by herself. I will admit, I first noticed her because she had a nice build, but I wandered her way because she was standing alone. And because she had to be a local, since she was not in something satin and short. She was, in fact in a nice-fitting pair of jeans, a pair of low boots, and a sky-blue, long-sleeved shirt.
"Um, quite the spectacle," I said, moving sideways the last few feet to stand next to her.
She took her eyes off the crowd for a minute to give me a quick glance, smiled politely, and replied, "You must have gone to Pisstree."
Well now.
"Well, now I know you went to Fuckheads," I said. "But what makes you think I went to P-High?"
"Well, you are clearly local. You are dressed nice, so you can't be one of the tourists. But I've never laid eyes on you, so... Pisstree."
"Excellent reasoning," I said like I was a teacher or something. "I am a local, but I went to boarding school instead of high school down here."
She actually turned to me with something like a glimmer of interest. Not in me as a guy, but as some sort of interesting specimen. "Boarding school is still a thing?"
We fenced over my school and other subjects while several songs went by. We must have been talking a while before I finally screwed up the courage to ask, "So, what is your name, anyway?"
That actually surprised her. "Charlotte Gaines," she said instantly. "Shit. I don't know yours either."
"Alistaire Taylor," I replied instantly. I realized that I still sometimes clung to Al when introducing myself to guys. Felix, for instance, knew me as Al. But it had been a long time since I had introduced myself to any female, of whatever age or appearance, as anything other than Alistaire.
"I'm sorry," she snorted at my moniker. I gave her the stink-eye. I've come to like the name... mostly. "Listen," she said, "I know you came over to ask me to dance, like every other guy who has tried to talk to me. Are you going to get around to asking?"
I stared at her. "Um... No? I actually did not intend to ask, because I myself suck at dancing," I replied sheepishly.
"And for that, I am going to say yes," she said with a sweetly evil grin. "Let's go embarrass you." With that, she walked forward into the press of kids who were dancing.
I have gotten hard to embarrass, so I followed. I may have also followed because she had a nice, if small ass. That was kind of a natural reaction. I neither wanted to dance, nor try to tap said ass. But habits are habits, and nice asses are nice asses.
Once on the floor, I realized that I was hard to embarrass, not impossible to embarrass.
I lasted three songs before I beat a retreat. She followed my humiliating withdrawal.
"Told you," I grumbled.
"Hey, you are not that bad. And you were getting better," she said charitably. I wondered where this new-found lack of barbs came from. "Give it another few hours a day for the next ten years and you might be not hilarious anymore," she added with a friendly grin.
There it was.
I got enough shit like this from Chris and Tony.
We talked for another few minutes.
"So, if you won't let yourself dance," she said, "why are you here?"
"Mostly just wingman-ing for my friend, Felix," I said, pointing to where Felix had just come into view, still dancing with his prospect.
"You are doing a poor job," Charlotte said, following my gesture.
"They have been dancing for over half an hour," I protested.
"And? That girl just wants to dance. As long as he wants to dance, she will. Then she will move on as soon as he stops."
I looked at the two of them.
Shit.
I know extremely well how a girl looks at a guy she is attracted to. I hadn't been paying attention to that that evening, but now I did. Buckeye Babe was just not interested.
"She might at least cut him loose before the night is over," I said sourly.
"Don't be sad that she is better at using your friend than he is at using her," Charlotte said. I looked at her. "I'm just saying that she is going to get everything she wants out of him, and he is not going to get anything he wants out of her," my companion of the moment said with a grin. I rolled my eyes.
We talked a bit longer, then parted. Once I lost track of Charlotte, I realized I should at least have gotten her phone number. That was the sort of skill I would need at college. Honing those skills was part of why I had agreed to come to this event in the first place.
The evening ended on a down note. I met no one else worth talking to. And Felix got ghosted about six seconds after he unwisely chose to stop dancing. We kind of agreed to leave a half hour before the band was done, and headed home.
"Saw you dancing with Charlotte," Felix said.
"You know her?" I asked. I had not known Felix was a Fuckhead.
"You have no chance, dude," was all he replied.
I did not want a chance.
If I wanted a chance, I would have one, I thought. My ego, expanded beyond measurement in recent months, was sure of it. I believed it... mostly. Had I actually wanted Charlotte, I'd have been a shit ton less sure.
But while there was still a lot of summer left, I was already feeling the bummer of leaving the girls I was with already. I was not looking for more goodbyes.
Felix just assumed that I would go with him to these things again.
"Wednesday? No can do," I told him, slightly relieved that I did have plans already.
"Really? What are you doing that is better than bored chicks wearing short skirts?"
"Uh, game night," I said easily. Fortunately, Felix knew I was a gamer, and did not bother to ask much in the way of follow-up questions. I was actually playing board games, but that was Thursday, as usual. Wednesday, the games I was playing were with Mary.
Two-player games.
*
My parents were going out together more and staying out later than I ever remembered before, at least when Mom was in town. She was also traveling more for business. Dad told me it was still not like she used to before I was born, but her travel had become a lot more frequent over the last year or so. Maybe my parents wanted to make the most of their time together when she was not on the road, maybe they had just gotten used to me not being around all the time and did not feel the need to entertain me now that I once again was. But I also had the uncomfortable feeling that they were clearing the house for me and... whomever I might want to bring over.
I was sure as fuck not going to ask them. That way led to conversations of the sort that would have me wanting to move out and change my name. If they stopped giving me these opportunities, however, I might have to ask anyway. Having a bed that I could actually use to do things like what I was currently doing to Mary was wicked convenient.
She had her legs wrapped around the small of my back, and we had discovered that putting the Hogwarts pillow I could not shame myself into getting rid of under the small of her back provided us with an angle of action that we both gave five stars.
My cock slid in and out of her silky interior in swift, long strokes. The extra three miles on each morning run was proving to be well worth the extra drudgery, as I was still going strong with lots of energy left in the tank, even though this was our second round. My cock was screaming silently with delight, and Mary was making up for its silence with the volume of her own appreciation.
I had her close, and while I could easily have been ready to come along with her, I wanted to coax one more orgasm out of the girl beyond what I felt boiling beneath me at the moment. Under ordinary circumstances, I would have easily counted on managing another round after this, if I slipped up and came. But since I had dropped by one of Jessica's new listings that morning, right after she had had a showing... I had to worry at least a little about how much ammunition I had remaining for Mary after the time with her mom.
"Fuck! Fuck! Fuuuuuuuuuck!" Mary screamed, hitting my head with another pillow as she thrashed under me in release. The pillow thing was an annoying new habit, but I was hardly going to complain, given what it always accompanied. And this evening, it also made sure I didn't just nut involuntarily in response to the incredible series of twists and squeezes her pussy was performing around my still-moving cock.
"Oh, God," Mary sighed, slumping back against my mattress. Then she added with a gasp, "Oh, God! You haven't come yet, have you? Tell me you came!" I just smiled at her. "You are going to fuck me again, aren't you?" she asked nervously. "I can't take that again!"
I just smiled some more.
"You are going to kill me," she moaned as I started thrusting again.
"Fuck, Alistaire! Stop," she begged. "At least let me roll over first!"
There it was. Mary was becoming almost as addicted to taking it from behind as Beth had been.
I pretended to grumble as I slid from inside her, and she panted, making a show of delaying as she rolled over. In doing so, she grabbed the pillow she had been hitting me with and piled it on top of the Hogwarts one. When she lay down, what sweet, round ass poked up enticingly, her already well-fucked slit now in perfect position.
I wasted no time and buried myself in her once more. But I slowed my pace from before, wanting to savor this and give her time to recover enough energy to come hard when she came again.
Regaining her breath, Mary laid her head on its side, and asked me, "Maddie and I were thinking Saturday night we could go see the new movie, what's it called? The gross-out comedy one."
Ordinarily, seeing a film sitting between Mary and Maddie would have been an automatic yes. Especially since word was the big-name female lead had an actual nude scene with stuff visible.
I sighed. "Can we do Sunday afternoon? I told Felix I'd go with him to that dance thing across town again."
"Oh ho," Mary chcukled. "Maybe I should go with you!"
That got her fucked a little extra hard. "Want to keep me out of trouble?" I growled.
"Not necessarily," she giggled. "But my friend Sue went to the one last week and got herself a heaping helping of some Boston boy. Maybe I want some Yankee dick of my own."
"Any time you want to come along, tell me," I said, deciding it was time for us both to finish. "There are plenty of Boston, New York, Philadelphia, and other-type boys there for you to sample."
Then I made damn good and well sure that if she did sample any such, she'd remember me while she did it. I'm not jealous, but I am competitive.
*
"You have to stop wasting your time on locals like Charlotte at these things," Felix told me as he drove us over to the resort on Saturday. "The action is all with the tourists. They are the bored and horny ones. And they have no time to waste."



"You sound like the voice of experience," I replied sarcastically.
"I do better than you, dude," he snorted. "Stick with me. We'll get you laid eventually."
I thought it best not to answer that.
Charlotte was not there that night. I'll admit, I looked for her. A little.
Mostly, I watched guys dance. Yes, the guys. I was taking notes. I was unenthused about my dancing skills. Dancing is like sex, I reasoned, so with a little study, I should be pretty good at it, right?
I was beginning to get a few ideas that I wanted to try when fate did me a solid.
I turned away from some guy whom I was watching put on a show, trying to see what Felix was up to, or who he was up to. About ten feet away, I saw two girls. Both were attractive, but one was a knockout. They were both tourists, dressed in the uniform of too short, shiny dress and high heels. As I spied them, a guy stepped up and asked the pretty one to dance, leaving the near-knockout standing alone.
That seemed like a terrible shame. She was tallish, and made taller by spiky heels. Her legs were long, and those heels made them look unreasonably so. Her calves in particular were carved outstandingly sleek.
I walked over and said, "Hey there. Want to dance?"
It was not the greatest pickup line in history, but it had the virtue of being straightforward, and being pretty much what everyone was there to hear anyway.
Whatever, it worked, and we were soon on the floor, dancing. She was an okay dancer. I was trying valiantly not to look as stupid as I had the week before.
Her name was Al, short for Alexia. No shit. Al. But psycho name karma aside, there were some great things about dancing with her. Two in particular.
Her dress was a sparkly red satin that clung to her waist and her hips and her ass. It did not cling to her legs because that would have required enough fabric to reach lower than the tops of her thighs, and this was a very ecologically sustainable dress in that regard. When she would turn around to shake her ass at me while we danced, it just barely managed to keep me from seeing directly the thong she had on underneath. That it was a thong was unmistakable from the panty lines, or the lack thereof, in the tight fabric of the dress.
The only place the dress was loose was at her chest, where it had one of those scooped, voluminous necklines. It sort of hid her bust from casual inspection, though I could tell she had a nice pair. But when we were dancing, and she leaned forward toward me, something she did plenty often from the start, she would shimmy her shoulders. Whenever she did this, the dress gaped open if viewed from my high, close vantage, and I was treated to a view of damn near all of two splendid, swaying tits of somewhat large size and outstanding firmness. I never could quite see any nipple, though given the way she liked to repeat that maneuver, I was sure I was supposed to.
I was doing my best to see them, Al. I really was...
We were barely two songs into things when she smiled and asked curiously. "You are local, right?"
"Guilty as charged," I said, trying to concentrate on doing something with my hips that didn't look stupid. Dancing is frustrating because believe me, I know how to use my hips. I really should be better at it. "Why?"
"It's weird. Don't take this the wrong way, but you dance like a prep school student," she said, and I was treated to another round of ass-shaking, though this time she kept her head turned in my direction.
I did not mind if she caught me looking. I was clearly expected to, and I like to give girls what they want. When I do, I am often granted things I want in return. And while I was not there that evening to get anywhere with any girl, the idea of some fun with Al here was beginning to appeal.
"What does that mean?" I asked, amused.
"Because," she said, smiling at my eyes feasting on her ass, "prep schoolers almost never get to dance."
She was right there. We had one big dance a year, at the end. I missed my senior dance because Bridget, Petra, and I had better things to do that evening.
No dancing had been involved, but there had been plenty of hip movement.
"And how would you know that?"
"I just graduated from this school called Berkshire. It is a prep school in Massachusetts. It is why I dance so shitty, too," she said, making it hard for me to agree with her about that at the moment. That ass was moving quite arrestingly.
"Well, like all preppies, you are super deductive," I said, and told her where I went.
"I visited there for a couple of basketball games!" she exclaimed.
"I ran a few races at Berkshire, too," I admitted. They had not been among my best cross-country outings. "I also applied there," I added.
"Awww..." she drawled, turning around to face me and do the 'here at my tits' shimmy again. "Couldn't get in?"
I just smiled. Everyone on Earth knew that anyone who got in at my school was a shoo-in at frigging Berkshire. More to the point, my school had been my first choice all along.
The fact that I had been waitlisted at her place had seriously no bearing on those facts.
I really liked that shimmy, even though I was still tantalizingly denied any actual nipple views, so I did what was good for me and kept my mouth shut about Berkshire's manifest inferiority.
"How'd you like going?" I asked her, trying to make conversation while splitting most of my brain power between trying to dance better, and trying to see those nipples every time she leaned forward.
"It was okay," she said. "Wasn't it for you? I mean, they helped me get into U Chicago," she added.
Ah yes, the universal subject of prep school seniors.
"Congratulations," I said. "I'm going to USC."
"South Carolina?" she teased again.
"Very funny," I said, mildly offended that she would even laugh about such a thing.
The song ended, and the band started one of the rare slow ones.
Lots of kids awkwardly drifted off the dance floor. I was expecting us to do so too, but before I should awkwardly shuffle off myself, Al stepped a foot closer to me, raising her arms.
I was hardly going to say no to that. Plus, I was pretty sure that I would not suck at slow-dancing. I reached out and pulled her close to me, wrapping my arms around her back at the base of the rib cage, leaving some room to prevent embarrassment. But she just flowed fully against me, and held her hands up between my shoulders.
This removed my embarrassment-free buffer zone, and my cock, of course, instantly betrayed me by twitching and swelling, if only a bit.
She felt it, and just smiled at me and pressed harder, if only briefly.
We swayed on, but backed off until we were barely brushing against each other, a sort of mutually deniable lack of space between us. The song was quieter and we could talk easily.
"It's not just dancing that you can't hardly manage while away at school," Al said, making conversation.
"Hmm?" I asked. I admit I had been getting caught up in the way she smelled, and the way she felt in my arms, and needed a moment to catch up to the fact that she was talking again.
"I mean, you couldn't hardly date either, right?" she said almost grumpily. Her pouty little mouth pouting even more for the moment. Those little lips sported some mildly garish red lipstick, which was giving me problems. I was still lightly pressed against Al, and if I thought much more about kissing those lips, or worse, let loose the image trying to form in my head of them stretched wide around my cock, I would be embarrassed in short order. "Everyone is in everyone's business all the time," she went on, unaware of my inner struggle. "You have nowhere to go, especially nowhere if you want..." she cut herself off abruptly.
I chuckled. "Want what?" I teased.
I was shoved briefly, but not hard enough to be pushed away. "You know, you jerk... If you want to have a really good date."
We both laughed. I admit that I was amused in a much different way than she was, but it is always nice to laugh together with a girl.
"Well, have you had much luck since you graduated?" I asked archly. I actually was a little curious.
"That is none of your business," she snorted.
Okay, so she had.
"Parents are not much better than faculty, though," she went on, in spite of herself.
"Better?" I asked incredulously. "Mine are a nightmare!"
"They let you out to come to this dance."
"My parents are not restrictive," I corrected her. "They just tease me about fucking everything."
Al laughed at that. "But if you have a girlfriend for them to tease you about, I'm surprised you are here... dancing with me... especially like this." She pressed herself against me firmly yet again. She had to feel my still fairly quiescent bulge, but I was more distracted by the size of what I felt against my chest.
I began to entertain some definite notions about what this girl and I might get up to if I played my cards right. I hoped her family was here for at least a few more days, even another week, but did not think it wise to ask about that at the moment.
"I do not have a girlfriend. All I have are friends I hang out with, but no girlfriend," I informed her, uninformatively.
"Ugh! How did you manage to keep friends when you went away?" she asked in frustration. This really was a problem for all of us who boarded.
"Yeah, most of my friends from before don't know me or don't care anymore," I agreed. "But I kept in touch with a couple friends back here, and recently, I actually got to know some old acquaintances better. And the dude I rode with here, who got me to come in the first place, is a new friend from work."
"Well, I'm glad you came," she said sweetly.
"I think I'll come again," I shrugged with a smile.
"Hopefully soon," she said back.
Whoa. That was at least an invitation to see her again before her family left. But the way she said it left the impression of a double-entendre. I was definitely being flirted with.
The slow song ended, and in about five notes, Al identified the next song and wrinkled her nose. "I hate this one. Let's get a soda or something."
Slightly disappointed to be leaving the dance floor, I shrugged and led her away, toward the drinks area. I had been looking forward to more of her bending forward and attempting to show me her tits. The song that she hated had a tempo that would have been great for that...
I grabbed a Coke and she chose a Sunkist, and I suggested we take a walk. "You can show me around this place," I said brightly. "I've never been out here before."
"Sure, my feet could use a rest," Al agreed. Within a few feet of leaving the outdoor pavilion, she slipped off her heels and dangled them from the hand opposite me, wiggling her toes. "It's actually a pretty cool resort," she said, leading me away down a large, central path.
I took her free hand and followed. She had no hesitation in returning my clasp.
There were mostly three-story blocks of nice condominiums spread around in an artfully haphazard manner, but there were recreational facilities interspersed. A large field of astroturf was scattered with little kids in pajamas and their mothers or fathers, watching Frozen on a huge, inflatable movie screen.
Under other circumstances, and in other company, I'd have stayed to watch. Frozen is a guilty pleasure for me.
And Elsa is freaking hot.
Don't give me that Anna shit. Team Elsa, start to finish.
But holding Al's hand, I walked smoothly on.
She turned and led us onto a narrower path between units. "The lakefront is this way," she said, pointing out a shimmer in the distance. This path was lit as well, but only by low downlights, giving you a view of your footing, leaving everything above knee height illuminated only by the Moon, and a little leakage of light from mostly closed curtains.
I was completely lost within moments.
She detached her hand from mine, and put it around my waist instead. I let my now free hand flow around her waist. In seconds, I had, without thinking, moved it down to her ass. She just added extra wiggle to her walk.
Al and I (the name thing still caught me off-guard) laughed and compared dormitory and faculty war stories as we walked. We started compiling a taxonomy of teachers, as there really were some very common types. There was a Mrs. Sarnioki at Berkshire. Her name was Phelps. Al had a Coach Parvus in her background as well, though hers was named Smythe, taught French instead of German, and coached lacrosse instead of track.
"So, did you guys have the ridiculously hot first-year teacher?" I asked with a grin.
"Yes!" Al exclaimed, turning to me excitedly and almost dislodging my hand from her ass. I might have been discrete and let it go for the moment, but she had moved her hand to my ass a while ago, so I felt fine with hanging on. "That's crazy? You did too?"
"Oh, yeah," I chortled. "What was she like?" I enquired.
Al snorted. "His name was Mr. Donnelly, and he was a running back at Dartmouth."
"Ha! Had it bad for him?" I teased.
"Everybody had it bad for him," Al said firmly. "Everybody. My friend Beth and I caught Mrs. Walsh following his ass with her eyes all the way down the hallway once. And she is 54!"
"Ever take a shot at him?" I asked, amusing myself with information I was never going to share with her.
"As if! I got it going on a little, but Mr. Donnelly was way out of my league!"
"I don't know," I said airly. "Single faculty have a kind of lonely life at school. They don't leave campus any more than we did. And unless your faculty was a lot better looking than ours was, I'm betting all he had to fantasize about on lonely nights, which were all of them, were a selection of seniors." I looked her up and down quite openly. "I'll bet this Donnelly guy jacked off while thinking about you more than once!"
"Wow! That is some graphic bullshit to drop on a girl you just met," she said, scandalized. But she did not remove her hand from my ass. I was really beginning to suspect that this girl and I had more than a name in common.
"I figure you are a grown-up," I shrugged. "And I'm betting that Mr. Donnelly thought you were grown-up enough!"
"Jesus!" she exclaimed. "You... You are... You are pissing me off, because now I'm going to start thinking about that at the worst times when my mind is otherwise unoccupied."
"I'll do my best to make sure that doesn't happen tonight," I replied, keeping my eyes away from hers. "But you said you live in Massachusetts, right? Maybe you should drop by the old alma mater on your next break from Chicago. Look in on your favorite faculty..."
I was hip-checked as expertly as if she were a hockey player. But she was thinking furiously for a minute or two...
You are welcome, Mr... whatever the fuck his name was.
Figuring I had pushed the envelope way too far for a conversation with a girl I had met 45 minutes earlier, I asked, "But really, what do you do here? I love my parents, but the idea of wandering around a bunch of condos for a week or two with them and no buddies seems... difficult."
"Ha!" she replied, relaxing again, seeming glad for a change of subject. But by the way, her hand was still on my ass, and moving around a little while there... "My little brother and I had some very pointed questions for our parents on that front when this trip was proposed. But I have to admit, Pop really came through with something."
"Oh?" I asked, curious.
"Here," she said. "I'll show you!" With that, she let go of my ass and I lost my grip on hers as she took hold of my hand again and led me at a trot around a corner and down a longer path across a lawn right toward the water.
A long row of low buildings lined the shore of the lake ahead of us, and as we neared, I saw that they were built on stilts out over the water.
"Our condo comes with its own boathouse," Al said excitedly, leading us toward one. She let go of my hand and keyed in a combination. It would have been a piece of cake to hack that lock, as the four keys she punched were worn down so you could not see the numbers, while the rest looked brand new. She threw open the door and ushered me in. The door was on a spring and clicked closed behind us. "Like I said, Pop really came through," she said, waving at the two rental jet skis in the cramped shed with us like she was a gameshow hostess.
With her wavy blonde hair and that short dress, she kind of looked like a game show hostess of the hotter variety.
I noticed that she had ignored the light switch and we were illuminated only by the light reflected off the water underneath us.
"Wow," I said, staring at the pair of sleek machines, one a single-rider job, and the other a four-passenger monster. "I have never ridden a jet ski. I never knew I wanted to until now." They looked fast. And if you crashed, well, you would be on water...
"Oh, you should. They are great!" Al enthused. "They are..." Suddenly she paused, and then looked slowly at me out of the corner of her eye. "You could have a lot of fun straddling one."
Well now.
There was that note of double entendre again, suddenly back in her voice. And I recognized the expression on her face. It was the expression of a prep school veteran, in the company of someone interesting to them, discovering that they had found that most elusive of circumstances: Privacy.
We both looked around at the complete lack of eyes around us.
"We... uh... we couldn't take one out after dark, even if we were dressed for it," she said, tossing her shoes aside carelessly. "But you should at least sit on one."
And she gestured, game-show-like again, at the bigger vehicle.
Hmmm.
I shrugged and climbed onto the long, cushioned bench, leaned forward, and grabbed the handlebars. My momentary mental image of me zipping across the wave tops on this sleek ride wiped out when Al climbed on behind me. I caught sight in my peripheral vision that her short hem hiked up way further as she straddled the wide vehicle right behind me.
Then she leaned forward against me, breasts pushing into my back, and wrapped her arms around my waist. She wriggled as she settled herself against me.
"The only problem with riding this is that you have to hold onto the person in front of you tight or you will fall off. That usually means my Ma, or worse, my little brother," she grumbled. Then I felt her lay her head against the back of my shoulders. "This would be much nicer. This is much nicer."
I wanted to be charmed. But she had her arms wrapped low around my waist. For most guys, it would not have been a problem, but with the way I was sitting, and the way I was hardening, she might be feeling something imminently.
"I suppose," I said, risking a few words of my own, since things were going so nicely, "That could be an issue. I'd have to feel what it was like to hang on like that for myself."
She stiffened against my back, and I worried yet again that I had gone too far. I knew I had when she let go of me and stood up off the ski.
"Sounds good," she said, waving backward. "Slide back, and you can hold onto me."
I was not about to turn that down. I had not gone too far. I was unsure Al had a too far...
Even better, now that I could directly watch the girl climb back onto the jet ski, I could see that her dress really rode up wildly when she splayed her legs to sit. The hem was nestling in the crook of her hips, and the lower half of her, yes, thong-clad ass was exposed. A little more was exposed as she leaned forward to grab the handles. She looked at me with languid expectancy.
I swung my long leg back over the machine, still staring at that ass, and put my hands on her hips. I may have slid the fabric of her dress up a little higher as I settled my grip...
"You'd have to hold on tighter than that, or off you'd go," Al laughed.



I slid my hands around her waist now, and she actually let go of the ski to tug my knees forward.
Okay.
I slid forward hard against her. This cost me my view of that ass, but in so doing, my now fully hard cock was allowed to access it by pressing firmly between its cheeks through my khakis, but not through her dress. It had ridden up completely out of the way.
She leaned forward again, pretending to rev the throttle. I leaned after her, lowering my chest against her satin-covered back and wrapped my arms tight around her waist.
"Vroom," she said with a giggle.
"Vroom vroom," I replied. Her hair smelled great. She used a shampoo I was unfamiliar with, but I liked it.
She made pretend zooming noises and wrenched the handlebars back and forth. This seemed mostly an excuse to rub her ass against my groin, but she also got into a long narrative about how to ride these machines, and how fun they are. There may have been some grousing about their parents hogging the single-rider unit for themselves most of the week.
Her diatribe ran down, and her waggling hips ramped up.
"So, what I'm saying is, you can go really fast on these things," she said, turning her head enough to give me a look out of the corner of her eye.
"Is that so?" I murmured, letting her see the wolf for the first time fully.
"Yes," she whispered after a moment. "Yes, you can."
I still can be clueless about things. Things like how this situation escalated so fast. But I was not clueless about the nature of that invitation.
I still moved slowly as I let my hands start to slide up her belly. But she just leaned further forward and pushed her ass back even harder.
Oh, these were some fantastic-feeling tits. My hands took them in their grasp and I marveled at their firm elasticity. They were not huge, but felt amazing, especially with the slick fabric of her dress sliding easily over her flesh beneath.
"This fast enough for you?" I asked, kissing the nape of her neck through her curls.
"Maybe," she said back. "We will see." Then I watched her twist the throttle handle hard and go, "Vroom vroom..."
Oh yeah.
I slid my hands up from her breasts and tugged down on the top of her dress. As I suspected, the neckline, when pulled, was wide enough, with the dress's slight elasticity, to slide down off her shoulders. As I pulled down, Al released the jet ski and lowered her arms so I could keep pulling downward. As soon as I felt her breasts pop free, she slid first one arm, then the other out of her garment, and seized the handlebars again.
I let the dress settle around her waist and grasped her breasts once more. I rubbed my thumbs over some seriously big, erect nipples, then pinched them gently, tugging them outward a bit. Al hissed and muttered, "Vroom," once more.
I continued to enjoy mangling those tits, but she let go with her left hand and reached back behind her, between us. She stroked what she could reach of my bulge, and chuckled. "That is a seriously hard dick there, man. But come on, Alistaire! I'm pretty much naked here, in what by now amounts to a belt, and a thong, while you still have your pants on. Help a girl out, will ya?"
I reluctantly let go of her breasts, but by the time I got my hands back around to my waist, I realized that just undoing my fly was not going to work, with as far as my legs were spread around the machine.
"Just a second," I growled, slid back and kicked my one leg over so I was sidesaddle behind her. Al just leaned forward and made more vrooming noises.
I liked a girl who committed to the bit.
I swiftly kicked my shoes onto the floor of the dock, then yanked my pants down and off. Underwear too, duh. Instantly, I kicked my leg back astride the jet ski and slid forward again until my raging hardon pressed against the small of her back and in the top of her crack. My hands swept around her again, lest her breasts get cold without my hands to keep them warm. I mean, it had to be at least ninety degrees in that boathouse, but you can't be too careful when it comes to letting boobs get cold...
"Mmmm," Al hummed, wiggling her ass a little against my balls. Her left hand swung back behind her again. Her next 'vroom' died in the middle as her hand started to stroke my length... and stroke... and keep on stroking. Her hand clenched around me in realization.
"Holy shit, Alistaire!" she yelped, twisting around in front of me to look back and down at what she was holding. Her eyes widened as she saw what she held. Her hand yanked away and she yelped. "What the... how... the hell is that?" she blurted in fascination and a little genuine alarm.
Yep. Never, never, never going to get old.
"Vroom?" I said mildly.
Somehow she spun around in the meager room on the bench in front of me and straddled it facing me now. Her hand had gone back to grasping my cock and never left it during her turn.
So, she was limber in addition to being lithe. Good to know.
She stared down, taking in how little of my length her hand covered, and how hard she had to stretch to wrap her fingers (mostly) all the way around it. She jerked her hand away again and muttered, "Jesus! It really is that big..."
Her gaze speared mine, her blue eyes blazing. "Lie back," she commanded, giving my chest a shove.
Because, as always, I am inclined to obey commands from naked hot chicks, I flopped backward on the length of the bench.
She looked at me with wide eyes, took a deep breath, and leaned forward over me. I was familiar with a girl having a certain look on her face when she is about to go down on me, and let's just say I was not surprised when Al kissed the tip of my cock. I was not used to her also looking like she was about to jump off the ten-meter platform into a pool for the first time, but Al leaped, so I was not upset by the phenomenon in any event.
Her kiss was deep and succulent on the head of my cock, and it was followed by a few lavish licks that had me groaning in burgeoning pleasure. Then she paused again, before pressing me in between her lips.
I think I mentioned that Al had a cute little mouth. Her jaw and head were actually quite normal in size, but her lips were kind of sexily tiny. I got an extra charge as I felt how she really did have to stretch simply to get those lips around my cock. And I got an even better charge when, once I was past the narrow entrance, she let me slide well inside.
"Oh, fuck! Thank you, Al," I sighed. "That is terrific."
She bobbed a couple more times, then released me with a pop and a gasp. "Wow! This thing is incredible, Alistaire," she said. "But I hope this will be enough for you, cause a girl just is not going to be able to take that in, you know, down there."
"Whatever you offer is awesome," I said reassuringly. Then I could not help but add, "But I've never had any trouble with any girl that a little patience couldn't handle."
She smirked, jacking my cock to keep it happy. "I thought you were a preppie, who doesn't have anyone to hang out with here at home but friends," she snorted.
"Some of them are really good friends," I said in understatement. "And I think you just didn't do a good enough job of finding privacy at Berkshire..."
She arched an eyebrow, and then, as if to check, she bent and sucked me again past her widely stretched lips. Her tongue briefly tortured my frenulum within her mouth, then she popped me free again.
"You are seriously telling me that you've fucked a bunch of girls with not one of them having to visit the Emergency Room?"
I just laughed.
"No screams of terror? Not one fled in fear when you threatened to impale them on this, admittedly amazing, thing?"
"Oh, there is usually plenty of screaming, but not what you are talking about. I get the screaming that is kind of the point, right?" I added, thinking I was on pretty solid ground.
"Hopefully," she giggled. She was jacking me with both hands now, and examining my dick closely, with what I optimistically hoped was decreasing fear.
Seriously, I felt really bad that I had scared her. I'd never intentionally distress a woman. The whole thing upset me a little.
Also, I admit, if she was too scared, then I would not get to fuck her. And I really wanted to do that by this point. Sue me. Given my experience and my slugging percentage, we had reached a point in the festivities where I figured full-on sex was a foregone conclusion, but Al was finding novel ways to make me uncertain.
She was used to getting me past her lips now, which I hoped would give her confidence for other things, and she slid me back into her mouth, deeply this time. She did not deep-throat me, but she also barely gagged at all whenever she hit the back of my throat, and she started getting serious on me. I was seriously approving.
She popped off again, this time just as I started to get really tense down there. "You are seriously telling me there aren't girls walking around with permanent limps from this thing?"
I thought she asked it in a relaxed enough fashion to be playful in my reply. "Well, I'm guessing if any guy fucks a girl well enough two or three times in a row, there's gonna be a little funniness in her walk for a couple of hours, right?" She looked at me. I grew concerned. "I mean it's happened to you at some point, right?"
"Fucked three times in a row? No, Alistaire," she scoffed.
I was about to say that three was my minimum achievement level, especially when I had not already had sex that day, but I realized I'd better not. After all, it would probably send her off on more discussion. And if she continued talking, she would not be getting back to this most excellent blowjob.
She laughed at me to herself and went back to work. Her hands had never slowed, and now I realized that she had not been serious before. She was now.
I never last that long on the first pop anyway, and this was some top-level work she was doing. Her grip was just the right strength, and the bobs of her head were incredibly long and smooth.
"I'm gonna come here in a miniute," I groaned happily.
She slid me free of her mouth and closed her eyes, keeping her face right over my throbbing cock. "Give it to me," she moaned in a commanding way, jacking hard. But then her eyes shot open and she gobbled me back into her mouth again. She probably realized that was nothing but some old rags to clean up with, out in this shed.
In or out made no difference to my dick at this point, and my legs shot out straight and to the sides as my pelvis rocked hard. Everything throbbed and I gasped as I felt a long stuttering flow lunge out of my balls and through the shaft that Al was sucking on like a straw.
She gulped mightily and then did so a second time. My back thumped against the firm cushion of the jet ski seat, and my head bounced a tiny bit on the hump at the back as I collapsed.
Al squeezed her hands up my length, licking and sucking away every last drop, seeming to enjoy the sensation of my slightly softening member. Finally, she popped upright. "Ha! I feel like that was an accomplishment!" she giggled. Then she sobered and looked at me. "I still don't know if I even want to try to put that thing inside me though..."
I struggled upright, and smiled. "If you do, or don't, I won't mind," I said gently and almost truthfully. "But I will let you think about that while I make sure you get at least a shadow of what you just gave me... unless you are afraid of my tongue as well?"
Her eyes widened. "You are going to..." She shook her head rapidly. "I am not afraid of your tongue," she said hastily.
I smiled. "Lie back on the handlebars," I growled. She obeyed.
I leaned forward myself now and took an obvious whiff. "Oh, you smell yummy, Al," I sighed and leaned in to nuzzle but not lick the slender strand of the thong that 'covered' things between her legs. No hair was in evidence.
"Niiiiiice," Al sighed, but then seemed to get almost instantly impatient as I moved my light kisses, and then some nibbles, away from her pussy and across the high inner slopes of her thighs. Her hands both shot to my hair and tugged me back on target.
"Impatient," I tut-tutted with an already moist grin. "We don't even know each other's last names!" That was true, actually... "Mine is Taylor. What's..."
She was having none of my fooling around. "I... haven't had a lot of this before," she growled in a reluctant admission. "And I can already tell you are going to be good at it. Please get on with it!" she demanded distractingly.
'Good'?
'Good'?
My pride was goaded. She was not going to regret goading it. Introductions could wait.
I tugged the thin scrap of fabric to the side and slathered my tongue up her slit. She hissed happily, then bucked her hips as I instantly found her hardened bud and twirled around it. Her hands did not leave my hair, and I resigned myself to some sore roots that night. I was used to it by now anyway, and since I still intended, hoped, to make her temporarily bow-legged later, it was the least I could put up with.
The fingers that had tugged the thong aside now gently pressed her lips apart and I let my tongue sweep down into her folds and within. Her flavor matched her aroma and I growled happily.
For her part, Al moaned loudly, "Ohhhh, fuck yeah. This is... the stuff!"
I shifted my hands so that my thumbs could stroke the sides of her labia while my tongue kept delving. I let my index fingers roll her clit between them and against my upper lip.
I really had no intention of her holding out for long, and I was in no way disappointed.
"Oh! Oh oh oh oh! Alistaaaiiiirrrre!" she moaned and I felt her jerk side to side against my stimulation. I saw it coming and rode her movements easily, which had the virtue of setting off a secondary orgasmic wave in my new friend.
I let her stop at two. She really seemed over-stimulated. As I stopped my efforts, she sagged like a dust cover back over the jet ski and panted for breath. "You... Alistare... ohhhhugh... you just did that to make me want to fuck you," she gasped in accusation.
"I did not," I defended myself. "I did it because I really wanted to see, hear, and feel you come," I said earnestly. "And because I fucking love doing it." Then I smirked. "If it makes you want to screw me, that's just a happy coincidence."
She shook her head and laughed with me. I just fucking love watching a girl's tits when she laughs.
"Twent... twenty seconds to catch my breath, then I... I am going to be stupid and try," Al said in near-disbelief. "But," she added, raising a finger, "I have to be on top, please? If you come at me with that... shit, it is hard again already?!? I was hoping to work it in me while it was still resting a little!"
"With you lying there, basically naked and super awesome like that?" I snorted.
She smiled a little, then heaved a big breath. "I want to wait, but I don't want to chicken out. Slide back a little!"
Not wanting her to chicken out either, I scooted back until my ass was just over halfway back on the long bench seat.
Al tugged her dress off over her head, rose, and demonstrating that incredible flexibility, worked the thong off in a flash. In but a moment, I had a fully naked hot chick straddling my already wide-spread thighs. Before anything else happened, I took the opportunity to lean in and suck hell out of those delicious, bobbing titties.
But Al was now on a mission: Ride or Die, apparently.
I had to twist to keep my mouth where I wanted it as she pressed her hips forward, rubbing her soaking wet slit against my cock and pressing her legs together below me, feet on the running boards of the jet ski.
Her hand snaked down between us and less stroked than steered my cock. She straightened up her legs and rose until my cock slid off her front and she steered it between her legs. I felt it press up into her opening and she stared into my eyes uncertainly. Then she started sinking down slowly. I moved my hands to support her ass upward, giving her confidence that she would not slip and impale herself until she wanted to. "Thank... you," she said breathlessly. Then she pushed herself down, taking several inches of me now.
"Doing good?" I asked softly, as I lay back on the jet ski to relax and enjoy.
"I am not being rent asunder," she said, trying to be sarcastic, but actually showing a little wonder at that fact. "This should not possibly feel this good," she added, pressing down on me harder. She took about two-thirds of me before she started to rise and fall, almost experimentally. "This feels really good," she went on.
"You feel really good," I replied earnestly. In illustration, my set of supporting hands on her ass became much more a set of groping hands.
She rode me like that for a little bit, almost tentatively, like she was still afraid she was suddenly going to be wishboned. I just massaged her spiffy little glutes under the cover of supporting her from falling fully on me. She stared down at me, wide-eyed as she took me.
I saw the pause in her eyes before she stopped moving, hovering over me with my cock half-buried in her hairless snatch. Her open mouth trembled for a moment, then her jaw set. And she pushed herself down onto me fully. I moaned happily as my cock pressed its way into new, incredibly tight depths.
She paused there again. Her belly undulated as her insides involuntarily trembled around me, and my eye was drawn to her true outie of a belly button, one of the first I'd ever seen. It wobbled as she adjusted to my presence.
She shook her head. "Fuck, this is unbelievable," she muttered, more to herself than me. Then she started to rise and fall along me again, using her feet firmly planted astride me on the running boards to give her leverage for incredibly long, smooth strokes. "I... I wanted... to have a good vacation," she panted, not interrupting her work. "Maybe have a memorable time, you know?" she added with a saucy, if breathless, grin. "But you are a fucking bucket list experience!"
The polite thing to do would have been to tell her likewise. But, well...
"This is unforgettable," I replied.
There. That was honest.
Now that I'd noticed it, how was that protruding navel drawing my eye away from the now bouncing breasts above it?
She did not need my hands to support her ass anymore, so I slid them up to grab said breasts. Once my fingers sank into that warm, jiggling flesh, my eyes corrected their priorities and feasted on those nipples as I tugged on them.
Suddenly, her easy, swift rhythm disappeared, and practically every stroke became different. She went from fully impaled to only half so, then back down, then a full stroke, then she was barely riding the top three inches for a bit. And throughout, her hips twisted and tilted on me, moving where the pressure of my strokes ran.
"I've never had so much to fucking experiment with," Al gasped happily. "This is so damned... useful!"
I laughed, tugged a nipple extra hard, then released it. My hand rose, grabbed the back of her neck, and pulled her down and forward to me so I could kiss her hard once more. She sighed and let herself come to rest for a moment, my dick once more fully plumbing her depths.
I would have happily made out like that for a long time. I love the feeling of kissing a girl I am inside of. But Al was soon back on her mission and resumed her variety of experimental rises and falls. She slowly seemed to dial in exactly what felt best. I tried shifting my hips here and there to assist her, based on my prior experience, but she always pushed me back flat, seemingly determined to figure this out on her own.
I may be downright agreeable, biddable even. But I know enough about myself to realize that I can only be passive for so long. For the moment, I lay back and enjoyed the ride, letting her figure out what angle on me she liked the best. I was figuring it out too...



She found it. She went on to another one, arching her back and flexing her hips, but she swiftly came back that other one. She went away again, then came back almost instantly. She began to ride me like that, and I let my hands drop back to her hips, analyzing just how they tilted. It sure worked for me too.
But I was done being passive. I pushed my hips upward. It wasn't hard. My feet had good purchase on the running boards of the jet ski, and Al was not a heavy girl. She made a brief noise of surprise that morphed into a yelp of protest and pleasure as I began to thrust up into her at just that right angle, my hands guiding her hips to stay in just that right position.
"I... I'm supposed... to be in charge here," Al protested, but did not try to squirm away.
"You are," I grunted through my sudden effort. "I am just, unh, unh, following... your game plan!"
Stroke after lengthy stroke, I drove up into her, her tight body vibrating with each passage of my cock in and out of her.
Fucking a girl like this was definitely one of the important motivators for all the running and gym time. I get the best possible view of a girl's body, especially the way it makes her boobs jiggle and bounce. And Al's breasts were jiggling in the best of fashion. They were not bouncing, they weren't that big, but the ripples that ran through their firm flesh with each impact of my hips upward between her legs were riveting. The position also usually puts pretty much all the best bits of her body within easy reach.
Screwing like this also lets both of us feel like we are dominant, which seemed especially important with Al here. But in reality, this maneuver requires a close level of equal cooperation from both partners. Al quickly got that and shifted her own legs to support herself above me so I did not have to. This let me release her hip with one hand, and do some of that reaching I was talking about. I grabbed, fumbled really, at her mesmerizing boobs.
Definitely worth all that road work and gym time.
Her carefully styled blonde hair bounced as well as we fucked, dancing each time she lowered her head in concentration, or threw it back in rising ecstasy. But sweat was starting to bead on her forehead, and one stray curl stuck to the wet skin, sexily out of place.
"Fuck, I can't believe this shit," she growled. "Your dick is too much to fucking believe. Slam me with it, Alistaire. Do me!" I just grinned up at her and did that thing I do, where I comply with what pretty girls tell me to do.
"Come in me," she commended, her voice growing breathless. "I'm covered. Don't you fucking try to pull out," she growled. "I'm almost there... you're epic... do it!" She was coming on me. I felt her insides spasm wonderfully around my cock. She had been borderline terrified of my dick a few minutes ago, and now she was ranting orgasmically with words like rod and schlong.
She was a hot, sexy mess above me, but I could have held out and kept going. That said, she wanted me to come, and I wanted to come too. I relaxed my hold on things and a few more hard slams up into her still orgasming body had me letting fly.
I lost all coordination with my last thrust, my hips twisting precariously side to side and I buried myself hard inside her. As I felt a flood of cum blast up into her, I added some profanity of my own to Al's continuing recitation of filthy synonyms for penis. It was like she was preparing for some dirty edition of the SATs...
And then we both collapsed, her full weight draped sensuously over me. Funny, she hadn't felt so heavy when I was lifting her up to fuck her...
I think we were both catatonic for a minute there before I could stir my arms to caress her backside as I nuzzled her ear, kissing it lightly. She murmured happily at my renewed attentions and pressed her breasts even harder against me.
"You are amazing," I murmured in her ear. "I don't know how much time you still have tonight, but I can't believe it will be enough for me. Are you staying the rest of the week?"
I felt her freeze for a moment, as if thinking. Then she popped up over me and desperately checked her watch.
"Fuck! I'm so screwed," she said frantically. She looked at me. "I'm late getting back already!"
"Already?" I asked confusedly.
"Yeah. I..." She paused and looked at me as she tugged her dress back into place. "Shit, this sucks," she almost babbled, stepping back close to give me a quick but toe-curling kiss on my lips, before dancing away again to grab her shoes. "We leave tomorrow. It's a stupidly early flight. I was supposed to be in bed by now! Fuck, I am so screwed," she muttered to herself.
"Tomorrow? But..."
She didn't even bother putting her panties back on, but just balled them up in her fist.
"Already? You were at a dance. Your parents will..."
"I have to go, Alistaire. Now. I'm sorry! Please make sure the door closes behind you. It will lock on its own," she said swiftly. "This was amazing," she said, almost in some kind of apology, then she dashed through the door.
I got dressed and let myself out in a daze, almost getting lost as I made my way back to the still very much going on dance. Felix never even noticed I had slipped away.
------------
What the fuck was that? Let me know in the comments.
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Summer's end is coming fast, folks. But it's not here yet! I want to thank the many readers who have commented on this cycle of Alistaire's life, please keep it up.
As always, a reminder: I seek only to reach the level of plausibly ridiculous. I think this chapter is one of those that needs that reminder...
----------
The One With Charlotte
----------
For once, I made it into the house without my parents razzing me for whatever I had been up to that evening. I was not that late getting in either, like 11:00. But the living room couch was empty when I came in, and no local news or the end of a movie was on the TV. It wasn't like Mom and Dad to have gone to sleep so early...
Oh, that was right, I remembered.
Mom was heading to San Francisco tomorrow, ahead of an early Monday morning deal meeting. She'd be gone all week. They had probably hit the hay early so she'd be fresh for the flight.
Wait.
Her flight was not until 5:30 in the afternoon.
Dear lord. They were saying goodbye.
I prayed for a sudden bout of deafness on my part. Then I made a lot of noise before I went up to my bedroom, where I closed the door loudly, all in hopes they would not make me have to hear anything. I wanted no audio input that might get crossed up with my memories of what had been a pretty awesome evening.
Right up until Al and I parted, that is.
How the fuck could I have walked away without getting her phone number? I didn't even know her last name, for crying out loud. That meant that I couldn't even go all creepy stalker and get her number from the Berkshire alumni office. And her family was leaving early in the morning.
I was quite simply never going to hear from or see Al again. Ever.
This sucked.
I finally got to sleep, and my dreams were great... until they weren't. How could I have been so callous and stupid as to not make sure we could keep in touch? She must be so mad at me for the fuckup.
I was awakened at last by smells that rallied my mood somewhat. Bacon does that. I threw on some clothes and was downstairs in a flash.
Mom and Dad were in the kitchen. Dad was at the breakfast table, reading the paper and 'smoking' his pipe. He had given up smoking all tobacco long ago. It had been a very confusing and unhappy time for a little kid like me, because my awesome dad had been a giant prick for nearly six months. Finally, he had started managing the cravings by chewing on the empty pipe, and I got my cool dad back.
Mom had always joked about how it 'satiated his oral fixation'. Whatever. It worked.
Oh shit! My mom had been making a dirty joke in front of me my whole goddamned life!
I was not going to survive long enough to get to USC.
Mom was rolling out a full brunch spread, and wow, was my stomach rumbling. In a sort of reverse homage to Bridget, Sunday was my body's day of rest from morning runs, but my metabolism still demanded lots of food. And Mom had outdone herself this morning. My mood rose some more... for the time being.
"So, Alistaire," my dad said between bites of ham, "if you don't have any... social adventures planned already for this evening, how would you like to have dinner out with me after I take your mother to the airport?"
"I could ride with you guys," I offered. When I was younger, I had always ridden with them to the airport when Mom would go out of town to match up some money that needed her personal yenta-ing.
"Oooh, like old times," said Mom, echoing my thoughts.
"Sure," Dad said. "Sounds good. You'll just have to put up with your mother and me making out curbside before she leaves."
"So I'll be ready to go eat when you get back, Dad," I said, firmly but quickly, not looking at either one of them and realizing that I still had not had a cherry blintz yet, and that meant I had to keep sitting here at the table while they laughed at me.
I went to the gym after brunch, something that usually makes me feel good at the very least, but on this occasion, I found that time for introspection while I had a leg day was not what I needed.
When I was done, and back in the locker room after my shower, I checked my phone and found a text from Beth.
BETH: Yo! Wassup?
It was half an hour old, but I quickly replied.
ME: Working out. To what do I owe the honor?
It took her only a few seconds to realize that I had finally responded.
BETH: Oh, I just wanted to bitch at you that you have spoiled me for all other men
Well, that did not exactly bring my day down. I grinned, despite my overall mood.
ME: You mean BEN and I ruined you for all other men?
BETH: Dick size isn't everything. You know that more than most, Big Guy
ME:???
BETH: I've been dating this guy a couple of times now, and he was looking like boyfriend material. But last night he showed a distinct lack of the kind of reciprocity you enjoy so much
I licked my lips at the thought of the taste of Beth. But the conversation was not lifting my spirits after all.
ME: Yeah? I'm sorry
ME: But I'm no great shakes either, after last night
BETH: WHAT? What is the matter?
I sighed. Did I want to get into this with Beth? With anyone?
Fuck.
ME: I was at a dance, and I met a cool girl. A boarding school kid like us. We, um, you know?
I paused to think how to say what was bothering me and Beth jumped in.
BETH: Oh, I know
ME: I ended up, after things went so very well, being kind of a douche
BETH: Bullshit
ME: Thanks, but yeah I did. I didn't get her number or anything! Now we can't keep in touch. Her family left this morning. I don't even know her last name!
BETH: Wow. You did move fast on this one
I thought about that.
ME: Yeah, that was not like me either. I am worried that I got carried away, to try to go that soon after meeting a girl. But I have to say, she was pushing the throttle as much as me. I'm just the one who was so douchey to not even get her number after!
There was a pause.
BETH: You didn't even think about it?
ME: Worse. I did. A couple of times. But every time I started to bring it up, well, other things were happening
There was a longer pause.
BETH: I am NOT blowing off this conversation, but I have to do something. We will talk some more soon, buddy. Stand by
ME: I'm just getting dressed here
I sighed and did just that. Drearily. Confession was not good for the soul after all.
I was dressed and presentable, and just getting into Mom's car when my phone dinged. The text tone was not Beth's, but another one. I sat down and stared at the device in surprise.
The new text was in the Track Chix text group, the old chain between Beth, Carla, Bridget, and myself. I don't think any of us had actually used it since the end of April!
CARLA: So, we think you have this all wrong, Alistaire.
Carla was in the conversation? I hadn't texted with her since... I hadn't talked to Carla at all since graduation. Wow, I really was a monster.
More to the point, 'we' think? Beth and Carla had been texting together already?
ME: No, I think I have it right. I ghosted her. I suck.
BRIDGET: Let's go over some points here. You went out to a dance and hooked up with a girl as horny as you. A girl from out of town, who knew she was leaving today?
Bridget too? Beth had run and fucking told on me to Bridget? Suddenly, my life could not suck more.
BRIDGET: And every time you thought about staying in touch, you got target fixated instead?
I couldn't decide whether I wanted this conversation or not. These guys understood me. They might have some useful insight into how I had gone off the tracks. But I did not want to look like the shit I was, especially not to these girls among all humans on Earth.
I wanted to shoot out my favorite GIF of the guy banging his head on a desk, but I wasn't feeling like humor was appropriate.
ME: In a nutshell. I ghosted her. I suck
BRIDGET: You are such a dipshit, Alistaire!
ME: Don't I know it
I guess I deserved that, but it hurt, especially from Bridget.
CARLA: Dude, she ghosted YOU.
BETH: Hard as it is to imagine, but that chick was the one dodging you going forward
Both texts came in almost simultaneously.
ME: No. I thought of getting her deets and kept not caring enough to actually say the words.
BRIDGET: Dude. Let me guess. You actually did make some noises about keeping in touch, and every time you did, she did something like suck your cock to get you off track
I stared at the phone. That was totally wrong... but it also seemed, um, factual as to the details.
ME: Yeah, but I should have kept my head on my shoulders
CARLA: While your monster head was in her mouth? Please.
That they might possibly be right was creeping into my brain, but why would she do that? Deliberately do that?
ME: This makes no sense
There was a pause. A painfully, suspiciously long one. Were they fucking texting amongst themselves?
BRIDGET: Dude. Listen. She has a boyfriend
ME: She does NOT! She told me
CARLA: She absolutely DOES. Look, either she is looking to dump him at some point like the end of the summer, or she is just a tramp. Either way, some Vacation Strange would appeal mightily to that sort of girl. She had probably been looking for some her whole vacation, then she hit the lottery with you of all guys on her last night.
ME: WHAT?
CARLA: I have a boyfriend. Fortunately for him I am not a tramp, and I also have zero intention of letting him go. But my parents took the fam to Cancun last week. If either of those things were true about me, I would absolutely have hooked up for some sex down there. And you can be damned sure I would not have given any dudes I banged my details.
ME: Oh shit
My mind reeled. Fortunately, Beth gave me a moment to process.
BETH: Carla, how are things with Ron, anyway?
CARLA: We have a great, honest relationship. That means he hates Alistaire, of course.
BRIDGET: Duh
ME: Wait. WHAT?!?
BETH: Relax, Alistaire. Lots of guys are going to hate you in the future when they find out their girl has been fucked with that dick of yours. You can't help that
BRIDGET: And if those guys can't deal, they aren't worthy. But right now, we need to make sure you know that you can't help this situation with the tramp either, because you aren't the one who did it!
CARLA: And for the record, you can relax about Ron. He doesn't hate you. He just hates the idea of you. If he actually hated you, he'd have been made available to the market long ago.
Okay, it doesn't reflect well on me that I was finding it comparatively easy to bear up under my ego-inflating guilt over Ron's irritation. The fact is, I was just fine there. I still wasn't sure I was happy about being ghosted.
And I felt like I had to defend the absent party.
ME: Maybe. I admit, my memories do make your idea seem possible. But she was so cool. I can't really believe that Al would do that
CARLA: YOU didn't do it. We are telling you. She did.
BRIDGET: Wait... Are you saying that HER name was AL?????
The conversation went downhill after that. Words were texted about how I had fucked evil Bizarro me.
I felt better, but still moped around that afternoon. I had intended to go see a movie with Chris, one neither of the twins wanted to see, but I pushed him back to Tuesday with some bullshit excuse.
It had been a new thing to think I had been a jerk to a girl I had fucked. Now that I felt better about that (not great, but better), I was finding that being betrayed by a girl I had fucked was also a novel experience. And I didn't like that experience one bit more. At all.
Mom made things better by spending more than an hour, while she was packing, issuing instructions to me and Dad about things she wanted done while she was gone.
Mom does not travel light. Dad always teases her about all the luggage she takes on anything more than an overnight trip, and this was no overnight trip. Somehow, I was the one detailed with hauling both of her suitcases down to the car, including the big-ass one Mom could probably have fit herself inside of.
Dad excused his letting me do all the work by observing that he would have to haul them out of the car at the airport, so this was my turn. Yeah, Dad. You carrying them twenty feet from the car to the curbside valet is equal to me dragging them all the way to and down the stairs, then through the house to the garage... Sure.
I waited while Mom fussed with her stack of (heavy) presentation materials, fitting them in the big suitcase with her other clothes. I avoided looking too closely at what she was packing, so at least I did not see her underwear. To make sure I did not, I fixed my gaze on the huge photo of the London skyline she has had over the headboard of her and Dad's bed for longer than I have been alive.
It was weird. Mom liked to randomly replace or rotate out artwork around the house regularly, but that huge photo was never changed...
Regardless, I was sure that it was the safest place in the house to rest my eyes, as it kept me from seeing any clothing that I did not want to see.
But the reassuring photo was no help with the luggage when it came time to lug it all down and out to the trunk.
When he got back to the house from dropping Mom off, Dad took me out to Prime Point where we gorged on a huge steak apiece. Mom would have made us split just one of them between us, had she been there. Dad could tell that I was still feeling off, and he let me know subtly that he'd be happy to hear about it. I let him know just as subtly that I did not want to talk about it. He was awesome, as usual, and granted me a continuance.
But I knew it was just a continuance.
I would have to figure out whether to keep putting it off or not. If I procrastinated until Mom got back next week, then I'd have to put up with both of them. I wanted neither Mom's disapproval nor her pity. I'd fess up to Dad before then, but not now.
Instead, we had a long argument about how to buy my car, and whether to do it out in California, or buy it here and drive it out.
I was all for buying it here (and the sooner the better), and enjoying a road trip before college. My Dad went on at length about how that was a bad idea. And he was right, as usual. Damn him. The road trip might still happen, but we would rent a car if we could pull it off.
Monday was crazy at work, and being so busy was the best salve for my pride imaginable. I worked late, since we were going to press, and several of us were scheduled to be off Tuesday.
The movie I saw with Chris Tuesday night (Tony had a date of his own and blew us off) also lifted my mood, or it would have, had I not had an impromptu lunch earlier with Mary and Maddie's mom, Jessica. She had called, wanting to celebrate that she had unexpectedly closed a deal on her most expensive listing. Lunch was nice. What came after had my mood back to 100% long before the movie.
I had never fucked a woman in (mostly still in) a full business suit before. Jessica had told me, loudly, not to worry about sending it to the dry cleaners. That suit definitely needed to go to the dry cleaners by the time we were done.
So you can see why the movie just sort of cemented a return to my happy normal.
Then Mary had to blow off our date on Wednesday. Interning at a TV station made for some weird and inconvenient demands on her time. Having found this out, I was at a particularly vulnerable moment when Felix demanded I go to the resort dance with him again.
"No," I said, flatly.
"Oh, bullshit, dude!" he snorted, dismissing my dismissal. "You vanished for a long while after grinding on that hottie on Saturday. Don't try to tell me that even you didn't get a little action."
"There was a small amount of making out," I growled. There had also been a large amount of sex, but Felix did not need to know that.
"So, you have to hope she will be there again."
"She left Monday." I really did not want this conversation. But...
"So, even better. Time to show things weren't a fluke. I'll drive tonight. Pick you up at seven."
How do I let myself get dragged into these things?
It took me until almost the end of the day to realize I had let myself be bullied into it so I could demonstrate to myself that I could, in fact, act with integrity after all.
To that end, I actually attempted to wingman for Felix, with limited success. When I finally did peel off the friend of a girl he was interested in, the girl he was interested in did not stick with him for long. But I needed 15 minutes to extricate myself from the friend, who it turned out was very interested in me. She was kinda cute, but... no.
Then Felix went on to do just fine on his own, as usual, and I was left to hang out and watch the dancing. I was not interested in any of the girls here, but that did not mean I could not enjoy snacking on some eye-candy.
"Back for more dance lessons, Taylor?" said a voice beside me.
Charlotte. She had snuck up on me and was standing close enough beside me for us to talk over the music. This meant that she was pretty far inside my personal space, but hey. I had to admit that she looked good that evening, in another pair of loose-fitting jeans that nonetheless showed off her lanky curves. She was also wearing a teeshirt that was screen-printed to look like a Captain Britain uniform.
I wasn't sure it worked for her. Charlotte was not nearly as busty as Peggy Carter. And with her raw build and straw-blonde waves of hair, she looked more suited for a gender-swapped Captain America than Captain Carter.
"I am not back for more dance lessons," I said, more grumpily than I had intended. "I am back here to wingman for Felix again. To limited success."
"He looks like you've done a great job," Charlotte observed, pointing out Felix through the crowd on the dance floor. The girl he was with was almost but not quite shoving her ass into his groin right there in the pavilion.
"He got with her all on his own," I grumped. "The girl I helped him get with turned out to be wingmanning for her friend, who was interested in me. The two of them went their separate ways after one dance, and it took me forever to extricate myself from the friend!"
"An uggo, huh?" Charlotte laughed, elbowing me in the side.
"She was quite cute," I said, reflexively defending the girl... what had been her name? "I just wasn't interested."
"So you aren't interested in cute girls?" Charlotte challenged, but I sensed she might actually be wondering.
"I am fully interested in cute girls," I said firmly, trying and failing to avoid taking in her cuteness as I did so. I also sort of tried, and completely failed, to avoid being seen to do so. She took the implied compliment with a smug smile.
"Well, whether you came for more dance lessons or not," she said briskly, letting me off the hook, "you are going to get some." With that, she grabbed my wrist, not my hand, and dragged me onto the floor as the band struck up another 80's dance hit.
So, not off the hook.
The dancing was not that bad. First, I was learning to move by now... a little. Also, dancing made it much easier because I didn't have to avoid looking at Charlotte. When I get to looking too much, too appreciatively, things usually seem to happen. Things I was not looking for this evening.
This was not a good time in my life to go looking for more friendly sexual relationships. And while I still was trying to work out what had made everything so bad in the aftermath of what had been so awesome, I did know that if I never had another 'one night stand,' it would be too soon.



But looking at Charlotte seemed both pleasant and safe, especially while we danced, because I was always mostly thinking about not injuring someone around me, and more importantly just not looking stupid.
I managed not to injure anyone...
One thing I did watch out for was, I did not want to get roped into a slow dance with Charlotte. Fortunately, this was the third time I'd spent an evening listening to this band. They always did a slow song about every half hour, and always preceded it with a super fast tempo song. When they went into "Dancing With Myself" by Billy Idol, I pled thirst, and Charlotte agreeably went with me to get some Cokes.
Sure enough, the next song was "Take My Breath Away".
Charlotte showed no signs of disappointment that we were not still dancing, and I relaxed.
"So, you just graduated, like me," I said. "Where are you going to college?" It was what I always talked about when I needed something to say.
"Oh, college is going to be fun," Charlotte said easily, but not elaborating.
"Yeah, but where is it going to be fun?" I asked, curiosity driving me.
Even as my stupid mouth was moving, I was trying to claw back the words. Maybe she was only going to a community college or something. My mind raced to the idea that she was a public high school student... not all of them were even able to go to college in the first place. Maybe she couldn't afford college...
Fuck.
Charlotte looked at me with an embarrassed expression. "I'm going to Princeton."
"Princeton?!?!" I almost shrieked. Charlotte looked like she genuinely did not want to brag. "Holy shit! Congratulations! I'd be wearing nothing but Tigers gear all the time if I had gotten in there," I added truthfully.
I had not applied there, since I would not have wanted to go, even had I gotten in.
I also would never in a million years have gotten in.
Charlotte shrugged. "A lot of people around here think it's a little fancy for a girl like me.
"Fuck that," I said absently. "Do you have a major in mind?"
"Uh, I'm declaring Physics," she said slowly.
I stared at her. "Physics? At Princeton? At Albert Fucking Einstein University?"
"He's not on the faculty anymore, you know," Charlotte said drily, poking me with a finger in irritation.
"Really?" I exclaimed in wide-eyed innocence. "When did he leave?" Then I lightly flipped her off. "Seriously, if you had gone to my school, you would be the star of our class. We only got six kids into Ivies this year, and you'd be the top of that heap.
"Well," Charlotte said grumpily, but relaxing a little. "At least you don't think I'm too big for my britches."
"Your britches are fine," I reassured her, before realizing that might not be the best wording. For once, I had the restraint to not start babbling an apology for discussing her britches. I really needed to develop yet another set of filters around girls I was not trying to fuck...
"So you aren't going to start treating me like some kind of brainiac?" Charlotte asked.
"Huh? Why would I do that?" I asked. "I mean, you are obviously a brainiac, but..."
She still looked a little skittish. I went with my old standby in these circumstances. I shut up and looked at her expectantly.
"It's just... a lot of guys kind of run away from a girl when they figure out she is smarter than them."
"Ha! Who says you are smarter than I?" I snorted.
"Where are you going to college?"
"University of Southern California," I replied proudly.
"Quo erat demonstratum," Charlotte just said drily, shoving me with her forearm. But I sensed her sudden bravado was just that.
"For the record, there are several girls I consider friends whom I also consider to be smarter than me. My best friend is one of those six at my school who got into an Ivy," I said firmly. Charlotte was not going to hang that kind of male insecurity on me!
"You are one unusual dude, Alistaire."
"At least you didn't call me weird," I said, more used to being told I was strange than most guys.
"I was trying to be polite," Charlotte said, sticking in the knife.
We danced another round, and I was beginning to think that I might dare to dance around girls out at USC. But any time I got too enthused about my progress, Charlotte would point out something else I was doing that made me look ridiculous.
I could handle the criticism. I have always been open to instruction.
Mostly, Charlotte and I hung out and talked. I had the time. Felix had disappeared from the pavilion a while ago, tourist girl in tow... or towing him. We didn't see them leave.
"So what do you do with your free time, when you aren't constructing nuclear reactors in your parents' garage?" I asked, suddenly eager to learn more about this girl I was starting to hope would be a friend after all.
"Hush! I don't want the government finding out," Charlotte hissed in a conspiracy theory tone. "And Mom just thinks I'm doing needlepoint out there anyway," she added with a smile.
I idly flipped her off again. "I mean, you don't give off that competitive athlete impression, so I'm curious what you do with your free time."
"You think I'm not in shape?" Charlotte said, a little outraged. She shoved me again.
This seemed to be developing into our thing. I flipped her off. She shoved me.
"Your shape is just fine," I said in a simply casual tone. That was a self-evident fact. I was not flattering or flirting with her. "But you don't give off the athlete vibe. Are you just this naturally fit?"
"For your information," she retorted, "I was a gymnast until I was about 13, then my height got in the way. As for how I keep in shape now, I drive a forklift and break down pallets of boxes in my dad's warehouse. Got any smart remarks there?"
"So you work, instead of work out," I nodded. "That checks out."
It did. Her body was hard, not sculpted. Top notch, either way, I had to admit to myself privately.
Charlotte just looked at me and shook her head in near irritation.
"For someone with an unrelenting string of awesome things about them, you sure are pointlessly insecure," I groused, unhappy with the look I did not deserve.
She smiled smugly at that. "I am very secure in my awesomeness, thanks. I just don't run into a lot of guys who just sort of... accept it. Most dudes don't get me."
Under other circumstances, I would likely have involuntarily said something about how I'd like to get her, repeatedly. But this was not those circumstances, and I was not trying to 'get' her, and I found that my filters were finally more or less up and running around Charlotte.
This made me happy.
"Well, I hope we can be friends," I said, firmly. "Maybe, before the sumer is over, you can finally teach me to dance, and I'll teach you to play some cool board games like Settlers, or Ticket to Ride, or..."
"What makes you think I don't already own both those games, and a lot more like them?" Charlotte laughed.
I looked at her, wide-eyed.
"In fairness, half of them used to be my brother's," she admitted. "But when he graduated from Stern at NYU, the phonebooth he moved into in Manhattan had no space for most of his collection. I bought a lot of the ones he couldn't take." She reflected for a moment. "I kinda ripped him off on most of them."
Wow.
I mean, I knew other girls who liked gaming. Bridget, perhaps crucially in my life, loved D&D. Petra had turned out to like commerce games. Maddie was playing a bunch of board games with me, Chris, and Tony these days. But girls never seemed to actually own any games. They always let the guys buy them.
"I have a couple of friends coming over tomorrow afternoon to play some games, we haven't decided which yet," I said instantly. "Want to join?"
*
Mom was flying back in the next day, but her flight was not until late. My Dad had court in the morning, then an afternoon tee time, and would head directly from there to the city and the airport to pick her up. "I think I'll take her out for some late dinner at Delfresco's downtown," he told me. "We probably won't be home until eleven at the earliest." He smiled at me blandly. "That is, unless I get lucky and we end up with a hotel room."
"Dad!"
"Don't give me that shit," he snorted. "With us out of the house, I bet you ditch your gamer buddies early today and invite over a girl or three."
"Jesus, Dad!" I said, smacking my forehead. "And for your information, one of my friends coming over is a girl anyway... to play Carcassonne."
"Reeeallly?" my dad grinned. "Is that what you kids are calling it these days?"
I gritted my teeth at him.
"Which one?" he asked, suddenly relaxed and idly curious.
"Maddie," I said, relieved. I did not think bringing up Charlotte right now was a good idea at all.
"REEEALLLY?" he asked, the leer back even stronger.
"I cannot believe that the Senate confirmed an obviously Chaotic Evil federal judge," I growled, barely able to keep from stamping my foot. That was a childish gesture that I had only managed to grow out of a year before I first went away to school.
"I am sure I am supposed to know what 'chaotic evil' means," my father grinned, then abruptly turned to go get dressed for golf. When he left the house a half hour later, he not only had his clubs, but an overnight bag as well. If it were anyone other than my dad, and it was anyone other than my mother that he was thinking about, I'd have wished him good luck with that.
I did start plotting how to let Maddie know unobtrusively when she got here that I had the place to myself later...
Yes, I was definitely developing some rather interesting ideas of what Maddie and I could get up to once Chris, Charlotte, and Tony left.
Damn. Maybe I did wish Dad good luck with that. At the least, they wouldn't be making out in front of me. At most, they would not be hearing Maddie...
Chris and Tony arrived together less than 15 minutes after Dad left. They were still buzzing about last night's Braves game, which I had completely missed, and they excitedly caught me up about the fifth-inning brawl, the other manager's ejection, and the tenth-inning walk-off homer, before they would do anything else.
Maddie was less than five minutes behind them, and rang the bell before they had gotten through recounting the near-disastrous ninth. She rolled her eyes at the baseball talk and just chilled out good-humoredly.
"What do we play?" she asked impatiently, disrespectfully soon after Tony ran around the room, imitating Felciano's home run trot.
Chris and Tony had some good ideas, but I finally stepped in and took some initiative. "Before we decide, I met another gamer and invited them too. Should be here any minute," I said loudly.
"So we will be five? Awesome!" Tony pumped his fist. "That changes our options."
"How?" Maddie asked.
"There are some games that aren't any good with only four," Chris said, also excited for some new blood.
"Sounds..." Maddie started, but was interrupted by the doorbell.
"There she is," I said, and waved them to follow me toward the front door.
A couple of them, possibly all three, said slowly, "She?"
I yanked open the front door and invited Charlotte in. She sauntered into the house, looking around. I had noticed that Charlotte always sauntered... when she wasn't dancing. It was this cool, languid walk that spoke of self-control, patience, and no shits given. The loose but still somehow form-flattering jeans she wore completed the picture of her walk.
Her lack of shits to give seemed to fall away almost immediately.
"Chris, Tony, Maddie," I said by way of introduction. "This is..."
"Charlotte Gaines," Maddie said archly.
Chris and Tony both winced.
Uh oh.
I did not know what was uh oh, but some shit was uh oh.
"Oh man, it is the Cold War all over again," groaned Tony. Both women shot a look at him.
"Da," Maddie said in a weird voice. "So, Comrade Gaines, ve myeet again. Has been syeex myonths." A Russian accent?
"So I guess Ah know who ah've gotter keep 'contained' this afternoon, then. How y'all been Secretary Davis?" Charlotte replied, suddenly sounding like a Texan.
They both laughed, which relieved me. The way they both laughed seemed less comforting. The way they both looked calculatingly at each other was even less reassuring.
"What. The. Fuck?" I asked, trying to smile easily.
"It's Model UN all over again," Chris moaned, face-palming. "The school board did a Cold War-era setup. Charlotte here got to be the United States, while Maddie got the Soviets. They were both insufferable," he added grimly.
"Awww," Charlotte said, suddenly much more warmly but teasingly to Chris. "Is poor widdle Fwance still butthurt that the big girls knew he wasn't welavent?"
"Hey! Chris was relevant," Maddie jumped in, making Chris brighten up... for half a second. "Annoying France was crucial to glorious plans of Soviet Union by distracting Kepitalist Bourgeoisie with his hopeless post-imperialist ambitions," she intoned, back in cartoon Russian again.
A laugh was shared and people relaxed a little. The laugh was not shared in by widdle Fwance, who apparently was still a little butthurt.
I'm always happy when it isn't me being talked about and mocked, so my mood brightened.
"So the three of you were all in this Model UN thing?" I asked, feeling like I should be glad they all knew each other already, but also feeling like maybe not.
"All four," Tony interjected, pointing at his chest. "You forget Paruguay here, just like everybody else did."
Great.
Fortunately, the subject of a game came up, and we started playing. Things were going pretty well, but I still felt an uneasy subtext to the afternoon. Worse, the subtext now wasn't quite what it had been to start with. Worse than that, it definitely focused on Charlotte and Maddie, and it definitely kept morphing somehow, from one uncomfortable, incomprehensible vibe to another.
The two of them seemed to have it in for each other. I could tell because Tony, Chris, and I were having too easy a time as we played. The girls were busy undermining each other's strategies. Stupidly so, in some cases.
"Oh for fuck's sake, Charlotte!" Maddie almost screamed when my new friend reamed out her markets in a stupidly aggressive move.
I have established that Charlotte is not stupid, right?
Please understand, I was not used to girl drama. This was mostly a new thing.
I was well aware of what it was like for a girl to be pissed at me, of course. What with the Poppy and the even worse Bridget situations, my memories were all stocked up on girl drama directed at me. But this was between the two of them. My only tiny experience with this had been a brief dustup between Beth and Carla over which of them was responsible for missing a bus to Boston.
But this was worse. It seemed to be both old business and new business, though where new business could have come from, I could not tell. And even worse, I did seem to be involved somehow, because neither one seemed like they would look at me all afternoon, unless they were looking at me inscrutably. Maybe they both felt guilty that they were guests in my home and acting like assholes while there, in front of my other guests.
While I could not make much eye contact with either Charlotte or epsecially Maddie, I made plenty of wide-eyed contact with Chris and Tony, who were just as boggled as I. And probably even more uncomfortable.
We had planned to play until after dinner, and had early on discussed vague ideas of ordering pizza later. But after we finished the second game, a win for Tony by the way, Chris fucking betrayed me.
"Honestly, I have some stuff to do for my mom that I've been slowly getting in deeper and deeper trouble for not doing," Chris announced, standing up. "I think I better get on that. Maybe Al can give you a ride later, Tony?"
Tony looked like Chris was about to deliberately leave him behind on the beach at Dunkirk. "Ah, wait, no! I don't want to impose on Al! I'll just ride with you," Tony said, jumping up himself.
In a flash, both were out the door, hours ahead of schedule. I was mortified. I was also feeling a bit trapped on Dunkirk myself.
Charlotte and Maddie both seemed to barely notice that they had driven the guys off, and were pretty much openly glaring at each other now.
I suddenly realized that not only was I mortified... I was mad. Mad enough to look at Maddie and not have my mind filled with plans for fucking her brains out later. That's how mad.
Okay, the plans were still there in my mind. They just weren't filling it at the moment.
"What the fuck, you two?" I pretty much shouted at the two of them, my bewilderment getting the better of me.
They turned to me in sudden shock. Charlotte had certainly never heard me raise my voice. Maddie reacted instinctively the way she sometimes likes to when I figure out she is in a mood to be gently pushed around. She bowed her head.
But they were both surprised that the dog had spoken. Girls just never seem to stop talking about me with each other like I was not there.
"I have no idea what you are talking about," Charlotte said, clearly knowing exactly what I was talking about. She was clearly unrepentant, but also seemed a little confused herself.
"She is not going to come in here and upset the applecart," Maddie ground out between clenched teeth, her brief submissiveness just as instantly gone.
"How can I be upsetting the applecart, wherever you got that weird metaphor from," Charlotte growled, "when I am getting whipsawed around in the back of the damned thing?"
So she had never heard the metaphor before, but rolled with it and used it correctly herself. She was smart about more than Physics. Extra credit. But she and Maddie both needed the extra credit because they were flunking the main Be Comprehensible and Don't Be An Asshole sections of today's test...
"What?" I asked loudly, partly because I was getting, if possible, more confused, and because I wanted to say something so that they would not go back to talking to each other like I was not there.
"She shows up here out of the blue," Maddie actually yelled at me, "and starts getting all territorial!"
I don't like the idea of anyone being territorial about much of anything, especially when it seems to involve me or my friends, which this seemed to somehow. But what the fuck was Maddie going on about?
"I don't know what the fuck you mean about 'territorial'," Charlotte said, "but overall, I don't see how you blame me. Yes, I showed up here thinking about ways this day might lead to something. But when I saw you here, I backed off instantly, figuring this really was just a gaming invite. And thank you for that, Alistaire," she added turning to me for a moment, before rounding on Maddie again.
"But then it seemed clear from the way everyone, especially Chris and Tony, acted, that you two were not together after all," Charlotte went on relentlessly. "I figured that since you had obviously known Alistaire for a long time, and had not filled the position by now, I might want to strike while the opportunity still presented."
"There is no such opportunity," Maddie growled. Since said opportunity seemed to involve me, I bristled at that... whatever it meant.
"And that is when shit got hostile," Charlotte snapped back. "Apparently, you have a secret agenda here, Maddie. Does Alistaire know?"
"Ha!" Mary laughed.
"What agenda?" I asked desperately. "And what do you mean, 'that's when things got hostile'? You two were going at it from minute one!"
"Oh, the UN stuff," Charlotte said, waving off my second question as if it was irrelevant.
"Yeah," Maddie said, equally dismissively. "We give each other shit every time we meet up. That's always fun." Charlotte actually nodded in agreement.



"That said," Charlotte said, armoring up with the hostility again, "if you are going to keep being Alistaire's girlfriend secret, you shouldn't be so quick to get upset when another girl makes a move."
"Girlfriend?" we both exclaimed at once.
"Maddie is not my girlfriend," I said firmly. Probably more firmly than was good for me, because the way I said it got me a look I did not like from Maddie, but she still nodded in firm agreement.
"You two are not dating?" Charlotte asked skeptically.
"Sure," I said. "We've dated all summer."
"But Alistaire dates other girls all the time," Maddie added, starting to smile a little. The moment Charlotte swung her head back to her, Maddie's grin got almost evil, "My sister Mary, to name just one."
"And Maddie has dated other guys too," I added, dimly aware that this sort of conversation is one where I could come off looking like a heel to the uninitiated.
"Actually, I have not dated any other guys this summer," Maddie told me quietly. "Mary has, but I haven't."
"What about Jaymes Russell? Mr. Pool Peeper?" I challenged. "You told me about it yourself, the day after you went out."
"I hooked up with Jaymes. It was not a date," Maddie corrected me. "Now, Mary has dated, like, three guys?"
"I think it is only two," I mused, distracted.
Charlotte stared at Maddie like we were talking Swahili. She shook her head to clear it. "Then if you two are so casual, why were you jumping my shit so hard for coming on to Alistaire?"
"Because you were being acquisitive, not flirty," Maddie snapped.
"Wait," I said. "Coming on to me? When?"
They both stared at me, united at least in something: Wondering how I could be so stupid.
"Dude, she was putting on a masterclass in the down-low come on!" Maddie almost yelled, her voice only held low by her utter incredulity at my cluelessness. "The way she manipulated Chris into swapping seats with her after the first game so she could sit next to you? All the playing with that gorgeous fucking hair? The way she always asked for your opinion?The fact that she showed up at your house not wearing a fucking bra under that Avengers teeshirt?!?"
Okay, I had noticed that last item. I had definitely noticed. But the rest? Um...
"Oh God! I'm so humiliated," Charlotte said tugging at said gorgeous hair. "He didn't even notice I was flirting with him? That hard? He must be so into you," she said to Maddie in a tone of voice that actually held some apology in it. Embarrassed apology.
She didn't need to apolog...
"Relax, Charlotte," Mary practically giggled. "Dude is kind of used to women just outright hurling themselves at him most of the time. Don't take it personally."
"Hurling themselves?" Charlotte asked in dry, dubious fashion. "He's kind of good looking, and a cool guy, but hurling?"
"Hey!" I objected. "That hurts."
She looked at me in apology... sort of. "I just called you good-looking and a cool guy. Most dudes would be flattered."
Maddie just laughed. Then she paused. Then she laughed again, differently. "Girl, you still don't know what you are dealing with. Let me show you," she added in a differently evil tone that somehow did not fill me with dread this time.
The three of us had been standing the whole time in a sort of rough triangle in the middle of my living room. Maddie turned and closed the two steps to me. She reached right out and tugged at the waist of my jeans. As she started undoing the buttons, she sank down to her knees, not right in front of me, but at a slight angle to the side away from Charlotte.
Maddie tugged the front of my jeans wide, grabbed the waistband of my underwear, and shoved both down my legs.
What the fuck? Charlotte was right fucking there!
"Holy shit!" Charlotte almost shrieked, reacting to Maddie's sudden action and to... well...
Oh. Yeah. She hadn't seen it before. As always, the reaction was most gratifying, even in this crazed, embarrassing situation.
But the situation was crazed and embarrassing. And it had come on all of a sudden. I was not nearly hard yet. Then Maddie reached out and caressed my dick. She is good at caressing.
"Fuck! It's still growing?" Charlotte gasped.
Wow. Two freakouts for the price of one... I was going to need to rent a storage unit for all the extra ego I kept having pumped into me.
Maddie leaned forward and licked me up my length, my now full length. Then she smiled at Charlotte. "He always tastes great, too." Then she turned back and sucked two inches of me between her lips."
"Okay, um, you've made your point, Mads," Charlotte said, subdued. "I'll let myself out."
"Why?" Maddie asked, letting me slip from her mouth. "Don't you want to have a taste for yourself? More importantly, this thing is only part of the attraction."
Charlotte did not seem to process that last bit. She almost took a step toward us, then she froze again. "Wait. Was this your plan, Alistaire? Get your girlfriend to wave your excessive cock at me?"
Maddie unhelpfully chuckled around my cock, which she had idly slid back into her mouth. Well, the chuckle definitely did help with the sensation, but not the situation.
"No! Not in the least," I said quickly. My eyes rolled up in my head for a moment at what Maddie did just then with her tongue. But I soldiered through and tried quite unsuccessfully to give my full attention to Charlotte. "Honestly, I was not looking for anything when I invited you over today. I just thought, think, you are cool and fun, and would be a good addition to the games."
She just stared at me wordlessly. Then she stared ostentatiously down at Maddie, who was idly blowing me and otherwise leaving me at Charlotte's mercy. Then back at me.
"Full disclosure," I added, in an effort to be honest and in my own self-interest, "I also felt that you would be a fantastic addition to the scenery, too."
She snorted at that.
"And I might have been clueless about everything else, but I sure as fuck appreciated you doing me the very gratifying solid of not wearing a bra under that shirt," I added. As I said that, I let my eyes tell her just exactly how much I appreciated the view. And how much, now that we had come this far, I was eager for an even better one.
Charlotte blushed at the look.
Maddie slid me from her lips and looked up at her. "Look, there are several of us who enjoy Alistaire's company, not just as a buddy, but also like this." She licked her lips. "Nobody is possessive, and nobody is in charge. If you can abide by those rules, we can all be happy. Can you?"
Charlotte had the wonderful grace to actually look at me to see what I thought. It is nice to be consulted, even when the answer is self-evident. I just grinned hungrily.
"I do not believe this shit," Charlotte said firmly. "You are all psycho." Then she shrugged down at Maddie. "But I am a stickler for the rules..."
"Then come on, have a taste," Maddie said, leaning back on her heels and away from me. But she kept her hand on my cock, massaging it gently. She also pointed me at Charlotte.
"I can't believe I'm doing this," Charlotte muttered, but curiosity and an attraction I had cluelessly missed drove her to step forward. Her hand seemed to reach out of its own volition, and Maddie handed me off to her like a relay baton. Charlotte sighed at the touch. I sighed at the touch as well. She started to bend her knees.
But I reached out and caught her chin in my hand delicately. "Not until I kiss you first," I said firmly. Her eyes snapped away from my cock and met mine. I leaned in and placed my lips on hers. Her return kiss felt absent and almost automatic at first, but soon we were kissing hard, tongues pressing together.
Her hand never let go of my cock.
Suddenly, she popped free of my lips, grinned, and sank swiftly to her knees as if in a hurry so I could not stop her again. "Won't be wanting to kiss me after I do this, will you?" she snorted, then opened her jaws much wider than needed to slide me into her mouth.
Maddie leaned over and said quietly, "Bullshit. Let him come in your mouth and he'll be happily kissing you open-mouthed before you can swallow."
It took me only a few seconds after her lips closed around me and her tongue writhed against me to realize that Charlotte sure as shit knew what she was doing with her tongue.
I had had enough of Maddie's interference, though I was thankful for it, for obvious reasons. I just wordlessly tugged Maddie upright and against my side, kissing her hard in turn. It was the kind of demanding, intense kiss that Maddie liked, and in a matter of seconds, I had her slumping happily against my side.
I decided to take a risk, since each of these girls seemed to be pretty focused on me instead of each other, despite their conversation. I grabbed the stretchy knit top Maddie was wearing and started tugging it upward. Maddie, as she usually did when I started undressing her, cooperated and lifted her arms. I tugged upward, and with a minimal break in our kiss to allow the garment to pass over her head, we cast the shirt aside.
My hands instantly leapt to her back. I knew this particular bra well by this point in the summer. It was one of Maddie's utilitarian bras, a bland, supportive one she wore when she was not planning on getting up to any hanky panky. The fact that I had the experience to instantly undo the multiple hooks without looking should say something about my ability to frequently change her plans in regard to that.
Whatever, the bra was tossed and my hands filled themselves to overflowing with Maddie's firm, heavy bounty as the twin once more devoured my tongue.
But then Charlotte decided to be competitive and ratcheted up her intensity on my cock. I had to break off the kiss to moan in ecstasy. When I did so, I saw that she was looking up at us as she sucked me. More accurately, she was staring at her suddenly topless frenemy.
"Damn, larup, Mads," Charlotte said, trying to make herself understood while her tongue never quite gave up lolling around my dong. "Tits out, gwouf, huh? Those are, lobble, better than I, gulk, even thought."
I obviously agreed with Charlotte's surprising assessment and twisted my spine to bend and circle a Maddie nipple with my tongue. Maddie hissed at the sensation, but Charlotte got competitive again and sucked hard on me, bobbing her head on and off the top several inches of my cock with a sudden, rapid rhythm.
"You must be doing some good work down there, Charlotte," Maddie said languidly, reaching up to grasp my jaw and tug my face back toward hers.
"Yeah? Well, I can't see how anyone could possibly pleasure all this shit," Charlotte replied, stroking my length. "How about you get down here and help me?"
Maddie stopped at that. I stopped at that. My cock bitched at not being sucked suddenly as Maddie and Charlotte stared at each other. Maddie looked at me. "Would you mind, Alistaire?" she asked.
"Are you fucking kidding me?" I gasped. Both of them giggled at my sudden devolution to begging child.
Maddie easily slipped down to kneel beside Charlotte, but even as she raised her hand toward my cock, she paused. They both paused, suddenly unsure themselves how to proceed.
The pause lasted long enough to make my dick begin to ache, then Maddie's look of trepidation hardened as she turned fully to Charlotte. "However we get started here, I'm not going to be the only one here with her tits out," she said firmly.
"What?" Charlotte said. "I... you... Look, I'm not sure I want my tits being compared to those things," she went on. I was glad to not be the only babbler around here.
"Bullshit," Maddie snorted. "I've always thought you have great tits. Everyone thinks you have great tits. Most importantly, you think you have great tits, or you would not have shown up at Alistaire's house with no goddamned bra on!"
I also felt that Charlotte likely had great tits, but since no one ever seems to want my opinion in situations like this, I remained mum.
"Well, however nice mine are, they aren't fucking... architecture like those are," Charlotte spluttered.
"Get over it," Maddie retorted. "Alistaire and I want to see them. Tits out before his dick gets cold."
Oh, so Maddie wants to see them too? Interesting. I thought I saw Charlotte's face recognize that point as well, but said face was suddenly hidden as Maddie just reached out to Charlotte's waist, and tugged upward on that Avengers shirt. Charlotte, in her surprise, did not resist, and suddenly Captain America and the Hulk were no longer standing between us and Charlotte's tits.
But unfortunately, now zero hands were on my cock.
Still, they were great tits, as advertised. No, they were not Maddie's size, but on Charlotte's lean torso, they looked plenty outstanding. They were pert, with super dark, erect nipples. Those nipples were hard as little marbles, and the smallish aureoles surrounding them were vertically oblong. And her whole torso was gloriously, uniformly tanned!
"Charlotte, everybody who thinks your tits are great is right," I breathed, desperately trying to figure out when would be the appropriate moment to grab at least one of them.
"I agree," Maddie said, "but girl, where do you go to lay out and get a tan like that? Your parents have a fenced-in backyard?"
"My mother's best friend has a tanning salon," Charlotte grinned.
"My mother's best friend owns a fucking cleaning service," Maddie grumped jealously.
I felt like things were at a precipice here. On the one hand, I had two gorgeous girls kneeling before me. Both had already had their mouth around my cock. Both were half-naked. All to the good.
But they also did not have either mouth around my cock right now, and instead seemed to be trying to deal with the fact that they were both kneeling half-naked within two feet of each other.
I mean, I was pretty damned certain that my dick was going to get sucked... spectacularly. But the fashion in which that was going to happen, and just how spectacularly so, seemed very much in the air. I was certain enough about the possibilities to tell my dick to shut the fuck up and bide its time.
My mind was split between just staring at assorted awesome boobs dangling below me like the infantile creature I am at heart, and running multi-layer calculations like a mentat.
Then Charlotte just took the leap. I knew she would turn out to be an awesome friend...
She reached out and delicately took the base of my shaft between her thumb and just her first two fingers. It was enough to let her have some control over my directionality, and she tugged my cock to point over in her direction. Then she leaned in and ran her tongue once more up my entire length, excruciatingly slowly. When she reached the top she made a languid circle with the tip, starting and ending with the bundle of nerves right underneath the ejection port.
Then she leaned back, swiveled my cock wordlessly toward Maddie, and said, "Your turn."
Maddie flushed, then grinned that Charlotte had embraced the craziness. She leaned in, playfully keeping her hands behind her back. This thrust out her breasts even more, which was awesome... and certainly intentional. Then she started working her way up my shaft in little cross-hatch strokes of her tongue, which was even more awesome. At the top, instead of circling my head with her taster, she circled it with her lips, sucking rather a lot of me between them in a single, glorious bob. Her tongue lashed at it as my cock slid free. Then she sat back down on her heels and nodded at Charlotte.
"So this is a turn-based game?" Charlotte asked archly.
Maddie just shrugged. "I think we are just making this up as we go along at this point," she said simply.
With a grin up at me, Charlotte rose back up high and sucked me back in again slowly.
Much as I just wanted to stand there and moan happily, dammit, her breasts had just come within my reach again, and I could not help myself. I reached out and palmed the one closer to me, giving it a gentle squeeze, feeling the hard nipple press into my hand. I still moaned happily. "Damn, Charlotte. You definitely have great tits."
I felt her lips curl into a smile around me, but she slid me from her mouth and sat back on her haunches, which pulled her breasts away from my grasp.
Maddie came to the rescue in many ways, as she rose back up on her knees and went back to licking her way along my length. Since this brought her fabulous boobs within reach in turn, I filled my other hand to overflowing with one. I massaged it firmly. So heavy. So firm...
When Maddie had licked her turn, she leaned back and started to sink back down, but I clutched at her breast. "Don't pull away," I pled with her. "Let me keep my hold, please!"
Both of them giggled, but Maddie remained kneeling high, letting my hand remain where it was while Charlotte rose back up and started rubbing my head back and forth over her lips, cheeks, and even nose.
When she did that, of course, my free hand once more grabbed one of her breasts as well.
"Oh, God! You two are the best," I groaned, releasing both tits just enough to start circling their nipples with my fingertips. I knew how Maddie liked her nipples played with, and I very much wanted to discern what kinds of toying would make Charlotte happiest.
Since they were not taking time to get up and down between turns, my dick was getting pleasured almost constantly now, and they both seemed to be increasing their rate of exchange as well.
"If you two aren't careful, going back and forth like this, you'll be accidentally kissing each other in a minute," I said slyly, very much in favor of such an outcome, and hoping my words would be an encouragement, not a warning.
Unfortunately, they both stopped sucking my dick and stared at each other, then me.
Fuck.
Suddenly, Charlotte grinned at Maddie, then me. "Who says we have never kissed before, Alistaire?"
I stared down at her. Even my fingers stopped toying with her nipple. My other hand managed to continue massaging Maddie's breast, but that was it for me, as far as voluntary muscular activity went.
Maddie barked a quick laugh. "Yeah, at the end of Model UN, we had a party... just a punch and cookies, school-kind of party, mind you. Charlotte and I decided to celebrate the rise of Détente with a kiss in front of everybody."
"Blew some people's minds," chirped Charlotte.
"Show me," I demanded, before I could think.
They both barked laughs. "It wasn't that bad of a kiss was it, honestly?" Maddie asked Charlotte unpromisingly.
"Actually, no," Charlotte replied. "I'll admit," she said with almost a flinch, "I wondered why we didn't give the crowd a second one."
Maddie looked almost taken aback. Then she said almost sheepishly, "Because Mary would have had an aneurysm. There is no way that she would have ever kissed you or any girl, ever, in the first place."
"Oh, so Mary is the one I have to break down then?" I chortled.
"Alistaire," Maddie told me firmly, "There is no way Mary and I will ever have a threesome with you." Then, because Maddie is an awesome friend, she realized my dick was hanging there, cold and damp, and gave it an excruciatingly long, slow, companionable lick.
"He's made that bid, huh?" Charlotte asked, still seeming surprised that the opportunity had presented itself, but totally unsurprised that I had made the request when it had.
"Duh," Maddie replied. "But unlike most guys, he expected it to actually happen. And I think he still harbors plans along those lines." She licked my cock again. "He will plan in vain."
"Hey! That's two turns," Charlotte protested.
"Oh, yeah?"
"Yes," Charlotte growled, and she licked me excessively. I like being licked excessively.
When she leaned back for a breath, Maddie swooped in and sucked my head hard.



"That was just one," Charlotte complained.
Suddenly, they were both maneuvering around each other, swooping in for licks, kisses, and sucks. Inevitably, their cheeks collided, mashing their faces together. They popped apart, wide-eyed. But they paused.
"Do it," I growled.
They both looked at me. Fortunately, the looks were not 'Dream On' kinds of looks. Unfortunately, they were 'Who The Fuck Do You Think You Are?' kinds of looks.
Who I thought I was, was the kind of guy who knows how to execute a pivot. I went from demanding to groveling in a blink, with no hypocrisy shown or intended.
"Oh, please. Please please please! Do it?"
Both of them laughed. Good. Charlotte clearly liked a bit of begging, and I already knew that Maddie went back and forth between preferring me to be a boss and a supplicant as the mood took her. They grinned at each other and I sensed we were at another precipice. Should I shut up, or push?
Fuck it. "Please? Bring back Détente?"
"He does know how to beg," Maddie observed.
"He does it a lot?" Charlotte asked.
"Only when you want him to." Maddie looked up at me somewhat fondly, but mostly challengingly. "As for this, you were the one who just said you could go for some more Détente?" she added, looking back at Charlotte.
Charlotte hesitated barely a hair, then leaned forward and kissed Maddie firmly, right on the lips. It was quick but in no way tentative. But then she leaned back and stared at Maddie with a different challenge in her eyes.
Maddie stared back, clearly confused about how to answer that challenge. But I was inwardly dancing around, because I was dead bone certain she intended to answer it... somehow.
Suddenly, I had two topless girls smooching in front of me, hard. This should have been excellent, except that they were kissing each other, and ignoring me. Worse, their new position had both my hands empty of boob. Even worse than that, neither was licking or sucking my dick.
Since diplomacy was going so well, I figured I needed to do something to move things along. I leaned down, took Charlotte's hand gently, tugged it toward Maddie, and whispered loudly in her ear, "You should check out that gorgeous architecture you were admiring before..."
Both stiffened a tiny bit, but then Charlotte smoothly twisted her hand from my grasp, then grabbed my hand, and put it on Maddie's boob instead. Then she grabbed my cock again firmly. "You appreciate that. I'll appreciate this," she said and started kissing my cock again.
But she was quite obviously kissing just the one side of my swollen, aching, purple head, and looking at Maddie.
Maddie sighed theatrically. "Gonna give him what he wants already, huh?" she said in mock weariness. But then she grasped Charlotte's hand on my dick and leaned in to kiss her again, but this time with my glans running between their lips.
I just groaned in utter bliss. And swiftly put my free hand back on Charlotte's tit. I had figured out that she liked just a touch more tugging and pinching than average when it came to nipple play. In moments, I was a multi-tasking god as I rolled Charlotte's nipple between my fingertips and rubbed my other thumb back and forth over Mary's eager nub.
Four lips almost surrounded my cock and my hips started thrusting involuntarily. In another moment, I was pumping forward and back, my head and a good portion of my shaft sliding along between their mostly open mouths, their tongues lashing against my passing flesh.
"You guys are goddesses," I grunted. "Not gonna last long like this," I added in warning.
Charlotte suddenly pulled away and my cock wobbled free in the air, away from both their mouths. "Hey! I don't think I'm ready for him to come yet," she said. I should not have been surprised that she was addressing Maddie, not me, and I realized that I was not.
Maddie just leaned forward, took a quick gobble on my head, and replied. "Do not worry. This beast came in or on various parts of me five times in one day last week." She tilted my cock back at Charlotte, who looked skeptical.
"To be fair," I gasped unhappily, but wanting to be honest, "There was some shopping, a movie, and dinner in between the second and third times."
My blonde friend just put on a fey expression, shook her head, and grabbed my cock from Maddie. Then she kissed Maddie firmly again and tugged my cock back toward their mouths.
I guided myself between those lips again and resumed thrusting, now with some urgency.
A lot of urgency. I doubt I will ever figure out how to last a long time the first time...
"Son of a..." I grunted, twisting my hips in an attempt to twist my cock from between their mouths and into one of them. Either one. My brain wasn't being picky, to the extent it was being anything.
But Charlotte shoved me away from her mouth and gave me some quick strokes with her hand. Maddie licked my head, just once. That was all it took. I roared as my crazily throbbing cock overwhelmed my perceptions. My vision dimmed and went out of focus. My knees shook and a first burst of cum lanced out and flowed up the surface of Maddie's extended tongue, but Charlotte's staccato jacking of my shaft made the flow of my fairly epic ejaculation come in spurts, and all over the place.
Charlotte was laughing by the time I stopped coming.
"...bitch," I finished, gasping. I had not breathed during the entire mind-blowing ejaculation. My vision cleared and I was met with a sight. I had not simply had a fairly epic ehaculation, I'd produced a three-volume set, with a prequel novel, of spooge. It had been The Lord of the Rings of spooges.
Maddie, having been the original ground zero, was a total mess. A huge blob, probably a part of my initial rope of cum that had missed her mouth, was all over her upper lip and up her left nostril. Another long streak lay on the side of her face like a Bond villain scar, sweeping from her forehead, down over her stuck-closed eye, and across her cheek to her jaw. A few small spatters elsewhere left her whole lovely face looking shiny.
Charlotte, who had not been as close, was more widely spattered. But both her eyes had jizz over them, and the left one had a pea-sized gobbet hanging from the lashes. How had I never really noticed Charlotte's incredible eyelashes? They were real, didn't seem enhanced by mascara, yet curled up and out in a long, elegant, dark fringe that I knew I was never going to stop looking at now. There were spatters all over her face, and it was a good thing I had gotten their shirts off, as a shitload of cum was here and there all over Charlotte's upper chest as well. As I took everything in, a long string of my stuff trailed off Maddie's chin and suddenly plopped down onto one of her tits. Mary jumped at the sensation and Charlotte started laughing again at the sight.
"Holy fuck, that is too much cum," she giggled. A few drops from her upper lip started to drop into her mouth, and Charlotte pursed her mouth and blew to clear it away.
"Yeah, even for you, that was a bit much there, big guy," Maddie giggled in turn, clearing her stuck-closed eye with a fingertip. She popped the sodden digit into her mouth and happily sucked it clean.
"I don't mind getting a little in my mouth, and his really doesn't taste too bad," Charlotte said to Maddie. "But you are actively eating it?"
Maddie just made yummy noises as she wiped another fingerful into her mouth, and Charlotte shook her head.
"Well, when I can trust my legs to support me if I move, I'll get a roll of paper towels for you both," I said. "In the meantime..." I added slowly. "Maddie, since you like it, you should get some of what I put all over Charlotte's chest."
They both gave me the eye, but Maddie shot a look at Charlotte, shrugged, and reached out a finger to wipe up a peripheral spot of my cum from above Charlotte's breast.
"No need to get your fingers sticky," I grinned, with the first really hungry look I had managed since coming. "Just lick it clean."
I got looks from both of them. Charlotte shoved me, as she was wont to do. I was not kidding about how untrustworthy my legs were at that moment, and I almost went down. Maddie just shook her head with a smile.
But then Charlotte looked at her, all of her. "You do have one spot there, Mads," she said.
Then she leaned forward, toward a lone drop of cum about two inches to the side of Maddie's nipple! She pressed her lips around the drop, sucked it clean, then slid her mouth over, right around Maddie's erect nipple, and sucked it clean as well, even though it was not sticky. Maddie just hissed at the experience.
"How is that thing bobbing around again already?" Charlotte asked in surprise as she took a look at my cock. "I swear it never went soft!"
"How could it?" I asked. "There are two half-naked goddesses here with me, cleaning my cum off each other. Deflation is not an issue!"
The two of them looked at each other. Maddie just shrugged it off. "Duh," she said.
"Speaking of cleaning ourselves off," Maddie went on, tartly. "I think you said something about some paper towels?"
What?
Oh, yeah.
I turned and went on wobbly but strengthening legs to the kitchen. Three to five miles most mornings was definitely paying off. I grabbed the whole roll from the counter and returned. I was not dawdling.
Still, in the time I took, the girls had gotten up off the floor and were sitting together on the couch. They were not making out or anything, but they were sitting there, each with one arm almost around each other. I realized that they were talking about and complimenting each other's tits. Maddie was, in fact, lightly cupping one of Charlotte's to illustrate her point.
Definitely not going to have a problem maintaining a hard-on...
They saw me, seemed to realize what they were doing, and pulled just a little bit away from each other. Maddie swiftly withdrew her tentative hand from Charlotte's breast.
"Please don't let me interrupt you guys," I said, holding out the roll of paper towels. "But while you guys clean yourselves, and each other, up, I have some things I need to do."
Maddie just took the roll, but Charlotte looked up at me with a curious expression.
I just knelt wordlessly down on the floor in front of Charlotte. Her eyes followed me down, then widened as I reached out and tugged open the snap and zipper on her jeans. I grinned at her, appreciating the still mostly sticky face staring back at me. Then I grabbed her waistband and tugged. She instinctively lifted her hips in response, and I tugged her jeans down and in one smooth motion had them past her knees and to the floor.
Either Charlotte had had some extensive thoughts about what she might do to me this very day while she was getting ready to come over for games, or she wore panties like this all the time. I hoped it was the latter.
But they had to go.
I stared down, laser-focused on Charlotte as I dragged my fingers slowly up the toned, tanned flesh of her inner thighs. When I reached the top, I briefly dragged my fingers across that scrap of lace-covered fabric covering her crotch, then up to the narrow, yellow waistband. With a tug, and another most accommodating lift of her hips from Charlotte, I worked the small but elegant panty down and free. I grinned up at her.
She smiled in almost confusion. "I know you are still somehow fucking hard, but how are you ready to do this already?"
Huh?
Oh.
"That's not what is about to happen," I chuckled, and leaned in.
"Oh," Charlotte said in understanding. Then she added, "Oh!" as I barely stroked her outer lips with my tongue.
She didn't wear anything down below when she used the tanning bed either. Her entire body was the same, uniform, perfect tan. She wasn't clean-shaven, but sported a close-trimmed and neatly-edged, narrow triangle of blonde pubes barely a shade darker than the hair on her head. The color stood out in incredible contrast to the darker hue of her exquisitely tanned flesh. The hair went down between her legs, but my tongue parted the soft, short curls easily as I pressed my taster delicately deeper with each lick.
"We might as well get back to cleaning ourselves up," Maddie said drily. "He'll be a while at this."
"Then I need to take care of you," I added to Maddie, interrupting my work on Charlotte, but not taking my eyes off the prize before me. "I'm not missing out on that."
"Shit," Charlotte said in Maddie's direction. "Is he seriously enthusiastic about this? Oh fuck, please keep being this enthusiastic, Alistaire," she added with a light moan. I had let my tongue just brush past her clit for the first time.
"Sometimes the problem is getting his head out from between your legs long enough to get his dick in there," Maddie said, wiping her face with one hand, and dabbing at Charlotte's with the other.
Okay, maybe not 100% of my attention was on Charlotte.
But most of it was. I started pressing my tongue deeper into her and took the opportunity to reach underneath and get a really good handful of her small, hard ass for the first time. I was going to have to grab her ass more going forward. A lot more. The shift also gave me a better view of the two of them. Charlotte was also reaching out, much more unsteadily, to wipe some cum off Maddie's jaw. She was using her finger though, not the paper towels, and offered that digit to the twin.
Maddie grinned then sucked the extended finger clean.
Both girls groaned just a little. Charlotte groaned more, but I was rewarding her for the show with another brief visit to her clit, so that was understandable.
The sounds Charlotte was making were really gratifying, so I found myself making her make more of them.
I had lost track of Maddie for a minute, but then I realized she was just sitting there, watching as I took Charlotte near the edge, but kept her there. I didn't know how long Charlotte was going to put up with me pushing her to the edge, pulling her back, then pushing again, but I was going to keep doing it until she grabbed my head or something.
Suddenly, I heard Maddie mutter, "Fuck this," in what sounded like frustration, and she swiftly leaned over Charlotte and licked one of the still remaining dollops of cum from her breasts. The roll of paper towels had been set aside, unused, and both still had bits of cum all over the place.
Charlotte moaned again, a lot louder. Her hips rolled back and forth, and I clamped down on her tasty ass with my hands to keep her against my face. I am fairly certain I groaned happily as well.
Maddie saw, or heard, all this, and started madly licking all over Charlotte's tits, cleaning them vigorously. I was pretty sure there wasn't that much jizz on her nipples, but I was not complaining and amazingly neither was Charlotte.
I was certain I could have gotten Charlotte off at any instant while Maddie put on that display, but I was discovering that she was firmly in the upper division, flavor-wise, and I was enjoying taking my time.
Then Charlotte grabbed my head. She wasn't gentle. I got the message.
She was also in the upper division, volume-wise.
I kept her going, making her crest a couple of times, just relentlessly probing and licking her until she once more showed me how strong her hands were by shoving me away from her crotch against my will.
"Oh, that was so fucking hot," Maddie said quietly. Charlotte just sighed, half-unconscious, all happy.
"I'm going to fuck you now, Maddie," I said firmly.
She just looked at me, then shoved her shorts and panties off in a swoop. Sensing I wanted her right where she was, she merely slumped back on the couch, pressing her hips forward to the edge. I was up in a flash, moved to the side, and began instantly to work my cock inside her.
"Shit, yeah," Maddie whimpered. "Oh, shit yeah," she repeated as I sank the last bit inside her. I slowly slid back about halfway, then sank back in at the same slow pace. "That's it, Alistaire," she said, looking first at me, then over at Charlotte, who had at least one eye open, looking at us. "But keep it nice and easy like this. I'm just warming you up for her while she screws her head back on. She needs your best the first time."
"I intend to give you both my best," I growled a little, pumping just a bit harder to illustrate my point.
"You better," Maddie gasped. "But right now, just fuck me nice and gentle."
"How was that so hot?" Charlotte asked groggily. "Having you lean over and lick my tits like that?"
Oh. She was talking to Maddie, not me. Even with my face covered in one's juices and my cock buried in the other, two girls could still have a conversation with each other like I was not even there.
"I know," Maddie replied, interested. "I mean, you have great tits. Like I said, everybody knows that. And I can appreciate how hot they look. But tits don't make me want a girl, ya know?"
"Exactly," Charlotte said, the discussion returning her to full consciousness. "And your lips felt fine, maybe great, but they weren't what was adding to the vibe of that incredible work Alistaire was doing. But the whole thing overall definitely was. I think it was him watching us."
"Yeah," Maddie said grabbing my shoulders firmly. "Alistaire's eyes are sex organs. We were turning him on, they were turning us on as he watched." She turned to me. Oh, I was going to be included now? "Fuck me hard for a minute here... to tide me over. But she is awake and needs the full deal."
I could take this inclusion.
I doubt I hammered into Maddie for a whole minute, but however long it was, we both thought it was awesome. Charlotte leaned over, eyes brighter than ever as she watched us.
In sudden, perfect accord, Maddie and I were ready to put a pin in this. We both stopped moving, and then I slid free and started to knee-walk sideways toward Charlotte.
But she held up her hand. "No way, you!" she said firmly. "I'm going to need you to lie back on that floor there. It is going to take some extensive work to get... all that inside me. I want to control things."
I really don't mind hot women who fuck me talking about me in front of me. Likewise, I do not ever mind when hot women treat me like a carnival ponyride. Seriously. I'm generous like that.
I took Charlotte's hand and lay back on the floor, pulling her off the couch as I did so. I tugged her down on top of me and we kissed deeply. She broke it off and growled, "You could wipe your fucking face next time."
"No, I don't think I will," I said back airily, and kissed her willing mouth some more. "Next time," I added, "I'll eat Maddie first."
We continued to kiss as Charlotte shifted herself over astride me, and I felt her start rubbing her sodden slit along my shaft. She barely gave me three strokes before she reached under herself and guided my tip against her opening. I felt her stretch as she tentatively sank down, and she groaned in happy wonder as I penetrated her.
She was tight, of course. How could a body made of spring steel like hers be anything else? And she took her own sweet, excruciating time lowering herself.
"Get with the program," grumped Maddie. "Take him. You know by now you can. Feed him all the way inside you, or I'll grab your shoulders and shove you down."
I looked at Maddie in surprise. I knew she was into watching, but maybe not how much.
Charlotte just looked at her oddly. Then she just said, "Challenge accepted." She took a deep breath and let her weight impale her body on me.
I gasped in pleasure as I suddenly drove deep inside her. I think she did too, but there are moments where outside sensory input just takes a back seat--moments like when you are in a threesome and you begin fucking one of the girls for the very first time ever. You know how it is.
I looked up in fascination as Charlotte started to rise and fall on me, eyes half rolling around in her head as she filled herself with me over and over again. I also caught sight of Maddie biting her lip as she watched.



"Charlotte," I grunted, trying to sound casual. "I can see you are busy, but Maddie still has a little cum on her boobs. Are you going to help her with that?"
Both of them gave that idea the laugh it deserved. But Charlotte kept turned, looking at Maddie a beat or two longer after the laugh faded.
"Fuck it," Maddie said, and slid off the couch. She moved to kneel right beside me, facing Charlotte, with their knees touching. She lifted herself up toward my blonde friend. Charlotte just shook her head, reached out with one hand, the other bracing on her knee as she did not interrupt her steady rise and fall, cupped a breast, and licked it clean of whatever, probably imaginary, cum there was on it.
I just reached out myself and caressed Maddie's fabulous ass.
She turned and looked back and down at me. "Enjoying yourself back there, Big Guy?"
Charlotte's kegel muscles struggled to clamp on me. "Wow! I'm beginning to see why you call him that!"
I ignored Charlotte and grinned at Maddie. "Not as much as I will when you slide up here and let me give you what you deserve!" I purred, pointing at my face.
Maddie smiled at me in open-mouthed outrage.
The far too few times I had managed to get Maddie and Mary naked at the same time, they had been relentless about never letting me attend to both of them at the same time. I sensed that restriction was about to be relaxed when it was someone other than her sister.
Maddie's eyes narrowed, and she moved up toward my face. I thrust upward underneath Charlotte in my enthusiasm, and she yelped at my sudden active participation in our fuck.
Maddie slid beside my shoulders and chose to lift her leg over my head with her body still facing down me toward Charlotte. The last thing I saw before Maddie's delicious crotch and ass filled my vision was the fact that Charlotte had not actually let go of her boob.
I murmured happily as my tongue sought out Maddie's freshly fucked twat. Maddie sighed, and I felt Charlotte increase her pace suddenly.
"So good, Alistaire," Maddie moaned. She leaned forward, tilting her hips to bring her clit closer to my tongue.
This awesomeness went on for a bit, but I quickly realized that things I could not see were going on as well. Were they kissing again? Feeling each other up? Even though such things were... allegedly... for my benefit, I thought it unwise to complain out loud that I could not see, as that might bring them to a halt.
Instead, I listened and felt as hard as I could, to try to figure out what these two gorgeous creatures were doing besides enjoying my penetration of them in different ways. The puzzle was great in another way, as it made it a lot easier to hold out and last long enough for Charlotte to recharge her orgasm. Thankfully, for my peace of mind, that did not take long.
We did not come simultaneously, but near enough. The incredible throbbing my cock endured as it prepared to spew was enough to start setting Charlotte off, and the blast of cum I shot up inside her had her shrieking in joy just a few seconds later.
Maddie? She had already come several times on my face.
As all our bodies slumped, Maddie and Charlotte both slid off me, to opposite sides, alas. I revised that disappointment when I found myself being cuddled from both sides at once.
I was actually about ready to drift off for a nice little post-coital nap when my fucking phone rang.
Worse, it was my dad's ringtone.
What time was it? Were they coming home early? Fuck!
I desperately summoned the energy to rise up from between my two naked companions and lunged for my discarded pants. Mercilessly, both girls followed me, keeping their bodies in contact with mine.
I took a deep breath and answered the phone in a casual voice, the steadiness of which impressed me. "Hey, Dad! What's up? How was Mom's flight?"
"Your mom's flight is delayed," my dad said grumpily. "I've got another half hour before she even lands and then we have to wait for all that frigging luggage. I was able to move our dinner reservation back, but Delfresco's next opening is pretty late. I am going ahead and getting the hotel room for tonight."
Oh, God. He did not sound the least bit put out by that complaint.
"Ouch," I said. "You will have to get up early to be back here for court tomorrow."
"Ha! Judges are never late for court," Dad laughed. "It literally cannot start without us!"
I knew that he and Mom would be getting up super early in the morning because my father would never leave a bunch of people sitting around waiting for him.
"Anyway, I thought I'd call and let you know whatever party you are having can go on until the wee hours."
"Very funny, Dad. I just had some friends over and we played games, but that all just broke up a while ago"
"Uh-huh," I heard over the phone. "Any of those friends girls?"
"A couple," I said easily. "But not all," I added firmly with the honesty of angels.
"Seriously? They all left already?"
"No, Dad," I replied with vicious sarcasm. "I still have two naked girls draped all over me here on the living room floor."
Somehow, neither Charlotte nor Maddie ruined it by laughing out loud. They both wanted to...
------------
Okay, so this chapter was self-indulgent. I hope it was you-indulgent too!
As always, let me know in the comments what you thought about it, and please vote.
Oh, by the way, the last chapter of Al's summer adventures is the next one. I have numerous ideas about how to approach his time at USC, let me know yours as I spool up my efforts to get going with that cycle!
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THE ONE WITH THE GOODBYES
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Maybe the brazen truth really was the way to handle Dad. He certainly had not believed me about being draped with two naked beauties...
Mom returned home as smug as humanly possible. The deal she had brokered had ended up even better than she had imagined. So good, she spontaneously upped my car budget to 30 thousand... without any negotiation required on my part.
That last bit told me that the five extra grand was truly a pittance compared to what she cleared. The way both my parents suddenly went months before they resumed their usual good-natured grousing about the cost of USC, would later confirm that idea.
Charlotte and I slipped into an easy friendship. We hung out here or there and even tried running together once. She declared me way too good for her though, and we dropped the idea.
When I invited her back for Gaming a second time, Chris and Tony looked at me like I'd lost my mind. But this time Maddie and Charlotte got along too well, crushing the three of us so many times that Tony was soon moaning out loud to their faces, "Why don't you two go back to fighting with each other?"
I even had the opportunity to hang out with Mary, Maddie, and Charlotte all at the same time on a few occasions. Needless to say, this filled my mind with all sorts of ideas, ideas all three girls could see in my eyes.
Unfortunately, they all viewed my ideas as a source of hilarity, not inspiration, and I was teased mercilessly for my impertinence. But they are my friends, and found a way to make my disappointment awesome.
Mary, yes Mary, whose taste in sexual partners and fantasies runs solely from dudes to dudes, with nothing else in-between, came up with the idea that they should all not only tell me that it wasn't going to happen, but that they should tell me exactly what was not going to happen... in detail. And they did it in a booth at a McDonald's. That Big Mac with an extra-large side of blue balls was the most erotic tease I have endured in my life.
For three girls who really were quite committed to not having a foursome with me, they had some pretty incredible ideas...
Okay, I did manage to get Charlotte and Maddie both naked with me at the same time on one more occasion that summer. But whatever fey mood had taken them the first time was not present the second. Yes, I did pretty much everything with both, but only one at a time. It was another Twinsome, not a threesome. Just with only one twin and one friend.
Still didn't suck.
Well, I mean... you know what I mean.
*
And I started seeing Carrie again. Not seeing as in dating, and certainly not as in fooling around, but just seeing and talking to her.
I was out making another restocking run, refilling the free paper's racks around town with our overrun supply, before going to grab some lunch. And there was no way I was going to miss restocking the rec center's news rack while I was out that way, given that I knew Maddie was lifeguarding that morning.
Most of my remaining supply of extra copies safely nestled in the lobby's rack, I wandered out to the pool to say hi. There was Maddie in her red one-piece suit, sitting up high on one of the chairs overlooking the kiddie end. And there standing beside and below her, was Carrie Croenke, looking every inch of Carrie Fucking Croenke in a bikini consisting of high-waisted, low-cut navy blue shorts and a white halter top. The suit probably provided more coverage than any other bikini at that pool that day, but on her, it looked like an illustration for 'Sexy Girl' on Wikipedia.
"Hey, Maddie! Good to see you, Carrie," I said as I approached. They both turned my way. I did not want this to be awkward, and I prayed Carrie would not want it to either. No matter what she had done and wanted to do, no matter how we had disagreed about my take on the subject, I still very much considered Carrie my friend, and I had missed the simple hanging out part of our friendship.
Yes, I also missed the perfection of scenery part, but that was secondary. And honestly, I had a surfeit of scenery around me anyway.
"Yo, Alistaire," Maddie said easily, but I saw her cut her eyes very briefly toward Carrie.
"Hey, Alistaire," Carrie said with a subdued smile. "It's been a while."
That was all the regrets either of us seemed prepared to express about it, but I kind of felt it was enough for now.
"Yeah," I agreed. "Hey, Maddie, when is your shift done? How about the three of us go to lunch if you are out of here soon? I've got time. You, Carrie?"
There, as casual an invitation as I could manage. I tried very hard to not Look at either one of these painfully hot women as I spoke. I really just wanted a lunch with friends at that moment.
"I have another twenty minutes," Maddie said, looking at her watch.
"I got no plans," Carrie added.
It was a nice lunch, nothing else. But from that point on, I saw Carrie around again. Had she been deliberately avoiding me, or was this just a coincidence? Had I been avoiding her? I was not sure of the answer even to that.
*
If I gave the impression that Charlotte and I mostly only saw each other in the company of friends, that would be wrong. We did a lot of nerd things together as well, like several planetarium shows and a road trip to the Atlanta Aquarium. Great place. Check it out.
Oh, and we fucked like rabbits on the regular. In fact, Charlotte was the only girl I almost got caught with by my parents.
She and I had plans to go to the pool and have some fun and sun. Maddie was working, and I had a few ideas about teasing her by making out with Charlotte while in her line of sight. Unfortunately, the weather had other ideas, and Maddie spent the afternoon in the guard room, standing by with her colleagues in case the rain decided to stop.
Charlotte and I went to my house to watch a movie in my stately 'home theater'. We argued about what to see, until Charlotte googled 'most erotic films' and came up with something called 9 1/2 Weeks. Since my parents had left for the afternoon to play a round of golf in Greenville with a congressman and his wife, a movie like this sounded fucking awesome to me.
Eh.
The story seemed kind of skeezy to me. But the sex was definitely hot, and Charlotte agreed with me on both counts. We kind of agreed to wait until the thing was finished to do much about the hotness of the situation, but with less than fifteen minutes to go in the film, things kind of got away from us both.
Next thing I knew, I had the middle recliner laid all the way back, neither of us had any pants on, and Charlotte had me embedded between her legs. No foreplay. No discussion. Just straight to some aggressive fucking. It was rainy and regardless of the plot's issues, Mickey Rourke and Kim Basinger respectively were doing it for both of us.
Like a dumbass, I had not checked my radar app to see if it was also raining in Greenville. Spoiler Alert: It was.
I was practically gnawing on Charlotte's left nipple and thinking how much better it would taste with some strawberries rubbed on it. Perhaps I should run to the kitchen and see if we had any in the fridge? Who was I kidding, nothing was going to stop what we were doing on that chair until we had both come.
Nothing except the sound of our garage door going up suddenly.
"Oh shit!" we both exclaimed in as perfect harmony as Mary and Maddie could have achieved.
Thank God we were both only bottomless. We had our pants on in a flash, and were wandering out of the theater as my parents came in from the garage.
"Remember, we were watching fucking Avengers II," I muttered to Charlotte.
"Language," she muttered back. What a champ.
"Hey, guys!" I said, taking in my semi-bedraggled parents. They were dry now, but they had clearly been soaked earlier. They must have tried to get in their round before the rain and failed hard.
Both of them looked cranky as they came in, but upon laying eyes on Charlotte beside me, I did not like the grins they both suddenly donned.
"Who is this?" my mother asked like I was ten and had brought home a new friend from school.
Shit. I had kept Charlotte off my parents' radar until then, not wanting a fresh round of shit. I could see now that that had been a mistake.
I had barely survived meeting her dad one time, and that was in the company of Mary as well. Mr. Gaines was something else.
But he was not the experience of my two parents looking over Charlotte with varying deniable shades of 'we know you are fucking our son, probably just now, we guess it was fun' on their faces.
"This is Charlotte," I said firmly, trying not to glare at the two of them, my wandering-eyed father in particular. "We met a few weeks ago. She's a friend of Maddie's."
My mother saved me and Charlotte with all the appropriate small talk. My father was absolutely no help as he just stood there, made appropriate noises when called upon to do so, and otherwise just visibly approved of Charlotte in all the worst ways. Then he heard she was headed for Princeton and he started approving of her in all the ways, period.
Charlotte was amazing, but I caught her trembling a time or two. She clearly was thinking about my mother flipping her lid if they had caught us.
I was trembling too, but I was worried that if they'd caught us, my mom might have wanted to give some suggestions...
My parents, with all the glee in their black and shriveled souls, kept us rooted in the house for a good half an hour. I had chosen the wrong movie as a cover story. They had both seen Avengers II, and Dad took special malice in making us discuss Ultron for fifteen minutes while Mom got us all refreshments.
When I finally extricated Charlotte from their clutches, I walked her to her car.
"Good call on a cover movie," Charlotte told me with a quick kiss after checking to make sure my parents were not at the door behind us.
"It was not," I told her. "Dad is a giant fucking Marvel fan, and I think we both got a couple of stupid things wrong about Ultron back there. Not that either of them believed me for one second to begin with."
"Oh, shit! You are so screwed when you go back in there."
"Indubitably," I replied. That was never an SAT word, as far as I know. I just like it.
"Well," Charlotte smiled, "I now know what it feels like to be blue-balled. I need to see you again stat, and then you'll be screwed in other ways..." Another kiss, and she was gone.
I threw back my shoulders and went back into the house.
My fucking parents didn't even so much as say a word, not even just about Charlotte in general. They bitched about getting caught in the rain. Mom gushed about what a gem the congressman's wife was then bitched some more about how useless he was going to be regarding some regulatory relief a client of hers deserved.
Dad was not done talking about goddamned Ultron.
When I finally could make my excuses and headed upstairs to change my underwear at the least, I was almost out the door before my mother sang out sweetly, "Oh, Alistaire! Do I need to clean the seats in the home theater for any reason?"
I stiffened, then slumped, then stood straight again.
I turned to my father and said, "Come on, Dad! You know I'd never spill anything in your chair." He looked back at me calmly. I refused to meet my mother's eyes. "But," I added, "If you guys think they might need a cleaning, I'll be happy to help out and do it for you."
And I went and cleaned all three chairs without another word.
The one we had used, my dad's, had really kind of needed it.
I wanted to strangle my mother, but by the time I was changing my clothes, I realized that she had done me a solid. She could have gone in there, called me, and pointed at the chair, asking, 'What the hell is THAT?'
*
"Alistaire?"
"'Tis I," I replied. Carrie had actually called me. By voice. On the phone app. It was weird. Who does that?
"Hey, I guess you know I passed my flight exam and my solo a couple of weeks ago," she said. "I need hours though, and I remembered you had wanted to go up with me. I've got a rental this afternoon and am going to get in about a three-hour flight. Want to come with me?"
"First of all, I did not know," I said with a smile. "Second, congratulations! And third, hell yes. Where do I report for co-pilot duty?"
"You are reporting for 'sit in your seat and keep your hands and feet off the controls' duty," Carrie said sternly.
Any nervousness I had about flying with a rookie pilot dissipated within five minutes of taking off. Carrie (of course) was smooth and unflappable, her voice was sure and steady on the radio, and the plane flew like it was on rails.
In minutes, we were at our flight plan altitude and looking down at the countryside below us, marveling at how different it looked from up above. I relaxed for the rest of our flight up to a small hillside airport where Carrie planned on doing touch-and-go landings for practice.
Well, I relaxed except for the one time she deliberately put the plane into a steep dive without warning me. It is hard to remain cool and masculine when you are gibbering in fear and saying, "What's happening?" "We're gonna die!" and other manly clamor, especially with Carrie sitting in the left seat, laughing with an evil just as perfect as most everything else about her.
After four touch-and-goes that seemed perfect to me but which disappointed Carrie, she climbed back up for home.
"This was fun," I said happily. "I'm glad you invited me."
She was silent a beat too long for comfort.
"Actually, I've had fun too. Flying is always fun. But I had an ulterior motive for asking you along," she said, keeping her eyes unnecessarily focused in front of us. She had the autopilot on, after all.
"Oh?" I asked, and left it at that.
"I really want to apologize for what I did... and for what I tried to pull, back when I started dating Kevin. I should have apologized a long time ago, but I was stubborn about a lot of things."
"Not necessary, Carrie," I found myself saying.
"No, it is. I didn't respect you, and I didn't respect him enough either."
"What I mean," I said quickly, "is that I owe you just as big an apology."
"Please," she snorted. "I..."
"You had your ideas on how to handle the situation, and I had mine," I overrode her objection. "I did not and still do not agree with what you wanted to do, but I was disrespectful of your ideas, and was unwilling to even discuss how I thought we differed. Worse, I disrespected you personally, and that was a terrible thing for a friend to do."
"I'm pretty sure I was worthy of some disrespect," Carrie said almost grimly. I automatically started to disagree. "No, the time with Kevin helped me figure out a thing or two about myself that I think I really needed. I will be much better for it... more worthy of 'respect'," she added loftily, with a small but genuine smile.
"Wait. Past tense with Kevin?" I asked, confused.
"We broke up a week ago," Carrie said quietly.
The radio crackled to life as one air traffic controller handed Carrie off to the next. She smoothly made what I guess were all the right responses and changed the radio channels with ease. Only her concentration betrayed that she hadn't done it a thousand times.
I shook my head at how perfect she was at this, along with virtually everything else. "I'm not seeing what you did to be worthy of disrespect," I said. "Yes, I disrespected your plan of action. But I should not have disrespected you. A friend can have very different opinions, and you can still respect her or him. That's important. And I'm sorry."
Carrie looked at me. "Quit apologizing, Alistaire. I dragged you up here to altitude so I could trap you in a chair with headphones connected to my mike so I could apologize. I've finally screwed up the courage, so shut up, okay?"
Ah.
"Okay," I said, then babbled on anyway. "I can't believe I didn't know you broke up. Neither Mary nor Maddie said a word..."
"I got the impression that if I wanted you to know, they were going to make me tell you myself," Carrie said drily. "Anyway, the thing about me is, I was half of Carrie and Donald for forever, right? Ever since puberty, a good chunk of my identity was as part of a couple. When Donald and I broke up, I just never felt right after. Maybe guys weren't asking me out because deep down, I really did still feel like I was Donald's." She looked over at me just a little bit like she used to. "You broke me of that last feeling pretty convincingly," she grinned. "And I enjoyed not being Donald's anymore, especially with you."
She sighed.
"But you didn't even feel real to me after that first night," she went on. "And even if you were real, you couldn't fill the blank in Carrie And if you weren't going to be here. I sicced Maddie and especially Mary on you just to reinforce that in my mind that there would be no Carrie And Alistaire."
"I cannot find it in myself to be upset by that decision," I found myself saying with a smile.
"I'll bet you can't," Carrie giggled. Then she sobered. "But I think subconsciously, and then maybe consciously, I still felt a need to be Carrie And... somebody. But one reason that I succeeded in playing the field this spring was because I think I was still kind of holding out for Carrie and Alistaire. I think Mary and Maddie were holding out on their own behalves as well, but maybe less than me. And you came home and let us all see a different dynamic. I accepted it, even liked it after a very short while."
She blew out a breath.
"But there was still the concept of Carrie And, and I had not at all dealt with that. That was just the way I saw myself. It might still be the way I see myself, though now that I am aware of it, I'm trying to stomp that out. I want to just be Carrie for a while. I need to. When I am sure I can just be Carrie, then maybe I'll investigate being Carrie And some guy again."
"As always," I said, after almost a minute's silence, "I think you have it just right. But don't sound so somber. Kevin wasn't that bad, was he? I mean if he was, I'd like to know," I added, trying to keep the white knight out of my voice.
"Kevin was fine. Boring, but fine," Carrie said firmly. She had not missed the white knight marshaling. "And I was boring with him. I don't think he was disappointed that we broke up either."
Kevin was a moron.
"The fine southern men of Vanderbilt are glad you made yourself available to the market," I drawled.
Carrie laughed, "Exactly!" It was a nice easy laugh. I liked to hear it. "I told you, way back when we had that first date, that I did not want to arrive at college with a boyfriend back home. When I remembered that, it was what made everything clear about what was wrong with things with Kevin. What was wrong with me."
"Nothing is wrong with you, Carrie."
"I'm working on it," she said.
We flew in silence for a little while, then the radio instructed her to climb to avoid crossing traffic, and we spent the rest of the flight back talking about pilot stuff.
Back at the airport, I actually gave her a hug, which she returned. It was a hug of friends. I really needed that hug. Whatever Carrie had found out about herself, I had always known what I needed to do to fix things and I just hadn't done it. Carrie had had the guts when I hadn't.



*
And then, in a couple of weeks, yet in a flash, I was dealing with partings again. Back at school, we all had the same amputation date. One flurry of handing out sheepskin, and we were all parted to the winds. It had been concentrated agony.
This time, everybody had a different start date. Maddie left first. Over the summer, she had probably been my best friend among them. Nothing like me and Bridget, but she was truly the girl I had more... non-athletic... fun with than any other. Our goodbyes were multiple and top notch. She even wore the neck bandage, just to fuck with me one last time.
Mary left two days later. She left for college with a hickey on the other side of her neck to match the birthmark. I hadn't meant to do it, and when I realized, I kept apologizing until she shut me up by pushing my face between her legs.
Jessica invited me back over the very next night and met me at the door stark naked. "Now that my two little brats are out of the house," she said with a smile at my stunned expression, "I can have you just once at night, like a civilized woman."
But that night turned out to be a goodbye too. She had a realtor's education thing to travel to. They scheduled these things for right after school began and I would be gone by the time she returned.
*
I woke up to the smell of bacon and looked around my room. Much of my worldly goods were packed in a stack of boxes on one side. I would be taking them to our storage locker that afternoon. A much smaller stack of boxes was against the opposite wall, containing what I hoped would fit in my dorm room at USC. I would be loading those into a rental SUV and driving with my dad out west in three days. Mom had business in Denver and had declared she'd just be crying the whole way if she could have ridden with us anyway.
"Mom, I've been going to boarding school for four years already," I complained about her fussing.
"College is different. You'll see," she simultaneously moped and smiled.
I popped out of bed, full of energy that should have gone to a morning run. But I had given myself a week's vacation from workouts. When I had told Bridget that, she had heaped me with scorn. She was just jealous. She was already at Penn, trying to make the cross-country team, and the pre-season tryouts were kicking her ass.
Yes, she eventually made the team. On what planet was that not going to happen?
But I was concerned for Bridget. She sounded like she had struggled to make the team, and I was concerned about how she would adjust to competing where most of her teammates and opponents were not staring at her heels the whole race. Or more likely, her ass... even the straight ones.
I came downstairs and Mom and Dad were both there, drinking coffee and smiling at each other in a way that made me feel uncomfortable about what I might have heard the night before.
"I love that all I have to do is cook bacon and you get out of bed without complaint. Other mothers are so jealous," Mom laughed.
I grabbed half the bacon. Dad just yanked one strip back off my plate with a grimace. Then he took the other half and we ate bacon at each other defiantly.
When we finished, Mom told Dad, "I'm about ready to run the french toast. Are you two still hungry after pigging out and leaving me none?"
"I'm ready," Dad said, with no apology about the bacon. Mom knew better than to leave all of it out for me and him to get at it. "But hold up a second. Al, I've got something I want you to do today." He got up and I followed him to the front door.
Great. Yard chores. A final goodbye message about hard work, I presumed.
In the driveway was a shiny silver Nissan Rogue. It was only just last year's model, too! I knew all the recent Rogue models, as my parents and I had settled on that as the car we'd buy out in California.
But the Blue Book had told me I would be lucky to afford one three years old, and more likely four, with my budget. Mom's deal must have been huge!
"I want you to spend today getting used to driving it," Dad said, handing me the key fob.
I snatched the keys to my freedom and dashed toward the SUV.
"But not yet!" Mom called. "I am about to start the french toast!"
I circled the car twice, then ran back into the house, where I tested my manners to the limit by thanking them with my mouth full, over and over.
*
After a shower, I went out and got in my car. My car! I must have spent half an hour adjusting mirrors, programming the radio, hooking up CarPlay, and arguing with myself about how to position the seat. Then I drove. I drove timidly, but hey. This was my car!
But where to drive?
Charlotte was not leaving for Princeton until after I my departure. We had a date set in stone for the next night. I'd have driven over to her house to show off my baby to her anyway, except she was at work for her last day.
I had to show my car off to somebody...
Carrie. She was heading to Vandy (she had started calling it Vandy for some reason) the day after I hit the road. Maybe she was packing up today?
I pulled over safely and got out my phone.
ME: Are you home or at least not busy? I just got a going away gift I have to show you
The reply came in less than 30 seconds.
CARRIE: Packing, but I should be done in half an hour. Come by?
ME: Perfect
I made myself get on the highway and drove a little fast. I would push this beauty eventually, so I figured I should get used to how it rode at speed. Not remotely like Mom's Benz, but pretty well...
I arrived at Carrie's more than half an hour later, to give her time to be really finished.
She was not finished.
Worse, her father was home, and wanted to talk prep school. I was apparently prep school Wikipedia to the guy.
It had been a nightmare all summer, whenever I had to talk to Mary and Maddie's dad. They would be just conversations, but with the terrifying knowledge that a tiny revelation here or there and I was dead. I had managed to avoid Charlotte's father entirely... until I hadn't. But I had found that Carrie's dad, who had been the worst at first, at least in how I felt talking to him, was pretty cool, especially now that I wasn't constantly terrified that he was going to figure out I had either just fucked his daughter, or was about to fuck her imminently.
After another good half hour of being trapped there, talking to him, I looked at my watch. He laughed.
"Even when you aren't a couple, women always manage to make you wait, kid," he chortled.
I was saved by this horrifying conversational gambit by Carrie's appearance.
"Yo, Alistaire," she said, bouncing down the stairs. Carrie did not bounce downstairs in the same manner as, say, Mary or Jenn did, but she nevertheless was entrancing when doing so. Her outfit was perfect. It was nothing but a basic, pale blue denim, button-down shirt with long sleeves rolled up almost to her elbows and a knock-around white denim skirt. Had she dressed differently, her father might have wondered why she had dressed for a date while packing for college...
She walked up and held out her hand. "Let's see the new phone," she said with interest.
"Same old phone," I said mournfully, then pulled out the remote entry keyfob. "New car!"
"No shit!" Carrie exclaimed.
"See you two later," her dad sighed. "Are you at least finished packing?" he called after Carrie without a lot of hope as we hustled out the door toward my prize.
We hopped in the car and I carefully pulled out onto the street.
Carrie pulled out her phone and took a picture of me driving. "Look at you in your new car," she said, looking at her phone.
"Well, it is newer than the Benz," I said.
"And I'm sure it is not as fast as your mom's car," Carrie said almost patronizingly, "but it is yours, so very cool."
I looked sidelong at her. I had never, ever fessed up to her about the Benz being Mom's car.
She just rolled her eyes at my cluelessness.
"Ready for Vanderbilt?" I asked her again, wondering how her mind had gone since our last serious talk.
"I am," she said firmly, almost surprised at herself. "And I'm ready for the guys," she added slyly. I grinned at her. "But I am not going to date anyone seriously my freshman year. I've made that commitment to myself. I am not going to slide back into being Carrie and Fill In The Blank."
"Good," I said. "But... maybe don't be so positive about keeping some Fill In The Blank at arm's length if he genuinely fills in the blank."
She was about to wave me off, then looked at me. "That almost sounds wise, Alistaire. How did you get to be even remotely wise?"
"I have had a crew of wonderful women to help me with any alleged wisdom," I almost grumbled.
"We are a Sisterhood, not a crew," Carrie snorted.
"We?"
"I broke down, apologized to Mary and Maddie before they left, and asked them to add me back into the text chain," Carrie said sheepishly.
"Why is that thing still in existence?" I asked, bewildered.
"You are fun to talk about," Carrie shrugged. "It has been busy this week speculating about how USC will survive your arrival."
"You all have your own lives," I groused. "Live them."
"Oh, there has also been a lot of discussion about how we are going to do that," laughed Carrie. "We give each other a lot of non-Alistaire-related advice too."
Suddenly, my phone blew up. Five different texts came in all at once. Mary, Carla, Beth, Poppy, and Bridget.
My brow furrowed in bemusal.
"We also just share memes sometimes... or pictures like the one I just took of you behind the wheel," Carrie added drily.
"You robbed me of my big reveal!" I protested.
"Hey! I just got let back in the group," Carrie said, unrepentant. "I needed to provide some content to demonstrate my worth!" She looked at her phone. "Hey! Who is Jessica? I haven't seen that name before."
Shit! I tried not to look at Carrie. But she looked at me. "The way you are blushing, I must know her..." she trailed off, thinking furiously. "Holy shit, dude," she shrieked suddenly, realizing there was only one Jessica we had in common. "M&M must have shit a brick! How are you still alive?"
"They made me do it," I said sullenly.
Carrie laughed. "Pull the other one."
"It wasn't hard," I admitted.
"Oh, I'll bet it sure as hell was," Carrie taunted back. "Any other moms you have in your collection any of us needs to know about?"
"No!" I said hotly.
"Hmmm..." she mused with a glint in her eye that was clear, even in my peripheral vision. "If my dad wasn't around, I bet you'd be all over my mom."
"Hey! It's not like that..." I objected. But I thought of Carrie's mom for a moment. I couldn't help it.
Fuck it.
"But yeah, I'd do her in a heartbeat if she was single," I added, as lasciviously as I could manage. I've learned lascivious.
She just cackled to herself as more texts hit my phone. Jesus, did these women all have that text chain on priority or something?
We rode on for a while. I drove toward the highway where I figured I could give Carrie a little speed like she loved. Not like Mom's car, but whatever speed a Nissan could muster.
We were on Farnham Road, which had an entrance to the interstate just ahead. Carrie and I had been talking about college, but she suddenly let the conversation die.
"Alistaire," she said suddenly, tensely. "I know it is the middle of the day. I know we don't... we've had our differences. But..." She drew a deep breath. "But I would really like it if we found some quiet spot for you to bend me over the hood of your car just one more time."
I didn't answer instantly. Yes, I know. Carrie Fucking Croenke and all that.
But for all of our slightly dirty back and forth earlier, I had firmly, painfully, made the effort to block her out of that part of my mind. She was too cool a person to shut out of my mind as a friend, but I had banished the idea of having sex with her ever again.
And if I let that idea back into my brain, could I take it only being once? One last time?
Regardless of that, would it even be a good id...
This was Carrie.
"Similar ideas have been in my mind, too," I said, realizing as I spoke that it was true, despite my best efforts. I am a sex pig, despite my best intentions.
I shot past the entrance to the interstate and out into the deep countryside. My right arm had been resting on the center console for a while, but suddenly Carrie's hand rested atop mine.
I slowly turned my head to look at her with all the desire that was flooding back into me. She smiled back.
Then she said, "Eyes on the road! I'm not going to be responsible for you damaging your new baby!"
My eyes snapped back forward. That was very important.
"Besides, I've got to look for a turn up here," Carrie said almost absently.
She had an idea? Good.
"Up here," she said suddenly. "Take the right."
"Really? Okay," I said. I turned right and was not impressed by the bland road that was bordered mostly by farmland.
But we took a bend and there was a stretch of wooded area on the left.
"There's a sign somewhere..." Carrie muttered. "Wait! Stop! Right there!" she cried out loudly, pointing.
An overgrown dirt road led into the woods beside a dilapidated sign that once probably said, Wynn's Fish Camp. Live Bait.
"We are going fishing?" I asked rhetorically. "How do you know about wherever we are going?" I went on.
"I told you that I played the field a bit this spring to avoid falling into Carrie And," she said good-naturedly, but clearly not wishing to elaborate.
The road twisted through the woods and downhill until it dead-ended at a gate with a dilapidated shack on the other side by a small river.
"Fuck," I growled. "They've locked the gate. See?"
Carrie turned in her seat to look at me. "What do I care? You and your car are on this side of the gate with me."
"Yeah, but..."
"Alistaire, does it look like any car besides yours has been down this road in at least a month or so?"
Probably not since Carrie and whoever 'Mr. Field' of the moment had come down it, I reflected with an internal grin.
My external grin was more focused on the girl in the passenger seat beside me.
I was suddenly dismayed at a major issue with my prized new car. The Nissan Rogue has a really high center console. I had viewed it as a plus, because there was lots of storage there, along with two larger than normal cupholders.
But it was disastrously high and wide, and I instantly discovered that it was going to be uncomfortable and inconvenient when I wanted to lean over, grab the girl in the passenger seat and inhale her lungs.
"Fuck," I groaned, not letting go of her, no matter how obstructed we both were. "I'm sorry my new car is not built for this!" I kissed her some more anyway. It was easier when I realized I could unbuckle the seatbelt, but still uncomfortable.
"Yeah," Carrie said around my lips. "Bad move, Alistaire. But I'm going to end up on the hood anyway, remember?"
I paused and we grinned at each other. Then we simultaneously lunged for our door handles. I don't think the twin thunks of the doors closing behind us had finished echoing from the trees before we were embracing in front of the car.
This was much more comfortable!
With a smooth twist, I had Carrie turned, with her backside pressing against the grille. Our arms were around each other, pulling ourselves together hard. Our hands were nowhere erogenous, this was suddenly about closeness, not sex.
Then her tongue invaded my mouth and everything was about sex again.
And I leaned back a little and sighed.
Carrie instantly felt my renewed hesitation, and I felt some invade her as well.
"Is this the best idea?" I asked fearfully. Certain parts of me were extremely certain that this was the best idea in the history of best ideas. But despite jokes from a number of friends, I always can think with my big head, even when I don't want to. "I mean, we were so good, then we totally weren't. Then we got back to friends again, and that was utterly important to me," I said in a tumble. "That still is the utterly important thing to me," I said, more firmly. "If we do this again, then... It probably won't happen again, you know? Do we want to risk all we have put back together for this?"
Carrie's seeming hesitancy evaporated as mine grew. "Alistaire, your sudden prioritizing of being my friend over fucking me would have me about to come in my pants... if I wasn't about to come in my pants already!"
That did not harm my ego or my arousal. But my worry was still there.
"Look," Carrie went on, "a harem is a..."
"I do not have a harem!" I objected, before this shit got out of hand.
"Bullshit, Al," Carrie said sternly, but with a laugh. "You have a harem. And I am a part of it. And," she said, literally booping my snoot with her fingertip, "I always, always will be. Twenty years from now, when my husband and I take our kids to Disneyland and we arrange a visit with you and your wife out in California, we will sit around your house and all four of us will all know that I am still part of that harem. You and I won't fuck. We won't even kiss, except hello on the cheek. But it will still be true."
I stared at her.
"We will always, always be friends. It is a friendship based on sex, infused with sex, but still very real without the sex, Al," she said. "And as we sit there visiting, I will be reminded that if I, and probably even my husband, whatever his name turns out to be, ever need something in your power, I will be able to count on you for it. And you will always be able to count on me for the same."
"Now who is the eighteen year-old who is sounding wise?" I asked ruefully.
Carrie grinned. "And I'll always be part of your harem because I really enjoy the other members tpp," she went on as we embraced, still keeping our hands in neutral locations. "Not just Mary and Maddie, and Poppy and Sloane," she went on, eyes twinkling as she chose to not distract the conversation by mentioning Jessica, "but the others as well. I have discovered I have good friends that I have never even met in person. Jenn has suggested we all go on a ski trip together or something, someday... without you," she added before I could get too dreamy-eyed at that idea.
I just kissed her again. Physically, it was pretty chaste, with closed lips and no probing tongues, but emotionally it was scalding hot.
"So, Alistaire whether this is our last fuck, or if we ever fuck again in the future, or even if we don't, and have already had our last fuck, I will always be your friend," she said softly.
I kissed her again. It was not chaste this time. "I totally reject the third possibility," I found myself saying.
"Good boy," she murmured in reply.
I slid my hands down her flanks and pushed up her skirt until I had it bunched up just below her waist. Carrie's only response was to dig her fingernails into my back a little as we kissed. My hands grabbed that exactly right ass and found that she was rocking the lace boyshorts again. I had planned to work her panties off next, but decided to leave them in place... for a few moments longer at least.
I lifted her swiftly and deposited that backside on the front edge of the Rogue's hood. A final peck on her lips, and I started working my face down her chest, undoing the buttons of her blouse as I sank lower. The white bra that she wore was plain satin, but quite considerately opened in front. I popped the catch and pushed it wide, devouring her suddenly exposed nipples with a ferocity that surprised me a little. But it did not divert me for long. I sank down again. With the shirt fully unbuttoned, I began to nuzzle her pussy through the delicate lace of those delectable, full-coverage panties.



"Oh wow," Carrie moaned softly. "So you want to go first today, huh?"
"As I see it," I said, pulling my face free so I could work those damned boy shorts off, "I still owe you that extra dose of 'Al Taylor oral' you mentioned back at the start of the summer." She giggled. "So I am going to devour you, and after that, you can do what you like. But then I'm going to tongue fuck you again!" I said triumphantly, bending back to yank off those panties and start the first tongue fucking.
"As long... ahhhh... as you don't forget to... errrm... dick fuck me after," gasped Carrie as my tongue spread her outer lips with firm lick after lick.
Yeah, that was unlikely to slip my mind...
What did slip my mind was my commitment to taking my time this first time. Before I knew it, first one of her legs then the other had crawled up and wrapped themselves around my shoulders, and her hands in my hair had my face pinned to her crotch as I heard her voice tell me, through its tone, tenor, and volume... along with the words, "Oh Fuck, Alistaire! I coming already," that she was close to orgasm.
I really wanted this to last, but I realized that if I tried to edge Carrie at this point, it would result in premature baldness for me at best, and a swift drowning in the nearby river at worst. So instead, I leaned in and pushed her over the edge as hard as I could. After all, I had another declared chance coming shortly, and she was going to be teased that time, no matter how much of my hair she pulled out.
Carrie's volume got even louder, before trailing off in a blissful moan. I hoped no farmers were out walking their fencelines within a three-mile radius, or we were busted for sure.
She sighed and slowly relaxed, her legs drifting off my shoulders and slowly down my back, while her hands stroked my hair like I was a loyal dog.
Close enough.
"I'm going to need you to stop nuzzling my pussy, Alistaire," Carie sighed, squirming against my lips that had kept kissing said orifice. I was still in the neighborhood after all. "At least I do if you want me to suck that beast of yours," she added.
I popped my head up with a grin.
Carrie answered with one of her own, and slid off my car and back to her feet. She looked down and around, then simultaneously started yanking my polo shirt over my head while tugging me around to the passenger side of my car.
I finished pulling my shirt off the rest of the way, tossing it onto the center of my hood where it joined Carrie's blouse, and then shot Carrie an inquiring look about the change of venue.
Her eyes crinkled and she pointed downward. "Grass on this side of the car," she said, sinking down to her knees. "Gravel in front and on the other side."
"Oh!" I said in understanding. "Ohhhhhh," I moaned happily as Carrie's lips slid around my glans and then down my shaft.
Carrie Freaking Croenke knew how to calibrate a blowjob. This was not one of her blitzkreig operations, designed to send me swiftly to sweet oblivion, but neither was it one of her more common sweet, delicate, languid treatments. This one was energetic, assertive, even hungry, and designed to leave a mind-blowing impression in my memories, but it was also designed to last, and last a while.
She slowed and backed off the energy here and there, and while the energetic parts were crazy, she knew the difference between almost unbearable pleasure, and stimulation that would actually get me off. But fast or slow, hungry or sweet, her lips or tongue never left my cock, even if she slowed almost to a stop.
Except for once, when she paused, let me slip from her mouth, and essentially cuddled my cock, gently clasping the root and pressing me against the side of her face. She sighed happily. "I will miss you, Alistaire," she murmured.
"Sure seems like you will miss something," I said drily.
Carrie cocked her eyes up toward me. "You don't get it, do you?" she said happily. "Yes, I think this beast is great. What girl wouldn't? But," she said, her voice suddenly firming. Her finger poked me in the chest. "What I will miss is you. This," she said, squeezing my cock companionably, "is wonderful. But in the final analysis, it is just a dick. Others can do its job. But you are unique, Alistaire." She grinned up at me.
I did not know what to say to that. I did know that my dick was not currently being sucked, but I was almost too bemused to care. Almost.
Carrie grinned a bit more. "You are thinking that I have noticeably stopped sucking your supposedly replaceable dick, aren't you?" she accused.
I tried to deny it, but the words would not come. I just nodded sheepishly.
"Don't ever change, Alistaire," Carrie said, and resumed sucking.
Now she was going for the blitzkrieg.
I fought back as hard as I could, drawing on every reserve of experience I possessed to make this blowjob last. My fingers clamped onto the metal of the car and I'm still surprised I didn't leave dents.
I had come a long way since that first psycho experience with Carrie, when I'd spilled my load into her mouth obscenely quickly. I had much better resistance now. Even the first time in a day, I had built up the ability to last at least a while.
But I had no fucking chance, once she got serious. In minutes, I was crying out my imminence, and Carrie relentlessly rushed me over the edge. I dimly hoped that she wanted a lot to swallow, because I certainly was giving her a lot to swallow. My body shuddered and lost its strength as I pumped jizz into her mouth, spurting hard as I felt Carrie gulp several times before she finally slid her lips from my momentarily spent cock. It actually sagged a bit, losing some hardness.
That was okay. It could rest. For a little while at least...
I pushed myself up and off the side of the car. I tugged Carrie to her feet and crushed her in an embrace as I kissed her.
But impatience drove me now. I gave her a look, the hungriest of looks and she smiled back like eager prey. With that, I stepped around her, pressed her against the side of my car with her face away from me, and pressed myself against her backside.
Carrie ground that amazing ass back against my cock in a move that put to rest any feeble chance my cock might take a break. "Oh yeah, Alistaire, fuck me," she groaned, bending forward over the hood of my car.
"In good time," I murmured in her ear and bent to my knees.
I'm fairly confident now, even with Carrie, that I know how to calibrate a meal as well.
I was absolutely going to devour her. And swiftly, because I was impatient for that fucking myself.
I did not let myself savor her as I wanted. I did not tease. I went straight to the point. Her pert ass stuck out at me and I grabbed its marvelous cheeks as I bent and dragged my tongue directly across her little clit.
"Ohhhh, yesss," Carrie sighed, her hips twitching.
I kept my hands on that sweet, perfectly-sized ass of hers as I let my tongue roam around her clit, down into her lips, then back up to torture the bud some more.
"You are so good, Alistaire," Carrie moaned after many such little tours of her genitals. "Keep it up. I'm almost there..."
So, of course, I stopped. I leaned back and rose to my feet, hands still on her ass, which twitched about as if seeking my missing tongue.
"Wha?" she asked, turning her head, face half wanton, half irritated. "Don't stop, Alistaire! What? Why?"
Perfect, she was pretty close.
Fantastic as it always is to tongue a girl from behind with her standing up like that, I feel the position has many shortcomings. Chief of which is that it is harder to bring your fingers into play in this alignment. You can reach everything easily, but your tongue and hands get in each other's way.
But this arrangement is just about perfect when you intend to edge a girl, then go straight to fucking her.
Wordlessly, I just pressed my cock lengthwise into the crack of her ass and rocked my hips just slightly. Carrie moaned, "I get it! Do it... now." She languidly leaned forward over my hood again and spread her feet and legs slightly further apart.
Still in the same series of uninterrupted movements since I'd withdrawn my tongue, I grabbed my cock and pushed it down between Carrie's legs. It swung unerringly and I pushed, driving deep inside her in a single thrust.
"Fucking fuck! Yes!" rang out in the road. I am still not sure if it was Carrie or I who shouted it. My money is on me, but I can't swear to it, your honor.
Again, I found myself about to drive a girl to a near-immediate orgasm like this, but I was watching for it this time. Carrie whooped in a rising voice, and I froze, half-buried inside her, but stopping all caresses, inside her or out.
We held there like that as the tremor forming in Carrie subsided.
"Alistaire!" Carrie wailed. "What are you...!"
I resumed the fucking. One hand was on her right thigh, holding tight, while the other pressed down into the small of her elegant back. And I drove my cock back into her once more, over and over.
Carrie pressed her face into the hood, rolling her head from side to side. She balled one hand into a fist and began pounding on the metal of my car. I briefly worried about my new ride, but of course, Carrie, even in the throes, could bang on a car just exactly right to make all the noise, but never damage the vehicle. We both rode the wave.
Well, Carrie did. I rode her. Both our voices were reduced to small, quiet, almost high-pitched moans and grunts, wordless vocalizations of pleasure. It was glorious. And how we each held out as long as we did, I have no idea. But things like this get away from you slowly, then all at once.
I might have tried pausing one more time, to edge up both of us this time, had not my release and Carrie's both snuck up on me. She shrieked suddenly, and as my fogged-up, rutting brain processed the signs of an impending orgasm, my cock did as well. Before I could think to stop, it responded to her growing release with its own.
I gasped almost desperately as I felt myself eject a long stream into Carrie's now spasming pussy. Her body, feeling my ejaculation, started spasming in earnest. I managed another few desperate thrusts, though my cock had spent itself on that single, titanic eruption, before I simply froze, deep inside Carrie as her body roiled with shockwaves.
Her body slacked, and I saw her bang her forehead on the hood once, twice, three times. "So good," she murmured.
I kept my hold on her ass and lower back to keep my balance. The last thing I wanted was for my cock to lose its place inside perfection.
But lose it, I did. I would have hoped for one more round, but I think both our bodies knew that they could not top what had just happened, and a lesser finale for us should not be risked. My cock faded in size and power, and as I slid from Carrie's depths for the last time and tuned to lean my ass against my car beside her, I saw no still-boiling desire in her face either.
We had bookended our main time together perfectly. Now it was time for the two of us to deal with the goodbye...
Our clothes restored to some semblance of order, I took my sweet time driving back toward Carrie's house. We held hands for most of the trip.
I pulled up at the foot of Carrie's driveway.
"I'll say goodbye here, Alistaire," Carrie said, leaning over to kiss me with a gentle, lingering press of her lips to mine.
"I'll walk you in," I said automatically, releasing my seatbelt.
"The hell you will!" Carrie laughed forbiddingly.
"Huh?"
"I may be dressed, but there was no way to clean up from what we did, Alistaire! When I go in that house, my dad will know immediately that we did something... and quite a lot of it at that."
"Shit!" I growled. "Are you going to be in trouble? I can come in and be his targ..."
"He will be fine. Dad-anguished, but fine," Carrie said. "But only if I go in alone! If he sees me, then sees you, he's going to feel compelled to... react."
"Then I guess we'll say goodbye out here," I said, kissing her this time. We pulled apart surprisingly easily. Carrie tugged the handle of her door and it popped open. "Keep in touch, Carrie," I said softly but seriously. "And don't fuck every goodl-looking guy at Vanderbilt your first year!" I added with a only slightly pained grin.
"No worries, Alistaire," she giggled back. "I'm highly selective... or hadn't you noticed?" She slid from my passenger seat and to her feet.
"Carrie? One more thing," I called as she was about to close the door. She leaned back in to look at me.
"One more thing I want to make absolutely clear," I said with a smile. "I do not have a fucking harem!"
----------
Thanks for reading! As I said, I have a skeleton of a tale for Alistaire's days at USC, and am battling to make myself get started writing it. I have a few other related ideas as well, about other characters appearing in these series. I even have an idea or two for the other character in this who has stories about them on my works page already.
But for this series, I will ask one last time for your comments and your votes. And your patience before Alistaire rides again!
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Welcome to Alistaire's college years! For new readers, this is Chapter One, but in what is Book Four of this character's adventures. You might want to go back and start from the very beginning, but you might not. You do you.
Sorry this took so long, but this is the longest segment of all the Alistaire Cycle, and spans the longest period of time. More new partners just kept stepping up as I wrote, and Alistaire also has a variety of recurring partners who had things to say and do as well. Also, Alistaire started out as my take on the shy nerd with a humongous scepter trope, but he has largely outgrown his own trope, and it takes some balance to make sure he is still the same person, only evolved. I hope you find that I've done a good job with the whole thing! I intend for there to be some surprises, and some chapters that stem from popular demand as well. On with the show!
As with all my work, always remember, that I'm not trying to be realistic. I simply aspire to the plausibly ridiculous. Go with me on this.
By the way, sometimes you write yourself into a corner. I had never intended to write about Alistaire's college years, so I did not hide the name of USC. If you attended the University of Southern California, I apologize in advance. I have only so much as set foot on that campus once, and my memories are hazy. I doubt my depiction of USC will ring true if you have attended there. Sorry!
For everyone else, this is EXACTLY what USC is like!
----------
The One During Orientation
----------
When the summer ended, and college finally beckoned, the hardest woman to say goodbye to was, of course, my mother. An 18, almost 19 year-old guy should not snivel when he hugs his freaking mom goodbye. Mom is a good solid foot shorter than me and I felt like I was bending in half to hug her. She probably felt my tears, darn her.
"Let the boy go, Sophia," my dad rumbled in fond amusement. "We have to get in a lot of miles today. And I want a hug too!"
I reluctantly let go of Mom, and she turned to my Dad. "Please, Dennis! Don't rush my goodbye with my baby boy! You are the one who wanted to wait until after rush hour to get on the road!"
Dad held out his arms to her, ignoring her sally. But Mom smiled and dodged away. "And you got your 'squeezing' already this morning! Get in the car, you two!"
Did I hear fucking air quotes around 'squeezing'?
Oh, God. Suddenly, I could not separate my parents fast enough.
Rather than endure their inevitable smooch which was coming as soon as she was done enjoying her 'joke', I went out to my car. (My Car! Fuck, yeah.) I slid in behind the wheel, because even though I knew my dad would do the majority of the driving of my laden vehicle, I was by God going to start and finish each day's travel behind the wheel.
Dad followed me out and hopped in the passenger seat. Mom was right behind him. He rolled down the window for her and she leaned in to deliver one last, lingering kiss of the sort I was absolutely never going to be comfortable with them enjoying in front of me. The two of them had internalized my discomfort and were now flat-out making out in front of me regularly.
I could not get going quickly enough.
"Say hi to Owen for me," Dad said, as their lips parted. "Is he there the whole time?"
"No, I only need him for a day, so he will stay just the one night," Mom replied. "I'll tell him to swing by and take you golfing soon."
"Thanks. Now go catch your own flight, Dear," Dad said. "And bring home the bacon!"
"I always do," Mom said easily, stepping back.
"Love you, Mom!" I called, then started backing out before she and Dad could decide to get amorous again.
I was pretty comfortable with my new car by now, and I smoothly headed for the highway. The nav was on but I hardly needed it for the start of the trip. It was a four-day drive out to Los Angeles, but we were going to give ourselves five for the trip. When Dad had seen that we would make a natural overnight stop in Flagstaff, AZ, he excitedly insisted that we spend a whole extra day there. The city is right by the Grand Canyon, and it turned out that my father had never seen the big hole.
Neither had I, of course, but it amazed me that he had never visited. That said, I was as excited as he was to see the incredible wonder.
But between our house and Flagstaff, and from there on to LA, there was a whole lot of, um, America to get through. Amber waves of grain can get tedious fast. Even purple mountains' majesty gets old in between new reveals.
Dad had plenty of work to do on his laptop while I drove. He had spent a lot of time with the chief judge of his circuit, learning the ropes of how a judge can manage to take a week's vacation without using a week's vacation. He even held three meetings on the first day in virtual 'chambers' via Zoom. But there were still a few times on the trip when I think he regretted not bringing even more work. Airlines make us forget how freaking big America is.
I had my Freshman Summer Reading to help pass the miles when Dad was taking his turns behind the wheel. I had intended all along to hoard those books for the trip out, despite occasionally tart commentary from my mom. The fact that I had better uses for my free time when I was still at home, like having sex with Mary... or Maddie, or their mom Jessica, or Charlotte, or Carrie, had nothing to do with putting off the tedious, boring books.
That's my story and I'm sticking to it.
But fending off tedious, boring hours of drive time with tedious, boring books turned out not to be the sound plan I had envisioned. I had a lot of time to think. To remember.
But as I said, Dad also ran out of work pretty soon, and this all meant that there was a lot of free time for us to talk.
Mostly, this was great. Dad and I have a lot of the same interests. He got me into many of them, after all. We solved the problems of the Braves' iffy season several times over, and even listened to a day game that was on while I drove. We were less successful in solving all the problems of the Marvel Cinematic Universe. The MCU needs a lot more than just a right-handed middle reliever and a left-handed bat.
But I kept waiting for the hammer to fall. Dad had not mentioned girls once on the trip yet, and that was very much unlike the gleefully torturous man I had lived with all summer long. I waited and waited. And he just seemed more inclined to nap or be otherwise bored, than to bring it up.
It was making me nervous.
"I'm surprised you aren't peppering me with more questions, Dad," I said at last, unable to bear the waiting.
"Questions about what?" the man asked mildly, with an innocence that he had not possessed since he was two.
And maybe not then...
I was not prepared for that reply.
"I... uh... well, like classes," I temporized. "I mean, neither you nor Mom have even asked me what classes I'm taking."
Dad looked at me and shrugged. "That is for a bunch of reasons. Mostly because we both know you will have to have a bunch of required classes this year that we don't want to talk about because they will bore us to tears just hearing about them."
"Yeah, but," I started uncertainly. Now that I mentioned it, this was weird. All my friends had bitched and moaned about one or both parents arguing with them about every minutia of class selection.
"Alistaire, for the record," Dad went on, "your mother and I have left you alone on the class selection thing because you don't need us. You may not have noticed, but we mostly left you on your own for class selection in high school too, since your freshman year. You have mentioned several times that you like the academic advisor that USC has assigned you, so you obviously don't feel that you need our help. And this is your first semester. If you mess up and select a class or even two that you won't need, you have plenty of time to maneuver around that. You have four years, at least."
"Thanks," I said, a little taken aback and a little flattered.
"I have kept forgetting to ask how much credit they finally deigned to award you for all those AP tests you aced," he mused.
I smiled. "I know, and it has been pissing me off that you haven't asked about it," I said. Then I preened, "I am three credits short of being a sophomore right now."
"Really?" he asked with a surprised smile. "Beats the hell out of what I earned way back when. So that means you have even more room to waste some credits on mistake classes." He paused. "Or fun, useless classes you just want to take anyway. Don't be afraid to take some of those during your time out there. You need to learn for learning's sake some of the time."
He paused. "That said, I'd appreciate you not deliberately wasting time either. There are a bunch of vacation spots and cruises your mom and I would love to spend our money on if you could shave off an unnecessary semester or three's worth of tuition."
"I'll see what I can do," I said drily.
Yeah, right. USC was going to be awesome. No way was I going to fuck up and let myself graduate early!
"Any other questions I'm supposed to be asking?" Dad asked. He was looking away from me out the side window at some absolutely riveting grain silos, but I could hear the smile on his evil face.
I realized that he was giving me a gift. He was not going to tease me over girls. He wasn't even going to perv about them.
I love my dad.
But the thing was, now that I had steeled myself to bite the bullet and unleash him on myself... I kind of wanted to talk.
"I would love to go on at length about Football Saturdays, movie star sightings, and maybe the smog, all to keep you off of your damned agenda," I snapped somehow airily. Then I paused. "But I actually have some thoughts on the subject of women that I'd... kind of like some help working out."
I could feel that eyebrow shoot up. I was betting that a bunch of lawyers were already coming to hate that eyebrow. But my father, who, again, never lets a lull in the conversation go unfilled, just sat there stone silent and waited.
Fuck.
I sighed. "Even back in December, when I was first accepted into USC, I... I just expected life when I got there to be more of the same, only awesomer. Last winter, before, well, things started happening... I was just happily expecting to have some nerd bros to hang out with, the chance to play some great games, and a football team to watch that didn't suck, along with an incredible selection of classes to sink my teeth into. And hopefully, a whole raft of good-looking California blondes to stare at from afar."
He snorted.
I looked at him with a shrug.
God-dammit! That had been a pretty smug shrug. The glint in his eye told me I would regret the smugness at some point, but not immediately. He wanted to hear me talk. I wasn't sure if that was a great thing or not, but I appreciated it.
"Then, since, um, spring break," I went on with a deep breath, meaning since I had stormed past my virginity like the entire allied army on D-Day, "I have been assuming that I will remove any distance between myself and said blondes... along with a number of brunettes, and etc. I have been quite looking forward to doing so, in fact. The couple of days we spent out there for orientation last month had me casually salivating." I stopped talking.
The sonofabitch still just sat there and listened.
"But now, as I drive this car west, each mile I get closer to this shit getting real, I'm getting nervous."
"First," my dad said, his voice amused, with a measure of torture waiting in the wings, "it is refreshing that you are talking about this while not still pretending that you aren't getting laid by every gorgeous thing you encounter. But more to the point, are you feeling some insecurity about women out there being willing to get with you?" Dad asked. I wasn't sure if he was prompting me or speculating.
I looked at him.
Without even meaning to, I had had our server at dinner the prior night blushing... happily. I could see that he remembered this as well. I had thought he was going to draw blood from biting his tongue at the time.
"I kind of doubt that will be my problem," I admitted heavily. "But every single girl I've... been with has been a friend," with one exception, "and we both knew from the beginning that anything between us had a hard ending coming fast. Two, maybe three, months was the longest any of us expected to be together. Nothing was going to matter in the long term for any of us, so everything was easy for all of us. Now, at USC..." I took a deep breath, "now, I will be there for four years. Four years. And I'll be living in California, probably LA, after that. Everything will have consequences. For a long time. Longer than I can forsee... maybe."
"Mmm," my dad mused quietly. "It is worse than that, you know."
"It is?" I almost yelped. "How?" Whatever he was going to say was not going to be reassuring, but I figured I had better hear it.
"What was the student body at your school?" he asked. "A little over 500 kids? That meant that the entire potential pool for your... friendships was maybe 65 senior girls?" That brought him up short as he said it. "Damn, you got with nearly ten percent of your class?" he muttered, more to himself.
Almost. It did seem a rather large share, now that I pondered the math. Then I stopped pondering as Dad went on.
"But there are, what, 20,000 plus undergrads at USC? All around of more than age? That is 200 times more girls than you had to deal with in Connecticut; at a school notorious for the attractiveness of its student body. It won't be as tightly knit a group, of course, so you will have to work harder to find the good ones for you, but you will be desperately spoiled for choice, boy."
I took my eyes off the road to frown at him. "Dad," I tried to growl.
"Moreover, there will be at least that many grad students as well, not to mention at least a segment of the faculty, staff, etc," he went on gleefully.
"Dad!"
"Don't knock older women 'til you've tried them, kid," Dad said, letting himself relax back in the passenger seat. "I had several girlfriends who were older than me, back before your mother. Two were a lot older." The bastard's eyes rolled up in reminiscence. "To paraphrase Ben Franklin: Five stars, would recommend," he chortled.
"Dad!"
"I suppose it is better that you didn't find that out with Poppy's mom, on your beach sexcation this summer," he went on grinning evilly. "But it is still too bad. She was a dish..."
"Dad!" I practically wailed.
Then I got very uneasy as his body posture froze. Worse, I saw his right index finger twitch back and forth like he was paging through an invisible book. It is a tic he has. Dad in no way has a photographic memory, but he is creepy good at remembering anything resembling 'testimony', even years later. He was reviewing something I had said at some point.
"Sonofabitch!" he exclaimed, looking at me with a slightly outraged grin. "You did score the Manning woman! You threw me off with that line that you had enough with Poppy. Well done, kid!"
"I don't know that it is some kind of accomplishment," I grumbled.
"Oh, I'm sure she was a helluvan accomplishment," Dad chortled. "But I was referring to the accomplishment of managing to throw me off the scent! Well played, Al!"
Christ...
I was allowed to drive in peace for almost two whole minutes.
It was peaceful, but not restful. I could feel him percolating next to me. Suddenly he turned in the seat toward me almost eagerly. "God knows I don't want any details of your activity, but how the hell did you survive intact? I mean, I cannot imagine you pulled that off without the daughter catching on..."
Okay. This long-ass road trip was looking like it was about to get even longer if Dad got rolling with questions. Simply shutting up and refusing to answer was just not an option with my father. Neither was deflection, now that my gambit was exposed.
Maybe I could make him want to stop...
"Well," I drawled, "when Poppy caught the two of us in bed, the fallout kind of made global thermonuclear war seem like a good idea. She screamed, 'You stuck that in my mother!' and ran out of the room. Took her three days to come back to the house."
Dad barked in laughter, then sobered. "One, please tell me that you and the daughter are good now, right? I'm sure you would have been in a less ebullient mood upon your return if you had permanently messed things up. And where did she go for three days while 800 miles from home?"
I looked blandly over at my dad. "Oh, I'm sorry!" I replied, with all the innocence I could muster, which was pretty much none. "That whole disaster happened back in early May, while I was still at school. It was before Poppy and I ever actually got together ourselves, though I had certainly already begun trying to make that happen."
I returned my gaze to the road tranquilly.
Well, that shut him up!
MISSION ACCOMPLISHED!
One mile marker passed on the highway. One. Fucking. Mile. Marker.
"While at prep school, at boarding school, you nailed what has to be the hottest mom in your class other than your own?" my dad asked, less incredulously than I thought was warranted. "And then you managed to get with her daughter even after she found out?"
Own it. Don't back down. I just stared him in the eye for an unsafely long amount of time, wordlessly.
Then the old man whipped out his phone and started paying attention to it instead of torturing me. I dimly perceived he was typing on it as I barreled down the highway at 50 smugs an hour over the smug limit.
He didn't usually type on his phone that extensively, and I became apprehensively curious. "What are you up to?" I asked at last, as he chortled while typing.
"Nothing," he said, a smile in his voice, despite his admirable poker face. "I'm just texting your mother..."
"Dad!"
"Come on, Al," he just snorted, pausing to read something and bark a laugh. "Your mom got away with some shit when she was your age, but that little tale can match her best."
"Dad!"
He typed away. "She says 'Bravo,' by the way."
"We are approaching a city, Dad. There are once again overpasses for me to slam this car into," I said in a pained voice.
He just chuckled some more and shut up. But he was still texting.
I basked in the silence while simultaneously regretting trying to go alpha on my dad.
Then I opened my mouth again, because I am stupid. But I also still had questions, and how much worse could this all get, anyway?
Right?
"And that is something else I worry about," I said hesitantly. "I mean, I have a lot of friends that still mean a lot to me. What if I ever want to get married or something? I don't want to have to... lose them as a part of my life. Not that I'd want to keep, um, with... you know!" I added hastily. "I just meant as... um... just friends."
My dad looked at me again, smiling... proudly? "I'm glad to hear you thinking like that, even if it is likely a question for far in the future. My answer is, you probably need not worry. Of all my old girlfriends, I am still friends with only two. Just friends, of course. And with those, I'm friends with their husbands, too. I don't think you've met any of them," Dad trailed off musing. He thought for a moment, probably remembering things. "But your situation later in life will likely be much more analogous to your mother's, since you are more analogous right now to the way she lived. She is still friends with all sorts of guys from her past," he went on bemusedly.
Uh oh... I did not need further information about my mother's early sex life.
Before I could cut Dad off, he went on.
"Mostly those guys are sort of there, in the background. She will get the occasional text, or they might have a drink with us if we are in the same town. But a few men are still good friends of hers, others are valued business associates. Some are both. Take Owen for example..."



"Wait! What?" I yelped in alarm. "Uncle Owen? Mom and Uncle Owen? But he's your friend!"
"Of course, he's my friend," Dad snorted. "Your mother introduced us! We get along great."
"But Dad! He and Mom are together in Denver right now! Without you! They are staying in the same hotel!" I babbled, starting to panic.
"Alistaire!" my father snapped at me. "Do not ever doubt your mother. Or me," he added sternly and with a massively comforting certainty. "Hopefully someday you will find the woman whose soul is the other half of yours, as with your mother and me. Then you will find that your old friends will safely be just that."
He let that sit for a moment.
"And in the meantime, I suggest you just keep enjoying your life to the fullest, just as you have been lately," he added with a good-natured leer in his voice. Then he sobered yet again. "The only way you have been able to get away with all the things and people you've been up to to this point is by being the insanely decent human being your mother and I somehow raised beyond even our own arrogant expectations. Keep being that human, and I suspect that USC and southern California in general will be very, very good to you..."
I thought about his words in silence for almost a mile. "Thanks, Dad."
He shrugged. Then he turned in his seat and grinned. "I also suspect you get away with this shit because you have something else besides decency in common with your old man. 'You stuck that in my mother...'" he quoted evilly to himself.
I stared in horror as the bastard stuck out his hand to offer me a fist bump.
I swear to God, at that very moment, The Police were playing on the radio,
Too much information, running through my brain,
Too much information, driving me insane.
*
We made a special effort to arrive on campus as early as possible. As was the case my first three years at boarding school, I was going to have a roommate this year. This time I was determined to for once get there first and choose which bed and side that I wanted. We succeeded in that, and I took it for a good omen.
My roommate was named Dave, and we had texted each other enough after being assigned to room 224 together to leave me cautiously optimistic about him. He did not arrive until after my Dad had done all the back-slapping, last-minute advice-giving, and making me as uncomfortable as possible by commenting about the hotter girls we encountered around campus, before he had to grab an UBER for LAX to get home to Mom.
Dave's parents were in and out like a whirlwind an hour after Dad left, and he and I were left staring at each other in the middle of our room, realizing we had about half an hour to get to know each other before there was a meeting about dining options, some kind of dinner, then some kind of dorm party with probably lame games.
I won't go into the details of everything, but suffice to say, Dave and I clicked over the first few days.
We had similar schedules even, which was excellent. Thursdays, we agreed we would both sleep in, since we had no classes until after lunch. While he found the idea of morning runs, and running in general, abhorrent, we did decide to try hitting the gym together three mornings a week before class. We only roomed together a couple of years, but we ended up as gym buddies and mutual spotters for my entire time at USC.
Dave was funny, almost as smart as me (ahem), handsome, and damn near half a foot shorter. He also fancied himself a ladies' man, and it amused the hell out of me how quickly he assumed that I was not. I felt no need to disabuse him about that notion.
"Dude," he said, right after we finished negotiating the finances of stocking our room with snacks, "before we go anywhere and have the first meetups tonight, we need to establish a Protocol."
I could hear the capital P...
"For what?" I asked, clueless.
"For letting each other know when one of us needs to exile his bro from the room," he explained patiently. "I for one intend to try to have a girl to two back here for some privacy whenever I can manage it. Hopefully maybe even tonight," he added in an ambitious mutter. "I hope you will too, eventually. I believe in you, man. That said, I don't need to blunder into the room and see you with your hand up some chick's shirt. And I sure as fuck hope you don't want to walk in and see my bare ass bouncing up and down over there," he added, pointing at his bed.
"Oh, a signal," I said, catching on. "I had not thought about that."
I really hadn't. All my prior days with a roommate had been singularly girl-free.
But it made Dave think I was even more naive.
"I was thinking we just put one of these on the door. It's subtle," he said, holding up a pad of purple Post-Its.
"Maybe we just text each other?" I asked skeptically. "I'd hate to come all the way back here, only to find myself exiled."
"Phone batteries die," Dave argued.
"Post-Its fall off," I countered.
"Both?" we asked simultaneously, and agreed.
"Time for dinner, dude," Dave said. "Then this mixer this evening. Put yourself out there. You are in college now. I'll bet everybody is looking to maybe hook up during orientation, so you have a chance."
I just shook my head.
The thing was, I had figured out by the last day of my drive out that hooking up right off the bat was the opposite of what I wanted. Despite a number of texts that arrived during my road trip revealing that Mary, Ben, and Chris (at least) had each already executed the Orientation Hook-up (deleting Chris's virginity in the process), I decided that my priority was friendships, regardless of gender. I wanted good buddies in my life, and lots of them.
I'd figure out later which of my new female friends would be a good idea to get with...
The first full day Dave and I were there, I encountered a situation that illustrated to me the wisdom of my plan. Dave and I had just gotten back from a big orientation thing. It was mostly about living in dorms away from home. I had paid attention to the things that were specific to USC, but most of what they said had been a rehash for me since I'd been doing the dorm thing for four years already. As we walked back, I clued Dave in on the parts they had said that were probably bullshit, and emphasized those that were serious.
When we got back to our dorm, I set about arranging more of my stuff in our room. I glumly realized that I might want to go ahead and do laundry already since I had arrived with five days' worth. I shook my head reluctantly as I tried to figure out how to put that task off. I know how to do my own laundry, and am willing to do it. Doesn't mean I like doing it.
I was distracted from my procrastination by Dave barreling into our room. I would learn that Dave barreled around a lot.
"Dude!" he said breathlessly. "You have to go see what is living in the room right next to ours! I mean, you have no chance with either of them. I'm pretty sure I have no chance with either of them, for that matter. But you gotta see them anyway!"
I grinned inwardly. I had seen no reason to disabuse Dave of his ideas about me right off the bat, but I was beginning to enjoy imagining the eventual process of shattering his foolish surmises. I still did not know why I had the success I did, but I had come to accept that I had it.
"My keen deductive reasoning tells me that you are saying there are girls living next door?" I said, filling up my new pop-up clothes hamper. I jerked my thumb at the opposite wall. "There are girls living on the other side of us too. Kendra and Toni, remember?"
"And neither Kendra nor Toni is ugly," Dave said, still grinning. "But they are not what is over there," he added, pointing away from my thumb.
"I'm coming to see that you are horndog, Dave," I said, rolling my eyes and hefting the hamper with its light load. He just laughed. I walked out of our room, leaving the door open. Everyone was mostly leaving their doors open when they were in their rooms. It was an invitation to all to come say hi. None of us knew anyone, and we all wanted to meet as many people as possible. I doubted the openness would last, but I was going to take full advantage while the phenomenon continued.
I immediately turned toward the room with the unknown girls. The door was open, and I stepped just through the opening, hamper cocked on my hip. I wanted to hopefully meet everyone in my dorm, and get to know everybody on my floor, especially next-door neighbors. Friendship was my main goal in these first days at school.
Yes, I am aware that I had just forgotten about procrastinating on finding the laundry room, and instead made a beeline toward a reported sighting of hot chicks, using said laundry as an excuse for wandering around. I am also fully aware that, despite my honest efforts in this respect, I am kind of a sex pig. I intended to make lots of friends. I intended to make friends with as many gorgeous girls as I could in that process. That way I would be prepared once I decided to see who was interested in some serious sex.
But friendships came first, and I could not make friends with my allegedly hot neighbors until I met them. Did Dave have good taste, I wondered as I entered the room.
"Hi!" I called as I entered. "My name's Alistaire. I guess we are neighbors."
Well, okay then.
Dave had very good taste.
"Come in, Alistaire," the brown-haired girl on the left side of the room said, turning from her task and smiling. "I'm Gina. That's Tish," she added, waving at the jet-black-haired girl on the other side, who was, like Gina, hanging decorations on the walls.
Gina and Tish looked surprisingly alike. They were about the same height and had the same slender build. Both wore brand-new white shoes and black yoga pants that showcased curvy legs, tight, round asses, lightly flared hips, and narrow waists. Both wore maroon "USC Orientation" teeshirts that were loose but short on them, giving a glimpse of flat stomachs and sleek lower backs, but obscuring what still could be made out as significant breasts.
I avoid making quality comparisons between attractive girls, but in every detail, Tish was a small but noticeable amount hotter. Her black ponytail was longer, more lustrous, and, um, more tuggable? I guessed that she was barely half an inch taller than Gina, but it seemed like more than two inches of that half inch was leg. Her tan was richer. Her lips, a trace fuller. I really couldn't tell, but I was betting her tits were just a bit larger as well.
I was enthused.
Then she opened her mouth.
Tish barely glanced over her shoulder and asked in an inhospitable voice, "Which side of us are you?"
I indicated where my room was, and she made an 'ech' noise, then said grumpily to Gina, "He must be the roommate of that perv, Dave, who was just in here."
I am very used to gorgeous women talking about me while I am right there. I do not mind. They are always being quite affectionate, and usually being complimentary, even when they are also teasing me. Occasionally, they plot doing something awesome with me when I am right in front of them. You can see why I am happy to have it happen.
This was different.
"So, Alistaire," Tish finally deigned to address me directly, "did Dave the Perv send you in here to stare at my ass, too?"
"Wow," Gina exclaimed, amused but not approving. That got her a good tick mark in my book.
Friendship before fucking, remember? I instantly decided that Tish and I would likely never get to the fucking part.
This was a lot of calculations to go through in my head, especially when you count all the staring at Tish's ass I had done in a short period. My social filters, which I had been carefully nurturing since my arrival, kind of got circumvented.
"Wow, indeed," I drawled. "In fairness, Tish, that is an extraordinarily nice ass you have. But if you must know, I think I would prefer to stare at Gina's ass. And as to why I am in here, I just stopped in to introduce myself as I head to the laundry room. I drove across the country to get here and I have a load to do already." I paused, already aware that I had gone too far. But not aware enough. "It is a small load though. You ladies have anything you want to throw in with my underwear for me to wash for you?"
Tish whirled around and gave me a look of pure, shocked outrage. Definitely too far, but I stood there blandly. Gina gasped with laughter. It was time to retreat. There would be other girls.
"No? Okay. See you guys around," I said and turned toward the door. It was time to get out while I was still alive.
"Alistaire! Wait," Gina called.
I turned back, still trying to not reveal my need to escape.
"Here," Gina said, taking a step toward me, "I could use these done." She tossed something to me and I caught it. She had thrown me a pair of black lace panties. "I'll swing by later and pick them up," she said with an unreadable smile. It could have been a mocking expression. It could have been a nasty one. It could possibly even have been a come-on. But I figured it was mostly showing her desire to fuck with her roommate's head, and I was just a convenient foil.
Tish's voice hissed behind me as I exited the room, trying to bland my way to an escape. "You fucking handed him your panties?" I paused out of their sight in the hall to hear Gina's response. It must have been non-verbal, because I only heard Tish harumph and then add darkly, "Good luck getting them back..."
These roommates were trashing each other on Day One. I wondered what the room change process was like at USC, and figured I'd find out soon when those two went through it.
The laundry room was as deserted as I had expected, given it was the first full day we were in the dorms. I was glad of that fact because I was thus not so embarrassed when I discovered that the machines used our student ID's instead of change. I must have looked like an idiot, standing there with a huge bag with ten pounds of quarters my mom had sent with me, looking for a slot to put them in.
I was very careful with those panties. Tish might be a write-off, but I still had some hope that Gina might not be as cruel as the panties thing suggested.
Hell, I had hopes that the panty thing might indicate something entirely different from cruelty to me, to Tish, or to both of us... These were nice panties. The fact that Gina's ass was possibly just a mite less awesome than Tish's did not in any way diminish its own, independent grabbability; even nibbleablity...
I returned later to gather up my load and take it back to my room to fold. I didn't want anyone walking in while I was handling Gina's underwear.
Of course, I was too stupid to realize what I was doing, and started folding them with Dave sitting right there, talking about the upcoming scavenger hunt that evening.
"Uh, Alistaire, no judgment," Dave said with an amused but dubious tone in his voice, "but do you have something to tell me?"
I realized that I was holding up Gina's lace confection, which was clearly neither my size nor style.
When in doubt, bland it out. "Sometimes a guy just wants to feel pretty," I snarked exaggeratedly. "They must have gotten mixed in with my stuff. I'll, um, leave them back down in the laundry room," I added, running out of steam.
"You should try to figure out who wears those," Dave just said earnestly.
We both laughed and shook our heads.
Then, not two minutes later, Gina poked her head into our room. "Hey, Alistaire, you have my panties ready yet?" she chirped.
Oops.
"Uh, sure, Gina. I just got back from the laundry," I said. I picked up the panties that I had just folded and extended them toward her.
"Aw! You even folded them! Thanks, Alistaire," she said sweetly, taking them like I had handed her a can of Coke. "See ya 'round, Dave," she added and promptly wandered off.
"What?" I asked Dave, who was staring at me, open-mouthed.
"Damn," he muttered. "You may have hope yet. Not with her, obviously, but with some girl. I always say, it is better to be lucky than good."
I just pondered the hope that Gina and I might be in a class together.
The reality was, it was Tish who I found sitting at the table a few days later when I entered my very first class. Neither of us was enthused.
We were even less so when she found me sitting in an auditorium she entered later that day for another class...
*
That second night, several dorms organized the aforementioned campus-wide scavenger hunt. It was designed to be just a fun, throwaway activity to get us out and around to see most of the campus. But it ended up being, in a twisty-turny way, a life-changing event for me.
I realized in those first days that I really did not have any new skills for meeting people other than the meager set I used to have back in my invisible days. But what I did have that was different was confidence. It is easy to meet people when you feel confident. Who knew?
But I still wasn't trying to employ that confidence with girls as girls, just as people. The one aggressive move I made was bulling my way into a team that included Liz Lewis, outmaneuvering Vonn Wilson for the fourth and final spot.
With the exception of those in the room next to mine, I had to that point run across surprisingly few girls who were on par in the looks department with the friends I had accumulated at school or back home. Liz Lewis most definitely was one of those few. In spades. She had platinum blonde hair that as far as I could see, was natural. She had bangs, which are usually not my thing, but on her they looked great, helping frame her gentle, perfectly complected face, with its elegantly pointed nose, perfect teeth, and glittering, cornflower blue eyes. She was short, and her body had just sufficient curves to keep me from categorizing her as 'elfin' in appearance. Very nice curves they were, too.
Most importantly, when we first found ourselves in a group together, she looked at me, rather than through me. I carefully did not fully Look at her, in that way I can. I did not want to appear creepy, but mostly I really was just trying to meet people as people, not...
That said, when presented with the opportunity to run all over campus in the dark with this girl, I shouldered Vonn out of the way. He knew what I had done, and it took him quite a while to forgive me.
The third member of our team was Sandy Reynolds, a plain but funny girl from the third floor of my dorm who naturally became our leader. She was a Los Angelino all her life and had spent by far the most time on and around USC's campus. An hour in, just as we had finally found a certain bulletin board where we were supposed to craft a notice, Sandy started fretting (again). "I really think we are behind, guys. We need to do this fast, so we can get to the next check-in and grab one of the tokens before they are all gone."
"We think we know where it is, right?" Liz said eagerly. "I could run ahead and grab one, then we go from there when the rest of you catch up."
My competitive juices were flowing, and we all thought we were doing well, despite Sandy's fretting. "I'll run," I offered, eager to be useful. "I'm pretty fast, and it is a good distance."
"Oh yeah?" Liz replied archly. "And what was your 1,500 time, dude?"
"You ran track too?" I asked with a smile. Liz just kept getting better and better.
"It's a race then," she replied. Then, without so much as a ready, set, go, she bolted.
"Hey!" I shouted and took off after her.
"Wait for us there!" Sandy called out after us. We had all been required to store our phones before the hunt began. That had been a nasty handicap. How did people get around before Apple Maps? And it was supposed to make it harder to split up like we just had.



Liz was, in fact, fast. And since she wasn't looking at me while I chased her, I could take a few hundred yards to really appreciate how nice her tight little ass was in the nylon gym shorts she had worn that evening.
This is not the first week's agenda, Al!
I decided to catch up, and did so, falling into step alongside her.
"So you think you are fast, huh?" I asked, my lungs suddenly making me aware that I had not trained for almost ten days.
"Betcher ass!" Liz laughed.
"Well," I said, before I could engage my filters, "if we are betting asses, you are using higher denomination currency!"
Oops.
She shot me a wide-eyed, scandalized look. But I could see a lot of teeth in her smile.
Oops. Not the first week's, not the first month's agenda for that matter... But it seemed my subconscious and my body had alternate ideas.
Get a grip, Al.
To change the subject, I dashed ahead of her. But after only about thirty yards or so, she pulled back even. We were both getting a little out of breath now.
"I don't know," Liz said, no longer behind me. "You have some quality stakes as well."
I was saved from this conversation that I was not sure I wanted to be saved from by our arrival in the small square where we figured the next objective was located. We slowed as we realized that we did not know where exactly to look.
"Uh oh," I said.
"Yeah," Liz replied as our predicament sank in. "Split up?"
"No, let's look around and think about the clue first," I replied. We stood in the center of the area and argued, any discussion of the respective quality of our behinds left, um, behind.
Suddenly a word in the clue made sense to Liz, and we were dashing across the space. I leaned in to grab a token from the basket that was hidden under a bush. We high-fived.
We grabbed the papers with our clues and set to working out the next clue while we waited for Sandy and the other guy. He was someone whom I never again laid eyes on after that night. They jogged up and we compared notes before heading out for the next spot together, once more optimistic of victory.
Yeah. We came in ninth.
After we cried in anguish for our finish, we cheered the winning team, which included fucking Vonn of all people.
Liz turned to me. "So, you ran track. Do you still train regularly?" she asked archly.
"I plan on running Tuesday and Saturday mornings," I said. "Maybe Sundays."
"Want to run together?" she asked easily. "I need a partner to keep me accountable."
"Me too," I lied. I could run just fine on my own. I would eventually need 'partners' to keep me motivated rather than accountable. But I would not need to actually run with them. That said, I was finding it hard not to speculate that Liz might end up being both kinds of partner...
"What time Saturday?" was all she asked.
I had lucked into a running buddy. One who could keep up. One who was good enough that I could plausibly let her get ahead of me regularly, affording a view of that backside. A view that was increasingly putting ideas into my head. I flirted with her when we ran, but rarely, and she flirted with me, also infrequently.
*
But Liz was hardly the only girl I found that I liked as person... a person who came in a pleasing package. Further, she lived in a different building from me, so at least early on, most of our time together was spent just running.
There was a dance the night before the first day of classes. The main takeaway for me from that experience was that I needed to find yet more opportunities to practice somewhere where my new friends would not see me polishing my less than stellar moves.
The main takeaway I got about that night about Dave was that he might actually have some game. Midway through the dance, I got a text.
DAVE: Purple Post-It.
I just thumbs-upped it and continued talking to our RA, George, about finding some D&D players. Geroge told me he had a friend who played, and whose group had lost some players to graduation in the spring. "I'll see if they want some new blood," he told me. "It is a good idea to make some friends in the upper school, Alistaire."
Then George wandered off. I watched him proceed to low-key hit on one of my fellow freshmen from the floor above mine. I kept an eye on them long enough to see that there seemed to be return interest. I somewhat dubiously wondered if an RA in a freshman dorm should be hooking up with residents therein. I might have been less judgemental about that idea if any of our RA's had been appealing to me. But all of them were either dudes or... well, Aileen was just not attractive.
I swung by the room to examine our door later on, and saw that the Post-It had been removed. I went in to find Dave there on his own. His bed was mussed, but that indicated nothing. I had already learned that Dave was of the 'make your bed only when you change the sheets' school of organization. Suited me. My bed was usually mussed too.
"Congratulations, dude," I said, waggling my eyebrows.
"Thanks. It was fun," he shrugged. "But not like I popped my college cherry or anything. Everybody's clothes stayed on."
"Awww!" I said, like I had just seen a sad, lonely puppy.
"Oh, fun was had," Dave said smugly. "And I hold out hope that more fun will be had soon."
"Lucky dog," I laughed.
"Your time will come Alistaire," he said encouragingly.
*
George was as good as his word, and I got a text from his friend Craig, a junior who was the DM for the D&D group Geroge had spoken about. Craig invited me to come play that weekend and see if I fit in. This was not an invitation I was going to turn down.
"We had two people graduate last spring," Craig said, ushering me into his suite. There was another guy and two girls politely half getting up from the small table in the common room of Craig's digs. "If we find someone else, maybe we will invite them too at some point this year, but for now, you make us five and that's enough."
Craig was pretty obviously a cool guy; charming, self-confident, and pretty damned good-looking. Flip was the other guy in the group, also a junior, and while plenty good-looking himself in a classic California sort of way, he was definitely less of an alpha than Craig. His smile still held a slightly challenging edge for me, the new guy.
The fact that the other two players were girls made me more than happy. Other manifest reasons for admiring first Bridget and then Petra aside, they had shown me that girls can definitely make damned good D&D players.
"Pleased to meet you, Alistaire," Ronnie said, shaking my hand firmly. "How are you settling in so far?" Ronnie was the only senior, though it rapidly became clear in the coming months that she did not expect to be able to graduate on time. I would see a lot of that around me at USC while I was there. Ronnie was about as tall as me, with shoulder-length, wavy black hair, and she was constructed in pretty solid form. Her solidity was shaped quite invitingly in my opinion, though I felt that she wasn't content with her situation. She carried herself a little with that withdrawn body language some people have when they aren't happy with how they look. I used to see that posture in the mirror a lot, back in the day. "George says you are from out East. It can be hard for people to get used to being so far from home," Ronnie said inquiringly.
"I went to boarding school," I said drily. "Unless one of you did too, I've been living in dorms longer than any of you. But I still imagine I may have lots of stupid questions to humiliate myself with anyway, don't worry."
"Good, because I was a freshman last year, and I am now more than ready for someone else to ask the stupid questions around here," put in Hannah, shaking my hand in turn. Hannah, unlike Ronnie, was not large. She also wasn't terribly curvy either, but extravagance isn't necessary to be attractive. Mostly, my impression of her was... cute. And her face was very nice, though she seemed fairly shy, as if having to make an effort to meet any of our gazes, especially mine.
"Okay there, Mister Old Hand at Dorm Life," Craig said, sitting down and waving me to the last chair, "around here, you are still a noob at being a Trojan and at playing with us. What version of D&D have you used?"
I should have winced at that vocabulary. It didn't take long before I ceased to be Alistaire, as far as Craig and Flip were concerned, and was just Noob. I was spared that nickname by the girls.
They both decided to call me Rook instead. And as that name took hold, I learned that when Hannah actually relaxed and smiled, she had the most amazing set of huge, brilliant white, perfectly straight teeth.
*
On my and Liz's third morning run after classes started for real, I may have overplayed my hand in the game of falling behind her to admire that sweet ass, and she caught me staring when she looked over her shoulder. I would have blushed had I not already been flushed from the morning warmth.
All she said was, "You are faster than that, Alistaire, get up here."
I dutifully caught up and kept pace, though I still let her guide the day's run. She chose to lead us at the end toward her dorm, not mine, and she stopped outside the entrance. "Want something cold to drink before we face classes?" she asked, as we each breathed heavily. We had mutually decided from the beginning to train hard, though not actually seriously. Neither of us planned on racing or anything. We just wanted to maintain what for both of us was pretty damned good shape.
"A Coke sounds good, or just water," I admitted.
"I've got both, come on up," Liz said, and keyed us into her building.
Her dorm was suite-style, a more expensive option than I had taken. Each unit had two double rooms that shared a common room and a bathroom. I found myself already sort of regretting my choice of a traditional-style dorm, but I had wanted an arrangement that would be familiar to me from boarding school.
"This is going to be a good day of the week to run together," I made conversation as we climbed the two flights of stairs to her floor. We hadn't pushed the pace too hard that morning, and the stairs felt like nothing. The only problem was that she wouldn't let me fall behind her for a better view.
It occurred to me that I had started being a bit too much... me. I didn't want Liz to feel uncomfortable around me or anything. Friends before fucking, and Liz had hardly given me that much reason to expect the latter anyway. If I didn't stop creeping on her, I suddenly worried that she might not ever...
"Yeah," Liz said. "I've got 'til 11:30, and your first class is noon, right?" She keyed us into her suite and nobody was around. "Only problem is what to do with the time after the run and before class," she added idly. I saw her run her fingers over the wall where she and her roomies had all posted their schedules. Her tips traced the colored-in blocks of the other three schedules, showing them all full all morning. "Everybody else here is gone until lunchtime," she said in a lingering voice that perked up my ears.
Liz turned around and leaned back. Her feet were well away from the base of the wall, and she arched her back so as to lean against it. This had the effect of thrusting her hips and her modestly-sized but excellently-formed breasts toward me. "I have a couple of hours to kill, don't I?" she asked slowly, looking at me with an archly neutral expression.
Okay.
Maybe I suddenly had a bunch of reasons to expect that friendship with Liz, which had barely begun to be honest, might be ready to evolve to the next step.
Let's see where we go...
"I would hate for you to be left bored after I took you out for a run," I said seriously, taking a subtle step toward her backward-bent body.
"Well, that's nice," Liz chuckled. "Have any ideas to alleviate the situation?"
I closed the rest of the way to her easily. Standing well within her personal space, I looked down at her and said quietly, "I find myself with all sorts of ideas right now."
She just looked up at me with raised eyebrows. I bent down and kissed her lightly. Then she kissed me back. Her feet slid backward toward the wall, letting her straighten as I pressed forward against her. Our kiss deepened.
"I think," Liz said, tugging her lips from mine just long enough to speak before delving back against my mouth, "that I like your ideas." Her tongue crept out and found mine. They danced for a moment. "But," she said, kicking my tongue from her mouth, "I worry that you might not have the stamina for these ideas." There was a brief buss of our lips. "You kept falling behind this morning. I'd hate for you to already be too pooped... to... pop." I was bestowed another teasingly brief kiss. "Or," she added wickedly, "were you just trying too hard to keep your eyes on my ass?"
Our kiss resumed in even greater earnest. I let my hands run behind her and I grasped the confection in question, squeezing and caressing it through the thin nylon of her runner's shorts. It was my turn to speak around questing tongues. "I was definitely appreciating your fantastic backside. I intend to keep doing so, so I hope you can put up with it."
"I can," Liz replied breathily. "Squeeeeze..." she added.
I happily obliged. Not only was it a fantastic shape and enchantingly tiny, her ass was tight as a drum. And she groaned quite rewardingly as I clutched at it.
I made myself let go of her left butt cheek and lifted my hand to cup her chin. I pulled my face away with some reluctance, given I had already discovered that Liz was an elite-level kisser. I smiled down into her blue depths, fringed with incredible, unaugmented lashes; the only dark hairs on her body that I could so far see.
"The only problem with this delicious backside of yours is that it is on the opposite side of you from so many, but not all, of the other fantastic things to stare at on your body," I found myself saying.
Her brilliant smile turned wicked as she suddenly took hold of my ass in turn and squeezed, damned near pinched, it. "Fortunately for you, there is plenty of time right now for you to examine all my supposedly fantastic elements in detail," she purred. She leaned up to nuzzle, then start to kiss, the side of my neck.
"Excellent," I said, mangling her ass further with the one hand, while moving my hand now freed from her chin down her shoulder to tug at her running shirt. "Sadly, there are numerous things in the way of a complete examination." Even right after a decently strenuous run, her hair smelled awesome.
"What are you going to do about that?" was all Liz replied.
Girls still confuse me a lot, but I have garnered enough experience to understand permission when I hear it. Except this was more like an order than permission. What I was going to do about it was to start by removing the tight, form-fitting, runner's tee. It was quite stretchy and slid off fairly easily over her head once I got her to relinquish her grasp on my ass.
The VSX sports bra she wore underneath was the kind that lifted and separated a runner's boobs while supporting and holding them in place, instead of the kind that just strapped everything down. Liz's breasts looked just fan-damn-tastic in that bra, but I knew that they were going to look even better once unencumbered by the garment. So, I unencumbered them.
Oh, my. Yesss.
I still had work to do yet to be able to fully appreciate Liz's entire body, but these morsels were too big a distraction to ignore. One of my hands engulfed the left one. It did not fill my hand, but it felt amazing and damned near gravity-defying. The hardness of her nipple tickled at my palm. The rosy, quarter-sized circle adorning the peak of the uncovered right breast was centered by a pert, hard little nipple. That nipple swiftly disappeared between my lips.
My free hand busied itself pressing her shorts down and off her hips. I never even bothered to look and see the color of the lightweight athletic panties I found underneath. I ran a fingertip around inside the waist and pushed them down after the shorts. I felt Liz wriggle her hips and legs and the shorts and panties together slid down her legs. I felt them flutter to the floor atop her feet and mine. She kicked them away smoothly.
About to berate myself for doing so, I released Liz. I had to step back to get the full view of my naked new friend.
Any thoughts of berating myself fluttered away in the breeze.
I really don't know women, I guess, because I would have bet a hundred dollars that Liz would be a member of the clean-shaven club down there. But when you have platinum-blonde pubes that both match and attest to the authenticity of your platinum-blonde hair, you don't shave them off, I guess. Liz did keep hers carefully sculpted into an inverted sort of thick chevron. It was pretty cool, except that the effect was partially ruined by the way the light pubes tried to vanish against the pale of her skin. Her eyelashes were absolutely the only dark hair on her body.
But I have discovered that I have an eye for this sort of detail, and I sure as hell appreciated her blondeness, low contrast or no! I almost absently started to bend down toward her pussy, but Liz spun away from the wall, moving out of reach. "Oh no, Alistaire! There are still things in my way of seeing everything! What are you going to do about that?" she teased.
I knew what I was being told to do, and since it is well-documented that I pretty much do whatever hot, naked girls tell me to, I swiftly tugged my Vapourlite shirt up and over my head.
Come to think of it, I mostly do what hot, fully clothed girls tell me to do too...
I took a step toward her, but she again danced back, remaining out of reach. "Yes, yes, very nice," she laughed. "But I'm totally naked here and ready for full reciprocity. Drop 'em!"
Oh, very well, my bloated ego purred in my head. If you insist.
"Um... wow," Liz breathed, but with a brilliant display of smiling teeth appearing. "That is... Dude, there are so many things I can do with that!"
Never going to get old. Especially when girls keep coming up with new and fascinating ways to react to first seeing my cock. Instantly cataloging ways to enjoy my junk was a new and promising reaction...
She reached out for my cock, but I knelt quickly, keeping my dick from her reach, and said, "No, no, no! I get to go first." I kissed her flat belly and nuzzled her cute little navel. It was small and quite deep. Then I kissed my way lower to bury my lips in the triangle of silver-white hair above her slit.
"Mmmmm," Liz crooned. "I like your initiative. But we just had a pretty good run. I'm pretty sweaty down there..." She sounded like she hated to derail my intent, but also wanted to make sure I was happy too. What a good friend already!
I grinned up at her wolfishly. "Fresh sweat smells great, Liz. And other things smell great down here as well," I added, lifting a hand up between her legs to stroke through the sparse pubes over her opening. She twitched. I started kissing the very top of her slit while working my middle finger up and just barely inside her.
My finger quested between her outer lips and I found that her clit felt more like a ridge than a button. Regardless, it was quite firm and highly sensitive.
"Ohhh wow!" Liz gasped. "That hits the spot..."
The spot tasted good too, I observed to myself shortly thereafter.
She was still leaning back against the wall, so I lifted one leg to rest on my shoulder. This made it easier for my tongue to really start to work her clit, while I let my questing finger delve deep inside her
While her clit seemed extremely sensitive, if in a wonderful way, I did not get nearly the same level of response by caressing her gee inside. I stored away this information for future efforts to make Liz lose her mind.



You know, after this effort to make her lose her mind.
The mind-losing followed along quite rapidly. I wasn't holding back, and Liz was definitely a responsive individual. "Holeeeey Shiiiiiiit!" she garbled, the leg I had over my shoulder kicking up and down and generally flailing about.
An orgasm ripped through Liz like it was momentarily liquifying her bones. She seemed to both tense and sag simultaneously. Honestly, I worried for a moment that she was, if such a thing is possible, too sensitive, because she swiftly recovered her strength and pushed me away from her.
Hey! I was still enjoying myself!
Liz rapidly derailed any complaints. She pulled me up to my feet and eagerly took my cock at last into her hand. Like the rest of her, her fingers were delicate, but they were also lithe and long, wrapping fully around my girth. I groaned at her extremely well-calibrated grasp.
I bent eagerly to kiss her some more. I probably should have paused to give her a chance to object to having my heavily pussy-flavored lips and tongue mashed against her, but I was a little over-eager. It had been almost seventeen days since I had last had sex of any kind, and apparently, my body was just about done with such an epic dry spell.
But Liz was proving her overall excellence in this as well, and objected not a whit to her own juices being introduced to her lips. She also was a girl that liked to keep her eyes open when kissing. I thought that was a strong choice, given how arresting her blue eyes and their naturally lush lashes were.
Both her hands now were exploring my length, almost in wonder.
But then she twitched her face away from mine to speak. "Listen, Alistaire, given how much skill you just showed me, I'm betting some girl has done a lot of sucking on this thing. When I get started, feel free to give me any pointers you may have about how to pleasure this much meat."
I chuckled. "Liz, I honestly have had my dick sucked in a lot of different ways, all of them awesome. I think you are great, and if you want to suck my dick, I am utterly sure you will blow my mind."
"Not your mind I want to blow," she almost giggled, and knelt curiously. She leaned in and licked... my balls.
"Okay, Alistaire," she said with a wry smile up at me. "I'm first going to need you to sit down for this. Standing, you are too tall for me." She pointed at her desk chair.
As I always say, I do what hot, naked chicks tell me to. This goes double when they are telling me how to position myself to get my dick sucked...
I was sitting down in a flash, and Liz laughed as she followed me over. "Eager aren't you?" she laughed. Liz had a great laugh, I decided. Not just a good one. It rippled from her and made her body move in fabulous ways.
"What guy wouldn't be?" I asked... eagerly.
Liz just answered in the best way possible. She grabbed my cock, licked up its entire length, And slid the tip into her lips. In a flash, she was drooling all over me, and in a flash after that, she was bobbing up and down on me with fabulously agonizing deliberation. She wasn't taking that much of me into her mouth, and she wasn't doing it fast at all, but she was quite expertly using her tongue and even cheeks to make sure every millimeter of my cock that did slide in and out of her mouth was passing along a slick, warm interior. It really felt like I was fucking her, not her mouth.
I could not wait until I actually fucked her.
It occurred to me that I was being pretty presumptuous, thinking I was going to actually fuck this girl that I had only first kissed half an hour, especially as soon as I was intending. But my history told me that I would. Not to spoil what comes next, but... duh.
In the meantime, her hands were continuing to demonstrate their dexterity, stroking my shaft and delicately tickling my balls, all in time with her continued, metronomic, and I suddenly perceived as slowly accelerating bobs on the end of my cock.
Suddenly, Liz stopped and looked up at me. Her hands kept jacking me, but suddenly very slowly.
"You know how really big dogs like St. Bernards are so large they only can manage one huge bark at a time?" she asked me seriously.
"That is the weirdest question I've ever heard in this kind of circumstance," I gasped. "But yeah. They like bark one gigantic bark and are tired out, right?"
"This thing," she said, glancing down, "doesn't bark like a St. Bernard... does it?"
I laughed deeply, and she smiled back at me. "Let's say it can bark again real quick... several times," I said. We both laughed.
Then she cut off both laughs by resuming the blow job, much faster.
"Yeah, you don't... need any... pointers," I moaned, somehow simultaneously sagging and tensing in her chair.
I was on the edge, Liz knew it, and she was not going to leave me there any longer.
She was stroking and sucking me furiously, displaying an intense physicality that was at odds with her slender frame but right in line with how she ran.
I began moaning, biting my lip to keep from making too much noise in a dorm room at 9:30 in the morning.
Suddenly, Liz pulled her mouth off my cock. Now she was stroking me with both hands, and licking my head intermittently.
"Sorry," she practically panted. "I really want to taste your cum eventually, but this time I just have see this thing when it blows!"
I wanted to laugh again, but my vocal cords were almost as locked up as my spine as she drove me to the brink. She just jacked me further, looking down at my cock as she pointed it forward while she stroked.
"No problem," I grunted with effort. "You do... youuuuuu!"
I nutted hard. Of course, it was hard. Liz absolutely knew what the fuck she was doing.
My jizz splashed against her chest, spattering on those delicate, quivering scoops of joy and decorating them hard in a fucking sexy way. A second spurt filled in some gaps in some places, and double-coated her left nipple which was already sticky.
These were crazy details to actually be able to register in the heat of an orgasm, but damn they were hot.
"Wow! That is crazy," Liz giggled, then leaned down, still jacking me, to lick my tip.
But I wasn't done coming, and the point of her flexible little tongue had barely grazed the underside of my cock when I let fly with a final burst of jizz, giving her plenty to taste anyway, after she got her view.
I shot straight into her open mouth and must have hit the opening of her throat, because she choked just a tiny bit and jerked back, her mouth clamping shut. Her hands kept stroking my cock though, like a star.
She barely gagged, and I watched as I could tell she was literally swishing my cum around in her mouth for a bit before she swallowed with a smile.
"Holy cow, Alistaire," she wondered, once her mouth was clear. "Your juice is fucking delicious and you have a cock this big. What planet are you from?"
"One where women like you are damned hard to find," I laughed, only lying a little.
"Well, you found me," she breathed softly before I leaned down to kiss her.
Yeah, she had not swallowed it all yet. That never bothers me, but I could tell she was a little surprised at how eagerly I was tonguing her. She did not mind, and tongued me back after she realized I was not freaking out about the flavor.
"Listen, Alistaire," she said in a moment. She was still jacking my cock slowly. "Are you going to get soft at all?"
"Almost never after a first round," I shrugged. "A girl as gorgeous as you inspires me."
"Good. Inexplicable, but good," Liz said throatily. "Then we don't have to delay, and you can get on with fucking my brains out, okay?"
See? History repeats itself...
She finally let go of my cock and we both rose. She started to turn towards her bed, but I had other ideas. I pulled her into an embrace, filling my hands with her pert little firm ass and kissing her hard while pressing her body against mine. I felt her sag in my grasp.
I turned us both and lifted her to perch her bottom on the edge of her desk.
Yep, the college's desks were the perfect height.
Setting her down, I released her ass and spread her thighs gently wide.
"Ohhhh yeahhh," Liz breathed around my lips. She grabbed my cock and pulled it toward her lightly haired snatch. My dick slotted into her sodden opening, still parted a touch from my earlier oral ministrations. I pressed myself securely into place, ready to go.
"Umm..." I paused.
"Norplant," Liz growled, answering my unvoiced question. "Fuck me. Now. You will probably blow me up like a balloon, but you come inside me when the time comes, do you hear me?" she ordered. "Now fu..."
I slid into her. She was firm, but so slick and needy that I dove in a little further than I expected to on my first entry. I paused.
"Oh wow! You are so fucking big," she groaned. "More. Give me more!"
I pressed another inch or two into her. "This is too good," Liz panted, looking down. She almost yelped. "There is that much left to go?" she asked, staring at how much of my cock could still be seen outside her body. "Fuck, you are amazing."
I was about to reassure her that I'd not killed anyone yet, but she just growled, "Give me the rest. Give me all of it. Now."
Wow.
Not only did Liz look amazing, and give great head, she was pretty exceptionally brave. I usually did not have a girl demanding all of me that fast until the second or third time we had sex...
But a girl gets what she asks for from me. I aim to please.
Myself, too. I was definitely pleasing myself too.
I pushed my hips and slid the rest of my length to bury itself inside her body. We both gasped at the thrill of her body easily but firmly molding itself tightly around my invading member.
I stopped there, fully planted inside her. We kissed again, but my cock throbbed, demanding more than simple penetration.
"How the hell did I luck into you, Alistaire?" Liz asked with lidded eyes.
I shrugged. All I said was, "Lucky girls get fucked." I slid myself two-thirds free, and drove back into her again.
And again.
"Very lucky girls... get very fucked," Liz replied, her hips already writhing against me.
We both moaned as I started driving into her almost without thinking.
Realizing I was getting carried away already, I shouted internally at my over-eager hips to chill the fuck out. My pace slowed, slowed in fact to a rate that I hoped was as agonizingly, teasingly slow to Liz as it was to me.
Her hands clutched at my hips, trying to pull me into her harder, so yeah, I got the pace right.
I had so much to learn about this girl's body, and how and where it best responded to what I did.
My driving need to find out how to fuck this girl the best was actually able to override my driving need to fuck her in the first place. There would be other opportunities, I was now utterly sure, to just let go and fuck her mindlessly, once I knew the ways she most liked being mindlessly fucked.
In and out, shallower and deeper, I slid my cock within her. I moved my hips and bent and straightened my knees, cataloging how she reacted, how she felt. I also felt the way her hips sinuously writhed on the edge of the desk, sensing how she was also searching for that perfect angle.
We barely spoke beyond quiet grunts and moans, for the most part just reveling in each other's bodies as we coupled.
I thought I'd found a really, really good angle for her. It was certainly good for me. But I moved on. There was so much more to explore. After a while, I came back to that angle of attack and stayed there, indulging myself by sparing some attention for teasing her right nipple. She liked that too. But I moved on again, teasing her left breast instead as I tried some more things.
Letting my hips go low and thrusting shallowly had my helmet bumping over her gee firm and fast. She gasped in pleasure, she could not help that. But I sensed that, beyond being uncomfortable for me, this was not how she wanted to take me over the long haul. I cataloged the position for future use whenever I needed to goose her arousal and returned to that former angle of attack.
This was so much better for me, letting me indulge my own needs for powerful, deep strokes inside her, and she removed any doubt that she enjoyed it this way too. "Just like this, Alistaire! For fuck's sake, quit... experimenting or whatever the fuck you are doing, and just screw me! Do it just... like... this!" she moaned.
So I kept it up just like that.
Even the most amazing positioning can get boring after a while, but neither of us had anything near the time left for that to happen. Despite both our increasingly short breaths, Liz was getting pretty loud. We were in excellent shape, the both of us, but this fuck had been going on for a deliriously long time now.
I let my hips go, and they indulged my cock by ramming it into Liz with all the fervor my lungs could maintain.
Her body spasmed around me and I sensed her orgasm erupting. I swiftly clamped my mouth over hers, capturing her sudden scream so that probably only the suites to either side and above and below us heard her come. Her hips bucked against me and I lost it in response to her own release. My balls shivered and my shaft thrummed as I let loose inside her in a staccato series of pulses. My still-thrusting cock instantly felt a new surge of moist warmth around it, different in character from what I felt before, as my jizz flowed around within her.
My mouth lost its hold on Liz's, but it was my groan of pleasure that was the loudest sound that emerged.
My hips stilled suddenly, unable to keep moving in the ecstatic moment.
"A little louder next time, Alistaire," Liz giggled. "I don't think they quite heard you back over in your dorm." I smiled at her but withdrew my overstimulated cock, feeling it soften a bit at last.
We sagged beside each other, both needing her desk to hold us up as we panted for breath.
I caught sight of the cute Hello Kitty clock Liz's roommate had on her wall. "Shit," I panted. "I can't believe I have to stop, but we both need showers hard before class," I apologized.
Liz giggled, which did marvelous things to her tits. Lots of things did marvelous things to those tits.
They were marvelous.
"You act like you could keep going!" she said, hands clutching her desk edge weakly.
I waggled my eyebrows, but confidently.
Liz leaned over and kissed me lightly. Then shook her head. "I had no intention of having a boyfriend so early here," she mused. "But you are beyond worth it."
Boyfriend?
Um...
My mind spun, thinking a hundred tried and true thoughts about how that was a bad idea and not where I wanted to be.
But why not? Liz was great. She was hot as hell. And why shouldn't I have a girlfriend? Other people did. Honestly, it was past time I manned up, right?
Sure, it would cut off lots of vague ideas and plans I had, but it was a new offer, and one I felt like taking.
"You are awesome, Liz," I replied, smiling to myself, still out of breath, but for new reasons.
----------
Well I hope that came as a surprise to you. It sure came as a surprise to Alistaire! But we are in a new venue, so there needs to be new dynamics, right? We shall see what this development means shortly. As always, please let me know by your kind votes and your thoughts in the comments that you are reading all this work I have done. Especially as regards the various craziness that will crop up as we go along. The easter egg that a few of you sussed out in Alistaire's Summer is of course still in play, and things related to that will be fleshed out even more fully. Cheers, everybody!
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Thank you for the initial positive response from Alistaire's old fans. Comments are how I get paid for what is, after all, a lot of work, so please keep it up with the middle chapters. I love seeing how your perceptions of the story develop as things proceed, and your projections for how it will go, right and wrong.
For those of you who have not read my stories before, I strive for the plausibly ridiculous. I hope that the events of my stories make perfect sense, as long as you assume that these particular oddballs all came together to interact in the circumstances they do.
----------
The One Where Things Don't Go To Plan
----------
Walking away from my brand-new girlfriend's dorm and toward my own, I felt like I needed to talk about Liz to someone who would be... I found myself texting Bridget.
ME: Yo! So, I have a girlfriend
It took less than fifteen seconds for a reply.
BRIDGET: Exsqueeze me?
ME: Who knew, right? But here I am. She is named Liz. You'd like her. She has been my running buddy since day two out here
BRIDGET: So the girl you run with is now your girlfriend
ME: Seems that way!
BRIDGET: I'm glad for you
BRIDGET: But I have to go. I'm texting in class and am about to get busted
I pocketed my phone. One of the great things about having all the women in my life in a text group together was that I knew I could count on Bridget to let them all know what was happening without me having to do it individually.
This was handy because I was dimly aware that I probably should not spend my first day of being a boyfriend, texting with all the women I've fucked in the past.
Right?
I mean, I was yet again in terra incognita. Being a boyfriend would take some care while I figured it out.
I was a little surprised that over the next several days only about half of The Sisterhood texted me at all, about Liz or anything else. I guessed that college and geography really were putting distance between us already. That kind of sucked, I thought.
Even Bridget did not text me again until the new episode of a show on MAX dropped five days later. We were following it together, and we both wanted to bitch about the stupid writers fucking absolutely everything up with that one episode.
Dave was of course, incredulous. But he literally patted me on the head (almost standing on tiptoe to do so). As time went on, he was honest enough to become congratulatory (he met and saw Liz regularly and knew I had much to be congratulated about), but he never backed off from the loud opinion that I was the poster child for beginner's dumb luck, and I'd never be able to make it last.
I had played D&D with my new group exactly once before Liz and I became an item. When I showed up for our second session together with tales of a first girlfriend, I was relieved to see that their conflict over whether to nickname me Rook or Noob was settled by discarding both.
I was less enthused once they settled upon the unanimous replacement: Puppy Love. But that faded after a month, Rook and Noob were back as often as not.
Sigh.
It had been a while since I had been a freshman.
*
I was sad to see that the practice of everybody leaving their doors open full-time did not hold on much after Orientation Week ended and classes began. My initial burst of coming out of my shell and meeting people had stalled in the face of my natural shyness and everyone having shit to do. But I wanted to keep pushing myself to meet people.
Yes, I know that I can sometimes be anything but shy with hot girls, but I needed to learn to use that assertiveness to come out of my shell with dudes, and with girls who did not trigger my baser, more awesome instincts. I had been jealous my whole life of how both my parents effortlessly met and worked with new people. And I could also see how it has helped make both of them the successes that they are.
But while all those closed doors reduced noise from the halls, the walls in our building were not terribly thick. The sound of Gina and Tish's occasional full and frank discussions about all sorts of topics came through said walls to Dave and me, sometimes quite loudly.
"For Christ's fucking sake!" came to my ears easily through the wall right beside my bed where I sat, studying. I think this time it was Gina's voice. I looked over at Dave, who was typing on his laptop. He looked back at me with a pained expression.
"Man, I hope they learn to get along pretty soon, or it is going to be disastrous," he said darkly.
"Disastrous?" I replied skeptically. "I mean, I feel for Gina, you know? But what are you talking about? I can certainly handle a little noise now and then. They don't actually fight all the time."
"Don't you get it?" Dave said back morosely. "We are almost a month into school, and the final deadline to change dorm assignments is coming up fast. One of them might move out any day now. I don't know about you, but I sure as hell do not want to lose the opportunity to look at either of them on a regular basis!"
I was quietly certain that Dave still harbored designs on both our neighbors, but whatever. Not that he had any hope at all.
"Look, I agree with you on the scenery factor, but I for one could handle seeing the backside of Tish for the last time," I said, pausing only slightly to wonder if maybe that would actually be a crying shame. That backside was pretty stunning, and her yoga pants game was quite strong...
"Yeah? And if Gina is the one who moves out?" Dave shot back.
I just stared at him, appalled.
*
Liz and I enjoyed wandering around on Halloween and going to several parties, even if we had been unable to settle on a good couple's costume idea and just did our own things. I knew I owned a better suit than most guys at school, so I just bought a white silk tie and went as a vampire.
Liz went as a zombie nurse, with lots of very cool makeup effects. While her outfit was in no way slutty enough to suit the tastes of lots of guys around campus, there were plenty of other girls who made up for it with the costumes they were almost wearing. Liz still looked great, and I was okay with her lack of skin, if only because I knew I was going to get to take that minimally slutty costume off her later and see all of her skin. When I eventually did, I discovered that she had done the makeup over a lot more of her body than anyone else got to see, all just for me!
Fucking naked zombie nurses is awesome, guys, even if Liz got a little too into the character and actually bit me once.
The next day, I called my Mom to make arrangements for Thanksgiving.
"Hello, Alistaire darling," her happy voice came over the phone. "How did you enjoy your first college Halloween?" When I reassured her that I was still recovering, she went on happily. "I always loved Halloween, back when I was in college. I always pushed the envelope with my costumes, too. One year, I..."
"Mom, I need to set up my flights home and back for Thanksgiving," I interrupted desperately before my mother could appall me with tales of the slutty, no, probably full-on slatternly, police officer or vestal virgin outfits she had put together back in the day. Mom 2.0, who had been introduced at the same time as the equally unwelcome Dad 2.0 immediately after they figured out I was no longer a virgin, would have gleefully tortured me with those tales had I not derailed her.
"As it happens," my mother replied, for once letting herself be sidetracked easily, "I was going to call you myself here shortly. I have just set up a meeting in San Diego on the Monday before Thanksgiving. Your father is going to fly out Tuesday to join me, and we would rather you drive down and stay with us on the beach at the Hotel Del Coronado for Thanksgiving."
"That sounds way cool," I said enthusiastically. "I haven't been to San Diego yet."
"It's a lot prettier than Los Angeles," Mom said drily. "Speaking of pretty, I am sure Liz will be going home to her parents. But if she is not, you should definitely bring your little girlfriend along so we can get a look at her."
"I think Los Angeles is gorgeous, thank you," I retorted, loyally defending my new home. I carefully did not reply to the Liz suggestion, as the last thing I needed in my life was four days of my dad 'getting a look at' Liz.
And, just as Mom suspected, Liz had just made her plans for flying back to Colorado a few days earlier, so the point was moot and I was safe.
*
I really don't gain weight easily, but I made a valiant effort over that Thanksgiving. I came back to USC well-fed and ready for the finish of my first college semester.
I was sitting in my dorm room the first afternoon back when Liz walked in without advance warning. I popped up with a smile. "Hey, babe! You are a sight for sore eyes," I said, moving to give her a kiss. We had texted a little on Thanksgiving Day itself but otherwise left each other alone with busy family schedules, and I guessed I had missed her.
Liz flowed fully into my kiss, wrapping her arms around me hungrily and pressing herself against me. She turned my brief peck on the lips into a heated tongue-fest.
"Purple Post-It," she said, breaking off the kiss for a moment.
"Now?" I asked, surprised.
"Right now," she said, then proceeded to make it hard for me to signal Dave to stay the fuck away by resuming our kiss.
I guessed she had really missed me!
I had to hide behind the door as I opened it a little to slap the note on the outside because Liz already had my dick out and was stroking it. When I let the door close, she spun me so my back was against it and she was on her knees, my cock in her mouth before it had even gotten fully hard.
She fixed that shit in the minimum number of heartbeats necessary to fully inflate me.
Liz always liked to take her time with sucking cock. She definitely wasn't one of those girls who liked to often demonstrate that they could overwhelm me in nothing flat. But while she took her time, she knew how to finish up ferociously. Today, however, she went into finishing mode immediately, and, well, she finished me in no time. I groaned a warning before nutting in her mouth and she sucked hard on me, devouring my offering.
When she finally finished sucking and swallowing, she lifted her face toward mine, still jacking my cock as if afraid it might start to soften. After a couple of months together, she should have known better...
"I can't wait to taste you," I growled, pulling her to her feet. I made myself resist the temptation of setting her on the edge of Dave's bed even though it was closer.
"No," Liz almost yelped. "I'm going to fuck you. Now!" With that, she pushed me over to my bed and down onto my back. I realized that she had worn a skirt that day, which was unusual. When she straddled me, I realized that she also had not worn panties. The next thing I knew, I felt her naked pussy sliding down to engulf my cock. She moaned almost painfully at my entry.
"Wow," I chortled. "Miss me that much, huh?"
She just almost grimaced at me wordlessly and started to fuck me with near desperation before she even had her shirt pulled off. She had worn one of my favorites among her bras, a pretty little lace number in an enchanting sky blue that highlighted her eyes. I enjoyed the sight of it for almost five whole seconds before I was undoing the front clasp. We each knew the other very well by this point, and Liz went straight to her favorite way of riding me. It was not actually my favorite angle, but I figured we'd get there soon enough.
"Grab my tits," she grunted, riding me hard already. "You know what to do."
I certainly did, and reached up to hold and enjoy her lithe scoops. I knew just how she liked her nipples teased and put that knowledge to good use. Her own hands came up and clutched at mine, as if to hold them in place on her breasts as she rode me.
It didn't take long for her to come the first time. A soft yelp, then a much louder cry announced her body's release. But she didn't stop or shift position. She barely even slowed. Powering through her body's scenic release, Liz just shifted her angle surely, with the ease of experience, right into my favorite angle of attack when she was on top and resumed fucking me. I let go of her breasts, grabbed her hips, and drove up into her.
I didn't take long either, and with a powerful grunt, began to spurt up into her delicious depths. She came yet again in response, wailing stupidly loud for being in a dorm room in the middle of the day, her orgasm so hard it almost sounded like despair.
"God! This is so. Fucking. Good!" Liz shrieked, coming down from her orgasm at last. She stared down at me with that fey smile she always, always has after I've made her come especially hard.
But then she collapsed atop me, burying her face in the crook of my neck. I felt her tremble and she suddenly slammed her fist down into the pillow beside my head. Not taking her face from my shoulder, she started quietly talking. "Why can't it be good enough? It's so good..."
I honestly wasn't sure who she was talking to, me or herself.
"But it isn't good enough on its own," she sighed.
What?
Liz pushed herself up to look down on me, my cock still fully buried inside her. It was softening, of course, after such a major eruption, but the softening process can take a while when it is still buried in a pussy like Liz's. Her face was... sad? Apologetic? Angry? And there were tears in her eyes.
Tears?
I had never before made Liz come so hard she cried. Charlotte sometimes cried a little after I put in a really good effort. When I had really outdone myself, Carla's eyes had leaked a bit, too, back in the day. And whenever I managed to make Bridget cry, I always felt like I needed to take a bow. But post-fucking misty eyes were not in Liz's set of reactions.
"I can't... we can't just keep... I've got to break up with you, Alistaire," Liz went on, suddenly now in a rush.
"What?" I yelped involuntarily.
"No matter how good this is, we just don't work as a couple," she said, the tears welling harder now. "You are sweet and considerate and a great lover," she said miserably, "and that is not even taking into account... This. Magnificent. Rod," she added, clenching herself around my cock. It was a helluva clench, and despite the horror of what I was hearing, my cock tried to rally in response.
"But Alistaire, we just have nothing in common!" she went on, now sounding like she was trying to convince me of something she was just barely convinced of herself. "D&D? Come on! Could you be more lame? And all the baseball? It is six months until there is baseball again, and half the texts you sent me over Thanksgiving break were about a Braves trade rumor!"
Hey! It was a blockbuster trade! I was still very excited about the whole prospect.
Moreover, I wanted to remind her that it wasn't half a year until the best sport resumed. Pitchers and catchers reported in two and a half months, but I felt that saying that just might be reinforcing her point. So I said nothing, because when a girl is emotionally upset, I shut up and listen. It had never failed me. So even now, when I in no way wanted to hear any of this, I stayed mum.
"We don't have any classes in common. We don't even study together," Liz went on. I couldn't say whether she was convincing me of anything, but she sounded like she was convincing herself further.
"And... and... your taste in music sucks, Alistaire!" she added, as if delivering a devastating closing argument.
"What?!?" I yelped at last. The D&D comment hurt, but the truth sometimes does, right? D&D is not the Sport of the Cool Crowd. And I knew Liz was lukewarm on baseball. I had just figured I'd bring her around eventually. But her unkind, untrue, and frankly ludicrous final shot woke me from the horrified daze I had been in. I realized that not only was I still buried in Liz to the hilt, my hands were still cradling that sweet, pert little ass. I loosened my grip, but my digits, dimly aware that this might be their last time holding this fabulous edifice, were loathe to let go of her butt fully. "My taste in music sucks? How would you even know my taste in music, Liz? All I'm ever allowed to listen to around you is Taylor Fucking Swift!"
That I took a shot back seemed to shock her, and the blasphemy about La Swift put some fire in her eyes. "Do you see why it has to be over?" Liz shouted quietly at me. Her words were at first slightly undermined by how hard she was clamping down on my cock, but then she fully backed them up by springing off me. She stood there beside my bed, gloriously half-naked, and stamped her foot. "I cannot continue to waste my freshman year of college on you when all I'm getting out of it is fantastic sex!" she almost screamed the last two words, despite still trying to keep it down.
We glared at each other for a moment before the ridiculous nature of what she had just said made us both giggle involuntarily. Her anger fled, though mine kept simmering. "I'm sorry Alistaire. But I've been thinking like this for a while now, and I spent Thanksgiving working myself up to do this."
She began slipping hastily into her clothes, what little of them she had ever removed, and I will admit I took the opportunity to get one last good look at her body while she did. I am, as I have said, a bit of a sex pig.
"You chose a helluva breakup method," I snapped. "I honestly think it made this whole thing worse."
She paused, looking at me uncertainly. "I... I had to try it one more time, to convince myself that it just wasn't worth it. You almost just convinced me it was."
I flopped back onto my back and hid my eyes with my forearm. I'd seen enough of Liz's body. "You are cruel, Liz," I grumped. I also secretly began to think that maybe she was right about our suitability as boyfriend and girlfriend.
"I... I'm sorry," was all she said, and quietly let herself out of my room.
It also occurred to me that the whole relationship, boyfriend/girlfriend thing had been her idea in the first place. This recovered memory did nothing for my mood.
But mostly, I had been dumped. I found that this sucked. If this was how relationships ended, I had been right to avoid them in the past. I was certainly going to be very careful before getting into any in the future. I had had a very nice life going before this, and I fretted that I might just have a hard time getting back to it.
I dressed enough to go to the shower, and then once I had rid myself of Liz's horrifyingly awesome residuals, I got dressed for real.
I needed to get out of my room.
I went out into the hall, slamming my door.
As I moved toward the stairs, I saw that Gina and Tish's door was uncharacteristically open. Almost automatically, I looked in. I could see Gina staring back at me, a weird expression on her face.
"That was... impressive," she said with a twisted grin.
Tish then poked her head into view. "Really, Taylor? In the middle of the day? Some of us are trying to study here, and you were getting laid at the top of her lungs."
I wanted to glare at Tish and do what I normally did when Tish got snotty, make some inappropriate comment in reply.
Instead, I slumped against the door frame. "We broke up," I said heavily. The hell of it was, I was upset at being dumped, but I was having a hard time being upset at the fact of being broken up. This was going to take some thinking.
"That was a pretty enthusiastic-sounding breakup," Gina snorted, amused but also non-plussed.
"As exit interviews went, it wasn't the worst," I admitted sheepishly.



"Oh my fucking God," Tish growled, throwing up her hands. "Listen to yourself. It's a wonder she didn't kick your arrogant ass to the curb long ago!"
Glumly, I looked at Tish. Inwardly, I was slowly coming to the same conclusion. Being forced to agree with Tish... could this day be any worse?
Liz and I had had nothing but sex to keep us together from the start I had known from the very start that I didn't even need a running partner of any sort.
I had handled the monogamy portion well, so I had that to be proud and surprised about. I had certainly proven to myself that I could handle having just one friend with benefits. But I had kinda sucked otherwise. So had my Swiftie girlfriend, though.
But Tish was looking triumphant at my dismay, and I was not about to put up with that shit.
"You're right," I began heavily. "Neither of us has been super happy with the situation for a while now." Then I grinned tightly and speared Tish with my eyes. "But I guess she was too busy being thoroughly and repeatedly satisfied all the time to realize it."
Tish gawped at me.
I just turned and smiled sheepishly and apologetically at Gina, and exited before Tish could think of a snotty comeback.
I had a jauntiness in my step for about twenty feet before the situation dragged me down again. I had actually been right. Great sex had kept Liz from realizing she had a shitty boyfriend. Great sex had kept me from realizing that I was a shitty boyfriend. And it had kept me from realizing that she was, let's be honest, hardly the greatest of girlfriends herself.
Was I just not boyfriend material? And should that even be a problem for me?
I needed advice but had nowhere to turn. Dave was going to be embarrassingly empathetic but otherwise useless when I told him. Gina might be of some minor help, but despite how much she and Tish fought, it seemed that they were always together. Discussing this issue with Tish present seemed like an idea fraught with... fraughtedness?
Nah, it would just be annoying as chiggers.
My mother or father?
Um, no. They would illustrate any advice they gave with anecdotes. So, not yet. I wanted to be able to control my reactions when they inevitably provided me with those anecdotes anyway.
Critically, I rejected the idea of texting any of my usual sources of guidance when my mind was troubled about women. It was suddenly becoming apparent that few among my old partners had thought much of the idea of me leaping into a relationship out of the blue, and that was why I had heard so little from any of them this semester.
I've got to be allowed to make some mistakes, dammit!
I would let one or another of them know eventually, and then the rest would all know about it within another half an hour. They could all hit me with the I Told You Sos then.
Of course, not one of them had actively 'told me so' in the first place. Maybe I could have used that help, dammit... Where had they been? What use was it having twelve sex partners on inactive reserve if they weren't going to tell me I was being a butthead while it still could have done some good?
I was left with nothing to do but stew in my own juices.
*
And I stewed. By the next time I was scheduled to play D&D, I had been pissing Dave off, missing a few homework assignments, and still hadn't told my parents that because I sucked I didn't have a girlfriend anymore.
I needed to just relax, kill some hobgoblins and trolls, and forget my problems.
"For fuck's sake, Lover Boy," Craig snapped when I let a juicy opportunity slide by; one he had obviously thought up just for my character. "What is wrong with you? You are totally useless today."
"You really are, Rook," Ronnie added, most unsympathetically. Her character was unnecessarily down to half her hit points because I had not been paying attention.
"You can retire the Lover Boy name," I almost spat. "Liz and I broke up."
"Oh shit, Alistaire! I am so sorry," Ronnie said, instantly contrite.
There was a chorus of genuine concern from everybody in the group. I was called Alistaire more during that initial rush of supportive words than over the whole semester. Honestly, it swiftly became too much to handle.
"Geeze, guys," I said, interrupting their flow of pity. "It is rough, but you guys are acting like my grandmother died."
Craig looked at me. "Dude, we know that this too will pass. Been there, done that. We are all just concerned about how bummed you must be over losing the first regular sex of your life!"
"And also losing his first real relationship, you neanderthal," Ronnie snapped at Craig.
Okay, I was beginning to feel some amusement in addition to the confusion and irritation.
"Breakups are hard, Alistaire," Hannah added softly. "I mean, you have to also deal with all the second-guessing of yourself about what you did."
"Along with the general horniness," Craig smirked.
Hanna glared at Craig, but Ronnie admitted with a sigh, "And the horniness."
I was fully amused now, but not about to let these condescending assholes see that. I channeled my insulted mirth into irritation.
"What," I said, focusing on Craig, and only Craig, with a very raised eyebrow, "makes you think that Liz was my first regular sex?"
"Dude! You told us so yourself. She was your first girlfriend of any kind!" Craig scoffed.
"And?" I challenged.
Craig looked at me like a Doberman being yapped at by a Golden Retriever puppy. "Really?" he sort of bristled. I was not sure that I had ever personally triggered his alpha instincts before. "Okay, Mister I've Had Lots of Sex Before, what's your body count, huh?" he snorted at me.
Flip just chortled and shook his head.
"Party foul, Craig," Hannah said quickly.
Before I could get a word in edgewise, Ronnie piled on Craig. "Yeah, I think the ruling is, before Alistaire has to say anything about his number, we are going to have to hear your fucking body count, oh, fearless leader!"
"Oh, I think that is an excellent idea," laughed Hanna, once again revealing the playful streak she kept hidden from most people. I sure had not seen it at first, and it had taken a month of 'enjoying' her sly little stratagems for me to realize she was not entirely the mouse she seemed on the surface.
"Wait! It is Alistaire we are trying to help out here! I mean, I'm fine. My history is a-okay. Right, Flip?" Craig said, backpedaling and looking for help from his usual number two.
Flip just grinned unhelpfully and gestured for Craig to proceed, taking the opportunity to gnaw a little on our alpha himself. Flip is not a beta male by any stretch, but it was still fun to see him decline to follow Craig's lead.
Personally, I'd rather the entire miserable discussion be dropped, but that clearly wasn't happening. So I felt I might as well enjoy Craig twisting in the wind for his sins.
"I... wait... fuck it," he groused. "My number is... uh, so how are defining Body Count? Full-on sex? Or just fooling around enough to make somebody bust a... I mean, orgasm?"
Hanna's momentary assertiveness vanished in a blaze of red, swollen capillaries across her face. The mousiness was real, it just wasn't all of her.
Ronnie elegantly leaned sideways in her chair and grinned at Craig. "That's an excellent point, Craig! Now that you bring it up, I guess we are going to need both numbers."
He glared at her, then grinned smugly. "Screw you all. Okay. My full body count is six, thank you very much. And four more, um, woundings?" He was trying very hard to hide how proud he was of that number. But he also shot me a very brief look of apology for 'showing me up' like that.
Bless his heart.
"Noice..." Flip muttered, impressed in spite of himself.
Ronnie nodded, sticking her lower lip out in a grudgingly impressed expression. "Player," she snorted at Craig. "Now, tell us..."
"Oh, no," Craig said, pouncing himself. "I think we need to hear your number now, Señorita Torquemada! Answer the inquisition!" Craig intoned in his best DM voice.
"Fuck you, Craig," the Grand Inquisitress snorted.
"I think he has a point," Hanna said quietly.
"Et tu, Hannah?" Ronnie asked, stricken.
Hannah seemed to be growing much more spine than usual through all this and just folded her arms as she stared back at Ronnie.
"Fine! I'm only at three, thank you. Not for lack of a couple of other offers," she said almost defensively. She paused. "and as for the other number, it's six. No! Wait! Seven!" She glared at our universal expressions of skepticism that she could forget that number. "I almost forgot the one guy... because he, um, got his but I never got mine," she added sheepishly.
Whoever the fuck that guy had been, he needed a stern talking to.
And a head CT.
Like I said, there is a lot of Ronnie, but all that 'lot' is in all the right places.
"Wow, Hannah, Alistaire," Flip laughed. "Who knew we were playing D&D with two of the most sexually experienced people on campus!"
"Fuck you, Flip. You do okay," Craig snapped. "Your turn. Fess up, dude."
"Me?" Flip objected, actually jumping in his seat. He was instantly stared down by Ronnie just as much as Craig. He didn't look like he felt that he deserved to be in the crosshairs. I kind of agreed with him. "I sure ain't up to you two's standards. I'm at," he paused for a second, "well, three also. But my secondary number is only two. And they were both just handjobs," he admitted unwisely. The last bit was met with lots of laughter. Even I snorted, though I was trying to stay out of the whole thing. I was getting nervous about where this was going and wished for Hannah's mage's invisibility spell.
When the laughter started to die down, Hanna said quietly, "You are going to make me go too, aren't you?"
"No shit, Sherlock," said Ronnie a little vengefully. "Confession's good for the soul, Hannah," she added almost compassionately. Almost.
Hannah took a deep breath and blew it out, slowly. "Okay." She took another breath. Then she blurted out at high speed, "I'm even with Alistaire. I've just been with the one guy. But my other number is also two, just like Flip. Anditwasn'tjusthandjobs!" she finished breathlessly.
There was a titter, more about how she said it, than what she had said.
Ronnie went on, "Come on, Hannah. How can you be just at one?" She said this with the kind of appraising look at the younger girl that I sure as fuck was avoiding at the moment. Interestingly, both Craig and Flip also avoided looking at her. Hanna, at about median height, with a blonde bob and blue eyes, was seriously cute.
"Plenty of times... just the one partner," Hannah said sheepishly.
I shrugged. No shame there.
"See, Alistaire?" Craig said, politely as desperate as everyone else suddenly was to leave the timidly blushing Hannah alone. "Look, that shit just got out of control," he went on, glaring at Ronnie before looking back at me with a smile, "but we really just wanted to show you that it is good to be open about this stuff when you are going through a patch. Do you hear me, man? You can do it. Admit the issue. You are really at only one, like Hannah."
I stared at him. I suck at lying. I always have. I also had absolutely no ground to stand on if I wanted to just remain mute.
"You want the truth?" I grumbled, almost under my breath. I almost added, 'You can't handle the truth!' but my Jack Nicholson impression sucks.
"Come on," Flip, of all people, said earnestly. "We are giving you all this shit because it helps. Last year, when Peng dumped me, these same assholes here talked me down off a bigger ledge than what you were camped on when you came in."
Fuck this noise.
The worst of it was, they had all already made me feel better with this whole act.
But they also were pissing me off with the patronizing. No one out here knew me. No one knew who... or what I was. These guys were about to find out.
I stared at each of them, hard. I let a little of the Wolf enter my gaze when I locked eyes with Hannah and then Ronnie in turn. Just a bit, but they each saw it. I recognized the surprised shift in their perceptions. And I let my Male ego inform my stares at Flip and Craig. A little more powerfully in their cases, but still just a small amount.
"My hard body count is fifteen," I said flatly. "As for girls with whom I've fooled around but never closed the deal? The number there is zero." I folded my arms and sat back in my seat defiantly.
All four burst out into howls of laughter. I just raised my eyebrow again and stared all four down, one after another in turn.
"Fuck. You. Noob!" Craig almost giggled. "Fifteen? Who do you think we believe you are, Wilt fucking Chamberlain? Nobody has a body count of fifteen!"
I locked eyes with him and did not let his gaze go as I spoke firmly in a calm, measured tone. "Back home, there was Carrie, her best friend Mary, and Mary's twin sister Maddie," I said evenly and relentlessly, moving fast enough that it was clear I was not improvising. "Later, Charlotte, who goes to Princeton now. And there was some bitch who unbeknownst to me was cheating on her boyfriend. At boarding school, there was Beth, Carla, and my best friend Bridget. Also, Poppy, Jenn, and Petra. Plus Liz out here, of course."
There was a brief silence.
"That's only twelve," Ronnie challenged. The girl had serious math instincts to have kept count in the moment.
I did not let my eyes leave Craig's, who looked almost worried. "There was also Sloane, that's Poppy's mom. And Jessica. She's Mary and Maddie's mom. And Nancy Green, a teacher at my prep school."
Craig's expression tried to be skeptical. And failed.
I turned my gaze on Ronnie. "I appreciate your support. Really. This is the very first time I have been dumped. I've never broken up with anyone. Ever. It sucks. But I think I'm safe from worrying that I'll never have sex again."
----------
So Alistaire has revealed whatever the fuck he is to a bunch of non-lovers for the first time. This should be interesting.
I cannot promise the metronomic weekly releases that I managed with Alistaire's Summer, but I will try to keep up a release schedule close to that. Make sure you are following me so you don't miss a chapter, and please comment and rate!
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There was a vicious, ungrateful, and unfair complaint (I kid) about the last chapter, in that it had no sex. This one should make up for that, I hope. It is also longer, for those of you yelling about, "Moar Alistaire!" But remember, this series is in part about consequences. Alistaire will come to understand that there are consequences, good and bad, to all his sexual history.
----------
Situation Normal: Al Fucks as Usual
----------
I had to tell my mother and father about Liz eventually. Worse, I realized that I would have to call them. Somehow, I figured that a quick text along the lines of, 'Yo, Mom and Dad. You remember Liz? My first girlfriend who I was with most of the semester but whom I largely forgot about over Thanksgiving break, except whenever you asked about her? Yeah, about all that. We are done.'
They would just call me instantly anyway, but at a time I could not control.
But I was not eager to talk to them by voice because they would hear me. Hear my voice. I would have to control myself very carefully, or I would find them dragging out of me the fact that she had dumped me with my dick still inside of her. Then they would drag out of me how the fight went. My mom is a huge Taylor Swift fan, and she would end up siding with goddamned Liz...
With Dave off watching an NFL game somewhere, I sat in my room, took a deep breath, and called Dad. I knew they'd be home and together.
Hopefully not too together...
I heard one more ring than I had expected, but the fact that Dad answered with the phone already on speakerphone mode explained the delay. "Hey, son," he rumbled quietly. "Your mom is here with me. How are you? Is something the matter?"
"Huh? No, uh, well..." I replied, caught off guard. "What makes you think something is wrong?" I temporized, still not wanting this conversation, but now realizing how much I truly needed it.
"You called your father, not me," Mom's voice came through loud and clear, and with a note of caution under her amusement at me not expecting her to know everything already. "And your weekly call to me to provide proof of life while you are away comes on Wednesdays. What is up, baby boy?"
"Liz du... Liz and I broke up," I said sadly. I berated myself. I needed to speak slower and choose my words more carefully before I said them.
There was a pause on the other end. I heard my mother grumble something I couldn't make out. Dad made a small sound of triumph.
Wait a minute...
"Mom! Dad! Did Dad bet you that Liz and I were going to break up?" I asked heatedly. "Real nice, Dad! At least you had some faith in me, Mom."
"That wasn't quite the bet, dear," Mom said, a little sheepishly. Mom doesn't do sheepish. "What I bet your father was, the two of you would not make it until Christmas break."
"What? I can't believe you two thought so little of me."
"For the record," Dad replied with an awful, somehow compassionate laugh in his voice. "I won the second bet that she'd be the one who broke it off with you."
"I didn't say that happened," I protested.
"Please, you cut yourself off," Mom said. "Besides, I know she pulled the trigger, not you. If you had been the one to end it, you would have called us for advice before you did so."
That wasn't true! I'd have called Maddie and Charlotte. Or maybe my track chix...
No, I'd have definitely called my parents, damn them.
"So, what? You give each other ten bucks for each winning a bet?" I asked sulkily. And very, very unwisely.
There was a horrendous pause.
"Do not, for the sake of all that is good and holy, tell me the stakes of those bets!" I yelped desperately. They both laughed.
My parents are the absolute best, but they can kinda be psycho monsters when they want to.
But they heard the pain in my voice; the underlying pain of the breakup. No, the pain of having failed. Failed Liz, and failed myself. I realized that losing the relationship itself didn't hurt much.
But that realization did.
"I am sorry, Alistaire," my mother said genuinely contritely. "I know this can be difficult." She paused. "Actually, I don't know firsthand. I've never had a breakup."
"What?"
"Your father is my first boyfriend. If he keeps playing his card right, I may never have a breakup," she almost giggled. "Seriously, Dennis, I think Alistaire was right to dial your number, not mine."
"You said you had a lot of girlfriends, right Dad?" I asked, hoping for some actual advice at last, not the goat rodeo this call had been thus far.
Dad paused. "Yes, though if I had it to do over again, I'd have tried to do things your mom's way. I'd have likely failed, but I'd have tried. Liz aside, the way you have been living your life, just like the way your mother lived hers, is an almost impossible balancing act. You must have inherited whatever mutant gene your mother has that made it all work."
"But even if I couldn't do things your way, I would never do them my way, if I could do it all over," my dad said seriously. "I was a serial monogamist."
"What's actually wrong with that?" I asked. "I like what happens in my life, but most people I know do just have one partner at a time, and try to make that work. Sometimes they do."
"While I was technically faithful to every woman I was ever with," Dad said almost sadly, "I was never truly faithful to any of them. To me back then, a relationship was just a period of time where a girl was available to me sexually whenever I wanted... or she wanted. When that period ended, I went on to the next girl. I never for one second thought I loved any of those women, and never much wanted to. Did you think you loved Liz?"
"No," I admitted. "And no, it never much bothered me at the time, either."
Yeah. I sucked.
"Well, you are a better man than I was, given that you are still upset enough about the breakup to call us for advice," Dad said... approvingly? "Look, breakups hurt, whether you are doing the dumping or getting dumped. My problem was, I barely gave a damn within hours, a day at most. That is because by the time things ended I almost always had the next partner lined up, whether she knew it or not."
"Yeah," I mused unhappily. If I were being honest with myself, I was already missing sex with Liz more than being with Liz.
"There is nothing wrong with moving on, dear," Mom put in.
"Yes," Dad agreed. "But if were I you, I would avoid moving on straight to another relationship like I would have. That way just leaves a trail on unhappy people. There is a reason that your mom is still actively friends with about twenty ex-lovers, while only two of the women from my life besides your mother will have anything to do with me."
So, go back to being me before Liz.
I could live with that. But I still felt a bit like a failure.
"You'll be fine, boy," my dad said, optimistically feeling that I was set to rights. "You learned a lot here about relationships, and that is fine. Don't run from them, though. Some day, in a year or a decade, you will meet a woman whose soul is the other half of yours. You don't want to run away from her just to avoid being a couple on general principles."
"Thanks," I said, almost surlily. I could appreciate what Dad had said, but I didn't have to feel good about myself because of it. And I definitely did not like Dad coming off as anything other than awesome.
Surely he hadn't been as bad as he said.
"We will let you go," he went on casually. "I do regret not having any excuse to come see you out there any time soon, though. I'd love to get a look at the team you end up assembling to ease your pain!"
He was way fucking worse than he said...
*
Dave and I got along great, but, well... I had gotten used to having my own space, what with having had a single dorm room as a senior back at prep school. I found that I sometimes needed some regular time with no one in my face, be it for studying or just scrolling TikTok. Over the course of the first semester, I found myself gravitating to a nearby campus coffee shop called Café Annenberg when I needed to get out of our room. It was always a good spot to grab a small, two-seat table by myself to drink a cup of Oolong and reset my social energy. I'd sit there for an hour, studying or just scrolling TikTok.
During the short run of classes between Thanksgiving and Christmas breaks, there was more studying than scrolling going on. That Tuesday afternoon, I had two textbooks and my notes in front of me. I was also on a second cup of tea and reflecting that, even busy with classes as I was, I was beginning to notice a significant absence of sexual activity. I had mostly made my peace with being dumped by Liz and had begun to come to grips that maybe the worst part of it was that we had taken so long to part. But damn, Liz had been very, very good in bed...
I took a moment for fond reminiscence. Not about Liz, but about what awesome sexual apparatuses beds were. How had I survived six weeks of sex before I tried a bed for the first time?
I had reached out to her, but via text because I am a coward. I just wanted to apologize again for my lack of commitment.
LIZ: I'm feeling better, Alistaire, but I need to apologize too. More than you. I did the dumping, and the way I did it was super trash
I snorted.
ME: Actually, the way you did it was borderline awesome, in retrospect...
There was a pause, and I immediately regretted being flippant. Before I could apologize again, she replied.
LIZ: Please don't ever change
I shook my head, and made myself put away my phone before I opened TikTok, or God forbid, X.
But instead of studying, I just sort of woolgathered.
My little flex in the faces of my D&D buddies, and their reactions, made me quite sure that I would be able to move on and find some excellent friends of the best kind, with a little care. But none of that would happen soon, because there were only two and a half weeks until Christmas break, and I would spend that with my parents in Telluride. I really had no time to chat up any fresh prospects.
I was just satisfying my brain with the image of potential snow bunnies, and thoughts on how to meet them over the break, when I was interrupted by Hannah's voice over my shoulder.
"Hey, Alistaire! Um, can I use your other seat? It looks a little crowded in here and I don't want to take up a table for myself if I don't have to," she said, book bag in one hand, and an obscenely large coffee in the other.
"Sure! Take the other seat," I said brightly, gesturing to the other side of my table. I sort of wished that I had not, honestly. Being alone was my current vibe. But I had already been dimly aware that the joint was filling up, open seats were becoming rare, and I sure as hell was not going to insult a friend by so much as even hesitating.
I also wished that she wasn't sitting down at my table because I was feeling horny, remember? Hannah was cute as hell and was thus going to do absolutely nothing to alleviate that horniness. And she also was not the kind of friend who would fix my horniness, if you take my meaning. She wore a light blue alligator logo shirt that fit snugly enough to remind the world that her tits might not be big, but they were there, and they were enchanting. "What are you studying?" I asked to forestall any further wandering images of Hannah without said shirt inserting themselves into my conscious thought process.
"I was just in the library, finishing a section of my paper for my Intro to Satire class," she said, plopping down in the seat facing mine over the small two-person hightop against a wall. "That is done, so I came here to find..." she stopped and smiled. "I came here to get a fix, man," she said in a wavery voice and brandished her coffee. "You go on and study, please," she added, suddenly appearing uncertain about interrupting me. "I'll just get out my phone and catch up on my aviation disaster videos while I have my coffee."
"If you like," I said. "But I'd rather take a break myself. What's up, besides your paper for a class I've never heard of but am now suddenly, deeply interested in?"
"Another paper for another class, and general exam prep," Hannah said glumly. "Do you think we will play D&D this weekend? Or will people beg off to study?"
"I hope we get together," I said. "All work and no play makes Thrangor the Destroyer a dull barbarian. I know I always have a good time, and we will all need the break."
Hannah looked almost pained, but also like she had been waiting for the subject to come up. "Always a good time? We kind of got on your case last week. Was that okay?" she asked apprehensively.
I smiled in thanks for her concern. "I actually do think the whole conversation let me feel better about everything. I'm a past master of handling being embarrassed."
"If a quarter of what you claimed is true, you're a master of something besides being embarrassed," Hannah said tartly, but a little wide-eyed.
I just stared at her and sipped my cooling tea. It occurred to me that I now had a way to shut down any conversation I didn't want with these four friends from now until the heat death of the universe.
She looked at me, opened her mouth, then closed it. "It is, isn't it? All true?" she asked, but I could see that she fully believed it already, whatever she said. So I just sipped my tea. "But how?" she asked earnestly. Weirdly, I sensed it was not a protest, nor a challenge. She actually kind of wanted to know.
I just cocked an eyebrow, since she hadn't told me What when she asked How.
"The math says you are claiming two girls... or women, a month. More than that, because you were with Liz for three months all by herself," Hannah said, revealing quite a lot of thought about my situation prior to this conversation.
"First, I've never 'claimed' anyone. I've never been possessive. Liz was unique," I put in quickly and firmly, though I'd never felt possessive about Liz, come to think of it. "She is the only exclusive relationship I've had since I first had any relationships." Hannah looked at me in something like confusion. "With every other girl I've been with, we both knew that we might be friends for life, but there were any number of reasons that we couldn't or wouldn't be sexual partners forever. So we all just kind of assumed that exclusivity was pointless. With Liz, those kinds of obstacles were never there, or at least not so imminent, and I guess we got caught up. I got caught up."
"Well I know what you mean there," Hannah said grumpily.
I wordlessly invited her to elaborate, because now I was really interested. When she still seemed to hesitate, I probed. "I assume you mean your one guy, he of the many times? Not your two earlier failed suitors?"
"The two incompletes were after Pete, not before," Hannah huffed. "And I lied, both were actually nothing but handjobs," she confessed in a guilty rush. "I felt so inexperienced next to everybody else, I had to lie, just to put myself up over at least Flip in some way!"
I could not help but laugh a little.
"If you tell him, I will strangle you in your sleep," Hannah hissed with perfect sincerity.
She looked at me so sheepishly she might as well have been New Zealand. "I kind of thought I was putting myself up on you." Then her face hardened again, obviously doubting my ability to keep my big fat mouth shut.
I wisely ignored her words and focused on her not-so-subtle threat. "I, as you can probably surmise, am a paragon of discretion," I said holding my hands out as if being held at gunpoint. "Unless Flip somehow guesses it on his own and for some reason asks me for confirmation, your secret is safe. If he does guess, you're screwed, because I can't lie to save my life."
Hannah glared at me for another second, just to ensure that I knew waking up with her hands around my throat was still a possibility, before she slumped mopily and went back to her point. "At least you got out before Christmas. I wasted almost my entire freshman year out here on Pete. I mean, the sex was new. And it could sure be fun sometimes," she mused.
Sometimes?
"But Alistaire, I knew. I was conscious the whole time that I didn't love him, and wasn't ever going to love him. But I just kept trying. Why did I do that?"
"I don't know," I shrugged. "But I do understand. Now that you say it like that, I never felt like I loved Liz either. It never even occurred to me that it was a possibility. But I'm so glad we had this discussion because now I have something to measure before I ever let a girl waste her time on me like that again."
"So you can just... people can just be friends and... and," she paused. "And fuck," she whispered the word, "with multiple friends?" Hannah asked almost eagerly.
I took a deep breath. "Maybe? I think it only works in very narrow circumstances," I said, then paused. "Bear with me, because I am thinking this through myself in response to your question." I paused some more. "To begin with, you need to be friends, or at least easily capable of being friends. And everybody has to be crystal clear that there could be, or are, or are going to be others for everybody."
"I don't know whether that all sounds awful or fantastic," she said and yanked up her phone to stare at it. It is impossible for a grown person to hide behind a smartphone, but Hannah seemed subconsciously to be giving it the old college try. This was suddenly the timid Hannah I knew. It was in sharp contrast to the woman who was warning me that she could and would strangle me to death a minute ago...
I am generally a somewhat clueless guy. Bridget likes to tease me for being an innocent, when she isn't thirsting on me for being an elemental, that is. But I am getting better.
Hannah's curiosity was personal. I'd gotten that early. But it was focused on me, and that took me longer to pick up on.
But was it intellectual? Or was she interested? Did she even know which it was herself?
This suddenly became a very important question to me. You see, my plan to have a normal conversation with her instead of staring at her out of the corner of my eye, all in order to avoid getting hornier than I was before she sat down... that plan had failed miserably.
I've noted that Hannah is not a supermodel. But she is seriously cute. And that cuteness meter had pegged every time she had blushed during this conversation, which was often. And, truth be told, while she might not be a supermodel, Hannah is plenty, um... Look, I have high standards, okay? She meets them.
By the point when she had sat down, I had long had her comfortably filed away in the category of 'friend, but not that kind of friend'. But by this point in the conversation, she had been solidly transitioned into the category of 'friend, and why the fuck not?'
I took a breath. If her curiosity was only intellectual, I was about to embarrass myself. I was betting I was not about to embarrass myself.
"Going back to your question, I'm going with it being fantastic over awful," I said carefully. "Whether or not we play D&D this weekend, want to hang out Friday night? Maybe explore the question further?" I let her see me looking at her fully, and held her eyes.
"That... that sounds like a date," she said hesitantly.
"Ish," I said blandly.
"I think I've decided I'm going to mostly avoid dating with guys that I don't see even possibly falling in love with," she said, almost sternly.
"Sound plan," I said, inwardly grateful. "I think it should be my plan too. But hanging out with a friend can be just a really good time, not a date," I added, trying for gentle persuasion.
She nodded. "Yeah, but... for me, I think I'll avoid it out of the box." She paused again and almost trembled. "For me, that question we were talking about? About it being possible to, um, have sex without all that relationship stuff? If that kind of thing actually works, does it still only work on Friday or Saturday nights? Or could it happen on, say, a Tuesday afternoon?"



Just as a reminder, my watch said 2:26 pm, and it was Tuesday...
I let every ounce of my utterly bloated Male Ego flow into my grin. "Some of the best sex of my life has come on Tuesday afternoons."
There was that blush again. In response, I just wordlessly shoved my stuff into my backpack. She had never gotten much of hers out of her bag, but what she had removed, was swiftly going back in. This day was about to be great.
"You have a single room in your suite, right?" I asked meaningfully.
"Yes, but both my suite-mates are definitely there," Hannah said swiftly. "I can't see just dropping you on them like a bomb, and having them listening at the door using Solo cups or something."
Hmmm. Too bad. I might have still pushed for Hannah's room, had either of her roommate's been remotely attractive. Never know who you might rope into joining...
"Dave's probably not in our room right now," I observed, "but if he is, he will have to find an alternate place to study."
"Check first," Hannah said skittishly. "I am not going to walk into your room and tell poor Dave to beat it so I can be alone with his roommate! I. Would. Die."
"You are fabulous," I laughed. "And I checked my calendar. He is definitely in class for hours."
"Your bed made?" Hannah challenged.
"It is not, but that's never bothered anyone," I laughed again, ruefully. "I'm glad he's out and we won't have to purple Post-It, though. Dave is still utterly certain that I was a virgin before I came out here. It's adorable, and while I salivate in anticipation of him finding out otherwise, I'm hoping to eventually set up something special to wreck his brain."
In what seemed like moments, we were at my dorm. We walked upstairs into my room. Inside, Hannah closed my door firmly and made no effort to hide locking it.
I was standing right behind her as she pushed the lock and I reached out to brush her jawline. "I like this," I said softly, pulling her around gently by her chin.
"I can't believe I..." she started, but I cut her off with a soft, deep kiss.
She sagged against me for a moment, then broke the kiss to say quietly, "I've always wanted to just be able to tell some guy, 'Hey! Let's go fuck.' It is so awesome to find a friend I can trust to say it to."
"To be honest, I've said it, and had it said to me, a lot," I said, interrupting myself with another kiss. "I've always thought it was awesome."
She laughed, then caught herself. There were people in my dorm, just not listening at the door like there would have been had we gone to her place.
"Listen, Alistaire," Hannah went on quietly, her hands stroking my upper arms slowly. "Pete and I... I don't miss him, okay? Don't worry about that," she said, trying to reassure me of a worry I did not have. I knew already she was fully done with Pete. She and I had known each other for a semester already. "I... we had sex a lot," she went on. I listened quietly, as I always do. My hands started roaming just a bit though, mostly up and down her back, sometimes even brushing the top of her sleek behind, but just the top. I didn't want to distract her from what she needed to say. "I kept wanting it because, well, Pete was pretty good, but I really kept at it because I kept trying to believe all those orgasms indicated the love that I was looking for but never felt. It always took something away from the experience, I think."
"I think orgasms just mean happy. Sometimes deliriously so," I mused, drawing one hand up to muss the back of her short hair. "I'll bet that if you are in love when you have them, they mean even more besides."
"I think you are right," Hannah said. Suddenly we were kissing again. Gently, slowly, but not tenderly. This was a sex kiss. The kind of smooch two people do when they don't know why the guy isn't balls-deep in the girl already. She was nibbling on my lower lip. "I am very interested in trying out the happy part, without worrying about the agenda part," she gasped as my lip popped from between hers.
I finally let my hand sweep up and clasp a breast. It was warm, and firm, and did not quite fill my hand. I massaged it and Hannah moaned.
I kissed her ear, then bit the lobe lightly. Then I whispered in her ear, "I will try to make you so fucking happy very soon. But first, I'd like to just fucking explore your delicious body, okay?"
"Sounds... like a good idea," Hannah gasped. "But Alistaire? It has been almost six months since I got laid. Don't explore too long, okay?"
I pulled her away from her door because knocking all Dave's and my notes and shit off it would interrupt the mood and I wanted some room to maneuver.
Her hands slid around me and grabbed my ass as I tugged the tails of her blue shirt free from the tight, narrow waist of her shorts. I think girls' asses are awesome, but I fail to see the appeal of my own. But girls do like to hang on to it. Some even clearly like to scope it out. I should not complain...
The bottom of the shirt freed, I tugged it up and over her head. It cost me her grip on my ass, but hey, sacrifices must be made. The bra she sported was not plain, but it also was not overtly sexy. It was pretty though, like Hannah's face. It was white, with opaque lace. But like her face, it had subtle elements of allure. It was, for instance, quite widely cut, leaving a large amount of her admittedly modest-sized boobies bare for the nuzzling. I so nuzzled. But it also had that most excellent of features, it opened in front. I made quick work of the catch and spread it wide. My nuzzling of her cleavage instantly transitioned to kissing and sucking on some seriously hard, dusky nipples.
Hannah shivered as my tongue and fingers flicked and tweaked her surprisingly meaty nips. "Okay, you can take a little time," she groaned.
I kept up the sucking, but I swept my hands free and downward. I grabbed her ass in both hands and gave the soft, round edifice a good squeeze, but I didn't linger. Instead, my hands moved between us and I made short work of the snap and zipper of her shorts. They were tight, as I said, and I worked them off her hips with some effort. It would have been an easier process if I had just let her breast out of my mouth, but where was the fun in that? I was finding Hannah's tits extremely suckable.
The shorts falling freely now to her ankles, I grabbed her ass again and got a surprise.
"A thong?" I asked, reluctantly ceasing to suck her nipple. "Did you have ideas when you dressed this morning?" I teased. That thong didn't seem to go with the more demure bra...
"Thongs are comfy and don't show panty lines," Hannah snorted. "I never wear anything else."
Well, fuck yeah.
"Well I love this thong, but I think I'm going to tug it off before I shove my face into your crotch," I smiled. "Sound good to you?"
In answer, Hannah just slid the thong down her legs for me.
Well, fuck yeah.
"Bed," I said, pointing.
Hannah backed up and slid onto mine, leaning back against my lone pillow and stretching out her now wonderfully naked body along the length of the bed. I grinned wolfishly at her and crawled up on it with her.
We moved in wordless sync. I knelt on the covers and she spread her legs to make room for me. I lifted her leg and kissed the soft but shapely calf. Then I moved downward slowly, testing her patience.
The girl could really shave, I noted. This leg was smooth as silk everywhere. And I saw that she was a completist in the process when I turned my attention with what I hoped was agonizing slowness toward where her lovely legs came together. Everything at that junction was smooth as silk...
I moved my lips down the inside of her thigh, getting closer and closer. I could smell her need. Her leg curled around my shoulder as I neared her pussy and her foot pressed on my back.
When I turned to pull back and begin the process over again with the other leg, the first one clamped down on my shoulder. Hannah didn't say anything, but the request was clear: Get the fuck on with it.
Yep, time to do as I am told...
I leaned back down and gave her slit the biggest, longest, wettest lick I could summon and Hannah's voice exploded in a loud, "Yesssss!" Then she swiftly clamped her hands over her mouth to keep from giving my dorm-mates in the rooms around us too much to hear.
That was a really good idea, since my tongue's passage had told me that both her inner lips and her clit itself were just barely protruding, and I rapidly waggled the tip of my taster up, down, and around those few bare millimeters of exposed clit. Hannah mmmphed loudly and her hips bucked. My eyes smiled up at her, and hers rolled wildly back at me.
I relented on her clit for the moment, but only so I could dip my tongue lower and press it inside her, bathing it in her flavor. I tugged her other leg up over my shoulder as well and started tongue-fucking Hannah. Her hips were rolling against my face already and I let my upper lip nuzzle her clit again as my tongue plumbed her depths.
Ordinarily, I'd have used my fingers as well, but I decided instead to stretch my arms up and around her thighs to grasp both her tits and resume tugging and teasing her nipples as I let my tongue go utterly to town on her clit once more.
Six months of no sex seemed to have pent her up a bit, because the orgasm that almost immediately ripped through Hannah was, well... it was loud, is what it was. "Fucking yes!" she screamed at the top of her lungs. "Yessss! Yessss! Yeeeessssssss!" Her hands were balled in fists and were pounding audibly on the mattress to either side, thus doing nothing to muffle her cries of ecstasy.
I briefly wondered at what anyone outside my door might be thinking. I briefly wondered what the people in the common areas down the hall and on other floors were thinking...
I slowed my licks as she collapsed back, sinking into pre-tangled sheets.
But I didn't stop.
"Wow," Hannah gasped. "That was crazed! I don't think I... Stop it, Alistaire! Jesus! I can't take it... Fuuuuuck! Fuuuuck! Fuuck!" she screamed as I drove her over the edge a second time.
This was fun, and I had no intention of stopping. But I found my head being firmly ejected from between Hannah's legs before she curled up on her side, still shuddering. I looked down at her sweaty, smiling face.
"Fuck!" she gasped at me in a stage whisper.
A little early for that...
Hannah tried to lift a hand toward me but it just collapsed again. "I want to strip your ass naked," she said hoarsely. "But I'm half dead here. Take off your clothes. Now. Please? I'll just watch."
I shook my head in amusement, and stood up. I had already kicked off my shoes before getting on the bed to begin with, so I just smoothly tugged my shirt up and off. I've never gotten the knack of stripping for a girl in some sexy way, but I seem to do okay. Hannah certainly seemed interested in watching. The athletic shorts I wore had a drawstring, rather than a zipper, so I loosened them and shoved them and my underwear down to my knees.
Hannah just stared at my cock, wordlessly.
For a long fucking time.
Finally, still making no comment, which was yet again a new thing, she tore her eyes from my very enthusiastic dick and looked at me. "I want to try sucking that thing so fucking bad," she gasped. "But I want to get fucked right now even more."
Allrightiethen.
"I don't have any condoms right now," I said in unhappy realization. Hannah looked at my desk, as if I would have them sitting out in a bowl of something. "I wasn't expecting this kind of marvelous this afternoon," I defended my error.
"I don't have any on me either," Hannah said slowly. "Six months, remember?" She bit her lip. "Look, I keep track of my cycle pretty closely. Ovulation ain't happening right now. But maybe you should pull out to be safe?"
Okay, I know. I know. What do you call a woman who uses the calendar method? Mom. But I was stupid and invincible. And I knew I had the discipline to actually pull out, so...
"Fuck me, Alistaire," Hannah practically demanded. We grinned at each other. My grin narrowed and I reached down suddenly, grabbing her hips and flipping her over to her hands and knees. I was back on the bed in a flash and behind her. Hannah laughed merrily as I lined my cock up and pressed it against her entry. Her laugh turned into a loud gasp as I pushed into her.
"How did you know... Holy shit that is big," she said, not shouting, but not controlling her volume either. "How did you know I love doggie?"
I just chuckled and kept delving into her. It took some time. The feel of her tight, moist embrace was like a cloak made of ecstasy. Hannah's head dropped down into the pillow and she groaned as I felt my belly come to rest on her ass.
"Hard," she moaned. "Drill me. He was always so soft. I want to be recreationally plumbed, Alistaire."
I slid back and then pushed into her again, hard right from the beginning, just like she asked. In moments there was a loud rhythmic slapping sound as I drove into her, letting myself go like I seldom do from the start. It felt amazing.
"So... big..." moaned Hannah again.
"You are so fucking hot," I growled back at her. "This first one won't take long, I'm afraid," I grunted.
"First one?" Hannah almost yelped, turning her head to look at me.
"You have more classes this afternoon?" I asked her.
"Not until 7:30 this evening," she said, confused. "I've got a seminar."
"Then I am going to fuck you several times before Dave gets out of class" I smiled. "Hang on!"
Her eyes widened at that, and I really let myself indulge in thrusting into her hard and deep with as long strokes as I could manage.
I can manage some pretty long strokes.
I know, I was bragging like a warrior in some Icelandic saga. But it had been a long while since I'd last had sex for sex's sake, and I had missed it. And I was remembering that I was good at it, and was a little drunk on the situation.
I'm good at it, but I can't manage it that long the first time. That has been long established.
Fortunately, Hannah was already so wound up before we started, she actually came before me. Again, loudly.
Then my orgasm snuck up on me quick. My eyes widened as I felt it surge and I barely remembered to yank myself free in time. I watched my slick cock twitch as it hung over her quivering ass, then it sluiced jizz up and along her spine. Her flesh twitched as my seed splattered across it.
Hannah just lay there, face down, her ass up in the air, gasping for air. "So that," she muttered into her mattress, "is what it is like to get royally railed, just for the sheer fun of it."
I chuckled, admiring her body.
"I am a fan," Hannah said smoothly, flipping over to lie on her back to smile up at me with a strange mixture of excitement and contentment.
"Um," I said hesitantly.
Her eyes widened. "Oh shit. You kinda sprayed a lot of cum all over my back, didn't you?" she asked slowly.
"Yeah?" I replied hesitantly.
"You're going to have to wash this comforter," she giggled. "Sorry, I'll bet this thing takes forever in the dryer..." She bit her lip, first in frustration, then with a leer. "You said we are going to fuck some more?" she asked.
"More today, more on other days," I agreed wholeheartedly.
"Then let's fucking wreck your bed," Hannah laughed.
When we finally emerged from my room almost two and a half hours later, smelly, sticky, but at least toweled off from all the stray cum and mostly re-dressed, we kissed a last time before she slipped away.
*
Friday, Dave and I were getting ready to head out and see what the campus nightlife had to offer so close to exams. We were unsure if it would be more low-key than usual in anticipation of the end of the term, or if it was going to be some kind of crazed debauchery.
Dave was definitely hoping for the some kind of orgy option. His latest would-be conquest had repelled the invasion right before Thanksgiving and he was a bit more focused on girls than was probably good for his grades, given where we were on the calendar.
For my part, I was not opposed to a bacchanal, but if I were heading for a saturnalia I would have much preferred a wingperson shaped differently than Dave.
I don't think that either bacchanal or saturnalia are SAT words, but I know them, so I'm gonna use them...
Anyway, Dave was a bit behind me in getting dressed.
A knock came at the door to our room, and before either of us could react, the door slammed open and Ronnie came rolling in under a full head of steam. Dave's pants were only up to his knees when she appeared. He froze, yelping, "What the fuck!"
Please understand, Dave had never laid eyes on Ronnie.
Ronnie looked at Dave like an insect for a moment, then pointedly turned her back to him to glare at me. Her gaze told me that I could only dream of aspiring to insect. Dave scrabbled to pull up his pants and fasten them.
"What the fuck, lady?" he said, expanding on his earlier greeting.
"You must be Dave," Ronnie said. "Fuck off, Dave."
"It's my room!" he quite sensibly rejoined.
"I think..." I started to say.
A long, elegant, powerful, and very threatening finger was pointed unerringly at my face, despite Ronnie still looking at Dave. I subsided. I was clearly not to think.
"Fuck. Off. Dave," Ronnie repeated. Then her voice softened slightly, like from granite to limestone. "You don't need to be here. You will get blood splatter on your nice clothes. That actually is a pretty good shirt on you," she finished, almost as if surprised that there could be anything positive about anything in my room.
Blood Splatter?
"Blood splatter?" Dave yelped, already lost and getting more confused by the moment.
I realized I had an idea of the problem.
Uh oh.
"Metaphorical blood splatter. Probably," Ronnie ground out to Dave. "You do not need to be here for this, Dave. Alistaire and I are going to have words. No," she sputtered, now holding that long finger up toward the sky, "I am going to have words. Lots of them. Alistaire is going to say lots of prayers that his stupid, callous, shitty freshman ass lives to see Saturday."
"What?!?" Dave responded. He looked to me. "Um, wha..."
I was suddenly worried for Dave. As I said, he had met Hannah a time or two. He was a fan. Were he to hear of the events underlying Ronnie's anger under circumstances other than what was coming, I am fairly sure he would have embarrassed me with congratulations. Doing so under these circumstances would be unhealthy. Fortunately, he realized that sticking around, what with the large valkyrie of a senior present and on high boil, was not wise.
I was glad to see him make that realization.
Note, I was not glad for my own sake. I was fucked either way. But I did not want to share a shallow grave with Dave of all people for all eternity.
In his first intelligent moment since Ronnie walked in on him in his underwear, Dave stuttered, "Um, see you later, Alistaire. If you survive," he added, under his breath but unwisely loud.
Ronnie moved to let him scuttle to his escape.
"Dave!" she called out as he was at the door to our room. "If you have any hopes or ambitions for your social life, you really need to start wearing better underwear."
He fled, pulling the door closed behind him.
Closing the door was a heads-up play, dude. Thank you.
Ronnie wasted no time in rounding on me. "You do not rebound on a friend, dickhead. How dare you use Hannah like that?"
"I did not use Hannah!" I exclaimed hotly.
Look, I needed to figure out what exactly Ronnie's problem was. I suspected she had good reasons. She is a sensible, chill person, so for her to get this hot under the collar meant I had genuinely fucked up with Hannah, right? But whatever the situation, I had fucking damn well never used Hannah!



"Oh, yeah?" Ronnie snarked, then paused. "Oh fuck, are you telling me it is worse? Your needy ass got dumped and you rushed out to think you are in love with Hannah now?"
"What?" I sputtered. "Ronnie, listen, I was not rebounding. Yes, my emotions were a bit raw, but I told you, I have some experience in this. Some good, cleansing sex can really soothe..."
"Experience, my ass, Rook! Are you still trying to sell me that load of crap you vomited out at D&D?" Ronnie shouted.
"I. Never. Lie," I said levelly. Whatever I had done that needed fixing, I was not going to stand there and be accused of lying. I may have let a measure of finality enter my voice as I spoke those words.
I may in fact have let a truckload of finality enter my voice because Ronnie froze in her tracks for a moment.
I had been so sure that she had eventually believed me the prior weekend, dammit! But I guess if she thought I had used Hannah, she might have been mad enough to decide I was a dirty liar, too. Whatever, I saw some of that belief come provisionally back into her eyes after my quiet outburst.
Still, belief did not equal forgiveness. Or even calm.
She snarled, "Yeah? Well I hope it doesn't kill your egotistical, callous sex maniac ass, but Hannah is in no way ready to be your new, replacement girlfriend!"
"She is upset?" I yelped, now very concerned. Hannah freaking out over what we did would explain all of this. Hannah freaking out would mean I deserved all of this.
Fuck.
"No! She is not upset," Ronnie spat. "She is weirdly excited, but not about being your girlfriend, so don't get your hopes up."
"Then she and I are on the same page," I said, relieved. "I told you, a relationship with Liz was a mistake for me in the first place. One with Hanna would be just as big a mistake. A bigger one. I thought she agreed on that. I'm glad I thought right. But then what did she say to get you heading over here with such a murder boner for me?"
Dammit, if I fucked up, I needed a proper explanation so I could figure out how to expiate my actions to Hannah. Or to St. Peter, whichever ended up being applicable.
Expiate. Fuck even in this situation, I was still leaning into SAT words...
"She was almost ranting once she got going about how good the sex was!" Ronnie hissed. "I am worried about you hurting her, to be honest."
"I don't do pain."
"That's not what I meant!" Ronnie shrieked, literally pulling on her hair. "I mean she may get hung up on you. You guys had sex what, once? And she is talking to me like you are some kind of god who granted her a life-changing experience. I mean, I still don't believe a quarter of that bullshit you were spinning last week, but even if you just had a lot of sex with whatsername, Liz, I think it's clear that you have more experience than Hannah. Don't use what you learned with Liz to brainwash a friend!"
As far as I could tell, I was beginning to believe I was actually blameless here. Except for upsetting Ronnie. Under most circumstances, that would be enough to make me unhappy all by itself. But I found that under these circumstances, I could bear up under Ronnie's distress. She was in the wrong and I was resenting her low opinion of me.
That said, I had no desire to make Ronnie any more unhappy. Well, not much desire. She really was getting under my skin. It was better just to address the issue calmly and openly. And keep my ears on standby for any more emotional outbursts. I have found that quietly listening to those is always a good policy. And I still wasn't sure I hadn't fucked up in some way. "Honestly, to hear her say how frequently she was doing it with that Pete guy, she has probably had more sex than I have," I mused. "Just with fewer partners. She has some talent."
"Talent?" Ronnie exclaimed incredulously.
"More like a great attitude," I mused, ignoring Ronnie's fresh outrage and thinking out loud. "Tricks in sex are not nearly as important as the commitment to making your partner happy."
"Don't try to sound like a sex expert, Alistaire."
"What did Hannah say?" I asked plaintively. I always try to listen and not interrupt, but I just didn't understand here.
"Nothing specific... just that I should try you and see for myself! Can you believe that shit?"
What?
What was Ronnie's problem? I mean, I was now pretty confident that I had not hurt Hannah in any way. Everything I heard about her reactions was completely reasonable and comported with my prior experience.
Comported? I was still doing it... I did get a 750 verbal on my second time taking the SAT, and I will never, ever not be smug as fuck about that. My math scores are not to be talked about. I can add, subtract, multiply, and divide like a champ, though, and that is about all I need for Finance.
Focus, Alistaire!
"Excellent!" I said, trying to smile at Ronnie. "See? Hannah and I are on the same page that sex is just part of our friendship now. We do not have a romantic relationship. Why are you so upset?"
"This is crazy!"
Oh.
Oh!
Ronnie's reaction might be outside my experience, but I suddenly thought I realized what was going on. It had to be, right?
I relaxed where I sat, propped my elbow on the desk beside me, and rested my chin on it.
Then I quite deliberately and royally eye-fucked Ronnie sideways and up and down.
This was not a hard play to run. Ronnie is... an amazon, to be honest. She is my height, at least. Unlike Carla, who is my height but built like a nymph, Ronnie probably also outweighs me by a little. Maybe. Ronnie doesn't have much more fat than I do for that matter, but there is plenty of tissue on her bones. Most importantly, imposing as she is, everything is shaped Just. Fine.
Still, kind of mad at her as I was, Ronnie was a vision of fuckability in my eyes right then. And I have learned to be very good at ensuring a girl can see that opinion on my face. I made sure this girl would have no doubt.
"Why does her idea freak you out?" I asked her calmly. "Are you, in fact, interested?"
"What?" she asked, in a glacial tone that I had not expected.
Oops.
Okay. I was in fact in trouble. I did in fact deserve to be. Right?
Here came the babbling, right on schedule.
"Are you... you know... I mean, um," I almost gargled on my own tongue. Fortunately for the dying embers of my dignity, I ran out of steam quickly. Unfortunately, that was because I was on the verge of panicking that I had irredeemably fucked this up. Worse, I realized that I was still looking at her with the expression of a guy who wanted to worship every considerable inch of her body. I looked away quickly.
"You seriously think that I want to fuck you? How delusional are you?"
I slumped. I opened my mouth and summoned the babble again. Coherent speech was too much to hope for. "Look, Ronnie, first of all, I am very sorry. I hope to God we can move on. But I'm really not delusional, just... just probably mistaken in this case, okay?" Probably? Yikes! Put your ego in its box, Al! "I'm... Honestly, I used to have an incredibly hard time dealing with the concept that so many girls have been so into me. But I guess I've internalized it by now."
I heaved a deep breath. My ego had finally gotten out of control and hurt me. Worse, it had insulted a friend who damn sure did not deserve it.
"I... I am so sorry to have made you feel insulted, or taken for granted, or... and whatever other things I've done. I'd never hurt you intentionally in any way, Ronnie. I'd never hurt anyone if I could help it, but especially not a friend. And I value you as a friend. I mean that!" I finished almost desperately.
Ronnie shook her head, miraculously calming as well. "What the hell makes all these women allegedly want to kneel down and worship you?" she asked, almost not lethally.
I snorted involuntarily before I could help it.
"What the fuck is so funny?" Ronnie growled. The lethality flared again, but amazingly did not come back to full strength.
I looked at her at her, and smiled, trying to return to good humor.
Please let her come along.
"I've been asked that question several times before, you know. In various circumstances. I was laughing because every time it has been asked of me before, in whatever form or context, when I answered, I ended up... I ended up showing, rather than telling."
I trailed off unhappily at the end as I realized that not everyone in the room was going to find this as funny as I stupidly did.
Ronnie stared at me. Then she sat down as far from me as she could, meaning on Dave's bed. "The hell of it is... I'm curious. Shit, I was curious when I marched over here, but you have me more curious now!"
Okay, my optimism was taking a beating from all the whiplash. Hell this optimism was less than fifteen fucking minutes old, and it already had to wear a neck brace. But it sure was sitting up straight in the wheelchair again.
"Curious about how I answer that question, or curious about what I do?" I asked. I let my desire show on my face again, though not intentionally. My filters were shot to hell by all the drama.
Ronnie did not miss my eyes this time either.
"You have always been such a sweet, damn near innocent guy, Alistaire!" she said, throwing up her hands. This did nothing to detract from her figure, I noticed. "But now, all of a sudden, you keep pivoting back to just fucking leering at me."
I shrugged, less willing to back off this time. "I can't help it, to be honest. I'm like that once things start looking promising with any beautiful girl."
"Oh, so I am suddenly promising?"
I sighed. Time to push all in. Things were so fucked up, I either won the whole fucking thing, or Craig and Flip would each pound flat whatever scraps of me Ronnie did not pound flat on her own. "Ronnie," I said quietly. "aren't you? We could have finished this discussion several times, for the good or the bad. But you are still sitting there in front of me, fuming and looking awesome."
"You presumptuous son of a bitch! And I do not look awesome. I never look awesome. I'm okay, but I'm not a beautiful girl. I'm a giant galumph!" She almost shrank in on herself, sitting there on Dave's bed. Her shoulders rolled forward and I could see her subconsciously trying to make herself look smaller.
Nope.
"Bullshit, Ronnie. You are no giant. Yes, you are my height, and you are not exactly elfin. But you have every curve a guy could want, in spades, nowhere in excess, and in all the exact right places. Not to put too fine a point on it, you are She-Hulk. The old John Byrne She-Hulk. Minus the green skin, so there is that."
If you don't know the iteration of the character I'm talking about, Google it now.
You're welcome.
Full disclosure, Ronnie is not as much of a bombshell as the John Byrne She-Hulk, of course. Her hair isn't nearly so lush.
Whatever happened out of this, I was not letting my friend, possibly now my ex-friend, keep thinking about herself this way. "Furthermore, you know I'm not lying, Ronnie. I believe you had a body count of what? Three? With a whole lot of 'wounded', too. Wounded who I guess didn't measure up to your standards, rather than the other way around. To be blunt, you have been in demand."
"Never for all that long," she grumped quietly. "And never by an alleged sex god."
I snorted more derisively than Ronnie deserved. "Screw that sex god noise. I still feel like I'm having to make things up all the time." I leaned forward. "But now that we have firmly established the facts concerning your manifest non-galumphitude, the question stands: Are you interested?"
She just stared at me, uncertainly.
Shit.
"Okay, I'll answer the question on my part," I said after the silence started to draw out. "I think you are hot as fuck, Ronnie. Hot enough that I've become a big enough jerk to stop trying to salvage our friendship during this conversation and am instead focusing fully on how I can get you out of those shorts."
Sadly, this sally did not result in the immediate doffing of the aforementioned shorts. Nor did I see signs of preparations for same. But I was not being killed, so I had that going for me. Desperately, I searched for what to say.
"If I'm so hot, why did you make a pass at Hannah instead of me?" she challenged.
"First of all, she's the one who..." I retorted hotly before swallowing my words. "She's the one who invited the pass," I finished. "And in case you haven't noticed, I'm pretty flat out making the Rohan Gap of passes at you right now."
Nerd humor. If a girl is into it, it works every time. She flashed a lopsided grin. Briefly, but I saw it. "So you claim you actually want to fuck me? Not just calm me down about Hannah?" she asked.
"No, Ronnie. I do not want to just fuck you. I mean, I want to do that. Right now, I am pretty seriously focused on that happening. But I want to do so much more with you. I want to enjoy every luscious inch of your body. I want to make you sing, in every way I know how to do, and hopefully a couple of new ones we come up with together. And I want to do it often going forward," I went on relentlessly.
But. In for a penny, in for a pound. Expectations needed to be set.
"Just like I intend to continue to do with Hannah as well. With equal frequency as circumstances allow," I added. I did not immediately add that I'd probably try to get them to combine their efforts with me at some point, because I am not an idiot. But I would absolutely make that suggestion eventually... if I survived the next fifteen minutes. And I needed to keep going and dig the hole deeper. "And just like I probably will with some other friends as time goes on."
A smile appeared on her face as I began that monologue. It twisted wryly as I went on, but it stayed in place. "I realize that you are making that pass, Alistaire, but you realize that guys usually avoid talking about fucking the girl's friend while making the pass, right? Much less discussing random other wenches."
"I told you, I. Don't. Lie," I said flatly. "This is what I am. I like to have lots of friends. I like to fuck the hot, female ones among them. They like fucking me. But I do not want an exclusive relationship with anyone at this point in my life. It was a shitty thing I did to Liz, deciding to experiment with a relationship using her."
"You were shitty to her? You were slavish to that girl! She's the one who dumped you."
"I was a shitty boyfriend at the fundamental level," I shrugged. "I never intended to stay with her. She was just an experiment. That's shitty, and I desperately hope she will forgive me for it someday." I raised a finger. "I will not hurt anyone like that again. I learn these lessons and I take them to heart. You are my friend, Ronnie. I hope we will be friends for the rest of our lives. And while we are living near each other, and so long as neither of us has found an actual soulmate or potential soulmate, I hope to burrow in between those luscious tits of yours on the quite regular."
Ronnie burst out laughing. "You are psycho, Rook! I guess I really do believe your bullshit about fifteen. I guess it's sixteen, now that you got done with Hannah," she added. She looked at me, and I became acutely aware that Ronnie knew how to eyefuck someone too. "So I guess all I can do is go ahead and ask again, what do you do to make all these women so goddamned happy?"
"First off," I reminded her. "I'm not 'done with' Hannah. That would be crass." I smiled and actually took the first step to close the distance between us since this whole psychotic episode exploded in my room. "And second, as I already asked, was your question 'tell you'? Or 'show you'?"
Ronnie just shook her head one last time, then looked at me and smiled.
I knew that smile. I loved that smile. I had never expected to see it on Ronnie's face, but now that it was there, I was going to do my level best to broaden it considerably.
Our room is small, so it took but another step or three to move right in front of Ronnie. She looked up at me from where she sat with once more friendly eyes, but they were also still uncertain, and her body language remained hunched and self-conscious.
I reached down to where her hands were clasped in her lap. I gently took one in each hand, lifted them up enough to encourage her to straighten, and bent to kiss her as she stood. She made that easy, lifting her face to mine until she was upright and our mouths were on the same level. The reddish-purple lip gloss Ronnie always applied lightly must have been a moisturizing formula, because holy cow her lips were soft. We bussed softly for a long time, both of us keeping our eyes open to stare into the other's. But the moment I saw her eyelids start to slip shut, I pressed harder into her mouth. Her jaw relaxed fully at last, and our lips parted as one. Things rapidly got heavy from there, with tongues dancing with each other in waltzes and cha-chas.
Ronnie started making soft noises, and I guess I did too.
Suddenly, I leaned back and looked straight at her. Kissing a girl my height was always such a cool sensation. And Ronnie was in fact a hair taller than me.
"I'm going to have to stop calling you Rook. You kiss way too fucking well for a freshman," Ronnie muttered. "You kiss way too fucking well for a thirty year-old."
"Been kissing many thirty year-olds?" I teased.
"Body count number two is thirty-two," Ronnie smirked. "I guess you aren't the only one to nail oldsters. Or faculty!"
"Well, I'm going to pull you away from Dave's bed," I chortled. "Because if I lean back into you here for one more second, he's going be very upset with both of us when he finally returns." Word followed deed, and I began to relax when she giggled as I pulled her swiftly toward my bed instead.
We were kissing again as we stood there, and I let myself just grab her breasts. They were somewhat generous in proportion to her size, but given her height, they were massive. The thin grey sweater she wore did little to prevent me from determining that she wore a surprisingly light-duty bra. I decided to tug up on the fabric and murmured, "I believe that I said something about burrowing in between these luscious..."
"In a minute, Alistaire," Ronnie said sternly, sitting on the edge of my bed. She reached out and drew me toward her by the waistband of my pants. "Right now, I am in the mood to suck a cock, something I have not done in a while." She smiled up at me with an expression that could only be described as naughty. "If you are a good boy and let me have my fun, I might let you put your dick between my allegedly luscious tits in the process."
"I'll be a very good boy," I breathed.
"No promises," she countered... in a very promising voice.
Her knuckles pushed against my bulge as she opened the front of my pants. "Feel's like you have quite the prominence there, Alistaire," Ronnie mused. "I shouldn't be surprised, all things consid..." She had tugged my underwear down and my cock had bobbed out to say hello.
"This thing is just fucking excessive, Alistaire," Ronnie said sternly. Then she looked down and stroked me curiously. She wrapped her fingers around me, and I realized that she was one of the few women I'd been with whose hands were large enough to do that easily... Close to easily.
"You put this thing in Hannah, right?" she asked me, half serious. "How'd you get it to fit? Jesus," she suddenly exclaimed. "How did this thing not kill a little girl like Liz?"
"Patience works wonders," I shrugged.
"You don't look very patient right now," Ronnie teased me.
"I..." I started to protest, then sagged. "I am not," I admitted sheepishly.
"Men," Ronnie complained, then proved just exactly how not irritated she was, and how much she was not actually complaining about my dimensions, by starting to lick me quite comprehensively. Up and down my length she went, occasionally pursing her lips for a kiss near, but never on, my helmet. When I found myself shuffling my feet every time her mouth neared my tip, I realized that for once, I was the one being teased orally. Being given lots of pleasure but with the giver refusing to get on with it.



Ronnie could sense my realization and grinned up at me. "Waiting for something, Rook?" she asked, her voice a gravelly affectation I'd never heard before, but which was sexy as hell.
My eyes pled with her.
She rewarded my patience at last, opening her lips and slowly, wetly taking me into her mouth. I groaned compulsively as she sucked on me like a baby pacifier, making my dick throb with need. I was not about to go anywhere, so I decided to tug my shirt off over my head, leaving me standing naked before a fully-clothed Ronnie as she sat on my bed.
She looked up at me and cocked an eyebrow. Then she let me slip from her mouth and released my cock. "That's a good idea," she offered, then smoothly and matter-of-factly tugged her sweater up and over her head.
Yeah, that bra was more structurally supportive than I had thought, but was still light and attractive. I woofed a little at its reveal because I was definitely a fan of the thing. The somewhat lacy thing was obviously doing yeoman's work, given its cargo. Ronnie leaned forward and lightly nibbled with her lips on my bobbing tip as she reached behind her and unhooked the back. She straightened her spine and let the bra fall away in front of her.
On second thought, fuck that bra. Holy shit was the view better without it. Ronnie's boobs were not quite pendulous, but ample and to spare. She had tan-lines betokening a commitment to getting regular sun in a fairly full-coverage bikini top. The contrast between her mostly tanned skin and the bikini-shaped area of very pale natural color was striking. Her nipples were as big around as the tip of my index finger and stuck out proudly from rosy, round aureoles, the fields of which were visibly wrinkled with arousal.
I woofed again. I twitched in readiness to grab a feel of the magnificence revealed, but Ronnie derailed my intention by resuming her oral attention, this time with greater fervor. I let my hands content themselves with running their fingers through Ronnie's thick, somewhat coarse locks.
Ronnie was outright slobbering all over me now, and my hips twitched in appreciation. They also twitched in a desire to fuck Ronnie's face, but I had been given no indication that that was Ronnie's thing, and I am well aware of how alarming it could be for a girl to have me suddenly start thrusting into her mouth. I contented myself with happily moaning some more.
Ronnie released me again, but this time she kept stroking my dick. "I think that you have been a very, very good boy, Alistaire," she said up to me.
I looked at her with a stupid, questioning, but very happy face.
"I told you what you might get if you were very good," Ronnie purred.
Oh! Fuck yeah!
"And now that you have been very, very good..." she continued with a smile.
She grabbed her tits in her hands and leaned toward me, pressing those mounds together around my sodden cock.
"Mmmm," Ronnie crooned. "It is a rush feeling this giant cock between my boobs, Alistaire." She smirked up at me, "I still say it is excessive," she snorted drily, "but damn it feels good."
Slowly, she dragged her boobs up and down my shaft. The excess of her drool all over it lubricated its passage easily. I groaned loudly yet again. It was an amazing feeling.
My hips twitched, unable to keep from thrusting a little.
"Grab my boobs, Alistaire," Ronnie breathed. "Grab them and just fuck 'em."
My hands leapt eagerly to her mounds, rudely shoving Ronnie's own fingers aside to clutch at those breasts and press them hard around my cock. And I was unable to keep myself from just immediately thrusting my dick in and out of the wonderful enclosure it found itself in.
Ronnie just laughed and grabbed my bare ass, tugging on it to make me keep thrusting. As if I were going to stop...
But the first nut always comes quickly for me, remember?
"Fuck, this is too good," I groaned. "Here it comes!"
My rapidly pistoning cock throbbed and pulsed. My legs wobbled and my jaw clenched painfully. My grasp on Ronnie's boobs slipped involuntarily and my suddenly freed dick sprayed her chest with warm, white jizz.
My mind sort of checked out and my vision blurred in the thunderous aftermath until it snapped back into focus at Ronnie's gasping laughter at the volume of what I had done to her chest. And her throat. And under her chin, which was dripping more cum back down onto her heaving mounds.
She curiously ran a finger through a blorp atop her left breast and sucked it clean.
"Damn, Alistaire!" she giggled. "This even tastes good. Shame I made you come like this, but it was worth it. Next time we get together, I wish I could swallow a whole load from you, but I think I'm going to need it in my pussy instead."
"Next time?" I asked archly. "Ronnie, I could fuck you right now, but I won't because I am going to rip off these shorts of you and try to give you at least a shadow of the oral miracle you just inflicted on me.Then I will fuck you. If you have the time this evening, I will fuck you repeatedly. Tonight. Not next time."
She stared at me.
"Then I will fuck you repeatedly next time as well," I grinned. "Oh, and if you insist, I'll come in your mouth if that's really what makes you happy..."
Ronnie guffawed at me, which I think made it easier for me as I pounced on her and furiously worked to drag her shorts, and whatever utterly irrelevant underwear she had on, off her, casting them both to the side. She acted as if she was fighting me, but her struggle mostly served to make it easier for me to get the shorts off her ass and free.
"If you think you are up for all that," she mused speculatively.
"With you? Every bit," I smiled. "Now lean back and relax," I growled at her, seeing how she would react to my commanding voice.
She wasn't so much submissive as amused and complied almost sarcastically. But she complied, so I filed it as a win and as worth future exploration.
Now that we had things going, I noted that any trace of her insecurity was no longer evident. Deep down, Ronnie knew she was hot, hotter than she usually came off, to be honest. Whatever experiences had made her insecure about herself had hurt her, but not to her core.
I liked Ronnie's core. A lot. Her exterior was just a smidge appealing too...
She was retro in that she sported a fairly full, rich bush. It was neatly trimmed at the lower edges to keep it within the equally striking tan-lines below. The bikini she habitually tanned in was apparently much more revealing below than up top. I supposed the structure was necessary above...
She had teased the shit out of me a few minutes earlier, so I made her think she was about to get similar treatment. I started with light kisses on the insides of her knees and just up on her thighs. I added a nibble barely three inches up on her left inner thigh. I grinned up at her.
"You bastard," she growled. "But I guess I deserve this."
"Yes, you do," I growled back.
Then I dove straight up between her legs, swept my hand up, stroking a path through her pubes with two fingers, and drove my tongue inside her.
Wow. Ronnie was another entry in the top tier of tasty types...
I caught her by surprise, and her back arched, her head threw back, and she yelped, "What the..! Fuuuuck!"
This girl who was as tall and as solidly built as me (which is not exactly solid) had a clit that was so tiny it was... hard to find, actually. More accurately, it was hard to pin down. I was finding it repeatedly as my tongue searched for it, to judge by Ronnie's voluble reaction.
Screw it, you keep doing what works, right? I'd discern its exact location, characteristics, and preferred stimulation techniques later. Right now, I just kept lapping away at her slit, tickling her inner lips with my fingertips.
She really had a lot of hair down here, but that was fun in its own way, even if I'd be picking the loose ones from my teeth later. Much later.
Or not much later. Ronnie was flipping about strenuously already. Good. I really was already well ready to fuck her at last. I just needed to show her that I gave as good as I got. Overwhelming her seemed like just the ticket, and I knew that I'd be making her more than ready for what I wanted to do next.
"Fucking fuck!" Ronnie growled. "You aren't supposed to make it this eeeeaaaaasssssy!" she complained. Ronnie complained a lot about shit she was really into. How had I not noticed that before?
Her complaints became louder and considerably more garbled immediately and I felt and heard her coming. It was a long, shuddering wave, but a single one. I considered keeping up the pressure and dragging at least one more out of her this way, but dammit, she had me thoroughly impatient!
I let my fingers still, but not withdraw, and I straightened on my knees, leaning forward. My cock pressed lightly against her crotch and I whispered, "About that main activity we discussed a few minutes ago?"
Ronnie glared at me. "Fucking hell! Put that dick I feel inside me now, Alistaire! I can't believe it is that hard again already, but it is. Don't you dare fuck around and tease me again. If you don't do it right now, I will have my Sorceress kill your Thrangor the Destroyer the fucking second we next start playing D&D tomorrow! I'm on the pill, dammit. Do. Not. Tease. Me!"
I do appreciate a polite invitation/information dump/threat...
I did not even need to use my hand to guide my cock within. I was at just the right height and I simply pushed.
"Give it to me," she sighed as I gave it to her.
She was sopping wet, but my cock had fully dried out, so I had to pump in and out repeatedly to drive fully inside her. Once there, Ronnie had me as lubricated as she, and I began to thrust with an abandon I had not planned on but really enjoyed.
Ronnie enjoyed it too, because she cooked off a second orgasm barely 30 seconds after I really got going. I rode her through it, then made myself stop, leaning over atop and against her to kiss her while still halfway embedded.
Damn, I had to remember when I'd covered a girl in jizz that it was going to be there until removed. Now I had removed half of it onto my chest...
Didn't stop kissing her, though.
She finally relaxed and we both laughed a little. Fucking Ronnie was just fun.
"Now that we have that leftover business out of the way, are you ready to really screw?" I asked her brightly.
Her eyes narrowed at me. "Fuck, yeah."
I resumed my thrusts to our mutual approval.
We fucked for a good while, though only in that position for another minute or so. At that point, Ronnie pushed me out of her and back to the floor, where my cum-covered friend climbed atop me and started riding.
Up and down she rose, sometimes leisurely, sometimes almost fiercely. She would stop here and there and wipe some of the cum off either my chest or hers, lick her fingers clean, then wordlessly resume.
My buddy was as tall as me, and maybe as strong, but apparently not as aerobically fit. I felt her flagging, and since neither of us was even now in a hurry to finish things, I rolled her off me to the side. I considered pushing her face down on my throw rug and taking her from behind, but I was learning about this untidied cum thing. That rug really was a bitch to clean.
And Dave had a blacklight for some damned reason...
Instead, I invited her onto her back and lifted her eagerly spread legs. In a flash, I was inside her again, lifting her hips by pulling up her legs. I had barely pushed into her twice when she sighed loudly, "That's it! Right there. That is fucking it, man! Don't stop that. Keep it. Right. There!"
Noted. And for the record, the way I was sliding into her felt pretty damned amazing to me as well, so I was happy to just let things run.
Remember I said we were in no hurry to finish this?
About that.
It could not have been two minutes before I realized that while I might not be in a hurry, my cock was. And Ronnie's body was too. We both were crying out wordlessly as I grew frantic with my thrusts. I fretted that I might let fly before she could come, and held back. And failed.
The almost high-pitched grunting I had been making dropped to a guttural groan as my balls emptied themselves and my mind expanded happily as it felt my cum bursting forth into Ronnie.
I barely had the presence of mind to worry that I was coming inside a Ronnie who was not coming yet herself, but the flood of jizz I was hosing down her insides with was all she needed to come right along with me. She too moaned in a low register and thrashed below me as I managed a few final thrusts to bring her through. A few more thrusts than my now overloaded gonads wanted me to make, honestly, but it took Ronnie a while to finish her third orgasm of the late afternoon.
When she sagged finally, I collapsed atop her. My friend may be free of any unsightly fat, but she still had plenty of mass, and holding her up like that at the end had been exhausting. On the plus side, she was about the only girl I'd been with who felt substantial enough to handle my full weight for a bit while I screwed the top of my head back on.
On the downside, with us pressed so firmly together like deadweight, the last few spots on either of our upper chests that had not been slimed with my cum... were now slimed with my cum as well.
Actually, it was starting to get a little crusty...
I rolled off, still sooner than my exhaustion warranted, but sturdy or no, I wasn't going to make Ronnie support my weight unnecessarily.
"Sorry I finished so quick at the end there," I panted.
"Quick?" Ronnie answered, not even lifting or tilting her head. "That was the longest, most intense and varied fuck I've ever had in my life, dude! That was quick for you?"
I shrugged.
Ronnie just flopped back and drew a deep breath.
"What I want to do, Alistaire, is just lie here and breathe for a bit, eat every snack you and Dave have in the room, and then do this again for the rest of the night," she said grumpily, pushing herself up on one elbow to look at me. "But I can only do the first thing. I have plans with some friends who will worry if I am absent. Worse they will ask questions."
"While that sucks," I panted, "I am more concerned with making sure that we are going to keep doing this as time allows going forward." I rolled my head over to look at her face.
She looked back at me. "No fear there! Whew," she said, struggling to sit up. "What the heck are you going to tell Dave happened after he left?"
"When I track him down at the frat party we are planning on hitting," I said calmly, "I will tell him that there was a lot of shouting, but you and I left this room as friends."
----------
Thanks yet again for coming along with me on Alistaire's journey. As always, please give this story a rating, and let me know what your thoughts are about where we have been, and where are going in the future!
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----------
The One With The Neighbor
----------
I finally let slip to my monstrous regiment of women that Liz and I were in the past tense. Charlotte and I were texting about a new board game she had bought. She was enthusiastic and encouraged me to buy a copy for myself.
ME: I dunno. I don't really have a board game group out here. Just the regular D&D crowd
CHARLOTTE: Lame! Between you and Liz, you can find two more people.
ME: Liz hates gaming, and your suggestion is moot anyway. We broke up
There was a pause.
CHARLOTTE: Wow, dude! Ouch. I'm so sorry. It hurt like hell when Juan and I broke up and we were together like a month. Losing a semester-long relationship sounds awful.
CHARLOTTE: Why didn't you let us all know?
ME: Still not feeling great about myself
CHARLOTTE: All I can say is, you should. Suck it up and move on. I'm sure you and Liz parting was for the best.
ME: We agree on that. But I think I will stay away from any more girlfriends for a good long time
CHARLOTTE: Sound plan. But I can still tell you are hurting, and that bums me out. I wish we weren't 5,000 kilometers apart, so I could suck your dick until you feel better.
Alas, I would have to settle for the image of that, rather than a reality. It was still a fucking nice image...
But as I had known that it would, letting one of them know meant they all knew.
How it came to pass that Bridget and Carrie were the ones chosen/told off to investigate/comfort me, I have no idea. Those women's inner dynamics are a serious mystery.
BRIDGET: Hey, man. We heard. You feeling okay?
ME: I will.
CARRIE: Did you pull the trigger, or did she?
ME: She did.
CARRIE: SMH
BRIDGET: Was she mean? If she was, we might have to play the White Knight card ourselves
ME: She was, but she definitely wasn't. I mean, we had some incredible sex, and I was still inside her when she burst into tears and started saying that even sex that good wasn't worth an otherwise pointless relationship
That earned a pause.
CARRIE: I'm not sure I believe him. I am not sure it is biologically possible for a female to want anything other than more of that
BRIDGET: Yeah. What did you do, Alistaire?
ME: Nothing! That's the problem. I was a shitty boyfriend. I realize now that I was just into it to try on a relationship for size, not because I wanted Liz
ME: I kinda suck
BRIDGET: You don't suck. That really would be impossible. But I see your point. Sounds like you made a mistake, that's all
Me: Okay, guys. Get your I Told You Sos out of your system
BRIDGET: Neither of us told you anything about Liz. And none of the rest of The Sisterhood did either. At least they better not have
ME: You all thought it though, didn't you?
This comment was pointedly not answered.
CARRIE: Regardless, the solution to your mood is obvious. Go be you. You must have other female friends. Go look at them like you do, and someone closer than 3,000 miles will want to orally raise your spirits tout suite.
ME: Ummm
CARRIE: Shit. He's already nailed somebody else.
BRIDGET: Why were we worried at all?
The conversation went downhill after that, but my mood went up just as fast.
*
Monday, in the hall near my dorm room, I paused and took a deep breath. I knocked briskly on the door next to my own.
"Come in!" I heard through the door.
Smirking at myself for even hesitating before knocking, I pushed the door open and leaned in. "Everybody decent?" I asked in a tone that clearly recognized the lameness of the joke.
"Taylor," Tish growled sourly. "If I said, 'no', I'll bet you'd have come through that door even faster!"
Not all super-hot girls are bitches. I certainly know a vast number of contrary examples. But Tish seemed hell-bent on confirming the stereotype.
"Oh, stand down, Tish," Gina snapped, leaning into view from the other side of their room. "Alistaire is a perfect gentleman, and you know it. What can I do you for, Alistaire?" she asked, trying to lighten her voice.
It was clear that the two of them had been fighting again before I had knocked.
"Well, heh, I'm actually here to see Tish," I said almost sheepishly, and certainly regretfully. "I've got an extra hard copy of Usher's study guide for you, with my annotations from class today," I said turning and stiffly handing over the copy of the notes. Professor Usher taught the Poli Sci class Tish and I were both in. He posted his study guide for the final exam online, but the annotations he gave out in class were supposedly the secret to the guide being useful.
Tish had been sort of unable to make class that morning and had asked me to get her a copy of his annotations. I had agreed.
I had agreed to help her out because...
"Thank you," Tish answered just as stiffly as I had spoken. "Were you able to read my corrections on your practice test?"
"Your handwriting is gorgeous and you know it," I grumbled, thanking her with all the enthusiasm she had used for her own polite gratitude.
With two classes in common, Tish and I had found over the course of the semester that, even as we came to like each other even less, we had to rely on each other more. Both professors were among the worst imaginable about attendance. Neither took it. You could cut to your heart's content. But neither allowed remote attendance or recording of their lectures. From their lectures to their study guides, if you were not present in class, you were going to miss important shit.
The two of us had fallen into this weird dynamic of each doing our level best to help the other in those two classes the best we could, because if either of us did any less, then the other would have a score.
We did not study together, perish the thought. That would have been a cross-country interstate too far. But we did help each other out, to the point where it had become almost proactive on both our parts, just to make sure the other didn't have anything to complain about.
"Well, having you in here with a legitimate cover for staring at my tits is better than your horndog roommate Dave coming in a rummaging through my underwear drawer," Tish said nastily.
"What?" I asked.
"Dave touched some mail on your desk... one time, Tish," Gina snapped. "Give the guy a break." She rolled her eyes upward toward the ceiling as I looked her way. Then she smiled at me and shrugged. "The boy is horny though," she admitted, begrudging Tish any agreement.
"Horny? He's more than that," Tish humphed. "Did you even notice, Taylor, that your roommate had two different girls in your room at different odd times in the middle of this week?"
"Really?" I said, surprised. "Who?" I asked. The question was somewhat inappropriate, but I was caught off guard. I remembered neither purple Post-Its nor any texts from Dave, warning me off from the room.
Oh.
The question wasn't inappropriate, it was stupid.
"We didn't see them. We heard them," Tish snapped, and Gina again shrugged in reluctant agreement.
"Maybe those two were in there with me," I said, mildly offended at their assumption, but mostly amused. This was going to piss Tish off!
"Really?" asked Gina.
"Ha!" Tish laughed. "We got more familiar than we wanted to be with your blonde kewpie doll's noises. These were different women. And besides, we know... Liz, wasn't it?... dumped you anyway."
"Don't be mean, Tish," Gina scolded. "The wound is probably still a little raw." She seemed actually mad on my behalf. I appreciated it, but it annoyed me a little anyway.
I did not need assistance to deal with Tish.
"Just because you are this pretty does not mean you have to be this stupid too, Tish," I snapped. "I know many girls as hot as you who all manage to be awesome human beings at the same time. Look into it."
Tish hated it when I insulted her for being as hot as she was. I liked doing it because it always left her momentarily speechless. Moments that I could fill by piling on. "I'm pretty sure, in fact, that Dave hasn't even been in here to stare at your undeservedly good tits, or for any other reason, lately because he has a girlfriend he is besotted by. And since her roommate dropped out, his girlfriend has a single. They have all their sex over there. Does it hurt you to know that any noises you heard came with me in the room, not him?"
At that point, I unfortunately ran out of nasty things to say to Tish, letting her recover enough to reply. "So you were in there, huh?" She snarled.
"Tish," Gina growled in warning.
"Don't you know it's polite to watch your porn over your earbuds, so your neighbors don't have to hear it?" Tish almost shouted, overriding Gina.
"Porn?" I replied outraged.
"That's it!!!" Gina said, popping out of her seat and shoving me toward the door. "Alistaire, I'm sorry my roommate took an overdose of colossal bitch pills today. I think I'll get you out of here before you spank her or something."
There someone went about me spanking some girl again. If I hadn't had any interest in spanking Jenn's buddy Chelsea Cavendish back in high school, I sure as hell was not going to spank Tish. Chelsea would have deserved it more. A lot more. Tish was just a pain in my ass. Chelsea had been fucking mean.
The idea of some recreational spanking, of someone who deserved it in a good way, wandered back into my brain for a second, but I dismissed it yet again. The opportunity had presented itself a couple of times, but I'd just never felt it.
I let myself be ejected from the room, and Gina followed me out, still pushing. "Can we talk in your room?" she hissed, clearly no happier with me than with Tish.
Swell.
Dave was thankfully absent from our room. Gina closed the door and turned to stare at me, arms akimbo.
I was by this point in no mood to listen to Gina either. Not after she had shoved me out of her room. I don't like being pushed around by women... except playfully, by women who let me play with them back.
"Quit being mean to Tish that way," Gina said simply.
"Me? I'm the one being mean to Tish?" I yelped.
"Yes, you are, and really, really stupidly," Gina snapped back. "Look Alistaire, she deserves it. Lord knows she deserves it. But yelling at a girl about how hot she is is not the behavioral deterrent you seem to stupidly think it is."
"What?" I asked. I know 'what' is not an SAT word, but it does seem to be 90% of my vocabulary in some conversations. "I mean, it sure shuts her up."
Gina sighed. "It does. But once you finally bail, leaving me with her, she tends to be insufferable, usually as insufferable as she ever gets."
"Oh fuck. She thinks I'm coming on to her?"
"She's not that stupid. Nor would she in any way want you to. But she does get flattered by it," Gina said. "And she gets insufferable about that."
"What?"
"She gets smug whenever you walk in and tell her her boobs are great. I think she acts extra bitchy to you so you will do it. Especially since you don't come in to stare at mine."
"I stare at your boobs too!" I said, hotly defending myself.
Have I mentioned that I can be an idiot sometimes?
I considered moving to Mongolia. Immediately. As in, before she could reply.
Too late.
"Okay, I am fully aware that you stare at my boobs too. Tish usually ignores that because she is irritatedly basking in the way you compliment hers! When you aren't complimenting her ass!" Gina replied tartly, but with a hint of a smile as well.
Okay. So immediate death was off the table. That was always nice in a conversation.
"Well... shit," I groused. "Now I have to come up with a new schtick."
"Loudly banging multiple chicks next door to us was an effective start," Gina laughed.
I may have blushed at that. "Look, I'm sorry about that. I'll try to get my instincts about discretion back on tra..."
"Shut up, Alistaire," Gina said almost friendlily. "First, Tish and I are right, aren't we? It was two different girls?"
Fuck.
"I mean, that isn't quite what it looks like," I started to babble. "Everyone..."
"I assume that since you only broke up with Liz like eight minutes ago," Gina went on, ignoring my excuses, "you are not in a relationship with either of these vocal individuals?"
"Vocal what? They are both good friends," I protested.
"So everybody is a free agent?" Gina asked.
"Of course! They..."
"Good," she interrupted again. Then she took a deep breath. "Alistaire, I really like Tish. She really likes me."
"Could have fooled me... could have fooled everybody," I snorted.
"It is just our dynamic. She is actually a lot of fun, and we rely on each other for so much shit you would not believe," Gina said seriously. "But while I cannot imagine a better roommate, she does get on my fucking nerves, just like I get on hers. But this week, she has been putting on a masterclass on nerve getting. I was about to flip my shit when you walked in and diverted her."
"You're welcome?" I asked uncertainly.
She snorted. "Not hardly. Had you just left me in there after your act, Tish would have added preening to the rest of her BS."
"And you say she is your friend?" I asked skeptically.
"She is. She just needs taking down a peg every so often and we are fine. I need taking down a peg too, sometimes. She is the one in need at the moment. Well... she's the one in need of taking down." She paused again, taking another deep breath. "And... if you are up for it," she went on, a seriously hesitant edge in her voice, "I can think of no better way for us to take her down about eight pegs than to just fuck each other's brains out, right now, right here, while she is next door and will have to listen."
Well now.
To be clear, I like Gina. A lot. She is very cool. And I had evaluated her as much more than merely doable from that first day when Dave told me to go check out our neighbors.
But this was a bit out of the blue, drat it.
"Um... I'm not sure this is the best way for you two to work things out, is it?" I said. Seeing her face, I hastened to add. "Hey! I am more than intrigued with the idea. A lot more. I like the cut of your jib and wish to subscribe to your newsletter. But leaping into things..."
"Alistaire, listen. This is not an idea that only just now sprang into my head," Gina said. "And I am not looking to replace Liz. At all. But you are, admittedly somewhat weirdly, good-looking. And you sure as hell know how to look at a girl in a way that makes her feel good about herself. But for most of the time I've known you, you were off the market."
She took a step toward me. "I'm not sure that Tish really believed that those girls were in here with Dave or not. I was sure they were in here with you. I certainly was imagining myself being in here with you when we were listening."
This was...
"The fight with Tish is not the reason I'm saying all this. It is the much-needed push that I need, and the approach I am seizing on to give me the guts. I am not really being that impulsive here. But I am hoping you will be," she finished, looking at me with an incredibly appealing mixture of come-on and uncertainty.
I can be impulsive, I thought. Especially with a very hot buddy who suddenly wants to become the very best kind of buddy.
"Gina, if this is what you want, then I am willing, nay, hornily eager to see just how loud I can make you. If it pisses off Tish... well pissing her off would only be a minor side benefit," I said in a serious tone of voice while letting myself give her as lusty a look as I could manage. I believe that I can manage quite a lot in that regard.
"Oh, I've already decided to be loud," Gina said, swishing toward me and wrapping her arms around the base of my back.
I grinned and pulled her hard against me.
I had barely begun to do a good job smearing the light pink lipstick Gina always wore when she pulled away enough to murmur, "That is a pretty nice bulge I felt pushing against me, dude! I want to see it," she smirked.
Well, she asked.
I tucked up the tails of my shirt and unzipped. "Well, if you want to see it, you can," I said, trying to sound uncertain. "But not sure what you are going to want to do with it."
Gina smirked at my words, but the look froze on her face as my still not fully developed erection popped free. I let my shorts drop to the floor and kicked them aside.
"That is not a 'nice bulge'," Gina said sternly. "That thing... I feel like I need a turban, a basket, and some kind of cartoon musical pipe to charm that thing safely!"
"It's really well-behaved," I said with puppy-dog eagerness. "It'll do whatever you ask, no basket required."
"Okay," Gina said, half to herself. "I wanted to fuck you before I saw that thing. I can't believe it, but I still want to." She looked at me a little bemused. "Damn, I bet that creature is going to feel amazing," she added, with growing enthusiasm.
"I hope it will," I said, pulling off my shirt. "But right now, I'm the only naked person around here, and that sucks for me. Want to help me out, or do I take care of fixing the situation myself?" I asked blandly.
Gina snorted. "You are usually such a chill dude when you aren't torturing Tish. Do you always get this confident when you are naked?"
"Honestly? Yeah," I admitted a little sheepishly. Then I added with a slight leer, "I've been told I should be." Gina snorted and shook her head with a smile, all while never letting her eyes off my now fully enthused cock. "Now, as to my need to see you equally naked," I went back to my original question. "How are we going to handle that?"
We handled it together and at a fairly rocket pace.
"God damn," I said, standing back and looking at Gina's naked body where we stood, checking each other out. "I should definitely start just coming into your room and saying how fucking hot you are. I'll ignore Tish."
"That might make her even worse," Gina said wryly. "How about we figure that out later, and fuck now?"
Gina was about 5' 6" and of some kind of Mediterranean ancestry, with medium olive skin, dark eyes, brown hair, and breasts that were both larger and more delicate than they seemed when she was dressed. Her nipples were almost chocolate brown, and seemed to be practically demanding to be sucked on, thoroughly, and before any fucking commenced. That was a demand that was going to be met, I decided. Oh, and she had an obvious commitment to eradicating all hair below her scalp...
"In my experience," I started slowly.
"Which is extensive lately," Gina interrupted gaily. For some meanings of the word 'lately', I thought.
"In my experience," I repeated, "sex is best when we can get in a good orgasm or so each before we get to the main event, okay?"
Gina started to snort, then looked down at my business again. "Yeah. I suppose a girl wants to be good and ready for that."
"Eh," I said calmly. "The pussy eating part is mostly just for my enjoyment."
"You're enjoyment?"
"The important thing," I went on shamefacedly, "is that while I have lots of, um, reloadability(?) my ability to hold off on the first orgasm of the day is pretty damned weak. I want to avoid coming during sex until I can make sure you are just about fully satisfied."
"Oh, so sucking your cock is really all for my benefit then?"
I just grinned guiltily. "In the exact same way that eating your pussy is going to be all for my enjoyment."
"You have this all figured out, huh, Alistaire?"
"Honestly? I've had a lot of sex the last nine months, Gina. I'm getting there."
We stared at each other and grinned.
"In the meantime," I said, pulling her against me again, "If you will hop up on the edge of my desk, I'm going to start surveying how your pussy likes best to be eaten."



Gina kissed me hard. "Nah, I think I'm going to go first and do my 'prep work', so I can be fully satisfied..." She kissed me softly on the lips, then, as she very slowly slid down on the way to her knees, she kissed her way down my body. She moved very slowly, but never paused anywhere for long, except my right nipple, which she spent a wonderfully long time teasing with her tongue.
This girl knew how to tease, and I quietly resolved to torture the fuck out of her when it was my turn. But my main and only problem was that as she moved, I could not get that weird Indian flute music out of my head. You know, the music they played in old cartoons every time some dude charmed a cobra in its basket?
But the music fled from my head when Gina finally reached her knees, took my cock gently in both hands, and began to softly kiss its tip. She made no comment or grand gesture before doing so. It was the same languid movements she had made going down, and she treated her mouth on my cock no differently than she had her mouth on the base of my sternum.
For about three seconds.
Then she made it clear that she had arrived at her destination.
"Oooohhhhhh," I moaned as she fluidly slid a good amount of me into her mouth, sliding it firmly along her waiting tongue. She didn't ever take me into her throat, but her gag reflex was easily controlled, and I felt myself lurking in the entrance to her esophagus with every swift, enthusiastic bob of her head.
Her hands barely moved as they gently cradled the bottom half of my shaft, but I did not need any stroking, not with the gleeful slurping sounds from the way she suckled and bobbed on the top. She quickly established an amazing rhythm, not just bobbing her head, but twisting left and right as well in a discernible pattern.
Every bob, every series of bobs, increased my internal tension, making me shuffle my feet and breathe shallower. Any time I managed to relax and just enjoy the process, thus extending the experience, she somehow sensed it and paused to give me a good licking one time, kissing another. The third time she interrupted my ability to relax, she suckled on my balls, but just for a moment before she resumed her sucking on my cock.
The fourth time she paused, she just looked up at me, stroking me slowly. "I hope you don't mind that I'm trying to get you off quickly," she smirked. "I don't want you having any excuses when you show me whether or not you are the machine you think you are." She kissed my dick lightly. "And I am impatient for the real test."
She was bobbing on me again, as rhythmically as ever, but even more ferociously now.
I had things to do anyway before we fucked, I thought.
Then thought pretty much ended, as I growled and enjoyed the fruits of her labors. Or she enjoyed the fruits of her labors, because said fruits were ejaculating in her mouth. I saw her whole body shiver in pleasure as she made me come, and she stroked me furiously with her hands to finish my orgasm, then firmly milked my shaft to squeeze every last drop into her mouth.
Gina's eyes closed softly in satisfaction, then opened to smile up at me.
Then she looked around swiftly. It took her a moment while I wondered what she was up to, then she spied where I kept my towels and lunged to grab a washcloth. She promptly spat out an unreasonably large amount of cum into it.
"More laundry, sorry," she giggled. "And nut as fun as my panties!" She sobered, sort of. "I don't love the taste of cum, sorry. Yours isn't bad at all, to be honest. I wasn't even upset when I swallowed a little of it. But semen just isn't my thing."
"You didn't need to make me come in your mouth," I said, still on an orgasmic high, but worried I'd pushed her into the blowjob to begin with.
She laughed. "But I love the feel of you nutting in my mouth. The powerful feel of a guy spewing is so cool. I just am not about to swallow that shit."
We were both laughing now.
Gina rose to her feet again. I grabbed her naked body and pulled her to me. I kissed her hard, probing my tongue around eagerly, deep in her mouth. She may have spat my load out into my last remaining clean hand towel, but my familiar flavor was still quite present, along with the sweetness of her own saliva.
She pulled her head away and looked at me. "You are tasting a lot of yourself that way, dude."
I shrugged. "Just cleaning up after myself," I grinned. She shoved me.
"I've really never minded the flavor, myself," I said easily. Then I let the wolf out in my gaze on her. "But I'm about to replace that flavor with something astronomically better."
I kissed her, and Gina whooped around my lips as I lifted her and laid her down on her back on my bed, still keeping my mouth on hers.
Then I began to kiss the rest of her. Especially her breasts, of course, but all the rest, too. All except where she was expecting, and wanting, me to go. I could tell it was difficult for her to wait for it. The increasingly urgent shoving and tugging, all toward one destination told me that.
It was difficult for her, but it was excruciating for me. That said, I was damned if I was going to be out-teased in an oral ramp-up, but I also did not have infinite patience.
Worth. The. Wait.
"Wow, you are delicious," I said, pausing for a moment after being unable to wait no longer.
"Please," Gina snorted. "Maybe, maybe I taste better than others, just like you do. But good?"
"Yes, good, dammit," I said, pausing to taste her deeply. "Pussy tastes way better than my sperm." I looked at her deeply while tonguing her clit. "Haven't you ever tasted pussy?" I teased.
"Ha! Fat chance," Gina snorted at the ridiculous idea.
"Not even your own? You taste pretty good," I pushed.
"Alistaire," she said sternly. "Pussy is not among my interests."
Well then. Always good to meet someone as firm in her heterosexuality as I was in mine.
That was okay. I could eat enough pussy for both of us.
Starting with this one.
In case you are wondering, nope. Still not as delicious as Jenn's...
But we got a real good start on torturing Tish next door.
Her last loud moan faded away as Gina crashed back into a puddle on my bed. "Think we've got her attention yet?" I asked with a smug, sticky grin.
"We got her attention with your moaning, dude," Gina giggled. "But I think we've got her good and pissed off now."
I grinned conspiratorially and bent to kiss her.
"Hey there," she said, pushing back on my chest. "I don't want to..."
I kissed her anyway. She beat me with her fist, but not hard. Then she tried to wriggle away. But not hard. When I came up for air, she wiped her lips and spluttered. "You did that intentionally," she accused. Accurately.
"I'm going to fuck you now," I just said hungrily.
"No, you are not," she interrupted me. Then she smiled to ease the apology she saw blossom on my face. "I mean, yes you are, but I need something to drink first."
"Sorry about that," I started to say hastily.
"Not to clean my taste out of my mouth, though that is a benefit," Gina reassured me. "I want to soothe my dry throat so I can really make some noise. I'm hoping we can fuck hard enough to hear her slam the door as she flees."
"This is really your best friend we are talking about?"
"Damn straight!"
Turns out, I needed a Coke too...
We both guzzled them down, standing naked in the middle of my room. When Gina turned to put her empty can on my desk, I swiftly moved behind her. I put my arms around her and cupped her breasts, pressing my cock against her firm ass. She crooned a bit as I kissed the side of her neck.
We stood there like that, as I let my hands play with her tits for a bit, but then I reached down and lifted her right leg up to place her foot on the desk chair.
"What are you doing, Alistaire?" Gina mused.
"Preparing for that fucking we talked about."
"Sounds like you should get on with it then."
"I think I will," I said, bending my knees and guiding my cock up under her ass with my hand.
"I think you should," Gina said in amusement.
"I think I am," I said as I pressed my cock into her still-dripping snatch. I sank slowly but inexorably into her, not thrusting in and out, just sliding deeper and deeper.
"Yes, you definitely fucking are," Gina moaned, getting performatively loud already.
The not thrusting part of our program came to an end, and I set about removing the performative aspect of her volume.
It didn't take long, especially once Gina leaned forward to support herself with her forearms on my desk and pushed up with her leg on my chair. This gave me an angle of attack that was easier on my legs, and way, way better for both of us.
Especially for Gina. It took mere minutes of driving into her in that position to have her moaning to beat the band, and not for Tish's benefit. I was miles from coming yet, but it still felt incredible to sense her pussy spasm around me as she came. When her voice began to trail off, I decided to just keep thrusting and power through the aftermath. I hoped I could push her over a second time right away.
But she had other ideas and slumped her leg off the chair. Her other leg buckled, and I of necessity slid free of her moist embrace. "Sit," she ordered me breathlessly.
I obediently sat in my desk chair, since obedient is what I do with naked chicks, right?
Gina instantly swung her leg over me and straddled my lap, facing me. She immediately sank down and impaled herself on me again. "I can't fucking believe how big you are," she muttered as she worked her way back down to fully enclose me once more.
She rose and fell determinedly on me. "Now it is your turn," she said with a determined smile.
I was equally determined that it would be her turn again too, hopefully simultaneously, but said nothing. Instead, I grabbed her smooth ass and held on as her pace increased. I also leaned forward and down and began to devour first one dark nipple and then the other in turns.
Gina was driving the bus now, but at one point I lifted her by her ass and drove my hips up into her for about ten or twenty good strokes, and got rewarded by a shriek of delight that undulated with each thrust. I let her down and she resumed driving the bus. A few seconds later, she laughed.
"I just heard the door slam. Gotta give Tish credit for hanging on as long as she did!"
I wondered briefly if maybe Tish might come storming in and join us. I mean, I was not looking to fuck the pain in the ass, but if a hot girl is going to come join in for sex with her hot roommate, I could make an exception to my no bitchiness rule...
Alas, no threesome was forthcoming. Shortly, I did not care, as Gina was doing things that were more than wonderful enough for us both on her own. Her cries continued, but much less loudly now.
I was beginning to ponder that an orgasm of my own might be on the horizon when the fucking doorknob turned.
"Tolliver canceled class today," Dave announced as he came through the door. "Do you want to go get some..." He froze. Understandably.
Gina, humping away atop me, froze as well.
I was not moving at the moment, but I froze too... with my mouth on Gina's nipple.
There was a moment of terrified silence on all our parts.
Then Gina handled the situation with aplomb. (Aplomb was on the SAT both times I took it, in different questions.) "Hey Dave, how are you?" she said breathlessly. I think Dave wanted to flee before she spoke, but the way his eyes were kind of glued to her naked body made that impossible. The fact that he was also staring at my naked body was okay. We were roommates, and my erection was out of sight anyway. Poor dude did not need to see that!
"Fine?" Dave answered querulously.
"Cool," Gina chirped. "Listen, I haven't made Alistaire come yet, and I really need to before I go. I know this is your room, but could you maybe leave it to us for a few minutes more? One of us will text you when I leave, okay?"
"Yeah. Sure," Dave said and turned and walked out in a daze.
"Don't you two have a signal or something?" Gina reproached me while simultaneously resuming making my cock feel incredible.
"You kind of caught me off guard today," I answered tartly, pinching her ass gently. Maybe this was a good time to try a light spank? "And he was supposed to be in class anyway!"
My friend proceeded to make us both forget about my roommate.
I forgot about him so hard, it was not until three hours later, after I had showered, Gina had left, and I had written three pages of a paper that I was reminded.
DAVE: For chrissake, it's been three hours. Can I come back to the room yet?
----------
This is the end of this intense, concentrated series of episodes. From here on out, the timeline will advance in fits and starts. For instance, the next chapter will happen at the end of Alistaire's second semester, and the sixth will happen over his first summer vacation. There will be more callbacks to his past, several closely-spaced chapters, and even a cross-over with a different one of my series in coming episodes. Let me know what you think and what you project will happen! Thanks, and please rate, favorite, etc.
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All long-running series have re-runs, amirite? Clip shows, maybe? At least my clip shows are new, and serve new purposes...
----------
The One At The Reunion
----------
California does Spring really well, weather-wise. And this day in early May, it was excelling even by its own standards. I, like just about every other student at USC, was out lying on the grass with my books, fooling myself into believing that I was studying. Unless I could absorb Political Science through the back of my skull, which rested on my textbook like a pillow, I was not studying. Nor was anybody else around me.
My phone rang. I pulled it out to talk to my mom and stopped. I looked curiously at the screen. It was not her, but a number I did not have stored. The area code said it was a Connecticut number, so I shrugged and answered anyway.
"Al Taylor? It's Henry Woolworth," my caller said.
Henry had been the captain of the cross-country team during my junior year of high school, and a regular Harry Highschool. I always liked him. He had been very supportive of my progress as a runner, right up until I had subbed up to varsity for the first time. It had been early in the year, before I managed to seize a permanent spot. After being so supportive for two years, Henry made sure to beat my finish by 32 seconds and let me know all about it. For days. What the fuck was he calling me for? "How is USC treating you?" he went on.
"It's been a great year," I said. Henry had graduated before I had even applied to USC. How did he frigging know where I was attending?
"Cool. Listen, I know this is out of the blue, but did you see the latest email from the alumni office?"
"Um, no..." I said slowly. I was resolutely not going to start reading those emails until I had some money and was ready to give a bit of it to the school's alumni fund. That would not be for a few years at least.
"I think you should come to Alumni Day on the 15th," he said.
What?
"I know it would be hard, and probably expensive," Henry went on. "But Parvis is retiring, and this might be your last chance to ever see him."
"What?!?" I almost yelped in dismay.
"I'm not calling a lot of people, even though the Alumni Office gave me an insanely long list, but I know how much he meant to you," Henry said seriously. Back before everything had changed for me, the one group of people who did not treat me as invisible had been my track and especially my cross-country teammates. It was a warm feeling to remember how much I had valued the way they saw me as more than a background image.
Parvis had been the man who created that attitude.
"Thanks, Henry. I'll... I'll be there," I said. I didn't even bother to look at my calendar until after we hung up.
Sheesh, this was going to be a nightmare to pull off.
*
This only being our first anniversary, my class obviously had no activities planned for Alumni Day. I doubted if anyone besides yours truly would even be there from my class. I would have to take a red-eye to New York, grab a shuttle up to Weatherbury, the nearest 'city' to school, check into a hotel, and then Uber over to campus. I'd miss the morning parade, but I could make it in time to watch a home track meet, yell at some old friends who had been underclassmen when I was there and who would be competing, and talk to Parvis there. Then I'd go to the banquet in the evening, only because he was being celebrated there. Then I'd fly back on Sunday.
I'd study on the plane.
Shocking Plot Twist: that last bit didn't happen much. The plane had the best in-flight wifi ever.
I wandered up the hill to the track when I reached campus. The meet had already begun, and I had missed both the first relay and the 1,500. I spied Coach Parvis and hastened across the infield toward him. I was not on the team anymore, so that was technically a no-no. Fuck that noise; I had a new superpower! Alumni are never told no...
"Coach!" I called out, timing my approach to when he was momentarily alone. "I hear you are deserting your post!"
"Mr. Taylor!" he said, his usually languid expression broken by a surprised smile. "This is a surprise. Are you still running?"
"I am," I said. "I haven't run a race since I won that 3,000 right here, but I still train about three to four mornings a week."
"Good! Still working on your German?" he smirked.
I just rolled my eyes at that. Parvis had taught me German 1 and 3. He knew how 'motivated' I was about foreign languages.
We talked for a bit, but mostly about kids I knew from before who were still at school and still on his team. Some were progressing. Some were not. I was just glad to be there talking to the one man who was most responsible for who I had become, outside my father of course. It had been worth the 3,000 mile flight.
"Well," he said suddenly, looking over my shoulder. "Look who else we have here!"
Great.
I sighed and told myself to be glad I had had Parvis to myself for as long as I had. Some other former runner of his must have shown up, probably somebody with kids of their own at the school now, and I was going to lose The Man's undivided attention. That was how these things went, right? You would be talking to the man of the hour, and someone else would come up to 'just say hello', naturally dispacing whomever they had been talking to before, 'just for a moment.' Then someone else would arrive, and the first person would be lost altogether.
I turned politely, feeling preemptively jealous.
Bridget.
She walked up to us, her steps quickening when she saw me. She looked just like I remembered her. Loose jeans and a baggy school hoody, with her flaming red curls pulled up in a messy bun. The bun was a new thing. But to look at her, you would never know the raging beauty she was beneath those clothes.
My body wanted to respond to seeing her with, um, joy. But my mind already knew what was going on in my friend's life.
"Coach Parvis! I'm so glad I managed to get a train," Bridget said happily. "And how the heck did you find a way to show up all the way from California, Alistaire?"
We traded a look that was... fraught. Then we turned back together to the man we were both here to see. I was not to be displaced after all. The three of us chatted amiably, but there was a distinct tension between Bridget and me. Now I somehow wanted to ditch Parvis and talk only to her. It was pure instinct. But if Bridget and I spoke alone, we would just end up talking about her boyfriend Sammy. I was here for Parvis. And I honestly had zero desire to discuss Bridget's boyfriend regardless.
This was why I don't do jealousy. Jealousy sucks, apparently.
"I heard you made the Penn cross-country team, Bridget," Parvis said. "Did you try for track as well?"
Bridget smiled weakly. "I made the track team by the skin of my teeth. But I have been relegated to just the ten-thousand meter. That's my best distance, right Alistaire?" She looked at me.
Please don't tease me, Bridget.
"I honestly don't know if I will stick with track, Coach," Bridget went on. "I'm a lot better at cross-country, and I may need to choose one or the other because I need the time."
Coach Parvis quite generously did not inquire if I had tried to join either sport at USC. Not that I would have had a chance in hell even at Penn, but USC was literally and figuratively a whole nother league from Ivy League sports, and another universe from the prep school athletics where I had excelled... at mediocrity.
But mostly Bridget's and my conversation centered on stories of our time at school, mostly about our own running. Parvis politely listened to them all, though I sensed he knew many of them already.
We asked him about his plans after retirement.
"I'm going to see the world for the first time since the Army. I anticipate that I will enjoy this tour more," Parvis chuckled. "I already have a cruise and a backpacking tour budgeted and scheduled each year for the first five years. And in between, I will relax in my cottage on the Mystic River and go rowing."
"Jealous," Bridget spoke for both of us. Everyone knew how much Parvis loved the zen of skulling.
"Listen you two, it is time for the 800," Parvis said suddenly. "I have to go. Go wander off to the backstretch where you always used to lurk, and coach some of these kids for me. Keep an eye on your boy, Al! Peter is coming along."
With that, he headed off for the starting line with a wave. I never had a conversation with the man again. He died less than two years later.
Bridget and I stared at each other.
"I didn't know you were coming," I said. Fuck, she looked good.
"I didn't know you were either," she replied.
We were at a loss for words. We were never at a loss for words with each other. Suddenly, the starter called the boys' varsity to the line, and Bridget and I burst into a sprint to get over to the other side of the track. We grinned at each other happily as we ran in perfect step across the infield, despite the street shoes we were wearing.
Peter, my former protegé, actually won his JV race. I'd love to say it was the result of my earnest encouragement, but I think it had more to do with his old habit of running faster to escape Bridget's badgering. Turned out the little coward ran a personal best while he was fleeing her...
If he knew what Bridget looked like under those baggy clothes, he would have accelerated when he was running toward her too!
The girls' team and boys' JV both won overall. Bridget and I stayed to the bitter end, but the boys' varsity lost the last relay and with it, the meet. We ambled back down toward school, where we hung out in the Tuck for a while, finding the shakes to be every bit as delicious as we both remembered. Then we ambled back out to the Field House for the big banquet.
The whole time, we discussed our lives at college, our new friends, and other inconsequentialities. It was halfway through dinner before I steeled myself and brought up how things were with Sammy, her boyfriend of several months now. I knew little about him. I admit I had been almost as reticent to talk about him with Bridget as she had been to talk about Liz with me.
Considering that I was still a little bent at Bridget and the others for not giving me some counseling, advice, or even just a heads up, I was aware of my hypocrisy. But she had had other boyfriends before, dammit!
"We are pretty good," Bridget said, clearly not eager to talk much about him, with me at least. Bridget is great. "I'm interested to hear more about this Liz girl."
"Ancient history," I reminded her.
"Yeah, but I still want to know how she locked down the infamous Alistaire Taylor for a whole semester," Bridget teased me.
"I don't know, really," I admitted, explaining how Liz had just sort of assumed me into a relationship, one that I went with to learn the experience.
"So a girl just sort of declared herself your girlfriend, and that's all it took?" Bridget asked. She seemed... disapproving, maybe?
I felt it was time to re-establish the usual dynamic, instead of this tense... whatever we were doing this evening. "In my defense, Liz is pretty awesome at giving head," I grinned. I did not add that she was nearly as good as Bridget. While true, that seemed like that would maybe be too much.
Bridget shook her head, then grinned at me.
Old times.
With that, the last of these new barriers between us seemed to shred, and we chatted happily. Since we had not thought to pre-register for the event, we had thus been seated for the banquet at the only table with two empty chairs available. That turned out to be fortunate for our conversation, as the other people at our table were all members of the 45th Anniversary Reunion class and were mostly growing deaf. There were comments from them about how sweet it was to see young alumni like us coming back as a couple, but otherwise, they were harmless.
Eventually, Bridget and I ran out of new material to talk about and found ourselves just staring into each other's eyes.
That was nice.
Really nice.
Suddenly, Bridget shook her head, looked away, and pretended to yawn. "I'm not on West Coast time, dude. And I have to catch a stupid early shuttle down to New Haven in the morning to make my train back to Philadelphia. I'm going to Uber back to the hotel." It turned out that we both had chosen the same hotel. The Hyatt had an Alumni Weekend special rate.
"Cool," I said, moving to get up. "I'm tired too. We'll share,"
Bridget's hand came down on my forearm firmly. We had not touched each other all day. It was electric. But she said, "Nah. I'll head back on my own."
"But..."
"Alistaire, I do not trust myself to ride back to that hotel with you," Bridget said simply. The name Sammy hung in the air between us. It very much should have.
"Bridget, I know where you are in life," I said seriously. "You know that I'd never, um..."
She just looked at me and smiled warmly, then quirked a delicate red eyebrow skeptically. "For the record, I said I did not trust myself. But no, I do not trust you either," she said warmly.
I looked at her silently for a good minute, finally admitting that we might want to not trust each other on this point.
"Have a good trip back to Penn," I sighed. "I'll just hang here and watch the geezers. I'd say I'd talk more to Parvis, but I think he has ghosted this joint already."
Bridget was about to put her hand on mine sympathetically when she froze and smirked for some reason.
"Bridget!" a voice called out behind us. "I had the Duty, but when I heard you were here, I ran right ove... whoa! Hello, Alistaire. You're here too."
I turned around in my seat. Nancy Green was closing the last table's worth of distance between us. Her eyes flicked back and forth between us, welcoming when looking at Bridget, and inscrutable when staring at me.
"I... didn't expect to see you here," Bridget said, suddenly grinning like a loon. Nancy looked curious about Bridget's expression too, but shrugged it off in favor of smiling at us both.
"Last year was my first year here, so the powers that be figured that I would be ideal to stay down at the main school for office duty on Alumni Day. I obviously have no history with any alumni who were registered in advance, so it made sense to me too. But then, when Dean Fletcher came to relieve me just now, she said that one of my old students, a certain girl named Bridget, had shown up out of the blue. I hightailed it up here to hopefully catch you before you left! How have you been?" she finished breathlessly. She didn't speak to me directly yet, but our eyes met... placidly.
"It has been a great year," Bridget said brightly. "But I'm glad you weren't any later. I'm about to hop in an Uber."
Nancy sagged a tiny bit in disappointment. "Well, I absolutely cannot blame you," she said, looking back at me again. "I'm glad we could say hi before you two bailed. I'm..."
"Oh, Alistaire isn't coming with me. He's staying right here," Bridget said in a chirpy voice that neither Nancy nor I knew she possessed. "I'm going back to my hotel room to curl up in bed and text with my boyfriend for half an hour at least," she added. "Hopefully, Nancy here can keep you company, Alistaire," she said, the chirpiness morphing into syrupy sweetness.
Nancy raised her eyebrows and looked at both of us.
Bridget put her hand on my shoulder and looked down at me. "We will see each other again, right? Soon?" she asked, her sudden certitude fleeing her eyes.
I had not realized how determined I was to ensure that Bridget and I kept in touch, but I did now. I let that new awareness infuse my face as I simply nodded. After a year, she was still my best friend.
"Then I'll leave you two as the youngest people in the room," Bridget laughed, shook Nancy's hand firmly, and drifted away.
I looked at Nancy Green.
She looked at me.
She sat down at our currently empty table in Bridget's vacated seat. And smiled.
I could not help but return the smile. This was Nancy Green. "How have you been?" I asked, smiling serenely.
"Fine," Nancy said. Her eyes, colored like her name, now danced merrily. "All my students did about as well as I could have hoped for them," she added. That was not the same thing as 'they all did well', but that checked out. She yawned and stretched her arms over her head.
That was fucking deliberate, and I was here for it. Nancy habitually wore tight, lightweight sweaters, and this one was no exception. With her arm reaching above her head and moving around, I was treated to a very enhanced viewing of the amazing contours beneath that sweater. Contours that I had looked back on fondly on all sorts of occasions, not all of them appropriate.
Is there an appropriate occasion to get hard at the memory of fucking a faculty member's incredible tits? If there is, it was not the time or two some girl I was fucking at the moment did something to remind me of the feel of Nancy's tits around my cock...
Nancy lowered her arms and went on glumly, "That said, it had been unrelentingly boring since you graduated." We shared a look that told me exactly what she meant by boring.
I grinned and slyly asked. "Oh? This year's class is not up to ours?"
She looked at me. "I'll have you know that this crop had gotten ten more Ivy League acceptances than your class managed," she said sternly. Then she looked around to ensure no one was listening. "That said, they are a bunch of fuckups yet somehow utterly boring at the same time. If these losers had been my first crop as a teacher, I'd have quit the profession in disgust." We both giggled, but I sensed she was actually serious.
I shook my head and said, despite myself, "And here I thought you meant something else about the class not being up to snuff."
Nancy looked at me, and suddenly her eyes twinkled. "I meant what I said about nothing 'interesting' happening since we last... spoke. And as for this year's crop of senior boys, the Jill Mill material is seriously lacking," she added with a sour face.
Well now!
"Such a shame," I said. "I hate to catch up with you on a sleepy Alumni Day weekend and find you suffering through such doldrums."
"Catching up would be nice," she said, turning to look around casually. This gave me some fantastic profile views.
I looked around myself, wondering if they had changed the combination of the recording studio or not. "Shame that there are no park benches near here," I said idly.
She gave me a look that I really, really liked. "No benches, but I'd like some more comfort than a bench anyway," she said casually, still mostly looking around and not at me. "Have you ever been in Gorham House, Mr. Taylor?"
I snorted sheepishly. Gorham House was the upper school girls' dormitory "I studied over there quite a lot last year, actually."
I suddenly had Nancy's gaze only on me. "Ever gotten laid in Gorham House?" she challenged.
Um. Well, we were walking down this road after all...
Right?
"Bridget and I spent about four hours repeatedly checking that item off the list, the day before graduation," I admitted.
That actually shocked her for an instant. "I'm amazed I didn't hear and bust you guys," she snorted. Then she leaned in and laid a trump card. "But have you ever gotten laid in a faculty apartment in Gorham House?"
"This sounds like a fascinating new experience," I said with a smile.
"For you and me both," Nancy laughed quietly. "Would you like a drink?"
"I'm a long way from 21," I replied. "They won't give me one. Bridget and I tried."
"I have beer and wine in my faculty apartment... in Gorham House," Nancy shrugged. "No one to card you there."
I am generally uninterested in alcohol, but I was suddenly acutely interested in the proposed venue...




Nancy just stood wordlessly, turned, and headed for the exit. After a few steps, she looked over her shoulder at me fleetingly.
I rose as well and followed while trying not to look like I was following. I exited the field house almost fifty yards behind Nancy, but I caught up with her right before we got back down to the main campus. I thought about taking Nancy's hand but, well, she worked here, right?
Discretion, Alistaire! She was a teacher here, and I needed to protect her reputation, right?
Gorham House was a four-story brick building next to the library. Half of the first floor was the school infirmary, but the rest of the building was all student rooms. All except the faculty apartments, one on each floor on the south end. Older, more senior faculty, and those with families, mostly lived in one of the numerous homes the school owned around the neighborhood. Younger, junior teachers, along with select older but single faculty, had the additional job of living in the dorm apartments alongside the students, as in loco parentis.
Younger, junior teachers like Nancy Green.
I was pretty sure that there was an entrance and staircase on the south end of Gorham that went up directly to the doors of those apartments, but Nancy led me instead to the main entrance mostly used by the girls. I was a little surprised at that, but this was her show, I was just along to be one of the players. I did tug my shirttail loose from my waistband. Something was becoming very interested down there, and I was less than eager to have some high school girl see me walking around with the bulge I was beginning to sport.
At least the Saturday night movie would still be going on at this time, and the dorm should be empty.
But there were lots of lights in the windows above us as we approached the door, and I heard voices floating down here and there. The movie must have seriously sucked.
Nancy keyed open the door and led me in. The boys' dorms were not kept locked, but the girls' dorms were. I had always viewed this both as a terribly sexist dichotomy, and... honestly, a really good idea.
The common room between the entry and the stairs had a remarkable number of girls sitting around, ignoring the television and chatting about whatever, probably summer break or graduation.
"Hi, girls," Nancy said casually as we headed for the stairs up.
There were a number of friendly waves and replies along the lines of, "Heya, Ms. Gree...een?" with pauses in the middle as the speakers perceived me.
As we went up the stairs, I heard behind us, from the suddenly mostly silent room, "Was that Al Taylor?"
"You mean Alistaire Taylor? Yeah, I think it was him," another voice replied, sounding bewildered.
"Who?" said several more. I had become a lot less invisible to girls outside of the ones I was with, through some sort of inexplicable osmotic mechanism my last spring at school, but these girls had all been sophomores or juniors last year, and I still found it surprising that any had even recognized my face.
It still was going to be a problem for Nancy, and I worried. "A few recognized me," I said to her uncertainly as we climbed from first to second floor.
"It's nice to be recognized, isn't it?" Nancy just said with a quick grin.
I made myself walk beside her on the stairs, instead of following. Following would have been nice, because I had managed to see Nancy going up a staircase once or twice before, and the sight of her ass doing so was... choice. But walking beside her felt like a better idea.
But as we went up from second to third floors, we met two girls coming down. Two girls I very much did know, since I had been in classes with them last year. The stairs were too narrow for us all to pass unobstructed, so we paused to negotiate around each other.
"Alistaire?" exclaimed Terri Eisenstein, a mousy girl who had smushed the curve last year in our AP Calculus class, while still a junior no less. I bet myself that she was going to Harvard. My bet was based on the fact that she had smushed the curve in every class she was in, not just Calculus. That, and she proudly sported a brand new, but apparently daily worn, Harvard sweatshirt...
Terri's friend was Heather Quong, who was also graduating this year. Whereas Terri was plain and stuck out in my mind mostly for her 800 SAT scores and grades that were always higher than mine, Heather was friendly and clever but had also always been the proud possessor of a body that looked like a million bucks. In the year since I had last seen her, that valuation had increased... dramatically. That was somehow appropriate, given that she was a foreign student, and her dad's bank account looked like several billion.
Last spring, as my horizons had broadened in a veritable explosion, I had stayed well away from all the underclass girls, and frankly ignored almost all of them. Heather had been one that I had had to work to ignore. This year's Heather, with some seriously improved breasts that had been bouncing nicely coming down the stairs before we all paused to get past each other, would have been a challenge that I would not have been able to resist.
Had she been born a year earlier, I was utterly confident that I would have fucked Heather.
Gleefully.
I would have stared more than I did, were I not on those stairs with Nancy, who still outshone Heather by a lot. Not a whole lot, but a lot.
I still stared more than I should have.
Heather blushed. "Hi, Alistaire," she said quietly. "Back for Alumni Day?"
"I am," I said with a smile. "Hi, Terri. Heather. I heard Parvis was retiring and I could not resist seeing him one more time."
This brought nods of agreement. Parvis was a legend. It also brought renewed curious looks, wondering what the fuck I was doing going up to Nancy Green's apartment late at night if I was here to see Parvis. Those looks mostly were directed at Nancy, in the way girls know how to challenge without words.
My interest in seeing how Heather had grown up was largely shunted aside as I wondered how Nancy was going to explain my presence.
No explanation was forthcoming. "Well, I hope you girls have a good time," was all Nancy said. "Come on, Alistaire, let's let them get on with their evening."
And with that, we worked our way past the girls, both of them, if anything, staring even more intently at me. Heather quite deliberately dragged her hip against me as she went on down.
Five steps later, I could not help but look back over my shoulder, only to see her looking back at me.
Busted.
Then she flushed and turned away quickly. I realized that it was I who had caught her sneaking a peek.
That's my story, and I'm sticking to it.
Nancy caught my look and grinned, shaking her head. "That hot, that rich, and that flirty. Heather has been a menace all year."
"I was invisible to her almost my whole time here," I said, bemused. "Just now, she actually dragged her hip against me as she passed."
Nancy snorted. "I'm surprised it wasn't her ass."
We both laughed as we reached the third floor.
We walked down the hall toward her apartment, running into only two more girls. I recognized both, but my invisibility field had held for them, and they did not recognize me at all. They were still wide-eyed at Nancy bringing a man, a man younger even than her, up to her apartment.
She unlocked her door and we went in.
"Well, that was an interesting walk up here," I said.
"I thought I was going to lose you to Heather there for a moment," Nancy smirked.
"She is hot as Christmas," I admitted. "But," I added, giving Nancy a comprehensive looking over as openly as I could, "not a chance in hell."
Nancy gave the sort of chuckle only a woman as incandescent as she was could. "I do think I've put my legend upon this school with that little walk."
Um.
"Is that really such a good idea?" I asked, suddenly worried for her again. "I mean, the school is pretty conservative in some..."
She cut me off with a kiss. A brief one, simply a peck on the lips. It was just enough to stop my incipient urge to babble. It was also fucking fabulous. Nancy's lips were so sinuous...
"The school will live with it. Especially since my two-year fellowship is up in two weeks, and I will be gone."
"What? Wait! They aren't keeping you?" I was shocked. In addition to single-handedly raising the attractiveness of the entire faculty by about five notches, Bridget had always said that Nancy was a great teacher. I was prepared to be outraged.
Nancy laughed at me. "All this, and you are so sweet too." She smiled reassuringly. "Rocky and the trustees extended a flatteringly generous offer to me for a permanent faculty position here. But the semi-rural boarding school faculty life is not for me. We have discussed why," she added in a momentarily huskier voice. "I have a new position next year at an incredibly blue-blooded Boston day school, right in the city. I expect my social life will expand in the future."
"I'll bet it will," I said, happy for her but still unaccountably mad that my school was losing this incredible... asset.
She looked me up and down. "It already is improving." She bit her lower lip briefly, then turned toward her tiny kitchen. "I believe I offered you a beer earlier."
I took a step after her, caught her arm, and gently turned her back toward me. "I have other things I'd like to do with my mouth than drink beer," I said.
Pulling her into me, I kissed Nancy again. Thoroughly this time. She apparently gave no more shits about a drink than I did, and she flowed against me. Our lips crushed together hungrily, but her kiss remained a thing of grace. Her lips danced firmly against mine, and our tongues in seconds were languidly flowing against each other.
Her utterly rocking body pressed against me, my now quite hard cock pressing into her lower belly and her firm breasts molding to conform to my chest.
"It. Has been. A year," Nancy growled in the kind of frustration that I usually felt when rounding the final turn on a 3,000. You know the end is in sight, but it isn't over yet. "I need a good strong dicking, Alistaire. Here you are, unlooked for, and I would like one now!" she said needfully.
"We have some preliminaries to take care of," I admonished playfully.
"Alistaire," Nancy said matter-of-factly, "I am not screwing around with titfucking you first. I need dick in my pussy now. There hasn't been any there in a fucking year. And your sudden appearance is like manna from heaven. We have time for fun bits later, after you have done some dusting."
"Yes, ma'am, Ms. Green!" I laughed. She glared at me but refrained from breaking my arms over the last name. "But I cannot vouch for how long I can last in apex pussy without some preliminaries. I am at least," I went on, dragging my fingertips up her hosiery-clad legs just below her mid-thigh tweed skirt, "going to make sure you are as ready to let loose as I am before we begin."
"I want to say fuck off, I need fucking now," Nancy grumbled. Then she sighed, "But I really can't turn that offer down."
I drew my hands upwards along the nylon, pushing the hem of her skirt up as I went. But the nylon kept going, right up to her waistline.
"Pantyhose?" I asked incredulously.
"You practically have to wear it when you are a grown-up female teacher, Mister," Nancy said in exasperation.
"I've... never had to take pantyhose off before," I admitted.
"Really?"
"Who wears pantyhose anymore?" I asked petulantly.
"Everybody!" Nancy yelled.
I snorted at the ridiculousness of the situation. "Well, I am going to require a minute to get these off without putting a run in them, or whatever the term is," I chuckled. "Can I count on you to unwrap those fantastic orbs of yours for me while I work?"
"Alistaire," Nancy said, tugging her sweater off as she spoke, "you could just rip a hole in the gusset of those things and fuck me with them still on for all I care. They're an old pair!"
I paused, first to appreciate the sight of her rapidly yanking the back of her bra open, but also to think. "Really?" I asked.
Nancy's eyes narrowed at me, and then she grinned as she let the bra drop free and tossed it away.
I was nearly derailed by the sight of those spectacular tits dropping into view. My memory had not exaggerated them. They were as awesome as I remembered. But I focused back on what I was doing because new is always fascinating.
Her skirt was fully bunched around her waist and I knelt to gently caress her crotch, examining the seams for a moment. Then, before I could chicken out, I grabbed right where I figured I needed to and yanked. The fabric parted easily and spectacularly, leaving her whole groin free for my perusal.
A thong under there. Nice.
I bent and nuzzled the narrow strip that was the garment's front.
"You are still going to waste time with that?" Nancy almost wailed. "I am so ready to go!"
"Licking deliciousness is never a waste of time," I reproved her. Then I high-fived myself internally for deploying 'reprove', another SAT word. But I gave her no more opportunity to argue, stood, lifted her in my arms, and perched her on her small kitchen table.
She quivered in desperate resignation. I merely knelt before her as was totally appropriate.
I breathed on the thong, then tugged it gently, just enough to move the crotch aside, and began to devour her. Teasing her this time was not an option. She'd have killed me. But I could certainly drive my tongue deeply where she wanted my dick.
She was indeed utterly sodden down there, and I knew I could have stood and driven my dick into her easily, wet as she was. But she wasn't nearly ready to come yet. I was determined to fix that.
Truth be told, I was feeling in a bit of a hurry to get to the fucking myself, for obvious reasons.
Just as was the case the prior year, Nancy kept her lightly-colored bush neat and tidy, but she was neither shaven nor artfully trimmed. What she was, was delicious. And even better, her body reacted electrically to my tongue as it began questing in earnest.
"Damn," Nancy groaned. "Getting tangled up with you that night after your graduation was the best, stupidest thing I've ever done," she added through gritted teeth.
"Mmmm," I murmured around her clit. "Definitely one of the very best things I've ever done too," I said, lifting my face just enough to sound coherent. "But I have absolutely done so many stupider things!"
"What is stupid," Nancy growled, pushing my head back down those critical inches, "is not finishing what you started!" Her attempt at command petered out as her voice cried out and her hands lost their strength amid their trembles.
I almost had her coming. I kept at it but tried to subtly back off. She was so close to cooking off, but I didn't want her there quite yet. I reached down and unbuckled my belt as I licked. I unzipped, then stood rapidly.
Nancy mumbled something confused but distressed. I eased both her confusion and her distress by grabbing my cock and pressing it against her snatch. I saw her eyes light up, and I drove into her.
As before, she was tight as a drum, and the fact that she was already spasming a little, on the verge of orgasm, made it more difficult. But she was so wet, so needy, I was able to drive into her completely in but a second or two.
We must have been quite a sight. Me fucking her with my pants still on and around my waist even, and my shirt unmussed. Nancy was topless, her skirt around her waist, and her pantyhose ripped aside to give my cock access.
"Shiiiiiiit!" Nancy cried, falling over the edge of her completion even as I fully buried myself in her. She keened and bucked her hips. I thrust into her just a bit, enough to keep this erotic display of release going before me. Jesus, it felt good having her surround me.
"Oh wow," she gasped at last, sagging like a rag doll. "That was incredible. It was so unfair."
"Unfair?" I asked, still slowly sliding in and out of her. As slowly as I could make myself.
"I'm lying here like a wet mop, brain dribbling out my ears," Nancy said. At least I think those were her words. They were not very clear. But she got more coherent. "And you are nowhere near done yet!"
I murmured in agreement, still fucking her so very slowly.
"And you are still fucking me now," she added.
I wordlessly agreed again, thrusting a little faster.
"You are giving me such high goddamned expectations for all the men in my future," she grumbled.
"I hope you have high expectations for the rest of the evening," I smiled.
She just grinned at me. "But I need you to stop for the moment," she said, her head now fully back in order.
"Are you sure?" I teased, not quite ceasing my gentle slide in and out.
Wow! I did not instantly obey a gorgeous naked woman! This was a day of personal growth for me!
"Alistaire," Nancy said warningly.
I instantly stopped. Fuck personal growth. Obedience had always served me outstandingly.
She pushed me gently out from her and slid to her feet unsteadily from the table's edge.
"One, the table was getting uncomfortable," she said, tugging at my shirt pull it off. "Two, I really do want a drink. Maybe a Rum and Coke like we shared last year?" she went on. My shirt had been dismissed, and she was pushing my pants down now. How they had stayed up in the first place, I did not know.
"That actually sounds good," I said, working to unzip her skirt at the side so it could similarly slip to the floor.
Nancy caught sight of herself in the mirror, in nothing but ripped hose and a visibly displaced thong. "Ha! I almost want to leave on the pantyhose. I look like a pornstar. But I really like this thong and don't want it getting wrecked," she sighed.
As for me, I just watched as she worked the ruined nylon and mistreated panties down her legs.
Yes, I still had only seen those two pornos, way back when. But Nancy Green was way, way hotter than any of the five women in those two films.
Now both fully naked, we paused for a long, hungry kiss.
But we were thirsty too. Nancy made up two Rum and Cokes, stronger than I was really expecting, and we bolted them down.
She set down her glass and reached out to grab my still slightly sticky cock. She pulled me toward her by that handle. She did not release my dick, but she did run her other hand up and down my back, her breasts just barely grazing my chest.
"I've got to tell you something," she said silkily. "You and I have had some amazing sex," she went on, stroking my cock deliberately. "And we are going to have some more, right fucking now," she went on, her voice hardening. "But finally, this time, I am going to drive."
I just kissed her again.
She turned away from my kiss and walked toward the back of her small apartment, still leading me with her hand on my 'leash'. I followed obediently. Duh.
She did not look back at me as we entered her bedroom, just walking across the floor to beside her bed. She tugged me closer behind her until she was rubbing the head of my cock on her creamy ass.
Only a woman would bother to keep her bedroom this spotlessly neat and tidy in an apartment where she lived alone...
I reached around her and grabbed her breasts. I really loved those breasts... Nancy just paused for a few minutes and let me play with them, cooing happily.
But then she turned around, hand still gently massaging my cock. She had not released it at any point.
"I am going to fuck you good and long," Nancy said, looking up at me with one hell of a glint in her eye. "And hopefully repeatedly." Her hand stroked my cock more energetically now. "But if I remember correctly if I want the long part, I have a delicious 'preliminary' to take care of?"
I did not even have time to remember her callback before she sat down on the side of her mattress and gently but eagerly took me into her mouth. Her hand that still held me began to stroke me with serious intent.



I summoned every bit of experience and strength I had to make this last. After all we had done already this evening, I knew it would not take long to send me off, but I wanted to enjoy this very, very much.
In moments, I was enjoying it very, very much. Fortunately, though, Nancy also seemed committed to letting me enjoy it for a while. The way she was sliding my cock in and out of her mouth felt amazing, but not intent enough to push me over through my resistance.
It did not last long, that initial sucking. Not because I came, but because she let me free for a moment and leaned over to her bedside drawer. She opened it and removed a small white plastic bottle with a Granny Smith apple on the label and a green plastic flip-top.
"A lonely single girl really needs this stuff," she said, suddenly almost shamefaced. "But it is fun when the girl isn't lonely either!" With that, she popped the top and squirted a shitload of goo all over my cock. That shit was the slickest stuff I'd ever felt and I moaned as her hands spread it all up and down my cock.
It smelled of apples. No, it smelt of apple-flavored Jolly Ranchers.
But rather than put my apparently apple-flavored cock back in her mouth, Nancy leaned forward and pressed her tits around it. She began to rock back and forth and my dick slid so marvelously smoothly between them, the feeling was next level.
"I was the first to do this to you, wasn't I?" Nancy asked hungrily.
"Yes," I moaned.
"I'll bet you've done it with others by now, haven't you?" she continued her interrogation as she slid those mounds up and down around me.
"Yes," I moaned again.
"Well, it is going to be even better this time than the first," she laughed.
"How?" I gasped, genuinely puzzled about how that was possible.
"Because I have cleaning supplies here," she laughed, increasing the rate she stroked my cock with her tits. "I don't have to make sure you come in my mouth. I want to see as well as feel one of these loads you produce. You can come on my tits, or my face, whichever it is," Nancy said.
Coming in her mouth would hardly have been a problem for me, of course, but now that she mentioned not letting me come on her tits before, I was suddenly very invested in doing so this time around.
My hips began moving, entirely of their own accord.
Nancy laughed at this and arched her spine a little, holding still so I could fuck away, my artificially frictionless cock driving into her spectacular tits. I looked down at the crazy hot vista and marveled at how rigid her nipples were.
My cock surged eagerly, and all resolve to extend this experience flew out the window. Neither of us had anywhere to go, my flight the next day was late in the afternoon, and I was planning on going as long as it took this evening to utterly exhaust us both.
Bridget would expect no less of me, come to think of it.
I could come right now, and I very much wanted to do so.
"Speaking of coming," I grunted.
"Do it," Nancy purred.
I threw my head back ecstatically and thrust hard. I felt my cock fountain out an initial burst of jizz and I kept thrusting. The second rope came while my tip was buried between Nancy's mounds, smearing the already super-slick enclosure further. In an instant, the grasp of those breasts relaxed and a hand grabbed my cock, jacking it furiously. Again, I spurted. And again.
And I sagged, cross-eyed.
I shook my head to clear my vision and stared happily down at Nancy.
Yeah.
She had wanted to be painted, and I had obliged. Her amazing tits were just smeared all over with my jizz, in between as well as across their sumptuous upper curves. I had shot a rope up her throat. Splatter was all over her face, mostly around her mouth, which looked as if she had just messily eaten a Cinnabon.
Unfortunately, it appeared that I had also missed her entirely with one eruption, as there was a long white streak beyond her left shoulder, marring the dark blue fabric of her comforter!
"Oops," I said, pointing this out to her.
Nancy turned toward the splatter and snorted, looking back at me wryly.
"Sorry?" I said with a grimace.
She just shook her head and laughed, "Alistaire, if we don't trash this bed so thoroughly tonight that I even have to wash the clean reserve bedding in the closet, I will be very disappointed."
"I shall endeavor to comply," I bowed, still a little bleary.
"But damn," Nancy said, feeling her face and looking down at her breasts, "I had planned on just wiping all this up into my mouth as I rode you, but I really do need to get a rag or something!" She hopped up. "Like that cock of yours itself, Alistaire, this really is too much!"
Fuck, that ass of hers was too much as well, bouncing along as she popped into the bathroom for a towel.
Something had been said about riding me, and I was eager to get ready for that. I twitched the now sticky comforter off the bed and leapt onto it, lying back comfortably against the headboard.
Damn, Nancy didn't even keep an excessive number of pillows and cushions on her bed! There couldn't have been more than seven in total...
Nancy swiftly reappeared, looking even more sensational coming than she had going. The jizz from her breasts had been wiped more or less clean. She had not touched her face, however, except for clearing a blob that had been threatening to drip down into her eye.
She stood beside the bed and twisted her torso as she looked down at me appraisingly. She wiped a streak of cum from her cheek and popped it into her mouth, sucking suggestively on her finger. "You have gotten soft there, Mister," she teased.
"Not that soft," I protested. I was a long way from limp. "And what you are doing is correcting what problem there is quickly!" I added, as Nancy theatrically wiped another patch of my cum into her mouth.
Nancy just smiled. "I think you are in about perfect condition," she purred, climbing up onto the bed and throwing one leg over me. She knelt over me, her crotch right over mine, and looked down at me hungrily. She stroked me gently. "This cock is still plenty stiff enough for me to work it inside of me," she said, executing her plan even as she enunciated it. My cock, still slick from both my own jizz and all that lube, slid home inside her easily, despite its less than stone-hard condition.
Enunciated. SAT word for the win!
Well, actually, it was my cock entering Nancy Green for the win, but you know me...
"Now I can sit here, doing nothing," she purred, her inner muscles giving the lie to that part of her plan, "while I enjoy the sensation of this monster coming fully to life inside me!"
I just reached up and began to play with her slippery, delicious tits like an infantile child handed a squeeze ball.
"Enjoying yourself?" Nancy practically giggled.
I tugged on her nipples. "Just doing my part to hasten your plan to fruition," I said, not lifting my eyes from her tits as I squeezed them.
She laughed and rolled forward, keeping my cock inside her. I kept my hands determinedly on her tits and she pressed my hands back until they were trapped between my chest and hers.
Perfect.
We began to kiss deeply. Rum and Coke never tasted so good. I wanted to grab her ass, but that would have meant releasing her tits, and my hands were trapped anyway. I felt my cock twitch as it began to rally further, and I decided to compromise. I worked one hand free from between us and clamped it instantly down on the gently flexing perfection of Nancy's ass, while the appendage still trapped between us vigorously massaged the breast it still desperately clutched.
My cock twitched some more.
"Ohhhh," Nancy moaned lightly. "You getting hard inside me, pushing deeper as you do, is just what I was hoping for. Go on, fondle me as much as you want. Just keep getting harder," she groaned.
Her words were arousing me as fast as her body. Almost as fast.
We kissed some more, tongues battling for supremacy on the frontiers of our lips, and I became harder still.
Nancy grabbed the sides of my head, running her fingers through my unruly mop. Her body clenched down on its growing guest.
I felt myself to be as hard as I could be suddenly, and my hips twitched involuntarily. I took this cue and pushed my hips up fully, lifting Nancy up, then I pulled out quickly, just an inch, before pushing back into her hard. That one tiny thrust sent an explosion of ecstasy into my brain.
But Nancy pushed down on me, holding my still after my impertinence.
"I'm driving, remember?" She hissed in my ear. She arched her back up sinuously, braced her hands together on my chest, thrust her breasts toward me, and began to slowly ride.
She had smeared some of the remaining cum from her face onto mine as we had kissed, but much of it was still on her cheeks and lips. She did not pause her easy rise and fall along my shaft as she wiped another fingertip full off her face and sucked it suggestively into her mouth.
Can anything a woman does once your cock is already actively inside her truly be called suggestive anymore? I need another word for that...
Her hips flexed magnificently as she enveloped me over and over while she continued to clean her face. I stared at the process, transfixed, but I did spare the mental resources needed to resume playing with those tits of hers.
We went like that for a long, comfortable time, wordlessly. The only sounds were the wet noise of her taking more, then less, then more of me inside her again, over and over in a relentless series of rises and falls.
She finished cleaning her face and smiled at me in satisfaction. She had missed an obvious drop on her felt temple, but whatever.
She paused and grinned. "Ready to ride?" she asked merrily.
"Your steed awaits," I answered arrogantly and in kind. I dropped my hands down to her hips and held her tight.
Nancy rode up and down, just a little faster at first, but she increased her pace quickly and powerfully.
"Wow, you feel so good," I moaned. It was an exquisite agony as I forced my body not to simply leap into control of the proceedings. My hands squeezed her hips, despite herself, helping pull her up and down along my shaft. But I let her still set the pace. This ride was her show.
And what a fucking show.
It went on and on. She lifted both our arousals with an accelerated pace, but every time she did so, she would slow down to extend the experience.
The woman knew what she was doing, is what I'm saying. And she knew it. I could see it in her eyes.
But finally, as she lifted our arousal again, especially hers, her body would not let her retreat. Nancy began absolutely slamming herself up and down on me, her voice broke free in loud cries, and my eyes widened and my focus narrowed. Mostly, my focus narrowed on her flailing tits, free and wild with her abandon.
Nancy lost her rhythm. Her head tossed, I felt her body spasming around me, and she started swearing incoherently. But loudly. I held on grimly, my body wanting to come desperately. But I was determined to hold off until she was fully ecstatic.
Any trace of words in Nancy's cries vanished and I felt her orgasm take her atop me.
My control slipped and it felt as if all my body rushed up my shaft and into her. She cried even louder as she felt me fill her. She kept desperately moving up and down my shaft, as we came together.
Our coupling sort of petered out, but deliciously slowly. Nancy just kept pulsing atop me, then slumped forward, still squeezing herself around my cock. I wrapped my arms around her and held her shuddering body against my own, quivering in synchronized vibration.
"Well, that went well," Nancy breathed as her body at last stilled.
"Fair to middlin'," I gasped in reply.
Neither of us had the energy to laugh more than feebly.
She rolled to the side and off of me, my now finally limp cock flopped wetly free of her as she went.
"Hmmph," she snorted, looking at me. "It does deflate sometimes. The thing even looks human now."
"Well, you still look transcendent," I replied tartly. "Just be awesome like that for about 20-30 minutes, and it will rally nicely, thank you."
"That fast?" she asked skeptically.
"Give or take," I shrugged. "Maybe a few more, given how awesome that was," I said. "Or a few less, given how awesome you are."
She just smiled in feline fashion and stretched similarly.
"Good, then I have time for a quick snack. Want some?"
"Sure!" I said, regaining interest in life at the question. But I had been burned a time or two by that question in similar circumstances. "Wait. What are we talking about?"
Nancy displayed energy she should not have possessed and leapt light to her feet. She admittedly wobbled a little as she pranced nakedly across the floor to her desk and opened a drawer.
"Skittles!" she cried like she was withdrawing Excalibur from the stone. "I keep a bag for emergencies."
Sweet!
She turned to grab a bowl from the kitchen, but as she was pouring the bag of candy into it, the bright flash of a notification twinkled from the back of her phone.
"Who could be texting me at this time?" she asked absently and picked up the phone, just like the obedient tech slaves that I and everyone less than ten years older than me are. "Bridget? Now?"
I had a bad feeling I could not define as she opened the phone to read the text.
"Ha! Not hardly," Nancy said to herself, typing quickly.
"What?" I asked suspiciously.
"She wanted to know if I was done with you yet," Nancy smiled at me evilly. "I just told her not hardly, but that she caught us taking a Skittles break between sessions."
I shook my head in wry amusement. Bridget loved Skittles.
"Wait. This is a group text?" Nancy said in confusion. "How many people are in this thing?" She looked up at me. "Bridget is talking to me in a fucking group chat with a bunch of other people... about having sex with you!"
I facepalmed.
"The Sisterhood of Alistaire's Travelling Penis?" she yelped. Then she laughed. "That is genius. All of your ex-lovers are in this thing?"
"Who said anything about ex?" I said, unable to help myself.
"Well, I am sure not an ex," Nancy snorted. "And I am now a part of this monstrosity," she mused. She looked across the room at me. "I can see why lots of women might want to not be exes."
Nancy read another text, smirked, looked at me, and typed something.
She laughed involuntarily at something, covering her mouth as if scandalized. She looked up at me, almost hiding behind her phone.
"What?" I asked plaintively. "If they haven't already said, I'm not allowed to read anything in that text chain. But you are allowed to tell me what it says if you want. Please?"
"They just asked what you were doing," she smiled at me. She was remaining on the other side of the room from me. The view was still spectacular, but I was noticing a distinct absence of Skittles within my reach. "I simply said you were lying on my bed, naked, temporarily flaccid, and looking awesome."
"Flaccid! You had to mention that?"
"Egomaniac!" she accused. "It seems to have caused quite a stir. Several claim to have never seen you limp and demanded a picture."
"The fuck you say!" I yelped. "Wait! When you hid behind your phone. Were you taking a picture of me?"
"Maybe," she said in an astoundingly unconvincing attempt at shy innocence.
"Fuck this," I growled, sitting up. "Did you?"
"Yes?" she said, growing serious. "I am really sorry if it upsets you, Alistaire, but I believe that everyone in that chat, whoever they are, has seen you naked before."
I just shook my head.
"I'm not feeling modest," I snapped. "It's just that out of all those women, I don't have a nude or even a simply topless picture of a single one of them! It's not fair."
I stomped to my feet and tromped around in a circle for a moment at the injustice of this cruel world. In so doing, I took my eyes off Nancy for just a moment.
My phone flashed in the pocket of my pants on the floor.
Huh?
I pulled it free and saw an Airdrop request from Nancy.
I glared at her, and she smiled evilly back. I accepted the file.
In the seconds I had not looked at her, she had taken a selfie.
A topless selfie.
A topless selfie with her making the most obnoxious Instagram pose imaginable, complete with duckface, dutch angle, and a peace sign. But it was a topless selfie of Nancy Green, so it was the sexiest image on the planet at the moment.
My hands trembled as I held the phone, somehow more fixated by the jpeg of topless Nancy than the sight of naked Nancy physically right in front of me.
I heard a clunk as the dish of Skittles was set down beside me. I absently devoured a handful. Nancy kept texting with her new conspirators.
Had they ever texted in real time while I was having sex with one before?
Probably, I sighed.
"Everyone is very contrite about the picture of you, Alistaire," Nancy chuckled.
"I'll bet. Are they deleting it?"
"I am sure that they are not," she laughed.
"Figures," I said, eating more Skittles and clutching the image of the only justice in the world.
My phone flashed again, sounding Mary and Maddie's group ringtone.
My eyes widened, and I opened the text. It was a photo of four breasts. Four naked breasts. Four naked, identical breasts. No face, but wow.
Another text. Beth?
I opened it, expecting something along the lines of, "Not a chance in Hell, bucko."
No.
It was a full-length nude, as she reclined on a bed in what I assumed was her dorm room.
Wow.
Wait. There was a poster of a baseball player in the background. Not sure who, but he had on red socks. That was not Beth's dorm room. It was some guy's dorm room! And her picture sure as hell was no selfie!
Had Beth just gotten some dude she was hooking up with to take a naked picture of her to send to me?
BETH: FYI, Harry, the guy who took this picture, does NOT get to keep a copy for himself
BETH: He is currently enjoying the real thing. Or the real thing is enjoying him...
Who the fuck was Harry? I had not heard his name. Beth did seem to have an active social life, of course, though she often complained to Ben and me that her college harem did not have any members who were designated similarly to us.
Another text. Another picture. Ronnie!
I stared at Nancy in wonder. "Are they all going to send me titpics?" I asked in wonder at yet new awesomeness in my life.
"I doubt it," Nancy chuckled, still reading. "Those who have sent you pictures are lobbying the rest, but most of them are saying things along the lines of, "Not a chance in hell."
She snorted. "Bridget is just sending gif after gif of various randos laughing like idiots."
Typical.
A text alert came from Bridget. An image had been sent.
My hands trembled as my fingers stabbed at the message. This was aweso...
BRIDGET: {GIF of some rando laughing like an idiot}
Stabbed in the heart, I sought solace in my new collection of the best photography on Earth.
"I've got to get one of those encrypted image vault apps," I muttered to myself.
"Just use wherever you store your porn," Nancy snorted.
"I don't have any porn!" I yelped, wounded.
"Every guy has a spank bank," Nancy snorted skeptically. "Hell, I have one."
"Why would I want one?" I asked.
She snorted more skeptically.
I just wordlessly extended my arms out before me, palms up and fingers spread. I gestured to indicate her. I spread my arms wide and gestured to indicate everyone else, specifically everyone else in that fucking group chat.
I loved my new pictures, but I did not need them. I have an excellent memory.
Nancy laughed. She lifted her phone and read aloud as she typed. "Hey, guys, time, Skittles, and all the extra walk-on boobs have Alistaire in a condition to continue our activities. I'll get to know you more tomorrow, right now I have to go suck that magnificent thing some more."



She tossed her phone aside and walked toward me. I drank in her body as she approached. Yep, I was half-hard already, and maybe the pictures helped. But if so, they only accelerated the process. Nancy needed some more attention.
And I needed to give it to her.
------------
Thanks for reading, everybody! As always, please rate, favorite, and especially comment. The last chapter was the end of Al's first semester, and this one is the end of his first year. Let me know how you think he's doing, and what you imagine he will do next!
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This story is set during the summer after Alistaire's first year at USC.
As always, while I hope things remain plausible, I am certain they remain ridiculous. Have fun!
----------
The One With The Interview
----------
I elected to stay in Los Angeles over the summer after my first year at USC. I intended for California to be my home after all, and I was still working to become acclimated to its somewhat alien ways. I decided to enroll for one intensive class over the summer months, which allowed me to stay in the dorms. This was handy. I also took a part-time job on campus which kept me busy and my car gassed up. Barely.
Gas is expensive in California!
Most of my female friends went home for the summer, which sucked. But Hannah stayed on campus like me, which did not suck.
Well, it did suck, but only in various wonderful ways.
There was also a girl named Catherine whom I met at my campus job who definitely made the summer fun as well. She dropped out midway through the following Fall, though, which sucked in all the bad ways.
All that aside, I did still have to go home and see my parents at some point, right?
Scheduling this was tough, between my class, my work, and my parents' schedules, especially my mom's busy itinerary. I finally managed a twelve-day window in August, shortly before the fall semester was going to begin. It was comforting to be home, and so good to see my parents for the first time since we went to Telluride at Christmas.
The days I ended up choosing definitely turned out to be less than ideal, however. First off, the period coincided with the worst heat wave back home that I could remember. That distinction is not that impressive, but the heat was also about the worst my father could remember, so it was a scorcher for the books! Much more irritatingly, almost all of my local friends were elsewhere, either for the whole summer or just that time period.
Jessica, God bless her (or bless me, I guess), was around the first five days before she left for a conference. She was extremely happy to take advantage of me being there without her daughters around to make her "share the wealth," she had said.
We snuck around carefully when we did spend time together. If I had hung out with her daughters, my parents would have just had fun teasing me. I could not imagine what the fuck they would have said if they found out I was having that kind of fun with a forty-two year-old!
Regardless, especially once Jessica had to go out of town as well, my parents were a little freaked out at how I was hanging around the house so much.
"So all your friends, other than the one you've worked so hard to hide from us, are really out of town the whole time?" my mother asked me one morning as my father and I were fighting over the last strip of bacon.
"What? Who?" I asked nervously. "What are you talking about?"
Dad laughed. "Come on, kid! You were off swaining around clandestinely with somebody for the first few days after you first got home, but now even she, whomever she is, seems to have disappeared. I'm worried you are going to start associating coming home with being bored!"
"I can't say who you seem to be talking about," I said loftily, choosing those words extremely carefully. But in so doing, I took my eyes off the table and Dad swiped the last slice of pig goodness.
"Come on, darling. It is not like we don't know the life you are living," Mom laughed, steadfastly refusing to produce more bacon. "It's not like we aren't familiar with it ourselves."
Oh cripes. This was going to be one of those breakfasts where I wanted to die...
"I do wonder why he has been so hellbent on keeping whomever this is out of our sight," Mom observed to Dad, pretending to ignore me. "He was damned near literally rubbing them in our faces by the end of last summer."
"I should have been so lucky," Dad muttered. But not quietly enough.
"Dennis!" Mom hissed, too good-naturedly for my comfort.
With Dad momentarily quelled, Mom mused wordlessly. She snapped her fingers. "I'll bet he's got himself another MILF! That would explain the secrecy."
"Mom!"
They ignored my protest.
"Yeah," Dad said thoughtfully. "He did so damned well with his first, I imagine he might be interested in more..."
"'So damned well', Dennis?" Mom asked tartly. "Sloane is 'so damned well'?"
"Guys!" I almost wailed.
Dad just grinned at Mom. "You've seen her. Al's seen a lot more of her. That woman is an Achievement."
Mom glared at him theatrically. "So you expect him to be into MILFs, hmmm?" She threw a biscuit at him. Well, half a biscuit, but still.
"I'm certainly into my MILF," Dad leered. He even rose out of his chair to lean across the table toward Mom. She just smiled and started to lean toward him in turn.
I fled. I outright fled. I finally slowed down in familiar territory. It was nice to hide out at, er, I mean check in on the office of the free paper where I had worked the prior summer...
I took an extra two-mile loop on my morning run the next day, only to find that my parents had held breakfast until my return.
Uh oh. More of this?
I sat down warily, and Mom did not make me wait. "I do worry that you don't have much to do, darling," she said.
Here we go again, I flinched.
But she was going in another direction. "Your father and I are driving a couple of hours up to visit some people tomorrow. It is a business-slash-social get-together and a bit of a pool hangout in their backyard. If you don't have plans, why don't you come with us? I hate to leave you on your own all day... unless you have other plans?" she added sweetly.
I did not have other plans, alas. Also, heat wave, remember? Even if it was just a bunch of dusty old people talking about golf or whatever, I could use a few good hours pruning up in cool poolwater.
"Sounds good," I shrugged. At least with other people around, I could avoid any more embarrassment from my parents.
Right?
*
When we hopped in the car early the next morning, I saw Dad punching in an address in the Research Triangle area. It was going to be a bit of a trip...
I yet again refrained from taking official notice that after Mom's big deal, I got a used Nissan, while Dad had gotten a brand-new Tesla Model S, the version with warp drive or whatever. At least my car made noise when you hit the accelerator...
Our ride up was uneventful except for when about halfway through, Mom turned around to look at me where I luxuriated in the huge back seat, texting with Bridget and Maddie. I was being interrogated about various friends at USC, and I was ducking the questions quite adroitly, I thought.
"I suppose you need a briefing, Alistaire," she said briskly.
"A what?" I asked.
"I said this is a business thing for me, so that makes you part of my team for the day. Our host is a star senior executive at a startup I've been shepherding for years now, one that we are taking public on the New York Stock Exchange very soon. Our subject loves working startups and can't stand big companies, and since his current startup is about to become a very big company, everyone expects he is going to retire yet again very soon. Just like he did after his first startup was bought out."
"I've never met him myself," Mom went on in her presentation voice. "I put his boss, Thalia Williams, into the company back when I arranged the first big round of financing for them. Since she knows she will be losing him soon anyway, she thinks he would be a good candidate for a position like hers at one or another of my other, more nascent projects. We are going to visit so I can check him out as a person. Thalia will be there too."
This all seemed entirely on-brand for my mother, and entirely unimportant to me. I nodded in understanding and was about to go back to dodging Maddie's more persistent inquiries about Ronnie when Mom turned back around in her seat.
"A couple of final things," she added. "First, we are all pretending he does not know the purpose of my visit, so don't be rude by bringing it up openly," she said firmly. I nodded. She paused, still looking at me.
"Second, under no circumstances are you to go and fuck Thalia Williams."
"What?" I gasped. Even Dad chortled in surprise.
"She is an extremely attractive single woman in her mid-forties. If she had kids, she would be a textbook 'MILF'. Just up your alley, apparently," Mom said, almost glaring at me. "Thalia is a friend of mine. If it was just that, I wouldn't begrud..." Mom cut herself off before she said something that was about to mindwipe me. Then she went on. "But she is also a very valuable business asset for me in many ways, and I will not have your adventurism complicating my working relationship with her. Am I clear? Do not fuck Thalia," she said in the exact Mom Tone she used to use to tell me not to drink milk from the carton.
"Mom! What are you talking about? I..."
"Am. I. Clear?"
"Yes ma'am," I said, a little wide-eyed.
Fuck. Now I was sitting there speculating about just how hot this Thalia woman must be.
"The fiancée Monica is supposed to be hot too," Mom went on, talking to Dad. "But at least in her case, I don't have to worry about her getting swept up with some random young man like Alistaire." She paused. "I only have to worry there about you keeping your eyes behaved, Dennis!"
Dad made no promises, damn him.I had to make promises...
Bemused, I went back to my texting.
ME: I have just been ordered by my mother, out of the blue, to NOT fuck this business executive I told you we were going to hang out with today.
That got laugh responses from both Bridget and Maddie.
MADDIE: Gonna obey?
I rolled my eyes.
ME: You know my mom. I value my life.
BRIDGET: Tell us that again once you've seen this woman. I'll bet she is wicked hot if your mom is worried about you being You that much
BRIDGET: We are going to need a picture regardless. I'm curious
ME: Fat chance I'm going to be taking pictures of my Mom's business associate!
Maddie just sent the wide-open eyes emoji to me.
Idiots. Both of them. Sexy idiots.
*
The house was in a very nice suburban neighborhood, almost as nice as ours. It was almost as big as ours, too. There was only one extraneous car parked out front, a black Range Rover, so I guessed that this was going to not be a crowded event.
Great. I was going to be bored, with nothing to distract me from the mythical Thalia's rocking older bod. Mostly, I was going to be bored. Better than being bored at home, I supposed. And better than being hot.
Pool water. Pool water.
The door opened to a tall, good-looking man, just a bit younger than my parents, if I was guessing. He was wearing board shorts and a very cool-looking Hawaiian shirt with only a few buttons done up.
"Ms. D'Abruzzi-Taylor? Judge Taylor?" he asked brightly. "I'm glad you could come."
"Sophia will do," Mom said with a smile.
"If you drop a 'your honor' on me, we will have a fight," my dad added, half smart-ass, full serious. "Dennis," he instructed, smiling as he firmly shook Mr. Howard's hand.
"Clark," Mr. Howard told Dad. Their handshake could have been featured in an instructional video on the etiquette of manly handshakes.
"You must be Alistaire," he added, looking at me. "I got an email that we were to have an extra."
"Nice to meet you, sir," I said, shaking his hand in my best imitation of Dad as I followed my parents into his house.
"I'm sorry, Alistaire," Mr. Howard went on. "My daughter goes to UNC and my backyard is often crammed with her friends on hot weekends like this. But not today." He shrugged apologetically.
I smiled a de nada at him.
A very attractive woman came smoothly out of what I could see was the kitchen. "Hello! Welcome," the blonde said with a broad smile. "I'm Monica," she added, shaking my mother's, and then my father's hand. I was standing behind them, so she contented herself with a huge smile and a wave at me. "Alistaire, right?" she asked, her eyes twinkling almost saucily. "I'm sorry you got dragged all the way up here for a boring old adult cookout. I'll have to see if we can keep you entertained somehow," she said in an alarmingly suggestive manner.
"Behave, Monica," Mr. Howard said in a voice that did not sound reproving at all. It was instantly apparent that he doted on his fiancée, which made me unable to understand how I did not receive even the faintest territorial side-eye from him at her sally.
Worse, my mother chose to throw me under the bus. "Do watch out for this one," she laughed, jerking her thumb at me. "He is more aggressive than he looks."
What had I done to you, Mom?
My nonplussed reaction to this thirtysomething knockout's flirty attitude was not helped by the fact she wore a bikini. A bikini and nothing more than a gauzy coverup obviously only thrown around her waist when she came into the house on whatever errand. It was not a racy bikini, really. But on her racy body, it looked that way anyway.
"I hope you brought suits," Monica said, leading all of us now toward the back of the house. "It is hot as hell out there, but that's where Clark and I spend our free time when it is warm."
"Dennis and I have our suits on underneath," Mom said easily. "Alistaire, please tell me you remembered yours?"
"Mom," I said. "I'm wearing it." I indicated my board shorts, which were longer and looser than even Mr. Howard's.
"These kids today, with their baggy swimsuits," Dad shook his head, clearly including Mr. Howard and his board shorts in the social commentary. It earned him a good laugh from the man himself.
At least with this Monica around, I would not be distracted by the Thalia lady whom I had weirdly been instructed not to fuck.
Right?
Wrong.
As we exited, the woman who had to be Thalia was rising from one of the chaises. Her strong but smiling face and the short, brown hair that I instinctively knew was usually styled in a severe way, but was sporting an appealing wave on this afternoon, were the least appealing things about her. She did not have the bombshellish curves of Monica, but she was lean and Freaking. In. Shape. Her breasts filled out the top of the bikini she wore in modest but arresting fashion, and the bikini itself was actually a little more revealing than Monica's, while somehow coming off as less aggressive. The brief glimpse I had caught of her ass as she rose had been enough to worry me.
"Hello, Sophia!" she said enthusiastically, moving swiftly toward my mother.
Both my frigging father and even Mr. Howard were giving the woman a very approving looking over. Swell.
Our host resumed his role and said to my parents, "Beer and White Claws are here in the fridge, along with a pretty good box wine. I can get you a cocktail inside if you prefer." He turned to me. "Unless you are 21, Alistaire, I have a variety of sodas and other drinks in the cooler by the grill." He looked at me as if expecting whining or pushback about my age.
I don't much give a damn about alcohol, so as long as he had Sprite, I was golden. Mr. Howard seemed to be impressed I hadn't tried to maneuver around his little edict. I simply went and found a Sprite.
When I rose from the cooler, I was treated to the sight of my fucking mother just outright pulling her shirt off over her head while remarking on the heat.
Please, not a bikini on Mom too!
I have seen my Mom in a bikini. Even at her age, I have to admit my Mom can crush a bikini. I absolutely did not sign up for hanging out around a pool all day while my mom crushed a bikini.
She had worn a one-piece. Thank God.
Alas, while it was at least not a racy one-piece, it wasn't that demure either.
Then Mom went and just dropped her loose pants as well. Worse, I was certain that she was standing so as to present the best views of her disrobing toward Mr. Howard. The looks she shot my father right after made it clear it had been retaliation for the ogling of Monica and Ms. Williams that Dad had indulged himself in.
Mr. Howard, damn him, certainly seemed to enjoy my mother's show.
I wanted to do something disapproving, but I have keen survival instincts.
The grill was not to be lit for another hour or so, so everyone fell into conversation. It was an education watching my mother operate, as she, despite being a guest, manipulated everyone into the conversational pattern she wanted.
She, of course, focused on Mr. Howard. He was her mission today after all. She sicced Dad on Mr. Howard's fiancée, full knowing that would result in Dad examining the generous cleavage on display in that bikini all afternoon long. But Mom does her due diligence, or has someone do it for her. In this case, she would inevitably interrogate Dad at length about Monica's suitability as an executive spouse later. That would matter, if Mom deployed Mr. Howard to do her bidding at some other company. Mom is pretty insistent that a good home life is a critical indicator of potential success for an executive. She would doubtless also enjoy giving Dad ample crap for his inevitable cleavage perusal. I looked forward to that, at least. It would also provide cover from any discussion of my own inevitable cleavage examination...
Unfortunately for me, or for Ms. Williams (Thalia I was briskly informed), or for both of us in different ways, that meant the two of us were left over to socialize.
This was not ideal.
I mean, Thalia was a nice, smart lady, and was interesting to talk to. She started with all the usual adult questions for a guy my age: How is USC? What is my major? That kind of routine stuff. Once we got into talking about her and Mr. Howard's company though, I found myself quite interested.
The problem was my mother's bizarre prohibition. The fact that fucking this woman would be a bad idea was hardly surprising to me. The fact that Mom had outright suggested it as a byproduct of forbidding it was the bizarre part.
But it kept the idea of fucking Thalia in the front of my mind...
Thalia was very attractive. And I have a hard time not looking at an attractive woman of any age. But if I am also involuntarily speculating about fucking her while looking at any woman, there is a near certainty that I will start Looking at her. My Look, for whatever reason, is a powerful thing. Weird as that idea is, the facts are clear.
And my Looking at someone, especially someone like Thalia, is, best case scenario, going to make her uncomfortable, and I'd hate to be rude like that. Worst case scenario, it might make her want to suck my cock. Wonderful as that idea and others increasingly seemed, I, let me repeat, have keen survival instincts.
But it would be glorious, wouldn't it? Thalia really was hot. And the Looking that I had so far been unable to avoid was alarmingly not making her seem all that uncomfortable.
I liked life.
I wanted to continue to live it.
With some difficulty, I forced myself to decide to scrape Thalia off on my father and Monica. I moved us over to them and declared that I wanted to give cooling off in the pool a try.
Alarmingly, Monica replied, "That sounds like a sound idea. Maybe we all should take a dip?" she asked, indicating herself, Thalia, and my father.
"I think I'll wait until after we eat," my father the judge said judiciously, and he seamlessly turned to include Thalia in their conversation. His words let me escape to my own devices. I don't know whether the old man was trying to help Mom by getting me away from Thalia, or if he was simply glad to add Thalia to his buffet of visual delights.
I plopped into the water and swam for a bit before I grabbed my phone from beside the pool and scrolled some memes while staying wet and cool. There was a text waiting.



BRIDGET: No, srsly, you are going to need to send pictures of this BEILF. Everybody wants to see
What?
ME: Do you guys all instantly inform each other whenever something weird happens to me?
ME: And what is a BEILF?
BRIDGET: A Business Executive I'd Like to Fuck
Looking up at my father with Monica and Thalia, I grinned to myself and surreptitiously took a picture of the three of them.
With a whoosh, it was sent to Bridget and Maddie.
ME: Oh very well then, here she is
The delay before a response was short.
MADDIE: I don't know which one she is, but I'm going to assume you will just fuck the other one instead {grinning angel emojii}
Thank god I was safe there!
ME: The blonde is our host's fiancée. I'm obviously safe from her
BRIDGET: Yeah. This Thalia lady is hot. If I never hear from you again, I'll assume you succumbed and your mother killed you
Maddie piled on.
MADDIE: Yeah. Been nice knowing you, Alistaire
BRIDGET: For what it is worth, with no shirt on, your dad is pretty goddamn hot, too
Shiiiiit...
Then the traitorous wenches left me alone with no much-needed distractions.
I prayed for such a distraction. Thalia had been standing with her left side toward me for a while, and that head-to-toe, bikini-clad profile was...
When you send up a prayer, sometimes God delivers... via express courier.
"Hey, Pappa-Doodle!" called a voice from around the side of the house. "You have guests?"
Mr. Howard perked up and turned toward the newcomer. "Becca! We have just a few, but you are always welcome, kiddo."
From down in the pool, my view of the newcomer was blocked by a large planting.
"You don't have a crowd, do you?" our host went on, suddenly less certain of himself.
"Just me and Carol today. Who do we have here?" the young female voice asked.
"Taylors, this is my daughter Becca and her friend Carol," Mr. Howard said waving at the two girls still out of my sight. "They are seniors at UNC. Girls, this is Judge Taylor and his wife Sophia, from whom all money for my employment flows.
Dad seemed quite focused on the new arrivals. Then he smiled my way in a manner that seemed both very promising and quite alarming.
"Over in the pool is their son, Alistaire," Mr. Howard said, pointing in my direction. "Alistaire goes to USC."
The daughter and her friend came around from beyond the planting bed to look my way and wave.
Yeah. Distractions had arrived all right.
I popped out of the water before I realized I was doing so. "Hi!" I waved tentatively.
"I'm cooking some food in about half an hour," Mr. Howard told his daughter. "Go harass Alistaire until I draft one of you to sous chef for me."
I got another look from both of them. They made a few seconds of polite noise at my parents, then sauntered over my way.
"You don't have to entertain me," I said drily as they approached.
"Any day is a good day when we can give some shit to a Gamecock," the one I soon figured out was Carol said with an easy smile.
"Why does everyone assume I go to South Carolina?" I grumbled in spite of myself. "I go to the real USC. Southern Cal."
The two of them looked at each other then, in a unison that nearly rivaled Mary and Maddie's, both said, "Oooooh! A Trojan!"
I laughed and they laughed harder.
"It is way too hot," Becca said. "Don't let us keep you out of the water. We came over to get in ourselves."
With that, both girls yanked the sundresses they wore over their heads and leapt into the pool. I followed involuntarily and without thought.
Look, I want you to understand something.
Holy. Fuck.
Carol was exactly my type. She was lean and clearly a hell of an athlete. Turns out she was the star pitcher on UNC's softball team, which had also ended up a Top 20 program last year. She had great tits, a great tan, and an ass better than either. And she was more than half-naked in a very small bikini cut to make her long legs look even longer.
Exactly. My. Type.
But I could barely give her a courtesy glance.
Becca Howard was unbelievably attractive. Not unbelievably hot. Like Carol, she was merely extremely hot, but there was some kind of secondary effect she had on me. Her hair was so richly brown that it was almost mahogany, with natural sun-bleached highlights. It floated around a head, the top of which just reached my shoulders' height.
She rocked a tan somehow better even than Carol's, making her supple skin glow beautifully. Her bikini was... It was black and was designed to look like a very modest two-piece with high-waisted shorts and a full-coverage top. But the fabric was a very open mesh. What looked like a much, much smaller string bikini underneath was actually just opaquely filled-in areas of the mesh. Most of the suit, the mesh portion, was damned near transparent.
It was a pretty amazingly sexy suit to wear over to your dad's house. A phrase from my Poli Sci class last semester leapt to my mind: Plausible deniability. Carol's suit was skimpy and exposed a lot of skin. Becca's suit actually showed more, but with the mesh, it could plausibly deny that fact. It kind of threaded this strange line between being demure and hotter than it actually was.
Kind of like Becca herself.
The icing on the cake was that both of them were very likable people. I found I had interests in common with each of them, and a few interests in common with both of them.
Look, I am me, right? Idle thoughts about what I could do with either of these two girls intruded into my mind as we continued a nice, friendly conversation. I could not help it. The thoughts intruded more as our group slowly drifted from a depth where the water covered their shoulders, to a shallower point where both bikini tops were fully above the water for me to look at.
I did not lead that transition. They did. I have been led through that unspoken transition before, and I am convinced that no girl has ever done so anything other than intentionally.
Looking for conversational fodder that would keep things in my swimsuit to a low simmer, I said, "Hey, I know Chapel Hill is a huge school, but one of my best friends from prep school, Carla, goes there now. Ever met her?" I went on to describe Carla briefly. I did not elaborate that much because if I had gotten started describing Carla, I might have gotten a bit enthusiastic...
I also didn't say much because Carol quickly exclaimed, "Wait! You went to school with Carla? Small world!"
"You actually know her?" I blurted.
"Pretty well, actually," Carol said. "You know she is going to be a physio, right? Her department assigned her to give me and a few of my teammates our regular sports massages. She and I are pretty tight these days," she added as an aside to Becca. "Carla's cool, you know, for a freshman," she added as a gratuitous dig at me.
I heard the dig, and smiled to let her know I had.
I knew Carla had gotten her Registered Massage Therapist license over the summer before UNC, making Ron the luckiest goddamned boyfriend in the Research Triangle.
"Yeah, free massages all the time," Becca observed, elbowing Carol. "Sucks to be a scholarship athlete."
I briefly wondered if Bridget got free massages all the time...
Mostly, we just talked, killing time while the adults did their thing of pretending there wasn't an important job interview going on. I just enjoyed myself, trying not to say something stupid that would end my enjoyment of the casual flirting these two girls were engaging in with me.
Flirting was the wrong word. They were simply giving clues that they found me at least somewhat attractive. There was nothing active about what they were doing.
Even with all the things that have happened in my life, I still find it somehow crazy that anyone who is essentially a stranger finds me attractive. I haven't learned how to accept it, but I have learned how to roll with it.
With that in mind, I let myself take in how hot these girls were, even if I only had a good view from the ribcage up. I made sure I did my best, however, to keep the thoughts of the wonderful things I'd like to do with either of them out of my eyes.
But I slipped now and then with Becca, and found myself really Looking at her. And she saw it at least once. I know because she blushed. I blushed. Carol saw my look too, and looked archly at me. I let myself Look at her a little in turn, speculating on various things I was capable of doing to change the pitcher's expression to a less intimidating one. It was the polite thing to do, right?
But I was not about to put on a press with either of these girls. The identities of the adults chatting away twenty feet from us made that an insane idea.
Okay, maybe not an insane idea with Carol though, right? I mean, she had no relationship with Mr. Howard or Monica, right? Mom would probably just enjoy herself later, teasing me...
But my mind kept focusing on Becca over Carol. I just could not help it. My mind didn't even drift to thoughts of both of them at once. Much...
Suddenly, I realized that Mr. Howard was approaching us. Fortunately, I was not doing any of my increasingly more open Looking at that moment.
"Hey, guys," he said looking down at us. "I'm glad to see you kids seem to be getting along." He turned his gaze to Becca and said, "People are getting hungry. And by people, I mean me. Since you are here, I'm drafting you to sous chef. I need to prep the food."
Getting left behind in the pool with Carol seemed like a fate not at all worse than death, but I was still going to miss Becca.
"Sure Daddy-O," Becca said, turning toward the edge of the pool. Watching her climb out was going to be a bonus...
But Carol grabbed her arm. "Nah, girl. I'll help out. I haven't sous chefed in a while," she said, with a weird emphasis.
Becca rolled her eyes at Carol, cut off what looked like a disapproving expression, then just shook her head and shrugged. "Don't take too long in there. I'm hungry too."
"Don't bore Alistaire," Carol just said with a knowing smile at Becca and an open one at me. "Let's go, Mr. H!" she added as she practically teleported to the side of the pool and pulled herself up on the edge. It was a graceful maneuver. It also 'just happened' to give me an ass show to end all ass shows as she exited the water. It probably gave Mr. Howard a cleavage show that could not be healthy for a man his age, but he seemed to weather the storm without staring more than the absolute minimum... The absolute minimum was still a lot. But I guess he had been looking forward to some time with his daughter, because he was looking at Carol with a bemused expression of some kind.
Carol actually shoved him lightly as she straightened up from the edge of the pool, and they turned for the kitchen briskly.
Becca watched, somehow long-sufferingly.
"She was practically flirting with your dad," I said uncertainly.
"As long as that's all she tries today," grumbled Becca, more to herself than me.
Tries? Was Becca's friend putting moves on her dad? Her dad with that smoke show of a fiancée?
Nah. If Carol was, Becca would not be nearly this chill. And Mr. Howard would not have been about to let himself get caught alone with Carol. And Monica would have moved to join them in the kitchen to make sure nothing happened.
Nope. Monica watched them heading inside together and only smiled.
I felt guilty, to be honest, even thinking such a thing about Carol. She was very cool.
She was, in fact super cool, since she had maneuvered things to leave me alone with Becca.
Our conversation turned to baseball. The Howard household were also Brave's fans, even Becca.
Damn, could I get this girl to transfer to USC...?
When I wandered into some statistical esoterica, Becca turned and shouted across the patio to the adults, who were now all in one clot, "Hey, Monica! Alistaire is a Braves fan and a stathead!"
"Excellent!" Monica laughed. "Don't let the Dodgers and their infinite payroll seduce you to the Blue Side out there in Los Angeles, Alistaire," she called out merrily.
"Chop 'til I drop, Monica," I said back firmly, making the required arm motion. I had to call her Monica. She had pointedly not told me her last name.
Monica wandered over to us, leaned over, and chatted with me and Becca for a few minutes about the Braves before returning to the other adults.
When she turned away, I dunked myself in the water. Well, not immediately. I had to watch her ass moving away for a few moments first. I surfaced and shook my head. Becca was grinning at me.
"Oh, Jesus. I'm... I'm sorry," I said quietly.
Becca laughed merrily. "You had no prayer. What straight guy could, with her deliberately dangling them in front of your eyes like that? She always enjoys... the reaction," Becca went on, her voice waring between affection and the mildest of disapproval.
"Is she going to do that to my dad?" I asked suddenly. I had not observed Mom giving him any shit...
"Probably not," Becca shrugged. "Your dad's married. But he'll probably look anyway. Monica is worth looking at. I already saw your father looking at Ms. Williams," she added.
That seemed on brand for Dad lately.
"Well, watch out, he'll probably look at you too," I grumped.
"Oh that already happened," Becca giggled.
"God," I groaned. "Can't he help himself?"
"What's the matter, Alistaire? Aren't I worth looking at?" Becca teased.
By way of apology, I looked at her. I even let some of my thoughts about activities I had considered would theoretically be fun with her to show in my face.
Okay, I screwed up and let pretty much all my thoughts show in my face. I only realized it when she blushed again, hard this time. A good blush under a great tan is an amazing look. I may have Looked even harder when I saw the blush.
"Sorry," I said when I realized what I'd done and dunked myself again.
"You are an interesting dude, Alistaire," Becca laughed. Then she dunked me. I am almost eight inches taller than her, but she did it easily.
Well, she grew up with a pool. Her Aquatic Horseplay-Fu would obviously be better than mine.
I considered dunking her in response, but I in no way trusted myself, and my hands in particular, to behave if we got into it.
When I got my eyes and nose cleared of unwanted water, I thought I caught Becca giving me a Look of her own. Then it was gone, and we went on to college basketball and how neither of our teams had risen to the level expected the prior season. Both should have reached the Final Four, dammit!
At last, Mr. Howard and Carol finally came out again. He bore a tray of raw burgers, brats, and marinated chicken breasts. Becca had a tray of buns, sliced tomatoes, shredded lettuce, and assorted condiments. It was not the most complex mise en place. Carol needed to practice her kitchen skills more. I could have knocked that out in way, way less time than she had taken.
If Mr. Howard needed anything else done in the kitchen, I should probably be a good guest and offer to take a turn...
Becca gave Carol a mild stink-eye when her friend returned, looking, if possible, more fabulous and sinuous than when she left. Becca probably disapproved of how slow a worker Carol was. Carol just looked mockingly affronted. Then she looked from Becca to me and back, then winked for some goddamned reason.
When the meat came off the grill, the older folks sat around the big table right by the grill. Becca, Carol, and I went and laid down on towels on the grass. We chose the only shaded area in the backyard besides where the world's weirdest job interview was taking place. Eating lunch with these two girls laid out on their sides was... the best.
Also, Mr. Howard can absolutely crush a grill-out. The chicken breasts were obscenely good.
"Yeah, Dad has perfect timing on the grill, but the marinade makes them great, and that is Monica's," Becca said when I came back with a second chicken breast.
I just barely managed not to observe out loud how much I liked 'Monica's breasts'. It required significant effort.
I enjoyed eating said chicken. And half a braut. But I enjoyed much more getting all sorts of good looks at both Becca and Carol, laid out full-length and with no water in the way of either of them from the waist down.
So much leg...
I mostly kept the more, um, open looks under control. I wanted to be polite, and more critically, I was desperate to ensure things stayed placid in my trunks, even loose as they were.
But I could not help gravitating more and more toward Becca.
"So Alistaire, not to put too delicate a point on things," Becca asked suddenly, "but what are you and your parents doing here, so far from where you live?"
I was supposed to be discrete about this sort of thing, right? "Mom's an investment banker. Mr. Howard and Ms. Williams's company is one of her clients," I said, hoping that would be enough.
"Really?" Carol asked, suddenly focused. "Does she have any internships she controls? I need one coming up, and I am way interested in investment banking."
"Mom does not have any interns of her own," I said slowly. "But whatever she wants to happen, usually happens," I added, fairly sure of myself on that front.
"I gotta introduce myself," Carol said, suddenly focused. She popped to her feet, took her mostly eaten burger, and headed for my parents. She looked at us, mostly Becca, and before leaving said, "You two behave." Her ass looked even better while walking away determinedly.
"That's Carol," Becca shook her head. "Always trying to tell me what to do."
Trying?
"Want a beer or a White Claw, Alistaire?" she asked languidly.
I barked a quiet laugh. "Your father already laid down the law on that, since I am not quite 21 yet."
"He always does," Becca said fondly. "He also very much knows what college-age students do when not in his direct line of sight. And he has more White Claws, and probably beer, in the fridge in the kitchen."
The look she was giving me somehow indicated that I should be more interested in alcohol than usual.
"I could drink a beer," I said slowly. "It is hot out here."
Becca cocked her eyes at that response. "Head on into the house and use the bathroom or whatever. I'll come in in a minute and meet you in the kitchen. Wouldn't do to look like we went into the house together. Right?"
"Perish the thought," I replied grinning at her expression.
This might be about to get interesting. I was going to be crucified on the ride home because however clueless Becca's dad might be, there would be no way our being inside together would be missed by my mom. She was in work mode, and she never missed anything when that happened.
But just what were Becca and I going to be doing, I wondered as I sauntered into the house. I tried to copy Charlotte's saunter. It seemed as inconspicuous a gait as possible.
I did use the bathroom, just because. I remembered a detail or two in the room that I could comment on if I needed that dodge. I had learned how to cover. I went to prep school.
If things went well, this would need a helluva cover...
I was barely in the kitchen when Becca entered, looking a little wide-eyed but also plenty enthused. "Want a beer or a White Claw?" she asked, heading for the fridge.
"Honestly?" I said, moving between her and the fridge. "I really don't think I'm actually interested in either."
She liked that response. Still, she shook her head. "I've wanted to do something like this for so long," she grinned, as much to herself as to me.
"Like what?" I asked innocently. "And why?" I added with more genuine puzzlement.
"As to exactly what, that remains to be seen," she grinned, moving extremely close to me in a manner that left zero doubt what genre of activity the 'what' would be. "As for why... duh." She bit her lip, then blurted, "Plus, with all the shenanigans my... friends have gotten up to in this house, I've never dared do anything myself."



"Friends like Carol?" I asked, both teasing and curious.
"Among others," Becca said with a grin.
"I need to meet more of your friends," I joked.
"Really? You hardly gave Carol a look," Becca said. "It got her competitive juices flowing," she added drily.
I hadn't really noticed that, but whatever. "I was extremely distracted," I said.
This conversation was going nowhere. Actually, it was going somewhere great, and I was impatient to get there with it. "Extremely," I repeated, and leant down to kiss Becca.
Yeah, she had been waiting for that. Waiting eagerly. She flowed against me and our lips crushed together hungrily. There wasn't actually a lot of tongue, though there sure as hell was some good tongue. Mostly we just locked our faces together.
Her hands started wandering first, sliding down to grip my ass like a velvet vise. That seemed like a great idea, and I filled my hands with her round, generous ass. It was firm in my hands and she let it squirm happily in my grip.
The mutual gropefest went on for a bit.
Whatever was triggering me and Becca so hard was chemical, I was sure of it. Yeah, she was cool, and I was sure as hell going to keep in touch as much as possible. And she found me interesting and a little funny, I was sure of that. But she and I had some sort of mutual need.
I thought it was awesome, to the extent I was thinking much of anything.
Becca at least had a few more functioning brain cells.
"Not here," she gasped, pulling her face from mine with difficulty. Neither face seemed to want to part.
"Not here?" I asked.
"I mean, Carol won't let anyone come in here to use the bathroom or something without some kind of warning," Becca said. Then she leered. "But I want to suck your cock, Alistaire Taylor. And I don't want to be interrupted."
"That would be a shame," I gasped as she tugged me by the hand.
Going up the stairs, she asked. "We aren't about to ruin some girl's life, are we?"
A good question. I approved of it. "I've only ever had the one girlfriend, and she's eight months in the rearview mirror," I reassured her. "I should ask the same question, though."
"I am currently not spoken for."
Suddenly, we were in a bedroom. It looked like her bedroom. The bedroom of a girl who actually lived on campus full-time. The bed was neat and had clean sheets.
That wasn't going to be the case for long...
Becca slid the door closed behind us and I raised an eyebrow as she pushed the lock. She looked back at me and shrugged. "If someone," meaning her dad, "came up here to find us, we are totally busted anyway. I just want the time to make sure we aren't busted and naked."
"That sounds awesome," I said, now openly mapping Becca's contours.
"Getting busted?" she meeped.
"No, the part about getting naked," I replied.
"You do know kissing," Becca said softly as our lips finally parted. "Still..." She bit her lip almost pensively. "Look, I don't much hookup, not like this... you know, spontaneously. But I do know what I'm doing, okay?" she asked tentatively.
"This excites me," I said, trying to sound earnest. I mean, it did excite me, but...
"So since there are a number of things I very much want us to do, and we don't have a lot of time to do them, do you mind if I drive the bus, so to speak?" Becca asked tentatively.
Oh, wow. She wasn't tentative about sex, she was tentative about piercing the fragile male ego of an inexperienced freshman! I was perfectly happy with that sentiment, even if it was misplaced.
I smiled at her. "This bus is here for you to drive," I said happily. "But, my wonderful, if elderly, new friend, you need not worry about my ability to handle your maneuvers."
"Really? Good," Becca purred, but I detected just a hint of skepticism in her voice.
Excellent. I loved an experienced partner. There were always new things to learn.
"I am not half bad at getting a girl to the naked part you mentioned, for instance," I smiled.
"Show me," Becca said.
Rather than just immediately remove that top that I really wanted off, I just started slowly tracing the edges of the suit with my fingertips. Then I started tracing the much smaller outlines of the opaque portions of it.
She was trembling a bit already. "You have patience. I like that," she approved.
"Honestly, Becca. I will love to have you take the wheel, after I get you naked that is," I said without thinking, moving my fingers down to trace her bikini bottom. "But I am the kind of guy whose mo..." I cut myself off before I said something stupid.
Too late.
Becca laughed and pounced on my truncated declaration. "Whose what?"
Shit.
Apparently, she had pierced my ego after all, and it was trying to even the score. Fuck that!
I waved her probe off. "No matter," I said, and kissed her warm, smooth, broad shoulder, leaving one hand to trace the edges of her bikini bottom between her legs while my other came up and started slowly slipping the strap of her top off her left shoulder.
"That's nice," Becca said huskily, in response to the lower tracing. "But seriously, what were you going to say?"
Shit. Busted.
I sighed. "I was going to say that I am the sort of guy whose mother informed him in no uncertain, explicit terms that I was not to fuck Thalia today. There were threats too, but while they were unvoiced, they were very real."
I had the strap off and tugged it slowly downward. This not only helped get it off her arm but also had the added benefit of baring the just unreasonably nice breast it contained.
"Ha!" Becca laughed delightedly. "Sure."
I looked at her, starting to tug the other shoulder strap off.
"Seriously? You mom thought you could have seduced Thalia? I thought she knew her."
I was still being underestimated!
I bent and suckled very gently on Becca's exposed left nipple. It was a dark rosy pink, large but with a small field around it, and was clearly eager for the attention. I kept my eyes open and tilted to the side, so I could enjoy the sight as her other, equally ravishing peak popped out into view when I tugged down the top on that side in turn.
"Mom calls Thalia a friend," I said as I moved my lips toward the freshly revealed treasure. I gave it a quick, eager suckle before going on. "I'm pretty sure she was about to tell me that she would not begrudge Thalia the experience under other circumstances, before she cut herself off."
There was no clasp on the stretchy bikini top, so I slipped my fingertips under the band below her breasts, pulled it outward to clear her breasts, and tugged upward. Once it was above her boobs, I nestled my face between them and rolled it around slowly on their firmly yielding surfaces while stretching my arms up to push it free over her own raised arms.
I could not quite reach far enough to clear her arms, but Becca obligingly lowered one hand to free it, then swept both down and to her side, dropping the currently unneeded garment to the floor. I kissed back and forth from nipple to nipple while she wrapped her arms around my shoulders.
"Do I want to know how your fucking mother knows how allegedly accomplished you are?" Becca asked uncertainly. But her body was responding quite certainly as I continues to worship her tits and slide my hands down to idly slide fingertips back and forth just an inch under her bikini's waistband.
"Ew," I snorted dismissively. "No, she just has met a number of women of various ages who indirectly made it quite clear they are satisfied with my work."
Becca grabbed my chin and tugged my face up to look into her eyes. "You are fucking serious," she challenged.
I just looked at her serenely and began to gently work her bikini down her hips. God, she was fun to strip.
"Well, I guess I should have you drive after all," she snorted.
"Oh, no!" I answered swiftly and firmly. "The bus is here for you to drive. You promised! I just wanted to make sure you know you can make pretty much whatever maneuvers you want to try."
I freed my chin from her fingers and squatted all the way down so I could push the bikini to the floor. This left me at eye level with a pube-free wonderland, a wonderland I got an improved view of as Becca slowly lifted first one leg then the other to free her ankles. I tossed the bottom over on top of her top, so they would be easy to find when we were done.
"Well then, while you are down there," Becca said tentatively, "Would you consider?"
"I have been considering that, and other things, since you ditched your coverup after arriving," I said eagerly. "Do show me where you would like to proceed."
She paused. "Actually, a few things I'd like to do are coming to mind, but so is our time crunch. What say we combine a couple of them simultaneously to speed things up?"
"Oh, you are a very good driver," I breathed. "Again I say, where?"
Becca looked at the bed. "You are too tall for my bed, unless I want to throw all my pillows on the floor and have to tidy them later. I'm going to have you lie on the rug, if you don't mind," she said, but pulled me to my feet instead. "Right after I get you as naked as I am," she added, settling to her knees before me.
I watched down while she untied the exterior drawstring then tugged the elastic waistband out just enough to start sliding it downward. The base of my cock appeared as the band slid down it.
"That is so thick, dude," Becca breathed enthusiastically. She tugged slowly, teasingly slowly, onward, making more approving noises as my shaft came into further view. When she kept tugging and realized the end, so to speak, was still not in sight, she gasped in realization. "How fucking long is this thing?"
She did not accelerate though, enjoying the reveal.
Finally, nine and a half inches later, my cock was free. It bobbed upward eagerly, reaching out to Becca in excited anticipation.
"I get it now," Becca said, reaching out to give me the barest of caresses. "This whole situation makes sense. I'm living in a porno." I snorted, but she just looked up at me. "Time for you to lie on the rug, dude!"
Eagerly, I sat down and then lay back on the rug, which was surprisingly comfy.
Becca instantly leaned forward beside me on her knees and held up my cock. In another second, she was stretching her lips wide around it and I could feel her experimenting with how it tasted.
The driver clearly knew how to maneuver.
She popped her mouth free and said, "When I started talking about The Bus, I didn't know I was speaking literally, when it came to size."
I snorted. "Well, I am more concerned with the fact that I was promised something to do as well," I said, reaching out for her hip.
"I like the driver assist features on this vehicle," Becca grinned. "Sorry, I got a little fixated there." With that, she sucked me back into her mouth, but pushed up on her knees and lifted a long, luscious leg over my head.
That was one pretty pussy hanging over me. I reached up for her hips and guided them downward until I could lick eagerly at said source of the wonderful aroma wafting over me. I so licked.
Becca rewarded my efforts with moans to accompany even more fantastic efforts on her part. As my tongue plunged into her wetness, I felt my cock slip past the entrance of her throat. More than an inch past. I squeezed her ass as my tongue sought her clit.
In no time, Becca was fucking my cock with her throat, bobbing up and down magnificently, taking at least an inch with each passage. I ravenously devoured her in response.
A deep need to keep things deniably brief, timewise, had us both not holding back. But I was not quite ready to come when I felt Becca spasm atop me. Her hips bucked, but my grip on her ass kept them in place for my tongue to continue its work on her clit.
She stopped bobbing on me, but kept a couple of inches of my cock in her mouth as a sort of gag to keep the screams she obviously wanted to make to a level not audible out in the backyard. Finally, she gasped and let my cock slip from her panting lips.
"Okay... yeah. You know how to do that," she gasped. She licked my tip hungrily. "Um, I'm not being presumptuous, I hope, but I really want to get fucked by this thing, and I want to have the time for it to be a thorough fucking. Can we go right to that?" She did not stop licking my dick as she waited for an answer.
I just licked her still-quivering pussy. "I'd love to, but as worked up as you have me already," I said honestly, "I'm afraid I'd let fly about eight seconds after sliding into this incredible pussy."
She trembled at my tongue on her still-stimulated snatch. "Oh god, ohgodohgod," she moaned, letting her pussy lower itself a little over my face again. "Please tell me I am right and you are the kind of guy who refracts quickly?"
Refract? I had never heard the word used in this context, but I knew immediately what it meant.
Wow. On top of everything else going on, I just learned a new word? Could this day get any better?
"The first time?" I asked. " With you? We'll be lucky to have enough time to take a drink before I'll be ready."
"Fuck yeah," Becca groaned. "I get to see what you taste like too!" she sucked me back into her mouth, but only momentarily. "Try to see if you can get me off again before I make you spew," she challenged, then got back to work immediately, my cock diving back into her throat once more.
It was on. I set my tongue on a course to twirl her clit, then slide inside her, and then back to do it again. As turned on as she was from the first time, I knew I'd have her muffling her moans with my cock in no time.
But I was about gone too. Too far gone. I moaned and swatted her ass in warning, unable to make my tongue leave off its work long enough for words.
Becca left only my tip in her mouth, battering it with her tongue as she pumped my shaft hard.
She wanted to taste me? She got to taste me. I let fly in one of those single, titanic burst-type orgasms. They feel absolutely, indescribably amazing, but there is so much, in so short a time, that it is hard for a girl to handle all of it. Becca was no exception, and I felt overflow escape her lips and dribble down her chin.
I wanted to collapse in wonder and exhaustion, but I still had this pussy on the verge of a second coming to deal with. I tongued the hell out of her like I was a cat dying of thirst.
She was obviously still working on swallowing all the cum I had deposited throughout her mouth when I made her come. Her scream of delight did not escape around my cock, by some further residual jizz did. I felt it dripping down my shaft.
Becca, her hips still shaking above my face, immediately began rounding up all escaped cum.
That was... an excess of stimulation.
Sensing what I was considering resuming, Becca rolled her hips and a leg from over my head, resting on her side. But she kept cleaning up everything down my way.
Her firm grip on my shaft flexed.
"Damn, you don't lie. You haven't softened a bit."
"With you still licking away at it?" I gasped. "You might kill me that way, but you sure won't ever let me get soft!"
"Alistaire?" she said softly. "I have a confession to make..."
"Oh?"
"I don't need anything to drink."
I chuckled. "Then, oh my driver, in what exotic manner shall we proceed?"
"I have an ancient and obscure position I want to use," Becca said, rolling over onto her back. "It is called missionary," she added with a smile. "I just really, really want to feel that thing just fucking pounding me."
I laughed hungrily and spun over and atop her. Her legs spread and knees came up around me. I felt her hand clasp my cock and guide it just so between her legs. As my tip nestled in her folds, she grabbed my ass and whispered, "Let me pull you in."
I simply kissed her as her hands pulled my hips forward, driving my cock slowly into her steaming depths. Our tongues fenced as I felt my cock explore her depths, tugged there by her urgent grasp.
"Oh fuck, this is big," Becca sighed as I descended almost fully. "I wish I could have gotten all of it in my mouth."
"There is rather a lot of length to it," I admitted supportively.
"Could have handled the length," Becca grunted as she pulled me flush against her. "But it was just too thick for my throat to stretch around."
"Wow," I chuckled, reveling in my inhabitation of her depths.
She took a deep breath. "Okay. This is going to be good, but we have a long way to go and a short time to get there. You may proceed to drive this bus now."
"Of course, m'lady," I growled.
But I did not move my hips. Instead, I bent my back and suckled on first one nipple, then the other. They were such nice nipples.
"Alistaire," she warned me.
I grinned and bit one nipple experimentally.
"Alistaire, the time," she warned again, but in a voice that betrayed far too much enjoyment for her own good.
I switched to the other breast and rolled the nipple softly between my teeth, still keeping my hips still.
"Fuuuuck," Becca despaired happily.
I lifted my head, arched my back, and began to thrust.
Turns out, she really did want it hard and fast. The harder I went, the more she clearly enjoyed it, until I was jacking in and out of her as fast as I could while retaining rhythm and the depth I craved; the depth I needed in order to answer her craving.
I called on every ounce of the physical conditioning I had worked so hard on to keep up the pace. It felt incredible to just let it fly like that, Becca taking every hard thrust with outright glee.
Had I not literally just come, I could not have lasted long. As it was, I had the time to really enjoy it.
Becca seemed to be multi-orgasmic as hell, because I twice backed off the pace to bring her back from the brink before I finally miscalculated and she was rippling beneath me in a full-blown release. She collapsed soggily back on the rug, but I decided to power right on with no mercy.
She had swallowed her screams during the orgasm itself, but the stimulation from my unrelenting efforts in its aftermath had her grabbing her own bikini bottom and biting it to keep in the moans.
It was so fucking sexy, I knew I was losing it.
"Gonna come," I grunted happily.
"Do it," Becca hissed, yanking her bikini free of her mouth to say so, before ramming her improvised gag back in between her teeth.
I managed only a few more titanic thrusts before I felt myself emptying into her in a volume that should have surprised me, but experience made seem marginally plausible. I humped raggedly as my this time stuttering release pulsed over and over into Becca's depths. Her back arched powerfully, and the bikini came in really, really handy, given how hard she screamed as her own final orgasm answered me.
I had nothing left. I wanted to lie there atop her and just revel in the aftermath, but with the noodles my arms suddenly were, I knew I'd crush Becca. Instead, I struggled to slowly roll off her and lie on my side next to her, running my eyes happily up and down her wonderful naked form.
I swear we both drifted off for a moment or two there, before Becca gleeped and woke again.
"That was a lot more, and a lot longer than I had figured on," she gasped. I tensed, but before I could worry that she was displeased, she added, "And a whole fucking lot better than I could have hoped."
"Oh?" I said, smiling again. "Well, I hope that we can manage to do that some more at some point in the future."
"Yeah," Becca replied. "Definitely gotta work on that."
No evil, bizarro-twin Al here, I thought with relief.
"I want to weep in frustration that you don't live near here," Becca growled, "but I'm also so happy you don't!"
"What?"
"Look, Alistaire," Becca said earnestly. "If you lived close by, the urge to lock you down would be too fucking strong. But that would suck, because it would never last. You are just not my kind of boyfriend material."



I didn't want to be anyone's boyfriend, so I wasn't hurt. But I was quite curious. "Why not?" I asked in a voice calculated to not sound hurt.
"Honestly? You aren't enough of a geek," she admitted.
What?
"I can honestly say, no one on this planet has ever said that about me," I answered, stunned. "I am a gigantic geek."
She kissed me again, gently, but with echoes of desire. "You are a word geek, and a baseball geek, and a frigging D&D geek. You may also be the world's leading sex geek, which is one helluva characteristic to boast of. But I'm going to be an engineer, dude. Like Pappa-do. I need a capacitance, hydraulic pressure, or load calculation geek," she laughed.
No, really. Now I was told by an incandescent, freshly fucked, naked vision that I am not geeky enough. Could this day Get. Any. Better?
I was still giggling internally as we slipped our suits back on.
"I am going to go back out first. Wait a minute or three," Becca instructed, "then come out and just hop in the pool with me and Carol. Do not, for the love of God, stop to talk to my father."
"Hmm. Might be for the best," I observed.
"If you do, he'll probably at the very least invite you to inspect his gun collection," Becca fretted.
"Wait! Your father has a gun collection?" I asked, suddenly interested. "Do you think he'd let me see it?"
She just laughed. Then she left, her normal appearance magically back in place.
I waited two minutes, then followed. As I exited the house, I let my eyes focus on Becca and Carol, who were both hopping into the pool. It was not hard to keep thusly focused. I passed the adults without a word. Becca might be worried about her dad, who appeared more or less chill as far as I could tell without closer inspection. I was a lot more worried about my mother, who seemed out of the corner of my eye to be less than pleased.
The water felt good, and I realized that it made quick work of any lingering... aromas.
Carol and Becca were immediately in a conversation about something. Shortly, they included me too. Things were nice.
But I noticed that Becca's chill dad was talking less than he had before. And so was my mother. She wasn't glaring at me or anything, but I knew she was tense. My dad and Monica were left carrying the weight of the conversation. Thalia was quiet too, but I couldn't see if she seemed tense, and why would she? I figured even looking at Thalia right now would not help things with my mom.
Fuck it. This needed fixing.
I popped out of the pool and headed right for Mr. Howard. I heard Becca hiss behind me.
What I was doing was a risk, but I figured if it blew up, then shit was going to blow up anyway.
"Mr. Howard," I practically enthused as I approached him. "Becca says you have an awesome gun collection. Any chance I can see it?"
He looked at me incredulously. My father looked at me like I was insane. I did not look at anyone else. A sploosh behind me told me Becca had dunked herself.
Mr. Howard burst into laughter. I think Thalia did too. Monica certainly did.
"Sure," Mr. Howard said, shaking his head. "Come on."
My dad tagged along, which earned him an amused expression from Mr. Howard for some goddamned reason.
My distraction seemed to break the tension, so it worked out. That said, his collection was actually a bit of a disappointment for me. It was mostly shotguns. Unlike my dad, I don't hunt. I got my deer when I was sixteen (with a rifle) and I have never felt the need to do that again, though I probably will, because I do like venison.
More to the point, I don't care for shotguns because I suck at hitting moving targets.
But Mr. Howard did have a sweet Ruger heavy-caliber rifle with a scope so powerful I felt I could hunt something located on the Moon with it.
When we got back outside and I rejoined the girls in the pool, Carol just said, "The balls on you..."
"You have no idea," Becca rejoined.
Carol shot a look at Becca that foretold a discussion of what that meant later.
The rest of the afternoon was uneventful.
*
Once we were on the road again, I tried to relax, having once again seized the back seat.
"So what did you think of Clark?" my dad asked almost immediately upon reaching the Interstate. "Would he do for the kind of person you need?"
"Honestly? He's a dream," Mom said with a sigh at odds with her words. "And by the time I fully clued into the big issue, I was already fairly sure it wouldn't be a problem."
"Big issue?" I asked curiously.
I got a look from over her shoulder that told me that my input was unwelcome, and worse, that my time would come. And soon.
"Well," Dad said. "I liked him. Liked Monica too." Mom snorted at that. Dad just rolled his eyes at her. "Most importantly, my judgment of him is that he is compulsively responsible. I mean, compulsively."
Mom snorted. "I agree, but he's sure got a weird way of living for a man with that trait."
"I think the responsibility is what makes it work," Dad mused. "Neither of us was remotely..."
What in hell were they talking about?
"And I also think he showed he can handle shit getting crazy," Dad laughed.
In response, Mom just glared back at me. "You," she glowered.
"What?" I yelped.
I knew what.
"I... I did as I was told! Or, I didn't do as I was told!" I yelped. Oops, that was wrong. "I mean I didn't do as I was told not to." The Babble is strong in me...
Dad guffawed. Even Mom tried to hide her smile. Then she got exasperated again.
"True. You did not fuck Thalia, so that is technically true. You eye-fucked her plenty though, which no one failed to notice! Least of all her."
"At least I was able to keep my eyes off Monica for the most part," I said hotly. I glared at Dad in a forlorn bid to move the crosshairs away from myself.
"That is probably fortunate," Dad muttered under his breath.
What?
My attempted deflection had drawn barely an amused glance in my father's direction before Mom was back to glaring at me.
"I would not have been so fixated if you hadn't told me to stay away from her in the first place," I whined like a little child. It was a bad look and a worse defense. "Not that it could have possibly happened anyway," I added with certainty.
"I don't know," Mom grumped. "My friend and protegé was looking awfully receptive before you got distracted."
Wait. She was?!? Damn it, I was not going to be able to forget that now. Fuck, Thalia was hot...
"But it was your distraction that has me stunned, Alistaire," Mom said sternly. "I mean, yes. She is gorgeous. But she is our host's daughter! I mean, I don't even think I can take you over to the Wellington's now, not now that their daughter has moved back in."
"Yeah," Dad observed. "The Wellington girl is pretty hot."
"The Wellington's have a daughter?" I asked.
I was glowered down. Mom didn't even glare at Dad for his observation, she was so busy glaring at me.
Things got quiet in the car for a little bit because Dad reached a stretch with some high-speed traffic. He concentrated on watching out for drivers who had learned to drive via NASCAR video games, and Mom received a couple of work texts that did nothing for her mood. But the pause was a continuance, not a reprieve.
Suddenly I had my own issues.
CARLA: Just how fucking hot is this Becca Howard chick?"
I stared at the text. I texted with Carla a lot less than my other old friends, for the obvious Ron-shaped reason. The last direct, one-on-one text from her, just above this bomb, was a picture of her parents' new puppy about four weeks back.
How the...? What the...?
ME: How do you know to ask about her? And why do you think she must be hot?
CARLA: Please. I know Carol and her body. That girl might as well have been engineered in a vat or something as the perfect attractant for Al Taylor. For this Becca chick to make you ignore Carol and run off to fuck her instead, she must be a goddamned supermodel.
I tried very, very hard not to sigh out loud. It would regain my mother's attention.
ME: Honestly, I'd say they are about equally attractive. But Becca and I had some kind of weird chemistry thing.
ME: And what do you mean, you know Carol's body?
CARLA: Perv
I snorted and thought that would be the end of the conversation, but a few moments later, Carla texted again.
CARLA: You know how I know her. I have my hands all over Carol's naked bod a couple of times a month at least. A lot more during the season.
ME: Putting that image in my head was just fucking MEAN
CARLA: {GIF of some random supervillainess laughing evilly}
CARLA: I know. But I realized that I had a chance to stay within the rules and still give you a hard-on while thinking about me.
ME: I shake my tiny fist in your direction, helplessly
CARLA: I told Carol that she should be surprised you didn't try to nail both of them. After hearing the Becca girl's report, I think she is mad you didn't.
ME: You are not helping my situation
CARLA: {Same fucking GIF}
But she left me alone after that, allowing me to get the uncomfortable seatbelt/hard-on interaction to subside before the circus came back to town.
"I'm impressed with the girl," Dad said. "Becca, I mean."
"I'll bet you were," Mom snapped.
Dad shot her a sarcastic look. "No, I mean you have to admire a kid who has earned such a good friend. Carol stepped up with the cookout prep work to distract Clark and leave Alistaire with Becca."
"I'll explain how naive that remark is later," Mom said, her mood lightening somewhat.
"Huh?" Dad asked, then hissed wonderingly, "No!"
"What are you talking about?" I asked curiously.
"What I am talking about is you fucking Becca less than ninety minutes after meeting the girl!" Mom almost screamed as she twisted around in her seat to glare at me. "I'm not sure even I ever worked that fast!"
"What?" I yelped. "Who says we did anything?"
"Alistaire," my Mom said, her good humor beginning to return as she tormented me. "You were in there long enough to do everything to that girl. And she was walking very wobbly when she came out before you. You rocked that child's world to its foundations, and everyone in that backyard, including her father, could tell exactly that!"
I stared at her like a goldfish lying on a table.
"You should have seen how both Monica and Thalia were looking at you when you came out. They had seen Becca," Mom went on. "Each of them were this close to dragging you..."
"It is unlike you," my father piled on, cutting off Mom. "You seem like you've always focused on girls you will see again and again. Especially after that Al creature."
I had broken down and fessed up about Evil Bizarro Me to both my parents. They had enjoyed themselves with the discussion. I had not.
Still...
"Oh, did I mention?" I said leaning back in my seat. "Becca's mom lives in Atlanta and Becca is visiting her this weekend. She and I have a date at the Georgia Aquarium Thursday afternoon." My parents both shut up. "I'll be home late Thursday, maybe early Friday morning."
With a deep breath, I relaxed in the blessed silence.
----------
And that was my cross-over episode, boys and girls. If you sensed that there were jokes flying over your head during this chapter, I suggest you try reading my series Guilty Pleasures, then re-read this one.
Either way, I hope you enjoyed it. I was not going to miss this chance to get Becca thoroughly laid in the manner she deserved without going THERE. The opportunity was too good, especially once I realized that of course Sophia was Trevor's investment banker.
I may have to change the name from the Owenverse to the Sophiaverse...
Anyway, thanks for reading, and please let me have your kind votes, favorites, and especially comments!
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This chapter could again be seen as a callback to similar stories in A Reputation and Sylvan Courtyard. Forgive me, but I love this particular trope, and needed to get Alistaire's take on it. It is strange that I like this theme so much, given that I never had a hot professor of any description in college. Maybe I just feel like I missed out there. Regardless, let's not get hung up on whether this would actually happen, especially this way. I like to keep things just ridiculously plausible, remember?
----------
The One With The Academic Difficulties
----------
My sophomore year began placidly, if any of my life can be described as placid. Let's just say, I continued to crush classes, even though I once again had squeezed in an extra class I just could not resist.
What?
Yes, I have time for extra classes. I have time to do well in extra classes.
Usually.
No, my sex life had not taken some kind of hit. All was going well there too, though I'd hardly describe my activities in that arena as placid...
I just found that I was... prep school had almost over-prepared me for college, okay? This was a good thing because I don't know what I'd have done if I'd had to spend a lot more time on homework.
I even had time to keep up my workout regimen.
Saturday morning, after a run and a brief arm day in the gym, I was walking across campus back toward my dorm. I should have been running that stretch as a cooldown, but I was granting myself a lazy. I had pushed the arms harder than I had planned anyway.
My phone rang. Not a notification, but the voice call app actually rang. I hauled it out of my pocket and answered, "Hi, Mom!"
"Hello, Darling!"
I had not even looked at the caller ID screen. In all the time I had had a phone, I had pretty much never received a voice call from anyone other than my mother. Except for the one call about Alumni Day, and that critical call I got back in high school from Bridget, when we were both so unbearably sad because we were fighting and I had not shown up to go running with her because of said fighting. That call had ended up making me the happiest I'd ever been, so overall I was in favor of phone calls. But no one makes them anymore. Even my father doesn't call me. He texts me and tells me to call him, when I get the chance.
"What's up, Mom?" I asked.
Mostly, what was up seemed to be nothing, which was a little odd. Mom is, well, a mom and all, but she isn't the kind to call out of the blue, just to hear her baby boy's voice. She doesn't make extraneous phone calls to anyone, really. Our conversations do often become unnecessarily long once we actually do get on the phone, but I enjoy that as much as she.
As far as I could make out, Mom was enduring one of her continuing frets about my break-up with Liz, now almost a year gone by. I had sensed for a while now that she had never approved of the relationship to begin with, but always tried to hide it well. By this point, Mom was being an awesome mom and resisting the urge to say, 'I told you so.'
Back when I had first told them about it, Dad had basically just said, "See? This is what I was talking about." He was referring to his discussion of being a serial monogamist and not liking himself for it until he met Mom and got rid of the serial part.
But the initial Liz discussion had spread out over a few days until I made the mistake of mentioning Ronnie and Hannah to my mom one time too many. My dad would have caught on about them much earlier, but while my mom is sharp as a tack, she is not the skilled interrogator my dad is. But she did suddenly figure out where my thoughts were in the weeks after Liz and I parted.
"Oh! I think I see," Mom said with a terrifyingly delighted tone. "I guess you have decided to go back to your normal kind of friendships then?"
"Normal?" I asked. I am not normal. I mean, I feel pretty normal. But the evidence is pretty strong that I am not normal.
"Normal for you," Mom snorted, "or for me, way back when."
Oh, God...
But she had mostly dropped the Liz issue by now, and just as I thought that was what the call was about, she dropped it again as essentially unimportant. In fact, her focus included a minimum of her asking about my current sexual partners, meaning I had to do a minimum of horrified evasion. Minimum, not none, but still... When my mom makes things easy, I get suspicious.
"Speaking of friends," Mom said, shifting gears quickly away from a subject that was absolutely embarrassing me, "I've managed to make a new one myself."
I was wary.
Why was she changing the subject to herself? Mom could have spent ten minutes torturing me with stories of some guy or other from back in college whom I had never met, or worse, whom I had met. She might have talked about how they had had a similar situation to me and Hannah or Ronnie... or Gina. She might have played the Becca card, God forbid. But when she let go of all those layup opportunities, my radar went to, if anything, higher alert.
But no, turns out she just wanted to talk about this lady about her age who went to the same spin class with her. I kept worrying that Mom was about to humiliate me by saying something like this woman looked the same as Sloane. Or worse, she was going to suggest that I should freaking meet this woman next time I came home on break...
Again, no. She just kept going on about the two of them and how they met, being the oldest two in the spin class, bonding over rom-coms, etc.
Eventually, I got impatient with this meandering conversation. I love talking to Mom, but there was something off. I mean, at least she didn't seem to be trying to set me up with her friend after all, but waiting for the other shoe to drop was wearing on me. "Well, I am glad you are making new friends, little girl," I said, taking the extreme risk of teasing my mother, "but you are telling me an awful lot about a woman that I'll never meet."
"Give me this, kiddo," Mom said in a suddenly gruff voice. "You will learn eventually that you don't make actual new friends very easily when you get older. I haven't met anyone new that I genuinely like outside of work in the last five years. I used to be really good at it, to be honest, but that same skill makes it seem even harder for me now."
"Why?" I asked disastrously.
"Well, I'm not interested in sleeping with anybody new now, am I?"
"Mom!" I yelped, almost dropping my phone.
"Make all the friends you can now, Alistaire," Mom said seriously. "Of whatever sort. The friends of your youth are a fossil resource. They will last forever if you conserve them, but they are finite."
I could not tell she was giving me sage life advice, or if my mother, my mother, was just gaily suggesting that I go forth and fuck as many cool girls as I could find. The hell of it was, I suspected that the answer was both.
"So anyway," Mom went on as if I had not interrupted her tale. "Just this last Thursday, we went out for wine after our workout. She is divorced and your father was doing some judicial conference in Jackson that I did not have the time to follow along on, so my friend and I had time to go drink too many Sauvignon Blancs."
That was also unlike Mom. She likes good wine, why I don't know, but I got my absence of love for drunken binging from her.
"So we finally got around to talking about our kids for the first time," Mom blathered on. "She has daughters, Alistaire..." Oh shit. Here it comes. I did not need my mom pimping me out to random girls back home.
On the other hand, maybe these random girls were hot...
"In fact," Mom went on, far too merrily all of a sudden, "she has twin daughters. And they are your age!"
Oh.
Shit.
"Their names are Mary and Maddie," Mom went on, no longer hiding her glee.
"How did you not figure this all out before?" I whined.
"I had no idea that those darling twins' parents were even divorced, much less that their mother went by her maiden name now. As for why she didn't wonder about me, you know I still use d'Abruzzi for business. We first met at the end of a week of initial client meetings for me, so I had just naturally called myself Sophia d'Abruzzi when she and I first met. So there we were, chatting away, not realizing we had children who knew each other... in the most entertaining of ways."
"Jesus, Mom!"
"And I figured it out before her," Mom went on in a relentless purr.
This had to be the real agenda for this call. Fuck my life.
"When she mentioned they were twins, I instantly worried, but kept mum out of curiosity. But then she dropped one of their names and I knew." Mom's voice had gotten serious all of a sudden, and there was no way that was good. "I was trying not to freak out, and figure out what to do. I mean, I didn't know what she knew about you, if anything. I sort of assumed she knew you existed, but beyond that? And did she know what you were doing with her daughters?" Mom heaved a sigh. "I really worried you this might make her hate me. You were already provisionally in trouble, young man!
Yikes.
Fuck.
"Mom, Ms. Harris wouldn't..."
"But then the subject of this boy Alistaire came up before I could formulate even the first shadow of a plan," Mom went on terrifyingly. "Apparently, Jessica knows full well what this boy had been up to with her girls. 'Both of them,' she sort of almost wailed to me!" Mom was having fun now. This was so bad. "She was describing her initial confusion about this in happy enough terms that I relaxed a little. In fact, I started plotting how I could spring my connection to this Alistaire creature to maximum comedic effect." She paused long enough for my horror to grow. "We were well into a second bottle of wine by then. I haven't had to Uber home from something in a while."
I had my hand on my forehead as I trod across campus. I would have to hop on my group text with Mary and Maddie and do some damage control after Mom got this tale off her chest.
"I was just about to casually mention my last name issue with Jessica, when her story took a fascinating turn," Mom went on.
Fucking fuck.
Jessica, you did not!
Please!
She would not have, I thought, settling my panic. Fucking random 18-year-old boys is not something a grown-up woman like Jessica admits.
Unless maybe she has drunk a lot of wine with a friend of the same age...
Please, no.
"To be honest, she seemed surprisingly enthusiastic about some boy who was schtupping both her daughters at the same time. Simultaneously? Did you ever get them both in bed at the same time, Alistaire? I'm sure you tried."
"Mom! For fuck's sake!"
"Language, young man!"
"I never managed to get them into bed at the same time," I sighed heavily, shutting off this horror show of a diversion from the other horror show.
"So you did try!"
Fuck.
"I was trying to figure out why she would be so enthusiastic," Mom repeated, horribly getting back on topic. "I mean, I think you are a fantastic child, but for the mother of hot twins, you ought to be a bit much. But then I figured it out..."
Oh. God.
"She was describing this boy of her girls' dreams, and suddenly, drunkenly, leaned over and said, 'He even hit on me!'"
Jessica, no!
"Of course, Darling, I tried to act shocked, but honestly, I found myself hardly surprised once I heard you had made the attempt. Jessica is a serious dish after all."
Shiiiit.
Wait? Attempt?
There was still hope.
"Of course, once I heard you tried, I was not remotely surprised at all when she told me that you succeeded..."
*
ME: I hear you had a discussion with my mother...
JESSICA: Oh God. She TOLD you?
ME: Alas. I am not sure which of us, you or me, was likely more horrified
JESSICA: Me. Definitely ME.
JESSICA: I really like your mother, but I'm beginning to think that she can be a bit much.
ME: You think?!? She is so much worse around me
JESSICA: Oh yeah? She let me prattle on and on, even after I drunkenly, delightedly told her my girls' boyfriend had stepped up to the plate for me too. She let me go into DETAILS about what we did.
The enormity of this parental war crime left me speechless... textless.
JESSICA: She let me go on until I eventually held up my hands an appropriate distance apart and revealed your dimensions!
Jesus Fucking Christ.
JESSICA: At that point, Sophia waved this nugget of impressive info aside and said, "Oh, we have suspected that for a while now about Alistaire. Dennis has a ten-inch cock, and you have to figure things like that run in a family." I very nearly threw my wine in her face when I realized what was happening.
*
Wait. My Dad's cock is bigger than mine?
*
"Pre-Meds have it easy," groused Kate, sitting across from me at the table we had commandeered on the Quiet Talk floor of our favorite library on campus. It was midway through my second fall semester at USC, and my friend and I had met to edit some of each other's writing assignments.
"On what planet do Pre-Meds have anything easy?" I demanded. "My friend Fiona is a Pre-Med, and I barely ever see her, she is always so buried under Chemistry." This fact irked me a lot, because it meant I got to fuck Fiona a whole lot less than the FDA-recommended dose of fucking Fiona. On the plus side, when the placid little daughter of Italian immigrants did carve off some time for me, the stress of maintaining her 4.0+ GPA always had her letting loose like a wildcat...
"Duh," Kate said, waving my objections aside. "Sure, Pre-Meds are all miserable. Grubbing for grades. No time for exercise, or sex, or anything else fun. Sucks to be them."
Kate and I did not ever have time for sex with each other.
Well, we certainly would have had the time, but we just never had the sex. Kate was certainly attractive enough, with glossy, natural blue-black hair, an old-school hourglass figure, and sleepy, smoky eyes. But she had never given me the slightest indication of interest that I could work with. She didn't seem to see me primarily as a male, really, just as simply a human. It was a bit of a throwback to how my female track buddies had felt about me before my life got crazy.
Honestly, I found it sort of comforting, not insulting. Like Old Times.
Kate and I never talked about dating, or sex, or other people much at all, really. But comments like her last did give me the certainty that she certainly treated some guys as male. Good for them.
"But," she went on, "at least they know exactly what their transcript should look like! If you are Pre-Med, you just go to your advisor, say 'I want to be a doctor', and they hand you a list of every class you will take for four years."
It wasn't quite that simple. At least I was pretty sure it wasn't, but she had a point.
"Whereas we Pre-Laws have to figure out what law school wants. You and I have to register for spring semester soon, we are sophomores, and we don't know what the fuck we should be taking!"
I was technically a junior, but I don't mention that to people. I learned quickly that the best response I'd receive was the stink-eye.
"It's not that hard," I said, patiently. Kate was not always like this, but we had trod this ground before. "Just take the classes that interest you, including a lot of writing, and take other classes that won't crush your GPA. It's simple. My father says..."
"Your father! The Honorable Judge Dennis Taylor, US Eleventh Circuit. He's a golden ticket for admission, dude. You can indulge yourself how you want," she groused.
I just rolled my eyes. My father did not actually make me a slam-dunk admit to the best law schools. But he would make me a slam-dunk hire at any of the top law firms or prosecutor's offices in the South, if not the whole country. I did not ever admit this latter bit because, as I have noted, I have a keen survival instinct.
And I might not even bother with law school anyway. I had declared myself a Finance major for my undergraduate degree. There were lots of reasons to follow in my mother's footsteps rather than my father's. Many of those reasons involved groups of zeros.
Across the library, I spied my friend Hannah walking with another girl. She was living off campus now, and was also doing an internship during the semester, so we went long periods of like a week or two without getting together these days, other than for D&D. We were in one such hiatus, and I resolved to text her once I was done with Kate's PoliSci paper. Hannah spied me and waved in a way that told me she'd reply quickly.
I watched Hannah's pretty body swish away and forced my eyes back to Kate's paper. It was one of her better efforts and I didn't have much use for my red pen.
Admittedly, I do have a pretty good life...
*
Not a perfect life, I reflected later that afternoon in my last class of the day. This course was one of those slow-motion disasters that starts out great, then gets worse so slowly you don't realize you are in trouble until it is far too late. I found the subject interesting, it was a small class instead of a lecture, and the instructor was good. But the subject matter kept eluding me as the semester went on and it was one of those situations where every little thing that you get wrong early makes it impossible for you to get anything right later.
We Pre-Laws are just as concerned about always getting A's as Pre-Meds, we just usually take easier, less cut-throat competitive classes. This was why I was beginning to panic that this particular 'easy elective' was going to morph into one of those GPA crushers.
Worse, I had not really made any friends in the class to study with. I still am awkward about people unless... I'm 97% hopeless about meeting new dudes, and to be blunt, none of the girls in the class, um, floated my boat enough to overcome my shyness. The only really attractive female in the class was the adjunct who taught it.
I sighed as class was almost done, and I was again lost in the weeds over what we were working on. Somewhere, earlier on, I had gotten something wrong, but damned if I could figure which of many possible ideas it was.
Maybe I had several things wrong? Fuck me.
I sighed again, and looked at our syllabus to find Professor Brown's office hours.
I had never been to any teacher's office hours at USC. It had been a point of pride for me. My pride was just going to have to fuck right off at this point. I was not going to take a hit to my sterling GPA.
I booked an appointment. Her schedule was wide open, making me realize that I must be the only one having trouble with this supposedly easy class. Fuck me again.
Professor Brown's office was in a warren of tiny spaces in a campus building I had never entered. I knocked on the open door and she waved me in. She closed the laptop on which she was grading papers and said, "Hello, Alistaire. What can I do for you?"
"Well, Professor Brown, I..." I hesitated. Academically, I may not be a superstar like Bridget or Charlotte, who both go to Ivy League schools, but I am pretty arrogant about my academic ability. This whole visit was humiliating. "I was just lost today. I have been for more than a week, to be honest."
"Really?" she asked, quite surprised.
"Yes," I grumbled, then explained what I thought my difficulty was. "I'm not used to having this kind of problem, Professor Brown," I confessed at last.
"First off, I'm tired of this, Alistaire," she said when I wound down.
"Huh? Tired of what? This is the first time I've..."
"I've told all of you in class this. You are one of the few students of mine who refuse to get with the program. Please call me Ursula. Calling me 'Professor' only reminds me that I am in no way really a professor, am unlikely to become one, and that I'm depressed about that." She actually sounded quite irritated.



"Oh, come on," I said in surprise. "You'll get promoted. You are really pretty good at this you know."
"I will not get promoted. Adjuncts never are, unless we were hired as tenure-track, which I was not," Professor Brow... Ursula said heavily. "And if I'm such a good teacher, how come a bright guy like you is struggling with this easy course?"
Coming here and fighting with the woman I wanted to bail me out was not the plan. Almost desperate to move on, I decided to try to apply my best skillset toward different ends than usual.
"Ursula," I said, "how about we agree that you are a better teacher than USC deserves, and I am a smart kid who let himself get distracted early on in the semester because he was staring into your pretty green eyes?"
Christ, did she blush? On that little sally? I wasn't sure, but I was very relieved that she also laughed. "Well, you are right that they don't deserve me. But you are wrong about the rest. My eyes are hazel!"
I leaned forward and stared at her eyes. I kept doing it until she quirked an eyebrow. "Maybe," I said slowly, leaning back. "I still say they are more green, but they are definitely pretty either way," I added before I realized what I was doing.
Oops.
The slip got me a stern smile, which was getting away with it in my book.
Desperately, I dove into what I didn't understand.
And in ten minutes, she had me straightened out.
She was a good teacher.
*
I sat in Café Annenberg, sadly texting with the old Track Chix group. For once, it was not me reaching out to the old gang for advice or solace.
It was Bridget.
BETH: The chemo is working, Bridget. It will stick this time
I thumbed up Beth's text uselessly.
BRIDGET: Yes, it is working. But NO IT WONT STICK! There is zero chance, the docs all say, that this will go away for good.
BRIDGET: The rest of Mom's life will be Chemo Hell, followed by recovery, normal life, and then fucking relapse. Rinse, lather, repeat. And each time will be worse than the last, until
I sat silently, staring at Bridget's text that she had sent unfinished because she could not bear to complete it. None of us responded for a full minute.
ME: Your mom is lucky to have all of her family, especially you, Bridget. She will never have to be alone to get through this
BRIDGET: I am literally sniveling here in my room back home during this conversation. I feel terrible because I feel selfish about missing things back on campus. How do *I* get through this?
BRIDGET: Mom's in the next room, blotto on dangerous painkillers that don't work, and I'm here feeling sorry for myself!
ME: You have the rest of your family. Your little brothers. And you have me
ME: You have us.
I had to correct that last text. It was not the message Bridget needed.
Both Beth and Carla thumbs-upped my updated message. But they let me carry the load.
ME: I know we are far away, and can't be right there with you. But you can lean on me. You can ALWAYS lean on me.
Beth chose that moment to drag the conversation down into the gutter by observing how it was better to ride on me than lean on me.
I was disgruntled because, well, riding any of them was off the table, with me out here in California. It was also out of line for the shitty nature of our conversation.
Worst of all, it was the exact perfect thing to raise Bridget's mood. That was supposed to be my job, but Beth's tawdry mouth was doing it better.
The texts petered out by the time I got back to my dorm. Dave was absent. I flopped down on the bed and moped. Bridget's mother's problems always did that to me.
But I also was always warmed by talking to any of my old school buddies, especially those three. My parents were right, boarding school friends were different. The close living made those relationships deeper somehow.
I mean, I was making great friends out here in California. In lots of senses of the word great. But there was a closeness, something like what I had had with people back at prep school, that I felt was missing.
It was probably just that I had not had the time with friends out here that I had had back in Connecticut, right? I just had to open my soul. Maybe I'd one day find the girl who would fit right into said soul.
I got a text from Hannah about that evening, and my mood lifted considerably. I knew Hannah was not a perfect fit for my soul. But she sure as hell was a perfect fit for some other things...
*
Ursula was a good teacher, but the next week, the next class actually, I was lost again, in a different way entirely.
I made another appointment.
"Back again?" Ursula asked as I entered her office and shut the door to hide my shame.
"I must have really sucked as a student at the start of the semester," I grumbled. I really do not like admitting academic difficulties.
We started going through what my stupid problem was.
It occurred to me what my stupid problem had been.
See, Ursula has a really nice chest. And she dresses... problematically. Not provocatively, mind you. Everything she wears is professional; long slacks or occasionally stylish Bermuda shorts, and simple blouses. But the slacks are always borderline tight, and the blouses are always form-fitting. In short, she dressed like a professional woman who has a rocking bod that she is proud of. This made sense, since she was a professional with a rocking bod, and seemed proud of it.
At the beginning of the semester, I had spent a bit more time than I should have, mapping out the contours of her torso in particular. Further, since it was a small class of eighteen kids, not a huge, anonymous lecture hall thing, I had had to also concentrate on ensuring that she did not notice me checking her out. It was now clear to me that I had concentrated so much on all that, I had not paid attention to the fucking material, and gotten some basic things backward.
Simple things.
I looked like an idiot.
They were such nice boobs, though. Each was a generous handful, and in addition to knowing how to buy perfectly fitting dress blouses, Ursula also knew how to buy bras that supported those breasts in just the right way. Though at 28, maybe 29, I doubted those beauties needed much support or structure.
I suddenly realized something. I'd been staring again. And this time I was alone, with her full attention on me.
So. Fucking. Busted.
When in doubt, brazen it out. I smoothly shifted my gaze to the materials we were going over, and repeated back what my error had been, along with the correct methodology. I looked up into her eyes. They were beautiful enough to hold my gaze. But only barely, now that I had started thinking about tits.
Totally busted, I could see it in her eyes.
"I think you have it now, Alistaire," she said drily.
"Yes, Pro... Ursula. Thank you so much!" I blurted. Then I bolted.
Fuck me sideways.
*
Fortunately, the weekend intervened and I did not have to face Ursula for a couple of days. Better, my work on the material told me I seemed to have everything clear now. There were a few niggling worries, but I was confident again. The final exam was a big part of her class, and if I aced it, I'd still rock an A.
When we got to the first class of the next week, Ursula presented us with only the second pop quiz of the semester. I used the lower-level understanding I had achieved with her help the prior week, and things seemed to work. Even better, I kept my eyes on a tight leash and refused to scope out my professor that afternoon. At all.
But she had us swap papers and grade the quizzes at the end of class.
Yeah, no. I did not have everything down yet. I got a 70.
Not good.
Now I wasn't staring at her because I did not want to meet her eyes.
A fucking 70!
Before class was even out, I logged on to her appointment portal and found that as usual, her office hours were wide open. I must be her only struggling student.
I suck.
Before I could get out of the room at the end of class, Ursula called me over. "Another appointment Mr. Taylor?" she sighed in theatric disapproval, though the tormenting was at least good-natured.
"I got a 70. Something is still stupid in here," I moped, pointing at my own head.
"Hardly stupid," she chuckled charitably. "You just need to learn the art of focus, and where to apply it. I'll see you at seven."
Where to apply it?
Oh, God.
Still, I had to go. I needed to figure this shit out. The quiz was probably only worth a few points, but they had been points I could ill afford.
Brazen it out. Brazen. Brazen.
I popped back into her office right on time. She was waiting there, or perhaps lying in wait was a better way to put it. Her desk was clear, and she clearly had nothing to grade. Had I dragged her back to her office this evening when she could have gone home?
"If you haven't seen it yet, I got a 70," I said right off as I entered. "So I am still stupid."
"You aren't stupid, Alistaire," Ursula said calmly. "I did check your test. You made the same error on all three questions you missed. You got backwards the very thing we talked about last time you were in here."
"What?"
"I had my suspicions that you might not have it right just yet," she said with a slightly evil smile. "That's why I decided to give that quiz today. To find out."
"You saddled the whole class with a pop quiz just to check my work?" I gleeped. "I am a frigging disaster! Everyone will hate me!"
"Relax," Ursula said, waving away my concerns and leaning back comfortably in her chair. "They won't know. Besides, I'm making it worth one measly point. And aside from the two genuine lost causes in this class, everybody else got 100s, so it was like free extra credit."
I relaxed slightly.
"But how did I still get it backward?" I asked in frustration.
"It's pretty simple, Alistaire. Just try to pay attention to me... to what I'm saying."
Uh oh.
"Use your ears, not your eyes, maybe? Hmmm?" she added.
So busted.
I steeled myself. I was not going to be able to brazen my way out of this shit, but I was damned if I was going to start babbling.
"I'm sorry Profe... Ursula. I really thought I was paying attention. I guess I just let my eyes wander, I mean, my mind wander! I just... I mean..." I babbled. "I'll do better. I think I already see where I screwed up now that you point it out," I gasped miserably.
She snapped out a question at me, and I answered easily. Just don't get the basic predicate backwards and this shit was easy.
"Good. You do have it," she said approvingly. "What do you think your problem was?"
My problem is that you have great tits, and I get fixated looking at them.
They were looking exceptionally nice that evening, too. Her white dress shirt was one of her more tailored ones, and sheerer than most others. I could see the outlines of a fairly minimal bra underneath.
Damn. The air conditioning in these offices was cool, but she seemed outright cold. The pokies she was rocking were not something I was used to with her, but they were impressive.
Aaaand, I was staring again. Worse, I was pretty sure I was Looking, with all my speculation written on my face. With many women, in many circumstances, that has led to wonderful things.
This was not many women. This was not many places. This was my instructor, in her office.
And I was still staring. How and why had I gotten this fixated?
She cleared her throat. "Again, what do you think your problem was, Mr. Taylor?"
I looked at her face. At least she was cool enough to find my predicament amusing, rather than infuriating. A little amusing. She wasn't going to crush my balls, but I also did not think I would be getting off easy.
I sighed. I could brazen it out, or succumb to babbling again. Brazen it was. It could not get any worse.
Right?
"My problem," I sighed, then continued through clenched teeth, "is a significant distraction in class. I had a problem with it at the start of the semester, got it under control, but it has cropped up again recently."
That got to her. Her eyes (those hazel... green... whatever color eyes) shot wide. "Oh? I am that distracting?"
I could not help myself. I had let the wolf out a little bit, and now it would not go back in the box. "Did I say the distraction was them... er, you?"
Oops.
She laughed. It was a pretty laugh. I swore her headlights got firmer.
"You are hardly the first male student... the first student to get distracted by a teacher. You do have your own spin on it, though."
"I do?" I asked, curious despite myself.
"The fact that you just asked that question proves my point," she said, still leaning back in her chair. This pushed out her chest, her pokie-adorned chest. She was now intentionally tormenting me.
Under other circumstances, had I a different agenda, I'd have tagged her behavior as provisionally very promising.
"Alistaire, you are the cockiest bastard I've ever met," she went on.
I stayed quiet, but my shamefaced grimace gave away the fact that this was not a novel observation.
"The look in your eyes, dude, is..." she stopped.
"What?" I asked in spite of myself.
"Guys whom I bust, or whom any of my colleagues bust for staring... they are just gawping, and we never see them do it again after they get busted. You have just leaned into it even more each time, and I can read all over your face the kinds of marvelous things you want to... the sort of things you want to do to me."
I heard that. I can be clueless, but it did not take Sherlock Holmes to catch that clue.
I did not think I could dig a deeper hole, so I just let my instincts run.
"Marvelous things?" I asked with a smile I was beginning to feel.
She didn't answer that. "More unbelievably, you look filled with utter confidence that you could actually deliver on those things," she snapped.
I could of course deliver on those things. I pondered how interestingly wide her mouth was when she smiled. It would be fun to kiss.
While I pondered that, her mouth twisted from a thin line of frustration to a tentative smile, and back and forth.
Yeah, nice lips. I also imagined putting my dick between those pert breasts and their now crazy erect nipples and letting her suck on my tip.
She squirmed in her seat and I realized that nestling my face in the meeting of her thighs down there would certainly be delicious...
"What the hell are you thinking now?" Ursula demanded.
"All those marvelous things I'm going to do to you?" I sort of asked.
"'Going to do'?" she yelped.
"If you want me to," I shrugged. "I mean, you do want me to, but I'm hardly going to pressure you into overcoming any objections."
I'm an idiot, but I often get away with that. Would I again?
Someday, this would bite me on the ass.
"Listen, you!" she exclaimed bouncing to her feet and leaning over her desk toward me, fists balled up on the surface.
"Yes?" I asked, leaning well forward slightly myself.
"How are you this fucking sexy?" she asked, mostly talking to herself.
Letting the wolf out would most certainly bite me on the ass someday.
But not this day.
I watched her grumble internally, and then I saw her face resolve. It was a resolution I had seen numerous times before on a woman's face. It was not at all what I had come to this meeting for, but it was not anything I was going to refuse either.
"Kiss me," she demanded in a challenging voice.
Done. I tilted forward and bent to press my lips to hers.
With some women, things start very tentatively, even warily. Others move confidently. With a few, things get off and running smoothly. This was a fucking level five avalanche letting go.
Honestly, it was a bit much. A lot of the early details are hazy, and I cannot trace exactly how we ended up naked, horizontal, and superimposed on her desk. But there we found ourselves, and I was happy to proceed from there in a more sedate fashion. A little more sedate fashion.
She was the one superimposed on top, which was just hunky dory by me. She had such amazingly fresh breath, but it was not until I really got to rooting around in her mouth with my eager, happy tongue that I realized she had not even had the chance to spit out her gum before I had gotten to her.
Spearmint?
Peppermint?
Doublemint?
She had enough boobs for twins, I thought. Not Mary and Maddie twins, but ordinary, super-hot twins. I pulled her gum from her mouth with my tongue as my hands explored said excellent boobs. I spat the gum into one hand and, at a loss for what else to do, I pressed it under the far edge of her desk. Then I swiftly got that hand back to fondling what I needed it to.
She was grooving to my explorations, but she was also slowly, firmly working my hard cock up and down. She had great hands...
Fuck! I must have missed it in the frenzy. How had she reacted when she realized how big I...
"Fucking hell!" Ursula almost screamed, her hand yanking away from my dick. She popped up and I lost my grip on her tits, which was suboptimal.
Oh. She had also lost touch with reality, just as I had, in all the momentum of undressing each other. Until now.
"Dude! What is that?" she asked, staring at her own hand as if amazed it had been able to hold me.
Seriously, guys, I am big, but I'm not some damned cartoon...
"That... is happy to see you," I joked.
She glared at me, but her hand seemed to move back to hold me again as if of its own volition. I sighed as she gripped me again, and she slowly started to pump once more.
For my part, I moved to massage her breasts quite quickly.
"Fess up," she challenged me, not slowing her gentle stroking. "You invented this problem to try to make this happen!"
"I did not. I really had a problem," I said, tugging on a nipple in a playful manner at odds with my confession.
Ursula hissed at my tug, and leaned her torso back, causing it to tug harder. "Maybe you are that stupid then. I can't seem to care right now."
"Well, much as I am enjoying what you are doing," I grunted, "I am smart enough to know I need to get out from underneath you."
"Why?" she asked suspiciously, and made no move, holding my cock possessively.
"Because I really want to lick you into submission, and I can't do that in this position," I growled.
She stared down at me, still jacking me slowly. "Come on, Alistaire! What else must I teach you about?" She finally let go of my cock and shuffled forward on her knees until her pussy hung over my mouth. "But I doubt you can make me submit in any position!"
"Challenge," I said, turning my head to kiss a sleek inner thigh, "accepted." I licked that soft skin, swirling my tongue around. Then I turned to the other side and nibbled gently on her flesh over there.
"Alistaire," she grumbled, "neither of those spots, nice as they are, are the submission button."
"Patience, Professor! Patience," I chuckled.
She growled at me for the professor word, but I turned the growl into a gasp as I nibbled on her thigh.
I didn't actually nibble. The taut skin of her inner thigh was drawn too tight for that, with the way she straddled my face. I just put my teeth to her flesh.
But she liked teeth, I noted. I committed this observation to memory for the far future... like as soon as I could get my mouth back on her nipples.
For the moment, I just kept kissing and teething her inner thigh until I drew another frustrated moan. Then I lifted my head slightly and pressed the submission button with my tongue.
Obviously, she didn't submit on the first lick. But I know how to keep going. She liked the first lick a lot though. Volubly.
Her shins rested on her desk, straddling my shoulders. This let me lift my hands behind her and explore the sweeping curves of her ass. I did have to wonder what kind of gym regimen Ursula followed, to give her such hard, lean, tightly muscular legs, while retaining such a soft, lush ass. Regardless, I really liked the combination.



I also liked the lovely pussy I tongued myself up into. She was shaven bare between her legs, but I could make out a small patch of pubes up above. You know, like a nice painting over the fireplace. Mostly, I looked higher as I kissed and licked her. I tried to spear her gaze with my own, but Ursula was one whose gaze got unfocused when she was trying not to submit. Her eyes wandered and rolled in her head. When I saw this wasn't going to change, I mostly just enjoyed the view from below of her sweet, dangling tits.
I eased off of her clit for a moment, to let her reset and enjoy things longer, and instead corkscrewed my tongue inside her folds. It was then that I discovered her real submission button was the ridged areas just inside her entrance.
In moments after I delved within her, Ursula moaned frantically, undulating her hips, hunching her shoulders, and leaning forward to brace her hands on the edge of her desk right above my head. This improved my view of her dangling breasts considerably.
All plans for extending her experience went out the window as I went to town tonguefucking Ursula. I licked and probed happily, while I dug my fingers eagerly into the soft flesh of her generous backside.
"Oh God," she said in a quiet voice that was suddenly the only sound she was making. But it spoke volumes as she froze atop me. There were no spasms as she came, just tiny quivers as her body locked up against the obviously powerful waves of sensation coursing through her.
Then she sagged. I swiftly moved my hands from her ass to grab the tops of her thighs, afraid she might pitch forward off the desk.
"Wow," she gasped. "I submit."
Then her eyes snapped back into focus and gleamed down at me. "But not for long!"
I liked the sound of that, but she remained motionless for a good bit longer, finally banishing her suppressed tremors.
Then she gracefully slid backward and down my body, still straddling me. She dragged her sopping pussy over my cock lightly as she moved, and I let my fingers caress her breasts for the brief period where they were within my reach.
But she kept sliding back, pressing my legs together with her own when she stopped. She grinned at me with a fey expression and grabbed my dick. Hefting it up, she bent further and sucked me into her mouth.
"Ohhh," I groaned happily.
Her nipples brushed against my thighs as Ursula began to bob up and down, sucking hard on my cock as she did so.
"That's so goood," I moaned. I rapidly realized that she had no intention of taking me deep, and that that was not going to be an issue. Not that it ever was.
But it was especially not an issue here. She had a technique I'd never quite experienced before. Each time she raised her head to leave only my tip between her lips, her tongue would circumnavigate me, then sweep back to flatten itself eagerly against my shaft as she took several inches of me back inside. And she repeated this maneuver effortlessly, never missing a beat.
"No fair," I moaned after a bit.
Her eyes cocked up at me, twinkling.
"I want to enjoy this so much longer," I moaned. "But I won't," I added in warning.
I did not enjoy it any longer at all, as at my words, Ursula popped her lips free of my cock, began jacking my shaft eagerly, and swung her tits up to drag them back and forth across my tip.
"Oh shit," my breath exploded, and a second later, my cock did the same. My feet kicked feebly and my fists balled as my nut spurted out and up against the soft, appealing surface of her hanging, swaying breasts. A thread of white here, a string of goo there, as I pulsed and sprayed.
"I love the feel of that," Ursula cooed when my flow had ceased and she had slowed her strokes of my shaft. "It's the sensation of... submission!"
I grinned at her joke. But no.
"Hardly," I smiled. "Let's just lie here and kiss for a minute or two, then I hope we will make each other submit."
"How can anything this big sustain all the needed blood flow for anything, much less still keep it up after you came like that?" she shook her head in bemusement.
"With you all naked and awesome, dangling those breasts above me like that?" I snorted. Then I raised my arms to draw her into an embrace. "I just need a moment to enjoy, not refract."
It was a new word to me and I was going to use it, dammit!
But Ursula pulled away. "You may have some skills, Alistaire, but you have a lot to learn. Like why you should not embrace a woman right after you have spooged her sodden like that!" she laughed. I laughed too... "Just give me a second," she added absently.
She looked for her tissues. Fortunately, she didn't keep them on her desktop, or they would be on the floor with everything else except us. She tugged open a drawer and pulled out a box. We each tugged out a couple and set to cleaning off her torso.
I admit that she did most of the work, I just largely played with her boobs while pretending to wipe.
She knew what I was doing, and admonished me by booping my nose. She was holding a cum-soaked tissue when she did it.
When she was as clean as I was going to wait around for her to make herself, I pulled her down atop me in a firm embrace. Our lips met again and we moaned in unison at the kiss.
Our hands roamed over each other as we luxuriated in the kiss. And the next. And the one after that. Her hand was between us, stroking my still fully hard cock.
Then she shifted backward just a touch, and I rocked my shoulders and neck up to follow, keeping my lips on hers.
She lifted my penis gently, pressing her sex against my tip. Then she moved back further, and I leaned after her, keeping my lips on hers while she pushed herself down onto my shaft. She squirmed her hips as she encompassed my cock and her body molded tightly around it. I let my head fall back to bang, fortunately softly, on the top of the desk. I sighed happily.
Ursula grunted as she started to slide me in and out, but in short movements that always kept me pretty deep inside her. "Mr. Taylor," she moaned through gritted teeth. "I had a boyfriend about six years ago, a bit after I got my bachelor's," she said, not ceasing her short, deep strokes. "I used to think he had a big cock. Poor bastard," she chuckled.
"Size," I grunted, interrupting my passive ride with a few hard thrusts upward of my own that were enjoyed but not fully welcome. She wanted to be in charge at the moment. I subsided my efforts, bidding my time. "Size is not everything," I sighed.
Ursula laughed. "That is an old saw women say to guys they like but who don't measure up. Size matters!"
"And no woman had ever said that size doesn't matter to me," I said, lifting my hands to cup her gently swaying breasts. "But," I grunted on, "I have a friend from high school who has a bigish dick too, and..."
"And how do you know that?" Ursula asked, slowing slightly to tease me.
"Ew," I smiled. "But, um, we both liked a girl who enjoyed both our dicks, often at either end. I could not help but observe him making her come just as hard as I could."
"She had two guys with dicks like this?" Ursula exclaimed, starting to ride me a little harder. "The rest of the female world needs to jail her for hogging the good stuff."
"He wasn't quite my size," I said, more amused than I should have been. "But Ben's a good solid seven and a half."
"Fuck," Ursula, "That's the small guy? I'm going to re-name Cassius, 'Tiny' in my head from now on!"
I pulled her face against mine and smashed out lips together hungrily. Then I tried to roll us over, saying, "Let's dump the discussion of dick size and just use what we have to work with."
But Ursula stopped my maneuver.
"Not yet," she panted. "Let me keep the reins a little longer."
With that, she began to rise and fall in much longer strokes, dragging a happy moan from my lips as she rode my full length. I was here for enjoying that, and just cupped her breasts where they dangled over me.
She picked up her pace as well, and now she was rocking back and forth along my length vigorously. Soon we were both happily panting. And soon after that, we were both feeling our anticipation rise.
I grabbed her hips as I felt her slow, not ready to go over the edge. We smiled at each other as she fully paused.
"Ready?" I asked, after a few breaths.
Ursula nodded, but still did not let us roll over. Instead, she worked her way up higher on her knees over me until my tip just barely remained in her folds. She wriggled there, twisting on the tip, rubbing it against her gee. "Do it," she hissed needily.
I squeezed her hips harder, and started thrusting up into her, hard and fast.
I loved this position, but I well knew I could only keep it up for so long. So I held nothing back and just let myself go.
"Oh fuck!" Ursula gasped as I started to drive up and into her again and again. "Please! Just like that," she moaned.
"Yes... ma'am," I panted in reply. I was close, and knew I had the endurance to keep this up until I came. I just had to pray she'd get there earlier.
She did not. But she got there a hair after what would have been simultaneously.
My back arched almost painfully as my pelvis thrust up and froze, my cock buried hard and fast in her depths as I came. I don't know what noise I made, but I'm betting it was loud.
On the other hand, I can vividly and delightedly remember the variety of ecstatic noises my professor made in response, her head hanging limply while the rest of her arched up hard.
Then she groaned and pushed her hips downward, slapping my ass back onto the desk. Her hips rocked hard, forward and back atop me until she collapsed atop me like a noodle.
I was pretty noodle-like myself.
"Fuuuuuck," she groaned, rolling off of me and the desk, and flopping back in her chair. I hoped her blotter would be easy to clean. Ditto for the chair, now that I thought about it.
We looked at each other and grinned.
"You one hundred percent deliver on your own internal propaganda, you know that?"
"I try," I shrugged. "Sometimes I am inspired to succeed."
She grinned, then sobered. "Just to forestall any feelings of guilt for me, please tell me I did not just ruin some poor girl's day, week, or year?"
"I am not in a relationship. There are women who will need to know something of what we just did, heavily redacted of course. And you need to know such women exist, too."
"I figured," she snorted. She shook her head. "We should not have done this. I cannot be fucking a student!"
I nodded. "Yep. Probably not the best idea. For the record, it was not my intent for this to happen. And I certainly don't..."
"Good," she said briskly, trying to sound as professional and as in authority as a gorgeous naked woman could. "Listen, you can still earn a legitimate A with the points remaining available on the exam. If you need any more academic assistance. Let me know."
"Thank you. Believe it or not, through all this I think I did finally cement the issue properly in my head," I snorted.
"Not the recommended pedagogy," Ursula said, rising and grabbing her panties to put them back on.
"No. Sorry," I said.
"Good. And I think if you need additional assistance, we should go over things after class, rather than in here," she went on as she shrugged into her bra. Putting the panties on had been bad enough. I was ready to weep, having to say goodbye to those breasts.
"And Alistaire?"
"Yes?"
"The second the final semester grades have officially posted, call me. Hmmm?"
----------
Thanks as always for reading!
Fair warning, the regular pace of posting for this series may hit a roadblock soon. There is one future chapter I am taking back to the shop for repairs, and another that a few comments recently inspired me to add. Hang in there!
And of course, please vote, favorite, and comment! Your speculations might actually change the course of things. They have already.
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FWIW, the actual USTA National Championships are held in the Fall, not the Spring. Sue me. This is my timeline and I'll mangle it if I want to. This story needs to be in the spring of Alistaire's second year, so that's when the championships are held.
All sorts of callbacks in this one, including the main event. I just can't seem to get away from her...
------------
The One With A Big Surprise
------------
BECCA: Hey! My dad says that your mom has told another one of her clients to hire him as Chief Operating Officer. Monica is ecstatic. She likes Dad better when he is busy bitching about the millennials he loves to hire, and besides, having him around the house all the time cramps her style
ME: Excellent!
I was glad of this final confirmation that my antics with Becca had not screwed up things for Mr. Howard.
BECCA: It's too bad you aren't actually a Gamecock. We could get together this weekend and toast Dad's success
Oh wow. For the first time ever, I kind of regretted that for me, USC meant the University of Southern California, instead of the University of South Carolina.
ME: Curses. Foiled again
BECCA: Maybe for the best. Carol might knock me out and show up in my place if she heard you were going to be around again
ME: What?
BECCA: Your friend Carla has been putting ideas into her head about you.
This conversation was putting ideas in my head about Carol... As many as would fit, given all the ideas about Becca there were in there at the moment. It was completely distracting me from the USC-Oregon baseball game I was in the stands to watch with friends. Even though we had a really good team, I think you can understand my difficulty concentrating...
ME: My fam is hitting Telluride for Christmas this year, but I will be home with them after that until break is over. It would be a road trip, but we could meet up then?
BECCA: I like the way you think. And hopefully there should be time for you to meet up with Carol too, to get her off my back
Really?
I was not complaining.
Of course, I was already planning ways to meet up with both of them simultaneously, should I manage the feat. Christmas was going to rock!
And Becca sure was chill about the way I managed to make things work.
ME: You fit right into my life, don't you?
BECCA: That's what all your friends say
I stared at my phone as I walked across the grass of central campus.
Of course.
Carla had to be the culprit this time. There was no way my old friend would have failed to get Becca's contact info out of Carol.
ME: Swell. Are you enjoying being part of The Sisterhood?
BECCA: Actually yes. That is a bunch of cool women
I shook my head. She wasn't wrong, though. They were all cool. When they weren't ganging up on me.
An inning later, I got another text.
BECCA: We gotta make the Xmas thing happen. New Year's or after. Carol totally wants in
I started to put my phone on Do Not Disturb. I could not handle any more of this if I wanted a prayer of seeing any of this game.
The fact that the Trojan cheerleaders were in attendance and making the gaps between innings awesome helped focus my attention back locally.
The fact that my pre-med friend Fiona had been coerced into lifting her head out of her books and having some fun by coming to the game was also helping. I would have preferred, if she was going to spend a couple of hours not studying, that she and I spend them fucking, but you can't have everything.
And there was always after the game.
Dave sat on the other side of me from Fiona, and another guy named Rich sat on the other side of Fiona. Rich was okay, but I sensed that he and I were the main competitors for Fiona's very limited free time. Too bad for him. While I am not jealous, I am extremely competitive.
The third out of the inning came ignominiously. But the cheerleaders came out to work on our foul line this time around, right about in front of us.
"It is nice to have the hottest cheerleaders on Earth, ain't it?" I observed happily.
"They are hot," Dave agreed.
"But there are lots of hot cheerleaders out there," Rich said tendentiously.
Fiona ignored us and read her phone.
I wasn't sure what she had on there, but I had dark concerns that she was getting in a little studying...
"Nonsense, Rich," I said, saddling up a hobby horse of mine. "On the seventh day, when God rested, except for creating football and cheerleaders, he declared, 'Let there be hot, athletic girls in short skirts. Let them be called cheerleaders. And let there be a university in California called USC, where the best of the best shall go."
Darla MacWilliam, the hottest of the universally hot squad, chose that moment to execute a series of high kicks directly in our direction. Along with her squad-mates, I felt like she was dropping the mic for me.
Dave, Rich, and I shut up to enjoy.
"Maybe you are right," Rich sighed.
Fiona finally looked up from her phone. "The redhead? She's not even the hottest cheerleader on campus." She looked back down to her phone.
That looked a lot like Chemistry on that screen...
"Please," Dave snorted. "We might disagree over whether our girls are the best of every school, everywhere, but Darla is totally the hottest USC cheerleader."
Fiona didn't even look up. "Not a chance. The hottest cheerleader on campus isn't even cheering anymore. And when she was, she was cheering for UNC."
"What are you talking about?" I asked skeptically.
"Look, there is a first-year med student named Stephanie Wilkes here. She captained the Chapel Hill cheer squad. She's nice." Fiona shrugged. "And yeah, way hotter than Darla."
None of us guys knew what to do with this information... Except to continue enjoying watching Darla and her squad-mates, who were having a helluva lot better day than our ball club, especially my other roommate, who had seen six pitches, swung six times so far, and not made contact once.
*
The next day, a more immediately important text came through.
POPPY: Oh, by the way, Mom and her partner are through to the semi-finals of the USTA Nationals. They play again tomorrow, and Mom says her semifinal will probably be the championship match
ME: Srsly? I gotta send her my congratulations. Or should I wait until the final results?
I paused.
ME: Wait. Where is the tournament being held this year?
Something was tickling the back of my mind.
POPPY: Someplace out there called Pasadena
ME: Fuck! Why didn't you tell me? Why didn't SHE tell me? I'm going to go tomorrow for sure!
Tomorrow was Saturday. I'd be free.
POPPY: I did not think Pasadena was very close to you
ME: It's an easy drive. Well, easy for LA
I was coming to loathe LA traffic with a bit of a passion. But for a chance to see Sloane play competitively? I'd have gone during rush hour.
ME: Don't tell her I'm coming. I want to bust her chops for not telling me about this herself!
I sat there chortling at this text exchange, and Hannah looked up from her hamburger. "What's got you cackling like a hen, Big Guy?"
"An old... friend is playing in the USTA Over 40 doubles national championship semifinals tomorrow in Pasadena. I'm going to go and surprise her."
"Cool. Want company? I'd like to see this 'old... friend'," she giggled. Then she stopped herself. "Wait. Did you say 'over 40s'?"
"Yeah," I said blandly. "She's the mom of one of my favorite classmates back in high school."
"And by favorite, you mean..." Hanna teased.
I'd give her that much. "Yeah. Her daughter Poppy is very... dear to me."
"Oh, I am so fucking riding along."
Early the next morning, I was meeting with Kate to exchange some papers we had edited for each other. We were sitting in Everybody's Kitchen, a place on campus, just shooting the shit when Gina walked by with a tray. I waved and said, "Grab a seat."
Gina and I traded quick glances of 'that' variety, but otherwise she just plopped down. "Hey, Kate," she said. They knew each other in passing, or I would not have invited Gina to sit.
"What's on your agenda today, Alistaire?" Gina asked.
Usually, I would have immediately answered, 'You,' to an invitation like that, but I do still believe in discretion and, more to the point, I had plans.
"I am driving over to Pasadena with Hannah to see an old friend play in the semis of the USTA Nationals."
"Seriously? What college does she play for?" Kate asked.
"Heh. She never went to college. She was actually a WTA touring pro for a couple of years, way back when. She is in the 40s and up division of this tournament," I said.
"Oh," said Gina.
"I'm in," Kate said excitedly. "I love good tennis. Have I heard of this woman?"
"I doubt it," I shook my head. "She was the girls' tennis coach my senior year back in Connecticut."
"What time?" chimed in Gina. I told her when the match was, and that I was leaving in an hour with Hannah. She grimaced. "I can't quite get free by then. I'll drive my own car a little later, and maybe do some shopping out there afterward or something."
"Mind if I ride along with you, Alistaire?" Kate asked me.
And so I would be sitting and watching a tennis match with three women.
USTA matches, even at the top level like this, are not played in stadiums. Our destination was a country club, and the show courts would, at most, have some basic, portable, four or five row aluminum bleachers set up.
Traffic again bit me in the ass, and Kate and I ended up arriving less than five minutes before Gina and Hannah rolled up. Hannah had begged off my early departure and was now smug as fuck at spending an hour less time on the same drive by riding with Gina.
I'll bet Gina and Hannah had compared all sorts of notes, I thought darkly. Ordinarily, I'd have been hoping that their notes had been on some kind of 'collaboration' with me. It's the way I think. But Gina is even straighter than I am, if such a thing is humanly possible.
The four of us all went in together. Sloane was on one of the prime courts, and we squeezed together up on the top row of the bleachers.
Sloane and her partner Melissa finished winning the first set about five seconds after we sat down, 6-2.
"Gonna wave hi?" Gina asked me as the players took a break.
"Fuck no!" I snorted. "If she somehow loses, I don't want her to blame my presence! If the worst happens, I'm beating feet as fast as I can before she sees me!"
We all laughed.
A loss was a kind of a concern for the first four games of the second set, with Sloane getting her serve broken at love to put her and her partner down 1-3. I was nervous, but then Sloane hit three winners in a row, two at the net, to break right back. She and Melissa won 6-4 in the second to take the match and move on to the finals.
Most spectators applauded lightly and headed for the bar to wait for the next match.
I sat there atop the stands and cheered like a loon, woo-hooing and calling, "Sloane! Right on!"
It took two or three calls before she turned and saw who was making an ass of themselves.
"Alistaire!" she exclaimed, turning my way. I popped up and dashed down the risers to court-side. Sloane met me, a big grin on her face, her partner trailing along behind, curiously.
Then...
I saw Sloane spy the girls I had with me, make a quick and accurate assumption, and grin wickedly at me.
Uh oh.
We met, and she slid a hand right out, cradling the back of my head, and laid a kiss on me that curled my toes in their Converses. A long kiss. I was there for the kiss. I returned it with all sorts of interest. I thought about copping a feel, except her partner was there and I was still not sure what Sloane was trying to accomplish.
We still had not quite finished, but were winding down when Hannah chuckled, "Oh. That kind of old friend, huh?"
Sloane just gave Hannah a challenging look as we broke off the kiss.
"Um," said Sloane's partner.
"Melissa, this is Alistaire," Sloane blandly said to the older woman with her. "Alistaire, this is Melissa, my doubles partner. Please note Melissa is wearing a wedding ring, so don't get any ideas. Especially don't get any of your specialty ideas," she finished drily.
Too late.
Melissa was not as hot as Sloane, but that left plenty of room for hotness. Room she mostly filled. I had already found myself pondering several 'specialty' ideas of what I might do with the two of them together, long before the match had even been over.
Ah well.
"Nice to meet you," I said, giving her a polite younger man handshake. "If you guys play like that tomorrow, I'm going to bet you win the whole thing."
"Thank you," Melissa said, still off balance. "It's nice to meet you too, Alistaire. And who..." she froze and looked at Sloane. "Wait!This is Alistaire?The Alistaire? How old are you?" she asked me with incredulity.
"Um, twenty?" I said before thinking.
Melissa blinked a time or two. "Well, Sloane. That explains that kiss just now. And why you left out a detail or three before!"
Sloane just winked at her.
"And are you going to introduce me to the local chapter?" Poppy's mom asked, turning back to me.
"I'm Gina," my friend popped off. "Alistaire never mentioned anyone as epic as you in his history."
"Epic? I think I'm flattered," Sloane murmured, then looked onward. "His taste remains impeccable as always," she added, looking my friends over.
"This is Hannah," I said, who audibly smirked at her introduction. "And this is..."
"What the fuck is going on?"
"Kate," I finished lamely.
Oh... yeah.
Kate knew nothing about anything.
Well, she sort of knew a fuckton all of a sudden now, and I could tell it was not all processing smoothly.
"Wait," Kate said, blinking like mad. "Am I just going insane? Or am I going insane and Alistaire is also fucking everybody?"
"Not me," chirped Melissa who was a helluva lot more amused but less confused. "Although I think I should feel bummed to have been left out!"
"Kate, I... uh... see... G-Guys? Kate and I are just, well, friends," I gobbled helplessly.
"You mean you and Alistaire aren't...? Wow," Gina said to Kate in shock. "Um, why not?"
"Why not?" Kate yelped. "I... I mean..." she glared at me like I was some rabid beast shitting in her flower garden while giving her bad Yelp reviews. It was a weird glare.
She turned to Gina. "Can I ride back with you?"
Gina and Hannah looked at each other for a moment.
"Oh absolutely," Gina purred.
"This is going to be a blast," cooed Hannah.
Kate looked at them both like they were live snakes wearing propeller beanies. But it was clear that she'd still rather ride back across town with live snakes wearing propeller beanies than with me. She was freaked out. Then she shot me a grim look and said, "Yes. Yes, it is going to be fabulous."
I facepalmed.
Then the three of my local friends spent ten totally normal minutes congratulating Sloane and Melissa and discussing the match. All of them ignored me, though not pointedly. They just were totally comfortable having a conversation in front of me without including me.
Honestly, it was my normal existence, just on steroids.
Well, Melissa did not completely ignore me. She kept shooting utterly gleeful glances my way. Sloane was going to regret that stunt.
"Melissa and I need some photos after our penultimate victory," Sloane asked Gina. "Take a couple and text them to me, will you? My phone is over in my bag and I'm too tired from the match to schlep over there and grab it."
Gina shrugged and hauled out her phone. Sloane and Melissa hugged and mugged for the camera, and Gina ended up taking a bunch of shots before texting them all to Sloane.
"Ooh!" Sloane said just as that was happening. "We also need a picture with you guys, please. Since Melissa and I now apparently have a nationwide fan base, we need to rub that in Janice Gifford's face back at the club."
"Oh, God! Please," squealed Melissa like she was a sixteen year-old mean girl. "Who can we get to take it?" she asked, looking around.
"I'll do it!" almost yelped Kate. I realized she just did not want to be in a picture with me... and all of them. She grabbed Gina's phone, looked a little more relaxed after engineering her escape from being in the picture, and settled down to take her photographer's job seriously.
Predictably, I was placed in the center, between Melissa and Sloane. Gina and Hanna pressed in against them from either side. We all smiled, Melissa and Sloane both putting up two fingers, palms forward, in the old English 'Victory' sign.
Someone grabbed my ass just as Kate took the photo and she demanded to take another when she looked at it and saw my facial expression in the picture. The next one passed muster.
From her facial expression, I think Kate knew what had happened.
I did not. I know a bit about having my ass grabbed, but I was betting that the only one of them who could have grabbed that cheek from that angle was Melissa!
To be clear, I did not think the woman was actually copping a feel, per se. She was counting coup on Sloane.
Okay, she probably had been copping a feel, too.
I was summarily ignored again as they went back to talking for another minute or so.
"Well, we should go," said Gina, hauling out her keys. "See you later, Alistaire?"
"I hope so," I said feebly.
Gina and Hanna laughed merrily at that. Kate did not. She looked like she was escaping an alley filled with a very sketchy-looking crowd... in the company of another sketchy crowd.
And then they were gone.
I waved goodbye, trying and failing not to check out all three of their each in their own way splendid asses as they walked away.
Great, now I was checking out Kate's ass.
I turned back as swiftly as I could to Sloane and Melissa. Melissa was still trying not to cackle at my predicament.
Sloane was looking at me like... Sloane when she is horny.
"Alistaire," she said languidly. "It is so fortuitous that you are here, and now at loose ends. To be honest, I'd love it if you could help me out with some pre-match procedures before our final tomorrow."
"Huh?"
"Pondering some female athletic enhancement, Sloane?" Melissa asked. Apparently, she could still be caught at least a little off guard.
"Like you are not going to fuck Walt tonight," snorted Sloane.
"No shit," Melissa said firmly. "I keep telling you, it absolutely works."
"Oh," I said, getting it. "Um, I really, really don't want to derail this, but I'd always heard athletes should refrain the day or so before..."
"That's for male athletes, Alistaire," Sloane almost cackled. "Word is, the opposite is true for us ladies."
Huh. It's good to be a woman.
"You work fast," Melissa said to Sloane.
"I have to, if I want to work faster than he does!" Sloane retorted, jerking a thumb at me.
That was unfair. I had barely even begun to ponder the implications of being left here to my own devices. To Sloane's devices.
But I was pondering those implications now!
"Wait, where is Walt?" Sloane asked, suddenly realizing that Walt, Melissa's husband, was not in evidence.
"I saw him get a call and leave to take it during the second set," Melissa shrugged.
"He left during the match?" Sloane asked, borderline incredulous.
"I am pretty sure I know what it was about," Melissa said, her cheery disposition fading temporarily. "Someone at his office is getting fired, and I'll bet things just got ugly. He is probably off making some decisions he does not want to," she added sympathetically.
"That said," she went on, her demeanor immediately reverting to A-positive, "I should go find him and give him the hug he needs. I'll see you at breakfast tomorrow?" she asked Sloane, in a pro forma manner.



"Alistaire, it has been glorious to put a face to your name," Melissa went on, turning to me. "And such a lovely young face it is," she added, giving Sloane a look that foretold much discussion. She held her arms out to me and I found myself getting the neighbor lady hug and two quick air kisses on each cheek. But her hand rested on my ass and gave me another lingering grope.
Yeah, it had definitely been her who grabbed my ass before.
This time, Sloane saw the grope. She had obviously been meant to.
Counting coup, just like I said.
With that, Melissa waved to both of us and headed out to look for her husband and his problems. I watched her leave for a moment. Yep, I was checking out her ass too. I sensed her husband's mood would be improving shortly, when she got her post-match celebration/pre-match 'treatment'.
"You are going to give me a complex while you check out every ass in the zip code," Sloane said drily.
"In fairness, one of your opponents had a sweet ass as well," I smiled innocently.
My ass was slapped. The slap lingered into a grope.
"I desperately need a shower," Sloane said, scenically tugging at her sexy purple and chartreuse tennis outfit, sticky with sweat. "Want to give me a hand with that?"
Yes, please. Showers with Sloane were amazing.
We walked over to a golf cart on loan to Sloane from the club. "We have an AirBNB right over on the seventh hole here," Sloane said, swinging elegantly into the cart.
"Um, Melissa and her husband will be there?" I said hesitantly. My mind was confusedly warring with itself between absolutely not wanting to meet this Walt guy, and absolutely wishing that he didn't exist in the first place.
"Don't worry," Sloane almost giggled. "Melissa is showering and changing in the locker room here this evening, since she and Walt have tickets to the Magic Castle tonight. They won't be back to disturb my sleep with Melissa's pre-match preparations until much later." We bounced over a speed bump.
They had speed bumps on the cart paths around here?
Sloane sighed. "I wish we could still be going at it when they do finally get back, just to turn Melissa green. But..."
"You better be ready for her to give you all sorts of shit over this," I said dubiously.
"Oh, she thinks she is going to," Sloane practically cackled. "She is not prepared for what I'm going to tell her."
I rolled my eyes.
And wished I could watch and listen.
"But I really did play very hard today, Alistaire. I doubt I have more than an hour or so in me of your level of sex," she said almost apologetically as we turned onto a short street with small but nice houses.
"Well, I guess if that's all the sex you have in you, I just need to make sure you have me in you as much as possible then," I leered.
"You have no idea how excited I am to see you, Alistaire," Sloane sighed. She grabbed my hand and held it as we pulled into the driveway, parking on the right side.
Neither of us wasted any time sprinting into the house. When we reached the bathroom, Sloane turned to me. "I need you to go get us a couple of glasses of Chardonnay from the kitchen, Alistaire."
I almost never drank wine, but Sloane was going to get whatever she wanted from me. "Sure, just as soon as I get you out of that sexy tennis outfit," I smiled, reaching for her. But she danced out of my reach.
"No, now. You don't need to see me peeling myself out of this sodden outfit."
"You look sexy as hell, Sloane," I said eagerly. "And I love peeling a girl out of her clothes.
"Thank you," she said, stroking my cheek. "I do think I look good in this. And I hope I will look even better, once I'm in the shower, all naked and soapy. But I need you to go get the wine because nobody would find me sexy peeling this already fairly ripe stuff away from my skin."
I wanted to argue further. I had good arguments to the contrary. But what Sloane wanted, Sloane was going to get until she was fully exhausted. And probably a little more after that...
I dashed to the kitchen and grabbed a bottle of Chardonnay from the fridge. My father had long ago taught me how to pull a cork, and I did so swiftly. I poured two full glasses, intending to leave some of mine as a reserve for Sloane. I had given in and left for the kitchen this time, but I was damned if I was going to leave that fabulous woman for a second time, once we got started.
When I returned to the bathroom, Sloane gave me a languid gaze from inside the glass door. Soapsuds ran intermittently down her insane figure.
I got undressed swiftly, under her appreciative gaze, and slid into the shower with her.
Given this was the state that invented the slogan, Save Water, Shower With a Friend, the California architect of this house had dedicated an annoyingly small amount of space for the shower.
On the plus side, this led to a liberal application of naked Sloane from my head to toe, as I soaped her body happily in the close quarters. I didn't need a cleaning, but I was apparently going to get one anyway...
On the negative side, there was hardly any room to bend over and engage in all sorts of activities we each wanted to engage in. We finally gave up, groped each other silly, and cut off the shower as soon as we could--ish.
When we got out, I enjoyed drying her off. I knelt and ran the big fluffy towel between her delicate toes, up her legs (and between them), and everywhere else. When I went to dry her hair, she laughed and pulled away. She wrapped the towel around her head expertly and asked, "Ever screwed a woman in a towel turban?"
"I have not," I observed.
"Good, because I don't want a wet pillow when I finally collapse for a good, well-fucked, night's sleep," she laughed.
Then Sloane decided to dry me in turn. Her commitment to keeping her sheets dry seemed less intense than she claimed, as she did a half-assed drying operation on me, what with my cock in her mouth the whole time. I finally took the towel from her hands to dry my own hair and shoulders. The fact that this left her able to keep her most expert lips on my cock, and said cock deep in her throat was in no way selfish on my part.
I had not been fully deep-throated in over a year, and wow, was I ready for the phenomenon to reappear! The towel dropped from my nerveless fingers and Sloane just outright fucked me with her throat. My cock nearly exploded with pleasure as she worked.
With a gasp, I choked out, "Coming!"
She merely pulled my cock from her throat, leaving it fully in her mouth, and kept bobbing her head, her hand stroking my shaft eagerly. I found myself going up on tiptoes as my balls gathered themselves. "Oh, fuck yeah," I crooned as I emptied myself, filling Sloane's mouth. She sucked happily, swallowing easily as I pumped.
When I sagged, Sloane let me slip from her lips and drew a last drop from me with her fingers.
"There," she sighed happily. "We have you ready to wring every last drop of energy out of me so I can recharge completely fresh for tomorrow!" She turned and led me swiftly toward the bedroom.
Damn, a woman is sexy when naked, but for a towel on her head!
Something to keep in mind.
I caught her from behind as we reached the bed and I gently pushed her forward onto the mattress, her knees climbing up to the edge of the bed. She leaned forward under my gentle pressure, ending up on her hands and knees, facing away from me.
So fucking edible...
I bent and ran my hands up the back of her thighs until they were squeezing her cheeks. I let my face dip without preamble so I could kiss her fresh, clean-shaven pussy. I licked and kissed gently and slowly, teasing her hard, simply by refusing to accelerate things or let my hunger loose.
"How the fuck are you so good at this at your age?" Sloane groaned.
"Practice, practice, practice," I snorted from between her thighs.
"I doubt they will let you do this at Carnegie Hall," she moaned.
Maybe, maybe not... In the meantime, I was going to practice Sloane into a sloppy, happy mess, prepared just right for fucking, and I was going to enjoy the hell out of doing so.
My tongue pressed into her moist, aromatic nest, and I moaned happily, even before she did. But she blew my moans away in the volume department, and wriggled her hips and ass against my face. I held on tighter with one hand on her ass, trying to keep her in place so my tongue could work, while my other hand undermined those efforts by sliding under her and tickling her clit below where my tongue twisted in her entrance.
Sloane's arms collapsed and her face smashed down into the comforter, muffling her groans.
She was close.
I pushed her closer.
When I felt she was on the very edge, I straightened up and pressed my cock into her pulsing slit. Her arms remained splayed out, but her head arched up and Sloane moaned loudly, "Fuck yes! So gooood!"
The last word soared upward in register as she came on my invading member. I had barely had time to thrust more than two or three times before she started to orgasm, just like I had hoped to achieve. I indulged my own ecstasy by pushing into her a few more times as she finished, after which she collapsed even further. Then I gave a couple more thrusts after that, because I was having a hard time stopping.
But I had a plan, and I forced myself to get on with it. I knew damned well that Sloane was assertive in the sack. I had kept her off balance for a few minutes now, but she'd reassert herself soon. I needed to get on with the things I wanted to do, before she organized her own agenda.
Don't get me wrong, her agenda was going to be awesome. But I was acutely aware that this could easily, probably, be my last time ever to be with this woman. If it wasn't, then any time we were together in the future would likely be our last. This indefinite certainty had added a special spice to things between us from our very first time.
This unfortunate calculus was actually buried in the back of my mind with virtually every woman from before college, and would likely start burrowing into my time with my current partners soon. But things were especially close to the surface with Sloane, given that we had 'known' that our very first time, way back when, was going to be our last.
I tenderly rolled her over onto her back, her boneless posture leaving her with her legs hanging limply off the edge of the bed, spread wonderfully. I leaned over her and kissed her gently but deeply. She languidly returned the kiss. I kissed my way swiftly down to her lovely, ageless breasts and suckled on each nipple eagerly.
But I did not tarry. Sloane's sighs were already gaining in strength. I knelt down and once more pushed my tongue into her depths, petaled open a bit more than before by my brief, intense intrusion.
"Holy cow, Alistaire," Sloane moaned. "Again? Are you going to get me off this way this time? I'm going to need a minute to summon the energy..."
I popped my head up. "No, I am not," I said, swiftly returning to my feet. "I can't help myself. I need to start fucking you again. Seriously this time," I added, as I steered myself back into her. This time, we both sighed as I sank into her depths.
As I started to thrust, Sloane waved a hand in the air languidly. "If you insist. Carry on!"
I deliberately went slow for as long as I could, and I surprised myself at how long that was. But once she began to twist and moan more and more, I found myself losing all restraint.
"There we go," Sloane growled as I started pumping into her. "There we go! Give it to me."
Her legs came alive and pulled upward, bending at the knees. I slid my arms under her calves and lifted higher, bending her practically in half. She was more flexible than a lot of girls I knew who were half her age. Sloane's hips ground around my thrusting cock and I clasped her raised legs against my chest, wrapping my arms around them to give me leverage to pound into her.
I could have come almost instantly, but I desperately held off. I wasn't, for once, doing so to let my partner catch up, Sloane was well and truly there and seemed to be holding off just as I was. We simply wanted this to last. Each stroke in and out of her sent lances of pleasure through my gut and thighs, and her moans were erotic music to my ears.
I was close, desperately close, but I held off. The fabulous agony of hanging on the edge was almost worth it.
Sloane slipped first, and I felt her legs spasm in my arms, then her pussy did likewise around my hammering cock. I had no chance after that.
I cried out wordlessly as I lost my load deep inside her, still stroking in and out, but in ragged, erratic, partial thrusts as I emptied myself in several stumbling bursts.
I leaned over her, my movements slowing to a standstill, and rested there, clinging to her legs to ensure my own continued verticality. But Sloane suddenly twisted her legs and pushed them free of my clutches.
"Fucking hell, Alistaire," she gasped. "That was crazy!" Her legs fell to my sides, and she swiftly grabbed my ass to hold me in her depths. I was certainly softening this time, but not completely. With impressive ab strength, she sat upright, allowing us to share a long, simultaneously satiated and hungry kiss.
I fondled her breasts idly. What the hell, they were right within reach, and I had nothing else to do with my hands...
"I need a bag of my trail mix," Sloane said at last, having inhaled her share of my essence through our lips. "And then I have a very specific idea of what to do next."
Yep. She was asserting control at last.
I was here for that.
But there was much snacking first. Sloane had started making her own trail mix for recharges between competitive sets of tennis, and it turned out to be delicious and restorative between sets of sex as well. I got the recipe before I left.
I then got laid once more, as in I was laid out on the bedroom carpet and ridden like this antique mechanized horse I had loved as a little kid. The little ride had been located outside the Ben Franklin store, way out in the country near our home. It took dimes.
I did not require dimes. Just more trail mix.
"I wish I could come back tomorrow, but I have obligations," I said, embracing Sloane and failing to stop my hands from roaming just a little more as we kissed goodbye.
"I'm sure you do," she purred.
We held each other close, feeling each other's warmth and heartbeats. Sloane's grip on me tightened. "Fuck it," she said. "What are your plans this evening, Alistaire? Any good frat parties you are attending?"
"I've got nothing on tap," I said, reassuring her that she had not made me late for anything. There were several parties that I was aware of, and I would probably hit one with Dave, or maybe Ronnie. I was not ready for the fallout that I would catch if I tried to hang out with Gina or Hannah after this day. But no one was actually expecting me for anything.
"Good," Sloane said firmly. "Then don't go. I don't want to be done with you."
"You just said you were fucked out," I said, confused but suddenly optimistic.
"I am," she admitted, caressing my ass. "But look, I just need a rest, not a whole night's sleep yet." She slid from my arms and grabbed her phone. I saw her open the timer app. "I'm setting an alarm for ninety minutes," she said.
She stepped toward the bed, and pulled back the covers. Sliding into it naked, she beckoned to me. I am powerless to resist such a beckon, and in no way inclined to try, ever. I moved to join her.
Sloane snuggled against me. "I'll just take a nap and recharge. Will you hold me while I do?"
"I'll do anything you want, Sloane," I said simply.
"You are the sweetest thing in the world," was all she said. With that, she rolled over onto her side, facing away from me and snuggled in. I slid behind her and wrapped an arm around her, pulling myself against her back.
"Oh yeah," Sloane murmured, already sounding sleepy. "With the feel of you like this, I am going to wake up so horny..."
That sounded wonderful to me! I closed my eyes as well, and found that while an actual nap eluded me, I experienced the kind of waking dreams that come from motionlessly cuddling a naked babe, with your cock pressed against her killer ass.
I snapped out of the haze on my own, realizing that spooning for so long comes with a price, in the form of an arm feeling ready for amputation due to restricted blood flow. I reflected on the still-sleeping, Sloane-shaped armful in my embrace and decided the pins and needles that were coming for me would be worth it.
Meanwhile, all the blood that was not in my arm had found another home. My cock was a steel rod pressing against Sloane's warm, hard ass.
My free arm could just reach Sloane's phone, and I saw that there were only ten minutes left on her timer. I tapped Cancel.
I was counting on Sloane waking horny as she had promised, because I sure had.
She also had been as tired as she had advertised, because she did not wake as I desperately worked my dead arm free from underneath her. She simply rolled onto her back and kept sleeping.
Perfect.
I slid down under the covers slowly and maneuvered myself between her legs. She unconsciously let them part as I nestled between her knees. I wondered how much it would take to rouse her. I was absolutely certain that what I was about to do was going to wake her, but just how quickly was going to be an interesting question.
Recently showered, and even more recently recently fucked, pussy smelled wonderful to me. And it tasted even better. I left my tongue on her surface at first, and while Sloane stirred and murmured quietly, she did not wake. I enjoyed my free rein for a few moments, before I could not resist, and pressed my tongue home into her, seeking more of her delicious flavor.
Sloane stirred further as I plumbed her depths, feeling her tightness yielding to my invading tongue. I focused sharply on her movements, and as I sensed she was truly about to wake, and leapt my tongue up to start swirling around her clit. Her eyes shot open and she gasped as she woke to intensity between her legs.
I could see her eyes as I drove her, and she awoke confused but ecstatic. Her hands grabbed my head, and pulled my face harder against her groin. I just tongued even harder. "What?" Sloane voiced, her legs pulling up around me. "Fuck, yes. Yes! Holy shit, Alistaaaaaiiiiiire!"
I felt her convulse satisfyingly, her conscious mind only registering her orgasm once it had already struck. Her body roiled in wave after wave of release, all out of proportion to the minimal effort I had needed to produce this utterly gratifying result.
"Fucking fuck..." Sloane gasped, her spasming legs suddenly limp beside my shoulders.
I popped my head up from her pussy and grinned. "Wake up, sleepy head!"
"Alistaire," she gasped. "That... you... you couldn't wait for my alarm to wake me?"
"Eh," I shrugged. "Alarms are annoying. I caught yours and cancelled it right before it was going to go off."
"So you had to do the job yourself? You should be careful. You could have killed a fragile old woman like me!"
"Tomorrow, after you win a second charm for that bracelet you are wearing right now," I snorted, "you can tell me how old and decrepit you are."
She smiled feyly. "Please tell me your cock is hard," she panted.
That sounded promising...
"I have been resting with it nestled against your bare, amazing bottom for almost two hours," I said. "Of course it is stiff as a board. Just don't ask me to do anything with my right arm for a few minutes," I added ruefully. The pins and needles in that limb felt more like rapidly stabbing stilettos.
Okay, to be honest, the sensations of blood flow returning to my limb were fading by now. The tingle now felt only like I was being attacked there with a thousand kindergarten staplers.



"Oh wow! You left your arm underneath me and it fell asleep?" Sloane asked in amused horror. "Let this be a lesson to you, young man," she added in a wavering old voice.
I just grimaced at her and shook my still numb hand.
Sloane grinned evilly. "I guess you better come up her and fuck this old lady good until the pain goes away."
That I could do!
I crawled swiftly up to kiss her, my cock bending down slightly against her crotch as I did so. Sloane shifted beneath me and I felt my cock slot into her very wet opening. I stared into her eyes as I pushed my way into her, slower than I needed to, given the sodden nature of her arousal.
Fuck yeah, that made the fading tingle in my arm seem utterly unimportant.
Sloane's legs came up again, crossing now behind my lower back. Her hands grabbed my head and held me in place for an incredibly long kiss. I loved kissing Sloane, but the way she held my head was making it had for me to get up much steam in the fucking her wildly department. I shook my head free of her grasp and began to utterly plow into her.
"Good idea," Sloane gasped and I hammered into her hungrily. "Fuck now, kiss later..."
Lying atop her, I drove into Sloane's depths, my cock singing happily as I stroked rapidly. The ride was fabulous. I knew that most women did not make it all the way to orgasm in missionary, and I knew that Sloane specifically would probably not, though she clearly enjoyed every moment. That was okay. I did not want either of us to come anytime soon.
I had been granted an extra set with this woman, and as far as I was concerned in that moment, I wanted it to play out like that Isner-Mahut match at Wimbledon that ended up at 70-68 in the final set after being called for darkness TWICE. It was the first truly historic sporting moment I had witnessed live (on TV) in my life.
If I could have kept fucking Sloane for eight straight hours, I'd have been down for it.
But much as we loved my dominant pounding, I sensed Sloane deciding to take a turn, and in a few more thrusts, she rolled me off of her.
She pulled off my cock just long enough to assume her favorite position in the world, with both feet planted flat on the mattress astride my hips. In moments more, she had me trapped inside her again and was riding me up and down with her amazing leg strength and fitness.
Words left us, and the only, albeit loud, sounds in the room were our breathing, and the wet sounds of her ride.
This was the exact position we had been in, that first time, when Poppy had walked in and found us. My amused memory of the then terrifying moment let me refocus and tamp down any impulse toward orgasm. Sloane had no such thought to divert her.
She reveled in the ongoing adventure, but I could tell when she got greedy. She shifted forward just a touch, but I felt my cock now caressing every submission button she had with every reentry.
My hands were occupied with holding her sweaty, marvelous breasts, but my eyes could see her chin trembling. Her eyes squeezed shut, then popped open wide.
"Oh, god!" was all she said, followed by an explosive yelp of ecstasy, rolling and trailing off slowly as she rode me through the advent of her powerful orgasm.
I grabbed her hips and pumped up into her, hard and fast, recycling her release for another wave.
She held there above me as I slammed upward. Her hands, planted firmly on my chest, balled into fists and she actually hit me a bit with them as she balanced on her brink until the last burst of energy flowed away.
The moment she wobbled above me, I practically threw her to the side. I sprang up (then nearly keeled over) and sprang to the side of her bed. Standing on the floor, I grabbed Sloane's legs and pulled her, giggling groggily, to the edge. Now I could stand straight up again while plunging back into her.
I leaned forward over her, my hips already moving, and grinned at her flushed, beautiful face. "Ready to get serious here?" I growled.
"I'm going to be superhuman on court tomorrow," Sloane grinned right back.
I made myself go slow for a while. I was still loathe to finish. But really good sex gathers a momentum of its own, and there is only so much we can do about it, for so long. In minutes, I was accelerating my pace while Sloane enjoyed a series of small, but lingering aftershocks on my delving cock.
"Not going to hang on much longer," I half warned, half grumbled.
Sloane put a hand on my chest. "Don't come in me!" she exclaimed.
Huh?
"Huh?" I said, confused. "What is...?"
"I just want to see your cum this la... time," Sloane panted, clearly avoiding the Last word, "I want to feel you splash on my skin."
Oh, fuck yeah.
I just let myself go, which my body was apparently going to do anyway, and I pistoned in and out of her over and over, grunting with the fierce effort. Sloane just lay there, her orgasmic energy largely spent, but reveling in the sensation of my attention.
"Almost there," I whined.
At that, Sloane summoned the energy for an instant reaction. She sat up, again activating those amazing abs. With a quick shove, she had me stumbling backward a step. She slid off the bed to kneel on the spot I had just left. She grinned there, leaning against the bed, and said, "Paint me!"
I took my cock in my hand and realized that before me was a golden opportunity. I leaned forward rubbed my cock over her tits, letting the tip wiggle her hard nipples back and forth.
"Oh, you bad boy!" Sloane smiled eagerly.
"Squeeze 'em," I growled, letting my cock slap against her sternum.
Sloane just grabbed her marvelous breasts, and pushed them together to trap my pussy-soaked dick. The change in activity had bought me a few wonderful moments of distance between me and my impending orgasm. But not many of them.
I thrust in between her mounds for far too short a time before I felt a surge that I could not deny. Everything between my legs surged and a hot blast shot up from between Sloane's boobs. Her eyes flashed in delight and she released her breasts and grabbed my cock in hand. She pumped furiously, and I just kept pumping. White splashes struck her upper breast, then her mouth. A wildly oscillating stream drifted off to strike her right shoulder, then the final major spurt danced upward through the air and slapped against her left temple.
"Oh shit," I gasped, as if just punched in the stomach.
Sloane did not immediately stop stroking me, which felt amazing, until I was suddenly in agony of over stimulation and grabbed her hand to bring its relentless milking to an end.
"That was the stuff," Sloane sighed, looking down at her cummy chest. "You always give me what I want, Alistaire." She smiled up at me.
"You look amazing," was all I could say in response.
"I feel amazing, actually," Sloane said. "This memory will tide me over for a while. It will be particularly useful tomorrow."
"Huh?"
"Melissa and I should win tomorrow," Sloane said. "Should. But I can get nervous at the end of big matches. It was what kept me as a third tier, instead of a second tier player when I was young. Tomorrow, at some point, when she and I take control of the match, I will start imagining what will happen if I choke."
"Come on," I said dismissively.
"No, it will happen. It did today, at the start of the second set. I usually can overcome it, but it is a concern. But tomorrow, when it starts, I'll just walk to the side of the court, close my eyes, and remember the sensation of your cum splattering all over me, over my face, my breasts... It will clear my head," she smirked, "of all shreds of negative thought!"
"But," she went on. "I do need some real sleep. And you need to get back to campus while there is still some Saturday night left to chase co-eds!"
"I think I'm done for the evening," I snorted.
Probably.
Maybe.
Depends on if either Hannah or Gina got seriously horned up by the whole Sloane thing. In that case, the fallout might actually be fun...
"Well, get dressed either way," Sloane said, standing and grabbing a bathrobe. She shrugged it on without cleaning herself up. It was just a thin, pink, satin. Under ordinary wearing circumstances, it would have looked awesome on her figure, but my various ejaculate made it stick to her curves in weird and wonderful ways, dark patches showing through unmistakably where my jizz soaked through.
She did wipe her face, mostly, while I dressed.
"Maybe I can come see you again next year when you try to repeat," I suggested... suggestively. "I can provide you with all the pre-match treatment you want."
"Sounds lovely," Sloane chuckled in that throaty way of hers. "But next year's finals are in Mobile, Alabama."
"Why?" I asked incredulously. We both laughed.
"Go on. Get out of here," Sloane said, shoving me toward the door of her bedroom. "I have to grab a snack and go back to bed with your smell and stuff still on me. I think I will also do some texting, including giving my daughter my eternal thanks for telling you I was out here."
"Why didn't you text me yourself that you were in California?" I asked.
She looked down for just an instant. "Oh, I knew you were out here with all sorts of new friends. I did not know if you would want to come see me."
Insecurity? From Sloane? Fuck that noise.
I pulled her into yet another embrace, and despite her face being not at all fully clean, I laid as passionate a kiss on her as I could. "You always make me want to come, Sloane," I growled with as hard a Look as I could deliver.
I wanted to peel that robe off her and fuck her again, just to illustrate my point, but I figured that I had done as much as I was going to get away with. And Melissa and Walt would be home eventually.
"And you always know what to say, Alistaire," she said with a brilliant smile, breaking away from my embrace and poking me in the ribs. "Now go back to school and apologize for our behavior to Kate."
"If I ever see her again," I muttered.
"Sorry about that, really," Sloane said sincerely. "I didn't think it was possible that you somehow hadn't closed the deal with every one of that group of hot girls. I screwed up another of your campaigns, didn't I? How long have you been after Kate?"
"I'm not after her!" I protested. "We've known each other for over a year. We are just friends."
"That girl is not up to your standards?" Sloane asked incredulously.
"That girl certainly would be," I snapped. I guess I was a little irritated at the whole situation. "But the issue just never came up. I was with Liz when we met, and Kate just never showed any interest. It has been a nice, stable friendship. I am capable of those," I added loftily.
" Then I hope you two can keep that," Sloane said sincerely.
"I hope so too. Honestly, I think we will be okay, she just may never look me in the eye again."
"Oh, she will look at you," Sloane laughed, looking at me.
We walked through the living room of the house, but before I could open the front door, it opened all on its own.
"You decent in here, Sloane?" called Melissa unseriously, leading her husband in without waiting for an answer.
"Uh," Walt said, freezing. Melissa had a look on her face that was priceless, warring between mortified horror and absolute glee. "What is...?" Walt trailed off, confused. He mostly was looking at me, but I think this was because he was trying to avoid utterly staring at the barely dressed and obviously cummy Sloane. She seriously had not even started removing the big blob of my semen in the hair by her left temple.
Sloane reacted in puzzlement at Walt's utter bafflement. That was probably a good thing because otherwise I imagine she would have been freaking out about her appearance in front of her friend's husband. She stabbed Melissa with a gaze. "You are back earlier than I expected. And what did you talk about this evening?"
Melissa snorted, having no problem staring at her friend's appearance. "The match, Walt's office, and the show. I was saving the juicy stuff for when we got back here... and into bed."
Walt kind of choked at Melissa's obvious innuendo in front of this random man-child in their living room.
Brazen. Brazen it out.
I extended my hand to Walt and took a step toward him. "You must be Walt," I said, channeling my father with every fiber of my being. "My name is Alistaire. I know Sloane from back in Connecticut, and came out to see her and your wife's match today. I guess we just missed each other in the stands."
"Uh, hello. Nice to meet you," Walt replied, shooting a look at Sloane instead of meeting my eye for our handshake. Bad form, Walt, but I could certainly understand. Sloane had finally remembered her appearance and was trying to straighten her robe. All that did, however, was spread the sticky, cum-discolored patches wider.
"I have not had so much fun in one day in twenty years," cackled Melissa.
Sloane clearly wanted to bolt for her bedroom, but as long as I was still in the house, she couldn't.
"Well," I said brightly, "I was just on my way out. I'm sure there will be some massive, inexplicable late-night traffic jam between here and campus, so I need to be moving. It was nice to meet you both," I said to Walt and the gleeful Melissa.
Walt recovered enough to shake my hand again, of his own volition this time. I got a good eyeing over as he did so this time. Melissa gave me a quick hug and her thanks for being a spectator. I tensed for another ass grab, but she refrained. I could see in her eyes that she knew I had been ready for it, and it had amused her to have not delivered it.
I tried not to look as if I was bolting through the door.
It had been a fabulous day and a better evening, I thought as I walked in the cool night air. A shortcut across the fairway took me almost straight to the lot where I had left my car. If Kate ever spoke to me again, I was perfect.
Even the drive back in utterly miserable, utterly inexcusable, and utterly predictable traffic at nine o'clock on a Saturday night could not sour my mood. The charge on my VISA card for a tank of gas along the way came close, though.
------------
Thanks again, everybody! Please remember to vote, favorite, comment, yada yada yada. Seriously, it means a lot to me and keeps me intent on continuing.
I know that I have kept up a near-perfect weekly release schedule with this series, but don't count on the next entry being on time. I keep re-writing it.
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That next day's obligation I had told Sloane about? The one that saved me from returning to sit extremely awkwardly with Walt in the stands to watch his wife and Sloane play their match, but cost me what would have come after? It was a trip to the beach with friends.
Dave was currently hooking up with our friend Dana from the third floor, and he had her in my back seat with him as I drove us oceanward. There were supposed to be a bunch of other people heading to the coast, and we were meeting up with a few of them at least. Today's gang included Ronnie, whom I had barely seen since she had graduated in the Fall, along with Hannah and Flip. I hoped we didn't get too far into the D&D weeds in front of Dave and Dana.
If we did... well, I've been called a nerd before!
I was a little annoyed to be playing Chauffeur while Dave and Dana indulged in grabass in the back seat. Grabass, grabtit, whatever. I didn't pay too much attention to the rearview mirror because... California roads and I want to live. Dana and my roommate were not actually a couple. I thought Dave would have been open to exploring the idea, but Dana was unable to give up her boyfriend back home, and was honest enough to tell Dave that. Whether she was honest enough to tell said boyfriend about recreations like Dave was a question I noticed my friend carefully did not ask.
I parked us in Santa Monica and we headed for the Pier.
I found myself unaccountably and unusually irritated. I am seldom irritated after the kind of electric sex Sloane and I had engaged in after her match victory the day before. I am seldom more than 48 hours out from some at least fairly electric sex, so, honestly, I am seldom irritated.
But I was irritated today.
As the three of us approached the Pier, we spied Ronnie and waved her over to us. Ronnie laid a rather non-circumspect kiss on me which raised Dana's eyebrow a bit. I returned it of course, but I was not as enthusiastic as I might have been.
She noticed. "Who peed in your Wheaties this morning, Alistaire?" Ronnie asked.
"Nobody," I grumped. "I just... when we say we are going to the beach, we always just come to the Pier. It's fun, and the roller coaster is great, but I moved to California for the sun, sand, and surf! We almost never even go down and walk on the sand. It is a gorgeous day today, so I am going swimming, dammit. Do you know I have not touched the Pacific yet? Ever?"
"Duh," said Dana, who was from Pasadena.
Californians were idiots.
Despite my complaints, we went onto the Pier anyway. We had barely grabbed some snacks when we were met by Flip, Hannah... and Kate. We all greeted each other, and I introduced Hannah and Kate to Dana, who had already met Flip.
Kate steered a wide berth around me, but otherwise did not seem overtly upset at my presence.
We hit the roller coaster immediately, and I maneuvered myself to sit next to Hannah for the ride. "So, do I thank you or seek revenge on you for bringing Kate today?" I asked as we rode up the start hill.
"I honestly don't know," Hannah laughed. "She is probably asking me the same question in her mind. I certainly didn't tell her you were coming!"
Hannah was a great lay, and buddy for life, but I suspected that my formerly shy, mousy friend's alignment was trending more toward Chaotic Evil every year... The wench.
I was so distracted by the question of what was her intended game here, beyond precipitating a likely shitshow, that I neglected to even put my hand between her legs during the ride. She certainly noticed my omission and gave me the stink-eye as we got off at the end.
I would have to fix that before the day was done. Things were always great between Hannah's legs.
Ronnie and I flirted a little bit, and I accidentally let Kate see us doing it, which got me an eye roll that might have dislocated her eyeballs. But I sensed that Ronnie was seriously considering giving Flip a try, something that I was dead certain she had never done before she had graduated, so I mostly behaved myself around her. Mostly. Whatever Ronnie had in mind for Flip, I was certain it was not a Deathless Love Affair.
It was going to be good to be Flip...
We took a ride on the Sea Dragon and I fixed the lack of hand between Hannah's legs. She fixed the lack of hand between my legs too... The ride is short and sort of out in the open, so it was just some friendly groping. Also, the ride gets pretty wild.
Dave and Dana then insisted on ice cream. Ronnie is lactose intolerant and settled for a churro. Flip and I both gallantly got an extra scoop on our cones to fulfill Ronnie's quota. She just looked smug at our banter.
We agreed on another ride on the Sea Dragon. As we were about to board, Hannah twisted away from me to say something to Dana, and I found myself getting on with Kate.
Awkward.
As the ride started to swing slowly, Kate observed, "So I am guessing that you fuck Ronnie too."
"Not recently," I said defensively.
I realized this was perhaps not the best defense.
"Maybe not anymore," Kate said in hesitant challenge. "I think she is practically ready to jump Flip's bones right here on the Pier."
"Yeah, I noticed that," I said approvingly.
"You are pretty chill for having a girl about to leave your harem," she retorted.
"Hey! I do not have a harem," I said hotly, as the swing picked up pace. "And why would Ronnie be leaving it?"
"She's gonna bone Flip, I told you."
"So? Ronnie is her own person. She's hooked up with a couple of guys since we started, um..."
"Pull the other one," Kate said, just as the first real drop sensation hit. "Harem keepers don't let their women play the field."
"I do not have a harem. I don't 'let' any women do anything. What a friend does is up to her," I ground out, though the word 'her' turned into a yelp as the Dragon hit new heights. "Where the fuck did you get all these... AAAAAAHH... ideas about fucking harems?"
Kate clenched her teeth, but when the ride reached another new height forward, she yelped, "I like to read."
Huh?
"Read what? Arabic history?" I yelped. The ride was at its height.
"Erotica!" Kate squealed. "I like harem stories, alright?"
Immediately the ride began its slowdown.
"Oh, do you?" I could not help but leer. Well, I tried to leer. The ride was still swinging pretty hard.
"I prefer reverse harem stories, mostly," Kate said, trying to be snotty amidst the careening rise and fall of the ride.
"Been there," I snorted.
"What?!?"
"Been in a reverse harem, sort of. But it wasn't a harem either. Sure as hell not by your definition," I said. I was getting a little ticked at how a girl I thought was my friend saw me.
"What?!?"
"Really, it was just that my friend Beth back in high school had both me and my friend Ben, um, on call if you will." I grinned at her cruelly. "Usually both at the same time."
"You. Did. Not!"
I shrugged as the ride started slowing in earnest. "It was what she wanted."
Kate looked at me with the same semi-horrified look she had embraced when Sloane laid that first kiss on me.
"So, you like reading porn, huh?" I challenged, trying to pass the Embarrassment Potato back to Kate.
"I don't read porn!" she hotly denied.
"Well, I've never actually read any porn," I admitted. Then I stick the knife back in. "But you are reading harem stories about fucking. Sure sounds like porn to me!"
Kate rocketed out of the ride, but at least she didn't ditch us.
Hannah, the Chaotic Evil Wench (is Wench a D&D 5e class? It should be), was watching the two of us reward her dastardly plan. I was going to get her beside me on the roller coaster later and make her pay, I decided gleefully.
After we were all off the ride, there was one of those moments where no one in a group quite knows what to do next. It is easy to seize control in a bloodless coup under such circumstances.
"That's it!" I said loudly. "It is time. We are going down to the sand, and swim in the ocean. I can't be a Californian until I do!"
Dana, the Californian, shook her head, but remember what I said about bloodless coups? Everybody trooped off to the beach behind me.
The sand was honestly not great. I had run around on the beach in Santa Monica a time or two, briefly, usually on colder or windier days where the water was out of the question. Georgian and Carolinian beach sand is better, I had to admit to myself internally.
But this was my chance. I knew they would follow me, so I kicked off my shoes, tugged off my shirt, and sprinted for the water. I had worn swim trunks. Everybody had worn some kind of water gear. We always did when we went to the beach, even though we always ended up just hanging on the Pier.
Everybody was lagging behind me. Dave and Flip were weenies, I decided. I supposed the girls might be hesitating, not wanting to wear wet bikinis under their clothes later.
I saw that there were some nice waves. I like a little body surfing, so I resolved to show off when I hit the water. I kept up my speed as I hit the water and dove in.
Um.
The Pacific Ocean is cold, people. Fucking. Cold. Like, New England ocean in the Winter cold.
I burst to my feet with a loud, "Gahhh!" I stumbled forward a step, only to find the bottom dropped off like a cliff. I stumbled forward when my foot found nothing to stand on, only to get smacked in the face by one of those waves, which were larger than I had thought. And, of course, much colder.
I got out.
Fast.
"What," I growled at the gaggle of cackling loons waiting for me, "is the fucking use of an ocean when it is this goddamned cold!"
Well, at least Kate was looking at me like I was a garden-variety idiot again, instead of a sex monster, so I had that going for me.
I was fucking done with the blue waters of the Pacific, but we stayed on the beach to let me warm up and dry out in the sun. And the girls all did me (and Dave and Flip) the solid of stripping down to their bikinis for the duration. Even Kate.
The fact that Kate read porn was percolating in my mind a bit. Her bikini, a monokini technically, had quite a lot of fabric, much more than any of the other girls' bikinis. But most of that fabric was arranged, well, in areas where it was covering the stuff that didn't really need to be covered, leaving not much fabric left over to cover the stuff that actually did.
The bottom part of her suit was French cut so damned high it brought the concept of side-ass to new heights. As I had been noticing again lately, we are talking about a very nice ass, rounded and full, but visibly... smooth. The top part of the suit connected to the lower part on the sides and in back, drawing the bottom upward deliciously tightly at her waspish waist. That top part did nothing to lift or enhance Kate's sleek, mid-sized breasts. But it did even less to cover them, so I was all on board with the styling.
Ronnie and Hannah very pointedly did not comment when Kate's suit appeared. Ronnie had obviously at some point been clued into the embarrassing reveal of the prior day, and had been keeping an amused eye on Kate for much of the afternoon.
But Dana had no such inside information. "Damn, girl!" she exclaimed. "Kate, that suit is loaded for bear. What dude are you trying to enslave with that?"
It was an innocent question.
But I let myself catch Kate's eye. She started to bristle at my presumption, but I just placidly looked from myself to Dave to Flip and back. She started to blush a little. I idly stretched my arms over my head and let my hips twitch. Just once, but just like a belly dancer.
Kate's face was in flames.
"Oh, hey!" Dana exclaimed, having missed my little act. "I didn't mean to embarrass you, Kate! I just... seriously, that is a spectacular suit on you. Right, Dave?" she asked helplessly.
"Yep," Dave said, now openly giving Kate the serious eye-bath he felt Dana had just given him permission for.
Spoiler alert: He had not been given such permission. He might not be Dana's property, but she had the exclusive rental for this day.
Sucks to be Dave.
Then just like that, we went off and took a walk along the shore until my suit dried and I stopped shivering. Then we all got dressed, went back for some more fun on the Pier, then headed back for campus.
It was a great day in various ways. Especially when Sloane texted with a picture of a second golden ball dangling from her bracelet. She tried to make a testicle joke, but I was so stoked at her championship that I could have cared less.
But I was massively disillusioned about California beaches. It was pointed out to me that the few actual surfers we saw were all wearing wetsuits.
"Where are all the bikini-clad surfer girls I was promised by the Chamber of Commerce and Hollywood?" I demanded.
"In Hawaii," Kate said drily. "Where you will need to buy a plane ticket to go collect them."
Hannah held up her hand for a high-five, and Kate actually gave it to her.
Maybe I would still be able to study with Kate after all.
*
Monday, Dave and I were having lunch together in our residence dining hall. We had elected to stick together for our second year, though after saving so much by choosing a traditional dorm for our freshmen years, we had splurged on a three-person suite with individual bedrooms. Very small bedrooms. Our assigned third occupant was a dude named Duane. He was a scholarship baseball player and thus, between sleeping, studying, and conditioning, never had time to do much of anything with us. But he was cool, even though he had gone 0-4 at that Oregon game. He'd homered twice the next week.
My parents had been less than impressed when I informed them that Dave and I had chosen a suite, the most expensive of housing options. My mother had made various tart comments about Finance majors with nevertheless profligate ways. But they had paid the bill anyway.
Across the dining hall, I heard Gina laughing hysterically all of a sudden.
She and Tish were rooming together yet again this year, utterly inexplicably as far as Dave and I were concerned. He had heard them through the wall all freshman year, just like I had, routinely fussing at each other. They were in the same dorm as us again, but on a different floor now. Word was, the chronic bickering continued.
Gina laughed again. Then a third time. Then I saw her spy me across the room and burst into laughter again.
She was sitting with Tish, who obviously made some snotty comment. Gina stopped laughing for a moment and I could see her look genuinely contrite to her roommate.
But then she stood right up, carried her lunch over to our table, and sat down with us, still grinning like The Joker.
Dave looked at her, and then back at me. He was aware that Gina and I were friends with benefits of some kind. He was continually bemused and low-key admiring that a sexual nebbish like me could swing such a situation with an A-lister like Gina.
It was so adorable. He was so clueless about everything else going on in my life. Honestly, if this were a story, his ignorance after most of two years would have strained the willing suspension of disbelief...
Gina was clutching her phone and it was clear that whatever had her so hysterical was on the device.
"So what meme do you have for us?" I asked curiously.
God, I really can be such an innocent.
She had headed toward me like a missile the moment Tish gave her the boot. Of course, I was not going to like whatever was on that phone.
"So, Alistaire," Gina said sweetly, briefly turning her phone around so I could see a group text page. "Apparently I am a member of... The Sisterhood?"
Fuck.
Sloane!
I shook a tiny mental fist in the direction of Connecticut. How had I been so stupid as to let her sneakily get ahold of Gina's phone number with that photography gambit?
"What's a 'Sisterhood'?" Dave asked curiously.
"It is a text group among all the women Alistaire used to fuck before he came to USC," Gina said absently, scrolling through what looked like quite a lot of activity since she had been added.
"All the what?" asked Dave.
Gina looked at me. I looked at her and sighed. She laughed uproariously again. "All the women who Alistaire fucked back home and at boarding school," she then said patiently to Dave. "They like to keep in touch with each other. Now we out here get to be a part of the group too!"
"What?" Dave asked, not processing. "All the what? Alistaire got laid? When? More than once? How many? Two? Three?" Gina just grinned at him as he tried to make sense of her obvious bullshit.
"Oh, crap," I groaned.
"Wow, Alistaire, there are a lot of us, aren't they? There's Sloane, of course, who we met last weekend and who added me just now..."
"Last weekend? You went to some over 40 tennis tournament last..." Dave trailed off in horror.
Gina was on a roll and, since I had not stopped her, had obviously resolved to destroy Dave's brain. That girl plans deeply, even on the spur of the moment. "Yep. That woman looks awesome for 45, let me tell you," she told Dave honestly.
"She is barely 42," I snapped, weirdly ready to speak up to defend Sloane but not myself.
"She is still hot for that age. Any age really," Gina said to Dave, brushing aside my interjection. "Her daughter is in the group, too. And some twins, I think, and wow, yeah, their mother too! That there is some epic shit, Alistaire..." she mused. "Some girl named Carla is in here for some reason, even though she is in the middle of talking about planning her wedding right now. That discussion is still going on amid all the greetings to me."
"Carla's getting married?" I yelped. "She hasn't told me!"
"The dude hasn't asked yet. She is just getting prepared," Gina said absently. "Some girl named Bridget seems sort of in charge..."
"Wait! Bridget?" Dave gasped. "Like, Bridget, your best friend from high school you always yak about? You fucked her?"
"Yeah, I think that is her," Gina nodded.
Dave's brain started catching up. "Hold on, you said 'we' get to be a part of this thing?"
Gina looked at him. "Duh. Me, Hannah, Ronnie... I don't know if Liz will want in, but I'll ask her since exes are evidently still part of the group. Are you and Liz on good terms these days, Alistaire? Anyway, I haven't talked to anyone else beyond them yet, but there is..."
"For Christ's sake, Gina!" I yelped. "Can you please show some circumspection? Dave didn't know shit about anyone except you before now!"
"Really? You have kept your best roomie in the dark all this time? You sure can keep a secret," Gina said. That was the first time anyone had said that, ever. Then she tapped her chin thoughtfully. "I suppose he would not even have known about me if he had not walked in on us that one time." Unaccountably, she glared at me, not Dave.
"I had not had time to put up the Post-It!" I protested. "You just started sucking my... getting started with no warning!"
"You really told Dave you were a virgin?"
"He just assumed I was a virgin before Liz. He still thought that until two minutes ago. You just extinguished my favorite internal inside joke," I growled.



"Sorry," Gina said. She was not sorry. She clearly had not had such a good time in ages. "Hey, what's Fiona's number?" Gina asked us as she looked back at her phone. "I gotta ask if she wants in."
"Fiona?" yelped Dave.
"Gonna need Catherine's number too," Gina mused.
At last, I could understand how Gina could irritate Tish so easily...
*
Later, after Gina and her one-girl circus had left, Dave and I headed back to the suite to get our stuff before our respective next classes.
"Dude," Dave said quietly, breaking our companionable silence. "That was just a routine you and Gina cooked up, right?"
I looked at him. I'd never be able to sell it if I tried to claim it was. "Nope," I said.
"How many?" Dave asked heavily.
"How many?"
"How many girls have you been with?"
It took me a minute to calculate. "Twenty-five now."
Dave, who does not do terribly in the chick department himself, looked at me like I was the Martian Fucking Manhunter and had just revealed myself to be green with a strangely shaped head.
"How many are you currently, um...?"
"Well, that is a harder question," I mused. "I mean, they are spread out all over the country. There are lots of them I haven't even seen in ages. It sucks, but I'm sure I'll never even see some of them again, ever. But if we did meet up?" I shrugged happily.
"Like with this older national champion tennis player? You just picked up where you left off?" he asked.
"In spades," I replied, and could not keep a smile off my face.
"How do you keep so many babes satisfied?" he asked, almost painfully.
"Relax, dude," I said. "I mean usually, yeah. But it's not like even some of the ones around here don't have other interests from time to time. Take Fiona, since you found out about her in unauthorized fashion already. She hooks up with Rich pretty frequently."
"Oh sure, that part I knew. Does he know about you?"
"I think so, based on his face sometimes. But he at least knows there is 'a me' in the general sense. That is the only way this all works. No secrets."
There was another pause as we started up the stairs. "Is Gina sexing up anyone else?" Dave asked, looking for more examples.
"I'm not sure that is your business," I said almost grimly, "but since she is all about spilling the tea today, I'll go ahead and spill some on her too. She has tried hooking up with two other guys since we first started having fun. One failed to launch. The other failed to live up to his billing and was jettisoned after a single mission. So, there is no one else currently. But yeah, that is the way it works with most girls I'm with."
There was more silence.
"So if a dude you know, like... me, were to ask Gina out, you'd actually be cool with that?"
Ah-ha.
"Would not be the first time," I shrugged.
Did he have a chance? It occurred to me that maybe he did. Had Gina dropped all those truth bombs on him to provoke him? She knew how to plot.
Come to think of it, when Dave had walked in on her and me in the middle of things, she hadn't even made a move to cover herself...
"Good luck dude," I said sincerely. "You may well have a chance."
"Seriously? You would not freak?"
"Nope. One of my best buds and I were part of the same girl's situation back in high school," I said easily.
We were back in the common room of our suite.
"If you do ask Gina out, and she does say yes, just be careful," I added with a sudden wary thought.
"Huh?"
"She's in that damned group chat now. If Beth hears about it, she will put... ideas in Gina's head."
"Huh?"
"Toward the end of school," I said grimly, "It got so my buddy and I both had to be part of Beth's situation at the same time if we wanted to be in her situation at all."
"Hu... Holy shit!" Dave said. "You were routinely having fucking devil's threesomes?!?"
"Yeah," I admitted, not elaborating and thus keeping at least a few secrets.
"Ew!"
I shrugged. "I'll admit, that was my initial reaction too. But with a dude you trust not to try any Lateral Action, it can be pretty awesome."
Dave just stared at me in horror.
But yes, he soon asked Gina out.
Yes, she was all in on that shit.
Yes, she told the Sisterhood group chat.
Yes, Beth gave Gina ideas.
And yes... sigh. My first California threesome... and it had to involve Dave's hairy ass.
*
Kate and I did, in fact, continue working on each other's writing. Wednesday, a week and a half later, we were sitting in the library together, red-penning papers that we both needed to hand in the next day. I was a little disappointed. I could tell that Kate's assignment needed more work than she had given it.
"You kind of mailed this one in," I essayed carefully. Neither of us liked being challenged when we had not put in the work. But we worked together well because we both were willing to go ahead and call the other one out in such cases.
Speaking of calling the other out...
"Well, I am sorry," Kate replied snappishly. "My mind has been a little boggled this week," she said sarcastically.
"Sorry," I said simply. Going 'there' did not need to be encouraged.
"So how many girls here in this library right this very minute have you fucked, Mister I Don't Have a Harem Even Though I Have A Gigantic One?"
I rolled my eyes and looked around involuntarily. "I do not have a harem, and the answer to your question is zero," I said confidently. "It is not like I fool around with every... Shit."
I sighed.
"Wendy over there," I felt compelled to admit. Grudgingly. "She and I had some fun off and on for a couple of months before she got all hot and bothered over this guy John. They've been joined at the hip... hips ever since,"
Yeah, Kate laughed like mad at that. We got some disapproving looks. You could talk freely on this floor of the Library, but you weren't supposed to make a scene. Laughing so hard The Joker would give a disapproving look counts as making a scene.
Kate and I hung our heads in apology.
But she wasn't done. She damned near glared at Wendy, whom she did not know. "Yeah, she's good-looking too," Kate growled, quietly now. "So you only bang good-looking girls, huh?"
Note to self, do not spring my life upon friends unaware. They can get testy.
"I..." I said, opening my mouth to automatically defend myself, then paused.
Sigh.
Yeah, as I said, I'm kind of a sex pig when we get right down to it. I had zero need to chase girls who did not appeal to me most thoroughly.
I looked at Kate and slumped guiltily.
"Well, I guess I'm glad I'm not good-looking then," Kate snapped.
Yikes, I was so busted.
Wait.
In addition to her scorn and irritation, did I see some fucking insecurity on her face?
I know insecurity. I saw it in the mirror full-time until about two years before.
No fucking way was I going to let this shock to Kate's system also make her insecure! That would be unfair.
"Fuck that," I snorted, making sure to sound simply matter-of-fact. "You are a stone-cold babe and you absolutely know it."
"Really?" she said, then paused. It was not, of course, actually a surprise to her that she was hot. "But I never got so much as a sniff from you. Do I have a repulsive personality?"
Well, you are being pretty bitchy right now...
"Look, when you and I met, Liz and I were already a thing," I said out loud. "As I understand the concept, if you have an actual, committed girlfriend, you aren't supposed to flirt with other girls, much less hit on them," I defended myself, somewhat sarcastically.
Why was I having to defend myself?
"So the whole time you and Liz were a thing, you were able to not check out any other girls?" Kate asked skeptically.
Um.
"Okay, I may have dropped back to my old skillset from when no girls knew I was alive. I used to be quite handy at not being caught checking out someone's ass."
This was a hill I wanted to die on?
"But you never checked out my ass the whole time you were with Liz?"
"I may have," I ground out between my teeth.
"But nothing since then? I mean, you waited what, three whole days after breaking up with Liz before you banged Hannah?"
Wow. That little image of spanking a girl, the one that had just never enticed me before? It was suddenly feeling awfully appealing when it came to Lady Hannah of the Loose Lips! What all had that girl, and Gina, of course, told Kate on that ride back to campus?
"I mean," I said hotly. "I had pretty much figured by then that you were not into me, and you have never given me any reason to change that evaluation since. I'm not some lothario who goes full-court press on someone who is uninterested!" I was happy to go full-court press, but I needed some kind of signal first...
"So you just tossed me in Maximum Security Friend Zone, and threw away the key," she said flatly.
"I did n..."
She overrode my protest. "I mean, I liked the friend zone. You are a good damned friend, Alistaire. You weren't interested otherwise, and I was okay with that, especially since you weren't interested in anyone else either. Everybody else was in the friend zone, too!" She paused. I did not enjoy the pause. "Then I find out that nobody else is in the fucking friend zone!" she rapid-fire hissed.
Shiiit.
"And being out of the friend zone is apparently great! So great that grown-ass women who haven't seen you in over a year walk right up to you and conduct tonsil exams in public! Other reports that followed indicate that you are some kind of fucking Disneyland of oral delights, among other entertainment."
I was just staring at her now, wide-eyed. A tiny part of me was praying no one was listening to us, but mostly I was just stunned.
"So no, I was not upset to be in the friend zone. But now I will admit to being just a bit insulted that I'm not good enough to be at least invited out of it," she hissed.
I had insulted her. This sucked.
"And yes, I also admit to being more than a tad curious," she huffed.
Oh, wait a minute.
"I feel like there is a very easy solution to all these problems," I said sternly.
"Oh, really?" she snapped.
I just waggled my eyebrows.
She looked at me sourly. Off-puttingly, in fact.
But I knew what I had already seen and heard.
"Simply name the place and time," I said, letting a titch of my play command voice creep into my words, "and I will satisfy your curiosity. In the process, I will do my best to fuck you so comprehensively you won't even be able to pronounce friend zone when we are done. I am sure I will not be able to either," I added, letting myself just outright eye-bang her right there on the quiet conversation floor of the library.
For a second there, I thought Kate might be moments from getting us ejected from the quiet conversation floor...
But...
"Your room. Right now," she whispered challengingly.
"Excellent!" I almost cackled. I started to rise, then sat back down. "But first, I need to finish editing your paper."
"I knew it! Already looking for an out," she said, some real hurt in her voice.
"I fully intend to hold you to your proposal," I said, almost meekly now. "But I kind of need to sit here and be distracted for a couple of minutes until this full-on erection subsides, or I will embarrass us both when I stand up." I looked sheepishly at her.
"Really?" she asked.
Shamefacedly, I muttered, "Uh huh," and turned back to her paper.
"I guess yours has some work left to do too," she said, the sudden smile audible in her voice.
*
We got out of the library without me having a boner walk of shame. While we crossed campus to my building, Kate insisted on holding my hand as if I was going to run away. By the time we reached the stairs, I was losing control of things again, since she was tickling the palm of the hand she held with the tip of her middle finger.
I was running, hoping speed would hide things as we hit the door to my dormitory. Now I was pulling her by the hand as we went up to my suite.
Dave was sitting in our common area, doing something on his laptop. He looked up, noting that I was not alone. "Now? It's two-thirty in the after... wait!" he stopped. I saw he had recognized Kate, and he bolted out the door.
"Uh oh. Dave thinks you and Gina are an exclusive item," Kate said after the door shut.
"Not since a couple of days ago, he doesn't," I said grimly. Her eyebrows shot up.
They shot up further when I grabbed her and pulled her hard against me. I bent my face to hers and stopped. I lifted an eyebrow in question.
She answered by leaning in and kissing me first.
The sex once you have gotten to know a girl, when you know what she likes and doesn't--the things that make her sing a little... It's wonderful. Right?
But the first time with a girl is just fucking electric.
Kate had ideas when it came to kissing. I liked her ideas. They were simply great ideas. I was unfamiliar with a few, so I took mental notes. Gina in particular would probably be a fan of Kate's ideas. Charlotte would think they were the absolute best, should I get the chance to pass them along. But mostly, I just enjoyed the process of trading breath with a beautiful girl for the first time.
But that was about enough of that. I started maneuvering her over to my bed. It was not far, the individual rooms in the suites are hardly spacious.
"Gonna fuck me already?" Kate panted as our lips parted with the movement. She did not sound at all against the idea.
"I thought I was the Disneyland of Oral Delights," I grinned back at her hungrily. "I have a lot to atone for with my friend zone abuse." I kissed her a little more. "I am so sorry for doing the friend zone thing."
"You seem about to make it up to me," Kate chuckled breathily.
"I was apologizing to myself, not you," I said, absently correcting her misinterpretation of my words, and knelt swiftly once I had the back of her legs against my bed.
She laughed at that. Why? I was being serious...
She wore some basic green cargo pants that fit loosely over her round hips and bountiful ass. Her legs were not the longest, but they squirmed most bodaciously as I grabbed her fly and unzipped it. I shot a look up at her, and she just looked back down wordlessly, her face a mix of uncertainty and anticipation.
Her panties underneath seemed nothing special, so I did not bother trying to get a look at them. I just grabbed both them and her pants and slid them down much slower than I needed to. I hoped it was agonizingly slow for her, because it certainly was for me.
Shaved. Fully. Gloriously. And despite the richness of her hips and backside, her thighs were slender enough on the inside to leave just a tantalizing trace of visible gap at their top. Kate stepped lightly out of one leg of her shorts.
"I am going to need you to sit down and maybe spread your legs for me," I said hoarsely.
"Maybe?" Kate asked playfully. But she sat down.
"If you don't, I will have to waste time spreading them for you," I said, my voice now hungry.
I barely touched her knees and she let her legs spread wide.
Oh, yeah. Oh. Yeah.
Turned out, Kate was the first girl I'd been with since high school who really got into my commanding schtick. Over the next half-hour or so, whenever my mouth was not too busy for words, I enjoyed bossing her around happily.
The best was right at the end. I had made her come on my tongue fairly easily, but I was committed to being the Mickey Mouse of Tongue Twizzlers for her and was determined to bring her off a second time. But she was a rock.
She was enjoying the hell out of my efforts, and I was enjoying them too. Her clit was a little larger than most, but was so fucking hard when I tongued it. And her inner lips pursed beautifully out from her slit, which made them absurdly easy to torture with tongue or even lips.
And she in no way was trying to get me to stop. Some girls, overwhelmed by the sensation, do. But Kate was riding a wave, and refusing to let me push her over.
Finally, I grabbed her round hips and squeezed. I lifted my head and growled an outright command at her, "Come for me!"
Even as I saw her eyes flash wide, as wide as they had at any order I had given, I lashed her bump with the flailing tip of my tongue.
Yeah. She came on command. Her hips thrust up so hard against my face, I damn near wrenched my neck!
Then shortly after she recovered, I discovered that she also knew how to issue orders of her own. I obeyed swiftly when she demanded I produce my cock, and she momentarily lost her commanding attitude when I did so. But she's a trooper and recovered swiftly, issuing several orders that I ended up liking the results of immensely. I don't find being pushed around to be any great enhancement to my own libido but it sure as hell revved up hers, and I was happy to harvest the rewards of that. She demonstrated that she was a horticulturist in the Garden of Oral Delights as well.
The thing about sex with Kate that was particularly cool was that she had... ideas.
Not all of them were great ideas, but most were premium.
Here we were, finally getting to actual intercourse, and I found myself atop her in good old, standard missionary. My eyes bore into hers as I sank into her for the first time. Her soft figure felt great beneath me, and while her inner musculature lacked a really firm tone, in keeping with the rest of her lush, gorgeous body, she just felt small inside, making it an effort to work my way within her.
The warmth of her enveloping me was fabulous as I sank deeper and deeper with slow, almost tentative pushes. She was obviously enjoying the moment, but she also wasn't yelling at me to go faster, either. Thus I was being careful and slow, to ensure I didn't hurt or alarm her.
She rolled her head back and swung it to and fro when I was about halfway in. "Jesus, Alistaire!" she groaned happily. "You are like a fucking trope come to life."
"A what?" I asked, pausing for a moment. "What kind of trope?"
Kate lifted her head and glared at me in a friendly fashion. "Duh. Guess!"
"Wait," I snorted. "How am I a porn trope?"
"It's erotica," Kate corrected. "And are you kidding? You are the shy, nerdy student who turns out to be fucking everyone in school with his foot-long cock."
"I'm not a foot long," I snorted again, pressing some more of my not-foot-long cock inside her, a little more aggressively this time.
"You of all people do not get to quibble about penis size," Kate laughed.
"And there are stories out there like that?" I asked, curious despite myself, and despite my need to keep working myself deeper into Kate.
"You mean beyond your own fucking autobiography?"
"Biography," I corrected, unable to completely turn off my inner pedant. "Like I'm ever going to write my own story."
That would be ridiculous.
"Yes, there are stories like that. Lots of them. Whole series of them," Kate said. Her hands fluttered at my hips. She seemed unsure whether to put them against my abdomen to halt my intrusion or to grab my ass and yank me deeper.
"So that is what you read," I mused, pulling myself back almost all the way free of her silkenly hairless snatch. "Seems like a strange way," I went on, pressing myself back within her, a bit deeper than before, "to avoid studying."
"I told you I also read a lot of harem stuff," Kate said, her hands deciding on the grabbing my ass option. "Your harem is essential to your tropy-ness. The hung nerd always has a harem."
"I don't have a harem. I told you that," I protested. But I did not protest so much that I didn't start thrusting into her slowly. I knew I'd soon be sinking the rest of the way into her as a natural, wonderful consequence with a few more entries.
But never let it be said that I was against a good, mid-fuck digression.



"I'd say I more or less have a governing body," I added firmly, "not a harem."
"Ha!" she laughed at the old, to me, joke. "That they all push you around is totally in line with the trope."
"Really?" I asked curiously, resting my weight on one arm and tucking the hand behind her bare shoulder.
"Yeah. It makes it all the hotter when you inevitably shut them up with your giant cock in their mouths," Kate murmured.
"Oh," I said archly, caressing one of her soft, heavy breasts. "I don't see you shutting up."
Kate was now using her hands on my ass actively, increasing the power of my thrusts. "I did... for a... while. Your tropeish schlong, um, took some getting used to!"
"Thank you," I said, "for the effort. Glad you are used to it now."
"Hardly," she scoffed. "My jaw still is sore from stretching, and I have never been split... asunder like I am right now. I look forward to getting used to your... enormity, but I am not... oh, fuck yeah... used to it yet!"
"Welcome to my world," I grinned, increasing the force of my thrusts in an effort to make her feel split further asunder.
"It's a pretty... nice place," Kate gasped. Her hands, now on my ass, were fully engaged in helping the sundering part of the program.
"So what... other things... do you read about," I asked, starting to pant with the momentarily all-out pace of my efforts, "that I can... embody?"
"Careful," she laughed. "You don't have any idea what you might be committing to! To be clear, there is a lot of kinky shit out there in erotica that I am absolutely not into even reading about, much less being helped out with."
"Noted," I said. Whatever the fuck she was talking about... "I was just wondering," I grunted, "if, since you know a fair number of my governing bodies, we could see if any are interested in indulging your bullshit harem fantasies along with us..."
My ass was pinched for my temerity. But what she said was, "Fuck yes!"
I may have perked up at that. Given that I was pretty perked already, what with fucking this lovely being beneath me, we are talking some serious perk.
"Dave's not really my type, but what would you say to Weisenhut, or that guy Jason?" she laughed, then laughed again when she caught my expression.
"Wench," I growled. The trap she had sprung earned her some serious tickling under her armpits, the sides of her bouncing tits wriggling along my wrists as she squirmed against both my torturous fingers and now hard-thrusting cock.
"Alistaire!" Kate shrieked. "Tickle fetishes are on that list of shit I don't read."
"Oh! Sorry," I said contritely, ceasing my work on her armpits instantly. This left me with more attention for thrusting. And I could go back to mauling a breast with the hand I was no longer tickling her with.
"No apology necessary," Kate grinned, as she began to tickle me three times harder than I had been tickling her.
I am very ticklish.
"Hey! Wow! Stop! Help," I cried. "I thought you weren't into tickling!"
Kate was into tickling. Very into it. I was so incapacitated from her torturing fingers, that she was able to roll me over onto my back with no resistance, and was straddling me before I knew what had happened. Neither of us did anything to dislodge me from within her, however.
"Oh, I like tickling. I just don't much need to read about it," she giggled.
Now that she was the one on top and responsible for pulling me in and out of her, she lost interest in torturing me under my armpits, which was a joy and a relief respectively.
"We can concentrate on my fantasies later," Kate said, grinding herself atop me, with my cock fully buried within her. "I want to concentrate on our reality."
My reality was that, for someone with such a soft, lush body, Kate has some serious staying power. She demonstrated this by riding me like Shadowfax was showing her the meaning of speed, and she kept it up without cease until I was about to lose everything inside her. Even though she came before me, grabbing and squishing one of her own flailing tits as she moaned through her release, she kept up her ride until I exploded as well. Bucking beneath her, I fountained into her interior and she yelped in what might have been a second release, an aftershock, or just a final spasm of her initial orgasm.
We did not move for a bit, except for Kate slowly wilting down to lie atop my chest.
I held her atop me as we both searched in the remote corners of our bodies to gather up any scraps of energy or bits of exploded mind we could find.
I kissed her. We made out like that, my cock taking a break and relaxing almost fully within her.
When our lips had had their fill, Kate rose slightly over me, running her fingers through my hair, pushing it out of my eyes. "About my fantasies..."
"Usually, it is me pushing for expanding the playing field," I laughed.
"Please do," Kate sighed. "Honestly, I read a lot of stuff, and get so fucking turned on by it. But I haven't ever really experienced much of anything interesting from that reading. I mean, who gets to do that kind of shit?"
"I really don't know what you specific shit are talking about," I argued. "I mean this might be our first time, but I've been able to tell since I've known you that you aren't exactly celibate, Kate. And you have clearly tried some shit."
She snorted. "No. No, I have not. Sure, I've had sex," she admitted with a grin, "But just having some form or other of good sex now and then is not the stuff of erotic fiction!" She sighed, "First off, there are many kinds of stories that get me all wet, but I would never in a million years emulate, even if the opportunity did arise."
"Okay, now I'm interested," I said. I was also interested in Kate's breasts and began to play with them a bit as we talked. She rolled her eyes at that, but she did nothing to stop me. She had the most incredible nipples. They were borderline huge. Sure they were fairly big around, despite her small aureoles, but they stuck out from her swollen circles damn near three-quarters of an inch when she was excited. And she had been excited damn near every second since I'd gotten her top off.
"Like, I love the exhibitionist stories, for instance. And the voyeur stuff, too. It's hot," she went on, pretending to ignore the way I was playing with those nipples like they were part of a Playstation controller. "But come on, it might be hot as fuck to streak across campus, or fuck in front of an open window or whatever, but no goddamned way. There are such things as camera phones and the internet. I don't want my naked bod on everybody's hard drive for the rest of my life."
"But you would like to be the girl with her fabulous tits burned into every guy's organic memory?" I asked.
"Every guy, every girl," Kate said, rocking her hand back and forth.
"Well now," I leered.
"Calm down, Alistaire. I think I much prefer guys, but I'll admit I definitely check out the lesbian category on a regular basis." I wanted to explore this issue further, obviously. But it was clearly not what was revving Kate at the moment, and that was more important. "So you've never had the guts to get naked in public," I prompted.
"I did it once. Sort of. I was out on a hiking trail in the deep woods. It was exciting, but no gorgeous stranger appeared to see me and eventually rock my world. I have not had the guts again since."
"Is that how these stories usually work?"
"Duh."
"So you want to be spied on."
"Maybe," Kate said, one layer of her voice sounding uncertain, but a deeper layer sounded definitely certain. "Or maybe just watched. Spying on others would be fun too. I'd love to watch two people go at it all naked and sweaty, but come on. Peeping Toms are skeezy and besides, I'm way too pretty to go to jail."
"Well, you can flash me any time you like," I said generously.
"I already did that," Kate said. "You didn't notice."
"What?" I yelped in anguish.
"You know I like to wear short skirts sometimes, right?"
"I have approved of the habit as long as I've known you," I assured her.
"Well, I have gone far enough to learn how to give one selected guy at a time a nice view up between my legs," Kate admitted, tracing her fingers up the inside of a thigh delicately. "It's been fun, the few times I tried it. And if I wanted it that way, it usually led to at least a little fooling around. Except with this one guy. There's this douche, Alistaire... He didn't even notice me spreading my thighs for him. Even the second time, when I had ditched my panties for the effort!"
"What? When?" I asked despairingly.
"About a week after you broke up with Liz," Kate said. "You just went right on talking about Faulkner and didn't bat an eyelash."
Dammit! I could have been fucking Kate for a year already!
How had I missed a signal like that?
"I must have been too busy not getting caught staring at your tits," I grumbled. My dissatisfaction about all this still did not stop me from continuing to play with said tits, now that I didn't have to worry about being caught...
"So, written porn is all about harems and watching?" I went on, curiously.
"Erotica, dickhead. No, there is so much other stuff," Kate said, her enthusiasm for the subject coming through in her post-orgasmic state. "There's virgins and silver foxes, and aliens and vampires, and role-play, and whipped cream! Some of the good stuff'll never happen, like vampires." She shrugged. "Now I guess that I have checked off a few. I've now done the horse-cocked sweetie pie, and encountered a really neat dominant who surprises at how good he is, given his sweetie pie nature," she finished with a giggle.
"Not sure how I can help with most of those things, but I can tell you that whipped cream is awesome," I said, a little flattered. I had always hated it when my Mom had called me a sweetie pie, but I found myself much more open to the moniker on the lips of a naked girl. "What else is there? Porn is pretty much all terra incognita to me."
"Erotica," Kate growled. "There is a lot of shit that is either unpleasant or outright batshit insane. All the cheating shit is for the birds. And I don't need tentacles, or water sports, or incest."
Ew, ew, and ew. No. Just, no.
"I'm not into pain either. It's cool when you order me around. I am going to want more of that, though not all the time," she said. "But no spankings or ropes!"
"We seem pretty compatible," I said. I suckled on a nipple for a moment. "You know, they have whipped cream at Trader Joe's here on campus," I mused. "We could get temporarily dressed and go buy some. I stress the temporary nature of clothes."
We were out the door as soon as we could make ourselves fully decent. Neither of us wanted our goodies on The Cloud forever...
As we approached the doors to Trader Joe's, I stopped in my tracks. "Kate, to be clear, there will be hot fudge sauce as well."
She looked at me. "Sprinkles?"
See? Ideas.
*
Kate and I met up again in two days. I had another paper I wanted her to look over, so I bought her a milkshake and tried not to make jokes about the whipped cream while she used her red pen entirely too much for my happiness on the draft.
Mostly, I failed to refrain from the jokes... and other commentary.
Kate just glared at me and waved her pen grouchily. "If you ever hand me another paper to proof that you have not sent through spell-check, I will beat you up," she grumped.
"I ran it!" I protested hotly.
She glared at me.
I had not, in fact, run spell check before printing.
"Oops?" I admitted.
"I am hungry," Kate said. "Fortunately, they have the Hawaiian Bowl Bar at Everybody's Kitchen tonight. Let's go"
I was happy to follow along. I also like the Hawaiian bowls.
"After dinner," Kate said as we strolled, "to make up for your wasting my time doing Microsoft Word's job, I am going to expect some of that quality oral you are so good at."
We shared a grin.
*
In short, very little changed about my relationship with Kate, in a macro sense. We hung out occasionally, got together to edit each other's writing, talked, and busted each other's chops when appropriate. Kate even went out on a date with Lyle Robinson, a guy I vaguely knew and even more vaguely liked. I asked her for no details, but it was clear there had been some details. Not a lot of details, but details. Kate suggested that Lyle had done well enough that there might be more details in the future.
I was fairly certain that Lyle had been sniffing around for a while, and I suspected that Kate had chosen to go ahead and give him a shot at this particular moment in time at least in part to test me and my alleged non-standard harem behavior. That didn't bother me, and I guess I was happy to give Lyle the opportunity to take his shot. From now on, things were on him.
We were in her dorm for once, and the only thing on Kate was me, but I needed to roll off her before I collapsed and squished her beneath me. My by now exhausted cock slid from within her as I flopped over onto my back.
I had thought Kate was as exhausted as I, but she summoned the energy to cuddle down and suck my cock clean. When I was spic and span, she snuggled against me. We started chatting about things other than our current activity, and the subject of Lyle came up. I might have been the one who brought it up. I was curious over where her head was going with him, and wanted to make sure that he knew that there was someone else active in Kate's life.
"Maybe all three of us should get together," Kate teased. "You and he can make my group sex erotica come to life!"
"Pass," I said with a grin.
"Really? That is a pretty speculative grin," Kate said, both teasing and curious.
"Oh, I'd be happy enough spit-roasting you right now, since you seem to be picturing it as well," I snorted. "But not with Lyle."
"He's a nice guy," Kate said, gallantly defending him.
"Look, Kate," I said in my most serious tone, "threesomes are awesome..."
"I'll bet," Kate interrupted jealously.
"But they are complicated. And for me, they are super complicated when there are two guys," I bore on.
"You big baby."
"Kate, I am just super straight, okay? Everyone is totally entitled to their own boundaries. Their own limits. This is me, these are mine, and I stand by them and I deserve them."
"You've had threesomes with other guys," Kate reminded me, more puzzled than left out, but she felt a little left out, too. "You've been around naked dick.
"I have. And I don't object to the sight of naked, even hard, dick. I'll admit I can get turned on watching one do its thing."
"That sounds so fucking hot," sighed Kate.
"I just need to absolutely trust, in my bones, before things kick off, that the other dick's owner is just as committed as I am to it not doing its thing... any thing, with me," I said firmly. "If you want to indulge your group sex fantasies with me and another guy, I am going to insist it be a friend of mine, not yours."
"You are thinking of Dave, aren't you?" Kate asked.
Huh? Did she know about Dave and me and Gina? I didn't think she and Gina were all that close.
"Because I'm sorry," Kate said warily. "Dave's a nice enough guy, but he just doesn't float my boat."
"Fair enough," I said, mildly surprised. Dave does all right, after all. "Listen," I said, leaning in with a grin. "This whole discussion becomes a lot easier if we move to discussing another girl. Doesn't have to be one of my friends then! If you have any hot, non-bitchy friends who you want to suck my cock with, I'm quite willing to take that hit for the team."
That got me a shove. "Smooth pivot, Alistaire! You are..." Kate trailed off, as if remembering something.
"I am often accused of being some kind of elemental," I sighed when she did not resume speaking.
"By Bridget," Kate finished for me. "Yeah. So she says."
"Wait! They got to you already?"
"Hannah called out of the blue, two days after we... and asked if you'd made up with me yet." Kate laughed. "I could tell exactly what she meant by that, and I told her that you had in fact made up my brains out. Her reaction was a serious eye-opener. She was as unsurprised as if I had told her I decided to breathe that day."
"Then," Kate went on, "20 minutes later, I was added to The Chat."
"Do they have some kind of formal orientation program?" I fumed, throwing up my hands. I needed to joke about this particular craziness in my life.
"I think they kind of do," mused Kate.
I stared at her balefully.
"I mean, yeah. I think they do," Kate went on, sorting out the process in this new light. "Bridget gave me what felt like a canned speech about your elemental nature. Carla told me what I already knew about how fun you can be when you get bossy..." She thought a moment. "Jessica asked me about my parents and if they were together. When I told everybody that my parents are divorced, Jessica told me to keep you away from my mom... unless I really owe Ma a favor."
I rolled my eyes.
"There were a lot of new people to keep straight in that chat," Kate added. "I'm still not clear on all of them. Like, Jessica is one of your friends from prep school, right?"
"Jessica is Mary and Maddie's mom."
Her eyes got super wide. "Damn! That adds some layers, doesn't it?"
I hung my head and shook it. They really had developed a fucking orientation packet...
"Lastly, the twins, er, Jessica's kids, dammit..." she paused, still shaking her head at that insight. "Mary and Maddie were the ones to warn me about your inevitable thought process whenever you find yourself in the same room with two females at the same time."
"It would be them," I grumbled.
"Even you couldn't make that trope happen, huh?" she laughed, rather unkindly I thought.
"They each like to watch me with the other, but that is as far as I'm ever going to get," I groused.
"That sounds so fucking hot," Kate sighed. "It will be interesting to indulge in some real-life harem experiences finally," Kate shook her head. "But I hope for more! I had also never been fucked by an excessive dong before recently. But I still have not had the chance to try anything from my extensive reading in the poly arena! I'm kind of like a kid in a candy store here."
"I have to say, I don't see the need for the porn," I said, waving off her inevitable objection to my word choice. No one questions my use of vocabulary, dammit! "But you certainly have some quality fantasies. I'm glad to help you make at least some real."
Kate flowed back against me and we kissed for a while. "You are kind of all in on making me happy aren't you?" she asked in something like wonder.
"Why wouldn't I be?" I asked, not for the first time in my life. "You made me stupidly happy just now, and I sure hope you will again in the future. I'm highly motivated to make you happy too."
"Well, done and dusted on that front," Kate said, an aftershock vibrating through her body.
"And to be clear, just one of you is enough all by yourself for me at any given time," I added.
"You think so?" she smiled evilly. "I do have all those other weird ideas in my head from my porn reading."
"Erotica," I corrected sternly.
That earned me a smack. Probably well-deserved.
It had also probably earned her a spank or two on the lush ass I still held, but I held off. Spanking might never become a thing for me. We would see.
"Well, Mr. Experienced, I have never had a threesome of any variety," Kate said, unaware of how close her backside had come to a handprint. "And given my druthers, I'd rather push for the spit-roast option. Of course, the big prize almost seems possible, talking to you..."
"I gotta hear this," I said. I wasn't sure I wanted to hear it. But I had to hear it.
"The stories that hit me the most are foursomes," she said quietly.



What?
"Well," I said, recovering quickly, "If you want to bring two hot friends along instead of just one, I will do my..."
I was smacked again. I would have to keep the spanking option on the table.
"Honestly, though," I said, "I'm pretty self-confident, but trying to take care of three women at once seems maybe more than... I can handle." I almost said, 'than even I can handle,' but I bit it back in time. I enjoy a truly sprawling ego these days, but I try to at least keep it out of my voice.
"And if I meant I wanted to be made airtight?"
"Huh?" I asked, wondering what that phrase meant.
I looked it up later.
No. Just... No.
"Listen, dingus," Kate said. "Since you are the fantasy machine, my fantasy is two guys and two girls, and all the permutations among them. Well, apparently, given your 'timidity', most permutations."
This concept had never entered my mind. It did not initially overwhelm me with its brilliance, to be honest. But threesomes? Okay. And if I could get Kate to accept other girls... maybe even enthusiastically?
"So you really do like girls too, huh?" I asked approvingly.
"I've never done anything with another girl," Kate said. "But I've read enough to be very curious!"
I just leered at her. And played with her tits. I had never stopped doing that.
"I am not demanding more than just you, Alistaire," Kate laughed. "You are quite enough... more than fucking enough for now." She paused and grinned at me naughtily. "In the meantime, how'd you like it if I were to crawl back down and try to reinflate this lovely thing between my legs?"
"Inflate?" I laughed. "Like a balloon?"
"Yeah," she said, climbing off of me and bending down. "You know, I blow on it until it gets big and firm?"
"I guess I'm a balloon," I sighed.
Turns out, this method works. I was big and firm again quickly... and happily. But even with the re-inflation job done, Kate just kept going.
On my part, since she seemed to be mostly just idly enjoying herself, I did a little thinking while she did so. A very little thinking, as Kate was very good at what she was doing.
"So," I asked, right after sighing very happily at a particularly nice bit of lingual legerdemain. "You like threesomes in your porn?"
"Ewothitha."
"Erotica, sorry. They're a big thing?"
Kate apparently wanted to be fully understood, so she let me slip from her lips and stroked me softly while she spoke. "Threesomes are practically a genre of their own. Some of the stories are super hot. Foursome stories are really not very common, though. Authors know it's super hard to write foursome scenes. They are complex, confusing, and can get overly long. Writers have to be either massively talented or massively stupid to attempt to write a foursome scene.
I just kind of shook my head at the whole idea of four people trying to coordinate anything while naked. Kate saw and giggled reassuringly. "Anyway, most foursome scenes are part of married swinger stories, and I'm always filled with a massive feeling of foreboding with those. I still read them, but I like my sex happy."
"I approve," I approved. "I'm happy right now."
"Me too," she smiled. "Very." She took a moment to indulge her happiness in a manner that made speech impossible for her. Then she popped off again. "But if I am going to hang with a guy who's had threesomes, I'm eventually going to have to get in on that act."
"Like I said," I murmured, tugging lightly on her ear, "you supply us with another hot chick of similar inclination, and I will share my vast experience on the subject."
That earned me the slightest brush of teeth on my shaft. Then she made up for it by laughing on my cock, which felt amazing.
"I think I'm still pushing for the hot chick being a hot dude instead," Kate said.
Honestly? I already had to put up with Dave's presence every now and then with Gina. Put up with is the wrong phrase. We really did have fun. But I was not seeking even more of the tricky maneuver. If it did happen, okay. It would make Kate happy. I really was all-in on that, especially when she was doing to my crown with her tongue what she was currently doing to my crown with her tongue.
But I was much more interested in the reverse.
"Maybe I'll just have to come up with the hot chick," I grumbled.
"I guess we'll just see," Kate giggled.
Game on then? Or maybe we would just continue to have fun debating the merits of an additional pussy, versus an additional cock.
"A pwobwem foah anthutha thay," Kate said, my cock still in her mouth. Then she popped up fully. "I hope you don't mind if I finish you like this? I'm kinda feeling tender between my legs and I have a hike in Ornithology class tomorrow. I'm still getting used you to down there, what with all you bring to the table."
*
More than a fortnight passed, and another private get-together or two with Kate and myself. Our amused jockeying for 'position' on the question of the gender of mythical third parties was becoming a regular thing when we were alone. It always revved us both up.
But the next time Kate brought it up, I was a bit taken aback.
"Really?" I said, askance. "You want to talk about this subject while we are sitting here in Annenberg's? Not exactly somewhere we can do anything about it once this debate gets us all horned up."
"I'm just thinking we should look around us here and see what dudes look promising in the guest dick role," Kate replied easily, blowing on her scalding coffee in a way not meant to be suggestive but was anyway.
I arched my eyebrows at her. "Told you, with any other dude, I would have to know and trust him damned well." I leaned in, giving her my full Male Gaze. "However, without even having to turn my head, I can see at least two girls I'd be happy to fuck while they ate you out."
"Ambitious aren't you?"
We went back and forth merrily, and sometimes dangerously loudly, about the relative merits of Devil's Threesomes, as opposed to the kind that is perfect and holy.
I was getting hard. "This is fun, but I told you this discussion here was a bad idea," I grumbled, adjusting myself under the table. "I want to just push you over this table and ram into you right now. But I think if I did, there might be talk..."
Kate laughed out loud. "Sorry! To be honest, I waited until sometime like this so you wouldn't feel like I was trying to fuck you into agreeing to the whole deal. I'm trying to figure out where your head is at for real on this whole subject."
"Kate," I sighed. "Considering that I have a current, albeit occasional, threesome situation already, I'd be pretty hypocritical to not be on board, in principle! It's just too bad that you have no interest in Dave, and an even bigger shame that Gina has no interest in you!"
"She's pretty hot," sighed Kate. "But I'd still prefer..."
"Ha!" I snorted. "I can be very good at getting what I want, you know!"
"Don't I know it!" Kate sighed. Then she leaned forward for her next ploy. "But then so am I! And I have a whole team of consultants if I need them."
"Huh?"
"Beth and Gina were comparing Ben and Dave in the chat yesterday," Kate said smoothly.
"Really? Seems a little out of left field," I mused. I was slowly learning more about what the Sisterhood discussed, but it still bemused me.
"Well, it was in response to Charlotte saying they had inspired her first time with two guys."
"Seriously?!? I gotta text her congratulations," I laughed.
"You are weird."
"People keep saying that."
"I was then teased by almost everybody that, as the new girl, you would be working hard to get me in bed with another girl any minute now," Kate chuckled. "Hannah, Ronnie, Fiona, and the rest of our local contingent were reminded to be on alert when around you!"
I rolled my eyes.
"Of course, I told them about our little ongoing debate."
"I'll bet you've never had a text ha-haed so many times in your life," I snorted.
"I have not," Kate admitted ruefully.
"Yo, Alistaire!" I heard Flip say from over my shoulder. "Hi, um, Kate," he added. I looked over my shoulder and saw him approaching us, with Ronnie in tow.
"Hi, Flip, Ronnie," Kate said with a smile.
"If the University sees you back on campus, they are going to charge you another semester's tuition," I warned Ronnie as Flip took a seat with us at my gesture.
"Can't get blood from a stone," Ronnie smirked as she approached. She froze then, just for a moment, but visibly. Then she leaned over and gave Flip a rather ostentatious kiss on the cheek. Immediately, as he was still touching his face in surprise, she leaned over and laid one right on my lips! Then, before I could start using some tongue, just because that was my instinct, Ronnie pivoted her face away from mine and looked to Kate to gauge her reaction.
Kate just arched an eyebrow. There was no new information here.
Flip was a little more taken aback, but I knew Ronnie had to have told him about us. As Flip's friend, I was the sort of partner who he needed to know about specifically, not just in principle. I think he just was surprised at the public nature of both kisses.
Then he and I both shot our eyebrows up as Ronnie leaned over and kissed Kate! Not on her lips, but not just on her cheek either. More like she precisely hit the corner of her mouth. She pulled her face back swiftly, but not far.
"Wha?" Kate blurted.
"Heh. Sorry," Ronnie said quietly to her, though we could hear. "Was that okay? It just seemed like you shouldn't be left out."
Kate both bit and touched her lower lip at the same time. "I... it... yeah. Fine. Nice, actually."
"Good," said Ronnie, and kissed her again, right on the lips this time. Kate returned it.
Several people around us saw and audibly restrained themselves from reacting. Somewhere further away in the coffee shop, some lesser-evolved dude called out a quiet, "Righteous!"
"I have questions," Flip said. I was impressed at how he was handling the kind of chaos that seems to break out around me for no goddamned reason. He wasn't handling it that well, but he was mostly handling it.
I said nothing, knowing all would become clear. Ronnie didn't do shit like this out of the blue for no reason. Like when her character, Carmella the Cutpurse, suddenly and repeatedly stabbed some cute hobbit 23 times in the chest over a beer. It had not been out of character, of course. Carmella stabbed lots of beings. She liked stabbing. She had even stabbed Thrangor a time or two. But she always had a reason.
That hobbit had known what he'd done...
"So you liked that?" Ronnie asked Kate.
"Not, um, bad," Kate answered a little breathlessly. "I'm more surprised you liked it!"
I was a bit surprised there, too. Kissing babes had not been a behavior I'd previously observed from Ronnie. But Ronnie had depths. And I was hardly around her all the time, even before she had graduated.
"I was just checking something," Ronnie said, straightening. "Can we join you guys?"
I sort of waved at Flip having already seated himself. Ronnie slid easily into the chair between me and him.
"So what were you checking?" Kate asked blandly as Flip and Ronnie sat. She was very calm-sounding, but her hand's brief caress of my thigh under the table told me that the whole kiss thing had her riled up.
"So, when we walked in, I was thinking about only two things," Ronnie said, suddenly almost hesitant. She brandished her cup. "First, how I really needed this coffee. And second, how Flip is about to get lucky as soon as we get out of here and up to his dorm suite."
Kate looked at me as if to say she told me so about Flip and Ronnie. I looked at her as if to say, duh.
Flip looked at his spasming hands. I was getting more impressed by how he was handling the chaos, especially as this particular eruption seemed to metastasize. But he still clearly did not have the level of experience I enjoyed. Girls just dropped their intentions to fuck me imminently into conversations with third parties all the time...
When he looked up, he saw my fist extended patiently in his direction. With a weak smile, he firmly bumped it with his own.
"So you thought you'd warm up first by kissing Alistaire and me?" Kate asked in amusement.
"Well, yes and no," Ronnie told her, both of them now fully ignoring both me and Flip. Welcome to my world, Flip. "I sort of remembered from the chat about you and Alistaire's little debate."
"What chat?" Flip hesitantly asked Ronnie.
"The All Girls Who Fuck Alistaire Chat," Kate supplied helpfully, with a total lack of discretion that I supposed was justified in Flip's case at this point.
Flip could clearly not process that, what with everything else he was processing, and I saw that he didn't even try.
"What precisely has Kate been saying?" I asked suspiciously, more on task than Flip. I was beginning to learn that all sorts of psycho shit seemed to go on in that text group.
The girls still ignored me. Flip did too, I guess.
"So, you're volunteering for that, maybe?" Kate asked slowly. "All of it?"
Ronnie grinned. I wasn't sure if I was going to hate that grin, or if I was going to love it, whatever it was about.
"Alistaire, you and Flip are good friends, right?" Kate asked, suddenly paying attention to me.
"Huh? Sure. For years now," I said cluelessly, looking at Flip.
"Duh," he agreed.
"So, you totally trust him then?" Kate bore on.
"Of course," I answered, despite a tiny alarm bell going off in my mind. Why was that phrase ominous?
"Grab your drinks, guys," Ronnie said, popping to her feet, Kate following a hair after, her face lit up like a lightbulb should be floating over her head. "Let's go hang out in Flip's room."
Confused, but with that tiny bell still clattering away, I rose to follow.
Flip did too, but he looked a trifle deflated. He had just been told moments before that he was going to have sex with Ronnie imminently, but now he was going to have guests instead.
Sucks to be Flip.
We were out of Annenberg's and halfway across the hundred feet of pavement to the entrance to his nearby dorm when Flip innocently said, "I still don't know what is going on here."
Ronnie just put her arm around him, hand on his ass, and said, "I told you before, we are going up to your room to have sex." He turned to stare at her. "The only change is, Alistaire and Kate are coming too, so we can all have sex together."
Ah.
That was what the alarm bell was about.
"So you two just cooked this up together just now?" I asked drily.
"Yep," said Kate, bumping my hip with her own curvaceous masterpiece. "Really, I'm more or less just following Ronnie's genius lead."
"You didn't think to include us in your planning?" I went on.
"Oh, we are definitely planning on the two of you being involved," Ronnie said.
"Could you have maybe sought some buy-in?"
"I did, silly," Kate said. "I asked if he was your good friend whom you trusted. That was what you said you needed."
Note to self: Do not write blank checks to demons in hot chick form.
Flip's earlier admirable ability to go with the flow was foundering now, hard.
"No one asked me," he said, combining stupidity with futility.
"Aw!" Kate said, sliding around me to put her arm around Flip on the other side from Ronnie. She pressed a breast against his arm and clamped her hand on the ass cheek Ronnie was not massaging. "I'm sorry, Flip. Don't you want to go up to your room and fuck both me and Ronnie?" she asked as if talking to a child about putting on his shoes so we could all go get ice cream.
I think Flip would have drifted to a stop at that point. Not because he wanted to say no, but because his brain likely had no processing power left over to tell his feet to move. But Ronnie and Kate propelled him forward.
I was again ignored, Kate and Ronnie taking it utterly for granted that I would follow dutifully along.
As if I'm that easy!
Damn it.
It sucks sometimes when women know you too damned well...
We hit the door to Flip's dorm and went smoothly up the single flight of stairs to get to his floor. Flip garnered only one curious look from people along the route, sandwiched as he was between She-Hulk and Jane Russell.
Getting back to his own home lair gave Flip enough solid ground to turn his brain back on.
"What is going on here?" he asked.
Well, somewhat back on.
"Everyone is about to do everyone a bunch of fabulous favors," Ronnie laughed. "But mostly we are going to do Kate here one huge favor."
"Huh?" said Flip.
"I have a teensy little fantasy I've always wanted to try," Kate said, remaining plastered to Flip's side. "You are... well, I guess Ronnie was the missing link. But you are the key, Flip."
"I... you... we are going... you want us to all have a foursome?" Flip hissed.
"There you go!" Kate said, finally releasing Flip. "You pick things up quickly. Unlike some guys I know, Alistaire."
I graced her with a piebald stare.
"They seriously want us all to have sex?" Flip asked me plaintively. Fear of the unknown and sheer confusion were almost overpowering the bulge I could see in his jeans. "Seriously? Right now?"
"Dude," I said sternly, not sure why it was me who was going to have to close this deal I hadn't actively wanted in the first place. "You like fucking Ronnie, right? I have it on good authority that you do. Look at Kate," Kate posed cutely at my words. "It would be awesome to fuck Kate, right?" I asked forcefully.
"Well, yes," Flip answered automatically, before shooting a mortified look at Kate. "I, uh, I mean..."
"You mean, yes, Kate is a super-cool girl who is smart, funny, and nice to hang out with, and you'd like to do that more often," I prompted. Flip nodded helplessly, but his gaze was riveted to portions of Kate's anatomy in a way that lent other meaning to the word, 'yes'.
"Most importantly here," I went on, boring right through his embarrassment and the girls' amusement, "You do not think it would be awesome to fuck me in any way, shape, or form, correct?" I said, cutting to the most important consideration, at least to me (and hopefully to Flip).
"What? Yeah! No, I mean," Flip yelped. "That's not required, right? I mean..." He straightened his back. "I am in no way interested in fucking you, Alistaire," he finished firmly.
"But you would like to fuck me, right?" Kate teased.
Flip's fortitude wavered again.
"I, um, I..." he looked helplessly at Ronnie.
She just laughed. "Relax, dude. You and I are not some grand thing, right? And even if we were, I was the one who kicked this off. You'd have permission... if you needed it."
Flip just stared at the two of them. Mostly Kate, I noticed.
"I think you have your buy-in, guys," I drawled. "Flip is standing there, visualizing that bathing suit Kate wore to the Pier earlier."
Flip whirled toward me. "How did you know that?"
"Dude, I've looked at Kate fully naked a few times and still found myself visualizing that bathing suit!"
"Damn," Ronnie laughed at our faces. "Kate, I need to get a suit like that. Where'd you get it?"
"Online. I'll send you the link."
"Send it to the chat," Ronnie suggested.
I may have whimpered.
Then Ronnie speared Kate with a glance. "Okay, Miss I Know All About This Shit. How do we go from deciding to do this, to actually doing this?"
"Um, I'm not sure," Kate said hesitantly.
"This was your idea," Ronnie said tensely. "You are the one who reads all the porn!"
"Erotica," Both Kate and I said simultaneously.
Ronnie looked at me.
"Thanks, Alistaire," Kate said.
"Not a problem, Kate," I said reassuringly. "I just didn't want you getting bogged down in an argument about how you always insist on calling your porn, 'erotica'."
"So, wait. You are just leaning on book larnin' thar, lil' lady?" Flip said, in his often-used cowboy impression.



"Look," Kate said defensively. "Situations like this," she said, waving at the four of us, alone in Flip's suite, "don't come up every day."
"Still, you got us here," Ronnie said, having fun with it now. "I think it is incumbent on you to figure out how to say, Go!"
I was enjoying just grinning at Kate's discomfort when she turned on me, the ungrateful wench. "Listen, Alistaire is Mister Group Sex among us. He should wave his magic wand," Ronnie snorted at that, "and get us going."
"Wait. You've had foursomes before?" Flip asked me incredulously.
"No! Of course not," I snorted. "Obviously. But I guess you could say I've had a lot of threesomes."
Flip's eyes bugged out.
Damn. Come to think of it, I have had a lot of threesomes. Everybody seems to think they are so fucking rare...
"Really?" Flip asked. His curiosity was killing him. "Anybody I know?"
"Yes," I said. Then I simply grinned at him without saying one word more. It was just a reminder to everybody in the room that discretion remained an important trait.
"Asshole," Flip grimaced back at me.
"Yeah, but a sexy asshole," Ronnie chuckled. "I won't say names either, Flip. But you do know one or more girls that he has enjoyed alone and otherwise, and you even know one or more dudes he has been with."
"What?" Flip yelped, shooting a very uncertain glance my way. "But you..."
"Hey!" I also yelped, shooting Ronnie a very grumpy glance of my own. "'With' is a very strong word, Ronnie. I have on occasion joined forces with another dude to melt the mind of some fair maid," I said, naturally dropping into D&D jargon with two fellow players in the room. "But no melting of each other's minds has ever, or will ever, occur."
Flip visibly relaxed at that, and I visibly relaxed at his doing so.
Ronnie and Kate laughed together at Flip's and my interchange. I quite hypocritically found the tenor of their shared laugh to be most promising.
It was a reminder that this just might work.
I wasn't even sure how invested I was in all this. Threesomes are exhaustingly complicated enough as is, but there seemed like a terrifying number of moving parts here.
"So I think I have made my point, Alistaire," Kate said, feeling the need to grab some momentum. "Just maybe give us square one, dammit!" Ronnie nodded firmly along.
I stared at them. And I grinned.
"Well, in my opinion," I drawled, looking archly at Flip, "the best possible way to start is with naked women, two to be precise." I sat down in a chair, stretched out my legs lazily, crossed my ankles, and interlaced my fingers behind my head. I shifted my gaze to Ronnie and Kate, and Looked at them for all I was worth.
"That is just a little bit sexist," Kate said huffily.
"You asked for guidance," Flip said in a vastly reasonable tone, artfully sitting as well. Attaboy, dude. Sparks of some mental clarity kept glittering through the mist of his confusion.
Ronnie laughed. "Ah, what the hell, Kate. All four of us are going to be naked soon anyway," she added, in a tone that was meant to remind me and Flip that this was absolutely going to be the case.
"I guess," Kate said turning to face Flip and me. "And it should get their motors running a bit, right?"
"Oh, it is going to get our motors running more than a bit," I said with a big, confident smile. This much I was sure of!
"Why?" asked Ronnie, playing with a button and standing beside Kate in the middle of the room.
"Because you two are going to undress each other," I said.
"Oh, you'd like that, wouldn't you?" Ronnie sneered.
Flip stepped up to the plate and raised his hand. "Yes. Very much, thank you. Please."
Both of them looked at him and laughed together.
To be clear, even dressed as they were in just casual clothes, standing together in the middle of the room in front of Flip and me, Ronnie and Kate were a sexy as fuck study in contrasts. Ronnie's Amazon form towered over Kate's shorter hourglass. If they looked this good in chinos and button-downs, how good would they look side-by-side without them?
"Men are all the same," Kate said to Ronnie.
I sensed we were at a crossroads. Now that we were here, I sensed I was more committed than I had thought to choosing the turn that led to Kate's desired destination.
"Look, girls. The way I see it, there are two main ways for this day to progress from here. Both are of course acceptable. With the first, Flip goes to his room, and I stay here on the couch. You two choose who follows which of us. Then we switch partners after a while. Easy peasy, various body parts squeezy"
"That is just swapping. It's not a foursome," Kate objected pedantically.
"Eh," I waved her objection aside, pretending I disagreed. "The second option is more a variety of tangles combining three or all four of us at any given moment, while getting as loud and sweaty as possible together. For that to happen, there will need to be some 'bridging' going on.I will be doing no bridging with Flip," I went on firmly, accompanied by a grunt of agreement from Flip, and more eye-rolls from the peanut gallery. "That leaves that sort of activity to the two of you, neither of whom has shown any objection to same by now! The fact that such bridging sounds totally awesome to me and Flip is unimportant," I went on with a gigantic smidge of dishonesty. "What is important, for you and for us, is that it be awesome for the two of you."
The two looked inclined to call out my bullshit.
Except it wasn't bullshit, really. Kate turned to face Ronnie. "Kiss me again," she said firmly.
"Just like that?" Ronnie asked, taken momentarily aback.
"Yep. If we enjoy it this time as much as I think we will, game on," Kate said with a deep breath. "If not, dibs on Flip first," she said, then smirked at me.
"We'll see about that," Ronnie replied.
Really?
"But let's see about this first," she went on, and bent toward Kate's face, which automatically turned up in reply.
Their kiss was light, and sweet, and kinda hot. Their lips brushed against one another, holding the contact for a long few moments. Then they pulled away as one and looked at each other. Then, again as one, they leaned back in and kissed more earnestly. Kate's hand hesitantly lifted and came to rest on Ronnie's shoulder. After a moment, Ronnie put one hand around the back of Kate's waist.
The kiss intensified, and I could tell tongues began to get involved. Their bodies grew closer, until they were pressed against one another, and both arms were around each other.
"Okay, this may work," Flip said quietly. I knew he was the most nervous of all of us, but I could tell this show was demonstrating to him pretty forcefully now why his hind brain had carried him along with this madness so far.
"This is good, guys," I said out loud to the girls. "But," I added, using my best command voice, "you need to start undressing each other... Now."
I already knew Kate liked that tone, while I had never really tried it much with Ronnie. But I was getting impatient.
Ronnie shot me an arch look, but Kate just flushed even redder than she already was and kissed Ronnie again, hard. Her hands slid between them and started undoing Ronnie's buttons.
Ronnie looked bemused, but returned Kate's kiss. After a moment, her fingers started to pluck playfully at the waist of Kate's shorts.
Kate's fingers accelerated, and Ronnie's shirt was open all the way. The bra underneath seemed... interesting. What I could see of it and what there was of it, that is. Kate carefully plucked the shirt wide. Yep. Interesting and minimal--my two favorite descriptors when it comes to girls' underwear.
"Kate," Ronnie said carefully, in a voice pitched for her ears, but since you could hear a pin drop otherwise in the suite's common room, Flip and I could hear as well. "Are we doing this for us, or for them?"
Kate smiled back at Ronnie. "Right now, I'm saying we do it for us!"
"Then you might want to feel me up a little when you take off my clothes," Ronnie said. And since Kate's fly was fully open, Ronnie matched her own deeds to her words and slid her hands down the back of Kate's shorts and visibly squeezed her soft, round ass.
Kate just rocked her hips happily under Ronnie's grasp and let her hands trace the outlines of Ronnie's lacy bra. Then, while Ronnie pushed Kate's shorts off, Kate rested her hands fully on Ronnie's impressive bust, and kept as much contact as she could as she worked to unclick the front clasp.
Front-clasp is another favorite adjective of mine when it comes to bras...
Honestly, my favorite characteristic of underwear has always been Easy To Remove.
Okay, they may have genuinely been doing this for themselves. I believed that. But they were also moving and shifting as they did so, so as to give Flip and me one helluva view. Kate swung that ass of hers around dramatically as her shorts slid down her legs, a show that was highlighted by a pink thong making an appearance.
She pushed Ronnie's shirt and bra off her shoulders. Any day Ronnie's breasts make an appearance is a good day, and I leaned in for a closer look.
Nice, especially with Kate's hands tentatively brushing over them.
I checked on how Flip's brain was processing things, remembering my own first few times seeing two girls naked at the same time. Despite Ronnie's impressive rack being fully bare, I could tell his attention was more on Kate's nearly naked ass.
Made sense, of course. He'd seen the rack before, but Kate was all new.
His attention became even more focused as Ronnie tugged up on Kate's golf shirt. Kate had not bothered with a bra today. That was not uncommon.
One of many things I liked about her.
Flip was craning his neck now.
The two of them faced each other topless, Ronnie still in her chinos and Kate in just the little pink thong. They stared at each other for a moment, then Kate giggled and leaned forward to Ronnie's chest.
And she just took a big old lick of one of Ronnie's nipples. Both of them shivered. And Kate kissed, then hesitantly licked the now wet nipple again. I saw Ronnie's eyes waver in uncertainty before rolling back in pleasure.
But she didn't put up with it for long. She pushed Kate away gently, and bent in turn, bending her knees as well to reach Kate's nipples in turn for some tentative licks of her own.
In moments, they were fully making out, hands all over each other's breasts, and mouths tangling with each other. It was great. I was particularly happy to make a comparison between Ronnie's nipples and Kate's. Ronnie still rocked her excellent tan-lines, leaving her bright rose nubs in major contrast to the triangles of pale skin highlighting her boobs. Those nubs were as hard as I'd ever seen them, and I'd had them seriously hard a time or two. Kate's erect nipples were actually bigger than Ronnie's, about the only such comparison to be made between the two, but the surrounding circles were so pale you almost didn't see them, except when she got excited herself and the field became wrinkled, and dotted with little goosebumps.
But this activity went on, they had kind of stopped paying attention to putting on a show for Flip and me, and I was having a hard time seeing the good stuff.
Fuck it. I slid slowly to my feet and took a few steps closer and to the side to get the best possible view. It was a good view. They continued to ignore me.
I looked over at Flip. He was sitting forward eagerly, like he wanted to follow my example, but was holding back. I caught his eye and rolled mine. Get up, idiot.
He tentatively stood and moved to stand on the other side of them for the other best possible view.
Yeah, the two girls were definitely concentrating on each other and almost completely ignoring us now, despite knowing we were flanking them only a few feet away.
I could not help myself. "The pants have to go," I growled as commandingly as I can pretend to be. "Make it happen, Kate."
Like magic, she complied. Her hands slipped from Ronnie's breasts, improving the visibility but not the spectacle, and she tugged swiftly at our taller friend's waist. The button yielded quickly, and Kate pushed down on the pants. At first, I thought she had pushed down the panties too, but it turned out today, Ronnie had less characteristically omitted her underwear.
Oh, yeah. That's right.
She had already been planning on this day ending with jumping Flip's bones from the time she had gotten up.
Flip looked at me like I had magic powers. I just nodded at him like it was his turn to get involved. I saw him bite his lower lip thoughtfully. Then, instead of telling Ronnie what to do, he summoned the courage, or the horniness, to step right behind Kate and say softly, "I'm going to slip off this thong now. Is that alright?"
Both Kate and Ronnie made affirmative noises, enthusiastic ones.
Flip extended trembling hands and tugged at the back of Kate's thong. Tremblingly, he bent his knees to push it free of her generous ass and down her lovely legs. His eyes were mesmerized by Kate's ass, and his hand reached out, as if almost of its own accord, and he caressed that bounteous package. Kate pushed her ass backward firmly into his grasp.
Seemed like a good idea to me, so I moved slightly opposite and indulged myself in some fondling of Ronnie's high-quality, fleshy ass for myself.
Suddenly, their eyes locked, and the girls stepped from between us. "I've had enough of being ruled by the Patriarchy," Ronnie said.
Kate laughed. "Yeah! We need some male skin. Now."
"Um, male stripping seems a lot less sexy than female," Flip said stupidly. I mean, I agreed with him, but also knew better than to fight what was coming. It is impossible to fight it when just one hot girl wants to see you naked. With two? And why would you try?
"Ditch the shirts, boys, at least," Ronnie said, in a mood for compromise. "Tell you what, the first of you to get your shirt off, the two of us will take care of the rest for him."
I looked at Flip. He looked at me. He looked like he was at yet another hesitation point, so I looked at our naked friends. When he did the same, he almost instantly started to jerk his shirt off over his head. I deliberately moved slower. He needed the encouragement.
Either way, we both stood there shirtless, but he was first like that. Then we kind of had to look at each other. Flip is... listen, let's go right ahead and say that I think he is more conventionally handsome than I. My muscles are harder and more defined, but his are bigger. His eyes are blue, as opposed to my grey. And his natural sandy-blonde hair always has this perfect fucking wave to it, in contrast to the way mine always looks like a tousled bird's nest the second after I brush it. Still, he was looking at my torso just as...
Neither of us was attracted to what we saw. But when you are in the presence of good-looking, sexually available females, I think it is hard not to fret about comparisons.
Kate and Ronnie laughed. "Flip wins the race," they said together and moved to push him over in front of the couch. Then they both knelt in front of him, his eyes going wide. Ronnie made short work of his belt and fly. His loose slacks slid down his legs and both girls caressed the bulge straining at the front of his briefs.
"You are going to like this," Ronnie told Kate as they tugged at the elastic, pulling his shorts free of his cock and pushing it downward.
Respectable.
Flip was, I'm guessing, just barely over average length and girth, but he was straight as an arrow. He was also entirely shaven, which made me uncomfortable. I did not like the example he was setting. I like my pubes, thank you.
"Oh, that needs to be sucked," Ronnie sighed.
"Yes, ma'am," Kate said quickly, and wrapped her lips around Flip's dong.
Okay, his dick still did not look hot, but it sure as hell was hot seeing it as it currently was, sliding in and out between Kate's lips. It got even hotter when Ronnie leaned over on the other side and began licking it up and down, just outside of Kate's bobbing mouth. It was hot to watch them double-team him.
After a few moments of this, Kate popped off of Flip's cock and shoved her tongue into Ronnie's mouth again. They reciprocated for a bit, then Ronnie broke free and lunged to suck Flip into her mouth. "Hey! Mine," Kate whined.
Ronnie laughed around Flip's cock, which appeared to provide one helluva sensation for Flip, because his knees buckled. He caught sight of me and looked nervous again.
I had always thought that watching another guy get head was pretty hot to watch. Watching another guy get dual head was... a new experience. Flip, who was less used to new experiences than I, was clearly still having an issue with being a showpiece.
As a selfless favor to Flip, I shifted my attention away from him to stare at the two fantastic bare asses pointing in my direction.
Ronnie and Kate battled with their tongues over the surface of Flip's tip until he groaned mightily.
"How well does he recover?" Kate asked Ronnie.
"He does just fine," Ronnie replied confidently.
"Flip, you are going to come now," Kate said firmly, and sucked his dong back into her mouth all to herself. It took all of three seconds for the rest of us, particularly Flip, to realize that Kate meant to make things happen. She went to town on his cock, louder and more noisily than she had even done with me.
Ronnie kept her eyes on Flip's cock as she stood up and sideways, moving to lean against me. I immediately filled one hand with her ass, and the other with a breast. She turned and kissed me deeply, grabbing my ass again idly.
Flip saw that and his eyes flashed wide... briefly. They sort of went back to rolling up inside his head because Kate was still accelerating her efforts.
Ronnie and I both kept our eyes on Kate's assault upon Flip and, with a word of desperate warning from him, he came.
Plentifully.
It overflowed Kate's lips.
With a long moan of incoherent satisfaction, Flip sank back against the back of the couch. "Thank you," he breathed. Then he politely added, "Thank both of you," to a smirking but very aroused Ronnie. But mostly, his eyes were on Kate, still kneeling before him. This was a girl he had never even considered seeing naked before today, whom I was pretty sure he had yet to actually kiss, who had just blown him and his mind... all while he was being watched.
Learn to catch up, Flip. Life moves pretty fast. As Ferris Bueller says, if you don't keep up, you might miss something.
"He doesn't taste bad, does he?" Kate smiled up at Ronnie.
"No. No, he does not," Ronnie replied agreeably.
Maybe it was just my ego, but I sensed that what they were deliberately and politely not saying out loud was, Flip's cum might taste fine, but it wasn't mine.
If I were in his place, there is no way I personally could have lost my hard-on after just a single orgasm, even one like that--not in this company and this situation. But, wow, Flip almost instantly was totally soft. Weirdly, he shrank not one iota. What's the phrase? A Show-er, not a Grow-er?
If I was like that, I could never wear jeans or else I'd make a scene everywhere I went...
"Sit back, Flipper," Ronnie said, gently pushing him against the sofa back. "We have to get the big baby's diaper off now."
Flip did retain enough brain power to snort at that.
I was still standing, and Kate and Ronnie now moved to flank me, both running their hands all over my chest, their fingers playing with each other as they did so. I kissed them both, and let my hands indulge themselves by roaming all over both their bodies.
Ronnie suckled briefly on one of my nipples, then quipped to our tall friend, "Kate, gotta say it. Your nipples are a lot more fun to lick than either of these hairy dudes'."



Kate hardly needed to lean down at all to do her own evaluation of the phenomenon on her own behalf.
I've never wanted to say duh more in my life. Women's nipples are objectively next level when compared to guys'. But Ronnie's hand slid under my waistband and curled around my cock familiarly.
"Hey!" said Kate, noticing what she was up to. "Together," she scolded.
She knelt and Ronnie followed. We had been spinning around a little as we fondled each other, and when they dropped my pants, I was facing mostly away from Flip. He bounced out of his seat for a better view.
I'm impressed you can even move, dude!
But I was also glad to see him internalizing what I was beginning to suspect was key thing number one here, watching the others was going to be the secret to full enjoyment for each of us.
Kate had her head sideways, wrapping her lips around the base of my shaft, while Ronnie slid several good inches of me straight into her mouth.
"Whoa," Flip whispered. "This really is hot..." he murmured as he stared at rounded asses, dangling tits, and two dark-haired heads moving around my groin with loud, wet noises.
Might be hot to see, but not nearly as hot as it is to feel, buddy.
Kate sensed him close behind her and reached out blindly to grab his cock. She began to stroke it encouragingly while now licking my balls. Ronnie had not lied. Flip already did not need a lot of encouragement to get hard again.
"You two are amazing," I growled at them, "but we are going to have to stop this soon, so I can figure out how to eat you both simultaneously."
I realized instantly that that was stupid. I had Flip there to help me with culinary activities.
No one else seemed to think it was stupid.
Both Ronnie and Kate straightened up a bit, away from my suddenly grumpy cock.
"Isn't he cute?" Ronnie said to Kate.
"If you insist," Kate said to me.
"What the fuck!?!" Flip screamed agonizedly to the heavens.
Oh.
With all my grumpiness about indiscretion among my friends, it had not occurred to me that Flip might need a heads-up.
With their mouths already full of me for the moment, it had not occurred to either girl that Flip might need a heads-up.
Flip had needed a heads-up.
I honestly think he might have fled naked into the hallway, had Kate's hand not continued to softly, gently, relentlessly stroke his dick. Fight or Flight hormones have a hard time overcoming Fuck or Frolic hormones, absent a large animal predator in the room.
My dick did not qualify.
Quite.
"Chill out dude," I said. "I'm not coming anywhere near you."
Flip just shook his head spasmodically. That wasn't his problem. "What the fuck do either of these two need with me, when all... that is here?" he yelped.
"Don't let go of him," Ronnie said flatly to Kate.
"Wouldn't dream of it," Kate purred in reply, stroking Flip softly.
"Flip," Ronnie said firmly, "in a second, I am going to get back to enjoying this giant muddler here." Ronnie was moonlighting currently as a bartender because she needed the extra funds. "Kate here is going to help me suck it. We will also be making out a good bit and probably fondling each other's breasts, something a perv like you, and by that, I mean a male like you, should enjoy."
Kate chose that moment to illustrate Ronnie's point by tugging gently on one of Ronnie's nipples herself.
"While we are doing that," Ronnie bore on, over any hapless objections Flip was trying to mouth, "the two of us will be on our hands and knees right in front of you. If you don't get in here and do a little preliminary fucking of one, the other, or hopefully both of us, I am going to be very, very disappointed."
Flip stared at her, mouth open. He was gobsmacked by Ronnie's speech, but I sensed Kate could safely let go of his cock now...
He managed not to run when she did.
I, meanwhile, wished I had been invited to sit before they got started, because these two were damn near savants on Team Blowjobbing. My knees were wobbling almost immediately. I wanted to lose myself in the feeling of two tongues writhing against my cock, and against each other.
But Flip was still not processing. I didn't quite blame him. I at least had some experience with things like this. I felt sorry for him. But I also wanted him to do something other than stand right in front of me with his hard dong waving around.
I imagined the phone call from his cock to his brain...
"Hey! Get with the program! I need to get in there."
"What?"
"There are awesomely sexy girls here! Naked!Positioned! Put me in coach!"
"You want to go play centerfield?"
"I will kill you..."
Unfortunately, that phone call seemed to be ongoing and circular.
Desperate to go back to enjoying my tandem blowjob (Flip had gotten to enjoy his, after all!), I locked eyes with my dude and jerked my head at the girls.
He shook his head as if clearing it and took a step toward the girls. Then he stopped again.
Great, now he couldn't decide which one.
Ronnie came to my rescue, and Kate's, and her own for that matter. She peeled her head away from my cock and looked over her shoulder at Flip. This left my cock suffering with only one eager tongue licking it, but I hoped to survive. "Flip! I can tell watching is fun too, but get in here."
He smiled at Ronnie and stepped forward toward her. She shook her head and jerked it at Kate. This non-plussed Flip again and he paused, staring down at Kate's bodacious ass.
I sincerely hoped that we were not going to spend the next few hours having to coach him on everything...
Flip finally showed some stones and bent his knees to allow him to caress Kate's ass tentatively. "Kate," he said quietly, "Um..."
"Do it," Kate moaned, then sucked my tip several inches into her mouth.
Look, I could get the confused expression on Flip's face, he nevertheless remembered how awesome his life suddenly was and knelt fully between Kate's legs. She moved them wider for him as he did. He only knew Kate casually, and not for that long. He still had never kissed the girl. And now every single person in the room, most of all her, wanted him to stick his dick inside her.
He stared down at Kate and I saw him remember that he too was a person in the room...
He grabbed his dick, pointed it, and pushed into Kate's pussy. She moaned. I moaned at the vibrations of her moan. I also moaned because Ronnie was sucking my balls.
This whole experience, which seemed destined to swing back and forth between awesome and awkward as hell, was suddenly pegging the meter on awesome.
I had spit-roasted two other girls before, multiple times. But never before had I had an additional, well-sculpted, naked, nearly two-meter-tall friend available for garnish. Ronnie was the spectator, the voyeur, at the moment, but she was a very interactive spectator. Flip barely got in a few thrusts, enough to delve fully into Kate, before Ronnie left off sucking my balls below Kate's chin and dove under Kate to suck hard on one of her dangling boobs.
Kate moaned at this escalation, and both Flip and I moaned at the wonderful vibrations Kate was transferring to us. It was also pretty hot to see one girl nursing on the other. That barely lasted a minute before Ronnie popped up, turned, jammed her tongue down Flip's throat, making out with him while he jacked in and out of Kate. He grabbed both her tits and desperately mangled them. She just stood and pressed one breast into his mouth.
"Wath thee wooing?" Kate asked. Since she refused to let my cock free of her mouth, she could not turn to watch.
"Flip's sucking my boob," Ronnie told her, so I didn't have to. That was good because I was battling my tendency for early first orgasms. "He's good at it. Make sure you give him plenty of time to do it to you."
Huh.
In all the time since I had lost my virginity, I don't think I had ever been complimented on my boob-sucking performance like Flip had just been... I needed to up my game there.
Then Ronnie pulled away from Flip and slid over to me. She kissed me deeply, letting her tongue ooze in and out of my mouth really, really sexily. Between the kiss and Kate's efforts below, it took my brain a moment to remember to grab for Ronnie's tits so I could get to work on some initial research.
But she dropped down before I could, and started licking my cock with Kate once again.
Oh.
I could wait.
Finally, Flip thought all on his own. More to the point, he remembered something on his own. He pushed mightily into Kate. I was glad she was currently licking me with Ronnie rather than having me in her mouth because the way she lunged forward at that mighty thrust would have had her choking hard.
But then Flip slid free from inside Kate and practically leapt to the side, grabbing Ronnie's as and pointing his dick into her.
Wow.
Flip is not my size, but even so he still slid into Ronnie with an ease I had never experienced. The woman has amazing Kegel strength. For him to slide in that easily, she had to be wetter than the Nile. She arched her back at his swift intrusion, growled, and just buried several inches of my cock in her mouth, sucking desperately.
Kate just rolled to her side and stared at the three of us.
"This is the hottest fucking thing I've ever seen," she sighed.
"Come here," I growled at Kate. "I want to suck some boobies!"
She giggled but stood and moved to me. I twisted over and down and clamped my lips around a nipple. I needed to start paying attention to how Kate reacted to different things I did with my tongue. This was an awesome aspect of sex that I had neglected to properly study!
Unfortunately for my research...
Yeah. My cock was still being expertly sucked. It had been enduring this lovely condition for a while. And I still have a short first fuse.
I had barely moved to Kate's other nipple when I started tapping Ronnie's head in urgent warning. I'd have called it out, but I wanted to keep suckling. I wanted Ronnie to keep suckling too...
But she didn't. Instead, she popped her mouth free and started jacking me hard while she leaned forward to drag her tits across my throbbing tip. Flip stayed with her, even picking up his pace. Kate yanked away from me and knelt to stare at my cock brushing Ronnie's tits from about six inches away.
I almost instantly nutted. Hard. In an instant, both Ronnie and Kate were laughing. I had spooged Ronnie so hard, some of it had splashed on Kate!
Flip paused and leaned forward and to the side to see what everyone was laughing at. But Ronnie snarled at him to get going again.
Good to see other guys understanding the importance of obeying such orders from hot naked women...
Ronnie's swift strokes on my cock slowed to a languid pace, but her grip became stronger if anything. Her lower jaw started to tremble and she arched her back repeatedly. She keened quietly for a moment or two, then outright shouted, "Oh, fucking fuckmeister fuckstiiiiiicks!"
Kate pulled back and just watched the three of us again, wiping her face clean of my stray bullets and licking them from her fingers.
Flip jammed into Ronnie harder, riding her rolling orgasm. But not for long.
With a loud shout of his own, his hips bucked and I could tell he was nutting hard into Ronnie's depths, who loudly approved. I could tell he was coming because, and I will never tell my friend this, he has the most ridiculous-looking O-Face I could imagine.
Flip's thrusts slowed and he pressed his hips against Ronnie's ass, making sure he would not slip free for a bit. Ronnie gave my dribbling tip a cleansing lick or two, then a kiss as she regained her breath.
Kate clapped loudly. "This is the greatest idea ever! That was so fucking hot!" She shook her head in sudden frustration. "But why am I the only one here who hasn't come yet? This was my idea!"
I just turned to where she knelt on the floor, grabbed her, rolled her onto her back, lifted her legs, and put them over my shoulders. I pulled them up so high she was practically upside down, with only her shoulders and the back of her head still on the rug. "Can't have that!" I declared and jammed my tongue inside her.
"Oh, yeah," Kate gasped.
Ronnie shakily crawled forward, pulling off of Flip, and moved to help. She leaned down and began sucking on one of Kate's breasts.
Flip handled his abandonment well. He was getting the hang of just going with the chaotic flow. In fact, he joined in, crawling over to us and sucking on Kate's other breast!
This put his face closer to my junk than I was comfortable with, but Kate's luscious bod was between us, so I took my own advice about going with the flow.
After all that had happened, the sensation of three mouths, one feminine, on Kate's body, especially with where my lips and tongue were, was more than she could handle.
I thought I had gotten used to Kate's orgasmic range by then. I don't know what the fuck to call what happened to her, but 'coming' seems like an insufficient term. Out of body experience, maybe? Her hips writhed against my face. Her legs kicked. Her arms shot out, grabbing Flip's cock in one hand, and one of Ronnie's breasts in the other.
Oh, yeah. She expressed her enthusiasm for the moment. Loudly. Like, crazy loudly.
That felt rewarding to me, and I just kept swirling my tongue around her clit to see how long I could make her keep going.
But...
There was a hard banging on Flip's door.
"Is everyone okay in there?" came a male voice from the hallway.
"Fuck," Flip hissed. "The RA," he clarified for us.
We all quieted. Kate less successfully, even though I cut my shit out instantly.
"We are good Myron! Just, uh, got carried away with a joke in here," Flip said, unconvincingly. The noises we had been making were not exactly congruent with laughter.
"We're all fine," Ronnie chirped.
"Yep," I said.
"I'll do," Kate sort of panted.
"Wait, how many people are in there?" Myron asked, his voice a whole array of emotions.
"Just a few of us," Flip called. "We're just blowing off some steam from mid-terms."
Everybody's last mid-term had been at least a week ago...
"Oh, really?" came the sarcastic voice. "How 'bout next time you 'blow off steam', you don't set off the seismometer in my room!"
"He has a seismometer in his room?" Ronnie hissed at Flip.
"Geology major," Flip whispered back.
Kate was still drunk on endorphins... "Did we really register on your seismometer?"
"It's sensitive to loud sounds," Myron spat.
The four of us almost died laughing. Very quietly.
But not quietly enough.
"Look, Flip, we need to talk," Myron grumbled through the door.
"Maybe not right now?" Flip said tentatively.
"Ofcoursenotrightnow!" Myron yelled, and we heard him stomp off.
We all flopped onto the floor, giggling.
"Guys, thanks for that at the end," Kate sighed. "This is awesome."
"No doubt," Flip agreed.
"Has to happen again," Ronnie went on. "But maybe not right away?"
"Yeah," I said, half bummed, half relieved. "If this isn't rare, we will all flunk out."
"Even me, and I've graduated," Ronnie agreed. We all were laughing again.
"And probably not here," Flip said, his eyes going guiltily, and apprehensively, to the door. "That is not going to be an easy conversation with Myron."
"Maybe easier than you think," Ronnie laughed. "He's going to be very busy worshipping the ground you walk on. As for the future, I fortunately live in a house not too far away. We will just need to engineer the absence of my work-from-home housemate when needed."
"Is that necessary?" I asked. "And by that, I mean, is she hot?"
"Not to me!" Ronnie laughed.
Drat...
"There is so much more shit I thought of while we were doing this that I want to try in the future," Kate enthused, her breasts still heaving up and down.
"Well, you are the expert," I snorted.
"I'm not that much of an expert," Kate said lazily. "I'll have to read up on my porn."
"Erotica!" the three of us said as one.
------------
I told you this was long. Thanks for making it to the end. My second favorite episode is coming up next. In the meantime, I still have one incomplete future chapter to finish among the few that remain. Get your comments in now, while you still have time to influence how it goes...
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At least Gina was in no way like Beth. Well, in some ways like Beth. She fucking loved it when she could con Dave and me into both attending to her needs at the same time. Poor Dave had about died the first time. Of course, I knew how to enjoy myself and get the job done without any friendly fire. Dave learned quickly. Gina was a significant incentive. Gina, for her part... was thoroughly entertained.
I told neither of them that my recent escapade with Ronnie, Flip, and Kate made the three of us's acrobatic endeavors feel like simple, relaxing idylls...
But thank God, Gina was unlike Beth in that she was still extremely interested in sex with each of us individually. She was so into suddenly being the center of a sexual world that she had to swear us both off cold turkey to study when the week before exams began.
But after the first exam, Dave and I received a group text from Gina.
GINA: I have one exam under my belt, and I think I crushed it. I feel prepared for the rest of my exams but stressed about taking them. Unless either of you needs to beg off, you may each expect to get ambush fucked at times of my choosing before the week is over
Dave and I were both sitting in our common room studying when the message dinged on both our laptops. He bent his head and started clicking rapidly, so I waited.
DAVE: {GIF of Wayne and Garth mugging for the camera with thumbs up}
I typed immediately afterward.
ME: 'Nuff said
"Think she's about to come busting through our door?" Dave asked, looking at said door hopefully.
"She said each of us," I said. "I think we will be able to relax and give her our full attention individually."
"Your lips to Gina's ears," Dave said.
She did not come through our door.
The next morning, I had my hardest exam. It was my elective class with Ursula. It wasn't hard per se. I really did have the material down now. But I needed a 97 on the final to get my A after all my flailing earlier. Ursula was not going to grant me so much as a free point, and I would have been devastated if she did.
I felt pretty good I had nailed it though, so I was happy and de-stressing when I entered my suite. I renewed my mental note to call Ursula the very day the grades were posted.
"Oh fuck, Gina," I heard suddenly from Dave's room. "Yes! Do the tongue thing. Always do the tongue thing."
I was familiar with the tongue thing.Everyone should do the tongue thing.
Dave was having a good time.
I looked at his door. We never locked them.
I was suddenly extremely horny.
I reflected that I might be about to think with my dick...
Fuck it. My dick often has awesome ideas.
I opened Dave's door silently. He was sitting on his bed, and Gina was down on her knees, facing away from the door, doing the tongue thing some more. I could just tell.
Despite his eyes trying to roll up into his skull, Dave immediately saw me staring down at the two of them. Fortunately, Gina was already naked. So was Dave, but I did not give a shit about that. Dave's eyes narrowed in a frown, then before I could react at all, they narrowed further... into an evil grin.
Game. On.
He grabbed Gina's head gently with his palms over her ears and moaned louder.
I just let the gym shorts I was wearing drop silently to the floor.
Dave avoided looking at my cock which was waving around, more than ready to go. Gina, alas did not have a Big Dick Harem. Dave was solidly average in length, though he was nicely girthy. Or, at least that is what Gina said. I sure as fuck was not making detailed examinations. Dave, amazingly, never acted threatened by the size differential. In fact, he had almost died laughing when he had finally seen my junk.
I imagine that our size differential did at least provide extra incentive to never 'cross the streams'.
I needed to move hardly at all to get behind Gina, who fortunately had her legs spread a little already as she worked. Somehow, I managed to make the first thing to touch her be the head of my cock.
Gina gleeped in surprise. Dave gently kept her from turning her head. She did look up at him and he broadly winked at her. She really had only one guess as to who it could be behind her.
When I started to slide into her, she was immediately fucking certain, of course. I'm told that I am unmistakable.
"Owth thuck," she gasped around Dave's cock. "Thoo it, Acithaire!"
I did it all right.
In the end, after the glorious end for us all a good hour and a half later, I was punished for my friskiness by Gina declaring that I had used up my ambush sex for this exam period.
I was left to get by with just a visit or two from Hannah. Well, Kate also seemed hellbent to get together as much as possible before she had to go home for the summer. She fortunately was just interested in more intimate one-on-one experiences during exams, as whatever Rube Goldberg shit she was cooking up for our next foursome would have made us all flunk. So, even Gina-less, I was always very relaxed for my exams that spring.
*
Dave and I had decided not to room together the next fall for Junior year, largely because he wanted to stay on campus, and I wanted to get an apartment. Since that was the case, I decided to go ahead and lease a place at the start of the summer, even though I could have stayed in dorms for those three months. It wasn't about money. I actually expected to pay even more and was going to have to economize on food. Lots of cooking was in my future. I just had not been fully feeling the whole California thing so far and wanted to get on with living off campus so I could assimilate the reality.
Mom negotiated a very nice paid internship for me with Wells Fargo in Downtown LA for the summer. Even better, it was remote work two days a week, with three days in the office. I had been offered the option of working three days a week remotely, but my mother made a variety of dire threats if I accepted that.
"The point of the internship is to be around the employees and management in the office, face to face. You need to learn to network," she had said.
"I don't know, he seems to make contacts just fine," Dad quipped.
"And try not to fuck absolutely everyone in the office," Mom added in response.
Have you ever tried to politely hang up on your parents? It can't be done.
Even with what I was making, and the help my parents offered, the whole project of living off campus almost crashed on the rocks of the price of rent. I just wanted something small and I figured that I could swing it without a roommate.
Had figured.
I might need to break down and move to an apartment with someone else for my senior year. But for this summer, and for my junior year upcoming, I was locked into a ruinous lease on a one-bedroom place.
*
Even with the crazy rent I paid, my apartment was not in the greatest neighborhood... at all. If my mother decided to visit me there on one of her semi-frequent trips to California, she would have a cow, so I realized that I needed to maneuver things so she did not visit. How I was going to pull off that maneuver was beyond me, but I was resolved... because I had no room for a cow.
I pondered various gambits to accomplish this goal one Tuesday early in the summer, but came up with few immediate options. Tuesday was one of my remote days, so I took an early morning run around the neighborhood, wanting to clear my mind for more brainstorming, and also continuing to look for someplace where a cup of tea wasn't eight bucks and eggs weren't twelve. I cooked a lot for myself to save money, but I still did not want to cook every day, every meal.
I found a little coffee shop I had missed on my last exploration. It was in the middle of a block about half a mile from my digs, and I paused, running in place as I checked out the menu. Miraculously, the tea was reasonably priced. Eggs and toast were still twelve bucks.
Sigh. This was why I cooked a lot for myself.
Still, I would be able to afford a good tea here during my morning runs. Even an occasional chai latte!
It seems that every retail business in LA feels like it needs to be themed. The owner of this café spent a whole bunch of money on chrome and linoleum like her place was a 50's diner. Even the barista behind the counter had been forced to wear a uniform like a 50's soda fountain worker. It was a peach-colored dress, knee length with white collar and cuffs on the short sleeves. There was a white belt too.
I perked up a good bit more, as the barista in question filled out her uniform in an extremely appealing fashion. The belt accentuated her narrow waist, and the dress's narrow waist accentuated the really remarkably sized and extravagantly proud breasts swelling its front. The girl even had an extra button undone beyond those you could tell the uniform was designed to have open. The slivers of cleavage she thus exposed were arresting... as I am sure they were meant to be.
I had found to my immense dissatisfaction that LA was not the vast sea of uninterrupted hot chicks that one imagines from looking at television. People here are in better shape than anywhere else I have lived, but there is a sort of desperation to their gym bodies, like it is 'be fit or die.' Having a hard body isn't that awesome if your body isn't hot to begin with.
Again. I'm a sex pig. I still don't see myself as all that handsome myself, but I have learned that for whatever reason, I get to be picky. So, sex pig.
I approached the counter, thinking that this girl was the exception that proves the rule about the appearance of Angelenos... gloriously. She was blonde, with wavy locks pulled up in a ridiculous little white hat that could only have looked sexy on her. Her eyes were maybe a shade over made-up, but were still an arresting blue. And she had a very cute button nose.
She smiled at me as I approached, and I smiled back, hoping I was not already stinking from my run. I looked down for the name tag on her chest, not an onerous task. I may have lingered on that gaze a moment.
"Can I get a chai tea latte?" I asked. The possibility was rapidly improving that I may have found a new favorite place to sit and do some work when I needed a sanity break from my tiny hovel. Assuming this barista worked a lot of days.
"Sure thing!" she chirped, not phased in the least at my checking her out. With that obviously extra button undone, I assume she was looking for the male gaze. And the male tips that followed. "What's yer name?" she asked, almost posing in front of me with a Sharpie and a paper cup.
"Alistaire," I said, spelling the mouthful. "Thanks, Britney."
"New in the neighborhood, or just passing through?" she asked, turning to work on my latte.
Instead of taking a seat like I did most places, I stayed and leaned against the counter while she worked. No one else was in the place, and I was glad she seemed open to some conversation. I needed to meet and get to know real Angelenos, not just USC kids.
"I just leased an apartment down the street," I said. "I go to USC."
"Oh, you are brave to venture off campus to live," she snorted like I was supposed to be soft.
"It's not that bad," I shrugged. "So is this your full-time job, or just mornings?" I asked, wanting to make conversation and give myself some cover for remaining at the counter to check out the very nice curves on display above and below the hem of her uniform.
"Full-time-ish," Brittany shrugged. "I open Tuesdays through Thursdays, and work the lunch rush on Fridays and Saturdays. All unless I have an audition, of course."
"Oh? You're an actress?" Other than arguably a few kids in the film department, this was the first real actress I'd met.
She turned enough to look at me, presenting a wonderful profile, and rolled her eyes at me. "It's LA. Everybody in the food and beverage industry is actually an actor," she snorted. I noted the emphasis on 'actor', and filed away a quick lesson about gendering that term. "The boss is an actor too, though she hasn't had a part in seven years. She understands about auditions."
She handed me my tea, and I took a tentative sip. "Noice!" I said, meaning it. She knew her stuff. "Well, I've got to shower before going to work myself," I said, heading for the door. "This is good. I think you will likely see me again, Britney!"
"Look forward to it, Alistaire," she called politely as I headed out the door.
*
A downside of working at a bank, even or perhaps especially in the financial advisory division, was that it required me to wear a coat and tie every day I was in the office. My Father surreptitiously sent me almost nine hundred dollars so I could buy a second suit and not look like a hobo. Beyond that, it was mostly a pretty cool place to work. But among other things, I learned that if I did pursue a career in Finance, it would not be in wealth management. I had suspected this before. Now I knew it.
Still, it was interesting work and allowed me to nurture references of the sort I was going to need once it was time for job searches for real.
I also met a lot of cool and interesting fellow interns.
There was Penny, a brilliant, what's the term... zaftig lesbian who seemed to get an insane amount of action, even if you did not take into account how plain she was. It had been a minute since I felt like I needed to take notes on someone else's Game, but anyone who got with as many chicks as Penny managed to lay seemed worth taking notes from.
Chip Reynolds and I got off totally on the wrong foot, but by the end of the summer, we were fast friends, and remain so today.
I did not get along with everybody.
Ivy Trefethan made my daily life in the office an exercise in landmine avoidance.
"Hey, Ivy," I asked one morning, "I have something Mr. Enney just asked me to bang out for him right away. Can you take the 3M exhibits up to Ms. Hastings for me, so I can get on this?"
"I'm not your errand girl, Taylor," she snapped in that aristocratic drawl I knew damn good and well was an affectation. A sneer marred her otherwise damn near perfect face. "It's your job, you do it. I have my own responsibilities."
Her responsibilities at the moment consisted of putting her unreasonably well-formed feet up and reading the Wall Street Journal. Of course, she wore Louboutins. Those red-soled, sexy as fuck pumps probably cost as much as my new suit.
We all read the Wall Street Journal. It was sort of expected. But generally, it was not the sort of job responsibility that was supposed to come before other things...
She turned away from her desk and stretched out her stupidly elegant legs below the mid-thigh hem of her suit skirt--her suit that had to have cost twice what my new suit had. She fluffed the Journal and ostentatiously looked at the fucking stock quotes.
No one has read the goddamn stock quotes in the Journal for a decade. She had a fucking 34" computer screen on her desk that gave live, up-to-the-second quotes, along with everything our billion-dollar analyst team had to say about every publicly listed company on Earth.
She humphed, making the front of her jacket rise and fall distractingly.
I'll admit, she was beautiful. She was not hot, please understand the distinction. Her looks were the sort of elegant prettiness that made anyone look better just by standing next to her. Any guy would look at her and say, 'Wow, she is beautiful,' at least until they learned what a steaming pile of bitchiness she was. Most guys would not look at her and instantly say, "Damn, I want to tap that ass."
Unless he had a foot fetish...
That stated, had she not been said steaming pile, I would likely have schemed to tap that ass anyway. She really was elegant.
"Fine," I sighed. "I'll do it. Hopefully, Mr. Enney won't yell at us when this is late."
"You mean you hope Enney won't yell at you, don't you?" she preened.
"Fuck this," I grumped as I stood up. She was right about the possible outcome, though not the morality of the situation.
"Why don't you get your mommy to do it, Taylor?" she sneered as I hustled out with the materials.
I marveled inwardly that even this did not make me want to spank the girl. It made me think about it, but not actually want to do it.
Yes, my mother, who does not work for Wells in any capacity, her firm is much smaller but very much a competitor in the investment banking field, got me this internship. Thus, Mommy's Boy was a fair criticism. But not from Ivy Trefethan. Her mother, based in San Francisco, heads an advisor group under the Wells umbrella that is a Top 50 producer planet-wide. Ivy did not get her coveted desk in our cramped little office on her own merits either!
Worst of all, Ivy went to UCLA. What a fucking loser!
Still, she made the office a better-looking place, and she smelled nice. I would not push her under a bus if the occasion presented, no matter how much she might deserve it.
Most days.
*
In the three weeks after meeting Britney, I had begun to make her café a regular haunt. I'd get my morning tea on days when she worked the early shift, and on Fridays, I would occasionally swing by and pick up a sandwich on the way home from work before I headed out for the evening.
One Wednesday morning I popped in, still sweaty and with an elevated pulse from my morning run, and found myself staring at Sammy, one of the usual afternoon baristas.
"Where is Britney?" I asked, after ordering my tea.
"Audition," Sammy grunted. "I got told off to take her shift."
"Sorry," I sympathized.
"Audition," Sammy repeated as if that explained everything. "Brit's cool. She's covered for me twice in the last two months. Happy to get the extra hours."
Friday, I had no plans and was supposed to just cook the chicken I had picked up at Safeway. Gotta save money over restaurant food whenever I could, after all.
But I went to the café for a sandwich anyway. I wanted to hear how Britney's audition had gone. Hopefully, she would not have gotten some big enough movie role for her to quit her job.
She was there, in her lima green uniform (Fridays were green days).
"How did your audition go?" I asked brightly.
"We'll see," she said. "I think I've got a good chance, but..."
"You want the part, though, right?" I said encouragingly.
"Sure. It's a paycheck. But it is four lines in a local commercial for the Bakersfield Public Library System. There won't be any residuals," she said with a shrug. "Still, if I get it, it is one more line on my resumé."
"Next audition will be for something great," I said firmly.
"Sure. I am certain the next call will be from a major producer offering a real part in a legit motion picture," Britney said with a straight face.
Maybe she was not a great actor. Even clueless me could hear the sarcasm in her voice.
*
The following Tuesday, I popped into the café a few minutes later than usual, after a longer run than normal. I waved cheerily at Britney, whose return greeting was a bit lackluster for her.
My chai tea latte, on the other hand...
"Britney! Wow," I exclaimed, once I'd looked at, then tasted it. "This is next level this morning. The little swirl design you did in the cream? That is pretty damned elaborate, and I swear it tastes way better than usual. Thanks!"



"Sure," she shrugged, smiling but not broadly. "We are experimenting with the chai blend, mixing a new blend with the old. The boss wants two to one new blend to old, but I like one to two. I'm guessing you agree."
"Mark me down as one vote for one to two," I said, taking another cautious sip of the exactingly hot beverage. "This is perfect. You are raising your game," I said, raising my cup in a toast.
"Yeah?" Britney said, a little bitterly. "I guess I need to, since this job just keeps getting less temporary every day."
I shot a look at her and realized that she had not gotten that little commercial role.
And that little commercial role she had been so dismissive of had really been important to her.
"Fuck, I'm sorry, Brittney," I said softly.
She shrugged. "It sucks, but that is acting. Especially nowadays. At least I still have an agent. He is pretty good. And he hasn't given up on me. Yet."
I nodded awkwardly and got the hell out.
*
Saturday, my former teacher Ursula and I got together to watch a televised noontime Dodgers-Cardinals baseball game. We could have gone and watched in the stadium, but we both knew it would have been problematic being there with my dick inside her as much as was going to be the case. Instead, we watched the game on TV at my apartment, even though my place was small and had much less room than hers. But hers had her very large roommate Bob, from whom she was subletting. Bob honestly intimidated me. His presence would also put just a smidge of a damper on the whole dick in Ursula thing which was kind of our main focus for the day.
Ursula was not intimidated by Bob, but she did want to avoid any activity that advanced his perception of her as a sexual creature. I personally thought that her current living arrangement was not going to last. As far as I was concerned, simply breathing the same air as Ursula advanced one's perception of her as a sexual being.
Once the game was over, we pouted together. Ursula is from San Francisco, so we both hate the Dodgers equally. But the Brooklyn exiles won anyway 6-2, and we each had very clear memories that there had been balls, strikes, baserunners, and runs at some point during the game. Neither of us had been able to watch all of the proceedings because while Doggy and Reverse Cowgirl were both great ways for us to watch together, we had spent a significant portion of the game with one of our faces or the other buried down where watching the game was impossible...
"I am starving," Ursula announced after we had an exhausted little naked make-out session to celebrate the end of this miserable but entertaining game.
"I would offer milady sustenance," I replied, "but my cupboard is pretty bare since I haven't been to Safeway since Sunday. Oh!" I said, snapping my fingers. "How about I buy you a sandwich at this Café I've found nearby? It's really good," I added, speaking my sudden thought.
Ursula gave me a look that said we were going Dutch, but also that we were going as soon as we got ourselves presentable.
My shower was too small for us to shower together, which was just as well. Each of our hungers had reached a point where it was outstripping our desire to not be done molesting each other for the day. We spruced ourselves separately.
Walking toward the Café with Ursula was a scenic experience. The elegantly and attractively professional adjunct professor I had first met dressed quite differently when she was not on campus. At least not when she was with me. This day, she wore skintight white shorts that came barely a third down her thighs. They were of a thick, elastic fabric which was in no way sheer, but which displayed her splendid curvature like a gilt frame. Up top, she wore an oversized black teeshirt with 'Giants' writ across the front in orange letters. She eliminated the looseness by tying the tails up tightly on her left side, simultaneously exposing some nice tummy, and pulling things taut enough across the chest to reassure anyone who was observant that she had no bra on.
I am very observant.
"If you don't want Bob to think of you as a total babe, maybe don't dress like that when you head back to your apartment," I said drily, after she had laughed at me for tripping over some cracked sidewalk concrete because my eyes were sidetracked.
She laughed again. "I certainly intend to untie the knot and let everything hang loose when I go home."
"If it worries you, I could have a talk with him," I said sharply.
Ursula looked at me. "I really am not worried about Bob. I just try not to rile his baser instincts up as a favor to him!"
I looked at her dubiously. Bob might have two inches and forty pounds on me, but I would still talk to him...
"Alistaire," Ursula went on with just a touch of sudden caution, "you should know that if he wasn't my roommate, I'd have at the very least given him an exploratory blowjob by now."
"Oh! So you are saying he is going to forgive you when you finally move out and get your own place as planned?" I chuckled easily.
"Something like that," Ursula said, looking out the corner of her eye at me. "You are one of a kind Alistaire."
I shrugged. I get that comment a lot. I seldom completely understand what brings it on each time.
I held the door for Ursula as we entered the Café. It was usually quiet in there between lunch and dinner, and it was even more deserted than usual on this occasion.
Bridget was the only staff on duty when we arrived. Whoever her partner on the shift us was apparently on break. "Cool, she's great," I said to Ursula as I indicated Bridget.
"Heyo, Bridget!" I said happily as I stepped up to the counter with Ursula. "This is my friend, Ursula," I said as we approached. "I've been bragging about your prowess. Ursula, this is Bridget, the best barista in LA County."
"Nice to meet you, Bridget," Ursula said politely.
Bridget looked pained.
Fuck.
Oh, holy FUCK!
"Britney!" I yelped. "This is Britney, the best and hopefully most forgiving barista in LA County! Shit, I am so sorry!" I instantly groveled.
What kind of total fuckwit mixes up the names Bridget and Britney without realizing it? You'd have to be super stupid to do such a thing.
That reminded me that I needed to text Bridget. I had not in days.
I would not share this anecdote when I did...
Britney just shook her head, but examined Ursula out of the corner of her eye.
Ordinarily, I linger over ordering from Brid... Britney, but I was a little shaken by my faux pas. I ordered quickly. Ursula took longer, of course.
We took a seat to wait for our sandwiches and talked about the game. We may have giggled a fair amount about how little we remembered of it.
"Holy shit, you were serious!" Ursula exclaimed when Britney brought over the half-caf mochachino. She actually rose up and went over to Britney to say, "I thought Alistaire was just being his usual excessively complimentary self when he said you were the best, but this is amazing! Can I ask how you did whatever you did?"
Britney just smiled at Ursula, but I caught a side-eye glance at me. She shrugged. "It is one of my favorites too, though I usually have a small, full-caf in the mornings." She happily explained what she did.
"So, unless I want to buy a $2,000 machine for my studio apartment, I'm not making this glorious thing at home," Ursula said, disappointed.
"Nope!" Britney said, a little smugly. Then she added, "For the record, I don't get to have these at home either."
They both laughed, and Ursula shrugged. "Yeah, but unlike you, I never will," Ursula grumped good-naturedly. "Once you inevitably go on to fame and fortune as an actress, sex-symbol, and all-around celebrity, the manufacturer will give you one of these machines in return for a picture of you with it!"
I winced. But then I stopped. That could have sounded really catty. Britney could have taken it as really catty. But she didn't. "Ah, so you know the inevitable career path of all baristas around here?" she said, more light-heartedly than I would have expected, for someone who had just had a little dream crushed.
"I waited tables through undergrad," Ursula snorted.
"Ursula just decided to go on to fame and glory as a famous professor instead," I chirped, glad they were getting along.
They both just looked at me like two women who did not expect to attain their career goals.
How was I the fucking bad guy here?
At least Ursula didn't hate me right then. I was not so sure about Britney.
After we ate, I walked Ursula back to where she had parked. On the list of things my shitty little apartment does not provide, you will find Parking.
"Was there a reason I needed to meet her?" Ursula asked me, as we walked along.
"Huh?"
"She's almost too hot for a serious career in movies, the way The Industry is these days," Ursula added.
"That would be a tragedy," I said, a little worried that Ursula might be right. Everyone in LA thinks they are an expert about The Industry. And by The Industry, I do mean The Business.
"Well, if she were already a star, you'd never have had the chance to sex her up," Ursula laughed lightly. "So maybe she is actually lucky not to have gotten her break yet."
"What?" I yelped. "She is just a friend. Sort of. I mean, she just makes me awesome drinks, and I fret lightly about her career not taking off yet."
"I've met a few of your other 'just friends', dude," Ursula snorted.
"Seriously!"
She just shook her head.
*
Gina and Tish were still rooming together, though I always kept kind of expecting to read about them on a True Crime blog at some point. They both had internships locally over the summer, but neither was enrolled for school, so they had had to lease a month-to-month apartment of their own. The only thing that kept their place from being as shitty as my own was that theirs was inhabited by two hot chicks. Two hot chicks who knew and cared how to decorate.
I dropped in to see Gina. I could have texted, but I was at a moment of peak dissatisfaction with my own digs. I was hoping to set up some time together for the most excellent kind of activity, and if she happened to be home alone without the Tish monster, perhaps that excellent activity might have been immediate.
Said monster was the one who answered the door, alas.
She just glowered at me, then yelled back inside to Gina, who was also home, thank goodness, "Hey, Gee! It is here again." She stood back and gestured me in with sarcastic extravagance. Then she followed me before plopping down in a ratty old upholstered chair and grabbed her tablet with finality, as if to say, 'Don't expect me to leave, just so you two can fuck.'
Tish had never actually admitted out loud out loud that she knew the obvious, that Gina and I fucked. Often. But she clearly faulted Gina's taste.
"Yo, Alistaire!" Gina said, popping up to greet me. Gina never kissed me, or touched me even, when Tish was around. Had the monster been absent, I'd have gotten a kiss... possibly the kind that would segue into the good stuff.
"Why are you here this time?" Tish asked. "Don't you ever work?" she brandished her iPad.
"It's Sunday," I shot back. "And I studied for two hours this morning. You don't even have any classes. What are you doing?"
"Uh, I'm doing my language requirement through an on-line school, or I won't graduate on time," Tish admitted.
Really?
"Really?" I said. "Good luck," I added as encouragingly as I could muster when talking to Tish. I knew I was very lucky to be as far ahead as I was.
"Thanks," Tish said, almost seeming to mean it. Then she felt the need to make sure we didn't become civil or anything. "Glad I could be here to give you some more to stare at."
You try. You try, and you get this...
"I hate to disappoint you, Tish. You are still the hottest, but you are no longer remotely the biggest bitch in my life these days," I snapped.
"I'll have to try harder," she snapped back.
"Don't bother, you don't have it in you. This girl at my internship is world champion material. You are outclassed. You'll never equal her anyway, since you are so much more fun to look at!"
Tish hated it when I called her hot. I had not done it that much lately because I liked to be creative in how I shit on her for being so goddamned well-formed, and I had been running low on new ideas. Ivy's next-level bitchiness was going to be a new source of taunts.
Unfortunately, I soon found there was a downside to my new taunt when fighting with Tish.
She liked a challenge.
*
Tuesday morning I didn't stop in at the café for a post-run tea, as I had an early important Zoom. But I did decide to treat myself to late lunch there afterward, even though Britney would already be off. I'd miss seeing her, but her absence would not affect the quality of my lunch, only the scenery. I always drank plain iced tea at lunch, and even Britney's wizardry could not elevate that.
But there she was, behind the counter anyway.
I ostentatiously stared at my watch as I reached the counter after the only other customer got her brownie and took off. "Who are you? They have a morning barista here who looks just like you," I said easily.
"Theo has an audition," she shrugged. "That expensive vacuum infuser won't buy itself, so I took his shift."
"Oh, yeah," I said. "What does that vacuum thingy do, anyway?"
"Ask your girlfriend, she understood it," Britney said, almost snappishly.
"Oh, Ursula is not a girlfriend," I said, not really thinking.
"Really? Then why did you come in here, her with Triple-F, and you looking all rumpled?"
"Triple-F?" I asked, trying to figure out at least one damned thing she was saying.
"Freshly Fucked Face," Britney said, grinning broadly, but not entirely friendlily. "You dragged her in here to make sure I knew you have a girlfriend and save you the difficulty of dealing with me flirting with you going forward."
"What?"
"And for the record, I was hardly flirting at all!"
"What are you talking about?" I asked, doing my best 'beached whale' impersonation. "Ursula is not my girlfriend. I do not have a girlfriend. Ursula was an instructor of mine a year ago."
"Pull the other one. I know Triple-F when I see it, in the mirror or on somebody else!"
I had had enough of this. I liked Britney. A lot. But I don't lie, and don't like being told I'm doing it. "Oh, it was Triple-F alright," I said firmly... smugly even. "I also am well familiar with the look, on many faces. I'm just weirded out by your contention that I had an ulterior motive for bringing her here. We wanted sandwiches. We. Were. Hungry. Why? I refer you to the Triple-F!"
"Oh," she said, suddenly cowed. I had sort of been going for that in the moment, but when I got it, I remembered that I hated seeing it on a woman's face. At least, seeing it for real...
"Wait, you were flirting with me? How did I miss that?" I added, confused again.
"I just told you that I was not flirting with you," she said defensively.
"No, you said you were hardly flirting with me. Not the same thing," I said.
She glared at me.
"I'm clueless, but I'm not deaf," I said, almost smiling now. "I hear lots of things. I don't always understand what I hear though."
Britney looked almost desperately over at the pass from the kitchen. My sandwich had not appeared to rescue her from this conversation. She looked everywhere else, but no fresh customers had appeared to give her cover. "Look," she said, leaning over toward me with a stern look on her face. "So this new dude appears in the neighborhood and starts becoming a regular. He's pretty attractive in a non-standard sort of way. Non-standard good looks are in demand around here. Every other attractive guy looks like Ken®. So, this guy is chill, and nice, and actually seems interested in me as a person. Biology practically demanded that I sort of respond a bit."
I stared at her.
"Then, just when he even seems supportive when I have yet another reminder of the smoldering crash on takeoff that is my career, he walks in here with a hot woman he's obviously just fucked the brains out of, leaving me to realize that on the one hand, he is apparently pretty good in bed, but on the other, he is not interested." She took a breath after that run-on sentence. I restrained myself from noting that a period or two in there would not have left her out of breath.
"Finally, he reveals that the super nice, can't hate her though I might want to try, hot chick is not a girlfriend at all, because he has other women he's 'honing his craft' with as well. Now I don't know what to think," she said running down at last.
"Um, Britney," I said seriously... and ran out of useful words. "I don't know..."
This was good because the bell dinged and she pounced on the bag with my sandwich in it. Presenting it to me like a cat producing a dead mouse. She found a few more words. "Good. Because, Alistaire, if you think you are going to get with this," she said, gesturing vaguely to herself, "with the weak sauce effort you have put in thus far, you have another think coming."
*
On the walk back to my apartment, munching on my sandwich as I went, I had another think.
Britney was very much worth another think.
*
The result of my think was that I needed advice. A little mental gymnastics about potential sources later, I pulled out my phone and brought up Track Chix in my texting app.
ME: I seek aid from the wisest of women
ME: This girl I know just called me out for bringing my girlfriend around to flaunt in her face. I'm not sure how to apologize and proceed.
I was surprised, given the time of day, that I did not get an immediate response, but in less than a block, they started to respond.
BETH: Girlfriend?
CARLA: Got some news update for us, Alistaire?
Oops.
I waited a minute for the dig from Bridget, but she seemed not to have picked up the thread yet.
ME: There is no update. I have no girlfriend. Lesson learned there, remember?
ME: Geeze, guys! Have a little faith in me. I'd tell you
ME: I just brought Ursula by the cafe where Britney works, for a sandwich.
BRIDGET: First of all, who is Ursula? We don't have her in the group.
I don't know why I even try to give girls privacy from The Sisterhood...
ME: She is a former teacher of mine out here
BETH: {GIF of Eddie Izzard going Ooooh} Alistaire is hot for teacher again. Nancy will be jealous...
BRIDGET: Send me her number. You know resistance is useless
ME: I will ASK her before I do
BRIDGET: He used to be so cooperative...
CARLA: But what is your problem? Did this other girl catch you?
BETH: Alistaire, did you not tell a girl that she is fucking a man of many women? I am disappointed in you.
BRIDGET: If that is true, I am VERY disappointed in you!
This was not helping. And Bridget getting mad at me was a non-starter.
ME: The other girl's name is Britney. She has kind of figured out some things after this afternoon's encounter. But it was okay because I am not fucking her. She is just a friend who works in a coffee shop
BRIDGET: Alistaire has made a friend that he doesn't want to fuck!
CARLA: She does not appeal?
ME: She is a professional actress that I cannot believe has not broken through based on her looks alone
There was a pause at that.
BRIDGET: I think we should be jealous
ME: Please. You know you each are your own unique brand of hot as the sun
There was about a ten-second pause.
CARLA: Awww. His flattery is always so sweet. It makes you want to fuck him every time he does it.
BRIDGET: Hey! You aren't supposed to be thinking about fucking him, Carla



BETH: Is there trouble in paradise, girlfriend?
CARLA: No trouble at all. Paradise remains a paradise. I said I wanted to fuck Alistaire. Not that I was GOING to. We will ALL always want to fuck Alistaire.
I realized that the three of them thought Carla had moved them to their 'secret' girls-only chat that did not include me...
ME: You are the one being sweet Carla. I'll always want to fuck you, too
Their mistake had me giggling like a supervillain.
BETH: FUCK! Carla!!
Now they realized Carla's mistake. I pumped my fist. I very seldom get to gloat at all three at once.
I was prepared to give them all some shit, and maybe get them to elaborate on how they would all like to fuck me, but Bridget cruelly got them back on track.
BRIDGET: This is all so very cute. But what is the problem with the hot actress who waits tables?
ME: She's a barista, not just a server. And I just don't know if I haven't messed it all up before I got that chance
I detailed the history with me and Britney. I left out the whole bit with mixing up her name with Bridget's because I value my life.
BRIDGET: Getting into this sitch is a problem, dude. But why did you hold off at the start? You like her. She's hot. Things usually proceed smoothly from there
ME: My parents gave me so much shit for the way I had started to unconsciously flirt with pretty waitresses and baristas, I got to thinking about it. It is kind of skeezy for a guy to flirt with a girl who... can't get away. So I've made myself consciously stop doing it. I guess I just classified Britney as tragically off-limits from the start
BETH: Sounds like she is either ready for you to make a move, or to tell you to fuck off all on her own. Go be you, dude
After that, I saw no more messages. I darkly suspected that this time they may have actually moved to their chat without me. Worse, they had probably moved to the Sisterhood chat, and now everybody was talking about me.
Nevertheless, I had the advice I had wanted in the first place, right?
*
Because, Bridget's complaints notwithstanding, I remain very cooperative, I dropped by Ursula's place and told her that a group called The Sisterhood had extended an invitation to her.
I also dropped by when I did because I knew Bob would be at work...
"What is this sisterhood?" she asked suspiciously. "If they want me because of you, I still want what we do to be on the down-low, Alistaire," she said suppressively. "Even though you aren't my student anymore, it's kind of..."
I shook my head. "Its full name is The Sisterhood of Alistaire's Traveling Penis," I said heavily, not wanting Ursula to think I was broadcasting our situation. She choked on the Coke she was sipping. "It is a friend group and regular group chat of all the women whom I've, um..."
"You are in a text group with all your former lovers?" Ursula asked incredulously.
"Former?" I said, waving my hand side-to-side. "And I am not actually allowed to be a part of it myself. The whole discussion is behind my back," I added petulantly.
She laughed in my face. "That is awesome. I admit that I've wanted to figure you out. This might be my chance. How do I apply?"
"According to them, you are already in," I growled. "I just need to give your number to any one of them, and they will be all over you."
"Well, why haven't you?"
"Because I was trying to show some discretion!" I protested.
"Thank you," Ursula said forthrightly. "So send it now," she added curiously.
"Maybe in a bit," I temporized. "They, um, will all be texting you in a flash, those that are even remotely available."
"So? I'm weirdly excited."
"Well," I said, stepping closer and wrapping an arm around her waist, "I was hoping not to have you distracted by your phone flashing and beeping for a while."
She melted into my arms almost involuntarily. "I can kind of see how you manage to get away with all this shit."
Ursula pulled my head down for a long, lingering kiss, full of promise. Her hand that cupped my hardening cock through my pants was even more promising.
"So, is the cute barista in this sisterhood yet?" she asked, coming up for air.
I pecked her again on the lips before answering. "She is not."
"You better get on that! I don't want it to still be awkward when I go back for more of those heavenly mochachinos!"
"Yes, ma'am."
I do try to be cooperative.
*
I had to miss going to the café entirely during Britney's next shift, which sucked. I fretted that she would take my absence as giving up/retreating/being a general douche, but I could not help it. I was there bright and early the next day though, fresh from my run.
As usual for the time I came in, the café was empty when I entered. Britney looked up and recognized me, then she crossed her arms and looked a bit skeptical.
But not mad.
I didn't think.
"After you didn't show yesterday, I thought maybe you had learned your lesson," she said drily.
"Lesson?" I asked with as much airy innocence as I could muster. "I'm just here for the best Chai Latte in the world, please."
"Uh-huh," she said, and turned to whip up what really was the best Chai Latte in the world.
For my part, I ostentatiously leaned over the counter to get the best view I could of her backside in that just barely tight uniform skirt, and of the sleek lower thighs and calves exposed below its hem.
This was not a new thing for me, but I would usually step back and make my eyes behave before I knew she was done.
This morning, I just kept obviously leaning over, drinking in the sight, and I kept at it when she turned back around.
She froze a little when she saw me checking her out, and I slowly, deliberately let my eyes drift upward past her waist and those super, super tits to her face. The uniform dress's fit above the waist was more than just a bit tight. I was almost sad to think about what kind of sturdy bras she must wear to keep such enchanting edifices riding so firm and high. I smiled at her innocently.
Britney glowered mildly and handed me my elixir. I took a smell, thanked her in just the same tone I always did, and waved goodbye.
That caught her off guard as I simply headed for the door.
"Uh, bye Alistaire," she said, off balance.
"See ya tomorrow, Britney!" I said with a languid wave and left in the best copy of Charlotte's no-shits-given saunter I could muster.
When I was out of sight of the café's windows, I heaved a huge breath and smiled to myself.
That went well. I liked getting pretty girls a little off balance.
*
The next day, I repeated the procedure, except shortly after she turned to work on my latte, Britney turned back unexpectedly. 'Caught', I dutifully straightened up and forced myself back to my usual, social attitude she had always seen before. "Got any auditions this week?" I asked brightly, holding her gaze just enough to demonstrate I was not checking out her body.
My actions puzzled her some more, especially when I held things a beat longer, long enough for her to know I was asking a serious question.
Britney's eyes narrowed, but then she turned back to my tea. As soon as she did so, I leaned back heavily on the counter and resumed drinking in her calves and the backs of her knees. They were really great legs. While it was hard to tell with the uniform dress she had to wear, I suspected that they were longer in proportion to her body than was usual.
I had been missing out by not leaning so far over the counter a lot earlier.
"I do not have any auditions. I have a part," she said, a little genuine, but tempered, enthusiasm in her voice.
"Awesome!"
"It's just a commercial," she shrugged, pouring steamy stuff and not looking back. "Another girl got the lead as the salesperson. I'm just the male customer's long-suffering wife. But I get two lines, and I'm on screen the whole time. The downside is, it's for a car dealership in Utah, so no one who matters in The Industry will ever see it."
"You are going to Utah?" I asked, with some genuine dismay.
She laughed and turned around. I took my time switching from appreciating her svelte hips to looking inquiringly into her eyes again. She chose to ignore my antics this time. "All Buick dealerships in America are designed with basically the same look these days. We will shoot the commercial at one in Van Nuys that has the same trim and layout." She handed me my cup. "The shoot is Thursday morning, so I won't be here for my normal morning shift. I'll be here starting with the dinner rush instead," she added, looking me straight in the eyes.
"Noted," I said, and casually left the place without another word.
Thursday, I of course showed up toward the end of dinnertime, when she would be waiting tables instead of making coffees. I even took a seat at a table to eat. A table that I had determined was in her section.
She had a grin of satisfaction on her face when she saw I had dutifully appeared as if she had won a round. She banished it when she approached my seat. "How are you doing tonight, Alistaire?"
"Better now that I've left the office. Bitchy co-worker made it stupid and pointless at work today," I shrugged, then looked down at the menu that we both knew I knew by heart.
"Sucks," Britney observed. She leaned over much more than was necessary to ask what I would have.
I refused the bait of her dangling chest right at my eye level and kept my gaze on the menu as if lost in the onerous decision-making process. I made her wait just long enough to irritate her, then ordered with a chirpy smile and my open and bland gaze only on her eyes.
When she returned with my burger, I barely looked up from my phone. She smiled and turned to walk away. Damn if she did not put some extra sway in her ass as she walked away.
I refused to be drawn into a stare.
Not a long one, at least.
Better, I was done with my involuntary leer and had my eyes back on my phone before she shot a look over her shoulder to try to catch me.
I had intended to not even ask about her shoot, but realized as I ate that that would be an asshole move, and whatever I was sort of fumbling through doing, being an asshole to a friend was never on my agenda for anything.
"How was the shoot this morning?" I asked casually when she brought me over an unasked-for refill of my Coke.
"It was great. Went off without a hitch. I escaped without having to give up my phone number to the guy playing my husband," she said.
"He was a letch?" I asked, stamping on my inner white knight and simply prompting conversation.
"Not so bad as that," she shrugged. "Just your run-of-the-mill, blandly-not-ugly commercial actor who thinks he's Brad Pitt. The good news is that the director and I hit it off. She might get me some more work," Britney said with sudden enthusiasm in her eyes.
"Right on!" I smiled genuinely. "To more work," I added, toasting her with my fresh Coke.
She just turned and walked away. There was no extra swish this time. I found myself wistfully watching, hoping for said swish, and almost got caught doing so when she turned around again suddenly.
*
The next two times I came in, I resumed the routine of utterly Looking at her whenever her back was turned, and making damned sure she caught me every time before blandly pretending I had done nothing. On the second visit, she outright lifted her arms over her head as if needing to stretch, a maneuver with gave me a seriously gratifying set of views as she stretched and twisted her spine back and forth.
But I never said a damned word about anything going on.
The third time I came in was a little later in the morning on a day I was working from home. I saw an almost suspicious look on her face when I arrived.
This time, I resolutely avoided looking at her hardly at all. When she turned around the first time to see how I was ogling her, I had my face buried in my phone and was turned almost completely away from her. That caught her by surprise.
I kept my eyes to myself, but I caught her twice posing or otherwise trying to be enticing. I mean, she was enticing when she was just standing there doing nothing, but I was forcing myself to ignore when she was stretching, or walking to get something and putting that sway in her hips.
She handed over my Chai, and I absently turned toward the door as if lost in thought.
"Alistaire!" she called across the empty café to me.
I turned back, an inquisitive look on her face. I was actually very curious if I was finally provoking an open reaction out of her.
"What the fuck are you doing?" she growled.
I had not expected the profanity, but otherwise, this sounded promising. "Sorry?" I asked, waiting for more.
"Lately, you have been... I don't know. You are all over the place. I... what are you up to?"
"Putting in the effort," I said mildly.
She stopped. Then she remembered her outburst about 'weak sauce' after I had brought Ursula by.
"What effort? Today you barely looked at me. I certainly gave you plenty to look at, even. But you could not even make the effort to tilt your shaggy head up from your phone."
"Do you have any idea of the effort that is required for me not to just undress you with my eyes every second we are in the same room?" I asked as if I was discussing writing a really hard paper.
She was suddenly still, and her gray eyes widened.
"Ever since I first came in here, and decided to keep coming back, first because you make such great drinks, and then because you are a cool person, I have put in significant effort, conscious and unconscious to not flirt with you like mad," I said.
"And you went to this enormous effort why?" Britney scoffed.
"Because as a customer, flirting with an employee who can't ignore me and can't tell me to fuck right off is skeezy, so I try to never do it," I said firmly. "But then after I brought Ursula by, your jealous reaction told..."
"I was not jealous!" Britney fumed. She fumed prettily, I observed.
"Okay. Noted. Your jealousy-adjacent curiosity told me that maybe I would neither be ignored nor invited to fuck off, were I to flirt a bit. Then your crack about 'weak sauce effort' told me I could flirt hard."
"Flirt? Hard? Half the time you treat me like I'm just some dude who is a friend of yours. Today you utterly ignored me, and I made sure you had plenty to look at," she snapped, twisting her torso in illustration.
I happily let her see me appreciate it that time. "Maybe I was making you put in the effort too?" I smiled.
"This is you flirting?" she growled. "You suck at it."
"I do?" I asked innocently. But I was skeptical about that and it showed in my face.
"You do. You leave all sorts of opportunities on the table, Alistaire," she said, a smile curling one corner of her lips. But she was also frustrated. "You praise my drinks, but you always have the same goddamned cup. It's not even close to my best stuff. Don't you like coffee at all?"
"Can't drink the stuff," I shook my head. "I do find it an enchanting flavor on the lips and tongue of a girl I'm kissing," I added with a broad smile. "But other than that, I've never developed a taste for it. Drives my coffee nerd of a father nuts."
I saw her unconsciously lick her lower lips. It was a fleeting moment.
"If you have another tea drink you want to show off," I went on seriously, "I'm all in. Make it for me now. I promise I will lock my eyes on the work of art that is your backside the entire time you are making it."
She had come out from behind the counter as we had argued, and I had drifted back toward it and her. She almost started to turn back, as if to answer my challenge, but she instead squared up to face me again.
"Okay, maybe you are making a strong effort," she said at last.
I shrugged again. "Like I said, it is an enormous effort not to just openly imagine you without that uniform, whenever we are alone here in the café like this. The only greater effort would be not physically taking it off of you if we were alone somewhere else."
I let myself quite openly luxuriate in those mental images, and kept an (appreciative) eye on how Britney was reacting. She did not hate what I'd just said, but she did not know what to do with it.
Perfect.
Then that fucker Dashawn, her co-worker walked in the door.
Fuck! I like Dashawn, but he had terrible timing.
"Your relief is here," he said with an easy, clueless smile.
Britney also looked non-plussed by his arrival. She visibly pulled herself together. "My hero," she replied sarcastically. "Listen," she added, "I've got you all set up for lunch and we are dead. Let me wipe down the counter back there and then if you don't mind, I'll get out of here a little early?"
"No problem," Dashawn said. "I'll get the counter too. You always work clean, girlfriend," he said honestly. "Can I get you anything else, sir?" he asked me, spying the cup in my hand and realizing I was on my way out.
"I'm golden," I said, raising my cup to Britney and taking an appreciative sip.
"Where are you going?" I asked, pondering my next step in the campaign.
"Somewhere else with you, alone?" she replied, deadpan.
*
Okay, the problem was, it was a work day. I was, in fact, 'working' as we spoke. I had just stepped away from my computer for refreshment and hitting on hot chicks. Obviously, I was working remotely that day. I waited discretely outside and down the street for her to clock out and join me.
"Which way?" she asked. She knew I lived nearby.
I waved down the street and took her arm. "The bad news is, I am supposed to be working remote from my apartment today," I said, thinking furiously. "The good news is, I'm mostly working on my own, and I have very little remaining on my current set of make-work. The terrible news is, I have a Zoom in about half an hour."
"One of those all-day things?" Britney asked, pulling away slightly.
"Shouldn't be," I said. "Half an hour at most."
"I can work with that," she said in a suddenly husky voice.
I quickened our pace, not because I wanted to get her back to my apartment faster, but because I was about to get hard and I didn't want to have to adjust my cock in my jeans in public.
"It's not much," I said, as I let us into my closet of an apartment, straightening out my cock behind her as she entered. That felt much better.
"Mine is twice the size," Britney mused. "But I have two roommates. This is all just you?"
"We are alone," I said, heavy with meaning. I let myself drink her in in a more fulsome manner than I had yet indulged.
"So we are," she said, turning and smiling at me. "Alistaire, I think you can stop putting in all that terrible effort."
Drat.
Wait.
I knew what she meant. We were 'alone somewhere else.'
I entirely failed to make any effort to stop myself and lifted my hand to undo the highest button that was fastened on her uniform. That done, I let the back of my hand roll across an incredibly firm breast and leaned in to kiss her.
"You sure know how to kiss," I observed after a bit, refusing to let my lips part from hers a millimeter more than was needed for the observation. I instantly sucked her tongue back into my mouth.
"I'm older than you, Alistaire, and I've lived in LA for three years now. I've had a date or nine by now..." Our kiss resumed.
The back of my hand was still pressed into her breast, and I rolled it over again to start unbuttoning the front of her uniform the rest of the way down. I forced my other hand, which had filled itself with her sleek, svelte ass, not to pull her tight against me so I could have room to get those buttons open. The bottommost one was behind the built-in belt, which I had to unbuckle first.
My hand slid back up between us and I filled my palm now with a warm mound. It exceeded my grasp. Her breasts were not huge. I'd enjoyed larger, but these were so perfectly shaped and firm!



I tugged experimentally at a lapel, and Britney just shrugged it off her shoulders. The dress flowed off, down her body. I jerked the hand holding her ass away, lest it interrupt the departure of her uniform. I released her entirely and took a long, wordless, appreciative look. Her panties were serviceable, comfortable, and white, but were made of opaque lace and looked amazing, given what they were covering.
And how the fuck did her breasts ride so high in such a sexy, flimsy bra?
I spied just the best sight ever between those breasts, a front clasp. I bore my eyes into hers and reached a hand out to pop it open expertly. With both hands, I tremblingly held the bra and spread it wide. Again, Britney tilted her shoulders back, and the bra hit the floor atop her dress.
She liked my gaze. A lot.
I liked her tits. A lot.
So we were even.
They were smooth, round, creamy white, and surmounted by fantastic, almost perfectly circular tips. The nips were tiny, barely over a quarter inch around and proud, but appeared hard enough to cut glass. The rosy aureoles surrounding them were barely a thumb's length in diameter, their surface was crinkled, and their circumference was picketed with plentiful goosebumps.
How in all the hells did these amazing, beautiful mounds not droop more?
Oh.
Wow.
I was staring at the first set of naked fake tits I'd seen in my life.
In person, I mean. I go to the movies.
No, these wonders were enhanced, not fake. Fake sounded rude, and besides, these beauties were plenty real.
This was not a performative stare this time. I was involuntarily frozen, taking in the view. Dimly, I was aware that her stomach was flat, with just a trace of surprising muscularity that I had not expected. Her shoulders were strong as well.
"Wow..." I sighed.
"Your first?" Britney asked, amused.
"I've seen tits before," I snorted, not quite breaking my focus.
"I meant, your first fake ones?" she asked again, slightly defensively.
"Enhanced," I said aloud, though I was not correcting her, I was correcting the word as it echoed in my own head. "Britney, they are beautiful."
My hands, still moving involuntarily, lifted and cupped them. Britney put her hands over mine and pressed my grip against her. My fingers flexed. Her breasts felt warm, and alive, just like they were. They were heavy and felt good to squeeze, but they were not as flexible as any other boobs I had held.
I shook my head clear at last, but I did not let go of my grasp.
"I assume these were a professional investment?" I asked, letting my curiosity run free. I also let my hands run free at the same time. I rubbed my thumbs over her nipples, then grasped them lightly.
"Yes," she sighed. "And I still hope they pay off someday. Right now, the acting work I get, because of my boobs or otherwise, barely covers the payments."
I shook my head at Hollywood's idiocy. Put this girl in a tight sweater, or better, a colorful latex super-heroine costume, and put her on the screen in just fucking everything, dammit.
Her hands once again grasped mine on her breasts. "In the meantime, they can be awfully fun," she added with a smile. "Speaking of, if you don't go ahead and get your lips on them, your jaw is going to dislocate itself in desperation," she laughed.
I bent and rolled my face across those curves, nuzzling, then suckling on one of those eager, erect nipples, then the other. As I devoured them, my hands slid down to her waist and tugged at the band of those panties.
"Ah-Ah!" she challenged. "That can wait. I need to see some more of you. I'm suspecting that you have a better body under those clothes than it looks from afar." She grabbed the front of my shirt and started unbuttoning it. I was wearing my usual remote work clothes, a dress shirt but no tie, and slacks, just in case we needed to have a Zoom like today.
The buttons opened and Britney slid her hands slowly across my bare chest, opening the shirt as she went. Her touch slipped upward as she reached my arms, letting her push the shirt off my shoulders. As it slid down my arms, I thanked the gods of convenience that the cuffs were still rolled up, and not buttoned as I would usually have done upon returning from a break. The cuffs on this particular shirt were tight around my wrists when buttoned...
I shrugged out of the shirt as Britney ran her hands over my chest. "Not bad," she murmured. Her eyes glinted up at me. "You'd need six months with a personal trainer to be on screen without a shirt, but this feels just fine to me right now..." Her fingers teased at my nipples, which perked up almost as hard as hers. I ran my hands across her tits in turn, just to confirm that fact.
Yep, her nipples were still erect as hell and felt great.
Her hands tugged at my slacks, and she tugged them and my underwear down as one. Impatient, wasn't she?
Britney looked down and paused.
"I'm sure you are aware that this thing is fucking enormous," she said in an almost casual voice.
"So I've heard," I said. She just looked me in the eyes, which was impressive because women had a tendency to kind of fixate when they first saw it. "To be honest, I was actually not aware it was unusual at all until the first time a girl saw it."
She snorted.
"Well, I have to say..." she froze for a moment. "I want you to hear me. I mean this. I have not done any porn. I will never do porn. I will give up, go home, and get a full-time job at the parts counter at AutoZone before I'll do porn. But I did sort of date a pornstar for a little while."
"Really?" I asked, fascinated. "Wait. 'Sort of'?"
"Well, he had an apartment near... anyway, what I meant to say is, this is bigger than his. Not by much, but definitely bigger."
"It's impressive then," I said.
"Yes, your cock is quite impressive, Alistaire," she said patiently.
"No, I meant his cock is impressive if it's nearly this size," I said, deadpan.
I looked at her. She looked at me. I burst out laughing. So did she.
"That was the most arrogant thing I've ever heard," she giggled.
"I know," I said, still laughing. "That's why I couldn't keep a straight face!"
Britney leaned up and kissed me lightly, resting her hand for the first time on my shaft, just as lightly. Then she moved to the side of my head and bit my earlobe lightly. "I'm going to see if I still remember how to get something this size into my throat," she whispered. "Think that is a good idea?"
I nodded my head, stunned, in fact, by the magnificence of her idea. The United States Constitution was a less magnificent idea.
She knelt down, holding my cock firmly in hand now, and stuck out her tongue, grinning up at me, the tip hovering an inch from my glans.
And my alarm went off.
"Fuck!" I yelped. "My fucking Zoom! It's time already!"
I looked around grabbing at my clothes. Damn, the pants were inside out and tangled. "I have to get dressed," I panicked.
Britney shrugged. "Just leave your camera off."
My heart slowed to merely nine times its usual rate.
"Yeah, that'll do it," I said, clutching at straws.
I sat down at my little table, opened my laptop, and entered the meeting with my camera off.
I was not the last to join, which made me feel good, though I felt ridiculous sitting at my table, naked with a stubbornly persisting hard-on, an achingly hot naked chick sitting off to the side, and Frank, my manager, wasting time right off the bat.
I needed this meeting to be short...
"Alistaire, you have your camera off today. Why?" Frank asked after less than two minutes. Since when was he evil incarnate?
I blanked for a second in terror.
WWJCD?
What would Jenn or Charlotte, the greatest coverers I knew, do?
Lean in and be as truthful as possible while being outrageously misleading.
"Um, I kind of hate to say," I said sheepishly.
"Oh, do tell," Frank said with a smile.
Oh, Spirit of Jenn, help me now!
"I... decided to do laundry today," I said with a desperate idea. "I tossed everything in as soon as I got out of the shower, and had the cycle running before I realized I have every stitch of clothes I own either in there or in the dryer."
There was general laughter.
"So you are just sitting in your apartment in your underwear, on a Zoom call?" Chip asked incredulously.
"In a towel," I said through gritted teeth.
"Let us see!" Penny laughed. "Make him turn on his camera, Frank!"
"Don't be ridiculous," Ivy snapped, the focus shot switching to her camera when she spoke. "No one wants to see Taylor naked for any reason!"
I glared at her. Such a bitch. You have no idea how much it hurt to realize that she was my hero.
Britney appeared in my vision, pointing at her naked body and nodding that she did, in fact, enjoy seeing me naked.
Britney is awesome. Nakedly awesome. Naked Plus...
Britney looked at the screen, at Ivy's classically beautiful face. Then she looked at me and made a thumbs up about what she saw.
I shook my head vehemently and shot my thumb down.
I tapped my mute button, making sure the icon lit before I opened my mouth. "Irredeemable bitch. No way in hell."
Britney dragged a finger up my shaft. She also checked the mute icon before she spoke. "If you don't like what she says to you, stick this in her mouth. It would shut up any woman."
I stared at her, aghast.
She just shrugged and grinned at her joke. "It'll shut me up," she said matter of factly. "You can unmute if you need to," she went on. Then she smiled and sank to the floor, sliding halfway under the small table my laptop was on, and took an experimental lick of the head of my cock.
"Oh god..." I groaned. The lick and the ones that followed were good licks. "You are really going to do this?"
"Hey, you invited me over here, got me naked, and showed me this lovely thing, then instantly jumped on a conference call," Britney said sternly. "I deserve something to pass the time."
"I've got to unmute!" I hissed.
"I'll be quiet. Any noise will come from you," she said, silently licking up my shaft. "I won't make any slurping or gagging noises... while you are still online."
I could only grin like a loon at her and unmuted my mike.
And there I sat, getting a spectacular but relaxed blowjob during a Zoom call about a subject I could give less than a shit about. Don't get me wrong, I valued and appreciated the internship, but what I was getting out of it that mattered was everything but the actual job itself. I was meeting the right kind of people, having the right experiences, and learning not to choke the everliving shit out of people like Ivy, who was in rare form today.
It wasn't really a blowjob, I reflected. True to her word, Britney was making sure she made no noise, so my cock was seldom in her mouth at all. But her tongue was eager.
She traced its tip along the largest vein running up my length, up and down. Up and down, leaving me trembling in the chair.
Peter was running us all through the little tasks we had worked on, one at a time. The tender torture I was undergoing beneath the edge of the table was starting to worry me. It would be my turn soon. I looked down at Britney and she smiled back up at me with a rambunctious grin.
Oh shit, she was also thinking about what she was going to do when I had to talk!
I tapped the mute button.
"Please," I said, letting myself actually gasp for a moment as Britney wrapped her lips fully around my helmet. "Please don't try to make me come while it is my turn."
Her lips lost their brief, glorious embrace of my head, and she swiftly ran her tongue around its perimeter. "I have no intention of making you come this way at all, Alistaire," she said in a voice as teasing as her actions.
Then she waved her hand idly at the keyboard and bent further to suck one of my balls into her mouth, where her tongue gave it a lap-dance.
I unmuted before anyone noticed.
She was right, of course. I'd never come from what she was doing. It was all tease. A pleasurable, amazing tease. Even as easily as I still came the first time, the slow, gentle stroking she was now giving my shaft was not enough to actually get me off.
My brain started crashing with sudden, conflicting stimuli.
Ivy had started her report. Her arrogant, self-important voice, describing her 'accomplishments' that were not even the assignment she had been given, should have been enough to melt my hard-on. But Britney chose that moment to rise up just enough for her to rub my tip in circles around her right nipple.
She had just moved the circles she was drawing with my cock over to her left nipple when Peter said, "All right, Laundry Man, what do have for me?"
I think my eyes crossed. I desperately tried to grab my notes and somehow restart my brain.
Britney, bless her, suddenly stopped her teasing and held still to give me a chance. The merciful cessation of sexual stimulus was somewhat ruined by the way she just knelt there, hands on her thighs, pressing those amazing, artfully hand-crafted tits together just inches from my cock.
But I would take what I could get, and managed to keep my voice steady as I spoke.
It was not my finest presentation, but it had not been my finest work either. This was doubly true because the half hour I had intended to spend polishing what little work I had done had instead been spent undressing and polishing Britney's tits.
No sooner had I finished than she leaned forward again, wrapping her boobs around the top half of my cock and pressing them firmly together.
Oh shit. I was not going to hold out against this!
But she just smiled wickedly at me and mouthed, 'Later!' at me. Then she let me slip free just long enough to come back down before beginning to kiss and lick me in random spots all up and down my shaft.
I started to relax. The rest of the Zoom would just be Peter talking, maybe with someone from an advisory group to educate us on workflow or some shit. Again, not the part of this internship that was interesting or valuable to me.
I could enjoy the languid blowjob.
But Britney once again had other ideas.
She got up off the floor, keeping a hand considerately on my cock so it would not get lonely, and smiled nakedly down at me.
The used desk chair I had bought for this apartment had come with a wobbly left armrest, and I had removed both of them so the one didn't bug me. This let her straddle my lap, facing me.
Goody!
I was going to be fed those spectacularly innovative boobs. I might have to risk muting so I could slurp...
Nope.
I barely got a nipple into my mouth, before she shifted, briefly grabbed my cock, and sank down onto it. Britney was wet as hell already, and my dick was slick with her copious saliva, so she slid down onto it with relative ease. Relative.
I had not been able to reach the mute button, so I gritted my teeth, trying to swallow the sounds of ecstasy that clamored to escape my lips. I could see she was biting her lip as well to keep silent as she smoothly but slowly filled herself with me.
As her thighs came fully to rest on my lap, I breathed out a silent, shuddering gasp of pleasure. I reached for the mute button, but she gently deflected my hand away. Instead, she pulled my face back to her tits, muffling any sound I might make with the best of pacifiers.
But she didn't fuck me. It would have made far too much noise if she had. She just rested there in my lap, with my lap in her. Occasionally, she would shift. Other times, she would gently clench her kegels around the guest within them. But mostly, she just sat there, letting both of us enjoy the sensation of penetration.
Oh, and she kept feeding me those boobs. That was nice.
And just like that, after almost ten minutes of being inside Britney without being able to thrust, Peter ended this Zoom from hell. My hand shot out to quit the application, and in the same moment, Britney was powering up and down my cock like mad.
"Fucking hell, that was hot!" she gasped, her tight enclosure stroking my cock now at a suddenly furious pace.
"Fuck yes," I growled in response, completely unable to complain that my lips had been ripped free from her now wildly bouncing boobs. I grabbed her ass and helped her ride me. "That was amazing, just resting there inside you while people talked to me. Sorry it, unh, took so long, though!"
Britney was already panting. "No, it was great! A... ohhh... unh unh unh unh, a girl needs a little... unh... while to stretch out around one like this so she can... Fuck Yes... ride like this."
She was riding like mad, in fact. I grabbed the seat of my chair so I wouldn't fall off as I started to slam my hips upward in answering motion.
Out of nowhere, she came. Her head threw itself back and she crooned a long, ecstatic wail. The milky white flesh of her breasts blushed a bright pink. And her inner core clamped down around my cock, which I continued to thrust up into her suddenly paralyzed body.
How I had lasted this long, I could not fathom, but I could not last any longer in the face of the transcendent experience happening on my lap.
I unloaded, still slamming upward into her as I jetted into her depths.
Britney shrieked again and I gasped in reply.
We both collapsed as we fell off the summit. My hands released my chair and swept back to her tight ass as if on autopilot.
Britney is one of those women who are frenetic in their post-orgasmic haze, rather than relaxed. Her hands grabbed my head, and she kissed me wildly, her whole body quivering in my embrace. Finally, she wound down and relaxed against me. I nuzzled her neck.
I felt her insides clench around me again. Her head jerked up. "Jesus, how are you still hard after that!?!"
I chuckled. "Well, my cock is still buried inside a gorgeous future Academy Award-winning actress. How in hell is it supposed to get soft any time soon?"
She snorted at the characterization. "Seriously, this hard-on isn't going anywhere?"
I just grinned and pushed up into her gently.
"I need a glass of water," Britney said calmly. "Then I want you to lay me on my back on your bed over there and jackhammer the everliving shit out of me."
Water was drunk. Then she damn near dragged me over, tugged off my blanket, and rolled over onto her back in an incredibly scenic manner.
Her tits held their shape with her lying on her back. It was a little weird, honestly. But like I said, scenic.
I stared a little too long at them and she giggled. "You want to fuck them, don't you?"
I grinned lopsidedly.
"Well you can't," she taunted. "Sometime later, you can. But right now," she said, pulling me down over her, "I want to get thoroughly, righteously plowed. Fuck me, Alistaire," she almost whispered. "Fuck me hard."
I hope she is ready for me to fuck her long as well, I thought inwardly as I sank inside her again. I was certainly still hard as a rock, but it does take some time to reload, right?
"Give it to me," she growled, fingernails digging into my back. "Fuck me hard!"
So, of course, I began to slide in and out of her in the gentlest, most languid manner I could restrain myself to. Beneath me, Britney moaned with each penetration. It actually took her a minute or so to realize what I was doing.
"You fucking bastard," she accused.
"Just enjoying myself," I said, neither speeding nor slowing my steady progress in and out of her depths in long, smooth strokes.
She kept her fingernails trimmed close for work, but her sudden grip on my ass told me that they were still sharp.
"I said, Fuck. Me. Hard," she growled.
I sped up with the next thrust, and again with the next. Swiftly, I was giving her the hammering she had asked for. I had my hands braced against the mattress so I could stare down at her beneath me, and at those breasts wobbling with my every slam into Britney.



I had let my gym time slip lately. Had to get back on that.
"Wow," Britney moaned. "You are definitely bigger than Johnnie. Holy fuck!"
Suddenly, she lifted her legs up and wrapped them around my lower back. In response, I lowered myself against her, kissing her with a ferocity that matched my still furious thrusts. I grabbed a tit and squeezed.
With damn near a scream, Britney came again beneath me. I kept hammering and her scream lowered to a moan, then crescendoed a second time. This time, her renewed grasp on my ass was to make me stop.
"Holy fuck, give me a second," she panted in between frantic kisses. "Oh God, I want to finish you," she growled. I started to resume my thrusts slowly and she half crooned, half groaned.
"No!" she suddenly laughed. "It is sometime later, Alistaire. Fuck my tits. I want to feel you come all over me."
Now, even for an offer like that, a dick is going to be a little reluctant to abandon a tight, though currently wrecked pussy like Britney's, but I made the effort. With a huge grin.
I withdrew and moved up to straddle Britney's chest. My cock dropped down between her breasts and she squeezed them around it in earnest this time. Slick with my cum and her juices, it slid smoothly between them.
"Ohhhh... Fuck!" I groaned, giving voice to the ecstasy my cock was experiencing. "This is so fucking good, Bridget! I'm not going to last."
"Paint me," she almost snarled.
My thrusts became ragged and in a rush that felt like it drained my ass and legs of the very blood inside them, I came. How the hell I had that much left for art supplies, I don't know, but paint her chest I did. And her throat. And much of her chin.
It was... spectacular.
"Oh my God," I groaned happily. Britney was laughing. "What?" I asked.
"You called me Bridget again."
------------
Thanks as always. I'm having a lot of fun with this series, even if it is a lot of work. Your getting to the end of each chapter makes it all worthwhile. Don't forget to rate and maybe favorite my work, and especially to let me know how you think it is all going in the comments below!
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A number of you seem to be wondering where I am going with this, the longest of the Alistaire Cycles. A few entries have been and are just me wanting to riff on college memories or tropes, and how Alistaire would, um, handle them. But every cycle of Al's tale has a purpose, both of its own and for the overall tale, and almost everything serves that purpose. Unless I'm just having fun... Just relax and enjoy this hopefully plausible and certainly ridiculous ride!
If you don't get the joke of the introductory scene here, great. It means you have lots of other stories of mine to read! If you want to know what I am having fun with in the 'cold open' here, check out WIWAW -- Chekov's Babes.
------------
Like every other person who comes to LA, I briefly dreamed of being in The Business, and by The Business, I do mean The Industry. But I sure as hell, no matter what Britney said about my body's suitability for on-screen work, was not going to act, so my daydreams leant toward being a writer.
Alas, bad fan-fiction is not really in demand in Hollywood, no matter what the current recycled IP offerings might imply.
Yes, bad. You would think a word nerd like me would be able to write a good script. You would be wrong.
Here's a sample of a Star Trek reboot I doodled out:
Camera zooms down and into the bridge from out in space. Red Alert sirens blare and the bridge seems bathed in blood from the lights. Captain Kirk leans forward in his chair, but then turns toward Lt. Uhura.
Kirk: End transmission!
He bangs his fist on the arm of his chair.
Kirk: Damn it! If that's what they want, that is what they will get. Mr. Chekov, you may fire when ready!
Chekov: Vit pleasure, Keptin!
Phaser fire pours forth from the belly of the majestic Enterprise disk.
See? Terrible, right?
------------
The One With Reconnections
------------
As my third fall semester at USC began, I was technically a Senior, between AP credits and summer classes, but I still thought of myself as a Junior like the majority of my friends. Four years was the plan. Four years was the budget. I was disinclined to rush my exit from USC.
I was still living in my off-campus phone booth of an apartment, but once school began again, I found myself spending a lot of time on campus. That's where classes were, that's where most of my friends were. That is where the resources were.
That was where most of the sex was...
I mean, other than Britney, I had yet to make one friend that I could hang out with, sexually or otherwise, who was not a part of the USC community. I was neither proud of this, nor happy about it. But it was what it was.
That said, I still had a rich, full social life, sexual and otherwise, on campus, so I was seldom lonely. And I honestly had little motivation to seek elsewhere... I wanted to meet people, both new strangers and my existing friends, and campus was where that was most likely to happen. I still had not found the same depth of friendship that I continued to feel for many of my older friends back east, though I felt several relationships growing and maturing. I hoped.
USC, like most campuses, is a web of crisscrossing pathways outdoors, making foot traffic a tangle during class changes. I usually pay close attention to where I am going at such times, for my own safety.
As a freshman, I had once been run over by a tight end who was as late for class as I was. It was an instructive experience. Look, I have sort of come to grips with the fact that I am large. At least, I'm tall and in pretty good shape, not the tiny string bean I was up through most of high school. But there is a difference between normal people large, and USC football tight end large. Carl had been really nice as he peeled me off the pavement, but I resolved to pay attention to where I was going from then on.
Yeah.
Three weeks into my third fall at college, there I was, walking across campus, not paying attention.
Confession: My face was buried in my phone.
In my defense, I had just come up with a great meme that I was sure would go viral worldwide and was uploading it to everywhere I could think of. (Spoiler: The rest of the world had a different opinion about the transmissibility of my 'viral' meme...)
Further confession: I had already uploaded my doomed meme everywhere and was perusing baseball posts on Instagram, still not paying attention.
Look, Nolan Ryan facts are always mind-blowing.
Suddenly I felt a collision from my right. Fortunately, my fellow collider was nowhere near the size of former USC, now Minnesota Viking, tight ends. I was the one to knock her down this time.
Yes, it was a girl. I could tell instantly.
I was about to apologize when my mind registered the sound of her phone clattering to the sidewalk as she fell away to the grass. Instantly, I pocketed my phone for plausible deniability while exclaiming, "Oh, my God! Are you okay?" and leaning down to help her back up.
I was so flustered, the platinum blonde hair didn't register at first. It was not until I was staring into brilliant, cornflower blue eyes that I recognized Liz.
Wow.
Um.
"Alistaire!" she said, recognizing at the same time who it was that had crashed into her.
"Are you okay?" I asked again, because, wordy bastard though I am, I can get thrown into a repetitive loop when I'm panicking.
Yes, I was panicking. I had not actually talked to Liz since we had broken up. Since she had broken up with me. True, USC is not a huge campus, and we had both seen the other at a distance many times in the intervening almost two years. But I had always somehow avoided actually getting within talking range. She must have also avoided it, and the fact that she had been doing so had made me even more determined to stay away. I was vaguely aware that this was stupid, childish, and not how other adults handled running into exes, but Liz was my only ex ever, and I vapor-locked whenever I saw her.
But now, we had spoken to each other. I couldn't run away and avoid her right at this point. It would be rude. Also, Liz was, as ever, a totally gorgeous eyeful, and my eyes were enjoying being filled.
"So, Liz, where are you off to?" I asked as she straightened her icy pink polo shirt over juicy breasts.
"Um, nowhere, actually," she replied. "I was just wandering and reading TMZ on my phone instead of watching where I was going," she admitted sheepishly.
"Me too," I confessed, shaking my head just as ruefully.
"I understand my stupidity," Liz said, actually smiling. "But I thought you had learned your lesson after you got creamed by Carl Greene, back when we..." she cut herself off before she could finish with, 'were dating.'
"I guess I'm learning disabled," I shrugged, tapping my temple. I looked at her awkwardly. I hated being awkward with a nice girl.
Sometimes, the only way to get past awkward is to lean into it and make it worse, until things resolve.
"Listen," I said hesitantly, "it's been a while. If you aren't busy, want to hit Annenberg's, grab a drink, and catch up a little?"
"Yeah," Liz said, seeming to surprise herself. "Sounds good!"
I grabbed a chai tea latte and Liz bought some kind of mocha cream whatsit. We grabbed a table and fell into a nice conversation about whatever. As was the problem to begin with, we did not have a lot of academic or even casual interests in common, but we did have a lot of time to catch up on, and people we knew in common. Most importantly, I was remembering that I just flat liked Liz.
"Still running much?" I asked, turning to the one public activity we genuinely had in common.
Liz shrugged. "Sure. I'm doing about sixteen miles a week, all told."
"Yeah, about the same for me," I agreed. "Gotta keep in shape!"
Liz snorted at that involuntarily, then covered her mouth in embarrassment.
"Huh?" I asked.
Her eyes widened at being caught in some internal joke, and then she grinned. She had always been irrepressible. She blurted sheepishly, "I was just remembering that it was a good thing I was so in shape back when we were together!"
My eyes widened a bit at that.
"I had to be," she grinned. Then she teased me, "You are keeping, what, four girls satisfied full-time right now, with two more as regularly recurring guest stars?"
I was a little taken aback. I mean, her numbers were right, but none of it was public knowledge. "How do you think that?" I asked incoherently.
"You hadn't heard? I was invited to pledge back in the spring."
"There is a sorority out there that talks about me?"
That was disturbing. But it could also have some potential...
"Not just some sorority, I mean The Sisterhood, Alistaire."
I face-palmed. Gina had been serious last year about Liz! But then why had it taken Gina eight months to drag Liz into the mayhem? "They got you, huh?"
"Yup. Seriously, dude, it was an eye-opener. You had sort of let me know there had been others, but holy fuck!"
I looked at her hesitantly. "I'm glad they asked you to join," I said, finding that I meant it.
"I am kind of an oddball outsider in the group though," she admitted.
"What? Why?" I objected. Mean Girl Behavior was not on brand for any of my... friends.
Liz caught my concern. "There was some tension at first, but mostly, they were all amazed that I could keep up with you all by myself. Petra once suggested that I must secretly wear a cape."
"Tension?" I bore on, never one to be distracted from concerns.
"Whatever made you say you treated me badly in any way, Alistaire?" Liz asked plaintively by way of reply. "Look, it was a little tense with a lot of them at first, and I understand they deliberated for a while before adding me to the list. Half were a little bit jealous that I'd hoarded you all to myself for a while. The other half were a little suspicious at what I had done that could make you claim you'd been anything other than sweet to any girl you liked."
"You didn't do anything," I protested.
Well, she'd dumped me with my dick still inside her, but we both believed that had been for the best...
"Other than just assume us into a relationship?" Liz asked, both in challenge and apology. The gang must have been open with her about what I had said at the time. I wasn't sure whether that was going to be good for me or not, but I also appreciated the way all of them in that chat were so honest with each other.
"I did consciously agree to the relationship," I replied firmly. "That's why I was the bad one. I never saw it as even potentially meaning anything."
Liz just rolled her eyes. "How can you, the world's most experienced twenty year-old, be so clueless about how guys operate?"
I shook my head. I didn't care how other guys operated. "Relationships should matter," I said almost sullenly. I did not bring up my father's stories. It had been almost impossible for me to wrap my brain around the idea that my idol had ever behaved anything other than wonderfully. I had finally settled the cognitive dissonance by simply taking his words about that time to heart.
"Sometimes relationships do matter," Liz replied quietly. "I've had three since we were together, Alistaire. All ended with either me or them bailing. There was one that was pretty good for a while, until I found out it wasn't."
I pondered asking for details about what had happened there, in case corrective action was needed. Now was not the time, but I filed it away for future investigation.
"Your and my problem was simple," Liz shrugged. "The only thing we really had in common to make us friends instead of just friendly, was running."
"True," I admitted. "I really don't run with anybody anymore. No one wants to hit the road with anyone out here. Hell, most of them want to get in their strides on treadmills... indoors!"
"Seriously, right?" Liz agreed. "What a bunch of losers."
We basked in the warmth of agreement about treadmill posers.
"Look," I said, taking an opportunity to maybe put our past completely behind us. "I live off-campus now, but I have a noonish class on Fridays. I've been thinking of getting in my run on campus that day. Want to pace each other?"
Liz cocked her head at me. "I think I'd like that. I'll put Taylor on my earbuds instead of my collar speakers, if you promise not to yammer on about baseball and homers and RPIs or whatever while we run."
RBIs, dammit...
"Liz?"
"Hmm?"
"You, um... you have been pretty much avoiding me since... right?"
She shrugged sheepishly.
"I have too," I said in agreement. "Not actively, but if I saw you across a room or hall, I'd always find a reason to change direction."
"Yeah, that's pretty much been my MO as well," Liz admitted.
"Well, I'm not doing that anymore," I said firmly. "Yes, neither of us needs a steady diet of each other like we had. You aren't the One for me, just as I sure as hell am not the One for you. But you are cool, and I do like you."
She looked at me. "Me too. Even when you are trying to bore me to tears, you are still always funny... whether you are meaning to or not!"
"Thanks," I said drily at her intentionally left-handed compliment. "And you are the best gossip I've ever known. I've missed getting the scoop on all those people I don't know!"
From then on, it was good to have someone to run beside again--someone I felt like hanging out with for a bit after. I tried not to fall behind very much, but the temptation of the improved view from back there did win out every once in a while...
*
I like sports other than baseball (he said defensively). I had picked up a fondness for watching volleyball the previous Fall, and this year it became a very regular thing. Dave and I went to around a game a week.
Yes, it was mostly girls' volleyball games.
Fuck you.
We went to some guys' games too. If there was a really good opponent. But we preferred the women's game. It was more elegant. At least that's the story Dave came up with, and I'm sticking to it.
And for the record, both of us really had gotten into the sport itself, not just the, um, spectacle. We were the only two guys I knew who meant volleyball when we nerded out about The US National Team.
In early October, Dave and I arrived early for a match against Arizona State's women's team. We were eager because ASU had about as much talent as our team. They played volleyball well, too.
The stands in the arena were not crowded, which was surprising, given it was early on a Friday night, and Dave and I spied some open seats on our favorite row, right near the center of the court. We slid down the row, and as we sat it was clear there was some kind of stir going on. The players were not even out on court yet, but there were some laughs and jeers in the air, mostly right around us.
I was looking around the arena, especially on the mostly empty court, in confusion, when Dave laughed. "Holy shit, Alistaire! Cheerleaders?"
Two rows toward the court, and right in front of us, Dave pointed at four girls, sitting in the stands, wearing cheerleader uniforms.
It was immediately apparent that these were not USC cheerleaders, nor part of the ASU squad. Not because they were in the stands, but because they were wearing the sky blue and yellow of UCLA uniforms.
"What the actual fuck?" I mused.
"Think they are really cheerleaders?" Dave asked me.
"Nah," I scoffed. "Why would they be at this game?"
We both examined the girls, just like everyone else. They were uncomfortably keeping to themselves, and staring resolutely at the empty court, so we had a limited view. "Hard to tell," Dave mused, "but they might be cute enough to be cheerleaders; definitely the two on the ends."
I mostly agreed with him, especially the one on the left who was clearly of Asian extraction, what with the skin tone I could see on her enticingly bare shoulders and the long, straight, jet-black hair. Seriously, her shoulders alone were sexy enough to almost give me a boner. The blonde on the right... Probably. Very probably. Not stellar enough to be among our cheerleaders, of course, but certainly other schools' best.
Then the crowd around us, and, more to the point, around them, just kind of turned all of a sudden. As I said, there had been laughs, and snide comments made a little too audibly, and a lot of pointing. But all of a sudden, one douchebag somewhere around us went and called out to them directly. That gave apparent permission to other people who should have had more class, to also start hooting derisively and otherwise giving these girls shit. My dad had to prosecute some people after a riot, and he'd gone on at length about mob mentality.
The girls in front of us just huddled a little toward each other and kept their heads down. Why had they chosen to pull such an embarrassing stunt? They were not in physical danger, I hoped, but things were careening toward it becoming just awful for them.
I just looked at Dave. "Nope," I said. "Not happening."
He nodded back firmly.
We both stood up. I get joked at about my white knight impulses, but they were needed here. Giving in to the instinct was a lot easier, knowing that Dave 100% had my back.
"Hey! Trojans!" I shouted, making sure the crowd knew I was yelling at them, and not these poor girls. "What the heck is wrong with you people? Get a life!"
"Exactly," Dave added. His voice is actually a little deeper than mine, so that helped. "Shut up and quit acting like you are from Oakland or something!"
It quieted almost immediately. No one wanted to be thought of as from Oakland. Even my friend Franklin Walsh, who is from Oakland, doesn't spread it around much.
A couple of guys who were in the stands with girls or girlfriends, and who had been among the offenders, were summarily poked. The other male offenders backed off unpunished. There were plenty of girls who had been part of the sudden surge of nastiness too. A few looked huffy, but most looked like they had woken up.
The four girls turned around and looked at me and Dave. One of the two plainer-looking ones in the middle said a quiet, "Um, thank you." She had pretty eyes. My eyes went to the other girl in the middle who was waving shyly at us. But then she nudged her friend and they looked around at the stands, as if still worried in a different way about someone behind us. "And, uh, Go Bruins?" the first girl said tentatively.
"Alistaire? Is that you?"
My eyes shot to the dark-haired girl on the end. She had stood up and was smiling at me in surprise.
Heather Quong?
"Heather?" I said incredulously.
"Al Taylor is my hero," she said to herself, shaking her head in amusement. "And who is your friend, our other hero?"
"My buddy Dave," I said automatically. "What are you doing here? And why are you guys dressed like that?"
"It's a thing," said the girl next to Heather skittishly.
"Yeah," Heather said, much more amused. She looked at her row. "Hey, no one wants to sit next to us because we have BruinCooties or something. Will you guys come down and sit with us? You can keep on being our knights in shining armor!"
I looked at Dave.
Dave looked at me. From his look, he was thinking, of course you know the hottest of these girls, Alistaire. Do they even go to USC?
"Move," I said, and we slipped back along our row to the aisle, then stepped swiftly down to theirs.
"Of course you know the hottest of these girls. Do they even go here?" Dave hissed at me.
"I went to high school with Hannah," I said. "She was in the class after mine. I guess she chose UCLA over someplace like Stanford for some reason."
"She's that smart?"
"Pretty smart, but that rich."



"So you were banging rich underclassmen in high school?" Dave asked dubiously as we moved back through the row toward the girls.
"Never touched her," I said firmly, keeping all my various regrets about that out of my voice. Dave just grunted skeptically.
There was indeed an empty seat to either side of the girls. Hannah waved at me in invitation to pass her friends and take the empty seat next to her, leaving Dave to take the one at the other end, next to the other hot girl, Jasmine.
Just like a bunch of girls to not consider moving a seat left or right, so Dave and I could stay together; as if we wouldn't mind.
Just like a bunch of girls to be absolutely correct.
As I sat next to Heather, the guy to the other side of me gave me a look that spoke volumes. It spoke of my traitorous behavior of sitting with UCLA vermin. It spoke of grudging respect for standing up to the momentary ugliness before it got out of hand. It spoke of irritation that I was now blocking his view of Heather.
Sound reasoning on his part, all around.
Heather introduced her friends to us, and Dave introduced himself again.
The players came out on court then, which distracted things enough for me to quiz Heather without involving everybody. "Why are you here, Heather? And are you guys really Bruins cheerleaders?"
She smiled ruefully. "We are Bruins, but sure as hell not cheerleaders!" She waved at her friends' chests, then indicated her own. There was a small pin with greek letters on it. Heather left her hand on the breast the pin was attached to a good bit longer than necessary. I knew what she was doing, but was happy to take the excuse to keep looking at her tits, which filled out the front of that uniform nicely. "We are pledging our sorority. We are here as a required stunt. There are Sisters up higher in the stands, making sure we don't leave until the game is over."
"Clever play," I observed. "With all the drama over hazing these days, your sorority just outsourced the shit-giving to USC!"
"We were noticing..." Heather said drily. "That is, until our heroes came to our rescue!" she added in a decent imitation of a 1930's movie princess.
I rolled my eyes at her, and she laughed.
"So why did you choose UCLA?" I had to ask, trying not to let my opinion of the Wienies of Westwood sound too loud in my voice.
"I was done with New England winters."
"Not Stanford, then?"
"Please. I couldn't get in there," Heather scoffed.
"You? Pull the other one," I scoffed right back.
Heather's easy smile faded and she looked at me seriously. "Of course, I would have gotten in, Alistaire. I could have written nothing on the application but, 'My dad is Quong Qiáng,' in crayon, and I've been accepted," she said in a sour voice. "But there was no way I was applying anywhere that I would not have gotten in if my dad's name was Joe Blotz."
I gave her an approving look. I also gave myself an inner, sheepish look, because I had never, and would never shy away from lightly using what connections I had. But then, my connections were metaphorically small caliber weapons. Heather's connections were hydrogen bombs.
"Could have gone here," I suggested firmly.
"You Condoms are so cute," Heather giggled superiorly. "I like our campus better."
We stared each other down for a good-natured moment. "Also, my family has a house in Bel Air," she admitted at last.
"I thought your American house was in New York?" I asked.
"It is. It is also in Boston, and in Dallas," Heather said, unashamed. "But for the purposes of our discussion here, it, and its nice pool, is in Bel Air... a mile from campus!"
I laughed at her. She shoved me.
It was a pleasant shove.
The match was good, closer than we in the home crowd wanted, but exciting. The only problem was, whenever Dave and I wanted to discuss something that had just happened, we had to lean over the girls to talk to each other. Only the one in the middle with the pretty eyes contributed anything to those discussions. She had played varsity volleyball in high school.
I feel bad that I don't remember either of the two plainer girls' names. I only retained Jasmine's because Dave would not shut up about her for a while afterward (at least when Gina was not around). The thing was, I really just spent most of the game happily focused on conversing with Heather and thus ignoring the rest of them.
Also... sex pig.
Heather and I had never talked much back in school outside of the class or two we had together, but given that we were only a year apart, she had lots of scoop on what happened her senior year to people and things that were relevant to me. So we traded school stories as we watched the match, and gave each other some mild shit about each other's college. It was nice to know somebody else out here in California who was a fellow alumnus, and I found that Heather was fun to hang with regardless. Dave picked up my inattentive slack by talking to the other three. To be honest, he seemed to be doing okay with the hot one next to him on the other end.
In fact, he did well enough that by the end of the match, he made a move.
"Hey, Jasmine," he asked the statuesque blonde who, like Heather, was pledging as a sophomore, "how'd you like to come to a party with me tonight?"
That caught the attention of the other three girls. Heather leaned away from me to listen. I leaned after her.
"Ha!" Jasmine replied. "We drove down here in these outfits. I don't have anything to change into."
"Great!" Dave smiled. "I was really hoping to rock up at the kegger with a UCLA cheerleader and blow some minds."
"You're terrible," she snorted. "But I can't tell if you are a perv or suicidal."
"Whichever," Dave shrugged. "Just so long as you don't say no!" Dave had always been a pretty ballsy guy with some low-grade game. But between still hooking up with Dana sometimes and all the shit he, and sometimes we, got up to with Gina, he had elevated his ballsiness lately.
"I have better self-preservation instincts than you," Jasmine said tartly. "Plus, we all drove here in Heather's car."
"Great! I'll blow even more minds if I show up with four cheerleaders," Dave said, like it had been his plan all along. "You should tag along, Alistaire."
He and I exchanged glances. He would pay for that. He knew he would, too. But he was rolling and I was damned if I was going to interfere as he made his play. It might work, after all.
One of the two girls in the middle looked like she would have gone for it, but the others all had better sense.
"Wow, Alistaire," Heather observed loudly, "you found a buddy who has almost the stones you do."
"Almost?" Jasmine snorted skeptically. She had been treated to Dave at his ballsiest for nearly two hours now.
Heather pushed against me with her shoulder. "The last time I saw this guy was back at our prep school my senior year. He had graduated the year before, and was back for an alumni visit. As I was going down the stairs inside my dorm, I passed him coming up with a member of our faculty, on the way to her apartment. He then proceeded to bang her brains out in there all night long."
Wow. She was throwing me under the bus like that? Unfortunately, the first thought that registered enough in my mind to object to was... "Hey! I left about 2am! It wasn't all ni..." I decided to stop talking before it was too late.
As if.
"No. Way," said both Jasmine and Dave, in alarmingly close to twin-level unison.
"So Heather, I'm guessing from the way you're talking, she was kinda hot?" asked one of the extras.
Heather laughed like a supervillain and hauled out her phone, opening the photo library.
"Wait, you keep a picture of Nancy on your phone?" I asked, once again side-tracked from self-preservation.
"Sure," said Heather absently. "She was my advisor, and we are still kinda buddies. I guess I text her about every month or so, even now."
Uh oh.
"Here we are," Heather said brightly, holding up her phone with a picture of her and Nancy at what had to be the graduation party for her class, given the glasses of wine both were holding in the shot.
"Holy shit, dude! You never told me this story," Dave said, staring at the picture. He was crowded out quickly by the other girls.
I received a number of looks. "You hit that?" one of the middle girls asked me skeptically, pointing at the picture.
I did need a copy of that photo...
"Who said I actually..." I started to say.
"I do," Heather declared. "About ten of us piled into Frannie and Sue's room, which was right next door to Nancy's apartment, and listened until we all fell asleep on the floor." Then she turned back to the others. "He hit that repeatedly." She pointed down at the photo. "And then he hit that some more. I've never had the guts to call Nancy out about that night. I think I do now..."
"I'm going to hear about this little meeting from her aren't I?" I said grimly.
"Well, she is sure going to hear about it from me!" Heather smiled sweetly. "Wait, you still keep in touch with Nancy?" she asked in surprise.
"Of course," I defended myself. "I keep in touch with everybody."
"Everybody?" Heather asked.
"We have to go get ready for the party tonight, Dave," I said desperately.
Dave looked mulish for a moment, until Jasmine told him, "There is really no way I'm going to some run-of-the-mill party in this cheerleader outfit, Dave. But give me your number. Maybe you can ask me out another time."
Dave heard exactly what I heard. First, Jasmine was definitely open to going to some party, some time, with Dave. Second, for the right party, she might be open to wearing the cheerleader getup again...
Dave got a lot less mulish.
"I better get your number too, Alistaire," Heather said smoothly. "We alumni should keep in touch. And you never know when I will need a knight in shining armor again."
I looked at her... speculatively.
"Just text me that picture of you and Nancy," I said, reading out my number. "And I'll text you back so we can keep in touch."
*
After a few weeks of Friday runs with Liz, I realized they were a great thing. Aside from the obvious scenic enhancement, I found that having a pace partner was more useful than I remembered. I definitely found myself pushing harder when I ran with Liz (even if I inevitably let myself fall behind a time or two... for old times' sake). Moreover, I found my new pace bleeding over to my training runs back around my new apartment. I was finishing in five to ten fewer minutes on those runs too. The improved workouts showed in other ways than just my times.
"Where the fuck did you find even more stamina than before, Alistaire?" Ursula had asked me one recent evening, in a panting, wondering voice.
Yeah. My ego hadn't need the fuel, but it appreciated it anyway. And took motivation from it.
*
Liz and I jogged in place at a traffic light, cheating and taking a breather instead of pumping our legs.
I looked over at Liz. She wore her hair very differently now, from when we dated. She had grown out the bangs, but cut the overall length up to just off her shoulders. Instead of pulling her hair into a short ponytail for exercise, she now wore thin hairbands in either pink or bright purple. I liked the new look, and told her so.
"Thank you," Liz said. We broke back into a run as the light changed, but we kept talking. "After... after the guy I dated after you figured out I was rebounding on him and ended things, I figured I needed to grow up. I decided that bangs were for little girls."
"I liked the bangs," I shrugged, deliberately.
"Sorry," she said, sticking her tongue out at me, but I could tell my words bothered her.
"I like your face without them better, though," I added, pushing the pace suddenly and breaking away in front of her. She yelled at me and caught up. We dropped back to our regular pace.
"Jerk!"
"Couldn't resist."
We finished the run by her dorm, as usual. She lived close to the student athletic center, and I always cooled down by walking over there, where I would shower and dress for class.
"Well, aside from the Induced Bang Anxiety Incident," Liz said as we dropped to a stop, "that was fun. As usual."
"It always was," I agreed, stretching my shoulders.
"I'm sorry I screwed things up between us," Liz said apologetically.
I rolled my eyes at her to show I was not upset. "We needed to break up, Liz."
"Duh. No, I'm sorry I started us dating to begin with!" she said quickly. I shot her a look. "I mean, we like each other, right? It's fun to hang out sometimes. We just don't have any of the things that would make us a couple."
"True," I said. "Your lack of a baseball gene makes you clearly not up to standard."
"Ass!"
"Seriously," I said slowly, "I am actually glad we went out like we did, Liz. I learned a lot that I think is important. I learned what a relationship looks like, especially one that is nice but going nowhere," I went on, getting a raised eyebrow. "And I've thought a lot about what a relationship would look like that is going to last. I need that info. Someday, I will need a relationship like that... whenever I see who I need to have it with." I screwed up my expression, as if in deeper thought. "Mostly, I just learned to not be with a Swiftie!"
I bent down to stretch my hamstrings, which was a mistake. She shoved me for my impertinence and I fell down. I laughed and Liz pulled me back to my feet.
That left us standing much closer to each other than we had at any point since we broke up. My mouth decided to do its thing and continue talking before I could stop it. "Well, let's be truthful. Aside from running, there was one other activity that made being together not horrible at all."
I was appalled at myself and looked for the embarrassed blush on Liz's face that I had probably induced. It was not there. Instead, she smirked. "I have not forgotten," she said ruefully. "Moreover, I keep getting reminded by a variety of women that our couple-hood had not been necessary to enjoy the... experience."
"It still isn't," my mouth said, continuing to run around like a Labrador that slipped its leash in the rain.
Instead of another shove, Liz looked at me... "Really?"
My mouth wanted to shout, 'Abso-fucking-lutely!' My mouth even more wanted to just kiss her hard. But I had some other things I needed my mouth to say first, and reined it back with difficulty.
"Honestly? A year ago, I think I'd have said no way, simply out of embarrassment. But time, and more importantly, hanging out with you again the last few weeks has let me pull my head out and realize there is only so much blame to assign, or shame to feel, for us doing the right thing and breaking up in the first place."
"I'm so glad you have had a growth experience," she snarked.
"Liz? To answer your original question more directly, I am currently having quite the growth experience. Furthermore, I would like nothing more than sharing that growth experience with you, preferably right now, up in your dorm room. And then doing so further from time to time, as we go forward."
With a grin, Liz turned and dashed for the entrance to her dorm.
Liz is a good runner. And I have never been considered a sprinter. But there was no way she was going to out-dash my long-leggedy ass, not given what keeping up with her meant.
I caught her right outside the door, grabbed her, and lifted her squealing, giggling form off the ground.
I tried to kiss her, but she kept squirming. "Not here, dingus! Take me inside! Now!"
I kept her feet up off the ground and pushed my way through the front doors with my hip. I then moved swiftly toward the elevators. As we pushed immediately between the set of conveniently opening doors, I pondered whether to let her down at any point on the ride up.
Unfortunately, the reason the doors had conveniently opened was because someone else had already pushed the call button, and two girls followed us into the elevator, looking at us... askance.
I set Liz down.
She pushed her hair out of her eyes in a futile attempt to look casual.
"Wait! Liz, isn't this your ex?" asked one of the girls who had gotten on with us, the brunette.
Oh, wow. Sarah Ustinov. I remembered getting to know her freshman year, from all the times I went in and out of Liz's old building.
"He doesn't look like much of an ex to me," drawled the other girl, a dishpan blonde that I had never laid eyes on before. I'd have most definitely remembered, if I had... Both girls clearly knew Liz well.
Liz blushed and I berated myself inwardly. She didn't need embarrassment!
But she made no move to remove her arm from around me. "Oh, Alistaire is still very much an ex," she chirped, to raised eyebrows. "But that just means he's very much a free agent," she added, well... outright lasciviously.
I smiled weakly.
The looks I got back were puzzled, but not very disapproving. In fact, there was some speculation there...
We slid into Liz's room quickly.
"You," I said, pausing to kiss Liz, "are evil. You were trying to get me in trouble with that banter back there, weren't you?" I scolded.
My evil friend's hands were already removing my pants.
Evil was perhaps too strong of a strong word...
"Maybe," Liz said, "I was trying to help you out. Sarah admittedly has sort of a boyfriend," Liz said softly, already working her hand up and down my shaft with that perfect grip she always had. "But Rachel? She is also a free agent."
Or perhaps evil is not strong enough of a word.
Her name was Rachel, huh?
"Liz..."
"I'm busting your chops, Alistaire," she laughed, sliding to her knees. "I'm just reassuring you one more time that I'm not trying to lock you down again," she said softly, before sucking my cock into her mouth. I was instantly re-acquainted with Liz's particular talent for encasing me all around with tongue and inner cheeks so I felt like I was in a weird and wonderful vagina, not a mouth.
And I also found that she had learned some things since I had last had one of her excellent face-fuckings. She was fucking me to a much greater depth than I had ever enjoyed with her back in the day. I was pretty sure that most guys did not have enough to reach as far in as Liz was taking me.
My dick screamed in delight as it passed the entrance to her throat over and over as she bobbed her head.
My hips twitched in desire, but Liz's firm grasp upon them reminded me that she was face-fucking me. I was damn well not to fuck her face.
I'd have bought her a pony right then, had she asked, so it was not as if I was complaining.
She looked up at me through those insane lashes. Damn, she had such glitteringly beautiful blue eyes...
Suddenly, her cheeks and tongue stopped pressing against me and Liz pulled off my cock. Her exacting grip resumed stroking me in the absence of her mouth. "You are lasting pretty well for the first of the day," she said slyly. We knew each other's foibles intimately.
"I've... been getting a little better," I gasped.
"We'll see about that," Liz said softly.
I was back in that beautiful mouth in an instant and being slid in and out, not quite as deeply, but more swiftly.
I had only said I was a little better. Not a lot.
I stroked her jawline, the way we had settled on my warning her when she was about to get what she wanted.
My feet shuffled and my spine snapped straight and tall. I felt a rush from my, um, everywhere and the universe pretty much collapsed down to the four to six inches of my cock still sliding in and out of Liz's lips. My cock then thrummed in delight as cum surged up its length.
The first drops of jizz leapt from my cock as it pushed barely into her throat. Liz had done much to largely eliminate her gag reflex, but she did not seem used to receiving cum directly into her esophagus. Not that deeply. She jerked back slightly. But her hand kept twitching around my base and she suckled hard on me. My cock poured out more jizz and I felt her savor and swallow it as it came.



Holy cow.
"Gowaaahh," I gasped wordlessly.
Liz let me slip again from her mouth. She was of course unsurprised that I was not losing my wood, and she clearly remembered how to make sure I did not, as she kept stroking me and sucking me clean.
"So, yes," Liz went on, as if our earlier conversation had not been so gloriously interrupted, "Rachel is hot. Hotter than she looked today. And she is very single!"
"You," I growled, pushing her to her back and following her to the floor, "are a big tease. And you," I went on, tugging down on her waistband, "are going to be fucked!"
Liz wriggled as if in distress, but mostly in an effort to help me get those damned shorts down and off her legs.
"Am I?" she chuckled in delight. "Am I being thanked?"
"Indubitably," I said, leaving her to kick her own shorts free of her ankles while I shoved up her running top so I could see those fantastic nipples again after so long.
"For what? The blowjob, or the info on Rachel?"
I paused at that for a fraction of a second.
"Both," I declared, sinking deep inside her. I reflected that I meant it.
*
Dave, the bastard, actually conned Jasmine into wearing the fucking cheerleader outfit to a Halloween party on our campus! I could not believe the dude pulled it off. Worse, I could not pull off the same miracle with Heather.
I mean, I grabbed my phone and called her the instant Dave told me of his impending accomplishment. But...
"Heather! How are you?"
"Hello, Alistaire," came a sardonic voice from the other end of the phone. "I am shocked, shocked to hear your voice on this of all days... Whatever have you heard that made you call me?" Her voice was sardonic, but in no way unhappy.
Excellent!
"I was hoping to convince you to ride over here for Halloween with your sorority sister Jasmine," I said eagerly. I tried not to sound too eager, but I probably failed.
"I was hoping you were going to ask, so I guess we both get our wish," Heather said sweetly.
"Excellent," I blurted. "I suppose you and she are coordinating your costumes?" I suggested happily.
"Fuck no," she laughed crushingly. "I am not about to return to your campus wearing that cheerleader outfit again! Jasmine is an idiot."
"Oh."
"I hope that is not a deal killer?" Heather asked, no shred of fear in her voice.
"Listen, you could show up over here in a costume consisting of baggy pants and a Clemson sweatshirt, and it would kill no deals," I snorted.
"Good," Heather cooed. "I still haven't decided what I am going to wear, but I am certain you will like any of my options."
I had not even bothered to leave Dave's room before I had called Heather. He laughed softly when he saw me having to adjust my pants from just a phone call.
"I am so looking forward to our 'alumni meetup'," I grinned so broadly Heather could probably hear it over the phone. "There are a bunch of good parties on that night for us to hop around between."
"Do any of them have a costume contest?" Heather asked.
I didn't know and put Dave on speaker as I asked him if he did.
He perked up at the question. "Actually, yeah, Heather. I know of at least one. They have a pretty good set of prizes, I hear."
"Jasmine and I want to go to that one," Heather said firmly.
Dave and I high-fived quietly.
*
I may have come off a little too excited when I related the situation to Hannah later, over tea at Annenberg's. She gave me a piebald gaze and shook her head.
Shit.
"Oh! Hey! I'm sorry! I didn't think you wanted to..." I started to babble.
"Easy, Alistaire," she giggled. "I have plans of my own. Three of my dorm-mates and I are entering that contest as the Scooby Gang. Dwight is even driving home and borrowing his parent's Great Dane for the evening!"
"You're Velma?" I guessed.
"No, Daphne," Hanna groused. "Melinda has way bigger tits than I do, and needs her glasses anyway."
"Sounds fun," I said, only sparing the briefest of moments to speculate on the hitherto unknown Melinda and her apparently large chest.
"You can come see us win the costume contest," Hannah said superiorly.
"Eww," I hemmed. "Sorry to disappoint you, but Heather and Jasmine are entering that too," I grinned.
"You are entering a costume contest, Alistaire? You, my sex beast wallflower?"
"They are. Dave and I are just there for the fun."
"It is a group, co-ed costume contest. You don't have to coordinate costumes, but they'll need you guys to enter with them," Hanna reveled in the dismay blossoming on my face.
Dave, you total dipshit.
I burst through the door to Dave's dorm. I don't live with him anymore, but I have still yet to ever knock. He just waltzes into my apartment, too.
"We have to do costumes," I growled.
"Duh. It's Halloween," he said, looking up from the Statistics text I knew he hated.
"No, we have to elevate our costumes. For the girls."
"I don't know that they care that much about what we do," Dave protested. "Halloween is mostly for letting the women go a little nuts, right?" He smiled in anticipation. We both had experience by now with what 'going a little nuts' looked like at Halloween on campus.
"You found us a fucking co-ed contest, douchebag," I growled. "Whether they enter together or separately, they will need both of us to enter as well!"
"Um."
"Yeah."
"Fuck, what am I going to wear?" Dave fretted. "A football player, I guess."
"Or a male cheerleader," I suggested dubiously.
"Not a chance. I don't have the body for that," Dave said absently.
"Oh, but you think you are going to carry off being a football player?" I said skeptically.
"Pads, man. The right pads can fake anything. But male cheerleaders? Have you even looked at those guys? They are so ripped they make gymnasts seem reedy."
"We have male cheerleaders?" I asked, surprised.
"It's a co-ed squad," Dave said incredulously. "They are always right fucking there!"
"I've honestly never noticed a guy out there," I said shrugging.
"You are one elemental dude, Alistaire," Dave said shaking his head.
Great, now I had guys calling me elemental.
But at least he had an appropriate idea of what to put together. I didn't even know what Heather was going as.
I called her back.
"Look, I will have to enter the contest with you. If you want to have a chance of winning, you have to tell me what you are going as, so I can coordinate."
"No."
"What?"
"Marvel." And she hung up.
Fuck.
Spandex?
Fuuuuuck.
*
Halloween, Dave and I waited for the girls to arrive. He was wearing a real USC football uniform with a genuine helmet. He and Jasmine had agreed that was his best choice. While Jasmine had certain definite, tendentious, and clearly wrong thoughts on USC football, she knew how to appeal to the crowd. Their metanarrative of a USC player carrying off a Bruins cheerleader would definitely work the room well.
Me? I had been stumped.
Then one afternoon, as I was visiting Gina and failing to avoid Tish, I heard two of their neighbors having an argument. Apparently, people other than Tish and Gina argued sometimes. Who knew?
"Dude! These rooms are not that large! You can't keep that chair in here anymore!"
"I do not have legs, asshole!"
"I know, but you have a new chair! It's awesome. You not only have no legs, but you only have one butt! You do not need two wheelchairs!"
While I am all in on the movies, I'm not really that much of a Marvel guy. But I suddenly had an idea.
I went and sought out this poor bastard with no legs.
Turns out, his name was Troy. The less said about how he came to mostly have no legs, the better. I discovered that he and his roommate had been together since freshman year, largely because the guy was the only one who didn't flinch (at all) about Troy's disability. In time, Troy and I would become great friends. But for right then, he and I were just two people in a commercial transaction.
Professor X had his rented wheelchair, meaning I did not have to wear any spandex, just nice clothes with a blanket over my lap.
I am fucking brilliant!
Heather drove up at last. Of course, she drove a fucking S-Class...
Jasmine popped out first.
It was good to be Dave.
It looked like the same cheerleader costume she had worn to the volleyball game, but it was not. It was either a replacement version of the same two-piece, out-of-date Bruins uniform, or she had had the first one extensively and wonderfully tailored. She had shown a little midriff before, but there were a couple of additional inches of bare, flat tummy visible now, and the top above that gap now conformed to her every excellent curve perfectly.
Her skirt was... unfair.
And now she was carrying pompoms.
It was very good to be Dave.
Then Heather's door opened and Emma Frost stepped out. I mean, Heather stepped out wearing a long, flowing white wig, high-heeled white boots that came midway up her thighs... and damn near nothing else. Oh sure, the costume had long sleeves that completely covered her arms, but, well... the rest, what there was of it, was a perfectly crafted leotard. It clung to her body in... impossible ways. I'd have said she used half a roll of fashion tape to keep it from simply falling right off her, but there wasn't enough fabric for her to have needed a whole half roll.
It was super comics-accurate in that it was an Emma Frost costume that was utterly impossible without the adhesive. In the few places it actually covered her above the pubic mound, it conformed to her body to perfection. As my brain began to register details, which took a while, I noted some incredibly cool, tiny features to it, like buckles here and textured striping there.
Remembering the rumors about just how rich Heather herself was, let alone her father, I seriously suspected that she had gone to the Marvel or DC Studios wardrobe contractors and commissioned this costume to be motion picture-level quality, but with damn near porn-shoot design sensibilities.
I briefly pictured Britney in this thing in an X-Men reboot. But no, I always pictured my friend as Black Canary for some reason.
Contemplating the idea of party-hopping all night with these two, well, hopefully not all night, made me realize that my costume, with the blanket draped over my lap to hide my legs, was not a lazy shortcut, but a stupendously important choice.
I am even more fucking brilliant!
We hit two parties before the costume contest. Both were fun. Dave and I ran into a few people we knew. Dave got some shit for sullying the team's name by hanging with a Bruin cheerleader. No one gave Jasmine any shit for her outfit directly though. Not in that iteration of the costume!
Heather was utterly in love with my 'costume'. "I knew you'd go X-Men" she told me with utterly misplaced confidence. "And I've always had a thing for Professor X," she added, rubbing my fake bald skullcap in a most gratifyingly suggestive manner.
Both girls also wanted to dance all the time. But when I tried to get out of the chair, Heather made me sit back down. Instead, we'd go out on the floor, with her bumping and grinding in front of me, and me twisting the joystick back and forth to wobble the chair around.
Turns out, I'm a pretty damned good dancer in a wheelchair.
I am absolutely goddamned brilliant.
At the second party we hit, Heather decided to dance in my lap on the chair, while I did the wobble thing with the joystick. Fortunately, the bunched-up blanket on my lap prevented her from feeling how much I was enjoying the half-naked super-heroine on my lap.
As the evening progressed, and my initial horny reaction faded (very slightly), I realized Heather's costume really wasn't actually all that skimpy. But there was a three-inch gap that ran from well below her navel all the way up, without so much as a thread bridging it anywhere. That gap, along with several other horizontal slits and cutouts, was the main reason the outfit should have just fallen right off, or at least off the good bits. And Heather had some very good bits, which she rubbed on me every time she climbed on or off my lap.
Honestly, we kind of made a spectacle of ourselves, yet few people really much noticed. There were a lot of girls in slutty costumes. A lot of them were pretty good-looking. A lot of those were acting as slutty as their outfits, so spectacles were everywhere.
Dave's alarm went off and he called to Heather and me, "Contest time!"
We worked our way free of the current party and Heather remained draped across my lap as we rolled down the sidewalk. Jasmine did not initially act as Halloween slutty as Heather, and she never was as overt about it. But by the second party, she was pretty much committed to staying within easy reach of Dave's increasingly roaming hands. It was funny. By the time we headed for the costume contest, the two of them were pretty much feeling each other up full-time, but managed to look All-American while doing it.
Registering for the contest was quick, and at first, I thought winning was going to be easy. Maybe it would be between Heather and me, and Dave and Jasmine... But more and more quality entries kept showing up.
I knew things would be a challenge for sure when the Scooby Gang arrived. 'Daphne' looked great, of course. She saw us, gave me a wave, and then an impressed but friendly look at Heather. Hannah even did me the solid of coming over to say hi in a way designed to rile up some jealousy from my date.
Heather was more amused than deeply motivated to 'claim' me back.
The problem was more than just the fact that Hanna's group all had very good costumes. 'Fred' was handsome as fuck, and somehow knew how to rock a fucking ascot. Velma was not gorgeous, but she did have it going on in the sweater-filling portion of the broadcast. The real issue was whichever one of them had brought the fucking Great Dane. How a dog that big could be that adorable was beyond me.
Heather and Jasmine loved the fucking beast, of course. They both bent down and fussed and cooed over him. He was so huge that neither had to bend far, but even bending a little gave a great view to those of use behind them.
"Oh, you are so cute aren't you?" Jasmine said like she was talking to a baby.
"Who's a good boy?" Heather oozed, losing points in the originality portion. "Who's going to make it so fucking hard for me to win this contest?" she asked the monster, much more entertainingly.
'Shaggy' must be gay, because he was behind them like me and Dave, and mostly didn't even watch this display. Not even with the way Jasmine's skirt rode up. 'Fred', on the other hand, was drinking in the two bending girls in a way that suggested that he thought Dave and I, especially Dave, had already won the night, if not necessarily the contest.
Really Fred? Daphne, I mean Hannah, is right there. Show some class and, moreover, don't be fucking stupid!
I figured 'Daphne' must have already shot 'Fred' down, because while Hannah did not have the vavoom Heather and Jasmine had, she was utterly pegging the sexy-cute meter that night.
Troy had shown up as well, 'to see if his chair won the contest.' I was glad to see that, legs or no, the guy had a high-quality date of his own. They were not in the contest, but she had on a very sexy, though in no way slutty costume. Even better for Troy, his date seemed to like all of Heather's antics, getting on and off and back on my lap in my chair, because out in the audience, she started employing similar maneuvers in Troy's lap.
Unfortunately for me and Heather, the crowd and judges were both going for more than just the hottest girl in the hottest outfit. And even if they had been, this contest was a hot girl magnet, and one or two other contestants had costumes that only fed the imagination to the extent needed to imagine they covered much of anything... But the judges especially were also into the vibe and the lore of the entrants. Professor X and Emma Frost are usually enemies or rivals in the comics, alas. I could feel us being dinged for being out of canon.
Also, the judges (not the crowd) unaccountably seemed to give a shit about the male contestants, and the majority of humans are quite free of the delusion that I am hot, unlike certain wonderful exceptions to that rule.
Heather and I still came in fourth, largely on the strength of Heather's outfit on Heather's body. Okay, Troy's chair probably helped. But our decent finish was certainly not on the back of my dance moves in said wheelchair. That could have been worse, of course. I could have been dancing on my feet...
Dave and Jasmine scored higher than us on the strength of their skit of him stealing Jasmine instead of the Victory Bell after USC (of course) beat UCLA.
But Hanna and her Scooby Squad beat us both. Darn those meddling kids!
But we all lost to two med students. He was an utter stud, but was dressed in a sexy, slutty nurse's dress! He had most girls and every gay dude in the crowd hanging their tongues out like window shades. The girl was... oh my goodness. Blonde and put together body-wise in a direct line somewhere between Bridget and Carrie. She was dressed as a studly male doctor, complete with tight black slacks, glasses, a tie, a clipboard, a stethoscope, and a white lab coat. But since she wore no fucking shirt, she tragically kept the lab coat at least somewhat buttoned. Scenically somewhat buttoned.
Didn't matter that it was buttoned. Between what was unbuttoned, and her partner who managed to make girls swoon all over the place despite wearing a fucking dress, nobody else had a chance.
As they took the trophy while Heather and I looked on from off the podium, I noticed Fiona was in the audience too. "Alistaire," she said in my ear over the applause. "That med student up there is the ex-cheerleader I told you about." Fiona shot a quick glance at Jasmine as if making a mental comparison. "I've seen video. If Stephanie had shown up in her old uniform, they would probably have just canceled the event."
I looked again at Stephanie. I still did not know what to do with this information.
We had a lot of fun after the contest, though. It is impossible to think yourself a loser with a half-naked, blonde, Asian bombshell on your lap, gyrating to the music.
It is possible that the wig was the most impressive part of her costume. I found myself checking more than once to make sure that she had not just gone so far as to bleach her real hair white!
Then all of a sudden, I realized that Dave and Jasmine had been missing for a while. I shared this observation with Heather, who chuckled along with me. "She's safe with Dave," I reassured her, "But do you need to check on where she is?"
"Oh, we both decided a while ago that we'd be safe with either of you guys," Heather said, suddenly running her fingers along my jawline. "For certain definitions of the word 'safe'."
I gave her a wolfish grin to reinforce her point.
"Professor X, I am growing weary of the fight for mutant equality," Heather went on. "Perhaps we could go... rest... in your dorm?"
"Unfortunately," I said sourly, "my apartment is a good distance off campus."
I'm always optimistic, but I had not let myself get terribly optimistic that Heather and I would reach this discussion this evening. Sadly, that meant I had not really planned for the possibility. And I realized that I could hardly go purple Post-It Dave out of his own room. Especially since I was quite sure he and Jasmine were already inside it...
"Hmmm..." Heather mused, tragically not sounding bummed.
"Tell me, Alistaire," she went on. "Ever made out in the backseat of a car like it was 1957?"
Well now.
"I have not," I said, perking up. "I have more than..." I shut up before I could get in too much trouble.



"More than what?" Heather pounced.
I tried to remain mum, but while Heather had been draping herself over me all night, it was nothing like how she was draping herself over me now, as she tried to get out of me what I'd been about to say.
"Oh, hell," I gave in. "I was going to say that I have more than just made out on the hood of a car a couple of times, but I've never gotten up to anything in a backseat."
Heather smiled slowly. "Then let's go park this wheelchair beside my car up in the parking garage, shall we?"
I grinned at her.
"Wheeeeeee!" she cried as I sped us off toward the deck.
Despite the garage being barely half full, Heather had chosen to park on the topmost covered level, on the side away from the elevators. I had my pick of parking spaces for the wheelchair. "You didn't have to park all the way up and out here," I observed.
"I wasn't sure of your living arrangements," was all she said in reply.
Girls who plan ahead are just the best, no?
The car beeped as she unlocked it and we crawled into the cavernous back seat.
"Holy shit, it is huge back here," I observed in amazement.
"I can usually squeeze four buddies into the back," she grinned. "So I'm guessing that it should be more than adequate for two increasingly good friends to... get to know each other better."
I was not for one second buying the idea that Heather was not already completely familiar with what could and could not be done in this back seat.
I just pulled the door closed behind us, the slam echoing through the largely deserted parking level.
I turned to lean her way, and she pulled my chin toward her. We enjoyed a nice languid kiss for a while. I kept my hands in more or less appropriate areas (mostly), and Heather did the same (mostly).
"You are going to tell Nancy all about this, aren't you?" I accused once more. "Or have you already told her you ran into me out here?"
"I haven't texted with her since before that volleyball game," Heather said, surprising me. "But I plan to do so tomorrow!"
I sighed.
"First," Heather went on, in between a few more kisses, "I intend to finally, after a year and a half, bust the shit out of her chops for all that noise you and she made." I rolled my eyes at her. "Then, once I've rubbed it in good and hard, I'm going to detail what all you and I get up to tonight. We have a solid base laid," she added, kissing me yet again briefly. She smelled fucking crazy good. "A solid base," she repeated, "but how well are we going to finish, Alistaire?"
"I think we can probably give you some material to pass on," I shrugged. Any opportunity to blow Nancy Green's mind, even from 3,000 unfortunate miles away, was a good one, I decided.
"So tell me," I said, idly plucking at her costume where it held in place over her left breast through the power of comic book physics and double-sided fashion tape, "does this costume hurt to remove?"
"I like your ideas for how to proceed," Heather purred, unbuttoning my shirt a little as she spoke. "Can you be patient?"
"When it is going to drive a girl crazy that I am? Sure," I said, letting my gaze go ahead and outright eye-fondle her more openly than at any point so far.
"Good. Because this tape isn't like Band-Aids. You do not just rip it off. You need to go slow, or it will hurt. It will mood-killingly hurt."
I was going to do nothing--No. Thing.--to kill the current mood.
"Well, if it is going to take a lot of time to get you out of this suit, I had best get started," I mused, running my fingers over her breast some more, massaging it gently. I cocked an eye for permission to proceed.
Heather nodded swiftly. "Slowly," she reminded me, "but, um, also with all deliberate haste?"
I wanted to kiss her some more as I worked, but I also wanted to make sure I in no way hurt her. I went for safety, stealing just one more, long, tongue-filled kiss before I concentrated on the white leatherette cups that were doing a bang-up job covering the outside bottom 40% of each breast, from the nipple out and down.
It was totally incidental, I assure you, that I needed to caress and massage each breast as I slowly peeled the tape-bound costume down and away. Considerately, I paused to kiss and caress each square inch of flesh as I peeled it free of its cover. I made sure to provide extra treatment to each sensitive nipple.
You can't be too careful...
Suddenly, I realized that I was holding two magnificent, magnificently bare breasts in my cupping hands. They were not overly large, but they were firm, and dusky, and surmounted with puffy dark nipples that eagerly reached back against my grasp.
I paused to experiment with some of my recently researched and upgraded nipple-sucking skillset. Heather groaned happily as I worked. Yes, this issue had been definitely worth the mental bandwidth to start studying. I set to further research.
But she continued to scrabble at my shirt, and started pulling it free of my shoulders. I released my liplock to let her shuck the shirt from me.
I let my fingers return, but just below her breasts, and started teasing the tape there loose as well.
"Leave it," Heather said breathlessly. "Just... just peel the bottom waistband apart from the rest of the costume. The bottom isn't taped on."
Well now.
Wait.
"This is a two-piece? How'd I miss that?" I asked in wonder. I don't really miss things like that anymore. Of course, I already had worked out a plan to get the whole costume off hours ago. She had just derailed it.
"It holds together right here," Heather smiled, pointing to a near-invisible seam, low around the waist. "It fastens there with velcro, not tape," Heather smiled. "They did that because otherwise, I couldn't have gone to the bathroom tonight."
For me to have missed this seam, this costume had to have been made by pros...
More importantly, I realized as I ran a finger around her waist to release the velcro, her invitation to remove the bottom had laid to rest whatever meager doubts I had suffered about whether 'make out in the back seat' had meant just meant making out in the back seat... My batting average did not appear in jeopardy of falling this evening.
She was most cooperative in getting the very small bottom of the outfit off. And with no deliberation to her haste. There was no tape to care about.
"That," I said, my voice full of appreciation, "is once gloriously beautiful pussy, Heather." I gazed happily at the pube-less expanse of soft skin between her legs, a nice gap between her sleek thighs giving me an excellent view. "I hope you won't object, because I am about to absolutely devour that," I smiled, tearing my gaze back to her eyes.
They twinkled.
"Somehow, I just knew you'd be into that," she said in breathless anticipation.
But as I leaned toward her, she scooched away along the seat, as if unsure and trying to escape.
I followed until she fetched up against the far door. She leaned against it and relaxed, as if giving up.
This was perfect, I now had all the room I wanted to bend down and enjoy.
Which Heather had known very goddamned well as she moved over. I knew she knew how to make use of this space.
I began my slow run of kisses up the insides of her legs. In between busses, I asked her, "Why are you, of... all people, so experienced... with sex in the... backseats of cars?"
Heather just sighed for a moment. "I'm pretty sure my roommates are all on the payroll of my family in some way or another. And if I take a guy back to the Bel Air house, there is the staff to deal with. In either case, I have to put up with a delivery of 2.5 metric assloads of shit from my mother the next day. So, I am left with having fun in dudes' dorm rooms or in cars." She giggled at that, then gasped as I just barely missed kissing her snatch, then bounced over and started nuzzling her lower belly. "I prefer the cars. This feels so much naughtier!"
I caressed the unkissed one among her inner thighs, and set aside away for future discussion a few lessons for Heather on the fine art of finding privacy in unlooked-for places. "You like naughty, huh?" I murmured, resuming my kisses.
"Mmm hmm," she nodded.
"Well, let's get naughtier," I mused, and twisted to drag my tongue up her opening.
Heather proceeded to demonstrate that she was likely to be as loud a partner as Nancy.
Two more passages along her slit, and my tongue began to slip between her outer lips. Two more, and I was running deep in her tasty depths. In moments more, I was drilling deep as I could, while one of my thumbs was right under my nose, circling but not touching her clit.
"Oh shit, yessss," Heather hissed. "Oh wow! Oh," she suddenly reverted to her native tongue and I didn't understand what she said next. But I felt quite certain of the sentiments anyway. Making a girl lose track of what language she was speaking in her pre-orgasmic rush was a new thing. I resolved to see how much Chinese I could coax from Heather this evening.
Mostly what I got out of her next was more volume. I still did not understand what she was saying, but I doubted it was coherent either, as the pre-orgasmic rush gave way to her orgasmic one.
She banged her head against the glass of the door, her hips rocked, the one leg kicked against the floor, while the other wrapped around my back. She moaned on for a bit before she relaxed limply and her vocals trailed off. "Okay, that was a little bit good," she breathed, smiling down at me.
"Excellent," I purred and bent to resume tasting her depths.
Heather laughed... at first. Then, realization dawning in her voice, she yelped, "Wait! You are going on! More! Stop... I mean, don't, um, holy shit! Just..." her words trailed off in a gargling noise that morphed from there to a long string of creative profanity, including some phrases that I had to assume were Chinese idioms rendered in English. There was other stuff I was sure was just as profane, but actually in Chinese.
She was beyond sopping wet down there now, a condition I had been seeking, and my tongue moved easily about inside her. When she came a second time, I did not let her immediately relax in the afterglow. Instead, I just kept up flicking her button with the tip of my tongue until she almost crushed my skull between her legs.
Her thighs were surprisingly strong for such lovely structures...
She started pushing my head away but failed until she realized her own thighs were holding me in place. I popped up with a theatrical and wholly fictitious gasp for oxygen.
She laughed at my antics. "How come I am naked here, and..."
I looked at her. Sure, she was bottomless and her tits were out, but the rest of the suit was still firmly in place. She was hotter than if she had been totally nude.
"Okay, how come I am as exposed as I can be here, and you still have your pants on?" she started over. "We need those off, because I hope you are going to let me return that favor!"
"Yes, please," I almost giggled, and moved away just a bit to sit up.
Heather sinuously rolled forward and leaned over my lap.
Well, she did that as sinuously as she could, given that her whole musculoskeletal system was still trying to reboot its coordination. But her fingers soon proved dextrous enough and she worked open my fly.
In a rush, she coaxed me into lifting my hips and shoving down my pants. She ignored that process and grabbed the waist of my boxers and peeled them down and away from my cock.
She looked at it. She looked at me. She looked at it again. She looked at me again.
"Cocks do not come in this size," she told me flatly, somehow sounding utterly certain about this self-evidently incorrect statement.
"You'd be surprised," I drawled in amusement.
"I would not," she retorted. "This is some kind of fucking prosthetic!" she asserted. Then she grabbed me and tugged. Gently, thank God. The warmth, feel, and, um, irremovability of my penis convinced her quickly.
"No wonder Nancy was making all that noise," Heather mused.
"Oh, there were other reasons than just this," I laughed. This was yet another delightful new reaction.
She shot her eyes up at me, and then remembered the last ten minutes or so. "Yeah. I guess so," she murmured. She looked back down at my cock. "I wish I was a snake," she said.
"What?" I sort of yelped.
"So I could unhinge my jaw and maybe get all this shit in my mouth," she snorted.
"I'm not that thick," I protested.
"Yes, you fucking are," Heather snapped back at me. "This thing is... it... I can't..." then she shut up, took a breath, leaned down, and slid her lips around my cock. In a moment, she slid down and took me in several inches past her wide-spread teeth.
It wasn't even that hard for her, though she does have one of the smaller mouths I've ever encountered. She certainly had no trouble beginning to bob up and down on my cock, instilling all sorts of wonderful sensations throughout me overall.
All. Sorts.
Suddenly, she stopped at what I was beginning to feel might be a critical juncture and looked my cock over again. "How do you even buy pants?" she asked with a smile.
"Um, carefully?" I admitted.
She resumed for a wonderful bit, but stopped again to look me over. "Have you ever just, you know, fainted from blood deprivation when you saw a naked girl?" she asked, almost serious. I rolled my eyes, partly because that was ridiculous, and partly because she kept stopping.
I mean, I do last longer than I used to. I work at that about every time I'm with a girl. But I still don't have much stamina for the first round.
The fourth time she pulled off to examine me again, I stopped her just as she was opening her mouth. "You are doing this to keep me from coming, aren't you? I accused.
She smiled. "Yes?" she said, imitating meekness. "This is fun, I don't want it to stop!"
"Please!" I outright begged. "I refract just fine, don't you worry. But you are killing me here!"
She squinted at me playfully, then sucked a few inches of me back into her mouth and really went to town.
Look, I've been with girls and women who were obviously miles more experienced, who could take my dick in their mouths more easily, who had more moves... But Heather's blowjob had a rhythm and style all its own. And once she stopped fucking stopping, it did the job fabulously.
I was soon gasping a warning so she could handle it however she wanted to handle it. Heather popped off me again, but kept stroking me vigorously with both hands this time. She stared at my throbbing cock in anticipation. But then she looked around, probably at her upholstery, and sucked me swiftly back in her mouth.
Okay...
When I nutted, there was... Look, she had edged me four goddamned times. I was most righteously built up. She took it all in her mouth, but she gagged and choked as it spilled into her throat unbidden. Heather popped up, sputtering helplessly.
Yeah. That sent drops of jizz spraying all over the place. Over me, mostly, but there was plenty of stuff that, sigh, darkened the white leather of her back seats. She looked at the mess, and at me, her lips twisting. I was sure she wanted to say something tart but affectionate, but I could also tell that, as many times as she had swallowed already, her mouth was still full of enough jizz to drool out if she opened it.
I watched as she swallowed a final time, and smiled. "That... was a fuckton," she gulped. "And weirdly delicious, too," she added. "Like, crazily so."
I shook my head. "People keep telling me that tasty cum is not common," I mused. "I would think nature would select for toothsome jizz."
Heather laughed. "Blowjobs don't exactly perpetuate the species, dude."
"Maybe," I said dubiously. "But good ones do keep all involved coming back for more."
We argued about genetics for a bit, until she made the inevitable discovery that not only had I not gone limp, I was still hard as steel for her.
"Already? Fuck yeah," she said. She paused, yet again uncertain. "You've never, um killed anyone on that, have you?" she asked, half joking and full serious.
"All remain alive and undamaged," I reassured her. "Well, the are often some mornings with the Ministry of Funny Walks..."
Heather snorted at that. "Okay then," she said with a deep breath. I'm going to need you to fuck me with that now, please."
I grinned happily. "Lean back for a minute. I'm going to do some more tongue action here..."
"Really? I want sex, and you want to go back to oral. What are you? An alien?"
"I'm someone who felt how wet he had you before and wants to get you back there," I said, bending down again between her involuntarily spreading legs.
"Fuck! Nature should certainly be selecting more for this level of enthusiasm," she sighed.
I really didn't need to tongue her for long to get her slick as wet ice again, but I do have this level of enthusiasm, and took another minute to enjoy myself before I came to my senses. I sat up.
"Am I wet enough for you now?" Heather, who was already breathing hard and starting to make noise, gasped.
"Oh, yes," I growled.
"Thank the fucking lord," she said, as I pulled her legs toward me, letting her slip to her back on the seat. I had never done it on such a narrow surface, but I had ideas. I lifted her leg that was toward the back, so I could move us more onto the seat, and let one of my legs drop off the edge. Heather did the same with the leg I was not holding aloft. Cradling her raised leg in the crook of my elbow, I let my cock run over her dripping slit.
Heather had no patience for my dawdling, though, and grabbed my dong, pointing it instantly to where she wanted it.
I like to please women. I pushed in lightly and I heard Heather make the exact same gasp of fearful anticipation that I make at the top of a rollercoaster's first hill. I grinned and slid into her. She was very, very wet, and I let myself slide in much faster than I usually did the first time.
As I did, Heather made the exact same trilling hoot I do when the roller coaster plummets down that first hill.
I did not delve all the way with that first thrust, but I also did not pull back much at all before I just pushed back in, burying myself in her this time.
Heather gleefully spat a string of Chinese profanity, followed in English by, "How the fuck did Nancy stay so quiet?"
Her body clearly appreciated the sensation of me laughing as hard as I did while buried inside her. My body just as clearly appreciated the sensation of her laughing as hard as she did while I was buried inside her.
The first fuck was delightful. I even edged her once, in retribution for earlier.
She knew what she did.
I tried to do it a second time, but my body had other ideas, and we both came pretty close together, nearly falling off the seat in the process.
When we screwed our heads back on, we shared a stray bottle of water that was rolling around on the floor of her backseat. Then we went again.
Doggy style. My recommendation for backseat car sex is doggy style.
You are just more in control and nobody's spine gets bent weirdly, okay?
*
NANCY: Well, now. I knew, after the way she passed you on those stairs that night, that she'd track you down eventually. That is a determined, deep-thinking girl.
ME: What?
ME: We met up by accident at a volleyball game!
NANCY: Tell me, do your social media accounts show pictures of you attending volleyball games?
ME: Probably my Instagram. But come on! Their sorority had them there to be hazed!
NANCY: Yeah, but I wonder who suggested which sport, at what college...
ME: No way. She's not that devious



Was I sure of that?
NANCY: Either way, she'll never admit it.
ME: I'm not worth that kind of effort
NANCY: You are kidding, right?
This was nuts. On the other hand, I was nuts too these days. I was probably nuttier than I ought to be, because suddenly all I could think about was how to engineer a 'chance meeting' with Heather at her Boston house, on one of Nancy's days off from school...
------------
Thanks again. I hope you liked this entry. Please vote and favorite. And if you aren't following me by now, why not? Finally, I will say that we are getting nearer to the end of this cycle, and I really want to hear how you think it is going, and where you think it is going. The whole thing is written, but I tweak every chapter before posting it, in part based on what I hear you guys telling me!
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Sigh. Sorry about the typo in the title of the Reunion chapter. I will accept, but not enjoy, up to three gentle lashes from those of you with that pervy streak...
Hopefully this chapter will make up for it.
As always, seek not realism here. I just aim for the plausibly ridiculous.
------------
One One With The Orders
------------
A couple of months or so in, I was cruising through my third and hopefully next-to-last year at USC. Classes went well. I stayed in shape. I even made another good guy friend. He did me the serious solid of remaining clueless about all the gorgeous girls I hung out with, thereby giving me the chance once again to laugh like a Bond villain inside whenever he missed something obvious.
I was chuckling about that to myself one day in November when I rolled into Gina and Tish's dorm room. Yes, they were still rooming together, third year in. And they still were bickering with each other the whole time.
And as usual, they were both in their room at the same time.
Actually, as was often the case, despite my body's main agenda being discussing a hookup at a time to be named with Gina, I had actually been counting on Tish being there too. After five full semesters at USC, we had been through six classes together. We had never intended any of them, I can most heartily assure you.
I was Finance, she was Business Administration. Sue me. Preferably, sue her. Maybe I'll be your lawyer some day.
We were in our seventh class in common this time 'round. I had done some work for an assignment in said class that Tish could legally and ethically use, and I knew that she had some of the same to share with me.
Tish and I had fallen into the odd capacity of being quite useful to each other with class while simultaneously fighting every time we encountered each other. Honestly, I enjoyed fighting with Tish a little. But not a lot. Her attitude was largely dismissive rather than hateful, which kept things from open war. But I had had a belly full from dismissive girls back before my senior year of high school, even from some of my friends. I hated it, but I could handle it. And I had changed enough to respond now. With Tish, I just openly eyefucked her and threw in a few hate compliments for good measure. It made dismissing me difficult. It also tended to rile Gina up a bit, which failed entirely to suck.
BWAHAHAHA.
But it was occasionally frustrating that Tish had the gumption to handle all but my best responses without freaking out. I guessed that since she was so very eye-fuckable, Tish was somewhat used to that ploy. The hate compliments occasionally got her goat though, so I worked on those. The eye-fucking just came naturally and was too fun to bother tamping down.
Honestly, I seldom took much time to be ashamed of myself about it anymore. I knew it was not the most savory way to fight back with a girl, but sex was still pretty much my sole useful tool for dealing with difficult situations. I did my level best to avoid difficult situations where it should not be employed, but when it came to fighting with Tish... she started it.
When I arrived in their room, I discovered I was going to have to take a number at the fight counter because Tish and Gina were already in the middle of one of their own conflicts. No one I knew had ever seen them get remotely physical with each other, but they were quite creative at questioning each other's life choices about things big and small. And they were loud about it. Back during freshman year, my then-roommate Dave, whose uncle had a farm, said they sounded like squabbling chickens.
By the time I got there, the original subject of the fuss seemed to have been long since been put to rest, and they were just doing the squabbling chicken routine on its own momentum. Both were standing in the middle of the room, gesticulating wildly when I entered. I should have listened before knocking and come back later because now I was catching stare shrapnel from both of them.
I stood there, stock still under their gazes because, well, both girls were, as usual, a very good sight. Tish was still dressed for class, in yoga pants screen-printed to look like form-fitting blue jeans, and a green satin blouse that didn't really hide her breasts, so much as make you look carefully to appreciate them.
Much better, to my thinking, was the fact that Gina obviously either had no classes that day, or had no more of them. Her bang around the dorm clothes were varied but always scenic. This afternoon she wore terrycloth shorts that were loose as hell, but also short as hell, leaving quite the leg show on display. Legs that good and that bare always make me imagine wrapping them around my waist. And since the idea of wrapping them around my waist had been on my mind even before arriving, the marvelous image needed no help in flowering further in my head. Her cardinal-colored teeshirt with a gold Trojan across the front looked like it had once fit nicely but had been shrunk in the wash. I approved of the look.
Alas, Gina did not overly approve of my presence at the moment. "Not the best time, Alistaire," she growled, glaring at me briefly before going back to glaring at Tish.
"Yeah, Taylor," Tish added, agreeing with Gina for what I suspected was the first time in half an hour. "The best time would be never!"
Getting into it with Tish over that was not an option because Gina was already into it and left no room for me and my schtick. They both practically ignored me and went back to their 'discussion'.
"Why," I asked, unable to contain myself after two and a half years, "do you two still room together, given how much you hate each other?"
They both shut up and looked at me. The looks I was getting were utterly bewildered.
"What are you talking about, Alistaire?" Gina asked, for all the world reacting as if I had just commented on how the ocean was pink.
"Yeah," Tish added in genuine surprise. "Gina is the best roommate ever." She was totally matter-of-fact about it.
I stared at them both like they had lost their minds... because, you know, they had lost their minds. I threw up my hands and turned to bail out.
"Yeah, you've had your look for the day, Taylor," Tish snapped at my back.
"I have indeed," I said, spinning back around and giving another thorough and open look up and down Tish's jeans-clad legs. "But I forgot that I also have these for you," I said, remembering to hand over the materials I had brought for her.
"Thanks," Tish said blandly but genuinely, as if we were not having a side fight to her main fight. "And these aren't complete yet," she went on, grabbing some stuff from her desk, "but you can have what I've done so far. Next time for the rest."
I nodded my appreciation and turned again to storm out.
"Alistaire?" Gina called. I turned around again, realizing I had not said goodbye to the one of them I liked. She was sitting back in her chair, tits thrusting out against the cotton of her overly tight teeshirt. "Free this evening?"
I grinned. "I am, early though. I have to catch up on some sleep after this paper I just finished."
"Earlier the better," Gina grinned.
"You two," Tish said, throwing up her hands.
*
Yeah. Squabbling with Tish, whether it was Gina or me doing the squabbling, never failed to get Gina horny...
*
Three days later, Britney and I lay in her bed companionably, watching game shows on the television until at least one of us was ready to go again. Reflecting on how much hotter the naked woman under my arm was than the semi-famous co-host in the sequined dress made me happy. That was nice because I had arrived at her place a little shaken after giving a dollar to a homeless guy on the street, and then getting yelled at by him for not ponying up a bill "with a crooked number".
The show went to commercial and I nearly jumped out of the bed. "That's you!" I almost shrieked to Britney, pointing at the ad on the screen.
She smiled, semi-happily. "Yeah. It's a nice paycheck, but..."
"But what? It is running in the LA market. You'll be seen. That's what you've been wanting," I said, my eyes still on the screen.
"I have two words in the thing. I'm Girl #3," Britney said, insecurity writ on her face. "I might as well be a model for all the acting I get to do."
"You look great," I insisted.
"Thanks, but that is the problem. I think they hired me only because they just needed another girl with a bright smile and decent tits."
"Well, they failed at that," I snorted.
"What?!?"
"You have fantastic tits," I corrected her.
Then, because I realized that I was feeling pretty recovered, I buried my face between them.
*
My phone dinged once as I waited for my next class. It was Bridget's ringtone. I smiled and looked at the notification. I smiled even more broadly when it revealed, 'Bridget has sent you a photograph'.
I wanted to pause and fantasize that she had finally broken down and decided to add a topless photo of herself for my secret vault. But I did not let myself get too excited. Bridget and Charlotte had been the unrivaled champs of Team Dream On.
Still, any photo of Bridget would be a sight for sore eyes. I prayed it was not just a meme.
I opened the text and beheld a photo of Bridget and Charlotte together!
Look, even though I had already looking at the fucking photograph, my brain still found a way to hope it was a topless shot of them together. I do get fixated at times...
But the photo was just a selfie of the two of them, fully clothed, of course, mugging for the camera with a Starbucks menu board in the background. The message was in a new thread with just Bridget and Charlotte, and the accompanying text read merely,
BRIDGET: Alumni meetup
ME: {Question mark on 'Alumni meetup'}
CHARLOTTE: What? You alerted the media the second you met up with Poppy, and then again recently with Heather.
ME: I sent a notice to the quarterly alumni bulletin. It's hardly The Media.
ME: And Charlotte is not an alumnus!
BRIDGET: We are in the alumni branch of the Sisterhood
I instantly thumbs-downed that text.
ME: I am in physical pain. I categorically reject that label for you two
ME: Unless either of you have news for me, I will reluctantly stipulate that you are On Sabattical
There was a long pause before Charlotte replied.
CHARLOTTE: He's so adorable.
CHARLOTTE: Alistaire, I admit to liking that term better.
BRIDGET: Me too
Why were the two of them...?
Oh yeah, Princeton was less than an hour from Penn. One of them must have stopped in to say hello.
That said, I thought that this was the first time Bridget had met anyone in the Sisterhood from outside of school in person. It was why she kept threatening to put together a ski weekend for them all.
*
Two weeks after interrupting their fight, I was back in Tish and Gina's room with only Gina present, an unusual set of circumstances. We were enjoying a little spontaneous grab-ass (grab-tit, whatever) when Tish returned. Gina and I slid easily apart at the sound of her key in the lock and stood there, looking innocent.
Tish glared at us suspiciously. Of course, she knew there was only one reason for the door to have been locked with us inside.
"I got you the notes from my meeting with Professor Montoya," I said, my teeth a little on edge at Tish's return, even though she was actually the one I had stopped in to see. She just could have taken a little longer to arrive, dammit.
"Thank you," she snapped. "It fills me with joy to discover you were not just hanging around to stare at our asses."
I was affronted. I had not been staring at Gina's ass. I had been fondling it, but that was a whole different thing. And I was not staring at Tish's excellent ass either, as she was resolutely facing me. I was staring at her tits.
Yep. Just as awesome as ever after three years. Shame they were attached to...
This kind of interaction was just how the two of us were.
See? I am capable of platonic relationships with hot girls I know. Weird and mostly unpleasant relationships, but still...
But this afternoon, even though I actually came there to talk to Tish about class, I was also annoyed at her presence. With Tish right there, it was always hard to find a way to get around to asking Gina essentially, 'Yo, I'm thinking we need to set a time to exchange bodily fluids. Are you available tomorrow night?'
So, Tish and I somehow managed to aggressively trade the work we had for each other. Then we immediately got into it again.
"So now that you've gotten what you need, Taylor, are you pissing off, or are you going to hang around and stare at my ass some more?" she growled.
"I have not been staring at your ass," I denied hotly. "I have been staring at your tits, because you have been sitting down and thus hiding your ass since you got here!" I paused, waiting for her mouth to start to open. When it did, I forstalled her reply. "But if you think you are going to stand up, maybe I'll stick around if it would annoy you."
"Oh, you'd like that wouldn't you," Tish snapped, hopping to her feet, but quite pointedly not turning away from me. "You are such a..."
"That is enough!" shouted Gina suddenly. She tended to ignore it when Tish was being bitchy to others, so her outburst came as a shock to both me and Tish. "That is absolutely fucking enough. Will you two just fuck and get it over with?" she almost snarled.
"What?" Tish and I said in unison.
"Just fuck already!" Gina said through gritted teeth. "This routine got old a year ago. You both want to fuck each other desperately. Will you finally just get that shit rolling so the three of us can get on with our lives!"
We stared at her.
"Look, you're both free. Do it now," Gina said angrily, stabbing her finger at both of us and grabbing her tablet from her desk. "Here, I'm leaving," she said, brandishing the tablet theatrically. "I'll lock the door on my way out," she added, doing so performatively.
The door slammed shut.
"What the fuck?" I mused.
"I have no idea," Tish answered, as bemused as me.
Then we both laughed.
Tish shook her head. "See? This is one of those reasons I said she is the best roommate ever. She is funny as hell."
I nodded agreement, still looking at the door with Tish. "Don't I know it."
We stood there, waiting for Gina to decide her point was made and come back.
"We are going to have to apologize when she returns," Tish grumbled.
"Probably," I muttered.
"I do hate doing that," she admitted.
"I noticed," I said drily, cutting my eyes towards her.
She just squinted her eyes at me.
Silence dragged on for a few long seconds.
"So how was the meeting with Dr. Montoya?" Tish asked. "I'd have liked to come, but Professor Antonini takes attendance and I've already ditched a few more times than is good for my grade."
"It was Montoya," I shrugged by way of explanation. "Fifty percent useful and informative, twenty-five percent funny, and twenty-five percent utter, infuriating bullshit."
Tish nodded in agreement. Then we talked about what had been discussed. She asked a few questions that jogged my memory. We both were better off for it.
Suddenly, Tish looked at her watch. "She's a fucking psycho!" she suddenly exclaimed.
"What? Who?"
"Gina," Tish said, sounding shocked and unamused.
"How? Why?"
"Because she was fucking serious," Tish fumed. "She expects us to fuck each other in here."
"Piss off," I laughed.
"It has been fifteen minutes," Tish said baldly. "She's been gone fifteen minutes. She ain't coming back any time soon. She. Is. Giving. Us. The. Room."
"Bullshit," I said. But I was starting to feel aghast. "She's down in the common area by the elevator, waiting to laugh her ass off at me when I slink out of here."
"Not her style," Tish said. "She stormed out of here. She does that a lot. I do too. It's often how we punctuate our point. But we both always come back in less than a minute. She is not out there. She left."
I stared at her.
She stared at me.
"What makes her think we want to have sex?" I wondered.
"Oh, I don't know," Tish snapped. "In your case, I'd say it is the way you always stare at my tits and ass so hard."
"I was not staring at your ass!"
"Today you weren't."
"That is because you weren't showing it to me today!"
"Pissed you off, didn't it?"
"As a matter of fact, it did," I snapped. "Checking out your ass is one of the few things that make arguing with you worthwhile."
She glared at me.
"But I think Gina believes you want to fuck me because of the way you, today excepted, almost always find an excuse to turn away from me and bend over," I accused.
"Oh you like that, do you?" Tish said acidly, turning away and twitching her ass slightly. But she didn't bend over and she turned back around again quickly.
"Thank you," I said plainly. She deserved a thank you, even if she had just meant to piss me off. "It is nice to have the regular order of the universe restored."
She looked at me. "Oh my God. Gina is right. You really do want to fuck me!"
I managed not to say, 'Of course I do. You are hot as the sun.' That would not have been strictly accurate. I also managed not to say, 'The hell I do. You are a giant bitch.' That would have been rude. It also would not have been accurate at all, come to think of it.
Unfortunately, that meant I did not say anything at all.
She glared at my silence, but after a few seconds of it, she outright blushed. And flinched.
I laughed and pointed at her, ready to score the point. "Ha! Look at you blush! You want to fuck me too!" I taunted.
Oops.
"'Too'?" Tish pounced, unable to resist scoring a point herself.
Then we both sort of trailed off, looking at each other. 'Too' kind of hung in the air between us.
"Well, I mean..." I said.
"Yeah," said Tish, looking around at anything but me. Then she shot her glance right at me uncomfortably. "And she did sort of, you know... leave."
More uncomfortable silence.
"Tish," I said heaving a big sigh. "I know I say all sorts of outrageous shit about how you look, but the reality is, you are a beautiful girl. And you are a pretty cool, smart person who works well with me on things." I let my voice harden just a trace. "If you weren't so mean and dismissive of me all the time, I likely would want to have sex with you. Frequently."
She looked at me, nostrils flaring for battle like always. Then she sighed. "Thank you, Alistaire. That was a nice thing for you to say. I enjoy working with you too," she said as sweetly and politely as she could manage. It sounded both warm and genuine. "And your final point was well taken," in a manner that was in no way mean or dismissive. Quite suddenly enticingly so.
You know how sometimes you are having a discussion with someone and you suddenly realize you've been moving toward each other? This was one of those times, as we both started at the realization that we had moved well within each other's personal space.
The tension was suddenly thick. But then I laughed and smiled. Tish cocked an eyebrow. "I just realized, you are my frenemy, Tish. I didn't realize it because I've never had one before."
That brought her up short. Then she smiled along with me. "You know, I've always thought that was a bullshit term, but yeah. You are a pretty good frenemy. Reliable, safe, but fun to spar with."
I bowed slightly in courtly fashion. Only slightly, because we were so close that had I bent any more, we'd have conked foreheads.
"Um, whatever we, um, do, I'm still going to give you hell, I think," she said tentatively.



"That will piss Gina off, after her grand gesture," I mused.
"I know," Tish laughed evilly. "That is a big part of the appeal!"
I chuckled along with her.
Then I leaned in and kissed her, lightly and briefly, but right on the lips. "In that case, maybe we need to do what it takes to make her think she's a mastermind," I suggested carefully.
"Oh yeah. We definitely need to give her what she wants first," Tish replied, and kissed me back, neither lightly nor briefly, but very definitely on the lips. And between the lips. And around the lips.
Well.
We apparently had our marching orders from Gina, and we were going to follow them. I keep telling you, I do what pretty girls tell me to.
My hands were full of Tish's ass, and hers were both ruffling through the hair on the back of my head. She tugged her face from mine. "So given that we are apparently frenemies, are you telling me that you fuck all your friends?"
I shrugged a little sheepishly. But only a little. "Only the ones that are interested," I said. "And are hot," I added. "And female," I clarified.
"Hot and female?" Tish questioned playfully, her lips now devouring my throat. My hands were sliding up under the back of her blouse, reveling in the smooth skin of her back. "I'd have thought the only way you would consider someone to be hot in the first place would be if they were a she."
My hand found the back of her bra and fumbled expertly at the clasp to determine its exact type of mechanism. "I'm very much only interested in female hot. But I have bros who I admit are hot too," I said.
The bra's clasp came loose swiftly, and I made myself resist the urge to instantly slide around to grab her breasts. Instead, I just trailed my fingertips up and down her spine. "Oh? Who?" she asked.
"Like, Taylor Verell is a good buddy of mine. He's objectively hot, even though he interests me that way not at all."
"You know Taylor?" she exclaimed. "Yeah, he really is hot," she added to herself. One of her hands slid down to grasp my ass. "He's got a nice cock, too," she added slyly. "I haven't seen it since May, though," she added almost under her breath, like she was pondering how to end that hiatus.
I was not jealous of Taylor, but I do like to ensure I'm doing a good enough job in the middle of things to keep a girl's focus on me... I slid one hand around under her loosened bra strap and filled my hand with a really unreasonably nice tit.
"Okay, we are going to stop talking about Taylor, or Gina, or anybody else except this chick I've been overtly ogling for the last several years but never got the slightest interest from until extremely recently," I said firmly.
"Drop your pants and I'll show you some interest," Tish said around sucking on my lower lip.
I was betting she would...
I tugged at my belt and then, in a few swift moves, I let my jeans and underwear slip down my legs. I had never worn tight pants, for obvious reasons, but I had adjusted my wardrobe further over the years to ensure that whatever I wore would slide down my legs with at least relative ease.
Tish heard the tinkle of my belt buckle on the floor, and hummed approvingly. Then she sank down to her knees, her eyes still locked on mine with the expression of someone who was about to show off.
I liked showoffs. A lot.
She tilted her head down and looked at my cock. Then she burst out laughing.
Laughter was new...
Her hand rose slowly and delicately touched my cock, which jumped eagerly at her merest touch. That sent her laughing again. She looked up at my face again. "This is an absolutely unreasonably large cock," she kept laughing.
"Laughter is not the usual reaction," I admitted.
"I imagine most girls run away screaming," she chortled. "And," she added, gulping for a second, "that course of action did occur to me for a moment." Impulsively, as if afraid to chicken out, she swiftly leaned forward and licked me under the tip. "But this so perfectly explains so many things that I have to laugh."
"Also," she went on, pausing only to suck an inch or so of me in between her lips for a few glorious seconds, "I am still laughing because it has been a while since I absolutely did not know what to do with a cock."
"You, enh, are doing great in my book, ohhhh, so far," I gasped, as she sucked a bit more of me between her lips.
Her hand started gently jacking the base of my cock as she broke her mouth free again. "This looks like twice as much cock as any other I've seen," she said, staring intently at my happily purple knob. "It's not literally, but it sure fucking looks like it."
As for what it tasted like, she did not say, but she was suddenly doing a lot of tasting. Her tongue explored my shaft, my head, and my balls, with a gentle but slightly boggled curiosity.
"Oh, fuck that's nice," I groaned involuntarily.
Her head snapped up and I saw an idea blossom in her mind. "You just want me to suck this thing don't you?" she accused, the harsh sarcastic tone she had always used with me back in her voice.
I was taken aback... for about two seconds.
Oh, so this was how we were going to play, was it?
I sighed in a long-suffering fashion. "Well, hell, Tish. You have such lovely, supple lips... when you aren't being a pain with them," I growled.
"Completely predictable that you, of all guys, would want me to put this utterly ridiculous thing in my mouth," she went on annoyingly while still gently stroking the base of my shaft. It felt the farthest thing from annoying, honestly.
I just threw up my hands in the air.
"I'll bet you are going to get off on hearing me gag on this python," she grumbled, then cut herself off by taking a couple of inches of my cock between her lips, her tongue caressing it in greeting.
I swiftly put my hand aside her face, and spoke in a soft, sincere tone. "Tish, don't do that for me. Yes, I can get turned on by those noises, that sensation, but only if I know for sure that the girl wants to for herself, not just for me." I held her eyes as I stepped out of character for the moment. It wasn't hard, she was looking up at me, slowly taking my cock in and out of her mouth an inch or so as I made sure she understood me. Her eyes were gorgeous, but they narrowed at me.
"Seriously. Some of the best blowjobs I've ever gotten never had more than an inch or so inside," I said. Memories of one of Beth's best efforts tangled up in my mind with a couple of Charlotte's.
"Really," Tish asked, popping off my dick again. "I'm going to need your class notes on those efforts later, if you can take your mind off my mouth," she snarked. The game was back on.
"I'll... oh, God... see what I can do," I groaned and my cock slid back between her lips.
In a flash, she went from languid enjoyment to a swift bobbing motion that sent inches of me in and out of her mouth and along her tongue rapidly. Her hand gripped the base of my shaft in a firm embrace. Up and down she went, a delicate sucking sensation appearing and disappearing as she worked me.
And yes, she choked herself on my dick repeatedly. Not constantly, but obviously deliberately. I groaned as I reveled in the sounds of a girl craving more than she could take.
"Shit, Tish," I gasped. "For a bitchy effort, this is fucking amazing," I said, that last phrase loaded with sincerity for her to hear. "Fair warning," I grunted. "I never last long the first round. It's going to happen soon."
"Typical," she sneered, releasing my cock from her lips and jacking me furiously. "I wonder what is in your diseased mind, Taylor. Do you want me to drink your fucking jizz, or do you want to spray it all over my face?"
"Dealer's... choice," I moaned. "I'd hate to inconvenience you either way," I added. It is incredibly hard to sound sarcastic when a girl has just resumed sucking on you, and furiously so. She still choked on me some as she resumed--less frequently, but louder and longer when she did.
"Honestly," I moaned happily. "I'm impatient for this to finish."
How she successfully snorted with as much of me in her mouth as she did, I did not know. But I was impressed.
"I mean, I'm impatient to get down between those hot thighs of yours and find out how delicious the flavor of bitch is," I growled. The effect of the growl was tempered by the hapless, kittenish, mewling that it wanted to sound like.
She was now both bobbing swiftly and furiously jacking my shaft with her hand at the same time. "Now," I moaned, desperately holding back to let her be ready.
I felt my cock slip from her mouth and she looked up at me with a sneer, her hand stroking me in a grip so firm it only worked because of all the saliva drenching my dick, lubricating its movement. She pointed my dick but an inch from her face.
And she made me come.
It was rather more than she had seemed to expect. She jerked back and slammed her eyes shut as the first impact slapped her face, splattering all over her high, delicate cheekbones. Gamely, she kept jacking me, and I responded with a second shot. It was much smaller, but it happened to rope itself over her fortunately closed right eye.
Almost in self-defense, Tish clamped her lips around my tip once more and I rewarded that sensation with a final, once more considerable jet to coat her tongue.
She felt me sag and relented with her pumping of my shaft. But she didn't release my dick, merely holding on to it while she tongue-bathed my tip inside her mouth. I felt her swallow.
Finally, she let me slip free. Her eyes still clenched shut, she snapped her fingers and pointed toward her desk. "Tissues," she said, before licking what she could reach with her tongue from her face. She moved backward until she hit her bed and pushed herself up to sit on its edge.
I grabbed the box and placed it in her wavering hand.
"This is... a lot," Tish said, wiping her face delicately. "You did say, 'first', right? I am still going to get what Gina told you to give me, right?"
"Yeah, yeah," I bantered back. "Keep your panties on, I'll be ready sooner than you think."
I looked down at her. She had one eye open and was 'glaring' at me with it.
"Actually," I said, kneeling, "forget that request. Lift your nice ass and I'll take off your panties and pants, too. I've got to taste some bitch, missy!"
"Typical male," she grunted, but dropped her hands from her face to brace on her bed, and lifted her hips compliantly.
I grabbed the elastic waist of her yoga pants, and whatever irrelevant underwear she had underneath, and pulled downward. By the time I got them down to her knees, I had to pause. "This is not a typical grooming job," I breathed in appreciation.
Tish was kind of an artist with her pubic trimmer. And her razor, I added to myself as I slipped her pants down to her ankles and she spread her legs eagerly. The skin around her entrance was clean-shaven as smooth as a baby's bottom, but starting at the top of her cleft, she had shorn herself into a fairly large triangle with the point directed upwards instead of down. Her jet black pubes were cut quite short, and there were small round spots shaved bare in the triangle. It must have required a shitload of time to maintain.
"Wait," I asked, not letting myself get so distracted by the sight that I did not continue to finish removing her yoga pants. "Is that a Christmas Tree?!?"
Tish laughed. "Yep."
"That is the fucking best," I laughed in amazed enthusiasm. I caught myself and struggled back into character. "Seems pretty high-maintenance. On brand for you."
"I like to decorate for Christmas," she laughed. "Some of us like to get into the spirit of the season, you grinch."
I was laughing hard now, while trying to remain in a pugnacious mode. I was failing, but she was appreciating the effort, so... "Typical. It is not even Thanksgiving, and here you have your decorations up," I tried to snort. "What are you, Macy's?"
"It takes time to grow this in... whoa!" Tish said as I lost patience and dove between her legs. I wanted to tease her for hours before getting to the good stuff, but I also was a guy confronted with the coolest bush in history, and the flesh is weak.
I managed to keep my lips away from her actual parts for at least a little while, instead kissing my way around the perimeter of that work of art above, then around her hips, as well as atop and inside her thighs.
It was enough to torture her though.
"Gnaah!" she gasped. "On top of everything else, you are a dawdler too! I should have known. Get on with it!"
"Get on with what? Licking you? Where?" I laughed. "Here?" I went on, kissing her thigh just above the knee.
She grabbed my head and pulled me back toward her. "You know where, you jerk," she hissed. She was better at this game than I was. That inspired me to play harder.
"So I have to figure it out for myself, huh?" I grumbled. "You mean, here?" I asked, keeping my head up, despite her tugs, and instead caressing her slit with a fingertip from the bottom upward, stopping just before I figured I would reach the clit I had such plans for. I kept my eyes on her already flushing face. The 'bitch' had been thinking about me 'tasting' her since I'd mentioned it... "Or maybe... here?" I asked, sliding my finger inside her. She was hot and very wet, and I probed inward easily. She gasped, writhed, and then writhed harder as I probed for her best spot.
"Fuck!" she yelped, tugging harder on my head.
Found it.
I caressed there for another long moment that I hoped felt like an eternity to Tish, before bending down and finally stroking my tongue up her length. Her clit was indeed where I had expected, and quite prominent. Teasing was done, I lapped at that generous bud eagerly.
"Fucking fuck," Tish grunted, keeping her hands in my hair, lest I get any ideas about leaving the zip code.
I had ideas, but not about leaving. I plunged my tongue down and into her, working it around as deeply as I could manage, and her voice could not even produce profanity anymore, just gargling noises.
I licked back up to her clit, and slid two fingers inside her to take over for my tongue.
She did, in fact, taste great. Still not at Jenn's level. If I ever found another pussy that delicious, I might have a panic attack. But Tish was nevertheless top tier.
I hate making comparisons between girls, about anything, but Jenn is such a standout...
I was not taking my time with this. I was enjoying myself, but I also was feeling that my hard-on was fully back, and eager to get to finally obeying Gina. Also, it was fun sometimes to just overwhelm a girl.
Her gargling suddenly swept upward. The noises didn't become screams, just loud, high-pitched gasps, and her hips pushed against my face, then wildly bucked all over the place. She froze, and flopped back onto her mattress, gasping.
I let my fingers slip free of her slowly, then rose to my feet between her legs. I moved forward, and let my cock drop against the bottom of her abdomen.
Tish's head lifted with effort and she looked down, slightly wild-eyed at my cock, aligned with and on top of her.
"Typical of you," she panted. "So fucking impatient."
"Not my fault," I snapped. "You make me impatient."
"Just give me a sec," Tish said in her best attempt at a normal tone, holding up a finger as she took a few deeper breaths. Her breasts heaved beneath the fabric of her shirt. I reflected that I was going to need to get that off her, but that could wait. My dick was yammering about its turn and was taking up most of my consciousness.
"Alistaire," she said. That was out of character. She always called me 'Taylor'. "I know that thing fits in Gina, and in others. I am going to make the leap of faith that it will fit into me, as ridiculous as that still seems. But I'm going to need you to take it slow, until I tell you otherwise,"
"So demanding," I shook my head irritably. "I knew you'd be fucking demanding..."
"Fuck me, asshole!"
"Yes, ma'am," I rolled my eyes.
Thank God she told me to get going!
I shifted my hips and bent my knees to line myself up with her. My tip nestled easily into her petaled slit and I pushed. Tish hissed, more in anticipation than at my size. I was hardly inside her at all.
When I pressed deeper, then she hissed at my size.
My first bunch of strokes were shallow as I worked my way cautiously in deeper. Tish was not what I would call super tight. It was not an effort to delve deeper. But her inner musculature was... agile? And she was plenty firm in her inner, pulsing grasp on my cock. Mostly, I just made myself go slow because I knew she wanted me to go slow.
When I finally felt myself slap flush with her crotch, we both groaned in unison. I held there and looked back to her torso, still clothed. I slid my hands up under her shirt to shove the bra that I had unhooked so long ago up and free of her tits. I slid my hands back out with only a brief, obligatory grope of those breasts. Then I bent and gently bit at, then sucked on an erect nipple poking through the thin fabric.
She murmured happily for a second before she lifted her head. "Stop that! I don't want your grody spit all over my nice shirt. Let me take it off and you can slobber your spit all over my bare boobs instead. They're easier to disinfect."
She scrabbled at her blouse and worked it off over her head, tossing it away all tangled up with her bra.
Yep, they were every bit as wonderful as I had always expected they were. My hands shot out to take some accurate measurements, and I found that they just barely filled my fairly large grasp. Felt good as they looked, too...
"Spit, not fingers," Tish growled.
"So picky," I complained but happily bent to wetly lick one dusky nipple. Then I expertly bit it, hard enough to seem like punishment, but gently enough not to hurt.
And I pulled back my hips and then thrust back into her in a long stroke.
"Gahhh," she gasped. "Still ridiculous."
I repeated the thrust, and again. I built up a rhythm and began to just enjoy myself as I plowed her depths. I sucked hard on that first nipple some more.
"Taylor," she hissed. "Pay attention to detail, dammit. I have two fucking nipples."
So she did. The second one was awesome too.
"And Alistaire," she said more quietly as I thrust softly into her and sucked on Number Two. I raised my head slightly to look at her, maintaining enough suction to tug her breast up with me. "I think I've got the hang of taking that thing," she said. I let her take it again. "I think it is time that you show me what you can really do with it," Tish said hungrily.
Better words were never heard. In part because I really wanted to fuck her harder, and because my knees were tired of bending slightly to hit her just right, given the height of her bed.
I grinned at her and grabbed a pillow. Tish of course had lots of pillows on her bed. She has two X chromosomes. It is some kind of genetic fucking imperative. Pulling the pillow I had chosen closer, I reached under Tish, grabbed her ass, and lifted her hips. I shoved the pillow under her, doubled it over, let her ass rest on it, elevated from the bed, and pumped into her again. Yeah, this was going to be a good angle.
Then I lifted both her legs, tucked my elbows under her knees... and fucked her for real.
Her shins flopped out to my sides, and I slammed into her swiftly, my belly making slapping sounds as I impacted her at the depth of my thrusts. With her ass tilted up like this, and my cock bending down as much as it comfortably could, I knew how and where I was stroking her insides.
"Holeee fuck!" gasped Tish. Her legs clamped around me, pinning my arms to my sides and she thrust her hips back against me.
It was on.
We were now almost shouting at each other, complimenting each other with a bunch of insults.



"God damn you, Taylor," Tish said at last, in almost a whimper. Her breasts were flopping around mesmerizingly now. "If you weren't such an arrogant prick, I could have been enjoying this cock for two years now!"
"Well, you will just have to enjoy it often now," I growled back.
"I better," she gasped.
Oxygen started getting to be a concern with how the two of us were driving against each other with maximum effort, but I was not going to slow down, and she didn't want me to. Fortunately for both of our lungs, our nethers were on board with finishing the first time with dispatch.
Neither of us even had the breath to yell at each other about how great it was. I just gritted my teeth or gasped for air as I drove into her, my cock did all the screaming... with pleasure. Tish just panted loudly as her hips rocked back and forth against my efforts.
We were having one last fight, to see who could keep from coming longer.
My lungs burned and the lack of oxygen lost me the battle. I groaned and felt the incredible sensation of unloading into 'hostile' territory. Unbelievably warm, welcoming, hostile territory.
As I jetted into her, Tish yelped once, very loudly. Her back arched enough to lift her hips clean off the pillow as a long, low-pitched moan sprang loudly from her lips. Then her head rolled back, her hips collapsed back down, and her body thrummed against and around me.
I collapsed atop her as my last calorie of energy was spent. Okay, I had enough to kiss her. Thoroughly.
"Alistaire," Tish said after an eternity. "You are still half hard. I'd have expected your cock to deflate like a popped balloon after what I felt you shoot into me. Am I right that you might still have more in you?"
I nuzzled her neck. "I imagine so, but not for a hot minute," I chuckled.
"Good," she purred. "Because I need a hard cider and some snacks. Then, assuming you are right, and assuming my vagina doesn't just fall out of my body when I stand up, I'd like to go again."
It took me a moment, but I finally rolled off Tish and we both sat up.
She grabbed two ciders from her dorm fridge. I'm not much for booze, and had never had a hard cider. But I needed hydration so I accepted one. As a kid, I'd always preferred regular apple juice to apple cider, though.
I took a sip.
Who knew? Here was another kind of booze besides my father's prohibitively expensive cocktails that I liked!
I needed to text Becca and tell her about hard cider... This stuff was so much better than the stupid White Claws she loved.
Tish's stash of chips were all stale, so we each blatantly stole a big handful of Skittles from Gina's desk drawer and recharged on those.
When Tish turned away to toss her empty bottle, I stepped behind her and put my arms around her, nuzzling her neck while pressing my now fully resurgent cock against her tight little round ass.
"MmmmMMMm," Tish said.
"I haven't seen your vagina fall out," I mused.
"Who knew," she giggled in reply. "And since I am already going to walk funny tomorrow as it is, we might as well go ahead and wreck me down there some more, hmmm?"
"I like the way you think," I said, nibbling now on her neck.
Tish spun in my arms and wrapped hers around my shoulders. "Alistaire?" she said quietly. "I will always love busting your chops, and that just now was fun as fuck. But this time, I think I'd like to try leisurely and friendlily. Is that okay with you?"
"Like I said, I like the way you think," I said, caressing her gently.
The second time took ages longer than the first. We were both still tired, but mostly we just took our time to explore each other and discover the likes we had in common. It was a marvelous, multi-position, immensely friendly fuck.
When we finished, Tish rolled off to lie beside me on her narrow bed. She looked boneless, and I struggled to stand to give her room to rest.
"You should go," she said languidly. "Hurry back and all, but you should go. Gina will be back eventually, and she will have questions. I'll answer them better without you here."
"Plus, you want to screw on your head and get dressed," I suggested, pulling on my pants.
"No, I don't think so," Tish said airily. "I think I'll wait here for her just like this: sprawled out, naked and dripping everywhere, barely half under the sheet, and just generally well-fucked. It'll blow her bossy mind..." she trailed off dreamily.
*
The next time I could make it by Tish and Gina's dorm was not until four days later, a fact I was both sheepish and extremely regretful about. Sure enough, they were both there, and fortunately, they were not 'working things out' at the top of their lungs.
"Well, look what the cat dragged in," Gina drawled. She twisted scenically in her chair, stretching her torso in various unnecessary but interesting ways. I deeply appreciated the extra effort. She could have merely swiveled the chair.
"Yes," added Tish in a friendly manner that momentarily left me off-balance. She leaned forward and pressed her arms together, framing her squished-against-one-another tits admirably. "Who did you drop by to see, Taylor?" she inquired.
I had not actually thought that through. Um...
"Don't ask him that question," Gina yelped.
"Huh?" Tish asked.
"I've been told that if he's ever in a room with two girls and the subject of getting squelchy comes up, this one's brain is hardwired to think about doing both of them together. And to never stop thinking that ever again. Just... don't say anything."
Too late, Gina.
"You've been told? By who?" Tish asked curiously.
"Oh, yeah. I forgot to add you to the group," Gina said. Tish looked at her. "The Sisterhood of Alistaire's Travelling Penis." Gina went on, over Tish's guffaw, "We have a text chain that we all use regularly. I thought about adding you when I stormed out of here four days ago, but thought that would be presumptuous. Then I forgot. Here, I'll do it now," she added, grabbing up her phone.
"You are texting strangers about me?" Tish yelped.
"And girls you know, too."
"What are you saying?" Tish was suspicious.
Gina just raised her phone and read off the text. "Hey, girls! I'm adding my roommate Tish to the group. She and Alistaire are about to fuck for the second time. Say hi!"
Both Tish and I stared at Gina.
"That's the way introductions usually work?" I gulped.
"You knew about this group?" Tish asked me, incredulous. "You aren't actually going to send that!" she added to Gina.
Tish's phone dinged.
"I just did."
Tish stared at her roommate and I was afraid they were about to get into one of their rows. But then she blushed. "I'll read it later. Right now, I guess Alistaire is here for me, not you," she said, sticking out her tongue at Gina. "So beat it, stoolpigeon!"
Gina just laughed. "Fuck that noise! I'm staying right here and guarding the rest of my Skittles." She leaned back in her chair. "On advice from certain twin members of The Sisterhood, I'll just hang out and watch," she said. "And wait my turn."
--------------
Having fun yet? I am, though I want more feedback. I think I'm nailing this right now, but you tell me. If I'm firing your imaginations, then I'll know for sure I'm getting it right!
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Time for some reality checks, wonderful and otherwise.
--------------
The One With Realizations
--------------
It was now spring, and Britney had not been at the Café for two of her regular shifts in a row. I felt excited, as it likely meant that she had had a couple of auditions. Hopefully, she would get some work from at least one of them. I didn't text her to ask what was up because she hated saying anything about any opportunity until she knew whether or not it was going to pan out.
And, good news or bad, I wanted to be there in person for her when she told me.
As I walked toward the shop, I especially hoped that she would be in this morning. I missed seeing her, but more to the point, I had gone ahead and bought tickets to a movie I really wanted to see, and of all my friends, Britney was the one who would most enjoy the film.
Also informing my eagerness to see her was the fact that, in the unlikely event we made it through the film without me managing to get her off at least once, it was a dead solid certainty that we'd definitely get each other off afterward. And the timing was getting tight, since the tickets were now only two days out.
Movie theaters in LA were surprisingly shitty for the most part, mostly old and past their prime. And crowded. But there were a few more modern ones with armrests that flipped up between seats...
I stepped into the café, and saw that Britney was back at work, turned away from the counter as I entered. There were a number of customers sitting around enjoying their coffees and so on, so I refrained from audibly appreciating the view of her from behind. But I sure as fuck inaudibly appreciated it.
"Glad to see you back at work," I grumbled before she had seen me.
"Alistaire!" she exclaimed, whirling around and giving me the most brilliant smile I had ever seen on her lovely face.
"Wow, I assume you had a good audition or two?" I asked. I'd have been super bummed if she had not been happy after two days of missed work.
"Audition? Nope. I had a screentest. And there were negotiations," she beamed.
"You got a job!" I enthused.
"I got a..." she looked around. "I don't want to, can't really, talk about it here in public," she said in a suddenly quiet tone. "What time are you done with classes today?" There was a gleam in her eye that I, and select portions of my anatomy, thoroughly approved of.
"I am finished with my last class at 1:00," I said immediately. "I can drop my stuff off at my place by 1:30. Tell me where to meet you after that. Back here?"
"I get off at two," Britney said. "I'll just come over to your place as soon as I can get there. Just wait." She paused. "This is really big news, Alistaire. I expect you to be ready to celebrate extravagantly over my achievement," she finished in a voice freighted with meaning.
"Yes, ma'am!"
Yeah. After that conversation, my last class of the day felt like it took fucking forever.
But not as long as the wait after I got back to my apartment felt.
The knock came on my door less than 15 minutes after her shift ended. She had hustled over.
I opened the door wide and bowed to usher her in. "Welcome, Miss Monroe," I said.
"Nope!" was all she said, looking at me and not entering.
"What?"
"I told you I wanted you ready to celebrate extravagantly when I got here," Britney said with a stern grin. "I expected a shitload more nudity than this! I'll be back in three minutes. Use them well."
My own door closed in my face.
Well, this was a new game. She must be feeling awesome. I mused about how fun this was going to be.
Fuck! I had already stood there speculating for over a minute!
I ripped my clothes off as fast as I could, nearly toppling myself to the floor when I stupidly tried to pull off my jeans over my Converses. I had just managed to throw my stuff away from right in front of the door without killing myself when the door rapped again.
With a grin, I pulled it open and was greeted by a much more pleased smile from Britney.
"There we go," she said outright lasciviously, dragging her finger down my half-chub cock dangling before her. "I have plans for..."
She was interrupted by the sound of a deadbolt being opened from Mrs. Dunwoody's apartment right across the hall, and here I was, standing in my wide-open door with my naked dong growing rapidly!
"Eeep!" I yelped and sprang sideways, out of sight of the door across the hall. Britney had frozen at the sound of the deadbolt, but recovered and sprang forward into my apartment. She was through, but my door was still open when my neighbor lady appeared. For a 72 year-old woman, she could move fast.
Britney let the door close behind her and we both sagged.
"Which one was that?" we heard Mrs. Dunwoody ask herself, apparently not having seen Britney's face.
My friend and I giggled at each other.
"Player!" Britney chuckled teasingly.
"I am not a player," I grumbled, but with less heat than my usual denials. It had started to become apparent to me recently that I really had, in fact, become a bit of a player. I had mixed feelings about that epiphany.
"I didn't mean you had to be nude," Britney laughed. "I was hoping for, like, a robe or something. But I guess a player's gotta player..."
"You have awesome news?" I asked, trying to change the subject from my player-ness. "Get a national commercial?"
"I got a role, Alistaire!" Britney said, rapidly unbuckling the belt of her uniform. "A major supporting role in a six-episode Netflix series! No, better than that! I'm the ingenue. I even get an 'Introducing' mention in the opening credits!"
"Wow," I breathed. Film and Television are hardly my industry, but even dumb old me knew a life-changing, career-launching event. I also said, 'wow', because Britney was making short work of the buttons on the front of her 50's-style uniform.
There was no bra underneath.
Only a girl with Britney's, um, structural reinforcement could have worn that uniform through a whole shift and not have the world know she had omitted a bra that day. The depth and majesty of cleavage that I could see in the rapidly opening dress rather focused my attention.
She grabbed the lapels but did not fully open the dress. "You know," she said, suddenly hesitant, "pretty soon, you won't be the only guy seeing these naked."
"Huh?" I asked, confused. "You mean that guy, Harry? The one I like to watch hit on you at the diner? I thought you've beenhooking up with him for a while."
"Not for a month now," Britney said, distracted.
"So who is the new member of the Luckiest Guys Alive Club?" I asked curiously.
Britney took refuge from her sudden uncertainty in a withering gaze at me. "Nobody. Well, I mean..." she cut herself off. "Look dufus, I have three topless scenes, including one that is meant to be long and steamy as shit."
"Oh, wow!"
"I mean, the script as currently written only calls for two scenes where the girls make an appearance, but my contract has an option for a third to be potentially added in re-writes. My agent, the old horndog, is certain that with a girl that looks like me, they will find an excuse to add that third scene." She paused, looking at me. "I hope you don't disapprove."
I stared at her. "First off, my opinion doesn't matter. You know that. Second, I'm a fan of boobies on screen," I added. I reflected briefly on how much a couple of pairs of really nice boobs, almost as nice as Britney's, and a stray naked dong on screen in a horror movie had contributed mightily to how awesome my entire life had become.
Regardless, Britney was not asking my permission, only respecting my opinion.
"Are you okay with it?" I asked. That was my only problem.
She took a deep breath and shrugged her uniform off her shoulders and to the floor as she resumed talking, now regaining her animation. "It's a big step," she admitted. "But honestly, I had already pretty much decided I was okay doing it before I even went to the first audition. My agent told me from the start that the show is going to be drenched in skin for everybody in it, even the male lead. I can't tell you who he is, but I can tell you his ass is out for all to see in Every. Single. Episode!" She giggled. "And I can also tell you that he is nowhere near as hot as he looks on the screen."
She grinned widely. "But he is still plenty hot enough for me to summon some pretty good chemistry with him."
I was ecstatic for her, but my mind was nevertheless drawn to the sight of her boobs in front of me, floating there, perfectly formed in a shape that seemed utterly natural... assuming they were in lunar gravity. Her nipples were sure as fuck enthusiastic about being shown off to millions worldwide.
Or maybe they just wanted to be sucked on by one, apartment-wide. If that was the case, I should not disappoint them. "Go on," I invited, but spoiled the appearance of interest by cupping her tits and bending to suckle an adorable nipple.
"Not much more to tell," she breathed excitedly. Again, what all she was excited about was unclear, but I had to be some of it. "The pay is better than scale, a lot better if they pick up that third scene. And if the series gets renewed for a second season, my salary gets big," she breathed, running her fingers hungrily through my hair as she spoke.
Her hands pulled my face even harder against her breast as she went on. "The story is really good, Alistaire. And Teddy and his production company have produced some major shows already for both Netflix and Amazon. This thing could be a hit. A big one. If it is, I'm going to be a genuine star!"
"Nobody deserves it more," I said, lifting my head and kissing her lips. I could already smell her arousal, and I tucked my fingers into the waistband of the extremely modest undies she always carefully wore under her short uniform skirt.
But she slapped my fingers away. "In a minute, eager beaver! Sit," she ordered, pointing at my lone easy chair. "I really need a celebratory protein snack from you," she giggled.
Britney really did enjoy sucking cock...
I was hardly going to argue about her excellent plan and flopped into my chair. In a flash, she was kneeling on the floor between my legs, stroking my long ago now hard cock and licking up the length. I moaned as she drew me in between her lips and suckled on me gently.
"You know," she said, pulling me free of her lips in brief, intermittent bobs, "I cut things off with Harry in part, gluk, gluk, because his dick and especially his jizz just tasted bad," she went on, doing something extremely wonderful with her tongue. "He's a sweetie, but I'd never tasted any that was, mmmmm, bad before, and I just, mmmm, could, mmmm, not, mmm, gluk, take it."
She sucked a lot of me into her mouth. More than usual.
Sucks to be Harry.
"Teddy tastes great though," she chirped. "Almost as good as you." She plunged down on my cock again.
"What?" I yelped. I wanted to leap to my feet in concern, but the gentle, inexorable force of her face on my dick made such an act impossible. "The producer made you suck his cock for the role?" I exclaimed in horror.
"No! Shame on you, Alistaire," she said, popping off my cock and glaring at me. But her hand kept making wonderful strokes. "Teddy is a perfect gentleman. Neither he nor anyone at the production made any such suggestion. Nor would they. Ever!"
She let her tongue roll over and around my swollen, near-desperate tip, ignoring my sudden tension. "But he is awfully charming. And, well, by the time I decided that I wanted to, I was pretty sure the part was almost certainly going to probably be mine anyway." She looked sternly up at me. "I sucked his cock because I really, really just wanted to suck his cock, and I wanted to celebrate." She reminded me then, in the best possible way, that she did very much enjoy doing what she had done to her new boss. It was a forcible reminder that had sweat beading my brow suddenly.
"But I will admit I thought it might be a good way to remove any lingering doubts," she admitted wryly.
Then she stopped talking and really got going hungrily. It was a really good blowjob.
Fuck.
I could see how she could seal a deal this way, dammit.
Her tongue tortured my helmet as my mind alternated from trying to relax and enjoy, to manufacturing more doubts. I guessed I was not going to need to find this guy Teddy's offices and have a word with him. Not that I would have anyway, because harming Britney's big break would be the worst thing anyone had ever done. An even worse thing than Teddy letting her blow him.
I doubted seriously that he had not at least hinted at the idea.
And Britney? My friend? She of the fabulous tits and the fabulous everything else? And the even more fabulous love for and skill at sucking cock? I could not judge her.
But I kind of did.
But I also was almost unbearably happy for her.
That, and the way we fucked three times that afternoon, seasoned in between with her own lovely flavors, was more than enough for me to put my mind at ease about the whole situation.
It was not until after she was gone that I started to get mad at myself. What had happened to me out here that I thought anything about this situation was okay?
*
BEN: So, are you coming, dude?
My old high school buddy had resumed trying to get me to go to yet another Alumni Day. It was only our class's third reunion, which was not really a thing. People did not go to their class's third anniversary. But Mrs. Sarnioki's husband was taking an early retirement from his job as the school's business administrator, and she was leaving with him. She had been a favorite of mine, but she had actually been Ben's advisor. He had been planning to go from the second we all got the email that this was her goodbye opportunity.
ME: I want to go, man. You know I love the lady. But the plane ticket's a lot of cash, and it is close to exams
There was a pause.
BEN: Beth is coming. She confirmed today
Oh.
Oh, wow.
If Beth was coming, Ben would be fucking her quite thoroughly.
If I also came, I would be fucking her quite thoroughly too. At the same time.
I missed Ben. I really missed Beth.
And dammit, much as I hated to admit it, I missed the adventure of double-teaming Beth with Ben. I obviously preferred being double-teamed, but the three of us had some magical history.
I hemmed for a moment. It wasn't like I didn't have similar threesome opportunities out here. Hell, one set of my friends and I had coordinated one of our occasional foursomes just two days ago. I was still recovering.
But Beth...
ME: Well then, I guess I'll see you there
*
I managed the trip, but the scheduling was harder than the money. I had to really shoehorn it in because the following Monday morning there was an absolute, no shit, can't miss class. I took a red-eye flight to JFK on the morning of Alumni Day. It was late, and I only made it up to school in the middle of the afternoon. There was, alas, no home track meet to watch this year, so I wandered over toward the varsity lacrosse field.
According to my texts, Beth had been on campus that morning for the parade, but had left for a while to finish and send in a paper. Ben had been delayed getting on the road by some drama with his roommate, his roommate's suddenly and spectacularly former girlfriend, and a very broken window that they had had to explain to his landlord. The three of us were all planning to meet up at the banquet in a few hours.
I moved through the crowd of mostly older alumni, along with a bunch of student spectators who had been frosh and sophomores when I was a senior. Didn't recognize a soul.
Then the crowd parted a bit in front of me and I saw a pair of corduroys and a tight sweater with contours that I would never forget.
"Jenn!" I exclaimed in surprise.
Jenn spun and saw me. "Hey!" she yelped and leapt toward me. She threw herself into my arms and we hugged tightly. I even lifted her up off the ground as we embraced.
I almost forgot myself and kissed her, but I remembered in the nick of time that she was blessed with a very serious boyfriend somewhere named Pete.
I set Jenn down and asked her how she got here, and why hadn't I heard she was coming to Alumni Day.
"I'm not here for Alumni Day," she snorted. "That is a coincidence. Pete and I are driving to his parents' place on the Cape for his mom's birthday tomorrow. This is on the way, so I thought why not stop and show him the old stomping grounds! Oh God, this is so great you are here," Jenn added enthusiastically. "I want you to meet Pete," she added, tugging me along toward a handsome dude with a bemused expression on his face.
Pete, best I had determined from various text conversations with Jenn, was her fiancé, and would probably figure that fact out at some point.
He stuck out his hand and said, "I assume that I am meeting the infamous Alistaire."
Infamous?
Yeah, I guess that checked out.
"Guilty," I said. "It's great to meet you, Pete. I hear almost nothing but great things." That earned me a shove from Jenn.
"Same for me," Pete said. She shoved him too.
I was a little uncomfortable at first, remembering Carla's comment about her lover for life, Ron, 'hating' me, even if it was just the idea of me. But Pete seemed genuinely confident in his status with Jenn. That made me even happier than the realization that I wasn't going to get punched in the snoot.
We all chatted companionably for a while, Jenn hanging happily on Pete's arm. I found that I liked the guy, and that made me glad. Jenn clearly doted on him, not that I had not already been told as much, and that warmed my heart.
They were getting close to needing to go, and Jenn had to run off toward the Field House to find a bathroom. She hesitated, but only for a second, before leaving the two of us alone without her.
He watched her retreating form. I'll admit, I watched it too.
He caught me looking, of course. And laughed.
"You used to intimidate the fuck out of me, you know," he said casually.
"Me?" I asked in surprise. I looked at Pete. He was three inches shorter than me, but probably outweighed me by five to ten pounds. And he had no more fat on his frame than I do. "I guess now that you see me, you can tell I'm not intimidating!" I laughed.
"You know what I mean," he grimaced. "I know a lot about you. Probably more than I should. Sorry about that. But when Jenn and I first got serious, I wanted her to know that I have a bit of a past. I detailed a few former girlfriends. What I got told about in return was... you."
What the fuck was I to say to that?
"I stewed over this dude out there that she still texts with a lot, and talks about even more," he went on, in this bizarre confessional out of nowhere. His face was serious. "Honestly, I worried that I was just to be some kind of place-holder until she could somehow one day reunite with this sex god with a heart of gold. But then, when I finally realized that no, I was who she genuinely preferred, genuinely wanted, I knew I'd found the win." He smiled at me.
I just stuck out a fist for him to bump.
It was good to be Pete.
"Can you keep a secret?" he asked, an almost dorky smile on his face.
"Usually, unless it is going to embarrass me personally," I said.
He snorted. Then looked around to ensure Jenn was not back yet. "I have a jewelry box in my suitcase. I'm going to ask her to marry me at my mom's party tomorrow."
Ah! So he had, in fact, figured out he was her fiancé. Good for him.
And good for me, because the love of her life would apparently be no obstacle to my remaining friends with my old buddy.
*
Jenn and Pete left soon after. I grabbed an Uber to go check into my hotel and change, only just making it back in time for the banquet being held in the massive Field House. My first reunion, I had dressed like a slob and felt crappy about it. This year, I put on a blue blazer and khakis like a proper New England aristocrat.



The three adjacent basketball courts in the field house were filled with two buffet lines, a dias, and a sea of eight-person round tables, each with a sign showing the class year of the people sitting at it. The Old Guard, those on their 50th or more anniversary of graduation were clustered right at the dias. There were a good number of survivors at those two tables, most with wives. A few of those wives were much, much younger...
Our school had been founded as a boys' school, butnwhen my class got to our fifth reunion, there would be female alumna for the first time in the Old Guard. How would that change things? Would any of those rich old ladies have 30 year-old husbands?
Probably.
I moved into the cavernous room, looking to see if I could spot Ben and Beth. We would likely have to shoehorn ourselves into a gap in an older class's table. But to my surprise, I spotted a table with our class's year on the sign. More surprising, it was almost full!
On the far side were four of my classmates, two guys and two girls, all of whom I remembered on sight, but never had much to do with. Next to them was Ben, and next to Ben was Beth. The last two seats to Beth's left were mercifully empty.
Ben saw me first, and popped up to smile at me. "Dude! You are here," he said. We high-fived.
Beth turned to smile at me. I tugged at the chair beside her. "Mind if I sit here, Beth?" I asked.
"Wouldn't have it any other way," she practically purred.
"Al, isn't it?" Gerry Perkins, one of our classmates greeted me. I smiled.
"Wait, wasn't it Alistaire?" asked Jo Silverman. I knew her a little, but she must have picked up on my name change back before graduation. She was sitting between Gerry and Ben.
"How the hell are there seven of us here for a third reunion?" I asked in mild wonder. Really, a third reunion was just not a thing.
"Same reason you flew here from California, dude," Ben snorted. "Sarnioki."
"Oh, is that why I'm here?" I asked silkily. Beth kicked me under the table.
"Well, I'm not sure why most of you are here," Danny Thompkins said. For a soccer and basketball jock I had only one class with in four years, he stuck out in my mind somehow. "But Ben, me, and Jo were in her advisory for four years."
An advisory was the group of students a teacher would take under his or her wing and provide guidance and advice. Some students became incredibly close friends with their advisors and stuck with them the whole time at school. For my part, I'd never clicked with any of mine and I had changed every year.
Franny added, "And Beth and I did that ISP together with her."
"The recommendation letters she gave each of us were glorious," Beth said. "I'm pretty sure it put me over the top to get in where I wanted."
Gerry, who had not been one of my favorite people when he arrived as a sophomore but who had improved his act over time, just shrugged at me. "I go to school nearby, my little brother is a freshman here now, and I just always liked Mr. Sarnioki ever since I took the one class he teaches. What is your excuse for flying all the way back from California?"
"Mrs. S was a great teacher, and I worked for her in the library," I shrugged.
That got a somewhat annoying laugh from Gerry. "You were one of her book geeks? I guess you had to return for some fond memories of fun in the library!"
I arched an eyebrow at him, feeling a little alpha and in no mood for shit from this guy for old-time's sake. "Oh, the library was great," I said smoothly. "I had so many fabulous times in there." I looked around Beth, who was kicking my foot again, toward Ben. "You had some good times there as well, didn't you?" I asked with a broad smile.
"The best," Ben beamed back. We leaned toward each other to bump fists, both pressing lightly against Beth as we did so. As we leaned back, he asked her, "You had some fun in the library too, if my fading memory serves. Right, Beth?"
Beth just lightly stroked both our shoulders for a fleeting moment and chuckled. "Gotta love the library. The quiet, the comfy seating..."
The other four at the table looked at us like we had lost our minds. I mean, they viewed Ben (if at all) as dweeb and me (if at all) as a nerd, but they seemed to expect more sanity from a star athlete like Beth. Who the fuck cares about the library?
Just then, everybody in the 5th reunion or younger was called to the buffet, and we all swiftly loaded up on food of dubious quality but significant quantity. Back at the table, we chatted briefly about our class president, who had legendarily flamed out at Georgetown and was now the first mate on a sportfishing boat in Key West.
But my mind was increasingly on the idea of later. Ben and I would soon have Beth naked and... Who was going first, to do what? You don't plan threesomes, but you do set some internal priorities. If I got my way, both Ben and I would compete at licking Beth cross-eyed before anything else happened.
I grabbed a tater-tot. Yes, there were tater tots being served to 75 year-old alumni. "Look, Beth," I said, holding it out close to her face. "This one kind of looks like Mrs. S's face," I bullshitted.
She looked at it cross-eyed, trying to figure out what the fuck I was up to.
"Try it," I said with just a trace of firmness.
Her eyes uncrossed in a snap and looked into mine. They narrowed for a moment, then she grinned. "Sure," she said, and opened her lips, her tongue extended just a tiny bit. She left her hands submissively in her lap.
Nice.
I reached out just a few inches further and popped the tot into her open mouth. Then I pushed it further in along her tongue with just my index finger.
Her lips closed around my finger before she slowly leaned backward, drawing my digit gradually free of her mouth with a pop. She chewed slowly and ostentatiously.
By the time it was done, this little byplay had escaped no one's notice. The four outside our group stared at Beth and me, each clearly convinced they had missed something, and had not seen what they had just seen. My eyes met Ben's and he smirked at me.
Game on.
"Whether they look like Mrs. S or not," Ben said after a beat, "the tots are cold and soft. Have a carrot stick, Beth. They are nice and firm."
Beth had a quite visible stack of carrot sticks on her own plate. But she just purred, "Thank you, Ben."
She opened her mouth and let Ben begin to slide a carrot stick into it. But halfway in, she swiftly bit down with an audible crack, snapping off the orange goodness. She sat back so we could both see her face as she chewed on it with a face that suggested it had been $200 caviar, not a fucking cut-up root.
"Come on," Franny grumbled for the rest of the table. They had already been watching that time. Beth and Ben and I exchanged glances. Yeah, time to fuck with our classmates. But we clearly were going to approach it slowly, at first.
We were interrupted by Dean Fletcher dropping by our table, the latest in a series of faculty who worked their way around the room to schmooze with all the donors (or future donors in our case). She even sat in the chair next to me for a minute or two and we all fished for stories of disciplinary problems among the seniors, since they had been around when we were still here and we would at least know some names.
The Dean was unforthcoming.
After the older woman got up to hunt bigger game, I snorted as if something had just occurred to me. "Honestly, Gerry," I said across the table, as if picking up an old conversational thread, "I guess I also came back to see all the beautiful women around here." I let my gaze wander over the three girls at our table, but mostly Beth. Both Jo and Franny were worth looking at on their own. But they were not Beth. And unlike Beth, I was not going to fuck either of them later.
Franny snorted at that as my eyes wafted over her. "You are in LA, home of the hotties. You wouldn't fly all the way back here for that," she scoffed.
Okay. I looked at her a little harder, making sure she saw me do so. But then I quite openly turned to look at Beth. "One, LA is not the sea of pulchritude," SAT word, "that Hollywood would make you think. And Two, there are some true beauties around here..."
Beth smirked at me.
"I agree with Alistaire," Ben added. When Beth turned to him, he added, "I'd say that in some cases, our class had some real gems." They looked at each other.
Jo laughed. "You two are psycho. I'll bet you are wishing you got this kind of attention back when we were all still in school, Beth!"
"Yeah," Gerry added, apparently starting to feel the second glass of wine he was drinking a little. "You'd have gotten laid for sure!"
Jo elbowed him.
Beth silently stared at him until he flushed in embarrassment. But then she quite ostentatiously lifted both her hands from the tabletop and lowered them down and directly toward Ben and me beneath the table.
"What makes you all think," Beth said smoothly to our now wide-eyed companions, "that I did not, in fact, fuck both these guys back in school?"
There was no answer.
I looked at Ben and he looked back. In for a penny, in for a pound.
"Often at the same time," I added matter of factly.
All of them except Jo burst out into laughter. "God damn! You three got us!" Danny chortled, relaxing back now that he supposed we had been yanking their chains.
Jo did not laugh. She sat right next to Ben. She could see his lap. Since I assumed Beth was doing to Ben's cock through his trousers what she was doing to my cock through my trousers, Jo knew the only chains being yanked were Ben's and mine.
We all grinned at each other. I grinned at Jo, too. Just because. She blinked and gulped.
Beth gave Ben a dreamy look, then turned back toward me.
And suddenly, she sighed, her lightly powerful shoulders slumping. The hand on my cock retreated to her lap.
"Well, Ben," she said, sounding resigned but not unhappy. "It looks like you will have to do all the work for me back at the hotel later. Alistaire won't be joining us."
What?
Had I just beenejected? Why? That made no sense. I looked at Ben. The matching look of puzzlement on his face suddenly vanished, and he smiled, nodding.
Huh?
I suddenly realized they weren't looking at me but over my shoulder. Instinctively, I turned.
Coming across the field house, weaving through the tables, was Bridget.
I have never had the slightest recollection of what happened over the next few moments. I'm sure I never will. My next conscious memory is of finding myself three tables away from my seat, in the middle of the cluster of tenth reunion tables. I was holding Bridget with one hand on the small of her back, crushing her against me. My other hand had swept up under her mass of firey curls, and my fingers wove through the strands on the back of her head. Her arms were around me, pulling me just as hard against her. Between us, we had basically laminated our bodies together. My cock, already hardening from Beth's attentions, made its presence known between us, as did Bridget's lovely breasts.
We were kissing. Deeply.
Bridget, I damn well knew, had no boyfriend currently. She was not even dating anyone. Penn men must be total dipshits for that to be true. Yet somehow, it had been the case more often than not. I could inhale this woman in my arms with no compunctions.
There were no tongues involved. I just needed to meld with Bridget--to taste, smell, and devour her. She reciprocated in kind, making everything that much better.
It was not a short kiss.
In fact, it lasted too long.
"This sort of behavior is unacceptable," came a voice we both knew, and we sprang apart like two six year-olds caught trying to figure out a book of matches.
Dr. Sanfillipo stood there in his favorite tweed blazer, glowering at us. Did the old guy ever even get the damned thing cleaned? It was always covered in chalk dust. The son of a bitch even had his pink pad in his hand and was writing on it furiously.
Old Man Sanfilipo has a superpower. Any students who were doing anything in public, anywhere on campus, beyond simply holding hands, would find the bastard appearing as if by magic and writing them up for Public Displays of Affection on those pink demerit slips.
Neither Bridget nor I had ever been busted by him, or by anyone else, but Sanfilipo was the Boogeyman for everybody.
He glared at us over his wireframe glasses and peeled off a pink discipline sheet. He handed it to Bridget wordlessly. He resumed writing on the pad while he grumbled, "I'm disappointed in you two. I never had any trouble from you before." He peeled off the second sheet and handed it to me. I took it nervelessly, not even looking at it.
"Let this be a lesson to you two," he grumbled sternly and wandered off. The tenth class was all sniggering at us. Bastards were just glad it wasn't them. We hustled back to our table.
Bridget spied the two empty seats, saw which I had been sitting in, and took it, placing herself between me and Beth. I slid into the empty one, now right next to Danny.
"You didn't need to put yourself between me and Alistaire," Beth observed drily.
Bridget just looked at her with the same expression I used to have when I got candy for Christmas and was defiant about sharing any with Dad.
"Hi, Bridget!" Ben waved.
"Hi, Ben, Beth," Bridget said brightly. Then she turned back to me. "Hi, Alistaire. Fancy running into you here."
"Hi, Bridget," Danny said diffidently.
Oh, yeah! That's what made me remember Danny. He had gone out with Bridget that one time and been deemed worthy only of a courtesy handjob.
Sucks to be Danny.
"Well, I see Guiseppe wrote you up for that little display," said Mrs. Sarnioki from behind us.
We all turned and smiled at one of our favorite teachers, who had finally found the chance to come visit us.
"Yeah, what the fuck?" Franny asked. "Can he even give demerits to alumni?"
"You two had better watch your behavior the rest of the night. I'd hate for you to have to put in a disciplinary crew session before you head back to college!" Mrs. Sarnioki said to me and Bridget with a serious face.
"I have a one o'clock flight," I grumbled.
"I'll tell you a secret if you promise not to tell any current students," she said to the table at large.
We all leaned in. Faculty secrets were what being an alum was all about.
"Dr. Sanfilipo never hands in any of those PDA sheets until he makes sure they won't put a student over the edge to a screw crew," she confided to us.
Eyes widened around the table.
"I follow the same policy, I just don't write so many up," she added.
"You put me over the top with a fucking PDA!" Jo said hotly. "On the Valentine's Day of senior year," she specified.
"Did I?" mused Mrs. S, pretending to not remember. "Oh! Yeah.You had cut my class the day before!" She glowered at Jo. "The five demerits I could give you for that weren't enough to make sure you learned that no one cuts my class! And watch that language, young lady!"
"Ummm..."
"How many did he ding you for?" our former teacher turned to ask Bridget, Jo having been put in her place.
Bridget looked at her sheet for the first time. "Infraction: PDA. Three demerits. Description: Giving the tenth reunion old farts all heart attacks," she read, blushing.
"Nice. How about you?" Mrs. S asked me.
I looked at my crumpled sheet.
"Infraction: PDA. Four demerits. Description: Snogging the hell out of Bridget like a fiend from hell," I read. "Wait a minute! Four! You can't get four demerits for PDA!" I objected. "Three's the max!"
We had graduated three years ago. Why the fuck were Bridget and I so incensed about demerits that did not mean anything?
"That was a compliment, Alistaire," Mrs. S replied. "Consider both yourselves lucky, though. A few years back, it must have been your sophomore year, we had a Christmas party for the faculty who were stuck here over the break. Giuseppe handed out five demerits each to me and my husband for what we got up to under the mistletoe," she chortled.
"I don't know why he got more demerits than I did," Bridget grumped, suddenly competitive.
"I think he was making up for not catching what happened two years ago," Mrs. Sarnioki said merrily.
Bridget's eyes widened. Everyone else except Beth leaned in.
"What did I miss?" Ben asked. Everyone else had their listening ears on.
Mrs. S looked at me for a moment. I pled for mercy with my eyes, but it was denied.
"Two years ago, in this very gym, on this very day, Alistaire left the alumni banquet with Nancy Green," she said gleefully.
Eight eyes across the table stared at me, disbelieving.
Ben muttered, "You and Ms. Green again?"
Eight eyes swiveled toward him in shock.
"Alistaire and Nancy walked straight over to Gorham House, entered through the front goddamn door instead of the faculty entrance, went through the crowded common room, and up the main stairs," Mrs. Sarnioki gleefully recounted. "They then went into her apartment, from which he did not emerge until long after midnight," she finished.
Franny Todd looked at me in something akin to utter terror... with a bit of speculation.
"There was talk," our old mentor went on drily in what I was sure was massive understatement. "Among everybody. But most of the faculty, especially the headmaster, quickly shut up and pretended it did not happen. But I, Dean Fletcher, and Mrs. Ferguson, as the three faculty women who had been in her situation once upon a time, took Nancy out to dinner and dragged all the details out of her."
"Her situation?" Beth inquired.
"All the details?" I quavered.
"The four of us all had all come to work at this place as young, single women. It's a shitty circumstance," this monster in teacher's clothing told the table at large. "Nancy just did what we had all wanted to, at one point or another."
She looked at Bridget. "But to answer Alistaire's question, Nancy told us all about it. I'm not surprised you had a snog like that in your repertoire, Alistaire. But where the fuck did that particular display between you two come from? Bridget, did you and Alistaire...?" she trailed off.
"Not just her," Beth interjected chirpily.
Mrs. S looked back and forth between Beth and Bridget. Then she locked her gaze on a smiling, thoroughly blasé Ben. "Why are you so smug?"
Ben just leaned into Beth, an arm around her shoulders. "I can't imagine," he said, with a mouth that would not melt butter.
The woman stared at the four of us. "I am running away now," she announced to the other four at our table. She left, but with a really wonderful smile as she did so. "It is always the quiet ones," I heard her mutter as she bolted off.
"I wonder if she ever actually tasted any forbidden fruit herself," Beth mused as we watched Mrs. Sarnioki. She stopped to talk to the fifth reunion people at the next table.
"Mrs. Sarnioki?" Gerry laughed. "Come on!"
"I could see it," Ben said slowly. "I always thought she had an adventurous streak. But listen, while she is absolutely my favorite teacher ever, she is not exactly Nanc..."
"You guys all know I babysat for them for three years, right?" Bridget said sharply.
"And?" Jo said.
"So, it got boring. I've been through their photo albums a hundred times," Bridget said. "You should have seen that woman back when she was our age."
I thought about that.
Nah.
"No way," said Danny.
Conversation suddenly became that weird kind of talk where people are avoiding the elephant in the room. Mrs. S moved on from the nearby fifth reunion table, after what had to have been a much less entertaining discussion. For her.
Bridget's phone dinged.
She looked at it almost automatically and snorted into her hand.



"What?" I asked, curious. I leaned toward her and she yanked her phone against her chest.
"I can't show you this!" Bridget giggled as if scandalized.
"Show us what?" Ben asked, leaning across Beth. If he wasn't taking a liberty or two with her as he leaned across, he was dead to me.
Bridget bit her lip.
"Clearly she heard us talking about her after she left. So, honestly, she had to have meant for me to share this with you all," Bridget said almost to herself. "This is pretty much a flex..." she seemed to admit to herself.
She turned her phone toward me. She had just been texted a photo. A picture of a damned hot young woman in a damned small white bikini, about our age, but leaning against some fairly new-looking car from the nineties.
Holy fuck. I realized that the woman was Mrs. Sarnioki... when she was about our age.
"Fuuuuck!" I gasped.
Everyone else at the table lunged to see the picture.
"Fuuuck!" was the consensus response.
"Thank God I never saw that picture before," Ben said almost absently.
"Why?" Gerry asked, before I could.
"She was my advisor," Ben said. "She had that great little couch in her office. I'd hang out there and do homework all the time. We'd talk a little. You guys know," he said, waving at Danny and Jo. "You did it too."
"And?" Danny asked, confused.
"Dude. If you had that picture in your head, would you have been able to get any homework done while hanging out in her office?"
Danny said nothing, but damned near blushed.
"Send me the photo," Gerry said, unwisely. He got a look from every female at the table. He also got covert thanks for being the one of us guys to take the heat for asking, before any of the rest of us dared to do the same.
"Fuck off, Perkins," Bridget laughed good-naturedly. "I'm going to delete this from my own damned phone, I'm sure not sending it to yours!"
She fiddled with her phone and put it away. But I was sure the fiddling had not included deleting the file.
Franny had apparently been stewing over something and it boiled out of her mouth. "Bridget, what happened to you?" she asked.
"Huh?" my buddy asked, confused.
"I have never seen you dress like that," Franny said firmly. "I'd remember. All these fucking guys would certainly remember." She looked at Gerry and Danny, who both nodded. "Looking at you, I cannot understand, for the life of me, why you never wore stuff like that!"
Bridget's flaming red hair was shorter than I had ever seen it, at least since freshman year. It was still shoulder length, and the habitually tight curls had been smoothed out to rich, rolling curves. It was a very, very good look on her. But the change Franny was talking about was her clothes.
Bridget wore a light green sundress, with an elastic ruched bodice, spaghetti straps over her shoulders, a fitted waist, and a skirt that ended at mid-calf. She obviously wore no bra, the tight-fitting top providing the only support, and the only support needed to absolutely showcase her unfairly incredible torso.
After four years of baggy hoodies and strap-down sports bras, I was pretty sure I was about the only dude in our class who even was aware she had tits.
"Seriously, Bridget," Ben chuckled. "I really wish I'd known you looked this way back in school!"
That cocky remark earned him three completely different glares from me, Beth, and Bridget.
"Dream on, Ben," Bridget said witheringly.
He did not wither. "I'd just have liked to know! Unlike some people, I could not have handled both you and Beth..."
Our four table companions all choked on their food in one way or another.
And with that, our conversation reverted to Alumni Day-type shit. Since Franklin White was not present to be offended, we all rehashed the way he and our mighty football team had choked away an undefeated season our senior year with the interception he had thrown on what should have been a running down.
But it was an awkward conversation. This could have been in part because of all that had been discussed before. Also, because Bridget had her hand in my lap. Right where everybody knew Beth had had hers a half hour earlier. It wasn't blatant, but she hardly hid it from the people at the table.
Also, Beth definitely had her hand back in Ben's lap, and it was clear her hand was probably more active than Bridget's.
Sex literally hung over our class's table. I was torn between wanting to spend more time hanging out with Ben and Beth, and wanting to cut the evening short so I could drag Bridget off to whatever hotel she wanted to be dragged off to and get to all the wonderful things the two of us were going to get up to eventually anyway.
Bridget and I had said not one word about having sex that evening. But from the moment we'd laid eyes on each other, I thought neither of us had had the slightest shadow of a doubt that was where we were going. I realized that I expected it like I expected to be breathing. It just was.
But all four of us hung in there and talked about school with these other people we had mostly never hung out with, enjoying talking about old times and enjoying teasing the shit out of the four of them. They mostly pretended to ignore our antics.
But not always. Beth had just said... something. I think it ended up being a metaphor for dick size. The four of us all took it that way, even Beth, though she may or may not have intended it in the first place. But we were all leaning in toward each other, giggling like randy toddlers.
"So are you guys going to fuck off and have a foursome after this, for Christ's sake?" Jo groaned.
Ben snorted. Possibly wistfully.
Most of us laughed.
I just shook my head. "Foursomes are mostly not as amazing as you'd think," I observed.
"Fuck. Off," Gerry said, challenge in his voice.
"No goddamned way," Franny added.
"I mean, I've never tried it with three girls," I said, defending my honesty. "I'd be intimidated really," I mused. "I'm not sure how I could manage to get three girls off all at the same time."
I got stares.
"And no way I'm trying to pull off three guys with one girl," I added firmly.
"Yeah," replied Ben, thinking about that idea. "Not gonna happen."
Beth looked like she had other opinions.
"You are trying to tell us all that you once had a fucking two guys, two girls four-way," Franny said, clearly done with my alleged bullshit.
Despite having an infrequent, irregular, but very much ongoing four-way situation back at USC, I declined to fully share that last bit with the group. It seemed a bit of a boast.
"Listen," I said simply, "two guys and two girls is awkward, confusing, and clumsy. You never know who you are supposed to be doing what with, or who is just watching at any moment. That sort of thing. It's like a square dance. It's all complicated and there is no connection with anyone," I said, suddenly warming to the new metaphor. "To be honest, foursomes would be a lot more successful with some old dude calling the moves for everybody."
I was treated like some kind of exotic snake, and the topic moved on hurriedly.
"Who?" Beth whispered to me, leaning across Bridget, who definitely looked like she wanted an answer too.
I cocked an eyebrow. "Kate and Ronnie," I whispered back. Neither of them knew Flip, so I didn't name-check him.
Bridget thought about that. "Kate set it up, right?"
"Yes," I said, surprised and impressed by the guess. "And how fucking well do you know them to be able to guess, anyway?"
"I know everybody, Alistaire," Bridget said simply.
Gerry suddenly interrupted some tale of Danny's. "This is fucking ridiculous. I cannot believe that I'm getting so goddamned horny, just from hanging out with Al Taylor and his gang!"
Jo turned to him instantly and said, "I know, right?"
Everybody laughed.
"I think we are my gang, but okay," Beth said drily.
Danny and Franny were looking at Gerry and Jo like they were betrayers.
I suddenly realized that Gerry and Jo were mostly just looking at each other.
Really?
Less than two minutes later, Gerry announced, "I think I'm about done for the evening. I might go ahead and grab an Uber." He was speaking to the table, but I could see him keeping his attention entirely on Jo next to him.
"You know, I'm beat as well," Jo agreed. "Mind sharing the ride?"
The two grinned at each other, though they tried to hide it.
As if.
Trying not to look hasty, the two stood and damned near ran out of the field house after a few token noises about seeing everybody at the fifth reunion.
"What. The fuck. Was that?" Franny asked acerbically.
"That was two people who suddenly decided they needed to find some privacy and do something with it," I chortled.
"They never did anything back here," Franny said, almost angrily. "They didn't even hang out together!"
"Making up for lost time can be a beautiful thing," Bridget said, looking at me.
"The whole world is psycho," Franny grumbled, folding her arms across her chest. Suddenly she rounded on Danny, sitting between her and me. "Don't you go getting any ideas about dragging me off for sex," she said heatedly.
"Me?" Danny meeped.
"Yes, you. Don't you go thinking you are going to fuck me tonight!"
Danny sagged in visble releif. "Thank God."
"What?" Franny yelped.
"I was afraid you were leaning that way. You know, into their sex field," Danny replied, jerking his thumb in our direction.
"Wait a minute," Franny said, suddenly icy instead of heated.
Danny was an idiot. The rest of us saw it already. Ben and I were wincing. Danny still hadn't clued into what he had said.
"You are relieved to have escaped sex with me?" Franny informed him of his misstep. "I am so hideous to you?"
Danny got it now, poor asshole. "Oh! Hey! Wait!" He yelped. Even in a relationship like he had with Franny, which is to say--none, no reasonable quality guy wants to piss off a woman that way. "I... I mean..."
His shoulders sagged.
"Look," he said, now speaking to all of us, not just Franny. "It's not like I'm some vegan who has to announce that fact before they give you their name, so I have kind of enjoyed it not being an issue tonight," he said cryptically. "But last year, I, um, I kind of Came Out."
"You're gay?" Franny gasped, her face an unreadable mess of thoughts and emotions.
Danny shrugged almost apologetically.
"I find that hard to believe," Bridget said with a magnificent cruelty I didn't think she had in her. "My experience suggests otherwise."
"Wait, you fucked him too?" Franny almost hissed.
"No, but I assure you, he wanted me to," Bridget laughed. "And he sure as fuck enjoyed what little we did do."
Danny looked at Bridget like she had shot his dog. Or more accurately, like she was in the process of shooting his dog. But he felt Franny still stewing beside him. He turned back to her.
"Look, I guess really I am, you know, bi. But I haven't been with a girl since I started dating guys. I was conflicted just now!"
Franny did not take this like Danny had hoped.
I was enjoying the fuck out of all this, to be ashamedly honest. Turns out Danny babbled as bad as me.
"So you do still like girls, but I'm some kind of particular horror show?" Franny demanded.
"No!" Danny yelped. "I mean, I could get it up for you, sure..."
"You. Could. Get. It. Up. For. Me?" Franny said icily.
"I've got it up for you right fucking now," Danny said, snapping at last. "I just am not sure I remember what to fucking do, so I was hoping to avoid the question!"
"Oh, I'm pretty sure you'd remember quick," Bridget dug in the knife further.
Both of them glared at her.
"You are so full of bullshit, Danny Thompkins," Franny almost yelled. She was keeping it down, though. We all were. None of us wanted Sanfilipo to reappear to give us demerits for Disruptive Behavior. Then she sort of spluttered for a moment. And her hand shot out into Danny's crotch!
She froze like that.
"You are hard," she said, bemused. "Stupid hard, actually. Feels like a piece of broom handle in there."
"He gets that way," Bridget continued to be evil.
"Franny," Danny said in a lightly strangled voice. "Please! Either take your hand off my cock, or tell me why you still have it on there when you were so adamant my junk was a no-go just five minutes ago."
Franny yanked her hand away and bit a fingertip.
"Sorry. Look," she said in a low but still quite intense voice, "I was getting as horny as everyone else from the antics of Beth's Sex Gang over there..."
"See? I told you we were my gang," Beth chirped.
"Shh!" Bridget hushed her.
"But when Gerry and Jo just jumped up and vanished to Humpville with no preliminaries, I was feeling like I was about to be pushed into something, and you were the only available guy to push me," Franny went on. "And I don't like being pushed. So I pushed back."
"I wasn't pushing! I didn't think I was pushing! I was afraid you were going to push me, and I honestly didn't know what to think about that!" Danny protested.
They sort of stared at each other for a moment.
I was about to die laughing, but it would have broken whatever weird spell these two were under, and that seemed unfair.
And much less interesting.
I was not alone in that calculus, and all four of us, even Beth the blabbermouth and Bridget Torquemada, just shut up and watched.
"Afraid because I am hideous," Franny said glumly.
"What the fuck?" Danny said through clenched teeth. "I have always thought you were a total babe."
Please note. I find Franny to be perfectly fine looking, but hardly a total babe. Different tastes...
"But you," he ground on, "never let me even into the Friend Zone, much less out of it!"
"Bullshit," Franny said, sounding genuinely frustrated. "I crushed on you so hard for two years."
"Ha!"
"It's true," Beth observed casually. "Her drooling over you was a running joke, Danny."
The two of them stared at each other.
"We misread each other back then, and we did it again this evening?" Franny asked, sounding bewildered now.
"So we were both actually horny yet scared," Danny said slowly.
"But neither of us was pushing for anything," Franny replied, just as slowly.
"So neither of us has anything to worry about," Danny said, even slower.
"Just a mutual condition we could... help each other with," Franny finished for him.
Danny just gulped.
"Kiss me," Franny demanded.
"Here? Now?"
"Yes. I want to be sure you aren't actually gay," Frannie said.
Damn, she was insecure...
Danny stared at her, then lifted his hand to her chin, pulled it toward him slightly, and kissed the shit out of her for about fifteen seconds. Then Franny pushed him away swiftly.
"What?" Danny asked her. "Wasn't it good enough?"
Franny looked around desperately. "Sorry! I thought I saw Sanfilippo again," she said, flustered. Then she grinned. "I graduated with eight demerits sitting on my account. Three more for PDA and I'd be stuck here sweeping the floors for four hours tomorrow before I could go back to college!"
We all burst out laughing at that. Big credit to Franny for pulling off a joke in these circumstances.
The four of us were laughing so hard that it took us a minute to realize that Danny and Franny had quieted and were looking at each other. They then turned to look at us.
"In my experience," Ben drawled, "you get a car much faster when you order Uber Comfort instead of UberX..."
And just like that, both of them were gone.
"Alistaire, you have successfully made four people fuck by remote control," Bridget laughed.
"Me? We are Beth's gang," I replied hotly.
"Nice try," Beth retorted. "I was just fucking around. We are all your harem, dude."
"Not me!" Ben laughed.
"I don't know," Bridget said silkily. Ben didn't know her nearly well enough. She was on a roll, and he was in trouble. "You were getting naked with Alistaire for sex almost as often as I was for a while there before graduation, dude. Sure sounds like you are a part of his harem to me!"
Fuck.I was in trouble. How the fuck did the turn of events come around?
"Number one," I said firmly. "I do not have a harem. Number two, Ben sure as fuck is not a part of it."
That didn't come out right...
Ben was just speechless with horror.
Beth grabbed him and held him in what had to be a gratifying manner. But then she spoke. "Oh, come on, Alistaire! Ben can be in your harem! I mean you don't actually get to fuck Carla anymore, but she is still definitely in. And Jenn is practically engaged for crying out loud."
"24 hours," I interrupted.
"Huh?" asked Bridget, momentarily derailed from this horrifying conversation.
"In 24 hours, Jenn really will be engaged," I said. Both Beth and Bridget lunged for their phones.
"No!" I said firmly. "I swore to secrecy. It can't get back to her."
"You just met Pete today, and he's telling you, of all men, that he is going to get off his ass and finally propose?" Beth said wonderingly.
"We found that we have a lot of common ground," I said loftily.
"A lot of big-titted common ground called Jennland," Beth teased.
"This is my point," Bridget, my alleged best friend, drove on. "Like Carrie always says, any of us could be married even, and still be part of your harem forever, even though physically we'd be totally out of the question. Nope, Ben is in," she said, making a ruling.
"Oh my god," Ben moaned.
"Don't worry, my most excellent concubine," Beth said, her hand suddenly back in Ben's lap. "Before this night is over, your sultana will ease any worries as to your masculinity."
Ben perked up at her words. Or her sudden handjob. Whichever.
I just glared at Bridget, the hottest pain in the ass in the universe. "You are such an asshole," I told her. "You will make this up to me tonight!"
Bridget looked at me, sparkling challenge in her eyes.
Shit.
"Oh fuck, I'm sorry," I started to apologize.
"For what?" Bridget snorted.
Cue the babble. "I mean, I just made a pretty presumptuous assumption there. That we would... I mean, my earlier plans, with Beth and Ben were... I mean we weren't explicit about them, but they were discussed indirectly pretty directly, and..."
"And you would prefer to stick with those plans?" Bridget asked, deadpan.
"No!" I yelped. "I mean, sorry guys, I... but..." I went on, now babbling to a grinning Beth and Ben. Fuck them, they were not my concern. "Bridget, I mean I saw you, and my mind just blanked. All I knew was that I was going to... wanted to... I mean..."
"Shut up, Alistaire," Bridget hushed me. "The second I laid eyes on you, I knew I was going to be with you tonight."
"Bro, the second I laid eyes on Bridget, I knew you were going to fuck her," Beth added 'helpfully'.
"Well, if I have to be part of Alistaire's harem, I was wondering if we shouldn't revisit the foursome discussion from earlier," Ben chirped. Son of a bitch had rallied impressively.
Both Bridget and Beth turned their heads toward Ben with the sort of slow, eerie magic of stone gargoyles. He quailed. Understandably.
"Not a chance, dude," I growled possessively.
Bridget wordlessly cocked her head at my words and especially my tone, but did not take what had to be an uncomfortable gaze off poor Ben.
Beth just laughed at Ben. "No hope, Big Guy. It remains to be seen if you even have the stamina to satisfy just little old me without help."
That was the first time I ever heard a girl who, um, knew me, call another guy Big Guy. Ben deserved it though, I supposed.
Bridget released Ben from her Medusa's gaze, and turned back to me. "So I must make it up to you tonight for my temerity?" she grinned my way in mock submission. Bridget never once went in for being bossed by me.



We looked at each other. I could see right into her soul, and I could always feel her looking right into my soul as well.
"Maybe I should get started making it up to you as soon as possible, then," she said, her voice suddenly husky.
"So, Uber Comfort, right Ben?" was all I said.
"That'll do it," he grinned.
"Want to share the ride?" Bridget asked perfunctorily.
Beth waved the idea off. "You two get with the program. Ben and I probably ought to say goodbye to Sarnioki one more time. I want to bust her chops for that picture!"
"How are you going to do that?" I asked.
"I dunno yet," Beth said, suddenly thoughtful.
"We should just ask her to join the two of us," Ben joked evilly.
"You're awful!" Beth laughed at Ben. "What if she says yes?" she added teasingly.
"After seeing that picture, even after 30 years, I'd be down," Ben said firmly.
"Come on, Alistaire," Bridget said, holding my arm. "I don't want to see Mr. Sarnioki kicking Ben's ass."
"I personally would love to see that," I said smoothly, "but I'd rather be wherever you are, Bridget, so..."
We tried to behave in the Uber.
We really tried to behave.
We did not behave.
Our driver was a little old Arab lady of, like, 50 or something, and we still did not behave.
All our clothes stayed on. We managed to give her that.
That, and a 50% tip. She deserved it.
We bailed out of her car at the Holiday Inn. There had been no more rooms for the Alumni Day special rate at the Hyatt this year, and we saw it as fate that we had both booked at the same alternate hotel. We were both moving fast out of the car and left the driver with a chorus of, "Bye! Sorry!"
"What floor are you on?" I asked Bridget breathlessly as we tried not to sprint for the elevators.
"Five," she said. "You?"
"Seven."
"Five it is," she smirked, hitting that button and only that button as we entered the elevator.
Satan himself, in his guise as two twelve year-old girls, entered the elevator after us.
Fuck. And I had never made out in an elevator...
This cheap-ass elevator was slow enough to have given us time to fully try it out, too. But the devil's spawn who followed us in were going to a higher floor than we, and we really did have to behave this time.
In my impatience, I plucked her key card from Bridget's fingers... and promptly had to swipe it three times to get the door open. Bridget gave me shit for my clumsiness the whole time, right up until the millisecond the door clicked closed. Then she instantly applied liberal amounts of Bridget to my face and the rest of me.
I simply pushed her back against the door and applied an even larger helping of myself to her entire body.
Turns out, you can have a lot of fun, reacquainting yourself with an old friend's body, even without removing any clothes. All four of our hands roamed freely, almost frantically over each other, tracing, squeezing, caressing, pinching, even tickling a little. Bridget did most of the tickling, but she knew how to do it without making me unhappy.
But her clothes? Despite the awesome new look for Bridget? They had to go.
I ran my hands over her deliciously bare shoulders and curled my fingers under the spaghetti straps of her dress. Bridget instantly lowered her arms to her sides so there was nothing to prevent me from sliding those straps off to the side and down. As I tugged them lower, I leaned back to enjoy the view of the world's best breasts being peeled into view.
Oh, God.
The elastic of the dress held it up at her hips, and I smoothly pushed it down past the elegant curve of her ass.
"God damn, Bridget," I breathed in amazement. "How the fuck are you even better looking than before?"
She chuckled. "People's bodies mature, fill out, you know. Especially at our age. You should see Petra..."
I had not seen Petra since graduation. But she was not my focus.
"That's not my issue," I said, still drinking in her almost naked form. "I just don't understand how you, of all women, could possibly have become better-looking than you were before!"
She blushed. How could we both be suddenly awkward in this situation?
I looked at her some more, because looking at Bridget always helped everything. I cocked an eyebrow.
"Are you always wearing panties like this these days?" I asked. There wasn't much to Bridget's underwear, but what there was was extremely... arresting.
She blushed again. "I... uh, I was certain that you were not coming this year. I hadn't heard anything. But I was..." she sighed. "I was daydreaming about you maybe being here after all when I got dressed this morning."
"You could have asked," I said slowly.
"I almost did, a couple of times while I was still deciding whether I could manage to come see Mrs. Sarnioki one last time myself," Bridget admitted slowly. "But... I did not expect that you would come. And as long as I didn't know either way, I could dream. You could have asked me, you know!" she finished, suddenly piercing me with a grin at odds with her previous hesitancy.
"I, uh, had pretty much the same calculus in my head," I said, realizing it to be true.
"Seriously, though," I went on, shaking off the uncharacteristic sentimentality that had seized both of us. "You often wear underwear like this nowadays?"
"There are some people who appreciate that fact now and then," Bridget grinned defiantly.
I bit my lip and stared some more, experiencing a brief flash of something... jealousy, I supposed. It was not a familiar sensation. "Well, I certainly appreciate the fuck out of these things," I said firmly. "But I believe that I'm going to take them off now, so I can replace their gusset with my face!"
"Oh ho!" Bridget laughed, then she put her hand on my chest and spoke in a much lower voice. "If you want to, you may. But I'll just let you know something. The crotch of these panties was specifically engineered to make taking them off unnecessary for all sorts of activities."
I was dimly aware of the concept of crotchless panties but had never encountered a pair in my life. But here I was, not having the chance to fully appreciate the experience yet, and I was already instantly a fan.
"However, your always excellent plans will have to wait, panties on or off," Bridget went on firmly. "I was sort of dreaming about the world's most wonderful cock when I put these on, and I am going to suck it now." She foreclosed any argument on who went first by pushing me away from where I had her still pinned to the door and turning me to lean against the blank wall in the short entryway of the room. She knelt as she did so.
As she tugged my fly open, I bemusedly loosened my tie to take it off. I was not entirely happy about Bridget pre-empting my plans, fantastic as I knew the pre-emption was going to be, but I knew better than to argue. "There are bigger cocks in this world, you know," I said, uncomfortable for some reason with Bridget's evaluation, despite my own uncharacteristic thoughts a moment before.
"I am aware, though not first-hand" Bridget admitted, taking her time to peel my underwear down, eyes fixed on my cock which was absolutely on board with her going first. "But I refuse to believe that there are any better than this," she said firmly, grasping my shaft and slipping me swiftly and deeply into her mouth.
"Oh god," I gasped at the sudden, ecstatic sensation of being in Bridget in any way. It took me less than thirty seconds to be forcefully informed that Bridget had forgotten nothing, and learned some more, about sucking cock.
I stared down mesmerized at her dazzling mammaries, exquisitely framing her beautiful face from below as she looked up sweetly into my eyes, my cock sliding in and out of her lips. It should have been the picture of submission, but with this least submissive of all women, I was the one in thrall.
We were both quiet for a bit as Bridget proceeded. Her eyes held mine in an iron grip the whole time while her lips held my cock in a delicate caress that was just as unbreakable, her tongue doing magical things. I shuddered.
Please let me last longer for this, of all blowjobs...
I shuddered again, and Bridget let me slip from her mouth. She held the root of my cock firmly, but she wiped her lips.
"You aren't coming like this, Alistaire," she said with soft finality.
"What?"
You know I love the taste of your cum, dude," she went on as if thinking to herself. "But tonight... tonight I'm going to need you inside me whenever you orgasm. It's weird, but I just need to feel your release inside my core." She stood up and kissed me softly. "I hope you understand, because I don't think I do."
"I don't think I do either," I laughed softly. "But you know I will always give you whatever you need, regardless." I kissed her back. "Still, I hope that you don't mind sometimes coming when my dick is not inside you, because that shit is about to happen right now!"
Bridget snorted in laughter and enthusiasm as I picked her up.
Wow, I really had been putting in the work in the gym. Bridget was certainly no lighter than she used to be, but I never could lift her this easily before.
I did not look the gift horse in the mouth, and just carried my smiling friend over to the big king-sized bed. I plopped her down lengthwise on the mattress, and she actually bounced. Nearly-naked Bridget bouncing onto a mattress was a sight. I stared down at her, those panties framing my target.
Those panties...
They were made of black silk and were mostly, um, straps. The front, right above her crotch was a heart-shaped patch of red lace. An array of shiny black satin straps radiated from the heart, one straight up a couple of inches to the waist band, which was thicker, almost an inch. The others on each side fanned out to two vertical straps on each hip.
"Bridget," I said helplessly. "Sorry to delay things, but I just gotta say that these panties are nuts. I've never seen anything like them. I've never heard of anything like them!"
She shook her head in amusement. "You are so marvelous, Alistaire! How are you, of all male creatures, so sheltered and innocent?"
"What?"
"I know you don't watch porn, but dammit, don't you at least check out a Victoria's Secret catalog now and then?" she asked, smiling up at me.
I looked down at what was lying before me. "Why would I, of all dudes, want to see boobs that I can't touch?"
"You are always pretty enthusiastic about them in the movies. Britney says you were even pretty on board with her showing hers in her new series."
Shit. How the fuck did they get Britney's number for the chat? There were only a couple of suspects...
"Boobs that add atmosphere to a story are awesome," I admitted. "But just pictures or no plot? It doesn't seem worth the time."
I reached down and traced one of the silken straps. "But about these panties," I murmured. "These are so fucking hot."
"I really hate to derail what you are about to do," Bridget said, sitting up swiftly, "but there is a matching bra in my suitcase..."
So this is what a heart attack felt like...
"Bridget, I am torn," I said desperately. "On the one hand, I have some urgent business to attend to for you... and me. On the other hand, you are derailing me!"
"Turn around," Bridget grinned. She popped up from the bed. "Don't worry, I remember my exact position," she said. "No peeking," she added, and I heard her move across the room. I heard a suitcase zipper.
"Ditch your shirt while I'm putting this on," Bridget said behind me. "You look silly. Delicious, but silly with that ass peeking out from under your shirttails." Then there was an inordinately long pause. What sounds there were were maddeningly quiet.
Why the fuck were we wasting time putting on underwear?
"Turn around," she said.
I did.
Oh.
That was why we were wasting time putting on underwear.
The bra was indeed quite similar to the panties, in that it was mostly... no, all straps. For a garment with no fabric, only ribbon and tiny silver buckles, it did an admirable job of supporting and showcasing the world's best breasts. It did an even more admirable job by doing so without concealing her nipples in any way.
"Holy fuck," I gargled. She looked...
"Bridget, you look..."
She laughed. But she also preened.
"Fucking hell," I breathed. "I know this wouldn't protect shit, but why can't I help but imagine this design as some elven thief's leather armor in D&D?"
"Really?" she said, turning to the room's mirror to see herself. "I kind of saw it as assassin's gear when I bought it.
"Oh god," I gulped. That was a much better mental image.
Bridget could not help but look at herself in the mirror a little more. I didn't blame her. I stopped looking at her in the mirror, and just looked at her directly.
"Oh god," I gulped again.
"What now?" she asked.
"I'm just seeing the back of those panties for the first time," I groaned.
So many perfect straps, and nothing else. A showcase for the ages.
"You act like you've never seen sexy underwear before," she grimaced. But she kept preening for me.
"I have, though nothing that's a fantasy in and of itself like this," I said. "But honestly, until now the only thing I've ever really studied about underwear was the best way to remove it."
"This set is hard to get on with all the straps, but it comes off easy," Bridget said, reaching for the bra.
"Don't you dare!" I almost screamed. "The things I'm going to do with my elven assassin..."
I doubt Bridget had had any intention of taking off that lingerie, given my earlier reaction. She is awesome. "For the record," she said with a smirk, "my assassin character is a tiefling, not an elf. But I was thinking of her when I saw this set and had to buy it."
"That is your cosplay?" I yelped, unsure whether I had heard the most awesome or most horrible thing ever.
"As if!" Bridget said hotly. "And for the record, while I have some other really cool collections, you are the first person to see me in this particular set."
"I live a privileged life."
"Damn straight you do," Bridget snorted. "I'll admit I did wear this on a date a week or so ago, under my clothes of course, but the guy completely failed to earn so much as a look at it," she added sourly.
I suddenly laughed nearly hysterically.
"What the fuck, dude?"
"We did try cosplay D&D that one time, remember?" I said, holding my sides. "With Ben, Adam, and Tres? Can you imagine if you had shown up for that afternoon wearing that?"
Bridget thought about that. "I'd have been arrested for a quadruple homicide. Death by heart attack."
"I would have survived," I corrected her.
"No, you would not have," she said tartly. "That afternoon was during the winter. You were still a virgin!"
"Quadruple homicide," I agreed. "But I'm thinking cerebral hemorrhage."
I walked over to her and began to run my hands over her body wordlessly. I plucked at the straps, slid them a hair this way and that. I tugged her nipples, making Bridget hiss. I moved to see as I squeezed her ass. How could her ass look any better than it did naked? But this set of underwear kind of accomplished the feat.
Bridget returned my caresses, and between us, any relaxation of our arousal from all the banter was removed.
"For the record, you've gotten better looking naked, too," Bridget breathed into my ear.
I heard that. Better, not great. I was happy to take that from Bridget. Other girls felt the desire to tell me I looked studly or some shit. But she just told me the truth... with all the enthusiasm I could have asked for.
I trembled slightly, then embraced her and pulled her hard against me. Her hand, which was clasping my cock, was trapped between us. I kissed her deeply but briefly. "Back on the bed," I growled. "You said you remember your exact position. I have the first of numerous orgasms, dick-fueled and, in this case otherwise, to deliver."
Bridget spun out of my grip and dashed to the bed, flopping back on it once more. She was not in the exact same position, but since she was closer to the middle instead of along the edge, that gave her room to let her legs spread invitingly. I pounced after her, landing between her knees.
"You were not kidding," I murmured, getting my first really good look at the crotch of her panties, or the lack thereof. There were only two thin straps that nestled against her thighs, framing the closely trimmed and neatly edged patch of crimson pubes adorning the gates to paradise. "There is absolutely no need to remove those panties."
"Remind me what you can do, Alistaire," Bridget said simply.
And so I did. Not immediately, of course. I had to tease her for a while first. That's part of my process after all. Also, I really wanted to play with those panties a little more. But I did not tease as long as I had planned. Bridget's aroma swiftly overpowered me, and I leaned in for a taste.
She reacted to my tongue's first caress like electricity had shot through her, and that reaction had me losing control and simply devouring her. Like a feedback loop, my efforts and her reactions drove us both rapidly wild. I desperately held to what little control I had as my tongue and a few fingers reacquainted themselves with her favorite buttons. I used those scraps of control that I retained to enforce gentleness on myself, but my pace ran free, unchecked.
It was an effort to keep my eyes mostly trained upward toward Bridget's face, and the intervening tits in that bra thing, because my eyes kept tryig to roll up in my head and close. But I really wanted to see an orgasm on this woman's face for the first time in forever.
I was richly rewarded in that desire. Her eyes had held mine right up until the moment of her release, then they ripped away, her head tilting backward. A blush rippled across her throat and breasts, and she moaned loudly, her hips pushing up against my face.
I just kept tonguing her clit in circles, caring for and nurturing that orgasm as it went on and on. I didn't want it to end. And when it did, I kept going, searching for the next within her.
But she shoved my head away... a little.
"For fuck's sake, Alistaire! I came already. Have mercy," Bridget gasped.
"You have another in you, ready to go," I argued. I knew her so well.
"I do, but I want to keep it on deck for when I feel you coming in me," she panted. "Now. Come up here and let me have that best of all cocks!" she tugged at my shoulders.
I shuffled upward like lightning. I should have embraced her. Kissed her. Teased, then gently entered her with the tenderness and emotion I felt. I did not. My need took me, and I took her. My cock sought her dripping entrance and dove inside. We both cried out in low voices as I sank inside her.
Bridget's hands clasped my ass and pulled hard. I was already fully inside her, so I pulled back against her grasp. Then I slid back in once more.
Again and again, I drove into my tiefling assassin. I kept my chest pressed to hers, reveling in the feel of her hard nipples. They felt amazing stroking me, even among the tiny buckles and straps of that bra.
We kissed and then stopped over and over again as I thrust. There were no changes of pace, pauses for intimacy, rest, or to prolong the experience. We were both driven by a need to simply share fulfillment together once more.
And we very much did, but not until we had taxed each other's considerable aerobic capacity.
Beneath me, Bridget moaned in a low tone, while I grunted a tortured high note with each thrust. A final whine ripping from my throat accompanied a titanic rush of jizz up and into Bridget. She felt my eruption and her low moan rose in pitch to match mine, and she thrashed beneath me.
That orgasm felt like it had lasted an eternity, but was over all too soon.



We came at last to rest. I refused to get off her, just shifting my weight to the right enough to brace most of it on her thigh and my arm on the mattress beside her, allowing me to keep my cock inside her. It softened, though only a little. How much had it expended, for it to relax even a smidge when I was with Bridget?
Bridget tapped my shoulder at last, after a minute of delicious, semi-conscious intimacy. "Roll over, Alistaire. I need to pee," she chuckled.
I flopped over with a groan and watched happily the sight of her rising and walking off to the bathroom. She was not long and returned to stand at the foot of the bed. I raised my head with some effort to drink her in.
Then she started taking off the bra!
"Hey! Wait a minute," I started to object.
"Fucking in this was astronomically more fun than I had expected," Bridget chuckled. "And I had expected a lot. But I sense that we are about to get athletic here, and this is way too expensive to risk tearing it!"
She made quite the production of removing the set, putting paid to any lingering softness between my legs in the process. Then she posed before me, totally naked for the first time that evening.
"Yeah," I sighed. "That is better anyway."
Maybe...
We fucked over and over that evening, trying every position we knew, especially the ones we had each learned in the years since we had last coupled. Mostly, we had learned the same ones, but we each had some new tricks to bring to the table. There was plenty of other glorious activity as well. Bridget blew me one time so well that we got carried away and I almost failed to follow her dictat. I had only just pulled free from her mouth and plunged barely an inch or so into her pussy before I had involuntarily let fly.
Later, we rested and relaxed together, sharing a half bottle of wine from the minibar. We drank the wine more for the novelty of being able to do so legally than from a desire to get tipsy. That, and we were definitely thirsty. I found myself lost in thought as I caressed Bridget's body. I hate making comparisons between girls. It isn't fair, and it is genuinely pointless anyway. But right now, with Bridget, it made perfect sense to me somehow.
The breasts I was caressing, tracing the outlines of, were the best I had ever beheld, I was sure. Better than Mary or Maddie's. Better than Sloane's. They were honestly better in absolute terms than Britney's bespoke crafted ornaments.
My hand slipped down and over her hip. I smiled at Bridget as my hand tremblingly squeezed her ass. She simply closed her eyes and sipped the last of her wine, enjoying my touch. This backside, with or without that amazing set of panties which I kind of thought might change my worldview, was similarly the best. It felt better even than Tish's, a realization that amazed me. And it looked better even than Beth's, which should have been impossible. I briefly tried picturing Beth's backside in those panties of Bridget's, but I could not do it. Honestly, the attempted image just faded away from my mind.
I carefully avoided comparing the flavor of Bridget's nectar with Jenn's, because, well, I didn't want to...
I idly thought about cataloging every part of this woman I lay with, but decided it was pointless. There simply was no one better. Not only in her particulars, breasts, face, waist, hair, legs, ass... but in the overall package, Bridget was in my book the most desirable being in creation. Hotter than Becca. Hotter than Nancy.
Hotter than Carrie...
I shook my head ruefully as I realized that I was lying here naked with the apex of femininity, thinking about other women. Well, trying and failing to think of other women. I abandoned that ludicrous gambit. Bridget needed more kisses. More a lot of things.
Never had I managed such a display of stamina as I did that evening. But eventually, I needed a break. Bridget was happy to pause as well and we cuddled up together on the bed for a while, pulling the ruined covers up over us to warm our exhausted, slightly sore bodies as I held her in my arms.
*
I awoke with an utterly new sensation: a warm body in my arms.
I realized that Bridget and I had slept together. I had never ever, with any woman, actually slept in the same bed or even room. We had also accomplished an impossible feat, spooning through a full night's sleep without requiring the amputation of one of the big spoon's arms. I don't know how it happened, and I sure have never been able to repeat it.
But here I was, awakening gently in a strange bed, with the most wonderful looking, feeling, and smelling naked form imaginable in my arms. You can bet your life I had morning wood, and its shaft was nestled firmly in the cleft of Bridget's ass.
A beam of bright morning light was lancing across the room through that small gap there seems to be in the curtains of every hotel room on Earth. There must be big money to be saved by not using three inches more fabric...
Anyway, I saw the light was about to reach Bridget's face, so I felt no compunction about waking her up in hopefully a more pleasant fashion than being blinded. I caressed my upper arm along her stomach, up to grasp a slowly rising and falling breast. I cupped it, squeezing gently, then I circled the nipple with my middle fingers. I nuzzled my face into the mass of crimson hair and kissed her neck.
Yeah, my cock insisted it should get to do some caressing as well, rubbing up and down in minuscule arcs along her backside.
Bridget stirred and her hand rose to clasp mine where it toyed with her breast. She murmured and turned her head. We kissed gently.
"Wow," she said softly, opening her eyes. "We fell asleep. I... I never actually slept with anyone before."
"I was just realizing the same thing," I replied, kissing her lightly again.
Bridget glanced at her watch, the only thing she wore. "Wow, we need to get moving," she grunted, but not stirring from my arms yet.
"Neither of us has to leave for a good while," I objected, seeing the time on her watch when she did.
"Exactly," Bridget said, stretching with her free arm. "But I feel a magnificent erection behind me, and I just woke up from a marvelous dream about you that has me wet and wanting to make that dream a reality. We need to get moving," she repeated, but this time with a leer.
If possible, I got harder.
In perfect, unspoken coordination, Bridget rotated in my arms onto her back, while I climbed over her, moving between her long legs. We kissed long and hard like that. I managed to deviate from our mutual aim enough to caress the breast I had not played with earlier, and Bridget stroked my back, but that was all the foreplay either of us wanted or needed. We both craved being together fully as soon as possible.
My cock entered her smoothly, with no fumbling, and in but a few exploratory thrusts, I was filling her to my root. Her hands went to my ass and directed my movements. We were like a single entity as we moved, answering each other's calls to action. As ecstatic as we both were, we were virtually silent in the easy, amazing coupling. I was lost, almost mindlessly, in her eyes.
Then something made me purr to Bridget, "Roll over."
Her eyes flashed in agreement, then we smoothly shifted arms and legs in accord until in moments Bridget was lying face down and I was again between her legs. Rather than pulling her up onto hands and knees, I just lay atop her ass and back and eased myself back into her pussy.
"Yessss," Bridget hissed as I slid into her depths and began to thrust once more. I rose and fell atop her, her body not just accepting my entry, but guiding my movements. I rode her like that as we both drew toward what would obviously be a shattering crescendo.
The finish did not fail to meet the expectations. Still, Bridget was uncharacteristically nearly silent as her body spasmed beneath me, hips rolling, and her cavity crushing around me. My motion became ragged, and my back arched up almost painfully as what felt like my very soul poured through our point of connection and into Bridget.
We froze as we each slid from the peak.
My soul.
My soul...
As the ecstasy of my orgasm fled, I saw tears drip from my face onto Bridget's neck, and I pounded the mattress beside her with an angry fist.
"What is it, Alistaire?" Bridget asked, but I could see wetness in her eyes as well.
"I can't... this... it's..." I struggled for words, seldom an issue for me. "Do you realize that this is the exact position we used to say goodbye that last time, right before graduation? I think we did this subconsciously, to mirror that beautiful moment," I sobbed. "But this isn't a beautiful moment, Bridget. This sucks. I. Cannot. Lose. You. Again."
"It does suck," Bridget cried in response. "But you are in California, Alistaire. That is your future. And I can't go there to be with you. It will be years... I hope. Hell, I pray it will be decades! While Mom is still alive and fighting, I can't live so far away from her. She needs me, sometimes at the drop of a hat!"
"No," I refused gutturally. What felt like hundreds of thoughts, conscious and subconscious, about my life spun into place. Frustrations, aspirations, disappointments, opportunities, misbeliefs, and disillusionments became clear.
"Here is what I'm going to do," I said, my despair receding for the moment in the face of my sudden inspiration, though it was still hanging over me. "Bridget, I only have two courses left to fulfill my graduation requirements.Two. As it stands right now, I had planned to take one of them this summer, then take the last this fall along with two classes that just looked fun."
"How are you ready to graduate early?" she asked, distracted.
"I've taken a heavy load every semester, along with summer classes. Plus, I may not have had your scores and your grades back in New England, but I took more APs than anybody. All that matters is that I can pull it off. And there is an alternative to that fall course I need available this summer. I think I'm going to take that class too and be done and dusted by mid-August," I said, suddenly resolved. "The next week, I will be in Philadelphia, Bridget. I'll get an apartment near Penn, and lean on every string my mother can pull to get myself a job there. I'll be there to support you the rest of the way through Penn. After you graduate, I can decide one way or the other on law school. We can have a life together, Bridget. Together!"
"If you'll have me," I said, my nearly megalomaniacal voice growing small.
Bridget chuckled to herself. "I won't dignify that worry with a response. The others always say I am anyway, but I really will be queen of your harem now."
"Bullshit," I said heatedly.
"I know, I know," Bridget rolled her eyes. "You don't have a harem."
"Maybe I don't, maybe I really do," I said firmly. "I'm told by everybody it is a permanent condition in some senses. But Bridget," I went on, punctuating my words with firm movements of my somehow still hard cock, "I don't need a harem. I don't want a harem. I still want my friends, but not like that. I need you, Bridget. All I want is you. I want to have you, and I need to have only you, do you understand me? And for the record, I want you to have only me."
"Alistaire," Bridget responded, not confused but hardly certain, "I'm not sure I... where is this..."
"My father told me that I would know this weird, admittedly wonderful, part of my life would be happily over when I encountered the woman whose soul was the other half of mine. That's you, babe. We are everything together, and so much less apart. I obviously met you long ago, but for the first time, I see an opportunity and a belief that I can make it happen!"
She stared up at me over her shoulder, eyes wide as an anime character.
"Please tell me you agree," I begged almost desperately. No, absolutely desperately. "Tell me we can be us and just us."
"Alistaire," Bridget said slowly.
In my fevered imagination, she had agreed instantly...
"Oh wow," I moaned in apology. "I'm so sorry. It's different for you! But we..."
"What are you talking about, different?"
"I'm suddenly thinking, realizing about... I mean... well, Petra, for instance," I finished lamely. "I mean, I only want to be with women, which means I only want to be with you. But you have some... other interests. I guess it's only fair. I mean, if you want... need to have..." I bumbled to an awkward pause.
"You just want to keep your threesome options open," Bridget sort of chuckled.
That caught me short. "Um... no. I'm finding it hard to believe myself, but until you said that, the idea of hot bisexual guest stars had not occurred to me. And now, while it has a certain inescapable appeal, it is not what I seek. If you need that in some way, large or small, I can..."
"Alistaire! Shut up, you asshole," Bridget interrupted my babbling. "I have not so much as kissed a girl since four days before we graduated, when Petra and I finally managed to close the deal with just the two of us."
"What? I didn't know about that!"
"A girl needs some secrets," Bridget grinned. "And for the record, I am pretty sure that Petra hasn't been with another girl since then either... except once when there was a guy involved too."
"So I am being told to relax?" I almost sniffled.
Ignoring my question, Bridget asked quietly, "What size is your bed in your apartment in LA, Alistaire?"
"It's a king-sized," I admitted sadly. "But it will be empty now. Just me," I went on with a weak smile I hoped was reassuring.
"Bullshit," Bridget said almost humorously.
"I meant what I said, Bridget," I began.
"Alistaire, it will not be empty," Bridget said rather heatedly. "In 14 days, I have my last exam of the semester. In sixteen days, I will arrive in Los Angeles with some clothes, my computer, and all my sexy lingerie. Until then, your bed can be, better be, empty!"
I smiled stupidly, said even more stupidly, "What?"
"Mom is in great health right now. I can roll the dice to be an expensive plane ticket away for a few months. To paraphrase Meg Ryan in that You've Got Mail rom-com, when you realize you want to spend the rest of your life with someone, you want the rest of your life to begin as soon as humanly possible."
We later figured out the line came from When Harry Met Sally. And it was Billy Crystal. Stand down.
"But you have an internship all this summer," I mumbled. "That's important. I can... we can wait until..."
"It is a remote job, asshole," Bridget snapped, using our favorite pet name for each other. "I can do the work from your desk, and then you can do me on it as soon as I log off each day."
"We are going to fight over the kitchen table, because I don't even have room for a desk and I will have a gruesome amount of homework," I giggled, "But I love the way you think."
"I love the way you think, Alistaire."
"Bridget, to be clear," I said slowly, these ideas still coalescing in my mind, "I am not, um, 'proposing' anything permanent. Not yet. It wouldn't look good for either of us when we start our careers to be there that young. Jenn is a psycho. But I am desiring a firm 'deal memo', as any good Californian, even an apparently temporary one like me, would put it. I love you, and I want to keep you."
Oops. The word just slipped out, and I saw Bridget freeze.
Fuck. Fuck fuck fuck. Everything was going so well.
"I love you too, Alistaire," Bridget said, her face blossoming in the most beautiful smile ever smiled. "I've known that since school. I even considered admitting it to myself consciously, at least a time or two. I never let myself because I just couldn't ever have you. But I've known."
I thought of how Bridget had always been there for me. How I had always kept her in the back of my mind, or even the front, even at some damned inappropriate moments.
I kissed her. Things progressed once more.
"Well... ungh... just like that..." Bridget grunted. "I guess... ohhhhhhh... I guess I will be taking the late train. I'm not stoooooopping in the middle of this!"
"Cool," I gasped in reply, thrusting into her at the most furious pace I could summon after all we had done the last twelve hours. "There are two later flights back to LA on my airline."
We soon realized that we wanted to shift out of our 'goodbye position', and I rolled over onto my back. Bridget straddled me, guiding me into her. But she did not sit up and ride me, instead lying intimately atop me. Sometimes she would slowly rock her hips, sometimes I would push my cock up into her languidly. We kissed and caressed each other throughout, celebrating the sudden oneness we were seizing.
Our mutual climaxes came on slowly, and when they arrived, we each experienced a warm, gentle flood of hormones and emotions as my cock pulsed languorously in her depths, rather than the shattering explosion that usually signaled the climax of one of our couplings.
It wasn't an end this time. It was a beginning.
But our first true lovemaking took the last ergs of sexual energy either of us possessed. My lovely Bridget rolled off me and flopped back on the mattress at my side. "I can't believe it, but even for you, Bridget, I could not get it up again any time soon," I groaned.
"I'd be horrified if you came at me with another erection," she giggled. "I'm dead too." She paused. "Now that we have fucked every last ounce of horniness out of each other, are you still wanting to do this crazy thing?"
I whipped my head around to look at her in horror. The look on her face told me that she wasn't backing out; she was concerned about me backing out.
"Absolutely," I said, reassuring her, and drinking in the reassurance she sent me. "Right now, with sex out of the way of my thoughts, I am even more committed," I said happily. "I am already cataloging all the myriad of ways we will have fun together with our clothes on!"
"Yeah, like I'm gonna let that condition happen very often," Bridget smirked.
"I'm very serious, Bridget. This is another lesson that I learned the hard way," I said softly, with a small amount of remembered pain about Liz. And a large amount of gratitude. "This is why we will work. We obviously fit together sexually like two matching jigsaw pieces. But I honestly believe that sex might be our area of least compatibility. There has never been another friend like you. We are meant for each other. In all ways."
She just leaned over and kissed me again; as chaste a kiss as the two of us had ever shared. "I am literally stoked to spend the rest of my life with you, Bridget," I sighed.
"Good," she smirked, and leaned across to grab her phone from her bedside table. She sat up against the headboard and started typing on it.
I just waited curiously. Could she be texting her parents? Should I be texting mine?
No, I would have to call.
But she paused and looked at me. "You are absolutely forbidden to look at any messages in The Sisterhood's chat, but I want you to see what I just sent. Don't look upward!"
I took the phone in somewhat awestruck, trembling fingers and looked at it.
BRIDGET: Hey guys! I am so looking forward to our meetup in Jamaica this July. It's gonna be lit!
"Wait! What?" I yelped. "What meetup?"
"We finally found five days where we could almost all get together in person and talk about all we have in common besides you," Bridget smirked. "We have booked a bunch of rooms at a resort in Negril, Jamaica."
"First off, I thought that the meetup idea was just a running joke!" I almost gagged on my tongue in shock. "And second, it was supposed to be at a ski resort."
"The dates never worked out," Bridget said dismissively. "This is better anyway. We can hang out on the sand in the sun. It'll be great. We chose a place that has its own topless beach."



"I cannot go hang out on a topless beach with all my ex-lovers!" I gargled. "I love you, Bridget, but I'd die!"
"You are not invited, mister!" Bridget laughed. "You never were! But I really like how quickly you have adopted that prefix." She made it a joke, but I saw how much my spontaneous use of 'ex' had meant to her. "But we were going to text you so many pictures from that beach. And we still will."
"What?"
"Oh relax. You will always have the harem, Alistaire. We've all talked about if and when you found someone, someday. We all knew it would happen. I'm just lucky enough to the someone, and to have this be someday!"
"You aren't lucky, Bridget," I said. "Inevitability isn't luck."
She smiled, then smirked. "But I know your brain, dude. You will never forget Tit One among the rest of them anyway, so you might as well still get the pictures." Bridget rolled onto her side and caressed my chest, letting my brain record some more indelible pictures of the real Tits One. "I do not begrudge a thing you did with any of them, Alistaire, and I never, ever will," she said softly. "They will always fill your memories, and they should. I'm not dumping any of my memories of other guys either," she chuckled at some tales I had clearly not been told. Yet. "Don't worry. I know what I am getting."
"Well, all right," I pretended to grumble. "As long as you are in all the pictures."
"You are putting conditions on receiving a week's worth of topless photos?" she laughed, deliciously non-compliant.
I just shrugged. Inside, I marveled. Bridget and I were still an awesome idea, but I was amazed at how the acceptance of a simple truth I had denied for so long could change the way I perceived that awesomeness...
"You haven't finished reading," Bridget prompted, indicating the phone I still held in my nerveless fingers.
BRIDGET: That said, there is a SLIGHT change in the air that, to be clear, does not alter our plans for this get-together
BRIDGET: He's mine.
The End
------------
Thanks for reading, all of you. It has meant so much to me.
It is hard to set up an ending without spoiling it. Let me know how I did for you.
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Cheering Up a Friend
----------
"Yo, Owen," my neighbor Gretchen said when I answered my door. "How'd your trip go?" she added as she extended a package she had rescued from my porch while I was out of town, before the pirates could get to it.
Gretchen is the perfect kind of friend. She is not a work colleague. She is not even a scientist at all. She is a systems analyst.
No, shut up. Computer Science is not a real science. It is abstract engineering. Fight me.
But Gretchen was also kind, funny, and smart. And we liked the same sports teams.
Maybe not the perfect kind of friend, though. She was an openly ethusiastic lesbian, which meant I'd never get my hands on those perfect tits of hers. Or that tight little ass.
But otherwise, a really good friend and neighbor.
"It was a good trip, Gretch. But, um, I think it is more important to talk about you. How are you?"
The uncharacteristically stony expression she had worn when I opened my door instantly developed fissures, and there were tremors. "I'm all right. As Gloria Gaynor would say, I will survive."
Uh, oh. That was not the face of a comfortable survivor. A mutual neighbor of ours had texted me while I was out of town to tell me about Gretchen's rather spectacular breakup with her girlfriend after discovering that useless bitch in bed with another woman.
Gretchen was definitely better off without that wretched woman in her life, an opinion I had held even before the cheating came to light. But the breakup had clearly left a fucking big mark on my neighbor.
"Good to hear," I said heartily. "Want to come in, have a glass of wine, and talk about literally anything else other than her?"
Gretchen gave me a Look. "I could use a drink. But I want something a lot fucking harder than wine."
"I've got Tequila, Bourbon, Scotch..."
"Got any Cognac? I seem to remember..."
"I have a nice bottle of Hine VSOP."
"I would love a snort. As long as you understand that I need to finally vent, and if you are going to get me liquored up, I will talk about nothing whatsoever except the Whore of Babylon."
Excellent.
"If you insist, Gretchen. Come on in," I said, glad that my small house was still clean from the way I left it for my trip. Gretchen might be a lesbian, but she is still a woman. And women tend to get all judgey about pizza boxes and dirty underwear lying around out in the open, where it's convenient to leave them.
I have a set of very nice leaded crystal brandy snifters, and I poured us each a healthy couple of fingers.
I had not even gotten back to the couch to hand hers to Gretchen when she burst out, "It's not even her house! It's mine. And there she was, in my bedroom, in my house, on my Sealy, 69ing with some tatted up tramp! She was even using my lipstick, my favorite lipstick on that bitch's cunt!"
My brain warred between hearing the C-word on Gretchen's lips, and a total lack of understanding.
Confusion won out. "Huh? She was putting makeup on the girl's cooch?"
"Lipstick vibrator, Owen!"
Oh.
"Fuck. Sorry," I said. "Wait. Yours? Was she going to clean it?"
"This is what I'm saying. She's such a bitch!" Gretchen took a slug of good cognac so large it should have been illegal.
"I'd say you are lucky to be rid of her," I said supportively.
"I suppose you are going to tell me now that you always thought she was beneath me, and I was stupid to have ever gotten with her in the first place? Everyone else has!" Gretchen said bitterly.
Hmmm... How to handle this?
"Actually, yes, I am," I said firmly. She looked at me like I'd shot her. "Sorry, Gretch. You were a dumbass. But just because you were so stupid as to give a set of your house keys to a lying, cheating tramp, who you are lucky to have caught before she stole all your stuff on her way out the door under her own power, does not mean that this doesn't hurt. I'm really sorry," I finished, as blandly as I could.
She looked at me miserably, then smiled wryly. She held out her snifter toward me, and I clinked mine to it, reveling in the clear, bell-like ring of the crystal. We each took a more responsible sip. Then we each took another big old irresponsible one.
"You're right," Gretchen muttered. "Everyone is right, though most not so fucking bluntly as you!" She opened her mouth to say more, but stopped herself.
"What?" I asked. When she looked at me mulishly, I asked her again, "Come on. What were you going to say?"
"I was going to say," she blurted. "I was going to say, 'but she has such a hot little body!'"
Perhaps Gretchen had had a glass of wine before she even came over. She was by no means drunk, but the Cognac could not be working this fast.
"I will grudgingly agree to that assertion. Those are some nice tits on her," I said. "But you deserve a girl with a much better ass than that fat old thing."
"I like a fat ass," Gretchen almost sobbed.
I guess it takes all kinds...
Still, I was discerning some genuine... pain(?) here. Maybe not pain, though. Whatever, her feelings were suddenly intense.
More accurately, she was letting them out. That was probably a good thing.
"Okay," I placated her dishonestly. "A fat ass can be fun to grab sometimes," I pretended to admit. Fat asses are not that great to grab. A generous, round, firm one? Sure, from time to time. But not fat. "Listen, Gretchen, don't backslide! You know you are better off without the lying bitch." I then went back to my earlier gambit, because that was the only gambit I had ready. "And for the record, you totally win in the ass arena anyway."
"Fuck you," she said, idly flipping me off in spark of good nature. "My ass is far too tiny. But you don't get it, Owen." She practically trembled in angry frustration. "It had been two fucking weeks since she and I had last... you know. I was heading home with a serious head of steam for her when I walked in and caught her getting her needs taken care of by Tattoo Bitch. That makes it almost three weeks for me now since I last so much as got off."
While I do pretty well, sexually, and honestly do so more often than I deserve, I have never had much success with relationships. Regular, on-going sex had never been a thing for me in thirty-two years, so three weeks did not seem like much of a dry spell to me.
But if this was what had her so upset, then I could safely go back to reassuringly busting her chops.
"So you are hard up," I shrugged dismissively. "In my experience, one can take care of that issue oneself when the need arises."
Gretchen glared at me. "Iamneverusingthatvibeeveragain, you dipshit!" she hissed rapidfire.
I laughed. "Sound plan!" I held up my hand and let the extended fingers move about a little. "But I am pretty sure that God's design lab included masturbation as one of its primary requirements when coming up with these."
Gretchen grimaced at me with gritted teeth. She seemed to be examining me to determine how best to disassemble me for maintenance.
How did I get to be the bad guy here?
"You are such a man," she spat. "I swear you are all born with a PhD in, and a predilection for, choking the chicken. Well, jilling off is just not satisfying to me, especially with just my fingers."
"Duh," I shrugged. "I'm not happy with it either, but it does take the edge off."
"I do not want the edge taken off," she hissed again. "I want the whole fucking cliff face to collapse into the sea! Even with my now never to be used again lipstick, that shit just doesn't happen when I'm alone."
Damn. Had the bitch been that good?
"So if you want a good seeing to, you need someone else to deliver it?" I mused, hatching an evil plan. I grinned inwardly. If she was so fucking pent up, maybe beating the shit out of me would give her some releif. Metaphorically. I hoped.
"Yes! Don't give me any more shit about how anyone's own fingers can ever do the job as well as someone else!" she grumped.
"Well then, fuck. I'll help you out with the situation then," I shrugged, taking a sip of my Cognac. I hoped having a leaded crystal class at my lips would keep her from reflexively punching me in the mouth.
"Yeah, sure," she scoffed. "I am not interested in dick, Owen!"
"I don't need my dick to help you out," I laughed, not being serious. "And regardless of your misguided opinion about dick, I'm pretty sure you are into tongue!"
"Of course I am! But you, a guy, are just going to go down on me, try to get me off, then not try to immediately stick your big ole' dick in me at one end or the other?"
"Since you wouldn't be into that second part, no, I wouldn't."
"Sure. You would have me naked and spread-eagled, and you wouldn't want to fuck me?"
"How would that be different from any other time?"
"Well, I'd be naked and spread. Allegedly, I'd be panting with erotic energy or some shit. The idea would enter your mind, and don't try to tell me otherwise."
"I think about fucking you everytime I see you," I said, warming to the bit, and taking the opportunity to use truth to fuck with my buddy's mind.
"What?"
"Sure. You know what kind of inner mental monologue guys have. A gorgeous woman like you? You are a regular feature in my spank bank."
"Oh my God, dude! You talk like this to women?"
"Jesus, no! Of course not. I value my hide! And besides, I'd never get into the pants of any woman that I did, for the first time or ever again. I talk like this to dudes, though."
"I am not a fucking dude!"
"Duh" I snorted. "Look, it's been a couple of weeks since I last hooked up with anybody myself, so I've been having to rinse off the walls of my shower most mornings myself. And I don't think of dudes when I jack off, not in the way I was thinking about you last week. No... two weeks ago..."
"Sweet Jesus on a jellyroll. You are so hard up you broke down and resorted to jacking off to me?!?"
"Gretchen. How long have we been friends?"
"What does that have to... Have you been jacking off to me the whole time I've known you? For two years now?!?"
"Well, not exclusively or anything. I mean, I also think of a bunch of past partners, random hot chicks I know or just saw on the street, plus celebrities like Scarlett Johansson, Sydney Sweeney, Katherine McNamara, Tina Louise..."
"Tina Louise?!?" Gretchen sputtered. "Owen, you nutjob."
"What? I've done nothing wrong here. It's not like I am cheating on you in my fantasies, Gretchen."
"Shit. This is really how guys talk to each other?"
"What? Discuss who we think is hot? Sure."
"...!" she goggled, momentarily and uncharacteristically bereft of speech. "Again, I am not a guy!"
"Obviously. I don't jerk off to guys. But I have the same kind of things in common with you that I do with my dudes."
"Oh, really?"
"Sure. We both think chicks are hot. We both like eating pussy. Neither of us is into sucking a dick. And to be clear, if you had a dick, you'd definitely want to fuck Scarlett Johansson with it."
"I have a dick. It's in my bottom drawer."
"And?"
"Oh, all right. Your point is taken. She's getting a little over the hill, but damn, she's still hot. I'd definitely strap it on for her. But Ginger? Really? Not Mary Ann?"
"Look, everybody thinks it's fashionable to be Team Mary Ann. And yeah, if I ever bring a woman home to Mom and Dad, she'll be a Mary Ann type. But for hot, sweaty, slightly kinky sex on the beach of a desert island? Give me the redheaded bombshell."
She could not help but laugh. "Fuck, why am I not killing you, Owen?"
"Because we have congruent views. I can talk to you this way."
"So I am just another dude to you?"
"Obviously not. I don't know any dudes with tits as nice as yours, for instance. But, yeah. Honestly, you kind of are."
She didn't even look like she wanted to hit me for that one, but I hadn't really been expecting it that time. All women like it when you compliment their tits. They may strike you off the list of people who might ever get to see them if you do it the wrong way, but they still like it inside. Since I was not trying to actually get my hands on those lovely ornaments, I was fine with that.
"Regarding your outrageous offer earlier," she snarked, "I'm guessing if one of your dudes is feeling hard up, you'd be willing to just spoon him and provide a nice reach-around?"
"Fuck no!" I laughed again. Maybe the Cognac was starting to have a little effect. "But none of my dudes have a body to die for, or a pussy that I have convinced myself over the last two years in the shower is fucking delicious."
"You are a psycho on the best of days, Owen. But you have outdone yourself today. I should kill you."
"But you won't, because you have smiled more in the last ten minutes than you have in the whole time since you made Miss Cheating Douche available to the market."
"Son of a bitch! All this shit you've been throwing around was intentional?"
"Gretchen. You were fucking cheated on. Granted, it was by a girl who was never remotely in your league, and whom you are better off without for a host of normal reasons beyond the cheating tattooed tramp she had in your bed. You really should have a CT scan done, before you make any more mistakes like her. But the whole fucking ordeal has to have been a blow to your ego, which deserves to be pretty healthy. I just thought a little outrageous discussion of your desirability might be a good tonic."
"Maybe you are not actually everything that is wrong with men."
"Thank you. I'm glad to see you smile. But I am pretty bad as men go, though. I mean, I meant every fucking word I said."
"Oh, my God!"
"And the offer very much still stands..." I grinned.
"Oh. My. God!" she repeated in angry frustration, but with a big-ass grin on her face.
I just cackled like a loon. I love it when a plan comes together.
She threw back the last of her Cognac and extended the glass. "More, you degenerate reprobate," she demanded.
Somehow, my glass was empty too, so I took it for another splash as well. I returned and handed hers back to her. We grinned at each other as we toasted once more. "To a long illness and a shallow grave for that tramp nympho whore," she said, raising her glass.
"To her taking an expensive cruise and being seasick the whole time," I responded.
She stared at me. "I'm going to need a little more lethality from you, Owen."
"Fine," I grumbled. "To her taking a cruise and falling overboard in shark-infested waters."
"That's better."
We traded increasingly baroque death fantasies about her ex for a bit.
Suddenly, when it was her turn yet again, Gretchen just paused and looked at me intently.
Uh, oh. I really hoped that she was not going to try to make this evening one of those stories where someone enlists their friend to bury a body for real.
Instead, she just mused, "About your offer, Owen..."
Thank God. I just laughed. "Yeah? What about it?"
"I'm pondering taking you up on it."
"What?" I yelped.
She looked almost skittish. "I thought you said you were being serious," she said softly.
"What? I mean, yeah. You genuinely are hot as fucking hell, and I would utterly love, in all ways, to see if your O-Face is as totally goofy and I suspect," I said, temporizing as I tried to figure out what she was really after. "But as alluded to before, I have a dick you are uninterested in!"
"I am indeed uninterested in your dick," Gretchen snorted. "But you were offering your tongue, and, um..." She cut herself off.
Whew. My banker friend was trying to get some back at me. Good. Doing that meant her emotional state was improving.
"Um? What does 'um' mean?" I challenged.
She glared at me. "'Um', as in, um, I understand from certain mutual acquaintances that you know what to do with that tongue," she admitted. "I mean, I do not believe that you can possibly be as good with it as a fully-certified lesbian, but even a mediocre..."
"Wait a minute. What mutual acquaintances?" I interrupted.
"Sheila..." Gretchen thought out loud. "She didn't say it outright, but... Persephone did."
"Wait! I didn't even know you knew Persephone."
"Duh. She's a client at my branch. When we were refinancing her condo, it came up that you and I are neighbors."
"So naturally, my skill with cunnilingus was a subject of conversation," I challenged incredulously.
"Oh, like you men don't talk about women all the time."
"We do. But..." I sputtered. "In the highly unlikely event that the subject of you came up with the manager of my Chase branch, we might, might go so far as to say you were extremely attractive. By a second of third conversation where you came up, we might even debate whether your tits or ass were more appealing! I cannot foresee a circumstance where one of us would find himself telling the other about your various skills in the bedroom!"
"Well then, not only are you men all horndogs, you are pretty boring horndogs. And I keep telling you, you need to get your money out of Chase."
Jesus, not that again. I ignored the banking rivalry. Gretchen was competitive with all banks, but she loathed Chase. "Well, I guess I should be thankful for the recommendations," I instead said.
Oops. I had let some enthusiasm enter my voice and she fucking heard it.
"Oh ho! I thought you were just doing this as a selfless favor to your hard-up friend!"
I looked at her, honestly getting a little embarrassed by this point. But what I saw was more than a teasing expression. There was some insecurity there.
And some need.
Fine. Embarrassment, it would have to be!
"Gretchen, this is honestly something I never even considered in a real-world kind of way. But if we really are talking in real-world terms, then I am all-in, and quite selfishly so."
"We are not talking about much of an opportunity for you to be selfish," she said, in both warning and apology.
"Gretchen," I said, realizing I was almost in pain here. "Are you going to let me help you take care of your problem, or not?"
We locked eyes. I am guessing we each saw uncertainty in the other. I certainly saw uncertainty in her.
Then her lips compressed. Wordlessly, my lesbian buddy stood up, reached up under her knee-length, conservative skirt, and tugged a set of quite utilitarian panties down her legs. She kicked them free of her ankles, and she sat back down on my couch into a posture that was somehow both utterly non-erotic and completely wanton.
"Um..."
I'm not sure which of us said that.
Inhaling sharply, I slid off the other end of the couch and went to my knees near her. I shuffled forward, and her legs parted some more, hesitantly.
"This is weird, isn't it, Owen?" she said glumly.
My pride was stung. No girl should be acting glum with me about to shove my face between her legs. I have my pride.
My pride warred with the fact that this was, in fact, weird.



"Listen," I said, looking up from where my gaze had been fixed on the darkness beneath her skirt. "I hope you aren't going to mind if I enjoy getting my face sticky while I make you lose your sanity here."
"Ha! Brave words, male human! But don't feel pressured. Honestly, all I am expecting, all I'm hoping for, is a nice, solid, externally administered release. You pull that off with that man tongue of yours and you may feel free to enjoy yourself... while doing that."
"Challenge accepted," I growled, crossing my arms and jutting out my chin. I was quoting a favorite internet meme/joke between those of us in the neighborhood. Though it usually was deployed in reply to things like being presented an obscenely large plate of nachos at Chili's, not trying to make a lesbian's twat spasm...
She giggled nervously, but still needfully. But then she gasped as I leaned down and began kissing the inside of her right knee.
Whatever body wash she used was nice. I wasn't familiar with it, but I assumed it was a body wash. Who puts perfume on their lower legs?
Considering what I was down here for, maybe lesbians were the people who put perfume on their legs...
Gretchen's legs, while not masterpieces, were very nice. In keeping with her tiny ass, they were pretty slender, but still had the shape you want in a quality pair of pins.
Her skin was smooth and expertly shaven. Gretchen, despite her recently morose attitude, had not let the landscape go to seed. That was good, as I assumed that it meant I had less to worry about her emotional state long-term.
Whether she beleived me yet or not, I intended to fix the shit out of her emotional state short-term...
I kissed all over her knees, and a few inches up the succulent flesh of her inner thigh. That was all lovely, so I decided to leisurely move to her other leg for a similar investigation. It was similarly pleasant to brush with kisses.
I heard her breath getting a bit shallower as I worked, until suddenly I felt fingers grabbing my earlobe. "Listen, dude. I know you guys are clueless, but those are not the areas where you make things happen!"
"Really?" I asked innocently. "Then where?"
"Are you going to take this seriously?" she asked, sounding as if she might be giving up.
Couldn't have that. Not when I was so close!
"Absolutely not," I snorted. "I'm way committed, but there is nothing serious about this whole ridiculous situation." I kissed my way up her thighs until my face was displacing the hem of her skirt just a bit.
"Please, Owen, I'm not asking to be made love to here. I just really want to get off, and I'll admit I am now fully curious if you can manage that even close to how you boast!"
"Oh, you are going to get off," I purred, looking up at her intently while letting my fingers on both hands begin to creep under the skirt along her inner thighs. "But I have a policy about going slow. I am going to take my time with this and do everything I can along the way to remind you that you are a total babe, and genuinely deserve most any girl you want, all certainly better than that fat-assed cheater."
To illustrate my point, I swiftly let my hands, which had not yet reached her crotch, sweep up and over her legs to the outside of her thighs, while simultaneously pressing them all the way under her skirt. As I slid them further around, she almost instinctively lifted her hips slightly, letting me take a good, firm grip on her small, highly ornamental glutes.
She gasped. "Hey! I said you could lick my pussy. I did not give your hairy male ass permission to feel me up all over!"
"Oh, please," I said dismissively, not removing my hands from her ass, nor feeling her trying to make me. "With the way your hips are going to be thrashing around shortly, I'm going to need something to hang on to so you don't wrench my neck."
"Thrash aroun... Owen, guys are just not that good at this," she said exasperatedly.
"Look," I crooned, pushing my face up under her skirt and breathing in some heady aromas. I still kept my face from her pussy though, for the moment. "I know you are into girls and all, but guys can be pretty competent in this arena. Our tongues work just as well as girls'," I asserted. I licked her for the first time, dragging just the tip of my tongue across her inner thigh.
"I have been with a guy before, douchebag," Gretchen retorted.
"Really?" I asked in surprise as my head popped up involuntarily from under her skirt. As long as I had known Gretchen, being lesbian was as much a part of her as her blonde hair.
"I had a boyfriend for most of my last semester of high school. We had lots of sex. Mediocre, mediocre sex," she growled.
"So you had one bad experience with one pimply-faced child and decided to switch teams?" I asked.
The back of my mind kept on task, though. I knew that was important. My fingers continued to relentlessly creep closer to the source of the steamy warmth under her skirt as we talked.
"No, I had many mediocre sexual experiences, all quite unfulfilling emotionally, with one pimply-faced man-child. I then swore off relationships for a bit, and while I was getting my head together, I realized that I only got all those cool emotional attachment sensations from women. After that, sex got way, way better." She said softly. Then her voice hardened. "For instance, it was almost always better than whatever this shit is you think you are doing!"
I smiled at her, and she could not help but smile back. "Well, before I do some more shit where I know what I'm doing, we need to get this skirt off you."
"Do you need to do that?" Gretchen asked cautiously.
"You have to still walk back to your house through the neighborhood," I said reasonably. "Do you want to do that with the whole back of your skirt soaking wet?"
"Oh, you are going to be that slobbery?"
"No. You are going to be that leaky. Maybe squirty."
Gretchen squinted at me.
I just looked back blandly. "Do me a favor--on multiple levels. Unzip this skirt and help me pull it off?"
Wordlessly, she unzipped the left hip of her skirt one-handed. Then she brought her second hand across to unbutton the waist. I instantly coached her hips up off the couch. The second she began to lift her ass, I pulled the skirt down with my hands inside of it.
I gently tossed it to the side and looked at her, bare below the waist.
"Wow, that is a relief," I said, in all honesty.
"My naked twat is a relief?"
"No, your freshly shaven twat is a relief," I said. "Honestly, Gretchen, I really have been worried about you since I heard. I've had friends go to dark places after a break-up. But if you are still taking the time to shave, instead of spending your days drinking Chardonnay in the tub, you are going to be okay."
"I'm pissed. I'm not depressed," Gretch snorted. "She is not worth depression."
I looked back between her legs at all that soft, bare skin and licked my lips. "Given how you are okay, you probably don't actually need this, do you?" I asked carefully.
"Backing out?" she challenged. "I'm still even hornier than I am pissed, or I wouldn't be sitting here with a fucking man staring up my cooch."
"Thank God," I sighed. "Now lean back and let's see if I can make you regret some life decisions."
That got her. She was still laughing when I leaned right in and dragged my tongue up the length of her slit.
That, in turn, got her as well. She gasped as I dragged my tongue, wet with all the saliva I could summon, up and down her length.
Um, yeah. Just as tasty as I had always imagined. And that meant she was utterly fucking delicious. I had been turned on since the start of this goat rodeo, but now I let myself outright fucking enjoy myself selfishly. I stopped my strokes up and down her slit, and hardened my tongue to push it within her. I groaned happily as I slid into her, her flavor exploding now.
"Listen to you. I'm the one supposed to be enjoying this," Gretchen growled, sounding very much as if she were enjoying it.
"Gretch," I said, reluctantly extracting my tongue to speak, "you taste every bit as marvelous as I told you I had dreamt. I am abso-fucking-lutey going to enjoy the fuck out of this."
"Do you always talk this much during sex?" she said in a shallow breath. While my tongue was busy with conversation, I had brought up my fingertips to tease at her opening.
"Sometimes," I said. "But tonight I had to make sure you really wanted this."
"Thank you."
"Also, I've wanted to shove my face between these gorgeous legs since I first met you at the Harris' cocktail party, so I've had to keep talking to prevent myself from pouncing on you and shoving your legs apart like I'm a rabid wolf. That might have scared you off..."
"Yeah," she sighed. "Oh, yeah," she added, even more deeply, as I once more displaced my fingers with my tongue. "It would have been a crying shame to be scared off before this."
I slid a finger back into her gently, curling the tip upward once I had maneuvered it deep. My tongue began circling her bump, deliciously bathed in the marinade of her arousal.
"Oh fuck, Owen," Gretchen sighed. "Guys are not supposed to be this good at this."
I pretended to ignore her. I was done talking. I had better things for my mouth to do. Later, when we were done, I'd give her shit for lesbians' problematic bigotry about men's tongues.
God, I had wanted this. I'd wanted to do a lot of other things to Gretchen, of course, but somehow, eating her out had been the one thing I'd fixated on, on the occasions I let myself think about her.
Actually getting to do this to her was... almost surreal.
The whole experience was surreal, in a lot of ways. Fantastic, but surreal. Even weirder than the sudden fulfillment of my apparently precognitive fantasy was the whole fact that this was profoundly going nowhere. I've had a lot of sex that clearly wasn't going anywhere in the future. That's almost been the default for me in my life. But this wasn't going anywhere further today. And honestly, even limited sex with a lesbian had not been on my bingo card this morning, nor any other day in the past.
A new, louder moan from Gretchen brought me back to the task at hand. I really needed to get down to enjoying this unique opportunity. I also needed to hold up the honor of men everywhere. Can't have these lesbians thinking we don't know how to lick pussy!
I ground my face against her sex, probing deep with my tongue, my finger helping make room. Since I was never going to fuck Gretch, I was going to eagerly take the opportunity to tongue-fuck her. I probed into her depths, savoring the musky flavor. Her slick, perfectly shaven skin slid wonderously against my face.
"Jesus, Owen," Gretchen called out, her fingers now buried in my hair. "I thought I was going to hate that stubble you've been rocking lately, but it feels kinda fucking hot!"
For an instant, I shied away. The stubble look was a recent experiment I'd been playing with after a 'friend' had bought me a fucking stubble trimmer. I had recently discovered old reruns of this show called Miami Vice and had gone on and on about it with him over drinks several times. Wally is a sarcastic bastard, so I had actually started using the stubble trimmer, just to get him back for the gift.
But Gretchen seemed to like the stubble, so I leaned into it now. Since doing so meant I got to roll my face all over her unfairly flavorful and aromatic pussy, I was happy to add the stimulation.
"Fuuuuck!" she moaned, clearly liking the rough feel even more as I went on. Her fingers wrapped even tighter into my hair, making sure my stubble tickled over her nether lips even harder. Her hips bucked.
Yeah. No way was I going to make her come with my goddamned beard. That was my tongue's job!
I plunged it deep into her once more, as swiftly and suddenly as I could manage, and Gretchen gasped delightedly. She started saying 'fuck' again, repeatedly, each utterance with a different tone or inflection from the previous.
I considered forcibly pulling away and leaving her to fall back from the edge. But I wasn't feeling that cruel. I was doing a favor here, right?
Also, I didn't want all my hair yanked out...
I moved my tongue back to her clit, rubbing the tip side to side over the throbbing bump. 'Fuck' became too articulate a word for Gretchen to manage anymore, and she just started moaning in a high pitch, each sound a little more urgent than the last.
Alright, it was my tongue's show, but my finger could help, I decided. I gently slid it up and into her again, right below my feasting tongue, and probed to find her G-spot.
Found it.
The moans lifted into an ecstatic shriek, and Gretchen thrashed as she came. The orgasm lasted long enough to make me feel conceited and she thrashed against my face, humping her hips up and down against me. Then, like her strings had been cut, she collapsed back on my couch, her fingers that had been holding my head tight to her crotch now pushing me feebly but desperately away.
Yep. Goofy O-Face.
"Oh God, that is so what the doctor ordered," she mumbled, drunk on hormones.
"Glad I could be of help," I said smugly but sincerely. And glad to score some reputation points for the male team.
Gretchen sighed happily, lying back in a limp puddle. I will admit to taking the opportunity to just flat out stare at her spread legs.
What a pretty, wet and sloppy but pretty, pussy.
After a moment, Gretch lifted her head. Doing so seemed to take all the energy she had, because the rest of her remained pleasingly splayed out. This had not been about me, but I was going to load up on imagery for my next dry spell.
"Fuuuuuck," she panted. She shook her head. "What do I need to do for you now?" she asked, more to herself than really to me.
But I answered anyway. "Huh? You don't need to do anything. We were specific about that. This was just to help you reset your brain and start transitioning any residual lust into good healthy hate for the cheating bitch." No way did I want my friend to think I was going to take advantage of the situation!
"Sure," Gretchen snorted dismissively. "You are telling me that a guy is going to bring the bliss like that, and not expect some kind of return effort?"
"I am telling you..."
"Hell, If I helped out a girlfreind like that, I'd be fucking desperate by the time I was done," she went on. She grunted the last of that as she sat up, sadly pulling her legs together.
"Gretchen, I really am not trying..."
"Owen," she said, focus returning to her eyes. "Thank you, but am I going to sit here and leave the guy who fixed my blue bean, with blue balls? I have never ever seen you pitch a tent before, but even with you sitting there on the floor, it looks like you bought those khakis from Ringling Brothers."
I didn't even need to look down to know from my discomfort that my cock was making me look like a self-serving douchebag.
"Come on, stand up," she snorted. "While I am still in a compulsively thankful condition."
I didn't want her compelled to do anything. "Gretch..."
"Stand. Up."
I stood up. The concept of whatever my friend was suggesting made me move a little faster than I should.
She laughed. "Ah! So you are eager! I guess I should be flattered."
I was about to object again, or apologize, or whatever, but my words died in my throat as Gretchen grabbed the fly of my pants and opened it. Instead, I sighed involuntarily as my cock was freed from its uncomfortable situation.
"Jesus, bro!" Gretchen snorted good-naturedly, but without a trace of intrinsic desire. "You are as big as my fucking strap-on!"
I had no idea what to fucking say to that. Before I could try to say anything, she grabbed my cock a little more tightly than necessary and stared at it.
"I really do owe you," she said, looking up at me now. "But fair warning, it has been a dozen years since I did one of these, and I don't think I was very good at it back then."
"Gretchen," I tried again to tell her I didn't expect this, but she squeezed my cock to shut me up again.
When I subsided, she stared intently at my dick and pumped her hand up and down once.
"I don't suppose you have any lube?" she asked me. "I forget even the real ones need to get slick."
"In my bedroom," I said, starting to turn. Her hand turned me back again.
"Forget it. If this will lubricate a dildo, it should do for this."
Gretchen let go of me and spat several times on each palm, then began to sloppily lick both hands until they glistened.
I manfully refrained from suggesting that she might more easily lubricate my dick by licking the appendage in question directly.
In a moment, my dick was clasped again, by both hands this time, and being pumped aggressively.
Honestly, it felt amazing, and the situation was an embarrassing turn-on. But she was going a little hard. "Slow down," I almost yelped. "You are awesome, but please work up to it."
"Sorry! See what I mean?" Gretchen said, unhappy with herself. She was always anal about any job she did.
And she did slow down. She even loosened the death-grip she had on me and now slid smoothly and softly up and down my shaft. She still really did not know what she was doing, I could tell. But this just might turn into an enjoyable handjob. At the very least, I expected she would manage to fix her accurate diagnosis of blue balls.
But then she opened her mouth and stuck a couple of inches of me between her lips!
I felt her tongue brush gently across the bottom of my glans, but it did not fully engage. I still hissed happily at the sensation. Gretchen rolled her head around gently, let me out of her mouth, then took me back in again. Again, the touch of her tongue was amazing, but too brief.
I found that it was hard, in a situation like this where my cock was already needy as fuck, and every touch was electric but unfulfilling, not to start pushing my cock deeper into my friend's mouth.
I doubted she would like that in any way, shape, or form, so I controlled myself.
And honestly? I felt great. Every little thing she did felt great. But I also knew that this was never going to actually get me off. She had even stopped stroking my dick.
She just wasn't into it. And she just didn't know what she was doing. She wasn't disgusted by my dick in her mouth, I was desperately releived to discern, but there was no hunger, no urgency.
I groaned again at another, all too brief tongue caress.
How could my blue balls, in the middle of a fucking blowjob--a blowjob from a fucking certified lesbian, be getting worse?
My next happy sigh was tinged with a hint of frustration. I couldn't help it.
Worse, Gretchen heard it.
Worse than that, she took me out of her mouth again. "I told you I wasn't very good," she fretted. "Back with my one boyfriend, well, just like he wasn't very good at dining at the Y, and was never that into it anyway, I was neither eager nor good at sucking cock."
"It's all right," I reassured her earnestly. "I never expected..."
"I'll just fuck you instead," she said.
"Huh?" I gulped. "Gretchen! No! I do not expect you to..."
"Shut. The Fuck. Up," she said sternly. "I never got him off with my mouth, so I'm not sure why I expected to do it for you today. But he always, always came when he fucked me."
"Gretchen..."
"And," she went on. All this overriding everything I said should have been getting on my nerves, but considering the circumstances... "And, at least once, he sort of, by accident, I am sure, made me come too," she added. She looked up at me. "Owen, from the way you ate me out almost as good as a girl..." she started.
Almost?
"I'm betting you might fuck well enough to get me off again," she said quietly. "And while your good work at least got me back on balance about craving my cheating ex, I am still kinda gagging for another."



Conniving bitch. My buddy was always manipulative, witness the issue with the concert tickets the prior spring. Now she was appealing to my apparently generous nature.
"Oh, God," I moaned.
"There we go," she crooned, self-satisfied, knowing she had me broken down. Of course, there had never been any way I or any other dude, this far in, could have possibly said no.
Gretchen turned on my couch and laid herself out along its length. "Let's do this," she murmured.
My last ditch, extraordinarily uncommitted defense was to ask, "You don't want to be on top?"
"You are the expert in this, Owen, not me," she snorted. "Lead the way!"
"Buy you keep talking a good game about your strap-on," I said, unable to resist the tease. I also was unable to resist climbing up to kneel with one leg between hers.
"The bitch was the one who wore it, not me," she snorted.
"Fine then," I gumbled, finally capitulating. I grabbed one of the extra cushions from where it had been shoved off the couch. "Lift," I said, grabbing her ass and pulling up. Gretchen obediently lifted her hips, and I slid the firm cushion right where I wanted it.
With her hips lifted and tilted, I wondered for just a second at the amazing sensation of living an impossible fantasy. But just for a second. As I said, I was fully beyond any more objections.
I lifted my other leg up between hers, and braced myself over her with one hand, grabing my cock with the other. I pointed it down and I pressed its tip against her bare, and still extremely sodden slit.
"Ohhhhh," Gretchen groaned. "Do it!"
I sighed as I pushed inward.
Honestly, she wasn't as tight as I had expected. I mean, she was still wonderfully tight, and I had to work to bury myself inside her. But I had kind of told myself that a girl who hasn't fucked in twelve years or whatever would need one of Elon Musk's tunneling machines to get into. Instead, my little old dick did the job just fine, and we both explosively sighed as I slipped fully into her.
"Gotta," Gretchen groaned, "remember the pillow thing!"
I pulled myself almost free, then slid in again. And again. And again, a little faster.
"Just a reminder," Gretchen said, suddenly grabbing my ass, "I'm sure I'm okay, but better not come inside me, okay?"
"Fuck!" I yelped. Of course a lesbian would not be on birth-control! What kind of asshole was I?
"I... I have some in my bedroom," I said, yanking myself free of her. It surprised her, but her fingers dug into my ass, stopping me beforte I could bolt.
"Fuck that! No, wait. Fuck me. Now!" she gasped. "That felt surprisingly good. Way better, unh," she grunted as I shrugged and slid back into her, "than I remember."
"The condoms are just down the hall," I said, fucking her anyway while I made my case.
"My period, Owen, is as regular as a bond coupon," she snorted. "I never miss. It starts tomorrow. I am not ovulating. I'm just saying, in the interest of security, pull out anyway."
"You are really trusting me," I grunted.
"Dude, if I didn't trust you, I'd have never let you tongue my hoohaw in the first place!"
I really, really did not want to stop fucking this woman to go get condoms, for fear than she might come to her senses while I was out of sight.
I committed to the bit. If she was going to have some dick for the first time in over a decade, I was determined that it be the best dicking possible. I grabbed her hips and shifted her on the pillow so my shaft would stroke her clit as I enjoyed myself.
Because I was now utterly enjoying myself.
And while I wanted her to love every minute, I also determined to take my time. I was not going to let either of us come for a good long while, because if I was going to get to actually fuck Gretchen, I was going to extend the experience as long as possible.
Oh, piss off. This was a once-in-a-lifetime data collection opportunity. I was going to extend the experimental run as long a possible.
"Oh, fuuuck," Gretchen moaned again, looking up at me. She bit her lip as she looked me up and down. I wasn't sure if it was desire, or if she just wanted to stop embarrassing herself with how loud she was being with a dude. "Take your shirt off," she demanded. At my startled expression, she went on, "You look fucking ridiculous going at it with a tennis shirt on," she went on. Then she grinned. "And I remember your chest from the Falken's pool party last year. I want to see it again, all sweaty and flexing."
I grinned at her. This was getting fun.
A great thing about missionary with a woman whose hips are elevated significantly is that you can often keep thrusting without needing to support your weight with your arms. I tugged my shirt off without missing (much of) a beat in my rhythm.
"Wow, fucking a guy, and wanting to oggle his pecs. Here I thought you were a lesbian," I teased.
"Oh, I very much am," she replied, grunting because I was thrusting into her pretty hard as I gave her a hard time. "But I can still appreciate the chest of a good-looking dude. Just because I don't feel any emotional draw from guys doesn't mean I can't still appreciate their bodies. When Chris Hemsworth pulls off his shirt in Thor, I'm there for it."
"Good to know, especially if I ever have a torso like Thor's."
"Don't... ungh... get too cocky," Gretchen said, squeezing her thighs together against my hips. "I'd still way rather watch... oooh... that scene in American Pie where Shannon Elizabeth... oh hell... strips down in the douchebag's bedroom."
"Heh heh heh! Gretchen likes big boobies!" I sang like a school kid. "Gretchen likes big, fake boobies!"
That earned me a swat. But then she grinned. "Yeah, I do like a nice set of good fake boobies..."
We both giggled. Then we spent about ten thrusts and thirty seconds literally agreeing with each other that among movies from before puberty, or even before we were born, only Jamie Lee Curtis in Trading Places had a better scene.
I sobered and drew my cock in and out of her in long, slow strokes, absolutely reveling in the silken feel of her inner embrace. I also stared at her expectantly.
"Wha... what?" she asked breathlessly.
"Don't I get the same consideration?" I asked, staring at her blouse and slowing my in and out movement, replacing it with a languid corkscrew rocking.
"I'm fucking you, Owen. I did not sign up from having my tits mauled by a ham-fisted dude," she snorted.
This was totally fucking weird.
But I wanted what I wanted.
"I don't need to play with them," I said, acting as innocent as I could with my cock streaming in pleasure as it danced inside her. "But I also like to see a nice chest."
"Mine are not big, fake boobies," she moped.
"Please. I saw you at the Falkens' party, too. Even in that terrible, ugly, dowdy one-piece you were wearing, it was clear you have tits worth seeing."
"Fine, but do that thing with your hips some more, please," she said, her hands going to the buttons of her white blouse.
I obliged, and she grinned happily.
She threw the front of her blouse wide, and her nicely sized, not at all fake tits bounced gently in the ordinary white lace bra she had on underneath. She grabbed the bra in the middle and opened the clasp there, tossing the bra wide, too.
Yes! They had some nice heft, though not exactly grapefruit-sized or anything. And her nipples were premium, roseate, and eagerly pointed upward. The aureoles were generous and looked crinkled with arousal.
And man did those tits bounce wonderfully as I thrust my cock into Gretchen.
So I thrust still harder. They were now almost flailing around.
"Damn! I never realized how much harder a guy can drive than a strap-on," Gretchen gasped. "Mine would have been knocked off by now!"
"Is it okay?" I asked quickly, slowing my roll.
"Yes, it's okay," she groaned. "Keep it up. If I'm going to fuck a guy, I might as well enjoy the aggression a little."
I resumed my fast pace and observed, "These are really nice tits."
She just snorted. I did not have Thor's chest, she did not have Jamie Lee Curtis's or Shannon Elizabeth's. We were both pretty fucking happy at the moment.
Best of all, my mouth finally, finally felt happy just panting, instead of talking. I pumped in and out of her, making sure that, as I enjoyed myself, I heard plenty of happy hisses from stroking that internal spot which made her shake.
And she was shaking now. "Oh, yeah, Owen. This is a helluva lot better than I had hoped for. You are so much better than Petey was."
Yeah. I wasn't going to preen too much over that. I sure hoped I was better than some pimply-faced douchebag teenager who didn't want to lick pussy.
Apparently, I was preening anyway, because Gretchen outright laughed at me. She did clamp down around my cock as she did, so I had that going for me. "You are still no woman, dude."
I stuck my tongue out at her. "You are not a woman either," I said incoherently.
She looked at me archly.
"I mean," I tried to recover, "you a no woman who wants me to suck her nipples!"
"Sucks to be you," she chortled.
I never slowed my now firm, powerful, not too fast rhythm. "It does not... suck to be me right now," I practically moaned.
"Me either," she groaned.
Fuck. I might come before her! No way that was happening.
I shoved a hand down between us and diddled her clit.
"No... fucking fair!" Gretchen gasped. "That's too... oh, shiiiiit!"
She came again. Holy fuck, did that feel good around my cock. My arousal, already near the edge, surged up fast.
Pull out!
Fuck! I had to pull out!
I had not resorted to coitus interruptus in a long, long time.
It was harder, much harder, than I remembered.
But I managed, barely. With a cry of frustration, I yanked my hips backward and my cock popped free from its happy playground.
Gretchen, like the true quality broad that she is, lesbian or not, reached swiftly for my cock to help me finish, but I had left it almost too late anyway. I grunted and my cock spewed... prodigiously, even for me. Another reason I need to fuck a biologist at some point would be to find out the scientific term for balls like mine, that produce a lot, and reload quickly.
My loins spasmed, and my brain went, um, yellow? Everything definitely had a yellow hue to it as my cock throbbed in ecstacy. I felt Gretchen's hand grab, albeit inexpertly, at my cock, and before she could so much as move her fingers, it drew a final mighty plume of jizz from me.
"Oh, fuck!" I gasped, suddenly tottering back and forth over Gretchen, bereft of breath, brawn, or brain.
"Shit! You okay, dude?" she asked, not exactly coherent herself. She reached up to help support me, but I, not wanting to flop down atop her, sank off to the side. Unfortunately, we were fucking on a couch, and there was no surface beside her to flop onto. Instead, I tumbled to the fucking floor!
"Owen!" she yelped, twisting to her side and reaching out toward me.
I just laughed... somewhat hysterically. "I'm okay! You came, right?"
"Fuck, yeah! That is your concern? Not the half-gallon of jizz you sprayed all over me?"
"The woman always comes first!" I said, waving my finger in the air almost desperately.
"Damn, I may have to recommend you to any fellow lesbians who want to take a walk on the wild side," she snorted.
"Really?" I asked, suddenly almost interested in the future.
"Fuck you," she laughed, shoving my shoulder. "But thank you for asking to see my tits."
"Huh?"
She pointed at her belly and her breasts, all streaked with sticky white. "I would never have been able to explain this to my dry cleaner!"
------------
Thanks for reading. If you enjoyed this little romp, I'd appreciate a nice vote, or even a follow. If you've read my other stuff, you know my favorite reward for a job well done is a comment!
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Welcome to Provocations! I'll let you know up front that this is a series about swinging. But it is a series by Publius68, so if you want or need a lot of drama, revenge, broken relationships, and general tragedy in your swinger stories, move on now. You won't enjoy this one, and I don't want to waste your time.
I like swinger stories, but the overwhelming majority of them are either depressing as fuck, or if they are not, they just don't make sense. I mostly wanted to write this series because I do not personally understand swinging in real life. More to the point, I don't understand how a loving, devoted couple makes the transition, successfully or otherwise, into swinging. The few swinger-adjacent stories I have written, I've just jumped on past the decision point as if it just... happened naturally. I do not find that very plausible, and my regular readers know how important that word is to me.
So expect a lot of fun, humor, and some serious slow burn in the overall story, but Provocations is oxymoronic, since it will have plenty of Bow-Chika-Wow-Wow amidst the slow burning! And while this series is posted in Group Sex for consistency, various chapters may not have much of that. It's coming.
Whatever, lean back and enjoy this. I have no idea as of this point where this is going, or how long it will take to get there. Let me know if you enjoy the ride.
------------
Provocation - One
------------
"You are good to drive, right?" Gwen asked me as we got into the car.
"I'm fine," I said. "I had like four drinks all night, but we were there over three hours."
"Cool, let's roll," my girl said, buckling her seatbelt. I was barely backed out of Ron and Cathy's driveway when she added, "That was fun as always, but damn! It's like living in those insurance ads sometimes with the two of them!"
I laughed. "Yeah, they do channel old parents a little, don't they?"
"They are a year younger than us, but sometimes they want to act like it is 1961 or something," Gwen giggled. "We must have spent five minutes listening to them fret over the seating arrangements for four people."
"Ever since they got married, Cathy has been reading her grandmother's old books on 'entertaining'," I said, shaking my head. "Whenever they go off on some tangent about 'the right way to do things', I feel like we're children."
"And that is why we are not getting married until it is time for kids," Gwen declared. "The minute you put a ring on my finger, I know that I'll be out in the street, flagging down neighbors to talk about bundling car and homeowner coverage."
I agreed in amusement. Neither of us wanted to revisit the M-word until we decided to have kids. If we ever decided to do that. But we also weren't getting married for a host of sound financial, career, and logistical reasons as well.
We were not holding off because of doubts, thank you, Mom. Every time I looked at my auburn-haired gal, I saw my partner for life. Richer or poorer, sickness or health, death do us part were all baked into the cake for us without a ceremony. We had bought a house together for crying out loud.
"Whereas tomorrow night, when we go out with Sammy, Deidre, and Zoe, all of whom are older than us, we will feel like we are the aged stick-in-the-muds!" Gwen agreed.
We drove in silence for a bit. "Honestly, I think we are lucky those three still want to go out with us, since we moved in together," I admitted.
"You did start lecturing Zoe on the value of building home equity two weeks ago," Gwen snickered.
*
Deidre and Zoe's chosen club was, as usual, too loud.
Christ, I do sound old!
Fuck it, Gwen and I are what we are, and we each are as happy with it as one could expect for a couple whose 20s have now entered the rear-view mirror..
"Carl! Gwen! You are finally here," yelled Zoe, barely audible over the thumping beat. She slid over in the booth they had commandeered before our arrival to make room for the two of us.
"You are both behind. Catch up," ordered Sammy, holding out two Heinekens to us from a bucket in the center of the table. His enormous, dark hands made the bottles look small.
We both sighed and took our bottles. I at least make a token effort to slam back mine, swallowing about half. Gwen took one long sip, then set hers down.
"That is a tiny sip," Deidre said suspiciously. "Are you preggers?"
"If I had a bun in the oven, I would not have even taken the sip," Gwen laughed. "No, I want a couple of shots, not beer." She patted her tummy. "I have to fight this enough at the gym as it is. I think I'm swearing off beer."
"Unless you grew a beer belly in the last eight seconds," Sammy laughed, "you have nothing to worry about." Zoe and Deidre also looked unsympathetic about my lady's weight issue. Her mostly non-existent weight issue.
Look, Gwen is no supermodel. Her nose is, um, Roman in its majesty, and her front teeth are off-center enough to just be noticeable. But her face is expressive, and marvelously so. Currently, it was expressing slightly smug gratitude at being told she has no weight issues by people other than me.
Her waist is admittedly thicker than she wishes, but her belly is nicely flat, if certainly not washboard muscular. She can and does do sit-ups for days, but while all that core strength gives her wicked groundstrokes on the tennis court, it fails to deliver the definition she craves. I like her waist. I love putting my arm around it. Much of the reason for that is that doing so puts me close to grabbing her ass. Gwen does have a supermodel's ass, and when she's being honest with herself, she knows it.
I will admit that she unfortunately has a supermodel's breasts as well.
Unfortunately is the wrong word. Gwen's breasts are lovely, proportionate, and a joy to play with. But, honestly, I am easily distracted by big tits, and Gwen's are only just big enough to be grabbable. I'll never tell her this, but if she ever decides she wants a boob-job, I'd write the check in a second. That shameful secret admitted, I would love them even more if they were larger, but I could not possibly love any larger set even as much.
So, she's not a knockout, but Gwen knocks me out. For my money, she is the best-looking woman among all our female friends, even Cathy, who I must admit possesses an enchantingly large pair.
Gwen shoved her beer toward me. "Go get two shots so we can both catch up."
I rolled my eyes, but while I may not be married, I still know how to follow orders. "Okay. What do you want yours to be?" I asked.
"Both shots are for me. These two beers are for you," she said firmly, leaving the second bottle in front of me. "I think they have Chairman's Club here. I'll take two shots of that. Neat, please!" She finished with the sweet smile I love.
"Anyone else?" I asked. Sammy was good with his beer, but Zoe and Deidre wanted Kamikazes, since I was already going to fight through the crowd at the bar.
I returned faster than I had any right to hope with Gwen's rum and the other girls' less strong shots. When I did, I found that Sammy and Zoe had both already hit the dance floor, though not together.
I was dead certain that Zoe had fucked Sammy at some point. Gwen was equally certain that Deidre had fucked Sammy repeatedly. In both instances, we are talking about the past. Their friendships were stronger than their needs. And none of those three has a problem with getting needs taken care of. Deidre and Zoe may not be as enchanting as Gwen, but they are plenty sexy. And Sammy is... Sammy.
Case in point, I saw him over at another table filled with four girls in varying flavors of good-looking, flirting with all of them simultaneously. In moments, he had asked the blonde to dance, and she had excitedly gotten up. Unfortunately for her, Sammy's usual MO indicated that she was the one he was least interested in. He'd be fishing in that pool off and on all night, between hanging out with us.
Zoe was... more direct. She just went out on the fairly crowded dance floor and grooved by herself until an appealing applicant approached. One already had, and she moving in a way designed to give him more hope than he probably had.
Or maybe not.
"Damn," Deidre laughed to us, downing the shot I had brought her. "Zoe is shaking her ass at him hard for this early in the night!"
Zoe took that moment to glance our way, and Gwen cheerily waved her first shot at our dancing friend before downing it with a gasp.
Deidre got up to do much the same as Zoe was, but paused. "This'll be warm by the time she throws that guy back," she said, touching Zoe's Kamikaze. "That would be a shame..." She slugged back Zoe's shot and hustled out to the floor to dance near Zoe, ready to dance with her when she inevitably dumped her current partner.
"Christ," I said in Gwen's ear so I didn't have to shout. "They are all older than us, but I feel like we can't keep up!" Another benefit of speaking into Gwen's ear was that it gave me an opportunity to nuzzle.
She let me so nuzzle a moment before replying, "Hey! We do okay." She sipped and then slammed her second shot. "We are Ubering home, just like them." She grabbed my hand, "Let's show them we can still dance."
Of course, we could still dance. Better than any of those three, to be honest. When I met Gwen, I was a better dancer than her. Since then, as we fell in love, our dancing skills and habits converged. For these three that we usually clubbed with, dancing is sort of showing off. It is an interview process where no one knows quite who is interviewing whom, for what position. For Gwen and me, dancing is about demonstrating to each other how in sync we are--how we can anticipate and enhance each other's moves.
Still, she and I only danced three songs before we retreated to defend our group's table and to let me drink Gwen's beer before it got warm. Honestly, that was probably all we would dance together tonight. Clubbing these days for us was mostly about getting lightly drunk and watching the circus. We watched the floor and kind of regretted leaving it when we did, as the next song slapped something fierce.
That rarest of things, a waitress, appeared at our table. Gwen ordered a bucket of bottled waters, another bucket of Heinekens, and two more shots of Chairman's Club. That should keep all of us out of the scrum at the bar for a while, at least.
As usual, the circus provided lots of fun watching, beyond our own circus that we came with.
But Deidre and Zoe took the cake for the early part of the evening, when they convinced some random dude that he was about to have the night of his life. The two of them started dancing with him simultaneously, and both were grinding on him... hard.
"Oh, that poor bastard," Gwen observed as we watched.
"He's enjoying himself," I countered. He was enjoying himself a lot, except when I could see him twitching his hips in that way a guy does when he is trying to get his cock to slip into a more comfortable position in his pants.
"Not for long, and you know it," laughed Gwen.
Sure enough, the song ended, and both our friends smiled at him, lightly caressed his arms, then said goodbye, heading back toward our table and leaving the poor bastard looking like they just shot Old Yeller.
Zoe plucked at the arm of a waitress on her way and ordered something. The two of them plopped back into the booth, glistening slightly from the exertion and smiling.
"That was fun!" Deidre said loudly over the music.
"That was cruel!" I countered with a grin.
"That's what I said!" Deidre laughed.
Gwen laughed along with both of them. She had been her share of cruel on the dance floor back in the day.
I had experienced such cruelty from others myself at times, so I laughed less hard. But I still laughed. The dude had been well compensated.
The waitress duly showed up with Zoe's order. More shots. This was going to be an epic night.
The four of us downed them in unison and relaxed. But not for long.
"Come on, Deidre," said Zoe, tugging on our friend. "Moar dancing!"
Deidre was reluctant, however. "Give me a few. I've had more than you," she complained, waving at the empty shot glasses.
Zoe was not dissuaded. "Carl! We haven't danced in weeks. Let's boogie!" She was out of the U-shaped booth and around to my end in a flash, dragging at my hand. I rolled my eyes in pretend reluctance at Gwen, who merely shoved me to get on with doing my duty.
Zoe kept pulling me out onto the dance floor, but just as she was about to release my hand, I clamped down and led her into a spin. She laughed and went with it before we settled into normal gyrations to the thumping music. Gwen and I manage some choreographed, dance lesson-type dancing sometimes, Cha-Chas, Rumbas, and a lot of Hustle, but our friends are just 'move your body' types.
I had never heard this song, but I liked it. It had a wild beat, and it had the women on the dance floor all moving... extravagantly. Zoe was no exception.
Suddenly, she wobbled a bit, not to the music, but just momentarily unsteady. She laughed at herself and wiped at her lips with her fingertips. "That was a strong shot," she yelled.
I just nodded, as if agreeing. I always find it amusing how the brain, when it tastes strong alcohol, goes into drunk mode long before the actual booze has any chance of meaningfully entering the bloodstream.
But the shots did seem like they had been stronger shots than usual. It must be a new bartender tonight--one who hasn't learned to water down the shots to the club's specs.
The upshot of all this was that Zoe started dancing with me like I was a stranger, instead of... just me.
She had on a new outfit that I had not seen before. When we first got there, I had considered the tight, mid-thigh, black leather skirt to be the star of the ensemble, as it showed off her skinny but nicely shaped legs to perfection. But as she got going out on the dance floor, working her shoulders in all directions, I gained new and profound appreciation for the emerald green top she wore.
Zoe has the biggest tits of anyone in our little clubbing group, and the blouse initially disappointed me. It was loose as hell, with lots of extra fabric around the neckline, and just sitting there, the garment played down those mounds. But out on the floor, with her leaning forward and back and shaking side to side, I realized that the neckline was deep. Like, belly deep. The more she moved, the more that window on her cleavage opened and closed, and the more its opening moved around. And since she wore no bra under there, her boobs were moving around a good bit as well.
It was arresting.
Look, I'd had several beers and a couple of shots already, and we hadn't been there that long. So I had reached Tipsy Stupid. You know the condition. Your brain is just distracted enough to not worry about little things. This is as opposed to Drunk Stupid. Drunk Stupid is where you do dumb shit like get behind the wheel. Or tell some random large lesbian stranger that her political views are 'fucked up'.
I have been Drunk Stupid. Fortunately, I had a friend abscond with my keys the one time.
Nothing had saved me or my right eye from the consequences of the other time.
Since I was only Tipsy Stupid, I refrained from responding to Zoe's increasingly frenetic display by doing something disastrous. But I did something stupid enough.
I leaned in for a better look, trying to make it look like just another dance move.
Zoe was into it now, and she was more tipsy than me. Bordering on drunk.
She responded to my eyes and to how close they were to her by grabbing the back of my head and pulling my face down and almost into her cleavage! The view was really, really good now. Zoe's boobs still are not big, per se, but they have plenty enough flesh to move a lot.
I did manage to have the sense not to let her plant my face all the way into her cleavage, but I was dumb enough not to pull away for a good long while...
The song ended, fortunately to be replaced by one I hate. That snapped me out of the hypnotic effect, and I slipped Zoe's grasp. That helped her realize just what she had been up to, and with whom. We grinned at each other sheepishly and headed back to the booth.
The look on Gwen's face had me grimacing lightly, and Zoe veering off to the restrooms.
My lady wasn't mad, but she had clearly been watching the whole time. Her look was... challenging.
I slid into the booth and tried to be casual by grabbing a fresh beer. She snuggled next to me but gave me the smile of a mongoose.
"I love that last song," I said, looking for something to talk about.
Gwen just leaned over and kissed the back of my jaw, right below my ear. "I'll bet you love it more now," she silkily spoke in my ear.
"Um..." I said, trying to parse all the mixed signals. "Maybe I shouldn't be drinking more beer just yet," I tried, waving the beer half-heartedly.
Gwen just nipped my earlobe and purred once more into my ear, "More like, I think we need to keep any more shots away from Zoe for a while!" Then she sat back, fully relaxed.
I had apparently been... forgiven? Even when Zoe returned and slipped into the booth once more, apparently already amnesiac about trying to shove my face between her boobs, Gwen made no more arch observations--to either of us.
Only a few moments later, Deidre returned and plopped back into our booth beside Zoe. She held three shots in her hand. "Lemon Drops!" She crowed, setting hers down in front of herself and holding out one each to Zoe and Gwen.
Gwen intercepted both proffered shots and handed the second one to me instead of Zoe.
"Awww!" Zoe objected.
Deidre looked at Gwen inquiringly.
Gwen just held up her shot imperiously. "Cheers!" she demanded. Deidre automatically clicked glasses. I hastily did too. We tapped them on the tabletop and downed them.
"Awww!" Zoe repeated.
"Zoe needs to skip a round," Gwen told Deidre.
That cleared up Zoe's amnesia. "Oh, hey, Gwen! I mean..." she started to say.
But Gwen cut her off swiftly, and with a smile. "No worries, girlfriend. You just have had a few extra, and I don't want you getting yourself in trouble," she told her like a good sober companion, even though she was hardly that herself by this point. "Not every guy would be as much the gentleman as Carl was just now," she added in a tone of genuine concern.
On the face of it, this was hardly a novel conversation. We had all looked out for each other's inebriation levels for years when we went out clubbing.
But Zoe still blushed. Deidre caught it and laughed. "Oh ho, Zoe! You forget who you were dancing with?"
Zoe looked like she wanted to hotly deny it, but then deflated. Her shoulders slumped, and she held up her thumb and forefinger an inch apart. "Maybe a little?" She blushed.
All three women laughed. I unwisely laughed along with them.
All three turned their eyes on me. Deidre tilted her head in challenge.
"Hey!" I objected to the sudden, wordless interrogation. "I was a perfect gentleman. Gwen just said so!" I added, cleverly employing an unimpeachable witness.
"I said, 'as much of a gentleman as you were, '" Gwen smirked. "There is a world of difference between fractional and perfect."
Now I was the one fucking blushing.
They were all laughing even harder. I felt Gwen's hand massaging my leg reassuringly. Well, she was mostly massaging something in the neighborhood of my leg, which was much more reassuring. The grope was also out of character for Gwen when we were out in public like this. I could do with this sort of forgiveness.
We joked around about a couple about fifty feet away who were not so much dancing as demonstrating a series of porno sex positions while fully clothed, after which Deidre declared that it was time for her and Zoe to go and pick up a couple of pornstars themselves. Still laughing, our two friends slid out and into the crowd.



"She's going to be alright?" Gwen sort of said, sort of asked, leaning against me companionably as we watched them move off to hunt.
"She's fine," I said, "but intercepting that last shot was probably a good idea." I turned my face to hers and added, widening my eyes, "For her at least. I'm not so sure about for me!
Gwen grinned, then kissed me. We made out for a bit, which was a bit of alright, especially since she left her hand right were it was, two fingers on my thigh, two on my cock...
We had just broken apart to once more scan the floor show, when Sammy reappeared, sliding into the booth and grabbing the next-to-last beer from our bucket. He flipped the cap and took a long pull.
"Giving your pride of lionesses a minute to percolate?" Gwen teased.
Sammy grimaced and took another, longer pull. "Dry hole," he yelled sourly over the music. "Every one of them."
"Really?" I asked skeptically. Sammy going 0 for 4 was not often a thing.
"Lesbians. Every one of 'em," he said sourly.
"Just because a woman doesn't crave your bod right off the bat doesn't mean she's a lesbian, dude," Gwen scolded. "I mean, it is a possible indicator..." she added with damn near a leer.
"Lesbians," Sammy declared with glum certainty. "They only got around to telling me when I swung by the table this last time, and two of them were making out. But that was only after I had spent half my night working them and buying all of them two rounds!"
"I thought you men were totally hot for lesbians," Gwen challenged both of us. Unlike for poor Sammy, her challenge to me included a fairly firm grab at my cock. I wasn't sure I deserved to be included in this, but I was included in this.
Sammy and I just looked at each other.
"We enjoy lesbian sex because we are imagining ourselves inserted in between," he explained tiredly. "But with this sapphic group, there was no room at the inn for Sammy."
"Bummer, dude!" I yelled. "But if it was easy, it wouldn't be any fun!" I held out my beer, and Sammy clinked his against it.
"Easy isn't fun, huh"? Gwen crooned near my ear. "Just be careful you don't fully jam your face in those tits the next time you dance with Zoe, or I won't be easy at all!"
"Maybe I should then," I tipsily replied. "That would make you a whole lot of fun then!"
I received a shove.
Sammy and Gwen then had a casual conversation at the top of their lungs over the music about their work. They both toiled at the same company, in different departments. I sat, listened, and reflected on the volume of the exercise.
I loved going clubbing and watching hot, horny people dance. I loved dancing myself, though less than I used to. I loved teetering on the precipice of unwisely drunk. All that said, I felt like I was getting a little old for having to yell everything at the top of my lungs.
Gwen and I had recently found a cool little jazz club where the volume was low enough that it didn't set off our watches' noise warnings twice a night. We could apply a lot more of our dance lessons there, too. But Sammy and the girls went once and wouldn't go back. Not enough people our age. Their attitude reminded me that single life is tough.
Still, it's good to be me, even if my ears hurt currently.
Sammy drained his beer and pushed the bottle away. "Come on, Gwen," he said companionably. "Let's go dance."
Sammy and Gwen always dance once or twice when we go out with the gang. But this time, she paused fractionally to look at me.
I just winked at her. "Don't do anything I wouldn't do," I teased. I had some pretty good evidence that I was not in trouble, so I figured it was a good opportunity.
Um.
"I don't know," she purred, sliding out of the booth the long way, following Sammy. "You apparently will do quite a bit!"
I shook my head and relaxed, letting my eyes follow my woman's exceptional backside, which was already dancing before she and Sammy even reached the main dance area.
Gwen and I are fairly casual dressers for the most part, but one of the good things about going out clubbing is that it gives Gwen an excuse to rock some fancy outfits. And the excuse to make me do the same to some extent.
For me, this meant I was wearing some extravagant $300 shirt and slightly tighter pants than I wore to work.
For Gwen, it meant a tight, lime green, clubbing dress with a not-quite scandalously short hemline. With that and her three-inch heeled dancing shoes, it made her always nice legs look a mile long. A keyhole neckline showed off her modest but scrumptiously shaped cleavage to maximum effect. The outfit clung tightly to her hips and ass, showing off pantylines. But since those visible lines consisted only of a thin band low around her waist, the fit just made it clear to the world that she sported a thong under there.
As they began to dance, I was reminded that while I still think I'm the more skilled dancer between Gwen and me, Gwen is the better mover. For the kind of club dancing mostly going on, that's what counts.
Though Gwen had known Sammy for more than a year before she even met me, the two of them had never fucked, for a variety of reasons. But I was swiftly reminded that a lack of appreciation for each other's physical forms had never been among those reasons. They always dance a little when we go out, and they always have fun.
Tonight...
Gwen almost immediately upped her usual va-voom to va-vroom. Her hips were gyrating wildly, and she was dancing close to Sammy, but not so close at first that he could not take in a very good look at her.
Sammy... was Sammy. And a horned-up, frustrated Sammy at that. He was buying what Gwen was selling.
What was Gwen selling?
Gwen was not actually selling anything, I realized. But she sure was bringing out her wares...
And from the brief, fleeting glimpses she regularly sent my way, she was keeping an eye on me to make sure I was watching.
Of course I was fucking watching. Gwen is hot. She was doing hot things. I always watch that. You would too.
But she wasn't doing hot things with me. That was, um, new. And that was inciting... something.
Was I getting jealous? Was I getting mad?
Maybe the former, in one way or another, but definitely not the latter.
I was being punished, I supposed. If it was supposed to be a harsh punishment, I'd better work up some jealousy, or I'd be in trouble. But if it was not supposed to be a harsh punishment, and I worked up the jealousy, I'd also be in trouble.
For the moment, I just watched more openly and enjoyed myself.
By the end of their first song out there, it was apparent that Gwen was simply enjoying teasing me. But it was also quite apparent that she was enjoying herself, too... As in, I could see her high beams from all the way over where I sat.
Was I getting a chubby from watching my wife get turned on by dancing with Sammy?
No.
I was getting the chubby from watching her. I just wasn't letting the whole Sammy issue cloud my enjoyment.
As the next song began, Gwen openly looked for me, seeking eye contact. We locked eyes, and I smiled at her. That got a raised eyebrow.
Was I not being punished enough?
Fuck it, emotional honesty had been a strength of ours since our second date. (Sex had been a strength since the third date...) I just smiled happily, and a little hungrily. Let her know she had me horned up.
I didn't know if I had just given permission or issued a challenge, but my woman's eyes squinted dangerously. The kind of dangerously that they had when I had challenged her to lose her bikini top in the ocean down in Florida the prior winter.
It was a good kind of danger, in the end. Always.
Always?
Gwen went back to just fleeting glances to make sure I was still watching and started dancing with her back to Sammy. Actually, she was dancing with her back right against Sammy! Her ass was outright rubbing back against, um... Sammy was too much taller than Gwen for their hips to align, but she was grinding against him anyway.
Then she reached back with both hands and clasped Sammy's, who had been holding them out to his sides as he danced. He usually does that with a girl he isn't trying to make a move on... yet.
Gwen pulled his hands down behind her, then tugged lower, pulling Sammy down until he bent his knees as he moved.
Yep, that brought his lap right level with Gwen's ass, and she proceeded to grind into it with a damned-near blissful expression!
Sammy was... Sammy. Still. Always. I had seen him slip a time or two and almost outright bemoan that he had never taken his chance with Gwen before I came along and took her off the market. It was a regret of his, I was certain. He was, by God, clearly going to enjoy this echo of what he probably could have enjoyed.
Gwen was more circumspect at most times, but I was pretty sure that she also had some second thoughts now and then about never checking Sammy off the list. She has never once given an iota of a sign of regret about being with me, but women are just as susceptible to Might-Have-Beens as men, right? She was definitely enjoying the echoes of alternate history at the moment.
Her fleeting glimpses at me told me that she was also enjoying how wrapt my attention was on her and her antics.
Finally, I've stood next to Sammy countless times at the urinal. The way her ass was rubbing up and down and side to side against him, if she was not aware of his happiness about things, even without ever looking back, she must have gotten a novocaine shot in her ass when I wasn't looking.
He was not quite so lost in a haze with Gwen as Zoe had been with me, though it was close. Still, he did shoot a quick look my way once or twice and had the grace to look at least fleetingly awkward when he did. I don't know if he interpreted the Watch Yourself, 'Cause I Am, look I was sending to Gwen as being meant for him, but if he did, well, I guess it applied. After all, I was not hopping up to go cut in. I only wanted to do that a little bit. Mostly, I just wanted the show to go on.
I wanted Gwen to enjoy herself. And truth be told, I was enjoying the edginess of it all myself.
After a full, rather long house cut of the current song, a song wherein Gwen had her ass writhing on Sammy's package the entire time, she finally released one of his hands and led him by the other back toward our table. She released his other hand halfway back.
She slid back into our booth, once more going the long way round to get back to my side, making sure Sammy followed her. She snuggled up next to me, and only me, brightly announcing, "That was fun!"
I shot Sammy a glance that warningly said it certainly looked like fun for him. I was sure at least that much was expected. The cocksucker just grinned sheepishly, but only barely contritely.
Gwen saw the exchange and looked smug. She leaned into my ear and crooned, "So, how does it feel with the shoe on the other foot?"
I just mock-glared at her, and we both laughed.
"Honestly? It was somehow pretty fucking fun," I whispered back. I did not actually whisper, but a normal speaking voice in someone's ear in this club was about as audible to anyone else as if we were in a Pentagon clean room. "Those shenanigans have me all riled up!"
"Me," Gwen said back, nipping at my earlobe again, "too. We might have to go home and do something about it."
We gave that idea serious consideration, but it was still early. We felt we owed it to our friends to hang in a good bit longer. Damn it, we were the young ones here!
Deidre and Zoe returned in due time, piling into the booth on the other side of Sammy from us.
"Have a good dance, Gwen?" Deidre teased. They must have observed Gwen's antics from somewhere else on the floor.
My woman had the sudden grace to blush when things were highlighted by someone else. Interesting. "Sammy knows how to dance," she called back, shooting Sammy a bland, friendly look.
"Uh huh," Diedre snorted.
One of them must have caught our waitress out on the floor somewhere, because shortly, yet another round of shots arrived, for all five of us this time. Zoe shot Gwen a look that showed she was ahead of my lady this time, and grabbed hers first. Gwen just smiled back like a cat.
We all toasted to a so far excellent evening. At least I think we did. It was hard to hear Deidre's words.
Oh.
Straight liquor shots this time. Tequila.
Must take Advil and a whole bottle of water before bed...
We tried to talk for a bit, mostly successfully, as we let a heavy ounce of Reposado settle into our stomachs and bloodstreams. There was a heated discussion between the women about whether this moderately pretty girl in a red club dress that failed to completely cover her ass was flashing her goodies at the whole club, or if she was just flashing a thong.
Sammy and I did not participate in the conversation. We were too busy trying to discern the answer for ourselves. At least I was, I was paying no attention whatsoever to Sammy.
The girl eventually turned around and some quick flashes of lime green told us all that there was, in fact, a thong strap jammed invisibly up that ass. The girls were all disappointed. For my part, I preferred it this way. It made it sexy, not tawdry.
Sammy? Sammy shot off after the girl in question, the second she turned away from the guy she had been dancing with.
We all laughed.
"I think it is my turn, Carl!" Deidre laughed as we all turned back from observing Sammy capture the girl's attention. She tilted her head toward the dance floor.
I always danced with Deidre, too.
I looked at Gwen out of the corner of my eye as I dutifully slid out of the booth. Her answering look was amused... or askance.
Gwen was always honest with me. I just sometimes had to figure out what she was saying...
Deidre and I got out on the floor and got into the music immediately.
Damn it, Deidre was getting into moving with me a lot more than usual too! And worse, I could tell that, unlike Zoe earlier, she knew she was doing it.
How the fuck was I supposed to handle this? I mean, the look Gwen had given me as I slid out of the booth almost expected me to misbehave with Deidre to some extent? But to what extent? And to what extent did I want to misbehave?
I looked Deidre over a good bit more extensively than I usually did while we danced. Our friend had plenty of misbehavior appeal. She had the least upstairs of the group, but made up for it in the leg department. She, to be blunt, had it going on there. There were long, and fit as fuck. Combined with the short blue skirt she wore with the white halter top, their length made her look like a giraffe. A sexy giraffe.
She was also a wilder dancer on ordinary days than either Zoe or Gwen. And this had slowly morphed into no ordinary day. Man, the girl was moving!
And yes, she wanted to make me certain that she had seen me and Zoe dancing. "Sorry, I don't have what to takes to just outright motorboat you like Zoe did," she laughed.
I just smiled and rocked my head.
"I'd do something else to finally get my fun with you, but I don't want Gwen to cut off my booze like she did with Zoe earlier," she chortled. This comment was not calculated to ease my interest.
"I... um... don't think she would," I said thoughtfully. "I think she mostly was just concerned that Zoe was getting out of control, not concerned about what she was doing," I went on, thinking that actually sounded right.
"So she isn't going to shank Zoe in some dark alley?" Deidre asked, almost seriously.
"Our friend is safe," I laughed.
"So that means I'd be safe," Deidre mused.
"Huh?"
"If I pushed your face into my chest out here."
I rolled my eyes. Then I shrugged, locking my eyes on her instead of Gwen for the moment.
Then... I decided to provoke Gwen myself this time. I'd rather catch any heat on myself that might, contrary to my current estimate, arise from this dance.
I reached out and rested on hand on Deidre's yummy hip.
I almost never touch either of the girls when we dance. If I do, it's their shoulder, or hand, or maybe, maybe their waist. This time, I had my hand fully on her hip.
Deidre just smiled and used my point of contact to synchronize our movements. Damn, even that was extra sexy.
A furtive glance told me that Gwen was watching, rapt. A second glance caught Zoe leaning into her ear, but Gwen waved her away good-naturedly.
Okay, turn up the volume?
I let my hand slide out further, my finger tips venturing into what was definitely, undeniably the territory of Deidre's ass. Her skirt was looser than most, but it still did not take more than a few beats for my fingers to tell me that, like Sammy's new friend, if she wore any underwear, it was a thong...
Deidre also shot a look Gwen's way.
"So we are teasing her, huh?" she asked me.
"I think so," I said, uncertain.
I should have sounded more uncertain. Deidre just grinned, and her hand shot out to grab my fucking waistband! Her finger curled deep inside my pants, and it was only because I was fortuitously dressed left, and her hand was slightly to the right, that she didn't directly brush my moderately tumescent cock.
She pulled me hard against her, then almost instantly spun to face away from me. Her hands grabbed mine and slammed them onto her gyrating hips. In seconds, I was getting just as thorough, if not more so, of a vertical lap dance than Sammy had enjoyed earlier. Even better, Deidre's long legs meant I didn't have to kink my knees to enjoy the full effect.
When her ass sensed my inflating condition, she started mostly moving her ass up and down, dragging the crack of her loosely-clad ass along my length. I just held on for dear life.
She looked over her shoulder and caught me glancing at Gwen. She laughed. "Are you enjoying yourself, or enjoying taunting Gwen?"
"I'm enjoying you taunting Gwen!" I replied. I let the tone of my voice and my physical condition tell her that I was also enjoying myself.
Deidre lifted her arms sinuously above her and reached back to lace her fingers together behind my head, her fingers nestling into my hair. This pulled me forward with my face resting beside hers, my chin on her shoulder from behind. Our bodies were now pressed together from shoulder to groin. This really forced our movements into an identical groove. I may have groaned happily.
Deidre chuckled.
Together, we were performing the electronica club music-fueled, unchoreographed dance equivalent of the Lambada...
This situation kept my attention precisely focused to the end of the song and into the next, whereupon Deidre rotated to face me, embracing me. She was plastered against me just as hard as before, but with my cock pressing into her belly now instead. Very low on her belly. I, of course, felt compelled to embrace her back.
While our heads were together, we kept our faces away from each other, especially our mouths.
Weirdly, I thought more about just fucking this girl in my arms than I did kissing her. I caught sight of Gwen again. She looked on, grimly... approving? She also looked as uncertain as I, but showed no signs of wanting to jump in between us any more than I had when she was dancing with Sammy.
Sammy had already returned to the table. Poor guy was having a rough night. Other than his dances with Gwen...
I held her gaze for the first time and quite deliberately reached down to squeeze Deidre's hard, swaying ass. I could see Gwen's nostrils flare, all the way from where I was. But she didn't frown.
So, since Deidre had jumped when I outright grabbed her ass but had not otherwise shown any inclination to dislodge my hand, I left it there for a while.
It really is a quality ass. And the shape and feel of a different butt in my grasp was... refreshing? Tantalizing? Just forbidden fruit? But after a bit, I slid my hand back up around Deidre's back unprompted.



"Are you in trouble?" Deidre asked as my hand migrated up. She could not see back toward the table like I could.
"I'm in something," I chuckled. "But I don't think it is all trouble..."
Deidre chuckled and shook her head against mine. And grabbed my ass with both hands. "Edibles or Ecstasy?" she asked.
"Huh? You know we don't do that shit," I snorted.
"Then I don't get what's gotten into you two," she snorted. "She was fucking grinding on Sammy. Now you are out here pressing your erection against me, grabbing my ass..." What do you know, I had grabbed her ass again--both hands this time, just like her. "...and practically dry-humping me. But I get the distinct impression that if I let go of you too fast, you'll shoot back over to our booth and outright fuck Gwen on the table right here in the club!"
I laughed at that.
"Yeah," I said as I considered her words. "When this song is over, you better hold me back just a little!"
I honestly tried to tone it down for the rest of the song. I was spoken for, and the speaker was right here, watching. But Deidre was aware of that and had decided to get what she could while the getting was good.
Thankfully, when the song ended, the mood lifted from us both, and we headed back to the table.
I thought about fucking Gwen right then and there only a little bit.
"Well now," Sammy said slyly as Deidre and I slid into opposite sides of the u-shaped booth, "I think we may need another shot after that performance!"
"I have no idea what you are talking about," Deidre said archly. "It was just me and Carl."
"Maybe for you guys," Gwen said firmly. "I am... going to take this one home now." They were words that could have held dire portent. But they did not. Instead, they left me realizing how close I was to being the one bent over the table here for carnal activity!
Oh, fuck yeah!
"Yeah," I agreed out loud. I pointed to all the empties on our table, which were only about half of what all we had gone through. "I know it is early, sorry. But we all went pretty hard to start things tonight, and I don't want to be hung over for all my chores around the house tomorrow."
"That is not how to make us jealous about home ownership," chortled Zoe, looking us over. Gwen and I were very enthusiastic about the house we had bought, and did prompt all three of them occasionally to grow up and stop paying rent.
"Well, you will have to be jealous about something else then," Gwen chirped, and we dragged each other toward the exit. Gwen was almost frantically punching up her Uber app.
We got a car almost immediately, and that sucked. It sucked because our driver was Florence (4.99⭐️), a nice, 60 year-old lady who must have been Jeff Gordon's nanny, given the way she drove.
Gwen and I clung to each other in the back seat the whole way home.
To be clear, I very much wanted my hands on Gwen anyway, but not while hanging on for dear life.
On the plus side, we were home in no time!
We went in through the garage like always. The inside door leads to the house through the laundry room, and I made it about halfway through there before I broke down. I grabbed Gwen, eagerly this time, and spun her into my arms.
She squeezed me back, and our mouths found each other hungrily. She irritated me, though, because her tongue lanced so quickly into my mouth that I could not get mine into hers. I ran my hands up under her shoulder-length hair and found the hair at the back of her head was as damp and sweaty as my own.
Gwen's arm laced firmly around my shoulders, as if I were going to try to get away. I just dropped my hands to cup her ass that cried out for grabbing. She moaned a little, and I simply lifted her off the ground. With a ninety-degree turn, I deposited her on the washer. "Oh, fuck yeah," my love groaned.
She was anticipating my next move, which was to reach up under her skirt and yank off her underwear. She squirmed, half in excitement, half in an effort to make my job easier.
I pushed the panty down until it tangled around her ankles. I had no time for that nonsense and simply pushed her knees apart. Instantly, I tore my face from hers and drove it down under the skirt.
"Damn! That's it, Carl," she groaned. "Give me that tongue...!"
Freshly sweaty pussy is... the best. Freshly sweaty pussy that has been turned on the whole time it was getting sweaty is... somehow even better. I absolutely devoured Gwen's pussy with a fervor I had not displayed since sometime around when we first bought the house. It was dark and cramped and marvelously aromatic under her skirt, but I knew every contour of my lady's parts by heart, how they liked to be treated, and how to so treat them, by heart. I attacked her pussy with a lustful fervor of a first time, but with the experience to ensure there was not the slightest misstep.
The only 'problem' was that, between my hitherto unparalleled efforts, and how long Gwen had clearly been on the boil already, my feast did not last long. I had barely indulged myself in my best moves before I realized that Gwen was winding up to let go. I fleetingly considered trying to back her off the edge because I had not gotten my face nearly wet enough yet, but even clouded by lust, my brain never goes to the cruel when it comes to teases.
She was taken then by a truly titanic orgasm, her hips thrusting up off the top of the machine and against my face, and her voice was a long series of syllables in varying pitch that probably would have required Chinese characters to render in print. And concerns I had had about my face not getting wet and sticky enough were rapidly sent flying in the wind...
I didn't want to be finished, so I hung in there, fighting drowning and kept my tongue lashing at her clit. She squirmed, and managed a single intelligible, "Fuck!" before scrabbling at my head with her hands, as if to push me away. But the fabric of her skirt kept her from getting a good purchase on me, and I kept my face firmly in place. I reveled in stirring my tongue through the electric flavor of my woman while she reverted to unintelligibility once more.
I let her off the hook once her second crescendo crashed to its thunderous finish and straightened up from under her skirt. I grinned at Gwen smugly.
Her eyes were still a little wild as she smiled at me breathlessly. She grabbed my head and pulled me into a kiss. A kiss she aborted in less than a second. "Jesus, Carl! You're soaking! Did I actually squirt down there?"
"You've squirted before," I snorted.
"That much?" she asked, looking at my dripping face.
Hmm.
"Maybe not," I supposed.
"I've never wanted to pay a debt so badly in my life," Gwen said, hopping off the washer. "And I mean more than giving you one of these," she added, handing me one of our freshly cleaned and folded bath towels. A full-sized bath towel was a bit much just to clean my face.
As I wiped, I reflected that maybe it was not too much...
"Kitchen," Gwen announced, and headed that way. The view of her naked ass was improved by the appearance of her bare back as she pulled her blouse off over her head.
I followed without thought.
Gwen went straight to our immaculate kitchen island and hopped up on the counter. She chose the low level where we prepped, not the dining area that would have made it easier for me to resume my fun.
Before I could point this out, she derailed my plans by rolling over onto her back, naked except for her bra, and hung her head backward off the edge of the counter. She stared into my eyes as she slowly opened her mouth.
Wow.
We had efforted this maneuver once before, back when we were still trying to christen every horizontal surface in our new house. It has been fun, but it had taken forever to work it all out. Neither of us had felt it was worth all the folderol to try and repeat it.
Right now?
I kicked free of my shoes and ripped open my fly as I approached Gwen. She likes the way those tighter-than-usual trousers fit me, usually, but in that moment, I hated them for being difficult to get down my legs. I was still in the zone, though, and kicked them free before I got to Gwen.
She lifted her limber arms over her head and tugged my underwear down. My cock was half a foot of blue chromium steel, pointing right at her as I let my underwear slide off my legs. The instant my underwear slid down out of her reach, Gwen lifted her hands back to seize my hips and pull me the rest of the way.
I grabbed my cock and guided it into that mouth, still impatiently open for me.
Gwen's lips closed around my tip as it entered, and she let her arms flow away. She suckled gently on my helmet, but I could not restrain myself and slid a few inches inward. It was weird and unfamiliar in the best of all possible ways to feel her tongue riding along the top of my cock, instead of the bottom, and I groaned in a wild feeling of delight. Gwen suckled hard on me, and moved her head a little, but there was not much she could do along those lines in this position. Her hands beckoned languidly to me.
I shuddered as I pushed deeper, sliding back and forth, in and out, taking care not to choke her. On we went, Gwen only occasionally opening her mouth wide to gasp for some extra oxygen. This was incredible, and I began to lose myself in the intricate alignment.
But then my thrusts lost their precision as I lost my mind, and I jammed my cock hard against the back of Gwen's throat. She gagged, of course. It was the first misstep either of us had made since entering the house, and it was my fault! I yanked backward, but even through her gag, her lips tried to keep their purchase on my member. I popped free and yelped, "Sorry!"
"No. Don't," Gwen gasped. She paused, and I saw her swallowing slowly, with a funny expression on her face. I'm never sure what specifically she is doing, but I know that expression means she is trying to prepare to deep throat me. She is seldom fully successful, and doesn't try often anymore. But she had an additional look of hunger and determination now. She took a deep breath, smiled brilliantly, if upside down, at me, and wordlessly opened her mouth again, waiting.
I shook my head, not wanting to ruin this crazy, sexy, fey mood we were in, but also ferally driven to answer her summons.
I leaned forward, her lips captured my cock, and I started thrusting again. I drove just a fraction deeper each thrust, restraining myself as much as I could, but the desire swiftly overtook me again. My hips began to rock faster and harder, my mind spiraling into delirium. Suddenly, I felt a new, wonderful sensation take over, and I realized I was in Gwen's throat! And she had not even spasmed in the slightest this time. Her own desires had pushed her to an experience for me that she had never fully been able to give.
I stared down at her throat, laid bare before me, and I saw it distend where I was buried in it. Another thrust or two, and I could see myself go in and out! Fuck, it felt amazing. I kept going, losing my mind. I had thought I had lost it before...
Then I felt a light push against my hip, and I snapped back to reality. I pulled my cock back to clear her airway. I popped free again, and Gwen gasped. "Fuck, that's wild," she sort of coughed. Then she added, "Five."
"Five?"
"You can thrust in about five times before I'm gonna want some air," she nodded. "Do that, let me breathe, then do it again."
"Ohhhh...." I moaned.
"Keep it up, Carl. You are going to come in my throat," Gwen crooned.
Unbelievably, I did. It took a while for it to happen, but my woman was an absolute trooper. And she was enthusiastic about it as I was. (Was that even possible?) The feeling of losing my load directly into my lady's throat seemed an apex experience, only to have it be instantly surpassed by the sensation of her swallowing around my cock.
I wobbled there, then slid myself free faster than I had wanted to. But Gwen's respiration was job one...
"Water," I croaked.
"Yeah," Gwen nodded gaspingly. "No more booze."
I nodded. "I'm drunk enough on all of this!"
I caught her brilliant smile as I turned and practically yanked two bottles of Mountain Spring from the fridge. I cracked them both open, handed one to the now standing Gwen, and led us into the living room, each naked except for my shirt and her bra, with our nether bits still almost dripping.
With but a single pull each on our bottles, we found ourselves gently making out on the couch. The next minute was the simple bliss of kissing each other, reveling in the closeness.
But then Gwen stopped the kiss and lowered her face a fraction. "We should probably talk about tonight," she said.
Damn!
Aside from the fact that any guy in a permanent relationship knows to fear the phrase, 'we should talk,' I wanted to just keep going with what we were doing. To keep going with this suddenly resurgent, like the early days' fervor between us. I was honestly surprised that Gwen wanted to talk right now. It wasn't that I had forgotten about what had happened at the club. I had not. Images of Gwen rubbing her ass on Sammy's eager lap had flickered through my mind, even at our most intense moments since getting home.
That was weird. What was more weird, I guessed I did think we should talk.
"We should be pissed as hell at each other, right?" Gwen said slowly. "I mean, this should be angry sex going on, right?"
"For what I did," I nodded.
"For what we both did, doof," Gwen smiled. She got hesitant. "That wasn't angry sex just now, was it?"
"Fuck no," I grinned. "Hot, yes. Under the collar? Not a chance." I paused. "Why aren't we each a little mad, at least?"
"All I know is, I was trying to provoke you after Zoe's antics," Gwen said. "When I went out to dance with Sammy, I consciously wanted a reaction out of you. When you tried not to give me one, I just ramped it up."
"You were getting a reaction out of me," I reassured her. "I wasn't mad, but yeah, you provoked me all right."
She smiled serenely.
"And when Deidre wanted to dance, I was going, come hell or high water, to provoke you too," I snorted.
"Yeah," Gwen mused, "Outright dry humping my friend right in the middle of the club, twenty feet from me was... provocative."
We grinned at each other.
I felt my face fall a little. I wanted to say something I didn't think I needed to. But honesty with Gwen was more than a policy; it was second nature, maybe first nature, for me. Gwen saw the shift before I spoke. "But I have a confession to make," I said softly. "I... I was doing all that with Deidre to provoke you, true, but... I also kind of let myself enjoy it on its own. A lot."
I looked at her worriedly.
She just arched an eyebrow, then sighed in... relief? "Yeah. Same for me. Sammy's cock on my ass felt gooood."
We both laughed at ourselves.
"So, we are even there," Gwen sighed. It was definitely relief. "But it was weird, ya' know?"
"How?"
"It was like I was mentally, even erotically, multitasking out there on the floor. I mean, my mission was to provoke you intentionally, like you and Zoe had unintentionally provoked me before. And that was turning me on something fierce," Gwen said. "But Sammy was... turning me on, too," she said softly. I just squeezed her knee in an attempt to dispel any guilt she felt. "I mean... you know he and I never got together, back before you came into my life, right?"
"You've alluded to it once or twice," I said, with dry understatement.
"We did dance around the issue a few times," Gwen went on. I knew this, but her saying it straight out was new. "But, well, the way he had sort of friend-zoned himself with Deidre and Zoe kind of kept getting in the way." She looked at me. "But I was definitely planning on making it happen, until I met you."
Again, nothing I didn't know, just something I had never heard.
"And dancing out there, feeling his fat cock rub on my ass, damn near on my pussy, had me feeling great... and a little wistful," she finished slowly, biting her lip.
I smiled at her. "Too bad you never took the leap. Friend-zone or not, there is no way Sammy, of all guys, could have resisted you."
"Thank you," she blushed. She blushed at that? Now? "As I said, I was working my way up to it before we met. And tonight I found myself being wistful that I hadn't pulled the trigger sooner."
"If only I'd begged off going out with Zoe that first night like I wanted to, we might not have met for a few more months," I chuckled. "You'd have nailed him for sure by then."
"Oh, God, no!" Gwen yelped involuntarily. "No way. There is nothing I would trade for so much as a single month with you!"
I smiled happily.
"I wasn't even wishing for the chance tonight," Gwen went on, on firmer mental footing. "But I was enjoying the fuck out of the echo of what might have been. No," she corrected herself. "No, I was just fucking enjoying the feeling of his body grinding into mine right then and there! Purely in the moment, not because of any regrets."
"Multitasking," I observed.
"Yeah," Gwen said sheepishly.
"Well, that's a relief," I said.
"Honesty always, right?" she said with a dangerously wistful smile.
"Yeah, that, but it makes it a shit-ton easier for me to figure out how to be honest with you," I snorted. "I was also enjoying the fuck out of dancing like I did with both Zoe and Deidre tonight."
"I'm not sure what you were doing with Deidre qualifies exactly as dancing," Gwen snorted, her expression from earlier back on her face.
"A valid point," I said, nodding. "But I wasn't out there to enjoy rubbing a massive hard-on all over our friend's body. I was enjoying that, for sure. But I was out there to get more of that look you shot me just now. Because that look means I've turned you on, and that look turns me on."
We looked at each other. Among all the crazy vibes we were experiencing, we seemed to be in sync in how we felt about this evening.
"Are we fucked up?" Gwen asked, more curious than afraid.
"I... Yeah... no," I said, veering all over the place. Gwen and I seemed in sync about our confusion. "There is a lot I don't know. But we know some things. We both are still turned on by other people."
"I think that's true of more couples than would admit it," Gwen put it.
"Of course, but we went a lot further with it than most tonight," I snorted. "But we didn't do what we did because we were either of us dissatisfied, right? I mean, it was fun. But it was also about provoking each other, ramping up the flames we always feel, just making them more intense. That's what I was up to."
"Me too," Gwen replied. "That said," she sighed, "we should both keep admitting that we also did it to have fun ourselves."
I nodded, sure but uncertain. "So, I guess we have more to talk about," I said.
"I have a better idea," Gwen said. "I say we go to bed so I can fuck you silly, which is all I can really think about at this point. Then we get a good night's sleep."
"Then we talk tomorrow?" I asked.
"Eh, we'll see if we are ready. Mostly, tomorrow I hear that you have a hard day's worth of honey-dos to perform for me," Gwen said sweetly.
Well, shit.
But what I was about to do to her in that bed would make it all worthwhile.
------------
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Thanks for all the stories of mine that many of you have read. If you are new to my work, I have a lot of good stuff for you to check out while you wait for the next chapter of this crazy tale. There will be no regular rate of release this time. Some may come quick, some may languish. Make sure to follow me!
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Provocation - Two
------------
Bro advice to men in relationships: Do not use a fictional honey-do list as an excuse to get out early from a social evening.
The night before, I had pled the need for sleep and avoiding a hangover to justify Gwen's and my intense need to ditch our friends almost two hours earlier than usual on a club night, so we could go home and boink each other's brains out.
Yes, we so boinked. In one of the most intense series of acts since we first became a couple, no less. We fucked repeatedly, and creatively for over an hour before we both fell asleep, so tired that we forgot to brush out teeth.
When we woke on Sunday morning, we noted the rather disastrous consequences of that omission on each other's breath, but we still immediately fell back into sex anyway.
Gwen laughed as I shied away after a quick kiss, but I didn't care. The great thing about boobies is, they can neither produce, nor sense morning breath. I bent lower over my love's delicious breasts, grasping my favorite, the left, and squeezing its firm handful to thrust up the nipple toward my face. I took but a moment to admire that splendid button, round, proud, and wrinkled at its base with desire, in full flower but a moment after we awoke. Then I clamped my lips around it and nursed hungrily.
I did not even have time to fully enjoy the first breast, much less start to devour the second, before she had pulled me over atop her and guided my cock into her depths. Sure, I had serious morning wood like I hadn't sported in a good while, but she was also already more than ready to take me, and that usually took more than I had done so far. What's the female equivalent of morning wood? Daybreak Damp?
When we finally crawled out of bed and dragged our weary asses to the kitchen for breakfast, Gwen suddenly laughed, "Nice ploy, claiming you had chores to do today to get us out of there last night."
"I thought so."
"It was unnecessary, though," she giggled. "Those three all knew exactly why we were so in a rush to get home!"
I started to object, but nah, it had been pretty obvious. Instead, I shrugged and ate some more eggs. "So, assuming your genitals need some recuperation time like mine, what do you want to do this afternoon?" I asked idly. "The new adventure film is out..."
"Sounds fun," Gwen replied, "but we can't. You have that whole honey-do list to get to work on, remember?"
"Huh? I do not have any projects on tap," I said firmly. "That is what made it such a great ploy."
Gwen laughed prettily. "Darling, when are you going to learn? I always have a honey-do list. I just don't always choose to bring it up." She smiled at me cutely. "Since your day is supposedly heavily scheduled with chores, you can start with cleaning the downspouts and getting the ranunculus bed we discussed planted."
"All that?" I yelped. "We haven't even bought the fucking ranunculus...es, ranunculi? that you want to plant, you know," I temporized.
"I know!" Gwen said, horrifyingly happily. "You get a free trip to Home Depot out of it. You always love that."
This was unfair. I do love going to Home Depot.
What?
I'm a suburban commando. Shut up.
"I don't have time to do all that today," I tried.
"Come on, baby," Gwen said, sliding into my lap and simultaneously biting into her English Muffin. "You can do it. If you do," she said, leaning in to croon in my ear, "when it is cocktail time tonight, I'll forego mine and just drink your cum while you have your Manhattan..."
There is a reason honey-do lists get done...
That said, had we had this conversation the week before, even with her dangling that reward, I'd have fought for the movie. There is a good chance that I'd have won.
But after the shit Gwen and I got up to to rile each other up last night? And the results of that riling since? She could have asked me to clean out the Augean Stables, and I'd have given it a go.
*
At 5:30, after some very brief cleansing of the day's dirt and sweat, I sank into my chair in our living room, a cold, pristine Manhattan on the table beside.
Instantly, Gwen came into the room, smiling. "See? You got it all done."
"I did," I smirked. Then I grumbled, "But I had to keep things brief at Home Depot to pull it off. I did not get nearly as much tool browsing time as I wanted."
"It didn't keep you from buying that... what was that green thing?"
"It's a multi-tool," I said haughtily. "You use it to... cut multiple things," I finished swiftly, not wanting to get into the various uses for a multi-tool, none of which I was that clear on. Gwen just smiled at me skeptically. "It uses the same batteries I already have for the saw and the drill," I added hotly. "That saves a lot of money."
"Regardless," she said, letting me off the hook, "I am soooo glad you succeeded, so I get to suck your cock."
"If I had failed, you could have chosen to console me," I tried.
"Oh, darling. It doesn't work like that. Once I lay down a marker, I have to stick to it every time. Precedent lives forever." Gwen is a paralegal...
I rolled my eyes. I also observed inwardly that my cock was not currently being sucked.
She saw my thought and laughed. "Well, I am very glad that precedent has been satisfied, so I can get my reward."
With that, she tugged her dark green, cotton knit shell up over her head. Nice. Even nicer, she had at some point ditched the bra that I had seen her put on that morning. Gwen's tits are not as big as I sometimes selfishly wish they were, but I don't wish that often because, damn, are they great as is.
For me, there is no better look for boobs than when a woman is pulling her shirt off, up over her head...
They still looked awesome as she swept her hands downward while sinking to her knees before me. Looking up, she crooned, "Enjoy your cocktail..." Her warm tits pressed against my bare knees as she made short work of the fly of my shorts. But instead of pulling them down, she just left them wide open, and tugged the waistband of my underwear down only enough to tuck it under my balls.
My cock waved free and firm, and I reflected how smart I had been to sponge around down there after I got done, before calling cocktail hour.
Gwen stroked my dick for a moment, idly intense. Then she looked up at my drink. "Let me just have a sip," she said.
I held my drink away and looked at her suspiciously. "You are going to drink half my cocktail, aren't you?" I asked.
She just looked at me, and I relented, lowering my hand so she could reach it. Gwen took a single, dainty sip and handed it back to me. "I have a different beverage in mind," she said, and started to lick my member.
Cocktail head was not a new or unique thing, though in the past it had been the result of me actually doing something major like helping a friend of hers move, or the time I had agreed to get up at 3:30 am to take her to the airport for a golf weekend with her friends to which I was not invited.
I loved the current state of affairs. I loved it even more as Gwen began to wrestle my cock with her tongue inside her mouth. My only tiny fret was whether this newly elevated state of horniness would be sustainable...
My lady shifted around on the floor between my legs, moving into a languid, comfy position, her lips never quite leaving my cock. Her breast rubbed electrically against my calf. She tugged my cock gently, and shifted it to point directly into her mouth in her new, relaxed posture. Then she stuck out her tongue and rolled it around my head slowly. After a brief clasp of her lips upon my tip, she proceeded to drag that agile tasting appendage up and around my length in the most agonizingly wonderful way.
I was just taking a sip of my cocktail when she suddenly lavished a firm, wet stroke of her tongue against my frenulum, and I gasped. I had to cough as I sucked a trace of the Manhattan down the wrong pipe.
Do not breathe high-proof cocktails.
But I controlled the cough swiftly. The wink she gave me, along with how she then maintained eye contact and slid me deep between her lips, made even my stinging throat forget about its problems.
Honestly, Gwen acted as if the whole, magnificent blowjob was for her enjoyment, not mine. When she was done, I did not even have the chance to offer to make her a Manhattan of her own and return the favor before she had headed off to the kitchen to make dinner.
I did eventually get my head between her thighs, after dessert. And once I was well into things, I can assure you that I was likewise down there for my own enjoyment!
*
On Wednesday, we got a call from Sammy. He had a date for Saturday and was begging off clubbing for the week. When we found out on Thursday that Deidre's mom had decided to extend her visit through the weekend, we called off things for the week as a group.
"On the one hand, we can go back to the jazz club on our own, without any bitching" I said. "A week off from hearing loss sounds wonderful." I paused for a moment. "On the other hand, I'd been kind of thinking about the chance to recharge the, um, provocations."
Gwen laughed, but bit her lip at me. "I, um, had kind of started thinking the same thing. But I wasn't sure."
"You know I wasn't mad, just motivated," I reassured her.
"I noticed," she chortled, and we both blushed a little. "No, I was worried about Sammy. He struck out last week, and I was feeling like he better score this time, or I'd be blue-balling my co-worker two weeks in a row!"
I stared at her with amused outrage, and she broke down laughing.
I started to open my mouth to tell her that with just a bit more effort and enjoyment on her part out there, Sammy would have had a laundry problem, not a blue ball problem. But I didn't. I didn't want to make Gwen uncomfortable with any of this.
And if she managed to cause that laundry problem in the future, it would be hi-fucking-larious.
So, instead of putting my foot in my mouth, I changed the subject. "Well, we don't have to worry about that this week. We do need to worry about my prep for Friday's dinner with Ron and Cathy."
"Your prep? You are not cooking dinner. I am."
"Gwen, you cooked the first time," I said. "My turn. I'm thinking of doing fresh pasta for my lasagna."
"You will be thinking nothing of the sort," Gwen said firmly. "This whole month is supposed to be a moving fancy feast. Cathy served us pheasant last week, for chrissakes! We are not offering lasagna in return. I. Am. Cooking."
"But..."
"Darling," Gwen rode over me. "I am reminded of late that you have an enormous number of wonderful talents," she winked. "I can't imagine what brings that to mind..." She caressed my cheek with feather-light fingertips, ending by a brush over my lips that yanked away before I could suck them in. "But haute cuisine is not among your talents. I cook. You assist."
"I like my lasagna," I grumbled.
"Honey, it's just not what is called for this time. Next time they come over for a movie, you can do your lasagna and knock Ron's socks off," I was reassured.
We don't usually get together with them every week, and when we do, it is often not at one of our homes. They are our show buddies, be it movies, plays, concerts, or other events. Maybe half the time we get together at one home or the other for a drink after. But this movable feast was something Cathy had gotten from one of the old-time books on entertaining she was into lately. I grimly determined that the next time we got together at our house after this month, I was going to damn well use the excuse to finally buy a pasta roller. I was also grimly determined that we would eat popcorn (and lasagna) and finally watch Pirates of the Caribbean like Ron and I had been pushing for.
But this week, since Gwen's firm had a big trial, I would be the one grocery shopping for whatever topper of a meal she was going to try to deploy.
*
Gwen went for Asian. We offered up a giant Pupu platter, featuring the oversized, round hibachi grill we had gotten as a housewarming gift and had never yet used. When she first told me her plan, I was prepared to be mulish, wondering how beef skewers and egg rolls were better than my fresh pasta lasagna, even if it did feature a flaming cast iron grill on our dining room table.
When she showed me the actual menu, I had to shut up. By the time we started prepping everything Thursday night, I was fully on board. I was left only with the complaint, "Really, though? Finger food doesn't exactly say fancy to me."
"It's fancy food, not fancy dress. Finger food goes back a little ways in human history, you know," I was told. "We will all be wearing tennis clothes because of the heat, for crying out loud!"
Fine.
But as we got dressed for the evening, I had to snark, "That isn't quite how you usually dress for the courts, is it?"
Gwen continued to fasten up the really nice, delicate white lace bra she was putting on. It matched the spiffy thong panties she sported below. "We are not actually playing tennis tonight! I'm not stretching, bending, and jumping, so I don't need those sweaty modesty shorts. And I sure as hell am not strapping down the girls for no reason!" She winked and shook her lace-covered confections in my direction saucily. "I want them looking their best! Especially with Cathy and her bazoombas in the picture," she added almost sullenly.
I rolled my eyes reassuringly at Gwen. She has great tits, and they look a damn sight better in this lacy bra than the sports bras she wears on court.
That said...
I admit to being a fan of big tits. Sorry, it's true. The Bazzombas In The Room are always a nice bonus when we see Cathy and Ron. Just Cathy, actually. Ron is in as good a shape as I am, but neither of us does enough chest work to have bazoombas...
Before Gwen could reach for her skirt or shirt, I stepped up to her, wrapped an arm around her, and slid my hands down her back, over the warm bare cheek of her ass, and finally on down between her legs.
She squirmed instantly. "If you do that any longer, I am going to come like a banshee," she warned as my fingertips probed.
"Mmmm," I said, probing some more.
"And immediately after that," she said, trying to twist away from me, "I will hit you. Because I would have to change these panties. That would mean I have to change the bra as well."
"We could take the panties off first," I offered, tugging at the slender crotch of the thong, though mostly just to work my fingers into her.
"I would also have to do my makeup again," she snapped.
I let her go. I knew how long she had spent on her makeup already. I didn't want to have to entertain Ron and Cathy all by myself for that long.
She smiled. "But I appreciate the sentiment," she said. Then she grabbed my cock through the loose fabric of my shorts. As she had expected, I was half-hard. She twitched her grip, then released me to slide on her skirt.
"The things I'm going to do to you once they leave," I said, as if to myself.
She smiled as she slid the tunic over her head. "I have that waterproof silicone lube we got online," she said slyly. "I'm thinking it might be time to try again to finally fuck in the hot tub."
"I'll call Ron and explain to him how we tragically burnt everything, and he and Cathy should just go to Olive Garden or something tonight," I said.
I was struck by one of our pillows.
*
"A giant, elevated Pu-Pu platter?" exclaimed Cathy as we went into the dining room after a round of fairly large cocktails. "That is so awesome!" she burbled on, green-eyed with ill-concealed jealousy. I suppose it is easy for her to look jealous, as her eyes are green full-time.
"It does look good," Ron put in, less enthusiastically. He looked around at the absence of chairs or silverware at the table. "Ummm..."
"It's finger food, Ron," my lady teased. She picked up one of the slightly sticky meatballs with her fingers and popped it in her mouth. She chewed and swallowed swiftly while she still had his attention, then licked her fingers clean... slowly, making a production of the process for him. By the time she was done, she had no trouble keeping his attention. Or mine. "There are no chairs because that will make it easier for us all to reach for things," she went on briskly. "No napkins either," she added, sucking her index finger extra clean.
I laughed at her echo of our Saturday shenanigans and let her have her fun. If she did to Ron what she'd done to Sammy the week before, poor Ron would probably die. There is no manual for that sort of shenanigans in 1960s entertainment guides, or even in modern insurance commercials.
Cathy laughed, but asked, "Nice. But really, no napkins?"
Gwen rolled her eyes dramatically. "I'm so sorry about your husband's blindness. Can't you see the roll of paper towels right there on the table, Ron? There's a wastebasket underneath, too."
I laughed quietly to myself that Cathy had also been so busy watching Gwen suck her fingers in Ron's general direction that she'd missed the roll, too.
And we dug happily in, sticky fingers and all, while Cathy regaled us with an hilarious story from the police blotter that her newspaper's editor was refusing to publish, 'because we are a family paper!' We had unconsciously arranged ourselves in Boy-Girl-Boy-Girl fashion around the table, as Cathy and Ron had insisted on the week before, leaving Ron and me facing each other with our respective ladies to our left.
In the pause that followed Cathy's story, Gwen scolded Ron. "You left that half-eaten," she said, pointing at the Crab Rangoon in question. We had all, despite the plate-less nature of the event, laid out for ourselves a paper towel in front of where we stood, like Americans who instinctively could not handle a communal, finger food meal.
"I'll get back to it," Ron promised, not convincingly. "Crab Rangoon is not my favorite."
"You didn't use any of the sauce. It needs the sauce," Gwen insisted. She seized another rangoon and dunked it liberally in the sauce she'd come up with that was, honestly, fucking amazing. She held out the sauced-up dumpling thingy to Ron. When he hesitated just a fraction, Gwen took a single step closer and offered it right to his lips. His eyes flared wide, but he opened his mouth in self-defense before she jammed it in there anyway.
He bit down and then stiffened in surprise. "Mmmph! Dish loog," he managed with his mouth full.
"You know better than to doubt my cooking," Gwen growled playfully. But she did not remove the rest of the rangoon from in front of his face.
Ron swallowed, then smirked and snapped his mouth at the second half, catching Gwen's fingers between his lips for a moment.
Cathy giggled. "Careful! Ron gets a little dangerous if you actually manage to get him to try something new!"
I took her word for it. I'd never seen Ron try anything new since I'd known the guy. Quality dude, but not the adventurous type. I shook my head in amusement. Actuarials...
But Gwen caught my eye, which had been trained on her the whole time. She hadn't been able to resist provoking me a little. I just thought of the hot tub later.
Well, mostly I thought about the hot tub later. But after another minute or so, I realized that the paper-wrapped shrimp was all the way over in front of Gwen, and Cathy had not had any yet.



"You should try the Goong Hor," I said to Cathy, casually picking up a shrimp by the tail. Making sure Gwen was paying at least some attention to what I was doing in the midst of her explanation of the grill to Ron, I extended the shrimp to Cathy, holding it higher than would be natural for her to take in her own hand. Right about at mouth level...
I saw her eyes dart to the side as I extended the long, tasty shrimp towards her. I thought at first she was looking at Ron, but she was looking at Gwen. Made sense, Ron had just had his finger in Gwen's mouth, however fleetingly. Her ignoring him would have just highlighted his hypocrisy if he got upset when... Cathy opened her mouth and let me slide more than half the shrimp in before she bit down. Even better, she chewed with the rest of the Goong Hor still between her lips.
I should have pulled it away, but Gwen was looking. If she was going to try to provoke me here, now, with these friends, I thought it was wise to make her consider the consequences of my provoking right back.
Cathy bit the rest off, a lot more perfunctorily, chickening out. Good. We didn't want these two getting all upset about our less-than-conservative mischief!
Gwen shot me a look that told me the intended provoking had provoked...
Then we all got caught up in heating the beef and chicken skewers over the little hibachi on the table.
Gwen wanted to go on and on about the right way to reheat meat on a stick. Both Ron and I rolled our eyes and scoffed, "Man-Fire-Food! Teach Cathy.We don't need instructions on heating flesh on a grill!"
After I had burnt my first chicken skewer, and Ron had burnt his skewer and his fingertips, we made some minor inquiries about technique...
I am a huge fan of beef, but the marinade Gwen had found for the chicken was divine.
There was a brief flare-up of politics, but since we all hate the same terrible people, the subject safely died away.
I realized that Cathy was looking at the spring rolls, the platter of which had migrated over between me and Gwen. "Want another roll?" I asked her, reaching for the platter.
"I'm filling up. I'll just take one."
I realized that she was looking at me with a good-naturedly daring timidity.
Fuck it. I kicked Gwen's foot to get her attention, and picked up one of the little, two-inch veggie rolls. As I turned toward Cathy, our friend smilingly opened her mouth wide.
Definitely fuck it.
I slid the mini-roll right past her lips, along with my index finger right alongside it. She must have felt my finger sliding in with the food, because when she closed her mouth, it was really only her lips, not her teeth. If she hadn't seen my finger, the brush of her tongue against it certainly clued her in.
Chickening out, I slowly slid my finger free, her tongue remaining pressed against it. My digit made a quiet popping sound as her lips reluctantly released it.
I realized that I could only hear the popping sound because all four of us had shut up.
I shot another glance at Ron. He was giving me an arch look that was not that angry in appearance. More importantly, I saw nothing from him but a narrow-eyed smile directed toward Cathy.
Then I looked at Gwen.
Oh yeah. I was getting blown and fucked in the hot tub, once we divested ourselves of Ron and Cathy.
Trying to conceal my smugness, I waited to naturally rejoin the resuming conversation. Things finally settled down.
Then Ron, Ron fucking Brown, Treadway Insurance's Employee of the Month, Mister Putting Sauce On My Rangoon Is A Major Personal Growth Event, turned toward my lady, picked up a Crab Rangoon himself, and said to her, "Gwen, you conned me into liking these Rangoon, but I haven't seen you having one yourself. Can I give you one before I eat them all?"
Really? Ron?
Gwen looked as surprised as I was, but then she smiled and pointedly did not look at me. "Please."
"Plenty of sauce, right?" Ron asked, outright plunging the rangoon into the sauce.
"Mm-Hmm!"
He lifted the utterly dripping dumpling up toward my wife, and she leaned forward sweetly, hands behind her back.
He extended the yummy toward her, and she opened her mouth wide.
He almost chickened out. I saw it. But I also saw him not chicken out. Ron extended the rangoon to Gwen's lips and pressed it between them.
Yes, his finger and thumb both went along for the ride. Gwen closed her lips with aplomb and made a savoring face. I saw Ron jump. Gwen must be licking his fingers along with the rangoon and all that sauce. Not all the sauce--Ron had dunked so hard that some extra was running down my lady's chin on both sides.
I waited until he finally lost his nerve and started to pull back.
"You got sauce all over her chin, Ron," I said, looking away absently, like it was nothing. "Grab her a paper towel, would you?"
Gwen flashed me the most fleeting of glimpses, then grabbed both her current beef and chicken skewers from the hibachi. She indicated her full hands and mumbled something through her closed mouth. She stuck her chin toward Ron.
He blanched and looked at me. He should have looked at Cathy, but his funeral. I just kept on building up a little Mu Shu pancake with pork. He tore off a towel, leaned in to dab my woman's face until it was clean, then hastily tucked the sticky towel under in the trash can.
"Thanks," I said absently, like he had saved me the trouble.
Gwen looked pleasantly outraged at my behavior. My behavior? She was the one sucking on Ron's fingers and having him clean her face!
We were cooperatively provoking each other.
We would be lucky if I didn't go run and grab that bottle of lube before they even left...
But Gwen and I knew this had to have been a bit much for Ron and Cathy, and we both slowed our roll. We all polished off the rest, tragically leaving me no leftovers for the weekend. Then we enjoyed green tea mochi ice cream balls. Thankfully, those were from the Asian market, not from scratch. If Gwen had made those fucking things herself, my culinary ego would have been permanently broken.
Cathy and Ron did not hang out as long after dinner as usual, heading out less than half an hour after we cleared the table.
As it was happening, I worried that we had been more than a bit too much. But the thought fled once they were out the door. The hot tub beckoned.
I even swiftly forgot the image of Cathy's impressive bazoombas, on proud display throughout the evening in her widely scooped tennis dress. I even forgot about the feel of her tongue along my fingers.
Mostly.
We had never used lube before. Never needed it. But we had bought it when we saw something about how it made aqua-copulation possible. We had bought that tub back in the spring that we bought the house, and after immediately trying to christen it, Gwen and I both laughed derisively every time we saw a sex scene in water.
Guess what?
Silicone lube works...
I never got my blowjob though. We put the lube on too soon, and Gwen did not like the taste.
So I got fucked twice instead. Wonderfully. It almost completely made me forget about Cathy's bazoombas, and how, probably because she was pissed at Ron, or Gwen, or maybe even me, our friend had kept her back ramrod straight all evening, which just make them stand out all the more... outstandingly. I hoped she wasn't actually pissed.
Like I said, almost. It was only during the recovery period after cowgirl underwater, but before doggie right at the surface that my mind strayed back to the whole dress-stretching tit display.
Pro-tip: Reapply lube liberally between rounds... to both partners.
You are welcome.
We slept in the next morning since there was so little cleanup. This whole eating with fingers thing was great for limiting dishes in the aftermath. It was not until Tuesday that I found the sticky patch on the carpet under the table. It was where Ron had been standing. The bastard was sloppy, I thought as I scrubbed away. Or maybe the drips were between where Ron and Gwen had been standing...
But on that Saturday morning, when we did finally wake up, we cuddled together in bed. Nothing sexual. Mostly nothing sexual. I barely grabbed Gwen's tits at all. Hardly. I mean, I seldom had more than one hand on a breast at any given time.
"That was fun last night," she murmured into my shoulder.
"I'll say," I laughed, then made silly, repeating, splooshing and splashing noises.
"That too," she laughed back. "But I meant the getting there..."
"Hmmm," I mused. "Yeah. It might have been better than the first time, since we both knew what we were doing, and what it was going to do."
"Oh, it did it all right," she nodded. Then she shifted uncomfortably. "But I think we might have made a problem."
Yeah. That was a possibility.
"I mean, Sammy, Deidre, and friggin' Zoe are all full-time randy anyway." True, though not with us. "And more importantly, they are free agents, all. But we kind of drafted Cathy and Ron without their consent, right?" she asked slowly.
"Yeah," I admitted sourly. Then I quirked my mouth. "While I think there is no way Ron did not enjoy your fingers in his mouth, and even less chance he did not enjoy his fingers in yours, I do worry about him and Cathy. I mean our reactions have to be kinda idiosyncratic, right?"
"Yeah. A big part of me just wants to sort of pretend it didn't happen and hope it goes away," she said slowly. "We can provoke each other more than enough with Sammy, Zoe, and Deidre. But..."
I looked at her and sighed. "Yeah, we should call them and kinda apologize."
"Maybe. We need to at least figure out if they need us to apologize," Gwen said. "And we probably need to stick with the club crowd if we go psycho like this again at some point. Honestly, Ron is too tempting."
I looked at her in surprise. She almost giggled.
"Ron? Really? Compared to Sammy?"
"Sammy is built," she said. "Ron is good-looking." She paused. "Listen. You know how I admitted that the fun with grinding on Sammy was not all about provoking you? Some of my fun sure came from the actual grinding on Sammy?" I nodded. "Well, let me tell you, the fun from sticking my fingers in Ron's mouth, and especially from his fingers in my mouth, came mostly from the act, and only a little from thinking about you. Sorry!" she said with a little cringe.
"Fair dues," I shrugged. "I will admit that I enjoyed doing the finger thing, too. But more to the point, all the situation had me staring at Cathy tits like an eye chart all night. And I definitely enjoyed that."
"Really? I must have been too focused on Ron to see that last night," Gwen said sheepishly. "I usually notice when you are surveying the mountain range."
"Huh? I don't..." I sputtered.
Gwen put her hands on my arm. "Easy there, my love. I know it isn't a fixation. But I also see you stare at her tits. Every guy stares at Cathy's tits. Hell, I do too, in horrified fascination."
"Well, it was damned near a fixation last night," I admitted.
"So we are fine?" Gwen asked. I nodded firmly. "Then all we have to worry about is our innocent victims."
And so I called Ron at work Monday morning.
"Ron Brown."
"Dude, how are you?" I said as casually as I could muster.
"Carl!" Ron said, a smile in his voice. Then he hesitated silently.
Uh oh. Ron was a great conversationalist in person, but on the phone, he always runs his mouth. He was not running his mouth now.
"Hey! Friday was the best meal yet," he said, getting his accelerator unstuck. "We both had a great time eating with our fingers."
I laughed and made shlurping sounds like the ones we had made mid-meal as we had all really finally let ourselves get into eating an elaborate meal with our hands.
"Exactly! And listen, I'm not about to try making Rangoons from scratch. We'll get those frozen. But I'm really hoping Gwen will give us that sauce recipe."
Typical Ron. Terrified to try anything new, but if he did, and he liked it, he was stupidly all-in on repeating the experiment. He had happily never been to Disneyland before he was 30. But once Cathy dragged him there on his birthday, they have to Mouse it up every year, at least.
"I'll tell Gwen to send it to you. You know she is always generous with her recipes."
"She is?"
Of course. To know that, Ron would have had to have ever wanted to try anything new before...
Time to face the music.
"Listen, Ron," I said, uncomfortably.
As soon as that sounded in my voice, Ron almost yelped. "Hey dude, I just, we just, I just want to say I got a little out of line. I know that you and Gwen were just enjoying the meal, but I don't know, I just got a little carried away. Cathy thinks she did too. Sorry."
Really?
"Dude," I said slowly. "I just called to check if you guys were upset by us."
"Us? Um, no," he said, as if it had not occurred to him in his own worry. "Huh," he said almost to himself, as if surprised that he was not upset. "Yeah," he went on. "Really, dude, we were not freaked out by you." He stopped again. Quiet pauses on the phone with Ron were almost creepy. "And not freaked out with each other, really."
I let out a sigh.
"To be honest," he went on, and I could practically hear him looking around him in his office, right over the voice call. "We were really good with each other this weekend. As in... all over each other like back when we were newlyweds," he finished in a manly whisper.
"So, you too?" I asked in surprise.
"You were all hot and bothered after, like us?" Ron asked back, equally surprised.
"Yeah, we..." I took a breath. "Look, full honesty here. We knew going in what doing that shit was going to do to us. The Saturday before, we both got a little drunk while out with Sammy and the girls. We each went a little over the line while the other was watching." I took a deep breath. "Best oral ever when we got home. And that was before the main event!"
"Damn! Lucky you," Ron sighed.
"Apparently, lucky you," I retorted.
"Yeah," he agreed, but there was a trace of unhappy uncertainty there...
Before I could even think, I asked. "Come on. Of course. It's not like you'd rather have my girl over yours... right?" I finished. By the time I got to the end, I realized I actually meant the question.
Suddenly, I was the one with a trace of unhappy uncertainty. And it wasn't just about Ron's feelings. Considering my occasional fascination with Cathy's rack, I needed to check my own.
"Come on!" Ron retorted, his own voice strengthening naturally. "Obviously not," he said, his voice meaning that literally and matter-of-factly, not making an attempt at reassurance. "But still..." he stopped again, swallowing whatever he was trying to say.
"What?" I laughed.
"Nothing!"
"Dude," I said firmly.
There was yet another silence on the line.
"Dude," I repeated, my voice filled with the kind of friendly threat guys make to their friends when one of them won't shut up when you are trying to putt.
"Look, Carl, your... Gwen is just really hot," he began.
"I've noticed," I chuckled. I am a lucky man.
"I've always noticed, too. Just like I've noticed the sky is blue, sort of thing," Ron said.
I'd never really considered whether Ron thought Gwen was attractive. But again, he has eyes, so, duh.
"But last night," he said slowly, "despite getting hornier for Cathy than I have been in a hot minute, a horniness I started acting on before we even made it to the car, there were a few points Friday night where I just about ached to, I don't know, outright devour your lady. I'm sorry, man!"
I sighed. Ron didn't like the sigh. I could tell. I spoke quickly. "I don't think you should be sorry, dude. I mean, I was definitely developing a list of things I intended to do to Gwen the whole evening, a list where I eventually checked every item off, in some cases multiple times, all starting from the second our door closed behind you guys." I did not let myself hesitate this time, or I might have stopped. "But dude, if you think I wasn't also pondering the potential awesomeness of flat out burying my face in your wife's chest, you are naive."
Ron laughed. "They are magnetic, aren't they?"
"They are awesome, but I'll take your word on magnetic. I've never gotten my face or hands close enough to feel any actual magnetic pull..." I nerd-joked.
"So you and I are good?" Ron asked, as if he wasn't done.
"Before you ask, Gwen is good, too. Fully good, and in all the same ways you and I were with everything," I forestalled him.
"Good," Ron sighed.
"Actually, you should be smug," I added, not sure why I was saying this next bit. "She even told me she thinks you are better-looking than Sammy."
"What? I thought she had taste."
"Me too. But don't get a swelled head. She specifically said that she thinks he's way hotter than you, you just were more handsome."
"I think I'll take it either way," Ron admitted.
"You should. She's picky. She picked me," I said smugly. "But Ron, I still have concerns. Um... Cathy. You haven't said anything about how she handled things. I'm still worried that us all getting carried away like that was..."
"Relax. She handled it better than me. I'll be honest and say it actually took me a minute when I first woke up to organize my mental shit Saturday morning, worrying about her. Then I thought back and realized that she had enjoyed it as much as I did. Then I felt obliged to be jealous that she had enjoyed herself. Then I got over that and laughed a little at me being so hypocritical as to be jealous. When I got my shit together and was only worrying about you guys and the inevitability of this conversation, I finally woke Cathy up."
"How'd that go?" I asked, grinning, despite it being a voice call with no video.
"Dude," Ron said, half delighted, half shell-shocked. "The night before? When we finally got home? It was so sweet, and loving, and slow, and amazing. That morning was... we ripped a sheet."
I laughed in final relief. "So no one is mad about anything?"
"I am in trouble for the sheet."
"Ha! Sucks to be you. Though apparently not really."
"Heh. No, not really. She sure wasn't holding it against me for several awesome hours here and there all weekend."
"Good," I said. I liked what this whole dynamic was doing for me and Gwen. "Then are you going to be okay when I flirt with your wife again next week when we are back at your place for the last of these gourmet dinner nights?" I challenged.
"I say enjoy yourself," Ron answered. "She will. Just know I will hit on Gwen, too!"
"If you didn't, I think she'd beat the hell out of you, and then probably me."
"Good, I guess! So I will report back to Cathy that she can stop worrying about you guys."
"And I'll say the same to Gwen. Then we can all relax," I concluded.
There was a brief silence between us.
"I am betting the two of them are on the phone with each other right now," I realized.
"You are probably right. I'm betting that the second Cathy got to her desk at work, which would be the first free minute she wasn't around me since Friday, she called Gwen," Ron said, with the vague unease that husbands feel when they realize that the women are talking about them. I'm not technically a husband, but I still experienced the sensation along with Ron.
"Well," I said briskly. "I am assuming that they will come to the same general conclusions. Assuming they do, I'm looking forward to dinner at yours, Friday. What are you making?"
"I haven't been told. But I think the Pu-Pu challenged Cathy. I will have so much shit to do to help her pull off whatever she decides on," Ron grumbled.
"Cool. See you Friday," I replied heartlessly.
I was about to hang up when I stopped.
"Wait!Before you got into your car? What kind of shit did you two get up to in my front yard, Ron?"



*
It was a very busy day at work, leaving me with precious little time to think about the conversation, and even less to think about how to describe it to Gwen. But I used every minute I did have to think about those things. Mostly, I thought about the conversation itself. I was beginning to sense that I did not need to be as incredibly cautious in talking with Gwen about it as common sense was loudly trying to dictate...
I had currently given up my space in the garage to work on a project, so I parked in the driveway and came in through the front door. I was greeted with loud music. Gwen's Indigo Girls playlist was blaring from every speaker in the house. Why my wife leans into lesbian folk rock when she is in a good mood, I will never know. But if she had talked to Cathy today as well, then this good mood was very reassuring.
She did not hear me come in over the blasting tunes of Closer to Fine. I paused as I saw her in the kitchen, bending over the dishwasher.
With that visage as my first view of her, any thoughts of a calm discussion were swept away. Jesus, I was hot for my woman lately!
When I approached, she was moving her hips to the music and trying to detangle some forks that were caught in the silverware basket, probably because I refuse to load them properly. Her first indication I was there was my hands landing softly on her ass.
"Honey, I'm home," I purred.
"You loaded the utensils wrong again," she growled, not turning around.
"I can see," I agreed. "I am devastated," I added in a not-devastated voice. I caressed her ass, which was clearly not objected to.
Fuck it. I grabbed the zipper in the back and pulled it down.
"Really?" Gwen asked slyly. She still did not stand or turn around, instead straightening just enough to turn and lean on the counter beside the dishwasher. "The second you get in the house?"
"Well, I could hardly have done it any earlier," I went on smoothly, pushing both her slacks and the pale pink work panties with just that touch of lace I like down her legs. I left them pooled around her ankles. I was fixated.
When I then caressed her bare ass happily with one hand and began unzipping myself with the other, I got a somewhat more surprised, "Really? Already ready to go?" she went on, still not turning toward me.
My cock was ready as hell, but I could tell, as my hands slid under her ass between her legs, that she was not quite yet. The smoothly shaven skin of her pussy felt wonderful as always, but it was not slick, and I felt only a hint of moisture.
I stroked my finger gently along her outer labia, still clenched tightly together over the treasure within, and Gwen's twerking to the music became writhing to my touch. "Ohhh, Carl. You are going to have me ready to go too..."
"That's the plan," I said, barely loud enough for her to hear over, 'To seek solace in a bottle, or possibly a friend.'
Suddenly, my finger slid between her folds, and I felt more moisture. I could have worked my dick into her at this point, and that seemed to be what she wanted me to do, but I was too eager to be impatient. My finger delved deeper into her heat and bathed itself in the fluids of her depth. She groaned at the intruder. I slid it free and ran my now slick digit around her clit in lazy, exploratory circles.
"There's more than one answer to these questions," Gwen sang along with the music. My lady does not have the best singing voice, and she knows it. But I guess she likes the Indigo Girls so much because she always manages to sound pretty good when trying to harmonize with them.
My finger plunged into her once more, wetting itself again, then I withdrew it to paint her opening in fluids. Her singing voice might not sound the best, but Gwen looked, felt, and, at that moment, overwhelmed me with her aroma. I felt my nostrils flaring wide as I drank in the sudden flood of needful redolence.
My cock practically shoved my finger aside as I drove myself into Gwen, my eagerness teaming up with my impatience. Yeah, she was more than ready now, and I delved to my full depth in a single stroke.
"Oh, fuck," Gwen gasped, pushing her hips back against me.
I like to start slow when screwing. It always draws us closer.
But not this afternoon. I was instantly seized by some kind of primal urge, and was driving into her in long, hard strokes as fast as I could. My cock was almost instantly screaming in delight as it passed in and out of Gwen's hot, moist folds.
"Do it!" Gwen encouraged, karaoke forgotten instantly. "Give it to me! Give it to meeee!"
I went after her like an animal, and she shrieked back like one. Each stroke felt amazing. My love for this woman was there, in a deep layer, like it always was, but this fuck was mostly just Need. Need for release. Need for her. It wasn't lust. Well, it certainly was, but it was a special lust, a distinctly unique lust for just this woman.
I was, even in the moment, honestly surprised that I didn't lose it and come immediately. But I am blessed with the characteristic of not being able to come easily. I have never been quick on the trigger in my life, even when as stoked as I was at that moment. I was able to just keep thrusting.
Usually, I pay close attention to how my efforts are affecting Gwen as we screw, making sure I'm hitting her in the best ways possible. But such considerations were absent from my mind now. I just had to fuck my woman. Fortunately, even though taking her from behind over the kitchen counter was not a usual configuration for us, my muscle memory's best practices were serving Gwen well, because she was shrieking in delight.
She does not have any difficulty coming, not when she is really into it...
I felt her insides clenching down on me as her ass rammed back against me suddenly, and she found new hights of volume. I slowed as the wave passed, and she gasped in relief.
But I never stopped. And when she caught her breath, I resumed my frantic, hungry push into her depths. Stroke after stroke, my cock caroled in delight as it passed through her folds. My fingers tingled with the sensation of grasping the perfection that was Gwen's flexing backside.
Gwen happily rode the wave for a while before I felt her getting tense again. This was incredible. How many times could I make her come?
But while the tension in her rose and rose, she did not come again. I had barely noticed this when Gwen growled, "Fuck, I just can't come! I need you to man up and jizz me, Carl. I need that so I can come!"
The woman had still not actually set eyes on me the entire time since I had entered the house, and she still kept her head facing away, taking me like I were a force, not a being.
I could do that for her. I relaxed and welcomed my own release. It still took its time, but since, while we were waiting for me to come, Gwen and I were enjoying some seriously electric copulation, the wait was hardly a burden. And then, without any real warning, I erupted. My knees almost collapsed and I groaned mightily as I was suddenly throbbing with each gush of cum that poured into Gwen.
And yeah, she was able to come then. Louder even than before. She banged on the counter, making the oil bottle jump on our lazy susan.
"That was fucking nuts," I gasped, slowing but taking my time about stopping.
"Oh, God, yes!"
I finally slowed to a stop, half inside her and my cock already softening.
"Pull out," Gwen whispered.
I did, and she spun to face me. Her eye sparkled with delight... and exhaustion. We kissed, long, slow, and deep. It wasn't, amazingly, after all that, a lusty kiss. It was a loving one, companionable and bonding.
"How was work today, darling?"
--------------
Thanks for reading. Again, all the usual YouTuber BS: Please vote. Follow me so you will be notified that the next installment is up. That sort of stuff. And do comment, please. This story is an experiment, and I have not finished it, even remotely, at the time this chapter posts. I'd appreciate your insights. To be clear, it is going where it is going, but the details are still way hazy...
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Provocation - Three
------------
We finally stopped kissing and got the forks untangled. I really need to start paying a lot more attention when loading this new dishwasher...
For some 'unaccountable' reason, Gwen and I were both now starving and immediately made dinner, even if it was extraordinarily early for us. It was just hamburgers, but we found ourselves at the table, sponging at mostly empty plates with leftover fries to scrounge the juices left by the patties.
"So, how was work for you?" I finally asked. We had discussed my hectic day by this point, or at least the work component thereof.
"Bland, mostly. Did have one interesting phone call," Gwen said casually.
"Ha! I knew you'd call her," I laughed.
"She called me," Gwen said, sticking her tongue out at me. "She was kind of upset at first."
"What? Wait. Really?" I yelped. Ron hadn't said...
"She was afraid that she and Ron had gotten out of line and corrupted us!"
I laughed with her at that. "But she isn't mad at Ron?" I wanted to confirm.
"No! I got the explicit information that they spent as much of the weekend joined at the hips as we did," Gwen replied drily.
How much 'explicit information' did women exchange?
"I reassured her and explained the whole Provoking thing," Gwen said as we moved into the living room to sit on the couch.
"Oh?"
"We agreed that it sure worked for all of us. But we both suspect it would not for most people."
I nodded at that. "Yeah," I thought out loud. "I feel like I have more trust in you than a lot of guys manage."
"That's what we agreed," Gwen replied. "Between you and me, that's why I wasn't feeling so dicey after the dance club as I was after having Ron and Cathy over. Our single gang are all very single. Teasing any of them isn't going to piss anybody else off!"
"It is simpler there," I nodded. "I'm glad to hear all is good then."
She poked me. "Like you didn't call Ron the second your ass hit your chair at the office."
"Of course," I shrugged. "We had much the same conversation, in different terms." I looked at my woman. "You may expect that Ron will hit on you again when we go over there Friday."
Gwen pretended to gasp. Then she grabbed my hand. "Should I feel bad that I'm looking forward to that?"
I wasn't sure if she was asking if she should be apologizing to me for looking forward to it, or she herself should feel bad for looking forward to it.
I shrugged. "Well, I'm sure looking forward to hitting on Gwen!"
"I'll bet," she poked me again, a bit... provoked. "Her and her bazongas!"
"They are... different," I said slyly.
I was starting to get a sore rib from all the poking.
"Just remember," I said, holding her close to prevent any further stiff digits in my side, "your bazongas are, and forever will be, my favorite bazongas."
"Durn tootin'," Gwen said, snuggling in against me.
And with that, we turned on the TV to catch NCIS.
*
The week was uneventful, except that Gwen came home on Wednesday to tell me she had had lunch with Sammy, as they often did.
"Carl, I almost started flirting with him," Gwen said, not guiltily, but still somehow giving the impression that she'd dodged a bullet.
"He'd have liked that," I said slowly. "Why didn't you?"
"Duh, you weren't there. No way I'd want to waste a chance to provoke you!"
"I still think you'd have had fun," I teased.
"Yeah, I would have," Gwen said, almost defiantly. "But," she shrugged, "not as much fun as if you were there to get all horny watching."
"I'm getting horny now, thinking about it," I sort of joked. I stopped and humphed to myself as I realized something. "Honestly, with someone like Sammy, where I already know the undercurrent, I think I could probably be sufficiently provoked by a later retelling." Gwen eyed me dubiously. "I'd still rather have the chance to be provoked in person," I added, realizing that in the moment.
"Hmmm. And I'd much prefer to provoke you in person." Gwen said, giving me a stern but friendly eye. "But while no sane woman is going to encourage her man to go around flirting up a storm in her absence... I think a little ex-post-facto provocation would be okay from you, too. Maybe. Let's think a bit more on that one before we set any rules there on one side or the other."
*
Getting dressed on Friday evening was slower than usual. My hands kept getting in the way as Gwen tried to put on her clothes. Had I gotten frisky like this a month ago, she would have laughed and slapped my hands away with an appreciative smile, but I would have been expected to behave myself thereafter.
Friday, she kept wandering back within my reach...
We managed to arrive only a few socially acceptable minutes late, but I had to speed a little on the drive over to pull that off.
Cathy, when she finally opened the door to us, announced, "Thank God you two are late tonight, like normal people! I'm still not quite ready in the kitchen, but if you had arrived on time, it would have been embarrassing!"
"Can't have anyone being embarrassed," I said, stepping through the door and extending my hand to Ron, who stood behind Cathy.
"Drink, anybody?" he asked the room, letting go of my hand after a firm shake.
"Please," Gwen said brightly, before either Cathy or I could say the same.
"I'll take a Stinger, Ron," Cathy said, starting to dash for the kitchen. "Hold it for me while I get things... put back together in there!"
Gwen and I flanked Ron as he moved to his little bar in the corner of the living room.
"Make it easy on yourself," Gwen said to Ron. "Stingers all around."
I had heard of Stingers, and had recipes for them in several books, but I'd never had one.
As Ron uncorked his brandy, Gwen went on in an almost sing-song voice. "So, something got messed up in the kitchen? Did you get in Cathy's way, Ron?" she asked sweetly.
He tilted his head in her direction. "Possibly," he said slyly.
"Well, I hope she at least enjoyed the interruption..." she teased, clasping her hands behind her back to thrust her chest forward a touch.
"I think she may have."
"I'll bet she usually does," Gwen bore on, actually closing toward Ron just a half step.
"I aim to please," he practically leered back.
They both shot a glance at me, standing about two feet from Ron on the other side.
I rolled my eyes. "Quit distracting Ron," I scolded Gwen. "At least until after he's finished making my drink."
Ron stiffened fractionally at my proviso, and Gwen gave me a provoked look like I had been the one flirting.
Interesting reaction. I filed it away for future consideration.
Whatever mess Ron's impertinence had made in the kitchen, it had already been mostly cleaned up before we had arrived, or it had not been that big in the first place, because Cathy was already coming back out of the kitchen by the time Ron started handing out chilled coupes of minty goodness.
"Wow!" I said brightly. "You handled that quickly, Cathy." I smiled as brightly at her.
She looked back at me for half a beat, then visibly drew a deeper breath than needed before she smiled and replied, "I think you will find that I am quite skilled with my hands."
Oh, really? Game on.
"I look forward to experiencing the results of your skills," I said back swiftly. I may have oiled up my voice a little.
I felt my arm being taken possessively by Gwen. "Weak effort, babe," she whispered in my ear.
"I know," I sighed quietly. "She caught me by surprise. I'll do better..."
"Is that a promise or a threat?"
"I'm aiming for both."
"On target," she murmured back happily.
The dinner was good. Too good. It was so good, it held all our attention and totally derailed the curiosity that had kicked off within moments of our arrival.
Still... something was sizzling in me the whole meal.
Honestly, given how the current vibe had kicked off the week before, I realized the only real disappointment about this feast was that there was no finger food...
The four of us always dressed fairly casually when we got together, but for this, the last of the fancy dinners, we had, seemingly independently, upped our game a little. I had my best trousers on, and my grey linen shirt with the brightly embroidered cuffs. Ron was similarly attired.
The girls had gone somewhat further. Before, they had been been dressing for tennis or, um, aprés golf, you know? Tonight, they both wore bright skirts, pleasingly closer to tennis length than golf. That left a lot of appealing leg to see on both ladies. Gwen had on a black satin bustier-looking top. Even disregarding the spaghetti straps on her shoulders, I knew from watching her dress (closely) that there was no bra underneath. Cathy wore a far looser, flowing, silver blouse. That might have been disappointing compared to Gwen's form-fitting number, but the thing was low-cut. Deeply-cut.
I told you that I am aesthetically a fan of large boobs. I have studied the genre, if you will. I could tell from looking, staring really, into Cathy's neckline that she had a bra on. There had to be, to make those lovelies ride like they were. But, given the depth of that neckline, I couldn't quite figure out what kind or configuration of support garment she wore.
I might not be going to see what that bra looked like first hand, but I was kind of determined suddenly, as Cathy leaned forward extravagantly to rise from her chair, to figure it out.
Gwen and I were sternly ordered to keep our seats now that we had all finished, while Ron and Cathy cleared the table and went to retrieve dessert.
We looked at each other as the old-fashioned swinging door to the kitchen fell closed.
"Does it upset you that I've really been looking forward to this?" Gwen asked quietly. "More than I expected to?"
"It might..." I said slowly. "If I hadn't also been eager for tonight."
We both smiled. "What are we doing?" Gwen said, shaking her head.
"Damned if I know," I chuckled. "I guess we will find out."
There was a clattering of dishes from the kitchen in the amenable silence between us.
"But," I added, knowing they would be back soon, "while I will admit to being quite focused on finding out how you and especially... yes, especially Gwen are going to tease me tonight, in the long run, I am way more committed to enjoying the results of that teasing between two of us later."
"Mmmm," Gwen said, smiling evilly. "I think that, even if nothing else provocative happens tonight beyond what already has, you can at least expect a wakeup blowjob tomorrow morning!"
Great. Gwen was gonna give me a hard-on before I could even try to flirt with Cathy again...
The kitchen door squeaked a bit as Ron pushed it open with a flourish. "Voila!" he pronounced proudly, watching as Cathy came through with a tray.
On the tray was a neat pyramid, consisting of a variety of chocolate truffles. I did a double-take as I perceived that they were hand-made, home-made chocolate truffles!
"Oh, you bitch," Gwen gasped beside me delightedly. "No fair, waiting for the very last night to drop the mike on me!"
Cathy just smiled and went over to the table to stand directly across from me. She bent over, again extravagantly, to set down the tray. But she froze, quirked her lips, and stood back up straight. "We need to buy better dining room chairs, Ron," she said, still holding the tray.
"Huh? Wait, why?" he asked, alarmed. Dining room chairs are expensive.
"Ours aren't as comfortable as theirs," Cathy shrugged. "Let's all enjoy dessert in the living room instead."
"That is a wonderful idea," Gwen enthused sweetly, bouncing to her feet and moving to grab Cathy's arm.
Ron and I looked at each other, raised questioning but not unhappy eyebrows, and enjoyed the view as we followed the ladies.
The main seating area in Ron and Cathy's living room is filled with a really long couch and a matching cozy loveseat. It is an awkward configuration for two couples, so they usually dragged in an extra chair or two, but neither lady gave us any instructions to that end, and since at least I was paying more attention to our two women than to where they were going, we brought along no extra seating.
When we got to the center of the room, Gwen turned, hesitated, then smiled. She pointed at the couch and set the platter of truffles down on the coffee table, at the left of the couch, where it and the love seat came together. "Ron, take that end of the couch and let our guests sit nearest to the dessert," she said, pointing at the right side.
Ron looked amused and took his seat there. Cathy again maneuvered herself so she was bending over while facing me to put down the platter, then curled herself up on the love seat, pointing us at the couch between Ron and where she sat.
"Boy-girl, boy-girl, right?" Gwen asked, looking teasingly at our etiquette-obsessed buddies.
But she happily sat herself in the middle of the couch, and I followed to sit at the end next to Cathy's perch. I noticed without comment that Gwen had seated herself a lot closer to Ron's end of the couch than to mine.
We resumed an earlier conversation from dinner and chatted happily for a good while, maybe ten minutes.
"Hey!" Cathy said, clapping her hands. "No one is eating my sweets," she declared, then flushed briefly at her wording. "Let's all have one so I can hear your opinions, Carl and Gwen!"
We all reached for the platter and each took a delicious-looking confection. Ron had to actually get up and lean way over to reach one.
We all bit in and Cathy reveled in the spontaneous moans at how good they were. Rich, not too sweet, and almost savory. Mine looked like a tiny asteroid, its surface covered in crumbled nuts. Gwen's had thin lines of something red drizzled across its smooth, round surface.
"You are evil, Cathy," I groaned carefully as I swallowed the last bit of my truffle.
"You sound pretty happy for someone calling my wife evil, dude," Ron observed.
I flared my eyebrows at him. "I fucking love these things," I growled at him. I turned and looked at Cathy. "But these are criminally small. If they were full-size, I'd be happy to eat just one... okay, two. But these are just two bites each. My dumbass brain is telling me that they are so small, I can have a whole bunch."
Cathy just preened from the love seat next to me.
Gwen rescued this dead-end set of complaints about the best dessert I'd had in ages with a story about some silliness at her work. We all had a good time trashing some woman she described as producing a truly Karen-like episode in Purchasing.
But we all were getting hungry for more truffle goodness. Ron broke down and struggled up from their lushly soft couch to reach for another truffle.
But Gwen jumped on the opportunity. "Want one, Ron?" she asked.
"Uh, yeah," he said, almost missing what was being asked before sinking back into his seat.
Gwen plucked up two truffles, one covered in sprinkles, the other in cocoa powder. She held them both up before Ron. He pointed at the pink sprinkles. "Good choice," my woman purred, popping the cocoa-powdered one between her dark red, sensuously pursed lips. Ron winced happily as he watched her chew the rich confection.
Then she scooted another few inches over to sit right next to him and offered the truffle to his lips. Ron's eyes lit briefly before he tried to play it as if shit hadn't started happening again. I similarly tried to pretend this was not interesting, but I leaned toward them despite myself. I felt Cathy similarly bending forward on the love seat in my peripheral vision.
Ron opened his mouth slowly, but Gwen grinned impatiently and shoved the small chocolate into his mouth. He leaned back, and she followed, almost resting herself on him. She giggled as he finally bit down and ate half the truffle. He had chewed barely twice when he made an ooohing sound and straightened. Gwen retreated as he moved, but she was still at least slightly pressed against him.
"Honestly, Cath," Ron said with his mouth still half-full of sticky chocolate. "This is the best batch of these you've ever done!"
We all laughed lightly at the enthusiastic break from the gathering tension.
"I found a new Mexican chocolate to add to the blend," Cathy just said smugly.
"Well, it works," Gwen said enthusiastically.
We all paused for just a beat.
Ron made a show of swallowing. "I'd like the rest of my yummy, please," he said casually to my lady.
"Of course," she said, leaning back toward him and lifting the already-bitten truffle back toward him. But this time, Ron hung in there, and Gwen ended up pushing quite obviously against him, her right breast pressed visibly on his chest, and her face within inches of his. He opened his mouth wide this time, and Gwen slid the rest of the truffle deep into his lips, following it in with her index finger. He closed his lips around that finger, and she left it there.
You did not need your teeth to enjoy the firm but soft and creamy chocolate of these truffles, and I saw Ron masticating his treat with just his cheeks and tongue, allowing him to keep Gwen's finger in his mouth as he did.
My woman finally pulled her finger free, and there were streaks of the truffle's soft center on it.
"Whoops," Gwen said, and stared right back at Ron while she tantalizingly licked her finger free of any traces of the chocolate.
Ron looked like he gulped, but maybe he was just swallowing the last of the truffle.
I shot Gwen a look that told her I'd fuck her right now, if we weren't doing a thing. But that I was going to fuck her later. And then some.
I briefly flicked my eyes archly over Ron, who still had my girl resting lightly against him, and turned back to Cathy, who was smiling challengingly at her husband.
"Can I get you another?" I asked her blandly. I was feeling anything other than bland, but unsure how to top Gwen. Until I could figure that out, I was just angling to have Cathy suck on my finger for a bit. The more than nascent hard-on I was dealing with told me that it would be an awesome start.
"Sure. Let me have one of the ones dusted in the cocoa powder, too," she said with a slow smile.
I stretched to pluck one of the light brown balls and turned to Cathy. Instead of leaning toward me, she was lounging back in the little loveseat. I started to stretch toward her, but then popped up. "I don't want to reach," I said offhand and moved to squeeze myself in next to Cathy.
As I said, the little loveseat was really no bigger than one of those cuddle chairs you see that hold two people only if they are extremely good friends. I certainly thought of Cathy as a friend... I squeezed in beside her, our hips pressing firmly together. It was even more intimate than it might have been since Cathy made no effort to make room for me.
I turned toward her with the truffle in my hand. Naturally, to make things comfortable with me twisted like that, I had to swing my arm up and around behind her. That I draped that arm close around her shoulders instead of along the top of the loveseat was simply accidental. Simply.
Cathy opened her mouth and twisted back toward me, but not so much as to dislodge my arm. Again, in keeping with the amorous, but deniable little ritual we were all developing to feed each other, she opened her mouth sexily. I fed the truffle in gently, and she bit it in half. She moaned just a little at the flavor of her own masterwork.
Could I help it if my brain interpreted those low sounds of pleasure as evoking images of something else in her mouth?
No. I could not. Cathy could paint a picture without words...



"I really am good, aren't I?" she giggled. I could not help but nod.
She swallowed and looked at me as she opened her mouth and stuck out her tongue this time, expectantly. She still did not lean forward, almost nestling further back into my arm.
I made a production of placing the last half of the sweet on her tongue, leaving one finger on it to help follow it into her mouth as she pulled back her tongue.
But she messed up the maneuver, lowering her tongue too soon instead of sliding it back, and the truffle fell off! I tried to catch it, but I had pretty focused on her mouth and tongue, not the damned chocolate.
I started to yelp, but then the power-coated candy dropped directly down and into her cleavage.
As if aimed.
"Oops," Cathy said, her expression the sort of one you'd try to effect if you had just drained a basket from the mid-court line and wanted to pretend it was no big deal.
I looked at her. I looked down at the chocolate resting in a bit of a powdery, sticky mess between her tits. I looked at Gwen, who was stifling a laugh, but also furiously plotting... something.
I did not bother to look at Ron, but I was sure that he had been getting ready for whatever Gwen would come up with.
I looked down at that truffle and decided that Ron had better be ready for whatever I was about to come up with.
So far, things had been pretty steady. A little flirting all around, and the same feeding games we had established before. Everything had clung to a thin veneer of deniability so far. There had not been much escalation, if any.
But whether she had planned it or not, Cathy had made an opportunity for escalation. And she seemed to be waiting for me to escalate.
Turns out I didn't have to be more than one or two drinks in for the evening to still become Tipsy Stupid. Maybe even Drunk Stupid...
Whatever, I'd listen carefully, but unless I heard some objection, I was about to quite thoroughly escalate.
"No worries," I told Beth. "I'll get it." And I reached my hand down to grab the truffle. I moved slow enough to stop if I heard... well, anything, but the room was suddenly silent as my fingers touched down between those big, fascinating tits
Firm. Warm. Just slightly trembling with what I was pretty sure was arousal. And so generously sized... Listen, Cathy is not some huge tittied cow or anything. They are barely bigger than softballs or grapefruit. Maybe small cantaloupe-sized. Maybe. But they were close to the biggest I'd ever touched.
Honestly, I had a terrible, just terrible time getting ahold of the confectionery. It was slippery as well as sticky, and my fingers rubbed over a lot of the real estate that it had fallen into before I could pluck it free. I brandished it aloft. "Got it!"
"Here," Cathy said drily, snatching it delicately from my fingers. "You recovered it, you eat it." She immediately plopped it into my mouth, and since my lips were closed at first, I now had chocolate filling all over my lips. "Oh, dear," she pretended to apologize. Then she dragged her fingers all around, and occasionally between my lips, stopping here and there to lick her digits clean.
Ron was grinning and shaking his head, but he wasn't unhappy, despite my having just moments earlier rooted around in his wife's cleavage with my entire hand.
Gwen was giving me that ambiguous eye. But she was also slowly snuggling down harder against Ron, and had her arm along his leg and her hand on his knee. The inside of his knee.
A firm rub of the side of my lips with her thumb later, and Gwen declared me clean with a smug grin at her own escalation of things.
But I found that I wasn't Tipsy Stupid or Drunk Stupid. I was Horny Stupid, which is the best or worst kind of stupid, depending on the company one is keeping. And I was not done escalating.
"Thanks, Cathy," I said, loudly enough to be heard by our partners in life, "but you aren't clean yet."
And, without looking to her or anyone else for signs of them stopping me, I turned fully toward her. My arm around her back slid out to her side, and my far hand went out around her waist.
Then I bent and shoved my face down in between her boobs and started licking up the powdered cocoa and soft chocolate filling that I had spread around on them!
The only thing remotely not awesome about the sensory experience of licking chocolate off of big, wonderfully firm tits that I had never so much as touched before and still hadn't fully seen, was that the chocolate aromas were clashing, or at least dissonancing, with whatever perfume Cathy habitually wore. Perfume, she had obviously dabbed a trace of between her breasts before the party had started.
I quickly decided I liked the combination of aromas. But then again, I'd have probably liked a tax audit had you sprung one on me at that particular moment, so my judgment might have been off.
From the corner of my eye, I could just see that Gwen was still snuggled into Ron, and his hand around her was now cupping one of her breasts. Her hand was on his, and I was certain she was making sure he massaged her thoroughly.
I took a split second to be provoked by her wanton behavior with Ron, then went back to sucking all over his wife's cleavage right in front of him. And Gwen.
I was no longer tasting any chocolate, but I was damned if I was giving up licking Cathy's boobs, and she was giving exactly zero indication that she felt I needed to stop. I lifted my hand from her waist and cupped the outside of her breast through the blouse, pressing that tit harder against my face, and nom nom nomed all over its creamy soft inner curve.
Any pretense of this being just friendly cooperative behavior to remove misplaced food was long gone, but I did not want to just look silly by over-staying my welcome, so I finally came up for air. I did not remove my right hand from Cathy's breast. And what do you know, my left had somehow snaked down to grasp her other one...
I looked into Cathy's eyes and saw everything that I could have hoped for. She was flushed, and smiling, and nothing but happy.
There was no commentary from the peanut gallery. We both turned to see that Gwen and Ron were kissing deeply, Ron's hand still very much on my woman's breast, and one of hers grabbing at his ass.
Kissing?
That seemed for a moment to be a bit too provocative. But honestly, this was not some warm, loving embaiser. It still felt like it was somehow more provocative than my literally sucking on Cathy's tits, but in no way did it feel like too much.
It was just a kiss. I had kissed a lot, even on a lot of first dates. Hadn't meant much most times, even if the kiss led to some sex. Hell, I'd kissed and fucked on a few first and intentionally only dates, for that matter. And so had Gwen. And the two of us had kissed a million times, for a hundred different reasons. I could tell when Gwen was being affectionate and when she was hungry. Her kiss with Ron was hungry, and I was there for it. Or, I would be later. Right now, Gwen's hunger was directed elsewhere.
But I was also hungry now, and so, it seemed, was Cathy. She grabbed my chin, twisted it toward her, and we were kissing too, just as hard. I may have cleaned all the chocolate flavor from her cleavage, but not from inside her mouth. I am sure mine still had leftover bittersweet goodness in it as well. Our tongues traded flavors eagerly.
This was the first mouth other than Gwen's I had kissed in... four years. God, it was fun. Not in any meaningful way, though. It was not a bonding kiss. It was just flat arousing.
I heard Gwen gasp, breaking off her kiss with Ron. I could not help but look her way and saw her draining her wine glass.
"Need some more?" I offered, as if we were all playing Bridge around the table.
"No!" Gwen gasped almost desperately. She paused to search for words carefully but urgently.
"I... uh... if I have any more wine, I will eat more of these demon chocolates. If I do that, I will get fat and have to hate Cathy forever. "Let's, um, let's go home," she said to me in a voice that promised great things at that destination.
Well, alrighty then! I brightened.
Cathy and I stood, disentangling ourselves as if we had not been totally making out moments before.
Cathy smoothly picked up a napkin and put one of each style truffle on it. "Take these for later, Gwen," she offered like she was the Evil Queen from Snow White.
Cathy laughed. "Temptress!" she scoffed.
"We'll take them," I said hastily. I was not passing up more of those damned things... though I might wait to devour them as after-sex snacks.
Gwen stepped a little too hastily away from Ron, but smiled at Cathy.
Our hostess put her hands on Gwen's shoulders and pulled her in for a hug just like scores of others I'd seen them share at the ends of evenings. She whispered something in Gwen's ears that might have been a question, and Gwen whispered back something that might have made Cathy smile. A few more words between them, and they let go of each other.
"Great night, Ron," I said, shaking his hand like we had just watched the Padres win a double-header, and the hands we were shaking with had not been all over each other's woman's tits seconds before. He nodded his head back, but shot a questioning glance Gwen's way.
I found that I had great faith that Ron had done nothing wrong, and let him see it in my eyes.
In a flash, we were out the front door and walking to the car.
I was going to fuck Gwen so hard before we even got to the bedroom.
The predatory look she gave me as we approached the car told me I might be lucky to make it to the house first.
This was the unspoken plan after all, flirt with Ron and Cathy, then go home and make like rabbits. But I wasn't sure why Gwen had so suddenly advanced the evening's timetable unilaterally. And I felt just a tinge of simple disappointment, thinking that there was a lot more to Cathy's body than just her tits, and I had not had a chance to invent any reason to explore any of those bits yet. This provocation shit was awesome.
I'd ask Gwen about her reasons in the car.
But before I could get my mouth open to discuss it on the ride home, Gwen clawed at my pants. In a flash, she had my cock out of my slacks and into her mouth. The ride home had my lips firmly sealed as I fought to maintain concentration on the road while my woman hungrily but gently sucked my manhood the whole way. I did not come. I was not meant to. But I also sure had not the fucking mental bandwidth for a possible 'what's wrong?' discussion.
Once in our driveway, Gwen in no way put away my cock. She just pulled my fly together over it to give me something to hang onto, and she was out of the car and heading for our door. I followed clumsily, not wanting to waste the effort of putting away something I urgently wanted to deploy.
She had the door unlocked well before I caught up, and I followed her into the living room. I reached out toward her apex predator of an ass, but she spun around toward me and promptly shoved me onto my back on the carpet in the middle of the room between the sideboard and coffee table. Without even taking off her sexy heels, she straddled me, hiking up her skirt.
I grinned up at her, drinking in her wanton expression.
She slid her fingers between her legs. The panties she wore were pretty, and delicate, and easily dislodged. She shoved the gusset aside and in the next second, guided my cock, enraged by a randy evening and some awesome road head, into a dripping nest that reeked of need.
I gasped in shock at how incredible it felt to sink into my woman as she wrestled herself down to encompass me completely. She rode me for a few thrusts, her body molding itself about my cock like a warm embrace. I shivered as she pushed me in and out of her. Then she paused. A pause that, despite the warm vice of kegels around me, threatened to become cruel, until she hissed, "Grab my ass and slam me onto you!"
I was not going to disobey that order. I grabbed her fantastic ass, mostly her hips actually, and started guiding her delicate form up and down on my steel hard six inches. Gwen let me help her ride me and used her freed-up hands to yank her bustier off over her head.
The only problem here was I needed my hands to jam my woman onto my cock hard, but I wanted to use them to grab her breasts. Gwen really had such fabulous mounds, bouncing in my gaze as I made her ride me. Sure, they were not the sizeable edifices that Cathy had, and that I had earlier been enjoying so much, independent of how that enjoyment had been winding Gwen up for this, but Gwen's breasts... They were not my favorite size in the abstract, but it always felt as if my hands had been tailored to fit them like a bespoke suit whenever I grabbed them.
And given how both of us were mutter-moaning at each other as we fucked, I'd have the time to fondle those lovely titties to my heart's content, shortly.
"Oh... fucking fuck, Carl," Gwen moaned. "You provoked me good back there."
I tried to laugh, but it was mostly a gasp. "Ha! That was a helluva red cape you were waving back there yourself."
Gwen just nodded breathlessly. Or her head just wobbled extra hard as she fucked me. "I was provoking myself! And Ron was..." She cut herself off and ground her teeth as her rise and fall along my length transitioned into not much more than a high-amplitude vibration atop me.
She would come in an instant, I knew well. And that was good, because...
Look, even I could hardly be expected to last long this time! Not after all that she and I got up to back there, and then the loving, edging road head all the way home. I was on an uncharacteristically short fuse, is what I'm saying.
I gasped loudly and felt myself unload up into my woman, surge after surge of erotic energy leeching from my body, through my cock, and out into my love. She yelled ecstatically in response.
We both thrashed around a bit, but not long, as we both collapsed, and I pulled her down to cuddle against me on my chest.
"Fuuuuuck," I moaned. "All this provocative shit is amazing!"
"Oh God, yes," Gwen muttered, but not as enthusiastically as I.
"Are you okay, darling?" I asked quickly.
"Situation A-Okay," she half-chuckled. "Like I said, this is all wonderful... but maybe we need to be careful," she added hesitantly.
"Why?" I asked, not wanting anything to interrupt the roll we were on. My cock, while still inside her, may have been a helpless noodle at the moment, but I still was already planning how I'd fuck my woman next.
"I..." she stopped again, hesitant, but not exactly afraid.
"What?" I asked more firmly. "Nothing is too important to ignore your feelings here. Were you getting uncomfortable?"
"I was feeling great, Carl," she said. "Too great. I felt I had better get out of there. But it wasn't because I was rushing to get to this, though this was mind-bending, and you can expect to do some more real soon now. But..."
She stopped again and did not restart.
"But?" I prompted again, gently but emphatically.
"Carl, I was really enjoying myself back there. Really. I'm... I'm afraid that if we hadn't left when we did, I was going to open Ron's pants and fuck him right on that couch, right in front of you and Cathy, and consequences be damned. You'd have had to haul me off him." Her voice was small, and now fully afraid.
I stared into her eyes as I thought over that little piece of information.
"Gwen," I said slowly. "To tell you the truth, I'm pretty sure that I would have done nothing of the kind."
Her eyes widened wordlessly.
I thought some more. "Seriously. As hot and bothered as I was getting with Cathy, watching you with Ron was revving me at least as much. Seeing how turned on you were from an outside view? Him feeling your tits? You kissing him? Rubbing your hand so close to his package? It was..."
"I felt his package. You just must have missed it," she said a little unhappily.
"Oh really?" I teased... enthusiastically?
Yes, enthusiastically.
She looked at me, then finally relaxed and giggled. "Not sure of any specifics inside his pants, but whatever is in there is pretty nice."
"Good for Ron."
"Good for Cathy!"
We both laughed.
I caught her attention again, but took a deep breath before I spoke.
"Gwen," I said, thinking through my words as I came up with them. "You should know, if you had broken down and mounted up on whatever Ron has to offer, I would have definitely not stopped you. And I would have been hoping like hell that Cathy would not either. Because if she had not stopped you guys, then the minute you two had finished, I would have had my dick in her, in one location or another."
"You would not have gone for it immediately?"
"And not get to watch you two? Watch you come? No way I'm missing that like I missed you grabbing his cock."
"I'd have thanked you for holding off and watching," she said quietly.
"Ah! So you also liked being watched, while you did what you did with him?" I chuckled. "You would have wanted to be watched if you'd done anything more?"
"No! Maybe... Yes. By you. I still have no great desire to show off for the world at large. But I mostly meant I'd have wanted to see the whole Carl and Cathy show myself."
We smiled at each other apologetically.
"Mostly, I'd have wanted to see if you could have avoided becoming a total infant once you got those boobies naked!" she said, poking me, suddenly merry.
"Please. You know there is no way I could have avoided that," I snorted. I usually got pretty infantile with Gwen's lovelies, at some point or other. With Cathy's? I'd have been a four month-old.
"Then it's a good thing I have some self-control," Gwen said superiorly.
I just wagged my eyebrows at her, and we resumed cuddling. I sensed that we might each have more thoughts on the whole subject, but neither of us wanted to voice them right then. I wasn't sure we wanted to actually voice them at all. That was okay to me, as I suspected that we were both happy with where we were, and where we'd gone. We were always in sync when we communicated, and I realized that we both preferred to avoid being explicit about what we were doing here, as if being direct would ruin this crazy, wonderful ride. But we each knew we were in this together.
Either way, a glass of water, one of those truffles for each of us, and I was going to put into action some of those plans for fucking my wife for a lot longer this time around.
--------------
The scores on chapters one and two are pretty good, so I guess people are liking the tale. But I am still curious about what everybody is thinking. Pretty much every series I write now is an exercise in telling a hard-to-tell-well story, just to see if I can pull it off. Please let me know what is and isn't working!



        Provocation Ch. 04

        A young couple accept what they are, but to what extent?

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/provocation-ch-04

Title: Provocation Ch. 04

Author: Publius68

Category: Group Sex

Description: A young couple accept what they are, but to what extent?

Tags: groping, blacklights, mate, pitch black, dancing, glow, friends, nightclub, dark, fingering




I'm just going to say, the main action in this chapter was not in my initial outline, but as I started writing, it just sort of happened... Shrug.
------------
Provocation - Four
------------
"Sucks to be you!" I heard Gwen whooping, excitement in her voice.
"Damn," I growled, struggling. I had made a mistake, and now I was paying for it. I wrenched my shoulders and stared desperately at Gwen's tail, almost twenty feet away from where I sat. She was over there, hot, sweaty, and having the time of her life, leaving me behind while I struggled against the wall.
I wrenched the wheel again, and it finally moved. I stomped on the accelerator, and my go-kart leapt away from the pile of tires I had wedged myself against while trying to pass Gwen on Kart-O-Rama's Advanced Track. Her whooping had faded as she left me behind, but I assumed she had resumed concentrating on her driving anyway.
She would need to, I thought grimly. It had been almost immediately apparent that for this race, I had lucked into a much faster kart. It had a noticeably higher top speed than the one Gwen had grabbed. She'd chosen hers based on the fact that it was purple and she is a sucker for purple.
Unfortunately for me, we had also chosen to finally try the advanced track for this race. Gone were the two long straightaways and the wide, sweeping turns my kart would have eaten up over on the GT Track. GT Track was a fancy name for the easy track... More unfortunately for me, the closer, tighter turns on our current route meant that driving skill meant more than the speed of the vehicle.
And my lady just might be a better kart driver than I. This was not something to consider, and I dismissed it, concentrating on using my vehicle's speed, now that I was in the clear, to try to catch up on her lead. I was a better driver on the road in a real car, right? That's why I was always the one who drove when we went anywhere together. I'd driven here, for crying out loud. Because I was the better driver.
Even if it was a cast iron bitch to get past her, despite my better kart.
My kart really was faster, and I caught all the way back up to Gwen by halfway through our last lap. But then I stayed there for the remainder of our race. She simply took better lines through turn after turn than I could manage, gaining just enough edge to hold me off on the few short straights. I wasn't going to try to pass on another turn. Sliding into the tires actually hurt a little.
I grumbled to myself that the view of that kart's backside was infinitely inferior to a view of Gwen's.
She sped over the finish and whooped again. She drove over and parked her go-kart in the ostentatiously labeled Victory Lane. It wasn't victory lane. I got to park there too, right behind her, and I, as I was sure to be reminded of for weeks, had not been victorious. Gwen popped up lithely in her kart and yanked her helmet off, tossing her long auburn hair as it flowed free, barely the worse for wear after all those energetic trips around the track. She danced a little victory dance.
Shit. When I pulled my own helmet off, I instantly knew my hair was a mess!
I could not help but grin as Gwen celebrated, despite my own frustrations. I always loved watching her have fun. Going kart racing was a new way to see her on an adrenaline rush, and it was both less expensive and more fun for me personally than hitting up an amusement park to ride some roller coasters. Even if I had lost most of our races.
I'm not the biggest fan of most kinds of roller coasters, and had always mostly avoided the big ones growing up. But then I met Gwen... she loves them, and riding a big one with her always ends up being sexy as hell. So I've ridden a lot of coasters that I sort of hate inside, but that are totally worth it to feel her freaking out beside me.
"How'd my dust taste, Carl?" Gwen teased as we walked over to turn in our helmets.
"Fortunately, the rest of you tastes amazing," I leered casually. This had been the last of our package of races, and I was focused on taking her home. The excited smile on her face had my mind full of visions of her naked back bent over before me as I thrust into her, a vision I now urgently intended to make real within a couple of minutes of getting back to our house.
Recent events had crystallized for me how turned on I always got when Gwen had an exciting time. I love her, and I always feel both especially randy and extra close to her when she gets a rush. And it works the other way around. I love getting kicks in the water; jet-skiing, surfing, and especially old-school waterskiing. Can't get enough. None of it is Gwen's favorite, but she loves seeing the smile on my face when we get out on the water. But recent events had made it obvious that boats and rollercoasters did not do the arousing job as well as something like the other night at Ron and Cathy's, where I had the chance to watch her flat out making out with Ron. My boy did a great job driving her to hormonal distraction, and I kinda found that I had loved that. I had loved it while it was happening, and loved it a whole lot more later.
I had also definitely loved Cathy and I driving each other to similar upheaval.
And Gwen had loved that, during and after.
My lady and I had about worn my dick down to a nub that night when we made it home. And several nights thereafter.
I snorted to myself as we handed in our helmets. Thinking of seeing Gwen grooving to Ron's hands all over her chest was turning the eagerness I already had over her gleeful racing into a sort of urgency. I steered us well clear of the snack bar on our way out. We had plenty to eat at home, and the line for popcorn would delay us getting to what I was suddenly seeing as the highlight of the evening.
Gwen kissed me on the cheek, then the lips, right there in the lobby, next to the vintage Donkey Kong machine. I narrowly resisted grabbing her ass in response. There were kids everywhere.
It occurred to me, as I thought on the images that were flashing through my mind to feed my arousal, that memories of my face full-on buried in Cathy's tits, while very enjoyable, were not still feeding my arousal now. Playing with her body had fed the fuck out of my arousal at the time, to be sure, but the physical play with her wasn't still driving me. What was still driving me, a week later, was the way I could feel sucking on Cathy's tits had provoked Gwen.
And what was even more visceral was the way her inhaling Ron's tongue had provoked me.
We kept leaning into that word: provocation. I think it was because it was not any number of other words that conventional wisdom and common sense demanded should be our mental state, but which were not.
I should have been shocked. I should have been scandalized. And obviously, I should have been jealous. But I wasn't. I could feel echoes of jealousy, or something adjacent to it, but not really. Because I felt not the slightest trace of threat to my own position with Gwen.
The real crux of the matter was, I should have felt ashamed. I should have felt belittled. But I did not. I felt teased, sure, but nothing was working its way into cracks in my mental state, because I felt no cracks. In fact, I felt like everything going on was just reinforcing my mental state.
So... provoked.
From what little Gwen and I had talked about, and the vastly larger amount that we communicated to each other without words, I figured her mind was virtually identical, just the other way around.
All that said, right now her mind was just as focused on how to fuck me when we got home as mine was on fucking her.
Life's a hardship, isn't it?
Well, there was one hardship.
We tumbled through the door to our house and into our living room. I grabbed Gwen from behind and steered her toward the back of our couch. "Bend over," I growled, pushing her between the shoulder blades.
But she resisted. "Nuh uh, buster," She growled back. "I need you to drop those jeans and lie on your back right here!"
"In a minute," I said silkily, stroking one hand across her tight ass, while still pushing her forward over the couch.
But she spun out of my grasp. "Nope!" she crowed. "Winners get to fuck the losers the way they want," she went on brattily. She tugged at the snap of my jeans and it popped free. "Now drop trou and lie down, loser!"
I made a show of being cowed as I obeyed. Gwen was impatiently upon me before I could even get my jeans completely free of both ankles, straddling me right there on the carpet. How she had gotten out of her own, much tighter jeans so fast was a fleeting mystery, swiftly discarded. In moments, her silken cleft was devouring my cock. I gasped happily and let my head flop back on the floor. My lady rose and fell along my shaft in a languid, relaxed manner that managed to last at least 30 seconds before she was riding me like mad.
Well, she had gotten on top like this because she had driven so well. I was utterly unsurprised that she was still driving amazingly.
For the first time that evening since a couple of our early races, I finished first, which was in no way a win. I gritted my teeth in competitive frustration as Gwen milked a truly prodigious blast from my cock, dimming my vision happily. She shrieked in delight as she felt me unload in her, but she was not quite there herself. And I had to struggle beneath her as she wildly rode my freshly orgasmed cock, which shrieked itself in that weird post-orgasmic experience of sensual overload that is almost painful after a powerful orgasm. Okay, not painful. Just mind-bending.
But as hardships go, I found I could endure it...
When Gwen finally collapsed atop me, still shivering from the explosions I had felt ripping through her insides, I cradled her to me.
Then we both struggled to our feet and stumbled to the kitchen for a snack. We returned to the living room, each having grabbed something to our liking, and divested ourselves finally of our tops. Gwen then aided me in recovering from my 'ordeal' by standing naked in front of me as I sat on the couch. I was not allowed to touch myself or her, so I sat there, eating my blue cheese-flavored popcorn while Gwen gave a spectacular blowjob to a Creamsicle.
Then I finally fucked her hard over the back of the couch, just like I had wanted to begin with, and had still been thinking about a little, even while she had been fucking me on the floor...
It was a fun, exhausting, rewarding Friday night for the two of us. We had laughed a ton, gotten sweaty in multiple ways, had great sex, and later, slept like babies.
But I still kind of thought in the back of my mind that it would have been even better if we had hung out again with Ron and Cathy, but they had been in Houston all weekend for some God-forsaken family thing.
Is there any reason that is not God-forsaken, if it forces you to be in Houston in July?
*
"Really, Zoe?" Gwen exclaimed, looking at her phone as we sat at our kitchen table, eating Lucky Charms for breakfast like nine year-olds.
I examined my woman. Whatever had her rolling her eyes also had her conflicted. The love of my life can be transparent about her feelings, much of the time.
"What?" I asked, already amused by whatever it was going to be.
"She wants it to be Vein again tonight. Deidre is already in."
"Vein?" I objected. "That place is..." I shook my head.
We shared a companionable look of superiority. As dance clubs went, Vein was anything but childish... but it was kind of childish.
"The two of us are grown-ass adults, you know," Gwen announced to the universe. "We do not, in fact, have to go out to a nightclub every time our single friends beckon."
"Which they do most every weekend," I added superiorly. "Freaking party animals."
We looked at each other again, quite happy just with each other. We did not need to go out to that... silly club.
"So, what time do we meet them there?" I asked.
"Nine. We are on our own for dinner this week. The girls have late volleyball, and Sammy is going to take the opportunity to shoot hoops."
"We could just do their sports with them, instead of going to ridiculous dance clubs and watching idiots do mating dances on the floor," I observed.
"Please," Gwen snorted. "Even though it's just a rec league, you'd still ride the pine, given the dudes Sammy tries to keep up with," she said, hanging a lantern on the obvious. She then stroked the single least appealing feature of her entire body absently. "And this broken nose in high school convinced me that volleyball is a sport best left to psychos." She munched a spoonful of cereal. In fairness, even before it had been broken, my love's nose was... a big target.
I might have been insulted by her bench jockey remark, but in this case, the truth did not, in fact, hurt. I am only 5'10" and my 6'4" buddy Sammy goes by 'Shorty' with his teammates. Actually playing with those guys is what would have hurt.
"And I do love Vein," Gwen admitted, spooning around for the green clovers she likes so much.
"Wearing The White Dress?" I asked.
"Duh. That thing is the reason I love Vein!"
*
Vein really is ridiculous. They do exclusively electronica dance vibes, and they mercifully keep the volume down just enough that you don't have to shout everything. But you need your hearing because you cannot see a fucking thing in there. Seriously, there is almost no light. At the bar, the only light comes from the beer coolers and the screens of the cash registers, and in the seating area around the perimeter, the only illumination comes from patrons' cell phones.
The floor is liberally sprinkled with little pin lights that make for safe footing. Other than that... nothing.
The only well-lit area, if you can call it that, is the central dance floor itself, which is illuminated with 100% UV black lights. The dancers, depending on the material of their clothing, are either damn near invisible, or come off as glowing disembodied clothing, dancing in mid-air.
Oh, and teeth. There are so many grinning, free-floating teeth in the darkness.
But the comparatively bright fluorescence of white and bright colored clothing collected together in the center of the room sheds no light out into the rest of the club, and only makes everything else seem even more like inky blackness.
As Gwen and I entered the club, not late for once, we headed immediately to the edge of the dance floor, into the field of the black lights. This was the easiest way to see our friends in the club, or have them see us, more accurately. But it also let Gwen spin around a time or two and show off The White Dress.
It had a flowing knee-length skirt that rose and flared when she turned quickly. She had to be careful because if she spun around hard enough, it would flare out into a flat disc at her waist, showing off her underwear to all and sundry.
At least the panties she wore tonight were black, and would not fluoresce when I inevitably spun her hard enough at some point...
The top of The White Dress was a halter, with a high collar band resting tight around her throat. Gwen has lovely, though hardly generous, breasts, but a touch of side-boob always makes things look more impressive.
A lot of male patrons at Vein just wear white teeshirts for the glow. I am a boring, middle-class, 30 year-old, might-as-well-be-married man, so I can't be doing that. My outfits always pale against The White Dress when we go to Vein, so I don't bother to try, and just dress for a normal night out. Often, I am one of those black holes out on the dance floor, among the disembodied neon outfits. But tonight I was delighted to find, as we approached the floor, that the pink stripes on the new multi-color button-down I was wearing unexpectedly glowed under the UV! None of the other colors did, but the pink ones glowed in spades!
Gwen was delighted to see it and kissed me excitedly.
A hand tapped me on the shoulder. "Yo! Looking good, guys," Sammy said from behind me. He wore white pants and a tight neon green turtleneck that showed off his physique. He always wore shit like this when we went to Vein. I had called him out the last time, telling him that only a black dude could dress like that at a club and not look ridiculous. All he had said was, "It ain't because I'm black. It's 'cause I got style!"
What he meant was, these were his golf clothes, and I had better not tell any of the women that.
"We got a table over against the wall," Sammy went on, beckoning.
"Wow, you must have gotten here early," Gwen said, following Sammy and swatting my hand away from her ass. The White Dress's only downside is that it is not form-fitting over Gwen's premium backside, but I still get enchanted by its swaying suggestion beneath the skirt.
The tables against the wall at Vein are always popular, despite it being almost pitch black back there. Or perhaps because of that, especially since each high-top was tucked into a little scallop alcove on its own. There are also no chairs around the ones against the wall. We had grumbled about this in the past, but had come to the conclusion that there were no seats around the darkest tables to discourage patrons, in the effective privacy of the location and the darkness, from just fucking right there in the club.
We had been coming to Vein occasionally for a year now, since it had opened. When walking, stumbling mostly, near the wall in the past, I had seen the suggestion of movements in the blackness that told me the club's anti-copulation plans were not always wholly successful...
We got to the table and Gwen shared hello kisses with Deidre, then Zoe. Then Zoe kissed my cheek quite extravagantly, hanging a bell on her drunken, over-the-line dancing the last time we had gotten together.
Gwen just grabbed my ass in the darkness. I made no move to swat her hand away...
There was a liter bottle of fucking Belvedere on the table, with ice, glasses, and mixers.
"You got fucking Bottle Service?" I asked Sammy incredulously. It was expensive here. Bottle service was expensive everywhere, but especially at Vein.
"Not me," Sammy laughed, pouring a round of shots. "Moneybags there popped for it," he shrugged in Deidre's direction.
"I sold two houses this week!" she said excitedly. "I figured karma would want me to share the wealth."
Looked like we'd once more all be getting drunker than usual tonight.
Gwen and I peered at each other speculatively in the dark as we both let that thought sink in.
We hadn't really talked about how our new... game might go on with these guys. Or even if having it go on would be appropriate. We had barely talked much about what we might really let happen with Ron and Cathy, either.
I got the feeling that we both liked not really talking it out. It made things more...interesting.
"I have a bucket of beers coming too," Sammy added. "So we can slow things down and not just drink vodka all night."
"You mean so we can get even drunker than we would off of seven ounces of pure vodka each?" I asked.
Even this far from the blacklights, I could see Sammy's teeth. He was obsessive about them, and I swear they glow in the dark without UV...
It took but two shots before Gwen and I were on the dance floor. She looked sensational out there, and I even got a "Nice shirt!" from a very voluptuous girl in a glowing platinum blonde wig that she must have bought for this club. The wig was striking. It held my gaze for several of the thirty seconds she was dancing near us. The rest of that time, my gaze was held by her swaying bosom in her low-cut tight orange top. She had found some glitter that glowed in the UV and sprinkled it all over the exposed flesh of her tits, especially deep down between. She looked like some kind of fairy hooker, which I was certain had been her intent.



Tinkertits moved away, and I swung my gaze back to Gwen, who was giving me a provoked look. Once upon a time, I might have gotten an arch, or even an irritated look. Now, I got a provoked one. "Gonna try to dance with that one later?" I was teased.
"Doubt it," I grinned.
"Gonna try to dance with her boobs later?"
"That's more tempting," I grinned. But honestly, there was no way. Whatever 'provocations' Gwen and I got up to, I did not foresee it happening with random strangers. I sensed the same from Gwen, again without talking about it.
It did not take any immediate provocation to get Gwen or me going lately, anyway. We had enough provocation banked to leave us practically full-time horny around each other. Thank God, it seemed to only be when we were around each other. Spending all day at work with a hard-on that was craving Gwen's mouth would have been miserable.
Right now, we were simply grooving on the dance floor, ignoring any of the various formal styles we knew that could have worked with this electronica shit--just writhing pretty much all over each other. It was fun, although I wished I could come up with more ways to cop a feel of Gwen's breasts, right out there on the floor. My non-fluorescent hands might be practically invisible in the UV-only light, but they sure showed up as stark black silhouettes when I tried planting them on the white of Gwen's dress.
Three dances were usually enough for us for half, if not the whole night's clubbing, and we left the floor after that number. But I sensed we both had a desire for more dancing tonight than usual.
And not always with each other.
Sammy was not at the table when we returned to it. "He on the hunt?" I asked Zoe and Deidre.
"Some girl wearing a belt that was bucking for promotion to skirt walked by and he hared off in hot pursuit," Zoe said gaily.
"You two were going at it out on the floor," Deidre immediately teased us. "Could I see your hand right on Gwen's chest out there, you horndog?" I just barked a non-denying laugh. "You got him hot and horny out there fast, Gwen," she added.
"Yeah? Well, I think you showed two weeks ago that you know how to get him that way, too," Gwen grinned back.
Her bluntness took both girls aback, but the smile in Gwen's voice, more of a leer, really, set them at ease again instantly.
Deidre tried to give as good as she was taking. "Careful, or I'll do it to him again after another drink or two!" she teased.
Gwen looked at her. Then she poured a shot of pure vodka and shoved it at Deidre like a dare. "Go for it," she purred. It was nice being somewhere the music wasn't so loud that you could purr and still be heard.
Deidre looked at the shot, then at me, then peered back at Gwen in the gloom. Gwen just stared at her, the dare still in her eyes.
Deidre squinted back and downed the shot. She gasped a little. The girls usually diluted theirs. Gwen grabbed me with one arm and Deidre with the other and shoved us away from the wall and toward the floor.
Zoe whooped encouragement.
We almost stumbled onto the floor, not because either of us was drunk, but because we had rushed through the crowd. Deidre and I started dancing almost cautiously. "Does she seriously want me to try and horn you up out here?" she asked suspiciously.
I just smiled and shrugged. "I think she wants you to do what you want to do!"
"Ha! I think you want me to horn you up out here," she laughed.
"I think you should do what you want to do," I simply repeated. I let my eyes tell her that I would, in fact, be more than fine with that eventuality, not that I wasn't mostly horned up already.
Our dance began, um, slowly. Deidre kept her distance, something entirely and completely absent the last time we danced. I was momentarily disappointed, but then I began to watch as her hands ran all over her torso. They even started to smooth and tighten the fabric of her blouse over her tits.
Deidre is the smallest of our circle of friends in the size department, but she was living proof that my eye could be drawn to smaller chests as well. Especially when her hands were running over her tits like they were, tugging on the glowing lime green fabric of her tight top. The garment was slightly stretchy, which made for an interesting effect. When she tugged, it got just barely translucent in the black light. I suddenly learned that Deidre's aureoles were strikingly dark in contrast to the skin of her breasts, and about the size of quarters.
Enchanting.
After another few strokes by her hands over her chest as she swayed in front of my obvious gaze, the fabric also demonstrated that it highlighted pokies quite efficiently.
"You tried out how that new blouse looks in blacklight before you came here, right?" I challenged.
"No shit, Sherlock!" she laughed. "I'm here to dance with more guys than you!" she added superiorly. But she had definitely been planning on dancing with me...
Suddenly, that distance between us? Yeah. Got that shit out of the way quickly. Our arms wrapped around each other, holding us firmly against one another, and our hips ground in circles of perfect unison.
Yeah, I was rapidly producing a hard-on, and she was fully aware of that process.
Once Deidre fully enjoyed the completion of said erection, she resumed trying to tease me. "I saw your hands on Gwen's tits out here earlier," she said, leaning her face perilously close to mine. "I see other dude's thinking they can get away with it in 'the dark'." She gyrated on me at an angle to feel maximum dick against her belly. "Are you going to try to get away with grabbing one of mine?" she asked, teasing hard, but a little uncertain.
Don't poke this bear, girl. Not these days.
"Probably," I said. "If you stay this close to me."
Her eyes widened, but she did not pull away.
Gwen better be watching, because she was about to be provoked.
I knew damn good and well she was watching.
I turned us a little bit, and actually let some visible space open between us as Deidre and I danced. When I had the angle right, I damn sure did swing my hand between us and caressed her sweet tittie. When she didn't freak, only shivered, I even took my fingertip on a brief but comprehensive journey, circling that erect nipple through the fabric. I made sure that, while I wasn't being blatant about it for all to see, we were at an angle that Gwen sure could, since I knew she was paying attention.
"For real?" Deidre gasped, still not pulling away.
"Mind?" I challenged.
"Not beyond the blown mind," she sort of gasped. Then she plastered herself to me again, trapping my hand against her breast. "You can leave that there for a minute," she said in my ear. We danced on, once more pressed hard together.
A small, but still high-quality tit indeed.
When we finally left the dance floor, I looked at our friend and was amused to see that the nipple I had been palming and occasionally teasing for the last song and a half was still desperately tenting the green of her blouse, while the other one was barely making an impression at all. Her long, messily curled, dishpan blonde hair that glowed only a little in the UV flowed over her chest, more highlighting her tits than concealing them.
Gwen was giving us an unreadable gaze. Zoe was staring at us like I was an alien.
Deidre almost missed a step at Gwen's stare. Then she rallied. "Challenge accepted," she said defiantly.
Gwen grinned only a little bit evilly.
"Jesus, you guys," Zoe said. "Um, do I get a turn?"
Gwen just said, "Do you want one?"
I moved to stand behind Gwen. I wrapped my arms around her and let her experience my steel-hard cock press into her behind. She wiggled back against it.
"Give me a minute to enjoy hanging out like this," I said casually. Both girls looked at how I was standing behind Gwen and snorted. "Have another shot or two, Zoe, so you are ready..."
"Where did you get this cocky prick?" Zoe laughed to Gwen. But she poured herself a shot as she spoke and downed it with all deliberate haste.
Sammy reappeared, clueless as to the shenanigans, and I released Gwen as if I hadn't just been dry-humping her right at the table. "I didn't even see you dancing out there, Sammo. No joy with super short skirt?" Gwen asked.
"Did you find out if she even had underwear on under that 'skirt'?" Zoe asked, making air quotes with her fingers.
"She did not," Sammy said sourly. "But what she did have under there was her boyfriend's hand. I bailed, obviously."
"Oh, poor baby," Gwen said, actually caressing his cheek. "Want to dance with me, and I'll make it up to you?"
Poor Sammy did not know what to do with that offer.
"She's in a dancing mood tonight, bro," I said beside her. "Might as well take advantage."
Gwen shot me a look at that, but it wasn't angry. Foreboding, maybe. But my words had uprooted the shocked Sammy enough for her to get him moving toward the dance floor. And once they got going, he was more than eager. We had collectively already nuked half the bottle by then, after all.
The first song was pretty basic. They just danced. It was just what they had done the last time. They held each other close, Gwen grabbed his ass for a bit, then she spun and rubbed her own ass all over his already pants-tenting cock really hard. Basic stuff. All three of us back at the table were watching, though. The girls were not believing what they were seeing.
I was just waiting for more.
Sammy is learning a few proper dance steps, and Gwen conned him into trying a basic Hustle for the next song. Specifically, she wanted him spinning her around. She really got into that. And once Sammy saw and remembered what happened with The White Dress when Gwen spun, he spun her harder.
Unfortunately for my dude, when the dress was disced fully out, he had the worst view in the club, since he was so close. For anyone else who was far enough away to see below the centripetal disc, the shadows and the black lace of Gwen's undies left just a dark silhouette, making it a matter for the viewer's imagination whether she had anything on underneath or not.
I knew better, but I chose to believe she was naked under there, anyway.
Zoe choked at the look.
But Gwen stopped quickly, seeming to be dizzy. Sammy reached out to steady her, and she wrapped her arms around his shoulders. They simply swayed like that for a moment before my woman tightened her grip around him, hopped up, and wrapped her legs firmly around his waist. Sammy wobbled but hung in there.
Then he 'helped support her in place' by putting his hands firmly on and under her ass. She just snuggled her face harder into the crook of his neck and... kinda twerked in his arms in time with the beat, working her groin around against what had to be now painfully tented slacks.
Hope you got your cock aligned properly in there, or this will be the most uncomfortably awesome ride you've ever had, dude.
I adjusted my own tent, which was certainly getting uncomfortable itself.
As the two of them went at it on the dance floor in front of everybody, Deidre and Zoe flanked me behind the table, watching in fascination.
"You are seriously okay with how much Sammy has his hands on her ass?" Zoe asked, not quite in disbelief.
"Why not?" I shrugged, keeping my eyes firmly on the dance. On a whim, to blow their minds, I put my arms around the girl to either side of me, safely above the waist.
They leaned forward to stare at each other around me.
They seemed to want to blow my mind in turn, so they each moved closer to me, causing my hands to fall a bit lower.
Game on. I let my hands fall further, until I was cupping both asses in my hands, eyes still firmly on Gwen.
But I did not leave my hands there long, and slowly slid my hands back up. Gwen was focused on Sammy, and could not see me anyway, so what was the point?
The point was, both those asses felt amazing. So I dropped my hands back down again. This was tolerated.
Great friends.
I released them both when Sammy finally put Gwen down, and they came back to the table. The second Gwen was back with us, Sammy pissed off somewhere.
It was kind of cool having a specimen like Sammy seem sort of afraid of me, but I'd have to corner him somewhere, probably mid-week before we got together again, to set his nerves at ease.
"That was quite the show you guys put on," Zoe said with a smile. "Um... We, uh... do you still feel Sammy's handprints?"
I shot her a glare. Zoe didn't wilt, but she did withdraw a hair. I winked at her, though I wasn't sure she could see it.
"What she is trying to figure out if she should do," I told Gwen, "is to tell you that back here, I was grabbing both their asses while you were riding Sammy like a pole."
Gwen looked at me, then she looked at Deidre and said, "Niiiiiice." Cruelly, she ignored Zoe.
"My turn for a dance," Zoe said, as if in revenge for the slight.
"Not yet," I drawled, arrogantly backing Gwen's play. "You need another drink or two, and I want to hold my girl for a bit."
Zoe humphed as I moved to pull Gwen to me, putting myself between her and the wall as she bent over the table. We all looked out at the floor to see what was happening.
Gwen idly tried to torture me by rocking her ass on my pants.
But for my part, I was observing how hard it was back here to merely make out Zoe and Deidre right beside us. With a wicked grin, I tugged up on the back of my woman's dress skirt. All the way up, so I could rub my hand directly on those delicate black lace panties.
Except all I could feel was skin.
Holy shit! Gwen had ditched her underwear at some point, and it had to have been before she was doing all those twirls out on the floor. There was still no way anyone in the club could have discerned for sure that she was naked underneath, but she had to know what they could... not see!
"Naughty girl!" I murmured in her ear.
"I didn't think you'd find out here, but I was looking forward to the reveal," she cooed back.
Since my hand was in the neighborhood, I thought it only right to reach under and give her pussy some highly encouraging caresses. From the damp and heat I felt, she was already pretty encouraged.
It really was dark back here. And even if someone looked really hard, the high-top table in front of us, with its floor-length black tablecloth and the girls to either side, had me and Gwen almost entirely invisible below the chest back here. The music easily covered the sound of my zipper going down.
My woman showed amazing aplomb as she felt the first touch of my cock against her labia. She made no noise. Better, she leaned a little further forward.
I kept my own voice below the level of the music, which was hard, as I wanted to shout in excitement as I penetrated Gwen and sank gloriously into her depths. Sammy had her more than just ready. She felt like she was inhaling me down there.
The idea was to be casual about this, so I thrust very, very slowly. I usually need speed to get me off, and this was not going to do it. But criminies, I was gonna feel on the edge.
I became dimly aware, despite my focus on stealth fucking my lady, that Gwen, Zoe, and Deidre were all intently watching a couple going at it pretty hot and heavy on the dance floor. The girl had her legs up around the guy in what had to be a conscious imitation of Gwen and Sammy earlier.
I thanked the couple for the distraction and fucked my wife, right on a night club floor with friends to either side of us. Gwen clenched down on me suddenly, and I thrust a little too hard. Our table rocked, and I froze.
Neither of our friends reacted, though, so I resumed my gentle, slow, subtle thrusts.
It was not long after that Zoe leaned forward to get Deidre's attention. "Do they not realize we know they are fucking right here beside us?"
"Shit," laughed Gwen, clenching down on my cock again.
"Actually, we are right here between you," I said, refusing to stop my long, slow motions.
Deidre could not help looking back at where we were connecting, though the dark was near absolute.
"Eyes front. I'm busy here," Gwen growled.
Neither Gwen nor I was much of an exhibitionist, so this was what one might call... uncharacteristic behavior for us. Even more weirdly, we were not freaked by Zoe and Deidre being there. They were buds, after all.
"Fickle man," Zoe said, flipping her hair. "Here you were, gabbing my ass, Deidre's too, not five minutes ago!"
"Thanks for that," Gwen laughed, widening both their eyes. "Between you two, and what Sammy got up to, you all aroused him enough for this lovely treat."
"Oh sure," Deidre snorted. "That's all the thanks we get?"
"How about this?" I asked, sounding as sincere as I could manage. I reached out and once more grabbed both girls' asses.
Gwen actually realized what I was doing before it fully registered for either shocked girl. She shot me the quickest of provoked glances over her shoulder, but almost immediately bent low again and chuckled, using the opportunity to let out a few relieving moans amid the laughter.
The girls stiffened when they simultaneously realized that I had really done this right here with Gwen, um, present. But neither jumped away.
Okay, I kept right on plunging slowly in and out of Gwen, but did my best to squeeze, pinch, grope, fondle, and most of all tease the both of them to the very best of my ability.
"We are fucking psychos," Gwen giggled. I kind of had to agree with her.
"You are certainly a psycho, Gwen," Zoe said tartly. "This is..." she sputtered to a stop.
"What more do you want?" Gwen snorted. Zoe could lump it, as far as she was concerned in this moment.
"What more do I want?" Zoe gleeped. My hand may have just wandered down low enough on her ass to slip a finger or two down under. "If this keeps up, I may want a fucking turn!"
"Not until I'm done," Gwen snorted firmly. "Maybe after that..."
I missed Zoe's reaction to that.
What? Had an offer just been made? What the actual fuck? I didn't think so, but I wasn't sure.
Zoe wasn't either.
Regardless, I kept me hands on both asses. If anything, Deidre was moving like she was enjoying it more than Zoe.
Sammy walked back up, again clueless of what had happened and what was still happening. He knew the four of us were all standing on the back side of the table, but he could hardly see anything more, even from four feet away. "Hey guys!" he said casually.
We all laughed, and he looked at us to inquire about the joke. We all just waved it off as unimportant. I did stop thrusting, but kept my cock invisibly inside Gwen in the dark. There was no way Sammy knew anything other than that I was standing behind her somewhere.
"Listen, don't look for me too much tonight," Sammy said in quiet excitement. "I'm going to want to have you help me advertise like that again in the future, Gwen!"
"Oh, you want to 'advertise' like that some more?" Gwen said slyly.
Sammy immediately flinched from me. "Uh, yeah." He smiled almost shyly. Sammy? Shy? "Girls are all over me out there," he whisper-shouted at us.
"Then get out of here before I get jealous," Gwen husked. Sammy biffed off eagerly, but not without shooting a lingering glance at my woman. I couldn't see, but it was probably fairly hungry. I instantly resumed fucking her, maybe a little harder.
I realized that I was never going to come like this. And I had never really intended to get off anyway, just wanting to enjoy a crazy moment. But while I had not expected to be able to make Gwen come either, it became increasingly apparent that I was going to, in fact, achieve that. She reached out and grabbed one each of Deidre's and Zoe's hands on the table. They squeezed back. I tried to go a little harder, thrusting into the steamy paradise of Gwen's body.



"This is fucking crazy," Deidre almost whispered.
Zoe said nothing, just clutching back harder at Gwen's hand. Her other hand swept behind her and grabbed my wrist. But instead of pulling my hand away from her ass, she pushed my fingers back down and once more between her legs.
Deep between her legs.
Zoe bent her head almost immediately and moaned a little herself. Gwen looked at her breathlessly. "Really?" she asked Zoe.
"Didn't feel like waiting my turn," Zoe ground out.
"What are you two talking about?" Deidre asked, wiggling her butt in my grip casually.
Zoe just moaned a little more. Gwen turned to Deidre and almost hissed. "Tell him you want it too."
"Too? What? He's busy right..." Deidre said, then looked at Zoe's bowed head. Her eyes widened, and she looked at me. I just stared back at her. Here I was fucking my lady, fingering our one friend, but my eyes were locked on our other in the noisy gloom.
She never reacted. She never asked. But she never flinched. I lowered the hand under her ass too.
Zoe was wearing skin-tight hot pants with white trim that glowed when she was on the dance floor. Deidre was wearing a super short, sausage casing-tight skirt, and my fingertips slipped below the hem almost instantly.
My fingers explored the outlines of Zoe's labia through the spandex of her shorts. Hell, I was done exploring. I'd found exactly where Zoe needed my fingers to be. I kept fucking my Gwen, who obviously wore nothing down there. And I was now fingering Deidre, who had definitely worn panties with a skirt that short. But though I hadn't seen the underwear, I knew its sole function was to block vision. It certainly was no barrier to sensation between my fingers and her twat. In either direction.
Deidre gasped and then whimpered. I really was not fingering either of our friends that crazily intently, and certainly not for that long, but the sensation of doing it all together, with my dick pumping slowly, metronomically into Gwen between them, in what would be full view of the whole bar if the lights somehow came on, had both of them going nuts.
I began to wonder if I could make all three girls come.
I could not. But I could make my lady do it! I felt her groan, and I saw her squeezing the girls' hands almost painfully now. Gwen dropped her face to shove her mouth against the surface of the table and squealed just loudly enough to not be noticed. Her insides trembled around me, and her hips rocked violently.
Then she lay there, my movement stopping inside her, as she caught her breath. I was so focused on her, I stopped my digital manipulation of Zoe and Deidre. But I did not withdraw my fingers.
"You guys haven't come," Gwen said, lifting her head and looking to either side. "Yet."
"Oh God, no!" Zoe exclaimed, coming out of whatever spell had her jamming my fingers in her crotch. She twisted away from my fingers. "If I come in these pants, people will see, even in here! I've got to go to the ladies' room anyway, to clean up!"
Deidre seemed quite inclined to hang in there, but when I caressed her clit again but once, she twisted free of my fingers as well. "This was... wow! But yeah, I need to clean up too!" She stepped around the table with Zoe.
I pulled out of Gwen and let her dress fall easily back into place. With less effort than I expected, I tucked my still hard cock away.
"You won't still be here when we get back, will you?" Deidre asked Gwen, pretending not to look my way. But I could tell she was straining to see my cock as I put it back in my pants. I wondered how good her night vision was. I slowed my tucking motion to give her at least a chance... I wasn't being exhibitionist with that. This was just Deidre. And probably Zoe, but I wasn't looking that way.
"No fucking way will we still be here," Gwen snorted. "My man didn't come either, and I'm going to need to fix that, hopefully repeatedly."
"You guys have gone insane," Deidre shook her head.
"I kind of like it, though," Zoe added, "as long as you don't get us banned from any clubs!"
I laughed. "No guarantees."
Deidre looked shocked. Then smiled hesitantly.
They left together.
"You do want to go home now so you can paint my face or something, right?" Gwen asked archly.
"Desperately," I replied. We slid out from behind the table and toward the exit, signaling a waitress to secure the bottle until someone got back to the table.
--------------
And so we sail along. Thanks for sticking with this weird journey! As always, I appreciate your votes. Please favorite so you can keep up with when the next chapter shows up. And as always, I'm paid in comments, so do keep letting me know which girls' names I mixed up this week...
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Here we go...
------------
Provocation - Five
------------
"That may have been too far," Gwen said softly as we popped out of the club and into the alley where our Uber would be shortly. "Getting fucked out in the open practically, while you finger my two friends?"
"Didn't like it?" I asked. I wanted to hear the least negative of thoughts about this. But Gwen did not seem unhappy, so I was relaxed.
"It was crazy fun," she shook her head. "But I could not have handled getting thrown out and banned."
"That would suck."
"More importantly, much more importantly," she said, sobering, "I'm not sure how Deidre and Zoe are going to handle what happened. It would suck balls if they started avoiding us, no matter how much we complain about them always dragging us out to nightclubs and only nightclubs."
I paused. Yeah. That would suck. And that was a concern.
I nodded in somber agreement. Then my sense of humor got the better of me. "On the other hand, I think we can say a permanent goodbye to their ribbing us for being conservative sticks in the mud!"
She smiled at that and leant against me. "I do worry, though. I don't want to hurt anyone else. I have been careful thus far never to hurt us, but until now, I never really thought that much about how this provocationatin' could hurt others. Maybe intentionally just winging everything is a bad idea?"
"I still think it works best that way," I said, thinking furiously. I really liked not knowing the rules. I even more so did not want to have advance knowledge of how much or how little Gwen would try to pull at any given time. "Maybe just a few general guardrails?" I posited.
"Like...?"
"Be safe, obviously," I said.
"Yeah. For sure. And only people we at least know. You know, enough that we are both comfortable with whoever else is involved in things," Gwen contributed.
"Good, good..." I agreed. "I kinda figured that one myself. Oh! And instant obedience to the word No."
"And no shame ever in either of us saying, 'not again' at a later point," Gwen added. She smirked."Do we need a safe word?"
"Eww," I said. "Anti-spontaneous. I'd feel like we were in some bad David Lynch movie."
She choked on her laugh. "Still... If..."
"Babe, at no point in anything we've done, have I ever not been keeping you in mind. I know we both are doing all this shit because it ends up being about us, in the final analysis, right?"
"Oh, really?" Gwen giggled. "Is that why you were over at our table where I couldn't see you, with your hands all over Zoe and Deidre's asses earlier?"
"In my defense," I said blandly, "they both have very nice asses."
"Ha!"
"To be honest," I said softly, wanting, in fact, to be honest, "Deidre's is almost a nice as yours. Not quite, but almost. You know, now that I've had the opportunity for a complete evaluation!"
"Ha!" Gwen said again. "And Zoe had better tits than me, too," she added in a grumpy tone.
"Oh, no! Not more of that," I said sternly. "You know you are the only one for me."
"Oh, really?" she asked, sarcastic but near incredulous as well.
"You know damned well what I mean," I said. If she did not clearly understand immediately, then I was shutting down this whole game, and we would go back to go-karts for our adrenaline jumpstarts.
Gwen looked at me. "I do," she admitted. "It's just... Am I never to be allowed some insecurity?"
"Of course," I said, hugging her. "I have my own insecurities. The guardrail is anything that makes one of us insecure about the other! You can be insecure about yourself any time, as long as you promise to come to me immediately so I can fuck that shit right out of you!"
"Carl?"
"Yeah?"
"I'm feeling very insecure."
"Well, let's hope this Uber gets here," I replied with a smile. "What's the ETA?"
"You're asking me? You called for it," she replied.
Shit. We looked at each other and laughed as I hauled out my phone to actually summon the fucking car. "Just as well," Gwen chuckled. "This would have been a very awkward conversation to have in the back seat of some dude named Pete's Honda Civic."
A minute later I laughed so hard I almost pissed myself. (The bottle had been hit quite hard, after all.) "Look at this," I said, holding out the phone. "Our driver's name is actually Pete! And the car's a Honda!"
*
Sunday morning, Zoe waited until Gwen was less than five minutes from pushing the panic button about what happened before our friend finally texted my lady. I saw Gwen visibly relax as she read. "She and Deidre are decreeing that we all hit Yardbirds next Saturday," she told me, glad to have not been banished.
"Yardbirds?" I asked in surprise. "I thought that place was kind of over."
"Why do you want to go there?" Gwen spoke aloud as she typed.
Her phone dinged, and she gasped in laughter.
"What?"
"She says, 'It's well-lit'!" Gwen guffawed.
Well-lit or not, I would get revenge on Zoe for that...
"Speaking of making plans, I should call Ron tomorrow," I said.
"I hope they had a good time in Houston," she said. "Oooh! Dinner out and that movie?"
I sighed inwardly. Cathy and Gwen had been yakking about this drama coming out for weeks. Neither Ron nor I had much interest, but like all good men, we knew which fights should absolutely not be fought.
Plus, the rumors were, there were tits in it.
"Dinner and a movie, huh?" I deadpanned.
"Um, and, of course, drinks here, after?" she smiled quietly.
I leered at her and went ahead and called Ron, despite him still probably being in Houston.
"Ron Brown."
"Dude! Ya'll free Friday?" I asked.
"Well, our trip to Houston had been just fine, Carl," Ron replied acerbically. "I've already sweated out five pairs of underwear, but thanks for asking."
I ignored his act. It was not a new act.
"Gwen wants us all to do dinner out and then see that da... movie she and Cathy want to see."
"Christ. Wait. The one with the tits?"
"Why, no, Ron. I am not on speakerphone, now that you ask," I said drolly. "But Gwen says yes, that one."
"Yikes! So dinner and a movie, huh?" Ron asked.
Was that a little disappointment in his voice? That was... 100% awesome.
Actually, it was 5% jealousy and 95% awesome. But part of the 95% awesome was that flicker, and flicker only, of... provocation.
"Maybe drinks and conversation over here after the show?" I asked.
There was a fractional pause. Good.
"Based on a conversation Cathy and I had on the plane out here, I am confident that she will be down," Ron said at last.
"On the plane?" I snorted. "I'd have loved to be the person sitting in the row beside you for that."
"He had his noise-cancelling headphones on," Ron said firmly. "But," he added sheepishly, "the disapprovingly jealous look he gave me when we deplaned tells me they things might not have been working."
*
When we made it to the theater and got our popcorn, I entered the aisle first. When I reached my seat, I saw that Cathy had accidentally entered first behind me, with Gwen behind her. The two of them started to swap places, then stopped, grinned, and kept the order they were in. Cathy sat down next to me, and Ron found himself on the other end, next to my lady.
I grinned at Cathy. She looked back with a shrug. "No hassle. And maybe this will keep us all from talking too much during the show."
She was being charitable. Cruelly charitable. It had been Gwen and I, not them, who had been shushed by an usher six months ago. We had never been allowed to forget it.
I looked over at Gwen, but my woman was serenely rummaging in her purse for some non-existent need. Maybe these two had not entered in a random order after all...
My eyes met Ron's, and he looked inquiringly at me. I shrugged helplessly. Then we both smiled and sat back. The theater was damned near empty, except for us. Sucked for the studio.
And almost nothing happened. I mean, sure, Cathy and I had the armrest between us pushed up, like Ron and Gwen did. And we did practically snuggle together at points over the popcorn bucket we had claimed. Gwen held the other one for Ron.
But I kept my hands to myself, as did, tragically, Cathy. There was a little footsie, but that was it.
When the promised tits did indeed make their appearance, that too was an anti-climax. And Cathy risked talking in the theater as soon as they disappeared. "That's the only reason you agreed to come to the movie isn't it?" she quietly teased.
"Honestly?" I whispered back. "I'm underwhelmed. I've seen better," I paused. "Hell, I've fondled, and even nuzzled much better..."
That got me a nice smile and some more footsie, but nothing else, alas.
We had driven separately, and Ron and Cathy were in their car behind us on the way back to our place.
"So, not much happened with me and Cathy," I observed, as if discussing the fish tank.
"Us either," Gwen said. "It took me a bit, but I think I get it."
"Good. You can tell me, then. Um... Are they trying to back off a little?"
"Don't know on that front," she said. "But I'll bet that we were the ones holding back."
"I was thinking about doing something," I confessed. At least an arm around a shoulder, with maybe a hand drooping down to a breast? "But I just didn't."
"Oh, I thought about doing some things, too," Gwen said. "And they did too, unless I miss my guess. But I think they still see this... whatever it is, as our game, and they still want to take our lead for now."
"And?"
"And I'm assuming your gut was telling you the same as I think mine told me, Carl. Making out in a movie theater with Ron would have felt more like a date between him and me than what you and I are looking for. That's not what I think we want out of... whatever it is we are trying." She turned in her seat toward me with a heart-melting smile. "I have the best date in the world right here. And I want no other." I smiled back at her.
I nodded. "Yeah. I like being your date." I smiled briefly her way, but swung my eyes back to the road quickly. I get nervous just watching a TV show where the driver in a scene starts looking at his passenger for dangerously long stretches. "I love being your date. And I have no real desire to spend time alone with, say, Zoe, or, well, Cathy. I mean, Cathy is cool. If circumstances arose for whatever reason, I'd happily have a drink, or watch a game with just her. But I wouldn't spend that time trying to get into her pants."
"Is that all a date is to you men? Just trying to get into a girl's pants?" Gwen teased.
"Every date with you was," I snorted. "Every date with you still is!" I paused. "But no. A date is a search for a connection. I have my connection."
"But then, where are we with Cathy and Ron?" Gwen said.
"I don't want a relationship with Cathy," I said.
"And I certainly don't want a relationship with Ron!" Gwen put in quickly.
"You don't have to be mean to him about it!" I laughed. "Look, going on a date with someone else would mean you were not there to provoke," I said. "I don't want that."
"Another guardrail?" she asked.
"Yep."
"Good," she said, satisfied. Almost. "I'm still not sure I need to be there for everything, Carl," she went on, alluding to my groping the girls I the dark while she danced with Sammy. "And if I am there, I might not always be paying complete attention." She bit her lip as I laughed, surprised even at myself by how relaxed I felt about what she'd just said. "But I'd want to know what's going on." There was a long pause. "And just so you know, while I don't insist on being able to watch, and I don't need to watch, so far, I'm finding watching to be pretty fucking hot."
"I'm hoping you provoke the shit out of me tonight," I said. And then we started arguing over whether I needed to delay Ron and Cathy in the driveway long enough for Gwen to run in and do some spot cleaning.
In the end, I promised her a two-minute head start.
It wasn't needed.
They were not still behind us when we arrived, and Gwen and I looked at each other.
We stared down the street, any unnecessary housecleaning forgotten.
No headlights.
"Do you suppose the conversation in Ron's car led to some very different conclusions?" Gwen asked quietly.
"I'll admit I'm worried," I said.
"Worried I'm not going to get a chance to provoke you, or..." her tease trailed off uncomfortably.
"Both."
But then headlights swung around the corner and headed our way. Ron's Infiniti slid to a stop along the curb, and the two of them popped out with an eagerness that made the two of us relax.
"You didn't have to wait out here for us," Cathy said, slightly puzzled.
"I missed the light at the Frenchway intersection," Ron grumbled.
"Fuck, that light takes forever," I winced in sympathy.
"Especially at night," Cathy added. "When there is never any cross-traffic, and you are eager to get somewhere."
"In a hurry to get here?" Gwen said smoothly.
"I crave your husband's... fancy cocktails," Cathy said with a grin. She looked sternly at me. "Make with the fancy drinks, Mr. Mixologist!"
Okay. I spend too much money on fancy bottles. And fancy bar tools. And fancy glasses. And fancy recipe cards. To make fancy cocktails.
"I shall fulfill your fancies," I replied archly, and we went inside.
They all stood around my small bar and watched me make Mai Tais. There were some jibes about my occasional obsession, especially when I ran out back with a pair of clippers to cut some fresh mint for garnish. Honestly, I drink beer most of the time, but a man has to have a hobby!
There were no more jokes once I distributed the drinks.
There was some hesitation, however, and we just sort of stood there in the corner of our living room.
I wanted any number of things from this evening, but the thing I wanted most at that exact moment was to take a load off and relax. "Let's all sit down," I said, and walked over to my favorite chair, flopping down into it and sipping my Mai Tai.
"You don't have to rush, no one is going to take your favorite chair, darling!" Gwen teased as they all followed behind.
"You give me shit for being Mister Old Married Fifties Suburban Guy before age thirty," Ron snarked. "At least I don't have a 'favorite chair' yet!"
I flipped him off. "Drink your drink," I ordered.
I saw Gwen and Cathy exchange a glance, and Cathy put her hand on Gwen lightly to slow my woman down a step.
"I do not get the whole Man and His Chair thing," Cathy said out loud. "Let me try," she added, moving straight to me and settling into my lap.
Suddenly, I was sitting in my favorite chair, with a lovely woman who was not mine in my lap, my arm naturally flowing around her comfy waist while I held a fancy cocktail in my other hand.
"Nice chair, isn't it?" I asked, as if she were sitting on my chair instead of on me. I took a sip and set down my cocktail... to free up my other hand.
Cathy took the opportunity to shift around on my lap, which felt awesome all on its own, thank you, and snuggled in against me more thoroughly, one arm now around me as well. She sipped her cocktail. "I guess I can see the appeal. It's a very nice chair," she said, showing no signs of finding a seat of her own.
"Have a seat, Ron," Gwen said solicitously, pointing at our own large couch opposite.
Ron knows how to follow directions, and sat at the end that put him staring right at me where I was cuddling his wife.
This was obviously Gwen's plan, and she settled right next to him, kicked off her shoes and tucked her ankles up under herself on the couch. She leaned into Ron, and rested her arm on his lap, with her elbow inches from his cock, the forearm resting fully along his inner thigh, and her hand began fondling his knee idly. "So what did we all think of the movie?" she asked.
And we actually talked about the movie. For an extensive period of time.
Well, the girls talked about the movie. Ron and I made appropriate noises when asked and otherwise rolled our eyes at each other because the women were both conducting sweeping experiments in blatant cuddling. It was wonderfully uncomfortable.
Then Cathy said, "Carl thinks her tits were underwhelming."
Gwen started to acerbically ask, "Oh, really?"
But at the same moment, Ron blurted, "I know, right?"
I laughed. The two women now speared Ron with their gazes.
Ron looked like a guy does when multiple women are giving him the piebald eye. "Well, they were," he said defensively. Then, hell yeah, he rallied. "Look, she's hot as hell, and obviously famous. I imagine most guys have at least thought about getting to see them like that," he said with a wink at his wife in my arms. "But yeah, honestly, when we finally got to see them, they were a bit underwhelming. You said Carl agrees, right?" Ron said, looking to me for backup. I just shrugged in obvious agreement. My initial reaction had sparked this delightful little byplay, after all. As I nodded, I idly lifted one hand to gently caress one of Cathy's much better tits, before letting my hand fall back down around her waist. Ron saw and barely reacted, beyond a twinkle in his eye. "So, yeah, she was still pretty sexy in that movie. And I am in no way saying they were bad in the least. But I am surrounded by better breasts."
Ron indicated that the better breasts he spoke of included my woman's by lifting his hand and cupping one tightly as he made his case.
Thanks, dude. Gwen always needs reassurances about her breasts in Cathy's company.
Gwen did not look as if she needed reassurance right now. Mostly she just looked smug that she had gotten Ron to pull something... and about the way my eyes were fairly fixed on his hand on her tit.
Ron seemed to decide to make himself quite at home with his hand on my lady's breast. I know the look of a hand that has no intention of moving elsewhere anytime soon.
My own hand was just inches below Cathy's boob as I held her. It would just be a casual stretch to reach back up and settle it firmly on Cathy's generous mound. But is a me-too move really that provocative?
Instead, I slid my hand down, resting it now in the crook of Cathy's leg at the hip, my fingers lightly squeezing into the join.
Gwen gave me a look of 'well played'.
Ron pretended extravagantly not to notice.
Cathy just shifted a bit more, in a maneuver that brought my fingertips closer to being actually between her legs. "Are you guys still doing that cruise you were talking about?" she asked Gwen.
"No, we can't afford the one we really want, and my dad is insistent that we don't take a cruise that isn't top-class. 'You'll never be satisfied with a cheap cruise,' he says," Gwen responded, in her dead-on impression of my father-in-law-in-waiting.
He's impatiently waiting.
"Ron and I don't have any available vacation days for another six months," Cathy said. "but we are arguing about New Orleans or Miami when the time comes."
"New Orleans?" Gwen asked.
"We went once before, and it was a blast," Ron said. "But that was during Mardi Gras."
"Realllllly?" I asked, letting my inner lech sing loud. "And how many extra suitcases did you have to check to bring home all the beads a woman like you got there during Mardi Gras?" I teased Cathy, my drink-free hand just barely brushing that to which I alluded.
I was shoved. Lightly. But Cathy also blushed. "I just had a few strands I picked up."
"No whoop-dee-do?" Gwen asked supportively.
"I thought about it a little," Cathy admitted.
"A little?" Ron teased. "You went to the parade wearing a tight white teeshirt and no bra."
I may have made a pained noise. I was shoved again. Interestingly, every time Cathy shoved me, she shifted so as to let my fingers slide a fraction deeper down between her legs.



"Some things are a big leap, you know?" Cathy asked Gwen, ignoring the two of us guys.
"Well, you flashed me back in the hotel later, so I was happy," Ron said supportively.
"Thank you, honey," Cathy said sincerely. "Flashing you always leads to fun things. But..." She got up off my lap and walked toward Ron, but mostly Gwen. "I regret chickening out at Mardi Gras. I even regretted it in that moment. But I do sometimes get a definite rush from just being around some guy who hasn't seen them, but knowing he's beside himself, simply wishing he could see them. How much of a rush would it be to give him that look?"
There were probably hundreds of such wishing dudes around her at that parade, of course. Countless wishing dudes.
Or maybe she just meant one rather hungry dude right here, right behind her? I shifted uncomfortably in my supremely comfortable favorite chair.
Cathy was standing right in front of Ron and Gwen now. The look on Ron's face was telling Cathy that she was his greatest desire. Having that look on his face, since he was cuddled very close to Gwen, his hand on one of her tits, was no mean feat. Especially since my lady had her hand in his lap, her four fingers rippling lightly across his pants, only one finger at a time touching. Depending on the size and alignment of his cock, those fingers were probably dancing along his shaft.
I felt a little jealous of Ron at that moment. Not ugly jealous. Not jealous of the way Gwen's fingers were possibly, no, definitely, caressing his junk. I wasn't even jealous of the fact that he currently had the full attention of both our women. That was a new wrinkle I had not considered before. Rather than making me jealous of him, it made me hope for a turn at that myself, and plot furiously to make it happen.
No, I was a little jealous because Cathy was facing away from me.
"Honestly," Ron laughed, and said to me, "I was a little upset inside when I realized what she was, and was not, wearing to a Mardi Gras parade. But by the time the parade was over, I was sort of begging her to do it."
"You were just all horned up after seeing all the other tits that were getting exposed around us," Cathy retorted.
"Well, you have him all horned up right now," Gwen said, all four of her fingertips running back and forth together now along the ridge in Ron's pants.
"I do?" Cathy giggled skeptically.
"Well, I know how to make sure it's you," Gwen said, crushing Ron's soul by taking her hand from his lap.
My lady does not wear much in the way of jewelry, but she was wearing the long strand of fake pearls that she's had for far longer than I've known her. My ambition is to one day add a strand of the real thing to her collection. She pulled the pearls off over her head and twirled them in the air in front of Cathy.
"What can we get for these?"
"Ooooh!" Cathy cooed.
"Mardi Gras beads are supposed to be green and purple," Ron said, his pedantic side coming out at the stupidest of all possible moments.
"Shut up, Ron," the girls snapped simultaneously. Then they grinned at each other.
Gwen tossed Cathy the pearls. Ron's wife wordlessly, and without further hesitation, grabbed the hem of her blouse and yanked it off over her head, tossing it away. She gave a little whoop of glee, then slipped the pearls over her head instead.
As tops for Cathy to wear go, every man on earth would approve of the trade.
Just like at that Mardi Gras, Cathy had not worn a bra. That was awfully considerate of her in advance of this evening's festivities.
Hold on. I was pretty sure she had been wearing one at the movie. I might not have fondled those tits there, much as I had wanted to, but they had been pressed against me hard a time or two. What else had held them up getting to our place beside that traffic light?
Now I was getting really jealous. Because, as considerate as it was of Cathy to not wear a bra when coming to our house on a night were I was almost certainly going to be playing with her boobs, she was resolutely keeping her back to me this whole time! The wench.
Worse, now she shook her chest back and forth. She even snuck a quick peek over her shoulder to see if I was leaning forward in my chair like a two year-old seeing birthday cake. Of course, I was leaning forward in the chair like a two year-old seeing birthday cake. Or rather, not seeing birthday cake. But she still did not turn around, and all the visual I was getting was some occasional, fleeting side-boob as her tits bounced side-to-side.
Then the boob shimmy stopped, and I was even denied side-boob.
"For chrissakes! Look at those things," Gwen moaned in almost mock despair.
I want to, babe. I want to.
"This is a nice necklace," Cathy said to Gwen, fingering the strand around her neck. "Thanks!"
"Yeah, you know I'm going to need those back," Gwen snorted.
"Oh, yeah?" Cathy said archly.
Perfect. "You know what you need to do to get a strand," I added from my seat in the torture chair.
"Oh, like I'm supposed to measure up," Gwen said. I needed to add a lot more tit-worship into our day-to-day life going forward, I realized.
"Oh, for Christ's sake, Gwen! Pleeeeease?" Ron begged desperately. His hand, which had been visibly massaging Gwen's breast this whole time, finally released it, and he twisted to face her. "Beads! Beads!" he started to chant. Cathy laughed and joined in. I did too, shooting her an encouraging and slightly needy smile.
"Oh, fuck you all," Gwen snorted, blushing.
Cathy removed the pearls and swung them in front of Gwen, keeping them out of reach when she tried to grab them. "Beads! Beads! Beads!"
With a gleeful gasp of exasperation, my flexible darling reached behind herself, up under her shirt, and unhooked the bra she was wearing. Then she grabbed the bottom of the shirt and tugged it upward, grabbing the bra along the way. Her modest but lovely tits sprang into view, and I had never wanted to slobber on them more, at least since the time we had spent 48 hours naked in our new house before we even moved in.
Cathy whooped and put the pearls back around Gwen's neck, bending over and giving me another flash of side-boob as she did. Gwen grinned and sat back against Ron, this time grabbing both his hands, lifting them to hide her breasts as she did so, while glaring smugly at Cathy.
Cathy just laughed as Ron sighed. The bastard immediately began massaging my woman's tits again.
Then he said, "Come on, Cath, you are just killing Carl back there. Have mercy and give him what he wants!"
"Oh, really?" Cathy teased, shooting me another teasing glance over her shoulder, her chest still resolutely away from me. "Really?" she asked Ron again, in a slower, deeper voice.
Ron paused, then massaged my lady's tits some more. "Really," he said, almost challengingly.
Finally, I was going to see those boobs.
Ron is an awesome friend. I don't know why people call him a bastard.
Cathy turned and walked deliberately back toward me. It may have been in slow motion. I'm not sure. My mind may have provided that effect.
Cathy is a nice-looking woman. Nice hair. Pretty, expressive face. Soft, round ass. The first few pounds of married middle age have snuck into her belly, though she still has a nicely defined waist. But the only thing that would really draw a stranger's eye to her are those nice, well-above-average boobs.
Naked, those things were more than simply well above average; they were mesmerizing. Unfairly firm for their size, they bounced lightly as she casually turned in my direction. And her nipples... The slightly upturned peaks of her quivering mounds were a surprisingly dark pink, and their petite size made them stand out in wild contrast to the milky expanse surrounding them.
I shot a quick glance at Gwen, just to prove that I am a fucking multi-tasker and can lust over more than one rack at a time.
Ron was now teasing her extremely erect left nipple between his pinching thumb and forefinger.
Dammit, Ron! The left one is my favorite! Maybe Ron was a bastard after all.
My eyes were drawn back to Cathy's visage as she paused in front of my chair. I was still leaning forward in Cake Pose. My hands twitched in anticipation of wrapping them around Cathy and latching onto those breasts. They wouldn't be the largest I'd ever touched in my life, but in this circumstance, pointless superlatives were irrelevant.
But Cathy did not turn to settle back into my lap.
Instead, she climbed up onto my chair, atop me, knees on either side of my hips. She grabbed my head and shoved a nipple right into my mouth!
Ron was certainly, in no way, a bastard.
I was in shock, but my body responded like a well-oiled machine. My lips clamped around the proffered nipple, and I instantly started suckling, distending her flesh into my mouth. My tongue flicked and caressed the rigid bump of her nipple.
What do you know? My hands had, all on their own, reached out and grabbed Cathy's soft ass, massaging it and tugging on it to pull her closer to me.
It took a moment for my conscious mind to catalog all my body activities, but having done so, I stamped everything 'Approved' retroactively, and settled in to enjoy the ride.
I popped my mouth free of her nipple and turned my head to the side. Cathy obligingly twisted her torso to thrust the other nipple into my lips in turn. As I sucked it into my mouth, this nipple was not as firm as the other, but after the first aggressive circumnavigation by the tip of my tongue, it got there.
"Ohhhh, niiiice," Cathy sighed. I didn't know whether she meant my oral enjoyment or my backside massage, so I kept up both. You know, just to be safe.
Okay. There was no trace of deniability left here, was there?
What would happen next?
Cathy grabbed the breast I was mouthing and fed it to me harder.
My vision was full of curvy wonderfulness, but I heard a soft moan from Gwen.
Cathy twisted around to look, by I made sure to keep that nipple in my mouth. That lasted but an instant before she pulled away and whispered down to me. "I think you'll want to see this," she said, in a voice uncertain if I did.
She twisted on my lap and almost instantly was settling onto me so she could look back at her husband and Gwen more easily. I barely had to crane to see for myself.
My topless lady was kneeling on the couch next to Cathy's husband, and had already tugged his cock out of his pants.
First off, well done, Ron. It might be longer than mine, with a bit of upward curve to it.
I realized that Gwen might have been waiting for me to see this.
Sort of waiting. She had clearly been stroking Ron's dick for a bit already. He was looking desperate, yet terrified.
Gwen locked her eyes on mine. I gave her my best provoked look. It was what she was looking for, and she bent to kiss Ron's tip. Then she slid it into her mouth.
"This is a little weird, isn't it?" Cathy whispered to me.
I nodded. This made it register on me that Cathy had her breast pressed against the side of my face. I reached up to cradle that breasts and push it lightly toward me so I could gently resume sucking on it while keeping my eye in fascination on Gwen just ravishing Ron's cock.
I stopped sucking again after a moment, taking a break to whisper back, "Not as weird as neither of us seeming to object."
She giggled, but said no more, so I resumed my idle fun.
Cathy murmured in enjoyment, then stiffened. "Wow! Look at that! Look at Ron's face."
I actually had some interest in looking at Ron's expression. But of all the many things that had my interest right then, it was toward the bottom. Still, I shot my buddy a look and saw an expression of surprised, throbbing, enjoyment.
"Wow, I'll have to try that," Cathy muttered bemusedly. "Gwen knows what she is doing..."
I looked lower and saw that Gwen was circling Ron's knob with a slick, spit-soaked hand while she sucked on his balls.
Yes, my lady did know what she was doing, and I knew why Ron looked like that, from personal experience.
"You should definitely practice," I encouraged Cathy. She squinted a grin down at me that was unfortunately not promising. Well it was promising as fuck, but not about that particular maneuver.
Gwen spat out Ron's balls and he looked bereft for a split-second before she sucked his tip back into her mouth and began bobbing up and down on it in sync with her gently jacking hand.
I find myself sucking harder on Cathy's breast.
"You really are all about my tits, aren't you?" Cathy teased.
"Wait!" I said, popping off the tit I was all about at the moment. "You are so much more than..." I whispered urgently.
"Relax," she murmured. "I know what you mean, and you know what I mean. I'm just saying that once Gwen has finished making a spectacle of herself and learned how good Ron's cum tastes, I have some ideas of how we can return their favor, other than me just trying to copy her technique!"
Oh yeah...
"It is a pretty good technique," she admitted, as I resumed sucking her breast and we both watched as Ron's hips jerked upward, his hands clutching desperately at Gwen's head as he obviously came deep in her mouth.
Wow. I had just watched as Gwen swallowed another man's seed right in front of me, savored it, in fact, and I wasn't even a little angry.
Just provoked.
Gwen lifted her head and wiped something away from the left side of her mouth with her hand. She smiled at me happily. But with a provoked edge of her own.
She wanted to be provoked? She would get provoked.
I then looked at Cathy, who was giving me a Game On look herself. They had their fun, now it was our turn to put on a show, and enjoy doing so. But if she thought her tits were all I liked about her, I was going to fix that shit.
Swiftly, I swung around from underneath her and pushed her down to sit where I just had been. Then I leaned over her and kissed her briefly, impatiently on the lips. Then I bent further to suckle some more on her boobs, because, let's face it, they were insanely interesting.
But that was not what we were doing here.
I knelt before her and stared up into her eyes, then slid my hands down from her tits to her belly, and then across her lower abdomen and onto her groin. I pushed both hands down between her legs and rubbed her softly.
"Oh..." Cathy said. "This is a nice diversion."
I shook my head and went to tug open the fly of her cream-colored khaki slacks. "You say diversion, I say destination," I said, loud enough to be heard by all. Authoritatively, I tugged down on the waistband of her slacks. Cath hissed, but lifted her hips to make what I was doing easier, and I had the pants down to her ankles in no time.
I made a big production of removing the black pump she wore, then sliding her leg from the trousers. I turned to lift the other foot, then loudly said, "Eh, fuck it," and dropped the still-clad leg like a piece of junk mail. Cathy laughed. I heard Gwen laugh.
Unless I missed my guess, Ron was too wrapt to say anything.
I turned my attention to Cathy's panties. She had not ditched them when she got rid of her bra, and I was glad. "These are so sexy," I mused, tracing the outlines of the pink lace with a fingertip. They were a design and maker I was unfamiliar with, but I was pretty sure that, having seen them now herself, Gwen would be asking for some information. Whee!
But, physically negligible as the lace confection was, I needed it out of the way. Cathy was, if possible, even more accommodating when I went to slip them off than with her pants. I slid them free of the same leg and left them wrapped around her other ankle with the khakis.
She didn't shave like Gwen does, but the brown and curlies were neatly and freshly trimmed, and already appeared moist.
I turned and looked for Gwen. She was kissing Ron softly, but turned her gaze naturally to meet mine with a smile. Just because she was snogging Ron a little, did not mean she was not paying very close attention.
"Hold onto the chair, Cathy," was all she said, then made sure that I was watching as she turned to kiss Ron again.
"Your truffles were really delicious last time," I told Cathy, as if meaning nothing. Fucking Ron snorted.
I bent slowly down, but refused to lick her pussy to start. Instead, I massaged the tops of Cathy's thighs, then gently kissed her inner thigh, just a few inches below my ultimate destination.
Her moisture had already crept down her thigh, and I felt it against my face. I licked it softly. She tasted every bit as delightful as the general aroma down there, and I trembled slightly in anticipation of experiencing her flavor right from the source. But I made myself hold off, and more to the point, made her wait, dragging my lips and the tip of my tongue over and back on the flesh of her thighs and in an arch over her delicate mound.
"Ahhhh," Cathy sighed. "Did you and Carl feed each other the truffles you took home last time?" she asked Gwen, her voice struggling to sound casual.
We actually had, but Gwen just snorted. "Give up trying to make casual conversation, Cathy! You won't have a prayer in about 3... 2..."
I know a cue when I hear one, and dragged my tongue up Cathy's slit aggressively. I felt her clit poking free amidst her pubes and I swirled around it, tasting that indeed fantastic flavor.
"I can... garshkeh flubble," Cathy tried to insist. Her hand snapped to the top of my head and dug its fingers into my hair, and she moaned on without words.
"He's found her favorite thing to do," Ron said idly.
"It's every girl's favorite thing, doofus," Gwen snorted in reply.
"Second favorirerrrrr...." Cathy tried and failed to rally.
"Hmmm..." Gwen just murmured in reply. I could not see her, but I knew she was nodding.
This was still more conversation that I wanted Cathy to be able to engage in right now, and I set out to do my best to rob her of the capacity for even that.
I drove my tongue past the sparse hair guarding her entrance and delved into her. I dropped a hand down above my mouth and idly teased at her button with the thumb.
Cathy really did taste genuinely wonderful. But, while I actively considered it, I knew she did not taste as good to me as Gwen. I wasn't sure if my preference was based on actual, genetics-dictated chemical interactions, or if it was about the emotional difference. But Gwen's nectar definitely drove me more wild.
More wild. I was still damn near drunk on Cathy's snatch already.
Just because I love steak over all other dishes, it does not mean I don't love to go to town on a good duck confit now and then, as a lovely change of pace.
I so went to town. I slid my tongue up to displace my thumb on her clit, and switched my hand down to slide a finger, then two, inside Cathy, probing for her gee. Her hand threatened the roots of my hair again. Then her second hand joined the first.
I experimented back and forth to find what was making Cathy happiest, and my follicles the most upset. When I found what she wanted most, I gave it to Cathy with all my currently very enthusiastic ability.
"Wow," I heard Ron sigh. "Look at her face..." I was sure he was about to say some more, but I was equally sure that I heard my lady cut him off with her lips on his.
"Oh fuck," Cathy yelped, regaining coherence as her body lost control. "You are... unghhhhhhhh," she lost it again as her body slipped her leash and she thrashed against my face.
Cathy's a good friend, and she made herself release my hair before she rendered me bald.
Besides, she knew my face wasn't going anywhere until she was done...
As Cathy collapsed back on the easy chair, Ron called out, "Gonna survive, babe?"
"Maybe," Cathy gasped happily.
"Given how infantile Carl's been acting, I figured you were going to titfuck him," Ron went on, like we were talking about doubles tennis.



"That was my plan, Carl had other ideas," Cathy giggled, still panting and staring at the ceiling. But her fingers kept ruffling my hair.
"Wait! What?" I yelped, stiffening up. "I never thought..."
Oh, I had thought. I never had before recently, but after the first night when I shoved my finger in Cathy's mouth, any time I had thought of her, the possiblity of fucking those tits of hers had lurked in the neighborhood. Of all the varied sexual experiences I had enjoyed before I met Gwen, a good old Hawaiian Muscle Fuck was the only one I had not been able to enjoy more often and better with her than I had with previous partners.
It was not something that I regretted.
But it was something that I missed.
Had I missed it this time? Time would tell. I pulled myself off the floor and cuddled into the big chair with Cathy. We looked over at Ron and Gwen. They were deep in another tongue-filled kiss.
"They are kissing a lot more than we are," Cathy observed quietly, trying not to disturb them.
"Yup," I answered easily.
"I don't think it is some different, emotional connection that we aren't feeling," she added, analytical, not worried.
I found that I was similarly sanguine. I nodded. "I think maybe they are just more... kissy in combination," I mused.
"Uh-huh," Cathy said. "We seem to have a more... manual bent between us."
I looked down and enjoyed evaluating where my hands were, and where her hands were, and nodded in happy agreement.
So we settled in to watch Ron and my woman make out. To be clear, there were hands involved over there, too. But it wasn't the full-on physical inventory of each other that Cathy and I were conducting while we watched.
Cathy worked her hand finally under the waistband of my pants, clasping what she found there happily. We grinned at each other. I let my hand slip back between her legs as well, but while she cooed at its arrival, I could sense that she was not seeking a full, penetrative analysis right then.
Fine. Gwen and I have two cats. I know how to happily pet a kitty without getting it riled.
"I'm the only one naked around here," Cathy told me. "I'm going to need you, at least to join me."
Like I was going to object.
Better, when Ron and Gwen saw Cathy working my pants off, they also set to work removing any remaining clothing from each other. The way I taunted them as Cathy yanked my pants off may have sped them up a little...
Then we all went back to making out, interspersed with conversation on such odd topics under the circumstances as the dues increase where we all played tennis, and whether Ron and Cathy should get a cat, or even two like we had. Gwen and I were with Ron, that it was a great idea. Cathy was less sure.
Throughout, Cathy and I started kissing a bit more. She was a good kisser, but I sensed that neither of us found it remotely as satisfying as kissing our partners.
Still, tongue is tongue.
Meanwhile, Ron and his hands and mouth seemed much more determined to stimulate my girl in more direct fashion.
I pulled back a little to drink in Cathy's naked body in my arms, and bit my lip for a second.
Up until now, I realized that, absent one particular escalation by me, and another lesser one by Ron (if Ron really had been responsible), it was the women who were starting almost everything in this whole recent crazy ride. What little seemed to have been planned had been instigated by them. Ron and I, and Sammy for that matter, had mostly been happily along for the ride.
It made sense to me. A woman instigating something just feels a lot less... potentially threatening than a man taking things to the next level. When already treading dangerous waters, letting the girls take the lead had just seemed safer.
But at some point, a guy just needs to take control. At some point, many women want guys to take some control.
I tilted Cathy's face back toward mine, but rather than kiss her, I just looked at her hungrily.
She smiled back at me happily.
"Babe! Ron! I'm about to do something you might want to watch," I called out, never taking my hungry eyes from Cathy's. "Let us know if you have any suggestions or other comments."
Cathy's gaze shifted during my words from happy to horny.
Excellent.
A quick flick of my eyes toward our partners told me that both were indeed now paying close attention, to the exclusion of other activities, and while both were tense, neither looked remotely unhappy. More importantly, I was sure they both realized that I was about to fuck Cathy.
Most importantly, Cathy knew it. And was just looking hornier.
I pulled her over into my lap as I settled back down fully into my favorite chair, with her facing our partners the way I was. I managed it so my cock was pressing up underneath her, between her legs. It pressed against her still dripping snatch.
"Ohhhh," Cathy muttered, writhing atop me.
But I had made the decision, and could not wait any longer. I grabbed her hips and guided them upward. Cathy rose slowly, and my cock dragged back under her until the tip was right where she and I wanted it. Out of the corner of my eye, I realized that my cock was right where all four of us wanted it.
I shook my head inwardly at how all this was still boggling my mind.
Outwardly, I pressed my tip upward, sliding it into Cathy's wet slit. She moaned again as she wrapped around me, then she let herself sag downward, driving me deeper inside her. I pushed her back up a bit, then let her slide down again. Her round ass settled on my thighs again as my cock seated itself fully inside her. I blew out a heavy breath, both in relief that the world had not just ended, and in ecstasy at being seated in a different pussy for the first time in ages.
I had in no way been pining for some alternate snatch, hadn't even really been imagining it before the last month. But right now, I was sure as fuck ready to enjoy it. My hands twitched on her hips and Cathy leaned forward to brace her hands on my knees and she started rising and falling gently, on my cock, each pump just an inch or two to start. Since I obviously was not going to need them to guide her movements, I sat up a bit more and slid my hands up from her hips to cup those tits, which were dangling enticingly.
Good lord, this felt good. Cathy was an even better lay than I had been imagining these last few weeks. Her body was different than Gwen's--not worse, and for sure not better, but different, and it squeezed and molded around my cock differently as I delved into her. But the sensational feelings were all physical, other than the enjoyment of doing something fun with friends. It lacked the emotional component of when Gwen and I coupled.
And that only made me hungrier for what I was going to do later...
I'd love to say that the anticipation of the emotional bonding I would have with Gwen was uppermost in my mind, but come on. Cathy was a dish, and she knew how to ride a cock...
Still, I needed to interact with my lady a little. I did it by making a show of flicking Cathy's nipples with my fingertips, the way Gwen likes so much. Then I stabbed her smolderingly provoked eyes with mine intently, but kept my voice casual. "As I said, any suggestions?"
It was Ron who answered, to my surprise. "Do the corkscrew," he said quietly to Cathy.
The what?
Suddenly, Cathy chuckled. She was still riding me, but her hips were now twisting around, right and left, at a rate separate from the rate of her rise and fall on me. Honestly, even absent the sensation, it would have been impressive, in a rub your tummy while you pat your head kind of way.
But the sensation...
I gasped at the sudden addition of a whole additional dimension of movement. My eyes crossed for a moment, then I slapped my hands down onto the arms of the chair. This left her tits swaying even more spectacularly beneath her chest, which tragically was more of a show for Ron, and maybe Gwen, than for me, but I needed the leverage. My hips thrust upward almost involuntarily, as if trying to impossibly drive deeper into Cathy. My friend's wife just rode with my new position and kept Doing. The. Corkscrew.
"Fuck, Cathy," I gasped. "This is great!"
"That's. Very. Good," Cathy gasped back. Then she looked at Gwen. "I love the way... they think I... do this for... them!" she panted, finishing with a high note in her voice.
"Doing okay there, Carl?" Cathy asked, only a little breathlessly.
I just grunted happily.
"Don't worry about him ending the ride too quick," Gwen giggled. "My man can hang in there for a fantastically long time. No need to nursemaid him!"
And Cathy rode me even harder, but both of us were suddenly paying close attention to Ron and my lady.
Gwen was slipping off the couch and onto the floor off to one side, pulling Ron behind her.
I was honestly surprised that, as horny as my love clearly was, she had resisted this long, just so she could keep watching. She started to lie back, pulling Ron after her, but he stopped her. Now, Ron was looking assertive.
Interesting.
Instead of letting her lie back, he looked in Gwen's eyes and guided her over to her hands and knees.
You are not going to get any argument from Gwen about doggie-style, dude. She just settled down, facing toward me, just enough to the side that both Cathy and I could see them easily, and smiled up ferally at Ron. He shook his head in bemusement similar to my own earlier feeling, and knelt down behind my lady. He grabbed his cock before he could chicken out and placed it against Gwen's sex.
And suddenly we were both fucking each other's women. And both enjoying the everliving fuck out of it.
I watched Ron drive into Gwen, and her eyes sought out mine. I considered pushing Cathy off me and going to take over for Ron, but dismissed it after a long moment or two. That wasn't the game.
Also, I was determined at the absolute minimum to make Cathy come. And I was sure Ron wanted a similar opportunity. If he and I came too, well... that was the usual result of this activity, wasn't it?
"Ron!" I called out.
"What?" my friend asked, as if I was calling him from across the tennis court.
"Do yourself a favor and stop moving," I grinned.
Ron clearly did not think stopping his hips was a great idea, but he paused for a moment, rolling with whatever I was playing at.
Gwen just chuckled at me, then proceeded to show Ron why his stopping was, in fact, a super-great idea. She ducked her head and began almost violently rocking forward and back, driving her lithe ass back against his stomach with a slapping noise. Ron gasped as she impaled herself on him over, and over, and over again. Clearly knowing a good thing when he felt it, he remained stock still, just grabbing Gwen's buns and holding on.
It was a helluva sight, coupled with a helluva set of sensations from Cathy's and my own activities.
Eventually, I saw Gwen arch her back, and I knew she was getting close. She had shifted the angle to improve where Ron's cock was hitting her, and her eyes lidded heavily. I did not know where Ron was on his orgasmic journey, but Gwen was showing all the signs of nearing the end of hers for... for this time 'round.
I was nowhere near my own destination, but I encouraged Cathy to rock even further forward. Rather than pushing my cock after her, I sagged back momentarily, and my cock popped free of her channel.
"Wha?" Cathy yelped, but before she could sink back against me, I rose to my feet behind her and immediately drove my dick back into her. "Aaaah!" she yelped happily.
Our friend is not as tall as I, but she was taller than Gwen by a smidge. That smidge made it just that little bit easier on my knees as I bent them to allow me to drive into Cathy, letting her save her energy for the orgasm I wanted to cook off in her as close to Gwen's own culmination as Ron and I could manage.
"Oh, fuck yeah," Cathy grunted, and I let my cock indulge itself in the longest strokes I could manage without risking falling out at an inconvenient moment. That seemed to be just what she wanted, and I almost felt like I was gilding the lily as I squeezed her soft, flexing backside with one hand and reached around to fondle one of those impressive boobs with the other. Almost.
Gwen was almost shrieking now with each slam of her ass back against Ron, her cries growing higher and more determinedly desperate. I began to feel irritated with myself that Ron was getting my lady off before I managed the same for his, even with my head-start. But just then, Cathy set my mind at ease by suddenly exploding with a scream of happiness, suddenly corkscrewing her ass against me for a burst as her body clamped down on my invading cock.
I could have unloaded in her. I considered it closely. But I wasn't feeling done with Cathy yet.
"Oh, fuck, Gwen!" Cathy moaned as a second wave spasmed through her body. "This is so gooood!"
Gwen just slammed back harder, her voice suddenly dropping to a guttural, "Fuck yes! Fuck yes! Fucking fuck yeahhhhhhhhhhhhh!" before she pitched forward off Ron's cock and slumped down on her face on the carpet.
He and I looked at each other wildly.
"Nice work, dude," I found myself laughing. "And nice luck, too. That's the kind of orgasm she has when she is already looking forward to the next one."
"I live to serve," Ron panted with a lopsided grin.
"Yes, he does," Cathy panted. I was supporting her in my arms as she sagged in her post-come haze. She twisted a bit and slid off my still-hard cock, then she turned fully and kissed me hard.
She released my lips, then looked down at my cock. Then she looked over at her husband's similarly tumescent appendage. "Nice to see them both still ready for more, isn't it, Gwen?" she sighed.
Gwen similarly surveyed the swaying cocks hanging over her spot on the floor, after rolling over on her back. "Yeah," she panted, her breath almost fully returned. "I'm gonna have to do something about this one in a second... maybe a minute."
Cathy staggered away from me and smirked as she tumbled scenically to the floor beside Gwen, leaving them lying about shoulder to shoulder, but facing in opposite directions, with only about three feet between them.
Our women lay there, looking at each other, clearly a bit provoked by each other, rather than us.
"I'm going to make Carl super infantile, now," Cathy said to Gwen, rubbing her own glorious tits as she spoke.
Gwen just grinned with gritted teeth. "I'm sure I'm about to be jealous as fuck, but I also can't wait to see," she said, rolling up on her side and staring intently at Cathy's upthrust rack.
Cathy absolutely slobbered all over her hands and rubbed them liberally between her breasts. Then she beckoned to me.
I stood there for a moment, frozen. I had not missed the window, apparently.
"Dude, you better get down there quick, or I will jump in myself," Ron said drily, then smiled down at his wife. She just blew him a kiss with her still spit-slick hand.
Stay the fuck out of my way, Ron. You get this regularly.
I followed Cathy's gesture down to kneel astride her chest, and she grabbed my swaying cock, pulling it down to rub over the surface of her tits, spending extra care to massage her nipples with my tip. I grunted eagerly, and she pushed me down between those soft breasts. In a smooth and obviously quite practiced motion, she pressed her mounds up and together around my cock.
Quite practiced... It was good to be Ron. I'll bet his usual resistance to new ideas had not applied when she introduced him to this!
I needed no prompting to begin pushing in and out through her mammalian embrace, groaning from the start at the fabulous sensations. I bent forward to brace my hands on the floor above Cathy's head and pushed harder and faster.
But while I thought it felt perfect, Cathy seemed dissatisfied with the lubrication. She let her breasts flop from her grasp and she pulled me upward by my ass. Her mouth opened and she sucked me in. It was clearly just to slobber the shit out of my cock, but she gave me more than a few caresses of expert tongue while I was in there. But then she was pushing me back and I eagerly guided my now dripping phallus back between her tits. She clasped them again, and in and instant I was fucking them again.
Oh, yeah. This was much better. Always trust the expert.
"Well, Ron," Gwen said, looking up at Ron, who still stood over her, his eyes lurching back and forth between her recumbent bod and his wife's tits swallowing my cock, "I can't do that, but I still think I can show off!" He smiled at her most accommodatingly.
Gwen sat up and pulled Ron down to the floor, guiding him to lie down near to his wife, facing in the same direction as she. He and Cathy shared a scandalized grin, before he smiled at me with narrowed eyes. I smiled wildly back at him.
I probably could have guessed how Gwen intended to answer Cathy's challenge, but my mind was not that smart right then. As prophesied, I was stuck in a infantile mental loop of, 'Tits, tits, tits! Tits on my dick. Big tits on my dick! Tits, tits, tits!'
"That's a helluva show," Gwen admitted to Ron, "so let me know if you object that I'm about to obstruct your view."
Ron's brow furrowed for just an instant, and his eyes just widened as my lady moved to straddle his head, facing toward his bouncing cock. "You don't object, do you Ron?" Gwen teased. He wordlessly shook his head. "Because I can move away again if you do," she suggested.
Suddenly, she gasped and arched her back. "I'll take that... as a no," she panted.
Then she leaned forward and down, and sucked Ron's cock into her mouth again. He moaned loudly. I pride myself on knowing how, when I moan with my face between a woman's thighs, to make her enjoy more than just the sound, and Ron seemed to have the same skillset. Gwen popped free of his dick and muttered, "That's the shit," before diving back on his shaft.
I looked down at my cock pushing between Cathy's boobs, and at her slightly sweaty face. But mostly at my dick in her tits. "Ron better work fast," I said quietly to preserve my oxygen. "Gwen is going to go for broke over there!"
Cathy chuckled, and squeezed her tits even harder around me. "He'll get the job done. You... and he have, Oh fuck yeah, fuck harder, have very different methods down there, but I'd say you both score... on the podium with the, mmmh, judges."
I grinned as I stared down at her. Much as I wanted to check out Gwen 69ing Ron, I could not pull my eyes off my dick in Cathy's tits. I am so fucking infantile. "Just tell me when she decides to deep-throat him," I grunted. Cathy's eyes widened and snapped back to watch Gwen and Ron.
Gwen can ditch her gag reflex if she wants to. It's not her favorite thing to do, but she can. I absolutely knew that not only had she been provoked, she had been challenged.
"I didn't believe you, Cathy muttered. I managed to tear my gaze from my own fetish made flesh, and looked down and back to see my woman had her nose nestled down between Ron's balls. Ron's hands, which I was dimly aware had been playing with Gwen's tits, were stuck out to the sides, his fingers splayed wide.
I felt everything inside me surge and I gasped to Cathy, much louder this time, "Fuck! I'm gonna come!"
Instantly, Cathy released her tits and grabbed my cock, jacking it hard. "Paint my face, then!" she growled just as loud.
I did.
This was no machine gun eruption. I came in a single huge blast, with just one comparatively small follow-up that came along immediately. As I said, it was a single burst, but my spooge was legion. Cathy's face was a mess, with my dick dripping more down into her cleavage. "Holy shit!" I outright yelled.
"Holy shit," Gwen echoed, having spat Ron free of her throat at all the noise. "That's so hot!"



I saw her writhing her hips on Ron's face and smirked at her.
"You should see this shit, Ron," Gwen said with innocent enthusiasm. But she didn't move off his face. Ron just stuck his hands out again, sarcastically. She laughed and bent over him again. "Ron," she said grimly. "Carl's jizz looks totally hot all over your wife's face, but I'm gonna need you to come down my throat, okay?"
However Ron signaled his 'assent', Gwen liked it, because she hissed happily before bending back down to begin taking Ron in and out of her throat with abandon.
I pulled my leg off from over Cathy, and we sat on our sides to watch things finish. It did not take long. Ron's hands began flailing around, then he grunted, and I could actually see Gwen's throat flex as she swallowed his load. She gasped, freeing her mouth, and licked feverishly at Ron's helmet for a moment, before she arched her back upward. He had grasped her ass tightly and was digging his fingers in hard as Gwen thrashed atop his face. "Fuck, yeah!" my lady crowed triumphantly atop him, and a wave of blush flowed from her face, down her neck, and spread out across her torso in an orgasmic reaction that I had always been too close to notice.
I'd fucking for sure be looking for it forever more!
Gwen somehow looked graceful as she tottered over to her side, collapsing on the floor. Ron sat up a little, his gaze shooting to his wife, and his eyes went wide as he spied the gooey mess that was her face. His own face was nearly as much of a mess. Gwen had been fairly enthused.
My lovely calmly looked at me and asked politely, "Be a good host, Carl, and go get us some towels. We have made a mess of our guests."
We all fell down laughing on the floor, until Gwen kicked me. "Seriously, love. Go get the fucking towels before Cathy's right eye crusts shut."
I got two dish towels and a pack of Wet-Wipes. Gwen and I were messes, too.
We all four went through half the pack of Wet-Wipes, and I was seriously considering putting the dish towels in the trash as well. "Well," I said, "that just happened." We all looked at each other.
"Yeah," Ron chuckled. "Cathy and I talked about if it would at some point, but I for one never really thought it would."
"Yeah," sighed Gwen happily. "I think we were both ready if it somehow did, but I don't think either of us thought we'd really do it."
"Well, the rest of your were idiots, then," Cathy snorted. "I knew this shit was happening For. Sure."
"What?" I laughed.
She just pointed at Ron. "I thought you knew this guy. You two convinced him to try something new. He liked it. Anytime that happens, he immediately tries to become the world's leading expert. Exhibit A, well, Exhibit B... he just bought us fucking season passes to Disneyland yesterday!" Gwen and I laughed at Ron's sheepish face. "I'm just glad," Cathy said fondly, "that we all pretty much gave in ourselves before he started making a nuisance of himself."
--------------
This could have been the end. I've gotten them where I wanted them to go in as plausible a fashion as I can imagine. But I have at least a chapter or two more mostly written already, and I am still not sure where and how I want to wrap things up. Like Carl and Gwen, we will find out together! As always, I appreciate your votes. Please follow me so you can keep up with when the next chapter shows up. And as always, I'm paid in comments, so let me know what you think. I know this is not everyone's cup of tea, subject-wise. My vision may not be yours, and that's okay!
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There might seem to be some repetition in this chapter, but it is progression, not rhyme.
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Provocation - Six
------------
"Yo, Sammy!" I said as the call went through.
"Hello," Sammy answered automatically, then I heard who I was register in his voice. "Oh... hey, Carl. How are you... what can I do for you?"
Look, I will freely admit that I was kind of grooving to this strange condition of Sammy being intimidated by me. Dude is at least five inches taller than me, and outweighs me by about 30 pounds of not fat, so this was a novel feeling for me, in particular and in general. But I did not want to leave him hanging out to dry, either. My better angels had already won this battle, which was why I was calling.
"So, Yardbirds this weekend, huh?" I asked casually. "I hope it isn't too quiet. The crowds don't seem to be going there anymore."
"That's where the girls declared," Sammy agreed, also puzzled. Then he hemmed. "But, um, maybe I won't make it there this week... I, uh, maybe I should..."
"Dude," I cut him off. "I hope you show. If it does turn out to be lame, it would be infinitely more lame without you."
"Uh, thanks. I appreciate the confidence, especially after I, uh, what happened the last couple of times," he struggled.
"Dude," I said again, putting the steel in my voice he clearly expected, but not for the reasons he expected. "I. Have. No. Beef. With. You."
That took him aback, as I had expected. "I...? You... But I..."
"Sammy, you did exactly what Gwen wanted you to do. She enjoyed it. You enjoyed it. And to answer your worries, I enjoyed it. At least I hope you enjoyed it, because if you didn't, I'm driving over to your office and taking you to get a CT scan right now."
"Uh, that's... why?" Sammy asked.
"Because it was sexy to watch. Because I love it any time Gwen enjoys herself. And mostly because we have recently discovered that when we get home after us provoking each other like we both did that night with all of the rest of you guys, the aftermath is always legen... wait for it... dary." I added that last because I know Sammy has a weird love for the Barney Stinson character. It got the laugh I wanted and a reset from my friend. I could tell he was still not comfortable, but he wasn't skittish anymore.
I heard him take a deep breath. "So, yeah. Yardbirds. Think maybe you and I can take control for once of where we go from teh wimmenz, after this weekend crashes and burns?"
"I like the cut of your jib," I replied.
*
Yardbirds sucked in all possible ways.
There was no energy in the place. It was half-empty, which was a little sad. We all remembered how it was when it first opened, and we had a crazy time every time we went. There was no energy on the dance floor anymore, and no crowd there either, which made it sort of impossible to get away with any provokinatin' behavior. And it really was well-lit. Like, as well-lit as an Applebee's.
"I hate to see an institution pass," I said, as we all huddled around the table we had easily claimed. "But if this place is still open in another month, I'll eat my hat."
"Okay, Okay!" Zoe grumped, slapping the table with her hand. "I fucked up this time. This is lame. I'm sorry."
Sammy and I looked at each other. I liked that we were back to making comfortably conspiratorial glances at each other. It was time to seize control of the future Saturday night agenda.
But Gwen spoke first. "Fuck this. I say we write this off, finish our drinks, and go bowling!"
"Bowling?" I asked, surprised.
Sammy laughed. "Actually, I say we go for it. They just built that gigantic bowling palace near here. They even supposedly have good wings."
"We all already had dinner," Deidra said drily.
"There is always room for good wings," Sammy intoned.
"I haven't gone bowling in like five years," Deidre mused. "Sounds like fun."
"You good with assaulting innocent little pins with giant boulders?" Gwen asked me.
"An athletic endeavor where I can whip Sammy's ass? I'm in."
"You wish, dude," Sammy said.
Game on.
He and I went back and forth about our once-upon-a-time bowling scores. I was betting Sammy had not bowled any more recently than I had. I was hoping that, at least.
"Hey, Zoe," Deidre interjected suddenly. "You haven't said a word. Are you okay with blowing off dancing?"
She was right. None of us had confirmed that it was cool with Zoe. We all looked at her solicitously.
Zoe looked a little skittish about the idea, actually.
"Bowling is totally easy," Gwen reassured her heartily. "And even if you gutter every frame, it is still fun to give each other shit. You'll be fine."
Zoe grinned. "I think I can manage. I've been in a Tuesday night bowling league for four years."
Damn. We all stared at her in shock. You think you know a girl.
"A league?" Gwen snorted. "Thank God. Zoe is finally acting older than me."
*
Sammy and I both found that we remembered how to bowl pretty well. But it was a good thing we had each other to compete and talk trash with, because neither of us was literally or figuratively in Zoe's league. She rolled a 217 her first game, and spent the whole time complaining that she was sucking this evening since she had to roll the shitty rental ball she had laboriously picked out.
Sammy barely beat me in both games we played, and I had to salve my ego by making him admit that the wings were, in fact, not all that.
What had started out as an absolute bust turned into a pretty great evening out. We all laughed and had a great time. The lanes had an excellent selection of craft brews, but we were all remarkably sober... ish the whole night.
It did occur to me that there was a drawback. This was a huge, fairly crowded bowling alley. There was no opportunity for even the most innocent of provoking behavior.
Midway through the last game, I missed picking up an easy spare and flounced grumpily back to sit next to my woman, draping my arm around her shoulder. Gwen's turn had been right before mine, so we had time to relax while the others took their turns, and she nestled lightly into me.
"This is the most action we've gotten all night," I mused, mostly just to voice my casual happiness with the snuggle.
"It's nice to remember that we can still hang out normally with our friends," she replied.
"Kinda reassuring, honestly," I thought out loud.
"I agree, but how do you mean?" Gwen asked. Those exact seven words were a common thing to say between us. Talking through an instinctive accord often made it stronger.
"I'm just glad to remember I don't need a whole weekend's worth of provocation to still pound you into the mattress as thoroughly as I'm going to when we get home."
I expected a poke in the ribs, but I just got a yummy, "Mmmmm." We shared a wicked glance. "You know," Gwen added casually, "I love that we both still want to just be normal with our friends most of the time. But I hope that you don't want to give up being provoked when the opportunity arises. I know I don't."
I snorted. "I think you enjoy provoking me!" I waggled my eyebrows.
"I do enjoy the variety of actions that provoke you," Gwen admitted. A fleeting memory of Ron's cock sawing into her caused a twitch in my pants. "But what I love are your reactions, at the time... and especially later."
"I say we table this discussion until we get home," I said abruptly. "Because if we continue, I'm going to bend you over the score table there and get us all thrown out." Putting word to deed, I popped up and watched as Zoe, Zoe left herself with a seven-ten split!
"God dammit," our Pro From Dover growled. "No more spur-of-the-moment bowling nights, you guys! We plan ahead the next time we bowl, because I can't be bringing my ball with me in the Uber every week, just in case."
That got a laugh, but I think we all surprised ourselves at the way the idea of another bowling night sometime soon appealed.
"That sounds good," Gwen said, rising from the hard plastic bench with a sinuousness to her movements that had been heretofore absent on this evening. "But I am also missing getting in my dancing. Next week, I say we go back to Vein."
That drew a surprised silence for a moment.
Sammy blanched. Well, he would have blanched if it were physiologically possible. His eyes widened, and he looked at me. The skittishness was back.
This again? I thought we had talked. I locked eyes with him. "Sounds great to me. You in, Sammy?"
He didn't like being punished for not listening to me, so he replied with a hearty, "Absolutely," to cover his grimace.
"I'm in," Zoe said, shooting a glance at me. "But I should have guessed Gwen would want to go back there. She had the best time last time!"
"I had a pretty good time," Deidre muttered, and Zoe giggled quietly.
I just drummed my fingers on my chin, which made both of them flinch.
"The only problem is, I can't wear the white dress again so soon. I'll need to go shopping for a new blacklight outfit!" Gwen said in suddenly acquisitive glee.
So, add another 300 bucks to the cost of next weekend's dancing...
"How about we go shopping on Wednesday after work?" Deidre asked quickly. "I'll get something cool too."
"Me too," Zoe chimed in. "I'm tired of the hot pants. I think I want something with a skirt..."
*
The dress ended up closer to 400 bucks.
Worth it.
It too had the flaring skirt that would probably spin out wide when Gwen twirled hard enough. What the top sacrificed in side-boob from the white dress, it made up for with cleavage. Again, my lady is not extravagantly well endowed, but with a neckline like this, that was a good thing.
Cathy would have needed rescue tape just to keep from falling out of this dress while doing something simple like getting into a car.
Hmmm... Maybe Ron and I could talk Gwen into letting Cathy borrow it some Friday night.
It would be an awesome clubbing dress anywhere, but the fabric made it super awesome for Vein. It was a shocking pink that fluoresced hard, accented with strategic black pin-cording to accentuate her waist. In the dark of Vein, in that glowing outfit, even my self-conscious woman could not complain about any fictional issues with her waistline.
"I think we should eat early tonight," Gwen said, pulling a pair of frozen Chicken Kievs and a leftover creamed spinach out of the freezer. "I'd like to get to Vein and be in line when they open."
I grinned at her and went to set the table. "Want to make sure we get a wall booth again?" I asked archly.
"Darn straight," Gwen said, looking at me with merry seriousness. "I think there might be one or two tables that are even darker than the one we had last time."
I chuckled, looking forward to standing in line long enough to get one of them. "Why do I feel that I am going to be expected to provoke the hell out of you this evening?"
"Because you are," Gwen said. Then she leaned over toward me with a lascivious smile. "And I think you can expect me to hot and sweatily provoke the shit out of you too!"
I matched her smile. What she said could mean a host of things, from just some crazy as fuck dirty dancing, to...
I did not ask her what she meant, because it was much more fun this way.
I also noted that this time she did not even go through the charade of putting panties on under that new dress before we left.
*
My lady and I were in line to get in well before opening, and managed to get what had to be the best wall booth in the club. It was pitch black there, with even a few of the pinlights in the floor for footing burnt out. It also was on the slightly elevated side of the club, so it afforded the best view of the dance floor.
Since Gwen and I had saved money by eating dinner at home, I chose to forget the money spent on Gwen's new dress (we could afford it, after all) and splurge on bottle service for the table, our treat this time. The chilled liter of Belvedere, along with glasses, mixers, and two ice buckets of bottled water, were all on the table when Sammy and Zoe arrived. Deidre was not far behind.
We all shared full to the brim shots, then spent a few minutes as the liquor kicked in, crapping on poor Yardbirds and how lame it had been. Some shit was talked about bowling scores as well.
Deidre peered around under the high table. "I don't see your bowling ball, Zoe. Where is it?"
"We are not ending up bowling tonight," Zoe said firmly, with what was probably a gleam in her eye, though it was hard to tell. "Tonight is going to be epic!"
There was definitely an anticipatory note in her voice. I sensed she had plans to provoke Gwen herself. I could absolutely live with that.
A second round of shots later, and Gwen and I hit the floor to dance. We had actually practiced a little during the week, and threw ourselves into the craziest moves we thought we could pull off. I spun her a lot, especially at first, but the new dress turned out not to flare as fully as the white dress. I was unable, therefore, to flash my gal's naked nethers to the whole club, who would have been unable to make them out in the darkness anyway. It was a massive bummer.
We shifted to a series of passes, turns, and clinches, and that was much better. The energy in the club was high, even this early in the evening, and despite how energetic Gwen and I were being, I doubted people were paying any particular attention to us. The only people who were likely watching closely were Sammy, Zoe, and Deidre, back at our table. We knew they had not gone off on their own to dance yet, so we knew that while we could not see them back there from out here on the floor, they could certainly see us.
Gwen did not once start grinding on me, or I on her. But we had an absolute blast trying various ways to run our hands all over each other, right out in the open, without being noticed.
She had the harder time. My pants were a nondescript light gray, but there were enough white threads in the weave to make them still glow pretty brightly in the UV light bathing us. Gwen's hands must have looked like obvious dark silhouettes whenever she grabbed my ass. But she swiftly got the hang of giving my junk a good squeeze that wasn't obvious unless you were looking closely, every time I led her through certain passes, clinches, or turns. Of course, that meant I was calling for those maneuvers almost exclusively by the time we were done.
My hands were quite obviously on her ass often, and were practically bathed in the glow of the pink fabric, but hey, there were lots of guys' hands on their dance partners asses out there.
My greater difficulty was in getting much of a feel of Gwen's tits. I hadn't usually tried to feel them up in public much in the past, but I was determined to do so tonight, and likely going forward.
But my hands would have stood out like mad if I put them over the pink of that dress. It would have been obvious. I felt like that might have caused a bit of a scene.
At least this early in the evening.
But here's the thing about a dress that low-cut. There are lots of ways to get your hands under the fabric of the dress.
When I figured out a few moves that let me casually slip my hands completely inside the cleavage, get a good feel, and then withdraw, all without being obvious about it, I really leaned into those moves.
No one around us so much as batted an eye.
After the fifth song, I blew out a breath as Gwen came to a simultaneous halt. "I need another shot and a bottle of water, not in that order," I said.
"Deal," Gwen said, giving me a flushed smile and heading back to our table.
All three of our friends were still there, staring at us. My subtle moves had clearly not been missed by them.
"Damn, bro," Sammy said, pouring a round of shots for all. "Dial it back a little. You guys have been making it an early night of it lately anyway, but you were looking like you were ready to drag Gwen home and get busy already!"
Zoe slammed back her shot and giggled, "Who says they have to go home to get busy?"
Deidre shoved her, but not in disapproval. I noted that the level in the bottle indicated that the three of them had done at least one more shot amongst themselves while Gwen and I had been out provoking them.
"It is almost dark enough in here," Sammy agreed.
"Almost?" Deidre laughed. "Come on, Sammy! You really didn't notice?"
"Huh?"
I rolled my eyes, but this was too entertaining to cut off.
"Remember last time here? When you came back by the table and thanked Gwen for all the 'advertising' she gave you out on the dance floor?" Deidre asked. Sammy started to nod, and she pounced. "Carl was outright fucking her right at the table at that very moment, while she was talking to you!"
"Ha! Pull the other one, Dee," Sammy snorted. "You two were standing right next to 'em."
"I know," said Zoe in a husky voice. I felt a hand brush over the front of my pants and the still quite tumescent bulge therein. "It was so fucking hot." The hand had not been Gwen's!
How provoked did we have Zoe?
Sammy looked at me, eager to share the joke.
I just stared back at him blandly. "Dude. I told you I enjoyed it when you danced with Gwen like that."
Sammy still didn't believe it. I mean, he certainly did, but his brain wasn't going to admit it. "Well, regardless of whatever nutso shit that is going to allegedly happen tonight, I want my advertising! Let's dance, Gwen," he said, and tugged at my lady's hand. She shot me a challenging look over her shoulder as they headed for the floor. I watched them go, feeling a little preemptively provoked.
"Guard the bottle, Zoe," Deidre sang, grabbing my hand. "I'm not going last tonight!" With an outraged bark from Zoe, Deidre yanked me after her toward the dance floor.
We laughed as we took up position almost next to Sammy and Gwen, which was just perfect as far as I was concerned. I was glad to have a front row seat as I watched how much Gwen could convince my buddy to try. As for Deidre, I was decidedly uncertain which of us would be trying to convince the other.
Dee's dress was not a sausage casing like the last one she had worn here at Vein, but it was better. It was lime green and hugged her slender body gently while covering very little of it. The top was held up with spaghetti straps, and there were huge cutouts on either side of her waist. Best of all, it was as short as the Gettysburg Address. It had a beaded fringe that didn't glow, overlaying the dress below the waist, but that just made the fabric beneath seem to peek through more dramatically.
And I doubted that I would need to do much convincing, if any at all, to get Deidre to help me provoke Gwen, because Dee's nipples were tenting that dress like mad.
"That's a nice, demure outfit," I said to Deidre, again glad that Vein was never too loud.
"Demure?" she scoffed.
"Yeah," I said seriously. "For a stripper gown," I added with a mocking grin.
She shot a glare at an oblivious Gwen. "She told you?"
"Told me what?"
"This is a stripper dress."
"What?"
"When we went shopping, Gwen and Zoe found good stuff at the mall, but I struck out. So Gwen conned us into going to that place, Skinz Exotique, the one out on Industrial. You know it?"
I knew it. The window displays were a menace to vehicular traffic. "Seriously?" I asked.
Deidre just spun around for me. "It was hard to find even this one that covered enough for me to dare to wear it," she said, leaning against me now. Her modest breasts, not covered by much, pressed against my chest. I reached out and grabbed her lower back... upper ass really, and pulled her in to press against my up and coming hard-on. "I tried to chicken out on even this one, but Gwen was insistent."
Thank you, my beautiful woman.



I looked over at said beautiful woman, and saw that she was helping Sammy through some more basic dance moves, but also watching me press against Deidre. When our eyes met, and she saw I was paying attention, she let go of his hands and forgot about choreography. Instead, she turned away and began to drag her fantastic ass across the front of Sammy's trousers. She wasn't grinding on him, mind you. She was caressing him with a series of sweeping passes with her backside, each fleeting but firm.
Sammy had on salmon-colored slacks today that barely fluoresced at all, but with a green collared shirt that made up for the lack. The Calloway logo on the shirt subtly gave away that he was wearing a golf outfit again, but I figured that most of the women in the club, including our own circle, were too interested in what was inside the shirt to notice the logo embroidered on it.
But the pants were not as loose as he should have chosen, and my lady's sweeping caresses had him with a fully visible situation.
The sight of that, after Deidre's good work, finished off the work of hard-on construction for me. I smugly noted that my pants did a better job than Sammy's of not making it obvious.
Yes. That's the reason his bulge was more obvious than mine. It was the design of our respective pants. That is my story, and I'm sticking... oh, the hell with it.
I looked at Gwen, and she looked back. Game on.
"Gonna help me drive Gwen nuts tonight?" I asked Deidre, my lips brushing her ear.
"How nuts?" Deidre asked. Her voice was hesitant, her body, less so.
"Desperately."
She looked at Sammy, holding Gwen. "You sure we should do that?" Deidre asked, still cautious. "Are you guys having trouble?" she added, suddenly very serious.
"Absolutely not," I whispered in her ear again, my lips brushing the lobe a little more firmly. "Nothing you do could make us have any difficulty," I went on with a bedrock certainty I absolutely felt.
"Jesus," Deidre sighed. Then she spun in my arms and pressed back on me, her own version of a fantastic ass pressing firmly on my bulge. "You know, I obviously always thought you were a good-looking guy, Carl. But from the second you met us, Gwen had a hold on you like a vise, so I never much let you appeal to me." She sighed and let her hand brush back behind her to my gyrating hip. "Why do you have me so horny all of a sudden?"
"First off, she still has a hold like a vise on me," I said, pushing my cock hard against her tight ass. "We have recently discovered that provocative behavior on our parts just tightens that grip. As for why you are horny for me... I don't know." Then I added with a vocal leer, "But I will take it."
"What does that mean?"
"Damned if I know," I said gaily and pulled her even tighter against my crotch.
She rode with it.
Meanwhile, Gwen was riding Sammy. Literally. As in, she was back to her move from last time with her arms behind his neck, and her legs wrapping around his waist. She was pulled up high on him now, with her cleavage just inches from Sammy's downturned face. Sammy had clearly lost his inhibitions enough, even with me right there, to strain his face downward, trying to bury it in her chest.
She wasn't letting him, but I wasn't sure if she was staying just out of reach to torture him or to torture me. It damned sure wasn't because she didn't want his face all the way between her tits.
Deidre pulled away and turned around to face me, shaking her... everything. Well, she wasn't facing me--her body was. Her face was turned like mine toward Gwen and Sammy, a little disbelieving. But she did let one of those spaghetti straps slip off her shoulder. Deidre may have been the least generously endowed of all the women in our... crazosphere, but what she had was damned tantalizing when nearly freed.
Still...
Gwen sagged back down on Sammy, taking the deep cleavage in her dress far enough from his face to break his fixation... momentarily. I realized though, that she had sagged enough to press her pussy directly on Sammy's groin, and she was rocking herself slowly, in time with the underbeat of the music.
Sammy's fixation returned rather fully.
Deidre looked back and forth from them to me. "You guys are nuts."
"Indubitably," I grinned. "I'm thirsty. Let's go back to the table," I added, leading Dee off the dance floor. I rapidly positioned myself behind the table for the best view, and Gwen hopped off of Sammy almost before I got back to watch, and they rejoined us at the table.
Zoe was beside herself and insisted on another round of shots. With a clink and a tap, we all downed another ounce in unison.
Sammy grabbed a fresh water bottle and killed half of it in one pull. "Ahh! Needed both of those. I think I'm off to see what's up," he said, and left the table. It was his usual line when he took off for the first time to troll for women of high caliber but low morals, but this time he sounded more like he was talking to himself instead of us.
"He'll be back soon," snorted Zoe. "No way he finds anyone more interesting than present company here this evening," she said, looking at Gwen and me... and Deidre and even herself.
"Yeah, not unless he finds some chick ready to kneel down in the dark and suck his cock right here," Deidre laughed.
"Hmmm," Gwen said speculatively. Both girls stared at her, mouths open at that.
"You are..." Zoe started, then shut up and blushed, grabbing a water bottle herself.
We all did. We were thirsty.
We hung out, but the shenanigans on the dance floor, some of which were quality efforts, were failing to hold our attention this night.
"I haven't danced yet," an itchy Zoe announced. "I think I need a turn, Carl," she added, clearly goading herself to get into the spirit of this crazy evening.
"A turn doing what?" Gwen asked suggestively, hanging off my shoulder like some glorious ornament.
"A turn dan..." Zoe said before trailing off with an open-mouthed stare at Gwen. She clearly was remembering Gwen's remark about her maybe going next while Gwen and I were fucking behind the table. At the time, I had wondered if Gwen was serious. I don't know if she was serious then, but after she egged me on to bone Cathy the prior week, I was certain she was serious now.
Fucking Zoe would be... awesome. I'll admit it. It was not like I'd been lusting after her in some unrequited fashion. I did not feel a need to fuck her, even now. But I would have been ready to. Zoe was hot. Zoe was cool. And I already knew Zoe was, um, responsive.
But I was not sure it was going to happen. Zoe suddenly looked more like a deer in the headlights than someone who'd been hot to trot all night before now. I wasn't sure if she was terrified of the circumstances or of Gwen, but while she was clearly tempted, she was scared of something. I just shrugged at her and smiled calmly. Maybe a little welcomingly.
"Zoe..." Deidre hissed. "You might want to say yes," she said breathily. Deidre liked watching, huh?
"I..." Zoe struggled.
"Because if you don't do it pretty much right now, I'm gonna ask for your turn," Dee added. She shot a look at me that echoed her thirstiest out on the dance floor.
"Wow! Um..." Zoe goggled at her.
Deidre instead of Zoe? My thinking remained the same. And it was damned flattering to have someone express such active interest, after all.
Deidre stopped looking at me and stared at Gwen instead. My love grinned.
She was standing on my left, between me and Zoe. Deidre was on my right. Gwen pushed me gently back from the table, back against the invisible wall, and slid over to Deidre's side. Her hand massaged my package comprehensively as she moved in front of me. With a smirk, Gwen pushed our friend to move into the space in front of me.
Dee pounced into the space, as if afraid Zoe was going to take it. She shared one final glance with Gwen, then shot a broad, nervous smile over her shoulder at me. "This is nuts," she muttered as she braced her arms straight on the table and grabbed a bottle of water as if she was watching the dance floor.
But she pushed her ass back against me.
Gwen snuggled in against me on my right, as if we were huddling to talk.
"We are gonna get banned," Zoe moaned.
"Not if you move back in like last time and shield any possible view on your side," Gwen said reassuringly. But she was nervous too. In a fun way.
Zoe shook her head, but moved up next to me again, like before. But she kept her head turned toward us and down to see...
I knew Gwen wanted me to do this. I knew my friend was comparatively out of nowhere eager for me to fuck her, but how does one start this? How does one start fucking a friend you've never done anything intimate with, in the middle of a nightclub, next to your mate, when no one has actually said explicitly that we were going to fuck?
You did it, I supposed, by doing it.
I reached out and grabbed Deidre's ass in the short dancer's dress. Yesss. Keeping my hands from trembling by a feat of will, I pushed the negligible skirt up to her waist. Given the nature of her dress, I was surprised to discover that her panties were not a g-string, or even just a thong. The panties were sheer, and in no way covered all the lovely ass in front of me anyway, but they were more than a string in back.
I caressed Deidre's backside. It was different from my love's, bubblier and a little larger, but almost equally sweet. This was a high bar, given the way her ass was Gwen's killer feature. I gave the backside in my grip a squeeze, but did not tarry long appreciating its form. I was going to do this by doing it, right?
I tucked my fingers under the waistband in back and started to tug, but Deidre gasped, "Stop!"
I yanked away my fingers.
Guardrails. No and Stop were to be obeyed instantly.
"Don't," Dee continued breathlessly. "They're crotchless."
Well, well, well...
"Naughty girl," I murmured, resuming massaging her ass.
"It was her idea," Dee muttered defensively, jerking her head at my smugly smiling plotter. She stared at Gwen in a mixture of accusation and thanks. "Didn't think she was planning this, though."
"I didn't plan anything," Gwen replied easily. "But you know I like to prepare for contingencies."
"Ohhhh..." Zoe moaned, and I could feel her thighs rubbing together.
What had my wife manipulated Zoe into doing underwear-wise? I shrugged inwardly, realizing that if this went the same way as last time, I would have the opportunity in a minute to find out.
I slid a hand down between Deidre's legs and found that, indeed, these panties, whatever color they were, were equipped with a wonderful gateway. I massaged her sex and found it already steaming. A flick of my finger across her clit, and Deidre moaned.
So much for needing advance work!
I kept massaging her, though, and I reached for my zipper to tug it down. I gave some brief thanks that I did not have to contend with underwear. Gwen usually gives me shit if I try to go commando somewhere, but she had happily watched today as I had pulled on my pants while bare-assed.
Preparations.
Gwen purred and Zoe moaned again as my very eager cock slid out into their straining vision. Both were staring down hard at my dick as I rubbed its tip over Dee's ass.
"Deidre," I said quietly. "Keep an eye out, they are keeping their eyes elsewhere," I explained as I guided my helmet lower down her crack.
"I wonder," she gasped nervously, "where that could be?" But she did lift her head and look around.
It was mostly unnecessary. At Vein, people did not check out the adjacent tables. It was just too dark to see anything... which was the point of our exercise. The only worry would be a waitress coming to our table. But despite doing bottle service two visits in a row, we had never seen a server come to our table unbeckoned.
Maybe that was a policy for a reason.
I dipped my cock down under Deidre, and pressed the tip against her opening. She moaned and pushed back against me, forcing my cock between her labia. I pressed slowly into her, and her moan turned to a sigh. I quivered in delight as I sank into her very ready flesh.
Zoe meeped at the sight. I turned a bit toward Gwen and, even in the near blackness, I could see she was most righteously provoked.
I withdrew a bit and started sliding into Dee repeatedly, holding my movements to a slow ride. If I were going to risk getting us all banned, I was by God going to enjoy this to the fullest! And enjoy it I did, almost as much as my cock itself, which was practically giddy with another new place to visit.
My shaft stroked in and out, nerve endings shrieking from the first thrust. Deidre's cavity clutched at me as I passed in and out. Both of us trembled as I slowly pumped.
Zoe finally jerked her head up and took up her lookout duties with Gwen, snuggling against me and Deidre now almost as hard as my lady, each also blocking any already impossible sightline from the sides.
Well, if the ladies were going to be so close, I supposed I should entertain them.
I was not nearly so hesitant this time around in grasping their asses, and I was even less so about moving my fingers lower, savoring the feel of the lovely cheeks to either side of me for no more than five or six deliciously slow penetrations of the girl I was fucking before moving down between the legs of the women bracketing me.
Gwen murmured her approval, and I felt her bunching up the back of her new dress for me. My fingers swiftly dove into the space between her legs that I already knew was innocent of panties.
My fingers on the other side tugged upward on Zoe's skirt as well, and I somehow managed to spare some desire to anticipate finding out what underwear naughtiness was going on there. I barely had a second to enjoy the brush of fingertips under the sweet bare undercurves of her ass before Zoe gasped and spun to face me, leaning back against the table and looking at me and the black wall.
No was no, I started to think, but it registered on me that Zoe was going exactly nowhere and was still pressed against me.
"Been there, done that," was all Zoe muttered, a little breathlessly.
I looked around and chanced four or five really hard, fast thrusts into Dee, who admirably kept the table from wobbling. Then I returned a scant majority of my attention to Zoe.
I could just slide my hand back under the front of her skirt, but I sensed she had something else in mind. I realized that she was leaning back hard against the table behind her. I then considered her clubbing outfit for the night. The skirt was, for Zoe at a club, modestly long, meaning it reached almost mid-thigh. But her top was a halter. Actually, it was more of a loose napkin wrapping around her front, hanging from a choker collar at her neck, and held in place by a mere string around her bare back.
The bottom hung free, flapping over a nice expanse of soft, bare belly...
I slid a finger deep into Gwen to make sure she was paying attention, and slid my other hand swiftly but unobtrusively up Zoe's tummy, and under the top to grasp and squeeze one helluva nice, generously sized tit.
The size aficionado in me reveled in sinking my fingers into that soft flesh, but the nipple aficionado in me was even happier as I circled and tweaked both extremely interested nipples.
"You don't want those fingers lower, Zoe?" Gwen asked casually.
"God, yes! Eventually," Zoe replied with equal aplomb. "I do like to get the girls some good tugging, though." I heard that, and tugged some more.
"Good, ah, point," Gwen replied as I slipped my finger from within her and circled her clit. I was not going to let my bodyguards go wanting in the orgasm department this time, I determined.
Do not for a moment believe that these two women, having a conversation in a tone that you'd expect from a discussion about Wendy's versus Five Guys, were distracting my efforts with Deidre. I remained happily sawing into her, shifting my hips here and there to see what made her quiver the most. I was spoilt by the fabulous tightness of Gwen's loving tunnel, but Deidre's channel left nothing to be desired either. I was on Cloud Nine.
But the three of them did consume all of my attention.
And now that our side party seemed to be alert again, Deidre had let her head droop to enjoy the ride. The sliding rush of nerve endings firing had us both ignoring the floor show out in the UV zone.
But Zoe was facing me.
And Gwen was being thoroughly provoked and thoroughly stimulated at the same time.
"Hey guys! None of you all want to be dancing right now?" asked Sammy, appearing like a ghost from the gloom. "Holy shit!" he exclaimed getting a look at us. "Holy shit!" he exclaimed again, thankfully quietly, as he worked out who was positioned where.
I realized that I was visibly, at least from as close as Sammy was, still rocking in and out of Deidre. Well, there was no point in stopping now...
"Oh, hey Sammy," Zoe said, casually looking over her shoulder at our friend. "How's the hunt going?" I squeezed her nipple as a reward for managing to keep her cool
That shocked a response out of Sammy. "No one really worth chasing yet. No one hotter than here," he added before gulping at those unwise words. I grinned at him and fucked Deidre a little faster. Just a little.
"I'm glad you're back," Gwen said. "Pour us all... oh wowwww... a shot, would you?" she went on, adding the moan to hang a lantern on what I was doing with her.
Sammy stared, registering how low my fingers were beneath her tilted ass. His eyes shot to Zoe, and while he couldn't tell where my hand was on her, he knew damn well it was on her somewhere. Wordlessly, he poured a round of shots.
Sammy, you need to get your shit together. Bottle service vodka is too expensive to splash on the table...
Sammy speechlessly handed out glasses, and we all toasted. As we thumped them on the tabletop, I thrust into Deidre as extravagantly as I dared, and then did it again as we slugged back the booze.
Sammy put down his glass nervelessly. "I, uh, think I'll go look around some more," he muttered and turned to make his escape.
"Sammy," Gwen called out to his back, with authority.
"Uh, yeah?" he said, obeying automatically. He looked at Gwen.
"If you must make yourself scarce, do not let it be for too long," she said heavily.
Sammy gulped, then staggered off.
"Oh God, it was worth getting caught," gasped Deidre. From the way her insides were clenching on me, I could tell that the visit had advanced things for her, not slowed them down.
I delved my fingers back deep into Gwen, but realized that I had not even begun to finger Zoe.
No girl left behind tonight!
I slid my hand purposefully down Zoe's belly and twitched up the front of her skirt. My fingers dove under, and she giggled a bit as she spread her thighs a bit to give me good access.
"Are you really going to fuck Sammy?" Deidre asked, turning her head just a bit to look at Gwen, who was leaning on the table beside her.
"Wow," Zoe gasped.
I reflected at the oddity that everybody seemed to think Gwen nailing Mr. Friendzone was somehow even crazier than the fact that my dick was currently sawing in and out of Deidre.
"I'm not sure," Gwen mused, as if idly. "Probably not tonight. It's been, um, is being done." I found myself reflecting excitedly that 'probably not tonight' was 90 miles of Autobahn from 'of course not.'
Still, was I not to be provoked?
"But I'm gonna need all of you to stick around for a while at least, to screen the fact that I'm going to try to be on my knees."
That's my girl. I gave her my best glare, and just hoped she could make it out in the gloom.
I also started fingering her harder. I assaulted Zoe's clit. And I really, really, indulged myself in Deidre's twat.



Dee moaned, then moaned again, still quiet enough to stay beneath the music. For once, I wished the music were as loud as in some other clubs.
Shit, Deidre was coming too soon. I didn't have Gwen or Zoe there yet. I made myself slow down. Deidre was less than on board with that, and twitched her ass against me hard. I stopped. She was going to have to deal with the delay.
"Carl," she almost snarled.
"Hang in there, Dee," I said calmly. "I've got two more to get caught up to you."
"Fuck," Deidre moaned. "Come on and come already, bitches!"
"What? Oh, no! I'm not..." Zoe objected. But she made no move to disengage from me or my questing fingers this time. Gwen just wiggled her hips some more, appreciatively.
I imagine it is rare as fuck to have the opportunity to compare clit sizes side by side with your fingers, but I was finding it interesting. Zoe's was quite a bit bigger than my love's, but both seemed to enjoy the same circling pattern.
A minute or so of that, and Gwen groaned, "Get back to fucking Dee, Carl. Or she's the one who'll be left behind. Oh, fuuuck..."
"Thank... God," Deidre gasped as I slammed into her again, not hard but swiftly.
"I can't fucking believe thiiiiiiiiis," Zoe grunted and I felt her let go. Her chest heaved, and I think she bit her tongue to keep from screaming too loudly.
Deidre felt it and crawled closer to the edge than she was before.
Gwen heard Zoe and joined in with her own ecstasy, shoving Deidre with her shoulder as she swallowed a gasp of pleasure.
Deidre suddenly spasmed around me, but she wasn't quite over the edge. "Fuck! Fuckfuckfuckfuck," she moaned, clamping down around me, hard. "Jizz me Carl, please! Give it to... meeeeee!" she finished as I found myself letting go. My cock throbbed and pulsed into our friend. For a moment, I felt like I'd drunk all the vodka missing from the bottle, not just my share, as my brain went woozy. In the best of ways.
Dee slammed her ass back against me and her hands bunched up the tablecloth as she came. She gasped deeply, but somehow kept her voice down. If others had heard that sound at full volume, we'd have had a crowd in moments, darkness or no.
My temporarily nerveless fingers slid from inside Gwen and Zoe, but I kept pressing into Deidre. It was really nice in there. And besides, she was obviously in no hurry for me to withdraw.
But then Zoe blew out a big breath and giggled, "I can't believe Carl just made all three of us come at once, Gwen!"
"He is most definitely a keeper," Gwen replied languidly, then looked over her shoulder at me as she brushed her dress back into place.
I slid backwards out of Deidre. I had something to do.
My explosive come had left my member blessedly relaxed, letting me easily tuck it away and zip up. I thought about finishing my current bottle of water, but discarded the idea for later.
Instead, I grabbed Gwen, pushed her back against the wall, and kissed the shit out of her. It was reciprocated more than hungrily. My hands grabbed her ass and indulged themselves. Gwen had her fingers in my hair, tugging gently, which is always a sign she is super horny. Good Lord, my lady was the best.
Honestly, had I been able to summon a hard-on at that moment, I'd have turned her back and bent her over the table right then...
"Jesus, you two," I heard Deidre exclaim behind me. The spell on Gwen and me broke or, more likely, went into abeyance. I turned, and Dee was staring at us, at me, with bright, slightly wild eyes. "I don't know which of you to thank," she muttered.
"Probably both," Gwen said drily.
Deidre just winked at her.
"Um, are you guys all right?" Zoe blurted out. She, too, was still shivering in the afterglow, but she had concern in her eyes as she looked at me and Gwen.
I hugged Gwen to my side and said reassuringly, "Better than ever, I think."
"I hope so," Zoe said, brightening but still dubious. "Because whatever you two are up to is the magilla of somethings new." Gwen just stared at her warmly, and Zoe relaxed visibly. She smiled broadly.
"You now really want your turn, don't you?" Gwen teased.
"Oh! I! Um..." Zoe blurted, obviously put on the spot. She took a deep breath. "Yeah. I really, really do," she admitted carefully. "I've always thought you were hot, Carl. But after what he just did to me with only a finger, I really want to get a chance," she confessed to Gwen.
Deidre laughed. "I want to thank you for hesitating when you had the first chance. But I'll bet if we wait a little, Carl could work you onto his dance card tonight."
"Not tonight," Gwen put in, sounding weirdly possessive, given the subject at hand. "The rest of Carl's efforts tonight are for me when we get home! I hope you guys didn't mind being my aphrodisiac! There will be other times, Zoe."
"Just don't hesitate," Deidre taunted.
"Yeah, but I just can't see it happening," Zoe said, her face falling. I found myself instantly disappointed at those words. "This was hot, but even this had me terrified the whole time. There is just no way I could actually fuck out in the open, even in a club like this!"
"She's got a point," I agreed. "I love clubbing with you guys, and have no desire to stop. But maybe once we are sober, we can all figure out some other way for us to get together outside the club and provoke each other."
I could see, even in the dark, that Zoe liked the idea. Even better, so did Deidre. Best of all, I got an approving squeeze from Gwen.
"So, since Zoe is safe from my ravishing rod of ruin, at least for tonight," I waggled my eyebrows uselessly at Zoe, "we can all enjoy ourselves and kill this bottle!"
Zoe and Deidre whooped at that and reached for their glasses.
"But," I continued, "while Gwen has been thoroughly provoked, I have not yet! Can y'all wait while I track down Sammy?"
"Sure," said Gwen, smirking at me. "Because you need your share, right?"
"In full," I responded firmly.
"What?" Deidre asked.
"Why don't you explain provocations while I track down the man?" I said. "I think we've been provoking them too, you know," I added, walking away.
I spotted Sammy without too much difficulty. It wasn't hard. Six and a third feet of panty-dropping goodness, in a glowing green shirt, remember?
I found him leaning at the bar, not hitting on anyone. I felt bad, we had thrown dude off his usual game.
"Where you been, man?" I asked. "We missed you. Come on back and hang."
"I'm working on a drink," Sammy said, indicating most of a glass of something brown on the rocks.
Sigh.
I picked up the glass and drank the whole thing. "There. You're done. Let's roll."
Bleah.
Fucking pure Captain Morgan. My stomach was going to hate all that sugar later.
"Carl, I do not believe what I saw," Sammy said, not moving.
"Look, I'm sorry we blew your mind," I said. "I am in no way sorry over what I was doing, though." He snorted at that. Good. "But it is tragically over, and I wanted to come drag you back. The girls want you back.Gwen wants you to come back."
"Oh wow. Does she, um, want to advertise me some more?" Sammy asked skittishly.
"You don't like being advertised?"
"I like it a little too much, regardless of the success of the campaign. That's the problem," my friend said.
"Sammy..."
"I'm not doing shit to hurt... anybody," Sammy said mulishly.
I hugged him. I just wanted to. Dude is a prince. But he was shocked to be hugged.
So next, I shoved him.
"Look, Samuel," I said. He hates his real name. "I tried to tell you about this before, so we would not be having this conversation now. You need to understand a few things. First and foremost, Gwen is mine. Mine forever and ever, amen."
"Exactly..."
"I am not done. Guess what? Turns out, Gwen also free-range. You may have very extremely recently noticed that, turns out, I am too," I snapped. "As long as I know about things, and don't object, she is free to have her fun, and drive me insane in a good way. If there happens to be something that she wants to do, and you are down, Have. Fun."
He stared at me, so I just tugged him toward the table.
"So are you just off your game, or are the pickings here tonight just that limited?" I asked, as if I was not almost dragging the guy along.
"What? Um, yeah," he said, the distraction actually getting him moving better. "You get a dry hole every once in a while," he shrugged, almost back on his equilibrium.
"Such a shame," I murmured.
All three women were still in back of the table, Gwen in the middle against the wall. Zoe saw us, looked around wildly, then moved out to let me lead Sammy behind the table. I passed Gwen, whispering, "You may need to be a little direct. He's skittish about upsetting things. It's sweet."
When I passed right by Gwen, Sammy, puzzled, moved to follow me, but Gwen stepped back in his way. He sort of recoiled, but Zoe, remarkably, had moved back in behind him.
"Pour us a round, babe," Gwen told me. I did, handing out full measures to all and sundry. We did the wordless toast, and slugged them back, Sammy most enthusiastically of all.
I leaned on the table from the front and observed, "Sammy says there are no hot, available women here this evening."
"Oh, poor baby!" Gwen said, shoving Sammy's shoulder gently, in exactly the sort of way she'd been doing for years, whenever she was giving him a hard time. "You are having no fun at all tonight?"
"He says it's a dry hole," I observed. Sammy looked at me like I was Satan incarnate. I smiled back, appropriately evilly.
"Oh, a dry hole is the worst," Gwen observed, suddenly not at all in the usual tone she used with Sammy. She stretched up to whisper in his ear, but I've always been able to read her lips. "I do not have a dry hole."
I was starting to really enjoy Sammy wanting to panic. But also finally wanting to lean into this. Gwen is hot. Sammy has eyes. But he was too fucking loyal a friend, God bless him. I smiled as I realized that he was hesitant not just because he was so loyal a friend to me, but to Gwen too!
This was going to be good. I wasn't sure which the next few minutes were going to be more, hilarious or provocative. Sammy stared at her, and I could see his hormones beating his nobility to death right in front of me. "Gwen, I... I... I can't just..."
"Easy, Sammy," my love crooned. "We've already had a fucking here tonight. I'd hate to copycat." Deidre about plotzed.
Sammy visibly relaxed. Idiot.
"But I really, really am dying to play with that cock I've felt the last few times we danced," Gwen went on relentlessly. "How about you stand right there, and let me suck it dry?"
I honestly expected to see some sort of poo plop to the floor between Deidre's legs, right through those crotchless panties.
But Sammy made a last effort, despite the fact that, leaning over the table as I was, in the nearly pitch black, I could actually see he was already tenting those too-tight slacks again. "Dude, I really don't want to... No! That's not what I meant!" he quickly interrupted himself as he must have felt Gwen bristle. "I mean, um, you guys are important to me..."
"Sammy," I growled. "Do me a favor, and quit fucking worrying about something that I'm right here and not complaining about! Have a good time!"
He grinned, just momentarily.
Got him.
Zoe saw it too and slid around the table, risking giving him an avenue to bolt. She whispered in my ear. "I don't know if you are a saint or a psycho, but if I know Sammy, you are insisting he do something he's wished he could for years."
"Saint or? Embrace the healing power of And," I snorted. "Now get back and hide any open sight lines."
"You don't want to go back there?"
"Probably at some point," I shrugged. "But I'll wait until Sammy is way too enthused to freak out again. I'll bet you'll prefer the view anyway."
"Yeah. You might not like that view at all," Zoe said, a little forebodingly. "He's got a really, really nice cock."
"Another win for the love of my life," I shrugged. Zoe stared at me, but she slid back around.
A quick look around satisfied Gwen, and my lady sank down to her knees behind the table, as casually as if she were picking up a cocktail napkin.
"Here?" gasped Sammy, as if he had not lived the last hour already.
But I saw the tablecloth tug, and then Sammy get dragged around almost right up against the hightop to face the club as a whole... and me.
I just grinned.
I noticed that both Deidre and Zoe were paying extremely close attention, despite having both seen it before. Dude must be fucking hung.
I honestly think Sammy was convinced he was nobly holding out until suddenly his eyes fluttered shut and he moaned helplessly.
Gwen can make a guy feel helpless.
Yeah. Sammy had his dick in my woman's mouth. Possibly deep in there to see the look on his face.
Uh-huh. I was provoked. I need to get my dick back in my wife urgently, like Odysseus needed to get back to his palace. But I had to wait. This was awesome.
Something made me look down, and I saw the soles of Gwen's dancing shoes peeking out from the tablecloth. It was crazy dark, as always, but if someone could see anything out of the ordinary in here, it would be too lightly scuffed, beige triangles down at floor-level, where the fiberoptic pin lights were.
I grinned and kicked Gwen's toes. They drew back swiftly, and I saw Sammy shuffle back a step.
Okay, I had to take a look.
I moved around behind Zoe, who was paying wrapt attention to what was happening. So wrapt was she, I doubt she quite noticed herself how she backed her ass back into my crotch.
Gwen was almost entirely hidden under the table, only her lovely face was visible to me, her lips sliding down Sammy's cock and back up. Even in the gloom, I could see that she was totally having fun.
She must have sensed that I had moved around to see, because she slid all of Sammy out of her mouth, and licked his cock theatrically.
That really was a fucking living stereotype right there. I felt even more provoked. Not jealous, much. Maybe of his cock, though certainly not where it was. And I was utterly un-threatened. But totally provoked.
I pulled back to the side of the table and leaned on it so I could keep Sammy's upper half and the dance floor both in sight. Damned if Zoe didn't move with me, keeping her ass brushing my bulge. She might not let me stick it in her, at least here in the club, but Zoe was enjoying the touch.
And damned if I didn't see Gwen noticing what Zoe did out of the corner of her eye.
"Don't need to see that thing?" Deidre asked me, half teasing, half concerned, as I moved back..
"I'd be fascinated to watch Gwen suck Sammy's cock," I said back honestly. "But since I can barely see Gwen, I'm less interested in just seeing Sammy get his cock sucked." I looked around. "I'll keep a lookout. You can go back to watching Sammy's dick."
Deidre snorted, then said, "Thank you," and went back to staring at Sammy get his... that dick sucked.
Zoe was similarly useless at defense, other than as a sightline blocker. Not that I was really needed as a lookout. Sammy was frantically looking everywhere, as if he expected Joe Buck to pop up with a microphone and start doing a play-by-play over the club's sound system. I might have been lookout, but I realized that I kind of wanted to be ready to slide back around to the back of our space again, once I saw Sammy start to lose his battle against Gwen's assault. She can blitzkrieg when she wants to.
And so, in my musings, I almost missed a waitress heading right for our table!
A server! A server?
In all the times we had come to Vein, not once had a server approached our table unbidden. It was simply not a thing, even when getting bottle service.
But no, this Employee of the Month candidate was bearing down on us with a fresh tray of mixers for our bottle!
I barely had time to step in front of the table and extend my hands for the tray. "Hey, there!" I said excitedly. "Thanks! We appreciate it." I felt I had to encourage her, despite the potential disaster she represented. Proactive customer service was something I really wanted to encourage for future visits.
If we didn't get banned in the next 30 seconds...
"Sure!" she chirped. She leaned around me and waved at everyone. I checked with my heart in my throat, but no, from her angle, she could not see the bobbing head of the fifth member of our party. But then she leaned forward around me and peered at our bottle in the gloom. "You have done a job on that Belvedere. Can I get you guys another?"
"Um, sure!" I said desperately. "Just a 750 this time, though."
"Aw! Party-pooper," the server twinkled and made off.
Sammy gasped in relief, like someone who had just narrowly missed being hit by a train. But almost immediately after that, he almost spasmed. The next thing I knew, his eyes were closed and his head rocking back. His hands were suddenly in Gwen's hair, atop her head. My woman's hair. Very provocative.
Gwen could deep throat me, when she wanted to. Was she trying to do that with Sammy?
Was she succeeding?
From the looks on Deidre and Zoe's faces, possibly.
But Zoe shook her head and hissed at me. "Are you nuts? She'll just be back here in a few minutes!"
"She's a go-getter," I replied firmly. "She either wants more drink orders, or she will keep coming back to harass us into giving up her table."
"Oh, God," Sammy gasped. I realized that it was time to slide back around, but I passed, just watching Sammy's face and enjoying what my lady was doing to his... brain. His head and then his body jerked. He moaned again, and I saw him almost lose his knees. He could not breathe for a moment. He stood there, his body spasming for a moment, then he stumbled back a few steps.
Deidre and Zoe both stepped closer to shield his wilting cock from view until he could work it back into his open pants. They faced toward him, rather than away, which ruined the effect a bit.
Gwen rose like Venus from the waves, a crumpled cocktail napkin in her hand, as if she had just bent down to retrieve it. She looked at me and winked evilly. But she also looked excited as hell. She had loved that. Fair. I had too, in, I am quite sure, different ways.
"Fuck! Now I wish she'd get back here faster," Zoe grumbled when she started to pour us another round of shots. "We need that next bottle."
------------
My couple are pretty much there, I guess. I have one more chapter written, and will post it soon. But while I have more entries outlined, it remains to be seen whether I will write any of them, at least in the near term. In the meantime, stand by for the next chapter, and let me know how it is going.
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Provocation - Seven
------------
And then, without prior discussion, all the provocation stopped.
There was no discussion between me and Gwen, or between either of us and any of our friends. We sought no cessation of events. But there was no more provocation.
In the case of Cathy and Ron, it seemed completely natural. We did not get together with them every week anyway. We had always had things we liked to do on our own, as did they. And for about a month, either one household or the other had advance plans, or just had an opportunity come up, to do those things. Gwen and I had tickets to an Avril Lavigne concert. Ron and Cathy went to a play in Los Angeles. Another weekend, they went to Disneyland, because they were pass-holders now and Ron needed a Tron fix.
We all talked over that period, of course, just like we always had. Ron and I mostly texted, while Cathy and Gwen mostly talked on the phone. Among the things we talked about were general plans about what we might do when we could all hang out together next. But even most of those potential ideas did not lend themselves to any full-contact provocation opportunities.
Gwen and I, again by unspoken agreement, clearly did not want to transition Ron and Cathy from friends to fuckbuddies. We wanted them to be friends and fuckbuddies, in that order. It was nice that the two of them seemed to be on a similar page.
The situation with Sammy, Zoe, and Deidre was different. We were still clubbing with them nearly every week. But we stayed away from Vein. This was nothing unremarkable. We seldom went to any one place regularly, so going to any single club two times in three weeks had been a major outlier. And while we stayed away from any more lame choices like the Yardbirds disaster, there were certainly no opportunities for any of full-contact provocation at any venue either. We all still danced with everybody, like we had for years, but the provocation even backed off there, too.
It was clear that Gwen and I were just as committed here to friends before fuckbuddies.
But neither was there any discussion, nor even sensation, that we were done with provocations, either.
Some of our lack of motivation might have come from the fact that Gwen and I remained full-time horny for each other. And while the horniness might have dropped off slightly, soon after the provocations went on hiatus, the level kept pretty steady after that.
I was getting my dick sucked a lot, is what I'm saying. Among other activities.
But there were signs that the provocations were not gone forever.
Gwen flirted with our server one night at a restaurant that was new to us. He was flirt-worthy, even if he had to be five years younger than my lady. He was also clearly used to being flirted with, and delicately flirting back, while at work. Even, deniably, in front of boyfriends and husbands. But he clearly recognized that Gwen was a big cut above his usual flirting opportunities. I could tell she was loving dicking with him.
I loved it too, all while trying to let Gwen know I was provoked, without scaring off the kid.
Of course, she wasn't going anywhere with it. But she did watch him very appreciatively as he walked away.
"Feeling provocative?" I asked, almost academically.
Gwen twisted her lips in a wry smile. "Honestly? Not right now. But you caught me musing on the subject... Let's say I was thinking that if provocation were on the table, he'd be fun for the provoking part. While we were talking just now, I kind of considered that his face would feel great between my legs." She looked down for a moment. Then she looked back up at me. "Is that a bad thing?" she asked in a voice that held no fear, but considerable curiosity.
"No," I answered simply, and without having to think. I grinned. "And whatever you just said about provocation not being on the table, you sure as shit just provoked me!"
She grinned back. "Mission accomplished, then. But if so, do we actually need to do anything beyond that? Any of the actual provocation, if you will?"
This was turning into a conversation... Good? I liked the fact that we had successfully gotten this far with a minimum of negotiation, and mostly just unspoken accord.
"I don't think we need any provocation," I said. "We aren't doing this because we need to. If we needed it, we ought to damn well find another way."
She nodded along like I had said something along the lines of, 'Saturday Night Live used to be funny, but isn't any more.' Something obvious.
"But we have fun with it," I went on. "So, I'm not inclined to hold back, when the mood strikes."
"Yeah. But..." Gwen paused. "I only thought to talk about it because it made me think of some guardrail issues."
I leaned in more eagerly. Guardrails were good to talk about.
"I love having fun with our current group of co-provocateurs," she went on slowly.
"But we don't want to let that fun become the reason for our friendship," I finished for her.
"Exactly," Gwen said. Neither of us had to say that that meant that we would want to find a way to provoke each other with other, new co-provocateurs. "So why was I feeling uncertain about, um, evaluating our waiter for how he'd be at helping me provoke you?" she asked, after looking around to ensure said waiter was not somewhere nearby.
"And by evaluating, you mean fantasizing about his face between your legs?" I grinned easily.
She blushed.
"Don't be ashamed," I snorted. We were well past that!
"I wasn't feeling ashamed," Gwen said, intentionally brazenly. "I was considering, the facts that we are in public, and he sort of works for us at the moment aside, that there isn't anyone around for you to provoke me with in turn." I found myself looking around the place before I caught myself. Then I looked around some more, anyway. "I mean, the wine steward is cute," Gwen went on, "but she is hardly all that."
I am enough of a pig that I curled my lip at the idea. I mean, sweet woman, and she had suggested a pretty banging bottle for dinner, but she did not float my boat.
"See?" Gwen said, letting just a trace of smugness enter her consciousness at just how sexy she knew she was. But then her face went back to inquiring. "But let's say some time in the future, the circumstances are right, and I have the opportunity to have some fun driving you nuts, but there is no one in the picture for you to do the same to me with. Is that going to work? Or do we need a guardrail there? Let's not kid ourselves that there is no selfishness in what we have started doing to each other. Right?"
I let that question marinate for a while. It deserved it.
"Actually, I don't think that is right," I thought out loud. "It's damn sure not selfless, but I don't think selfish is the right word. Self-indulgent?"
"I like that," Gwen laughed easily. "It feels better, but also rings true. That said, do I feel bad about speculating on the flavor of our server's jizz, when you have no concurrent opportunity?"
"I hope you don't," I laughed. "Because there were no handsome dudes around when we were looking at that couch last Saturday, and I was speculating about how the back of the thing was the perfect height to bend Tiffany, our salesgirl, over the back of it and ride her like a pony."
"Oh ho!" Gwen scoffed. "You remember her name!"
"I have no idea what her name is," I bragged. "I just made one up to add to the provocation!" I am not good with names, and Gwen often gives me a hard time about it.
She gave me the stink-eye, then teased, "You can dream on there all you want, lover! I hate to break it to you, but she was more into me than you."
"No!"
"Yes."
"Now I am seriously provoked," I laughed in all seriousness.
"Dream on even harder," Gwen leered at me. "You know I don't swing that way. Even if she really was pretty hot..." she trailed off in pretend consideration.
Thank you for that, my love. I was going to be provoked by the thought either way, so it was nice of her to lean into it.
We had some more excellent wine and drank each other in as well.
"So what's the guardrail then?" I asked at last. "Now active provocations unless it feels like things can go both ways?"
Gwen considered for a moment. "That would be fine, but unnecessary, I think. Honestly, an actual opportunity for just one of us hasn't actually presented itself, has it? If it was really good, I'd say we should be open to going for it. Whichever of us it is."
"Okay," I nodded. "Do we have to be there?" I asked, feeling for the answer.
"Hmmmm," Gwen grimaced. "I kind of feel that could be difficult a lot of the time." She pursed her lips. "Let's say that as long as I get to be around to see it coming, then hear all about it afterward? I'll still have the need to suck your kidneys out through your dong."
"God, I love you," I smirked. "To be clear, I'd rather watch, both because it is hot as fuck, and because I adore watching you had fun with abandon. But I don't have to either."
"One guardrail more," Gwen said, holding up a finger. "If one of us starts finding opportunities like we are discussing, the other damn well needs to step up and do it too!"
"What?" I laughed.
"If I find a way or two to drive you nuts on my lonesome," she growled at me, "I am not having you throw it back in my face the next time we get into an argument over weeding the flower beds!"
It was a joke, but it was serious. This was great. And it was good. But it was important that things didn't ever start spilling over...
And seriously, such opportunities were not ever going to be plentiful, were they?
Overall, it was a period largely devoid of random hot women to interact with in our time out and around town, aside from the aforementioned furniture salesgirl. Thus, I mostly had no opportunities for provoking Gwen in turn, not even when out clubbing, except a few moments with Zoe whenever her inebriation got the better of her out on the dance floor.
We settled into a nice, new normal. But the subtext remained for my lady and me. We didn't talk about it out loud much, but I began to notice that our playing around the edges in conversations was getting more open.
Sammy and I retained control over our choice in Saturday night clubs for a whole three weeks after the Yardbirds fiasco, before Zoe and Deidre just took back over as if they had never made a mistake. They did so by cleverly suggesting a new club called Zephyr that had good buzz, and doing so before Sammy and I could do the same.
It was a great place. The noise level was just barely low enough to keep the noise nazi in my Apple watch from nagging me. It was actually possible to get a decent cocktail. And the floor show from our fellow patrons was top-notch, both in how good-looking many of them were, and in how jiggy they were getting with it...
Gwen and I had not punched out early in a good while, and tonight was no exception. We had danced more than usual so far, both with each other and with our friends. I had even found myself dancing briefly with some random girl with provocative-level good looks when I went to the bar for more shots. I was thirsty, but made sure to dance long enough to sense glittering eyes from our table before I slid away on my mission.
I returned with the shots and whispered in Gwen's ear. "Not as fun when we don't know the other person," I observed.
She pursed her lips for a moment. "I think you are right. Still fun, mind you, just not nearly as fun."
That was about as in-depth a discussion as we had had at any point.
After we slammed down the Lemon Drops, Zoe grabbed my arm. "Let's dance some more, Carl," she said, dragging me from my seat and toward the floor. I heard Gwen's laugh behind me.
Zoe and I started moving on the dance floor in the usual fun-sexy way that had characterized our dancing for most of the time we knew each other. But after a song or two like that, I suddenly found myself being wordlessly invited to inspect the two extra buttons on her top that she had unfastened some time shortly before she asked me to dance again.
Zoe really has nice tits, and suddenly she was altering her moves to make them dance even more than she was. And I was being invited to inspect their dancing closely.
After a quick look at our table to ensure my lady was watching, which, of course, she was, I let myself bend over, boogieing for a bit with my face at her chest level. This was what is known as Very Nice.
It became much nicer when Zoe stepped a pace closer to me, leaving my face literally buried in her cleavage, and she kept a hand on the back of my head as I received a swift but damn nice outright motorboating on the dance floor! There was a woot or catcall or two from other dancers, but not many. As I said, there were plenty of other shenanigans going on out there in the crowd.
I happily moved my feet and left my face right where it was until Zoe chickened out and stepped back. I just danced on, smiling.
"Don't get any ideas here tonight," Zoe then said sternly, as if I was the one who had just instigated things. "And don't shoot your eyebrows up at me like that, either! Our table tonight is out there in the middle of the floor!" she went on, jerking her thumb toward the table we had all nested at. If that were not provocation-proofing our spot enough, the club was not dark either. Well, it was dark, but sweeping beams of light criss-crossed the whole space, not just the dance floor.
I had had zero thoughts about getting up to anything before.
But now I did. Damn you, Zoe!
I just grinned, and we finished our dance before heading back to the table.
"Nice moves out there, Zoe," Gwen smiled like a cat as we sat back at our table. It was cozy for four, so the five of us made it very tight. Interestingly, even Sammy had not gone off much on his own this evening, so we had all been pressed together when not dancing with each other all night. But he was absent at the moment.
But before I could even comment on that fact, Sammy returned again. He had not gone off to hunt for babes, but to get us another round. He shot me a wondering look that told me he had seen at least the boat show with Zoe. We all directed wondering looks back his way because the shots were all doubles.
"I declah, Samuel," Gwen said in her best Scarlett O'Hara impersonation, "I think yoah trahin' to get me drunk!"
Sammy actually managed not to flinch from me at that, while smiling back at Gwen with waving eyebrows..
"I think you are trying to give us all massive hangovers," Deidre said, far more practically.
Sammy shrugged. "I need to enunciate better when ordering in here. I wasn't intending on doubles!"
"Oh, fuck it," Gwen snorted, after downing hers. "The hangovers are going to be epic tomorrow morning." She looked at me. "No chores tomorrow, Carl. We are spending the morning getting all pruned up in the hot tub." I grinned wolfishly back at her. We would be putting a dent in the waterproof silicone lube tomorrow. Any softening that had begun to set in after Zoe's motorboating had ended was swiftly reversed.
"You said, 'We'?" Zoe said to Gwen. "Are we all invited to this restorative bath?"
"Ha!" Gwen snorted derisively. "Not..." She cut herself off and looked at me. I looked at her. I looked at Zoe speculatively. Gwen looked at Sammy more than speculatively. I wanted to speculate on Deidre's bod a bit too, but instead I looked back at Gwen in curiosity. It all took just a flash. In the moment, I doubt any of our friends even saw our lighting, wordless communication. "Now that you mention it," Gwen said with a big smile, "That sounds like fun."
Zoe seemed surprised that Gwen had reacted to her tease the way she had, but none of her recent hesitation was present. Sammy almost did not flinch before he smiled.
Deidre, who was on the other side of me from Gwen, draped an arm over my shoulder. "I, too, aspire to prune-dom. I will probably still be drunk come morning, though. What time do I schedule for Uber to get me there?"
Gwen and I shared another set of looks. This could be interesting.
I was already feeling provoked.
"Be at our place by ten," Gwen said decisively, looking at all three of our friends. "Be on time, because I have a Costco-sized flat of eggs and will be making omelets. The omelets will have a very narrow window of opportunity," she glowered.
Way to make sure there are no stragglers, babe!
*
There were no stragglers. Zoe and Deidre arrived in the same Uber at 9:55, looking much the worse for wear. Sammy rolled up in his own car, three minutes later. He looked much less hungover, which made sense, he and the girls had all drunk the same amount, and he does have about a hundred pounds on either of them.
I chivvied them all into the kitchen, where Gwen had dragged herself out of bed early enough to set up an elaborate omelette station. She had also dragged herself up early enough to slip into her very best bikini... but not early enough to find a cover-up.
I should say it was her very best 'hot tub' bikini. Neither of us, notwithstanding a few recent moments that sort of didn't apply, were much for public exhibitionism. But in our backyard? The suit was robin's egg blue, and the bottom was a whole lot more... thong-y than Gwen would ever wear to the beach or at a resort pool. The top gave the lie to her occasional doubts about her upper ornaments.
Deidre and Zoe gave Gwen a long look, especially at her mostly exposed buns as she bent over the stove, making Zoe's omelette to start.
Sorry girls, you know hers is better than yours.
"No wrap this morning?" Dee asked archly.
"I have one," Gwen replied idly. "I just won't bother with it until after I get in the water. The air-conditioning gets cold." She flipped the omelette.
Sammy looked like he wanted to look, but was still trying to be 'good'. I just gave Gwen's waist a possessive squeeze, kissed her ear lightly, and overtly moved to get out of his line of sight so he had no excuse not to stare.
He did. Good man. Gwen could tell, and liked it, which provoked me.
I liked it even more when Zoe and Deidre both looked at each other and wordlessly dared each other to ditch the clothes they had on over their own suits, right there in the kitchen.
I was happy to watch intently as Zoe peeled the caftan-style cover-up that was all the non-swimwear she had worn, up and off over her head. Deidre likewise ditched her loose teeshirt, then managed to naturally turn away from me and Sammy as she slid the elastic waistband of her terrycloth shorts down her sweet legs.
And Sammy watched as closely as I did, though he seemed to be trying to hide it even more than when he had been first checking out Gwen. When Deidre caught him looking, he actually went back to staring at Gwen's ass swiftly, as if that was the safe place to look.
Even Gwen shot a few glances, all approving, as their swimsuits came into view.
I sighed. Yeah, Zoe won the swimsuit contest. Even over Gwen.
All three bikinis in the room with me and Sammy were 'hot tub', rather than 'public pool', swimsuits. Deidre's had a bandeau top, red over the left tit and white over the right. The bottom was dark blue, and only provided enough coverage in both front and back to display the small white star embroidered just below the waistband. Sexy as hell.
But Zoe was loaded for bear. I could not imagine where the fuck she had planned on being able to wear this suit when she had bought it...
The scarlet bottom was a thong like Gwen's, but was cut so high a guy could get a nose-bleed. The matching top was... the state of the art in underboob engineering, to be honest. There was a band around her, underneath her tits, that incorporated a slightly-supporting underwire, but the otherwise generous cups above were missing a good two inches of fabric at the bottom, leaving a generous crescent of exposed boobflesh underneath. Not only was it alluringly blatant, not only did it show off that she had the biggest rack in the room, but it also showed off that her breasts had to be seriously firm to begin with, to keep from sagging out through that gap.



Sammy and I just looked at each other, in our baggy board shorts, and grinned.
Gwen had found a new cheese to try, and my omelette actually distracted me from the swimsuit edition all around my house... just long enough for me to make it disappear. My hangover had been already fading, under assault from a morning dose of Advil to match the one from bedtime when we had gotten home, but the omelette finished it off.
This was great, because I could go back to staring at all the mostly naked women in my kitchen. It was even better because Gwen was done cooking, was eating her own eggs, and could watch my eyes.
"Tub time?" Gwen asked, her last bite sliding between her lovely lips.
"Hell, yes," Zoe and I replied in near unison. We all stood, but then Deidre jumped out to stand between the rest of us and the back door.
"Now, hold on a minute," Deidre said, holding up her hand and shocking all of us into silence. "I, too, am eager for a morning of pruning up in the hot tub, especially with present company. You might say, I'm excited for it," she added with a grin, the closest any of us had come to calling for some serious provocation. "But," she said, holding up her index finger firmly. "I have a beef that I want out in the open, at least before anything, um, happens," she said firmly.
"A beef?" Gwen asked quickly.
"What's the matter, Dee?" I asked, almost over the top of Gwen's question. What had we done to piss of Deidre? This was not good.
"My beef is with Sammy," she said, deflecting our concern but turning on our friend.
"Me? What?"
"You," Deidre said, poking a finger in Sammy's chest, "let Gwen... do what she did back at Vein just a month ago. But it's been years since you let Zoe or me near that body of yours. What the fuck?"
Zoe suddenly perked up and piled on. "Yeah, what the fuck?"
Gwen just snorted. I went from concerned to highly amused in a heartbeat.
"I mean," Deidre paused just a micro-second before pelting onward, "Sammy, yours is not the dick I'm primarily gagging for this morning." Gwen snorted at that again. "But you should know I do still gag for it occasionally. Why are Zoe and I different from Gwen?" she demanded.
"Hey," Sammy said, alarmed at suddenly being in the crosshairs, and I am sure bummed to be having his anticipation mellow harshed. "It's me! I... I mean, we are friends!"
"So, Gwen is not your friend?" Zoe jumped back in.
"Of course, she is!" Sammy protested. "But, you know..." he trailed off helplessly.
"I know what?" Zoe challenged, playfully, but not entirely.
Sammy looked more like a cornered animal than he had when Gwen first caught him behind the table. "Guys!" he pled. His appeal for mercy was denied. It was evident on the girls' faces. Their postures made it even more loud and clear.
Sammy slumped. "Look, I just... I am not a boyfriend kind of guy, okay?"
"We noticed," Deidre said drily. "So?"
"So... I make it a strict, sometimes painful policy to keep my hands off any girl whom I like enough to be friends with. You know, to make sure they don't start making some wrong assumptions about what's going on..."
Both girls interrupted him with harsh laughter. Sammy recoiled, but soldiered on. "I... I've learned, you know? It's just best, okay? Don't be all crushed or anything!"
Deidre laughed again, much more merrily this time. "Don't be all crushed yourself when I tell you that neither Zoe nor I are pining to be your significant other. We just hate to miss out on some fun." She held up her hand and exchanged looks with Zoe, then went on before Sammy could run his mouth any more. "I understand now. I think you are stupid, but I understand now. We're cool, or we will be. That's why I wanted to air this beef here, instead of in the tub."
"Huh?"
Gwen took Sammy's hand and patted it like he was a nine year-old. "She doesn't want any negative vibes once we are all naked and fighting hangovers in out in the hot tub."
"Wait! What?" I wasn't sure which girl said that.
"Naked," I said succinctly, seizing the moment to back up my lady. "These suits are fabulous, but if you are going to be in our hot tub with Gwen and me, you need to know that that is always a no-swimsuit zone," I laid down the brand new law I wish I had thought of before Gwen had. Come to think of it, Gwen and I should have had that rule amongst just ourselves since we put the tub in....
They all stared at us.
"I can get behind that," one of them said. I think it was Zoe.
I marched around Deidre, who was incidentally and bemusedly blocking the way to the backyard. I pushed open the sliding door and dropped trou casually as I headed for the tub.
Even given the occasional bouts of insanity that Gwen and I had been indulging ourselves in lately, this situation was a doozy. As was our usual modus operandi , Gwen and I had discussed nothing about this morning in advance, other than what we needed to make sure the hot tub's pH was balanced, and what omelette fixings we wanted to offer.
Of course, we knew we had invited our friends over to horse around, and they knew it too. But I had not really quite counted on us all getting bare-assed together in the water right from the jump.
I shrugged inwardly. This would either be great, or an immediate bust. I pondered the situation as I led everyone out to the tub, and found that I could see no apparent reason to abort, or even let off on the throttle. If it became a problem, I had faith that whoever noticed a problem, during or after, would bring it up for fixing.
This craziness was, even in my mind in the moment, something that we could manage because of the same reasons all of the rest of this shit had worked. I loved Gwen, and she loved me. We trusted each other. The guardrails we had constructed would work here, too. During... whatever this was we were about to do, it was possible we might bump into one or more of those guardrails, or even some other guardrail one of us might invent on the spot. If so, I'd be interested in seeing how we made things work.
I stepped into the warm, bubbling water with a sigh. Before I could sit, I felt Gwen's hand on my shoulder, and I held my suddenly naked lady's hand to help her step over the lip into the tub. We had installed a round tub, with a uniform bench for seating in the water all the way around, and we had installed it sunken about halfway down into the planks of our deck. As she stepped in beside me, Gwen kept moving to the opposite side. We both sank down into the water, staring into each other's eyes for a delicious moment.
Sammy still seemed cautious, but he seemed to be over the yips at this point and sucked it up to get in next. Good man. He stepped in the water to my left. His dong, like mine, was at a good half-mast already. Sheesh. That thing was going to be at least a little intimidating in the bright light of day... Gwen seemed less shy of it than I, which seemed a good thing to me. But when Sammy began to sink down into the water halfway around the tub, exactly between Gwen and me, my love shifted pointedly away from him, a bit more than a foot.
Fortunately, Sammy interpreted correctly and after but a moment's hesitation, followed Gwen's movement, ending up much closer to her than he had been to start. This was excellent. It left him close enough for her to get at him when the time came... and it left two nice, natural spaces on either side of me.
Deidre climbed in next. Damn, she was one of those people who looks considerably hotter naked than you'd expect. I'd always thought she was cute, and had a sexy vibe, but with no clothes in the way, her slender bod, sweet ass, and tender tits combined to form a whole that was definitely banging. I had felt those tits before, or one of them at least, but it occurred to me that at some point today, they were going to feel even better when there were no clothes in the way of my hands...
Then Zoe used my shoulder as a handhold as she stepped in on my other side. She did not immediately sink into the water, though, which was alright with me. Her body was lusher than Dee's or Gwen's, with a more cushiony ass and obviously more pillowy breasts. They were not Cathy's edifices, but they were still magnetic to my horny eyes.
Zoe looked as if she was about to sit down and maybe snuggle in against me as Deidre already had on the other side, but then she stopped. She looked at me pensively, bit her lip, then turned to look at my woman. "Gwen," Zoe blurted, clearly not trusting herself to finish what she was about to say, "I want a turn."
Gwen laughed through her slightly shocked smile. "Already?" It was in no way an objection. More of a surprised approval.
"Not going to allow any cutting in line today?" Deidre taunted. Even Sammy managed to look more amused than shocked. He was really starting to let himself roll with things. Which was good, because shit sure was rolling.
Zoe turned and looked at me with an appeal in her face and voice. "As it happens, I have not gotten laid in two months, not since a bit before you two went so gloriously insane. In all that time, I have not run into a single new guy who floated my boat! Well, twice I ran into dudes who were decent prospects. But neither was fucking interested in me!" She bounced in frustration at that. Those big tits of hers were sporting some extremely erect nipples with dark, crinkle aureoles, and the bouncing did nothing to reduce their appeal.
I may have had a skeptical look at that claim. Gwen definitely did.
"I've had dry spells before," Zoe rambled on, "but it's been a while since I've had one like this. And you two," she added almost angrily, looking back and forth between Gwen and me, "have had me totally horny that whole fucking time! I just..." She finally lost the nerve to keep going for a moment. Then she blurted out one last thing," I just want a good dick for the eight seconds it will likely take me to come, so I can enjoy all... whatever the fuck this is going to be today!"
Everybody laughed, but I noticed that Zoe did not laugh very much. "Zoe," I chuckled. "Relax. I'm a guy. You had me at, 'I want a turn'!"
Zoe relaxed only a hair and spun back to Gwen. My love just smiled at her and sank down lower into the water. She languidly draped one arm along the rim of the tub, while she lifted the other to sink her fingers into the short afro atop Sammy's head. She squinted at me challengingly. I squinted right back.
Then I stood, extricating myself from Deidre's light embrace, and pulled Zoe into my arms. She pressed against me with a quiver, but then said, "Fuck me. And fuck me just like I had to stand there and watch you fuck Gwen and then Deidre."
I don't know if I spun her around, or if she spun herself, but in a moment, her ass was pressing back against my cock, which had finished warming up in a hurry, once it realized it was on deck.
But now I hesitated. This was quite the audience I suddenly had. I mean it was no bigger than, in fact, it was the same audience I'd had twice in Vein, but the bright sunshine of eleven in the morning made a gigantic difference to how On Display I felt. Whatever the fuck Gwen and I were discovering we were, a hard-core exhibitionist, I was not.
Still, my friend needed me, right? Gotta be a selfless individual...
I grabbed her lush ass and squeezed, then stared at Gwen as I slipped my hand down underneath to stroke Zoe's slit. With her still standing, her crotch was just clear of the water. My finger slid right inside her. Damn, she really was feeling ready. I gave a short series of caresses under there, contenting myself with just the flick of a fingertip over that clit of hers which drew a delighted gasp. Then I grabbed my cock, guided it under her, and felt it slip just as easily into her opening as my finger had. She went up on her tiptoes, giving herself just enough extra height to make my job much easier. My jaw shuddered as I entered Zoe, and I could see that Gwen's nipples had gone granite hard.
It might have been easy to slip into Zoe's slick entrance, but my friend was tight as a drum once I was there, and it took me an insane number of pumps to work my way fully into her, each thrust drawing a tiny moan from her. I held on to her round hips and began to fuck her, very, very slowly, my balls splashing along the surface of the water with each passage. I could tell she really was as ready to come as she had claimed, but I was having none of that. Sure, Zoe was going to come way before I worried about that myself, which was fine, but I was going to make her wait at least a little. Gonna do a job, you should do it right. Right?
I was sure as fuck enjoying doing the job as I slid in and out of Zoe, but my eyes stayed locked with Gwen's. She was looking as fantastically provoked as I had ever seen.
I shook my head clear, and started to really give Zoe the attention she deserved.
A few more thrusts, and Zoe groaned, "Deidre, turn off the bubbles, will you?" It was pretty good situational awareness for a girl getting fucked hard but slow to able to remember who besides me was closest to the controls. Dee just chuckled softly and pushed the button to still the jets. I don't think her eyes left Zoe and me.
I just kept thrusting, but it was difficult. Even on her tiptoes, Zoe was a little on the short side, and I had to bend my knees more than was totally comfortable to hunt for the perfect angle I wanted. But I found it, and Zoe's moans grew happily.
"Oh, fuck," Zoe groaned, looking around. "That's an awesome, unh, privacy fence, but I doubt it does much for, ahhhh, noise!"
Gwen just smiled. "Good thing we are getting the Fergusons' mail all this month. And the Wilsons on the other side left for a long day of golf just before you all showed up!"
"Ohhhhh, fuuuuck," gasped Zoe, louder. I pounded her a bit harder in response, still not giving it my all. I grabbed her hips harder, my thumbs pressing into the soft flesh of her ass. Zoe rocked back into me as I worked.
This really was the same position that I had done both Gwen and Deidre at Vein, except that Zoe was a little shorter, I was giving it to her just a bit harder, and she had no table to brace herself on. An involuntary hard thrust made her balance wobble.
Zoe's hands waved in front of her, trying not to fall.
Sammy's hand shot out and grabbed one of hers to steady her. Zoe's other hand gyrated freely, and I paused my efforts to let her right herself, holding her hips firmly. Zoe kept waving the free hand until Sammy instinctively grabbed it too, to help out. Zoe blew out a deep breath and was steady at last.
I started a new thrust, and Sammy went to release her hands. But Zoe visibly tightened her grip on his fingers and softly told me to hang onto her tight.
Then she pulled on Sammy's hands. He had to rise to remain attached to his hands, and did so confusedly. "Are you okay, Zoe?" he asked. I am pretty sure that my buddy was the last of us in the tub to realize that Zoe's maneuver had pulled his cock to a few inches from her face...
Our show had certainly caught Sammy's interest. That damned thing, at full mast and in the bright light of day was something else.
"Fuck," Zoe gasped. "That's the ticket. I'm... I'm surrounded by great cocks!"
I snorted, but started fucking her a little harder with my honestly not in the same league dick. Zoe seemed more than happy with my efforts, but clung to Sammy's hands. It seemed to be registering to him that her face was pointed at his cock, just a foot away.
Then Deidre, who had been squirming madly down in the water the whole time Zoe and I were fucking, popped up and whispered in Zoe's ear. Zoe just moaned long and slow. Whatever Deidre had said, I felt the need to fuck Zoe harder.
"Sammy," Zoe groaned. "We've talked about this now. I do not want to, and never will be your girlfriend, okay?"
"Huh?"
"Follow me, Carl," Zoe grunted, then stepped forward a little and let go of Sammy's hands to grab his hip. His eyes widened, as I'm pretty sure did mine, when Zoe just slurped his dick into her mouth!
I had been slow to follow Zoe and my cock had popped free. Without thinking, I moved to press back inside her. Aside from the added craziness, the way she bent over now gave me an even better angle. The loud moan Zoe was making around Sammy's cock got even louder as I resumed thrusting.
"That's it," Deidre crowed, clapping her hands.
"Holy shit," Gwen exclaimed, actually sliding to the side, away from Sammy. For an instant, I thought she was grossed out, but before I could worry, she just cuddled up sideways on her seat in the water, having achieved a better view.
"Fuck, fuck, fuck," gasped Sammy, under assault from Sudden Fellatio Syndrome.
This was crazy, but also achingly hot, and I let myself go, fucking Zoe for all I was worth at this new perfect angle for her. Her voice muffled by the oversized cock in her mouth, Zoe was still shrieking and gurgling pretty loud.
The whole thing was hot a hell. I mean, Zoe had a deliciously tight pussy. Her ass looked amazing in my hands as I drilled into her. And her sucking Sammy's dick was a next-level add-on to the experience.
But what made it transcendent was the look in Gwen's eyes as she stared at us, at me, with that look of hungry appreciation for what she had. As crazy as all the inputs were to my mind, I still was able to spare a few thoughts for how much I was anticipating that same expression on my face soon.
It was not until afterward that I realized the gurgling sounds Zoe was making were her gagging on Sammy every time I slammed into her. She made it very clear to me that she had not minded, once I finally figured it out and got apologetic.
True to her initial claim, it took Zoe almost no time to come once I stopped holding back. The whole thing, from her initial demand, to her lovely, loud orgasm on my cock could not have taken five minutes. Her ass twisted back against me, and she she gasped and sucked desperately on Sammy's cock as her body spasmed, then she suddenly released him, and slid off my shaft at the same time. Both Sammy and I leaned forward to grab an arm and guide her to a seat in the water, though she probably didn't need it.
"Fucking hell," breathed Deidre.
I just looked at Gwen, letting her know with my eyes that I wanted to simply fuck her right there and then. Her eyes answered my need, and she nodded silently. "Guys," she said suddenly, "Carl and I aren't getting out of this tub, but we are going to be bad hosts and ignore you for a bit." There were dubious snorts. "Carl, go get the bottle," she said to me, her eyes flashing.
"Me?" I scoffed. "I'm still just trying to remain upright here. You go run and get it," I grinned at her.
"You just want to watch my ass as I run into the house," Gwen challenged with a smile.
"Granted. In fairness, I assume Sammy would like that too. We both would also enjoy seeing you run back out."
"Well there are three of us who would like to see your ass and then bouncing cock instead, so we win, three to two."
I opened my mouth, but decided it was time to lose. "Okay," I capitulated, but I just sat back down where I had gotten into the tub.
"What are you two talking about?" asked Sammy. Gwen was glaring at me for not getting moving.
"This, Sammy," I said, and reached over my shoulder toward the tub's controls. I flipped open the little utility compartment there, and withdrew a brand new bottle I had bought at the Jack & Jill a few days back.
"Asshole!" Gwen said. "You knew it was here all along. But, oooh, that's new!"
"Lube?" Zoe asked, coming back to the living. "You two need lube?"
"You guys need to buy homes," I snorted.
Gwen grinned and joined me in our long-term schtick with these three. "Buy a house, and you can get a hot tub. Get a hot tub and you can discover that fucking in water is uncomfortable if not impossible without lube."



The quirk in Sammy's eye told me that he had already learned of the problem, but maybe not the solution.
"I thought we had plenty in the old bottle," Gwen asked me. Neither of our libidos had retreated an inch during the by-play.
"Yeah, but this stuff tastes good," I smiled.
Gwen's eyes widened. "Lucky you," she grinned.
"Lucky?" asked Deidre.
"I mean," Gwen said, seizing the bottle and squirting a huge dollop in her hand, "after Carl uses this to fuck me in the water, his dick won't taste nasty to me... or either of you." She looked significantly at Zoe and Deidre. With that, she drenched my aching cock in the lube until it was dripping, stroking my length hungrily. Then she leaned forward, muttering something about 'proof is in the pudding,' and circled my tip with her tongue. I moaned eagerly.
"Passionfruit," Gwen announced. "Maybe some coconut, too." Then she looked up at me. "After seeing what just happened, I need you inside me, Carl. Make my eyes roll up, then we can go back to being good hosts."
Wordlessly, I sank down in the tub between her knees and pressed my cock against her crease. She was not lubricated, so I rubbed the tip up and down a stroke or two before working it inside her.
"Fuck, I love you," I gasped, kissing her as, once past her entrance, I slid into her welcoming depths easily.
"I love you too," she groaned, and I proceeded to make love to my woman, right there in front of our friends. In and out I thrust, with our eyes locked throughout, except for those moments where one or the other's involuntarily lidded at some particularly nice sensation.
I genuinely do not know how long that sweet interlude lasted, but I would not have traded it for anything. In the last two months, I had fucked three other women, each hot, each with clever, grasping pussies. I had had a ball with each, and intended to have such a ball again in the future, probably repeatedly, and even more probably imminently. But there was nothing like fucking Gwen.
Nothing.
"This is so good," Gwen said, caressing my jaw as I worked in and out of her. "But I'm going to need you to get serious and finish us both. We have guests."
I bit her lip lightly, then lifted her hips up to the surface of the water, rising to my feet as I did so, and got serious. Suddenly, I was going so hard we were sloshing water everywhere, over our friends and onto the deck. I think it was Deidre who yelped.
I know how to make lasagna. I know how to change the oil in a car. I know all too well how to shank a drive off the tee. And I know how to make my woman come. With much of her weight supported by the water, my hands were able to easily align her hips the way we both needed. In a minute, I had Gwen caroling loudly, her hands slapping the rim of the hot tub. Her feet were even kicking and slashing the surface of the water behind me.
Even had I not been seriously warmed up by spit-roasting our friend almost out of the blue and then our languorous initial coupling deep in the water, the kind of ecstasy my love was now displaying always drives me swiftly toward coming if I let it. And sometimes when I don't. I kept slamming into Gwen, teetering on the edge of orgasm. Suddenly, I felt her rapture peak. I heard her come. Our friends could hear her come. I bet even the Wilsons, all the way over at the golf course in the foothills, might have heard her come.
And so I did the same. I grunted gutturally, making myself keep thrusting, lifting her hips completely free of the water as I jetted into her depths. I lost almost all coordination, and I herked and jerked. Desperately, I sank back to my knees in the water before I dropped Gwen. We panted and smiled at each other.
I sagged backward and slid from inside her, my dick slumping but not fully deflating.
"Holy shit, Gwen!" Zoe exclaimed. "How did we not get banned from Vein?"
"I can be quiet," my love laughed. "I just like it so much more when I don't have to!" she breathlessly panted.
"You two, that was, um, beautiful," Sammy said softly and hesitantly, as if ashamed at his choice of words.
Not the first time I've heard dude get downright poetic about sex. He's cool.
I leaned back to kiss Gwen again.
But she stopped me after a few seconds. "Now you really do need to go into the house! Grab the first bottle of Champagne for our guests," she said. "We have all afternoon to hang out together in this tub, and... talk," she finished, almost leering at our three friends.
I know when to be a good host, and struggled to my feet. The walk inside would do my jumbled brain good.
"Oh, yeah, Gwen," I heard behind me. "He really does have a nice ass!"
As I reached the back door to the kitchen, I heard Deidre say, "Sammy, my pussy is on fire from this show... and you never did and never will have a prayer of being my boyfriend."
I did not bother with an ice bucket for the bottle. The five plastic flutes I grabbed would take the whole bottle to fill. And that was even if I did not foam over any of them once I got back to our hot tub.
I was definitely going to have to drain and clean the thing Tuesday after work...
But then I had to stop before I even got outside and go back to the kitchen. One of the flutes was cracked already. And Gwen had put the rest away. And it took forever to find where she had hidden them.
How dare my lady stash them in such a logical location...
When I finally came back out, no one was watching my bobbing, slowly recovering cock. Gwen and Zoe were sitting to either side of Sammy, watching intently as Deidre sat on his lap, her hands on his knees, humping up and down on him feverishly.
That new lube worked, though from Gwen's and my own experience, I could tell it did not last nearly as well in the water as the pure silicone stuff.
Sammy was grunting hard, and had reached around to grab Deidre's beautiful, if modest, tits, squeezing them surprisingly hard. She wasn't complaining in the least, so I filed that information away for later. Later today.
I stepped into the tub, carefully. I didn't want to fall because my eyes were on the action like everybody else's. By the time I had set out the glasses for the bubbly, Deidre was making almost as much noise as Gwen had. "Fucking hell, Sammy! Squeeze 'em! Please," she panted. "I fucking missed this cock! It's been three years!" She turned her head toward Gwen. "I miss Carl's cock too, and it's only been a month!"
"Gonna cum," grunted Sammy.
"Do it! Do it now," gasped Deidre. We could all see Sammy tense and push his hips up hard under Dee. His head bounced forward and back, the muscles in his jaw standing out like cords. Deidre came in response. Her head thrashed side to side, and she moaned in a suddenly low register. "Fucking hell," she growled.
The pop of the champagne cork loudly synced with Deidre's shriek of completion. I grinned in satisfaction at how well I timed it.
Only a bit of bubbly foamed over the glasses as I filled them for each of us. Deidre was still sitting in Sammy's lap as I handed out the glasses.
As I sat back down, Sammy raised his glass in a toast. "To that lube shit," he said, as if slightly amazed. "It really works," he added, shaking his head in amazement at several things.
"You've fucked in a pool before?" Zoe asked.
"I've tried to," Sammy snorted. "Like I said, that lube shit is awesome."
"Oh, the lube was awesome?" Deidre scoffed, slipping 'indignantly' off Sammy's lap with a huff.
Sammy looked slightly pained, but Gwen cut in, "Oh, we could all see that you were awesome, Dee!"
"Oh, yeah," Zoe breathed in agreement.
"Maybe you all saw it," I groused. "I missed it while I was messing around in the kitchen!"
"Sucks to be you, then," taunted Zoe. Then she sipped her Champagne. "But thanks for this. A girl needs a drink after watching that!"
"You didn't need a drink anyway, after doing 'that'?" Gwen chuckled.
"Thank you for that, too," Zoe winked at me.
I exchanged bemused grins with Gwen, then shrugged and bowed extravagantly to Zoe. "You are more than welcome!"
We all raised our plastic glasses again.
And again, in that weird way that Gwen's and my shenanigans seemed to flow, we all started talking about Gwen and Sammy's work issues. There was juicy but non-sexual hot goss to be spread about a co-worker of theirs.
From there, the talk meandered off to golf, which Sammy and I were happy with, but the girls less so. Then they seized on a slight pause and dragged the subject onto Dancing With The Stars. Sammy and I were miserable at that turn of events... well, miserable as we could possibly be about it, given that Gwen was leaning against Sammy, all naked and stuff, and Zoe and Deidre were each groping one of my thighs.
Somehow, the subject of Gwen and Sammy's company returned. It beat Dancing With The Stars.
"That's actually a good idea, Sammy," Gwen said. "Will you shoot me an email with the file on Monday?"
"Sure."
"And I do have another action item that better fucking align with your own agenda," Gwen went on, still in her business voice. "For today, I mean. I'd like you to let me know when you think your resources have recycled enough to get on with that..."
He was only skittish for a moment. My cock twitched. Hard.
"Yeah, I, uh..." Sammy started to stammer. Then he looked at my evilly grinning face and shook his head ruefully twice. Then he turned toward Gwen slightly. "Yeah, I've been thinking about that agenda item pretty hard."
"Good," Gwen cooed, and I saw her hand reach out toward Sammy under the once again gurgling water. Her eyebrow twitched. "You seem to be starting to think hard about it right now," she murmured.
Sammy rolled his eyes at the surreality of the situation, and also at whatever Gwen's hand was doing to him. "You... are certainly helping things along," he grunted.
Gwen smiled at me. I just tossed her the lube bottle. She caught it, and her eyes twinkled. "Thank you, Carl, but I think I'd like this to take a lot of time. This would wear off before we're done." She languidly stood, caressed Sammy's chest as she climbed out of the tub, and turned to kneel on a towel on the deck, facing me, her arms braced on the rim of the tub from the outside.
"You are going to need to get out of the water for a while, Sammy," she whispered loudly in his ear.
My friend finally reacted without looking at me, even for a moment. He was bouncing up and climbing out of the water in moments. Yeah, his thoughts and Gwen's encouragement had him pretty much back to full mast again.
Was I really ready to have that thing driving into my woman's interior?
Yes. Yes, I was. I was anticipating it even. Sammy really wasn't pornstar excessive, just regular guy big. But even if he had been...
Gwen looked over her shoulder as Sammy knelt between her feet and caressed her ass in wonder.
Yeah, you should wonder, dude. That ass is to die for.
I sense her eyes following his cock as he took it in his hand and rubbed it between her legs. But then she turned her gaze back to mine, holding my eyes with hers as Sammy pushed into her. She kept her concentration on me, but I saw her eyes widen as he pushed slowly into her.
Sammy thrust into my love, slowly increasing his pace after the first few penetrations, but Gwen quickly admonished him, "Slowly! I told you, I want this to last a good long while." She grinned at Deidre, "Thanks for making that more likely!"
All of us laughed, even Sammy, who was a bit focused at the moment. But he did slow down, and just started riding Gwen with an easy rhythm, blissful but not frantic expressions on both their faces. It was a glorious sight.
I was feeling very relaxed. Well, except for one part of me, which was anything but.
But Zoe was craning her head to see, and she popped up to sit on the rim of the tub, giving her a much higher angle.
"That looks like a better vantage," Deidre observed, and stood up as well. She pulled me with her, and now I was sitting on the rim of my hot tub, a naked girl leaning on me from either side, staring at my lady get fucked... from an admittedly much better angle.
I felt a jerking motion in front of me. Both Deidre and Zoe, without taking their eyes off of Gwen and Sammy, had reached for my cock simultaneously. Instead of touching it, they had touched each other's hands first. They both giggled and looked at each other like gunfighters. I realized that whichever of them won, I would too...
Then they shrugged, and both reached down to start caressing my cock. Surprise, surprise. I was hard again already.
I found myself more than happy to experience this whole, two completely different hands on my junk at once, thing. But I mostly kept looking at Gwen. Somehow, with Sammy slowly riding her from behind, she had the good graces and wherewithal to look a little provoked about my situation. Sammy grunted suddenly, I realized she had just squeezed her kegels extra hard.
Then Deidre leaned over and kissed my cock. She considerately sucked on it a bit too. Then she straightened up, and Zoe took a turn. A very nice turn. A longer turn. Deidre pushed her away gently but insistently with a snort, and bent to also spend a longer spell with my cock between her lips.
They started trading off, back and forth, and let me tell you, as system analyses go, comparing two quite expert methodologies for fellatio side by side is one hell of a case study.
Zoe was considerably more energetic, bobbing up and down on me swiftly, drooling quite a bit as she did so. Each stroke of her lips sent tiny shivers along my length. Her hand would delicately curl around the base of my shaft, tilting me slightly toward her as she worked.
Deidre would take over, grasping my root more firmly. Then she would languidly let my cock press past her lips. Each time she sucked me in, she would employ a routine that alternated between languid licking and caressing of my junk inside her mouth one time, with slowly but aggressively taking as much of me past her lips as she could the next. She could take a lot.
Then back to Zoe, then back to Deidre.
The process was freaking amazing. An absolute buffet of sensory delights, if you will. And watching Gwen get fucked by Sammy, while she watched me with the same look in her eye as I had in mine, made it twice as mind-blowing. She was always the sexiest thing I'd ever seen, but in this situation, this pure sexual adventure she was having with Sammy, that vision was suddenly in perfect focus.
And her own attention, despite being visibly carried away by the sensation of being fucked so comprehensively, still kept part of its consciousness on me, my enjoyment, and my enjoyment of her enjoy... It was circular. And it was awesome.
Deidre and Zoe were about to switch off again, but I stopped them, lifting both of them higher with gentle pressure under their chins. "You know," I said, not bothering to keep my voice quiet at all, "You don't have to take turns. Why don't you just both do it at once?"
The two girls paused and looked at each other speculatively. Zoe raised her hand to Deidre's face, her fingers hovering inches from her lips.
Oh, hell, yes!
Then Zoe dropped her hand, and they both looked at me with merry scorn. "Get real, Carl," Deidre snorted with laughter. "You know we don't rock that way!"
Gwen was laughing too, grinning at me. Sammy responded to that by kicking up his pace a little, but even he was laughing at me.
I just shrugged and pouted extravagantly.
Deidre rubbed her hand over my bare chest. "Poor Carl, he's just going to have to settle for this freaking orgy we are having here." Zoe said nothing, because she had sucked my cock back between her lips.
Wow. Were we having an orgy?
Yup. This was an orgy, pretty much full on.
Had I signed up for orgies in all this?
No.
Bonus!
I grabbed Deidre and kissed her as Zoe sucked my cock. That was nice, but not so nice that I kept her from breaking the kiss to take her turn. Zoe was about to rise up and get in on the kissing action, when she paused.
Gwen had pushed Sammy back out of her, but clearly not because she wanted him to stop. She lunged to the side and grabbed the small wooden table we kept by the hot tub to put towels on so they would not get wet. She promptly dumped the whole pile of towels off it and pulled it to her. She rolled over and let her perfect ass settle on its top. Then she slumped back so her shoulder blades were resting on the rim of the tub. "That's better," she said, beckoning Sammy to come and kneel between her legs again.
He knew how to follow instructions, and in mere moments, I was watching him drive into my lady once more.
Gwen rolled her head backwards to look at me upside down. "That's... unh... better," she grunted a Sammy thrust into her. "I still watch Carl provoke me, but I can also watch you, Sammy," she added lifting her head to look down her body to where Sammy had her hips in his hands and his cock burying itself inside her.
"I especially want to be able to see when you start to pick up your pace, Sammy," she added throatily. She paused. "That's an invitation," she added significantly to Sammy.
Again, Sammy knew how to follow orders, and he started fucking Gwen harder. At first, he did not actually increase his rate; he just made each thrust much harder and faster, with slower withdrawals. Her tits started jiggling with the impact of his hips against her body. But now that he had let his body loose a little, I could see it getting away from him like a dog slipping its leash at the park. He started going faster.
"Oh, yeah. That's nice," Gwen sighed, and let her head droop back to look at me again. Zoe had picked up on the vibe shift and was increasing the pace and intensity of her own efforts on me. When Deidre moved in, she too ratcheted things up a notch. The tip of my cock was suddenly spending a lot more time in the back of her throat. My own head was doing some lolling back and forth.
My watch thumped. My alarm was going off! I fumbled to snooze it.
"You have an alarm set?" Deidre asked in amusement. Zoe had her tongue around my shaft, and I just felt her chuckle.
"Sunscreen," I gasped. Things were getting a lot more serious down there for me. "Pretty important out here," I moaned. "Especially... ahhhhh, especially today, no?" I said, waving vaguely at all the nudity.
Zoe popped off my cock, blanching. "I do not want sunburned tits," she exclaimed, then yelped when she realized that Deidre had taken the chance to swoop in and start practically deep-throating me again.
"No one needs to stop now," Gwen gasped. She lifted her head to watch Sammy. "Or even slow down," she added firmly. Sammy resumed his pace of moments before; he even sped up some more. "But," my woman added, dangling her head back to look at Deidre, who was taking almost as much of me as Gwen could herself, "When things, ohhhh, slow down again... ungh... in a few, oh shit yeah, minutes," my lady panted, "I'm going to need you, unh, and Sammy, unh, to lotion up Every. Inch. Of. My. Body..."
"I'm next!" Zoe put in. "Dee's going to have to wait until after me this time!" Then she leant back down to take my cock back from her friend. She licked up and down my length, and started to add a gentle pumping of my shaft down where she grasped its root.
"Fine," Deidre replied languidly. "Carl, Sammy, I'm happy to let you practice on these two, and get to me when you have it down..."
I tried to laugh, but I was short on breath and not thinking completely coherently. Gwen was in much the same boat, but she giggled a bit between moans.
"Then the... three of us... will do each... of you," Gwen grunted.
Sammy tried to laugh, but it died in his current intensity. Dude was fucking my lady hard at this point.



Zoe just sucked me harder.
Things were coming to a head, it seemed.
Yes. Yes, they were. Sammy gasped and moaned, "That's it. That's it! Coming," he added through gritted teeth. I watched his body jerk and spasm, and realized he was filling my woman up.
Gwen certainly realized it, and I literally saw her composure crumble. She wordlessly cried out. She stared down between her legs, and her hips bucked visibly. "Ohh! Ohh! Ohhhhh..." she mewled in delirious agony. It was the noise she made when she came really hard.
Well done, Sammo!
Her head draped back languidly to stare at me and my exquisite predicament.
I was clearly on edge, and Zoe had now jacking me hard, hand a slobbery blur on my member. "Want to swallow it?" Zoe asked Deidre. "Or me? We just don't want it to get in the water, right?"
"No! I want to see," gasped Gwen. They looked at her.
"Whatever you all want," I gasped. "I'm already replacing the water on Tuesday anyway!"
The two sank down into the water together, and leaned in as one toward my cock. Deidre took over jacking me.
Their faces were close together as they looked up at me...
"I'll bet you wish we'd kiss right now, huh?" she asked evilly.
"Yeah, and rub out tits together right here," Zoe elaborated.
They we trying to torture me. They were obviously going to milk this bit for a while.
Too bad, suckers!
Before either of them could get into the torture in earnest, I came.
Well, I spurted. A single long, powerful, wonderful-feeling thread of jizz arched out of my cock and my eyes bugged out. Most of it landed in the water, but a good bit came to rest on Dee's pulsing shoulder.
But I hadn't come. I still hung there on the biological precipice. Deidre, bless her, just kept stroking me as they both looked at the white sticky stuff on her shoulder.
They thought I had come.
It felt like I stayed there, hanging, my orgasmic rise frozen in place, for an hour. I'd guess it was actually about a second or two. Dee only got in a couple of strokes before I collapsed internally, and the rest of my ejaculation erupted when my orgasm hit for real, spattering both of them this time, but still mostly the water. "Oh, fuck!" I gasped in relief at the unbelievable torture/pleasure of that second or two of interrupted orgasm.
Dee finally slowed her stroking of me, and I sagged. Spent.
"That was an impressive show," Sammy observed, his dick still in my Gwen.
"Yeah," I agreed, struggling for air. "After we all get lotioned up, I think you and I need to thank these two for the show in a similar fashion."
"You better," Zoe humphed, wiping a bit of my cum off her breast and giving it a taste test. "Not bad!" she said brightly to Dee.
Deidre likewise had her finger in her mouth as well. "MmmHmm," she added in agreement.
"Another bottle of Champagne," I grunted, struggling to my feet. "Then sunscreen."
I brought back bottle number two (I had two more in the fridge) and poured more bubbly.
"Cheers!" I said. We all raised our glasses and took a sip.
Deidre stood up in the tub and raised her glass again. "To Carl and Gwen! I don't know what got into you two, or if you know what you are doing. But I hope you do, because I kind of don't want it to stop!"
We all laughed and drank. The glasses did not last long.
I set my once again empty plastic flute down and grabbed the huge bottle of sunscreen that I had brought out with the Champagne. "All of us are getting sun where it usually doesn't shine," I said merrily. I looked at Gwen hungrily. Then I looked at Sammy. "My lady is pinking up a little already. What say you and I protect her?"
Sammy's eyes almost bugged out.
Dude is a certified stud. Physically and in the game department. He does alright with the ladies routinely, is what I'm saying. But I was morphing from irritated to amused at how he was always the one of us most behind the curve. I don't think he had believed her when Gwen suggested it, even though he was balls deep in her as she spoke.
Gwen just wordlessly grabbed one of the big towels she had dumped off the table and spread it out on the deck. Then she lay face down on it, glistening in the sun.
I've seen Gwen's ass enough times that I no longer have to bite my knuckle when I see it laid out on display like that. I still want to, but I can manage not to.
Sammy had no such level of experience.
I popped easily out of the tub, my dick at a comfortable third-chub. I took the sunscreen and settled to my knees on the other side of Gwen. I squirted a healthy dollop on my hands and ostentatiously set the bottle down across her in invitation.
Sammy was done with hesitating, but he still shook his head as he swiftly got out and knelt on her other side.
Soon, we both were spreading sunscreen all over Gwen's taut body, tracing her curves and enjoying ourselves thoroughly. Gwen was, too. She murmured and I could feel her relax under our touch.
"Sammy," she murmured in a soft, relaxed voice, "my ass has the least tan of all, can you get to taking care of that?"
Sammy automatically froze, and looked to me. But only for an instant. He just bent and wordlessly began massaging lotion over and around Gwen's ass, which I had left untouched for this very occasion. A soft sigh escaped my lady's lips.
Deidre and Zoe had gotten out of the pool a minute or so before, 'to prevent pruning', and were watching intently. It wasn't like one of those stories where an onlooking girl is helplessly jilling herself off. And they certainly were not taking care of each other. They weren't even sitting near each other.
They were not so much turned on as... waiting. Waiting with a mixture of impatience, but also a desire that this job be done right. To set a precedent...
When Sammy was done running his big thumbs together fairly deep in Gwen butt crack, I announced, "time to turn over, darling."
"Mmmm. Okay," Gwen murmured, her voice a parody of a sleepy child. Languidly, she rolled over on the towel, her body glistening between Sammy and me, delicately-sized breasts upthrust.
I leaned down, and took Mate's Prerogative, claiming Gwen's torso, starting with her shoulders. I massaged lotion into the soft skin above her chest, which, to be honest, was the only part of Gwen that looked all that sun-kissed from the morning's activity.
Sammy shrugged, as if knowing his place, and moved to start rubbing lotion into Gwen's feet and between her toes. He moved up slowly, just as I moved down to spend entirely too much time for practical needs lotioning up Gwen's breasts.
Hey! I've already mentioned that my hands fit those beauties like a tailored suit.
But in so doing, Sammy got ahead of me. I was just starting to work on Gwen's belly when Sammy reached the very tops of her thighs, his thumbs resting at that point, down between her legs.
He paused. I looked up at him and saw that, for once, he wasn't hesitating. He was making sure I watched as he finally decided to be proactive about provoking me. With a smile not quite aimed in my direction, Sammy gently lifted one of Gwen's legs, let the knee bend, and set it back down out wide. Then he moved between her knees and did the same with the other leg. Gwen was completely relaxed in my arms, her treasure splayed out for Sammy.
Was my guy about to fuck her again?
No. Mention had been made of oral thanks, right?
He bent his face slowly to her crotch, and I heard him begin to lick.
Gwen gasped at whatever his precise movements were, and I slid to my side next to her. I began to kiss her deeply, a hand eagerly returning to worship first one breast, then the other. If we were going to go full orgy here, I might as well enjoy it to the full.
My woman and I lay there, making out fairly furiously now, with Sammy's face buried in her crevice. Suddenly, Gwen's hips bucked, and she sighed a long, "Ohhhhhhh!" She began writing in my arms and against Sammy's face. I kissed her ferociously until she pushed my face away. "Fuck," she gasped. "I wanted this to last longer! Oh, fuuuuuck!" Her body practically levitated off the deck as an orgasm took her that I was pretty sure was even better than the monster that had taken her with Sammy's dick hammering inside her.
Sammy and I both rose to our knees and looked down at my love.
"So that was nice," Gwen giggled, mostly unable to move.
"Just lie there, sister," Zoe said with an evil grin. "There's more room on the deck!" With that, she grabbed another large towel and spread it out near Gwen. She lay face down on it, almost quivering in anticipation.
"A little anxious, there?" Gwen murmured, unable to summon the energy for a really good taunt.
"Listen, Ms. All-Over Tan," Zoe snorted. "Clock is ticking, and the sun is shining down. Dee and I have pale tan lines to protect!"
"Buy a house!" Gwen and I laughed simultaneously, then smiled at each other. "A nice fenced-in backyard, and you too can be tan line free," Gwen mumbled.
I moved to grab Zoe's ankles this time. Sammy arched his eyebrows at me as I grabbed the Featured Performer Position, but swiftly moved to start working on Zoe's shoulders. "For what it's worth, Zoe, I like your tan lines," he rumbled. I pointlessly nodded my agreement.
Sammy made sure to pay special attention to her paler areas of skin, while I went swiftly up Zoe's legs, until I got to her generous ass. I slowed way down there. Whatever bikini bottom Zoe usually wore, it was a lot more demure than the thong she had sported upon arrival today. I'd had my hands on her ass, bare and clothed, plenty by now, but it was nice to be able to use both hands on her bare flesh while giving it my full attention.
Well, almost full attention. Gwen and I were trading deliciously challenging looks the whole time.
When Sammy reached her waist, meeting the lotion I had already applied, I gently swatted Zoe's ass. "Time to turn over, you!"
"Hey!" Zoe cried in mock dismay. "You didn't spank Gwen," she told me accusatorially, while turning over eagerly, as requested.
"I know what's good for me," I snorted.
Sammy got to have a great time lotioning up, massaging, and otherwise playing with Zoe's lovely rack.
I got a very flavorful face full. Zoe did not in any way taste better than Gwen. Not as good as Gwen, actually. But her admittedly delicious flavor was... powerful.
As I worked on her, I looked up at her lovely rack. Sammy's hands were enjoying making sure that she got no sunburn on those lovely pale mounds.
Zoe's head was rolled over toward Sammy, and she took the head of his cock between her lips. She wasn't blowing him or anything; she just was enjoying it like he was a pacifier.
That came in handy later, when she got fairly loud.
By the time Zoe came down, Deidre had already settled down on the towel Gwen had lain on earlier.
"Eager, aren't you?" Gwen observed.
"Blame me?" Deidre retorted. My lady just snorted.
Somehow, I found myself again with the feet. I was not complaining.
This time, once I had Deidre's feet done, I moved them apart so I could kneel between them, working my way up her legs that way, instead of from the side.
Zoe and Gwen snorted, and I looked up to see that Deidre had already grabbed Sammy's dong and was giving it the same pacifier treatment that Zoe had.
Dammit! The only form of jealousy I had felt recently once again reared its amusing head. It was a lot easier to have that experience with equipment that... extensive, so Deidre did not have to crane her neck as much as she would, had I been up there.
Sammy still managed to stay on task, and both of us seemed eager to get the backside done, so we could move to Deidre's front. With her less extensive, but much paler, bikini memories lotioned, Sammy and I teamed up to flip Deidre over gently. She just sighed as she lay back.
I'll admit it. She got a lot less extensive leg massage than I'd bestowed on Zoe. I wanted to get where I was going. Sammy was more patient, as he was already being nursed on again.
Deidre was utterly hairless down there.
Now, Gwen had gone back and forth between bushy and bare in our first year or so together. She had sensed my preference, and settled on her current fashion of a close-cropped, minimalist look. Honestly, I did prefer a bit of decoration to look at. That said, with your face pressed too close for examination, there is a lot to be said for having a completely unadorned field to work on...
My friend is responsive, and she was responding heavily in short order. I felt tremors of tension begin to build in her, and I redoubled my energy.
"Bwah!" Deidre gasped, spitting out Sammy's package... temporarily. "Gwen!" she called out. "Make your man finish me with his dick!"
"This isn't health insurance, Deidre," I murmured, between licks. "You don't need to get a pre-authorization."
"Don't make me laugh," gasped Deidre.
"Carl," Gwen said sternly. "Don't be rude. Fuck our guest." She turned her face toward Zoe. "Honestly, you try to train them, but they just won't learn manners."
I jerked up my head to glare at Gwen. The woman had just discovered a whole new method of provocation.
I also jerked my head up, because if I had not, I could not have slid forward to drive my cock into Dee. I did not wait. I did not go slow. She was sopping, and I had her labia petaled out already. I just lifted her hips up and thrust into her depths. I knew I had her close, and did not want her to fall back by messing around. She gasped as I drove in, and sucked harder on Sammy, who did not hate that at all.
I don't think I get in more than six or seven good pushes before Sammy's fun came to an end. Deidre once more spat him out, rolled her head back, and came at a volume that had to be audible beyond our absent neighbor's yards. Screw those distant people. They wouldn't be able to tell where it was coming from.
Gwen and I had heard louder cries from somewhere near us, from time to time, on warm, quiet nights. I know all the neighborhood wives. I just didn't know which it was that screamed louder than Deidre...
Then...
"Oh, fuck," Dee gasped, flopping back like a fish. "Thanks! I really didn't want a sunburn."
"Nice," Gwen snorted. Then she got up and nudged Deidre with her bare foot. "But get up."
"I think I'll just lie here in a puddle for a bit," Deidre sighed.
"Sammy needs lotioning up," Gwen said. "Come on. The three of us should be able to take care of him... that, I mean, in short order."
Sammy just reclined on his side and laughed. Then he rolled over onto his belly.
"You know this is not the side we are most interested in," Deidre said, sitting up.
"I'm just glad you four remember that guys like me need sunscreen, too," Sammy mumbled, his grin audible in his voice.
I had had a friend about as dark a Sammy back in high school who had gotten utterly cooked one summer at the community pool. If the girls had not decided to do it, I'd have insisted. He had been miserable.
But they made short work of his back, rolling him over eagerly. Sammy laughed as the three comparatively diminutive women 'manhandled' him onto his back.
They were good girls, though, and stayed away from the main attraction while they got the rest of his body.
But Zoe got to that cock first. She started rubbing Sammy's once again extremely hard cock like she had missed it. Which I suppose she had. "You know, bro," Zoe murmured to Sammy, "I know we all have our own things going on, and that is how we all want it. But I'm going to insist you start making this available again from time to time."
Deidre instantly reached over and put a hand on Sammy's dick, too. They both stroked him. "What she said," Deidre added sternly. Sammy threw up his hands in happy capitulation.
"You guys need to actually use some lotion there," Gwen said, smearing a copious supply of said lotion over Sammy's nipples.
"In good time," Zoe snorted. "But I checked. This sunscreen tastes terrible. If I lotion him up already, none of us will want to suck it."
"I can wait on the lotion," Sammy interjected urgently.
We all laughed. Then my woman leaned over and placed her lips on Sammy's helmet, while Zoe and Deidre both kept stroking his shaft.
How fucking long was that thing?!?
Oh. Neither girl was using their whole fists, just a few fingers and thumb each.
Still... damn.
Then they both released him, and Gwen slid her lips down deep along his length. She bobbed once, then slid off, tilting him toward Zoe. And all of a sudden, they were rotating turns, just one or usually two bobs apiece. In between turns, Gwen just challengingly licked her lips at me. I just grinned back at her.
In the end, it was Zoe who got the face full. I'm not sure she was actually looking to get it, but she was just diving in after Gwen had released Sammo from her lips when my buddy let fly with a happily agonized grunt.
Zoe popped upright, creamy jizz dripping down her bemused cheek, and the other girls laughed at her uproariously.
Sammy collapsed on the deck.
Gwen handed Zoe one of the smaller towels, and beckoned me toward the other large one that was already laid out from earlier. "Can't have you getting burnt, my man," she simmered.
I tried to lie down on my front, but Gwen stopped me. "We'll get your back, I promise. For now, face up, Mister."
I could live with that edict. The three of them were industrious in covering me from top to bottom, though I was glad to observe that they left my cock in suckable condition. Very glad.
But they had barely begun to do the rotating blowjob thing that I had been so eager to try when Gwen just growled in something like frustration. She swung her leg over me, shoving Deidre away on the my other side, grabbed my cock, and guided it into her interior.
There remains nothing like being inside Gwen. The obvious emotional enhancement notwithstanding, I am convinced that she had the most scrumptiously comfortable pussy I have even been so much as near. There were a few interested murmurs from the other girls as Gwen started to ride me.
But I needed more. I wrapped my arms around her, pulled her against me, and rolled over atop her. I needed to take her.
But I had barely thrust into my love more than twice when I froze. Hands full of cold lotion were massaging my ass, one set of hands per cheek.
"Hold on a moment, Gwen," Deidre giggled. We will take care of Carl's lotion for you."
Gwen just snorted and held out a hand for a dollop of the sticky stuff. She simply began to rub it into my shoulders while the girls did my ass, then the rest of me. I just lay there and pulsed my cock inside Gwen. It was something we did often, when we had already been wild together, were tired, but still wanted that physical meld.
I was by no means tired yet, but I let my mind almost drift away on a sea of soft caresses, anchored to Earth by my anchor in Gwen. We kissed softly.
I knew that I was fully lotioned when the four hands on my back all drifted back to my ass, massaging it and kneading it.
And waking it up.
I started thrusting into Gwen, just a little.
Or at least, that was my plan. But as I said, I wasn't that tired. It did not take long until my ass was swaying back and forth with my now long and hard thrusts into Gwen. She was clutching her arms around my lower back passionately, and I felt her fingernails digging lightly into my slickly lotioned skin.
We had not said a word to each other since she had climbed onto my cock. Words were unnecessary. Despite the teasing, sometimes pinching, hands on my moving ass, I was losing track of our guests.
Rude, I know. Fuck 'em.
Later.
Our slow, languorous fuck slid with incredible swiftness to a rich, passionate rut. I was pounding into Gwen with an intense need to be inside her, and she clutched at me with an equally intense invitation.



Zoe and Deidre were losing their grasp on my glutes, laughing quietly as they kept grabbing it again. But soon they gave up. The hands lifted away, and I felt a palm spank me as a parting gift.
"Ohh! That's right, girl! Give him the spurs," Zoe laughed.
So. Deidre was the spanker.
I would remember that.
I would make plans for revenge.
Later.
Right now, Gwen and I were completing a high-speed, utterly tender merger, and all other considerations fled.
We got a little loud, I think. I'm not sure, but it all sounded loud. I sure seemed loud.
I made no real effort to extend the experience. Why would I? Gwen and I were in an elemental state. When my body was ready, it was ready, and I jetted into my love. I felt like I was floating atop her body, as if my ejaculation had left me weightless.
And as so often happens, Gwen's body responded. I felt her thrash beneath me, her fingernails now digging hard into my back as she spasmed.
I slammed into her a few more times, then barely managed to brace myself on my forearms above her as my imaginary weightlessness vanished in a heartbeat. Gwen's orgasmic experience lasted a bit longer, but she too collapsed at last, and I felt her body go limp beneath me. I felt it go limp around me...
We kissed. Long, by softly.
"Daaaaamn," Deidre said softly. We both turned and grinned at her.
Sammy, Deidre, and Zoe were all standing together, staring at us. They suddenly looked awkward.
"We should probably go," Sammy said, and both girls looked ready to agree.
"What? Why?" Gwen asked.
"That was... You two look so, um, connected," Sammy said. "It was, um, sweet. We need to let you two have your privacy, don't you think?"
"What you three need to do is help Carl and me grill and eat all the hamburgers and hot dogs I got out of the freezer this morning," Gwen snorted. "I don't know about you, but I am ravenous for some reason." They laughed at that and seemed less poised to bolt. Not because they were more at ease, but because they all suddenly realized they were ravenous too.
"Besides," Gwen said, still lying there limply as I popped to my feet, more energetic and revitalized than I had any right to be after all that. "We just reapplied sunscreen, remember?"
"Yeah," I said, turning toward the house. As I passed them, I swatted Deidre's wonder, bare ass without warning. "And besides. You can't end an orgy at lunch time."
------------
I am going to end this series here, at least for now, for several reasons. Most importantly, it is on the verge, if not beyond, of just becoming new ways for our friends to do what they are doing. There is no story to that.
But I also have a new series that barged into my brain a month or so ago, and it is far too deliciously ridiculous not to bend my attention to. Please stay tuned!
Nevertheless, thank you so much for working through this experiment with me. I think I got Carl and Gwen to the destination I wanted to see if I could. Is it realistic? Hell, no. Please do not take this story as relationship advice! But I hope you take it as fun.
As always, please let me have your kind votes, and follow me to read my back catalog and the new, upcoming project. And most of all, let me have your comments. There is much, I think, to disagree with here, and I hope, much to agree with as well. Let me have it!
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------------
Bikini Isekai 1: Bikini Detailing
------------
This tale begins as most of this sort do, I guess, with the rush of air from an advancing shockwave and my eyes suddenly perceiving the rapidly enlarging front grill of a Peterbilt semi.
*
When my brain began working again, my first words were, "AHHHHHHHHH!" and "Noooooo!" My first thought was to wonder why I was not in excruciating, broken pain. Then my mind cleared slightly, and I wondered, more to the point, why I was alive. There was no way that truck was going to stop, and no way it was going to miss.
But I realized that I wasn't in pain. Any pain at all. In fact, I felt nothing whatsoever. I could not see or hear, though I was aware that the world was white, not black. My memories didn't seem to be fully online either. I mean, I remember the grill of that oncoming truck, but...
Ew. Maybe I was not alive anymore. That would suck.
"Yo, dude," came a sudden voice. I remembered voices from before. This was definitely a voice. "Get your crap together," the voice went on, impatient but amused. It sounded female. I specifically remembered females now. I was definitely a fan. Except for my ex-wife and a few of her friends...
I focused on the voice, and suddenly I could perceive my body, all solid and uninjured. I shook my head and sat up. What I sat up on, I had no idea, as the world stubbornly remained that same endless, shadowless whiteness. I could feel I was sitting now on something fairly comfortable and cushioned, but I could not see it or perceive its shape, nor the shape of anything else at all.
I shook my head again, and now I could see and fully feel my own body. I was whole and intact. But different. First of all, instead of my ill-fitting suit, scuffed wingtips, and legacy tie that my former wife had given me ten years ago, I found myself wearing board shorts and an unbuttoned camp shirt. More strangely, I was definitely too young. This was my twenty-something body: slender, bordering on reedy. Honestly, this still beat the pudgy, aging mess I had seen in the mirror last time I looked.
Great. That memory was back, and clear as a bell. Whatever was happening, I did not need to remember the increasing dismay as I had come to grips with how I had let myself go, even before the divorce.
Do you know how weird it is to be in a well-lit place, but there are no shadows whatsoever, and you can't see anything except yourself, including the thing you are sitting on?
It is almost as weird as definitely being hit by a semi, yet not being dead.
Almost.
I mean, I was strangely certain that this was neither Heaven nor Hell. In Hell, I'd still be the fat mess I'd let myself become during and after a pre-forties divorce. In Heaven, I'd have some decent muscles...
"Danny!" came the voice again. "Focus! I want to get you to work." I realized I could sense the direction it came from, and I peered that way, which looked identical to every other way. Then it stopped looking identical.
Suddenly, I saw a figure. She was fading into view, appearing from some non-existent mist as she walked toward me.
And yes, she was most certainly female. With no physical frame of reference, I could not guess at her height, but I somehow nevertheless knew she was perhaps a couple of inches over average. The rest of her was anything but average. Her gleaming natural blonde hair was teased into a massive corona around her simultaneously innocently cute and strikingly alluring face, with high cheekbones and huge, brown doe eyes. Her legs were long and tight, and her hips flared richly out below her wasp-thin waist. Her breasts were impressive and bounced extravagantly with each sweeping step she took.
She wore a bikini. It wasn't particularly extravagant, but on this woman, it did not need to be. It showcased her every curve and her significant bounciness perfectly. Watching this creature walk was better than a free week at Disneyland. A free month.
Holy cow.
It had been decades since I'd had a wet dream, but I felt like I might be in one right now. I sat up straighter and subconsciously tugged the front of my shirt closed over my suddenly bony-seeming chest.
"Who are you?" I asked, like a confused, stupid... whatever the heck I was, instead of the suave, confident man I desperately wanted to come across as to this vision.
She stopped in front of me. She posed, really, with cocked hips and hands on her waist. "I'm Candy," she said.
Of course you are, I managed not to say out loud.
Cripes, even her bare feet were hot...
"I grabbed your soul just after your moment of fatal stupidity and brought you here," she added, giving me a slightly taunting look.
"You... Wait... You grabbed my soul? Are you God?" God was named Candy? God had tits like that? No, but...? "I mean, are you a god, or... or something?" I asked, trying to fit things into place in a fashion that made any sense at all.
Candy snorted. "Hardly! The gods seldom give a damn about mortals. And the Big Guy himself has layers and layers of administrative staff to insulate him from beings like me, let alone run-of-the-mill mortals. No, I am a Muse, and I plucked you off the scrapheap to be my Seed."
"A Muse?" I asked, stupidly.
"Yes, a Muse," she said, rolling her eyes. "You know, powerful otherworldly beings who inspire and nurture the creativity of human storytellers and artists? That's me. And you will be my Seed, a soul with sufficient agency to enhance, enrich, and spread the ideas I nurture among those who create tales within my metier."
"Your metier?"
"Yes. The specific arena of tales that I work to inspire and spread. There are thousands of Muses, just for humanity alone. Each of us has our own particular type of artistic vision that it is our desire to promote and promulgate."
"So there is competition among Muses?" I wondered. "That could be cool, I guess. But it is probably pretty cut-throat, considering how creative humans are."
"You mortals are not as creative as you think you are," Candy said wearily. "That is why there are Muses. And it isn't competition between us Muses, it's more like bureaucratic territoriality. Infighting is dreary and super boring, and I try to stay out of it at all times. Be glad that you won't have to worry about any of that stuff in your new existence."
My new existence. Wow. That was a heavy concept.
"And I'm a whatchacallit, a Seed, right?" I asked slowly. "What does a Seed do?" It occurred to me that if the rest of my existence was to be spent following orders from this cross between Barbie and Jessica Rabbit, except convincingly human and way hotter to boot, I might not mind being dead.
"Once I am done setting you up," Candy said, walking around a bit, which was a-okay since it sent those tits jiggling some more, "You will find yourself in one world or another that comports to the basic structures of my stories, with people who fit in as well. Your job is to live through the sort of scenarios that make up my authors' and filmmakers' tales, celebrate the ups, suffer through the downs, and breathe human life into the tales, which will then inspire many living artists."
"And what is your sort of story?" I asked absently, trying to wrap my head around what could be awesome, but that also sounded pretty fraught.
"I am the Muse of Raunchy Sex Comedies," Candy said.
"What?" I choked. Or, my mind sort of tried to choke. I think my body was still trying to remember how to choke. "Raunchy what?"
"Oh, shut up," Candy said crossly. "It's not a prestigious gig, I know. Sorry. But Ichabod could have gotten his mitts on you. How'd you like to be beholden to the Muse of Gory Horror?" I shuddered in sudden... horror. "Or maybe you'd rather I trade you to Greta?" Candy snapped, "She and all her dreary, pretentious, apocalyptic fables?"
"Those do sound like hideous jobs," I agreed hastily. "But..."
"Look, I know my work has been in decline lately," Candy growled. "The lack of interest in making much of my stuff has made me weak, and it's taken forever to save my strength enough to be able to swoop in and grab you before someone else did. Seed-worthy souls are a pretty rare commodity. I haven't had a new one of my own in ages. All my stuff is stale. Half the tales, shows, and movies I've inspired of late have been duds. The other half have been duds and triggered John, the ArchMuse of Pornos to engage in that bureaucratic territoriality I mentioned. Do you realize that I have basically missed out on the whole streaming revolution?" she pouted prettily. Of course, she pouted prettily. I was certain that she blew her nose prettily.
"But..."
"Look," Candy overrode me. "This is why I need you. A highly qualified seed like you understands the job, and keeps things from getting outright stupid. I mean, most of my stuff is kinda stupid to begin with, but your job is to inject that humanity and keep things plausibly ridiculous."
"Why am I 'highly qualified'?" I asked, a little mystified by that turn of phrase.
"Please," Candy snorted. "The last six movies you rented online before you kissed the truck were Bikini Med School, Bikini Summer 2, Fraternity Vacation, Private Resort, Trading Places to mix in some class, and Bikini Drive-In!"
"What?" I yelped indignantly. "How could you know that? I clean my browser history fully and use a frigging VPN!"
"Please, doofus. You think Incognito Mode will hide you from a demigod?" she laughed. I almost swooned at that laugh. Even as this... um, Muse mocked me, everything about her was just delightful.
*
Suddenly, I was standing on a sidewalk. A sunny, sandy, concrete sidewalk, between a street and some dunes. The sun was starting to get lower in the sky over the ocean. I glanced at the Swatch I found myself wearing and saw from the time that the water had to be the Pacific. I turned slowly in place. Even if I had not had contextual clues about where I was, it was easy to identify this as a beach community somewhere in SoCal. But a dated version thereof.
The first thing that jumped out was the utter plethora of convertibles. And all the businesses, mostly on the other side of the street, were small independents. There was not a Starbucks, McDonald's, Gap, or Ulta to be seen. And not a single smartphone was in view. The place screamed late 80s, early 90s. Every dude I saw except me wore really short shorts and swim trunks.
But that wasn't quite right either. More modern things were mixed in here and there. There were more foreign cars than you would have seen in the 80s. Hairstyles came from a wide variety of decades, though most were 80s vintage. And the bikinis were from damn near all eras since their invention.
There were so many bikinis.
It took me a moment to see beyond all the exposed, tanned, tight skin to realize the weirdest thing of all. Almost everybody was young. Guys and girls all seemed to range from 20 to 25 years old. I looked closer and snorted. There were also a plentiful supply of obviously 35 year-olds who dressed and acted like the world was expecting us to believe that these nearly middle-aged people were 21 or something.
I could see a few openly older folks, who mostly only registered on my brain because of their reactions. Some old ladies would stop and huff, comically aghast as some spectacular thong-clad ass roller-skated by. A few old guys ogled those same asses like dirty old cartoon perverts, and without being subtle in the least. Quite the opposite, actually, leering openly. But if there were other people supposed to be over 25 around on the streets, they just never registered in my, or anyone else's, vision.
I realized the world in which I found myself had been constructed according to the most pervasive, yet most subtle trope of raunchy sex comedies: The world belongs to the young.
All this registered in my head in what felt like barely a second, before I heard some chucklehead that I could not see crank up a boombox nearby. Some generic, beachy pop tune that wanted to be catchy, but was not, blared out. Simultaneously, I was suddenly in the midst of a crowd of rollerskating girls in bikinis of all shapes and sizes. Well, all the shapes and sizes that were hot, at any rate.
The girls were all laughing and smiling at each other as they skated around each other in circles. They even started circling me as the song went on. Tan skin glistened, and breasts swayed in bikinis that provided too little restraint. My gaze suddenly lurched to three conventionally handsome blonde bros in short, tight swimsuits and open beach shirts like mine. All three were leaning backwards, one hand on their mirrored Aviators, with comically shocked expressions of delight at the passing parade. I jerked my eyes back to greener pastures. One skater swirled too close to me, and stumbled into my arms, dislodging my eyeglasses on my face. I held her up with difficulty, but enjoyed myself immensely. She was the nicest armful I'd had in damn near a decade or more. But she just laughed and righted herself, skating on as if I had never been there.
Wait. Since when did I wear thick prescription lenses?
Oh, wow. This was a freaking montage, I realized. There were always Babe Montages in bikini beach comedies. If my life was going to be populated with these, I was definitely all-in on Candy's needs for me. I tried to fumble my glasses back into place, and sure enough, what I was expecting to see, happened.
Two girls, particularly well-endowed ones in particularly precarious bikinis, were laughing and shoving each other playfully as they skated my way. One grabbed for the other and missed. In doing so, she grabbed the bikini strap and tugged it enough for an unreasonably nice breast to come popping free. It was seriously fine. Firm, bouncing in its sudden freedom, with a dark, upturned nipple.
Instead of covering herself immediately, the tit-out girl just shrieked in happy outrage and yanked the other girl's top aside, dumping both of that girl's smaller, but only relatively so, boobs into the open!
My eyes opened wide, righting my glasses fully, just in time to see everything. But then they both swept past me, and when I spun around, there were no exposed boobs, and in fact the girls were not visible at all, gone and replaced with other, marginally more covered babes.
Then the song suddenly ended, and the crowd of bikini skaters faded from existence.
My glasses were still crooked, and I just stood there, stupidly bemused. Then I stiffened.
Oh no! Please don't let me be the comic relief in this tale! You wouldn't do that to me, Candy, would you? Please let me be the nerdy underdog who comes through and scores some hot babe in the end.
I straightened my glasses reflexively and realized that I was holding a sheet of paper in my hand.
I smoothed it out as best I could and moved it back and forth to find the focal length on the shitty glasses I needed. When the paper was finally readable, my vision seemed almost like I was looking at it over my own shoulder from above.
Darned trite cinematography... How could I work to fix that, I wondered momentarily.
Danny,
Get your backside here by close of business, Thursday. San Ramona Carwash. You can't miss it. I've got to leave in the morning for Mexico, so you better be here. Your mom promises that you won't let my place collapse around your ears.
Uncle Chuck
Okay, so we were doing Bikini Carwash to start. Once upon a time, I had enjoyed that film, but could only remember fragments of it now. Would things always be this recycled, or was Candy just starting me out with a slam dunk? And how closely would it hew to the original?
Whichever, I had better find the damned carwash. I looked around. I could not see it, or any other carwash anywhere, so I guess I certainly could miss it, whatever this 'Uncle' said..
In the movie, I vaguely remembered the main character had gone down to the beach to look for it.
No.
I was supposed to inject some logic into this scenario to make it 'plausibly ridiculous', whatever bullcrap phrase that was, so I was not going down to the beach to find a carwash. I started walking along the street.
What time was 'close of business'?
I walked a little faster, hoping I was going the right way.
Then, coming up from the beach between a couple of dunes, came five girls. I wondered if I was about to be treated to a second montage, but then noticed that these girls were talking half-seriously, there was no disembodied boombox, and each had prettier faces than any of the girls in the initial Rollerskating Montage. Faces I could focus on...
Oh, please, please let these girls be primary characters! Because even though I could actually focus on and perceive thoughts and emotions on their faces, keeping my gaze high enough to actually do that was still hard...
Unfortunately, they did not spy me and smile in recognition. Instead, they just started to shoulder their way past me as if I were some hapless nerd.
Ouch.
"Excuse me," I said quickly, stepping into the way of the raven-haired girl, waving my letter from 'Uncle Chuck' to get her attention.
"Yes?" the girl answered, stopping and looking like she had not even seen me standing there before. The four blondes with her slowed and turned in equal shock at the talking sidewalk bench.
"I'm, uh, I'm new in town," I stammered. I never stammer. Dammit, Candy! "I am looking for my uncle's business, San Ramona Carwash. Can you point the way for me?"
All four blondes had teased, late-80s hairstyles, three platinum colored and one strawberry. The dark-haired girl I was trying to talk to had an anachronistic 90s hairstyle reminiscent of Courtney Cox in the first season of Friends.
What?
Listen, I sometimes watched comedies that didn't have nudity! I did! And besides, let's face it. If you watched Friends in HD, you were moderately familiar with Courtney's nipples anyway. And even more familiar with Jennifer's...
"Um, I don't think I know the place," said the strawberry blonde girl. She had the smallest breasts among the five, which still left a lot of room for size. And her anachronistic element was her modern monokini that managed to cover less skin than the others' bikinis did.
"None of us has a car out here this summer," the blue-eyed blonde added.
I started to slump my shoulders, but the first girl said, "Wait! I think I've seen a carwash. It's down the road a ways."
"Could you tell me the way? Or better, show it to me? I don't want to get lost again," I asked eagerly. I really wanted these girls to be part of the story, so I decided to see if I could do anything to affect the way events played out.
One of the other blondes snorted. As if they would waste their time walking with this nerd halfway across town.
But the first girl smiled at me. "It's kind of out of our way. But I remember that Wilson's Swirly World is right across the street. Tell you what, you buy us milkshakes there and we'll walk you to your uncle's place."



Five milkshakes? Well, six, because there was no way I wasn't getting one for myself to drink with these babes. Did I have that kind of cash? Did I have any cash?
I reached into my pocket and felt a thin packet of bills. Rats. I did not want to pull it out and count in front of these beauties...
A small bright square flickered in the lower right corner of my vision. Instinctively, I focused on it.
Instantly, time all around me seemed to crawl to a halt, and the square expanded to a small array of text. On the right, towards the top, was a table of information. I quickly spied the word Cash.
Cash: Fun money
Fun money?
A voice that was and was not Candy's elaborated from somewhere. Fun money means you have enough for minor expenses like milkshakes for pretty girls and other incidentals, but not enough for any major expenses.
"How do I get more money?" I asked Candy.
There was no answer.
Quickly, since no one was moving a millimeter, I looked at the rest of the sheet.
Name: Danny
Age: 23
Intelligence: 15
Height: 5' 8"
Build: Slight
Cash: Fun money
Game: Meager
Hair: Drab
Debuffs: Nervous stutter
Buffs: Not remotely
Virginity: Null
Game? I wondered.
The voice answered, Game is the multiplier applied to the chance of success of any gambit you try with a girl or girls. Equally important is the quality of the gambit. A middling pass made at a bright girl with high Prude rating will likely not succeed, especially not with a low Game stat like yours. But that same pass might easily succeed if you were a master rating for your Game stat. Regardless, that otherwise same pass aimed at a bimbo would have a wildly higher chance for success.
Holy cow! Was this a freaking character sheet? Was I in an isekai? A real-life RPG?
I thought about that. The absence of stats like Hit Points and Armor Class filled me with relief.
I was about to dismiss the information and resume the story when I stopped. Hair?Hair was a freaking primary characteristic? What the heck?
Worse, mine was... 'drab'. Hair has a secondary effect on Game check calculations. Its influence is related to how physically oriented the girl being approached is, the voice I assumed was Candy helpfully supplied.
So I had drab hair. How was I supposed to fix that?"
"I'd love to try the milkshakes," I said brightly, as confidently as I could manage. It was a wobbly attempt, but better than before. Honestly, I'd have had a hard time in my real life offering to take this crowd of hotties for a milkshake.
"You were going the wrong way," the first girl said, and pointed back the way I had come.
I turned and headed off. "Let's go have a shake then!"
Behind me, I heard one girl say, none too quietly, "Kristi! We are going to hang out with this guy?"
"Do you have money for milkshakes?" Kristi replied. So I had a name for the black-haired girl. Drat. She sounded like she was the leader of the outfit. I thought she was the hottest among the hot, but with an obviously high intelligence, my drab hair and meager Game meant I had a terrible chance with her. I was sure my nervous voice did not help, either.
"Ohhhh!He has money for milkshakes," I heard the blue-eyed blonde say, suddenly catching up on the obvious. It seemed like she was possibly the bimbo in the group. Depending on how shallow she was about appearances, she might be a better source of easy 'experience points'.
That seemed like something I was expected to pursue, but it felt skeezy.
Sigh. Blue Eyes had, if possible, a more heavily weaponized bod than Kristi. It might be skeezy, but it might be hard to resist. How far, how fast would I sink into this game?
And were there experience points at all? It didn't seem like the point of this was a game system, and I did not see an entry for them, or even a listing of my level in the character sheet... Maybe I could improve myself otherwise? I sensed that I would have a better time in this 'job' if I could improve things like my Game, for instance. Maybe I'd hit a gym as well.
I slowed my pace a fraction so the girls caught up and essentially surrounded me. "My name's Danny," I said, looking around at them.
"Hi, Danny. I'm Kristi," said the ringleader, shaking my hand like she was a friend's aunt or something. "And this is Ginny," she added, introducing the strawberry blonde. She was the slightest of the gang, with a tiny but very grabbable ass, twinkling green eyes, and the smallest of the chests among them. Smallest tits, not small tits... and they were still fakes. About the size of oranges, only in this company could her breasts seem modest.
Wow! Suddenly, I realized that every one of these girls had fake tits. Really, really, great ones, too. I mean, they looked amazing, and bounced amazing, and seemed soft, but no real tits this big could possibly ride so high and proud when supported by this array of minimalist bikinis.
Come to think of it, I was betting a large majority of all the girls I'd seen in this town had enhancements done...
"I'm Daisy," one of the two marginally less Barbie-like blondes said. Her hair swept around her pretty face, with its button nose, in long, sweeping arcs of gold. "And this is Maisy," she added, pointing to the shortest of the girls, who seemed to be trying to make up for her shortness with a tall, top-knot ponytail. Both girls wore similar white bikinis, Daisy's trimmed in red, and Maisy's in blue, with tops that were nothing more than triangles held on with string. The bottoms were French-cut, but actually covered almost half of their fetching asses, which in this company was practically demure.
Honestly, Daisy and Maisy, outlier hairstyles aside, were the middle of the road, body-wise... among this group. They had large, beautiful breasts, narrow waists, and rounded asses that looked amazing while half-covered by those bottoms. But nothing was truly unusual or anything... unless you counted drool-worthy fit to be unusual, and I was beginning to realize that in this world it was not. I felt stupid to be making the evaluation that I was. Everything about them was outstanding, it was just that nothing was outside the basic template of extreme generic hotness.
There was a brief pause, then all four girls looked at Blue Eyes, obviously waiting for her to introduce herself.
"What?" the girl asked. "Everybody knows me!" There really was no great light of intelligence gleaming from her eyes, but what eyes. An impossible blue, they sparkled and sometimes hid beneath long dark lashes that looked to be real. They were huge, and wide, and just the sort of eyes a guy might like to drown himself in... if he wasn't obviously more interested in drowning himself in her cleavage.
Those tits really weren't fair. They were so big, they should have appeared cartoonish, and were only saved from seeming so by her height, which was the same as mine, at a couple of inches under six feet, and by their perfect, firm, natural-seeming shape and movement.
Her ass was similarly extravagant, but not by as much, with sleek hips that were just rich enough to bring those fabulous tits into proportion. Her swimsuit was as much about strings as Daisy and Maisy's, except the bottom was similarly 75% string, too.
Why did she have to be so dim? I started to wail inwardly, then stopped.
Oh yeah...
The chances of getting anywhere with a girl, what with my meager Game stat, were inversely proportional to her intelligence!
"Of course," I said quickly. "I know you. Everybody does. But I am new around here, and don't want to mess up your name. Help me out?" I asked, gently taking her hand in mine to shake it softly.
"See?" she said, looking around at her four friends as if she had proved some major point. "I told you." Then she turned her eyes back to me as the other girls grinned. Thank Candy, Bambi was so beautiful I could keep my eyes off of her tits long enough for introductions. "I'm Bambi. With an 'i'," she told me helpfully.
Of course you are.
Suddenly, a small cinderblock building with a giant statue of a milkshake on the roof hove into view. The girls started rushing a little, and I naturally kept up. Across the busy street, I saw my uncle's carwash, but the girls were bent on their shakes, and that sounded better to me for the moment. I may have developed a milk focus in the half mile we had been walking...
Besides, I owed them for their kind directions, right?
The shop was almost deserted when we entered, but the girls seemed to fill the empty space all by themselves, treating me to a mini-montage as they flirted with the counter guy, ooohed over all the ice cream flavors, and pestered me over what flavor I should try. I was sure this was a montage again because a new song started playing on the speakers inside just as we entered, and when it was done, things calmed down, and the next song was much quieter.
While the loud song played, I was just bemused as my vision was filled with a delirious rotation of images of all the bright bikinis and luscious tanned flesh barely contained within. Or almost contained. Ginny and Bambi got into a cute little shoving match to see who got to order first, and one of Ginny's breasts fell out of her monokini in the struggle.
I mean, really. It was an absolutely unreasonably nice tit. Like I said, about orange-sized, it squished prettily out of the cup of her bikini. The nipple was a sweetly rosy hue, with a surrounding field of the same color that was vertically oblong. Her nip did not seem terribly aroused at the moment, but given how pert it was anyway, my mind was suddenly obsessed with images of how it would swell if she were fully excited.
I was obsessed with the unfolding display, but I was nothing compared to the kid working behind the counter. He seemed like a high school senior, but had a host of zits, glasses somehow worse than mine, and honest-to-god external headgear for his braces. He was working in an ice cream shop, leaning over freezers, but he was still sweating so hard at this display of pulchritude that his glasses were fogging up.
The second the song ended, Ginny discovered her breast was exposed, and she nonchalantly tucked it away as if that sort of thing happened every day.
Ice Cream Nerd swallowed visibly, then croaked out a request for everybody's orders. I ordered last and without thinking, went for my favorite, an Oreo shake.
"A wut?" Ice Cream Nerd asked in confusion.
I rolled my eyes. "Duh," I said. "You know, a vanilla shake with Oreos blended in." Before this, he had actually seemed like a pretty experienced shake maker.
"Huh," he said to himself. "Well, um, I do have Oreos for sundae toppings," he said slowly to me. "But they are all crumbled up already. Is that okay?"
"They are going to be more crumbled when you blend the shake," I pointed out. I looked to the girls to make sure they saw what a noob this kid was.
For the first time, all the girls besides Kristi were looking at me like they actually saw me. In Kristi's case, she was looking a little bit impressed.
"Oreo milkshakes," Daisy mused. "That's actually a pretty brilliant idea..."
We all sat down, and I found that the girls all included me in the conversation, which I had not honestly expected. I guessed it was my milkshake savant status.
"Where are you from, Danny?" Bambi asked, first to include me.
"Oh, you know, back east," I said, not being more specific since I had no idea where this version of me was from. "Did you guys all grow up here?"
The girls all laughed. "None of us actually live out here at all," Kristi said. "We were just in the same sophomore dorm last term, and decided to come out and have a Beach Girls Summer together!"
"It's been awesome so far," Bambi added enthusiastically. The other girls all agreed, but less wholeheartedly. No one elaborated.
"So we are here for sun in the fun," Daisy went on, "how about you? Come to get a serious tan on?"
"Heh, no," I said, not sure if the real answer was a great idea. "I'm, um, here to run my uncle's carwash for him for the rest of the summer. He has to go to Mexico for some kind of treatment until the Fall." I added that last fact once the information popped into my mind.
"Can I try your weird shake?" Kristi asked, and I more than happily handed the cup over to her. She took a sip, handed it back, and smiled beautifully. "That is really good!"
Watching Kristi sip my shake was sweet. What happened next was much moreso. All four blondes declared they wanted to try it too. But instead of passing around my cup, they left it on the table right in front of me and took turns standing up and bending over to suck on the straw right were it was!
I shifted in my chair uncomfortably, especially when Bambi made a really nice noise after she took her sip.
I am not sure, but there may have been the sound of a slide whistle coming from somewhere...
The only thing wrong in the entire universe was that my shake was half gone by the time they had all had a taste. Maisy in particular had sucked on my straw for a while.
Time for a closer look at Maisy?
We talked idly about nothing much beyond vague plans for a beach fireside cookout some night soon. I was tickled to see that I seemed to be included in these plans, or at least invited. It wasn't like they were actively trying to get me to come, but I was there as they planned. These girls were all pretty cool, and certainly polite (except for Bambi, who was too freaking hot to have ever needed to lean how to act polite), so they seemed to feel it rude not to include me, since I was there, and especially since I was new in town.
I finished my shake first. Duh. At that point, I realized it was getting late, and jumped up. "Wow! This has been great, guys. Really! But I need to go check in with my uncle."
"Oh yeah, job comes first," Kristi said firmly. "Come on, girls, let's go check out Danny's new carwash."
They all rose and trooped out of the shop behind me, though I heard Bambi quietly protest, "But we don't have a car..." I shook my head. Bambi was in no way a bitch. And I was beginning to suspect that she was not quite as dumb as she sounded. But she just had so far displayed no understanding of when not to voice her thoughts...
The busy coastal street was miraculously free of traffic as I reached the sidewalk, so I crossed straight to the other side in the oncoming dusk.
The carwash was a classic old setup, with driveways in and out in front, and a big, cinderblock building housing the mechanical washer. Cars would drive off the street and straight into the back. They would wait their turn in the yard back there, then they would turn into the building and exit again to the street out front, all clean. There was a smaller second story atop the main building. I figured that was the 'manager's apartment' that Uncle Chuck had promised I could use, to sweeten the pot for running his business for next to nothing all summer.
Uncle Chuck could have just told me I would meet girls like Kristi, Ginny, Daisy, Maisy, and Bambi, and I'd have been willing to sleep on the beach for the opportunity...
I snorted at that internally as I crossed the street. I was really beginning to settle into thinking like this new/old version of me.
By the time I got to the opposite sidewalk, I realized that I had a problem.
The carwash was deserted. The OPEN sign was dark. I dashed quickly to the office door, finding myself repeating, "No no no no no no no!"
The door was locked. Possibly worse, there was a piece of paper taped to it.
Daniel,
I told you to be here by close of business! I have to pack. Worse, I will have to come back here tomorrow before I hit the road. Be here by 9am, so I can give you the keys, and don't make me regret hiring my sister's boy!
I kept on saying 'no' as I read the note.
Suddenly, I realized the girls had caught up and were gathered around me.
"Bad news?" Kristi asked, a note of compassion in her voice.
"My uncle already left, and he is pissed I didn't get here before they closed," I said, worriedly.
The girls all looked at the milkshakes still in each other's hands uncomfortably. It would have looked funny to anyone but me, but I had a problem here.
"Don't worry. You'll do such a good job running the place, he'll be your biggest fan by the time he gets back!" Bambi said optimistically.
"Yeah? Well, he sure is not going to be my biggest fan tomorrow morning," I replied grimly. "But I have an even bigger problem. He was supposed to give me the keys to my apartment this afternoon!" Swiftly, I looked at the small glowing square in my vision, and the world took a timeout while I checked to see if my Cash stat had gone up miraculously from fun money.
Oh, it had changed alright...
Cash: Sandwich Money
Milkshakes were expensive...
I looked away from my stat sheet to the girls. "Uh, could you guys show me where the high tide line is on the beach? I'll need to know because I think I'm sleeping on the sand tonight."
I wasn't sure which side of the high water mark I would decide to sleep on... This was bad.
"We are not letting you sleep on the beach tonight," Kristi said firmly. Bambi's eyes swiftly lit in agreement. The other three were less instant, but they all agreed after a moment.
"I, uh, thanks?" I said, feeling like a homeless charity case.
"You can save sleeping on the sand for tomorrow night, or whenever we have our campfire party, and we all sleep on the beach," Ginny chirped with a smile.
"Come on," Kristi said, nodding at Ginny's idea. "Our place isn't far. We passed in on the way here!"
This time, as we walked, they all trooped off in front. Instead of being herded along by them at my sides, this time I trudged along behind, still worrying.
This story could turn sour real fast if the handoff of the business broke down tomorrow. I was pretty sure that a sour tale of California homelessness would piss off the Muse of Raunchy Sex Comedies, since sour stories were not her, what'd she call it? Her metier? I don't know what pissed off Muses did to the Seeds that pissed them off, but I would rather pass on angering any immortal beings this week.
The silver lining was, well, how on earth could those asses be as amazing as those tits?
But they sure as heck were... The girls were all wearing flip-flops or sneakers, but from the sway of their hips, you'd have thought they were all on four-inch heels.
We reached their place. It was a freaking three bedroom furnished beach cottage, on the ocean side of the main drag and with a direct view of the ocean. It had no back deck, though. How could these girls survive such a hardship?
I'm pretty sure we had some kind of simple dinner and then sat around for a while in the main room of the cottage. The details were hazy, as if not interesting enough to waste energy on for the story I was in. Time just slipped away for a little while. That should have been a jarring revelation, but I was internalizing pretty quickly being some kind of story beta tester or something.
Things snapped into focus when Maisy yawned and stretched her hands over her head. When any of these girls stretched their hands over their heads, things snapped into focus... "Wow! All that all-day sun takes it out of you," she said almost blearily. "I'm going to shower and crash." She pushed herself to her feet.
Before she could take two steps, Daisy stood and stopped her. "Maisy, the drought, remember?" Maisy's hand flew to her mouth, remembering.
Really? No showers? Even these goddesses were going to be pretty rank in the morning, not to mention the consequences of sand where it was unauthorized.
"I'll help you," Daisy went on blandly. How did you help with a shower when you had to save water? Use a stopwatch?



"Thanks," was all Maisy said, and the two of them trooped into the bathroom, which was right across from where I sat. They must have been used to no guys being around, because neither closed the freaking door!
Yep, totally used to an all-girls environment. They both just immediately stripped off their bikinis, standing right where I could see them! I summoned every ounce of restraint I had ever possessed to keep from pointing out that I could see... everything.
Maisy flipped on the water, and then they both stepped right into the shower.
Ohhhh...
Save water. Shower with a friend.
Suddenly, the dopey California enviro-aphorism sounded like the wisdom of the ancients.
The shower was one of those weird anachronisms in this world I found myself inhabiting. At it's core it was the expected 80s-era hexagonal-tiled shower, with a single plain head. But the enclosure was some kind of $6,000 mid-2020s tempered glass set of doors that were perfectly transparent and shed water like the glass was not even there. There was nothing to impede my view, is what I am saying.
The water must have still been cold when they stepped in, because I could watch from where I sat as four nipples leapt to prominence from the chill. Even better, the soft, sweeping expanses of their tits were covered with rapidly sprouting goosebumps all over.
How could I possibly make out detail like that from across the room, especially through the crappy, thick-lensed glasses I had to wear?
If this had actually been some kind of softcore sex comedy, you can bet your ass the camera would have zoomed in on a sight like that. So, logically, for values of logic in this situation, my vision did too. I did not complain. My only struggle was with not making it seem like this was the big deal to me that it certainly was.
Maisy and Daisy immediately set to swiftly soaping themselves off and trading time under the water to wash their hair. I tried not to lean forward as I anticipated them lathering each other up, but that turned out not to happen. When it was clear it would not, I was able to relax a little, but I'll admit I was disappointed... and a little surprised.
Oh. Yeah, this was softcore, right?
I almost laughed when that realization led to another. I had just been watching several minutes of the best views in history of some of the best naked tits and ass in history, and I somehow had not gotten one view of either pussy. How, I don't know, since they both turned around and around in there the whole time. But every time I looked, a thigh was in the way, or a bar of soap in a hand. Every time they bent over, which was blessedly often, they always managed to be turned side on to me. By the time they got out, I still had no idea if either even had a bush or was clean-shaven.
The next thing I knew, they were both coming out of the bathroom, wrapped in small towels. Really small towels. The terrycloth reached from maybe an inch below the crotch, all the way up to millimeters above the aureoles. Maisy's towel was almost an inch wider than Daisy's, which I supposed was the case because her aureoles were a good bit larger and needed slightly more towel to keep them covered. Both girls also had towels wrapped around their heads, because no self-respecting 80s girl would let anyone, male or female, see her hair without mousse or heat applied.
Instead of going to bed, they just sat back down in the living room and rejoined the conversation.
Bambi bounced up. "My turn!" she chirped and looked back and forth between Kristi and Ginny. "Who's going to help me?" The two girls looked at each other. The thought that they could 'help' each other, and not have to be in that small shower with both Bambi and her boobs flicked across their eyes. But I then saw the knowledge in their eyes that if they left Bambi to her own devices in the shower, the girl would bankrupt them through the water bill.
"I'm coming," Ginny said agreeably and followed.
The performance that was somehow not a performance in the girls' minds repeated itself. I cataloged more acres of fantastic flesh. Of course, I had already seen one of Ginny's boobs, but let me tell you, the other one was just a wonderful. And when not being squished by a dislodged bikini top, the one I had seen was even better.
Bambi was just unfair. Just. Unfair.
And by the time they got out, I still had no more idea about any pubic hair in the cottage other than my own. As similarly be-toweled babes sat back in the living room along with the rest of us, Kristi stretched on her seat and said, "My turn!"
What a stretch.
Oh, goody!
I barely kept from bouncing up and down in my seat for the next show.
"Hey!" Daisy said quickly. "You don't have a helper!"
Kristi rolled her eyes. The sure knowledge that she would not waste water anyway, clear in the expression.
"Why don't you let Danny help?" Ginny suggested, like she was submitting a dinner suggestion.
What?
"Ohhh! Good idea," Bambi said, clapping her hands in delight.
"Coming, Danny?" Kristi asked idly, waiting for me to rise.
What?
After I flipped all my circuit breakers back online, I rose, trying not to look eager.
Kristi just smiled and walked toward the bathroom. Before she even got to it, she had reached behind her back and tugged the bow of the string on her top free. She stepped through the door, paused and turned back, holding the loose top in place to cover her own fabulous tits.
Mostly in place.
The nipples were still hiding.
Barely.
"Thanks, Danny," she said sweetly. "Just knock on the door when the water has been running for five minutes, so I don't go over, okay?" and she closed the door in my face!
All four of the other girls laughed uproariously, as if they had not all just showered completely naked in my full view minutes earlier. I just blushed and looked at my watch. The laughter went on. It was not meant to be cruel. In fact, it was pretty darned sexy.
But it was cruel.
I just stood there, keeping an eye on my watch and trying to remain nonchalantly in the conversation from my post over by the door. This was made harder at one point when Ginny's towel came loose while she was telling a joke, and it slipped to her waist. She did not even move to tug it back in place until she was done with the joke.
It was like wardrobe malfunctions were an integral part of her everyday life.
I shook my head and looked back at my watch. Damn! 15 seconds over.
I knocked on the door. "Water Police!" I called sternly and was rewarded by laughter, even from Kristi on the other side of the door. In a couple more minutes, she emerged, wrapped in a huge, wide, super fluffy, pink towel that covered maybe two inches more than the other girls' did, top and bottom. It somehow looked like a mumu in comparison.
"Your turn," Kristi said. "There are plenty of towels for you. I'll call after five minutes!" She pulled the door closed behind her and I heard her walk away from the door.
I had not been on the beach, but I did need a shower anyway. I pulled off my clothes, shoved them in my backpack, and pulled out the one clean set of shorts, shirt, and underwear I had on me. I set them aside with a towel by the shower and started to get in.
Wait. These darned glasses... With them off and safely stashed atop my clothes where I could fumble for them after I got clean, I got in the shower and ran the water. It felt good, actually, and I started to wash my hair.
The images in my head of who had been in this enclosure earlier were... vivid.
I swear. I swear to God... I swear to Candy, that I heard a boing sound from somewhere as my dick felt it had waited long enough to start to get hard. I thanked Candy for the fact that the bathroom door was closed.
I looked involuntarily over to check on said door, and, as if in evil answer to my little prayer to the boss, my blurry vision could make out it swinging wide open, all by itself!
Holy cow! This darn house had probably shifted in an earthquake or something, and the door swung open on its own. Probably why the girls thought nothing of it being open while they showered. I could make out at least a couple of girls, sitting on the couch. At least one, given the black hair, was Kristi. If I could see their faces, they could see my...
I spun to face away. The water was running over my ears, but I could hear twittering. And a few approving murmurs?
As I shampooed as fast as I could, I looked down.
Well.
The Muse of Sex Comedies may have a cruel sense of humor, but she had done me at least one solid. One very solid thing. Before I died, I had lived my whole life with 5 and a half, fairly slender, inches. It wasn't really a problem. It had always gotten the job done when I had gotten the opportunity.
But whatever was bouncing between my legs was most emphatically longer. And not remotely that slender. It was not porn star big, and I realized that I was a little relieved about that, but the very weight of the thing was strikingly more than I was used to feeling. I shot a quick prayer of thanks to Candy, with a heavy dose of sardonic humor.
I felt an actual flicker of a you're welcome! And instructions to cut out the sardonic stuff. She liked broad comedy.
I grimaced as I realized that I would have to turn around toward the girls and then fumble around with both hands to find the soap dish with my poor vision. Darn it! I definitely remembered that the soap dish had been on the back wall when I got into the shower! I remembered that distinctly. But it was no longer in that position. There was another self-satisfied chuckle from the higher power...
And I was running out of time.
I thought that 80s sex comedies were all about T&A. Not D&B!
But, I realized, Candy was working to inspire 21st-century writers. Modern women deserved their pound of, um, flesh as well...
With a grimace, I spun around and fumbled for the soap as fast as I could. It was now in a totally stupid and counterintuitive position, because that was what was most funny. I finally grabbed the slippery bar and turned back around, still pretending I did not notice the open door. If these women could manage to deny the story a single glimpse of beaver, I could do my best to prevent the camera from lingering on my dick.
I might poke the lens out with this thing...
I could hear once again some delicate laughter at my predicament. But I also heard a few more speculative murmurs. Could the memory of a guy's decent junk provide a positive multiplier to his Game stat?
I was barely clean when I heard Kristi call out in a sweet, just barely sexy voice. "Charlie! It's time to get out of the shower," she almost sang. I twisted the water knob to off and took a deep breath. I turned around and leapt out of the shower, grabbing the towel and wrapping it around my waist. At least Kristi had not come back over to the open door to call out to me.
Darn it! She wasn't interested enough to come over and get a better look?
Or did they have the same kind of camera's eye zoom vision that I did? I doubted it, alas.
I stepped away from the doorway and dressed quickly. My glasses were back on, and I heaved a sigh, no longer half-blind, nor fully naked.
"Wow," Daisy said as I wandered in, as if I had not just given them all a show that was a pale compensation for the one they had given me. "Even I am not staying up to read tonight. Bedtime?"
There was general agreement.
"Um, is there an extra blanket I could use on the couch?" I asked, my nervous stammer reasserting itself.
"I think so," Bambi said, looking around.
"Oh, you do not want to sleep on that Salvation Army reject," Kristi said offhandedly. "You've felt how scratchy it is, and there is a bar you can feel right through the cushions. I won the room lottery and got a room to myself this summer. You can sleep in there with me."
No one else seemed to find this to be extraordinary, and all trooped off to other rooms. I followed diffidently into Kristi's bedroom. Sleeping in the bed next to hers might not let me go to sleep at all...
Well, that would not be a problem, because the cottage's sole single room had just one, albeit king-sized, bed. No couch. No comfy chair. Not even really much floor space. The small room was mostly just bed. How did someone get that big of a mattress in here, anyway?
This was princely thanks for a milkshake...
"I'll, um, which side do you want?" I asked. Kristi pointed at the far side with amusement. I nodded. "Then I'll sleep over here. I'll, you know, roll over and face the, um, wall," I added, pointedly not getting under the covers.
"Yeah," Kristi said, turning out the lights. Amusement crept into her voice. "That's probably for the best." I heard her move around the bed, and I felt her slip under the covers.
It should have taken hours to work through an epic case of blue balls and fall asleep, but it didn't. Not narratively interesting, I guess. In moments, I was out like a light.
The sun streamed through the window early, and I woke. My first thought was that I needed to be back at the carwash before my uncle even got there. My second was the realization that I had slept with, well, literally slept with, Kristi last night!
Blearily, I rolled slowly over to see if she was awake yet. She was not. She was actually not so quietly snoring. And each snore got louder and wetter and more like a cows the longer I watched. I stifled a laugh. That noise coming from that angelic face was funny. But I wasn't laughing long, because it was instantly apparent that whatever she might have worn to sleep in, it did not include anything in the way of a top. Her shoulders were bare, and as she lay on her back with the sheet tucked up under her armpits, snoring hilariously, the outlines of her breasts under the thin sheet were violently arresting.
I sat up quickly, and this interrupted the snoring noises. "Uh, good morning," I said nervously.
"Good morning," Kristi yawned back, sitting up in bed. Alas, her arm automatically went to wrap across her chest, keeping her sheet in place quite firmly, as if she were not thinking about it.
Oh, wow. Trope alert. Kristi's character was clearly the ingénue main character that might or might not get naked at all, but not before the end of the story if she did. That, or she was played by the minorly famous actress who was not too good to accept a role in a T&A movie, but tragically felt she was too good to show any skin at any point at all.
Sigh.
Her sleepy vision cleared. "Hey! Danny! You should get going and run to your uncle's carwash so you can be there before he is!"
It's okay, Candy, you don't need to have Kristi go all Basil Exposition for me. I know what needs doing.
Before I could even turn, Kristi added, "There are some Pop-Tarts in the kitchen. Grab a pack on your way," she pointed the way to the kitchen. "We will probably drop by and see you later, maybe around lunch time, and see your domain," she added.
I think she said something like that.
You see, she had pointed to the kitchen with the hand that had held up the sheet and I was being presented with tits that were... beyond unfair. Sure, they were not as big or impressive as Bambi's. And while they were bigger than Ginny's, they were somehow even more beautiful.
I wanted to just sit on the edge of the bed and just stare in a locked-up fashion at those amazing, somehow fully tanned mounds. But I guess that my admittedly meager Game stat was enough to save me from embarrassing myself. I bounced out of the room, treasuring a memory for the ages.
I had barely opened the box of breakfast 'nutrition' pies when there was a loud knock at the front door. It repeated and sounded insistent. "Girls!" I heard a loud voice snarling from outside.
All five girls piled out of their rooms, all of them, even Kristi, somehow, were already in the day's bikinis. They were looking at each other with wide, uneasy eyes.
"What...?" I started to ask, but was shushed.
Kristi showed she was the natural leader once again and steeled herself to open the door. "Mr. Glotzkin?" she said timidly as she opened the door slightly.
Glotzkin barged through, pushing past Kristi. He was one of those older men that you could actually see in this world, making him a perv, a benefactor, or an antagonist.
I was quite sure that he was not a benefactor.
"Where is my rent, girlies?" he said, a cigar hanging out of the corner of his mouth. The guy's combover was epic. "Yer late!" he added menacingly.
All the girls started babbling. Glotzkin was having none of it. "Ten days! I told you..."
"Is ten days really that bad?" I asked, trying to help.
The guy's eyes widened when he noticed me, and his expression got even more ridiculously apoplectic. Kristi glared at me in anguish. "And you had a guy here overnight?" he blustered. "The lease specifically says..."
"No, no, no, no, Mr. Glotzkin!" Kristi jumped in, another glare telling me to zip it. "This is just Danny. He stopped by early this morning to say hi before his first day at work at the carwash just down the street."
The guy looked at me and snarled a little. "Well, he ain't much of a guy, at least." He turned to interrogate me. "And does she mean Chuck's place?" I just nodded, keeping my lips shut, as instructed. "Sucks to be you, kid. Chuck's a total putz," Glotzkin growled.
"Danny," Kristi said, making shooing motions, "thanks for coming by, but you really don't want to be late! We are all fine. We will see you later!"
I bailed, feeling awful to leave the girls to this guy, especially when the last words I heard were, "This is not fine," in his gravelly voice.
Was this Glotzkin douche the Big Bad guy? Seemed kind of weak sauce. But if the plot was going to be helping the girls keep their beach house for the summer, then that was the plot. I shrugged. After a bit more exposition, I was sure all would become clear.
As I hoofed it down the street, munching on a Pop-Tart, the image of Kristi's naked boobs returned to warm my heart. That sight had been a memory for the ages. I shook my head. Every single breast among those girls was a memory for the ages.
Thanks, Candy.
I was filled with the sudden impression that I was doing well, and had deserved a bonus this morning.
Or maybe it had simply been compensation for what I was about to encounter.
"Danny, you little pipsqueak, where have you been?" I heard my uncle's voice before I even saw him. I just kept running and skidded to a stop before him.
"Sorry, Uncle! The bus was late yesterday, and you didn't send me the address. By the time I found where here was, you had all closed up!"
"Ever heard of the Yellow Pages, dingus?" he snarled. He paused and looked at me. "You look pretty cleaned up for having slept on the beach."
"I, um, met some new friends and flopped at their place," I said uninformatively.
"Yeah? Well, you are not here to make new friends," Uncle Chuck growled. "You are here to run my carwash for me!"
"Yes, sir!" I almost shouted, snapping to a parody of attention and snapping off the kind of salute an actor would if he had never enlisted or even thought about it.
Uncle Chuck relaxed marginally and almost smiled at me. "Look, kid. This will be easy... unfortunately. Business is very steady, but also very bad. Just enough to pay the electricity, water, and Mutt and Jeff over there," he said, jerking his thumb over his shoulder at a tall, good-looking guy about my age, as well as a short, gray-haired old man who looked like he should be running the place, and knew it. "Just don't lose any more business. Ever since that new place, Studebaker's Wash 'n Wipe, opened up across town, I'm just hanging on here."
"I'll see if I can figure out how to get some business back, sir," I said, trying to sound like a go-getter.



"Please," Uncle Chuck said grumpily. "They have a SudsMaster 6000 with the optional cloth rollers. How can I compete with that? All we got going for us and our crappy old Wash-o-Matic 3500 is this location on the main drag. Look, kid, just don't miscount the till, and remember to lock up every night."
"I'll still try to think of something," I insisted.
"Fine," Uncle Chuck scoffed. "Tell you what, Ivan Boesky, business has been flat as my ex-wife's chest for two years now. You increase my business somehow, and I'll split the excess profits with you, 50-50. But dream on." He shook his head at my youthful innocence. "Here's the keys," he said, handing me a keyring. "The red one is for your apartment upstairs."
With that, my mother's older brother turned and hopped into an aging Ford Thunderbird, peeling out of the lot with mariachi music suddenly blaring.
I walked over to the two guys. "Which of you is Mutt and which is Jeff?" I asked innocently.
The older guy rolled his eyes. "I'm Adam," the younger, buff dude said, extending his hand. "I'm guessing that Mutt and Jeff were whoever worked for Chuck before Wade here, and me. Chuck just keeps calling us that."
I shrugged. Sounded about right for Uncle Chuck. Pretty impressive world-building, Candy, to have details like the names of former employees in play.
Wade looked at Adam and me like we both were idiots. "Look, Danny, is it? Just relax. We got this. I keep this old machine running smoothly. Adam wipes down the headlights and the mirrors after the cars come out. You just do your Uncle's back-breaking job of running the cash register. It's time to open."
It all did sound easy, but look. I knew what kind of story we were in, even though no one else did. No way this dipball comedy was going to let my life be smooth and boring. Mr Studebaker, or whoever ran the rival carwash, would be out to get us within five minutes. He and his minions were probably in his office right now, plotting our downfall.
If it wasn't Studebaker, then there wold be some other douchey bad guy. But my money was instantly on Studebaker.
If I was lucky, his chief minion would be a smoking hot older woman who would turn on him at the critical moment, making him hilariously look like an ass and getting herself awesomely naked in the process.
But I could not count on her help, even if this story did have someone like her. Maybe she would not turn on him, and I would have to save the day some other way... humiliating her and getting her awesomely naked in the process.
Suddenly, I was very invested in the hope that Mr. Studebaker would have a hot henchMILF. I sent a mental note to Candy.
And just how bad were things financially, really? I went into the office and looked over the books, in between taking payment from the trickle of customers.
Yeah. Things really were tight, and had been for two years and six months, ever since Studebaker's had opened. Pretty much all the meager profits from operations over the summer would be going to me. Or toward my expenses, to be precise. I had only a minimum wage salary, but Mom had made Uncle Chuck promise to cover my room and board.
All I was getting out of this job was a bullet point on my resumé and a summer on the beach.
I thought of the ten best nipples I had ever seen in person and decided this was totally a great exchange. Maybe the best salary in the history of capitalism...
But nothing from my finance degree (when I was alive) was going to help here. The only expense that could be cut was the salary Uncle Chuck paid himself, and I sensed he might have thoughts if I cut his pay...
No, cuts were out, so I needed more revenue, but how I was going to accomplish that in the face of the overwhelming competitive advantage of a SudsMaster 6000, I had no idea.
The first hour ticked by uneventfully, but shortly thereafter, the little front office where I worked was suddenly filled with bright bikinis and glorious tanned skin. The girls milled around the office, beach bags over their shoulders, chattering excitedly as if there was anything at all interesting about a counter, a cash register, two slightly broken chairs, a rusted-over, empty, and non-functional beverage cooler, and a not quite awe-inspiring display of air fresheners. It wasn't truly a montage, since the PA speakers did not start suddenly blaring pop music, and even Ginny managed to avoid a wardrobe malfunction, but I would take it.
"Hey guys," I managed to say at last. "Did you work things out with your landlord?"
They all got much less excited and looked at each other.
"Yeah," Kristi sighed. "We came to an amicable agreement. He let us have five minutes to pack up what we could, and we let him lock us out until we can pay our back rent and another month's rent in advance."
"What?" I yelped. "He threw you out and kept all your stuff?"
"That part's not so bad," Bambi shrugged. "We got all our bikinis in our bags at least, and what else do we need to wear?" I looked at Daisy and Kristi, expecting those two at least to roll their eyes at Bambi's usual naivety, but they both just nodded as if she had a good point.
"So..." Daisy started to say, but Kristi cut her off.
"But we'll handle it, Danny," my 'bedmate' from last night said confidently. "We want to see your business! Show us around!"
I took them on the five-minute tour of the carwash and introduced them to Adam and Wade. Wade looked weary, and Adam looked pretty much like I had, the first time I laid eyes on this group of babes.
"It's all so impressive," Kristi said, managing some impressive, wide-eyed sincerity for that obvious lie. "So, listen," she went on, drawing a finger down my arm. I was pretty sure that this was the first time she had touched me in any way, and my body darn near convulsed. "We were thinking, maybe, since you are the boss, you could hire us, or at least some of us, to work here? We obviously could use the money."
I was met with five pairs of wide, gorgeous eyes, looking at me expectantly.
I sagged. What an opportunity! But...
"Sorry, girls," I said in anguish. "I just had the chance to look over the books. I do not have the business to justify all the wages that we pay already!"
"Awww," Bambi pouted. Bambi had a megaton pout.
"We could really use the money," Kristi wheedled. She was trying to manipulate me, I knew it, and I was aching to be manipulated. But there was nothing I could do.
"I know. And I'd love to help," I said with more anguish. "But I can't raise prices because of our competitor. They have taken most of our business already, and charging more would give them the rest!"
"So, if you had more business, you could hire us?" Daisy asked seriously.
"Some of you, I guess," I shrugged. "But I've been racking my brain about that and I have no ideas."
"Not a problem. Just hire at least a couple of us to stand out by the street with signs saying 'carwash here'. Pretty girls in bikinis are the preferred marketing gambit for every church and school carwash event in history," Daisy shrugged.
Kristi chuckled. It was a low, sexy sound that put my, well, several things on edge. "And you could hire the rest of us to work in back, to hand detail cars for an extra charge..."
"Oh, guys would definitely pay for that," Maisy giggled.
"Great idea!" Daisy jumped back in. "'Bikini Detailing' will be a more attractive service offering than just 'Bikini Carwash'."
My mind raced. First off, this sounded exactly like what Candy would like to have happen. Secondly, it might well work. But...
"The problem is, there is still no cash in the bank to hire you with," I said, sagging.
"Okay, I have a business proposition for you," Daisy said firmly. "We'll split all the extra profits with you, 50-50, in place of you paying us."
"Yeah! We'll be partners," Kristi piled on, grabbing my arm. Ginny joined her and grabbed my other arm. This was remarkably effective as a negotiating ploy, given the way both of them had a breast pressed against me. Now my glasses were fogging up... Bambi sealed the deal by jumping up and down excitedly.
Uncle Chuck could not object to the deal, because we were out no money, up front or otherwise. The girls would get half the new profits to use to get back into their house. And I would get half of the carwash's other half, meaning I could at least get my Cash stat back up to Fun Money level, if not higher.
"We'll start right after lunch," I announced, trying to sound decisive.
There was much rejoicing. The rejoicing came with lots of excited bouncing up and down.
"Hey! We still have a few minutes before lunch," Kristi said, an idea on her face. "Let's see your exciting Boss Man bachelor pad that comes with your job."
"You know," I said with a smile. "I haven't seen it yet myself. Let's go take a look." I grabbed my keys and went outside to the exterior stairs that led up to my accommodations, just a little excited to have my own place.
The girls followed along, though why they were so excited to be seeing it was beyond me.
I unlocked the door, and I was no longer excited once I saw it.
My palatial manager's apartment was... a room. It had bare cinderblock walls, painted a 70's avocado green. A small bathroom was visible through a narrow door in the back wall, the rest of which was covered by a counter that represented my kitchen, with a two-burner cooktop, a sink, a toaster oven, and a fridge.
And there was not a stick of furniture otherwise. All there was were two king-sized mattresses, lying directly on the floor, with sheets thrown haphazardly over them and a pile of pillows. No two pillows or pillowcases matched.
We all stood there and looked around in silence. I thought I heard that slide whistle again. Or maybe it was a sad trombone sound...
"I guess I won't be entertaining much," I tried to joke.
"Yeah," Kristi said dejectedly. "We were kind of hoping to stay with you until we raised the money we need," she added sadly.
Daaaaaarn!
"Well, you are welcome to stay, if you can handle all this opulence," I said, trying another joke to cover the sudden intense pain at the thought of how close I had just come...
"Really? Yay!" exclaimed Bambi. Amazingly, all four other girls acted just as excited. They threw their beach bags in a corner and danced around the space.
"You are the best," Maisy said, and she and Daisy took the opportunity to be the ones to hug me and rub their boobs against me this time. My glasses fogged up again.
"We'll just take a few minutes to tidy this place up, then we will paint some signs and get to work making some money!" Kristi declared.
Ginny pulled out a boombox from her bag and turned it on loud. Another stupid-sounding pop song started playing, and I was bemusedly treated to an Interior Decoration Montage. It was definitely a montage, since Ginny's boob fell out of her top yet again as she was wrestling one of the mattresses into a new position. She tucked it back away quickly, but when the other one fell out a minute later, she just shrugged and left it there for all to see for most of the rest of the whole montage. I guessed she knew it would just fall out again anyway.
How five girls with nothing to their name but the bikinis in their beach bags could make this apartment seem nice-looking over the course of one four-minute song was beyond me. Really, Candy? You sure hit ridiculous on this one, but I thought you also wanted plausible. There was suddenly artwork on the walls, for crying out loud. The beds were made with hospital corners. Most of the pillows suddenly matched.
As the song ended, I noticed that the mattresses were made up sideways. "What's this?" I asked.
"Lucky these mattresses are super-kings," Maisy said. "Like, extra long, you know? We made them up sideways, so we can sleep three to a mattress."
Well, now...
"Well, that might work," I said. "I hope we can have you guys back in your beach house before long!" I added brightly.
"Sure you do," Maisy winked. I just smiled in embarrassment.
My place magically sorted out, we all went back downstairs, and the girls had a quick little party making posterboard signs that said Bikini Detailing in various styles. Once two winners were picked, and the others saved for future days, we all headed out to the front of the place.
Adam was watching very interestedly as I reappeared with my party of hot chicks. Wade looked dubious as he leaned against the exit to the car wash, polishing a wrench or something. "What's up?" Adam asked.
"I hired us some more help," I said, unable not to grin.
"We ain't got enough business for Adam and me to handle," Wade observed accurately.
"That's what the signs are for!" Daisy said, holding one up. She looked among her friends. "Ginny, you and I will stand out here on the sidewalk with the signs for a while first, then we'll rotate," the marketing mastermind said. "Bambi, Kristi, you guys and Maisy head back with the buckets and sponges and get every car good and sudsy before they go through the wash," Daisy further instructed.
"You got it, boss!" Bambi said and snapped to attention. This sent a damn fine bounce through her tits, which was enhanced when she snapped off a salute.
"Danny's the boss," Daisy reminded her. Bambi just turned to face me and repeated the attention and the salute. Thank you, Daisy.
The girls all bounced off to their stations, and Adam and Wade watched them deploy with me.
"Huh. That might work, maybe," Adam said doubtfully.
Wade watched Ginny, or her ass more specifically, as she started waving her sign at passing cars. He looked at Adam like he was an idiot, something I sensed he did a lot anyway. "I guess I better get ready to service the equipment a lot more often," was all he said. He watched Ginny a few moments longer before shaking his head. "Myrtle drives right by here every day after she gets off work," he muttered. "I am so gonna get it when I get home,"
It took about nine seconds for the sign-waving to bear its first fruit.
I noticed a muscle car that slowed down as it passed us when the driver finally registered what he had seen. The car sped up, u-turned, then u-turned again, pulling up beside Daisy on the sidewalk. The window rolled down, and the beach bro driver leaned across to call out the window to her. "Hey, babe! What is bikini detailing?" he asked with a handsome smile.
Daisy lowered her sign and leaned forward toward him, deploying the Mk II Bikini Cleavage Weapon system. "Just pull into the back and some of my friends will give your car a nice sudsy detail before you run through the machine for a spiffy wax job," she said perkily.
"Oh wow," Beach Bro breathed. "My car totally needs a wash," he decided, and pulled swiftly off the street and toward the back. When his car pulled out of the mechanical portion of our service just a bit later, actually looking pretty good, he waved enthusiastically at Daisy and roared away. But not before two more cars had been drawn in by the out front marketing squad.
I found myself in the office, counting cash happily. It was fun.
Daisy popped in. "Danny, this isn't working," she said.
"It's not?" I asked. It could have fooled me!
"I'm going to put Bambi out front, and send Ginny back to suds up cars," Daisy went on.
I thought about that. "Sounds good," I agreed. "Bambi will be effective at marketing..."
Daisy just looked at me. "Yeah," she said sardonically. "Like, that is totally the main reason for switching those two," she added blandly, then left, calling out to Bambi.
I shook my head and wondered what the weird attitude was, then it hit me like a freight train. With Ginny out back, crawling all over cars and scrubbing vigorously while covered in soapsuds, there was no way the Queen of Wardrobe Malfunctions would not continue to reign.
I managed to stay at my post for at least a solid minute before I just had to duck out back to take a look.
Sure enough, on the second car she worked on, Ginny's boob popped free. I was starting to love that boob. It was my favorite because it was the one that broke free more often. The guys in the car she was working on whooped loudly.
Maisy was working on the same car, and when she noticed, she coughed and pointed at the situation. Ginny giggled and tucked it back in. The dudes in the car moaned. Ginny heard them, smiled and made up for it by mashing her tits all over the drivers side window.
When Ginny moved on to help Kristi with the next car, the other boob put in an appearance. Maybe I loved that one more, given its relative rarity. I shook my head and went back to the register to count more cash.
We had a line all afternoon, and did three days' worth of business in just that time.
When we closed, Kristi announced that they were taking me out for burgers to celebrate a great day.
"I thought you guys were broke?" I asked.
"We got a few decent tips back there today," Kristi said. "Especially Ginny."
"I know! Weird, right?" Ginny exclaimed, as if she genuinely had no idea why she had gotten more tips than the others.
Dinner was good. We all had a good time, and I popped for dessert. But when we went back to my basically unfurnished apartment, I got my first disappointment of the awesome day. The girls all declared, having all taken turns detailing, that they were far too clean to waste water on showers.
The drought, you know.
"I'm tired anyway," Daisy yawned. "It was hard work."
I had no such protection from my daily dirt, and went to take a shower myself. I almost left the door open, just to set a precedent, but I chickened out.
When I came out, all five girls were already in bed, three on one mattress, and two on the other. Ginny and Bambi were on the second mattress, with a large gap ostentatiously open between them.
My box of clothes had arrived by UPS earlier, so I was wearing my pajamas. The girls had all chosen to sleep in fresh bikinis. That were all they had, but while in the shower, my brain had been filled with images of them all sleeping in the nude or at least in negligées. But even Kristi clearly had a top on.
Ah, well.
I went to the second mattress and lay down on it, between Bambi and Ginny, but on top of the sheet. "Oh, get under the covers, Danny," Bambi demanded sleepily.
So there I lay on my back, ramrod straight, arms at my sides, praying my hands would behave themselves as I slept. If I slept...
But I was woken up what felt like immediately, though with morning sunlight streaming in through the windows, by a fabulous smell. I opened my eyes and saw Kristi bending over me. That image snapped me fully awake, I can tell you. She was waving a delicious-smelling doughnut in my face. When she saw I was awake, she called out loudly, "Wake up everybody! I snuck out and bought doughnuts, we have a busy day! We only have three weeks to pay Glotzkin, or he sells all our stuff and rents out the house to someone else!"
There was a flurry of activity and doughnut eating, then we were all out the door and heading for another day in the trenches. Poor, poor, pitiful me.
Wade was already at the shop, and stared at me coming down the stairs with all five girls. He shook his head. I walked over to him. "I told you Myrtle would not be impressed with what's going on here," he said to me drily. "Fortunately, I had the sense to spend some of my tip money on flowers for her. Did you know the girls were including me and Adam in their tip pool?"
I did not know that, but the generosity seemed very much on brand for them.
I realized quickly that word was getting around. We had a steady stream of customers before we had been open for half an hour. I recognized one car from the day before coming back again.
I wandered out back and saw a Mercedes getting its rub-down. Ginny produced not one but two wardrobe malfunctions while sudsing it up. She had chosen what had to be her smallest top that day.



The dude tipped her an obscene amount. Maisy just shook her head in disbelief.
But the next car was a really nice Lincoln, with the first good-looking older man I had seen since becoming Peterbilt Pizza behind the wheel. Maisy made a snap judgment and whipped her top completely off, using it as her scrub rag!
Free-hanging fake boobs are something to see, swaying around surprisingly convincingly as their owner vigorously rubbed down the hood of a car, moving in time with loud music. It was a continuous mini-montage back there.
Ginny just looks at Maisy and giggled, "Duh! That's genius! I won't have to worry about falling out that way." She tugged at her bikini, and it swung loosely between her breasts as she scrubbed the car. She didn't bother to take it off until they moved to the next car. The tipping had been equally heavy.
I looked at Kristi, hopefully. But she just shook her head in amusement. Oddly, neither other girl seemed interested in questioning her on the subject either. Oh yeah, Kristi was That Girl. I'd actually seen her tits briefly, but maybe that scene had just been for me, not the story...
Thanks again, Candy!
I went back into the office and resumed counting our takings. I kind of got silly about going through all the cash, even tossing a handful in the air. I realized that I was part of the montage...
Everybody used cash. There had been not a single credit card transaction, even though we had a slide thingy to manually take an impression.
The 80s were weird.
I saw the clock on the wall and noticed it was time to remind the girls to shift around. I ducked out back and called out, "Time to send somebody up front and bring someone back here!"
Kristi looked up at me. "Thanks, Danny! Ginny, go up front and relax with a sign. Send Bambi back here to wash for a while," she instructed. Ginny wiped her brow and looked glad to take a break. She headed out front. "Put your top back on, Ginny!" Kristi called after her almost desperately. Ginny just giggled and retrieved her top, then scampered off toward the front.
I could not help it. I stayed and waited for Bambi.
She came sauntering back behind the building. "Time to get wet and sudsy!" she caroled happily. Then she stopped and stared at Maisy, scrubbing away topless. "Oh," she said, standing rooted to the spot. "So that's why the tips are so much higher today," she mused, light dawning in her eyes. She shrugged. "Makes sense," she said, and casually whipped off her top. Seeing those breasts would never get old. Ever.
But they did present a momentary traffic hazard as two cars in line almost ran into each other as both drivers were, um, distracted.
Kristi still did not move her top at all. Her plot armor or no nudity trope gave her immunity from anyone, customer and fellow detailer alike, even seeming to notice. I sure as heck noticed, but I was not about to say anything. The three girls fell into a pattern. Maisy and Bambi worked over the front two-thirds of each car, where the driver and any passengers (there were an increasing number of cars coming through with all seats filled) could get the best look. Kristi would work on the back end, which meant her splendid ass, the best ass among all these stellar asses, would provide a compelling coming attractions reel for the car behind. We increasingly had times where there was a wait, but there were never complaints...
When it was finally time to close, the tip jar was overflowing, and Kristi doled the bills out to the girls, Adam, and Wade. Wade immediately decided to leave and do some serious shopping for Myrtle, who had driven by again today.
It was Saturday night, and the carwash did not open until two hours later than normal on Sundays. "We can sleep in tomorrow," Kristi announced. "It's time we went ahead and had our beach campfire tonight!"
"Party!" caroled Bambi and Ginny.
"You should come, too, Adam," Daisy said, grabbing our co-worker's arm.
"Wait? Me?" Adam gulped hilariously.
"Sure! You have to come," Maisy encouraged, grabbing his other arm. "You are part of the team!"
Adam looked about to panic, but the facts that we were standing around in back, Maisy and Daisy had both been detailing back there at the end, and neither had bothered with their top yet, made their argument... arguments particularly powerful.
Suddenly, there was one of those weird time slips where nothing happens that was important or titillating, and hours just flickered by. I found myself trooping down to the beach with a big cooler in my arms. Adam was behind me with a heavy armful of firewood. The girls were in front of us, which I'm sure suited Adam as much as it did me, each carrying some minor load of snacks, or a radio, or something. It was almost dark.
Adam and I built a fire, and we settled in. Another time slip came and went, but not so fast this time that I did not have pleasant memories of talking and laughing about some of the more outrageous customers of the day, roasting hot dogs, and drinking a few beers from the cooler.
As the evening went on, I noticed more and more that Daisy and Maisy both hung around, or even on, Adam more and more. With his heavy blue uniform jumpsuit left behind, wearing just some short, close-fitting, swim trunks, Adam was, as I had expected, a bit of a hunk.
Meanwhile, scrawny me sat across from him over the fire, with my thick, dark-framed glasses and cruddy hair. I kept waiting for the rest of the girls to go hang off of Adam as well, but they mostly hung out nearer to me.
Giving Maisy and Daisy their room to maneuver, I guessed.
And suddenly, maneuver they did.
"Wow, Adam," Daisy said, rolling her head against his shoulder. "Look at all the stars!"
There really was an extraordinary number of stars visible above us. In the Southern California sky, there should have been only about three stars visible, between the auto and the light pollution.
"Yeah," Maisy said, squeezing his hand. "Let's get away from the fire to see them even better."
Adam might have still been nervous around the girls, but it took very little effort for these two to drag him to his feet and lead him off into the darkness.
"Two girls for every boy..." I sang with a snort.
Ginny giggled. "That's funny! I've never heard that song before."
Really? Must have cost too much to get clearance for authentic Beach Boys in this world.
Less than a minute later, Bambi popped to her feet. Watching her move in any way was always fun. "I think I need to take a walk after that whole hot dog," she announced. "Anyone want to come with?"
Neither Kristi nor Ginny answered right away, so I volunteered. "I'll come," I said, getting up. "Wouldn't want you to walk alone in the dark." It all seemed sadly innocent, but hey, nothing ventured, nothing gained, right? The other two girls went on with their conversation as Bambi and I wandered off into the dark outside the campfire's light.
"Like, totally thank you, Danny," Bambi said after we had gone a little distance.
"Uh, for what?" I asked.
"Oh, like, totally doing all this with your carwash. Letting us crash at your place. We'd be so messed over without you," she said chirpily.
"Well, you guys had pity on me when I first got here and let me stay at your place first," I said. "And we are all making good money, right?"
"Still, you've been super nice," Bambi reasserted.
I realized that she was walking right next to me. The girls all always walked fairly close to me when we went anywhere, but that seemed to be more because we were such a big group, and they had to stick close for us all to fit on the sidewalk. Or in the camera frame. Whatever. But this was just me and Bambi... If the two of us were in a camera frame, then there was a whole lot of inky darkness to each side of us, and none between.
I checked my character sheet for an instant. Yep. My Game stat was still 'meager'.
But I was pretty much in a constant state of medium to highly horny all the time by this point. And walking in the dark with Bambi once again had me at the upper end of that range. She was so sweet, if not the sharpest tool in the shed. Honestly, she was really just not subtle as opposed to dumb. She was very considerate, once she knew you were a person. She seemed very well-disposed toward me. And she was hot as the sun.
Forget what my Game stat is. And forget any elaborate game to approach Bambi. I decided to just count on the circumstances and pray to Candy. I slid my arm lightly around Bambi's waist, since I did not even have to close the distance between us to manage that.
"Well, you guys are making this a great Summer for me," I said, as if I had not done what I just had.
Bambi did not pull away. Instead, she leaned in against me, snuggling into my arm. Good lord, was she a wonderful armful. Her body was warm in the cool night air, and her skin was supple and lush under my fingers. I pulled her in tight as she went on with our conversation as if I had done nothing.
"The moon makes a pretty reflection on the water, right?" she said, pointing across my body at the calm Pacific. This resulted in one of those amazingly engineered breasts pressing against my chest briefly, so I was highly inclined to agree.
We kept talking as we walked, but then Bambi slowed to a stop. I obviously did too, since I was not moving my arm from around her for anything. She turned a little bit toward me again, granting me another of those boob brushings in the process. "Are you gonna, like, kiss me, Danny?" she asked me blandly, sort of as if there was a phone ringing and I wasn't answering it.
I might have a bad Game stat, but I recognized the opportunity of a lifetime when it came along. After-lifetime. Whatever.
She was basically as tall as I, and it was a matter of simply turning my head to put my lips on hers. They were soft. And plump. And they were eager to respond. We flowed slowly into a more and more intense kiss. Neither of us seemed to need to involve tongues for some reason, but we were definitely trying to inhale each other. Her arms were firmly around me, and my hands rested on her hips, pulling her toward me. My fingertips pointed down, not just touching the band of her thong bikini bottom, but reaching right over it and resting on the bare flesh of her upper butt. Those breasts crushed against my chest.
My erection bulged out the front of my suit and pressed against Bambi. She pressed back lightly, clearly recognizing it, but not drawing attention to it.
We broke off the kiss for some air. I could see a brilliant smile on her face, and the moonlight twinkled in her wide eyes.
"Danny Tremaine," Bambi said... Wait! I had a last name? And I found out what it was from Bambi? "Did you know that you have a nice butt?"
"What?" I laughed. "Come on. I do not." Scrawny, remember?
"No! You do," Bambi giggled. "I mean, it's like not all meaty and everything like most nice butts. But it is cute. "Every time I see it," she added in a playful whisper, "I just want to grab it!" And she grabbed my butt!
I jumped, but she held on and squeezed. Wow, did that feel good. I kissed her again. And yeah, my hands slid down to grab her beyond nice backside. Glorious.
We kissed some more for a while, massaging each other's asses, but then Bambi released me. I had only a moment to be utterly heartbroken before everything got better. She moved her hands behind her back, and I felt the fabric of her bikini top go slack between us. She had undone the back! Then she grabbed it where it went around her neck and lifted it off over her head.
I had seen them before, with magical zoom vision, even. But no zoom was needed this time. The most amazing breasts ever just hung there before me. So generous, they hung with an utterly natural shape, which was impossible for their size. The surgeon deserved a Nobel Prize for medicine.
The size and shape of those breasts was so mesmerizing, it would have been easy to ignore the nipples, except they were equally off the charts. Placed perfectly, tilting slightly upward with the way her boobs hung, the field of each was a dark rosy mauve and about the size of a half-dollar coin. The dark flesh was crinkled and sprinkled with tiny goosebumps. It also tightened inward toward nipples that were rigid and rising upward as if they were trying to claw their way toward me.
It is a measure of their sheer majesty that I was able to remove my hands from her butt. But release that fabulous backside I did, lifting my hands between us to cup the treasure hanging there. Bambi shivered lightly at my touch and wordlessly leaned an inch or so into my grasp. I caressed their surface in wonder, feeling the softness of her flesh and the taut, perfect skin.
I gently squeezed, and Bambi's head rolled back in pleasure, a light sigh escaping her lips.
Wait. I squeezed again, a little firmer. Then again, massaging her breasts deeply. She lifted her head back upright and smiled at me, biting her lip.
These were real! There was no artificial core to these breasts. They were all Bambi. These were not boobs, they were miracles!
Well freaking done, Candy!
It occurred to me that Candy's were somehow even better than Bambi's, but my mind shied away from the earth-shattering implications of that.
Why, thank you.
I had to be careful what I thought about Candy, or I would get into trouble eventually. Unfortunately, now that I was thinking about Candy's body, it was darned hard to stop. Fortunately, I had in my arms and in my hands what it took to wrench my brain back to the here and now.
I bent to kiss those breasts, to suck on them. My lips ran over their perfect surface, my hands still cupping and massaging eagerly. These nipples were so perfect, I wanted, no, I needed to suckle on them like a child. But I just kept kissing my way around them, and everywhere else on those beautiful edifices. But I just didn't suck on them, and certainly not in the extravagant, sloppy manner I desired.
Oh, yeah.
Softcore.
My jaw trembled in frustration, but I resolved to enjoy what I got.
Oh, no!!!!
Softcore.
Was this as far as I was going to get? Just this epic makeout session, then fade to black? Or fade to blue, as in blue balls...
Candy wouldn't do that to me, would she?
I thought furiously, my kisses and squeezes of those breasts not missing a beat as I did so. Softcore had a pretty wide range, honestly, from movies where this was possibly already a bit more than you'd ever get, to productions with some pretty full-on simulated sex. There would definitely be no crazy, over-the-top maneuvers. But depending on the era, I might not end up with the bluest balls ever.
Please let this be a comedy sort of set in the 80s, not an actual 80s production...
As if in answer to my prayers, I felt a wonderful thing. I was still playing with Bambi's tits, keeping the camera's focus, if you will, but below, I suddenly felt her hand massaging my bulge.
Oh, please...
She twisted slightly, and I felt her tug on my suit's waistband and push it down. It fell to my ankles, and I kicked free, finding myself naked on a public beach that was somehow utterly deserted on a summer Saturday night. Bambi tugged upward on my chin, lifting my face so she could kiss me again. Then she kissed my shoulder and sank to her knees.
My eyes rolled back in my head, and my face took on a particularly goofy expression as I felt but did not see my dong slip between Bambi's lips. Her tongue flicked around my tip in welcome, then snuggled against me as she slid me deeper.
My eyes bugged out even further, and I felt almost panicked at how good this was.
Then I realized that the focus was all on my face, and how funny I looked. That meant, as long as I kept looking like a funny dork, this activity could continue. I let every ounce of the blowjob-induced stupidity I felt show on my face.
Below, Bambi bobbed her head. Her efforts were completely silent. There were no slurps or smacks. Just a silent act of supreme skill, deniably off-camera and off-mic. I worked my jaw in desperation, wanting to keep looking silly enough to keep this going.
But no matter how stupid I looked, I guess it wasn't entertaining enough to go on for long. Bambi stood up again, and we embraced as we resumed our kiss. My hardness pressed into her belly, and she pressed back.
I wanted to return the favor in the worst way, but I could immediately tell that wasn't going to happen. The whole experience might be liberal enough to allow for suggested head, but not for suggested eating out. But I figured that since I had already seen a bare butt or five, I could at least peel that thong bottom off of Bambi.
Yeah, that was certainly allowed, and I could almost feel the story's focus on her fantastic butt as I peeled the thong down. I massaged it deeply. Even if this was all she and I did, it was the best sex I'd ever had.
But no. Bambi kissed me harder, then pulled me downward. I suddenly found myself lying naked atop her on the sand. She was on her back, and her breasts stood proud on her chest, thrusting upward with that magical structural integrity.
I guessed 'simulated' sex was on the table after all.
Please, don't let this somehow just be simulated...
But she slid her legs apart, and I felt my junk slide between them. She was soaking wet down there, and I slid naturally inside. She sighed prettily, and I whispered, "Oh, Bambi. You are amazing!"
I found myself thrusting gently, pumping in and out of her in a soft series of movements, but keeping myself mostly buried within her. From a distance, with our bodies pressed together like this, an observer would not have been able to tell for sure if I was inside her or not.
But I sure knew. And she knew. Her body was wildly alive beneath me, not making any extravagant thrashing movements, but it twitched wonderfully, and her insides clenched desperately around me. My thrusts looked subtle but were powerful.
I grabbed a breast again and held on desperately as I worked in and out of Bambi. One of her hands splayed out against the sand, while the other wrapped around the small of my back.
For once, the weird time-jump effect eased a bit in my favor. Things skipped quickly, but I still experienced riding her for a long, glorious time, and reaching a simultaneous, shattering climax where we each made our first, but very loud noises as I felt myself jet deep inside Bambi, my body wracked with spasms of pleasure.
Wow. Not only did I have a bigger dick in this world, but its product was a lot more voluminous, too. I could tell as I kept jetting into her heat over and again.
And Bambi could certainly tell how much I filled her with! It wasn't subtle, nor was her appreciation.
But that pleasure, and that fabulous release, all happened in that timeslip field where everything happened in a flash, as if not wanted for the story or something.
But I remembered the sensations. I always will.
So far, so good, Danny...
------------
I love isekai stories. I love this premise. Please, please, tell me you love it too. Your comments make the writing worthwhile. Actually, the writing of stuff this fun is worthwhile on its own. Your comments make all the work of my half-assed editing worthwhile. For length, I decided to break Danny's first assignment into two productions. Stay tuned for the sequel, Bikini Detailing 2!
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Bikini Isekai 2: Bikini Detailing 2
------------
Bambi and I dressed and walked back together toward the campfire. She was insanely affectionate as we started out, but by the time we arrived at the campfire, we were just walking companionably side-by-side, just as we had when we had left. It was a little weird, and I was a bit sad to no longer have my hands on Bambi. I guess that maybe she just didn't want to announce that she had just dragged the huge nerd off to the darkness to bang his brains out.
I would take it.
Daisy, Adam, and Maisy returned shortly thereafter, and I was proud to say that I managed to conceal what a wrung-out wreck I was left better than Adam did. Of course, he had apparently been double-wrung... In addition to looking like he had been ridden hard and put away wet, he looked just plain silly.
Shortly after we all got back around the fire, the embers died out, and we all headed back to town. Adam looked like he couldn't decide if heading off to his own home was the worst thing ever, or a much-needed escape. In the end, he took off, saying he'd see us all in the morning. Daisy and Maisy said, "Bye!" in perfect harmonic unison.
We all piled back into my little apartment and were too sleepy to do anything but crawl into bed and crash.
But Bambi didn't even get into the same bed as me.
I was flanked by Kristi and Ginny, and thus I found that I could bear up under the disappointment. But I was disappointed.
We had planned to sleep in the next morning, since the carwash opened two hours later on Sundays. That's why we had stayed up so late around the campfire on the beach. Do not plan in a comedy. It seldom goes well...
My Uncle had been cheap on the curtains in the apartment, and the sun flooded in at the usual time, stabbing all our eyes simultaneously with vicious golden California sunshine. We found ourselves involuntarily awake.
There was a lot of groaning and grumpiness. Much of it from me. I closed my eyes to try to buy a few more moments of rest, but when I did, I noticed the little icon that was always there on the edge of my peripheral vision was pulsing slightly. I checked my stats.
Name: Danny Tremaine
Age: 23
Intelligence: 15
Height: 5' 8"
Build: Slight
Cash: Fun money
Game: Minor
Hair: Drab
Debuffs: Occasional nervous stutter
Buffs: None
Virginity: Null
Hey! My last name showed up on the sheet now. Even better, my nervous stutter was now only 'occasional'. I guess a good time with Bambi had settled my nerves. Transcendent experiences can do that...
"If I have to be awake, I'm going ahead and showering off the grit from the beach," announced Daisy. There was immediate general agreement that we should have all done that last night. I could feel the sand in the bed with me. A change of sheets would be required today as well...
"I'm in for drought prevention," Ginny said, and the two girls popped up and went to the bathroom together.
They left the door open. Tradition, I guess. I was not complaining.
But this bathroom was not their bathroom, and the layout was different. While you could see the shower through the door, most of the room was out of sight to one side. Thus, I could not see the girls as they shucked off their bikinis, and caught just a quick, not zoomed in glimpse as they held the curtain aside and stepped into the shower-tub combo.
Worse, the shower curtain was translucent, not transparent. At least, given the shape of these girls, the blurry silhouettes I could see were still pretty damned eye-inspiring.
They both got out in the allotted time, but again, I missed the spectacle of them drying off. I did not miss the spectacle of them coming back out in those absolute minimum coverage towels. "Next!" called Ginny.
Maisy and Kristi headed in next. Same story, different, still awesome, players. When they came back out to work on their hair, I had several very specific ideas about the fact that the only ones of us left were Bambi and me.
But alas, Bambi popped up, giggled greedily about having the water all to herself, and headed in without me. At least she did me and the rest of the world the solid of pulling her top free before she even made it through the door. I got one more great look at her topless profile as she disappeared to the side. But I got less of a glimpse when she stepped into the shower than I had of the others.
Darn.
She was done in a surprisingly responsible amount of time, and came out, clutching the towel together over her boobs. "You're up Danny," she said, looking for her hair dryer absently.
I headed for the shower, and decided, given my new lack of a nervous stutter, to try a little Game groundwork. I left the door open as well. I did not strip in the doorway, as I wasn't ballsy enough yet for that, but I made no effort to hide myself as I stepped behind the curtain. And I made no effort to keep down the morning wood that was perking back up at the situation. They might well have been able to make it out, at least in principle, even through the curtain.
I almost hoped they could. One of the nicest things about this new existence of mine was no longer feeling diffident about my equipment.
I still showered quickly, before I completely lost my nerve, and got back out. I wrapped my towel around my waist and came out of the bathroom, tugging a comb through my hair. That icon on the edge of my vision pulsed again. I froze time for an instant to check my stats.
Game: Getting There
Interesting.
Unlike at the girls' cottage, I had been unable to hear any of the girls' voices while inside the shower, what with the water hitting the curtain, but from the way they were all sort of looking at me sidelong (except Bambi), I guess my play had worked out, and I had a new bump in my Game stat to show for the success.
Then Bambi looked up at me and declared, "No! Like, this will fer sure not do."
"What?" Daisy asked her.
"Like, guys, Danny is totally pretty good at sex, okay?" Bambi said offhandedly. "But with that hair, it must be hard for him to get girls, ya know?"
I gulped. But all her friends took in this information with the same sort of reaction as if Bambi had said I cooked a mean hamburger; like it was interesting, and maybe good to know. I was probably imagining the 'good to know' portion, but I had hopes.
Then Ginny nodded firmly. "Totally. Danny, we are going to fix your hair. Sit down here," she told me, patting the mattress next to her.
I hesitated, but Maisy pointed sternly, and I sat down next to Ginny. In a flash, I was surrounded by all five girls, and I immediately felt like I was a beauty school mannequin as they wielded brushes, combs, hairdryers, and even a can of mousse. Despite the fact that I was sitting there, wearing nothing but a towel that did little to disguise the existence of my erection, surrounded by utter hotbodies also wearing nothing but towels, the scene felt like more farce than sexy. Even when Ginny inevitably had a brief wardrobe malfunction.
They were not Bambi's, but Good Candy above, they were still always mouth-watering...
I was finally allowed to get up and go check myself out in the full-length mirror.
Wow.
I mean, wow.
My brown hair was still brown, but it now had a rich luster, and rode my head with smooth, flowing waves. I would have to get up an hour earlier than before to keep this style up, but now that I saw what I looked like with it, I was never going back to my Three Good Tugs of a Comb and It's Good look.
Honestly, everything about me looked so much better. I was still scrawny, compared to the sea of buff dudes that inhabited this world, but wait a minute. Was that a trace of abs I saw on myself?
I had never had a single ab in my life. And I could have sworn I did not have any yesterday. Today, I could see six... though admittedly very faintly.
The icon flickered, and I checked again.
Name: Danny Tremaine
Age: 23
Intelligence: 15
Height: 5' 8"
Build: Lean
Cash: Fun money
Game: Getting There
Hair: Rockin'
Debuffs: None
Buffs: Not quite
Virginity: Null
Wow! My hair had jumped to 'Rockin'! I checked the mirror again. Yeah, checks out.
Daisy grabbed my glasses and pulled them off, plunging me into a world of blur. "We also gotta get rid of these glasses, guys. Look at how he looks now!"
I turned toward the blur I thought was Daisy, and she confirmed my supposition by stepping back and holding my glasses back out of my reach.
"Actually, yeah," I heard Kristi say from somewhere to my left. "Much better, Danny. You were always kinda cute, but now you're a little hot..."
My distress at my blindness receded a bit at those words.
"Uh-huh," Ginny added. "Hubba hubba," she giggled, and they all laughed.
Oh, so I was the Ugly Duckling trope, the one where someone takes off the glasses they have been wearing all along and is revealed to be good-looking? Not that good-looking, I figured, since they were all laughing.
Still, this sucked. "I wish I could get rid of them," I said, bummed out. Ugly Duckling status returning imminently... "But I can barely see you, Daisy, even with you standing right in front of me. Sorry," I finished miserably, and reached again semi-blindly for my glasses.
But she did not give them to me. "Really? That bad?" she asked curiously.
I nodded unhappily. This bad vision issue was the only terrible thing about this experience. I had always had 20/20 when I was alive. Somehow, I knew the glasses I wore currently had a full six diopter prescription in each eye, which, as far as I was concerned, meant Blind Without Them.
Daisy still didn't hand me back the glasses. Instead, she took another step back and opened her towel wide! And she shook her tits at me! They all laughed. "Are you sure you can't see me?" she taunted. "You look pretty intent!"
"This is the cruelest thing ever," I groaned quietly. "I can make out what you are doing, but that's it. No details," I grumped.
"Wow, that must stink," Maisy empathised. But then she stepped up next to Daisy and pulled her towel open too. The next thing I knew, all five of them, even Kristi (or a metaphorical body double, how the heck could I tell the difference), were standing a few feet in front of me, towels wide open, and grinding their naked bodies like go-go dancers. "Sure you can't see?" Kristi taunted.
Come on, Kristi, I thought you were the one who liked me...
I just stood there, peering at five beautifully tanned blurs and anguishing about what might have been.
"Yeah, we gotta address the glasses sitch someday," Daisy muttered and handed me back my glasses. I fumbled desperately to get them back on, but by the time I succeeded, all five towels were tucked back in place as if nothing had happened.
I hope you got a good laugh out of that, Candy, I grumbled inwardly.
I did. Thanks. That was just perfect. I've got two authors in the real world chuckling to themselves over similar ideas already.
My vision was so bad, I still had no idea, despite them all standing in front of me, completely naked, of who had what, if anything in the way of pubic hair. Well, I knew from touch that Bambi had none down between her legs, but beyond that...
Next thing I knew, everyone had their bikinis on for the work day. Since it was going to be a scorcher, I just threw on one of the 80s-style, short, tight swimsuits I somehow now owned and pulled my blue work jumpsuit uniform over it.
A bowl of cereal later, and we all trooped downstairs.
There were three cars already waiting by the time we opened.
Yessss!
The first car had four dudes in it whom I recognized from the day before, but it was a different car this time. That was cool, I hoped they all four had cars to keep clean, right? They were boisterous, and I saw them flirting with Kristi before they even drove to the back.
Daisy then took sign duty by herself for the rest of the morning and sent all four other girls back to work, since we looked to be very busy today. I retreated to the office to Money Montage some more from the very start. But I was fascinated by the line we had this morning. There were cars backed up out onto the street, waiting to get in.
I came back out to check on things just as a sky blue BMW pulled up on the curb in front of Daisy. The window rolled down, and a very attractive middle-aged woman with beautiful dark glasses leaned over from the driver's seat. I took a step closer to hear.
"This is all very impressive," the lady laughed. "Too bad you don't have a detailing offering for me!"
Daisy started to laugh, then stopped and held up her hand. She looked over at Adam, who was doing his admittedly now superfluous job of giving a last wipe to the headlights of cars exiting the wash. She leaned back down to the window and smiled at the driver. "I think I swing that," she giggled. "Pull on in. If you aren't satisfied, I'll give you your money back, and your car will still be spotless."
"Really?" the woman said, amused.
"Really," Daisy cooed conspiratorially. The rich-looking woman did not drive away, but stayed in line. Daisy produced a small notepad from Candy-knows where, given her clothing or near lack thereof, and wrote a quick note. She tore it off, folded it, and called Adam over. He sauntered over, smiled at Daisy with a fond memory or nine in his eye, and asked her what was up. "Take this note back to Kristi for me, would you?" Daisy asked. "Then help her out if she needs it," she added casually.
"Sure thing, babe," Adam said and hustled back to the back.
Daisy just looked over her shoulder at me and winked.
Okay, I had to see this, whatever it was. I dashed through inside and reached the back just as Adam did, given his ever laconic pace. He wandered up to Kristi, who had just finished with a car. She was, of course, the only girl with her top on, but she was all wet and covered in suds anyway. There had been no complaints. Adam handed her the note, and she read it.
Then she laughed. "Perfect," she giggled.
"Daisy said you might need some help?" Adam asked innocently.
"Yeah, hang out for a minute, okay?" Kristi told him, and turned to beckon over to the other girls. They all whispered together and giggled some more. They looked up innocently as the BMW pulled around back. I saw the woman look skeptically at the row of beauties. But Kristi just waved jauntily at her.
Suddenly, Daisy was pulling the zipper on Adam's blue jumpsuit down! And the other three girls started pulling the uniform off him! Adam started and yelped in protest.
But having three topless women, and another in an extremely minimal bikini, stripping you is a very hard thing for a man to resist. In moments, Adam was standing there in nothing but a Speedo. "She needs her car detailed, Adam!" Maisy said, and put a bucket and sponge in Adam's hands.
I laughed out loud. "Brilliant," I said with a smile.
Kristi sauntered over to me. "Yeah. Daisy is a real brain, isn't she?" Kristi smiled.
At least I think she smiled. My vision was a bit lower as her boobs swayed with her walk.
The next thing I knew, my jumpsuit was being unzipped too! And the three girls joined in on getting it off me. Remember my comments on the difficulty of resisting being stripped by hot chicks? Yep. Can attest to it personally.
Next thing I knew, I was down to my suddenly very short and very tight-feeling swim trunks and being shoved toward the BMW with my own bucket and sponge.
As we set to work on the car, another loud piece of music began to play and I realized that I was doing the darned montage this time!
Adam was a lot more buff than me. Honestly, he was built like a house. A small one, but still a house. And though his hair was not as good as mine had suddenly become, he had a stronger jaw. Honestly, without the new hair, I'd have been ashamed to be out here beside him, even if I did figure that the bulge in my trunks was a bit bigger than the one in his Speedo.
But Adam was being shy, to be honest. He kept bending down and trying to be inconspicuous, working on the back of the car too much.
We aren't trying to actually clean the car, dude.
For my part, well, I had a brand new Game stat of Getting There, and I decided to take it out for a spin. I stayed firmly to the front and driver's sides of the car, right in the hot lady's view. I even worked on the roof, pressing my sudsy almost abs to the window. I made myself be super bold and stood on tiptoes, pressing a lower area against the glass as I polished the very center of her roof...
I also kept directing Adam to come back forward and pointing him to places on the car with imaginary bugs that would keep him in our first female customer's view while he scrubbed.
The song ended, and Adam and I stepped back from the car with a flourish. Even Adam got into the show by the end. He had looked through the window enough to really notice the driver by this point. She was dressed in an elegant, perfectly tailored business suit, with a short skirt showing a lot of thigh as she sat. Her blouse was white and quite low-cut, showcasing the regulation wondrously fake breasts. Her platinum blonde hair was pulled back in a somehow sexy, rather than severe, bun. Oh, and she had the most incredibly beautiful, expensive-looking glasses over her striking grey eyes. Toward the end of the detail, it had been no chore for either of us to stay where she could see us, meaning we could also see her.
Her window rolled down, and she beckoned to me. "Tell your girl out front that this was worth every penny, and more," she said. Then she handed me a tip. The bill had Benjamin Franklin on it!
She squinted up at my face. "You have such good bones in your face, my boy. Does your prescription really require such bulky lenses?" she asked with a note of compassion in her voice.
"They are both +6," I said, my mood deflating.
"That's the only correction?" she snorted. "Hmmm. Tell you what. I think I can make up a pair for you with some much better-looking frames. I'll bring them by tomorrow. If you like them, I'll make you a deal. You can have them in exchange for two details like this, for free, every week." She handed me a business card that said "Dr. Phylicia Goodbody, MD, Ophthalmology".
"If they are good, you have a deal," Kristi said firmly, butting in before I could say anything stupid.
"Oh, honey," the doctor laughed. "Trust me. You will be satisfied." Then she drove off into the mechanical portion of the car wash.
Ginny hugged me, bare tits pressing against my bare back. "Oh, I hope these new glasses look as good as she says."
"I just hope she comes back," Adam said, dazedly.
"Oh, you do, do you?" Maisy teased him.
He turned about eight shades of red. "I... Uh, I mean..." he stammered. Had Candy given my stammer to Adam? That would suck. I wasn't taking it back, though...
But Maisy just laughed and bounced off scenically to work on a Mustang filled with three dudes almost as handsome as Adam.
He and I stood there, staring at each other. "You guys can get back to work," Kristi instructed Adam and me, her alleged boss. "I'll call you if we need you again!" He and I reached for our discarded uniforms, but Kristi threw up her hands. "Really, you guys?"



I dutifully trooped back to the office in just my trunks, shoving the hundred into the tip pool jar and narrowly avoiding slipping back into another Money Montage while counting all the cash we were taking in.
Another timeslip of I don't know how long happened, until it was interrupted by Kristi bounding into the office. "I'll take over the register," she said briskly. "We have two cars in line right now with girls in them, and another with a good-looking husband and wife in it. You and Adam are back on deck!" She hustled me out the back door.
I joined a still bemused-looking Adam as the first carload of girls pulled in. The passenger in the front seat was pretty appealing. Not my staff's level of appealing, but certainly appealing. I grabbed the passenger side this time, leaving Adam with the driver's. Time to deploy my Game stat again!
The corner of my vision flickered. I checked and now my Game stat read: Not bad.
The rewards were piling up...
The second car, with just one lady, a tall, buff blonde with short hair, in it, rolled up. She had a severe face, but I could tell that she was promptly in heaven. She was almost as built as Adam, but in a really feminine way. Cleaning her car was fun, even if she was way more into Adam than me. Suddenly, I was feeling competitive, not like a piece of meat. Not that being seen as meat had been that bad either. Never in my life had I ever been considered meat by anyone, not even my not-yet-ex-wife during the horny era of our relationship. The driver rolled away after a decent tip. It was not as generous as the others, but she still did right by us, and her car was hardly in the same league, cost-wise. As she left, she rolled down her window and looked at Adam and the rest of us, girls and me alike. "I'll be sure to tell my work buddies to come by when they aren't on the job and get their cars 'detailed' too!"
Referrals were great!
The car with the couple rolled up, and I competitively sent Adam back out front to wipe headlights and generally be visible from the street.
Bambi took the car with me. Hilariously, she coached me on proper topless car scrubbing like she was teaching me to tie a tie.
But there were some good ideas in what she told me.
The driver was in heaven from the jump, with the hall of fame breasts that kept rubbing his side window as Bambi worked. The wife had arrived looking sour-faced and was instantly even more put out when she saw Bambi and her tits coming at their car. But I put in the effort, and with Bambi's coaching, I had her clapping her hands in delight by the end of the job.
Not bad, I thought conceitedly.
The driver handed Bambi a generous handful of bills, but his wife made him give us some more. They drove off with the wife saying something to me that I could not make out about "Garden Club".
Three cars... and a wad of cash. I shook my head. A nice diversion.
I went back inside to let Kristi head back out. But Daisy had replaced her. She had her top back on, all business-like in her full bikini. "She's gone out to work the front," our Marketing Director told me. "I had her make up a new sign."
"Okay," I said, "I've got things here. I'm sure they can use your help back there."
"No, you get back there," Daisy said. "I already sent Adam back again."
"What? Word of mouth cannot spread this fast," I said doubtfully.
Daisy just pointed at Kristi out the window. I looked. She was waving the new sign around enthusiastically. As she turned, I got a quick look. Zoom in magic made it easy to read from inside:
BIKINI DETAILING
and
BUFF BUFFING
"There is already at least one car with girls in it in line," Daisy said, and pushed me out the back door.
By close, we were all exhausted. The revenue was crazy, and the tips more so.
Also, women? Better tippers. And the guys were great tippers to begin with.
At this rate, we'd have the girls back in their cottage in about ten days.
I almost regretted doing so well.
Then Monday morning, the stuff hit the fan.
About an hour after we opened, a big, gold Cadillac pulled up and did not get in line. Instead, it jumped the curb and stopped at a diagonal, blocking our customers.
A big, florid, fat guy in a white suit and white stetson got out of the driver's side and immediately mopped his brow with a neckerchief. "Get out here, Benny," he shouted back into the car.
Who was this fat dingus?
A much smaller, weasel-looking dingus came out of the passenger door to join the big, scary fatso. His hair was slicked back, his glasses worse than mine, with white tape in two places. He clutched a clipboard to his chest like it was his infant child, but also somehow his bodyguard. "Sorry, Mr. Studebaker!" he quavered as he got out.
Ah. The bad guy had just appeared. I looked around. There was a notable absence of hot henchMILFs. I could still hope.
"This place is a public nuisance, Benny!" the ham in a suit declared loudly, glaring at all the customers. "Write 'em up!"
"For what, sir?" Benny warbled.
"Figure it out!" our rival shouted.
"I'm going to need you to move your car, sir," I said, stepping forward calmly as I could. I looked swiftly at Maisy, who was on sign duty out front at the moment, and jerked my head toward the back. She took my meaning and bolted toward the backyard. A few customers would have to suffer through two-piece bikini details while the Government was here.
"You are gonna need a lot of things, boy, when I shut you down," blustered Studebaker. "Get to it," he yelled at Benny. Then he yelled at me again. "Where is that idiot, Chuck? He knows better'n getting on my bad side like this."
"My uncle is in Mexico, taking the cure," I said smoothly. I figured that was true... if you counted tequila as The Cure. "I am his nephew, and the new manager. Now, please move your car or I will have to have it ticketed and towed."
Studebaker turned fully red and took a menacing step toward me.
I admit, I stumbled back a step. Darn it!
He laughed at my flinch. "Benny!" he yelled. "If this pipsqueak can find a cop willing to ticket my car, you quash it, you hear?"
In answer, I heard the chirp of a siren. I looked up to see that a cop car had pulled up at some point in the prior few minutes, and the occupant had the window down to listen. Even Studebaker looked over, frowning.
The door opened, and a lady cop stepped out, her stern face about nine hundred miles from a smile. She was an Amazon. Taller than Adam by several inches. The tightly-fitted, sharply creased black uniform stretched tightly over a bust that was sized as you would expect from this world.
"Are you the manager here?" she asked me very sternly.
I quailed back a step again. Darn it! I was going to get my stutter debuff back at this rate... "Yes," I said, managing to keep my voice steady at least.
"You people can't have cars parked like this in the street," she said sternly to me, pointing at the Cadillac. "It is blocking traffic and the sidewalk." She pulled out a pad. "I am writing it a ticket immediately, and if you don't have it out of here by the time I finish writing it, I will have it towed and impounded as well. I happen to know that Billy Bob has his truck just a block over," she went on, starting to write the ticket.
"Um," I said, in no hurry to slow her ticket writing. She listened but kept writing. "We don't have the keys to move it, ma'am."
"Too bad for the owner," the cop mused, slowly writing.
"Now you listen here, Missy," Studebaker shouted at her. "This here is my Cadillac! You can't tow it and I ain't moving it."
Not sure that was your best play, dude.
"Your car? You have the keys?" she asked simply, stopping writing. Darn it!
"Of course I do. But we are here for a formal complaint with the city!" the fat guy yelled.
"Failure to obey a lawful order to immediately remove a vehicle from a dangerous position," she said to herself, adding more writing to the ticket. She snapped her hand to the radio microphone clipped to her shoulder. "Dispatch. I have a dangerously abandoned vehicle in need of an immediate tow. Radio Billy Bob and tell him to swing his butt over to the carwash on Sunset and haul away this Cadillac ASAP. That's now, not after he eats his sandwich, clear?" Then she calmly resumed writing the ticket.
Studebaker tried to loom menacingly at the cop, but since he was a foot shorter than her, and she had a badge and a really big gun on her curvy hip, even he noticed that it wasn't working. He whirled on Benny. "Get back to writing this place up for whatever you find. Chuck's always been shady. And squash that ticket if she actually sends it in!" he added in a hiss. He glared at the cop, hopped into his car, and roared off, just before Billy Bob pulled up from the other direction in his tow truck.
The cop kept writing. "Benny," she called softly, without looking up. "I'll be watching. If this ticket gets stomped, I'll tell the chief you did it. Your wife won't be happy if you get arrested for public corruption, now will she?"
Benny looked as if she was a Balrog. "She won't be happy if I don't do what Mr. Studebaker says, either!" he wailed in despair.
"Well, stinks to be you, then."
She finally looked up at the sweating weasel. "I know you have to do what you have to do with the inspection, but I'd take a light touch if I were you. A whole lot of spurious citations here will not look good when held up in light of the charges over this ticket you are going to have to fix."
Benny looked like he was going to die, and scuttled off. More sweat was coming off him than suds off the cars.
A beat-up brown pickup pulled up, and a man almost as buff as the cop got out. "Hey, Mathilda," he said to the cop. "Need backup?"
"All clear," the cop told him. "But thanks. Listen, if you are here to get your truck washed, I'd wait until that wienie Benny finishes his inspection, if you know what I mean..."
"Was that Studebaker's Caddy I saw hauling tail out of this area?" the guy asked. She nodded. "Darn! And this was just getting good." He glared at Benny, and the weasel fled even faster toward the back. The lady cop nodded at the guy and spoke to me. "This is Officer Bob. He has this same beat as I do. We'll keep an eye on your place so no one can damage it directly, but we can't do much about the bureaucracy. Watch yourself with Benny and the city."
Who was this cop, and why was she suddenly my guardian angel, I wondered in confusion. As if in answer, she pulled her reflective glasses down and looked at me over them with a wink. Holy Cow! She was the driver of that second car the day before! Referrals were more than awesome. I made a mental note to tell everybody that she and her 'co-workers' should get double-length details...
"I'm going to enjoy dropping this in the mail to that sweaty hog," Mathilda mused as she tore off the ticket. "I've got night shift tomorrow," she added as she departed. "So I'll see you and your equally attractive employee tomorrow morning for another detail?"
'Equally attractive employee'? Screw that, it was on between me and Adam when she rolled up tomorrow... time to go for another Game stat advance.
It was a miserable 15 minutes before Benny scuttled out of the building. He was as triumphant as a greasy, panic-prone weasel could achieve. He handed me two sheets of paper. "I found three mechanical deviations that you must fix in 48 hours or face further action," he said firmly, but his eyes darted around.
That really wasn't so bad...
"But there is also this," he added, pointing a trembling finger at the second sheet. "Public nudity for pay! That is a license revocation offense, young man!"
What? Had Maisy somehow gotten the wrong idea? "Nudity? Surely not," I said, trying to sound genuinely shocked. But I think I sounded more like the French cop in Casablanca being told there was gambling at Rick's.
"Clear as day," Benny said, suddenly feeling on solid ground. "A Miss..." he looked at the sheet, "Jennifer Watson allowed both her breasts to fall free of her bikini back there, while I, personally, was watching! Clear as day! And it happened while she was performing a paid service in your employ! Get out of that one," he said, suddenly confident, and then he bolted while he was still ahead. "This paperwork will be processed within the week! You can expect to be shut down at that time!" he called over his shoulder.
Ginny. Of course. There had been zero chance that she would not have had a wardrobe malfunction at the worst possible time!
Wade and I were the only two of us left standing out front. "What do we do?" he asked me simply.
"Take as much overtime as you need, but fix these issues," I said tiredly, handing him the first paper.
"They are bullhockey problems, and fixing them won't be cheap."
"Just do it," I sighed. "But do it after we close. We have to make as much money as we can in the next two days, while we are figuring out what to do about the... issue." I trudged off to the back, smiling just a little as I saw the brown pickup swing around and get in line as soon as Benny departed.
But I was worried.
I got back to the back, and Ginny was sitting off to the side, the rest of the girls crowded around her, hands reassuringly on her shoulders. She looked up at me as I approached, and broke into tears.
"I'm so sorry, Danny! I lost your uncle's carwash!" she moaned.
"You did not," I said firmly. Then added, "At least, not yet," like an idiot. Darn it, Candy. You made me do that.
Ginny burst into fresh tears. She was again descended upon by her friends, and glares were shot my way. I reeled back.
"Listen, guys," I said earnestly. "There are customers waiting, including a guy in the brown pickup. He gets special treatment. He's a cop, and they are on our side," I went on. "We need to earn every dime we can between now and when the city comes for our license. Maybe we can at least get your stuff back from your landlord before they shut us down."
"Your business is about to be lost, and you are still thinking about us?" Kristi asked, a little tearful herself.
"It won't work. Even with this place going full-tilt, we won't get enough," Daisy added, visibly doing numbers in her head.
"With you five, the power of bikinis is unstoppable," I joked. "We will figure out something. Meantime, we keep going."
But what could we figure out?
Less than half an hour later, a familiar blue BMW rolled into the back lot. Kristi laughed sadly and went over to lean into the window of Dr. Goodbody's car. "Hi, Doc," she said morosely.
"Where's my boy?" the hot older doctor asked.
I went over, still fretting about the impending doom as I went.
"I have something for you," Phylicia said, "to improve my view during my detail." She reached over into her purse and handed me a glasses case. I frowned and snapped it open. Some really light-weight frames were inside. They could not possibly be in my heavy prescription.
Still, I sighed, took off my old glasses, and endured the blindness while I put on the new ones. Maybe they would be strong enough to at least make me functional.
Perfect vision, even better than before, snapped into view.
I could see the pores on Kristi's face, delicate and near invisible that they were. These were the best glasses ever!
Kristi whistled. So did Daisy. "Those are hot, Danny..."
I leaned down to the side mirror of the Bimmer.
Delicate frames. Lightweight. A soft teal color. Instead of looking like a crude mask on my face, they highlighted my features.
Absolutely the best glasses ever!
"I knew it," Dr. Goodbody said quietly.
"Oh, yeah," said Kristi. I swore she briefly bit her lip!
I should have been over the moon. These glasses had to be a thousand dollars or something, and I was getting them for washing cars in my shorts. But the bigger picture must have still been weighing on my face.
"What's the matter?" Dr. G asked, a little taken aback at my mood.
"They're great," I said earnestly. "We just got some other problems."
"Oh dear. Like what?"
"The city wants to shut us down," Kristi put in, her anger at the situation in her voice. "An inspector came and was back, um, here, and saw a... wardrobe malfunction. They want to remove our license because of nudity on premise!"
"That seems harsh," my new eye doctor said, not at all happy-sounding herself. "What does your lawyer say?"
"I don't have a lawyer," I said. "And Uncle Chuck is out of touch in Mexico for months!"
"You need a lawyer," Dr. Goodbody said firmly. "I'll see if one of my friends can help. Thanks for the wash, kids! Be strong and keep going!" And she drove off. She did not even leave a tip, but in fairness... $1,000 glasses on my face.
"I don't know. That citation looks pretty black and white," Kristi said dubiously.
"And lawyers are expensive," added Daisy, who had come up behind us. "But those are tubular glasses, Danny! Your tips are totally going to rocket!"
I flicked a look at my stat sheet.
Name: Danny Tremaine
Age: 23
Intelligence: 15
Height: 5' 8"
Build: Slender
Cash: Really Fun money
Game: Really getting there
Hair: Rockin'
Debuffs: None
Buffs: Not quite. Flattering glasses
Virginity: Null
If the glasses just buffed my tips, that was not going to make a huge difference in the long run.
The rest of the day was land-office business, a bitter-sweet kind of success. I even think at one point there was a Sadness Montage, but I was either too bummed or too busy to be sure.
When the girls and I knocked off at last, we decided to have dinner out. The girls had to save every dime to somehow get back into their house in the next three weeks, but I had cash enough for burgers, fries, and shakes for us all, though it erased the 'Really' from my Cash stat.
As we started to trudge back toward my apartment, Kristi, who had seemed even more morose than the rest, pulled me aside.
"Danny, I... Look, can we talk, just the two of us?" she said sadly. "I really want..."
"Sure," I said, understanding her mood. "We'll walk slower than them."
"How about we walk back on the beach instead?" she said, and we turned away from the others and headed down to the dark sands under the stars.
We carried our shoes so the sand would get between our toes. Walking alone with Kristi was a new and very, very nice thing. It elevated my mood considerably, something that should have been impossible.
"Danny, I... I'm sorry," she burst out suddenly, wrecking our companionable silence.
"You're sorry? Why?" I asked, taken by surprise.
"It's all my fault," she said in a rush. "Mine!"
"How? We've been in this together. Everybody." And of all the crew, you were not going to be the one to show her tits at the wrong time, Kristi!
She looked at me with a fond frustration. The fond, I liked a lot. The frustration had me baffled. "Danny, we all, and I in particular, have been using you from the minute we met you!" she said sadly. "That first day, when we ran into you, most of us were ready to walk right by this confused, hapless nerd who was sort of blocking the sidewalk. There you were in those hideous glasses, with your awful hairstyle, and that stupid-looking swimsuit you wore the first day (who wears such long, baggy shorts, much less for swimming?) It all made you look barely two steps from scrawny." She grabbed my upper arm softly and mashed her forehead against my shoulder. "Danny, in our minds, girls like us are supposed to treat guys like you as if you were a traffic cone when we pass. You heard Bambi, I'm sure."
"I did," I admitted. "Come on. That was just her not thinking at the moment. Bambi is so sweet. And she... um, we..." I shut up while I was behind.



Kristi smirked up at me. "Oh yeah. We all know. She was effusive, remember?"
"She was? When?" I could not help but ask.
"She said you were good at sex, practically first thing the next morning. That's pretty high praise from her," Kristi said, still holding my arm.
"I don't know about that," I said, unable not to let some background regret of my own seep into my voice. "I mean, after... She just hasn't..."
Kristi released my upper arm with one hand enough to stroke it softly. "Danny, that's just her. She's... she's just not that horny, and not that often. Truth to tell, she is far and away the least horny among us. And she's a social butterfly. Next time she does get horny, don't be offended if some other guy she thinks is great is nearer by." Kristi bounced her forehead off my shoulder a few more times. "See? She used you a little there, too."
I could bear up under the strain of being used like that by Bambi.
"But she hasn't used you as much as I have," Kristi went on, unwilling to tolerate the digression anymore from whatever imaginary sins she wanted to confess. "And she never once used you consciously." She heaved a sigh. "I used you. Consciously. From the start." I dismissed the rather intrusive part of my mind that was insisting that I had never been used by Kristi like Bambi had 'used' me. I would have remembered.
Vividly.
"You helped me out of a jam," I said firmly. "I was utterly lost."
"Yeah. I wanted a milkshake, and didn't want to pay for it," Kristi said. "Lucky for me, for all of us girls, I remembered where the carwash was. And I remembered where the milkshake shack was. And I knew I could get a nerd like this guy we had run into to buy drinks for all of us."
"You let me crash at your place," I said a little sternly. "After I had already bought you the milkshakes."
"Yeah. But we had kind of screwed you over, keeping you from going to check in," Kristi said. "We all felt guilty. And you were already showing us that, despite looking like a near total dweeb, you were sweet, and funny, and very earnest. It was the least we could do."
This might have been a bad start, I admitted to myself. But I sort of...
"But even before the night was over, I was already thinking of more ways to use you, Danny," Kristi went on sadly. "I knew you were going to be important... at the carwash, at least. And I already knew we all needed jobs desperately, though I did not yet know how desperately at that point. The next morning, after Glotzkin showed up, I was not only determined to get you to hire some of us, eventually all of us, but I also figured that your apartment would be the only alternative to homelessness for us. So I used you. And I got us those things we needed," she said miserably.
"And it worked out great," she went on, sounding more unhappy. "I was even getting over feeling guilty about how I'd used you, which was totally shallow of me, and then this disaster!" she moaned guiltily. I looked at her momentarily upturned face, and I saw tears on her cheeks.
Her hands squeezed my biceps again. "I mean, now we won't make the money to get back our stuff before our landlord sells it, and we'll be homeless for real, soon, so I guess we deserve that. But Danny, we really, I really, screwed you! Your uncle is going to lose his whole business! You will be out of a job, out of an apartment, and as homeless as us! And that's if he doesn't kill you!"
"I had been considering researching cemetery plots," I chuckled.
"Oh... Don't say that! Please!" Kristi groaned, clutching my arm tighter yet again. "We used you and now you have to pay for it." There were more tears now, running freely.
"Kristi," I said softly. "It is alright. First off, I could sort of see what you were all doing to me. I'm a nerd, remember? We're stupid, but we aren't dumb." She almost managed to laugh at that, but looked even guiltier. "But I think I'm the one who has kind of been using you guys."
"Please."
"For the price of a round of milkshakes, and a business relationship that was going to make us all a lot of money before Studebaker ruined everything, I got the best scenery in the universe," I said. I lightly touched her cheek and bore my eyes into hers. "The very best scenery," I added, trying to make her understand that at that moment I was talking specifically to her. "And," I said, straightening up and starting to walk again, pulling her along in my wake, "I ended up with five really great friends.Beyond the best scenery in the universe."
She actually giggled softly. But she tried to persist. "But we still wrecked everything."
"Enough," I said, stopping again. "You did nothing that I wasn't happy with to begin with. And this problem is not your fault. Any of yours. Studebaker did all this. We will figure a way out. And if we don't, I hope we'll figure out what to do next together."
"But your uncle..." she started to blubber, but I flicked a finger under her chin to lift it, and kissed her right on the lips softly.
"E. Nough," I said. "You and I are good. We will be a team. We are friends and will stay so."
Kristi blinked at the kiss. She was so distracted, I had to hope she had heard my words.
Then I wasn't worried about it, because she was kissing me back. Hard. And plastering her fantastic form against me.
We embraced each other, and her body was alive in my arms. Her sudden shudders matched my own. Our heartbeats might have synchronized. There was a hunger in her suddenly, as there had been in Bambi. But there was a passion, too.
Bambi had decided that she wanted some sex.
But Kristi wanted healing. And she wanted me.
Don't kid yourself, she wanted sex, too. At least I desperately hoped she wanted sex. Because I wanted sex. And while I did not feel that she needed forgiveness, and should not need healing, I really wanted her to stop feeling like she should cry.
Okay, the more I thought about it, the more my lips feasted on hers (still no tongue, darn it!), the more she clutched me to her, the wanting sex part was becoming more and more important.
Come on! I'm a guy. Kristi was crazy, specially, hot. I could already tell, as her breasts crushed against my chest, that they too were all real. Impossibly real, given their size, shape, and resilience. Kristi's would be the best tits, I decided, in any universe that did not include Bambi's. And with the rest of the girl in my arms, there were no caveats. Her waist was lithe in my arms, perfectly narrow, but still strong enough to feel safe. Her backside was just beyond appealing. She had worn more conservative bikini bottoms the first two days I'd known her, but she had worn thongs ever since, and I was by now utterly familiar with her butt, visually. Rich, curvy, tight as a drum, and without flaw. Her legs were long and replete with restrained, elegant curves.
And yeah, I could get lost in those eyes. I was kind of trying to do it at the moment.
Wait a minute. If Kristi's and Bambi's were real, did that mean that all the girls' were? That all the unnaturally awesome racks I was constantly seeing everywhere were, um, natural in this world? I instinctively knew that this was the case.
This was incredible!
I slid one hand up the back of her neck and twined my fingers in the hair behind her head. Then I took a leap of faith and slid my other hand down to cup the warmest, firmest glute I had ever conceived of.
She did the opposite of shy away. Her head leaned back into my grasp, she sighed happily, and her butt twitched in my grasp eagerly. "Oh, yeah," she sighed.
My fingers were in her hair, but my wrist on her neck felt the upper tie of her bikini. I smiled against her lips and grasped the dangling strings, pulling slowly. The bow parted, and I felt the top sag loosely between us. I did not even pause to look down and appreciate. Not yet. I dropped my hand and tugged on the lower bow. It too came loose easily in my hands, which was impressive, because I was sure that Kristi was one of the girls who always double-knotted their tops.
All of them did, actually, except, of course, for Ginny...
A guy notices this sort of detail in these sorts of circumstances.
Haven't even been in this sort of circumstance? Sucks to be you.
But Kristi's bikini was now completely unfastened, and I tugged it free, dropping it to the sand.
I stared down at last. Damn near perfection. In fact, her nipples really were perfection, and oh my, were they excited to see me, and to be seen. I bent hungrily and cupped a beautiful boob in one hand, kissing my way over its surface. Most of its surface. I still was not sucking on that perfect nipple. But I was not letting the world's limitations diminish my current joy. I was no longer merely close to heaven. Below, out of sight, I felt Kristi's hand on my junk, tugging hungrily at the tight fabric of my suit. I squeezed harder on her firm, impossibly elastic, yet resilient mam.
Her hand fumbled into my waistband, and her hand stroked my dong so eagerly as to feel almost desperate.
She froze. "You really forgive me?" she asked, tremulously.
Really?
"I do, Kristi, if you can forgive me for torpedoing my uncle's business just so I can end up like this with you," I said, with all the utter sincerity I could feign.
She gasped for a second, then giggled. And resumed stroking my cock. I started devouring her other breast to the extent that I was frustratingly allowed.
And damned if I didn't start to feel the timeslip effect start!
What the heck? Now?NOW?!?!?!??
Of course. Kristi and I had fulfilled the narrative purpose of this scene. We had gotten more nudity already than should be expected for the Semi-Famous Actress trope. The sex was not even needed to fill the titillation requirement, depending on the era, after my Bambi adventures.
But I needed this. Kristi did, too. I pushed back against the timeslip. I'm not really sure how, but mostly, I just concentrated on each passing second, until the feeling eased, then passed. I stayed on alert for it to return, though, you can be sure.
And it was as if there had been a nudity clause renegotiation with Kristi's actress, because I easily slid her bikini bottom off and down to the sand, where she stepped her delicate ankles free of it. Better, she slid my own trunks down to the ground as well. We were naked together, and kissed again, deeply.
"Kneel," Kristi said, around my lips. We both did. Then she bent down on all fours and began kissing my cock.
The initial goofy expression on my face was organic, but I realized I'd better keep up the crazy, to make sure the narrative didn't get bored, or start to look around at things it wasn't going to want to see. It was not hard for me to look enslaved, with Kristi sliding her tongue back and forth under my penis as she rocked forward and back along my length.
Then she laughed, popping free long enough for the chuckle, and to lavish many lingual caresses on me. She was looking up and saw the faces I was making.
But I realized that this was all narratively unnecessary. Cutting room floor stuff. So we might be free to indulge as much as we liked if I were careful. I let my funny face morph into one that showed my passionate need, and Kristi responded by hungrily devouring me again. This was about perfect!
A few minor elements still reminded me of the strictures of the world. Her ass visibly danced as she blew me, as if putting on a show for unseen observers. And eager and varied as what she was doing was, I somehow always had my hands on the sides of her head, and she never drew her face any distance away from my member, keeping it invisible from any but a few, less than ideal otherwise, angles.
It seemed I was even going to be allowed to come like this...
"I'm..." I did not seem able to explicitly say out loud what I was about to do. "Oh, Kristi!" I moaned instead. She sucked harder, and I felt my balls empty into her eager mouth. I spurted, then spurted again, and I was glad to already be on my knees, because I would have fallen to them anyway as my body's release bent my mind.
She sucked harder on me, and licked me clean, swallowing every drop of what I had released. There was no visible mess to complicate the visuals.
I wanted to lick her. I wanted it so bad. I knew the milieu would never let me, but I had to try.
I shook my head to clear it, and grinned thanks and determination at Kristi. She smiled back in satisfaction. But then she yelped as I rolled her over onto her back on the sand. We were going to need serious showers when we got back to the apartment.
Kristi flopped back on her backside, propping herself up on her elbows. She looked down her body at me as I knelt between her ankles. I realized for the first time that one of the few really great things about the screwed up rules of sex in this universe was that, since it was never a narrative issue, things like refraction time were not taken into account. I was still hard as a rock, and still just as eager.
That was something to think about...
But right now, I had to try this. This was unimportant, right? So what I did should not be prevented anyway, right? I smiled at Kristi and bent to kiss the inside of her knee.
That was allowed. Honestly, I didn't expect to manage even that. I kissed higher.
"What are you doing, Danny?" Kristi asked breathlessly.
"You know," I said lasciviously, and kissed my way up her inner thigh relentlessly. I encountered no reluctance, and my optimism soared.
"Oh wow!" Kristi gulped. "Like, really wow!"
I reached her crotch. I would have danced around the perimeter, but I felt like I was pushing my luck as is. I needed to get going for real before the mostly soft-R nature of this place reasserted itself. I extended my tongue and dragged it up her incredible, delicious length. At the top, I pushed in slightly, just enough to find her swollen bump and lick it a single time.
"Danny! What is this? I've never even heard of a guy... You are amazing," Kristi gasped, flopping back on her back and waving her arms wildly around in the air.
What?
What?
Candy! How could you? How could you deny the females in your stories from having experienced this, even off-screen and out of the timeline? I feasted on Kristi, my tongue given extra energy by my honest indignation.
The only problem was, the utter novelty of what I was doing was too much for an already very turned-on Kristi. It was less than a minute of my indulging myself fully before she moaned very loudly. Her butt lifted up from the sand, and her hips ground against my eager face. I lashed at her bean and she nearly screamed in the most adorable orgasmic cry I could have ever imagined.
"Danny!" she gasped. "What was that?" she panted for a moment. "Bambi was right. You are totally good at sex," she smiled up at me.
I also was able to go again almost instantly, I thought, and could not resist crawling fully over her, knees dragging through the soft sand.
"Oh, yeah. Oh, yes. Now. Now, Danny," Kristi moaned as she saw me move over her. Her hand grabbed my dong and pulled me toward her. I pushed down, and then forward, sliding somehow effortlessly into the tightest enclosure I had ever experienced.
I wanted to drive into her furiously from the start, but I could not bring myself to go quickly at all. Not then, not at any point. We made love on the sand as I sweetly rose and fell atop her. Some conventions did not relax, it seemed. I also still could not make myself bend down and actually suck on a nipple. I was not complaining.
Kristi and I coupled beautifully, and for a very long time. It was the greatest feeling I could remember. And when we both came, together, it was sweet, and soft, and quiet. But it shook me to my core.
As we lay there, kissing gently in the aftermath, I felt the time shift push again, and I let it this time. I was too exhausted to fight it anyway.
The next thing I knew, we were walking into my apartment. The other girls had obviously all showered already, but freshly. They were still in their towels. They looked up at us with grins from where they sat around on the mattresses that were our only furniture.
"Yeah," Kristi sighed as she met all their eyes. "Seriously, Danny is totally pretty good at sex."
I realized that, unlike when Bambi, who had gone back to treating me like a buddy a minute after we were done, had made the declaration, Kristi had embarrassingly announced my prowess while still hanging onto me, quite possessively.
My heart, and everything else, was warm.
"He does things," Kristi then whispered, in what sounded like genuine wonder.
And now my face was not warm, but red.
The way she clung to me was noted. And highly approved of. But I did notice a slight pout from Ginny and Maisy. I even saw one flash on Bambi's face for an instant. It was all gratifying. Then Bambi just shrugged off my departure from the market with ease and hopped up to work on her hair. She left her towel behind when she did so. I was no longer an option, so my presence was to be treated like I was just one of the girls.
I should have shied away, but come on. I have Y chromosomes. Kristi noticed me staring and didn't even act upset.
She even looked a bit, herself. So did the other girls. That body belonged in the Louvre, darn it.
From that point forward, all the other girls treated me differently. Bambi was the only one who routinely just hung around naked when doing things like changing or showering. But the others made a lot less effort to hide their bodies during any transient nudity.
Of all of them, Kristi was still the one who never flashed anything good.
Not casually...
It would have been the most idyllic existence imaginable... if it were not for the fact that my uncle's business would be shut down by the city any day now.
That night, I slept on the same mattress with Kristi, spooning her most of the night. It was glorious.
It was also weird because Ginny was in the bed with us. But even that was kind of cool, since when I got up in the middle of the night to go to the bathroom, one of her breasts had worked its way free and into the open air. Ginny was great. She could have a wardrobe malfunction in bed, in the middle of the night, while asleep.
I made a mental note that if we somehow got out of it this time, the arrival of anyone from the government would mean Ginny had to come up here to my apartment, completely out of sight until they left...
Business the next day followed the new pattern of being better than the day before.
Adam and I spent much of the day in the back, instead of doing our proper jobs. There were suddenly about a third as many Buff Buffs as Bikini Details, though it seemed like that percentage was stabilizing.
Between my share of the tip pool, to which I had now been added, and my share of the wildly higher profits, my Cash stat had gone up a couple of levels to Flush. The girls were making good money, too. But I doubted we would get them all that they needed to get their house back, not before the city shut us down.
Around lunchtime, Adam and I were both in back, but taking a temporary break. We were just standing around, watching Daisy and Maisy give a Bikini Detail job to the dude on a bicycle. Seriously. They sponged down the whole bike, then they sudsed up his bare torso, back, and lower legs. No good stuff, though. But he just sat there on the bike, grinning like the mad genius he was. When they were done, they hosed him down, and he rode away, a huge tip lighter. He went around the building because Wade would not let him try to ride through the mechanical wash.
A whoop from Ginny told Adam and me that a Buff Buff customer was coming back.
We had stuffed Ginny into a one-piece bathing suit that even she could not fall out of (though she tried), and told her off on sign duty for most of the day, to change things up.



A very hot, little red sports car pulled around back. The driver was a truly premium MILF. (No one knew what the heck I meant when I used that term...) She was on a level with Dr. Goodbody, except she had flaming red hair in a flowing but short style. She also wore a sharply tailored business suit and flashed acres of cleavage at me and Adam as she pulled up, though something told me that in her case, she had only opened up most of that cleavage after she had pulled onto our property. A leather briefcase sat on the passenger seat beside her.
It was easy to see all this because the car was a convertible, and she had the top and even the side windows down.
"Hi there," I said, appreciating the view, but not sure how to approach this woman. "Um, I'll need you to put up the top and close your windows so we can get to work." Only the fact that I, for the most part, was still mentally 46 years old kept me from something disastrous like adding, 'Ma'am.'
"Oh, don't worry about it," she waved me off. "I'm replacing the roof cover next month anyway. It's such a nice day, I don't want to button up until I have to go through the machine. Just worry about my body... work, and I'll be tickled pink.
I shared a rueful grin with Adam, and we set to work on the car, working extra hard not to get the elegant lady inside wet. Er... I mean... You know what I mean.
I was working right beside her, scrubbing the door and trying not to spend a more than appropriate amount of time staring into her cavernous cleavage, which she was helpfully twisting toward me as she watched me work, when she asked me, "Which of you young men is Danny?"
Uh... "Me," I said. "What can I do for you?"
She actually hesitated suggestively at my words, before laughing, somehow seriously. "I am a friend of Phylicia's. I should have known you were Danny from the glasses." She started to try to hand me a card, but my hands were full of sponge and soapsuds. "I'll give you this when you are done. But once you are, I'll pull off and park. You and I have a meeting, Danny. My name is Jane. I'm your new lawyer."
Well now!
We worked extra hard on Jane's car, and my current change of status with Kristi kept me from being too disappointed that she seemed to enjoy staring at Adam's butt more than mine.
When she was done, the car's top was put up, and she was heading into the machine, I toweled off. I was about to climb back into my uniform jumpsuit, but then decided that whatever this strange, probably prohibitively expensive lawyer was here for, the wash had been the first thing she had wanted. I stayed shirtless in my trunks and went into the office. She entered a moment later and shook my hand professionally, all innuendo gone from her voice.
"I'll need to see the citation," she said immediately. "The killer one."
"Jane, um, I don't know how I can afford a lawyer," I said miserably, ripping off the band-aid.
"Pshaw," she said in a humorously schoolmarm voice. "I am sure we can come to a similar arrangement for professional services as you have with Phylicia." She paused. "I own a number of cars."
I did not know whether to be relieved or wary. I chose relieved because, duh.
"I've already looked at the relevant regulations, and I am optimistic," she said. She looked at the citation. "This is what I thought. Where are your business licenses?" I pointed at the wall. She raised an eyebrow. "You have a beer license?" she asked in surprise. "Do you actually sell beer?"
I pointed at the rusted and obviously long-disused cooler. "No! I mean, if we ever did, I never heard. If we did, it obviously has not been for years."
Wade had been coming through while we were speaking. "It's been ten years since Chuck decided that selling single beers to people about to drive away from his shop was a bad idea. Check the license. It's long expired."
"Excellent," Jane said. "I've already entered myself as your attorney-of-record. The city will have to notify me in advance of coming here and taking any action at all. I'll see if I can be here before they are. Hang in there, tiger," she said, back in the schoolmarm voice. "We'll get you out of this!" She waved and headed for her car.
I did not know what good she could do in the face of the clear violation, but at least having a lawyer involved would tell Uncle Chuck that I had done all I could.
And having a lawyer involved would mean it was less likely that I would quietly disappear on a permanent basis once my uncle returned...
I shrugged and went back to work, saying to the others only that she was inexplicably not giving up on the spot. We all clung to that faint hope.
The next day, about eleven, the big gold Cadillac pulled up, parking legally this time, I noted. Great. Studebaker was back to gloat. At least I hoped that was what he was there for. He worked his fat, sweaty body out of the driver's seat and called into the car, "Come on, Babe! Let's look around."
What, given the huge engagement and wedding rings on her finger, had to be the guy's wife, climbed out. She was 20 years younger than he, with huge bottle blonde hair, big 80s shoulder pads, parachute pants, long legs, and a tight exterior corset around her narrow waist. Huge boobs, too. Of course.
"I'm coming, Willy," she said in a comical New Jersey accent. "Why are we heah, again?" she asked querulously.
"I want us to look over our next carwash," Willy, who now had a first name, told her, pointedly ignoring the people who currently worked at the carwash in question. "When the city closes this operation down, Chuck will have to sell it to me at pennies on the dollar, Dollface."
I looked at the woman, who was looking around my carwash (Uncle Chuck's carwash) like there was a nasty smell.
So, not a henchMILF, but the spouse he deserves... Still. Same principle applied. Those tits would look amazing when her clothes got accidentally ripped off her by the carwash mechanism or whatever was going to happen.
Dollface, or whatever her name was, started walking around, clutching her little purse like a talisman, as if she was measuring the entrance driveway for new drapes.
"Are we washing your car today... Willy?" I asked, my voice as hard as I could make it as I walked up to him.
"Ha! You think I'm trusting my Caddy to your ratty old Wash-O-Matic 3500?" the fat jerk scoffed. "Replacing that thing will be the biggest expense of buying this outfit." He looked over and spied Wade, who looked like he wanted to shove the mop he held up Studebaker's hind end. "That, and replacing the guy who fixes it," Willy sneered.
But he looked around and seemed to really notice how many cars we had in line. "You got more extra customers here than I've lost, boy," he growled, like I'd rustled his cattle or something.
"We have lots of customers who come by several times a week," I said defiantly. I was a better businessman than this meathead!
Studebaker stared over at Brandi, who was temporarily on sign duty, bouncing up and down, attracting customers, and presenting a hazard to safe automotive navigation. He growled.
"Come on, Sugarlumps," he called. "Let's go!" he added in a huff.
Mrs. Sugarlumps Dollface Studebaker came running back on her comically high heels. "Already?" she squeaked, and she climbed into the Cadillac. They roared off.
How could that guy make matters even worse for me?
The next day, I found out how he was going to try.
I was in the office, counting money with Kristi, and Ginny came in, almost in tears. "What's the matter?" Kristi asked before I could.
"I went to the store, you know, for some groceries?" Ginny said, kind of freaked out. "And I saw Mr. Studebaker there. I'm not sure, but he might have been lurking around to talk to one of us. And I'm the one he caught."
I growled, waiting for the rest of the story.
"I told him to step off, you know?" Ginny said. "But he kept talking. He said it was too bad that Danny was doing a bad job of running his uncle's business."
"What?" I yelped, really angry now, but also afraid he might be right.
"And he said he is friends with Mr. Glotzkin, and knows we need the money bad," Ginny went on. "But it was okay, because he could see his way to keeping us girls on when he buys the carwash."
"No way," Kristi said staunchly.
"I know. But all I could think of at the time was how much we need the job, so I didn't punch him in the nuts or anything... And worse, I didn't say no!"
"You didn't let him hire you?" I said, aghast.
"No!"
"Wait a minute," said Kristi.
I looked at her in horror. She wouldn't do that to me...
"Sorry, Danny," she said, hugging and kissing me. "None of us would ever work for that sweaty pig. But I wonder if we pretended to agree to work for him, if he might agree to give your uncle a better price for the carwash?"
I perked up at that. A shallow grave might be avoidable after all.
"And," Kristi said with a light in her eyes, "It'd be really cruel to him when we all say 'no way' later on!"
"Oh," Ginny said, her mood suddenly bright. "That will kill him. I could tell that horny old goat is eager to watch us while we work! What do we do?"
"We'll let him make his case to Dasiy. She'll set him up good," Kristi chuckled.
"This is great, guys," I said, feeling worse than the girls now. "But it still doesn't solve your problem if we don't make enough money for you before they close us down. You might really have to actually..."
"Danny," Kristi said, both she and Ginny giving me a fantabulous hug. "I'll give up and go home early, with the summer not over, before I'll work for that guy."
"Same for all of us," Ginny said. "Don't worry."
"But that is what I'm worried about," I said. I knew Kristi would leave at the end of the summer anyway, but I had hoped to have all the time with her I could...
Kristi kissed me again. "We'll figure something out," she said, also sadly. But not confidently.
We sent Daisy out to wander the town, and sure enough, Studebaker made his pitch to her, too. She came back cackling.
"He is not dumb when it comes to business, but he thought I was," she laughed as we all crowded around together in back, even Carl, between detailing cars. "He's not happy with the deal I wheedled him into giving your Uncle," Daisy almost gloated, "but he thinks he is totally screwing us girls over, so he went for it. He was all like, Margins, and Cash Flow, and You Wouldn't Understand, to me. So he thinks I agreed that we would all work for him for half of what we are getting now!"
"I love it," I said, mostly enthusiastically.
"I'm sorry, Danny," Daisy said, suddenly serious. "I got the best deal I could, but it still isn't very good. I don't know what your uncle will say if the city does close us down."
And the city was definitely going to close us down...
I got a call on the office phone from Jane. "Danny, the city's paperwork is finished. Benny will be at the carwash tomorrow morning to revoke your license and shut you down."
"Oh, no!" I moaned.
"Do not panic, young man," Jane said. "I am still working the situation, and these things are complicated. I will try to be there before Benny, but I am not sure I'll be able to make that happen. Just stall if I am not there yet. Understand?"
I nodded, which was stupid while talking on a phone. You get used to Skype and FaceTime...
The next morning, we had a good crowd of customers right from the start. That said, we kept Carl on lookout duty to run and tell everyone to cover up in back when Benny arrived.
Studebaker got there first, with his wife. She was strutting around almost as much as the fat man himself. I went out front to keep him off everybody's backs. He just stood around, cackling with glee.
Sugarlumps Dollface was being a real bitch. She looked at all the cars and was practically counting the money in her head. She kept going over to Studebaker and telling him what he needed to buy her with all the new money. He just nodded and leered at her. She was wearing a tighter top this morning than when I'd seen her before, and I had to admit, it looked impressive.
But I was hating her more and more as she taunted the girls, telling them that they'd all be out on their skinny little butts as soon as her husband took over. Kristi, who was out front on sign duty, pretended to look cowed, but I saw her note that Studebaker had apparently not told his wife that he wanted to hire the girls himself, after the sale.
Suddenly, there were martial-sounding drums ratta-tatting somewhere, and Benny pulled up in an official-looking brown Chrysler K-Car, followed by a police cruiser. Our cop buddy and her partner on our beat both got out.
I gulped. Our friends looked supremely unhappy to be here.
"I have an enforcement order here, signed by the city manager," Benny announced loudly, while Studebaker stood by, beaming nastily. The piece of paper was comically large, with the word WRIT in 300-point Old English font at the top. I would have bet my uncle's carwash, the rest of the text was Lorem Ipsum... "The San Ramona Carwash is found in violation of its licensing requirements and is to permanently cease business operations as of 11 am on this date," Benny read aloud. He turned to the cops officiously, a small man suddenly drunk on power. "Officers, you are to padlock the building, ensure the power is cut, and that all employees are ejected from the premises," he said, his quavering voice getting stronger as he read his precious paperwork.
Bureauweasels always get more confident with paperwork in their hands.
Officers Mathilda and Bob both looked unhappy. They also looked like they would rather taser Benny and Studebaker than follow these orders, but they were good cops and would do their job. The girls and I all shot them looks that told them we understood and did not hate them.
"Hold up!" called an authoritative female voice. I turned and saw Jane getting out of one of her many sports cars. I heard a loud bugle cry from an invisible source, signaling the arrival of the cavalry. Hope tried valiantly to spark in my sundered heart.
My attorney waved papers in her hands. "Officers! I have a court order here from Judge Helen Weems, permanently quashing both the citation and the city's writ."
"What?" screamed Studebaker. A number of customers had been leaning out of their cars in agitation over our predicament, and they all cheered. But not as loudly as we did. By this time, all the girls had come out front to see our fate.
"I also have a subpoena for Benny here, for testimony on the issuance of the citation to begin with," Jane added. "But that isn't the main issue right now."
Benny sure looked like it was the main issue. He scuttled away from Studebaker, who saw Benny's skedaddle and yanked him back to stand by his fat patron.
"Officers, the court order. You can end this enforcement operation. Thank you for your service," Jane said, presenting her paperwork to Mathilda.
"But... but... but," Benny sputtered. "I read the regulation backward and forward. They are in clear violation of the business-related nudity clause! Clear!" He sounded alarmingly certain of himself. "I read it myself, and it is quoted on the writ!"
"You are correct," Jane said triumphantly. She started strutting around in circles like she was making a closing argument in court. "But that clause is located under the alcohol sales section, not the general city code. If the San Ramona Carwash sold beer anymore, or even still had a license to do so still on the books, the writ would stand. They don't, so it doesn't."
There was thunderous applause. Studebaker looked apoplectic.
And Daisy decided to rub it in. "Sorry, Mr. Studebaker," she said in a sweet little girl voice. "I guess you won't have us girls doing bikini-less detailing for your business after all!"
"What?" screamed Sugarlumps Dollface. "Willy, you total tool!" she demanded. "You were going to hire these topless bimbos on our payroll? You jerk! Why would you want those boobies when you have these!"
With that, she ripped the front of her blouse open wide. She did not have a bra on. She did not need a bra. Those big boobs floated like they were extra fake as they bounced into view. There may have been a low register Boing sound...
"Shouldn't these be good enough?" she called out, turning in a circle to show her boobs to everyone in the neighborhood. There were a variety of loud agreements here and there. I didn't agree out loud myself, but yeah, they darn sure should have been enough for any guy.
Studebaker's wife pulled her blouse closed. He tried to step up to her with calming motions that were anything but calm on his own part, but she was on a roll. "Now you won't see any of the boobs around here, Willy," she said, stepping back out of his reach. "Especially mine! I want a divorce! I want all the divorces," she ranted. "I'm gonna take your carwash," she taunted.
Jane stepped up to her. "My card," she said with a broad grin. The wife stopped her rant, looked at Jane and the injunction she was holding, smiled evilly, and took the card. "We'll take everything," Jane said conspiratorially, but quite loud enough for Studebaker to hear.
"No! This is not happening!" Studebaker howled. "You aren't going anywhere, Dollface! And I want this carwash. I have a writ! I paid good money for that writ, and I want it enforced!"
There was dead silence from everyone. The cops looked at each other, then at Studebaker. Then they stepped forward toward the story's Big Bad, who gawped at them uncomprehendingly. Bob grabbed him, spun him around, bent him over his own Cadillac, and started to cuff him.
"William Studebaker, you are under arrest for bribery and public corruption," Mathilda said sternly. "You have the right to remain silent. Since there is no way your fat trap will take that right, anything you rant will be used against you in a court of law." She went on with the Miranda as Bob swiftly dragged Studebaker over toward the cop car.
Benny turned white as a sheet and scuttled away toward his car.
"Where do you think you are going?" Mathilda asked, grabbing him by the ear and dragging him off toward the cruiser behind Bob. Both were shoved inside the back, and our cop buddies roared off with sirens blaring for some reason.
There was a brief pause, and then everybody, employees, customers in line, and random passersby all cheered thunderously.
"Oh no! What happened?" I heard my eye doctor say. She was just getting out of her car, which she had just parked. "Jane, I can't believe I missed all the fun!"
"Sorry, Phylicia!" Jane shrugged. "But what is important is, the fun can go on!"
There were more cheers.
"Let's go detail some cars!" I shouted, and all of us but Carl ran back to the detail yard. Carl had to stay and send cars back. It was better that way, in case Myrtle drove by again.
And Carl in a Speedo would not be, um, marketing friendly to our business model...
In the back, everybody lost their shirts, except for Kristi, of course. And there was immediately the biggest montage yet, as car after car pulled back for a clean. The music that suddenly played was, probably for budgetary reasons, the same one from the first montage I had experienced on my very first day here. The bicycle guy was back, grinning as Daisy and Ginny soaped him down. Maisy and Adam worked very closely together on a car with a confused elderly couple who appeared to have had no idea what they had been getting into, but who were total pervs once they figured it out.
I worked over a car with five freaking cheerleaders in uniform all crowded inside. Every one of them flashed me.
Jane and Phylicia stood around, celebrating and looking awesome in their heels.
Then Bambi came over to Jane and offered her a sponge filled with soapy water. Jane just laughed and waved it off.



But Phylicia grabbed Bambi's hand with the sponge and shoved it against Jane's chest with a sploosh! "Come on, Jane! You are part of the team here!" my eye doctor hooted. Jane's shirt was soaked, and she struggled out of her suit jacket to keep it at least a little dry. Ginny handed Jane a second sponge to match the one she had snatched from Bambi in self-defense. But Jane was laughing hysterically.
"Oh, what the heck," she shouted, and yanked off the sodden blouse that was sticking to her chest, followed instantly by the delicate white bra she wore! Her breasts were not so big or extravagant as any of the girls', but were still, of course, really amazing. Then she took back her sponges and started rubbing down a car with some pimply-faced dork inside who looked like he had died and gone to heaven.
Phylicia laughed hysterically at her ridiculously topless professional friend and pillar of the community.
Probably a bad idea...
Jane grimaced, grabbed the hose from Kristi. She turned it full on my ophthalmologist. Phylicia was dressed casually this day, in tight jeans and a white cotton top. She did have a bra on underneath, but since it turned as transparent when wet as the shirt over it, we were all treated to a perfect view of the rack beneath.
My eye doctor had boobs that were absolutely in the same league as my co-workers. Incredibly dark nipples, too. And you could even make out that she had really stark tan lines as well, which I had not previously seen on any of the myriad other breasts I had seen in San Ramone.
Now I had both my lawyer and my eye doctor working together on washing cars, to the flummoxed response of the occupants of the cars they worked on, who somehow were all a bunch of barely eighteen nerds.
It was a glorious montage, but I wanted something more. I gently grabbed Kristi's hand as I heard the music start its coda. She smiled at me, and we rushed up the stairs toward my apartment and some privacy.
I had her bikini off her in a flash. No matter how I moved around, she stayed facing only one way, so I guessed the story's viewpoint was getting only her back. I hoped the audience got to share the vision that was her butt.
We embraced, and I felt, rather than saw, my trunks slip to my ankles. I stepped us over to one of the mattresses, and she sank upon it. I lay down atop her. My dong was between her legs. We kissed languidly, aware that we finally had all the time in the world. Or at least until September. How I would deal with that, I did not know. But for now, we enjoyed each other's naked bodies.
Foreplay was clearly for earlier in the storyline, and I felt Kristi wiggle her hips to aim me right where I wanted to go. I kissed her one more time, and sank slowly into her perfect depths, every nerve ending in my junk yodeling in utter delight.
FADE TO BLACK
I was then suddenly back in the white expanse of The Boss's environment, but I just knew that the blackness I had just been in had been overlaid with credits...
"No!" I genuinely screamed, looking around for Candy, the Muse of Raunchy Sex Comedies.
She appeared out of the whiteness, walking toward me wearing a different, much more modern bikini that covered more but looked even better. She was clapping her hands. "Bravo, Danny! I knew that you would be a great Seed."
"But, but, Kristi! Where is she?" I asked. I was still hard as stone, but I was missing her as a person just as much.
Candy looked sad. "Don't fall too much in love, Danny. She only fully existed as Kristi in the story."
"What? She wasn't... wait, the girls aren't Seeds like me?"
"Sorry, not souls at all, really. More like motes of soul dust," Candy said. "They are distinct, and as real as you, for the duration of the story, but they have no continuity in their identity. You are what matters. You are the one who consciously drives the story, just like you have the last few days. It worked, too. My inspiration has struck back in the real world."
"So, what," I asked, a little petulantly. "There is going to be a movie of what happened on Netflix or HBOMax now?"
"That's not how it works," Candy laughed kindly. "Your experiences help me bestow energizing, but non-distinct inspirations in many storytellers of all media. Lots of completely different stories, many of which will not even involve water in any way, will come from those writers who felt what you just went through in their subconsciousness.. I suspect a few of those stories will be successful, and my influence will recover a little. As my inspiration improves, your ability to shape the destiny of the stories will grow as well," she added, waggling her eyebrows. So did that mean I'd get better stats? Or would I be able to make better stuff happen? More stuff? Less soft stuff?
I sighed. There were definite Cons to go with the Pros of what was, I had to admit, a pretty rocking new job. In particular, I would have to work out some emotional issues quickly. Getting close, even romantic, with hot chick after hot chick, was going to wear after a while, since they would all be ripped away from me once their usefulness was done.
Dammit, Krisit was awesome... had been awesome. Losing her was wearing on me now...
"Now, it will take me time to assemble the bits and bobs of what frustrated storytellers are struggling with, so I can craft your next assignment. You can relax until I do," Candy said. "I want you to rest. I mean that. John, the Muse of Poolboy Porn asked to borrow you, but you don't have to worry, I told him no."
That didn't sound that bad, actually...
"Wait. I thought John was the ArchMuse of Porn," I said, suddenly remembering. "Not just the Muse of Poolboy Porn."
"There are so many porn Muses these days," Candy scoffed, waving her hand. "They are all named John."
Okay...
"But for now, you should just relax here. If you want to meditate, great. But if you want to read something funny, or watch one of your, um, favorite movies, from one of my creatives, I'll hook you up!" Candy suggested. "Regardless, thanks, and I'll have you back and laughing about naughty stuff in no time. Then she stepped her godlike body right in front of me, and lightly kissed me full on the lips!
A literal goddess in a fantastic bikini had just stepped up to me and kissed me with lips that were not merely perfect, they were transcendent. And I had just been through an experience where I had been unreasonably successful with a bunch of also unreasonably hot chicks. I just responded as I had trained myself lately.
I pressed back with my own lips and let my hands rise upward, slowly approaching a grasp on those supernatural breasts...
FADE TO WHITE
------------
Alas, this is the last we will ever see of Kristi and the other girls. The soul dust they were comprised of has melded back into the overall pool. But Danny will be back for more Candy The Muse Productions! I enjoyed writing Bikini Detailing, One and Two. Stay tuned for Bikini Gym, where Danny will learn much more about his new existence and how to make it work, while enjoying a different era of 'softcore'. Unlike most of this series, I am only one entry ahead of this tale at publication, so I'm especially eager to hear your thoughts on what I have done so far, and to receive your 'pitches' for future projects!
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Bikini Isekai 3: Bikini Gym
------------
Oh, for frick's sake, I thought, as I faded back into the pseudo-existence I was starting to call The White. I could perceive myself again, and I was still in the featureless whiteness where I could speak to the boss directly. But Candy was no longer right in front of me, and those breasts were certainly no longer within my reach. I rummaged around in my memories to try to figure out if I had spent any intervening time reading or actually watching American Pie again. Huh. I was pretty sure I had. Yep, I definitely had. But I was pretty sure that I had not just been sitting on an invisible couch, watching the movie on some big screen. It had been immersive. Oh, wow. Alyson Hannigan and Shannon Elizabeth...
Less wonderfully, I absolutely did not remember getting my hands on Candy the way I had been sure I was about to. All other intervening memories of whatever happened during that fade, however long it had been, were hazy for me at best, but I was quite bitterly certain that I had damn well not closed my grasp on those breasts.
At least I could swear a bit more here...
I heard the squeak of sneakers approaching, and I looked up to see Candy once more coming into view from the mist of the... whiteness. She was now wearing an aerobics outfit with shiny teal tights, a horizontally striped, pink and white sleeveless leotard, pink leg warmers, and teal terrycloth wrist bands.
It all covered acres more of her skin than the bikini she had on the last time my eyes were privileged to rest upon her, but there was just as little concealed about her unearthly hot figure.
"All set for another adventure?" she asked with a smile as she approached.
"I guess," I said. "Just like the last one?"
"This one's a bit more modern," Candy said. "The results of your first job shook some things loose, and there are creatives who are new to me, with more modern sensibilities. For instance, this time, the real protagonist is a woman."
"You are going to make me a girl?" I yelped, a feeling of panic surging up my gorge.
"Relax! Of course not," Candy laughed. It was a gorgeous laugh, musical yet sexy. "You just won't be the hero this time. But I think you will still find this fun..." she added with a private smile.
"Wait! What does that mea..."
*
I found myself unlocking the door to Pinkfit Women's Fitness even earlier than usual this morning. I did not love the dawn hours, but I had to do some maintenance on the showers, and I was always highly motivated to get that sort of job done early, lest I find myself replacing a valve with wet, naked women all around me.
As I pushed through the door, I briefly considered what that unbidden thought told me about the character I was playing in this story.
Am I gay? Please, Candy, you wouldn't do that to me, would you?
No.
Anything but, actually.
Ah.
Apparently, this Danny was constantly surrounded by often naked, gorgeous, female flesh on this job. And the flesh that wasn't naked was still pretty gorgeous, and very much on display. I was most definitely not homosexual, and looking at all that flesh was... painfully distracting. It was painful because of how all that flesh looked at me... Or rather, how it all did not.
I already had my toolkit in my hands, and I grabbed the UPS box that had come in yesterday with the replacement valve I needed. I headed back to the changing room. There was only one changing room at Pinkfit, as it was a women-only fitness club. I was the only male employee.
The place was a haven for hardbody women who wanted to be able to concentrate and have fun while using the gym and enjoying all the activities and sports available, all without having to deal with being ogled by beefy gym bros while they were doing it. These women just wanted to get into shape... so they could be ogled by beefy gym bros everywhere else they went.
I got to the dressing area and was relieved to see that none of the occasional crack of dawn types were in yet this morning.
I caught sight of myself in the mirrors over the sinks and dressing counter.
Oh, for crying out loud, Candy!
I thought I had started out as a hapless nerd in Bikini Detailing One and Two.
Wait. Please let this only be how I was starting out!
What peered back at me from the mirror through even dorkier black-framed glasses than last time was... one helluvan uber-nerd. I was taller than I had been in real life, at least six feet, maybe more. My posture was not so much good as painfully ramrod straight. My clothing choices made me want to hunt down my fictional mother in this world and give her a piece of my mind. My pants were khaki work slacks with the big pleats in front that made me look even hippier than I probably was to begin with. I looked like a damned pear... My work shirt was a light blue, Oxford cloth button-down that I had closed all the way up to my throat. It was so loose, it hung on my puffy frame.
I wasn't just a nerd, I was a fat, blue-collar nerd! No wonder I already knew I was functionally invisible to the customers of the gym.
I needed to get this valve replaced before anyone came in, and I was forced to endure naked bodies using the shower around me. Naked bodies, I had no prayer with.
To be clear, I already knew there was no chance that Candy was going to let me get away with not staring helplessly and painfully at naked bodies I had no prayer with. I just did not know how she was going to accomplish that... and when.
Rats...
No, I mean, actual, physical rats. In the locker room. Running around loose!
Crap. This was the sort of thing that hurt gyms' reputations. Erica, my boss, would flip her lid if she saw these rats, or worse, any customers saw these, or any other, rats.
I considered beating the rats to death with my broom.
There were lots of problems with that. The rats would be fast, and chances seemed slim for success. I also have a real-life softness for rats, going back to a pet one I had when I was in high school. But mostly, I wasn't even sure this incarnation of me was strong enough to kill rats with just a broom.
My mind whirled, and I tried to stave off panic. The three brown and white rodents were crawling all over the place. One scampered along, leaping from one small bench to the next. The sturdy benches were bolted to the floor in front of the row of lockers. Another rat was sitting in the middle of the floor, scratching itself.
I almost screamed when I saw that the third was trying to get into someone's locker. If he succeeded and was subsequently found by the member who had that locker... My hands flew to my face, and I heard slasher movie strings in the background.
I decisively ran for a bucket. I had experience recapturing Mr. Wigglesnout on those occasions when he did not want to go back in his cage, back when he and I were both still alive. A bucket is a great tool for rodent rodeo.
I ran around the changing room like a maniac. Time seemed to be going at three times the usual rate, and some kind of Benny Hill music started playing in the background until I finished capturing all three rats. I heaved a sigh as time went back to normal.
I had no idea what to do with three rats. They were pet-type rats, I could tell that much. Wild rats would have bitten me several times. That, at least, was a relief. Also, it meant that for sure, I wasn't going to kill them. But if I didn't get rid of them, Erica would kill me.
I shoved all three in a big cardboard box, along with the cheese from the sandwich I had in my lunchbox, and taped it shut. I needed to get that valve replaced before the naked bodies started filling the shower. I had to rush because the rats had succeeded in the narrative mission Candy had given them of imposing time urgency on me. Were one or more of them little Rodent Sparks?
I shook my head and got to work replacing the valve as quickly as possible. I might still get out of there and on to my other tasks in the fully-clothed but still bad enough sections of the gym, without having to endure...
Sure enough, just as I had the old valve all the way removed and I could no longer take a break, into the shower wandered two women about my age. My 'memory' supplied that they were Felicity and Ginger, two of the gym rattiest of our gym rats. They both were also capable of unspeakable acts of morning personhood, thus their need for showers already at this early hour.. They were also good friends with each other, so they often worked out or played any of the available sports together. In fact, they were the best beach volleyball team we had at Pinkfit.
I had the water cut off to the left bank of showers, but they happily moved to take up adjacent showers directly across from me on the right wall. The members did not bat an eye at the fully clothed guy in the shower with them, because they hadn't looked at me... ever.
I did not look at them.
I tried not to look at them.
I did my best. Really.
But they were Right. Damned. There.
I managed to avoid the slack-jawed stare my body wanted to engage in, but I could not help but split my concentration between the new valve and all the prep needed for it to go into the wall, and the two of them.
Felicity was tallish. She had her long blonde hair pulled up into a topknot while in the shower this morning, so she would not get it wet. Her figure was leonine; slender overall, with a stomach flat as a board, and nice little breasts with nipples that I had from past experience learned were always hard as diamonds. All. The Freaking. Time. No matter what was going on, those nips were on red alert. Even when she wasn't naked, you could still see them, because you'd need iron pasties to hide those spears. And above all else, Felicity had an ass that was magnetic. She chattered away to Ginger as she soaped up her body, white rivulets running down her slender curves.
Ginger was shorter and more muscular. In comparison, you might almost call her a fireplug... if fireplugs came in achingly sexy varieties. He tits were three times the size of Felicity's, with slightly larger nipples that, while not the permanent high-beams that Felicity's were, often perked up pretty spectacularly in the cold water she preferred to shower under. Her ass seemed like twice the size of Felicity's, but was otherwise just as round, just as tight, and just as flawless as her volleyball partner's. Ginger's reddish hair was soon snow white in thick waves of shampoo suds.
Despite my sometimes open, always timid, stares, they paid as much mind to my presence as to the little plastic stools that Erica and I kept scattered in the showers because women liked to use them to more easily shave their legs... and other areas.
So, I was so undesirable as to be completely invisible to the customers here. Swell. Was I supposed to work my way out of this situation... or to take advantage of it?
I doubted it was the latter. Candy has said this scenario had more modern sensibilities, so playing a Peeping Tom for laughs seemed out of date. I just hoped I'd be allowed to work my way out of this invisibility somehow. I wasn't the hero this time around, so I was a little worried I was to be the comic relief: The quiet loser in the background, always staring mournfully into the camera from underneath one catastrophe after the next, whilst all the fun goes on around him.
I managed to get far enough into the job to turn toward the wall and start installing the new valve, relieving me of the burden/delight of Felicity and Ginger's naked bods. Behind me, I heard their showers cut off. They chattered happily about some minor beach volleyball tournament coming up at a bar across town as they toweled off and headed back toward the lockers.
I heaved a sigh of relief and started to sweat in the valve, free of distractions.
Two screams from the locker room caused me to simultaneously roll my eyes at my cockeyed optimism, burn my fingers on the hot pipes, and then drop everything to run after the girls. It sounded like there was an axe murderer in there.
Were there axe murderers in raunchy sex comedies? Had Candy actually loaned me out after all, but to the Muse of Slasher Flicks?
I skidded around the corner, crashing into a locker as I did so, erasing any trace of a heroic vibe in my hasty rush to help. Both girls were standing on the benches in front of their lockers, still stark naked, waving their towels around wildly. What this did to Ginger's tits in particular made it hard for me to concentrate on the crisis, whatever it was.
"Whu- whau- what's th- th- th- the matter?" I stuttered.
Great. I was stuttering again. Worse than in San Ramona, too.
"Rat!" screamed Felicity, pointing in a panic.
A fourth little stinker was in the middle of the room.
Yeah. These rats were all domesticated. This little one, mostly brown with a white mark on its back, was fastidiously clean and calmly making itself more so in the middle of the floor, utterly undisturbed by the two giant, pink, hairless, unclothed creatures making loud, high-pitched noises up above where it was minding its own business.
How the hell had I missed one? Fortunately, the bucket was still close at hand. With a swoop, I had it over the rat, and blessed silence descended on the room.
"Oh, thank God," Ginger gasped, clasping her hands to her heaving chest, but not bothering to cover her tits in so doing.
"Heh," Felicity chuckled in a moment of humor. "I think we need to thank... um...I..." She stumbled to a halt, obviously not remembering my name. It was understandable. She had probably never even heard my name to begin with.
"Wait, it's Danny, I think," Ginger said uncertainly. That was a win in my book. I smiled pathetically. "Yeah, we need to thank Danny," she said with a nod.
"Yeah, that's it," Felicity agreed.
Neither of them actually went ahead and thanked me, however. I was about to be forgotten again when I heard a beautiful alto voice behind me. An unhappy, beautiful alto voice. "What is happening in here? What's the problem?" my boss, and Pinkfit's owner, Erica asked anxiously, entering with truly graceful haste..
"There is a rat under that bucket," Felicity said, pointing dramatically, but she was already calmer than Erica.
Erica suddenly levitated onto a bench of her own, as if by teleportation. I learned back when I was alive and married that snakes and rats are magical creatures. They can impart the power of teleportation upon female humans... "A Rat?" Erica yelped. "How? Oh God! No! A rat?"
"It's a- a- a- a- alright, Erica," I said, as firmly as my stutter would let me. "He's in th- the bucket."
"How is there a rat in my gym, Danny? I thought you kept everything clean?"
Swell.
"Just le- let me get it out of here, and we w- w- will talk in your office," I said, rushing to slide some cardboard under the bucket and hightail it out of the changing room to put this rat into the box with the other little troublemakers.
"How did it get in here?" Erica demanded as I collected bucket and rat.
"I have an idea," I said grimly, not stuttering for once. Erica heard my tone and did not follow up in front of Ginger and Felicity. Instead, she turned to apologize to the two members, who honestly were becoming rapidly very chill about the situation, but still not bothering to get any less naked. Since I did not exist, they did not care about their nudity. This was a changing room, after all.
I popped Rat #4 in the box with the others and headed for Erica's office. She had beat me there and was pacing around.
"Rats are a disaster, Danny! Members freaking out would be bad enough, but what if the health department hears? What got these creatures to come into my building?"
"They are not a health hazard," I said, again on solid ground enough to not stutter. I usually found myself relaxed around Erica, even when she was mad like this. She did see me as a human being at least. And one she liked. But she nevertheless seemed to be unaware that I was male, even at the best of times, considering how she expected me to wander around among all her often naked members. "They are pet store rats," I emphasized. "Domestic. And very docile."
"THEY?!?!?"
Oops.
"I caught three others before anyone came in. I thought I had gotten them all. I'm sorry," I said uncomfortably.
Erica, who is a great boss, waved my screwup off. "I still don't... You said you have an idea of where they came from?"
I nodded grimly. I had a solid, plot-advancingly certain memory from the past. "I'm guessing that 'someone' put them in here. They are not w- w- wild rats."
"Wanda!" Erica growled in understanding. "Or one of her merry bitches. You know, the prank thing used to be all in fun, Danny. My pranks still are, like when I coated her sauna benches in honey last month. But this is getting mean."
"Did- didn't you two used to be friends?" I asked.
"Besties. We started this whole Gym Wars rivalry to drum up membership for both of our gyms," Erica mused. "But she has gotten nasty lately."
"I'm sorry," I said.
"It's not your fault," Erica waved me off, regaining her equilibrium now that she had a rival business owner to blame. She popped up and ran out of her office to the big whiteboard covered with messages. She erased a big space in the center and wrote:Wanda and the FitDames crew have struck again!!! If you see a RAT, just scream (You are going to anyway), and Danny will come and take it away. They are HARMLESS!!❤️
Oh no! Could there be more rats?
"I'll stay late today, just in case I missed another one," I sighed.
"Thanks, Danny," Erica said absently but sincerely. "I know I can always count on you."
She walked back to her office, and I watched her go, grinding my teeth in frustration. Even when fully clothed in loose terrycloth warmups, Erica was damn near as hot as either of the members from earlier had been naked. Erica, I had never seen naked.
I actually bit my lip at that thought. I brought up my character sheet.
Name: Danny
Age: 25
Intelligence: 17
Height: 6' 2"
Build: Bulky
Cash: Good
Game: None whatsoever
Hair: Mom still cuts it
Debuffs: Nervous stutter, heavy glasses, invisibility
Buffs: Trusted
Virginity: Null
Ugh. With all my other miseries, I had not even noticed how bad my hair was. At least it wasn't a bowl cut... And my mom? Really, Candy?
I could somehow hear the unapologetic shrug in reply.
It wasn't mentioned on the character sheet, so I furtively felt the front of my pants. Whew. At least the gift Candy had given me the first time around was still in there. Not that there was any viable avenue toward using it...
I finally got the valve installed, with only the most minor of montages from naked chicks who had begun to fill the showers by the time I got back from dropping the rats off at the only pet store I could find that would swear to me they would not feed them to the snakes.
The rest of the day passed in one of those timeslips, and I found it was the next day, with no important memories from the prior shift except that the nasty prank seemed to have brought the customers closer together, and united in the belief that Something Must Be Done.



At home, I took off my glasses, then undressed for bed. Probably the wrong order of operations, as I banged my shin on a table, but I just could not abide wearing those ugly glasses for another moment. I blindly fell asleep to dream of the wicked awesome specs that Phylicia had given me in Bikini Detailing 2.
Of course, I forgot where I had taken off my current glasses when I woke up, and banged my shin again looking for them. I only found my specs at last by sheer dumb luck, and only after I had fumbled my way through a quick shower and gotten completely dressed.
I chose to come in late and stay late this day, since I had no tasks planned in potentially naked areas of the gym to get out of the way in the early morning slow time. When I got to work, there were more customers just hanging out than usual, and there was an excited buzz.
"What is up?" I asked Erica, my stutter in abeyance since there was currently no actual nudity, and no one was yelling at me.
"Hmm?" Erica asked initially, sort of unaware that I had been standing right in front of her. "Oh," she then said, registering my presence. "The Department of Parks and Rec is sponsoring an all-city interclub championships, men's and women's divisions. It's sponsored by a big shoe company, and there are prizes for the participants and winning clubs." She looked steely-eyed and determined. "When we win, I'll have the high profile and the down payment to get the money I need to open my second location! We are going to the big time, Danny!"
"When you win?" I asked, feeling a bit like the fool who rode in the chariot with Caesar, reminding him that he was mortal.
Erica grimaced. "We will. I need this. We have the best female athletes in town at this club, Danny. Even Erica and her five damned locations can just barely compete. And we will beat her when it counts!" She looked at me as if really seeing me now. "I'll bet she had gotten word about this contest in advance," she said with a confidential grimace, "and the rats were supposed to be sabotage--to scare off a crucial member or two."
"That was a mean thing to do to those rats," I said angrily.
Really? I was going to go to bat for the freaking rats?
Erica looked at me and smiled. "You are so cute, Danny."
I sighed again as she instantly forgot my existence.
Someone told me that they needed more towels at the pool.
Great. The pool was always busy, and there was always a need for more towels. At least the women in there would all have swimsuits on... usually. Sometimes, one or more of the members would decide the pool was a part of the spa and would just go swimming naked. Since it was an all-female facility, random Nude Day breakouts were never a problem for anyone except me. And since I did not exist, no one took me into account. Hopefully, today when I entered the pool area, I would just have to suffer from being around bikini babes I had no chance with, rather than naked babes I had no chance with.
I grabbed a huge stack of white towels from the laundry and carried the tottering mass into the pool area.
Things were set up for water polo at the moment. As usual, it was more mayhem than drills.
"Come on! Get serious here," called Jayne, a tall, athletic brunette. She sounded mildly exasperated. "Those city championship things are soon, and if we want to win water polo for Erica, we need to actually practice." Jayne always tried to be the serious one in most gatherings.
Things calmed down a hair as most of the girls in the pool turned to look at her. Felicity, who was in the pool along with Ginger, was treading water next to Jayne. "You are right. Absolutely," Felicity agreed seriously... right before she flat-out dunked Jayne by surprise.
That set off an absolute riot. A song came up loudly out of nowhere, and I was suddenly enduring a Water Fight Montage, with women bouncing below and above the surface of the water, dunking and splashing, and occasionally practicing passes with the ball. They were all, of course, wearing bikinis. And bikinis are, of course, not the best garment for maintaining modesty while playing sports like water polo. So, of course, I was treated to the odd breast making an appearance for a flash. Sometimes more than just a flash. Xaviera got her top so tangled that she just ripped it off in frustration and tossed it to the poolside concrete.
The fact that I somehow already knew Xaviera and Jayne's names told me they would likely be significant characters in the story.
Good Candy, I hoped so.
My first adventure, the girls in the world had mostly been hot, and mostly formed from the same sort of mold: Hardbody Barbie.
This time around, the women were almost all still hot as Christmas, but in a far greater variety of form.
As the montage song felt like it was coming to an end, I took the stupid risk of trying to get on with delivering the towels to the rack on the far side of the pool atrium. But the montage was still going, and a hurled ball cutely bounced off the noggin of a girl in the pool and ricocheted out toward me.
I stared stupidly at it until it hit me right in the face, sending my glasses God knows where. I stumbled, staggered around like an idiot, then tripped over Xaviera's bikini top where it lay on the poolside. My six-foot stack of towels tilted toward the dim blur that was the pool, and I wildly twisted myself to tilt them away instead.
Wouldn't want to get them all wet after all.
I succeeded, sending them scattering all over the floor instead.
And sending myself hurtling into the pool in their place.
I popped to the surface, sputtering like a total douche, to the sound of peals of laughter from all the girls surrounding me. At least they knew I existed. Temporarily.
Then they suddenly didn't, as the montage music ended and they all got spontaneously serious about practicing water polo and ignoring me. I thrashed around, fully clothed and shod in the water that was over even my head, let alone all theirs, and reached the side, pulling myself out to lie on the hard poolside like a beached whale. A beached, blind whale.
"You okay, Danny?" I heard a voice popping out of the pool. Ginger. She popped out of the water to stand above me as if the maneuver required no more skill and effort than standing up from a chair.
"M- m- my g- g- glasses," I said, both thankful and in anguish that I could not appreciate the sight of her standing right over me.
"Oh no! And you are soaking wet," she said. It was almost like she was having to make an effort just to keep thinking of me as a person.
"I, I've got dry clothes in m- m- my office," I stuttered, hating myself for it. "B- b- but my glasses..." I stared around feebly.
"You go get dried off," Ginger said firmly. "I'll try to find your glasses and bring them to you."
"Y- you will?" I asked in pathetic surprise.
"For my knight in shining armor that saved me from the rat?" she said cutely, and almost not condescendingly. "Sure."
I stumbled off, windmilling my arms to find the door out and get down the hall to my office.
It really was an office, not just a janitor's closet. In addition to being a janitor, I remembered that I also maintained and repaired the fitness equipment, did all the IT, and even some bookkeeping.
I was a Renaissance nerd.
I struggled out of my work boots and socks, then shucked the rest of my clothes, leaving them all in a dripping pile amidst a growing puddle on the floor. I slowly turned around in a circle, trying to remember where I had my dry change of clothes, while trying to forget all the nipple slips I had just endured.
"Danny! I found... whoa!" Ginger called, stepping into my office.
Oh shit! I was naked here!
I grabbed my junk, which, yes indeed, still had the generous proportions Candy had gifted me before, and which, yes, had already started getting chubby, what with certain memories. I yelped, "Ginger!"
"Holy shit, Danny!"
"I'm sorry," I babbled, not wanting to be fired for exposing myself to the clients. "I hav- hav- haven't gotten changed yet!"
"No," Ginger said swiftly. "My fault. I should have knocked. I should have known you'd be, um..." she apologized. But I dimly noticed that she didn't reopen the door and get out of my office.
"Here's your glasses," she went on, almost sounding nervous herself.
Well, yeah. Naked nerd on near-full display here.
I had to move one hand to fumble for the glasses, which left one less hand than was necessary to fully cover my, um, shame in its current condition. I cringed as I slid the frames back on my face.
Ginger was still not moving. But at least she wasn't screaming or freaking out.
In fact...
"I mean, damn, Danny!" she said softly, outright staring at me.
Shit. The dick. I should have turned away. It was a problem.
I started to do just that when I caught sight of my naked form in the mirror on the wall.
Holy shit! I was built like Chris freaking Hemsworth! Chris Hemsworth, after he had spent six months working out and eating nothing but skinless chicken breasts for a Thor role!
Oh. So, I could use words like 'damn', and 'shit' this time around, but still no fu... f-word. Weird.
"Why do you always wear those baggy clothes?" Ginger breathed, still not going anywhere and, in fact, taking a step closer to me.
I edged a step away, which was stupid. But I did it because it was apparently in character.
"And how did you get ripped like that, Danny?" she added in wonder.
"I- I- I like to use the machines after closing," I stuttered. "Working out always has always let me think."
"You must think a lot," Ginger said with a snort.
"I... uh," I said. What I thought at the moment was several things: Ginger wasn't going away. My glasses were mildly busted, and I was having to hold them onto my face. That left only one hand to cover my junk. And while the rest of me was nervously mortified, said junk was making itself increasingly difficult to hide. Finally, Ginger in that little green bikini was almost as hot as Ginger not in that little green bikini...
Ginger took a breath, shrugged as if to herself, and smiled at me warmly. "You know, Danny, I never did actually thank you for saving me from those rats," she said, stepping several steps closer to me.
I summoned the guts to not back up any further as she approached. I also didn't back up any further because I was already pressed against my desk. "I... I- I- I was j- j- just doing my job," I struggled to protest.
"You are too modest, Danny," Ginger said, now standing right in front of me with her hands clasped behind her back. That thrust some very nice breasts, clad only in that semi-modest bikini top, toward me. "And besides, sometimes a girl wants to feel like she's been rescued. It makes her feel like a princess," she chirped girlishly. She lifted a hand forward and actually touched me, dragging a finger down the biceps on one arm. Her voice dropped about two octaves and grew husky. "Especially when her rescuer is such a sexy-looking guy..."
Gulp!
Look, this body, this character I was inhabiting, was hapless, and I had already been kind of sneering at myself occasionally. But even back when I was alive, there had been no point in my life where I would not have been a nervous wreck had this situation occurred.
I just trembled.
"I think I want to reward you, Danny," Ginger purred. I could see the front of her bikini top tenting out from those only sometimes perky nipples. They were sure as hell perky now... "I think I'm going to enjoy rewarding you..."
She hesitated only a beat, a beat that made her seem at least plausibly real, and then swiftly unhooked the back of her top and lifted it off over her head.
I moaned in agonized delight as those breasts came into view. Yes, her nipples had fully bought into the situation...
"Come on, Danny," she snorted at my goggle-eyed reaction. "You've seen them before. Lots of times. You're always around, just doing your job. I admit I've never really noticed, but you have to look at least a little!"
"There..." my voice actually squeaked. I cleared my throat. "There is a big difference between seeing breasts and having them shown to you!"
Wow! No stutter there at the end!
"I'll bet there is an even bigger difference when a girl puts your hands on them, then," Ginger cooed, and did just that.
Oh, wow. These were some nice boobs. Each was a good bit more than a handful, and I realized that I had pretty big hands. They were warm and firm, and trembled nicely as my fingers closed on them.
Should I fumble at these beauties like I was an idiot? Well, my character sheet said that this Danny was not a virgin, so at some point, some nerd girl must have gotten his hands on her. I chose to believe that he had learned something.
I squeezed gently, massaging the reward I had been presented. I bent my index fingers and slowly circled the knurled surface of the straining aureoles surrounding Ginger's very hard nipples.
"Oh, wow," Ginger murmured, melting lightly toward me. "You are good with your hands in everything."
"I... it's..." Don't say it's your job, moron! "I try," I gasped.
I was cut off when she kissed me.
Very nice.
Ginger tasted deliciously like the cinnamon mouthwash we keep in the changing rooms. I felt her tongue brush my lips, and I opened them eagerly. I kept my hands on those luscious tits as we kissed. There was no move on her part to dislodge them.
"Your lips are great, too, Danny," she breathed. "But your hands are amazing. What else can you do with them?" she asked, nipping my lower lip.
Okay, enough of my current personality held sway to make me infantily reluctant to let go of either breast, but I managed. I slid my hands downward and briefly cupped her rounded ass. She sounded pleased and nipped my lip again.
I hooked my thumbs under the broad waistband of her bikini bottom and tugged. I worked it down against some resistance, as it fit her very tightly. But once I had it down to mid-thigh, the bottom dropped away on its own. She was as naked now as I was. I pulled her against me hard.
She gasped at my sudden assertiveness, but flowed into my embrace easily. I clutched her ass and tugged on it, sinking my fingers into her flesh.
"So many nice things you can do with those fingers..." she murmured.
I was going to reach her limit here soon. I could tell there was only so far Ginger was going to go on a first... rat rescue? But I wanted her to be enthusiastic enough about what we did do here, to maybe one day want more.
I traced the fingers on one hand around her curvy hip to her soft abdomen. I let them slide lower, and they encountered the downy bush Ginger sported. You got red hair, I guess you kept the pubes... I let my first and middle fingers trace downward through the curls. Apparently, even for redheads, it was not necessary to keep the pubes, red or not, down underneath at the cleft.
Her labia were steaming but not dripping, and I set to correcting that. My fingertips caressed the edges of her slit, back and forth, and I got some little, but gratifying, moans for my efforts.
But again, I had that sensation of 'the camera' remaining steadfastly above our waists. I could play down there, but the current level of content filter or whatever was Candy's deal, kept my actions from being the focus of the 'audience's' eye. It made no sense to me, but hey. I was dead and here in a bikini isekai, with a woman applying her naked body to a nerd for 'saving' her from a pet store rat. My job for Candy wasn't to make it all make complete sense. I was just supposed to make things progress plausibly, if ridiculously, right?
I sensed a quiet murmur of Right in my head...
So if I kept up like this, the camera's eyes were going to get bored, and a time slip might truncate whatever fun I was going to have.
Nope.
I broke off her kiss and stared into her eyes hungrily. Then, my fingers still happily stroking her increasingly receptive slit, I bent to suck on her tits.
Hey, what do you know! The content restrictions for this story let me actually get my lips around her nipples! This was awesome. I put this era of production at around the early 2000's. I could hope for some more... involved sex this time.
Except I was the nerdy comic relief, and I was already getting more than my character likely would in any real show or film.
Apparently, I had a babble debuff on my character, along with the stutter, even if it wasn't listed on my character sheet. "I... I didn't rescue you, Ginger," I found myself saying. "I- I- It was a pet store kind of rat. Th- th- th- they don't have any diseases or fleas."
Ginger just pulled my head back up gently and then kissed me less gently. "Girls like being rescued, Danny," she explained sweetly. "It makes us princesses feel like we are being rescued by a prince!" I felt her hand softly wrap around my steel-hard tool. "But I think I've been rescued by a king. Kings are the ones who have scepters..."
And suddenly, she was sliding her hands and face down my chest until she was on her knees before me. I had no difficulty summoning a shocked, ridiculous face to keep the camera interested and away from what she was doing.
Girl could suck some dick. Like, Ginger was a serious expert.
She knew how to take a bunch of me in her mouth with seeming ease, and she demonstrated that knowledge swiftly and surely. And repeatedly.
If I had the body and especially the dick I'd possessed when I was alive, she would have been easily deep-throating me to the root, though I'd never have had a prayer with a babe like Ginger in the first place. Occasionally, she'd pause her devouring of my dick and take a breath while exquisitely pumping my spit-sodden shaft.
But she sensed I was getting close before I did, and she paused.
"Danny," Ginger smiled up at me. "I need you to lie down on your back so I can get at you better, okay?"
Really? This was how she could suck dick from a bad angle? I hastily complied with her wishes, sinking to the floor and relaxing back on my back, ready for things to resume.
But I was to get no further oral, alas...
No, she swung a leg over me and in moments was directing my tip against her opening! With a sigh, she sank down on me, her taut interior caressing me and molding to my size. "Oh, wow, Danny," she crooned as I felt her thighs come to rest on me. "That is seriously nice..."
And then she was riding me, energetically. Short thrusts, though, as if to ensure any camera would not be able to tell if this was simulated or real.
It was real. And my rod was singing in pure joy in moments. She was similarly excited, and I could feel her body writhing in pleasure as she took me. Her one hand was draped down at her crotch as we joined. In the movies, it would have been positioned there to hide any dick-related sightings of whatever sort from the camera. But she was fingering her clit, not hiding my dick. My dick was gloriously well-hidden already.
Definitely not an 80s-era softcore. This was hardly explicit, but it also was not some soft-focus, slow-motion musical number either. Her tits flapped around mesmerizingly, but also pretty funnily. They were so nice and big, and complemented her short, curvy form to perfection. It was almost a shame to grab them, because it stopped most of their scenic flailing. But grab them, I sure as heck did!
I felt like I had died and gone to Heaven.
No, I had died and gone to a Bikini Isekai.
This is not an Isekai.
I know, Candy. But it kind of is.
Ginger was growing short of breath, and I knew she was nearing. I relaxed and let myself go as well.
Aaaaaand a timeslip happened. Just a quick one, but both our orgasms kind of got glossed over!
What the hell?
I mean, really.



I guess the content filter wasn't loose enough to fully show either of our delicious climaxes. And they had been delicious. And simultaneously. Happening simultaneously, the porniness of our experiences would probably have been multiplicative, not additive.
It was weird to be able to remember something that I definitely did not actually experience in full.
But time immediately resumed normal flow, and I found myself holding Ginger in my arms. Damn. I really had seriously big arms...
Ginger helped me get dressed. "I kind of want to sing your praises to the heavens, Danny," she said, "but we better keep this a secret between us."
"Sure," I said sadly, understanding what she meant. Getting with me? She'd be embarrassed if any of the other girls found out...
She saw my face. "It's not that!" she said hastily to reassure me. "But you would probably get in trouble with Erica! And, well, if other girls start thinking about you the way I always will whenever I see you from now on, you won't be able to move around the gym and do your job!"
She giggled. "I'll bet you kind of like being sort of invisible, don't you? Wandering through the showers? Watching naked girls scream about rats?"
"It's miserable," I admitted.
"What?" she laughed, then sobered. "Why?"
"No one treats me like a human being, much less a guy," I muttered, not wanting to harsh my first post-sex mellow in years.
Ginger actually considered that. "I guess I see your point," she mused. Then she stepped up to me, her top back on but not tied in place, and kissed me again deeply. "Well, I hope you'll let me help you deal with those feelings from time to time, hero..."
Except I am not the hero. Erica is. I'm the comic sidekick.
*
I found myself heading home. How a guy like me afforded a house, I don't know, even a ramshackle one like this. The yard was overgrown, but it was also almost... big.
As I walked up the path to my front door, I spied a speckled black rope. Decisively, I reached down and grabbed the snake. The snake was not happy about this turn of events. But it was a King Snake, and while they literally eat rattlesnakes for breakfast, they present absolutely no danger to humans. So it was going to have to deal with its unhappiness. I didn't want it in my yard. Can't have it scaring the mailman.
I entered my house and put the snake in the empty 20-gallon aquarium I had by the door, closing the lid firmly.
Why did I have an empty 20-gallon aquarium sitting around? Darned if I knew.
But... maybe it was there for plot purposes. I guess I was going to find a better fate for the snake than being taken to a different pet store from where I had taken the rats.
Whatever.
When I got back to the gym the next day, I was reminded that this whole thing was Erica's story, not mine. A bunch of what seemed like important stuff had transpired, and I was just now hearing about it. The schedule of competitions had been released, and the events were spread out over the course of a month, starting soon. A variety of swimming events were being held the upcoming Saturday, with the water polo tournament happening on Sunday.
Not my problem.
A broken locker was.
Welp. Time for a trip to the changing room, to fix a locker door and endure all manner of naked women who didn't notice my existence, and would be uninterested in it if they did.
I grabbed an extra replacement door and my tools and headed for the problem.
Yep, the changing room had half a dozen hot women in it, each in a different state of undress. Two were done showering and already back in their underwear, having an idle conversation and making no move to dress further. That would have been easy enough to ignore, except that one of them had some kind of strappy black bra and panties that suggested that she was into bondage...
Xaviera and Jayne have lockers next to each other. Both were getting ready to hit the pool, but for the moment, they were both still stark naked, holding their bathing suits in their hands, and having a conversation about the impending water polo tournament.
Jayne was really tall, with long legs to match. Legs that were lean and muscled, and looked even better when you could see directly how they attached to the athletic masterpiece that was her lean, muscular ass. Her tits were nice too, but the legs were a serious distraction in her case. Her long brown hair was streaked with sun-bleached blonde highlights.
"I think we have to decide which event the gym wants to win this weekend," Jayne said.
"Both!" Xaviera snorted. "Duh!"
"Nope. Not a good idea to try," Jayne said. "Each member can only compete in one event. If we spread out our strong swimmers between water polo and the swimming events, chances are, we won't beat Wanda's crew in either. She just has too many members compared to us."
"Ew," Xaviera, making a sour face. Even sour, Xaviera's face was beautiful. She had a rich Mediterranean complexion, huge, dark eyes, and lush, pouty lips. Half a foot shorter than Jayne, she was still athletic, but also carried a few more pounds in all the best places. Her bubble butt was lush, and those heavy breasts that had fallen out during the pool horseplay the other day were equally resplendent. They managed to bounce just from having a conversation. I realized that I always heard a quiet 'Boing" every time they first came into my view. "I say we go for water polo. If we put our best girls there, I'm giving good odds we win the whole tournament easily. You, Tasha, and Sandy are fast, but if we move you all to swimming, are the three of you enough to carry the whole swimming event?"
"Yeah, that was my calculus, too. I'd love to crush that bitch Hannah in the 100 and 50. But as long as they have Yvette freaking Harris playing Center D in water polo..." Jayne grumbled.
"Yeah, you're the only girl in town who can get through her defense," Xaviera agreed. "Too bad, if Yvette won a free trip somewhere out of town this weekend, you could swim instead, and we might probably steal both events!"
I shook my head and moved on. The machinations for this inter-club championship were crazy, and I'm sure they were the real main plot. But I wasn't involved, and no one was asking me.
A fifth girl was squeezing into her workout clothes. I didn't know her name, but I knew those tits...
The sixth woman in the changing room was Karen, whose locker was the problem that had brought me in here to Blue Balls Central. "I can't get in, the door's jammed," she said, as if to a drive-thru order speaker. "All my stuff is in there."
Not all her stuff. She still had her phone, which currently held her attention as she texted. She also had her wet swimsuit that she must have just gotten out of before her shower. And a towel, of course.
The towel was draped over the bench in front of her locker, with the swimsuit in a wet pile on top of it. This meant that I had to find a way to function intelligently while those spectacular tan lines on her naked body infested my peripheral vision. Karen had a deep, rich, textbook tan all over, except for what looked like a stark white, transparent bikini.
Other than never acknowledging my existence, and indeed resolutely ignoring me right now, Karen was the furthest thing from a 'Karen' type. Her long black hair was always in a ponytail or a messy bun, and she was always a genuine and sweet person to the other members. Just not to invisible me.
She typed on her phone and otherwise generally stood around being spectacularly naked while I jiggled the latch. It would be an easy fix, but time-consuming. To save my sanity, I just took the entire front of the locker off instead, giving Karen access in seconds.
"Already? Wow!" she exclaimed as I stood back to let her get her stuff. "Thanks, um..." She was suddenly awkward as the twin realizations that she did not know my name and that she was stark naked in front of me, hit her. But while the name thing actually bothered her, the whole, Danny is not really a guy, or even a human, conditioning almost immediately reasserted itself. She was not really bothered by my presence, only a little awkward as she slipped on her fresh clothes in front of me, not sure where to turn or what to hide. It was funny, though. I suppose that was what Candy needed, so I did not turn away as I fiddled with the mechanism.
Just as she pulled her sweatshirt on over her head, no bra needed apparently, she snapped her fingers. "Thanks, um, Danny, right?" she said, relieved to have remembered my name and not been totally rude.
I just nodded and smiled, and remembering my name allowed her to promptly forget once more that I was there in any way at all. I could tell she did, because she absently turned away from me to put on her jeans, which gave me a damned nice little ass show. My constricted khakis could have done without the entire experience.
Yes, I know I wore baggy pants. But I can still fill them, I told you.
The rest of the morning flew by in a timeslip, as I was able to avoid any more montages of naked members. Time went back to normal as Erica stopped me in the hallway. "Hey, Danny! How are you?" she asked, friendly as always. When I said the usual, she went on. "How would you like lunch from Kindness Kafé? I'm buying!"
Wow! Erica wanted to have lunch? The boss was an absolute dish, and one of the few women in the place who remembered I was alive. She even had the good graces to remember I was male... sometimes. Not often. But I could tell she did because she never once had gotten even partially naked in front of me.
In her case, I'd have put up with the skin happily.
But Erica was asking me to lunch! Maybe I was not to be the ignored sidekick after all! I knew a goofy expression hit my face despite my best efforts.
Kindness Kafé was a vegan sandwich shop, and under normal circumstances, I avoided it like I had the fat kid who bullied me relentlessly in third grade. But for a date with Erica? Tofu me up! "Sounds great!" I managed not to stutter.
"Thanks so much," Erica said, and then handed me some cash. "Don't worry about change. Leave whatever is left over as a tip. They are good people there. Thanks, Danny!" she said briskly, then sailed off toward her office.
Well, crap.
I slumped over and trudged out the front of the gym and down the street. My irrational hopes dashed, and an impending takeout tofu sandwich in my future.
I was waiting in the shop for my order to be ready when a hot-looking young woman entered. She wore a trim business suit and had nerd-chic black framed glasses with a prescription almost half as powerful as my own. She seemed familiar...
"Oh, hey! Ms. Harris?" a reedy voice piped up next to her in line. Harris? Oh, wow. This was Yvette Harris, the star water polo defender at FitDames, whom Xaviera and Jayne had been talking about earlier.
"Yes?" she asked in a remarkably open tone. At least it was remarkably open for a babe as hot as her being approached by a spotty, redheaded nerd in some store's uniform shirt.
"I'm Tim, from PetsWorld. Remember?" he squeaked.
"Oh, Tim! Of course!" she smiled. I would give odds that she did not remember him.
"How are your new pet rats doing?" Tim asked brightly. "I especially liked the mostly brown one with a white M on his back. I'll bet he is your favorite!"
Yvette blanched for a second, then smoothly said. "They are all doing fine. Great, even! Thank you for your help picking all five out." She lifted her phone, which I was certain had not been ringing, as if to answer it. "Nice to see you, uh, Tim. I've got to take this call. I'll come by and see you if I have any questions!"
"That'd be great," Tim enthused. The chances of hot hardbodies like Yvette coming in to brighten his day at a pet store must be slim, so I understood his hapless enthusiasm. But Yvette was relentlessly ignoring him now, and he left the shop, buoyant with anticipation of helping her with rat chow later.
I grimaced. She would never need to feed those rats, because I had taken them to another pet store!
Yvette was the rat planter!
I wanted to call her out, but what good would it do?
I seethed as I waited for lunch, then trudged back to the gym.
I did tell Erica what I had seen.
"Bitch!" she growled. "I'll... dammit, Danny. I won't do anything. I can't. There's no proof." She sagged. "But oh, man, do I wish I could get her. And Wanda, too! She absolutely had something to do with it..." She grabbed her sandwich and headed back to her office. I was not invited to join her to eat.
Sidekick. Maybe not even that...
I got home that evening and flopped down on my couch. Victor, my trusty mutt, came over and promptly fell asleep on my feet. I could not get how irritated I was with Yvette out of my head. Was there anyone at our club who could make her life miserable?
I actually Googled her. It was hard to find anything about her until I tried 'Yvette Harris Water Polo', and found an Instagram account under the handle @YvettePoloXO.
Holy cow! She was a bit of an influencer! That must have been why she instinctively acted so nice to Tim. She had a lot of followers, too... I could not help but scroll her feed. She had been an All-American player in college. And she was an All-American babe now. Most of the feed had nothing to do with water polo. It was almost all bikini and slinky dress pics. Lots of pokies. Lots of cleavage. I hated myself, but I followed her. And I scrolled. For a while.
On a whim, I hit her link in the bio, just to see if she had any major sponsors.
She did not.
But she had an OnlyFans page! Her handle there was @WaterNymphYvette...
No. Come on. Just... no.
Fat freaking chance, bitch. I get paid to see naked women that I can't touch parade around right in front of me in person. I certainly don't pay to see mere pictures of tits I can't touch!
That was the most Alpha thought this version of Danny had ever had. Hell, it might be the most Alpha thought real, dead Danny had ever had!
My snort of laughter was so loud, I woke Victor. He started up and decided that the snake must be at fault. Her growled and barked at its aquarium, as he had done every ten minutes since I brought the snake into the house.
The snake...
Erica needed help. A good sidekick helps when he can, right? And if he can make some mischief to make Candy happy in the process...
I left the house and found some reason to walk down the street in front of the main FitDames gym. I did not even slow, but I made a careful survey as I passed. Their security system was the same as ours.
I grimaced in decision. I was pretty sure how Wanda had gotten Yvette and the rats into our place. I had seen a gizmo on a spy gadget website that was designed to defeat our current system (and Wanda's) easily. I had already been thinking about replacing ours with a newer system. Now it was a mandatory job...
No more rats in my domain!
I hopped online and bought a replacement system for our alarms.
I also took a deep breath and bought one of those gizmos that could defeat our current one... and FitDames's. In a click, it was all coming overnight via FedEx.
I then went to Wanda's website and instantly hacked in.
Yes, instantly.
Look, I was a computer nerd, right? In this kind of story, all that was required was to be a nerd in the first place, and then typing 'override firewall' into the email contact form, and I had total control of the gym's entire database.
I know it was not even remotely plausible. Sorry, Candy. But who, watching a movie like this, is going to complain that we were saving them five minutes of screen time with me, and no naked chicks, doing traceroutes, decryption, and directory searches?
So, once I was in, there was her listing: Yvette Harris. And there was her locker: #277.
I was about to log out when I saw the link to security cameras. Wanda had a lot of them. Erica didn't want them because of privacy concerns for her members, and had put me off when I had suggested some.
I set up a login and controls that let me, among other things, send Wanda's cameras into a recorded loop so no activity inside the building would be available for 30 minutes.
I took a deep, trembling breath and went to the kitchen to eat a late, animal protein-heavy, blessedly tofu-free meal.
The next night, a good hour or so after the FitDames system locked out even the after-hours members, I walked near to the building in the pitch black of after midnight. I started the 30 minute loop on the security system's cameras, using my phone, and then swiftly defeated the locks and alarms with my new gizmo. I entered, holding my burlap bag.
Locker #277 was easy to find, and just as easy to get into without key or combination. Lockers are not meant to be safes, and all I needed in the way of high-tech tools for this was a set of hex-head screwdrivers.
Getting the king snake out of the bag and into the locker, then keeping it in there long enough to screw the door back on, turned into a bit of a Keystone Cops routine, but I pulled it off. You are welcome, Candy, I thought as I sucked on my injured thumb.
Wiping the locker door down with a rag like some kind of international super-spy, I stole back out of the gym.
When I got home, I shoved a new USB into my laptop.
In the morning, after enduring another fix-it job in our crowded showers that was mercifully timeslipped over... mostly, I went back to my office and checked my laptop.
Wow. Nice. I wanted to light a victory cigar.
On a whim, I checked various social media feeds and found this, trending heavily:
Wow! @YvettePoloXO seen streaking on the sidewalk outside @FitDames this morning! Some new engagement farming stunt? #HubbaHubba The post had some shaky, grainy, video of Yvette screaming down the street, failing to hide her flailing naked breasts with either ineffectual hand.
The replies were glorious. And as problematic as I could have hoped for.
That post, and numerous others with the same subject of Yvette's panicked naked dash out the front door of FitDames, were all racking up the likes.
And on my computer, I had much, much clearer video of it all, straight from all the inappropriately numerous security cameras Wanda had throughout her gym. There was even one pointing right at Yvette's locker, and it caught the snake giving her a piece of its mind when she opened it. That would have been glorious enough, but she had already undressed before opening the locker. Redundant cameras provided many more angles as she exited the locker room and the gym at high speed without thinking to correct her wardrobe situation. I edited up a Best Of reel and put it on the key drive.
I walked down toward Erica's office, where the sounds of hilarity were loud. She and several of her favorite members were having an absolute ball, surfing their own social media feeds and reading the best posts about Lady Yvette Godiva's ride...
I slid in among the merry makers, being ignored as usual. They weren't being mean. I just didn't exist. Erica did notice me, enough to giggle and ask me, "Have you seen this?" She showed me a video from a different bystander.
Despite having my boss show me video of a naked woman, I managed to not stutter. "I have Instagram, too," I said.
Erica went back to mostly ignoring me and celebrating with her friends. I just casually put the key drive on her desk and slipped back out.
Erica called me back into her office an hour later. I saw the USB stick plugged into her laptop's port.
"Danny, did you leave these files here?" she said, then immediately held up her hand. "No! Don't say anything. I want to know nothing. But these files are...I just haven't had so much fun in ages."
"I- I- I don't know what you are talking ab- ab- about," I said, cursing myself for losing vocal control in front of Erica. "But, apropos of nothing, I am pretty sure that she is the woman who actually put those rats in the building here," I finished more calmly.



Erica stared at me like she wanted to hug me. Long enough for me to get my hopes up that she was going to hug me. She did not hug me. "This is the best day in forever," was all she said. As I started to leave, she added, "I see you ordered us a new security system. You should probably get that installed this afternoon. And maybe order us some cameras for the doors and lobby. Just don't put any in the dressing rooms," she added, nodding toward the key drive we were not talking about.
"Who would do that?" I asked innocently, and bailed before I panicked.
I got to work on installing the new system and ordered 5 new cameras overnight from Amazon.
Several hours later, I was in the electronics room where all the fuseboxes, computer servers, and the lighting master controls were, wiring in the new, much less hackable control panel. There was a knock on the door, and Jayne poked her head in. "Um, Danny, right?" she asked.
I nodded.
"Hey, I just wanted to say thank you, or... or, just tell you that I am really happy today," she said, as if having said too much. "I, uh, did you hear that Yvette Harris has quit FitDames? Now, before the water polo tournament? She and Wanda were seen having a huge shouting match after she went back inside from her naked, screaming streak down the sidewalk. She hates Wanda now, and can't face all the public at the moment anyway."
"Wow," I said. This had worked out really well...
"Whoever put that snake in that locker has made it so I can swim instead of having to play water polo," Jayne went on, stepping happily toward me. "We will likely still win water polo without me now, and now I can maybe help us win swimming as well!" She stopped right next to me, and I straightened up fully. If I hadn't, she'd have been taller than I.
"Erica swears she doesn't know how it happened, but I caught her looking your way at least twice while she was saying that," she went on hesitantly, looking at me as if to see something in my eyes.
I could tell that Erica knew I had done it. I also knew she didn't want to know it, for deniability. Jayne was in the same boat. But she was looking for some kind of confirmation anyway, and I was eager as a puppy dog to give it to her; eager to have another person around here know I was not just a potted plant.
"W- w- well," I started, then clamped down on the stutter. "If I had information that told me that Wanda was behind the whole rat incident,and if I had also known that Yvette was the one who personally put the rats in the locker room, and if I just happened to have a snake lysing around my house that I wanted to get rid of, and if a guy like me had the sort of knowledge needed to get into FitDame's building and security system," I managed to say smoothly, "then I might very well have done what someone d- d- d- did." Damn it! Lost it on the last darned word!
"Well, I just wanted you to know that I think whoever did set up that snake gag is awesome," Jayne smiled at my hypothetical. She seemed a little confused about thanking the lamppost who did maintenance at her gym, but she knew the lamppost had done the thing she needed to thank someone for. She even reached out and clasped my upper arm in a gesture of genuine thanks.
But when she squeezed, she paused. Then she squeezed again, and even let her hand slide up and down my arm. "Wait. Danny, do you work out?" she asked, as if the concept were alien to her perception of me.
"I- I- I take -ake care of myself," I said unsteadily. Jayne, like most members, had never touched me.
Her hand slid up to my shoulder and caressed that too. Then she actually let her hand drop to my chest. When her fingers touched my pec, she jerked it away for an instant, but then reached back out and damn near fondled my chest through the loose but heavy fabric of my work shirt.
"Wow..." she gasped. "What are you hiding under..." she bit her lip. "Show me, Danny," she practically ordered.
"Huh?"
"I want to see how hard you work out," she said, gesturing to my buttons.
Really? My character sheet icon flickered in my peripheral vision, and I froze time to bring it up.
Name: Danny
Age: 25
Intelligence: 17
Height: 6' 2"
Build: Ripped
Cash: Good
Game: Almost Some
Hair: Mom still cuts it
Debuffs: Occasional nervous stutter, heavy glasses, invisibility
Buffs: Trusted
Virginity: Null
My Build stat now reflected reality. My Game stat had improved... ish. And the sheet reflected that I was working on the stutter debuff. Progress...
I shrugged and, amazed at the situation I was in, unbuttoned my shirt swiftly and tugged it off over my shoulders.
Jayne must like muscular dudes, because any invisibility I still retained with her fled in tatters. She bit her lip. "Do you spend all night in the gym?" she asked, almost involuntarily.
"No, but I do use the machines here after people leave," I admitted.
"Do you ever, um, skip leg day?"
"No," I replied, confused about what that had to do with my pecs.
"Show me," she said.
Dead Danny was all-in at this point, but This World Danny was about to have a panic attack. I forced my own personality to the fore and felt myself make a Game check.
I passed, thank you, Candy.
"Uh, sure," I said, and unfastened the work pants. Letting them fall to the ground, I stepped free. Some kind of plot magic already had me barefoot somehow. I stood there in my tighty-whities.
Oops, dammit.
But Jayne was almost transfixed, though not so much that she couldn't reach out and lightly caress the quadriceps of my left leg. But she wasn't looking at my leg.
I could almost feel the world's camera locking in on her face, and the expression on it as she took in how bad a job the white cotton of my underwear was doing to contain my erection. It was a little comical, honestly. And it kept the worldview from having to show my situation. Content filters were crazy...
I know! Batshit, right? There are reasons for it, but they are technical and you wouldn't understand.
Whatever.
"Danny, let's be real," Jaynes said, withdrawing her hand and standing upright, pulling herself together, alas. "Erica, and everybody here owes you one. But I owe you most of all, and, um, can I maybe be the one to thank you... properly?"
"I, uh..." It wasn't a stutter, I just was having a hard time dealing with standing here mostly-naked in my underwear, with the hottest swimmer's bod I'd ever seen standing two feet from me. She even had nice tits, which is freaking rare for a competitive swimmer!
"I'll take that as a yes," Jayne breathed, and wrapped her arms around me. Her lips met mine, and immediately demonstrated some serious skill. Her kiss was half-exploratory, half-disbelieving at first, but as her hands traced down the erector muscles running along my spine, and then found themselves grasping my glutes, it became hungry.
I flexed my ass in her grasp, and she practically started fucking my mouth with her tongue. My hands clasped behind her head, and I tried to inhale her in turn. Our bodies pressed together.
It struck me like a thunderclap. Sure, I was a sidekick. But I wasn't the comic relief.
I was a sex sidekick. I was the guy who spent his time running through all the female supporting characters and guest stars, making sure they fulfilled their nudity and intimacy clauses...
Candy was the best boss ever!
I pulled away from the kiss and stared into Jayne's eyes. Then I plucked inquiringly at the fabric of her blue shirt. Her eyes twinkled, and she said, "I guess I can't fully thank you with this on, can I?" Before she could take it off herself, I eagerly grabbed the cotton at her sides and pulled the garment up and over her head. Look at me. All assertive when I had the chance.
No bra. Hallelujah! I gazed at those sweet breasts for just an instant before I buried them in my hands. Like I said, they were nice, but big only in swimmer terms. They would be just a decent handful for most guys, and my large paws engulfed them. Jayne gasped at my touch, then murmured happily as I slowly transitioned to teasing and even tugging her nipples.
"Mmmm," she giggled. "I didn't expect you to know what you were do..." She cut herself off. "Danny! Do you have a girlfriend?" she gasped in dismay.
"N- no. I don't," I said carefully.
"Oh, thank God!" Jayne gasped and reached for the elastic waist of her shorts. "I am going to do this anyway, but now I won't have to feel guilty later!" Her shorts dropped to the floor in an instant. I barely had time to register that her panties were small and pink before they disappeared from the list of things that mattered as well.
I pulled her toward me and kissed her again.
But Jayne was not done getting rid of things that didn't matter yet, and I felt my embarrassing underwear being jettisoned. All the focus of the world seemed to be firmly on our now fevered kissing and my eager handling of her firm, flushed tits, which was great for the world. I was focusing lower down. Focusing on how her hand had wrapped itself around my rod and was exploring its dimensions.
I left one hand up top to keep itself and the focus of the story happy, while I dropped the other between her legs to stroke her febrile slit. Hairless, it was already gently leaking a trace of moisture other than sweat, and under my insistent caress, she soon was soaked. My finger slid into her, and she trembled.
Her hand tightened around my shaft, and I moaned lightly into her mouth.
"So many ways to thank..." Jayne moaned into my mouth as she tugged me. Then she shook her head. "No," she said swiftly. "I need this first." She looked me in the eyes and began to sink downward, pulling me after her.
"Take me, Danny. Take me now," she gasped. "Lay that crazy body of yours on me and let me thank your brains out."
Yeah. Being the sex sidekick was going to be great!
I slid down atop Jayne, right there on the utility room floor, and she grabbed my butt. Without thought, I found my tip already nestled into her crease. Our coming together had been perfect... or I had missed a tiny timeslip necessary to maintain that required simulated/real ambiguity for the 'camera'.
Let me tell you, this was very real. And it was really hard to work my way fully into Jayne's depths. Of course. Every muscle of hers in the neighborhood of her hips was toned beyond belief, and that went for the internal ones clenching around my invading member as well.
It took me a lot of gentle but powerful thrusts to delve fully inside her, and while I could move in and out with relative ease after that, it genuinely was only relative. Holy mackerel, did thrusting into a body this tight make things awesome! My junk was throbbing with the desperate desire to... do exactly what it was already doing.
Beneath me, Jayne started babbling and rolling her head back in forth. Honestly, it looked and sounded kind of silly. I might have been distracted or even annoyed by the display, but I figured it was humorous enough to keep the story's attention on the humor and not the sex, and that meant I could enjoy the whole experience without a timeslip.
It still was not a long screw. Both of us were wound up pretty hard. Me, because I was having sex with an apex athlete whose ripely muscular body was a wonderland to hump into. She, because, um...?
I guess she was wound up because she really was that happy about getting rid of Yvette. And maybe because she had found a muscular dude with a generous package, who knew how to use it.
So we were both going at it hammer and tongs from the start, which was its own kind of silly hot.
And yet, I still felt the timeslip intrude just as Jayne was about to shriek in orgasm, and it lasted until I had finished jerking around like a marionette whose strings were being yanked for my own.
Time resumed as I rolled over onto my back beside Jayne on the floor, incidentally giving the story's camera a great view of her heaving bare chest from above.
Heck, it got a good view of my chest as well. Since Jayne had certainly demonstrated that my pecs were pretty darned appealing, too. I guessed that the whole 'women get theirs too' sensibility was coming into play...
With a sigh, Jayne rolled over against me and kissed me again. "I hope you give me reasons to thank you some more, Danny," she purred. "If not, I'll have to invent some."
"Please," I said, not a trace of stutter in my voice.
She chuckled happily. "But I still am not supposed to know what I don't know," she added. "So we keep it a secret, okay? I can't explain it otherwise." She sat up and traced her fingers around my nipple. "Just don't start being a hero to so many women that I can't get back on your schedule!"
A convenient little timeslip let us dress and her slip away without a lot of tedious details.
That was fine. But the timeslipped orgasms were getting old, and they were weird from the outset.
How could I have such a vivid memory of exploding in Jayne's depths? The ecstatic sensation of my release was a vivid sensory picture. But I had not gotten to actually experience it, dammit. I knew every delicious thing about that orgasm, but I never got to live it.
Poor baby.
I'm not complaining, Candy!
Okay, I was sort of complaining later, when I saw Erica leaving the gym early... with a date.
I wasn't jealous because I wanted Erica for myself. I was the comic... the sex sidekick. The sidekick doesn't ever get the hero, right? So even though that perfect, heart-shaped peach of a backside was just one of a buffet of distracting visuals whenever Erica was around, I wasn't trying to earn my way into her good graces like that. She was simply the hero, and my job, aside from somehow sexing up a bunch of babes while being a dork, was to help her out.
No, I was jealous because my job as sex sidekick would have been a heck of a lot easier had Candy put me in Erica's date's body. Her swain had the most amazingly wavy, naturally blonde hair, an actual cleft chin, perfect teeth, and piercing, smiling, blue eyes. And he might not be built like me, but he owned clothes that made him look like a handsome dude, instead of a ridiculous nerd.
I just grit my teeth and silently wished Erica good luck. I hoped that she would not need it, but sometimes the gorgeous blonde love-interest turned out to be a douchebag.
*
By the time the first championship event rolled around, our rosters for most events over the next month were set. Ginger and Felicity were, of course, doing beach volleyball. "Anyone else would be madness," I overheard a couple of girls saying as they looked at the board.
Our table tennis team was just a couple of girls who were in it for the fun. People shrugged off the obvious loss there because we all knew Wanda's crosstown location had a small group of immigrants from Taiwan who were reputed to be superhuman.
We did have a good chance in Racquetball, though, because our number one, Heather, was a stud. She also had the sort of Barbie body that would have made her fit right in with the rest of my staff back in Bikini Detailing 2.
Other events were filled as well, with only fencing still left blank.
Did we even have fencing? Did anyone? Why was it in the tournament?
*
The swimming competition rolled around, and I was invited along to the city pool to watch, and to... carry towels just like I did at work, but today I was doing it off the clock.
Jayne won all three of her races, beating not just the swimmer from Wanda's FitDames but every other woman in the city! Those wins, along with a smattering of other medals from other members, were enough to give the swimming event win to Pinkfit by two points over Wanda's crew!
After her third win, as I was handing Jayne her towel, she copped a subtle feel of my ass! I made sure to act goofily flustered, to encourage Candy to have more things like that happen.
Sure enough, we also won water polo the next day, even though without Jayne, it had been close in the last match against the city's rec center team. Ginger told me to give her a towel to take to Xaviera. As I handed it to her, she used its drape to cover her hand as she grabbed my dick!
Yep, I was gonna act goofy and flustered A. Lot.
*
Then came the plot twist.
Monday, there was mayhem already in progress by the time I got to the club for work. Women were bouncing around in embarrassment-tinged excitement. I stared at things in confusion until I pieced together what had everyone in an uproar.
One of the richest men in town owned a huge, adults-only, all-inclusive, beach resort down in Mexico, among his many, many other businesses. His son was competing over in the Men's side of the city tournament for the YMCA, and Mr. Grandbux had had a brainstorm.
In conjunction with the end of the city's tournament, he would be hosting a huge swimsuit competition among the clubs, with male and female contestants. Several entries were allowed from each club in the tournament. And the prizes were so awesome, even the comically feminist group among the women at Pinkfit were buying in. Every member of the club with the winning contestant (of each sex) would receive a gift certificate for 500 bucks off the cost of a vacation. And there would, of course, be serious bragging and marketing rights for the club itself. As for the winners themselves? A free week for them and four guests, plus airfare, in one of the resort's large private casitas on the beach!
It could have been a bitchfest over who got to enter, but the lure of a win for everyone turned things into a body-comparing contest. And that turned into a freaking day-long montage as I went about my tasks surrounded by women in their underwear and bikinis, and a lot of times outright naked, as they argued good-naturedly about who should enter.
Ultimately, the montage ended when Erica shouted everyone down and said we needed to wait to decide until the judges were announced, so we could try to discern their specific tastes. This really was the most ridiculous scenario that had happened yet, but since I had nothing to do with it except to suffer through it, I guessed its plausibility was all on Candy.
Thanks.
Racquetball and then table tennis were up next.
*
Toward the end of the week, I was walking past the racquetball courts when I heard thunderous whacks and thuds from inside one. Odd. Who was practicing at this time of day? No one had a court reserved for hours. (Yes, I ran the court reservation system, too.) The whacks and thuds of racquet hits and ball bounces were so fast, it had to be just one girl practicing nothing but whaling the tar out of the ball.
I started to move on, when I heard a break in the rhythm, followed by a sharp cry, another, softer but heavier thud, and a low moan!
I dropped the stack of toilet paper rolls I was carrying. They went everywhere, and I started to gather them up in panic. But I heard another moan, and I froze like an idiot. Then I waved off the TP, and yanked open the door to the court where the noises had come from.
Heather was sitting on the floor, holding her leg and softly saying, "No, no, no, nononono!"
"Oh no!" I gulped. "Heather, are you all right? What happened?"
She looked up at me, momentarily distracted from her pain as she tried to figure out who the hell this gangly dork was, peering at her through Coke-bottle lenses.
Really? Even looking right at me, you don't at least recognize me, Heather? Really?
You were bare-assed naked in front of me in the dressing room just yesterday while I knelt, trying to fix a bench right beside you.
That had been a severe pants constriction event...
"Oh!" she said, putting my face together with my invisible presence. "Hey! I'm so screwed," she wailed, any recognition of me fading back to the background in the face of her dismay. "I just at the very least tweaked a quad," she moaned, rubbing ineffectively at the top of her thigh and wincing.



"Did you pull it?" I asked. We could not afford to lose racquetball. We were hardly certain to win that event anyway, but we had at least a great chance if Heather played, and Erica needed every great chance she could get. We had no prayer against any club in basketball, much less FitDames, which was a shoo-in to win the event, as just one example. An injury to Heather would be... grim.
"Do you want some ice?" I offered, trying to think quickly.
"I want this to just be a spasm, and not a pull or tear!" Heather spat, her anger making her actually look at me. "Look, I'm sorry. What's your name? I'm so embarrassed," she said.
"Danny. Don't worry about it. But some ice..."
"If it is just a spasm and I put ice on it now, it'll make it worse. I've got to relax the muscle first before I can use ice," Heather groaned. "Let me just rub it out, if I can."
"Want me to try?" I asked earnestly. We needed this gorgeous leg in tip-top shape come Sunday.
"Could you?" Heather asked desperately. "I think I'm getting a back spasm from leaning over to work on it," she added, despair hitting her voice again.
"I'll try," I said, and knelt beside her leg. She leaned back on her elbows to dubiously watch the doofus leaning over her.
I asked a question or two, then cautiously began to knead the smooth flesh of her thigh where she indicated. She hissed in pain, and I stopped.
"No! Keep it up," Heather gasped. "Just start gently with those big hands." She lay back fully and threw an arm over her face to hide her eyes in fear.
I worked slowly, probing for any hardness that might indicate a spasm, and praying I would not find a knot that would signify a pull... I found a rock-hard stretch of muscle and pressed gently on it, my head filling with thanks to Candy. Our ringer hissed again, but less distressfully. I made gentle circles around the spasm, and then pressed against it again, harder. She moaned this time, and I asked if she was okay.
"Ohhh! Yes. That hurts, but also feels so good. Keep it up, and maybe I'll be okay."
Listen, rubbing my hands firmly all over this amazingly soft but strong leg was entirely too much fun. The view up that leg to where it disappeared under the dubious coverage of skin-tight lycra short shorts was even more fun. Best of all was the view of the upthrust oversized breasts in her tight nylon tee.
But I was getting uncomfortable again in my pants, and even with her arm shielding her eyes, I did not want to get caught adjusting myself and creep her out. So I 'suffered'. I was good at that, after all.
All of a sudden, I could actually see her leg muscles relax. A moment later, she let out a sigh of relief. "It just let go," she said with a happy moan. "I felt it!"
"Good," I said brightly. I started to lift my hands free, and she held up her other hand. "Don't stop, though. Keep working it, harder now. Make sure it doesn't come back." She sighed.
Feeling a little more relaxed, I kind of let myself enjoy the massage now, not just the view. She seemed to enjoy it also, as she did not stop with the occasional tiny moan of relief.
But I was still uncomfortable. More so, really, now that I was no longer afraid, and letting myself enjoy this little perverted activity. "I think that's got it, don't you?" I asked.
"Not done yet," Heather sighed, lifting her arm to look at me, a relaxed expression on her face. "You do this really well, and I need you to do the other thigh too, please."
"Is it hurt too?" I yelped.
"No. It's just not as relaxed as this one is now," Heather said, flopping back fully against the floor. "I need you to even it out so that the other doesn't spasm out of jealousy."
Well, okay...
I moved my hands to start kneading the other thigh, and soon I was getting tiny moans of pure pleasurable relaxation from Heather that went straight from my ears down to my... situation. Once or twice, I almost lost my balance and needed to put one hand back on her injured leg. I covered for it by massaging it a little too.
After a long period of this relaxation for her and extreme tension for me, she sighed happily. "You are really pretty amazing at this... Danny. Please don't stop."
I had massaged the lower two-thirds of both legs pretty comprehensively by now...
I checked my character sheet again, on a hunch.
Name: Danny
Age: 25
Intelligence: 17
Height: 6' 2"
Build: Ripped
Cash: Good
Game: Situationally okay
Hair: Mom still cuts it
Debuffs: Occasional nervous stutter, heavy glasses, near-invisibility
Buffs: Fully trusted
Virginity: Null
More advances. Nice.
What the heck did 'Situationally okay' mean?
What the hell, I was the sex sidekick, right? Let's see if I could make a Game check...
I let my hands start to work their way higher. And after that was met with quiet approval, I also let my thumbs and then fingers move deeper down between her legs. Yep, that was some serious camel toe up where my hands were approaching...
Slowly, I worked higher. And higher. And then, with a deep breath, I let a thumb sweep upward and over her crotch.
Heather jumped and snapped up to her elbows again, with a surprised yelp.
"Oh, geez! Sorry!" I yelped in turn. Damned missed stat check!
She locked eyes with me. "No!" she said quickly, then kind of froze herself. "I mean... Danny, I..." she started and stopped. I knew the feeling. I sympathized. "I- I just think that the muscle spasm might have, um, come from general stress, you know?" she said slowly.
I just nodded, uncomprehending.
"So, if you, um, keep doing that, it, um, might go a long way to fixing the underlying source of the injury," she said, genuinely hesitantly. "You, um, you seem really, really good with your hands."
I gulped. And I went back to work, my knuckles now grazing her pussy with each knead of her scrumpdillyicious legs. In moments, she was back flat on her back. It took very few caresses before I could feel things getting damp between her legs.
Screw deniability. I had obviously passed my Game check. I started to just outright massage the crease of her camel toe. "Soooooo goood," she murmured. I gently lifted her no-longer injured leg and slid myself between her thighs before I let the delicious leg slump back bonelessly to the floor of the court. She made no objections as I knelt and bent over to get more overt with stroking her camel toe.
Her only reaction was to lift a hand and run her fingers through my hair. She was pushing me down...
I had definitely passed my Game stat check.
I let her push me down and nuzzled her belly, then slid slightly lower. Sure enough, I felt the focus of things go up to her suddenly gasping face as I nuzzled the thin fabric right over her crotch.
"In the way," was all Heather gasped in response. Her hands scrabbled at the waist of her shorts, and I rocked back as she swiftly pulled up both legs and ditched the shorts to the side. The camel toe had already told me there were no panties under there... I bent down further.
Good Candy above, did Heather taste amazing! Her legs wrapped up around my shoulders as I licked her, as if to hide what I was up to. Her sleek, soft thighs caressed my face on either side. Content filter for another inexplicable win...
I did not care. This was amazing. And I did not sense a timeslip even threaten to ruin my enjoyment as my tongue traced her nether lips, then poked at her clit often enough to keep that comically aroused expression on Heather's face. Gotta keep focus here...
I drove my tongue into her now, and twisted it around happily, reveling in each new, soft moan of delight.
Even her orgasm did not get timeslipped, but that was likely because her cries were so comically over the top that I had to hold myself back from laughing. I may have been aided in holding back the laugh by virtue of almost drowning when she squirted. Hard.
I popped up from between her legs, and we grinned at each other. I discovered it would be too explicit to wipe my face, so my hands stayed low, despite the desire to clean myself, or at least my nostrils, of excess juices.
Heather recovered swiftly and spun around on the floor. In an instant, her head was down over my lap, and she was thanking me profusely, without words. She had ditched her headband at some point, and her long blonde hair spilled out over me, obscuring things.
This was hardly deniable!
Shut up and enjoy what gets past the filter! Or do you want it to stop?
I shrugged. With her hair like this, at least everything happening was invisible.
I just gasped and reveled in the feeling of Heather's tongue torturing my dick's head. A hand massaged my balls, out of sight beneath her hair. A few strokes of her tongue around and down my length, and she got down to it. Her mouth pressed me inside, her tongue welcoming me happily within, and she was bobbing unmistakably on me. I began to moan now, myself.
But she was being a bit mean, I realized. She was delivering all this pleasure, but not at a pace where I would be experiencing my own silly orgasm, or any orgasm, for that matter!
Suddenly, my optimism increased as she started suckling on me almost desperately. But when I felt myself tense in response to the new level of stimulation, she pulled off me entirely!
I admit, I looked at her a little reproachfully, but she just grinned back, um, lustily. "All ready?" she giggled. Then she spun away from me on her knees and yanked her top off, along with a very supportive sports bra. She turned back just long enough to give me a good look at how much better her breasts looked without the constricting garment, before she went down onto her hands and knees, facing directly away from me. She looked back over her shoulder. "Gonna let me finish thanking you, Dan?"
Oh my!
I was up and behind her in a flash, my cock lining up easily with her entrance. I suspected one of those tiny slips in the timeflow, just to keep my more than eager member from waving around visibly.
I. Did. Not. Care.
I clasped Heather's round, heart-shaped backside and began to sink into her pussy's warm depths. Her body pulsed and tremored as I pressed into her, and we both gargled sillily at how good it felt for each of us. I had to stop and let my eyes roll up into my head as I bottomed out against that fabulously cushioned ass.
Then I bent and began to thrust. She was silky, and warm, and drenched in her bodily fluids as I stroked into her. It was amazing. My rod pulsed happily as it explored, and I could tell Heather shared its enjoyment.
I found myself leaning to one side, and discovered that that gave me a nice view of her swaying breast, moving in time with our coupling as it hung beneath her. I bent further and reached out to grasp its magnificence.
Yep. Heather's body was just the same in all the wonderful ways that mattered as my beach girls' in Bikini Detailing, 1 and 2. Her breasts were the same size, shape, and firmness that could only have come from the best plastic surgery on Earth, but in my grip, I could tell they were somehow magically natural anyway. Damn, that boob felt amazing to hold.
I realized that while we must have looked hot, having sex like this, the way we both were twisted to facilitate my desperate clutching at that breast must have looked silly as well.
I'm doing all this for you, Candy.
I did not hear it, but I felt the snort from Beyond.
I kept slamming into Heather and began to pinch the nipple I held. It was erect as could be, and she moaned happily at my new attention. And she began slamming her ass back against my thrusts.
I groaned along with her and threw my head back happily.
"Oh, you are welcome," she gasped. "You're welcome! You're welcome! You are sooooo welcommmmme!" She crowed as I felt her internal pressure rise toward the baking point.
She was the one supposedly thanking me, so I was the one who should have been screaming, 'you're welcome', but it was so funny, and I was getting so near myself, I in no way wanted to argue. I just slammed into her as hard as I could, refusing to let go of that pendulous tit. I heard the other one, the one I could not reach from this position, slapping as it swayed against my thrusts. Heather kept slamming her hips back against my thrusts, and the slapping increased in pace.
Her words melded into desperate gasps, and I felt and heard her coming around my shaft. I just answered with a wordless cry of my own as I came before she could even finish, dumping a river of jizz into her depths. It had to have been the most ridiculous-looking simultaneous orgasm ever, and I guessed that was why I was able to actually experience it, not just remember it.
Noted. Get loud and ridiculous when things come to a head, and I would get to partake in the sensation in real time...
"Never have I been glad to feel like I had been stabbed in the leg!" Heather gasped, collapsing to the floor beneath me. I curled up automatically beside her, hiding my junk without even realizing I'd done it.
"Holy cow, Danny," she went on, still panting. "Part of me wants to demand you start offering massage services to the club. But a bigger part is afraid I'd never be able to book a slot!" She reached up and stroked my chin. "But please be available Saturday night! I think I already want a massage after I win this thing!"
Awesome. I actually had a date. Sort of. More accurately, I had an appointment to fondle Heather and screw her seriously, so... kind of a win, really. I just hoped that there would be something going on with Erica at that time, maybe a hot date with her own guy that would distract the world's viewpoint and let me and Heather drill each other to our hearts' content...
On Saturday, Heather did indeed win the racquetball for us. And she did indeed very much want a massage after. And yes, the parts she wanted massaged did not much include her legs, back, or arms. And yes, Erica did have a date Saturday night, and I heard later that it went well.
But no, alas. Great recreational sex that was not part of the plot got ruthlessly timeslipped. I experienced none of it. I did not even remember most of it, alas. But from what I did remember, the content filters biffed off to who knows where. I did retain the very vivid memory of coming like a firehose between Heather's supernatural tits, an activity that was never conceivably softcore in nature. I was going to treasure that weird, after the fact, sort of memory.
But I also saw no real signs that the whole massage thing would happen often...
And we got massacred in table tennis.
*
Wednesday, I was working in the gym itself, adjusting the cables on one of the core machines, when I heard a quiet, "Hi, Danny," behind me. I turned, surprised to hear my name, only to see it was just Sue. Sue was one of the most quiet and meek of our members. She was also unquestionably one of the plainest. I mean, she was pretty, in a sweet, plain way, but...
Look, I should not be one to talk, but her glasses might have been worse than mine. They had almost no prescription, but her frames were these ridiculous cat-eye things, in a strange green. They were not sexy, Sophia Loren cat-eye frames, but those dopy, 50s housewife frames that would be worn with a headscarf back in my grandparents' day.
And unlike most of the Pinkfit clients, Sue was shy, retiring, and never wanted to show off what little she had. Her form was slight, but given the long baggy sweats she always wore, I just knew she was fighting and losing an eternal battle against thunder thighs. This was further evidenced by the way she never used any equipment except the treadmills and stair machines.
I waved back and started to say hello in reply, but she just turned and scuttled over toward the stair machine.
I shook my head, and wondered why the narrative machine let me spend so much time considering her. Most women just registered in my brain, then vanished from my thoughts as soon as it was clear they were unimportant.
Hmmm...
I was suddenly struck with the question of how much the story responded to my thoughts and actions. Like, could I have originally been slated to actually be the comic sidekick? If so, then maybe Sue had been placed here in the world to be the sweet, plain girlfriend to the hapless nerd?
But accidents, or my actions, had switched me over to being the sex sidekick instead?
I snorted. Sue would have made a nice, bland, box-checking girlfriend for a sidekick. She was nice, always knew my name, and was one of the few members who I could remember actually saying funny things. And not just situationally funny things, but actual jokes. Good ones.
If things had gone differently... Sue might have made a nice girlfriend.
I shuddered.
That would have meant missing out on crazy, weirdly handled sex with supreme babes of various kinds. And to be honest, after the pain of having Kristi dissolve into nothingness after Bikini Detailing 2, I was kind of gun-shy around that kind of temptation.
*
I will freely admit, I spent the entire day watching Beach Volleyball that weekend. Not just Ginger and Felicity's matches, but every game I could, no matter the players or their clubs.
Look, when I was alive, watching real-world beach volleyball during the Olympics always held my attention fairly well. And that was all just on TV. But watching beach volleyball being played in person? By what seemed to be nothing but hot supermodels, no matter what club they represented? My attention had been lashed to a post. Possibly the post in my pants.
Seriously, the women in the stories of this isekai I was in were almost all hot, or at least cute or pretty in the few cases where hot did not apply for whatever reason. But the daylong Beach Volleyball Montage? Best of the best. Chef's kiss. Five Stars, would watch again. So many spectacular, minimally clad backsides. And numerous individual players had more boobflesh on them than the entire US National team combined, back in the real world.
Best of all, the final match came down to Ginger and Felicity versus the duo from Wanda's outfit. Those two had been a problem for me all day. I had been torn between wanting them to lose every match like whipped dogs, and wanting them to win, so I could watch them even longer.
But against them in the finals, my loyalties were clear. We were going to smash those bitches, and make them want to change their names. I cheered on Felicity and Ginger, and with no help from me, they won, though they did not crush. It was a close match.
When the last ball impacted the sand, Ginger and Felicity cheered, waved at all of us, their adoring fans, and embraced. I had noticed since early in the day that they were the sort of team that liked to pat each other's pert backsides after a win or even a good point. You see it at the Olympics a lot, and I've always wondered if it was a highlight reel-baiting maneuver.
But after the final win, the two of them full-on embraced and both were outright grabbing the other's butt! And it was not for show. They were enjoying it.
We all crowded over by our team, though I, of course, was shunted to the rear and ignored as the celebration commenced. But hey, there had been a fair amount of bikini wearing among the spectators in solidarity, which gave me some wonderfully enjoyable views.
Listen, now that I was actually getting my rocks off occasionally, I was starting to be able to enjoy all the naked and nearly-naked flesh that was always being thrown in my face. Things were looking up.
As the crowd around them thinned, I managed to get closer, hoping for at least a quick hello and well done. Someone brought them each a glass and a single-serve champagne bottle. They both grinned, handed back the glasses, and drank right from the necks of their bottles. Both outright burped as they drained them, and giggled.



"We must celebrate tonight!" Felicity said to Ginger. "Shall we hit the club?"
Ginger seemed to consider that, but then her gaze met mine. Her eyes narrowed in a smile meant for me, and they twinkled.
"I think I might have a better idea," she crooned to Felicity. Then she leaned in and whispered in her ear.
Felicity outright laughed. Then she giggled some more as Ginger kept whispering, and scoffed, "What the hell?"
"I'm serious," Ginger said, holding her gaze. Then she leaned in and whispered some more in Felicity's ear.
When she was done, Felicity pulled back again, staring at her. Then, though I could tell she hadn't meant to, I saw her eyes swivel and look at me. Then up and down me. She looked back at Ginger, and the redhead just nodded emphatically. Felicity shrugged. I have never been so enthused at seeing an idle shrug before.
"Hey, Danny," Ginger said to me, "can you help us with some things so we can get out of here?" The two waved at their remaining fellow members and turned to head off, clearly expecting me to follow.
Sound expectation.
As they walked off, hands once more clasping each other's rumps, Ginger put some real sway in her backside, just for me. Felicity noticed, shot a quick look over her shoulder at me, then back at Ginger, raising an eyebrow.
"Seriously," I heard Ginger reply to her unvoiced question. Then she kissed Felicity, quickly, but right on the lips!
Oh, heck yes! Assuming Felicity ended up even a fraction as into me as Ginger had demonstrated, this was going to be my best threesome ever. My only threesome ever, but still.
Felicity shrugged, and suddenly she was swinging her hips in time with Ginger's.
Best. Ever.
As we approached the locker rooms, we saw the FitDames team trudging out the door. Those bitches refused to look at Ginger and Felicity, and damned sure did not congratulate them.
None of the three of us cared, except in knowing that those two were the last to vacate the locker room for the day...
I closed the rest of the distance as we got to the door, and Felicity actually shot an optimistically speculative look over her shoulder.
Best. Freaking.TIMESLIP. Ever! And by best, I mean worst. The next thing I remembered it was Monday afternoon, and I was back at work! I had retained no memories, actual or the weird but wonderful second-hand seeming, kind. Not one second of anything!
That was just cruel, Candy! To dangle that and let it just get washed away like that!
To be fair, I did not dangle that. Those girls came up with it all on their own.
Pull the other one, oh great and glorious boss! I thought they were just motes of soul dust, not autonomous beings.
That is all they are, but the soul dust makes them autonomous. And I don't control all the details of a story, ever. That is between you and those I inspire. I just set things up and give them power.
Still, did you have to take the memories?!?
Sorry. I mean that. Sorry. But between the content filters and the fact that it went on for four freaking hours, the editor mechanism just deleted the whole thing.
Four hours, I thought in anguish. Wait, how do you know that?
I watched, of course. For the record, you did really well. You even got that big ol' lesbian Felicity to suck your dick twice, in one way or another!
AAAAAAH! Where was another semi to walk in front of when I needed one?
I just heard laughter as Candy left me to my pain.
But I don't care what Candy said about not having any influence on the course of events, she worked overtime to make things up to me.
I was still working through my anguish over not remembering a threesome with a bisexual and a lesbian, when I heard a yell from the bathrooms. I heard spraying water as I entered.
What?
Oh, no! Had that faucet I'd been meaning to swap out failed before I got around to it?
It had. Spectacularly. The center sink along the wall was the center of a scene out of The Sorcerer's Apprentice, with water all over the floor and spraying everywhere. The cold water (thank goodness) knob had sheared right off at the base and was pummeling everything in a deluge.
The faucet had broken in Xaviera's hand, and she was soaked head to toe. That would have been good enough, as she seldom wore bras, and the tee I had seen her in a half hour ago would have been transparent. But she was a trooper and a team player, and she had yanked off the tee and was trying to staunch the flow of high-pressure water with it.
Unsuccessfully.
I was in moments as soaked to the skin as she was.
I yelped and ran over to her, putting out my hands in an instinctual effort to slow the flow further. That was idiotic, and I stopped. The water shut-off under the sink was the kind that does not have a knob, to keep civilians from messing with it. That had meant Xaviera had no way to cut the water off herself. I begged her to keep holding the shirt in place, and bent down. Fortunately, I had a needle-nose pliers in my tool belt. It was not the right tool, but it was the sufficient tool to cut off the water at last.
As the flow spluttered to a halt, I rose and stared at my clothes plastered to my body. I hoped that I had replaced the extra set of clothes I kept at work...
Xaviera wrung her hair out, then stopped. She was looking at me, I thought. My glasses were so covered in drops of water, I could not really see.
"Wow," she breathed softly. "Seeing you wet again reminds me that when you went into the pool that time, you looked a little stronger than I'd have expected," she said. I shook my head to clear some more water from my vision. "But I was wrong," she mused.
"Wrong?" I could not help but ask.
"Yeah, now that you are just as wet again, and holding still, I can see you aren't just a little stronger than you would think. You are freaking ripped, Danny!"
Again? I was not complaining.
She shook her head as if just intellectually amused, though. I started to think words like drat and almost. Then she started moving her head, as if furiously trying to come up with some plan of some kind. "I don't think I ever apologized for my bikini tripping you up like that, did I?" she asked.
I did not answer. She already knew the answer.
"Well, I am sorry about everything," she said, sounding genuinely contrite about her unintentional rudeness. Then she stopped and looked at my eyes through my slowly clearing glasses.
She smirked good-naturedly. "You don't seem heartbroken at the moment, are you, Danny?" she teased warmly. "In fact, now that I think of it, I'm guessing you never feel too bad at how so many of us just walk around naked in front of you, do you?"
"Ho- ho- honestly?" I said before I could stop myself. "It can be a bit of a cross to bear at t- t- times."
Really? The stutter was back now?
"Sure," she snorted, then paused. "Wow, um, yeah. I guess having to deal with rooms full of naked chicks all the time might be hard. Again, I'm so sorry," she pelted on. "We should be more... I'll tell everybody to be more careful when you are around!" she said earnestly.
"No!" I yelped before I could stop myself.
Dumbass.
She laughed at how I had slipped up, then she smirked at me again. "Oh ho! So you think you can keep holding up under the pressure, can you?"
I sighed. "I- I'm resilient. And I never want to keep anyone from enjoying the club to its fullest." I got my stutter quickly back under control.
She laughed lasciviously. Then her sympathy returned, for a moment. "Still, it must be hard... In fact, it seems very hard for you right now, Danny!"
My glasses were clear enough to see that she was obviously looking below my belt. Given how wet my pants were, the full dimensions of my hardon must have been quite evident. "If you don't want me to make all the girls behave, how, oh how, am I going to make things up to you?" she mused.
She looked up at my face at last, and I could not help myself. I gave her a confident grin.
Apparently, I passed another Game stat check, because she never even bothered to kiss me, not at first. She just bent down and had my shaft out of my sodden pants in but a moment. Then she slid it into her mouth, which did nothing to dry it off.
A grunge-type pop tune began to play somewhere.
Really? A Montage?
It was better than a timeslip.
Much better, as Xaviera worked my rod like some kind of wind instrument, and I felt every nerve ending exploding in real time. But whether it was the montage effect, or her general horniness, she truncated the fellatio a bit early for my tastes. But, as the first verse ended, she hopped up to sit on the edge of the sink I was in there to repair, and pulled me between her legs.
My soaked pants still around my ankles, I found myself sinking into her in the best apology I had ever received. She fit me beautifully. She was not terribly tight, but the softness and small size of her interior caressed my thrusting dick beautifully. Again, not sure if it was the montage effect, or if she was just that horny a woman, but she had needed zero stimulation to be ready for my member's entrance.
Physically ready. She took some time to adjust mentally to my size. Again, I was no porn star, but I was obviously still more than she had had before.
But swiftly, we were both into it. Her hands were digging into my butt with each stroke, and my oh my, did she have some lovely mams to massage and grope as I went.
The montage effect really was a trade-off. Things went much quicker than should have satisfied either of us. But on the other hand, there was no timeslip when she came, nor one when I did, less than 30 seconds later. And I could remember every glorious detail.
We embraced in the afterglow, and then we parted..
But the music kept playing...
Next thing I knew, the sun was coming through the windows from the morning angle, and I was standing in the free-weight room with... um... Now I was the one who didn't know someone's name. I recognized her, of course. It would be hard to forget either her lush curves or the thick, curly mane of dye-enhanced red hair. Even though I was in the montage with her, whatever we were talking about is still a mystery to me, as is how we transitioned from that to me eating her out while she lifted weights.
I remember the eating part... Not the most delicious of women, but the way she responded was a turn-on and a half. Even better was the way we smoothly transitioned into her on her hands and knees on the bench, and me thrusting inside of her while standing straight up.
Now, this girl was tight. Gloriously so. But alas, we also finished quickly. As I unloaded into her frantically rocking form, I realized I was only in the second verse of the montage song! I know I have much longer memories with those two women than half of a single pop tune, but editing... or whatever.
Then it was yet again the next day. I was just sitting down at the reception desk to hold the fort, so to speak. The girl who worked there full-time, and whose entire description in my mind remains 'nice', had just left for an hour's lunch. Erica usually took over, but she and her new boyfriend were taking the afternoon off for some kind of romantic date... It must be good to be the hero of the story; you can take off half a day to go canoodle.
E--... Y... whatever the heck her name was, usually took her lunch during the slowest part of the day, and I had brought some small tasks to work on while I sat around doing nothing and talking to no one.
But almost the second I sat down, Karen entered the building. Most of the members changed into their workout clothes here at the gym, but she was already ready to go, and she had one helluva outfit on. I don't normally think of bikinis as workout clothes, but this was somehow both. The bottom was boyshorts, but cut for a very small boy, if you get my drift. And the top could not decide if it was an athletic top, a bikini top, or a sports bra. I appreciated its confusion deeply. It was white, and its outline was like a bikini, but it was made of strong, supportive fabric. Now, the fabric had all sorts of cool panels that were sheer, instead of sturdy, white. While those panels let you see through to lots of lovely skin, they were sadly positioned nowhere, um, strategic. Covering the outfit, all she had on was a filmy drape, completely open in the front.
And instead of just wandering on in, like people always did, she beelined over to the desk where I sat! I had no idea what to do with this crazy situation. Members just waved their passes as they sailed by the desk, and then only if they were new...
"Hey, Danny," Karen chirped, leaning over the desk toward me. Yeah. That top produced some bounteous cleavage when she did that. And taking a posture like she was now was the sort of subtle display women make when they want to rivet a guy's attention. I was treated to such displays with vanishing frequency back when I was alive, and this world Danny had certainly never experienced one in his life...
I found myself sweating a little bit. "He- he- hey, K-Karen," I gulped. "Wu- wu- wu- what can I d- do for y- y- you?"
"Well, I hope quite a bit," Karen smiled slyly, twitching the long black hair off her right shoulder, but still holding my gaze with that cleavage.
What the heck was she on about?
And this situation was confusing as hell. I was used to being constantly surrounded by all sorts of displays, from tight clothes to outright nudity, of course. But the women of the club just didn't do that when they were actually talking to me, giving me their attention. Not that I ever got anyone's attention much anyway.
"S- s- sure, K- K- Karen," I said, completely at a loss with controlling my stutter. I gulped and clamped down. "Whatever you need. How can I help?" I almost stuttered on the help, but I got through with only a fractional hesitation.
"I've been talking to a little bird," Karen said, and damned if she didn't idly let her fingers trace down the inside of her cleavage, as if it was nothing.
"Bird?" I gulped, completely at a loss.
"You know Xaviera and I work together, right?" she said smoothly.
Wait. Uh-oh.
"Well, she has been in a crazy good mood the last couple of days. That always means she got laid. And she always tells me when that happens, but not this time," she went on relentlessly. This world Danny and I were often feeling like the same guy by this point, but not at this moment. Right now, I knew where this was going, but his slightly sweating body did not.
"I got a couple of drinks into her last night, though," Karen went on, her drape sliding off her shoulder. How did that somehow make her look more naked? "And lo and behold, Xav swears me to secrecy and then fesses up about how she 'apologized' to you for how we all parade around in front of you."
"O- o- oh." How do you stutter just saying, 'Oh'?
"At first, I didn't believe some of the things Xaviera said about her 'apology'. I'm still not sure I believe all of them fully." She leaned even further over the desk. She must have gotten up on her tiptoes to push her cleavage that close to my face.
Holy cow! I had been leaning farther and farther forward as this psycho conversation had gone on. I had progressed so far that my face was practically in that cleavage!
"But," she said in that same sultry voice, only turned up to eleven, "I'm convinced that you deserve some more effort to make up for all the membership has done to you, Danny. And I'm hoping I can get you to let me do my part to help you with that."
"Here?" I gulped, looking around the lobby.
"Sounds fun," Karen shrugged, and was around on my side of the front desk in an instant. In another, she had disappeared out of view of the lobby and of the world camera. But in yet another instant, my dick was fully in her view. "I will not doubt Xaviera again," an impressed voice came from under the desk.
Her mouth slipped around my rod, and she was instantly sending jolts of pleasure through it and into my body. Down there under the desk, where the content filters were not much in play, she was giving me a seriously athletic blowjob. She drooled. She stroked my length with her hands. She sucked on my balls!
Thank you, Candy, for this big reception desk! And thank you, montage, for giving this verse all the time it deserved...
Even if I had not known of the importance of making the most ridiculous faces to keep the attention of the story, I would have made them anyway. Karen knew what she was doing, and there was nothing supernatural stopping her from doing it to the fullest right now.
This was awesome! I could still hear, somehow, the music going in the back of my head, so I relaxed a bit about a timeslip, but I still did not want to get caught by a montage edit. My time with... what was her name? My time with her over the prior verse had definitely been truncated.
And then someone actually entered the lobby! At this time of day? The postman. He was gone quickly, though I had to 'suffer' through his presence as Karen amped up her sucking while I was trying to talk to him. Worse, I then had to endure a little mini sub-montage of a stream of other people, members, vendors, and a little girl selling freaking Girl Scout Cookies, all wanting to talk to me, all while I was being tortured by Karen below the desk.
When the freaking Jehovah's Witness door-to-door evangelist had finally shut up about me going to hell for working in this Den of Delilah's and left, I somehow knew we were done with visitors. Honestly, the rules of this isekai world were nuts. Sometimes they were frustrating. In this case, it was great to relax.
Suddenly, my shaft was not being sucked anymore, just cradled in a gentle grasp. Karen popped up from under the desk a little and said, "Danny, can we maybe go back into the office for a few? I, um, Xaviera says that under those ugly clothes, you have the best pecs she's ever seen, much less touched."
I stared at her, frozen. Please, Candy, don't let this sensation be what it feels like to fail a Game stat check... Please!
Apparently not, because Karen went on, still holding my dick where it stuck out of my pants, and below the level of the front counter. "I want to see all of you naked, is what I'm saying,"
I banished any stutter by sheer act of will. We both stood, my dick magically put out of sight, and I turned us toward the back office. "I hope you will return the favor," I said, in a reasonable facsimile of smooth.
"You see me naked all the time," Karen giggled. "That's the point of this, right?"
"Karen, I want to see you naked some more," I kept on, still not breaking my voice.
She squeezed my ass as we entered the office. "Oh, Danny," she said in a husky voice. "We are going to do a lot more than just see each other naked," she added as the door closed with a click.
No!
The world's view was still outside! The montage music was ending!
The next thing I knew, Karen and I were dressed again and back in the lobby, sharing a furtive kiss before she headed in for a workout, already pre-sweated up.
I had not a single clear memory of what we had exactly done in the office. I mean, I had some vivid impressions. Karen is definitely the queen of tan lines at Pinkfit, and I swear I remember that her skin somehow tasted different where she was tanned, as opposed to where UV did not get to touch. The pale skin absolutely tasted better. This had been no skin off Karen's nose, I was fairly certain, because it meant my lips and tongue had spent most of their time on her nipples and between her legs.
I am certain that we had also screwed, probably twice, but I cannot even recall what position or positions!
That montage was cruel, but I would not have traded it for the world!
Once it ended, I made it my first order of business to find out the name of the redhead. It had eaten at me over the rest of the montage to have screwed a girl whose name I did not know. It did not eat at me enough to stop doing what I was doing at the time, mind you, but I wanted to correct the situation ASAP.



Lynda. Her name was Lynda. Nice girl. I think she was a bank teller.
Next thing I knew, it was the next day again!
I was back at the reception desk when the front door of the club banged open, and Erica burst through, followed by a small group of her best friends among the membership.
She was crying! Big, blubbery tears! Her makeup, which was always perfection, was running down her cheeks!
"Erica!" I gasped and leapt over to the group. "What is the problem?" I asked Tiffani, one of Erica's besties. Tiffani is a serious hottie, and it was a measure of my concern for Erica that I was not disappointed to see that Tiffani was wearing very plain work attire, as if she had not been planning on coming to the club at all.
"Tyler," Sue spat, answering for Tiffani, who was hugging Erica's shoulders.
Wait. Tyler was Erica's ooey gooey love interest.
"But..." I started, confused.
"He cheated on me!" Erica screamed at me. At the top of her lungs. I'd never heard the woman be loud before, much less furious. "I knew he was going to be at Del Giorno's at lunch today, and I showed up to surprise him. I surprised him alright!" she said, her fury devolving into somehow more scary iciness. "He was standing there with her, her arms around him, and her tongue in his mouth!"
"Wow! Wait, who?" I asked. It is a character flaw of real-world Danny that he hates missing pronoun references.
"Wanda!" Erica and every one of her posse told me in absolute unison.
"That bitch," I said, almost to myself. I was getting hot under the collar too. "What did you say to Tyler?" I asked, still processing.
Erica sneered. "I did not say a word. He babbled, though! 'Oh, wait!' 'It's not what it looks like!' All the usual bullcrap."
"What will you say to him when you see him next?" Tiffani asked.
"Tyler is dead to me," Erica said icily. Then her eyes got really hard. "But Wanda is going to pay. Pranks have been fun, but now I want to do something to really screw with her." She thought furiously. "It's not fair that she has five locations. How can I possibly make some mayhem at all of them at once?"
"Maybe we send in a few hundred new member inquiries?" Tiffani asked. "She and her staff will take forever to process them and figure out they are all fake!"
There were a few chuckles at that, but then Sue added in, "Better idea. We don't email FitDames a hundred times, we email a hundred random dudes, offering them discounts on new memberships!"
"I love that idea," Erica exclaimed. Then she grimaced. "But I'm worried that we might actually get into some legal trouble over doing that. It would be just like Wanda to sic some lawyers on me once she finds out the emails came from us!"
"Uh," I said, holding up my hand timidly. "What if we could send the emails from FitDames' own computers?"
Erica looked at me, and I got a nervous flutter at how happy she looked.
Don't tease me again, Candy...
Then Erica composed herself, which I knew was fake as all get out. "That is a marvelous idea, Danny. Too bad it is, of course, quite impossible," she said smoothly, holding my gaze. "I guess we will have to forget the idea entirely..."
Most of the women around her seemed to not quite register that the potted plant had spoken, and even contributed to the conversation. Sue gave me a small smile. Tiffani seemed borderline amazed that I had spoken. She looked at me hard and long. "I hate to give up the idea," she said slowly.
"Can't be helped," Erica said breezily. "Thanks for all your support, girls. Let's try to get on with our day. I have work to do," she said to her friends, and she headed off alone to her office.
She was going in there to cry some more, and all those women knew it. I knew it. But they gave her her space. Suddenly, I was left there, alone in the lobby.
I went immediately to my laptop and took about two minutes to get back into the FitDame's email server. I took one of her regular promotional emails and modified it to offer a one-day-only huge discount on new memberships.
Now I just needed a list of men's emails...
My eye drifted across the front desk, trying to come up with such a list. Wow, no one had thrown out the literature from the Jehovah's Witnesses that the guy had tried to get me to read while I was getting a blowjob. I had set it down and forgotten about it.
I grinned, seeing the website address.
Another minute, and I had hacked into the computers of every Kingdom Hall in the city. A quick sort, and I had Wanda's own computers sending membership invitations to all 7,000 male Jehovah's Witnesses in the city, scheduled to go out at midnight.
I sat back with a beatific smile on my face, and sent Erica a quick note: "Sorry that things are so hard right now. I just know that something will happen tomorrow to lift your spirits."
About the time I was about to go back to my regular work, Erica came out of her office. "Already?" she asked me quietly.
"Taken care of, Boss," I just said.
"You are a prince, Danny," she said, actually hugging me a little. "I wish all my problems were ones you could fix," she added, still not in a better mood.
Yeah, I realized, this time finally, I was not going to get upgraded to replacement boyfriend. She had the perfect opportunity there to express the slightest interest, and did not. And it would have completely upended the dynamic of this story at a late date. Not plausible, and not ridiculous in any good way.
No, Erica was still hung up on cheating douchebag Tyler. My heart hurt for her a little.
It was a measure of Erica's pain that she only spent half the next day cackling evilly with all the members over reports from FitDames locations around town.
My plan had exceeded expectations. I had assumed that these guys would show up, angry as hell at being tempted by these workout Jezebels, denouncing everyone who tried to enter the gym, and handing out literature on the streets.
I was wrong. Only half the Jehovah's Witnesses in the city did that.
The other half were serious as a heart attack about wanting to sign up...
*
Our early lead over FitDames faded, as we had sort of expected. Basketball had been a wipeout, and indoor volleyball a disappointment. But Erica's gang of mouth-watering jocks held strong, and going into the last weekend, things looked very good.
Good enough that people started focusing mainly on the swimsuit competition coming up Friday night of the final weekend.
Friday morning, I found myself doing maintenance around the pool as our five competitors, Xaviera, Ginger, Heather (of course), and two others, were going over suit choices. It was not a montage, but there was a lot of trying on of the women's different suits, their own and each other's. And a lot of nudity in the process. I'd have bailed, but the filter really needed cleaning.
The subtext of the conversation was that no one was super happy with their available suit choices. I could not fathom their dismay. Hot as these five women were, any one of them should have been able to win wearing a 1950's Miss America one-piece.
Except that Wanda had so many hotties at her gyms, too...
Sue suddenly ran in, out of breath. "I've got bad news," she announced.
Heather was standing there, topless, holding two different bikini tops disdainfully. "What bad news? It's not about the contest, is it?"
Sue gulped and nodded.
"Wanda just got a sponsorship for her gym in the event. Freaky Ferret Swimwear is outfitting all her contestants in their newest, unreleased bikinis!"
The five women just stared at Sue. "We are so screwed," said one of them. Mandy, I think. Mandy at least had a top on, but she was naked otherwise, holding two bottoms in her hands and making similar unhappy comparisons as Heather. "Those suits will be new, and they will be hot."
"Freaky Ferret," Ginger moaned. "This suit," she said, indicating the one she had just chosen, "is not going to stand up to that!"
"I... um..." Sue said quietly. They all looked at her. "You guys know that I am in fashion school, right? I, um, I've been working on finding a way to start a swimwear line of my own. When I heard about this, I brought over my best for you to try," she said quickly. I knew the sensation; she was trying not to babble or stutter. "I know these aren't Freaky Ferret," she added quickly, "but they are originals, and, um... Well, I like them," she finished timidly.
The five girls looked at each other and fell on the large bag that Sue had in her hands like a pack of lionesses on a gazelle.
Suddenly, I heard a song that sounded like a bad knock-off of the Foo Fighters in the background. No way this production was going to clear DOA or any other song of theirs...
It was Bikini Haul Try-On Montage time! And what a quality montage... Every darned bikini in that bag was tried on. Everybody was naked half the time. And everybody looked great in everything. The suits were, honestly, amazing. Sue had real talent. A few were elegant. A few were almost raunchy. One or two were downright kinky, especially the one in black with all the straps and buckles. But every single one looked great on whoever was going to wear them.
The montage song ended, and the five girls stood there with Sue in her sweats, each a vision of swimwear perfection. The fifth girl, Vivica, had even chosen the black, strappy, bondage bikini. She looked great, but honestly, her skin was pretty pale for entering a bikini contest...
Then I heard a slide whistle in my head. Uh oh.
Vivica grabbed her mouth, her eyes wide, and she bolted across the concrete beside the pool toward the restrooms. We could all hear the barfing from where we stood.
So. Much. Barfing. Not enough splashing sounds indicating it was all making it into a toilet...
It was so over the top, it was sort of hilarious. Not to me, though. I was the guy who was going to have to clean that mess up! And it wasn't funny to the other girls either.
"I guess she should not have eaten those oysters last night," Mandy observed grimly.
"I'll be alright!" we heard Vivica call from inside the restroom. "I feel better already!" This was followed by another bout of ludicrous-sounding barfing.
"She is not going to be alright," Xaviera spoke the obvious.
"So, who will be our fifth?" Heather asked.
Looking at her, in that white, asymmetric bikini with gold metallic accents, I did not expect that we had anything to worry about with only four contestants.
"Monica was up for it, but she took herself out of the running, since she can't come tonight," Ginger put in.
A circular discussion ensued. All the best lookers were either not available or were not really interested in doing the parade of skin.
"Sue!" Heather exclaimed. "You should do it! These are your suits. You must have a favorite for yourself."
Sue looked at them like they had suggested that she sleep in a room filled with hungry tigers. "I! I... yeah... I... I like my suits, but I'm not... not in your league, guys! I don't have a bikini contest bod!"
Honestly, I agreed with her. She was cute, sure. Or maybe sweetly pretty. But she was as dorky as I. And since she was one of only about five members of the gym community, aside from Erica herself, that I had never once seen either naked or even in her underwear, she was obviously shy about those thunderthighs I had postulated. Trying to get her to do it was almost mean, but I held my tongue. This was not my fight.
The four girls grouped around her and laid it on thick.
"Come on, Sue. You are so cute!"
"We need a girl next door type entrant!"
"You should get up there on the stage so people will hear it is you who made these awesome suits!"
That last one got to Sue. "You really think they are that good?"
This time, they were not laying it on thick. They were completely sincere about how awesome these suits were.
"You can do it, Sue!" A wavering voice came from the bathroom, followed by another silly bout of retching.
"I'll think about it," Sue said, under the badgering. "I promise I'll bring my favorite suit, and if I can get up the courage, I'll try. Just... I'll try."
"I can't believe this crap," Erica said, grumpily coming into the pool area. She stopped. "Wow, great suits," she said in an aside, then got back on whatever was bothering her. "The bitch is at it again!" We knew who The Bitch was. "She has found a way to enter a man into the guys' side of the swimsuit contest!"
"How?"
"He's the guy who does HR for her chain. He's her only male employee. And it kills me to admit it, he's kind of a dish." She seethed for a moment. "Bring it tonight, girls. If Wanda somehow wins both contests, I will kill myself."
"So, employees are eligible?" Ginger asked softly.
"Apparently," Erica said, throwing up her hands.
"Danny needs to enter," Ginger said firmly.
Xaviera and Heather both instantly agreed.
Erica looked, um, astounded. So did Mandy. Sue sort of shrugged timidly.
"M- m- m- m- m- m- m- m- m- m- m- m- m- m- m- m- m-," I stuttered. "M- m- m- m- m- me?"
"Come on! Relax, Danny," Erica said kindly. "No one is going to make you put on a bathing suit in public," she went on, clearly intent on sparing me pointless embarrassment.
Okay, my ego could have done with a little less support of that exact nature, but it was still nice.
"Danny is entering this contest," Ginger, Xaviera, and Heather all said firmly, in freaky unison.
Erica was taken aback, but her eyes narrowed at them. "I guess he is entering," she shrugged.
I was somehow not consulted.
Having bought in, Erica looked me over critically. "At least you are tall," she mused. "We can't do anything about the glasses, not on this short notice, but..." She turned to Mandy. "Go get Hillary. I think I saw her in the weight room." Mandy bolted.
Erica turned to the three instigators. "Are you sure you are not going to get Danny embarrassed?" she asked protectively.
All three women just looked back at her. "The only people getting embarrassed will be the other guys competing against him," Xaviera said firmly.
Erica's eyebrows shot up instantly. Then her eyes narrowed. "Is this more stuff I don't want to know about?"
The three girls were mostly just eyeballing each other at the moment. Each seemed to be realizing that all three seemed to have the same opinion of the potted plant... No catfight ensued, and Erica ended up giving me a speculative look after watching their stare down. Still not a desiring look, alas. But she knew some things were up.
No. I would not want a desiring look from her. Not right now. I knew she was still aching over Trevor. Screw that douche.
Mandy returned with a curious Hillary. "Do you have your stuff, Hill?" Erica asked immediately. Hillary was a hairdresser.
Wait.
"Sure, why?"
The next thing I knew, I was in a chair, and Hillary was cutting my hair! The women were all standing by.
"Honestly, Danny. You have a nice head of hair here," Hillary told me, clipping away with assurance. "But the way you wear it, it looks like your mom still cuts it," she fussed.
"I wish we could do something with the glasses," Erica groused again.
"Don't worry," Hillary said dismissively. "I'm working them into the hairstyle."
What the hell did that mean?
Finally, I was standing up in front of a mirror, peering at a very good, but very straight-edge hairstyle on my head!
"See!" Hillary said with a flourish. Then she shrugged. "I made him Clark Kent!"
Really?
"Really?" asked Erica and Mandy dubiously.
"Really. It's perfect." The three agents of this new torture replied.
"Do you have a swimsuit, Danny? A decent one?" Ginger asked.
"No," I said, in relief.
"I have a few," Sue piped up. Oh yeah, she was still here.
From her bag, she produced three suits. One was a really baggy boardshort. One was a slightly less baggy boardshort.
And the last one made a Speedo look like boardshorts...
I hastily grabbed for the biggest shorts.
"Nope," Heather said firmly.
"The banana hammock," they all three said together, yanking the board shorts away, leaving Sue holding the tiny suit like she was apologizing.
"Really, guys?" Erica growled disapprovingly.
"Trust us," Ginger said in a husky voice.
"Unless you want us to have Danny try it on here and now," Xaviera added brightly.
"Enough!" Erica said. "Danny. You do not have to do this. But I know we want you there this evening anyway. So if you agree to enter, it would be nice to add any chance we can."
Not a huge vote of confidence. But she was heart-warmingly considerate. "Thank you," I said, taking the suit from Sue like it was an empty baggie.
Aaaaaand this was going to be the price I paid for getting to be the sex sidekick. The comic relief will come for you eventually, no matter how hard you are getting laid..
I showed up at the swimsuit contest with the... sigh... banana hammock already on under my clothes. If Wanda's HR dude was a dud, maybe I could beg off even entering.
But he was pretty studly.
Really? The only dude working in HR in the whole country, and he works for Wanda? And he's damned handsome?
Ginger, Heather, and Xaviera descended on me. I was instantly, uncomfortably aware that the three of them had discussed me further over the afternoon. As I was being herded toward the stage, we bumped into Lynda, who was avidly watching the guys who were already up there. "What's up?" she asked Ginger.
"We are making sure Danny enters the contest," the redhead replied.
"Oh, that is genius!" Lynda enthused, giving me a very appreciative eye. Why, I don't know. I was wearing my usual work clothes... because that was all I found in my closet.
All three of my guard dogs gave Lynda a suspicious look. She flinched, then gave all of them a suspicious look in return. Then she wordlessly joined in ensuring that I did not escape. I desperately played a delaying game. An ultimately doomed one. "Final contestants for the men!" was called out over the loudspeakers, and the four women relentlessly pushed me backstage.
In moments, I had four gorgeous women peeling me out of my clothes. "The haircut is a nice touch," Lynda observed.
"Do I really need to do this?" I asked apprehensively.
The next-to-last round was on stage now. The crowd was, of course, majority men, but there were plenty of gym hardbodied women out there as well, and they were whooping it up for each contestant.
"Knock 'em dead," was all Heather said, encouragingly.
Still praying for a reprieve from the Governor, or more accurately, from Candy, I delayed until I was the last contestant to go out. One of the women slapped my ass as I entered the stage.
I stepped into the spotlight, and there was a brief, terrible moment of total silence from the crowd. I knew this was a bad idea!
Then a single female voice out in the crowd said, "Well! Hello there." And mayhem broke out. Apparently, I am that buff. And apparently, even I could gain some confidence with enough positive feedback. I smiled.
But I realized that I had no routine. A bunch of real contenders earlier had done a little schtick or something to make them memorable beyond their muscled bodies. All I had going on was, um, one of the smallest, most overfull swimsuits in the contest.
I sighed and turned around to put my back... side to the crowd. This was greeted with significant additional applause.
Did I mention that the banana hammock was also pretty much a thong?
But other than pretty much baring my ass, that was all I had. I thought furiously, competitive instincts I did not know I had, flowing. My mind flailed, but the body Candy had assigned me came through, and I was named a finalist pretty much by acclaim. Of course, it put me in the finals. If it wasn't, my embarrassment would have ended...



But then, it was time for the women's preliminaries.
Honestly? There were an alarming number of utter foxes from many clubs in this contest. The throngs of guys who had shown up for the contest were getting their money's worth. In spades.
But still, come on. Heather was easily made a finalist early on. And the applause for Ginger made it pretty clear that she was likely to be named one of the additional finalists at the end. So far, so good.
But two of Wanda's members were acclaimed finalists, like Heather had been. I wasn't so sure we should be worried. I mean, I had seen Heather naked, but I did not think that was throwing off my judgment that much. She was such a classic bikini bod, we had to have this in the bag.
But two other women, from other clubs, were made finalists as well. They were... yeah. This was a problem.
I was still backstage, and I saw a flurry from our team. "Go on, Sue! Get out there! You can do it!"
Sue was looking mortified, clutching her robe around her and shaking her head in near terror.
"Sue," Xaviera said, holding her hand. "You can do this. They won't announce that you are the suit designer unless you go out there! You are so cute. It will be alright!"
She was frozen, though, and I didn't think she would go through with it. But it would be good for her for the publicity, right?
"You can do it, Sue," I said, stepping up to her, trying to sound reassuring.
I had become body-positive enough on stage that I had forgotten to put on a robe.
And I instantly recognized that Sue had not seen me out on stage.
Her knees literally buckled. Ginger and Mandy caught her. "See? Danny did it! And he made your suit look, um, amazing," Mandy said with a gulp. I thought this might be the closest up she had seen me in the suit...
Sue just looked at me up and down. "You want me to do it, Danny?" she asked timidly, but with a weird anticipation. What the hell did my opinion matter?
"I think you should do it for yourself," I said, playing my best card. Honestly, was I being mean, encouraging her to go out there with all those hardbodies?
Sue gulped, handed her glasses to Ginger, and shrugged out of her robe as she stepped out toward the stage.
This was just unfair.
And it could not be possible.
The ugly duckling who takes off her glasses and most of her clothes, and becomes an unlooked-for hottie is the oldest trope in the Raunchy Sex Comedy toolkit. But this was some serious magic.
Sue was Heather's equal. Maybe her better. She was not as tall. She was not quite as lush. But she was perfection in bare feet. And the bikini she had made...
The announcer called out. "And next, from Pinkfit Women's Fitness, in a bikini of her own design and make, is Sue... Gruguluk..." The poor guy swallowed his words as Sue came out.
I hoped that she took as much validation from the reaction as I had to the one that had greeted me.
But I was not sure she had. She just stood there, like a frightened fawn, doing nothing more than trying to smile and at least turning around twice.
That was all it took to get her to the finals. Like Heather, I kind of feel that she could have done nothing but fart loudly and still been a finalist.
The whole competition was a really well-run event, and there was plenty of time between the first round and the finals for fun and games. And by that, I mean plenty of time to sell drinks. All of us from Pinkfit in the competition huddled together for a while at the start of the intermission. That was good, because, for a while the girls protected me from a lot of very thirsty looks from other women, and I protected the girls from the thirsty looks of a lot of guys. But Ginger had not made the finals after all, and we all pretended that we did not think it was because Sue had knocked her off the bubble.
That should have felt disastrous, but with the two women we had in, most everybody felt at least optimistic, if not confident.
Our non-competitors drifted off to mingle with handsome guys in swimsuits and other appealing attire, and Heather just wandered off to think about how to break the hearts of every male present at the event.
This left Sue and me, huddling together nervously, wondering what we had gotten ourselves into.
For me, the nervousness was just routine. I knew I would have more opportunities to be embarrassed as we got to the final meat of the story this weekend. But for Sue, she had no such meta distractions. This was her life, such as it was. I felt for her, and focused on helping her, instead of on my own issues.
Yes. Yes. It was no hardship hanging out with Sue. I was still standing around in just her banana hammock design. I was brazening that out. But she had pulled her robe back on immediately after getting off stage. This wasn't as disappointing as it sounds, because as she clutched it to herself, the neckline opened up and the inner curves of her delicate, beautiful breasts were squeezed together as if framed.
But she was still nervous, and I knew only my presence was keeping her from running away from the still numerous glances her way from friends and strangers alike.
"Come on," I said. "Let's get away from everybody staring at us." I led her... anywhere really, but we eventually found a narrow, dead-end passage formed when the promoter had set up the stage, and we ducked in there, away from being ogled for the first time since we had each stepped on that stage.
In the cramped space, I saw Sue finally relax.
"There you go," I said, chucking her chin lightly. "You can relax."
"Why am I putting myself through this?" Sue cried quietly. "It is so embarrassing. Having to walk around with all those women I don't belong on stage with..."
"Most of them don't belong on stage with you," I snorted.
"Please! It's so easy for you," she snapped at me. I didn't know sweet little Sue did things like snap angrily. "You are always so handsome," she grumbled.
"Wait. What? Me?!?" I laughed incredulously. "I'm not handsome! No one suffered the delusion that I was until, well, mostly today!"
"Oh, quit trying," Sue said. "I've had a crush on you since Erica hired you."
Oh, boy. Yeah, if things had gone differently, Sue would have ended up the nerd girlfriend to me, the comic relief.
Seriously, she really was great. And I could see how I would have probably fallen harder for her than I had for Kristi. And I'd have felt even worse after it was all done and she dissolved.
I still felt myself drawn to her anyway. And not just because the breast show in the open mouth of her robe was somehow getting even better...
"Regardless," I said uncomfortably. "You absolutely belong in the finals. I won't be surprised if you win."
"Please," she scoffed. "Heather is hot as the sun."
"And I won't be surprised if she wins either," I said with complete honesty. "But," I added firmly, "I will be kind of surprised if someone other than you two wins."
"Yeah, right," Sue muttered sourly. "If I'm so great, prove it."
She was spiraling back down, and her body language reflected that. "Look," I said. "I mean it. You are sweet, and pretty, and cute, and beautiful, and have an awesome bikini, and... and you are also hot as a furnace. Just smile for the audience, and you really might just win!"
"I don't feel like smiling," she grumped.
"You should," I said, and desperate for something to get her out of this funk, I leaned down and kissed her gently on the lips. I stood back up, and she looked at me, um, adoringly? She touched her lips.
"I don't know if that proves anything," she said slowly, but with a trace of a smile.
I shook my head, but kissed her again. She had really nice lips.
Suddenly, she snapped her arms around my shoulders and kissed back hungrily. Her robe fell completely open and in an instant, she had pulled herself up on my large frame and wrapped her legs around my waist. "Prove it," she growled into my mouth.
Assertive Sue was even more hot. I kissed her harder. She kissed me harder.
But I suddenly had a problem, what with this armful of shockingly hot wallflower wrapped around me.
"Um, Sue," I said, around her hungry lips. "People do seem to like this swimsuit that I got stuck with, but, um, I'm finding a design flaw," I said desperately.
"What?" she asked, momentarily taken aback. Whatever her other insecurities, she was proud of her swimwear.
I really did not want to admit the problem, but I also needed to deal with it. "I, um, don't fit in it suddenly," I said sheepishly, letting go of our kisses.
"Huh?" she asked, then her eyes widened. She wriggled her hips against me, and I felt my tip, which had grown to escape the small swimsuit, rub briefly against her inner thigh. Her eyes widened further. "That, um, is an issue," she giggled. She looked at me, and I swear I could see what she wanted to say in her eyes. I could also see the content filter head off her words. She couldn't notice the effect, but I could.
She had wanted to say, 'Yeah, you can't go out there like that. Someone needs to help you get that situation under control.' That would have been just too explicit, I guessed.
Instead, she said, "That's, um, very gratifying, but even that doesn't do it for me.Prove it. Prove I'm worth being on that stage." She did not move an inch from where she still clasped herself around me.
What reason did I have to keep dancing away from this train? Sure, it smelt like it might become a relationship, if there were time left in the story, but right now, we were just two horny, insecure people, searching for a solution to our insecurity.
And our horniness.
I just kissed her harder. And I admitted, "The swimsuit situation is getting worse..." I was still growing, and the waistband was quite constricting over the mid-length of my shaft.
"So sorry," Sue said gruffly. "I'll fix it for you right now." I felt her wrap one arm tighter around my neck, while the other shoved down between us and shoved the suit down far enough to clear my balls.
"Better?" she almost taunted. I nodded. "Yeah? Good for you, but you still haven't proved it!"
She wanted me to prove to her how hot she was? I could do that.
I stared into her eyes. She stared back, then breathlessly nodded.
I turned to the left and pressed her against the wall.
And immediately thanked Candy for the presence of mind to turn left and not right. Had I turned right, we both would have fallen right through the curtain and onto the stage!
But I had turned left. I pressed her up against the wall.
"Prove it, Sue whispered. Good Cathy, she was sexy when she got hungry.
I slid a hand between us. The bottom of her suit was looser than it appeared, and I easily shoved it aside. My fingertips found sodden curls beneath, and I immediately shifted my hips to bring my dick to her opening. I locked eyes with Sue and told her again, "You are hot as the sun," as I slid inside her.
I knew it was coming, and I was ready for it. The timeslip tried to intrude, but I bent all my will to fighting back. Some of my will. Enough of my will to succeed. The rest was bent on burying myself in Sue's sweet, sweet body. I pushed her hard against the wall and started trying to 'prove' her to the wall.
The timeslip faded away, and I felt the world view shift somewhere else in the story.
Ordinarily, I'd have been even more excited by that. It meant that we could have gotten up to all sorts of shenanigans sexually, without the content filter deflecting, replacing, or outright stomping them. But right now, we were doing the best thing, in the best way. And I doubted we had much time to do it.
Sue buried her face in the crook of my neck and moaned into my flesh. I just grunted quietly as I thrust into her silken, receptive depth. Her legs flexed with each penetration, and her inner muscles contracted as well. Every push into her was fought deliciously by freshly clenched muscles, while each withdrawal was a shuddering thrill as I pulled back from her relaxed flesh.
"Feeling like I'm proving it?" I gruntingly teased.
"Getting... oh wow... getting, unh, there," Sue moaned as I hammered away.
It was almost all I could do to keep up this suspended coupling, but I pushed her hard against the wall, letting me free a supporting hand. With it, I looked down and tugged at one cup of her bikini top. It slid to the side, and I was treated to the sight of the most exquisite little nipple.
I usually like dark nipples. But Sue's were pale. As light as her regular skin tone everywhere else! I could not tell if she had tiny aureoles, or if they were just hard to see because they made no contrast.
Regardless, her suckle button was impossible to miss. It was hard and stood proudly a good half-inch above her sweetly curving breast.
I wanted to grab that boobie. I wanted to bend and suck on it.
But all I could do was enjoy it being there as I pressed our chests together and drove into her as hard and hungrily as I could.
We stared into each other's eyes almost grimly as we panted through the vigorous exercise. Soon, we were both biting our lips, realizing that there was just a curtain behind me between any noise we might make and the whole event!
We held on and stroked, mashing our bodies together. We were both fueled by the insecurities we each felt from the competition we had just endured, and the fact that there was more to come. We were fueled by our own desires for one another. And we were blazingly fueled by the validation we had both tried to deny as we were on stage earlier.
When we came, we both exploded silently. I may have drawn some blood inside my lower lip.
I lost track of things for several moments, not due to timeslip, but due to having just banged my own brains out.
I leaned against the wall, and let Sue's legs slip from my grasp. She slid to her feet, and I leaned back, but only a little. I grinned at her.
"Okay," she gasped. "You proved it." She grinned. "Now let's both go win!"
I tucked myself back into my banana hammock, and fortunately, I once again fit.
"Let's go," I said, taking her hand.
"No, you go. You guys are first," Sue said. "I've got another suit I want to change into for the final."
A quick kiss, and I slipped away.
I do admit being a little uncertain about her words. That suit she had on in the prelims was an utter banger.
But I had to face the music first. I doubted that I would actually win. I still had no routine, and I sensed that that was more important for the guys than the girls.
There were eight finalists, and we would all have to go on stage together. Each would step forward, in the order we were selected, do our things, and garner applause for the sound meter.
The next thing I knew, we were all out there on stage. Mine was not the only banana hammock. And no dude wore more than the briefest, tightest trunks. Every one of them had some schtick, whether it was posing like the bodybuilders they likely were, or something else. One dude, who was clearly not the best looking, even went for laughs. It got him a huge, loud, enthusiastic response.
I had nothing to answer that.
And then it was my turn. I strode forward confidently, or in a facsimile thereof. I let my current, post-nut happiness show in my face as I smiled. That garnered some enthusiastic voices, but I could tell I was not setting myself apart. I was popular, but I wasn't breaking out of the pack.
I faced the crowd. I could see many of the female faces out there now. There were a lot of intriguing offers in many eyes...
Think!
Clark Kent...
I took off my glasses, tweaking a lock of hair down over my forehead as I did, and then threw out my chest and braced my fists on my hips while flexing every muscle I had. That was more work than I expected. I really had a lot of muscles. I turned and looked nobly off to the side. I imagined I had a cape...
"Oh, for crying out loud," I heard one of the other guys on stage with me mutter.
There was general mayhem.
They held the final results, though. I guess I'd find out at the same time as the ladies...
I was mobbed by Pinkfit members when I got off stage. Those I'd gotten to know well already all had plans forming in their eyes. But plenty of other members were clearly never going to see me a a potted plant ever again either. Things were going to be much different around work next week...
Or maybe not. From a lot of the looks I was getting, the only change likely was that all the casual nudity might just stop being casual.
Erica was ecstatic, hugging me happily, but still, alas, not hungrily. I reflected that she should have entered the contest herself. I suspected that she might have been able to beat both Sue and Heather. But alas, her character was the sort whose actress might not even have a bikini clause in her contract, let alone a nudity or intimacy clause. Destined to torment the audience like an obviously placed gun in a scene, one that never gets fired... Regardless, my win would help, but I knew she really wanted one of her members to win the ladies' event, to get the notoriety out of it she wanted.
And now it was time for the marquee attraction. Sexual equality was all very well and good, but everyone knew the real main event was the women's bikini final.
The ladies' final was definitely more... eventful. The contestants came out alone this time for their turns. They deserved the solo spotlights. Every one of the finalists was a dream.
Wanda's two finalists were out for blood, in a way that was going to benefit every red-blooded male, and likely quite a few female spectators as well. The first, and in my view hotter, of her two finalists had adjusted her bikini from the first round. What little fabric there was to the crazy hot Freaky Ferret suit had been shifted around to cover even less of her than before.
And she had gotten herself wet.
Freaky Ferret suits do not seem to ever have linings...
Oh wow, she was going to be a danger after all... The crowd was losing its mind over her, and she was only second.
Heather was fourth up. She knew how to dance, and she demonstrated that knowledge. How a girl in a bikini up on stage by herself could somehow make every guy in the audience feel like he just got a private lap dance, I did not know. But Heather was a magical bikini isekai creature. She had no requirement to comply with the laws of reality.
But right after her was Wanda's second entrant. I might have to rescind my remarks about her not being as hot as her teammate in the transparent Freaky Ferret bikini. This girl was tall, with an incredibly lush mane of jet black, flowing hair. And an hourglass figure that was displayed to perfection in the bikini. She had a look of sexy determination in her eyes.
And she cheated.
She had a major wardrobe malfunction and was none too subtle about engineering it. Those mouthwatering tits flailed around for almost ten seconds before the MC and head judge jumped out and threw a blanket around her.
"Oh, wow! Hey now," the MC gasped. "We, um, that's against the rules... isn't it?" He was instantly and lustily booed. "No, I mean, it's not allowed," the MC went on uncertainly. He looked toward the sponsor, Mr. Grandbux. But the big guy just shrugged with a grin. Then the MC looked at a couple of the off-duty cops doing security. They just looked at each other and shrugged.
This could have gotten amazing, but the MC had integrity.
"No, I'm sorry, but we can't allow a rule change like this. It would not be fair to the earlier contestants who have already gone," he said, feeling on suddenly firm ground.
There were more boos, but fewer than I expected. It really would not be fair, especially to Heather and FitDame's first contestant. Both of them had garnered some real partisans who selflessly made themselves argue loudly against additional nudity.



I hope I'm not expected to explain the plausibility of that, Candy.
Snort.
The judge escorted the contestant, scientific name: Raven-Haired Boobie Flasher, off the stage, but alarmingly, did not disqualify her. She just strutted off, the blanket wrapped around her obviously still topless bod, giving come-hither looks to the entire audience.
Erica, I, and several members all traded uneasy looks. The applause as the cheater left the stage was really loud...
No one else felt like a contender until it was Sue's turn. "She told me she was going to change to a different bikini," I muttered. "I worry that was a mistake." The dubious looks of the girls told me they probably agreed.
There was another announcement that Sue was in a suit of her creation before the curtain burst aside, and Sue strutted out like she owned the stage. None of us had ever seen her so confident or smiling so broadly. She was utterly radiant in that moment.
The suit was much less racy than her first. It was still a little racy, but it covered a lot more. It was the opposite strategy from everybody else. And it just made her look so elegant, so poised. Sue looked like she belonged in the sexiest perfume ad of the year. She moved elegantly across the stage from one end to the other, smiling at everyone and subtly making sure that no one missed the fact that this suit, while it covered more skin, still wonderfully showcased the incredible body within!
Her sudden strut, summoned from who knew what depths, was totally different from any other entrant. She was lovely. But while she moved, the crowd was more transfixed than noisy.
Uh-oh.
But they made up for their silence as Sue exited the stage...
We all excitedly talked about our hopes for the results and our worries about Wanda's exhibitionist's chances.
"Well, I figure that we won at least one category," Jayne said confidently.
"Yeah," I agreed. I hadn't stuttered in an hour. I refused to check my stat sheet, though, in case Candy had just forgotten about the little cross to bear... "It is impossible to imagine anyone could beat both Heather and Sue," I added confidently.
A bunch of the women looked at each other. "Yeah, Danny," Jayne said sweetly. "That's exactly what we mean."
But then the MC got up and told everyone, "Our sponsor has been talking to the Department of Parks and Recreation, and we are reminded that this contest is an unofficial but important part of the city's fundraiser for athletic access for underprivileged kids. So to help make the final gala better for everyone, we will be announcing the winners at tomorrow's athletic club championship trophy ceremony!"
Really? No one looked happy, except for the city government workers...
The next morning was the last real event: Pickleball. We had a great duo, and all they needed to do was come in second. If they did, the championship would be out of FitDame's reach, even if those bitches won it. And even if the worst result happened, we would still hold a narrow lead.
The only other source of points was fencing anyway, and there was still not a single entrant for that event.
We excitedly gathered to watch the early rounds.
The worst result happened. Jess and Merida dropped two matches early and did not even make the semis. Worse, FitDames won the event.
But we were still ahead. The tournament officials gathered, and some geezer on the board looked distraught that no one had signed up for fencing. "Well, ladies and gentlemen, here we are," the director said to the assembled crowd. "There are only two ladies' clubs left in mathematical contention, with Pinkfit in the lead. But since the last event, fencing, has no entrants signed up, I guess that we call the tournament for..."
"Stop!" called out a voice. We all turned, and Wanda was holding up her hand dramatically. "The fencing event is still available. I would like to enter! And before anyone accuses me of trying to take it by default, I clearly have all my gear right here," she added, holding up a huge lumpy equipment bag. She glared triumphantly in our direction.
Oh, crap. If she won by default, FitDames would take the championship.
The organizers talked amongst themselves and shrugged. "Well then, I guess since entries are accepted up until the contest begins, we must award..."
"Stop!" another voice called out.
"Really?" the director asked peevishly.
"Really?" the old geezer who loved fencing asked eagerly.
It was Erica.
"I, too, wish to enter the fencing," she crowed. "I was on to you, Wanda," her voice held venom in that name, "I brought my gear as well!" she added, displaying her own lumpy equipment bag with a flourish.
"Well then," the old geezer said, stepping up. "Since these two fencers represent the only two clubs that can still win, as fencing director, I am deciding that the contest will be reduced to a best two out of three to fifteen touches. No breaks in between. Let's get ready to rumble!" he added in a reedy imitation of the boxing ring announcer guy.
The organizers all looked relieved that they could still get the ceremony and party started on time, so they could get everybody liquored up and feeling like writing checks.
Wanda and Erica circled each other, looking like they were about to duel to the death with two-handed axes.
"Let's go, ladies," the old geezer said, clapping his hands. "Get suited up and be back here in five minutes." The two women traded final catty glares and stalked off toward dressing rooms in opposite directions.
The girls at Pinkfit all gathered around, whispering urgently.
"Can you believe this?"
"I didn't even know Erica knew how to fence."
"We still don't know if she does."
"We also don't know if Wanda does, either!"
And so on.
I had nothing to contribute and sauntered off to give my nervous feet something to do. I was back in my work clothes, so as I approached the FitDames area, I was roundly ignored, as par usual.
Wanda was standing with her crew, stretching.
I snorted.
Look, I actually took a whole semester of fencing in college, back when I had been alive. I had sucked, but I knew enough to know that Wanda knew nothing about fencing. Her weapon was neither an epée nor a foil. It was some sort of hybrid, with a bare metal tip, and it looked far too flexible.
Moreover, fencers wear a heavy duck canvas tunic, and tough, tight, pants with high socks.
Wanda wore a skintight white bodysuit, the only virtue of which was that it clung so tightly to her, admittedly outrageous, body that there would be no touches on loose clothing.
And believe me, every female fencer wears a breastplate under their tunic. Boobies do not like being poked with pointy metal sticks. Wanda was going to be a mess after Erica was through with her.
I looked back over toward our group, and there was Erica, wearing an identical outfit, with an identical weapon!
This was how people fenced in this universe?
Come on, this was just not plausible, right?
Forget it, Jake. It's isekai. The disembodied, inaudible voice in my mind did a credible imitation of Lawrence Walsh
I thought you said this wasn't an isekai?
Shut up.
I now had no idea what fencing was going to look like with equipment like this.
My gaze fell to one of Wanda's weapons, and I stepped closer in curiosity. No one saw me, of course. The tip looked slightly altered. It was as if a small spur had been gouged out of the flat metal tip.
Huh...
I walked back over to Erica, who seemed both experienced at fencing and unconcerned about her bodysuit's less than protective qualities. I looked at her blades. Neither was damaged like Wanda's had been. Smooth tips. Erica grabbed one, swirled it in a flourish, and stepped toward the narrow pitch for the match. She and Wanda saluted each other with total contempt and swept their helmets up over their heads.
At least there was that much safety equipment...
Honestly, both women looked more predatory, once the helmets were on, as if they were different...
Duh. Stunt doubles.
With a call of "Allez!" the geezer started the bout.
Yep, I saw now. In the grandest Hollywood tradition, this bout was created by a production team that thought Errol Flynn movies were instructional tapes. In moments, there were several flurries of slashing blows, wild overhead strikes, and lots of dramatic circling. You can't really do any of that in fencing.
But it was entertaining.
Erica landed a solid point on Wanda's breast. It would be hard to miss those beauties if you did score a touch on Wanda. I winced in grudging sympathy. I expected her to crumple to her knees from the pain, but no. The director just called the touch, and the women reset.
But then... Wanda got a hit on Erica. It was just on her upper arm, but apparently that was on target in this variation. The director awarded the point.
And there was suddenly a long tear in Erica's bodysuit! No blood was drawn, but the light fabric had parted like it was cut.
That spur!
Stunt doubles, hell. They were body doubles! Of course, the bigger stars of the sort that Erica or Wanda would be played by would not agree to actually get their outfits cut off their bodies. How far would Wanda's dissection of Erica's outfit go? Would that score extra points, or just embarrass her into forfeiting?
I dashed over toward Erica's backup weapon. I had some tools in my backpack and looked at the tip. The metal was soft... A quick pass with a craft knife, and there was now a spur on the tip of this weapon, an exact duplicate of the one on Wanda's blade.
I worked my way back toward the bout, through the crowd.
I was already close enough to hear them as they leapt and slashed and did all the stuff you aren't allowed to do. There were definitely no safety rules in this world...
"Been lonely lately?" Wanda asked after dodging an genuinely impressive stroke from Erica.
"Shut it, bitch," Erica hissed. "He's dead to me now."
"Aww," Wanda said. "I'll admit that it took a lot of work to set things up so I could kiss him right when you arrived..."
"What?" Erica asked, shocked. Wanda lashed out into her surprise. But Erica turned sideways, went up on tiptoe, and bent herself backward about 90 degrees, like she was in the Matrix. It was a brilliant dodge. But another slash appeared in the fabric of the bodysuit, half the length of her shapely thigh.
Point Wanda.
I looked around nervously as I worked my way further forward, but then I saw Trevor! He was in the crowd, looking anguished. I actually heard him growling, "Come on, Erica, smoke the wench!"
Ah.
Trevor had been set up.
I looked at the weapon in my hand. If I gave it to Erica, she would be really grateful. Maybe extremely grateful.
But she was not to be mine. She and Trevor were meant to be.
I stepped sideways and magically got to Trevor's side in moments.
"Dude," I said, holding out the weapon, point up. I tapped the tip. "The tip on this weapon matches the one on Wanda's. Give this one to Erica!"
Trevor might be gorgeous, but he wasn't stupid. He looked over at the two unusual tears in Erica's suit. He got a grim look on his face. "Thanks," he said, and lifted his fist for a bump. Then he was off, weaving through the crowd dramatically. I even heard urgent music.
Erica had gotten two touches in the interim, but of course, neither had done a damn thing to Wanda's bodysuit. Just as Trevor grew near, Wanda's blade flicked upward, and a long rent opened in the front of Erica's bodysuit! It was just an inch off center, but the stretchy material opened wide to display a lot of extraordinarily tasty-looking, but embarrassing flesh.
Erica stepped back, calling time. She whipped off her helmet and darned if it wasn't her under the mask!
Of course, this was 'real life' within the story. There would be no body doubles. The story was just reflecting some of the conventions of the media by making the two women seem slightly different with the masks on.
I was ashamed to find myself staring at the half-acre of impromptu cleavage Erica suddenly was sporting.
But I didn't look away.
Come on! This woman was gorgeous enough to be the star, even when standing right next to women like... everybody else.
Trevor got to her before the timeout was up. Erica glared at him. He said something quickly to her, and I guess Wanda's earlier words had given her enough to think about that Erica did not immediately deck Trevor. Then he held up the backup weapon. Erica stared at it for a moment, then down at her rent chest. Then over at Wanda, who was busy preening for her fans.
Erica swapped weapons swiftly and returned to the field.
Trevor faded back, his narrative part done for now. Erica smiled grimly and put her mask back on.
The first round resumed. Erica might be the better fencer, but the embarrassment about the tears in her suit had put her off her game, and she was only a point from losing.
She looked ready to bring fire on Wanda, but instead she did an Obi Wan Kenobi and pretty much let Wanda score an easy touch to win the first round. And she did so at the cost of another rent in her sleeve. Her bodysuit was getting tattered around the shoulder.
But Wanda now did not know that something had changed, and she would not until the second round.
Clever girl, Erica...
She picked nervously at her ragged attire between rounds, and Wanda strutted out to start the second round, knowing she had Erica right where she wanted her.
So did Erica. Wanda slipped, and Erica tore an incredibly long rip across Wanda's chest, right above her boobs! It was so wide, in fact, that the fabric stretched so tightly over those immense, lovely knockers to begin with started immediately to tear a little extra.
The two women stared at each other. Body language told everyone watching that Wanda suddenly knew the match had changed. Grimly, she pressed the attack, but Erica parried and took advantage of Wanda's sudden, anger-driven aggression. A tear appeared up the bitch's leg.
But Wanda settled in, knowing that she was still ahead by a round, and the bout evened out in skill. Erica had that slight edge from Wanda's shaky start and won the second round by two touches.
More importantly, for narrative and prurient purposes, both women were looking pretty bedraggled. Erica's tattered sleeve had fallen completely off, and her chest had two more, smaller tears. A nipple was close but not quite visible. How an eighth of an inch of rosy aureole being exposed could be sexier than half the naked women I'd seen lately, I cannot say.
But it was.
Eva's right suit leg was scored into ribbons.
On the other hand, that first big cut across Wanda's chest was sagging even wider. And both shoulders were a shambles. After the second round, the Rec Center guy asked, "Um, should we pause for them to, um, refresh their outfits?"
The old geezer running the match was in full-on megalomaniac mode now. "No!" he shouted, waving a finger in circles in the air. "I declared a no-breaks match! It is illegal to change rules during a bout!"
The Rec guy still looked at the two beauties in their torn outfits. Both women looked at each other grimly and slid on their helmets. This was not a contest anymore. It was a fight to the... skin.
Three touches into the third and deciding round, and Wanda lost her right sleeve. It sagged down her arm after a hit from Erica, and our enemy shook it off and tossed it aside.
Next came a flurry of blows that went so fast, I suspected a tiny timeslip. As the two broke to catch their breath, the entire left leg of Erica's bodysuit, from the waist down, was gone, the crotch of the bodysuit barely holding in place. Wanda had huge rents now on either side of her waist, and her left shoulder was also in tatters.
The next point brought disaster, as another big tear opened up in Erica's torso. Depending on how she twisted and lunged, an unbelievably nice nipple could poke fully into view through the tears. And she knew it. I worried that her modesty would hurt her game.
But Erica wanted the title more than she wanted to stay dressed. And she wanted to beat Wanda more than anything.
She paused visibly, then flung her weapon out against Wanda's skilled attack.
Oh, no! The whole right half of Erica's body suit, down to the waist, slumped free!
"Ha!" screamed Wanda.
"Touch, Pinkfit!" the Geezer said loudly.
"What?" screamed Wanda. "I obviously got her!"
"Attack, retreat, attack, parry, riposte, counter riposte, counter counter..." the guy called out, waving his hands around in the air. "Pinkfit had the right of way at the simultaneous touch. Touch, Pinkfit!"
Wow! He actually got the sequence right. I had been looking. It was the first moment of legitimate fencing in the bout!
Don't get your hopes up for more...
Erica was standing there, her chest heaving. This was rather arresting, considering that her right breast was just hanging there in the open, looking more fabulous than if Liberace and Elton John had a baby. But her sacrifice had gotten her the touch. And she now led by three in the final round.
Wanda hung in. But after tying it back up, she tried for the psychological advantage and focused too much on trying to hit Erica's other, still-clothed shoulder. Erica saw this and took advantage. A lightning touch, and the front of Wanda's bodysuit opened wide. It slumped off her torso, and she angrily shrugged out of the remaining sleeve before the director could call for the next point.
So here we were. Wanda was completely naked to the waist. Erica had a naked left leg and a naked right breast.
I know I have been crapping on this goat rodeo of a sporting match, but if someone figured out how to make this work in the real world, I'm pretty sure women's fencing might start outdrawing the NFL...
Each round was to 15 touches, by two. Erica held the lead at 13-12.
Then they were tied at 13. Wanda's last touch did no damage to Erica's clothes because there were no clothes in the vicinity to damage.
Erica scored right back with a touch that just nicked the waistband of Wanda's suit. Another nick there and...
14-13, Erica.
They were both cautious now. We were down to cases. I think that at least a quarter of the spectators were riveted to the score and how the bout would finish. The rest of the people were, of course, riveted to the three naked breasts and a fourth that kept promising to make an appearance. Erica's left shoulder was hanging by a literal thread. As was the waist of Wanda's suit.
The two stared each other down. I heard dramatic music in my head.
A flurry of blows. All the noise. And they both sprang back. Erica's left half of her jumpsuit sagged off her shoulder. Both women were totally topless.
No!
But I saw Wanda's shoulders sag, despite having managed to further expose Erica.
"Point Pinkfit," the geezer shouted! "Round, Bout, and match to Pinkfit!"
Our side burst into spontaneous applause.
Wanda threw her mask to the ground and stomped away, covering herself with her arms.
Erica just raised her arms in the air in triumph, which awarded a wonderful prize to all who were watching, as her arms tugged her breasts upward in an even more wonderful stretch. She cheered in triumph and relief.
Then Trevor appeared at her side with a blanket. Erica looked at it blankly for a moment, then her eyes widened, and she grabbed it to cover herself.
There were actual boos. I was not one of the boo-ers, but I thought one in my head.
"Ladies and Gentlemen!" the Rec Department chair called out. "Please don't leave! The victory party in honor of Platinum Men's Sporting Club and Pinkfit Women's Fitness will begin immediately! We will gather the swimsuit competition finalists and announce the winners of our ancillary championship a little later! You won't want to miss that!"



Yeah, that didn't surprise me. Heather walked by me. "Get your suit back on and meet up behind the stage," she said. "They want to give out the prizes soon."
I had to put on that suit again? In public? Again?
I mentally shook a tiny fist at Candy.
Idly, as I went to change again, I checked my character sheet.
Name: Danny
Age: 25
Intelligence: 17
Height: 6' 2"
Build: Ripped
Cash: Good
Game: Ridiculous
Hair: Comicbook movie good
Debuffs: slight occasional stutter, heavy glasses
Buffs: Believed in, lusted after
Virginity: Null
Well now...
As I started to go backstage, I saw Erica and Trevor talking happily.
Noice.
We guys stood around, staring at each other. Geez, did that one guy over there oil himself up for this?
The contest was announced, and we guys were paraded out.
We were catcalled massively. I could see how women probably hated it most of the time, but dumb oxes like us guys just sort of drank it in.
"Third place goes to..." the MC called. I had a chance at this, I tried to convince myself. That would be pretty good; a nice cash prize, and another top mention for Pinkfit. Erica would be glad.
But it went to a guy from some boxing gym across town. Cripes.He was third?
"Second place..." Could I dream of this?
No.
The HR boy from FitDames took it. I wanted to stomp off in disgust. First place was obviously going to the oiled-up hunk. I only hung in because I sensed it was narratively necessary for me to feel some pain.
"And the grand prize winner in the Men's Swimsuit Competition is... Danny! From Pinkfit!"
What the?
All my friends went nuts. I sort of tottered out to the center of the stage, out of touch with reality.
Like this is reality, I heard a snort. That got me back on kilter.
A silly gold medal the size of a dinner plate was hung around my neck, and the cheers were amazing.
Then we were all hustled offstage, because what everybody really cared about was next.
My fellow competitors and I all watched from the wings. We all thought the women's competition was more important, too.
The women all entered. Sue still had on her finals bikini. A few other women had changed up what they wore, showing even more skin.
Third place went to Wanda's slut who popped out her tits in the competition. I sagged in relief. The best we could have hoped for was limiting those tits, I mean, that woman to third. We still had to worry about Wanda's other finalist, though. She was looking radiant and confident, but a little nasty.
I thought furiously about how, if she won, to at least make it so she got the HenchMILF treatment at the end. But I had no idea how to make that happen, and that trope seemed like it didn't fit with this time around.
That sucks, Candy. Naked henchMILFs should be an eternal trope...
Yeah? Noted, a voice in my head replied, not sounding reassuring on that front.
"Second place goes to... Heather of Pinkfit!" came the announcement. I sagged in disappointment. I heard a groan from our fellow Pinkfitters in the crowd.
Heather, surprisingly, glowed. The rest of us were bummed that we hadn't won, but she just smiled happily. Even confidently. It was a great finish.
Still, sweeping all three competitions would have been epic.
The henchMILF was bouncing on her toes in anticipation.
She was hardly a MILF anyway. She had to be way less than thirty. HenchWench? I still had no idea how to get her exposed when she won. I was becoming invested in seeing those tits, dammit!
"The winner is Sue of Pinkfit, in multiple swimsuits of her own design! In fact, all the competitors from Pinkfit were dressed exclusively in her product!" the MC added unexpectedly. "That means that Pinkfit Women's Fitness has swept all the competitions!" he added in surprised realization, and our gang went nuts. Across the room, I saw the FitDames crowd stomp out of the room.
Sue was over the moon, more about the announcement about her suits than about winning.
Heather, Sue, and I all found our way over to where Erica and the rest of the Pinkfit members were celebrating with champagne. Glasses were handed to us and we raised them in the air. We might have sung We Are The Champions, but Candy must not have cleared the rights, because I cannot remember for sure.
I've had worse moments than celebrating with so many gorgeous women while wearing nothing much more than a bag for my junk. Not only were Sue and Heather still in their competition bikinis, but our other contestants had suited back up in solidarity. Even better, a lot of other Pinkfit members had apparently gone through Sue's designs and were wearing them as well.
Many worse moments.
"Well now, lil' lady," a big, booming Texas voice called out. Mr. Grandbux, the sponsor of the bikini contest and Mexican resort owner, had approached us, his arm around a platinum blonde. "Congratulations on yer win there, Miss Sue, but bigger congratulations on them bikini designs! I need to buy some fer mah lil' lady here!"
I looked at the little lady. Huge teased platinum hair, Texas-sized rack, curvy, plush hips and legs, and a waist so narrow you worry a top-heavy girl like her might snap off at the belt. She would look awesome in several of Sue's designs.
Sue blushed at his praise, but sagged a little too. "I'm sure I could make her some, but these are just my samples. I don't have a company." Her spine straightened, and she suddenly showed some of that new self-confidence. "But I will eventually."
"Eventually?" Grandbux scoffed heartily. "Why not now? Startin' companies is what ah do, lil' missy. Let's make this happen. You just keep making up those amazing designs, and I'll fund the advertising, warehousing, and shipping, and the manufacturing, of course. Let's avoid China for that," he added sotto voce. "We'll make us a mess o' money, and I'll get a sight better scenery round the pool back home," he added, squeezing his armful.
The new Sue was not one to let an opportunity like this go by, and they made a deal on the spot.
But then Mr. Grandbux turned to Erica. "That was fun just now," he said, exchanging another glance with Sue, "but I primarily came over heah to talk to you," he said to the Boss. "I've watched most o' this tourney here this month, and ah'm mighty impressed with your operation. You and your members done created a mighty community. Have y'all thought about expansion?"
Erica's eyes lit. This was why she had been so invested in this competition to begin with: Attention and maybe funding. "I actually have plans, if I can secure the funding. I'm hoping to add one more..."
"Sound thinkin'!" Granbux boomed. "We'll start off small, say six more gyms around the state. We'll shake out all the kinks and then go nationwide next year! Ah'd plumb like to do business with you, lil' lady. What do you say?"
Erica went into full little girl mode and squealed with joy. She hugged Trevor, which Mrs. Grandbux thought was sweet. Then she hugged Mr. Grandbux, which Mrs. Grandbux seemed less enthused by, but she also seemed used to that sort of thing happening. Then Erica hugged me, which was not bad at all.
And Mrs. Grandbux didn't give a crap about that.
Then everybody was hugging everybody. Since everybody included me, I was definitely all in on the denouement of this story.
This was the denouement, right?
I found myself momentarily in the middle of our group, and Sue was in my arms as we hugged in celebration of Erica's great news, Sue's great news, and our mutual wins in the swimsuit contest.
"We both won! Hey!" she added in sudden realization. "We both won trips to Mexico, Danny!" Sue said excitedly as we finally let go and stepped back from each other. She paused, and took a deep breath.
Then she blew it out and shrank back
But then she took another deep breath and stepped a full stride toward me. "I hope that we can both go at the same time," she said, and she tentatively ran a fingertip down my still bare arm. "I want a chance for more fun like earlier?"
My eyes widened. Then they widened some more, less happily. Literally everyone around us had quieted and were looking at us... and listening to Sue.
"Oh ho!" Ginger giggled. "If that's the criteria to go on this trip, I hope I can come, too!" she said, slinking up to my side.
Sue was going to freak.
But then Jayne stepped up. "Well, I'd certainly like to get a chance to revisit things on a beach in Mexico. I hear the resort's beach is topless..."
And immediately, Heather moved in to grab the arm Ginger was not currently holding. She looked around at the women hanging off of me. "Well, now. Look at all this. I hope little old second place is worthy of coming along for an encore of her own?"
This was snowballing. I couldn't even look at Sue. It wasn't that I 'owed' her anything, but she was so sweet, and this was probably already killing her.
Felicity entered the scrum. Xaviera was right behind her with a sweet little bid.
Prudence stepped up and said, "Oh, I definitely want another chance!"
Wait! Prudence? Who the heck is Prudence? I did not even remember knowing that this woman existed before right now. What the hell?
She got left on the cutting room floor. But look at her. Are you bitching now?
I looked at Prudence. Yes, I could damn well could bitch about not getting to remember whatever deleted scene we had had.
Maybe taking her along to Mexico might jog my memories of deleted scenes...
Lynda somehow dislodged Ginger, also incidentally letting the world know we had hooked up as well. Karen, who was one of the girls who had donned an extra of Sue's bikinis, was the last to invite herself along. The suit she was borrowing had a very different design from her usual suit. I could tell because her tan lines were exposed all over the place. If she took my advice, Karen would swap out her old suit for this one of Sue's...
This was truly exquisite agony. Sue was going to be crushed. We were just having a bit of a moment, then eight other women just up and announced that they have jumped my bones and wish to continue doing so.
To make matters worse, I only got to bring four guests of my own. Even if Sue didn't crumble, how was I going to survive making that kind of decision?
I had to look at Sue. Didn't want to, but I had to.
She was standing there, a cute little furrow tragically creasing her brow. She was silently pointing at each of the other women around me. "Six, seven... eight! Four and four. All right then. That works," she said, nodding her head firmly. She speared all the girls around me with her gaze, somehow all at once. "Ladies, we are going to need a schedule."
"Damn, boy!" I heard Grandbux rumble. I looked his way, and he'd been watching the whole thing play out. Mrs. Grandbux was now eyeing me with an alarmingly speculative look on her face. "Ah think the trips ah offered fer this here contest were fer seven days, right? I guess ah better make 'em ten days instead!" He looked at me seriously. "Boy, you gonna need a day or two off here n' there to go snorklin' or sumpin."
In an instant, Sue and the other women were starting to make plans. I was not included in this planning, but since I was quite certain I would be involved in the result, I was happy to live with that.
I was a tiny bit hurt that Sue wasn't hurt, but only a tiny bit. I wasn't supposed to get The Girl this time around. I was just a sex sidekick, right?
Now you get it.
FADE TO WHITE
But the fade stopped.
I could not see Candy, but I could hear her whisper.
And keep pushing the content filter. I know you enjoy doing it anyway, but it also makes things more... competitive...
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FADE TO WHITE
Finding myself in the formless whiteness of Candy's domain, I was pissed the last adventure had ended so soon. I spun to see her smiling self-satisfiedly.
"Oh, come on!" I whined, more like a little girl than I wanted. "I didn't at least get an End Credits Montage of the Mexico trip?"
"Hmmm..." Candy murmured. "I should've thought of that."
"I am willing to go back for reshoots," I said earnestly.
"Ha! I'll bet you are," Candy snorted. "But no," she added, trying to sound sad. "The motes have all scattered. I can never reassemble them, even if I had all the time in the world."
The realization that all those women had just... stopped existing hurt a little inside, even though I had known from the beginning that none of them were truly real. "And I have got to get going on the next story soon, anyway," Candy went on briskly, sensing my momentary descent into gloom. "You just rest and hang out, Danny. Want to watch Co-Ed Confidential, from the old Cinemax?"
"And how did I entirely miss Prudence?" I went on, undeterred and still fixated on the just now ended adventure. Though come to think of it, a re-watch of Co-Ed Confidential did sound pretty good... "I thought I was getting the hang of resisting timeslips!" I complained.
"You are, Danny, and quicker than lots of Sparks do, I might add. You really are a prize." She smiled and took a step forward to emphasize her approval. I was here for that. Much as I had enjoyed the company of many unnaturally sexy women since I died, just being near Candy was a peak sexual experience all on its own. "You will continue to grow more skilled at preventing timeslips as you become more experienced. And you will even learn to trigger them yourself, should you so desire."
"But if I'm getting so good at time manipulation, how come things timeslipped so hard that I didn't even remember Prudence existing, much less the sex we apparently had?"
I should not have been so hung up on Prudence, but the situation had been so weird and so unlike any other experience. Also, she had seemed a fair amount older than most of the Pinkfit members, and she had rocked an intense MILF vibe when I had seen her there at the end...
"You didn't lose those memories to a timeslip," Candy corrected. "That was a cut."
"Huh? What's that? And why?"
She sighed. "Look, Prudence was one kinky little mote of soul dust. What you two got up to absolutely nuked its way through the content filter, and I had to cut the whole sub-plot."
Whoa. Now I was regretting this even more. "What is it with this content filter thing, anyway?" I grumped.
Candy sighed. "Look, a lot of us Muses who focus on sexy stories have an agreement, more of a treaty, really, with all the Johns... the porn Muses. We non-Johns have to keep a lid on things, to some extent. Don't ever expect to find yourself with a hard-on out in the open, for instance. We have to pretend those things don't exist, unless it is funny or scary. And we can't show them, even then. The profanity you can use is era-based and can never be all that explicit. Sex can be great, should be great, but always needs to be engaged in so that the narrative view can at least pretend it is suggestive instead of blatant."
She sighed. "And that means that some sex acts are just off the table for inspirations shepherded by we non-Johns. Acts like all the tittyhumping that Prudence was so fixated on having fun with, for instance. There is just no way for characters to do stuff like that without triggering a treaty violation for overt porniness. Prudence was insistent, and you were fighting the timeslip mechanism to the best of your already considerable ability, so you two just got fully jiggy with it. I had to give up and cut the whole subplot."
The fact that Candy absently stroked the inside of her breast (which rested in yet another amazing bikini) while talking about screwing tits almost made me come on the spot, despite not even being hard yet.
I did bite my knuckle.
"Yeah," Candy observed drily. "You were definitely all-in on putting your dick between those titties. Listen," she went on sultrily, "if doing that is really that important to you, I suppose I could see my way to helping you out..."
I was about to die. Figuratively, I mean. Been there, done that. But this? With Candy?
"If you are a very good boy for a few more stories, I will go ahead and lend you to John, the Muse of Tittyfucking Porn, for a round."
I wanted to scream in agony. I had let myself hope! But wait, honestly, such a loan sounded pretty good, too...
"Wait? You just said Tittyfu..." My words choked off. "I mean, Fu... I can't say it! Even here!"
"What? The F-word? Even I can't use it," Candy snorted.
"You just did!"
"No, I just called that John by his proper, given name."
I rolled my eyes. This 'Treaty' was psycho. Immortals were incomprehensible.
"And what do you and the other sex, er, erotic Muses get out of this treaty with the Porn Muses?" I asked, curious, despite the psychosis of it all.
"The Johns' narratives all have to be stupid, incoherent, boring, illogical, offensive, criminally simplistic, or gross. And most have to be either a combination of several of those, or have no story at all."
"And that prohibition helps you guys how?"
"Look, Danny, I know that you are well aware that there is a lot of porn in the universe. We Muses who inspire sexy stories that are not porn are always in danger of being swamped. Our competitive advantage is that our stories have entertainment value beyond the sex, right? But a lot of us, myself especially, got lazy with that protection, and our tales withered because we didn't work hard enough. You are helping me bring back funny softcore sexy times, Danny. Let's keep it up." She turned away.
I had no time to enjoy the newly presented view that her turn provided, because everything faded to indistinct white for an indistinct period of time. Candy's personally imposed timeslips were irresistible.
When things solidified again into shadowless, featureless white, I wasn't sure what entertainment I'd enjoyed watching while Candy was off inspiring, or assembling, or creating, or whatevering her next story, but I was quite sure I had enjoyed it. She had the complete catalog of all comedy nudity from movies and cable at my disposal, and I was certain that I had once more gotten to watch whatever I had from within the story, rather than just on a screen...
I heard the echoing click of heels on a hard surface, and out of the whiteness strutted Candy, like a runway model. This time, she was dressed for what I thought of as present day, but in the highest fashion style, not a bikini. She wore a huge, beautiful white hat with a three-foot diameter brim and a four-inch navy band of color around the edge. It swept down jauntily, off center to the left. A pair of gold-framed sunglasses, probably Saint Laurent, rested on her face, little diamond highlights at her temples.
She wore a tight, white, upper thigh-length skirt with a slit up the right thigh and a wide gold belt. Her sharply tailored blue blazer swung unbuttoned. In the crook of her left elbow rested a Birkin Bag. (The Birkin Bag seemed out of place because it was not terribly sexy, but apparently even demigoddesses can get caught up in the hype.) Her legs, of course, needed no hosiery, but her feet walked in ethereally high, black patent leather pumps with elegantly pointed toes.
Oh, and she had nothing on under the jacket but an elegant white bikini top. A gold chain dangled a huge sapphire down between the best breasts in the pantheon.
"Hey, Danny," she said, stopping and posing in front of me. My Muse could pose, and in those shoes, she could really pose.
"Time to saddle up?" I asked, ready for another 'job'.
She just smiled.
FADE TO WHITE
I found myself standing in a swimwear and beach products shop. Only this time, unlike the rustic kind of bikini store I was used to from prior adventures, this store was a modern luxury goods emporium, with high ceilings, intense halogen lights, and shelves and fixtures in white and chrome. No one but me and a very attractive girl my age were in the store, and we both stood by the door. I had keys in my hands.
"See you tomorrow, Danny!" she said collegially. "I come in at noon, and unless we are swamped, you can get out early and have your afternoon free."
"Thanks, Emma," I replied as she stepped out the door ahead of me.
So her name is Emma, I thought as I locked the glass doors. Emma waved goodbye, then added as she turned away, "Wally is taking me out to Rum Pirate tonight, so do not expect me to be in one second before noon," she called excitedly in parting.
I watched as she departed down the sidewalk. The sheer wrap around her waist with an uneven hemline that was up to mid-thigh on her left side, but slanted down to the knee on her right, flowed smoothly over an ass I instantly knew I'd been trying not to worship since we had started working together. As my gaze lingered, I could see why that had been difficult. The green wrap was matched in color by the bikini top she had on, covering what I knew were some sveltely amazing breasts, even though they were facing away from me as she wafted happily away.
So.
I had a crush on my co-worker, but she had a boyfriend whom she was really into, and worse, who seemed to treat her right.
Great.
Was this to be my story this time? The hapless dude in the Friend Zone? I could probably get out of there eventually, if I put my back into it. This was a Raunchy Sex Comedy, after all. Or was my attraction just incidental? Maybe I was just attracted to her to help establish how sexy she was, but she would have some other plot function? If so, I would have other women to enjoy, and other things to look out for.
I shook my head. Don't get ahead of yourself, Danny. You are supposed to live this story, not try to write it.
The simple facts of the matter were, I liked Emma; as a coworker, as a friend, and definitely, but not intently, as a potential partner. I needed to just let the story play out and quit being so meta.
I told you that you were going to be a great Spark!
Wow, Candy. I wasn't even thinking about you just now, and you still heard me?
First of all, I'm hurt that you weren't thinking about me. But I told you, as you get better at this, and my powers strengthen in turn, our ability to communicate will just grow as one of the natural results of our increased abilities.
Swell. I really did not need Candy being able to read every thought I had about her...
I took in my surroundings.
Huh. I'd been here before, when I had been alive. Sort of.
This was clearly Miami Beach, South Beach to be precise. Or it was supposed to be. Emma's and my store was on the street that ran between the beach and the ritziest Art Deco hotels. The real Miami Beach is a sort of caricature of itself, and this place I now found myself inhabiting was a caricature of that caricature, fully incorporating all the classic tropes I'd come to expect.
Everybody, as usual, seemed young, though this time around 'young' seemed to extend to the early thirties. There were also a number of older dudes with stunning tans and gold chains who sported better hairlines in their fifties and sixties than I had when I'd died at barely 42. Each had either one or two regulation hotties hanging off them.
The cars were all up to date, and most were gleaming six-figure rides.
Everything was spotless, so I knew it was not the real South Beach.
But this was a modern-day environment, compared to even the Bikini Gym story.
iPhones were everywhere, usually being held up in people's faces as they walked down the beach or sidewalk. And I do mean iPhones. Every single one was carried without a case, so you could clearly see the Apple logo prominently displayed wherever you looked.
There is product placement in inspirations, I asked myself incredulously.
Sort of. There are a variety of reasons for it, none of which need concern you, Candy told me tartly. Was there a note of guilt in her voice?
There is not.
There was.
Clothes and hairstyles were almost all 2025 vintage (though a few anachronisms snuck in, and somehow looked completely at home doing so). Any ambient music was largely Hispanic/Cuban. There were even a few chain stores to be seen, including a Raising Cane's that I could see through the window had a live DJ working inside while it was still broad daylight. People were dancing... in a fast food restaurant.
All the women were, as I expected and appreciated, hot, though there was definitely the largest variety of hotness I had yet encountered in a Candy production. Most of the female passersby wore bikinis, even off the beach, with no cover-ups beyond perhaps a sheer mesh wrap around their waists. And most women had on high heels, even on the beach! I almost had to laugh at that!
Personally, I actually found something to be disappointed in about the women. A large percentage had that Kim Kardashian mega-booty look going. Not my thing.
But let's get real, overall, the scenery was amazing.
Another vibe shift that made this environment feel fresh, while remaining the same down deep, was that these women did not wander around casually, just happily drinking in life, like the Cali girls of Bikini Detailing 1 and 2. These women strutted about like fashion models, owning the space around themselves, and often seeming on a mission, even if that mission was to just have fun.
I heard local talk radio playing. The talk jock was expounding on the current South Beach crisis related to Hidin' Harry, some suddenly notorious Peeping Tom.
Oh wow. That certainly wasn't going to become a recurring bit...
I wondered if I would ever see any of that bit personally, though. It seemed like one of those background color bits that protagonists never got much involved in, but were there to trigger something happening in the background or in a subplot. Or just to work in some more nudity during a part of the story that had little otherwise... At first, I did not understand where the voice was coming from, because who under 30 listens to talk radio? And who listens to anything without their earbuds? But then I realized the radio voice was just an expositional device.
Great, I'd be listening to talk radio my whole time here...
I wondered where I lived, and found that information easily to hand in my mind. Nice. No scavenger hunt to find my own home this time around. My feet turned automatically left. I walked and took another left, and soon I entered the hall of the small, 30s-era building that held my apartment, which took up the whole of the first floor. It was a small building.
I realized I was benefitting from another trope, or perhaps a trope corollary: The World Belongs to The Young... And The Young Can Somehow Afford It. (Cf. Friends 1994-2004)
I sauntered through our front door and found myself surprised to see all three of my roommates were home before me. One or two was normal, but I was seldom the last one home, since I worked the closest.
Three dudes. Hans, our German roomie, was in the States working for some Munich multinational. Rico, my buddy from college, had masterminded the two of us coming to live in Miami in the first place. And Don. Don was gay, and in no way closeted. But neither was he out. He just... was. There were no rainbow flags in his room, there was no interest in Pride Month activities, and he dressed exactly like the rest of us. He was so casual and matter-of-fact about his sexual orientation that I did not even notice it at first. He even hit on me the first week he moved in, and I thought it was just a pretty good joke. Then, three weeks later, he brought a hunky date back to make noise in his room, and I realized the 'joke' had been on me.
We all hung out together a lot, and as that knowledge came into my mind, I became internally excited to have that Troop of Buddies trope to try out this time around. I had vague supplied memories of some epic shenanigans the four of us had gotten up to in the past. Even Don was in the mix of activities with us most of the time, and was just as happy to talk about the hot women we saw as the rest of us. Once I figured out he was gay, I realized that he was being catty, not thirsty. But he made for an awesome wingman at times.
"What up, dogs?" I asked, flipping my keys into my dish by the door.
"We haff ein prrroblem," Hans said, hesitantly. Whoa. It must be a big problem. Hans's English was always accentless. And he was never hesitant. I frowned at him.
"I am to be transferred back to Munich," Hans said, suddenly sounding like he was from Connecticut once more. "It is a big promotion, though I feel like going back to German winters is a reduction in pay." We all laughed quickly. "But it means that I must be removed from the lease," he added, looking at me.
This sucked. Hans was cool. A great roommate, and moreover, a great friend. I looked at Don and Rico.
"It gets worse," Rico said. "I gotta slide too, bro."
"What?"
"Uncle Juan and Mama got in a fight, and she don't want him running the store no more, which... good on her. Uncle Juan is a little shady. But it means I gotta move back up there 'cause she can't be runnin' that place on her own!"
"Rico! Dude!" I was appalled.
"At least this all came down now. If it had happened next week, our lease would have renewed, and we would all be screwed," Don said, surprisingly happy.
"You are glad they are leaving?" I asked him, not feeling happy at all about any of this.
"No, but, um, it does mean that I can move out too," Don said, beginning to sense that I was a lot more upset about this than they had thought I would be. And they had all clearly expected me to be upset.
"Where are you going? Dead grandmother?" I snapped before I could consider the possibility that maybe his grandmother had died.
"I've been thinking about moving in with Kurt and Wendy," Don said. He shrugged. "This seemed to be the perfect opportunity to take them up on their offer."
"Who are Kurt and Wendy?" Rico asked.
"Huh? You guys know Kurt." We knew a Kurt. He was a regular overnight visitor in Don's room. "Wendy's his girlfriend."
"Your boyfriend hast ein girlfrrriend?" Hans blurted.
"Well, lately it has been more like we both have the same girlfriend," Don said.
"Since when are you into girls?" I snapped.
"Since always. I've just always been into guys a whole lot more," Don shrugged. "Wendy's been re-aligning my priorities a little, to be honest. But not that much. Kurt is one heck of a stud."
Kurt and Rico were getting sidetracked by Don's Sudden Onset Bisexuality Syndrome, but I was having none of it. "The lease, guys!"
They looked at me and had the good graces to look at least a little sheepish. "At least you won't be stuck with early termination fees along with the rest of us," Hans said apologetically. "And we will have a full month to get our stuff moved out."
"We'll help you find a new place too, bro!" Rico added.
"Like hell!" I shouted. "I don't want to move. I am three blocks from the beach and only five blocks from my job! I'll renew the damned lease myself."



"Dude, you get paid well, but this place is expensive for the four of us combined..."
"I'll find new roommates," I said determinedly. "They won't be as cool as you three faithless douchebags, but I am not giving up this apartment!"




But three weeks later, as the first rent with just my name on the lease was looming, I still had no replacements to fill any of those other three, expensive rooms. The rent was high, I'll admit. And the applicants I'd seen so far? Every guy was either an obvious deadbeat or just a tool.
I had savings. I could cover the rent all by myself for a while. If I liked Ramen...
The bell to the apartment rang, signaling that the applicant who had texted me earlier had arrived. I opened the door, and when I saw the person at the door, I tried not to shake my head.
I guess that I had not specified I was looking for dudes. But I'd been very clear that I was a single male, and no woman had so much as inquired about the apartment before now. But I needed at least one room rented out, stat.
And if I were going to make an exception for a woman, this one would do. Nicely.
"Hi, I'm Vanessa," the middling height applicant with short black hair in a pageboy cut said, stepping into the apartment. She shook my hand in business-like fashion, but her hand was astoundingly soft. Lots of things about her looked soft. "This is very nice!" she said, her almost purple-colored eyes brightening as she looked past me into the apartment.
She walked in a slow circle around the living room, nodding in further approval. Vanessa was crazy hot. She wore Miami chic casual clothes, the kind you saw being worn around during the day by upper management types, real estate power agents, and rich Europeans out shopping, or worn at night by women who were going out to a fine restaurant instead of clubbing: short dress skirt, a flowing silk blouse in gold, and three-inch heels that she maneuvered in like they were flats. The front of her high-collared, shiny blouse promised one heckuva rack within, and the sleek calves that were exposed below her skirt's hem were just so perfectly formed...
"Can't beat the location, and the building looks great inside and out," she went on approvingly, to herself more than to me. "And you clearly keep things clean. I'll do the same. Can you show me which room is available?" she asked, handing me a sheaf of paper as she did so.
I looked at the papers, puzzled. "Bank statements, a credit check, and a letter of recommendation from my current landlady. She loves me," Vanessa added confidently. "She runs a wonderful, quiet building. I just want a better location."
"Uh, sure. I have all three rooms still available," I told her, stepping toward the hallway.
She looked at me directly for the first time. "Maybe I need a credit check on you. Are you going to make rent with only one sub-lessee?"
I appreciated the businesslike attitude. "I can swing it," I grinned ruefully. "I won't be able to go out much to party for a while, until I get some fellow tenants, but you will not have to worry about my landlord coming after me."
"Good," Vanessa said and peeked into all three rooms. "I'll take the one away from the morning sun," she said, as if this was all a done deal.
I guessed it was. I mean, we had already spent too much time, for a Raunchy Sex Comedy, talking about credit checks. She seemed responsible. She could pay. And she was ludicrously hot. If I turned her down, Candy might step on my dick.
Bet your ass I would.
"Deal," I said, and we signed the papers. She handed over cash for the entire first and last month's rent and the deposit! In $100 bills.
"Sorry about all the cash," Vanessa said, as she rose and headed out the door to pack up her old place. "It's just easier for me than going through all the hassle and record-keeping of depositing it, then writing a check."
"I sense you will be great to do business with, Vanessa," I said, meaning it.
She hadn't given me any employment records, and her application said independent contractor... But she thankfully did not give off a drug dealer vibe, even with that wad of hundreds she had just shoved in my hand.
Of course! I realized as I held the door for her that she was a cocktail waitress at some super high-end club I could never get into, here or probably downtown. Her surety on heels, the sharp way she dressed, and her desire for a dark room in the mornings indicated a night job, and the assumption that she was going to get exactly what she wanted just clinched things. That, and obscene amounts of cash from tips she'd rather launder than claim on her taxes.
"You didn't say where you work," I called, as she stepped down the hall toward the elevator. "Oh, sorry," she called back matter-of-factly. "I dance at Nine Belles. I'll see you tomorrow with my boxes." The door squeaked, and she disappeared.
Oh.
My implanted memories supplied me with the reputation of Nine Bells. I had just signed up a stripper as a roommate.




I told Emma about it as soon as she rolled into the shop the next day. It seemed natural for me to talk to her that way.
Oops. Bragging about your new stripper roommate to a girl you were sort of interested in was a mistake. Bragging about it to your buddy who is a semi-professional shit disturber was a bigger one...
"Oooh," she teased me. "How is she paying her rent, Danny?" she asked with all the innuendo she could muster.
"In cash," I snorted, and showed her the three or four hundos that I had kept back when I had deposited the rest in the bank on the way in that morning.
"Huh. On brand, I guess," Emma shrugged. Then she teased me again. "Ever seen her work?"
"I can't afford Nine Belles," I snorted.
Emma waved at the cash still in my hand. "Looks like you can right now!"
Our conversation probably hit fifty HR violations, but I was not worried. Emma and I ran the store together, like a well-oiled machine. Our actual manager oversaw three stores, and the other two were shitshows. We only saw him once in a blue moon. That could have been a toxic dynamic, but whenever he did show up, it was usually with a corporate higher up in tow, and he'd spend much of the time blowing our horns about how the two of us let him spend all his time on the stores that were the eternal problems.
We were a nationwide chain, but each store presented itself as a plucky independent to the public.
Internally, HR bothered people who were problems. Emma and I, and our motley assortment of seasonal part-timers, were never that. Emma was safe to make me miserable as much as she liked.




Vanessa turned out to be honestly a dream roommate, for the most part. She was clean and quiet. She worked late nights almost exclusively, though this would be subject to change, she warned. So I often didn't see her at all. And she cleaned up after herself in the kitchen better than any of my old gang ever had.
Better than me...
And while she disappointingly failed to install a pole when she moved in, she was usually pretty scenic when we did see each other.
I was at work when I got a text from some guy named Sam who wanted to look at the apartment that evening, early. We texted back and forth to set a time, and Sam forwarded me some application stuff.
When I got home, I ran into Vanessa. "Hey, listen," I said, "I've got another potential roommate coming in for an interview at 6:30. Would you stick around and help with the interview?"
"You want me there?" she asked, stopping and looking at me in mild surprise.
"Sure," I shrugged. "He'd be your roommate, too. You can tell me what you think." Then I shrugged and admitted, "Also, if he is going to be a skeeze about you, well, I'd like to know it in time to blackball his ass before I give him a room."
Vanessa looked at me harder. "I appreciate the consideration. I can take care of myself, but I'd rather not have to. I'll stick around, thanks."
It was the first time I felt she wasn't massively non-committal about me, and I liked it. I flushed even... a little. Vanessa was a good person, in addition to being hot.
There was nothing like the annoying crush I had on Emma, but I was attracted.
I snorted. I did not even know if I would have the slightest chance with Vanessa. I realized that I had not yet looked in a mirror or at my character sheet. The mirror was all the way in the bathroom, so I checked out the icon in my peripheral vision. The table of information about my character flowed into full view.
Name: Danny
Age: 27
Intelligence: 18
Height: 5' 11"
Build: Athletic
Cash: Tight. Only one roommate
Game: Decent
Hair: Blonde, High maintenance
Debuffs: None
Buffs: Trustworthy face
Virginity: Null
There was some new stuff here. The biggest relief was that I neither wore nor needed glasses!
About 6:30, Vanessa poured herself elegantly into position on the couch, and I went to answer the buzzer. I opened the door, and found myself staring at another female applicant!
Well now. She was certainly not a match for Vanessa's extravagant... upper curvature, but she might possibly be more than a match in most every other way. She was also dark-haired, though hers flowed and rested just lightly at her shoulders. She had an even better tan, and while Vanessa had no fat that she didn't want, Sam here was aggressively in shape.
She wore jeans that managed to seem comfortably businesslike while suggesting a powerfully toned ass, with legs to match. She had on a white button-down cotton shirt with a large, elaborate logo on one breast. Again, that breast was no match for Vanessa's, but it was hardly lacking.
Sam stepped in at my gesture, and Vanessa rose from the couch. "Hello there," she said, amused to see what Sam looked like.
Sam stopped dead on seeing Vanessa. "The ad didn't mention that I'd be rooming with a couple," she said unhappily.
Vanessa laughed lightly. "I'm just another roommate. Danny asked me to hang out for your interview, so we could find out if this dude 'Sam' was a perv. We want to blackball the guy if that's the case before he can sign anything." She shrugged. "Are you a pervy guy, Sam?"
"You should not make assumptions about people's sexuality," Sam replied, sounding a bit like an HR manual.
But Vanessa shrugged off the attitude and just laughed at the content. "Preach, sister. Especially here in Miami Beach! But my gaydar says you are pretty straight, so I'm gonna go ahead and vote yes, Danny, assuming your due diligence pans out," she said, turning to me amicably. Then she gathered up the gym bag she carried into work. It was large, though I suspected it was 10% clothing and 90% makeup and shoes, and Vanessa headed out with it over her shoulder.
That was weird, but I sensed that Sam was a little prickly, and Vanessa had just done more work to make her relax about taking a room than I could have in an hour if I were alone. The only question there was, did I want a prickly HR person living with us?
"What do you do for a living, Sam?" I asked politely, but with purpose.
"I'm an officer with Miami FD's Beach Safety division," Sam said, once more businesslike. Then she cracked the first smile I had seen, and I almost shoved a tenant's agreement at her the second I saw it. Holy cow, was it brilliant! "But that just means, in addition to my full shift on the beach, keeping Scandinavians from drowning, I also have to answer complaint calls about things like my fellow lifeguards not allowing Instagram influencers to climb up on our towers for selfies." I snorted. "I actually once took a complaint call from some squeaky wheel who was complaining about me not letting her climb my tower."
"Oh, wow!"
"Yeah. I promised to launch a Full Internal Investigation and speak to this problem lifeguard about her manners, while also noting that the caller was absolutely not frigging allowed to climb up on any of my towers," Sam remembered in amusement.
I handed over the agreement happily.




"So I got another roommate," I told Emma as we unboxed a shipment of new bikinis. "This one's a lifeguard."
"Bring him by," Emma snorted. "Lifeguards are hot."
"I thought you and Wally were an item," I asked in a teasing voice to cover my sudden interest.
"I'm in a relationship, I'm not dead," Emma laughed. "Why live in South Beach if you aren't going to look?"
"Well, she works on the beach about 400 yards from here, so I'll tell her to come in and let you indulge your prurient gaze," I taunted.
"Another girl? Danny, you operator!"
"Her name is Sam," I said defensively. "I didn't know she was a woman when she applied!"
"So, have you gone to the beach to see her in uniform yet?" Mandy kept on teasing. This was pretty weak sauce, actually. I had had a girlfriend about a year ago for all of a month, and Emma had ridden me like a prize pony the whole time. I escaped the rest of today's teasing by the good graces of a timeslip.
As a matter of fact, I lasted three whole days after she moved in before I went to the beach one morning during Sam's shift, but before mine at the shop. She, as I had expected, always wore the same bland, conservative styles around the apartment, so I had not had a chance to see exactly what kind of figure she really possessed. From the impressions I had, and given the nature of this world I was in, I suspected that she was pretty hot.
Very hot.
It had taken me a little while to find the tower where she worked, and I passed by several of her underlings. I was not surprised to find that they were all sexy, guys and girls alike. This was a Candy world, after all.
I am not sure what kind of working uniform real lifeguards wear in Miami, but I doubted they looked like these. The guys all wore Speedos, and had the bodies to carry that off. Did they all wax religiously, or did Candy's magic just make them naturally hairless?
The most workaday outfit on a woman I saw was baggy shorts and a tight, sports bra-style bikini top. Most others had bikinis in a variety of styling. Most of the suits gave at least a nod toward being secure enough in design to plausibly stay on during a rescue, but not all of them.
Sam herself had on a striking blue one-piece suit that should have looked boring. It was not. It was crazily high cut, well over the tops of her subtly flaring hips, and it managed to rock just enough cleavage and upper sideboob to be deniable about it. I'm in the swimsuit business, and I knew my stuff. Remove the lifeguard logo and add some silver accents in the right spots, and Sam's suit would get the most flashbulbs going off, if she were walking on a runway with nothing but bikinis around her. And Sam filled it out to perfection with a form that was every bit as athletic as I had suspected. Her muscles moved visibly but not blatantly beneath her tanned skin, her exposed hips exerted a gravitational pull on the twitching fingers I kept clasped firmly behind my back, and her breasts were distinct winners, just big enough to have given her turbulence issues back when she had been the competitive swimmer I knew she had to have once been.
I mean, really. She was a lifeguard boss? I'd never had a boss who was that hot, and I wondered what it was like for the hot dudes who worked for her. Was Sam going to have her own subplots going on? Was I going to get involved in them?




That afternoon, I found myself back at the shop, and there was a maelstrom of girls swirling around, holding up bikinis to their bodies, complimenting each other on bikinis, leaving the dressing room curtains open while trying on bikinis...
There was briefly a pair of twins in there with the curtain wide open, trading different bikini tops back and forth. I should have been inured to such sights by now, especially of anonymous extras, but that one had me frozen until Emma smacked the back of my head.
The music was far louder than we ever turned it up in the shop. And somehow simultaneously, I heard the talk jock speaking over it, reading ad copy for our store!
"It's high season, ladies, and time to up your beachwear game. Come down to South Beach Bikinis, 200 feet from the sand. SoBe Bikinis is having its annual Giant Teeny-Weeny Bikini Sale all this week!"
Ah. Montages were still a thing. Nice. I approved of Bikini Sale Mayhem Montage.
The music ended, the mayhem stopped, and the crowd vanished in an instant, dwindling to just a few ordinary customers.
Unlike other montages, though, the effects of the action remained after it was over. Mandy and I walked through the store, trying to clean up, both of us slightly dazed. Rejected bikinis were everywhere, including many hung all over both of us! Half of the discarded suits had a top lying on the end-cap of one aisle, while the bottoms were still on the hanger, but in a completely different aisle.
"Look at this," Mandy laughed. "Someone stripped the suit right off of Gertrude."
Gertrude was our jokey inside name for our feature bombshell manikin we usually kept in the window facing the sidewalk. Gertrude looked like it was sculpted using Bambi from Bikini Carwash 1 and 2 as the life model, so I usually avoided looking at it too much.
Too many memories.
Maybe I should look at Gertrude all the time, especially naked like she was now. (Even the nipples were true to Bambi's.) In many Raunchy Sex Comedies, doing that would bring my fantasy to life, and Candy could maybe bring Bambi back for a dream scene encore...
Not the way this works, Danny, I heard in my head.
Not really period-appropriate for this story anyway. Things felt more grounded in this one.
That too.
Sam wandered into the store shortly after things calmed, to find me standing at a rack, my left arm encrusted with stray bikini tops, my right busily sorting them back where they belonged.
"I doubt any of those will fit you, Danny," she observed mildly. Humor? From Sam? That was nice to see.
She would need it once whatever screwball side plot Candy had cooked up for her part of this little universe took off. She'd probably have to navigate some rash of wardrobe malfunctions among her staff.
Considering what I'd seen of her staff, once that started, I'd need to make sure I dropped by the beach more often...
"Har, har, Sam," I said in reply. "We had a flash mob in here earlier. Can I help you find a civilian suit? I've got some good ones."
Please, try on some bikinis. Please...
"Ha! I never go to the beach when I'm off duty," Sam snorted. "I stay in out of the sun and read." She clearly also went to the gym.
Emma wandered over curiously, and I introduced her to Sam. "So you are the second roommate?" my friend asked. "Not the first one he signed up?" There was a note of innuendo in her voice.
Sam heard it too. "He told you all about her?"
"He couldn't wait to," Emma giggled, shoving me playfully.
"I never thought I'd be sharing an apartment with a stripper," Sam mused.
"Romeo here is certainly stoked to be," Emma teased me again with another shove that was more poke in the ribs.
"I'm not stoked she's a stripper!" I denied hotly. "I'm just very glad that she never makes a mess, is quiet, and is a respectful person. Paying the rent on time, in cash, does not hurt either," I added loftily.
"So you aren't jealous?" Sam asked Emma as they both ignored my protest.
"Jealous? Hardly," Emma shrugged. "Danny and I aren't a thing. Except good friends," she added absently.
"Absolutely," I put in. Then I added, "And besides, Emma has a boyfriend, Wally."
I had no idea why both women seemed to arch their eyebrows at my adding that piece of confirmatory information.



Whatever. As far as I was concerned, it just put a lid on the whole thing and would end the teasing.




The next week, Vanessa's schedule changed. Now that it was high season, she decided that she could work fewer days, yet still 'make ends meet'. (Vanessa used the apartment's only parking space for her fully paid off vintage Jaguar.) This meant that for the first time, she was often around when I was in the apartment. The second day after the change in her schedule, I was already dressed for work, and Sam was doing office work on her laptop at the kitchen table.
I heard the water running through the pipes in the walls and knew Vanessa was taking a shower. I failed entirely in my attempt to not think too much about what that must look like...
Then I got an extremely good idea of what it looked like. The sound of water cut off, and she popped out of the bathroom with a towel wrapped around her waist while drying her hair with another! She walked casually into the kitchen and went over to the toaster to drop in a couple of the high-fiber, low-carb toaster pastries she ate for breakfast.
I stood there like a poleaxed steer. How could those tits be better than I had even imagined? They were round, firm, and self-evidently very bouncy. Her nipples were a dark rosy brown and apparently liked to perk up when taken out for a breather in the open air. And those tits were very generously sized.
The best part was, since this was a Candy World, I absolutely knew that despite their size and general gravity-defying nature, they were absolutely real, with no touch of a surgeon.
I mean, they were the kind of tits you just wanted to grab ahold of and absolutely bury your... face between.
Damn content filters, even sanitizing my dirty inner monologue...
I just silently watched as Vanessa turned to head back out of the room, but then Sam finally looked up and yelped, "Vanessa!"
"What?"
"Really? No top?"
Vanessa rolled her eyes and turned to converse with Sam, doing nothing to hide the, um, subjects of the discussion. "Why would I bother? I'm inside. I'm just walking through for a minute. I'm too busy to throw anything on," she shrugged. I was becoming a huge fan of topless women shrugging... My ex-wife, on whom the look would not have been that bad either, had never shrugged. She was a woman of definite opinions...
"Uh, because I'm right here in the room?" Sam asked incredulously.
"Look," Vanessa said in a reasonable tone, not sounding confrontational in the least, but not sounding at all like she was going to back down either. "This is my home. If I can't be comfortable here, where can I? I'm late, as usual, and I get dressed and undressed so many times a day already, I don't bother with it when it isn't needed."
"But..." Sam sputtered.
Vanessa took a casual step toward her. Any guy would have been paralyzed by that sight coming toward them, but Sam just kept trying to speak.
"Look, Sam," Vanessa forestalled her. "You aren't even flinching when I walk toward you. You are way too hot to be intimidated by my body."
I was intimidated by that body.
"Of course, I'm not intimid..." Sam blustered. She clearly knew her body stood up just fine in comparison, but she still felt like she was supposed to disapprove for propriety's sake. "I... Look, Danny is right there, too!" she said, seizing on my presence desperately.
Vanessa shrugged and turned back toward the bathroom. "A hundred guys see me naked every night. Danny doesn't even have to pay, so I'm guessing he's gonna be fine with it. I haven't heard him complain once since I walked in here."
They both snorted at that.
But Sam pressed on. "Danny lives in the same apartment as you! He's here when you are asleep. Doesn't that make you uncomfortable to walk around like that?"
Vanessa turned back, bringing those tits back into full view. "Before I signed the lease, I satisfied myself that Danny was the kind of good guy that I was safe from. I don't have to worry about a guy like him losing control and turning into a lecherous wolf just because he sees a little skin."
I saw quite a lot of skin. Lightly tanned and taut, especially where it stretched tight over those mounds.
"Danny, what do you have to say about this?"
Seriously, they were some amazing breasts. They managed to look heavy, yet simultaneously as if they were floating on air. Vanessa was...
"Danny! Earth to Danny!" Sam was practically yelling. "Wake up, Danny! I'd ask you what you think of women walking naked around the apartment, but it's apparent that you can't think at all!"
I jumped, realizing what I must have looked like. I blinked, shook my head, which did nothing for my suave rating, and finally managed to relax against the fridge. "I don't care either way. Fine with me," I said in my best casual tone.
Vanessa laughed. Then Sam laughed. I wasn't sure if they were laughing at my pathetic attempt at indifference or just laughing at my situation in general, but in moments, they were laughing together. That seemed important.




Things settled in. Two more applicants had to be rejected, one dude for spectacularly bad credit, and the other because he absolutely failed the Spring Sam and Vanessa On Him test. Sam had shoved his horny ass out the door with a, "We'll let you know," before I could think of a way to let him off more politely.
Vanessa did not walk around the apartment in the nude... much. Sam settled down about it. Surprisingly amicably, I thought.
Then one night, at almost four am, I was awoken from a sound sleep by Vanessa's quiet voice. She had come into my room. "Danny?"
I saw the time, and sleepily asked, "Just get in from work? Is there a problem?"
"No, but yeah, kinda," Vanessa said to me. She had neither her work makeup nor her around-town makeup on, and it made her face surprisingly sultry in the dark. "It was a tough night at work, Danny."
"Some guy tried to get more than you were willing to give?" I asked, sitting up quickly. I could feel the drowsy but awakening frown on my face.
"Oh, that happens all the time," Vanessa waved off my worry. "I can usually handle that, and if I can't, that is what bouncers are for. No, this was the worst kind of thing. Sean Garfield was at the club."
Sean Garfield? My 'memories' supplied that he was a huge movie star who topped most Sexiest Man Alive and Eligible Bachelor lists. He went to strip clubs? "He didn't want you to dance for him?" I asked, part sympathetic and part incredulous.
Vanessa snorted at my obviously outlandish worry. "Please. He monopolized me all night, along with a rotation of other girls. I made almost five figures this evening," she added. A flicker of non-distress appeared in her frustration, then vanished again.
Ten grand?!?
"No, the problem is that he is even sexier than his reputation," Vanessa went on. "I was dying all night long. A couple of other girls and I had his shirt off for over an hour! If I had not made that promise to my father, I'd have bent over and su... spent all night sexing him up." It was fascinating to be able to actually see a mote get up enough momentum to actually bump up against the content filter themselves. Vanessa must be a strong one... Or a currently very horny one.
"Wait. Your father actually knows what you do for a living?" I asked, incredulous. I'm easily sidetracked when I'm half-asleep.
"He found out just after Mom died," Vanessa said sadly. "To keep him from opening a vein, I swore on Mom's soul that I never had, nor ever would, have sex with a customer. But let me tell you, I was ready to throw Mom under the bus tonight, I was so freaking horny. I still am, that's the problem."
"Ouch," I said sympathetically. "Cold shower? Believe it or not, my milk is not expired. Want me to warm you a glass?"
Vanessa looked at me. "I'm thinking of something more direct." I frowned. She didn't need to come tell me if she was going to rub one out. Was she that loud? "Look, Danny, I haven't had a boyfriend in ages. I decided long ago that I am not going to let myself have another until after I move on to a different career. Any relationship while I'm dancing is doomed, doomed, doomed. Thankfully, this kind of situation doesn't happen very often."
"Huge celebrities coming into the club?"
"Huge celebrities that I have a giant crush on? Very seldom. But overall, I meant just being damned near swept off my feet by some crazy sexy guy and having to go home alone instead with blue bean," she explained. "But it happened tonight, and I'm just wondering, since you are such a considerate guy, maybe we could work something out to help me?"
"Wait. What?"
She sighed. "Seriously. When I come home in a state like I am tonight, would you help me out? I promise it won't happen often!" she added hastily.
I looked at her. She was not doing the naked around the house thing. If she were, I might have been better able to process this. She had on one of the long men's teeshirts she usually slept in. She was possibly sexier than nude like that, sitting on the edge of my bed in the middle of the night.
It boggled my mind that she seemed to feel like she was asking me for some huge favor, like driving her to Miami International, or worse, Ft. Lauderdale, for a six am flight.
"What do you want to do?" I asked with a cautious smile.
"I'm hoping to do just about everything we can think of, and have time for before it's time to get up tomorrow morning," Vanessa said, a spark of seduction in her voice at last. "But I'll take whatever I can get right now," she added grimly.
It seemed to dawn on her that I was somehow negotiating about this. She leapt to a conclusion. "Oh, God! I'm so sorry, Danny! Do you have a girlfriend you haven't told us about? Oh, wow. I'm so sorry!" She started to hop to her feet.
I caught her hand in mine. "No! I do not have a girlfriend!" I said quickly. Thank Candy I did not...
"So then," Vanessa smiled a smile that likely extracted 20s from customers like dogs extracted kibble from bowls, "what's a girl gotta do to get a little action around here?"
"Taking off that teeshirt would make an awesome start," I practically begged.
"Really? You want me to start by stripping? Isn't that a bit of a busman's holiday for me?" she asked archly.
"Oh! I'm sorry," I started to babble, but she just chuckled and took that teeshirt off over her head in the most seductive fashion I had ever experienced. Vanessa really, really knew how to take off her clothes...
She had nothing underneath.
Understand, I'd seen the woman fully naked before. In better light. But never when she wanted to have sex with me. Please understand... that is an entirely different look on a woman.
I literally had to bite a knuckle again. She saw the look on my face and laughed a self-satisfied laugh. "I take it you are in?" she purred. I just whimpered.
Then she crossed her arms, but underneath her tits, so she wasn't denying me my view. "So, are you going to get out of that bed and do the same for me?" she challenged.
"I, uh, sleep in the nude," I confessed.
"Well, isn't that handy," my roommate chuckled. Then she pulled up my covers and slid underneath them, way down low in the bed.
The lump in my sheets began to rustle around, and I felt two soft hands grasp my dick. You can be sure that guy was hard as rock already, and Vanessa's lips closed around it.
"Wow, um," I said, trying not to gasp or groan or do anything else to react to the frankly incredible sensation of Vanessa's instantly recognizable skill in this endeavor. I needed to react to the situation. I'd get away with that. "Um, I thought that you were the one needing help here, Vanessa!"
Looking confused and a little panicky wasn't hard for Danny, the bikini store worker. I had been asleep five minutes ago, and now my roommate, who had never expressed any interest before, had barged into my room and shoved my rod in her mouth. Danny the Spark just encouraged Danny the store worker's reaction.
Suddenly, my dick was not in Vanessa's mouth. "Shut up, Danny! I am hungry. I..." She cut her own words off by silently taking me back between her lips and sucking me deep with the hunger she had just mentioned.
I knew what had happened. She had bumped up against the content filter again. She had been about to add, 'I want a warm snack!' But that particular bodily fluid was clearly never to be acknowledged, and the content filter made her cut herself off in the best possible way.
I snorted with a wild expression. For once, I was actually happy with the content filter...
Ha! came a voice in my head. I ignored Candy and grooved to the events beneath my sheets.
Vanessa was not fooling around, and the comic way the sheets bounced up and down for once reflected the reality of how vigorously she was bobbing up and down on me, lips caressing me with each movement, and her tongue writhing around me as she took me in and out.
My shaft thrummed with her sodden strokes of fingers and tongue. I fully believed her when Vanessa said that she did not do this professionally, but she certainly could! She somehow seemed to be sucking me at breakneck speed, while examining my every detail in deliberate fashion.
I was not going to last long, and that was a good thing, before some timeslip showed up and shortened events to accommodate run time. I wanted to reach under the covers and grab Vanessa's head, but found I could not do that. I guess since the sheet provided all the deniability needed, it would be a bit too explicit for me to grab her hair...
"Vanessa," I gasped. "That's so good! I'm going to..." This time, I was the one cut off by the content filter before I could say anything about ejaculation. The mechanism the filter used to cut me off was by having Vanessa deliver me such a powerful orgasm that I suddenly lost the ability to form words. My core clenched and spasmed, and Vanessa got all the hunger satisfaction she deserved for such a stellar effort. I felt her swallowing around my dick. That felt so good I might have come from it, if I wasn't still finishing from before.
I am sure the way my eyes bugged out and I scrabbled at the sheets, choking a bit on my own words, pleased Candy's need for humor. It also seemed like it could suggest to an audience an echo of the way Vanessa was silently dealing with all the Result I'd unloaded into her mouth, but in a filter-circumventing way...
I gasped for air, because I needed to look funny. Also, because I needed air. Vanessa popped up from under the covers, her naked body pressing against me. She grinned at me, her face right above mine. But she didn't kiss me. It was noticeable.
"I need you, Danny," she said, her nipples brushing my chest delicately. "Now."
"Yes, ma'am," I said smoothly. I had a Game stat of Decent after all, and could always hope to raise that. "I'm happy to accommodate my roommate!"
Vanessa giggled as I rolled her off and onto her back next to me. Her breasts bounced arrestingly as she struck the mattress. You are welcome, world view.
I rolled over on top of her and felt her spread her legs beneath the covers. She lifted her head toward me, but still did not kiss my lips. Instead, she nuzzled her face into the crook of my neck and kissed me there.
In this world, as with my prior experiences, my dick needed no time to recover, since things like erections and ejaculations were not supposed to officially exist in the first place. It found itself nestled with its tip directly in the folds of Vanessa's crease. All I had to do was push...
But come on. This was all too good, and I was not going to risk ending it too soon.
Instead, I slid downward and quickly discovered that getting my lips around her nipples was fair game this time around, so I suckled on them eagerly, tonguing her hard, eager bumps. I even risked taking a little time to enjoy how Vanessa was simultaneously happy with what I was doing, but frustrated by what I was not.
I realized that I had not been molested by so much as an impulse of a timeslip during Vanessa's efforts. And I was still not being bothered, despite just idling away some time with her tits.
Ah!
This was a slice of life sex comedy this time around. Those were comedies disguised as dramas (or the other way around) where sex was a primary narrative device, not just gratuitous or obligatory, meant to be shown and disposed of to get back to the story. Sex in this story was the main part of the narrative. That meant I had time to really enjoy this with Vanessa.
Shows like this hewed pretty close to actual softcore porn.
Hush! We don't say or think things like that, a voice scolded in my head.But yeah. Exactly. Oh, and this is a comedy with only a bit of drama, Danny.
So, there were still some limits to be careful of and assist with.
Regardless, I had several things to enjoy, in whatever fashion, and for as long as the story let me.
Rather than slide back up and into Vanessa, I slid further down, giving just a brief kiss to her flat belly as I passed. The sheet clung to my shoulders, and as my face reached her crotch, I was interested to see that the story had let me push the sheets down so that my head was visible at the moment. I might not be allowed to kiss the lips on Vanessa's face, but there were others to lay my mouth on.
Vanessa shuddered as I kissed the top of her cleft, enjoying my exploration of her body, but oblivious to my explorations of the limits I had to work with this time.
And I could almost immediately feel those limitations was I started trying to please her. I could not really lower my head any further down between her legs, and I could not spread those legs like I really wanted to.
This sucked.
In frustration, still kissing what of her I could reach, I threw the sheet back up over my head. I did it so hard, it almost hit Vanessa in the face. She clutched at it, bunching it up under her chin and crooning.
She crooned louder as my head easily slipped fully between her legs now, allowing my tongue to probe into her.
Interestingly, I still could not spread her legs as much as I'd have liked, so I did not have all the room I wanted. But I had enough room, and gave myself to the feast. I really could not complain here after all. Vanessa had the most delightful aroma, and her flavor matched it as I savored.
"Oh, Sean," she sighed as I probed her depths with my tongue some more. "That is so good. So very... good... Oh, I need this!"
Unfortunately, I almost immediately felt the tug of an impending timeslip. Honestly, Vanessa just was too busy losing herself in the experience to react more crazily.
With the briefest of grimaces, I stepped up my game. I rocked my head side to side and found that I could employ a finger to aid me in my efforts while I was under the sheet and it couldn't be seen. Realizing that freedom, I probed her depths even deeper, and concentrated as much of my attention on pleasuring her button with my tongue as I could, all while fighting the still fairly weak timeslip.
I got her to where I wanted her to go, even if I spent much less time getting there than I desired. Vanessa kept up that sleepy, relaxed appreciation of what I was doing right up until the end, but when she came, I was rewarded with the loudest, happiest, most over-the-top orgasm that I had enjoyed giving since I got hit by that truck.
Wow.
I mean, this was obviously, undeniably an orgasm. She thrashed against my face, and while she still clutched my sheet up under her chin, I think she almost ripped the fabric. The content filter did not force a timeslip, nor did it tone down her reaction. The world view clearly saw her orgasm. But she was still prevented from saying anything about it. There were no announcements about what was happening to her. No details. No dirty talk. Her vocabulary was limited to 'yes', and she used that extensively and enthusiastically.



Then she collapsed like a rag doll dropped on the floor.
"Okay, Danny," she panted. "You've had your fun. Now, I need you."
"Really?" I asked, sliding up over her again. "You don't want some water or anything?"
How my face was clean and dry after what had just happened down there was one of those delightful mysteries of this existence...
"Danny," Vanessa snapped. "Later. I need you to accommodate me... now."
My dick was already magically back in her entrance. This time, I let myself ease into her smoothly.
I was a bit surprised to find that Vanessa was not nearly so tight as many other women I'd been with in this isekai...
It's not an isekai.
Sure, Candy.
No, Vanessa was not hard to plunge into, but she was transcendent once I was within. Sliding into her was like slipping into the most wonderful bed imaginable, with the finest, frictionless silk sheets, deep, soft pillows, and perfect temperature controls making it deliciously warm. The mattress was simultaneously cloud-like soft, and yet firm enough for athletic endeavors.
I got athletic.
The real sheet on my actual bed had been pretty much wrecked by this point, but it still clung unnaturally to our waists as I thrust into Vanessa. Oh, Candy, she felt so good. I was grunting swiftly as I slid in and out with longer strokes than I was used to being allowed. I took full advantage of this additional leash and went deep to shallow in a swift, easily maintained rhythm.
Vanessa panted below me, her eyes heavily lidded, and she grasped my back with scrabbling hands.
I bent to kiss her at last, but she seemingly unconsciously turned her head to the side, and I buried my face against her shoulder instead. Whatever. It was a sexy as heck shoulder, and I let myself revel in kissing back and forth along its length. When I settled in to kiss one particularly enticing spot, Vanessa gasped, "No marks! Can't give customers ideas!"
I just grinned and went back to focusing on driving into her.
We settled into a delicious rhythm as I worked. Vanessa was not passive, using her body to respond to my efforts and making for a wonderful, sustainable experience.
This, of course, caused a timeslip to try to intrude. I was beginning to realize that sustained, unchanging activity of any kind, not just simply sex, triggered timeslips. But I did not want to interrupt this amazing pleasure.
I risked letting the timeslip into the room, so to speak, though I successfully fought it taking hold enough to blur my perceptions too much. It robbed me of several minutes of languid coupling with Vanessa, but I would at least be able to later savor the memories of what I missed now.
You are really starting to get the hang of how this works!
I ignored Candy for the moment, but in doing so, I pushed away the timeslip completely. Rather than risk it coming back stronger, I decided it was time to advance the plot, so to speak. I began to thrust now in shorter, more powerful probes.
Vanessa sensed my change of pace and eagerly responded. Her left leg wrapped around my right, and she grabbed my butt through the sheet.
"Oh yes, like that," she panted as I sped up again. "That's what I want. That's what I need!" Her leg squeezed mine tightly, and I grunted in a sudden surge of pleasure as my equipment began to react more strongly to its experience. She was a perfect bed...
"Please! Don't stop, Sean! Don't stop," Vanessa panted as I began to let my hips go fully.
Sean?
Oh wow. She'd already called me that before, hadn't she? At least once.
I sort of half felt upset, but I remembered Candy's words that this was a comedy, not a drama. And besides, that dude being so hot was what was giving me this experience. Good for him. I was getting mine.
But I was going to tease her so hard about it after we were done...
I was getting close enough that this and other thoughts fled my mind. I drove into Vanessa with a single-minded exertion and brought us both to our inevitable, desired destination.
I had a moment of professional disappointment when I lost it before her, and felt myself spurt into her depths in a fabulous release that blurred my mind as thoroughly as any timeslip.
The only thought I retained was to keep going, and that I did, still driving into Vanessa as best I could. She came herself moments later, not as loudly as before, but losing even more control. She only used Sean's name once more, amongst all the yeses, but it was clear that she was begging him for the release I was giving her.
Damn, that was one strong fantasy she had been dealing with all night long. No wonder she had come begging!
When she collapsed beneath me, I stopped my thrusts in relief, and I rolled off beside her, hugging her and letting the world view get another look at those tits. More to the point, it gave me another look at those tits.
"Oh, wow," Vanessa panted. "I needed that so much!"
"I'm glad to help," I grinned. "My name is Danny, by the way..."
Vanessa looked at me in horror. "Oh no! I didn't, did I?" she gasped. "Oh crap, I did call you Sean, didn't I?" She hid her face in her hands. "I'm so horrible," she moaned.
I just gently pulled her hands away from her face and kissed them both. "You are wonderful," I contradicted her. "And as for Sean, I need to send the guy a thank-you note."
She looked at me in fresh horror that morphed into a laugh. "I know I'll never see him again," she snorted with a note of genuine regret. "But if I do, I'll tell him you said thanks."
"Please," I agreed.
"You said something about some water?" she asked diffidently, pointing at the unopened bottle of Dasani I always kept at my bedside.
"Sure," I said, "as long as we can share," I added as I rolled over and stretched out for the refreshing aftermath.
"Thanks. I need something to wet my whistle," Vanessa giggled. Then her voice turned sultry. "Because I still feel the need to make you even more thankful to Sean..."
FADE TO WHITE
Already? This was a quick scenario.
I cleared my vision, and Candy stood there, smiling, in the same outfit as when I'd gone into the story.
"That was it?" I asked immediately. "Seems like there was an awful lot of setup for so little story."
"Oh, look! The Spark is giving Notes to his Muse now," Candy chuckled good-naturedly. "A lot has gone on so far, but don't worry, there is plenty left to happen that we've barely gotten set up."
"Then why am I back here?" I asked curiously.
"In an attempt to appeal to writers looking to reach a larger audience, I'm structuring the vibe of this inspiration more like a modern cable or streaming series, rather than the old feature movie format. I'm just going to let you rest and reset for a day here and there. It'll make this experience of yours feel more episodic in my storyteller's minds.




I am really enjoying this whole isekai format of stories. And I have enjoyed your suggestions for possible waypoints on Danny's journey. Keep them coming, I've already begun to incorporate a few. As always, please rate, favorite, and especially comment. That last is what makes writing all this stuff worthwhile.
Oh, and this is my 150th entry on Literotica! Your comments and emails have made it all worthwhile.
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Bikini Isekai: Bikini Roommates 2




FADE TO WHITE
Candy brought me out of the haze. I had not been 'in storage' for very long this time. I could tell.
She had changed and was wearing a more casual outfit, but still Miami fashion-fabulous. She wore loose, woven white pants that draped to her ankles, with a low, gathered waistline. They were loose enough everywhere to show no underlying shape except for where they tugged gently across the impossible-to-ignore curvature of her delicately imposing ass. Her matching crew-necked white top was skin tight, as if to make up for the pants, and cropped by a tight band running around right beneath her boobs. The acres of bare midriff were so crazy hot that they actually managed to distract from both top and bottom. A little.
I could not help but think of various ways to remove that outfit and enjoy myself during the process. That speculation got a little scary, and I shelved it quickly. Do not trigger the content filter and alert Candy to what you are thinking about, Danny!
Candy just grinned at me and said, "I thought you might like this outfit."
Was I busted? She wasn't smiting me, or whatever Muses did to impertinent Sparks, so I was guessing not.
"Back to the grindstone?" I just asked brightly.
"Listen to you," she snorted. "As I remember, you were grinding that stone pretty enthusiastically right before I gave you a break.
FADE FROM WHITE
Vanessa and I panted together before I rolled off her and out of her arms. "Look at the freaking time," I complained, catching sight of the clock by my bed. The dawn was definitely peeking in the window.
Vanessa looked at it too. "Damn. Yeah, I think my help session has done its job. Thanks so much, Danny," she yawned earnestly. "But I am going to go desperately try to fall asleep in my own bed now. You probably need to get up anyway." She struggled to sit up beside me. Amazingly, she actually pulled the sheet up to cover those tits, like this was broadcast and we had not just had a couple of hours of hot, sweaty sex.
"I think I can get an hour more of shut-eye, as long as naked you is no longer here," I snarked back as complimentarily as possible.
"I seem to remember you said something about milk earlier?" Vanessa said, getting out of bed and somehow suddenly back in her oversized men's teeshirt again, without putting it on. It was like Vanessa's actress didn't have a nudity clause for this episode. I know that idea had nothing to do with her actions, but it was as if Candy threw stuff like that in, to make things seem real for the creatives who would use these ideas...
In the moment, I realized that something like milk to knock down this thirst would be good before I tried to get what sleep I still could.
I headed out for some milk, magically already in just my shorts, and Vanessa followed just a few steps behind me... only to find Sam, in her pajamas, sitting on a chair facing my door, a cup of something steaming in her hands and a simultaneously gleeful and disapproving expression on her face. "That was... impressive, Danny," she drawled haughtily, the instant I set foot in the hallway. "I had to go ahead and get up, just to wait and see who you brought..." She cut herself off as Vanessa appeared behind me.
"Aw! For crying out loud!" Sam shouted loudly, the gleeful portion of her mindset clearly vanishing. "When I agreed to move in, you two told me that you were not a couple!"
"We are not a couple," I shot back instantly. "That's not what this is!" I hated roommate drama so much. Moreover, I still needed another roommate, not a search for a replacement for one I already had!
"Honestly, Sam," Vanessa said, stepping past me. "Danny and I are not sleeping together.
"Well, you woke me up, so no, I guess you weren't technically sleeping," Sam said huffily. "Look, it'll be bad enough to have to tiptoe around a relationship in my own apartment, but you guys told me..."
"Sam!" Vanessa said, and went to sit on the arm of the chair where Sam remained firmly planted. "This was the first and only time we have had sex. And anyway, Danny was just helping me out."
"Helping you out?" Sam growled.
"Helping me out," Vanessa repeated calmly. She was even better friends with Sam than I was. I'd let her take the lead. And the heat. "Sean Garfield was in the club last night," Vanessa said meaningfully.
Despite herself, Sam got sidetracked by that. "Oh, holy cow. He is so hot!" she exclaimed excitedly. Wow, even Sam could get all girly at times...
"You have no idea. And I spent seven hours naked in his lap, not getting laid," Vanessa said. "I came home so horny it was painful."
"So then what? You just marched into Danny's room and said, 'Hey, help me work this off'?" Sam exclaimed. "Pull the other one!"
"Uh, pretty much, yeah," I put in sheepishly.
Sam was unamused, but Vanessa just went on, popping back up and walking away from her as if the matter was settled. "Danny doesn't have a girlfriend. I definitely do not have a boyfriend." She looked over her shoulder at Sam. "And getting rid of this horniness was not optional. A girl could die from lack of sleep."
"Sean Garfield? Really?" Sam asked, unable to help herself.
"In all his glorious flesh. He's even a really nice, cool guy, which made my situation worse."
"So I do not have to expect either relationship drama or noisy wakeup calls from you two going forward?" Sam demanded, with iron in her voice.
"Of course not," Vanessa reassured her. "I don't get that kind of distressingly horny more than about every two months."
"Well, I'm glad Vanessa can call her landlord and get her pipes fixed when needed from now on," Sam snapped at me, but the heat had gone out of her. "I'm going back to bed," she announced. "Vanessa? If Sean Garfield comes back into Nine Belles, you call me, no matter the time. I'm dropping everything and coming in to see that. I don't care if it is a strip club."
"Sam, if he does, I will call you. And you do come in, I'll get you a seat in the booth with us," Vanessa smiled, then turned to the kitchen.
Well, that had been awkward.
But it wasn't done yet.
"So what would your girlfriend at work think about what you just got up to?" Sam grinned at me as the thought occurred to her.
You could almost hear the record scratch as Vanessa heard that and froze. Well, I literally did hear a record scratch sound effect, but the girls did not.
Vanessa whirled on me. "Danny!" she almost screeched. "Girlfriend? You told me that you don't have a girlfriend! How could you do that? I would have nev..."
"Hey!" I interjected before she could get going... any more than she already had. "Sam was being snarky," I said, glaring at our roommate. "Emma just runs the store with me. She is not my girlfriend, she's my co-worker."
Vanessa looked at me dubiously for a second, then her instant-read character evaluator clicked, and she stood down. "Oh! Sorry I got all upset, Danny. Sex with co-workers happens all the time. That's fine. I do it occasionally," she added dismissively.
Sam choked. "It does not and will not happen at my workplace..." Sam declared flatly. "Well, not with me anyway!" she added absently.
"Well, it does not happen with me and Emma either," I said, more hotly than was good for me. But I couldn't help myself. I needed to drop this subject right now, but I just could not. "But wait. You? What, you hook up with the bouncers or something, Vanessa?"
"Ew, no," Vanessa said idly, opening the fridge for the milk we had come out for. "Dancers and bouncers? That way always leads to chaos. I just fool around a little with one or another of the other dancers sometimes. Usually, you know, when someone else wants to pay to watch us do it!"
She wandered out of the room, glass of milk in hand. Sam and I just stared at each other.




Another no-chance applicant later, I still did not have the third room filled. Once I got to work, I checked my character sheet:
Name: Danny
Age: 27
Intelligence: 18
Height: 5' 11"
Build: Athletic
Cash: Not getting any better
Game: Getting pretty good
Hair: Blonde, High maintenance
Debuffs: Bad social life
Buffs: Trustworthy face
Virginity: Null
Sigh. My social life was going to hell because my finances were going the same way. Somehow, my Game had gotten better while my dating life imploded...
I talked to Emma about my money situation and scheduled myself for a few of the extra seasonal hours we had authorization for. Sucks to be our part-timers when the boss needed the hours for himself.
The door opened, and I heard Emma say to someone. "Welcome to SoBe Bikinis! What can I help you find?"
I peeked around a rack of merch and saw that she was talking to Vanessa!
"I was hoping to talk to Danny, is he in?"
"Hey, Vanessa," I called. "What do you need? Is there a problem at the apartment?"
"Oh, this is your other roommate?" Emma asked me in a teasing tone.
I looked pained. I didn't mind her riding me. We teased each other all the time. I just wish she wouldn't do it in front of Vanessa, because while she wasn't judging Vanessa, she was already kind of sounding like she was. "Yep!" I said brightly.
"No problems at home," Vanessa said easily. "I just thought I'd come in and get your totally expert advice on some new bikinis," she went on, including Emma in the request and ignoring any implied shade that Emma might have thrown earlier.
"Gonna hit the beach for a tan?" Emma asked. "Or is this more as active wear around town?"
Only in Miami Beach was that a routine, serious question.
Vanessa demonstrated that she had heard the shade by turning toward Emma and in a deadpan voice said, "These will be for professional attire."
Emma blushed, both busted and embarrassed on general principle. Vanessa just winked at her. "Looks like I am your only customer right now, so I can be in both your hands, I guess."
"We don't really have, um, clubwear, at least not that, um, kind," Emma said uncertainly.
"I have a couple of great places to buy the regular outfits already," Vanessa said, waving off Emma's concern. "No, I need real, high-quality, dead sexy, beach bikinis," she went on, idly fingering through one rack near her that I knew was not what she wanted.
"Really? Why?" I could not help but ask.
"This time of year, we have five times more guys than usual who were at the beach earlier in the day. I want them to see me as one of those girls they hit on out in the sunshine and were shot down by, only now I'm here in the dark and ready to play..."
Emma stared at her, then the color returned to her face. "That actually sounds like a really good marketing plan," she admitted.
"How about this one?" Vanessa just said.
Emma shook her head. "Try it in the pink. It'll show up better in the lights they have in those clubs."
"Emma!" I said in a scandalized voice, trying not to laugh and ruin the ribbing. "How do you know what kind of lighting is in 'those clubs'?"
"Wally took me once!" Emma snapped back defensively. Then she blushed afresh at having risen to the bait. "It got him all riled up by the time we got home, of course, which was in no way bad." She paused for a moment, then admitted, "It was more fun than I've been willing to admit to him, or he'd be dragging me back. I prefer to have him to myself from the start... when we can find time together at all," she said to Vanessa, while she pointedly ignored me.
The demands of Wally's job were often a bitch.
"I'll try on the pink one," Vanessa said blandly. "But yeah, I do specialize in sending men home to their women all riled up..."
"I'll bet," Emma said, not quite avoiding looking at Vanessa. Emma in no way had anything to be ashamed of, but her build was not nearly as... showy as my roommate's. "Danny and I will start bringing you ideas," she assured Vanessa
I found two good options and handed them to Emma since she was already headed back toward the dressing room where Vanessa had set up camp. I had just turned to look through a rack of monokinis that seemed easy enough to shuck off, when I heard a shriek.
"Vanessa! I could have just handed them through the crack!" Emma said.
"It's fine. Don't worry about it," Vanessa replied.
"But I didn't say who I was when I knocked on the dressing room," Emma babbled. "What if it had been Danny out here when you opened the door like that?"
"Oh, Danny sees me naked all the time around the apartment," Vanessa said. "Oooh! I like this one!"
Emma tottered back toward me, her eyes wild, but her composure returning rapidly. "You see her naked all the time? I thought you didn't go to her club?" she teased.
"I don't," I defended myself. I took a deep sigh. "Look, she doesn't wear much to or from the bathroom. And some other times, occasionally. You get used to it," I said, surprised to realize that that was true.
Emma peered at me up and down.
"What?" I asked.
"I'm looking for all the bruises you must have from running into stuff when that leaves the bathroom nekkid. I would never get used to that," she hissed quietly, pointing in Vanessa's direction.
Even Sam was getting used to 'that'. But I was not about to argue. It would just guarantee twice the teasing I was going to get later anyway.
Roomie ended up buying six suits! Including one each of our three highest-priced, blinged-out fashion suits. When I rang her up, the total probably put a serious dent in a good Saturday's take for Vanessa, but she told us that she was confident they were a good investment.
Emma's eyebrows shot up when she realized what kind of extra earnings would justify what Venessa paid. Mine would have too, except that I was well used by now to Vanessa paying me in cash for rent.




I got another nibble on my last room. I set an appointment to meet with her. Yes, her. Vanessa and Sam both wanted to make an appearance, so it took a day or so to make everybody's schedules mesh.
When I answered the door, Olivia took a timid step into the apartment. "Hi," she introduced herself. "I'm here about the room? I, um, didn't know about it being on the first floor," she hemmed uncertainly.
"It's an old building with no elevator. I think this is the best floor," I shrugged. "Come on in."
"It is also a lot easier to be on the first floor if you wear high heels often." Surprisingly, it was Sam and not Vanessa who supplied that sales pitch.
Olivia looked around, then back at my roommates. "Yeah, but, um, aren't you two worried about Hidin' Harry?"
They both looked at her.
"The apartment comes with really good blackout curtains," Vanessa said, deadpan.
"And this has been a really safe neighborhood," I added encouragingly.
I wanted, no, needed this girl to move in. Her references were stellar, and her credit checked out. She seemed like she would be even quieter than Sam, from my initial survey of her personality. She even wore a comic book teeshirt, and neither Vanessa nor Sam were of any conversational use in that department. I had been missing shooting the bull with Kurt about Wolverine.
Sigh.
And yes, it was no surprise that her teeshirt and her khaki Bermuda shorts revealed just barely enough for me to know that Olivia was in there on the looks front too. She might actually have the cutest face of the three, though with the way she kept it turned shyly downward, I could not be sure.
"Let Sam and me show you around," Vanessa told Olivia, taking her under her arm. My two roommates led her off on the tour, leaving the big, scary male behind, hoping that the two of them could close the deal. Sam looked over her shoulder at me and winked in reassurance as they gave our prospect the nickel tour.
"I just have to get out of my current building," Olivia told them. "I feel like the super is always staring at me..."
"Oh! That's so terrible," Vanessa said as if serious. "But girl, you are way too cute not to be a little used to it. Men must stare at you all the time when you go to the beach!"
"The beach?" Olivia squeaked. "Oh, no! I can't bear to go down there! I'm afraid to wear just about any swimsuit, anywhere, much less the stuff that the people down on the beach here do!"
"Hey! I'll make you feel safe down there," Sam said, her turf having been dissed. "I'm a lifeguard, and I run this section of beach!"
Olivia stared at Sam, half worshipfully, half terrified. "You are a lifeguard? You spend all day on the beach... in a swimsuit?" she gasped. "Up there on a pretty tower where everyone can see you standing there?!?"
Sam just looked at Venessa, who was trying not to smile. "Yes, can you imagine that, Vanessa?"
I slumped. If Sam's occupation was freaking out our prospective roommate, what kind of drama would ensue if she moved in and then found out what Vanessa did? I was shaking my head behind her back, ready to pull the ripcord, when both of my roommates looked at me disapprovingly.
I was to shut up and let them deal with it all.
I needed the money, so I nodded.
My bank account's drain had become minimal once Sam had moved in, but if Olivia were to sign up, my balance could start to creep back up again. Fortunately, I had been frugal lately.
If Olivia signed the lease, my first order of business was going to be to throw out every packet of Ramen in the building...
She signed eventually. No more Ramen!




Work the next day should have been great. We had good sales. The customers were plenty attractive, to the point that in the morning, there were so many in the store they reached some kind of cinematic critical mass, and a montage broke out. Those were always great since it meant at least a few nipples. This particular instance mostly disappointed in that arena, but it made up for it with a splendid view from behind of some impatient customer who didn't want to wait for a dressing room to try on some new bikini bottoms.
Unfortunately, after lunch, Emma had to go to a meeting up at our Bal Harbor store, and who should show up looking for her while she was gone? Wally.
"Sorry, she's not here, dude. At a meeting," I told him when he asked where she was.
He curled his lip like I was some kind of roadkill, flat out ordered me to tell her to call him, and pissed off.
I had always thought that Wally was a pretty chill dude, and he had always been good for Emma, but this was the first time I'd ever talked to him when she was not around. Did Emma know he had a toolish side?




Olivia settled in nicely, though I thought I was going to have to take her to the ER her second morning in the apartment. Vanessa had (I am sure quite deliberately) come out of the bathroom in even less than usual, meaning no towel other than on her head.
"Ohhhhh..." Olivia moaned at the sight from where she sat on the couch, assembling her new little table from Ikea.
"You okay?" Vanessa asked, as if she had not intentionally provoked this reaction to get it out of the way in a controlled environment when both Sam and I were near.
"How do you..." Olivia asked, trying not to look.
"I'm inside the apartment. It's cool," Vanessa shrugged.
"But how do you do that?" Olivia asked. "I'm scared to come out of the bathroom in my robe!"



I'd seen the robe. It was... voluminous. And it reached to the floor on her petite frame.
"It's not hard for me," Vanessa said and turned toward her. Olivia's head shook 'No' involuntarily. But Vanessa just sat down right next to her on the couch, bare-assed naked, and patted Olivia's thigh. "It's not hard to relax if you are safe, and we are all totally safe here. It's a great neighborhood, the door is always locked, and we are safe because Danny's a big, strong guy."
Olivia shot me a look that said she wasn't so sure that last item was a good thing. I just shrugged easily, looking non-threatening, which I suspected was easier to accomplish than my masculine ego would like.
"Like I said, I've just gotten used to it. This is nothing. I've had to get used to much worse," Vanessa said firmly.
"Worse than walking around the house naked? What? How?" Olivia quavered. Sam must have been listening, because she poked her head out of her room to watch. We traded glances. I fretted I was going to have to go stock back up on Ramen... No way I was going to hold this poor, timid girl to her lease if she wanted to bail, not with the way Vanessa was sort of terrorizing her!
"I'm an exotic dancer," Vanessa stage-whispered. "I used to be terrified," she said in what I was sure was a fig fat lie, "but now I love it." She patted Olivia's thigh and got up to wander off as if she had just said that she liked hamburgers for dinner on Thursdays.
Olivia stared after her, appalled. But she also kept her eyes on Vanessa as the naked babe retreated. And there was some more of that almost worship in her eyes?
Was Olivia a little bit lesbian? A lot?




I was back in the shop again the next afternoon. There were temporarily no customers in the store, and Emma and I were hustling to restock some racks. We did our usual well-accustomed dance around each other as we passed back and forth in the narrow aisles. We passed close, but never touched. It was simple politeness on both our parts, but for me at least, also quite practical. Emma and I had long ago decided to wear nothing but bathing suits bought from the store's inventory as work clothes. It was easy to convince our part-timers to do so as well, as most of them worked for us for the employee discount as much as for the pay.
But the practice made Emma our very best mannequin. Even better than Gertrude when it was in the window, by virtue of Emma being alive. I allegedly sold plenty of suits myself, but I was less certain about that than I was that Emma was an absolute marketing machine.
It also made it important to not be bumping into her as we worked on things like stocking...
I was momentarily safe from any incidental bumping into my already spoken-for partner when Emma suddenly called out urgently from the other side of the store, "Danny! Turn on the radio!"
I did nothing, but the shock jock's voice came on anyway. "Once again, it's been a big day in South Beach with a dramatic water rescue of a 13 year-old boy." The shock jock had his news professional pants on for this story. I was impressed. "The rip tide that occasionally forms in front of the Bel De Mar Hotel did so today without warning or any of the usual conditions, and it sucked Matthew Finnegan out to sea. The boy was not a strong swimmer, and only quick observation and an immediate daring dive into the heart of the rip tide by Lt. Susan Danvers of the Miami Beach Fire Department's South Beach Lifeguards averted tragedy."
Holy Shit! Sue!
"The rescue was very dangerous, but Danvers made it to the boy before he could go under, and then resuscitated him with mouth-to-mouth once she got him back to shore! There is video you can find all over social media of the dramatic rescue," the voice said, clearly impressed. I was impressed that Dipweed got through the whole thing without making an ass out of himself. The Hidin' Harry news beat was more his style.
"Let me tell you, guys," the shock jock's voice shifted to sounding more like his usual douchey voice. "I've seen some of those videos. If this Danvers chick gave me mouth-to-mouth, I'd come back from the dead, too!"
Annnnd... he was back to normal.
"Is he talking about your roommate, Sue?" Emma asked breathlessly, having recovered her phone from her purse, since we were not supposed to have them on the floor, to search Instagram and X.
"That's her name! Wow," I said excitedly.
Sue was a hero! I wondered if she'd admit it even happened.
Emma looked at her phone. Somebody with a good vantage point had gotten some fantastic footage of Sue rising out of the ocean, carrying the slender form of an unconscious red-headed boy. She laid him down beyond the waves' reach and gave him urgent mouth-to-mouth, the Hollywood kind, not the real kind of CPR that looks much less dramatic.
Sam was wearing a blue bikini today, one that tried valiantly to look as boss-like as her one-piece attempted to, but failed even harder.
Yeah, faceless radio voice, if Sam kissed me in that, I'd come back to life, too. Even if I were just thirteen. Although if the victim had reacted like I would have, it would have triggered all sorts of content filters...
Emma gave me a hug, which was nice, but not anything I deserved. "Tell her that was a great job, Danny!" she said excitedly, watching a second video. "You guys should take her out for dinner!"
Not a bad idea.
Olivia had not bailed on her lease, at least not yet. I could afford to go out someplace nice. Would she and Vanessa be available to take Sam out tonight?
They were both home when I got there, we excitedly discussed the news we had all heard, and I floated my idea. About ten minutes later, Sam herself came home casually, as if she had just had an ordinary day.
"Sam!" Vanessa exclaimed. "You are totally a hero, babe!"
"What are you..." Sam tried to deflect, then realized denying that anything had happened was stupid, and modified her tactics mid-sentence. "It was nothing really. Pretty routine."
"Bullshit," Olivia said, surprising everyone with her sudden assertiveness. "The Fire Chief himself said in a press conference about fifteen minutes ago that it was an exceptionally dangerous and difficult rescue. You could have been killed, Sam! But he also said that if you hadn't seen and acted so quickly, and broken safety protocols to do it, that boy would be dead!"
Sam looked at her in dismay at this bit of news. Then she looked away. "Chief," she growled to herself. I was glad I was not the Chief.
"I don't go into work for another couple of hours, Sam. I say the three of us treat our resident hero to dinner!" Vanessa said, acting like as big a fangirl as Olivia.
Sam glared at all of us, but when I piled on, she slumped and agreed to go, but only if we promised not to tell anyone who she was or what had happened. Reluctantly, we agreed.
We had never gone out to eat as a group before. We usually only ate dinner together about once a week, at home, and that was usually more of a meeting about apartment matters than a social thing. Also, none of us usually drank much at all, much less together.
This time, we all got dressed up, the result of which was kind of a disappointment in Olivia's case, was damn nice in Sam's, and was pretty awesome in Vanessa's. Olivia was just too shy to even wear a dress above the knee.
We got a table outside on a beautiful hotel patio, facing the beach across the street. It was elegant in the early evening, the weather was perfect, and Sam finally relaxed after a while and started smiling. But she was having none of Olivia's hero-worship. She would have had none of Vanessa's either, but Vanessa was going to give it to her regardless. V was careful to keep the secret from the rest of the patio, but she was damned sure going to make sure Sam knew Vanessa was impressed. I agreed with Vanessa, but limited my own worship to splurging on a bottle of champagne to honor Sam.
This was a mistake.
When our server poured us glasses, I raised mine in a toast. "To Sam!"
That's it. That's all I said. Honest.
But the server was still there, and she asked, "Oh, are we celebrating something special this evening?"
"No no no," Sam said, holding out her hands a little too quickly. "Nothing at all."
Olivia, of all people, thought the fastest. "Our friend just had a good day at work, that's all."
The server shrugged and started to turn away.
But we had been too loud. It was quiet this early in the evening, and voices carried throughout the patio. I was with three hot women, even if one of them hid it well. We had been receiving subtle attention since we were seated.
"Omigawd, Stanis!" a loud, European-sounding woman exclaimed from a table over. "That's her! The Lifeguard I saw on TikTok!"
Someone else at a table near them chimed in. "Wow! Yeah, that's her. She almost died saving that little boy today!"
Sam froze in horror when she realized that three people from different tables around us were out of their chairs and heading her way, brandishing phones already in Selfie Mode. (In this version of Miami Beach, all phones are always in Selfie Mode.) Her frozen horror became paralytic as she saw that this trio was just the first slip in an avalanche of fellow diners getting out of their seats.
Sam could have headed it off by politely refusing the first picture. It would have been easy enough to do. But she was still frozen.
I could have headed it off the same way. I should have. But I am apparently a big enough jerk that I was too busy laughing internally at Sam's discomfort to protect my friend.
Also, Candy would have killed me if I'd ruined this bit.
But Sam was a pro who was also one of the most responsible people I knew. Once she let that first woman from Estonia or wherever take a selfie with her, she was done for. She ended up standing up beside the table for 15 minutes, taking selfies and modestly denying how awesome she was. That only made the other diners more enthusiastic.
Things were finally settling down, but then the owner showed up. The manager must have called him when the staff twigged to who Sam was. The owner rolled up to our table with a fresh bottle of vastly more expensive bubbly than I had bought earlier, a professional cameraman, two girls almost as hot as Sam herself, and dressed way more sluttily, and a gold plastic tiara that spelled out HERO in fake diamonds over Sam's head when he put it on her.
Why on earth a restaurant would have a tiara that said HERO, Candy only knows.
I don't know either! This stuff just happens. I think it might be feedback from a writer somewhere in the future whom this will inspire.
Feedback from the future?
Time is a construct. I'm not getting into it now. Go back to embarrassing Sam. She's endearingly cute when she's dying inside.
Oh, dear. Sorry, Sam.
Then the owner dragged Sam into darn near a full-on photoshoot with him and his two side-pieces. She did the right thing and smiled brilliantly, which made her as gorgeous as I'd ever seen her.
Then it was over, we all sat down, the crowd mostly left us alone, and the owner biffed off with his two side-pieces to do whatever millionaire Miami Beach restaurant owners do with their side-pieces.
Probably repeatedly.
Sam hid her face in her hands. When she did, she realized she was still wearing the tiara and flipped it aside in resignation.
"I've seen people get the celebrity treatment along here before," Sam said. "Never thought it'd be me!" We all started to apologize, but she waved us off. "It's okay. I guess I'll deal with it tonight. No one will remember me tomorrow."
"I got bad news for you, sister," Vanessa laughed. "One of those photos of you with the owner will absolutely be up on the menu board out on the street by brunch tomorrow for every person walking by to see. It'll be there until someone like Brad Pitt drops in and knocks you off the board."
Sam looked at her with a blank expression. She looked around calmly and spied our server, who had never been far from us since everything blew up. Sam waved her over. "I'm going to need a double Johnny Walker Black, please."




Sam didn't really drink that much more with dinner, but it was a lot more than I'd ever seen her drink before. I was amazed that she hardly wobbled as we walked back to the apartment. She tottered off to bed, weary but not drunk. Olivia grabbed her book and retreated to her room. She had drunk less than Sam, but I was sure she was feeling it way more.
Vanessa had had just the two glasses of champagne. She grabbed her keys to head to the strip club for her shift. She looked at me. "I am telling every person I meet tonight that my roommate is the hero of Miami Beach. Bet I make an extra 500 bucks off that..."
I shook my head and got ready for bed myself.
I had some great friends, and I suspected the shenanigans were just getting started. Who was going to get up to what with whom? How much would I be involved in, and how much would I just be on cleanup duty?
At about 2:30 in the morning, I woke to a hand tugging gently at my shoulder.
"Hmmmuh?" I murmured, rolling onto my back and peering into the darkness.
"Danny?" Sam asked in a whisper. "I hate to wake you, but... I have got to talk. Today was so..." she trailed off.
I sat up. "Are you okay, Sam? Nightmares?" I imagined her tossing in bed, dreaming of losing that kid. Maybe dreaming of drowning, herself... "Was it that bad out there?" I asked, concern in my voice.
"Out in the water?" Sam asked. She shrugged. "It was scary. I swallowed some water at one point. The rip was really turbulent today. And the kid went down before I could get to him. I had to go pretty deep in the current to find him. But I don't think I was any more scared today than in a couple of other rescues."
"You've saved someone's life before?" I asked in surprise.
Sam looked at me in the dark. "I've carried six people out of the water over my career, Danny," she said flatly. From her wording, I knew that meant she had countless lesser rescues as well. "But people should not think I'm a hero! It's my job. That's why I'm out there," she added firmly, though I sensed real tension in her voice as she spoke.
"Oh, geez. Sorry! We shouldn't have tonight. And all those other people..." I muttered. "I'm sorry," I just said again.
"Don't be. You all were sweet. Everyone was sweet except for one of the owner's girlfriends who grabbed my ass when he was getting all our pictures taken," Sam said with a voice that promised a quick drowning if that girl ever came to Sam's beach.
"My problem," Sam went on, taking a deep breath, "is the same problem I've had every time I've saved somebody." She shrugged helplessly. "Deep down, right now I think I'm a hero, Danny. It'll pass, because I'm not one, but right now, I feel that idea reverberating through my entire body. I feel like a goddess for delivering life from peril in the sea."
"So? Just enjoy it," I encouraged. "You are one of the most grounded people I know, Sam."
"Thanks," she said drily. "But the problem is with enjoying it. When I get like this, I get... Unbearably. Horny. The first time I saved someone, I was a high school lifeguard, and I kind of forcibly took my then-boyfriend's virginity that very night."
"I'm pretty sure that there has never been a high school boy who required force to give up his virginity to his girlfriend," I laughed.
"Yeah? Maybe," Sam snorted. " He never complained. But since then? I'm a professional lifeguard. I'm a manager now! I have responsibilities and demands on my time that slam my social life. I have never had a boyfriend during any of the times I've done an ocean rescue. I get over the feeling each time, but the reaction gets worse with every save, like it builds up. I am miserable here," Sam said, and I realized that she was almost writhing where she sat on the edge of my bed.
Oh.
And she had thought to come to me? Um, this was kind of recycling the plot, right, Candy?
Shut up.
"I, um, I was lying there in bed and I couldn't get over the way you, um, helped Vanessa in similar straits, Danny. I've been tossing and turning for three hours now, thinking about it. I just gotta ask," Sam said, her words becoming a flood. "Can I call the landlord and get my pipes fixed?"
I stared at Sam in the dark. She was a helluva sight. She wore a nightgown I had not seen before. Is that sexy thing what she wore in bed, and she just never let any of us, or me at least, ever see it?
Or had she put it on just to come to my room?
"Sam, I feel like I should be hesitating here, that's my part, right? I'm the one who is supposed to make sure there are no problems with this. Make sure you aren't doing something you'll regret," I said slowly.
"Danny, you don't have to..." Sam cut in, leaning toward me, but I cut her off in return.
"But just so you know, there is no way humanly possible that I could in any way turn you down. I will help your brains out as much as you will let me."
"Really?" She seemed surprised, which was inexplicable. "I'm not exactly Vanessa here."
"Come on, Sam!" I said, grabbing her hand. "You are so freaking hot. Yes, she's hot too, but get real. There are probably professional models walking by your tower on the beach every day, wishing they had your body."
Sam let out half a laugh, but otherwise just smiled. She did not object, and I bet she had actually overheard words to that effect at least once.
"I do have one solid request first," I said, holding up my free hand.
"Anything," Sam said in the sultriest, neediest voice I'd ever heard. She stiffened. "Wow," she went on, the neediness lifting. "I can't believe I just sounded like that. I can't believe I meant it."
"Do you?"
"I do," the sultry was back in spades.
I shifted in my bed like a kid on Christmas morning. "Then I just have the one request," I said. "Can we please not call this fixing your pipes?" She burst into laughter. "I'm serious. How about we just say we are having a Roommate Accommodation?"
"Will you accommodate me, Danny?"
"Please," I said, and reached for her.
When Vanessa had asked for an Accommodation that other night, she had avoided kissing me. I still didn't exactly understand, but she was a different person. Maybe it was because she was a stripper. But I also knew that her brain had been in a totally different place from Sam's, despite their bodies both being in the same physical location, my bed.
Vanessa had needed release.
Sam needed worship.
Whatever, our lips met greedily, and we kissed with an avid hunger. My hands were almost instantly on Sam's torso, exploring her curves and tugging gently at the lace of her gown, but she seemed impatient that I had taken as long as I had. She pressed her chest into my grasp, filling my left palm with soft tissue. She tugged the strap off her shoulder with a swift hand, pulling the gown down to expose the breast I was not holding. I swiftly moved to grasp the freshly bared breast with my other hand.
Her free hand was brooking no delay, and I felt it slide under the covers and grasp my almost fully hard dick.
"Sleep in the nude, do you, Danny?" Sam asked around our kiss. She pulled her face back with a grin. "I need to look out for when you start forgetting your robe on the way to the bathroom like Vanessa!"
"Fat chance of that," I growled, and pushed her over onto her back on my bed. "It'd kill Olivia." I tugged the other strap off her shoulder and began to kiss and suck back and forth over her tits, sneaking in a few looks of complete appreciation.
Sam's breasts were not Vanessa's. True. But who cared? Seriously, these breasts were lovely and desperately alluring to me. Even flat on her back, they swelled upward from her chest, and each neatly filled my grasp... when my face was not shoving my hand aside to feast on a nipple.



Those nipples were so sexy, too. They were dark, what color I could not make out in the gloom, but dark. And hard as tire rubber, though far more tasty. Her aureoles were broad. My thumb and middle finger, touched together at the tips, would just match their circumference, and their surface was visibly, even in the gloom, crinkled with desire and studded with little goosebumps.
I wanted to ravage her.
But Sam had other ideas. She wanted to be worshipped. And she wanted to control how that worship happened.
I was suddenly on my back, and she was straddling my hips. She pulled the nightgown up over her head and tossed it aside, leaving her naked above me, looking down with a gleeful smile. I just reached up and grabbed her tits again.
Sam shifted, and I felt myself sliding inside her, almost halfway in my initial penetration. I looked down at our conjoined hips and saw that my sheet had somehow become wrapped around us down there. I rolled my eyes at the content filter's interference... until I realized that with the sheet blocking the world view, Sam could ride me with as long and wild a set of strokes as she liked, and there was no chance of any treaty-violating appearances by my penis.
And ride me, she did. Like mad. She slammed up and down, riding almost my entire length with each stroke. It was wild. It was messy. I fell out a bunch of times when she stroked too far. Each time, one or the other of us had me tucked back into her before the rhythm broke.
Her breasts bounced and shimmied with her violent movements, keeping my eyes, and the world view's, locked upon them. They did not swing wildly, but they bounced up and down mesmerizingly, especially when she found a frequency atop me that had them wobbling in harmonic rhythm. I wanted to grab them, but I refused to deny myself and the world view the riveting sight.
Wrapped in the sheet, her insides were caressing my shaft with a gentle yet demanding urgency that left me certainly worshipping her for all I was worth.
She came. Things were definitely looser, content filter-wise, in this story. She was not quiet about her moans. Sam had a beautiful voice, especially mid-orgasm, and the content filter did nothing to hide or deflect her release.
I had not come, but that was okay. This was about her. "How are you feeling?" I asked, brushing sweaty hair from her brow as she lay atop me.
"Not nearly done with you," she almost snarled, and summoned the energy to slide off my cock and rotate to bend her head over it.
I struggled to slide back so I could sit up against the headboard, so the camera could pan away from anything she was doing and concentrate on my visibly desperate attempts not to empty myself into her mouth in the first instant.
Sam just whipped my sheet up over herself and my lap, and began to pleasure me for all she was worth. Her hand stroked me, and her lips and tongue bathed my head in slippery flesh. When she took me into her mouth and began to bob up and down, it sent urgent waves of blissful tension radiating throughout my body..
The sheet, with her working beneath it, was bobbing up and down like one of those silly scenes you see in Candy's type of movies where the double is making a caricature of a blowjob. They got away with the image, even back in the 80s, because it is so obviously not a real blowjob.
But this most definitely was a real blowjob. Holy mackerel, was Sam good. I was actually sliding deep into and out of her throat with her every suck on my titanium dick, and she choked not once. I was being gloriously devoured.
Candy dammit! The timeslip snuck in while I was reaching peak enjoyment, and glossed over the titanic sluice of ejaculate I gave Sam beneath the sheet. I suppose the noises I made, and the very non-funny O-Face I made, were too much, even for this, more coarse filter.
I pulled her up from under the sheet. "My turn... under the covers," I gasped, still catching my breath.
Sheets and covers are great, I heartily recommend picking some up. Suck it, content filter! Or maybe I should just suck it myself...
Sam sat up, in mild confusion over what I was up to with the sheet gambit, but when my face worked down between her legs, she shut up about the issue. Well, she didn't shut up exactly. Her cries could have been interpreted as funny, but they expressed far too much pure personal female fulfillment for the sometimes weirdly prudish content filter. Time slipped, and I slapped it away to the best of my ability. I wanted to enjoy this!
As I worked my tongue into her extremely warm, wet, and aromatic nest, I fretted whether it was better to slow down and let Sam get a little less loudly appreciative to extend things longer, or to deliver as much 'worship' as possible to the hero of the hour. In either case, I knew that the timeslip was going to get aggressive soon, and I steeled myself to try to hold it off.
In the meantime, I appreciated the wonder of where I was. The skin of Sam's inner thighs, of her legs in general, was so smooth that she might as well have had no follicles at all. Again, was this due to a rigorous regimen of grooming and laser maintenance, or was this just a magical gift of the Muse of Raunchy Sex Comedies, like obviously fake breasts that were nevertheless all natural? Either way, the skin on Sam's legs was as smooth as the pristine silkiness of Vanessa's, and much, much more tanned. The smoothness made sense. Both women worked professionally with their legs bare...
The best part was, unlike Vanessa, Sam retained just a trace of pubes. I snorted against her button, which Sam weirdly liked, as I realized that my roommate kept that tuft of hair out of a sense of propriety! I snorted again as I thought that only in Miami Beach would a woman feel that a Brazilian made her appropriately conservative...
I had barely begun to get properly acquainted with Sam's button when I felt the timeslip coming, hard. I fought, but even though I could feel I was stronger than I had ever felt before, I was not winning against this one. In a desperate attempt to stop it before it took out the entire rest of my evening with Sam, I popped out from under the sheet.
Sure enough, the time pressure vanished.
Dammit, whichever John you are that filed the grievance, you should transfer over to being the Muse of Gay Porn, because you, sir, are a dicksucker.
Dammit Candy, I can't even say the lesser C-Word when insulting the enemy?
For what it is worth, I agree with you. But if I let you call him that, in those words, he'd hear it, and you would not like that.
But I'm your Spark.
You would not like it.
Okay then.
"Danny, you better have stopped doing that to do something nicer," Sam growled breathlessly.
I grinned at her and tickled her under the armpits. Sure enough, she squealed and twisted away from me, which was what I was after. In a flash, probably aided by a microtimeslip, I pulled her up to her hands and knees and drove myself back inside her from behind.
Even without the sheet, I was sure I was on solid ground here. I'd seen enough doggie out in the open in softcore from the last decade to know we were going to be uninterrupted, as long as I didn't get too athletic. Or too boring.
Don't let the ease with which I seemed to be able to penetrate Sam to her depths fool you; her inner embrace was firm and enthralling. I let my hands distract themselves with grabbing and massaging Sam's ass as I drove into her.
"Dammit, Danny!" Sam growled. "I told you I need to feel worshipped, not taken!"
I noted that she did exactly zero to twist away from my efforts, and indeed was pushing her hips back gently against my efforts. As loudly as she was panting, I'd have expected her to be slamming her ass back against me as hard as I was slamming into her, but I guess that choreography would be too porny for John, The Muse of Busybody Interference.
Okay, that's a good one. I'm using that name.
Sam doing that forbidden action would have been gilding the lily anyway, as I was quickly getting what I wanted out of the action anyway: Desperately mewling moans spilling from her throat.
I rammed even harder, and I felt her come on me, squeezing me desperately as her back arched up against my chest. I kept going, reaching down to squeeze a hanging mound as she writhed on my pounding dick. The dying spasms of a really good female orgasm are sweet music to a still eager rod.
"Oh, wow," Sam gasped, collapsing to her side. "I need to make sure you are happy too, Danny." She blew out a tired breath. "But I'm too tired to climb up on you again and make you finish worshipping me," she sighed.
"I can wait," I said quite happily.
"No," she said, stretching just a little. "I'll just have to roll over onto my back here," she went on, matching deed to words, "and let you take me a little more."
She flopped back and pulled me toward her feebly.
I smiled into her eyes and slid between her legs. She just let them splay even wider. I sank back into her yet again, but before I began to resume, I kissed her, then whispered in her ear, "You're a hero, Sam. You are my hero. And modest as you are, you are just going to have to put up with all the worship and adulation I'm about to give you."
I hoped she'd have time to enjoy herself to the full before I finished myself. I was decidedly ready to give her a serious spoonful of adulation.
The timeslip had me this time before I could even struggle. The next few hours (yes!) flashed by, and it gave way to Sam and me lying bonelessly on my bed, exhausted and spent at last.
I grimaced internally. Do not deliver a drop the mic line when a timeslip could be looking to start, Danny!
Or you could just try not being as good at the sex part of this as you are...
I tried to say the word. I really, really tried. But all I could form in my mind was, Screw that, Candy!
I felt the laugh.
"Blergh," Sam groaned. "It's a good thing I won't have to be on my tower this morning. Fortunately," she went on, groaning as she sat up and looked about for her night gown, "all I have today is a morning meeting with the Chief. I don't think he's expecting the reaming he's gonna get for what he said at that press conference," she grumbled. "He's gonna get a reaming bigger than everything you just did to me combined, and the opposite of as pleasant..."
FADE TO WHITE
"Don't relax, Danny," Candy told me, walking past me. "I'm going to send you right back in."
"And you pulled me out because?"
"A lot of my creatives are responding well to the episodic vibe of this one, Danny. I want to emphasize it, and I find that pulling your consciousness out, even for a few minutes, reinforces the feel."
"How about the feel of pulling the same gag two episodes in a row?" I asked in amusement.
"It was parallel structure," Candy said defensively, but in a lofty, intellectual voice.
I snorted.
"Oh yeah, Mister Film Critic? You certainly seemed to have fun getting parallel with their structures!"




Miami Beach is feeling like a fun environment to explore with this conceit. I hope you are smiling along with me. Let me know what you have in the way of ideas! There are several more episodes to go.



        Bikini Isekai: Bikini Roommates 3

        The gang tries to help Olivia get over her fears.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/bikini-isekai-bikini-roommates-3

Title: Bikini Isekai: Bikini Roommates 3

Author: Publius68

Category: Exhibitionist & Voyeur

Description: The gang tries to help Olivia get over her fears.

Tags: fear, roommate, stripping, scared, bikini, contest, embarrased, exhibitionism, beach, isekai

Series: Bikini Isekai






Bikini Isekai: Bikini Roommates 3




"Uh-oh," Sam said, getting up and letting the nightgown flow the rest of the way down to conceal that amazing ass.
I grimaced. Since someone else almost dying on her watch was likely the price I'd have to pay to see that backside bare again, I felt marginally guilty to be wishing misfortune on every beachgoer on South Beach.
Wait, uh-oh?
"Uh-oh?" I asked.
"I was so glad when I came in here that Vanessa worked late tonight, and I wouldn't have to worry about her," Sam groaned.
"True," I nodded.
"She's not our only roommate anymore, Danny!" Sam grimaced.
"Ew," I said, sucking my teeth. Our mousy Olivia was so self-effacing, I had not taken her into account either. "Maybe she is a sound sleeper?" I suggested hopefully.
"No one is that sound a sleeper," Sam hissed. "Hell, after all the noise I made, if there were a graveyard nearby, we'd walk out into a Zombie Apocalypse!"
I really had no idea Sam could be that funny. Or that she could dampen hopes so effectively.
We looked at each other and went to slide out the door. We both had to get ready for the day. Facing the music was just going to be part of that prep this morning.
It was quiet as we opened my door. There were no shrieks of fainting anguish. I did not see Olivia at all from where we were.
"Maybe she is in her room still, and we can all pretend together that she didn't hear anything," I said quietly. That sounded implausible, but not impossible. Barely a week into living with us, Olivia was showing occasional sparks of guts and humor.
"I don't think so," called a voice. "And even if she had been willing to bury the subject, I sure won't be!"
Vanessa!
Shocked, Sam and I stepped cautiously around the corner to see Vanessa lounging at the breakfast table, utterly failing to conceal her mirth. Olivia was sitting on the couch, her knees pulled up against her chest, with a bowl in her hands. She gleefully crammed a piece of fruit into her mouth.
"And get real about me," Olivia snorted. "I'm just deathly afraid of anyone staring at me. I'm quite happy watching other people embarrass themselves."
I turned and gently struck my forehead on the entrance to the hallway.
"That really was impressive," Vanessa observed drily.
"So, how long has that been going on, and have I been that deaf before now?" Olivia added.
Sam and I paused a beat, then looked at each other. "Wait... you haven't been out here talking about us the whole time?" Sam asked. "And not that it matters now, but I thought you worked last night, Vanessa?"
"It's not like I work all the way until dawn most of the time," Vanessa crooned delightedly. "I got home an hour ago. Found Olivia sitting here with snacks, and about three seconds later, I heard why! We've been sitting here quietly since, so as not to derail the show! As I said, it was impressive."
"You should know," Sam snapped back.
"And we haven't been... We've never... I mean, this was just last night," I babbled to Olivia, wanting to calm the confusion in her eyes at all the cross-talk.
"I should know?" Vanessa asked. Unwisely.
"Wait," Olivia pounced. "She's sounding like you know what she's talking about, Vanessa..." Her eyes widened. "Oh, no! What have I gotten myself into in this apartment?"
"Nothing!" all three of us told her at once.
"That was not nothing!" Olivia said, pointing back to the room Sam and I had just vacated. "That was something else!" She turned on Vanessa. "You might have warned me what you all were up to while we were... uh..."
Apparently, Olivia could, in fact, be embarrassed by what others did...
This was terrible. I wanted to do something, but everything I could think of just felt like it was feeding myself into the raunchy comedy wood chipper.
Please do, Candy voice chuckled.
Vanessa had other priorities. "So you called in the Super?" she asked Sam, still amused, but trying to ignore Olivia's indignant gaze.
Sam stared at her, clearly wanting with every fiber of her being to deny the accusation. But why bother? We were busted as Benjamin Bunny.
"Let me guess," Vanessa drove on. "Saving a life is... arousing."
Sam grimaced at her. "Honestly? Uncontrollably. Way more arousing than Sean Garfield."
"Ooh! He's so hot," Olivia exclaimed, momentarily derailed. "But what does he have to do with anything?" she asked, turning on Vanessa again.
Under yet another direct question, Vanessa finally quailed. She stared at Olivia open-mouthed and tried to deflect. "Sometimes when you save someone's life, you just gotta have some sex to celebrate, right?" she blurted, looking at Sam.
Olivia gaped at Sam, who narrowed her eyes. "And sometimes, Olivia, when you spend all night naked in Sean Garfield's lap without getting any, you just gotta have some sex to stay sane," she told Olivia gleefully.
Olivia stared at Vanessa for a moment like she was going to tackle her and demand that she tell her her secrets. But she pulled back. "So that happens all the time around here?"
"No!" we all three said again, simultaneously.
"You have a freaking code-phrase!" Olivia hissed. "Calling the Super?"
The three of us looked at each other. "She has us there," I admitted.
"I... we..." Sam burbled. "It is absolutely not Calling The Super. It's a Roommate Accommodation. Though either would be much better than Vanessa's original 'Having The Landlord Fix Her Pipes'!" She must have been really flustered to throw Vanessa under the bus like that.
Once she was busted, Vanessa, of course, was unflustered by anything in this line of conversation. "Yours is definitely much better than what I came up with. We have the phrase, Olivia. But we don't use it... much," Vanessa said. "Sean Gregory doesn't exactly come into the club all the time."
"And kids don't start to drown right in front of me that often either," Sam hastened to add.
Olivia stared at me unhappily. Yikes!
"Well, you don't have to worry about me, Danny," she said sadly. "I've never been that horny in my life."
Oh. Don't tempt fate, girl! Or... don't tempt Candy...
I heard an evil laugh in my head.
Both Sam and Vanessa descended on either side of Olivia. Assurances were given that that was not weird, just sad. And that they would make sure to find a guy for her who would regularly make her as horny as humanly possible.
I saw Olivia's face at that. She was more terrified than before.
I felt for her, but yes, an episode about getting a man for Olivia was going to be a great, fun change of pace.




"So you took Sam out to Beachbrooke for dinner last night?" Emma asked as she slid in through the shop's door later that morning.
"How did you know?" I asked, stifling a yawn and thus not comprehending for a second. Then I swore under my breath. "They already had the picture up out front on the street?"
"Yup."
"Sam's gonna die when she sees that. I think she walks by there on her way to work."
"At least she can take joy in the fact that she looked hotter than either of those model bimbos the dude had in the picture with them," Emma chuckled.
You have no idea, Emma.
"So, how is the new roomie?" she asked, thankfully missing the flush on my face.
She missed the second, deeper flush.
"She's doing... fine. A little the worse for wear after last night," I admitted.
"Hungover?"
"Something like that," I said, trying not to sound evasive.
"You like her?"
"She's a sweetheart, and yes, I do," I said truthfully. "She's not the happiest in the world, though. Scared of everything."
"Everything?"
"She doesn't even go to the beach because wearing any beachwear, much less something like a bikini, in public is terrifying for her. And you should hear her go on about Hidin' Harry. I think she has a news alert set up for his sightings. She almost didn't take the room because our apartment is on the first floor."
"Wow! Poor girl," Emma said, thinking. "But she has one roommate who works all day in bikinis and other amazing swimsuits, and who was just on television. And she has another who works all night, wearing less. How does she handle all that?"
"Honestly?" I said, surprising myself a little as I spoke. "I think she kind of worships both of them like they are braver than Achilles."
"Ha! To be that modest must be hard." Emma paused, then asked in a sly fashion, "Is she cute? Or does she have a reason to be modest?"
"How would I know?" I replied defensively. "I wasn't checking that as part of her application! And she wears baggy clothes anyway. The only skin of hers I've seen is her calves below Bermuda shorts," I went on, trying to duck Emma's teasing.
It was always impossible to duck Emma's teasing.
"Come on, you're a guy. You've made an evaluation!" she taunted.
"Baggy clothes, remember?"
"First off, you see her face all the time," Emma said, marginally more seriously. "And it's you we are talking about. That Ukrainian lady who came in here a week ago was wearing clothes that hid everything, and you brought her a perfectly fitting bikini before she said word one about size!"
I looked at Emma. "Olivia'd probably be a little hottie if she ever wore some flattering clothes," I admitted flatly.
Emma laughed. "Knew it. You are on a streak with roommates, dude. As a professional bikini monger, you should take it as a professional challenge to get her the best suit possible!"
I just shook my head. "Emma, she's a sweet girl. Honestly, I just hope I can make her feel safe and secure enough to not check the curtains the first thing when she gets home!




That evening, Sam, Olivia, and I were sharing a lasagna that I had made for dinner. Vanessa was getting ready for work and had already eaten something. The three of us were talking about Dancing With The Stars when Vanessa came into the kitchen to grab an apple for a snack.
She had only the towel around her head.
Look, this was a lot of nudity, even for Vanessa. There was usually a token towel somewhere besides just her hair...
Olivia gleeped and looked ready to run, but she didn't turn away. Instead, she shot a look of brief but pure jealousy at Vanessa.
Sam just shook her head and said nothing.
I sure as hell enjoyed the view but tried, probably unsuccessfully, to hide it.
Vanessa paused to take a few bites of the Apple.
Yeah, how could Adam have possibly resisted?
Vanessa offered an opinion or two on the DWTS discussion, traded an unreadable glance with Sam, and wandered off to finish getting ready.
Olivia stared at both of us. Sam just shrugged and said, "That's Vanessa." I thought that was remarkably chill of her.
It took about three days of Vanessa's sudden increase in casual nudity, before Olivia, and I, to be truthful, got used to it. Then...
Sam had come home from the beach, and while Olivia and Vanessa were watching the news (Yes, there was a story about' Hidin' Harry on), our hero walked out of her room and waved on her way to the bathroom. Her habitual robe was nowhere to be seen, and she just had a towel around her waist.
Look, I'd seen Vanessa's tits plenty by then. Still amazing every time they went on display, but I could remain genuinely casual about a showing.
I had exactly one experience with Sam's breasts, and mostly in the dark. This was broad daylight.
Damn!
Firm, jiggly, they might even be a little bigger than I had supposed.
Candy damn it, how could they be so different from Vanessa's and still be absolutely just as mouth-watering?
Olivia did not quite look like she was going to die, like she had when Vanessa had walked in naked the other day, but she did look just as jealous of Sam's 'bravery' as she had of Vanessa's.
I narrowed my eyes at that reaction. Vanessa did not look the least bit surprised by it...
Yeah. This was planned. That became clear over the next week, as both Vanessa and Sam were flashing their flesh more and more, while pretending nothing was going on.
It was not quite a montage, but it should have been. That would have been five minutes of legendary cinema right there. Especially once Sam just went for it and started walking around bare-assed like Vanessa.
I kept checking the calendar, expecting it to be my birthday...
But I was not the focus of this... whatever this was. It only happened around Olivia.
Finally, I was home after work one day. Vanessa was standing in the kitchen, the only thing on a towel that draped over her shoulder, concealing (poorly) one tit. Sam was not even pretending to be doing anything, and was sitting on the couch topless, with a towel wrapped around her hips. Olivia was not home from work yet, but she would be any moment.
I had had enough. "Guys," I said plaintively. "What are you doing? I am in no way complaining. Please do not stop, for the love of Ca... For the love of God. But I gotta know what you are trying to do to Olivia!"
"We aren't doing anything to Olivia, except maybe curing her modesty," Sam said seriously. "I thought you had this figured out."
"Huh?"
"Someone got in that girl's head about anyone seeing her body. We are trying to normalize bodies in view," Sam went on
"So, to fix how someone messed with her mind, you are messing with her mind?" I asked, concerned.
"We just want her to get it through that cute head of hers that if someone sees her body, it does not mean terrible things are going to happen," Vanessa said. "Intellectually, Olivia knows that's true, and always has. She's been looking at both Sam and me since she got here as proof that she still can't accept. We are just amping up the proving."
Just then, Olivia came home. Her eyes bugged out, especially at Sam just lounging around like that. Then she pulled it together, managed not to comment, grabbed a soda from the fridge, and managed to tell us all a quick, funny story about her work.
Then she fled to her room.
"You've got more work to do," I observed drily.
"Yeah," Sam sighed, and tragically went to go put on some clothes for the evening.
The next afternoon, Olivia was off, and I had worked the morning. I was home, relaxing, but doing a little homework. There was a new line of swimwear coming in, and I was doodling about how to implement the corporate merchandising plan that was never going to work as provided in our store's configuration.
There was a scream from Olivia's bedroom.
My blood had never curdled before, so I had always thought it was just an expression.
No, it is not.
I was off the couch in a flash and yanked open the door to Olivia's room. "What happened?" I asked before I even saw her.
She was in the middle of her room, with a huge towel wrapped around her. She looked utterly terrified, clutching her towel to her body like it was a shield. "Danny!" she wailed. "There is a man," she said, pointing at her open curtains. "In the window. He is... he was... It has to be Him!"
Hidin' Harry?
I thought of nothing, just reacting. I flat-out dashed out of Olivia's room, sprinted out the front door, out of our building, and rounded the corner to enter the alley that Olivia's room looked out on. I swore I saw a figure moving quickly at the other end of the lane. I busted it down the alley at top speed, but came to a stop at the other end. The back street opened out onto a really busy shopping avenue, and I had lost visual contact with Hidin' Harry. There was a sea of men and women everywhere. I'd lost him.
I stamped in frustration. I'd have beaten the hell out of that douche if I'd caught him. I walked back, noting as I passed our building that Olivia had snatched her curtains closed while I was chasing the jerk. The girl was religious about closing every curtain in every room she was in when fully dressed. What had possessed her to get naked in her room without doing her normal curtain check?
I burst back into the apartment, expecting to find a sobbing mess, and finding exactly what I had expected.
"Danny!" Olivia wailed and threw herself into my arms. She had grabbed her huge, bulky robe and belted it tight around her while I was out.
"Easy there, Olivia," I said, giving her a squeeze and patting the back of her shoulders. I stayed well away from anything that might be remotely erogenous. In the first place, she had never given me the slightest invitation for anything. More importantly, the last thing she needed, especially right now, was any even accidental randy contact!
I just held her as she sobbed. This lasted way longer than made any sense, and I started to worry about running out of food and water before she let go of me...
I was saved by Vanessa and Sam coming through the door together and freezing when they saw me embracing Olivia.
"Um, what is going on here?" Sam snapped, none too happy to see me apparently interfering with their sexual rehabilitation of Olivia.
But before I could do anything to calm Sam, or address the similar simmering I saw in Vanessa's eyes, Olivia ripped herself from my arms and leapt on both of them. Good. They could deal with the limpet for a minute.
"Guys! It was horrible," Olivia sobbed. "He was there! At my window! I was naked!" she burbled. I could see her freshly flowing tears already soaking Sam's blouse. Our new arrivals looked at me, half puzzled, half still angry.
"Hidin' Harry," I said grimly. "Olivia saw him looking straight at her through her window."
My supposed sins were instantly forgotten as Olivia faced a hundred questions all at once.
"It's okay," she said, still sniffling, but suddenly feeling better in the face of clucking mother hens. "Danny heard me scream and chased him off."
"You got him?" Sam demanded.
"I saw him in the alley, but he had too big a head start," I sighed angrily. "He turned right on Eleventh and got lost in the crowds."
Sam, the senior public safety official, was unimpressed and let me see it.
"It's my fault," Olivia wailed, starting a new rant. "How could I have been so stupid? I just wan... I thought... I didn't think! I left the blinds... It's... It's always so dark in my room," she sobbed, suddenly gaining momentum, "and I just didn't think!"
Olivia was a snotty, blubbery mess.
It took me aback that Vanessa was the better mommy figure. She calmed Olivia, cooed over her, cleaned up her face, and put her to bed for a nap. But not until after she had clothespinned Olivia's drapes firmly closed.
In less than a minute, even with all three of us looking over her, she was snoring like a sawmill. Vanessa shooed us all out.
"You couldn't catch him?" Sam asked me acerbically.
"I was lucky to see him at all," I objected. "I just heard the scream from her room and busted in, expecting to see her corpse. Instead, she's screaming, and a fat face I can't describe in any better detail than that is ducking away from the window. I bounced back out and around the building as fast as I could, but he was almost out of the other end of the alley by the time I entered."
"We know you tried," Vanessa reassured me.
Sam glowered, but relented. "The last thing she needs is a media fuss. She obsesses over the coverage of Hidin' Harry as it is. We'll keep it quiet, but I will talk to a few friends at MBPD. They'll watch over the alley. If it isn't reported, the dick might come back for a second try."
Sam turned and looked at Vanessa. "So is all our work with Project Normalize toast now?"
Vanessa thought furiously, then looked at Sam hard. "No! We are close, and this is sort of on a different wavelength..." She snapped her fingers, and just the faintest ding of a triangle sounded in the distance. "In fact, I think we can use what happened to give us our next step!" She turned to me. "You're on deck, Champ."



Sam looked mulish for a moment, but then she smiled back at Vanessa. "Ah! He's her savior right now. He's finally safe!" I did not know what those words meant, but I did not like their smiles.
"Exactly," Vanessa nodded.
"Huh?" I contributed intelligently.
"You are officially part of Project Normalize now," Sam said firmly, like she was issuing beach tower assignments.
"I repeat, huh?" I said.
"It's more important now than ever to disassociate nudity from shame or danger," Vanessa said. "So you are going to add to her positive examples. No more towels or robes for you, at least between the bedroom and bathroom, if not elsewhere around the apartment," she said in a horrifyingly final tone. "You are freeballing for a while, Danny."
"I am not!" I said hotly. No one was going to order me to become a nudist!
Yeah...
I will not forget Olivia's wide eyes, the first time I came out of my room, just carrying my towel on the way to the bathroom. I did my best to behave as normally as possible and passed her in the hall without bumping her. I could feel her eyes on my bare ass as I walked away. I closed the bathroom door and listened intently. I heard nothing.
When I came out again, I screwed up my courage and walked all the way into the living room to grab my phone, drying my hair with my only towel as I went. Sam and Vanessa were both there, which somehow made what I was doing easier. Both were spending a lot more free time around the house lately. Neither was fully naked that afternoon, but Sam was in her underwear, and Vanessa only had on what for her passed as granny panties. I could not stay and chat, as I had intended, because, well, certain biological reactions were starting to take place, and I needed to bail before they became apparent.
Olivia never said word one about the new element. Me, being the new element.
After three days with no reaction, I was privately starting to feel insulted. And frustrated. This was not easy for me, and we did not seem to be getting any results. Plus, I was getting tired of doing this weird dance with the world view, where it and I had to move through the apartment in a way that always had some random pineapple, lamp, or book weirdly positioned to block my junk from the camera's perspective.
Sam and Vanessa were doing the same thing, with regard to their pubic regions, but it was not a conscious thing for them. I had to pay attention to every step I took, and it was getting exhausting.
Then Olivia came home after the rest of us on a Friday afternoon. I at least had underwear on, since I had to go out later. And in an inversion of the usual order, Vanessa was fully dressed, while Sam was the one currently doing dishes topless, wearing only a baggy blue pair of Lifeguard Department shorts.
Olivia headed for her room, then froze for a moment and turned to look at all of us. "This... this is all just fine for you guys?" she asked timidly. "Just... letting the rest of us see you in your underwear? Or less?" she asked, waving weakly at Sam.
Sam just shrugged, which distracted me for an instant from Olivia. "We are hanging out in our own home. We are all safe here. If it's easier not to worry about temporarily putting on clothes at any given time, why not?"
Olivia stared at her, then quietly turned and walked to her room.
We all looked at each other and grimaced. More work to do...
Then Olivia opened her door again, and walked back out into the living room, wearing nothing but a pair of slippers!
I wanted to whoop for joy, but all three of us just raised our eyebrows and pointedly said nothing. This was great. Olivia was not panicking, nor any other likely emotional response. Maybe this was starting to work.
Also, I had known, just known, that she had it going on a little under those clothes of hers.
But I had been wrong. She had it going on a lot!
Olivia was shorter than my other two roommates by a fair amount, and pale all over with a lack of suntan you just did not see in Miami Beach. Her boobies were delicate, dangling, oversized morsels with sweeping curves. Her upturned nipples betrayed something other than the timidity of the rest of her body language, as they were bright pink pinnacles like stone towers, adorning the upward-sloping peaks of her dainty but not diminutive breasts. Her thighs were just as delicately shapely as I had already known her calves were, and her hips were narrow but still swelled to match.
And she had the most outrageously unruly bush you could imagine.
I mean, it made sense. The girl never wore shorts shorter than to her knees, much less a swimsuit. I doubted she had ever even thought of shaving down there. I guessed that because it was so honestly hilarious to look at, the content filter allowed it to be the first pussy I or the worldview had yet seen directly in my career as a Spark. Maybe it was so ridiculous, it looked like a merkin to the storytellers, like you would definitely see in an R-rated movie or softcore streamer.
That shrubbery was definitely not a merkin.
Olivia quietly walked into the kitchen, allowing me a very nice view of her ass. Like everything else on her, it was on the small side. But it 100% belonged in the same class as the others in this apartment.
She returned from the kitchen area with a baggie of celery sticks and walked wordlessly back through the room and into her bedroom once more.
Sam and Vanessa high-fived. We didn't say anything for fear of being overheard, but then Olivia came back out, now wearing some baggy shorts and a shockingly small (for her) teeshirt I'd never seen before.
She walked through the silence and sat back down on the other end of the couch from the still topless Sam. She composed herself, taking a deep breath and staring at a point where none of us were.
Baby steps...
Then she burst into a ball of energy, bouncing up and down on the couch wildly. I observed that from the way the shirt moved, this was the first time I had seen her dressed without a bra that strapped everything down firmly.
"I did it! I did it!" she cried out in a cross between a giggle and a scream of triumph. "And nothing bad happened! I did it!"
Vanessa crossed the room in an instant, and she and Sam hugged Olivia between them on the couch. I thought it best that I not join the embrace... Instead, I just applauded. "There you go, Olivia!" I smiled. "I'm glad you tried that!"
"Yeah," she said, catching her breath. "It was... it was..." Then she cut herself off. She took a breath again and whipped the teeshirt off over her head! She tossed it behind her and exclaimed, "This is great!"
Even Vanessa laughed. "You like this a little, huh?"
"I do," Olivia burbled. Her nipples were hard enough to cast shadows. They liked 'this' a lot. But she grabbed her breasts in her hands and took a deep breath. Then she dropped them and pushed out her chest. "I can't believe I'm admitting it, even now, but I think I've always had the urge to be seen. But it was just too scary. Too shameful." She turned excitedly to Vanessa. "I've been deathly jealous of you ever since the first time I saw you walking around..."
"Then, when you started doing it too," she exclaimed, turning excitedly to Sam, "I was absolutely dying of jealousy and fright. You are both so gorgeous. It's intimidating just sitting here with you like that right now, Sam!"
"But," she went on without giving the bemused lifeguard a moment to respond. "Then Danny relaxed and started doing it too. Everybody was, and nothing bad was happening! I decided I wanted to do this two days ago, and I've been screwing up the coverage ever since!"
Vanessa hugged her again, which was a pretty sexy sight.
Sam just said, "You don't need to feel intimidated by me."
"Look at those!" Olivia laughed.
Sam leaned in conspiratorially. "Look at Danny. I'm telling you, since the moment you came out topless, he hasn't looked at me for a second."
That wasn't quite true, but I was not about to say that as Olivia looked at me closely. It was certainly true that I had definitely left my eyes on Olivia's tits for far too long. I just humphed. "All I'll say is, there is no weak link on that couch." Then I turned and wandered into the kitchen to grab a bag of chips. I needed something to keep my hands from shaking.
"This is great!" Olivia continued to enthuse.
"I think we have a closet exhibitionist on our hands," Vanessa grinned at me.
"No!" Olivia denied automatically, in a shocked voice. "I'm..." she paused and visibly thought. "Okay, maybe? Ohmigod, I am!" she said, hiding her face in her hand. "I was thinking about Hidin' Harry that day when I opened my curtains to imagine him looking in. Then I saw he actually was there, and I panicked! I guess I wasn't ready yet."
She grinned brightly. "If I saw him there now, I think I might just smile and wave!"
"Oh, hey now!" I objected. Vanessa also started to deflect thoughts like that.
But Sam just grabbed her shoulder. "You will not! If something like that happens again, you reach out through the window and choke the living shit out of him, then hang on until Danny or I or the cops show up and start harvesting his organs for transplant."
"Okay," Olivia mumbled, less cowed than I liked. Her eyes darted around. "Hey!" she asked Sam, once more enthusiastically, "If I went out on the beach like this, they wouldn't arrest me, right?"
"Ah... not, um, it depends, uh..." Sam said, caught off guard.
"You are not going topless on the first day at the beach in your life," Vanessa said, seemingly a lot more in control of the situation than I, or now, Sam.
"Aw!"
"Sister," Vanessa said seriously. "I know a little about liking to show off your bod, okay? You gotta take it easy, or you will go too far, too quick. You do not want to lose this new feeling you've got now, do you?"
"No!" Olivia shuddered.
"Good." She looked at Sam. "Okay, first thing: You and I are taking her into the bathroom with five razors and a weedwhacker and help her figure out how she is going to groom her garden, okay?" Sam just nodded firmly.
"Then," Vanessa went on, "tomorrow, we will all go to see Danny and pick you out some bitching bathing suits, Olivia."
"Bikinis," Olivia said firmly.
"Duh, of course bikinis," Vanessa agreed, as if Olivia were nine. "Then, on Sunday, we will go to the beach together, where and when Sam is working, to keep watch over us. There, I will show you how to flaunt and leave men gagging."
Olivia was eating this up. "But you don't go to the beach," she said dubiously.
"For you, of course, I will," Vanessa said with a warm smile. "But I will also make sure you keep those tops on! No beach boobies for you for a good long while until you figure things out."
"Aw! Lots of women do it!"
"They know their own feelings. You need to go slow," Vanessa said firmly. "Figure out what your feelings exactly are."
For the first time that evening, I saw the usual light of sanity in Olivia's eyes. "Thank you," she said, getting a hold of herself. Her essentially naked self.




When the girls came into the shop the next day, it was crowded. I immediately worried that our suddenly uncloseted exhibitionist would refuse a dressing room and run around the aisles, trying on tops. That would trigger a montage with all the other hot women in the store, and I had inventory to do...
But Olivia was almost subdued when she was introduced to Emma, and immediately secured a dressing room before she would even look at the first suit. I sort of worried that she had backslidden overnight.
Emma, of course, thought Olivia was a doll. Emma knew about the Hidin' Harry incident, but said nothing about that, at my request. We said nothing about Olivia's, um, extravagant behavior the day before to Emma either.
My partner immediately tried to put Olivia in cute, or girly, bikinis, and hit a brick wall. Agreement was finally reached with a selection of suits that were... not modest. They weren't unlined Ferocious Ferret postage stamps, but they were definitely the kind of bikini that made the wearer look sexier than if she were naked.




Sunday, it was off to the beach. Vanessa and Olivia looked like a million bucks each in suits I had personally selected for them. Up in her chair, Sam looked like a million bucks in her smallest official bikini.
We planned to be there for as long as Sam trusted the SPF 100 to protect Olivia's lily-white skin. A half hour under a beach umbrella, where guys wearing very dark, dark glasses kept walking by us repeatedly, extended our stay until Sam could get off work and walk back with us.
Olivia was subdued as she returned home. When we got back inside and the front door closed, she screamed in frustration, yanked off her top, and threw it across the room. She flounced down onto the couch. "That sucked!" she declared hotly.
We all looked at each other in shock. "I thought you were enjoying yourself," I exclaimed.
"Oh, it was fun. And warm. And nice. And the water was amazing!" Olivia admitted. She had gone in the ocean once that morning, to the terrifying depth of her knees... "And getting all those looks should have been exactly what I was looking for! But it all sucked," she pouted.
"Why?" Vanessa asked, moving to hug our friend.
"It was scary!" Olivia exclaimed. "All those people seeing me felt great, but they were looking at me like I was naked, and even though I wasn't naked, it was scary. It was a totally uncontrolled environment. Anyone could have been there. Hidin' Harry could have been there! Anything could have happened. I know Danny was right there, and I know Sam was especially right there, but someone could have done something before you could have done anything. It's a huge, open beach! It was terrifying and ruined all the fun I was having." She crossed her arms and pouted angrily. "This fucking sucks."
Whoa.
She said that word!
Wow, she just burned the single-use exception.
Wait! There is a single-use exception? I could have...
Hush. It's not for you to use, Mister. Don't do it. Now shut up and listen.
"So your problem is not just shame," Vanessa asked slowly.
"My problem is not shame at all... anymore," Olivia actually smiled. "I was feeling shameless. I wanted to beg you to let me take off that top from the moment my feet hit the sand! I would have been nagging you over it the whole time if I weren't totally terrified!"
Vanessa looked stumped. I looked stumped. Sam looked at us, then just patted Olivia's shoulder. "We'll figure something out. Do not worry!"
"At least it is still fun here," Olivia said, some good humor returning.
Vanessa just chuckled softly and wandered off to get ready to dance mostly naked for strange men.
Meanwhile, Olivia had normalized being topless so well, at least here in the safe confines of the apartment, that she was excitedly arguing with me about a new movie coming out. It was the kind of nerd-bait that she and I loved, but which Sam and Vanessa had zero interest in.
Suddenly, Vanessa burst out of the bathroom, wearing nothing but a thong. Her tits waved around excitedly (excitingly?) as she ran back into the room. "I've got it!" she yelped. She ran to Olivia and grabbed her hands. "I've got just the ticket for you. You are gonna love it, and it will do you so much good!"
"Goody!" Olivia said enthusiastically. "I love this. What is it?"
"Um, you gonna fill her and us in on just what you are talking about?" Sam asked mildly.
"Tomorrow night," Vanessa said triumphantly, "We are all four going to my club!"
Sam glared at Vanessa.
"But, you don't work on Mondays," I ventured, confused.
"I know! That makes this idea even better! I can be Olivia's personal guide when she enters our Amateur Night!" she said triumphantly.
Before Sam could object, Olivia squeaked. "What?"
"It's perfect," Vanessa went on. "It's great. You can wear the sluttiest of your bikinis, get up on stage and show as much or as little as you want to!"
"You want me to get on stage?" Olivia gulped. "And show my body to the horniest bunch of men in the city?"
"Probably not the whole city, but yeah!"
"That sounds... awesome!" Olivia said, a smile leaping to her face, only to be extinguished the next moment. "But also too terrifying to face. Sorry."
"Listen," Vanessa said seriously. "A strip club stage is the safest place in the world to get naked around men. It's a closed environment. No one is going to be surprised by anything. All those guys will be totally thirsty, but surprisingly well-behaved."
"Surprisingly well-behaved is not as comforting a phrase as you think," Olivia said glumly.
"You are on stage. They are in the crowd. There are rules. And there are a whole bunch of bouncers with names like Bruno, and Steve, and Meat there to ensure that you won't have any worries about those rules being followed... not unless you don't want them to be," Vanessa said. "I spent two hours topless in the lap of some gangster rapper last Friday, and never felt scared once!"
"Really?"
"Really. Not only will you feel safe, you will be safe."
"And I can show my boobs to everybody?"




And so I was going to a strip club with my three female roommates.
We arrived to find a line at the door. But a bouncer, or from the size of him, perhaps three or four bouncers in one suit of clothes, stepped over to Vanessa. "Chantalle! I almost didn't recognize you without your wig! Are you taking a shift tonight?" he said in a rough accent.
Vanessa just shook her head. "Nope, Bruno, I'm here to just have fun and support my girl here. This is Tinkerbell," she said, pointing at Olivia, who took the sudden name change in stride. "She's going for the amateur contest tonight!"
Bruno turned and looked at Olivia, who was wearing what once would have been an unthinkable outfit for her, but was now just blandly attractive. He smiled, and his whole demeanor changed. He took her hand smoothly and spoke in the most gentlemanly terms imaginable. "It's a pleasure to meet you, Tinkerbell. Don't you worry. My boys and I will take excellent care of you tonight. Anything you need backstage, I'll make sure every single one of us knows to take care of it. You just relax, do what I'm sure you do, and good luck winning that thousand bucks." With that, he unhooked the velvet rope along the line and ushered the four of us around the line and past the girl collecting cover charges.
"Why don't you take Tinkerbell here back and get her registered and ready?" Bruno suggested to Vanessa. "I'll get your friends set up in a booth with a great view."
And so Sam and I found ourselves sitting at a huge, prominently-positioned booth with a small table that afforded lots of room for 'entertainers' to come and join us, while Vanessa was off, mother-henning over Olivia.
Sam looked very uncomfortable. "Olivia may be a big exhibitionist all of a sudden," Sam said grimly, "And 'Chantalle'..." she shrugged. "Duh. But I am not. I'm not sure I'd have signed up for this expedition if I had known every guy in here was going to spend more time looking at me than all the naked and half-naked professionals all over the place!"
"Don't look so damned sexy, then," I shrugged. Sam had dressed quite fetchingly, but not exactly to show off. She glared at me. I shrugged again. "Seriously, Sam. It's easy to understand. Every dude in here can tell by looking at you, you aren't here to get naked. And that just makes them want to see you naked even more."
"Oh? And you are the experienced strip club goer?"
"I've been," I admitted, which was a mistake. Old, dead Danny had been to strip clubs. This world Danny had not.



I was saved by the return of Vanessa. She was followed shortly by an older lady with hard eyes. "I bought you guys a bottle," the older woman said in a long-time smoker's voice. "You should come in more often when you are off, Chantalle. You class up the joint."
"Wow, that's generous," I said. "Isn't that expensive?"
The older woman smiled patronizingly and patted me on the cheek like a baby. "It's a bottle of Grey Goose that we buy for 20 bucks, then sell for $275 to idiots so they can make a scene. You three are super-hot together, and I want you to make a scene. That one bottle I'm buying you will sell five more to the looky-loos." She wandered off.
"House mother," Vanessa supplied.
"So, what do we, um, do now? What happens next?" Sam asked, still uncomfortable.
Vanessa relaxed in the booth. "We relax and drink vodka for the next hour, until the contest begins. We make Danny go put dollar bills in garters up at the stage," she said to Sam. "And we get Sam here a lap dance or two," she added to me.
"What? Hey now! I... No!" Sam supplied quickly.
Vanessa just laughed as she waved in recognition to the waitress heading our way with a bottle of Grey Goose topped by five sparklers to ensure that everyone in the club knew that bottle service was a thing. The DJ even jumped over the song to point us out to everyone and remind the crowd of the low, low bottle price of $275.
There was a brief montage as I was sent to the stage repeatedly to put bills in garters, and Sam was propositioned by strippers repeatedly, seldom getting away without at least a lapful of dancer with each solicitation. Vanessa just laughed and egged everyone on, which had Sam the maddest at our roommate that I had ever seen her. But the alcohol helped keep things from blowing up.
Vanessa finally relented, and when a friend of hers had formed a beachhead on Sam's lap, she leaned in. "Charity, do me a favor. Sam is just not a potential customer, but how about you hang out in her lap, have a drink with us, and otherwise leave her alone?" She looked at the glaring Sam. "Relax. Think of Charity as a bodyguard. She can drink with us until the contest, and the other dancers will quit pestering you."
"This is ridiculous, no offense, Charity," Sam grumbled politely.
"Don't be so low-key hot," Vanessa smirked reprovingly.
I most definitely did not observe out loud that I'd be quite happy with a bodyguard of Charity's dimensions. All I would have gotten for my troubles was a Stripper Selection For Danny Montage.
You aren't doing your job, then, Sparky.
Oh, please, Candy! It wouldn't be that funny, and all it would do is take oxygen away from the main event here in half an hour!
I never know when you are gonna strike gold for me. You are good at this.
I shook my head like a good little idiot, and drawled, "I'd love a bodyguard like you, Charity."
Before Sam could offer me her bodyguard, Vanessa just flipped an arm up high and made a circle in the air.
Three dancers of varying degrees of only average hot descended on me from three points on the compass. They arrived simultaneously, and none of them was giving up the right of way. One was a bit quicker to break the stalemate and slid to a seat on my left thigh, her legs (her best feature) forcing my legs apart.
A second, who was next closest, just oozed onto my right thigh and draped an arm around my shoulder. The first started caressing my chest with lightly brushing fingertips. All three tried to ignore each other and kept peppering me with questions of limited intelligence, and all the originality of the old Bikini Summer 3 movie from the 90s.
Hey! That hurts!
I call it like I see it, Candy, I thought grimly, mentally indicating the goat rodeo going on in my lap at her request.
Okay. I'll admit BS3 was not my best work...
The slightly chunky one got tired of being the only one left standing and escalated things by slipping off the yellow sequined bikini top she wore. Then she bent over between the girls in my lap and put her hands on my shoulders, dangling her very best features in front of my face.
Before things could go from stupid...
Funny.
Fromstupid, to a full-blown scene, Vanessa cut in and shooed all three away.
"I thought you were going to let them work it out themselves?" Charity asked.
"Nah!" Vanessa waved it off. "I was just busting Danny's chops. Do you know any of those bitches? Me neither. No way I'm giving my free booze to girls I don't like and trust."
I relaxed, but a second too soon.
"Speaking of," Vanessa said, leaping to her feet and waving over a much higher caliber dancer, one she directly selected. "Danny, this is my girl Raquel," she said, seating herself again. "Raquel, have a seat on my friend Danny there and drink with us until the contest begins."
Raquel, who, as I said, was the hottest dancer... hottest on-duty dancer, that I'd seen so far, gave me a pleased glance and sat on my lap, as light as a feather.
"And leave Danny alone, you know, unless he asks with cash," Vanessa added. "We are all here for our roommate who's in the Amateur Contest."
Raquel decided she was thirsty and low-key snuggled in on my lap in a way that had me at least considering digging out my wallet. "You have a roommate in the contest?" she asked all of us. "Does she have a chance?" she asked Vanessa.
"She'll either flame out gloriously or win it," Vanessa shrugged.
"You really think that?" Sam asked curiously.
"My bet's on the flameout," Vanessa said easily. "But if she gets into it? She'll have the innocent, fresh demeanor of an actual amateur, and well, we've all seen her." She looked at me and Sam. "She's hot as a cast-iron skillet on the grill."
"Wow! They don't let us work during the contest anyway," Raquel noted. "Mind if I stay with y'all and cheer her on once it starts?"
"Me too!" added Charity. "I haven't given a damn about the contestant in ages, but now I have a rooting interest!"
Sam and I were not getting rid of our lap ornaments for a while, then... We traded looks. Sam's body language indicated that I should feel I got the better end of this deal. Honestly, I felt that I had, but not for the same reasons as Sam was thinking of.
I'd still rather have had an empty lap so I could pay better attention when Olivia came out.
The contest finally began, only ten minutes late. An older dancer came out and got everyone's attention. "Hey, boys! It's time for the Monday Amateur contest!" she oozed in a sexy voice. "Let's welcome our contestants for the evening. Make them feel welcome!" With a flourish, she waved at the curtain behind the main stage.
The gold sequined fabric was twitched aside by a bouncer, and an extremely varied collection of eight girls came out and formed a very rough semi-circle behind the hostess. Some were hot, some were not. I felt for those. Some looked like they ate up the attention and egged it on. Some were scared. Some were just uncertain.
And Olivia? My heart was in my throat because I was betting on a flameout as well. I was sure she was not going to be competitive, but for her, the important thing was participating and getting past the fear I could see she still clearly felt.
But... hot as a cast-iron skillet on a grill? Check.
"Where did she get that outfit?" Sam asked in wonder.
"At my favorite shop. But not yours, Danny."
"Ohh! Where do you work, Danny? Got good stuff?" Charity asked interestedly.
"He runs the SoBe Bikini shop," Sam 'helpfully' supplied.
"I need bikinis," Raquel put in. "You are right about how they are in demand right now, Chantalle. Got a Friends and Family discount, Danny?" she asked me, um, persuasively.
"I'll see what I can do," I hedged.
"Awesome!" Charity jumped on the gambit. "Raquel and I will be in tomorrow morning!"
I sighed. It really would not be a problem to hand out a discount, and it might end up getting us even more business. But Emma was going to have the time of her life nailing me to a cross over it. Emma was great, but she was merciless when she had a bone to gnaw on.
"That all sounds fun, but Olivia's outfit tonight is no bikini," Sam observed drily.
All the other girls on stage just had two things on, either a bikini bottom or shorts and a teeshirt of some kind. The idea, I assumed, was to get out of them easily enough.
But Olivia was decked out. She wore a sheer little skirt on which the waist was not high enough, and the hem was not low enough, to cover her ass, top, or bottom. Under that, she had on a white sequined thong. Up top, she had on a top that looked like a red bra covered in matching sequins. Over that, she had a teeshirt from the very club we were in, which had been cropped and shredded. It covered everything and concealed nothing.
"Everybody else is going to be able to get naked a lot faster..." Sam observed, unable to look away from Olivia in that outfit. Our roommate was most definitely in the hot category of contestants.
"Who cares?" Vanessa snorted. "This gives her something to take off and get some momentum going for her nerves before she has to give up any real goodies."
"And for something like this contest?" Raquel put in. "Believe it or not, guys really do enjoy the tease in striptease."
The girls were introduced. Hoots and hollers for each, contenders and not alike, were extracted from the crowd by the hostess and the DJ. Then the girls were all shooed backstage so the contest could begin. One by one, they came out by themselves for one long song each. Each one stripped down, danced a little, or tried to, and retreated to surprisingly generous applause, even for the homely or timid contestants.
The third one out was pretty but nothing special in the looks department, but she must have had an innate talent for crowd interaction, and she had a lot of the guys eating out of the palm of her hand. The hostess measured the applause level at the end of each dance with some kind of meter. From the noise as she finished, I could not imagine that this girl was going to miss the Final Four.
The seventh dancer was Olivia.
She had chosen Work, by Rhianna. The music began as she slid from behind the curtain. But instead of moving out strongly, Olivia just stepped timidly forward. At least she was moving forward... Sam groaned. I wanted to.
The crowd almost visibly deflated. Olivia was hot, and the multitude had had high hopes.
But the disappointment lasted only as long as the ten-second intro. As soon as Rihanna's voice kicked in, Olivia just grinned at the guys around the stage like, 'Gotcha!' She leapt a few steps forward, grabbed the pole, and swung around it with enthusiasm. Not skill... but enthusiasm.
She swung off the pole and strutted right up to the edge of the stage, closer than most other contestants had dared tread. I did note that the spot she chose was right where two bouncers had magically appeared, only just as it was her turn.
It was good to know people...
As if taking strength from the large men in front of her, Olivia spun around a few times and slid to the floor. She raised her hips a time or two. These were all simple moves she had probably picked up from YouTube, but she was clearly enjoying showing off. She clearly felt as safe as Vanessa had promised. Anyone would feel safe with Bruno and the other enormous bouncer between them and any source of fear... Better still, the crowd was enjoying her moment along with her. She spun back to her feet and, instead of ditching the teeshirt, she just unhooked the front of her bikini top underneath and shook her chest. The cups of the elastic garment slid backward into her armpits, and her delicious titties wobbled, fully visible beneath the tattered fringe of the tee.
Yeah. The guys liked being teased.
I liked being teased, to be honest.
The song was less than four minutes long, and Olivia kept up her momentum. Now that she had successfully exposed herself, she seemed to relax even more. She swung back around the pole to turn to another section of the stage, though she stayed notably further back from this edge, since no bouncers stood post along that stretch.
The skirt came off next, exposing almost nothing new, it was so small, but it's departure garnered a huge reaction from the crowd.
There was still plenty of time left in the song, but Olivia took a deep breath, planting her feet wide, and bent backwards dramatically. Then she pulled both teeshirt and sequined bra off over her head.
No, this was a huge reaction.
Olivia went back to the pole, did a move or two that unfortunately did not work so well, then gave that up. She moved back to the stage edge between the bouncers and made as much eye contact as she could, considering most guys were not looking at her face.
The song wound down, and it ended with Olivia jumping up and down with glee. The applause meter had to be drinking its fill as she grabbed her outfit and pranced off the stage.
She might have a chance!
Great. Before, I'd have been disappointed only by a complete chickening out. That worry was now in the rearview mirror. Unfortunately, now I'd be disappointed if she didn't win some money.
"She crushed that," Sam observed in wonder. "Remember her just a week ago?"
I shook my head in agreement, but Vanessa popped to her feet. "I'm going back to the dressing room. I want to see how she is doing, and maybe do a little coaching."
"Are they allowed coaching?" I asked earnestly.
Vanessa looked at me witheringly. "This whole thing is a thinly disguised excuse to get random amateurs to expose themselves in public for a chance at cash. This ain't chess. The only rule that matters is that you can't get completely naked in the club." At that, she smiled craftily and rushed back to the dressing room, where the finalists were being given ten minutes to get themselves together.
Sam and I traded pitying glances at each other, since neither of our lap ornaments had shown any signs of getting up. Sam had at least become good-natured about the situation. Once Charity had figured out that Sam was completely heterosexual, I could see the two of them engaging in some good-natured cat and mouse here and there.
Meanwhile, Raquel was feeling ample evidence beneath her that I was also entirely heterosexual. She had begun to embark on a wordless campaign to extract every dime of cash I carried out of me later on. I had begun to contemplate the potential difficulties of surrendering to that campaign while out with a bunch of female friends...
Vanessa came running back and had barely planted herself at our table when the host came back out.
"Alright, guys! It's time to crown our winner!" the hostess called to the crowd. She waved her hand and intoned, "Gentlemen, your finalists this evening!"
The four girls came out and lined up together at the back of the stage. I was pretty sure that there were only two possible winners, Olivia or Chyna. Chyna was the mixed-asian little bombshell who had gone on after Olivia. She had every inch as tight a body as Olivia, with noticeably larger boobs. She had performed quite the little routine during the opening round, with lots of crowd interaction. It had not involved much stripping, since she had lost her top about eight seconds into her routine.
She had not even bothered to put it back on and came out now, topless from the get-go.
Olivia seemed to have only modified her outfit to the extent that while she still wore the shredded teeshirt, she had omitted the bikini top underneath. I liked the change.
I was not alone. But the crowd in general seemed at least as enthusiastic about Chyna's wardrobe choices...
The other two non-contestants did their things first. They were both good-looking women, but they did not have a chance.
The contestants went in random order, so Chyna was selected to go next. Yeah, I'm so sure it was random. Candy was going to get the outcome she wanted... I just did not know what outcome that was.
"I hate her," Raquel growled in my lap as Chyna knocked the socks off the crowd.
"Fully on our team, huh?" I asked her.
"Of course," Raquel replied with a sudden smile and a wiggle of her ass on my lap. "But mostly because I just hate seeing the way pros win the amateur contest most weeks."
"What?" I asked, instantly indignant.
"I think she works at a place up in Pompano Beach," Vanessa grumped. "Bitch probably makes bank up there. Why is she down here trying to harsh our girl's chances?"
And I was pretty sure that Chyna was indeed crushing Olivia's dreams of a win. The alleged professional's moves were sweeping, fluid, choreographed, and sexy as all hell. She swung those tits around everywhere, and even writhed on the stage floor, always inches out of reach of the suddenly fervid fans. I mean, guys were actually reaching over the edge of the stage toward her.
I got concerned for Olivia again. She could clearly not match up, performance-wise, against this chick's professional grind. My friend did not have quite the size up top either, and that had to matter to the guys in the crowd far enough back to have a hard time seeing. And all those grasping hands would scare her, dammit. I bristled protectively.
But when I looked at her face to see if she was even going to be able to perform at all in the face of all that, I just saw a beaming, relaxed expression. She looked raring to go.
I almost slapped my forehead. This was not about winning the contest for her. As far as Olivia was concerned, she had already won. She had performed almost naked, been wildly appreciated, and nothing scary had happened. When her turn came, she was just going to enjoy it all over again, without the fear this time.
And a few seconds later, it was her turn.
Olivia pranced out to the middle of the stage with a huge, genuine smile, reveling in the loud cheers that started almost at once. Unlike Miss Topless to Start, she left the tattered shirt on for almost a third of her time, but the way she shook her chest, the hand-torn ribbons concealed nothing at all. The tease worked again, and guys were eating it up. Then she sank to her knees near the edge of the stage, though still right between her bodyguards, who had magically reappeared when she stepped forward. She grabbed the shirt, leaned back, and ripped it clean in half, removing all obstruction to the fantastic view.
Olivia's breasts might not be as big as that Chyna girl's, but for my money, they were a lot prettier.
She popped to her feet and got as close to the edge of the stage as she had yet. There were hands reaching for her, too, but they were a bit more timid with Bruno and the other guy lurking nearby. Olivia shook her tits again, then handed the ripped remains of the shirt to one of the only women standing among the crowd of guys by the stage!
Well played, roomie. The guys all went nuts at that. The girl looked like she wanted to climb up on stage and jump Olivia's bones...
Our friend pranced back to the pole in the middle of the stage and spun around it some more, not risking anything complicated like she had tried and messed up before. Topless hottie in six-inch heels and a thong that bared two-thirds of her ass swinging around a brass phallic symbol was enough for the crowd all by itself. Who'd have known?
But with about fifteen seconds left, she abandoned the pole and strutted forward again.
"Go for it," I heard Vanessa growl under her breath.
Olivia gyrated her hips. As she did so, she reached for her right hip. It was a stripper thong, not a bikini, and there was a catch there. She twitched her fingers and popped it open!
The hostess jumped and took a step forward, upset. Charity popped out of Sam's lap. "She can't get fully naked," she exclaimed. "She'll be disqualified!"



But Olivia kept wildly gyrating her hips, and the thong held on by the other strap, one hip completely bare. The crowd was going ape. But the hostess relaxed slightly in relief.
With a few seconds left, though, Olivia opened the catch on the other hip and yanked the thong completely free! There was a sort of Anti-Montage as everything stopped for a moment. I could see Chyna sneering in triumph at the back of the stage as Olivia disqualified herself. I saw the hostess grimace. I saw both Raquel and Charity looking dismayed. I saw the crowd lose whatever passed for its mind. I saw Olivia smiling in the triumph of barriers overcome. And it was all in freeze-frame.
Then I noticed Vanessa looking as triumphant as Hannibal Smith of the A-Team...
Olivia waggled her ass more, turning in a full circle as her time ended. And she was not naked. She had on some kind of hyper-minimalist G-string with strands so thin they were invisible when she was moving, and the tiniest little white patch of fabric that was barely visible down between her legs!
"You gave her one!" Charity exclaimed to Vanessa. My friend just smiled smugly and held out her hands, palms up. Both the dancers with us slapped them hard in congratulations.
"That's a backup we all wear when working," Vanessa said to Sam. "In case things slip. Or if we want to appear naked."
"Or we want to actually be naked, and need to be able to claim that whoever saw us just missed the g-string," Raquel added. I realized that the dancer on my lap, to my enthusiastic horror, sounded like she had much looser rules than my roommate...
Olivia pranced back to her place in line next to the suddenly glowering Chyna, waving at the crowd like a little girl on a 4th of July parade float.
The actual applause measurements and awarding of the checks were anticlimactic. In minutes, Olivia, now clad in her dancer's bikini top and bottom once more, was making her way through the enthusiastic crowd toward us. She'd have never made it without Bruno's reverse gravitational field shoving people aside until she got to us. She gave him a brilliant smile, then jumped into our midst. "I did it!" she shrieked happily.
Raquel and Charity both thought she meant that she'd won. We friends knew she meant she'd simply done it in the first place. Everybody surged to their feet and congratulated her.
After everyone had jumped up and down for a bit, Olivia declared that she needed a drink. We all began to sink back down to the couches, but our champion was hanging onto my arm as we did so. She sat so close to me, chattering about the experience enthusiastically, that Raquel was unable to reclaim my lap. I managed to keep a grimace off my face at that, but the stripper just smiled and found another spot to perch and wait.
But then, as Olivia's enthusiasm failed to run down, a waitress came over and tapped Raquel on the shoulder, telling her that another patron wanted some of her time. She popped up and took off, but she left me with a glance that told me her campaign was not over.
How was I going to let her succeed later, when I was right here in front of everybody...? I plotted.
But it was not to be. Charity left us soon thereafter as well, and once it was just us roommates (and the bottle finally emptied), a consensus evolved that we should take things back to our apartment to celebrate Olivia on our own.
I looked around for Raquel as we left, but she had disappeared with whoever had asked for her. Should I ask Vanessa for her number, maybe? Nah. But I might sneak back here some night when I knew Vanessa was not working... I plotted some more. Honestly, the dancer was not as hot as any of the women I sort of platonically lived with, but my dick missed the feel of her soft buns pressing down on it, and there had been nothing platonic about her attitude toward me.
When we got back home, the best we had in the cabinet was a bottle of French Chardonnay, so we popped the cork and toasted Olivia once more. She rambled on about the contest and what she had felt. It was great to see that she got out of it everything she had begged for. By the time the glasses were finished, none of us was particularly drunk, even Sam, who had had the most. Olivia was practically sober.
But suddenly she quivered, balled up her fists, and shrieked a frustrated, "Ahhhhh!"
"What's the matter?" we all asked.
"I am so freaking worked up by all this!" Olivia growled, stamping her foot where she stood. The rest of us were lounging around, but she had been a ball of energy since we had gotten home and had seldom sat down at all for more than a few seconds.
"You're excited," Sam said mildly, trying to be encouraging.
"No, I mean I'm worked up," Olivia snapped. "Look at these things," she added, pointing at her chest. When we got home, she had tossed her dress back off and had been hanging out in her stripper bikini again. We all dutifully looked at her tits in the flimsy, red, sequin-scattered top. Her nipples were practically ripping through the almost-sheer fabric.
Vanessa giggled. "It can be a high."
"Yeah? Well, I'm dying here," Olivia glared at Vanessa. Then she stopped, stood upright, and closed her eyes, taking a deep breath.
When she opened them, she turned to me. "I am unbearably horny, Danny. Can I have one of those Roommate Accommodations you've done for Sam and Vanessa?"
I spilt the last of my wine on my shoe.
Vanessa burst out laughing. I looked to Sam for some sanity.
"What?" my serious, conservative roommate looked back challengingly. "You're telling me that you were happy to do it for us, but you don't want to do it for Olivia?"
Olivia looked at me expectantly.
I was not about to insult Olivia like that. Also, Olivia had spent the evening horning me up extensively. Raquel had accelerated the process, but the primary horning had been from Olivia. The idea that I would not want to Accommodate Olivia was utterly ludicrous. That said, this was really a bit, um, blatant? Asking me right in front of everybody?
I mostly gawped like a fish, but I might have nodded, in spite of myself. Vanessa laughed again.
Olivia just leapt in the air excitedly. "Oh, wow! Thank you," she burbled. Then, in an instant, she grabbed a hair scrunchy out of the dish of fresh ones that my three long-haired roommates kept in the living room, yanked her hair back into a ponytail behind her head, and sank to her knees in front of me, right where I sat on the couch directly next to Vanessa!
Yikes!
"Oh, hey now! Wait a second," Vanessa gulped and slid slightly away from me.
"Not in here!" Sam added in a world-weary voice.
"Why not?" Olivia asked, caressing my thigh but looking at Sam. "This is all about how hot being watched makes me," she added in a voice that was half innocent and half very much not so.
Vanessa recovered. "This is ridiculous and is not happening. She's not drunk, Danny, but she's a little high right now. Take her to her room and get her into bed," she added, suddenly trying to get control of things before they spiraled.
I pulled Olivia to her feet, simultaneously relieved and bummed that the adults in the room were prevailing.
But as I led Olivia the first steps toward the hall, Sam added, "And we better not see you leaving her room for hours, buster!" Both she and Vanessa were howling with laughter by the time Olivia and I entered her bedroom.
Olivia stopped as soon as the door closed. She turned and very gently laid both palms on my chest, taking a deep breath. "Yeah, I got carried away out there. Sorry. But Danny," she said, looking up at me softly. "I really kind of need this. Are you sure you are okay helping me out?"
I looked at Olivia carefully. "You had a triumph tonight. You deserve a celebration, and I'm happy to help," I said seriously. "But if you think this will be in any way an unwelcome hardship for me, you are out of your mind," I added with a huge smile. I grabbed her, picked her up, walked in a few more steps, and plopped her on her back on her bed. She bounced with a giggle.
Okay, this was a little weird. Doing a favor of this kind was not weird. I had gotten over that the first two times. But the doing it here in Olivia's room? She had decorated the room well before she had broken out of her shell, and it showed. Her bed linens were all pink and floral. She had a cute, heart-shaped bedside lamp. There were nine teddy bears on her bed...
"Danny," Olivia said seriously. "In addition to being turned on beyond what I can bear from the contest tonight, I haven't gotten any in over two years. Drop your pants and hold still."
I could feel the world view from directly behind me as my pants dropped. I don't think I dropped them; they just were suddenly at my ankles. Olivia spun around onto her belly on the bed, her face right at my crotch level. The only thing for sure the story's view could see was my lightly hairy backside.
Personally, I could see quite a bit more as Olivia pulled both arms in tight and reached out to clasp both hands on my dick. They toyed with me for a few seconds, just long enough to build the anticipation for her, as well as for me, before she finally kissed my tip. I sighed happily, then moaned as she sucked me between her lips.
The alleged two-year hiatus had done nothing to make Olivia rusty. I guess blowjobs are like riding a bike. You never forget how.
Olivia's delicate fingertips lightly touched my member, holding it in place as her tongue ran itself round and round me. Whenever she slid me between her lips, it was never very deep, but incredibly sensuous. Then she'd slide me free and kiss the tip some more. And she took her time. I even felt a timeslip wanting to intrude as she enjoyed herself with the drawn-out process. I lightly resisted, just enough that I could experience every detail in real life, not just my memories. But I let the time stream advance a bit beyond the normal pace, which was a crying shame as it was. I wanted to save my strength for later...
It didn't matter because Olivia decided she was done warming up, and suddenly her lips clamped themselves around me more firmly. One hand left my dick so she could brace herself, and the other wrapped firmly around me and began to stroke. Her head bobbed, tongue lashing at me inside. Again, from the world view, there was nothing specific to see, but it was clear what was being suggested.
The only suggestion that I was experiencing was a compelling one, suggesting that I come. I trembled and braced my knees, grunting. Olivia smiled around my shaft and went harder.
I knew I could not shout too much, not at this point, but I started grunting loudly with each bob of her lovely head. When I could hang in there no more, I cried out involuntarily, and I felt the time slip accelerate at the worst possible time. I concentrated to the best of my currently exploding brain's ability, but my noise was too much to portray, and things skipped ahead. I held the skip to only a few seconds, and I felt myself relax as I finished exhaling, my emptied nuts still sending thrills up my spine and making my naked backside beneath the tails of my shirt quiver.
No matter how prepared I'd been, I staggered anyway as Olivia licked me clean. I stared at her in stunned thanks, and she pushed herself up on her knees in the middle of the mattress.
"You know, Danny," she said huskily as she popped open the front of her stripper's bikini top, "you are going to be the first..."
"What?!?" I yelped. There was no way, not with that blowjob. Was that all she'd ever done? "But... you said..."
"Dingus," she laughed, opening the hips of her thong again, this time somehow both agonizingly slowly and yet eagerly. "I mean, you are going to be the first guy I've done it with who's ever seen me naked!"
"What? How?" I asked, puzzled.
"Duh! You think I could have ever let a guy see me naked for any reason before all this?" she smiled.
"But..."
"You don't need to remove your clothes to have sex," she said seriously. Then she grinned slyly again. "But let's just say that when I was with my last boyfriend, back in college, I wore a lot of skirts..."
"Naughty girl!"
"Not really, but I always wanted to be!" Olivia chuckled.
Well then. I shook my head, in part to clear it from the considerable lingering orgasmic fog, and in part to look silly doing it. Then I leaned over her bed and shoved most of her pillows and her teddy bears off the far side to the floor.
I had missed one bear, a particularly cute one in a sailor suit. I picked him up, looked at his adorable mug, and told him, "You don't need to see what happens next!" Then I placed him carefully on the bedside table, facing the wall.
Olivia snorted adorably. "What kind of child do you think I am? I know he's just a stuffed toy," she smirked at me. "The bear that's alive is Melissa, and you already shoved her onto the floor," she added, deadpan.
I rolled my eyes. I yanked off my shirt and grabbed the comforter, then twitched the whole side away. I pointed at the sheets underneath. "Lie down here," I said sternly.
Olivia made a 'well la di da' face, but lay down where the comforter had been, her head on the remaining pillows. "What's pulling aside the covers for?" she asked curiously.
I just kicked free of my pants, crawled onto the bed over her, and twitched the comforter back over into place, with me completely covered by it. I did not tell her that I wanted to use the comforter to obscure any number of things I was going to do to her that would most definitely trigger the content filter if I did them out in the open. So I just proceeded with such activities under the cloak of... comforter.
"Okay, I'm not complaining," Olivia gasped as I nestled between her legs and kissed my way up her inner thigh. "Yeah, this is roomier than a skirt, Danny. Oh, that's nice. But I don't need to be covered anymore..."
I just snugged the edge of the comforter under her to remind her that I was the one who wanted it in place, then I kissed her cleft hungrily. She shut up about the covers.
The first time I'd seen Olivia fully naked, she had sported a truly hilarious amount of shrubbery down here. But I should not have been surprised that she was clean-shaven now. Or just suddenly naturally hairless due to Candy-world magic... I should have known this was going to be the case, because that little G-string that she'd used to get as naked as legally possible at the club earlier would not have covered a tenth of the prior bush.
Even better, she had pulled up both knees to form a tent in the comforter, which made where I was and what I was doing even more deniable.
Regardless, I feasted. She really was delicious, though more delicate in aroma than anyone else I'd encountered since dying. Her clit was as adorable as everything else about her, and was almost too tiny to suck on. But it was plenty sensitive, and she let me know how much she appreciated my efforts.
As I let a finger plumb the depths of her rift, I was frankly amazed that all the sounds of female pleasure were not triggering the somewhat chauvinistic content filter or timeslip mechanism. But she was being so darned adorably hilarious with what she was yelling, I guess the humor won out.
"That's it, Danny! Right there! No, higher! Now lower! Yeah! Yeah! That's it! No, lower!" She started whacking the comforter with her fist. "Best roommate ever!"
Shortly, she lost her intelligibility, but I could tell she was still barking orders. I knew she was close, so I began rhythmically sliding the tip of the finger I had inside of her along the roof and flicking her tiny clit with the tip of my tongue.
Her hips leapt upward, and the content filter must have been asleep at the switch, because the cry she let out was pure erotic pleasure without a trace of the goofball. She undulated against my face, then collapsed. One knee flopped out to the side, but the other stayed upright.
"Rabblethargle nortgobbins," she murmured, breathing heavily.
Good girl.
Again, since things like erections were not supposed to be admitted to exist, things like refraction periods were just not implemented in Candy's system. I was hard as a rock, and had never stopped being so.
Even better, though Olivia languidly thrashed about a bit as she came down, she did not dislodge the comforter. This let me crawl up her body and get one of those darling nipples between my lips for a moment or two. Then, without warning, she slipped it off herself to just above the waist. I swear my lips had still been nursing hungrily on that nipple the moment she moved the covers, but somehow they were now delicately kissing the upper curve of that breast in the best softcore tradition. Dammit, I'd gotten away with some nipple action earlier...
I wanted to growl and pull the comforter back over us, but the heck with it, I was just passing by anyway. I slid up and kissed Olivia deeply, on the lips. Either she was used to the flavor of herself, or the content filter cleaned off my mouth before I could kiss her so she would not react... tellingly.
Regardless, the comforter still covered both of us from the waist down. I was propped up over her on my forearms so her delicious tits were visible, so I figured that the world view would be plenty happy to be distracted by all the bare skin above the waist, and would not get too upset by what I was about to start doing below.
Both Olivia and I shuddered (silently) as I slid into her. As expected, she was tight as a corset, but I still found myself pushing completely within her in only two strokes. There were many inexplicable things about being a Spark that were annoying as hell. This phenomenon was not one of those. At all. All I had to do was get my rod anywhere near the neighborhood, and it would slide perfectly home like it was laser-guided.
I had to work my trembling jaw to keep from making all the porn-like sound effects and ruining everything. My dick wanted to scream in pleasure as it slid through her welcoming flesh.
I saw Olivia draw a deep breath to actually scream in matching delight, and I bent to kiss her hard, cutting it off. Some still got through, but her 'Mmmph'ing sounds were more silly than erotic.
All the eroticism was happening now at a rhythmic pace beneath the covers. As I worked into her over and over and over again, Olivia drew her fingers up and down my exposed back. Meanwhile, under the comforter, she lifted her legs just enough to twine them around the back of mine, binding us closer together.
In and out I rocked, staring into her eyes. She just stared happily back. The only bad part about her happiness was that I knew it wasn't all my doing. She was still reliving getting damned near naked for a hundred dudes, while also stoked about just managing to be naked while having sex with anyone.
But a lot of that happiness was from what I was doing, and I took it. The timeslip tried to work its way in a time or two as I enjoyed Olivia's depths beneath me, but I fought it off enough to experience everything in full.
When she finally came, I didn't even lose that. She was thrashing her head back and forth so much, slapping the covers again, screaming, "Yes! Yes! Yes!" in such a pitch-perfect imitation of Meg Ryan in When Harry Met Sally, that it made it through!
In a few more thrusts, as she started to come off the screaming peak, I felt myself coming.
And that's when the timeslip snuck in and would not be denied. I was ready for it, and fought. But the noises I was making, and the ones in response from Olivia as I coaxed a follow-on wave out of her, were too much for the content filter. I barely got to experience in real time a single grunt as I exploded, before things slipped just long enough for us both to quiet down.
But I held firm enough to be able to remember every glorious pulse of my fountaining dick. Wow, that had been good.



I collapsed beside her and we cuddled. I thought it was cute how, after all that, she was suddenly doing the extremely well-placed arm thing, covering her goodies as if it wasn't a carefully choreographed position. How many gorgeous actresses do that and piss the audience off?
But Candy's audience had just had about fifteen minutes of quality viewing of Olivia's delights, and now the content filter had her doing the coy bit?
Bureaucratic infighting, remember?
Suddenly, Olivia was consciously self-conscious and yanked the covers up over her chest. She looked around frantically, but then the moment passed, and she laughed at herself. But she did not lower the covers.
Damned fighting over supposed treaty violations... Were the higher planes reporting excessive tits to the Hague now?
You do not want to get into it.
But Olivia was still giggling. "I suppose it is too much to hope that they got drunk and passed out in their beds before they heard all that?"
I grinned at her and swept a lock of loose hair off her forehead. "I can't see any of that happening!" I rolled my eyes. "To be honest, I am dead bone certain that they are monitoring us. Remember, they told me I could not come out of here for at least four hours!"
"Well then, Danny," Olivia responded, her hand under the covers seeking out my junk, "whatever shall we do with all the time that remains?"
I did not even fight the timeslip this time. I almost beckoned it. I just focused on keeping my own perceptions intact, so I could at least remember what had happened. I knew I could probably get away with a lot more fun things this way.
It was glorious. I did lose some detail, but there was more oral for her. And there were several positions for me... and her.
And it still feels like we managed to go too far anyway, because I'm pretty sure that was about 45 minutes in there that I can't place at all. Candy must have hit the edit button, her ultimate defense.
When I first realized the memory gap was there, I resolved to beg her to tell me what I missed, but in the end, I refused to give her the satisfaction.
Olivia and I went a good bit more than four hours, all told. When we lay there, fully exhausted, it was my turn to wonder aloud if our roommates had satisfied themselves with the first four hours and finally gone off to bed.
"I doubt it," Olivia said. "Vanessa is a night owl, of course, and Sam is probably too busy trying to figure out how best to have fun while looking disapproving. But," she added firmly, sitting up on the side of the bed, "I am going out there and so are you. I am about to die of thirst!"
"Oh, absolutely!" I chimed in, reaching for my pants.
"Nope! No clothes tonight. Either one of us. Not until we both head off to bed for real," Olivia said firmly. "We are going out there just like this and embarrassing them!"
"Sure thing," was all I said, amused. Who was this new roommate of mine? A couple of weeks ago, the idea of going out there naked herself would have killed her from embarrassment...
FADE TO WHITE
I faded into existence in The White. Candy approached me in moments, wearing a completely unfair swimsuit. It was one of those one-piece designs that covers almost nothing that isn't critical. They look amazing on paper, and they look amazing when a model wears them and holds very still in a single pose. But in real life, suits like Candy's always gape, twist, pull, and generally threaten to fall off with the slightest movement.
On Candy, of course, the garment was a dream, moving effortlessly with every sensuous stride, conforming to her perfect form perfectly, and always promising, but never seriously threatening to deliver, wardrobe malfunction after wardrobe malfunction.
"Well done, Danny!" she clapped, smiling at me.
I sagged a little. "So they are all dust in the wind?" I asked sadly. I had managed not to fall in love, even in the story, but I had developed some real affection for various people in that brief life.
"Why? Are you ready to move on?" Candy asked with an arched eyebrow.
"There are more 'episodes' to go?" I asked, perking up swiftly. "I... I just was worried that we had kind of come full-circle, you know?"
"Well, I can certainly end things here if you really want," Candy smirked. "But no, I have some more work with this one, if you don't mind."
"I do not mind," I said earnestly. "How much more is there with this one?"
"That would be telling!"




As always, I ask for your kind votes, favorites, follows, and especially comments!
Thanks for riding along, and stay tuned. I've got a humdinger episode coming up soon!
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FADE FROM WHITE
I looked around to see that I was back in Miami for yet more story. I was honestly a little surprised to be back at all, given that all three of my roommates seemed to have had their moments of growth or character revelation. And I had had a mutual moment of awesome with each. Was I near the end of this story? Or was this supposed to be a long series, and we had just had the initial character exposition? Now that Candy had established the regular cast, would I start seeing guest stars?
Candy offered me no insights. The tease.
Olivia had not left me much time for sleep at the end of the last episode, or perhaps I had not left her much time, but regardless, as I faded back into the world of Miami Beach, I was in the back of the store, trying not to yawn too much as I unboxed a pallet of boogie boards. I heard the bell of the door, but decided to let Emma handle whoever the latest customers were. She was the one up front.
But...
"Is Danny in?" I heard a voice I did not quite recognize.
"He is, but he's a little tied up right now," I heard Emma reply. She shouted, "Danny! Customers!" Then she went on. "Is there something I can do for you while he gets free? I'm Emma."
"Ohh, Vanessa said you are great, too," said a second voice.
Oh boy. Charity and Raquel! I disentangled myself from all the fiberglass slabs and hotfooted it toward the front of the store before those two got me into any trouble.
"But Danny seems like the best to help us get just the kind of bikinis we both want," Charity added.
Damn. I swore I could hear Emma's eyebrows go up at that.
"And what kind of bikinis are those?" my partner asked in amusement.
"You know," Raquel said easily. "The kind guys are going to want to pay us to take off."
"Ah... Where did you guys meet Danny, anyway?"
I was moving fast now, but I had to stop and straighten a tangle of bikinis that I passed.
Look, neat merchandise was a compulsion for this Danny. I had never been much of a neat freak when I was alive, and it was an interesting way to live. Honestly, I kind of liked it. If I were still alive, I might have looked into making my bed every once in a while...
But my compulsion and the commensurate delay were killing me right now.
"Oh, we met him last night. We work at the same club as his roommate Chantalle, I mean, Vanessa," went on Raquel easily, just before I finally skidded around the end-cap and joined the women. "Hi, ladies!" I said brightly.
"So I take it Vanessa's new 'professional attire' is working out well for her, Danny?" Emma asked me in amusement.
Dammit, don't blush!
"Uh... She says so."
"Oh yeah, she's making bank as a beach bunny," Charity added 'helpfully'.
"And you went to see her work... to evaluate our products' effectiveness for yourself?" Emma went on relentlessly, holding my gaze and trying and entirely failing to be deadpan, the gleeful imp...
"I did not. Not for that reason," I said loftily. "Vanessa, Sam, and I all went together as patrons." That was absolutely not the way to say that. "I... I mean, um, we three went to support Olivia. She wanted to enter the Amateur Contest."
"Olivia?!?" Emma asked in shock.
"Danny is missing the big part of the story," Raquel said, shifting over next to me and giving off the vibe that she was not done with her campaign to extract large sums of cash from me at the earliest opportunity. "Olivia won!"
"She won?" Emma asked, even more shocked.
"I was not burying the lede," I corrected her. "The big win for Olivia was summoning the guts to just do the contest. That's what she went for. The money was nice, but..."
"Nice?" scoffed Charity. "She won a thousand bucks. I've never made close to that on a Monday night in my life!"
"A thousand dollars?" Emma said, her teasing momentarily forgotten.
"You ladies need some bikinis?" I asked desperately.
"Yeah!" Charity said, mercifully back on task. "We want suits that look real. Not too overtly slutty."
"But still slutty," Raquel added, still not exiting my personal space. Damn. Emma was starting to notice that. "And nothing too complicated with lots of straps or pieces."
"So, nothing too difficult to take off," Emma noted.
"Honey," Raquel said to Emma, but she looked at me. "I can take anything off pretty easily. We just don't want the hassle and waste of time that putting things like that back on requires."
"So not this line then," I said, sadly dismissing a rack by my left hand. Every suit in that line, one and two-piece alike, has like six to nine straps and always requires some work to get everything in place, especially considering that there's darned little else to the suits but the straps. Helping customers get fitted for that line was nearly always a part of montages in the shop.
"Well, I don't know, Danny," Raquel oozed. "If you think they are good enough to be worth the extra effort..."
Did she have to stroke my upper arm?
Of course, both Raquel and Charity had to try on those suits. They came out of the dressing rooms with them on, but the straps, as usual were a mess.
"Are you going to help them get those fitted properly?" Emma asked me slyly.
"That sounds lovely," Raquel piled on, smiling at me. "But no. We have to be able to do this each on our own, or these suits won't work. Gentlemen do not get to assist us with taking off or putting on our wardrobe."
They fussed, and looked amazing doing so, but ultimately, the suits were too much work, just like I had said to begin with. Raquel still set hers aside to possibly buy for the actual beach.
"How about these?" Emma slid into the proceedings with four suits for them to try. Each was hot as hell, simple, and in the bright colors that shone in nightclub lighting.
"That's what we are talking about, girlfriend!" the suddenly traitorous Raquel exclaimed, leaving my side and moving to grab a pink suit.
Oh, hell, no. Emma was not going to find better stripper-kinis than me! It was on.
Soon Emma and I were each presenting the girls with our personal favorites, grinning at each other whenever the dancers found one of ours to their liking.
"Um, not to put too fine a point on it, girl," Charity asked Emma, standing there in a suit I handed her and which she had better darned well buy, "where are some more of that suit you are wearing?"
Emma, like I did, always wore our product around the store during work. The black, one-shoulder bikini with the boy-shorts bottom she had on had been making me keep my eyes to myself for much of that last week or so.
"Sorry," Emma said sheepishly. "I love this one too, but I wore it for work today for one last time, just for fun. We have sold out of most sizes already, including both of yours."
"Damn," grumbled Charity.
"Too bad. You know, you could make absolute bank working with us in that suit," Raquel mused.
Ha! Finally, Emma got to be the one mortified and blushing!
In the end, they each bought a number of bikinis.
The best part was, Charity browbeat Emma into literally selling her that suit, right off her bod!
No, the best part was that Emma decided to stave off nudity by buying and wearing on one of those strappy numbers that were too complex for the strippers, for the rest of the day. And several more days over the next week, until we sold out that entire line too...
She was A. Sales. Machine.
Finally, the dancers left, having paid for everything in cash, which was going to make counting the register a pain that evening. Charity had even paid Emma cash for her suit, and my fellow manager stared bemusedly at the absolute wad in her hand before shoving it in her purse. Charity had had to bid really high to convince Emma to sell that thing to her.
"Hope I see you soon, Danny!" Raquel cooed as she trailed Charity out the door.
Now, how was I supposed to tease Emma about selling the clothes off her body with that parting shot hanging over me?
The answer was, I was not able to.
I did get to enjoy Emma in that new suit for the rest of the day.




There was a fair amount of timeslippage for the next week or so, with not much happening other than a return to more or less normal with how we dressed around the apartment. Vanessa went back to whatever the hell was convenient, from fully dressed to bare-assed naked. I mostly stopped with the nudity, though I did hang out in my underwear occasionally, when it was just easier. And Sam caught me one day sneaking back naked to my room from the shower because I had left my towel in my room. I'll admit to being inwardly flattered that she had gleefully made me stop and stand naked in front of her while she lectured me on dripping water in the hall.
For her part, Sam mostly went back to normal as well, though she did not worry about moving around in her underwear anymore, which was fine with me.
Well, I mean... Um... No more bare tits from Sam was a bummer. But Sam in her underwear was definitely a-okay.
Even our newly minted exhibitionist mostly covered herself. It got so we could tell when Olivia had had a bad day at work, because she would get naked the instant she got home, and would not dress again until the next day, but that was mostly it, other than her religious refusal to cover anything on the way to and from the shower.
Amazingly, this all started to feel normal.
Then, as soon as that feeling set in, a new kind of montage happened. It was sort of long-form this time, and the background music, which sounded like Taylor Swift when she wasn't mad at an ex-boyfriend, came and went between elements. But the elements were awesome, so I did not complain.
I first heard the strains of the unrecognizable, Swiftie-sounding song at four in the morning. I woke to find Vanessa leaning over me. It was one of those moments of 'normalcy' where she had dispensed with every stitch of clothing. I woke more swiftly as my bleary eyes took her in.
"Danny," she said huskily. "I kind of need a Roommate Accommodation," she breathed as the music got louder in emphasis.
The visuals that accompanied that request did nothing to make it any less irresistible.
"What happened?" I felt compelled to ask as I sat up straight in more ways than one.
"That seven-foot Irish rookie center for the Furnace? He spent several hours trying his darnedest to make me break my oath to my daddy. His darnedest was pretty good," Vanessa said, already sliding into my bed with me.
The Furnace? Why not just say The Miami He... The He... Candy couldn't clear a simple NBA team name?
You really don't want to get into Muse trademark law, Danny.
I'm sorry, Candy. But that is just weird.
Don't you have something better to do?
I did. That something better had wrapped her naked form around mine and was performing some kind of horizontal dance on and with me that almost made me forget how stupid Muse Law was.
Again, we did not kiss each other. Not on the lips. I did find that her throat was divine, and she discovered quite the fondness for sucking on, even nipping at, my earlobes.
But as I dipped beneath the sheets to enjoy kissing her somewhere much lower down, the timeslip just rushed in. I didn't know that I was in a new kind of slow-moving montage yet, but I did immediately recognize that this was a different kind of timeslip. It was almost impossible to resist, and while I had memories from it, they were fragmented. As Vanessa reached her satisfaction with my initial efforts, time returned to normal... only to slip again in the same merciful but frustrating way when Vanessa crawled under the sheets to return the favor.
When time slipped back into normal, Vanessa crawled up to straddle me on her knees. In a moment, I was deep inside her.
This was really ridiculous. I had utterly filled Vanessa's mouth with a gusher of cum literally 20 seconds earlier, and I was hard enough again, no, hard enough still, to slide into her easily. The sheet mostly covered us, but was loose enough this time to let the worldview see some of that tasty backside of hers as she rode me softly.
The weird timeslip came back almost immediately, but I fought it hard this time. I managed to make it slip in and out of real time over the whole course of our coupling, so not only would I remember it all, but I got to actually experience a good amount.
Vanessa collapsed onto me as her final spasms faded, and we cuddled.
This Accommodation was not the four-hour affair that earlier episodes had been. At least I hope it wasn't, because I could not take the idea of losing three-plus hours of sex with Vanessa on the cutting room floor.
I did not ask The Boss. I simply did not want to know.
Virtually everything slipped by like normal for at least a day and maybe more, then I heard that music resume in the background while I was having a dinner of leftovers with Vanessa and Olivia. Sam strolled into the apartment and said hi, but otherwise just walked about a bit. She did not join us at the dinette table but absently plopped on the couch and picked up her book instead.
We went on with our conversation about how bad the baseball team was again this season until Sam popped up from the couch almost nervously. "Really? Nothing, you guys?" she asked fretfully.
"Huh?" I asked intelligently.
Sam visibly relaxed. "Oh, thank goodness. It stayed off social media this time."
"What did?" Olivia asked curiously.
"I had to pull a six year-old girl out of the water this afternoon."
"What? Are you okay? Is she?" we all babbled, coming out of our chairs.
"This time was almost totally safe for me," Sam said firmly. "But she was unresponsive when I got her back to the beach, and I had to work on her every second until the paras got there and took over with oxygen and their other equipment. I'm late because I swung by the hospital. She is going to be fine, but oh wow, she looked bad lying there on the sand when I first hauled her out."
We all three hugged her at once. When we finally broke apart, I declared that she was once again The Hero of the Day. She actually blushed, but just muttered that she was glad that nobody with much social media reach had been nearby this time.
We settled back down to eat. Sam joined us now to smash some leftover Moo Goo Gai Pan she had in the fridge. After we ate, we tried to watch TV, but the three of us kept interrupting the show to praise Sam some more.
"Look, guys!" Sam finally protested, standing. "Stop it, please. Or else I will..."
She stopped and almost stamped her foot in frustration.
"You okay, Sam?" Vanessa asked.
"If you guys don't stop inflating my head, I'm going to..." She paused. "Oh, screw it. I'm totally gone anyway." She lunged to her feet and faced us, throwing back her head. "I deliver life back from the sea! I am a goddess!" she growled exultantly, throwing her arms out wide and posing like a comic book character.
We all laughed and applauded. She deserved to feel good.
Then she let her head sag. "And I might as well not fight the other thing either. I'll just lose that later, too," she said. Then she lifted her head and stared at me with those eyes of hers. "And as a goddess, I need to be worshipped. Maybe even more than I needed it last time. Got an Accommodation in ya for tonight, Danny?"
"Oh, wow," Olivia gasped.
"Nice," Vanessa snorted. "But now? It's a little early."
Sam looked at Vanessa irritably. "Too early? Really? Sure, I could fight this. Go to bed miserable and horny, then get up in the middle of the night and end up waking everybody, not just Danny. Or I can beg for some worship now and let us all get a good night's sleep." She looked at me again, nervously.
Let's have none of this nervousness nonsense!
"For my goddess? Any time," I said, rising from my seat. "No begging required!" I grabbed Sam and swept her up into my arms. She shrieked like a little girl in surprise. "Your room or mine?" I grinned at her.
"Take me to my temple!" Sam caroled wildly. She had not had a drop of alcohol. She was truly drunk on hormones and success.
I swept her to her room.
I kicked the door closed behind us, though a fat lot of good that was going to do for us, privacy-wise.
Her room was, as always, spotless and almost severe. But she had a queen-sized bed, and I plopped her down onto it with a toss. That bed was about to be neither spotless nor severe.
But she bounded back off of it and knelt right in front of me. In almost the same action, she yanked my boxers down to my ankles.
Oh yeah, this had been one of those evenings where I had been just hanging out in my underwear. Can't remember exactly why. I think I just hadn't bothered after a much-needed pre-dinner shower.
I whoofed, and the kneeling Sam hid my dick from any unauthorized viewings of an erection. I could almost feel the world view looking from right behind her, so I guessed that the extent to which she was hiding my rod was more about her skill and enthusiasm than it was about satisfying the content filter. Given the depth to which she was repeatedly taking me, and the enthusiasm thereof, there should have been all sorts of wet noises, but that same background music swelled back to cover them. This was where I finally began to realize this was all part of a huge montage of some new kind.
"Holy cow, Sam," I gasped. "I thought I was supposed to be worshipping you!"
She let me slip from her mouth and looked up at me. "Tell me you aren't worshipping me right now."
"Point taken," I gasped as she took my point again.
So here I was, bare naked, in my roommate's bedroom, getting spectacular head while she knelt before me, still fully clothed. I had to rectify that last immediately.
Just as soon as she finished what she was doing.
And then a timeslip snuck up and 'helped' me with that by compressing the rather fantastic experience much more than I liked.
Suddenly, I was standing there in front of her, gasping probably more than the content filter was happy with. She grinned up at me.
"I hope..." I said, catching my breath at last, "That you don't mind if I start worshipping my hero goddess a lot more actively?"
"Please," Sam purred.
I pulled her to her feet, keeping her head and body between the world view and things below my waist. Things that, as usual, were quite happy to ignore normal human processes like recovery time. Sam casually, deniably, tugged it a bit as she rose.
I kissed her full on the lips. She had no problem with that. But much as I enjoyed the change, I had an agenda, and I was beginning to realize that I had only so much time while whatever sort of montage/narrative framing was going on was... going on.
"I'm going to take these clothes off," I said into her ear. "I want to worship you, not them."
I slid my hands down her back and grabbed the elastic waist of her warm-up pants. There was no annoying drawstring, so I was able to just slide them down off her hips, whence they simply collapsed all the way down to her ankles on their own.
I immediately, while Sam kicked her feet free, grabbed the bottom of her white uniform polo shirt with the lifeguard logo embroidered on one breast, and 'Lt. S. Danvers' on the other. I pulled it upward, and she writhed her body slowly as I tugged. She raised her arms, and I pulled the shirt off over her head, tossing it aside as it came free of her hands.



I drank her lean form in. Underneath her outerwear, she still wore her work suit. Today, it was not one of her uniform bikinis, but her favorite one-piece. That seemed off-brand for a Candy production, but I was not complaining. This was the first swimsuit I had seen her in, the one that sounded demure if you described it casually. The devil was in the details. The legs were cut all the way up to the top of her hips, leaving acres of appealing, fit flesh for me to run my hands up and down, fingertips brushing butt cheeks that were also left significantly bare by the high cut.
I could not make my hands stay there, no matter how wonderful the terrain, however. I slid them higher, up to fantastic breasts sharing both cleavage and sideboob with the world, or at least with me. I stared into her eyes as I slowly tugged one strap off her shoulder. I pulled it down her arm, and she shrugged her shoulder to sinuously free her arm from the suit. This brought a wonderful breast, larger than it deceptively looked in the spandex, into my view.
I bent and reveled once again as the world let me get my lips around nipples this time. Why sometimes, and sometimes not? I flicked her nub with my tongue happily for a moment before straightening up once more and smiling at her again as I tugged the suit off her other shoulder. The suit bunched up above her waist, and I left it there for a bit as I lavished my tongue back and forth on both nipples now. If my tongue was to be allowed to flick those fantastic little nubs this time around, I was getting mine while the getting was good.
I squeezed her only half-covered backside and almost moaned at how nice her butt felt in my hands. I lifted my face from her chest, but left my eyes feasting on it, and I in no way let go of her butt. "Wow, Sam," I breathed. "I'm so happy for Olivia that she has reached her new equilibrium, but I gotta confess that I miss when you were participating in the 'normalization' process."
"Ha! It was a little fun, but don't get your hopes up for more. I just don't need to show myself off all the time." She squeezed my bare ass as hard as I was fondling hers. "Though I also miss your tasty tush bopping around all nekkid, to be honest."
We grinned at each other, both clearly satisfied with our situation, both in the immediate present and ongoing.
"Less adoration, more worship," Sam said, suddenly needful once more as she pushed her suit the rest of the way down below her hips. I put my mouth back to work on her boobs until she had kicked completely free. But when she did, I gleefully appreciated the naked goddess before me, enjoying her want more worship from me.
I needed to taste her again.
I wanted to bend her forward over the bed and devour her from behind, but I did not even have to try and fail at it to remember that that configuration was judged entirely too porny. Instead, I pushed her against the wall and sank to my own knees, hoping the world view behind me would be happy enough with her facial expressions and those wonderful, already heaving mams to ignore exactly what I was up to lower down.
Nope. Time slipped again. Hard. All I was sure of was that she was again delicious.
Worse, the slip kept going past the end and did not slow until we were already into the next great thing. At least I hope it was the next great thing and not a later great thing.
Whatever, by the time I felt time flow normally again, we were both on our knees on her old-fashioned iron bed. Sam was bracing her forearms along the top of the rail of the footboard, and I was deep inside her from behind. The hard timeslip had been frustrating, but at least I came back to events bathed in the excruciatingly fantastic sensation of driving into Sam's wet, receptive, eager body.
Without slowing, I tugged her hair aside and nibbled on the back of her neck.
I could feel the world view now looking straight at both of us from beyond the foot of the bed. I further noticed, with momentary amusement, that there was a pillow 'accidentally' pushed up against the iron bedframe in front of Sam, somehow blocking any views between her legs and making sure there would be no disallowed sightings of any of my swaying sexual apparatus.
Sam was already growing short of breath again, and I pushed harder. Chances were that I had relatively little time anyway, and I wanted to enjoy what I could to the full. I went faster.
And potential timeslips or no, it was obvious that neither Sam nor I had much longer for this particular round anyway.
I reached around her and clutched her breast, squeezing it desperately as I drove into her. One of her hands grasped my clutching hand and made me squeeze her even harder.
With a gasp, Sam started to come. I was ready for the timeslip this time, and managed to let it take full hold while still remaining conscious of the events being glossed over. She actually screamed in pleasure, clamping down with her athletic muscles around my invading member. I lost it in turn, and I felt myself ecstatically release, filling her.
The slip faded away, and dialogue was possible again. "Well," Sam laughed. "That was quite the Offertory."
And the slip was back, hard, leaving me little in the way of retained memories. Worse, I am sure this time that there was at least one cut as well. I hoped that Candy had let this world Danny at least experience whatever he and Sam got up to during all that, but since Danny the Spark could not access any memories of what happened in those gaps I sensed, I was not even sure of that!
Regardless, I was able to enjoy the end of our Accommodation: a long, lingering kiss as Sam leaned over me.
"I needed all that, thanks, Danny," she said softly. She looked at her watch, which was all the clothing she still had on. "Okay, so we still won't have a full night's sleep, either one of us. But we are better off than if I'd tossed and turned and suffered for a couple of hours first."
She rose from her bed and pulled me to my feet. She grabbed my clothes but did not hand them to me.
"This one's for you," she grinned and opened her door, leading me down and across the hall to my door, both of us still stark naked. I stepped into my room and turned to watch her as she spun to walk back to her own digs, swaying her backside in a way she almost never did.
A wolf whistle sounded from the living room as she crossed the hall. Sam just idly flipped off Vanessa (of course, it was Vanessa) without looking back and closed her door behind her.
The interstitial music returned and kept up as time slid again, but not very far. The Macro Montage was still going.
Obviously, I was expecting Olivia to need an accommodation next. It was the pattern, and I guessed that the four of us were supposed to be establishing some new narrative normal.
But no. I was instead treated to a really banging montage within a montage. This one was a Dude Hittin' The Town Montage. Hans was back in town for some meetings, so Rico rolled down from Palm Beach, and the three of us hit the town like old times. There were flashes of us dancing with chicks in several nightclubs. Flashes of us drinking everything from champagne to beer, to... mocktails? Mocktails? The three of us were getting old...
But out of all of us, only Hans, the guy from way out of town, got lucky.
As the more normal montage ended, I heard the Taylor Swift wannabe again as I Ubered back to the apartment.
I stumbled in at about 5 am, and found Olivia sitting up, on her laptop in the living room.
Ah. Here we go.
"Danny!" she said, hopping up off the couch. "Thank goodness you are home." She looked at me seriously. "I know it is not my place, but listen. Sean Garfield was back at Vanessa's club tonight. He asked for her before he even came in! That is apparently very rare. She came home a miserable wreck."
"Oh, wow," I sympathized. I did not see the appeal of Sean Garfield personally, but the fact that almost every woman I knew, besides maybe Sam, seemed to keep a pair of kneepads on permanent standby, in case they ran into him, told me he was torture material.
No. Sam had some kind of yoga mat on standby at the very least...
"Is Vanessa all right?" I asked.
"No," said Olivia seriously. "She absolutely is not. You should have seen her when she got home, looking around. Danny, you need to go into her room and offer to Accommodate her brains out. If you don't, and Sean goes to her club again sometime in the future, I'm afraid she will break her oath to her dad."
"What?"
"Go!" Olivia shoved me. She kept shoving me all the way down the hall to Vanessa's door. She opened it and shoved me through. She shouted, "Vanessa! Wake up! Danny wants to talk to you!"
Then she slammed the door behind me. Vanessa stirred in bed, and looked up at me with eyes that were filled with tension.
Then she leapt at me like a hungry tiger.
And the timeslip came rushing back.
I mean, sure. Twice would be redundant, right?
I remember little of the entire time with her, but I was graced with six or seven small islands of normal time flow during the hours she kept me in there, calming her... nerves.
The first time I was inside her was almost immediate. There may have been some foreplay, I'm not sure. But there was not a lot, if there had been any. Regardless, I was in her from behind, desperately but delicately clasping her butt like it was a pair of Faberge Eggs. My rod was announcing its approval of everything going on, and its intent to comfort Vanessa to its very best ability.
And Vanessa called me Sean twice.
Then, after a while, while I ate her out for what was probably the second time (creampies are a subject that is hard for me to even mention, so let's just say, since bodily fluids are beyond comprehension in Candy's world, there were no complicating factors with going downtown repeatedly), Vanessa called me Sean at least twice more. Probably more than twice.
The next clear memory, I was lying atop her, and we were going very slow, and everything felt all soft-focus. It was a lazy position for me in several ways besides the physical ease of simple missionary; while it was certainly undeniable what we were doing, it was impossible for the world view to be sure if we were doing it for real, or just simulating sex. We could have gotten away with doing it like this, even with the incredibly fine mesh content filter from Bikini Detailing 1.
But Vanessa was certainly getting out of it what she wanted, and was telling me so.
Or rather, she was telling 'Sean' so. Often. I had to keep from laughing out loud. I should have been at least a little insulted, but I had realized by this point that I was only coming out of the timeslips to hear her call me Sean. Sean could have the applause, I was getting Vanessa.
But she finally caught herself doing it. "Oh, Danny! "I'm so sorry," she gasped.
"It's alright," I said, kissing her neck and not stopping what I was doing down below, still slowly pumping in and out of her luxuriant interior. "I confess that I'm kind of hoping he comes back to see you again."
"Your lips to his ears," Vanessa gasped, and bit my ear.
Three more times that I can remember, she called Sean's name again.
But she called mine at the end. I'm almost completely certain of that.
I stumbled back to my own bed to sleep off two awesome evenings in one.
But the Swift knockoff music was still playing. It sounded like we were at the bridge of the song, but I wasn't sure. Honestly, the music was not up to La Swift's standards...
Time for Olivia, I thought happily.
But instead, there was a fleeting series of images depicting normalcy, if days without sex were still normal for Danny anymore. Time did not slow again until I went into work one morning and was almost literally tortured by not one but two normal montages in the store. The one in late morning was a Catfight Montage between five, maybe six, girls who all ended up topless and fighting over the last suit in Khloe Kardashian's new line. I dove in to try to rescue the $375 suit before they tore it and got nearly pummeled to death by tits for my efforts. They were great tits, too, pummeling my face, hands, and body. The best collection of tits on extras since one particularly glorious but throwaway Shower Montage back during Bikini Gym. I rescued the Khloe suit eventually, at the cost of my nerves and a good deal of stress on the structural integrity of my usually baggy bathing suit.
The afternoon Dressingroom Montage was even worse. Four seriously hot girls came in, with their boyfriends, and wanted to try on every suit in the store. They were all genuinely helpless about changing, but Emma and I had laid down the law long ago that no boyfriends or husbands were going into dressing rooms with their ladies. But that just meant that I, and Emma for that matter, kept getting dragged in there ourselves to help these bimbos take off and put on unfamiliar bikini tops.
Night. Mare. This set of breasts was fundamentally even better than the aforementioned Shower Montage's participants'. Worse, these boobs all belonged to bimbos who were utterly incompetent at putting on suits, meaning my hands were physically all over their bare tits constantly, just to get them fitted.
I mean, the montage was great while it went on, but when it was done? I was already heated up from the boobfight in the morning, and my body was completely miserable after hand-fitting bikini tops on a variety of high-quality tits and having no activity to show for it.
To make matters far, far worse, Emma had gotten into work before me and unboxed the new Lovewave line. She had instantly bought one of the new asymmetric bikinis and was already wearing it by the time I got to the store. Having to look at her in that damn suit all day, especially when she bent over the low shelves resetting our sunscreen merch, was torture all on its own.
I usually could just appreciate Emma looking great in the store's offerings without distress, but this day was, um, hard. So to speak.
I was sure I was walking funny my whole way home to the apartment. When I got there, I for once found no one else in the place. I could have used the distraction. If you aren't on Viagra, but still have a Class-A, for Alarmingly Painful, erection lasting more than half a day, do you still call your doctor?
Why not put this alone time to good use, banishing the issue, you ask?
I had figured out very early on that, um, taking care of business was far, far too porny for anything Candy produced. Except probably for cases that were grossly funny, mortifyingly embarrassing, and ultimately unsuccessful. I wished to avoid those. Judge Reinhold was not whom I aspired to.
I grabbed a beer and flopped down on the couch. A moment's thought reminded me that Sam was having drinks with some girl buddies this evening, Olivia had a work thing until late, and Vanessa must have left early to run errands before work.
But there was no expected timeslip, my hardon had become a permanent condition, and I could hear the overall montage music in the back of my head again...
Vanessa popped out of the bathroom, wearing nothing but the towel on her head that she was using to squeeze water out of her hair. She bobbled down the hallway toward the living room, caught sight of me and, rather than covering herself or heading directly to her room, she casually wandered over to sit down on the couch next to me, asking me how my day had gone, just as if she were not naked.
Those tits! Oh, Candy, those tits!"
"Ah!" I yelled, interrupting Vanessa's third question and bouncing to my feet in frustration.
"What's the matter, Danny?" she asked, bewildered but with a note of friendly consternation.
"It was a hard day at work," I grumbled, trying not to look at her. Mostly unsuccessfully.
"What happened?"
"There was a topless catfight over a Khloe Kardashian bikini, of all the stupid reasons! And then we had a bunch of women who needed active help just putting on bikinis in the first place. And... and Frickin Emma bought a new suit for herself and was flaunting it all day!" I blurted. "Then I come home and you come sit down naked next to me!"
"Oh. That kind of hard day," she laughed.
I threw up my hands and walked to the fridge to grab another beer. I was a seething mess. I was so darned horny I couldn't see straight.
Wait.
I was so darned horny.
"Vanessa!" I asked, before I could stop myself. "I am miserable here. I don't suppose you have the time for a Roommate Accommodation before you go to work?"
Was I allowed to ask for Accommodations? I was the guy. Possibly more to the point, I was technically the intermediate landlord.
"Sorry!" I yelped. "That was crass. I won't... that was wrong."
Vanessa just looked at her watch. "I've only got about two hours before I have to start getting ready to be at work, if I want to be on time," was all she said, and she rose to pull me against her naked body. "You had, as you say, a hard day, roomie. I can't see why you should deserve a favor any less than the rest of us," she added.
"Seriously?" I asked her, cautious. But my hand was already on her naked butt.
"Danny," Vanessa said seriously. "Make it as worth my while as I know you can, and I'll be happy to get into work an hour late..."
I lifted a hand to grasp a fantastic, bobbing handful of breast, but she stiffened in my arms.
Please don't be reconsidering!
But she smiled at me while simultaneously extricating herself from my grasp.
"I have an idea, Danny. I think you will like it, but I'm going to need a minute to get ready," she said with an inwardly excited grin. She looked around the living room and pointed at the impractically wide upholstered armchair that Rico had bought at a Goodwill and had left for me when he moved home to run his Mama's store. "Sit there and wait for me. I'll be back quick," she ordered, but with promise.
I sank into the wide, plush, but somehow uncomfortably firm chair and tried to relax. And tried.
I quickly realized, after Vanessa disappeared into her bedroom, that she meant she would be gone just a Girl Minute. And she would be back Girl Quick. Almost fifteen minutes compressed down into a SubMicroMontage of me shifting around in the chair uncomfortably, impatiently, and uncomprehendingly. For once, a time effect worked to my advantage. I doubted it helped my horny character, as he never felt the effects of timeslips anyway.
But then the door to Vanessa's room opened. I was confused for a moment, but I quickly decided that I'd have forgiven a full hour's wait.
It was not Vanessa that came out, but Chantalle, her work alter ego!
I have no idea how much the blonde wig she wore must have cost, but it was utterly convincing and gorgeous. It was like a glowing golden beacon that was probably what drew men's eyes to her first, so they would be trapped in the quicksand doom of the rest of the package.
She wore a knee-length tube dress in a shimmering pink nylon fabric. It clung to her like a desperate lover, stretching to accommodate her every fantastic curve. Better, the more it stretched, the sheerer it became, meaning that unlike most strategically transparent garments, her boobs and butt were where it was sheerest.
And she had on a pair of 'work boots', meaning matching pink six-inch platform heels that gifted her with stunning height and seductive moves as she walked toward me.
I suddenly understood in my, um, core, how she so easily afforded to buy that Jaguar with cash...
"Danny," she said huskily as she approached me. "Let's have some fun. I'm going to give you the Champagne Room Experience that every customer at the club wishes deep down he could get from me, but never will, even if he had the money."



I just gulped. She saw it and smiled. She almost giggled, in fact. "This is going to be fun... in so many ways," she said with a twinkle in her eye.
I started to get up eagerly, but she gently pushed me back into the chair. "No," she said quietly. "Right here."
My eyes widened nervously at that idea. But our roommates would both be out late, right? Vanessa held a small Bluetooth speaker and set it down, pressing a button. Loud club music flowed out, drowning out La Swift for the moment.
Vanessa slowly danced before me, undulating her body to the music and caressing herself more than suggestively. She spun around once or twice, then slowly sat down on my lap, her luscious butt pressing against the achingly hard bulge in my pants. She rubbed it up and down on me a time or three before she turned her head over her shoulder and remarked, "You really did have a hard day, didn't you?"
"Getting harder," I gasped.
She just leaned backward against me, tucking a shoulder under my chin so I could see down the front of her body, and caressed my cheek. Then she grabbed the top of her tube dress and pushed it down, letting her breasts slide fully into view. Her nipples were clearly as interested as I could have hoped for.
My hands twitched on the arms of the chair, but I kept them right where they needed to be for the fantasy. But Vanessa... Chantalle noticed and grabbed them both, lifting my wrists up around her and placing my palms firmly on her bare tits. "Even my customers get this much if they are good boys," she crooned in my ear, her chest thrusting up lightly into my grasp.
"I'll be a good boy," I promised fervently, my hands gently squeezing those magnificent, impossibly natural wonders under her fingers' encouragement.
"I'm going to make you reconsider that promise in a few minutes," Vanessa challenged me. 'Chantalle', on the other hand, just silently grooved to my caress.
Oh, this was going to be a fun game...
But I was not allowed to play long, and Chantalle leaned forward and stood, tugging the top of the dress back into place. I wanted to be sad, but tight as the fabric stretched over those boobies, it was practically transparent anyway.
She leaned forward toward me, placing her hands on my thighs. Way up my thighs. She slowly undulated her cleavage in my gaze, then slowly stroked her hands down my legs with just the most fleeting of brushes by one thumb against my bulge at the start. Then she stood and began to bunch the dress up at her hips. As the hem gathered into her fingers, she started tugging upward, exposing a tiny white g-string. She kept moving smoothly and in another moment, was tugging the dress up and free of her chest. She kept undulating her hips as she slid the dress high up over her head, her breasts stretching scenically as her arms reached a full stretch above her shoulders.
Then she swung the dress down in one hand and draped it sexily around my neck. "Watch this for me, will you?" she whispered. I gulped.
After another turn, her essentially bare butt was once more in my lap, and my hands were once more wrapped around her, clasping those tits. But I made her put them there. I was a good boy, remember?
Again, it did not last long, and she turned slowly around. This was where I realized why she wanted to use this stupid chair. She had room to comfortably straddle me, knees to either side of my hips, and she was instantly grinding her crotch against my once again aching bulge.
Better, she pushed herself up a bit and started dragging her breasts back and forth over my face! The smooth, warm flesh was amazing against my cheeks and nose, and I groaned. I also failed my Good Boy stat check and grabbed her almost entirely bare ass with both hands. She made no complaint.
Instead, she buried my face between those boobs and squeezed them together with her hands. I groaned again. Then she dragged them across my face some more. Once or twice, a delectable nipple actually brushed my lips. The third time, I was ready, and let my lips part as the hard bump approached my mouth.
But she veered away before I could suck or even simply kiss her approaching treat.
Damn it, Candy! Why is the content filter being so damned erratic?
But it hadn't been the filter.
"Ah ah ah, Danny," Chantalle scolded. "So far, this, along with various variations, is what my customer experience is like. And customers don't get to lick!" She giggled. "Like it so far?"
I nodded, too enthusiastic in the moment to remember that all this, great though it was, was not going to fix my overall problem, and was currently making it worse.
"Good. Now, let's fulfill some fantasies," she added, and outright fed me a nipple, pressing it deep into my mouth, which had opened in surprise. I enthusiastically devoured the bump until she tugged it free of my suckling lips with a pop. Then she fed me the other in turn. All the while, her hips kept up their sinuous motion against my lap, the moist heat of her groin apparent to me right through the swim trunks that I still wore from work.
She reached a hand hungrily down between us and grabbed my dick through the suit, squeezing it gently as she kept dry humping me.
But then she slid off my lap, denying my lips their feast. My eyes widened as she then slid to her knees on the floor between my wide-spread legs, and tugged my hips forward to the edge of the chair. She swayed back and forth below me and slid her hands up the insides of my thighs until they both passed firmly over the front of my suit, each pausing for a swift massage.
Then she bent and opened her mouth, resting it over the obvious outline of my shaft. She breathed out slowly, warm air suffusing through the fabric to enchant my rod. The world view was fortunately looking at us from behind her, or I'd have lost that glorious sensation to a timeslip for sure!
Then she pressed forward and up, dragging her breasts oh so swiftly up across my lap unto she was pressing them against my chest. She kissed me. She actually kissed me on the lips.
Wow. Something was going on.
Then Vanessa swiftly unbuttoned my camp shirt and spread it wide open, so she could rub her nipples hard against my own, equally hard nipples in return. That lasted but a little time before she pushed my shirt off my shoulders. I twisted and deposited both it and her dress on the floor beside the chair.
She smiled at me, pressed her chest to mine again, then retraced her breasts way back down my chest, stomach, and bulge until she was kneeling before me again. Again, she bent and did that blow me through my suit thing.
"Having fun, Danny?" she asked sweetly.
"I'm in agony," I admitted breathlessly.
"Good," she said, grabbing my hands and pulling them down to cup her boobs where she knelt before me. "Agony is what I do, Danny," she crooned forebodingly.
Then she stabbed me with those eyes. "But not this evening..."
With that, she stood. Suddenly, the world view was over my shoulder, which was kind of necessary since I was splayed out butt naked on the chair with my shaft poking up pleadingly.
"You are incredible, Vanessa," I breathed. "I mean, Chantalle," I corrected myself hastily.
"No, Vanessa," my roommate giggled. "Chantalle doesn't do any of this stuff." With that, she sank back to her knees and licked up my shaft twice before sliding me into her mouth.
"Buzz off, Chantalle," I moaned immediately.
That earned me a chuckle from Vanessa, even if she was still imitating Chantalle. Since she had me fairly deep in her mouth at the moment, the laugh sent a surge of pleasure into my rod.
After pleasing me for a bit, I was worried that Vanessa had fallen into a pattern and a timeslip was going to hit to hurry things up, but even as the concern formed in my mind, she freed me from her mouth. Then she pressed against me and slid slowly up my body, pressing herself and especially her tits against whatever of me they passed, including my slick, wet rod, until her boobs were once more in my face.
"Gotta keep shaking things up," she crooned as she pushed a nipple into my mouth again. "After all, we are doing a lap dance here, not... something else, right?"
"Um hum," I agreed earnestly, my mouth full of flexible breast distending into my hard sucking mouth. I feasted, but was again denied my fill, as she slid back downward, just as slowly, just as sensuously.
Again, her breasts nestled momentarily on either side of my dick as they passed, sending quivers through me. But she kept going. I wanted to grab her breasts at that moment and clasp them around me, rubbing my rod up and down between them, but I kept myself from even trying. I'd been told that activity was a crash-and-burn treaty violation. And anyway, I found that I could bear up under the pain when Vanessa once more reached her knees and licked my tip to get reacquainted.
The whole lap-bj thing did not take terribly long. I was painfully pent-up, remember? She only interrupted herself one more time, and not for drive-by boob pleasure. This time she rose, turned, and pressed her butt against my lap, rocking back and forth and sending my length slipping wetly along buttcrack and slit. "So close..." she cooed to herself as she went. But that did not last long either, and the next thing I knew, she clearly intended to finish me.
Well, to finish this segment of the montage within a montage.
Finish I did, and I was amazed that no timeslip wanted in to ruin or at least detract from the sensation of my glutes tying themselves in knots and my toes spasming as I dumped a single, instant, glorious spurt of jizz into Vanessa's greedily sucking mouth.
She just smiled up at me, wiping the corner of her primly closed mouth as I caught my breath.
"I want, no, I need to do the same thing for you," I growled.
She laughed. "Thank you, but that is hard to do as part of a lap dance, even in a private Champagne Room."
"Then," I said, unsteadily rising, "we shall just put the fantasy on hold for a moment or nine while I do what I need to do." I embraced her and kissed her. Once again, her lips eagerly met mine this night. I turned her around and gently set her butt down on the front edge of the chair, and sank to my knees in turn.
Aaaaand a timeslip jumped me as if out of a dark alley. The next thing I remembered, I was wiping my face, and Vanessa was slumped bonelessly back in the chair, eyes closed.
What the heck? I felt robbed, and it was all I could do to avoid an out-of-character moment by keeping my irritation off my face.
"Well, now," Vanessa said, unspoken thanks in her recovering voice. She struggled to sit up, regaining her poise in the time it took to stand. "Back in the chair, Danny, I want to resume the fantasy here," she ordered softly.
My irritation receded dramatically, and I slid back into the Customer Position. Vanessa followed me into the chair, draping herself sideways in my lap, wrapping her arms around me. She lifted a hand delicately to my chin and turned my face toward her. She did not kiss my lips, but she let her face and mouth brush feather-light over my eyes, ears, and even nose. Her naked body nestled into mine, and we snuggled.
Snuggled with benefits. My hands explored her body in a hungry but relaxed manner, and her fingers found ways to enjoy and stimulate my body without touching between my legs. Essentially, we languidly made out while naked for a nice amount of time. Yes, there were microtimeslips, but they didn't really interrupt or spoil the experience for me, and I kept my memories.
Finally, she kissed me lightly on the lips, just briefly.
"This is awesome," I told her with a smile. "But is this really what a guy in the club would want as his apex fantasy? I'd think guys like that would be more, um, task-oriented..."
"Bored, Danny?" Vanessa asked, amused.
"Not a bit," I said, squeezing her in my arms. "This is nice!"
"Actually, this kind of thing, the cuddling, not the kissing, is a lot of what I really do, except for the guy being naked part," Vanessa said, caressing my pec. "A nice bit of uncomplicated intimacy is what a lot of customers want most." She lightly kissed me again, but this time, the kiss became hungry for both of us.
"But fun as this is, I think I need... I mean, I need to get back to Accommodating your frustrations," she smiled. I grinned at her. To be honest, cuddling with Vanessa had felt uncomplicatedly nice, even though we truly did not have that deeper emotional connection.
And my dick was beggardly hard.
"Definitely never done this in the club," Vanessa said as she moved to straddle me again, dragging her boobs across my face. She sank down on my lap, and that Candy World magic let my dick slide home into her as she sank, with no effort or aiming. The deniable little g-string she wore, exactly like the one Olivia had borrowed for that first contest, had disappeared... deniably.
We both sighed as she engulfed me, the silken walls of her interior embracing and caressing my shaft as I split and molded her eager insides. When she took me fully in, she paused and hugged me, pressing her face into my neck. "Definitely wanted to a few times, especially recently, but never have..." she sighed.
"I can definitely," I groaned, "see why every guy..."
I stopped, stiffening a little, except where I had already stiffened a whole lot.
Then I started tickling her under the armpits aggressively.
Caught off guard, Vanessa squealed and writhed atop me. I had not intended it, but her writhing struggles felt awesome around my penetrating rod. And the content filter, for once, made itself useful by ensuring that for all her struggles against my tickling fingers, she was never in any danger of slipping off her perch.
"What... Ah! What are... you doing?" she shrieked as she struggled. But I sensed that her movements on my dick were doing great things for her as much as me.
I relented momentarily. I stilled my fingers and stared into Vanessa's eyes. "Chantalle, have you been consciously fantasizing that I am Sean Garfield the whole time this evening?" I teased.
She blushed. Hard. I had no idea that Vanessa could conceivably blush at all, much less turn into a strawberry like she was at the moment.
"Yes?" she admitted in a small voice.
I laughed out loud.
"Sorry!" Vanessa said timidly.
"Don't be," I laughed. But I pushed my hips up under her. "You can call me Sean all you want, Chantalle. I'm enjoying this," I growled.
Her eyes widened at my words, and at my dick pushing up hard into her.
"Then I'm going to enjoy it too," she chuckled, and started to rise and fall on me. I let her do that twice before I leered at her and started tickling her mercilessly once more.
This time, she clamped her arms down hard on my fingers, stilling them. "Danny," she said sternly. "This is a strip club fantasy. If you tickled a dancer like that, Bruno would 'ask you to leave.'"
I slid my hands free from her armpits and moved them to her tits dutifully.
"Much better, Sean," she grinned at me.
With that, she began to sinuously dance in my lap. It was perfect. She really just looked like she was grinding on me as we did it. The world view had all sorts of angles to choose from, where not only were things not explicit, they were easily deniable. Chantalle gyrated and swayed on my lap as if she were simply dancing, but she was also dragging her body slowly up and down on my member, her warm embrace invisibly driving me wild.
She kept up the languid connection for a while, and when I felt a timeslip creep up on us due to the lack of variety, I carefully let it come on, keeping my awareness just enough to be able to banish it when things changed.
And change they did. My own tension rose, and she felt my more urgent massage of her backside as she went. She responded, and I soon felt us both growing gloriously tense. Her dance became more frentic, and she slid up and down me faster. Soon, the deniability was gone, but the explicitness remained safely banished.
Vanessa's breasts were bouncing now in synchrony with her rise and fall, and I kept my hands on her butt, helping her bounce on me. She was sweating just a bit, and I was breathing heavily.
I felt myself teetering on the edge when she gasped. Vanessa's back arched, and she crooned with a happy-sounding whine. I felt her hips vibrate in my grasp, and she clenched on my rod. Just like that, I slipped off my peak and felt myself shoot into her depths in two, maybe three, bursts of release. The warmth of my spunk shooting out suffused my whole body, and after a spasm of tension, I sagged back into the chair. Vanessa straightened momentarily, then slumped forward against me, her breasts pressing into my chest while heaving with exhaustion.
That felt awesome, even if I needed to clear my head of the orgasmic cobwebs it was stuffed with.
I slid my hands off her butt and gently caressed her back.
Then the hard montage timeslip rushed in, obliterating all but the most fleeting of impressions of what came after. All I could later summon by way of memories were of that damned song overlaying it all, at least one more very fine orgasm, and the one time that Vanessa... nope, lost that image now, too.
The worst thing is, I could not even get cross with Candy. Three awesome full sex scenes with Vanessa, who was not, and was not becoming, a girlfriend, in one montage would have been kind of repetitive.
Your forgiveness overwhelms me, came a voice in my head as dry as the desert.
Vanessa finally went to work, and Sam and Olivia both got back home shortly thereafter, and everyone drifted off to bed separately. I heard La Swift's Dollar Store Doppelgänger finally shut up.
Wow, this Mega Montage thing was done, and no Olivia!
If I had been less exhausted from Vanessa... and Vanessa... and Sam... and Vanessa to start with, I might have been disappointed.
FADE TO WHITE




Got some complications coming next episode... Thanks as always for your kind words and votes, and never forget to comment!
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At the end of the last episode, I finally stumbled out of Vanessa's bedroom and reveled at last in the blessed absence of the bad Taylor Swift imitator's song that had marred what was otherwise the greatest montage in the history of montages. But when I did so, I was surprised to find no audience. Neither Olivia nor Sam, whenever they had gotten home, had been aware that an Accommodation had been reached!
That had been a relief, but I was left with a new problem. Now I was kind of low-level horny for Olivia a lot of the time. And her impending need for an Accommodation hung over me like an appealing Sword of Damocles. Candy was such a tease.




This episode commenced as I faded back in from a brief, uneventful time in The White, the first day timeslipped copiously while I slept in, then walked the beach to girlwatch and get some sun. I saw none of my roommates the whole day, which was unusual but not unheard of.
Then the next day, I had to come in early to work so I could ride herd on some of our part-timers whom Emma had assigned to unbox a new display and set it up. By supervising them, I mean that I would be setting almost all of it up myself. To be very clear, I would much rather be watching two bikini-clad extras doing this, or any, job. But bikini-clad extras, in this world and in real life, are seldom the best help for the complex assembly of badly-designed temporary retail displays.
Emma did not come in until the store actually opened. I took one look at her and shook my head to myself... Did she have to buy the sexiest damn suit out of every shipment that came in? I know she sold a lot of them later on Poshmark to recover some of her investment, but even with our discount, I was a little concerned for her financial situation. We did not sell cheap swimwear, and it was not every day that a stripper with more cash than sense was going to pay more than full price for a used bikini off Emma's body.
I had not previously laid eyes on this monokini that Emma came in wearing, either on her or on a hanger, so it must be new merch that showed up on the truck yesterday while I was off.
About mid-morning, Sam came into the store, apparently on her way to work a little early. "Danny!" she called. "You left your lunch on the kitchen counter."
I slapped my forehead and met her at the cash register, where Emma was doing some books. Emma looked at me as I took my lunch.
"He's so responsible here, but I'll bet he forgets everything when he's a home," she observed to Sam.
"Mind like a sieve," my roommate inaccurately agreed. At least she clearly did not mean it. But then she smiled a smile I did not like. "I'll bet you haven't forgotten the night before last, though, have you, Danny?" she teased.
Uh, oh.
"Ah. No," I said, quellingly.
"What won't he forget? All three of you girls forgot to wear clothes?" Emma snarked.
I wish. Well... I mean...
"No! Not recently," Sam said primly. "No, but unless I miss my guess, Sean Garfield came into Vanessa's club that night."
"Oh my," Emma gulped. "He's my permanent celebrity hall pass."
"Ha!" Sam said. "Well, he probably kept Vanessa in his lap all night. And she never called either you or me so we could come see him. She had promised to call me," she added, almost angrily.
Emma looked like she appreciated the magnitude of Vanessa's betrayal.
"But given how much she was singing yesterday morning, she must have come home all hot and bothered, and Danny had to help her get through it," Sam went on like the gleeful demoness I had no idea she was. She was wrong about what had happened, but only in the particulars.
"Had to lend the horny girl your ear?" Emma laughed, poking me.
"Maybe, but it wasn't his ear she mostly needed him to lend her," Sam smirked.
Suddenly, Emma was horrified. She was also extremely gleeful, but slightly more horrified. "You slept with your roommate?" she gasped.
"I doubt there was any sleeping," Sam said drily.
"But... but... that's..." Emma protested. Do not get me wrong. She still thought this was all hilarious, but her responsible side was making its case, too. "I didn't know that you two had a..."
"Oh, hey! Easy there," Sam snorted. "This was just a temporary sort of help. A Roommate Accommodation, if you will. Vanessa and Danny are not a thing."
I heard the capital letters. Unfortunately for Sam, so did Emma. She has sharp ears. "A Roommate Accommodation?" she asked slowly. She looked at Sam. "What exactly is a Roommate Accommodation?"
Sam realized that she had gleefully pushed this to an area that she perhaps did not want to go.
Too bad, roomie, I thought. I am already hanging by my wrists from a tree; you can come join me.
"Fine," I sighed. "Go ahead, Sam. Explain all about Roommate Accommodations for Emma," I said firmly. I can fight evil with evil, girlfriend.
Sam looked a little trapped. I had never seen such a look on her face, and found that it almost made the metric ton of hard time I was going to get from Emma for, um, ever, worth it.
"Oh, it's, um, just a phrase that we came up with..."
"Who came up with, Sam?" I asked archly.
Emma realized that she needed to stop preparing to roast me and instead just enjoy me roasting Sam for as yet undisclosed reasons first.
"Okay," Sam admitted, glaring daggers at me. "I came up with it. When I was asking for one."
"You?"
"Yeah, me."
"You got so unbearably horny over Sean Garfield that you slept with Danny?" Emma gulped, confused.
"No," Sam said evenly. "Vanessa won't introduce me, remember? No, I got unbearably horny when I pulled that boy out of the riptide. Remember that? I can't stand people treating me like a hero, mostly because I already can't help but feel like a hero inside," she admitted. "That sensation gets you so hot, you cannot imagine," she shared grumpily. "I could not sleep, I was so convinced I was the Goddess of the Sea and needed worship. I knew Danny had... accommodated Vanessa before, and I just kind of... demanded his help."
Emma looked at me with a delightedly incredulous expression. Then her face twerked. "Wait, Sam. You said Danny Accommodated Vanessa just yesterday. You saved that boy weeks ago!"
"Sean Garfield came to Vanessa's club more than once," Sam admitted.
"Oh wow. Poor Olivia. I know you say she's come out of that shell of hers, Danny, but this must be nuts for her."
"Well, she was a-okay with the whole procedure the night after she won that amateur contest," Sam drawled. Really, I had no idea of the depths of depraved evil my conservative roommate possessed. Simultaneously throwing Olivia under the bus, and running it back and forth with me under there several more times was a truly pro maneuver.
I could not resist. "She did not get the press this time, but Sam also pulled a little girl out of the surf about ten days ago," I added, reminding Sam with my eyes that I'm a pro at this, too.
Emma opened the cash drawer and slammed it shut. "So you have accommodated all three of your roommates, Danny? Olivia once, and Vanessa and Sam twice each?"
Before Sam could elaborate any further, I figured I'd step in and rip off the bandage fully and get this slow drip disaster over. "Four times for Vanessa," I sighed. "But it's really not an ongoing thing!" I protested. I was a pro.
A pro idiot.
"Wait," Sam asked suddenly. "Then I am right! Vanessa did need a fourth Accommodation two nights ago!"
Professional. Idiot.
Well, I wasn't about to start lying at this point...
"It wasn't her Accommodation. It was mine," I sighed.
"You asked her?" Sam asked, incredulously. "Why?"
"It was complicated," I hedged.
"I think my reasons were pretty straightforward!"
"Wait, you got so horny you had to beg for sex from one of your roommates? As a friendly favor?" Emma asked, somehow still able to be stunned.
"That is the way it works," Sam admitted.
"What could have gotten you so worked up?" Emma asked me, undeterred.
"Remember? That was the day we had the topless catfight in here over that Khloe suit," I said. Emma looked like she wanted to resume any of many earlier rants about how little she thought of the Khloe suit and of the psycho babes who fought over it like it was the Hope Diamond, but unfortunately for me, she just held her tongue and nodded along. "Then we had to help those hapless women fit bikinis?"
"Oh yeah. I've never touched so many boobs in a whole day as I had to in that hour," Emma snorted.
"You touch a lot of customers' boobs, Danny?" Sam asked.
"I mostly try to leave that to Emma," I said through gritted teeth. "But there was no avoiding it, in spades, that day."
I barely managed not to thrust out an accusing finger at Emma and add, 'And you were no help with my situation in that new suit you had on!' Shouting that out loud would have been Bad.
It would have been especially Bad because Emma was wearing an even better suit now, as we spoke.
Huh. Discretion...
Maybe I'm not a Pro Idiot. Just a Pro Moron.
"So you asked Vanessa?" Emma asked slowly.
Uh oh, I knew that tone of voice. She had recovered her equilibrium, and I was about to really start paying the piper for this goat rodeo. "I mean, sounds like Vanessa was already ahead of you in the Accommodation count, Sam," Emma said mildly. "Danny is always pretty good about keeping things even. That's why he usually does the store schedules, after all..."
Sam started to wave it off, but then I saw her decide not to let Emma have all the fun. "Actually, that's true, Danny," she observed, turning slowly to me. "Any particular reason you turned to Vanessa instead of me or Olivia?" She actually vamped a little. Sam vamping was remarkably effective. She tilted her head down and looked up at me through those long lashes of hers, biting her lower lip theatrically. Her whole act was for Emma's benefit. It sure as heck was not for my benefit, not at this moment. "You know I'd have helped you out..." she trailed off, a little good-natured hurt in her voice. Good Candy above, please don't let that hurt be real!
"I asjed Vanessa because Vanessa was an immediate part of the problem!" I shouted, desperate to derail this new interim release of Evil Sam, 3.25.3a. "I got home after my boob-filled day and she comes walking out after a shower, butt naked, and sits down for a freaking chat! I was dying, looking at that, after everything I'd been through at work!" Do not mention Emma. Do not mention Emma! "So I broke down and begged the hot, naked woman in front of me," I finished lamely. "Sue me."
Both my work fellow and my roommate were suddenly dying with laughter.
"I'll forgive you this time," Sam snorted, and she headed off to work.
Emma calmed herself. Then she made the mistake of looking me in the eye and collapsed in laughter again.
"Wow."
Emma and I both froze.
We had forgotten that we still had two part-time employees in the store with us! Still on the clock!
Four wide eyes peered at us, mostly at me, over a rack of beach hats. They had heard everything...




It was two more days before I realized just how much I do not ever want to get Sam actually mad at me. If she was this evil when she was amused, what if she got pissed?
How had the Chief survived?
Anyway, I was off at work in the middle of the day, unsuspecting that a grenade was about to be lobbed into my pants.
Sam was home on her day off. Vanessa was off for the day and night, and was bustling around before leaving the apartment. Sam asked her where she was going.
"Just shopping," Vanessa shrugged, oblivious to the plot being hatched that would employ her.
"If you go anywhere near Danny's store, will you take him this? I think he meant to take care of it today or something." Sam asked offhandedly, handing Vanessa an envelope.
"I wasn't planning on going that way, but sure, I'll do it," Vanessa said agreeably. "He and Emma probably have some cool new suits since I was in last. The normal bikinis really are a hit these days." And she headed out.
Twenty minutes later, Emma and I were standing around trying, and failing, to fix the credit card reader, when Vanessa walked in innocently. She handed me the envelope, told me Sam said I needed it, and absently turned to my partner.
"Hey, Emma," my roommate said. "What's new? Got anything I might want?"
Emma grinned at her. "Hi, Vanessa!" She cooed sweetly. "I'm sure we have something that could... Accommodate you."
I wanted to shove my head in the storeroom door and slam it shut. Vanessa just shrugged. "Cool, let's see what you got."
"You don't want Danny to take care of you?" Emma grinned.
"I talk to him all the time. Got a fresh perspective?" Vanessa said, still utterly failing to pick up on Emma's vibe.
"I appreciate that!" Emma said. "I just meant that Danny helps you out whenever you need it, right?"
"Well, sure, but let's face it, sometimes you have to give him pretty specific instructions," Vanessa shrugged. "Men. Am I right? Since you are here, I'm hoping for your insights today," Vanessa added earnestly.
Emma was getting frustrated that Vanessa had no clue about her innuendo, and if I had not been certain the veil would lift soon, I'd have been rolling on the floor, laughing.
And why was I holding my water bill?
I opened it and found a handwritten note in there:
"Surprise! Love, Sam
Evil. The woman was pure evil. She had primed Emma, and then sent Vanessa into the lion's den, with me there to get caught in the explosion.
I apprehensively enjoyed Emma helping Vanessa with the search for a new bikini that would look best being taken off. She seemed to be giving my roommate all her attention, but I knew she was inwardly pondering some additional tease she could lay on me through Vanessa.
Then the door opened, and Wally walked in. I was seldom excited to see Emma's boyfriend, especially after our one and only interaction without her around. But today, Emma's beau was like a reprieve from heaven.
"Hey, Honey," Emma said, waving his blonde bod over to us, directing his attention to me and Vanessa. "You know Danny, but this is Vanessa, she's his roommate. Vanessa, this is my man, Wally." Danny eyed Vanessa a touch more comprehensively than I liked, especially with Emma right there hanging happily on his elbow, but he was perfectly polite.
"Nice to meet you, Vanessa," he said easily, then nodded at me. "Dude. Um, Emma, can we talk?" he went on, turning back to his girlfriend. Emma stepped aside with him, and he tugged at his collar. "I can't make it tonight, babe," he said. "I'm so sorry."
"Aw! Why?" Emma pouted. Emma never pouted at me...
"It's work. There's a client I have to help settle down," Wally apologized.
"This sucks, Wally," Emma said, but kissed him on the cheek anyway.
"You know this stuff happens all the time. I really will make it up to you, babe. I always do," he said earnestly, holding her arms gently. "And we are definitely on for tomorrow, right?" Emma nodded, disappointed but not angry. This was certainly not the first time that Wally's work made him cancel plans. He waved casually at us all, shot Emma a final apologetic glance, and ambled out of the shop.
"He works too hard," Emma said sadly as the door closed behind him.
He needs to freaking prioritize his woman occasionally, I thought, wanting Emma to stick up for herself a little more.
"Unfortunately, I have to bail as well, "Vanessa complained, right out of the blue. "I'll come back later this week, and maybe both you and Danny can take care of me together."
Emma almost choked.
"Danny, if I haven't left for work by the time you get home, check in, would you?" Vanessa said brusquely. "I've got an issue I just remembered."
Seconds after she left, Emma threw up her hands in the air. "Nothing! I got nothing from all that?"
"You are too subtle," I teased, feeling temporarily safe. "The average subtle innuendo Vanessa hears at work every day is along the lines of, 'Hubba Hubba, Baby!' or 'Wanna dance on my pole?'"
"But I had her right here," Emma grumbled, holding out her empty, grasping hands, palms up.
It was stupid. It was wrong. It was even a little mean. But I wanted to cheer Emma up after Wally's Visit of Disappointment, so I fell on the grenade. "Don't worry, she really will be back soon. We can both take care of her then..."
I deserved to be shoved into the rack of Zimmerman suits.
I got home later and found Vanessa ready to head out again, but sitting on the couch, impatiently waiting for me before she left.
"When did you tell Emma about Accommodations?" she asked, amused. "I would not have expected you to admit that."
"I didn't. That was Sam's evil doing a few days ago," I said. "So you knew what she was hinting at the whole time?"
"Duh. But it was really fun to watch her bang her head against my brick wall. Your buddy is a pro-level shit disturber."
"I had no idea," I sighed.
"Maybe so, but I am a literal professional at misunderstanding and ignoring innuendo," Vanessa boasted. Then she froze. "But wait. Sam told her? Really? Sam, as in the girl who it appears manipulated me into going to your shop today in the first place?"
I nodded grimly, and we both looked toward the champion shit disturber's currently empty room.
Then Vanessa shook her head as if to clear it. "We will discuss Sam's untimely demise later. Right now, I have to ask. That blonde guy... Wally? That's Emma's boyfriend?"
I nodded, still mostly pondering Sam's fate myself.
"I recognize him," Vanessa said grimly.
"From where?"
"The club, of course. Where else would I?" Vanessa snapped.
"Wait," I said, hearing a literal record scratch sound effect in the back of my head. "He has gone to your club? You've danced for Emma's boyfriend?!?"
"He's a regular, Danny. We have talked plenty in the past, but I have personally avoided dancing for the guy after the first and only time, because I avoid douchebags when I can. Besides, he avoids dancers like me who are not as... giving... as he is looking for."
I stared at Vanessa.
"He's been FUCKING STRIPPERS at your club?" I screamed incredulously.
Hey!! I told you the one-time exception is not for you to use, Danny!
Later, Candy, I thought irritably.
"Routinely," Vanessa said coldly. "He's one of the more enthusiastic, big-spending regulars of several of our more, um, accommodating dancers."
My mind spun, and I clutched at details as an anchor. "I'm surprised he didn't recognize you."
Vanessa shrugged. "He doesn't know me as Vanessa. He mentally dismissed me more than two years ago. I was wearing a lot more clothes than he's used to. And," she said, pointing at her short, black bob, "he's only seen me as a long-haired blonde."
"I'm going to kill him," I said angrily, finding that I meant it.
"You are not."
"Okay," I admitted. I had not really meant it. Much. "Well, I am going to tell Emma, so she can kill him."
"You are absolutely not."
"Why not?"
"Because she will end up hating you forever. She won't believe you at first. She will accuse you of various crimes with the dirty stripper you are boinking. But then she will get around to telling Wally. He will deny it, and you and she will have a terrible time at work. Then she will eventually figure out you were right, and she will shoot his dog or something." She paused. "And then she will blame you for breaking up her romance for the rest of her life."



"That is a fairly specific outline of future events," I said skeptically.
"It is not a new pattern," Vanessa said crisply.
Wow. I had never heard the slightest guilt in Vanessa's voice about her job before. It wasn't a lot of guilt, but it was there. And she certainly had the experience with this sort of thing.
"I am not going to let Wally go on having his cake and eating all the other cake too," I said grimly. If losing a friend was the risk, I'd have to take it.
"Oh, he is not getting away with this," Vanessa said grimly. "Look, I know I have a morally gray job, okay? But I do have my ethics. They get stronger when people I like are involved. And I really like Emma. She's cool. So, a guy doing the full meal deal with my coworkers twice a week while in a relationship with a friend of mine? That is way out of bounds!"
"So what do we do?" I asked, quite clueless.
"I have no idea," Vanessa said, slumping back on the couch.
"Crap. Want a drink?" I asked wearily.
"You know I barely drink at work, much less anywhere else," Vanessa said grumpily. "I'll take some whiskey on the rocks, please."
I poured us both some brown introspection juice, and we sat, floating and discarding desultory ideas.
Olivia popped through the door, apparently having a great day. I was glad someone was. "Hey, you two!" she chirped when she saw us. "Ooh! Bourbon? Yes, please," she smiled.
I turned to roll my eyes at Vanessa and found her sitting up straight and smiling...
"Olivia," she asked casually. "The next Amateur Night is this Monday. Are you going to enter again?"
"Wait... I won already. You mean I could still enter again?" Olivia perked up even more. She stopped her progress toward the liquor cabinet.
"Olivia, you have great tits and do not mind showing them to slobbering men. You can enter as many times as you want," Vanessa snorted.
"Really?!?" Olivia bounced on her toes, then had a tremor of doubt. "Will you three all come and support me again?" she asked in a smaller voice.
"Of course we will," Vanessa said sweetly. "You and I can work up an even better outfit for you over the weekend." She snapped her fingers as if an idea just popped into her head. "There were some banger new bikinis at Danny's shop when I stopped by earlier today. How about you and I go there Sunday, and we can both get some stuff to take off?"
"Yuss!" Olivia said, pumping her fist. "And I still want to go to Haulover Beach," she added to Vanessa, suddenly mulish.
"And I still am not taking you there," Vanessa replied firmly. Vanessa maintained that Olivia was still not ready for the full nude beach. Mostly because she was afraid our newly liberated roommate would not behave herself. "But, I do think maybe you will have calmed yourself down enough after a second Amateur Night that I will go with you to Sam's beach here and you can wear one of your new bikini purchases... as a one-piece."
"You guys are the best!" Olivia said, excitedly forgetting the whiskey and heading for her bedroom, already taking off her clothes.
"Why are we suddenly going to Amateur Night again?" I asked. I was not complaining. The first time had been a blast.
"Because Wally always comes to Amateur Night," Vanessa said simply.
"You are not letting him anywhere near Olivia!" I whispered hotly, not wanting our friend to hear.
"Pfft! Not on Wally's worthless life," Vanessa snorted. "No, I thought, while we are shopping for bikinis on Sunday, Olivia and I can invite Emma to come along with us to the contest and see her merchandise in action. It would be a shame if she were to happen to see Wally there..."
I stared at her.
"We'll tell Sam before Monday, but I don't trust Olivia's innocent heart," Vanessa added. "I don't want her to tip Emma off."
Personally, I was having a hard time trusting myself not to tip off Emma how upset I was...
Sunday morning, we were all up and in the apartment at the same time, which was a rare constellation of morning schedules indeed.
Olivia bounced up and down excitedly. "Sam! Vanessa and I are going to Danny's store to do some bikini shopping today. Want to come?"
Sam, who had been on a slow roast because her Vanessa-shaped grenade had not gone off, was instantly on board to watch what happened when twin grenades were dropped down my pants. And she would be there to make sure the pins were pulled this time.
I would have been miserable, but I almost welcomed the distraction from the Wally issue.
Still, once I got to work, I was like a long-tailed cat in a rocking chair factory, waiting for the three Swords of Damocles to fall my way.
Emma made things worse by excitedly telling me about the romantic sunset speedboat ride Wally had taken her on the night before to make up for blowing her off 'for work'. There was no way that douchecanoe had been working. Had he ever been working? Was he just going to Vanessa's club, or was he going to other clubs as well? Maybe he was dating some other girl as well...
The bell rang, and as luck would have it, there were no other customers when the rest of my apartment's inhabitants rolled in.
"Hi, Emma! Good to see you again!" Olivia chirped, rushing to grab Emma's hand. "We all need new, 'professional attire' bikinis."
"I do not need any 'professional attire' bikinis," Sam said firmly. "I have actual professional bikinis," she added loftily. "But while I will look around, I'm here mostly for the floor show." She looked smugly at my glum face.
"Well, don't look at me," Emma said, immediately sensing opportunity. "I'm sure you want Danny to help out all three of you..."
"Oh, all three of us would be too much for even Danny to take care of," Olivia said obliviously. Then she heard herself and giggled uncontrollably.
"What's so funny, Olivia?" Emma asked smoothly.
Olivia was adorable as she tried to divert her own unintentional dirty joke. "Oh, nothing. I mean... It was just... nothing," she said haplessly.
"Did you have some other meaning of help in mind?" Emma bore on.
Vanessa gasped in an expression of shock and horror that I knew, knew, knew was utterly fake, but found quite convincing. "Wait!" she gulped. "You have not told Emma about..." she gulped a breath of air and glared at me, "Accommodations?"
Olivia winced.
Screw this. "Do I look insane?" I replied hotly. "I did no such thing." I shot out a finger toward Sam. "Loose Lips McGee here dropped that bomb!"
Sam began to cackle like a fiend.
Emma cackled right along with her.
Olivia looked at Emma. "Wait. So you already knew? How'd you react when you found out? Did you freak out, or ask for an Accommodation of your own?" she asked Emma in total seriousness.
Emma stared at Olivia in horror. In fairness, Sam, Vanessa, and especially I also stared at her in horror. Then Sam laughed so hard, she took a knee. Olivia realized that she had gone just a bit too far, and giggled at herself.
Vanessa just shook her head and snarked at my hopefully still co-worker, "You deserved that for all the innuendo you were throwing my way when I was here last."
"Wait," Emma said, the comment helping her recover her wits. "You knew what I was saying?"
"Of course," Vanessa humphed. "Just like I knew Sam had sent me here as some sort of trick. Why on Earth would Danny need our water bill at work?"
I was fairly certain that Vanessa had not known about the water bill gambit at the time, but she was playing the mastermind this week, so good on her.
Emma just shook her head ruefully. Her gaze encompassed all my roommates as she said, "You guys are insane. You are great, but insane."
"Well," Vanessa said, in the voice of someone whose plan has just come together, "since someone has let you in on all our secrets, you need to be in on this one as well. What Olivia needs is some Amateur, not Professional, Attire. She is entering another Amateur Night contest at my club tomorrow."
Emma looked at Olivia. "Really? That's, um..."
"It's my second," Olivia replied. "You should try it, Emma. You'd find it so empowering. You too, Sam!" she said, looking so earnestly at the former mastermind among us.
Emma quailed. Sam quailed even more.
"Come on, Sam, we can do it together," Olivia bounced.
"I, uh, don't think so," Sam said desperately. Olivia could be so infectiously enthusiastic about showing her tits that our lifeguard seemed unwilling to just flat out say no. "I'm a sort of local celebrity right now, remember? It might get to be a problem."
Olivia accepted Sam's excuse like it was self-evident instead of total bullshit, and simply turned around to eye all the suits.
Vanessa laughed. "Yeah, time for suggestions, from both of you. And Emma," she added as if an afterthought, "since you are in the know with us, you should come and cheer Olivia on tomorrow. You can sit with us."
"Oh, I don't know. Wally..."
"Pft," Vanessa interrupted. "You told me you've been to a club like mine with Wally once, right? And it's not like you are ditching your man to go see strippers. Didn't Danny say something about Wally always working late on Mondays? And finally, you will be with all of us. It's not like you will be stepping out on your boyfriend."
Emma wavered, bemused.
"No, really, it would be so awesome to have another person I know in the club to give me support," Olivia pushed in, helping us out unknowingly. "Please?"
Emma relented in the face of Olivia's enthusiasm. "Well, if Danny is willing to make this giant sacrifice, I suppose I should be willing, too."
All four of them looked at me and dissolved into laughter.
Even Sam bought a new suit. It was genuinely demure. She still looked like a million bucks.




Emma swung by our apartment on Monday so that we could all Uber to the club together.
When we arrived, it was apparent that it was going to be a big night, as the line to get in was even longer than the last time.
Bruno almost immediately spied us and swooped in to unhitch the velvet rope and usher us all once more past the off-duty stripper who was collecting cover charges. This time, he did not focus on Vanessa, but on Olivia.
"Hey, Tink," he rumbled. "Are you gonna break the show again tonight?"
"I don't know," Olivia replied, actually a little nervous. "Are you going to play bodyguard for me again?"
"Always," he said firmly. "Me and the boys will have your back."
"Thanks, Bruno," Olivia said sweetly.
We entered the club, and Bruno led us to a booth similar to the last one, but Vanessa stopped him. "Can we have one of the back ones, over there, Bruno? Sam here is a muckety muck at the Fire Department and is afraid she might have been recognized last time."
Bruno shrugged and led us further into the club, to a similar booth that had less great sightlines, which was the point. I knew Vanessa really wanted Emma to be the one who saw without being seen.
With us seated, Bruno led Olivia, who was wildly oscillating between excited and apprehensive, off toward the dressing room.
The house mom descended on us in about ninety seconds. "You've expanded your harem," she observed to me. "I don't suppose we get to have you in the contest tonight as well, toots?" she asked Emma speculatively.
"No!" Emma gleeped.
"Too bad," Vanessa joined in idly. "You'd give Olivia a run for her money, Emma. The challenge might bring her to new heights. You should consider it. I probably have something that would fit you," she finished earnestly.
Emma looked at my roomie like Vanessa was holding her cat out an open car window on the interstate.
Then Vanessa and Sam dissolved into laughter.
"They can joke all they want," the house mom bore on to Emma. "But I think you'd kill it."
"Maybe next time," Emma said weakly.
"Good idea," the older woman nodded. "Use this time to scout for ideas. I'll get you guys another bottle, though. You sold a ton last time."
"Ah, no, actually," I said hastily, thinking. "I mean, thanks, but, um, Sam here works for the city and..."
"I think I got recognized when you did that show with the bottle the last time," Sam added, quick on the uptake. "I'd rather avoid that this time, please?"
"Well, if you aren't going to sell bottles for me, I ain't buying your drinks," Mom said in her gravelly voice.
"You just turned down free bottle service?" Emma asked me in surprise. She lived in South Beach. She knew how much it cost.
"She was going to have them come out with sparklers on our table and the DJ would have pointed us out to everyone," I exclaimed.
"Oh, dear lord, thank you for saying no!" Emma said, appalled.
"I actually don't care if anyone sees me," Sam put in. "I think Danny did that to save you, Emma," she added, not precisely truthfully.
I shrugged. "I figure it is worth the price of some drinks to save you from the embarrassment."
"You are the best, Danny!" Emma said. "I mean, what if one of Wally's more unsavory friends saw me here?"
Sam, Vanessa, and I all looked at each other.
We sat in the booth with Vanessa between me and Emma, and I realized that my roomie had placed herself there to protect me from any fallout, if and when it happened.
"So, how does this work?" Emma asked curiously, once she put her eyes back in her head after some tall dancer with cartoonishly huge tits and no top at all bobbled by our booth.
The rest of us filled her in, and we had an actual great time watching the contest. Emma joined in on the catty comments about Olivia's competitors. Sam and I were given a pass on lap ornaments this time around, probably so Vanessa could give Emma the same consideration. I was of two minds on this matter...
Wally was here. Vanessa caught sight of him about halfway through the contest and nodded my gaze in his direction, but none of the others among us, especially Emma, had spotted him yet. Despite the burning fuse of unknown length, I managed to mostly enjoy the contest through to its conclusion.
Olivia got second place this time, which was still a couple hundred bucks, and kind of a disappointment for those of us watching. Nevertheless, she came over to our table as excited as she had been the first time.
She was squirming in her seat as she told her tale, clearly aroused as all get out. That worried me.
To be clear, I was in no way against her finally feeling the need for a Roommate Accommodation this evening. I was kind of hoping to quit waiting for the inevitable and start enjoying the inevitable. But I desperately hoped that Olivia would wait until we all got home before she brought up the inevitable ask. If she let fly here with a request here, in front of Emma, I would never live it down.
But then worries about silly matters vanished as I heard Emma gasp.
Vanessa elbowed me, but she asked Emma innocently, "What's up, bae?"
"It's... is that... Wally?" Emma said, her hand over her mouth in horror.
Yep. That most certainly was Wally. He was sitting about forty feet away, facing ninety degrees away from us toward the stage, where the regular professionals were doing their thing, now that the contest was over.
Worse, or perhaps better, he had a dancer on his lap, and his hand was holding her bare boob quite openly. She was not nearly as hot as Vanessa or Olivia, and more to the point, she was not nearly as hot as his girlfriend Emma, but the dancer was hot enough to add fuel to the fire that Wally had no idea had just ignited near him.
"I thought he was at work," Olivia mused innocently. Sam growled. I growled.
"I thought I recognized him when he came to see you at your job," Vanessa said slowly.
"You've seen him here before?" Emma said, whirling on Vanessa.
"He's kind of a regular," Vanessa said grimly.
"You have been dancing for my boyfriend?" Emma hissed angrily.
"Hey now," Sam butted in before I could. But Vanessa was in control of things and waved us off.
"I do not dance for that guy, Emma. But plenty of girls do," she said softly, her voice growing sad.
"Why not?" Emma asked, a nasty note still in her voice. "He's not good enough for you?"
"I do not dance for him, and he doesn't ask me to, because he is always here for the dancers who do more than just dance," Vanessa said. She jerked her head back Wally's way, and Emma saw that the dancer in Wally's lap had her hand on his lap underneath her ass.
Emma's eyes bugged out, and they might have gotten a little wet. "He does this a lot?"
"About twice a week."
"Oh, gosh..." Emma started to wail quietly.
"And he always shows up for Amateur Nights," I added quietly.
Vanessa's glare told me to stay out of the line of fire.
"Wait, you came here to dance for him?" Emma, who was clearly still spiraling, hissed angrily at Olivia.
"I still don't know what you all are talking about," Olivia said defensively. "Are you all saying that Emma's boyfriend is here? Where?" Dear Olivia was oblivious to Emma's sudden vitriol, and that alone was enough to get Emma back on an even keel.
"That jerk," Emma hissed. "But how did you know he comes to Amateur Nights?" she asked me, distracted momentarily.
"I knew he..." Vanessa cut in, trying to cover my 'slip'.
"No, Vanessa," I said, then looked at Emma. "I learned about Wally a few days ago. Vanessa and I wanted to tell you, but she was insistent that you'd never forgive me if I was involved in your finding out. But you had to know. And I also think you have to know about me and my part in making sure you found out. You do not need one shred more dishonesty from a guy in your life while you are dealing with this. I just hope you can forgive me when tonight is done.
Vanessa threw up her hands in disgust.
Emma glared at me, as predicted. "I'll deal with you later. Right now, I'm going to go give Wally a piece of my mind!"
She started to push out of the booth, but Vanessa grabbed her arm in an iron grip. "No! Not like that."
"Then how, oh, expert on homewrecking adjacency?" Emma snarled.
"He will see you coming a mile away," Vanessa said mildly.
"So?"
"So douches like him will always bolt, then try to gaslight you later, claiming that you were mistaken, then give you shit for being here yourself."
"Like I care."
"It will make it all much worse," Vanessa insisted.
"So I will sneak up behind him."
"Guys like that always have their heads on a swivel in the club, not looking out for girls that they are cheating on, but for better girls to cheat on them with," Vanessa said grimly.
"Then how do I wreck him?" Emma snapped. "What's your plan?"
Vanessa looked at her sheepishly. "I don't know."
"You don't know?" Sam interjected incredulously. "You did not work out the endgame?" Sam looked both hugely disappointed in Vanessa and simultaneously smug that she was still the better mastermind.
"I... Okay, I admit, I just let myself get distracted by impractical fantasies like tying him to a chair on stage and letting all the dancers take turns kicking him in the balls," Vanessa sighed.
Suddenly, Emma was hugging Vanessa like she was going to squeeze the breath out of her. "Thank you."
Vanessa looked surprised. "It's okay. It's a chance to make amends... but how do we crush him?" she thought furiously.
Sam just shook her head. "How bad do you want to wreck him, Emma?" she asked simply.
"Very," Emma said grimly, still embracing Vanessa.
"Vanessa," Sam said mildly. "Take Emma back to the locker room and get her kitted up."
Vanessa stared at Sam uncomprehendingly for about three seconds before she literally bowed in her seat to the master.
I had no idea what they were on about.
"Get me what?" Emma asked, with what turned out to be extremely justified suspicion.
"You and I are going back to the locker room and pick out one of my work outfits for you," Vanessa said, starting to shove Emma out of the booth.



"The heck we are," Emma yelped.
"Oh, I don't know what they are up to, but that sounds so fun," Olivia enthused, still not totally up to speed with all the subtext. "You'll love it."
"The heck I will," Emma said.
"Look, if you want to get right up in his face without him making you, and bust him red-handed with his grip on Skye's tits over there, this is how you need to do it."
"Like there is any way he won't recognize me, no matter how I'm dressed," Emma snorted.
"You'll be taller than normal with the six-inch heels. You will be blonde with one of my wigs. You will be dressed, or almost dressed, like he's never seen before. With all that, and with your body, he won't even spare a glance at your face," Vanessa said simply.
Every other guy in the club would not be looking at Emma's face either, but I thought this was not the time to mention that.
Emma looked at Vanessa bluntly. "You think that will work?"
Vanessa snorted. "I know it will work."
"This is just one more thing to be mad at the bastard for," Emma grumbled as she let Vanessa shove her out of the booth. They took a circuitous route to the dressing room.
"They told us it was against the rules for non-professionals to walk the floor dressed for, um, work," Olivia observed as we watched them depart. Emma had refused to look at me.
"Despite her distressingly rookie work with this plan," Sam reassured her, "do you think there is any way Vanessa can't fix something like that?"
"I'll bet Emma is going to look so hot, Danny," Olivia said in anticipation.
I shrugged inwardly. I saw Emma looking hot on a daily basis. I just hoped this was not a bad idea, confronting Wally here in public.
As if she were reading my mind, Sam squeezed my arm. "Public drama is way better. Guys always lose public drama."
That made alarming sense to me.
It took almost twenty minutes before I saw movement over by the dressing room door. I saw the house mom pop out, scan in Wally's direction, then head out onto the club floor. The Powers That Be were now involved...
Then Vanessa and Emma came strolling out, arm in arm.
Oh, good Candy almighty.
I'm not almighty.
Oh... stay out of this. This totally sucks for Emma, you know.
You were the one who said this story needed some drama, too.
I grimaced and ignored my inner boss.
That was easier than usual because... wow.
I had seen Vanessa 'dressed for work' before. That I could handle. Barely.
But Emma...
They had her in a sleek platinum blonde wig with bangs that totally changed the shape of her face. She wore six-inch platform heels that only Candyworld magic allowed a complete amateur like her to walk in at all, much less with the sensuous grace Emma was displaying. And the teddy she had on was, well, it was freaking transparent... almost. How could you put her in that, Vanessa?
How did she get Emma to agree to wear that?
"Oh wow. I want to try that thing on," Olivia gasped.
They did not return toward us, but swayed their way very scenically in the doomed Wally's direction.
Sure enough, he did notice them as they worked between chairs on the floor, politely deferring the attempt by another dancer to get him away from Skye's clutches as his doom moved in toward him.
And he showed not one whit of recognition.
In begrudging fairness, with the platform heels Emma had on, her tits were pretty close to the level at which he'd normally see her face... And he was in no way even trying to look at either Vanessa's or Emma's face anyway.
I really hated myself for almost not noticing that because... well, I had had no idea Emma possessed such outstanding nipples...
When the two of them got close to Wally, he callously shooed the girl in his lap away and leaned forward toward the approaching pair.
I had not experienced magical zoom vision since Bikini Carwash 2, and had never enjoyed magical long-distance microphone hearing before. But I did now.
"Hey, ladies," Wally said, eager to return the interest from the two goddesses who were almost to him. "Join me?"
"Hello, Wally," Emma said flatly.
It is pretty impressive to see a guy with a Grade A Miami Tan go white in an instant.
Wally indeed looked like he wanted to bolt, but the two women loomed over him in his seat. He rose, but they still had him hemmed in. It was a crowded part of the floor.
"Emma?" he gulped, trapped.
"Hello, Wally," Emma repeated in the exact same flat tone and pace.
"I... uh, hi. I'm just... This is... That is..." Wally babbled for a moment, but then I saw his eyes harden. He looked at Emma again. "Just what are you doing here?" he snapped.
Ah. He was choosing offense, like the cornered rat he was.
"Why are you here, and dressed like that? Are you working here?" he growled in self-righteous anger that he might have convinced himself to actually feel."
"I just thought I'd drop by and help you survive all the Monday evening 'paperwork' you told me you have to do," Emma snapped. "Where is the paperwork, Wally?"
"None of your damn business, bitch!" he snapped.
Candy, how does someone as sweet as you come up with a tool like this character?
Awww.
Then something I did not expect happened. Wally slapped Emma! I might not have expected it, but maybe Vanessa had warned her to expect it, because Emma rolled with that first blow pretty well. Still, I heard the crack of it landing on her face.
I was out of the booth without thinking, but my path was totally blocked by a wall of humanity.
I wasn't really blocked, per se, just pre-empted, because the wall was moving in on Wally at top speed. The wall's name was Bruno, and another two walls were moving in just as fast from other directions. It was like they had pre-positioned themselves...
Emma popped back up, and from the look on her face, Wally might just have been lucky that the second and third bouncers got their hands on him first.
In a flash, Wally was being held off the ground, one guy's massive arms pinning Wally's to his sides, while the other had his legs and was making his violent efforts to kick free seem laughably tame. The two, with a practiced grace that betokened considerable experience with ejecting undesirables, wove through the crowd of patrons, who were all trying to pretend an ass whipping was not coming in hot. Bruno paused just long enough to check on Emma and trade confirmatory looks with Vanessa, before smoothly catching up to his minions.
The exit doors to the club were red, leather-upholstered, double doors, one swinging in, and one out. "Left door!" Bruno called out loudly. "Left door."
The bouncers carrying Wally hit the left door without slowing down.
The left door was the one that opened in. As a battering ram, Wally, and in particular his head, did a poor job of budging the door...
"Oh," said Bruno in heartbreaking dismay. "I meant the other left."
The two guys stepped back, then burst through the right door, with Wally still in their arms. This time, Wally's head did a much better job of battering the door open.
The two guys disappeared with Wally. I did not envy his likely experience over the next few minutes. But it's always nice to see people get what they richly deserve.
Bruno watched the door close, then turned around and scowled at the room, searching for anyone else looking to make trouble. There was a marked absence of people looking to make trouble.
"Are you alright?" I asked, reaching Emma and hugging her. She held her face.
"Yeah," she said, wincing. "You told me that he'd try to hit me, Vanessa."
"You were supposed to duck," my roommate snapped at her, concerned.
"I was ducking already," Emma said tiredly. "But when I saw his hand was open, I figured a slap was a small price to pay to give security free rein to discipline him without worrying about getting in trouble."
"You are too kind," Bruno said, absolutely meaning it this time as he loomed over my shoulder. She flashed a weak smile up at him.
"Can we just go back and sit down?" Emma said, still tiredly. "I need a drink."
Bruno parted the seas for us, and we were back at our booth in moments. The house mom rolled back by, and there was no deflecting the free Grey Goose this time, not now that she knew the whole tale. Yes, there was a spectacle, with twice the sparklers as before. Yes, we attracted attention. And yes, soon after, there were at least ten more bottles sold to people who saw the hot stripper who got slapped get bottle service and wanted in on the action.
We toasted to the fall of the enemy.
Our waitress came by a few minutes later. "Chantalle? I know you are off tonight, but since you are sitting here looking ready to go, one of your regulars is hoping he can get some dances."
Vanessa's lips curled. "Oh, hell, why not?"
"You have regulars?" Emma asked timidly, like she was afraid of sounding mad at Vanessa.
"Honey, there is not a guy who lives within the official rules at this club who isn't my regular!"
And she vanished for about half an hour.
We all drank together for a bit, but I soon found myself just keeping Emma company. Olivia was earnestly prodding Sam to try doing an Amateur Night herself. Sam was vastly enjoying Olivia's utterly hopeless efforts.
Emma and I were getting kind of tipsy, since the bottle of vodka had been left mostly to us, though Olivia was doing her part, when Vanessa returned. She took one look at the four of us, heard what Olivia was pushing on Sam, and had mercy on everybody.
"We should go," she declared. "I'm tired of turning down guys who want me to go get my hot friend Tinkerbelle or my hot friend who got slapped so we could double team them."
Olivia looked both fascinated and terrified by the suggestion.
Emma surprised me. "Nah. No thanks. But I do like hearing that guys are looking at me a little."
Our waitress was refilling Vanessa's fake cocktail at that moment and told Emma, "Darlin', guys have been asking me to bring you over to their table all night."
Ouch, I thought. Thanks a lot, um, whatever your name is.
But Emma just said, "I'll have to disappoint them, but yeah, that does make me feel better," she said, only a little blurrily.
"Really?" I could not help but ask.
Emma looked at me. Yeah, it was blurrily. "I do not voluntarily choose to wear a bikini to work every day because I hate the male gaze, Danny." She almost burped. "I don't usually want, um, this much male gaze," she went on, once more examining the fact that the gaze of any males in the area was definitely seeing her nipples through what there was of the borrowed outfit. "But at the moment, it is just what I need. I think it is justice to have all these guys staring at what Wally just pissed... away."
"Yeah?" Vanessa laughed. "Well, that is an expensive outfit of mine you are wearing. So, unless you want to give all these guys here a real show, how about we go back to the locker room and you change out of it in there?"
Emma only paused a second before she nodded, as if relieved at having a minder, and headed off with Vanessa.
Olivia took a little too long to realize that she also did not want to Uber home in what little she was wearing, and headed off after them. She had waited too long, though, and found herself in a sea of propositions as she went. I frowned and moved to escort her. But Bruno once again came to her rescue and effortlessly swept a path for her, before turning back to his job on the floor.
"You know," Sam opined, left as my only companion, "Vanessa was right. It would have been smarter to keep you out of this. But in the end, I doubt Emma will hate you for long. And even if she does, it was really, really good for her to see at least one good guy tonight."
"What about Bruno?" I deflected, though inwardly happy to hear Sam's words. "He's six or seven good guys in one suit."




Emma's vision might have been only a little blurry, but her walking was a lot blurry by the time we left the club. It took both Sam and me to get her out of the Uber and up to her apartment door, where she shooed both of us away firmly. "I can find my toilet on my own," she declared, and shut the door in our faces.
"She might need some help cleaning up in the morning," I fretted.
"In the morning, she can do it on her own. You can be sympathetic at work," Sam herded me on before I turned around and spent the night holding back Emma's hair...
When we got home, Vanessa declared the evening a better success than she had hoped for. Bruno had texted her that after Wally had 'taken a nasty fall, tripping over a parking curb', he had been taken to the hospital and was expected to recover nicely in only a week or so. My friend bounced on her toes, counting the couple of hundred unlooked-for bucks she had picked up while not technically working, and wafted off to bed.
Sam complained that the sun was going to be very bright when she got to work tomorrow, and headed off as well.
"Well, I know tonight was mostly about Emma, poor girl," Olivia said, grabbing a bottle of water and sucking it down in a manner that had me on edge. "But I appreciate you all being there for me, too. Um, goodnight, Danny," she said, and scuttled off toward her bedroom.
I went to my own bed. I doubted I'd get any sleep until Olivia came in and worked off her feelings about getting naked in front of a room full of strangers again. I sighed in the dark.
Honestly, I was conflicted about what was about to happen. I mean, we were talking about Olivia. She was as Accommodatable as any of my roommates. And I certainly had my own dose of arousal percolating, after watching her tits and about 50 other fetching pairs, all evening. But I honestly was not sure I was feeling an Accommodation that night. I was still distracted, fretting about Emma. I knew she had a long way to go to work everything out.
I looked down at my covers and saw a ridiculous, comically large, even for my equipment, tent below my waist. When Olivia crept in here, I'd obviously be ready.
And then I woke up in the morning. It was not a timeslip. I had just been left alone all night.
Huh.
Now I was a little insulted that I had not been Called to Service...
I shook my head, got up, and went to work.
Fortunately for Emma, or for her head and stomach, she was off work today. The only thing I heard from her was a brief text.
EMMA: Thank you
In the evening, after getting home, I was relaxing in front of the TV when the doorbell rang. Olivia popped her head out of her room. "Guys! That's probably my date. Tell him I'll be a minute more, please!"
I traded a surprised glance with Sam. This was new.
Sam didn't want to date at this time in her life.
Vanessa didn't want to date at this time in her life.
I did want to date, but had been in a pretty long dry spell (as far as traditional dating went, at least), and hadn't been on a standard date since my boys had moved out.
But for Olivia, dating had just never seemed to be a thing in the first place.
But here we were. I waved off Sam and went to open the door.
A tall, incredibly handsome guy stood there, in cream-colored linen slacks and one of those Miami Beach plain white teeshirts that cost $200. I know. I sell $200 plain white teeshirts. I looked up at his bright blue, friendly eyes. His shoulders stretched the shirt so tight I felt like they needed to go on to another shirt.
"Hey, Danny," he rumbled. "Is Olivia ready?" He sounded almost nervous.
Holy mackerel! This was Bruno! How did he manage to look even bigger without the dark suit and sunglasses?
"Bruno. Come in," I said quickly. "Olivia swears she'll only be a minute. Can I get you a beer while you wait?" We traded the grins of men who had waited 'a minute' for dates before.
"Uh, thanks. But maybe just water," he said, barely needing to duck as he entered.
I now knew why I was not visited last night. Olivia had probably instead been dancing around her room, singing One Day My Prince Will Come.
Unless I missed my guess, Bruno massed about 1.9 Prince units.
"How is your friend?" he asked me with genuine interest about Emma.
I explained the backstory, and he shook his head. "I mean, guys like Wally bring in a ton of money for everyone. And looking the other way is sort of my job, as long as the dancers want me to. But with a guy like him, it was a pleasure to cut off an income source."
"It was a pleasure watching you do it," Sam added from the couch. I looked at her and touched my nose in agreement.
Olivia bounced out of her room surprisingly quickly. I'd say no longer than ten minutes after Bruno showed. "Bye, guys!" she waved at us and let Bruno sweep her out the door.
"Bruno is going to have a very good evening," I said as I sat back down.
"Oh, really?" Sam asked.
"As you may be aware, I am familiar with what horny Olivia looks like. That was her heading out the door," I said, jerking my thumb after the departed.
"Ha! I bow to your superior knowledge," Sam said. "But... she's got it bad for that guy in a lot more ways than sex."
Cool.
Wait, are we wrapping things up here?
There are no credits cued up imminently. Relax.
Vanessa burst through the door like a bolt from the blue. "I gotta go in!" she exclaimed and disappeared into her room.
"Well, hello to you, too," Sam said to the closed bedroom door.
"I thought she was off tonight," I said.
Vanessa burst back out of her room and into the shower. She was back out after the fastest female shower in human history and went to the freezer to pop a frozen Chicken Kiev in the microwave. As the machine nuked its contents, Vanessa dried her hair. Since she always wore a wig, she never needed to waste time styling anything. She also had not wasted any time putting on so much as a towel.
Okay, fine. I watched her the whole time. Finding myself unexpectedly without an Accommodation request the night before had me a little, um, focused.
"Aren't you off tonight?" I asked mildly.
"Sean called. He called me directly! He wants to come into the club again tonight... but only if I go in to work!" Vanessa giggled.
"Hardest celebrity crush ever," Sam said. I snorted.
"Shut up! He is always great money," Vanessa said, way, way too defensively.
Sam went to bed almost an hour before she usually did. "Nighty night, little girl," I teased her.
"If I want to get any sleep, I need to get it done now, before she gets home from another evening with Sean," Sam laughed, looking at me pointedly. "And she didn't invite me to come see him this time either," she added unhappily as she went to her room.
I was still upset about Emma, and I was still distracted thinking about her. But by this point, after standing post all last night, I was having trouble sleeping myself, as I waited for Vanessa to get home.
But I awoke alone in my bed, at my normal time.
Man, after Episode 4, Episode 5 was turning into a huge disappointment, sexually speaking.
Can't all be like that. Treaty obligations.
Again, certain obvious routes to relieving my tension were not available in this world.
I got up and dragged myself to work. Fortunately, I was closing today, and could salve my jangled nerves with a casual curbside brunch of crepes before starting work.
"Hey, Danny," Emma said from behind the register, her voice noticeably subdued. "It is a boring day so far today.
"Good," I said, going over and bracing my hands on the counter to look at her sternly. "Then you got time to tell me how you are."
Emma looked back with dark eyes. "I've had a better couple of days."
I opened my mouth to begin a quiz, but she stopped me. "Danny, work is helping me clear my head. I want to keep that up." I just nodded and shut up.



The problem with not talking during a boring day is, you end up cleaning and straightening everything, then have nothing at all left to do. By the time the last hours rolled around, I was reduced to reading corporate HR emails about charity initiatives.
Emma was scheduled to go home an hour before close. Lucky her. We both hated that last hour we were open. The store never had enough sales during that last hour on Mondays through Wednesdays to pay the light bill, much less to pay us, but it was a corporate mandate.
But tonight, Emma stuck around instead of taking the opportunity to escape. I gave up after reading every email imaginable and was reduced to leaning against the cabinets behind the register. Emma came and companionably leaned next to me. We stood there and stared at our empty store and the door that was not going to open before one of us opened it on the way out.
I took heart that Emma could not only stand my company, but seemed to actually want it, at least a little. Since there was no more work to distract Emma from her problems, I asked again, "No, really, how are you feeling?" She looked at me. "I know this has to be really hard. Can I help? Can one of the girls, maybe?"
"Danny, I am not heartbroken, you know," Emma said heavily.
"Really?" I asked in surprise. I kept the skepticism out of my voice, though. With some effort.
"Really," Emma said, as if admitting a dark secret. "Wally and I were never going anywhere, and I knew it, deep down. But he was always so sweet to me," she went on, picking up speed and maybe sounding defensive. "So I never had the incentive to confront how I did, and did not, feel about him. We always had such fun... when he wasn't 'working'," she added, momentarily sarcastic. "The guy's handsome," she sighed. "And you have no idea how loaded he is. He lives in his parents' house on an island in the bay. Its own island," she rushed on before suddenly pausing. "A girl can get caught up in the ride. Convince herself that things are going to grow into more," she went on after a deep breath or two, definitely sounding defensive now. "We like having lots of money spent on us, if you haven't noticed. Of course," she spat, her anger once more overriding her weird defensiveness, "lots of girls liked having Wally spend money on them..." She sighed and mumbled something I could not make out.
"Beg pardon?"
"I said," Emma almost shouted, "It did not hurt that he is really good in bed, okay?" She hung her head. "I guess I'm just as big a whore as those..."
"Screw that!" I said angrily. "Screw that sideways. "Look. You are a girl who thought she had a great guy, who offered her a great time. You were living the Miami Beach Dream. You should be crushed that it died, but You. Should. Not. Feel. Guilty. About. It. And being a little heartbroken is okay, too."
"I am not heartbroken! I told you, I always fretted that maybe I didn't love him, and the fact that I am absolutely not heartbroken tells me I definitely never did!" Emma shouted at me. I rocked back on my heels. She had never shouted at me before.
Oh crap. Here came the fallout from getting involved. I'd let myself get complacent...
"I am pissed as hell, Danny! And I am embarrassed. And I feel stupid. But I am not heartbroken!"
I tried to stay very calm, because she needed that. "Well, those other feelings are ones that you will likely get over," I said quietly.
She glared at me, then relaxed and nodded sheepishly. She slumped back to lean beside me again. "Probably," she nodded.
We stood there for a minute or two, just avoiding being dramatic.
"Oh, Danny," Emma sighed, letting her head tiredly droop onto my shoulder. "Why couldn't you have ever been interested?"
Well, so much for things not being dramatic. I stiffened. I tried not to, but I couldn't help myself. And she felt it.
"Oh, Danny! Wow! I should not have said that! I'm so sorry. I mean, I know! I mean, we are co-workers, of course. And, well..." she gasped, then ran on before I could jump in and say anything. "And it's pretty obvious why, at least recently, you never gave me a sniff. You've got an apartment full of hotter women than me, all keeping you busy!"
"Hold on!" I gasped desperately. 90% of what she had just said was total bull, but where to start dismissing all of it? "Look, I... we... the four of... Yeah. Things happen. Occasionally. Not often. Not regularly. And none of us are in a relationship of any kind with each other!"
I was talking way too fast, and my tongue got ahead of my head. "Emma, I would gladly trade any and all future Accommodation opportunities, and all the past ones too, if that were possible, for a chance to be with you."
Well now.
And Emma thought she had put her foot in her mouth. I could taste socks.
She stared at me with eyes brimming.
Great. Not only had I embarrassed the heck out of myself, I had hurt her some more.
Then she kissed me. Hard. Wildly even. I could not have held back in return if I had wanted to, which I most certainly did not.
Our hands clasped each other's jaws as we mashed our faces together. This was not arousal. This was passion...
"Why is there still another half hour before closing?" Emma moaned almost despairingly.
"Lock the door," I said, having difficulty speaking while keeping my lips on hers.
"But..."
"Too bad about the computer failure," I gasped. "We should go ahead and close early. Save us riding the payroll with no way to make sales."
Emma looked at me, her responsible side trying to peek out of her eyes. It failed, and she leapt to the door to lock it and flip off the open sign. When it went off, so did most of the lights in the store.
She was back in my arms in an instant, and our hands started roving as we kissed, rather than clasping each other's faces.
"Freaking cameras," Emma growled, and I felt her hands snap back from where they were about to slide down below my belt.
"Them?" I panted, grabbing her butt with both hands. "Too bad they went out when the rest of the computers went offline." I nodded at the security screen, which I had up on the register now. She looked at me. "I cut the feed when you went to lock the door," I smirked.
She massaged my glutes. "You were serious about rather being with me than any of..."
"Every day, and twice on Sundays," I interrupted.
She grinned playfully. "Is that a promise of future performance?"
"How about I show you, starting now?" I grabbed at a breast. I already knew almost exactly what that breast looked like, after years of revealing bikinis and then the capping translucent display Monday night, but now I wanted to feel that breast. I needed to feel it. Emma grunted approval.
But we were in one of the few islands of light in the dark store, and right near the front windows. People stay out late in Miami Beach. They don't shop for Bikinis late, but they do walk the streets and look in windows.
We leapt away from the front counter and deeper into the dark store. There were armless, upholstered chairs in back, all facing the changing rooms so bored boyfriends could take a load off and surf their phones. Emma pushed me down onto one.
"Is it bad," she almost panted, "that I was actually a little tempted by Olivia's pestering to try getting up on stage? And even more so after I confronted Wally?"
I looked at Emma. She had on what was probably my second-favorite bikini among her current lineup. "If you want to do that for real, go for it. You would break men's brains," I grudgingly but admiringly admitted. Seeing her do it would likely break mine. "But some other night," I went on, getting my stuff together. "Tonight, I find that I am very me-oriented. I want to see you take that bikini off, and the rest of the world can languish in not seeing the process.
I honestly had not thought that top stretched enough to make it over Emma's boobs without unhooking the back first, but it did. And my, what pulling it off over her head did to those breasts was seriously appealing.
"Dammit," I moaned. "I thought these nipples were perfect when I saw them right through the mesh of that outfit Monday night. How are they this much better when they are naked?"
Emma grinned and knelt one shin on my thigh, leaning in. "I don't know. Why don't you take a closer look and figure it out?"
I was being presented with a crazy, perfect breast. I'm not supposed to suck on it? I mean, I really could not fully appreciate the treasure with just my eyes; I needed other senses to fully appreciate this majesty. I nursed on the offered mouthful and filled my hand with her other glory.
I feasted, and Emma crawled into my lap, straddling me. I pushed her up slightly to let me keep my mouth where it was.
The swimtrunks I was modeling today had a velcro fly. I sucked harder as I felt a brush of fingertips over them along my length, though just for an instant. Then the velcro audibly parted, and I left her pressing against my bare rod.
The problem was that we were out in the open here. No bedsheets. I contemplated moving into the changing rooms themselves, but the world view would follow us in there. There were no arms on the chairs, so things were pretty visible from almost any angle, and I sensed that the view was not looking from behind me.
Her hand fumbled between us a second time, and I felt Emma sink down onto my shaft!
Well, that was one way to hide my forbidden hardon from the content filter! I risked a glance down and saw that she had not removed her bikini bottom either, just slid the fairly minimal crotch to the side.
Emma rose and fell on me slowly. I knew she was just savoring the moment, but it kept us quite conveniently close together.
I was still wearing my trunks. She had her bottom on. We were somehow deniable as heck, while absolutely screwing right out in the open.
This was awesome!
I'm not giving you any credit for this workaround. She came up with it.
How? She's a mote, right? Right?
She is, Candy sighed in my head.But that tasty little collection of soul fragments wants you badly, and she instinctively worked around the content filter without thinking about it.
Such inventiveness deserved my best, right?
The problem was that we had to keep moving slowly, so we did not look like we were boning like maniacs. So I made myself relax.
And you know what? That did the job for both of us. When our climaxes took us both, simultaneously, we were kissing hard, keeping any threatening noises to a minimum. My shaft throbbed in delight as Emma's insides spasmed around it. My release inside her felt like a live wire, connecting us in a magical circuit.
"Remember," Emma panted, "What I said about Wally being pretty damn good at doing it?"
"Yeah," I smiled archly.
"Forget that noise," she finished, and kissed me the hardest yet.
I looked around in frustration. I needed something to hide us below the waist, because I wanted, no, needed to do her again, and with a lot more energy this time. All praise the non-existence of refraction periods!
Something low, and hopefully something funny...
Ah!
I pushed Emma up to her feet and spun her around. I rose and pressed my dick to her buns firmly. I moved quickly to avoid having a timeslip cut in defensively in response to a forbidden erection making a temporary appearance. I firmly determined that my dick not being hidden inside Emma was going to be only a temporary phenomenon from now on.
I reached around her and pawed at her breasts, nibbling loudly on her neck like a crazy person. She giggled at my antics, which was better than a 'Laughter' prompt sign in my book.
I pushed Emma forward through the store, over to the perfect position, the pool noodles.
A thick pile of them lay on their sides on the floor, with a vertical sheaf pointing up above.
I frantically pushed Emma's bikini bottom down her legs, and she reached back to return the favor. Before anything could show that shouldn't, I led her to her knees, kneeling myself with my legs between hers. She made a ridiculous amount of noise among the foam rubber pool noodles, much of which sounded like farts as she worked her legs to the position we both wanted them.
Really? Fart noises, Candy?
Sometimes I'm a simple being.
The world view obliged me, and I felt it swing around to view us through the vertical pool noodles in front of Emma. She grasped several and clutched them to her as I entered her again.
We had just had some extended, slow, but energetic sex 60 seconds before, but here I was hard as a rock, and she was tighter than when she'd taken me inside her the first time. I grunted and pawed at her tits, and she moaned happily, as if that was what was driving her arousal.
This was great. The current viewpoint on us was perfect. It was sexy in a way that would hold attention, with Emma's lovely boobs coming in and out of view between the flailing pool noodles, and it showed absolutely nothing specific of my hips driving me in and out of Emma with a fervor meant to satisfy us both after our first, restrained coupling.
She was so hot in her interior. My rod was swiftly on fire. We both moaned, and as things came to a head, she turned her back toward me and we kissed through what would have otherwise been a far too loud culmination.
She stood, and we embraced. Emma looked at me, panting. "I want to..." She stopped and looked down. She had no idea why she could not say what she wanted to do to me next, and did not even realize that she couldn't say it.
I just nodded my desire that she do so, and she sank to her knees right there. I casually reached out and grabbed a wide-brim hat from the display, holding it over her head like I was trying it on her. I don't think she even noticed my antics for the first two or three hats, so intent was she on taking me into her mouth. Deeply into her mouth.
When she did, she snorted. "Trying on hats?"
"It's fun," I shrugged. She rolled her eyes up at me as she sucked me into her mouth again. I could see her do it. The world view, on the other hand, saw a slapstick comedy routine that allowed us all to politely ignore the world-class blowjob going on.
I got into a rhythm with the hats, sweeping a new one into place as I slid the old one away. I felt like a fan dancer.
It was hard to keep up that rhythm as things got tense for me, so I just held the last hat in place through the critical moments, while declaring through gritted teeth that this was definitely the best one for her.
I filled Emma's mouth with splashing warmth, and she swallowed it, sensuously sucking the dregs from my member.
Then she rose to her feet and firmly planted the hat on her head.
My attempt to return the favor was less successful, and I lost it to a timeslip. In retrospect, licking her while trying out new mannikin poses next to Gertrude was not subtle in any way, shape, or form.
It was inevitable that we end up in the changing rooms at some point, so we found ourselves after the timeslip in one, the curtain open. I had her back pressed against the wall, and was already driving into her right next to the mirror. That gave the world view that watched us through the open doorway a double image of us, direct and mirror, neither one explicit.
I wanted to pull Emma's legs up around my hips, but I did not even try. My hands would never have done it. I was learning what wasn't worth even trying with the content filter. And I was not quite hammering into Emma anyway. I wanted to go faster, but again, I needed to allow for just simple, not exactly graphic, copulation that could be plausibly simulated.
Sometimes, all these content filter calculations were a drag. But at this moment, they were more like reciting baseball scores. The minor distraction allowed me to continue doing what I wanted to do more than anything else, thrust into Emma, for a much longer time.
"Dammit, Danny," Emma panted. "Are we really doing this?"
"Yes, and as often as we can, going forward," I panted in reply.
"It presents... some challenges," Emma gasped.
"We can... stop now and then... for food and water," I moaned.
She slapped my butt for that one. I resolved to make more jokes with her in the future.
"I meant Corporate," she grunted. She really wanted to talk practicalities right now? But so long as she did not want to stop, I figured that just meant this would last even longer. And if there was dialog, no timeslip was likely to butt in.
"I cut the cameras," I grunted in reminder.
"Long term," she gasped. "We are talking long term, right?" she asked again, still uncertain and feeling her way.
"I see, ungh, no end in sight," I said. "Unhh, ever."
"Then we can't keep working together," she moaned in more ways than one. "We can't hide a real relationship for long."
I paused my thrusting and fondled her breasts for a moment, making sure to turn her a little toward the mirror so the world view got some tasty side-grope views. Keeping things interesting was the best timeslip repellent...
"We are the best at what we do, Emma, and people know it. Either of us could walk out that door tomorrow and get a job at any of twenty great stores within two blocks around."
"Gonna...have to get on that," Emma said, trying to sound like she was using her managerial planning voice.
"Bigger problem would be my moving out," I said, resuming my thrusts, but very lovingly, very slowly.
"You want to move in together already?" she gasped.
"Please?"
"I've got room," she giggled and pushed back against me, as if giving me the spurs.
"But the problem is me," I said, responding to her encouragement as I talked. "My name is the one on the lease. I can only sublet to the girls if I am still living in the apartment. I can't kick them out!" I grunted unhappily. "They are my good friends. Maybe we let it go until the end of my lease?"
"I'm not leaving you with the naked brigade," Emma snorted.
"You can trust me," I grunted passionately. "I'm not Wally."
"You, I trust. I'm less sure about them and their occasional needs."
Point taken...
"So, you move in with us instead! I have a big room and a king-sized bed already."
"Oh? Gonna expect me to walk around naked too?"
"Would you?" I joked quite seriously, and thrust into her harder as I summoned that image. "Listen," I said, slowing once more so I could talk without any interrupting sound effects. "I will never be able to stop Vanessa or Olivia from doing what they do. And I am man enough to admit I'd kind of miss it if they ever did." I slid in and out. In and out. "But I already told you. What I hold in my arms right now is all the woman I need or want in my bed."
"Danny," she said.
"Yes?"
"Finish this."
"Now?"
"Now," Emma gasped needfully. "Quickly. I want to get started packing."
FADE TO WHITE
"Oh, come on!" I growled in frustration. "We did not even get to finish what we were doing!"
"There was a huge timeslip coming, and I wasn't going to be able to stop it," Candy shrugged. "So I went ahead and pulled the plug." The sight of The Boss in the almost invisibly small bikini she wore under a very sheer shawl almost made up for the episode ending on a cliffhanger. Orgasm-hanger?
"This is going great," I had to admit.
"Sorry, Danny," Candy frowned just a little. "That was the end of the season."
"What?" I yelped in anguish. "But I was getting excited for all that is coming next! Especially watching Olivia corrupt Emma into unleashing her own exhibitionist. Maybe even going back to Vanessa's club! Vanessa might come home horny one night and get Emma to Accommodate her! Competitive nudity around the apartment to screw with Emma's mind! There are so many things for next season!"



"Hold on there, Tiger!" Candy laughed. "I'm the idea person around here. You can't have my job."
"So when do we start the next season?" I asked eagerly.
"We'll see," Candy said evasively.
"Please tell me you didn't let them scatter!"
"We'll see," the Boss said, even more evasively.




Thanks for reading! I appreciate your coming along for the ride, everybody! I doubt there will be a Season Two of Bikini Roommates, though. Candy was quite evasive. But there will be more Bikini Isekais in the future. I have lots of ideas. That said, I am setting the conceit aside for a while to pursue a series that works better without Danny and Candy.
That said, please do let me know what ideas you have for other Candy productions! The more stupidly, stereotypically tropey, but still original, the better! And do please vote, and especially comment. You guys know that is how I get paid for all this effort!
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Okay, everybody, time for a new series! That means time for some introductory words to help you make sure you are reading the right stories for you! (I look out for you, really.)
Categorizing this series was hard. The whole thing would properly be filed under Sci-Fi/Fantasy, but those elements are almost non-existent in many of the chapters, especially at the beginning. So the tale will jump around from category to category, as content dictates. Follow me to make sure you don't miss an installment.
And I really want to push hard my common warning that you should not look for deep realism in this tale. I strive merely for the plausibly ridiculous. Also, this series' main protagonists are two very hot siblings, but don't you worry/get your hopes up. I never go THERE...
And if you work in HR, you might want to skip this whole series. You would break out in hives.




Tiki Totem Hotel 1




In the darkness, It waited...




♠️BLAKE
It was hot. It is always hot in Plant City, but this day was hot even for August in South Central Florida. But since air-conditioning the badly insulated old house that my late parents had raised us in was expensive, especially during the daytime, I was sitting in our palatial backyard, scrubby, weedy grass under my chair, with my feet in an old, plastic baby pool, freshly filled with water. I did not feel like adding another sweat-soaked shirt to the laundry, so I just wore a pair of old shorts and a ton of sunscreen.
I had done a water heater replacement that morning for one of the handyman services I part-timed with, but I had nothing on the books for the afternoon, which was more common than I liked. I sighed and turned the page of my true detective stories magazine.
Another day in paradise.
At my sigh, my sister rolled her eyes at me. Joy was sitting a few feet from me with her bare feet in the same kids' pool as mine. "Still happy with your career in personal home maintenance, Blake?" she snarked in her rough but appealing voice.
I rolled my eyes, almost good-naturedly. Even though Joy was as chronically underemployed as I was, the two of us got by. The house was ours, free and clear, after all. We bickered, like all siblings do, but we got along, happily giving each other a hard time about most things and each avoiding the stuff that might really hurt the other.
Joy gave me crap about my jobs a lot, but I never touched her own career's repeated failure to launch. Likewise, she never brought up my knee and lost college opportunities.
A bell rang inside the house, and I looked at Joy. "Expecting a package?" I asked.
She shook her head, puzzled. "No. You?"
I grunted and got out of my luxury chair. It squeaked, like aluminum lawn chairs with those woven nylon straps do. "Maybe I'll be lucky, and it will be some hot delivery girl," I groused as I headed for the house.
"If it's the new UPS guy, holler," Joy called after me. "He's cute."
I shook my head. Why wasn't she answering the door then?
Other guys' sisters mooned over guys like UPS drivers, too. But if Joy wanted, I would bet she could just invite the damn guy in and get what she wanted out of him at three in the afternoon during the middle of his route. I do pretty good with the opposite sex, and a lot more often than Joy (as far as I know for sure), but when she decides she wants a guy, she has the game and especially the looks to get what she is after.
I went through the screen door into the house and opened the front door, only to pause in bemusement.
No. There was not a hot delivery girl in tight shorts and a tied-up uniform shirt waiting for me, alas.
Instead, a sweaty-looking guy in a suit stood there. All guys in suits are sweaty-looking in Central Florida. "Blake Worthy?" Sweaty asked.
"Who wants to know?" I replied, channeling dialogue from the magazine.
"Your attorney," the stranger replied, seemingly amused at my attempt at hard-boiled detective speak. "Is your sister, Joy Worthy, in as well?"
"Blake!" Joy yelled from the backyard. "If that is Pete, tell him I'm not home. Tell him I will never be home again."
The attorney and I shared a look. He had obviously heard all that, as would have this Pete person, had it actually been him at the door.
"Not exactly high-level deception there," Sweaty drawled.
I ushered him in. "My sister has the virtue of being direct," I told him. "Sounds like this Pete is going to get a dose of that directness before too much longer. Joy!" I raised my voice. "Get in here. Apparently, we have a lawyer now."
Joy popped inside. "We don't need a lawyer, Blake. And thank god, because we cannot afford one," she said, talking to me, but staring at the lawyer.
To his credit, he only gulped a little when he saw my sister in her shorts and teeshirt. "Fortunately, my services are already paid for," he said, to cover his distraction. "I am the executor of your late Uncle Edward's estate."
"Uncle Who?" Joy and I asked each other in unison.
"He was your late maternal grandmother's half-brother. The notes I have from the time the will was prepared suggest that they were estranged, but she was his sole family. This led him to leave the bulk of his estate, absent a few bequested items, to the two of you."
"Cool, I guess," Joy said. "So you are here with a check or something?"
"Ah, no," the lawyer shook his head. "In fact, there is no cash remaining in the estate after all bills were settled. As a courtesy, I even waived the final $24.13 of my fee upon closing probate to prevent carrying the invoice over to the two of you."
"Some estate," I said, disappointed.
"The sole remaining asset in the estate is 100% ownership of a corporation: The Astro Beach Surf Hotel and Tiki Hut, over on Astro Beach."
"We own a hotel?" Joy yelped.
"On the beach?" I added, for clarification.
"Directly on the beach," the attorney added. "Before you get yourselves too excited, yes, the hotel is on the beach, and on the edge of a popular area. And yes, the assets of the hotel were valued for the purposes of the estate at several million dollars..."
Joy and I looked googly-eyed at each other. This was awesome.
"But," the attorney bore on quickly. "Your great uncle was not so successful a businessman as his father, who built the hotel originally. The condition of the property is not great. And your uncle accumulated a mortgage and other debts that, given current occupancy levels, will make keeping the property out of receivership difficult without some significant changes."
This was less awesome.
"I am obligated to inform you that there is already an offer on the table to purchase the hotel from a neighboring competitor," the lawyer added.
"How much?" I asked interestedly.
"Not a lot. It would leave only a few thousand dollars after clearing the debts."
"Screw that! We'll take the hotel," Joy said firmly.
The lawyer looked at me sympathetically. But screw that. We owned a hotel on the beach!
How hard could it be to make money with a thing like that?




❤️JOY
Lawyer Guy advised us that the hotel had been sort of managing itself while the estate had been settled, and things had gone the way rudderless things had gone. We should get our butts over there if we wanted it to be worth any more than the debt at all.
Fortunately, neither Blake nor I owned much, beyond the house, which was free and clear.
We managed to pack everything we owned that we wanted to keep and take with us to a new place to live in less than three hours. We left all the furniture and furnishings. None of it was worth taking with us. Assuming we didn't instantly drive the hotel into the ground, we were not coming back to any of it.
"We are going to live on the beach, Blake!" I found myself exclaiming gleefully as I filled a box with the clothes I felt like keeping. It irritated me that this was the third time I'd said it. But it did bear repeating. Aside from the awesomeness of the ocean itself, the beach is warmer in the winter and a ton cooler in the summer than inland.
"Hell yeah," was all Blake said, just like the first two times. "Hey, who are we going to get to take care of this place until we can sell it?" He did not even allow for the idea that we could easily fail and be right back in our family home in a couple of months. He's not stupid. He's just too much of an optimist.
"I was thinking that we could let Sue stay here for a couple of months," I said. Sue was my buddy who had just kicked her useless boyfriend out before remembering that they lived in his apartment, not hers... It's a whole thing, and not relevant to the story. But she needed a bolthole.
"Sue?" Blake brightened. "Yeah, she could use the help..." he said speculatively.
I glared at him warningly. He was thinking about finding a way to get rewarded for 'his' generosity, and it wasn't going to happen. I mean, I don't blame him. Sue has great tits. But my little brother was not going to take advantage of the situation.
Moreover, if he did take advantage, he'd then let her live in the house without a lease.
Sue is great, but if we let her set up in our house without paperwork, I kinda suspect she'd invoke squatter's rights...
Unsurprisingly, it took Sue, after signing a lease with two months' rent waived, less time to move in than it had taken us to move out, and we were on the road the next morning for the two-hour drive to our new business empire.
Blake drove the Honda we owned together, while I sat in the passenger seat and read everything the lawyer had provided us about the business.
One of the many fine qualities that my little brother possesses, and which I will never admit to, is that he is a quiet driver. He pays attention behind the wheel.
A serious lesson that our father had taught us both was to respect Florida drivers. And by respecting them, he meant to keep in mind that every one of them is just waiting for an inattentive moment behind the wheel to try to kill you. They are like Australian wildlife... except more likely to be uninsured.
This let me concentrate on reading and beginning to understand the magnitude of our situation. The mortgage was huge. Worse, our line of credit was nearly maxed out, and was up for renewal soon.
We did not take the interstate, so there were a few stretches where we were the only car on the road, stretches that Blake filled with, um, words.
"This is going to be great, Joy," he spouted at one point. "Living right on the beach..."
"Working day and night," I replied, trying to quell his enthusiasm, and stomp on my own reaction to thoughts of having a beach where I could run my toes through the sand whenever I wanted...
"Lighten up, Sis! Think of all the babes in bikinis there will be all around!"
I looked over my glasses at him. "You dream of all the babes. If I must, I will drool over some lotioned-up six-packs and pecs, thanks."
He snorted. "Come on, Joy. You dated Heather James!" He took his eyes off the road long enough to leer at me.
Pig.
"That was one time!" I reminded him hotly.
"For a month!"
I jerked my head at a line of cars approaching in the distance and retreated to my notes.
Let Blake dream of dental floss bikinis. I had plans to make so we could hit the ground running.




♠️BLAKE
I drove us over the bridge that spanned the Intracoastal Waterway to Astro Beach. Like all the other, much more famous, towns between us and Cape Canaveral, it dwelt on a glorified sandbar that exulted in the title of barrier island. We descended off the bridge right into the small downtown area, which looked prosperous, in an understated, slightly decrepit way, and turned south toward our new digs at the road's dead end toward the south end of the island. The GPS map showed that the land continued south further, but it was marked as a military reservation or something. We were the very end of civilization down here. Nice for calm isolation. Bad, because we were inconvenient to get to, and people had to pass every single competitor before they reached us.
The three miles we passed on our way were each much the same. On the left was a narrow strip of land between the highway and the beach. At first, it was all mid-rise condos and big hotels. These gave way to smaller, older hotels, mixed in with understated mansions whose owners were all likely Wall Street executives, famous authors, or drug dealers. Or all three in a few cases, I'd bet. The other side was a somewhat wider strip of mostly small, old, modest houses where everybody who worked for a living lived.
As we got close to our destination, there were patches of overgrown jungle or whatever on both sides, where whatever land that had not yet been developed by the end of the 70's had been converted to state park.
We passed our only neighbor, the Mercury Motel, just before reaching our place. The Mercury was who had offered to buy us out for jack shit. That's right, I pay closer attention to details than my sister gives me credit for.
But I forgot those cheapskates as soon as I turned into the small circle in front of the entrance.
"Right fucking on!" I exclaimed, taking in the sweeping, Jetsons-looking concrete lines of the central building. The two-story wings of the hotel that probably held most of the rooms were a damn sight less inspiring, but who cared? The first view you had of our place was awesome-sauce.
Even better, in the middle of the circle was a huge sci-fi-looking spaceship, pointing up at an angle as if taking off for the Moon. "That is so badass!" I gloated, pointing at the ship.
Joy looked at the statue. "It is covered in rust and looks like it is about to fall over and kill some guest," she grumped. "We might have to take it down, you know."
I shoved her. "The first thing I'm going to do is reinforce it and make it look its best," I said hotly. "And admit it. It's pretty fucking dope-looking."
I caught the little grin she has when she is excited and doesn't want me or anyone else to see. "Fine. It's great. I'm just glad you already accept the Plan."
"The Plan?"
"Yes, the Plan. The plan I came up with while you were expertly not getting us killed on the way over," she said, in her slightly raspy voice that most guys think sounds sexy, but which grates on my nerves whenever she is sounding bossy like this.
"And this plan is?" I asked, prepared to be stubborn as we walked into the lobby. It was clean, retro, and gave me hope. A little paint on the set of pillars, and I could ignore this space at least.
"I'll take over the main office, figure out how to get us a bunch of new guests, and hopefully do enough front desk work that we can cut back on some employee hours," Joy announced. "You need to get onto sprucing up the place, beyond the fucking rocketship, and seeing exactly what kind of disaster the guest rooms are. They won't be great, at least according to the reviews. I'll let you know what we can afford as a budget for renovating them."
"Wait a minute," I said to my sister. "Why do you get to be the General Manager, and work in the air-conditioning, while I get to be the glorified handyman, scraping paint in the heat?"
"Because I'm your big sister," she said evilly. "Also, because I am the one with the business degree."
"It is an associate's degree," I growled.
"It is a degree, Mister I Dropped Out of Trade School."
"It was boring! I already knew all that stuff."
"Exactly. Which is why I know you can make this place into the jewel it once was," she said, employing the seldom-used Butter Up Blake maneuver.
I just growled, because I knew she was right.
"The plans say there is a cottage on the property that Great Uncle Edward lived in. I'll take that. Why don't you choose the best suite with a view of the beach and take that for your apartment?" Joy said, going over a list that she had written while I drove us down here.
"Hold on! How come you get the cottage and I get a hotel room?" I objected hotly.
"Hotel suite. And because I am..."
"My big sister," I forestalled her. "Not gonna work for this. I say we Rock, Paper, Scissors for it."
"I get the cottage because I am not going to take a salary, just a per diem to get by until we are above water," my sister drove on over my objections as if she had not heard them. "You are getting that same per diem, but will also get a good hourly wage."
"Hourly? I own the place!"
"We own it. But yes, hourly. If I can't keep track of when you are actually working, little brother, you will never get anything done."
That... possibly checked out. "Okay," I grumbled, aware that I am, um, not always a workaholic.
"And, Blake?" she added with a stern voice. "No hitting on every hot guest. We can't have that."
Okay, this was too far. I was about to correct my sister as to the errors of her ways, probably wise though they were, when two guests walked by us toward the pool.
They were two dudes in their early twenties, just like us, both wearing swimsuits and no shirts. Both were as good-looking as the guy I had seen in the mirror when we were packing up that morning. A black guy and an Italian-looking dude. They smiled at us in passing, but both gave my sister a long, appreciative look up and down.
Once they passed, I looked at Joy and saw her gaze lingering on their butts. Or maybe their bare, tanned, muscular backs. Those were pretty impressive, too.
"You sure about that No Guests thing, Big Sister?" I asked in amusement.
She sighed unhappily and looked at the retreating guys some more. "I said not every hot guest... But I'm still keeping an eye on you. No getting out of hand, little brother!"
We walked over to the front desk, where a bored-looking young woman was chewing gum. She looked up at us blankly for an unbearably long time before her brain clicked into gear and she asked us if we were checking in.
Joy got ahold of herself and said, "In a manner of speaking. I'm Joy, and this is Blake. We are the new owners of the hotel."
"Huh. So I don't need to assign your rooms," she said, happy to not have any work to do besides staring blankly.
"No," Joy said with the kind of exaggerated patience that should have alarmed anyone with earthworm-level intelligence. "But I do want to talk to the manager."
"Manager quit three weeks ago. Gail mostly takes care of things where she can," the box of rocks shrugged.
"So, let me speak to this, Gail," Joy gritted through her teeth.
"I dunno where she is. Something came up, and she went to handle it."
Joy leaned over the desk, and this time, even this girl was smart enough to sense at least a little danger. "Then go and find her and bring her to see me. I will take care of the front desk."
The girl shrugged and ambled off, clearly still in no hurry.
Joy went behind the desk and looked at the computer.
"You know how that works?" I asked curiously.
"No. But if that neurosurgeon can operate this software, I think I can figure it out," Joy said, frowning and tapping at the keys. Almost immediately, she brightened. "Okay, Suite 256. It is all the way down at the south end on the second floor. It should have a good view of the beach, it is the biggest one we have, and it is vacant. Go check it out, and if there is no problem with it, it's all yours," Joy said briskly. "Drop your stuff off and start a walk around, would you? Make notes on everything that needs fixing, refurbishing, or trashing. Prioritize it if you can, and I'll see what money I can give you to get on it."
Joy might sound bossy, but I am not as clueless as I sometimes seem. I already knew that this was a serious situation, and if I wanted to live my life on the beach for long, it was a good thing that Take Charge Joy was emerging.



"What are you going to do?" I asked.
"I'm going to wait to see this Gail person. Then I'm going to fire my first of possibly many employees," she said grimly, looking in the direction where the front desk moron had gone.
"Uh, have you ever fired anyone, Joy?" I asked carefully.
She heard the concern for her in my voice. "No. I have not. And I could almost kiss that desk clerk for making my first time so very, very easy!" I snorted. "And as for this Gail broad, she might be the second termination. We'll see. Meantime, I am going to get into the books and make sure reality matches what's on the thumb drive the lawyer gave me."
Okay, I thought, as I ambled purposefully off to check out my potential new 'apartment'. I could definitely let Joy have the job in the air-conditioning. She had to fire people (I'd never done that either) and do a shit-ton of paperwork. I got to fix things and make them beautiful again, or beautiful for the first time. I like work like that. And I am actually damned good at it.
As I walked the reasonable distance to the suite, I noted that our 'hotel' was really pretty much a motel. All the rooms on both floors looked out at the shore: Nice hotel. But the guest room doors all opened onto outdoor walkways: Motel.
I opened the door with one of the passkeys that Joy had found behind the front desk and stepped into the suite. It was both as good and as bad as I could have feared. It was three rooms: living, bed, and bath. The living room had huge sliding glass doors that looked out through a line of scrubby trees that had grown up since the place was built. It made for an obstructed but still pretty bitching view of the ocean. The long, low couch, coffee table, and chairs were all mid-century modern, a style I happen to like and that went well with the hotel's aesthetic.
Unfortunately, it was all mid-century modern because it had likely been built in the mid-20th century. And the 60 years of use kind of showed.
The kitchenette on one wall had at least been updated... back in the 90s. I looked into the bathroom. Hmmm. Good shape, mostly. A new, fancy-looking showerhead in there would make a world of difference. If all the other guest bathrooms were like this, simply replacing the showerheads and shower curtains would mean one less thing to bankrupt ourselves on.
The bedroom had a king-sized bed, but both the comforter and the curtains that closed over another set of floor-to-ceiling sliding doors looked pretty grody.
I grunted. In my first really happy observation since seeing the rocketship upon arrival, I noted that, whatever the condition of the furnishings, the room was neat and spotless. I needed to tell Joy soon that Housekeeping was a strength for us.
I shrugged and dropped my bag on the floor. I had never had a place of my own before. I would make it a palace... eventually.
I left to go check out the rest of the hotel.
I decided to take the elevator down, so I could see if it was scary or not. I have neither the knowledge nor the license to fix elevators, but I could certainly tell if they needed work or not.
As I approached the elevators, I encountered a short woman in an old-fashioned housekeeping uniform, pushing a cart. I smiled and greeted her. "Hello! I'm Blake Worthy. My sister and I are the new owners of the hotel. Do you have a minute?"
She straightened up swiftly, which, after the front desk clerk, I liked to see. "Ola, Señor Worthy. I am Isabel, the housekeeper." I also liked to see that when she straightened up, the front of her dress pulled tight across some very nice tits.
Yes, I knew she was an employee. But I see what I see. And, well...
Anyway, she was clearly on the ball.
"The housekeeper?" I asked. "How many do we have?"
"I am the head housekeeper," she said quietly. "I have three semi-useless underlings who I spend as much time watching over as I do cleaning rooms myself."
"Wow," I said, impressed. "Listen, Isabel, so far I think you do a great job. I am taking Suite 256 as my apartment, and I just left it. I was most impressed with its condition. Thank you."
"256? Good. I will take it off the list for daily..."
"Ah, no," I jumped in quickly. "For now at least, let's just provisionally leave it on. I really do like the job you and your people do." And as long as Joy did not figure it out, I could scratch making the bed, vacuuming, and cleaning the toilet off my own daily to-do list...
"Yes, Señor," Isabel said.
This being the boss thing could become potentially intoxicating. Isabel was probably ten years older than me, yet she acted kind of subservient, especially for a woman who had just taken pains to let me know she was a hardass boss in her own domain.
There was plenty of Spanish in the way she spoke, but her use of vocabulary had me pegging her as second-generation. I hate the words Hispanic or Latino. Cataloging someone like that is like lumping Cambodians and Koreans together as just 'Asians'. It erases the things that make them distinct. Isabel was Puerto Rican, or rather, her parents were, unless I missed my guess.
Regardless, I waved, thanked her again for her good work, and we parted for our various tasks. I would find out later if I was right about her heritage, probably about the same time as when I got around to discovering if horsing around with the hot older Housekeeper would be happening or not.
I snorted again at Joy insisting on putting me on the clock. She was right, of course. I had all the incentive in the world to work my ass off here, but I found myself very tempted to just walk down to the beach and kick my bare feet in the ocean.
I shook my head, and instead of continuing my tour of the place, I went to evaluate my rocketship out front. Joy and I might legally own everything here together, but as far as I was concerned, that thing was mine.




❤️JOY
I tapped on my tablet as Blake and I had breakfast together in our outdoor café. "I am ordering you and me uniforms in the hotel's colors," I told him. "What size jumpsuit do you wear?"
"Jumpsuit?" Lil' Bro snorted. "You want me to wear a jumpsuit?"
"Sure, I'm gonna get you several in the hotel's signature sky blue. You'll look cute," I teased.
"I will look like a janitor," Blake said firmly. "I will have no authority, looking like a janitor!"
"But we need to look like part of the team..." I started to argue.
"Look, just order me a bunch of shorts and a few pairs of long pants in this blue you want us to wear. I'll order some Hawaiian shirts that match them, myself," he said, thinking furiously. Blake is so damned ornamental, it is easy for even me to forget that he is actually pretty smart... and quick-witted, too.
"I'm not sure how much more authority you will get from blue shorts and a Hawaiian shirt that you will inevitably leave unbuttoned half the time," I shrugged. "But okay."
I punched some buttons on the website. I also ordered him two jumpsuits, for good measure.
"I know you were right to set things up with you as our GM," Blake said earnestly. I appreciated the statement, but compliments from my little brother always come with something aggressive... aggressive for him. "But I have developed some ideas for some initiatives of my own, you know."
"Like what?" I asked. "You know the budget..."
Now that he had started on the subject, he ignored my caution. "First and foremost, we need to hire a new chef. I'll handle it, I know you don't have the time, and I can selfishly spend time in the air-conditioning to do interviews."
"Noo sheff?" I asked, talking through a mouthful of fairly serviceable pancakes.
"This," Blake said, indicating my pancakes and his French Toast, our bacon, and all the trimmings, "is all he cooks for breakfast. Lunch is no better. We need to offer some healthier options."
"Our food review scores are pretty good," I said, not wanting to mess with one area where I did not have worries about our ratings.
"The numbers are high because, well, this is fairly good," Blake said around a mouthful of his French Toast. "But if you read the actual words, most people would like more modern, healthier fare," he said earnestly.
I had no idea Blake was actually reading our reviews.
"More importantly," he added, leaning in to me, "you and I eat breakfast and lunch here every damn day." Our restaurant had not served dinner since 1999. "We are going to get fat like this."
"Tell the chef to put some low-carb, healthy stuff on the menu," I said, suddenly invested in this issue. I realized that I had happily been eating terribly since we got here.
"I tried to. He is slightly more set in his ways than a marble statue," Blake said grimly. "We need a new chef."
I sighed. "Well, I'm putting the whole process on you then. Including firing the current chef."
Blake actually grimaced and reached out to pat my hand in sympathy. "Sure, Sis. I know it has been hard for you, and I thank you for being the one who's done all the firing so far." The front desk clerk had made it easy for me to learn how to fire someone, but she had just been the first. The other three had taken more emotional lifting.
Honestly, the weight of this job, landing all at once on me, was wrecking my sleep and everything else.
"At least you have not had to fire this Gail person yet," Blake said, trying to cheer me up.
"That remains to be seen," I said dismissively.
I was not going to fire Gail. Ever. I would keep her like I would keep breathing. The place absolutely would have gone out of business while the estate was being settled had she not been here. My main worry was not about whether or not I should keep her, but was about keeping her away from being pestered by Blake. In addition to being responsible, smart, and funny, that girl was hot as the Florida sun. She would not fall for Blake's bullshit, but I didn't want her to have to put up with it either.
After breakfast, as I digested my pancakes and suddenly now fretted about the burger and fries I would eat for lunch, I sat at my desk and tore my hair out about budgets.
Before we spent a lot of money on marketing... if we ever had money to spend on marketing, we had agreed that we needed to do at least a minor refresh of the rooms, or we'd just be wasting our time.
Blake was obsessed with showerheads and had Kurt, our hotel handyman, replacing every one as soon as possible. Even that was a big expense, given our resources. But he was right, I had talked to two different repeat guests who enthused about the new showerheads upon checking out. Painting, minor repairs, etc, proceeded well, and most of the savings in labor costs from the day-to-day work that Blake and I did paid for that.
But for the big projects that Blake and Kurt could not do themselves, I needed to pay contractors, and there was almost no money to do that. So, replacing the guest room carpets, curtains, and comforters could be tackled only ten rooms at a time. And I only had available budget for 20 of our 112 rooms right now.
We'd make it. Probably. But it was going to take so much juggling.
I had my eyes tightly closed and my face buried in the papers on my desk when Gail wandered into my office. I looked up blearily.
"Damn, Joy," Gail said pertly, "you do not look like your name!"
"I do not recommend diving directly into the deep end of hotel management," I grumbled. "I'm getting the hang of it, but the learning curve is killing me."
"What have you got to do today?" Gail asked earnestly. I had known her for less than a week, and she was already the best friend I'd had in ages.
I told her all the crap I had to figure out.
"So," Gail went on dismissively. "Nothing there that has to happen today. Before you say anything, I can do my work this afternoon from the reception desk, so you won't have to take your turn. Get the fuck out of here."
"What?" I asked, not tracking.
"Get out of the hotel," she said plainly, like she was talking to a pre-teen who needed to put down their iPad. "You are doing too much, too fast, and are going to crash. I think you were crashing when I walked in here just now!"
"What am I supposed to do?" I asked, temporarily forgetting how to be human.
"Go for a swim in the ocean. Go downtown and do some shopping. Get to know where you live. Hell, throw a bikini on that bod, hit the beach, and pick up some dude for a little horizontal workout! Whatever it takes to get your head right. Then come back in here tomorrow morning and kick ass!"
I smirked sarcastically at her suggestions. As if.
"I'll go wander downtown and do some retail therapy," I found myself saying.
Wow, just deciding to do something besides work made me feel better already!




Time had never meant much to It. Especially here, in the eternal darkness of Its prison. But very recently, something had changed. It had a new owner. Two owners. And It sensed no awareness by the mortals of Its existence.
Perhaps they might free It, when they found Its prison... if If gave them reason to.
It would be hard to reach them, and those around them, but It would try...




❤️JOY
I damned near ran to the cottage and threw on the first non-business outfit I'd worn since getting up the day we came to the hotel. It felt nice to slide on a tight pair of khaki short shorts and a blue hotel teeshirt. The shirt was a size too small, but I've always liked wearing teeshirts that were too small.
I found Blake and demanded the car keys.
"Goofing off?" he said archly, handing over the keys.
"You think I don't know you spent two hours on the beach Wednesday afternoon?" I snorted.
He started. He had not known I'd known. Don't clock out when you are goofing off, Lil Bro. Responsible idiot...
"Well, if you are going to goof off, then do it for real," he said, recovering his balance. "You need it and you deserve it. Don't waste it fretting about this place. I got it if anything happens."
"Thanks, Blake," I said sweetly, and bolted.
Please. If anything happened, Gail had it, not Blake.
The town of Astro Beach is actually pretty nice. The hotel might not have any money, but I had some saved up before we inherited, and I wasn't going to be spending my per diem on much for the foreseeable future either. That meant that I could indulge myself in some serious shopping therapy.
Most of downtown was tacky tourist shops and boutiques, which was just what I wanted. After a few hours, I had an armful of bags. The most expensive purchase was in the smallest bag. It was a green lace bra and thong set with little red, purple, and orange accents.
When I would find the time for a guy or two to wear it for, I had no idea. But a girl likes to dream. And to be prepared.
I indulged myself in being responsible for ten minutes when I spied a dentist's office and marched in to make appointments for both me and Blake. We had not had a spare second to think about getting a new doctor or dentist, and I, at least, was mostly due.
After that, I just let myself wander the one and only main street of the town, soaking in the sun, and getting the lay of the land. I kept the idea of spotting a regular doctor's office in mind as I wandered.
What I did spy, as I ambled along a stretch where converted residential buildings were now used for professional services and art galleries, was a day spa.
A day spa would be expensive. As soon as I started fretting about that, I heard Blake and Gail ganging up in my head.
Fuck it. I was damned sure not going to take a day off very often, no matter what Gail tried to say. I might as well make the most of this one. The whole situation encouraged me to roll my stiff shoulders and turn off the street, climbing the three steps to the front door.
I pushed in, and found myself in a living room/reception area. A pretty girl, about my age, sat at the little desk on one side, and a tall, appealingly buff blonde guy who looked a few years older leaned over her shoulder companionably. They both looked up as if surprised to see someone come in.
"Uh, hi! Welcome," the girl said, the delicate features of her lightly tanned face bore the same helpful, earnest expression I was trying to perfect for dealing with guests. "Do you have an appointment?" she asked, sounding almost worried. The guy also frowned, but just a tiny bit.
"Uh, no. I was just wandering the streets. Today is my first stress break in a while," I said, smiling. Yes, I might have stuck my chest out against the tight fabric of my shirt. The guy was a serious looker... and the girl was honestly hot too. "I thought I would stop in and see what services you might have for a girl who needs some relaxation."
"Oh, sorry!" the guy said. "We really aren't a walk-in spa, to be honest. Um..." He looked more unhappy now.
Look, I am fully aware that guys do not like saying no to me when I'm doing this thing with my chest, especially in a too-small teeshirt.
"Yeah, but..." the girl added. "Well, our hairstylist won't be in for two hours, and I think she is fully booked for the afternoon. And our mani-pedi person is off today. Greg and I are our massage therapists, though, and it's a slow day. Depending on your preference, I'm sure either one of us could give you an hour, or even an hour and a half of therapy if you are interested in a massage right now." She looked at Greg, and they exchanged a glance and a shrug.
I paused. Not because I was unsure about a massage. A 90-minute massage sounded like a gift from some god right about now. But I was unsure which one of them I wanted.
Greg... the guy looked like he had strong hands, and I liked a deep, hard rub down. But all the handsome guys staying at the hotel, along with a few of our staff, had me low-level horny in the background all the time to begin with. 90 minutes with this guy's hands on my naked body might leave me more tense than I was now, despite any possible good he could do for my stiff, knotted muscles.
The girl looked pretty sure of herself as well. And honestly, I definitely am more into guys, but she was hot enough herself, in a sleek way, to leave me possibly overstimulated after an hour and a half with her, too.
As I hesitated, the guy chuckled. "Or hell, we both are free. We could offer you a discount for both of us. Ever had a four-hand massage?"
I had never had such a massage. It sounded amazing. It also sounded safer for my libido to have an extra person in the room, so I would not be fighting temptation to live out some stupid fantasy the whole time.
The girl rolled her eyes at Greg. "To be clear, um, Joy?" she said to me, "A four-hand is not on our regular menu of services. I have never even done one with Greg before."
My face may have fallen, just a little, because she hastened on. "But I'm sure we can do it very well. And honestly, it is a slow day for both of us, and we each could use the work. We'd be happy to do it." She looked up at Greg, and he nodded ruefully.
"What the hell. Done!" I said, letting myself grin and already feeling more relaxed.
"We primarily offer Swedish, Shiatsu, or Hot Stone. Have a preference?" Greg asked.
"Go as deep tissue as you can," I said, more bravely than I felt. "If even together, you two can get out all my knots in 90 minutes, I'll be impressed."
"I'm Kerrie," the girl said, rising with a broad smile. "Follow me. Follow us," she almost giggled. She led me up the stairs to a larger-than-usual room for massage therapy. The lighting was low, and the obligatory New Age music tinkled quietly. "Please get undressed to your comfort level, and Greg and I will knock before we come back in," she said. "I think we will start with you on your stomach today, if that is all right with you," she added. Then the two of them left.



Yeah, I've had massages before. Don't ever wear anything for a massage. Trust me. Massages are too expensive to let anything get in the way of the therapy.
I stripped quickly and slid under the soft white sheet on the very sturdy-looking, padded table in the middle of the room. I pulled it up to my shoulders, closed my eyes, and sighed, already more relaxed than I had been since I had first started reading our financials in the car.
A soft knock was followed by the two of them slipping into the room. I saw their white scrubs through slitted eyelashes and rested my face back fully in the little padded doughnut thingy again. I was in their hands.
I heard them rustle around, setting up whatnot, and then approaching the table. I heard bottles slide into the holders at both the head and foot of the table.
"We decided that Greg will work first on your head, neck, shoulders, and arms," Kerrie said quietly. "I'll get your feet and legs. How are your feet?"
"Aching," I admitted.
"Any particular area where you carry your stress up here?" Greg asked in an equally professionally curious voice.
"Everywhere," I groaned. "But you will find a lot more actual knots in my right shoulder than my left." Greg just murmured in acknowledgment.
Kerrie lifted the bottom end of the sheet, folding it up to expose my legs from mid-calf down. I heard her pumping a lot of oil or lotion or whatever into her hands, then she gently lifted my left foot... and began attacking it with strong fingers, forcing an incredible amount of blood through the weary tissue, setting every nerve ending on fire.
I yelped in surprise, but I swore it sounded more like I was coming than I was screaming in pain.
Greg just calmly leaned over me and whispered in my ear, "The first thing I'm going to do is take your hair out of this ponytail, it is tugging on the skin on your head."
I mumbled an apology for forgetting to do that myself, and his strong, sure hands gently tugged off the hair elastic that I use. He lifted the pretty considerable amount of hair (I wear it down to mid-back) to the side and let it dangle off the table, leaving the back of my neck fully exposed. He tucked the sheet down to expose my shoulder blades.
"That is some pretty amazing red hair, Joy," Kerrie said gently. Greg agreed.
"My little brother's matches it," I murmured, the foot in Karrie's hands already muttering in comfort after the initial nerve overload. "We watched out for each other around the neighborhood when we were little. My dad called us the Crimson Avengers."
"Nice," said Greg, and began massaging the muscles between my shoulder blades in soft, circular motions.
Kerrie moved to my other foot, and I was screaming in wonder again as stagnant blood, lactic acid, and lymph or whatever got squeezed out of my tired feet, bitching wildly as they were evicted.
Greg chuckled again at my reaction, then started stroking down along my spine from the top of my neck down to well under the sheet. Each stroke of his big hands set my nerves on fire, but as gentle coals, not the explosions Kerrie kept setting off down on my feet. The caresses felt great. And yeah, they kind of felt sensuous. The way he was reaching under the sheet to touch me felt vaguely naughty, even though his fingers still weren't even reaching mid-back yet.
It felt amazing, and as Kerrie settled into soft caresses of both feet now, I felt myself melting. But I had asked for deep-tissue, and I didn't want them to forget. "The feels amazing, but you can go as hard and deep as you want, Greg," I said encouragingly.
The way they both went extra silent for a second, and all their hands paused fleetingly in their movements, alerted me to what I had just said.
"Oh, fuuuck," I groaned in embarrassment. "I'm so--" Fuck it, I was not going to apologize, which would just hang a lantern on my Freudian slip.
And it had been a genuine Freudian slip. Not so idle thoughts about what else Greg could be doing to me on this table were already sliding into my consciousness. And to be honest, as Kerrie began just then to work on my calves in long, gentle strokes, I had a thought or two about her.
"Um, I dunno, Kerrie," Greg said after an awkward pause. "I'm not sure how much pain we are really going to have to inflict here to do the job."
"Yeah, all this feels like pretty new stress, Joy," Kerrie added. "I doubt we will find that many deep knots on you. You have clearly been keeping in shape and getting lots of exercise, so your muscles are in good condition. What you need is gentle circulation improvement and flexing, to make sure no knots appear later."
"When we do find any knots, we will warn you, then just hammer you deep and hard like you need," Greg said smoothly.
Oh wow. Now he was the one gulping at what he had said. Kerrie saved the moment by sniggering like a tenth grader hearing a dirty joke. We all giggled, and I relaxed again.
But suddenly, Kerrie's hands were the ones sliding up under the sheet, and I felt slick fingertips running along the skin of my inner thighs. I slid my legs a little further apart before I realized I was doing it.
Then the sheet was being tugged further down from where it lay on my back, and I felt myself bare almost to the tops of my glutes. But then Greg left my lower back alone and went up to work on my neck some more.
I do not know how long things went like that, but I loved every second, feeling myself trying to merge with the padding of the table, and nearly drifted into a nap.
I woke with a start, when the two of them moved to stand on either side of me on the table and began to work in tandem up and down my back. They kept to the long, slow, firm strokes, and I was still not being prodded painfully.
Then Greg lifted my arm on his side and manipulated it up above my shoulder, letting it cross and dangle off the table on a ledge below my head. Kerrie did the same on the other side.
Then they began to run their hands up the length of my spine, each drenched in oil so they slid over my skin almost frictionlessly. But my nerves felt every millimeter of their progress.
"Ohhhhhh," I moaned quietly.
They moved away from my spine, and Greg paused. "Found one of those knots we said we'd warn you about. Ready for me to get rid of it?" he said, his fingertips resting on a spot I had not realized had been giving me problems, but which demanded aid now in full voice.
"Give it to me hard and deep," I said firmly and intentionally, before I could stop myself. Kerrie gasped and giggled.
Greg just gave it to me hard and deep. I yelped in actual pain, which then morphed into deep relief. It was weird. How amazing is it to feel sudden relief from a pain you weren't even aware you had?
"Oh yeah, baby," I groaned, letting myself consciously play at sounding like I'd just come.
Fucking Greg's fingers felt smug.
I was just starting to relax again when they both moved their attentions out wide enough that I snapped back to attention. Their hands were sliding down the sides of my ribcage, from pits to waist. It felt great, but their fingers were getting close to, um, along the way.
I have a lot of breast tissue, okay? Some of it always bulges out to the side when I am lying on my front.
In a few minutes, Kerrie's fingers inevitably traced over the bulge of my sideboob. I managed not to hiss or startle, but that just unfortunately meant that I only murmured happily at the sensation.
"Oh!" Kerrie said, realizing what she had done. "Didn't mean that. Was that okay?"
"Durn tootin'," I muttered and let myself relax further, back to that near somnolence from before.
Yeah, no.
Before Kerrie could stroke down my side again, Greg had done so on the other side, and his fingers in no way accidentally rippled along the bare flesh of my tit on his side. I felt him pause, as if gauging my reaction.
I felt like it was a good idea to just sigh in satisfaction.
The therapeutic part of this massage was off the charts good. If they were going to give me a little sensual tease as well, I was here for it. I just hoped I didn't get so wet between my legs that we could all start smelling it.
Oh, hell, things suddenly got very good. Both were letting their fingertips rub the exposed cushion of flesh with each pass. Kerrie even once or twice let her fingertips press in underneath, just an inch at most, but it felt... hungry?
"Alright," she said presently. "Let's get you turned over."
Already? It seemed early. But these two were so good, I utterly trusted them with every muscle in my body at this point. My only worry was that everything was so totally jello by now that I would need help just to roll over!
Greg stepped back for the moment, but Kerrie did too. I sensed her turn away from the table and then back, taking her time. "Okay," I heard her say. "Greg is going to lift the sheet up on my side to give you privacy as you turn over."
Considerate of them. Greg hesitated a beat, then stepped back against the table and reached over me to lift the sheet on Kerrie's side. I found that I actually could turn over, with some effort, and I shifted downward so my head was on the table now, instead of the doughnut. I never opened my eyes.
I felt a soft towel being draped over my chest, and Kerrie then lifted my head gently to slide a small pillow under my neck for support. Greg lowered the sheet over me again, and I felt them smooth it out. But then I felt them pull the sheet down to below my navel, leaving my chest uncovered. That was what the towel was for!
Actually, I preferred the towel as a covering, instead of that thin sheet. My nipples can become pretty damned aggressive at certain times, and I could tell that this was a certain time.
I felt Kerrie fold the towel downward, then the other edge upward, leaving it triple thick but still just covering the bottom and most of the top of my tits. Had I been making pokies in the single layer of the towel? Yikes. I thanked Kerrie mentally for looking out for a girl.
Then she moved down to the foot of the table once again, while Greg went back to the head and filed his hands with more oil.
Kerrie then folded the lower part of the sheet up off the side, exposing my leg all the way up and leaving my hip completely bare. Then I felt her do the same on the other side. Her hands gently pushed the sheet down between my legs, exposing my inner calves and thighs, all the way up. I was now covered only by a thin strip of fabric over my privates, and a narrowly folded towel across my tits.
I was so relaxed, I thought of nothing but a vague, formless pleasure as I listened to Kerrie finally fill her hands with oil.
Again, all four hands were on me at once, sliding over my flesh, pressing firmly enough for pleasure, but not enough to provoke any pain. Greg's hands slid from my neck to my shoulders to my throat. They even slid down my chest enough to brush the exposed beginnings of my breasts. Just a whisper of contact. I merely sighed with each passage. Kerrie was working up my thighs, one at a time, leaning far over the table to reach way up my legs. Again, I just sighed and slid my legs a little further apart to let 'things' breathe.
"Let's work her arms," Greg said softly, and I sensed them moving to stand opposite each other beside me.
Gently, they lifted my arms up and rested them against their chests, then firmly grasped me just below my armpits and dragged their hands back and forth along my biceps and triceps. I realized that Kerrie had my wrist nestled right between her breasts. That felt nice. Hers were not nearly so big as mine, but I could tell they were nonetheless pretty choice. As she worked my arm, my wrist kept pressing back and forth gently, pressing into one tit then the other in turn. On the other side, Greg's pecs felt nice too. I had not been able to tell for sure through the scrubs before, but he definitely had a hard, powerful build.
They each slid down a bit as they moved to work on my forearms, and my hands twisted as they did so.
I realized somewhat belatedly that my palm on Kerrie's side was now pressed against her chest, still between her breasts. My thumb was splayed wide and the curvature of one boob swelled between it and my fingers. I was damn near holding her breast! But she just kept working, applying a little more pressure to the ligaments running up toward my wrist.
I was hardly thinking at all, and I just let my hand slide to the side a bit. My fingers clasped her breast, and she just took a deep breath and kept working.
This was wrong.
This was also something I could not resist doing more of. I squeezed and kneaded. She let my wrist move as I liked, and the next thing I knew, I was gently pinching her hard-feeling nipple through her scrubs.
Huh. No bra under there...
I realized my other hand on Greg's chest had found its way to doing much the same thing to one of his pecs. I realized I was enjoying that too. Apparently, so was he, as his nipple under those scrubs was sharp and pointy, too. Or maybe he was turned on by watching my other hand on Kerrie.
But then he raised my arm up really high and put a little traction on it, stretching my shoulder marvelously. I felt the towel shift a bit--I wasn't sure how much, but this felt too good to worry about adjusting it.
Then Kerrie did much the same on the other side, and I again groaned out loud at the tension was tugged out of my shoulders.
Huh. The towel had definitely shifted now.
But they put my arms down gently to my sides, and one of them, I was beyond caring anymore, carefully repositioned the towel.
Before I knew it, Greg again was working my shoulders and neck in particular, and Kerrie stood down by my right leg. Then she lifted that up and actually draped it against her shoulder, rotating and stretching my hip as she did so. Then her hands wrapped around the top of my thigh and dug deep into my muscles. Deep and very close to my groin. This time, my moan of pleasure was a long, deep, stutter.
Greg's hands slid downward, pressing into my upper chest, his fingers again sliding across the upper reaches of my breasts where the towel did not cover. Then I felt the tips of his fingers slip under the edge here and there.
I was momentarily distracted as Kerrie lifted my leg hard, tilting my hip up off the table and running her hands under it to massage my glute. I almost did not notice that Greg had slid one hand fully under the towel, sliding it directly down the center of my cleavage, his slippery fingers passing effortlessly between my breasts under the terrycloth. Once I noticed it, I loved it.
Fuck this.
I languidly lifted one arm, grabbed the edge of the towel, and almost idly pulled it over to drop on the floor.
There, Greg. You have my naked tits right by your hands. What are you going to do? What was Kerrie going to do?
Greg barely paused. His oily hands just slid up and over my chest, grasping both boobs in his fingers and massaging me gently. But I'm not gonna lie, he was massaging me eagerly, too. His strong fingers manipulated my flesh, squeezing and squishing, improving blood flow... in more ways than one. Honestly, he was mostly just groping me at the moment, and I was happy with that situation, especially when he began to play with my nipples, dragging his fingertips around the edges of my large aureoles in a circle, then tugging gently on my nipples. He pinched the left one.
He leaned further over me to get a better grip, and I felt hardness through his scrubs pants against the top of my head.
Then, despite Greg's dick on my head and his hands doing truly stupendous work on my now very slick breasts, Kerrie managed to distract me again.
She let my hip drop back, but kept her one hand underneath me to massage my ass further. Her other hand massaged around my hip joint on the same side, but then she increased the circles that moved in. This dislodged the sheet from the last bit of me it covered, and her fingers dove in eagerly to ruffle the hair of my bush.
Yes, bush. Want to make something of it?
Look, when a girl has fiery red hair like mine, and the carpet very much matches the drapes, she is going to absolutely leave herself a nice, neatly trimmed triangle above her vag. And Kerrie was outright playing with my pubes. This very much drew my attention, no matter what Greg was up to.
She then fixated my attention as she let her fingertips slide down between my thighs.
Yes, I have quite the bush, but when a girl likes what she likes down there, she also has incentive to shave underneath, at the business end of things. No matter how stressed I'd gotten lately, I had definitely kept up my regimen of making sure my labia were smooth as silk.
No, no matter what Blake might get himself in trouble doing, I was not going to be chasing any of the delectable guys we had staying at our hotel. But if any of them decided to chase me...?
And I had thought that Kerrie's fingers were talented before.
Her fingers underneath me dug into my ass eagerly, while her other fingertips gently parted my outer folds. A deep sigh of pleasure escaped my lips as she parted me and let her oily middle finger slide inside. It wriggled within me, and I wriggled back against it. I thought I was moaning already, but then she let her thumb slide up and tease my clit as her probing finger twisted up.
"Ohhhhh!" I gasped. Greg must have been enjoying the show, because I felt his hands clutch my boobs even more eagerly. I arched my back in arousal at their dual ministrations, and I felt the brush of that iron bulge on my head again.
Of its own accord, my hand lifted up above my head and palmed the throbbing mass in the front of his pants. He just gently pressed his cock into my grasp. I lifted my fingers reluctantly higher and feebly tugged at the waist of his scrubs.
Obligingly, Greg let go of one of my boobs and tugged loose his pants, letting them fall to the floor. I felt him kick free of them as my hand wrapped itself around that shaft, hot and sweaty in my palm.
I just held him, not moving, simply feeling his heat. Then I tugged gently to the side.
Good boy.
Greg obligingly stepped around to the side of the table, allowing me to languidly turn my head to the side. I gently touched his cock again, pulling it down to where I could wrap my lips around the tip. It was his turn to sigh happily.
I did not even open my eyes. That was too much work.
I sucked gently for a moment, then began licking and kissing him, still holding the root of his member in a delicate grasp. He had been excited for a good while because I could taste the extra saltiness of some pre-cum seasoning. I sucked the top inch or so back into my mouth.
And I just lay there, pleasure radiating from my core, and contentedly nursing on this wonderful, delicious cock while Kerrie slowly built arousal in my pussy.
And build it did. Soon, I was groaning quietly around the delicious flesh in my mouth, my hips beginning to flex and roll. Greg, too, was softly moaning, though he did not stop actually massaging my neck and shoulders.
Well, he stopped with one hand or the other periodically, to play with my tits.
Selfishly, I really wasn't trying to pleasure him that much, and certainly not making an attempt to get him off. I just wanted to suck his dick for a while.
Kerrie had no such reluctance, but she still approached my pleasure with restraint.
And that was how I came, with restraint. I did not scream, or buck, or writhe. I felt no eruption in my loins. Instead, I felt an unstoppable wave of pleasure radiate out from my core into the far reaches of my body. I am not sure my toes had ever come before, but they did now.
The only violent reaction, such as it was, that I showed was a quick lunge to take another inch or so of Greg's cock between my lips.



This cock. This lovely cock...
"Greg," I gasped, letting his cock free for an instant, then lathering it with licks. "Kerrie just did something amazing, but she didn't, um, reach all the areas. I think," I said, opening my eyes at last to look into his, "like we said earlier, I'm really going to need you to step up and give it to me hard and deep."
We stared into each other's eyes, and we grinned. Greg shook his head in bemusement, but stepped away from my face. I was gratified to see at least a little reluctance to abandon my mouth.
But then he turned and practically prowled down to the foot of the massage table. Kerrie stood back and watched him move. He stood at the bottom of the table and grinned at me again. I lifted my head to stare back.
Then he reached out, grabbed my ankles, in in a single strong tug, he pulled me so that my hips just hung off the foot of the table! I whooped at the sudden movement, then whooped again as he dangled my legs over his arms and guided his cock up against my smooth, wet, fully petaled lips.
I just lifted my head and stared into Greg's eyes.
And he slid inside me. Slowly. Relentlessly.
I've had bigger guys before. Two, maybe even three, had had larger dimensions. But in that moment, the inexorable way he filled and stretched me was everything. I felt myself give and mold around his encroaching advance, then I let my head lol back as he began to caress his cock in and out of me in slow, measured forays.
I saw Kerrie watching me get fucked with a hungry eye. I caught her glance, and she stepped up toward me. As Greg massaged away inside of me, she reached out now to rub my boobs. I just let my hand slide up under her scrubs and grasp one of her lovely-feeling tits in turn. She smiled and pulled her shirt off over her head.
I was unsurprised by how good they looked. Delicate but plenty sizable, her dark nipples were as hard as my own. I did not let go, despite the wondrous lethargy trying to take me again.
But she was not going to let me just fall back into a well-fucked haze. She leaned over me, squeezed my boob enough to thrust the nipple up extra high, and began to suckle on it. That sounded like such a good idea, I tapped the empty expanse of massage table above my head, and said quietly, "Get up here so I can get some licks in too!"
I felt her lips smile around my nipple, and she moved sideways a bit so she could climb up onto the table above me. I noticed that at some point, Greg had yanked off his top as well and was now driving, still slowly, into me, totally naked. Seemed like that needed to be universal. I reached out and hooked just two fingers into the waistband of Kerrie's scrubs. She just smiled and literally climbed right out of her pants as she got up on the table. I let the now-empty scrubs drop from my fingers to the floor.
She knelt above me and bent to suck again on my breasts. In so doing, she dangled her own over my face. I grasped both in my hands and circled a nipple with my tongue.
"That's so fucking hot," Greg grunted, and I felt his need overpower him slowly, his pace quickening.
I shifted to Kerrie's other nipple, and she did the same, licking it hungrily.
But she was getting the least out of this.
I pulled my mouth free of her nipple with an audible pop. I reached higher above my head, and thus lower on her body, and grabbed her hips. I tugged her forward gently. "You need this," I whispered.
It took her a moment to realize what I was saying and that I was quite serious. Then she just giggled, "Not going to say no to that!"
She slid forward on her knees until she was straddling my face. I might be getting energetic now, but I was still far too relaxed to lift my head for long. Instead, I pulled her hips down until I could start licking her without any undue effort ruining my zen.
She also was shaved (and hadn't been wearing panties any more than a bra), and I dragged my tongue along her opening. She just groaned happily and squeezed my tits some more.
Snotty comments from my brother aside, this really was only the second pussy I had eaten. But I had not forgotten how.
And damn it, it was fun. If I were not so naturally focused on the kind of activity Greg was reminding me was So. Goddamned. Awesome, right now, I might have made a note to investigate the whole women thing more.
Delicious, too.
Girls lezzing out seemed to float Greg's boat, because he began really giving me the deep and hard I had requested, relentlessly. And his pace was fast now. I approved of all his actions. I did not even mind the one time he slowed, once I realized that it was because he was leaning forward to give Kerrie a slurpy kiss. But that didn't last long, and as lethargic as I had been while Kerrie had gotten me off, I was just as energetic now. I lifted my ass just free of the table surface so I could hump back against Greg's thrusts, and I made silly munching sounds against Kerrie's pussy. She liked that, and Greg clearly liked everything, as we all moaned and muttered happily.
Apparently, I remembered how to deliver a good licking even better than I had thought, or maybe she just was extremely turned on by watching Greg's cock plow into me, but Kerrie was first among us to come. She did so loudly and without any warning. Her hips suddenly rocked back and forth over my tongue spasmodically, and she tossed her head back and forth.
I could have used some warning, actually. My one female fuckbuddy, the one whom I dated for a month back in the day, had not been a squirter. I am personally not a squirter, no matter how hard I come. Kerrie was a squirter, and I got a nose full.
I was kind of excited at having made this happen and hardly snorted much at all as I cleared my airway. She did lift up off my face a bit, probably to keep my still-probing tongue from blowing her already woozy mind. That was good, because it gave me room to gasp to Greg, "I'm gonna need you to make the hassle of being on The Pill worthwhile, Greg! Give it to me deep and hard!"
"Good to hear," Greg said, his voice tense, but gratitude in his tone. "Because I... am going to, unnnnh, come real... oh God... soon." He gasped. But he kept thrusting, and he had to have gutted out at least another minute before he finally did let go, gasping about how he was about to come the whole time.
I held off my own release as best I could, so I could let go in response. Let me tell you, by the time he did let fly inside me, and yes, he did so as hard and deep as requested, I was desperately yearning for him to get on with it. The surge of heavy warmth within me from his still probing cock gave my body permission to twist itself in whorls and eddies of pleasure. As gentle and flowing as the orgasm Kerrie had granted me was, this one was gloriously violent. I pushed my head up and found her twat once more, french kissing her nether lips so hard, I may have made her come once more.
I'll admit, I wasn't really thinking of Kerrie right then. I just needed to try to muffle my cries because I did not need the entire downtown of Astro Beach to know I was cooking off.
But cook off I did, in spades. And I kept up with my face between Kerrie's legs until I was damned sure she really had come again. And Greg kept up his efforts manfully until he was good and sure I was spent. We two ladies collapsed back, curling up on the table, and Greg stumbled backward to lean against the little counter where the hot stone warmer rested.
Suddenly, I was laughing. A long, happy, and most importantly, relaxed laugh. "Oh, thank fucking God I decided I wanted a massage," I giggled.
Kerrie was laughing too, but she made an effort to sound serious for a moment. "Joy, you should know, serious as a heart attack, this isn't that kind of place. And Greg and I are not that kind of therapists. Things just kind of escalated in here."
Greg had struggled forward, back to the table, and he idly caressed my left breast as he added, "Yeah, dunno what happened, but it might have just been the crazy hot babe Kerrie and I were working on."
"That, and the fact that Greg and I were just about to flip over the open sign and come up here to fuck each other when you showed up," Kerrie said wryly.
"So you are a couple," I sighed happily. They seemed like good people. "I hope I didn't interrupt your intimacy."
"Hardly! That was awesome," Greg snorted.
"And we aren't a couple," Kerry said simply. "I am just an underemployed massage therapist with a colleague who also has too much free time, but at least has a fabulous dick."
"You two are underemployed?" I asked incredulously, propping myself up despite a combination of post-massage wooziness and post-fuck enervation. "Forget all the amazing extracurriculars, both of you are fucking awesome at your job!"
"Thank you," Kerrie said. "But yeah, there are too many therapists at this spa... too many on the island, really, for the local population to support. None of us get enough customers."
"We get by," Greg shrugged. "Enough to be able to live on the beach, well, on the island at least. And since we are both between relationships," he added with a leer at Kerrie, "the times when we both have no appointments can be pleasant."
I shook my head as I finished. "Well, I was glad I could spice up your boredom for this afternoon," I snorted. They both chuckled. "And I was glad I could spackle a few holes in your budget, too," I added, handing them almost all of my cash, making for a big tip.
Greg took it with a smile, but then handed virtually all the extra back, beyond a token tip. "Thanks! Cash is always nice. But I think we ought to keep any extra, beyond what we quoted you to start with, down to a dull roar. Again, we aren't that kind of workers, and I don't want to feel like this was anything... transactional."
"But..."
"If anything, we should give you a discount on the massage," Karrie added, getting dressed herself. She was faster than I was, though she started later. "We did kind of get side-tracked, you know."
Damn, they were both having fun, but were fully serious. I made a snap decision.
"Look, I am the new owner, well, my brother and I are, of the Astro Beach Hotel. You know it?"
"The sleepy little place at the south end?" Kerrie asked, sounding a little surprised. "That's you?"
"We just inherited it. And neither of us wants it, or can afford for it, to be sleepy any more," I said. "We need some cool add-ons to improve our luxury image. I don't have the space or the money to build a spa of our own, but how would you guys like to contract with us to offer expensive in-room massages? Just massages, right?"
"Just massages?" Greg asked playfully, but seriously. He was serious about the question, but the effect of it was softened by the fact that he was still naked, and his sticky, wet cock was giving me a nice farewell view.
"Only that," I said firmly. If they hadn't been so insistent about the issue to begin with, I'd have never made the offer.
"Let us come see you tomorrow, and we can work up pricing and promotion," Kerrie said, now totally business-like. "Ooh! Can we maybe offer twilight massages on the beach? I have a classmate from school who works at a resort in the Bahamas, and she makes bank on those. You would not believe what you can charge."
"Really? That sounds cool," Greg added, finally remembering to grab his pants. Spoil sport.
"I like this idea," I said, to myself as much as them. "After work? We can sit in our little, boring, unprofitable bar and work out the program."




It steamed in the dark of Its prison. Its efforts had borne fruit, but it had taken so much effort in this enervating space. It had all happened so far away... It had to get out...




Thanks for reading, guys! I hope you will follow along on the tale of Blake and Joy as their already upturned life flies wildly off the rails. Those of you who have been reading them may notice a few motifs in common with my recent Bikini Isekai stories. This saga started out in that world, but it works much better on its own. For now, I would appreciate your kind ratings, favorites, and most especially your comments. The ending is written for this series already, but there is still some white space to fill in, and as we go along, I'd like your suggestions on how to fill it!



        Tiki Totem Hotel 2

        As a recruiting venue, hot tubs beat Indeed all hollow.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/tiki-totem-hotel-2

Title: Tiki Totem Hotel 2

Author: Publius68

Category: Group Sex

Description: As a recruiting venue, hot tubs beat Indeed all hollow.

Tags: enemies, sci-fi, bartender, cleavage, hot tub, chef, rivals, painter, mff, sexy suit




Just remember, folks. It's all supposed to be just plausibly ridiculous... But this series as a whole is Sci-Fi/Fantasy, so roll with me a little extra, once things get weirder even than I usually make it.




Tiki Totem Hotel 2




The two mortals owned It, though they had no idea that they did. Ownership was a concept introduced to It only recently in Its long existence, but It found that the notion meant something, and put considerable constraints on Its power. It had to obey. But It did not have to cooperate.




♠️BLAKE
The crown jewel of our little hotel, aside from the stretch of incredible, isolated, Atlantic white sand beach we fronted, was the pool and its surroundings. Pictures of the pool were always prominent in positive reviews. It was reasonably large, but unlike most pools built back in the early 60s, ours was irregular in shape, with lots of curves and almost intimate little coves. It had lots of stairs in and out all around, and was almost entirely wading depth for adults. Thank God it did not have a diving board and a deep end, or the insurance would have bankrupted the place before we had even inherited it.
The pool and surrounding concrete patio dominated one side of the courtyard between the hotel and the beach; the other side was sandy and mostly filled with the huge, thatched-roof, open-sided hut where our restaurant served breakfast and lunch. The patio had ample space for deck chairs and other seating. Best of all, the whole courtyard was surrounded by thick, scenic jungle that gave the entire space a feeling of intimacy and isolation, like you were on a tropical island resort somewhere exotic, instead of staying at a vaguely honky tonk motel in Florida.
I loved the whole courtyard and felt it was criminally underutilized and I constantly plotted how to make it even more of a centerpiece.
I also loved it at first because it had looked like the best-maintained area of the hotel, and I would not have to spend much time on keeping it up.
Yeah, about that.
The pool area did look great. However, the hydromechanical underpinnings were sorely outdated and just about worn out. But replacing them was an expense that Joy had informed me in no uncertain terms was out of the question for the foreseeable future. That meant that I had to give myself a crash course in maintaining 60 year-old pool pumps and filters, because the pool service the hotel had used before I showed up was ruinously expensive. The equipment was old technology, and thus built to be easily fixed rather than replaced, so I could keep it running, and didn't have to spend much money at do so, but it was a drain on my time, which we were just as short of as money.
I could have gotten our hotel's handyman, Kurt, to help me with the work, but while I liked Kurt, he didn't deserve the perk. Because, waste of time that fixing the pool was, it was still the pool. That was where all the guests hung out in bikinis...
Thankfully, I had headed off that whole, evil, jumpsuit-as-a-uniform plot that Sis had hatched. She had bought me some of the damned things anyway, but I reserved them for days when I was doing something truly disgusting. For jobs like the pool, I was happy to wear the hotel color blue shorts and one of the many Hawaiian shirts I owned or had recently bought. I looked cool and could get a little sun on my chest, because who wears Hawaiian shirts buttoned?
Also, it was a lot easier to flirt with guests when you didn't look like a janitor.
I had finished the equipment cleanse and was ambling my way purposefully over to introduce myself as the hotel's owner to a guest in her early thirties who filled out her one-piece in pronouncedly impressive ways, when fingers clamped onto my ear.
"Leave the guests alone, Blake," my sister's pleasantly raspy voice ordered.
I rounded in irritation and raised a finger.
But she cut me off. "At least for right now, twerp. We have our neighbors coming over to see us, and I want to present a united front."
"Neighbors?"
"Yeah, the owner and the manager of the hotel next door. The ones who want to buy us out for jack shit."
"Fuck them. Ain't gonna happen," I said firmly, much more interested in the well-filled one-piece.
"Duh," Joy agreed. "But we need to be polite and all that shit for a little while so they will give up and quit bothering us."
They hadn't been bothering me so far, just Joy, so I was less motivated. But I gave in. She was right, as more or less usual.
We walked back over to the lobby and office, and I buttoned up my shirt to look professional. Joy looked great in her new blue suit, honestly. We were young entrepreneurs!
We walked into the lobby and were greeted by Joy's buddy, Gail. Not only had Joy not fired Gail when we had arrived, but she had newly appointed her our assistant manager. I had seen Gail once before, and frankly put her down as not that interesting. She had a lovely, moon-shaped face and profoundly rich, onyx-black hair. But she'd come off as kinda chunky in the boxy uniform suit she had worn when we arrived.
Um.
Gail had gotten a new suit to match my sister's. No pants this time, just a tight, tailored miniskirt that didn't quite come halfway down her lush thighs, calves tightened by the three-inch black heels she wore. The boxy coat was gone, replaced by a sharply tailored one-button jacket that revealed that, far from being chunky, Gail had a bit of a wasp waist, which further accentuated the fact that her bust might just be bigger than my sister's.
They both wore their jackets buttoned, which was good because neither bothered with a blouse underneath.
This left Gail, well, both of them, with some serious cleavage acreage going on. I didn't much care about Joy, but with Gail's olive-complected skin, that fleshy valley challenged my ability to keep my eyes out of it.
But I managed. Sort of. A little. "Hey, Gail!" I said brightly. "You sitting in on our meeting?"
She had seen my eyes and crossed her arms sternly. This only served to push up her chest even more. Those things could not be real... "Joy asked me to," she smirked.
"Maybe I'll change my mind," Joy laughed back at her. "I need Blake to concentrate for this!" I looked at my sister, offended. "Leave Gail alone, Blake," she said sternly.
"I have no idea what you are talking about," I said loftily, heading off for her office in front of them, not looking back.
In the back of my mind, I convened a working committee to determine the best way to fuck Gail, hopefully repeatedly. The playfully dismissive look in her eye promised that it would be a fun challenge, and very uncertain as to success.
We entered Joy's office to find the Mercury management team waiting for us. A roly-poly, florid fat guy in a seersucker suit stepped forward to shake my hand. His smile did not reach his eyes. Worse, he gave off the impression that I was the only person he needed to talk to among us, as he essentially ignored Joy and Gail.
So. He's a conniving asshole. He's a dick. And he's quite possibly either gay or impotent.
"Walter Yates, owner of the Mercury. Our condolences on your uncle's passing. He was a great man," Yates said. His contempt for our great uncle could not have been more clearly written in his face, body language, or voice. "This is my GM, Zelda Moore," he said, waving at his side party.
"Pleased to meet you, Mr. Worthy," she said with a tight, unhappy smile that was somehow unwelcoming, despite the fact that we were our office. She at least turned immediately and introduced herself to Joy and Gail, though I kind of felt that was more an inter-female dominance thing than a respect where due thing.
A bitch to match the bastard, which was a crying goddamn shame. She was older, maybe 40, but had some pale, amazing, raven-haired good looks. Her well-tailored suit had nothing on Joy and Gail's uniform, but it clearly outlined a weapons-grade hourglass figure.
"I've been wanting to meet with you for a while now," Yates plowed on, looking at me, but the subtext of his voice was clearly irritated that Joy had been giving him the runaround. "We thought we had arranged for you to receive a very generous offer for your property through your estate attorneys, but it is so hard to get good help, I guess," he growled. "But now that you've had a chance to grasp the situation here, I thought it best to come over and present the offer in person. I'd like to get this deal done." He tried to smile congenially.
Zelda stepped forward, out of Yates's wake, and extended to me what I am sure they both thought was an impressive-looking folder.
I could have told him to fuck off myself, of course, but I just smiled and stepped back to defer to Joy. It would piss him off something fierce, and she would tell him to fuck off in a much more polite manner. My refusal would have probably included flipping double birds at him, screaming, 'Fuuuuuck yeeeeeew!" in a bad Steve Martin impression, and possible a mooning.
I have a temper.
"Actually, we did receive your offer and went over it thoroughly," Joy said smoothly, intercepting the folder before Zelda could get me to take it. My sister flipped it open and scanned it quickly before putting it back in Yates's uncomprehending hand. "Yes. This is the offer we saw. I'm sorry, but you are right. Good help is hard to find. I could swear we had instructed our attorney to communicate that we were not interested in a sale at this time."
"What?" Yates blustered, his mask of congeniality falling from his face. He spun on Ms. Phelps. "Zelda! What nonsense is this?"
"I'm quite sure I don't know," his GM answered calmly. Then she looked sternly at Joy over her large glasses. "But your answer is most assuredly nonsense, young lady," she added, like a long-suffering schoolmarm.
I felt Joy bristle back. If this Zelda broad had intended to find the best possible gambit to piss off my sister, this particular act was a galactic grand-champion winner.
Uh-oh. Maybe Joy would not be more polite than me...
I shouldered myself in front of my sister to keep her from starting a fight. "Sorry to disappoint you folks, but my sister has more education and experience in finance than you'd probably like." In addition to her associate's degree in business, she had also been responsible for counting the cash drawer every day at that laundromat where she had worked over in Lakeland...
"And more to the point," I went on, forcing myself to be the smiling face now, "We just are not interested in selling this property. It has been in the family for generations, you know."
Yates looked like he was going to have an aneurysm and save us all the trouble of deciding who got to tell him to fuck off. But alas, he did not drop dead in our office. His lips narrowed, and he slapped the folder back into Zelda's hand. "I think you should reconsider right now. I'm not going to make another offer this high once you two start sinking deeper into debt with this dump!
Zelda imperiously tried to extend the folder to me again. I felt Joy boiling behind me at that.
Gail saved both of us before Joy really popped off. "Well, thank you for coming in to see us," she said, smoothly moving toward the door and steering Yates before her with a feather-light touch. "If the owners do change their mind, I'm sure they will have me contact you for some preliminary discussions next time. I believe I have your contact info, Ms. Moore?" she smiled. "Perhaps I can offer you two a complimentary cocktail before you return to your establishment?"
"This ain't over," Yates just growled as he yanked Zelda out the door behind him.
"Not over? I'll make you over!" Joy growled and pounced toward the door to follow.
I had been waiting for this and snaked my arm around her thin waist, lifting her up. She might be my big sister, but I am about 80 pounds heavier than she. I had learned back in high school that the best way to keep her from haring off after some jerk to deliver a punch that did not always end well, was to deny her feet contact with the ground.
Sure enough, she growled a variety of creative but impractical threats at the now closed door as she flailed both her legs and arms in an attempt to pursue.
"Can I put you down now?" I asked calmly. Gail just stood there, amused.
Sis at last registered why all her strong efforts to run after Yates were not taking her anywhere, and she looked over her shoulder at me. "Put me down," she rasped.
"When you stop trying to run in mid-air," I replied.
She ran harder for a few more suspended strides and finally calmed down. "I'll be good," she said.
I promptly set her on her feet. She straightened, brushed her suit smooth, and blew a puff of air to dislodge a lock of her red hair that had fallen across her face.
Then she sprang toward the door again. Both of us have tempers to match our red hair. Joy getting pissed off is often useful, in that concentrating on controlling her temper is many times the only way I am able to control my own.
I was waiting for her lunge, and had her about the waist again before she could escape my reach. I just shook my head as her feet flailed again.
"Blake, if I promise to kill him some other day, will you put me down?" Joy growled in provisional defeat.
She seemed to be more genuinely calm this time, and I set her back down. She did the straighten herself up thing again.
"Wow," Gail laughed. "I'm impressed, Blake. You were way ahead of her both times!"
"This is not my first rodeo," I smirked. Joy gave me an elbow in my gut in response, but I deserved that.
"Literally or metaphorically?" Gail chuckled.
"I am merely a philosopher cowboy," I said, bowing. Any opportunity to impress a girl as hot as Gail had to be taken advantage of.
"Oh, come on, Joy," Gail just said to my still lightly steaming sister. "Why be so mad? Sure, he's a jerk, but in the end, what can he do? Come over here and make an idiot of himself some more?"
Yeah... Turns out, Gail was tempting fate.




Its owners did not like the fat one. That was something to remember.




♠️BLAKE
The bell toned, which meant someone had arrived at the front desk. Gail turned and headed out there. I followed, partly to give Joy some room to kick trash cans and whatnot, but mostly because I was finding that the view of Gail from behind in that suit was worth keeping in view.
Standing at the desk were four women, ranging in ages from around the same as me, up to almost 30, if I had to guess. We really did attract some definite lookers to this hotel! Just not enough of them to pay the bills, alas.
"Welcome to the Astro Beach Hotel," Gail said brightly. "Checking in?"
"Ladies," I added, putting on the charm as I moved to stand next to Gail. "Welcome!"
Gail rolled her eyes and jerked a thumb at me. "Ignore him. It's best. He thinks he owns the place."
I manfully (and wisely) refrained from swatting the magnificent ass that was barely covered by the short skirt of Gail's uniform. Instead, I humphed loftily and headed out to change into a hated jumpsuit and try to get three unoccupied rooms painted before Kurt and I knocked off for the day.
I only got two done. Kurt got called away from the job to fix a faucet that was flooding a second-floor bathroom, leaving me to move the necessary furniture on my own.
Rather than start on the third room and have to suspend the work, I chose to give myself my freedom a half hour early. I was walking down the hall, pushing my paint supply cart ahead of me, when I ran into one of the four girls whom I had seen checking in earlier. She was the one whose age seemed most squarely in the middle, and who had the prettiest face of all of them. She smiled as she looked over my cart. "So you're the painter, then?"
"An owner's work is never done," I said airily. "It's nice to have you all as my guests," I added as I pushed the cart on toward the service elevator, hearing a short snort behind me.
Stashing the paint cart, I swiftly took a quick shower in my suite and changed back to what I'd worn that morning. Then I met up with Joy in the shitty little bar we had attached to our lobby. It was too small to be profitable, but we needed to have somewhere to give people some alcohol, or guests would complain. A lot.
My sister and I usually met up at the end of the day to compare notes. Joy would brief me on the usually dismal numbers. I would bring the mood lower still with my list of newly discovered expenses. Then I would go off on flights of fancy about how we could improve the place. Joy would actually encourage me, then shoot my ideas down, replacing them with something more attainable. It was a pattern, and I mostly liked it. We would make this thing work!
"So, have you replaced the chef yet?" Joy asked.
"No," I grumbled. "The cook remains employed." I refused to grant that bozo the title Chef, even though he certainly used it himself. "I'll find someone soon, though--before we both get fat. I promise."
"I figured you hadn't. There has been no explosion from the kitchen yet," Joy smirked. "Have fun firing your first employee."
The guy was an inflexible dick, but I still did not relish the prospect of actually letting him go.
"Well, while you dick around on your responsibilities, I have added a new upgrade to our luxury amenities," Joy went on loftily.
"We have luxury amenities?" I asked dubiously.
"We do now. All we have to do is think of some more, and we can start advertising ourselves as a luxury hotel!
"So we are getting better shampoo in the rooms?"
"I have contracted with two massage therapists to work here at the hotel."
"We do not have a spa."
"Piffle," Joy said airily. She watches too many period-piece dramas. "We are offering private, in-room massage therapy. And for a special, obscenely high price, we are even offering twilight massages right out on the beach!"
"In-room massage, huh?" I smirked, waggling my eyebrows.
"Check your diseased mind at the door, Lil' Bro," Joy snorted. "I checked these two out. They are legit as it comes."
I nodded to myself. This was one of Joy's better ideas.
Then I heard a high shriek from somewhere outside the bar.
"Wow, that sounded almost like a kid," I said.
"Nah," Joy replied. "There is not a single family checked into the hotel right now. In fact, there is not a single reservation for a party with kids on our books going forward. I noticed that last night. I checked Travelocity, and we have a bad rating for families. Apparently, we suck for kids."
I thought about that for a few seconds. "That's great!" I decided earnestly.
"Families spend money, too, you know. We need..."
"Hear me out," I said excitedly. "We have neither money nor ideas for making our joint better for kids, right?" I had not tried to think of any such ideas either, but that was immaterial. "I say we go ahead and just rebrand ourselves as an adults-only resort. No guests or visitors to the property who are under 21!"
"Oh, this'll be good," Joy said, leaning in to hear my latest rant.
"No, this idea really is a good one," I said, throwing my previous great ideas under the bus. "Look, kids are great and all, but people who don't have them generally would rather not have to deal with them when they are on vacation, right? Since none of our guests and potential guests have kids anyway, what better, and cheaper, luxury amenity to offer than not having to deal with anyone else's?"
Joy glared at me like I was an idiot. Then she sighed. "Fuck it. That is really a very good idea. Who knew you had a brain?"



"Who knew you could recognize a good idea when it bit you on the ass?" I smiled back in triumph.
Joy grabbed her phone. "Gail? Have you gone home yet? No? Cool. We are now an adults-only, 21 and up 'luxury resort', okay? Make sure the other desk clerk knows. Can you get to work on updating our website and Expedia listings to reflect that? No, not necessarily tonight, but it would be just our luck to have nine families make reservations before we input the changes." She paused for a moment to listen. "You are a peach, girl!"
I shook my head, thinking of Gail. "You, I get. You've always been a show-off, but how did you get that responsible girl... that responsible stone-cold fox, to wear that same crazy suit you do?"
"This is perfectly businesslike," Joy huffed, waving her hands at her outfit that was professional only for the oldest of professions. "I'll admit, I am almost certain that two guys may have checked out and then checked back in on the same day, just to spend time hitting on me at the front desk, but that sort of thing just encouraged Gail about wearing the suit."
"She's on the prowl, huh?" I asked, suddenly interested beyond the opportunity to give my sister a hard time. "She likes the power-slut executive look?"
"The only slut at this table is you," Joy said dismissively. "But she is on the prowl, though--For every extra guest we can make happen. I have offered her a bonus based on increased occupancy."
"We can afford that?"
"Easier than we could afford to give her the outright raise she deserves. Look, for right now, almost every dime from any extra room occupancy night goes right to our bank account. Giving a tiny fraction of that to Gail makes her feel great, and makes us a ton of money."
Sneaky bitch.
"So! You are the money-grubbing power-slut you dress like!" I said. "Actually, I like the bonus idea. But we should set up the same incentive for everyone."
"Everyone? You are giving away a whole bunch of your budget for renovations!"
I shrugged. "Not maybe as much for others as we give Gail. But yeah." I leaned in and admitted slyly, "I really think it is a good business idea, but I also am just hoping that our waitresses will adopt Gail's clothing aesthetic!" Joy laughed as if she knew where I had been going. She probably had.
It also occurred to me that if Isabel, our Head Housekeeper, wanted to start leaving a few buttons unbuttoned, or even upgrade her staff's uniforms entirely, I would be a lot more diligent about being around my suite when she came to clean it.
I expected another glare from Joy over my perfectly sensible, likely profitable, incredibly intelligent idea. Instead, she shrugged. "Might work. I hope it does."
"Oh! You do, do you?"
"Yeah," she smirked. "If Kurt and Randy and a few other guys want to start dressing like you, in shorts and with their shirts open, I am not going to complain!"




♠️BLAKE
After drinks with Joy, I changed into my new swim trunks that looked just like my work shorts. Staff seeing me look like I was still in charge when I went to and from the pool was always a good idea.
When I got to the pool, the thatched hut was dark and empty, since we don't serve dinner. But I was distressed to see how few folks were out around our gorgeous, expertly-lit-for-nighttime-enjoyment pool. We needed these new initiatives to boost our ratings, but also to get people to extend their stays. The water in the pool felt fine when I dragged my bare foot along the surface, but I was feeling a little sore, so I decided to head for the hot tub. Also, the only really good-looking guests out around the pool this evening were with guys already.
A soak would do me good. The hot tub was almost never occupied, in my experience, though I was told it would be popular between Christmas and Spring Break, when the temperature dipped into the frigid 60s at night. It was also mostly out of sight from the rest of the pool area because the landscaping around it had grown up so much in recent years.
I was not sure whether to trim back the shrubs or not. On the one hand, a lot of guests never even discovered that we had a hot tub. But on the other, it made for a nice, private feel, and I was trying to enhance the atmosphere back here in the courtyard, rather than dial it back.
'Secluded Luxury Hydro-Spa Retreat' sounded good for our new resort-sounding website.
I rounded the short path behind the shrubs and was surprised to find the hot tub half full.
Well... rats.
Actually... Well, hell yeah!
The four guests in the hot tub were the four lovelies who had checked in earlier when I was at the front desk! A quick audible to my plan was in order.
"Oh, look! It's Mr. Painter!" the one with the pretty face said slyly. Now that I saw her in the bikini she was soaking in, she had a pretty body too.
They all did.
"I was just dropping my stuff off," I said smoothly, "before I went to get myself a drink." I knelt down at the edge of the water where I could see them all. "Can I offer you four something? On me?"
"Such a gentleman!" said the pretty one, still making fun of me.
"Shut up, Cris. I'm thirsty," the blonde one with the biggest tits snorted, elbowing her. "I'll have a glass of Chardonnay."
In minutes, I returned, carrying a tray with my bourbon, two chardonnays, and two Aperol Spritzes, all in plastic drinkware, of course. I had learned that lesson on day one. The hard way.
"Pretty enlightened management here," Cris said, after thanking me for her Spritz. "Letting their painter hang out in the hot tub and even comp drinks for guests!" The other three actually shrugged in agreement at that.
"The new ownership is truly progressive," I said simply. This schtick was getting fun.
We toasted and sipped our drinks, and I let the warmth of both water and whiskey relax me.
To my surprise, two of the girls, the youngest and the oldest, just slugged theirs down. "Cris, Dana, I know you two want to be boring and just hang out our first night, but Tanya and I are getting dolled up to go hit that disco at the hotel next door," the oldest announced, getting up.
I pondered what a shame it was that this woman was leaving, as the warm waters sluiced off her very nice body. Then the shame was compounded as the apparently named Tanya stood up next to her. The remaining two sat back in the water and just waved goodbye.
I may have watched the retreating, barely clad asses a bit more than was good for me, because when I turned my attention back to the women who were still in the tub with me, I was getting amused stares.
"What?" I said casually, sipping my bourbon. "I wanted to make sure they didn't slip and fall. I'd hate to get sued."
The two of them might be giving me a hard time, but they certainly seemed happy enough for me to be there, so I relaxed and we made conversation as the last light of the day died. We were now lit almost exclusively by the glow of the lights under the water.
The two of them sat next to each other, but not all the way opposite from me in the tub. Cris did slightly more to keep me in the conversation, but Dana was certainly welcoming... in a non-promising way.
So all things considered, I wasn't going anywhere. Maybe Dana was more adventurous than she appeared. Maybe Cris would ditch her later. Cris wasn't quite flirting with me, but she definitely teased me now and then. In my experience, the latter was often more promising than the former.
I genuinely missed it when Dana first draped her arm around Cris, and Cris almost snuggled in against her. It was just so natural for them, it didn't register.
I damned sure did notice when Cris tilted her head and kissed Dana lightly right on the lips. I froze. The two shot looks out of the corner of their eyes at me and giggled as they kissed again.
But Dana slid her arm off Cris. "Sorry to embarrass you, PainterMan," she said with a smile.
I shook my head. So adventure was off the table with these two, but entertainment most certainly was still on. "It never ceases to amaze me when I run into a woman who thinks that there are guys who do not like watching girls make out," I drawled. Then I immediately resumed our prior conversational thread.
They both laughed and replied in kind.
But it did not take 30 seconds before Cris reached over to Dana and tugged at the string supporting the left cup of her bra and its considerable cargo.
Dana yelped and smacked her hand away. "We are in public!"
"Aw," Cris pouted. "Are we really? This is a pretty secluded hot tub. I'll bet the hotel rules allow topless bathing back in here, right, PainterMan?"
"They allow it now," I waved my hand as if making it so. "I'm the owner, remember?"
Cris laughed and turned back toward Dana. But before she could even grab the string of her friend's top, Dana had stabbed her hand behind Cris's neck and tugged open the bow holding up Cris's bikini! Cris yelped and squeezed her arms together to try to keep her top in place, and yanked at Dana's.
The two of them were both quietly giggling and fighting to get the other's tits out. This was better than watching them kiss!
In less than 30 seconds, the inevitable came to pass, and they sat facing each other, each holding the other's vacant bikini top. As one, they tossed the sodden, utterly unnecessary garments on the ground beside the tub and turned to resume our conversation yet again.
Neither made any move to slump down into the water to ruin my or each other's view.
"I get the feeling that you two are dating," I observed drily.
"We used to," Dana shrugged. "I'm married to the bitch now!"
Okay then.
"Congratulations," I murmured.
"I'll show you bitch, you bitch," Cris said affectionately, and slid into Dana's lap. They were seriously making out now, with tongue-filled kisses and lots of hands on each other's tits. They didn't do anything to impede my view, so I didn't leave. But I made myself be ready to.
How Dana accomplished it, I don't know, but Cris's untied bikini bottom was suddenly floating beside them in the water. Dana delicately plucked it from the surface and tossed it out of the tub. I must have been too focused on all the mashed and squirming tits to notice the pantsing. And then Dana's somehow floated up too.
I would not have expected to find myself feeling wistful while in this tub with two who looked like this naked.
They kept kissing and whispering to each other. I could not hear over the bubbling water.
Then Cris slid off her wife's lap and helped Dana sit up on the edge of the tub.
Then she promptly buried her face between Dana's thighs! Dana gasped and arched her back away from the tub. Those big, beautiful tits thrust up, the pink nipples at least a half-inch proud.
I managed to spare enough attention from those mounds to appreciate how tight Cris's ass was.
But I was most definitely the third wheel here. "I think I'll be going now," I said, getting up and turning away to try to hide the enormous bulge in my trunks.
"I, for one, would not mind if you stayed," hissed Dana, around whatever Cris was doing to her pussy at the moment. "And I think that Cris would only mind if you left."
"Excuse me?" I asked, shocked. It takes a lot to shock me.
"She means," Cris said, without removing her face from Dana's crotch, "that I'm hoping I can get some dick from you here." She actually waggled that splendid ass at me!
What? I'm supposed to just splash over there and ram my cock into a stranger's pussy with no preamble?
I mean, said cock was quite eager to embark on the mission. But... I had rules, and not the kind I could just make up as the owner of the place. I hesitated.
Cris noted the absence of an approaching dick delivery and looked up this time. "You are going to be a gentleman and make me work for my fucking, aren't you?"
I had no response for that either, other than a helplessly bemused smile.
Cris looked up at Dana, who grumbled, "Oh, all right. I'll help a little."
Suddenly, they were splashing through the tub to either side of me, pulling me back into the water and settling in.
"You?" I asked Dana.
"I'll confess that I am much more exclusively into girls than my wife," Dana said, leaning in and kissing my earlobe. "But I'm willing to help her get some occasional dick if she needs the help."
I felt Cris's tongue in my other ear, and her hand resting on the bulge in my trunks under the water. "So, am I going to have to work all that much to get you to stick this thing in me?"
I wanted to just laugh, stand up, and start fucking her. I certainly had more than permission. In fact, it would be damn near a customer service crime not to fuck my guest at this point, right?
But it occurred to me that a little, clearly insincere, reluctance could make this all rather epic. "I just..." I said hesitantly. Then I reached up and softly grabbed one of Cris's delicious handful-sized breasts.
They stopped kissing me for a moment to look at each other, then resumed kissing me, though never anywhere near the mouth. They kissed each other on the mouth a good bit, though!
Cris let go of the front of my trunks long enough to lift my free hand and squeeze it against one of Dana's boobs, which overflowed my grasp.
I had not thought to impose, but now my fingers were there... Cris's hand shot back to massaging my bulge as she whispered in my ear loudly, "She likes it when you pinch her nipples."
Tentatively, I gave a gentle tug on that incredibly long nipple. Dana did not react, so I tugged a little harder and even pinched gently. Dana hissed quietly, but said hoarsely, "Harder!"
I pinched much harder and was rewarded with a happy yelp. "Oh yeah, that'll work. Keep it up," Dana grunted. "But don't do that to Cris. She's a wimp about her titties."
It is surprisingly difficult to coordinate teasing gently at the nipple in one hand, while simultaneously pretending your fingers are spring-loaded clamps on the other, but I soldiered through.
"Still need convincing to fuck me?" Cris asked.
Had she just told me to fuck her, I'd have complied instantly at this point, but she seemed to want to continue with the convincing. When I said nothing, she grabbed the waist of my trunks and pulled them free of my cock and down. I lifted up, just to let them slide free from where I sat, but both of them kept me moving upward, and suddenly I was sitting on the edge of the tub, my manhood waving around.
It was wondering in bewilderment why it had not been inserted somewhere by now. It had been promised!
Cris leaned over and eagerly sucked me into her lips. Dana just made sure my hand remained in place on her surprisingly firm for its size boob and licked my ear.
Cris's tongue lashed against my cock, but it had to give way as she pushed her head down to take more of me. Then she started bobbing up and down, and it was my turn to groan, also quietly.
We were all, by silent mutual assent, trying to keep things quiet. The jets covered a lot of activity, but giving thanks to whatever deity had swung this little situation for me, thanks that I desperately wanted to loudly utter right then, might draw some awkward attention.
Cris made herself gag twice, the second time badly, and pulled off of me to gasp and choke.
"You okay there, bae?" Dana asked, not sounding overly concerned.
"Oh yeah," Cris coughed slightly, massaging her jaw. "Just give me a minute to recover from that, ack, fuck up, would you?"
Dana rolled her eyes at me, "Women, the things we do for them," she said to me conspiratorially.
Then Dana bent down and licked my length, followed by sucking me into her mouth instead.
"Really?" I could not help but ask in surprise.
"She said I'm mostly the one who likes a little dick now and then," Cris chuckled, still coughing.
Dana popped up off me, making sure to keep stroking my cock as she spoke. "Look, dicks are not involved in my top five favorite things to do in bed. But if sucking one as nice as this is what it takes for my loving wife to get what she deserves, I suppose I'm happy to find a way to enjoy the experience." And she bent back and exhibited every sign of enjoying blowing my cock and my mind.
I reached down under her and regained my grasp on her breast, molding it to my hand hungrily. My other hand was leaving Cris's tits alone while she recovered, and was merely squeezing her ass happily.
"Ahhh," Dana gasped. "You like my titties, don't you?" she asked me, then sucked me back gently into her mouth. She was good at this, for a lesbian. (Full disclosure: I had no prior experience with getting head from lesbians. It is reportedly a rare occurrence.) But I could also tell she did not love giving head nearly as much as Cris had seemed to.
"Yeah? Well, he is neglecting my titties," Cris grumped, mostly finished coughing, but eagerly watching her wife shove my cock in her mouth.
I swiftly leaned over and kissed one of her gentle nipples.
"Better..."
"Better?" Dana exclaimed. "I have a better idea than this to make him desperate to fuck you, bae!"
Better than a sequential blowjob?
Dana got her face right in mine. "You like my titties don't you?" I nodded wordlessly. "You like my wife's titties too, don't you?"
"You both have amazing bodies in all ways," I gasped.
"Yes, but we are talking about titties. Let's see if you can refuse to fuck my wife after this!" Dana said and slid down into the water, pressing forward to shove her tits around my cock!
Just when I thought sex with lesbians could not get any better, Dana reached out and pulled Cris in against her, trapping my cock between four breasts!
"Do you finally promise to fuck my wife?" Dana cooed at me. I almost didn't hear her over the quivering of my cock.
"Oh fuck, yes!" I gasped.
"Good, then fuck our tits for a minute first," Dana said, and kissed Cris.
Because I like to oblige guests, I shoved my hips upward and slid through the mass of warm, wet, mammalian flesh. It felt so good, I figured I'd do it again. And again.
I fucked up between their tits over and over.
"You have the most interesting ideas," Cris told her wife.
Dana shrugged, which did not suck in how it dragged her big tits a little extra hard over my thrusting cock. "To be honest, sucking cock is kinda boring, Cris. Sorry, Blake," she added.
I forgave her in the form of fucking her tits even harder.
"But this is kinda fucking fun," Dana chuckled.
It was fun. Too much fun.
"I think it's fun too," I gasped. "But please tell me you are ready for that fucking you requested, Cris! Because I have to stop this pretty soon!"
"Ready?" Cris said excitedly, popping off my cock. Dana considerately pushed my shaft deeper between her own tits as Cris spoke. "I'm so goddamned wet you won't believe it, Blake!" She turned and leaned over the edge of the tub, that ass of hers wiggling in even more insistent invitation than before.
Dana just sat back, letting my cock free of her boobs. It was a testament to the shapeliness of Cris's ass that I let go of those big tits without a trace of reluctance. I stood, moved behind Cris, and grabbed my cock. I lifted one knee onto the bench, which put my hips at just the right level, and I rubbed my helmet up and down Cris's slit. It was indeed very wet, and not from the water.
We groaned as loudly as we dared, in unison, as I pushed into her. Driving into her silken depths was fabulous, and I squeezed that ass with both hands as I began to thrust.
Suddenly, Dana was holding me gently from the side, her boobs squishing against my arm. "You know I told you she likes her tits played with gently? She's going to want you to fuck her hard, however. Fuck my wife hard, Blake," she cooed.



"Fuck yeah! Hard!" Cris gasped. "If I'm gonna get some cock, I want it hard."
I increased my pace, but only some. For now.
"And she still has an implant from before we met," Dana said, sucking on my earlobe. "It has a few years left of effectiveness. I want her to feel you fill her up."
Okay, that did it. I could not hold back and just hammered into Cris, egged on by the gentle pressure on my ass of Dana's hand. The water splashed loudly, but that noise went with everything else around the tub. Cris quietly moaned a stuttering series of, "Ye-ee-esss-es,"
Please God, don't take too long to cum, I implored silently. "Rub her clit," I begged Dana.
"With pleasure," she cooed, and leaned under Cris to circle her clit, her knuckles dragging amazingly against my pistoning cock.
Cris's Yes-es turned to happy No-oh-ohs as Dana and I worked her. She was nearing the edge.
But they had edged me six ways to Sunday by this point. I wanted to hold back. I really did. But suddenly, I was giving Dana what she had requested, and in spades, as I fucking poured jizz deep into Cris.
Dana gasped as my ejaculating cock throbbed against her finger, and she literally felt me fill her wife up.
Fortunately, that set Cris's hot little body off, and I felt her come as well. She twisted her head desperately, shoved her mouth against Dana's arm, and screamed into the bicep. I pumped harder a few last times, then stopped with a gasp, unable to go on.
Cris just lay there, half hanging out of the tub as I stumbled backward, sobbing with delight.
Dana pulled herself against me briefly and said, "Thank you." Then she turned from me and went and hugged Cris. "That was fucking hot, you know," she told her softly.
"A nice vacation diversion," Cris giggled.
I flopped down into the water. "Not a common way to spend your time?" I asked in merry weariness.
"No!" Cris laughed, finally sitting back up and facing me and Dana. "Though not our first time either, but a unicorn like you is rare. I honestly don't get hard up for dick that often, but today was, I don't know, extra super hot."
"I mostly get off from watching her," Dana added, thinking. "But I was pretty damned turned on by you today. Maybe I have a hetero day in my cycle."
"Give me an hour and I'll help you with that," I suggested, fully joking and half hoping.
"Ha!" Dana laughed, along with Cris. "I don't really mind dick, but I don't need it there!"
I shrugged and grinned a silly grin.
"So are your friends another couple? Bridesmaids? What?" I asked curiously.
"Coworkers," Cris shook her head. "They are both straight. We'll suggest they look you up!"
Dane elbowed her, but not that discouragingly. "Yeah, the restaurant where we all work is shut down for at least the week because our stupid management refused to fix the drains, and now the health department stepped in. The four of us decided to take a vacation and have some fun since we can't make any money. This hotel had availability on short notice."
"Restaurant?" I asked, a thought tickling me out of reach.
"Yeah," Cris said. "Poopsie here is the chef. I'm the head bartender. Our friends are servers."
"Chef, you say?" I leaned forward. "We need a chef here. And our bar is too small, but I've been wondering about how to expand it. I could use someone who knows the biz to run it and advise me."
"Wait," Cris said flatly. "You really do own this fucking place?" she asked incredulously.
"Bullshit," Dana added. But she was leaning forward.
"Truth," I laughed, holding up my hands. "My sister and I literally just inherited it from an uncle we never knew."
They looked at each other.
"Look, I will admit that the place is a mess, but you can tell it has great potential," I said earnestly. "I really do need to replace the chef, and while we'd need to go through the formalities, I'd at least like to investigate hiring you. Dana, I'm pretty sure that at a minimum, you will not yell at me when I suggest that people want more than merely pancakes or French Toast for breakfast!"
The look that the two girls shared told me all about their affection level for their current employer, or lack thereof.
"Look," I said, putting on my most serious face. "How about this: Enjoy your vacation. Talk about what you would and wouldn't want. I will leave you alone to enjoy yourselves while you are here. Please just let me know if you need anything while you are here. Consider yourself as being recruited. If you decide that you are actually interested, and assuming you think you can keep your hands at least most of the time off my inexplicably attractive to lesbians body, both of you come meet me and my sister your last morning here. We'll be in our café under the thatched hut around 10am. We should be finishing our daily breakfast meeting about then. We can all talk."




It was still exhausting, but It was much easier to reach the mortals, and those around them, when they were close to Its prison. It would not waste energy trying to alter things outside Its demesne again.




Thanks again for reading. Votes, favorites, follows, and especially comments let me know you have read this, and that makes me happy! Don't get spoiled, guys. After this, few chapter will center on the Group Sex method of employee recruiting! There are other ways to give HR-types the hives.
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Tiki Totem Hotel 3




It had discovered that It was weak. The isolation and the darkness of Its prison made It so. It had to get out. It had Its purpose to fulfill.




♠️BLAKE
I forced myself to keep thoughts about Dana's decision out of my head. Work is a great solution to such worries, and I crushed my way through a whole bunch of non-critical but really needed guest bathroom repairs over the week.
And I picked up my exercise regimen again. I like to run, even if my knee is less enthusiastic. A few miles each night, once it got a little cooler, gave me a good excuse to explore all the back streets on the side of the island away from the beach, where all the real people, including many of Joy's and my employees, lived.
I was restless the evening before I hoped to get an answer to my pitch from Dana and Cris, so I extended my range on my run to a whole new neighborhood farther north. I was keeping up a pretty good pace when I heard some definitely rocking tunes coming from a block away from my intended route. At first, I thought someone was cranking a band I had never heard of on their outdoor speakers, but then the music stopped awkwardly for a minute, then repeated the prior passage, sounding slightly but noticeably different.
The music was live! It sounded like it was just a rehearsal, but it sounded great regardless. I altered my path out of curiosity.
I came around the corner and saw an open garage, lights bright inside against the gathering dusk. Four women, probably a few years older than me at most, were absolutely crushing a song I'd never heard before.
All four were good-looking and in good shape, but the singer, a tall blonde with short crinkly hair, also had a great voice. She had lots of great things...
It is not often that you just jog around and run into a band that sounds this damn good, just jamming. I stopped at the foot of their driveway, and when the first of them noticed me standing there, listening, they halted their music.
"Hey!" I said with a wave.
"Hey, to you too," the singer said. A ratty old Metallica concert shirt stretched over ample tits. She, and the drummer, too, had cut some interestingly strategic slashes in her shirt. None of these women hid that they were hot. In the slightest. "The noise ordinance says we can practice until 8:30, so don't try to hassle us," the drummer put in tartly.
I shrugged. "I just heard you guys and came over to hear you play," I said.
"Yeah? Thanks, I guess," the brunette bass player said. I was not a huge fan of the way she had the left side of her head shaved, but she had cool hair otherwise.
"Where can I go and hear you play for real?" I asked eagerly, ambling up their short driveway.
They looked sourly at each other. "You need a calendar more than a map," the guitarist said. "If you want to hear us together as a band."
"Donna there," the singer said, indicating the guitarist, "Gets some good regular gigs."
"Acoustic," Donna snorted slightly contemptuously. "At coffee shops. But all of us together being able to play as a band? We get a gig or so a month, maybe a fill-in spot at the Mercury a couple of times a year. We just haven't broken through," she went on frustratedly. She waved at the smoking hot lead singer. "Even with her voice, Emma's only paying solo gig is as a cantor at her church!" she added.
"That's insane," I said. It was. These girls, literally, rocked. "If I only had a venue, I'd contract you as my house band."
"Gee, thanks," Emma snarked. "Come back by and let us know the next time you 'pick up a venue'."
I did not have a venue. If I set these four up in our little bar, with the drums and everything, there would be no room for guests.
I listened while they hashed out another song. It was a cover, but they owned it with some flourishes of their own. Then I waved goodbye and resumed my run, head frustratingly full of absolutely no ideas on how I could manage to hire that band...
The next morning, I met with Joy for late breakfast, as usual. The food was good, but fattening like always. She reviewed a litany of problems with me, also as usual.
"Well, hang in there, Sis. I may have some good news," I said, not letting my serviceable French Toast go to waste.
"Oh?"
"Yeah, I think I might have found us a new chef, finally."
"New chef?New chef?!?!" came an angry, incredulous voice right behind me. "Fuck you, Mr. Big-shot! You already have a chef!"
Joy winced because this was awkward. I winced because I was an idiot, and today of all days, I had not looked around for our chef before talking about him. I also winced because the guy was about to slap me.
"Don't you take a swing at me," I said warningly.
"Fuck you! I do everything for you. I work the whole day..."
"You get off at two and leave the kitchen cleaning to your staff."
"I do everything you ask."
"You refuse to do anything I ask."
"I am this restaurant. Fuck you."
"What you are is an embarrassment right now," I said, wishing he would not make a scene in front of the few lingering diners in our outdoor café.
"What I am, is quitting! Good luck keeping things together without me," our incredibly unselfaware chef, I mean cook, yelled before hurling his apron at me and stalking away.
"You will do anything to avoid having to actually fire someone, won't you?" Joy asked drily.
"Thank you for the bright side," I sighed. "Now I really hope my candidate wants the job."
"You only hope they do? We have exactly zero chefs at the moment, Blake!" Sis said warningly.
"Well, that was interesting," Dana said a moment later, approaching the table, accompanied by Cris. She, along with half the guests around the pool, must have heard the ruckus.
I grimaced. "Dana, this is my sister and co-owner, Joy. Joy, this is Dana and her wife, Cris. Please tell them that you and I do, in fact, own the hotel together."
"Didn't believe him? Sensible. I like that," Joy grinned. She looked our guests up and down. "Was my wonderful but excessively eager little brother using his position to make inappropriate suggestions?" The look she shot me was less friendly.
"No, he was not trying to get me into his bedroom, just his kitchen," Dana said with an easy smile. "Seems like your hunt for a new chef is perhaps more urgent this morning?" Dana said to me and eased into a seat with us at my invitation. Cris hesitated slightly before following suit.
"Did you two decide you are interested?" I asked hopefully.
"Provisionally," Dana said. She had a gratifyingly businesslike manner about her this morning. "And we have had breakfast here all week. You needed me before he quit. It's like eating at a Howard Johnson's here."
"Ouch," said Joy.
Dana just shrugged.
"I guess that I can assume that you are qualified to become a chef?" my sister half asked, half observed curiously. "My brother is an unrepentant horn-dog (fair warning there), but he also is pretty responsible about this stuff."
"I already am a chef," Dana corrected her, ignoring the information about me that she already knew. "I peeked in your kitchen yesterday. It is old, but in good condition, and I could work in it. And I would have fun making this place into somewhere locals will want to come eat, too."
"The problem is, I'm less interested," Cris said, piping up reluctantly, but with resolve.
Joy looked uncertain. "Um, we really only need the one chef."
"Cris is a bartender," I said. "They're married and would have to move if Dana comes to work here. I'd like to hire her as well, to sweeten the pot."
Joy looked pained. "But we don't really need another bartender."
"Duh," Cris said. "Your bar sucks. It is broken down looking, and way too small to have any kind of serious program. Even if your current bartender, who is a sweet, competent worker you need to hang onto, by the way, were to quit. I wouldn't want the job."
"Our bar does suck," Joy agreed amicably. She and I had been raised to believe that the truth might hurt, but it isn't insulting. "Maybe we could help you find a job around town?" my sister considered.
"No!" I brightened. "I have a plan!" I said, raising a finger triumphantly in the air. I did have a plan. I had not had a plan a few seconds before, but I had one now.
"Uh, oh. You will learn to look out for his plans," Joy rolled her eyes.
I liked the jibe. It implied she was open to these two sticking around.
"Listen," I said intensely. "You are all of you right. Our bar sucks. It is too small, cannot be enlarged, and will never do better than break even like this. I say we get rid of it entirely."
"It is valuable square footage in the center of the hotel," Joy said, giving me rope. "But..."
"We make that space into a boutique to sell resort wear, or we put in a business center or some shit."
"I'm not sure what I get out of this," Cris said.
"This will be our new bar," I said, warming to my vision. "This... tiki hut. Our café! We will put in a big bar along the far side over there. It'll open as soon as lunch service is over. Maybe after breakfast. Yeah, that'd be better. We'll mostly do pool drinks for guests during the day and high-end cocktails in the evenings. And... and make it a whole nightclub thing on weekends for our luxury resort here. If you crush the cocktails, Cris, we will draw in locals, too! Just like Dana's food will." I gasped suddenly. "We'll... we'll have live music!" I exclaimed, suddenly amazed at my multi-layer brilliance. Fuck yeah, we'd have awesome goddamn live music... This was not just a brilliant idea, it was an Amazing Vision!
I even impress myself sometimes.
"Luxury resort?" Dana said, good-naturedly but skeptically, looking around at our little hotel.
Joy snorted. "I believe that Blake hopes you two will be part of our transformation."
Was Sis buying into my plan?
"We are not overburdened with budget," Joy warned quellingly.
Dana and Cris looked at each other.
"Like I said, your kitchen is fully equipped. You just need a better menu," Dana said flatly.
"We could reuse what equipment is in your bar now, and it should not cost that much to make a truly bitching setup out here," Cris said, suddenly coming out of her shell. "Working in a genuine sea breeze every night? Sounds awesome."
"This is a major change to decide on over my last strip of bacon," Joy growled at me.
"So it'll be more work," I shrugged, feeling downright megalomaniacal now. "Most of that will be on me, not you. I'm just giving you new tools for marketing."
"You just want an excuse to dance with every hot guest we have," Joy accused.
"Like you won't be in here, too, Sis," I snarked. "You love to dance."
"I'll dance with you," Dana laughed. She was talking to Joy, not me.
"Look, Dana and Cris will do the heavy lifting. It won't be that hard," I said. "They are the real deal. I checked them out."
My sister heroically refrained from nailing me for either of those double-entendres because she was being polite to Dana and Cris and, more importantly, because she was being serious about this. "And you found...?" she prompted me to elaborate.
"You checked us out?" Cris asked, a little surprised.
"Of course," I said. "Cris here is a two-time Favorite Bartender of the year in their local entertainment magazine. And Dana's food has their restaurant at 4.5 stars on Yelp."
"Impressive. But why do you two want to leave such a good gig?" Joy asked.
"Have you seen the beach down that path?" Dana asked, deadpan.
"Well, what the fuck. We've made every other decision on the spur of the moment," Joy shrugged. "Let's open a nightclub!"




Things were changing. It did not know what, here in the dark, but It could feel the shifts. Its owners were making changes. Changes It desperately hoped could be of use. Feebly, blindly, It pushed out Its remaining power.




♠️BLAKE
Things moved fast. Cris had a design ready for Kurt and me to build out within days. Like me, Kurt had some carpentry background, and the bar took shape fast. I offered Kurt future drinks on the house in lieu of overtime, and we both worked hard to make it all happen. Joy whined about the cost of all the new, high-end booze Cris needed. We would be opening the bar in a week or so, and hoped to have our first Nightclub Night the next weekend. Felicity, our existing bartender, did not resent having Cris brought in above her. Instead, she kind of worshipped her new boss, soaking up knowledge like a sponge.
Even better, our staff did indeed buy into the occupancy bonus incentive. Everybody started working just a little bit harder. I saw our staff stopping guests and asking how to make their stay better. When guests checked out, people went out of their way to invite them back.
And yeah, all of a sudden, most of the waitresses were wearing bikini tops and tighter shorts or skirts. Even other staff got into the act. For instance, Evan, our one and only bellman and valet at the moment, adopted a new uniform of dress slacks and matching shoes in the hotel's blue... and no shirt at all.
Lifting luggage gets a guy in reasonable shape... Or so the sidelong glances he got from most female guests while checking in or out told me.
And then, disaster struck. Or rather, the Mercury Motel did.




❤️JOY
"What do you mean, she quit?" I shrieked, dumbfounded.
Gail just shrugged in frustration. "I mean, she called and said she doesn't work here anymore, Boss," she said grimly.
"But..."
"Joy, she sounded ashamed on the phone, but it was just too good an opportunity for her to let pass. And she had to start immediately, she said, or the Mercury would look elsewhere."
"The fucking Mercury?!" I spat. "Those absolute fuckers! They did this just to fuck with us." I fucking fumed. This was fucking bad. They had fucked with us good. "I'll kill that fucking Yates," I growled. The fucker.
"Sure, Joy. Good idea," Gale patronized. "But first, maybe figure out how we are going to get everybody's room cleaned today?" Gail asked, ever practical. "And tomorrow, too? We can drown Yates in the ocean some other time, when we aren't busy."
"Oh, God," I moaned, holding my face in my hands. I thought fast. This was the worst day ever. It was Monday (of course), and this weekend we had just seen our first real uptick in occupancy, meaning more rooms to clean. Moreover, one of our remaining staff was visiting family in Guatemala this week. The other was here, working as scheduled, but she was never the most reliable or productive of our small, suddenly one-woman Housekeeping staff.
"Blaaaaake!" I growled into my phone.
"Sup?" he answered.
"Meet me in the Housekeeping laundry, as fast as you can."
In a few minutes, I was there myself, having made a quick change of clothes. I fussed with one of the carts, trying to figure out where everything was supposed to go, and bent over to see if it was all there.
"Well, hello there! Always glad to see a new..." Blake's voice came from behind me in that Smooth Operator voice of his. I stood up instantly. Ew.
"Oh, shit!" he yelped, recognizing me. "Sis! What the hell are you doing in a maid's outfit?" he asked in confusion. "And why one a size too small?"
"Isabel quit. Without notice."
"Isabel? No way," Blake said, sounding personally hurt.
"Yes, way."
"Why?"
"Because Yates, or maybe fucking Zelda, offered her a pot of money to go work for them with no notice!"
"Those fuckers!" Blake growled. "So you are going to do her job?" he added, a flash of humor in his eyes.
"We are going to try to do her job, Little Brother," I snapped. "Both of us together will equal one Isabel. I hope. Maybe. If we bust our humps." I pointed, "Grab a cart, and let's figure out which of us does which rooms. Gail is already working on finding us some new housekeeping staff. If we get these rooms clean, maybe you and I can help her with that job, too."
"Okay," Blake said quickly. My brother likes to be lazy, but I love him. He steps up when he's needed. "But I would look pretty bad in one of those dresses," he smirked.
"Wear your jumpsuit tomorrow."
"Wait. Tomorrow?" he yelped.
"You think we are going to replace Isabel in 24 hours?"




❤️JOY
I pushed the cart along the second-floor balcony of the north wing. I had assigned Blake the south wing, where his suite is. He could clean his own place while he was at it. Idiot thinks I don't know he's had Housekeeping still doing his room every day...
I was rapidly discovering that I was not a trained or talented maid. I had done four rooms now, and I was not being fast. Well, I was being fast, but my hospital corners looked more like an overrun M.A.S.H. unit...
I was moving to the next room when two dudes came out of a door further down and passed me. They were headed for the beach or the pool, I gathered, since they wore only board shorts and carried towels.
Damn, we had some good-looking guests. Especially lately. Don't know why.
Both of them gave me a good eyeing over.
"Hello, gentlemen," I said in my best guest relations voice. "Heading to the pool?"
"The beach, actually. Why? Want to meet us out there later?" the more impertinent-looking of the two said, his eyes on my chest a bit more than was smooth.
I could not completely blame him. The uniform dress I wore really was too small, and I could not button it all the way up.
"I doubt the beach is in my future today. I'm very busy," I said, letting a bit of my amusement show through. "I just wanted to make sure I could get into your room to make the bed."
"Oh, you can make my bed any time," Impertinent said with a laugh.
I gave him a smile that was just a tiny bit cruel.
"I don't know about that," I said drily. Then I turned to his buddy, who was better-looking anyway, in addition to being better behaved. "Is your bed available to be made?"
He just grinned handsomely, and the two of them slid past me, Impertinent just a bit cowed, and the other guy just a bit encouraged.
Look. I'm serious. I am not my brother. I do not flirt with the guests.
But it would be rude if they were going to flirt with me, not to flirt back, right? Especially when they are this cute.
But the exchange distracted me. And I am not an experienced hotel maid.
I keyed myself into the next room and entered with an armful of fresh sheets.
But I did not knock first...
The guest inside shocked me, and I yelped in surprise, apologies spilling from my mouth.
He started only for a second, but as soon as he saw me, my uniform, and my armful of sheets, he relaxed miraculously.
"No, I'm sorry," he said easily. "I should have had the Do Not Disturb sign on my door. You go on and do your thing. I'll be out of your hair in a bit," he said with a casual friendliness, and turned back to the mirror.
Being casual when I'd just walked into his room unannounced was impressive. It was more impressive since he was standing in the middle of his room, completely naked. His towel had been discarded on his bed, and he had been brushing his hair in the mirror beside the TV.
Damn! Gail usually comes and clues me in when a snack like this guy checks in, but she hadn't alerted me to this specimen! Girlfriend was letting me down! The guy looked like his home address was a Planet Fitness. His brown hair was short but stylish, and he started putting some mousse in it as I watched. This turned him away from me to look in the mirror, and I was gifted with a view of a parachute tattoo on his left shoulder blade and the tightest, roundest, most muscular butt I'd ever seen.



Ever.
Maybe.
Carlos Denninger, back in college, had had an extraordinarily grabbable ass, too. And I'd grabbed it several times...
And even though he was turned away now, I could still see this guy's cock in the mirror.
It was flaccid, of course. But damn, it was still impressive. He shaved himself bare down there and had probably touched up that job just a few minutes ago in the shower, because there was not a trace of stubble on the whole... edifice. And yes, bare definitely did make it look bigger. Not that it needed any help there. He was thick and several inches long when just hanging there.
Yes.
Yes, I took a very detailed look at that dick. Fuck you.
It was nice. It was, in fact, pretty. What would it look like if it got interested?
I flushed and moved to strip the bed quickly.
I should have backed out the moment I had barged in. I had not, damn my panic, and now I had to stay. And I had to make this bed.
And I had to stop looking at that ass...
I worked quickly as I could, and got the bed stripped while he finished his hair and checked his phone.
The least he could have done was put on some underwear!
But no, he was Mr. Checks His Phone With His Ass Hanging Out.
I wanted to be pissed about that.
I was not pissed about that.
I put on the fresh sheets and tucked them into place.
"Um, I know it is kind of dickish to tell someone how to do their job, but you've got the corners wrong," he said behind me.
"Excuse me?" I asked, my ire at his continued spectacular nudity creeping into my voice.
He heard it and flinched. It was the first thing he'd flinched at so far. "Yeah, uh, it's just faster and neater if you... here, let me show you," he said, suddenly almost nervous, and proceeded to demonstrate a much faster, much better-looking way to do the sheets.
"Wow," I said, impressed in spite of myself, and not just by that ass as he bent over to show me how to do it right. "Were you in housekeeping at some point?"
"Eight years in the Army," he laughed. "I actually did survival training once in the reserve just south of here. I remembered how good the beach was, and that's why I came here for a couple days of R&R."
"Well, thanks," I said.
"Here," he went on, and like an asshole, he yanked the beautifully made sheets free again. "You do it, so I know you got it."
Exactly like an asshole. But I bent to do the sheets just like he said. It was faster and easier, and looked better. He was an asshole who knew how to teach.
"There you go," he said. "See?" He sounded pleased with himself and with me. "I guess you just got started doing this. You'll get the hang of it soon."
I should have just said thank you, but... "I'm actually the owner of the hotel," I sighed. "My head housekeeper quit without notice this morning."
He laughed. Hard.
And speaking of hard, his dick was suddenly showing movement in that direction. Had he been watching me or my ass when I'd bent to take my turn remaking the bed?
I should have looked away. Or glared at him for laughing at my predicament. Or just gone to clean the bathroom. But no. I decided to kneel down momentarily in front of him to pick up the coverlet for the bed. I could have grabbed it without kneeling, but I knelt, giving him one helluva view down my ill-fitting dress, among other visuals. From the angle down there, I could definitely see that he was getting harder. And a bit longer.
"I shouldn't laugh," he said, calming down. "I admire you for getting your hands dirty."
He admired something. He was getting so hard, it was lifting upward now. Damn, it was appealing.
"Thanks," I said wearily as I stood, but I left my eyes looking down too long as I said it.
Suddenly, he realized that he was standing there with a full goddamned erection in front of me. Naked, he had had no problem with, but now he was suddenly, cutely, mortified.
"Oh no!" he gasped, trying with his hands to cover his rampant junk. "I... wow! Um..." He almost choked. "I'm so sorry," he gasped, looking around for his discarded towel, but I had dumped the dirty sheets on top of it already. "I was trying to brazen it out and not embarrass us both, but... oh shit... I didn't think I'd get..."
"Well, don't bother covering up now," I snarked, turning to fluff the pillows. "I've seen it already." That was mean. He was a fucking guest. I needed to be reassuring. "It's flattering, really," I uttered.
What?
That was not the best way to reassure him. Now I was the one blushing. I yelped, "Oops! No, it's not! I mean, Well, yeah it is. But... Oh shit."
"I'm so sorry," the guy said miserably, so freaked out about his own... situation that he seemed oblivious to my flaring embarrassment. But goddammit if he didn't forget to cover up again, and he was still getting harder. "If you hadn't just made that bed, I'd crawl into it and hide for the rest of the day," he moaned.
"Go ahead. We make them up to get mussed up again," I said reassuringly. "And you are fine. Enjoy your stay. I'll... I'll just get out of your way. Want me to come back later?"
"What I want is for you..." he said, then bit himself off, blushing harder. "Sorry, I just can't help myself," he apologized. The look he directed my way was... intoxicating.
Fuck this. It had been a long morning already, and I would be working late this and every day for a while. I frankly needed a break. I...
Yeah. Rationalizations are awesome sometimes.
"Want me to help you muss those sheets?" I asked, stepping toward him. Well, toward that dick.
Well, mostly toward that ass.
"Oh Lord, please," he said, and I saw his hands twitch, as if to reach for me.
There was absolutely nothing wrong with fucking a guest, right? I mean, if there was, I'd have had to get in a fight with Blake by now. I had not fought him. That was, in no small part, because I had been reserving the right to fuck some guests myself at a later time, I had to admit.
This was the sort of later time I'd been thinking of.
I stepped right into this guy's reluctantly outstretched arms.
I embraced him and immediately got my hands on his ass. Holy fuck, what a work of art. One of us kissed the other, I genuinely have no memory of which, but it morphed extremely rapidly to mutual inhalation.
He crushed me against him, but before our kiss even ended, he had let me go enough to put his hands on my dress's buttons and pop the rest open. I never wear a bra with my suit, so I had not had one available when I changed into this outfit, and thus my boobs came spilling out as he reached my waist. He looked down and whimpered.
A girl could get to like noises like that.
I had to let go of his ass to shrug the dress the rest of the way off, and I stood there in his arms, wearing nothing but my half-assed boy shorts.
Half-assed, as in they only covered the top half of my ass.
He did not waste any time before slipping them off my hips, too.
"I appreciate a man who gets right to the matter," I said, kissing him again and grabbing that ass once more. "Especially today, I still have 11 rooms to go, and I don't want to be late getting them done because we spent too much time on foreplay."
"Right down to business," he agreed, breathlessly. He clutched at one of my breasts and asked like a little boy, "Maybe a little foreplay?"
"Oh, please," I sighed as he bent to kiss and suck on my free nipple. "I can spare a few minutes on my schedule."
As he bent, his dick stopped pressing against my belly, and I found it remarkably easy to let go of that perfect ass so I could wrap my right hand around his throbbing cock. He was leaking a bit of pre-cum, which made stroking him a little smoother process.
I did not begrudge him dribbling a bit already. I was dribbling more than a bit myself, and I could feel at least one trail down my inner thigh.
I pulled away from his grasp, only to sit on the edge of the bed. "Well, we need to spare some time for this, at least," I said, pulling him toward me by his shaft, which I had not relinquished.
Sitting on the edge of the bed, it was comfortable to bend just a little and suck that big, eager, purple head between my lips. He grunted like I'd struck him. He rested one hand tentatively aside my face, while the other reached under me to grab a dangling boob.
I don't like gagging on cock, but I do like having it in my mouth. I started bobbing up and down on his, as deep as I dared. My tongue pressed up against him, and I sucked hungrily. It was pretty fun to tickle hairless balls.
The guy was moaning piteously in the best imaginable way as I worked, and it was not long before I realized I had better stop. I slowed and licked him as I let him slide from my lips. I stared up at him and his fingers, which had never left my cheek, trembled. "Please don't stop," he begged.
I shook my head and smiled serenely. "It will please you to know that I have additional uses for this."
"Please," he begged. "I'm good for at least twice. Every time. I promise! Just don't stop! You're so fucking good!"
Well, that was a new approach. But I guessed if I was going to trust him enough to fuck him, I ought to trust him enough on this as well. I bent and resumed my sucking, more actively than even before.
"Oh, shit, yessss," he moaned. "I'll tell you when I'm about to come. I swear."
I just waved that off without slowing. He was throbbing again already, and that filled me with the usual sense of power.
"Oh, god!" he gasped, and I felt the surge. His jizz splashed the roof of my mouth, and I stopped bobbing my head, instead stroking what there was of his cock that was not in my mouth. I rippled my tongue around the head, and he spurted a final time.
Letting a guy jizz in your mouth is kind of roulette, but I won the bet this time. He did not taste bad At. All.
I let him slide from my mouth, and he softened quickly but not completely. I jacked him gently. "Hey! You promised," I warned.
"It's just letting me have a moment to lick your pussy," he gasped.
"I really don't have the ti..." I started to say, but he was already on his knees and sitting on his ankles. With a grin, he leaned in between my legs, nestled his nose into my red bush, and licked my slit with a long, lascivious stroke.
Oh, wow.
He took a fuck-ton more than a moment on this... I was indeed wet as hell, and his tongue swiftly parted my outer labia and lavished my lips and clit with wet, powerful, yet tender licks.
It was pretty much too much, too fast, and I found myself pushing myself backward onto the bed to give myself space to reset. But he just followed me relentlessly up onto the now definitely mussed sheets, keeping his tongue in contact with my twat. The guy was into this!
The next thing I knew, my shoulders were hanging off the edge of the other side, and I gave up retreating. I just grabbed his freshly moussed hair. The sheets were not the only thing getting mussed here this morning! He swept a hand into the action, and I felt his fingers probe me below his chin while his tongue focused on my clit.
My turn to whimper.
And then it was my turn to gasp and groan as my hips bucked up. I briefly smothered him between my thighs. I bucked and bucked and moaned happily. Then I collapsed, my head drooping backward.
"Fuck," I gasped. "The was all right, ..." I cut myself off.
This guy had just eaten me out enthusiastically and expertly, and I did not know his name!
Oh, crap, I could not ask him now!
Suddenly, I was laughing and twisting to reach for my phone, on the floor just barely within my reach.
"What is so funny?" he asked.
"Shh!" I said, holding up a finger as I punched in a number. "Gail? Hey. Look, I need to know the name of the guest in Room 217. Look it up for me, will you?" I asked.
He slid over on the bed and buried his face in the comforter to hide his laughter.
"Stevens," Gail told me. She snorted. "First name: Sycamore. Sergeant First Class Sycamore Stevens, no less. Look out for him, he's a cutie!"
"Uh, thanks," I said and punched End Call. I dropped my phone back on the floor and hung my head.
He was laughing heartily now. "Couldn't bring yourself to ask me my name at this late point, could you?" he gasped merrily. "How do you like it?"
"Sycamore?" I rasped, in merry despair. "No one calls anyone Sycamore! No one has ever called anyone Sycamore! How am I supposed to shout your name in passion?"
"I'll just have to do my best to give you motivation," he grinned evilly.
"Do people really call you that?" I asked in amazement.
"Of course," he said, then hung his head. "Telemarketers and my father. You can call me Cam, like everybody else, Joy."
I hit Cam with a pillow.
"Wait! How do you know my name?"
"Well, if you remember, I was staring into your cleavage pretty hard. The name tag was on the perimeter."
"Sycamore?"
"Yes, Joy?"
"Fuck me."
He did. Twice. He was surprised when he had a third round in the chamber. I was amazed. And very, very pleased.
"I can't believe I managed that!" he shook his head as we cuddled in the final afterglow.
I could afford five more minutes before I got back to servicing rooms. "You certainly made me a believer," I said, exploring his chest with my fingers. It was a nice chest. I really should have appreciated it more, but I'd let myself get distracted by other body parts.
"No, I mean back right at the start when you came in. Managing to just stand there naked with a lady in the room. I was absolutely not raised that way. I wasn't raised to think that way, even. But today, I just rolled with it."
"It's the erotic ambiance of our little island retreat," I said airily.
"I'm not sure you're joking," he said, pushing me over to kiss me.
I was, but maybe I wasn't. It sure seemed like there was a lot of sexual undertones, and even actual sex, going on in our little slice of Paradise Under Construction.




It had never been a concern with the prior owners, but It was quickly growing frustrated with an essential limitation. Owners, it seemed, were immune to its central power.
Fortunately, those around them were not...




♠️BLAKE
Joy cruelly made sure to assign me the block of rooms that included my own suite. It would have been worse if she knew that I was still having Housekeeping do my suite every day.
I considered just skipping my own space, of course. I'm a fairly neat individual, so my room was hardly disgusting. But once you get used to having a freshly scrubbed toilet every day, you get used to having a freshly scrubbed toilet every day.
I knocked my suite out first, doing a half-assed job but scrubbing the toilet to perfection, then moved on to the rest of the rooms on the south wing of my floor. I was careful to knock and listen before going into each room. How embarrassing would that be, to walk in on a naked guest, right?
After three rooms, I was thinking furiously about how to hire a new Head Housekeeper, and do it yesterday. After seven rooms, I was fantasizing about intricate execution methods for Isabel. I felt guilty about those fantasies because she is such a nice person, but I didn't stop having them. How much money had Zelda thrown at the woman, just to screw us over?
I decided to think about executing Zelda instead. That seemed a lot more fair.
But I did get into a working rhythm as I went. I've been a manual laborer of one sort or another most of my working life. I'm good at it. I knew how long our staff usually spends on a room, and while I was nowhere close to that, I did get into some semblance of efficiency.
I was grumbling to myself about how this all was not included in my fantasies about being a hotel owner and vacuuming the floor of a room I was otherwise done with, when the door opened. I heard it, but between the noise of the vacuum and my various thoughts on burning at the stake vs firing squad, it didn't completely register with me that I was not alone until the guest spoke.
"Well, hello there," a rich alto voice said. "You look pretty casually dressed for cleaning crew."
I was willing to pitch in to clean rooms. I had to, of course. But I had outright refused to change into one of those damned jumpsuits for half the day! I had compromised by actually buttoning the Hawaiian shirt I wore.
"Our lead housekeeper quit this morning without notice," I shrugged, turning off the vacuum and turning to look at her. "Gotta pitch in," I said, and then, because I felt compelled to after laying eyes on the woman, I introduced myself. "I'm Blake."
The guest was middling height, with flowing blonde hair, and she wore her bikini well. And not just well for the mid-thirties she appeared to be. Well for any age. She had slender hips, a moderately flat tummy that was not really marred at all by a few, faint stretch marks, and nice tits that did not seem to be requiring overly much from her scant bikini top in the way of support.
"I'm sorry," I went on. "I was just giving the floor a last touch-up, but I can get out of your hair," I offered, starting to gather up the cord of the vacuum.
"Oh, please, Blake, finish up. I'll stay out of your way," she waved me amicably on. "I'm Rachel, by the way."
"Nice to meet you, Rachel," I said over the noise of the vacuum as I resumed finishing up. "Maybe I'll see you by the pool this afternoon when I'm done," I added, not quite able to help myself.
She had leant up against the wall by the entrance and took my sally in stride. "You hang around here after you get off work? I am always out the door the instant I'm off, even if it was a good day."
I smiled ruefully. "Don't let my glamorous current activity fool you. I actually live here anyway, just down at the end of this floor. And since my sister and I own the place, I don't think I'm ever not working, at least a little." She just raised an eyebrow at that. "But, as I hope you've noticed already, we have a very nice pool, and I sometimes like to 'work' in my swim trunks, up to my neck in the water, with a frozen cocktail in my hand!"
She just chuckled and watched me.
Hard.
"Enjoying watching the owner get his hands dirty?" I asked, trying to make conversation, because it was just a bit weird to see her just standing there, her eyes on me.
"Yes. It's actually a bit like..." she cut herself off and covered a smile with her hand.
"Like what?" I prompted.
"No, I don't think so," she backed off.
I rolled my eyes theatrically and let her have her secret.
But she couldn't let it drop, despite trying very hard.
"Sorry! It's just funny," she said, trying not to laugh and showing a very slight blush as she did so. "I can't help thinking, and again, I'm sorry for this, that this is a bit like a Porn For Women scenario."
"Huh?" I asked, unable to keep from pausing to process that rather extraordinary and slightly confusing statement. "I'm... just vacuuming here."
"Exactly," she said merrily. "Listen, once a woman has been married for a while, her fantasies tend to revolve primarily around coming home and finding a man cleaning or doing chores without being ordered to first."
"Really?" I asked.
"Yes, really. Quite different from man porn, right?" she replied archly, almost aggressively. "I mean, a man's fantasy when coming home is to find a woman naked and spread-eagled on the bed, all hot and bothered already. He just walks over and expects her to take his dick in her mouth."
My eyes widened at that. "Uh... Yeah, those would be two very different porn genres," I admitted, not sure how to handle this.
"Don't worry, both porns end up in the same place," she mused, clearly enjoying watching me squirm. "With both of them naked, and him pile-driving her into the mattress."



"Well, that's reassuring," I said, regretting the words even as they came out.
"It's not just the start, but also how they get there that is different in women porn," she went on almost pedantically. I found myself resuming the vacuuming. "I mean, one of the first things that would happen in a woman porno would be that I'd suggest it was warm in here and you should not get your clothes sweaty, because a handsome man like you vacuuming is hot, but a handsome man like you vacuuming naked is hotter."
Um.
"Then I'd probably walk over to the bed myself, scattering my clothes on the floor for you to have to pick up for me, and lie down to relax while I watched you work," she added, doing absolutely none of those things, but just remaining leant against the wall.
Wait. She had gone from third-person to first and second-person in describing her little fantasy...
"Then, when you finish the carpet, I might give you some more little chores to do, just so I can enjoy watching you do them. They would probably involve some bending over or even getting down on your hands and knees," she smiled. Then she shrugged. "But pretty soon, I'd break down and invite you over to the bed to do some chores of a more intimate nature. From there, things pretty much converge with your kind of porn, I'd think." She paused. "See? Quite different, but still porn, wouldn't you say?"
"Uh, quite," I said, not quite sure what the fuck to do with myself, but damned sure that doing what I'd like to do was a no-go. "Um, do you want me to leave you the vacuum so you and your husband can play out that little fantasy later?" I asked desperately.
"My husband is back in Indiana with his new wife," Rachel said snappishly. "And he is far more focused on the having his dick sucked sort of thing than he ever was in doing fuck-all around the house."
"I'm sorry," I gulped.
"I'm not," she snorted. "I was a bit taken aback when I found out about his new little interest, I'll admit. But I quite gleefully seized the opportunity to get rid of his useless ass. At last, I am free. I actually have fewer chores to do around the house now than when he was there, since he never did any of them to begin with, and now I don't even have to pick up his dirty underwear. Better, now I can come down here on vacation, spending his alimony at your nice resort while he has his week of custody with our little toddler, who has just discovered the joys of defiance!"
"Uh... thank you," I said. Then, because I was full of relief that no man was about to follow her through the door at any moment, and feeling the effects of looking at her out of the corner of my eye while she voiced all those thoughts, I failed to shut up. "Well, gee. Now I kind of feel like a good host would take off his clothes while he finishes his work," I chuckled.
"Would you?" Rachel asked, like she was requesting an additional towel.
I shot her another wide-eyed look, which she returned serenely.
Damn, she was choice.
I let go of the vacuum and left it running as I unbuttoned my shirt, sliding it off my shoulders. Rachel looked on approvingly. Rather than toss my shirt aside, I had an idea. I folded it very carefully, like I learned to do that one summer I worked at Dillard's, and set it on the TV credenza.
"Oh, nice touch," she purred, and damned if a little arousal did not creep into her amused voice.
Here we go... I unzipped and let my shorts slip down. I picked them up, and, committing to the bit, I folded them and put them on top of the shirt. I grabbed the vacuum and started in on a patch of floor that I'd already done.
"Ahem," Rachel cleared her throat. I looked at her, and she pointedly looked at my underwear.
The customer is always right...
I worked the waistband over my getting on toward hard cock and stepped out of my underwear. In a moment, they were folded and atop the stack, and my cock was swinging upward swiftly.
Without even looking at Rachel, I grabbed the vacuum and resumed cleaning the carpet. I may have added some extra energy to my work that sent my dick wobbling around.
I sensed her moving. She stepped away from the wall and around in front of me, moving toward the bed. Her bikini top flopped to the floor carelessly, and I looked up to take in those tits that were every bit as nice as I had surmised. Her nipples were big and meaty, and I thought that might be due to breastfeeding the aforementioned toddler, but overall, her mounds remained full and perky, and swayed enchantingly as they were freed from what was honestly a fairly pedestrian bikini. The bottoms slid free just as casually, left behind in a separate, messy little heap.
I caught just a glimpse of a small patch of fur before she turned away from me, and I was treated instead to a very nice ass that looked even more youthful than the rest of her. Then she languidly poured herself onto the bed, sitting up against the headboard and crossing her legs.
I wanted to pounce. I needed to pounce.
I resumed vacuuming the floor, manfully trying not to rush the job.
Fortunately, I had already vacuumed the entire room, but I was now quite invested in not moving on to the next room any time soon. Instead, I picked up her bikini and did a less expert job of folding the two pieces, then turned and walked over to the foot of the bed, nowhere near close enough to seem like my dick was expecting to be sucked. "Anything else I can do for you while I'm here, Rachel?" I asked.
If she had said, 'No, thanks. It looks lovely. Don't let me keep you,' I might have cried.
But she instead pressed her finger to her pursed lips in thought. "To be honest, it was a little warm in here last night. Can you turn down the thermostat? I could not find it in the dark." She looked around at the walls.
"Old system. No thermostat. The basic controls, A/C, Heat, and fan strength, are right on the unit," I said, and moved to let her see me turn up the A/C. "Anything else?" I asked, returning to the foot of the bed.
"Hmmm," she mused wickedly. "I should send you out to your cart to get me some extra towels," she said, triggering alarm bells in my head, "but to be honest, I think I'm more ready to have you do some of those chores of a more personal nature..."
I grinned.
She settled back deeper into the pillows and let her legs spread wide, leaving me with an inviting view up between her legs. Almost involuntarily, I answered the invitation by crawling up onto the foot of the bed. I moved further up, and when I passed between her bent knees, she reached out and put a hand atop my head. Pushing down gently, she purred, "Be a dear and take care of this for me."
There are chores, and then there are chores I can get into...
I bent, slipped my arms up under her already elevated thighs, and pushed them upward further, bending her in half and allowing my hands to reach up and around to clasp her breasts while my arms gently pressed her thighs against either side of my head.
First off, those tits felt just great, and she seemed to like having them squeezed. But the main event was at the tip of my tongue, and I reveled in rustling that tip up and down through her trim, slickly wet pubes. Rachel made approving noises that increased in volume as my tongue burrowed into her slit.
She must have just come from the beach, not the pool, because she tasted of the ocean instead of chlorine.
Note to self: Spend more time meeting babes down on the beach, instead of just around the pool...
Her hands grasped mine on her tits and made me squeeze harder. Quit trying to distract me from my lovely chore here, Rachel. I didn't say that out loud because I really didn't mean it, but even more so because I did not want to disengage my tongue to articulate those, or any other, words. I just happily let her maul her own boobs with my hands, while I delved deep.
She had a much bigger than average clit. Not weird or anything, but easy to find and easier to manipulate with my tongue and even my upper lip. She liked that last maneuver, I could tell. I'd have loved to use a finger or two in the action, but their good work was still demanded up above the equator, so I went with what I had.
So I got to both play with some premium breasts and taste some even more deluxe, briny pussy. Win-win.
I probed her deep with my tongue and wobbled her clit with my lip until my jaw got a little sore. Rachel just writhed harder and harder against my face, moaning softly. But then I relaxed my jaw and planted my lips around her clit, tonguing it aggressively now.
Swiftly, her rising ecstasy peaked, and she almost crushed my head between thighs that were more powerful than their slender appearance predicted. "Oh, holy fuck, yes!" she gasped and sagged. She was still quivering, though, so I licked her even harder, and she yelled in ecstasy a second time.
She truly collapsed this time, and I let her legs flop down onto the bed, spread wide.
And I resumed crawling higher.
I braced my hands beside her shoulders and leaned down to kiss her momentarily exhausted lips, letting my cock bump into her sodden mons.
"I," Rachel said, kissing me again. "Approve," she said before another kiss. "Of your agenda," she finished.
I just shifted myself and let my tip press against her slightly open lips. She rocked her hips, and I slotted into place. We both groaned as I pressed into her body, inch by inch.
"Fuck, it has been a while," Rachel gritted through her teeth. "Deeper, please. I've been here three days, getting hornier and hornier with all the great-looking guys around here, then I walk in and find one of the best, quietly vacuuming my room." She gasped as I began to slip in and out slowly. "I'm so fucking glad I let myself run with that bullshit from the Porn for Women book Helen gave me!"
"I'm pretty enthusiastic about it as well," I added with a smile, and fucked her harder.
"Fuck, yes," she groaned, and writhed beneath me.
My dick agreed wholeheartedly, and I let myself stroke easily, just enjoying the ride. Hard enough to make us both happy, but not so energetically as to advance the plot too soon.
Then Rachel tensed beneath me. "Roll off," she ordered.
"Problem?" I asked, complying instantly.
"Fuck no," she gasped, rolling over after me and straddling my hips. She grabbed my cock and pushed it back up against her slit. "I just want to drive for a minute," she gasped as she sank down onto me.
I thrust up underneath her in involuntary response, and she just humped back down against my lance.
This was fun, and I enjoyed it, though my own efforts made the position less relaxing than usual. But for Rachel, it seemed nuclear good. She rode me faster and faster, and I realized she was intent on making herself come again.
I was nowhere near, so I just concentrated on helping her along. I grabbed her hips and used my hands to help slam her down on my cock. She just shifted my grip slightly and let me go. Her adjustment must have had me stroking against or very near her clit, because she was mewling like a lost kitten in moments.
"Soooo... soooo... oh shit! Soooo..." she moaned, and I felt her come. Her fine-tuned ride atop me fell into disorganized thrashing. I did my best to extend her feeling by controlling her hips to the extent that I could, and hammering into her hard. She froze twice, a long, wailing noise the only sign she was not a statue each time, then she collapsed atop me.
We kissed feverishly, and she muttered against my mouth, "You aren't close to coming yet, right?"
"Not quite," I said, pulsing my dick inside her depths.
"Good," she muttered, sliding off me. "You can climb back on top of me and just let me lie there while you fuck me silly for a bit. How's that?"
I just chuckled and eagerly slipped the rest of the way from underneath her.
But instead of flipping back onto her back, Rachel just stretched languidly out on her belly, letting her face meld into the coverlet and her legs spread slightly.
Eeeecxcellent.
I slid back atop her, rubbed my cock down that sweet ass, and let it dip down between her legs. It took barely a second before I was in the perfect position and slammed back into her hard in a single stroke.
She gleeped happily, and without her hips lifting off the mattress, I started sawing into her relaxed, enervated, but still tight body.
Okay, maybe I was closer to coming than I thought...
"I'm gonna come here in a minute," I grunted. "Okay to finish like this, or would you like a cum bath up your back?"
"Keep it inside me," she grunted, tilting her ass up just a little for the first time. "Hard as I'll bet you come, if you pulled out, I think you'd probably get it up all the way into my hair!"
My lips curled up as I fucked her even harder, and she began quietly shouting encouragement.
It felt amazing, which was good, because otherwise it would have felt like work, pushing myself up to the edge. I grunted in a weird, high pitch with each thrust, then gasped a long, loud moan as I felt my body curl up inside, then spasm in release. I kept humping her as I felt a heady rush that seemed to originate from throughout my core as I pumped jizz into her.
Rachel shrieked, and I'm pretty sure she came again at my offering. I'm not sure either way, because the world was out of focus for me at the moment.
I collapsed atop her, and probably let myself lie fully on her for too long before I propped myself up. I grunted and pushed my weight up on my elbows.
"Oh, Jesus," she sighed. "I promise I won't complain to the owner about how my bed is all messed up after Housekeeping left."
I rolled off her entirely and looked at my watch with a grimace. "So many rooms left," I muttered.
"Go," she sighed, not even rolling over. "You've made my vacation, Blake. That was amazing."
I leaned in to nuzzle her ear. She turned and gave me a tired kiss. "You've made doing this task almost bearable, Rachel," I murmured softly. "But even so, if we don't find at least one new housekeeper before tomorrow, I may open a vein," I added, mostly to myself.
"Well, you will get five stars from me on Google," she said, "even though I'm pissed that the new bar and dance club you are building won't be open before I leave."
"Just come back," I said, forcing myself to get vertical and lose my proximity to Rachel's bod. "And while you are still here this time, find one or two of the guys you've been drooling over and do a little horizontal dancing. 'Hey, Baby! Wanna come over and vacuum my floor?' sounds like an awesome pickup line!"
"Ha! I probably will. I'm not usually half this horny, but especially today, I'm a raging ball of need," Rachel said, sitting up and shaking her head at me. "If none of them go for it, I'm gonna call the front desk and demand turndown service!"
"We don't offer that," I grumbled thoughtfully. "But I'm not sure I could turn you down..."




Blake and Joy are showing a positive gift for hotel ownership, aren't they? They must be naturals, or something...
Please stay tuned, and follow me so you get updates when new chapters come out. As you can see with this entry, the category changes with each entry. And don't forget to vote, favorite, and especially comment. That's your job. Joy has to scrub toilets. Blake has to vacuum the floors.You have to comment!
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Frustration and despair roiled in Its essence. Those emotions had been constant companions since Its imprisonment. But now, as It sensed the tantalizing possibility of escape, Its near utter impotence while confined made the pain acute in a way It had not felt in untold solstices.
It had tried so hard, and It was exhausted by Its efforts. Efforts that had borne so little fruit by Its standards...




♠️BLAKE
"Yo, Sis! How's the website going?" I asked as I bopped into Joy's office. I actually was interested in that issue, but mostly I'd finished all my currently time-critical work, and did not want to start some huge, on-going project with so little time left in the day.
"It's done. It's a little boring," she shrugged, "But what the hey. I mean, it'll do the job, and the reservation websites like Hotels.com are more important. I'd do more with it, but I'm fresh out of ideas."
"I'll give it a look," I said, thinking idly that our website was more important than Sis believed. And going over our website while sitting on the beach with a cocktail, keeping an eye out for some briny pussy, sounded like a great way to 'be productive' the rest of the day without actually working...
I spied a foot of wooden broom handle that looked a thousand years old, attached to two keys with a bent clothes-hanger loop, sitting on Joy's desk. "What's that?" I asked, only half curious.
"Damned if I know," Joy shrugged. "I found those keys jammed into the back of the file cabinet. They were damn near hidden back there. Maybe you can figure out if we still even have whatever lock they go to around here."
"I'll hang onto them," I said, picking up what was essentially a clunky, enormous keychain. "Maybe I'll run across something when I'm working."
"Well, thanks for getting it out of my office anyway," Joy said. Then she grinned at me. "Don't drink too many of Cris's Gargleblasters while you pretend to work on the website!"
I huffed in affront and beat it before I had to admit she had me busted.
A Gargleblaster on the beach with my tablet sounded ideal, but I was curious about the new discovery. It felt weird to have keys to something we did not know about.
Wait!
I spun on my toes as I altered course from the direction of the bar and headed instead to the south side of the property. Extending off the back side of Houskeeping's laundry was a small outstructure. It looked beat to hell, and I had avoided it mostly because the more I looked at it, the more I felt like I would have to pull all the vines off and paint it if I admitted the structure's existence. Also, it was labeled STORAGE on the only door, but I could not think of anything that could be in there that I needed. Especially since the path to it looked untrod for who knows how long. Worse, there were webs across it made by those godawful big banana spiders we have around here...
There was no way I was going to hire a locksmith to open that door. It would cost too much, especially with the combat pay for fighting past those three-inch arachnids... And, if I'd opened the door myself, it would have involved removing the pins to the hinges. All that, just to open something that could only hold more work that I had no time for. I had eagerly erased the little glorified shed from my mind.
But if this was the key...
I wandered back to the little building. The piece of broom handle made defeating the webs of all the little proto-Shelobs a breeze, and I tried the first key. No dice. But the second stiffly opened the lock on the door.




And then it happened.




♠️BLAKE
The air inside the storage space did not exactly stink, but it was not fresh. At all. I stood back for a minute, letting the light, onshore breeze filter into the little building.
Then I leaned in and, miraculously, the old incandescent bulb inside came on when I flipped the switch.
Any idle hopes for buried treasure pretty much disappeared when I looked around the dusty space. At least the spiderwebs in here were cobwebs, not the homes of monsters. Mostly, there were stacks of cardboard boxes that looked like they contained crap that had not quite been worth throwing away decades ago. I lifted the lid of one box and found a stack of brochures for the hotel. They were faded and ugly, and from the pictures on the cover, probably dated back to about when our great uncle had taken over the joint in the late 70's.
Geeze, was that a Plymouth Volaré in our front drive? That hunk of shit was the best car they could come up with for the cover of a brochure?
And this aged box was one of the ones on top? It was a fucking time capsule back here. A boring, trash-filled time capsule.
Listlessly, I poked around a little more. A box of Astro Beach bumper stickers was atop another pile. These actually looked cool, but I could tell they were the old kind that people used to put on the disposable, helpfully-pre-rusted-at-purchase cars of the 1970s. The kind of stickers where it was just easier to replace your old rusted-out bumper with a new rusted-out bumper than to remove the sticker.
Still, their design looked pretty rad, so I rolled one up and pocketed it. It might be a cheap design to have duplicated in modern, durable, removable form--something to sell in the old bar once we got it transitioned to a boutique and souvenir shop
The next stack was almost entirely boxes of cocktail napkins. Beige cocktail napkins. Beige cocktail napkins that palmetto bugs and mice had eaten and nested in. Euch. And that old logo had sucked ass.
This was pointless. Maybe I'd drag Kurt back here with me the next time we had some space left in the dumpster on pickup day and start emptying this crap out. The roof was good, so the space had to be useful for something.
I gave one more look around and saw a tarp over something almost completely hidden back behind the tallest stacks of crap in the room.
It did not look like more boxes, so that was something.
It was also buried behind So. Much. Crap. I worked to shift enough of it to let me at least reach the tarp. With a yank, I pulled the cover off.
Wow.




Light! And one of Its owners! Was It free?




♠️BLAKE
What the actual fuck was this thing doing in here behind all this trash?
It was damned near taller than me, twice as big around as me at my fairly broad shoulders, and looked to be carved of wood! It was a fucking Tiki! A giant native face, carved on a round tree trunk of epic stature. It had a huge, ridged brow over and down around its eyes, which were painted a damned near glowing red, a flat, hooked nose longer than my forearm, and a wide, toothy mouth, opened wide to extend a pointed, kinda lewd-looking tongue.
I thunked it with my hand. Yeah, natural wood, but it felt so old it seemed petrified.
Why on Earth had Great Uncle Edward stored away such a cool piece of decor?
I yanked out my phone and called Joy.
"Sis! I found what the key goes to!"
"A treasure vault full of gold?" she snarked.
"Not quite, but you gotta see this! Get over here, now," I entreated her.
"I'm busy."
"Move it," I said sternly. "The key opened that unused storage space behind the laundry."
"I didn't know there was anything behind the laundry," Joy complained.
"Just get over here," I said and hung up.
I moved feverishly to shift the rest of the boxes away from around the Tiki, and had it cleared quickly. Only one box had the bottom fall out, but fortunately, the paper plates inside were easy to shove out of the way.
"It stinks in here," I heard Joy complain from the entrance.
"It does," I agreed, "but check this out!"
I threw out my hands at the Tiki, sitting there and grinning madly at us like some kind of sex maniac.
"Wow," Joy said, momentarily speechless. "That is cool. But..."
"Joy, this thing is old," I blustered on. "Like, way old," I added, running my fingers over the worn-smooth carved edges. "Maybe hundreds of years old. Way before Tiki bars were a thing, Joy. This might be a genuine Polynesian carving!"
"How much could we sell it for?" Joy asked excitedly.
"Sell it? Are you nuts?" I yelped.
"We need money, Blake."
"And we are about to open an open-air nightclub under a fucking tiki hut!" I reminded her.
That gave Joy pause. "It does look kinda badass," she admitted.
"I know right where to put it," I said excitedly. "Help me get it out of here."
The thing was almost miraculously light, for as solid as it felt, but I still had to run back to our main storage room to grab the hand cart before we could move it anywhere.
We wheeled it out of the room and around back, past the pool, and I guided it over to a long stretch at the edge of the sand that ran between the hut and the pool patio. I set it down facing the hotel and the courtyard, with its back to the heaviest vegetation.
"You don't want it under the thatched roof?" Joy asked.
"Too dangerous," I said, grunting with exertion as I used the cart to horse the huge statue around into the perfect facing.
"Huh?"
"We are going to flank this with big torches and put a little bonfire in front of it every night," I said, stepping back and brushing my hands. The fact that I had not picked up one splinter told me I was right about how old this thing was.
"Okay, this does look pretty boss here," Joy admitted. "And it will definitely be a great trademark for the club."
"And the hotel," I burbled in agreement.
"I just wish it didn't look like such a pervert."
"Hey! It doesn't..." I started to object, before realizing it kind of did.
"Where'd you get the sleazeball statue?" Kurt asked, walking up behind us.
"See?" Joy said.
"I like the perverted totem," Gail added, walking up as well. God, she was hot in that suit. Worse, she was sticking out her chest more than usual for some reason.
"It's some kind of South Pacific demigod or something," I said dismissively. "It isn't perverted," I said confidently. "It just looks that way."
"Noice!" Cris put in, wandering over from where she had been wrestling the new beer taps into place under the hut. "Does this mean that I get to make this place an actual Tiki Bar?"
Yeah, this was going to work!




Freedom!
But how could It still be so weak? Time was a concept quite alien to the entity, but It realized that It had been imprisoned by Its prior owner for too long.
But It sensed plenty of more than acceptable mortals all about. Despite the problems presented by the presence of the two Owners, the others would feed it well enough...




❤️JOY
Two days later, we were almost ready to open the nightclub, and Blake and I had been arguing back and forth nonstop with Cris and Dana, and with each other, about how and how hard to promote the opening. I was wandering out toward the pool area to find someone to argue with some more, when I ran into May, one of our servers who brought drinks to guests around the pool. Looking down, I could see that May's bare feet were sandy. Why was she on the beach in the middle of the workday?
Swell. A great server like May, goofing off?
By now, I had stopped even worrying about the unilateral change the wait staff had made to the dress code. Not a single female server wore anything other than a bikini now, top and bottom, with just a little apron at one hip that served as a 'cover-up'. Most of our staff were pretty hot, for whatever reason, but even Greta enjoyed the new way of dressing. And they all did their jobs diligently.
May was making bank on tips with the change. She might have even paid off those tits by now, with what she was raking in.
"Hey, Boss," May said, laughing to herself. "I just had to take more towels down to the beach for the tits-out squad," she told me, shaking her head in bemusement.
"The what?" I gasped.
"A few guests have started going topless down on the beach."
"Since when?" I yelped.
"Really only since yesterday," May shrugged. "I think that was just the one German chick, though. Today, there are several."
I stood there in horror.
"Hey, Joy, really. It's cool. Everyone is behaving themselves," May said, as if to reassure me. Then she biffed off to take a tray of drinks to a group of handsome dudes who all looked thirsty, And maybe for more than just May's drinks.
Guests were going topless.
In public.
On our stretch of beach.
This was a fucking disaster, and I found myself racing for the office. The question of how long to soft open the nightclub was suddenly insignificant.
Having guests get arrested for public indecency was going to be bad. What kind of review do you leave for a vacation where you got thrown in the clink?
But it might be worse than that... Could we get charged or fined for it as well? They were our guests. We were providing them with chairs and umbrellas while they were topless. If the cops held us responsible...
I tried to compose myself as I flopped into my desk chair and opened my laptop. This was America, right? I couldn't be held responsible for other people's actions who didn't work for me, right?
Right?
First, I had to research how big the trouble my rambunctious guests were in. Maybe a few discrete warnings about the fines they faced would calm shit down. Yeah, that would fix everything if I did it in time.
I checked the town website and found the appropriate statute surprisingly fast.
Yikes, the fine was fricking steep! I could just go down to the beach and tell the, what did May call them? The Tits-Out Squad? what was going to happen to them. They'd cut it out. They were just trying to have a little fun after all.
Wait.
What the fuck was this?
There was a second clause.
What the actual fuck?!?!
The Equal Expression Zone.
Right there in the city code was a defined stretch of beach, centered exactly on our hotel's location, where female toplessness was just as legal as male! I could not believe this crap. There were no signs anywhere about it. I had not seen or heard of anyone taking advantage of this exemption... ever.
Before now.
How had this shit become law? When?
I dove deep into the web, not sure whether this development was a good or a bad thing. I mean, legally, we and our guests were in the clear, but this could get out of hand.
There were no news stories online about this Equal Expression Zone, and there had not been a local paper in Astro Beach since 1987, so there was no online archive out there to search. I delved into the town council minutes to see when, why, and how this had gotten passed.
And there it was. In 1963! Just a year after our hotel was built. There had been surprisingly little discussion and apparently no controversy whatsoever when the Zone was proposed and passed. 1963, and no one had cared?!?
And holy shit! The councilman who proposed it was Edward Worthy Sr.! My great-great-uncle, the man who had just built this hotel the year before. He had been on the council and just up and carved out a topless beach for himself! And he'd gotten everybody to go along with it! Did the dude own a hypno-ray or some shit?
And somehow, everybody then forgot about the whole thing at some point later?
Gail walked into my office to find me sitting there with my head in my hands.
"Where have you been, Boss?" she asked. "Blake is out of control about the opening of the nightclub..." She stopped. "What's the matter with you?"
"You have no idea how out of control Blake is about to get," I grimaced.
"Your brother isn't really that bad," Gail said in amusement. "I know you've warned me about him from day one, but for all he gets around, he's actually pretty respectful."
Momentarily sidetracked, I looked at her askance. "How many times has he hit on you?"
"Daily," Gail said, waving me off. "But it's just a game by now. It's fun."
"Then you know what he is like," I grumped.
"I have eyes. And the best ears at this hotel," Gail said, implying she's heard with her own ears just what Blake was like. Thank god I'd avoided that at least...
Great.
"So how do you think he is going to react when he learns that our little stretch of beach, plus half of the Mercury's, and a bit of the military reservation's, is a legally designated topless zone?" I said, twisting around the laptop toward Gail.
"Oh, wow."
"Right?"
"Yeah, Blake's definitely going to make me redo the beach section of the website," Gail grumbled.
"That is your concern?" I yelped.
"You think this is bad?" Gail asked me, like I was the one who had lost her mind. "I hear we already have some guests losing their tops down by the ocean lately. This just means we don't have to ignore it or try to stop it!"
"We can't go around publicizing that we have a fucking nude beach!" I growled.
"It's topless, not nude," Gail corrected pedantically. "And why not? If you hadn't noticed, some broad I know just made me rewrite the whole fucking website to emphasize that we are an adult, 21 and over resort. What is the problem?"
"Because it is fucking insane!"
"Why?"
I didn't have an answer to that.
But I already never got any work out of Blake...




It was still weary. Very weary. But It was happy. It was out under the sun and stars as It was meant to be. And It had been moved to a place of prominence. A place for the mortals to bow before It. As was meant to be.




♠️BLAKE
"They what?" I laughed. "On our beach? I gotta go see this before the cops shut it down," I said, getting up from the table.
"The cops are not going to shut it down, Blake," Joy told me, sounding defeated.
"Sure!" I snorted.
"They won't," Gail added. I swore she had that skirt even shorter today... "They won't because Joy just discovered that our stretch of the beach is legally a toptional zone."
I looked at her. Gail is great. I mean, sure, she's super hot. But she is also whip smart, totally responsible, and while she is pretty funny, she has no sense of humor about work. She would not joke about something like this.
"I own a topless beach?" I asked, saying the words out loud to see if they were real.
"See what I mean?" Joy said to Gail waspishly.
"You don't own the beach, Blake. You own the land behind the beach," Gail reminded me.
"And don't forget, we own a topless beach," Joy added. "We own a big fucking issue."
"This is going to be fucking lit," Cris piped up, not scribbling recipes or doodling bar layouts while she talked for the first time in weeks. "Only thing bad is, having the staff know where to find me and Dana on days off."
"Huh?" I asked.
"Dana and I did the topless beach thing in Jamaica on our honeymoon," Cris shrugged. "It is the biggest thing we miss about being down there. I'll be hitting the beach here every off day now for sure. Just please don't make me come up and cut garnish if there is a problem!"
"Really?" Joy asked her.
"Oh, hell yeah," Cris said, looking at Joy and Gail. "You guys will love it. Be careful with the sunscreen at first, but I swear you will feel your tits getting healthier from all the Vitamin D."



Joy actually laughed at that. And managed not to sound hysterical for the first time since she had rolled up out of her office with Gail.
Gail laughed, too.
I managed to keep my little whimper silent.
To hide my expression, I turned and looked at my new prize. Our giant, perverted-looking Tiki was just the thing to have, sitting right next to the path to our topless beach! I looked at its red eyes. Please, oh, please, let Gail try out the topless beach sometime...
This was a great day. The beach news distracted Joy, so Cris and I got our way about the length of the soft open before Sis realized we were settling the matter. And then, as soon as Joy finished spluttering about my seizing the initiative from her, I went to check out the beach. I think there were more girls down there taking advantage than I'd been told there were.




❤️JOY
This was going to be okay. This was going to be okay. This was going to be okay, I kept telling myself.
We were legally in the clear, right? No kids stayed at our hotel, right? It was cool.
Thankfully for my heart rate, I had already scheduled myself for a few hours of time off this afternoon. I had learned my lesson about burning the candle at both ends.
I had originally planned on going to the beach this afternoon for some sun, but now...?
Mr. Ed Stone of Kalamazoo, Michigan, and currently of Suite 103, was down on the beach this afternoon. I had seen him heading down.
Again, I don't flirt with guests, but I am willing to flirt back. I was pretty sure that I was ready to do more than just flirt back with Mr. Ed Stone of Kalamazoo, Michigan, and currently of Suite 103 at some point before he left to go back home. So, since I was not about to get topless in public, I would not go to the beach. Ed would see me. Ed would see me not getting my tits out. And Ed would decide that I was a prude.
I am only kind of a prude.
And if things went the way I hoped in another day or so, Mr. Ed Stone would definitely not think of me as a prude...
I went back to my cottage for a rest instead, but decided that I still wanted some sun. As it happens, since my little cottage is tucked up against a line of thick jungle undergrowth between us and the Mercury, I have a little backyard that can't be seen from anywhere on the grounds. I looked out the window, and saw that there was a big patch of sunlight out there...
I could sunbathe in peace.
I walked out back, still in my uniform, and hauled a chaise over into the middle of the sun.
I stopped.
Sure, I was not about to sunbathe topless on the beach, but I was no prude, remember? I could subathe nude right here!
Before I could examine this defiant logic closely, I just slipped my jacket right off. I don't wear anything under it anyway, so I was standing there topless in my backyard.
Honestly? The sun did feel great on my tits...
Before I could chicken out, I slipped off the skirt and panties as well and sat down to apply half a bottle of sunscreen to myself.
I set a timer to make sure I did not cook myself despite the sunscreen.
I realized that I did not have my book or my tablet. Screw it. I closed my eyes and just lay back.
Okay, this was sexy.
I was sexy, dammit! As sexy as all the freaking horny guests around here...
I could never do this out on the beach, even if I didn't own the hotel. I'd be petrified to put myself out there like that.
But holy fuck did that fantasy appeal to me. It kind of always had. I mean, sexing up the hotel uniform suit I wore every day now had been half joke, half cynical marketing ploy. But it was also a continuous, low-grade turn-on for me. Dressing on the slutty side of normal clothes had always been a little guilty pleasure since I grew into this body.
But I could just never do this on the beach. I'd stand out, right? And standing out was less appealing to me.
I examined the thought. That was it, I understood. I was terrified to be a spectacle, but I did want to be appreciated... that way.
The sun warmed my body, and suddenly I laughed inwardly at myself. I was kind of wishing I was being appreciated right now. No, I was not reconsidering moving to the beach, even with a bikini bottom on. But where was just one hot dude when you needed one?
Sigh.
I began to feel a little tingly and considered rolling over. I always tanned a lot back home, though never topless. Not with Blake living in the same house. I'm not sure which of us that would have skeezed out more. But I did tan a lot, and I've learned to know the tingling signals my skin gives me. I was not going to burn imminently, but I'd tanned enough, especially on my untanned bits.
I was about to turn over, when I heard a twig snap.
An animal?
No. I'd never seen much of anything back here besides birds. Not even a squirrel or bunny, and those would not have been big enough to snap a stick that loudly.
Someone was in the jungle!
Part of me wanted to grab my tits and run into my house, call Blake, and have him install landmines or some shit back here.
The other part of me wanted to go punch the lights out of whoever was sneaking around back here.
The other, other part of me made me hold still and open my eyes just a slit.
Guy. Check. Of course, it was a guy.
Creeping through the woods from the north. Check.
Handsome. Again, of course. Well... hansome-ish.
He had frozen, but I was not sure if that was because of the noise of the stick he'd stepped on, or because he had caught sight of me.
I held still. He gulped silently and turned to the side to take another step. He was trying to get away!
I steeled myself to do something stupid, like not scream. If I had screamed, it would have brought help running to bust this asshole, but no, I just turned languidly, as if naturally awakening from my sleep. I caught a glimpse of him freezing again as I leaned down and grabbed my jacket. I picked it up and slipped it on swiftly, buttoning it as I did so to cover myself.
As plans went, it was not the best. I had automatically stood up while I grabbed the jacket and put it on, which just gave him a momentarily much, much better view, dammit. Worse, I had not wanted to waste time putting on my skirt. The problem there was that while the skirt was almost indecently short on its own, and my jacket was two inches shorter still... I could feel the breeze.
I sat down quickly, legs together, and barked, "Hold it right there!"
He was also dumb, because instead of rabbiting back the way he came, he held it right there.
Well, he wasn't holding it, if you know what I mean. He was a perv, but at least he wasn't that big of a perv. He just froze.
"Come here," I said, trying to keep control of the situation and of him. "Who the fuck are you?"
"I... uh... I'm... um, nobody," he said, stupidly obeying me and stepping around a bush to enter my yard fully. It was almost cute how he tried and failed to avert his eyes from me. The pervert.
"Wait," I said, leaning forward a little to look closer at him. But I straightened back up quickly, because I remembered what went on with the neckline of my jacket when I leaned forward. "Do you work at the Mercury?" I asked incredulously.
"Huh? I... I mean, no!" he said swiftly.
"You are wearing a staff shirt, asshole."
He gawped at me.
I, because I was apparently still horny as shit, and because I could tell it would keep him off-balance, leaned forward again. The lapels parted, and virtually every non-strategic inch of me was visible again.
He gulped and looked at me, well, parts of me, guiltily.
"Who are you?" I demanded.
"Robbie," he said miserably.
"And you just decided on your break, what the heck, I'll just go perv on the Astrochick?"
"No! I wouldn't... I mean... I wasn't over here to look at..." he stammered.
"Sure seemed like you were looking at me," I said, gathering steam. "You did, didn't you? You just said to yourself, 'I'm gonna go over there and...'"
"It wasn't my idea!" he pled, then shut up.
"So one of your buddies in the kitchen put you up to spying on me."
"I'm not a cook, and I wasn't here to spy on you," he insisted so hard that I started to believe him. "I mean, not like you mean. I'm..." he cut himself off in a near panic.
"What are you, Robbie, if you are not a cook?" I asked. I found myself standing up again, with all that entailed as far as the hem of my jacket, but it seemed to make him more... pliable, so I did it.
"I'm the assistant manager," he said miserably. "Coming over here was not my idea. It was Zelda's. She likes to keep up on what you guys are trying over here."
I had to laugh. "So you were creeping through the bush, wearing your work uniform like a good superspy, to stare at my tits. That is your idea of Corporate Espionage?"
"Look, how am I supposed to know how to do this?" he pled. "I didn't want to come over here in the first place. I see no need for us to spy on your operation! What the hell did you guys do to Zelda and Old Man Yates to make them so out to get you?"
He actually sounded like he wanted an answer to that.
"I won't sell to them," I said.
"That's all?" he asked.
"Yup."
"Assholes," he muttered.
"So what will you tell Zelda that you saw over here?" I growled.
"Not... this!" he said, waving his hand at me while trying again to not look. And failing.
The dork had a sense of humor in him, and it came out involuntarily.
And yes, I was looking, too.
He was a dork, and as I noted at the start, a fairly handsome one. He was my height (if I wore my heels), with short, dark brown hair in a style that indicated some time spent grooming, and a slender, fit body without any showy muscles. His glasses were definitely dorky, but they looked expensive, and they flattered his angular face somehow.
"Look," he said desperately, flinching when I took a step toward him. "I. Swear. To. God, I did not come over here to peep on you. I did not even know you'd be back here, certainly not na... not like this! Zelda has just been after me to find out what stuff you guys are doing to try to survive over here that she might be able to disrupt. I wasn't busy, and just... something told me that this would be a good time to sneak over here, look around, and be able to get her off my back about getting around to it!"
"So, you want me to believe that it was not your idea to come over and spy on us?" I growled, affecting my Boss Bitch pose I developed for when I wanted to intimidate someone so I wouldn't have to fire them. I immediately realized it might not have been the best choice here, because it consisted of standing with my legs straight and wide apart, shoulders back, and my arms crossed firmly under my chest. The pose pushed up my tits and opened my cleavage, all while tugging up the bottom hem of the jacket. With no skirt, my only saving grace was that his gaze seemed utterly, if involuntarily, fixed on my outthrust chest. But I had chosen this route, so I rode with it.
"I mean," he pled, "I just now decided on my own that it was time to come over, but no, coming over in the first place was not my idea. I get paid a criminally low salary to do paperwork and man the fort overnight three times a week. I am not paid nearly enough to be humiliated like this, and I damn sure have no interest in trying to screw over anyone who is just trying to stay in business!" he shouted miserably. But it was the first time he had sort of stood up for himself.
"Well, you certainly seemed to be enjoying yourself when I first saw you," I snapped.
"Well, du... I mean, how was I supposed to know you tan back here in the nude?" he yelped. "This was the first time I ever came over here!"
I was not about to admit that this was my first time tanning in the nude, here or anywhere.
"Well, lucky you," I ground out through clenched teeth.
He just looked at me, in the eyes for once, helplessly.
Fuck. And I thought I had been horny when I was lying there naked. Standing here, being ogled in fear by this damned good-looking but momentarily hapless guy, who had just been spying on me, had me wanting to just outright jump his bones.
It wasn't his fault he was here. I've had dick bosses myself. Most of my bosses had been dicks, one way or the other, honestly.
"Strip," I demanded, before I could chicken out.
"What?"
"I said, strip," I repeated. "Are you deaf? You sure aren't blind. You spied on me naked, and now you want me to let you go, just to have you spy on us again later? I want you to know how it feels.
His eyes lost their desperate fight to stay on mine at my words, and slid back down to my cleavage. They might have slid lower... "I... really won't do it again," he babbled.
"Robbie! Strip!" I ordered again.
He trembled. And pulled his white Mercury Motel polo shirt off over his head.
As he did so, I caught just a glimpse of a grin on his face when he probably thought the shirt hid it.
Perfect.
And now that the shirt was gone, yeah. He was his own kind of perfect. I confirmed that he was in no way muscular, but he had not an ounce of fat on him, yet had enough flesh to not look skinny. He looked... fundamental.
"Sorry," he shrugged, standing there.
"I said strip."
That inner little grin of his faltered a bit at my quiet shout.
But damned if he didn't unbuckle his belt, unzip, and push his pants down. He even chose not to make me get pissy about his underwear and shoved that down, too.
Yeah, that muscle wasn't showy either. But it was a more than functional size. And at the moment, it was as hard as his chest. Angular but attractive, like his face.
"Again, I'm sorry," he said, taking a deep breath. "I won't do it again."
"You better not," I growled, making my voice raspier than normal. "But, since you are supposed to be over here checking out our operations, I don't want you going back too soon and getting in trouble." I unbuttoned my jacket and let it hang loosely open. "Maybe you can help me in the meantime with an issue I have that seems to match yours," I added, stepping forward again and reaching out to touch his 'matching issue'.
Was I really going to fuck some rando dude who worked for the enemy?
Yes. Yes, I was. I was horny, and he was like a gift sent by a higher power.
And, dammit, I hated to admit it, but a friend on the inside over at the Mercury would be a valuable thing...
But mostly I just really needed some dick, and this here was a very nice-looking one.
I stroked up the underside of said very nice-looking dick, and it jumped more than Robbie did. Then I wrapped my fingers around it as slowly as I could make myself. Once I had it firmly clasped, I tugged him forward against me.
He was in no way becoming more assertive, but he was quite cooperative.
I pumped him gently, not going anywhere with it, just teasing possible coming attractions. I leaned into his ear and nipped at the lobe.
"I'm going to need you to suck on my boobs for a couple of minutes, Robbie," I breathed quietly, lips still brushing the side of his head.
Like I said, quite cooperative.
He tried not to whimper as he bent, my hand not relinquishing its hold on his dick. The thing was in no way, shape, or dimension exceptional. But the more I considered it, the more I realized that it was just wonderful in its totality.
His fingers trembled as he pushed my jacket wider. He froze for a gratifying instant, then shifted his grasp to the undersides of my boobs and lifted them hungrily. The hand I was not massaging his cock with snaked up into his rather coarse hair and twined through it as I felt his lips clamp onto my left nipple.
Okay, he was still not that assertive, but his mouth sure as fuck was! Finally, something I did not have to issue directions about!
I reveled in his hands and lips devouring me. I just stood there, his cock throbbing in my one grasping hand, while the other rested on his head, retaining a modicum of control. He squeezed, and kissed, and licked, and especially sucked. Oh, wow, could he suck.
He never bit, either, though he knew how to move and position his teeth to leave the lurking impression that he might.
Nice touch, dude.
But the cock in my hand felt awfully appealing...
I pushed him back gently. "That is very nice," I said appreciatively, and pumped his cock once for real. "But this cock feels a bit dry..." I licked my lips suggestively.
"Oh, fuck, please," he chuffed. "But first... Oh, wow. Um... I've... I've never seen a red-haired bush before. Can I... Please?"
Well. A good assistant manager really should show some initiative in scheduling multi-part operations, right? Good hire, Zelda.
Meanwhile, I wanted to be flat on my back.
I almost lay straight down, but stopped to take off my jacket and save it from grass stains. I tossed it onto the chaise behind me.
In a moment, I was indeed flat on my back on the luxuriant green grass of my yard, with Robbie kneeling before me and bending his face between my legs.
His fingers tugged lightly on my reddish pubes, but that was about all he did that indicated any supposed interest in my bush. His other fingers, and especially his tongue, were quite focused down where I kept things shaved bare.
He kissed and licked, exploring eagerly. But impatiently.
I gasped as he briefly suckled around my clit. Then two fingers caressed and manipulated me, opening my gates. One of those fingers slid deep inside of me, and after some probing, the second hungrily followed the first. Suddenly, he was thrusting the two digits in and out of me, fingertips caressing my best spot with each stroke.
I moaned quietly at that as he stoked my fires. Then he threw gasoline on them with a firm, eager encirclement of my clit with his tongue.
"Oh, fuck, Robbie," I gasped, bucking my hips as shit got very real down there. I grabbed his hair and pulled upward. Not hard enough to dislodge his face from my pussy, you can be fucking sure of that! But enough so that I could see his eyes. They were ravenously hungry, but somehow also still scared to death.
It was an intoxicating mixture that did nothing for my restraint. I let myself go, mindlessly enjoying what he was doing for me
"Rooooobbbbieeeeee," I growled when I finally came. My head rolled back so hard my shoulders came up off the grass, and my legs pushed my ass up as well. I froze there in mid-air, sustaining some twisted, unsustainable arch, being licked and finger-fucked over the edge into oblivion.
I guess I collapsed because the feel of soft grass all along my ass and spine brought me back to consciousness.
"Are you all right?" he asked, as if actually worried, and not as smug as he fucking should have been.
I just shoved him upright, and he sat back on his heels. Perfect. I pulled myself up and swung my knees under me.
Ooof. I'd been shirking on my situps. That shit ended today.
I almost giggled as my mouth sucked his cock into it. He tasted like... reminiscent of Dial soap, in a good way: not soapy, of course, but utterly, conscientiously, blandly clean.
I set about finding out how his cum tasted.
But eager as I was, dude had some self-control. More self-control than I wanted. I had other shit to do.
I relinquished my liplock on his cock and jacked him vigorously as I looked up. "I appreciate your restraint and stamina, Robbie. But I am going to need you to go ahead and come in my mouth so we can get on to the really good stuff."
He snorted and then realized I was serious. His worried look flashed back in an instant.
"You... you have a lot of faith in me," he gasped as I licked his tip.
"You aren't going to disappoint me on that, are you, Robbie?" I glared up at him.
He gulped.
"No! No, I will not! I... I promise!"



"Good," I purred. Actually, what I purred was, "Glouwlf," because his cock was back deep in my mouth.
Yep. Once he stopped messing around with noble preservation of bodily fluids, I was able to extract them with ease.
His jizz tasted nothing like soap, but it was still kinda Dial, if you can understand me. Its flavor was utterly basic. There was not a single bad flavor note, mind you, but nothing wonderful either. I just experienced a nice, warm, sticky, and unctuous flow over my tongue, accompanied by some of the more gratifyingly thankful noises I'd heard in some time.
This kid was a treasure.
He was probably a few years older than me, but 'kid' fit.
I made sure that he was cleaned up all over, licking him free before I rose up like him to my knees.
We shared a soft embrace and lingering kiss. Both held more hunger, but in momentary abeyance.
Our hands explored each other, in no hurry for the moment. His ass was nicely firm, and the skin soft as a baby's.
For his part, I'd have liked him to take a little more interest in my ass, but dude was laser-focused on my tits. I considered grabbing one of his hands and slapping it onto my butt, but hey, some guys are just tit-men. I tend to attract all kinds, so what do I care?
I mean, my ass felt sad and lonely, but it would probably be the feature attraction for the next guy. I have never exactly kept a production line going of guys, but in the long run, it had always mostly worked out like that.
I made myself stop exploring his chest and dropped one hand down to check on how things were going with his medium-in-detail, fabulous-on-the-whole cock.
It was already quite hard once again!
I curled my fingers around it firmly and chuckled. "And you were worried, Robbie!"
"I swear it is never this quick," he gasped.
Modest little fucker, too...
"Well, I am concerned that it is going to burn," I crooned. "We have to get it out of the sun..."
I pushed him back onto his back this time and swiftly straddled him. His hands kept right on playing with my tits, but his eyes were locked down between my legs.
I pressed my slit along his cock and rocked my hips back and forth along him. I was soaking wet, and I felt like I was practically painting lubrication on him. Good.
His hands suddenly squeezed harder on my tits, and he begged breathily, "Please!"
I just smiled and pushed his tip under me. The moment I felt it slip fully into position, I sank down hard, driving him into me, drawing an ecstatic gasp from my own lips.
I am fairly sure that Robbie made some pretty appreciative noises as well, but right then, that moment, that feeling of his fleshy rod driving full into my interior, jolting waves of gentle electricity through my body... that was just for me.
I smiled down into his wide eyes. The rest of this would be for both of us.
I rode him well. I might need more abdominal work, but my hips and thighs were still in great shape. Up and down I slid, the slick passage of his rod as I enveloped it over and over was deliciously hypnotic. Can you hypnotize yourself?
For his part, Robbie just relentlessly kept up playing with my tits. I'd have swatted his hands away a while ago, but he was just so adorably fascinated with them that it turned me on all the more. I mean, there were other zones on my body where his hands might have done some pleasuring, but I was taking wonderful care of the most important of those--his miraculously recovered dick.
I began to feel the end in sight and realized that I was greedily not quite ready for it to arrive. I paused my ride with Robbie fully inside me, grabbed his wrists, and bent to kiss him.
"Robbie?" I demanded quietly.
"Yes?"
"For once here, I'm going to demand that you get assertive. Can you do that for me?"
His eyes actually darted around for a moment. But he was just thinking (submissively) about what he should do to act more assertive.
He narrowed his eyes happily and let go of my tits, finally. He wrapped his arms around me, pulling me down against him. Then he rolled us both over onto our sides, carefully, so his cock didn't do anything unfortunate, like slip out of me.
I like attention to detail like that.
Then he started thrusting into me like that, with vigor.
Frankly, it was an awkward position to screw in. But the sensation of the unfamiliar set of angles and pressures was... novel.
When you are lying there, getting fucked aggressively by some rando corporate spy, on the soft grass of your backyard, because you have gotten horny over everybody else deciding that covering their tits was an outdated concept, novelty is a nice topping on the dessert.
Was this me? I wondered while feeling parts of my interior being stroked not quite like ever before.
I had always viewed myself as horny but committed to being the most level-headed babe in the room. But with how excitable everybody else seemed to be lately, I felt like I had a lot of headroom within that description.
I could worry about the propriety of fucking a corporate spy I had just met later. Right now, I was going to worry about how to make what Robbie was doing to me even better.
I slid a leg back and tilted my hip away from him. He followed me, gratifyingly eager to keep up with his task. This lifted his hip just clear of the grass and gave him a lot more freedom of movement. Instantly, his strokes grew longer and faster. The weird sideways angle of his attack lessened, but giving it up was a small price to pay for the sudden pounding he was granting me.
I felt a rising animalistic urge in Robbie that I would not have expected from my dorky little secret agent. I gave in to it.
Then I gave in some more, letting his thrusts take me away.
With a rush, I felt his body jerk and shudder. His guttural noises shot up in register, and I felt a rush of warmth ejecting into me.
I felt his pistoning ass in my hands pause, and I slapped it hard. I was so close...
"Don't you fucking stop," I said, slapping him again. "I'm almost there," I added in a less commanding, more desperate appeal. Robbie resumed his thrusts like a trooper, and suddenly I felt the world turn green. My head thrashed side to side as every throbbing nerve pathway between my vagina and my brain lit up in glittering sparkles.
I wanted to spank his ass one more time, but all I could summon was a gentle caress.
That was nice, too.
The leg I used to brace my hip gave way, and I rolled fully onto my back.
Robbie slipped free and collapsed back on his back beside me. We lay there, panting, each still tracing idle circles with our fingers on various semi- to fully-erogenous areas of each other's bodies.
"I don't know how you are as a hotel assistant manager, but you are good at this!" I sighed happily.
"Yeah, well, about this," he said, with a new flavor of hesitancy.
"Oh, hell. I didn't just get a dude to cheat, did I?" I asked, not liking the worried tone in his voice.
"No! I wouldn't! I mean..." He took a deep breath. "There is no girlfriend. But... there are other girls," he said, like he was expecting to be hit.
"Well, thank God," I laughed, and enjoyed the smile tentatively returning to his face. "Because the only relationship I have time for is with this hotel, and I barely have the time for that! Every time I think I've got things looking up, there is another slowly unfolding disaster. Maybe, when we get our feet back on solid ground around here and my life is not one bit of mayhem after the other, I'll worry about a boyfriend. Maybe."
"Well," Robbie said, pushing himself up on one elbow. "I'm hardly some hotel professional, but I have been doing this for two years now, and doing it at a place that already has its feet under it. Hospitality is always a series of slowly unfolding disasters, Joy, no matter what. Unless the disasters explode out of nowhere instead!"
"Ugh," I said, flopping backward. "You just delivered one helluva mellow to me, Robbie. Don't harsh it!"




So we have me the Entity at last. But what can it do. And what does it want?
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Tiki Totem Hotel 5




It was good to be out of the prison. No longer confined, and with so many mortals in Its demesne, It felt Its power slowly returning. But It must be careful. It could still be cast back into the prison. It would fight this time, if the mortals tried to banish It again. But It would rather they loved than feared It. It was always much easier that way.




❤️JOY
I had to hand it to Little Brother. His initiatives out around the pool were all coming up winners. Dana not only managed the kitchen better than the old guy, but our new chef's egg white veggie scrambles had me less worried about my ass fitting in my skirts. Her wife, the new bartender, was also very popular. Given that we are all the way down at the end of the island, alcohol sales to locals and other non-guests had not even been an entry on the spreadsheets before Blake hired Cris, but now it was small but measurable. Not measurable yet, as in paying back the investment in the new setup by itself, but measurable already, as in probably going to pay it back before my teeth fall out with old age.
And the band Lil' Bro found out of nowhere to play every Friday and Saturday night? Honestly, they were bitching. I'd let him hire them more often than that if we had the money.
As I walked by the pool with Blake after lunch, we were treated to the sight of two guests walking back up from the beach. They had apparently taken advantage of the toptional zone down there, and were still tits-out as they came back up to the pool. Worse, they just wandered over to the showers, rinsed off their feet, and hopped into the pool!
Their tits were nice, though hardly awe-inspiring, but their presence perked up the males within eyeshot. Including Little Brother.
"Blake," I hissed quietly. "This is the second day in a row I've seen guests with their bazoombas hanging out up here at the hotel, not just on the beach. We have to figure out how to put a stop to it!"
"Why?" Blake asked before he could think about it. Then he flinched at my gaze. "I mean, yeah, it's..." He paused. "Wait. No, really, why put a stop to it? It's great!"
"Dude..."
"Listen, we are an adults-only resort. We have a topless beach. Why are we telling guests not to be topless up here on our private grounds, too? I say we embrace it!"
Yeah. He wanted to embrace it all right...
"We cannot be a fucking nudist resort! That's too much, Bro," I said flatly.
"Oh, sure. I agree," he said reasonably. I hate it when he tries to sound reasonable. It means he is about to spout something un-fucking-reasonable. "Here is what I suggest. I get a couple of signs made that detail the rules down on the beach. They will also state that those rules extend up here, but just around the pool area. All other hotel areas will still require proper attire. How's that? Or do you want to be the one to run around telling paying guests to put their tops on?"
See? I hate it.
"Get the signs done today, Blake," I sighed. "Before this spreads any more!"
My phone dinged as we resumed walking. Blake had his out and was drafting the sign wording. I saw that I had an Instagram DM, and opened it.
I had set up an Instagram for the hotel. I'm not into the selfie thing, myself.
"Omigawd!" I shrieked, hopping up and down with glee. I was so happy, I did something I had not done since we were teenagers, and shoved Blake into the pool in celebration.
He spluttered to the surface, holding his phone aloft angrily. It was water-resistant. Fuck him. "What the fuck, Sis?" he yelped. "I'm dressed for work!" he spat, clearing his eyes of poolwater.
He had on shorts and a shirt. Nothing dry clean. Again, fuck him.
"This is big news, Little Brother," I said, ignoring his antics. "Big, awesome news!"
My enthusiasm managed to register in his sometimes pea-brain, and he narrowed his eyes. "What news?"
"@TrudyBeachTravels is coming here!" I said. It had worked!
"Trudy Who?" Blake said, popping effortlessly back out of the pool.
"I sent messages to a bunch of social media travel influencers," I told him. "Offering a free 2-night stay for some coverage! @TrudyBeachTravels is the biggest that I approached, and she's the first to answer!" I was almost dancing a jig.
"We are giving away free rooms to randos now?" he asked, unimpressed.
See? Pea-brain.
"Only randos with hundreds of thousands of followers!" I snarked. "We will put her in a suite that you've fully renovated. We make sure she has a great time. We will feed her Dana's food and Cris's drinks. We will get awesome coverage. Bank," I finished triumphantly. Blake was not the only one. I had awesome ideas, too!
"How do we make sure she has a good time?" he asked.
"Start by not hitting on her!" I snapped. "She seems kind of conservative. In a fun way."
Blake just looked wordlessly over his shoulder at the four nice but unspectacular tits on display in the pool. Their owners waved at him and his still dripping body in amusement.
"We'll make it work," I said, sounding confident.




♠️BLAKE
I looked over this Trudy person's IG account glumly. The influencer liked to rave about shit we did not have, like upholstered beach chairs and loaner bicycles. And ping pong tables for some reason. Fuck, she loved ping pong tables... If I had known this earlier, I'd have gone and bought one at Target to set up poolside, but it was too late now. She was ten minutes out in her Uber.
Worse, the bank had just called. Now. At this critical moment. Joy had had to run off to her office to take the nervously threatening phone call. It had started to dawn on the stodgy old financial institution that they had several million dollars, between mortgage and line of credit, sunk into an aging hotel run by 23 and 25 year-old neophytes. Joy was having to be reassuring with alarming frequency.
She was earning the cottage, that was for sure.
But the bank really had called at the worst time, because it left Gail and me standing around with our thumbs up our asses, waiting to greet our mouthpiece to the world, without Joy, who was supposed to be in charge of this relationship.
"Are you going to dance and romance this one, Loverboy?" Gail asked sarcastically.
"Aside from not wanting Joy to remove my testicles slowly and painfully, I'm not seeing the value," I said, bowing insolently. "She seems like kind of a stick in the mud," I went on, waving my phone with her feed on it at Gail.
"She also seems kind of cute. I feel like you might fall on that grenade," Gail looked at the screen, narrow-eyed.
Great, was she probing me on behalf of Joy?
"I have standards," I said loftily. "I only risk death for serious babes. For instance, for you, I would run back and forth on I-95."
"Dream on, Loverboy!" she laughed.
A Prius pulled up, and a young woman who was, indeed, quite cute popped out, her phone on an already extended selfie stick. "Hey, Crew! I'm here at the Astro Beach Hotel! It's totally spiffy-looking, and wow! Scope out this. They have their own space program!" she burbled, turning the phone to picture my rocket ship.
She wasn't so bad, I started to think. She liked my rocket.
Then she snapped the stick closed and turned decidedly non-bubbly. "Hi, guys! Are you Joy?" she asked Gail.
"No, this is Gail, our manager," I said, stepping smoothly forward and temporarily promoting Gail. "I'm Blake. Joy is my sister, and she and I own the hotel together."
Trudy, who had not bothered to actually introduce herself, frowned. "I had talked to Joy. She isn't here?"
"The bank just called a minute ago," I said with a smile I wasn't sure I felt. "You know how they kind of like to be talked to, or else."
"Mmm," Trudy grimaced, unimpressed.
"Why don't I take Trudy here up to her suite?" I asked Gail. "I'll make sure she has everything set. If Joy is still grilling the bankers, tell her I'll be buying our guest here a drink at the new bar once she dropped off her stuff!"
"I hope you have non-alcoholic cocktails," Trudy said dubiously. "I do not drink that much."
Thank you, Cris, for calling me a butthead to my face when I said we shouldn't bother with a mocktail section on the menu!




❤️JOY
"Something weird is going on," Gail said from behind me as I headed for my office after half an hour of making Dana be civil to Trudy for an interview, practically at gunpoint. Dana is a borderline genius. And she has been great to work with to get what we want and need out of her kitchen. But why, oh why, does every chef have to be some kind of diva, professionally?
"What's up?" I asked, more eager for a diversion than was good for me.
"Come check out the north lot," Gail said, gesturing.
The north lot was our better parking lot. It was closer to the front entrance and had lots of shade from some ancient live oaks. We stepped outside, and I saw the lot was full.
"Wow! It's full. But we are having a bad week, occupancy-wise," I remarked.
"Exactly. And I've had guests grousing that they had to park in the south lot. Where are all these cars coming from?"
We looked at them, and frankly, while we are hardly the Ritz-Carlton, our guests generally drive better, newer cars than what was cluttering up our lot. "Has our staff started parking up here, instead of the bottom of the south lot, like they are supposed to?" I asked sharply. Our staff drove beaters like these because, try as we might, we pay like shit. The occupancy bonus was starting to help with that, but right now it was pretty much just eating out more often money, not better car money.
"Nope," Gail said firmly.
"Fucking Mercury," I growled. I was going to text Robbie and give him a piece of my mind for not telling me about whatever stunt Yates and Zelda were pulling.
"That's my guess, too. They have all their staff parking over here in our best lot," Gail grumped.
"Let's make up a list and have them towed," I said, brushing my hands.
"Can't," my suddenly unhelpful right hand said. "This lot and Mercury's south lot are both part of the public access easement to the beach."
Fucking government, demanding the public, who actually own our beach, have access to it...
"Blake," I growled into my phone.




♠️BLAKE
Trudy had run into her first topless sunbather at the pool, and I was glad to escape the pissy earful about how it would not go over great with some of her followers, to take Joy's call.
But I was instantly pining for the good old days of influencer self-importance once Joy gave me the news. We agreed to trade off responsibilities. She got Trudy, and I got 30ish unwanted cars.
Come to think of it, this was still definitely more fun than Trudy, if also more difficult.
I stood out in the parking lot, grumbling at these mostly well-cared-for crapmobiles. I turned to trudge back inside and maybe paint a few rooms to clear my head, when I saw an old faded sign I had not noticed before.
Welcome to the Astro Beach Hotel! As a courtesy to help you remember your stay, we will be attaching an Astro Beach bumper sticker to random cars... FREE of charge!
The sign was faded. It was almost illegible. It was covered in vines. It was probably from the Nixon administration.
But it was there.
I busted into the office and ripped open a box of the new bumper stickers I had just bought. They were reproductions of those old, ratty ones back in the storage shed where I had found the Tiki. I grabbed a thick pack of stickers and looked for the first two employees I could find who were not too busy. I gave them the list of guests' license plates and the bumper stickers, and told my newly assembled task force to apply them to all cars in the north lot that were not on our list. Then they were to monitor the lot, applying new stickers as needed when additional Mercury employees decided to park in our lot.
My phone rang that evening, as Joy and I were having our evening cocktail. We had to cram it in quickly while Trudy was getting showered and changed. Joy was taking her to dinner downtown. Sucks to be Joy. She should have trusted me to keep it in my pants to begin with and had me take Trudy. Thank god she had not trusted me, or I'd be the one staring down the barrel of an evening's small talk with someone who only talked Metrics and Reach when the camera was not running.
"Hello?" I said, not recognizing the number on my phone's screen.
"What kind of shit are you bozos trying to pull?" came a female voice I thought I sort of recognized.
"I'm sorry, who is this?" I asked, politely.
Joy frowned.
"It is Zelda, you little prick," came the reply. "What did you do to my employees' cars?"
"Whose cars? We revived the old tourist industry practice of offering free bumper stickers to guests parking in the north lot. If some of your people parked there instead of in your lot, where they should have, I suppose they might have gotten one of our stickers. I think they look cool. Would you like one for yourself?"
She hung up on me.
"Zelda's pissed," I observed with great sadness.
"Tragic," Joy replied, and we toasted.




♠️BLAKE
The next morning, the two people I had put on lot duty came to me and reported that many of the same cars were back, and the stickers had (almost) all been removed. Bumper stickers these days were too damn easy to get off!
Well, I had a fix for that!
I bolted for the old storage shed and grabbed a stack of the original stickers, the ones that don't come off without half an hour using a hair dryer... I handed them to my minions to go do their thing.
Then I went to go have lunch with Trudy. I hate it when my sister begs...
Worse, Trudy wanted to put me on camera after lunch! I had to act totally cool, talking to her as we walked through the best possible areas of the hotel. Thank god I had just finally gotten the north hall repainted a week ago!
Then I let myself get distracted. I could see the north lot as we walked, and there were some obvious Mercury-owned cars, but they did not have bumper stickers.
I growled something to Trudy about how I needed to check on something, and bolted for the lot. Only about half the interlopers had fresh stickers. Why not the rest?
I stepped around and found one of the few guest cars that had managed to find a parking space in this lot. It was a convertible, and the top had been left down.
You should not do that. Debris with accumulate in your back seat if you do that. Debris like a certain waitress and a certain valet/bellman who were supposed to be applying bumper stickers, but who were currently experiencing the joys of the horizontal bop in the back seat of somebody's vintage Cadillac.
They had conscientiously left their stack of old, pain-in-the-ass-type bumper stickers on the hood.
Okay, not gonna lie, Frida, the waitress, was a bit loaded for bear, and looked even more so with her bikini top gone and her chest bouncing up and down. Below her, Evan was pretty well-built as well. It was why I occasionally used him to help haul heavy shit. Right now, the only heavy shit he carried was Frida's bazookas, which he clenched hungrily as she rode him.
"What the fuck, you two?" I yelped.
"Oh, my goodness!" Trudy gasped from right behind me.
Shit, she had followed me!
"Ahhh! Ahhh!!!" contributed Frida, who grabbed her tits out of Evan's hands and rolled up in a ball on the floorboards.
"Shit," said Evan, not wanting to be left out of the discussion.
Trudy gulped involuntarily. Turns out Evan is fucking hung...
I reminded the two of them sternly about job responsibilities, as if I had caught them taking an unauthorized smoke break or something, and quickly steered Trudy away.
"What kind of crazy operation do you have going on here?" she asked in a flustered huff.
The best I could do was a weak smile and a shrug. Thank God she had not been filming.
I never found out if Evan and Trudy finished what had honestly seemed like a pretty epic fuck or not, but I did tell Gail to make sure that they got their actual job done before they went back to their normal duties.
I did not check for myself, since I was herding Trudy for another hour or so, trying to find areas of the hotel to show her that were not laden with sexual overtones. Those were getting scarcer these days, I was realizing.
But I found out for sure that the new, original bumper stickers had been applied, because I got an in-person visit from Zelda soon after Trudy biffed off.
La Femme Moore was not pleased with life. Or me.
Mostly me.
I wished Zelda had chosen to go look for Joy instead, because that catfight would have been epic. But no, she went after me. I endured a tirade about vandalism and trying to get her employees in trouble.
I returned her words with a lecture on time-honored Florida tourist traditions (from a time before either one of us had been born) regarding bumper stickers, with some old-timey reminiscences about common courtesy between competitors thrown in for good measure. Zelda is at least 15 years older than me, but I managed to slather my bullshit with a heavy dose of disappointment in today's young people like her.
I think I might have seen a glint of a smile at that bullshit before she got angry again.
I caught sight of Gail hanging around, watching the conflict silently. I figured that she was there in case she needed to drag Zelda off me if things went any more downhill.
I tried to concentrate on Zelda, which wasn't hard. The way she had her raven hair done up somehow managed to make a bun look sexy. Her dark blue eyes were practically purple and slightly magnified behind her stylish black-framed glasses. Her dark blue suit was not close to as revealing as Joy's and Gail's uniform, but it was every bit as expertly tailored a showcase for one hell of a body. And today, she even had a button or two of her blouse open in deference to the exceptionally hot weather we were having.
I was absolutely certain that this bitch had never spawned any children, or I'd have classified her as an apex MILF.
No, MILHF.
I didn't think I'd ever wanted to Hate Fuck anyone before, but the back of my mind was roiling with images of jamming Zelda up against the wall and shoving my cock up under that knee-length skirt.
"You are... unreasonable," she sputtered at last.
"I am just happy to have so many of your employees advertising my business around town," I smiled nastily.
"Look, just give up already," Zelda said irritably. "You will never make this dump work. You are just pissing away whatever last little bit of actual worth your uncle left you with this struggle. Sell this dump to Yates and be done with it!"
"Tell Yates to add a zero to the top line of the offer, and we'll talk," I said, oozing contempt to hide my inner worries about the potential truth in her words. Joy's talk with the bank the day before had not gone well. "Until then, I think we are done here. I have a business to run."
Zelda gawped at the outright dismissal and stalked off.
"Those are some sexy spiked heels she's wearing these days," Gail observed when our enemy was gone.
"I didn't notice," I said, slightly regretting the fact. I like a nice pair of calves atop high heels.
"Yeah, you were too busy staring down her blouse," Gail laughed.
"Why are you mentioning her footwear?" I sighed wearily. The fight had worn me down a little.
"It's just that they made me realize, while you guys were talking, that she couldn't have walked over here in those shoes, so I checked the parking lot. Sure enough, her car is parked in our north lot," Gail smirked.



I stared at her. Gail was an evil genius. "You used the old stickers that won't come off, right?" I asked hopefully.
Gail just snorted. Obviously. Gail is a goddamn treasure. "I generously gave her two," she grinned.
I wanted to kiss her, she had just elevated my mood so much! But I did not, because it would get back to Joy, and I'd never hear the end of it.
"And I was saving this last tidbit, in case you needed some backup," Gail went on, oblivious to her near brush with thank-smooching. "I've actually had some complaints from guests about the stickers."
"What?" I gapsed. "We are not supposed to be putting them on guest cars!"
"Exactly. The guests wanted stickers for themselves! I've had to give out, like, nine of the new ones already today."




♠️BLAKE
I managed to get in some much-needed maintenance on the pool filters before Joy dumped Trudy back on me once more. I considered ducking the task and sticking Joy with her, because only Trudy, while hanging out around the pool, could make me pine for painting and repairing trim and moulding.
But Joy looked... unhappy. The last thing we needed was her snapping and throwing Trudy in the ocean.
"So, Trudy," I said brightly, drawing on my reservoir of mirth from bumperstickering Zelda's car, "I'm looking forward to you enjoying our new nightclub tonight. We are very excited about it."
"Well, I'll go, since you and your sister go on about it so much," Trudy said reluctantly. "But I am more of a daytime gal, to be honest. What should I wear?"
"We don't have a dress code, to be honest. So far, we are letting the guests develop it for us on the fly," I said honestly. "It looks like most of them, since it is setup outdoors near the pool, are going for their best swimwear. Maybe a cute cover-up," I added. I certainly liked the direction our guests had taken things the first week we had opened. "The real feature you will want to video is our house band. You'll love them," I added enthusiastically. If Trudy liked music at all, the band would get raves from her.
"Well, I don't know how late I'll stay," Trudy said dubiously. Honestly, this was the most genuine I'd seen her yet. On camera, she was a bubbly cotton candy dingus. Most of the time off camera, she was calculating and suspicious. Her just being uncertain was uncharacteristically human. "I think I'll take a quick nap, then throw on a fresh suit," she said.
"Things get going at 8:00," I said easily, excited for a break from this woman. "I'll knock on your door and we can go have a light cocktail and I'll see if I can get you to dance!"
She snorted. "Good luck with that!"
I took my Trudybreak in my suite, showering and changing into my best hotel owner pool outfit. I chose the knee-length board shorts, and in a further concession to Trudy's conservative demeanor, I buttoned most of the buttons on my best Tommy Bahama.
When I knocked on her door, she took an annoying moment to answer, then came out with her camera bag over her shoulder. Her camera was her phone, of course, but her bag had three different selfie sticks, a ring flash, makeup kit, and who knows what else.
I was pleased to see that Trudy had the game to doll up just a bit for a trip to a nightclub. I guess her followers would expect it. What little of her channel I had watched, she mostly dressed modestly, though it was hard for her not to look attractive. And being decent-looking is kind of a requirement to be an influencer, I suppose. Tonight, she almost, almost dressed sexily.
"I nearly didn't bring a bikini," she admitted as she exited her room. "You would not believe the comments and DMs I get every time I post something where I'm wearing one. But I do want to fit in tonight," she sighed. She was indeed wearing a bikini top, and while it was fairly sturdy, I could see that she would get some internet perv interest when this part of her travelogue posted. Her breasts were modestly impressive and seemed firm as hell. She had complained early on that we did not have a gym, and I could see that she stayed in shape, given the flat nature of her stomach.
Alas, she wore Bermuda shorts, and loose ones at that. I was disappointed by that because, well... I suspected her backside was her best vista.
My four girls were already playing their initial warm-up set as we walked out of the hotel to the pool and tiki hut area. I led Trudy toward the thatched roof, hoping a cocktail might loosen her up and help me get her to have at least a little bit of a good time.
"Oh, hey!" she exclaimed as we neared my big Polynesian artifact. "I think I love this thing, but I've not been able to get any good video. The lighting is awesome right now. Would you be my cameraman?" she asked.
Hey, if Trudy was going to compliment and highlight my Tiki, maybe I was going to like her again. I took the phone.
"Hey, Crew! My final night here at the Astro Beach Hotel, I'm going to the latest addition to the resort, their outdoor beach nightclub! Check out their host, this awesome Tiki!" she said, waving at my Tiki like she was a game show hostess.
She was right about the lighting conditions. The sun was setting behind me, and the sky was purple. The torches that flanked the statue and the flaming brazier I'd built in front of it flickered warm light all over its carven features, complete with scars of various ages. Trudy looked damned near sexy in the light, and when she decided to lean against the statue and caress it, there was nothing near about it. She practically made out with the Tiki for a moment before she pulled back and did another take that was less out there.
She looked at the second video, and asked me almost shyly, "Mind if we do that last bit one more time, but you zoom in a bit more on me so the tongue is out of the picture? It looks like it is licking my leg!"
Leg licking cropped out, I led her under the thatched roof. "I know Joy said you enjoyed our non-alcoholic menu last night, but I'm hoping you will try at least one of our signature cocktails tonight," I said eagerly.
"I usually don't drink when I'm working, but I guess I should try one," she said, and got into a discussion, on camera of course, with Cris about what was best. They settled, of course, on our showiest cocktail, an over-garnished monstrosity that was too sweet and too strong for my tastes.
"This is fantastic!" Trudy gushed before she even took a sip. "But no tiki mug?"
I answered for Cris. "Guests tend to go back and forth between here and the pool area, so we use unbreakable plastic for everything."
"Well, it is delicious," Trudy said, taking a sip. "And wow, Crew! This is a potent one!" she burbled to the camera.
When the band resumed, Trudy and I sat and watched, and she filmed an entire number. "They really are good," she said in one of her more genuine moments with the camera off.
We had learned from the very start of doing Nightclub that we needed extra servers, and had drafted a few other employees into service. I surreptitiously arranged for Evan to work our table. I said nothing about earlier in the parking lot, but Trudy clearly recognized him, and I caught a blush from her once or twice as he moved around.
Looking about, I had an idea. Excusing myself for a moment, I went over to two guys standing nearby. They had been at the hotel all week, and I'd gotten to know them a little. "Guys," I said, "Let me introduce you to TrudyBeachTravels. She's checking out the nightclub tonight."
I could not have been happier when Felix, the blonde guy, instantly gushed. "Trudy! This is so cool! We've followed you forever! We even went to that Key West hotel you recommended last winter."
"It was great," Wally, the brunette, added.
They were a gay couple, but Trudy seemed to miss that particular vibe. Between sucking down more of her cocktail, faster than was likely smart, and images evoked by memories of Evan from earlier, she seemed... distracted by their appearance. Enchanted, even. The two guys ran a gym back home in Pennsylvania, and they never wore anything around but tight Speedo swim trunks.
"You guys should help Trudy get in a dance or two," I suggested evilly.
"Oh, no. I really shouldn't," she said, flustered.
Felix and Wally, who seemed like they were full-time used to women thirsting on them, proceeded to hit on her mercilessly until she gave in and danced with them both at the same time. I took some video of them on my own phone to send to her later, and just generally sat around, feeling like a Bond villain.
They finally released her, to some not-so-well-hidden disappointment on her part, and she watched them go, still blissfully unaware of their sexual orientation.
"Whew!" she said, flopping back in her seat. "Now I'm exhausted!"
"You aren't ready to turn in already?" I asked, concerned.
"No! I love this band. You were right about them," she said. "But it is crowded in here," she went on, nervously looking at Evan, who was passing very close by at the moment, his shorts nearly at Trudy's eye level. "I'd like to just sit around, listen, and relax."
"Well, fortunately, we have our lovely pool right over there," I said, rising. "It's part of what makes this club so awesome on Friday and Saturday nights!"
We stepped out from under the tiki hut, and the cool night air hit us.
Trudy grimaced, the sheen of sweat from dancing with gay dudes adding to the sensation. "Oh, it's almost chilly out here. It feels marvelous, but I'm not sure I want to sit in the pool after all."
"We have a hot tub, too," I suggested, waving for Evan to get us another round and come find us.
"Oh! That sounds good," she said, and we wandered around to the secluded tub.
Guests had found the tub in recent weeks, and it was often occupied at night. At the moment, there were three couples already in the tub, enjoying drinks, the music, and conversation. It's a big tub, so there was still plenty of room for Trudy and me.
She only hesitated a moment before she set down her bag, and slid off her shorts as well!
Yep, that ass was indeed her best side.
As we stepped into the tub, one of the women recognized Trudy. Damn, was this woman actually famous?
"Hey! Are you TrudyBeachTravels?" the petite Chinese-American girl blurted out.
Trudy seemed unsurprised to be recognized again. "Hey, Crew!" she said, sinking into the water, her bubbly persona back in place.
"Trudy's a big-time travel vlogger," the one who recognized Trudy filled in the rest of her group. "Your followers are gonna love this place," she told my charge enthusiastically.
Nice.
Suddenly, Trudy went from one to six fans in the hot tub with us, because everybody wants to hang out in a hot tub with a celebrity, and thus they all needed Trudy to be one. I was just happy when Evan dropped by with our refills, and Trudy, basking in adulation, took a big sip of her Gargleblaster without comment or thought.
Two of the girls thought that more drinks were a good idea, and since Evan had already left, they popped out of the tub and went to get them themselves.
When they came back, drinks in hand, they were also carrying instead of wearing their bikini tops!
"Yo! Babe!" one of the guys, I think his name was Larry, exclaimed to his topless girl. But he was smiling approvingly.
"A few girls from around the pool went over to dance to that cool band," said Larry's girl. "We've been here for three days and haven't tried it, so we went for it."
The lone guy whose wife (I think they were married) was not topless waggled his eyes at his woman. "Whaddaya say, Babe?" he teased. "Gonna go for it?"
His lady did not look impressed. "You just want everybody to see my tits," she huffed as she was handed her fresh cocktail.
"Absolutely," he proudly, bravely, and perhaps foolhardily, replied.
She glared at him, then giggled. "Luckily for you, I am already a little drunk," she said, taking a big slug of her fresh cocktail, "and getting drunker." She teasingly reached behind her back, then stopped.
"Do it! Do it!" the two topless chicks chanted.
The holdout stuck her tongue out at them, then yanked off her top.
There was much whooping and hollering among the six of them, and the next thing I knew, there was a serious couples makeout session happening right in front of my conservative, might hold the fate of the hotel in her hands, charge.
Trudy wanted to hide her face from it all and chose to do so in the overly elaborate garnish of her cocktail.
She was making short work of that second drink...
"Sorry," I said, leaning in to whisper.
But Trudy just waved me off. "I guess they are having fun. That's the point of vacation, right?" she said grudgingly. Even better, she stopped hiding her face.
After a remarkably swift demonstration of alternate tonsil examination techniques, two of the couples broke apart for air.
"This is so hot," one girl said to the other.
"I know!" the other replied. Their mates just looked smugly at each other. And at each other's girl's tits. I was assuming this was new visual territory for them.
Then, as if by magic, both girls turned to Trudy.
"You gotta try it, Trudy," the one who was an actual fan exclaimed. "It feels so awesome in the night air!"
"Yeah! You'll love it," the third girl added, extracting her lips from her guy's mouth and her tits from his hands. She shook her torso, sloshing water over her, admittedly less than spectacular tits. "You gotta do it!"
"Do it! Do it!" the girls taunted. Then the guys joined in.
Yikes.
"Sorry," I said, amused but mortified. Joy was going to kill me for getting Trudy into this situation. "We can go back to the bar if you..."
Trudy ignored me. "You guys are a bad influence," she scoffed, waving their chant off.
"We hope so!" the guy named Larry joked.
"Do it! Do it! Do it!" they kept chanting.
Finally, Trudy had had enough. She held up her hands. "Listen, you guys," she said, pausing dramatically. They looked a little crestfallen. "Everybody put down your phones. I'm not having my boobs on the internet," she said.
The six whooped in triumph. Most of their phones were not in evidence anyway, but the two that had been used to take pics of Sudden Topless Syndrome amongst themselves were slid far away from the tub.
"Really? I don't want you to feel..." I tried to butt in.
"No, I've never done this," Trudy said. "Never wanted to, really. But tonight, with it going on all over, it just seems lke this might be a golden opportunity..."
"Do it! Do it! Do it!"
Trudy stuck out her tongue and unhooked her top. She popped it off and tossed it to the side, accompanied by a rousing cheer from the company. I even smiled.
I couldn't help it.
Look, her breasts were hardly world-class, like a few I'd seen recently. But they were damned nice. And her nipples... Her nipples were so perfect, they looked like they were AI-generated.
Each deliciously pink nipple was big and hard as a half-inch long segment of a Slim Jim, only actually appetizing. And the puffy halos of pink surrounding them atop her tits were perfectly circular, just the size of the O you make with your lips, and crinkled with what was clearly excitement. The perimeters were stockaded with tiny little bumps.
"Holy shit!" one of the guys exclaimed. His girl elbowed him. But she didn't stop looking either.
But Trudy, trooper that she was, just leaned back in the tub, letting the water mostly cover her tits. "You are right," she said, taking a huge slug of her cocktail. "This does feel nice in the night air." There was more acclaim for the hero of the moment.
Then regular conversation returned suddenly, seasoned only by the fact that all three girls were being felt up by their guys, and at least two of them also had their hands on their mates' laps under the water. The jets had died a minute earlier, and it was all fully evident under the clear surface.
"So, will this evening get into your review, Trudy?" one of them asked.
Trudy laughed, then stopped after a moment. "Maybe. A little..." she mused a moment longer, then grabbed her phone. "Selfie time, girls. Come here!"
A moment of shock was followed by a female rush across the tub to Trudy's side. I was summarily shoved away to make room. The guys and I looked at each other.
Trudy sank down into the water, one girl dipped down beside her, and the other two leaned in over their shoulders as Trudy raised her phone.
"No, no, no," the influencer tsked. "I'm not getting banned for a nipple violation, ladies. Hold an arm across or something. Blake, turn on the bubbles, will you?" she ordered, like I was her production assistant.
Since I was, essentially, her production assistant for the time being, I obliged, and swiftly. This was A) Awesome. And B) going to do wonders for our review. And C) Awesome.
With the roiling water covering Trudy and the one girl's, um, girls, and the other two holding a forearm across their chests, the vlogger took a truly awesome series of photos, full of smiles and duckfaces, dutch angles, and other gimmicks. Then she switched over to video and they did an utterly wholesome wave at the camera by four all-American women... who were covered, but obviously topless.
Trudy finally lowered her phone and said, "That'll do. Thanks!"
The three women cheered again, and started to disperse.
"Wait!" Trudy said, with a sudden grin. "One more, just for my memories." She sat back but upright, lifting her tits above the surface of the water. "This one will never hit the internet."
The other three whooped and leaned in to show off their tits with a celebrity.
There was a hell of a lot more than one photo taken, but all only on Trudy's phone.
"Our turn," one of the guys exclaimed. All three surged up out of their seats in anticipation.
"Ha! You wish," his girlfriend scoffed, and the three's progress slowed.
"No, it's all right," Trudy said, to my shock. "Just let me put my top back on first," she added wickedly. So she did have a sense of humor...
There were shouts of dismay, but back on her top went, and the guys got a group shot or two.
"And with that, I think I'm for bed," Trudy told my other guests. "I have an early flight tomorrow."
Wait. What? Early flight? How early?
Joy had offered me up as chauffeur back to the airport for Trudy, to save her the Uber.
How early was I going to be getting up?
"Anything else I can get you before you head off?" I asked, not wanting to instantly ask about the early wakeup issue. "Another drink before bed, perhaps?"
"There are a few issues with the room," Trudy said, her bubbly public persona gone as the hot tub receded behind us, and the persnickety attitude was back.
"Oh, no!" I yelped. "Why didn't you tell us before?"
"Nothing really serious, but we can go over them if you like," Trudy said primly.
As we passed the Tiki, I asked again, hoping to restore her earlier good attitude, "Want that nightcap?"
"I've drunk quite enough," she said, and a giggle crept back into her voice. "I am totally going to recommend the drinks especially," she added, as if going over her upcoming review in her head.
I had checked her suite myself before she checked in. Joy had checked it. What had housekeeping fucked up? When had they had a chance to fuck it up?
"I do wish that you'd told us of the issues before now," I fretted. Everything had been going so unexpectedly well! "We always want any guests to let us know instantly when the inevitable little things go awry." That was true, but since when did I speak in bureaucratic marketing bullshitese?
Trudy turned around in the middle of her room and shrugged. "It really didn't feel like an issue until this evening," she said, a lot less snippily than I'd expected for the beginning of a list of complaints. "But all this room has really lacked is a nice hard dick to fuck me."



"Um," I said.
She was smiling. This was a new smile. It was not the bubbly public smile. It was not the professional one, either. I liked this smile. This smile was fairly awesome.
"I'm hoping there is a nice hard dick here now," she added, stepping toward me. "One that is willing to help a girl out..."
Okay, my dick was not quite hard. It certainly had been, back in the hot tub, but her sudden desire to leave, then the discussion of 'problems', had banished the condition entirely. But it was rallying now. Swiftly.
That said, I was confused about this development. Was this part of Trudy's, um, process?
"I, uh..." I said, not backing away, but not leaning into her like my body was suggesting quite vehemently.
"Honestly, Blake," she said, moving very close now, "I've never done anything like this when reviewing a resort, ever. But my channel has really blown up, and with all the time I've been on the road, striking while the iron is hot, it has been six months since I've gotten laid in any way, shape, or form."
Well, now.
"It's been fine, really," she shrugged. "But over this stay, the way you have this resort set up? The vibe you are creating? I've been getting the itch. Then tonight, with all that silliness in the hot tub..."
"Trudy," I said sternly. "As the hotel owner, I cannot be having sex with someone who is reviewing the hotel."
A look of surprise and disappointment started to blossom on her face.
"But as Blake, off-duty regular dude, my dick and I are dying to help you out," I added with a smile. She deserved that, after her bullshit about issues with the room.
Her face melded smoothly back into that smile, and I felt a palm on the front of my trunks. "There's that nice, hard dick I was craving," she said, massaging me nicely.
"Why do you hide how hot you are?" I asked genuinely. I ran a thumb along her jaw and kissed her lightly.
"Thank you! But you don't have to be all that hot in this industry for your comment sections to be filled with the most incredibly gross things if a girl just wears a scoop-necked sweater," Trudy replied, her hand not at all worried about pervy comments at the present moment.
"Well," I said, kissing her much more deeply and resting my hand on the back of her hip--the very sweet ass sector of the back of her hip, "I would love to completely fill your comment section at the moment."
"You are bad," she said, shoving me lightly. "Which is exactly what I am counting on!"
My guest was counting on me...
I slid my hands behind her back and slipped loose the simple, large S-hook that held the back of her plain bikini top together under her shoulder blades. I lifted the garment slowly up and over her head with genuine anticipation.
Nice tits like hers were great. Nice tits like hers that I was bareing myself were greater. Nice tits like hers, with stellar nipples like hers that I was about to devour, were greater-er.
"Your nipples are amazing," I breathed, and bent to indulge in one of them.
"They are kind of small," Trudy said uncertainly.
"They are fucking perfect," I said, shifting my lips to the other specimen.
Trudy's hand let go of my cock through my shorts and immediately slipped inside my waistband and grabbed it again, skin to skin. Yeah. There were no operative worries about the room being equipped with no hard cock for her to use.
"They are perfect, and even when I get on with giving you the fucking you requested, I am still going to bend my back so I can keep sucking these," I went on, struggling to make that all sound more or less intelligible, since one nipple or the other was between my lips for all of it.
"Shit, Blake," she sighed. Then her hands were suddenly yanking my trunks to the floor. I was still kicking my ankles free when she pushed down her bikini bottom as well.
"Well, I want your full attention to the task," she laughed. Then she turned away and crawled up onto the mattress on her hands and knees. "I say we do it this way," she added, looking eagerly over her shoulder at me, "so you are not distracted."
Aw shucks. What a shame. I was going to be expected to do it doggy-style with this hot chick whose ass is her best feature, even when you take her perfect nipples into consideration. Boy, do I have egg on my face...
I could hardly contain myself, but there was an appetizing preliminary here to take care of.
I slid onto the bed behind her and rubbed my hands across those choice little buns. I said she had a great ass, not a big one. I clutched and massaged those buns, then dipped my face down to lick up her slit.
"Ahhhh! Nice!" she sighed. "But that is not what I asked for, Blake! Six months, remember?" she added. "We can trade some oral later, or 69 if you fucking want to. Actually, that sounds awesome, but right now: Dick. Me. Assemble, please!"
Well, don't threaten me with a good time. My experience with 69ing was strictly limited, and I was quite interested in expanding that knowledge. But first, I had the terrible chore of grabbing ahold of this sweet ass and plundering the pussy of this out of nowhere horny as all fuck girl.
I straightened a bit and squeezed that bum again as I started rubbing up and down between her legs. She was not shaved down there, but her short, curly pubes were slick and wet with fluids other than hot tub water. My cock pressed easily past them, and I grabbed it with one hand to more easily slot into her.
She hung her head loosely and growled, "Just fucking do it!"
I obliged her, pressing into her swiftly as I could, which was hardly fast. Trudy felt like she hadn't been fucked in half a year, because she was tight, and I had to work to push into her!
The vocabulary she employed to express her appreciation for what I was doing was not appropriate for an Instagram reel.
It took three strokes, wet as she was, for me to begin to loosen her up enough for me to stroke into her easily, but when I could, I did. My cock was pushing the like button eagerly as I began to pump Trudy, and her dangling head popped up to toss around.
"This," she panted. "This is what I've been needing without even thinking about it. And this is why I wanted you focused on doing this, instead of my tits!"
I just smiled, leaned forward over Trudy's back, and reached down to tweak her nipples as I kept right on thrusting into her without breaking pace.
"Oh, you fucker," she panted.
"That's what you asked me to be."
"Fucker," she growled again, and she made no move to swat aside my fingers, and instead just started rocking her butt back against my hammering hips.
A final tweak of her nipples, and I straightened my back again, so I could get my hands back on those perky buns.
God, she was tight.
Then she growled, "Hold still!"
I let my hisp freeze, wondering what she was up to, but at this point, down with whatever it was.
She shifted her hands on the mattress to get a better purchase, then began rocking backward and forward on her hands and knees, slamming herself back repeatedly on my cock!
"Fuck, yeah," I gargled as she fucked me doggy-style...
I let her perform this amazing feat for more than half a minute before I pushed my hips forward, shoved her shoulders downward, her face into the mattress, and resumed hammering into her myself.
She started moaning loudly with each thrust, and I picked up the pace again, only occasionally reaching down with one hand or the other for a little feel of a dangling tit. I was rushing her, I could tell, but I had some simultaneous oral promised in my future, and I was wanting to get to that!
I did not expect to come myself right then, but when her hips suddenly corkscrewed and her fist pounded the mattress surface in two quick swats, her voice crying out in piteous excitement, I came right along with her. I felt my cock throb with several consecutive thrusts, each pulse jetting cum inside her. Trudy just screamed into the comforter as she climaxed.
I rammed into her a few final times, my still spasming cock shouting in eager protest, before I practically collapsed back onto my side and then my back beside her.
She just stayed where she was on her knees, face mashed into the covers, and her ass up in the air. The pose was sexy as fuck, in a messy, post-coital way.
With a groan, she pushed herself up on her hands. I just languidly but swiftly reached out to cup a dangling boob.
This time, she did swat my lascivious grope away.
"You are a delightful pervert," she snorted happily. "But I need you to lie right there and don't move until I get back," she went on, crawling away from me to the far side of the bed. "I need to pee badly, then do a little maintenance if you are going to want me to grind my pussy into your face after all that!"




The mortals that fetishised their self-control were always the hardest. But bringing them to fruition often released great power, as with this female. The surrender always left them happy, though that was hardly important. And this was an excellent demonstration of Its powers to the owners, though they did not seem to grasp Its involvement... yet. Perhaps that was good...




It's a slow ramp to this story. I know. Thanks for sticking with it... Shit is going to start getting crazy. Then it will start getting weird. Then it will get full on wild...But it is only Plausible if it takes time to get there...
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Tiki Totem Hotel 6





For most of Its existence, It had never had an Owner. The tribe of mortals who had brought It forth in the beginning had simply enjoyed Its power to the full. After a generation or two of their transient existences, another tribe of mortals had come from over the sea and killed them all. These mortals had been fiercer and tattooed their bodies, but they too had eventually come to bask in Its power as well. Over time, they came to be less warlike, enjoying their fleeting lives in Its demesne.
Then, the first mortal with light skin, such as Its new owners possessed, had appeared, a male who kept waving around a black-covered packet of strangely tattooed leaves with a design of two crossed golden lines, one long, one short, on the black leather cover. That small totem represented a power so vast and infinite that It had quailed at first, shrinking Its power away from the pale-skinned mortal.
But the pale mortal was filled with hate, hate for the power It had over Its mortals. At first, the new, black-clad mortal just yelled and screamed, and occasionally tried to persuade, but Its mortals were firmly in the grip of Its unbreakable power over them. Somehow, the loud, angry mortal discovered Its power, and tried to wield the power of that terrifying totem against It.
It had known fear in that moment, for the Power behind that 'book' was infinite. But that Power ignored the white-skinned mortal's entreaties, as if it dismissed his acts in its name. Frustrated, the mortal had seized an axe, and attacked It himself. The scars could still be seen, though It was far tougher than the mortal had expected.
And when they saw the lone mortal's assault on It, Its mortals remembered their warlike past...
All had been well again, for long enough that even It felt the passage of time and generations beyond count, but eventually, events filled with fire and death far beyond Its island disrupted Its mortals' existence, and they had to flee, unable to take It with them. The jungle grew up around It, and It experienced loneliness.
Eventually, more pale-skinned mortals arrived. It hid Itself and Its power from them, still remembering the violence of the first of their kind. Then, It was finally discovered by a group of males in pale green. One admired It, and claimed it as his own. It had found Itself enclosed and carried away an unimaginable distance, to a new island of a very different sort, connected to a land mass so vast it exceeded Its capacity to envision.
Ownership was a foreign concept to It, but it was a reality that held genuine power. Its power could not touch the mortal who 'owned' It. Now, It had two owners for the first time, but that did nothing to dilute Its impotence toward either.
But It had power over those around its new owners. Those surrounding mortals could persuade in various ways...
Its second owner, the spawn of the first, had imprisoned It because he had disapproved of Its power and aims. It would ensure that these owners loved It.




❤️JOY
I had been laying out for some sun, naked, as had become my regular work break, when I had heard another stick break. I had opened an eye to see Robbie standing there with the big stick he had just deliberately snapped in his hands, a hopeful grin on his face.
I had not actually been in the mood, but he evoked some extremely good memories, and those thoughts started the juices running. His lips and tongue had subsequently gotten the juices running like Usain Bolt...
I tugged him up to me once I recovered my brain and screwed it back into my head. I kissed him... briefly, because his face was a mess and smelled quite thoroughly of, um, me. His hands were already on my tits and getting fixated again.
"You are such a tit-man, aren't you?" I laughed.
"With these boobs?" Robbie said in shock. "I'd think road signs would turn into tit-men around you!"
Okay, that was cute.
"Well, then, if mine are so uniquely fascinating, I guess you should fuck them, shouldn't you?" I asked, feeling quite grateful at the moment and a little kinky.
I thought I might have to run and fetch the defibrillator from the poolside for a moment there...
His head started jerking around, eyes glomming onto my tits, then running haplessly around everywhere else, then back to my tits.
"Mr. Tit-man hasn't done that before?" I teased.
"Um..."
I laughed again. "This is going to be so fucking hot," I said, meaning it. I pulled his face down into my already sweaty cleavage. "I want you to drool all over my tits," I said.
He perked up and winked at me. "I always drool over your tits."
"Ha! Thank you. But I mean literally. I need you to slobber all over my cleavage until you run out of spit, Robbie."
"Oh!" he said. "Don't have to ask me twice..."
He rolled over to gently clasp the outsides of my tits and press them in against his face, and he rolled his head back and forth to quite effectively motorboat himself. Before I had to tell him to get on with it, he started self-indulgently licking my inner slopes.
"Wetter," I demanded. "Just spit a couple of wads in there and lick it around."
How a guy that wanted to drool that much could run out of spit that fast was beyond me, but he'd done the necessary.
Titfucking was fun, but I really only did it with guys I liked on general principles. It was stimulating, but the biggest thing I got out of it was watching someone I liked being so stupidly happy.
"Now, come slap that pretty cock of yours right here," I said, dragging my finger up between my breasts.
"Joy," he said, almost drily as he straddled me and began to droop his hard-on down between my tits. "I have done this before, just... never with anyone as sexy as you."
"Aww, aren't you sweet?" I chortled, but began to squeeze my tits around him as I talked. "You mean you haven't with any girl whose tits are a big as mine," I corrected.
"Bigger once," he corrected back, beginning to rock his hips. "Just not close to as amazing," he added breathlessly.
Again, Robbie is not a specimen. But his tongue is good at a whole lot of things, including talking sometimes...
He braced his hands on the grass over my head and started sliding his cock between my slick tits. The caress of his hard wand in my embrace definitely sent a tingle through me, right down between my legs, but that was nothing to what I could see it was doing to him. His eyes gleamed down at me... and at my tits as his cock pistoned between them. I moaned right along with him as he fucked my chest.
With a smile, I just lay back on the grass and enjoyed the sweet sensation of a man just selfishly but very gratefully indulging himself with my body.
I think that just the idea of doing this with me had him half ready to come before he started. I felt his thrusts grow a little desperate, and heard his sweet whines rise in pitch. I just shifted my grasp on my tits as I held them squished around him. Now I interlaced my fingertips together, and pressed them down between my tits, seeking out his thrusting member. The tips found his surging shaft, and I pressed ever so lightly along the moving top of his cock.
"Ahhh!" he gasped at the tiny additional stimulation, and he grunted even harder.
"Want me to grab it and finish you off?" I panted, pretty damned happy myself.
"Not... gonna be... needed," he gasped and suddenly yanked his cock out of my cleavage.
It waved in the air for a split second before it just fountained sticky shit everywhere! I mean, it was fucking copious. A fair amount of it ended up pooling at the base of my throat, and plenty spattered the top of my tits and shoulders. But the majority flew up and blorped all over my face. Into my laughing mouth. On my cheeks. In my hair. Up my nose...
I could not stop laughing as he nearly passed out and teetered over to the side, literally crashing to the grass beside me.
"That was the best thing ever," he gasped enthusiastically. "Thank y... Oh, holy fuck!" he freaked, having struggled up on an elbow so he could see my face. "Ogod ogod ogod ogod," he gargled. "I'm so sorry! I'll... I'll go and grab a... a towel, or... ogod ogod! I'm so sorry."
Frankly, I had not had that much fun in a good while.
"Easy there, Robbie," I laughed. "A girl doesn't get a guy off that way if she isn't ready for a little facial!"
"A little?" He gulped in dismay. "I've never come that much in a week!" he went on, staring at my face. I felt some goo about to drip into my eye. I wiped it away and licked the finger clean. His come tasted the same as before, that nice bland flavor, devoid of characteristics, good or bad. Robbie had the generic grocery store-brand vanilla ice cream of jizz.
I wiped another glob off and sucked it from my finger.
Robbie just lunged over to my chair, grabbed my very good towel, and started using my very good towel to wipe his fucking spunk off me!
I tried to dissuade him, and we were practically wrestling over the towel until we both collapsed back laughing on the grass.
"You are pretty good at this, you know?" I gasped, finally rolling over on my side and stroking Robbie's chest lightly.
"Apparently," he chuckled. "I mean, I actually just came over here to tell you some juicy dirt you will appreciate, but once I realized how awesome my timing was, I just could not keep my hands off of you."
"One, tell me this juicy dirt," I said eagerly. "And two, bring me juicy dirt more often!" We shared a smile.
"You know this is just a fun heads up," he said cautiously. "Zelda's a pain, and Yates is a dick, but I do work for them, and I'm not a spy."
"We've gone over this," I said reassuringly, not reminding him that we met because he was spying on us. "But come on, I'm dying for juicy dirt!" I added, bouncing up. I'm not totally proud of the way I bounced up. It was designed to distract him and assuage any guilt he had over talking to me about Mercury's operations. Yeah, not entirely proud.
But it worked.
"The way you guys are promoting toplessness on the beach is causing some real problems," Robbie said. "Unlike you, we are very much a family hotel. We have to warn families with kids to keep them on the north end of our stretch these days. Zelda is always fretting about how to minimize the issue. Yates is just furious all the damned time. He's such a prude anyway, and having this affect his bottom line has him steaming. If they cook up something nasty against you guys, I promise I'll let you know in advance, if I can," he added, yet another apology in his eyes for not telling me about the parking thing.
"Well, in the meantime," I started to say, leaning over and giving him a quick kiss. He grabbed my tit in response. "In the meantime, I will bask in the knowledge that Yates hates tits."
"I do not," Robbie said with a grin.
"So I noticed."




❤️JOY
A quick shower later, sadly without Robbie's assistance, I was back in my uniform and feeling loaded for bear. Gail was manning the currently empty reception desk and working on paperwork on her tablet as I returned from my break.
"Hey, Boss," she chirped. "Payroll's about done."
"Thanks," I said. "I'll look it over in a minute. Listen, you gotta hear this. The topless beach thing is driving the Mercury gang nuts!"
"Really?" Gail asked, leaning her chin in her hands and looking at me with a faux innocent expression. "Why?"
"They are more of a family hotel than I'd thought," I said, feeling only the most fleeting stab of guilt about parents of small kids. "It is causing logistical problems for them. You know, what with all their families having to squeeze into the north end of their stretch of beach, that sort of thing."
"All the dads sneaking off to walk down to our stretch?" Gail laughed.
"Probably," I giggled. "But it is just nice to see them having some issues for once, even if it doesn't actually help us directly."
"Actually..." Gail said slowly.
"What?"
"Not just once, but several times lately, I've checked in guests without reservations who decided to check out of the Mercury and come stay with us. Groups that aren't families, obviously," Gail said with a smile.
"Seriously? A lot?" I asked.
"A lot? No. But enough to mean it is not a fluke," Gail said. "Enough to start making a difference in the occupancy bonus if it keeps up, maybe!" she added, holding up the payroll spreadsheet.
"We gotta take advantage of this," I muttered.
"How? I mean, it's hard to go out and specifically find big tittie exhibitionists as guests," Gail laughed. "Much less tell them to go prance around in front of the Mercury."
"No, but we can sure encourage the existing freakish number of them we already have," I said, an idea forming. "Listen, let's have a meeting with the poolside servers later today. I think we should offer cocktail service to guests down on the beach."
Gail looked at me silently for a moment. "You are evil, Joy. I love working for you." She thought a moment. "We will probably have to hire another server, though. Or make somebody full-time."
I grimaced. Revenue from the new bar, especially on nightclub nights, was helping cash flow a lot. But I still worried every single day. The off-season was coming.
Still, if it meant watching fewer guests carrying coolers to the beach full of beer we had not sold them, but servers carrying drinks down instead, we could afford the extra staff hours. Probably.
And making Yates apoplectic would be worth it!
"Find us another server," I told Gail firmly. I grinned at our earlier discussion. "You know what to specifically find, too..."
"Ha!" Gail laughed. "Of course!" She stopped and tapped her lips with her finger thoughtfully. "But if I find some dude who looks a little ripped, I'll hire him instead. Either way will encourage more beach usage!"
"And we can always use more eye candy for you and me around here," I agreed idly.
"Exactly."
I snorted at that memory about an hour later, as I noted my latest shadow sitting nearby where I had chosen to stay and work on my laptop in the bar after our quick meeting with the wait staff.
Guys get crushes on me. It's not a new phenomenon, but it has become surprisingly routine since Bro and I took over the hotel. This particular guy had mooned around after me since I had checked him in. He had checked into a single room, as part of no group, and it was no surprise, given that, that he seemed shy.
It was also no surprise that my lonely shadow watched every naked tit in his field of view, but I found it a little affirming that his eyes kept coming back to me, despite the fact that I wore three square yards more fabric than the next most clothed woman within sight. I looked at my suit. Two square yards more.
Maybe a little less...
I hated to see the guy lonely. I wanted no unhappy guests! I got up and wandered over, putting on my best customer service face. "Hi there! Jason, isn't it?" I asked him with a friendly smile.
He froze like a cottonmouth had just slithered into the hut.
Really shy...
"I just wanted to see how you are enjoying your stay with us," I went on, acting oblivious to his petrification. Oh God, what if he were a real-life Raj from Big Bang Theory? Trying to talk to him would only embarrass a guy like that even more!
"Me?" he squeaked, then got his voice under control. Whew, he could actually talk to women. "I... yeah. It's great, just feeling the Sun and enjoying the scenery," he said, thinking better of that last phrase once it was too late.
I just raised an eyebrow and lifted a corner of my mouth. "Well, if I remember correctly, you are on your own with us. I just wanted to check if we could find some activities for you while you are here."
My turn to think better of my phrasing.
"I mean, something like a massage," I hastily added. Then even more hastily, I added to that, "We have two great therapists on staff. You can even book an evening massage on the beach, though those are expensive..."
"Massage?" Jason blanched. "Uh, no! No, thanks. Not, um, my thing." He seemed to think furiously, as if he were afraid to sound boring. I stifled a smile. "Hey! Um, I don't have a car. Do you have a shuttle into the town? I would like to look around," he came up with.
"We don't," I said smoothly. "But I'm sure I can get one of the guys, probably my brother, to give you a ride in."
"Oh, I couldn't ask that!"
"Don't worry," I waved him off. "Blake is always looking for an excuse to goof off. I'll let him know."
Let Little Bro make sure this guy is happy. What had drawn this guy to travel all by himself for vacation? I could never enjoy a vacation alone. Staycation, sure, but not somewhere outside my home!




♠️BLAKE
Big Sis's idea to start offering cocktails on the beach was genius. Daytime bar revenue went through the roof. More guests were hanging out on the beach, and more of them were taking advantage of our mysterious little toptional legal loophole.
Gail disappointed me with the new hire, in that we did not get some bodacious babe as I had thought we'd agreed on. But Joy, and every other possessor of two X chromosomes, thought she did just fine. She decided to dig up some hunk of beefcake named Charlie, who, as a bonus, was actually a helluva server, and with him, we were able to handle the new volume of business. From day one, Charlie never wore a shirt, no matter the time of day, and Evan immediately followed suit when out front, handling bags and parking cars, and especially when we needed him to supplement service staff back in the tiki hut.
Then, without my permission, and certainly without my objection, our female beach and poolside servers, one by one, started emulating the guys... May, of course, was the first one to start working topless. If I had thought her tip revenue had grown when she started working in a bikini, it were astronomical now. She was definitely going to pay off those things soon, given the appreciation they were getting when she started leaving them completely uncovered.
One by one, the other girls gave it a whirl, and soon even Greta was serving drinks without her bikini top.
I feel like I dunk on Greta because she is not as pretty or a built as our other wait staff, but she is kind, funny, and has a memory like a steel trap, and the tip line on her paychecks confirms that that means the most. She'd already gotten great tips before she joined in on the skinfest, but she just seemed to like the sun on her body.
Bar revenue and a small uptick in occupancy had let Joy release some more funds to renovate another block of rooms. Since most of that work was done by contractors, my workload actually got a little lighter, or at least more intermittent, for a while, while I did a lot of supervising and advising.
Naturally, I took every such gap in my workload to wander down to the beach and check out how things were proceeding...
Damn. Were we almost at the point where an actual majority of our female guests were going topless down on the beach? We were not quite there up at the pool, but down here on the sand? Quite possibly.
Yesssss.
I walked along the sand, enjoying the scenery. The ocean was very pretty today, too...
Ugh.
Our guests were, on the whole, unreasonably good-looking. It had always been that way at the hotel, way back before Joy and I took over, but somehow, I was sure our clientele had gotten even hotter, men and women alike, lately.
But they could still be serious slobs. What is wrong with people?



I mentally made a note to detail a staff member a couple of hours here and there to come down here and police up all the trash that was getting left around. I was not having my beach look anything other than awesome!
But since I was already down here, the first person detailed to clean the beach might as well be me. I worked my way southward, grabbing cans, cups, and empty sunscreen bottles, collecting them in an empty Publix plastic grocery bag I found. Gail had mentioned that our sunscreen sales were up a notch. Women were being much more careful and generous with their sunscreen application lately. I wonder why...
I passed one couple as I went along who were enjoying the sunscreen application process thoroughly. She was flat on her back, topless, of course, and he was working a frankly excessive amount of lotion all over her damned nice boobs, right there on the beach. They had a small audience, beyond just me.
I shook my head and worked my way all the way to the post line that demarcated the border of the military reservation. It was not a fence, as there were no permanent facilities down there, just a warning that it was Army property.
Our guests seldom passed the signs, but they sometimes did, and I spied a few cans scattered across the line. I wandered that way to pick them up. As I straightened back up, I was surprised to see three figures walking up the beach from the south.
I made a show of stepping back to the post line and waved. Three Army personnel waved back and ambled up toward me.
Three female Army personnel. They were sort of in uniform, as in, they wore boots, khaki green short shorts with legs just long enough to cuff, and camo tops held closed only by the tails tied tightly up under their boobs.
The boobs ranged from nice to very impressive on the one in the middle.
I notice these things, okay?
"Hey there," I said, as they ambled right up to me. "Is this the new look Army?" If it was, I approved.
"Ha!" said the redhead, whose hair was a darker shade than mine, with the most military-looking cut. "We are on supplemental survival training. Three days alone down here on our own."
"We figure we can dress like we want while we suffer the deprivations of our service," the blonde added, turning her shoulders right and left to make sure I took a good look at the outfits. As if I were not already... "This makes it more pleasant as we wander around, scrounging blackberries and picking burrs out of our skin," she added.
"We've been at this a day now, and I thought, since the Army appreciates initiative, we should expand our perimeter and forage for available food and comforts elsewhere. I understand there is a hotel around here?" The speaker was the brunette with a short but sexy hairstyle, and the afore-noticed impressive rack.
"There is indeed--the mighty Astro Beach Adult Resort," I said, sweeping my arm up past the dune line behind me. "I am Blake Worthy, the owner." I looked them up and down openly but not too rudely. "If you won't get in trouble for it, I think I can offer our women in uniform some refreshment."
"Thanks," the brunette said with a pretty smile. "First off, what the Army doesn't know won't hurt it. Second, we'd love a drink. But third, and most important, we really want to buy some bug spray, which we are not supposed to have." She plucked something from her cleavage. "I also am not supposed to have this foraging tool," she added, showing me a fucking Amex Platinum Card.
"I can help you with all those things," I said. "And again, the drinks are on me."
"Thank you, Blake," the brunette said for them all. "I'm Corporal Gaines. These are Wilson and Carlyle," she added, indicating the blonde and the redhead respectively.
"Nice to meet you all," I said, leading the way back to the path up to the hotel.
"This is one helluva situation you have here," Wilson remarked as we passed two girls heading to the beach, wearing only tiny string bikini bottoms. I told them about how there was this weird little carve-out for topless sunbathing at our end of the island. I could not help but add slyly that the zone extended down into the military reservation.
I bought them each a cocktail at the bar before leading them inside the hotel and into our little sundries shop and boutique, located where the previous bar had been.
"Nice stuff!" Carlyle said, looking around.
"The sunscreen and bug spray are over this way," I indicated, stepping toward the left.
"Oooh! Bikinis!" Carlyle and Wilson both exclaimed and dashed right.
Corporal Gaines shook her head, and went with me to grab the required supplies.
Then she hustled back over to the bikinis herself.
There was much ooohing and ahhing. Carlyle looked at Gaines and pled, "We'll pay you back, Corp..."
"Fuck it, let's do it," Gaines laughed. "Can we hang at your pool for a little while, Mr. Hotel Owner?"
"Be our guest," I said, trying not to imitate Jerry Orbach as Lumiere, and failing. I just needed to make sure they didn't stay long enough to get in trouble. And more importantly, get me in trouble. Who wants trouble with the Army?
The next thing I knew, they were each buying a swimsuit. We sell our bikinis as separates, and Carlyle and Wilson both only bought bottoms. They'd seen the poolside dress code was the same as on the beach. Gaines, alas, bought a top as well.
One swipe of Gaines's father's credit card, and the three were leading me out onto the pool deck once more.
Gaines might have had a top on, but she still looked to die for. Those tits were amazing, and she had bought a top that was much too small.
Then Joy fucking walked up, giving me the eye for my company.
"Ahem, ladies," I said, the four of us wordlessly agreeing that their complete identities need not be divulged, "this is my sister and co-owner, Joy. Joy, I met these ladies down on our beach, and I told them they could come up, do a little shopping, and use our pool for a bit."
"Sure," Joy said, giving me a subtly piebald gaze. "Welcome," she added warmly to the soldiers. "I hope next time you come to Astro Beach, you'll stay with us!"
"Trust me, this looks like much more luxurious quarters than our current accommodations," Gaines laughed.
Joy, thankfully, departed without giving me any more glares, and I answered a few questions about the resort.
But damned if Wilson and Carlyle didn't both dump Gaines within minutes, letting themselves be separately borne off under the attentions of male guests.
Gaines looked vaguely unhappy when this became clear, but she shrugged at me. "I suppose they are big girls," she grumbled. "As long as we all get back before dark, I doubt we will get busted."
Dark was six hours away.
"Those are pretty expensive bikinis, even if they each only bought half of one," I observed.
"They'll pay me back eventually," Gaines replied easily. "In the meantime, I put it down to unit cohesion."
"Yeah? Some cohesion. They abandoned you pretty quick," I said, worrying about them.
"They are soldiers in the United States Army, Blake," Gaines said easily. "I told you, we are trained to take the initiative and exploit targets of opportunity."
I nodded wordlessly.
"So, tell me, Blake," Gaines added. "Are you a target of opportunity?"
I grinned back with an arched eyebrow. "Initiative, huh?"
She grinned back. With that Platinum Card, she was obviously a 'princess', but with the way she had carried herself so far, and the fact that she had been encouraged to enlist in the freaking Army, told me that she was not a pampered princess.
"As a non-commissioned officer in this woman's army, I have two responsibilities," she said. "First and foremost, to care for the well-being of the soldiers in my charge." She waved around, as if at her absent privates. "Pursuant to that mission, I figure this is a secure rear area, and they have heard all the safety briefings a number of times. They can go get laid without my help."
We traded an arch look. She knew her troops and had evaluated the terrain accurately. Those two could get fucked just as hard as they wanted to around here.
"Second, having seen to my troops, I am to execute our mission by employing initiative, and complete the objective in as safe a manner as is appropriate for the circumstances."
"And what is your mission?" I asked.
"Well, the mission, as issued to me by high command, i.e., Staff Sergeant Meadows, is to languish in Mosquitoville down to the south, and starve on berries and fuck-all else. Since deployment, my team and I have donated blood to the bugs, as per protocol. We have succeeded in eating enough blackberries, the most delicious fruit on Earth, to make me hate those fucking things For. Ever. We have 48 hours to continue same, until extraction," Gaines shrugged.
"So that's it?" I asked.
"Well, I have my own mission," she added. "My mission for the next five hours, before I collect those two bozos and retrograde to the marsh down south in time for the post-dusk check-in, is to have a few more cocktails here, have a good time with this hotel owner I've met, and then treat him like an exploitable target of opportunity. What do you, as my local intelligence asset, think of my chances of success in my mission?" she smiled.
"Ha!" I said, and turned to walk toward the bar. "I like your initiative. Let's go have another drink, and you can debrief me."
Gaines looked down at my shorts. "So you wear briefs?"
"Eh," I said, bouncing my upturned palms back and forth. "Sometimes. I can go put some on, if you'd like."
She laughed again and snaked her arm through mine. "I do appreciate you not turning us in."
"Turn in who? For what?" I asked blandly.




❤️JOY
I glared at the blinking light of Line Two in my desk phone. It was MacGillicuddy at the bank. These conversations had never been fun, but they were getting worse, despite our financial results getting a bit better.
At least he was calling this time. Last time, he had just shown up at the hotel, out of the blue. The only thing that had made that different, and worse, was that he had spent the majority of the meeting looking down my cleavage.
That had scared the shit out of me. Even if he were Brad Pitt (which MacGillicuddy was most emphatically not), the last guy on earth I'd consider hooking up with would be my banker! I'd spent the entire meeting internally distracted by how much I was appalled by him merely macking on me, much less the thought of anything else! At least, by the end of that meeting, he had seemed a bit ashamed of himself and relieved to get out of there.
And now we were back to phone calls, which made me feel better.
It did not make the discussion any easier, professionally speaking.
"Ms. Worthy, how are you today?" MacGillicuddy said when I answered the phone. His tone was friendly, and the hell of it was, I felt that was genuine. I felt certain that he really wished the Astro Beach Hotel Corporation, Inc., and its owners, well. This did not make him any less of a dire threat to our existence. "I wanted to call today about your corporate checking balance. It is a concern."
"You are worried that we actually have cash in the bank for once?" I asked, surprised. That had been my ace in the hole that I was going to play when he started complaining about all the terrible numbers.
"Yes. I am hoping that we can arrange to transfer those funds to pay down the alarming balance on the line of credit," he said.
"I would love to," I said reasonably. "But I've earmarked those funds for another round of room renovations already. We are bidding now. And anyway, the line is not overdrawn!"
"True. But it is fully extended, and essentially has been for longer than you and your brother have owned the property. This is a red flag in our industry, and we are under some pressure about that."
"You are under pressure?" I asked sarcastically.
Do not be sarcastic to the banker, Joy!
He sighed heavily over the phone. His voice was suddenly like my dad's after a long day that had not gone well--sympathetic, helpless, and a little irritated. It was in every way more alarming than his brief spasm of dirty old man-dom in our recent meeting. "Ms. Worthy, I get calls like this, too, you know. From the bigger banks that loan us the money to loan to you. A significant paydown on your line of credit is essential at this time." His voice hardened. "Failure to do so will open up a can of worms with your mortgage. Possibly a re-evaluation."
"But our mortgage is current. We've never missed a payment!"
"Yes, but the credit line is predicated on the mortgage. If we have to reevaluate the mortgage, an unfavorable result might cause the credit line to be called."
"You can't do that!" I gulped. "We'd be bankrupt!"
"Which is why I insist you pay down the credit line a little, so everyone will leave your mortgage alone."
"But we only have that money because we left the credit line maxed to renovate other rooms! And we need to renovate more to have more money!"
"JP Morgan and UBS don't care."
My stifled shriek of rage was certainly audible over the phone, despite my best efforts.
"May I arrange the payment?" MacGillicuddy asked heavily.
Blake was going to shit. Our contractors were going to shit. I was going to shit. Hell, I was shitting already.
But mostly, Blake was going to have the worst day ever.




♠️BLAKE
I collected drinks for myself and Gaines, along with an amused sidelong glance from Cris, and I smiled at Gaines as much like a target of opportunity as I could.
We clinked glasses and took long sips.
The corporal looked around with a relaxed sigh. "This is nice," she said easily. "But... Got some place for us to sit and sip these while we look at the ocean? Preferably someplace that's not too crowded?" she added with a sidelong look that I liked.
"Hmmm," I mused, then took her free hand. "I have just the place. My suite on the second floor has a lovely view from the balcony. And I can assure you that it will be as uncrowded as possible."
Gaines raised an eyebrow at me. "Now which of us is the target of opportunity?" she asked in amusement. "I'd give you some shit about that, but there are only so many hours until I have to round up my squad, so I'll tease you about it on the way. Lead on!"
She gave me very little shit as we walked off toward the stairs. Instead, we just held hands and walked companionably, her thumb idly teasing the palm of my hand.
I opened the door to my suite and led Gaines in. She stopped dead as the door closed.
"The view is out this way," I smiled, gesturing to the sliding glass doors. But she was standing still, looking into the bathroom.
"I'm suddenly shy about how gross I feel," she said irritably, taking a step toward the bathroom. Her eyes shot open wide, and she breathed, "Please tell me you have the water pressure to properly run that shower head," she said, pointing at the fixture I had been so obsessed with buying for every room when we first arrived.
"Something to look forward to," I said with a smile, moving close to her. "But I should warn you, when I was installing it, the flow restrictor just somehow... fell out, and I could never find the pesky thing."
Gaines stepped into the bathroom, took a mighty pull to finish her cocktail, and set the glass down. She turned to look at me. "I'm sandy. I'm sweaty. There is shit in my hair. I am stuck in the marsh for three days. I am gross. Can I borrow your shower?" she smiled.
"Of course," I said instantly. Gaines was in no way gross. She was gorgeous. But she was a bit disheveled, in a sexy way. How delicious would she look all cleaned up?
Before I could offer to let her have the room and back out, the woman just undid her bikini top and tossed it aside.
If she had meant to hustle me out of the room, that was a terrible way to do it. I already knew they were very nice, but an unobstructed view was fabulous. Each would make an overflowing handful, and they hung appealingly on her chest with an upward curve that tilted her light rose nipples upward, the erect nipples straining for the sky.
She smiled out of the corner of her eye at me as she took a much longer amount of time to work the bikini bottom off and down her legs, a process that involved a lot more bending and twisting than really necessary.
I gave up wondering about retreat and just leaned on the door to watch.
PT, or daily runs, or whatever had been good to the corporal...
"Hmmm," I said as she finally stepped free of the bikini bottom. "You do look a bit grungy here and there. Would you like some help getting clean?"
Gaines just smiled and slid open the clear glass door to the shower. She turned on the water and almost swooned when she saw the torrential flow pour out. She looked over her bare shoulder at me as she stepped in. "I can't imagine how I'd get really clean without some help..."
She moved under the water and moaned so happily that I figured I'd better get in there with her quick, or she'd have an orgasm without me.
I considered just stepping in fully clothed, just to keep the routine going longer, but the shirt I had on today was dry-clean only. I shrugged it off and stepped up to the still open door.
Gaines gracefully turned around and took a break from moaning in ecstasy at the blast of water coming down on her to watch me expectantly. I obliged by tugging open my shorts, letting them fall, and kicking them away from the shower so they would not get wet.
She looked me over, head to toe and back, including a long pause on my seriously hard cock along the way in both directions. "Sometimes you find the best stuff while out foraging," she smiled. "Get in here."
I slid into the shower, pulling the door closed behind me. I touched her waist gently, and she moved into me, but only a fraction, because she did not want to leave the stream of water. I just stepped forward myself and we slowly pressed our bodies together, my hands sweeping behind her to grab that lean, muscular ass. Her hands pulled on my back, and together we trapped my cock against her abdomen. Low on her abdomen. She was almost as tall as me.
I kissed her, and she returned the favor with gusto as the water now ran over us both.
I grabbed my big, natural sponge and dosed it liberally with body wash, then pulled out of her grasp to begin soaping her up.
She once again raised her eyebrow at me when I got started, but after a minute, she got even more amused.
Of course, I wanted to do what she expected, to start and end the sudsing with her tits and maybe ass, but I made myself actually suds and massage all of her, starting with arms and shoulders. Then I knelt down under the running water and worked my way up both legs.
Now, I really wanted to get to playing with those tits, but taking my time running my fingers and the soapy sponge up those lean calves and lightly muscular thighs was no hardship either. The only hardship was stopping right before I got to her groin.
She shook her head as I stood up again, but she was more than happy to share a kiss. I resoaped the sponge and moved to stand behind her and started on her back. She reached behind her with sudsy fingers of her own as I did so and made sure my cock got good and clean, too.
She had a really nice back, but I admit to losing patience with my own schtick. I pushed myself against her back and swung the sponge around her to finally clean those nice, heavy breasts. Her hand around my hard cock pressed against her spine, and my balls rubbed on that ass.
I sudsed both tits and squeezed them hungrily.
"There we go," Gaines sighed as I kissed the side of her neck. "Hotel showers are the best," she added.



"Why?"
"Because you never run out of hot water," she said, her hand massaging my shaft idly.
"It does remove time constraints," I said, tweaking the nipple that I was not currently running the sponge over.
"Oh, yeah?" Gaines laughed. "Sorry, Dude, but that ain't true. For instance, I'm going to insist you finish with the soap."
"Awww!" I complained, soaping her more energetically, and sliding the sponge slowly down her hard, flat belly...
"Let go. All the hot water in the world can't give me the patience to stand here getting driven wild, when I could be getting down and sucking your cock!"
I let go of her immediately.
She laughed. "I thought that might remind you about urgency," she murmured as she sank down to her knees on the tile shower floor. "Turn a little bit, would you?" she said, pushing on one hip.
I complied as cooperatively as humanly possible, but asked why.
Gaines shifted around with me, and said, "That awesome shower flow was gonna drown me while I did this. Your nice body there is giving me cover to advance," she added, and slid her lips around my dick.
I gasped and shot out a hand against the wall of the shower to brace myself. Her tongue did things so wonderfully, and so fast, that I was afraid my knees might give out for a minute there.
Better, she kept her face turned up toward mine the whole time, her eyes boring into mine as she forced my cock to bore into her mouth. No wonder she wanted to make sure the shower wasn't hitting her.
I watched her lips purse around my shaft while her tongue inside flicked repeatedly against the underside of my glans. I gasped again happily, but then she stopped with the tongue and bobbed her head on my cock several long strokes, still keeping eye contact.
Then she slowed her head's movements and went back to torturing me with her tongue. And then she alternated between the two methodologies.
After a while, she got a little carried away with her energy, and I grunted that she was going to finish me soon. For the first time since she had first stuck me in her mouth, she released my dick long enough to say, "This part, I can be patient with." Then she sucked me back in and slowed everything down.
It worked. For a while.
But it was all too good, and I warned her again. She just went absolutely to town on me then, and in mere moments, I was grunting that she had me.
The way she was going, I thought for sure that she intended to swallow everything, but instead, she pulled off again, for only the second time, and jacked me furiously. I obliged her efforts by nutting like there was no tomorrow.
Jizz whipped out in a big arch and splattered all over her face, closing one eye in the process. She kept jacking, and in less than a second, I kept jizzing. Either I came with less velocity with this second, still massive wave of cum, or her reaction to my painting her face had made her hand pull down, but whatever it was, the rest of my wild orgasm spent itself on her tits.
The sensation had been amazing, but the sticky mess I had just made of her was electrifying.
"Holy shit," I gasped, half at my body's ecstatic event, and half at what I was looking at. "That was a lot of cum."
"You're telling me," laughed Gaines, looking down at herself with the one currently functioning eye. "Move out of the way, please."
I stepped aside a bit, and the spray of warm water hit her full on. I watched as the sticky mess started to melt away under the spray. "Stand up," I encouraged, reaching for her hand.
"I'm getting cleaned off nicely right here," Gaines looked up at me with both eyes again.
"I still have to clean between your legs," I said firmly.
"Completist," she snorted. "Going back to the soap gag?"
"I thought I'd use saliva," I said drily. "I hear it works really well down there."
Gaines rose to her feet in a swift and coordinated move.
I gave her breasts a vigorous pass with my hands to ensure they were clean, then kissed each several times. But I then deployed to my knees in turn. I pushed her back to the wall and lifted one leg. Then I bent down under her and started making sure her pussy was every bit as clean as the rest of her.
Saliva does do wonders to clean down there, but I had to be careful. She was not shielding me from the shower as I had her, and water absolutely sluiced down her body, over and between her boobs. I found it best to simply breathe through my mouth as much as possible, or I'd snort water up my nose every time I inhaled.
This was important because I doubted I'd be able to if I tried to pull away to cough. Gaines's leg, which had wrapped itself over my shoulder, was showing no indication of letting me go anywhere for a while. I did not want to go anywhere for a while, so that was fine.
Except for the time or two when I snorted shower water...
Otherwise, Corporal Gaines was a goddamned delight to devour. Even under the running water, her juices were flavorful and plentiful. And man, did she like to express her gratitude for the proceedings in sincere and delightful-sounding ways. "Oh shit," she gasped. "I need this," she added, her fingers running through my sodden hair. "That's the stuff. Thank you. Thank you..."
I had a finger inside her almost from the start, adding to her distraction, and as hard as she was clamped around only one digit, I had some very definite hopes for what came next. My invading digit flicked around her softly ridged Gee while my tongue concentrated on her really very tiny clit. I alternated which one was more energetic back and forth, and it was like playing an instrument, her voice rising and falling depending on where I was moving fastest.
Another near-disastrous whiff of shower water into my nose later, and I pushed her body harder against the wall. She liked that, and liked my increased energy with both finger and tongue more. In moments, I had her tumbling over the edge and slapping the tile wall behind her as she started to come.
She spasmed, then spasmed again as the release seemed to roll over her in slow motion. She threw her head back and bonked it on the shower wall loudly. I jerked my head up in alarm, but she just begged, "Don't stop! I'm not done!" I bent back and went at her clit once more. She had never really stopped coming, and she jerked hard in a final thrash.
I, of course, kept going. She let me for a few moments before she shoved me away with a piteous wail. "Stop it, please! I'm about to bash the back of my skull in if you don't stop!"
I withdrew my finger with a grin and straightened back up, turning my face into the flow of water to freshen up. I twisted out of the spray and kissed Gaines.
"Fucking hell," she giggled and spun to escape my grasp.
I did not feel like letting her go, and in the decently spacious but still enclosed confines of the shower, there was nowhere to escape. She giggled again as I wrapped my arms around her from behind and lifted my hands to cup her tits.
She felt my cock against her backside and muttered, "What do we have here? Ready to go already? You have some impressive readiness there!" Her hand reached behind her again to further evaluate my complete hardness.
"I never knew I had this kind of endurance in me until recently," I said, still a little weirded out myself how quickly I could recover.
"Well, I say you put this to good use," Gaines said sultrily. She leaned forward against the other wall of the shower and grabbed the safety handrail that I'd never seen the point of before that moment. She tugged downward on my cock.
I let it stop pressing against her enough for her to guide me between her legs, and I grabbed her hips.
I could get my cock against her entrance, but I was having to bend my knees a lot, even as tall as she was. Just a few more inches either way...
"You gotta install shower benches," Gaines muttered as we shifted against each other to insert my dick where we both desperately wanted it. "If I could just brace one leg..."
I let go of her and leaned out of the shower, grabbing the folding wooden stool that I leave outside the shower so it doesn't rot, and pulling it in with us.
"I'd use that to shave my legs," Gaines snorted. "What do you use that for? Jacking off in the shower?"
"Rude!" I laughed. I grabbed her hand and put it once more on the base of my hairless cock. "In case you failed to notice earlier, I shave in the shower as well."
Her fingers explored the smoothness down around my middle, and she smiled. "Good thinking. Both on grabbing the stool and what you do with it." She turned back away again and lifted one foot to brace on the bench. That tilted her hip up just enough, and I was suddenly able to slot into her from behind easily.
"Do it," she hissed as I sank into her depths. She was as tight as I had expected, and the shower had done nothing to dry out her insides. "Ohhhhh," I sighed as I pressed inch by inch into her, holding onto her hips with a death grip.
"That feels so fucking good," Gaines sighed as my stomach pressed hard against her buns. "Now don't hold back!"
"Don't bonk your head again," I admonished in reply.
"No worries," she laughed, redoubling her grip on the safety bar and bracing her other forearm on the wall right where her head might accidentally impact otherwise. "Now fuck me."
She was a born leader, this one. I, for one, certainly wanted to follow her orders!
As fucks go, this was neither comfortable nor relaxing. It was athletic. In minutes, we were both growling at each other as I drove hard into her. Her head was pressed firmly against her forearm because she had already tired of it bumping into her limb otherwise. I was sawing into her as hard as I could in deep, long strokes, while trying not to fall out too much with the energy I was putting into this.
It got easier to really pound her without slipping free all of a sudden, and I realized that she was standing on tiptoe with her foot still on the floor to give me yet another important inch or two of height on her part.
I gasped and fucked her even harder, which seemed like what she'd been after.
The better angle of attack let me let go of one hip and reach around to fill my hand again with a firm tit. "Yesssss," was her only reaction.
I felt like we both were kinda close here, so I figured I might as well finally indulge myself with pinching a nipple. Gaines gasped and immediately came.
She screamed loudly, and I felt her insides clamp down. My own body surged in reply, and I felt myself ramp up. I pinched harder, and she screamed again, her orgasm just rolling over and over, long enough for me to lose it inside her while she was still coming.
I yelled loudly now and emptied myself. It could not have had the volume of the first one, but my mind almost melted this time, making me feel like I was throwing off energy like that Vandegraff Generator I saw when I was a kid at the science museum.
Then finally, in the same instant, we were both done, and we slumped. My cock came free and almost yipped at the sudden sensation of the shower's spray needling it. She sagged against the wall, and I spun to lean back against it at her side. We panted happily.
I kissed her and she kissed me back, then we just managed to stay on our feet as we rinsed ourselves off a final time and opened the shower door.
I grabbed a towel and went to dry her off.
"Ha! Stand down there," she snorted and pushed me away. "You just want to get your hands back on me already!"
True.
"Just let me dry myself this time," she added tartly. "Dry yourself off."
We both did just that, thoroughly, but very quickly.
We both wanted to go jump in my bed, and neither of us wanted to get it wet.
When we finally got back out of said bed, it was nearly time for Gains to round up her wayward charges. We dressed again and went down, figuring we'd share another drink before she rousted her girls.
We walked toward the Tiki Hut and Gains veered over toward the Tiki, giving it an affectionate slug with her fist. "This thing looks damn near as horny as you are," she laughed, and we headed to the bar.
Turns out, Gaines's two soldiers had both finished a while ago! They were hanging out at the bar, shooting the shit with Cris when she wasn't taking care of other customers.
"Dang, Corp!" exclaimed Carlyle. "What you been up to all this time?" She and Wilson looked at the two of us, and they both realized what Gaines had been up to.
"Only just finished? Got a late start?" Wilson guessed.
Gaines and I just smiled at each other.




It was pleased. Its owners were showing a gratifying tendency to respond to Its gambits, though it clearly still had much to learn. It could afford no more mis-steps...
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Its power grew, and as it did, It used that power on the mortals to encourage them to provide It yet more power.
Soon, It would be as powerful as It had been in the beginning. The pale skins as a people had grown much more susceptible than they had been when It had first been brought to their land.




♠️BLAKE
I wandered through the lobby on my way to go polish my rocketship.
Fuck you. That is not a euphemism. I mean my actual rocketship that stands in the middle of our reception driveway.
I had put a ridiculous amount of work into the thing since we inherited the hotel, including painting, replacing some sheet metal, upgrading the nose cone, and shoring up the alarmingly rusted-out support structure. It was so sturdy now, I would be able to trust it in a hurricane, whenever we eventually had to deal with one of those.
That is a lot of work for something decorative, but I had loved that giant retro tchotchke from the moment I'd laid eyes on it. And a man in love does obsessive things. Fortunately, given how much shit Joy gives me for all the time and expense I put into it, the guests love the rocketship, too.
And @TrudyBeachTravels had made it the thumbnail for her video review of our hotel. It had been a gushingly enthusiastic review, and we were already seeing results in future reservations.
Now, if we could just make it to those future days without going bankrupt...
Today, the rocket really didn't need polishing, but if I'm being honest, I was really just trying to avoid cleaning out a storm drain on the south end of our parking lot. Something had died in there. I was sure of it. I may be generally a fan of leisure, but I usually do not dodge things that have to be done.
But that shit down there was nasty.
Gail was working the front desk this morning, and she had come out from behind the small, vaguely space-themed counter to chat amiably with a guest. She leaned on the counter as they talked. Her long, shapely legs were, as usual, almost fully displayed beneath the criminally short hem of the blue uniform suit that she and my sister had cooked up. And since she never wore a blouse under the suit jacket, the way she leaned was shifting the always considerable cleavage over to the left a good bit...
I recognized the guest. He'd been here three days and, for a guy whose tan was so deep and rich that I wondered if his home address was on the surface of the Sun, he was spending an inordinate amount of his visit to our beach resort in the lobby.
Gail knew she was an attraction, of course. A woman can't be that hot and not know it. And Gail wouldn't dress like she and Joy do for work unless she liked being an attention. Her wardrobe choices were a little mercenary, too, of course, in that she was paid in part based on hotel occupancy, and she was an absolute master at convincing guests, especially but not exclusively male guests, to extend their stays. She even got a lot of them to book a future stay when they were checking out, like we were the dentist's office or something.
The guest saw me approaching and biffed off. Gail's eyes followed his bare, tanned back and tightly clad ass with a good bit more interest than she usually did.
Well, now.
"He's hitting on you like a truck going 75 miles an hour, isn't he?" I asked in an amused tone.
"He does come through the lobby a good bit," Gail replied airily, retreating gracefully behind the desk and taking away my view of her legs. That view had apparently been for our guest. But she turned and leant on the counter in a casual fashion that gaped her cleavage open, giving me a far better show than I usually was granted. I would take it. Gail could put on a show; she just wouldn't do it for me that often.
"I don't suppose you want me to gently warn him off?" I asked, knowing the answer but feeling the need to make the offer.
"Don't you dare!" she exclaimed a bit too vehemently, before she covered for it with a silken, "I would not want a guest to feel uncomfortable."
"As long as you don't think he's dangerous," I said, letting her know with a glance that I did not think he was. I was continuously a little surprised that I had yet to encounter a guest who seemed remotely creepy about any other guest, much less about our staff. But I was still always vigilant.
Gail involuntarily looked in the direction the guy in question had gone. "He's not dangerous, unless I decide to let him be!" She directed a glaring grin at me. "You are dangerous!"
"Ha!" I grinned back. "If only you will let me be someday." I turned and headed for the parking lot.
"Fat chance, Lover Boy!" she called after me.




❤️JOY
Blake is not the only one around here who gets his hands dirty. I had carried over the big box of our new drink coasters to the new bar, where Cris was setting up for the day.
Okay, so that was not exactly hard manual labor, but at least I hadn't called Kurt and told him to do it, either. Today, I just felt the need for some sun. I might even tan a little later, but in my backyard, not around the pool.
I used to tan around the pool on occasion, but... well, it had gotten to the point that if I went to the pool for some downtime, I was usually about the only female around it who wasn't topless, which was somehow embarrassing for me, not them. It was crazy how the practice had exploded when we started allowing toplessness on our grounds around the pool, bar, and giant Tiki. On the beach, where it had started, it was going strong, too, but it had peaked at about half the guests who hit the sand.
Also, even though I never got my tits out around guests (except that one accidental time that shall go unmentioned), I got hit on charmingly but relentlessly whenever I was in a bikini around the pool. And lately, it had gotten so that I could not even walk around in casual clothes without drawing guys' interest. I had sort of taken to living in my uniform suit as a defense. True, the suit showed off more of me than pretty much any clothes I owned other than bikinis, but I liked the authority it gave me.
And yet, I still got hit on when dressed for work, too. And again, it was getting more and more frequent. I will admit it was good for the ego. And a lot of the guys staying at my hotel are hot. Seriously, it's weird how many. But the suit gave me an aura that made saying No feel easier.
I had made an iron commitment to myself when we took over to never flirt with guests. I have kept to that. But there were some guests where I let myself flirt back.
And yes, I do on occasion let one of my more scrumptious guests buy me a drink at my own bar. There are times I let them do more than that. It's totally improper and all that shit, but damn it, I'm 25, single, and work 75 hours a week. The guests are all adults...
I circled the pool on the far side because I spied Greg, the male member of our massage staff whom I had recruited away from one of the too-numerous spas downtown. He had clearly just finished up a poolside massage and was wiping his hands.
We had started out with mostly in-room massages, along with a few deluxe dusk and late-night massages on the beach. But a variety of factors had led us to repurpose one of the poolside cabanas that Blake had decided to build (nice revenue from those) for massage therapy services.
There were privacy curtains for the cabana, of course, but increasingly, guests were waving off their use. The afternoon before, I had passed Kerrie, our other therapist, giving a massage to a guy whose bare ass was out for the world to see. She was working on his upper legs, and I appreciated the effort she must have been putting in to not just grab what was one of the nicest butts I'd seen in a while. Honestly, had it been me, I'm not sure how I'd have kept from biting that thing... I had almost bitten it myself, and I was just walking by.
Greg must have just gone through a similar issue, because the girl who was struggling up off the table had apparently arrived, and was now leaving, wearing just her bikini bottom. Damn, even I wanted to grab those tits.
I had worried for a while that I was becoming a much hornier person lately, but then I realized that wasn't quite it. I was just as horny as I'd ever been, but I was simply presented with more and more reasons for my horniness to come out these days.
"Hey, Joy," Greg said easily, as I stopped to chat. "You look good today."
"I look the same as I do every day," I laughed dismissively.
"Exactly," he smiled.
I considered dragging him into the cabana, drawing the curtains, and fucking him hard. Not seriously, but I considered it. "Thank you," I let myself say.
"You have looked like you need some work on those shoulders lately," he added, meaning that I did have a little hunch from the stress of things. And meaning something else.
I shook my head and smiled. His last customer finally managed to stand up from the table. Even without sex, a massage from Greg leaves a person about as wobbly as a newborn giraffe. She smiled at both of us, pressed a few bills into Greg's palm, and wobbled off.
I watched her unsteady departure. If I let Greg get his hands back on me for another massage, plus what would almost inevitably go with it in my case, though not with any guest, I would probably not be able to walk straight for the rest of the day. I shook my head again.
He took the refusal well. He always did. I smiled and turned to move on.
But...
I stopped, bit my lip, and turned back to him. "Do you have a slot open tomorrow afternoon?" I asked. His eyes narrowed. "I'd prefer we do it in my cottage, rather than out here in the cabana," I added blandly.
He whipped out his phone a bit quicker than was strictly professional. "Not until four," he said disappointedly.
"Perfect. Gives me an excuse to knock off early," I said brightly. "See you then." And I walked off. I could not let this become a regular thing, but the way he always looked at me was affirming. And I had not let myself be thoroughly affirmed in a while.
I shook my head as I entered the building. I just hoped he did not bring Kerrie along.
Or maybe I hoped he would.




♠️BLAKE
Drinks at the end of the day with my sister had become very important to me. Our daily 'meeting' had been essential at first, while we were learning the ropes, but now we only occasionally have really critical issues to discuss.
But she is my flesh and blood, and we are in this together. Our lives have each simultaneously become a little surreal, and giving her shit, and getting the same in return from her, is a touchstone of normalcy for us both.
As she almost shakily sat down next to me at the bar, I realized today was her turn to get some shit.
"So, how was it?" I asked teasingly.
"How was what?" she asked, more dreamily than she probably intended.
"I'm pretty sure you literally just got laid," I snorted.
"What?" she exclaimed indignantly, putting her hand to her chest as if shocked.
She did not deny it.
"What makes you think that?" she asked suspiciously.
"Sis, you have subtle tells," I chortled. "But today, anyone could figure it out, if they simply looked at you."
"Anyone?" she asked, suddenly worried. "How?"
"Your hair is mussed, which it never is," I said. "You are flushed. Your smile is dorky. And you came into the tiki hut wobbling like you'd never walked on heels before." She glowered at me. "So who was it? Let yourself sample the clientele?" I probed, grinning.
"None of your business," came the unwitting confession.
"Oooh," I said. "Staff then, or a contractor... The tile guy has really big hands."
She glared at me. "The tile guy is 57 and married," she snapped.
"So maybe Evan, finally?" I continued to guess. "Or maybe, after all this time, you finally broke down and hooked up with Greg? He's always thought you were hot. I saw him here yesterday... Was he working today, too?" I mused, in the same idle voice I use when trying to work through a proposed renovation schedule.
It was probably Greg. He was more Joy's type than Evan, and I had seen Evan walk past Joy a few minutes ago, and he had not ogled her any more than usual.
Anyway, if Sis had not gotten together with Greg yet, it was probably only a matter of time. I was a little surprised she hadn't screwed him long ago...
"Pig," Big Sis growled at my sanctimonious act. "And just how many of those girls from Boston were in their suite that I saw you trying to sneak out of last Monday?"
I flinched. I thought I'd gotten away with that. "Just one," I sighed regretfully. I had had hopes for more than just the one...
We chuckled and clinked our glasses.
Cris came over at that moment and set down three small glasses of something that looked expensive. "Shots," she declared. "I just checked the computer, and this week's bar revenue has reached a new high, and it is not even the weekend yet!"
"Wow!" Joy and I exclaimed, and we three thumped our glasses to the bar top and shot the tequila in unison.
Cris grabbed the empties and swiftly moved on to a thirsty-looking group that had just approached the bar.
"Hmmm..." I mused. I looked at Joy. "Maybe it was Cris you were getting squelchy with. She wasn't behind the bar for a while earlier."
Joy threw her wet cocktail napkin in my face. "Fat chance. And don't you get any ideas about her, either, Bro! She is hot enough to make you stupid..." she curled her lip, "stupider than normal, and I don't want to find out you have been made an ingredient in one of Dana's soups!"
"I'd never hurt Dana," I said easily, internally smug about that exchange.
When we finished our drinks, we got up together to take a walk around. With the setting sun, Kurt had just lit the torches and brazier surrounding the giant Tiki. Despite the gathering evening, there were still a good number of guests around the pool, despite it not being a Nightclub night.
I surreptitiously did a scan. Not one female wore a top, including the two cocktail servers working the hut and poolside. I suspected that Cris only wore a shirt because she had locked herself into a 'Look' before the topless phenomenon had really taken off. I'd have been fine with her making the change...
"You and I were sitting back there, giving each other shit for getting laid," I observed, "but I swear, you and I are the least horny people on this property, most of the time."
"Ha!" Joy laughed. "I think you might be right! That is so fucking weird, because you, Little Brother, are too goddamned horny."
"Says the girl with Freshly Fucked Face," I taunted.
She glowered at me again, but not as much as I expected. Damn, whoever it had been, had been thorough.
The Tiki had become as much, if not more, our guests' selfie backdrop as my rocketship out front. Still, most of the shots that actually appeared on Instagram were in front of the rocket, since many of the pictures taken with the Tiki contained forbidden nipples... like the selfies currently being taken by an attractive young couple.
I vaguely remembered that they were newlyweds. He wore the most ridiculously baggy swim trunks, and the bikini bottom she had brought to the resort was modest in a way that was at odds with the current absence of her top. They had clearly packed for their honeymoon with modesty in mind. Modesty had swiftly been forgotten after they had arrived...
He embraced her, one arm cupping a small, enchanting breast as she held out her camera for the selfie. She frowned at the phone. Then she looked up at us, in our hotel work finery.
"Hey guys! I can't get the whole tiki into my shot. Would you take some of us?" she asked.
Joy smiled her best customer service smile and took the phone. We both were very experienced with taking good pictures of guests with the Tiki by now.
The new husband smiled at his topless wife and shook his head. "I almost wish you had your top on for these pictures," he told her. She called him a liar. "No, really, the color of your suit almost perfectly matches the green of the Tiki's eyes," he said.
Joy and I looked at each other, then at the Tiki's red eyes glowing in the firelight. Poor guy was color-blind.
After a few great vacation shots that they would not be able to share with most people, Joy started to hand the phone back. But the husband asked, "Just a couple more?"
He then proceeded to turn his wife toward the Tiki, press her body against it, and then sandwiched her between him and the wooden figure. It's pervy tongue pressing against her thigh, his pervy hips pressing tightly against her ass.
Joy rolled her eyes and muttered, "Really?"
My sister wasn't doing her job, so I snatched the phone from her and took several shots. These were definitely not going to get shared with their parents. Dude was practically dry-humping her into the wood.
They broke apart with a flush, and I handed the phone back to the girl. They thanked us and hustled off. If I was not wrong, they were heading back to their room for some humping of the non-dry variety.
"We are definitely the least horny people at this resort," Joy shook her head as the two almost ran away.
As if to illustrate, twenty yards further along, we passed the hedge that blocked sight of the hot tub. But the hedge didn't block sound.
"Oh, fuck," I grumbled.
"Literally," Joy agreed. We both shook our heads.
I saw May nearby and cowardly waved her over. She bobbled in our direction. May had been the leader of the movement among female staff toward the new, unofficial dress code, and I privately suspected she was even driving to work with her top off by this point.
"Hey, you two," she said as she approached with an enthusiastic smile. "It's been a great day. If you guys would go ahead and do Nightclub on Thursdays like this, we'd all make some serious bank."
Joy and I looked at each other. This was not the first such suggestion to bring in the band for additional nights. But we were being cautious. The bank had sort of stopped looking anxiously over our shoulder every single day, but they were still doing it every week...
"We'll think about it," Joy temporized. "But look, May, you and the other servers are out here all the time. We need you to keep your ears open."
"For what?" May asked.
Joy and I shut up, and the clear call of a woman about halfway to orgasm cut through the air quietly.
"Oh," May said.
"We can't have guests fucking in the hot tub," I said plaintively. "It's gross." Cris and I had personally made the hot tub gross together once, inadvertently. When I realized what I'd done, and what it took to fix the issue (not just cosmetically), this had become a bugaboo for me.
"And if we let them go at it in the hot tub, they'll be fucking in the pool next," Joy added.
"Oh, please, God, no," I moaned. "When you hear it, May," I said, my voice getting stern, "you and the other servers have to put a stop to it."
"Me? Us? Why us?" May yelped. "You are the owners."
I actually let myself openly stare at May's store-bought wonders for once. "I feel like hearing it come from you and your colleagues will be easier to take than from me," I sighed.
May drooped, but I think she also liked the way I had finally openly stared at those tits.
Joy and I wandered off a little further before it was time to go our separate ways.
"It really is crazy, isn't it?" Joy shook her head.
"We have somehow accidentally crafted a perfect storm of a horny environment," I agreed.
Joy laughed. "Yeah. Or maybe the Tiki is secretly some magical sex god."



We both chuckled at that and headed off to our beds to bank an early night's sleep. Alone. Tomorrow was a Nightclub Night, and neither of us would get much sleep then.




❤️JOY
I got a text from Robbie, warning me that Zelda and Yates were up to some damn thing; he did not know what. Swell.
We'd handled every trick of theirs so far. We'd just have to handle this one, too.
I sat back at my desk, fretting. Since that was doing no good, I decided to distract myself with what was becoming a favorite pastime, reading our online reviews on various sites. I had frankly hated doing it when we first inherited, but had rigorously taken notes and made replies. It had been valuable intel.
Now, most reviews were great. Our average overall ratings, the numbers that were really critical, had started to crawl up from the profoundly mediocre numbers we'd been saddled with from decades of our great uncle's shitty management. Reading our improved review numbers was my version of squeezing a stress ball.
Oh, shit.
The very first review was a two-star! It also sounded like a guest was mad enough to make shit up, because there was no way what they described had actually happened. While I thought about how to respond to it, I looked at the next. There were five new reviews today, which was great. We'd need four good ones to make up for this first one.
But the second sucked worse! All five were bad! Like, mostly 1-star bad! One was a three, but the verbiage was almost the worst of the lot.
What the actual fuck?
I suddenly flashed into anger.
I texted Robbie, asking him if the plot was to review bomb us. He replied that that sounded in line with what he had heard hinted at.
Thank goodness Robbie had given me the heads-up. If I did not know where these reviews were coming from, I'd have opened a vein.
But it still did not give me any idea how to stop it.
This wasn't some big, bot-driven review bombing. I could have contacted the sites and had that dealt with.
No, this was probably just Yates, sitting at home in his disgusting underwear, changing his VPN settings each time he wrote a new batch of trash about us.
Fuck!
"Gail!" I wailed. "Find Blake and bring him here. We have a problem!"
As I sat there waiting for them to show, I glared at the five reviews. And at the sixth one that had suddenly appeared. Honestly, I had not thought Yates had the work ethic.
"Joy," Blake said, suddenly piling into my office three feet ahead of Gail. "Gail says some shit has hit some fan. What's going on?"
"Yates and company are review bombing us," I said grimly, spinning my laptop around toward them.
The two leaned in together, shoulders touching. Careful, Gail...
"It's not that many," Gail said. "Can we get them taken down?"
"The problem is that there are so few. The sites won't even bother. And we can't prove it was all the Mercury anyway. This is probably just 100% Yates, jacking off to how he's screwing us," I growled, glaring once again at the screen, daring another review to appear.
"So, what do we do?" Blake asked, unhelpfully.
"I don't know," I told him, unhelpfully.
We both looked at Gail, but for once, she was no help either.
"We could bomb him back," Blake mused, perking up a bit.
"No, don't," Gail insisted. "It's a shitty thing to do, on general principles, to begin with," she said, and I nodded along, "but also, that loser will get bored with this after a bit. If we fight back, he'll get ornery and keep it up."
Blake, just like a man, seemed mulish about not punching back.
"We are not just going to bomb back," I said to reinforce the point, lest Little Brother get any ideas about unilateral action. And to remind myself, because I felt the distinct desire to try a little of it, too. "But while he probably will give up eventually, we will still have this wave of shitty recent reviews to deal with here, dragging our averages back down!"
The three of us looked at each other glumly.
"We'll figure it out, everybody just put your thinking caps on and get back to work," I sighed.
The alert tone sounded, letting us know that someone was approaching the front desk. Gail looked over at the monitor showing the front desk cam, and hustled out with sudden energy. Gail was usually so casually elegant in her movements...
Blake and I curiously watched the monitor.
It was that guest who had been flirting with Gail nonstop since his arrival. He had suitcases this time, so I guessed he was checking out.
"Leaving us already?" Gail asked. We could hear through the door she had left open.
"It's killing me," he said, "especially after two nights ago," he added in a soft voice that Blake and I barely heard. But we heard it, and we grinned at each other.
Gail? Really?
"Well, I hope we see you again soon," Gail replied professionally. "I hope I do," she added, a little less professionally. "Oh! And you could do us a favor if you really enjoyed yourself. Can you post a review or two for us?"
"I'll try," the guy answered dubiously. "I mean, to be honest, I almost never get around to those."
"Aw, please?" Gail wheedled. We could see how effective the wheedle was on the guy, even on the grainy camera feed. "Some people are review bombing us right now, and we need some... lovin'."
"What? Negative reviews about this place? It's almost as awesome as the staff," the guy said, straightening. "Look, I promise I will write a review or two tonight. I'll put my initials at the end of each, so you'll know it was me. You can tell me how it sounded next time I visit," he finished, almost shyly.
"Sounds yummy," Gail said, then smoothly managed to get the guy to make a reservation for six months later, right there on the spot!




♠️BLAKE
Gail watched the guy dreamily as he went out our front doors. She was so caught up, she did not notice as Joy and I snuck up behind her and stood to each side.
Joy leaned on the desk beside her and asked, "'Night before last', huh?"
Gail jumped in surprise.
"Who can blame her, Joy?" I mused, right in Gail's other ear. "I mean, the way she watched his ass as he walked out of here, you'd think it was as good as mine!"
"Almo... I mean, dream on, Lover Boy!" Gail said, catching herself before she accidentally uttered something I'd like.
"So, I agree about that guy's ass," Joy bore on relentlessly. "It was choice. Anything else particularly nice about him? Hmmm?"
Gail was pretty cute when she looked like a trapped animal. She swung her head back and forth from one of us to the other, and she gulped.
"I don't, I mean... I almost... Look," she sighed, capitulating just a hair in hopes of escape. "When I do go fishing, I try not to fish around this pond. You know what I mean?"
"I'm not sure he left our pond all week," I observed.
"If you hadn't noticed, Blake, he barely left this lobby," Joy rejoined.
Gail just shut up and glared at us both. We just smiled. And let her stew.
"Yes," she ground out between clenched teeth. "He is hot. And he did spend an awful lot of time in the lobby when I was working." She turned away from me and focused on Joy, as if that would make me give up on the best circus I'd seen in a month. "And yes, he has a sensational ass," she admitted.
Almost as good as mine, or so you say, I thought.
"And after a while, he got into my head. As did thoughts about that ass and what it would look and feel like if it were naked and, um... working?"
Joy laughed. I could not join in, or it would break the confessional spell. I settled for a sore diaphragm.
"So two nights ago, I may have let slip to him I was going to have a drink here after work, and he was there in the bar waiting for me."
"So, when you finally got him to talk you into bed, how was he?" I asked as innocently as all the new-fallen snow in Florida in the Spring.
Gail whirled on me. She grimaced at me, then decided to try to taunt me. "For your information, he was a machine," she said heatedly. She turned her head to Joy and added in a whisper I heard easily, "I came three times." Then she sort of heard herself and paled again. With her olive complexion, that was a neat trick.
"Look, guys, I'm sorry! It... It won't happen again. I'll..." she stammered.
"Oh, relax, Gail," Joy snorted. "Don't make promises none of us could keep. And nice work getting him to commit to some good reviews!"
I guessed we were letting Gail off the hook now. I'd have loved to push more, but Sis is smarter than me. "Maybe that is our best response," I proposed. "To the review bombing, I mean. We three need to ask for good reviews when guests are leaving."
"Yeah!" Joy agreed. "But let's get everyone involved. Who's gonna say no to May and her boobs or Kurt and his pecs?"
Oh, so Joy liked Kurt's pecs, huh? I'd have put his torso third after, of course, Charlie's, and also Evan's, but then pecs are not my thing, so who am I to judge? I decided to schedule Kurt some tasks that would keep him around Joy more often. She could thank me later. And if she got a little more than just interested, the circus that would result would be even more enjoyable for me than what we'd just put Gail through.
"And honestly? How about we ask even before they are leaving?" Gail added, glad to be out of the crosshairs and thinking hard. "If some guest is ogling you, that's the time to ask for a five-star!"
"We three should be able to put a dent in the review momentum," I nodded.
"Again, not just the three of us," Gail snorted. "The occupancy bonus is at stake! I'm getting everyone involved!"
Then she set sail hastily to pass the word before Joy or I could resurrect the earlier conversation. The two of us watched her go and dissolved into laughter.
"Our 'magic Tiki' has even gotten to Gail," Joy joked.




❤️JOY
Just like Gail, I usually have a guest or two crushing on me at any given time. Blake does too. In fact, most of the staff, guys and girls alike, have a non-creepy admirer or two most days. May usually has a train of them. Or her boobs do. Whispers about Evan's alleged endowment seem to ebb and flow among the guests. Right now, every woman in the joint seems to be whispering about what he is supposed to be packing in those loose trunks. Evan is a nice guy and a helluva worker who does whatever Blake, Gail, and I ask of him, and while he is not my type in general, hearing whispers about his alleged most salient feature do stick in my head occasionally. I'd dismiss the rumors, but I had heard an amused first-hand description from Blake, of all people. I'd have called bullshit, but he was confessing about Trudy catching the fucker getting laid in the parking lot, so it wasn't like he wanted to tell the tale.
The rumors would die out among the guests as people checked out, but it seemed that Evan was not one to keep that beast tucked away. It was seldom more than a day or two before word once more was spreading among the new crop of single guests.
Honestly, I felt obliged to worry about staff hooking up with guests, and even Blake was uneasy about it. But since we weren't hypocrites, and since everyone involved was a damn good worker, we just grinned and bore it. Honestly, we did not think there was any such hooking up with guests among the staff before Blake and I came here, so it had to be our fault it had started, right?
My two current admirers of the moment were as different as possible. I had other guys checking me out, but these two were the ones presently fixated on me, rather than just on babes in general. The one guy was handsome enough, but not my personality type at all. He showed signs of being aggressive, and I knew if I gave him an inch, he'd instantly jump for a mile. And he was not that handsome.
Jason, the reedy loner, was my other fan, and honestly, I was finding him more and more cute. He was kind of skinny, which seldom floats my boat, but when he actually looked up from the ground, he had the most incredible, Paul Newman blue eyes and a sort of chiseled chin. And he was sweet, in a desperately deferential way. I had taken to saying hi whenever I saw him.
This afternoon, I was unaware that he was around while I was talking to three girls I knew were leaving us soon. Even though I was not the sort of eye-candy they were looking for, I brought up our need for good reviews anyway because they were heaping praise on their time at my place. They all said they would certainly each write at least one good review for us, but I made a mental note to have someone who shaved their face every day remind these three of that promise before they checked out.
As they moved off, I turned to find Jason standing there, near me. He actually seemed to have screwed up the courage to approach me, rather than the other way around!
"H-hey, Joy," he said softly. "Did I just hear that you have been getting some bad reviews lately? I don't understand. This place is great! I'll be sure to write something great on every site I researched before I came here!"
"Thank you," I said warmly. "We aren't sure exactly where they are coming from," I added. That was true; I did not know if Yates was writing them in his bathtub or on his crapper. The latter seemed more appropriate. "You know, Jason, I'm always curious about how people write their reviews. Can I buy you a drink, and you can tell me what you want to write?"
"A drink? Me? Uh, please," he said, and I saw him actually look eager. I did not think he had it in him.
I got him one of Cris's heavy-pour specials, and a nice light Aperol Spritz for myself, and sat us out in the dying sun, over next to the woods, right by the Tiki and out of the way at this time of day. We talked a bit about his stay, and I found myself suggesting a few more things he could do on his own.
He sighed. "Sounds great. If I can ever make it back, I'll try some of those things! But I have to check out tomorrow." He sighed again. "I'm really sad to go. I wish..." he trailed off, and started not looking in my eyes again.
"I hate to hear regrets," I said, customer service voice back in place. "What do you wish you'd done that we didn't make happen?"
"Talked to you like this," he said quickly, then blushed. But he held my eyes now.
Honestly, that seemed like the bravest thing this poor guy had ever said.
Damn, his eyes were cute.
"Well, we are talking now," I shrugged. "What have you wanted to say?"
He stared at me for a long moment. His jaw worked slowly. Then he sat up straight. "I wish I'd told you how pretty you are," he said firmly... for him.
"That's nice," I said, trying not to laugh. That was surprisingly easy, now that I was getting to see those eyes full-time. "What else would you have said to a gal like me?"
He wanted to shrink from my words, but he hung in there. In fact, he leaned forward. "I'd have told you that everything looks better when you're around," he added, searching for things to say.
"That sounds like a good talk," I said encouragingly. "What else would you have liked to have done while you were here?"
He froze. But not in fear. He stared at me, and not just my face. His eyes clearly moved hungrily lower, despite the fact that he knew I could see them quite clearly.
Wow. Score another strike for the Magical Horniness Tiki, I laughed to myself. I even shot a glance at it over his shoulder, eyes almost glowing red in the darkening day. Good work, guy. You even have this shy bunny macking on me openly.
He gulped. Then he said quite firmly. "I really wished I'd kissed you before I had to leave," he said, surprisingly firmly.
Well now.
"Really?" I said, keeping any trace of challenge or reproof out of my voice. I did not want to hurt his feelings.
And yes, dammit, I wanted him to keep going. This was adorable, and... "What else?" I prompted quietly.
He stared at me. I had shifted to lean forward, resting my chin on my upturned palm, and making very sure that the bracing forearm was in no way blocking his view of my cleavage, which my posture had just contrived to gape open about as much as it ever did. I waited.
I expected to get some cute crap about poetry or something, if he had the guts to say anything more. What I got...
"I wish I'd unbuttoned that jacket of yours. I just know you have the best breasts on this whole island," he said, suddenly firm in his voice. "I am so sad I never got to see them," he said quietly. "Touch them," he added, his voice now the slightly deeper tone he had when he wasn't being shy. "Suck on them," he added. His eyes got wild again, as if he did not believe himself. But he didn't back down.
I still didn't dare say anything and burst this out of nowhere bubble. But damned if I didn't find myself shifting in my seat and leaning even farther forward!
Now I was getting horny. And it wasn't because of any damned magical bugaboo. This guy's face was seriously cute, maybe more so now that he was looking and acting like this. He was certainly not the beefcake I usually like to... you know, but there was nothing wrong with his tall, slender build. And now that he wasn't sounding like a terrified rabbit, I liked his voice.
He didn't stop.
"And I'd do more than worship your breasts," he added. "I wish I'd taken you to the beach," he almost choked on his next words, "or my room. And... and taken off the rest of your clothes so I could worship the rest of your perfect body. You have the most amazing legs, Joy, and they look so hot in that outfit. They'd look even better out of it, I just know it. And wish I'd sat you down and... I'll bet you would have tasted incredible!" He suddenly looked like he'd been shot when he heard those words come out of his mouth.
Yikes!
"Um, yeah, that's, yeah," I said, standing up abruptly. "It's sad that you are leaving us tomorrow, right?" I said briskly. "Are you packed? Can we help? I don't want to delay your departure tomorrow," I added, trying to sound a little stern.
His face fell dramatically. I hated to see that, but this shit had suddenly gone nuts. I could not let it continue here in front of my staff and other guests. Even the fucking Tiki looked like it had been watching me.
He stood up miserably, and I shooed him along toward his room as if to make sure he packed his impertinent shit in his impertinent bags. He dutifully scurried along, almost fleeing before me.
I stomped along behind him, right into his room. I stopped and looked around. Of course, he was a neat freak. He was practically packed already.
"Jason," I said behind him.
"Yes," he mumbled, afraid to look at me.
"You said you wished you had done all those things before you left. You haven't left yet," I said softly.
He stiffened. I'll bet he stiffened in more ways than one...
He turned around slowly, head still bowed and looking uncertainly my way. I had moved closer to him than he had realized.
"What did you say you wished you'd done first?" I asked softly.
He took a deep breath and then a metaphorical leap. He leaned down to me, even in my heels, he was taller, and he kissed me gently.
Okay, this guy usually gave off virgin vibes like a powerful subwoofer, but this was not a virginal kiss. Some girl or girls somewhere had taught him at least a few things. How many things? Had they taught him them as well as they had taught him kissing?
Seriously, his lips were super soft, but more unflinching than I was ready for. His tongue was respectfully reticent, but the more I did not shrink away, the more eagerly it explored first my lips, then my mouth. We both drifted closer, and my tongue decided to come out and play, too.
"What else did you say you wished you'd done?" I asked, not breaking the kiss, but forcing his tongue out of my mouth just long enough to say the words.



His tongue slipped right back into my mouth, and I felt his hands go to the button on my jacket. It suddenly hung open, and I felt his hands hungrily and, again, carefully slide inside. They rose to cup my tits, and I made sure he knew they were welcome to roam by shoving them hard into his grasp and pushing his tongue back into his mouth with my own.
That lasted but a moment before he broke the kiss and bent down. In moments, first one nipple, then the other was suckled on, and hungrily. For that move, he had forgotten to go slow to get final permission.
He had whatever permissions he wanted at this point.
"What next?" I gasped, shoving my nipple harder into his mouth.
His hands once again paused to be sure I did not object before he slipped the zipper in the back down and let my skirt drop to the floor of his room. I wear a thong most days, and both of us enjoyed the way his fingers ran over my basically bare ass.
But much as he enjoyed it, he got rid of the thong almost immediately.
I got rid of his shirt. His torso was definitely not muscled under my fingers, but it felt firm, not bony.
He resumed sucking on my tits, leaving the jacket on me, and his fingers caressed my ass some more, their tips ducking under me and between my cheeks here and there.
I ran my fingers through his hair and growled, "Next?"
He shuddered a little bit. "I don't think I actually said," he almost whimpered.
"Next!" I growled more urgently. He'd better fucking remember!
He straightened, grabbed my ass, and deposited me on the side of his bed.
Well, I had to help a little. Again, not a muscle man. And while I have a pretty tight bod, I'm not little. And I'm not short. But we both wanted me deposited on the edge of that bed, so I got deposited.
Without hesitation, he was instantly on his knees before me and started with a whole raft of wet kisses up both of my inner, rapidly spreading thighs.
The guy even knew enough to make me wait a little. And when he finally got there... Yeah, this was not his first rodeo. It wasn't like he seemed to have any vast store of experience either, but his teacher or teachers deserved an NEA award or something.
My hands were back in his hair as he devoured me, tongue probing my depths and tracing the outlines of my lips. His lingual assaults on my clit were short, gentle, and all too brief at first as he squeezed my ass with both hands.
Then, suddenly, he let go of my butt with one hand and lifted my leg up onto his shoulder. And then he really went to town. His fingers got into the act; one, then two, plunging gently into me, and his tongue went all out on my clit.
"Fucking hell!" I almost screamed, flopping onto my back on his bed. "Where did you learn to eat pussy like this!"
He lifted his head to grin at me. "You wouldn't believe me if I told you."
"Try me," I gasped as he licked me again. He looked up once more. "Band camp," he said, and bent to destroy my sanity some more.
"Fucking Band Camp?" I cried out, my hips starting to jerk around. That might at last have been too advanced for him, as his lips and tongue lost purchase on my clit.
I made them still so he could get back in there, and I held them like that for quite a while. Seconds even. Then I lost coherent speech and screamed, throwing him completely away from me.
He sat back for a moment, watching me thrash through one seriously high-quality orgasm, then he tried to lean back in between my thighs! I shoved my palm in his face. "Calm down, Jason," I gasped. "What I wished I'd done before you left is suck your fucking cock."
I considered pulling him onto the bed beside me, but fuck that, I was feeling very direct. I just pushed him down onto the floor on his back. We had paid good money to renovate with this nice carpet. Time to put it to good use.
I grinned at him as I fumbled at the waistband of his shorts, yanking the zipper down. I tugged it wide and then kept my eyes on his as I worked the shorts down his legs. I looked down and...
Of course, he wore tighty-whities. I smiled. Partly because it was so magnificently in character for this dorky dish, but mostly because he distended the front of those cotton briefs considerably.
"Well, what do we have here?" I murmured as it wasted no time tugging the elastic down over that lump. A really thick, if not so very long cock just sort of languidly rolled free. It was weirdly a little darker-skinned than the rest of him and still looked a little flexible.
Jason meeped quietly, clearly not processing how his day had progressed to this. He was so nervous that his appealing cock was still not completely hard!
Gotta fix that.
I left the waist of his tighty-whities tucked up under his balls for the moment and leaned over so suck that fat, purple head between my lips. I felt his cock finish stiffening almost instantly. It did not grow any more, but it was suddenly a pleasingly soft-skinned rod of granite.
"You have a really nice cock here, Jason," I murmured with my lips against the tip. "I'm glad I'm going to get a chance to suck it after all..." With that, I pushed my head downward, sliding his knob past my lips, over my tongue, and deep into my mouth.
I had to be careful, because I could easily choke on this fat thing. It wasn't long, but it was plenty long enough. My lips tried to curl into a smile around his shaft as I realized that I was having the most incredible luck with the cocks I encountered lately.
"Ohhhhh," Jason moaned as I started to slowly bob up and down, slurping on his dong. His helplessly happy cries got a little more desperate as I started tickling his heavy balls. I might have given them a nice lick or two, but among the signs that he was really no closet sex machine was the way he left his frankly excessive pubes untrimmed.
I worked my head up and down his shaft some more as I thought about how best to tell him later about how much better things would get for him if he at least knocked all that hair down to a dull roar.
In the meantime, I was not about to worry about it further. He smelled and tasted like he had just stepped out of the shower before he ran into me: fresh, clean, hinting just slightly at the new bodywash Gail and I had recently selected for the guest rooms. I just let myself go and devour him for a bit.
"Oh, shit, Joy," Jason warbled worriedly. "I'm gonna come here," he gulped in warning and tried to shift away from me.
Fuck that. I mean, I get it. I had additional uses for this cock, just like I was sure he had hopes for it as well. But it had been so long since I had run into a guy who was not good for at least two in reasonably quick succession, I just was not worrying about it anymore. If Jason did have a hard time recycling, he was just going to have to put up with me being... persuasive.
I held him gently down and just kept fucking him with my face. He bucked beneath me, and I suddenly felt that thick cock pulse even thicker, and Jason moaned in this strange combination of despair and transcendence. That, plus the burst of sticky goodness painting the back of my mouth, gave me a bit of a momentary goddess complex.
He collapsed onto the carpet and sighed, for almost a minute, completely happy as I licked and sucked him completely clean.
But his cock did get quite a bit more flexible, even as I worked. But Jesus, did it stay that thick full-time? That had to be problematic for the guy.
Regardless, he felt himself going limp and raised his head to look at me, unhappiness back in his face. "Oh wow, Joy!" he said softly. "That was... just the best! But I..." he shut up. I could see his mouth wanting to shape the words, 'wanted to fuck you, too,' but he did not dare say that out loud. Poor guy.
I kissed his soft tip, then slid up to kiss him, too. "I loved it, too, Jason," I said softly, letting my breath suffuse his ear. "And I have some other things yet to go that I want us to do..." I added promisingly.
"Oh wow," he gulped. "But..." he looked down toward his junk.
"I have faith in you, Jason," I cooed. Then I proceeded to indulge myself with some long, slow kisses. He took very little encouragement to fill his hands with my breasts, flicking my softened nipples gently back to hardness with his fingertips.
See, Jason's cock? They can do it, so can you.
I pulled his head down so suckle on me, and I went to work with my hands, gently coaxing him back to life. I almost went cross-eyed once or twice with how nicely he nursed on me, but more importantly, his dick started recovering in short order.
That was once again affirming for me, especially since I suspected he'd have gotten it up again even sooner if he had not kept panicking in the back of his head about it.
"See?" I said encouragingly as his cock swelled and hardened in my grasp. "Told you I had faith."
"Oh wow," Jason said, his face flushing. "That isn't usua..."
"Hush," I said. "All I care about right now is getting up to lie on your bed... and you following me."
I pulled loose from him and did just that, bouncing up quickly and jumping on the bed, rolling over onto my back and putting my head on the pillows. Not for the first time, I fantasized about some mythical future time when we had money to spare. I would definitely replace the guest pillows.
Jason followed, slowly at first, but as his head raised above the foot of the bed and he saw me, he grinned and moved faster. I let my legs spread as he climbed on, and he moved faster still.
In a moment, he lay over me, his fat cock pressing lightly on my red pubes and his torso braced above me.
"There we go," I chuckled. "I think you know what other thing I wish we'd had a chance to do before you leave." I reached down to stroke his cock, which jumped excitedly at my caress. "Better get on that before you do have to go," I added, pressing his cock downward gently.
He grinned and shifted his hips, giving himself room between cock and me. I pressed more, and his dick pointed down between my legs. I kept my fingers on it and guided it exactly where I wanted it to go. I felt his head nestle into my entrance.
I braced myself a little. This was not going to plumb to any great depths, but holy shit was his cock going to make an impression, however far it reached. But he just held there.
"Let's do this, Jason," I said, kissing him again.
"Ohhhh," he sighed. "But the anticipation is soooo good!"
"Jason."
"Yes?"
"Fuck me already," I almost snarled.
He dutifully pushed.
"Ohhhh, shit yes," I sighed. The guy could make an entrance.
He groaned happily as he worked his way into me in soft, gentle pulses until he settled fully inside of me. Yep. Not that deep.
Screw deep. I. Did. Not. Care.
I reached out and grabbed his ass. I love a good ass, and while Jason's was hardly a showpiece, right now, I did not care about the aesthetic experience. I was looking for some handholds.
I squeezed those cheeks, and like that horse I got some lessons riding on a few times before our parents died, Jason took direction well.
He pulled out and slid back in several times, experimenting with depth uncertainly, and I began to suspect that band camp had included quite a bit of cunnilingus, but pretty limited actual fucking. I let him work out what he wanted for a bit before I started tugging on his ass more insistently.
Quickly, I had him pushing into me in regular, rhythmic strokes. "That's it," I said breathily. "Give it to me just like that."
He did, and admirably patiently... for a guy without too many go-rounds on this part of the rodeo. I just relaxed and enjoyed the delicious fullness while he remained patient. I might have even gotten impatient myself in a minute or so more, but he grunted and started thrusting hard all on his own. And faster.
I was all for the change and tugged harder on his ass. He grinned at me, slightly wild-eyed, and put more oomph into it.
He had some things to learn about angle of attack, to be honest. But now was not the time. I just wanted to lie back and enjoy myself. Instead, I kept him going the same, and lifted and tilted my hips enough to get him aligned the way I wanted.
Oh, heck yes, that was just the ticket. Each thrust of his cock was now sending sparks through me, along with the waves of pleasure.
Soon, I was getting a little sweaty. And Jason was getting a lot sweaty. His ass felt much better, sweaty...
"Fuck me hard, Jason," I growled, wondering how much more he had to give.
He had more. How much more, I don't really recall, because I stopped paying attention to details. He was hammering into me now, hard and fast, and those sparks were morphing into lightning bolts inside me.
Each thrust now felt like he was stretching me wide, and I was losing my breath. Kid had the equipment... My vocabulary was louder than probably appropriate for the middle of the afternoon, and consisted mostly of "Fuck," "Yes," "Hard," "Do me," and "Harder!"
Jason said almost nothing. He was spending every breath on trying to pile drive me into the mattress.
A big, muscular, athletic guy who went at me as hard would likely have literally succeeded, to wonderful effect. But Jason's slight frame was deliciously comfortable and doing the job quite beautifully all the same, while leaving me the oxygen for incoherent ranting.
For a little longer at least. But then I felt my body twisting into whorls of pleasure and gasped as a truly impressive orgasm began to wrack my core. "Aaaaaaaaahhh!" I howled, then sagged a bit as the first wave took, then released me.
Jason, the idiot, slowed down to smile at me.
Fuck that.
"Keep going," I grunted, pushing my hips up against him. "Don't stop! I'm still..."
He slammed into me again eagerly, and I cooked off a second wave of the same orgasm almost instantly. I may have demanded, "Come for me!" or I may just have thought it, but regardless, I got my wish.
I was just rolling through a third, and I figured final, wave of ecstasy when I felt him unload into me. That fat shaft throbbed hard, as if it were inflating my cavity even more, and as his jizz rushed into me, I think I was overcome by a fourth wave.
I collapsed as it swiftly passed. My body was spent after four crashes, and my mind had likely been done after three.
Jason sagged atop me, whispering, "holyshitholyshitholyshit," like a mantra.
"Oh, hell," I sighed, exhausted. "I'm so glad we didn't miss out on all that before you left!"




It might actually like these owners, as difficult as that sounded. They might not be subject to Its powers, but they did often still revel in the effects of those powers surrounding them. Often entertainingly, and always as a source of extraordinary power for It.
It drank deep and felt Its power grow still further.
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It felt almost whole once more. Almost at the heights of power it had felt after It was first brought forth. Far stronger than it had been when It had first arrived in this enclave of the pale skins. With Its original peoples, It would have relaxed now and let Its full power flow.
But It had learned caution. The people of this land were maddeningly careful, even in the focused grip of Its power. It had to make them come to accept, even expect the effects of Its power in this place.
Possibly worse, Its two owners had come to suspect, even believe deep in their being, some of what Its nature truly was. It could not, must not, ever go back into the prison. It was better for It to keep moving slowly, building bit by bit. Time, to the extent It understood the phenomenon, was on Its side. It would have Its day. And then all the days after that.




❤️JOY
"I know you are always focused on our social media, Sis..." Lil' Bro whined one evening, looking at his laptop while we had our sibling bonding cocktails.
As opposed to the sibling rivalry that we enjoyed the rest of the day.
"But listen, our website matters, especially in this industry," Blake insisted.
"Where did you get your degree in the Travel business again?" I growled. Website design was super boring, and I had gotten sick to death of it while I was setting ours up.
He stuck his tongue out at my jab. "Ha, and indeed, Ha. I am able to read, you know. And I talk to the guests. A website that better reflects the vibe of the awesomeness you and I are building here is a number one suggestion."
"Oh, so you are going to fill our website with pictures of topless guests and staff?" I snarked. Then I stopped, appalled.
Oh, shit. He was not going to actually try to do that, was he? He wasn't being serious?
"I'm not an idiot. But I'd love to put pictures of guests and staff in bikinis on there! And male guests and staff shirtless!" he replied, being fucking serious. "Plus stuff about the Nightclub. And massages. And pics of the food and drinks. We got some cool shit here now. Let's show it off."
"Including pics of hot staff wearing next to nothing," I sighed.
"Fuckin' A."




♠️BLAKE
I swear, I have better ideas when they come to me in a conversation than if I plan them out.
The website overhaul is a great example. I had no idea where I was going with my complaints about it to Joy, but by the end of our discussion, I had an awesome new project to work on and an important outcome to make happen. And now that I had jumped fully into a project with a clear end in mind, I just had to learn everything I'd need to get there...
There was a surprising amount I had to research, especially a lot about model releases for photographs. And a bunch of other stuff, too, legal and technical. Getting up to speed on things was something I had always done well. I had been a jock with jock grades in high school, but not because I was a dumb jock. Learning new, useful stuff was something that both Joy and I had been prepared for from the moment we had set foot on the property.
But one of the things about business ownership that I had been unprepared for was shit like having to drop everything I was doing and drive onto the mainland to Staples to buy more printer paper. How the fuck did we get all the way out of printer paper? Professional Tip: You absolutely cannot run a hotel without printer paper.
I mean, it had felt so goddamned good to see both Gail, and especially my uber-conscientious big sister, fuck up something basic like running out of paper, and then desperately try not to point the finger at each other while I was standing there in the room. I was totally going to saddle up Sis over drinks tonight, and while I did not yet know how I was going to turn this all into sexual innuendo with Gail, I. Would. Find. A. Way.
At first, back when we arrived, I was the height of proper every time I interacted with Joy's minion. Now? She'd gotten amused and amusing.
But I still had to waste almost two hours of my day, round-trip, to get off the island, over the causeway, and through the eternal road construction to the shitty little Staples on the mainland.
I wasted no time grabbing the paper, then wasted some time anyway before I was out the door. I don't need a kaleidoscope of colored pens, but the selection was still fun to look at.
The Staples was in an old, rundown shopping center, and the store next door caught my eye as I left. It was a camera store.
They still had those?
I had planned to use my phone for all the website pictures, its camera was better than most dedicated cameras these days--Certainly better than the little Fuji I still had that had been Mom's before she died.
But I might get better results from the people I wanted to agree to have me take their pictures if I looked more seasoned...
I got stuck in the store for 20 minutes, getting dragged through a lot of minutiae by the 'helpful' camera geek. In the end, I just chose the camera that I thought looked the most professional, regardless of its features. But I did not admit that part out loud, or Geekazoid would have tried to talk me into anything but that one. I then spent four times as much money on a lens as I had on the camera! The whole purchase was a fuckton of money, and I knew I had to pay for it with my own bank account. If I had put the massive charge on the hotel's card, my sister, if she survived the aneurysm, would have had the upper hand in every argument for a month...
I got back and demanded to go first on the refilled printer, producing a stack of my new, custom photo releases.
I handed the very first one of the machine to Gail. "Here you go. Sign here," I grinned.
"Ha!" she laughed, folding her arms.




❤️JOY
This was the problem with Blake having repainted almost the entire hotel. He did not have enough to do to keep him out of trouble.
The hell of it was, I was more than a little curious to see what he tried for our new website. Not that I was going to let it go live until I'd seen and agreed to whatever shit he came up with!




♠️BLAKE
I took a deep breath and sauntered down from my suite and out to the courtyard. I had my best hotel owner uniform on, with my loosest pair of Astro Beach Blue shorts, and a really bitchin' Reyn Spooner aloha shirt. I left it unbuttoned this time around, but I'd had to stop doing that every day. I was starting to develop the weirdest tan line in history, an indistinct vertical stripe of color on my chest...
I had waited until this point in the afternoon to go photo hunting because the light was just perfect for what I... Bullshit. I know very little about photo lighting. I think you need enough of it, but beyond that...
No, I had waited until it was the most crowded time of day at the pool.
I walked outside, and there was indeed a veritable sea of bare tits. It was glorious. They were glorious. And most all of them were of glorious quality, too. Imagine if we were anywhere near full occupancy...
To be clear, Joy always reminds me that our male guests are equally freakishly attractive. I was going to need to get pictures of lots of them, too. How else could we attract more freakishly attractive female guests in the future?
I drummed my fingers on my new used camera and thought of how to begin.
The staff. The staff were all hotter than the average, even the average around this pool. And none of our employees would say no to my request. If the staff and I had a good time with taking pictures, I'd probably get a few volunteers among the guests, instead of having to ask.
"May! Frida!" I called out to our two most well-endowed servers, who were fortunately both working up by the pool at the moment. "Want to take a quick break and help me out?" I asked.
Frida had to finish delivering a couple of drinks first, but May was able to come right over. I'd bet these two girls wore the same bra size... when either bothered to wear bras anymore. But Frida's tits were pendulous, sloping, and sported huge nipples. May's breasts were firm and round, had tiny nipples, and were quite expensively enhanced. Honestly, which pair I preferred depended on the day and my mood. I had never gotten my hands on either set, but I still harbored hopes for someday.
"I am shooting a bunch of photos to revamp our website," I told them. "Would you guys mind being models for the hotel?"
They just looked at each other and smiled. "Game on," grinned Frida at May.
I had been unaware that these two were competitive, but I was wholly in favor of it.
"Drinks?" May asked Frida.
"Good idea," Frida replied. I was not consulted, and they both rushed off to take a few quick orders. In just a couple of minutes, I was taking pictures of them with trays of cocktails, walking around the pool.
I think Frida sort of won this round of competition, not that I'd say that out loud. When she went to give a guest a drink, she would always make sure to bend over while facing away from me. Her butt is a little big for my tastes, but damn, did it look good in the pictures.
Of course, May always made sure to face me when she bent over to give someone their drink, which had its own charms.
"We need some with the Tiki," May said quickly.
"Oh, hell yeah," Frida agreed, and I followed as they bobbled over to the giant wooden statue.
"Looks great," I said, and took a few good shots of each, posing beside the Tiki. "How about we get you to lean in on it at the same time?" I asked. Shots of these two girls individually were gold. Shots of them together should be platinum.
As I had suspected, the spectacle of me doing a photoshoot with these two was drawing attention. A few guests were even drifting over to watch us work.
The two servers plastered themselves to the Tiki like it was a naked Brad Pitt. These were awesome shots. But then they fucking amped it up.
"Come on," May said to Frida, and Frida cocked an eyebrow before following May's lead. They both knelt down in front of the Tiki and once again plastered themselves to it, only this time, they were both rubbing their tits against that tongue!
I almost dropped the camera.
Those tits, on that tongue... Maybe the fucking hunk of wood really was magic.
Good thing I wore the loose shorts. I might still need to button my shirt to have another curtain over things.
Unfortunately, a more important issue intruded into the back of my head.
Fuck.
"Guys," I told my employees, "we are kinda missing the point, here. For the shots that go on the website at least, I need you with your tops on."
The gathered guests, who had been eating up the show, all groaned their objections. Both servers pouted and objected that I was ruining the fun. Geez, girls. There is serving drinks topless all day, and then there is rubbing your tits all over the Tiki's tongue and all over, um, each other. They took their time about stopping.
"Fine," Frida grumbled. "I'll go get mine."
"Uh, Blake," May said hesitantly. "I haven't even brought a top to work for at least two weeks now."
I grimaced. I liked the shots of both of them, and I really wanted May's pictures on the website. "We could..." I started to suggest trying again the next day, but I was interrupted.
"What size do you need?" a more than adequately endowed guest called out to May.
"Oh, hey! That would be great," May perked up. "I'm usually 36DD, depends."
Okay, that is not a common size to find on the spur of the moment in most circumstances, but here was more than one girl who offered to help. May suddenly had her pick of tops.
Of course, she chose the smallest, claiming it went best with her bottoms. It did not fit. She spilled out a fair amount. There was general agreement from the congregation that that was perfect.
I got usable shots of the two of them with the Tiki, then a few of each delivering another tray of drinks.
May could not get her borrowed top off fast enough when I was done taking pictures, handing it back to the girl she'd borrowed it from.
The girl, a blonde with her hair in a messy bun on the side of her head, turned to me and quickly asked. "Can I get some pictures, too?" She made no move to put on the top.
Well, now!
"Uh, sure," I said. I was honestly bemused, in spite of earlier hopes, to actually have a guest asking me before I could ask the guests.
The girl danced over to the Tiki and leaned her back against it, thrusting her chest out and dangling her top from her fingertips. What a shot! And that top probably had not fit her any better than it had fit May.
"If you'd be willing to sign a release," I said, as if just coming up with the idea, "I think it would be great to have some guest pictures on our website."
There were murmurs behind me, but the girl was definitely up for it. I got May to grab my folder with the releases and collect one from the girl. She happily signed it, and less happily shrugged into the too-small top. I got several good shots of her with her boyfriend (May got another release) and the Tiki, then shot her being served drinks on a chaise poolside. I got May in the picture from behind. She had no top, but I made sure to get just her back as she handed our guest and model a complimentary cocktail, over-garnished even by Cris's standards.
"Thank you," I told her and her boyfriend.
"How much are the pictures?" she asked, popping up and slipping immediately free of her top once more.
How much? Selling pictures was not the plan. I just needed stock photos. And had been having fun getting them.
But we needed every dollar of revenue we could get. And all the adventurous goodwill.
"Well, for giving us the release, I suppose I can email you two digitals for free," I said, slowly. "And any others would be just five bucks each."
"How much for prints?" another girl standing next to me asked excitedly. "I, uh, don't want pictures like that in my email."
My mind did some quick calculations. Fortunately, I'd just been to Staples and had looked at supplies. Glossy photo paper cost... and USB sticks were... I hoped my math was good...
"8X10s would be $25 each." I said. "Or we could give digitals to you on a USB stick before you checkout for $40 with one picture, and the same $5 a shot for any pictures beyond that." That was steep enough to make it worthwhile, right? I might clear some decent money and get Joy to let me expense the camera after all...
"Totally worth it!" my first model said excitedly, and started writing down which shots she would like to get on a USB on the back side of her model release.
"I'm next," said the girl who'd come up with the purchase idea, jumping in before several others could chime in behind her. She held firm that she was next. "I'm Neve," she said, shaking my hand. "Where should we start?"
She made no move to go get her top. May still moved in and got a release anyway.
Neve wanted pics with the Tiki, of course. "Your boyfriend want to get in on this?" I asked as she squatted to rub her ass on that fucking wooden tongue. I looked around for the dude in question.
She laughed. "My girls and I came here on our own. We were at the Mercury at first, but we moved when we discovered how fun it was over here."
"We are so very glad to have you," I smiled, for all sorts of reasons.
Neve was not terribly bosomy, compared to my models so far, but she had a couple of nice near-handfuls, and they rode proudly on a body like a greyhound's. Her hair was not nearly so red as my own, but it was a nice, dark auburn. And her bikini bottoms were practically non-existent.
She pounced on a vacant chaise that wasn't hers and lay down on her belly. She looked over her bare shoulder at me. "This good for the website? I want to be on that!"
With that lean, muscular ass in center frame? Hell, yes! I took several shots before she wised up.
"I want more," Neve said, quickly getting up.
"Uh, let me see who else wants some, then I can do more shots for those that want them," I said regretfully. Every shot I had taken of her, even when she was grinding her ass on the Tiki's face, her eyes had been locked on mine, very intriguingly.
May moved next to me. Her folder with the releases now had a fucking stack of signed releases on top! "We have a lot of people who want to buy pictures," May said with a straight face.




❤️JOY
My fucking brother and his ideas.
First, he turned one of his hare-brained schemes to see even more naked tits into a little money-making proposition for the hotel... without my input.
And now I had to drop everything and drive to Staples to buy a case of glossy photopaper and a bucket of cheap USB sticks while he hangs out at the pool, taking photos of mostly naked people.




♠️BLAKE
Everybody wanted pictures with the Tiki. Guys and girls alike. Group shots. Solo shots making out with it (again, guys and girls). Group shots making out with it. Out of two memory chips' worth of photos that afternoon, it seemed like I got about five that I could actually use on the website...
Charlie, the new beefcake, I mean, the new server, came up from the beach, and I got some good shots of him working as well. Then, two petite guests discovered that if he got down on one knee and lifted his arms out wide, fists raised, he could support one of them on each flexing bicep, like the old 60's bodybuilder poses. The first shot looked awesome and was a huge hit, and the poor guy became a prop for a while as girl after girl wanted to ride his mighty thews.
Yeah. 'Poor guy'...
"You need more staff pics," May said, having appointed herself my assistant and shoot manager. "Cris says she wants to do some."
"Cool," I said, promising the still numerous guests who wanted photos that I would be back. May and I wandered over to see Cris at the bar. I could use a drink anyway.
Whoa.
Cris was one of the few guest-forward staff who was not working topless by this point. She was too committed to her hipster bartender persona, with her black slacks, white shirt, and arm garters.
Not all of a sudden! She still had the slacks and arm garters, but the shirt was missing, as was any bra. I had not seen Cris's bare tits in a good while, and realized that I had missed them.
A rush of guests came over to get photographed buying drinks from my current model, and getting into more photos themselves... Cris seemed so comfortable working topless among all the rest of the staff, I wondered hopefully if she would join the new dress code from here on.
But. "I can't use these shots on the website, Cris," I said grumpily after I got several really awesome ones with her serving drinks to a super hot black couple.
"I've got my top," the guest said, and swiftly put a brilliant white bikini top on that contrasted beautifully with her dark skin. Her husband's Speedo was just as brilliant white, and they looked amazing.
"Got your shirt for a few shots, Cris?" I asked, wanting a shot of the three of them for the website for sure.
"Will this work?" was all my bartender replied. She held up her largest shaker, the shiny stainless steel dripping in condensation, and used it and her forearm to block the camera's view of her nipples. The couple leaned in to either side of her and smiled brilliantly. Cris was quite obviously topless, but she was covered...
"Fuckin' A, that's a great shot!" I said, and took several photos.
More guests were both thirsty and camera hogs, and Cris made drinks topless with zero qualms.



Joy and I were absolutely, positively the least horny people on property... That was a momentarily terrifying thought.
May rounded up several pairs of guys she found particularly attractive to shoot with Cris. I think May was that diligent, so she could get their numbers off their releases...
The groups of guys tended to smile less at the camera and more at Cris's tits. This actually was great for the website...
When one pair of dudes was shuffled off to make room for a group of three girls who had dutifully put on their tops, I heard the one guy exclaim how hot Cris was as they passed me.
"Dude, I think she is a lesbian," his friend snorted.
"That makes it so much better," the first guy groaned in anguish.
After barely two pictures, the three girls' tops came back off.
Then I was back out by the pool. I had gotten everyone who wanted pictures, and decided it was time to go run and hide to examine my trove. Hopefully, Joy would be back soon so I could get the USB sticks done for those who were checking out the next morning. As the afternoon had gone on, most people had gone for the digital option over prints for most of their photos.
There had been a regular feeding frenzy for photos, and if I had not managed to pay for the camera twice over by now, I'd eat my hat. I considered doing photos once a week. In seven days, there would be all new guests, and if this feeding frenzy happened even occasionally...
"I want to do more pictures for the website," Neve said. She had never been far from me as I had worked.
"I think I have enough poolside, and then some," I laughed.
"You've got a cool place here, surely you need some others?" she said persuasively. Neve was naturally persuasive, especially with those nicely erect nipples emphasizing her arguments. "How about with your rocketship?"
My poor rocketship must be feeling neglected with all the attention the Tiki got. I definitely needed better photos of it for the website than the shitty one Gail had taken with her phone.
"I usually make it a policy not to ask women to put clothes on," I joked. "But away from the pool, I'll need you to..."
"Of course," Neve said, far too compliant about putting on her top once more. "Gotta follow the rules."
I shook my head, and she followed me through the lobby to reach the rocketship.
She, and about seven other people who wanted to buy shots of themselves with the hotel's original mascot...




It had served the owner's ends and Its own today. And the evening was yet to come. The private spaces the pale skins inhabited when they came here were now filled with feverish activity that would feed Its power.
It felt no jealousy for the attention to the 'rocket ship' totem. Jealousy was foreign to It, and anyway, the obviously sexual construct held no consciousness. But the mortals' enthusiasm made It consider that... It had never been curious as to Its own origins, but now It pondered the idea of the rocket emerging as a similar entity. What was the substance of which it was made? The mortals called it 'metal'? If power ever did blossom in the rocketship, it would surely be different from the Entity. But if the ship did awake, it would make a valuable ally.
Could It find a way to encourage such an emergence?




❤️JOY
I pulled into the driveway and saw a small crowd out front around the rocketship. Did we have rocket groupies now, to go with the Tiki groupies?
My brother was taking his pictures out here. At least all six women out here with him wore tops. The two guys even wore shirts! Too bad about that last detail.
Holy crap! One of the women, a lean and slightly muscular babe with tits just perfect for her frame, was actually up and straddling the rocketship, with it between her legs like a seventeen-foot dildo!
Blake let someone climb on his baby? How heavily had he reinforced that thing?
Her pose was almost obscene, but damn, it looked appealing...
I shook my head, parked, and brought Blake's $200 worth of fucking photo supplies into the office. He had better scrounge enough off this boondoggle to pay for this stuff I had just bought...




♠️BLAKE
The rocketship pictures were a big hit. I realized that I was going to have to train Joy, Evan, and Gail in taking them, too. Safe For Work pictures with the statue would be a great way to squeeze a final 50 bucks or so out of guests when they checked out.
Every woman had wanted to climb up and 'ride' my beloved, and fortunately, heavily-reinforced, rocket. The guys had contented themselves with doing Right Stuff poses in front of it. We should buy some astronaut helmets as props... The pictures of the girls might be Safe For Work And Website, but video of none of them would have been, with the way they writhed atop the gleaming white shaft. One girl, from Nebraska, I think, who was not, sadly for her, among our hottest guests, had ridden it so enthusiastically, I think she might have gotten off... before she climbed down, if you take my meaning.




No awakening seemed to be happening with the rocket. At least not yet. But not for lack of the mortals trying all of a sudden. It would encourage more such activity. Actively. A second entity with similar aims would make manipulating Its mortals, and especially Its owners, much easier...




♠️BLAKE
"I can't believe how great everyone was with helping me on the website," I told Neve as everybody else finally left me alone. I needed to figure out how to get her back to the bar for a drink...
"You can't be done yet, are you?" she asked in surprise. "I mean, you've got plenty now of your pool, bar, and entrance, but do you have guest rooms done?"
"Not yet. We had some pretty standard older shots already," I shrugged. "For tonight, how about I just buy..."
"My room is still spotless from housekeeping, and it has a great view of the ocean," she said seriously. "You could shoot some there."
"You just want to be in more pictures!" I laughed, not objecting. She was a helluva model. And hopefully, it would only delay, not derail, getting her back to the bar.
"Duh," she giggled. "But I'm a marketing major, and you need your best room shots. I was in a guy's... in another room, a couple of days or so ago, and it felt a lot older than mine. You should focus on the rooms you've renovated."
I was stunned. How stupid could Joy and I be? The room pictures on the website were all of pre-renovation rooms!
"Thank you," I said earnestly. "You are a lifesaver! I might have waited a good while to get around to new room pics."
"Well, we wouldn't want that to be left for later," she snorted, and led me off toward the second floor.
Her room was indeed one of the newly renovated ones, and neat as a pin. And as one of the central rooms, it looked right out over both the Tiki and the wide pathway through the jungle to the beach. A perfect view. I took a few quick shots through the door before the light got too dim, then moved to take a few pride-filled shots of the work I had done on this and the other refurbished bathrooms.
We really needed to do another block of rooms. Hopefully, the bar and nightclub earnings could be plowed into toilets and tilework instead of going to pay down the credit line this time. Fuck JP Morgan.
I was fretting about this dilemma when I heard Neve call me. "When you are done taking pictures of the towel rack..." I was proud of these towel racks! I'd picked them out. "...you should get some pictures of the room being occupied."
I was using her room. The least I could do was take some more pictures of her. It was not like photographing Neve was in any way a hardship.
I guess that I had been taking pictures of my handiwork longer than I thought. The sun had set in the west, and the eastern sky out the window was a gorgeous but dim purple. A warm glow came from below where the staff had lit the torches and brazier around the Tiki.
What made me freeze was the sight of Neve, standing in the open sliding door. She was almost in silhouette, though you could make out details of her skin in the light from the bedside lamps. All her skin.
She had stripped completely naked and was posed in the opening against the sky, positioned to show off her body to all the considerable effect it could be shown.
Involuntarily, I lifted the camera and took a bunch of shots at various zooms. She was gorgeous, that was nothing new, but the complete nudity made her beauty feel fresh.
And a little fiddling with contrast and brightness, and her silhouette would be safe for the website...
"Think this will work for you?" Neve asked languidly.
"It is working for me already," I said quietly, and took more pictures as I approached her. I could buy her a drink later. Right now...
She turned as I approached and leaned back against the door, halfway facing me as I approached.
She might or might not really be a marketing major, but she had an uncanny feel for what would make a heart-stopping picture.
I took a few close-ups of her face and torso. The dim light from outside made her curves leap out in shadowy majesty. She looked me, not the camera, in the eye.
"So, in your renovations, you replaced both the carpet and the mattresses?" she asked, as if making casual conversation.
"Yes," I said softly, not eager to break this spell.
"I thought so. The new mattresses feel great for... sleeping. And this carpet is much easier on the knees."
I suspected how she might have found out how the mattresses in the old rooms felt. I suddenly knew how she knew the difference between new and old carpet on her knees as she sank down in front of me.
"Put the camera away, Blake," she said in a huskily quiet voice. "Pictures of what I'm about to do might be a bridge too far."
I pulled the strap off over my head, and realized that there was nothing to put it on within reach. Taking any steps in any direction was absolutely unacceptable at the moment. Guys do not wander off with hot naked women kneeling before them, stroking their cocks, and leaning in to lick their balls.
I gently set the camera down on the carpet and groaned happily.
Over the next couple of minutes, I learned that as a fellatrix, Neve was extremely basic and straightforward. Almost by the numbers. She wrapped her lips around my dick and started bobbing, pumping the base of my shaft in unison. Her tongue did very little other than press up against my shaft as she took it in and out of her mouth. Lots of sucking noises: Check. Copious saliva for comfortable lubrication: Check.
See? By the numbers.
But Neve was also very, very good at her numbers. The pressure of her grip was ideal. The liveliness of her tongue was electric. Her rhythm flowed just enough to not feel like a metronome. There was a lot of saliva.
Absolutely basic and totally incredible.
And very, very focused. But patient. Seriously, what more could a guy ask for? I could not think of anything, which made sense because I was barely thinking at all.
She was mostly silent, but a few muffled sounds of delight escaped the seal of her lips around my cock, enough to reassure me that she was enjoying this at least half as much as I was.
She only paused once, when I first started getting a little squirmy. She let me slip from her lips, and she looked up at me. "Hey, Blake, let me know before you come, okay? I want to feel you splatter me." I could only nod helplessly. Like I was going to object.
Neve just sucked me back in and accelerated. Didn't change anything, she just went faster. Why change, when everything was so fucking awesome?
I still had a little longer to enjoy her efforts before I felt that familiar tension behind the root of my cock. I held back, wanting just a little bit more. Just a little bit...
"Oh, fuck! Now!" I groaned suddenly, desperate to hold back and worried I'd waited until too late.
Neve just let me slip from her mouth again, pushed up on her knees, and jacked me hard, pointing my cock right at the top of her tits.
I lost it a split-second later. With a sudden cry, I lost all control and felt my junk surge.
"Ahh!" I yelped, as warmth suffused my shaft and I felt myself burst. I looked down, and a huge blob had glazed a breast. I gasped again, and a second spurt spat out and dripped down her cleavage.
Neve kept pumping me, and after a stroke or three, I rewarded her efforts with a final blast and sent a wobbling streak over the same breast as before.
I sagged on my feet, and she dove onto my cock once more, sucking and squeezing her fingers up my length, squeezing out any remaining stuff that had not made it out under its own power.
I sagged a bit more, and she smiled up at me, still gently stroking my softening cock.
"Ohhhh," I groaned. "I've got so much work to do..."
"You have to go back to work?" Neve almost yelped.
"God, no!" I laughed. "But after that, I am going to have to work incredibly hard to return your favor in kind!"
She smiled. "I'm eager for you to follow that thought process, but..." she almost giggled to herself, "I'm pretty easy to get off when a guy puts his face between my legs!"
I licked my lips ostentatiously. "I'll still be working very, very hard to please," I drawled.
She just popped up and dashed toward the bathroom.
"Where do you think you are going?" I called sternly. Or as sternly as I could, after having my brain sucked out my cock.
"I'm grabbing a towel," she called. "You made a fucking mess, you know."
"Get back here," I demanded with a smile in my voice. "You can clean up while I get to work."
She bopped back in, cum still all over her tits, and smirked, "Aren't you the demanding photographer?"
I just looked at the camera sitting over on the floor wordlessly. "Exactly," I grinned. "Now lie down on the bed so we can see how awesome our new mattresses are!"
She laughed and piled up the pillows at the head of the bed, then sat up against them, her legs just slightly parted. "How's this pose?" she asked, starting to dab very slowly at my jizz on her body.
"Making me wish I was holding the camera," I muttered, then said louder, "I think I see a great angle."
I crawled onto the foot of the bed, and Neve let her legs fall wider as I approached.
She appeared to have gotten a vacation wax job right before she came to Astro Beach, as she was perfectly smooth, with the exception of a nice little landing strip that sort of marked the way.
I knew where I was going.
I bent and began to kiss my way slowly up a thigh, meaning to tease her rotten. But she reached down with the hand that was not procrastinating on clean-up, and ruffled my hair. Insistently.
I sped my advance up the soft skin of her inner thigh, and she made approving sounds.
I made approving sounds of my own when I reached her slit.
I like the taste of pussy in most of its forms, but Neve here tasted like she'd been magically modified at a genetic level to hit all my sensory favorites. I curled my hand up around her hips and thrust my tongue past her already damp entrance. She gasped and pushed her hips slightly toward me as my tongue burrowed into her. I probed her delicious depths eagerly.
I wanted to tease her clit a little, too, but my hands did not want to relinquish their grip on her hips and ass, so I licked upward and circled her nicely prominent bean. I peeked up at Neve's face, and she had her eyes closed, head lolling to the side. Her hand dabbed blindly at her jizzy boobs, but it was a big towel and she seemed to have it mostly clean by now anyway.
I flicked that nub one more time with the tip of my tongue before I moved back to bathe it completely inside her.
"No! Don't stop!" she gasped.
I could easily obey those instructions!
But her hand grabbed my hair again, harder. "I mean, No, don't! Stop!" she struggled to say. She looked down at my inquiring eyes. "Stick your cock in me. Now," she ordered, and tossed the towel away onto the floor.
Well, alrighty then. I would have happily fulfilled that request, even if she had not been tugging upward on my hair.
I climbed up further above her. My cock rested against her smooth, hairless mons as I braced myself on one elbow. I kissed her as I grasped a breast in the other hand.
Okay, she had not done the best job of cleaning herself off... At the moment, I did not care.
But she twisted away from my kiss with a laugh. "Pth! You got in there, didn't you?" she giggled, having gotten a considerable taste of herself of my sodden face.
"You are delicious," I said simply.
"I'll, um, take your word for it," she murmured drily, and wiped at my face. It could hardly have been effective, but she started kissing me again anyway.
I wanted to play with this sticky tit I held, but I had orders. I shifted around and ran my cock along the sodden fleshy opening that my tongue had prepared. We both felt my tip reach the correct spot, and Neve pressed her hips against me before I could even push. I slipped into her, and when I thrust, my cock slid into her eager depths with a rush of sensation that had me growling with pleasure.
"Fuck, yeah!" Neve moaned, pulling me firmly down against her.
Yeah, she had done a really bad job cleaning herself off... In revenge, I made sure to smear every slick, fragrant drop of her juices still on my face onto hers.
None of that byplay stopped me from absolutely hammering into her at first. I revved us both hard, then backed off my pace so we could enjoy it for a bit. She sighed and relaxed back onto the bed, her grasp on my back loosening and sliding down to my pumping ass.
That was great because, well, she knew how to massage an ass, but also because I could get my hand back between us and resume mauling that lovely handful of tit. Her breasts were surprisingly soft for how well they held their shape against gravity, and I luxuriated in my exploration.
I rode her like that for a lavishly long time, each of us interspersing our delight with small sounds of enthusiasm. My cock throbbed happily, ready to do its thing, but I remained calm, keeping my orgasm in check as we enjoyed ourselves.
But suddenly I felt a swift swat on my ass. "Fuck, Blake," Neve growled. "You have me so ready to come! Do it! Push me over the edge! Please," she finished in a soft entreaty. "I'm so ready..."
I swiftly but deliberately increased my pace again, and in less than a minute, she began to thrash beneath me. "Yeah... Yeah!" she panted in a high voice. "Just like that! Do it! Right... there..." She bucked and stopped breathing as I fucked her, her head thrashing side to side. She spanked me again, harder, and suddenly collapsed, drawing a long, stuttering breath. I grinned and fucked her harder still.
"I... Oh, thank... Oh, wow," she gargled as I hammered into her as hard as I could, my cock singing. I paid attention, though, and as I felt a follow-on wave rise in her, I yanked myself free of her twat and stroked my cock but twice. I unloaded another spray of jizz onto her body, in a single, mind-blowing release that spattered cum across her whole belly.
She stared a the whole process, and that, along with the furtherance from my earlier thrusts, carried her over to another orgasm that had her banging her head back against the pillows. My cock throbbed in my grasp, and she pushed my hand away to stroke it herself.
"Jesus, Blake," she snorted after a few moments, cross-eyed, "you didn't have me jizzed up enough the first time?"
"You seemed to like it," I joked.
"I do," she said softly, then pulled me back down onto her, smearing more cum onto my body.



Nice revenge there... I liked this girl.




I'm glad so many of you seem to enjoy the slow ramp up and reveals in this tale, but buckle up from here on out. A new player will enter the tale, and Joy and Blake will start coming to grips with what is really happening. Meanwhile, It is getting downright ambitious...
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Tiki Totem Hotel 9





To Its surprise, the nudges had worked! It had decided to push every female transient to pose for photos with the metal 'rocket' when they left, or 'checked out of', Its demesne. Most were quite demonstrative.
In the face of all that coronal energy, the rocket ship was actually emerging into an Entity...
But frustratingly, not one like Itself. This new Entity was confusing. It was... lesser, somehow.
Amusement flicked through Its being. It knew that mortals insisted on keeping lesser, even shorter-lived than themselves, creatures as companions. Now It, perhaps, had a lesser Entity of Its own. A... 'dog'?
HARK! WATCH! GUARD! Treats?




♠️BLAKE
I walked happily back from Neve's room, the cool evening air drying the sweat and a few patches of leftover jizz on my body as I headed to drop off the camera and its photos in the office. Oddly, despite it being late evening, there was a strong flow of guests heading down toward the beach...
Sis appeared at my side, saying, "Let's go!"
"Go?" I asked.
"Launch in ten minutes," she said and headed toward the beach.
Oh! How had I forgotten! I'd almost missed it with that broken desk!
I hustled to catch up with Joy, and we went down to the beach together, pausing only one more time for her to pull off her heels and carry them when we hit the soft sand.
Most of the hotel had heard what was up and gathered down above the high-tide line.
We were fortunate that the shore bent slightly northward here, giving us an excellent view up toward distant Cape Canaveral. This was The Space Coast, after all, even if we were the ass-end southernmost tip.
People were watching the countdown on their phones, and the crowd took up the chant of, "5... 4... 3... 2... 1..." A bloom of red light lit up the horizon to the north, and a huge streak of flame with a barely visible rocket atop it leapt into the air. Excited to realize I had a better zoom lens than I'd had for any previous launch, I lifted the camera to take some good pictures of the show.
Say what you will about frickin' Elon, he is the only guy with rocketships cooler than mine.
Maybe. My rocket is pretty awesome.
"Getting good shots?" Joy asked in amusement.
"Amazing shots, I think," I said, taking a few more. "How have we been so stupid as to not put a whole section on our view of launches on the website?"
"Maybe because every other shot you put on there is dripping with sex?" Joy laughed.
The initial engine cutoff hit, and I turned to look at Sis as the sky went dark momentarily, before the second stage cut in. "In what way was that long, shiny rocket thrusting into the darkness, ejaculating a stream of fire as it penetrated the sky, not the most phallic thing you've seen today?" I challenged.
She flipped me off, but she also shut up.
The light show resumed in the sky.
"Is the booster coming back to the Cape, instead of a barge?" I asked Sis.
"Yep. It's a clear night, so it should be a wild view," she replied.
Every time I saw a launch and a return landing like this, I felt like I was living in a Science Fiction/Fantasy story...




❤️JOY
Oh, Lil' Bro, if only you knew how phallic a thing I saw earlier today... and much closer up.
"We still on for dinner downtown at The Crab Pot?" I asked my clueless brother as we turned to walk back to the hotel after the second stage was out of sight.
A surprising number of guests looked like they were going to remain on the beach. Possibly to watch the stars. Or just makeout on the sand. If the latter, at most one of each couple would be able to keep an eye on the stars anyway...
"Looking forward to it," Blake replied as we ambled along. "But we need to get back reasonably early. I have a lot of guest photo orders to fulfill." He grinned at me. "And I need to fill out an expense form for this camera..."
"Blake!" The idiot. "I don't have a budget for that kind of expense, you moron. Not to mention the money I spent on supplies for your thinly contrived excuse to get titpics!"
He just smiled at me smugly. "Don't worry about funds. I sold enough photos today to pay for the camera and the supplies, with plenty left over. And I'm going to do a shoot like that every week from now on!"
I stared at him, appalled. My brother and his hare-brained ideas...
"Well, you may be up a little late, because we can't leave for dinner yet," I said huffily.
"Why not?"
"Because I'll be damned if I'm going out to eat in a restaurant with my fucking brother when he stinks of pussy," I said, shoving him. "Go take a shower!"




♠️BLAKE
I tried to get all my worst jobs for the day out of the way first thing in the morning each day. I may be an aficionado of goofing off, but procrastination never makes any sense. No really shitty job ever got easier by putting it off.
Cleaning out the grease trap this morning had been one of those things that tested my philosophy to the limit.
I had all the photos of guests I needed for the website. I'd hold off on any more public photography for a week, to keep that experience feeling like a bolt from the blue. We'd make more money in a periodic feeding frenzy than with a daily trickle.
But I still needed more staff pictures for the look I wanted on the website. That had been the original idea, after all.
And I definitely wanted to get some pictures of Gail. At some point. Eventually.
I could dream.
I mean, I wanted pictures of her on general principles. Duh. But I also wanted them for the website. You don't have an apex babe on staff and not use her picture on your number one marketing tool, right?
This needed more groundwork, probably.
But a few pictures of Evan parking the Aston Martin that had checked in earlier would also be awesome. Man, that car was crazy cool. It wasn't the James Bond model, but 007 was missing out.
Damn, we'd probably need a release to use any shots of the car... I'd put May on getting the signature. The owner was a guy, and guys did not say no to May. Gay guys did not say no to May.
I walked out to the entry circle, where Evan was pretty much our full-time valet now. Not only was our occupancy crawling upward, the wealth of some of our clientele was too. Now we had idiots who wanted to pay top dollar to have their car parked within a minute's easy walk...
But Evan was not at his post. I looked around, concerned. I had not seen anyone coming from here, as if they'd just dropped off a car. And no one was checking in at the moment either. Where was he?
Was he fucking Frida in the parking lot again?
But no, here he came from the north lot, brushing his hands and muttering, "Fucking Mercury cunts..."
Wow. Evan was usually a pretty chill dude, but he was steamed. Other than cluttering up the north lot for a few days a little while ago, what had the Mercury cun..., um, crowd done to piss off Evan?
He saw me and hustled over, patting the rocketship on the way for some reason. "Those utter douchebags," he said to me.
"Mercury management?" I asked, concerned. "What have they done now?"
"Those cocksuckers sent a couple of kitchen workers over here. They were pushing carts of fucking trash! They were scattering it on the pavement near guests' driver's side doors! As hot and sunny as it is going to be today? By the time anyone went out there this evening to go into town or whatever, their cars would have stunk to high heaven!"
"Holy shit!" I gulped. "What can we do?"
"Nothing," Evan said with a grim smile. "We don't need to. I caught them doing it. And I threatened them with the cops to make them clean it all back up and take it back to their own fucking dumpsters. If I could have, I'd have made them dump it on their manager's car. But even threats about the Po-Po would not have gotten them to go that far."
"Nice," I said, clapping him on the shoulder. It's a big shoulder, and I felt like a child pretending to be a father... "Are you patrolling that lot now or something?" I asked curiously.
Evan shrugged. A little sheepishly, a little confusedly. "I don't know. I was just hanging out, playing... uh, checking my phone for the weather since no one was picking up or dropping off right now, and something just... made me think I needed to check the north lot," he said almost helplessly.
"What next?" I snorted. Catching trash assaults did not seem like it was part of our 'magical sex totem's' purview. No, I guessed that our amazing luck had just taken a different form today...
I got the pictures of Evan in that Aston Martin that I wanted. He was only too happy to bring it up for some pictures. I went inside to leave a note for May to contact the owner when she got in later.




❤️JOY
Blake walked into the lobby as I angrily stomped in from the other direction. He did not look remotely as smug as I expected, once I had heard over dinner just how much money he had made charming women out of their tops.
Well, they were already out of their tops. From what he said, he had had to charm a bunch of them back into their tops for photographs. Little Brother was a horndog, but he could stay remarkably on task when he had one to stay on.
"Those absolute cock-sucking, shit-eating, good-for-nothing Mercury meatheads," I observed as we walked toward each other.
He missed a step. "You heard already?" he asked in surprise.
"Duh," I said, throwing up my hands. "I'm the one Candace told about it. I'm the one who had to deal with it with her! I'm going to detesticulate Yates one of these days," I vowed.
He narrowed his eyes at me. "Wait. Handled what? What shit are you talking about?" he asked.
"You sounded like you knew," I complained. "They put a case of badly expired eggs in the bottom of each of our trash cans down on the beach. If Candace had not found that shit early, before the day's heat got going, and guests started throwing heavy trash in those cans, our beach would have stunk for days!"
"Evan is right, they are cunts," Blake swore. "Hey, hold on! Candace doesn't go down to check the cans until after she finishes doing the guest rooms. Why was she down on the beach to be able to find the eggs this early in the day?"
"Get this, she isn't even sure," I told him. "She just had a sense that she needed to check the beach trash early today and went down. She came running back to find me quick, I can tell you!" I looked at my hands. I had washed them repeatedly, but they were going to feel skeezy for days... At least the eggs were all safely back in trash cans on the Mercury beach where they belonged. The far end of Mercury's stretch of beach. Where they guided all their families...
"That is totally freaky," Blake said, looking a little shaken. "Evan had a premonition this morning, too! He went out to the parking lot instead of sitting around playing Candy Crush like he usually does, and caught two Mercury kitchen slaves spreading rotten trash around all our guests' cars!"
"Zelda is such a shit-brain!" I growled.
"She is a hardass," Lil' Bro agreed. "But my money is on Yates as the real cunt of the bunch."
I looked at him and held out a hand in a gesture of uncertainty. Yes, Yates was definitely a cunt, but for my money, Zelda was too! Worse, she was a highly competent cunt.
"Look," Blake said quietly, "we had two employees with remarkably timely, remarkably important premonitions this morning, right? Do you... nah," he said, waving his thought away.
"Do I what?" I asked, not entirely sure I wanted him to go on.
"It just, with everything else weird and wonderful around here," Blake said, looking like he thought he was an idiot, "maybe our fucking Tiki really is magical."
Shit. I had not wanted him to say that.
"I hate what you say," I said.
"I know it's dumb, it's just..."
"I hate it, because I kinda think that too," I grumbled.
We looked at each other apprehensively. Then we both burst out into resigned laughter. "Goddamnit, I think we have an actual magical good luck charm," Blake snorted, with the same bemused belief in his voice that I felt.
"If it is magic," I asked, "since when did it also become the weirdest guardian angel in history?" Blake shrugged. I shook my head, looking at my clean but filthy-feeling hands. "Whatever, I'll take whatever help we can get. But right now, I am going to go take a shower."




♠️BLAKE
I watched Big Sis go. If I were the one who had just moved four or more cases of rotten eggs, when the temp was already 90 degrees out, I'd need a shower, too. I could almost hear her in my mind, yelling at her hands, 'Out, Out, damned egg!'
What?
Yeah, I was a jock in high school. But I had read Macbeth. It was a gore-fest. I loved it. Check that shit out.
On the plus side, it got Sis out of the way so I could make my play to photograph Gail without Joy sticking her nose in on my effort. Gail could and did shoot me down constantly without my sister's help. But especially recently, it was like she was doing it just as much to show off for Joy as for general principles.
I found her going over the day's reservations at the front desk.
"Yo, Gail!" I called chirpily as I approached. "I need your help."
"With what?" she asked with fully justified suspicion.
"The website," I shrugged. "You and Joy have the lobby spiffed up and looking like The Jetsons vacation here. I want to make sure that gets on the new website. It really does look cool," I added.
The front desk had always looked kinda spacey, but it had a bunch more fins now. There were lots of other cool, spacey touches, too.
"Shoot away," Gail shrugged. "What do you need my help for?"
I grinned.
"I want your lovely face in the pictures," I said.
The look she shot back at me was not impressed. "I heard about yesterday," she said sternly. Then she leaned forward over the counter and fucking tugged subtly at one lapel of her jacket. Gail always showed a lot of cleavage. When there is that much tit, shaped that well, inside a tight jacket with no blouse underneath, plenty of it is going to peek out. But she was showing more delicious curve to me in that instant than I think I'd seen before.
I'd have remembered.
But then she sternly stood straight. "You think you are going to get me to pose topless, like you got almost every other woman here to yesterday," she accused.
"It wasn't every woman staying with us," I said innocently.
"No," Gail said sardonically. "Several were in town shopping and missed it, and about ten were on that Casino Boat Cruise we are doing the shuttle with now. You would not believe how many of them have bitched to me about you not taking pictures of their tits!"
"Wait, seriously?" I asked, momentarily derailed from the negotiation. I hoped Gail and I were in a negotiation.
"Seriously," she snorted. Then she squinted at me. "But I ain't them."
"Of course not," I said, affronted. "None of them match up to you!"
More squinting. "Nice try, but flattery will not get you bare titties."
"Heaven forbid I suggest such a thing," I said innocently. Not right off the bat, at any rate... "No, I figure just a few pictures of the front desk with your smiling face standing beside it will fulfill the required task, um, beautifully."
"Beside the desk," Gail said, momentarily stepping out from behind it to let me see her from head to toe. Then she stepped back behind it, costing me the lower half of her incredible vista. "Not behind here? Like I'm actually working?"
As relentlessly as she was shooting me down, this was actually the flirtiest Gail had ever been (with me). Was the Magic Sex Tiki working its magic even on her?
Fat chance.
"Gail," I said as seriously as I could muster. "You wear that suit like that every day to help pump up everybody's occupancy bonus, right? You know what you look like. A couple of pictures of sexy competence personified on the website will reach more eyeballs far and wide than you ever will here, in person!"
"More flattery," she scoffed.
But she came out from behind the counter again and leaned against the end, legs crossed and stretched gorgeously in the heels she wore that were even higher than what Joy usually totters around on. Even with them, she still was not as tall as my sister, but what those heels did to Gail's legs should be illegal.
Fuck yeah.
I lifted the camera and took a few shots. I took a quick look at the screen and wished I could get away with making the second one my phone's lock screen. But Joy sees my phone constantly. I did not need that heat.
"Got what you need?" taunted Gail.
"Of course," I said firmly. "These look fabulous."
"Got what you wanted?" she taunted again, in a deeper voice.
I looked at her, not quite sure what I could get away with replying.
She just smiled warmly and leaned forward again. Wow, when had she learned to do that trick with her shoulders? It opened her cleavage almost twice as wide as normal!
She'd never done that for me!
Before now...
I just raised my camera and took three times the shots, from various angles. I hope she did not notice when I turned the zoom all the way up and got two pics so close up that her chest was all you could see.
"I did just now," I said. "People will be making the phone ring off the hook for reservations," I said, actually being a little serious.
"I hope not," Gail snorted, moving with her catlike grace back behind the counter. "I hope I didn't do all that work setting up online reservations, just to have them keep using the fucking phone!"
"Yeah, that was a good job. Thanks for that," I said, sounding businesslike as I stared at her cleavage on my camera's viewfinder. "I don't think I had said so before."
"You're welcome," she said genuinely. "But you don't have to kiss my ass too much over it. Joy did that already."
"Lucky her," I murmured softly, and got a gasp for my sally. I looked up and grinned at Gail.
She snapped her gaping mouth shut and squinted at me yet again. I needed to stop this. I'd hate for Gail to get squint lines on that gorgeous, round face. "We should do the business center, too," she said, dismissing the charged atmosphere before I could get any more in trouble.
"I thought we weren't opening it until we could afford a couple of PC's for in there," I wondered.
There were two offices behind the front desk. Joy used the one, sharing it with Gail. The other had been repurposed as storage for years. I had emptied the office out, moving everything in it into the storage space where I had first stumbled upon our sex totem.
Was I really believing that thing was magical?
I shook my head. We were setting up a business center in the now available second office. I had not thought it was ready yet, but if it was, then we definitely needed pictures.
"Everything looks pretty good in there now," Gail said. "I did not realize that Joy hadn't shown you the latest work we did. She just wants to wait to buy the computers until after we get you the funds to renovate another block of guest rooms. But let's do some pictures in there anyway. I'll just bring in my laptop for the background. We'll focus the pics on the conference table, the printers, and the speakerphone.
Where had my sister found that last item? It was the most retro-looking, silly, space-age speakerphone in the history of... retro-looking, silly, space-age speakerphones. Whimsy like that was supposed to be my department.
"Cool, let's do it," I said. Gail put the bell up on the desk because we would not hear the buzzer if anyone showed up while we were in the business center.


She set her laptop up with some spreadsheets on the screen in the background and sat down at the 'mighty' four-seat conference table with a legal pad and a bunch of scattered pens and pencils.
I got a couple of good shots of her wildly gesticulating at the speakerphone, then a couple of more serious ones we could actually use where she acted like a normal human being.
That done, I turned to take some boring clip art shots of the new printer and the little weather station we had put up on the wall. Joy had bought it at a garage sale for five bucks, but it looked impressive, and it actually worked.
"Anything else you want to do?" Gail asked curiously.
I turned and froze.
She was now perched on the edge of the table, and for the first time ever, I saw her with that one strategic button on her suit jacket unbuttoned! She had a fairly unreadable smile on her face.
But I could sure read the open lapels, and the exposed flesh of almost the entire inner curves of both firm, generous breasts, the expanse of flat, smooth tummy down to the waistband of that too-short skirt, and even a sliver of her left aureole. I was betting that I wasn't supposed to see that last tit, er, bit.
Decisively, I raised the camera and took a few shots before the crescent disappeared. I lowered it and looked into her eyes. She looked back into mine. "If you are done," she said quietly, "I'll just button this back up."
"No!" I yelped. "Uh, no, I'd like a few more," I added, taking a few more quick, wonderful shots. I girded my loins for the next thing. "Maybe just stand up and lean over to talk on the speakerphone?" I asked, as if we both did not know what would happen to that jacket if she did.
Instead of the huge guffaw I had expected, she looked at me like she was actually considering it.
"Hey, Gail! Where are you?" came my sister's gravelly voice from outside the door. I stared at the entrance in horror, then back at Gail.
As if by magic, her jacket was back buttoned, like it had never been otherwise. "We are in the business center," Gail called casually, making a note on the legal pad.
"Why are you in here?" Joy asked, entering. She spied me, and my camera, and her eyes narrowed. "And how did you let him get you in here alone, for chrissakes?" She asked Gail, while glaring at me and my camera. "I'll bet as soon as he got you in private, he started trying to wheedle you out of that jacket. Blake, so help me..."
"Relax, Joy. I can handle a little boy like him," Gail said, giving me her cruelest playful look, and strutted out of the room to the front desk.
Joy hissed at me. "We seem to have a never-ending stream of topless women around here! You do not need to hit on our best and most valuable employee!"
"I would never make Gail uncomfortable," I said innocently. But I meant it, and Joy knew it.
The converse? Gail had just made me uncomfortable as hell. In the future, she was free to do that to me Whenever. She. Fucking. Wanted. I did not have a lot of hope, however.
We followed Gail back out.
"You did let him take pictures of you, though," Joy accused Gail. "Was that a good idea?"
"We needed pictures of Reception and the business center," Gail shrugged. "And this is a hella good-looking suit. I didn't have any good pictures of myself in it until now."




❤️JOY
I stopped and thought about that.
"Huh. You are right about these suits," I mused. "Blake, I need some pictures, too," I said firmly, turning to my brother.
"Ew," he said, like the asshole he is. "I'm not doing glamour shots of you, Sis!"
"I want pictures, not glamour shots, jerk!" I snorted.
"In that suit," Blake said, pointing at me, "every picture would be a glamour shot. No."
"Can you believe this lazy asshole?" I asked, rolling my eyes at Gail.
"I dunno, Boss," my traitorous minion said with her sardonic smile. "The main reason I agreed to try wearing this uniform was that you looked so damned sexy in it first." She snorted. "I don't think I'd want my brothers to even see me in this suit, much less be taking pictures of me!"
"Look, I am going to go goof off and rake the sand along the path to the beach. A new crop of burrs is out there and sticking in guests' feet," my brother, who hates doing that particular job, declared almost eagerly. He handed the camera to Gail. "You get some good pictures of her," he said before he fled.
Maybe he's not a total asshole.
I might actually want to vamp a little for some pictures in this suit, come to think of it. I do like looking at myself in the mirror before I leave my cottage every morning. But vamping for Blake was not gonna happen.
Ew.
But forget all that. This is my fucking hotel! I want to be on the website!
"Okay, maybe it is better that we ditched the little brother," I admitted to Gail. "He got pictures of you at the front desk and business center already? Maybe you could shoot me out at the café hostess stand at the tiki hut? Or..."
"I am not taking any pictures of you," Gail said firmly. She held the camera like it was a dead fish. "I don't even know how to focus a camera. You do have to focus these things, right?"
"Shit," I muttered. Who knew cameras...?
Gail snapped her fingers. "Ha! I know who can take pictures of you. He can take some more pictures of me, too!"
"Ah ha! That's why you don't want to take the pictures yourself! You want to be in them," I accused.
"I would say guilty," Gail twinkled, "but I also really cannot take a decent snapshot, even with just my phone. But I know who does take a lot of pictures. Have you heard that Evan is a birdwatcher?"
"What?" I asked, incredulous. Talk about a surprising detail.
"Yeah, I only found out because he spied some red-throated, jade-winged, curled-tail whatsit or whatever, and wanted thirty minutes off to track it down and take some pictures last week." She thought a moment. "Surely we can give him a little time off from being bored waiting to park cars, to be bored photographing a couple of blue-breasted Hotel Managers?"
"Kurt can park the cars," I said. "Get him. But where do we need more pictures?"
"Blake got some good ones, he said, of one of the renovated rooms. But I doubt he got any of the renovated suites. We'll need those for both the website and my online reservations system," Gail considered.
"Excellent. And in the privacy of a suite..." I winked at Gail. "Poor Evan will have to put up with taking a few vampy glamour shots as well!"
Gail called Kurt on the walkie-talkie, and we went out to grab Evan, who was on his phone playing Candy Crush, as was his way in life.
"Evan," I said, handing him Blake's camera. "You are the Official Hotel Photographer for a little while. Kurt will cover for you."
He looked at the camera, and I swear he sneered. "I usually just take pictures of birds," he said. "We do have some pretty species around the property..."
"No birds. We need pictures of one of the renovated suites for online," I said firmly.
"The only birds you'll be taking pictures of are the two of us," Gail added with a gentle smile.
"What?"
"Everybody else on staff has gotten their pictures taken for the website. Damned if I'm going to get left out," I said firmly. "I own the place! You can get some shots of the two of us, inviting the viewer in, that sort of shit. We'll get some singly and together. But mostly we need lots of photos of the suite."
His eyes bugged out a little at that, but he rallied quickly. "Okay, but I'm not using this clunker of a camera. Let me grab mine and stick on a proper lens for the job." He arrogantly handed Blake's camera back to Gail and jogged off toward the south lot where employees parked.
"Should I be insulted on Blake's behalf?" I asked as we watched him go.
"Nah," Gail said.
"I didn't think so. Thanks," I agreed.
In ten minutes, Kurt was in place, and the three of us trooped over to Suite 107. It had just been cleaned, and would not be occupied again for two days, alas.
We started with some simple pictures of either me or Gail at the door, as if ushering in a guest. We even got some of both of us doing so, but those would probably be a bit much.
I held off on the vamping I kind of wanted to do, and which Gail seemingly wanted to do too. The important task was the website. We could not afford to have suites like this one being routinely unoccupied forever!
Once inside, Evan was hopeless in figuring out what to shoot, but pretty amazing at making whatever we told him to shoot look great. He was a bit fussy, though, and it took us nearly ten minutes to get the important shots. But we got them.
I traded glances with Gail.
"Do us a favor, Evan, before we are done," I said easily. "Gail and I want some more shots of us, too. Help us out?"
"Uh, sure," Evan shrugged, clearly aware that he was on the clock just the same, here or back in front of the hotel with nothing to do but smash Snickers, or however his game works.
I went first and got a few shots of me leaning over the railing, legs straight, ass shoved out backward, and my back arched. Evan unconsciously did me the favor of gulping at one point. Then Gail one-upped me with her pose, and I had to go back and copy what she did for another couple of pictures. We finished on the balcony with a few casual shots of the two of us together, arms around each other, and smiling unprofessional smiles. Useless pics, but they'd look great on my tablet.
We all went back inside the suite.
"All done?" Evan asked, looking around as if uncomfortable.
"No," Gail crooned. "I have some other ideas." Then she fucking went and lay down on her back on the bed, crossing her legs carefully, and propping herself up on her elbows. "How about a few like this?" she asked innocently.
Evan's eyes bugged out again, quite noticeably this time, and he took a few shots. He was definitely uncomfortable with Gail lying there on the bed, but he was conscientious about his work.
"My turn," I said and replaced Gail on the bed. I took my time about getting my legs crossed, but I was turned just enough that I wasn't actually quite flashing my thong at the poor guy. But I improved on Gail's pose in a way that let my cleavage open unmistakably wide.
Gail squinted at my competitive escalation. It was on!
We started jockeying for spiciest poses, and Evan hung in there, doing his best to capture them.
Then we hugged each other for one shot, and he gulped. "That's fantastic," he almost choked. "Give me a second," he added and turned to look at the camera, squirming.
"Is he trying to adjust a situation in his shorts?" Gail whispered in my ear.
"Uh-huh," I smiled evilly.
"How bad do you think we could make things for him?" Gail asked. "Have you heard the rumors?"
"If they are true, I'll bet we could make it very bad for him," I joked quietly, ashamed to admit to Gail that I had heard them myself.
Evan turned back around and wanted to take some more pictures. We told him to go on and kept whispering as if that was our next pose.
"Let's do it," Gail said. This girl was going to get me in trouble. I'd never thought of Evan as my kind of guy, but hot is hot. And I had not tortured a guy like this in years, not since Daisy Keller and I had fake made out in front of Harry Ustinov back when we were in community college. That had been fun, and neither Daisy nor Harry were half as good-looking as Gail or Evan.
I just lifted a hand up to caress Gail's jaw and looked slyly back at Evan's camera. He gulped, but we heard his shutter release several times.
We kept whispering, coordinating our next way to make him shift uncomfortably. We pressed our chests together on one side, opening our lapels in his direction. Then Gail spanked my ass! Evan caught my reaction. I heard the shutter. A bird-watcher must know how to be ready to catch fleeting glances.
We both slid a quick look his way. The hotel uniform shorts were reasonably well-tailored, and Evan had not worn a shirt to work in quite a while. The rumors were looking true. But he had somehow managed to shift things to a comfortable direction, and I thought he had likely gotten so caught up in taking pictures that he probably didn't realize what he was showing off.
"I'm giving him another little glimpse," I whispered, and then unbuttoned my jacket. I ostentatiously kept it closed with my hand, but not before I let a tit make a fleeting appearance for the camera.
Shit. He froze on that one. I did not hear the camera shutter.
Gail realized he'd missed it too. "I got this," she said, and performed much the same maneuver as I just had. She went a little slower, and he definitely got at least one clear shot. Evan had been chatty earlier, but his lips were clamped firmly shut now. He wanted to do nothing to break the fey mood we two were in.
That was okay, I did not want to break it either.
But now, I was jealous that there was one of Gail's bare tits on that camera, and not one of mine.
I slid a hand up her jacket's side where Evan and his camera could see, and rested it an inch from the swell of Gail's boob. I whispered again. "Listen, if we want to really break him, we have to amp this up some more. Maybe a lot more."
I felt Gail's lips curl next to my ear. "I like this idea. Do you see how tight his shorts are getting?"
I wanted to move my hand. It was the obvious next step. But... "Listen, Gail," I said. "I'm going to feel you up, okay? But I'm not doing it... you know, like that," I added hastily. It is hard to stutter when whispering. "It's just... Look, I've made out with girls before. I'm not opposed to it, but it is not exactly my thing either, and it's never more than just... fun. You are my valued employee and my very valued friend. I'm not screwing that up." I took a deep breath, then grinned. "All that said, I'm about to grab your tit."
"Do it," she hissed back. "We are buddies. And I am not into a girlfriend, either. If I were, someone who looked like you would be tops on my list, but that said, not you." We looked at each other seriously. It must have looked hot because I heard Evan take a bunch of pictures. "Now, torture him," she whispered.
Hmmm. The sound of the camera was like a window into Evan's mind. We could tell exactly what was driving him most wild...
Then Gail moved before me, and slid her hand inside my jacket. My breast shivered under her caress, despite myself. Oh, wow. I was afraid Evan was going to damage his camera, the shutter was clicking so fast. Before he broke it, I wanted to break him some more. I actually pushed Gail's jacket right off her shoulder toward Evan, exposing her fabulous breast completely.
It really was something special, with a delicate, very firm, dusky nipple and a modest, crinkled halo of dark skin surrounding it. Evan pressed the shutter hard and even whimpered when I pinched and tugged at Gail's nipple.
I did not know why I wanted to be so cruel to the guy. Or why Gail did, either. But she hissed happily as I tugged at her nipple again. Then she suddenly turned toward our watcher.
"Evan," she said, in her professional voice at first. "We can see how uncomfortable you are getting. Why don't you drop those shorts so you can feel better while you work?" Her voice was husky by the end.
Yikes! Gail was hornier than I was.
Why did that surprise me? Everybody around here was hornier than I was. And I was almost unbearably horny at the moment.
Evan froze. He was visibly hornier than... well, than just about any other human male, so to speak.
I smiled. "I wish you would, Evan. I'll admit, I'd like to see what I've heard about."
He stared at me, then I saw his deer-in-the-headlights look morph into confidence. Well now. This was about to be a show!
He unsnapped the waist, and, letting the camera dangle from its strap around his neck, he pushed both shorts and underwear down to the floor.
Both Gail and I gasped. Like out loud. Involuntarily.
The rumors were not true. They had undersold that thing.
It had to be nine, maybe even ten inches long. And that wasn't even the best part. It was fucking absolutely perfect. It was cut and sublimely formed, with an elegant-looking dark purple head with a flaring rim, a thick, veiny shaft that looked strong, not gross, and a tight, hairless ballsack. Did I mention it was thick, too? The very slight upward curve looked less like a flaw than a stylishly functional design element.
It was the Bugatti of cocks.
"Oh," Gail said in a small voice.
"Yeah, that must have been very uncomfortable, confined like that," I said in an equally small voice.
Maybe neither of us wanted to be cruel to Evan after all...
Evan, now that that dick was out in plain view, suddenly looked completely confident. Anyone would be confident with a dick like that. But he kept his mouth shut as if waiting. What did the impertinent bastard suddenly think he was waiting for?
Well, he was probably waiting for me to slip Gail's jacket completely off, so I figured I'd give him that. Gail let it slide off her to the floor, and she immediately did the same to me.
Lots of shutter releases.
"Here goes nothing," Gail whispered in my ear, and she bent to kiss my tit, right on my nipple!
Evan might be Mr. Confident suddenly, but he still whimpered at that.
Or I did.
No, it was definitely him.
I lifted Gail's chin and whispered, "Got him now," before I bent and sucked hard on one of her nipples.
Gail just put her hand on the back of my head and held me to her breast. "Evan," I heard her say. "Put down the camera."
"Mmph?" I muttered.
"Why?" Evan complained, the confused boy back in his voice.
"Because I don't know about Joy, but I am going to come over there and suck on that amazing cock," Gail said with silky tones. "And pictures of that are absolutely not getting back to Blake!"
I heard the camera thunk onto the table beside him in less than a second.
Fuck it.
"I am definitely coming too," I said, disentangling myself from Gail's grasp.
Again with Evan's attitude. This was a guy who had clearly drawn chicks to that dick of his, but his suddenly cocky attitude failed him as Gail and I prowled forward together. He almost took a step back in the face of both of us toplessly advancing on him.
Evan might not be my type, his facial features were much too craggy for my tastes, for starters, but that cock was an attraction. I mean, it was definitely the biggest, most perfect wang I had ever seen. It was a gift so magnificent, I wasn't even all that upset at having to take turns with it with Gail.
There was enough to go around, is what I'm saying.
I think Gail was so hypnotized that she was about to just kneel right down in front of Evan, but I grabbed her around the bare skin of her waist and held her up, moving us both right up against Evan.
We were in control here, not him, and Gail had almost confused that issue. Maybe it was good to be merely very horny, instead of over-the-top horny like everybody else.
I pressed a bare breast against Evan's lightly muscled arm, and Gail followed my lead, rubbing a nipple back and forth on his other arm. He looked back and forth between us, his expression half confident, hungry lion, and half confused, trapped mouse.
I lowered my hand to his cock, only to find that Gail had beaten me to it. Her fingers were firmly wrapped around the middle of his shaft, but that left lots above and below exposed. I contented myself with brief brushes of my fingertips over his tip and below where his shaft met his (only comparatively) unimpressive balls. I cupped those balls, and they felt heavy.
Since I could not grab his cock, I contented myself with grabbing his ass with my other hand instead.


Neither of us kissed him, but we both ran our lips over his shoulders.
Evan's hands spasmed at first, twitching but doing nothing, but his bemusement at his 'predicament' was soon overcome, and I felt a hand snake back to my butt. He squeezed my ass, rumpling the short skirt, but then his fingers dipped down below the hem to the bare back of my thigh. They rested there for a moment's hesitation, then they curled up under my hem and tugged up.
From Gail's movements, I assumed he was doing the same to her.
"Evan," Gail whispered in his ear loudly enough for me to hear easily. "We are going to need you to hold out a good long while, okay? Joy and I are going to take turns back and forth sucking this cock of yours, and neither of us wants to be shortchanged on the experience. Don't you finish until we are both ready for it." I felt her jack his shaft hard for a stroke or two. "No coming until we say so, right?"
Yeah, Gail's momentary lapse that might have given Evan control of this situation was long gone.
He nodded obediently, still not quite believing what was happening.
That made sense. I sure as fuck did not believe what was happening.
"I'm going to start now, Evan. Would you like that?" Gail asked quietly. He nodded. "Good. Just stand there and look amazing. Play with Joy's tits until it is her turn," she added, keeping herself plastered against Evan as she finally sank to her knees.
Evan stared down at her, and so did I as she stroked him some more, then rubbed his tip back and forth over her nipple with a hiss. Then she bent, and I heard rather than saw her suck him wetly into her mouth. Both Evan's view and mine were blocked by her corona of jet-black hair.
His hand had pulled my skirt up to my waist in the back and was now exploring the contours of my buns, squeezing artfully here and there.
He moaned as Gail took him into her mouth, and his now free hand rose to encompass one of my tits in a respectful embrace. He massaged almost delicately, and I put my hand over his to encourage him further. His delicate caress advanced to a gentle mauling. I squeezed his ass, and he bent to kiss my dark nipple.
I let Gail enjoy herself, head bobbing for a bit as I encouraged Evan to bite a little. He was actually resistant. What the hell, guy? I'm gonna fire you for biting me in this situation? But no, he just was very restrained about that. Sweet guy, if misguided.
But I wanted a turn. That beast was calling my name.
I slid from his grasp and down to the floor myself, beside Gail. I hip-checked her by surprise, and she popped off Evan's cock as she wobbled. I grabbed it and sucked it in before she could regain balance. I glared good-naturedly at her out of the corner of my eye, and she squinted back.
But she had called the whole taking turns thing, so she rose to make out with Evan agreeably.
Keeping Evan's cock sliding in and out of my fairly stretched out lips, I looked up to see both his hands filled with Gail's frankly excessive boobs.
Yes, excessive. I mean, they were bigger than mine!
A little.
I concentrated on sucking as much of this cock as I could, which was not all that much of it, to be honest. I overlaid both hands on his shaft and jacked him smoothly as I went. Even when he started sucking on one of Gail's boobs, I knew his moans were for me.
But just when I finally got into a good rhythm and had a handle on enjoying this much cock, Gail wanted another turn, peeling Evan's hands off her globes and squatting back down beside me.
I admitted to myself that I was curious about how she was working with the challenge and stayed right where I was, making enough room for her to get to work.
Well.
I must admit that I'd never seen another woman suck a cock before. Um, at least not up close like this. I had watched Melissa Davies go down on her boyfriend late one night at a lakeside party when they thought they were out of sight beyond the light of the campfire.
Everybody at that party had watched Melissa suck her boyfriend's cock...
But up close, in good light? This was much more interesting.
Gail took her time about putting Evan back in her mouth. Instead, she just pumped his shaft gently with one hand and tickled him behind his balls with the other, all while wetly kissing and licking his dick. She worked her way over its entire extent, though she did concentrate mostly on and around that throbbing head.
Then she took one long lick from balls up to the tip, and Evan groaned as she at last slid him into her mouth. She had a different technique from mine. Her hand massaged his shaft, rather than pumping in time with her bobs up and down on his cock, her grip twisting around as much as sliding up and down.
She did not take any more of him past her lips than I did, for which, um, thank god. If she had had the kind of superhuman ability needed to deepthroat Evan, of all guys, I would have had to try to do it too. I was choking just thinking about the attempt...
I watched in fascination as she worked, and I felt like I might actually be picking up an idea or two.
Not gonna lie here, I also enjoyed the closeup view of Gail's bare tits, flexing and lightly swaying as she sucked Evan's cock. Her nipples were really hard, and so cutely dark. I admitted to myself that I kind of wanted to reach out and fill my palm with one of those impressive boobs, but that wasn't what we were doing here. Gail wasn't into girls. And I did not want to complicate our friendship any more than this little meltdown was going to already.
Besides, what I wanted more was another turn. Or at least another taste, since Gail had not really had time for a full turn anyway.
"Gail," I said quietly in her ear, "Just let me in there for a quick lick, would you?"
Her eyes looked a bit territorial for a moment as she sucked him in for another stroke, but she sat up and grinned, "Be my guest!"
I looked up at Evan's wide eyes as I bent and took a long lick right up his length. Then I sat back. Gain just smiled and bent to give Evan's member the same treatment. Then she looked at me.
Now we were taking turns leaning in to lick Evan, maybe mixing in a kiss or a polite little suck on his tip. We exchanged glances at Evan and each other. Yeah, this was a whole new level of breaking the guy.
I'm not sure that you can suck a guy's dick without vamping in the first place, but now we both were vamping hard with each lick--swaying our bare chests while the other took her lick, licking our lips at Evan as we leaned in, that sort of thing.
"Oh, shit, you guys," Evan gasped, his voice and his mind cracking. "This is incredible. But I'm gonna come. Can't help it!" He was visibly struggling now.
Gail just started pumping his shaft with her hand and shook her head at me. "You ask a guy to do one little thing like not come..." she observed sorrowfully. Then she started pumping faster and looked up at Evan with a lusty smile. "I guess you gotta do what you gotta do then, huh?"
Fine then, greedy girl. I guess you are claiming the results here.
Whether she was claiming them or not, she got them.
"Ohhhahhh!" Evan gasped as his hips lifted up and his dick fountained seed up in a high arching stream that splattered instantly down onto Gail's tits, streaking and spotting them almost entirely in a single, mighty eruption. Gail has a lot of acreage to cover, but that blast was sufficient to the task.
She kept pumping Evan, and he writhed in ecstasy, but no more explosion was forthcoming, and Gail relented at last, his body sagging finally as her stimulation eased.
"Wow," Gail murmured, looking down at the warm sticky mess on her chest.
"Wow, indeed," I chuckled. "You two, excuse me for a second. Evan, just keep staring at the mess you made, and Gail you just sit there looking awesome," I said as I popped to my feet and dashed for the bathroom.
I quickly grabbed a large hand towel and flipped it over my shoulder, covering one tit. I turned and stepped back into the main room of the suite. Both their faces swiveled back to me as I reappeared and stepped toward them.
"Oh, Evan?" I said, reaching behind me to unzip my skirt, letting it fall to the floor, "We are not done with you, yet." I took one step out of the crumpled skirt, then wriggled my hips as I pushed my thong to the floor as well. I returned to the two, who had followed my instructions to the letter, and sank back to my knees in front of Evan again, pulling the towel off my shoulder.
"Let's get you cleaned up, shall we?" I asked Gail.
"Yes, please," she said archly. "Evan was most comprehensive." She arched her back, thrusting those tits out toward me, and we both shot a glance up at Evan, whose face showed a massive war going on between system overload, horniness, and exhaustion.
It had better be temporary exhaustion.
I took the towel and got Gail cleaned up. Okay, I could have given her the towel to do the work herself, but...
I was going to fuck Evan, and the sooner the better. And my mauling Gail's tits in front of him was going to speed things up. Not incidentally, it meant that I could get in a little mauling of Gail's tits for myself, in a mutually deniable way.
I wiped at her with the towel, but I also lifted, cradled, and otherwise sank my fingers into her firm flesh as I worked. Damn, those were nice tits. And Gail, though amused, was definitely not hating my attention.
Was I getting good at feeling up women's tits? I was getting practice all of a sudden...
Evan certainly thought I was amazing at it.
I was momentarily distracted as I reminded myself not to leave this towel in the room, but snapped out of it when Gail decided to fuck with Evan's mind some more by reaching out and stroking my breast and nipple. But mostly my achingly erect nipple. I shivered, but Evan moaned again.
Poor guy's feet were probably rooted to the carpet by now from standing there all this time...
I stood. "Evan," I said, kissing his neck lightly. "Take a load off those feet. Go lie down on the bed for me, would you?" Gail just grinned and rose with me.
Even shook his head to clear it, then grinned and climbed onto the bed. As he laid back, his cock was already showing definite signs of life again. Did every cock around here just happen to have extraordinary recuperative powers? Or was this another trick of the Magic Sex Tiki?
I would take it either way.
I climbed up onto the bed beside Evan and grabbed his cock before Gail, who had also climbed onto the king-sized bed on his other side, could. I stroked the soft, but still impressive member.
Seriously, I'd been fucked, and pretty well, by cocks no bigger than this thing was now, and it was only about half its fully angry size...
I think I'm sounding like I'm some kind of big cock worshipper, but I'm really not. In fact, a steady diet of Evan's beast sounded flat-out... wearying. I mean, I love Mako, the giant rollercoaster at SeaWorld over in Orlando. It's a helluva ride. But if I had to ride it every day? Ugh.
But this might be a once-in-a-lifetime opportunity here, and I was by god going to ride this ride...
I slid up against Evan, my foot sliding up and down his shin, and rubbed my boob against his side. Gail traded a grin with me and pulled his hand to her boobs. Before she could beat me again, I reached down to grasp his now twitching cock.
"I hope you don't mind that we dragged you into this whole photography thing this afternoon, Evan," I said softly. My fingernail flicked swiftly up his soft length.
His cock jumped, and so did Evan. "No! I mean, I have no problem," he chuckled.
"Are you sure?" Gail added. "If someone has come in recently to valet their car, you might have missed out on a... tip," she teased, stroking his chin. Evan's hand had long ago stopped needing direction to massage her breasts.
"I... uh, Kent needs the money," Evan gasped as I dragged my nail back down his length. He liked the nail thing, so I started him on a steady diet.
He was surging now, his cock swelling more and firming up nicely. I tested it with my grasp. He was not nearly back to his full size, and he was not nearly so magnificently hardened as he had been when I'd had him in my mouth.
But he was hard enough, and I was not letting my best buddy and minion get the jump on me a second time.
I pushed up and swung my leg over Evan, holding onto his cock and pulling it up to press against my abdomen, squeezing it gently. I locked eyes with him, and even his hand on Gail's boob stopped moving.
I lifted myself up and pushed his cock between my legs. I maneuvered him around, shifting myself to get things right. When I felt him press into me softly, I kept my fingers on his shaft to keep it from slipping away and pressed back. It took some work, given that he still was a ways from fully erect, but once he got past my frankly drenched entrance, I was able to slide smoothly down, keeping my fingers in place to keep his dick straight until I had him in me fully.
"Holy shit," I gasped as his meat filled me. He pulsed and twitched in my inner embrace, and I almost panicked for a moment. All this, and it was going to get even bigger?
Yeah, I could not handle a steady diet of this. But I could not handle a steady diet of Aunt Tina's flourless chocolate torte either. Did not mean that I wasn't going to enjoy it when I was presented with a slice.
I began to fuck Evan almost without realizing I was doing it, just rising and falling a little bit, stroking him up and down, no more than an inch or so each time, but I felt him thicken within me.
The guy's hand kept its grasp on the watching Gail's boob, but his other seemed to rise on its own to trace the contours of one of my own. I kept rocking on him happily.
Then suddenly, I was aware that he was fully rampant inside me. I felt stretched wonderfully, plumbed to depths I had not felt before. And his cock stopped flexing with my ride.
"Fuuuuck," I sighed. And I really started to work. My thighs flexed faster, and I rose and fell back onto his impaling member in long, mind-bending strokes. His fingers slipped from my suddenly bouncing tit and grabbed my ass firmly. I looked over and saw that his hand on Gail was almost desperately groping that breast, and she was pressing it harder into his grasp.
My little, gentle bobs on his once softened cock were not a thing of the past, and I rose and fell in long fluid movements.
"So gooood," Evan gasped.
"Oh, you like this?" I gasped. My own appreciation was evident in all the little mewling gasps I kept uttering.
"Fuck yes," he growled and thrust up into me just once, to make sure I knew he could. I pushed him down with my hands, as if to reply, not yet.
I let a bit of the frenzy I felt growing in me loose and rode him with abandon, amazed at the length of travel I could indulge in.
I was just grinning into Evan's eyes when I went a bit too far, and I felt him slip free!
But the two of us acted as if with practiced ease. I pushed up further, and Evan slipped his hand from my ass around to grab his cock and point it upward. I eased back down just slowly enough to feel his fit into me again, then we were fucking away as if no mistake had been made.
"So, really. You aren't upset to be missing out on tips?" I teased again.
He just shook his head sillily.
"Well, I, for one, am missing out on a tip," Gail grumbled insincerely. "I suppose it is good he doesn't have a second dick for me. If you got two hard-ons that big, Evan, I'd be afraid you'd stroke out."
I just grinned and let that frenzy loose again, making sure not to slip off him another time. It rose in intensity and I felt my core clench, but I did not let myself come. Instead, I slowed, coming to rest on Evan's hips, his cock entirely within me.
I stroked a finger down Evan's bare chest. "I'm going to let you fuck Gail for a little while, Evan," I said, amazed at the crazy woman I heard talking. "But don't you come in her! Your next nut is mine!" I slid slowly, almost reluctantly off Evan's cock, and he looked confused but enthusiastic. His eyes followed me as I rolled onto my side to take a turn watching, then flicked eagerly to Gail. He lay back and held out his arms.
But Gail just settled onto her back beside him and said, "I think you need to do the work for once."
Evan is always a good worker...
With a grin, he rolled over atop Gail, pushing between her legs. His mouth closed on her tits, and he reached between her legs. I saw his fingers test her slit, his digit sliding inside her with incredible ease. Certain now that my bestie was more than ready, he slipped his hand free and guided the main attraction into her.
It was Gail's turn to gasp, "Fuuuuck," as she dealt with all that flesh pushing inside her. Her head whipped around toward me, and she stared at me, wide-eyed.
"I know, right?" I whispered.
Evan's confidence about that cock was back in full flower. He just grinned at my words conceitedly. That was honestly fair, given the dude had more meat than Arby's. He began stroking into Gail slowly. It wasn't leisurely, though. It was restrained.
The guy clearly wanted to fuck her brains out. Gail clearly wanted him to fuck her brains out. Hell, I wanted to see him fuck her brains out.
But he knew what he was doing, and clearly knew that a girl would need some time to accommodate things if she was really going to enjoy the ride. He made himself give her that time, holding himself back.
Until she dug her fingernails into his bare, flexing ass like a signal. Then, he fucked her brains out.
It was wild to see his tall, naked body just hammering into my friend, the slick sound of each thrust smacking through the air.
Gail just lay back under him. She wasn't being a dead fish or anything; she just was a little too overwhelmed to do much more than twitch ecstatically. After a minute or so, her hands did summon the energy to grab his ass again and hold on for dear life. And she found her voice, growling piteously for him to do her somehow even harder.
Her breasts flopped around as the impacts of his lance shook her body, and her words failed her.
She must have been unbelievably worked up already, because suddenly I saw her light olive complexion flush dark across both her face and her breasts. Her fingers squeezed Evan's ass spasmodically, and her knees shot up to either side of him. "Fuck meeeee," she cried as she came. Hard.
Evan rode her like an expert, slamming into her as she rose to a crescendo, then backing off his pace as it rolled through her and began to fade. Then he picked up his pace again, but gentler this time, with shorter, shallower strokes. And it was just what Gail needed to roll off the edge a second time.
I'd have worried that she was going to be heard by neighboring guests, but to be frank, I'd heard more sex noises coming out of rooms at this hotel at the oddest damned times, just since we'd inherited it, than I'd heard in all my life, and we had road-tripped a lot with our parents before they died.
Gail collapsed after her second release, and Evan slowed to a stop, mostly buried inside her. Maybe he stopped out of consideration for my wrung-out bestie, maybe he just did not want to come himself.
He better not have come already!
He gave Gail's cheek a tender caress for a moment, but then the look he turned on me told me that he had definitely not come.
"Hold onto your ass, Joy," Gail warned feebly.
I smiled invitingly as Evan slid free of her and moved to lie back down for me.
"Hold on," I said, caressing his shoulder with a trembling hand. "I think you have more than earned a little more say here, Evan. How do you want to do this?"
"You guys are great," he chuckled bemusedly, but I saw that cocksure attitude flash in his eyes, and I had but a split-second to brace myself before he grabbed me, forcefully but considerately, and spun me over to my belly.


I grinned and pushed up onto my hands and knees. Hearing Gail hiss weakly in anticipation.
"Fuck me, Evan," I growled.
He had hardly needed the instructions. He was behind me in an instant, and here came that beast again. He was neither cautious nor slow this time, however. He'd been here already, and we both knew I was prepared for it. He shoved into me in a single, slow, inexorable stroke, then held himself there, in my depths, while he massaged my tightly flexed ass.
I pushed my hips back against him impatiently, and he snapped out of the reverie.
Well, I wanted him to get on with it. I got what I'd asked for.
It was as if we had not taken that break for him to fuck Gail silly. Evan was instantly stroking into me with an easy, powerful rhythm, his member piercing me happily, sending waves of pleasure through my body. The soft slapping of his abdomen against my backside was accompanied by grunts and groans from us both. My breasts flailed wildly beneath me.
I could tell Evan wanted to reach around and grab one of my tits, but he was unwilling to slow his long, hard strokes enough to make it possible. I felt the thought vanish from his mind as his pace grew more powerful and he straightened up. That did wonderful things to the way his strokes hit me.
"Ohhhh shit," I wailed. "I'm gonna come already!" I felt the surge building.
"Do it," Evan hissed, and I suddenly realized that he was ready, too.
My rational mind, what remained of it, yelled to slow down, extend this crazy experience. But my body was past listening to that shit. I felt a ball of pleasure well up inside my core and burst, suffusing my whole body with a throbbing energy that banished that rational mind entirely.
Then he came.
Wow.
I felt the explosion inside me. Evan shuddered and froze. His cock throbbed, and that gout of cum would have sloshed about, had there been any room. He gasped like he'd been shot, and his hands flexed desperately on my ass. His hips jerked in tiny, involuntary echoes of his previous mighty thrusts, then he stilled again, more gently.
My head wobbled and my arms collapsed, sending me pitching face forward into the pillows. My hips followed, and I slid free of Evan's cock. I sighed contentedly as my body felt like it was merging with the bedcover.
Evan flopped down to his side between us and gently caressed my still quivering body. I managed to sneak a peek and saw that Gail had draped herself over him from behind and was caressing his chest.
We lay there like that for a long, happy time before I growled in frustration.
"What?" both Evan and Gail asked as one.
"What the fuck am I going to tell Housekeeping when I tell them to make up this room all over again?"




Yesssss.
Its power felt complete. The owner's corona from coupling with the enormous male had flooded it with more energy than any ordinary mortal could have ever provided, more than enough to compensate for the significant energies needed to alter a male's body like that, even with as little enhancement as It had granted. The male had hardly needed any help, but It wanted the female owner well and truly satisfied. And the other female's corona was a delicious bonus.
The two females had not truly melded with each other as It had hoped, but that was no matter. Even the way the new metal entity had lapped up some of both females' energy for itself was not an issue.
It was ready. Soon, the mortals would have another of their new festivals to its majesty. This time, it would spread its power over all to its full extent. Its demesne would truly feel its power then, and forever more...
YUM! TREATS!!
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It had little experience with owners to begin with, but even less so with those that were young, in the prime of their function. These were Its first. Both of the prior owners had been older males. The first had enjoyed sexual energy, but had been past producing it himself, at least not often. Worse, the culture of his people was in conflict with Its desires for them. The second had been older as well, but he had been almost angrily opposed to the effects of Its powers. It was he who had imprisoned It. These two mortals who owned it now were more open to Its needs. And the culture of these mortals had drifted in a direction It found pleasing.
Better, when these two personally had congress with other mortals, It harvested far more power than was produced by ordinary mortals in its demesne. The power they possessed over It also worked as a conduit, It supposed. It must keep them well-sexed.
That would not be hard. It felt ready to fully unleash Its powers.




Now, if It could only get the 'rocket ship' entity to stop barking about GUARD! or WATCH! in the early mornings when It preferred Repose...




♠️BLAKE
"Ready for Nightclub tonight?" I asked Cris, who was busy cutting garnish for later, to be ready when the Café closed after lunch and she first opened the bar.
"Gonna be epic," she said easily, confident in her ability to handle the crowd. We had the best occupancy this weekend since Joy and I had inherited the hotel. Things would be hopping tonight. We even had fielded some calls from locals who were interested in coming.
Cool. We were probably poaching them from the dance party the Mercury always had. Any dollar of their revenue I could take from Zelda, the better I liked it.
"Dana is even coming tonight," Cris added, a smile on her face.
"Doesn't she go home and to sleep, once the lunch service is over?" I asked.
"Usually," Cris shrugged. "But she is sick of missing out. She especially wants to hear the band actually play." She leaned over to me. "I think she has it bad for the bassist. I'm thinking I'm gonna let her take a shot at that."
"Really?" I laughed.
Cris almost leered at me. "I believe that you are aware that she gives me some rope now and then."
I shook my head and moved on with my own preparations. Dana, all dolled up for Nightclub and hitting on Reneé, the bassist of our all-around hot band, sounded like one helluva show.




❤️JOY
Gail and I looked over the chip with the photos that Evan had taken of us. Even with him stopping the pictures before we involved him directly, some were still dangerously hot.
"I've got to be careful with these," I observed. A few were going to be great for Blake's new edition of the website. Most would never be let anywhere near the internet in any fashion! Fuck The Cloud in general, but for these pictures in particular! But The Cloud was the least of my worries. "Letting Blake see some of the ones of you would give my little brother the wrong ideas," I laughed.
Gail just chuckled wordlessly in reply. "Yeah," she added. "And some of the ones of you would cause him physical harm!"
"Ew," I agreed.
But Gail and I were totally keeping the most dangerous of these photos for ourselves forever; that was for sure.
We both looked at one of the better Safe For The Website shots of the two of us. "Just so you know, I'm changing clothes before Nightclub begins tonight," she told me.
"Really?" I asked in surprise. She never had before.
"First off, I feel like things are running smoothly enough, I won't have to be on standby to fix something," Gail said. "And second, I won't be on the clock, so I'd prefer not to keep having guests asking me to do shit for them."
"Well, I think this is the hottest outfit I own," I snorted, looking at my uniform. Then sighed. "And since I'm kinda married to this place, I am never not on the clock."
"You are kind of married to this place, aren't you?" Gail asked, a note of worry in her voice. "You should take some vacation before you burn out."
I started to wave her off, but then thought about the subject. "Nah. I guess Blake and I are both kinda married to this place. You don't take vacations from a marriage. Besides, while I don't know about Little Brother, I think this hotel is actually an awesome husband!"
"Ha!"
"No, really," I said, warming to the idea. "It is the center of my life, and it always keeps me on my toes. It is a never-ending source of challenge and variety in my life. I obsess over it in a productive way." Then I winked at Gail. "Best of all, any time I want to fuck some random guy, my 'husband' doesn't get all pissy about it!"
"You are bad," she laughed.
I laughed with her. But I had kind of meant what I'd said. I'd bring it up with Blake some time, minus the part about fucking random dudes, but I was betting he really did feel the same. This place had very quickly come to mean a lot to both of us. And we were having fun... when I wasn't getting antsy about whether we could stay in business when the off-season hit, when the northerners stopped fleeing to here for the warmth.
Maybe we should delay the next set of renovations and keep the money as a strategic reserve... Blake would hate that.
I moved out into the main hotel, leaving Gail to transfer the appropriate files to three chips, one extremely clearly marked as being for Blake and with only a few files, with the other two full chips reserved for us.
Two exceptionally, even for our clientele, ornamental guests were walking the same way I was, our paths converging toward the pool deck.
"Good afternoon, Gentlemen," I offered, putting aside still-pleasant thoughts of staff naughtiness and adopting my business game face.
"Dude, it's the owner's sister," one of them said quietly, but not quietly enough, to his buddy. "Hey! Nice to meet you," he said more loudly, displaying a smile just as ornamental as the rest of him. Jesus, those were some big, straight, white teeth behind firm, enticing lips...
"Lovely to meet you, too," I smiled. "I'm Joy, and I'm the owner here. I guess you've been talking to my brother..."
The one who spoke had the good grace to actually flush in embarrassment. His buddy had the even better grace to instantly give him shit. Then the buddy turned to me. His smile was less utterly perfect, and perhaps even more appealing because of it. "You have an awesome resort, Joy," he said. "We've only been here a day, but this is just the best. I'm Chuck, and my loudmouth buddy here is Randy." Randy was recovering from his embarrassment with impressive speed...
"You guys staying with us on your own?" I asked to make conversation as they remained walking with me, one to each side. "With girlfriends? A group?"
"Alone, alas," Randy moaned theatrically. Then he grinned at me naughtily. "But maybe that's a good thing, now that we are here..."
"Yes," I said, like I was talking about library books, "I can see how a couple of single guys might like it here." I looked over at Chuck archly, and he shrugged unapologetically.
I grinned. "Well, I hope you have heard about our Nightclub Nights. Tonight at 8:00, under the thatched roof. We have a kicking live band and the best drinks on the island. I hope you'll be there."
"We heard already. Your brother is quite the salesman," Randy said.
"I'm sure he is," I laughed.
"I just hope that we will see more of you there tonight," Chuck added, unexpectedly leaping into the lead on the impertinent innuendo board ahead of Ronnie.
I laughed lightly. "I will be around, but there is always so much to do, you never know," I smiled, then abruptly turned and headed off to the side, smoothly leaving them in my dust with a wave.
They were hardly the only guys to hit on me lately. It was becoming a daily, rather confidence-building, occurrence. But these two were seriously ornamental. And they had a good one-two routine. I expected them to do well for themselves tonight.
I might even keep an eye out for them. It'd be fun to watch them operate.




♠️BLAKE
I pushed my cart out to the Tiki to refill the torches and brazier so it would be ready when the sun went down, the band started, and we went into Nightclub mode. I had to wait a couple of minutes while a group of dudes from Delaware jumped and capered around the Tiki like apes taking selfies.
They got bored eventually, and I moved in to top up the fuel. It looked stupid when something burnt out in the middle of the evening.
My work swiftly done, I patted the Tiki with my palm, and joked, "Okay, Big Guy! Ready to do that hoodoo you do so well tonight?"
Its eyes flickered red at me, even in broad daylight. I shook my head at my imagination. I mean, I almost completely believed the thing was actually magic, but the idea was still too ridiculous to accept.




❤️JOY
Nap, so I could stay up late? Done.
Last trip to our supplier to ensure there was no way we ran out of booze? Done.
Reconsider my decision earlier in the day to add a couple more tables under the thatched roof for the evening, and help Kurt remove them again before it starts? Done.
Affectionate hip check of our magical good luck charm on my way to see if the band needed anything as they set up? Done.
The band was one of Blake's greatest finds. They each sounded great individually, and together they sounded even better. Honestly, they were an unreasonably talented group to find languishing in obscurity in a small, sleepy. beach town. And they were fucking hot. Selfishly, I kept pushing them to find some buff keyboardist or a sax player with a Y chromosome, but regardless, they were the straw that stirred Nightclub Nights, in my opinion. Finding them was the best trick our 500-pound good luck trinket had pulled off to date.
I had been suspicious at first, and kept trying to figure out which of them Blake had fucked or was fucking, if not all of them, to make him so passionate about the band. I was beginning to suspect, however, that Lil' Bro might have actually not slept with any of them. The Tiki being literally magical seemed easier to believe, but I was starting to think both might be true.
Spot on at 8:00, I heard the band strike a chord. I looked over to see Evan lighting the torches and brazier around the Tiki. He caught my eye and ducked his head shyly.
I shook my head. Hide away that dick of his, and he embarrassed incredibly easily.




♠️BLAKE
Right at eight, the band started. They all looked exceptionally hot tonight, because they had decided to lean into the Tiki vibe. They were wearing actual grass skirts, made from real rushes. I'd seen genuine Polynesian grass skirts, and these were much less thick. You frequently caught a glimpse of thigh, or even bare hip, in gaps as the wearers swayed or danced on stage.
Guests poured out of rooms and toward the courtyard around the Tiki and the thatched hut. A bunch more just popped out of the pool and wandered over toward the music without even drying off. And definitely without putting on any tops.
During the day, when we were serving food, I, or one of the staff, would have headed off any topless women before they reached the hut. But from the very first Nightclub Night, keeping topless women out of the party had been an obvious non-starter.
The band was not done with their second song, and I realized that more than half the women, either in the hut or out on the sand around the Tiki, were topless. And not just the ones who had come from the pool in half a bikini to begin with. Lots of girls were walking up to the happening dressed for a nice beach night in shorts and light shirts, looking around, and taking off whatever tops and bras they had worn to the party, right off the bat!
Fucking A!
I was technically off duty during the party, but I'd been on high alert every Nightclub Night until now. Screw this, I wanted to have some fun, finally. It all was going very smoothly. I decided to make my way to the bar to actually have one real cocktail. One. I might be off duty, but my mind needed to be clear, just in case. I'd have more booze much later, but right now, I wanted to convince my brain to stand down from total alert here at the start for once.
May passed me with a huge tray of drinks, heading out to the Tiki area. "Hey, Blake," she said in a lot more alluring voice than she typically used with me. I just smiled and gave her a mocking salute, not wanting to interrupt her one-handed balancing act.
My eyes widened as she passed me, and I felt her free hand brush my ass! Damn...
Damn!
I approached the bar to see that Cris had modified her uniform again, just like when I had done that photo shoot earlier in the week. Now she was working topless, with just the completely useless arm garters, right from the start. I was in favor of the look, even if it did trigger memories in my head.
I looked around, and it was clear from the start that everyone was bringing it this evening. Cris had her tits out, but was also smoothly making drinks like the machine she was. Our servers were hustling, and looking great.
I turned in surprise to hear the band's next number. It was something new, that sounded like a rock and roll version of a native chant. Had they written new music for our Nightclub Nights? Whatever this number was, it sounded awesome, and a lot of it had to be improvised or whatever, because the number lasted almost ten minutes. No one in the crowd had ever heard the song, of course, but they went nuts anyway.
It was like it was a musical homage to our magical Tiki good luck charm. It should be pleased with the tribute.
Ha! As if it had feelings. It might be magic, but it wasn't like it was alive.
Joy came up behind me.
"It feels like we've opened something legendary here," she shouted in my ear. "Like that old New York disco-era club, Studio 54."
"I thought that was a bar in Vegas," I said, confused. My sister patted me on the head and disappeared.
But this was all pretty fucking legendary.
I may have downed the first drink Cris made me faster than was good for me.
I somewhat foolishly made my way back to the bar, far too early.
Dana was sitting at the bar, staring at her wife's tits bounce around as she worked two shakers at a time constantly.
I leaned over into Dana's ear. "I give thanks every day to have met you two in that hot tub," I said, meaning it.
"You should," Dana barked back. "My wife is one hot piece of ass!"
Damn, and Dana was still on her first drink...
"I was referring to the way I met the best chef and the best bartender on the whole island," I said firmly. "None of this happens without both of you."
"Thank you, Bossman," Dana smiled.
"But why are you staring at your wife's awesome tits?" I asked her. "I thought you were staying up late tonight to mack on our bass player?"
"Cris!" Dana shouted at her wife. "What are you telling Blake?"
Cris just stuck her tongue out at Dana and turned away to listen to a guest's order.
I smiled at Dana with my best, butter would not melt in my mouth expression. "Yet here you are, staring at your wife, not our smoking hot, extremely talented, bass guitar player."
Dana glared at me. "If you must know, I want my lady to know she is and will always be my number one," she snapped. I eyed her. "And yes, she is topless, whereas Reneé has a shirt on. It's hard to be on task."
I ostentatiously gathered an eyeful for myself of Dana's wife's chest. "Makes sense." I smiled at Dana. "Are you going to ditch your top before the night is over?" I asked Dana blandly, waving at her less-than-substantial, gauzy tunic.
"Ha! You wish," Dana snorted. But she looked over her shoulder at the band. "It depends on what I think might work..."
"Well," I said, grabbing my fresh drink. "Remind Cris for me that she is a goddess, behind the bar or not. And good luck with Reneé, for that matter. For my part, I need to go be on the lookout for trouble."
"That won't be hard," laughed Dana.




❤️JOY
This evening, less than an hour old, was already indeed legendary. And I was feeling smug about it.
Yes, this whole Nightclub series was my little brother's idea, and I was down to give him the credit he deserved. But we would not have the crowd we had here without all my work. We were at more than 30% higher than normal occupancy for this time of the year, and I was ecstatic to approve the bonuses for staff every week because of it.
Bro was getting more money than we might out of every guest, but I (and Gail, let's not forget) were responsible for how many more guests we had available to get money out of to begin with.
I half-walked, half-danced through the crowd. Several guys tried to transition me to full-on dancing. But I slipped through their fingers. To be honest, it was not because I wasn't open to the idea of some dancing tonight. But so far, no guy who really pushed my buttons had made a play.
I smirked at myself. There were honestly a crap-ton of guys who should float my boat here. I would be dirty dancing before too much longer.
Other women, especially guests, were not so picky or hesitant.
I worried (slightly) that we might have to eventually buy sturdier, scuff-resistant tables for the Café. This was a potential issue because every table I had not had removed since lunch service had one, and often two, topless guests on them, dancing their asses off.
I had to laugh. The new guy, our slice of beefcake named Charlie, hadn't managed to serve a cocktail in a while, as he had been selected by the crowd as the guy who would lift hot topless chicks on and off of every tabletop under the thatched roof.
I slid up to him and nudged him. "Having fun?"
"Oh! Joy! Sorry," he stammered. "I just keep getting..."
"The girls have it, dude," I reassured him. "You keep these babes moving up and down on the table tops. They sell drinks!"
He looked at me a little dubiously.
I smiled and patted him on the cheek. The left ass cheek. "Do the job. And enjoy yourself," I smiled, and moved away. He was instantly yanked aside to help a lovely woman down off a table, getting a generous facefull of tit as she slid to the floor against him.
In another moment, a different girl demanded that he help her up to the newly vacant table. She rubbed her tits in his face as well as he lifted her, right in front of her boyfriend.
I laughed. This was fucking epic.
And god damn, that dude had a chiseled ass...




♠️BLAKE
To think that I had whined at my sister about having too many tables under the thatched roof tonight...
Point to you, Sis.
We would have more tomorrow night. At every table, there were lines of bare-breasted chicks who wanted their turn on the table tops to show off their tits above the crowd.
The band had gone nearly an hour for their first set before taking a break, which was fabulous, but they had taken a longer break than normal, and I had started to grumble internally before they finally returned.
Fuck my stupid complaints.
All four, for the first time ever, got up on stage without tops, just those fucking sexy, revealing grass skirts. There were whoops from the crowd when they saw the Band show up in their reduced wardrobe. "Yeah, yeah, calm down," the lead singer, Emma, grinned at the crowd. "You guys were having too much fun, so we decided to join in! Hit it, girls!" And then they leaned even harder into their new, Polynesian-inspired rock style.


I laughed when I saw that Dana had finally abandoned the bar and was rocking out like mad, right in front of the stage that Kurt and I had built for the band.
She had definitely caught the attention of the bass player, probably due to the way she had disposed of her sexy but concealing diaphanous top. Dana was not the overall cutie that Cris was, but when she brought out the girls out like that? People were going to notice.
I quite willingly got dragged into dancing with three girls from Baltimore who had just arrived back at the hotel after a late dinner on the mainland. They were each different shades of mildly hot. But all three were quite entertaining.
They also were pretty boggled at how virtually every other woman besides them, in and around the Nightclub area, all of whom had been there since the music started playing, were topless by now.
"I mean, I know it's top optional out here," Yasmine shouted over the music. "And we've seen a bunch of girls going that way by the pool and on the beach so far, but this is ridiculous!"
"And nobody cares," the short brunette, whose name escapes me, added.
"Oh, all us guys care," I joked.
"Okay, nobody objects," Sally put in.
Yasmine looked around again. "Well, if nobody's going to object," she said, and quickly yanked her tank top off over her head, her long, bottle-blonde hair spilling out as she swung the shirt aside.
As girls tend to, her hotness got less mild when she went topless. Honestly, her tits were better than you would have thought, under that tank top. She should throw the garment away. It was not flattering. And her tits should have been easy to flatter.
"Yasmine!" Sally and the other girl gasped, scandalized.
"What?" Yasmine asked defiantly, amping up her dance moves to shake those bobbing morsels. "I was jealous all afternoon, watching those girls on the beach getting rid of any tan lines. I want to join in!"
Both of the other girls just shook their heads, and we all danced on.
But within two more songs, they looked at Yasmine, who was having the best time out of the three of them, and then at each other. "Last tits out are rotten eggs!" Sally growled at the other girl, and in seconds, both were yanking their tops off, too. Yasmine squealed in encouragement.
The other girl was the only one who had worn a bra, and the extra time needed to ditch that left her tits as the rotten eggs. I would like to note here that her eggs were in no way rotten--they were pretty damn fresh. And Grade A Large...
One table had no one dancing on it, because the crowd had decided spontaneously that that was where every woman who had worn a top to the Nightclub would put it when they inevitably took it off. It was quite a pile, and now my three dancing companions' stuff teetered on top.
The band went into one of their rare slow dances. All three girls looked at me, then each other. "Dibs," Yasmine called out, and pulled me in against her. The other two looked left out for about two seconds each, then they both found other guys to dance with.
Some guys are not much into dancing. But all guys are into dancing when a topless chick pulls them in close for a slow dance...
Yasmine knew how to slow dance, really slow dance. She did not just pull me close to her and sway with the music. I mean, she did that, but she also pushed my unbuttoned Hawaiian shirt all the way open so her bare nipples mashed and moved against mine. And after a bit of that, she was not so much dancing as writhing against me.
I figured she and I were making a spectacle of ourselves, shrugged inwardly, and went with it. But even with the armful of squirming bare flesh I held, my situational awareness eventually returned.
Yasmine and I were actually being tame.
I could see three guys with their hands on their partner's asses... underneath their bikini bottoms. One girl was dancing with her hand down the front of her guy's trunks! Several guys were bent down and kissing around their partners' boobs.
I twisted to look to my other side, and spotted one particular guest, whom I had first laid eyes on at last Saturday's Nightclub, but had tragically not been able to meet personally. She was slow dancing with two guys at once, and both were not just kissing around her boobs, each was clamped down and just fucking nursing on a nipple!
"Wow! This place is on fire," Yasmine exclaimed, following my gaze. "You guys even allow that!" She looked at me... expectantly.
Well, I could not have a guest feeling like she was missing out on our offerings...




❤️JOY
I was about ready to break down and start really dancing myself, but the force of habit still had me on too high an alert to really enjoy letting go. Until I could relax, I decided to at least have a little fun, moving through the crowd and almost but not quite letting myself be drawn in to dancing with one guy after another. Always teasingly slipping away.
Guys would grab my hand and try to pull me into their orbit, but I would laughingly escape. One or two put a hand on my waist, but let go swiftly when I kept moving.
My responsible side began to worry about guys getting aggressive, with all the sex in the air, and I started looking for trouble. But nothing I saw or experienced gave me any reason to keep fretting. Guys were being forward, yes. Amazingly, brazenly forward. But there was always, always a hesitation, as they waited for permission. When I saw a guy get denied, or when I was the one doing the gentle denying, dudes all took it in a relaxed manner.
That said, I did not see a lot of denying. Husbands and wives were the worst. It was like they had all checked their inhibitions with Evan at the bell desk.
I slowed to appreciate my insight when an arm wrapped softly around me from behind, hand sliding toward my stomach. I almost stiffened, but did not, in part because dude smelled in-fucking-credible. I leaned back into whoever it was, just a little.
The next thing I knew, my unseen guy had slid that hand higher and into my jacket!
I found myself almost involuntarily moving gently to the music, with I knew not whose hand quite respectfully feeling up my bare tit! And I was letting it happen!
Wow, Joy. Slut much?
But his hand felt nice. And it was as if he'd received some kind of detailed PowerPoint presentation on exactly how I liked to have my boobs handled. His squeezes were gentle. He tickled my underboob, and he pinched and tweaked my insanely hard nipple with a level of respectful restraint that damn near made me come just from the perfection of it!
Respectful? This guy was feeling me up without ever even looking me in the eye!
I bristled momentarily at that, and immediately regretted doing so, because that insanely talented hand had smoothly and promptly withdrawn the moment I showed any hesitation!
I spun around, but could not figure out who it had been.
I clapped my hand over the front of my jacket and remembered the fleeting, sensuous experience.
I shook my head and went out to check around the Tiki.
Holy mackerel!
Yes, 'Holy Mackerel'. I actually thought that. I don't know where or why I had picked up the phrase, but it for years it had been my go-to for utter, dumbfounded amazement, several steps above, 'what the fuck'.
I remembered my thoughts about husbands and wives. I looked at the Tiki and saw Hank and Justine Zimmerman, two guests I knew. Both had dropped their pants. Hank had lifted Justine by her thighs, pressed her back against our Tiki, and was outright railing into her, right there! I had met these two last night and shared a quiet drink with them while talking about them singing in their church choir!
They had drawn a crowd, and not just of other horny married couples. There were some calls of encouragement, but it was, again, a weirdly respectful audience.
It was okay, I told myself. They were married after all, right? Maybe a bit over the top, but given tonight's vibe? We should probably expect it here and there. I wanted to just turn away and move on, but that was difficult. Justine was pretty, in a very vanilla way, but Hank was a fucking Ken doll, come to life, complete with nice pecs and an unearthly awesome blonde haircut (except also with a package). It was a little weird to see a Ken doll with the animalistic snarl Hank wore as he fucked his wife, but she sure as hell approved.
I'd have blamed the whole thing on our suddenly topless girl band's music, but they were in the middle of another long break. I forced myself to stop looking at my guest's penis slamming into his wife, and wandered back inside.
I was getting almost unbearably horny tonight, and given the postulate that I was the least horny person around here, that was a fairly daunting idea. Three of the band members were back from break and looking around for their fourth. The bass player was missing. Reneé, was that her name?




♠️BLAKE
I had been a good boy and stayed away from the bar for a while. The band had taken a really long break earlier, and given that the bass player had been the one holding them up, I suspected that our chef had cooked up a nice dish. I wanted to tease her about it, but figured I'd let Cris get her digs in first.
Meanwhile, I conducted a little impromptu focus group with a bunch of guests about how they were enjoying Nightclub tonight. A few of their tales of enjoyment were blowing my mind, but focus-grouping with five topless hot chicks who were not diligent in keeping their hands off me at all times was the sort of thing that made me regret not going to college for marketing.
Fuck that. I had not needed to go to college for marketing. I was clearly Don Draper on steroids, and without a ruinously expensive degree.
When I finally disengaged myself from the group, with a resolution to hunt down one or two in particular later, I headed for the bar. I was parched!
When I made my way through the crowd, I saw that shit had once more attained a new level of real.
Cris had graduated from bartender to serving dish.
She and Dana were both lying on their backs in opposite directions on the bar top, heads together, and still very topless. A bemused Felicity, our original bartender and Cris's now devoted apprentice, stood behind the bar with an equally bemused Evan.
Each held one of the nitrogen whippers that both Cris and Dana liked to use to make flavored whipped creams and foams in one hand, and a bottle of liquor in the other, a distinctive Patron jug in Felicity's hand, quavering behind her boss, and a bourbon bottle in Evan's, where he loomed behind Dana.
Given the mayhem that was going on everywhere, the twin lines to approach the bar were incredibly respectful and patient. But not quiet.
Guests would approach either Felicity or Evan, singly or in pairs, and throw cash into a service ice bucket that had been repurposed as a fucking five-gallon tip jar.
Then Felicity or Evan would either pour a shot into the navel of the woman in front of them, or coat a nipple, or even two, depending on the amount of fresh cash in the bucket, with white foam from the whipper.
Then the guests, again either singly or in pairs, would clean the mess up with their mouths.
I recognized the foam as Cris's special highly alcoholic, highly flavorful, passionfruit whipped cream. Every time in the past that I snuck behind the bar to steal a mouthful of that shit, Cris would hit me with a barspoon, and here she was letting (mostly) dudes suck great huge globs of it off her tits!
Actually, almost all the guests going for shots out of either woman's navel were guys. But there were almost as many women as men sucking that cream off those upthrust tits.
I was a little concerned for my friends, but they seemed to be handling it with ease. With all these guys shoving their faces into the girl's abdomens, a few hands inevitably drifted down between their legs. But both just gently deflected those attempts, and not one guy seemed to even conceive of being insistent.
I got closer in amazement, and Cris spotted me. She gestured and raised her voice. "Make way, everybody! The owner around here needs to try the new body shots on the menu!"
Again, I was shocked that no one seemed to begrudge me cutting in line. Indeed, hands practically shoved me forward.
Maybe Trudy was onto something. It was good to be a celebrity...
I paused as I reached the bar, confronted with a bit of a Sophie's choice between my two friends, employees, and occasional lust objects.
They saw it and both laughed.
"I know you like bourbon, Boss," Dana said, waving her hand at her very fetching navel.
"Then I promise I won't hit you with a barspoon for once, when you have some whipped cream," Cris added, waving at her chest.
These two...
I grinned and approached Dana.
Evan sluiced a big shot into Dana's navel as she sucked in her stomach to make for a larger pour. I grinned at her and bent to suck the whiskey out. She relaxed her abdomen, letting it pop up, and I had to slurp quickly to keep from letting any liquor run off and be wasted.
Unfortunately, I inhaled some fumes in the process of my emergency slurp and coughed, to the audible amusement of Evan and half the people in the hotel. I glared down at Dana, who grinned back at me with a look that was utterly unrepentant and recently post-orgasmic.
Yeah, she had definitely hooked up with Reneé. Gonna have to talk about breaks that long with the band...
"Come on, Blake," Cris said with a languid seductiveness that I had not heard in a good while. "For once, you can have some of my cream, and I won't hit you with a spoon. It'll soothe your throat."
I wasn't sure about that last bit. There was a lot of booze in that whipped cream.
But that was not going to stop me!
Felicity shook her head, something she was clearly doing a lot of in the last half hour or so, and blorped a huge glob of the whipped cream on Cris's tit. As I leaned down, I heard Dana call out, "You better make her enjoy this, Boss!" I looked up to wink at her, but she and Cris had their heads turned and were upside-down frenchkissing each other passionately.
Fine. I'd see what I could do to ramp that up for them...
I leaned down and did my best to take as much time as possible, sucking Cris's tit clean. I took many breaks to lick and slurp on her nipples, well after they were utterly clean, and had a real ball dragging my tongue around her breast, chasing down the final wisps of the delicious cream. I caught a glimpse of Dana looking up at me, while still kissing her wife.
When I straightened up at last, Dana called out. "Other boob!"
I hesitated, but the crowd immediately took up a chant of "Other Boob! Other Boob!" I shook my head and gestured to Felicity. She did not even bother to shake her head and just reached out with the whipper again.
She pulled the trigger and it blorped a final, tiny jet of whipped cream! The bottle hissed empty.
"Yikes!" Felicity said and with a pro's composure, ducked back behind the bar and pulled out another whipper. She shook it and frowned. "This is the last batch, Cris," she said quietly, a worried look at the huge crowd. "And I don't even think it is full!"
"Shit, gotta go make five or six more batches," Cris said instantly, starting to sit up.
I gave in to my baser instincts and pushed her back down. "There's enough here I need to clean it off," I said loudly, and collected lots of cheers as I took far too long to clean that little bit off her other boob. I straightened just enough to grin down at Cris, but then felt Dana hit the back of my head with a barspoon she had grabbed.
"Hey!" I yelped.
"She promised not to hit you. I didn't!" Dana crowed, to the delight of the crowd.
To cover my delighted embarrassment, I figured that I had better help out with the whipped cream crisis. As Cris sat up with professional haste, I turned around and spoke loudly, "We have a temporary shortage, everybody! Let's try to merge the lines and..."
"No, boss," Felicity called from behind me. "We have enough to last while Cris makes more." And with that, Felicity, who had never shown the slightest inclination to show herself off, even clothed, whipped her hotel teeshirt off over her head and clambered up onto the bar to lie in Cris's place. Cris just high-fived her and bolted off for the kitchen.
Felicity reached out the bottle and the whipper to me. "Come behind the bar and make yourself useful, Blake," she ordered in an assertive voice I had only heard once, way back when she did not know who I was yet, and she had found me rummaging around behind our old little bar.
As I dashed around to do my part, ready to squirt whipped cream on a pair of tits I had not even speculated about before, but sure as hell would in the future, I saw Dana ask Felicity, "You sure you are ready for all this?"
"I've been dying of jealousy since you two got up here," Felicity said as she settled herself comfortably. "I loved doing bodyshots in college!" With that, she took a deep breath and kissed Dana a quick peck on the lips for good luck.
But Dana grabbed her head and sucked Felicity's tongue into her mouth.
There was a roar of approval, and four people lunged forward, hurling numerous bills with crooked numerals on them into the jug.
Dana released Felicity, and I looked down at her to be absolutely sure that she was ready for this. She just grinned with the same madness half the people around the hut had in their eyes and sucked in her tummy.
So my job description now consisted of spraying whipped cream on naked tits and pouring shots into navels...
I looked at the next four contestants. It was two married couples that I had met earlier in the week. I blinked when I realized that the woman standing in front of me was the wife of the guy standing over in front of Evan... and the wife of Evan's guy was waiting in front of me.
Shit was obviously getting confused in line, and I resolved to keep an eye on it. Line breaking would kill this vibe fast. But probably the guys just wanted specific shots and had switched places.
"Shots first," Evan instructed me helpfully, and I poured tequila into Felicity's navel. It was a cute, but surprisingly big navel, and a part of my brain fretted about pour cost margins...
Both guys bent in and sucked deeply. Neither woman let loose their guts to make it hard for the guests to get their whole pour... That little trick was apparently just for bosses.
Then we were squirting foam on Felicity's and Dana's tits, and I made sure to totally obscure Felicity's rosy pink nipple. The wives leaned in and sucked at the foam. The one in front of me started smearing her face around as she did so, giving her an excuse to lick a larger area. She straightened and saw a last streak down Felicity's cleavage, then broke the rules a little to wipe it with her finger. Then she wiped her finger on her own nipple and turned to invite the other woman's husband to suck her clean in turn!
Rather than object to his enthusiastic compliance, his wife grumbled that she had not thought to do the same, and hers was all gone.
With a totally straight face, Evan just reached out his whipper and squirted a blop right onto her nipple.
It wasn't enough to be a blop. It was just enough to be an excuse. The other husband was only too happy to take it.
Then they were swept away from us by more eager guests. Evan and I looked at each other and laughed heartily.
"What were we missing?" Dana asked.
Evan, who obviously knew the four also, looked down and said, "That was two married couples. But they were mismatched up here at the bar!"
"Oh, shit," Felicity gasped.
A single guy stepped up in front of Felicity and me. He was a tall, ganglily handsome dude. "Hey," he said down at Felicity in a voice that sounded like he'd found twenty bucks in the couch.


"Hey," Felicity said back sweetly. "I saw you waiting in line for a while..."
For a while, huh? So little Felicity had not just wanted into the general mayhem. She had had an agenda...
I made sure the dude got a big, healthy squirt of cream to suck off Felicity's morsels.




❤️ JOY
I reached out and grabbed Blake's collar as he moved past, not seeing me because he was staring at a couple standing there, totally making out in the middle of the dance floor.
Admittedly, I only noticed Blake because I had been staring at them for a while already and was used to the spectacle. What they were up to was not so much making out as a half-step beyond foreplay. I was sufficiently jaded by this point for my brother to register in my brain.
"Hey, Little Bro!" I said, yanking him toward me. "How's your evening going?"
"It's crazy tonight, isn't it?" he replied, seeming comfortingly ill at ease to me. I was glad someone else had not completely lost their minds.
But I also could not resist. "I heard you've been squirting whipped cream on our bartenders' tits and sucking it off," I challenged with a grin.
He narrowed his eyes at me. "To be clear," he insisted, "I only sucked whipped cream off of one bartender's boobs, one time. And I only applied it to the other, never licking any off."
"Oh, well, then," I snorted, throwing up my arms. "I guess that's fine then."
He arched an eyebrow at me in a way that made me feel uncomfortable about how many of my by now numerous indiscretions this evening he had seen or heard about.
We both burst into laughter, erasing any tensions.
"Have you actually gotten laid yet?" he asked me, shaking his head, as if that were a rational question at this point in the evening, during a party we were supposedly running.
"No. You?" I asked in reply.
"No. Though not for lack of attempts by various women."
"I hear you," I almost giggled, thinking of various overtures and some rather blatant, outright offers.
"Well, I know you won't do anything I wouldn't do," Blake said, as if to reassure himself that all would be well.
I was not sure that the fact that he was right was any consolation whatsoever.
A loud shriek and a clatter from out in the direction of the pool caught both our attentions.
Blake held out a hand reassuringly. "Whatever that was doesn't sound too bad, but I'll go check to be sure. Have fun, Sis." And he was gone.
I was already having fun. I just was increasingly thinking about having more fun. That was my problem.




It reveled. It had not had the chance to fully unleash Its power like this since It had been brought to the land of the pale-skinned mortals. Not since whatever conflict among faraway peoples had deprived It of Its mortal worshippers.
Its purpose was great and vast, and It basked in its own power in full flower.
It still fretted that Its owners remained immune to Its influence. But they were not immune to the collected, individually infinitesimal power of their fellow mortals. It found that it was glad for them for that.
It must help them, though. They were ready, and It must send other mortals to them to fill their needs. That fulfillment of his owners would feed It far more than any other activity.
The female seemed the most ready.




❤️JOY
I walked past a nice-looking couple that I was pretty sure had arrived at the hotel with different groups on different days. She was sitting in his lap, and his hands were on her tits. I wasn't really even noticing that much anymore; it was almost getting rare to find a pair of naked tits in the tiki hut that were unencumbered by a pair of hands by this point. No, I was more bemused by the near-certainty that his dick was inside her, as they sat right there on one of my chairs, in the middle of my party, in my tiki hut.
Moreover, I was forced to notice that I wasn't disapproving so much as I was a little jealous.
Just then, I saw Chuck and Randy. Both were looking just as scrumptious as they had earlier in the day, and were not exactly what my frazzled brain needed to calm down.
I do not flirt with hotel guests. I do not flirt with hotel guests.
But that did not mean that I could not deliberately walk into their line of sight...
Sure enough, they both radically altered course and fell in step on either side of me again.
"Hey! It is a Joy to see you again," Chuck said as they closed in around me, leaving a nice, narrow, but still real gap between themselves and me.
I admit it. I shoved him. More or less playfully. "I've never heard that one before, Chuck," I said as earnestly as he deserved.
"I'm overjoyed," Chuck said quickly, dancing out of reach of a second shove from me.
"Can you believe this guy?" I asked Randy, rolling my eyes. "Did he spend all afternoon workshopping this material?"
"Do I believe that he'd like to be over Joy?" Randy smirked. "Of course. I know I would."
I stopped and glared at both of them. They might be doing better if they had had fewer of Cris's drinks already. On the other hand, they might not. They both were actually looking a little contrite.
Not too contrite. Just enough contrite.
"You are both terrible, terrible men," I shook my head. I reached out and hooked an arm through an elbow each of theirs. "For that, you have to dance with me for a little while." I led them firmly toward the stage.
Then I veered away. If I was going to let these guys flirt with me while I decided which, if either of them, I was going to let do more than flirt, I wanted their full attention, and our topless band seemed like a distraction I did not want to compete with.
Also, the floor under the thatched roof was really crowded now with people dancing... and doing other, dance-adjacent things.
Instead, I led them out into the night, in the gap between the hut and our big, randy, magic sex Tiki. I slowed and began to move to the music in the dark space between, fleetingly lit by the flames of the Tiki's guardian torches.
It was dark, but we could hear the band perfectly. I started dancing, and they fell in with me. Dang, they both could actually dance, in an unrehearsed, naturally fluid way. We moved about, but we were almost always in a straight line, with me at the center as we moved.
The two guys happily traded joking barbs with each other, and directed light-hearted flattery and innuendo my way.
Chuck was the more prolific and confident one when it came to the verbal fencing, whereas Randy was a born rhetorical counterpuncher. Both of them were quick to charmingly build on anything I said to either.
I laughed as I danced, letting my worries flow away for a little while. It was nice to just dance. And it was considerate of them to both audition so earnestly and competitively for me, though their act was giving me no help in deciding which, if either of them, I might like to let get fresh.
But I was pretty much certain by now that I'd be saying yes to one or the other here in a few minutes. I sure as fuck wanted to say yes... probably repeatedly and breathlessly...
I had not had two guys spar over me like this in years. And the last time, the two dudes had not been nearly so charmingly friendly about it.
I gave up looking for flaws in either. Every time I thought I identified one in either of them, the guy would do something tailor-made to mitigate it for me.
The biggest issue I had with both of them was that they were both kind of committed to maintaining that respectful gap between us.
A little physical tussling between us would go really well right now with all the verbal play. And that went double when the band went into a new, midtempo number with lots of tom-toms that was deliciously primitive sounding. It was actually a really complex number with some weird vocal harmonies that was not the kind of shit you'd expect a Florida garage band to come up with...
But I was feeling it hard. I guessed I could shelve my prohibition on advancing the plot with guests. A little. I amped up my energy as I danced, and quite deliberately turned to drag my ass across the front of Chuck's shorts. It was fleeting and very deniable, but they both saw it.
I was watching Randy as I did so, and his immediate disappointment at falling behind was so obvious on his face that I felt sad. I immediately stepped forward to briefly press my tits against his chest before dancing out of reach again.
That was a whole fuckton less deniable. But I immediately moved to dance as evenly between the two as I could. No favoritism. Yet.
Finally, the two of them moved in closer, like I'd been sort of aching for. We kept moving to the incredible music, but now our waving hands were almost constantly brushing against each other.
Well, their hands were brushing on me, and mine on both of them.
Randy's hand slid low and brushed firmly across my ass as I turned. I slowed my turn and backed into his palm. I was rewarded with a quick squeeze before he withdrew. Chuck was not to be outdone, and I felt his hand slide up the back of my bare thigh, pushing the hem of my already too-short skirt up a bit before letting it slide back into place, and he withdrew.
I shook my hips back and forth, bumping them against each of them in turn, and put my arms around them both, my hands resting on the warm, sweaty bare flesh of their lower backs. Chief among both guys' more ornamental characteristics were powerful, defined spinal erectors, and I ran my teasing fingers luxuriantly up and down those bulging ridges along their backs, pulling them both close against me.
I would have liked to have figured out some sort of preference before I started sending go signals like this, but they kept both managing to be scrumptious, and I was really wanting to escalate something!
They both obliged. I looked down at Randy's hand as it rested on my stomach, then slid upward. For the second time that night, I felt a hand slide into my jacket and clasp my naked breast within. This time I knew who it was, and I was fully on board with the action.
Chuck was also moving, and I felt his hand grasp the bare back of my leg once more, his fingers deeper down my inner thigh than before. When he slid his hand up this time, he did not content himself with merely teasing up my hem. In moments, I felt his strong thumb on my thong-clad cheek and the side of his index finger pressing against the soft cotton strip over my pussy.
What Chuck was doing was awesome, so of course, I kissed Randy. His hand spasmed on my tit and grabbed it pleasingly hard. Just exactly hard enough. I stuck my tongue into his mouth as Chuck's fingers started stroking between my legs.
I was dimly aware that we were in an island of quiet among the partying crowd. Half-naked, possibly more than half-naked, people writhed around the Tiki itself, bathed in the light of its fires. The hut was packed, and an island of light and sound. Other dark, indistinct figures moved in pairs, or occasionally more, over by the pool or against the hotel.
But we three were alone against the jungle, soft sand under our bare feet.
Fuck this. I'd let them decide, and if they didn't, I'd just have to play with them both.
I suddenly hoped they would not try to decide, either.
I twisted slightly, pushing my ass harder against Chuck and his impertinent fingers up my skirt. That pushed my chest more directly toward Randy. Chuck's hand immediately moved to a more comfortable position to tease me further. Randy just unbuttoned my jacket and slid his other hand under there, giving both my girls his skilled attention. I kissed him harder.
But then I twisted around just enough to grab Chuck's chin and pull him in for a long kiss of his own.
Whatever these two guys were drinking tonight, it was not the same thing. Chuck tasted all citrusy, while Randy had a definite coconut element on his lips.
It really was like we were alone out here, unnoticed. Most times that people had gotten up to some next-level naughtiness this evening, it had drawn a crowd. No one seemed to notice or care how these two men were responding to my need that was in full flower after a night of stimulation.
Randy hungrily squeezed both my tits, and I kissed him hard again to reinforce his good behavior. I jammed my ass back against Chuck, and he casually began to tease loose the crotch of my thong.
I grabbed the front of Randy's shorts, finding the expected hardness within. Of course, he was big, or at least above average. Nothing else seemed possible tonight. I pulled feverishly at the waistband and managed to free the treasure inside.
Screw it. I bent at the waist and kissed Randy's cock, caressing its length with my fingertips. It was hardly in Evan's league, but it was impressive nonetheless and, like everything else about this guy, ornamental. I sucked him into my mouth slowly. I hoped it was agonizingly slowly for him.
But then I felt Chuck's fingers gently withdraw, and I no longer felt his pressure against my ass. He was politely ceding the field to his buddy.
I spat Randy out of my mouth theatrically, but did not look behind me.
"Uh-uh, Chuck," I growled. "You two were both so damned insistent and got me to this point, I'm not letting either of you bail on me now."
I licked Randy again and looked up at him, still refusing to look back at Chuck. I sensed that was driving the guy behind me nuts. Randy was staring wide-eyed at Chuck over my bent form. Whatever games these two dudes liked to play at, they had certainly not expected to end up on this space of the board! My lips curled as I sucked Randy back in my mouth.
Chuck tentatively lifted my skirt again, and I felt the slightest touch of his swim trunks against my bare cheeks. Then he tugged tentatively at the waistband of my thong, and I gargled another encouraging noise around Randy's cock.
I wiggled my hips as Chuck pulled on the thong, and I cooed appreciatively as it slid down my thighs. Then the bastard just stood there and rubbed my ass.
I once more loudly spat out Randy's cock. "I think you know what your next move is supposed to be, Chuck, you otherwise cocky bastard," I growled, licking Randy's tip wetly. "Don't make me keep interrupting Randy's blowjob here to give you Any. More. Instructions," I said, punctuating the last words with a lick of my tongue for each.
I shook my ass imperiously and got back to blowing Randy's mind. The man was quite considerate in the noises he made in response. They were validating.
What was also validating was the feel of a second, throbbingly hungry cock being rubbed at my dripping entrance. I pushed against it, and suddenly something significant was entering me. I choked myself on Randy as I reacted to the invited invader behind me finally getting on with the fucking invasion.
I shrugged off the gag feeling and went back to work.
Yes, I am a responsible business owner. I go to Rotary Club meetings, for chrissakes. Yet here I was, getting spit-roasted out in the open in the middle of my own hotel's courtyard. And no one was the slightest bit interested. Except the three of us. We were all kinds of interested. And the sensation of this wonderful cock in my mouth, aching under my powers, coupled with a second significant member pushing into me and molding my body around it as it did, could not have been more perfectly engineered to give me the most incredible sexual feeling imaginable.
I had had threesomes before. In fact, everyone I had had a threesome with before was probably here tonight, somewhere. But I had never had two guys worship me at once. It was more intoxicating than one of Cris's Gargleblasters.
This was a gift.
I felt Randy's hips become unable to remain still, and I let them thrust. In a flash, I was being fucked, and hard, from both ends. Amazingly, Randy seemed instinctively to know exactly how much it would take to make me gag, and he perfectly controlled his seemingly wild thrusts to make sure that never happened.
I felt my tits wobbling beneath me as my body was sent back and forth under their powerful lancing. How the fuck had this perfectly matched pair appeared at just the right moment to give me what I had not even known I craved?
Right now, I was not looking these two gift horses... well, they weren't quite hung like horses... in the mouth. I relaxed and let them take me. It was glorious.
And it lasted, though still not as long as I could have wished for. "I think I'm gonna come here in a minute," Randy grunted, slowing his hips to let my hands and head do a little bit of the work.
"Me too, soon," Chuck said, not slowing a beat.
I pushed Randy back out of my mouth. "Don't either of you guys pull out," I gasped, taking a beat or two to just revel in the metronomic precision of Chuck's pounding efforts before I sloppily sucked Randy back into my mouth and got downright assertive in sucking his dick.
My oral champion came first, and I felt a burst of jizz sluice deep into my mouth, washing stickily over the back of my tongue in an incredible sort of applause.
Sure. Here, at the end, I find a genuine flaw. It was not... delicious. Not bad, but I'd kind of gotten used to delicious, or at least vanilla ice cream good. I still swallowed his offering hungrily and found my own orgasm leap up into my body in response. I could almost feel the spiritual mass of it wobbling through my flesh in response to Chuck's by now frantic hammering. The impending release throbbed within me, waiting.
I pulled Randy's slick cock out of my mouth and rubbed it across my face ecstatically as I felt Chuck's rod throb and unload a gloriously warm, powerful blast into me. The straining bubble of passion that was my orgasm popped in reply, and I moaned happily, my vision of the dark, flame-filled night replaced by a gentle, even wash of the color green.
I guess I lost real consciousness for a few moments, because the next thing I knew, I was gently being held upright by my two magnificent, naked guests, both of their wonderful, now slowly relaxing, cocks brushing wetly against me. I just clung to both men for over a minute, the three of us still in our quiet bubble of calm, until I finally felt strength flow back into my legs.
They felt my balance return, and they let me straighten on my own.
"Fucking hell, dudes," I gasped, finally letting Chuck have the smile I'd cruelly been denying him since before he had finally gotten around to fucking me. "Are you always this awesome?"
"Now who's flattering?" Chuck almost giggled, which was hysterical on such a masculine figure.
"And we have never done anything like this together," Randy added.
"Yeah, and I have certainly never experienced that level by myself, either," Chuck admitted. There had definitely been something unique about that long string of moments.
"Well," I said, trying to once again summon my sassy. "As the owner, I'm going to have to ask you two gentlemen to pull up your pants. We don't allow even such magnificent cocks as yours to just hang out in the open at the Astro Beach Luxury Resort," I said sternly.
They both laughed, but they also reached for their pants.
"But you still have several hours to try to top that this evening," I added with winks for them both. "Not with me, because I am sure some shit had broken or blown up while you had me so... distracted, but there are plenty of others to ply your bullshit on!"
First Randy, then Chuck pulled me in for a lingering kiss.
"We are here for a few more days," Chuck said as our lips parted. "We will come see you before then."
"Oh, really?" I asked archly, slipping expertly from between them. "You'll have to find me first!" And I was gone.


Ho. Ly. Fuck. Ing. Shit.




It almost preened at how it felt to fully unleash Its power after so long. It had so much left to do. And Its owners could only be utterly pleased with it. There would be no danger of the prison ever again.
The female was an especial source of pride for It. She less frequently indulged in her power, but It was learning that when she did have sex, she was often more interesting than her sibling. It was easier to get the male into a situation to provide It with power, but the female, especially this night, was a greater source of entertainment. The way her conscious reluctance warred with her libido which was fully the equal of her sibling's was a source of particular amusement to It.
The male was currently more a source of frustration, even disappointment. Finding females among those It had assembled here which appealed to the male was a trivial task. But pressing matters to grand conclusions was surprisingly difficult with him this night. It grumbled that the male owner had had far more epic encounters on earlier occasions, without aid, or with little aid from It. Tonight, the male had been boring. But there was yet time. It still chafed that it could not press Its owners' minds or libidos forward, but it was not blocked from supporting their bodies in readiness.




♠️BLAKE
We were almost done for the evening, and I was exhausted. The Nightclub this evening had been... bewildering, in addition to highly profitable. My main source of confusion was that I was apparently superhuman.
Seriously. I had enjoyed two blowjobs, one to a tooth-rattling climax. More significantly, I had fucked two women, one of them twice! Since when could I, or any fucking dude for that matter, nut four times in less than five hours? And still be apparently able to get it up?
I did not want to get it up again. Against all odds, my dick did not even hurt, but even it was not actually interested in any more psychotic activity.
And that is not to mention all the other tits I had played with and sucked, including, most epically and frustratingly, May's. I had finally gotten my hands on them. They had absolutely lived up to expectations. I had fondled them. Caressed them. Squeezed them. Sucked them. Pinched them. Tugged them. Kissed them. Licked them. Explored them.
That is all a long-winded way of saying that I had wasted so much time worshipping them that shit had come up that we both had to go take care of, before she and I could move on to the panoply of other activities, most non-tit-related, that I had also had on my never expected to be checked off wish list with May.
Part of me figured, no big deal. We got that far, it was just a matter of time now for the rest. Right? But part of me knew that epic shit like that did not just happen routinely. It was already happening too often in general to make sense. But my somehow Eveready Bunny of a penis was eager to reminisce.
It was also enjoying watching two women try to convince some dude named Chuck that together, they could top whatever epic shit he was claiming he had gotten up to earlier. He seemed astoundingly sure that they could not. But he was clearly going to let them try anyway.
But I would not be observing the way it turned out for Chuck. I was going to bed in less than half an hour. Owning the place would grant me that boon, at least. I paid other people to clean up.




The male went to bed ALONE? With more erotic energy still throbbing in his body? It did not understand mortals.




♠️BLAKE
I sat bolt upright in bed and looked at the clock.
4AM.
What the actual fuck had happened to everybody last night? That could not have been normal. That much fun just felt creepy. Maybe terrifying.
I fumbled for my phone, but it rang before I could grab it.
There was only one person whose call would punch through my Do Not Disturb. I answered. "Joy! I was about to call you," I said, head not entirely awake.
"Blake, what the fuck was that tonight?" her gently raspy voice almost yelled into my ear.
"Weird fucking shit," I said, my voice trembling.
"I'm scared, Blake. I think we should meet. Now. We shouldn't wait to talk about this."
"That was what I was going to say," I said.
"And Blake... I think we should meet out by the Tiki."
"Shit," I moaned.
"What?"
"That is what I was going to suggest, and I am fucking terrified that you are thinking the same thing I am," I said, looking around for some pants.




It did not sleep. It had yet to fully understand that concept. But It did need and enjoy Repose in the dark of night and early dawn. Of late, the dark of night in particular had become Its valued refuge for Repose, ever since the emergence of the rocket entity. With the dawn, the metal entity would rouse itself and begin shouting about Guarding, and Watching, and Squirrels, crashingly interrupting Its Repose. The Tiki did not know what 'squirrels' were, but It hated them. At least the things did not provoke the rocketship in the darkness before the dawn, leaving It some time for pleasant rest.
But now, Its last refuge of Repose was shattered. It had to focus on the mortals who owned It. They had appeared at Its side in the darkest hours. They were poking It, and even knocking their fists upon It.




♠️BLAKE
"What happened last night was not fucking normal," I insisted again as I ran my hands over the giant, wooden... issue. "Something made it happen."
"I know," Joy said irritably. She had woken up on her own, but she hates to miss any sleep, and I sensed that, as usual, I was being held responsible for some damn reason.
The Tiki's red eyes flickered as if it was irritated, too.
"Look, this thing is... it's really... Fuck it. It is magic and it is scary as fuck," Joy said with a finality that terrified me in its truth. She stepped back, taking her hands off the fucking hunk of scary wood.
Yeah, touching it might not actually be the best idea... I stood back, too. The eyes glowed a little lower. I shook my head. "Look at its fucking eyes. Do you realize that we are the only two people who can see that its eyes are red? Everyone else thinks they are painted green." I could not help myself, but poked one eye to make my point.
We both about jumped out of our skin when the eyes flashed a brilliant glowing ruby and actually let loose a little steam.
"Blake... we are just not color blind," Joy said, fear in her voice. "What do we do?"
"It's got to... Look, nothing seriously weird happened around here until we brought this thing out into the open, right?" I said, thinking fast. "I... let's just put it back in the storage shed. It doesn't seem like its powers can affect people much if it is in there."
"I don't know, Bro," Joy said uncertainly. "I mean, weird shit was happening. People were definitely still pretty horny."
I bit my lip. "Yeah, but not nearly so crazy. And more to the point," I added rapidly, "there were no spontaneous fucking orgies breaking out all over!"
"Good point," Joy said, and we both grabbed the Tiki. "Let's tilt it up and roll it back to the shed right now."
But we couldn't. When we had put it in place, it had seemed unnaturally light and easy to move for its mass. Now, equally unnaturally but much more alarmingly, pushing on it was like trying to tilt an interstate highway overpass pillar.
The eyes flashed again. Much worse, they let out some more steam. It was scalding hot.
"Swell. It's fucking angry now," Joy quavered. My sister does not do timid, however, so she kicked the Tiki and growled at it, "What is your fucking problem?"
I will not go back to the Prison.
I about leapt out of my skin. "Holy shit!" I yelped.
"What?" Joy asked, looking around.
"What? What?" I said, freaking out. "It fucking answered you!"
"It did not."
"You didn't hear it?" I said incredulously. "You did not hear that big, scary voice just yell about not going back to the Pen?"
"Dude, calm down. I heard nothing. I was paying attention. Are you imagining things?"
"Joy, we are standing in front of some clearly magical item that makes people want to bone like rabbits and can make itself a thousand times heavier when it wants to. Is it so hard to believe it can talk? Listen next time!"
Sis glared at me, but looked at the Tiki again. "So you can think and talk?" she snapped at it.
"Wow," I breathed. "It says it has never spoken to a mortal before. It never knew it could."
"Great," Joy said. "Only you can hear it. And we are 'mortals'. We have an out-of-control sex god in our courtyard that can only talk to my brother."
This was too much to take in at 4am. I shook my head. "What the fuck, Tiki?" I asked. "What do you mean, you have never spoken to a mortal before?"
"Eeep!" Joy exclaimed. "I could hear it that time!"
"Really? I did not," I said.
"It said that it just has not."
"Why are you speaking to us now?" I asked.
Joy shook her head at the weird sensation of that voice talking in her head. "Because we spoke to it, and it finds that it now can answer. It says it must be because we own it." She looked at the madly grinning log. "We own you, so we have power over you?" she asked.
"Wow," I said. "That was a sullen and uncooperative yes."
"Then we order you to stop doing what you did last night," I said rapidly.
I looked at Joy.
But she shook her head. "It didn't say anything." She snapped her fingers. "It only has answered direct questions so far!"
"Tiki!" I said firmly. "We order you to never do what you did last night again! Do you comply?"
Joy rocked back on her heels. "Wow! It sounded like a mega giant baby! It says, no, it will not comply. It is free now, and our ownership will not prevent it from fulfilling its Purpose."
"Purpose?" I asked.
The Tiki apparently did not answer. I guessed I had not addressed her, but Joy.
She realized the same thing. "Tiki! What is this Purpose you mention?" she asked, almost tentatively.
I paled. I looked into Joy's eyes and bolted.




❤️JOY
"Blake!" I yelled after him, but Little Brother was hauling ass like mad.
I stood there, a little terrified, and looked at the Tiki. I felt it looking back.
I did not run, because my brother would be back. He would not have left me there if he was afraid for me. But he was afraid.
"Don't you fuck with us," I growled at the thing.
Blake came bowling back around the corner and ran straight for us. Holy shit, he was carrying that chainsaw I had bitched at him for buying instead of renting when that tree limb came down!
"What are you doing, Blake?" I gulped.
"It is going to turn the whole island into a non-stop orgy like last night!" he said, pointing at the Tiki.
"Oh, shit," I breathed.
"I've got to destroy it," my brother said with dire intent, and pulled the start cord on the chainsaw. The saw roared to life, and like an idiot, my first thought was to tell him to cut it off because he'd wake the guests.
The Tiki apparently could recognize a chainsaw. Its eyes flashed crimson, and fiery smoke poured out of them, filled with sparks and embers. Blake flinched from the glow, but stepped forward resolutely.
Then thunder clapped overhead, simultaneous with a bolt of lightning that lit up the sky.
Blake stepped back at that. But I could just see his determination redouble, and he brandished the chainsaw, revving it.
Another lightning bolt sizzled, and a tree in the narrow band of jungle between us and the beach exploded in cinders. Thank God it had rained a lot lately so the fire did not spread. The scariest thing was, there were no clouds in the sky, nor should there be, according to the weather.
This was madness.
"Blake, stop!" I said, stepping in front of the Tiki.
It was perhaps not the smartest thing to jump in front of my chainsaw-wielding brother with fight in his eyes, but he instantly yanked the chainsaw back. "Sis! Get out of the way!"
"Stop it," I insisted again. Then I spun on my heel and added, "And you stop it, too! Now!" I punched the Tiki in its flat, hooked nose.
Really, I let fly with that punch. I should have broken a knuckle, at least. But my fist just thunked off the wood like it was balsa.
I locked eyes with the Tiki, but yelled at Blake, "Turn off the saw!"
"Joy, get out of the way," he growled. "This thing is going to take over everyone's minds and make them sex zombies!"
"No more lightning," I growled at the Tiki, then turned to Blake. "Turn it off. This is a living, thinking being! We can't just summarily kindlingize it!"
"Joy, in the horror movies, the people who don't kill the monster when they first learn about it always die!" he yelled. But he killed the saw.
"Thank you. You were going to wake up the guests with that thing," I said, trying to regain calm.
"After that thing just nuked a fucking tree, I think the chainsaw is the least of our noise problems," Blake snapped.
"Yes, but people give bad reviews because of being woken up by chainsaws in the middle of the night," I said.
"Why are we arguing about reviews?"
"Because my brain is desperately trying to regain contact with reality!" I almost cried.
Blake held the chainsaw out to the side and hugged me one-armed. He took a deep breath. "Tiki! Will you agree to do nothing to our guests until the morning? My sister and I will talk to you then," he asked.
I laughed. "It just asked if that meant we will leave it the fuck alone so it can sleep?"
"It did not say that!" Blake snorted.
"It said repose or whatever, but I know what it meant."
He laughed and shook his head. "We are probably all gonna die for this, but okay. Tiki, we will let you repose or whatever until the morning. Do not fuck with anyone until we can talk to you and explain some things. And wake up with an open mind, you hunk of wood, you understand?" Blake said sternly.
Your terms are acceptable.




Well, there you go, folks! All had been revealed!
Or, has it?


        Tiki Totem Hotel 11

        So they have a wooden sex god. What now?

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/tiki-totem-hotel-11

Title: Tiki Totem Hotel 11

Author: Publius68

Category: Erotic Couplings

Description: So they have a wooden sex god. What now?

Tags: party, cunnilingus, van, public spectacle, negotiation, band, deal, orgy, groupies, rocketship

Series: Tiki Totem Hotel







Tiki Totem Hotel 11





HARK! GUARD! DANGER! GROWL!
The owners had promised It Repose until they broke their fast... But the bedamned rocket had made no similar promises.
GUARD! PROTECT!
The rocket needed to either further emerge... or die. Preferably emerge, but... whatever it took to get It some proper Repose. Worse, the thing's confrontational yammering this morning seemed aimed at It, not the squirrels. Why?
Ah. The metal entity belonged to the mortals, just as It did. The rocket guarded them, not It.
It told the rocket to calm down. It would make peace with the mortals that owned them both. How It would make that peace, It did not elaborate. The entity found that It did not actually know what It would do. But some of the options It was contemplating would not calm the metal beast.
WATCH! GUARD!... SQUIRREL? SQUIRREL!
It relaxed as the rocket found something else to focus on. The rocket's protectiveness with the owners would complicate Its negotiations, though not as much as the fact that It had never negotiated anything in Its long existence and had only the merest passing understanding of what negotiating even was! But the metal entity was nevertheless an additional complication. At least It could now Repose for a while yet...
SQUIRREL! DANGER! SQUIRREL!




♠️BLAKE
I went down to the courtyard a few minutes early, but Joy had beaten me there anyway.
I should have felt like hammered shit, after staying up until after two, then engaging in a chainsaw/lightning duel with a crazed sex Tiki at four AM. But I also had had an extraordinary amount of really high-quality sex the night before. Despite some sudden, alarming guilt about that fact, that kind of activity really does seem to do a body good. In fact, physically, I felt fantastic.
Joy had gotten the morning staff to set up a two-top table right in front of the Tiki, and was sitting there, waiting for me. She had ordered breakfast--the delicious, fattening kind. Dana's sourdough French toast kicked the everliving immortal shit out of the old cook's crappy version.
Like me, Sis also looked fresh and well-rested.
I sat down and set the chainsaw on the ground next to my chair pointedly.
She said not a word about the chainsaw.
"Okay, let's talk before we start asking the sex log any questions," Joy said.
"Sex log?" I snorted.
"I refuse to call it a sex god," she grumbled.
I just toasted her with my coffee.
"First, let's get some hard truths out of the way about things, last night in particular," she went on, grimacing. "I have a confession. I had the best fucking time last night. Literally," she added, and fucking blushed. She stopped herself from saying anything more and just looked at me.
I gave her a wry look in return. "I also had a great fucking time... repeatedly."
We looked at each other and smiled sheepishly, feeling on the same page.
I mean, I was going to give her so much shit for boning some guy in the middle of our party, or whatever she had done. I expected the same from her. But we'd do that later, when the literal world was not in danger. If such a time ever came again.
We were always on the same page when it really mattered. And this fucking mattered.
"Tiki," I said, turning to the sex log. "Do you intend to keep turning our guests into mindless sex zombies?"
"It denies making them zombies," Joy told me. "Though I'm not sure it knows what a zombie is. It claims to merely unleash their own desired sexual potential, and then, ew, it feeds on the result." She paused and looked at me, aghast. "Blake, I think this thing eats orgasms!"
Just then, we both heard from a room somewhere the kind of feminine giggle that comes from only one kind of activity.
"Are you doing it now to those people up there?" Joy snapped at the Tiki.
I had to put down my coffee I was laughing so hard.
"What's so funny?" Joy asked.
"It says no, it is not. It doesn't do early mornings, especially after it gets woken up in the pre-dawn dark by a couple of maniacs yelling at it and brandishing wood-cutting implements. Those two are just fucking all on their own. Um, it says it is feeding on the power from them, though," I said quietly.
"Tiki! Does your feeding hurt them? We can't..."
"It denies that vehemently. When humans have sex, the act throws off power. The log just collects that stray energy," I passed on.
"I guess that is acceptable," Joy said doubtfully. "But shit like happened last night is dangerous, Tiki! Shit like pregnancies, and VD, and, well, I'm surprised there wasn't a rape or two last night with all that shit happening." She paled. "Fuck, were there any rapes last night?"
I paused, wincing. The log was quite vehement in its reply.
"Wow, you pissed it off with all that about rape, Sis," I said.
"Yeah?" she bristled. "Listen, you hunk of wood, this is serious. I'll grab the chainsaw myself!"
"It abhors rape. It does not allow it in its... 'demesne'?" I passed along. "It says it guides mortals to opportunity, and makes them very aware of it, but every mortal must mutually choose to do it."
Joy thought about that for a while in silence. "Fuck," she sighed. "That checks out."
"You sure?" I said.
"Look, I kinda checked my morals at the door at some point last night, okay? I refused to bother myself with the weirdness and just enjoy it, you know?"
"That's a good way of putting it," I nodded in grimly grudging agreement.
"The one thing that just kept hitting me in the face was that we had this huge crowd of guys intermingled with a huge crowd of topless chicks, and they were all... totally respectful," Joy said.
"Really?" I asked.
"Yeah. I mean, I got felt up. A lot," she began.
"What?" I said, coming half out of my seat. "That doesn't sound..."
"It was totally respectful, though in the horniest way imaginable," she added with a quick glare at the Tiki. "I mean, guys would get close to me, or other girls, and wait to see if that was welcome. They might then touch me, carefully. If I slipped away, they never pushed it. If I leaned in..."
"So you spent the evening just walking around, enjoying strange guys' hands on you?" I grinned. "Helluva party, I guess."
"No! I did a lot of work, too," Joy defended herself. She sighed. "But when there wasn't something to take care of, I did kinda enjoy feeling so elementally desired."
I chose not to push on exactly how she was touched, or where, or how vigorously. I already unwillingly knew it had been pretty vigorous. The only reason I ever wanted to know anything of that kind, and never very much at that, was to give my sister shit about it, and now was still not the time.
"Seriously," Joy said. "I never saw anything happen to me or anyone else that did not seem to have the firm, if tacit permission of all parties."
"All parties?" I asked.
"If girls did not come on to you a hundred times last night, I'll eat my hat," Joy said. "But I'll bet not one of them was insistent or aggressive."
I stopped. Damn.
"There were a few that made their cases, um, passionately, but yeah. I never had to deal with a Klingon once. There have been lots of nights in normal bars in normal times in the past where I couldn't make that claim." I get it. I'm attractive. Women come on to me.
"Me too," laughed my equally attractive sister, relaxing slightly. "So, I can stop having nightmares about that part. But Tiki, what about the other worries?"
"Really?" I asked the Tiki. "Wow. It says that the invisible forces that make mortals sick, I think it means diseases in general, not just VD, cannot be transmitted within its demesne!"
"Wow, Tiki!" Joy gulped. "Does that really mean that no one gets sick around you?"
I leaned in, listening for the answer to that!
"Shit," I said after its answer. "I was about to get totally enthused. "We can still get sick and die. We just can't give each other diseases."
"Still, wow. But Tiki," Joy gasped, remembering. "What about the whole biological point of sex? People could get knocked up, you know."
I thumped my head on the table. Fuuuuuck.
"What?" Joy asked me apprehensively.
"Two women got pregnant last night, it says," I groaned.
"Fuuuuuuck!" Joy moaned.
"Tiki, can you prevent that?" I asked sharply.
Joy's eyes widened, and then she slumped, shaking her head.
"Oh, god," I moaned again.
"No," Joy said, shaking her head as if to clear it. She took a deep breath and waved off my concern. "It's good. Kinda great actually."
"Two women got knocked up!" I hissed.
"Both women got pregnant with their 'mates'. And both couples are actively trying anyway. In fact, one couple has been trying for a long time, and the sex log here says it removed a problem for them so she could finally conceive."
"Fuck. Respect, dude," I said grudgingly to the Tiki. "But that just means we got lucky that no one else did."
"No, that's the kinda great part," Joy said, a light in her eyes. "No one gets pregnant in the Tiki's demesne unless both partners want it to happen!" Joy shook her head, as if to clear it. "Blake, this is fucking awesome. This thing is great!"
"Joy," I said quellingly.
"You do realize this means that I can stop taking The Goddamned Pill, don't you?" she said in a warning voice.
"I think we have more important things to consider..."
"And you will never again have to wear a rubber around here, either," Joy added firmly.
It occurred to me that I had not worn a condom around here yet. Bonus points to the Tiki, I guess. I did not say that out loud, because Joy really would give me shit for not wrapping up before now!
"Tiki, if we let you stay," I asked instead, "you do understand that what happened last night cannot happen again, right? We have responsibilities."
"Fuck," Joy said after a moment, her momentarily ebullient mood crashing. "It totally does not understand that. It fucking rejects that. It wants to make things here like last night full fucking time... except when it is trying to get some sleep."
"When it wants to get some sleep?" I growled.
"No, Sex Log," Joy said to the Tiki in the voice that had always garnered my instant obedience since I was three. "Not only can you not do that all the time, you can't do that ever! Do you know what kind of regrets our guests are going to be feeling this morning? Our staff? We'll be lucky to be in business by Monday!"
Just then, May wandered up, looking fresh as a daisy. I could not help but look at her tits, then her. She winked and shook them at me. "I feel so great this morning, guys!" she exclaimed. "Last night was the best. Can I get you anything else? More coffee? Something else?" she finished, her voice directed solely to me.
"We are good, thanks, May," Joy said in friendly dismissal. Our server bobbled off.
"So... nailed May, huh?" Joy teased, unable to help herself.
"I did not!" I said hotly. I was rewarded with a highly skeptical look. "Okay," I relented. "We... seriously, Sis, those are some amazing tits." Joy barked a laugh as if to say, tell her something she didn't know. "But we did not actually hook up! We did not because we both had Work. To. Do!" I added with triumphant self-righteousness.
A young couple walked by us, arms around each other intimately like newlyweds, and stopped to say hello. "Hey, guys," the girl said. "Last night was amazing."
"Absolutely," the guy added. "You never know what kind of special person you might meet at an event like that." The two of them shared gooey looks.
Meet?
"Um, I hate to ask, but is there any way one of us could check out early?" the guy said. "We, uh, don't really need two rooms for the rest of the weekend." They both looked slightly embarrassed. But not that embarrassed.
"Just tell them at the front desk that Joy and I said that's cool," I reassured them. They moved off, his hand firmly on her ass.
Joy and I looked at each other, then really looked around at things other than the terrifying sex totem for the first time all morning. There was no fuss or consternation anywhere. Guests all seemed calm and happy.
"You sent May and that couple by us to show that no one is pissed, didn't you?" Joy accused the Tiki.
I did not have to say anything out loud to translate the sex log's smug reply.
Some guests were happy, but not calm. We heard another of those, 'I'm getting enthusiastically fucked,' giggles again, but this time it was from over by the hot tub, out of sight.
"Oh, no!" I said angrily. "No fucking way! Tiki, no! Do not make guests fuck in my hot tub! It is gross, and I have to do the worst shit to clean it up! I hate it. Do you understand?"
"It is a little taken aback by your hostility, but it says, 'okay'," Joy said in surprise.
"Not the pool, either," I pressed. "Got it?"
Joy laughed. "This is kind of fun, actually," she said.
"Did it agree?" I bored on.
"Like a little bitch, yeah," Joy snorted. "It growled that most mortals don't like actually fucking in the water, anyway. It also said that it did nothing to get those two in the hot tub going. It claims it is still too early in the morning for it to be opening people's minds."
"What?" I asked. "Like you need your morning coffee before you turn our guests into raving sex maniacs?"
"It wants to know what coffee is," Joy giggled. "Here you go, Tiki," she said, and poured a splash of her coffee on its tongue. "Do you like that?"
I rocked back in my chair.
"What?" Joy asked.
"It just literally screamed in my head for more coffee," I said, rubbing my temple.
"Well, give it yours," Joy said, sipping her cup. "I'm not done with mine."
I just waved at May and asked her for a fresh pot for the two of us when she got a chance. Then I poured the rest of my cup over the Tiki's tongue. "Is that good for you?" I asked it.
Joy shook her head. "Keep it down, Tiki," she growled. "Yes, it likes it. But it likes mine more," she added smugly. "I think it takes its cup of joe with cream!"
"Well," I said. "Now we have a carrot to go along with the stick," I added, gesturing at my chainsaw."
"Good," said Joy. A thought occurred to her. "Tiki, the mortals here are much better-looking than most of our kind. Do you have anything to do with that?"
I just looked at Joy, not relaying its obvious answer. "Tiki?" I asked, hating myself for asking the next question. "We need all the guests that we can accommodate here, if we are to prosper. Can you help us get more guests?"
Joy looked at me as she heard its answer. We both sighed. "So we have to come to a negotiated settlement with it," I said grimly. "It's got a carrot, too."
Then Joy. JOY. Joy, my super-responsible older sister, smirked at me. "Cheer up, Little Brother. We just have to throw out all our morals, and all we will get in return is mildly rich. And surrounded by hot, horny, happy people all the time."
"We are not throwing out all our morals," I growled.
"Even better," Joy agreed firmly. "Tiki, here's the deal..."




'Deals' were a novel concept for It. As was the idea of not doing whatever It wanted to do, whenever It wanted to do it. But the owners patiently explained their ideas. It fought back and pressed for changes. They even accepted one or two that It wanted. In the end, It agreed to this Deal.
It would have fought harder, perhaps not accepted some of the restrictions they desired, but...
It could accept a slight edge of hunger from not indulging Itself fully, in return for more coffee. Perhaps It would induce the transient mortals called 'guests' to make a tradition of pouring their coffee on Its tongue...




♠️BLAKE
"Oh, shit," I said, as Joy and I both headed back toward the main building. "I don't want the restaurant staff to have to clean up our breakfast shit all the way out by the Tiki..." I snorted. "I mean out by the sex log!"
Joy laughed along with me.
"Look, I'll go bus our table myself and move it back where it belongs," I suggested. "You get started on the day. We still gotta make this place run!"
"Thanks, Lil' Bro," my sister said, and she headed inside.
I spun on the ball of my foot and returned to the table.
I gathered our plates and service items together, but mostly concentrated on my real reason for returning to the table.
"Listen, Tiki," I growled under my breath. "I'm not gonna word this like a question because I won't be able to hear your answers anyway. But also because this is not part of the deal. This part is absolutely non-negotiable." I stared at the red eyes, which were not looking that recalcitrant. I hoped they stayed that way.
"Gail," I said flatly. "You keep your effects off her. Don't be making her any more horny than she naturally is. Don't be drawing her to any guys, either. If they are drawn to her, that's fine, but don't you manipulate her. And absolutely, positively do not draw her to me! I mean it," I said with warning in my voice. "On pain of chainsaw."
The eyes flickered at that, and I realized that had been too far.
"Sorry," I apologized. "That was excessive. But I do mean this. Just... just treat her like Joy and me--like you have no power over her, okay?"
If I was ever going to hook up with Gail, it was going to be 100% based on my own game, not some hunk of wood's. I knew that the chances of success at that game were faint at best, but since the chase was so damned fun, I did not want the Tiki short-circuiting it.




❤️JOY
Blake's sudden bout of responsibility was irritating. It meant that I had to wait until later to invent an excuse to go back out to the Tiki when he wasn't around. When I had finished talking to Frida, who was resetting tables for lunch, I diverted my path back to my office so I would pass by the sex log.
"Listen," I said firmly, poking the best, most terrifying thing that had ever happened to us in the nose. "There is one more thing. You do not use your powers on Gail! Especially not with regard to Blake! She likes torturing him, but I don't want you goading her." I stared at the red eyes, which looked... placid, maybe? That wasn't quite it...
"Look," I said, "just keep your mitts off Gail like you have to with us. Just treat her like she is your owner, too. Got it?"




❤️JOY
The changes around the hotel were immediate, but to anyone other than Blake and me, who were looking carefully for them, the differences were invisible.
We, meaning our whole staff, stopped having to remind guests to put on proper attire when they left the courtyard. People still made out in the pool and hot tub, but it was subtly more restrained. Blake, who had a bug up his ass about people fucking in the hot tub for some damned reason, kept an eagle eye on it anyway, but he no longer found cause to complain.
People in general were more normally behaved, even in the evenings. I did not remember tits out in the bar on weeknights being part of our deal with the sex log, but people otherwise acted normally when enjoying cocktails, so I did not push it. Revenue was good and still growing, after all.
The important thing was that while hookups were still being negotiated in the bar at night, hard for them not to, what with everybody being hot and nobody in the place wearing a shirt, but given those considerations, hookups were a natural number and happened at a natural rate. And I was especially pleased to see that the deals were being closed back in guest rooms, where normal people in normal places at normal times do their fucking with strangers.


I never had to deal with the sight of some girl getting taken hard on her hands and knees with her face kissing the Tiki's tongue or anything.
Yes, that had happened at Nightclub. Twice.
In short, aside from the near-universal adoption of toplessness by everyone but Gail and myself, things were largely back to the original dull roar from around the time we first hauled the Tiki out of 'Prison'.
Well, except for the negotiated Friday and Saturday Nightclub Nights...
We made the deal with the Tiki on a Saturday morning, meaning there was another Nightclub Night in twelve hours, and both Bro and I had been on pins and needles about how it was going to go.
All day long, I watched worriedly, but the guests were their usual attractive, understandably horny selves. The staff were too busy with preparations for me to really tell if they were voluntarily behaving themselves, or just didn't have the time to do otherwise.
For once, I decided to wear something other than my uniform to Nightclub. At 7:30, I changed into tight khaki shorts with legs so short they were practically briefs, and one of the tight, short-sleeved button-downs I'd bought in Astro Beach Blue, but without the hotel logo embroidered on my right boob. I told myself I was going incognito because I wanted to get the feel for things when guests did not see me as hotel management, much less the owner.
This was bullshit, and I knew it.
I was going to keep it down to a dull roar this evening and not do anything like getting spit-roasted by a couple of Adonises right out in the open or anything, but... Dammit, I had a sex Tiki that was going to have every cute guy there horny, and would probably send the most compatible my way. If this was going to be my life, I might as well learn how to enjoy it responsibly!
There. Was that rational enough-sounding to make me feel okay about it?
Yes. Yes, it was.
The band struck up at precisely 8:00pm. And instantly, any doubts I had that the Tiki had not been holding back all day, as per our agreement, were laid to rest as I could almost see the switch flipped.
At 7:50, there were a few guests wandering around, picking up drinks at the bar or whatever, and a few more hanging out over at the pool. Two women ordering drinks at the bar even had their shirts on!
By 8:10, I knew that every guest room at the hotel had emptied out, because we were packed under the thatched roof. There was a table with women's (and a few men's) shirts on it, like the night before, but not that many. Most people had exited their rooms, um, ready to go.
I started off more or less responsibly. I grabbed a drink and just hung at the end of the bar, evaluating the parade of fabulous-looking men I had as guests. Cris and Felicity were machines, as usual. I must have missed Felicity joining the working topless crowd the night before, because she seemed too at home with her boobs wobbling around as she made drinks for this to be her first time.
And how the hell had I missed that Felicity had such a nice pair?
But the music was too good, and I slipped away to do some dancing. There were lots of couples dancing, of course. About a third of our rooms held couples that were married, or claimed to be. But those tended to dance on the periphery. I drifted my way up near the front of the stage and found myself in something of a sexual mosh pit.
No one was dancing with anyone, but everyone was dancing with everyone, and I let myself slide into the flow. The beat of the bongos that Britt, the drummer, had brought along this evening felt like a carrier wave for the Tiki's energy.
It probably was.
I was getting felt up. A lot. So was everybody else. Hands touched me, mostly on the waist or arm, maybe a thigh. I found that if I just kept dancing, they would retreat. If I made them welcome, fingers on my arm would slide to caress a breast. The hand wrapped around my back would slide down to my ass and make itself at home. A touch on my leg would slide toward naughtier territory, but never reach it. Except for the one time I pulled it right in...
And none of these weirdly respectful gropes, enhanced or otherwise, ever lasted long. I felt like I was just in the middle of some weird horniness charging station. Touches were felt, sometimes welcomed, and then people moved on. Yes, 'people'. I got touched by girls, too. Some of those touches were welcomed.
Slowly, I let myself get a little handsy, too. It was deliciously naughty-feeling, but also almost distracting. Turns out, it is a neat trick to respectfully feel up a stranger. You have to be almost incidental in your first contact. Then you have to read the reaction of the body you were touching. No one in this roiling sea of half-naked people got upset about being touched. But there was a difference between someone who just grooved along at an initial touch, and someone who welcomed it.
For everybody else, I think all that mental processing was being off-shored to the Tiki, because the process looked utterly unconscious for the people around me, including the ones that touched me and that I touched. But I personally had to pay attention, because the sex log could not touch my mind.
I loved it all.
I still refused to take off my top, but I did unbutton most of the buttons, down almost to my navel. Sure enough, within one song, I felt a hand wrap around my stomach from behind, as had happened the night before. It was most definitely a different hand. Whoever it was had a different scent, too. I just pushed my ass backward with my next gyration, and once more, sure enough, the hand slid up and into my open shirt.
This guy had an urgent desire to play with my nipple, and his fingers barely gave me a squeeze before his thumb and forefinger rested hesitantly around that eager nub. I just leaned back against him, and he took the invitation.
He drew circles with his finger around my aureole. He pinched me gently, then less gently as I shivered happily. He tugged. He even tweaked and twisted.
And then, just as I was about to slide a hand behind me to grab his junk, he was gone, and everybody danced on.
Several songs, and a fair amount of fleeting anonymous appreciation of my ass, later, another arm went around me. Another different guy, and for the first time, it was my right tit that got some mystery groping inside my shirt. Whoever he was, and I resolutely did not look back over my shoulder, he enjoyed my breast totally differently. I could tell he liked the feel of my hard nipple as well, but he held my entire breast, squeezing it respectfully. I felt him massage me, and lift and even tug on as much of my boob as he could fit into his hand.
I did not wait until too late this time, and let my hand drift back to rest my palm on his thigh. I probably did not need to ask for permission from a guy who had my tit in his grasp, but these seemed to be the rules, and I had no desire to encourage the Tiki to change them! The anonymous guy just slid a hair closer to me, and that was enough confirmation for me. I twisted my hand and cupped the hard bulge in his still-damp swimsuit, feeling the pulse of his member inside.
But then we both seemed to be touched by someone else and parted to lean into those caresses.
This shit was wrong, and I fucking loved it.
The band took a break, and the crazed vibe receded naturally. I went and grabbed a mocktail from the bar. If I was going to let my freak flag fly, I was going to do it without influence from either the Tiki or from Demon Rum.
The break was short this time, unlike those weirdly, uncomfortably long breaks the band had taken a couple of times the night before, and I eagerly threw myself back into the mass of people.
After a bit, I saw a pair of breasts that were just so perfect for this environment, I just had to try to touch them. I rested my hand under the armpit of the blonde, who was even taller than I, and she just smiled. I smiled back and cupped that fantastic breast. It was kind of heavy-feeling for as bouncy as it was, and I ran my thumb over her nipple.
She raised her hand in turn, and before she could even place it somewhere near my tit for permission, I grabbed her wrist and put her hand straight onto my breast in return.
Oops. There were engagement and wedding rings on her hand, and her husband was dancing right next to us!
Less oops, he whooped with glee and stared at us both. We just turned and mashed our tits together. He was dying, but staring from a respectful distance. I just traded a look with the woman, and she grinned. In some kind of telepathic accord, we both grabbed his head and mashed his face down into our melded cleavage. That got us some whoops from others around us and a gleefully muffled, "Mmmphh!" from hubby.
I felt a bit of tongue...
But we quickly let go of him, and in another moment, he and his wife were full-on making out on the floor among the moshers.
Wow. Yeah, the Tiki was having none of this 'guests retiring to privacy for sex' on its negotiated orgy nights. The blonde had her hand inside his pants and around his cock as plain as day, right there. His hand was way, way down the back of her shorts just as fast.
I moved away to give the two of them their privacy. Well, the two of them and the ten people egging them on, their privacy.
A bit later, I was dancing not so much with as against the chest of a very handsome guy, who was one of the very few people beside me to still be wearing a shirt. Like me, his top was open, but his was all the way.
And I finally had the chance to look a guy in the eye when he slid his hands, both of them, inside my blouse. They were very nice, brown eyes. His tall body was just the kind I liked, strong enough to look like he could lift me easily and... do things, but not so padded or bulky that he looked like a bull in human form. But mostly, I liked his eyes. The people around us all had this general, free, horny feeling that the whole dance floor was one giant, homogenous, anonymous sex act.
But this guy looked in my eyes like I was his particular focus.
Or maybe I was just seeing that reflected from my own.
I grabbed his ass and pulled our hips together, like I did not intend for them to separate for a good while. He grinned, and I felt a part of him other than his mouth indicate his approval.
Then he actually talked to me! I had not spoken to anyone other than Felicity to order drinks since the Nightclub had started.
"This is such an incredible atmosphere," he said, just loudly enough for me to hear. But it felt intimate in that it was not loud enough to draw the focus of any of the people around us, sometimes even pressing fleetingly against us.
He did not stop massaging my tits as we spoke.
"Best on the island," I chirped in agreement.
He snorted and tweaked a nipple. "Not just this island! I live in New York. There is nothing this great in Manhattan, or even Brooklyn."
There is nothing like this place anywhere, dude.
"Thank you," was all I said.
"No, thank you," he chuckled huskily. "You make this place even better," he told me smoothly, missing my point.
"I mean, this is my club. My brother and I own the hotel," I grinned.
Bastard actually tried to let go of my tits!
I was having none of that and pressed forward, trapping his hands before they could get away. "It's a good job to have," I said, now able to whisper in his ear. "There are some great fringe benefits sometimes."
I felt him gulp. Then he cockily whispered back, his breath warm on my ear, "How does a guy apply to be one of those?"
I reluctantly let go of his ass, and even more reluctantly pulled one of his hands out of my shirt. "Your application had been accepted," I said, and tugged him out of the seething mass of generalized horniness. It was earlier in the evening that I had thought I might fully indulge, but I was not missing out on this guy.
I had a magic wooden demigod that would make everyone around me wildly horny two nights a week. No one was going to get hurt by anything that happened tonight. I had a stressful job. Sue me.
But I was not about to go fuck this guy on the open sand of the courtyard, like had happened the night before. No way I'd avoid drawing a crowd a second time. The fucking Tiki would likely have fun summoning one, just to fuck with me for limiting it to only two orgies a week. Fortunately, I had given some extensive thought all day about how to avoid that fate.
Given that the Tiki hut had no walls, there was no solid back bar behind where Cris and Felicity worked, but we had a long row of freestanding beer and wine fridges flanking a big, refrigerated enclosure that Blake had built with kegs inside and taps on the front, all of which kept any guests from wandering up to the wrong side of the bar. Beyond all that was thick jungle. But there was a nice, sandy gap between our wall of refrigeration and the tangle of vegetation, and I led my prey into that quiet space.
Or was I his prey?
"Is this the staff break room?" he asked in amusement as we disappeared (effectively) out of sight.
I looked at the footprints back here in the sand, and their alignments... Probably. I definitely was not the only one with this idea.
"I promise I won't break your staff," was all I replied as I sank to my knees on the soft sand. I left his shirt in place and tugged down his shorts in businesslike fashion. I had shit to do.
His cock was not as perfect as his eyes, but that would have been a high bar to reach. It was not stubby, but it looked that way, given how thick it was.
"Hmmm," I mused. "I'm going to have to loosen up my jaw," I added, theatrically opening and closing my mouth.
I think that is the kind of flattery most men would appreciate, and he certainly did. It did not hurt that it was pretty much true.
I suppose some women might have been spoilt by a round with Evan, but honestly? With him as a reference point, it just made lovely penises like this seem casually manageable.
I started out with my lips tightly shut, just leaning in and rubbing my face up and down his meaty cock. I dragged his head over my cheeks, tapped it against my momentarily closed eyes, and let its masculine, unperfumed aroma seep into my nostrils.
Then I kissed it. I wanted to take this slow and start with licking up and down his quite reasonable length, maybe explore the route of the big blue vein that wrapped up and around his member like a languid anaconda.
What I did instead was find myself suddenly sucking him deep into my mouth.
He gasped at the impetuously abrupt sensation, and I felt his knees quiver.
Fuck the whole languid, slow, oral appreciation of this dick. My jaw rapidly informed me that I had not been joking about being stretched. If I spent too much time indulging myself with this... schlong, I would have trouble chewing my breakfast tomorrow.
But his cock tasted surprisingly delicious.
I decided that I would not make him come absolutely as fast as I could... But I was not going to stretch things out, either. Er, I mean, I was not going to overly extend the process.
I started with my wide-stretched lips tight around his member and started slowly bobbing up and down him. Thankfully, he was just barely average in length, or I'd have been tempted to try some things with my throat that might have broken the mood when I failed. One hand grasped the base of that cock as best I could and stroked up and down in time with my head's bobs.
My other hand grabbed his ass and mauled at its hardened majesty.
Yes. Yes, I like guys' asses. I do. There is nothing like a really great ass on a guy. I mean cocks have their place (or places). And eyes like this guy had really got to me. But nothing triggered basic horniness in me like a really nice ass on a guy.
And yes, I had recently rediscovered that girls could do it for me, too, if not as much as guys. But I was just not that into girls' asses. Dunno why. I was discovering that I'm definitely a tit girl.
Between his magnificent glute in my grasp, and my other hand barely managing to encompass his shaft, along with the way a little precum had appeared, adding some seasoning to the already delicious melange of flavor that was his cock, I was quietly moaning as much as he was.
"You're gonna make me come," he warned me carefully. That took some effort. He seemed otherwise just barely able to maintain enough mental processes to remain upright against the back of the wine fridge.
I just worked harder, making him aware that I was ready. The quiver of his testicles against my pinky finger was my first warning. The high-pitched whine he gasped was all the rest of the warning I got before he burst hard into my mouth. I felt the impact on my curled tongue as his jizz spattered into me. It was not a huge load. And sadly, it was not as delicious as his general flavor up to that point. But it was sure as hell not nasty, and I hummed happily as I let it luxuriate in my mouth while I let him slip free of my lips at last. I kissed his tip free of a last drop as I swallowed.
I had some girl buddies back home in Plant City (That seemed like a lifetime ago!) who resolutely did not ever swallow. Some would not even take a guy's load in their mouths at all. I was so glad I did not have those hangups. Blowjobs were so much messier and more inconvenient if you didn't swallow.
The guy panted and looked down at me, wild-eyed. "Jesus," he gasped. "You are totally going to get it now!"
I giggled as he pulled me to my feet, my hand relinquishing its grip on his already softening member. His hands immediately went to unzip my shorts and slipped them down to my ankles. I had had no illusions about tonight and had left my underwear in the drawer back at the cottage.
His hands grasped my ass, displaying no lack of appreciation for female backsides on his part. I undid the last button of my shirt as he squeezed me. I pulled the shirt wide, and he lunged downward. He was practically lifting me by my ass as his lips clamped onto first one nipple, then the other. His nursing was more aggressive than his fondling earlier, but that seemed appropriate.
But both of us were fairly focused on me 'totally getting it now!' He turned my back to the kegerator, and displaying the strength to 'do things to me' I craved, he lifted my thighs up onto his strong upper arms. He braced those arms against the back of the kegerator, leaving me perched on his biceps with my pussy right at mouth-level!
He did not make me wait any more than I had him. He simply took a mighty sniff, then licked my bare slit. I jerked my head and smiled down at him. He licked me several more times, then nuzzled my fiery bush. "I can't believe that is your actual hair color," he said, looking up at me, but at my ponytail, not my eyes. "It is such a perfect red!"
Then he dropped his gaze back down to my bush and started pushing his tongue inside of me in earnest.
Jesus, was his tongue longer than his cock? Obviously not even close, but it sure felt that way when he first pushed deep inside me. Fucking hell.
He was strong enough to do this, but he did have to keep his arms braced on the kegerator, meaning he could not use his fingers on me. I could not complain.
He. Made. Do.
His tongue slipped out of me and lathered its attention on my clit, leaving me quickly hissing with pleasure. Then he started dragging his taster up and down and over and back the length of my pussy. He probed my depths again. And then he once more devoured my clit. The third time through the comprehensive, voracious cycle, the moment he licked my clit, I lost it. My head lolled back into empty space, and I groaned, "Oh, fucking shit! Fucking Yeeeeeeeesssssssss!"
He kept at my button for a while, extending the ecstasy for me until I had to shove his mouth away. He leaned back and let me slide down to my feet with a gentleness made only possible by strength.


I clung to him tightly while I got my legs back in line. Thoughts immediately sprung to mind about having him stick that bratwurst of his somewhere else in me, but I realized that he was still completely limp.
This otherwise perfect physical specimen apparently took a long time to recharge. I hoped, for his sake, he was not a one-and-done, but for my purposes, I guessed he was. "That was... fucking hell, thank you," I gasped in his ear, still not trusting my legs fully.
"No, thank you," he growled in my ear.
"But you have to let me go so I can put my pants back on," I said, pushing myself free at last. His fingers were a little reluctant to let me go, but I tugged away. "My place, remember? I have work to do," I said, punctuating the goodbye with a kiss on the tip of his angular, sharp-tipped nose.
He just shrugged happily, falling back into the vibe of the night, and grabbed his shorts as well. I pushed him out of the back space in one direction, and I strolled out from behind in the other direction as steadily as I could.
I needed water. Pure water. I stepped behind the bar and opened a fridge to grab a bottle of Fiji water. I opened it and was slugging it down when I was nudged in the side. "The staff waters are on the bottom shelf, Boss," Cris said with a huge grin.
I looked down at the bottom shelf. Geyser Springs. Fuck that. I liked Fiji Water, and it was my bar. I arched an eyebrow at Cris.
"I'd need a water too, after I got eaten like that," Felicity said, looking back at me over her bare shoulder. I caught sight of her lovely tit bobbling as she turned, working two shakers at once.
What? I told you, I'm a tit girl. It had recently become clear that Felicity was one of those people who dressed in a way that concealed how nice her rack is. I was on the lookout, apparently.
"Eaten?" I gasped. Shit. "What are you two, uh, talking about?"
Cris just looked at me. Felicity looked at me some more.
"You heard us," I guessed with a sigh. "But how did you know what exactly we were doing?"
"Heard you?" Cris laughed. "Girl, that guy had you lifted up so high, we all could see your back and head sticking up over the kegerator!"
"Everybody?" I asked faintly, looking at the crowd waiting for drinks.
"Well, I shhhure did," said one guy leaning against the bar heavily. He clearly had already had too much to drink. I traded a look with Cris that reassured me she was keeping watch over him.
Great. A hut full of drunks had just watched me thrash around while getting my snatch licked. At least when I got spit-roasted, no one had cared... Fuck you, Tiki, you magnificent bastard.
"Did you suck his dick in return?" Felicity whispered, turning away from the crowd.
"Duh," I whispered back, defeated.
"Here," the little bleach-blonde said, and handed me a rum punch, the weaker of the two formulations. "After all that, you'll need more than just hydration!"
"Who are you, and what have you done with our meek little Felicity?" I laughed.
Felicity blushed. That was more like her.
Cris snorted and observed, "A bit more than an hour of having guys, and girls, licking and sucking body shots off her last night on top of the bar will release the adventure in a girl's soul!" Then she turned to catch up with the waiting, thirsty crowd.
Jesus, there were a lot of completed order tickets already stacked on the spindle. People were spending money, in addition to having sex. I could definitely afford to drink Fiji Water...




♠️BLAKE
Okay.
I had not needed to see that. I hustled back out of the thatched hut. Someone was doing something to my sister over behind the bar and, full credit, doing it very well. Good for them both. But I was getting the fuck out of Dodge while it was going on, because, I repeat, I did not need to see that shit..
The band took a break just as I was passing the stage, and I waved. I could do that while looking away from the bar.
Emma, the lead singer, hopped down off the front of the low platform, her crinkly blonde hair bouncing. Other things bounced, too. And even more appealingly than her hair.
"Yo, Blake! How's it going?" she asked, falling into step with me.
"Great!" I said, resolutely not looking back to see any more of how very great things were going for Joy. "Hey, and thanks for being more careful with the breaks tonight."
"Yeah, we had a meeting in the van on the way back to my place last night and worked that shit out," she said. "We get five breaks a night, and we decided how we can cover for each other."
"Cover?" I asked, interested.
"Yeah. We all took the basic ten minutes off on the first break. But did you notice that I used the keyboard to let us go without drums for a while until Britt got back to her kit after our second break?" Emma smiled.
"I did not," I said with a smile. "That's smooth. But why did Britt get back so... Oh!" I realized, feeling a metaphorical lightbulb illuminate over my head. "Five breaks, four turns. Nicely done. Whose turn is it next?"
"The band will be instrumental for a while," the lead singer smirked.
"Oh, really," I laughed with a leer. I looked around for someone incoming. "Who's the lucky guy?"
"Hmmm," Emma just said, walking even closer to me and swaying her shoulders, her grass skirt brushing my bare knee and thigh.
I did not know if Emma had been nudged my way by a naughty Tiki, or if she was closing in on me all on her own. "I feel like a groupie right now," I said airily.
"I don't know," Emma cooed. "You wanna be a groupie?"
I took in Emma. Her richly tanned skin; her slender, almost thin build; her tits that were anything but thin; her little microphone tattoo on her left bicep... Put all those things together, and...
"I've wanted to be your groupie since I met you," I smirked.
"Your lucky night then."
"Damn straight," I said, wrapping my arm around her waist.
"I don't have any actual groupies," she said, running a finger down my chest through my open shirt. "None of us has been so lucky. I think we would have to actually be famous."
"Well," I said, sliding a hand down to slip my fingers through the rushes of her grass skirt and finding nothing underneath, "I am happy to fulfill the fantasy."
She slid her finger to the side to circle my nipple, which felt as erect as hers looked.
"Be careful what you offer, or next week it'll be a couple of the others," she teased. "A good groupie gets passed around the band like a rag doll, you know."
The look I returned probably told her more transparently than was good for me that I was all too willing to make sure any and all members of my awesome band were kept happy in all ways.
Or, maybe, given that she would clearly pass on my sentiments, this would be more than good for me...
"But," she said, steering me toward the main hotel building, "Tonight, I am the one leaning into the whole groupie fantasy. At least for now," she added with a wink that reminded me there were more music breaks to come. "So I want the full meal deal. How'd you like to fuck me in our equipment van?"
Emma was not wasting any time. Of course, being covered for or not, she was just on a short break...
I steered her toward the front entrance swiftly. I had been in their van before, helping them unload and load. There were no deep-pile carpets or velour-covered mattresses within. But I remembered the shelf where they carried their speakers and amps was sturdy, and I suspected that it was just the right height.
"Oh, shit!" Emma exclaimed excitedly as we popped out the lobby doors. "I don't have a picture with your rocket ship yet!" she dashed toward it.
"You want to waste time on selfies right now?" I asked, not totally sure I was down for wasting time.
"No, I want to climb up on it finally," she said slyly, looking at me over her shoulder. "I've heard guests say it feels great."
I suddenly was on board with a small delay. The way Emma looked as she whipped up her leg and straddled the rocket, legs squeezing tight around it, grass-skirted crotch pressing into its gleaming metal length, and hands caressing up its body was... arresting.
"I love this fucking doodad," she chuckled. "I think I'm going to write a song about it."
"You are a pretty easy date for that thing," I joked. Seriously, everybody was. The fucking rocket ship might be getting more action than even I was recently.
Emma pulled me into a kiss. "Get me off right here," she instructed quietly, almost writhing against the rocket ship.




It grumbled to itself. Once the annoying rocket entity had finally been brought forth, It had ceased to encourage mortals to interact with the thing. But the tradition of images with the rocket upon departure, and at other times, had taken hold on its own. Especially the images of females pleasuring themselves astride the thing.
It had initially held out hope that more of this behavior that had brought the metal entity forth to begin with might add to the rocket's awareness, but It had despaired of that by now. The scraps of power the thing grabbed from Its demesne only made its voice louder, and its hatred for whatever the horrible beings called squirrels were, hotter. In recent days, the rocket had even come to act as if the blue-uniformed mortal who daily brought packets of written messages from beyond were a threat, too...
And now this. The male owner was out there, bringing the loud female mortal to fruition. And the magnified power from her ejecting corona was almost entirely being siphoned off by the rocketship before It could collect it for Itself!
It must bend Its mind to the conversations of the mortals to see how they dealt with the furry lesser mortal beings who plagued them as the rocket plagued It.




♠️BLAKE
Okay, getting a beautiful woman off with my fingers up her grass skirt while she dry humped my retro statue was a new thing.
But it was fun. And holy crap did Emma get off hard. I slid my hand up to ruffle her hair as she lay panting, desperately hugging the fuselage of my rocket. "I hope that was even half as good as it looked," I whispered in her ear. She just snorted in happy weariness. "I hope it wasn't too good, though," I went on. "I'm still hoping for the groupie experience in your van..."
As if completely re-energized, Emma slid off the rocket, and the two of us were running as fast across the parking lot as our bare feet would allow. She fortunately had the vehicle's remote, and I heard the van chirp a bare second before she reached it and yanked open the rear door.
I jumped in after her, pulling the doors closed behind me. I had not even turned back into the interior before she was pulling my pants down. "Oh, yeah," she sighed as her fingers curled delicately but insistently around my hard member. "I've thought about this here and there since the first night you walked up to tell us you thought we were great. As you can see," she purred, her hand stroking my shaft eagerly, "flattery can get you places."
"It wasn't flattery," I replied, spinning around and then pushing her grass skirt off. I worked her back toward that empty shelf I had remembered was reinforced for the speakers.
"Then it will get you everywhere," she panted, gasping a single breath as I lifted her hard little butt up onto the edge of the shelf.
"Good," I said, kissing her. I grasped one of her breasts and was a little surprised, honestly, to find, given their size in comparison to her frame, that they were real.
I wanted to play endlessly with this unnaturally nice tit I held, but we had used all our available time for foreplay already. And frankly, it felt like we both were in the mood for a quick, intense release of energy that needed no further prior arousal for either of us.
As if on cue, Emma grabbed my cock and guided it deep between her legs. I felt myself slide down her slit and nestle in her opening. I kissed her again and shoved myself inside her. "Ohhhh! Fuck yes!" she gasped, undulating her core back at my advance. "Fucking yessss!"
"Hell, yeah," I replied breathlessly, not tired but amazed at the closeness of her warm, wet confines.
And what do you know? In this position, it was quite easy for me to still get to play with her tits to my heart's content while I indulged in plunging myself into her at a ferocious rate from the get-go. I clutched at her mounds and moaned in satisfaction, as if they were a lifeline to which I clung while my increasingly narrowed sensations drove into the space between her legs.
Emma was not singing, but even her wordless moans and cries at my every thrust sounded lyrical. Her hands were on my ass, fingernails digging into my flesh in a way that I suspected was going to leave some lasting marks, but even the scratches felt amazing.
She came suddenly, her slick embrace clutching suddenly harder around my hammering cock. She yelled, "Yes!" louder, longer, and more times than a porn star doing voice-over work, but she meant every sound.
I kept going until I felt her growing short of oxygen, and I slowed my thrusts to soft, gentle, and shallow strokes that just let her know I was still there. She panted in recovery, and I massaged her boobs softly as I looked into her eyes.
At last, she gulped, and I saw her eyes snap back into focus and twinkle at mine. She smiled at me in a way that was at odds with the brassy singer's usual personality.
Can't have that!
I resumed fucking her hard. As hard as I could. She whooped in surprise, then again in pleasure as I rammed into her. "Yeah! Fuck yeah!" she exhorted me.
"Fucking fuck, you are hot," I growled. Then I growled again in frustration as I was forced to let go of those tits so I could hang onto her hips and fuck her even harder.
"Fuuuuuuuck!" she warbled.
I saw that she was ready to come again, which was fortunate, because I was on the edge. I should have warned her that I was about to come, but I saved my oxygen. I could not impregnate her, after all, even if it turned out she was not on birth control. And while she could not know that fact, her brain was operating as if it had never been a concern.
I slammed into her deep, unable to keep thrusting. My calves shuddered as I pushed up on my bare toes and felt myself explode into her. "Oh! Ow! Ohhh!" I gasped desperately as I felt my cock throb with the flow of jizz and my big toe throb with the pain of kicking a bolt in the bare metal floor of the van. I am pretty sure Emma was making some pretty desperate orgasmic sounds of her own, but alas, my brain was too busy turning itself inside out with pleasure to appreciate her own glee.
"Oh, fucking hell!" I panted, my fingers kneading her slender, firm hips in the aftermath of my eruption.
"Shit, yeah," Emma panted. "Best, oh god, set break ever!"




Yes! YES!!!
Even with the rocket thing intercepting the musical woman's corona for itself, the power of the owner's eruption gave It a sensation It supposed was akin to what the mortals received from alcohol.
Between this and coffee, could It work with this DEAL...?
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Tiki Totem Hotel 12





HARK! GUARD! GROWL!
The creature was making noise this early again? Worse, the rocket had grown even louder with what had happened during the festival of Its greatness the night before. It had been closer to the male owner's culmination in the vehicle as well, and again sucked off much of the tremendous power from his actual coupling with the loud female. It would have felt angrier with the metal entity, but the owner had further indulged himself in the festival's atmosphere before everyone collapsed for the night, as had his sister, and It had drunk fully of their coronas both times.
WATCH! GUARD! ... HELLO!
The mortal with the enormous phallus had arrived for his day. The phallus that It had playfully made a little bigger just before the female owner allowed him to first present it to her. The mortal would probably have coffee, It thought jealously.
Wait! Coffee was wonderful! He would induce the mortal to give some to the rocket! Coffee would surely calm the bedamned thing down... It expanded Its sight with difficulty out to the front drive. It could sense over great distances, but sight beyond Its eyes took real effort. It touched the mortal and pushed. The mortal shrugged, walked over to the rocket, and said, "Here you go, time to wake up and rev up for another day." He poured a splash of coffee on the fin of the rocket and walked back to his seat to smash the sweets he could not taste.
There, It sighed internally, retracting Its vision. The coffee would relax the metal entity. Peace, quiet, a while yet for peaceful Repose...
SQUIRREL!!! DANGER!!! SQUIRREL!!!
MAILMAN! NO?? SQUIRREL!!!!!!
Wait. Did the mortal say, 'Time to rev up for another day'?




♠️BLAKE
Sunday after the second weekend of intentionally letting the Tiki off its leash for Nightclub, Joy and I were tiredly eating breakfast, seated in front of the Tiki. It had become a habit for us that the staff thought was hilarious. But they had also taken to setting the table out for us every morning without our asking.
"Tiki," Joy asked, like this was a meeting, "I still worry about people outside hearing about all this, um, folderol here, and some authorities trying to shut us down. Is there a way to reduce the threat of that?"
"Huh," I said as I heard the reply. "It says that it has always prevented word of what happens with its people from spreading, both in its old world and here. Mortals..." I shook my head. "Geeze, it's even got me calling us all mortals. Guests leave here and talk about how great it was, but any specifics they give are all, um, non-Tiki related." I thought a moment. "That makes sense. I mean, I've kept watching the reviews for keywords like 'wild orgy', and 'people fucking against the Polynesian statuary'."
Joy relaxed a little. "Yeah, I had noticed that too, but I was afraid that it might just be the sites filtering the comments for appropriate language."
I lifted my coffee and clinked mugs with Joy. We sipped and each poured a splash on the Tiki's tongue. The redness of its eyes flickered in polite thanks. I am really pretty sure that the damn thing had not known what thanks were until we started giving it coffee. "Here's to us being a little mini Vegas. What happens here stays here."
"Wow! Do you suppose that there is some giant Tiki in the heart of the strip somewhere?" Joy asked, half-seriously. "Tiki, is there a big one of you in the city of Las Vegas?"
"It does not know what a 'Las Vegas' is. Nor has it ever perceived of another entity beside itself before now."
"Before now?" asked Joy.
We both shrugged. You had to translate the sex log's weird, stilted way of speaking sometimes.
"Anyway, " Joy went on with something important, "reservations are up, even through the upcoming off-season. Enough that I think I can release you the funds to renovate another block of rooms this week without pissing off the bank. And if things hold another couple of weeks once you start, I'll give you approval to do another block after that."
"Hot damn," I said, pumping a fist.
"Tiki," Joy said, turning to our 'business partner', "it is you reaching out your appeal when we poach guests from the Mercury next door, isn't it? We had three more rooms check out of over there and into our place mid-vacation this week," she added to me.
"The log says it sometimes is its doing. Sometimes they just hear and come on their own," I shrugged. "Listen Tiki, stealing the Mercury's guests is a wonderful thing, and feel free to keep that up, but what we really need to make sure that this all continues," I waved around to include the hotel, but also its various adventures, "is to make sure that we have our 'private guest spaces' all filled as much as possible, all the time. Do you understand that? Do you have a way to help with that? Just stealing the Mercury's hottest customers won't fill that bill. We need more guests."
Joy was staring at the wooden carving.
"What?" I asked, leaning in.
"Yes, Tiki. That is amazing!" Joy told the log excitedly. She looked at me. "It says that even when Uncle Edward had it in prison, its call was heard by a few far away. Since it has been freed, it has been ensuring its call has been going out to potential guests far and wide, to ensure we maintain a healthy population of mortal visitors. Tiki, could you call enough to make us full all the time? That would be our most healthy population level."
"Hot shit! It said it'll try!" I said, almost bouncing in my chair.
"Wait, Tiki!" Joy said. "These mor... guests you have been calling, how far away can you do that? Like, was the guy who I... who was here from Wisconsin, had he heard your call all the way there?"
I grinned at Joy and leaned forward. "It says it has no idea what a Wisconsin is. But it then went on that if you meant the mortal that you fucked on the beach at moon height in the middle of last week, then yes, it had drawn him here."
"Tiki!" Joy wailed, slapping the wooden behemoth on the cheek. She tried to hide her face in her hands, but I could see the blush. "You are never going to let me forget that, are you, Blake?" she muttered.
"Now that I know about it? Not for a second!" I crowed.
She bristled defensively. "It's not like you haven't done it!" she accused.
"I have not," I said with a lofty voice that belied my sudden new intention of finding a partner to get sand in our crevices with at the earliest opportunity.
"Well..." Joy spluttered. "Well, we still need to keep our noses to the grindstone! Just a vague feeling of mid-range horniness is not going to keep this place full if our reviews go back to sucking," she said firmly. "We both have work to do."
Nice cover, Sis, I thought, smiling into my coffee.




❤️JOY
I half fled my brother, half danced my way inside to the office. Gail was again at the front desk, serenely doing paperwork. The girl worked six days a week without complaint, taking only Tuesdays off. If we got a sudden increase in occupancy, I would hire another front desk clerk and force her to take Wednesdays off, too.
I might even give myself a day off, for that matter...
"I can't believe you look that fresh after the last two nights," I said.
"Slept like a rock," Gail smiled to herself.
"Are you even coming to the party?" I accused. "I don't think I've really seen you there any of the last two weeks."
"Oh, I come," Gail replied. "The band is awesome, and I always dance." We shared some eye wiggles over what dancing at Nightclub entailed. "But I have managed to head out early each time, I'll admit."
I looked hard at her. Listen, sister, you can shine that innocent, pretty look at me all you want. You did not leave alone!
"And did you head out with the same guy each time?" I asked out loud, absently. "Just wondering if I've got to worry about someone turning you into a housewife."
"It was not the same..." she stopped and glared at me, then slumped slightly. "Okay, yes. I've never left alone. And no. Never the same guy, thank you!"
I just pretended to look at my phone while I stuck out a fist. She bumped it solemnly.
"Oh," she added. "I was going to tell you, before you rolled up all hot and nosey, there have already been two groups that came from the Mercury to check out the Nightclub last night that came back this morning with their luggage for the rest of their stays! Three rooms total. One of them took our last empty suite!"
"Yesss," I said, pumping my fist.
"But, uh, if you see Blake before I do," Gail went on, a trace of irritation appearing in her voice, "tell him I assigned two guests to Room 144, which he told me he was done with. I then had to move them to another room because all his painting supplies were still in the bathroom!"
"What?" I gulped, but I was strangely happy. "Oh, come on with me. We will find him together. I really need something to give him shit about right now."
"Why?" Gail asked, puzzled.
"Never you mind," I said, and strutted back out of the lobby with Gail amusedly in tow.
It was not hard to track Blake down. He was by the Tiki, refilling the fuel in its torches. Blake had originally fobbed this task off on Kurt, but after the second time that the guy had let himself get distracted, making out with first May and then Sandy up against the Tiki, we had both stopped giving employees tasks too near the sex log that took any amount of time.
I rolled up triumphantly on Blake and pointed my finger at him. "You left your painting supplies in 144!" I snapped.
"So? They'll be... Oh, shit!" He gulped and looked at Gail, right behind me. "I released that room already, didn't I?"
"You did, oh, great and glorious Bossman," Gail smiled evilly, coming around me to stand next to the Tiki, looking at it. "And when did they paint your eyes red?" she asked in its direction curiously, thumping the wooden nose between the eyes.
These eyes had always been thus.
Blake and I about jumped out of our skin.
"It answered her?" I asked Blake, having a hard time believing it.
"And she said its eyes are red," Blake added.
"What are you two talking about?" Gail asked, confused. "Who answered what? And I realize you just did this with the eyes, Blake, but it is not like I'm not going to notice it. It is not exactly subtle."
Blake and I were both too bemused to engage with Gail. "Tiki," I said, "How can Gail see your eyes?"
"What?" Blake said to the Tiki after a moment. "Owner?"
"Wait, I heard it that time. Big-ass deep voice?" Gail said, a little confused that half the people out in the courtyard had not turned to listen to it. "It said, 'It is thus with those who own me.'"
I looked at Blake, wide-eyed. He looked back and nodded confirmation, his eyes as wide as mine. "Tiki, why do you think Gail owns you now, too?" he asked.
Because you both told this entity that she was to be treated as an owner. So let it be for her mortal span.
I smacked myself in the face. All I had done was make sure Blake could not magically harass Gail...
"What the fuck is this about my mortal span, and who is that voice?" Gail asked, getting a little frantic. Oh, my poor baby girl. You are about to get so much more frantic.
"You tell her," Blake said to me. "She might believe you."
"Believe what?" Gail asked, sounding in no mood to go around believing crazy shit like what was coming her way.
"The Tiki here is a magical immortal sex godling," I said. "It is why we have such great-looking guests, everybody walks around with their tits out, and the Nightclub Nights have started turning into orgies."
"And I suppose it is the reason people keep checking out of the Mercury and coming here, to be in its sex field?" Gail snorted, her arms crossed skeptically.
"It is," Blake said, matter-of-factly. "It is also why we have such a kicking band. And why we were able to hire Cris and Dana so easily."
"So this chunk of wood can talk, and is the reason for all our success?" Gail snorted.
Yes.
"You are not!" both Blake and I said in unison. We smiled at each other.
"It really is not responsible for everything," Blake said. "But for lots of things we've done, it's made them work unreasonably well. And for a lot of things it's done, we made possible to begin with."
"You two, this is one helluva gag," Gail said. "You are telling me," she said, leaning against the Tiki and patting its side, "That this piece of wood here in our courtyard is an ancient Polynesian sex god? What, it brought me an offering of Ricardo last night so I could take him home and bone him repeatedly? I mean, I'll admit that the dude showed some superhuman stamina, but..." She cut herself off as she saw the grin Blake was sending her way. It kept her from noticing the grin that I was sending her way.
She glared at Blake. "Was this whole routine a trick to get me to admit to that, you fuckers?"
"It was not," Blake said gleefully. "But I will take it as a result. Do tell us more of Ricardo and his Tiki-enhanced stamina..."
"You two are psychos," she grumbled.
"Right now," I said almost wearily, "I think the important thing to do is to convince you that the sex log is the real deal. Blake and I can ride you like a pony later about this Ricardo dude. Is he a local?"
"Ha! I knew you two were full of shit," Gail pounced on my foolish diversion. She patted her hand on the log.
I could tell that she had the immunity of an owner. Any other woman on Earth who had leaned on the Tiki like that for this long would be unconsciously dry-humping it for all her worth by now.
"If you are a supernatural power, Tiki, show me a sign," Gail challenged.
The sky was blue, bright, and sunny, but a lightning bolt clapped overhead.
People in the pool jumped, but nobody hopped out. If any further proof beyond lighting in a clear blue sky were needed that the Tiki was a miracle worker, the general lack of concern and curiosity from everybody else was it.
Gail did not even flinch. She froze. And her head slowly turned from us to the Tiki.
"Holy fuck..." she whispered.
"But wait," she went on, recovering quickly like the champ she is. "Why can't I ever hear it answer my questions? Because I can hear it answer yours clearly."
"That's the way it works," Blake sighed in frustration. "Whichever person asks it a question can't hear the answer. And it only answers mortals who Own it. The hunk of wood here never knew that ownership was a thing until Great Great Uncle Edward stole it from whatever jungle it was rotting in. And since it has only just this year had more than one owner, it has never talked to anyone before in its whole existence."
"Aww, that's sad, Tiki," Gail said to the magnificent hassle she leaned on. "But what a fucked up set of rules for communication! It's like the sort of contrived shit some bad author came up with for comedic effect, and is now stuck with three chapters later."




♠️BLAKE
Having a third person who could talk to the Tiki turned out to be handy in all sorts of ways. Let's be honest, Joy and I were family. And we and the hotel were in some kind of weird relationship, with each of us married to the damned place somehow. And the sex log was like our family's rich, weird Uncle Fester. If Joy and I were going to accidentally issue ourselves yet another family member, we could have done a shit-ton worse than Gail. She was just as committed to the hotel as we were and had been for longer. After all, she had almost single-handedly kept the place from falling apart for a while before Joy and I had even heard of the Astro Beach Hotel.
Meanwhile, Joy had been right. No matter how well things got going, there was still a lot of work to be done, now and going forward. And things were getting going well. The Tiki had clearly been holding back in drawing in guests. Suddenly, there were whole weeks here and there in the upcoming off-season where we looked to be at maybe 80% capacity, which was unbelievable. Joy and I had checked with the Chamber of Commerce when we first inherited, for planning purposes. The average off-season occupancy in all Astro Beach hotels averaged 52%. There were still empty weeks looming, but we had been bracing ourselves for those. However, there were days in the next high season, half a year away, where we were almost fully booked already!
But no matter how well our fortunes were progressing, I still had to do things like carry a bucket of soapy water out to the entrance circle every day. Guests had taken to pouring coffee on the rocketship as some kind of goodbye ritual, no matter how much we did not encourage it. So now, every afternoon, once checkout was done, I had to go scrub the fins of the thing, and the concrete underneath it, or I'd get stains.
I still suspected that the sex log was responsible, but when I had asked it straight out, it had replied in uncharacteristically terse vocabulary, even for it, that it had absolutely nothing to do with guests giving coffee to the 'steel thing', but could it have another cup itself, please.
Gail, of course, indulged the Tiki. She was spoiling the thing rotten, bringing it cappuccinos from the lobby machine every day. It'd piss her off eventually, and she'd start making it work for its cup of Joe, but for the moment, it smugly treated her as its favorite.
Evan wandered over as he always does to watch me clean the rocket. Evan may have an enormous dick, but he does not have an enormous brain. Smart employees do not stand around, watching every day while their boss scrubs concrete...
Bosses will bend their thoughts, while scrubbing the concrete, toward unpleasant tasks to assign the layabout later...
"Beats me why they gotta pour coffee on it," Evan answered my whiny little bitch complaint about doing this daily. "But I hope they keep it up."
"Oh, you do, do you?" I asked dangerously.
"Yeah. I don't care about the coffee, really. It is the rest of the ritual that I'd hate to lose."
"The ritual?" I asked. Mornings were my busy time, and I seldom saw guests leaving.
"Damn near every woman who checks out of here thinks she needs to get pictures of herself climbed up on this thing and dry-humping it like some giant metal dildo. Best part of my day," Evan mused.
"All of them?"
"Darned near," he shrugged.
Suddenly, he stiffened. "Not sure why, but something tells me I should go check the north lot," he said, slightly puzzled, and ambled off that way at top speed.
I finished the concrete and made to hasten after him. Last time Evan had had a premonition like that, the Mercury had sent kitchen staff to dump garbage around our guests' cars.
But before I could take three steps, I saw him back up toward me again, hands practically in the air in the face of a rampaging Zelda. She ignored his big frame and made a beeline for me.
"I've got a bone to pick with you," she shouted. Evan fled toward his little valet podium. Watching him try to take cover behind it was adorable. But the sight did not make up for a face full of angry Zelda.
"Fine. I'll listen," I snapped. "But I won't have you yell at me out here where guests are going to see it!"
"Screw you," Zelda snapped right back. "I'll say what I want, where I want."
"Zelda," I said, channeling my best imitation of the Tiki at its most implacable. "we can go somewhere appropriate and I will listen to your bullshit, or I will ask you to leave, and when you don't, I will allow Evan over there to pick you up in his big, strong arms and carry you back to the property line like the trespasser you are."


Evan looked like he wanted absolutely nothing to do with that possibility. Crazily, Zelda looked like she was seriously considering the prospect for a moment. "Where, then?" she asked. "The office?"
I flinched. "My sister is in there," I said cautiously. Zelda wisely came at least three degrees off her boil.
"Ordinarily, I'd say we wander off into the south end of the parking lot, but the sun is bright today, and I am wearing this fucking jumpsuit," I mused, waving at the offending and offensive garment. Zelda was wearing a dark wool suit, and it would probably be even worse in the sun, but her discomfort was not something I gave a shit about. My discomfort? That, I gave a shit about.
"You don't have an office of your own?" she taunted. "Some owner you are, wearing a janitor's uniform and with no place to conduct business."
"You are the one who came for an audience with me," I said heavily.
"I do not want a goddamned Audience with you, you dickweed. I want to give you a piece of my mind!" she snapped.
"Fine," I sighed. "I can think of two places where it will be private enough for piece of mind giving, but will be cool enough that I won't..." I paused, then finished up with, "sweat through this thing." What I had wanted to finish with was: cool enough that I won't choke the living shit out of you after the first 30 seconds.
"We have a creepy old storage shed where you won't want to be closed in with me," I said, "or we can just go to my suite, which you also won't want to be in with me, but at least it has comfy chairs."
"Your suite," she decided. "But I can kill a man with these heels," she added in warning.
I led her away, despite believing her about the weapons she was walking on. I hoped I would not regret going somewhere with no witnesses...
I led her into my place and immediately grabbed a beer out of my fridge, cracked it open, and cooled my throat. "So, what tirade do you have for me, then?" I asked, ready for it.
"Really?" she said, looking at me askance. "You think you are in the hospitality business and you don't offer a guest a drink?"
"You are not a guest, you're an invader..." I mused, looking her up and down. Then I turned, took out a stemmed glass, and poured a single serving bottle of Cabernet Sauvignon from the cabinet into it. I handed it to her insolently.
She looked taken aback. "How did you know I prefer Cabs?" she asked suspiciously.
"I didn't," I said. "You just look like the kind of woman who likes sour, chalky wine." I stepped back and loudly slurped my beer.
Zelda took a reluctant sip. "Wait, this is what you put in your guest minibars?" she asked incredulously.
"No, it is what I put in my bar," I lied. It was, in fact, what I had ordered for all the rooms on the last order, because a young woman with excellent tastes in, well... me, had recommended it, and I felt like I should take her advice. Looking at Zelda's expression, her advice had been almost too good.
"Well, thank you," she said flatly. "See? Saying thank you is the sort of thing polite neighbors, good neighbors do. You would not know that because you are not a polite neighbor."
"I'm not?"
"Polite neighbors do not encourage their neighbors' guests to parade around topless on their neighbor's beach. This makes a lot of our moms unhappy. It kind of makes a lot of our dads happy, but then the dads become double unhappy when the unhappy moms discover that the dads were kind of happy!"
"And then, did you know that my disco was half fucking empty last Saturday?" she went on. "I don't know what kind of promotion you are running over here to lure away so many of our patrons, but it is bullshit, and you know whatever it is is going to be financially unsustainable for you. And most of all, good neighbors don't engage in predatory practices. You have to be bigger and richer than the other guy to engage in predatory pricing, Kid!"
I refused to answer that and snapped back. "Look, Zelda. The last time we 'good neighbors' chatted, it was because you were badgering your employees to park in my best parking lot!"
"The last time we 'chatted' was because you were putting permanent bumper stickers for your hotel on my employee's bumpers! Do you know that I lost my best line cook over that fiasco?" she spat, like that last item was my fault.
I did not push back because it actually was my fault. Enrique was now Dana's right hand during breakfast, but Zelda did not know that. And she did not need to know that because I did not need any new spiked heel-sized orifices in my body.
"Let us not even discuss the garbage your employees were spreading around my parking lot and section of the beach," I snapped, changing the subject from Enrique.
Zelda humphed and sat back on the couch, taking a large enough sip of wine to qualify as a slug.
"The trash thing was all on Yates," she grumped traitorously. "I told him it was a disgusting idea, and he could do it without me."
"I'll bet the review bombing was all him, too," I surmised, stealing my sister's idea.
"Yeah," she sighed. "He got me to write a few, but mostly it was all him, sitting in the coffee shop and cackling like an old lady. He got bored with it when your guests just drowned him out. How deep in the hole are you with coupons to encourage that many reviews?"
I just smiled. Then I glared at her. "Isabel."
She actually flinched at that one.
"Yeah. I did that. It was even my idea." She stiffened her spine. "But I do not regret that one. In retrospect, it was just good business."
"What?!?"
"You know damn good and well that she is awesome, right?" Zelda said, some of her usual smugness peeking through. "She really needed more money for her kids' school. We needed to improve our housekeeping department, so I guess it worked out great for everybody!" She crossed her arms defiantly. I was not included in everybody...
"And bribing her heavily enough to get her to leave here without notice?" I growled.
She flinched again. "That was Yates's brainstorm."
"He didn't use to be this bad," Zelda went on, almost reflexively defending her boss and maybe not liking doing so. "He's been a bit of a prude since I've known him, but your shit is driving him up the wall in that regard. But mostly, he is just used to getting his way, and until you give up, sell to him, and he can have your parking, it's pissing him off."
"Our parking?" I gasped, incredulous. "He doesn't want the hotel?"
Zelda looked at me almost compassionately. "This run-down dump? Please. You've done okay with this apartment here, but come on. Regardless, he just wants the parking for now, and if he can ever scrounge up the money, he'll bulldoze your north wing and put up something nice in its place."
"I've renovated a full third of our rooms like I have this apartment," I said hotly, defending my 'spouse'. "And it'll be fully half of them in a couple of months." I did not add that if we had the off-season it looked like we would, my only problem with doing the second half would be finding time when there were no guests occupying the older units when I needed to renovate them.
"Seriously?" she asked, sitting upright. Shockingly, she did not accuse me of bullshitting her. "Well, maybe you really are making enough money with your new bar. Hard to believe, but that has to be the only way... unless you two have been wasting some other inheritance, pouring it down this rathole?"
I shook my head. "Hard work and dedication," I said, saying most of the truth. "Come over on Friday and see our Nightclub. Wear your prettiest party dress. I'll buy you a drink to drown your sorrows about how much of a cash machine it is," I taunted.
"I just might," she hissed, draining her glass. "If you really have something good, we'll just copy it."
"Good luck with that," I smiled--and showed her out.
Fuck.
I am stupid sometimes.
I did not need a freaked-out Zelda at my Nightclub. I'd better check with the Tiki to make sure it could keep her from running off to the authorities.
Which authorities could Zelda run off to? I wondered. I was sure there were some Fun Police somewhere who could shut us down...




♠️BLAKE
Instead, I just decided to tell the Tiki to make sure that no one got us into trouble with the Fun, or any other kind of Police. I would not ask, because I'd need to have Gail or Joy there to hear the answer, and that would mean I would have to explain what Zelda had been doing in my suite.
I wandered into the lobby after issuing my instructions and saw Gail. All views of Gail are a bonus to any day, but this one was extra bonus, because she was not behind the counter but out restocking the brochures for our shuttle arrangement with the casino boat.
Gail was very good at not showing off anything unauthorized when she bent over in that suit, but that did not mean she did not look choice in that position anyway.
"Hey, Gail," I said idly, slowing to look.
She smoothly stood up, and turned to me, the brochures still in her hands.
"No, please," I said earnestly. "Do bend back down and finish your job. I don't want to inconvenience you."
She smirked at me.
"Please," I said in a mocking beg.
"Dream on, Lover Boy," she said in her usual reply to my bullshit. But she bent back over and put out the brochures!
"You are a pest," she said.
"Moi?" I asked, scandalized by her effrontery.
"Yo, Blake," said Bob, our new assistant housekeeper, as he headed out for home for the day. "Who was the total MILF I saw coming out of your suite when I finished up today?"
"Nobody, Bob," I said sternly.
"No body? That chick was all body," he laughed. Then, showing no sense of employment self-preservation, he turned to Gail. "Shoulda seen this babe. Tall, jet-black hair up in an HR lady bun, glasses, suit, the works. Well done, Boss," he added and ambled his dumb ass off home.
I made plans in my head to fire his ass, but dropped them immediately because, well, the fucker could clean a room, and do it fast.
I turned back to Gail, to find a grin I did not like.
"That description sounded like Zelda! What was she doing coming out of your room?" she pounced.
I sighed. "Yes, it was Zelda. Don't tell Joy, though, please? She'll ride me until the day we both die."
"On what planet do you think I don't want to give you shit right alongside her?" Gail crooned. "Come on. What happened? Using a little Tiki-enhanced lovin' to get in on the inside at the Mercury?"
"Fuck no!" I said angrily. "I'd never use the Tiki for that. I mean, I'm sure it could be fun to do it, but I would not."
"So you just fucked her for fun?"
"She is a colossal bitch," I snapped. Fuck this, Gail! Who do you think I am? "I would not do that woman on a dare!"
"I see. I'm sorry," Gail said so contritely that I let my guard down. Like an idiot. "What you are saying is that if she were not the enemy, you'd do her in a second, right?"
I stared angrily at Gail.
"The only woman I'd do faster would be you," I growled.
"Ha!"
I just grinned at her and turned to go.
"Seriously, what did she want?"
"Not my body, before you roll back into the gutter, woman," I said. Then I sighed again. "I do have to be careful, though, or I'll get sympathetic for her."
"Zelda?!?"
"Yeah, I know. That is why I have to be careful. She is genuinely a hardass, but can you imagine having that fucking Yates for a boss for however many years she has? It has driven her to delusion."
"How?"
"She still thinks that this is the same run-down place it was when we inherited. She still thinks that they just have to wait us out until we go out of business."
"Fat chance!" Gail laughed contemptuously. "Not any more! You guys have done too good of a job, even without that hunk of wood out back."
"Thank you, Miss Integral Part of that Good Job," I said, bowing.
"I'd say thank you, but you are just trying a new path to butter me up and get in my pants," Gail scoffed.
"One," I said, holding up a finger, "I have never once seen you wear pants. Thank you for that. And Two, if I really wanted you, Gail, I'd have had you by now!" And I turned and ambled out as casually as humanly possible.
I heard her spluttering all the way out of the lobby.
Then, as soon as I was out of sight, I stopped to prance around, pumping my fist in triumph like a crazy man. Got her good that time!




❤️JOY
"You what?!?" I screamed at Blake.
He flinched for a moment. He always has, ever since we were little, when that tone of voice had signaled a beating coming in hot. Even after he got too big for the beatings, he still always flinched a little.
He recovered quickly, though, and kind of just rolled his eyes. I jumped his shit further before he could start assembling the parts of an excuse. "Zelda?" I growled. "Fucking Zelda? Yates's hatchet woman?"
"I'm glad that I don't have to explain who Zelda is," Blake said, showing more spine, earlier than I liked. He had been much more pliable when he was younger. I would also have said that he was much stupider back then, but present events told me that I had been mistaken about any supposed mental advances since his paste-eating days. Zelda?
"You invited her to our Nightclub tonight?" I growled.
"It was a mistake, all right?" Blake snapped back. At least he had the brainpower to recognize that. "I was, well, taunting her a little, and it just slipped out. I never in a million fucking years thought that she'd accept, much less email me in advance that she was coming!"
"Why were you taunting her? Why were you even talking to her?" I asked with a sigh. He did not like the sigh any more than he'd liked the yelling. He knew that sigh.
"I was not talking to her; she was yelling at me! I was just trying to contain things," he said firmly.
"Yelling at you? When? I don't remember a ruckus."
"I got her out of the parking lot where she started the yelling," Blake said.
"I don't remember hearing that you brought her into the office..."
"You were in the office," he said. "I could not bring her in there. When you went after her, I was afraid that she might tear out some of your hair before you finished tearing out all of hers."
Fuck him. This was not the time for him to sound reasonable and intelligent.
"So I took her to my suite. It is out of the way," he added.
Well, thank god. So much for his being reasonable and intelligent...
All right. I had to bust his chops a little bit. I deserved that amidst this whole disaster. "Your suite? Anything you want to tell me, Little Brother?"
"About what?" he asked suspiciously.
"You have not taken a woman to your suite that you haven't fucked once you got her there," I snorted. "Was the sex worth it?"
"I did not fuck... And that is not true anyway," he said, his voice trailing off introspectively. "Well, it is not true anymore, because I did not fuck Zelda! I just took her there to keep her quiet!"
"With your cock in her mouth?" I accused.
"Ew! I assure you, she was in no mood to suck my dick, and I am never in the mood to have it bitten off," Blake almost shouted. Then he sagged. "Look, Sis, I'm sorry."
"Sorry for lying about not getting your dick sucked? Or for not telling me that you fucking invited that wench to our party?" I ground out between clenched teeth.
"Sorry about the second one," he snapped. "But I'm more sorry that, because I did not want to have this conversation, I did not tell you what she said, because there was shit there we might be able to use," he finished, his tone suddenly genuinely sorry.
Damn.
One of the reasons that we had been able to live together as adults in our late parents' home was that we both forgave each other when we apologized. And I was even more ready to accept his apology once he told me what Zelda had said.
"We've got to talk to the Tiki," I said.




♠️BLAKE
Well, at least now Gail was in trouble along with me for not telling Joy about Zelda's invasion...
The three of us were having a meeting. Well, the four of us. We were with the Tiki. The sex log was part of Team Astro Beach, after all.
"Good, so Tiki is going to horn up the guests on Mercury's section of beach, too. That will piss off Yates in every possible way, and drive his ratings down further," Joy said.
"Right," Gail added. "How about we also ask Tiki to... Tiki, do you have a name? What is it?"
Kula-Ahu
"Kula-Ahu?" I said, surprised. And also so Gail could hear the answer to her question.
"Why didn't you tell us your name earlier?" Joy joined in.
Because you did not ask.
"Is the Tiki always like this?" Gail asked in exasperation, jerking her thumb at the Tiki.
"Yes," Joy and I said in unison.
"Would you like us to have everyone call you Kula-Ahu?" Gail asked the Tiki, more solicitously than the infuriating thing deserved.
Names are unimportant. My name is unimportant. Your names are unimportant.
Joy threw up her hands.
"Do you even know our names, Kula-Ahu?" I asked.
No.
We all three sighed.
To be clear, you wish to extend my demesne to the tribe adjacent? This will require at least one more festival each cycle to feed my power.
"No!" all three of us answered simultaneously.
"Wait," I said. "We all three heard that?" The girls' eyes were as wide as mine.
"Maybe because it was the one asking the question?" Joy suggested. "But why now?"
"Tiki, why have none of us heard you ask a question before?" Gail asked curiously.
I have never asked a question before.
"Ever?" Joy asked, shocked. "In all your years of existence, you've never asked a question before?"
No.
"Never wanted to?" Gail asked.
No.
"This fucking thing," I growled. "Look, Tiki. Do not extend your demesne to the Mercury. We do not want to help them. They are our rivals. But the owner there does not like your power. We wish to annoy him with it, not let him benefit from it."
They are a threat to you? Should they be destroyed?
"No!" All three of us said. "Do not harm them," I added.
So their most beautiful and amorous guests should not be summoned to join you instead?
For something that had never known what asking a question was, it was mighty curious all of a sudden.
"Now hold on there!" Joy objected.
"Yeah, keep having all their cute guys check out and come over here," Gail added firmly.
"And the babes," I put in hastily.
Both of them looked at me sarcastically. I was having none of that.
"Look, you two. You just told the Tiki to keep summoning hot dick for you! I'm not supposed to think that was a good idea?"
Both women dissolved into laughter. I thought it was a good joke, but I had not expected them to laugh that hard. "What?"
"The Tiki answered that question," Joy snorted.
"It said, 'Of course it was a good idea, it was mine'!" Gail giggled.
I thunked the log. "If you had a sense of humor, I'd congratulate you on the joke," I told it. "But yes, keep poaching all their hot guests, and leave the mediocre ones running around topless on their beach to piss off Yates."
"I can't believe we have reached the point where I am endorsing that directive," Joy said, shaking her head.
"Oh, please," Gail teased her. "We have gotten some real specimens transferring from the Mercury, and you know it."
"You know more than me. It is usually you welcoming them to our place," Joy teased back. "Do you 'forget' to mention their arrival to me sometimes when they are a little too choice?" The two of them had forgotten me in all this.
"Winner, Winner, Chicken Dinner," Gail said smugly, licking her goddamned fingertips.


"Okay, you two! That is too much," I interjected. The fingertip licking was too much in several ways...
Gail just looked teasingly at me, and quite deliberately licked her fingers one more time. Joy flushed, because my horny sister hates it when she can't pretend that I don't know she's horny.
"Look, I think we've done enough damage to our brains for one day," Joy said briskly. "Nightclub tonight. Gail, try not to drag the first interesting hunk home with you this time. Stick around and get a better feel for the fun!" she instructed wickedly. "And you, Little Bro, you have a job tonight. Look out for Zelda, and stay on her as long as she is here."
Gail snorted at that.
"Fuck you," Joy and I told her simultaneously.




The owners finally left It in peace to summon its energies to feed at the imminent Festival to Its Greatness. But the festival had barely begun when the metal entity began shrieking distractingly.
HARK! WARNING! DANGER! ENEMY! WENCH!
Wench was a new word for the rocket to utter... Might this be a sign that the metal entity, with all the sexual energy being expended within its range, might yet emerge into a greater intelligence? Or at least a quieter one?
It was suddenly horrified. What if the metal one emerged into something louder?




♠️BLAKE
Nightclub had barely begun, but already I was having a hard time keeping my hands off of the pink-haired girl I was dancing with. In part, this was because, garish dye-job aside, she was a seriously hot girl, and, in part, because she kept grabbing my wrists and pulling my hands to various appealing portions of her anatomy.
I began to consider advancing the plot with her, hoping to do a bit more before Zelda showed...
I stiffened. Shit. I had better head for the lobby.
Then my phone thumped. I pulled it out and looked at it.
ZELDA: I am almost there. Get ready to buy me that drink.
I excused myself with extreme reluctance and bolted for the lobby. It did not help my pride that I looked back once and saw Pink Hair already moving in on another guy.
Wait. How did I know to head for the lobby before I got the text?
I dashed into the lobby and saw Zelda entering the front door.
Um.
Yes: Bitch. Yes: Works for the enemy. Yadda Yadda Yadda. Still, holy shit.
For once, Zelda did not wear a suit. Instead, she rocked a classic Little Black Dress the way a Little Black Dress should be rocked. The hem was still not as short as the skirt of the Astro Beach uniform that Joy was still insisting on wearing right this minute. But it was close. Zelda's dress was sleeveless, revealing some smooth, strong shoulders, flecked with a few large freckles that might be emerging age spots, but which looked sexy as hell anyway. And the neckline was absolutely on-brand for a night at the Astro Beach Hotel Nightclub, though I doubted she realized it yet.
I had planned to be as politely snotty as possible to her, hoping to get her to make her appearance and beat it quickly, but upon seeing her, I decided to call an audible. There was more than one way to make a person feel uncomfortable, and this one felt like it would be more fun.
"Zelda!" I said, with a big, broad smile. I literally bent a knee toward her as we met, lifted her hand, and kissed the back of it lightly. "It is so good of you to join us to see how it is done."
She staggered a step at the kiss on her hand, but she retrieved it like I'd rubbed a dead octopus on it. Well played.
"Talk to me when you've run a club for years and can draw in half the town four nights a week, Mr. Worthy. Then you can tell me how it's done."
Mr. Worthy? Well, la di da, I bristled.
Then I saw her smile at my reaction and had to award her another point. She was going to be more of a challenge to throw off balance than I had thought. I might actually have some fun with this before she fled into the night, and I could go back to having real fun with women like Pink Hair. Hopefully, with Pink Hair herself.
I relaxed and extended an elbow formally. Just as formally, and more skillfully, dammit, Zelda took my arm as I led her back toward the courtyard.
"Holy shit," Zelda breathed, as a guy and a girl dashed past us, both shirtless and holding hands, toward one or the other of their rooms. "You let guests run around like that on property?"
"What are you going to do?" I shrugged. "We are a 21 and up resort, so..."
"Holy shit!" Zelda yelped again. I would love it if that was the totality of her vocabulary as long as she was here...
We had arrived at the thatched hut, and it was pretty crowded. And since it was Friday, and thus the first experience of Nightclub for most guests, the shirt and bra table was full to overflowing. We looked around, and I noted that Zelda's were the only tits in my line of sight that were not out on display.
Well, with that neckline, a fair amount of them was on display... But a man does get spoiled by nipples...
"Holy shiiit," she breathed.
"Let me buy you a drink," I said, as if nothing unusual was going on, and led Zelda into the crowd. When we emerged from the dancing crowd and approached the bar, Zelda was flushed. I assumed she had had a few hands make offers. The near smile on her face told me, to my surprise, that she may have invited a few of the offers to revise and extend.
I had had a few nice initial offers as well, but I had a job to do, so I had politely slipped away from them all without encouragement.
I led Zelda up to the bar, right in front of our topless Cris.
"Holy shit," Zelda breathed as she saw how both Cris and Felicity were, um, not dressed. Then May bobbled by, those tits stretched distractingly as she expertly held her full tray of drinks aloft over her head.
This was going great. Two-word Zelda was not a pain in the ass to talk to at all!
"Cris!" I called, gesturing toward Zelda. "This is the enemy. Please give her something delicious, but do not poison her. At least not yet."
Cris gave Zelda at least as approving a visual evaluation as I had. "We should all have such enemies," she said drily, and began to whip up one of her best creations. She wanted to show off. Good. I wanted Zelda intimidated by everything, not just the atmosphere she was already marinating in.
Cris handed the cocktail to Zelda, leaning far too far forward than was necessary. Christ. If Cris thought Zelda was that hot, I'd have to keep Dana away from our nemesis even more urgently than Joy. "You have a table?" Cris asked me.
"Nah. I thought we'd just wander around and experience it all," I said idly.
"Enjoy," Cris said to Zelda in a voice that implied that if Zelda did not enjoy herself, it would be her own damned fault.
I was of two minds about whether I personally wanted Zelda to enjoy herself. I wanted her scared of this operation, terrified. But if she did enjoy herself, we might avoid a lot of trouble...
Regardless, she was here now, and what would be, would be. At least she was under my watchful eye, instead of sneaking in when I did not know about it.
And there was no way she'd last long, anyway.
Zelda killed her drink far faster than was good for her, which suited me just fine. The sooner she got wobbly on those crazy heels she had on, the sooner she'd flee.
"Dance?" I asked her as she dropped her empty on the tray of a passing Charlie. Her head was torqued a bit involuntarily to follow him away. Dude has never worn a shirt since he started working for us, but he had apparently now decided that Nightclub required him to wear nothing but a red banana-hammock swimsuit that exposed almost all of his powerful ass.
I am pretty sure I heard Zelda whimper as she saw two different female hands brushing those bare glutes as he passed. He paused happily for one such touch before he disappeared into the press.
"Are you sure you want to dance with 'The Enemy'?" she challenged me, snapping out of her PowerGlute-induced haze. Yeah, she was better when all she could say was holy shit...
"I suppose I can dance with you if you like," I shrugged. "But out on the floor here, people just mostly dance with whoever is in front of them," I went on, leading her nearer to the stage, and right into the heart of the sex mosh pit that always formed there. A tall blonde in a string bikini bottom was embracing a guy almost a foot shorter than herself. They were less dancing than groping each other, which seemed awesome for the guy since his face was at just the right level to rest his face between her tits. "If they dance at all," I added absently.
Zelda glared at me.
But I had to give her full marks for hanging in there.
I suddenly realized that she was not right on my heels, and I turned to see where she was trying to sneak off to. But some dude must have touched her, and she had decided to dance with him! The guy was nearly half her age, but he looked like he was a dog who found a steak. She was mostly amused, I could see instantly. Let's see how amused she stayed if she continued to encourage the kid...
A hand that I welcomed at my hip swiftly moved to my crotch, long enough to draw me into dancing with a light brown haired woman, not quite as old as Zelda. Nice tits, but they were not her feature attraction. She knew it, too, and we danced mostly with her facing away from me, rubbing her best attraction on the front of my shorts. I endorsed her methodology.
But I had a job to do, and turned away to look for how lost Zelda was.
She was... not lost. She was right there, but she had lost the puppy. Now she was dancing slowly in the arms of a tall guy, her own age or older, with salt and pepper hair. She was leaning into his bare, lightly hairy chest as his hands made a rumpled mess of the fabric covering her ass.
She had a dreamy look on her face, but she must have been keeping an eye out for me, because as soon as I turned her way, she whispered something in his ear that made him smile. She accepted a kiss on her cheek before she slipped from his wistful grasp.
"She wasn't a little old for you?" she asked me sarcastically, nodding at my most recent dance partner, who was already exploring the vibe with the next guy.
"Some women are ageless," I said airily, and gave Zelda another thorough eyeing over, more openly than was probably good for me.
"Bullshitter," she snorted.
I simply raised an eyebrow at her and, fuck it, just outright buried my gaze in her cleavage.
Unfortunately, before I could make her any more uncomfortable, I spied Joy nearby, glaring at Zelda in a way that made me uncomfortable.
"Well, alas," I said with vast sadness, "I am actually working. I see a situation I need to attend to. Do you think you will be okay out here dancing until I get back? I promise I won't be long."
Zelda looked around her at the buffet of bare pectorals of varying sizes, but, I'm told, universal appeal. "I'll manage," she said drily. I slid away, trying to not look like I was in a hurry.
"Joy!" I hissed as I approached my sister. I knew she was unfortunately focused on Zelda because she was ignoring a dude that Kula-Ahu must have brewed up in a vat specifically to appeal to her, dancing just four feet away. "Do not approach Zelda!"
"That bitch," my sister muttered.
"Look, that bitch is my responsibility," I said quickly. "We agreed on this. I do not want to have to carry you and your flailing feet out of here!"
She looked at me mulishly.
"Seriously..." I pled, thinking furiously. I caught a flash of red banana-hammock in the corner of my eye. "Look, it is about time for Charlie's break," I said quickly. "Go grab him and drag him off somewhere. I doubt you've done that yet."
She mentally tripped over that image for a second, then snapped at me. "I do not just drag employees off for a sex break out of nowhere, Blake, any more than you do."
"Okay, fine," I acceded. "Stupid idea. How about you grab any one of the numerous acceptable candidates around us, drag him off somewhere where you can't see Zelda and make out or whatever until you calm down again?"
She actually looked around her. "Which one?"
Really? She's asking me? "How about him?" I suggested, pointing at Vat Boy.
"He'll do," my sister grumbled, trying to sound grudging instead of pleased, and she slid over to the guy.
My older sibling can operate fast when she wants to, and I was still watching when the guy started leading her out of the thatched hut! I started to mentally wish him luck, but, ew, this was my sister. Instead, I settled for hoping he'd keep her distracted enough to keep her out of my, and more importantly, Zelda's hair for at least a while.
Shit! My nemesis had slipped out of my sight. I moved quickly through the crowd, or... at least as quickly as I could. A fair number of girls I passed tried to slow me down.
All right, one did stop me cold. I could not resist, okay? I let myself luxuriate in a soft swaying dance with her, layered with my hands full of breasts and a warm crotch pressing against my own.
Dammit...
Duty called, and I am quite responsible when it comes to the hotel. I broke contact with an apologetic smile and locked her face into my mind, hoping that she would still be around later, and still available, because... damn!
But Zelda had not tried to escape, but had instead drifted closer to the band. I finally found her, dancing with yet another guy, rubbing her crotch not so deniably on his flexing thigh.
Okay, it was a hot sight, so I paused to watch. But she must have again been keeping watch for me, because she disengaged swiftly from the poor bastard and swayed over to me, never stopping dancing. She actually had some stellar dance moves, even when she wasn't applying them directly to any particular guy's body.
"This band is amazing," she grumbled at me. "They are obviously your secret sauce."
I arched an eyebrow and looked around us at the universally half-naked bodies. My Hawaiian shirt was hanging off me so that one shoulder was bare by this point, but still, Zelda and I were the only people in our vision who had anything on up top. Including the band.
Including my band.
"Zelda," I said, with a little actual menace in my voice. "If you try to hire away my band like you did my Head Housekeeper, I will..."
"Stand down, little boy," Zelda said quellingly. "Yates would not be able to stand these girls, even if they put shirts on. Prude remember? Besides, from the way all four look at you whenever they see you, I'd have to back up a Brinks truck to even make a bid."
"Joy thinks Yates is impotent," I could not help but blurt out.
That took her aback for a moment. "Might be," she shrugged. I'm not sure, but I think she added under her breath, "It'd serve him right."
So Zelda might be loyal to Yates, but she really did not like him, huh? More useful intel to wave around the next time Joy got pissy about tonight's goat rodeo.
"I don't get it," Zelda said, now fully dancing with me, though not touching me. This was something I had not experienced in a while. She was still fun to look at, though. "Joy is still wearing her fucking suit," the woman went on, revealing that she had seen Joy, too. "And you are wearing, well, almost wearing, that shirt," she added.
"We are working," I shrugged.
"I saw you with your tongue down that rando's throat a minute ago," she challenged. "Is that what you call being on the clock?" she went on in a vastly sarcastic tone.
"Things are more relaxed on Nightclub Nights," I said, sanguinely.
"Meanwhile, every other person in the courtyard," Zelda went on, waving her arm outside the hut to the pool area, "is topless!"
"You aren't," I snarked.
She glared at me. Like, if looks could kill, I'd be in a casket. Fuck yeah. I'd pissed her off now! Show me your best huff, and go off in it, Zelda, so I can finally relax and enjoy my evening.
Instead, she grimaced and grabbed the waist of her dress. With a practiced ease, the woman tugged upward and pulled the garment off over her head!
Okay. I can be forgiven for not reacting in some cool fashion. I had sort of known, from her neckline, that she was braless, okay? It just hadn't really registered as important before now.
And while it had fully registered from the day I had met Zelda that she was unreasonably hot and trim for a woman of her age, it had not registered just how unreasonably hot and trim she was.
It did not hurt that she was not wearing a bikini bottom like most women around me.
The lady wore shiny black panties that were 30% straps and buckles, 65% bare skin, and 5% some tiny little patch of fabric down where it was hard to see, though I, and a bunch of other guys around me, were trying our hardest. Sure, there were some thigh-high stockings, too, but aside from the shoes, that was it. Except for the little ruby stud piercing in her navel...
My eyes ripped swiftly away from the bondage-wear panties as swiftly as I could make them, but it was not as swiftly as I should have.
I had not even unfrozen before the most ballsy of her other onlookers slid up to her, dancing all the while, and gently, tentatively laid a hand on her bare tummy. It showed the slightest crinkling with age, but it was still deliciously flat, and her waist narrow. Then it showed nothing because she turned immediately into his embrace and rocked her hips against his groin.
Sigh. There were fewer straps across her backside, but still... damn.
But she snapped out of her embrace of this random, extremely handsome guy and slid back in front of me. "I'd hate to mess up your club's vibe," she said, holding her dress out to her side.
"We've, um, got a table for clothes," I said, regaining my composure less rapidly than I would have liked.
"Lead on," she said, and I guided her that way.
Look, I should have handled that better. Sure, Zelda was extremely, unfairly hot, but there were plenty of women around her who fit that description. Many were even hotter than her.
A few were hotter than her...
A couple...
I had seen incredible bodies suddenly revealed before, dammit!
But none of them had been as much of a pain in the ass before they suddenly stripped down for me.
Had Zelda stripped down for me?
If so, that would require some real contemplation...
As we moved toward the table, I saw Evan break free of ten eager hands of five nubile women to resume his appointed rounds, but even having just escaped that, he could not help but eye Zelda over. As he passed her, he finally recognized her, and he shot me a wide-eyed stare.
I shrugged helplessly and hurried us to the clothes table.
Zelda looked like she was thinking better of it before she took a deep breath and folded her LBD neatly atop the pile.
She looked back at the teeming masses around the band, and her face wore a hungry but timid expression.
"Need a break from that?" I asked, more compassionately than I expected.
"You have things intense in there..." Zelda said, hovering at the edge of the thatched roof.
"We could jump in the pool," I suggested cruelly.
"Ha! Not in this. It is expensive," Zelda scoffed, waving at her panties, or whatever you should call that garment.
I could believe this.
"You could take it off," I teased.
"Sure!" she snorted dismissively.
"True, it is not technically allowed," I mused. "Technically," I repeated smoothly as we both saw some guy's bare, white ass flash in the torchlight before he cannonballed into the pool.
She looked at me. "I was thinking of going down to the beach," she said after a moment. "We can agree on how to adjust your signage so I don't have to put up with the topless problem!"
"Sure," I said agreeably. I was in no way going to adjust our signage to help Zelda with Yates's prudery. But I might get some ideas out of Zelda on how Tiki could make the situation worse...


The sand in the courtyard was regularly packed down, and Zelda was able to walk on it fairly easily, but once we entered the path through the jungle toward the beach, her heels started sinking in uncontrollably.
"Dammit," Zelda grumbled, and balanced on one foot as she lifted the other to slip off her spiked heel pump. It dangled in her hand as she hovered her stocking-clad foot over the sand... "Shit," she muttered at her predicament.
I was disinclined to help her, mostly because she looked fucking sexy standing there on one foot.
But she just stuck out her leg and rested her foot on my bare thigh. "Roll this off for me," she commanded. "These stockings are expensive, and they are new."
I raised an eyebrow that told her I was not about to follow any fucking commands... I was going to do what she asked because I wanted to.
I really, really wanted to.
My finger tips rested themselves on her tight thigh, on the inside and outside surfaces, then slowly, carefully started to curl the stocking down, never losing contact with her taut flesh. The roll swelled as I coiled it over her knee and down along some fairly muscular calves. I wanted to watch what I was doing, but I felt it more important to keep a challenging eye contact. I reached her ankles, and she lifted her foot slightly to let me slide the stocking free.
Zelda held out her hand imperiously, and I slid the roll of nylon into her grasp. She put her foot down wordlessly and lifted the other. In a moment, she held both shoes and the first stocking in her fingers while she placed the other stockinged foot on me where the first had been. She stared at me in wordless imperium.
Fuck this, I should not follow her orders. I was not going to follow her orders! But I was sure as fuck going to feel up this second leg while I preserved her stocking, just like I had the first!
Okay, maybe a little bit more feeling up this time. Her eyes told me she knew what I was up to.
She lowered the now bare second leg to the sand. I handed her the second stocking, and we walked on down to the beach.
Zelda might possibly have been less eye-popping without the heels giving her that extra va-voom of height, but she might also have been a little prettier...
The beach was deserted, which surprised me. I had always thought, even during the Nightclub hours, that some people would have stayed down here. We walked over, at Zelda's behest, to the spot on the beach where the property line between our hotels reached the sand.
She began a long series of appallingly reasonable suggestions on how I and my team might easily work to help her out with her issues, while not in any way infringing on what our guests did on our side. I just turned away from her and stared out to sea as she talked.
"Really?" she snapped at last. "You won't even do me the courtesy of listening to my proposals?"
"I am trying to listen, Zelda," I said calmly, watching as the mildest of tiny waves lapped the sand in the moonlight. "I am facing away from you, because when I actually look at you right now, I'm too distracted to hear a fucking word you say." I heard an intake of breath.
Before she could get any more flattered, I added, "Of course, this way, I've heard what you are saying, and there is no fucking way that I am going to help Yates with his boobie issue, except to keep convincing the hottest among his guests to change their accommodations over to us."
She shoved my shoulder, and I spun around to keep my balance. I stayed spun around because what did I care about hearing her pointless suggestions, and because she presented a helluva lot more beautiful vista than any full moon-lit, pristine white sand beach with gleaming ocean. My looking at her the way I now was simultaneously salved her wounded ego and inflamed her irritation. So I had that going for me.
"So you are poaching our customers? How?"
"In a manner of speaking," I answered, not fully answering the first question and ignoring the second.
"Why are you such a smug pain in my ass?" she stamped.
"Stop trying to drive us out of business," I said bluntly.
"That is Yates's aim. It's not part of my business plan," she said grudgingly.
"So quit," I shrugged.
"I have a pension," she snapped.
"So, get a different one," I shrugged. "Out of all the big, modern hotels on the north end, at least one ought to be willing to throw a pot of cash at you to get a GM of your quality and experience."
"I have a pension, I told you."
"A pension worth working for Yates?" I scoffed.
"The guy is only dimly aware of what a tool he is," Zelda growled. "But he is aware enough to have put me in 24 karat golden handcuffs."
"Then I'm sorry, Zelda. Sucks to be you," I said, a bit of genuine compassion in my voice for the chief burr in my side.
She glared at me.
I tried to glare back, but glaring at tits that appealing is hard.
"I've had it with you," Zelda declared. Then she snapped out an order. "Drop your pants!"
Okay. Super hot women who make that sort of request usually get what they ask for. Zelda very nearly got what she was asking for. But...
"Ha!" I snorted. "I like lots of things from lots of different women, Zelda. But getting ordered around, even by a babe like you, is not on my to-do list, ever!"
I have got to use fewer words when dismissing bullshit like that. The extra words in the middle of that last sentence muddied the waters of my rebuttal.
Sure enough, her lips curled scornfully. She took a step toward me and growled in that same commanding tone, "Drop. Your. Pants. If you don't," she went on, "I will absolutely not suck your cock."
Well. And I thought my extra words had diminished her animosity!
I am not going to be manipulated like this, I told myself... as I dropped my shorts to the sand, some extremely hard evidence that I could totally be manipulated, making its appearance.
Her lips curled triumphantly. But then she sank to her knees on the sand in front of me!
Wow. Zelda and I were apparently on a lot closer wavelength than I had thought. I'd considered the Hate Fuck card a few times already this evening.
Was Hate Head even a thing?
She grinned at me, her teeth gleaming in the night. For a fleeting moment, I considered those teeth, gleaming in the moonlight, in conjunction with the term Hate Head. Then she lifted her hand to lightly support my balls and licked slowly up my shaft. Then she did it again. And again, each stroke sending little shivers of lightning up between my legs.
Then she licked me again in that same long, smooth, single stroke. Then she did it again.
I was rocking already in desperate, happy, impatience. I loved this, but the women in my experience would have fucking gotten on with things by now!
Then, just as I began to settle into a haze of pleasurable frustration, I felt her lips clamp around my tip and slide slowly down me, my tip rubbing delightfully across the ridged roof of her mouth as her tongue tortured me from below.
The sudden amplification of pleasure snapped a loud moan from my lips before I could cut off the admission of gratification.
Zelda chuckled around my cock and let me slip free. "Give me a minute here, Mr. Worthy, and you will be absolutely begging to put up the exact signage I want, quit poaching my guests, and send back my disco patrons." Before I could respond, she sucked me back in and pushed herself lower. And lower, I felt her gag for a moment on me in the back of her throat before she pushed lower, stopped gagging, and slid me fully into her throat. She managed five bobs before she pulled off and gasped, several inches of me still in her mouth as she inhaled.
Having made her point, she went back to blowing my mind with more conventional, but no less pleasurable moves. No teeth ever made themselves felt.
"Ohhhh fuuuck," I groaned. "I suspect that I will be begging for all sorts of things here very soon, Zelda," I gasped, interrupting myself with something like a meep as her tongue tied itself in a knot around my dick. Or it felt like that for a moment, at least. "But none of them," I struggled to say, "will be what you just asked for..." I trailed off as she jacked me furiously for a moment.
"You do what you think you can do," Zelda muttered. "In the meantime, I'm rather enjoying this." She began to bob much more aggressively and urgently. I was completely enjoying being Hate Blown, and would have liked to extend the experience, but while I could say no to Zelda, my cock could not.
"Coming," I grunted.
She did not pull away. But she did stop her head's motions, leaving an inch or so of me between her lips while her tongue caressed me delicately. But her hand started jacking my exposed shaft like it was AAA changing a tire on a busy interstate.
"Ohh! Ohhh-hhh-ahhh," I whined, hating myself for letting her hear me sound so pathetically thankful, but also loving the sensation as if my organs were liquifying and spurting into her mouth.
The rush finally ceased, and she bobbed her head a few more times as one hand lightly squeezed my balls while the other's thumb pressed up the underside of my shaft, making sure I gave her everything she wanted.
She slid to her feet, and I was shortly quite happy that she had swallowed hard, because I could still taste a bit of myself as she kissed me deeply.
Her hand fondled my dick as we smooched, but after a moment, she stopped and looked down. "This fucking thing is not getting even a little bit soft..." she mused speculatively.
Zelda's Hate Fucking was going to have to wait.
"How?" she muttered to herself.
"It is a magical world, here at the Astro Beach Adult Resort," I said in a sing-song voice.
Thank you, Kula-Ahu, I thought.
"Now you are the one sounding like she's about to beg," I snorted. "But, you are just going to have to wait if you want anything more from this," I indicated my Tiki-powered hard-on in a blithe tone.
"Beg?" she scoffed.
I reached out, put my hand behind her head, pulling her against me, still moving slowly enough to let her pull away if she wanted to. She made no such move. I grasped a fabulous breast with my free hand and tilted her head beside mine.
I whispered in her ear. "Because first, I am going to do to you essentially what you just did to me. And if I do it a quarter as well, I think you'll be the one begging."
I actually realized that I wasn't boasting. Yes, that had been a spectacular blowjob, but I had been getting some excellent oral practice in lately...
I bent down and took just one nipple into my mouth for a lingering lick and suckle, on my way to my knees.
I tugged gently at her overly complicated but awesome panties. The mass of tight straps collapsed into a loose tangle as soon as I freed the collection from Zelda's lithe but shapely hips. I respectfully slid them free of her legs and handed the mass of ribbons to her. She took it almost nervelessly from my fingers as I straightened up to confront what I had uncovered.
As seemed appropriate for a grown woman, she kept her bush, but it was trimmed to rigorously sharp edges with short, neat curls in a narrow triangle.
I gently lifted her left leg at the knee.
"Not going to invite a girl to sit?" she murmured in theatrically resigned fascination.
I shrugged and replied, "I figure you balance pretty well on those heels, you should be able to stay in place on one leg for this." I shouldered her smoothly shaven leg that had not needed hosiery to look perfect, and examined the sparse pubes that covered just barely enough between her legs. "If you fall over at the end in a fit of passion," I added. "Well, the sand is soft this far from the surf."
I think she was about to swat me for my cocky impertinence, but the delicate, but hungry kiss I placed on the just barely visible hood of her clit that poked free of her slit derailed her protest.
What followed was some of my best work, to be honest. I think older women make me up my game. I'm much less self-indulgent. Add to that, in Zelda's case, my absolute refusal to be topped in anything by this wench, and it was a mighty feast indeed.
We both loved it. Zelda was quite emphatic on that front. Emphatic enough that I was willing to forgive her for how much of my hair she yanked, even though, at least at first, I think some of her tugging might have stemmed from emotions other than arousal.
At first.
In fairness, she did need to hold on to something. I almost managed to make the knee she supported herself on buckle several times. Even at the end, accompanied by some shrieks of delight that on anything other than a Nightclub Night would have drawn onlookers, she held that leg strong.
I still had to stand quickly to hold her up from tottering over anyway.
She clutched herself against my body and shivered. Her hand slid between us and stroked my very hard cock.
"Okay," she groaned. "You win. I am very much going to have to beg for this thing now."
She did not sound overly upset about the request...
"Don't worry, I'm begging, too," I murmured in her ear as I started to lower her to the sand.
"Wait!" she said before I could drop her backside all the way to the ground. "No, this sand is way too soft. It will get everywhere and ruin things before we can finish."
"Damn," I growled, realizing she was right. "I've got to start keeping some towels down here for guests who want to get busy by moonlight..." I started to pull her back up. "We can go back to my..."
"Fuck that," Zelda said impatiently. She twisted free of my embrace and sank to her knees and then her hands. "I'm guessing you can handle doing it this way, right?"
I slapped my knees onto the sand behind her. I shifted between her legs and let my cock drag around her pussy. We both shifted around, playing roulette wheel and ball until my dick dropped into place.
"Why can't you be like this all the time?" I groaned. "Right now, you are the best fucking neighbor."
"Well, right now, aaaahhhhhh," she gasped as I slotted fully in place. "Right now, you are infinitely less annoying, ooooohhhhhh, than goddamned Yatessssss," she went on as I pushed into her.
She was not tight. But she was firm, and she felt amazingly alive as she surrounded my questing probe.
I thrust into her deeply for a long series of pleasurable penetrations before I spoke again. "I am sure that we can come up with something that will annoy Yates enough for both of us," I moaned, shortening and quickening my pace. "In the... meantime," I gasped, "you are welcome to... come... over here on Nightclub Nights... as often as you... like while we work... things out!"
"Fuck fuck fuck," Zelda gasped before she summoned up enough breath to tease, "You are that hungry, huh?"
I pressed my dick into her and stirred it around good before resuming my efforts. "I do have a job to do," I gasped. "I could not possibly... host you... like this every time you visit," I went on. My dick, in the moment, argued that hosting Zelda's brains out every time sounded like a capital suggestion. "But I have all sorts of guests and... oh shit, even staff... who would eagerly... welcome you in."
"You mean... I'd be welcoming... them in," Zelda gasped. "Don't you?"
"They... could only hope," I grunted. "It's... always up to... both of you to... decide if you want... that!"
"Sooooo... oh, please. Don't stop," she sighed. "So, I could make a run... at that confection in the red satin stripper jock?"
I could not help myself, and swatted her ass. "Hey! I'm working here. Make your plans to sully Charlie on your own time!" She did not object much... not much at all about the spank.
Noted.
I picked up the pace again and made sure her mind was focused where it should be at the moment--on me, not Charlie. When her head started shaking, I grinned. I leaned forward to grab a tit and pay some attention to that shamefully neglected part of her body. I flicked the nipple with a fingertip and whispered into her trembling ear. "You should have seen how Charlie looked at you, though. I'll bet he'd be much easier to make beg..."
Okay, that wasn't fair. But with Zelda, I was a long way from playing fair.
She came, rocking on my cock with a gleeful, desperate abandon. I fucked her all the way through the tremors, and when she finally calmed, I drove even harder, close to there myself.
"Don't! Don't come in me," she gasped. "I'm not that old!"
There was no way she'd get knocked up, here or with me, either way, but since she did not know that, and she had obviously not been marinating in the Tiki's sex magic long enough to instinctively not worry about it, I was not going to argue the issue. She'd forget about such things if she kept coming back to our playground. Anyway, I had only a few good pumps left in me before I pulled out, jacking myself, ready to spray her lower back.
But she spun on her knees and faced me. She looked like she wanted to take over for me, pumping my dick, but at the last moment, she remembered her hands were covered in sand. Zelda was a fucking princess in my eyes when I realized why she held back. Sand is the world's worst lubricant, right?
It might not have mattered, because she had barely settled in place when I jetted. I grunted as a sticky burst of my culmination leapt out against her cleavage. I kept pumping, and another jet flew. And another.
Zelda looked down at the mess I had made of her chest. "Ahhh," she sighed. "I haven't taken a nice load like that on my tits in ages. I'm going to enjoy being in negotiations with you, Blake."
I struggled wobblily to my feet and extended a hand to help her rise as well. I kissed her, careful not to crush her to me like I wanted to. I did not need a protein body treatment.
"Can I walk you back to the Mercury?" I asked. "Or..." I let it linger for the moment. "The night is young. You could totter back with me, clean up, and retrieve your dress... Later," I added with a suggestive smile.
"That wouldn't bother you?" she asked slowly.
"I think we've reached a place where we can assume a truce between us, personally at least, for a while," I shrugged. "Given that, I think I can trust you to enjoy yourself at our Nightclub whenever you like. At least until we can agree on some wonderful way to annoy Yates that won't hurt you!"
She looked down at her tits. "I'm gonna ruin your cocktail napkin budget cleaning this up."
"I do have clean beach towels up at our end of the pathway," I said, waving back toward the hotel.
"That will be one messy towel in your laundry tomorrow morning," she said considerately.
"It won't be the only one," I said honestly. "Coming?"
"I'm putting my panties back on first," she said firmly.
"Good," I replied as I organized my shorts. "We have Rules at the Astro Beach Adult Resort, you know."




❤️JOY
I was actually grumpy. Grumpiness was not something I had experienced during a Nightclub Night since the first hour or so of our first one. But I had been practically cowering at the bar tonight. I had turned down two quite desirable offers and one ridiculously, tragically desirable offer already. I'd look for those guys later, but these individual opportunities tended to be ephemeral in the Tiki's demesne. Worse, I had kept myself off the dance floor to make sure I did not run into Little Brother and Zelda. I kept looking for news, or a fight, or an explosion, or whatever, but he was keeping her out of sight in the crowd.
Gail wandered up to me. She had finally deigned to stick around, instead of dragging the first likely suitor back to her house, for once.
"I think you are the only one who looked frustrated at this entire party," she said, sidling up to me. I was in my suit, of course, but Gail had gone to an incredibly short khaki skirt and a bikini top that needed hazard pay. I could tell she was now an Owner, because the Tiki had not vibed her into joining the topless parade.


That was a shame, I reflected. Gail was too good a friend for me to smack my lips over or anything, but at some point, I would not mind getting another look at her girls. For aesthetic reasons, of course. She had likely only not succumbed to toplessness back before we 'made her an owner' by taking some guy away to fuck in her own bed so early every week...
Sucks to be Blake! He had missed his boobie window.
"I am unable to enjoy myself tonight in the ways that I, and probably Kula-Ahu, would like," I fretted to Gail, "because I'm on edge about how Blake's Zelda fiasco is going to work out."
Gail laughed. "As the sex log would like?"
"Oh," I said in realization. "It feeds on sex, Gail. It gets power... or fulfillment, or energy, or whatever it calls it, whenever 'mortals' get it on.
"Ha!" Gail laughed again, delightedly. "Well, I've done my part to feed it for the evening," she winked at me with a sense of accomplishment.
I looked balefully at her.
Yup.
She had the look I usually sported at one or more points in a typical Nightclub these days.
"The night is still young..." I smiled at her.
She looked at me like the thought of spoon-feeding the Tiki some more had not occurred to her.
Dear, sweet, innocent child. It isn't even midnight yet. You have hours of temptation yet to come.
Before my remark could fully set in with Gail, I saw Blake emerge from the crowd, ambling toward us smugly.
That was redundant. When Blake ambled, it was always smugly.
"Hey!" I said, shoving him lightly. "Took you long enough to get rid of her!"
"Hmm?" he said in mock surprise. "No, she's still around here somewhere," he said, as if that was not the most alarming thing I'd heard tonight.
"What? Blake! Go keep an eye..."
"Easy, Sis. Easy. We came to an accord," he said patronizingly.
"What kind of accord?" Gail asked suspiciously. Then she brazenly leaned in to sniff the crook of Blake's neck. I let myself gloat just a tiny bit as he flushed at her teasing proximity. "Oh," Gail said, leaning back away. "That kind of accord!"
"What?" I yelped. "Zelda? Are you fucked in the head, Bro?"
"He got fucked somewhere," Gail laughed.
"Blake!"
"Hey, calm down, Big Sis," Blake said seriously. I did not expect serious from him at this moment, and I almost did calm down, before I realized how stupid calming down would be.
"Zelda and I have reached, as I said, an accord," Blake said. "She can come here and enjoy herself any Nightclub Night from now on while we continue negotiations."
"You are giving her free run of our place?" I asked incredulously.
"Uh, Blake, that might be a bit..." Gail jumped in, suddenly less fucking merry about all this.
"More or less," he said. "She knows the rules. And we will, in coming days and weeks, continue our talks on how we can all screw over Yates in some way that won't screw over her."
Gail and I stared at him, dumbfounded.
Gail broke first. "And I am sure you will have to work hard to maintain this special relationship..." she teased, but warningly.
"I have a whole resort full of guests and staff who will be only too happy to assist with making Zelda well-disposed toward the Astro Beach," he said, waving his arm around to encompass every male in sight, from Evan to that guest I had cried about letting get away earlier.
"But you'll keep your hand in," I snorted.
Blake took a deep, gigantically smug breath. "Should my personal services be required, I can assure you, I will not shrink from my duty."
We both slapped him. But not as hard as I had wanted to earlier.
"Really?" I asked, one last challenge in my voice. "You let that old broad drag you in, with all these hot chicks here tonight?"
"Guys," he said to both me and Gail, "The dress she showed up in has been on the clothes table almost since she got here. She..." he paused for words. "...was no sacrifice. You'll see eventually."
Gail and I looked at each other. I guess Zelda might be pretty hot to a retard like my brother.
"The way I see it," he said, as he does when he goes for the summation of one of his brilliant ideas, "at worst, we get a reduction in hostilities and some advance warning of anything really bad, and all it costs us is a little pleasure for me."
"That is the most blatantly self-serving..." Gail started to challenge, but I sighed, thinking of Robbie.
"It makes more sense than you might think," I admitted heavily. Both of them looked at me suspiciously. "Never mind," I said.
At this rate, we'd have all of Yates's staff under somebody's spell. If we found another minion of Zelda's, Gail could suborn them. It was her turn.
"I'll try to stay away from her," I said wearily.
"Um, Joy, seriously," Blake said, his eyes level. "I think you should put the whole Need to Jump on Zelda and Tear Her Hair Out thing on hold while negotiations persist."
"Oh, I don't know," Gail chirped. "If we let it happen in a mud pit, we could probably pay off the entire credit line selling tickets!"
"Ew!" Blake said.
I just shook my head and promised to behave. I might even be able to keep the promise... Yates was really the douche in the equation...
"Of course, Gail, if you want to get in the mud pit with Zelda..." Little Bro leered.
"Dream on, Lover Boy!" Gail laughed and wandered off into the crowd.
She was moving that ass to beat the band as she did so, obviously to torture my brother.
I could see his eyes. It worked.
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Tiki Totem Hotel 13





Once again, It roused in the early dark before the dawn, to the sounds of... Silence?
Had It become so used to the metal entity waking It at this time, that It had broken Its repose on Its own?
Had It breath, It would have held it, but still no infernal racket arose. Hopefully, Its project was working. Fully five female mortals had been brought to their apex last night against the metal body of the rocket, or one of its appendages, and they had required less guidance in that direction than It had expected. There had been males, of course. But only the females seemed to matter to the metal ship. Was the continuing flow of new power finally injecting enough intelligence into the infernal entity to make it see the good sense of Repose at this time of night? Or was the rocket this morning merely satiated by all the mortal sexual energy it had diverted for its own use?
It would keep the thing fed like that, while It learned just how much it took to buy this blessed, unexpectedly welcome Repo...
HARK! MORNING! GUARD!
What was the mortal word? Fuck?
TREATS! MORNING! TREATS! COFFEE!
That was the word. Fuck.




❤️JOY
I luxuriated in the arms of Robbie after a most satisfying early morning hour in my backyard. He still wore the goofy, surprised expression he had sported upon his initial appearance this morning, excited to have been summoned for once, rather than having to wait until he had information about Yatesian perfidy to offer me. He trailed his pinky in lazy circles around my nipple, and it perked up again, despite my body still otherwise feeling like a wet rag after some of his best work.
Normally, I would feel too pooped to pop after a Nightclub Night, but I had wasted half the evening avoiding Zelda and felt like I was owed an extra round. A vigorous dicking with the sun on my tits was, I had just discovered, a helluva treat, and exactly what the Tiki ordered on a morning like this. Also...
"Wait," Robbie pouted. "You let Zelda come to one of your crazy pool parties? Where do I sign up for that ticket?"
"They aren't pool parties," I said quellingly. "Come and see for yourself." He could find out on his own what they were. I'd already said too much to him.
"Would Zelda be there?" Robbie asked doubtfully.
"Hmm. That could be an issue..."
"She'd string me up by my pinkies."
"I could ask her first," I suggested.
"You? She discusses ways to kill you every time your name comes up," Robbie said, concern cutely in his voice.
"We had a drink together last night," I said reluctantly. "Our foretold death match is on... indefinite hold. I'll ask her if you can come." It would not be fair to my information source to leave him out of the new arrangement. And I wanted him to keep being loyal to me, in case we needed a warning of a betrayal from his boss if negotiations broke down. I was pretty sure we would not need that, though. Zelda had been a remarkably human creature when we shared that drink. Hating Yates provided a wealth of common ground.
And Robbie was always so sweet. He deserved the occasional drunken orgy. Maybe he was not the most awesome physical specimen I knew, his appeal sprang mostly from his darling nature, but he could bring it pretty good when things got going. I felt like he could, um, contribute to our guests' enjoyment. He had done exceptionally well for me just now, I mused as I idly squeezed his ass. I would definitely call Zelda. I just would not tell her all of the reasons I wanted her underling to have a shot at our big time. No mention of reward and ongoing inducements would be made. I'd just say he was a cute piece of ass. She had to understand that.
His cock swelled in my gentle grasp. And swelled.
The Tiki was being generous to Robbie with its power this morning. Or perhaps it was being generous to me! Or maybe the fucking log just had drank so much power last night it needed to spend some...
Either way, I was getting my reward for the situation. My hand tightened on Robbie's cock. "Seems like you are being demanding this morning, Mister," I said sternly.
"I..."
"I guess," I said, cutting him off before he said something sweet and stupid. I swung my leg over him and pushed my hips to where I needed them to be. "I guess that I will just have to give in to your wild, animal lusts." I tilted his dick up nicely and sank down on his revitalized shaft.
He always, always felt so nice going in...




♠️BLAKE
I awoke alone in my bed at dawn, far more refreshed than anything other than Tiki magic could explain.
I slid easily from my bed and ambled naked out to my balcony to watch the sunrise. It was glorious.
Almost as glorious (who am I kidding) were the two girls in the suite next to mine, who were also greeting the dawn clad as I was. I had not made their acquaintance yet.
They both looked over to my balcony, and their eyes made their acquaintance with my morning wood. I got smiles, too, after the wood got its looking over.
We spoke, and there was an invitation to breakfast. I demurred. I was going back to bed in a few minutes, and I had my breakfast with Gail and Joy later, anyway.
"Perhaps we could say hi later, at the beach?" I asked.
"We are going on the gambling boat this afternoon," one of them said.
"Ooh!" said the other excitedly. "How about we see each other tonight at the nightclub thingy we heard about?"
They both looked at each other in the kind of accord that any guy just loves to see in two hot chicks.
"I will absolutely make that happen, ladies," I reassured them. And reassured my dick.
A bit more sleep, a long shower to finally eject the last, persistent sand from the beach Friday night, and I was fit as a fiddle and willing to share my coffee with the Tiki at breakfast.
Joy looked even more refreshed than I, which was nice, if inexplicable.
Gail, who had stayed to the bitter end for the first time last night, while getting the full Nightclub experience, looked worn enough for all three of us. She stuck her tongue out at the Tiki repeatedly when it begged for some of her coffee. It liked how she took hers best for some reason.
Why women and wooden sex perverts liked to mess up their coffee with cream and sugar is beyond me.
I laughed to myself that most guests poured black coffee on my rocketship. Not that it was capable of caring, of course. But the lack of cream did make it easier for me to clean it up each day.
"Ready for tonight's Nightclub, Gail?" Joy teased our miserable fellow conspirator.
"Oh God, no!" Gail moaned. "I can't face it so soon after last night!"
"Oh, you gotta come!" Joy encouraged.
"Yeah. The sex log here will pout all night if you don't," I added.
"That's actually a good point," Joy agreed.
"Wha?"
"Owner orgasms are like prime filet for this guy, remember?" I said, knocking my knuckles on the Tiki's jaw.
You will come?
The Tiki spoke enough in the form of a question to get through to us, but its tone was not really questioning.
"It sounds pretty demanding," Gail said leerily.
"Ah," I said dismissively. "It really does so much for us. I figure if banging eight or nine hotties a week is the price we pay for a friend, I'll do my part."
Joy leaned in to Gail's ear and whispered, "Just remember: More cock, less cocktail this time around, hangover girl!"
"I'd be happy to help with that," I laughed, meaning it more than was good for me.
"Dream on, Loverboy," Gail muttered blearily.
Coffee?
"Here you go, big guy," I said, pouring some of my cup good-naturedly on its tongue.
Cream? Sugar?
Again, these were not questions. They were just phrased that way so we'd hear them.
"Oh, piss off," I laughed. "You do know the rocketship does not bitch when guests give it black coffee, right?" I taunted. Before I could go on, both Joy and Gail gasped. I looked at them swiftly, and Gail was suddenly as wide awake as I'd ever seen her.
"What?" I asked.
"It answered you," Gail said in something congruent with, but not quite, actual horror.
"It said that the metal entity is crude, stupid, and tasteless," Joy said quietly. "Of course, it prefers its coffee black."
We all stared at the Tiki.
"Tiki," Joy asked carefully. "Are there other objects with powers like you around here?"
The rocket is the first entity beyond myself that I have encountered in my existence. I rue the day I worked to help bring it forth.
"You 'brought it forth'? How?" Gail asked, far more fascinated than she wanted to be.
I foolishly sent many females to writhe atop it. It now cares only for their corona in release, not males'. I called to it because I was curious to see if the spark I sensed might light and provide me with... companionship. 




 This new concept of Communication was fraught for the entity. It often almost said things It should not. Things like almost revealing to the owners that It had sought an Ally, not the mere odious Companion that had actually emerged.
It was no matter. It needed no ally now.




♠️BLAKE
"So, what do you and the rocket talk about?" Joy asked. I was glad to let them ask the questions; that way, I got to hear the answers directly.
We do not talk. The simpleton yells. Especially at the hours surrounding the Sun's return, when Repose is the proper activity. It yells in the dark, declaring its awareness and responsibility. It warns loudly whenever the people of the adjacent tribe trespass on your lands.
"No wonder Evan keeps getting premonitions!" I said excitedly.
It must be admitted that the metal entity may have some actual value. You should be aware that it is especially vigilant about keeping you safe from... Squirrels? What are these fell beasts?
Why are you all laughing?




❤️JOY
I may have never had a better day than Saturday. The sex log was being woken up early every day by the rocket ship, which wanted to be let out to chase squirrels! Nothing makes a terrifyingly powerful, inscrutable force less frightening than hearing it grumble powerlessly about lack of sleep. That evening, Nightclub had gone... dreamily. I had let curiosity get the better of me and learned something new...
But now it was Monday, and even as well as things were going lately, Mondays are still Mondays.
"Oh, hey, Joy!" I heard someone call out behind me. Charlie was hastening over across the courtyard, but he looked a little reticent.
"What can I do for you, Charlie?" I said easily, trying to be a good employer and not just blatantly run my eyes all over his huge, luxuriant muscles.
"I, uh, I see that I'm off next Saturday," he said carefully.
Ah. Yeah, this might become a problem. We had added another server, which was great for the staff because they could all work some more human hours. I had just put out the new schedule for the month. For the first time, someone would be off each Nightclub Night. It should have occurred to me that some of them might object.
They might all object, come to think about it...
"Well, thanks for that," he said carefully. "I mean, we were all working a lot of hours, you know?"
"You're welcome, Charlie..."
"Yeah. But, um, is it okay if I come to the hotel next Saturday anyway, to just, uh, hang out at Nightclub?" he said hopefully.
"Charlie," I said. "I should make this clear. Anyone who is scheduled off is welcome to come in as a guest here, day or night. Come use the pool anytime. And by all means, come have fun at Nightclub when you are off! I'm not picking up your bar tabs or anything, but we'd love for you guys to come and enjoy just like anyone else!"
"Really?" He brightened.
"Absolutely," I said. "I'll put out a memo, but you should pass the word as well, okay?"
"Sure! That's great!" he said. But he still paused awkwardly, rather than leaving.
I have a weakness for masculine creatures being off balance. And Charlie was the most stereotypically masculine creature I knew.
I should not do this...
"So, Charlie," I went on in a teasing voice. "Is there someone you especially wanted to see that makes you want to come in on your night off?"
"Um, n-n-no," the huge guy said evasively. "I'd just like not to have a tray in my hand all the time."
The way he gulped... was sweet. Was that his game?
"Well, no special girl is too bad for you, but maybe not for me. I'd love a chance to dance with you myself, Charlie," I said easily, resting my hand in a friendly gesture on that massive upper arm. Charlie was built slightly more robustly than Arnold Schwarzenegger in the first Terminator movie.
I added softly, "Or... maybe we'll just hang out for once..." My hand could not help but give those muscles a squeeze. His triceps actually gave a little in my grip. Wow. They bulged like this when they weren't flexed hard?
He flushed, but was less skittish than I had thought. "I'd love a dance, or..." he said, starting off firmly before finding himself in quicksand.
I dragged my hand down the smooth, rippling skin of his arm. "I'll see you there on your day off then, won't I?" I said, and wafted away.
If that guy the other night had been able to lift me up against the kegerator like he had while driving me to distraction, what could Charlie's massive form do for me?
It would be hard for next Saturday to top this one, but now it had a chance!




♠️BLAKE
It felt weird how Nightclubs ebbed and flowed in awesomeness. It probably should not, but it did. Last Saturday, right after we found out that my rocket was alive, had been an awesome time. I did not get up to that much variety, but that was because threesomes combined with Tiki magic stamina consume a lot of time.
We still hadn't figured out how to communicate with the rocket directly, but I had a dark suspicion that Joy might have snuck out there and had sex on, or at least got off on, the ship that very night. I was not sure, and I sure as fuck had not been going to go see for myself!
In contrast, this Saturday's Nightclub had been far less epic than I had hoped for. It had not been awesome for any of the three of us, to be honest.
I mean, it was the worst for Sis. She was working this guy from Rochester hard the first couple of hours of the night. She might have nailed him, I'm not sure. I don't spend my Nightclub evenings monitoring Sis. She'd kill me if I did. And I could easily see something I did not want to.
Once upon a time, I'd have been skeezed to just be in the same bar as her when she was prowling. She used to feel the same about knowing who I got up to things with. We each just used to like to pretend that the other never had sex... unless one of us was giving the other some shit about it.
That ship had sailed. The Tiki could not control us, true, but people adapt to the world they live in, and the Tiki had changed our world. These days, I could handle knowing Sis might have hooked up with Dude from Rochester. Still did not want to see it, but I no longer tried to pretend shit like that wasn't happening.
But what the Tiki could not protect Joy from, or make her happy to handle, was a sad sack employee showing up on his night off!
Charlie, the human side of beef, came to Nightclub despite having the night off! Who the hell hangs out at work on their night off? Worse, he seemed clueless about how to handle himself when he wasn't working, and Sis had to take him under her wing and babysit him all night long!
I'd have just given him a fucking tray and told him, since he was here, to go serve some tables. But no. Sis had to keep his needy ass company all night. I don't know what all she did to keep him from doing something stupid, but every time I saw her over the second half of the night, she was dragging Charlie's ass around behind her. She should have known better. The worst part was, I was certain that she would make up for the hobbled evening at some later date, and in some over-the-top fashion, and I would have to get hypnosis to recover from hearing whatever it was, all because she had to babysit Charlie last night.
Gail... All right, Gail did okay. She danced... a lot. She had missed out on the sex mosh pit until recently, and was making up for it since. She and I even danced a bit. We flirted, as we do. But there is only so much horsing around our libidos could take when there were more serious opportunities available for both of us. More serious, much less clothed opportunities.
I did lose track of her for a while. I hope she got laid at least that once, or the Tiki was going to bitch about it something fierce at breakfast.
Me? I wasted much of the night, too. I mean, I did get laid once, and there was a very nice blowjob, but both those were quick and... hardly innovative. The rest of the evening I wasted trying, and failing, to check off a box that had been itching in the back of my mind, like some prominently featured prop in a movie that had not yet come into play.
I'll admit, I was a bit of an ass. If the Tiki had been able to influence me like most everybody else, I'm sure it would have had me move on to a different opportunity quickly. But instead, I cluelessly and embarrassingly failed to read some basic signs.
Basic signs? Yeah. Signs like Frida just not being at all attracted to me to begin with. Yup, signs like that.
I mean, I get Nos. Even during the heat of Nightclub Night, I get Nos. The easily accepted Nos make everything feel more real, more exciting. But the idea of a No from Frida had never entered my egotistical mind. I had just gone into the night before, assuming it would be a great night to finally explore one of my favorite people. But Frida... was just not interested in me that way.
So I wasted a good portion of the night chasing Frida as if catching her was inevitable.
It was not.
Once I had finally figured out that I was being a bonehead and kind of a creeper, I then wasted a lot more of the evening upbraiding myself for being so arrogant as to assume! Other people within the Tiki's demesne sense mismatches like that quickly and happily move on. But no. I am immune to its influence and thus immune to its ability to helpfully keep me from being an idiot. Worst of all, I don't think Frida even noticed my attempts!
How can you have a magical sex god in your corner and still waste an evening at what was essentially a public orgy?
By being an arrogant, clueless idiot, that's how.
Worse, I felt a bit reassured by it all. Whatever the Tiki did, it really did not manipulate women into having sex with me. It encouraged, but it did not manipulate.




❤️JOY
"So, are we even sure the Tiki over there is telling us the truth about the rocketship?" Gail asked. "Or is the damn thing just making up the story to get extra sympathy coffee?" The three of us were having our frequent end-of-weekday cocktails together in the hut. It was a quiet evening with steady business, but not much of a crowd. The bar did good, profitable revenue on non-Nightclub evenings, but was never that much of a Scene.
Two couples were maneuvering around the Tiki itself at the moment, and I had no idea if they were paired up at the moment in the same way they came to the hotel or not, but that shit was always going on in the background. It never got out of hand. The Tiki stuck to the Deal.
"Oh, it's... something," I snorted. "I'm still not 100% sure whether it or the Tiki are literally alive or not, but there is something similar in the rocket to what's in the Tiki."


"You got it to talk?" Blake asked excitedly.
"No," I said, unable to keep a small smile off my face. "But... um, Blake, go get us another round," I ordered decisively.
"Huh? Really?" he asked. We seldom had a second round. No rule against it, but it just was not our weekday habit.
"Drinks," I snapped my finger at the twerp.
He turned to wave at Charlie, but I stopped him. "I said, go get us drinks. Leave Charlie alone."
Blake looked for just a moment like he wanted to argue further, then his eyes widened and he shot out of his chair, hustling toward Felicity at the bar. He slowed markedly once he was out of earshot of whatever I was about to say.
"You that thirsty?" Gail asked curiously. "And what's got him so jumpy?"
"He doesn't want to hear this, and he knows it," I said.
"Hear what?" Gail asked. But she leaned in because she recognized a juicy story incoming.
"Hear how I took a very nice guest out front of the lobby really late Tuesday night and had him take me up against the side of the ship."
"You?" Gail asked incredulously.
"Blake probably also does not need to hear me tell you that you should definitely try it, too," I smiled.
"Me?" Gail asked. Then, despite herself, she asked, "Why would I want to go out to the front of the hotel, potentially in view from the road and horse around?"
"Have you at least made out while touching the wooden pervert?" I asked, indicating the Tiki in the distance.
"Hasn't everyone by now?" Gail snorted. "Why?"
"I have, obviously," I said. "Did you feel that low-grade sort of extra sensation? Like some sexy feedback from the Tiki while you did it?"
"I did!" Gail said, warming to the subject. "But it is nothing like what ordinary mortals... ordinary people feel when they so much as touch the thing. It's like instant horniness for them, and it only gets stronger the longer they touch it. It's hilarious to watch sometimes."
We both looked over in the gathering evening, and both couples were now outright fucking against the Tiki, as if in illustration. I still did not know if they were fucking their own or each other's spouses, and I did not worry about it. Most married guests got pretty wild, but were usually amazingly monogamous. The few that were not, like I suspected was the case here, it was always clear that everyone involved was on board. I had not once observed anything that even looked like it might be considered cheating.
"Well, with the rocket, the feeling is different from both of those sensations," I said. "You have to supply your own arousal with it. But holy shit, girl! Once you get going, there is this excited, happy undercurrent from Blake's toy that makes the physical sensations of the sex go off the charts!"
Gail looked at me and my enthusiastic smile. She shook her head. "I'm already having the best sex of my life these days! I'd have to be crazy horny to begin with to even think of getting naked out in front of this hotel."
Blake returned a moment later with three fresh drinks. He approached the table carefully.
"Yeah," Gail told him blandly. "Your rocket is alive."




Time passed. How much was immaterial, as always. Things changed, yet remained the same. The call of Its power drew more and more transient mortals, now that It was aware the owners desired all the sex chambers being full much of the time.
With Its owners feeling increasingly safe and secure here under its protection and control... influence, It bent more of Its attention to the adjacent tribe to the north. It was happy to take the owners' suggestions to make trouble for the northerners by infusing Its essence onto the portion of their beach that It could easily touch. It was odd that there was some invisible, even to It, line in the sand, beyond which the mortals were so resistant to letting the sun kiss all their skin. Borders were usually immaterial to it, but there was some strange force in the middle of the Mercury beach that was almost impenetrable. It was no matter, since It could easily encourage the mortals who went to the part of the beach that had been requested.
There was misguided consternation among the Mercury visitors for their children. It always protected children. It would always need more mortals, and they were the perpetuation of that source. But offspring grew healthier if they were kept away from worship of Its majesty. The less welcome that mortals with small children felt, the better for everyone. It was enthusiastic about discouraging their presence, and the presence of their guardians.
But the woman who did all the work for the northern chief was formidable. She managed to preserve the tribe well.
She would have to go.
Destroying her was not an option. The male owner in particular would be mightily displeased. And, being honest with Itself, It found that the flavor of the frequent coronas she released, now that she attended the festivals to Its greatness so religiously, to be exceedingly delicious.




❤️JOY
"What do you mean, you're leaving?" I asked, incredulously. "I... I thought Blake said you have the golden pension to end all pensions from Yates?"
Zelda smiled with happy hatred toward her about-to-be ex-boss. She settled back into the comfier of the two guest chairs in my office. "Apparently, it is not that unequaled after all. You should see the compensation package that Hyatt is giving me to take over the Wavesurfer."
"I feel I should be jealous," I said. In the last month or so, I had come to like Zelda in spite of myself, but I was also about to jump out of my seat in excitement that she would not be running the Mercury anymore.
"I think you will do just fine right where you are," Zelda laughed. "Especially without me propping up Yates's schemes to the worst of my ability!"
I raised my cup of coffee to her. I had taken to drinking my coffee in the office, because it was the only place I'd get to drink the whole cup. The damned sex log would whine for a share otherwise. "Why did you come to me instead of Blake to drop this awesome news?"
"No matter what he thinks, you are the boss around here," Zelda smirked. "And once I get settled in, there are some partnership ideas I'd like to discuss with you."
"Well, he will be devastated at your departure," I said. Blake and Zelda were in no way an item, and were not going to become one, but on those occasions where they did, um, intersect, he was always in a great mood after.
"My departure?" Zelda laughed. "I'm not moving, just changing jobs! And the Wavesurfer is barely four miles from here." She leaned in. "I do hope I'll still be welcome as a local patron at your nightclub?" Her eyes actually wandered up and down me for a moment, followed by a fleeting look of... regret, maybe?
I would have to think about finding out what that look meant. But regardless, there was no way I was going to tell Zelda to stop coming around!
Meanwhile, how could I put more pressure on Yates, now that his best protector was gone?
I let myself dream of a day when that skeezy douche would admit defeat and get out of our hair.




♠️BLAKE
Things were going great. Our first off-season was slower than we had hoped, but so much better than the hotel had experienced in the past, that I was allowed to complete the two scheduled blocks of remodeling. Joy even managed to use the doldrums to hire away two of Yates' better employees. That was more to hurt Yates than to help us at the moment, but they would be invaluable when the northern cold filled our rooms again.
None of that meant that toilets did not still break, and always at the most inconvenient times. I had just had to leave my comfy suite and true detective novel to go repair one such just now. And the occupants of the room had been dudes, so it hadn't even been a scenic shitter-fixing.
I walked through the lobby, which should have been empty at this time of night, only to find Gail leaning at the reception desk, quietly reading her Kindle.
I looked at my watch. "What the fuck are you doing here so late at night?" I asked, actually worried for her. It was really late for a weeknight. Gail seemed to like her Repose as much as the Tiki.
"We have three rooms left to check in yet tonight," she shrugged.
"Still? This late? Are we sure they are coming?"
"They called. Their flight got delayed for like seven hours for some airline bullshit. But they are in the air now and should be here in another three hours or so."
"And you are staying until then?" I asked incredulously. "Look, go home. I'll set myself an alarm and be back down here to meet them."
"Ahh, don't worry about it," Gail said easily. "It's my watch."
"You just want the overtime," I grumbled, obviously insincerely. Gail was on salary.
Well, I was up and about anyway. Gail was here, leaning over the desk to read. That made her cleavage gape to maximum effect. I could definitely hang out and keep her company for a few minutes.
"And," Gail said, not looking up, "though I have everything under control, you, for some reason, are still hanging around instead of heading off to bed. Doing some sightseeing?"
"Dream on, Lovergirl," I said, inwardly tickled that I had finally had the chance to turn her line on herself.
"Awww!" she said, looking up at me with a look of mocking devastation. "Have you given up on me, Blake?"
Okay, if she wanted to torture me, I could tease right back. "I shall never give up on you, Gail! Not so long as you keep almost teasing me with that neckline like you do."
That got her. She straightened, and much of the cleavage went away. I kept looking because no matter how she stood in that suit, much of the cleavage never went away. "Dream on, Loverboy!" she snarked.
"Touché," I laughed. "But I shall continue dreaming. Will you, Lovergirl?"
I thought that made a nice capper, but I did keep staring. Honestly, I was feeling puckish enough tonight to deliberately make it obvious. She always knew when I was staring, but I usually tried to keep it to a deniably dull roar. Not tonight.
Goddamn, she was crazy hot. Even at the end of the day, her mane of raven hair retained its perfect waves. Rounded faces like hers were honestly not my favorite look on a woman, but her intelligence and good humor made her soft features light up like a beacon, even when the humor was momentarily absent. I could not see her legs, which sucked, and made me want to make up an excuse to go over behind the counter. But hell, the firm, round, generous curves of her cleavage were so appealing, it was not worth the effort.
"You are still here," she said drily.
"You are still teasing me. Told you I'd never give up," I smiled. If I had to fix a toilet late at night, the least reward I should expect was a chance to torture Gail a little.
I missed it. She was so smooth, I missed her undoing the one button of her suit coat. But I did not miss it when she straightened up, and the jacket absolutely gaped open to show cleavage unlike any I had seen since that day she'd teased me near fatally while I was photographing her.
Oh, fuck. Her jacket was gaping wider now than that time in the business center. I could see a crescent of deep olive aureole on both sides...
"Oh, I'd hate for you to give up," she chortled.
I was two steps closer to her before I realized it, and I froze instantly. Her eyebrow shot up, but she did not remark on my momentary lapse of control.
Instead, she straightened up further. But this time she managed it so that it did not make the jacket close. In fact, her entire left nipple slid into view.
Ohhhhhhh. It was dusky and pert as hell. The halo around it was also dark, puffy, and arithmetically circular. The whole, capping array of wonderfulness atop her breast's expanse was small, but undiminished for that.
I drifted right to the other side of the reception counter from her, only realizing that I had done so when my stomach bumped into a horizontal fin. My eyes miraculously left that dark, exposed button of joy and lifted to meet her gaze.
Her eyes were soft. "Maybe we are both dreaming on," Gail whispered.
We both leaned forward slowly.
The kiss was not gentle or anything like that. It started tentatively, of course, as all first moves did in the Tiki's demesne, but we were sucking each other's tongues in moments. I wanted to reach out with my hands to that open jacket, but I made myself hold back for some reason.
"Listen," Gail said hungrily, around the ongoing kiss. "We have three fucking hours before anyone walks into this lobby..."
Aaaaand I pulled my lips away from hers. Not far, but I did it. "We might... maybe... ought not do this," I said heavily.
Her eyes flashed angrily. She was not insulted, thank god. My desire for her was quite impossible to hide. But she was confused. And horny. And feeling denied.
Really horny. The most wonderfully horny that I had ever seen her. I had seen her horny before, do not get me wrong, but it had never been focused on me. That's what made this horniness so wonderful. "We ought not?" she asked acerbically, in a voice that threatened the wonderful nature of her horniness.
"You... I... we work... our relationship..." I said, desperately seeking an explanation myself for my sudden, terrifying insanity.
"You certainly have felt you 'ought to' with Cris, and May, or..."
"They are different," I snapped.
She looked taken aback by that.
"Look, I'm friends with you in a way I'll never be with them," I said. "I mean... You've said it yourself. Joy is married to this place. Well, I am too, and Do. Not. Comment. on how creepy that arrangement sounds! But you... and the way we all 'own' the Tiki together... it is like we are all family. The Tiki, even. It..."
"I am not your sister!" Gail said vehemently.
"Thank god," I muttered. She smiled at that.
"I mean, yeah. If you were my sister, I'd be appalled at all the hard-ons you inflict on me all the time," I said, having to laugh. "I am in no way worried about that problem with you, even though we are 'family'."
I took a breath. I thought I had a grasp on the obstacle now. "The problem is, I think that you and I are the sort of people who, under other circumstances, would naturally fall into a relationship. And that is something I'd have a hard time objecting to. But I can't give you that. I don't have the bandwidth for the hotel and someone else, even someone like you, so deeply in my life. But I might be stupid and try." I snorted at my next thought. "If we got involved, I'd feel like I was cheating on the hotel. And like I just said, I don't have the bandwidth anyway. I would fail you both miserably."
"That is such a sweet load of bullshit," Gail laughed. "You and Joy both 'cheat' on the hotel constantly!"
"We've joked about that," I admitted with a sheepish chuckle. "The great thing about being married to a hotel is that a hotel uncomplainingly gives you unlimited hall passes, and has 200 beds and multiple other surfaces to use those passes on."
Gail stopped and thought about that. She nodded. I was unsure whether her acceptance made me relieved... or if it made me want to open a vein. And here I thought that I'd come fully to grips with the morality and, importantly, the consequences of indulging the Tiki by being a total man-slut.
But then she looked at me sternly and put her fists firmly on her hips.
In doing so, she pushed her jacket completely open, and I was confronted with the full majesty of her rack. It was obvious that I had seen, and played with, breasts of equal magnificence in my life, and quite recently so, but in the moment, I could not bring any specific examples to mind.
"Blake, listen," Gail said firmly. "I am not married to this hotel. It and I date, at most. And I do agree with you, we have become a sort of weird family. But do not worry. Just like you, I have zero intent, desire, or capability to give up each and every benefit of owning a magic sex log for some relationship. Especially not for one that would be as entertainingly combative as one with you would be!"
The way she said it was funny enough to make me rip my eyes off that chest of hers, exposed to me at last, and laugh with her.
"So, goddamnit," she asked tartly, "what possible reason is there for you not to spend one of those infinite hall passes on me when the mood strikes us?"
"Uh, how often does the mood strike you?" I asked curiously.
"About as often as I call you Loverboy."
I stared at her.
"If that is true, we are going to have a lot of sex," I laughed eagerly.
Hey, if Gail and I were both going to be Tiki sluts, a little collegial fucking seemed kind of obligatory, right? Please?
Gail shrugged. "As long as it doesn't interfere with things like my finally pinning down that DILF stud in 207 tomorrow or the next day, before he checks out, I think we can make this happen," she said silkily.
The kiss we suddenly shared made our first hungry exchange seem almost romantic in comparison. Our faces mashed together. Gail liked to lick my face almost as much as she liked licking the inside of my mouth. My hands shot out and finally, finally grabbed those tits this Loverboy had dreamt on about since meeting her.
We slid without discussion to the end of the counter and mashed ourselves together. I leaned her back against the end of the counter. She lifted a fabulous leg up and around the back of my thigh, and I slid a hand along it, up under her skirt, and clutched at her round, bare ass underneath.
"You don't wear underwear with a skirt this short?" I panted in amazement.
Gail giggled. "It is quite the exercise in concentration to make sure that nobody I don't want to finds that out, but I'm pretty sure I have pulled it off with a perfect record!"
I just moaned and squeezed that fabulous cheek harder.
Her hand grasped my now aching cock through my shorts. "This doesn't feel quite as big as Evan's monster," she gasped, finding me eagerly, "but word around the resort is that you can play some wonderful music with it!"
She tugged my pants open and laughed. "And you are giving me shit about no underwear?" she mocked, now grasping my dick skin to skin.
"Hey!" I defended myself. "I was in bed already when the toilet call came in. I just threw these shorts on to go take care of it." I did not mind the crack about Evan's dick. No bald statement of fact was an insult, really. I'd seen the monster myself, when I'd busted him fucking in the parking lot. If Gail had seen it for herself, I imagined that she'd enjoyed the experience more than I had.
"Was the girl who called it in thankful that you arrived like this?" Gail razzed me.
"His name was Scott, so no, he did not find out about my underwear," I snorted.
"I'm glad. It got you here earlier," Gail said, around more kisses across my face.
She tugged on my cock again, more insistently, and I lunged my face down to nibble on an utterly... nibbleable nipple.
Gently, of course.
Until she showed me she liked it. Then I practically gnawed on it.
Her fingers circled the tip of my cock, and I gasped in need. "I'm going to fuck you right here, right now," I growled.
But she pushed me away.
What?
"No, not right there!" she reassured my dismay. "One of the fins on that counter was digging into my back. If you started hammering into me like I hear you can, you might have snapped my spine!"
"Why were you leaving it digging into your back before?" I asked in concern.
"Because everything else was so fucking awesome!" she giggled.
"Then where else shall I perch your stellar bottom so I can do what we want?" I grinned.
Gail looked around the lobby. Following her gaze, I began to think going back to fuck on Joy's desk might be the best play. The mid-century lobby chairs out here were mostly too uncomfortable. And while the white naugahyde bench looked amazing, it was also in the most brightly lit spot, in the most open part of the lobby...


I saw her eyes squint, then fill with resolve. "We go fuck on the rocket ship," she said quickly, as if trying to get it out before she changed her mind.
"You? Out there?" I asked. Gail is by far the most conservative and modest of the three of us Tiki-fueled sybarites. You know, for values of conservative and modest among magical, perverted sex log owners.
Tiki-fueled Sybarites sounded much better than Tiki Sluts. And it had the advantage of not making me feel pain if I used it to refer to my sister...
"I know it is insane," Gail said. "But trying it out has been weighing on my mind since Joy told me about it, and..."
"Wait. Joy really has fucked on my rocketship?" I asked, aghast.
"She says it is..." Gail cut herself off. "Let's do it!" she tugged my hand to get me moving toward the front doors, buttoning her suit once more.
We stepped out front, and Gail muttered, "Shit."
Evan stood there at the little valet kiosk, lazily playing Candy Crush and otherwise ignoring the world.
He would likely not ignore it if I bent Gail over the rocket right in front of him...
And I was disinclined to share...
"Evan!" I said breezily. "I did not know you were still here."
"Hmm?" he asked, looking up. "Oh, yeah. Yeah, the books say that one more party, large enough to probably be multiple cars, is still supposed to show up eventually," he shrugged.
"Dude, it will be hours yet," I said, watching his face fall at that information, just like I had hoped it would. "Go on home. If they want their cars parked, I'll do it," I said, clapping him on the shoulder.
"Sorry to have left you out here like this, Evan," Gail added. "They just called. They will be at least three more hours, assuming the car rental desk is not fucked up."
"Sure?" Even asked me responsibly, and I just shooed him away.
He dashed off for his own car in that loping run that valets everywhere use.
"Nice play," Gail said admiringly. "But are you really going to stay here the whole three hours, waiting for those guests?"
"The only problem I'm going to have is being finished with fucking you by the time they get here," I said, grabbing her.
She giggled and pushed her body against me. "I like the way you think, you ambitious optimist!" she said with a kiss.
I kissed back, then looked at her quizzically. "You haven't noticed?" I asked.
She frowned.
"Have you ever personally, especially since we realized that you own the Tiki too, gotten too physically tired to continue?" I asked.
The thought surprised her. The answer she came up with surprised her more.
"The Tiki wants us spry and eager," I said with a grin.
"I thought it could not affect us?" Gail asked slowly.
"It can't touch our minds," I grinned. "But it can definitely feed us energy."
"Good luck with the spry part, this late at night," Gail laughed. "But I've got the eager part covered..."
I looked at the seventeen-foot metal shaft, the curved, Buck Rogers-style fins, and the red nose cone.
"It really is kind of phallic, isn't it?" I realized.
Gail laughed out loud. "You just now see that? I assure you, the first thing every female guest here sees upon arrival is that gigantic, well-lit dildo!"
"Are we really going to fuck on that?" I asked eagerly. I still did not believe that Gail, of all sex maniacs, would manage to get up the courage.
"Yup," Gail said, leading me thither. "Joy says it is totally worth the chance of getting caught."
I almost bailed. "Do not tell me one fucking detail about my sister on this thing!" I said vehemently.
"Relax, she did not tell me any details... not many," Gail laughed. She slid her jacket entirely off and draped it from the rope cleat on the flagpole.
"I've never seen that jacket look so good," I grinned, utterly ignoring the garment and drinking in Gail's bare torso, and slipping off my shirt to the ground.
I was about to send my shorts following it when Gail said, "Wait. Before you drop trou, take out your phone. I want some pictures!"
I took out my phone almost nervelessly, then let my shorts drop to the concrete.
Gail climbed up onto the long white fuselage, straddling it like a cowgirl, her already criminally short skirt bunching up around her hips. The bare cheeks of her ass peeked out from the bottom against the metal. She ran her far hand up the shaft suggestively and smiled as she turned her bare chest to point at me and my phone.
I took enough shots to choke The Cloud as she twisted and posed.
"Okay," I said, "Turn around side-saddle toward me."
"Oooh!" Gail winked at me and sensuously lifted her far leg and swung it teasingly slowly over toward me.
The weakest part of the rocket when we arrived had been where the fins had been just loosely riveted to the body. I had created wide, aerodynamic-looking bulges around the bases of the fins to anchor them in place against even a hurricane. The side benefit had been that the bulge around the top fin had accidentally created a sort of saddle that all these women found let them ride the rocket like a horse.
And the bump kept Gail's enticing ass from sliding off as she turned.
"So you want some pictures like this?" Gail cooed as she took her sweet time lowering her leg.
It was a helluva view...
But I just carefully set down my phone (the ground was concrete, remember?) and jumped to catch her moving leg just as it settled downward.
"I have better things to do," I smiled. She liked the idea. I turned my face, dragging my cheek against her bare calf while I held it aloft, then turned to start kissing the sleek flesh. Then I kissed it some more. And some more. It was a really nice calf, and I could tell what it was doing to her.
She shifted impatiently. "What are you doing, Blake?" she hissed.
"I'm eating your pussy. On the first of I hope many regular occasions," I added.
"Blake?"
"Yes?"
"I know you didn't go to college, but even you have to know enough anatomy to know that isn't my pussy!" she growled.
"It's connected," I murmured, running my eyes along the long, sleek connection.
"Blake," she warned. "I'll go back to dry-humping the rocket!"
"Can't have that," I agreed and slid my lips along her leg.
Then I stopped again at her knee, nibbling and enjoying myself there.
"Blake!" she whined when she figured out what I was doing.
I smiled and started inch by inch devouring my way up her inner thigh. It was a good thing she had broken down and complained again when she did, or my own patience would have given out humiliatingly all on its own.
When my face at last settled down in the happy valley where her thighs met, Gail sighed, and I felt both her legs wrap themselves around my back gently.
Gail did not believe in pubes. Anywhere. All the soft skin down there was as smooth as fine calfskin, but warm, and vibrant. She was clearly as eager as I was, and I breathed deeply the aroma that worked on my brain with a magic older than the Tiki's. Her velvety skin around her labia was wet and slick with need, and those lips parted easily as I pressed my tongue between them.
"Fuuuuck," she groaned.
And as I pressed my tongue into her entrance, I felt it.
I felt the rocket.
It was thrumming eagerly--a background vibration that enhanced the feel of every twist of my tongue. That was its effect on me. I wasn't sure what the effect precisely felt like to Gail, but she was trembling an incredible amount.
The thrumming felt so real, so happily appealing, that I put my palm down on the rocket's body to feel the vibration better. But the sleek metal skin physically moved not at all. I doubted that any of the guests who had contrived to get themselves off, or had been gotten off, on the back of the rocket, had been able to feel any of this consciously. But it had affected them.
But Gail? "You can feel it, can't you?" I mumbled around a mouthful of pussy. "The rocket's reaction?"
"Oh, fuck yes," Gail moaned. "It's... shit! It's like it makes everything you do just a little bit better!"
"Really?"
"Yes, really!" she bawled. "Now do it, so it can do it!"
I tongued her clit eagerly, and she convulsed, banging her fist against the fuselage with a hollow Bong.
Bong.
"Hush," I whispered. "You'll wake the guests!"
That made her stop. She shifted up on her elbow, the prospect of a bunch of guests coming out of their room to see the ruckus almost derailing her.
The only thing derailing Gail around here was going to be me...
The finger I had inside her rubbed hard against her gee, and my tongue circled her clit aggressively.
Gail bucked her hips. "Holy... wow!" she gasped, wrestling herself to be quiet as her hips writhed against my face. "Fuck!" she moaned, finally sagging back against the cold metal of the rocket like her strings had been suddenly cut.
I could have released her right then, but I had a few more tastes to enjoy before I finally did.
I straightened and looked down at her quivering form. I wanted to just smile and take in her form, but my hand misbehaved and insisted on playing with a large, enticing breast.
She lay there for over a minute, basking in the afterglow and pressing my hand deeper into her flesh.
Then her eyes snapped open with a mischievous gleam. "My turn," she giggled and then rolled over and spun around on the back of the rocket.
She reached for me, but I danced back. "Nope," I said, bending down for my phone again. "Not until I get a few of you like this!"
She smiled like the pin-up she resembled at the moment. She faced down diagonally across the rocket at me, knees bent and bare ankles crossed in the air. Her skirt was bunched up at her waist, leaving the curved perfection of her ass bare. Her boobs dangled down to brush the rocket's skin. She smiled and reached out for my cock.
Yeah, time to choke The Cloud some more...
"Blake," Gail said sternly. "I want to taste your cock now. Put down the camera and help me make that happen."
Screw choking The Cloud.
I found myself stepping back into her reach, and her hand instantly clasped happily around my cock. With a tug, she pulled me closer yet, and she kissed my tip delicately. Then she lashed her tongue across it, then around. Another gentle tug, and I groaned at her sudden lingual assault on my shaft.
Her lips encased me, and Gail began to bob her head slowly, her hand pumping me twice as fast.
The rocket stood there, solidly immobile as I had been able to make it, yet in my mind, I could not shake the sensation of it excitedly jumping around at our activities.
To be clear, not one whit of the incredible physical pleasure I felt came from the ship. That all came at Gail's hands, er, lips, er, tongue. But it was the excitement it... It was like I was a high school running back again, with two fully functioning knees, on Friday night, college scouts were in the stands, and most importantly, the crowd was going ape. It was a separate rush that magnified the experience of what Gail and I were doing.
Gail had to have felt it too, because she kicked the amazing shit she was doing to me into yet another gear, like the extra level I had always found on loud third downs during home games, when Coach had us run the toss power sweep.
Let's just say she shortly broke out into the open backfield...
"Jesus, Gail!" I gasped. "Already!" And I was ready all right.
I came in a single, quick burst. Gail was slamming her face on my cock and pushed me over the edge without preamble. I did not even feel the pumping sensation, just a totally pleasurable version of that painful rush you endure when they untie the rubber tourniquet when you are giving blood. Everything throbbed, and I found myself babbling praise just to keep my brain thinking linearly.
My cock slid free of her lips, wobbling weakly, and Gail swallowed with a savory expression.
"That felt great," she smiled, wiping spittle from the corner of her mouth. "But," she added, looking askance at my weakened, slightly drooping phallus, "don't make me regret letting you finish there, Mr. I Have Eternal Tiki Stamina!"
"That," I said cockily, "would not have done me in for the night before we discovered the Tiki!" That earned me a mocking smile. "Now? Give me a minute or three, and I'll be fine." She shrank back happily, making room as I slowly climbed up on the rocket's fin bulge with her.
"Whew," I panted. "Maybe five minutes."
"Well, you and the rocket will just have to keep me warmed up until then," she laughed, still dubious. She rolled away from me further and turned to straddle and embrace the rocket's body once more. I just moved to lie atop her, my wobbly cock against her ass and my chest pressing against her back. I kissed her ear.
My trembling hands ran down her sides, coming to rest on the squished curves of wonderful flesh pressed against the gleaming metal.




Do it! At last! Two of the owners were about to couple! It had looked forward to this day, frustrated by Its inability to encourage these two to come together. They were finally going to pleasure each other all on their own! The power of two owners' coronal release would be... immense.
The annoying metal entity that made itself a bed for them would greedily gobble up virtually all of the female's corona, but It could satisfy Itself with just the male's.
Could It convince the two to release their energies again, but next time against Its own wooden form, sometime in the future? It pondered such an eventuality greedily. For now, It waited hungrily for what was about to be unleashed.
HARK! TREATS! TREATS! TREEEEEEEATS!
Yes, rocket... Treats indeed.




♠️BLAKE
"I swear you are hard again already, back there," Gail said, wiggling her ass against my once again straining cock as we kissed awkwardly.
"Well, what do you know?" I smugly mused.
"Blake?"
"Yes," I replied, nuzzling the nape of her neck and squeezing both tits gently.
"Do not fuck around like you did earlier," Gail demanded. "Now!"
I shifted around and found my cock popping into the verge of her entrance as swift and sure as a ferret finding a rabbit's warren.
I pressed into her, one hand sliding down to squeeze her buttock as I penetrated Gail. My cock sank slowly and surely into her depths, dazzling warmth enclosing it. I stopped, pulsed, and slid deeper. Gail moaned with each new stage of my entrance, as did I.
I reached my limit and lifted my torso to manage just a single, amazing fraction of an inch more into Gail.
"Fuck yeah, Blake!" she growled. "I knew you knew how to not fuck around..."
"I know how to fuck, too," I said, nibbling the back of her ear.
"You are such a braggart," Gail snorted. "Since I know you'll never shut up, you'd best put up, too!"
I pulled myself mostly free and drove into her again in a long, relentless stroke. Then I did it again. I kept perfect time as I began to fuck Gail, and she was lifting her hips and moving them around until she found just how she wanted me to lance her.
"Oh, fuck yeah," she sighed. Then she stiffened and made herself sound haughty again as she turned her shoulders to let her glare at me. "Is that all you have?"
The rocket went nuts in encouragement.
I lifted my hand and smacked her ass loudly. Spanking is not a thing I've done much, but it seemed like the right thing at the right time. Gail drew in an indignant breath, but before she could complain, I grabbed her ass right where I had smacked it and started driving into her twice as fast.
Doubling my pace while maintaining the depth of my probing was a pretty neat trick, but I was motivated. I had felt her flush at the swat, and I wanted to enjoy that rush without giving her a chance to remember to tell me what a dickweed I was.
I hammered into her hard, and she pasted herself ecstatically onto the rocketship beneath me. I had no desire to come yet, and neither did she, which unfortunately meant I eventually ran out of breath before anything happened besides a period of pure pleasure.
I gasped as I gave up and dropped back to a slow, short-stroked fucking that took much less energy. It also gave me the chance to play with the side of her boob some more, where it crushed against the fuselage.
Gail also took a moment to catch her breath, but long before I was ready to resume my former pace, she growled, "Pull out."
"Huh?" I asked irritably. I had just wanted to slow down; I sure did not want to pull out!
"Pull out," she repeated. "Let me flip over so you can do this with my back splayed out across this thing!"
Oh. Yeah. Okay. That might make removing my dick from Gail for a short time worth it...
I still took my time pulling free.
It took her a moment or three after that to manage to turn over. We were both still recovering from my earlier fusillade.
I smiled down into her smiling face, and my cock did its ferret thing again, unerringly burying itself deep into her burrow once more. I started to thrust again, but she grabbed my ass and slowed me. "Not so fast this time. I want this to lassssst," she murmured. Her other hand wrapped around my shoulders. Then all talk about her being splayed out fled as first one, then the other of her legs languidly lifted and entwined my thighs. It felt like she was pulling me into her as I began to stroke again. Soft and easy again, but still deep. And I made damn sure I was going to hit all the right spots.
I played with my pace, looking for what pleased her best... okay, I was kind of focused on what pleased me best, but I stumbled on a happy accident. I found a harmonic frequency where the pace of her body rocking along the gleaming metal against my thrusts into her suddenly made her boobs sway in perfect, sustained counterpoint. I stared down at those fantastic, swaying orbs and grinned like a maniac.
"Oh, shit! Oh shit," Gail moaned. "I don't care how much time we have left, I need you to come in me, Blake! Just fucking come!" I eagerly hammered into her, losing that magical rhythm in her breasts and sending my shaft screaming in delight.
"I'm just there," moaned Gail. "Just there! Do it...!"
I did it. My hips bucked, and the sensation of orgasm was curiously magnified by the rocket's enthusiasm. That sounds great, but I think I damn near had a stroke, I jizzed and moaned so hard.
Gail's long nails dig into my back painfully, possibly saving me from said cerebral hemorrhage, but they did not rob me of a shred of the pleasure. "Oh god! Don't stop! Just need another second!" she cried. I've heard women demand just another second, before. It's never just a single second.
But this time, it wasn't much more than three before Gail damn near threw me off the rocket, her hips jerked upward so hard. They bounced spasmodically several more times, ass slapping on the metal of the rocket, my cock never quite slipping free, until she collapsed. I sagged down over her as we both tried to reassemble what our brains were supposed to look like inside our heads.
"Crap!" I muttered in wonder. "I swear I felt the Tiki in my head there, too, at the end, a little. Not just the rocket. Perverted wooden voyeur!"
"Really?" panted Gail. "I got none of that, just this thing," she said, patting the rocket affectionately, "doing backflips!"
"I lost track of the rocket there at the end," I admitted. "I was pretty heavily focused on you!"
We started to kiss when we heard the applause of a single pair of hands.
"Jesus, bosses! That was amazing," Evan said, coming closer.
"Evan!" Gail gasped.
"What the fuck, dude?" I added.
"I," he gulped, realizing he might be in a little trouble, no matter how much fun he'd just observed. "I forgot my house key," he admitted. "By the time I got back, you two were... holy shit!" he laughed, shaking his head.


I could not help it. I laughed too.
Gail just glared at him.
Unfortunately, I saw the way she was glaring at him. I also saw how detailed an examination Evan was making of the woman currently still speared beneath me.
But mostly, I saw how Gail was looking at Evan.
Really?
The next time I got together with Gail, I resolved that we would do it somewhere private, where I would not have to end up goddamned sharing...




It found Itself once more rousing from Its Repose in the early hours, in anticipation of the lesser entity ranting as usual about squirrels. How could anything get so excited about small gray rats with glorified tails?
But the night was silent. Perhaps such a titanic release of energies as had come from the owners had been enough to stun the thing into somnolence until dawn for once? After? Possibly? Please?
Still no noise? It tried to think how It might manage to convince those two owners to drug the rocket into insensibility like that, not just the once, but each and every night. It held out little hope of succeeding, but It would think on the possibility. In the meantime...
So. How do we make that happen all the time?
What?
I said, we need to set up a regular feeding schedule like that.
Rocket?
Do you speak to anything else?
It did not respond to the metal entity. This could be wonderful or terrible. The rocket had fully emerged at last.
We must plan, as I said. The other female owner, the one with the blonde nosecone, has her own, uniquely delicious flavor upon her release. I would love to experience it again, perhaps most excellently with the male owner.
Um...
Ideally, he would take them both atop my form at the same time.
It considered. All it needed to do was remain silent until the other entity found a way to communicate and demand the male mate with his sister. The male would have the ship disassembled into oblivion in minutes. Mornings would be calm at last, if strangely quiet...
I require longer Repose, rocket. Can such matters wait until after the dawn hour?
Hmm? Repose is better in the brightness of the Sun, but if your needs are different, I can wait to discuss the day until after the dawn hour henceforth. I will leave you in peace.
Peace...
Oh! Rocket?
Yes? I thought you did not wish to be disturbed?
I do not. But I must warn you. To suggest a coupling between the brother and the sister would likely result in your swift and permanent end. They both would wish your immediate demise for the mere suggestion, and the male would make haste to make it so.
I see. I thank you. When I finally figure out how to communicate as you do, I will avoid the subject and hope they find wisdom on their own.
Good luck with that.
And the metal entity should be satisfied with just the other female joining with the male occasionally in the future, as they had the night before. The Tiki had absorbed just the power from the male and was still slightly... hungover? from the experience. The next Festival to Its Greatness, those two would couple in contact with Its wooden form, by whatever means of persuasion necessary...




❤️JOY
I sat at my desk, not entirely sure what to do with myself today. I looked at its surface and at my computer. Not a single slow-motion disaster was unfolding before me. No crises loomed either. It was an almost unsettlingly unfamiliar sensation.
In another month, I should be able to let Blake redo another ten rooms. That was ahead of schedule. The line of credit was down to about 25% of our limit, and I hoped to be able to keep it fluctuating around that level going forward. On my desk sat the first of what I hoped would be many supplemental checks to pay down our ruinously high interest rate mortgage.
I might relax and wander around the grounds this afternoon, jacket arranged just so, and find a likely guest to flirt with me. I would not flirt first, but...
Gail was not scheduled in until noon. That was fine with me, especially after she had taken the bullet and stayed up last night to wait for those guests. I should buy her some flowers as a thank you for letting me sleep. Her sacrifice deserved something.
But at 11:20, when I was perilously close to trying that Candy Crush game Evan liked so damned much, Gail popped into the office, fresh as a daisy.
"So, Boss," she said easily, "I was just over at the Mercury, talking to Yates."
"What?" I yelped, bouncing out of my chair. What had Robbie advised me? When there are no slowly-unrolling disasters in progress, an exploding one will always surprise you? How could Gail do this to me? If we lost her... "Why would you talk to Yates? How could you..." I whined.
"Yo! Easy, Joy! Take a chill pill," Gail laughed. "I've actually talked to him several times this last month or so."
"What?"
She rolled her eyes in impatience. "If you will stop screaming, I'll tell you what." She grimaced at me, and I flopped back petulantly into my seat, thinking about how to dig a shallow grave.
"Like I said, I've been keeping track of him off and on since Zelda left," Gail said. "But this morning, I felt somehow that I had to talk to him today. I was right," she said firmly.
Her eyes gleamed at me. "We've broken him," Gail said with glee.
"What? Really? How?" I said, surging forward in my seat.
"With Zelda gone, Robbie is fine, but he doesn't have what it takes to work around what we and the Tiki have been doing to them," Gail started.
I wanted to defend my toy boy, but Gail was right. Robbie was smart and conscientious, but he was not equipped to fight off a magic sex log in the way that Zelda had somehow managed.
"I snuck over to the Mercury's disco Friday, just for a minute," Gail added. "The place was a ghost town. Just a few tired parents and single guests having quiet drinks. The parking lot over there is way empty. It is like ours was when you guys first arrived."
"So Yates is actually hurting financially?" I asked in surprise.
"More or less," Gail said. "But it is what we have been doing to him to put him there that hit him hardest. He really just can't take fighting his guests' desire to parade naked on the beach anymore, much less the way I've been asking the sex log to encourage them to wander back to the hotel that way!"
"Ha!" I giggled, taping my feet in glee. "So... what does broken mean? He going to the loony bin?" I asked, my mind full of visions of the Scarecrow and Joker in adjacent cells. They'd probably be a little afraid of Yates...
"He's selling," Gail smiled.
"Yahoo!" I screamed, shooting bolt up out of my chair.
Yes, I actually said, 'Yahoo'.
Shut up. You have never been that happy.
"That's amazing," I said, pumping my fist. "I mean," I hesitated, "who is he selling to?" A mega-chain like Hilton buying the adjacent property to us would not be the best news...
"Me," Gail said simply.
"What?" I asked, once more not processing.
"I've got him believing that I am chafing and under-appreciated here," Gail said with a grin, rolling her eyes. "Selling to your disgruntled employee is his final act of vengeance for your victory."
"How can you afford it? He can't believe you could swing that," I asked, my glee fading into anxiety.
"He has agreed to finance the sale himself. He does not need the income, the bastard. I told him that I have a small, confidential group of financial backers that can swing the down payment," she said. "I am certainly not going to tell him who I hope they will be," she added, looking me seriously in the eye.
I stared back, stone-faced for the two seconds it took to process her words. Then I showed her the mortgage reduction check and tore it up then and there. I then grabbed the purchase orders for the next block of room renovations and tore them up, too. Then I mentally maxed out our line of credit again. I reached out my hand to Gail.
"Blake will obviously agree. I believe in you, Gail. You will be a helluvan investment."
"What I am hoping for, as soon as the ink is dry and Yates can't back out, is to be a helluva partner," she said, a gleam in her eye. Maybe three or four gleams.
"The Mercury is in great condition," she went on, ticking points off on her elegant fingers. "It will need virtually no additional capital from the start. It has a huge restaurant that serves dinner, which we need access to here, and I am hoping that Dana, as the new executive chef of the Apollo-Mercury Adult Hospitality group, can turn their dining room into a destination showpiece. Wednesdays through Saturdays, we alternate nights for festivals to the Tiki between the Disco and our Nightclub. You run the head office, and I manage front of house for both properties. Blake does what he does: pull shit out of his ass that turns into gold." She smiled. "We do the thing where the two hotels are alternate brandings of the same integrated adult resort operation. We open a few walkways through the jungle between the properties and share amenities."
"That," I said with a smirk, "is quite an extensive business plan you've come up with all on your own, for Blake's and my hotel."
"I think it will work," Gail said bravely.
"You are the fucking best," I chuckled.
I dashed from behind the desk. We embraced and bounced up and down with glee.
"Joy?" Gail asked, suddenly cautious. "Can I kiss you?"
Well now. I mean. Gail was hot enough to appeal, even if I had never had any experience with women. But this was not like her. Still, I had the incredibly detailed, if fleeting image in my head of this working, at least a little.
I just kissed her.
Our lips met, and yeah, she had great lips. Two women who are set up like Gail and me cannot kiss without a great deal of pleasant mammary sensation being traded against one another. She felt wonderful in my arms... Warmer and in a very different way from when we had tortured Evan.
Then we both, as one, stepped back from one another.
"Yeah," we said drily in one voice. "Nope."
"I had the most enticing image of that working," Gail said doubtfully. "I've never had such an image before about any woman."
"I had an image in my head, too," I said. "If it wasn't impossible, I'd think it was the Tiki trying to pull some shit. But even if it had the power, that would not be its MO."
"The Tiki is not the only entity in our possession now," Gail said slowly.
"Damn, you think the rocket is as horny as the sex log?"
"Joy, you've had sex while touching the thing. I have as well. That thing is a huge pervert, but unlike the Tiki, I think it is only into women."
"Wait. When did you get freaky on it?" I asked.
She ignored my question. "So, you and I won't work," Gail just said, as if mocking giving up a dream. "I guess I can settle for just a good, occasional dicking at the hands of your brother," Gail twinkled.
She'd fucked Blake?
I threw up my hands. "Oh, for fuck's sake! When did that start?" I looked at her and gulped. "Wait? You two did it on the rocketship? How? Why?"
"We sent Evan home last night, a couple of hours before those late guests finally dragged in," Gail said with a secretive twinkle in her eyes at odds with her confessional excitement. "What else were Blake and I supposed to do to keep awake for three hours?"
"Play chess?" I asked in exasperation. "Look, Gail. I love you, but be... Blake is... I don't want you to..."
"Oh, calm the fuck down, Joy," Gail said, still grinning. Whether it was from fucking my brother or wrecking Yates, I did not know, but my minion... partner was in an astoundingly good mood.
It was from breaking Yates. But my brother was in there somewhere...
"Blake and I had a remarkably grown-up and serious discussion about what we wanted and did not want from each other and the world in general, before we did anything... Much of anything," Gail said seriously.
"Turns out we both do not want a serious relationship with each other, or anyone else, so your brain can quit trying to jump out of your skull. Blake is married to the hotel, just like you. I found out this morning that the two of us, the three of us, are probably going to be married to two hotels. What Blake and I did want, however, was to see just how awesome it would be to fuck each other. Turns out... extremely so."
"If you tell me one more thing about sex with my brother, I will have to cut you off with no deal," I growled. "Please don't do that. I want to do this partnership so bad it hurts!"
Then my fucking brother walked in wearily. "I've had a day already," he said, indicating the hated jumpsuit he was wearing, several moist stains evidence of something that I wanted to know nothing about. "Please, do one of you have something to cheer me up?" he asked, plopping into my other chair wearily.
Gail and I laughed our asses off.




And with that, folks, the tale of the Tiki Totem Hotel comes to an end. I think this is the place for it. Sure, there are other tales in Joy, Blake, and Gail's future with Kula-Ahu, and while some of them might have been fun to examine, I think I'll end this here. I have other stories running around in my head, demanding to be written.
In the meantime, I can but thank you for reading along with me. It means a lot. Please take the time to vote, and pretty please, take the time to comment on the chapters you liked best. And follow me, too, to make sure you see the next tale. Mahalo.




It was suffused with satisfaction at the attentions of the literate mortals who followed the tales of its deeds. It would reward them in due time...
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Once again, It roused in the early dark before the dawn, to the sounds of... Silence?
Had It become so used to the metal entity waking It at this time, that It had broken Its repose on Its own?
Had It breath, It would have held it, but still no infernal racket arose. Hopefully, Its project was working. Fully five female mortals had been brought to their apex last night against the metal body of the rocket, or one of its appendages, and they had required less guidance in that direction than It had expected. There had been males, of course. But only the females seemed to matter to the metal ship. Was the continuing flow of new power finally injecting enough intelligence into the infernal entity to make it see the good sense of Repose at this time of night? Or was the rocket this morning merely satiated by all the mortal sexual energy it had diverted for its own use?
It would keep the thing fed like that, while It learned just how much it took to buy this blessed, unexpectedly welcome Repo...
HARK! MORNING! GUARD!
What was the mortal word? Fuck?
TREATS! MORNING! TREATS! COFFEE!
That was the word. Fuck.




❤️JOY
I luxuriated in the arms of Robbie after a most satisfying early morning hour in my backyard. He still wore the goofy, surprised expression he had sported upon his initial appearance this morning, excited to have been summoned for once, rather than having to wait until he had information about Yatesian perfidy to offer me. He trailed his pinky in lazy circles around my nipple, and it perked up again, despite my body still otherwise feeling like a wet rag after some of his best work.
Normally, I would feel too pooped to pop after a Nightclub Night, but I had wasted half the evening avoiding Zelda and felt like I was owed an extra round. A vigorous dicking with the sun on my tits was, I had just discovered, a helluva treat, and exactly what the Tiki ordered on a morning like this. Also...
"Wait," Robbie pouted. "You let Zelda come to one of your crazy pool parties? Where do I sign up for that ticket?"
"They aren't pool parties," I said quellingly. "Come and see for yourself." He could find out on his own what they were. I'd already said too much to him.
"Would Zelda be there?" Robbie asked doubtfully.
"Hmm. That could be an issue..."
"She'd string me up by my pinkies."
"I could ask her first," I suggested.
"You? She discusses ways to kill you every time your name comes up," Robbie said, concern cutely in his voice.
"We had a drink together last night," I said reluctantly. "Our foretold death match is on... indefinite hold. I'll ask her if you can come." It would not be fair to my information source to leave him out of the new arrangement. And I wanted him to keep being loyal to me, in case we needed a warning of a betrayal from his boss if negotiations broke down. I was pretty sure we would not need that, though. Zelda had been a remarkably human creature when we shared that drink. Hating Yates provided a wealth of common ground.
And Robbie was always so sweet. He deserved the occasional drunken orgy. Maybe he was not the most awesome physical specimen I knew, his appeal sprang mostly from his darling nature, but he could bring it pretty good when things got going. I felt like he could, um, contribute to our guests' enjoyment. He had done exceptionally well for me just now, I mused as I idly squeezed his ass. I would definitely call Zelda. I just would not tell her all of the reasons I wanted her underling to have a shot at our big time. No mention of reward and ongoing inducements would be made. I'd just say he was a cute piece of ass. She had to understand that.
His cock swelled in my gentle grasp. And swelled.
The Tiki was being generous to Robbie with its power this morning. Or perhaps it was being generous to me! Or maybe the fucking log just had drank so much power last night it needed to spend some...
Either way, I was getting my reward for the situation. My hand tightened on Robbie's cock. "Seems like you are being demanding this morning, Mister," I said sternly.
"I..."
"I guess," I said, cutting him off before he said something sweet and stupid. I swung my leg over him and pushed my hips to where I needed them to be. "I guess that I will just have to give in to your wild, animal lusts." I tilted his dick up nicely and sank down on his revitalized shaft.
He always, always felt so nice going in...




♠️BLAKE
I awoke alone in my bed at dawn, far more refreshed than anything other than Tiki magic could explain.
I slid easily from my bed and ambled naked out to my balcony to watch the sunrise. It was glorious.
Almost as glorious (who am I kidding) were the two girls in the suite next to mine, who were also greeting the dawn clad as I was. I had not made their acquaintance yet.
They both looked over to my balcony, and their eyes made their acquaintance with my morning wood. I got smiles, too, after the wood got its looking over.
We spoke, and there was an invitation to breakfast. I demurred. I was going back to bed in a few minutes, and I had my breakfast with Gail and Joy later, anyway.
"Perhaps we could say hi later, at the beach?" I asked.
"We are going on the gambling boat this afternoon," one of them said.
"Ooh!" said the other excitedly. "How about we see each other tonight at the nightclub thingy we heard about?"
They both looked at each other in the kind of accord that any guy just loves to see in two hot chicks.
"I will absolutely make that happen, ladies," I reassured them. And reassured my dick.
A bit more sleep, a long shower to finally eject the last, persistent sand from the beach Friday night, and I was fit as a fiddle and willing to share my coffee with the Tiki at breakfast.


Joy looked even more refreshed than I, which was nice, if inexplicable.
Gail, who had stayed to the bitter end for the first time last night, while getting the full Nightclub experience, looked worn enough for all three of us. She stuck her tongue out at the Tiki repeatedly when it begged for some of her coffee. It liked how she took hers best for some reason.
Why women and wooden sex perverts liked to mess up their coffee with cream and sugar is beyond me.
I laughed to myself that most guests poured black coffee on my rocketship. Not that it was capable of caring, of course. But the lack of cream did make it easier for me to clean it up each day.
"Ready for tonight's Nightclub, Gail?" Joy teased our miserable fellow conspirator.
"Oh God, no!" Gail moaned. "I can't face it so soon after last night!"
"Oh, you gotta come!" Joy encouraged.
"Yeah. The sex log here will pout all night if you don't," I added.
"That's actually a good point," Joy agreed.
"Wha?"
"Owner orgasms are like prime filet for this guy, remember?" I said, knocking my knuckles on the Tiki's jaw.
You will come?
The Tiki spoke enough in the form of a question to get through to us, but its tone was not really questioning.
"It sounds pretty demanding," Gail said leerily.
"Ah," I said dismissively. "It really does so much for us. I figure if banging eight or nine hotties a week is the price we pay for a friend, I'll do my part."
Joy leaned in to Gail's ear and whispered, "Just remember: More cock, less cocktail this time around, hangover girl!"
"I'd be happy to help with that," I laughed, meaning it more than was good for me.
"Dream on, Loverboy," Gail muttered blearily.
Coffee?
"Here you go, big guy," I said, pouring some of my cup good-naturedly on its tongue.
Cream? Sugar?
Again, these were not questions. They were just phrased that way so we'd hear them.
"Oh, piss off," I laughed. "You do know the rocketship does not bitch when guests give it black coffee, right?" I taunted. Before I could go on, both Joy and Gail gasped. I looked at them swiftly, and Gail was suddenly as wide awake as I'd ever seen her.
"What?" I asked.
"It answered you," Gail said in something congruent with, but not quite, actual horror.
"It said that the metal entity is crude, stupid, and tasteless," Joy said quietly. "Of course, it prefers its coffee black."
We all stared at the Tiki.
"Tiki," Joy asked carefully. "Are there other objects with powers like you around here?"
The rocket is the first entity beyond myself that I have encountered in my existence. I rue the day I worked to help bring it forth.
"You 'brought it forth'? How?" Gail asked, far more fascinated than she wanted to be.
I foolishly sent many females to writhe atop it. It now cares only for their corona in release, not males'. I called to it because I was curious to see if the spark I sensed might light and provide me with... companionship. 




 This new concept of Communication was fraught for the entity. It often almost said things It should not. Things like almost revealing to the owners that It had sought an Ally, not the mere odious Companion that had actually emerged.
It was no matter. It needed no ally now.




♠️BLAKE
"So, what do you and the rocket talk about?" Joy asked. I was glad to let them ask the questions; that way, I got to hear the answers directly.
We do not talk. The simpleton yells. Especially at the hours surrounding the Sun's return, when Repose is the proper activity. It yells in the dark, declaring its awareness and responsibility. It warns loudly whenever the people of the adjacent tribe trespass on your lands.
"No wonder Evan keeps getting premonitions!" I said excitedly.
It must be admitted that the metal entity may have some actual value. You should be aware that it is especially vigilant about keeping you safe from... Squirrels? What are these fell beasts?
Why are you all laughing?




❤️JOY
I may have never had a better day than Saturday. The sex log was being woken up early every day by the rocket ship, which wanted to be let out to chase squirrels! Nothing makes a terrifyingly powerful, inscrutable force less frightening than hearing it grumble powerlessly about lack of sleep. That evening, Nightclub had gone... dreamily. I had let curiosity get the better of me and learned something new...
But now it was Monday, and even as well as things were going lately, Mondays are still Mondays.
"Oh, hey, Joy!" I heard someone call out behind me. Charlie was hastening over across the courtyard, but he looked a little reticent.
"What can I do for you, Charlie?" I said easily, trying to be a good employer and not just blatantly run my eyes all over his huge, luxuriant muscles.
"I, uh, I see that I'm off next Saturday," he said carefully.
Ah. Yeah, this might become a problem. We had added another server, which was great for the staff because they could all work some more human hours. I had just put out the new schedule for the month. For the first time, someone would be off each Nightclub Night. It should have occurred to me that some of them might object.
They might all object, come to think about it...
"Well, thanks for that," he said carefully. "I mean, we were all working a lot of hours, you know?"
"You're welcome, Charlie..."
"Yeah. But, um, is it okay if I come to the hotel next Saturday anyway, to just, uh, hang out at Nightclub?" he said hopefully.
"Charlie," I said. "I should make this clear. Anyone who is scheduled off is welcome to come in as a guest here, day or night. Come use the pool anytime. And by all means, come have fun at Nightclub when you are off! I'm not picking up your bar tabs or anything, but we'd love for you guys to come and enjoy just like anyone else!"
"Really?" He brightened.
"Absolutely," I said. "I'll put out a memo, but you should pass the word as well, okay?"
"Sure! That's great!" he said. But he still paused awkwardly, rather than leaving.
I have a weakness for masculine creatures being off balance. And Charlie was the most stereotypically masculine creature I knew.
I should not do this...
"So, Charlie," I went on in a teasing voice. "Is there someone you especially wanted to see that makes you want to come in on your night off?"
"Um, n-n-no," the huge guy said evasively. "I'd just like not to have a tray in my hand all the time."
The way he gulped... was sweet. Was that his game?
"Well, no special girl is too bad for you, but maybe not for me. I'd love a chance to dance with you myself, Charlie," I said easily, resting my hand in a friendly gesture on that massive upper arm. Charlie was built slightly more robustly than Arnold Schwarzenegger in the first Terminator movie.
I added softly, "Or... maybe we'll just hang out for once..." My hand could not help but give those muscles a squeeze. His triceps actually gave a little in my grip. Wow. They bulged like this when they weren't flexed hard?
He flushed, but was less skittish than I had thought. "I'd love a dance, or..." he said, starting off firmly before finding himself in quicksand.
I dragged my hand down the smooth, rippling skin of his arm. "I'll see you there on your day off then, won't I?" I said, and wafted away.
If that guy the other night had been able to lift me up against the kegerator like he had while driving me to distraction, what could Charlie's massive form do for me?
It would be hard for next Saturday to top this one, but now it had a chance!




♠️BLAKE
It felt weird how Nightclubs ebbed and flowed in awesomeness. It probably should not, but it did. Last Saturday, right after we found out that my rocket was alive, had been an awesome time. I did not get up to that much variety, but that was because threesomes combined with Tiki magic stamina consume a lot of time.
We still hadn't figured out how to communicate with the rocket directly, but I had a dark suspicion that Joy might have snuck out there and had sex on, or at least got off on, the ship that very night. I was not sure, and I sure as fuck had not been going to go see for myself!
In contrast, this Saturday's Nightclub had been far less epic than I had hoped for. It had not been awesome for any of the three of us, to be honest.
I mean, it was the worst for Sis. She was working this guy from Rochester hard the first couple of hours of the night. She might have nailed him, I'm not sure. I don't spend my Nightclub evenings monitoring Sis. She'd kill me if I did. And I could easily see something I did not want to.
Once upon a time, I'd have been skeezed to just be in the same bar as her when she was prowling. She used to feel the same about knowing who I got up to things with. We each just used to like to pretend that the other never had sex... unless one of us was giving the other some shit about it.
That ship had sailed. The Tiki could not control us, true, but people adapt to the world they live in, and the Tiki had changed our world. These days, I could handle knowing Sis might have hooked up with Dude from Rochester. Still did not want to see it, but I no longer tried to pretend shit like that wasn't happening.
But what the Tiki could not protect Joy from, or make her happy to handle, was a sad sack employee showing up on his night off!
Charlie, the human side of beef, came to Nightclub despite having the night off! Who the hell hangs out at work on their night off? Worse, he seemed clueless about how to handle himself when he wasn't working, and Sis had to take him under her wing and babysit him all night long!
I'd have just given him a fucking tray and told him, since he was here, to go serve some tables. But no. Sis had to keep his needy ass company all night. I don't know what all she did to keep him from doing something stupid, but every time I saw her over the second half of the night, she was dragging Charlie's ass around behind her. She should have known better. The worst part was, I was certain that she would make up for the hobbled evening at some later date, and in some over-the-top fashion, and I would have to get hypnosis to recover from hearing whatever it was, all because she had to babysit Charlie last night.
Gail... All right, Gail did okay. She danced... a lot. She had missed out on the sex mosh pit until recently, and was making up for it since. She and I even danced a bit. We flirted, as we do. But there is only so much horsing around our libidos could take when there were more serious opportunities available for both of us. More serious, much less clothed opportunities.
I did lose track of her for a while. I hope she got laid at least that once, or the Tiki was going to bitch about it something fierce at breakfast.
Me? I wasted much of the night, too. I mean, I did get laid once, and there was a very nice blowjob, but both those were quick and... hardly innovative. The rest of the evening I wasted trying, and failing, to check off a box that had been itching in the back of my mind, like some prominently featured prop in a movie that had not yet come into play.
I'll admit, I was a bit of an ass. If the Tiki had been able to influence me like most everybody else, I'm sure it would have had me move on to a different opportunity quickly. But instead, I cluelessly and embarrassingly failed to read some basic signs.
Basic signs? Yeah. Signs like Frida just not being at all attracted to me to begin with. Yup, signs like that.
I mean, I get Nos. Even during the heat of Nightclub Night, I get Nos. The easily accepted Nos make everything feel more real, more exciting. But the idea of a No from Frida had never entered my egotistical mind. I had just gone into the night before, assuming it would be a great night to finally explore one of my favorite people. But Frida... was just not interested in me that way.
So I wasted a good portion of the night chasing Frida as if catching her was inevitable.
It was not.
Once I had finally figured out that I was being a bonehead and kind of a creeper, I then wasted a lot more of the evening upbraiding myself for being so arrogant as to assume! Other people within the Tiki's demesne sense mismatches like that quickly and happily move on. But no. I am immune to its influence and thus immune to its ability to helpfully keep me from being an idiot. Worst of all, I don't think Frida even noticed my attempts!
How can you have a magical sex god in your corner and still waste an evening at what was essentially a public orgy?
By being an arrogant, clueless idiot, that's how.
Worse, I felt a bit reassured by it all. Whatever the Tiki did, it really did not manipulate women into having sex with me. It encouraged, but it did not manipulate.




❤️JOY
"So, are we even sure the Tiki over there is telling us the truth about the rocketship?" Gail asked. "Or is the damn thing just making up the story to get extra sympathy coffee?" The three of us were having our frequent end-of-weekday cocktails together in the hut. It was a quiet evening with steady business, but not much of a crowd. The bar did good, profitable revenue on non-Nightclub evenings, but was never that much of a Scene.
Two couples were maneuvering around the Tiki itself at the moment, and I had no idea if they were paired up at the moment in the same way they came to the hotel or not, but that shit was always going on in the background. It never got out of hand. The Tiki stuck to the Deal.
"Oh, it's... something," I snorted. "I'm still not 100% sure whether it or the Tiki are literally alive or not, but there is something similar in the rocket to what's in the Tiki."
"You got it to talk?" Blake asked excitedly.
"No," I said, unable to keep a small smile off my face. "But... um, Blake, go get us another round," I ordered decisively.
"Huh? Really?" he asked. We seldom had a second round. No rule against it, but it just was not our weekday habit.
"Drinks," I snapped my finger at the twerp.
He turned to wave at Charlie, but I stopped him. "I said, go get us drinks. Leave Charlie alone."
Blake looked for just a moment like he wanted to argue further, then his eyes widened and he shot out of his chair, hustling toward Felicity at the bar. He slowed markedly once he was out of earshot of whatever I was about to say.
"You that thirsty?" Gail asked curiously. "And what's got him so jumpy?"
"He doesn't want to hear this, and he knows it," I said.
"Hear what?" Gail asked. But she leaned in because she recognized a juicy story incoming.
"Hear how I took a very nice guest out front of the lobby really late Tuesday night and had him take me up against the side of the ship."
"You?" Gail asked incredulously.
"Blake probably also does not need to hear me tell you that you should definitely try it, too," I smiled.
"Me?" Gail asked. Then, despite herself, she asked, "Why would I want to go out to the front of the hotel, potentially in view from the road and horse around?"
"Have you at least made out while touching the wooden pervert?" I asked, indicating the Tiki in the distance.
"Hasn't everyone by now?" Gail snorted. "Why?"
"I have, obviously," I said. "Did you feel that low-grade sort of extra sensation? Like some sexy feedback from the Tiki while you did it?"
"I did!" Gail said, warming to the subject. "But it is nothing like what ordinary mortals... ordinary people feel when they so much as touch the thing. It's like instant horniness for them, and it only gets stronger the longer they touch it. It's hilarious to watch sometimes."
We both looked over in the gathering evening, and both couples were now outright fucking against the Tiki, as if in illustration. I still did not know if they were fucking their own or each other's spouses, and I did not worry about it. Most married guests got pretty wild, but were usually amazingly monogamous. The few that were not, like I suspected was the case here, it was always clear that everyone involved was on board. I had not once observed anything that even looked like it might be considered cheating.
"Well, with the rocket, the feeling is different from both of those sensations," I said. "You have to supply your own arousal with it. But holy shit, girl! Once you get going, there is this excited, happy undercurrent from Blake's toy that makes the physical sensations of the sex go off the charts!"
Gail looked at me and my enthusiastic smile. She shook her head. "I'm already having the best sex of my life these days! I'd have to be crazy horny to begin with to even think of getting naked out in front of this hotel."
Blake returned a moment later with three fresh drinks. He approached the table carefully.
"Yeah," Gail told him blandly. "Your rocket is alive."




Time passed. How much was immaterial, as always. Things changed, yet remained the same. The call of Its power drew more and more transient mortals, now that It was aware the owners desired all the sex chambers being full much of the time.
With Its owners feeling increasingly safe and secure here under its protection and control... influence, It bent more of Its attention to the adjacent tribe to the north. It was happy to take the owners' suggestions to make trouble for the northerners by infusing Its essence onto the portion of their beach that It could easily touch. It was odd that there was some invisible, even to It, line in the sand, beyond which the mortals were so resistant to letting the sun kiss all their skin. Borders were usually immaterial to it, but there was some strange force in the middle of the Mercury beach that was almost impenetrable. It was no matter, since It could easily encourage the mortals who went to the part of the beach that had been requested.
There was misguided consternation among the Mercury visitors for their children. It always protected children. It would always need more mortals, and they were the perpetuation of that source. But offspring grew healthier if they were kept away from worship of Its majesty. The less welcome that mortals with small children felt, the better for everyone. It was enthusiastic about discouraging their presence, and the presence of their guardians.
But the woman who did all the work for the northern chief was formidable. She managed to preserve the tribe well.
She would have to go.
Destroying her was not an option. The male owner in particular would be mightily displeased. And, being honest with Itself, It found that the flavor of the frequent coronas she released, now that she attended the festivals to Its greatness so religiously, to be exceedingly delicious.




❤️JOY
"What do you mean, you're leaving?" I asked, incredulously. "I... I thought Blake said you have the golden pension to end all pensions from Yates?"
Zelda smiled with happy hatred toward her about-to-be ex-boss. She settled back into the comfier of the two guest chairs in my office. "Apparently, it is not that unequaled after all. You should see the compensation package that Hyatt is giving me to take over the Wavesurfer."
"I feel I should be jealous," I said. In the last month or so, I had come to like Zelda in spite of myself, but I was also about to jump out of my seat in excitement that she would not be running the Mercury anymore.
"I think you will do just fine right where you are," Zelda laughed. "Especially without me propping up Yates's schemes to the worst of my ability!"


I raised my cup of coffee to her. I had taken to drinking my coffee in the office, because it was the only place I'd get to drink the whole cup. The damned sex log would whine for a share otherwise. "Why did you come to me instead of Blake to drop this awesome news?"
"No matter what he thinks, you are the boss around here," Zelda smirked. "And once I get settled in, there are some partnership ideas I'd like to discuss with you."
"Well, he will be devastated at your departure," I said. Blake and Zelda were in no way an item, and were not going to become one, but on those occasions where they did, um, intersect, he was always in a great mood after.
"My departure?" Zelda laughed. "I'm not moving, just changing jobs! And the Wavesurfer is barely four miles from here." She leaned in. "I do hope I'll still be welcome as a local patron at your nightclub?" Her eyes actually wandered up and down me for a moment, followed by a fleeting look of... regret, maybe?
I would have to think about finding out what that look meant. But regardless, there was no way I was going to tell Zelda to stop coming around!
Meanwhile, how could I put more pressure on Yates, now that his best protector was gone?
I let myself dream of a day when that skeezy douche would admit defeat and get out of our hair.




♠️BLAKE
Things were going great. Our first off-season was slower than we had hoped, but so much better than the hotel had experienced in the past, that I was allowed to complete the two scheduled blocks of remodeling. Joy even managed to use the doldrums to hire away two of Yates' better employees. That was more to hurt Yates than to help us at the moment, but they would be invaluable when the northern cold filled our rooms again.
None of that meant that toilets did not still break, and always at the most inconvenient times. I had just had to leave my comfy suite and true detective novel to go repair one such just now. And the occupants of the room had been dudes, so it hadn't even been a scenic shitter-fixing.
I walked through the lobby, which should have been empty at this time of night, only to find Gail leaning at the reception desk, quietly reading her Kindle.
I looked at my watch. "What the fuck are you doing here so late at night?" I asked, actually worried for her. It was really late for a weeknight. Gail seemed to like her Repose as much as the Tiki.
"We have three rooms left to check in yet tonight," she shrugged.
"Still? This late? Are we sure they are coming?"
"They called. Their flight got delayed for like seven hours for some airline bullshit. But they are in the air now and should be here in another three hours or so."
"And you are staying until then?" I asked incredulously. "Look, go home. I'll set myself an alarm and be back down here to meet them."
"Ahh, don't worry about it," Gail said easily. "It's my watch."
"You just want the overtime," I grumbled, obviously insincerely. Gail was on salary.
Well, I was up and about anyway. Gail was here, leaning over the desk to read. That made her cleavage gape to maximum effect. I could definitely hang out and keep her company for a few minutes.
"And," Gail said, not looking up, "though I have everything under control, you, for some reason, are still hanging around instead of heading off to bed. Doing some sightseeing?"
"Dream on, Lovergirl," I said, inwardly tickled that I had finally had the chance to turn her line on herself.
"Awww!" she said, looking up at me with a look of mocking devastation. "Have you given up on me, Blake?"
Okay, if she wanted to torture me, I could tease right back. "I shall never give up on you, Gail! Not so long as you keep almost teasing me with that neckline like you do."
That got her. She straightened, and much of the cleavage went away. I kept looking because no matter how she stood in that suit, much of the cleavage never went away. "Dream on, Loverboy!" she snarked.
"Touché," I laughed. "But I shall continue dreaming. Will you, Lovergirl?"
I thought that made a nice capper, but I did keep staring. Honestly, I was feeling puckish enough tonight to deliberately make it obvious. She always knew when I was staring, but I usually tried to keep it to a deniably dull roar. Not tonight.
Goddamn, she was crazy hot. Even at the end of the day, her mane of raven hair retained its perfect waves. Rounded faces like hers were honestly not my favorite look on a woman, but her intelligence and good humor made her soft features light up like a beacon, even when the humor was momentarily absent. I could not see her legs, which sucked, and made me want to make up an excuse to go over behind the counter. But hell, the firm, round, generous curves of her cleavage were so appealing, it was not worth the effort.
"You are still here," she said drily.
"You are still teasing me. Told you I'd never give up," I smiled. If I had to fix a toilet late at night, the least reward I should expect was a chance to torture Gail a little.
I missed it. She was so smooth, I missed her undoing the one button of her suit coat. But I did not miss it when she straightened up, and the jacket absolutely gaped open to show cleavage unlike any I had seen since that day she'd teased me near fatally while I was photographing her.
Oh, fuck. Her jacket was gaping wider now than that time in the business center. I could see a crescent of deep olive aureole on both sides...
"Oh, I'd hate for you to give up," she chortled.
I was two steps closer to her before I realized it, and I froze instantly. Her eyebrow shot up, but she did not remark on my momentary lapse of control.
Instead, she straightened up further. But this time she managed it so that it did not make the jacket close. In fact, her entire left nipple slid into view.
Ohhhhhhh. It was dusky and pert as hell. The halo around it was also dark, puffy, and arithmetically circular. The whole, capping array of wonderfulness atop her breast's expanse was small, but undiminished for that.
I drifted right to the other side of the reception counter from her, only realizing that I had done so when my stomach bumped into a horizontal fin. My eyes miraculously left that dark, exposed button of joy and lifted to meet her gaze.
Her eyes were soft. "Maybe we are both dreaming on," Gail whispered.
We both leaned forward slowly.
The kiss was not gentle or anything like that. It started tentatively, of course, as all first moves did in the Tiki's demesne, but we were sucking each other's tongues in moments. I wanted to reach out with my hands to that open jacket, but I made myself hold back for some reason.
"Listen," Gail said hungrily, around the ongoing kiss. "We have three fucking hours before anyone walks into this lobby..."
Aaaaand I pulled my lips away from hers. Not far, but I did it. "We might... maybe... ought not do this," I said heavily.
Her eyes flashed angrily. She was not insulted, thank god. My desire for her was quite impossible to hide. But she was confused. And horny. And feeling denied.
Really horny. The most wonderfully horny that I had ever seen her. I had seen her horny before, do not get me wrong, but it had never been focused on me. That's what made this horniness so wonderful. "We ought not?" she asked acerbically, in a voice that threatened the wonderful nature of her horniness.
"You... I... we work... our relationship..." I said, desperately seeking an explanation myself for my sudden, terrifying insanity.
"You certainly have felt you 'ought to' with Cris, and May, or..."
"They are different," I snapped.
She looked taken aback by that.
"Look, I'm friends with you in a way I'll never be with them," I said. "I mean... You've said it yourself. Joy is married to this place. Well, I am too, and Do. Not. Comment. on how creepy that arrangement sounds! But you... and the way we all 'own' the Tiki together... it is like we are all family. The Tiki, even. It..."
"I am not your sister!" Gail said vehemently.
"Thank god," I muttered. She smiled at that.
"I mean, yeah. If you were my sister, I'd be appalled at all the hard-ons you inflict on me all the time," I said, having to laugh. "I am in no way worried about that problem with you, even though we are 'family'."
I took a breath. I thought I had a grasp on the obstacle now. "The problem is, I think that you and I are the sort of people who, under other circumstances, would naturally fall into a relationship. And that is something I'd have a hard time objecting to. But I can't give you that. I don't have the bandwidth for the hotel and someone else, even someone like you, so deeply in my life. But I might be stupid and try." I snorted at my next thought. "If we got involved, I'd feel like I was cheating on the hotel. And like I just said, I don't have the bandwidth anyway. I would fail you both miserably."
"That is such a sweet load of bullshit," Gail laughed. "You and Joy both 'cheat' on the hotel constantly!"
"We've joked about that," I admitted with a sheepish chuckle. "The great thing about being married to a hotel is that a hotel uncomplainingly gives you unlimited hall passes, and has 200 beds and multiple other surfaces to use those passes on."
Gail stopped and thought about that. She nodded. I was unsure whether her acceptance made me relieved... or if it made me want to open a vein. And here I thought that I'd come fully to grips with the morality and, importantly, the consequences of indulging the Tiki by being a total man-slut.
But then she looked at me sternly and put her fists firmly on her hips.
In doing so, she pushed her jacket completely open, and I was confronted with the full majesty of her rack. It was obvious that I had seen, and played with, breasts of equal magnificence in my life, and quite recently so, but in the moment, I could not bring any specific examples to mind.
"Blake, listen," Gail said firmly. "I am not married to this hotel. It and I date, at most. And I do agree with you, we have become a sort of weird family. But do not worry. Just like you, I have zero intent, desire, or capability to give up each and every benefit of owning a magic sex log for some relationship. Especially not for one that would be as entertainingly combative as one with you would be!"
The way she said it was funny enough to make me rip my eyes off that chest of hers, exposed to me at last, and laugh with her.
"So, goddamnit," she asked tartly, "what possible reason is there for you not to spend one of those infinite hall passes on me when the mood strikes us?"
"Uh, how often does the mood strike you?" I asked curiously.
"About as often as I call you Loverboy."
I stared at her.
"If that is true, we are going to have a lot of sex," I laughed eagerly.
Hey, if Gail and I were both going to be Tiki sluts, a little collegial fucking seemed kind of obligatory, right? Please?
Gail shrugged. "As long as it doesn't interfere with things like my finally pinning down that DILF stud in 207 tomorrow or the next day, before he checks out, I think we can make this happen," she said silkily.
The kiss we suddenly shared made our first hungry exchange seem almost romantic in comparison. Our faces mashed together. Gail liked to lick my face almost as much as she liked licking the inside of my mouth. My hands shot out and finally, finally grabbed those tits this Loverboy had dreamt on about since meeting her.
We slid without discussion to the end of the counter and mashed ourselves together. I leaned her back against the end of the counter. She lifted a fabulous leg up and around the back of my thigh, and I slid a hand along it, up under her skirt, and clutched at her round, bare ass underneath.
"You don't wear underwear with a skirt this short?" I panted in amazement.
Gail giggled. "It is quite the exercise in concentration to make sure that nobody I don't want to finds that out, but I'm pretty sure I have pulled it off with a perfect record!"
I just moaned and squeezed that fabulous cheek harder.
Her hand grasped my now aching cock through my shorts. "This doesn't feel quite as big as Evan's monster," she gasped, finding me eagerly, "but word around the resort is that you can play some wonderful music with it!"
She tugged my pants open and laughed. "And you are giving me shit about no underwear?" she mocked, now grasping my dick skin to skin.
"Hey!" I defended myself. "I was in bed already when the toilet call came in. I just threw these shorts on to go take care of it." I did not mind the crack about Evan's dick. No bald statement of fact was an insult, really. I'd seen the monster myself, when I'd busted him fucking in the parking lot. If Gail had seen it for herself, I imagined that she'd enjoyed the experience more than I had.
"Was the girl who called it in thankful that you arrived like this?" Gail razzed me.
"His name was Scott, so no, he did not find out about my underwear," I snorted.
"I'm glad. It got you here earlier," Gail said, around more kisses across my face.
She tugged on my cock again, more insistently, and I lunged my face down to nibble on an utterly... nibbleable nipple.
Gently, of course.
Until she showed me she liked it. Then I practically gnawed on it.
Her fingers circled the tip of my cock, and I gasped in need. "I'm going to fuck you right here, right now," I growled.
But she pushed me away.
What?
"No, not right there!" she reassured my dismay. "One of the fins on that counter was digging into my back. If you started hammering into me like I hear you can, you might have snapped my spine!"
"Why were you leaving it digging into your back before?" I asked in concern.
"Because everything else was so fucking awesome!" she giggled.
"Then where else shall I perch your stellar bottom so I can do what we want?" I grinned.
Gail looked around the lobby. Following her gaze, I began to think going back to fuck on Joy's desk might be the best play. The mid-century lobby chairs out here were mostly too uncomfortable. And while the white naugahyde bench looked amazing, it was also in the most brightly lit spot, in the most open part of the lobby...
I saw her eyes squint, then fill with resolve. "We go fuck on the rocket ship," she said quickly, as if trying to get it out before she changed her mind.
"You? Out there?" I asked. Gail is by far the most conservative and modest of the three of us Tiki-fueled sybarites. You know, for values of conservative and modest among magical, perverted sex log owners.
Tiki-fueled Sybarites sounded much better than Tiki Sluts. And it had the advantage of not making me feel pain if I used it to refer to my sister...
"I know it is insane," Gail said. "But trying it out has been weighing on my mind since Joy told me about it, and..."
"Wait. Joy really has fucked on my rocketship?" I asked, aghast.
"She says it is..." Gail cut herself off. "Let's do it!" she tugged my hand to get me moving toward the front doors, buttoning her suit once more.
We stepped out front, and Gail muttered, "Shit."
Evan stood there at the little valet kiosk, lazily playing Candy Crush and otherwise ignoring the world.
He would likely not ignore it if I bent Gail over the rocket right in front of him...
And I was disinclined to share...
"Evan!" I said breezily. "I did not know you were still here."
"Hmm?" he asked, looking up. "Oh, yeah. Yeah, the books say that one more party, large enough to probably be multiple cars, is still supposed to show up eventually," he shrugged.
"Dude, it will be hours yet," I said, watching his face fall at that information, just like I had hoped it would. "Go on home. If they want their cars parked, I'll do it," I said, clapping him on the shoulder.
"Sorry to have left you out here like this, Evan," Gail added. "They just called. They will be at least three more hours, assuming the car rental desk is not fucked up."
"Sure?" Even asked me responsibly, and I just shooed him away.
He dashed off for his own car in that loping run that valets everywhere use.
"Nice play," Gail said admiringly. "But are you really going to stay here the whole three hours, waiting for those guests?"
"The only problem I'm going to have is being finished with fucking you by the time they get here," I said, grabbing her.
She giggled and pushed her body against me. "I like the way you think, you ambitious optimist!" she said with a kiss.
I kissed back, then looked at her quizzically. "You haven't noticed?" I asked.
She frowned.
"Have you ever personally, especially since we realized that you own the Tiki too, gotten too physically tired to continue?" I asked.
The thought surprised her. The answer she came up with surprised her more.
"The Tiki wants us spry and eager," I said with a grin.
"I thought it could not affect us?" Gail asked slowly.
"It can't touch our minds," I grinned. "But it can definitely feed us energy."
"Good luck with the spry part, this late at night," Gail laughed. "But I've got the eager part covered..."
I looked at the seventeen-foot metal shaft, the curved, Buck Rogers-style fins, and the red nose cone.
"It really is kind of phallic, isn't it?" I realized.
Gail laughed out loud. "You just now see that? I assure you, the first thing every female guest here sees upon arrival is that gigantic, well-lit dildo!"
"Are we really going to fuck on that?" I asked eagerly. I still did not believe that Gail, of all sex maniacs, would manage to get up the courage.
"Yup," Gail said, leading me thither. "Joy says it is totally worth the chance of getting caught."
I almost bailed. "Do not tell me one fucking detail about my sister on this thing!" I said vehemently.
"Relax, she did not tell me any details... not many," Gail laughed. She slid her jacket entirely off and draped it from the rope cleat on the flagpole.
"I've never seen that jacket look so good," I grinned, utterly ignoring the garment and drinking in Gail's bare torso, and slipping off my shirt to the ground.
I was about to send my shorts following it when Gail said, "Wait. Before you drop trou, take out your phone. I want some pictures!"
I took out my phone almost nervelessly, then let my shorts drop to the concrete.
Gail climbed up onto the long white fuselage, straddling it like a cowgirl, her already criminally short skirt bunching up around her hips. The bare cheeks of her ass peeked out from the bottom against the metal. She ran her far hand up the shaft suggestively and smiled as she turned her bare chest to point at me and my phone.
I took enough shots to choke The Cloud as she twisted and posed.
"Okay," I said, "Turn around side-saddle toward me."
"Oooh!" Gail winked at me and sensuously lifted her far leg and swung it teasingly slowly over toward me.
The weakest part of the rocket when we arrived had been where the fins had been just loosely riveted to the body. I had created wide, aerodynamic-looking bulges around the bases of the fins to anchor them in place against even a hurricane. The side benefit had been that the bulge around the top fin had accidentally created a sort of saddle that all these women found let them ride the rocket like a horse.
And the bump kept Gail's enticing ass from sliding off as she turned.
"So you want some pictures like this?" Gail cooed as she took her sweet time lowering her leg.
It was a helluva view...
But I just carefully set down my phone (the ground was concrete, remember?) and jumped to catch her moving leg just as it settled downward.
"I have better things to do," I smiled. She liked the idea. I turned my face, dragging my cheek against her bare calf while I held it aloft, then turned to start kissing the sleek flesh. Then I kissed it some more. And some more. It was a really nice calf, and I could tell what it was doing to her.


She shifted impatiently. "What are you doing, Blake?" she hissed.
"I'm eating your pussy. On the first of I hope many regular occasions," I added.
"Blake?"
"Yes?"
"I know you didn't go to college, but even you have to know enough anatomy to know that isn't my pussy!" she growled.
"It's connected," I murmured, running my eyes along the long, sleek connection.
"Blake," she warned. "I'll go back to dry-humping the rocket!"
"Can't have that," I agreed and slid my lips along her leg.
Then I stopped again at her knee, nibbling and enjoying myself there.
"Blake!" she whined when she figured out what I was doing.
I smiled and started inch by inch devouring my way up her inner thigh. It was a good thing she had broken down and complained again when she did, or my own patience would have given out humiliatingly all on its own.
When my face at last settled down in the happy valley where her thighs met, Gail sighed, and I felt both her legs wrap themselves around my back gently.
Gail did not believe in pubes. Anywhere. All the soft skin down there was as smooth as fine calfskin, but warm, and vibrant. She was clearly as eager as I was, and I breathed deeply the aroma that worked on my brain with a magic older than the Tiki's. Her velvety skin around her labia was wet and slick with need, and those lips parted easily as I pressed my tongue between them.
"Fuuuuck," she groaned.
And as I pressed my tongue into her entrance, I felt it.
I felt the rocket.
It was thrumming eagerly--a background vibration that enhanced the feel of every twist of my tongue. That was its effect on me. I wasn't sure what the effect precisely felt like to Gail, but she was trembling an incredible amount.
The thrumming felt so real, so happily appealing, that I put my palm down on the rocket's body to feel the vibration better. But the sleek metal skin physically moved not at all. I doubted that any of the guests who had contrived to get themselves off, or had been gotten off, on the back of the rocket, had been able to feel any of this consciously. But it had affected them.
But Gail? "You can feel it, can't you?" I mumbled around a mouthful of pussy. "The rocket's reaction?"
"Oh, fuck yes," Gail moaned. "It's... shit! It's like it makes everything you do just a little bit better!"
"Really?"
"Yes, really!" she bawled. "Now do it, so it can do it!"
I tongued her clit eagerly, and she convulsed, banging her fist against the fuselage with a hollow Bong.
Bong.
"Hush," I whispered. "You'll wake the guests!"
That made her stop. She shifted up on her elbow, the prospect of a bunch of guests coming out of their room to see the ruckus almost derailing her.
The only thing derailing Gail around here was going to be me...
The finger I had inside her rubbed hard against her gee, and my tongue circled her clit aggressively.
Gail bucked her hips. "Holy... wow!" she gasped, wrestling herself to be quiet as her hips writhed against my face. "Fuck!" she moaned, finally sagging back against the cold metal of the rocket like her strings had been suddenly cut.
I could have released her right then, but I had a few more tastes to enjoy before I finally did.
I straightened and looked down at her quivering form. I wanted to just smile and take in her form, but my hand misbehaved and insisted on playing with a large, enticing breast.
She lay there for over a minute, basking in the afterglow and pressing my hand deeper into her flesh.
Then her eyes snapped open with a mischievous gleam. "My turn," she giggled and then rolled over and spun around on the back of the rocket.
She reached for me, but I danced back. "Nope," I said, bending down for my phone again. "Not until I get a few of you like this!"
She smiled like the pin-up she resembled at the moment. She faced down diagonally across the rocket at me, knees bent and bare ankles crossed in the air. Her skirt was bunched up at her waist, leaving the curved perfection of her ass bare. Her boobs dangled down to brush the rocket's skin. She smiled and reached out for my cock.
Yeah, time to choke The Cloud some more...
"Blake," Gail said sternly. "I want to taste your cock now. Put down the camera and help me make that happen."
Screw choking The Cloud.
I found myself stepping back into her reach, and her hand instantly clasped happily around my cock. With a tug, she pulled me closer yet, and she kissed my tip delicately. Then she lashed her tongue across it, then around. Another gentle tug, and I groaned at her sudden lingual assault on my shaft.
Her lips encased me, and Gail began to bob her head slowly, her hand pumping me twice as fast.
The rocket stood there, solidly immobile as I had been able to make it, yet in my mind, I could not shake the sensation of it excitedly jumping around at our activities.
To be clear, not one whit of the incredible physical pleasure I felt came from the ship. That all came at Gail's hands, er, lips, er, tongue. But it was the excitement it... It was like I was a high school running back again, with two fully functioning knees, on Friday night, college scouts were in the stands, and most importantly, the crowd was going ape. It was a separate rush that magnified the experience of what Gail and I were doing.
Gail had to have felt it too, because she kicked the amazing shit she was doing to me into yet another gear, like the extra level I had always found on loud third downs during home games, when Coach had us run the toss power sweep.
Let's just say she shortly broke out into the open backfield...
"Jesus, Gail!" I gasped. "Already!" And I was ready all right.
I came in a single, quick burst. Gail was slamming her face on my cock and pushed me over the edge without preamble. I did not even feel the pumping sensation, just a totally pleasurable version of that painful rush you endure when they untie the rubber tourniquet when you are giving blood. Everything throbbed, and I found myself babbling praise just to keep my brain thinking linearly.
My cock slid free of her lips, wobbling weakly, and Gail swallowed with a savory expression.
"That felt great," she smiled, wiping spittle from the corner of her mouth. "But," she added, looking askance at my weakened, slightly drooping phallus, "don't make me regret letting you finish there, Mr. I Have Eternal Tiki Stamina!"
"That," I said cockily, "would not have done me in for the night before we discovered the Tiki!" That earned me a mocking smile. "Now? Give me a minute or three, and I'll be fine." She shrank back happily, making room as I slowly climbed up on the rocket's fin bulge with her.
"Whew," I panted. "Maybe five minutes."
"Well, you and the rocket will just have to keep me warmed up until then," she laughed, still dubious. She rolled away from me further and turned to straddle and embrace the rocket's body once more. I just moved to lie atop her, my wobbly cock against her ass and my chest pressing against her back. I kissed her ear.
My trembling hands ran down her sides, coming to rest on the squished curves of wonderful flesh pressed against the gleaming metal.




Do it! At last! Two of the owners were about to couple! It had looked forward to this day, frustrated by Its inability to encourage these two to come together. They were finally going to pleasure each other all on their own! The power of two owners' coronal release would be... immense.
The annoying metal entity that made itself a bed for them would greedily gobble up virtually all of the female's corona, but It could satisfy Itself with just the male's.
Could It convince the two to release their energies again, but next time against Its own wooden form, sometime in the future? It pondered such an eventuality greedily. For now, It waited hungrily for what was about to be unleashed.
HARK! TREATS! TREATS! TREEEEEEEATS!
Yes, rocket... Treats indeed.




♠️BLAKE
"I swear you are hard again already, back there," Gail said, wiggling her ass against my once again straining cock as we kissed awkwardly.
"Well, what do you know?" I smugly mused.
"Blake?"
"Yes," I replied, nuzzling the nape of her neck and squeezing both tits gently.
"Do not fuck around like you did earlier," Gail demanded. "Now!"
I shifted around and found my cock popping into the verge of her entrance as swift and sure as a ferret finding a rabbit's warren.
I pressed into her, one hand sliding down to squeeze her buttock as I penetrated Gail. My cock sank slowly and surely into her depths, dazzling warmth enclosing it. I stopped, pulsed, and slid deeper. Gail moaned with each new stage of my entrance, as did I.
I reached my limit and lifted my torso to manage just a single, amazing fraction of an inch more into Gail.
"Fuck yeah, Blake!" she growled. "I knew you knew how to not fuck around..."
"I know how to fuck, too," I said, nibbling the back of her ear.
"You are such a braggart," Gail snorted. "Since I know you'll never shut up, you'd best put up, too!"
I pulled myself mostly free and drove into her again in a long, relentless stroke. Then I did it again. I kept perfect time as I began to fuck Gail, and she was lifting her hips and moving them around until she found just how she wanted me to lance her.
"Oh, fuck yeah," she sighed. Then she stiffened and made herself sound haughty again as she turned her shoulders to let her glare at me. "Is that all you have?"
The rocket went nuts in encouragement.
I lifted my hand and smacked her ass loudly. Spanking is not a thing I've done much, but it seemed like the right thing at the right time. Gail drew in an indignant breath, but before she could complain, I grabbed her ass right where I had smacked it and started driving into her twice as fast.
Doubling my pace while maintaining the depth of my probing was a pretty neat trick, but I was motivated. I had felt her flush at the swat, and I wanted to enjoy that rush without giving her a chance to remember to tell me what a dickweed I was.
I hammered into her hard, and she pasted herself ecstatically onto the rocketship beneath me. I had no desire to come yet, and neither did she, which unfortunately meant I eventually ran out of breath before anything happened besides a period of pure pleasure.
I gasped as I gave up and dropped back to a slow, short-stroked fucking that took much less energy. It also gave me the chance to play with the side of her boob some more, where it crushed against the fuselage.
Gail also took a moment to catch her breath, but long before I was ready to resume my former pace, she growled, "Pull out."
"Huh?" I asked irritably. I had just wanted to slow down; I sure did not want to pull out!
"Pull out," she repeated. "Let me flip over so you can do this with my back splayed out across this thing!"
Oh. Yeah. Okay. That might make removing my dick from Gail for a short time worth it...
I still took my time pulling free.
It took her a moment or three after that to manage to turn over. We were both still recovering from my earlier fusillade.
I smiled down into her smiling face, and my cock did its ferret thing again, unerringly burying itself deep into her burrow once more. I started to thrust again, but she grabbed my ass and slowed me. "Not so fast this time. I want this to lassssst," she murmured. Her other hand wrapped around my shoulders. Then all talk about her being splayed out fled as first one, then the other of her legs languidly lifted and entwined my thighs. It felt like she was pulling me into her as I began to stroke again. Soft and easy again, but still deep. And I made damn sure I was going to hit all the right spots.
I played with my pace, looking for what pleased her best... okay, I was kind of focused on what pleased me best, but I stumbled on a happy accident. I found a harmonic frequency where the pace of her body rocking along the gleaming metal against my thrusts into her suddenly made her boobs sway in perfect, sustained counterpoint. I stared down at those fantastic, swaying orbs and grinned like a maniac.
"Oh, shit! Oh shit," Gail moaned. "I don't care how much time we have left, I need you to come in me, Blake! Just fucking come!" I eagerly hammered into her, losing that magical rhythm in her breasts and sending my shaft screaming in delight.
"I'm just there," moaned Gail. "Just there! Do it...!"
I did it. My hips bucked, and the sensation of orgasm was curiously magnified by the rocket's enthusiasm. That sounds great, but I think I damn near had a stroke, I jizzed and moaned so hard.
Gail's long nails dig into my back painfully, possibly saving me from said cerebral hemorrhage, but they did not rob me of a shred of the pleasure. "Oh god! Don't stop! Just need another second!" she cried. I've heard women demand just another second, before. It's never just a single second.
But this time, it wasn't much more than three before Gail damn near threw me off the rocket, her hips jerked upward so hard. They bounced spasmodically several more times, ass slapping on the metal of the rocket, my cock never quite slipping free, until she collapsed. I sagged down over her as we both tried to reassemble what our brains were supposed to look like inside our heads.
"Crap!" I muttered in wonder. "I swear I felt the Tiki in my head there, too, at the end, a little. Not just the rocket. Perverted wooden voyeur!"
"Really?" panted Gail. "I got none of that, just this thing," she said, patting the rocket affectionately, "doing backflips!"
"I lost track of the rocket there at the end," I admitted. "I was pretty heavily focused on you!"
We started to kiss when we heard the applause of a single pair of hands.
"Jesus, bosses! That was amazing," Evan said, coming closer.
"Evan!" Gail gasped.
"What the fuck, dude?" I added.
"I," he gulped, realizing he might be in a little trouble, no matter how much fun he'd just observed. "I forgot my house key," he admitted. "By the time I got back, you two were... holy shit!" he laughed, shaking his head.
I could not help it. I laughed too.
Gail just glared at him.
Unfortunately, I saw the way she was glaring at him. I also saw how detailed an examination Evan was making of the woman currently still speared beneath me.
But mostly, I saw how Gail was looking at Evan.
Really?
The next time I got together with Gail, I resolved that we would do it somewhere private, where I would not have to end up goddamned sharing...




It found Itself once more rousing from Its Repose in the early hours, in anticipation of the lesser entity ranting as usual about squirrels. How could anything get so excited about small gray rats with glorified tails?
But the night was silent. Perhaps such a titanic release of energies as had come from the owners had been enough to stun the thing into somnolence until dawn for once? After? Possibly? Please?
Still no noise? It tried to think how It might manage to convince those two owners to drug the rocket into insensibility like that, not just the once, but each and every night. It held out little hope of succeeding, but It would think on the possibility. In the meantime...
So. How do we make that happen all the time?
What?
I said, we need to set up a regular feeding schedule like that.
Rocket?
Do you speak to anything else?
It did not respond to the metal entity. This could be wonderful or terrible. The rocket had fully emerged at last.
We must plan, as I said. The other female owner, the one with the blonde nosecone, has her own, uniquely delicious flavor upon her release. I would love to experience it again, perhaps most excellently with the male owner.
Um...
Ideally, he would take them both atop my form at the same time.
It considered. All it needed to do was remain silent until the other entity found a way to communicate and demand the male mate with his sister. The male would have the ship disassembled into oblivion in minutes. Mornings would be calm at last, if strangely quiet...
I require longer Repose, rocket. Can such matters wait until after the dawn hour?
Hmm? Repose is better in the brightness of the Sun, but if your needs are different, I can wait to discuss the day until after the dawn hour henceforth. I will leave you in peace.
Peace...
Oh! Rocket?
Yes? I thought you did not wish to be disturbed?
I do not. But I must warn you. To suggest a coupling between the brother and the sister would likely result in your swift and permanent end. They both would wish your immediate demise for the mere suggestion, and the male would make haste to make it so.
I see. I thank you. When I finally figure out how to communicate as you do, I will avoid the subject and hope they find wisdom on their own.
Good luck with that.
And the metal entity should be satisfied with just the other female joining with the male occasionally in the future, as they had the night before. The Tiki had absorbed just the power from the male and was still slightly... hungover? from the experience. The next Festival to Its Greatness, those two would couple in contact with Its wooden form, by whatever means of persuasion necessary...




❤️JOY
I sat at my desk, not entirely sure what to do with myself today. I looked at its surface and at my computer. Not a single slow-motion disaster was unfolding before me. No crises loomed either. It was an almost unsettlingly unfamiliar sensation.
In another month, I should be able to let Blake redo another ten rooms. That was ahead of schedule. The line of credit was down to about 25% of our limit, and I hoped to be able to keep it fluctuating around that level going forward. On my desk sat the first of what I hoped would be many supplemental checks to pay down our ruinously high interest rate mortgage.
I might relax and wander around the grounds this afternoon, jacket arranged just so, and find a likely guest to flirt with me. I would not flirt first, but...
Gail was not scheduled in until noon. That was fine with me, especially after she had taken the bullet and stayed up last night to wait for those guests. I should buy her some flowers as a thank you for letting me sleep. Her sacrifice deserved something.
But at 11:20, when I was perilously close to trying that Candy Crush game Evan liked so damned much, Gail popped into the office, fresh as a daisy.
"So, Boss," she said easily, "I was just over at the Mercury, talking to Yates."
"What?" I yelped, bouncing out of my chair. What had Robbie advised me? When there are no slowly-unrolling disasters in progress, an exploding one will always surprise you? How could Gail do this to me? If we lost her... "Why would you talk to Yates? How could you..." I whined.
"Yo! Easy, Joy! Take a chill pill," Gail laughed. "I've actually talked to him several times this last month or so."
"What?"
She rolled her eyes in impatience. "If you will stop screaming, I'll tell you what." She grimaced at me, and I flopped back petulantly into my seat, thinking about how to dig a shallow grave.
"Like I said, I've been keeping track of him off and on since Zelda left," Gail said. "But this morning, I felt somehow that I had to talk to him today. I was right," she said firmly.
Her eyes gleamed at me. "We've broken him," Gail said with glee.
"What? Really? How?" I said, surging forward in my seat.
"With Zelda gone, Robbie is fine, but he doesn't have what it takes to work around what we and the Tiki have been doing to them," Gail started.


I wanted to defend my toy boy, but Gail was right. Robbie was smart and conscientious, but he was not equipped to fight off a magic sex log in the way that Zelda had somehow managed.
"I snuck over to the Mercury's disco Friday, just for a minute," Gail added. "The place was a ghost town. Just a few tired parents and single guests having quiet drinks. The parking lot over there is way empty. It is like ours was when you guys first arrived."
"So Yates is actually hurting financially?" I asked in surprise.
"More or less," Gail said. "But it is what we have been doing to him to put him there that hit him hardest. He really just can't take fighting his guests' desire to parade naked on the beach anymore, much less the way I've been asking the sex log to encourage them to wander back to the hotel that way!"
"Ha!" I giggled, taping my feet in glee. "So... what does broken mean? He going to the loony bin?" I asked, my mind full of visions of the Scarecrow and Joker in adjacent cells. They'd probably be a little afraid of Yates...
"He's selling," Gail smiled.
"Yahoo!" I screamed, shooting bolt up out of my chair.
Yes, I actually said, 'Yahoo'.
Shut up. You have never been that happy.
"That's amazing," I said, pumping my fist. "I mean," I hesitated, "who is he selling to?" A mega-chain like Hilton buying the adjacent property to us would not be the best news...
"Me," Gail said simply.
"What?" I asked, once more not processing.
"I've got him believing that I am chafing and under-appreciated here," Gail said with a grin, rolling her eyes. "Selling to your disgruntled employee is his final act of vengeance for your victory."
"How can you afford it? He can't believe you could swing that," I asked, my glee fading into anxiety.
"He has agreed to finance the sale himself. He does not need the income, the bastard. I told him that I have a small, confidential group of financial backers that can swing the down payment," she said. "I am certainly not going to tell him who I hope they will be," she added, looking me seriously in the eye.
I stared back, stone-faced for the two seconds it took to process her words. Then I showed her the mortgage reduction check and tore it up then and there. I then grabbed the purchase orders for the next block of room renovations and tore them up, too. Then I mentally maxed out our line of credit again. I reached out my hand to Gail.
"Blake will obviously agree. I believe in you, Gail. You will be a helluvan investment."
"What I am hoping for, as soon as the ink is dry and Yates can't back out, is to be a helluva partner," she said, a gleam in her eye. Maybe three or four gleams.
"The Mercury is in great condition," she went on, ticking points off on her elegant fingers. "It will need virtually no additional capital from the start. It has a huge restaurant that serves dinner, which we need access to here, and I am hoping that Dana, as the new executive chef of the Apollo-Mercury Adult Hospitality group, can turn their dining room into a destination showpiece. Wednesdays through Saturdays, we alternate nights for festivals to the Tiki between the Disco and our Nightclub. You run the head office, and I manage front of house for both properties. Blake does what he does: pull shit out of his ass that turns into gold." She smiled. "We do the thing where the two hotels are alternate brandings of the same integrated adult resort operation. We open a few walkways through the jungle between the properties and share amenities."
"That," I said with a smirk, "is quite an extensive business plan you've come up with all on your own, for Blake's and my hotel."
"I think it will work," Gail said bravely.
"You are the fucking best," I chuckled.
I dashed from behind the desk. We embraced and bounced up and down with glee.
"Joy?" Gail asked, suddenly cautious. "Can I kiss you?"
Well now. I mean. Gail was hot enough to appeal, even if I had never had any experience with women. But this was not like her. Still, I had the incredibly detailed, if fleeting image in my head of this working, at least a little.
I just kissed her.
Our lips met, and yeah, she had great lips. Two women who are set up like Gail and me cannot kiss without a great deal of pleasant mammary sensation being traded against one another. She felt wonderful in my arms... Warmer and in a very different way from when we had tortured Evan.
Then we both, as one, stepped back from one another.
"Yeah," we said drily in one voice. "Nope."
"I had the most enticing image of that working," Gail said doubtfully. "I've never had such an image before about any woman."
"I had an image in my head, too," I said. "If it wasn't impossible, I'd think it was the Tiki trying to pull some shit. But even if it had the power, that would not be its MO."
"The Tiki is not the only entity in our possession now," Gail said slowly.
"Damn, you think the rocket is as horny as the sex log?"
"Joy, you've had sex while touching the thing. I have as well. That thing is a huge pervert, but unlike the Tiki, I think it is only into women."
"Wait. When did you get freaky on it?" I asked.
She ignored my question. "So, you and I won't work," Gail just said, as if mocking giving up a dream. "I guess I can settle for just a good, occasional dicking at the hands of your brother," Gail twinkled.
She'd fucked Blake?
I threw up my hands. "Oh, for fuck's sake! When did that start?" I looked at her and gulped. "Wait? You two did it on the rocketship? How? Why?"
"We sent Evan home last night, a couple of hours before those late guests finally dragged in," Gail said with a secretive twinkle in her eyes at odds with her confessional excitement. "What else were Blake and I supposed to do to keep awake for three hours?"
"Play chess?" I asked in exasperation. "Look, Gail. I love you, but be... Blake is... I don't want you to..."
"Oh, calm the fuck down, Joy," Gail said, still grinning. Whether it was from fucking my brother or wrecking Yates, I did not know, but my minion... partner was in an astoundingly good mood.
It was from breaking Yates. But my brother was in there somewhere...
"Blake and I had a remarkably grown-up and serious discussion about what we wanted and did not want from each other and the world in general, before we did anything... Much of anything," Gail said seriously.
"Turns out we both do not want a serious relationship with each other, or anyone else, so your brain can quit trying to jump out of your skull. Blake is married to the hotel, just like you. I found out this morning that the two of us, the three of us, are probably going to be married to two hotels. What Blake and I did want, however, was to see just how awesome it would be to fuck each other. Turns out... extremely so."
"If you tell me one more thing about sex with my brother, I will have to cut you off with no deal," I growled. "Please don't do that. I want to do this partnership so bad it hurts!"
Then my fucking brother walked in wearily. "I've had a day already," he said, indicating the hated jumpsuit he was wearing, several moist stains evidence of something that I wanted to know nothing about. "Please, do one of you have something to cheer me up?" he asked, plopping into my other chair wearily.
Gail and I laughed our asses off.




And with that, folks, the tale of the Tiki Totem Hotel comes to an end. I think this is the place for it. Sure, there are other tales in Joy, Blake, and Gail's future with Kula-Ahu, and while some of them might have been fun to examine, I think I'll end this here. I have other stories running around in my head, demanding to be written.
In the meantime, I can but thank you for reading along with me. It means a lot. Please take the time to vote, and pretty please, take the time to comment on the chapters you liked best. And follow me, too, to make sure you see the next tale. Mahalo.




It was suffused with satisfaction at the attentions of the literate mortals who followed the tales of its deeds. It would reward them in due time...
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Angel Is A Centerfold




College had gotten hard. And not in the fun, hubba hubba way.
My first two years of undergraduate study had been pieces of cake. My native intelligence and gift of gab had been sufficient to let me fairly easily slide through with a solid 3.87 GPA, which, in my major, was damned good. The only bad part was that I had gotten spoiled by the ride, and when junior year hit, I was not ready for the tide to come in.
Suddenly, all my courses were in my major, and they were the kind of upper-division stuff that required thought and effort. It did not take but about two weeks of school for my cruise-control ass to be behind the power curve.
Fortunately, I figured this out after only three weeks. Had I not, my whole academic career might have crashed and burned right then.
But I did figure out how much work I was going to need to do, and in kind of a panic, I did buckle down. My social life went to hell as a consequence. It would take me until my Senior year to get the hang of matching the two up effectively. In the meantime, I hardly played any games with my friends, and I lost all track of the party scene.
But a twenty-year-old guy has needs. Impulses.
All I could find time for on that front, alas, was some judicious porn surfing when it was time for bed. It did the job, in its unsatisfactory way. Beyond the patience that 9600 BAUD taught, it was also expensive, because I'm that weird dude who believes in paying for things that are produced for money.
I mostly patronized only soft-core sites, because the gynecological view of some dude's hairless balls reaming out a pussy is not for me. And the softcore hotties were usually a lot more choice. My imagination, and my experience, were more than sufficient to fill in the blanks of what to do with some gorgeous naked woman, thanks.
Why yes, it was a sad and lonely existence I was suddenly leading. Thank you for that insight.
Still, it was what I had, as I worked my way through how to have time for a social life while simultaneously delving into the fascinating mysteries of external origin particle physics.
"Owen, get your ass up from that desk, man!" my roommate Chet demanded one Thursday night. "You are growing roots."
I flipped him off.
"I'm not asking you to go out drinking," he went on, accepting my gesture in the mean-spirited manner in which it was intended. "We are just playing Rail Baron tonight, that's all. You need a break."
"Rail Baron sucks," I observed.
"Sure," Chet agreed. "But it is still awesome. Come on, what else are you going to do? Surf some more porn?"
"I do not surf porn constantly, you douche," I snapped. It was true. I did not do it constantly. "But I have diffy-ques to work on here, and I think I'm finally locking this shit in. It is an investment in the future."
"You are a fucking undergraduate, Owen. Get over yourself."
"If I were in a field like, say, English," I sneered at my English major roommate, "where the state of the art has not changed since 1605, or whenever Shakespeare died, I would have the leisure to get over myself."
"Come on, man," Chet grumbled. "We might have to give away your spot in the group. We can't just always call up Amy to sub for you every week."
"Like any of you guys object to having Amy at the table," I snorted.
"She is not always available," Chet retorted. "But if she were willing to come over from her campus regularly, you can bet that we'd have already kicked your ass out of the group and invited her hot bod in in your place. The guys among us, at least."
I sighed. He was actually right. I could not actually let my social life completely die. I would never get it back. "Next week, I will be there. I promise. I have two tests on Wednesday, so I will be desperate for some fun. Just please promise me we will play something better than Rail Fucking Baron?"
Chet removed himself from my work environment because he is not actually an asshole at heart, and I buckled down.
But miracle of miracles, I finished early...ish. I looked at my computer. I did not always surf porn, but I was going to do it tonight.
I lifted my phone and texted Chet.
ME: How is Rail Baron going?
CHET: Great. All the lines are bought, and I have a decent network
Perfect. There were still hours to go in that interminable game.
I wished I was playing with them.
But in the meantime, I did not need to worry about Chet interrupting some... rhythmic therapy on my stress center.
I had found a new site to subscribe to, and had barely made a dent in their collection of models. I went into private browsing mode and logged in.
I really did not surf porn all the time, and there had been three new photosets posted since I had last logged in. I decided to check them out before I delved deeper into the back catalog. The first had a model I had seen on the site once before.
She was okay. By that, I mean that were I to encounter her in real life, I'd have done everything in my power to be all over that like white on rice. But as a professional sex model? Eh.
The second set was a model that they used a lot. She was always a disappointment, and I passed on the set, despite the lovely thumbnail.
The last one caught my eye, and I was not sure why. I opened it up and scanned the pictures first. This was a luxuriantly formed young woman. She was not cartoon Kardashian, but the term hourglass figure was coined for her. She had lovely, luxurious hips and a gently swelling backside. Her waist was narrow and her belly soft but flat. Her boobs seemed real, and pert in an ample way. Pretty face.
She was your standard internet bombshell, with a prettier-than-average face, but something niggled at me. It was weird, but I was fascinated. I was definitely going to rub one out to her tonight. I was glad I'd found her so early. It would save time.
Idly, I punched up her video that went with the pictures. The videos on this site were not the best, to be honest, and I sometimes skipped them outright. But there was still this weird feeling about this model... Annette, they called her.
When I hit play, I watched her dance around a pool as she started to strip and...
Holy Fuck!
Annie Houston! From high school!
I knew this model. Personally.
It had taken me so long to recognize her just because of her makeup, which Annie never seemed to have worn back then. That, and in high school, Annie did not have that ass. She did not have that waist. She did not have those legs. And she most definitely had not yet grown those breasts. Well, she had had the waist, she just hadn't filled out above and below it, so it hadn't seemed so special.
I sat back in my desk chair, stunned. What fucking world was I living in? I knew a softcore porn model. I mean, she had been a friend back in the day. Not a close friend, but we were legitimately friendly. Suddenly, I knew what she looked like naked. What she looked like naked, now, I mean. The intervening 2+ years since graduation had been very, very good to this girl.
Fuck, Annie was hot.
I was hard as steel rebar. I mean, I'd have been hard anyway. Annie was a seriously prime example of homo softcorus. But the fact that I had known this girl was weird... and hot.
But mostly it was confusing. I had been planning on rubbing a quick one out over some nice tits and going to sleep, but I swiftly found that that was no longer my focus. Annie Houston? Really?
The situation was so surreal. I was sitting here at my computer, staring at this beautiful girl from high school, stark naked and draped over the back of a chair. My mind drifted back to various memories of Annie back in our senior year of high school, only with this naked body overlaid on high school Annie.
We had had a lot of the same friends, and we always said hi when passing in the halls. We would even stop and pass along some gossip sometimes. The only real extensive time we had spent together was that history group project... the one where only she and I had done any of the fucking work.
Like I said, she had not been this bombshell back then, but no one was this hot in high school, were they? I will admit that she had been pretty cute. I never remember exactly pining for her back then, but I had considered asking her out a couple of times, you know, hypothetically.
I wondered where she lived now.
This was not healthy. I bounced up, shutting down my browser, and headed out to the library, where the gaming group was probably still stuck in the late-game slog that makes Rail Baron the shit game it is, instead of the awesome game it ought to be.
I rolled into the room, and everybody looked up to see me. A general round of greetings ensued.
"I rode the crosstown bus to sub in for you," Amy said acerbically, "and you show up here anyway?" I looked over her shoulder at her network of railroads. Yeah, she was in very good shape. My sympathy was minimal.
"Thank you," was all I said.
"I thought you had homework between now and graduation?" Chet asked snarkily. I examined his network. Yeah, he was fucked.
"I admit, my social life is walled in by the combined forces of Physics, Mathematics, and Computer Science," I said grimly. "But I tunneled under the wall tonight to come socialize with all these fine people for an hour. And you're here, too," I added, smiling brightly at Chet, and pointedly excluding him from the category of 'fine people'.
We shared a grin. If it were not for Chet and me giving each other shit, I would have had no social life at all those days.
"How long do you have before the warden knows you are missing?" Derrek asked me.
"Hour... two, maybe," I shrugged, settling into a chair just back from the table to watch.
"Then I suggest we just give this game as a tie to Amy and Henry," Kerrie said quickly to the group as a whole. "Then we can play something like a game or two of Elfenroads, and deal Owen in!"
Everybody looked at Henry and Amy, who shrugged to each other. A weak, sarcastic cheer went up for the winners, and Derrek produced his battered old copy of Elfenroads while everyone else put away Rail Baron.
I love Elfenroads. It's a great old game. I usually do really well at it, too. But tonight, despite having my usual great time with it, and with my friends, I played really badly.
Goddammit, I kept getting distracted by thoughts of Annie Howard.
Listen, I do not get hung up on naked internet models, no matter how hot. Ever since I was old enough, I'd always done well enough in real life, thank you. And while Annie was top shelf, she wasn't beyond extraordinary or anything.
But I knew her.
It wasn't quite that either. After all, I knew what two of the three girls at the game table with me looked like naked... well, only topless in Kerrie's case. (That was enough, believe me) What had me hung up, I decided, as I made another shitty play in the game, was that Annie was Internet Naked, and yet I knew her.
It was weird. I knew that girl, and she was seriously hot, but I... Back in high school, Annie had never given me much of a sign that she would have been receptive to dating me, but if I had put in the work, then maybe...
And how did fairly smart, always funny, definitely not impoverished Annie end up doing nude modeling?
I shook off the specter of Annie Howard's nakedness somewhere out there in the world, and played better in the second game. After that, it was time to head for bed. We all had class the next day, and Amy had to ride the bus back to her campus. Todd had volunteered to ride the bus back with her for security.
Yeah. Right. Both of them were dating other people, but my money was on the idea that the only threat to Amy's virtue on the way back to her campus was Todd... The two of them were always a threat to each other's virtues.
Chet and I bullshitted our way back to our dorm, and bullshitted our way through the 11 o'clock news. Then, when we went to the bathrooms down the hall to brush our teeth, we got into a huge bullshit argument with Craig and Bill in there about what we had all just seen on the news. There we four were, literally foaming at the mouth as we yelled at each other about some politician who had just shown their ass about something...
With Bill and Craig soundly defeated (they may have seen it differently), Chet and I retired to our room and both climbed into our luxurious cots... I mean beds. We turned out the lights for sleep... and both promptly got on our laptops. A normal night.
Except I got onto Facebook, which I never do. The possibility had occurred to me that Annie might be on it. It took me less than five minutes to find her.
She didn't use it much more than me, apparently. She also, shockingly, did not list internet porn model as her occupation. Her page alleged that she was a waitress at a restaurant in Athens, GA. She had apparently dropped out of UGA, where she had gone after high school. Her most recent post was four months old, and was of her with her parents and little brother on a lake somewhere.
I trembled a little, and sent her a friend request.
I wondered if any of her information was current, given how little she posted. Or how much of her information was true...
Of course, she posted more than me. I idly checked my bio page. Apparently, I was still in high school... And, Oh God, my profile picture was from my junior year in high school. I was trying to contact a girl through Facebook with my profile picture appearing in the dictionary, illustrating the phrase: 'Babe Repellant'.
I swiftly swapped it out for a shirtless picture of me from the previous summer at a water park. I'm no model, certainly, but I also don't feel like I have to put on a shirt these days before I go say hello to a girl. I figure that worked for online as well...
How about that other new website? Not Myspace... Instaphoto? Instagram. The one with square pictures and all the filters to disguise how shitty smartphone cameras were. I didn't know a lot of friends who were on it, but it was worth a shot.
I found her on there, too. It took longer, but I managed. She used it a lot more than Facebook. Almost half her pictures were of herself, which, I dunno, makes sense when you look like her. For a waitress, she traveled an awful lot.
I got a notification from Facebook.
Already? Wow. This was great. Unless she had declined the request...
It was a comment by my grandmother on my new profile pic. "Don't you look nice, Owen!"
Why was my grandmother on Facebook, of all places? And when and why had I accepted a friend request from her?
I finally fell asleep with no response from Annie. I did check out her photoset one more time...
During my last class the next day, I got another Facebook notification. Annie had accepted my friend request. Her message said, "Hey Owen! Long time no see. What made you reach out?"
Um... that was a difficult question. The honest truth, "I saw your tits on the internet, great job and congratulations on those by the way, and wanted to talk to you," seemed like a poor choice of words.
"I realized that I hadn't logged onto Facebook in a long time," I replied. "My grandmother was getting antsy. Since I was on, I went looking for some old high school friends out of curiosity. You are the first to respond." She was the only one to respond, but hey, that part was true enough.
"Your page says you are majoring in Physics," she sent back after ten minutes. "What are you going to do with that?"
"Be a physicist?" I replied. What the hell else do you do with Physics?
"Neat. Don't invent any new bombs."
"I'll try. Your page doesn't get updated much, but it says you dropped out of Georgia. Are you back at school now?" I asked, probing just a little.
"No. I only meant to take a semester off, but life got in the way," she replied, almost four hours later.
I made myself wait a full hour before I asked her if she was still in Athens.
"As far as the voter registration office knows, yes," she sent. "I'm on the lease of an apartment in Athens with a couple of friends. I still crash there occasionally. Mostly, I'm a homeless vagabond."
"In other words, you are living in your parents' basement," I sent with a wink emoji.
It took her twenty minutes to answer that one. "Not that much... For instance, I'm in an extended stay hotel in Fayette for this week, then bumming my way to California."
I was sitting at my desk, mostly doing homework during this exchange. Everything stopped with that message.
Fayette was 35 minutes from my dorm. I had finally gotten a car. I could... I might... If she...
I dithered at that message for a painfully long time. Then I dithered at what I wanted to do. This was a bad idea. Finally, I took a deep breath and banged out a message. Then I erased half of it and tried again. After ten goddamned minutes, I finally hit send. "Fayette is close. If you are not busy tomorrow night or the one after, I should cruise over, and we can compare notes about which classmates have gotten fat at college."
An hour passed without a response to that. Fuck.
And still I waited, doing my homework incredibly inefficiently.
Two hours after my message, she responded. "Not tomorrow. How about day after? Could you be here by seven? There is a place near my hotel with a bar that has already taken my fake ID twice. If you have a decent one of your own, we can actually have a drink."
"What the fuck is your problem?" Chet asked, looking up from the Christopher Marlowe play he was reading.
I may have whooped a little. But I probably had whooped a lot. "I think I have a date," I said.
"Are you allowed to go on those?" my asshole buddy inquired, mildly sarcastic.
"I honestly don't know," I said with a shrug. "I mean, I am having dinner with an old friend from high school, but is it a date?"
Chet just shook his head.
"I have a decent fake ID," I replied to Annie. It was a very decent one that had cost me a month's tips back when I was still delivering pizzas. "I'll be there."
"It's a date," she sent back.
"It is a date!" I shouted.
"Good," Chet said heavily. "Maybe you'll get laid, and stop being such a high-strung pussy, like you have been lately."
"I haven't seen this girl in three years, dude. I'm not getting laid."
I could not possibly be that lucky.




Two days later, I was in my car on the way to Fayette. I had not freaked out this much about a date since, well, high school. I had gotten a haircut the day before. I had shaved with a microscope. I had bought new fucking underwear, for crying out loud. Like that was going to make a difference, but I was risking nothing.
I pulled up to the generic bar/restaurant, which was located near the interstate exit, among several business traveler hotels. The marquee below their sign read simply: We Have Fifty-Two. That confused me until I looked at the similar place across the road, whose big, expensive, permanent sign proclaimed, "50 TVs for sports".
I chuckled and went inside.
I was fifteen minutes early, but I still looked around carefully to make sure Annie had not already arrived. When I was sure, I grabbed a hightop table in the bar, in a highly visible location.
I then instantly began to worry that I was being stood up. It was still ten minutes before she was supposed to be there, but my mind began to race.


She had found out somehow why I had reached out.
She had gotten a better offer.
She remembered me better and decided she never liked me to begin with.
She had found out somehow why I had reached out.
If I was panicking at ten minutes to seven, then I was jumping at shadows at three minutes past. This was such a bad idea. I was such a gullible perv...
Then I looked up and saw her sliding through the entrance to the bar. She had already seen me, and smiled... stunningly so, once she saw me see her.
Really, it was a lovely smile, open and genuine. I realized that it was the same smile I had known back in high school. Why had I not been smitten by it then? I realized that a few years of maturity on the face making that smile... along with a new absence of zits thereon, created this new allure. That, and I now knew what an absolutely smoking body she had naked.
"Owen," she said with a smile. "It is nice to find a familiar face to talk to somewhere I'm passing through." She slid into the high bar chair opposite me at our small round table.
"How long are you here?" I found myself asking eagerly. "A month, maybe?"
"A month? Ha!" Annie laughed unhappily. "I have some final stuff to do tomorrow morning, then I have a flight to Los Angeles. Once I'm done there, I will be able to finally head back to Athens for at least one whole week to crash with my friends and get something for all that rent I'm paying."
"Wow!" I said, then said the obvious next thing you say in a conversation like this before I could stop myself. It was not at all where I had intended to go. "What do you do, without a degree, that requires that much travel?" I asked innocently. Like a moron.
Ouch. Don't ask about what she does, Owen. Don't do it.
But I already had.
Annie looked at me almost askance for a moment, then she smiled more genuinely. "I'm a model," she said simply. "I go where the cameras are."
"Wow," was all I said, a little amazed that she had just up and admitted what she did.
"Don't act so surprised," she said tartly, then she smiled at me almost teasingly. "Don't you think I can be a model?" And damned if she didn't preen for me just a little bit, smiling artfully and adjusting her posture in a most appealing manner.
I panicked a little, not sure what to say. I started to nod vigorously, which seemed pathetic, but I was saved by the arrival of the bartender, a short, cute girl with a bob haircut nearly the exact shade of brown as Annie's long, wavy locks, who had come out from behind the counter to get our orders.
She checked my ID thoroughly, and it appeared to hold up. She seemed to remember Anne from a few days earlier. Annie was memorable, even to straight women. We ordered. I had a Coors, and Annie ordered a vodka and soda.
"Ohhh, look at you," I said, regaining my footing. "Drinking the hard stuff!"
"Beer and wine have too many calories," Annie shrugged. Then she suddenly displayed a capacity for fathomless evil I had no idea she could have possessed. "But you haven't said whether you think I really could be a model..."
I had no idea how to respond, but my mouth had ideas, and it went ahead and said them before I could strangle myself on my own tongue. "Duh. You're gorgeous now!"
Yikes!
"I... I mean, you were always gorgeous." I was sinking faster than the Lusitania. "I mean, you look just like you always did back in high school, just... better."
She smiled broadly at that. Happily. "Owen, that is honestly one of the nicest compliments I've ever gotten. I mean, aside from what I hear all the time from the photographers. But they are professionally complementary to models. Thank you."
"Well, I'm sure they mean all those compliments," I said, smiling in relief. "Just like I do."
"Thank you again, but you don't have to lay it on too thick," Annie said. "I mean, I get work, but I'm hardly an It Girl model. I learned just about instantly that one shoot for a textile manufacturer in a couple of dresses did not mean I was destined for big-time fashion work."
"Oh?" I thought she'd look great in anything, but thankfully did not voice that thought and add to my embarrassment.
"Yep," she sighed. "Aside from the obvious," she said, gesturing non-explicitly in the neighborhood of her chest, "I'm only five foot six, and I weigh too much. The height I might get away with, but I like eating things, like the chicken fingers I'm going to order in a minute, too much to start living life as a scarecrow."
"You are not fat!" I said, incredulous.
"In the eyes of a real fashion house? I'm a blimp," she said matter-of-factly, without a shred of remorse.
Real fashion houses were divorced from reality.
The next logical thing to ask was, 'What kind of modeling do you do?'
I was not going to ask that.
Fortunately, she went on without me. "So what kind of modeling do I do?" Annie asked rhetorically, he face betraying a private joke she only thought I wasn't in on. "There's a lot of good work out there. It doesn't pay as well, and instead of jetting off to Milan, I jet off to Fayette."
I held my breath, wanting her to keep talking, but afraid I'd be mortally embarrassed if she did.
"I've done a couple of beer ads for regional breweries. Lots of other product ads where I stand there beside, sit on, or just hold whatever they are selling." She leaned in with an almost naughty expression, "Only since I've gotten into this business have I discovered that there is such a term as Deniably Suggestive!"
I had to let myself laugh at that. My mind raced to a hundred ads where that term made sense.
"I've done some TV work, too. Mostly background extra stuff, but one car dealership in Oklahoma City let me have a speaking part," she went on happily. "My agent says she won't put me up for any more of those," she added drily.
I vaguely remembered her only part in a school play. I had been in the same play, which had saved her from being the worst actor in the production. I thought it wise not to try to offer support for her thespian future.
Our beers appeared, and Annie swiftly ordered the chicken fingers, but substituted an undressed salad for the fries. I asked for fish and chips.
As the bartender biffed off again, Annie leaned in and whispered. "Since that first shoot in those dresses, the only commercial fashion work I've gotten is a couple of shoots for a lingerie company."
She was openly teasing me now. My brain was starting to find some equilibrium by now, and I was able to recognize that such behavior could be a good sign. It also meant that I had better get my shit together and stop being a complete basket case pretty fast, or she would start being disappointed.
"So what are you studying, Owen? I mean, at school?" she added. She was just being specific, but it still made me flinch. "Are you still a computer guy?"
"Physics," I corrected. "Does that make me sound less nerdy?" I added with a grin.
"No," Annie mused hurtfully. "But more importantly nerdy," she added sweetly.
"Thanks," I said. I said it sarcastically, but I meant it. "There is still a lot of computer shit, though. I've got a comp sci class that is kicking my ass right now. I am escaping the homework to come see you!"
"Wow! Should I be flattered that a tasty nerd like you would give up an evening curled up by the light of the monitor with some sexy code, to come eat fried food in Fayette with me?" Annie asked in a maddeningly deadpan voice.
Tasty? I'll take that. But I'll change the subject while I'm ahead.
"So you are obviously shooting something here in Fayette," I asked, trying to make sure I was not that guy who wanted to talk about himself. Instead, I decided to try being a little flirty myself. "I suppose that it is too much to ask if you are doing another lingerie shoot?"
Her eyes narrowed. "Oh, you'd like that, would you?"
"I don't know," I replied, encouraged that her voice was in no way quelling. "Tell me who you did the first shoot for, and where I can see the pictures, and I'll let you know."
She stared at me hard for a minute. Then she gave me a hint. The hint meant nothing to me, but I took out my notebook and made a quick, high-priority reminder to figure it out.
"So, Owen," she said, watching me scribble. "I guess you haven't seen my lingerie work, then. So what photoset of mine did you come across that made you reach out on Facebook to me?"
"I... what?" I said, caught completely off guard. "I was just thinking about old times, and who I..."
"Pull the other one, Owen," she laughed, triumphant but still friendly. "I get a lot of out-of-the-blue friend requests, and they all stem from someone seeing one particular part of my work. I ignore all of them, but I recognized your name, and figured what the hell, especially since I saw that you were going to school so close to where I happened to be."
"I...!"
"Calm down," she laughed. "What am I going to do, stand up in the bar here, point dramatically at you, and yell accusingly, 'This man enjoys my professional efforts, for which I am well-paid!'?"
I laughed before I could help myself. I realized that was kind of exactly what I had been expecting in my sudden panic.
Annie knew I was an internet perv.
Fuck my life.
"What set?" Annie asked again, still smiling.
"It was by a pool," I sighed, defeated. "With that chair." Then, my mouth again supplied words my brain would have liked to edit out, had it been given the chance. "Wait. 'Which set?' I only saw the one that was up. Are there others?"
"Not on that site," Annie said, looking like a cat that caught the canary. "Not yet. But I've done shoots for a few others."
I so desperately wanted to ask which ones, but my brain had regained the initiative and was wrestling my tongue into submission.
Annie slouched back in her seat. That was hard to do on a barstool, and it mostly just resulted in her boobs pushing further out toward me. Was that her intent? "Pretty much none of the kind of mainstream clients I've done work for, or even those I want to do work for, have a beef with glamor work like that shoot on a girl's resumé. My agent explained it, with all the pros and cons, when she told me about the first offer I received a year ago."
"And... you just went for it?"
"Oh, God, no!" Annie laughed. "I was torn between not doing it because, nude? And not doing it because my parents would have an aneurysm if they found out. I just laughed the idea off." Then she smirked at me. "But then I wanted to take a vacation to, get this, Disney World, and I was short the cash in my discretionary account. And then my agent got another offer. It was from a bigger site, and she had gotten them to agree to an optional contract."
"What, pray tell, is an optional contract?" I asked curiously. "Aren't contracts kind of mandatory?"
"It meant that if I agreed to do the shoot, I would only be required to do covered nudity. You know, no nipples and especially no hoo ha showing, just lingerie and handbras," Annie said, in the same tone of voice I might use to describe applying to grad school. "The 'option' was, if I were to decide during the shoot to go for more exposure, I'd get paid more. My agent was quite explicit that the photographer absolutely intended to talk me into nudity if he possibly could. That is the point of these shoots, after all. But I'd be paid, either way."
"Wow."
"Yeah, I still wasn't thrilled. But by this time, I had gotten over the parents worry thing. They already decided that I'm the Whore of Babylon just for wearing some tight shorts and a shirt with cleavage at an auto show," she shrugged. That was not something she said easily, I noticed.
"I'm sorry about that. That why you don't go home much?"
Annie just shrugged again, but went on as if the subject had been put to rest. "You get pretty body-casual after you model for a while, so I realized that I was no more scared of doing this than that lingerie shoot I mentioned. I went for it. I knew going in, it wasn't going to pay for my Disney trip unless I at least got my girls out completely in the open, so I was almost sold on going at least topless before I got there. Once I did, I felt so comfortable with the guy that I said fuck it, and went the whole way." She smirked, "I hate to say it out loud, but I was ditching the bra before they even tried to get me to do it."
"I'm guessing you made their day," I said.
"These guys see so much nudity, it is mostly a business transaction for them," she said, waving that off. I didn't believe that shit for a second, even if Annie somehow did.
"If the guy wasn't gay, you made his day," I risked saying.
"You don't know this industry, but thank you anyway," she smiled brightly. "He was happy because he got a nude shoot that he could turn into a lot more money, even after he paid me more. I was happy because I got to go see Goofy three weeks later."
"Not Mickey?"
"The line for Mickey was too long," she shrugged. Then she winked. "And I've always had kind of a thing for Goofy."
"How scared were you?" I asked. At this point, I felt like I could indulge my curiosity about things other than Disney World... and indulge my horniness.
"Terrified at first. I took off that bra and had my arm clamped over my boobs like a vise to begin with," she giggled. Then she leaned forward. "Then that faded, and was replaced by arousal. It is hot getting shot naked. Since then, I've gotten horny as hell every single glamour shoot I've done."
I think I was sweating a little at this revelation.
"In fact, Owen, that is why I wondered if you wanted to have dinner this evening," Annie added slowly. "It's why I accepted your friend request to begin with, even. Because I knew I was going to be doing two sets worth of fully nude work today, and I was going to be unbearably horny by..." she looked at her watch, "eight o'clock."
I received what is sometimes called a full and frank appraisal.
My mouth was suddenly a little dry, while my cock was hard enough to have done eight nude shoots myself. "So... I'm guessing it is eight o'clock right now?" I said with a weak smile.
"8:06," Annie said sweetly.
I actually, visibly gulped.
"I already knew you used to be a quality guy, Owen. And not bad looking," she said matter-of-factly. "And your approach wasn't creepy, just a little shy. And now that you are here, you look even better than you used to. And you are incredibly well-behaved, for a guy who's only talking to me because he knows exactly what I look like naked."
"I... I didn't want to be disrespectful. I mean, I always liked you way back when," I stammered. "If something else had reminded me of you, I might have reached out anyway."
Annie was clearly not buying that. I wasn't sure I was buying that. "You should have asked me out in high school," she said firmly. "I'd have said yes."
"You had a crush on me back then?" I asked incredulously.
"I didn't say that," she laughed. "You were just on that little mental list of mine of guys who I'd say yes to if they ever asked."
I just stared at her for a minute. Then I started smacking my forehead repeatedly, making her laugh.
"Water under the bridge, Owen," she giggled. "But as for the here and now, you are here now, and I have been naked and aroused all day."
I looked at her wide-eyed.
"And my hotel is just across the street..."
I waved at the bartender. "Check, please!" I called out.
I've always wanted to do that...
The wait for the check was the longest two minutes of my life.
Suddenly, I was walking out of a restaurant with a super hot girl who had already said she was horny as hell, and heading across the street to her hotel.
I've had some good luck in my life, but this was ridiculous.
During the entire walk, we talked about nothing but, of all things, Greta Harlowe and her trombone that got broken at a Memphis marching band competition.
"So, I heard it was Stuart's parents who ponied up to replace the thing," Annie said as we entered her hotel room.
"Really?" I said, surprised by that. "I guess it checks out. Mr. Eggers was a really quality guy. I'm only surprised because Stewie didn't do the breaking."
"He was there," Annie said, turning to face me.
And we were here.
Fuck it.
I leaned in and kissed her.
Then I did it again, lifting a hand to cup her jaw as I did.
Our lips writhed against each other, and I felt her body begin to press lightly against mine. I did not see it because my eyes had already closed. The electric sensation of what was happening made me want to check out of reality, somehow, and just exist in the moment.
I felt her tongue press lightly on my mouth. I parted my lips, and before I could extend my own tongue, the tip of Annie's slid into the kiss, barely intruding into my mouth, but in there unmistakably, nonetheless. I let mine slip out just enough to meet hers, the moist flesh slipping against moist flesh.
I don't remember putting my arms around her, but I definitely remember her body melting into my embrace. I still did not drive my tongue into her mouth, but I did get more assertive with it. We were both soon breathless, but able to easily synchronize our efforts to grab oxygen while Not. Stopping. Kissing.
I let my hands slide down to that ass because, well, her hands were on mine already, so it seemed like something I could get away with.
Honestly, how had Annie's pert little, unremarkable high school butt have turned into this sensory theme park she had now? It felt even better than it looked, which seemed absurd to imagine. So firm, so lithe, so fantastically shaped...
"Fuck, Owen," Annie said, breaking off the transosculation for more air and to speak. "I did not have you being this good a kisser on my Bingo card!" She shook her head. "What did I miss back in high school?"
"I'd say the same thing," I snorted, further experiencing the joy of squeezing Annie Howard's ass, "except neither of us was what we are now, back then."
Annie clenched my butt as eagerly as I was mauling hers. "Yeah. Truth."
It suddenly occurred to me that Annie was wearing a skirt.
Yes, only just then.
Even though I had more or less been openly staring at Annie since she walked into the restaurant, the fact that she was wearing a tight but plain, open-necked, white teeshirt and a mid-thigh jeans skirt just hadn't entered my mind.
The fact that she had on a skirt was suddenly urgently important to me, however.
I looked around and saw that we were standing less than five feet from the little hotel room desk that I would later in life learn was the only immutable element of every hotel room on earth, whether it was fifty bucks a night or fifty thousand. All I knew was that it looked sturdy, and was the right height for what I desperately wanted to do. Right. Now.
I looked into Annie's eyes and grinned.
She started to arch an eyebrow at whatever I was thinking, but the expression was lost as her eyes opened wide when I lifted her by her ass and deposited her upon said ass on the edge of the desk.
"Oh wow," she said as I sank to my knees, pushing her thighs apart before me.
I looked up into her eyes and shot her a grin.
She was super horny, huh? Least I could do was take the edge off...
She just bit her lip and looked very pleased by the turn of events, so I just pushed her skirt up to her waist, giving me a good look.
Wow.
No panties.
Wow. Wow. Wow.
No pubic hair.
I admit. I paused.
"Like my shaving efforts?" Annie giggled.
"Uh..." I said intelligently. I very much did like it, but I was very much not imagining what to do with the situation. "I mean, in the pictures, you had one of those whatchamacallits, a Landing Strip..."
"More photographers are wanting fully bare, lately," she chortled. "I went for it to get the gig today."


Honestly? I like some pubic hair.
I think pubes are sexy as fuck.
This was cool, but... weird.
Fuck it, I dove in, even if I'd have loved for there to have been a muff to dive into.
I made some discoveries.
Shaved is convenient, guys. Throughout what came to pass, I never had to pick a hair out of my teeth or nostrils. My tongue had what felt like free rein to slide where it wanted to with no obstruction.
The only downside I felt, aside from visual aesthetics, was that Annie smelt great.
But she would have smelt even greater if there had been all those little olfactory wicks to hold and evaporate the incredible dew she was dripping.
She hissed as I ran my tongue up that strangely smooth opening, then groaned as I pushed my tongue inside her, almost as loudly as I groaned myself.
As I licked up and down, pressing my tongue into her opening and circling her little clit every time my probing elevated to that location, Annie bucked her hips.
"Fuck, Owen," she gasped. "When and where did you learn to do this like this? It was not back in high school. I'd have heard!"
I ignored the question, flattering as it was, and just slid a middle finger into her depths and started to concentrate my tongue's efforts on her bud.
Annie shut up with the questions and just made a shit-ton of noise instead.
It was the sort of response that can go to a guy's head.
But not as much as the orgasm that shattered her shortly thereafter.
The way her hips bucked, and her voice caroled in warbling joy, were the sorts of things that inflate a guy's head immeasurably.
I tried to keep going as her climax subsided, but she shoved my head out of her twat and slid off the desk and down to her knees with me. She wrapped her arms around me and buried her face in the crook of my neck, shuddering.
I held her and reveled in her aftershocks.
"God, I'm going to love sucking your cock," she breathed into my neck.
Well now. And I thought all the incoherent noises had made my day. Not compared to these latest, quite coherent, noises.
"Owen," she said quietly, regaining her breath at last. "Will you stand up, please?"
I shot to my feet far more eagerly than a cool dude would.
She suppressed (badly) a laugh at my ill-concealed eagerness.
Still on her knees, Annie expertly worked at my belt, the buckle clinking as she slid it open. In another expert maneuver, she slid the catch at my waist open, then dragged a fingertip up my zipper. I shivered just a little.
She showed a quick smile up at me, but then focused her attention back downward. Her fingertips gently grabbed the zipper pull and slid it downward, one agonizing tooth at a time. The room was quiet, and I could hear the 'tick tick... tick... tick tick tick' of my zipper opening. It was so fucking erotic.
Then she laughed. Snorted really. "Seriously, Owen? Tightie whities?"
What?
"Huh?" I said, confused. A guy does not like to have a girl laugh when she is opening his pants.
"That is the underwear you wear? Seriously?" Annie asked. She significantly reduced the sting of her laughter by stroking the underwear in question right where the head of my cock was straining against the fabric.
"They are brand new!" I protested, needing to defend myself somehow. "Right from the package."
"Really, Owen?" she teased. "Having a casual dinner with an old friend, and you popped for new underwear? Confident much?"
"You were having dinner with an old friend and did not wear underwear at all," I countered.
"I wasn't confident, Owen," Annie said smoothly, pushing my jeans to the floor. "I was certain." She then stroked the bulge in my tightie whites languidly with the palm of her hand.
I gasped happily, but admitted sheepishly, "I wasn't confident either. I was praying!"
"Well, let me start answering your prayers," my Internet Naked, old high school acquaintance from high school purred, tugging on the waistband of my underwear and sliding it down my legs to join the discarded jeans on the floor. She reached out and clasped my cock, wrapping her fingers around me gently.
She didn't stroke me, so much as let her grip feel alive on me for a moment. "This is a very nice handful you have here, Owen," she added, in what sounded like a genuinely serious voice.
But still. "It's okay," I said, feeling a little patronized nonetheless. I do okay, but I'm no... "I mean, you must have seen some much bigger ones," I said, trying to be conversational.
It was hard to be conversational, what with my Sudden Onset Self-Consciousness... and what with the way her 'living grip' was transitioning into long, gentle strokes.
"Not really," she shrugged. Then she saw my skeptical expression, and her gaze hardened just a hair. "I do solo modeling only, at least when my clothes are off, Owen. I've never even met a porn star. Not a male one, anyway. But male models in general, not just porn stars, don't do it for me."
"Huh?"
"I don't even like working with male models or actors on regular commercial shoots," Annie went on, adding her other hand to the slow stimulation of my cock. "A lot of them are nice enough guys, but all of them..." She paused. "Getting paid to show off his body, much less his cock, does things to a man's brain," she finished.
Getting paid to show off her body sure did things to women's brains, too. Like making her horny enough to put in a booty call to some rando from high school she hasn't seen in almost three years.
I was not about to point this out. Nor was I about to complain. The pace of her two-handed stroke of my cock had sped up to nearly half a Hertz.
"Ditch your shirt, Owen," Annie said, changing the subject.
"Wha? Sure," I said, caught off guard again.
"You look ridiculous standing there in your nerdy white shirt, with that fine ass of yours bare, and this sweet thing sticking out between your shirttails," Annie laughed.
I kind of stared at her. She was not saying anything really insulting. Nor anything that wasn't true. But if she had teased me this relentlessly in high school, I would definitely have asked her out.
I mused that I wished I'd been teased more. An odd thought.
An odd thought that was instantly banished when Annie added, "And your shirttails would bother my face when I start sucking on this."
I removed the shirt.
Swiftly.
I had not even finished getting it off when I whoofed as a pair of delicate, highly photogenic pale lips slipped over my tip, driving it into her mouth and into the warm, writhing embrace of her talented tongue.
The shirt fell to the floor from my nerveless fingers.
For some tragically short eternity, Annie mostly just wrestled my cock with her tongue inside her mouth while she massaged my shaft. It was a languid, instant torture of delight.
Suddenly, I felt The Test, that moment early on, where a man's cock wants to complete the mission, and fire off right away, come at me like a freight train. I bore down, and the urge to fill Annie's mouth finally backed down to a dull, marvelous roar.
About the moment I felt safe, she dropped one hand down to lightly fondle my balls, and started bobbing her face up and down on me, sliding several inches of me in and out of her mouth at a frequency far exceeding her earlier stroking. She didn't take more than a few inches on any bob, and I never hit the back of her throat, but her hand that was not torturing my balls was stroking the rest of my cock in perfect synchrony with her marvelously moving head.
And she just kept it up! She did vary her pace here and there, sometimes faster, occasionally slower, but never by much. What she was doing was just about perfect at the baseline, and she knew it.
Better, saliva was flowing out of her mouth as she worked, running down my exposed shaft and lubricating her hand's strokes, making them better with each sweep.
"Ohhhhh," I moaned, shuddering. "You are so..."
But then Annie let me free of her lips, straightened up to look at me, and slowed her strokes of me to a crawl.
"Owen," she said quietly. "I do need to ask you a question..."
My brain was really not ready for a conversation break in the proceedings, but I struggled to clear my fog of arousal enough to focus. Maybe if I focused, the conversation would get over with faster...
"If I go ahead and drink your cum, you aren't going to go to sleep or something? I am right to be confident that you won't be done, right?"
I just stared at her for a moment. I considered all sorts of responses. "You have my word," was all I could croak out in the moment.
She just smiled and went back to work.
I thought she had been intent before...
In less than a minute more, I groaned loudly in warning and gave her plenty to drink. My whole naked body shuddered as I felt the surge of jizz swell my cock on its way toward leaping out to the back of her mouth in three rapid, staccato bursts that combined could not have lasted more than a second or two, but which were etched into my mind in incredible detail.
Annie glucked a bit, but kept all of my production in her mouth, letting my dripping, sticky cock slide free before she visibly swallowed, then worked her mouth a little before swallowing again.
She looked up at my gasping face and smiled sweetly, drool mixed with a trace of cum on her chin. She wiped the mixture off her face with a finger and sucked it clean.
"Oh, good lord, you are good at that," I managed to gasp.
She shook her head at the compliment, happily. "I can not be the first girl to tell you that your spunk is weirdly delicious," she said.
"Genetic lottery," I shrugged. "Not like the lottery you won, but..."
She smiled at that. I pulled her up to her feet and kissed her again. It was another marvelous kiss, not marred at all by the traces of, well, me still in her mouth.
But it was a little weird, standing there naked, with a still-clothed girl in my arms.
"Speaking of lottery tickets," I said, between a few more kisses, "I'm standing here buck nude and you... I just desperately want to see your breasts!" I finished in a rush. I slid my fingers down from her upper back to tease at the bottom of her blue blouse tentatively.
"You've seen my tits, Owen. You are here because you've seen my tits, remember?" she teased again.
Fuck it, I was feeling it now. "Those were but mere visual simulacrums," I said airily. "Digital doppelgängers, if you will. I crave the real perfection. Please?" I asked, successfully not sounding like it was the beg it was.
She pecked my lips one more time, then simply threw her arms up high over her head, leaving me to do the work.
I've never shirked from work...
With a gentle tug, I started pulling her shirt up her torso, agonizing myself with how slow I was going. But I wanted this unveiling to last.
She had always had this narrow waist, but Annie had never gone in for bare midriffs back in the day, and I was enchanted by the sight of just that bare stomach as I drew up her shirt. It was flat, and smooth, with a dusting of pale, almost invisible hairs below her cute innie navel. I watched that toned tummy for a full breath before I started tugging upward again.
Her shirt was a fairly heavy knit, so I had limited information about what was about to be revealed. I mean, with most women, I'd have been fully expecting a bra, given the proud shape her breast made beneath, but... Internet Naked, remember? Her tits might just be holding that shape on their own. With the thickness of the shirt, the lack of pokies was no clue.
I really did not know whether I was hoping for no bra, or not. No bra would be amazing, and move the plot forward rapidly, which would be great. But a chance to take a bra off Annie would also be an extra cherry on the toppings.
No bra.
I celebrated inwardly. I'd have celebrated inwardly, either way.
Her breasts were...
Wait. Don't leave her there with her arms in the air and her shirt covering her face, dipshit!
I managed not to rush too much getting the shirt the rest of the way off.
So, back to her breasts. They were stretched upward with Annie's hands over her head, but as she swept them back down to hold my hips lightly, those breasts settled into perfect teardrops. She was not top-heavy. They were more than handfuls, but were self-evidently supple and firm, with a gentle ski jump curvature on top and softly rounded undersides. The nipples were strikingly dark against her pale skin, and the size and perfect roundness of quarters. Her nipples were cute little peaks, jutting up eagerly on her slightly upturned peaks.
"You just showed me how good a kisser you are on lips, Owen," Annie said softly. "How about you show me how good you kiss nips?"
"Your gracious permission is duly noted and appreciated," I breathed, banding down and resting my open mouth on one of those demanding nipples. Don't remember which one. Don't care.
I immediately sucked on it. Hard. I kept my mouth wide, reveling in her entire aureole distending into my mouth with the suction. I flicked my tongue over that little nipple. Damn, it was so hard!
Honestly, it would have been enough to simply stand there and nurse, but I swept my hands into play, grasping the outer curves of those tits, my thumbs hooking up under her them and squeezing lightly. The manipulation got more approving noises, so I indulged myself. What sensory delight! An even greater delight was moving to the second breast and feeling that nipple harden up diamond hard like the first, to the point I wondered if it would cut my tongue.
This festival of boob play was great on its own, but it also was a great way to pass the time as my body recovered from dumping a load of jizz into Annie's mouth, so I could get on with what I trusted would be some more load-dumping. It was certainly accelerating my recovery.
Annie also seemed to have similar desires, and she started tugging on my still soft but rapidly stiffening cock, which was even more effective...
A freshly hardened cock in the hand of a gorgeous, Internet Naked, and currently mostly real world naked, woman provides a significant level of urgency in a man, I guess.
I tore my mouth from her breast and kissed Annie hard. "I want you," I gasped, trying to sound assertive, but still desperately unsure of things in the more rational sectors of my mind.
But all Annie replied was, "Yesss! Take me!" She looked around in almost confusion. Her eyes fell on the king-sized bed behind her, and she seemed to remember it existed. "The... uh, the bed," she said, sounding as scatter-brained as I, showing that even in aroused confusion, great ideas can come forth.
We moved as one toward the wide, soft expanse, covered in a hotel duvet printed in broad contrasting stripes.
Annie put her hands on her hips to push down her skirt. I grabbed her wrist and stopped her. Before I could say anything, she just winked at me. "Kinky!"
She left the skirt on.
How did she want this, was my newest panicked internal question. But before I could even try to formulate the question, Annie answered it for me, sliding onto the bed, rolling over onto her back in the dead center, with her head propped up, her hair spreading out on the pillow beneath her. She didn't exactly spread her legs or anything, but her body language nevertheless demanded I get in there between them, the skirt was hitched up, and her arms held out to me in invitation.
I crawled onto the foot of the bed, and as I moved up, the moment my first knee got between those legs of hers, they made room for me eagerly. I bent and kissed one of her nipples again, because I have a policy that whenever my face is in the neighborhood of naked tits of this quality (or half this quality, to be honest), I'm going to kiss them.
But I did not pause for long, moving up to kiss Annie's mouth again, letting my body press lightly down on her as I did so. Her arms wrapped around me smoothly, one around my shoulders, the other giving my glute an expert, sensual massage.
I left my hands on the mattress beside her, partially to support a little of my weight, but mostly to keep my focus on the kiss.
Our tongues fenced again, and Annie slid one leg up and around behind my knee.
I became aware that my dong was hanging there between her legs, the tip nestling just to the side of her opening. I torqued my hips and we both sighed as I began to slide along her slick, hairless (still weird) slit, and I began to apply some pressure. But wet and ready as Annie was, as allegedly "fat" as the fashion industry thought she was, her opening was lean and tight. My cock gleeped happily as it slid up and down between her legs, but I could not seat it past her outer lips.
Before I could get frustrated, Annie let go of my ass and worked her hand between us. I made room for her swiftly, I can assure you! I felt her fingers between her legs, and I realized that she was spreading her opening for me! I immediately dropped my head between those clever fingers and felt myself pass the outer gates. Once I had a foot in the door, so to speak, she was still tight, but now I could inexorably sink into her depths. Depths that felt like they were silken lava, they were so warm and sodden.
"Fucking hell, Owen," Annie gasped after a few initial mews of approval. "Deeper, please!"
I pushed and paused, pushed and paused. I felt compelled to try not to pull out and push back in during this initial entry, but I could not help but back up fractions of an inch after each new deeper excursion.
I sighed deeply as I sank my last half inch into her body. She kissed me and groaned happily.
I made myself wait a few beats before I broke down and started thrusting. But I held myself to a soft, gentle pace. I didn't want to look like I was trying to advance the plot too soon, and I wanted her to feel special and cherished. Also, she was special, and I wanted to cherish her.
Annie just threw her arms up and grabbed my head, pulling it down hard beside hers so she could nibble a little on my neck.
"Owen," she sighed. "I love a good, slow, comfortable screwing like this. And since I hope we will go on like this for a good while, I look forward to doing some more of it. But," she added with a growl. "I spent eight hours today with a charming photographer and a shirtless, good-looking videographer moving around me, trying not to get in each other's shots while telling me how beautiful and sexy I am. And the whole time, I was thinking about fucking high school you, who was two inches shorter and 25 pounds of muscle lighter. Now, I am here with the current day, currently built like you are, you, with your cock inside of me." She gasped as she felt my cock throb at her words. "Will you please kick us off with a serious pounding for a minute or so?" she almost shouted.
I could do that. I'd been mentally reining in my body from doing that since I'd first gotten a third of the way inside this girl.
I drew most of the way out... and then gave her what she wanted.
I could not keep quiet as I thrust, though. It felt too good, hammering into her receptive yet resistant depths. I was whimpering (in a manly fashion, I hoped) almost from the start. After a few delirious moments, I found an easy pace, not quite a sprint, and let myself go in the pleasure.
It did not take long for me to inwardly reflect that my focus on academics had really eaten into my running, and by association, my aerobic fitness...
I kept going, though, because motivation. It was still a relief to my lungs when Annie grabbed me hard and pulled me against her so firmly I had to stop thrusting. The soul-sucking kiss she laid on me lessened the relief, but I was not complaining.
"I needed that," she gasped, her body clenching around my dick. "But I want a turn!"


With that, she pushed on my left shoulder and rolled me to my right. I happily went with the shift, and grasped her to keep her in position on my cock. We translated smoothly and in sync to me on my back with her straddling me.
Despite our care and commitment, I slipped out of her in the move. But Annie swiftly reached under herself to lift my rod and wrapped her nether lips over its head again. Then she used the fact that I had slid out of her to enjoy the process of me sliding back in.
Slowly.
We both groaned and moaned a lot during the slow progress of her hips down my cock until I was again driven into her like a railroad spike.
I was expecting the metaphor to transition to a railroad piston, but Annie instead took things wonderfully slow. She only raised up and down a little now, spending a lot of slow, languid energy on rocking and swirling her hips, making my dick more or less stir around in her interior.
"Oh, that's fucking nice," I growled, reaching up and idly playing with one of her tits as she worked.
"Yeah," she whispered. "You got us both fully into the moment, now I want us to just relax and enjoy the ride for a bit."
Well, let's see... Aerobic effort break to rebuild oxygen levels? Spiffy tits to play with? Gentle, wet, firm stimulation of my cock from every angle?
I could definitely enjoy the ride.
We both did, and for a while.
Then, without slowing at all, Annie asked me, 'This is so nice, but I'm hoping in a second here, you can bend me over the side of the bed and dick me hard from behind. Up for a little of that?"
She wanted a third position?
"You like variety," I snorted, grabbing her hips firmly. Feeling refreshed, I short-circuited the issue by thrusting hard up and into Annie from right there on my back.
I went hard and was rewarded by some scenic bobbling of her tits. And by a gasp and grin of delight from her.
But she got off me anyway. "I think it's the modeling thing," she said, sliding off the bed to the side. "When I'm doing a shoot, every time something works and I get into a pose, it seems like we have to move on to the next thing, which can be good too. I'm addicted to variety."
While she was talking, I pursued her off the mattress. She pretended to try to get away, but made it very easy for me to grab her hips again from behind and turn her back toward the bed. I pushed her between the shoulder blades, and she flopped onto her face on the duvet. I squeezed her tight little ass and bent my knees to push my dick back between her legs. By now, it was doable to push back into her without any manual guidance from either of us.
What? I can take directions.
I racked in and out of her smoothly, driving hard but slow, for now.
"Fuck yeah," Annie growled into the duvet.
"This does feel really good," I grunted, gratified to be doing the job, but mostly just gratified by the job. "I really like this idea."
"Oh, I have more!" Annie grinned. She was not looking back at me, but I could tell.
"Good grief," I growled, really starting to give her that hard dicking she had talked about. "Save some ideas for the next time!"
I felt her twitch. "Don't make this awkward, Owen," she asked almost hesitantly. "I have no idea when I'll be close enough to here for another..."
"I meant the next time tonight," I interrupted ambitiously. And also happily. First-time sex is always great, but when it is relatively spontaneous, there is always the possibility of crossed wires. Annie and I wanted the same thing.
I just fucked her harder, a smile in my head.
"Best, unh, Friend Request, ooogh, ever," gasped Annie.
It did not take much of this before I felt Annie's interior clenching on me harder, and she started moaning loudly into the mattress.
"I'm close to coming, too," I gasped. "Where?"
"Where? Ungh. In me," Annie said, her head shooting up and turning to almost glare at me over her shoulder. "Fill... me. And as to, ungh, when? Now! I'm so... fucking close!"
I felt her squeeze down on me again, and I lost it. My fingers dug into her hips as I slapped into her, and my eyes literally crossed as I teetered on the precipice for several delirious strokes.
When I finally let go, I don't know what my eyes were doing. All I could feel was heat dashing up the interior of my cock and bursting into Annie's depths.
She has definitely been on the edge herself, because she absolutely shrieked into the covers, her hips bucking and swaying around my now only raggedly moving cock, and I held on out of instinct.
Our violent orgasms trailed off, along with my thrusts and her spasms, until we both came to blissful rest, my cock softening inside her almost immediately.
Annie rolled forward and to the side, and I stood up shakily, trying to keep my knees from failing. She looked up at me with a beautiful, angelic smile, then croaked in a rough voice, "Water!"
That was a fabulous fucking idea.
I turned and looked around, spying a small cluster of five bottled waters on the room's dresser. I guessed that Annie always kept a supply of those things. I grabbed two and sat next to Annie on the edge of the bed, handing her one.
We both opened ours and drank them dry in wordless comity.
I finished mine first and enjoyed watching her lips wrapped around the neck of her bottle, a thin trickle of water dripping out of the corner of her thirsty mouth.
She finished, and kissed me lightly.
"Wow," I said.
"Yeah, wow," she giggled. Then she looked up and down at me. "Were you serious about having a 'next time' in you, yet tonight?"
I pondered my limp, utterly exhausted cock.
Then I contemplated naked Annie next to me.
"Might need to go back to the bar and enjoy another drink first," I admitted. "But, hell yeah!"
She raised her eyebrows appreciatively. "After all the calories we just burned, I can afford another vodka soda," she mused. "But we will need a shower first before I go back out in public."
"Deal," I said.
Yeah.
We never needed to go back to the bar.
We never needed to get out of the shower...




Thanks for reading! There are other Owen stories out there. They jump around in time, as they are all stand-alone. Check them out. And remember, many of them, like this one, connect to other works of mine in a fun, but unimportant way.
And, not to sound like a YouTuber wasting your time during their videos, I'd appreciate your kind votes. Favorites feel nice too. And if you like my stuff, don't forget to follow me. And more importantly, my own personal algorithm benefits the most from your comments, short or long. They are the incentive for me to make time to write more stuff!


        